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By YANK Washington Bureau

Harry S. Truman of Independence, Mo., the

new President of the United States, was a

captain and a major in France in the other

war and evidently he wasn't chicken.

Because the men in his outfit—Battery D, 129th

Field Artillery of-the 35th Division, now fighting

in Germany—went out of their way to do some-

thing nice for him on the way home after the

Armistice. They took a cut from every pot of

their crap games on the transport and bought

him a loving cup, four feet high.

The cup is still the President's proudest pos-

session and the D Battery men are still his close

friends. He has never forgotten the things they

talked about on that transport and the hard time

he and they had getting back in the swing of

Missouri civilian life after they were discharged.

He came home and married his girl, Bess Wal-

lace, in June 1919. He and another veteran raised

a little money and opened a small haberdashery

store. It failed and they lost everything. Truman

had plenty of worries before he started in law and

politics a few years later and managed to win

election as county judge from his section of

Jackson County—not a judicial office as the name

implies, for in Missouri the County Court is an

administrative agency of government whose

members are called judges.

Although it is too early to make predictions

about what kind of an all-around job he will be

able to do in the White House, it is safe to say

that the memory of what he went through 25

years ago as a new civilian makes Truman more

aware of veterans' post-war problems than most

Presidents we have had.
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His first executive order after taking office was

one giving veterans of this war job priority in

U. S. Civil Service.

His first public speech as President, before

Congress, included the words: "Our debt to the

heroic men and valiant women in the service of

our country can never be repaid. They have

earned our undying gratitude."

The next evening he spoke to the armed forces

over the radio, reminding them of his own com-

bat service in France with the 35th Division. "I

know the strain, the mud, the misery, the utter

weariness of the soldier in the field," he said. "I

know too his courage, his stamina, his faith in

his comrades, his country and himself.

"We are depending on each and every one of

you."

Truman's concern for the servicemen has been

strong all through his public life. He is an active

American Legion man and as a U. S. senator he

was an active supporter of the GI Bill of Rights.

Only a few days before the death of President

Roosevelt brought him into the White House, he

devoted his speech at a Grover Cleveland memo-

rial dinner in Buffalo, N. Y., to facts and figures

knocking down civilian fear that the returning

veterans may flood the labor market and cause

widespread unemployment.

As he announced in his address to Congress,

i Mr. Truman intends to follpw the general

line of Roosevelt polices. "I will support those

ideals with all my strength and all my heart," he

said. But Truman's way of supporting the Roose-
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backgrounds and personalities. And that is a dif-

ference as wide as the distance between Dutchess

County. N. Y., and Jackson County, Mo.

Roosevelt was an Eastern blue-blood who went

to Groton School—so exclusive that you can't get

in unless your grandfather belonged to the right

clubs—and Harvard University. Truman's father

couldn't afford to let him go to college. He quit

school early and worked in the bank in Lamar,

Mo.; the town where he was born. Then his family

got him to come back and help out on the family

farm until he went to war. Roosevelt was a

wealthy man. Truman came into the White House

with the smallest family fortune of any Presi-

dent of this century.

Roosevelt started mixing into politics as a

youngster with a Harvard accent and Brooks

Brothers clothes whose neighbors in fashionable

Dutchess County had invited him to take part in

community affairs. When Truman ran for the

judge's job in Jackson County, he needed the

money it paid.

When Roosevelt was a bright young Assistant

Secretary of the Navy and the up-and-coming

Democratic nominee for the Vice Presidency 25

years ago, Truman was just another veteran.

When Roosevelt was nominating Al Smith at

the Democratic Convention in 1924, Truman was

about to get beaten for re-election as county

judge. Roosevelt the next year was a business

executive iri New York. Truman was back on the

farm. He stayed at farming until 1930 when, at

the age of 46, he managed to make a come-back

and get elected county judge again. Roosevelt by

that time was governor of New York and already
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regarded as a cinch for \

Truman didn't get into national politics as a

senator until 1934, when Roosevelt was not only

President but also was already being referred to

as "That Man in the White House." The story is

that Truman's debut in national politics was

of an accident. They say he went to

Tom Pendergast, the Kansas City political

about a county job. "I'm sorry, Harry,"

Pendergast is supposed to have said to him. "The

only thing I can offer you right now is a U. S.

senatorship."

Truman's relations with Pendergast, who was

convicted on an income-tax-evasion rap in 1939,

have caused some people to raise their eyebrows.

The new President makes no bones about the

fact that he and the late Kansas City boss were

on good speaking terms. He points out calmly

that Pendergast never asked him to do anything

corrupt and that he got more votes for the Pen-

dergast machine in Missouri than it ever got him.

He was re-elected to the Senate in 1940 without

Pendergast's help.

The Trumans' family life isn't much like the

Roosevelts', either. Back in Independence they

lived in a rambling frame house, the kind that

has colored glass borders in the parlor windows,

built by Mrs. Truman's grandfather 80 years ago.'

It has a swing on the front porch. The Presi-

dent's 91-year-old mother lives on the old farm

at Grandview, not far away. Her boast that Harry

could plow the straightest furrow in Jackson

County had a big play in the newspapers after
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Unlike his predecessor, who was very fond of

Camels, Mr. Truman doesn't smoke. He takes an

occasional drink, usually bourbon. He plays the

piano seriously, especially Chopin pieces, and he

likes bridge and poker. "I learned poker in

France," he says, "and it was a costly education.

As yet it hasn't paid any dividends."

People in Washington arid Missouri who know

Mr. Truman intimately say that in supporting

the Roosevelt ideals the new President will dele-

gate more authority than FDR, who tried to make

most of his own decisions and often became in-

volved in details that might have been pushed

off on his assistants. At his first press conference,

Mr. Truman said he planned; for instance, to let

the State Department handle the San Francisco

conference by itself. He explained that he in-

tended to spend most of his Administration in

the White House at his desk and pounded it with

his fist to emphasize that point.

Roy Roberts, managing editor of the Kansas

City Star, who knows Mrr Truman from away

back, says that this readiness to delegate author-

ity will be the predominating new feature of his

Administration. "Each department or bureau head

will be expected to go ahead and run his own

show," Roberts writes. "If they make good, fine.

If they come'a cropper—well, Truman is not the

sort who will hang onto them long."

Roberts and others who are in the position to

make authoritative predictions about Mr. Truman

also expect him, as a former senator, to turn more

frequently to Congress for advice and recom-

mendations than Mr. Roosevelt did. The first day
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he was President Mr. Truman broke a precedent

by having lunch at the Capitol. Republican lead-

ers in Congress like Sen. Arthur Vandenburg of

Michigan and Rep. Joe Martin of Massachusetts

are his good friends. He gets along very well with

the Southern Democrats in both Houses. Jackson

County was largely Confederate in sentiment

during the Civil War, and Mr. Truman's father

was a Confederate veteran. James F. Byrnes, the

former "Assistant President," returned to Wash-

ington from Spartanburg, S. C, where he had

gone into retirement only a week before, as soon

as Mr. Roosevelt died. He was the first person

called to the White House for a conference by

Mr. Truman. The new President is said to regard

Byrnes as one of the ablest figures in American

public life.

Mr. Truman now occupies the Presidency, of

course, because he won the Democratic Vice-

Presidential nomination in Chicago last summer.

Two things won him the nomination. The first was

the fact that he alone was acceptable to Mr.

Roosevelt and to both the conservative element

of the Democratic Party and its liberal wing. The

second was the excellent performance of the Tru-

man Committee in the investigation of "our Gov-

ernment's spending of money for the war effort.

Mr. Truman charged in the Senate in February

1941 that Government agencies were awarding

defense contracts to personal favorites, most of

them large corporations. He called for the organ-

ization of a Senate committee to investigate the

situation. A month later, the Senate organized
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The funeral march stretched for a thousand

miles. The train, with the flag rippling from

the engine, had come up from Georgia, past-

the old battlefields of another war fought 80

years ago. There was a great hush over the land.

The people came and stood by the tracks as the

long train rolled on, bound for Washington and

later a quiet garden high above the Hudson. The

President was dead.

The train moved slowly through the night. At

Charlotte, N. C, a troop of Boy Scouts started to

sing "Onward Christian Soldiers," and massed

thousands took it up in a mighty chorus. Along

the way people dropped to their knees in prayer.

Bells tolled a requiem.

By countless thousands the people came to

say good-bye to Franklin Delano Roosevelt. Men

in overalls, men with gnarled hands, women with

shawls, kids, wet-eyed and solemn, lined the

tracks and bowed their heads.

(''There is the hope o/ the future," said the

economist who once had been a Brain-Truster.

"If Franklin Roosevelt's hopes and dreams are

deep enough in the heart of the people, the peo-

ple will make them come true.")

There had been only one other pilgrimage like

this in American history. That had taken place

80 years before, almost to a day, when a wartime

President had been borne on a long trek to Illi-

nois and a tomb that became a shrine. His name

was Abraham Lincoln.

Across the silent countryside soft with spring,

past the sprawling green fields of Virginia,

Franklin Roosevelt came back to Washington.
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There in the Capital, shimmering in the hot sun,

where he had four times come in triumph after

Presidential campaigns, the President rode again.

The last campaign had ended for the man who

once described himself as' an "old campaigner

who loves a good fight." Now he rode in a flag-

draped coffin on a black caisson drawn by six

white horses.

At the Union Station and along the broad

streets leading to the White House, where the

President had ridden so often to the crowd's ac-

claim, the silence was broken only by the muffled

roll of drums and the muted dirge.

Five hundred thousand persons saw the coffin

on the caisson and sensed that men would speak

of this hour 100 years from now.

("Once when I was traveling on a campaign

train with Franklin Roosevelt," said the senator,

'"a little boy came running up the tracks as the

train started pulling out of the station. And the

little boy yelled, 'Hey, Mr. President, thanks for

our new WPA toilet and thanks for everything.'

Franklin Roosevelt was the people's hero. The

people were his hero. A long time ago he

whipped infantile paralysis* and after that he

wasn t afraid of anything. No wonder they called

him the Champ.")

Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt had asked that no one

send flowers to the funeral, yet in the stately

East Room of the White House, where the closed

coffin rested, flowers banked three sides of the

room, high against the wall. There were flowers

sent by kings and flowers sent by obscure people

YANK The Army Weekly • MAY 11, 1945

Franklin Roosevelt Great men of the world were

there. Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden had

flown to Washington from London. He looked

grave and worried. Prime Minister Winston

Churchill had planned also to attend the funeral

of this "cherished friend" but canceled his plans

because of the urgency of the war situation.

Cabinet members and diplomats were there.

Supreme Court justices, congressmen and men

famous in literature were there. Mrs. Eleanor

Roosevelt was drawn and tired, but her step was

firm and her head was high. Harry Hopkins,

closest of the Presidential advisers, who had

flown to Washington from the Mayo Clinic in

Rochester, Minn., where he had been ill, grasped

the back of the chair in front of him so tightly

that his knuckles gleamed white.

Near the Roosevelt family sat President Tru-

man, his wife and daughter, Mrs. Woodrow Wil-

son and Crown Princess Martha of Norway. The

new President and his family entered the room

so quietly that no one had time to rise. He stared

straight ahead, his jaw outthrust. In this hour of

mourning, he seemed quietly confident, as though

at this flag-draped coffin of his fallen leader he

was gathering will of spirit for the task ahead.

The coffin was flanked by flags and rested on a

catafalque centered near the east wall. From the

wall on either side looked down full-length por-

traits of George and Martha Washington.

At each corner of the coffin was a guard. Two

GIs, a corporal and a pfc, and a marine and a

sailor all stood rigidly at attention. The stillness

was broken only by the gentle whirring of a fan.

To one side of the room sat the President's wheel
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chair, empty.

(And in the park across the street from the

White House, where the people had gathered to

talk in low tones, the old man said: "The greatest

thing that Franklin Roosevelt did was teach the

people that this land is theirs: that the earth's

abundance belongs to the people; that they need

only the will to gain the power.")

In the East Room, rich with history and heavily

fragrant with flowers, the Rt. Rev. Angus Dun,

bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of Washington,

prayed for "steadfast courage in adversity; for

sympathy with the hungers and fears of common

men; for trials met without surrender, and weak-

ness endured without defeat; for unyielding faith

in the possibility of a more just and more ordered

world, delivered from the ancient curse of war."

The bishop, at Mrs. Roosevelt's suggestion,

quoted the words with which Franklin Roosevelt

on a bleak inaugural day more than 12 years be-

fore had restored a desperate nation's faith: "The

only thing we have to fear is fear itself."

The bishop closed with familiar words that

rang through the long room: 'Through Jesus

Christ, to whom be glory forever and ever. Amen."

The mourners left the White House, ©utside,

other mourners still stood, crowds of them. They

had stood through a sudden downpour of rain,

and now their clothes steamed in the sun.

That night, again through hushed, crowded

streets, the President's coffin was carried to the

train for its journey to Hyde Park, N. Y. Twelve

years before, Franklin Roosevelt had come to

The next morning was Sunday, April 15, 1945.

At 10:15 a.m. Franklin Delano Roosevelt, four

times chosen by the people as President of the

United States, was committed to the earth of his

beloved Hyde Park birthplace.

Against a 15-foot hemlock hedge surrounding

the old garden which the President long ago had

designated as his burial place. Ales of soldiers,

sailors and marines stood rigidly at attention,

their eyes fixed on the flag-draped coffin. A bat-

talion of gray-and-white-clad West Point Cadets

was massed at one end of the garden. The cadets'

crepe-hung drums rolled mournfully across the

chill morning air.

The Rev. Dr. W. George W. Anthony, rector of

St. James Church of Hyde Park, quoted from

"Requiescat" by John B. Dykes:

"Now the laborer's task is o'er;

Now the battle day is past;

Now upon the farther shore

Lands the voyager at last.

Father, in thy gracious keeping.

Leave we now thy servant sleeping."

Three cadets fired deliberately spaced volleys

across the President's grave. A bugler stepped

forward and softly blew taps. A sergeant of the

honor guard selected to carry the coffin lifted the

American flag from the top, folded it carefully

and handed it to Mrs. Roosevelt. Mrs. Roosevelt,

ashen-gray but dry-eyed, accepted it proudly.

("Last time I talked with htm," said the neigh-

bor, "the President told me he didn't know how

history would record' him as a President, but he

said he knew for sure that he was one of the best

doggoned tree-growers ever to come up the pike.")

Within a half-hour after the burial al\r the
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mourners had left. Franklin Roosevelt was alone

in the garden where he had played as a boy and

where he had teased a childhood playmate named

Eleanor. The only sound was the footbeat of

sentries walking their posts. _Pft DEBS myers

YANK Staff Write,

rhe lirpiii Depot

Lynchburg, Va.—At 2 in the morning it was

i warm, and the faint scent of flowers mixed

with the odors of coal smoke at the station.

The handsome kid who handled the mail sacks

cried orders to his driver, who gunned the old

Chevy truck noisily. The handsome kid climbed

in beside the driver and looked up at the platform

above the tracks as the Chevy rolled away—

looked up with the magnificent arrogance of a

16-year-old at the legs of the women above.

At track level, two Southern Railway detec-

tives stood in self-conscious importance, knowing

that soon they could lift their hands and com-

mand all Americans to move aside, move back

to a certain line. They were the men in charge,

conscious that two hours from now they could

report that all had been handled according to

instructions. They were hard men, and they had

their orders.

"We have our orders," they said. Their creden-

tials were in their left hip pockets. One of them

showed his badge to a man who wanted to park

his car on the track level.

A few older men stood by the platform railing

talking in a soft accent. They were talking about

the family. They traded sentences in the sym-
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interval to the left and stood at parade rest. A

woman watched the staff sergeant and said, "He

don't care how long they stand there, does he?"

She marveled at the staff sergeant, marveled that

this man could order 24 other men to stand like

statues until he said they could do something.

"They could stand there until 12 o'clock tomorrow

for all he cares." Her voice carried wonderment.

At 3 or a little after a train came in, and the

people on the platform watched.

"They're loadin' that one. You know they

wouldn't be loadin' express on his train," a man

said to his wife. His wife said nothing.

A freight came through and temporarily inter-

rupted the conversation of two Negro men. One

had taken off his hat as the earlier train came in,

then hastily put it back on when he realized this

was not the train. He and his friend were talking

about past funerals. They had been talking about

whether the President could be buried at Ar-

lington, and now they were talking about soldiers

of Virginia who had been buried with honors.

"That was the first time I ever saw the Richmond

Blues," said one. "I mean all them men was tall,

too." The freight rolled off, southbound.

Twenty minutes later two state cops went down

and cleared the people from the track level.

People moved quietly now, and the talk that

had been clear became muted. An older Negro

man and his wife stood apart and watched as

half a dozen teen-agers invaded the platform

from the parking space outside. The teen-age boys

wore dark pants and light coats with padded

shoulders, and the girls wore slacks and short

light coats and had peasant scarves wound in
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turbans on their heads.

The old Negro couple watched them ap-

proach and the old man whispered to his wife,

"Now, look at that." His words were scarcely

audible. He and his wife moved off, down to the

end of the platform where other colored people

stood. The old man was scowling. A teen-ager

shrilled, "There's Shirley!" and waved.

By 3:40 the people who had waited longest at

the platform railing were joined by those who

had set their alarm docks and now began to come,

carloads at a time in family groups, to the station.

They spoke to one another, these groups, as they

found places by the railing. They were compact,

clannish groups. One seemed to be composed of

civic-club citizens. They spoke biting words aimed

at those who had cleared the track level. "It's just

stand

cops.

Members of the Roosevelt family await the funeral train in Washington. L. to r.; Lt. Col. and Mrs. John

Boettiger, Brig. Gen. and Mrs. Elliott Roosevelt, Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt Jr. and Mrs. James Roosevelt.

these officials we have here,

down there?" They looked (

who were unaware of them.

"Why can't we stand down there?" a black-

haired young woman said in a sharp accent that

cut deep into the low voices of Virginia around

her. "His last trip through Lynchburg, too."

A big guy rolled up to the railing and was

greeted by a group. "What brought you down

here?" they asked. "Same thing that brought

you," he answered boisterously. "Curiosity got

the best of me." He laughed heartily.

sprawling Essex Ma^et, which Mayor LaGuardia

built to get the push carts off the streets, was

closed. But inside, the market looked like a sec-

tion of firmament. There were Yahrzeit glasses

burning on all the hundreds of little stalls.

A man started hawking 1944 Roosevelt cam-

paign buttons in the street, yelling "Get your

Roosevelt memorial button —15 cents." The

people drove him off the street. A 6-year-old kid

went by saying to her mother: "I wished we lived

in Washington. In Washington the kids didn't

have to go to school." The mother wound up and

landed one on the kid's backside.

Just before 4 o'clock when the funeral services

were about to begin at the White House, Mrs.

Fannie Kornberg brought a radio down from her

home and set it up ori the outdoor counter of her

little store at the corner of Rivington and Essex

Streets. Her store is named Harry's Cut Rate

Candy Corner, Imported and Domestic. Harry is

somewhere in Germany with the Third Army.

Mrs. Kornberg' connected the radio, and in 10

minutes a crowd of about 50 persons gathered

among the pickle barrels to listen to the services.

There were little men in white aprons, old

men with derbies and white beards. There was

a prim woman who looked like a school teacher,

and another who might have been a social worker.

One well-dresseid middle-aged man in a gray

Homburg looked strangely like the famous pic-

ture of the grief-torn Frenchman watching the

Germans roll into Paris in 1940. They all faced

the radio and listened without speaking.

At 4 o'clock there was a moment of silence,

and on the radio a bell began to toll. It was

almost a signal. Those who were not already

Generated on 2014-02-12 01:16 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

crying cried now. The crowd wept with a long,

prolonged hum. A woman clasped her 8-year-old

son and said, "Not in my lifetime or in yours,

will we again see such a man."

About the same time 35,000 people were gath-

ered in City Hall Park to hear formal memorial

services conducted by Dr. Nicholas Murray

Butler, president of Columbia University. At 4:05

the rain suddenly came down in torrents. The

people stood bareheaded in the rain and listened.

They stood there for nearly half an hour, getting

drenched to the skin. Fewer than 1,000 of the

35,000 left to find shelter in the nearby buildings.

-Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON

YANK Staff Writ.r

The Hudson lallev

Beacon, N. Y.—In 1910 a young man made a

campaign speech in Bank Square. He wore

a blue flannel coat, white duck pants and white

shoes. The speech got a lot of applause, and the

opposition felt that notice had to be taken of it.

"It wasn't a great speech," the opposition said.

"The womenfolk were gawking at his fancy

clothes and the men were taken in by that new-

fangled auto contraption he brought down here."

The young man got elected state senator from

Dutchess County. He was the first Democrat in

the county who had received that honor in 51

years. His name was Franklin D. Roosevelt.

After 1910 the young man came back to the

square seven times to speak to his friends and

neighbors, Harold Brilliant, the local cop, re-

called. This quiet Sunday morning Harold sat

Morgan Hoyt reads a letter from friend FDR.

ories as they waited for the train. "In the old

days," they kept saying, "in the old days. . . ."

Thomas Pendell, owner and publisher of the

Beacon Light, the town weekly and one of the

oldest Democratic papers in Dutchess County,

said he had known Franklin D. Roosevelt all his

life. In the old days, he said, his father, Robert

Pendell, used to talk politics with the young

Democrat from Hyde Park.

"We used to have a farm on the corner of .

Violet Avenue and Dorsey Lane, just about six

miles from the Roosevelt farm," Thomas Pendell

said. "Young Roosevelt would ride down on his

horse, and he and my father would talk politics.

Later, after he bought one of the first autos in

Dutchess County, he would drive down on a

Sunday and take my mother for a ride. They had

a standing joke between them. They both would

pretend they were courting. It was funny with

nine of us kids running around the farm."

Jimmy Dondero, who runs the Dondero candy

store on Spring Valley Road with his brother

Eddie, remembers things too. His family has

owned the store for 50 years, and the young

bloods of Dutchess County used to meet there

to argue politics. The boys would sit on orange

crates, Jimmy said, and gab. The boys were

Franklin Roosevelt, Ferd and Morg Hoyt, Jim

Meyer, Ed Perkins and young Jimmy Forrestal,

who is Secretary of the Navy now.

"Franklin Roosevelt was always asking ques-

tions," Jimmy Dondero said. "When the boys

would get into an argument he would just listen

to both sides, say nothing and then, when it was

through, ask more questions. One day he came
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down here by himself and sat with my brother

Ed and I. He began asking those questions and

finally I says to him, 'Why are you always asking

so many questions?'

"He laughed and said, 'Well, Jimmy, the only

way a man can find out what the people want

and think is to ask them.' I guess that's what he

did down there in Washington. He found out

what the people wanted and gave it to them."

Old Sam Middleton said he had never thought

much of young Roosevelt's politics. Sam has

been a bedrock Republican for the 70-some

years of his life.

"I remember him when he was a kid," Old

Sam said, "and he used to visit with the gang

that used to hang out in the town cops office at

the jail house on Bank Square. I guess he was

about 17 then. He would stay there, blowing

steam off his belly, until the wee hours. Many's

the night there was just old Ted Moith, the night

watchman, and young Roosevelt left. I never

liked his politics, but I'll say this for him: He

was a great gentleman and a good Roosevelt."

Morgan Hoyt, who always introduced Franklin

Roosevelt when he came to Beacon to speak, had

the most of all to say. Morg is 82 now, and he

and young Roosevelt were fast friends, he said,

from the time Morg stumped the county for the

Hyde Park Democrat back in 1910. They kept up

a steady correspondence through the years.

Morg's last letter from his old friend came

just after the President returned from Yalta.

The letter, addressed "Dear Morg," read:
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^DIFFERENCE OF OPINION

j Appointment of Pfcs

JL change in AR 615-5

— J\ authorizes command-

1 Q'£ j ing officers to promote

^ ^EJj privates to the grade of

^k^-^^^-^^-^-^fl I pfc without waiting for

a T/O vacancy. The

change applies to enlisted men or women who

; have completed one year of satisfactory service,

or who have served outside the U. S. Those in-

ducted from a U. S. territory or possession must

have served outside the territory from which he

was inducted. The amendment adds that the pro-

motion will be reserved for those qualified but

denied the stripe through lack of vacancies

[Change 5, AR 615-S, 1944.]

Discharged Husbands

Dear Yank:

My husband was wounded in the battle for the

Rhine and has been shipped back to the States

for hospitalization. I am told that his wounds are

such that he will be discharged after a few

months of treatment. If that happens he will cer-

tainly need me at home to look after him. Can

a Wac get a discharge under such circumstances?

—T/Sg». MILDRED C McKEE

to get a

iischarge

that your

■ If your husband is discharged for physical n

the result of combat wounds you may be able

discharge to take care of him. To get such

you will need a doctor's certificate statin

presence at home is desirable for his health
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Free Schooling

Dear Yank:

Just before I was inducted into the Army I

received a" four-year scholarship to one of our

leading universities. They even promised me they

would hold it for me until I get back. I would

very much like to study medicine, which is an

eight-year course.

Is it possible for me to use this scholarship

for my first four years of pre-med and use the

educational provisions of the GI Bill of Rights

four years later to cover my medical education?

Franc* -Cpl. C. M. HAAYEN

■t Yuu may be uble to take <

arship and the educational provisions of the GI Bill of

Rights. You need not start taking advantage of the educa-

tional benefits of the low until two years after your dis-

What's Your

Problem?

Letters to this department should bear writer's

full name, serial number and military address.

charge or two years after the end of the war, whichever

date is later. In this regard you should remember that the

first World War did not officially end until July of 1931.

Therefore you may have lots of time to take advantage of

the law and there even is a possibility that you will be

able to use up the entire four-year scholarship before

applying for the GI Bill benefits.

Job Rights

Dear Yank:

My brother was in the office of a general agent

of a large insurance company for over 15 years.

He entered the Army in 1943 and has been over-

Sgt. Etgie [Jump] Jordan

Jump Jordan Dishes Out

Jive on Platters

Grenier Field, N. H.—'The Jump Jordan Swing

Club" is a jazz program that's jivin'.

When Elgie (Jump) Jordan, a Grenier Field

sergeant with a head cocked in the direction of

swing music, got the idea of combining his free

time with a schoolboy hobby, a good hot jazz

program was conceived for station WFEA in

Manchester, N. H.

"The Jump* Jordan Swing Club" program goes

out from WFEA every other Saturday night be-

tween 1830 and 1845 and attracts terrific fan mail.

It consists of jazz records from Jump's own

collection of more than 5,000 dating back to his

civilian days in Akron, Ohio. All swing artists

of the jazz world are represented, and a Wat-

Bond plug is given during each program.

Camp Upton, N. Y.—Pfc. Alfred Palca, a medic

in the ASF hospital here, had no shoes to display

under his bunk for a Saturday inspection, so he

borrowed a friend's pair. He got gigged at the

inspection for unshined shoes.

Camp Shelby, Miss.—In its 27 months of opera-

tion, the bank on this post, operated by the First

National Bank of Hattiesburg, Miss., has passed

quite a few million dollars over-the counter to

GIs yet only two checks have been charged off

as dead losses.

Camp Hood, Tex.—There's a grandfather among

the trainees of Company B, 152d Infantry Re-

placement Training Battalion. Pvt. Custer Whis-
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enhunt of Baton Rouge, La., though only 37, has

two grandchildren. His son-in-law, the father of

his grandchildren, is a staff sergeant in the AAF

and a prisoner of war in Germany.

Camp Blanding, Fla.—"To think," moaned one

of the two Blanding GIs weeping into their three-

point-two over the faithlessness of women, "she

took my allotment checks and spent 'em on an-

other guy." 'That's nothing," said the other, a

pfc, dolefully. "Mine went out with a sergeant

until I told her I was getting captain's bars, and

now I'm going to have a heck of a time explain-

ing this one stripe."

taurinburg-Maxton AAB, N. C.—Pvt. Douglas

Jones of Sundown, Tex., awaiting overseas or-

BATTLB OF BRASS

Mitchel Field, N. Y.—A major in one of the air-

craft-warning units on the coast was radioing

directions to a fighter pilot who kept replying to his

commands with "R-r-roger dodger!" After a few times

the major said, "Roger will be sufficient." In spite of

his warning the "R-r-roger dodger" continued. Final-

ly the major bellowed: "This is Maj. Lane. I said,

'Roger would be sufficient.'" The voice from the

plane replied: "R-r-roger dodger, you old codger.

I'm a major too." -S Sgt. BERT MILLER

CAMP NEWS

JINNIE JEEP. WAC Sgt. Adelaide Lockhart

got The title last fall from admirers at Drew

Field, Tampa, Fla., where she's stationed.

ders at the I Troop Carrier Command Base here,

commented on the enlarged role of women in

the world of today. His Dride of a year, WAC

Pfc. Virginia Jones, has been stationed in New

Guinea with the Troop Carrier Command since

last November and was in Australia before that.

7

.'fir

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON

YANK Staff Correspondent

Luxembourg [Delayed]—The German medic

lieutenant had been captured just a few

I minutes before, near Ubach in Germany,

and he was still sullen and battle-jumpy. He was

taken into a garage near the battalion CP. T-4

Fred Bauer of Hollywood, Calif., was waiting for

him with a recording machine.

"What is your name, rank and serial number?"

asked Bauer in perfect German.

The German told him.

"Why does an SS man like you surrender?"

Bauer asked quietly.

The German stopped short. Then he stepped

forward and spat out a series of short, ugly Teu-

tonic words.

Bauer, a patient young man who had been cut

off ahead of the Infantry at Aachen and who had

spoken to Nazi Col. "Madman" von Aulock for

12 days through a loudspeaker at St. Malo, let

the German medical officer rage on. Then he said

softly, "Do you know, Herr Leutnant, German

doctors like you are even bigger war criminals

than the Gestapo in Poland? The Gestapo killed

foreigners. You declare the lame, the halt and

the blind fit for military service. And in that way

you kill your own people."

At the mention of the words "war criminal,"

the Nazi lieutenant stared. Then he began to

break down. "It wasn't I," he said. "I tell you it

wasn't I. I knew those men weren't fit to be sol-

diers. But the Party told me to do it. My God,

what can a man do in Germany these days if the
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Party gives him orders?" He went on like that for

about 10 minutes, cursing the Nazi Party for

Germany's ills.

When the German was finished, Bauer thanked

him for his co-operation and flicked a switch

turning off the recording machine that had been

on throughout the interview. That night the re-

cording of the Nazi medical officer's outburst

against the Nazi Party was broadcast over Radio

Luxembourg to every corner of the Greater

Reich.

Radio Luxembourg is one of the chief links of

the Army's Pychological Warfare Division. Be-

fore the war, it was the second most powerful

commercial radio station in the world. IX blank-

eted Europe with a broadcast strength of 120,000

watts. Just by way of comparison, the biggest

stations in the United States, like WJZ, New

PAGE 16

IT'S A NEW WEAPON OF WAR

York: WGN, Chicago, and KFI, Los Angeles, are

all 50,000-watters. .

In the German counteroffensive of December,

the station transmitter was one of the objectives

of the Von Rundstedt push down through north-

ern Luxembourg. On the first Sunday a German

tank column got to within four miles of the sta-

tion. On Monday, strong infantry, ack-ack and

antitank detachments around the station were re-

inforced, and the enemy was driven beyond his

starting point. On Tuesday the transmitter went

off the air for technical reasons. It came back on

Saturday, but in the meantime the Germans did

YANK
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music for music-hung1^ Europe. And there is

even a comic character named Tom Jones, who

is becoming sort of a Central European Bob

Hope. T-5 Tom Jones is supposed to be a typical

American GI from Wisconsin. He speaks German

with an atrocious American accent (principally

because the man who plays the part learned his

German at Concordia Institute, near Larchmont,

N. Y.). Every night at 2015 he rattles on about

his home life in the U. S. and his girl sending him

a lemon cake, and about what he found in a cap-

tured German mail sack. Every once in a while

he drops in a biting gag* such as: "Do you know

there are only two ways to get a furlough in the

Volicssturm [the German Home Guard]? For

your baptism and for your golden-wedding an-

niversary."

The Germans eat this stuff up. The mythical

Tom Jones receives dozens of fan letters a week

from liberated German-speaking areas. Since

there are no mails, all of these letters are de-

livered by hand. When Strasbourg was taken

T-5 Carl Princie of Boston, Mass., was stopped on

the streets and asked if he were Tom Jones.

Civilians in Luxembourg, Eupen and Aachen go

around whistling "As the Caissons Go Rolling

Along," Tom's theme song, and the Luxembourg

newspaper, the Luxemburger Wurt, has been de-

luged with requests to print the words to the

Artillery tune. A German school official in Eupen

wrote a literary masterpiece to the station, ex-

plaining why he no longer felt himself obliged

to subscribe to his oath to Hitler. The letter was

addressed to Tom Jones.
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Dufinc the four years of German occupation,

Radio Luxembourg was used as part of the

Nazis' big propaganda network. It fell into our

hands, almost intact, in a strange way. When the

American avalanche tore across France and Bel-

gium after the big summer break-through, the

Germans began to evacuate the city of Luxem-

bourg. Before they left they called in a Luxem-

bourg engineer whom they had forced to work

for them. "How can we destroy the station?" they

asked. "Shoot holes in the transmitter tubes,"

said the Luxembourger, "and the station will be

off the air for six months." This the Germans did,

From Luxembourg, GIs of

the Army's Psychological

Warfare Branch broadcast

programs that help crack

Nazi home-front morale.

plus extensive demolitions in the studios and

master control.

On September 10 the advance echelons of an

American task force rolled into town. With the

first tanks was a U. S. civilian technical advisor,

Morrie Pierce, chief radio engineer of the Psy-

chological Warfare Division. He immediately con-

tacted Metty Felton, a Luxembourger, formerly

chief engineer of the station, who had been hid-

ing out with the Luxembourg underground. To-

gether they set out for the transmitter, a few

miles out of town.

For days the Germans controlled the high

ground commanding the station, and once they

counterattacked right back to the edge of Lux-
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OST of us in the Army have a hard time remembering any

President but Franklin D. Roosevelt. We never saw the

inside of a speakeasy because he had prohibition repealed before

we were old enough to drink. When we were kids during the

depression, and the factories and stores were not taking any-

body, plenty of us joined his CCCs, and the hard work in the

woods felt good after those months of sleeping late and hanging

around the house and the corner drug store, too broke to go

anywhere and do anything. Or we got our first jobs on his ERA

or WPA projects. That seems like a long time ago.

And since then, under President Roosevelt's leadership, we

have struggled through 12 years of troubled peace and war, 12 of

the toughest and most important years in our country's history.

It got so.that all over the world his name meant everything that

America stood for. It meant hope in London and Moscow and

in occupied Paris and Athens. It was sneered at in Berlin and

Tokyo. To us wherever we were, in the combat zones or in

forgotten supply and guard posts, it meant the whole works—

our kind of life and freedom and the necessity for protecting it.

We made cracks about Roosevelt and told Roosevelt jokes and

sometimes we bitterly criticized his way of doing things. Bui

he was still Roosevelt, the man we had grown up under and

the man whom we had entrusted with the staggering respon-

sibility of running our war. He was the Commander in Chief,

not only of the armed forces, but of our generation.

That is why it is hard to realize he is dead, even in these

days when death is a common and expected thing. We had

grown accustomed to his leadership and we leaned on it

heavily, as we would lean on the leadership of a good com-

pany commander who had taken us safely through several

battles, getting us where we were supposed to go without doing

anything foolish or cowardly. And the loss of Roosevelt hit

us the same way as the loss of a good company commander.

It left us a little panic-stricken, a little afraid of the future.

But the panic and fear didn't last long. We soon found out
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that the safety of our democracy, like the safety of a rifle com-

pany, doesn't depend on the life of any one man. A platoon

leader with the same training and the same sense of timing

and responsibility takes over, and the men find themselves and

the company as a whole operating with the same confidence

and efficiency. That's the way it will be with our Government.

The new President has pledged himself to carry out its plans

for the successful ending of the war and the building of the

peace. The program for security and peace will continue.

Franklin D. Roosevelt's death brings grief but should not

bring despair. He leaves us great hope.

★

Saipan, the Marianas—Official records list

this B-29 base in the Western Pacific as

having been "freed from organized enemy

resistance" on July 9, 1944, after bitter fighting.

Since then over 12,000 Jap troops have been

killed on the island and 1,100 more have sur-

rendered.

An island is declared "secured" as soon as it

can be used as an operational base against the

enemy, but to many infantrymen here the word

has another meaning. While B-29s have been

taking off on their spectacular missions against

the Jap mainland, infantrymen have been slowly

securing this "secured" island, regularly sending

out patrols against enemy troops scattered about

in Saipan's wild, hilly terrain. Twisting gullies

and steep slopes are covered with tangles of

vines, dense fields of tall sugar cane, thickets of

banana palms and groves of taller trees.

The main part of the mopping-up has fallen in

recent months to the men of the 24th Infantry

Regiment—veterans of Guadalcanal, New Geor-

gia and Bougainville with more than 35 months'

overseas duty. Although some of the Jap-oc-

cupied territory lies not more than a mile from

our own installations, the fighting is similar in

almost every respect to combat in forward areas.

One night recently OPs on the top of Mount

Topotchau, the highest point on the island, lo-

cated a number of Jap campfires in the hills.

Next day three patrols were sent out to investi-

gate these bivouacs, -burn the shelters and de-

stroy the food supplies. Leading one 11-man pa-

trol were Lt. Robert E. Sprouce of Wheeling,

W. Va., and S/Sgt. Turner L Ross of Montgom-

ery, Ala.
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This squad moved out from Mount Topotchau

about 0830, taking along a weapons carrier

loaded with 25 gallons of gasoline for burning

enemy shelters, plenty of TNT and some wreck-

ing bars. Most of the men carried rifles. Pfcs.

Erskine Barnes of West Blocton, Ala., and Sam-

uel Handsel of Fort Worth, Tex., were armed

with BARs.

Looking down from the mountain on the' ene-

my-held territory, they could see no sign of

Japs on the wild, wooded ridges below. Be-

yond in the distance, where the flat farmland of

the Chamorros stretched along the shorex>n the

far side of the island,. they could see the new

warehouses the Engineers were building and

trucks and jeeps moving along the roadways.

Still farther off, across a narrow stretch of ocean,

The men rode in the truck until they reached

the first Jap bivouac area. It was surprisingly

close to our outposts. There Was a cluster of

wooden buildings which the Japs apparently had

been using as a point from which to observe our

movements. The buildings had been practically

destroyed, probably during the fighting when the

island' was first "secured," but their frames of

hand-hewn timbers had withstood even our

flame throwers.

Although it was doubtful that the Japs would

remain close to our positions in daylight hours,

security had to be maintained every minute on

the patrol. Lt Sprouce sent Ross and a few other

men out to search the undergrowth.

At the side of one of the skeleton buildings

Fighting in the Pacific often goes on long after an

island has been "secured." Japs still hide out in the

hills of Saipan, living off the country, and U. S.

Infantry patrols still ferret them out of their holes.

the spot recently, although some breadfruit and

potatoes were scattered about. At the rear of the

shelter there were some empty C-ration and K-

ration cases and many strands of wire, indicating

that this may have once been an American CP.

The lean-to was set afire, and no sooner had it

begun to burn than a supply of small-arms

ammo, which was hidden in the thatch, began to

explode. There was a mad scramble to get out

of the area, and on reaching a clearing Brown

managed to radio back to the OP again.

Security was called in and the patrol moved on

once more. The road led down a hill, and the

men proceeded on foot, searching every yard on

each side of the road carefully, with the weapons

carrier following at a safe distance. With the

explosion of the ammunition, it was impossible

for Japs in the area to be unaware of the patrol's

presence, and the men were alert for an ambush.

The next bivouac area showed signs of having

been abandoned this morning, possibly only a

few minutes before the patrol arrived. A fire had

been recently laid. On a little shelf just behind

the fireplace were the shells of about a dozen

eggs and on the ground nearby was a can of

American coffee. Behind the buildings another

cistern was found.' Blackwell used two pounds of

TNT in an attempt to destroy it, but the con-

crete didn't even' crack.

Just beyond a thatch hut appeared the final

objective, another group of buildings. Since it was

apparent that the Japs were nearby, the truck
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remained behind, with Pfc. James Colbert of

Newellton, La., as guard. This was not the safest

job, for the Japs would attack the truck first.

Ross, who was leading the patrol, reached the

buildings first and immediately noticed in the

soft rain-soaked earth the footDrints of at least

10 persons. The Japs had made no attempt to

disguise the direction in which they had fled. The

path led directly to a sharp cliff on the side of a

high ridge,.

The patrol formed a skirmish line and started

toward the cliff, the scouts moving out ahead.

It was abnormally quiet. No one dared make any

noise even though the Japs certainly knew of the

patrol's movements. The ridge loomed up menac-

ingly. The Japs were in a wonderful defensive

position—a couple of grenades from the heights

could have wiped out the entire patrol.

Suddenly the air was full of smells. Hiding in

the woods for months, the Japs hadn't had a

chance to take any baths. At the very base of the

cliff the men came to a large bivouac area built

around a huge shoulder of rock. Caves had been

dug into the rock, and in these the Japs had been

doing their cooking. Some of the fires were still

hot, though they had been hurriedly covered

with dirt and rocks.

The Japs were well stocked. Fresh coffee,

rice, water, canned fish and meat and fresh vege-

tables were found in quantity. Some of the food

was American, but most1 of the supplies must

have come from gardens in the area which the

Japs apparently cultivated at night. There
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Sports-Minded

ning Post called it a few years ago—isn't avail-

able in every latrine and day room from the

Rhine to Okinawa. Probably no other civilian

publication outside of Time and Newsweek has

put so much effort into serving the servicemen.

When the war began the Sporting News had a

circulation of about 145,000; now it is rapidly ap-

proaching the half-million mark, and a large part

of it is going to servicemen in this country and

overseas.

Besides its regular edition of the Sporting

News, which averages 24 pages, Spink prints an

Overseas Edition and a Service Edition. The Over-

seas Edition is just what its name implies. The

Service Edition goes to camps and hospitals in

this country. Originally the St. Louis publisher

tried to keep his regular edition standard-sized

while publishing the other two as tabloids, but it

didn't work out mec

papers are tabloid

Division of General Motors, Owens-Illinois Glass

and a number of other industrial firms, as well

as the major and minor leagues, sponsor sub-

scriptions. And papers purchased by the Joe E.

All-Pacific Recreation Fund Inc., which

"Going tabloid was the best thing that ever

happened to us," Spink says. "We did it to the

Service and Overseas Editions to cut down the

space in the mail sacks. Now we've found that

we get a display on the newsstands that we

couldn't get as a standard-sized newspaper. I

don't think we'll ever go back to the large size."

Sending his paper overseas to our troops dur-

ing wartime isn't anything new for Spink. He

took over the management of the paper in 1914.
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By 1918, with most of the country's baseball fans

off to war, the circulation dropped to 6,000 copies.

He was debating whether he would have to fold

the paper for the duration when the late Col.

Tillinghast Huston returned from France. Huston,

who was then a partner of the late Jake Ruppert

in the ownership of the Yankees, told of seeing

soldiers at the front pass around a copy of the

Sporting News until it was in shreds. Ban John-

son, president of the American League, then

bought 10,000 subscriptions to be sent overseas.

Spink wasn't caught napping when this war

broke out. Right after Pearl Harbor he went to

Washington and talked, with LL Col Ray L

Trainman, library division of Special Services,

and Maj. Paul Postell, his assistant, and arranged

to send 14,700 six-month subscriptions to Special

Service officers for distribution among the troops.

Before those subscriptions had expired the quota

was raised to 35,000 and it has been increased

steadily ever since.

Liggett it Myers Tobacco Com pany, the Chevrolet!

THIS nice young thing from Ann Arbor,

Mich., is Martha Vickers (nee MacVicar)

who has her first important movie role in

Warner Bros, production "The Big Sleep,"

starring Humphrey 3ogart and Lauren 3acall.

Martha will be 20 years old next May 28.

She is 5 feet 4 inches tall, weiahs exactlv 108.

has light brown hair and blue-green eyes.

sponsors subscriptions for 15,000 copies per week,

were flown to the Marines on Iwo Jima. Sgt.

Karl Lipke wrote from that island: "The Sport-

ADV Plans, LLC
Copyright Notice:
The entire contents of this CD/DVD are
copyright 2014 by ADV Plans, LLC. All
Rights Reserved.

Reproduction or distribution of this disk,
either free or for a fee is strictly
prohibited. We actively monitor and
remove listings on eBay thru Vero.

You are free to copy or use individual
images in your own projects, magazines,
brochures or other school projects.

Only the sellers listed here
are authorized distributors of this collection:
www.theclassicarchives.com/authorizedsuppliers

Please view our other products at
www.theclassicarchives.com,
or our ebay stores:

TheClassicArchives
ADVPlans
SuperShedPlans

