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Division’s Fame
Spreads Qver
America!

The 45th is famous now.

Newspapers and radio stat-
ions all over America, and
Britich papers and stations,
too, have been lauding the
45th's part in the Battle of
Sicily.

Letters [rom America showed that
special attention had been given this
divisian by papers from New York
to San Diego, Calif.

A recent program of the Army
Hour in the United States was entir-
ely devoled to the embarkation of
the Thunderbirds from America. A
transcription  had been made there
on the docks when we leit.

OFf course, newspapers in towna
we once lived near were most int-
erested, but remarks of important
war officials and our own showing
here made other papers ta notice.

Acting Secretary of War Robert
U, Patterson said of the 45th and the
82nd Airborne that their first time

under fire « fought like seasoned
wveterans. »
He called this a wibute to our

training.

Earlier General Montgomery had
taken time out to praise the 45th's
fght.

This record was [catured on page
one of the July 24 Army Times,
which went on to say:

a Particular praise was given in
news dispatches from Sicily to the
45th Division which had a baptism
of fre in the fghting of the landings
—a the island, and which kept pace
with the more expenfm::d dnuumns
n
45th was I:Drnmanded by Ma]
Troy H. Middleton. »

Also on page one iz a picture of
Bill Mauldin an a story about the
first issue of The Division News in

Sicily.

Rome Open?
Well, Not Yet

The Italian government has
declared Rome an open city,
but no Allied government has
yet recognized it as such, it
was revealled today.

The British press points out that
Rome is the scat of government, a

railroad center and a war industries
center.

G:n

Americans said we could not cons-
ider it an open city until all soldiers
were gone, through rail tralfic stopped,
and all war industries closed.

Open cities, by inernational law,
are those undefended cities not
contributing to the war effort in any
way. Under international law they
are not bambed.

General McArthur declared Manila
an open ciy, but the Japs bombed it

anyway.

For an Amateur,
Victor Did Okay

It's a good thing matters ended
when they did, or Pvt. Victor Plexico,
Blacksburg, 5. C., might have been
faced with a real problem.

His buddy, Pvt. « Red » Scott got
away out in front in an atlack on a
position. and three ltalians armed
with rifles took a careful bead on his

hair.

Plexico  saw  this, With fixed
bayonet, a gawdawlul grimace and
a hideous howl he charged the enemy
trio. They threw up their hands and
surrendered before he ieached their
position,

« Don't know what I'da done if
they hadn't give up.» drawled the
former member of a recon outht
« Mever handled a bayonet before in

my life. »

Bob Hope May Entertain 4bth

Bob Hopc, the comedian who traveled the « Road to
Zanzibar n and the « Road to Morocco, » is on his way to
Sicily now, it was announced this week.

Hope probably will entertain the 45th sometime around

August 21, it is believed.

This isn't certain-his schedule isn't fixed-but you can hope

for Hope.

No, this isn’'t a Sicilian cork-gun; it's a baby car-
bine, Italian, the exact replica of the larger car-
bine used by the enemy at the front. Cpl. John

H. Geurin, 5

500 Patton St., Wilmerding, Pa., sights

the 25 calibre weapon which is called « G, Garbo»
according to the nameplate on the stock.

Hebert Tolerates
No Monkey Business

Ordinarily easily
escort 38 prisoners even if they are
Germans, but Pvt. «Frenchys Hebert
brought his charges in under an
artillery barrage and he brought them
in on the double.

When he Anally reached his CP,
Hebert had 32 prisoners. The other

six tried to escape.

one man can

St. Sgt. Robert L.
Pope, Guthrie,
Okla,, is literally
stepping up the
power. That con.

traption he's wal-
king all overisa
captured Italian
generator which
builds up the po-
wer wen the foot
pedals are pum-
ped. Pope holds
another one in his
hand.

Palermo Radio
Rirs U. S. Talent

Radio Pal ., Now  op | ]:l_\!

. Row, Row Your Boat...

GERNANS

LEAVIN

JSLAAD OF SICILY

As Germans poured out of Sicily by every avai-

lable means—even rowboats!—the

ast act of the

drama of Siciiy neared hourly today.

How many troops Germany will be able to ferry across
the channel to the mainland under a rain of bombs and the

hail of strafing bullets is problematical,

because in spite of

reports of unearthly heavy fak the Messina Straits are alive
with Allied planes harrassing the retreat.

Little Pvt. Pino
Knew the Odds,
But Got the Gun

By George Tapscott

The Germans had covered
their retreat well, Three ma-
chine guns were placed along
the top of a hill overlocking
the grape orchard through
which advancing troops would
have to pass. There was only
one way to reach the guns,
and that was for a small man
to inch his way through the
orchard until he was close
cnough for a grenade.

Pvt. Manuel Pino, Denver, Colo.,
a scout, was small-only about 5 feet
six inches tall. and not over 120
pounds. He began his slow pace
through the orchard, hugging the
ground every minute, taking advan-
tage of every bit of cover the vines
afforded, The machine guns splat-
tered bullets all over the area, vainly
searching for the man they knew
was crawling toward them.

Finally Pino got as close to the
guns as the cover would let him.
Only twenty yards from the top of
the hill where the guns were stll
chatteripg. The Germans threw three
E:inades down, but their aim was

Thete was only one way to get
the gun, and Pino knew it. He also
knew there was one chance in a
hundred of pulling it off without
being cut down by the other two
guns. There was no hesitation. Stan-
ding up and yelling, « We might as
well get this over with, » he threw a
perlfect strike at the gun.

Before he could fall back under
cover, he remaining guns eut him
down.

Peepless Pair
Are Alive, Anyhow

The outfit might stll have the
peep if the ltalian tank commander
hadn't taken that second look.

Pvt. John Malish, Osage, W. Va,,
walked along  behind 60 ltalian
prisoners and his buddy, Pvt. Thomas
Tarbert, rode beside the column in
a peep.

Along came a small column of
tanks, Tarhbert pulled over and the

d vehicles rumbled on. Malish

rec:

the American Expeditionary Station,
is now presentmg a half hour of
American music each night for the
benefit of soldiers in Sicily.

The station is 565 on the dial in
the regular broadcast band, and the
program runs from 7:30 to 8 p. m.

Tommy Dorsey, Bing Croshy, Fred
Waring and others will be heard.

d the Iltalian meodel just
about the time the rear tank slowed
down and the commander pesked
over the edge of the turret. Imme-
diately all tanks did an about face
and bore down on the group.

Tarbert and Malish peppered the
tanks with Tommy gun fire while
the jeep was crushed. Nobody was
hurt.

Meanwhile, the German
delaying action goes on. The
American forces having taken
Randazzo, moved on to take
Oliveri. The British toock Fiu-
mefreddo and Piedmont Etnea.

It had been announced
earlier that 130,000 prisoners
hav been taken on the Island
during the campaign.

Related to the Sicilian
campaign is the bombing of
Italy, and Milan took another
pasting Sunday night, The
people there, the Swiss say,
are demonstrating for peace,

Italian Officer
Gosts Bob a Nickle

There were two things
about the action that surpnsed
Cpl. Bob Whittenbeck consi-
derably.

He traced the course of the enemy
motorcycle through the turns of the
mountain road while he waited in
the concealment of a ditch. Then,
when it rounded the turn and was
almost on him, he let fly with his
rifle and received his first surprise;
The bullet struck the machine and
both riders went sprawling when the
motorcycle went out from beneath
them.

Surprise No. 2 came after he'd
relieved the lalian officer of hia
pistol. The officer asked if he might
have a souvenir of Whittenbeck,
Amazed, the corporal handed him
an Atncrican nickel and asked why
he wanted it.

It seems the ltalian had been in
Russia, in North Africa and now his
war was ended here on a Sicilian
road. He wanted a remembrance,

McKean How Bears
Unpleasant Name

Pvt.  James & jackass» McKean,
Jonesboro, Ark.. can forget the bray
of the jackass, but can he ever live
down the nickname he got from his
squad mates?

MacKean was an outpost guard,
with orders not to shoot unless he
had to, Mindful of his order, he held
his hre when he saw the bushes stir
down the side of the road, thinking
it might be the wind. When, however,
the bushes kept stiring, and in a
direct line to him, that was too much,
Drawing a close head on where he
hgured the unseen enemy should be,
he let Bo.

The next minute the air was filled
with excited questions from other
guards, the dying bray of a jackass,
and the shouts from the [talian
peddler who had been riding him.



Mules Differ In Character, Soldiers Find;
Compare Betsy with Shiftless Beasts

By Bill Barrett

Curiosity Almost
Kills Cat, And Six

A kitten almost cost the
lives of six paddlefeel-Seat.
Clarence Reissig, Pyvt. Harold
Schwecker, Pvt. John Suppe,
Pfc. Louis Paul, Pvt. John
Malish, Osage, W. Va., and

vt. Thomas Howe, Los
Adamos, Col.
The six were lorced to  detour

around a bridige directly into a mined
area that was also lined with booby
traps. Lhe going wasn't loo tough
because they could see the boohy
trap wires and carelully aveid them.

They were almost through  when
a kitten cabmly walked in hehind
them, and while they watched with
hotrified awe, it played with the uip
wires. After some coaxing the cat
was shooed away and the six got
through.

Ities Think Up
Ways te Surrender

A book could probably be written
ahout the number of ways the ltalians
have taken ta surrender, ranging
from [ormal surrender to walking up
to doughboys on the streets. The
queercst of them all happened to
Pic. Stephen Check, Detroit. Mich,,
and Pyt John Sheval, Brooklyn,
N. Y.

Thinking themselves far {rom the
encmy, the two lmys had walked 1o
the local swimming hole, leaving
their guns in camp. In the middle of
their splashing. they saw five Jtalian
soldiers standing on  the beach,
watchung them. They were racking
their brains, wondering how to get
way, when they saw the five raise
their hands in surrender.

& Now how the hell did they know
we were Americans?o the two boys
are still wondering.

Moonlight's Better
For Love, Not Poker

Moonlight las no  softening  in-
Auence on  Ple. Irving  Fishman,
Bronx, M. Y., as Pvt. Sid Gershowitz,
Mew London, Conn., Ple. Frank
Backus, Pittcairn, Pa., can testify.

The three had played poker all
afternoon,  with Fishman doing  all
the winning. Night came and Fishmaon
rejoiced, thinking of the letter he
had written his wife, promising to
send money.

The other two were not so happy.
They brought out their best ar-
guments and finally persuaded Fish-
man to continue the game by moon-
light. Even by moonlight, however.
their luck was gone, Fishman ended
up a heavier winner tham before.

Butterfly Mine
Wounds Laude

Plc. Edward Laude was badly
wounded, but hie has the satisfaction
ol knowing that he saved the lives
of his comrades, Pvt. Marce Bruni,
California, and Pvt, Tommie Tarbert,
Baltimore.

The three were sent out on a
patrol to contact another outht. but
missed them in the darkness. While
they lay there, Jerry opened up with
artillery on the area. They decided it
was time o move.

On the way out, Laude, Hartford,
Conn, stepped on a butterlly mine
and took the [ull force of the blast
in his leg.

There’s a Moral:
ever Guess

First Lt. Jack Weiner, Pvt. Tommy
Howe and Pvt. Marco Bioni were
snjoying a quiet swim in the Me-
diterrancan when the plane zoomed
in on them.

a Spithre, » said  Brum assuredly,
and because he works for 52 and
is supposed to know about such
things, the other twe believed him-
until the Messerschmitt started straling
them.

They took cover behind a rock,

This is the story of 20 mules
and what happened when
they started hauling equip-
ment for a heavy-weapons
company of infantry. What
follows would never have
happened had the outht taken
heed of its top kick and his
experience  with a Sicilian
mule.

First Sgt. Edward Peppler,
Longmont, Col., toiled along
the dusty road and his com-
pany toiled along with him.
Then Pepplar spied an aban-

doned mule.
While the company trudged on
ahead, the top-kick managed to

corner the brute and climb on. This,
he considered, more  like it
This, he thought, was not ouly hetter
than walking. but it befitted his po-
sition as first sergeant.

Then the mule threw him. Cussing
in the Sicilian dust, Peppler again
mounted, few more steps an
again Peppler landed off tus ass in
the dirt.

Desperate  now, he glanced down
the road, The company was almost
out of sight. So Peppler Iaid hands
on the animal and learned about how
stubborn a mule can be. After he
dragged the heast 200 yards he gave
up in disgust and abandoned it by
the wayside. Then he double-timed
a half mile until he caught up with
his outht. Which, when you come to
think of it, wasn't hefitting his po-
sition as first sergeant.

was

This  should have  steered the
company clear of mules for the
duration, but it didn't. Another

paddlefoot cutht had 20 mules they
were willing to get rid of, so Peppler’s
company grabbed them up and the
trouble started.

They sent the animals back for
rations one night, and all went well
until tlley met a pntrol from another
outht. The patral almost wiped out
he loaded asses whom they took to
be a German column.

The donkeys caused Pyt Gully a
few anxious moments ton. He was
on guard one night, a liule shaky
after a stif enemy barrage, He saw
a shadowy head in the brush, took
a bead on it before he discovered it
Was a mulc.

« Wait, » he stuttersd, « h-halt. »
Then as recognition dawned: « Oh,
you're a mule. Pass. »

The patience of the outht ran out
though on the long push through the
mountains. Every hour the mules
walked slower and every hour a few
more pounds of equipment was
transferred from the back of a donkey
to the back of a paddlefoot.

Finally at the edge of a stiff grade,
the mules pave out, They simply
lay Jown and refused to move. The
last few pounds of equipment was
put on the backs of the sweating
infantry, and the mules took a four-
hour breal.

Shulﬂy afterwards 20 mules
transferred in grade to another
pany-a rifle outht.

Room Js Filled
With Traps, Luck

It was potentially by far the

were
com-

st
slept
in, so Cpls. Americano Dentino and
and Pvt. PRobert
set about converting the

the abandoned farmhouse

comlortable place they had yet

Ale  Smolowitz
Passmare
room in
into a palace.

They meoved furniture: they pulled
them the
sleep on. If there was any thought

down  curtains and  used
of danger it was dispersed by the
fact that the medics had set up an
and the

So they slept well,

slation  in room  adjoining.

Mext morming they aweke 1o find
posted on the entside of the room’s
entrance the notice: « Do Mot Enter -

Booby Traps. »

Melon Spree

One of the line companies had
a wantermelon festival the other day.
A generous Sicilian turned two melon
patches over to the outht, explaining
there was no other market for the
[ruit.

They had been through hell
together, and now whenever
Sgt. Lawrence C. Damato
hears the bray of a disconso-
late mule, he thinks of Betsy
and wonders where she's at.

Betsy was a mule herself,
and a good one. For days che
sweated along beside her
sweating master , amato ,
and together they climbed
half the hills in Sicily. She
carried his medical equipment,
and whenever the going got
tough, Damato was right the-
re with an encouraging word,

offering to share the burden.
As a matter of fact Damato had
his hands full protecting Betsy from
the dangers of war and the men in
the outht who weren't quite as con-
siderate as they might have been.

There was the time when the
company hit the mine feld and
progress was held up  while the

sappers went to work. Damato was
out at the time and one of his mates
tied Betsy to a bridge, When the
medic returned Betsy was toying with
a mine not two [eet away.

Alter that Damato made sure he
was near Betsy when hell broke
laose. That poliey almost cest him
his life. When the outlit was caught
in a cross hre of machine guns, he
refused shelter behind a tree when
one of the men crouching there =aid
it was OK for Damato to come in,
but to o keep that damn mule outa
l‘cle. (L3

Yes, life with Betsy had its risky
moments but it was a happy one
Then one day the two of them wot
involved in a really heavy engage-

ment, and Betsy had to be leh
hehind.

Now life iz empty for Damato. He
carries  his  own eguipment, but

that's not what hurts, It's the thought
that comes to him whenever he hears
the bray of a passing mule, the
thought that somewhere in  Sicily
there's a donkey named Betsy who
misses a medic with all her mulish
might.

L Hushand Quick,
Or Hen Is Doomed

If someone doesn’t show up with

good healthy rooster pretty sooh, a
few men in division ordnance are
going to have a chicken fry.

Somewhere along the line they
acquired a hen in a shelled and
abandoned chicken house, It's
companied the outfit ever since, the
men hoping that some day a rooster
would show up and little chickens
would start hatching all over the
place.

But the hen is nice and fat now.
And  the chicken-dinner agitators
have a strong point in their faver:
The hen has taken to sleeping with
the men on cold nights.

ac-

Is Brenda Now
A Spouse or Stew?

Some  hint  u deserter, = others,
kinder souls, say she found a gent-
leinan who made her forget such a
thing as the army. and when the
infatuation wears off she'll return, a
penitent soul. Anyway, she's gone.

«Shen iz a rabbit her owner,
Corp. John Percy Guthrie, Stillwell,
Okla.. named « Brenda. » The boys

in the outht had grown guite [ond
af her, had even made a set of
leather dog tags for her. They're
ling the time they lear some
autht brazging of the fine rabbit
W l!u:)' had.

010 Chestnut
Wins Bello Rest

Perhaps once in a Gl's
Lhe'll get away with
wrist » gag, but few are the
who ever work it as well as Pvt, Al
George Bello,

Cpl. Harold Liable, Malden, Mass.,
ned him to dig a latrine. Bello
d up sporting a handage and
a lale about a sprained wrist,

So the carporal did the dipging.

the =&

show

These Foxholes
Look Like Mines

One artillery  outfit  boasts
pretty deep lozhole diggers.

Pet. Rey Stick was busy digging
his hole on the heach when a group
of enemy hombers [ew over an
dropped a lew hombs. Stick went
right on digging.

When it was ali over, he paused
lang encugh to peer over the top of
the excavalion, now chin-deep.
was all the excitement?o

some

u« What
he asked.

Cpl. William H. Judkins, Oklahoma
City, digs ‘em deep too, When the
lile ohjects started  drilting down
from the plane he thought they were
pamphlets. Then  someone yelled,
«Eggs!» and he made a dive for his
hole.

Alieady in it were St. Sgt. Leon
Debry, Minco, Okla.. and Cpl. Tobe
Hardin, Oklaboma City.  Judkins
landed on top of them, but there was
«ill some room. A voung Sicilian
in the vicinity took a Aying leap and
landed in on top of Judkins.

German Seems
A Bit Gun Shy

Put. Stanley Kusek, first aid man,
will prabably Le a firm believer from
now on in letting the scouts attend
1o checking on the identity of stran-
pers along the way.

Kusek had pone o little distance
ahead of the company to check up
an the wounded, Seeing a fgure
standing on a bank overlooking the
road, he asked if he was fromblank
company. There was no reply, so Kus-
ek, curious, walked over and laid his
hand on he man's shoulder. To his
surprise, it was a German. Kusek
yelled [or someone with a gun to
come quick, and at the word gun,
the man held up his hands,

And Sure Enough,
Thers Was One!

Pvt. Lee Murphee, Durant, Okla.,
is threatening death to the next man
who jokes about mines.

Murpher was in the middle of a
mine feld, trying to figure the safest
place to step. A soldier standing near
him, thinking to throw a linle scare
inta him, jokingly kicked at al linle
rise in the ground and said, « Heres
one, Murphee. » The joke nearly
backfired when they looked closer
and found it really was a mine. It
was a tossup as to which was the
mare scared.

One German Car
Lquals a Bottle

Pic. Jolin Slovak Bellmore, I
MNew York, and three others had
found a German vehicle along the
way, and thinking it might be poss-
ible to fix it up pushed it to a neatby
town, There they found he rear end

gone, but they decided o try to
salvage  something out of it if
possible.

There was a crowd of cutions civ-
ilians gathiered around, so the soldiers
announced, with gestures, that the
first man wha brought them a botle
of wine could have the car. Several
wanled parts of it, =0 a number were
in the race that followed. The minute
wine handed  over, the
winner started stripping the tires off.

the was

Fllis Expects
Oak Leaf Cluster

Two boys, Ellis and Henry Lawis,

(w0} how
happenings o
to the other.

are both the same com-
ath Ples., lbrothe unul a
fewe  days aps both  wore  Purple
Hearts, and neither had gone to the
horpital. Then the ather night Henry
ot an Oak Leaf when a piece of

shrapnel landed 0 arm.
Now Ellis is wondering when his
turn will come.

Quoth the
Dogface...

By Bill Mauldin

This invasion has gone to
hell. My old infantry top kick,
a reasonably sensible and ef-
ficient man for a first sergeant,
has gone and let them make
a second lieutenant out of
him. Some ltalian cop stole
the motorcycle I had stolen
from another ltalian cop. Now
comes the final blow. [ find
war correspondents are not

all they are cracked up to be.

Back in the States, you could pick
up a book some war corrcspondent
wrote almut his experiences, and see
him pecking out a  world-shaking
story with one hand and pistol-whip-
ping the enemy with the other. You
could almast lear him  as, with
sweat on his brow and dirt in his
ears, he would scream at a general,
« Hold that battle, ald boy! 1 want
ta save some of it for next week’a
installment! s It was hot stuff. 1
ate it up.

Then the other day | saw a group
of people approach ‘an unwary sol-
dier who was taking a bath in his
canteen cup. In the lead was a Public
Relations major, clucking like an old
hen over its brood. The brood con-
sisted of nine correspondents
and nine shavetails, who acted as
auides. The private took one herri-
fied look. upset his bath water, and
dived into the thicket. Evidently he
had experience with war correspon-
dents lbefore. They dragged him
squirming our, two of the officers
sat on him, and the guiz began,

« Pencils ready and sharp, boys? »
said the major.

“w Yep. » Cherus of voices.

o Motebooks ready? »

o Yep. w

« Ready then, » said the major to
the private. ¢ How do you like
overseas duty? »

« Um-m-m. Rather be in the Ser-
vice Command and go hame every
night. »

wHe's proud to he part of the
mighty forces of freedom that have
come to stamp out the evils of op-
pression. »

Sound af scribbling pencils,

« How is the [ood? s |

« Dunne. Our ration truck was
shelled. Aint et in two days.m

« He thinks the American Army is
the best fed in the world, He's par-
ticularly impressed  with  the new
fve-in-one ration. Bacon, eggs, and
tomato juice for brenkfast, veal for
lunch, and asparagus tips for supper,
all done up in handy dehydrated
form. »

« That's a damn lie. The bacon is
greasy. and | aint got ne place to
cook it. The dern fools that dehydrate
that stuff seem to think we got
running  water in every bivouac
area. »

More scribbling, a scowl From the
major, and the squeak of erasers.

« How do you like your officers? »

« Bremglpfsk 10

« He says they are a constant in-
spiration to their men, That's all,
soldier, thank you very much, Give
these gentlemen your name and home
address, and you may continue with
your hath. n

There is one correspondent | know
that partly revives my [aith in the
breed. In the first place, he's here
A, W 0. since he's listed as
being in Morth Africa. Second, he
wears a grnmy uniform, has a be-
dragaled  moustache,  and  doecsn't
look dashing at all. In fact, the
«Cn on his armband is hanging by
a thread and looks beautifully slop-
py. Third, he deoesn't know any
generals, and claims he doesn’t want
to know any. He was a huck private
in the last war.

Since nohody knows he's here, he
can't get rations, and we slip him an
occasional can of meat and beans to
keep the spark of life going. |
strongly  suspect he doesn’t even
know what paper he works for, Once
he ankled out to Bloody Ridge with
a couple of sther correspondents who
had managed 10 slip out from under
the majors maternal eye It was a
long walk, and at the end of it our
{riend stopped, wently placed a hand
on his forehead, and said as lollows:

@ Please leave me now, | want to
aet the mood. | know. 1 shall call it
 The Battle of the Garden of Oli-
ves ' o Awed bhefore this display
ol literary genius, the other two cor-
respondents respectiully tiptoed away.
Our friend promptly lay down under
a bush and went to ?'h:ep.

war




Gannon Men
Enliven Town,
Shoot at Things

The small town had been
in our hands only a few hours
when the cannon company
pulled in. If the men fnally
proved to be a little trigger-
happy, it was because of this
fact and the warning they had
received about snipers. Be-
sides it was almost dark.

S0 when Cpl. Ray Kuykendall,
Sacramento, Cal,, saw a head peering
over the edge of a church roof, he
first challenged the figure, and, when
no answer was received, let go with
his rifle. The head dropped out sight.

MNext morning he set out to see
what he'd bapped. Laboriously he
climbed the wall of the church, and
prered over the edge of the rocl.

His single shot had landed right
between the cyes-of a statue,
¢. Bernie Stokes, same outfit,

had been on the ball the night be-
fore too. Hiz guard post was atop n
parked wehicle near a smoldering fire
started by artillery.

Mear the fir= was a small hut
Every few minutes a shadowy figure
would emerze from the building and
make a break for the fire. Every time
he put in an appearance, Stokes
would drive him hack in the hut
with a rifle shot. This kept up all
night.

In the morning, Stokes advanced
cautiously on the hut, all set to cap-
ture his prisoner. He was met at the
door by an indignant native. The
Sicilian wanted to know why, war
or no war, a respectable citizen was
shot at every time he tried to protect
his property from fire.

Produce

It's taking Pvt. Bernard Romsey a
little while to pet used to Sicily, The
other day someone showed him a
small tree sprouting skinny leaves.
Mow Ramsey is willing to bet anyone
in the outfit that he can find a ma-
caroni tree.

Like Two Holes
In the Rowboat

Cpl. Art Falkenburg, a cannen
company paddlefoot, [ound his half-
track smack in the midde of a bar-
tage of 88's one night

At the height of the attack, Fal-
kenburg yelled at one of his buddies
to let down the shield.

« What for? » yelled the befuddled
dogface above the roar.

= To let out some of this damned
shrapnel, » was Falkenburg's reply.

A Funny HMan
Is Sergeant Pope

5t. Sgt. Robert L. Pope, Guthrie,
Okla., division ordnance, has been
having a lot of fun with a captured
Italian hand grenade.

The other day he approached group
of his buddies.

«Look what 1 found, » he said,
showing them the sred devil.n
Then, when he'd gathered a large
group around him, Pope pulled the
pin. « Wonder what this is for, » he
remarked,

But nohody heard him. They were
all diving for the nearest foxhole.

hen Pope casually remarked that
the grenade had been stripped.

Friendly Are
These Germans,
Sergeant Finds

Friendly Italian soldiers have
come a dime a dozen here in
Sicily, but co-operative Germ-
ans are worth talking about.
Take the three captured by
Sgt. Melvin Weisz, for inst-
ance.

Weisz, Greeley, Col.. was on his
way back [rom an engagement with
a trio of Maziz whom he watched
with a wary eye. In the pitl:b darkness
of the night the four entered a draw
when suddenly one of the Germans
stopped, explaining to Weisz that a
Land ol Jerries lay ahead waiting for
the proeession,

While the American non-com took
cover, one of the Germans shouted
something and out of the blackness
stepped a German officer. When he
saw Weisz he turned and ran, but
the sergeant dropped him with a shet
from his rifle and went on aflter the
rest of the enemy, his prisoners
chediently following.

Going over a wall, Weisz dropped
his rifle. With a courteous word one
of the Germans stooped, picked the
rifle up-and handed it bach to the
captor., Weisz thanked him, affixed
his grenade launcher and let go.

There was a flash, a roar, and in
the darkness ahead four Jerries lay
dead. Weisz continued with his three
prisoners.

Life Saved

First Lt. Melvin Smith rescued one
of his men, Plc. Melvin Derwiler,
from drowning last week. Detwiler
had gone into deep water and was
floundering  there when the officer
reached him.

Pfs. Pleaz Wdisenhunt, Caddo, Okla., decided that,
war or ho war, the company was in complete
without a mascot. He walked the nearest house
where he found this puppy, which the farmer was
gladt o trade for two cigarettes. PFooch answers
to the name of «Vino» when he answers at all.

1 Boys Feel Mindly

ot 00 Heis

Two reporlers went to the field, and both came back with
stories in praise of the Medics. One of the reporters is a Medic,
and bas taken a lot of kidding about it, so it's not surprising in
his case. The other is an ordnance man, though, like Skeezix,
and always in the U. S, had thought of the Medics as the red
tape department. So, here's to the Medics I-Editor.

Medics have been called
everything from « pill rollers »
to « aspirin curcalls » in peace
time. Come war, and they
make the scoffers swallow
their words by the way they
do their work,

Plc. John Slovak, Bellmore, Long
Island, "N. Y.. and Pvt. Homer
Mathien, Springheld, Mass., had
heen warned about danger of going
out under direct fire to give aid.
Mevertheless, when two soldiers were
knocked out by mortar fire, they
wormed their way up to the two and
bandaged them up, still lying Nat on
their stomachs.

Ple, Frad Beard wrigpled his way
up to two soldiers, one of whom had
heen hit. With the unwounded man
helping him, Beard started to work.
A bullet knocked the woluntzer
down, a hole in his head, but Beard
finished the job, pulled the man out
of line of fire, and returned to cover.

Pic. John Slovak, Morris Hanson,
Hanska, Minn,, Pvt. Paul Hodges,
and Pfe. Helmuth Gutersloh, N. Y.
C., found a wounded German near &
mine feld. They threaded their way
back toward the aid station, carefully
following the beaten path through
the mines. A lLridge had been blown
out, so Hanson. a small man com-
pared to the 180 pound Lulk of the
German, used a fireman’s carry to
get the man through the by-pass. All
tomether, they carried him about six

miles, three to the aid station and
three [rom the station to the am-
hulance.

Pvi. Joe Beard, Atica, Ind., is

usually alwavs hungry. He was par-
ticularly =0 during a barrage of 88's.
He huddled in his hole until the
nangs were too much for him. Then
he crawled out and made some stew.

St. Sgt, Kenneth Prather, Craig.
Col., wasn't cven armed with a
litter when he went over the top in
one engagement. He came back to
hia CP a little later with four ltalian
machine gunnars and their loaded
weapon,

There are a lot of wounded pad-
dlefeet in the bautalion who owe
their lives to Cant. Peter € Graf-
fagnino, a medie from Lousiana. The
captain picked his way into a mine
field to give first aid to 19 casualties.
Sappers  later removed 54 mines
from the same area.

Dead Germans
Are Astonished

It was hard to say which
oroup was t]‘lE more Bl.ll'pl'ised,
the Germans who woke up to
see American soldiers surro-
unding them or the Americans
who saw what they thought
dead men come to life.

The group consisting of Corp. Joe
Hupka, Dillinvale, Ohin, Pfc. Stanley
Krul. Cleveland, Ohio, and P
Vineent Lenhard, Lorain, Ohio, had
gone on a sight sesing tour of the
heach near their camp site. A short
distance from the beach they saw a
fox hole with what appearsd to be
three dead Germans in it. Yelling
r Here's some dead Germans, » the
three charged the hole, intent on
SOHVEniTs.

The Germans woke at the shour,
the Americans charging them
with what appeared to he blnody
purposes, and raised their hands, They
paratroopers  wha  had  heen
separated  from their outfit the day
helore had spent the time in
Letween  dadaing patrols  and
artillery fire.

=aw

were

and
our

Bomber Sets Up
k Fish Pry

Tanks
men ol one of the line companies
had a fish fiy the other day. The

Jerey diopped Lis hombs in the sea,

to a Gernman bomber the

damaging nothing but a  school of
fish.

The men gathered them up, had
them lor dinner that day.

Take it from the fghting
dogface, the medics are in this
war too. There are two outhits
for whom he'll go to bat every
time. One is his supporting
artillery. The other 1s the
small group of unarmed gents

* with an arm band and a litter,

his outht's medical detatch-
ment.

There were Four members of a litter
squad who got in het water shortly

after they landed-Pfe. John Czer-
wieniec, Cleveland, O.: Pwt. Cecil
Fink, Lewishurg, W. Va.: Pvt. [
W. Lang. Denver, Col, and Pwt
Thomas Oriel, Muncie, Ind.

They were given a half dozen

cggs by a Siclian housewife who
was glad to sece the Americanes,
Mot only were they the first [resh
egas the quartet had ecaten since they
left the States, but they were already
hard bailed, so he medics sat down
and started the feast.

Jerry opened up with 885 then,
just as the eggs were partially peeled.
The medics took cover, but before
they went they carefully laid the
eges in the sand, open side up, The
bnn:\gc let up and thcy returned to
their peeling. A shell burst nearby,
and apain they made for the ditch.
Apgain the eggs were carelully placed
in a row, shell side in the dirt. Alter
the second barrage they hAnally devo-
ured them.

Pvt.  Arthur Bauman, Cincinatd,
was philosaphic when an  artillery
shell clipped off the front part of his
helmet. He examined the damage,
then put the thing back on his head.

« Hell, n he muuered, «at least
they lelt me most of it »

Memory Lapse
Saves a Life

Forgetfulness is a bad thing
usually, but on one occasion
Pvt. Bill Hoffman, Wann,
Okla., owes his life to it,

Hoffman had been doing some
plain and fancy sniping from his fox
hole to such good effect that the
enemy brought a machine gun to
bear on him, Bullets splashed dirt
all over him. cutting away the earth
from around him, and he was conv-
inced that the hole might well be
his grave.

About this time a halF-track showed
up and literally gave him curb service.
It backed up to the fox hole long
enough for him to clamber in, then
turned loose its 50 cal. gun on the
machine cun.

The driver had
gun  shield he

previous day.

Kosovitch Was
In a Big Hurry

Pvt. George Kosovich, Philadelphia,
Pa,, is a man who can have his mind
on two things at once but believes
in doing only nne of them at a time.

Kasovich and Pvt. Eual Manes,
Tahlequah, Okla.,, were outposts
when Fuddtn]y l!n:y saw the enemy,

returned  for the
had forgotten the

in force, advancing rtoward them.
Kosovich got the jump on Manes
and lore out for the rear. [orgetting

such trifles as rifles, Manes, a thrifty
sort, picket up both guns and started
out alter him, yelling for him 1o take
his rifle. Kasovich, never slackening
lus pace, yelled back [or Manes to
hand it to him, but he wasn't [ast
enough. Manes carried  them  bath
hack.

Paul Can Shoot,
Even Strangs Gun

5. Sgt. Paul Villegas 1= penerous
almost to a fault. In action on
« Bloady Ridge, » one of his platoon
cergeants broke  a  rilfle. Villegns
turned  over his M, grabbed an
onemy rifle that was laying there

And although he'd never handled
such a pie hefare, the staff ser-
siz Germans with it

geant bacge

Caskets, Wheels,
Dwarves Help
Issue the News

With stories of the hghting
Thunderbird being flashed to
every state in the Union, the
45th Division News has come
in for its share of publicity.
Now that the folks at home
know all about us, we figure
its time you learned about the
paper you're reading.

It's the same paper you read back
in camp. The staff is the same, the
name iz the same and you'll be
reading it at least once ar week.
What makes it different, what makes
it news to the folks in the States is
the fact that this is the first American
paper ever printed on Axis home soil.

A= a matter of fact, the frst foreign
edition was heing distributed at the
front on [} plus three. Our headgu-
arters then was Vitloria, which Ser.
Don Rohinson, editor, and Sgt. Bill
Mnuldin, cartoonist, entered a few
hours after the town had fallen.

They managed to find a printer
sut in the unbembed countryside,
and  he finally convinced to
return to his shep in town, Typewr-
iters weren't available and the printer
didn't know [rem nothing about
English. so we «printed » our copy
in longhand, literally drew pictures
af the type he was to set, Becauss
the ltalian types have few ak'ss,
ww'ss and «y's v we had to aveid
using them.

But we still needed foreign news,
and we had no radio. Our ingenious
cartoonist took off on his bike, got to
the beach. managed to bribe a sailor
with an ltalian carbine. He got our
first [orsign news on a ship's radio.
Coming back he but got rid of the
bike when a Masserachmitt strafed
the shiny machine.

The first Division News edition on
the island was a small unimposing
affair, no larger than a letter. IF you
didn't manage te get ane, it's becauss
we printed only 1,000 copies.

The next two issues were mime-
ographed, Already the front was teo
far forward for our reporters to get
there and back in a single day without
a vehicle of their own, so while half
the staff went out after stories the
other half remained in town and
printed the paper.

We maoved forward to Caltanissetta
and the same problems pressen
themselves. We finally located a
primter, seven of them in fact, and
work began on issue number 4. Wa
called the printers the Seven Dwarves.
You got the impression. being next
to them, of being in Lilliputia.

But with a little help from us they
did the job. Electric power was off
in the city, so the huge fat-bed press
had to be turned by hand, three
turns of the mammoth Ay-wheel for
one copy-and we were printing a
thousand copies. Just for the record,
the highest number of consscutive
turns on the wheel was made by
Robinsan who drew a super-human
strength  from  his devation to the
sheet.

But the paper still didn’t boast of
pictures by Sgt. Gearge Tapscott, or
cartoons from Mauldin. So the latter
set out for Palermo where he fnally
located an engraver. The next issue
had a cartoon, and therein lies a tale.

The engraver had been bombed
cut of his plant. Mauldin Lelped him
set up a darkroom in a chicken coop.
In fact he was all set to go-except he
needed zine and there wasn't any ol
the island.

Mauldin got the zinc. He got it
from a coffin-maker who was also
hiding in the country. The man
priped a little when he had to take
it out of a casket's lining, but editon
No. 5 had a cartoon.

But the troops pushed still farther
forward, so we packed our typewriters
and hit the road again. We ended in
Palermo and that's where we are
now,

We'd acquired  some
ipment =o it teok us
move and et settled.

was

more  egus
everal days to
]N:fﬂ was a

two-day hunt for a printshop, and
the next day was Sunday. Monday
the shop still was onhre from a

bombing., That's why thete was a 12
day wait betwzen editions 5 and 6.

Mow that we're settled we intend
to print a paper his size at least one=
a week. But if we drop out of sight
for a few days it may be hecause
we're meoving again.

Or maybe the coffin-maker
have run out of colfins.

will



S. 8. 0. Issues
Kits, Papers

Distribution of the 45th Division
News will be made at the Division
Special Service office just west of
Cefalu on the coast road, Capt.
Richard G. Hagood, division special
service officer, has announced.

In addition to the paper, a limited
supply of magazines are available as

i 4

Grenades, Crawford, Are Dangerous!

Either Pvt. Crawford, padd-
lefoot, 1s convinced this is all
a maneuver, or he hasn't any
imagination. At any rate, he's
had a lot of gaod luck.

In a mopping-up action, his squad
came upon an apparently empty hut.

Crawford pulled the pin on his
de, tossed the hissing piece into

well as quip
from Seventh Army. Capt. Hagood
requests each division unit check at
least every other day for equipment.
Distribution. has been made on
B-kits, o ining radio, phonograph
transcriptions and books, and the
athletic  kits will be distributed as
goon as the island campaign becomes
stabilized.

EFM telegrams are delivered daily
to Palermo, the truck leaving the
Cefalu office at one ao'clock in the
ft The cableg: may be
sent to any pont in the United States,
the message being limited to any
thres or fewer of those listed,

Funeral

A military funeral was given Pfe.
John ]J. Nowakowski, infantry, who
was drowned last Sunday.

45t Division News

Published by The 45th Infantry
Divsion, every now and then., for the
personnel. Address: None; we're

transients.
STAFF

Sgt. Don Robinson... Editor

Sgt. Bill Mauldin... Cartoonist

Sgr. George Tapscott... Photogra-
pher

Cpl. Bill Barrett... Reporter

Cpl. Fred Sheehan... Reporter

Pvt. George Riley... Driver,

the house. Then, before his mates
could stop him, Crawford had van-
ished into the house after it

There was a terrific explosion that

bulged the sides of the feeble hut.

Soviets Drive
On Smolensk

While her troops still closed in on
Kharkov and Bryansk, Russia sent a
stearhead through the center to bear
down upon Smolensk, it developed
this week. This drive killed 8,000
Germansa in three days.

Twenty localities were captured up
to Monday morning.

The G were «
at Kharkov, using Tiger tanks in an
effort to save their last exit railway.

That's No Patrol,
It's a Friend!

The American patrol  suddenly
halted in the dark. Ahead were
cautious sounds, a light tread, the
rustle of a bush.

R bering the ing they'd
received ol active enemy patrols in
the area, they eased to prone pos-
itions and waited. Fifteen i

The buddies of Pvt. Crawlord hung
their heads in silence, He'd been a

good guy.
Out of the setling dust that had
been a Sicilian cottage stepped

Crawford brushing his untorn clothes
meticulously, «Wasn't nobody there,s
he announced,
His squad leader, emotionally
confused, took the erring private
aside. Patiently he explained that
after a grenade is thrown the better
soldier waits for the report before he
enters the building to investigate.
Crawford nodded. It ldn't haps
again, he assured his sergeant. And

it didn’t.

Bulletins

RUSSIA — The Sovicts have
taken Karacev, and have surrounded
Kharkov.

SICILY — The Allies have taken
Taormini.

GERMANY — Mosquito Bombers
bombed Berlin for the third day
running.

ITALY — Milan was bombed for
the fourth time in three daye.

Welcome Boys,
Welcome Indeed

A small group of Canadian soldiers,
on their way back to their outhts,
sighted the bivouasc arca dead ahead.
Here, they figured, they could spend
a peaceful night belore going on in
the morning.

The next instant they were hugging
the ground under a cross fire of

A little later the same group came
upon another hut. Again Crawford
pulled the pin and let fiy. This time,
however, he didn't vanish into the
house after the grenade. He just ran
up to the window and looked in.

They closed their eyes on what
followed, What they were about to
see, they hgured, wouldnt be nice.
And Crawford had been a good guy.

The tinkle of shattered glass
resounded above the roar of the
explosion, Then came a wvoice:

e« Two men dead in there. »

And there was Pvt. Crawford, alive
and ki bi .
out of his hair,

Winnie, F.D.R.
Met Last Week

revealed this week that
President Roosevelt and Prime Min-
ister Churchill met for three days at
the President's Hyde Park estate as
a forerunner to their official confer-
ence in Canada later in the week. It
is presumed that the President and
Prime Mini di d the agend
of the forthcoming Quebec confer-
ence, at which they will ‘be accomp-
anied by their staffs of military and
naval strategists.

At Ease

Visitors who walk into the C. P.
of one of the infantry companys rub
their eyes and wonder if the heat
has hit them when they see what

It was

ticked by. They held their breaths,
waited while the bushes parted.
Out stepped a stray donkey.

machine guns. They's wandered
smack into the middle of a paddlef
L lion battle probl
Printed by I. R. E. 5.,
Palermo, Sicily

STAR SPANGLED BANTER

b a p place in it.
«lts iz an overstuffed easy chair
which lst Lt. Woodard Lackey,
Stillwater, Okla., picked up near the

waterfront in Palermo.

German Soldier
Laughs and Dies

It was Sgt. Herb Fish, Can-
on City, Col., who led one
of the frst squads to the top
of « Bloody Ridge, » and while
they didn't stay long, Jerry
knew he'd been visited.

Going up the hill was tough
enough. Fish shot more than one
outpost before the top was reached
and the ked
the small force with fixed bayoneta.

The squad retreated in order. Fish
accounted for U Nazis before a blow
on his head sent him to the ground,
dazed for a second. When he came
to he discovered his helmet had been
ripped down the center, but he
wasn't hurt,

Whot made Fish fighting mad was
the German who shot him Assuming
the American to be dead, the Nazi
laughed heartily and went on his
way. So Fish shot him.

However, the non-com isn't holding
the helmet as a souvenir, « Might as
well throw it away, » he explaina.
« Can't wash in it any more. s

Top Kic Seems
A Draft Dodger

First Sgt. Howard Simpson, Chick-
asha, Okla., a member of a held
artillery battery, is being threatened
with the F. B, L

Several days ago the sergeant
received a notice from his draft
board in Abilene, Tex., to the effect
that his case would be turned over to
the F. B. L. unless he reported to the
board at once.

Simpson got out of the army on
the over-age clause some time ago,
but rejoined his outhit later, without
notifying  his  draft board of his

By Bill Mauldin
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