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"Yeah,” Burke says.
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“Get dressed. Put your coat on over your medals.™

April 15, 1944

By J.D. SALINGER

UANITA, she's always dragging me to a milhon

J movies, and we see these here shows all about
Q war and stuff. You see a lot of real handsome
guys always getting shot pretty neat, right where 1t
don’t spoil their looks none, and they always got
plenty of time, before they croak, to give their love to
some doll back home, with who, in the beginming of
the pitcher, they had a real serious misunderstanding
about what dress she should ought to wear to the
college dance. Or the guy that's croaking mice and
slow has got plenty of time to hand over the papers
he :‘Hpt ured off the encmy gr-nvrul or to t'.'ip]ﬂin what
the whole pitcher’s about in the first place. And mean-

time, all the other real handsome guys, his buddies,
got plenty of time to watch the handsomest guy
croak. Then you don’t see no more, except you hear
some guy with a bugle handy take time off to blow
taps. Then you see the dead guy’s home town, and
around a million people, including the mayor and the
dead guy’'s folks and his doll, and maybe the President,

A story that offers this un-
assailable recipe for permanent
wedded bliss: Don’t never marry
no dame until you find one who
will ery over a guy like Burke.

all around the guy's box, making speeches and wearing
medals and looking spiffier in mourning duds than
most folks do all dolled up for a party.

Juanita, she eats that stuff up. 1 tell her it sure 1s a
nice way to croak; then she gets real sore and says she's
never going to no show with me again; then next week
we see the same show all over again, only the war’s In
Dutch Harbor this time instead of Guadalcanal.

Juanita, she went home to San Antonio yesterday
to show our kid's hives to her old lady—better than
HAHAM

ILLUSTRATED BY RAYE

having the old lady jump in on us with eighty-five
suitcases. But | told her about Burke just before she
left. I wisht I hadn’t of. Juanita, she ain’t no ordinary
dame. If she sees a dead rat laying in the road, she
starts smacking you with her fists, like as if it was you
that run over it. So I'm sorry 1 told her about Burke,
sort of. I just figured it'd stop her from making me go
to all them war movies all the time. But I'm sorry )
told her. Juanita, she ain’t no ordinary dame. Don’t
never marry no ordinary dame. You can buy the
ordinary dame a few beers, maybe trip the light fan-
tastict with them, like that, but don’t never marry
them. Wait for the kind that starts smacking you with
their fists when they see a dead rat laying in the road.

[f I'm gonna tell you about Burke, I gotta go back
a long ways, explain a couple of things, like. You ain’t
been married to me for tweive years and you don’t
know about Burke from the beginning.

I'm in the Army, see.

That ain’t night. I'll start over, like.

You hear guys that come in on the draft kick about
the Army, say how they wish they was out of it and
back home, eating good (Continued on Page 82)




One good reason for
keeping

your chin up!

F YOU'RE WEARING an Arrow
Tie...a good reason for keep-
ing vour chin up!

The fact of the matter is, not
only do handsome Arrow Ties
get stared at . .. occasionally,
total strangers will ask, ""Sav,
where did you buy that one?”

Arrow Ties have distinctive
patterns. The fabrics are rich.
The special lining has one pur-
jrose: L hl'lp make a ]u‘rfl"t‘l
knot every time you wear the
Lie,

Arrow Ties look fine with any
shirt ... and especially fine with
Arrow Shirts, At your Arrow
dealer’s. Made by Cluett, Pea-
body & Lo, Inc.
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SOFT-BOILED SERGEANT

(Continued from Page 18)

chow again, sleeping in good bunks
again—stufl like that. They don’t mean
no harm, but it ain’t nice to hear. The
chow ain't bad and there ain’t nothing
wrong with the bunks. When 1 first come
in the Army, I hadn’t eat in three days,
and where I been sleeping—well, that
don’t matter.

| met more good guys in the Army than
I ever knowed when I was a civilian. And
I seen big things in the Army. | been
married twelve years now, and 1 wisht |
had a buck for every time | told my
wife, Juanita, about something big I
seen that's made her say, “That gives
me goose pimples, Philly.” Juanita, she
gets goose pimples when you tell her
about something big you seen. Don’t
marry no dame that don’t get goose
pimples when you tell her about some-
thing big you seen.

I come in the Army about four years
after the last war ended. They got me
down in my service record as being
eighteen, but I was only sixteen.

I met Burke the first day I was in. He
was a young guy then, ma}rlw twenty-
five, twenty-six, but he wasn’t the kind
of a guy that would of ever looked like a
young guy. He was a real ugly guy, and
real ugly guys don’t never look very
young or very old. Burke, he had bushy
black hair that stood up like steel wool,
like, on his head. He had them funny,
slopy-like, peewee shoulders, and his
head was way too big for them. And he
had real Barney Google goo-goo-googly
eyes. But it was his voice that was
craziest, like. There ain’t no other voice
like Burke's was. Get this: It was two-
toned. Like a fancy whistle. I guess
that's part why he never talked much.

But Burke, he could do things. You
take a real ugly guy, with a two-toned
voice, with a head that’s too big for their
shoulders, with them goo-goo-googly
eyes—well, that’s the kind of a guy that
can do things. I've knowed lots of Hand-
some Harrys that wasn’t so bad when the
chips was down, but there never was one
of them that could do the big things I'm
talking about. If a Handsome Harry's
hair ain’t combed just right, or if he ain’t
heard from his girl lately, or if somebody
ain’t watching him at least part of the
time, Harry ain’t gonna put on such a
good show. But a real ugly guy's just
got himself from the beginning to the
end, and when a guy’s just got himself,
and nobody's ever watching, some really
big things can happen. In my whole life
I only knowed one other guy beside
Burke that could do the big things 1I'm

talking about, and he was a ugly guy too.
He was a little lop-eared tramp with TB
on a freight car. He stopped two big
gorillas from beating me up when | was
thirteen years old—just by insulting
them, like. He was like Burke, only not
as good. It was part because he had TB
and was almost dead that made him
good. Burke, he was good when he was
healthy like.

First off, maybe you wouldn’t think
what Burke done for me was the real big
stuff. But maybe, too, you was never
sixteen years old, like I was, sitting on a
G.I. bunk in your long underwear, not
knowing nobody, scared of all the big
guys that walked up the barracks floor
on their way to shave, looking like they
was tough, without trying—the way real
tough guys look. That was a tough outfit,
and you could take my word for it. Them
boys was nearly all quiet tough. I'd like
to have a nickel for every shrapnel or
mustard-scar that 1 seen on them boys.
It was Capt. Dickie Pennington’s old
company during the war, and they was
all regulars, and they wasn’t busted up
after the war, and they'd been in every
dirty business in France.

So I sat there on my bunk, sixteen
years old, in my long underwear, crying
my eyes out because I didn’t understand
nothing, and those big, tough guys kept
walking up and down the barracks floor,
swearing and talking to theirselves easy
like. And so I sat there crying, in my long
underwear, from five in the afternoon till
seven that might. It wasn't that the guys
didn’t try to snap me out of it. They did.
But, like I said, it’s only a couple of
guys in the world that really know how
to do things.

Burke, he was a staff sergeant then,
and in them days staffs only talked to
other staffs. I mean staffs except Burke.
Because Burke come over to where 1 was
sitting on my bunk, bawling my head
off —but quiet like—and he stood over
me for around twenty minutes, just
watching me like, not saying nothing.
Then he went away and come back
again. I looked up at him a couple times,
and figured | seen about the ugliest-
looking guy I ever seen in my life. Even
in uniform Burke was no beaut, but that
first time I seen him he had on a fancy
store bathrobe, and in the old Army only
Burke could get away with that.

For a long time, Burke just stood there
over me. Then, sudden like, he took
something out of the pocket of his fancy
store bathrobe and chucked it on my
bunk. It chinked like it had dough in it,
whatever it was. It was wrapped up in
a handkerchief and it was about the size
of a kid’s fist.

(Continued on Page 84)

*Major Brunstock’s here with his Walkie-Talkie,”
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INVADERS !

Hudson Engines, Equipped with Federal-Mogul
Bearings, Power Landing Craft

Precision-built Hudson Invader engines, produced by the
Hudson Motor Car Company, -L‘Llui}}pt*d with Federal Mngul
sleeve bearings, power swarms of personnel landing craft
that carry our own and Allied fighting men to beach-heads
and invasion,

Like many other power units built to the highest standards of
In*rfurm.uu'r, Hudson Invaders use Federal-Mogul Steel and
Bronze Back Babbitt-lined bearings. Twenty-four hours a day
our six well-equipped plants turn out tens of thousands of
sleeve bearings, bushings and precision parts to equip planes,
landing gear, ships, tanks, torpedoes, trucks, submarines—
while Federal-Mogul propellers provide dependable propul-
sion on these same personnel landing craft, as well as the
famous PT boats and many others.

When the war is over, Federal-Mogul sleeve bearings will
revert to constructive, peacetime service on automobiles;
refrigerators, trucks, tractors, diesel engines, steam turbines,
electric motors, marine engines. Wherever shafts turn in

sleeve bearings, FEDERAL-MOGUL will be your guide to
dependable quality in the products you buy.

FEDERAL-MOGUL CORPORATION, DETROIT 13, MICHIGAN

Sleeve bearnings and bushings demigned, de- Manufacturers of Equi-Poise and T

i - J ' vMoped and manufactured for engines, Pitch marine propellers from B inches to 10

teet Jlatrieter: i-qu: Flex cushion stuthng
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Plumpe, cormpEelsors, l.“:ur machine !-.r-l.l'-q.J.n.lj
all applicationa where such parts are used.
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| looked at it, and then up at Burke.

“Untie them ends and open it up,”
Burke says.

So | opened up the handkerchief. In-
side it was a hunk of medals, all pinned
together by the ribbons. There was a
bunch of them, and they was the best
ones. | mean the best ones.

“Put 'em on,” Burke says, in that
cockeyed voice of his.

“What for?" I says.

“Just put 'em on,” Burke says. “You
know what any of them are?”

One of them was loose and I had it
in my hand. I knowed what it was,
all right. It was one of the best ones, all
right.

“Sure,” | says. 1 know this one. |
knowed a guy that had this one. A cop
in Seattle. He give me a handout.”

Then 1 give Burke's whole bunch of
medals the once-over. | seen most of
them on guys somewheres.

“They all yours?™ 1 says.

“Yeah,” says Burke. “What's your
name, Mac?"

“Philly,” 1 says, “Philly Burns.”

“My name's Burke,” he says. “Put
them medals on, Philly.”

s On my underwear?” 1 says.

“Sure,” says Burke.

So | done it. 1 untangled Burke's
bunch of medals and pinned every one of
them on my G.1. underwear. It was just
like 1 got a order to do it. The googly-
eyed guy with the cockeyed voice told
me to. So I pinned them on—straight
acrost my chest, and some of them right
underneath. I didn’t even know enough
to put them on the left side. Right smack
in the middle of my chest 1 put them.
Then I looked down at them, and 1 re-
member a big, fat, kid’s tear run out of
my eye and splashed right on Burke's
Crah de Gairry. 1 looked up at Burke,
scared that maybe he'd get sore about
it, but he just watched me. Burke, he
really knowed how to do big things.

Then, when all Burke’s medals was on
my chest, 1 sat up a little off my bunk,
and come down hard so that 1 bounced,
and all Burke's medals chimed, like—
like church bells, like. I never felt so
good, Then 1 sort of looked up at Burke,

“You ever seen Charlie Chaplin?”
Burke says.

“1 heard of him.,”
movie pitchers.”

“Yeah,” Burke says. Then he says,
“Get dressed. Put your coat on over
your medals.”

“Just right over them, like?" | says.

And Burke says, “Sure. Just right
over them.”

| got up from my bunk with all them
medals chiming, and looked around for
my pants, But I says to Burke, *| ain't
got one of them passes to get out the

| SAYS. “He's 1n

April 15, 1944

gate. The fella in that little house said it
wouldn’t be wrote out for a couple days
yet.”

Burke says, * Get dressed, Mac."”

So | got dressed and Burke got dressed.
Then he went in the orderly room and
come out in about two minutes with
my name wrote out on a pass. Then we
walked Into town, me with Burke's
medals chiming and clanking around
under my blouse, me feeling like a hot-
shot, happy like. Know what I mean?

I wanted Burke to feel sort of happy
like too. He didn't talk much. You
couldn’t never tell what he was thinking
about. 1 ecalled him *‘“Mister” Burke
most of the time. | didn’t even know you
was supposed to call him sergeant. But,
thinking it over, most of the time I didn’t
call him nothing; the way it is when you
think a guy’s really hot—you don’t call
him nothing, like as if you don’t feel you
should ought to get too clubby with him.

Burke, he took me to a restaurant. 1
eal everything like a horse, and Burke
paid for the whole thing. He didn’t eat
nothing much.

| says to him, “You ain't eating
nothing.”

“1 ain’t hungry,” Burke says. Then he
says, ‘'l keep thinking about this girl.”

“What girl?" I says.

“This here girl 1 know,” Burke says.
“Got red hair. Don’t wiggle much when
she walks. Just kind of walks straight
like.""

He didn't make no sense to a sixteen-
year-old kid.

“She just got married,” Burke says.
Then he says, "1 knowed her first
though."”

That didn’t interest me none, so 1 goes
on feeding my face.

After we eat—or after I eat—we went
to the show, It was Charlie Chaplin,
like Burke said.

We went inside and the lights wasn't
out yet, and when we was walking down
the aisle Burke said “Hello” to some-
body. It was a girl with red hair, and
she said ** Hello" back to Burke, and she
was sitting with a fella in civvies. Then
me and Burke sat down somewheres. |
asked him if that was the redhead he was
talking about when we was eating.
Burke nodded like, and then the pitcher
started.

[ jiggled around in my seat the whole
show, so's people would hear them
medals clanking. Burke, he didn’t stay
for the whole show. About hﬂ]f“'u_!:.r-:i
through the Chaplin pitcher he says to
me, “Stay and see it, Mac. I'll be out-
gide."’

When | come outside after the show
| says to Burke, “What's the matter,
Mr. Burke? Don't you like Charlie
Chaplin none?"” My sides was hurting
from laughing at Charlie.
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Burke says, “He's all right. Only |
don’t like no funny-looking little guys

always getting chased by big guys,
Never getting no girl, like. For keeps,
like.”

Then me and Burke walked back to
camp. You never knowed what kind of
sad-like thoughts Burke was thinking
while he walked, but all I was thinking
was, Will he want these here medals back
right away? 1 always have kind of
wished that 1 would of knowed enough
that might to say something nice like to
Burke. | wisht I'd of told him that he
was way better than that there redhead
that he knowed first. M;: aybe not that,
but 1 could of said --::-I'mlhm;,_ Funny,
am't it? A guy hke Burke could live a
whole life being a great man, a really
great man, and only about twenty or
thirty guys, at most, probably knowed
about it, and 1 bet there wasn't one of
us that ever kinda tipped him off about
it. And never no women. Maybe a coupla
ordinary dames, but never the kind that
don’'t wiggle when they walk, the kind
that sort of walks straight like. Them
kind of girld, the kind Burke really liked,
was stopped by his face and that rotten
joke of a voice of his. Ain't that nice?

When we got back to the barracks,
Burke says, ""You want to keep them
medals a while, don’t you, Mac?"

“Yeah,” | says. “Could 17"

“Sure,” says Burke. “You can keep
‘em if you want ‘em."”

“Don’t lrnu want ‘'em?"” | says.

Burke s: 1yS, “The 'Y don’t look so ;_:m?d
on me. Good night, Mac.” Then he
goes inside.

[ wore them medals
(:.1. underwear for
three weeks straight. 1 even wore them
when I washed up in the mornings. And
none of them tough birds razzed me none,
They was Burke's medals 1 had on. "I'hey
didn’t know what made Burke tick, but
about '-I‘h.l‘l.—' per cent of the guys in that
outfit had been in France with Burke. If
Burke had give me them medals to wear
on my (i.1.'s, it was all right with them.
So nobody laughed or give me the razz.

| nnl:,' took them medals off to git‘l'
them bacs to Burke. It was the day he
was made first sergeant, He was sitting
alone in the orderly room—the guy was
always alone—at about half past eight af
night. | went over to him and laid his
medals down on the desk; they was all
pinned together and wrapped in a hand-
kerchief, like when he chucked them on
my bunk.

But Burke, he didn't look up. He had
a set of kid's crayons on his desk, and he
was drawing a pitcher of a girl with red

I sure was a kid.
of Burke's on my

hair. Burke, he could draw real good.
“1 don’t need them no more,” | SAYyS
to him. “Thanks."
“Okay, Mac,” Burke says, and he

picks up his crayan again. He was draw-
ing the girl’s hair,
lay there.

| started to take off, but Burke calls
me back, " Hey, Mac."” He don't stop
drawing though.

| comes back over to his desk.

“Tell me,” Burke says, ‘Tell me if
['m wrong, like. When you was se ttin’ on
unur bunk cryin’

“1 wasn’t crying,’
kid.

“[)kn}'- When you was settin’ on your
bunk laughin’ your head off, was you
thinking that you wanted to be laying
on your back in a boxcar on a train that
was stopped in a town, with the doors
rnl]Hi ulwn halfways and the sun in your

fu

" 1 says. (What a

hlm'i of,” ] says."” How'd you know?"’

“Mac, I ain’t in this Army straight
out of West Point,” Burke says.

[ didn't know what West Point was,
so | just watched him draw the pitcher
of the girl.

“T'hat sure looks like her,” \

“Yeah, don't 1t?"" says Burke,
he says, “Good night, Mae.”

1 savs.
Then

He just let his medals -
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Burke calls
oul

I'm getting you
It's gonna be big

| starts to leave
after me, like, ** You're transferrin’
of here tomorrow, Mac.
sent to the Air Corps.
stuff.”

“T'hanks,” 1 says.

Burke, he give me some last advice
just as I goes out the door. “ Grow up and
don’t cut nobody’s throat,” he says.

I shipped out of that outfit at ten
o'clock the next morning, and | never
saw Burke again in my whole life. All
these years I just never met up with him,
I didn’t know how to write in them days.
| mean I didn’t write much in them days
And even if 1 would of knowed how,
Burke wasn't the kind of a guy you'd
write to. He was too big, like. Too big
for me, anyways.

:-tg.'li!'l,

I never even knowed Burke trans-
ferred to the Air Corps himself, if 1
hadn't of got this letter from Frankie
Miklos. Frankie, he was at Pearl Har-
bor. He wrote me this letter. He wanted
to tell me about this fella with this crazy
voice—a master, Frankie said, with nine
hash marks. Named Burke.

Burke, he's dead now. His number
come up there at Pearl Harbor. Only 1t
didn't exactly come up like other guys’
numbers do. Burke put his own up.
Frankie seen Burke put his own num-
ber up, and this here is what Frankie
wrole me:

The Jap heavy stuff was coming over
low, right over the barracks area, and
dropping their load. And the light stuff
was strafing the whole area. The bar-
racks was no place to be safe like, and
Frankie said the guys without no big
guns was running and zigzagging for any
kind of a halfways decent shelter,
Frankie said you couldn’t get away from
the Zeros. They seemed to be hunting
special-like for guys that was zigzagging
down the streets for shelter. And the
bombs kept dropping, too, Frankie said,
and you thought you was going nuts,

Frankie and Burke and one other guy
made it to the shelter okay. Frankie said
that him and Burke was in the shelter
for about ten minutes, then three other
guys run in.

One of the guys that come in the shel-
ter started telling about what he just
seen. He seen three buck privates that
just reported to the mess hall for K. P,
lock Lheirselves in the big mess-hall re-
frigerator, thinking they was safe there.

Frankie said when the guy told that,
Burke sudden-like got up and started
slapping the guy's face around thirty
times, asking him if he was nuts or some-
thing, leaving them guys in that there
refrigerator. Burke said that was no safe
place at all, that if the bombs didn't
make no direct hit, the vibration like
would kill them buck privates anyhow,
on account of the refrigerator being all
shut up like.

Then Burke beat it out of the shelter
to get them guys out of the refrigerator,
Frankie said he tried to make Burke not
go, but Burke started slapping his [ace
real hard too.

Burke, he got them guys out of the re-
frigerator, but he got gunned by a Zero
on the way, and when he finally got them
refrigerator doors open and told them
kids to get the hell out of there, he give
up for good. Frankie said Burke had
four holes between his shoulders,
together, like group shots, and Frankie
saild half of Burke’s jaw was shot off,

He died all by himself, and he didn't
have no messages to give to no girl or
nobody, and there wasn'’t nobody throw-
ing a tl]__ classy funeral for him here in
the States, and no hot-shot bugler blowed
taps for him.

T'he only funeral Burke got was when
Juanita cried for him when | read her
Frankie's letter and when [ told her

close

again what 1 knowed. Juanita, she ain't |

Don't never MAITY
bud. Get one that'll |

no ordinarvy dame.
no ordinary dame,
q:ry fur a Hur]-:e.
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Star of Columbia's new Technicolor production ““COVER GIRL"
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CALOX."
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A MOVIE STAR OF 19647

(Could be! "m\. how, those new teeth are worth the

careful Calox cleansing that Rita Hay-
worlh chooses . i

simae
. for the same good reasons

1. SILKY-SOFT «

strong chemieals, no harsh abrasives.

‘alox cleans gently. Contains no

2. ORIGINATED BY A DENTIST for home care, Calox
efficiently, scientifically. Emulsifies
freshly deposited tartar. Loosens mucin plague.

3. CALOX IS A COMPLEX FORMULA — & balanced

blend of five cleansing and polishing agents!
Thus Calox checks and rechecks cleansing.

¢leanses

4. NOT SHARP, NOT SWEET — refreshing — encour-

ages both children and adults to regular care.

5. PRODUCED BY A FAMOUS LABORATORY.
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Listen to “Stop Or Go,”
starring JOE E. BROWN—
Thursday night, Blue Network.
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