
Boondock BanK'\ is the big hit 
on Radio Falau. T/S Bill Mor
rison (right) is its author. He 
is helped bv Scott Haynes, 
USMC, and' Sgt. G. Phillips 

BY SGT. JACK SHER 

You remember how Tokyo 
Rose once bent millions of 
G.I. ears with her platters and 
her propaganda. But did you 
know that when three un
known G.I. gripers got on the 
air waves, the Rose wilted? 

EARLY in the Pacific campaign, Tokyo 
Rose had a radio following that most 
sponsors would give their Dun and 

Bradstreet radng to have. G.I.s listened to 
her because their own radios were not power
ful enough to pick up Stateside broadcasts 
and because she played American swing rec
ords, the sort of music soldiers were starving 
to hear. In between these jazz platters, the 
Rose would toss a pitch about how bad 
things were back in the States, how civiUans 
were rushing the G.I.s' girl friends, how our 
military campaigns were poorly planned and 
ill-fated, lies and more lies, which she hoped 
would cause the average soldier to sing the 
bhies in the night. 

Once, when Seabees were working fever
ishly, and secretly, on an airfield in the 
Marshalls, the Rose came on the air, identi
fied the island, adding, "Confidentially, boys 
—your strip is showing." She followed this 
announcement with a nasty laugh. 

Then, one night early last year, the Rose 
was idly twisting a dial in Tokyo when she 
heard a strong, confident American voice 
say—"This is WXLE, your Armed Forces 
Radio Service at Eniwetok—on the road to 
Tokyo!" The voice belonged to a former 
Hollywood announcer. Sergeant Byron 
Palmer. It came from the first APRS station 
in the Pacific Ocean Network. The voice 
made the Rose very unhappy. Later that 
same night, she was on the air, snarling, 
"This is Radio Tokyo—on the road to Eni
wetok!" That was the beginning of the battle 
of radio in the Central Pacific. 

After Eniwetok, stations manned by APRS 
soldiers began to spring up all over the ocean, 
at Saipan, Guam, Kwajalein, Makin. Peleliu. 
The Sarong network, as it was nicknamed, 
began to wage wordy war on the Rose from 
broadcasting stations in tents, meanwhile 
working to build modern, air-conditioned stu
dios in Quonsets. 

The G.I. broadcasters had many things in 
their favor, not the least of which was fine 
equipment, facilities for bringing programs 
to their listeners on a strong, unhampered 
signal. From their headquarters in Los An
geles, they were shipped the latest radio fare, 
recorded on large transcriptions, programs 
headed by such names as Hope, Benny, Al
len, Shore, Fibber and Molly. 

Rose tried to hit back, tried to cut in on 
these programs. Her voice began to go sour, 
then rose to a cacophony of spluttering wails. 
Her program became nervous and less inter
esting, limited to insults and threats against 
her new, G.I. rivals. 

Boss of Kwaj Lodge is T/S Rus
sell Beggs, known as "Rock-Happy." 
He did an interview with Bacall 

For answer, the G.I. broadcasters played 
the latest jazz records, flooded the air waves 
with Condon, Goodman and Shaw rhythms 
and satisfied the long hairs with the latest mu
sic of the New York and Philadelphia sym
phonies. They filled the air with late, accurate 
news reports, something the Rose could not 
get. 

But the shows that really wilted tt\,e Rose 
were those created on the spot by the soldier 
broadcasters operating the stations. These 
shows, based on the G.l. style of humor, 
drew a larger following and more laughs 
than even the celebrity-stocked Hollywood 
and New York recorded programs. The 
idea behind these new, zany programs was 
not only to combat the insidious propaganda 
of the Rose, but to cause soldiers, sailors 
and Marines to laugh at their hardships, drop 
their rock-weary ways and forget for the 
nonce the monotony and boredom of their 
lives in the coral-and-coconut country. 

Almost overnight, three new stars sprang 
up in the Pacific. These stars with stripes 
were all technical sergeants—skinny Hal 
Kanter, sad-eyed Russell Beggs and freckled 
faced Bill Morrison. All over the Pacific. 
G.I.s began talking about their shows, pro
grams such as Kwaj Lodge, The Daft Board, 
and Boondock Barney. 

Birth of the Daft Board 

Kanter, along with Sgt. Byron Palmer 
and Lieutenant Jack Wormser had opened 
the station at Eniwetok. Shortly after Guam 

,was taken, Kanter and Wormser were on 
hand to knock a station together there. It 
was on Guam that Kanter began his show, 
The Daft Board. He is a thin, six-foot two-
inch ex-gag man, known to the G.I.s in the 
Guam listening area as Doctor Jungle Jolly 
Gerald, chairman of The Daft Board. In this 
capacity he was on the air every day saying, 
in effect, "Drop that rock, brother, and listen 
to a gent who is really rock-happy." 

Kanter might begin: "Good afternoon. 
We regret to inform you that the program 
originally scheduled for this time will be 
heard anyway. This is your magnificent 
obsession, Doctor Jungle Jolly Gerald, the 
only man on Guam who takes in washing 
from the natives. I come before you to
day wearing a civilian skivvy shirt as a re
minder that you, too, may someday become 
a cLvilian—providing you can pass the 
physical." 

Whether his mood for the day was whim
sical, truculent, gay or dour, Kanter's Daft 
Board voiced the feelings of every G.l. on 
the rock, their gripes, desires and hopes. 
When The Daft Board reached its height, 
Kanter augmented it with a new show whiih 
bore the apparently harmless4itle of Movie 
Marquee. It was a fifteen-minute review of 
movies playing at various theaters on the 
island. In a drawling, deadly sarcastic voite, 
Kanter talked about Hollywood films in a 
manner that would drive most producers into 
the arms of the enemy. He took upon him
self a one-man crusade to get better movies 
for G.I.s, and his rampaging tongue showed 
little mercy for what he considered cinematic 
turkeys. 

Kanter did not grade pictures by "stars" 
(Continued on page 90> 
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• Cold win te r 
weather results in 
oils congealing in 
tlie c r a n k c a s e . 
Congealed oil sets 
up resistance to 
(he moving parts 
of engines. Un
necessary strain is 
p u t upon the 
starting motor,— 

it will not "spin • or turn over fast enough 
to start prompily,—;ind batteries run 
down. Engines are stalled simply because 
the oil could not flow. 

There is a remedy to ban the fear of 
winter starting and driving problems— 
it's R I S L O N P : , The Oil Mloy. 

RISLONE is a comlnnation of chemi
cals to be added to the regular engine oil 
right in the crankcase. 

RISLONE keeps all 
even in sub-z ' -ro 
weather. Its high 
capillary attract ion 
leads the regular oil 
to all parts of the 
engine. With RIS
LONE in the crank
case, faster crank injjf 
speeds are possibl>— 
engines will '•sjim" 
and start quickl\ — 
stress and strain is 
removed from i he 
starting motor and 
battery—and imniedialt' adequate lubri
cation of engines i-. assur<'(l. Thus delays, 
battery replacemeiits. unnecessary towing 
charges and repair'^ can IK avoided—safe, 
pleasant winter drivinj; i- made possible. 

free flowing-

The heart of your car is fts 
enfltne. Keep it clean and 

ftflcient witli RISLONE. 

PISIOM 

( S w ^ * 

Always add a quart of RISLONE in place 

of the fourth quart of oil . 

FACILITATE "BREAK-IN" 
IlISLONE added to the regular crankcase 
oil (1 quart RISLONE to each 3-quarts 
oil) will insure thorough lubrication of all 
moving parts. Protect your investment 
in a new or rebuilt engine. RISLONE will 
permit normal driving speeds immediately 
and prolong engine life. 

KEEPS ENGINES CLEAN 
RISLONE added to the regular crank

case oil, absorbs sludge and gum forma
tions—frees sticking valves—restores lost 
compression, power and pep—assures a 
quieter, smoother running engine. 

EASY GEAR SHIFTING 
Lubricants used in the transmission and 

differential are generally much heavier 
than crankcase oils. They too congeal in 
cold weather—and result in difficult gear 
shifting. Differentials "freeze" and wheels 
will not turn freely. A pint of RISLONE 
added to the transmission oil will assure 
"finger t ip" shifting and a half pint added 
to the differential grease will prevent 
"freezing" of gears in the rear end housing 
—permit wheels and axles to roll freely. 

RISLONE BANS WINTER 
ENGINE TROUBLES 

Don't envy the fellow 
who always snaps his 
motor into action with 
t h e f i r s t push on t h e 
starter button. Don't envy 
the fellow who gets "sum
mer-t ime" performance 
from his car the year 
'round. Chances are that 
he is one of the millions 
of motoris ts regularly 
using RISLONE with his 
crankcase oil. I t has been 

used by prominent car factory engineers 
and engine builders for over a quarter of a 
century. T H E SHALER COMPANY, 

Waupun, Wis., and Cana-
,(<'^ dian Shaler Products Co., 
•ŝ 'f) Ltd., Toronto. 

RISLONE is made by 
the makers of World 
Famous Shaler "HOT 
PATCHES," the Safest 
Tube Repairs Known. 

RISLONE^I 
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SEE THEM 
Wh»r» You See 

THIS SIGN 

This Heater Circulates 

45 cubic feet of warm 

air per minute . . . 

S e n d s ou t b i l l o w s of 
warmth instantly. Draws 
cold air from floor, heats 
it and fan-forces it all 
throughout the room. 

y 
/ A necess i t y f o r ba th 

rooms, especially where 
there's a baby to bathe. 
Three handsome fan-
forced models priced as 
low as . . . $900* 

Including fax 

Chases Chills from bathrooms, bedrooms and breakfast 
rooms. Ideal for trailers, camp cottages, offices — anywhere 
that quick, convenient warmth is needed. 

Brings Real Comfort to everyone in your home. Dad enjoys 
it when he gets up to dress in the morning—when he bathes 
and shaves. 

Mother Enjoys It while she dresses—while she bathes herself 
and the baby. She uses it, too, for drying her hair—for drying 
stockings and lingerie she rinses from day to day. 

Safe with Children because heating element and fan are fully 
enclosed. Easily carried to any room or chilly corner. Plugs 
in at any 110 AC wall outlet — for anyone to enjoy instantly. 

ANOTHER A R V I N I Serves as a portable electric 
fireplace. Radiates lots of heat. Reflects a cheerful 
fireplace glow. Price only , . . $ 8 . 5 0 * including tax 
* A I ) prices slightly higher in far West and extreme South 

FIREPLACE COMFORT 
IN ANY ROOM 

Ht^'' 

OFFICE COMFORT 
FOR CHILLY DAYS 

ARVIN is the name on Products of Experience Coming From 

NOBLITT-SPARKS INDUSTRIES, INC. , Columbus, Indiana 

A R V I N ^ j ^ PRODUCTS 
DEALERS EVERYWHERE will be showing Arvin Portable Electric Heaters—Also Arvin Top Flight 
Radios, Arvin Metal-Chrome Dinette Sets, Arvin Outdoor Metal Furniture, Arvin Automatic Electric 
irons, Arvin Ail-Metal Ironing Tables, Arvin Roll-a-Round Laundry Tubs . . . and Arvin Car Healers. 

OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPH 1 S ', R! N F - T I P S 

Lieutenant Donald Redh'n, our hero, looks unheroic catching up on his mail 

BY T/SGT. DAVID DEMPSEY, USMC 
AND S/SGT. JAMES B. GOLDEN, USMC 

WELL, it's all over now, and some of 
us who have been in some of the 
big shows will sit around and swap 

guff with other inen who have been in on 
other big shows, and all of us will be re
membering out loud about the time that 
everything was quiet and then all hell 
popped, and the more we tell it, the fancier 
it will get until the yarns are out of all pro
portion to the facts. We don't want that to 
happen to our story of the redhead. That's 
why we want to tell it now. 

A group of Marines were mopping up on 
Iwo. They were men who had come through 
the hottest part of the campaign and they 

weren't anxious to do any dying now. They 
stood, a ragged company, on a crag. They 
looked down into a dead valley and they saw 
the cave mouths and they winced. There 
were Nips in those caves and they would 
have to be flushed, and that meant that a lot 
of the men now looking down would soon 
be looking upward and not seeing anything. 

It was discouraging. They stood there: 
the captain, Sergeant Scorchy and redheaded 
Don Redlin, the lieutenant. 

"We haven't any choice," the captain mur
mured. "Get a patrol down there with some 
charges." 

Scorchy nodded. He'd known this all 

Collier's for November 17, 1945 
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