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st Division three years to become veterans. They made the long journey

with stop-overs on the way in North Africa and Sicily and England and in Norm and]

By Sgt. MERLE MILLER

YANK

With the 1st Division m Germany—

There were numerous "incidents" when

the 1st Division got back to Oran after

the battle of Tunisia.

Until then the Red One had liked to think of

Oran as their town. After all, they had made an

assault landing on November 8, 1942, and there

had been some fighting there—insignificant fight-

ing compared, for example, with Kasserine—but

some members of the First had been killed and

some wounded.

And thinking of Oran from the distance of

Faid Pass it had seemed, nostalgically, like a

modern metropolis.

Reality was considerable of a let-down.

In the first place, passes were not issued until

6; it took an hour to get to town from bivouac

area, and the bars closed at 8. In the second place,

members of the First were almost the only troops

in the overcrowded, foul-smelling town wearing

ODs. Everybody else was neatly dressed in sun-

tans. Also, most of the rear-echelon troops were

wearing campaign ribbons, which the men of the

First had never seen before.

A rifleman of the First would go up to a

NATOUSA clerk, point menacingly at his ribbon

and inquire: "Were you at El Guettar?"

"No," the perturbed clerk would answer.

"How about Kasserine?"

"No."

"No."
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"St. Cloud?"

"Then take off that goddam ribbon," the em-

bittered doughboy would say, tearing the decora-

tion from the clerk's clean khakis and pinning it

on his own grimy OD shirt.

By this time a crowd of other 1st Division men,

mixed with SOS troops, would have gathered,

and often a minor riot would follow, with any-

where from one to a dozen 1st Division men in

jail for the night.

"We were bitter then," says T/Sgt. Lawrence

Zieckler of the 16th Infantry, one of the less-

than-a-hundred officers and men in the entire

division who have taken part in all its seven

campaigns, one of a handful—no one seems to

know just how many—still left who sailed from

New York in August 1942. "Actually," Zieckler

says, "what really peed us off was that we

thought we were going home after Tunisia."

No one remembers how the rumor started—

maybe it was a propaganda broadcast from the

Germans, maybe a misdirected statement by some

high brass—but the idea spread throughout the

division, and even battalion and regimental COs

believed it. Ernie Pyle wrote some columns on

the subject. The First expected to go home.

"Instead," explained Zieckler, who was a truck

driver in Reading, Pa., before he joined the

Army, "we began practicing beach landings again,

and we knew damn well that we weren't going to

make an assault on Coney Island."

All that was almost two years, two assault

krt Devens, Mass., to the plains of

iw they would like a taste of home.

Rotation has always been something veterans

of the First understood the War Department had

a policy on, but whatever the policy is, it has

never until very recently affected them. There

was one man rotated after the Sicilian campaign

—no one seems to remember his name now or

what happened to him—but then the division left

the Mediterranean Theater and shipped to Eng-

land.

"And*then," according to T/Sgt. John Parker

of Heidelberg, Miss., a platoon sergeant of the

26th Infantry, "everybody says: 'Rotation?

There's no rotation in the ETO. Never heard of

it.' Besides", we were getting ready for an inva-

sion. In Normandy, I mean."

Parker, one of five riflemen, two cooks and two

jeep drivers still with Company E who landed

with the First in North Africa, has had a pass,

though—one pass in almost 400 days of combat.

It came shortly after he and seven men in his

platoon escaped from Morade, Germany, just out-

side the Huertgen Forest. Two entire companies

were wiped out in Morade, and Parker had spent

28 continuous days on the line during and after

the Battle of the Bulge.

He had five days and nights in Paris.

"Wonderful damned town," he says. "They used

to say we could see it last August—if we stood on

a very high hill on a very clear day. Wonderful

damned town. I never got to London."

EvenJ^iffla the First shipped overseas there

didn't seem to be many furloughs. When the divi-

sion got back to Fort Devens on the evening of

December 6, 1941, just after the First Army Caro-
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lina maneuvers, nearly everybody was planning

to go home for Christmas. The year 1941 had

been pretty tough—tough as years went back

then. There had been practice landings at Buz-

zards Bay, Mass., and at New River, N. C, and

in Puerto Rico, and part of the 16th and 18th had

made landings on Calebra near Martinique.

And brass used to come down from Washington

to watch the First in training and say: "We're

expecting big things of you boys, you know. Tra-

dition, you know. The Fighting First, you know."

Talk about fighting had seemed a little remote

at the time, although selectees had started drift-

ing in during spring and summer, and they and

the men who joined up for one year—"to get it

over with"—were sweating it out with Congress.

The Regular Army men weren't much interested,

but everyone else was sure there wasn't the

slightest chance that Selective Service would be

extended. There wasn't war, and there wasn't

going to be one. Many of the military experts

were saying that Hitler had shot his wad when he

drove the British off the beaches at Dieppe, and

a New York newspaper was running a series of

articles on "How to Beat the Japs in 60 Days."

A lot of men got drunk on the night of August

12—when the House of Representatives extended

the draft for another 18 months by a margin of

one vote. And there was still talk about "OHIO,"

which in those days meant "Over the Hill in Oc-

tober." There were "OHIO" clubs at every post

at which the First trained that summer and fall.

But by December 6, nobody in the First had
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ph Balazas of Kearny, N. J., the only re-

fining enlisted man in Company B of the 18th

who sailed with the division, "and I said: 'Better

remember everything, kid. It's going to be a long

time.' " .

"I thought that the war might even last a year

after that," adds Balazas, who now has a Purple

Heart with two clusters and the Silver and

Bronze Star.

On October 25, 1942, when the division sailed

from Scotland for what everybody knew was go-

ing to be the first American amphibious landing

of the war against the Germans, smart money

was on Norway. It was rumored-that the hold of

the ship was loaded with snowshoes which would

be issued as soon as the transport got into the

channel, but by the time the convoy reached the

Straits of Gibraltar on November 6, everybody

knew that it was North Africa.

"We used to talk a lot about which invasion we

sweated out most," says Balazas. "Some say it

was Normandy because we knew it would be as

bad as it was or worse; we knew the Germans

had a lot. And others think it was Sicily because

terrain there was bad. But me, I vote for Oran.

It was something new then, and you didn't know

what would happen. And you expected the worst.

Somebody said the Germans had some kind of a

secret weapon that could blow everybody out of

the water if they just pushed a button.

"Matter of fact, it was easy."

Two combat teams—16 and 18, under the com-
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mand of Maj. Gen. Terry Allen, then the 1st Di-

vision CG, now CG of the 104th Division—landed

just east of Oran, at Arzew, and Combat Team 26

landed to the west, at Les Andalouses, under

Roosevelt.

There was no firing on the first wave, but the

second and third got some machine-gun fire—

not much, just enough so that a few men were

hit before they reached shore. Once on shore,

opposition was mostly from snipers with small

arms, and not too new ones at that. Most of the

French were delighted to surrender, and if there

had been any Germans in the vicinity, they had

taken off before or just after the Americans

landed. By evening of the 11th, Oran had fallen,

and by noon of the next day, old-timers say, the

price of vin rouge in town had tripled.

The fight for Kasserine Pass, which took place

late in February 1943, is memorable now be-

cause it was so startlingly similar to the Ardennes

Bulge campaign. At Kasserine, the division was

in Ousseltia Valley, sending out occasional pa-

trols, not fighting much, simply dug in and hold-

ing. At the time of the Ardennes break-through

—in December 1944—the division, after more

than two months on the line, had just reached a

rest area near Eupen, Belgium.

When the Germans broke through at Kasserine,

their goal, as in the Ardennes, was supplies-r-

Tebessa in Africa, the Vervier-Liege-Eupen area

in Belgium. Both times the 26th Infantry was de-

tached from the division and sent to help hold

the flank of the German spearhead, and both

times the threat was turned back—the 21st Pan-

zer Division in Africa, and the SS Panzer, 3d

Parachute and the 12th Volksgrenadier in the

They remember the Huertgen Forest . . . the First has

had no more bitter fighting anywhere, before or since.

over 88s and artillery shells, and three-fourths

of the time we were in foxholes."

When the First was pulled out of the line,

after a month of sitting it out at Caumont, the

Sth Division took over, and the First regrouped

for the jump off on July 25. The 4th and 9th

Divisions forced a gap through the German lines,

and the Red One, with the 18th spearheading,

passed through the lines of the 9th Division and

by the next night had taken Marigny.

And that, of course, was the beginning of the

"summer war," of the swift, frequently unop-

posed drive through France, of the days when the

average advance was 20 miles, and the time when

everybody, including the generals, was saying

not to worry about winter equipment; the war

would surely be over by October—1944.

"I didn't really believe it, though," says Wise.

"When you have been in the Army so long,

fighting most of the time, you think of the worst

damned things that can happen, and they usually

do, and then when some little good thing comes

along—like getting to a rest camp, even-%ou're

so surprised that by the time you get over being

surprised, it's the same stuff, the same old stuff."

There was the time, early in August, when it

was obvious that Paris would be liberated soon,

that some of the men—^especially new ones in

the division—.hoped it would be the First that

would march down the Champs Elysees.

"I kept telling them we wouldn't," says Wise,
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"and I kept saying even if we did it would be

off limits, and I was right; we didn't, and it was."

So far as men on the line were concerned, there

were really only two important incidents during

the summer campaign, after Caumont. The first

was the stop at Soissons, when they paused

briefly in the center of the town, before the

Jo Davidson monument erected in memory of 900

men of the First killed in the area in four days

during the last war. There was almost no oppo-

sition at Soissons last August.

The second was at Mons, Belgium, during the

first week of September. "I was riding on a

truck," says Zieckler, "and when we came to a

fork in the road we met up with a civilian car

filled with German officers. I jumped off the

truck, and they began firing. We put our mortar

section right alongside the road, and then we

saw that a whole column of Jerry stuff was mov-

ing down the road."

Five German divisions were moving out of

Belgium, toward the Siegfried line, when two

ran into the First, and the others met up with the

3d Armored Division. Confusion at Mons was so

great that one Mark IV tank was directed into

the 1st Division motor pool by an MP; 80 Ger-

man ack-ack men, led by a major, tried to march

through a division CP; and for three days there

were no lines, only mass surrenders of a kind

the First did not see again until they crossed the

Rhine. During three days, September 5, 6 and 7,

small units continued to resist, but 17,149 pris-

oners were taken, including a division com-

mander and his entire staff.

And then there was Aachen.

In Belgium, the liberated citizens had lined

I The Army Weekly • MAY 25, 1945

By Sgt. WALTER PETERS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Mandalay—U. Khanti, a sad old man, his

face and hands wrinkled by an uncounted

number of years, was probably the person

who was most interested in the outcome of the

13-day battle between the 19th Indian Division

of the Fourteenth British Army and the Japs for

the city of Mandalay. At any rate, he was un-

doubtedly the most interested local spectator at

the scene of the battle.

U. Khanti is better known in these parts as

the Hermit of Mandalay. As a youth, h became

so devout a Buddhist that he collected more than

$2,000,000 from all over the world for his religion.

With this money he financed construction of richly

sculptured pagodas, idols, monasteries and

temples at the peak of Mandalay Hill and around

it. When his work was completed, the hill became

one of the most unusual shrines in the Far East.

When the Gurkhas with other Indian and

British troops of the 19th Division approached

the 800-foot hill from the northeast, U. Khanti

stepped out of his ramshackle hut at the bottom

of it. He saw the forward elements of a Gurkha

battalion storming the Jap position on "his hill"

and his face brightened with hope.

The Gurkhas didn't use the majestic network

of stairways—750 steps in each—which climb

to the peak of the hill on either side. They

clambered up the bare hillside instead. It was

easier for them that way, for the Japs had posted

guards on all the stairways of the holy hill.

There was very little resistance until the

Gurkhas were halfway up, and someone down
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below said the Japs must have been caught

unawares. The Gurkhas in the

storming party said they had heard

girls' voices singing what they called

"gay Japanese songs." Perhaps the

Japs were entertaining their com-

fort girls. Or being entertained.

Whichever, this was evidence of

one of the reasons U. Khanti hated

the Japs. His holy hill was being

desecrated. Another reason for his

hatred was that the missionaries of

the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity

Sphere had leveled with bombs

much of his beloved city of Manda-

lay and had starved the population.

The once happy, prosperous people

who had come to the hill to worship

had been sad and hungry during the

three years of Japanese occupation.

U. Khanti heard the artillery bar-

rage let go as the Gurkhas ap-

proached the hilltop. After it, there

was only the relative battle quiet of

a few stray shots. Then silence and

the bodies of Jap soldiers strewn be-

fore massive figures of Buddha and

over the broken stairways and over

the floors of one of the temples.

The Gurkhas withdrew, leaving

the Jap bodies and the empty beer

and sake bottles that lay near them.

There was no sign of the alleged

Paris—Paris in the spring is synonymous with

amour, so it wasn't surprising that the ser-

geant who has killed more Germans than

anyone else in the 35th Division had a made-

moiselle with him. when he turned up in the

lobby of the Hotel Scribe.

"'You can tell her I have to go away with you

for a couple of hours," said the sergeant. "I don't

parlay much French."

The lady accepted the explanation, and S'Sgt.

Junior J. Spurrier and I went out among the

crowds of combat soldiers on pass who always

throng the streets around the Red Cross Rain-

bow Corner. Spurrier said we could talk about

old times better where it was quiet, so we strolled

through the bright sunshine to the Sportsman

Bar on the Rue Boudreau.

Braggins, the French bartender who speaks

English, took a long look at Spurrier's chest full

of fruit salad. Spurrier said that after three days

:n Paris he was accustomed to having the French

look at his medals. "It's the Croix de Guerre

they go for," he said. "They don't pay much

attention to my Congressional Medal of Honor."

The Congressional Medal was awarded Spur-

rier for his single-handed liberation of Achain.

Fi ance. Achain is just about the size of Bluefield,

W. Va., where Spurrier graduated from seventh

grade and then went to work in the coal mines.

He joined the Army at 17 and went overseas for

the first time when he volunteered for a secret

mission in the Pacific that never came off.

Now 22, Spurrier is long, leari and fair-haired,
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with a quiet manner that belies an explosive

temper. He looked better than when I last saw

him at Sarreguemines near the German border

in Lorraine. At that time he was just back from

the hospital where he had collected a cluster for

his Purple Heart.

When the drinks came we talked about the

outfit. Spurrier said things hadn't been so tough

lately and that casualties had been light getting

up to the Rhine. In view of all of his bitching, he

added, it had been pretty nice of the colonel to

send him to Paris.

"In one way this publicity deal I'm getting

isn't such a good one, though," said Spurrier.

"These press and radio people start on me in the

afternoon and keep me tied up in the evening.

And that's the time I want to take ofT."

I asked him if he had told them about Camp

Croft or about the arguments- with the captain

on military strategy or about that party in Nancy.

"Hell, no," he said with a laugh. 'That's be-

tween us GIs. Some newspapers try to make

every guy who gets a medal a foul-up. Look at

the things they wrote about Commando Kelly. A

man does a few things that don't mean anything

until they say he's a hero and then—blooey."

A French officer came in the bar with a pretty

girl in a wine-colored hat. After they had ordered

some drinks, the officer pointed out to the girl

that the American was wearing the Croix de

Guerre with a bronze star. Spurrier told Brag-

gins, the bartender, to make ours the same.

I looked over Spurrier's publicity hand-out to

see if it had all the details about the way he

won the Croix.de Guerre and the Distinguished

Service Cross after we got out of Nancy. The

Four men in an Okinawa foxhole

wait for the dawn, uncertain of

anything but the Japs' nearness

and their own fears.

By Pfc. JUSTIN GRAY

YANK Staff Correspondent

With the 96th Division, Okinawa—The

captain had just been killed. A Jap snip-

er's bullet caught him in the neck as he

was giving us the final instructions for tomor-

row's attack. He died instantly. ^

Many of the men cried. They didn't try to hide

it. They had really loved their CO. "The company

won't be worth a damn now," one said.

This happened in the late evening. The captain

hadn't given all the dope before he was hit The

company would have to advance in the morning

without the full plan.

All we knew when we went on outpost for

the night was that the battalion was going to

attack Kakazu Ridge at dawn and the company

was to be in the center of the assault. Jap posi-

tions on Kakazu had held us up for over a week.

The high command was determined that we

would storm over the ridge next day. There was

to be no halting until the objective was ours. No

company was to be pinned down. Casualties were

expected—lots of them—but Kakazu had to be

taken. If we had only had more information.

The company was understrength. I was sent to

help fill one of the 3d Platoon's holes. Wyatt and

Geark were the only men available from the

platoon's 3d Squad. A "flying boxcar," one of

the Japs' 320-mortar shells, had just landed

about 50 yards to the rear of the company. Wyatt

and Geark were lucky. The two other men who
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had held the hole with them were badly

wounded by rocks and dirt. Those rocks were as

bad as shrapnel.

The hole was on the extreme left flank of the

company. It was literally perched on the rim of

the ravine which the company held. Company

headquarters were down at the foot of the

ravine and the line platoons had dug in at the

top. Four men were needed to hold our hole.

There were two directions from which the Japs

could move in on us, and two men had to be on

the alert all the time. Mitchell was brought over

from the 1st Squad to help us.

The hole wasn't really in such a good spot.

The "skibbies" (Japs) on Kakazu were actually

breathing down our necks. You didn't dare stick

your head up while there was still daylight.

Snipers and machine guns were sighted in on

our position.

This was my first time up there and as soon as

it was dark enough to be reasonably safe I took

a good look about me to get my bearings. The

hole was right in the midst of a group of pine

and palm trees. There were also some tree

stumps about as high as a man. The Japs must

have cut down some of these trees for use in

their pillboxes. In the dark it would be hard to

tell which was a Jap and which was a stump. I

tried to get the location of the stumps in my

mind so I could pick them out later.

The hole wasn't actually a hole. The ground

was so rocky that you couldn't dig down any

depth. What had been done instead was to build

"I wish to hell I knew what we were supposed

to do tomorrow," said Geark as he sat down.

'He smiled back and answered: "Not for a

couple of hours yet. We don't have to worry

until about 2300. Have you got a watch?"

No one had a watch. It was decided that since

Wyatt and Geark were the experienced ones,

having spent a couple of nights in this hole al-

ready, they should be split up, enabling at least

one of them to be on duty all the time. I teamed

up with Wyatt, and Mitchell worked with Geark.

Wyatt and I took^the first shift. We were sup-

posed to stay on for what we thought was an

hour, then wake up the other two. I doubt if

any of us knew just what an hour was without

a watch, but that was the plan.

"Give me a kick if you see anything—just

anything," said Geark before he sat down in

the back of the hole. "I don't think I'll be able

to sleep much tonight anyway. I wish to hell I

knew what we were supposed to do tomorrow."

He sat down and threw a poncho over his head

to cover his lighting a cigarette. Wyatt and 1

were scared of what might happen now and

wondering what was supposed to happen in the

morning.

Even with the moon up, more or less protect-

ing us, I felt very exposed. If the Japs shelled

us, with all those trees around, there would be

high bursts right over the hole. Shrapnel would

rain down on us.

Wyatt was looking down off to the left. I put

my hand on his shoulder to indicate I wanted to
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whisper something to him. I held my hand there

until he turned to me. "What's the countersign,

in case we have to get out of here?" I asked.

Wyatt shook his head. "I don't know. It doesn't

make any difference anyway. We can't leave

here until dawn. If we tried to go back down

into the ravine, they'd shoot us first and ask

questions later. We'll have to stay here until

the attack."

I just had time to digest that thought when

he turned back again and added: "If we do have

to get out of here for some reason, run back and

yell as loud as you can, 'Rolph, I'm coming

down.' Rolph's the squad sergeant down there.

He'll let you through—maybe."

I went back to looking down my sector, wish-

ing to God the lieutenant hadn't sent me up

here. If morning would only come. I didn't like

this lack of movement at night. We kept the

initiative during the daytime but seldom moved

at night. In Europe we kept the Jerries guessing

plenty by hitting them at night. It could be

done out here too.

Another thing occurred to me and I laid my

hand on Wyatt's shoulder again. He must have

been watching something, for he didn't look to-

ward me for a full minute. I began to stare into

his sector, but I couldn't see anything. It must

have been the wind. I asked him: "Why didn't

you people put out some concertinas and trip

flares in front of this hole? We wouldn't have to

worry so much then."

Wyatt whispered back: "We tried to get out

there but the Japs fired on us every time they

heard someone move from here. It was just im-

possible to do it."

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON

YANK Staff Writer

Bridgeport, Connecticut—Ex-Pvt. Martin Turk

I walked up the steep hill leading from Main

Street to the old mansion which is head-

quarters for the Bridgeport Community Advisory-

Service Center. There he unburdened himself to

an attractive female receptionist in a big room

with an American flag and a sign which said:

"Attention Returning Servicemen! Your dis-

charge papers will be reduced to billfold size,

without charge.—Meig's Men's Shop." Turk, a

discharged infantryman with ragged nerves and

a bad leg, was upset by the red tape he had been

going through in Federal and state offices. "I've

been trying to get a license to open a liquor

store," said Turk, "and instead all I've been get-

ting is a run-around. They say all liquor licenses

are frozen."

Turk was ushered up one flight to the office of

cffunselor Meyer Sarkin. Sarkin, a thin dark

man in his thirties, was sitting behind the desk

of his plain, unfrightening office. He chatted with

Turk. There were no forms, no detailed ques-

tioning— just informal, friendly talk. Sarkin

picked up the phone. In 10 minutes, he had ob-

tained the license for Tuck.

Turk left, amazed. But then he couldn't find an

available store. So in a few days he came back,

to inquire about getting a job. Sarkin had him

examined by one of the Center's doctors who

discovered that Turk suffers from severe head-

aches and shouldn't work indoors. Moreover, he

can't hear in crowds or noisy spots. Through the

U. S. Employment Service, Sarkin got Turk a job

to fit his physical condition—as an outside sales-
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man with a sanitary supply company.

This was fine, until another problem came up.

The OPA could not allow Turk gasoline for more

than 280 miles a month. They told him to ride

busses, which was impossible because of his leg.

Sarkin wrote a letter to Turk's local rationing

board. The ration was increased to 1,200 miles a

month. Sarkin next got Turk an apartment (a

miracle in war-congested Bridgeport). Also, be-

cause it was necessary for Turk's job, Sarkin got

him a telephone (a miracle today anywhere in

the States). Turk says, "God knows what would

have happened to me if I'd tried to make any

headway on my own."

This is the way Bridgeport's Community Ad-

visory Service Center works. It is unusual in

that it is a group of community-minded civilians

whose job is to get the veteran happily back

into the community. They don't devote an hour

a day to it and then run home to see if the

chicken is getting burned in the oven. The vet-

eran is their sole interest. Bridgeport is smart

enough to realize that if the returning vets are

not taken care of now, it would be the commu-

nity—not the state or the nation—that would

suffer most later.

The Bridgeport plan is a simple one. It is effec-

tive because everything is under one roof: the

Veterans' Administration man, the Selective Ser-

vice officer, the occupational counselor, the so-

cial-service counselor, the psychological-testing

laboratories, a doctor, an insurance counselor, a

business and financial counselor, an agricultural

a veterans' advisory committee during this war.

Every time a veteran came home, these commit-

tees would meet him at the railroad station and

practically tear him apart in an attempt to grab

him off and help him out. It looked very fancy and

patriotic on the surface. But actually nothing was

being done.

Finally the people of Bridgeport got tired of

this waste motion. The Chamber of Commerce

and the Post-War Planning Council went to

Bridgeport's famous Socialist mayor, Jasper

McLevy, and asked him to do something about

it. The mayor picked J. William Hope, named

him coordinator^ gave him all the money he

needed out of the Community Chest to set up a

completely independent agency and told him to

go to work Hope was a gassed veteran of the first

World War who had spent six months in a Ger-

man prison camp. He had a tough time getting

started after the Armistice, but now he is a for-

mer state treasurer and one of the leading certi-

fied public accountants in town.

Hope studied the plans being made by other

cities. Then he bought the house on the hill over-

looking Main Street and hired Dr. Randall Ham-

rick to run it. Dr. Hamrick had been handling

psychological and organizational problems all

his life. He has degrees from West Virginia Wes-

leyan, Northwestern and Yale, and just before

he came to Bridgeport he had been head of a

similar counseling center in Hartford, Conn. As

the core of his staff, Hamrick signed up Meyer

Sarkin, who was then state chief of occupational

information and adjustment for the U. S. Em-

ployment Service; Dr. Tyrus Hillway, of the Uni-

versity of California and Yale, and then the
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dean of Hillyer Junior College, and Eleanor

Sicilian, who holds a master's degree from Ford-

ham and had been doing social service work for

the Catholic Charitable Bureau.

These were all high-priced people, but the

Bridgeport planners took care to budget enough

to cover their salaries. A half-dozen assistants

were signed up as regular staff members. Then

Hamrick went to work to get the entire commu-

nity engaged in the project. The whole thing is

paid for by all the citizens of Bridgeport out of

the Community Chest. This sum adds up to an

annual budget of $35,000, which is increased to

$50,000 by other private donations. All groups

in the city are subject to calls for help. But

no one group dominates it. It is controlled by

experienced professionals, and it is kept out of

the hands of well-meaning but inexperienced

volunteer workers.

The bankers got together and hired a full-

time financial counselor, whose office is in the

Center. The insurance men have a system where-

by one of their number is on duty there as a

counselor at all times. It is the same with the

lawyers and the doctors. The unions have a rep-

resentative—Leo Dunn of the AFL bricklayers'

union, labor-relations man on the city council

and Community Chest.

A few months ago, the Center was ready for

operation. Today it handles every conceivable

type of veterans' problem.

Sgt. Willaughby Lay was giving calisthenics to

1 his ack-ack outfit on an island in the North
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INVASION MONEY. With Maj. Winthrop Rockefeller looking on, Pfc.

Jim T. Rogers counts $10 worth of yen, given to all men before Okinawa.

FREAK. Propeller in a palm tree after

plane crash-landed at a Pacific base.

DEATH OF A B-24 A 6-24 Liberator hurtles to the ground after it was shot in half during an air attack on northwestern
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Germany. The bomber, part of the Eighth Air Force, had been attacking air fields and submarine yards at Kiel and Hamburg.
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Family Allowance

Dear Yank:

Before coming into the Army I divorced my

wife. I had one child by that marriage and the

decree did not call for -alimony or support of

the child. ,

For the past two years my ex-wife has been

collecting on a Class F allotment for the child.

In addition she has been drawing an allotment

from her soldier-husband for both herself, and

my child. It doesn't seem fair that she should be

getting money for the child from both me and

her second husband. Is there any way I can cut

off my allotment to her for the child?

N.wfounc/Jond —Cpl. THOMAS R. WILLIAMSON

■ No, there isn't. The Office of Dependency Benefits says

that your child is entitled to receive both allotments. The

child gets $42 a month via your allotment, which is paid

without regard to the court order because you are the

child's father, plus (30 a month from the stepfather be-

cause the child is part of his household.

Creditors and Insurance

Dear Yank:

I had quite a bundle of debts on hand when

I enlisted. In all thev amount to over $1,000.

Some of these creditors have been pestering me

even here in Italy. That doesn't bother me much

because I just throw the letters away as fast as

they come in. But what bothers me is this: if I

get killed will those guys be able to move in on

my mother and grab the monthly checks to pay

off my debts? One creditor even threatened to

get a court order and put a lien on my policy.

He claims he can get his hands on the money

already paid into the policy in the form of pre-
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miums. Can he do that?

Holy -Pvt. MURRAY REINSBECK

I He cannot. National Service Life Insurance policies are

free from the claims of civil creditors, and they cannot be

attached for your debts under any circumstances. If you

should be killed your creditors will nor be able to touch a

nickel of your mother's payments under the policy. The

money is entirely hers, and no one else con get any part of

it for your debts.

-*

Writing Your Congressman

Dear Yank:

Is it OK for a man in service to write to !iis

congressman about national affairs? What I have

in mind is this. If I want my congressman to

know how I feel about the action of the United

States at Yalta or San Francisco, can I write and

give him my views without violating any Army

regulations?

India -5 Sgt FRANK DOWNEY

■ There are no War Department restrictions to prevent

members of the Army from corresponding with members

of the Congress about matters of general national interest.

However, no person on active military service may attempt

to influence legislation affecting the Army or procure

personal favors through legislation, unless specifically

authorized-by the War Department (See AR 600-101.

WHAT'S YOUR

PROBLEM?

Letters to this department should bear writer's

full name, serial number and military address.

Nude Photo

Dear Yank:

CAMP NEWS

PULCHRITUDINOUS PUPIL. Patricio McCain

of the Women Marines gets some target in-

struction at Camp lejeune, N. C Pfc. Herbert

Cough!,n of Somerville, Mass., is the lucky coach.

PARODY JUDGES. T-4 Hy Zaret and T-4

William Stein of the Special Service Division,

New York Branch, laugh at one of 6,000

entries in the YANK Parody Contest (Win-

ners will be announced in an early issue.)

m

Elliot Arluek (left) with his eooctors Robert Morley

eon Jagger on the studio lot in England

ting bearer

Camp White, Oreg—Cpl. Philip Eddleman and

Wac T-4 Gertrude Baltruczak are safely

married, thanks to a buddy and a B-25.

After Cpl. Eddleman and his bride-to-be had

set out for San Francisco. Calif., 400 miles away,

he discovered that he had left the two rings for

the wedding back in his foot locker. Next day

he phoned a pal and asked him to get the rings

to him somehow. Luckily a B-25 on its way to

San Francisco stopped at a nearby Army air field

for refueling. The pilot was only too glad to give

the buddy a ride so he could be there in time to

deliver the rings and be best man at the wedding.

What do you mean, it couldn't happen? I'm the

guy that got the free plane ride and a kiss from

the bride T_3 stiilman clark

Junior Conference

Camp Shelby, Miss.—Following the suggestion

of T-5 Curtis C. Bedsworth of the 601st Mili-

tary Police Battalion, the Information and Educa-

tion office here scheduled a Junior San Francisco

Conference to be held while the Allied leaders
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were meeting in the coast city

With a buck sergeant serving as moderator,

plans called for the conference to start with a

round-table discussion among enlisted repre-

sentatives picked by democratic process from all

units on the post. After this, the floor of the con

ference room—a service-club lobby—was to be

thrown open for remarks from other soldiers who

listened to the discussion.

Gl Movie Star

Camp Edwards, Mass.—When it comes to bull

sessions about "how rough I had it overseas,"

Pfc. Elliot Arluck has a tale that will stand up

with the best of them. For five whole months he

sweated it out as a per-diem commando on DS

to the Associated British Pictures Corporation in

England. And if you're inclined to doubt him.

Arluck has press clippings and movie stills to

back up his story of a soldier turned movie actor.

Flatbush's gift to the British screen got his

start when he wrote, directed and played in a

musical comedy for his Signal Service battalion

in London. Based on Anglo-American rela-

tions, it was, Arluck admits, "mostly low-down

burlesque," but everyone from the British public

to the American general got a kick out of it.

One person who liked it particularly was Herbert

Wilcox, the prominent British director, who was

on the lookout for a typical Brooklynite to play

a role in his next picture. Arluck got the job.

AROUND THE CAMPS

Mitchel Field. N. Y.—On furlough in Missoula,

Mont., Cpl. Theresa Sandstrom remembered some

PEOPLE ON THE HOME FRONT

As Secretary of State of the U. S. to-

day he will have a lot to do with the mfMW WM*)MW W*MW fll

world we will all live in tomorrow. M>«#«€/»«'M IM » • <

The wnoie proDiem, says Mr. stettinius- n

that simple and just that hard.

When Mr. Stettinius was chairman of tfar

board of U. S. Steel during the depression

opposed the suggestion that wages be reduced ..-

proportion to the reduced price of steel. P •

dent Roosevelt in a fireside chat congratulates

the steel corporation on its "statesmanship.

There is a story in Washington that it was uil-

stand of Stettinius that brought him into

Government. At a party in Washington that eve-

ning, so the story goes, Stettinius was talking to

Jerome Frank, a Presidential advisor, when Tom

Corcoran, another of Mr. Roosevelt's intim.

passed by.

Said Frank to Corcoran, "Here's the head

a big corporation, and he's gone down the h:-

to keep the situation from falling out of bed.*

Replied Corcoran, "Here's a man we'll ha

to go along with."

Mr. Stettinius already knew Franklin Roose-

velt. They had met first when Mr. Roosevel:

was governor of New York. This was also during

the depression, and Stettinius was active in the

share-the-work movement. He drove to Hyde

Park in a blinding rainstorm to get an-endorse-

ment from Mr. Roosevelt for a share-the-work

rally in New York. He arrived unannounced,

talked his way past the troopers on guard, wa>

attacked by a police dog and finally got to see

the governor's secretary. This secretary said that

he could have only a minute of Mr. Roosevelt's
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time and ushered him into a room where Mr.

Roosevelt and his mother were having tea.

Stettinius, painfully aware that the conference

was to be conducted quickly, burst into an ex-

planation of why he was there. Mrs. Roosevel

urged Stettinius to take some tea. As Stettinius

reached for the tea cup, Mr. Roosevelt thrust a

cigarette at him. Stettinius reached for the cig-

arette, upset the tea and sat down feeling a little

undignified. Mr. Roosevelt asked questions about

the share-the-work movement, and -Stettinius.

back on the beam again, answered them. Mr.

Roosevelt scribbled his endorsement.

They met again during the early days of Mr.

Roosevelt's Presidency, and their friendship

grew. Stettinius was a big-businessman with

NewDeal leanings. Stettinius had the friendship

of Harry Hopkins and other New Deal advisors.

It was inevitable that he should come into the

Government, and in 1939 the inevitable hai

pened. President Roosei

Stettinius «Fr.

. By Pfc. DEBS MYERS

YANK Staff Writer

Washington—As a young man at the Uni-

versity of Virginia some 25 years ago,

Edward Reilly Stettinius Jr. had a yen

to convert the heathen. He wanted to be a

preacher and do good things for people.

Now, after frittering around with stodgy old

jobs like being chairman of the board- of U. S.

Steel at $100,000 a year, Edward Stettinius at 45

finally has had his wish. He is a missionary of

STEVE, JOE AND

MR. HARRISON SALISBURY

By Pfc. ROBERT P. RICHMOND

France — Joe's clucking was beginning to

annoy Steve. The big corporal had been at

it on and off for the past 10 minutes. At in-

tervals he would vary his clucks with a muttered

"Humph."

"Stop clucking," Steve ordered.

"Humph," said Joe.

"Stop humphing, too," Steve added.

Joe frowned at him over the cover of Janu-

ary's Coronet magazine. "I can't help it," Joe

informed him with dignity. "I'm reading an arti-

cle. An article written by a man named Mr. Har-

rison Salisbury."

"Nobody," Steve said with conviction, "is ever

named Harrison Salisbury."

"It's printed right here in the magazine," said

Joe. "He's giving the GIs the lowdown on how

they should act when they reach home again."

"Is Mr. Harrison Salisbury a GI?" Steve asked.

"I don't know," Joe responded. "The magazine

doesn't tell anything about him. Suppose I read

you some parts of his article, and you can see

what you think. In this first part here, for in-

stance, he says: 'How does civvie life stack up?

It isn't what you thought it would be. People

don't quite talk the same language, especially

when you try to tell them what it was like. So

you shut up except when you run into a buddy

who was out there. You don't have to explain

anything to him. . .'

"How do you like that?" Joe demanded. "That

gives us nobody to talk with. E.ven if you do

beat your buddy to the punch and start telling
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your story first, you always know that he has a

topper and he's just fidgeting around until you're

finished so he can find that you miss afternoon

tea, or bitters, or a pub where you can play darts

and push-.penny."

"What's push-penny?" Steve asked.

"I don't know," Joe said. "It's something Mr.

Harrison Salisbury must of played in a pub

while he was drinking his bitters. He says you're

going to miss it."

"I never had any bitters," Steve reflected. "I

had some English beer. It wasn't very good."

"How about that afternoon tea?" Joe asked.

Steve sighed. "There was a little babe in

Cardiff who wanted me to visit her folks for

some afternoon tea, but my pass didn't start

until 1800. So I went up to her folks' that night

carrying half a dozen Nescafes. The way they

acted, you'd think I had a pocketful of diamonds.

But I never had any afternoon tea. I had supper-

time coffee instead."

"I don't like tea, anyway," Joe said.

"I won't miss it," Steve agreed. "Read on."

"Mr. Salisbury says here," Joe continued:

"'You can do twice as much work in a day as

you did before you went into the Army.'"

Steve half rose to his feet to read these fas-

cinating words for himself, but, finding the ef-

fort required too much exertion, he sank back

to his reclining position again. "True," he re-

marked, nodding his head. "No question about

that. You can tell this man Salisbury knows

the score."
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Raroers. -

that has children dies in combat? Is

that lost or does the Government pay

that to the wife or child?

I have never read or heard anything

on this subject.

Britain

-Pvt. JOHN L. MARTIN

■ In case of death in service, instead

of mustering-out pay the next of kin

gets a death gratuity of six months'

pay.'

Brother Barred

Dear Yank:

I have been very much disappointed

by the people who are handling the ad-

ministration of certain Army matters

in Paris. Recently I had the good for-

tune to be sent to Paris on temporary

duty for two days-. While I was there I

was authorized to take my meals at the

casual officers' mess, and I noticed that

many of the officers were registering

French ladies as their guests and taking

them to the dining room. I thought that

was fine. But here's where the rub

comes: when I tried to register my

brother, an enlisted man, I was told,

"Absolutely no dice."

Such a thing should never happen. If

one officer is allowed to bring to dinner

a French civilian female (in some cases

of questionable character), why should

another officer be discriminated against

Generated on 2014-02-11 19:33 GMT (150ppi) / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

because he chooses as his guest his

brother, who is only an American citi-

zen and soldier? I have heard all the

arguments about officers and enlisted

men not mixing in public and can un-

derstand the reasons; however, I am

sure the rules do not apply to an officer

and his enlisted brother.

Up here,-where the officers share what

they have with their enlisted men, there

is a fuller understanding between the

two groups as a result. Can something

be done to remedy this totally un-Amer-

ican situation?

It. W. G. GHTZOW

Home-State Patch (Cont.)

Dear Yank:

I read with great personal interest the

suggestion of Pvt Leo Nahas of India

[in Mail Call] concerning the home-

state shoulder patch for this reason. The

same suggestion was submitted by me

in July 1944 and eventually disapproved

for the following reason: "There are not

sufficient facilities for the manufacture

of all the various authorized shoulder

insignia and it has become necessary to

withdraw the manufacture of some of

these insignia in order to process manu-

facture of the service bar to represent

overseas duty."

-Sgt PETER J. CHARNON*

Aberdeen Proving Ground, Md.

*AIm> signed by Pvt. Joe S.

WAAC and Longevity

Sees. I and II of WD Cir. No. 64.
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Precocious. "The United States Navy is a hand-

ful of fir-built frigates with bits of striped

bunting at their mastheads, manned by bastards

and outlaws."

So said an editorial in the London Times dur-

ing the War of 1812. The American Navy was

then less than 20 years old and the country itself

was younger than the U.S.S.R. is today. Democ-

racy was an experiment about which many still

had misgivings and these were the darkest days

of the experiment. American forces had been de-

feated on land, Washington was captured and the

White House burned, and U. S. ports were block-

aded by the British fleet.

But the "handful of frigates" were ships like

the Constitution and Constellation, and the "bas-

tards" knew how to handle them. With British

sea power tied down in Boston and New York,

the Americans harried shipping in the English

Channel and inspired frantic appeals for help to

the Admiralty in London. Their ships were fast

(13 knots), carried 52 cannon, handled smartly,

and on a beat to windward outclassed all war-

ships of the day.

Fantastic exploits of. the infant Navy multi-

plied. The Constitution took on two ships at once

and disabled and captured both. These were hit-

and-run affairs and not the decisive defeats that

the U. S. Navy is administering today, but they

provided a lift to the national morale and changed

the tone of London press opinion within seven

months. The Times, unhampered by present-day

rules of security, then wrote:
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"Another British frigate has struck her colors

to an American. This is an occurrence that calls

for serious reflection—this and the fact that

Lloyd's list contains notices of 500 British vessels

captured in seven months by the Americans.

Anyone who had predicted such a result of an

American war last year would have been treated

as a madman or a traitor. Yet down to the pres-

ent not a single American frigate has struck her

colors. They leave their ports when they please;

they traverse the Atlantic; they advance to the

very chops of the Channel. Nothing pursues,

nothing intercepts, nothing attempts to escape

them but to yield them triumph."

This was the auspicious beginning of what is

now known as American Navy Tradition.

NAVCOMSTUF. The Navy has always used phrase

equivalents in letters and communications—such

things as CINCPOA for Commander-in-Chief,

Pacific Ocean Areas, and COMPHIBTRALANT

for Commander, Amphibious Training, Atlantic.

Now the Bureau of Personnel is adding 136 more

phrase equivalents which will greatly reduce the

burden on communications facilities.

For example, supposing Lt. Comdr. Richard H.

Parke, who will be relieved by Lt. George

Mooney about 18 April, is ordered to proceed to

New York, by air it possible, report to the Navy

Yard for a course at the Fire Fighters School

after 10 days' delayed brders, then report to the

Commandant of the Twelfth Naval District for

ter

Mess

Men asking for Setters in this column are all overseas Write

them co Message Center. YANK, 205 Bast 42d Street, New

York 17, N. Y. We'll forward your letters. The censor won't

Contributions for this page should

be addressed to the Post Exchange,

YANK, The Army Weekly, 205 East

42d Street, New York 17, N. Y.

Movie Review

"PICKUP"-A Usarmy Picture starring Sgt. Albert Epley, Cpl.

Victor Leffingwell and Eunice Hopper. Directed by T Sgt Leon-

ard Wastrel. Produced by U. S. Signal Corp, in cooperation

with U. S. Medical Deportment.

Acapacity audience greeted the premiere

showing of "Pickup," a melodrama of war-

time romance, which opened a short run at the

Post Theater yesterday. Adapted from the best-

selling novel, "Shack Date,"'the movie reworks

an old theme into excellent summer fare, a must

on every GI filmgoer's list.

The story relates the adventures of a frus-

trated, headstrong soldier, stationed at a camp

near a large city, who becomes eligible for a

furlough home. Arranging his train reservations

at the depot, he starts a conversation with a

winsome, trim-figured girl who seems bewild-

ered by the confusion of the place. They decide

to celebrate his good luck with just a few beers

at a nearby watering place. He is completely

taken in by her pretended naivete and unworld-

liness, though the audience soon understands

that she "has been around." to use a popular

current phrase.

Hours later the two are embracing on a park

bench under weak lamplight. His caution dulled

by drink and passion, and encouraged by the

sly little vixen, the boy makes a faux pas. As he

stumbles into his bunk that night, his buddy asks

if he stopped in for a medical briefing. "Aw, I'm

too tired," he says. A fortnight later he reports
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to the base hospital with a curious complaint.

The diagnosis upsets him. "She looked so neat,"

he moans.

The denouement of the soldier's dilemma is a

startling departure for films of this sort. We

won't reveal the ending here, for it would spoil

the reader's enjoyment of the picture. The man-

agement, in fact, has announced that.no one will

be seated during the last five minutes.

Probably the thing that will appeal most to

the average movie fan is the fine acting jobs

turned in by two little-known players. Sgt.

Epley, who last year played a bit role in his first

film. "Military Customs and Courtesy," certainly

wins stardom with his stirring performance. At

the sneak preview in Hollywood last month it

was predicted he would be high up in the run-

ning for an Academy Award Oscar this year. His

studio already has cast him "for the lead in

"Building Emergency Sanitation Pits."

Eunice Hopper brings to the role of Vivian

—Cpl. Ernest Maxwell. Santo Ano AAB, Calif.

(Veedee) J&hnson, the girl, a true feeling for the

emotional instability and appealing youthfulness

that typify so many of today's khaki-wacky kids.

This is the same type of thing she did as the

tavern waitress in "Resisting Enemy Interroga-

tion." She is now being considered for a part in

Chemical Warfare Service's "Smoke Gets in

Your Eyes," a new superproduction which may

run into three reels.

Technically the film is excellent, especially in

the last scenes in the "hospital, which achieve a

By the time cocks are turned loose in pit they are so excited Crowd consists of GIs, sailors and Filipinos, who bet on favorites and take intense interest
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that they immediately fly at each other in flurry of feathers. in fight, which continues until one or both cocks are killed or too maimed to struggle

"SO IF ANYONE FEELS THEY'D LIKE TO CHALLENGE MY AUTHORITY, I WISH THEY'D

STEP OUT NOW." -T, Sgt. Frank R. I

"AND FURTHERMORE, I THINK

YOUR LAST PICTURE STUNK!"

Sgt Al Melinger
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