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The speed of our advance

was almost as much of o

surprise to us as it was

fo flie befuddled Jerries.

YANK The Army Weekly . APR. 6, 1945

By Sgt. RALPH G. MARTIN

YANK Staff Correspondent

With the Ninth Army at the Rhine—In a

comfortable-looking living room, dirty,

bearded doughfeet were puffing on lib-

erated German cigars, discussing interesting

characteristics of the different women of the

world. Stretched out on a sofa, the platoon ser-

geant was talking over the telephone.

"Listen, sister," he said, "this is a very damned

important call. I have a personal message from

the citizens of the Bronx to Der Fuehrer himself.

Ring him again. I don't care how busy he is."

Everyone in the room temporarily forgot the

conversation about women and gathered around

the sergeant. The sergeant put the receiver in

the center of the group so that all could hear

the excited German guttural of the telephone

operator.

When they finally stopped laughing, the ser-

geant said, "I guess they still don't know we took

this town."

The Ninth Army sweep from the Roer to the

Rhine was so fast that the Nazis didn't know

where we were coming from or where we were

going or even where we were.

As for us, it was like fever. The speed of it

even excited some of theTbattle-weary boys—car-

toonist Bill Mauldin's fugitives from the law of

averages.

To the different guys it was the St. Lo break-

out, the push up southern France, the race to
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Rome, the smash across Sicily and the final phase

of the Tunisian campaign.

They were all talking like this: "Well, maybe

this is it. Maybe we'll meet the Russians in Berlin

next week. Maybe we'll all be home in a couple

of months. Maybe, maybe, maybe, maybe. . . ."

In the cellar underneath the rubble of Roerich,

the general stared at a map, his face shining like

a bridegroom's on his wedding night.

"Look where they are now," he said, pointing

to a mark on the map. "Hell, they're 12 miles in

front of the front."

He was talking about Task Force Church of the

84th 'Division, made up of beaucoup tanks and

truck-loaded troops. At 0700 that morning they

took off and just kept going. Whenever they

bumped into any SP fire from either flank, they

just detrucked some troops, detoured some tanks

to mop up and continued to move forward as fast

as they could.

Now, only four hours later, they were away in

front of everybody. On the map their push looked

like a skinny long finger.

Before the day was over, the skinny finger had

reached out and captured a rear-echelon German

repple depple complete with staff, personnel and

more than 100 replacements. Poking around the

Nazi rear, the finger also grabbed a whole enemy

field-artillery battalion, intact.

The most indignant of all the Nazi artillery of-

ficers was the paymaster. "It isn't fair," he pro-

tested in German. "You were not supposed to

capture me. This wasn't supposed to be a front."

But the front was everywhere. It was sprawl-

ing like a fresh ink blot. As soon as the Nazis

would try to rush reserves to one sore spot, we

to be friends. They explained that they had tried

to surrender all day long but nobody wanted to

stop long enough to pick them up. So they came

down to this cellar, waiting impatiently for some-

body to come downstairs so that they could sur-

render and get something to eat

They couldn't understand it Why were the

Americans in such a hurry?

It wasn't a breeze everywhere. There were

plenty of spots where the Krauts decided to stay

put until they were kaput. There was this flat,

5,000-yard-long field partially surrounded by a

semicircle of thick woods. Planted in the woods

were a dozen AT guns, plus some liberally scat-

tered SP guns and machine-gun nests and tanks.

The guns were all pointed, waiting and ready for

the American armor to try and get through.

G-2 of the 5th Armored knew what the score

was, but alternative detours would take too much

time, and a slow, slugging battle would be too

expensive in the long run, and besides these

enemy guns had to be knocked out anyway. So

the tank boys just raced across the field at full

speed, their guns firing. Not all the tanks made it

Some got hit on the run; others bogged down in

the mud and sat like dead ducks until the Nazi

AT guns picked them apart and burned them up.

When the show was over, after the last tank

had swept past the field, there were no more AT

guns in operation, no more SP guns or enemy

tanks either. The 5th Armored boys also shot up

two American light tanks which the Germans

were using minus the USA insignia.

Frenchmen walked down the road, wearing

their blue berets and their neat, frayed pants.

There had been a strict shortage of MPs, so much
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so that one MP was often detailed to bring back

300 prisoners all by himself. When these ex-

French soldiers volunteered their services, all of

them were given K-rations and deputized as

prison guards. You could see satisfied expressions

on their faces when they prodded the Nazis to

walk a little faster.

"It is nice to have a gun pointed the other

way," one of them said in French.

There was a lot of cheek-kissing, French style,

when the XIII Corps liaison officer, Capt. George

Kaminski, spotted one of the incoming French

refugees. The two of them had been in the same

Jnfantry company four years before. Now the

liaison officer told the refugee about their mutual

buddies: this one was wounded and is running a

perfume shop in Paris, this other one is down in

Colmar, somebody else is dead.

Before the Roer jump-off, our troops had found

just as many dead Germans as live ones in

these tiny rubbled towns. But Muenchen-Glad-

bach was different. It was full of live Germans,

estimated at 75,000. And practically all of them

were trying to butter up to us and sneak inside our

sympathies. Especially the women, who felt their

favors were worth bartering for food.

"Nazi officers had their

own women living here

with them," said Capt.

Bennett Pollard of Balti-

more, Md., at the CP of

the 1st Battalion, 175th

Regiment of the 29th Di-

A tour of the beach from the gar-

rison atmosphere of one end to

the bloody combat of the other.

By Sgt. BILL REED

YANK Staff Correspondent

With the Marines on Iwo Jima—On D-Day-

plus-8 the southeastern end of Iwo Jima

had very nearly gone garrison. This had

been the invasion beach—the stretch of sand run-

ning down from Motoyama Airfield No. 2 to the

foot of Mount Suribachi. On D-day the road par-

alleling the beach had been covered with mines

and tank traps. Beyond the beach were Jap ma-

chine-gun nests and snipers. And the advancing

Americans headed into one of the worst mortar

and artillery bombardments in Pacific warfare.

Now MPs ordered marines to police up around

their foxholes; higher brass was rumored to be

coming for a visit. Some junior officers already

snapped Rotary Club salutes at their superiors. A

brand new eight-holer had been constructed.

Rear-echelon troops were going AWOL to Mount

Suribachi to hunt souvenirs in the caves.

The beach was busy and confused. Ducks,

amtracks, weasels, bulldozers and trucks puffed

clouds of dust as they struggled from one area

to another. Huge cranes looked like robot giraffes

as they moved cargo from LSMs, LCMs and LSTs.

Men sweated and cursed and wrangled, trying to

push their freight ahead of someone else's. An

officer's sedan on the road looked as out of place

as a dowager in a bawdy house.

There was a Seabee camp on the beach, and
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below it bulldozers leveled the land and 10 men

with shovels dug graves. A surveying crew took

measurements to fix the exact resting place of

each body. Behind a line of freshly dug earth

were several rows of filled-in graves. Above each

grave was a dog tag on a pointed stick. Later the

sticks would be replaced by white crosses. A few

marines passed between the rows examining the

dog tags for the names of their friends.

Pallbearers carried bodies shrouded in green

broadcloth to the graves and then returned for

more. A lieutenant asked Pvt. John W. Conloy of

Le Roy, N. Y., in charge of a pallbearer detail, for

a receipt Conloy handed him a slip of paper

identifying the last body buried. "It's too bad, but

you can't even get buried without a receipt," the

lieutenant said.

To the northeast was an artillery post. The ar-

tillerymen had come in«t 0300 on D-plus-1 and

had fired an average of 350 rounds a day since

landing. Now they were resting while Sgt. Wal-

ter T. Edwards of Lakeland, Fla., received tele-

phoned instructions.

"The first patrol is going into a new village,"

Sgt. Edwards said.

"That must be where all those geisha girls are,"

said Cpl. George T. Delta of Berkeley Springs,

W. Va., one of the crew members. "I hear they

got 400 of them."

There was talk about the geisha girls, and then

Sgt. Edwards listened more attentively to his

earphones.

"Okay, let's go," he shouted. The crewmen

jumped to their positions. "Change the deflection

right, one-three-four—fire!"

Across from the artillery post was a dump

Yanks at Home Abroad

Lend-Lease Art

Eastern Command, USSTAF, Somewhere in

the Soviet Union—Reverse lend-lease in the

form of a good-will gesture was made here recent-

ly when 1st Sgt Peter F. Sabakar of the Red Army

painted a portrait of President Roosevelt to ac-

company one of Marshal Stalin. Both portraits

now hang on the stage of a theater built jointly

by American and Russian "GIs.

Sgt. Sabaker, a self-taught artist, did the job

in one day from a photograph that appeared in

Stars & Stripes. He has been in the Soviet Army

since the beginning of the war, was awarded the

■ Medal for Courage and was recently retired

from active duty because of a bad bullet wound

in his hand. -s«t. samuel chavkin

YANK Ft*4d Corretpondont

1st Sgt. Morris Hornstein (center) turns postman for

Pfc. Godin (loft) and Pfc. Cerrato outside The Tont.

Home Is Where You Make It

New Hebrides—In the beginning it was just

another GI pyramidal tent. Now it's known

as The Tent and is the home of Pfc. Gerald Godin

of Auburn, Maine, and Pfc. Mike Cerrato of New

York City. It has easy chairs, a chicken yard,

vegetable and flower gardens and even a mailbox.

Around the front is a white picket fence, with

a latticed arch for a gateway. The tent has neatly

screened sidewalls. The smooth floor is painted

red and white in a checkerboard design. On one

side is a kitchen cabinet, equipped with a Cole-

man stove. On another side is a writing desk with
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chair to match. About the only things lacking

are a piano and the little woman.

The furniture was all made by Godin, a former

shipyard worker. Cerrato is responsible for the

landscaping details.

Oh, yes. There is also a boarder. He's the first

sergeant, who came to dinner one night and has

lived there ever since. —Sot. JAMES GOtU

YANK Staff Correspondent

Rough on Rats

Mindoro, Philippines—Before the war, the

owner of the land on which this AAF

Squadron built its camp spent $13,000 to clear the

area of rats. He was not successful.

The rat situation is so bad on the field that

special measures have had to be devised. The

I 4 E Section advertised for a cat because rats

were eating their recordings. T/Sgt Robert C.

Wilson and T/Sgt. Lloyd R. Newton built an

electronic rat trap, which can electrocute 10 rats

at a time. They bait their trap with pork, bacon,

corn kernels or cookies. They refuse to use bully

beef because they say they don't want to torture

the rats, they just want to kill them.

Right now the two men are working on a new

model with a mirror arrangement and light

beam, to check the height, weight and resistance

of each rat The measuring devices will be

hooked onto a voltmeter, which will give small

jolts to small rats and large jolts to large rats.

The inventors say the saving in juice will be

sensational.

T-5 Robert J. Keegan is another who considers

the use of bully beef for bait unsportsmanlike.

He believes, however, that it is unbeatable in its

tin jacket for individual combat with the enemy,

>

James Dallas was changed from "deferred" to 1-A.

Everybody overseas asks that

about, the young civilians at

.home. Here are a few of their

answers to the big question.

By Cpl. HYMAN GOLDBERG

YANK Staff Writer

Providence, R. I.—"How many guys are there

still left in civilian clothes back home?" and •

"Why?" are two questions servicemen over-

seas ask sooner or later.

I've often wanted to stop some rugged-looking

character in civilian clothes and ask those ques-

tions myself. Recently I had the chance. With a

photographer big enough to take care of any

situation that might arise if some character

figured I was calling him a draft dodger,-1 came

here to Providence, stood on one of the busiest

street corners in town for an hour and talked with

the first male civilians of draft age who came along.

The corner was at Dorrance and Washington

Streets, in the downtown section.

The first man who came along was Anthony

Gentile, a tall, worried-looking man with glasses.

He's 27 years old and a former bartender and

lives in Providence. He's a 4-F because he has

a punctured eardrum.

"Listen," he said, "you think it's easy for a guy

my age not to be in the Army? You think I'm

having a good time? Every place I go people spit

on me, like. I didn't ask they shouldn't put me in.

They said to me, 'Go home, you're no good to us.'
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That's a fine thing to tell a guy. I didn't even

know I got a punctured eardrum. It don't bother

me at all, I tell them, but they don't want to

listen to me. They say I should go home."

Some time ago bartenders, along with, other

workers like perfume salesmen and attendants

in men's rooms, were declared by the War Man-

power Commission to be unessential to the war

effort.

"All right, so I'm not essential," said Gentile.

"So I go out and get a job in a war plant. I can

make a pretty good Martini and draw a neat glass

of beer, but about other things I don't know.

So I get a job as a doorman. That's what they call

it, but it turns out to be pushing a wheelbarrow.

Lemme tell you, a guy don't get the feeling he's

killing Germans or Japs just pushing a wheel-

barrow around. And every place you go, if you

ain't wearing a uniform, they spit on you, like.

I keep going back to my draft board asking them

they should take me in, but they just laugh at

me and say I should go home."

A young, healthy-looking fellow wearing a

good topcoat and carrying a brief case came

down Dorrance Street. He would have looked

good in a uniform. He laughed when I asked him

how come he wasn't wearing one. He threw open

his coat and on the lapel of his blue-serge suit

there was a winged discharge button.

"I wore a uniform for 26 months," he said,

"and then they wanted it back so I gave it to them,

because who am I to quarrel with them?"

He was Stewart Kent, 25 years old, of East

Providence. He's a former tech sergeant with the

Fifteenth Air Force, which used him as a gunner

and radio operator in Italy and North Africa.

Pfc. Alexander I. Cherkassky

Blome orient themselves with a map and a compass.

10th Mountain Division

These ski and boot troopers have

learned how to get the maximum

in mobility and surprise on the

snow-covered slopes of Italy.

By Cpl. GEORGE BARRETT

YANK Staff Correspondent

With the Fifth Army in Italy—The six-

foot-three MP waved the German pris-

oner into the PW cage with his machine

pistol. The Kraut's fingers played nervously with

the Ml-bullet hole in his right breast pocket. He

turned around and said to no one in particular:

'They look upon the war as though it were a

sport. They are not tired at all. It's all a sport

with them." He was talking about his captors.

The PW was one of 388 Germans captured re-

cently in three days by the picked and specially

trained "Ski and Boot Troops" of the 10th U.S.

Mountain Infantry Division—the same outfit that

used to pose for all those snow pictures in the

magazines and newsreels when it was training

back at Camp Hale in the Colorado Rockies.

In a way the German was right. It sometimes

seems as if the 10th regards this slow and pun-

ishing war in the Apennines as a part of a

college winter-sports carnival. There are regi-

mental orders decreeing undergraduate crew

haircuts for every man and encouraging singing.

Before the division began its drive on Mount Bel-

vedere in late February—the first successful
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American offensive action in Italy since the

cracking of the Gothic Line five months before—

the divisional newspaper published the following:

"In case you're worried about being able to

keep that Luger or machine pistol you expeet to

take from Jerry, forget it. Here's a direct quote

from the top: 'I don't want any souvenirs my

men may get from a Kraut taken away from

them. That Luger or burp gun belongs to that

soldier and if he wants to trade it off for cognac

or save it for his best girl until after the war—

OK. It's his, to do with as he sees fit. . . . It's

open season, and there are plenty of Lugers.

Good hunting.'"

The next morning the 10th attacked. Climbing

upward over sheer cliffs that the Germans had

. considered inaccessible and losing men in deep

chasms and from dangerously high peaks, they

took the strategic mountain which had been lost

on two previous occasions. They stripped the

burp guns and Lugers, and the periscopes, mor-

tars and knives, from the dead Krauts and rolled

the corpses down the mountainside.

"We returned with much booty," said a GI in

the 2d Platoon of Company A, 86th Mountain

Regiment. "We took a victrola from a German

dugout and carted it to our foxhole. Jerry had

left a lot of Al Jolson records, and we played

them all night long after we took the top of that

ridge. Oh, hell, there was nothing dangerous

about making all that noise. They knew we were

there anyhow. Incidentally, their butter is lousy."

The winter-carnival atmosphere in the 10th is

something that might be expected. After all,

Walter Prager, the Dartmouth ski coach, is a first

sergeant in the 87th Mountain Regiment. Friedl

uate, cum laudeor to challenged in its i

by a sentry with a Harvard accent. Back at Camp

Hale, where they bothered about such things,

the average AGCT of one of the regiments was

121, which meant that the dumbest buck private

was eligible for OCS. If he did decide to take

that step, the chances are it wouldn't have gotten

him out of the division. Most officer candidates

from the 10th, because of their specialized moun-

tain training, go right back into the division

after they get their commissions. Nine of the

current company commanders used to be enlisted

men in the division.

The men of the 10th have been trained for

every kind of mountain fighting, summer and

winter—their stub-toed ski boots have heavy

rubber cleats for rock climbing—but they are par-

ticularly effective in snow operations. As snow

troops, according to one platoon leader, patrols

of the 10th move "five tithes as far, four times

as fast" as regular Infantry. Winter reconnais-

sance patrols by the 10th are likely to be more

successful than I and R sorties by ordinary In-

fantry outfits because ski soldiers go higher and

deeper into the mountains. If they are suddenly

spotted by the Krauts at close range, they have

the mobility to get out and away fast.

The 10th faces peculiar difficulties. It is not

practical, for example, for skiers to carry their

rifles at port in enemy territory; it takes two

hands to use ski poles, and skiers must use their

poles to climb high ground/ Sometimes, under

pressure, they have to fire their rifles with these

poles still hanging from their wrists. The 12-

pound skis and 2-pound poles make it important

for the mountain trooper to streamline his move-
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ments. He will sometimes carry grenades fast-

ened to his harness so the safety pin will be

pulled out automatically when he yanks a gre-

nade off to toss it.

A lot of the special equipment and tactics they

cooked up back in the States in training, how-

ever, have been discarded at the front. They

used to get superstreamlined mountain rations,

but they now find that the 10-in-ls are just as

good. They don't bother to wear the white ski

pants any more; the parka is just as effective for

camouflage. Rifles were once painted white, but

that is not considered necessary on the line in

Italy. Special ski waxes are in the T/E but can-

dles do the trick almost as well.

"We also discovered that the mountains here

are a lot steeper and more wind-swept than those

in the States," one GI says. "Consequently we

learned that we'd probably have to carry our skis

a lot oftener than they carried us. On the other

hand, the 4,000-foot altitudes in the Apennines

are nothing compared with the 10,000 feet of the

Rockies, where we trained. It's much easier to

breathe over here. Also, during training back

in the States we stuck pretty close to the cover

of forests, but here we've found we're not taking

; if we move in the open, even in day-

light, when we are in positions higher than the

enemy."

The men find their skis make noise on the hard

snow crusts in the Apennines, and they have to

take their boards off when approaching a Kraut

position. On patrols, the mountain troops often

Burma Hermits

Mail call comes only once a

month, there's never any

pay day and the jungle is a

worse enemy than the Jap.

By Sgt. WALTER PETERS

YANK Staff Correspondent

Northern Burma—One day during the fall

of 1942 a clerk at Services of Supply Head-

quarters in India was studying a requisi-

tion form from a Signal Corps Aircraft Warning

outfit. After reading the form again he suspected

that someone was trying to pull a gag.

The clerk called a sergeant. Then the sergeant

called a lieutenant. "Now, what the hell do they

want with that kind of stuff?" asked the'sergeant.

"Colored beads, rock salt, flashy-colored blankets

and—well, and all those other crazy items."

Today SOS Headquarters in this theater is no

longer surprised at anything that Aircraft WarnT

ing may order. Requests for items that aren't

strictly GI are complied with quickly and with-

out question.

To accomplish their mission, men of the-Air-

craft Warning units frequently have to venture

into strange and unexplored sections of the

jungle." They are often forced to call for the help

of natives who have never seen white men be-

fore, and these natives usually prefer glittering

and flashy objects to money.

During its history, Aircraft Warning has con-

structed hundreds of miles of jungle and foot

trails, and many times, because of the nature of

the terrain, its men have had to travel far beyond

Jap lines to establish their stations.

The first station was established late in 1942
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in the Naga Hills of India, on the Burma border.

Later, as the Americans and Chinese fought their

way through northern Burma, many other sta-

tions were set up in the jungles and hills of that

country. Now the network is so vast that a Jap

plane can rarely sneak over our lines without

being detected.

The station I visited is only a few miles from

a road on the Burma-India border. Many other

stations, however, are so far back in the jungles

that it takes anywhere from 5 to 18 days' walk-

ing to get to them. The trails are narrow and

snake around steep hills, and often you must ford

waist-deep streams.

Our guide was T/Sgt. Fred Fegley of Pine

Grove, Pa., a former lineman for the Pennsyl-

vania Light and Power Company. Fegley has

spent more than two years at various stations

and during that time he figures he has hiked up-

ward of 1.500 miles of jungle trail. "I'm not kick-

ing, mind you," Fegley

said as we paused for a

rest. "But back in the

States nobody in our

outfit ever dreamed we

would go through any-

thing like this."

Fegley said that the

outfit's greatest danger

was not from the Japs,

but from nature. During

monsoon seasons the men

don't dare sit on the

YANK The Army Weekly • APR. 6, 1945

cording to Fegley, is the danger from wild animals

such as tigers and elephants. "Actually our out-

fit has had little trouble from animals," Fegley

said. "Most people like to exaggerate the number

of wild animals they see in the jungle. Of course,

you do have to be careful. Once one of our men

put up his jungle hammock for the night and his

dog crept under it to sleep. Next morning there

was a pool of blood but no dog."

The average station is operated by a 10-man

team with a staff sergeant in command. The

men are required to spend at least six months

in the jungle before returning to a rear area for

a rest. But oftener than they like, they have to

remain longer. Some teams have served at their

posts as long as 11 months without relief.

One of the first acts of an Aircraft Warning

team is to call on the village nearest the station.

Most natives have been helpful; they've shown

the men where to find their water supply and

helped build bashos—quarters for the men—from

bamboo and thatching.

The Army's system of going through channels

is found even among the natives in the jungle.

Before hiring anyone the men first contact the

headman of the village, who then designates a

number of his people to work at the station. The

headman usually sends his own son to act as a

sort of straw boss.

"Things have changed from the early, days in

these jungles," Fegley lamented. "It used to be

we could do a flourishing business with the na-
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tives by trading large tin cans. One can would

bring you as much as a chicken. Now there are

so many tin cans that it's caused inflation. A guy

can't even get the shell of an egg for one."

At one station where the men ran out of trin-

kets, a GI squeezed all the cream from a Wil-

liams shaving tube. Then he very neatly flattened

the tube and gave it to one of the natives. The

native wore it as an ornament around his neck—

free advertising for Williams shaving cream.

Medics are highly respected by the natives.

Sgt. Eugene Schultz of Buffalo, N. Y., is the

medic at the station I visited. All the natives

there call him Doc. "We're too far from a village

here," Schultz said, "but at other stations some

of our medics make weekly calls on the villages.

On visiting day every woman and child groups

around Doc, and they all pour out their troubles.

one of them a pill they all demand one. We final-

ly got around it by giving salt tablets to those

who weren't ill. The salt tablets do no harm and

they make the natives happier."

The days at the station are long and boring.

Some of the men have taken to writing books

and short stories. Occasionally the headman in-

vites one of the GIs to a pig roast in the village,

but mostly the men spend their time reading or

hunting. Every team is given a 12-gauge gun for

hunting purposes. Barking deer, pheasants, quail

and several species of grouse are the most com-

mon game.

Some of the men have taken to teaching the

children to read and write, and many natives

around the stations have acquired an elementary

knowledge of English. Cpl. Russell Higgerson of

Albany, N. Y., was teaching two children at the

On the way to Tokyo some of the crew members get together for a game of

baske'baM The court is an elevator that lifts planes from the hangar deck.

This is scrubday on the carrier, and a line of men work their way down a s

of the deck. The size of a carrier's deck being what it is, this is no easy c

Air-crewmen gather around as Shelton Garner ACRM marks up on the black-

board the names of the pilots who are to "fly the strike" the following day.

The carrier is somewhere in the waters off Japan, and the day is cold and o

as the planes on the flight deck warm their motors before taking i
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SCREEN CREDIT'

By Cpl. TOM SHEHAN

There was nothing about T-5 Braid wood Mc-

Manus that would suggest he was an athlete.

He had flat feet, a perpetual hangover and a

bad case of soda-fountain crouch from eating at

Liggett's. That's why I was amazed when I read

in the Stars & Stripes that he had entered the

Allied Boxing Championships at the Foro d'ltalia

in Rome.

Naturally I hurried right down to the little

bistro on Via Roma where Braidwood held

forth, to find out what it was all about. I found

him with a cigar stub in his left hand and half

a glass of vino in the other, talking to a rugged-

looking joe with a rather Celtic face.

"What's this story," I asked Braidwood, "about

you fighting in the Allied Boxing Champion-

ships in Rome?"

"There you go," he said, "jumping to conclu-

sions like you always do. I just wrote Special

Services and told them about the Braidwood Mc-

Manus entry, figuring I'd get some publicity for

my fighter. But I never said that I was going to

do any fighting."

"What's the Braidwood McManus entry?" I

asked very skeptically.

"Shake hands," said Braidwood, "with Hori-

zontal Hogan. He's going to win the welterweight

title at the Allied Boxing Championships."

Before I left the place, Braidwood asked me to

ride up to Rome with them the day before the

tournament and work in Hogan's corner when

he fought.

I'll say this for Hogan: he talked about as good
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I a fight as I've ever heard. All the way to

Rome he kept telling McManus what he was

going to do in the tournament, always referring

back to what he'd done as a civilian. He had

won something like 24 fights as an amateur, if

you can call a fighter who sold the watches he

won an amateur.

"Remember the time, Mack," he would say,

"that I whipped Ripper Ralph Pantelone in the

Golden Gloves at the Garden? He was pretty

rough until I sunk my hook into his gut. They

kept hollering 'A la banza!' meaning for him to

put one in my breadbasket, but he never laid a

glove on me. I was a little fat at the time and I

couldn't take any chances. Besides, my father had

promised me a new green corduroy suit for the

Third Avenue Social Club picnic if I won. After

I hit Pantelone with that hook and doubled him

up, I was able to get in over his guard and I

knocked him out in the second round."

I not only had to listen to the guy all the way

to Rome,- but around the hotel that evening as

well. We were stopping at the Moderno, one of

those swank joints that used to be pppular with

the tourists, and Braidwood wouldn't let me out

of his sight. Wherever you found Braidwood

there was plenty of conversation about Hogan,

most of it contributed by Hogan himself.

The next morning we went over to the Foro

d'ltalia for the draw. Braidwood's brow puckered

into a permanent wince and his head shrunk back

into his shoulders like a worried turtle's when

his guy drew Marcel Cerdan for the first round.

Former Opera Singers Get

In Tune at Camp Swift

Camp Swift, Tex.—Pvt. Edward L. Grabinski, a

driver with the 472d Quartermaster Trucking

Company, and Pfc. Richard Holtzclaw, a surgical

technician at the 380th Station Hospital, ex-

changed talk of long-haired names and long-

haired music when they met here recently. Both

foiVnerly were with the Chicago Opera Company.

Grabinski was on the tenor roster during the sea-

sons of 1938-41. and Holtzclaw, known profes-

sionally as Richard Wentworth, sang romantic

baritone roles with the company for 3li2 years

before he entered the Army last April.

Holtzclaw used to split his operatic seasons be-

tween the Chicago company and the San Carlo

Opera Company, which annually toured the

United States. Canada, Mexico and Cuba. His

repertoire consists of 39 complete operas in Ger-

man. Italian and French, including over 1.000

songs. He has sung with such stars as John

Charles Thomas. Lawrence Tibbett, Martinelli

and James Melton, and lias been starred opposite

such famous divas as Grace Moore. Helen Jepson

and Ilona Massey. Besides opera he has appeared

in Broadway shows, concerts and coast-to-coast

radio programs. .

Grabinski, whose home is in Moscow, Idaho,

has sung as a dramatic tenor with Jan Kiepura.

Rosa Raisa, Dennis King, Alexander Gray, Ruth

Etting and Vivienne Segal, and has also appeared

in concert and on the radio. He speaks Russian,

Polish, Italian, Czech and three Slavic dialects.

"How's your voice these days?" Holtzclaw

asked Grabinski.

"I'd say it was pretty good after the third beer."
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was the reply.

"That's what I was thinking. How about going

into Austin some week end and making a record-

ing after a good sudsing up?" Grabinski agreed.

Old Soldiers Say Good-Bye

Camp Breckinridge, Ky.—Three sergeants of the

Old Army stood together at the gate not saying

much of anything. 1st Sgt. Floyd E. (Babe) Knox,

who first enlisted in 1914 and had served a total

of 26 years, was leaving the Army. M 'Sgt. Frank

Mcllvain, 27 years in the Army, and M/Sgt. S. T.

Gemale, a veteran of 23 years' service, were on

hand to wish him good luck on his retirement,

but they avoided the subject. All three had

served in France in the first World War and all

had participated in the Meuse-Argonne drive.

Sgt. Knox was nicknamed Babe because that's

what he calls almost everybody else. He came to

Camp Breckinridge with the original cadre Julv

23, 1942, and had served as an MP with the 1570th

Service Unit since then. It was at Columbus Bar-

racks, Ohio, that he enlisted on July 6, 1914. He

went overseas with the 39th Regiment, 4th Divi-

sion, and was wounded in combat. Back in the

States, he dropped out of the Army in 1920 for

four years, then joined up again. During his

Army career he was located in San Francisco.

Calif.; Plattsburg Barracks, Syracuse Fairgrounds

and Camp Mills, all N. Y.; Camp Merritt, N. J.;

Fort Devens, Mass.; Fort McPherson and Fort

Oglethorpe, Ga.; Fort Thomas. Ky.. and in Ha-

waii and on the Mexican border. He served with

the 39th. 13th, 22d, 35th and 10th Infantry Regi-
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PEOPLE ON THE HOME FRONT

Ben Rocklin

By Pfc DEBS MYERS

YANK Staff Writer

Chicago—When anyone opens the door of Ben

Rocklin's knife shop, a burglar alarm

jangles, and out from a back room walks

Ben Rocklin saying, "What the hell, quiet please."

He sells long-bladed knives that he calls "Jap

stickers" to soldiers, and he sells less lethal

knives to civilians, provided he likes them. He

doesn't sell anything to people he doesn't like.

"I am an American citizen, 100 percent," he says,

"and I take no guff from any man, unless he is

much bigger than I am, and very little guff from

women."

In the past three years, Rocklin has sold 6,000

knives to soldiers and marines. Judging from

letters he has received, he estimates these knives

have been responsible for killing 10,000 Japs.

"Old Ben's knives," he says, "have gone across

jungles, across deserts and across more than a

few gullets. Sometimes, at night when I'm in

bed, I say to myself, 'Ben, you old fool, you are

such a ball of fire at killing Japs, it is a wonder

you're not afraid of yourself.'"

He used to make knives for slicing bread. "I

made fine knives," he says, "and housewives

praised me in many tongues. Then the bread

companies started selling bread already sliced.

When this happened Old Ben's heart was broken,

but Old Ben is not a man to sit and sulk. I made

hunting knives. Old Ben was getting ready. Old

Ben knew war was coming. Old Ben knows the

Japanese. The Japanese are stinkers." /
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He bought all the steel filing cases he could

get. This was the steel that went into his knives.

The knives have blades eight inches long and are

sharp on both edges. "Old Ben tooled for war,"

he says, "from bread knives to Jap stickers. As

shy as I am, I sometimes say to myself, 'Ben,

you've come a long ways.'"

A Jap, he says, can be trusted no farther than

a man can throw an orangutan by the tail. "I

fought against the Japs when I was a soldier in

the Russian Imperial Army," he recalls, "and

even 40 years ago they were stinkers."

Ben Rocklin is 5 feet 4. He weighs 190 pounds.

He quit telling about his birthdays when he

passed 75. That was a few years ago.

He employs a Chicago telephone directory to

illustrate how he used to treat the Japs. The

Chicago telephone directory numbers 1,732 pages,

is 2Vi inches thick and weighs 4 pounds 11 ounces.

Bunching his shoulders, he takes a directory in

his thick, stubby hands and twists it into four

pieces. "I used to be a strong man," he observes.

Ben has a three-room shop on the second floor

of a building at 746 South Halsted Street near

Hull House. People in the neighborhood call him

the village blacksmith. This he does not like.

"I never shod a horse in my life," he says. "I

hate horses. I have ridden many of them and

eaten more than a few. I never knew a horse

that I liked. Besides, I am a typical small-

businessman. When my country was threatened,

I became a one-man arsenal of democracy. Also,

people were no longer buying bread knives."

THE RECONVERSION

OF SGT. McDOUGALL

By S/Sgt. GORDON CROWE

When the Air Forces reorganized last year,

streamlining squadrons and consolidating

others into base units, a lot of first ser-

geants found themselves out of jobs. That's ex-

actly what happened to my old first sergeant,

Sam McDougall, as fine a gentleman as any en-

listed man could ask for a three-day pass. And

McDougall never quite got over it.

McDougall was a veteran of the last war, push-

ing 50 when he got the urge to enlist right after

Pearl Harbor. He went down to the induction

center, got a waiver on his age and enlisted as

a private.

He wore his ribbons from the last war, includ-

ing the Croix de Guerre, at all formations during

basic training, and it wasn't long before the sec-

ond lieutenant who was acting as drill sergeant

pulled Mac out of the ranks and made him an

acting drill sergeant. Not long after that, Mac

made staff and tech and acting first and finally

first sergeant.

He was a kindly, fatherly type. He'd listen to

any guy's bitches, never interrupting or making

the guy feel like he was wasting his time. He felt

very happy and well set in being a first sergeant,

since in 33 months' service in the last war all he

ever got to be was pfc. He never played favorites,

always referred to his charges as "my boys" and

said, "We got the best goddam bunch of soldiers

in the whole Air Corps."

We were a noncombatant outfit. We gave basic

training to pre-aviation cadets and were a small

group—160 permanent party in all. We had a
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squadron fund and every few months we'd pitch

a whale of a party in a downtown hotel. Mac

would get drunk and interrupt the girls doing a

strip tease and make somewhat of an ass of him-

self, but almost everybody else was pretty high

so nothing would ever be said of it after the party

was over.

Things were coasting swell. It looked like Mac

was set in his job for the duration. Then along

came this "reorganization," and Mac found him-

self a casual along with a lot of the rest of us.

He tried to be good-hearted about it for awhile,

and when a pfc was assigned to our barracks to

see that we kept the place clean and policed the

area regularly, Mac just used to laugh and say:

"Well, that's the Army for you. Democratic as

all hell. Even a first sergeant has got to help

police up the place."

But he didn't feel so good when they started

posting KP lists and he found his name on them

with monotonous regularity. The first time wasnt

bad. He pulled it. But after four straight days of

KP, he began to get a little irrational and went

in to see the new CO. He didn't get anywhere

with the new CO. The CO told him he'd have to

take his turn on KP, just like the rest of the first-

three-graders in the outfit, until he was shipped

out or a suitable assignment was found for him.

The CO did give him per-

mission, however, to scout

around the post and try

to find himself a job. "If

you can find a job, then
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TOOTH PASTE IS WINNING THE WAR

Dear Yank:

Jot long ago we heard that a popular weekly

magazine in the States had printed an ad-

vertisement which was described as having a

cartoon with "an indelicate and offensive military

angle." However, since I have seen the drawing

which was called objectionable I am confused. It

shows three soldiers (the home front no longer

approves of our calling ourselves GIs) in a lush

Pacific jungle, all of them prepared for combat.

One gives the order, "We attack at 12:10, take

the point at 12:20 and return here for (a popular

soft drink) at 12:30."

My chief concern is that this dissatisfaction

may result in the total disappearance, of poster

art with a military angle and rob me of my ties

with home and everything that is dear to me.

I submit the following classification of ads

which have given me particular pleasure since I

have been in uniform:

The first is the "All for Our Boys" ad which

may also be called the "you'll get yours later"

layout I first thrilled to this type of display

after I had eaten beans, Spam, powdered eggs

and C-rations for three weeks and then came

upon a picture of myself in one of the popular

weeklies. I was in spotless sun-tans, properly

tanned, healthy, clean and grinning. I was grin-

ning because I was lugging a bright tray divided

into six compartments loaded with a $1.90 steak,

fresh vegetables, crisp salad and ice cream. The

thing about these ads that pleases me is not the
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fantasy and imagination employed, but the

glamor with which our life is portrayed for those

back home. Uniforms are never dirty and im-

pressed; the portholes of the combat - bound

transport always show a travel-talk horizon and

a beautiful woman with flowers around her neck,

and up beside the now-still howitzer is a full

case of that drink I can't do without. I like to see

things like that.

My second type is the "Buckies Wuckies Have

Gone to War" dirge. Into this classification fall

the full pages which reprint letters from former

employees to large business concerns telling how

they would have been unable to knock out that

third tank without that wonderful lubricant

which has been specially designed not to freeze,.

stain, corrode or lubricate (oops!). I suggest that

these are highly educational and informative

subjects and should not be denied us for their

value as combat tips. Why, by the unsolicited

testimony of thousands of unprejudiced authori-

ties, battles have been won in 27 countries by

spark plugs, shaving cream, condensed milk,

chocolate bars and cosmetic tissue. Also by these

commercial methods, my wife is happily lulled

into thinking that I am issued' a spanking new,

watertight, oilskin-lined, form-fitting and rust-

resisting pouch for used razor blades which was

made for me by the former makers of outstand-

ing brassieres.

These same copywriters have comforted much

of the home front with pictures of neat, cross-

marked graves under which is written "There

will be fewer of these if you keep vital informa-

tion under your (popular brand) hat"

Our third and most exciting type which has
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Navy Leaves. The Bureau of Personnel has

issued a summary of its policy on leaves for

enlisted personnel and directed all commands to

be more strict about entering them on service

records. Nine classes of leaves are listed and the

maximum length in each case is exclusive of

travel time:

1. Annual Leave. 30 days in one year, authorized at

the discretion of the CO, but should not exceed IS

days for personnel on shore duty in the U. S. Leave

not taken cannot be carried over to the next year.

COs are asked to five special consideration to per-

sonnel returning from overseas whose husbands or

wives are also members of the armed forces, and to

give them the full benefit of the 30 days.

1. Reenlistment Leave. This 30-day leave, given in

peacetime to those who reenlist after their previous

enlistment has expired, has been suspended for- the

duration. Regular Navy men will not forfeit this leave;

it will be granted after the suspension has been re-

moved.

X Recruit ("Boot") Leave. Charged against annual

leave and changed according to circumstances. At

present 5 days are prescribed, with travel time in addi-

tion not to exceed 10 days.

4. Service-School Leave. Also charged against annual

leave and also subject to constant change. It is often

authorized in the form of delayed orders.

5. Convalescent Leave. This is supposed not to exceed

30 days but can be almost limitless in individual cases.

It is granted only by medical officers and is not charged

against annual leave.

«. Emergency Leave. And they do mean emergency.
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It is not charged against annual leave, and its length

is governed by the emergency.

7. Rehabilitation Leave. 30 days, to those who have

served continuously outside the U. S. for one year or

more. In cases where overseas service has been less

than a year, 2 V4 days for each month or fraction of a

month is allowed. It is deductible from annual leave,

but the annual leave is not deducted from rehabilita-

tion leave subsequently earned.

8. Survivors' Leave. 30 days of leave or delayed

orders and not charged against annual leave.

9. Leave on Retirement or Release to Inactive Duty.

30 days or 2^ days per month of active duty less total

leave while on duty, but not if you come under the

Mustering-Out-Pay Act

It will be noted that there is no longer an.

embarkation leave; all hands are advised to retain

sufficient annual leave if they want to visit home

before embarking for overseas.

Aid and Comfort to the Enemy. When a detach-

ment of Seabees arrived at Pearl Harbor recently,

the censors allowed no mention of the location

in letters home. But they gave it away to one

Seabee's wife. He started his letter, "Dear Pearl"

(that uw*s her name), and the "Pearl" was neatly

clipped out.

Changes in Regulations. New spectacles or

replacement of lenses or frames lost or damaged

in performance of duty will now be provided at

Government expense. ... Legal-assistance officers

have proved themselves so beneficial to naval .

personnel that the system is to be extended to I

include all ships and stations when practicable.

. . . Items bought in ship's-service stores which

are scarce in the civilian market, such as

cigarettes, lighters, alarm clocks, fountain pens,
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Handwriting on the Wall

There are some things I don't like about the

Army. Oh, I know full well that you will hoot

at me and call me a liar and prevaricator and not

believe me at all, but I feel I must confess to that

failing, improbable as it does seem.

Now that I've got that off my chest (leaving

only a fatigue shirt and some woolen underwear

between me and the winter wind) I can go ahead

and tell you about some of the things I dislike.

I don't care for cartoons about signing state-

ments of charges,,I don't like to carry a pack and

a rifle, I despise physical training, and I do not

rave with joy at the mention of bivouac.

But I have two main pet peeves. First, the

Army has taught me to eat too fast. In fact, the

word "fast" is as big an understatement as the

word" "in the sentence, "My first sergeant

is a"

Since entering the armed forces I have learned

to devour food with the speed of light, with a

quickness and a rapidity which, if transformed to

my legs, would enable me to run a 23-second

mile. No longer can I dally round the groaning

board, spicing the food with light wit and heavy

thoughts. No. Now I must make like a steam

shovel, excavating the food from tray to gullet

with a celerity matched only by the Russian ad-

vances.

While this has played havoc with my digestive

tract (a play similar in formation to the 6-2-2-1

defense) it has caused me only a fraction of the

grief that I get from posters and placards.

I'm sure you are aware of these blatant mani-

festoes in three and four colors which adorn the

Generated on 2014-02-12 02:31 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015012348325
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

walls of day rooms, latrines, orderly rooms and

libraries. You know—stuff like a picture of an ape

with the caption, "don't let i.ice make a monkey

OUT OF YOU—WASH EVERY DAY."

Well, the point of this blow-up follows imme-

diately. I have seen these displays so often, and

the slogans are so catchy, that they have wormed

themselves into my speech and form an integral

part of my vocabulary. When an officer asks me

a question, I find that I answer, "Stoke it—don't

choke it" (from the conservation-of-coal series).

Sometimes I salute and say, "Don't abuse it—

you'll have to use it" (care-and-cleaningrof-the-

Ml series) Instead of thinking about my wife, I

dream about Margie in the yellow pajamas and

the post-war world and War Bonds.

I even think in terms of slogans. I catch my-

self humming, to that fine old tune, "Dinah,"

"Nothing could be finer than to have a helmet

liner in the mo-o-rning." I turn on the radio and

the announcer, to my ears, says, "No shave, no

lather, no rubbing. No shave, no sir; it's dubbing."

I went to the medics but they classified me full

duty. I talked to the psychiatrist, who was very

interested. When he stepped out of the room for

a moment, I sneaked a look at his notes and they

be addressed to the Post Exchange.

YANK, The Army Weekly, 205 East
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Off Looks of His Opposition

This is the time of year when all sports

columnists are supposed to go into a

trance and make with expert opinion

about who is going <,o win the National

League pennant. But it so happens that Yank

has only one trance on its T/E and it is being

used right now by the What's Your Problem

editor, who went into it two weeks ago trying

to find out when the war with Germany was

going to end and hasn't been seen since.

So your correspondent decided to turn the

(ask of predicting the National League season

over to Mel Ott instead

of tackling it himself.

We don't need to tell

you that Mel is now

starting his 20th season

as a major-leaguer and

his fourth season as

manager of the New

York Giants. He is 1-A

in the draft and would-

n't be at all surprised to'

find himself soon serv-

ing his first season as a private in the Army

of the U. S.

Mel thinks that the confused, war-stricken

National League situation this year will turn

out to be a close, three-cornered battle be-

tween the St. Louis Cardinals, the Chicago

Cubs and the Pittsburgh Pirates.

He points out that the Cardinals finished

1414 games in front of the Pirates last year,

but that they have lost their slugging out-

fielder, Stan Musial, and that several other
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Red Birds may have to enter the service some

time soon. Best of their new acquisitions is

Albert (Red) Schoendienst, who became the

International League's batting champion and

most valuable player two years ago when he

played shortstop for Rochester. Schoendienst

was discharged from the Army last summer

in time to play 27 games for Rochester. He is

now in the process of being converted to a

second baseman by Billy Southworth, and

will compete with Emil Verban for a regular

berth in the St. Louis infield.

"The Cards will be good," Ott says, "but

not as good as they were last year."-

A 14-day winning streak of the Pirates last

August, which brought 17 victories against

one defeat, enabled them to take second place

a game and a half in front of the Cincinnati

Reds. Frankie Frisch has virtually the same

team back in Pittsburgh this spring.

"The Cubs must be good," said Mel, "when

they can afford to lose an outfielder like Dal-

lessandro in the draft, release Ival Goodman

to manage Portsmouth and let Los Angeles

have Novikoff. Novikoff is no great outfielder,

but he hits a long ball, and a lot of clubs

could use him if they could get him."

Ott thinks the chances of the rest of the

clubs in the National League will depend on

the strength of their reserves. "In this kind

of wartime baseball you have to prepare for

a lot of injuries," he says. "Players are out

with injuries oftener than usual because

"IT WAS SIMPLY A MATTER OF MAKING A BETTER MOUSE TRAP.''

-Pfc. Walter Monifield

"SEE? I TOLD YOU WE WERE IN FRIENDLY WATERS."

—Cpl. Sol Dember
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'PIPE DOWN, MAHONEY. WANNA GIVE AWAY OUR POSITION TO

—S'Sgt. Irwin Caplan

THE ENEMY?"
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THINK THAT ARGUMENT WITH THE COLONEL MUST HAVE UPSET

STANLEY A UTTIE."

-William J. Ph.lan SA(D)J<:

"HOPE WE MAKE NEW YORK TOMORROW. THIS IS THE LAST CLEAN

SHIRT I'VE GOT." _T.5 s,.v, „imke„
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