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During the general courts-martial far AWOLs and deserter* accused of dealing in

the black market, an officer reads the verdict against 182 Ok and two officers.

Exposure of the black-market racket in stolen gasoline began when CID agents

caught gang members unloading cans of gas from an Army truck like this one.

By Sgt. ALLAN B. ECKER, YANK Staff Correspondent

Paris, France—There weren't many people in the cheap little

just a couple of soldiers, a few civilians and three or four blowzy

girls looking for business. When two more characters, nondescript

civilians who might have been Frenchmen, walked in nobody paid them

much attention—until one started speaking English with a Boston accent.

A young fellow in civilian clothes who had been standing at the bar

with a blonde looked at them nervously and hurriedly left the blonde,

the bar and the cafe.

The two newcomers hightailed it after him. Outside the cafe the

young fellow in civilian clothes started to run. The others, close behind,

chased him into a blind alley a few blocks away. He turned and drew

a gun. But he was too slow. His pursuers knocked the gun from his

hand and took him prisoner.

This "civilian" was an AWOL who belonged to one of the GI gasoline

gangs that centered in the Montmarte district of Paris, selling stolen

U. S. gasoline in the black market. These gangs were organized with

the same sweet, ruthless efficiency that marked the Capone mob of

Chicago in the 1920s. Gang members included AWOL GIs and riffraff

of the Paris underworld. There were gang rivalries and gang wars and

killings of insubordinate gangsters by gang leaders. The gangsters usually

had big money. They had hide-aways and the traditional gun molls

that make such hide-aways a pleasure. They were big, illegal business.

The two characters who spotted this gangster were agents of the

Army's Criminal Investigation Division (CID), assigned to break

the gasoline racket. They were watching the suspected cafe when

AWOL tipped his mitt by his reaction to their American conv<

Meanwhile, across the street from the cafe, several other CID

watching a garage caught the rest of the same gang unloading hot U

gasoline from an Army truck and selling the telltale red-dyed stuff

the French proprietors of the garage.

This gang of AWOLs, working the Paris gasoline racket on a 1

scale, was one of the most successful and best organized GI racke'

rings in the ETC The take in the three months of the gang's op

was high, averaging around a million francs, or $20,000, for each

There were eight or nine AWOLs in the gang, all under 25. A

sergeant was boss, assigning the members to regular work schedules

that would have done credit to a commercial trucking company—days

on and off, pick-ups, deliveries.

The gang operated five trucks and three jeeps, all belonging to the

U. S. Army. Some of these vehicles had been stolen on Paris streets.

Others had been acquired more simply; when the GIs went AWOL

from their outfits they had taken their trucks with them.

To get gasoline for sale in the black market the gang used two

methods that were typical of GI gang operations. Gang members would

drive around in their jeeps looking for parked vehicles with extra cans

of gas in them. When they found one, they would steal the gas. Occasion-

ally they stole tires and tools if it didn't involve too much trouble.

The other system of obtaining gasoline took more finesse, but it paid

bigger dividends. It involved going to an Army POL (petrol-oil-lubri-

cation) dump and getting a load of gasoline by fraud. There were

eral ways of doing this.

The earliest, and simplest, way was to drive your truck up to a dump

and tell the GI attendant: "My CO sent me down here to get gas." Back

in the fall of 1944 so many outfits were moving forward, and the em-

phasis was so much on speed, that gas dumps serviced any and every

GI truck. There was no time to check whether a driver was telling the

truth, and no adequate system of requisitioning had been set up.

To get gas at other dumps all you needed was a container. The fuel

was regarded as expendable, and as long as you turned in an empty

jerrican, the dump would give you a full one. For 250 empty jerricans

you could get that many full ones.

One gang was in cahoots with a GI at a POL dump, who provided

gas without requisition forms of any kind in exchange for a rake-off

on the take. But this was not the ordinary practice.

Another system was to make out a field message—using a book of

stolen field-message forms or a plain piece of paper signed by a non-
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existent officer—requesting a certain quantity of gas for a nonexistent

unit. There was nothing elaborate about these forms. They read simply:

"I certify that Truck No. XYZ is authorized to take 265 cans of gasoline

necessary for functioning of this unit.—J. Doe, Capt., Inf.. Comdg."

As the requisition forms became more complicated, the phony paper

work became heavier. Some gangs had typewriters. One GI racketeer

hired two French civilian stenographers to fill out requisitions and

operate a mimeograph machine.

But for the most part the gangs succeeded not because of perfect

organization but because it was easy to acquire and dispose of the gaso-

line. As one convicted racketeer put it, "Any damn fool could make a

fortune without even trying."

How did this get-rich-quick system develop and who was responsible

for it? The answer goes back to the early days of the war, when

the U. S. was still a nonbelligerent.

There was a black market in France long before any GIs reached

here. When the war cut off French imports, all the commodities that had

formerly come from overseas—among them soap, gas, coffee and tea—

became scarce. Because the demand remained fixed while the supply

dwindled, the prices for these articles skyrocketed.

The German occupation made matters worse. Under the terms of the

Armistice, the French Government had to pay the Germans 500,000,000

francs a day. The Germans used this money to buy goods from the

French. When this vast sum of money, together with the paper money

which the Germans printed, was put into circulation, it boosted prices

until almost everything was beyond reach of most French pocketbooks.

Another Armistice clause forbade Germans to make direct market

transactions with the French producers. All dealings were supposed to

be carried out at fixed prices through an official agency. The Germans

hired French underworld characters to buy from the French farmers

all the food and other articles Germany had lacked for so long. These

black-market purchases were hauled to Germany in Wehrmacht trucks.

French farmers who seemed reluctant to sell to

the black-market operators were warned that the

Germans could make things tough for them.

By the time the Germans retreated from

Fiance, the French economy was completely out

of kilter. The American landing operations, and

the bombings and bombardments that preceded

and accompanied them, destroyed the railroads

and the bridges by which many products had

moved from Normandy farms to city markets.

"At the same time, the Germans were taking

thousands of trucks with them in retreat. This

shortage of transportation created artificial

shortages in eggs, meat, butter, milk and vege-

tables. There were plenty of these products in

Normandy but no way to get them to the city

market. Food prices went still higher, and thou-

sands of people went hungry because they could

not afford to buy in the black market. Gasoline

and trucks suddenly became worth small for-

tunes. Everybody whose business depended on

transportation was a pauper without them and

a millionaire with them. Food and cigarettes

FOB Paris also ran high.

Into this situation stepped the American GI.

The liberated Parisians greeted him with an

emotional demonstration of overwhelming pro-

portions. Everybody in the capital showered
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kisses, hugs and cognac on the Yank, who gave

them back kisses, hugs, candy, coffee and

cigarettes from his rations. The doughs stood at

the Eiffel Tower or at the Obelisk in the Place

de la Concorde and just gave the stuff away.

The flush of liberation soon cooled, but the

Parisian demand for Army supplies was as hot

as ever. Some GIs still gave their rations away

out of the goodness of their hearts, but others

with sharper instincts decided to do business

with the French people. And the French people

were begging for a chance to pay for GI rations.

The profits were so big and so easy to make that

some soldiers decided to sell more than mere-

ly their own rations. In fact, some gave up sol-

diering for the marketing business, which had

more dough and a lot less chicken to it.

They went AWOL from their units, which

were mostly moving on beyond Paris, and stayed

behind where the market and the money were.

They moved into the upper brackets and became

racketeers. Some of these men had minor crim-

inal records in civilian life. When the oppor-

tunity for profitable crime came into their Army

life they seized it. The biggest profits were in

gasoline and trucking rather than rations, so

most GI gangsters switched to these rackets.

The French underworld was quick to make

friends with them. In bars, cafes, hotels and

houses of prostitution in the Montmartre and

Montparnasse areas, the French gangsters made

deals with the AWOLs. The GIs agreed to sell

gasoline and other commodities wholesale to the

fences, and they in turn would find retail outlets.

The first AWOLs were gradually joined by

others. Some of the new recruits came from the

Red Ball Highway, the trucking route then in

operation from Cherbourg forward. They brought

with them truckloads of gas that found a ready

market. The others were doughs temporarily

AWOL from the front, who came back to Paris

looking for a brief fling at the bright lights,

liquor and women, and found things so pleasant

they forgot about going back to their outfits.

Life in Paris was expensive. Champagne cost

500 or 600 francs a bottle, cognac cost 80 francs

a drink, and women came expensive too. At the

fixed legal exchange rate of 50 francs to a dollar

it was easy to shoot in one evening all the jack

you'd brought with you.

By the cafe grapevine, broke AWOLs soon

heard about easy money in the black market.

Stealing trucks and gas took men, and there was

plenty of money for everybody, so the older

hands were more than ready to have new AWOLs

join forces with them.

From such casual and haphazard beginnings

some of the gangs became highly organized out-

fits. Generally there was one man who was the

"brains." Occasionally he had previous experi-

ence in the States. Men who had some speaking

knowledge of French acted as gang contacts with

the French operators. At least one member of

the gang was usually AWOL from a trucking

outfit, and sometimes he could induce other mem-

bers of his old outfit to go AWOL with their

trucks and join his gang.

During working hours, most of the men wore

GI uniforms to avoid suspicion while they were

driving Army trucks or handling Army gasoline.

"Off duty," however, they generally wore civilian

clothes borrowed from some girl's bedroom closet

or bought in the French black market One

AWOL paid 17,000 and 20,000 francs—$340 and

$400—apiece for two suits.

In almost every gang there was the French

equivalent of the U. S. gun moll—sometimes one

and sometimes several of them. The girls helped

spend the money and came in handy, of course,

for other uses, but their principal value was to

assist the contact men in lining up deals.

Usually the boss controlled his gang by brain-

power, but sometimes he had to use brute force.

In one gang, when a member started asking

embarrassing questions, the boss shot him.

Gang organization reached its highest level of

perfection in the so-called Vincennes gang, di-

rected by an AWOL medic with a powerful

imagination. Posing as an MP lieutenant, he

rounded up some AWOLs in a Montmartre bar

and told them that they faced death by hanging

for desertion. Then he relented. They looked like

pretty good boys, he said, and if they did him a

favor he'd be willing to let them go. The favor

was to drive his trucks and join his "outfit."

Thoroughly scared, they agreed.

Little by little this boss added to his T/O until

he had from 60 to 70 men and from 20 to 30

trucks. The outfit was conducted along strictly

military lines with reveille, special orders, pro-

motions, passes to town and duty rosters. It had

everything, in fact, except Good Conduct Medals

and rotation. The men lived in a warehouse-for

four months without the real MPs or the neigh-

boring French civilians ever dreaming that the

gang was anything but a legitimate military unit.

There were instances where the brains of a

black-market scheme improved on the original.

One lone-wolf operator, who concentrated on

the false-requisition racket (he counterfeited ra-

tion cards as a sideline), didn't want to be

bothered managing a gang in the ordinary way.

He set himself up in a swank office in the Paris

business district with two stenographers, and

hired AWOLs to run gas for him on a flat rate

basis in their own stolen trucks. This cut down

his administrative headaches.

"Off duty," they

A tech sergeant in charge of his unit's trans-

portation drew supplies of gas from two separate

dumps, getting enough at each dump to supply

his outfit's entire needs. Through his gang he

got rid of one dump's supply each week on the

black market while he kept his unit perfectly

happy on the other dump's supply. Two captains

in his outfit authorized him to use the unit's

trucks for the gasoline racket while they received

part of the proceeds.

The trouble with money gained in a black-mar-

ket economy is that there's nothing much you

can do with the money once you've got it

There are almost no goods to buy. It's the very

shortage of things in the first place that makes

the black market tick. The boss of one AWOL

gang bought a 90,000-franc automobile and a

45,000-franc motorcycle, but these are hard to get

and even when you've bought one you still have

wads of francs left over.

You can't send money home. Some operators

tried and were caught. For example, a sergeant

with a double-requisition racket who dealt in

cognac on the side, made the error of buying

eight $1,000 War Bonds and $2,500 in postal

money orders. This naturally aroused the curi-

osity of the Army postal and finance authorities.

He was discovered and apprehended despite a

prepared story, vouched for by French civilians,

that he had won the money at the horse races.

Since there was nothing else to do with their

money, AWOL gangsters spent it. They spent it

so lavishly that they attracted attention. Some of

the people who discovered their racket demanded

—and got—hush money. Others, for one reason

or another, reported them to American authori-

ties. In some cases, the Army's CID operators

spotted the heavy spending AWOLs directly.

When French people put the finger on the

AWOLs they had a variety of motives. French-

men who had been ditched by their women in

favor of richer American AWOLs figured that'

turning the Yanks in was an easy way to elimi-

nate competition. In some cases, women just

grew tired of the GIs and wanted to get rid of

them. Some of the French people counted on a

reward from the American authorities. Still

others were motivated by patriotism; they felt

the black market was bad for their country.

Some of the AWOL gangsters were discovered

by chance, though sooner or later they would

have been spotted anyway. The GI who hired an

office and two secretaries forgot to pay a print-

ing bill. The printer complained to the police.

The boss of the Vincennes gang, who posed as a

lieutenant, borrowed a set of officers' Class A's

so he could attend a fancy party. He neglected

to return the uniform, and the rightful owner

had him arrested for this petty theft, which ex-

posed his four months of larceny. The AWOL

motorcyclist, whose job it was to ride around

informing the other gang members about their

next jobs, was treated by an Army medic after

a traffic accident. Filling out the papers, the doc-

tor discovered the cyclist was AWOL. Further

questioning made the GI spill the beans.

But perhaps the largest number of GI racket-

eers were apprehended by CID agents who

watched the cafes and garages suspected of be-

ing black-market headquarters, or who got on

the trail of GIs sending home excessive sums

through the postal money-order system- Other

gangsters were caught in Paris AWOL round-ups.

Another gang which grossed $180,000, probably

the largest income of any single operation, was

led by a couple of young desperadoes who didn't

know when they were licked. One of them had

a little spending money—52,475 francs, or $1,-

049.50—in his pocket when he was captured, but

it was confiscated. When he broke out of jail a

short time later, he needed some ready cash He

and his partner, who also escaped, headed

straight for the garage where they had disposed

of most of their gasoline and held up their

former associates to the tune of $60,000. Before

they were recaptured they managed to do some

more business. Then they got into a crap game

and one of them lost $1,500 to the other.

Among the most publicized black-market oper-

{ ations in France were the railway battalion

thefts of cigarettes and rations, which brought

more than 180 officers and enlisted men into

court These men represented only a part of one

railway battalion. The battalion as a whole—like

the other railway outfits on the Continent—ac-

complished an important military mission which

was perhaps obscured by this bad publicity. The

acute shortage of butts, both on the Western

Front and in the States, made these thefts front-

page newspaper stories although the gasoline

thefts were really more serious.

In September, October and November, when

the railway thefts were committed, GIs at the

front and in Paris were talking about the great

cigarette mystery. Back in the States the people

were told that they had to go without cigarettes

because the men at the front were getting them,

but up at the front and in the rear echelon in

France the shortage was so acute that official

- cigarette rations were curtailed or suspended

altogether. Of the 83 billion cigarettes ordered

by the Army and the Navy in 1944, 77,000,000

packs a month were slated for European dis-

tribution, but according to PX authorities, only

11,000,000 packs—one in seven—reached their

destination during one 30-day period.

Yet at the same time, in French bars, cafes,

On* lone operator set himself up in a swank office.
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hotels and other public places, plenty of civilians

-were smoking popular-brand .American ciga-

rettes. In Paris you could buy—for $2 a pack—

U. S. cigarettes intended for PX sale at five cents

a pack. The whole cigarette situation became the

subject of gags on the French stage and a gen-

eral topic of conversation in all levels of society.

While large numbers of GIs took part in the

railway pilfering, it was never organized on a

big-time gang basis like the gasoline racket.

And the railway men didn't go AWOL. Unlike

the gasoline racketeers who quit soldiering com-

pletely, they stayed on the job of running trains

to the front and did their stealing on the side.

The exposure of the railway thefts was mainly

the work of two CID agents, Lt. Robert P.

O'Reilly of Arlington, Mass., a former Holy Cross

football player and Boston lawyer, and James

Cozzati of Poughkeepsie, N. Y., former boxer and

New York State trooper. O'Reilly used to be a

sergeant in the 44th Troop Carrier Group which

dropped the 101st Airborne Division into Caren-

tan on D-Day.

Following a plan of strategy worked out by

Lt. Col. James Elder of Chicago, 111., the head of

the CID, O'Reilly and Cozzati were assigned to

one of the railway battalions as undercover

agents, posing as GI firemen on trains making

the run from Dreux to Paris. From their eye- .

witness testimony and that of the accused men,

the courts-martial trying the railway cases ob-

tained a picture of the techniques most com-

monly used in railway stealing.

Most of the men arrested belonged to C Com-

pany—the operating company which runs the

trains—of one railway battalion. The C Com-

pany men had greater access to rations and sup-

plies being hauled than anybody in the rest of

the battalion. And of all the railway battalions,

theirs—which ran from Dreux to Paris—had the

greatest access to the Paris black market. This

combination made them the focus of the Army's

attention in the concerted effort to stop the theft

of Government supplies. Members of C Com-

pany of this battalion stoutly maintained, how-

ever, that "some people may think our outfit is

the only one involved, but up and down the line

other battalions are doing the same thing."

About an hour after their outfit landed in

France on August 26, the men in C Company

helped themselves to boned turkey and 10-in-ls

at the ration dump because no other provision

for their eating had been made. Three days later

they entrained for Dreux, which was to be their

headquarters. En route they supplemented their

issued K-rations with 10-in-ls and cigarettes

taken from trains on the sidings.

From Dreux, the trains began to operate to

Paris. The trip is only 60 miles each way, but

at that time it took nine days for a round trip.

There were no lanterns, no headlights, no fuses

(red danger flares), no torpedoes (safety de-

s) and sometimes no tracks. The crews were

roads that had not been used since

Germans left They hauled successfully

bombs, ammo, gas, pontons, engineering and sig-

nal equipment and rations. On those first runs

the men did not have food issued to them, so they

helped themselves again from the loads they

were carrying. According to the testimony at the

trials, when one of the men asked the battaHwi

commander what would be done about food, the

major replied, in effect, "You're carrying stuff;

it's your own fault if you go hungry."

Later on organized messes were established

and the men were regularly supplied with per-

sonal rations before starting trips, but by that

time the habit of opening the rations was too

strong to break. It developed into a fr»""r"TT so

successful that some men began referring to their

outfit as the "million-dollar battalion.'*

Unlike the gasoline thefts, the railway-ration

pilfering required no elaborate system of gangs

or organized fences. Rations and cigarettes were

easy to carry away from the trains in barracks

bags and easy to sell without lining up buyers

ahead of time.

There were half a dozen different ways in

which the crews obtained their barracks-bag

loads. Because of the blackout the trains ran

without lights, relying on manual signals and a

safety-block system to prevent collisions. The

simplest looting technique was to break into a

train when several were held up at the block

for a couple of hours, waiting for signals. The

conductor of each train carried a waybill describ-

ing the contents of the individual cars, so that it

was no trick at all to know which cars carried

runt. TW Anmy WmUt, ■MM— M w—kly by Sro
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The railway battalion's transactions in the black

market came to an abrupt halt on Novem-

ber 26 when Col. Elder directed a simultaneous

raid by CID agents and Military Police on the

stations to which the battalions ran the trains.

Some 400 men were seized on the engines and

in the yards, billets and headquarters, together

with quite a piece of loot and other evidence.

They held up their former associates for $60,000.

the "sensitive items" and which carried heavy

stuff that couldn't be pilfered or sold easily.

More planning went into the siding of the car

for looting purposes. Siding means removing the

car from the train and putting it on a sidetrack,

where it could be pilfered at leisure (generally

by night) by the crew of the train and any others

in the know.

MPs were detailed to ride the trains not long

after the lines went into operation. Their cus-

tomary place was in the caboose at the whip end

of the train. The engineers would stop the train

on a bend so that the cars at the head of the train

could not be watched by the MPs. Then the crews

would loot the head-end cars.

At Veilliers, the watering station between

Dreux and Paris where the engine and tender

were supposed to uncouple and turn in for ser-

vicing, the crews uncoupled not only the engine

and tender but as many cars as contained "sen-

sitive items." They took these cars into the sta-

tion for looting, leaving the rest of the train—and

the MPs—5,000 yards or more outside the station.

Sometimes six railroad men would generously

don helmet liners and carbines and relieve the

MPs. When the MPs had gone, their substitutes

would join the crew in the looting.

Meat, coffee, cigarettes, canned goods and al-

phabetical rations were the principal items taken,'

but there was also some minor traffic in Army

clothing and in blankets and alcohol taken from

the westbound hospital trains. The prices varied

somewhat, but the standard black-market deal

was $500 for a case (50 cartons) .of cigarettes;

$300 for a 20-pound can of coffee; $300 for a

box of 50 D-ration chocolate bars; $100 for a

case of 10-in-l rations, and corresponding prices

for other items.

Trains carrying slow freight—jeeps, trucks,

signal equipment, heavy weapons, ammo and so

on—were never pilfered because these items

could not be carried away in barracks bags or

readily disposed of, and also because the railway

men themselves thought of these items as es-

sential war products. When the prosecutor at the

trial suggested that a lot of cigarettes might

mean as much to the Infantry doughs as gaso-

line to the tanks, one of the accused GIs re-

plied, "I had no idea of what I was doing to the

morale of the men in the line" That seems to

have summed up the attitude of his fellows.

Any Frenchman on the streets and in the cafes

around the yards would buy cigarettes or rations.

(Most Frenchmen these days would buy a

Liberty ship if you could get it to them.) So

business was conducted much more casually

than in the case of the gas gangs. Early trans-

actions took place in the streets, but when town

patrols began to crack down most of the rail-

way men did their business with Frenchmen in

cafes, cabarets, restaurants, cheap hotels and

of prostitution.

notably large sums of money, money orders and

receipts. Questioning proceeded immediately,

and the men who didn't appear to be implicated

were released, although some were later re-

arrested when accumulated evidence linked them

to the thefts. At the same time, the French police

raided and arrested a number of French cafe

proprietors who had done business with GIs. Two

officers of the railway outfit—six others were

arrested later—were picked up in the raid.

Agent Cozzati was on one train as a fireman

when it was raided. The conductor, who had

left his train as usual and walked into the sta-

tion for the okay to proceed, was nabbed but re-

leased because he had no evidence on his person.

He hurried back to his train and warned the rest

of his crew, who shoveled their money orders,

receipts, 5,000- and 1,000-franc notes and canned

goods into the fire. Since a CID man saw them

do it they were arrested when the train pulled in.

From January until March of this year, general

courts-martial in the Seine section (the base

area including Paris) have sentenced 59 AWOLs

and deserters dealing in the gasoline black mar-

ket to punishments that range from five years in

prison to death by hanging, following trials

by Maj. John E Kieffer- of Buffalo, N.Y., the

Seine section trial judge advocate, and his staff.

In the same period, other general courts-

martial in the Seine section have sentenced 177

enlisted men and three officers of the railway

battalions to terms ranging from three to 50 years

in prison for dealing in cigarette and rations

black markets. These trials were conducted by

Lt. Col. Carmon Harris of Oklahoma City, Okla.,

executive officer of the Seine section and staff

judge advocate, acting as special prosecutor for

railway cases, and his staff.

The severity of the sentences appeared to shock

many Parisians, judging by the letters leading

French newspapers received. A group of young

girls, for example, wrote: "We would like to find

some way of diminishing the rigor of the military

laws, though we do not argue against them. We

think that we have had, all of us, part of the re-

sponsibility for this situation, and that many

French persons have been accomplices."

By contrast with the punishment administered

to the French fences, the sentences seemed more

severe. Because there is no Parliament to revise

the laws, the old French laws still stand, and they

do not cover black-market operations in time

of war. The French are being punished under

statutes forbidding the receipt of stolen property,

for which penalties are limited. (On January 13,

the military governor of Paris threatened penal-

ties ranging from one to five;

for any French national holding or

stolen U.S. goods.)

Reviewing the case of 115

victed in the railway battalion i

D. Eisenhower took note of their "effective'

under difficulties" and their good previous rec-

ords, and directed they be given a chance to serve

suspended sentences in a special combat com-

pany. The men were reassigned to a reinforce-

ment center as privates to receive training before

being given a chance to redeem themselves at the

front. The remaining 38 enlisted men and three

officers convicted in the railway cases, who by

evidence were shown to be ringleaders, as well

as the AWOL gasoline-gangsters, are serving out

their sentences.

According to Army authorities, arrest and pros-

ecution of these men has done much to stamp

out the major GI black market in the Paris area,

both by catching some offenders and deterring

other prospective criminals, although no one at-

tempts to deny there is still black marketing.

"The crime picture here is not as bad as it has

been painted," Col. Elder says. There have been

only approximately 2,500 major cases involving

probably not more than 5,000 soldiers in all—and

by major cases are meant crimes of violence,

rape, murder, assault with intent to rape, rob-

bery, burglary and misappropriation of Govern-

ment property. The colorful nature of these

crimes and the circumstances under which they

took place have given ti

prominence.

"Undoubtedly the prosecution of these

has had and will continue to have a deterrent

effect on other potential soldier-criminals, while

the improved security methods and our familiar-

ity with the techniques of the black-market op-

eration—gained through experience—will make

it a lot tougher for GI racketeers to do

in the future."
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V-2 in Antwerp

By Cpl. EDMUND ANTROBUS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Antwerp, Bki.cium [Delayed]—A V-bomb had

fallen without exploding near a public

'lavatory and five men lay crushed under

heavy.porcelain urinals. They were flattened and

distorted. .One of the victims had the front of his

face torn off. It flapped over in two pieces. The

medic covered him quickly as if he were taking

the precaution to preserve his own sanity.

Then the V-bomb exploded. The black dust

rose to the height of the building and hung there.

The crowd moved forward with a low murmur.

The people were too choked up with shock to

is they moved through

the powdered glass covering the square like an

fall «

Coming toward them were the ghoulish faces

of the victims who could walk, covered from

head to foot with the fine plaster dust which had

showered down from the shattered buildings.

Blood from glass cuts trickled down their cheeks

and foreheads, washing off the white dust in thin

red 'rivulets. They were a nightmare delegation

from somewhere on the boundary line between

life and death.

An emergency first-aid station was set up in

the wreckage of a grocery store; a mortuary next

door in the butcher's shop. The shapeless and

blood-soaked bodies were laid close to the low

marble counters and the chopping block. A Bel-

gian Red Cross worker searching for a means of

identification bent over each in turn.

Light rescue workers were removing the bodies

from the public lavatory. They laid them down

like sacks of flour. It was difficult to handle the

Sometimes their chests caved in when

they were lifted from underneath. The rescue

party worked ruthlessly to reach the people who

were buried alive beneath the wreckage.

A Franciscan monk in a corded brown robe

and sandals climbed over the wreckage hurry-

ing from one dying victim to another, giving last

rites. The monks and the Dominican friars are

always among the first to arrive. The crowd

moved for them with the same obedient haste

with which crowds made way for doctors and

stretcher-bearers.

The woman whose leg was blown off, and who

lay as if she were dead, raised and crossed her-

self when the priest came to her. She died a few

minutes later.

People were dazed for a long time after the

incident. I watched a man picking up sea gulls

from the street. He held the dead ones and three

that were alive but unable to fly. The street was

covered with feathers. The birds were the re-

mains of a large flock which was flying over-

head when the bomb exploded. An American

soldier wandered over to him, pointed to the

birds and inquired, "Eat?" The man shook his

head and explained that he was going to put the

sea gulls back on the river. Both men were too

dazed to know what they were talking about.

After the disaster the people behaved like the

bombed in southern England. They made the

same impotent but instinctive effort to restore

order. Before the smoke had lifted they started

sweeping the glass from their section of the

pavement and shoveling their ruined possessions

out from their front doors and upper-story win-

dows. There was little regard for anyone care-

less enough to stand below.

Children laughed and played around the vi-

cinity a few hours later. Glaziers started to

windows with plywood and cardboard. Here,

in southern England, glass is scarce.

Bach bombing in Antwerp seems different. For

E instance, when a row of luxury shops was hit

the odor of perfume lingered in the street for

days. It was a heavy, incongruous, unwanted

smell coming from the pyramids of powdered

glass swept up in front of each gaping shop front

Then there was the time a V-bomb fell in the

red-light district. It smashed the plate-glass win-

dows in the cafes where the girls worked. The

girls, still wearing their fur coats and heavy

lipstick, swept out the glass. Some of them were

crying, some praying.

Next to the V-bomb itself, the crowd

most dangerous factor. The urge to

save the members of their family is s

it drives some victims temporarily ins

> on top of the

lives of the people

neath. Quite often a man is alive

debris, but if his "roof" i

the final, fatal collapse that _

work is a science based on the technique of dis-

turbing the wreckage as little as possible.

American and British GIs are official

workers. They're attached to a military org

tion called the Passive Air Defense. In Ant

the PAD is an Allied concern with a British i

officer at the head and two American officers,

Maj. W. D. Hotz and 1st Lt. Ralph Cook, under

him for planning and direction of the Americans'

part in the rescue work. They coordinate the

services of the Engineers, Chemical Warfare, Fire

Service, Medical Corps, Military Police and other

brackets of the American Army in restoring i
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The threat that came out of the

skies above the city was blind; it

leveled military objectives and

homes, and killed aimlessly.

Bodies of Belgian civilians are scattered

ground where a V-bomb exploded at i

der after, a V-bomb disaster. The American,

British and Belgian medical units are responsible

for certain areas, but they pool their services

when an incident requires their combined effort.

Gls are assigned to PAD duty in addition to

their regular work. Gls in Engineer outfits, who

do light and heavy rescue work, attend the

British-run PAD schools. Model "victims" are

buried alive and pinned down in actual V-bomb

debris so the light rescue men can learn how to

remove them. Heavy rescue men are taught how

to handle the different types of collapse.

The worst disaster the Allied PAD handled

was when a V-bomb fell on a packed cinema.

It fell in the center, chewing up the inside. There

were many deaths. Almost every American outfit

in the vicinity had at least one of its members in-

side. Heavy and light rescue men worked 24-

hour shifts for several days. The smell got bad

and it was impossible to continue the work until

a Chemical Warfare decontamination squad was

called to spray the rotting bodies in the debris.

Two squads in the PAD system were supplied

for this bombed area by an engineering general

service regiment under S/Sgt. Verdono Parrott

of Minneapolis, Minn., and Sgt. Rene J. Hebert

of Luling, La. They broke up the concrete with

air compressors and moved it with bulldozers

and cranes. They cut through steel girders with

acetylene torches. After they tunneled and re-

moved the wreckage, light rescue squads sup-

plied by a British pioneer outfit could crawl

through to carry out the dead and release those

who were buried alive.

They dragged out whole families intact. They

found that the blast had fused husbands, wives

and children together in lifelike positions. One

soldier who walked in the cinema two days after

it had been hit said that for a moment he thought

he was in a wax museum. Looking down at him

from the balcony was the white face of a girl,

half smiling, the make-up on her face untouched.

Next to her was a row of soldiers looking straight

ahead as if they were still absorbed in the movie.

Rescue workers released an American GI who

had been buried for some time. When he stum-

bled out he held two dead children in his arms.

A Red Cross worker tried to take them away

from him but he refused savagely. He was still

suffering from the shock. When he recovered he

explained that he had been sitting next to their

mother, whose head had been blown off.

Disasters like this often bring instinctive unity.

In London, Gls were often the first to volun-

teer in the rescue work. The same is true in Ant-

werp. One instance involved a group of medics.

A medical composite section consisting of 17 en-

listed men and three officers set up a small dis-

pensary to give medical treatment to American

personnel. A bomb fell the day after they opened.

Contrary to their SOP and without so much as

an official call, they went out and brought back

more patients than they would ordinarily handle

in a month. Most of the casualties were civilians.

A little girl whose eye was blown out was their

first patient

That was more than four months ago but

ever since they have had to face the atrocity of

scattered arms and legs, give emergency sutures,

remove glass and give blood plasma and mor-

phine to people who would otherwise die. It's

still contrary to their SOP but the other Belgian

medical units in town C&nnot handle the work

alone because the Germans took their ambulances

and medical supplies.

They lack beds, stretchers, sulpha, morphine,

sutures and even fundamental supplies like

bandages and iodine here. One Belgian Red Cross

unit suffered its final defeat the day I left. A

YANK The Army Weekly • MAY 4, 1945

V-bomb blew in its dispensary, spilling the last

of its drugs, smashing what little equipment it

had and even destroying the canteen and dormi-

tory where the nurses and doctors ate and slept.

In civilian life, Cpl. Andrew Martin, one of the

medics in the medical composite section, drove

an ambulance for 12 years for Bellevue Hospital,

New York City; the bomb incident, he said, re-

minded him of a day in 1937 when three cars on

the Third Avenue "El" derailed and crashed

down on the people in the street. He took me

in the store room at the back of the dispensary

where CpL Dave Blummer of Los Angeles was

stretched out on a cot with his clothes on, trying

to sleep. Martin spoke earnestly, keeping his

voice low so as not to disturb him. They had

both been working 76 hours in one stretch with-

out sleep the week before.

"Sometimes," Martin said, "the civilian hos-

pitals are too crowded to accept patients and we

have to drive around finding other hospitals.

Quite often we've driven 12 miles and had pa-

tients we could have saved die in the ambulance."

Martin told of some nurses in a Flemish Red

Cross unit who had once nagged his ambulance.

He stopped to pick them up and found they had

no vehicle of their own but had to carry their

stretchers from their headquarters to the inci-

dent and then carry back their patients, often

a distance of eight or ten blocks.

There have been housing scandals. One Mock of

apartment houses folded up like an accordian.

The explosion revealed second-rate bricks and a

minimum of steel structure.

There are front-page articles in the papers in

Antwerp criticising responsible leaders in the

Belgian Government for not helping the bombed-

out The food situation and the coal shortage dur-

ing this exceptionally cold winter have made the

problems more serious. One paper stated:

"Wealthy people have a means of leaving the

city and living safely in comfort somewhere else,

since they are able to buy food in the black mar-

ket The poorer people' have to stick to their jobs

and their distress is rendered greater by the poor

rationing system."

Despite the exodus of the wealthy, there has

been no let-down in Antwerp night life. In fact,

it seems to keep pace with the bombing. This

may be because cinemas and theaters were closed

down for a long time, leaving people nowhere

to go but- night clubs. A lot of people wish the

bands wouldn't play so loud that they drown out

the sound of the V-bombs.

At first, the reaction of the people in Antwerp

to the V-bombs was casual and slightly incredu-

lous. They became more cautious and frightened

as their experience developed. However, after

three months of terror and bombing they look

as stolid as ever and show little expression.

The town is too small for tragedy. London had

10,000,000 people to absorb it. But Antwerp is

one-twentieth the size of London and is closer to

the launching ramps. You feel exposed and in-

volved with each explosion. Every time one hits,

you can see its smoke or judge the place where

it hit by the sound. You live under a death sen-

tence tentatively arranged.

The sky is a permanent i
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Road to (im
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patiently to build a

II About 10 miles from Kunming the trucks go into biv-

• ouac where the road overlooks some rice paddies.

I Q When the convoy neared Kunming the Gls stationed

I v/ there got a good view of the proceedings from a roof.
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Frankie of La Konga

By Sgt. WALTER BERNSTEIN

YANK Staff Writer ''

j St C.—RlnWoHMCI is 9 waitress

in an Army town. She is a nice-looking girl,

well stacked, with light brown hair that she

in a kind of pompadour. She is 20 years

old and has been working in cafes around Fort

Jackson for the last five years. When the history

of this war is written, the hundreds of girls like

Frankie will probably never be consulted. This

will be a grave mistake. Girls like Frankie know

as much about the Army as anyone.

Frankie is currently employed in Columbia at

a popular, though respectable, establishment

called La Konga, where she serves food and drink

to a discriminating soldier clientele. La Konga

is not a joint, but it is not the Waldorf-Astoria

either. It caters almost exclusively to soldiers,

particularly enlisted men from Jackson and the

Columbia Army Air Base. Recently it has been

getting a few marines from a nearby air field.

Frankie's first job was at the Royal Grill near

the post, but she has also worked at the Sunrise

Club, Harvey's Cafeteria and behind the fountain

at Silver's Five and Ten. Most of these places

have a soldier trade and Frankie is a girl. Despite

the various crises arising from these two facts,

Frankie still likes soldiers.

"They don't mean no harm," she says. "They

just lonesome. They come in here and try to

drink their troubles away and then wake up in

the morning with a headache and the same trou-

bles. They just want to get out of the Army, that's

all. They want to go home."

The reasons Frankie likes soldiers are simple

enough. She likes people and soldiers are people.

This conception differs somewhat from that in

other places frequented by GIs, where soldiers

are only suckers. Frankie kids customers, tries to

cheer them up and is as polite as she can be.

She has a nice smile and isn't coy with it. She

doesn't wear much make-up, not even nail polish,

and years of hiking between kitchen and table

have given her a good pair of legs. On duty she

wears low-heeled shoes and a blue uniform. All

the girls wear the same uniform, for which they

pay $4.69. Frankie sometimes wears a sweater

over hers.. She looks all right in a sweater.

Frankie is an independent girl and has always

been able to quit a job when she wanted to. She

quit most of her other jobs because she got bored.

She feels that work should be interesting. This is

a feeling shared by many other people who pan't

do a hell of a lot about it. Frankie can because

there is a demand today for good waitresses.

She has never held any other kind of job, and

there is nothing much else she would like to do.

But after the war she wants to quit work and live

with her mother in Clinton, S. C., and maybe get

married. She intends to marry a guy who likes

to have a good time, and she wants two kids. She

has a boy friend out at the post but says she

doesn't love him and there hasn't been any talk

of marriage.

Frankie has two sisters, Frances and Ruby,

with whom she lives in a rented house on the

edge of town. Both sisters are married to ser-

vicemen. Frankie and Ruby have always worked

together. Frances has been working at La Konga

for the last two and a half years, and she kept

trying to get Frankie and Ruby to come there.

Finally they came.

Frankie likes it at La Konga. She makes $10 a

week plus her meals, and tips run her pay up

to $35. She works from 2 p.m. to midnight three

days a week and .from 6 p.m. to midnight on

alternate nights. When she doesn't have to go to

work until 6, Frankie comes to town and goes

shopping or to the movies. She sees a lot of

movies and likes detective pictures best. Her

favorite stars are Humphrey Bogart and Spencer

Tracy. Sometimes she goes roller-skating, or

dancing at the Carlton Club, which is about six

miles out toward the air base.

The work at La Konga is not hard, although it

involves a good deal of walking. Nine girls wait

on the tables, while six work behind the bar and

fountain. There used to be 20 girls, but fewer

soldiers come around now. Each waitress has four

tables. Their work is fairly easy because they

bring large pitchers of beer to the tables and

these take some time to consume. When the girls

are not walking around, they sit on the counter

stools and rest their feet

The owner of La Konga is a very fat and rea-

sonably genial man named Larry Picatagio, for-

merly of Staten Island, N. Y. He bought the place

three years ago on the advice of his lawyer, then

stationed at Jackson with the 77th Division. At

that time it was only an empty store. Larry

brought all the furnishings from New York, in-

cluding those for the men's rooms.

"The La Konga is popular because we never

clip the boys," Larry says. "We treat them 100

percent. When they walk in here it is like their

own home. I mean they are not allowed to wreck

the place, but they are allowed to respect it."

Larry originally intended to call his place the

Broadway Bar, but a restaurant across the street

opened with that name before he did. He then

decided on the present name, figuring that spell-

ing it with a K would not confuse it with the

well-known night club in New York City, which

spells it with a C.

None of the girls have any kick about the way

Larry runs the place. He doesn't get sore if they

come in a little late, and they can eat pretty

nearly all they want. Most of the girls are mar-

ried to servicemen and got work as waitresses

when their husbands were shipped. They all get

letters from men overseas. Frankie used to get

six or seven letters a week but found she couldn't

answer them all. Now she corresponds only with

one man in Belgium, writing him what she calls

"sisterly" letters.

While Frankie likes soldiers as a group, she is

devoted to the Infantry. Air Force men and ma-

rines are not for Frankie. "These Air Corps boys

are too cocky," she says. "They think they better

than anybody else. I don't think they can even

smell the Infantry."

Frankie prefers waiting on enlisted men, the

lower the rank the better. "They not as bad as

lieutenants," she says. "Lieutenants is just wolves,

especially them bums from the Air Corps."

Frankie has seen GIs come and go since early

draft days and she thinks they've changed. The

men who haven't been overseas yet are about like

the early draftees, except maybe a little younger,

but the returnees, she says, are different "They

got a grudge or something," Frankie says. "They

think the world owes them something they didn't

get. And they a little hateful. They don't like

anybody who ain't been overseas."

Half the men now coming around La Konga

are returnees. Frankie thinks most of them want

to go back, if they don't have to go back into

combat "Seems like they can't get along in the

States," she says. She thinks maybe that's be-

cause they're not treated the way they think they

should be. The people back home try to under-

stand what they've been through, Frankie says,

but they can't really know.

Then, she says, a lot of the returnees seem to

get put back into the same permanent-party jobs

they were pulling before they went overseas. This

makes them mad, since they feel that they've

done more than other soldiers and deserve more

consideration.

"They nice boys," Frankie says. "Only they get

a couple of drinks and they want to fight every-

body."

Frankie often wonders what has happened to

the soldiers she's known. Her sister Ruby follows

the divisions that were at Jackson, reading the

newspapers carefully to find out where they are,

but Frankie doesn't follow them that closely. She

doesn't read much, not even the newspapers. She

wonders about the boys, though, and sometimes

she will see a casualty list and search it for a

familiar name, and when she finds one she is very

unhappy.

Sometimes, when she listens to men talk about

France and Egypt and Australia, Frankie thinks

maybe she doesn't want to settle down right after

the war. Her plans for a post-war life aren't too

different from those of many GIs.

"Sometimes I'd like to go all over the world,"

she says. "And then again I think I don't want to

go anywhere at all."
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HARLESTON, S. C. The younger element was out in full force along old King Street on the afternoon this picture was made The hour was 3 o'cloc*

e camera looked down from atop an MP automobile which was parked near Wentworth. The girls, you'll notice, seem to want to shop. The soldiers prefer to wol
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SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF.

Midnight on Market Street, one of the world's famous avenues. The picture, a time exposure, was made by a photographe

standing between 4th and » Mreets. The swirling light tracks you see running along the pavement resulted from auto headlights recorded on film during exposure

TUCSON, ARIZ. This is East Congress Street, looking west from the corner of South Scott —at') 2:35 in the afternoon if that clock at the left is correct Flags

are flying in celebration of la Fiesta de Los Vaqueros during which Tucson dresses in Old Western garb and holds its rodeo In background are the Tucson Mountains
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THE WORM TURNS,RELUCTANTLY'

x By Cpl. LEN ZINBERG

Italy—The sun was hot, and the two soldiers

sat beside their little 60-mm mortar and

smoked French cigarettes. The bushy-haired

soldier said, "This is nice country, but it don't

beat the way things grew down around Naples

and Anzio."

The sergeant was tall and lean, nearly 30. He

said: "About all they got in Italy is good soil.

What time is it?" His voice was thin and nasal.

"Not even 10 o'clock. Think they'll come up

this road?"

"I don't know," the nasal one said, "but with

a battery of mortars zeroed in—hot damn!" He

nodded toward the hill. They were dug in at the

foot of a small hill, and the other side sloped

down to an old biit fairly good dirt road.

The bushy-haired soldier grinned. "Be some

"He suddenly punched the ah-, "Jeez, a

goddam bee!"

A large dark bee buzzed around them and flew

on. The soldier laughed. "Hey, maybe there's

some honey around here?"

"Naw, that's a bumble bee," the sergeant said.

"They're silly bastards. Fool around all summer,

then dig into the ground for the winter and most

times freeze to death."

"Where's the honey come in?"

The sergeant smiled wisely. "Not from a bum-

ble bee, you damn city slicker. Don't you know

about bees?"

"If you mean did my old man tell me the story

of the birds and the bees when I was a kid, we

learn it sooner and different where I come from."

"Back on my farm in Missouri," the sergeant

said, "I used to raise bees—for my own use.

They're pretty interesting. They' have one female

—a queen bee^-and about 15 drones and thou-

sands of workers. The queen bee"

"What a life she must have!"

"Only the drones can be her mate. The work-

ers don't have any sex, and the drones don't

work. They're sort of like studs. Once a year the

queen picks a mate. They say she flies as high as

she can and the first drone to reach her becomes

the mate. Then the worker bees cut off the wings

of the other drones and throw them out to die.

They do that to the queen's mate when he's done

with his mating too."

"You kidding?"

WEI INT0

Nasal shook his head. "No, it's really true.

Here's something else. Soon as the eggs are

hatched and a new queen and drones and work-

ers come out, they drive the old bunch out. I

just leave an extra hive around and they move

into that."

"This isn't a gag?"

"Aw, what would you know? You think honey

is made in a supermarket."

The bushy-haired soldier thought for a second.

"Suppose a lot of queens are born?"

The sergeant carefully crushed his cigarette

against his shoe. "They seem to regulate that.

Just one female is hatched, about a dozen or so

drones, and the rest are workers. If the queen is.

killed the hive goes to hell; workers won't make

honey. They won't work, either, till a mate is

selected and the other drones are killed."

"And they can regulate how many of each are

to be born?"

"Well, I don't know if they regulate it, but it

comes out that way, somehow."

They were silent for a moment, the sergeant

lighting another cigarette. Several hundred yards

away, and to the rear of them, a soldier stood up

and stretched.

The sergeant said: "Damn it, we're all too

close here. Hell, our alternate positions are near-

ly on top of each other."

"We're okay," Bushy-Hair said, "if they do

throw anything against us it'll only be machine

guns.... Look, that stuff about the bees, that was

the truth?"

"Sure. I raise them."

"It sounds bad."

"What's bad about it?"

"Well, it's like the Nazis," Bushy-Hair said.

The sergeant looked over at him. "Now what's

bees got to do with the Germans?"

"The same set-up, like fascism. The worker

bees as slaves without any feelings, the one

queen bee ruling like a dictator, the drones liv-

ing their foolish short useless lives, like nobles

and princes."

"That's one way to look at it," the sergeant

said in his nasal voice.

"You don't see what I mean. If nature made a

plan like that, then it would seem as if fascism

is a natural thing, not a man-made evil. It's like

—well as if it was meant to be."

The sergeant laughed. "Next you'll be having

the Germans making honey!"

"Damn it, I'm serious. It's bad, nature working

like that."

"Dont let it upset you," Nasal said. "Nature

don't do anything wrong. First off, all animals

don't live like that, so it's not a general plan or

anything, except for the bees—and there ain't

many bees. Sure, the bees are a part of nature,

but, hell, what to do? They only make honey for

the rest of the world. There's no glory or power

there; they don't invade or kill or"

"But their own set-up is like Hitler's? They

kill the drones, they work like slaves?"

"If you had ever been around bees you'd know

you can't compare Hitler and the queen bee. It's

the craziest thing I ever heard! Why the"

The sergeant stopped abruptly. A thin silence

was suddenly around them. In the distance they

heard the low roar of a motor convoy. The ser-

geant said quickly, "My God, the dopes are com-

ing down the road!"

Bushy-Hair stared at the direction from which

the noise came, as if he could see through the

hill. Then he said slowly. "Yeah, they're coming.

Come on, come on, you goddam queen bees!"
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Lt. Einer Muhonen (left) and

S/Sgt. Gerald Bowles (right)

with Lt. Gerald N. Mahaffey

after flight pictured in sketch.

Columbia AAB Pilot Has

Wild Ride in the Sky

Columbia AAB, S. C—The pilot of a B-25 is alive--

today and his co-pilot and engineer have

been recommended for the Soldier's Medal as a

result of a 20-minute tug of war with a para-

chute high over South Carolina while the three

were on a routine flight.

2d Lt. Gerald N. Mahaffey of Represa, Calif.,

turned the controls over to 2d Lt. Einer Muhonen

of Westminster, Mass., and started back to the

upper-turret compartment when his back-type

parachute unexpectedly tripped and released the

pilot's upper escape hatch. The parachute flew

out and "blossomed," jerking Mahaffey through

the hatch and wedging him there. Muhonen,

seeing what happened out of the corner of his

eye, swung his arm in an arc and grabbed Ma-

haffey by the foot.

S/Sgt. Gerald Bowles of Sunnyside, N. Y.,

veteran engineer-gunner of 52 missions in the

CBI, was attracted by the lurching of the plane

and investigated. He found Mahaffey unconscious

and turning blue in the face. With Muhonen's aid

Bowles twisted Mahaffey around so he could

catch his breath, but when Mahaffey partially

recovered consciousness he only added <o their

problem by trying to kick himself free.

If Muhonen and Bowles had let Mahaffey

bail out, there was a possibility that he would

have been thrown against the tail assembly and

killed. The alternative was to hold on to him and

try to land. Bowles wrapped his arms around one

of Mahaffey's legs and braced himself against

the side of the plane. Muhonen clenched the other -

foot with his left hand and flew the plane with'

his right. Mahaffey was semiconscious and out

of the plane from the knees up.

The control tower was radioed for right of way

to land, but the chute, billowing in the plane's

slipstream, -made landing difficult. Muhonen

finally managed to set the plane down on the

third try. Medical corpsmen and doctors who

were standing by took Mahaffey to the hospital.

After his bruises and lacerations were treated

he was able to return to duty. •

Off Limits Nautically

Dibble General Hospital, Menlo Park, Calif.—Life

has held some hectic experiences for S/Sgt. An-

gelo Mattei, now a patient here. He was a ser-

geant pilot in the Royal Australian Air Force

before the U.S. entered the war and as an AAF

gunner he has seen service in almost every

theater. But his hobby most of his 26 years has

been sailing, so during a 90-day extended leave

to his home in San Diego, Calif., he obtained

clearance from the Navy to cruise along the coast

in his trim little sloop. He was logging good time

camp news

EMBARRASSING MOMENT

Lockbourne AAB, Columbus, Ohio.—Pfc. Ciara

i Adams of Pittsburgh, Pa., who supervises the

repair and alteration of Gl clothing for the QM

here, appreciates the expression, "Was my face

red?" A member of the permanent party, feeling

the return of his clothing was overdue, hailed Pfc.

Adams on a crowded base street and bellowed,

"Hey, Sis, when do I get my pants back?"

before a stiff breeze, too carefree to have a

thought of his course, when darkness overcame

him. A Coast Guard patrol boat also overcame

him. He had sailed 20 miles south of the Mexican

border, which is way outside the limits for

pleasure craft.

Camp Wheeler, Ga.—The Public Relations Of-

fice has completed a survey of the WAC person-

nel's post-war plans. An overwhelming majority

said, "Housewife."

t

Rapid City AAB, S. Dak.—First "casualty" of the

current campaign on military courtesy here was

Pvt. Edith H. Coulter of Worcester, Mass. She

was admitted to the station hospital after she dis-

located her right shoulder saluting a second lieu-

tenant in Rapid City.

Army Recruiting, Detroit, Mich. — Sgt. Estelle

Deason, Wac on duty here, received a letter from

Pvt. George Ginsky, stationed at Camp Cooke,

Calif. Instead of the word "Free" Ginsky had

written "Thanks" in the upper right-hand corner

of the envelope. It got through the post office

without a hitch. -S/Sgt. GORDON CROWE.

Goodfellow Field, San Angelo, Tex.—To S/Sgt.

Homer M. Chance goes the distinction of having

been assigned to this field a shorter time than

any other GI. He arrived here from the Inde-

pendence (Kans.) Army Air Field one night,

was processed next morning and was on his way

to the radio mechanics' school at Sioux Falls,

S. Dak., that night. Sometimes the Army works

fast its wonders to perform.

Camp Beale, Calif.—Through the hands of Pvt.

Cecelia Gold and Pvt. Johnny Barrett, locators

in the Beale post office, passes a lot of third-class

mail addressed to soldiers now overseas. To pre-

vent such mail from being destroyed as unde-

liverable in accordance with postal regulations.

Pvts. Gold and Barrett have been affixing for-

warding postage, paid for out of their own

pockets, whenever the material is likely to reach

the soldier overseas.

Fort Sumner AAF, N. Mex.—Give Pvt. James

Mertz of Buffalo. N. Y., time and he'll effect a

complete shift of the stray-cat population of

Santa Rosa, N. Mex.. to Albuquerque. Mertz is a

truck driver and every Friday he takes a load of

salvage bones to a rendering company in Albu-

querque. He stops at Santa Rosa to inspect his

truck, then when he unloads it in Albuquerque

he almost always finds a stray cat that's hitch-

hiked from Santa Rusa with the bones as the lure.

Don't Wash Me Out

S«o(» Field, Hi.—The men of Squadron O are

singing a parody on "Don't Fence Me In" called

"Don't Wash Me Out." The lyrics were written

by Pvt. John P. Bond:

Oh give me time, lots of time

With the earphones on my head—

Don't wash me out.

Oh, let me pass all my checks

And the quiz kids that I dread—

Don't wash me out.

Let me be with my gal when I'm at my leisure,

Forget about code and that procedure,

Wash me back forever but I ask you please, sir,

Don't wash me out.

Just let me stay in the Air Corps—

I don't want the Infantry;

In my old bomber let me wander over yonder

Till I see the enemy.

I want to fly to the front where the war com-

mences,

Di-di-dah-di-dit tilt I lose my senses.

I can't look at foxholes and I can't stand trenches—

Don't wash me out!

CHANGE OF ADDRESS

If you or* a

jYANK sub-

icriber and have changed your address, use this coupon

together with the mailing address on your latest YANK

to notify us of the change. Mail it to YANK, The Army

Weekly, 205 East 42d Street, New York 17, N. Y., and

YANK will follow you to any part of the world.

Full name and rank

OLD MILITARY ADDRESS

NEW MILITARY ADDRESS
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1 s m Wartii

Sgt. Ralph Stein reports on the

sad condition of railroad travel

these days back home. Like the

sergeant's sketches, it seems to

be somewhat slightly confused.

'I wanted pancakes for breakfast but it looks like I'll

be getting chicken croquettes for supper instead

Yes, this is Section Bight of the California Limit*

17
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INDIA-BURMA saw CHINA. Bat. Part

Jcknatea. AAF: SaL Saaraa J. CarkaiUal sit-
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ALONG law UrJo

"boy gives the famous Chines* good-

luck greeting to a convoy truck towing

a 75-mm pack howitzer. See pages 8,

9 and 10 for a picture story of the

first convoy by Sgt. Dave Richardson,
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"Combat Uniform"

Dear Yank

In a recent Mail Call I read that T-3

Henry Giutienrez has a grand idea of a

new dress uniform for combat soldiers

(OD Ike jacket, dark green trousers,

paratrooper boots and a dark green cap).

If this Joe likes paratrooper boots so

damn well, why can't he join the outfit

and earn them? And that also goes for

all the other nonjumpers who sport 'em.

Which brings up the question—why can't

men who have earned the right to wear

them get them for blood or money?

The boots are here in the ETO. be-

cause I've seen more on nonjumpers re-

cently than I have on people who have

earned the right.

-Pvt. H. G. I

Dear Yank:

I would like to inform T-3 Giutienrez

where he can get a distinguished uni-

form like he describes. My boy, all you

have to do when you get back to the

States is to apply to volunteer your ser-

vices in an outfit known as the Para-

troops. The Parachute School will then

decide whether you're man enough to

make five jumps and sweat out the

school. If you are, you will get your hat,

jacket, pants and paratrooper boots—all

free of charge.

Dear Yank:

The troopers have to sweat blood—and

plenty—just to get to wear a pair of

those boots to work in. Now we find that

every damn outfit has them, practically

for the asking. I had a buddy (since lost

in Holland) who seriously injured his

ankle in the jump in Holland because

he had only a pair of Infantry combat

boots, which don't support anything ex-

cept your pants legs. Others I know of.

went in in GI shoes.

I have a pair of boots now. I have

paid nearly two pounds trying to get

and keep em fixed so I can wear 'em

just for dress—I nearly had to go AWOL

one day to get them repaired from the

ruining I gave 'em in Holland. Just be-

tween us old troopers, I am damn fed

up with seeing our jump jackets-and

boots on anybody but troopers. Anyone

who wears what he doesn't earn is just

plain chicken.

Dear Yank:

... I can see enough service ribbons

on the guys [who have been in combat]

that have returned to make me wilt

with shame for being a GI 4-F. We think

that T-3 Giutienrez is asking too much

for the following reasons: first of all.

they are allowed to wear combat rib-

bons, which is strictly taboo to State-

side troops; second, he is asking for a

privilege granted to our officers by want-

ing uniforms to correspond to theirs;"

third, he is asking for the privilege to

wear paratrooper boots and that is kick-

ing the troopers right in the teeth. .. .

Camp Mocka/r, N. C. —T-5 PAIN. ».

by 12 ethers.

Dear Yank:

... I suggest that those who would like

to be distinguished simply parade the

streets with one of those "eat at jog's"

signs reading: "I have been in combat."

It would serve the purpose and save the

War Department the time and expense

of designing the zoot suit.

Mo,.ones -(at Sgt. LOUTS W. IOWREY*

Atev 119*1*(• eh*/ •ifjbt q*Ktjr EM.

Dear Yank:

...The only reason a fellow would

want to distinguish himself from the un-

fortunate GIs that couldn't go and fight,

is that he is either a braggart or thinks

himself better than his buddies.

T-3 Giutienrez sounds like one of the

fellows that put wrinkles in their hats

after they have completed 50 missions

to the USO. Why doesn't he ask his CO

for a campaign ribbon for the typhoid

shots he has received? I'm sure if he

had a lot of medals the people would

notice him, and that's what he wants,

isn't it? . . .

Most GIs don't care if they have to

walk around in fatigues. They don't want

to show up their buddies; all they want

is to go back home and enjoy the peace-

ful life they want to live. . . .

-Cpl A. H. BEESKAU

Dear Yank:

... And another thing—we are getting

pretty damn fed up with the rear-eche-

lon commandos who write absurd letters

complaining because we receive jump

pay. Let me remind them that they have

the same opportunity to go earn that

pay

This hospital is filled with men who

were in combat, and all agree that T-3

Giutienrez should attend OCS to get his

Eisenhower jacket and dark green pants.

Santa re. N. Max. —Pvt. D. W. AlFOtD

Sweets for the Sweet

Dear Yank:

I have been reading a great many

suggestions from all sorts of deep think-

ers and also statesmen on "What Shall

We Do With Germany?"

Well, I have a suggestion too. Here it

is: Start an ASTP for dentists. Then,

when we have about 50,000 pretty fair

dentists (they don't have to be too high-

ly skilled), send them into Germany.

Make it compulsory for all German citi-

zens who have never been in a Nazi

concentration camp to report to an

ASTP dentist These dentists will drill

holes in all the teeth of all these Ger-

mans. Then these dentists will fill these

cavities with rock candy. Then they will

put a cap on all these teeth.

Germany -T Sgt. AMOS W. SCHMIOLAPP

Surplus Property

Dear Yank:

Under the method in effect now for

the disposition of surplus Government

property, the GIs are not getting fair or

just treatment.

When our greetings arrived, we were

forced to sacrifice our personal property,

such as automobiles, radios and con-

struction equipment to dealers for what-

ever we could get, Now, under the pres-

ent system, only authorized dealers can

bid on surplus equipment They get it

at the lowest possible cost and resell it

at the top ceiling price. It Menu to me

that the GIs should have first choice at

this surplus. There is a lot of difference

between paying Uncle Sam $600 for a

jeep and paying some dealer from $800

to $1,000 for the same merchandise.

I think that the serviceman should get

a chance to look over this equipment in

advance of the day it is put up for pub-

lic bidding. If certain equipment meet;

with the prospective Gl-buyer's approv-

al, I believe he should be allowed to

purchase the same at the lowest asking

price. If the individual can make a down

payment of one-third the purchase price,

there is no reason why he cant allocate

a certain amount from his or her pay to

retire the balance. After the service

personnel has had a fair chance at pro-

curing what they want, the balance can

then be auctioned off to the dealers.

Fort Sam Houston, Tex. -T/5 HARRY L. FOX

Go/den Alaska

Dear Yank:

For too long, and altogether too often,

I've been reading articles dealing with

Alaska, "God's gift to the ex-serviceman

and would-be farmer-entrepreneur."

Isn't it time we considered a few facts?

J) The land "up there" is either

swampy, frozen, rocky or vertical. There

are probably fewer than 100 real farms

in Alaska's 500,000 square miles. Why?

There were two towns of 5,000 people,

three towns of about 3,000 people and

five or six places populated by from 500

to 1,000 people. Besides these there are,

of course, small fishing villages and trad-

ing posts, etc., but these are scattered

over an area 11 times larger than the

state of Wisconsin. Isn't it reasonable to

suspect something amiss with this "Gold-

en Land?"

2) Transportation to and within the

Territory hardly exists.

3) Markets for produce, or as sources

of supply, are

4) Prices are half again as great or

even double, those found in the States.

5) Summer is about 2Vi months lone,

with a week on each side during which

winter comes or leaves, as the case may

be. The saying is that there are two sea-

sons in Alaska—winter and the Fourth

of July. And with summer come the

rains, incessant in places, and the mos-

quitoes and gnats swarming by the mil-

lions in all places. And then comes win-

ter—long months of bitter cold,

ness, snow, wind and idleness.

"Well, welll At long last here comes our relief column)"

—Pte. Tom Planner*
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home. To try to rJ
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from the first Al
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time wasted —it il

Not when that firslj

sinking a shovel im

inches of frost), bul

ing supplies, enduri
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don't go up there,

farm, business or

any. At least whatt

for sale.

H I present a rath-

Alaska, let me say h.

to save a tot of GIs

ment as well as fln;

for myself and mj

writing this letter—|
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JO-in-l Cigarert

Dear Yank:

As I understand iv.

plies are available. .

the Army to issue on.

rettes every day to ei

area. That is enough

any reasonable dogfac

about it If that is the

do the authorities in el

aging of Beld rations

ages of 10 cigarettes U

TO-in-1 ration? e

In the Philippine ei

talion operated behinv

for IS days. During ti

supplied by air drop

went to the Japs bee;

perimeter. As a const

always short of ration

riod. We bore the hum'

plaint because every r:

were doing everythiiuji

ble to get supplies to $

But it's hard to realiz.;

a drag on a cigarette J

dogger under those con

then, our disgust upon

our few 10-in-ls to dist

ages of cigarettes. The;

doien items in the M-l

be cut down slightly to

full packages of 20 ciga,

ter of fact the other iti.

be rearranged in such .

packages of cigarettes .

into the 10-in-l withot

food ration. •!

N«w Caledonia

Red-Taped Veteran

Dear Yank: if

Just a suggestion that v

would save discharged GU

inconvenience and a few d-

mustering-out pay.

Being a recently discha

December last to be exaci

tor my old job with the .

Unit of the Treasury Dei

Civil Service position. As t

unrolled I was sent a physic;

uon form and instructed to 1

■Wed by a doctor.■Instruct?;

Hy'.?£ ,orra *™e^re

^at the cost of the examin

be borne by the victinT

*hy couldnt each dischare

given a duplicate of thedhyf

■nation with his oWdL3|£

*•* HmwUm. »o. -tAlFH .

N"rses'Comphim

Dear Yahk:

i'teC/arl^:

all come^ore^nin^nTJ^

we work 15 or 1«SI* care

"me off duty a. iS?Urs- »

ashes, chop Wr™i^5"

Wongu^ffvVShiSfV''

"SPectiofr uZLSL?' ««

To watch the tiny daisies dance

Across the field.

How strange to think that, vnn

Why, at least by 'alf-past eight.

She's not content with sippin'

Pints of mild or fancy wine.

Me daughter is an eager lass

And not for wastm' time.

Me great-great-great-aunt Katey,

Guv'ner, what a girl was she!

She took to drinkin' bitter

At the tender age of three,

But at the age of ninety

She took to mild and gin,

And, sure enough, at ninety-nine

The stuff had done 'er in.
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"Combat Uniform"

Dear Yank:

In a recent Moil Call I read that T-3

Henry Giutienrez has a grand idea of a

new dress uniform for combat soldiers

<OD Ike jacket, dark green trousers,

paratrooper boots and a dark green cap).

If this Joe likes paratrooper boots so

u.aII wkv fan't rt#» inin the OUtfit

Dear Yank:

... And another thing—we are getting

pretty damn fed up with the rear-eche-

lon commandos who write absurd letters

complaining because we receive jump

pay. Let me remind them that they have

the same opportunity to go earn that

pay. . . .

This hospital is filled with men who

were in combat, and all agree that T-3
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THE BRIDGE

There was this bridge across the Rhine; some

steel

In form of girders, linking shore to shore

In ordinary fashion, as men feel

Most bridges do, since no bridge should do more;

Yet there was something—probably the grim

"View of Teutonic towers at each end—

/That echoed back to history's darkest whim:

A structure with an omen to portend.

What slender hinge of destiny, this span

That will stretch out forever through the dark

Which man created for his fellow man:

The Nazi night: pierced by one tremulous spark

That gathered fury, bursting into flame

To cauterize the wounds of Nazi shame!

AAFTAC, Orlando, Fla. -Sgt. KEITH B. CAMPBELL

FIELD CONDITIONS

First you take the air around you in the woods

that do abound,

Then you mix it up with nothing and you stake it

in the ground.

And you think of all the scout knots you were ty-

ing when a boy,

Then you tie this nothing up as if it were a

Christmas joy.

Now you waterproof the canvas that you know

just isn't there,

And you bring the sides down tautly till you've

rigged it good and square.

Then you bring in all the fixtures requisitioned

months ago

That were promised you by people whom you

"simply have to know."

And though you do not have them and you're

sure they'll never come,

You sit your fanny on them just to keep from

looking dumb;

Next you call your section leader on a phone that

doesn't ring

And you tell him very calmly you are set for

anything!

la HAVRE, 1945

Cigarette pour papa,

Cigarette pour papa . . .

Gone the savage Gallic fire

Of barbed wit and Latin love,

Gone the whistle, gone the jaunt.

Gone the tart in this gaunt shell

Of city crucified.-

Here the docks that once gave birth

To flaunting queens of sea,

Point gnarled and broken strands of steel

With passive accusation to the sky.

Ah, gravestone for a continent;

Ah, marker for' ten million shattered lives!

Look ye well and ken.

Here the sword of Mars was sharpened,

Here the sword of Death was forged.

Franc* . Pft. J. T. WATER HOUSE

HAUNTED SPRING

How strange to think that you

Who made me so aware

Of every living thing

Will not be here to share

The spring;

To watch the blossoming

Of hedges and of trees.

To hear the blustering wind

Turn to a gentle breeze

Heavy with scent of lilacs;

To answer with a smile

The shy and friendly glance

Of pansics as we hurry past;

To watch the tiny daisies dance

Across the field.

How strange to think that you

Who loved so much

The gentle rain of spring

Cannot now feel its touch,

While I who wait

And listen for your call

Must carry in my heart

Unending fall.

Now Guinea -Sgt. KATHLEEN NEAUS

BALLADS FROM THE BACK ROOM

The Bloody Mild

Ho! you'd better 'ave the bitter

'Cause you'll 'ate the bloody mild.

Tis fit for neither 'earthy man

Nor constipated child.

But the bitter is a royal brew

On which King Henry smiled.

'So! you'd better 'ave the bitter

'Cause you'll 'ate the bloody mild!

Me wife, she drinks the bitter

And her strength too well I've known;

She's dragged me 'cross the threshold

Like I weighed but 'alf a stone.

If she'd give up the bitter

For the mild, I tell you, chum,

I'd rule 'er like a 'usband should:

Right 'ere—beneath me thumb.

Me daughter goes a-pubbin'

And she drinks the bitter straight

And 'as a beau each ev'ning.

Why, at least by 'alf-past eight.

She's not content with sippin'

Pints of mild or fancy wine.

Me daughter is an eager lass

And not for wastin' time.

Me great-great-great-aunt Katey,

Guv'ner, what a girl was she!

She took to drinkin' bitter

At the tender age of three,

But at the age of ninety

She took to mild and gin,

And, sure enough, at ninety-nine

The stuff had done 'er in.

Ho! you'd better 'ave the bitter

'Cause you'll 'ate the bloody mild.

Tis fit for neither 'ealthy man

Nor constipated child.

But the bitter is a royal brew

On which King Henry smiled.

So! you'd better 'ave the bitter

'Cause you'll 'ate the bloody mild!

Franc* -S/Sgt. BOB STUART McKNIGHT

NO CASUALTIES

Let the cold rain fall on the faces

Of the corpses in the trail's curves

Where the outguard's first shots flung them.

(Squeeze the trigger; shoot again- at the brush:

Be certain; take no chances with suicide

Grenades gripped under the armpits.)

Let the cold rain seep again through muddy

fatigues

Of the singing soldiers sprawled on the supply

truck

Where the trail meets the new American road.

Let the Americans sing and joke how they killed.

Texan and Pole and Spaniard, Assiniboin and

Swede.

(Scar-faced Texan with the officer's

Blade and the si it ted blue eyes, sing!)

Let us sing; we still live; crawled the brush

And kept silent and watched all night

In the black jungle. Forgive us our pride,

Our loud laughter. Lord, at the thud

When a Japanese warrior hurtled dead.

Lord, forgive us our laughter; we still live.

Philippines -Col. HAIOIS WESTEtflELD

CROSS

WORD

PUZZLE

9.

14.

15.

16.

1. Booby snares

6. Lair

Situation normal

Musical comedy

Light beam

Church law

17. Air-raid warning

18. Custom

19 Declares openly

20. Nautical

22. Horse's headgear

23. Regular methods

24. Biggest

23. Affirmative vote

26. Jap name for

Chosen

27. Knock

30."Tops"

32. Right honorable

(abbr.)

36. Russian mountains

38. Deserve

40. Irish Free State

41 Brilliancy of effort

43. Malicious destruc-

tion by fire

To fondle

Comic-strip de-

tective

And neither

Safekeeping of

goods

53. Assimilates

57. Cotton cloth

58. Civilian furlough

59. Suppose

60. Metal

61. Old French unit of

money

62. Bodily organ

63. Feminine GI

45.

46.

48.

50.

64. To eradicate

65. To form

alignment

in ranks

66. "The bet-

ter"

67. Spanish Mr.

1. British

trolley cars

2. Electrical

device

3. Declares

4. Cleanness

5. Sofas

6. Musical in-

struments

7. "At r

8. American

humorist

9. One who

10.

11.

12.

13.

21.

cleans kilns

of scars

To sail a ship

Positive

terminal

Birds

Unmounted

Mohamme-

dan priest

22. Liquor

counter

24. Lemur

26. County in

Ireland

27. To regret

28. Part of a

curve

29. Chum

31. Freedom

from war

Haunch

Native metal

33

34.

35. Snare

37. GI Johns

39. Bracer

42. Flight-mark-

ing bullets

44. Town in

Arizona

47. Past

49. To withdraw

50. To berate

51. South

American

animal

52. Drab Army

color

53. Shindig

54. Hebrew

month

55. Trunk

56. To scoff

58. Small bottle

60. Number

YOU'D never know it from the way she

dresses these days (look left), but one of

Barbara Bates' childhood hopes was to be-

come a champion ski jumper. Another ambi-

tion was to be an actress. In that she seems

to have made good. Barbara is 20. She was

born in Denver, Colo. She is 5 feet 5 inches

tall, weighs 110, has green eyes and auburn

hair. Her latest pictures for Universal: "Night

in Paradise" and "Here Come the Co-Eds."
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A TIME WILL COME

Shadowed though these years may seem,

Blighted though these days appear,

Time will come when we shall dream

Of the joys of yesteryear.

In that time, yesteryear will be

The one we gripe about today;

For we shall look behind and see

A highly polished far-away.

A yawling baby on our knee

And two or three upon the floor

Will make us think how quietly

Buddies came through the barracks door.

Our relatives who read the news

Before they flush the thing they sit on

Will give us all the deep-sea blues

And make us curse the luck we've hit on.

When told that mother-in-law of course is

Installed at home and means to stay.

We'll dream about the unharmed forces

That we were part of—oh, bright day!

And when the Ides of March come round

And income taxes must be paid,

We'll envy lucky men who found

Homes in the Army, men who stayed.

Oh, these and many other trifles

That will plague us when we're free

May make us dream of using rifles

To shoot some folks with—two or three.

Alexandria AAF. la. -S/Sg». RUSSELl SPEIRS

BASIC TRAINING, WAC

In Georgia there are clouds and trees

And clay, of course, and birds and bees.

We sit indoors while people talk

Or else we walk:

March out of doors, with stern resolve.

Strong faith and sober feeling,

Horizon limited and a strictly zero ceiling.

Hair on woman's neck

Above the collar, very neat;

Hat set square; beyond, more heads.

More hats and nice big serviceable feet.

Eyes front. Eyes right.

We march. Now watch it there and keep that

beat!

Above us drift the .clouds so white.

Rolling with laughter down the round sky.

Above us sleep the giant pines

Marking time till we have passed,

Taking with us our noise,

Our regulation tears and joys, our massed

And patterned, quite GI

Insanity.

Swannanoa, N. C. -Pfc. GLORIA MARCHISIO

Public Relations

Once upon a time there was a pfc from Colum-

bia University who turned his back on a

good, reliable Supply and Maintenance job to

take a position in Public Relations. He was as-

signed to a handsome desk in an expensive pri-

vate office. In the desk drawers were boxes of

new rubber bands, cups of paper clips, trays of

freshly sharpened'pencils, stacks of bond, onion-

skin and carbon paper. On the desk was a tooled-

leather plaque with his name engraved on it. At

his left was a soundless typewriter.

"All you have to do is write features about the

Army life," said the boss.

The pfc almost cried, he was so happy. He

went right to a USO center, where he observed,

took notes and hurried back to his desk to write:

"Gaiety prevailed at the 12th Street USO today

when pin-pong tournaments were staged between

sailors and soldiers with free cokes jor prizes."

At this point a shadow fell over his shoulder,

and the boss said: "That won't do. We can't have

people thinking our armed forces play ping-pong

all day. Besides, it isn't a good thing to mention

a tournament between various branches of the

service. And don't mention cokes. They're some-

times mixed with rum."

Eager to please, the pfc hurried to a nearby

service club, observed and again returned to his

desk. This time he wrote:

"Commanding prime interest at the Ryan Street

Service Center is the handsomest array of news

maps and shelves oj books which explain the is-

sues at hand"

He became aware of the Shadow again. "I

wouldn't use the word 'prime.'" said the boss.

"It's apt to make people think of prime roast

beef, and we can't have that. Omit the name of

the street. It sounds too much like Rhine. And

do you think it wise to refer to a handsome array

of maps? After all. there's a paper-conservation

program."

Twitching nervously with ambition and eager-

ness, the pfc charged into the street again, saw

a small parade of recruits heading for the termi-

nal and induction. A't the tag end of the line

sauntered a hatless youth who was smiling as

though inspired. The pfc felt he had the perfect

story: recruits marching, inspired, to join the

khaki parade. He snapped the happy chap's pic-

ture, got a running interview and ran back to

his desk to write:

"At the rear end of a parade of recruits today

GOING

SOMEWHERE?

Then you'll need a set of our handsomely de-

signed GI LUGGAGE, styled in the essence of

simplicity. No buckles, straps or handles to

become lost or broken.

It's roomy enough to hold more than you can

carry, but you'll carry it anyhow, bub.

Illustrated here is the new BAK-BREAKER set,

which comes beautifully embossed with your

complete nomenclature at no additional cost.

It's Fun to Rummage

In GI LUGGAGE!

marched a smiling boy named"

Again the Shadow. "Smiling?" said

"Don't you know it's not military to smile?

you march? You can't have a parade of lajL

soldiers. And cut out that "rear end.' What

you mean by using it in the first place? We

have vulgarity in the copy." , \

The next day the pfc got assigned to

and Maintenance as assistant to an aged -

mixer who had been an egg-candler in civilis

life. He just mixed OD paint all day and was

happy ever after.

Perry AAF. Fla. -T/Sgt. JACK

SPRING DAY

Heaven and earth are mating in

An endless blue delight.

Oh, I am young and will not know

This day of man's grim plight!

The virgin grass is wooing me.

The air demands my heart.

Oh, shut out all life's cares; today

I am a dream apart!

Fletcher General Hoipitat. Ohio —T-4

MALARIA

I dream of shadows.

Sweet and mysterious.

Of darkling shapes in

Revelry delirious.

In this continuous night

Of coarse desire,

Only you can keep me

From the fire.

Lincoln AAF. N.br. -Pfc. SAMUEL N'

GRIPE

The chicken roast is crisp and brown.

The portions large, its fragrance balmy;

The guy before me gets the last—

And I get franks and cold salami.

Kitilond Field. N. Mex S Sgt. MORTON I

WHO tNOUU) GUESS

THAT M WMbies

^£R£ QVeA

30 Tl*ES/

Why work at your wash? Simply

drop a cake of GI SOAP into a

bucket of clothes and water, pull

up a ringside seat and watch the

battle.

Gl's aggressive suds remove all dirt,

grease, grime, color, buttons, fin-

gernails, epidermis and hands.

For clothes with-

out hope,

use

GI SOAP

It's Pugnacious!

PACE 22

O C Charles R. luchsinger, Aberdeen Proving Ground, Md.
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SPORT

Favorite Derby Horses

COL. MAT WINN SAYS EXTERMINATOR WAS THE BEST OF ALL TIME.

By Cpl. TOM SHEHAN

YANK Staff Writer

■n pre-war days this was the time of year to

I be in Louisville, Ky. Mint juleps sold for a

•*■ buck a throw and a hotel room the size of a

foot locker cost $12 a day, but everybody who

made the trip seemed to think it was worth it

just to see and be seen at the Kentucky Derby.

With all the tracks closed until after VE-Day, the

best that racing fans could do this spring was to

curl up in the sack with a copy of "Down the

Stretch, the Story of Col. Matt J. Winn," as

told to Frank J. Menke (Smith & Durrell,

$3.50) and read about the Derbies of the past.

The book sparkles with anecdotes about great

Derby winners. Only toward the end, on the

pages of names of sportswriters and famous

personages who have attended the Derby, does

it bog down. But even at that it is the kind of

a book that the Council on Books in Wartime

would do well to convert into an overseas

pocket edition for racing fans in uniform to

read while sweating out a chow line.

CoL Winn has seen every running of the

Derby since "the little red horse," Aristides,

won the inaugural with a length to spare in

1875. He's had a financial interest in Churchill

Downs, and the Derby, since Judge Himes beat

Early by three-quarters of a length in 1902 and

he's been general manager since Elwood

whipped Ed Tieraey by a hah* a length in 11)04.

"Many guesses have been made as to the

exact spot I occupied when I saw the inaugural

running in 1875," the 83-year-old colonel told

Menke. "I saw it from a standing up position

on the seat of my father's wagon, anchored in

the infield, which was the free gate area, mean-

ing that if you didn't wish to pay a fee to get

into the grandstand section, you could walk, or

drive, through a special gate to the infield—

without charge."

Col. Winn talks about racing in Chicago, St.

Louis, New York, New Orleans, Baltimore, Lex-

ington and Louisville in this country, and

Juarez and Mexico City in Mexico, having pro-

moted the sport in all those spots at one time

or another. In his own mellow, tolerant man-

ner he recalls his fights with politicians, the

Western Turf Association and even The Jockey

Club itself, before he established the Derby as

this country's turf classic and himself as the

No. 1 track executive.

During his time the colonel has seen most of

the good horses who have raced, including

Man o' War, but Man o' War is not the horse

who won his complete admiration. "Extermina-

tor was the greatest all-round American thor-

oughbred I saw," says Winn. "I choose Exterm-

inator because when greatness is reckoned the

factors entering into it are speed, courage,

stamina, intelligence, and perhaps more impor-

tant, durability.

"Exterminator was not much at 2 because

he couldn't hit his best stride in sprints. He

proceeded to come into his own at 3. He raced

until he was 9 and won three races in seven

starts that year.

"He won at distances from five furlongs up

to two* and" a quarter miles; he won over almost

every standard route between the two. He won

in thick mud, and the greasy slop, and he won

on the dry. He had a more numerous array of

trainers than almost any great horse of any era,

because W. S. Kilmer, his owner, was constantly

dissatisfied and thus constantly hiring and firing.

Each trainer used his own copyrighted train-

ing methods—and some were not too good. But

Exterminator won regardless.

"Exterrninator won 50 races in 100 starts, was

second 17 times and third on 17 other occasions.

His lifetime earnings were $252,296. His one mis-

fortune was that he was foaled too soon. If he

had come to the races in years like these, with

all the modern pots of gold dangling in front of

him, his victories, repeated, would have made

him winner of $750,000—perhaps more.

"Stories have been printed that I influenced

Willis Sharpe Kilmer to buy Exterminator, but

the real situation is this:

"In 1917, Kilmer had campaigned an English-

bred colt which he renamed Sun Briar. As a 2-

year-old Sun Briar compiled a grand record and

came up at 3, in 1918, as the winter-book

favorite for the Kentucky Derby. In due time,

Kilmer ordered Sun Briar to be shipped to

Churchill Downs, where he arrived in charge of

Henry McDaniel, trainer of the Kilmer horses.

"Sun Briar didn't show up well in his early

training. McDaniel wrote to Kilmer and said be

needed a horse to work with Sun Briar. Kilmer

authorized McDaniel to buy a work horse, 'if the

price is right,* and Henry committed Kilmer to

paying Cal Milam $12,000 for Exterminator.

"Some days before the Derby, McDaniel sent

out Sun Briar for a final route sharpener, to-

gether with Exterminator, to learn the truth

about Kijmer's prize racer. I saw him work, which

was on a heavy track. Obviously, something was

wrong with Sun Briar, and after the trial Kilmer

declared Sun Briar out of the Derby—the most

disappointed man in Kentucky.

"Later that day I offered Kilmer my sympa-

thies, and then asked:

""Who was that horse you had working with

Sun Briar?' because I could not identify him.

"Kilmer, always a short-tempered man, and

now bitter over the fate of Sun Briar, snapped

at me: 'A truck horse named Exterminator that

Henry McDaniel bought and got me hooked for

$12,000.'

"'I was watching him rather closely,' I told

Kilmer. 'He ran very well. If the boy hadn't been

checking him down when he tried to run past

Sun Briar ' /

"Kilmer broke in: 'That horse isn't fast enough

to run past me,' and with that he walked away.

"In the evening I encountered Kilmer again,

and he was cussing his luck.

"'I wanted to see my colors in the Derby, and

then this had to happen,' he moaned.

"'Why don't you start Exterminator?' I asked.

"Kilmer glared. 'He's no race horse—regard-

less of what you think,' and again he walked off.

"About two hours later Kilmer telephoned.

"'You still think Exterminator is a Derby

horse?' he asked.

"'Yes.' tflL

"'If he were your hofcfcwould you start him

in the Derby?'

"'I certainly would.'

"There was a few flkonds silence. Then came

Kilmer's voice:

"'All right; he starts.'

"Exterminator lay back off the pace, on the

muddy track of Derby Day 1918, until nearing

the stretch turn, then he opened up and won

easily. The pay-off across the board for $2 tickets

was $61.20, $23.10, and $12.40, proving that the

majority of the players shared Kilmer's idea that

Exterminator wasn't much of a race horse."

Omvr once during his long connection with

racing has CoL Winn ever doubted his

choice of a career. That was back in 1910 and

1911 when the Hearst papers, led by Arthur

Brisbane, were crusading against racing and

tarring all track executives with the same

charge of corruption. Being a devout Catholic,

Col. Winn consulted the late Cardinal Logue.

then one of the ranking prelates in this country.

"Son," said Cardinal Logue, "if you don't do

anything worse than bet on horses, or operate a

race track where others bet on horses, you won't

have any trouble getting to heaven."
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Cpl. Frank R. Robinson

YAH K

THE ARMY h^jf A WEEKLY

PLAY IT DOUBLE

ONE

1. Send YANK Here

YANK will follow you Ulerever

you go with strictly Gl news and

views from around the globe.

SEND YANK BY MAIL TO:

ONE HOME

2. Send YANK Home

Mail yourself a copy at home.

Have the home folks save it for

you till the shooting's over.

SEND YANK BY MAIL TO:

YOUR name and rank

Military address

Care of parents, wife, etc.

City address needs zone number

Home-town street address

CHECK: New □ or Renewal □ cay and »«<

PLEASE INDICATE:

ONE YEAR (52 ISSUES) CI $2.00

6 MONTHS (26 ISSUES) □ $1.00

Double above amounts for two subscriptions. Enclose check or money older and mail to:

YANK, The Army Weekly, 205 E. 42d Street, New York 17, N. Y

SUBSCRIPTIONS ARE ACCEPTED ONLY FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES OR

DISCHARGED VETERANS OF THIS WAR

"KEEP TWISTING. I WAS JUST RECLASSIFIED 1-A.'

-Sgt. Jim Weeks
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