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By the men . . for the
men in the service

s Back from the Bombs in Africa, Ted's Circus has come
=3 to slap the Cerman on hls own Home Ground
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Two Mew Zealanders learn American Tank-
Gun slang.

That's a motor, chum, a Whirlaway tank motor.
Ain't it a beaut?
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American shows British the function of a 50
bolt assembly.
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's parts are many and complex, not unlike the fighting q_u:l'itf'es of the grouped allies.

THEY TELL
ABOUT TANKS

They were brown and they were dirty and the only
way you could tell they weren't natives from nearby
Cairo was by their clothing and the way they talked.
. . - They talked American and wore what could be
taken for an American soldier’s uniform at onetime.

_The talking was awful good talking. About guns.

All kinds of guns. Browning machine guns, caliber
.50 and 50 AA, the 75 mm. gun of the Sherman and
the Grant.

Their talking about guns was so good that the
United States Army thought they should talk about
tank engines, too, and about driving the tanks. The
British came from miles around to hear them. Came
from Tunis, came from Tobruk, came from Libya. . . .
And they stayed and they learned about American
guns and American tanks; learned how to dismantle
the guns and the tanks; learned how to shoot the guns
and how to drive the tanks,

The tough, battle-hardened British liked the gun
and tank talking so well, and so many of them came
from the desert and from the. battlefield that the
handful of dirty brown men grew to thrice the original
number. They didn’t get any cleaner or any whiter,
but as the days went by their talking became more
and more fluent. They became experts, The tank
and gun school became an accepted Allied training
center, peopled with men of every nation. Australia,
Mew Zealand, North and South Africa, Canada, men
from all the Island of Britain.

A strong feeling sprung up from the association; the
students became masters and the masters became
students—students in the art of friendship. The
British began to like the Yanks and the Yanks began
to like the Tommies. So the school was a success in
unexpected ways; the strange and many facets of
war and of man sat down in a classroom and had a
discussion. About guns, about tanks, about the differ-
etices between the American and the British weapons
—and the American and British people.

S0 the school still expands until it now covers an
area of several square miles, And the British still
come. . . . It’s a great success,

Watch your nose, Bud, that *30 calibe

Tommies grin as a Yank explains what
- makes the Sherman tick,

It goes in here . .

-« comes out fast near
mmel—awful near,



A New Heavyweight Contender has arrived in the
E-T-O. It's winning no beauty prizes for airplanes,
the Lib . . . but that isn't what it's here for, after all

HEY were just about to B-17 everybody in the
E-T-0 to death when manna finally fell, four
motored, from heaven last week. It got so every
me you picked up. a newspaper there was that
elongated tail assembly staring you in the face. It
was getting so the British were l;egmnmg to think
we had only one airplane u1 our air force, and every
time a doubtful caption writer would see any picture
of an airplane with more than one motor, he would
immediately label it B-17.

B-17's adopted children and posed for cover
pictures with pretty girls (Yank's Christmas issue).
They bombed Germany and inspired bad poetry. It
got 5o bad the architects were even drawing plans for
B-17 filling stations, B-17 beach houses and B-17
roadside stands after the war, and more film was

wasted on the ship than on Greta Garbo. Soldiers

name their children B-17 Smith or

i 45
;roeigsi: I}:]:Infs, and it got so around the Red Cross
clubs of London that you couldn’t talk to a guy who

so much as did K-lgeffm an airfield where a B-17 bad
nth before. .

hTIi:d wgga?gve you, in a social stratosphere all his
own. Newspapers and press associations would zend
hard-bitten reporters out to fly on B-17's and they
would come back talking like vague poets, lettmg
their hair grow long. Under this magic spell an

influence they would leave their offices for days on

end and finally reappear, flak-shocked, mumbling

something about private ops they had been on.

It was a horrible, horrible situation.

Then, out of the skies the B-17 had staked out as
their own for the duration and six months, there
came a slow rumble in the distance, and it grew into
a ripening roar. And all along the
route, the B-17 latrine boys and
K-P's and fly boys glanced upward
from their labors, resentful at this
intrusion, mumbled, * Oh, the preg-
nant cows,”" and returned to their
labors.

The Libs, thank God, had arrived
in greater numbers.

Now the Lib is no lily. It does not
have the long and graceful, grey-
hound lines of a Fortress. It is a
fat, awkward airplane. It is a sort
of flying porpoise. It does, in all its
effective lack of aesthetic design,
look in its bulging fuselage like a
cow about to have calves.

But it is the cow that, if it has not
jumped over the moon, has jumped
over just as muchforbidden territory
as the B-17. It is a sweet airplane
with a big bomb load and a long
range and astout heart. Particularly
the Libs of Ted's Flying Circus.

Libs aover Britain.

And they were the Libzs the fly-boys had seen
rumbling through the sunny spring skies of England,
battle-scarred and homeward bound after a Cook's
Tour that was to be a 10 day jaunt and turned out
to be a long, long assignment.

One day last fall, when the skies began to get very
weepy with prospect of winter, when you got up in
the dark and ate evening chow in the dark and when
the flying was due to become more and more limited,
they came to the head of the Lib group (one Colonel
Edward J. Timberlake, Jr.) and told him they were
being farmed out for a little while,

" It was funny the way it happened,” Timberlake




A portable landing contraption being contrapted

YANI, The Army Weekly, publication lmwed weskly

socond closs matisr July &, 1M1 at the Post Office at

said. " This Joe comes to me and says get your men
together, you're going to Africa for ten days. I szaid
when do we go and he says tomorrow morning. We
took off the next morning."’

The 34-vear-old colonel had a pretty good group.
Two or three generals had already given him the
business, the old glad-hand about being the first to
cross the Atlantic in formation. Ewen back in
October, they weren’t bush-league stuff, at all.

They have now dropped more than a quarter of
a million pounds of bombs on Naples and Crotone,
Messina, Palermo, Bizerta, Tunis, Sfax, Sousse and
Tripoli,

They gave the enemy the business first from Libya,
and the story of how they licked the heat and cold,
the supply problem and maintenance sitnation is one
of the best epics of aviation in this war. But they had
a good airplane to work with, An airplane, as one
of the pilots said, that had never seen a United
Nations fighter. They didn't get any escorts.

* Hell," said Colonel Timberlake, who calls every-
body Joe, " some days my Joes used to kid they were
going to take a fighter along in tow, just for the
historic impression of having one of them go along
with a Lib."" -

Libya can be hot and Libya can be freezing cold.
Working under the terrific desert sun, the Liberator
men forgot momentarily that they were pilots EEII‘-I
gunners and bent their backs to the task of carving
out an airbase in the barren waste of desert. They
dug slit trenches and dragged an airfield from the
rough and ratty earth. They laid a wire landing
field and throughout the days of arduous labor and
manual work they made operational missions nearly
every other day. A grand total of twenty-five raids,
hammering and harrying Kommel in some places,
scaring the already foightened Italians into a state of
near-frenzy in others.

In the desert night, they lay in their slit trenches
and shivered and watched for the elusive Hghter
planes, the Machis, CR-42s, the low-straffing, bomb-
ing 798. A man can easily freeze to death in the
desert at night. Timberlake and his men slept under
nine blankets, dressed in foll flying regalia.

They ate a strange conglomerate stew five nights
a week and thought it was good but a little monoton-
ous. Eggs and tangerines from the wary WOG
supplemented their larder. A Special Service officer
set up a tent and magically scrounged a radio, a few
books, a set of gin rummy and three packs of cards,
They turned up packing cases and ammo boxes for
seats; their light was flickering kerosene lanterns
which wouldn't stay lighted because of the strong
desert wind and the inescapable dust,

They were a complete entity in themselves,
attached to no one they were all very, very happy
that headquarters was so far away; happy because
when Colonel Timberlake said there was going to be
4 mission there really was a mission. The paper-
work boys were a little too far away to strap red tape
around them.

Jerry and the Ities unfortunately had the draw on
Timberlake and his group because they were able to
refuel nearby. Allied airfields were scarce. Tt was
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Negro ground staff men look on in admiration, as

even necessary for the " Travelling Circus " to erect
a hangar from odds and ends. Nagging little troubles
kept deterring progress. Dust storms would last
sometimes for days, stifling, burning dust that
clogged the nose and pained the eyes, gritty, grind-
ing dust that filled the motors, tinctured the grease
and oil'in the motors and guns, The change in the
type of gasoline ruined hundreds of rubber fuel
hoses.

With the adveént of the Liberators, Germany threw
some of her most accurate ack-ack men into the
industrial cities of Italy. The Libs nearly always
returned to the base, but sometimes in a very sad
state from flak, the airplane’s most deadly enemy.
dEven in large central airdromes such damage takes
: aii}rq to repair. Captain George K. Hughel, Timber-
ake's twenty-four-year old engineering officer and
five enlisted men serviced and repaired all damage.
Hughel kept ninety per cent of the Libs in the air,
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lanes always need going over.
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two of the Liberator crew head for their plane.

despite sand storms, fighter-raiders, bombers from
nearby Bizerta, blinding sun and scarcity of parts.

The fen days had muoltiplied into three months and
the three hundred and forty-seven men who had
started were ngw two hundred and ninety-seven.
Clothing was no longer a matter of military regula-
tion. Heterogenous articles of every description were
worn by men and officers alike, Anything from
battle dress to field jackets and fatigues were in order.
Beards were approved and the dirty were happy in
their own realm.

Then one day, not long after Naples, Colonel
Edward J. Timberlake Jr., spawn of West Point,
liberator of the Liberators, was recalled to the
European Theater of Operations—recalled from the
farm, taken from the sand-lots into the big leagues.

And so the " pregnant cows ” got back last week.
There are some very green pastures across the
Channel.

MR 2
Not sewers, but supply dumps.

They go up easy, come down hard.
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A British Lance-Corfloral shows
a Belgian how an Epfield works.

PROLOGUE

May, 1940. The 18 days.
HERE was no hope for it. Even at the first there
hadn’t been a chance, and it was the same thing
over again. They were coming too fast and there

were too many of them. No hope at all. They had the
bridges and the sky, and the dust came up behind

their tanks on the ancient Flemish roads. A night-
mare.

Belgium was going under,

The roads were full of dead refugees. Tracks

clogged. No ammuonition. Rumors flew thick and
fast. Said the French collapsed at Sedan. Said the
boche was at the Channel.

What the hell's the matter with communications?

Said Germans in town of . . .

Colonel went out in a tank, sir, didn't come back,
sir. .

Line dead.

May 28, 1040. They had them all, did the Ger-
mans, in a very small area, trapped—all the British,
all the Belgians, some of the French, The Belgian
Army was stretched like a bow string,

Dear mother, it has been a fine spring. There
seems to be something in the air, but I don'l think
the boche will move. Hope ta go to Brussels soon.

Will you . - - (dust on it).

That noise was Maginot, the builder of forts,

ing in his . - - - .
Uiy 28, 1940. The Bowstring snapped. ;
And there were two Belgian soldiers, and their
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names were Francois and Jean-Paul, And Jean-
Paul's regiment was near the British. And Jean-Paul
turned his face to a place of fire that was called on
the maps Dunkergue.

They got Francois.

*® L] [}

INTERREGNUM

Surreptitiously along the moonlit roads of captive
Belgium, the Army moved out by ones and twos,
down the long, poplar-fringed roads that led to
freedom. The Belgian Army was E0INg overseas to
fight, to England. They were not being drafted,
they were not being called up, they were not being
pressed into service. They were going of their own
will and of their own volition. The war was stil] on
for them; it was still waiting to be fought, ang they
wanted to fight for it. ;

L3 L] L3
April, 1943,
T He armored car, brand new, came down the

English road at a satisfactorily dangeroys clip,
When'it stopped, Jean-Paul and Francois got gyt
grinning broadly. It was a very fine armored car.
It was very new. It could do much damage, of ap
irreparable kind.

It was the same Jean-Paul, the same Francais,
They were both wearing _British battledress, but
they were still in the Belgian Army. And gn this
day they were engaged in maneuvers,

Jean-Paul, at Dunkerque, had gone through more
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hell, but he had escaped immediately. Escape had
come hard to Francois. To begin with, he had
surrendered, along with his whole regiment, and had
gone to Germany as a prisoner of war. He got out
of Germany because he was Flemish.

In Belgium there are two big groups—the Wal-
loons, who speak French, and the Flemings, who
speak Flemish, which is rather like Dutch, After
the war had ended in Belgium the Nazis began to
play their old game of driving wedges. To split the
population, they adopted a policy of leniency to-
ward the Flemings and treated the Walloons like
dogs. Their idea was to make them hate each otheg
50 they could never unite in resistance. It was for
this reason that Francois was allowed to go home.

Immediately he started to work against the Nazis.
It did not take long for the Gestapo to ferret him
out, and then it was a quick good-bye to his wife
and child, Francois made his way to Britain.

In general, the only ones wha can attempt escape
are the well-to-do, whose families have sufficient
funds to buy them food and clothing for their
Journey.

The armored cars were beginning to move along
the road, and Jean.Paul and anEﬂis climbed into
thﬁ:‘;:}‘ffﬂtﬁ and rumbled off. The exercise was

ing.
We hitch-hiked to figlq headquarters in a staff
bow 10 the way we asked Guillaume, the driver,
iﬂ" dfahad gotten to England. He had been working
= ?3;-. - he said, and after the occupation of Belgium

& Belgian Government in London had called up all

VANS overseas, He had come by way of South
i SI":"“th *""-m“-‘l'jﬂ_a-_and Canada. In Canada there
th pre "m-“[-ﬂ-r}" _i'l.'ﬂ.ll'lll‘.lg camp; a group builds up

o o en. is shipped to Britain, ~Guillaume had
after Hitler canp i Service. I was in Berlin Lo
wiﬁ him three iimeg_wr' be said. “I had lunc

& reached the wood where field headquarters
;aa almost lost in Camouflage. Radio and sf'aﬁffm
lounged o nS; €Qually hidden, Despatch riders
i ged near th_ﬂl'tmutor cycles, their helmets sprout-
o € strange varieties of foliage, A canteen car came

S Staufngto Lot Fas & Presanted by {ho
rush for it. Ngton, Conn,” The riders made

R:xl-i::ﬂ“(:hﬁ{ﬂﬂﬁ were in charge of the fﬂnt“‘iﬁi
through tho o s O the few older men. “ He was
sid ug e last WAr, weren 't vou, Charles? " Robert



“Yes, and

1 1 now this one,”” Charles said. He infantry advanced, took up positions behind hedges,
‘i:"s}:?::i a5 though someone had played a big joke

“ and advanced again. There was a smoke and E.'I"tml.'-l:}'
I dout 1 What 1 can’t understand, though, is why  barrage. Finally, the enemy, after a last stand in
- don't hear from my family. ' Most of his fellow- =a group of farm buildings, was driven into a marsh
bfi.:lkll_t;"[‘_‘i. h-"J.\-'E—-—I‘IDt 1'l'l'||.1.l:.|'l.l ]:H.'It Enr_\ugh to E'j;'m: them beside the sea.
comfort, Clccasil:rnall}' someone new turns up, and When the exercise was finished we walked back
hf‘ 15 immediately surrounded by men from his with the latest arrival from Belgium, a lieutenant.
\-':Illa.gt'. asking him for infnm&a.tiou of the puﬂp]g thg:}r He had made his CECApe in the record tme of a
left behind, little over a month, and now here he was, only a
One of the men around the canteen came from the hundred miles from his starting point. He met the
Belgian Congo, He said that the Congo Army, man from the Congo. They looked at each other
largely native, was in the Abyssinian campaign and for a long minute, and then they shook “hands
had captured all the territory south of the Blue Nile, warmly. The Congo sergeant, now driving a Bren

along with some 15,000 prisoners. “There is an  gun carrier, had given the lieutenant his basic train-
air force dow :

: 0 there,” he said. “We have a lot of ing in Belgium four years before.
Belgians in the RAF

1
here and a more in the Now that the manenvers were over the command- j - et e o |
Congo. , We have a tﬁi“i:H tl;'itlv:: ul:ﬂnwn there.  ing officer gathered all his officers around him and ] / ' ﬁm"":l" i,
We're all over Africa now.'" went over the problem in careful detail. They stood . r 4 \

Around the cantesn were Belgians who had been on a hilltop with the countryside spread around | .
working in the 17, 5., South America, Canada and them. On one side were easy rolling valleys, with
Java. In ones and twos they had come from all over a good balance of farmland and woods. On the other
the world, until out of the chaos that had followed the terrain dropped away sharply to a marshy
the invasion a new Army had been built, estuary. Here, in the distance, _gleamud the sea.
Suddenly the talk around the canteen was cut And beyond the sea lay Belgium.
short as the shells of the z5-pounders screamed aver- To take part in the maneuver, even to stand on
head in the direction of enemy " positions on the ~ that hilltop, these men had come frpm the four
low hills near us. The armored cars had already corners of the earth. They had escaped f‘g’&;':'ﬂ
tested the enemy strength and had been fired on by  invader and had risked prison [rc!m L_I?_LL%‘_TDl't i 0 g e : SR L
machine guns to give them a little battle test. the Mediterranean. They pere o f"t"}'l e Pm:l:l ':.rﬂ: S . = ‘t
Now the Bren gun carriersappeared ffom thewoods  living Belgium, ! And the;. ;_.;en.. e nrml e Beside his Bren gun carrier, a Belgian Sergean
and scurried like beetles across the fields. The agents of a captive land of 8,000,000 people. lights a cigarette.

L %
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L e A ey ; e itish ammunition.
' : itish ms, British artillery, and Br
“ ’ . g:t :I"ﬂ::f':;"e :jn]';ﬁrm: peats the heart of Belgium, and
r the guns are on their way to set her free.
. . » T



When a plane crashed in Alaska recently, the Coast Guard went out to
down messages in the snow.
lower center.

find it. For scouting aircraft they laid
Six C.G.’s can be seen,

Dough for the Woes of Africa
Cash Asked for Broken Hearts

OMEWHERE IN NorTH AFRIcA—In a certain
Sbuﬂding in a North African city, members of

the U. S. Army Claims Commission, waist-deep
in worry, hold open house to complaints practically
24 hours a day.

The officer-incharge sits at a large flat-topped
desk. He doesn't.say much. Mostly he broods or
wistfully scans the horizon, Occasionally he rouses
to pass out huge, fat wads of francs—a gesture which
levels the rough spots the American Army has left
in its wake quicker than any oration by a goodwill
ambassador.

This is the place where civilians come with claims
against G.L.s for anything from a broken bicycle
to a broken heart. Some are small civilians who argue
violently and bristle menacingly. Some are big
civilians who remain very quiet and merely roll the
muscles of their arms,

Just recently a small civilian bristled in. One day,
he lamented, he had a fine sty of pigs. The next
dayv he didn't. Strangely enough, that was the day
an infantry unit set up camp nearby. Suspicious as
all hell, the owner casually wandered into their mess-
hall only to stare fascinated while lovely, fat chops—
from his pigs—slid gently down G.I. gullets. So,
he wanted money for his pigs, lots and lots of money.

The claims officer listened, investigated, and dis-
covered that, although the citizen had told the abso-
lute truth, he also happened to be an enemy alien
and therefore must seek payment through civilian
authorities. But when the infantry unit heard about
that, they passed the hat and turned over enough
money for their erstwhile host to open a barbecue.

Sometimes a-claim case takes a strange twist. Like
the case of the stolen wine. Several soldiers with
parched throats broke into a wine cellar and blithely
made off with a couple of cases of vintage grape.
The owner complained to the mayor. The mayor
complained to General Eisenhower. The Gnncrg.l's
office put a rush call through to Col. Mastin G. White,
chief claims officer.

“For God's sake, find those soldiers,”” the Gen-
eral's aide barked at the colonel. Those wine bottles
they stole are full of sulphuric E.EI.:'.'] I** Ewverybody
forgot about the claim in the frantic haste to locate
the unsuspecting soldiers. Y :

Several times the Commission has jssued warnings

to doughboys as a result of its in-

and suggestions OHEAOYS i 7

vestigations. One of its latest reads: " Please don’t
lighted cigarettes from your convoy truck.

-t%]mwb- g}; this up with the tale of a motor cycle dis-

They bac ko, ordered to advance from the rear to

I-;"‘“?;’ '::gf;fw,lném,m}:_ became involved with two

[ 1 [ L. f: H 1
Eahs salvaging cigarette butts in‘the middle of the

PAGE 8

road where soldiers had thrown them from their
truck,

Smallest claim paid by the commission was the
27 francs demanded by a French girl for damage to
her bicycle by an Army truck. More expensive was
the claim involving two soldiers who borrowed the
mayor's car for a joy ride. The mayor probably
would have overlooked the matter if the ride hadn’t
ended in the bottom of a ravine. The claims com-
mission paid off the mayor., Now the soldiers are
paying off the claims commission with a fat slice of
their monthly salaries, !

Yank F15LD CORRESPONDENT
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The was nun;. two of its six occupants dead. Coast Guardsmen
brw:jﬁtmtht .Inj!l.rad' out by sledge. Here Dewey Metzdorf is taken to a

hospital.
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He Saw His Photo in a Nazi_Tanl_(

HOMS, TriroLitania—Looking through papers
strewn about the remains of a blasted German mohile
gun, George " Slim " Aarons, Yawk's Middle East
photographer, picked up a page from a Berlin picture
magazine to look atit. Slim almost dropped his cam-
era when he found that the page contained the
picture below of himself, copied from Life magazine.

While 2 member of Yawk's London burean last
sumimner, Aarons was chosen ds the model in a series
Life was doing on “ A Short Goide To Great Britain, "’
the Ar!qy handbook given to U, S. troops bound for
the British Isles. One of the pictures showed Aarons
and a blonde in a punt on the Thames, its caption

cautioning the U. S. soldier not to cut in on an
absent Tommy's girl.
The Berlin Ilustrierte Zeitung copied the picture

and twisted the caption to make it appear that Ameri-
cans really were taking English women over the
hurd]eF. The blonde, " said Aarons, “ received a fat
model s fee for the few minutes she was in the boat. I
couldn't get a word in edgeways because she lkept
talking about her boy friend in the Middle East."

U_. S. Airmen Pleased S. A, Mamas,
Sisters, Cousins, Uncles and Aunts

Tucson, Ariz —A bunch of Amer;
; : merican flyers and
%“:::':iu? Foops recently arrived at Davis-Monthan
patmuz;mﬂ?:u Pt:‘:‘?“é“e“m- I:-Vhﬂ’rﬂ they built air bases,
ific Coas i
ambamqﬂm of goodwill, » and acted as part-time
ﬂngp:rgf::ng under agreements between the U. S.
alrfields oy fLCricAn government, the AAF built
of the equa the shifting sands of a country south
of the sziaﬁt:[' %ES h}?gﬂ.n an aerial reconnaissance
ey ung u i
of flying without mghap_g' P & record of two years
at ﬁau:rejma didn't agree with the American soldiers
it s ore: ey me accustomed to the
wt:a.;.d}lr d:;t ‘f pescade y aryoz
Pen o i in 1 - P
Sﬂ%ﬁlim and ag;lp 8. There was a constant lack of
oligh the social customs of i'iEl.tin ey
i i : g are rigid, the
&?tmm';:tnlf ingratiated themselyes to such a degree
attend I;rs at times permitted their daughters to
Yannessa of rﬁﬁ“@“‘:ﬂ dances. One G.I., Sgt. Joe
o
ﬂiiy out one evening, « Spent $21 to take a young
the ;I.{gii;"tiﬁ family, " hy gaid, # Jose, Pedro, Luis,
akin accom ?élda"d Flora, and everyone remotely
wanted to tal. U 10 the theater. After the show
there was the .-:‘.f yfmﬂ to di}‘lﬂﬂr: Sure enough,
following us into th: wﬂtﬁuﬂ?{'ﬁ right behind us,

GT. Sypney 'R, NeEMarow.




The Turning of the Worm

NCE in EVErY war a b—tﬂ[}r COmes B.I.D]]g that

restores a man's faith in the human race.

Last war was the story of the buck private
who said, “Got a light, Buddy?” to Black Jack
Pershing and who actually got the light, together
with the remark that had Pershing been a shave-
tail it would have been another matter entirely.
That story may, of course, be apocryphal, buot it
serves to show what we mean, Between the be-
deviled enlisted man and his for-the-duration
superiors there is a constant sub rosa strife, in
which the EM is reduced, for the most part, to
guerrilla warfare, and the victories are almost all
on the side of stars, bars and discipline,

It has to be that way, in the guerrocracy whose
nets now enmesh nus. The EM gives no orders,
but he takes a great many. He is given no chance
to express himself, to add to the Army that little
bit of blatant individuality it so sadly needs. He
is given no chance, agreed—but occasionally
circumstances, perhaps even beyond his control,
take that chance from the hands that give it and
drop®it in the grubby palms of the ordinary Joe.

In the Enlisted Men'sI PastéEo:;changEIm Lon-
don, there is a corporal from ston.  His name
is John A, Cuozz-:lz—r? and to him one recent gray
afternoon came the ﬂpportuﬂitf!-’ so often denied
corporals, from Boston or Mobile, and of which
their dreams are so often tmﬁbled.t tﬁi&n ;.h;nlggt
of John A. Cuozzo walked an honest-to-Go e
die{' general, bold as the brass that weighed him
du;:rl what the poetscall, rather loosely, pregnant
seconds, star and striper faced each other. Then
the general cleared his throat, hoarse from years
of giving commands. “ Pleasze,'” he said, " may
I have some Life Savers?"’

With the same spirit that once, unfortunately
misapplied, animated the breasts of two other
corporald, a small Corsican and a middle-sized
Austrian, Corporal Cuozzo drew himself up. The
words he then spoke should, if set to music and

rumpet around the walls of West
P]E"_Yed o _a: tthat most ancient and august edifice
i ke dust. “Sorry, general,”’ said
to crumble unto e i
John A. Cuozzo, Corporal, AUS, " this 15
dier’s joint."” i oy e

Th beaten as he could never De |

The general, Dot e, torned on s hech
o e -ed out, with no Life Savers in his pocket,
and walked out, that he had
ral Cuozzo, unaware '
and Corpo f his life, went about his

igh point o
reached the hig ﬁp:?d that, gentlemen, as far as

g b i is war. It

ed, is the story of this
;‘;:Er;ugﬂnftcgﬁakes us up. O tempore! O mores!
O God! O AUS!

The Chicks Who'll Eat the Worm

The night after the last raid on Berlin found
us sitting around the mess of one of the London
gun sites with a couple of English corporals, wait-
ing for Jerry to come over and do a little retaliat-
ing. The two corporals were alert, but disgruntled,

“It's a ‘omible war,” said one corporal, “a
perfectly ‘omible war.'

“¥uss, it is,"" the other corporal said,

The first corporal then elaborated on his state-
ment. Things had been nice in Scotland. It was
a man's world up there. " Nowt a woman fur
moiles around, '’ said the second corporal.

But now those days had gone for ever. The
corporals had come south, to London. They still
stood by the guns, but it wasn't a man's world
any longer. The women had taken over the Army.

“Fact," said the first corporal. " They've
tyken over the Army. Look at them, the horrible
things."" He waved his hand around the mess.

He was right. The mess was full of women.
Women in battledress, women in tunics. Except
for the fact that certain sections of their anatomy
were wider than the corresponding sections in the
male, they could easily have passed for men. And

even so, they were trying to palm themselves off

as a bunch of the boys. In a corner a hefty wench
slapped a narrow-faced private on the back, The
narrow-faced private gave her a disinterested clip
on the ear. It seemed to' make her very happy.

At the moment there are almost as many
women as there are men handling the ack-ack
guns of London, The girls don't fire the guns,
of course, or anything like that; they do their
work in the control rooms. As far as the actual
physical effort of knocking Jerry out of the sky
is concerned, man is still king, But when he goes
off duty and pops into the mess for a spot of
the worst beer that a brewer escapes hanging for,
the poor anti-aircraft man has to take a back seat
for the dames. But definitely a back seat.

The mess of the ack-ack units is a rectangular
building with a snack bar at one end and a tiny
stage at the other, The stage holds: painted
backdrops, 1 ea.; pianos, mahogany, upright, 1
ea.; drums, set, 1 ea.; pianists, blonde, female,
helty, 1 ea.; drummer, male, small, sleepy, 1 ea.
Dancing is fairly continuous throughout the even-
ing, until the mess closes at 1o.15. It is the
women, however, who do the dancing—with each
other. The men rarely dance, except when some-
thing fast is played.

Itgia the wgmg:d who do the loud talking in the
anti-aircraft messes. The men occasionally make
self-conscious efforts to assert then_‘usclves,,l_lrsuglly
these efforts take the form of pinching the girls’
bottoms. The girls are not very impressed,

All the men of the anti-aircraft units are worried
about the situation after the war. They think
England is going to be a matriarchy, and they
don’t like the idea. *Mark my words, Yank,
the corporal said, " mark my words, You tyke
up your pen and you write a billetdoo to your
President Roosevelt and you tell him to disband
your WAACS. Tell 'm that if he doesn't they'll
be running your Army and your Government and
your whole bloody lives within the year. Mark
my words, "

He can consider them marked.

The Secret Life of the Werm

Somewhere, a few paragraphs ago, we said that
the EM never gets a chance to give any orders—
real orders, that is. This is, damn it all, quite
true, and nothing can be done about it. Still, we
would like to see a plan evolved in the Army that
would be the equivalent of something that used
to be done occasionally in the States: that is,
they used to take some high school kid and make
him mayor for a day. Our suggestion is that the
ETO Command find a day that is comparatively
quiet on all fronts, including the long underwear
section of the Philadelphia Quartermaster Depot,
and on that day put a Pfc, in the commanding
general's chair and let him run the whole blasted
theater for 24 hours. You might see a few changes
around here then.

We are not a Pfc., but we have some definite
ideas on some little things that could possibly be
done to improve conditions in this neck of the
woods. We hereby pass them on to all aspiring
Pic.'s, in case the Day ever comes. For one thing,
we would send ont a GO to the effect that here-
after all red linings would be forbidden in officers’
greatcoats, and that those officers then in posses-
sion of said red linings would perforce rip them
out and turn them over to the nearest joo-yard
range for Maggies.

We also have a suggestion as to what could
be done with swagger sticks.

We could OK a campaign ribbon to be worn by
those men who, after eating Spam for six months,
have not turmed purple. We would alse OK
another campaign ribbon for those men who have
turned purple. Fairness is our watchword. This
second ribbon will be of a modest, neutral shade,

— = __,n_.1—_- e, 1

You, too, can be a general, like this familiar Pfc.
Look what generals get.

chosen to blend with the complexionz of its

wearers. We are aesthetic as well as fair.

Come to think of it, that's a wonderful idea
of ours as to what could be done with swagger
sticks.

" We would abolish saluting, save among second
lieutenants.

Then we would abolish second lieutenants,

We would publish an SO to the effect that, inas-
much as the { is worth only $2 in actual trade-in
value, American soldiers stationed in England
would be paid at the rate of $z to the £,

We would order 17 shiploads of rye and bour-
bon to be imported.

Lastly, style-conscious to the last, we would
order, as G.I. equipment, 5,000,000+ camel's
hair coats, soft and luscious, if for no other reason
than that British girls might have something to
cuddle against that wouldn't scrape their cheeks,
Then we would rise from our chair, slug our
adjotant, and stalk out of the room,

That's how we'd spend Our Day,
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Overseas Ribbons
OGFACES may not get their campaign medals—
Dmanuiatture of them has been discontinued for
the duration to conserve metil—but they'll
get their campaign ribbons when they arrive over-
seas. Ribbons will be given for three different
theaters :

The. European-African-Middle Eastern Theater
includes just that, and its ribbon
is green, for the green fields of
Europe, with the U, 5. colors in
the center flanked by the Italian
and the German colors near the
ends, and borders of brown repre-
senting the sands of the desert.

The Asiatic-Pacific Theater
embraces Alaska, Hawaii, the
South and Southwest Pacific, and
all Asia Minor. Its ribbon has
the U. S. colors in the middle
and the Japanese colors at both ends.

Any other overseas jaunt will bring you the
American Theater ribbon, which is blue with narrow
red, white, and blue stripes in the middle, and Ger-
many’'s colors at one end and Japan's at the other.

Pretty, but only one to each customer.

G.l. Shop Talk
Things money can’t buy, G.I.s may get by barter
at certain overseas points, Over in North Africa,
the OMC trotted out some new “ barter bags.”" They
contained beads, scissors, cloths, perfumes, candies,
cigarettes and food. Wonder how the Yanks will
malke out swapping with the Arabs. . . There are
getting to be so many women in the Army that
they've had to open another basic training center
for them. The new WAAC powder room is at Fort
Oglethorpe, Ga, The other two are at Fort Des
Moines, Iowa, and Daytona Beach, Fla. . . Banks
are being set up in domestic camps and forts to
accommodate servicemen. These banks will accept
deposits, cash checks, transmit funds, and sell War
Bonds and saving stamps. In fact they'll do every-
thing for the dogface except loan him money.  These
banks are branches of commercial financial houses
in nearby communities, approved by the Treasury
Department. Any camp may get such a bank if
the Old Man applies to the Treasury. Thirty-two

oing. .
ar(ell?g:resfsjg gif yfu want to borrow some money, just
ask your first sergeant.

PACE 1O

Shavetalls .

The Jersey City Quartermaster Depot gives its
version of the origin of the term “shavetail™ as
applied to second "lieutenants. According to the

{OMs, when men were commissioned from the ranks

they still had perfectly good G.I. shirts which were
exactly like the officers’ except that they didn't
have shoulder straps. In order to save these

. shirts, the ninety-day wonders
wiould snip strips from the tail of
the shirt to be sewed on the
shoulders. . . The jeep got its
name when the first of these
bouncing buggies rolled off the
freight car, A soldier noticed the
initials “GP" stenciled on the
side to signify *'general purpose.”’

Gratuity Benefit

: Under new WD orders, when
a man is reported missing (or missing in action) for
1z months, the head of the department concerned is
authorized to make a finding of his death, This will
enable the payment of six months' death gratuity,
Men returning after such payment is made will pay
back the gratuity in monthly payroll deductions,

The lowa

Some interesting facts about the Nayy'
battlewagon, the 45,000-ton Jowa ! Carri\g ;;iw:&
aks and heavy guns, including 16-inchers, than any
other ship. She is BBo feet long and her beam is 08
feet—just a few inches narrower than any lock in the
Panama Canal. The Jowa's surface area covers nine
and a half acres. She has 800 miles of welding, 250
miles of electric cable and her generators an:;l:lu[:e
enough power to run a city of 20,000 population

The Jowa is the fourth Navy ship to bear that
ngme. The Navy says she is the most powerfu] ship
afloat,

North African Fire Water !
_ Everybody is telling the story about the two G.Ls

in Casablanca who managed to get a quart of bootleg

brandy and prepared to sample it in a ho
whichythe}' had hired for tlfe purpose, t—f-%,:’;ﬂ,;
soldier lifted the bottle and took a couple of snorts
But he reached over and pushed the bottle away
when the second soldier put it to his lips. 2/
“Don't drink that stuff,’” he yelled,

“Aw, gwan,”’ muttered the second soldier. * Leave
me alone. "'

"I'm telling you—don't drink it,”’ screamed the
first soldier. “1 just looked out the window and saw
President Roosevelt riding down the street in a jeep.”

The Old Man Talks

The familiar ritual of “ Pvt. Smith has permission
of the first sergeant to speak to the company com-
mander,” is out at Fort Knox, Ky. A recent order
by 1!'!3], Gen. Charles S. Scott, CO of Fort Knox,
specifies that at certain times “ every company com-
mander in this center will make himself available to
any man in his company, and no bum ptious company
cleck or first sergeant is going to stop him."

This Guadalcanal ha .
ircut is strictly G.l., and 50
Is ﬂ'ﬂ bib. the latter is Jap—a Lptured flag-




*“ Gentlemen, as commander in chief of the armi
of the Third Reich, | am open t: 2{.“.:5@:5

I N 1812 a dumpy Corsican who had stood in the
sun and thrown a shadow, elongated with each

passing year, across a Europe whose face was
cracked by wars and revolutions, led his Grand Army

against the mysterions northern fortress that was -

Russia. Napoleon was the master of the Continent.
Allied to him, by right of conquest, were Poland,
West Germany, Italy, West Jugoslavia, and the
greater part of Spain. Allied to him through their
own desire were the Austrian Empire, Denmark,
Norway and Switzerland. In his train also were
Belgium, Holland, the Northwest German Coast and
Luxemburg. !

To the gates and through the gates of Moscow the
Grand Army fought ghosts. The Russian forces
melted away before their eyes, drawing them farther
away from their bases, stretching their lines of com-
munication and supply to the breaking point.
Napoleon got to Moscow, but the victory was empty.
He could not stay. He retreated through a horrible
winter, harassed on all sides by the wraithlike
Russian cavalry, his supplies gone, his men broken.
When he got out of Russia, the Grand Army was
a rabble and his :i:auqueats were running from his

ds like sand. :
ha‘E] s:g.;:,?iurelocked Austrian who had stood in
+he sun and thrown a shadow, elongated with each
passing year, across a Europe whose face was cracked
by wars and revolutions, sent his panzer divisions
against the mysterious northern fortress tha_t was
Russia. Adolf Hitler was master of the continent.
In all Europe there were only three neutral munm‘:;
— Sweden, Switzerland, and Portugal. On the ::.st
lay a weakened England. Only Russia, to the east,
romained a5, Sekno 9o, Skt Al Hl
ust, for the of th :
:I;%t t’il'ule coming 1,000 years of Paxr Germanica, be

ﬂ' & - -
"ot Hitler never got to Moscow, Belos b2
jans fe :
nfi‘igit?:arlzﬂnm. But while they retreated they
hun ed. When winter at last sought out a;:iﬁ fougmdnd
K3 Hilr on th stppes he Kusans i g
1 orwa
e Stelggehad taught them a good deal. In

.
E;%eh: ?Eewas quite the other way. Back fell the

" t. -
“ unbeatable " WBTACH \ cen the Russians who

There;:-s ?mn and the Russians who were beatli}:g
cr!lt?hm ThPeORussianE of 1812 knew wha.'t tRhcy i
= der. had nothing to-learn. But ro41's usm;;v
o faced with the problem of learning & B
ot fac:f warfare in very little tume. An
?m Learned the hard way. jﬁr:fd ﬂ?;m:ns e
4 e ;
i i Im:f:re:g“yiars M winters, Adolf Hitler
thrﬁs ookm'om:e again, east and west, and see
cou i

e 1 weak. England was strong.
Eagand ﬂﬁpﬁmﬂgﬂhﬂd there, in the_eagtﬁv'?fnas
England wa P Soiking cut; e =

Russia, :;",15' mﬁ:‘gﬁn learning. Now, however, the

each i that

s i the master a few things

Pupm :he bt::;E Russia still held, and Moscow

w;;ﬁlstf]:r s lilt Tdﬂifg a Hitler who had

4 jumphan itler, ) '

daIt::eil:tg:.o'clsﬁr:li; jiI;' in the Forest of Compelgny
n

came to a humbled Paris and stood locking down on
the tomb of Napoleon in the open vault in which it
lies. * They should not have laid you so low, my
friend,'" his staff officers heard him say. Perhaps,
however, had Hitler been able to spare the time in
1043 to go to Pars and look down on the ex-
conqueror, he might have remained silent. His bond
with the dead had become too strict.

At the end of three years of Russian war the
Europe that had been so tight under Adolf Hitler's
thumb, the Europe that had shrunk in terror at
the very mention of his name, was frightened no
longer. There was guerrilla rebellion in Norway, in
Poland, in Jugoslavia, in France. Europe was a
seething, bubbling canldron. The soldiers of Hitler
could not walk out alone. Divisions were needed
desperately in the snows of Russia, but they could
not be spared from guard duty in the enslaved coun-
tries. To obtain more men the deputies of Adolf
Hitler had to comb their own country, comb Ger-
many, take what they could get, even if it meant a
dislocation of industry, a slowing-up of production.
There was nothing else for it. Thoogh he was un-
aware, Adolf Hitler was no longer master of Europe.
Europe, conquered, enslaved, was master of him.
Silently, subterranecusly, passively, conquered
Europe dictated what Adolf Hitler should do. The
biter had been bit. The Casar had been un-Ceesared.

Sitting in his eyrie at Berchtesgaden, the Fuehrer
of Nazi Germany could mumble to himself more
parallels with the bit of Corsican dust now crumbling:
under its polished marble in Paris. Napoleon, too,
had tried in Africa. He had gone to Egypt, and he
had been beaten at the Battle of the Pyramids, and
on the sea at the Battle of the Nile. Napoleon had
failed in Africa, and now Adolf Hitler, 2 most un-
comfortable latter-day blueprint, was failing, too.

The Wehrmacht, in the of Erwin Rommel
and his Afrika Korps, had been beaten all the way
across the face of North Africa, from Egypt to
Tunisia, MNow, they were at bay, crushed between
the British and the Americans. ey had hoped to
hide behind a pathetic souvenir of the military think-
ing of 25 years ago. The souvenir was called the
Mareth line, and it consisted of trenches and barbed
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wire and pillboxes and concrete emplacements. It
had been built by men who had not understood war-
fare, who had not comprehended the ponderous,
vicious mechanism known as the tank. Tt waz a relic,
a maiden aunt, and behind its skirts Erwin Rommel
had been forced to take cover.

The British had blasted him out. In nine days
they had cracked his line and sent his broken forces
sprawling back. And behind him, on his flank,
waited the Americans. They were something that
Napoleon never had to contend with, something
new. Behind them they had a country that could
cut-produce Hitler in men, in munitions, in any-
thing. And here in Tunisia they were for the first
time feeling out their strength in this latest of
Europe's wars,

Back reeled Rommel. And in Berchtesgaden, or
wherever he was, Adolf Hitler could lock at the
maps and study the histories and know that the jig
was almost over, the martial music almost at an end.
5till to come was the parallel of the retreat from
Russia. It had almost come this year—almost, but
not quite. Dead before Stalingrad, before Kharkov,
before Leningrad, before Smolensk lay the flower of
the Wehrmacht. From now on Adolf Hitler would
have to fight his war with weeds,

He could sit at his field headquarters and turn the
pages of a Life of Napoleon, and toward the end of
the book he could find another parallel, the last
parallel of all. Reading of it he could turn his face
to the west and, listening, almost hear the work
that was going on beyond a little strip of water
called the Channel. That last parallel had still to
come. Its name was Waterloo.

* PAGE |J

1

e



b i, ;'".' . - ] L1

NFANTRY ADVANCE. In this pic-
ture, against the background of o blasted
tree, troops are advancing on the rup

*

T i .' - ‘l""
COMBAT NURSE. In the midst of

battle, a Russion nurse slides into a trench
to give first aid to a wounded. soldier.

A e e -
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FLANK GUARDS. These soldiers with SK In white camouflage
automatic rifles are covering a unit which is uniforms and armed

.with automatics, these
dislodging the Nazisfroman occupiedvillage. famous soldiers file up to the front lines.
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. Flat on their stomachs in the snow, Russian HUMAN TORCH,

EERE Aj’?ﬂ iﬁ?ﬁ over an advance by infantry. EI_nDEE fﬂ_ the of the turret of his tan

h-’:: m.chm: d:l a smoke screen laid down by the advancing Russians. from the burning tank

rig a_:amﬁ! T

This was

k, which tIl-m:ila‘".”m" tankman, shet as he climbed out

®8n stopped b i Flames
ca | v PP Soviel guns.
ught onto his uniform and Ecitad mrgﬁ his back.



somewhere on Russia’s great front. With

typical courage, these soldiers go ahead
within point blank range of enemy's guns.

. e
THE AVENGERS. Lying scattered through the ruins of a village are the bodies of Germans
and their Hungarian allies, who died trying to defend it against guerrillas. Sidestepping the
dead, the victorious Russians search for any enemy snipers that might have been overlooked.

s 3 R il &

TANK ESCORTY. Under cover of a tank, which has been painted white for winter camou-

flage, infantrymen advance in the deep snow. It was individual soldiers like these, determined

and unrelenting, who gave Hitler’s great land armies their first decisive defeat, and are still at it.
L A - & »
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Last week the Korean Flowering Cherry Trees bloomed in Washington,
and a variety of other things budded on the newsfronts of America

LY .
Racket on the shelf, bars on the shoulder,

who were sent home last month for wearing all-
revealing sweaters are at it again. The employers
say the sweaters might get caught in the machinery,
but the bigger rub is that the sweater girls divert
working men from their work. Officials were said to
be toying with the idea of using the two famous
sweater girls as “ special commissioners ™ in the
dispute.

It appeared that the strike threat of 450,000 soft
coal miners was averted when both John L. Lewis
and the employers agreed to continue negotiations
with the understanding that whatever settlement is
reached it would be retroactive to April 1. The
United Mine Workers are asking for a $z-a-day
increase. -

Lewis rejected a suggestion that the dispute be
offered to federal agencies for arbitration. He an-
nounced earlier in the week that he considered the
War Labor Board's “ Little Steel Formula (lirmit-
INg wage increases to 15 per cent of the Jan. 1, 1941,
scale) a violation of the “no strike " agreement
reached hetweer! labor and the government.

The war against the U-boats looked better this
week, Donald Nelson, chairman of the War Pro-
doction Board, announced production of hundreds
of new types of warships, known as destroyer escorts.
They are bigger and better than anything we have
been using so far to destroy U-boats. The ships are

They should have been ashamed to bloom, but
they did.

said it was one of the toughest on record. In New _ |

York 20 people died when the thermometer shot
down to eight below zero. It was much worse in the

suburbs, anywhere from 10 to 20 below, and in the
area around Lake Placid it dropped to 50 below.
Railroads were having much trouble; brakes and
signals froze, and many trains were as much as 12
hours late.

Americans were faced with their first real pinch _
of food shortage. The census people announced
the nation’s population jumped to 135,604,000 during
1g42—an increase of 1,851,000. But the food prob-
lem wasn't affecting the new babies. Meat was'
plenty scarce, but fresh egps and milk were still
plentiful. The food situation was not so good for
the elders though. Millions of people in New York
faced a meatless weekend. Housewives there re-
turned home from the butcher empty handed. Most
of the butcher shops were picked clean. The owners
couldn't get a supply, so0 z,000 of them got together
at a meeting and protested. “ People are starving
not because of 4 meat shortage but because of an
artificial shortage created by the regulations,’’ they
charged.

Following their meeting, the butchers . stormed
empty warehouses and shouted, " We must have
meat to feed war workers."’ Federal authorities acted " In fact it is difficult to understand how one can
quickly and announced that arrangements for emerg- be guilty of disorderly conduct while asleep,’” the
ency meat shipments to areas faced with critical judge said. New York cops have besn arresting 350
shortages were being made. New York was promised people a month for falling asleep in subways. The
one million pounds of meat by Monday. judge defended the sleepers.  “ They are work.

President Roosevelt issued an executive order ap- ing men who fall asleep after an arduous night's
pointing Chester C. Davis director over all production  work,"”" he said. " A night in jail and the Joss of a
and distribution of food. Asin the early days of the day's pay is utterly unjustifiable."

New Deal, when he was administrator of farm prob- America’s big business men came put with thejr
lems, Davis was given blanket authority to cope idea of the post-war world. _ Releasing the study of
with the food problem. The President's order was their gz-man post-war committee, the National Assg.
interpreted by many as being directed at a move by ciation of Manufacturers said that America’s' pro-
the Congressional Farm Bloc for higher prices. gress after the war will be attained only through

The President said one of Davis’s first considera- cooperation with nﬂlﬂ{’HEﬂMS in "a real effort tg
tions will be the establishment of a women’s land maintain world peace.
army, patterned after the British model. He also A sub-committee to study and report on gf a0
said that 550,000 farmers had been deferred from the lutions relating to inter-Allied cooperation and post.
draft and at least 3,000,000 others would be deferred war planning was named. Senator Tom Connal]
l‘.hil ’f-!’_[". [Dr, :]-:.’-}, d‘mm.n nf th': Wﬂlﬂﬂtl‘gn, .nmhuir

The ban on joyriding was lifted in the 17 Eastern that it includes five Democrats, including himpets
States, but there was a catch to it. The “ A " ration two Republicans and one Progressive, Plgp, for
cards will be cut from three gallons to one gallon and  the creation of a special committee to plan an ord
a half of gas each week. People can’t go very far discharge of fighting men after the war ya, e
on that. Most war workers will continue using the nounced by Senator Walter F, George (D, Ga.), wha

pooling-up system, or ride to work on street cars, said he hopes ‘"’,"E‘““’“* will be made to keep dis.
buses and subways. * charges in step with re-employmen conditions.

To make things easier for subway riders Judge Officials of the War Labor Board were considering |4
Morris Rothenberg, of Bronx, N.Y,, ruled that any. the matter of seeking the aid of Lana Tumes

- ih & subway is i “ dis. and Ann Sheridan in settling another fapor ;.0 HeT
one falling asleep in a & ¥ is not guilty of : ¢ by labor dispute
orderly conduct.” The girls at a certain airplane plant in Connecticyt

lTwunculdmkba:k home. The weather man ’

His music faded, his life ended.

= i : .
bor almost sald “ Pleage™ to Ann . . ..
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Chet Davis, his cupboard not bare.

equipped with the latest submarine detection devices
and are equipped with torpedo tubes, depth charges
and anti-aircraft guns.

Henry Kaiser, the shipbuilder, was in a jam this
week with both the government and labor. The
government charged him with buying 928,000 feet of
lumber and $z,643,534 worth of electric motors with-
out observing priority regulations, and the CIO
Marine and Shipbuilding Workers Union charged
that half of Kaiser's " acconnts of work are bally-
hoo.”' The union said the extravagant praise was
used to cover Kaiser's * anti-labor record.”’

The Army invited workers in Detroit to spend three
days in training at Army camps. The workers re-
tumed from the camps enthusiastic about the way
the Army operates and announced their determin-
ation to speed up production. The War Department
also announced it is planning to send delegations of
industrialists, labor leaders,. mayors and even
governors to various fighting fronts. The idea is to
give them a first hand account of the war so that
they can report fo the people back home, ¢

George Sylvester Viereck, freed by the United
States Supreme Court last month on a legal techni-

cality, was re-indicted on charges of failing to register
as a foreign agent.
seminating MNazi propaganda.
Hitler's former pastry baker on

Viereck is charged with dis-
The FBI nabbed
charges of spreading

o il )

: Tony Eden had himself a look round.

German rumors. - The 40-year-old German baked
for der fuehrer at Berchtesgaden until 1937 when he
came to America. When the G-men arrested him he
was working at a New York restaurant. He told the
FBI he would not fight against Germany.

Two popular United Nations figures foured
America this week and received enthusiastic ovations
everywhere. Anthony ]. Eden, British Foreign
Secretary, appeared at Senate sessions, visited Army
camps and war plants. He ended the week with an
address at Annapolis, Md., when he called for a post-
war world system to keep the peace and pledged more
aid to China. Meanwhile, Mme. Chiang Kai-Shek
addressed thousands of cheering Americans in
Chicago and San Francisco. She continued her
appeal for more aid to China.

The U.S. Department of Agriculture anncunced
that the Japanese Cherry Trees in Washington were
renamed again. Changed to “ Korean Cherry Trees ”
last year, the new name now is “ Korean Flowering
Cherry Trees."” -

Mayor Fiorello LaGuardia, of New York, a major
in the Army Air Force during the last war, was re-
ported ready for a G.I. physical exam this week.
The 60-year-old “ Butch ”” was said to be expecting
to see service in Africa first, but will later become the
military governor of occupied areas of the Ttalian
colonies. Reports say he'll go to Africa as a brigadier

eral.

The Senate Judiciary Committee turned down the

President’s nomination of former Texas Govemor -

James V. Allred to the federal bench, and Kay Kyser,
the bandleader, was again classified as 1-A by the
Rocky Mount, N.C., draft board.

Mrs, Karl Simmons, 55, wife of a millionaire, was
shot dead in a Tulsa, Okla., hotel room. Mrs. Ella
Howard, 44-year-old Fort Worth, Tex., divorcee,
was arrested by police and held for investigation. She
told police Mrs, Simmons was outside her hotel room
door and threatened to kill her. A struggle followed,
she said, and the gun went off.

‘The California House of Representatives repealed
the three-day waiting clause for couples wishing to
marry. Assemblymen argued that thousands of Cali-
fornia couples went to Nevada and other states to
marry because of the law. The action is now up for
eonsideration by the State Senate. Bingo was made
legal in New York towns where five per cent of the

pulation signed a petition requesting the game.
It went through the assembly by a vote of 101 to 33.
The bill limits the game to religious and non-profit

rganizations only.
K Frank O. I.Uwéran, World War governor of Illinois
and a close contestant for the Republican presidential
nomination in 1920, died at Tucson, Ariz. He was Bz.

The MNavy commissioned Helen Jacobs, former
women's tennis champion. She's been assigned to
the newly-opened Naval training school for women
at Hunter College, New York. ~FBI agents in Los
Angeles had one more point for the argument
that you can’t beat the law. They were on the trail
of Jesse L. Scheener, wanted for impersonating a
MNavy officer and passing worthless checks, for the
past 20 years. When they found the guy he was
working as a garage attendant—it was an FBI

Eardge, oo,
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Judge Ben Lindsey died.
. . -

All mothers sewed, all soldiers smiled.
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ONA
ARIE PHOENIX POLICE banned zoot suits. New

attendance records were established at the
annual Phoenix Rodeo. Clyde Threlkeld be-
came editor of the Phoenix * Arizona He-
public.’" The Rev. Berlyn V. Farris left the
pastocate of Tempe's First Methodist Church to become
a Maval chaplain. A 250,000 new housing project was
compl-!t!d at Third Street m‘ld Weldon Avenue in
Phoenix. Milk production in Arizona increased 10 per-

cent.
COLORADO
COLORADO BEET GROWERS received
$1,637,000 from the Great Western Sugar
Co, as first additional payment on the 1942
crop. At Denver, Hrs.%ram:e& L. Fry, Mrs.
Myrle B, Weller, Miss Sue Soerens and
onzo Fry were killed in a bus-auto crash. The Denver
Planning Commission appointed a committee to study
the city’s transportation problems. Plans were laid for
victory gardens on every vacant lot in Denver,

IDAHO

JEROME got a $125,000 potato and onion

dehydrating plant. State road crews operated

around the clock to keep reads open in the

Stidnite mine area near Cascade. Boise police-

men were instructed to sweep streets clear of
bral glass; punishment for bottle-breakers was an-
nounced. Nampa im a 2.30 p.m. curfew on
children under 16. Gov. Bottolfsen organized a state
commission to study post-war problems. Idaho stock-
men were hit by labor shortages.

ILLINOIS
JEFFERY MAMOR, an extensive private
housing project at Merrill and 99th in
Chicago, was formally dedicated. Chicago
Presbyterians raised §1,500,000 to furnish
trailer chapels for servicemen and war-indus-
try areas. Half of Monmouth College’s Seprember enroll-
ment is now in service, Illinois farmers pledged them-
selves to exceed the 1942 record crop production,
Chicago’s fire department answered 433 calls in one day,
busiest in the city's history. Rockford jail's delouser
was converted to a pressure cooker for canning food. A
Monmouth farmer found a hog eating his new 1943
plastic auto license tag, x

IOWA

Stagpered working hours increased street-

car and bus traffic in Des Moines, A fire

cansed §100,000 damage in Akron’s business

section; another at Waterloo caused

$100,000 damage at the Hawkeye Steel Pro-
ducts Co. Charles E. Goessling of Shenandoah was
elected president of the Southwestern Iowa Lumber-
men's Association. Lt. Col. Luke D. Zech of the Uni-
versity of Nebraska became ROTC commandant at
SUI, Towa City. JIowa retail liquor sales dropped
1,000,000 a month.

MISSOURI
EIFTEEN HUNDRED southeast Missouri
cotton pickers returned from Arizona where
they helped relieve manpower shortages.
Labor unions in St. Louis fought a move to
abolish the street-car and bus weekly pass
system. William I, Radkay and Samuel Ricketts, two
of three federal prisoners who escaped at Cincinatti, O.,
were captured at Kansas City nfurﬁm battles. St. Louis’
municipal auditorium was named Henry W. Kiel Audi-
torium, for the late mayor.

MONTANA
AT HELENA, the legislature overran its
scheduled session, stopped clocks., The an-
nual high-school week program at Montana
State College, Bozeman _ was canceled. Great
Falls ice-cream parlors reported a 3000 per-
cent increase in demand with supplies only 50 percent
of needs.

it

NEBRASKA

AT HERMAM, livestock prices were up,
farm sales were numerous, and farm machin-
ery and tools brought high prices, held down
only by government ceilings. Farmers in 61
counties reported 90 t of 1942 produc-
tion as their goal for this year. Mrs, Jesns Garcia and her
seven children were burned to death at Gering. Fires
caused $160,000 damage at the Comhusker ordnance
El:nt at Grand Island, and destroyed the Cooper Milling

. plant at Humboldt.

NEVADA

THE LEGISLATURE authorized Nevada
countieg to sue for a share of revenue received
by the state from the federal government.
The Office of Defense Transportation formed
a state advisory board to study Nevada trans-
portation problems, Federal aid was approved for con-
struction of a school in Basic Magnesium Township near
Las Vegas, Robert Luck of Truckee fashioned hundreds
of left-handed knives for jungle fighting. Stolen from
Virginia Lake near Reno, a swan.

NEW HAMPSHIRE __

A PROPOSAL to remove beer and liquor
local-option questions from election ballots
was voted down by the House. Tilton ap-
proved Sunday movies. New Hampshire's
235 town meetings acted to reduce appro-
priations. Town meetings results : Berlin, Darl E. Morin
elected mayor; Bow, all officials reelected; Canaan, Her-
bert W. Day elected selectman and John R. Taplin,
treasurer; Barnstead, Charles F. Jenkins elected uli"e.:-t.
man; Bradford, Thomas R. Nolan elected selectman;
Laconia, HRobinson W. Smith reelected mayor;
Plymouth, J. C. Peaslee elected clerk; Pittsfield, Howard
A. Thorpe elected clerk.

NEW YORK =
AT ALBANY, the Senate passed a bill in.
validating out-of-state divorces unless the
grounds used are recognized in Mew York.
Teaffic deaths in the State declined 17.9 per-
cent in 1942; traffic mileage dropped 22.5
percent.  Vassar College at Poughkeepsie solved the
labor shortage by assigning gach student to one hour a

day of domestic work. Buffalo Police Commissioner
Cronin was fired by Mayor Kelly in the * police-station
death "' of John Kocemba; Inspector Cannan succeeded
Cronin, Rochester’s telephones nmow buzz a warning
when over-long conversations burden war-vital wires.
Buffalo police conducted an anti-jaywalking drive,
OKLAHOMA
A LEGISLATIVE COMMITTEE heard
charges that two former officials ook §8,000
-'- from Mrs. J. W. Bisminger, Oklahoma City,
. to obtain a parole for her husband, Oklahoma
County's ocat crop was damaged by a cold
snap. Clifton Fox was killed at Chelsea in a dance-hall
fight.
OREGON
— TAX REDUCTIONS were postponed until
1944 by the legislature. Lenten fast restric-
. tions were relaxed for Catholics of the Port-
¢ land diocese. Streamlined passen trains
| were discontinued between Portland and
Seattle, Wash. The Columbia River Packers’ Association
called for workers as the annual salmon run began, Fire
swept 200 acres of woodland along the Salmon River
in Lpinmln County. Liquor drinkers were limited to two
quarts of whisky and a pint of gin a week,
PENNSYLVANIA
= JOHN A. BOLSTER, safe cracker, arrested
at Philadelphia after police traced a priority
slip on one of his files, was sentenced to 20
to 40 years, District Attorney Russell H.
Adams ousted county detective chief Charles
W, Leith at Pittsburgh, illiam McCausland was
charged at Erie with killing Leo Knoll in a saloon over a
practical joke. William H, Diavis was named fire chief at
Pittsburgh to succeed Edward J. Kerr.

RHODE ISLAND

RHODE ISLAND CONVICTS were usgd to
lead scrap metal because of manpower dhort-
age., Mayor Roberts of Providence left for
the . Mavy, Fifteen hundred workers of the
Esmond K'Iiils at Eathond struck after Charles
LaGreca, local president of the Textile Workers' Union,
was fired, then called the strike off after he was rehired.

VERMONT

THE SEMNATE rejected a bill to import

Bhyni.cia.ns to Vermont for the duration. The

oultney Mational Bank was closed by the

federal government. An instructor and three

: trainees were severely injured when a com-
mercial training plane crashed at Burlington,

WEST VIRGINIA ¥
FARMERS WERE ASKED to report their
cedar trees to county agricultural agents;
they're wanted for war production, Wood-
row Sears of Coalburg was killed in a railway
: crossing crash near Cabin Creek. The
legislature restricted Sunday beer sales to the hours
between 2 p.m. and m‘id.rlijht. turned down local option
propesals. A budget was adopted reducing state expendi-
tures. Text-books were * frozen* for the duration.
Logan adopted a 9 p.m, curfew for juveniles,

Hollywood Jimmy Durante is sticking his nose
back into print again with his lead on * Comedy
Caravan,’’ a CBS program every Friday night. . . .
Martha Stephenson, who was married to Hal
Kemp and that lovely thing Mature has turned
down a four hundred dollar a week singing job be-
cause, she says, she can't
sing. . . . Who can? They're
ganging up at the Red EIDE:E
benefits now. The latest is
that the Hed Cross show
soon to be tossed at Madison
Square Garden will have a
cast that reads like a De
| : Mille: dream: Ronald Col-
‘Mickey man, Paulette Goddard,
Mickey RooneY  peye Davis, Hedy Lamarr,
Eleanor Powell and Abbott and Costello. . . .
MGM is a little short on love affairs for the un-
healthy Mickey Rooney :lﬂ they're trying o re-
plenish the supply by sending their sharpest scout

el
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Jack Mahler into the easternmost reaches of
Canada where grow th:elprethest pu:kmgs. A
The big studios are battling ‘each other like mad

for the rights to film the life of Jimmy Doolittle. . .
Jimmy's doing a little battling somewhere.

Broadway Army Military Police and Navy
Shore Patrols are teaming up to police New York's
Times Square area. One MP and one SP go the
rounds together . . . . East and West Coasts still -
can't agree over what's a good play. “Cry
Havoc,” the all feminine play about nurses on
Pataan, was cheered in Los Angeles and hooted in
New York, where it ran only a few performances,
First rousing musical hit in a long time is * Some-

thing for the Boys,”" with Ethel Merman, Allen
Jenkins and Cole Porter songs. . . . " This is the

Army," now on the road, has grossed $2,000
for Army Emergency Relief. i ti

Al Around H. E. Dun-
ton, of Birmingham, Ala.,
shattered the world's rope-
Jumping record with 8,360
gkips an hour—i1,112 more
than his nearest rival. . .-,
George  Jessel's  autobio-
graphy will be published
soon. . . . Carole Landis was
married in London to Capt.
lif., a pilot

Paulette Goddard

Thomas. C. Wallace, of Pasadena, Cq
in the Ferry Command, , . . The Richmond Times-

Dispatch listed Sgt. Ted ¥a
f ; ryanamong among the
12 outstanding women of the year beEnusc ngi his

per!u;lrnmmﬂ as Sylvia in *"The Women'’ at Camp
, Va.
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Donna Reed

From st 5gt. B. F. Province of an ordnance
aviation outfit in Britaln, comes a letter
stating his outfit wants to see a full page
photo of Donna Reed, M.G.M. starlet.
The men have elected her company sweet-
heart. Okey, sarge, okey, soldiers.
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HOME TOWNS IN WARTIME

By 5gi. BILL DAVIDSON
YANK Staff Writer

anNKFORT, Inp.—Indiana is a State filled with
Fndividualists. and Frankfort, in its geograph-
ical center, is no exception,

You walk into the South Side Cigar Store & |

Restaurant on Clinton Street, and this imme-
diately becomes apparent. The long, narrow room
is cloudy with the smoke of tobacco and ham-
burger, Sprawled all over the long oak counter
and wicker-seat chairs are farmers in overalls,
lawyers and storekeepers in business suits, and
railrnad shopmen in grease-sstained dungaregea.
Little groups are discussing, in loud deafening
tones, the comparative merits of Paul V. McNutt,
Wendell Willkie, and John Bricker. In the same
tones, they are discussing corn, taxes, the Red
Army, and fox-hunting. It is like something out
of the 18%0s, lacking only the c:‘au]:mr barrel,

I asked Ernie Lowden, the proprietor, wf}? h_t:
had never modernized his establishment. This
ie how they want it,” he said, “and this is how
IS ‘re going to have it. Where else can they go
inEy they come back from market with .manure
whell 7 If I prettied up the South Side,

+ knees ”
2P If;- Irh[,_,n up their own place across the square.
e hjp town full of people like that, you rap-

Watn: = f the facl that nol even a war

idly become awart ¥
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Soldiers overseas are always asking if
their home town has changed since
they’ve been away. So YANK decided
to visit typical home towns all over the
U. 5. and publish a series of stories
obout the way they have been affected
by the war. Here is Frankfort, Ind. Other
places will appear in future issves.

Watch for your town. y

can change it very much. And it hasn't changed,
- Like most Indiana towns, Frankfort is laid out
around a square, with the court house smack in
the middle of it. The communal life of the coun-
ty stil] revolves around this square, in a more or
less normal way, despite the staggering loss of
2,000 men to the armed forces, out of a popula-
tion of 14,000,

The high-school kids pour into Aughe's Drug
Store every afternoon, sip cokes, and read the
comic books on the front shelf from cover to
cover. No one ever buys a comic book outright.

Just down the street, the Farmers Bank, scene
of Indiana's most spectacular bank robbery six
years ago, is prospering. Clinton County's corn,
oals and tomato crops were the best in history
this year, and as a result the bank was able to
install a shiny, new modernistic front, Vachel
Howard, as an indication, cleared $300%n 3 acres

of tomatoes—and one day last fall, there was -

ling of farmers' tomato trucks, no less than 40
long, cutside the Kemp Sun-Ray plant on West
Morrison Street. Only the now soy-bean crop
was bad, An early snow covered about half of
the beans before they could be harvesied
Across the square, the town's bars—Roe's Tay-
ern, the Cave, and the Marine Room—are doing
cxtremely well, although chafing at the restrip.
tions of the Indiana Excise Department which

The Farmers Bank hos o new modernistic front.

insists that they close at midnight and all day
Sunday. The Central Pool Parlor continues to be
the toughest hang-out in town. A few months ago
the Rialto Theater next door closed down be-
cause of whistlings emanating from in front of
the Central, directed indiscriminately at all at-
tractive female patrons of the movie house. It
developed into a question of either the Central
or the theater having fo go—one of those “over
my dead body” controversies. The Central won.

The other two movies, the Roxy and the Clin-

ton, are doing well, and on the whole, the social
life of the town continues the same. The women
play bridge, go to church, and occasionally see
a show in Indianapolis or hear a lecture at near-
by Purdue University. The men attend Elks and
American Legion meetings, go to church, and dis-
russ politics. The wealthier families have Sunday
dinner-at the Country Club. All the kids play bas-
ketball in vacant lots, with backboards set up
against trees. On Saturday night and Sunday, the
farmers come to town with their families, buy
bags of popeorn and go to the movies. “So much
popeorn is consumed in Frankfort,” says Pat
Croy, the manager of both theaters, “that on
week ends we have to increase the volume of our
sound system so the picture can be heard.”

On the whole, though, the town is VETY COn-
scious of the war. It is all around them. In the
Woodside School there is a huge service flag with
150 stars on it. In Dippy Rogers' Pool Parlor
there is a bulletin board with 65 phetographs of
men in uniform on if. The Ing-Rich plant, which
used to make enameled table tops, is now mak-
ir_:g steel plates for tanks and thermos jugs for
airplanes. The old Red Ball truck plant iz now
making leggings for the Army. The Nickel Plate
Railroad yards have never been so busy.

_Trnub]e was expected from the Dunkard re-
ligious community to the north of Frankfort
when the Selective Service regulations  were
tightened up. A special ruling was secured for
lhel-m. making them eligible for conscientious-
objector status. But a strange thing happened.
Not a single young Dunkard allowed himself to
be classified as such. Some of them :}-.ren came
into tu}vn in their somber blagk 5uits, round hats
a'md chin whiskers, and demanded combat service

Sports are hard hit. Frankfort dropped uu£
of the Indiana-Ohio professiona] baseball league
Transport_atinn difficulties, And las Summer lhEI
new municipal swimming poo] in TPA park was
almost deserted. Manpower difficulties, The high-
school football team had ijts greatest 5Eamng:
1942, winning six, tying one, and losing one: b r:
the whole team has Braduated or gone 1,“' tt?
m:my—alnd they probably won't he able ln? li f:
Miss Whitman's kindergarten next fall Easkmi
ball is already feeling the pinch, The ir_»am LE e
season has lost seven out of 10 games 3

Aft_er the men were called away, the irl
left in droves, W . - pl: i Log,

d AACs and war plants. High-
school kids seem to be the only ones around, ang
they are having 3 tough :
time of il. The Aern Inn is
closed. Ideal Beach is too
far away. They cant get 1o
I.:nwr's Leap or thejy favo-
Fite parking spot in the trees
behind the swimming pogl,
. Soin typical Indiang fash-
10n they have headed back
to the square, They sit in
the rear rows of (he movie
baleonies, unserew the lights
overhead, and neck, Oy they
Just park in the square,

. Somehow, g Hoosier wil
d]t!.’a_vs figure gut g way of
doing what he wants 1o do,

i .
...'”'{”

No cusfo

mers,
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“gmg 1T right here,’” Artie Greengroin said to us.
" This is where it's going to happen."
“Here in the orderly room?'’ we asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Artie said. * This is the oney tele-
phone in the whole joint. This is where it's going
to happen, awright."’

He sat down behind the first sergeant's desk and
began to bite his nails, starting with the third finger,
left hand. After a while his eyes strayed out the
window. “What a day,” he breathed, “what a
country. Honest to gaw, sometimes I'm happy I
come to the English Isle.”

We said that sometimes we were happy he came,
100, .
“J've jest had me a change of life,"" Artie said.
“Did you ever think a ole bassar like me could
have a change of life? ™

We remained non-committal.

“T am a new man,’’ Artie said. " A new Green-
groin, The ole Artie is dead. And you know who
done it to me? " . "

“No,' we said. “ Who done it to you?

= Her,'* Artie said, gesturing at the telephone.
“ My dream goil. She's like a sunset over Flatbush.
She's like the third beer at Tim's Grill. .

“Is she like the first sergeant when he comes in
and sees you sitting at his desk? "' we askcd o

*1 ignore that rummy,’' Artie said. “"lant uln
speaking toims with him. If I want to sit at h:;.‘ nkc
bassar of a desk I'll sit at his Dlte-" bassar of a desk.

! t that 1 ain't got?" -
wEaFtifre];‘::riE@;s, a diamond, and a good left hook,
wiﬂ-;hda:sg beside the point,'" Artie eaid. "I mes;n
man to man, man to man. But I got no reason to
complain on a day like this. The boids is smglipg,
the rg,rass is growing, the Captain’s dorg is making

love up in the village, and things is more peaceful

« Iy exactly six minutes she’s going to give me a phone.

Pt SGEL.CEORGE. BAKER

GREENGROIN ON THE TELEPHONE

than they been all winter. I got one thing to say
for April. I like it."

“VWhat's this new doll of yours like?"’" we wanted
to know. :

" Aw, she's wunnerful,’’ Artie said. * Mine you,
jess met her lass night, but T'm completely gone.
I'm a loss soul, You ought to see them eyes she's
got. They're blinding."’

“Ig she a darb?'’ we asked,

“ Aw, sure,’” Artie said. " Mine you, I ain’t saying
she’s perfeck, or nothing like that. She don’t speak
English too good. But her face and form are uncon-
stitutional, honest to gaw. Tell me, ole man, have
you ever felt the pangs of true love?™

“ Inpnumerable times,'" we said.

1 get carried away,’’ Artie said. "In exactly six
minutes she's going to give me a phone on this phone
here and tell me where we're going to meet tonight.”’

“ and in about one minute,”” we gir‘l. “Ithe top is
coming in here and kick you out of his chair.”

“Don't talk to me about that top,”” Artie said.
“He's beneath me contempt.”

“ For how long, Greengroin, for how long?"' came
the booming voice of the top from the door.

= Hello, there, ole boy,”’ Artie said, *We was

lking about you.''
tﬂ“l:?egt yer crummy feet offen my desk,’ the top
said. “ Get yer crummy tail offen my chair. Get yer
whole crummy carcass out of this orfice.”

 Thass a hell of a way to talk to one of your own
non-coms,"” Artie said. "1 jess come in here.to ast

r, thass all." .
X £ai“r‘::airn'i_- doing no favors terday,’’ the top said,
“and I ain't giving out no passes. If the favor you
want is a pass fer ternight, ferget it. Ternight every-
body’s got to sfay in and shine their buttons.
inel’s orders."

Cnirtir:'s face dropped as though Laf;t.].r Gomez
had thrown it when he was in his prime. " Aw, wait
a minute, ole man,”" he said. e,

“T ain't a ole man, and I ain’t waiting,”’ the top

id. s <3
= Look,'* Artie said, “they's a goil going to call
me. On that telephone.”

He pointed a wavering finger at the top's phone.

For the first time the top became civil, “Oh, a
doll, huh?"* he said.

“¥eah,' Artie said, "a real darb of a doll."'

“Oh,"” said the top, “thass different. Newver let
it be said that I stood in the way of true love. Wass
she like, Greengroin, ole man? "

Artie told him. We blushed, ever so slightly. One
becomes calloused to such things.

"1 tell you what, Greengroin, ole man,” the top
said after Artie had finished, " I got me orders not
to issue no passes ternight because everybody's got
to shine his buttons. But being as I never stood
in the way of true love, T got an idea as far as
you're concerned. Now, you run over to yer hut and
polish yer buttons like a little man, and I'll give yer
a pass for ternight.” .

*“ But what about the phone call she's going to
make? " Artie said.

“T1'll take care of it for yer,"' the top said, "T'l
find out the time and the place for yer." He émiled a
soft smile. “If me ole mother could oney see me
now, it'd make her awful happy."

*Sergeant,’’ Artie said, really moved, "I never
really unnerstood you until now. I'm very proud to
be one of your non-coms,"”

" Greengroin ole man, it's nothing,"
said. “Go and polish yer buttons.'

With a whoop, Artie lit out of the orderly room
in the direction of his barracks. With a saintly smile,
the top sat down at his desk,

We were about to take our leave when the tele-
phone rang. The top picked up the receiver. * Ser-
geant Glump,”" he roared, Then his voice suddenly
went gentle. “ Who? " he whispered. *Pfc. Green-
groin? Oh, he ain't here, He's in the guardhouse.
Huh? Oh, yeah, he'll probably be there for 2 month.
What for? Oh, drunk and disorderly. The usual
thing with Greengroin. Tonight? Well, I ain't doing
m::%mg t s i

e got out of there, Tt might be a id
we _thnught, if we trotted up to 'tghe hut Eﬂ%ﬂ:ﬁﬂkﬂ?{;
Artie. Sﬂmﬂthiﬂ:g told us he was going to be an
awfully mad Joe,

the top
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MY LITTLE HUT

Be it ever so humble or built in a rut,

There is no place on earth like my
little green hut,

For it's flat on the bottom and rounded

on top,
And from roof to the fAoor's an eleven
foot drop,

There are twelve men inside all as nice as
can be,
And so thoughtful they always quit
shouting by thres,
And when six rolls around they remain
in their beds,
‘Till the Sergeant throws water all
over their heads.

There's a stove in my hut and that
stove's kind of little;
There's a guy in my hut—one who
" sleeps mear the middle;
His ambition's immense, for he'll kick
and he'll poke
'Till the fire goes out in a billow of
smoke, -

Every man in my hut will make up his
own cot
Every eight or ten days if it needs it

or oot
And they'll sweep out the dirt “till their
cots all look fine,
And the dirt's in a neat two-foot pile
under mine,

Though it's built in a rut about seven
feet deep,
It's a good enough place for a saldier
to sleep;
Be it ever s0 humble or placed in a rat,
Thank the Lord there’'s no place like

my little green hut!
=5/5gt. GEME E. BLUHM

Britain

Dear Yanx:

I am not in the habit of writing letters
to publications, but I must say that [
agree with Sgt. Tom Long when he says
that Greengroin is a disreputable charac-
ter. He is a disreputable chamacter and,
to my mind, a very bad influence on the
men of oor Army. Heaven knows some
of them can be led astray very easily, and

I thiok it a shame that you, supposedly
& moral force, should condone his
escapades,
Ti4 ELWOOD T. SMITH
England.
For infirmation, iz done to
M,Imd‘nmﬂﬂnﬁiﬂ carrying no

banner, and you're a ole bassar.
A G, Pfc., AUS,

Dear Yank:

Recently I had a copy nf}rour magazine
sent to me from my riend, who is
now in England with the Air Force, and in
it was a piece about an Artie Greengroin.
I uzed to go with a boy by that name who
used ‘to live on Flatbush Avenue, and T
was wondering if they were the same two

le. If they are, I wish you would
send me the address of Pic. Greengroin, as
I have something I want to talk over with
him that is very important. If he is the
same one he will know what [ mean. I
do pot want you to sign my name, as I
do not want my present boy friend to
know who I am.
[Miss) ). O'B, H.
Broohklyn, N.¥.

Dear YaNE: _

I have no idea where Artie Greengroin
was discovered, but I hope that vou won't
let #he self-centered oOpinion of some
namby-pamby jerk deter you from con-
tinuing your publication of his numerous
escapades, I refer to the letter concerning
the aforementioned Plc. in your Magazine
of March zr,

As it is my opinion, AS well as my
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The POLTS CORNERED

Nor all your piety and wit %

AND I'D BET ON IT

In Armentieres, the mademoiselle
Was ;‘;huit: adept at raising hell,
But she'd place second to the filly
This soldier met in Piccadilly,

. ~Ti5 PETER ALFANO
Britain

WOES IN THE NIGHT

* Hardly a man iz now alive
From that mem'rable class of *351°"
Thus speaks a voice in its sullen way,
Through the dead of night ‘cross the
barracks bay.

Thus speaks a voice from the Southern
Pt

And the words and the blackness
seems to blend;
The jargon that's jabbered is jumbled
in sleep,
As the voice rants on about ' Jimmy,
the Creep.""

"I haven't seen Jimmy, the Creep."" it
cries,
*For seven whole years!'" and the

crying dies;
w Then l:c{lle voice calls cut in a weakened
condition,
" Oh, Sergeant, did Emerson get his
commission "

The moon slides along by the tipper bay;
A mouse cocks his head and scampers
away,;

A sign is revealed, reading “ FIRST
PLATOON,”
And a bump in a bed is betrayed by
the moon,
The bump in the bed starts to rave for
~dear life,
“Oh where, say, oh where is the
Staff Sergeant’s wife? "'

MAILL C

friends’, unanimously, that Artie is a per-
fect * character,’” let him maintain his
quaint idicsyncrasies unchanged, as I'm
sure any soldier would have him and any
one who does not enjoy his episodes thus
ghould have his G.I. shorts trimmed with
lace or better still get a discharge and
join the WAAC,

Pvt. ). B. LENOGHAN

Britain.

Dear Yanx:

This is my second letter to newspapers,
My sole reason for writing is to offset the
opinion trilled out by T. /Sgt. Tom Long,
QMC, in your latest edition. " Nasty old
Greengroin ' he chirps.

Three things for yon, Sgt. Long: (1)
You use atrocious grammar in ascribing
two abstract qualities (literacy and taste)
to Yawk, and then saying that Artie is
neither. Quite right; Artie is a character,
or; as writtem in Yawx, a soldier whose
exploits are damned entertaining to a lot
of us. [2) Most of us are beyond the im-

ressionable or plastic age; you aren’t
ikely to see any regiments go over the hill
just because Artie did. Maybe ft;r;u;u{:_}
“Yawg to run a serial
mg:an:arzs of Alice in Wonderland
or some Horatio Mgedr ;;cuﬁ. l_fj] Ta];ﬁ;::;};
ature complaints and blow them on
o phﬁny soldier will be glad to

lfﬁﬂ L] v 1
t one to you' in greater detail.

St 1}}; PAUL E. STEARMS

Britain.

Dear Yawk:

't know what you people are trying
mlpﬂ: t-_".r]flf on me, but I can tell you one
thing. Greengroin doesn't speak in a
Brocklyn dialect. I think it all boils
down to the fact that Damon Runyon
is a fine writer and that the author of

Shll e ok tpcamcel hlf e,

-

And then, either fearing his neck or his
foes

The voice fades away into peaceful
TEpOse,

The full sun comes up on another full
day,
The full bugle sounds through the
barracks bay;
But hardly a man is now fully awake—
They were up all night long for the
Corporal’s sake|
—5/3gl. GEHE E. BLUHM
Somewhere in England

SUPPLY SERGEANT

“ 1 say there, supply sergeant, how do
you fare’’

A growl, " I'm busy—and what do you
care?"'"

"'Oh, come now," we soothe, " Don't
go off in a huff,

We just sort of wondered how you do
your stuff.

This room you preside over—floor up to
rafter

And filled with equipment we're forever
after—

A model of neatness, the outfit is prood

Of you and your work, and their praises
are Joud 1"

A grin cracks his features, conld be that
he'll say? ~

It could be and is, in a tone almost gay.

*I got forms, requisitions, three-twos
and three-threes,

Memorandum receipts, and the work is
a breeze

When Joe, my assistant, for privates or

sArges

Procures what they want, or a statement
of charges.

I got what you want and I get what you
need

_—

E 1 SANE.
b "'4_..'"_",-,..4 i |

- (;‘;hrnmgmin " is nu&. Your character is
nothing to ke proud of. He is typical
neither of his locale nor of the Arm?:

5{5gt. WILLIAM MAXE
England.

Dear Yawk:

Some of the men in our company,
including myself, have heen to Greenland,
and we want to mgr that your editorial
last week deserves the highest commenda-
tion, Since we arrived in the ETO, we
have talked a great deal about the tough
time those guys are having up there, with-
out getting any credit for the hardships
they are fnirq; through. They have been
sadly neglected, and we are glad that they

are getting some credit,

T{5 EDWARD LEHZOVSK]
England. ;
Dear Yanm:

I have been to Greenland, and T have
been on 7 ops. in a B-17 over France, and
I want to say that I had rather Ay over
there twice every dné until 10950 than
spend six months in Greenland,

TiSgh. JACK MILLS

Dear Yank:
. We like your Fapr.r very much and read
it every week from cover to cover, hut
those poers in that Poet's Corner denart-
ment—whew |  You should corner those
m. all of them, and put them on ice.
rwise, it is a good paper, articularly
the way you write about Air Force stories.
The guys in the Air Force are good and
tired about the way these reporters take 4
little raid over France and come back
writing like they were the only guys that
ever risked their necks doing a job Jike
that. This Sgt. Scott is the only honest

And tg Army procedure I pay strictest
heed.""
His smile is of radiance, expression of

one
Who is well satisfied that a good job's
been done,
We talk of the weather and some other
topics -
Of thoze who we like and of prejudiced
topkicks,
" Ah, yes,' he resumes, “ there are
methods that work
That to some men are clear and to others
just murk;
At one time or other we best get supplies
When some guys don't ask gquestions
and we don't tell lies!""
=M/Sgh. LARRY McCABE
Somewhere in England

MUD |
The sagas of war always include the
muddy,
A union of water and earth—black,
brown, ruddy.
For when the rains fall and when the
smow melts,

Here's mud in your eye—and every
place else|
=M{3gt. LARRY McCABE
Somewhere in England

SECOND FRONT
A Second Front, we understand,
Is where we're gonna fight,
When up to now we always thought,

It's where the belt fits tight.
—M5gt. LARRY McCARE
Britain:

CHOW NOTE
At the mess hall over a tough beef stew

A friend of mine said, " Pal, I'm
through,

It's time to switch to the enemy

When the Infantry swallows the
Cavalry.''

=5gl. WALTER STEWART
Army Flying School, Greenville, Miss.

GENEALOGICAL REFLECTION

Ta know one thing I've often yearned,
One fact I would discover;
I'll never rest until T have learned
Do M.P.z have a mother?

~Plc. DAN LAURENCE
Aunstralia

reporter in the ETO, or even on the Yank
for that matter. For instance, that other
raid story some time back about * Bombs
Over Burma.”* What a turkey that was!

- 5[5gt. MORRIS SHAPIRO

England.

Dear Yamx:

I am writing to know how I can get a
transfer out of the ETO. This was inspired
by your editorial in the last issue. 1 wish
to go to Greenland where there are no
women becanse 1 have had enough of
wamen. There are at present three women
on my neck, and I want to go away and
forget about it. I coyld usea good iceberg
after what I've been through. &

S5gh. F. E. (LOTHARIO) WILLIS
Ulstar,
Dt%zrnr Y ANK:
. very many thanks for your | 5t
ing and instructive pupﬂrt}r‘ra;u.“;:eiflhs%
Ernl}ad a paper like it in our British
' I am wondering whether y
me In touch with a guy in yﬁ:rﬁa{'rnpﬂul:}
Navy, or Air Corps who i5 an ardent
autograph collector. My collection pow-
numbers 2000 signatures, which [n-.
cludes signatures on photos, signed pro-
Brams and souvenirs. Trust you can
fix me up. I am in the British Royal
Artillery and my address is 6 Cerne

d, Morden, Surrey, England.

England —=Gunner C. FREDERICK ADCOCK

IDEdEI:I Yanx:
n't like the food at all—I didp'
e e 0 idn't

‘ 1 ;
I ﬂld-n'give a hoot about the U. of I

coeds,
I thought the school was lousy, and
f I'}] tell i)ruu, boys"—says
tisn't worth behaving for a weekend
pass to Chi'"
So ]'g.-lp me, men, I'm: sorry now, and
[ wish 15 Gog T onta'SLruts
[\ somehow :
back to Chanute. sHiaen:

England —FPvl. A, V. SWENSON
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THE SERGEANT'S CONFERENCE

E got back not long ago from a little
Anglo-American " Atlantic Charter Con-
W ¥ ference,’ not thatwe'llever get a banner-
line in the New York Times on the basis of it;
but, still, it was more important than yon think,
even if it was only us six sergeants. We held said
affair 800 miles out in the Atlantic Ocean and goo
‘feet above it. The altimeter said 1,000 feet, but
the altimeter was wrong as we later learned almost
at the cost of the lives of the confreres when we
landed that night by flare path on the runways of
a strange airdrome.

For participants in a highly historic conference,
we were the most unhistoric and unimportant
group of Joes you ever saw. They would not have
let us in the back door at Versailles, even as
tourists after the war. If the altimeter had been
another 50 feet off, the most important loss would
have been a quarter of a million bucks' worth of
Liberator airplane, several thousand bucks’ worth
of bombs that could have been used to _b-attef
advantage elsewhere, and several thousand dollars
worth of training these Joes had been given in
how to fly airplanes,

But that, of course, is why the conference was
so important—because none of us were.

At least, not in the sense that Hermann
Goering, for instance, is important. Hermann
Goering runs the whole damned Luftwaffe, and we
were running only one Liberator aircraft on a
coastal command patrol, subject to all the long-
range fighters he wanted to send out that day.
But they could send out the whole German ges-
tapo and drag any six field marshals in the Ger-
man Army by the nose to Berchtesgaden, and they
still couldn’t have asimposing a group of cm‘l-f-‘l'ﬂl'lﬂs
as us six immortal sergeants. And they cou 4
throw in, additionally, four more from Italy an
half a dozen apiece from every one of their
satellite countries, s;.:nd they still would have not

ence like ours.
haghiymgjﬁid get together and shout German
and Italian.at each other for five ?re._d:s, and the;tr
still would not have achieved a millionth of Wh-i}t
we achieved in one day’'s flight. They haven :
got the touch: that's all. They're very 1m rtan
Joes to themselves, but history, boy, left them

altogether in the cradle of the deep that day we

lled the Atlantic.

n't got the touch. ;
Ny e were only six of us, and Hughie, for

! ixth grade,
instance, hadn’t even gone past the sixt
!I;]ut we will stack Hughie up against any of thﬁlriﬂ
at anybody's peace conference as a level head.

ie's pot the touch, :
Hl;_'%:l::sg: VEery i_mpﬂ!tﬂ-ﬂt confrere. F]\FE of us

were English, and one of us (us), was American

i TICE. Sy 5
at this conferehel. i ouch, like Hughie, who

used to be an estate agent before the RAF, And
like George, the pilot, who was a railway clerk,
and Jack, a shipping clerk; and Willis, who was
too young to work before he became a co-pilot,
and Pat, ‘who worked in his father's store before
he joined up.

* We started off the conference with a little
poker, and then we decided to teach the boys
some gin rummy. They learned too fast. These,
however, were only individual games, played as
each man took a relief period from his post aboard
the plane.

Pum got a little dull: Everything gets a little
dull when you are fiying throughout the day
through cloudy skies on patrol, with the mono-
tonous roar of the motors, with only half a mile
of sea vizible on any side, and not a sky above
you at all, only the fine gray blanket of cloud.

So we talking. First, about the patrol
we were doing and how damned dull it was, and
then about the war in general. And then we
started talking about more important things. It
was altogether an impromptu conference, there
around the radio operator’s table, but we tell
you it will shake the world some day. It was
altogether profound, and that is not an exag-
geration. .

One by one, we solved the problems of the
world, and the beautiful thing about it was that
we knew our plans not only were practicable, but
that they would definitely reach fruition. We
didn't go much into such subjects as the velocity
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of world trade after the war, We could-not be
bothered about details. We did not worry very
much about the parliamentary construction of a

e of Nations, or how many secretaries we

would need to do a job, because that was one for

the parliamentarians. Nor did we kibitz the high
command on where they should strike next, we
left that to the high command.

But Joe, when we got through talking that
night, as dusk settled on the shores of England
when we made landfall, your problems and my
problems were and solved.

We did a little speculation here and there on
the possible shape of thi to come, and did
talk in detail of Eﬁ retmmtsr?.lctim of the city of
London after the war. We also speculated on
when the war would be over, and agreed it was
going to be a hell of a long fight.

For a group of unimportant Joes that day we

sure did some tall solving among ourselves. ’

We had all agreed that the world is big enough
for everybody but small enough for everybody to
live in on a close and friendly basis. That the
world is fertile enough to furnish the food and
the clothes for man to live comfortably and well
like God intended a man should live. That
the world of man is good enough at heart, though
blighted for the moment by disease of war, for
everybody to live side by side without shooting
each other up. And that the heart of man is
noble enough to have his own.ideas, without some-
body throwing ideas down his throat.

£ had passed Land’s End and were heading

home. The clouds around uswere still lumin-
ous with the setting sun. The land below was dark.
We flew on into the night, together, coming at
length to a strange airdrome, and we ended our
conference with handshakes on the tarmac,

It only occurred to us the other night how
important our conference really was., Not for
what we had talked about. For it suddenly
occurred to us that we had just been talking
around the Four Freedoms in so much words,
But important, merely because we had heen
talking around them, without even realizing what
we said. Important because there must be hup-
dreds of thousands of other sergeants and generals

Is and colonels who feel the same wny'
talking at odd moments on battlefields and in
the trenches and in airplanes, in Libya and jp
Russia and Guadalcanal and wherever men fight.

Yea._ this is the century of the common map
when in their own words, without reference gr
allusion to a classical doctrine, men can—in thejr
own w and live by a i
of freedom, whether it is a mgnt'aiﬁm
or a statesman’s conference. Consjder your prob-
lems solved, Joe, and whenever anybody asks
you—or you ask yourself again—what you're
fighting for, you take your pick—the sergeant's
conference or the statesman’s conference. It all
adds up to the same thing,
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Stilwell’s American noncoms streamline
Chiang Kai-Shek’s veterans with latest
U. S. weapons and training methods.

By Sgt. ED CUNNINGHAM
YANK Staff Correspondent

omEwWHERE IN INDia—An entire company of

Chinese soldiers, all veterans of the Burima

campaign, are in prone position on the firing
line with slings adjusted and rifle sights leveled
on the bullseye 200 yards away. Al the command
“Taahn tzu day!’, they load s_ru:l lock then comes
the command of “Kat 522z hsieh chi!" and a vol-
ley of hot.lead whistles tr_rwlard the target. d
But it isn’'t the concussion t_hgt rocks hnn
startles your eardrums. It's the d_1st|nc.-t Soutdern
accent wrapped around those firing comman sh—
barked out in near-perfest CHICCL 5 0K 7N, C.
Pl Johnme - Ba;n?fl aar:a;rre of strictly G. L
Es:;ﬁa:fs rf::; ;}:E serving as instructors at this
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Chinese-American training center where Uncle
Joe Stilwell is grooming a Chinese force to go
back in Burma and kick hell out of the Japs.

This All-American cadre, recruited from camps
all over the U. 8., was sent to India several
months ago to train Chinese soldiers in the use
of American weapons and equipment. Oddly
enough, the “pupils” had experience that made
their “teachers” look like rookies in comparison:
most of them were veterans of Chinese divisions
who had trekked across the mountainous jungle
into India when Burma fell.

But the Chinese had little, if any, experience
with modern weapons, particularly fleld artillery
pieces. Nor had any of them ever had live am-
munition for practice. So, with weapons and sup-
plies furnished China under the U, 5. lend-
lease agreement, Uncle Joe Stilwell's picked

force of American noncoms started teaching the
Chinus_e how to use their new equipment.

The instruction starts with romanization of the
weapons and equipment, which simply means
I_E?lﬂhlng the nomenclature in Chinese. That is
? owed bl"_'ntf'-ﬂﬂl' school instruction which in-
cludes sighting, aiming, loading, care and clean-
'ﬂﬁ of weapon, triangulation, tripod drill and
?"r«it‘;“ zthj'ES of small weapons training together
tenanngmjl'“g}; assembly, disassembly and main-
{omnee ol the field artillery pieces. Then comes
i B¢ Work where the Chinese put their

"I't'}’“ﬁ 1o the test with live ammunition.

: Sth""' t}';'f-' range that the American noncoms
(E:IIE_I . the chance to spomt forth ‘most of their

I"“e;‘?-hTh"'—' interior school instruction is so in-
:u ;E I that Chinege interpreters are assigned to
Pt "ﬂ&l‘elar- the more detailed instructions
trons Egrgl' But out on the range, the G. Ls
exercise th }Ila, Tennessee and Brooklyn really
srorrael EIr newly-acquired Chinese linguistics.
e Sél!}uenfe of rifle fire commands as Sgt.
TAktist Sgt. Felix Southerland, the senior

SATUClor from Charlotte, Tenn., shout.'em out
when'it's time to get ready on the right, ready
on the left, and ready on the firing line:




-"Tﬂ_ﬂ 'p'i_ d-ﬂ.y" iad'

in positionty JUst slinggy . « 4

riﬂfs':_ l?é.‘ﬁg ‘S Tzq,hlu tzu [‘I%{‘?n {}E“ dah” (get
When the :Ez_hmeh chir mmm&d and lock

hollers “Tip atp‘ & fire’ time iz up g&:e xing),

firing!” Th 9 22z hsieh chim Whick [lthfrland
o 2n 2 Elves thE' E 1 is CEEBE

Wil (get yp oonEe :
: DY, and = ‘mands “Tzahn chi
ugh‘“%e With an alfnugigm eark targets))

rder of A A0 accent is al
u h.E- dﬂ& on thE -a.'l:-t'llller}- 3 =0 the

’gum}a Campaig thei )

equired 105, % eir newly-
Vet Rns MM howitzers, 75-mm pack howit-
e it mm antitank guns. The same holds
Lo m_structmns in the Browning machine
i UMmy gun, Brenn Bun, 80-mm mortars
a?rii‘net and hand-grenade drill, ;

g camp’s two most fluent Chinese =
] peakers
%‘re Sa’?g_t. Bill Engel, a former Social Security
ommission clerk from Bayonne, N. J.. and Sgt.
Bill Rowe, an ex-milkman from Durham, N, C.
Jhey are the “prize students” at the Chinese
language_- classe_s. conducted three nights a week
by English-speaking Chinese, which all Ameri-

. 1'_ Claude Willioms, of Dallas, Tex., conducts a class in visuval signaling.

noncoms must aftend. 4 :

IcElEngel, who is in charge of field artillery radio
communications, is teaching the _Chlnm.the in-
tricacies of field radios and battalion transmitters.

Most of his pupils have had experie;.-n,cr: on _the
home-made radic and telephone eguipment im-
provised by Generalissimo Chiang Kai-Shek's
army so they catch on fast with the more modern

i i ith them
American equipment. Engel converses Wi
easily in Chinese and they get a big l_uck out of
teaching him new words to add to his already-
polished military vocabulary. Bill's stock Chinese

-t

and Lt. €. F. Choate trains 105-

mm howitzer crew.

Call}-up to one of his pupils goes thusly:
. A wo shih B" {meaning “A from B") That's
u%}nw_ed by this bit of tongue-twisting:

Hsien tsai wo yao ho ni chang hua wo ti hsing
Yee hao by hao ching hui dah.” All of which Te-
duced to English means: “‘Reporting into the
net. What is my readability? Answer,”

Sgt. Rowe's old customers back on his milk
route in Durham would really be surprised to
hear him giving his machine gun class a little
clns:_e order drill. Here's how Bill sounds off in
all-inclusive training,

"Gee ho” (fall in). “Lee jen” tattention) . “Shan
Yo kan chien” (eyes right). “Bah so0” {court off).
“Shan tzo drehn" (left face). “Shan ho drehn®
(about face). “Tze bu tzo” (forward march). “Yo
drahn wan tzo” (column right). “Pao bu joe™
{double time). “Lee den” (halt). “Shan Ho
drehn” (right face). “Tzgp shig” (left dress).
“Shan chien kan” (eves front). “Sow shi” (at
ease). "Lee jen” (attention!). “Gai sahn’ {dis-
missed),

But infantry and artillery instruction is not the

3 L
w

L N
R

only phase of training at this base which was
formerly a British concentration camp for Italian
and German prisoners of war. Classes in chemi-
cal warfare, bridge building, demolition, visual
signaling, telephonic communication, truck driv-
ing, automotive mechanics, veterinary and field
hospitalization are other important parts of the
all-inclusive training.

The horseshoeing and truck driving classes are
the most novel of the lot. At the former class,
5/5gt. Carl W. Zingg, of East Orange, N. I, and
Sgt. Leonard Hall, of Bronxville, N. Y., give the
Chinese pack howitzer soldiers inside tips on
horses and their care that they learmed them-
selves while members of crack “society =oldier”
units—MNew Jersey’s 102nd Cavalry and New
York's 101zt Cavalry Regiment—back in the
States.

In the classes conducted at the motor school,
Chinese who never drove anything more compli-
cated than a rickshaw are Jearning to repair, -
drive and handle lumbering GMC 6x6 army
trucks in convoy on remarkably short instrue-
tion. The main problem with the truck drivers is
getting Chinese with legs long enpugh to reach
the accelerator. Rear pillows are also provided
for some to push them up closer to the steering
wheel. T/Sgt. Richard Zettwoek, of New York

City, is the senior noncom in charge of the
maintenance classes while M/Sgt. Ebie Goodwin,
of Rockingham, N. C, teaches driving,
A varied athletic program and an obstacle
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course are other parts of the tiaining given th:
Chinese soldiers to put them back in PI‘JF:d
physical condition. Boxing, track, basketball fui
soccer classes are conducted by Sgt. Cla he
(Lefty) Williams, of Dallas, Tex., former pllﬂh'
ing ace of the Baton Rouge (La) Club in the
East Dixie Baseball League, and Dara Singh,
an Indian Sikh who is a former pro boxer.
Some day when the time is ripe, this Chinese
Army is going back into Burma en route to its
Jap-occupied homeland. A lot of hell will pop
loose for the Japs when Uncle Joe leads this
veteran, well-equipped force back to avenge the
drubbing he frankly admitted last May. .
When you read in the communiques how &
Chinese-manned 105-mm knocked out a Jap
railhead, credit an assist to puys like M/Sgt.
Wilber D. Chambers, of Ennis, Tex., and Sgt.
Durwood MeGhay, of Marion, Kans. Don't forget
that 5/Sgt. Sam Carmell, of Dorchester, Mass,
is the invisible member of the 60-mm mortar
“double-playx” combination that blasts hell out
of a Jap machine-gun nest. And remember the
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Chinese Maj. C. C. Lee, ex-professor, feaches his language to American nencoms.

men behind the men behind that Chinese 37-mm
antitank gun that blows a -Jap tank to bits are
really a couple of G. Ls named S5/Sgt. Paul V.
Meany, of Boston, Mass, and S/Sgt. Martin W,
Rushing, of Bruceton, Tenn.

They're just some more of the All-American
cadre who have one main thing in common with
their Chinese pupils, The Chinese have words for
it—and every G. L over here knows the expres-
sion backwards and forwards.

It's “Wo men ti ti jen shih jih pen kuo”: “Our
enemy iz Japan."

ck train soldiars,
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