Generated on 2014-02-11 13:46 GMT (150ppi) / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

he Pacific War As It Looks To An ETO Veten

PAGES 2, 3,

THE PACIFIC WAR WAS NEVER LIKE THE EUROPEAN.

AY IT IS EVEN DIFFERENT FROM THE EARLY DAYS

ADALCANAL AND AT BUNA. YANK'S PFC. JUSTIN

HO SERVED AS A COMBAT SOLDIER AGAINST

NS, TELLS WHAT MAKES IT DIFFERENT.

By Pfc. JUSTIN GRAY

YANK Staff Correspondent

The Marianas—Most of us with little or no

experience in the Pacific are apt to think of

the war in this area solely in terms of fear-

and-disease-ridden jungles or small barren coral

atolls. While it is true that thousands of our men

are still garrisoned or fighting under such miser-

able conditions, generally speaking the Pacific

war is moving out of the jungles and small

islands towards the larger land bases.

This is bringing about changes which occasion-

ally surprise even the men who have been in this

theater for many months. The" marine coming up

from the Solomons finds it hard to adjust him-

self to the open countryside of Okinawa. An in-

fantryman who had just left the mud and wet of

Leyte could hardly believe his eyes when he first .

dug a foxhole more than a foot and a half deep

on Okinawa and didn't run into water. Remem-

bering the days in the South Pacific, both ma-

rines and infantrymen landed on Okinawa with

only a poncho. They found that a half-blanket

would have come in handy.

There are differences in the rear areas, too.

The GI stationed on hilly Saipan may not be too

enthusiastic about the place, bat it is a far cry

i from flat, two-by-four Kwajalein. The ATC man .
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now working at the depot field on Guam has

stopped taking atabrine, something he was al-

ways being reminded about on Guadalcanal. -

While a steam-shovel operator on Ulithi works

in the stubborn white coral, on Okinawa he digs

in honest-to-God dirt and clay.

The man from North Africa or Europe might

well find the climate in the Pacific better in

many respects. There is little out here to com-

pare with the bitter cold of Italian and German

winters. The men of an Air Force service group

from North Africa might not mind the heat in

the Pacific any more than the weather they've

— sweated out inland from the Mediterranean. The

man who caught malaria in Sicily and again in

Italy might not be bothered with recurring at-

tacks on Okinawa. There are now many places

one may be assigned in the Pacific where there

are no jungle snakes, malaria, brackish water or

coral. And there are places which can be ac-

curately compared with areas in Europe. We are

just beginning to reach them.

Probably the first thing an ETO combat vet-

eran would notice in the Pacific is the relatively

short time that divisions fighting the Japs have

remained in action. The First Marine and the

Army Seventh Divisions are typical. They landed

sid(i by side on Okinawa. Previously the First

Marine had fought at Guadalcanal. Cape Glouces-

ter and Pelelieu: the Seventh at Attu. Kwajalein

and Leyte. Probably they have done as much

fighting in this theater as any other combat out-

- - fits. They have had a rough time. But they have

also had long noncombat periods between actions.

This was never possible in Europe. The war

was always present and the demands on the
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In the early Pacific campaigns we either fought the Japs in jungles or on barren coral atolls. In both

use of large-scale artillery was limited.

liminary naval bombardment to soften defenses

There are reasons for this difference. A sur-

- prise is impossible when slow, noisy amtracks

must cross hundreds of yards of reefs surround-

ing such invasion objectives as Okinawa. Because

of the reefs in the Pacific, landing craft must

be employed differently than they were in Eu-

rope. Probably the most significant reason for

daylight landing in the Pacific is that often we

have been invading small islands. In such cases

the Japanese have been able to fortify literally

every point they desired. Power has been our

only answer to such elaborate defenses. We have

sometimes had to forfeit the element of surprise,

hoping to neutralize the enemy's position with

preliminary bombardment.

In Europe the Nazis had to defend thousands of

miles of coastline. It was impossible to for-

tify and man adequately every foot. Therefore

beach defenses were light. Inland, however, the

Germans massed mobile reserves which could be

rushed to any point where an Allied strike was

indicated. Consequently, surprise was vital to

us. Preliminary bombardment would have tipped

off our hand.

As we near the extended coastlines of China

and Japan the familiar power tactics of the

Pacific may give way to landings following the

pattern of surprise developed in Europe. There

is already some evidence that the Japs have de-

cided to use the German method of beach de-
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fenses. On Okinawa we made the traditional Pa-

cific daylight landing only to find no Japs. Once

we landed it was obvious that the Japanese had

decided a long time before not to defend the

beaches. The Navy bombarded the western slopes

of Okinawa for six solid days .before L-Day but

on landing we didn't find a single Japanese gun

destroyed or a single deaQ body—civilian or

military. We found none because the Japs had

apparently evacuated the area days in advance.

In retiring from the beaches to the mountains

on Okinawa the Japanese are following the

strategy of the Germans in Sicily, Italy and the

rest of Europe. The Japanese recognize that they

are fighting primarily a defensive war. Like the

Germans they are attempting to make our vic-

tory so costly that we will be willing to settle on

easy peace terms—terms which will leave suffi-

cient means to prepare for future wars.

To accomplish this they must as far as possible

choose themselves where the decisive battles

will be fought. Once we indicate where we in-

tend to invade, the Japanese can choose the best

defensive terrain and retire to it. In thus decid-

ing on purely defensive tactics the Japs are ad-

mitting that the battle is lost, but as in Europe

we will now have to pay a high price in lives

and toil for whatever gains we make until vic-

tory is complete.

In the past two years our advances both in

Europe and the Pacific have thrown the Axis

back on its home territory. The Germans made

our final drives into "fortress Europe" costly be-

cause they knew intimately the country over

which we had to advance. Today the Japanese

are likewise fighting on terrain they know in

v-e loped new kinds of mines in great quantities.

The GI in Europe ran up against mines made

almost entirely of glass, bakelite and compressed

paper, which were quite impossible to discover

with a standard detector. On Anzio the Jerries

used extensively the little shoe mine. Anyone-

stepping on it could count on having one foot

sheared off just above the ankle. The infantry-

men of the rugged 36th Division failed to hold

their first crossing of the Rapido River near Cas-

sino in Italy as much because of German mines

as for any other reason. The defenses on Oki-

nawa were strong but the infantrymen of the

96th Division advancing on these positions had

little to worry about in regard to mines.

—" The Japs "do use mines and booby traps but in

a quantity and with an efficiency which cannot

compare with the German methods. From the

methods in which the mines and traps were set

on Okinawa it was evident that Japanese troops

were using them more as a field expedient than

as a previously planned tactic. It is the exception

to the rule to find the Japs using standard mines,

built originally for the job, as the Germans used

them. In most cases the Japs obviously had to

improvise, using dynamite and 75-mm shells in

preparing and laying their explosives.

As for demol^rais the Japs again can't compare

with German wftniques. Anyone who fought

through the Sicilian campaign will never forget

the clean, efficient destruction of every bridge or

railroad trestle we reached. The Japs had plenty

of time to prepare their defenses on Okinawa and
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they did destroy some of the bridges and create

other obstacles to stop our progress.

Although we are modifying our methods

against the Japanese to take advantage of lessons

learned in the ETO, some practices of the early

days of the war in the South Pacific still remain.

Units in the Pacific have yet to make full use of

the night attack. In jungle fighting it was impos-

sible to move about except in daylight, so a de-

fense was developed to afford maximum protec-

tion from both the Japs and the elements during

the night. Foxholes were dug close together in a

tight perimeter, movement was absolutely for-

bidden within our lines, patrols were called in,

and then we shot anything that moved.

This technique, although it allowed the Jap com-

plete freedom of movement during the night,

was useful under such conditions. But this is a

completely sterile type of defense. Now that we

are fighting on large land masses we must seize

the initiative at night as well as in the day. In

Europe we kept the Jerries guessing plenty by

hitting them after dark.

Our troops in the Pacific began to think of the

Jap as a "born" jungle and night fighter. Neither

is necessarily true. The Japanese are not a tropical

people and are no more at home in the jungle

than we are. At the beginning they were better

jungle fighters merely because they had been

better trained. But our victories in the Pacific

have shown that we can learn too. Similarly, the

myth that £he Jap is the better night fighter can

also be exploded once we begin wresting the

initiative from him at night and keep moving

forward as we do during the daylight hours.

For the ground forces the air war against the

rmon soidiers straggle by a Red Army tank before Brandenburg Gate once a symboi of German victory

Berlin Death Rattle

A YANK CORRESPONDENT JEEPS THROUGH FALLEN NAZI CAPITAL.

By Sgt. MACK MORRISS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Paris—This is being written in Paris, and it is

very difficult to write such a thing here

because Paris is in. the ecstasy of its vic-

torious Spring, its girls once more in billowing

skirts, its trees green again, its streets sunning

beneath blue sky.

But Berlin was different.

Berlin was wet and sad and the smoke of its

fires boiled up to join clouds that hung low over

the city and allowed a shrouding rain to drift down

first on this block, then on that. And the sun

fought through an occasional thin spot in the

clouds, but its light was intercepted by the haze

and the smoke. The effect was of the interior

ot a cathedral at dusk. It was weird, this view

of the corpse of a city at midday.

This was two days after Berlin fell. From a

deserted street came the rattle of an automatic

weapon and the staccato echo with a metallic

ring, and then there was quiet. Down the bloct

somewhere men faced each other in the ultima-,

moment of decision by gunfire, and the eff

of attack or defense consumed them wholly

There was no physical sign of the men whi,

fought. They were hidden.

Berlin, the capital city of Nazi Germany, rue

come to a violent end. Other cities may have

experienced more destruction but none hac

borne mutilation with less grace. Berlin looker,

dead, and not only dead but desecrated, k

people, fearful and bewildered, wandered with
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out purpose in its streets and the streets were

befouled by the remains of a city devastated

Along one mound of debris a family group-

men and women—had formed a line and were

passing bricks, one at a time, from hand to hand

to someone who placed them in his own way.

perhaps to brace a sagging foundation or peri,

only to stow them for future use at some place

unseen from the street. Brick by brick, hand to

hand, yet there was no expression on the faces

of the group to indicate that they knew tha:

what they were doing was ridiculous, past all

hope, in the midst of their ruin. There was only

a look of unutterable weariness, and their hai:

was wet in the rain.

Physically there was a great deal more to be

said of the wreckage of Berlin than might have

been said of the wreckage of Aachen or Essen or

Cologne. In Berlin buildings still stood as they

did in Essen. Streets were blocked by falling

walls as they were in Cologne and the damp

smell of decomposition was the same. And in

Berlin, as in the early days during and after the

taking of Aachen, there seemed to be fewer

citizens of the city than there should have been

But in Berlin there was an atmosphere of

finale beyond even the poignant sense of defeat

that the other German cities have engendered

in their dying. In Berlin there was a feeling that

here had ended not only a city but a nation, thai

here a titanic force had come to catastrophe And

there was no sympathy.

The Russians were magnificent conquerors.

A Higher Interest

War is largely caused by an excessive spirit

of nationalism, which makes nations pro-

mote their own-self interest without re-

gard to others. When the self-interest of one

nation demands a course of action which conflicts

with the self-interest of another, war results.

Sooner or later the nations must learn a higher

interest than their own, and that is "the interest

of mankind."

It would do much to help prevent future

wars if the peoples of the world could be brought

together .in these ways: 1) Economically, by the

removal of trade barriers; 2) Culturally, by the

establishment of an international language; 3)

Politically, by the surrender of enough national

sovereignty so that an international organization

would have power to settle disputes and enforce

its decisions, and 4) Spiritually, by the recogni-

tion that "the people of the world are one."

tnglond -S'ijl. A. R KINITZER

Moral Conduct and Peace

Until we realize that war is not the inevitable

result of blind, irresistible forces but the product

of our own stupidity and immorality, we shall

not attain the peace we desire. There are two

bases of peace—education and religion: educa-

tion in the arts of peaceful living and religion

for the moral conduct of individuals and nations.

With the former we shall be able to provide a

peaceful outlet for human energy, and with the

latter we shall establish those rights and obliga-

tions between men and between men and God

without which we know only the rule of force.

-Sgt. THOMAS F. TROY

Our Responsibility
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The responsibility for war rests with us. We

should admit it. Carelessly, we are going to elect

a great many incompetent leaders who will spend

their summers representing our weaknesses while

we play at the beach glad we don't have to as-

sume the responsibility.

Fearfully, we are going to do a half-way job

of working with foreign nations. The responsi-

bility is ours as much as theirs.

Let us wonder why we all behave like fools

instead of men, simply because it is easy to blame

our leaders for our own weaknesses.

Cushing General HotpHal, Mass. —Sgt. JAMES RICE

Stop and Think

The major flaw in the last League of Nations,

as I see it, was that its members were not held

responsible for its success or failure. The mem-

bers of a new league should know that their own

safety will depend on the success or failure of the

organization. This might incline them to be more

careful in their decisions and encourage them to

educate their own people toward a life of peace

instead of raising nations of warriors.

Attu -Pvt. CHARLES KOLBER

The Rights of Man

Within nations society has solved conflicts by

establishing institutions of law and authority by

which conflicting aims can be reconciled or their

validity decided. But internationally society is

not sufficiently integrated to resolve anything as

a unit, and it won't 'be until it can agree on cer-

tain basic human facts: the dignity inherent in

the individual's right to liberty and the duties

The bales of cotton on the edge of this Memphis sidewalk,

made up of surplus cotton which has fallen on cotton-room

By Cpl. HYMAN GOLDBERG

YANK Staff Writer

Memphis. Tenn. — Everybody in town is

awful proud of Shifty Logan, the One-

Eyed Connally of Dixie. Shifty has heeded

his nation's call in a time of stress and need.

Right after Pear! Harbor. Shifty went on the

wagon. He's working in the ordnance plant across,

the river in Camden, Ark.

Not all the Memphis characters have changed

since Ihe war. however. Tommy Doran. the arm-

less newsboy with the complexion of well-aged

bourbon, is still doing business at his old stand

at Main and Monroe Streets, and the locals are

'as proud as ever of his skill in lighting a ciga-

rette all by himself and of his artistry in picking

up a pint—or a fifth, if need be—with his teeth

<md taking a good, healthy slug.

• Another Memphian you'll remember is Elvis

Anderton, the super-salesman. He's still driving

the merchants crazy with his unorthodox sales

tactics. He has about 60 kids working for him

nowadays, and he seems to be concentrating on

dowers. The kids have their stands set up all

over town, and the canny tots have found—the

merchants have a strong suspicion that Anderton

is the master mind—that the best spots to sell cut

flowers at cut rates are near florist shops.

The city of Memphis has taken its tone from

Big Ed Crump since somewhere near the begin-

ning of time. Mr. Crump is now past 70 and his

(laming red hair has turned to gray. His mood.

according to both his friends and enemies, has

mellowed with the years.
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Mr. Crump announced recently that he was re-

signing both as state and national Democratic

committeeman. No one srtwis to be jumping to

the conclusion, however, that he has let loose the

reins or that he has retired. His "boys." among

them Police Commissioner Joe Boyle and Will

Gerber, the attorney general of Shelby County,

are still in the saddle.

There's a story going around town that Mr.

Crump has got religion and has got it hard. Ac-

cording to the gossip, which may or may not be

true, he carries a Bible wherever he goes4 And

when he stops to talk to someone in the street

(which happens every few feet) he is supposed

to end his conversation with a brief reading from

the Good Book.

All this talk about Mr. Crump might seem

somewhat excessive to parties not from Memphis.

But the newspapers in Nashville, the Tennessee

city to the northeast, still refer to the sister city

as "Crumpville."

Tlje settlers who named Memphis for the orig-

inal Memphis in Egypt, which means "Place of

Good Abode," knew what they were talking

about. People here live well, especially now that

the town is jumping with the prosperity brought

on by the new war industries.

The city is still the cotton capital of the state

and of a good part of the cotton-growing South,

but it is no longer a one-industry town. The

Fisher Body Company, for instance, which used

to have from 350 to 500 employes, is now the

Fisher-Memphis Aircraft Division, with around

, the arm!*" newsboy, welt-known in

still sells papers at Main and Union.

Jim's Ploce No. T -Jim also hos a Place No. 2—is the best

place to eat. His steaks are famous, when available.

Men have been replaced by girls in

the big Memphis Cotton Exchange.

Most of the local characters—Shifty Logan, Tommy Doran and the indestructible Big Ed Crump—are still

around, but war has made some changes. There are more pretty women workers and hotel help is scarce.

Hospital, which is constantly expanding.

The hotels can't handle the crowds, and GIs

and sailors, who greatly outnumber the soldiers,

can be seen sleeping in hotel lobbies and lounges

and the railroad and bus stations. Hundreds make

their sacks on the grass and benches of Court

Square Park when the weather permits. The city

cops, by the way, are much gentler with service-

men than they used to be.

Memphis still has the no-mixed-drinks rule,,

and the bars serve only beers and set-ups. The

package stores still sell liquor, however, so those

week-enders who don't mind if they do have a

drink carry their bottles with them. This lends

to the gaiety of the town, if not the sobriety.

The Creel Room in the Hotel Peabody is

jammed from noon on with GIs. sailors and ma-

rines and their girls and Waves, Wacs. Spars and

!ady marines and their guys. The Skyway in the

Peabody is still the place to take the big date for

dinner and dancing, and the fountain with the

famous ducks is. still the place to meet. The Plan-

tation Roof of the Peabody opened this summer

with Chuck Foster's band. The Balinese Room

of the Hotel Claridge is going strong, and the

Club Forrest in the Hotel Gayoso opens whenever

the management can get enough help to run it.

The Pig'n Whistle and Fortune's are still the
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favorite hangouts for the younger set, whose

members meet at the Walgreen drugstore at Main

and Union. But the 19th Century Club, once the

scene of every big dance, is now a sort of officers'

club. It was exclusively an officers' club for a

while, but then it was changed into a mixed

officer-civilian club.

Most places that aren't exclusively eating

places now bar "unescorted ladies," and they

have signs proclaiming their rule. For a while,

Memphis cops paid nightly calls on all drinking

places in town and gave the heave-ho to the

charming little things who were "unescorted."

The price the girls had to pay was a night in the

cooler.

They tell all sorts of stories in Memphis about

the embarrassing things that happened as a re-

sult. One story goes that an officer's wife came

to town to meet him, registered at a hotel and

phoned her husband. He was on duty, according

to the tale, so she went downstairs to have a beer

while waiting for him. The gendarmes came and

pulled her out because she didn't have a guy.

When they investigated her story in the morn-

ing, they found, to their great confusion, that it

was true. Something like that is supposed to have

happened too often; anyhow, the police stopped

making their rounds.

Among the civic improvements proposed for

after the war by Mr. Crump and the City Plan-

ning Commission is a new bridge over the Missis-

sippi to Arkansas. It will be a four-lane high-

way, toll-free bridge right next to the old Hara-

Father Callaghan bends over a wounded crewman on the flight deck of the Big Ben to administer last

When the cruiser Santa Fe

By Sgt. LARRY McMANUS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Pearl Harbor—When the battered Big Ben,

listed in official Navy records as the 27,000-

ton Essex-class carrier USS Franklin, nosed

her great bulk into this harbor with a bravado

that tightened the throats of the few spectators,

her band piped her into her berth with the gay

strains of "The Old Gray Mare." -■

Three musicians in the band had been forced

to leap from the ship when it was swept by

flames, and the piano player had been killed. The

band's instruments were gone, but it borrowed

and improvised and came up with substitutes

that would have shamed Spike Jones and his City

Slickers. The musicians played and then sang:

"Oh, the Old Big Ben.

She ain't what she used to be . . ."

Their choice of tune was a musical under-

statement. The Big Ben's highest mast leaned

drunkenly at a 45-degree angle and a jagged

stump was all that remained of her foremast.

Her metal plates were brown, torn and buckled

and the wood of her broad flight deck was so

much charcoal. She had suffered 1,102 casualties

—832 men dead or missing and 270 wounded.

Twenty days earlier the Big Ben had been

drifting, crippled, under the pall of her own

smoke only 38 miles from Japan. The Tokyo radio

had announced that she was sunk. As a matter

of fact several survivors who had been blown

from her decks—there were 484 picked up by

destroyers alone—reported later that they had

left the ship just before she went to the bottom.

Generated on 2014-02-11 13:45 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

The Big Ben was hit only seven minutes after

the 0700 start of the March 19 strike against the

Imperial Navy in the Inland Sea of Japan. With-

out warning, a single Jap plane, a new-type, ra-

dial-engined Jill, swooped down from a low-

hanging cloud a few hundred yards in front of

the Franklin and levelled out at flight-deck

height. The Jill flew over her deck from bow to

stern, so low that the men on the island found

themselves looking down at the plane as it

zoomed by. It dropped two 500-pound bombs.

The first one hit the center of the flight deck

forward of the island, tore through the gallery

and exploded in the hangar deck. The second one

landed farther aft in the front row of the dozens

of planes that were lined up waiting for the

take-off. The planes were loaded with 12,000 gal-

lons of volatile aviation gasoline, several score

500- and 250-pound bombs, plenty of large-

caliber rockets and thousands of rounds of .50-

caliber and 20-mm ammunition.

When the Jap bombs landed at 0707, Gilbert

P. Abbott QM2c, owner of the Binghamton-

Ithaca Express Inc., a New York trucking com-

pany, was sitting on his sack, reaching for his

shoes. He was scheduled to go on watch at 0730.

Realizing that thp fxnlosions had been up for-

ward, Miller headed in the opposite direction

down a corridor, without his shoes. Soonjie found

himself trapped in the third-deck mess nail with

300 other men. All the companionways and lad-

ders were blocked and the smoke was getting

thicker by the minute. Explosions sent waves of

was listing so badly she seemed about to capsize.

All radio communication was gone and the

signal halyards were burned. The skipper, by

semaphore, requested a cruiser be sent alongside

to take off casualties and a destroyer to follow

in the Franklin's wake and pick up men forced

to jump from the burning after-decks.

The cruiser Santa Fe pulled up parallel and

asked if the carrier's magazines were flooded.

If the magazines were overrun by flames, the

resulting explosion might well send the Big Ben

and other nearby ships to the bottom. Capt.

Gehres was forced to reply that he had ordered

the flooding but had no way of knowing if it had

been accomplished. That highly ambiguous in-

formation, however, seemed to satisfy the Santa

Fe's skipper, Capt. H. C. Fitz. He throttled his

ship down to the Franklin's eight knots and

brought it alongside to starboard. A trolley was

rigged between the ships to carry stretcher

cases, while the walking wounded balanced their

way across the carrier's horizontal antenna masts

and dropped to the cruiser's deck.

The starboard list the Franklin wis carrying

began to increase as her engines finally stopped

at. about 1000 hours.

"Someone phoned me," Capt. Gehres remem-

bers, "and said he had 13,000 gallons of oil and

water that he could somehow transfer from star-

board to port. I told him to go ahead and do it.

I've searched the ship since then for that man

but I've never found him and doubt if I ever

will. He must have been killed later."
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The transfer of ballast may have saved the

ship, for the starboard list, although not yet

serious, had been increasing rapidly just before

the phone call from the unknown sailor. The

shift of weight checked it at 14 degrees.

Down in the mess hall Doc Fuelling's kind

but authoritative manner still held a lid on

the hysteria. Lt. (jg) Don A. Gary of Oakland,

Calif., who had been commissioned in 1943 after

24 years' service as an enlisted man, managed

to find a breather—a mask which would filter

out the worst of the smoke. Gary also had a

light. He told the men he would search for a

way out and return if he found one. He dis-

covered a devious, roundabout series of passage-

ways and ladders leading topside, made his way

back to the mess hall and led a group of men out

along that route.

"He came back at least three times," Abbott

said, "and finally brought us all out.

"When I saw the skipper on the bridge I knew

we weren't going to abandon ship," he added.

"I was cold and wanted to warm up so I grabbed

a hose with four other men and fought a fire in a

40-mm gun position until it exploded a half-hour

later. The explosion put that fire out, but there

were plenty others still burning. Then I reported

to my station on the bridge. Most of the time up

there I was on the phone to the five guys in

steering aft. It seemed to help them to talk to

one of us on the bridge."

Abbott decided to try to make his way down

to steering aft. Someone gave him a pair of

rubber boots and he climbed around the island

and down the flight deck, accompanied by Lt. (jg)

Robert Wassman of New Rochelle, N. Y. Dodging
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Without Permission

Dear Yank:

While serving in England I met a cute chick

whom I decided to marry at any cost. I asked

my CO for permission, but nothing happened.

After four months of this I got on a terrific

binge over my bad luck and woke up a day

later to find a certified marriage license in my

pocket.

So I again asked my CO for the required per-

mission and received the usual delay. I then

went to a church and found that the marriage

license 1 had was good, so I went ahead and got

married without the Army's permission.

Since that time we have had two children

(not twins). Now I am wondering just how

valid my marriage really is according to law, as

I still have no idea how I first obtained my

license.

0

J

WHAT'S YOUR

PROBLEM?

Letters to this department should bear writer's

full name, serial number and military address

is valid, your wife is alio entitled to an allotment The (act

that you married without permission does not change your

wife's right to the family allotment. To make sure that your

wife will benefit from your insurance you better have her
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entered as your first beneficiary. Your orderly room will tell

you how to moke the change.

Civil Service

Dear Yank:

My buddies and I have been arguing about

veterans and their rights under the Federal

Civil Service set-up. You will be doing us a big

favor if you settle this argument once and for

all. One of my pals says that we get extra

credits on Civil Service exams because we have

had overseas service. Is he right?

-S/Sgt. HOMER T. BUCKLEY

Aviation Cadets

Dear Yank:

I entered the Army in December of 1943.

August of 1944 I started training as an aviatos

cadet and hope to be graduated this September.

Will the time I spent in training as an aviatkc

cadet count toward credit for the free schooiii;

under the GI Bill of Rights? What bothers me is

that I understand that cadet time does not coue

under that law. Is that so?

Tyndal KM, Ho. -A/C ROBERT OUtlAM

B All your time in service will count toward the fret xfw*

ing. You are probably confused by the language -

GI Bill of Rights excluding cadets from the benefits.'

cadets referred to are those at Annapolis, West font at

the Coost Guard Training School. It has nothing to do *e

aviation cadets, as they are actually on active tenrict

If I turn the true facts of my marriage over

to the Army, what will their action be in view

of the fact that I am the father of two children

and have been a good provider to them and my

full of Bull

Camp Maxey, Tex.—Ferdinand, a wild Brahma

bull, escaped at the soldier rodeo held here

recently. Soldier riders and ropers stole the spot-

light from 75 civilian cowboys at the three-day

rodeo, but.the AWOL bull stole the show when

ho leaped the fence and took off.

For instance, at 11:30 one night, a sleeping GI

was awakened by a snorting noise. He kicked his

hunk buddy and told him to cease, but the snort-

ing continued. The puzzled private looked out of

his barracks window and saw 1,800 pounds of

bull standing in the company street. The tired

trainee jumped under the bed covers and swore

off PX beer for the rest of his life.

Then there was the rookie doing guard duty

who took to a telephone oole and hollered for the

corporal of the guard. Anothei Joe was returning

from a late pass when confronted with a moun-

tain with horns. He ran into the nearest latrine

and spread the word, but it was put down as just

another rumor.

At the main gate the MPs heard a clatter of

hoofs and looked out to see Ferdinand charging

in their direction. They ducked back into the

gatehouse and didn't even put their heads out

when he scraped his huge horns on the glass

window. Fortunately for them he galloped off

down the highway towards Oklahoma.

The last roundup began at reveille when a

frantic farmer called in, screaming that Ferdi-

nand had made a harem out of his pasture. The

bull was finally located near the POW camp, sur-

rounded by contented cows.

Pfc. Don Kayne, a former Colorado cowboy

who used to compete at Madison Square Garden
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and managed the rodeo here, directed the chase

- from a jeep. Round and round they went, but

eventually Don got close enough to toss his loop

over Ferdinand's horns. Four GI horsemen closed

in and before he knew it the AWOL bull was

being pushed into a truck and was on his way to

a stockade. _Pft. bob ensworth

Wacs at the Conference

San Francisco, Calif.—Ten Wacs are among the

military personnel at the United Nations Con-

ference here, according to the War Department.

One is an interpreter, eight are working at dis-

pensaries and one is in communications.

Lt. Beatriz Hornandez. who speaks Spanish

fluently, returned only recently from the Inter-

American Conference at Mexico City. She had

served as an interpreter and translator for mem-

bers of the American staff and when she was

assigned here she was given similar duties.

The eight enlisted Wacs doing dispensary duty

are helping to operate the two main medical dis-

pensaries in the Opera House, which are open

during conference hours, and the two other units

in the Mark Hopkins and Whitcomb hotels, which

provide around-the-clock service. Cpl. Nancy I.

McAfee, who is from Purchase, N. Y., has a

knowledge of French and Mandarin Chinese, in

case any language problems arise. Pfc. Anita

Pineda of Fort Stockton, Tex., is also brushing up

on her French, just in case. Cpl. McAfee is a first

cousin of Capt. Mildred McAfee, commander of the

WAVES. The daughter of Quaker missionaries,

she was educated in France. Switzerland. Eng-

"Americans seem to me all to wear spectacles and chew gum," said the

Arab. "Maybe they strain their eyes looking up at .the tall buildings."

By Sgt. BARRETT McGURN

YANK Staff Writer

San Francisco—Some of the foreign visitors

at the United Nations Conference on Inter-

national Organization thought the U. S. was

the craziest country thejr had ever seen. Some of

them thought it was heaven. But all of them were

impressed and surprised by it—as impressed and

surprised as the native San Franciscans were by

them.

The most popular delegates from the glamor

and far-away-romance angle were the Arabs

with their flowing robes and beards and gener-

ally exotic exteriors. American celebrity hounds

jostled one another to look at the Aye-rabs from

close up and said, to a man, "Sheeks, huh? How

about that?"

The delegates from the Arabian nations went

about their business undisturbed by all this atten-

tion. One of the Arabs, a Mr. Farid Zeineddine of

Syria, paused long enough from his labors to de-

scribe his impressions:

"The Americans seem to me like a nation of

people in spectacles, all chewing gum. Maybe

they have to wear spectacles because the build-

ings are so high and they strain their eyes to see

up and down them."

From the other side of the world, Creighton

Burns, Canberra political correspondent .of the

Melbourne, Australia, Argus, was both impressed

and distressed by American noises. "How loudly

everybody talks," Mr. Burns whispered to an-

other correspondent. The other correspondent was

unable to hear Mr. Burns' whisper, but the Aus-
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tralian went on just the same.

"Everybody seems to be so assertive," he said.

"The sirens at night keep me awake. They would

seem to mean that there is an air raid, but, no,

it is just some motorcycle policemen escorting a

conference figure through town.

You Americans

"Undue ostentation," said Mr. Burns, meaning

that he preferred to sleep. "Prosperity. Noise.

Money. Everybody is obsessed with money.

"Everybody talks'about money. After I talk to

an American five minutes he tells me his exact

income, including withholding taxes. In Australia

a man wouldn't tell his wife his income, if he

could help it."

The standard question that ships' news report-

ers used to ask visiting celebrities in peace time

—"What do you think of the American woman?"

—brought ready answers from almost all the del-

egates. One thing you can say about the Ameri-

can woman, she attracts attention.

Our old friend Mr. Burns of Canberra and Mel-

bourne had been a little surprised by a woman

cable-car conductor he had seen in action. He

wasn't so impressed by her being a cable-car con-

ductor as he was by her quick command of loud

profanity in getting her passengers to "kindly

step to the back of the car, please."

"She had what was to me a very jarring accent

and she was damning and cursing the passengers,"

Mr. Burns whispered excitedly. "Of course, I

don't entirely blame her—the passengers were a

noisy, pushing, discourteous lot. They don't seem

oup of working girls once, I thought it was a

flection of aristocrats. It is because in America

•u have won the fight against poverty."

The wackiness of American salesmanship, which

as pretty conspicuous in local advertising when

e convention first opened, drew quite a lot of

•mment. An establishment selling automatic ex-

cisers featured a window display with an Uncle

im dummy jiggling all day long on a patent

.(•reiser. A sign explained that exercise brings

all h. happiness, good will and the achievement

the very peace for which the delegates were

arching. A Mexican delegate mused: "This may

2 the peace that follows nervous exhaustion, but

that a United Nations goal?"

\n ewspaper advertisement welcomed all dele-

gates "to the Americas, to the United States,

o California, to San Francisco and to the Moffatt

O'Connor Department Store." It had to be ex-

lamed to some of the puzzled delegates that the

epartment store had no particular connection

'ith the State Department

But most of the delegates insisted that the

/ackiness was all in good taste. "I don't see why
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he merchants shouldn't have a chance to benefit

>y the enthusiasm of local residents at conference

ime," said Dr. A wad. "The only things that over-

whelm me are the suits you call 'zoot' and some

>f the ties with great colorful markings. In Cairo

> woman could wear such a tie, but not a man.

They would kill me on the streets if I came back

■earing one," Dr. Awad's tie was a subdued choc-

■ late brown with a small figured pattern.

Many of the visitors fully expected to be killed

»n the streets of San Francisco—in traffic jams.

>r. Lotfali Suratgar, an English literature pro-

cessor at Teheran University and a secretary of

the Iranian delegation,

described jaywalkers this

way: "People run to

their business regardless

of the red dangers on the

crossroads."

Maude Morris, stenog-

rapher of the Liberian

delegation, was similarly

terrified of cafeterias

after having had her tray

knocked out of her hand

on her first visit to one.

Incidentally, most of the

foreigners commented on

the abundance of food in

America, though some

were less happy about

its preparation.

"Americans mix up on

one plate food coming

from different countries,"

said Mr. Zeineddine, the

Arab from Syria. "Arabs

like to keep rice on one

plate, the stewed meat on

another, the potatoes on a third." Unfortunately,

no one thought to try the interesting experiment

of handing Mr. Zeineddine a GI mess kit.

Egypt's Dr. Awad disliked America's "straight-

forward way of cooking" and the custom of add-

ing such sweets as preserved pears to salads and
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"Well, it sure as hall ain't my kitchen."

S Sgl I. W. Blake. Camp Wheeler, Go

RAIN AND POKER

Rain cracking hard on barracks roofs made

New lakes stretch out on springtime jade.

Like children reciting, the bubbles spoke

For scarcely a moment before they broke.

Perhaps they forget their simple lines

When the monster in the Gulf wind whines.

Nervous veins of light shot down

To touch off San Antonio town.

Were these the flares to designate

Some target or seeds that hibernate''

This Gulf wind raiding overhead

With bellied bomb-bays and thunder tread

Couldn't chase the planes that lunge

Intently through this opaque sponge.

And while all springtime turned up its collar.

Card players said. "The limit's a dollar."

Son Antonio AAf, Texas -A/C NORMAN GEIBER
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CASUAL

If hopelessness has found a place

Of permanence upon his face

And dark despair all joys erase.

He's just a casual.

No outfit his. to brag about;

No glow of pride, no welcome shout:

Only a spot to sweat it out:

Only a casual.

He's interviewed and classified:

Hope surges eagerly inside,

Alas, again the same old ride

And still a casual.

The skill that Army life has wrought.

The ribbons, records, all are nought:

A number now, unknown, unsought—

Unhappy casual.

He pays no heed to rumors rife

That dig in deep, then like a knife

Destroy all hope of movement, life—

Despondent casual.

Now if. in some far distant year,

A plaintive voice should reach your ear

And plead. "Please get me out of here."

It's just some casual.

These lines, so full of pain, express

Great agony: you'll never guess

How deep the hurt, that is, unless

You, too, are casual.

Camp Shelby, Mia. -S/Sgt. IRVING CARESS

PAGf 32

I'm sort of what you'd call permanent party."

-P»c. Bark Yeotti, Kniln Field. M!.»

'Pardon me, sir—I have to go now."

Cpl Bob Schoenke, Ellington Field, lex

DUTY

Our office is very quiet

In the heavy stuffiness

Of the late afternoon.

Here and there a typewriter

Slowly clicks

And, as if a million miles

Away, the telephone purrs—

But I sit dreaming

With a silly smile in my

By Cpl. TOM SHEHAN

YANK Sports Editor

at Fleischer, editor of Ring Magazine and

author and publisher of 41 books on box-

ing, had just completed a 48-chapter man-

t*ipt entitled "The Literature of Boxing." Such

ask would leave an ordinary writer on the

les mentally if not physically, but when we

pd him to brief us on the post-war boxing

look he went at the assignment like a one-

machine-records unit on the fight racket.

Let's look at the heavyweights first," he said,

t course, Joe Louis and Billy Conn are easily

i class. But the field is very small. Frankly, I

I't see anybody, except possibly Jimmy Bivins

Cleveland, who can even be considered a con-

ider. And Bivins is an in-and-outer who is

ly good when he fights in his home town. Joe

ksi is a very ordinary fighter. Lee Oma's

3wy, unorthodox style has helped him, but he

r\'t be considered a contender.

"Two fighters stand out in the light-heavy-

;ight division—Gus Lesneviteh. the champ, and

oyd Marshall. Gus is in the service and hasn't
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d a fight in three years. He'll probably be de-

ated his first time out.

"Marshall's done well since Jimmy Bivins

locked him out in 13 rounds in 1943, but he

n't find any opposition. He's beaten Jake La-

otta, Holman Williams, Joe Maxey, Jack Chase

id Joe Carter. Marshall is a legitimate middle-

eight, but he can't make as much money as a

iddleweight as he can as a light-heavyweight.

Tony Zale, the middleweight champion, is an-

Bobby Ruffin, left, is one reason why

the lightweight situation is lively.

)ther champ who is going to have trouble. He's

in instructor in the Navy at Norfolk, but he

hasn't been able to fight. The leading contenders

tor his title are Charley Burley, Joe Carter, Jake

LaMotta and Archie Moore. Moore, who-some-

limes fights as a light-heavyweight, has made a

|come-back and has shown good form.

"The best of the foreign middleweights are

Sgt. Freddie Mills of the RAF and Vince Hawkens.

Eddie Borden and Meyer Ackerman, a couple of

veteran boxing managers who used to write for

my magazine, are in the service and they saw

Hawkens fight in England. They wrote me that

he is the best prospect they have seen in years.

"Freddie Cochrane is the welterweight cham-

pion, but Ray Robinson is the best in the divi-

sion. Cochrane, who was discharged from the

Navy last winter, hasn't fought in three years.

Robinson has been reclassified 1-A by his draft

board and if he has to go back into the Army

there's no telling what will happen. The tipoff on

Cochrane is that everybody wants to fight him.

He's another champion who'll probably lose his

title the first time he meets a good opponent."

What about Marcel Cerdan, the French sailor

who won the welterweight title at the Allied

Boxing Championships in Algiers in 1943 and

defended it at Rome in 1944?

"I first saw and wrote about Cerdan in Paris

in 1936," said Fleischer. "He was inactive for a

couple of years before the invasion of North

Africa, but judging by his performances against

good American fighters he hasn't lost any of his

"AND THAT'S MY DRAFT BOARD DOWN THERE-

OOPS, THERE GOES THAT DAMN BOMB RELEASE!"

—Cpl. Joseph Kramer

"lET'S GOOF OFF FOR THE

REST OF THE AFTERNOON."

-S/Sgt. At

"BUT THE POINT IS THIS-DO THE JAPS

THE 28TH?"

THAT WE KNOW YESTERDAY WAS

—Sgt. Ozzie Si. George
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