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By the men . . . for the

men in the service

By Sgt. JOE McCARTHY, YANK Staff Correspondent

With the Fifth Army in Italy—Most of us were still waiting for

our first notice from the draft board on the day that Pfc. Milburn

H. Henke of Hutchinson, Minn., walked down the gangplank at

Belfast, Northern Ireland, in a 1918 helmet, blouse, necktie, full field

pack. Ml, gas mask and canvas leggings, and posed on the dock, smiling,

for pictures that later appeared in practically every newspaper in the

States. That was Jan. 26, 1942. Henke was the center of all that attention

because he was the first American soldier in this war to set foot in the

European theater.

Henke is back in the States now, reclassified as limited service, with

an excellent combat record in Tunisia where he served as communica-

tions sergeant in a rifle company and won the Silver Star. But his old

outfit, the 1st Battalion of the 133d Infantry in the veteran 34th (Red

Bull) Division,.is still here, finishing its third year overseas and sweating

out its third straight winter in the front lines.

Only a few of the original GIs who landed with Henke in Belfast are

left now—fewer than 60 out of the whole battalion. In Henke's old com-

pany (Baker Company) there are seven. They have more overseas time

than any other infantrymen in Europe today, because the 1st Battalion

arrived in Belfast a couple of weeks ahead of the other early Infantry

units in that first American Expeditionary Force. If you showed them the

pictures taken on the dock, they would have a hard time recognizing

themselves. They have almost forgotten what blouses, neckties, gas masks

and canvas leggings look like.

Few, if any, infantrymen in any theater of operations have seen more

combat than they have in the last two years. The battalion fought the

whole Tunisian campaign, including Hill 609, and it has been in the line

in Italy since late September 1943, with only one rest period that lasted

more than a month.

You can get some idea of the terrific physical and mental strain of the

Italian campaign by comparing the time this battalion has been able to

rest in the last 15 months with the time it has spent under fire in the

same period.

The'battalion landed at Salerno two weeks after D-Day and took over

a sector from the 45th Division on Sept. 27, 1943. Its men did not get a
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chance to relax from that day until the day after Thanksgiving, when

they were relieved by the French and brought back to Castelnuovo for*

I Ralph loy it one of two Waterloo (Iowa) men from the original outfit,

hat more combat stars on his ribbon* '"an anyone else in the battalion.

S/Sgt. Eve rail Schonbrich of Casey, Iowa, has been

beginning, too. Sgt. Schonbrich is o member of Dog Co

i

i

»

two weeks' rest. During those two months of combat, which included two

bloody crossings of the Volturno and the taking of Ashcan Hill at San

Mario de Oliveto, they had only one week out of the line—in an area

under German artillery fire.

They moved up front on Dec. 11 and stayed there more than two

months, during which they made five attempts to cross the Rapido River

in bitter winter weather. Then, on Feb. 22, they were pulled out of the

Cassino sector and got 21 days off to prepare for a move to Anzio. The

battalion landed at Anzio on Mar. 25. It did not get another rest until

June 8, soon after the battalion had advanced on Tarquinia, 18 miles

ahead of the rest of the Fifth Army, with no flank protection, and had

wiped out a German bicycle battalion.

"We made our first contact with the Germans a little after midnight,"

says Pfc. John F. Weidler of Wichita Falls, Tex., one of the battalion

headquarters men. "By 4 o'clock the next afternoon it was all over. That

next night every man in our battalion had a bicycle of his own."

The 1st Battalion was relieved 24 hours later by a battalion of a divi-

sion fresh from the States.

"I think that was the only time I ever saw a whole outfit with fixed

bayonets," S/Sgt. Ned Levinson of the Bronx, N. Y., says. "There wasn't

a German within miles of us. But these guys came up at night in trucks,

with every one of them carrying his rifle at port arms and the bayonets

fixed on every gun. And not a German within miles. Damnedest sight I

ever seen."

A little more than two weeks later, June 25, the battalion was back in

the line again at San Vincenzo. Then came the tough battles at Cecina

Generated on 2014-02-12 13:02 GMT (150ppi) / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

and Mount Maggiore. At the end of July, the battalion went on the first

real vacation.1 it has enjoyed in Italy—six weeks at a beach resort on the

Mediterranean coast below Leghorn.

On Sept. 10, the battalion moved north from Florence and plunged

into hard fighting over the most difficult terrain the men have been up

against overseas. Slugging their way up the steep ridges of the Gothic

Line,' they found an enemy who was resisting as strongly as he did at

Cassino and Anzio. They had six days out of the line at the end of the

month. Then they went back for six more weeks. Early in November,

when the advance had slowed to a stop in the rain and mud before

Bologna, the battalion hiked out of the mountains at night, climbed into

trucks and drove to a rest town west of Florence for 10 days.

When you figure it out, the battalion has had about 16 weeks of rest

in the last 15 months.

Adding this long stretch of Italian combat to the battalion's time on

the Tunisian front, you get something around 350 days of line service.

And 76 Bronze Stars, 64 Silver Stars, nine Legions of Merit and 17 Dis-
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Sonksen is the only remaining CI from Grundy C

Originally mere worn 22. Sonksen is acting

Iowa, hi

tinguished Service Crosses. (When the Firth

Army announced on the first anniversary of

Salerno that it had awarded 201 DSCs, the bat-

talion had 16 of them.) The battalion also has

one Medal of Honor, awarded posthumously to

Pvt. Robert D. Booker of Callaway, Nebr., killed

Apr 9, 1943, at Fondouk while attacking single-

handedly two enemy machine guns and a mortar

position across 200 yards of open ground.

The 34th Division was an Iowa-Minnesota-Da-

kota National Guard outfit when it went into

active duty at Camp Claiborne, La., in February

1941. Later that year, while the Army was still

wearing dark-blue fatigues and old shallow hel-

mets of the first World War, the 34th was stream-

lined from a four-regiment square division to a

three-regiment triangular one. The Dakota regi-

ment, the 164th Infantry, was lopped off and sent

first to the West Coast and then to the South Pa-

cific, where it later became famous at Guadal-

canal and Bougainville as a part of the Americal

Division. That left the 34th almost exclusively a

division of soldiers from Iowa and Minnesota.

Two of the regiments, the 133d and the 168th In-

fantries, were Iowa National Guard outfits. The

other regiment, the' 135th Infantry, was from

Minnesota. Two of the divisional artillery bat-

talions were from Minnesota, the other from Iowa.

In the 1st Battalion of the 133d, A Company

was a National Guard unit from Dubuque and

most of the boys in Baker and Dog Companies

were from Waterloo. Charlie Company was com-

posed of men from Cedar Rapids. After they

moved away from home to start their training at

Claiborne, these National Guardsmen began to

worry about the Selective Service System. They
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were afraid it might send them a lot of draftees

from the East or South who would make the bat-

talion lose its Hawkeye flavor. Their fears were

groundless. More than 75 percent of the draftees

assigned to the battalion were from Iowa.

The battalion was still an Iowa outfit in Ire-

land, in North Africa and in Italy until it moved

into the Cassino sector. Then it began to change.

The familial' Iowa faces of the original National

Guardsmen and the early draftees started to dis-

appear. A lot of them were killed; others, with

what the boys enviously called "million-dollar

wounds," didn't come back from the hospital.

When the battalion embarked for Anzio, it was

almost a new outfit. And later when it pushed

north from Rome, most of the remaining old men

went home to Iowa on rotation or TD.

The few GIs left now who have been with the

battalion since the beginning are mostly clerks,

cooks, truck drivers and cannon-company men—

the. soldiers in the Infantry who get the low

priority on rotation because, compared with the

riflemen and machine gunners, they have a some-

what lower priority on death. But most of the

cooks, truck drivers and cannon-company men in

this battalion have Purple Hearts. When it gets

tough, they work up forward as litter-bearers.

Probably because rotation and TD are worked

on an alphabetical basis, most of the remaining

■"Jan. 26" men in the battalion seem to have last

names beginning with "S" or letters farther on.

There is, for instance, S/Sgt. Everall Schonbrich

of Casey, Iowa, from the Dog Company mortar

GIs stationed near town are only ones in lce'Qnd who take advantage of a pass and do the main drag.

By Sgt. JOHN MORAN

YANK Field Correspondent

Iceland—When the first soldiers landed here at

the request of the Icelandic Government in the

summer of 1941, they were surprised to find a

country with little more December snowfall than

New Jersey and only two months of the year

yielding weather cold enough for ice skating. The

chilly sound of the name Iceland was proved at

least partly incorrect: only the permanent glaciers

of the interior lived up to expectations.

The first letters from home reflected the same

popular view of the new base area. Wive.?, moth-

ers and sweethearts asked for such souvenirs as

caged live polar bears and walruses. They thought

the GIs were living among Eskimos in igloos, in

the kind of Arctic desolation they had seen in

Adm. Byrd's South Pole movies.

Since those early days, the soldiers and—

through their letters home—some U. S. civilians

have obtained a new and more accurate picture of

the tiny island republic. They know now that

Eskimos, igloos, polar bears and walruses are as

foreign to Icelanders as they are to the residents

of Dubuque, Iowa, or Schenectady. N. Y. Icelandic -

civilization is one of the oldest in the western

world and one of the most highly developed. Ice-

land has no slums, no poverty, no unemployment,

no illiteracy, no capital punishment and. with a

few scraggly exceptions, no trees.

There aren't a great many Icelanders—approxi-

mately 120,000, or about as many people as in

Little Rock, Ark.—and the sudden influx of Amer-

ican soldiers caused marked reactions in almost

every phase of Iceland's economy. The tremen-
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dous GI pay roll put more currency into circula-

tion than the nation had ever seen, resulting in an

immediate skyward climb of prices. Two native

products, milk and butter, today cost more than

three times what they did in 1940. U. S. cigarettes

sell for three kronur (about 45 cents) a pack.

Despite this domestic upheaval. Icelandic-GI

relations—a bit on the cautious side at first—have

become decidedly friendly. Many soldiers are reg-

ular visitors at Icelandic homes and a few have

even learned the language—no easy feat for

Americans because of the different alphabet and

the tricky pronunciation of Icelandic words. The

Icelanders have done better with English than we

have with Icelandic. Many children 9 and 10 years

old not only speak English fluently but do pretty

well with American slang, too.

GI marriages with the Icelandic women served

to make friendships between Yanks and Iceland-

ers even more cordial. There was an Army ban on

these marriages until last spring, but since its re-

laxation some 75 GIs have taken local wives.

At first many soldiers lived in tents for lack of

Nissen huts. The tents were OK in summer but

gave little protection against sudden winter gales.

The Army training program here is thorough

but limited by the rugged, barren terrain and the

abnormally long winter nights (which last about

20 hours of the 24). There are plenty of work de-

tails for all personnel, but the outpost sentinels

have probably the most difficult assignment of all.

They are separated from their units for months

at a time and remain on the alert day and night.

•■

*
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Yanks at Home Abroad

Last Laugh

■ eyte. the Philippines—Part of war has always

L been the exchange of conversation and dirty

cracks between soldiers on opposite sides of the

line, and that goes out here, too.

Usually the American GIs come off first in the

snappy-dialogue department, possibly because

they're dealing with their native tongue. But

there is one Yank here who was bested in a brief

verbal exchange, although the Jap died very soon

afterward.

The Yank had the Jap cornered in a hole and

courteously advanced the suggestion that he

come the hell out and surrender.

The Jap had apparently met Americans before,

because just before he died he shouted these im-

perishable words: "Come and get me. you sou-

venir-hunting son of a bitch!" — Sgi biu alcine

YANK Staff Correspondent

HAPPY SHIPPER. Doris Perkins, 21, an SK3c of

Baton Rouge, La., was one of the first bunch of

Waves to go overseas. Here she is with her bag,

bound for Pearl Harbor from U. S.

Russian Reception

Somewhere in the U. S. S. R.—When the crew

of a B-24 on a routine bomb run from Italy

brought its flak-damaged plane into a field just

behind the Russian lines, they got a reception

equal to a Fifth Avenue victory march in every-

thing but ticker tape.

As soon as the Liberator hit the field, an unoffi-

cial welcoming committee rushed out to greet it.
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And the committee was really international.

"There was a Czechoslovakian colonel and a

group of Russian fighter pilots, male and female,"

says Sgt. E. J. Rostedt, a turret man from Brook-

lyn, Conn. "There were mechanics, too, and

civilian maintenance men, speaking Russian,

Hungarian, Czech and a dozen other languages.

But no English."

When the first excitement died down, the

American crew members used sign language to

show that they were hungry. Their enthusiastic

hosts rushed them to a dining room and gave

them a traditional Russian stuffing. They had

shchee (cabbage soup), steak, potatoes, tea, bread,

butter and cake. For most of the GIs it was the

first steak since-leaving the States. The Russians

here eat big meals like this four times a day.

Highlight of the American visit at the front-

line base was a trip to the theater. The play was

an American farce produced in Polish, titled "A

Day Without a Lie." Bob Hope once made a movie

of it under the original title, "Nothing but the

Truth." It concerns a stockbroker who tries to stay

honest for 24 hours.

Sgt. C. Mayo of Vineland, N. J., the tail gunner,

says: "It made it more than ever a cockeyed

world. You go halfway around it and see a play

you might find in your own home town, and all

within hearing distance of Red Army cannon fir-

ing into German positions on the Eastern Front."

The flyers got front-row seats in the packed

theater and attracted more attention than the

play. When the curtain rang down on the first

Don't Split Up

MY choice is the VFW. To join this organiza-

tion you must have had service outside the

limits of the U. S. The boys who go

across know what it is to leave a great country

and to come back to it. The VFW has been lobby-

ing in Congress for the GIs of this war. It has

helped such bills as the GI Bill of Rights and

many others. Men are being trained by VFW

posts to help GIs when they are discharged. If

you want a farm loan or plan to go to school, this

VFW counselor will help cut red tape and put

you on the right track.

If the GIs of this war split up into two or three

veterans' organizations, we wouldn't be strong.

United we stand, divided we fall.

USS J»otto -DANIEL J. SCARRY SKlc

Enlisted Men Only

■ am very much in favor of having another

I organization, but it should be restricted to en-

listed men only.

Every club or place we see over here is posted.

Clubs, bars and dance halls are off limits to en-

listed men. They have signs posted which read:

"officers only." So, when we come back home,

why not continue in the same way? It has proven

very successful over here. .

I and my friends feel that we enlisted men can

set up our own organization, hold our national

and district conventions, and have a sufficient

number of members to make it one of the best

organizations the world has known.

Sansopof, Nmw Guinwa —Cpl. F. E.

"Signed by »ix other EM.

Mr*"

fij

T7W3

Pi

TIT

pjl
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A United Bulwark

Iike many GIs, there are things about existing

■ veterans' organizations that I don't like. But

that does not mean that I think we should form

veterans' organizations of our own.

Forming separate veterans' organizations means

division among us Americans. I am against divi-

sion. I am for unity. After this war we will need

unity for continued peace more than we now

need unity for victory. The 12 million veterans of

this war, those of us who actually experienced

war, together with the millions of the last war,

our fathers and brothers who also tasted war,

united can form the strongest bulwark against

war for generations.

Oolhorf AAB, Ux. -Sgt. CARL DORIO

Change of Mind

Some time ago I thought we should form our

own GI organization, but since then it has

been my good fortune to meet members of the

American Legion. I enjoyed their company and

met many of their Legion friends at dances and

parties at the Legion clubhouse in a large city in

the U. S. I met many whose sons were in the ser-

vice and also many other servicemen, guests at

this Legion post.

It started me thinking that all through the

country Legion posts are organized. There are

By Sgt. GEORG N. MEYERS

YANK Staff Writer

Show people will never forget the year 1944.

Thousands of men and women from the

legitimate theater were overseas in uniform

—actors and actresses, writers, scene designers,

stage hands—and all looked back in wonderment

at what war had done to their business. And well

they might, because those remaining at work

behind the footlights have hoisted stage plays to

their greatest height of popularity since the

movies started talking.

Letters and newspapers from home told the

story. On Broadway even bad shows were pack-

ing 'em in. And on Main Streets from Butte,

Mont., to Baton Rouge, La., war workers and

farmers—the families of servicemen everywhere

—were seeing their first stage shows in the old

home town since the opry house was boarded up

and bequeathed to the barn swallows.

Bob Francis, legit editor of the Billboard, got

down to cases with a comparative study of two

wartime years, 1918 and 1944, and discovered

that times do not change. During the 1943-44

season on Broadway there were 41 comedies, 30

straight dramas, 25 musicals, four melodramas,

one farce, three spectacles and two variety shows.

Seventeen of the straight dramas and five of the

musical shows had a war slant. Now check this

line-up against that of 1918-19 when there were

41 comedies, 31 straight dramas, 26 musicals, 12

melodramas, five farces and four spectacles. Fif-

teen dramas and nine musicals had war plots.

Everybody expected the New York theater to

pick" up during the war, on the basis of what hap-

pened in 1917-18, but probably even the most
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optimistic producers didn't dare hope that in one

year 90 road companies would be playing to

standees in reconverted movie houses, Odd Fel-

lows Halls, civic centers and high-school audi-

toriums from one end of the country to the other.

During 1944 there was an average of 35 com-

panies on the road every week, with everything

from "Abie's Irish Rose" and "Tobacco Road" to

"The Merry Widow" and Katherine Dunham's

"Tropical Revue." The show that probably more

towns saw than any other was the comedy "Kiss

and Tell." At one time there were three "Kiss"

companies on the road besides the one that has

been in New York nearly two years.

Many shows played split weeks and one-night

stands in such houses as the Coliseum in Sioux

Falls, S. Dak.; the Convention Hall in Enid, Okla.;

the Lyceum in Minneapolis, Minn.; the Orpheum

in Sioux City, Iowa; the State in Winston-Salem.

N. C; the Union High School Auditorium in

Salinas, Calif.; the Capitol in Yakima, Wash.; the

Fargo in Fargo, N. Dak.; the Chief in Colorado

Springs, Colo.; and the University of Wyoming

Auditorium in Laramie, Wyo.

There are easier ways to make a living in these

times than by going on tour. But travel troubles

notwithstanding, Chicago had 32 shows in nine

theaters in the 1943-44 season. Their combined

runs totaled 280 weeks, a 10-year recorfl for Chi-

cago. Philadelphia had three houses running most

of the year; they didn't even take a break during

Lent. In Minneapolis, Lee Murray booked 11

touring shows into the Lyceum Theater in an

the decision of the New York Drama Critics

Circle that no play of American authorship was

worthy of its annual award. For the same reason

the Pulitzer Prize committee omitted its drama

award and instead gave a special prize to Rich-

ard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein 2d for their

musical show, "Oklahoma!"

"'Oklahoma!" which has been a smash hit since

it opened nearly two years ago, popularized the

introduction of ballet in otherwise standard mu-

sical shows. Other musicals with ballet sequences

playing on Broadway by the end of 1944 were

"'One Touch of Venus," "Carmen Jones," "Follow

the Girls," "Bloomer Girl," "Sadie Thompson,"

"Seven Lively Arts" and "On the Town."

Only two serious war plays really caught the

public's fancy—'The Eve of St. Mark," Max-

welj Anderson's drama of two seasons ago about

a' doomed platoon in the Pacific, and Paul Os-

born's recent dramatization of "A Bell for

Adano," the novel by war correspondent John

.Hersey about the American Military Government

in a Sicilian village. Other war plays came and

faltered, partly because they were full of guff

about the Army and Navy which audiences knew

was phony. Notable exceptions were Moss Hart's

"Winged Victory" and Irving Berlin's world-

touring "This Is the Army," both with soldier

casts for Army Emergency Relief.

The best comedy about a soldier is not really

a war play. It is "The Voice of the Turtle," whose

cast has just three persons—Betty Field (who re-

placed Margaret Sulla van). Elliott Nugent and

Audrey Christie. It covers the adventures of a

GI stood up by his date on a week-end pass.

In Boston, ^ where the novels "Strange Fruit"
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and "Forever Amber" were banned, the censor

previewed "Men to the Sea," a play about Navy

wives in a Brooklyn rooming house. He called the

story "unedifying and apart from the truth" and

ordered 80 cuts in the dialogue or no show. The

play then did sell-out business in Boston. But

when it came to New York, even with all of its

lines restored, it lasted only 24 performances.

Show people usually figure that if a play or

musical sticks out 100 performances on Broad-

way, it is enough of a hit to make money. From

May 1, 1943, to Apr. 30, 1944, New York had 64

new shows. Only 19 of these survived the 100-

performance mark. They made money; 45 did not.

In spite of all the hazards, Broadway's biggest

problem—finding an "angel" to back a play—has

almost evaporated. It seemed as if everybody

wanted to put some money into a Broadway

show, and no wonder.

"Life With Father," now in its sixth year on

Broadway, has grossed almost $8 million from its

New York and road companies. More than two

million people have seen it in New York and an-

other three million have seen the touring casts.

When "Arsenic and Old Lace" closed last June

after 1,440 Broadway performances, the books

showed a take of about $4 million from New York

and road companies.

The musical "Bloomer Girl" played a three-

week break-in run in Philadelphia and created

such a ticket scramble that there was a $100,000

sale before opening night in New York, for which

seats were priced at $9. But this record did not

Break-Through Tales

By Sgt. ED CUNNINGHAM

YANK Staff Correspondent

With the 84th Division—Back at the stag-

ing area PX last September, a couple of

station-complement noncoms gave some

GIs from the 84th Division a tip. The noncoms.

growing expansive after several free beers set up

by their listeners, assured the 84th men they

didn't have to wonder any more about what was

in store for them in Europe.

"You guys don't have to worry about noVteng,"

a tech sergeant told them. "No bullets or bayonets

or any of that stuff. You're gonna be part of the

Army of Occupation. We got it straight from

headquarters."

Faces dropped several feet ai"lhe casual men-

tion of Army of Occupation. "Hell," the tech ser-

geant continued reassuringly, "you got a good

deal. Germany's got plenty of good beer, and the

Army's gonna put on a big sports and education

program to keep you occupied. You guys hit just

the right time, when all the fighting's finished."

Riflemen of the 84th, slogging through the

ankle-deep snow and slush on the steep slopes

of the Ardennes to flush out pockets of Jerries

left behind by advancing American tanks, take a

dim view of such stories these days. Back on the

offensive again after helping stem the German

mid-December drive toward the Meuse River,

they have a few stories of their own to tell.

To begin with, there's the running account of

the division's first month of action. Attacking for

the first time on Nov. 18, 1944, the 84th hit the

pillbox-defended town of Prummern. Germany,

in one of the strongest sectors of the Siegfried
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Line. They took the town in six hours. Next day,

the Railsplitters captured the German stronghold

of Ircher and .the adjoining town of Suggerath.

Moving on, they took Lindfern, Beeck, Leiffarth,

Wurm and completed their month's work on

Dec. 18 by capturing Mullendorf.

The day before the fall of 'Mullendorf, Field

Marshal Karl von Rundstedt started his counter-

offensive against the weak side of the Allied line

in the fir-treed hills of the Ardennes region. The

84th was one of the first American divisions

shifted southward to meet the German thrust to-

ward Liege and the Meuse River. Brig. Gen. A.

R. Boiling of Washington, D. C, commanding gen-

eral of the 84th. was ordered to occupy and hold

the town of Marche, hub point of the road net

which controlled the highways leading west to

the vital Meuse cities of Dinant and Namur.

A German force of eight tanks, 10 half-tracks,

page id

several motorcycles and jeeps, and 80 infantry-

men tried to break through into the little village

of Menil, defended by Company I of the 333d

Regiment. With tanks clearing the'way, the Ger-

mans swept up the road toward the village, con-

fident they had the American Army on the run.

But the crew of the lead tank hadn't figured on

the daisy chain of antitank mines which the Yanks

had stretched across the road. When the lead tank

exploded and careened into a ditch, the tanks and

half-tracks following it tried frantically to re-

verse their field. That caused just enough delay

for bazookamen, hidden in foxholes along the

The first impact of the Kraut counteroffensive

gave the infantrymen of the 84th Division and

some Cub pilots plenty to do and to talk about.

popping off at Scanlan with machine pistols, so

'he ducked, grabbed a couple of grenades and let

them fly. Both Krauts were blown to shreds.

By now, after 30 minutes of furious fighting,

the Jerries had had enough of I Company. They

took off toward a patch of woods up on a nearby

hill. But I Company hadn't had enough of the

Jerries. They radioed back for a little artillery

assistance. When the barrage was finished, I Com-

pany went up to clean out what was left. There

wasn't much. They found 17, more enemy vehicles

which had been knocked out by artillery as well

as some badly frightened Germans.

Company I's casualty list for the action was one

killed—a lieutenant—and several wounded.

As^for the noncom's story about the 84th being

i 'part of the Army of Occupation, it was a

trifle premature, according to five members of a

recon patrol who wandered around behind enemy

lines after the German break-through. Taking off

■in a jeep to patrol the area south of Marche, they

made a swing of 50 miles, 20 of them behind the

Jerry Lines. That night at dusk, the patrol headed

back. Less than a mile from their outfit, they ran

into a German roadblock which forced them to

go back toward enemy positions.

They were driving along the main highway

when they spotted a Jerry convoy coming toward

them. Pulling off into the underbrush at the side

of the road, the five 84th men watched in amaze-

ment as the convoy passed them, for in it were

U. S. jeeps, half-tracks, weapons carriers, com-

mand cars, six-by-sixes — every type of U.S.
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Army vehicle but scout cars and tank destroyers.

When it was dark enough, the five GIs headed

toward the front and their own lines. After sev-

eral hours, they decided to pull off the road again

and hide out. They sat there for hours without

daring to sleep, as enemy convoys continued roll-

ing toward the front.

After much discussion, the recon patrolmen de-

cided it was best to try to get back on foot. So,

booby-trapping their jeep and burying their other

equipment, they took off. Right off the bat they

almost ran into the arms of a German patrol.

That narrow escape convinced them that they

should lie low. While German units moved within

a few yards of them, they slept in the snow, with-

out blankets. When fighting broke out in the

nearby woods, they crawled into the shelter of

a barn. There they rested, eating rotten potatoes

they had fourtd' there when their rations were

exhausted. When the battle ended with an Ameri-

can tank force capturing the woods, five cold,

hungry, tired recon men walked into a U. S. out-

post and got transportation to their outfit.

Sgt. O. A. Tripken of Bakersfield, Calif., was

the NCO in charge of the patrol, which included

Sgt. Charles Peoples of Partridge, Kans.; Cpl. O.

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON

YANK Staff Correspondent

Liege, Belgium—It was the night of our first big

retreat in Western Europe, when the Ger-

1 mans pushed their counteroffensive wedge

between Stavelot and St. Vith.

Nobody in the little cafe was talking very

N

V

ROCKET LANDING. An ICI in the first assault wave on Min-

the Philippines, lays down a rocket barrage on th

MOVING DAY. When the PX at

erator, the problem was: How to

Asia Command HQ got a new 2,600-pound i

it? A local elephant helped the PX boys turn the tii

PACIFIC MCCARTHY. S/Sgt. Alex P. Smallwood sits on the knee

, in

.A

of his friend, Sgt.

impressed by his

LIBERATION BOB. Filipino Bias Sypaco of Tacloban gets his first

haircut in three years. He let hair grow throughout Jap occupation.

FAKE TANK. A Yank in

near Metz. It's a wooden

France examines one of the dummy wooden tanks erected by the Germans

- with a drain pipe gun mounted on a cart. From a distance it looks realistic

TRICK DOG.

Irving Chornus holds a

in the K-9 Corps,

for Hi-Ki.
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Caledonia

f

WOULD-BE WACS. In Puerto Rico, smiling Wac Sgt. Mary Lou Hayes passes out test papers to

these four attractive young senoritas who have just volunteered to enlist in the- Women's Army Corps.

VETERAN CHEF. Paul Vallee, 70, working in the Metz mess

of S'Sgt Louis Bruno, cooked for Gen. Pershing in last war.

FIELD PROMOTIONS. Fifth Army noncoms are awarded commissions in Italy. In

the rear are Lt. Donald R Sprow, Lt. DeWitt H. French and It. Peter DeAugustine

snapped the shutter of the camera until

he had the entire secret on film. There was a

rumbling outside.

"We're trapped!" screamed the blonde.

Harry tore open the camera and slipped the

exposed film into his pocket. He threw the Min-

nesota female over his shoulder, grasped the bell

ropes and began to climb. A siren shrieked, bells

rang, the rat-tat-tat of a machine gun roared in

the hollow chamber: He struggled through the

ceiling toward a light above. As they were about

to reach the surface, two evil faces with long

mustaches appeared at the opening. The two

mandarins! One of them held the ropes together

and the other began to cut with his knife. He was

still sawing away when Harry reached the top

and climbed out into daylight.

"What's the matter. Bub?" said Harry. "Knife

dull?" He spoke in the tone of voice used by MPs.

There was another explosion.

That was all Harry could stand. He awoke to

the humdrum world of reality. The barracks

was quiet and a gentle breeze blew through the

window. In the distance could be heard the

steady, faint thunder of airplane motors. The two

strings on the mosquito net swayed aimlessly.

Ten minutes passed and Bud Fendenkowitz

stomped through the door, sweating and panting,

his clothes covered with mud. In his hand was a
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helmet. He looked at Harry suspiciously.

"How did you make it back so fast?" he asked.

"Back from where, stupid? I've been sleeping."

Bud sat down on the next bunk in a daze, hel-

met in hand, staring at Harry reverently.

"Do you mean to tell me you slept through

the alarm—the whole raid—all three passes the

Jap bombers made over the field?"

Bud stopped. There was no answer, so he con-

tinued: "Well, they blew up an irrigation ditch

and two empty revetments. Someone said your

new pfc assistant from India bagged a Zero from

the gun pit down by the armament shack."

Harry Bizzle lay on his back and said nothing.

He took a knife from his pants pocket, flipped

open the blade and with a quick stroke cut the

two dangling strings from the center of the net.

*

PAGE 15
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SAC'K

ARMY ECONOMY

RCAF Wings

Dear Yank:

Before I joined the Army I served in the Royal

Canadian Air Force. Am I permitted to wear my

Canadian wings on my Army uniform? If I am,

where do I wear them in relation to my Air

Corps wings?

-S S9I. WILLIAM MORGAN

■ You may wear your RCAF wings on your Army uniform.

Thoy should bo worn over the right pocket of your blouse. If

you wear both wts of wings at once, the AAF wings should

be worn over the left pocket.

Travel Pay

Dear. Yank:

In your report on the Demobilization Plan, you

stated that Pfc. Fake received $100 mustering-out

pay and $39.55 for travel pay. Just how was this

travel pay figured and what is the basis for re-

ceiving this extra pay?

At our last administrative inspection we were

told to line out all entries concerning travel pay

when an enlisted man is discharged. The inspector

claimed that travel pay is now unauthorized and

all entries pertaining to travel pay were lined

out and marked void. If this entry is marked void

how can an enlisted man claim travel pay? This

is very confusing to our service-record clerks and

the rest of the squadron also.

Ito/v -1st Sgt. H. SCHEIN*

•Alse signed by S Sat. J. A. Oodea, Sats. H. H. Iridaes. P. J.

lemer, P. E. Reich*, and Cell. « A. MtOemnen. 1. J. Perelli.

B YANK's statement was and is correct. Enlisted men who
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What's Your

Problem?

Letters to this department should bear writer's

full name, serial number and military address.

Overseas Allotment

Dear Yank: »

I am 'engaged to a French girl, and we plan

on being married soon after hostilities with Ger-

many have ceased. Will she, after marriage, be

entitled to a dependency allotment? If so, will

this allotment make any change in the depen-

dency allotment which my mother has been get-

ting up to now?

LA. WATTS

Blue Discharge

Dear Yank:

I have been in trouble on a number of occa-

sions and have served about four months in the

guardhouse. I have heard all sorts of rumors

which would indicate that I'll probably get a

blue discharge (without honor). Does this mean

I can't get in on the benefits of the GI Bill of

Rights after I am discharged, as my buddies tell

me? Just where do I stand? I had been planning

on going back to school, and the free tuition

would make a heck of a lot of difference.

Central Pacific —T-S HAROLD i. LESTER

I If you get a blue discharge you will not forfeit your

to the benefits of the GI Bill of Rights. Only

receive dishonorable discharges are out of luck

law. All other types of

of the GI Bill of

under that

'On* of these days they're not going to finish on time."

Casualties

[ore than 30,000 sick

and wounded battle

cases were sent back to

the States for treatment

during December. The

number of returned sick

and wounded is now so large that the Medical De-

partment can no longer make it a policy to send

patients to hospitals nearest their home towns.

From now on, the Medical Department's first

concern will be to send the patient to the hos-

pital best equipped to take care of his particular

injury or sickness. If there is a choice of such

hospitals, the patient will be sent to the one near-

est his home town.

Up to Dec. 21, U. S. combat casualties totaled

638,139. This was an increase of 9,698 over the

last announced total, covering the war through

Dec. 14. Army casualties totaled 556,352 through

Dec. 21, an increase of 8,529, and the Navy's total

was 81,787, an increase of 1,169 over the Dec. 14

total. The Dec. 21 total breaks down as follows:

Army—103,991 killed, 326,127 wounded, 66,567

missing, 59,667 prisoners. Navy—31,332 killed,

36,697 wounded, 9,277 missing, 4,481 prisoners.

At the end of the first week of January the War

Department had not received a complete state-

ment of personnel and materiel losses resulting

from the German drive which started Dec. 16.

Cold-Weather Mask

A new face mask for use of troops exposed to
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extremely cold weather will be issued soon by

the Quartermaster Corps. It is made of water-

repellent cotton sateen, lined with wool pile and

felt, and has a movable flap to permit eating,

drinking and smoking.

The new mask takes the place of one that did

not offer sufficient protection. At 40 below zero a

10-mph wind will freeze an unprotected face with-

in one minute. The new masks, tested for 40 min-

utes at 40 below against a 20-mph wind, proved

satisfactory.

AAF Training Aid

A full-sized bomber nose, complete with Norden

bombsight, bombrack controls, switches and

instruments, is one of the AAF's training aids

for student bombardiers. A movie film, recorded

on a screen and reflected in a mirror beneath the

nose, gives the student rolling terrain on which

to set the bombsight and release the bombs. The

training device may be regulated as to speed and

altitude, and bomb hits are recorded by points of

light on the reflection.

The trainer was made primarily to prepare

bombardiers to use the Norden sight, but it is also

used overseas to give bomber crews a preview of

target runs ~before a mission.

Correction

It was stated in a recent issue of Yank that the

38th Division was in Western Europe. The where-

abouts of the 38th Division have not been offi-

cially disclosed.

New Speed Record

A new transcontinental speed record was set by

an Army Boeing strato-cruiser when it flew from

Seattle, Wash., to Washington, D. C, a distance

of 2,340 miles, in six hours and nine minutes.

Sgl. Cramp0 Cooks up a mural for Kit chapel.

Pvl Graham eyes paratroop sign longingly

SEE TOUR COMPW COKMAM.R

Artist Becomes an Army Cook

But Keeps on Painting

Kelly Field, Tex.—Sgt. Tony Ciampa of Brook-

lyn, who was a civilian artist and is now an

Army cook, pursues both his callings here. He

works his regular shift in the kitchen and spends

his off-duty hours working on a mural, "Sermon

on the Mount," which will be placed in the ves-

tibule of the Catholic Chapel here.

Ciampa, who studied art at the National Acad-

emy of Design and the New York School of In-

dustrial Art, was a package designer in the art

department of the National Can Company before

he entered the service. In his spare time he drew

portraits and studied fine arts, because his ambi-

tion was to paint religious subjects.

On entering the Army, he was classified for

general duty, shipped to a Puerto Rican base

with his squadron and

there. He l

his base and

rooms, but had to leave before any of the latter

were finished.

Germany Was a Cinch

Fort Monmouth, N. J.—S/Sgt. Warren Mitchell

of Morristown, N. J., completed 73 missions over

Germany without a scratch and was convinced

that he led a charmed life until he came home

to Morristown on furlough from Sheppard Field,

Tex. A car he was riding in skidded on a wet

pavement, went into a spin and crashed into a

tree. Mitchell, who suffered a split kneecap and

other injuries, is now recuperating at the Fort

mil a
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Monmouth regional hospital.

Paratroop Veteran, J8,

Wants Another Try

Camp Fannin, Tex.—Pvt. Foster J. Graham, 18,

now taking infantry basic in Company A of

the 59th Battalion, would like to get into the

Paratroops, but he's 1 % inches too tall. He was at

least two inches shorter when he was 16, he says,

but the two years he spent in the Paratroops

stretched him a little.

This, incidentally, is Graham's third course of

basic training. Between his second and third ba-

sics he got three campaign ribbons, three bronze

stars, the Purple Heart, a sergeancy, a discharge

and a 1-A classification from his local draft

board in Chicago,- 111.

In September 1942, a month after his 16th

birthday, Graham managed to enlist in the Army

and was assigned to the Field Artillery. He fin-

ished basic in that branch and transferred to the

Paratroops, where he took basic and participated

in maneuvers.

Graham's mother accepted her son's being in

the Army, despite his youth, so long as he was

■"safe. When he stopped a German shell at Anzio,

however, she decided that enough was enough,

so she wrote to the War Department and asked

for his discharge.

"I saw everyone in our division, from the Old

Man down to the latrine orderly, when they told

PAGt !«

me I had to go home." Graham says. "But it was
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Guidebook With Stripes

AAF, N. Mex.—A G-I talking to Cpl.

Sam Levinson of Brooklyn, N. Y., happened to

mention that his own home town was Salem,

Oreg.

"Nice place, Salem," said Sam. "Population

around 30,900; state capital; in Marion County;

two railroad stations and an airport; manufac-

tures airplane linen material, wood boxes, paper,

paper products and woolen goods."

"When were you in Salem?" asked the other

soldier.

"Never been within a thousand miles of the

place," said Sam.

Levinson has been confusing people in this

fashion for some time. As an economics and ac-

counting student at St. John's University in

Brooklyn, he used to read encyclopedias, atlases

and textbooks the way the average guy reads a

newspaper. Today Levinson can reel'off the pop-

ulation, area, location and main industries of al-

most every fair-sized city in America as casually

as if he were telling you his name, rank and

serial number. Despite all this, he maintains that

he is no bookworm and he is proud of his inter-

est in sports.

His job at Sumner is exactly what you might

expect it to be. He's a clerk in f

WITH MEN WHO KNOW-

McGuire General Hospital, Va.— The cigarette

shortage doesn't bother Pfc. Angelo Tobacco of

Yonkers, N. Y. "Let 'em keep their cigarettes," says

Tobacco, "I smoke stogies."

AROUND

Supreme Court to Army
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Camp Standing, Fla.—Pvt. John A. Kenning of

the Infantry Replacement Center has a yen for

the days when he was an important figure in the

U. S. Supreme Court.

Though still a young man, Kenning has had

long experience in the proceedings of the Su-

preme Court. A native of Germantown, Pa., Ken-

ning went to Washington some years ago as an

office boy in the Administrative Office of U. S.

Courts and worked his way up through a line of

clerkships to the position of deputy marshal and

crier. It was his function to open the court with

a ringing cry. "Oyez, oyez!"

Kenning expects to go back to his old job after

the war. "But," he says, "I wouldn't be much

good at crying "Oyez" now. I'm rusty. Too much

'Hup, two, three, foah.'"

ROLL OUT THE BARREL

Hq. Co. Southeastern Sector, Raleigh, N. C—

When some "X" clothing was issued here, T-3 Ray-

mond Cassinelli spent an hour and a half trying on

trousers without finding a pair to fit. When Cassi-

nelli, discouraged, went jooking for the trousers he

had worn in, they were gone. They'd been snapped

up by one of the other bargain hunters.

Big-Mouth Champion

Langley Field, Va. —Cpl. Leonard Hanstein's

friends say that he has the biggest mouth of

any guy in the Army. He earned enough with it

at banquets and on the stage to enter Southern

Methodist University for a course in communica-

tions engineering.

Put four GI flashlight batteries in Cpl. Han-
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MAIL CALL

This is something worth writing a poem about.

This is something big with a capital B.

This is laughter and death, •

Sorrow and joy, misery and ecstasy.

This is everything that life is,

Plus something like a miracle.

This is all the poetry in the world—

Yes, and all the music too—

Carefully folded up in odd-sized envelopes

And handed but with a heart-jumping yell:

"Atkinson! Balubowitz! Kelly!-

Jones! Johnson! Schwartz!"—

Every name called.

And every name conspicuously not called.

A poem.

Yes, by God, a real poem.

Try this:

Melt all the poetry that ever was

In one 'great sum of metric beauty

Go ahead.

It won't hold a candle to this.

This bright thing,

This magic paper,

Unbelievably touched by known hands.

India -Pfc. JOHN ft. COOK

THE BALLAD OF POOR JACK SALT

This is a tote that was told me

One night in a strange English town

While I stood in queue for a bus that

was due,

And the wet English rain drizzled down:

Jack Salt was his name. Arizona he hailed from.
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The Infantry claimed him. A mortar man, he

Enlisted at 18. The towns he had mailed from

Encircled the globe, were diverse as could be.

For nearly three years Jack Salt followed the

mortar

To many far ports, over many a sea.

But it troubled him little. Jack ne'er wanted

quarter,

Twas always the same thing he'd tell us: "You

see,

This place is no worse than the next place they'll

send us.

No better'n the last, so I say, what the hell?

Next station we ship to ain't going to befriend us.

It won't be Arizona. It won't suit me well!"

That's the way that he was. Jack took the Aleu-

tians

In Mil stride. The South Seas could not put a sag

In his grin, for wherever Jack did his ablutions

Would do till the day he could pack up his bag

And make for the States, where he'd lead to the

altar

His love, Arizona, and make her his wife.

Last Christmas, still moving. Jack shipped past

Gibraltar

On a tub bound for Britain, and still full of life.

When she docked it was raining and right from

that minute

Jack changed. He was never the same man again.

"England! he'd snarl, "I hate everything in it!

For pete's sake I can't live much longer in rain!"

And he didn't. One night it cleared up for an

hour . . • \

After six days of rain—then it started to pour

Harder than ever, Jack, looking more sour

Than we'd ever seen him, stood there in the door.

"You got a minute, sorgo?"

-Pfc. Sam Dubin, SC, Baltimore, Md

"But the bulletin board said this inspection was to be formal."

-Tit Sgt. Dick Eritson, Fort ToMtn, N. Y.

THE RUBAIYAT OF MARGARET JANE TAGGS

Awake! The hosts of Dawn have put to rout

Night's misty legions; Brightness spreads about.

The strident Whistle sounding urgently

Conveys its Message "wake, arise, fall out!"

The Moving Finger writes, and we may read

The Future, so abidingly decreed:

For the Duration and for Six Months more

Our Piety and Wit is what we'll need.

Though some may moan and in Dejection sit.

While others,- more" rebellious, long to quit,

Inexorably comes the Answer back:

"This is the Army; you Girls asked for it."

Into tlie Corps we came, and why not knowing—,

Except that we must serve, our Fervor showing:

And in it we shall serve, beyond a Doubt,

Although our Qualms are willy-nilly growing.

Some on a Past of rare Refinement dwell.

While others of a rosy Future tell;

Yet many a Maiden, were the truth revealed.

Believes one Man, at hand, would do as well.

There's little Comfort in the thought that Thou

Art far away beneath some Foreign Bough,

And if Thou hast a Jug of Wine besides.

Thou art more fortunate than I am, now.

Then let us to the nearest Tavern fly,

Seek swift Forgetfulness in Gin and Rye;

Alas, for us no Solace from the Grape—

It is forbidden that a Wac get high.
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Though Roses bloom where buried Caesars bled

And I shall nourish Daisies when I'm dead,

The Dust I'll be concerns me not so much

As Dust the CO found beneath my bed.

The Past is dim, the Future far from clear,

But all we need to know is that we're here.

Our Part is to obey, to Forward March!

Then, turning, march as briskly to the Rear.

When Time brings to a Close this hectic Span.

When Destiny unfolds another Plan,

May One who goes this way, remembering.

Turn down for me an empty GI Can.

WoMnglon, D. C. Sgl MAKGAXET JANE TAGGS

Three Clerks

The coffee, slugged with cream, took on a defi-

nite tinge of green.

"Bring some of this back to the barracks,"

said Cpl. Slurp, "and we'll write some letters."

"Ain't got paper." said Pvt. Johnson, the ma-

terialist.

"Also," said Pvt. Gillespie, "there's no use

writing to anybody anyway. Everybody's ship-

ping out and who knows when we might be next

and who can think of anything else to write

and who wants to read in a letter about every-

body shipping out?"

"Nobody," said Pvt. Johnson.

The three clerks sipped their coffee with the

customary hissing effects.

"Gillespie's barracks bags have been packed

since 1943,", said Slurp.

"A good soldier is always ready," murmured

Gillespie.

"You ain't got coat hangers," said Johnson.

"Everybody knows you ain't got coat hangers."

"In the Infantry I won't need coat hangers,"

GI Tex Rickard
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By Sgt. BURTT EVANS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Gulf District, Iran—When T-4 Allen

La Combe, the Tex Rickard of the Persian

Gulf Command, got his greetings in New

Orleans several years ago, his reaction was

probably different from any selectee's in the

U. S. He threw a party for his draft board.

The blow-out was held in a local night club

where Al had connections. There was a floor

show, kegs of beer and inexhaustible supplies

of liquor. Al invited all the other sad civilians

in his quota, too. Some brought their wives. So

did some of the Selective Service officials. But

this didn't spoil the fun. Everybody imbibed

freely and had a hell of a good time. In the

small hours of the morning, selectees and draft-

board members, sheep and butchers, went roar-

ing home arm in arm, pledging beautiful

friendships. It was an occasion New Orleans

would long remember, as the papers pointed

oat next day. For La Combe, never a man to

miss a trick, had not neglected to invite the

news photographers.

Even the Army hasn't crimped La Combe's

^style much. As manager of the "Flying Long-

shoremen," a group of GI boxers at the dusty

Army port of Khorramshahr on the Persian

Gulf, he made international news not long ago

when he challenged S/Sgt. Joe Louis to fight

one of the PGC champs. He's still hearing from

that one, still getting angry letters from GIs all

over the world: "If Joe Louis ever goes to Iran,

he'll knock you and that bum of yours right
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into the middle of the post-war period."

Al took nine PGC champions to Cairo last

winter and won seven titles in the Middle East

Championships. In the second annual PGC Box-

ing Tournament, Al's fighters from Khorram-

shahr won eight out of nine titles. Now Al's

ready for Cairo again, or, better, the post-

war bouts in Berlin.

Promoting boxing in the PGC has its occupa-

tional hazards. The tough GI stevedores at

Khorramshahr hold La Combe personally re-

sponsible for everything that happens at the

bouts. Though he was promoter, manager of one

of the teams and announcer, Al had no respon-

sibility for the judging or refereeing. But after

one decision in the preliminaries the other

night, Al didn't have a friend in camp. For

three days he had to slip into the mess-hall

kitchen unobserved to get something to eat. It

seems the judges had awarded a close one to a

fighter who also happened to be an MP.

Al's fighters swear by him, and with good

reason. When the boxing champs went to Cairo

last year, La Combe spent more than $1,000 of

his dice winnings so they'd do all right in that

inflation-hit city. If there are no trophies avail-

able for his champs, Al usually buys them with

his own money.

To fighters who get slugged in the eye and

come around for sympathy, Al says: "Youse

mighta felt that blow in youah eye, but Ah

felt it where it hoits most, right chere in mah

haht." And he places a reverent hand over his
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"BUT YOU HAVE TO ADMIT HE DID LOOK LIKE A DAME"

—Cpl. Michael Ponce dtt L«On
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