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BRAVERY BEYOND THE
LINE OF DUTY

“The deed is everything;
fame is nothing.”
—Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe.

the

With more and more servicemen
returning home, we are hearing
many startling and breath-taking
tales of heroism. We watch for
thoge little ribbons, stars and med-
als on our returned loved ones
and when we see them, say to our-
selves, “Gee, I'll bet he did some-
thing really big!” He probably did
and you look at him and want to
say, “Nice work, fella.”

Often they meet your praise with,
“l didn’t do anything.” And you
wonder if they're just too modest.

Soldiers are decorated for out-
standing deeds of bravery. But
what about the other men in the
outfit who may have helped in the
task who remain unheralded and
unsung. Many are the deeds that
have been done that have never
received recognition. Yet the men
who have accomplished them are
heroes, too.

Americans are fighting every-
where for the things America
stands for; the right to live and
worship in freedom, the right to
participate in democratic govern-
ment, and the right of other na-
tions to enjoy freedom. This is
why an American soldier will creep
through a mine field to rescue
trapped comrades; why he will
take a thousand-to-one chance to
save a buddy; why a nurse will
toil too many hours to comfort
wounded soldiers. These are the
deeds that will never be made
public but they live on—a monu-
ment to the brave ones wlho per-
formed them.

Next time you chance to talk
with a beribboned serviceman, pay
him this high compliment . . . let
him tell the story of his buddies
who performed deeds of bravery
yet who wear no decoration.

LAVENNA BARNETT.

Cpl. Frank Pane, somewhere in
northern Italy, writes home that
the people there are very friendly.
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Daniel de Sales Blechinger

You've heard the one about the
young man who dashed into an ele-
vator, totally forgetting to remove
his hat. An old lady in the eleva-
tor glared at him and very, very
sarcastically remarked, “Don’t you
take off your hat to ladies?”

“Only,” replied the fast-thinking
young man, “To the old ones.”

CHUCKLES

A new customer walked into a
butcher shop and asked the butch-
er how many chickens he had. She
was told there were six chickens
in the icebox. “I keep boarders who
are always complaining,” she ex-
plained, “so will you pick me out
the three toughest chickens you
have?”

The delighted butcher quickly
put all six chickens on the counter
and selected the three toughest.
Firm)y the customer placed her
hand on the three tender chickens.
“I'll take these,” she said coolly.

A man received a big check for
some services rendered and dis-
covered that it was 1 cent short.
He insisted that the difference be
paid and very soon received an-
other check for the 1 cent. He
presented it for payment at his
bank.

The teller upon examining it
closely, asked, “How would you
like this, sir? Heads or tails?”

A young midshipman reported
for duty to the commanding offi-
cer of a battleship. The C. O. was
a gruff old sailor who hid worked
his way up through the years. He
sized up the new man with any-
thing but pleasure.

“Well, young man,” he snorted,
“I suppose, as usual, they sent the
fool of the family to sea?”

“Oh, no, sir,” said the middie.
“They changed all that since your
time, sir.”

Then there’s the one about the
new recruit who had made a per-
fect score on the rifle range, and
the officer-in-charge was pleased.

“Look at that!” he explained to
the sergeant. “Nothing but bulls-
eyes!”

But the sergeant was skeptical.
“I think, sir, we'd better check that
man’s record. Have you noticed ev-
ewy time he fires the gun, he wipes
off his fingerprints?”

’Twas in the wee small hours of
the morning. A very befuddled
gehtleman was fumbling for the
keyhole. Upon seeing his difficul-
ty, a kindly policeman came to the
rescue. “Can I help you find the
keyhole, sir?”’ he asked.

“Won’t be necessary,” said the
inebriated gentleman, “You just
hold the house still and I can man-
age.”

Zo
T

Dixon’s Restaurant
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Care Of Postmaster

- By Cpl. Thos. R. St. George
(Continued from Last Issue)_

Chiefly, during the day, we had
nothing to do but amuse ourselves.
Now and then there were some

half-hearted attempts at calisthen--

ics, but nobody, including the offi-
cers, took much interest. We read
a .good deal and talked endlessly
about what combat would be like,
what home had been like, what was
wrong with the Army (a subject
too big for adequate discussion
during the Duration and six
months, we decided), and what we
had heard or overheard during the
past 24 hours. Somebody had in-
variably gleaned that “we are now
passing through the most danger-
ous waters of the Pacific.” There
was also considerable discussion as
to just where we would be if and
when we “arrived safely.” Mostly
we favored Australia, but nobody
with authority had ever said that
definitely, so at various times we
were just as sure it would be New
Zealand, Hawali, India, New Cale-
donia, the Fijiis, or Port Moresby.

Eventually a bulletin came down
on “Australian Currency and Cus-
toms.” Our destination thus de-
cided, we learned what we could
from this bulletin and a lot of
other things (that might have been
condensed into another bulletin
titled “How Are the Women?”)
from thé ship’s stewards.

If we weren’t reading -or talk-
ing there were a variety of games,
furnished, I think, by the Red
Cross. These included everything
from Old Maid and Double Deck
Pinochle to Puzzle Peg and Mon-
opoly, all of which can be played
for money. Six of us, during the
course of the voyage, played 981
hands of Hearts for “the drinks,”
which, I am sorry to say, I still
owe. Another group (they must
have been non-coms with no de-
tails to bother about) played near-
ly five hundred rubbers of bridge.
If two guys at any time found
room for their feet and a pair of
dice, they started a crap game.

There was a canteen, aft on “C”
deck, at the other end of a long
line of guys some of whom had
been waiting since the last run to
Bordeaux in the spring of 1917. It
sold various things at prices nice-
ly adjusted to more than take care
of our 20 per cent increase in pay.
Now and then a couple of us, in
lieu of a cash donation, would
storm this canteen and return with
several bottles of warm Pepsi-Cola.

Every afternoon, promptly at 3
o’clock, we “abandoned ship.” With
all our heart and soul the first
week, and a firm conviction that
were this one the “real thing,” we
would get into a boat as quickly
as possible and let somebody else
be the reroes. Later, as we con-
tinued to plow serenely along with
never a sign of a perosicope, some
grew bored with the whole busi-
ness and would disappear into the
nearest men’s room at 2:55 sharp,

remaining there until the “all
clear” sounded. But I could never
quite manage that degree of fatal-
ism, having little or no desire to
die, of all places, in a bathtub.
The sailors who attended these
drills were bored beyond words.
At first they derived a certain

amount of pleasure out of telling:

some particularly pale soldier,
“Don’t ‘worry, Buddy, yu c¢n allas
grab a pail and bail out a foxhole.”
As we grew pretty fed up our-
selves we retorted with another
classic, “Aw, take a week.off an’
float around.” That ended our re-
lations with the crew.

Each evening, the speaker sys-
tem rasped, ‘“All troops. Atten-
tion. All doors, ports, and win-
dows will be closed and secured
immediately. There.will be no more
smoking on tlie open deck. Three
or four of us would take a smoke-
less turn on the open deck. Aften,
as a mild form of amusement, we
would count the other ships in our
convoy. This, at times, could be

disconcerting. Here and there along_

the way we seemed to pick up
boats, usually at night, and on
counting the ships next evening we
would get eight where there should
have been 10, or 20 where there
should have been 18. We could
never be quite sure but what that
extra ship had a Rising Sun in
her flag locker or logger her books
in the year 2600. It was food for
lying awake.

After crossing the equator we
used to while away another half
hour looking for the Southern
Cross, which we found four times,
in four different places, and four
in-no-way-similar shapes. There is
still considerable disagreement
among us as to just what the
Southern Cross looks like and
where the heck do you look if it
does. As we watched the Big Dip-
per as it gradually slid down the
northern sky, finally leaving us
flat somewhere in the vicinity ot
latitude 65.

‘While en route we received two
letters, which wasn’t at all bad
considering the kind of rural route
we were living on. One, from the
Cominanding General, was of a
type, and assured us that Higher
Headquarters felt no qualms con-
cerning our fortitude, courage, etc.,
and added that “troopships are not
built for comfort.” A truth that
we held to be quite and sufficient-
ly self-evident. The other, from
President Roosevelt, stating that
he felt no qualms-concerning our
fortitude, courage, etc., either.

(This paragraph has been added
for the special benefit of other
soldiers who may go overseas.)
Yes, some of us were seasick. Our
trip was very smooth, the ocean
being referred to at all times by
the crew as a “lily pond” or “a
puddle,” but still, some of us were
seasick. I was not. I ate three
meals (at least three meals) every
day. There were a few days when
these meals did not appeal to me
a great deal, but they amounted to

something more than half my pay
at the time, and it was too much
like losing a dollar to miss one.
For a while cigarettes didn’t taste
very good either, and I could
scarcely smoke as many as I could
bum in a good day’s bumming, but
that was all. Other soldiers, sol-
diers whose stomachs weren’t con-
ditioned as mine was conditioned,
thanks to three years in a frater-
nity house, were noticeably sea-
sick. They were afraid they would
die, afraid they wouldn’t die, and
recovered, in that order. Seasick-
ness, like wavy hair, is something
you either have or you haven’t.
Thinking about it won’t help.

(To Be Continued in Next Issue)

A railroad agent in India had
been severely reprimanded for per-
forming duties outside his domain
without orders from his headquar-
ters. Not long afterward, the cen-
tral office received a very startling
telegram. “Tiger on platform eat-
ing conductor. Wire instructions.”

The aggressive wife of a meek
little man was taking her husband
to task when the doorbell rang and
some friends came to make a call.
The little husband-sat in dejected
silence and listened to his wife
and the friends talk.

Suddenly, the wife during a lull
in the conversatioun, glared at him
and shouted: “And don’t sit there
making fists at me in your pock-
ets, either.”

-~

Madame De Steel, the French
authoress, was noted for a pungent
wit. At a gatliering one evening she
unfortunately was seated by a for-
mer friend whom she had crossed
off the list because of some smart-
ing remarks the man had made
about her.

“l have been quite ill of blood
poisoning,” he ventured dolefully.
“My physicans have no idea how
I contracted it.”

Madame De Steel looked at him
coldly. “You may have bitten your
own tongue.”

S/Sgt. Jerome Johnson is sta-
tioned somewhere in France.

Cpl. Tony Kettler completed 17
missions on D-Day.

Hard workers are usually hon-
est. Industry lifts them above
temptation.—Bovee.

Chapter II:
Tom Kelley Home

(Continned from page four.)

That walk back was a long one,
Captain Kelley tells you.

“Never saw so many rivers—
and | fell into every one of ’em.”

Twice, during the back-pedal-
ing, he was recaptured by the
Nazis; but each time he was
shoved into a group of prisoners
heading east—and each time Cap-
tain *Kelley fell away, and headed
west again. Eventually, he made
confact with French forces;
shipped for home.

Thus the cycle is complete for
thankful Mrs. Kelley.

Another son, PMC3a Paul, is
somewhere in the South Pacific.

Former Cager Beisser
Rates OCS ‘Invitation”

Corp. Ed Beisser, three-time
winner of All-Missouri Valley bas-
ket ball laurels, went through
Omaha recently en route to the
Fort Benning (Ga.) Officers’ Can-
didate School.

Beisser was a member of Eddie
Hickey’s last three basket ball
teams. He has Dbeen stationed
somewhere in the Pacific. He was
one of nine men selected for OCS.

Ray Leonard ‘Drops’
A German Jet Plane

It wasn’t so long ago that Ray
Leonard — now a first lieutenant
with the Thirty-first Fighter Group
in Italy—played lots of quarter-
back for Creighton football teams.

He’s still calling signals. " But
instead ot a football, he’s tossing
hot lead. Ray recently knocked
down his first enemy plane. A jet-
propelled ME-262 “just happened”
to get in front of Ray’s guns while
he was escorting a group of bomb-
ers in a raid on Berlin.

A British officer was arguing
with an American officer as to
which army had the better disci-
pline. As the American was giving
his side of the argument, one of
his men entered. It was a private.
“Can 1 borrow the jeep tonight,
sir?” he asked. “I've got to take
my gir]l out.”

“Sure,” replied the officer. Then
turning to the Briton, he said,
“There’s proof of our discipline.
He needn’t have asked me.”

oo

%

through” Red Cross, Home

one job today!

Nebraska Power Company employees are 100 per cent
behind our country’s great Victory program. They are
giving freely of their time and money to help America
win the war—through purchase of war bonds and stamps,

programs. At the same time they are pledged to provide

vital electric service—quickly and completely—to win
industries in the territory we serve. That is our number

Nebraska Power Company

Defense and other Victory
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Sports

Ex-Bluejay Truscott Killed;
Tom Kelley ‘Safe and Well’

(Included below is “Chapter @
I” in the war “adventures” of
Tom Kelley, former Creighton

University footballer.)

There was both bad and good
news resulting from the war for
Creighton University athletic fans
recently.

Al Truscott . . . the second
member of the Big Four to be
killed.

The bad news was two-fold.

Capt. Al Truscott, who romped
on the Hilltop as a member of the
Big Four football backfield, died
April 22 in Bavaria of battle
wounds suffered April 18; his
father, Albert, Sr., Seattle, Wash.,
was advised by the War Depart-
ment.

Also,
Langer, who
was a member
of those last
three great
Creighton b a s-
ket ball teams,
was wounded.

The good news
concerned Tom
Kel ley, former
gridder, who
post-carded

Ralph Langer
from German Prison €amp Stalag
V-A 2 that he was safe and well.

Ap infantry captain, Truscott
was with the Seventh Army. Cap-
tain Truscott came to the Hilltop
after winning two letters in foot-
ball, three in track and two in
wrestling at Omaha Central High.

Truscott was an All-State and
All-Intercity fullback in 1936 and

twice was State high school heavy-

weight wrestling champion, as well
as Midwest AAU heavyweight

champion. He twice was named to

the All-State high school track and

Ralph’

 field squad in the high hurdles.

He held the Intercity League high
hurdles record in 1936 and 1937.

But he probably is best remem-
bered by Creighton fans for his
performances with the Big Four
backfield of Johnny Knolla, Don
Fleming, Norb Koll and himself.

Truscott is the second member
of the Big Four to lose his life
in this war. Capt. Norbert Koll
was killed in 1943 while piloting
a B-24 over Germany. Truscott
was a fullback, Koll a quarter-
back.

In a list of Army wounded re-
cently, the name of Ralph Langer
was included. Langer, if you're a
Bluejay sports fan and if you re-
member back a couple of years,
was one of the biggest factors in

the successes of Eddie Hickey’s|

last three cage squads.

He was among a group of men
who have been casualties in the
European regions.

The postcard which Mrs. Paul

Tom Kelley . . . He post-card-
ed from a German prison camp
that he was safe and well.

Kelley received from Tom was the
first word which she had had about
her son since the War Department
advised her that her boy had been
“missing in action” since Janu-
ary 17.

Kelley, besides being a gridder
at Creighton, was a good semi-pro-
fessional baseball pitcher, His
post-card arrived a day after
Mother’s Day.

For much of the news on the
sports page, the Blue Jay Serv-
ice News ~thanks The Omaha
World-Herald, and its several
news services, and The Creigh-
tonian.

s

Capt. Tom Kelley at home with his mother . . . after an “ad-

venture”
Photo.

in the European Theater of Operations.—World-Herald

Chapter II: Tom Kelley Home

(This is “Chapter 11” in the
war “adventures” of Tom Kel-
ley, former Creighton University
footballer. Thanks is due The
Omaha World-Herald, as this
item, plus picture cutlines, are
almost word for word from its
sports pages.)

JAPS' DEFEAT
ATHLETIC KEY

‘When the Rev. David S. Shyne,
S. J., Bluejay athletic director, at-
tended the recent Missouri Valley
Conference meeting in So. Louis,
he carried a message that told
when athletics would be resumed
on the Hilltop.

The message: Creighton Univer-
sity’s intercollegiate athletic pro-
gram will not be resumed until the
Japs are whipped.

Father Shyne had put the
question of Creighton’s return to
competition before the Athietic
Board and was instructed that no
formal competitions will be au-
thorized until the war is won.

“And that means victory in the
Pacifie,” Father Shyne stated.

Football was terminated in 1942,
while basket ball was dropped aft-
er the 1942-43 season. Manpower
shortages forced the shelving
movement. And that’s what halts
an early revival.

An investigation showed that
Creighton will be extremely lucky
to have one hundred boys in school
next fall.

Creighton—because of the short-
age of athletes—will be the only
Valley school that won’t participate
in football and basket ball during
the 1945-46 season.

Capt. Tom Kelley, one-time
Creighton University football
standout and high ranking ama-
teur and semi-professional base-
ball pitcher, is home.

Thus the cycle of surprises for
his mother, Mrs. P. L. Kelley, 2120
Wirt Street, is complete.

For it was on the morning of
May 15, the day after Mother's
Day, that Mrs. Kelley received a
postcard from her son disclosing
that he was safe in a German pris-
oner of war camp. That was the
first information Mrs. Kelley had
received since the War Department
notified her Captain Kelley had
been “missing in action” since Jan-
uary 17.

Then, on the afternoon of May
15, Mrs. Kelley was advised by
the War Department that her
boy had been “returned to mili-

. tary control.”

Now, less than a month after
his release, Captain Kelley is
home. He'll remain here for 60
days, then report to Hot Springs,
Ark., for reassignment.

A trifle pinched but with that
Irish wit bubbling close to the sur-
face, Captain Kelley disclosed here
that after seven weeks’ hospitali-
zation for treatment of wounds
leading to his capture, he was sent
to a transient prisoner of war
camp.

“Then, when the Allies started
to march, we got our marching or-
ders, t0o,” he recalled. “They herd-
ed all the prisoners in one group
and told us to ‘start walking.’

“Well, I kept with the pack for
a while but since we’d been told to
walk, I couldn’t see any rhyme or
reason in the idea of walking the
wrong way; 8o I just turned
around and started walking the
other way.”

(Continued on Page Three)



