








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 -

THE SATURDAY

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.

EVENING POST

RITA HAYWURTH speaking :

Star of Columbia's new Technicolor production ““COVER GIRL"

,'

"Hollywood

® knows all

the glamour

tricks

k;

’ "Such as

¥  teeth that
@

»

shine

beautifully.

|

] taught me

4

L 4

to use
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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.

Good Housekeeping

‘_-:'-l'ﬂf'-.m Y




	01
	02
	03
	04

