
Colors
S taff Sergeant Neil Romack, son of 

Mr. and Mrs. Hal Rom ack of near 
Newton, who is w ith the Am erican 
F irs t army, w rites: “I am  sending
a  clipping out of the paper we get 
over here. I took p a r t in th is little 
battle . All I  got was a little  piece of 
shrapnel in m y foot, b u t not bad 
enough to stop me, so you see we 
have quite a b it of fun. Don’t  le t 
this w orry you; i t  don’t  happen very 
often.”

W ith the F ourth  In fan try  division, 
Septem ber 24. — Members of the 
E igh th  regim ent of this division 
“played dead” and allowed Germans 
to use their bodies for cover and 
rifle rests during a recent operation. 
The action was the resu lt of an  a t 
tem pt by the Y anks to reach an ob
jective under cover of darkness. F or 
C aptain Robert Crisson of B irm ing
ham, A labama, who was in charge, 
the n igh t brought a  succession of 
b rea th -tak ing  experiences, during 
which he was shot a t innum erable 
times, clubbed by a Nazi and narrow 
ly escaped capture.

Approaching their objective, rea r 
elements of the battalion  lost contact. 
W hile the commanding officer of the 
battalion  sought the strays, Crisson 
w as left in command of the forw ard 
group th a t pushed on ahead. Their 
presence detected, the men were a t 
tacked by six German tanks and 
about 100 soldiers.

“They pu t a  sheet of trac e r fire 
across and into our position,” related  
Crisson. “Some sort of aerial bombs 
and 88s were fired into every field. 
I t  was hell. Some of the men played 
dead because they were rig h t in 
fron t of the tanks th a t were firing 
over the road bank. Jerries actually  
crawled up and used these men for 
cover and rested rifles across their 
bodies.

“I took three men w ith me around 
a hedge, try ing  to get on the G er
m ans’ flank. Machine-guns fired tra c 
ers along the top as we crawled 
down, and 88s seemed to follow us 
down the hedgerow. When I  reached 
the end of the hedge some of m y 
group had been wiped out.

“As I peeked around the hedge, 
three Jerries also peeked around. We 
were so close we could shake hands. 
They tried  to club me, bu t I  fired sev
eral shots into them  a t close range. 
One struck  my shoulder w ith a rifle 
bu tt, and I  don’t  know w hat they 
h it my leg with, bu t it  bruised hell 
out of it. I  h it the bas tard  th a t 
struck  my shoulder w ith a quick b u tt i 
stroke. He groaned and fell down | 
w ith the two I  had shot.



“The next th ing I  could think of j 
was to  try  to get help. I  ran  and 
crawled several hundred yards back 
into J e rry ’s te rrito ry  to ge t out of 
the fire. All the time they were zero
ing in on me. I abandoned my 
equipment in order to move quietly. 
My compass was shattered  so th a t 
before long I was lost. I t  was then 
light and I saw Je rry  cars and tanks 
th a t had been abandoned in haste, so 
I  knew the F ourth  division had them  
On the run.”

Sergeant Russell H arrison w rites as 
of Septem ber 24 from Paris, France: 
“I  am  now stationed a t Paris, France, 
and do not know as yet ju st how much 
I  am  allowed to  say or tell, bu t I 
will say th a t this is by fa r the m ost 
beautiful city th a t I have seen. I 
have not seen much of it  as yet but 
enough to  know th a t the people are 
m ore friendly, better dressed, and ride 
the ir bicycles more and faste r than 
England.

“I had quite an in teresting  experi
ence getting  from  England to France. 
I  was in an open boat for two days 
and one n igh t and it rained m ost of 
the time. We camped one night in 
a  sm all F rench village and th a t was 
an  event in the lives of the people, 
as they came out to look a t  us as one 
would go to  a circus. There were 
about a hundred th a t w atched us ea t 
our supper and some of them  brought 
us eggs, apples, tom atoes, onions, gar- 
ic, wine and hard  cider. We had 
een eating  “K ” and “C” rations for 

so long th a t anything tasted  good to 
Bus. The next m orning they came 
I again  to say good-bye. Some of them  
• could speak English while others had 

to  m ake signs.
“The French farm s are la rger and 

be tte r than  the English farm s. There j 
are m any apple orchards and the  

I crops and the livestock look to be in 
good shape. The country homes are 
old stone structu res and the house 

1 and the barn  are all in one un it or 
laround an open court. T ravel is by 

fitw o wheeled carts and buggies; only 
in  the villages it  is m ostly by bicycles. 
.The people seem to w ear a lo t of odd 
clothes such as tarns and wooden 
Ishoes.

“I have not had any  m ail fo r alm ost 
m onth and for tw o weeks did not



see any kind of a paper nor hear a 
radio and i t  seemed odd. I t  looks 
funny to see a  GI trying- to ta lk  to 
a  French girl as he consults a  French- 
English book. The diffierence in lan 
guage is a  little  difficult.

“We ju s t go t a radio going and it 
seems good to listen to  Fred W aring 
instead of the BBC classics and propa
ganda. I  hope th a t the censor leaves 
a little  of this le tte r.”

* * * * * *
Mrs. F ran k  W orthey received six 

le tte rs from  her husband, Coxswain 
W orthey in the Southw est Pacific, 
Thursday. He sent this poem from  
the N aval Personnel m agazine:
To You, Pardner, Back Home 

By C. G. Sanders 
Please don’t  th ink I  am  griping, p a r t

ner,
B ut listen  to  these words I ’ve go t to 

say—
We don’t mind the sixteen hours 
T hat we are w orking every day.
We don’t  mind the lonely hours,
We don’t  mind the sw eat and toil,
We don’t  mind the beans for b reak

fast, 4
Pardner, th is is w hat m akes our blood 

boil:
Every tim e we see a  paper—
And they are few and fa r  between— 
We would like to tell you p artn e r,' 
T hat i t ’s not a  p re tty  scene.
One thousand m en are idle;
The com pany’s fired a  few;
Planes and ships and guns forgotten. 
Is th a t the Am erican w ay to do?
No. T h a t’s sim ply not American.
So you go ahead and strike,
There’ll be a day in the future, 
When some of us are coming back. 
We will find the non-A m ericans;
We could spot them  in the night.
For there is a special color,
T hat will show up like a light. 

* * * * * *
P riva te  F irs t Class W illiam Loy, 

who is in the Southw est Pacific w ith 
an A ntia irc raft A rtillery  battalion, 
sends this dream :
Always Dreaming

I am  always dream ing of ones I 
love. The feeling of love thrills my 
heart. I t  m akes it  f lu tte r  like the 
wings of a dove. In  thought the lov
ed ones and I  are not fa r  apart. Ju s t 
the o ther n igh t I  dream ed of home. 
Oh, w hat a beautiful place it  was, 
especially the lovely, living room, 
where m y paren ts and I  used to  sit.

I saw m other so beautiful and clear, 
laughing and singing like she used to 
do. Oh yes, there w as my little  sis
ter, dear, w ith those big hazel eyes 
of blue.

I know I am  not the only soldier 
th a t’s dream ing of more than  one, 
and know he will be w ith  them, when 
this old w ar is done.

W hen he dream ed th is he knew 
nothing of the recent death of his 
m other, Mrs. W. F. Loy.

* * * * S 8
Three Newton men are receiving 

the ir initial naval indoctrination at 
the United S tates N aval Training 
Center, G reat Lakes, in Company 
1892. Their rec ru it tra in ing  consists 

i of instruction in seamanship, m ilitary 
drill and general N aval procedure.

W hen their recru it train ing  is com
pleted, these men will receive a period 
of leave. They are: John W. Reed,
20, Route One; H arry  J. Maginn, 20, 
Route Three; and Jam es J. Lobmier, 
20, Route Six.



j Oscar J. Boehl has been enrolled in 
a course a t  the Amphibious F irem an’s 
Naval train ing  school a t  Iowa S tate  
college, Ames, Iowa.

Vincent B. Boehl was promoted to 
sergeant, and has been transferred  
from  Huntsville, A labama, to S tu tt
gart, A rkansas. He is in the Air 
Corps, and has been in the A rm y since 
Ju ly  22, 1942.

Vincent and O scar are sons of Mr. 
and Mrs. Otto Boehl of the Bend. 

£ • * * * *
P riva te  Ivan Chesnut returned  F r i - 1 

day to  E l Paso, Texas, a f te r  a ten  I 
day furlough w ith his wife and so n s ,! 
and his parents, Mr. and Mrs. O. P . ! 
Chesnut of near Bogota. Mrs. Ches- ( 
nu t and children accompanied him  to 
Texas. Ivan will receive twelve weeks 
schooling in A n tia ircraft A rtillery  
work.

W arran t Officer Joseph Schuch is 
visiting his wife and fam ily a t New
ton, th is week. He is serving aboard 
the U. S. S. Texas, which w as dam 
aged in the shelling of Cherbourg 
harbor in N orm andy during the early  
days of the invasion. The ship receiv
ed a  direct h it but continued w ith the 
firing until the fo rts  were reduced.

L ieutenant A lbert H. C lark of Sel
ma, A labama, where he is a squadron 
commander, and Sergeant Appleton
B. C lark were recent visitors w ith 
his m other, Mrs. Belle C lark of near 
Gila. A. B. is attend ing  a  school a t 
the Boeing A ircraft p lan t a t  Seattle, 
W ashington, studying m aintenance of 
B-29 Super-Fortress bombers.

Gunner’s M ate Second Class and 
Mrs. Bacil E arl P ing  and baby Jean  
Ann who have been visiting his p a r 
ents, Mr. and Mrs. W illiam P ing  of 
near Newton, le ft for Chicago, T hurs
day, to v isit his sister, Mrs. Julian  
Coplon and family. L ater he leaves



for New Y ork to  report for duty 
which will take him overseas again.

P riva te  Aubrey Chesnut returned 
to a  camp in the Black Hills of South 
P ako ta , Monday, a fte r  a ten day fu r
lough w ith his wife and children a t 
Newton. He likes the country there 
and says th a t liis sinus trouble has 
improved since he was sent there. 

* * * * * *
Firem an Second Class and Mrs. 

Harold Alvis of G reat Lakes Naval 
T raining Center were over the week 
end visitors a t  Newton w ith his p a r
ents, Mr. and Mrs. Lester Alvis of 
near Newton.

C aptain Nina P. Rutherm an, Army 
N urse Ccfrps, left Saturday  for Camp 
Stoneman, California, a fte r spending 
a  few days w ith relatives and friends 
in Illinois.

Chief Aviation M chinist’s M ate 
Scott Ross is spending a  leave w ith 
his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Charles K. 
Ross of Newton. He is stationed a t 
a N aval A ir Station in Rhode Island. 

* * * * * *
Sergeant Melvin W eaver is here on 

a furlough from  Camp Bowie, Texas, 
w ith his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Oscar 
W eaver of Newton. He is a radio 
technician.


