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JOIN THK A.A.F. arid TRAVEL "AGROUND”

"See Kpl( and Die" had been part of my childhood Neopolitan
lifestyle,, These were words | had obsorbed from my knowledge of the
Italian culture of my oarentsO Other expressions remained but the
family areric.aniz.ation of the second generation started with my previous
five brother3 and two sisters. It was in hi:h school that | became aware of
the countless contributions made by Italians and ltalian-Araericans while
studying its history and languageO
= World War 11 placed me in Italy as a non-comdat rear eehelong G.lI.
as part of my overseas service8 |1 would be fortunate to take advantage of
this tourist"s paradise, visiting the historic monuments and museums,
famours cities and artistic places of interest* 1 never dreamed that I
woulld become part of what 1 had previously learned In edueation.il textbooks

and hollywood. movies,, 1 truly enjoyed the rich heritage of Italy. It had

become a reality and unattainable, had I been a civilian back home.

The American soldier was provided witVi many tourist guides or travelogue
books to discribe or explain the highlights found in Italy. It is not my
intention to give any sales pitch in my sight seeing travels. Vocationing
tourists can easily obtain such information in history books, phamphlet
guides and travel agencies literature,, Such ddtail material becomes useful
in outlining all the necessary places to visitO

My traveling experiences revealed the special discoveries, not
listed nor advertised in tourist guides. Herein, 1 will relate the
numerous places of outstanding interest and attractions | discovered while
searching the less popular places that were ouverlooked or not known by
the American Soldiers who served ové;seas in North Africa and ltaly.

The recruting slogan of the Navy, "Join the Navy and see the World'™

left nothing t ce desired by this sergeant of the Army Air Forces,,



As a New York City resident, | knew it was the entertainment capital
of the world. It has been the center of attraction, thoughout the year,
for out-of-towners, who come from every corner of the United States. The
foreign tourist, likewise provide an equal number of new travelers, to see
the numerous highlights not available in their respective home towns.

until my entry- into the ALA_LF. 1 had been confined within the five
boroughs of Mew York City. My Ffinancial limitations did not make it
possible to jewire a traveling statistic in leaving the immediate vicinity

of Mew York City.

My tforld War 11 service time sent me to Miami Beach, Florida for
basic training. Special educntion at technical schools brought me to
Fort Logan, Colorado, My final assignment to a permanent outfit was at

Natterson Field, OChio,.

The extensive troop train travel made it possible to get a window
viewing while passing through™ the various states along the way. This
had been my first introduction to becoming acquainted with cities and
locations outside the NIC limits,, And this was only the beginning*

When 1 shipped out for overseas duty, Uncle Sam further expanded my

opportunity in making me a rear echelon Gl traveling tourist with Ray.
War time conditions did not provide army
while on days off, three day ©asses or on a five day furlough,,

Naples was our home base and was to become the starting point to
travel iIn any one of the four directional signs of a weathercock. The
impossible task was bridging the distance gap between leaving and arriving
at our destination* Without adequate means of transportation, Ray ad. 1

never worried wwvs. the milage distance to get to where we

were going,,



Ray raid 1 always relied on the hitch-hiking techniques which we
had masterminded to achieve the desired results in our travels. In fact
had there been a road or highway leading to our respective hometowns in
the States* we would have found the necessary means to visit our loved ones
back home.

American and Allied army behicles always cooperated to cover most
of the traveled milage. Civilian private cars and animal drawn carts
were welcomed on many other occasions.

The longer trips north to Florence, Pisa, fird Venice required
air transportation. Here too we knew the routine of going to the local
airport ad wait for a flight going our way.

Lady luck always traveled by our side in providing free two way
passage tickets. Such successful travels had never created any delaying

problems iIn returning to our home base on time.



Tills Is
North Afrioa* This
is the land above whioh
stretolios $he;ablue Mediterranean and "below
which yawns the shady part of the country
known as the Dark Continent* Down there Stan-
ley’s safari found Dr. Livingston, liring still#
Up here, Hope, Crosby and paramount found Dorothy
Lamour* This is North Africa — land of B-Bon, Swing?
Gum and rino — the home of autumn-oolored. tatooed
sphinxes who reveal their sex manly by snickering be-
hind veils at the boldness of Johnny Doughboy — the home
of rusty-skinned men who, franc-ly speaking, carry anything
from a dozen "horanjus™ to an unwashed three year old beggar
in their full-field pants. This iIs the land of mystery, in-
trigue, adventure and kilometers; of roads on which wheeze char-~
ooaled busses, sardined and roofed with enough humanity to eleot
a governor from Texas. This i1s where the weather 1is put
together — and torn apart. Here are
the pastures for countless sheep,
goats, donkeys and disconted,
unyielding cows who nibble for
nourishment thru a soldier’s
palace of a pup-tent, dep-
ositing traces of their
norishment* This is North

Afrioa — sprawling and
smelling — covered with sand
and sheiks — humped with

mountains and camels —
dry with crackling
heat — wet with un-
seasoned. rains and
squatting figures —
empty without™ Dor-
othy Lamour -
or a reasonable
facsimile
thereof*

(NA)



EBFUSGTIONS QM A ITKiiiDiLH Ui'1'KJ.IW

""fe largo and spacious barracks
Where once lived another tribe
Stands a most peculiar structure
which 1fll ventureto describe*

Three walls surround i1ts beauty
The floor itself i1s tile

But 1t often wafts an odor

That is rank as it is vile

With privacy assured him

They are very dainty spots

To teaoh a man exactly

How to learn to call his shots

No seats adorn the center

No throne or royal mace

"No Stoop|] No Squint, No Squatting"
Is no slogan for this placeo

A thing of beauty is the bowl

With drain hole In the middle

Just how it stands for what it dees
Will always be a riddle*

The foot rests, faces showing
Double crosses well designed
Intlce the unsuspecting
Imbuing peace of mind*

The bowl scoops out between these rests
Unenvled is its function

To stand terrific insults while

On® moves with ease and unction*

Those people used to reading

In their former private nook
Would find i1t most provoklggfrere
To try to read a book*

There*s danger in relaxing

You must balance while you stoop
Or the slighest indiscretion
Will find you in the scoop*

The door has neither lock nor catch
It opeas inward too

There 1s no iIndication that

Behind i1t crouches you*

Some hurried down all burdened down
With system out pf whack

May rush the closed but unlocked door
And flip you on your back*

sTom water tank above your
head
A pipe runs to the floor
?fhen through you yank the
chain and then
Go bounding thru the door*

Novw/ the Trench will say what
follows
Is just a gentle flow
To wash the feet of sluggard
souls
Who loiter ere they go.

But the French you must
remember

Are a very funny race

They put things very mildly

We presume to save their faoe*

For the mightly floods behind
you
Which rush where once you
stood
Would stop you in your traces
And drown you If they could*

Thru the world you may have
traveled
Since a boy of seventeen
You haven*t see the half of it
Till you*ve seen a French
latrine*

(o?



The following pages will give you a complete picture of
this wonderful City of Africa. It*s the best material I*ve read
which I know will bring you a few minutes of enjoyable reading.
This short story was published in a Chicago newspaper and sent
to one of the boys in thO outfit. 1 was lucky to get hold of
it and being *on the ball* made a few copies.

War time (city), the acknowledged Paris of this war on the
Italian front, is as colorful as i1t iIs crowded and as smelly as
It IS noisy.

With i1ts narrow sidewalks jam-packed with people and its
streets clogged and teeming willf all manner of ancient and
modern vehicles, i1t looks to the new arrival like a cross
between a shriners* convention and a Hollywood costume party
gone wild, a sort of perpetual Mardi Gras against the gim back-
ground of the conflict being fought a few hundred miles away.

Grizzled veterans of the Washington seen® have declared
after one look that the whole thing i1s inconceivable, adding
almost reverently that (city) begins where the Washington
madness and congestion ends* others, who admit they used to
complain over a mild pushing around in Chicago and New York
crowds, assert that thO city out does anything since Babel.

One recent newcomer, having gained the security of his
room after numerous vicissitudes, eyed the mob outside and
refused flatly to venture forth to walk as much as two blocks
without a guide* The same individual had Inquired upon
arrival here for a top Banking military office and received
the quick reply, "Never heard of i1t,” from an. army information
clerk at the airport. Later, trying to follow directionSj he
ended up In a villa on the outskirts of town with strangers*
Not for several hours were his friends able to find him and
accomplish his rescue with the aid of an army jeep*

Normally a city of a couple hundred thousand population,
(city) 1s now overcrowded beyond imagination, with thousands
upon thousands of soldiers, sailors, and civilian workers
filling dwelling places, eating places, and the streets in
vast, unwieldy hordes. Black markets flourish and bars do a
land office business, so would the shops If they had anything
to sell.

wFini« Is the town*s byword, heard everywhere. Accompanied
by a shrug, a wave of the head, and a flick of the eyebrows, it
means Hh©®© end,1 *all out,” tthere is no more*1 It is the
answer to a request for Ice In water, for more coffee, for soap
or matohoa or cigarettes— for almost anything one can think of
buying In any of the shops or stores.



But, fantastically, Overy hour is still rush hour* there
iIs no I"tup In th© mad, whirling dash of humanity from early
morning until many hours after dark* It is boom town de luxe,
an unbelievable combination of din and confusion.

Throngs of servio© men in a oolorful array of uniforms of
many lands share the sidewalks vd-th Moors and Arabs garbed in
native robes, turbans or fezes, and baggy pantaloons. Moslem
women in veils and flowing raiment stroll slowly along, jostled
by civilians In western dress* The latter are largely either
old men and boys or deep-ohested women shrieking In French to
one another and laughing gayly*

Along the unwashed pavements thruout the city, including
downtown, are lines of grisp looking palm trees waving gently
in the warm breezes. And beneath them unfolds the panorama of
many strange sights.

An arab walks proudly down the street wearing the usual
turban and a skirtlike garment, plus a pair of overalls on
the strap of which is the nostalgic trademark 'Oshkosh B’Gosh.*

A street corner stand selling grape juice bears the
following Knglish translation in huge letters of the French sign,
"Fresh Grappa tfuce.”

A bartender at one of th© open”~front saloons, of -w&ich
there are hundreds in the oity, 1is observed interrupting an
argument with a customer over a two franc tip to buy an overcoat
from another customer for two thousand francs*

Street cleaners wearing fexes are walking barefoot In the
stuff they are sweeping up, and countless packs of roving street
urchins, all with amazingly dirty bare feet and equipped with
a shoe~shine box, are shouting the limit of English vooabularys
"Shine shoes, mister?"

Everywhere there is the stench of stale wine and worse,
always most noticeable during the heat of the day, and the
nerve-Jarring noises of traffic, voices of pedestrians, and
cries of sidewalk hawkers selling fruit, nuts, and fTlowers.

Hot th© least of th© sights to behold are the abbreviated
pants of the British service men- shorts which force them to
revealthe awful secret of their bony knees* A British sailor
wears white ones, and the newcomers first glimpse i1s iInvariably
followed by a quick second look to make sure the young man
hasn’t mislaid part of his wardrobe somewhere*

A newcomer also IS not long learning that one of the
primary hazards of the war is the traffio* As the automobiles,
jeeps, motorcycles, and army trucks dash unendingly up and down
the main thorofares from the wharves to the hills beyond,
pedestrians find they are allotved the courtesy of a couple of

beep-beeps from the horns of approaching vehicles* After that



they are on their own with a choice that isn’t hard to make,
(i*e), getting out of the way or getting hit*

Sledtric trolleys, filled to overflowing, push their way
constantly thru the heavy traffic while would be passengers line
up for half a block at car stops, patiently aware that when a car
does there will he room for only a handful*

Here and there along the packed thorofares a turbaned
Arab sits astride a wagon of mcertain vintage and uncertain
future glogging his horse and shouting bitter imprecations at
the tired beast plodding along.while the motor traffic eddies
around him*

juid this wild movement of traffic seems never to stop* As
darkness fails and the nightly black-out gets in the city becomes
a ghost town dotted by the lights of the speeding vechlcles and
thousands of flashlights i1n the hands of the pedestrian throng,
throwing eerie shadows on the orooked side streets and building
walls* Out of the darkness comes the sound of many trudging
feet, soft conversation interspersed with shouts and roars of
alcholic mirth*

The beams from passing lights reveal quick bizarre pictures
of what Is transpiring under the cloak of night* Here a besotted
sailor 1is receiving the ministrations of friendly passersby;
there a soldier and a girlare embracing In a doorway, pausing
briefly in their whispering as the light flashes across their
formss farther along groups of service men walk abreast singing
and shouting, while in the midst of the confusion two men can be
seen staggering across the pavement supporting a third between
them* It is too dark to tell whether they are soldiers or
sailors, and as long as they manage to get to their billets no
one will care*

The only commodity of which there is plenty is wi&ne* Any
hour of the late afternoon and evening® finds service men and
civilians packed four and five deep before the bars or sitting
Jammed into sidwalk cafes slaking their thirsts at from twenty-
five to Tifty francs a drink. It is red or white they have to
choose from* or something else purporting to be champajgne. Beer,
whisky, and gin are virtually unobtainable*

The center of what is referred to laughinly as the town’s
social life is the Hotel Aletti, formerly a plush and gilt
hostelry, where service men gather with their friends and comrades
to drink at the bar Or at tiny tables on the long, aloping
terraces* Scattered thru this crowd are a number of civilians
usually Europeans, the boys with the slick haii, narrow shoulders,
and eyebrow mustaches, whose behing-the-palm ooversations give
the place an aura of iIntrigue and mystery*



Here, too, the protocol i1s quit® strict#. Part of the
terrace has Been carefully roped off for officers and thfcir
wives, who thus oan ait and stare across a few yards of oonorete
at certain other ladies and their companions occupying less
restricted sections*

Vifcat passes for night life here would cause little
exoitment back: home. There are a few places -with music 1In
addition to the wine# But in on®© of the zoost popular of these,
complete with a five piece band that plays 'Sweet Sue” and "The
St# Louis Blues* over and over again, there hangs a sign over
the cé&osely packed tables, '"Absolutely no danolng**

It is to this Mediterranean seaport that many men return
from the front looking forward greatfully to a few days* leave
and whatever gayety their francs will buy* And i1t is from here
that later they «jaove up,” as they put it, after a smiling tho
solemn adieu to friends and comrades™

The capital of Stench Korth Africa, and once regarded as
the finest fif jrench colonial cities, 1t still abounds iIn the
asystery and enchantment of the orient#

On the hills which encircle the wharves and the downtown
district handsome villas, gleam brightly in the afternoon sun*
These the homes of wealthy colonials, still retain vestiges of
their former luxuriousness. Down the hills there are market
placQS~little carts drawn up along the side streets and presided
over by the Arabs* Here fruit and vegetables are sold amid much
haggling and bickering. Grapes, dates, flgso and melons are
the most plentiful and look dellolous, but then there are always
the insects nesting in the beards of the proprietors of the
carts and those unrecognizable odors hanging over the place
and fuming up from the gutters and pavement*

On the hill sides and off the slanting side streets are
the residential sections, predominantly of Moorish"architecture,
along with many tall aprtment buildings of terra cotta and
stone, red tile roofs, and many balconies. And to the west 1is
the mystical and world-famous 'Casbah, % ancient Arab town here
and sacred refuge of the Mohammedans. This is out of bounds,
for service men, and flew civilians care to venture alone or iIn
pairs into the dark recesses of Its narrow lanes and winding
stairways.



First Airplane Crash

January 22,1744 The Allies had established a beachead at Anzio,ltaly

February 3, 1*44 When the Allied offensive in ltaly stalled at Cassino
an important decision was made(

February 15,1*44 Gen,Eisenhower ordered the Allied bombing of Monte
Cassino,,

During this time the squadron was comfortably settled after building
a tent camp, adjacent to the local airfield,, Our work was at the depot
receiving, shi*™ink; and storage air force supplies and equipment. The
everyday routine of nlanes rith their roaring engines became an
accustomed and accepted music score to our ears.

When new orders would relocate the squadron, an unexpected delay
took place while preparing to move out. The interruptions was caused
*y a British plane, approaching too close to our camp site. It was
obvious that the pilot was in trouble from his take off. The Blane
went into a tails™in and crashed in a nose dive position onto a French
anti-aircraft gumft wost.

None of the members in my squadron and medics, who ran towards the
crash site could offer any assistance,, I was among the first to arrive
at the scene, taking a short cut. 1 ran through the g rape field behind
our camp that separated us from the French gun crew, During this saving
attempt we had disregarded the machine guns on the plane that started to
fire and the ammunition shootingswild while the plane was in flames.

At the time, | did not give my safety a.second thought. My concern was
only how to heli*» the men involved in the accident. We could only watch
the rescue Tire FiKkfcins: fighters using their emergency equipment to »ut
out the bonfire. The pilot and his crew members burned to death, as did

the anti aircraft gun unit who perished in the fire,,



Ky first experience in witnessing the death of soldiers was
devastingo | was to close to help but became one allied soldier who
could only witness but could not give a lending hand* As a result of
the crssh, tPre engines had separated from the T»lane,, The wings and
fusalage were scattered all over the ground. Ammunition was strewed.
everywhere,, After waiting for the fire to go out and the smoked clearQ ¥/

as though
I clearly saw the burnt remains of the gun* crew,/iitxkkH+tK siting in a
frozen
/(position oAnother chared body was stuck to the plane,, A crew member
whowas thrown from the plane never had a chance to survive,,

I was one of three witnesses of the accident that appeared "before

a British Investigating Board of Inquiry to tell them what I had seen

and to give them some details of the crasho
This was to become the most tragic happening of the war to be
experienced by a rear echelon soldier,

A few weeks later, on the same field, another i»lane crash took
place during take off,, This time there were no fatalities# The wilot
got out OK while only a few of the crew members were slightly injured.
The »lane crashed into two other planes stationed on the field.

Though the moving ulane also dragged a tent occupied with soldiers,
it nevertheless came to a stop after hitting into the side of a farm

tasiuwucK house. It was a miracle that no soldier was killedO

/G



THE MQNKET CLIMB IN THE ATLAS FOUNTAINS

Qu.r earliest Gl Tourist experience would take place in North Africa

on a Sunday afternoon when a group of soldiers decided to go hunting for
very

monkies in the Atlas Mbs. This first trip was/max xixfc *xciting and most

dangerous to reveal the oains and efforts GITs undertake to occupy their

available free time.

The idea entered our mind while riding from Bi”erte to Algiers tY\Tn*6H
the Atlas Mbs. It wgs from the 6X6 army truck, with arms hanging over
the side rails and absorbing the moving scenery that we all noticed the
heavy wooded tree area along the MP. sides. We could not avoid seeing
the densely rionulated Mbs with so many monkeys. It looked like an eaey
task to obtain a worthwhile African sauvemeer. But nothing became more
difficulty than when we attempted this foolishness on that Sunday afternoon.

Our climb started at the foot of the Atlas Mbs, with such confidence

of success that we never examined the terrain conditions before starting
our climb upwards. We should have known better when our initial approached
led to unknown paths in climbing the Mbs. We soon realized we had to rely
on the low tree limbs or large rocks on the ground to give us w w support
in grabing somethin,? while climbing upwards. Ray and 1 had. hit the ground
many times, on our stomaches”™to move or crawal forward as though we were
infantrymen apnroachinE an enemy gun position, fm we appeared to be
impersonating another animal specie invading the privacy of the wilderness
in monkey territory.

Had this been a routine hike with full nack on army maneuvers, in a
simulating combat mission, every Gl would be bitching for the impossible
conditions we had been subjected to f!froa»fro-finish. However, this
was suoposed to be a pleasure expedition and our prior training certainlv

prepared us for this challenge.

Our foward movements were very camtiouslw-aken and being on the look



out to reach for something to hold, every step of the way, so that we
would not lose our footing,, At the same time, we had not realize what we
had led outselves into0 When we discovered the hopeless position, we
could not help but wonder of our accomplishment while taking a much needed
rest period to examine our situation for the next moveO As we looked back
over the distance we had covered, we held, our breath while looking at each
other in desperate bewilderment,, We could not believe viewing down the

sSi Tv4TZ?
slone/about a 45 degree angle or worse.

The concentration expended during the uphill climb had been/on our
safety,, We forgot the reason why we were here in the first place.*-To
bring back Vs.mamo a monkey pet® We soon realize there had been no monkey’s
" /tFyWVrKC
in our path, near or far,, Somehow the appearance of a'"truck of GI"s
must have caused all the monkey’s irour immediate area to disappear.

Our surprise expression told us how the hell are we going down?

helping us unhill

The suDorts/*H»fculd , the rocks, and tree limbs, all seemed to have
disappeared along the irregular path we had traveled* The view down to our
starting position really became a serious problem* The challenge was to find
a safe way to descent the Mt without any visible supporting aids along the way.

Qy
We arrived at the only posrible solution,, We-wOlIHd take a sitting position
and with botlynands touching the ground, would be "able to guide and direct
T2>
ourselves in a downhill movement whit3te controlM w* our forward speed,, To
keep our balance from tumbling required the same skill as when taking a
sled ride down an icy hill. We reached the foot of the Mt?. at a faster
speed than we had intended but nevertheless our safty arrival was made without
a scratch. The fear of a slight miscue along the way never left us for a
(&hig* ) )

moment,, When we stood up to relieve our strained muscles, we simultaneously

started the nursery jingle~: JACK/JILL went up the hill <»x,we were two

Jacks who stood our ground and did not tumble down*



it
After such wasteful hours of climbing and two tired GI's

returned to the truck area, empty handed since none of the monkteys were

willing to join the American forces. The ride wasn"t a total loss for



GUARD rUTY

Our first cai ™ toe overseas was at farm number five, located outside
of llason Blanche. Just as soon as we were settled in our new quarters,
out spuadron was to provide security guards for the ltalian prisoner-of-
war camp. The assigned enlistedmen would serve a full week, |I] hours on
duty and h hours off during the entire tour of duty. The P.0.W’s kkkk
occupied a field, located on a large farm*

As luck would have it, | was assigned at the main entrance gate to
guard post number one* The four corners of the camp included look out towers
posts numbers two to Five* Ozzie had been assigned post #2 on one of the
towers.

The early morning shift hours"-mwere the toughest U hour stretch
to serve on guard duty. It caused one or two sentrys to fall asleep* To >
protect each other from the officer of the day, we had prearranged a
warning signal to alert one another from any visitors to the prison camp.

In approaching the main entrance, to post number one, a vehicle
was required to travel about a quarter of a mile, on an open, fully exposed
two lane road0 At night, the headlights of the moving vehicle wo]ild be
sufficiently visbile to signal the guards, that someone was approaching
the prison camp.

Our fool proof protection plan worked for us until the last night
of our tour assignment. The shift was a very cold spell that night. All
five guards were in a deep sleep when the Officer-of-the-Day made his surprise
visit on the lonely road to the main gate, witnout being challenged*

Imaged my surprise when 1 was awakened from my sitting position by
a kick to my shin. My eyes opened fnto the bright headlights of the jeep.

I could not clearly make out the person standing tall, in front of me.



The Officer of the Day was holding my carbine in his hands, at the arms
rest, inspection oosition0

In that split moment I quickly withdrew my rights hand from the
mackinaw pocket. Holding up a pniir of rosary beads, 1 managed to speak
up, "Sir, | was saying my orayers" %

There was no justification to give any further explanation. Nor
was there any reason to offer an excuse on my behalf. My silence placed
my fate in the hands of the 0.D. I could only visualize the possibility
of a court martial. The disappearance of my PFC stripe# was a certainty.
1 also visualize some other form of punishment, which inevitably was
expected for sleeping on guard duty.

Surprised as | was to see the 0.D. with my carbine in his hands,

I could not find words to express my satisfaction when he returned my
rifle by flipping it back to me as though he had completed hisj?ﬁg%ection.
After saying, "Stay awake, soldier™, he made an about face and walked
back to the jeep. When he motioned to his driver to turn around, relief
of the incident caused me to relax with a deep sigh.

I was never to see the Captnin again. He may have been a replacement
for the regular 0.D. because 1 did not know his name.

What could have been the consequences and or penalty for a Gl to
be caught sleeping on guard duty post was to remain with me for the rest
of my war service career.

No soldier was more grateful to give this OD a satisfying and jgbkh:
meaningful farewell, ihautk Bla. He was one officer who never witnessed a

more deserving glorified army salute. It was my way of saying, "Thank You."



