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Jack Braha, '’ American-Arab” Corporal, _—
Attends A Wedding In North Africa

(Ed. Note—Corporal Jack (Better known as Brooks) Braha is stationed some-
where in North Africa. In addilion to his other duties, he is an official battalion
Arabic interpreter. Recently, he attended a real, old-time Arab wedding with

his Major and himself as the honored guests. Here is his story.)

One of the
believe has here by,
American Arab-Mos-
lem Wwedding which I recently attend-
ed with my major.

It took place in the middle of a
corn field owned by the Arab who
was getting married went on
through the whole night. The only
lighting ot the wedding was that
which was provided by the headlights
of our re-con car.

The Arabs like us Americans very
much and the hospitality and the
respect paid us was amazing. Nothing
that was in their power was not done
for our advantage.

The old custom of not allowing the
groom to see the bride still prevails
among these Moslems and the bride
is veiled throughout the courtship
until after the ceremony.

What really impressed me was the
S. Y. music. Men only would do the

rarest which I

ever

sights
been seen
soldiers was an

and

dancing—with the usual handker-
chief in each hand, swaying from
side to sie and the usual S. Y.
“pump”’ in jitterbug style.

Knowing me as the American Arab
(A.A.), they called on me to dance.
At first, I refused, being quite shy
in front of my battalion commander,
but he eventually persuaded me to
dance. He gave me an order, and an
order in the Army is not to be re-

fused—unless, of course, you're cu-
rious to see what a court-martial is
like.
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So I danced, or should I say, tried
to dance to the music of “White
(Werdeh 1I1 Beyda) and T
brought the house down. A mixture
of conga, thrown in by yours truly
for good what really
did it.

Rose”

measure, was

We stayed up at that wedding fe:ast
until 4:30 a.m.,
humor and to a man who
easily get a job in the U, S.
tobacco auctioneer. He kept
everyone who was present.

listening to music,
could
as a

blessing

For his big blessing, he blessed

Braha, Roosevelt and the Major, in
thet order. Imagine putting me be-
fore The President and the Majir.

But when you consider what he added
about understandable. He
said, “Braha is the American

me, it is
who

brings peace and good will to the
Arabs of our area.”

As the wedding drew to a close,
we got up from our squatting posi-
tion &nd stretched our legs to get
them back in circulation. The orche-

stra immediately got up and escort-
ed us to our car.

For gifts, we gave the bride some
Camay soap, which to the people here
is like giving them gold. And to the
groom, we gave a new white GI. tow-
el to wrap around his head for a
turban. He was very hzppy. An Arab
with a white towel around here
walks around as though he owned
all of Africa.

A long
our car.
us with

followed us to
waved goodbye to
“Bislamat”. My
commanding officer later remarked
that he wouldn’t have missed that
wedding for a million dollars. Neither
would I.

procession
And all
plenty of

I am
take place

sorry that this affair didn’t
before, so that I could
have sent my story for your Contest
Issue. In the meantime, good luck to
you with the Victory Bulletin and
here’'s hoping for Victory soon.

Corporal Jack Braha

In The Field

Somewhere in

North Africa
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Hi, Peepul

By MARGE LABATON

Latest Bird’s Eye Picture of Bensonhurst . . .

. Bradley Beach and lazy

sunny days all over, and the long Bay Parkway trek has begun. The usual
knots and clusters draped on 69th St. corners. Girls’ morale flying high despite
severe manpower shortzge. All are still dressed to kill. Handsome uniformed
figures dotted here and there, getting their fill of oriental feminine beauty.

Ray of Hope—A certain Sam Attie
on the make, but definitely. Go to it,
gitls!.... Flashl-—-Boys! D—o you want
your girl friends to dream of you, and
you only? Try orchids by telegram.
They say Reggie Sedaka has benn
in a daze of proud adoration ever
since Pvt. Seymour Schweky surprised
her that way from England... What's
the matter, girls? Does the Colony
Surf club with its atmosphere, color-
ful tables and sparkling pool suggest
only solo?... And Sara Gemal insists
that somersaulting on a hot summer
day can be fun—especially, when
one lands fully clothed into the cool
clear waters of Deal Lake. The spec-
tacle also thrilled thousands of on-
lookers.

The 6.5 train to Bradley, onceé
gambling house and rendezvous of
thousands, is mow an unhappy ghost
train mournfully wailing the loss of
its old friends . . .. Mystery—Drama
—Love(?) What drew the debonair
Tony Djeddah again and again to
Bradley this Summer? . . .

Shirley Betesh's gathering in honor
of Pvt. Margaret Esses was some hot
night, (the weather, y'know). The
young ladies were obliged to cool
themselves off with ice cubes, Brrrrrr!
. ... It pays to be patriotic. Men out
of uniform, join the New York State
Guard. In addition to helping your
country, you see the latest shows at
the best theatres for only 28c.

Marco Zalta’s face discovered by
his surprised sister in a newspaper
shining forth amidst a crowd of boys.
It was taken in Africa at a Red Cross
Dance.... Life has its little problems—
“Eeny meeny miny mo, which shall
I take, and which let go?” worries
Davy (Panama) Betesh of those host
of girls waiting on line for a date
with him... Shshshsh, quiet! It's a
secret, Don't even mention Julie An-
tebi and Pvt. “Alibey” Cohen’s names
in the same breath.... Pvt. Abe Harari
wrote to a friend “You are one of the
few, I picked to write to”. We dis-
covered that he sent out 80 cards!!

Seaman 1Ist Class David Dweck is
making quite a hit with Rena Gemal.
Anyone hear anything yet? . ... Seen
—A beautiful blonde clinging to the
arm of Fredie Laniado. RK.Y. girls
ain't good enough, huh? . . . . Mrs.
Cohen, your worries are over. Reports
have reached us that son Pvt. Hddie

Cohen gets his orange juice served in
bed by the sergeant himself . . . .
Bradley may be heaven for us poor
city worn mortals on Sunday, but
give Albert Dweck the nice hot city
(plus cute Mollie Haddad) and he's a
happy man . COpl. Bob Gemal
makes long distance phone calls . . . .
all the way from Brazil.

Soldiers from this community who
were on leave in Bradley or Benson-
hurst, recently, included:—Sgt. Herbert
Ohayan (And now we can proceed in
alphabetical order) Lt. Abe Abady,
Cpl. James Abady, Pvt. Irving Ades,
Cpl. Joe Belilos, Lt. Jack Beyda, Cpl
Joe Bigio, PFC. Sam Braha, Pvt. Saul
Shabot, Pvt. Eddie Cohen, Pvt. Max
Cohen, Seaman Ralph Cohen, Sgt.
Erwin Dayan, Sgt. Morris Dweck, Cpl.
Victor Dweck, PFC. Charles Dweck,
Pvt. “Chick” Esses, Pvt. “Sonny” Es-
ses, Pvt. Harry Franco, Cpl. Isaac
Grazi, Pvt. Jack Gindi, Cpl. Sam Ha-
ber, Pvt. Jack Kairey, Sgt. David Kas-
sin, Pvt. Irving Kassin, Seaman Lanie
Kboudi, Pvt. Raph Kboudi, Cpl. Morris
Laniado, PFC. Michael Mishaan, PFC.
Abe Mizrahi, Pvt. David Ohayon, PFC.
Isaac Schwecky, Pvt. Isaac Schwecky,
Pvt. Isidore Shamah and Sgt. Max
Yedid.

Holidays are here again. And more
of the boys will be home for short
stays. To those who are too busy
learning war in camps here and to
those who are defending our freedom
overseas, a« Happy New Year! And
let's hope that the coming year will
see the smashing of fascism so that
we can all ring in the next New Year
together in joy and peace.

COMPLIMENTS
OF

R. HABER
CALIFORNIA

COMPLIMENTS
OF

Raymond Zalta
MISS.

Milestones

BORN TO

Mr. and Mrs. Abe Massri—a Boy

Mr. and Mrs. Albert Dabah—a girl

Mr, ana Mrs. Sam Dweck—a girl

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Shabol—a girl

Mr. and Mrs. Raymond Haber—
a boy

Mr. and Mrs. David Cohen—a girl

Mr. and Mrs. Morris Dweck—a girl

Mr. and Mrs. Seymour Samash—
a boy

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph 8. Cohen—
a Girl

Mr. and Mrs. Abe Cohen—a girl

Mr. and Mrs., Joe Ades—a Girl

Mr. and Mrs. Maurice Tabush—
a girl

Mr. and Mrs. Nat Sultan—a Girl

MARRIED

Sally Cohen to Moe Safdieh

Ray Liniado to Dudly Ruby

Jeanette Lerman to Samuel A.
Haddad

Renee Ashkanazie to Moe Haber

ENGAGED
Moe Shabot to Marion Beyda

ZALTA MEETS O'HANNA

Pvt. Nat Zalta was visiting the town
of New Orleans recently when he
bumped right into Al O’Hanna. Mr.
O’Hanna invited the soldier home to
dinner and, as Nat put it, “That S.Y.
supper sure was delicious.”

COMPLIMENTS
OF

BOZZIE MIZRAHI

COMPLIMENTS
OF

KASSIN
AND

MISHANEYA,
WICHITA, KANSAS

PVT. AMERIQUE ASHEAR
WISHES ALL HIS
FRIENDS

A HAPPY & VICTORIOUS
NEW YEAR
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Bradley Parties
Raised $775
For War Funds

Benefit card parties during the sum-
mer season at Bradley Beach raised
clcse to $775 for the American Red
Cross and Allied War Relief, a sum-
mary this week disclosed.

The gatherings were held at tlhe
homes of Mrs. Isaac Betesh, Mrs.
Joseph Dabah and Mrs. Joseph Sultan.
Mrs. Sally Shabot, Miss Adele Nahem
and Miss Cynthia Sutton also spon-
sored a benefit party jointly.

Aside from the admission that was
paid, extra money was raised by raf-
fling gifts and by taking cuts from
each table.

After netting more than two hund-
red dollars at her party, Mrs. Betesh
said, “How can we women with sons
in the Army expect to continue lead-
ing our usual lazy life? We must all
do our best in every possible way
we can think of.”

She continued, “We all must work
much harder. The more we do now,
the more our sons will benefit. And
the quicker they’ll come home again
to us.”

Plans are now being made to carry
on with benefit card parties through-
out the winter.

PVT. LEVY

(Continued From Page 1)
I suffered but I didn’t. In fact, I con-
sider myself very lucky. So please, all
of you, don’t feel sorry.”

A very unusual incident occurred
while he was aboard the hospital
ghip. One of the boys with whom
he was very friendly in Bensonhurst
was working on the hospital ship.
And they met.

“I wonder if you know him,” Mur-
ray said. “His name is Sam Russo.
He used to come to our house pretty
often and seeing him was the hap-
piest moment of my life.”

“1t sure is nice to sleep in a com-
fortable bed again,” he continued.
“Here in the hospital, the nurses are
all nice to us and we have a good
time with them. The food is good
too and we can have anything we
want to eat.”

Pyvt. Levy was one of the first
American soldiers off the boat when
the Seventh Army began its invasion
of Sicily.

In an earlier V-Mail letter, written
exactly a week before he was wound-
ed, he had said, “The invasion of
Sicily hzs been my greatest edven-
ture. It's been a tough grind all
the way, till a few days ago when

The Infantry--Queen Of Battle

(Ed. Note—The Air Force softens up the objective. The Navy shells it
Specialized units move in to establish the bridgehead. But in the end, the
infantryman, pack on his shoulders and rifle in hand, is called on to do the
“dirty work”. He moves in on foot, wrests another piece of earth from the
Fascists, consolidates his position and marches forward, always forward. And
he will keep marching forward until he’s in Rome, Berlin and Tokyo.

This month’s special gift package for the best letter submitted by a service-
man to the Victory Bulletin goes to Pvt. Meyer Sutton, an American infantry
soldier, who sent us the following report on the basic training he received at
Camp Wheeler, Georgia.)

I have just finished my basic training in the infantry here at Camp
Wheeler., I don’t want to sound as though I've gone through more than other
guys have. I guess we can all write about the same things no matter what
camp we're in, But infantry training at Wheeler!!—well, a man from
Wheeler has to be 14-Karat,

We put a lot of sweat and guts into our training.
And our sweat has left the Georgia soil more fertile.

We've learnt to eat in the rain and like it, like it so much that we've
gone back for seconds. We've lain in the mud and we've baked under that
blazing Georgia sun. We've rigged up barbed wire fences and torn them
down again.

We've lugged the 30-caliber machine-gun and the 81 mm. over the
entire state of Georgia (or so it seems). We've iearned to know the savagery
of bayonet drill—long thrust, short thrust—again and again, until our fatigues
were wringing wet—short jab, horizontal butt stroke, on and on.

We've climbed the steepness of “Burma Road” a thousand or more times.
And I've yet to march over a hill that slopes downward. Yes, printgs of our
G.I. shoes are in the swamps. And signs of our foxholes are all over the
countryside. We've staggered back to our barracks almost too tired to fall on
our cot or to drag our weary bodies to a shower.

We've grimaced and griped all over the place. A thousand times you’re
tempted to fall out on long hikes under the blazing, mocking sun, that blast
furnace in the sky. But you look around and see the other guys, still march-
ing, heads up and a song coming out of their parched lips. So you keep
plugging along. And the other fellows go through the same thing you’re
going through. And around the barrack steps that night, you stand around
and say, “What a b...h that was but I'm glad I'm made it.”

After a while, the full field-pack no longer is a burden, but something
that is a part of you. I've tasted my salty sweat as it dripped past my
mouth. And after every hike, whether 10, 15 or 20 miles, you sigh and say,
“Geez, if I had to go another mile, I'd never have made it.” Everytime, we
say that. But we always make it.

I've gained something here at Wheeler., Maybe it’s physical perfection,
maybe my eyes are sharper and my head is clearer, and maybe my “self
esteem” is greater, I don’t know. Anyway, I think it’s done me a world
of good.

Now we're soldiers.

‘What lies ahead, none of us know. The important thing is that we have
become infantry soldiers. We're the guys who are going to be in there all
the way until victory, final and complete, is ours.

Pvt, Mike Sutton,

Camp Wheeler, Ga.
we were just about through fighting.
Looking back, I see how lucky I was.” TO
But his luck, unfortunately, did not
hold out. And in the letter which he | AL and HY Aronesty
scribbled to his family from the AND

hospital, he said, “It made me feel
bad not to see the campaign through
to the end.”

Pvt. Levy, before embarking for the
shores of the Italian island, saw con-
siderable frontdine action in the
Battle of Tunisia.

ALIBAY

BRING ‘EM BACK ALIVE

LEON NASAR
AL FLUG
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THIS IS THE BOMBER YOUR MONEY BOUGHT!

SPIRIT OF
MAGEN DAVID

She was bought by our community and her
name is “'Spirit of Magen David.” She's a two-mo-
tored Mitchell bomber, a B-25, to be technical.

Our community raised $300,000 to buy her,
raised the money with the sale of War Bonds and
Stamps.

She's the baby that Doolittle and his Tokyo
raiders used to blast the Japanese last year. And
she was one of the United Nations planes that
saved the day for the Eighth Army at the Nile. Later,

she paved the way for the cleansing of North
Africa and the invasions of Italy and Sicily.

“The Spirit of Magen David” has already
joined the fighting, flying fleet of the United States
Army Air Forces. Where or when she'll go into
action, we don’'t know. But shell do a good job
wherever her bombardier looks down on enslaved
territory to drop his eggs.

The Syrian-American community is not only
backing the attack. It is attacking with a Mitchell
medium bomber!

COMPLIMENTS
OF

STELLA HEDAYA

. —

HAPPY NEW YEAR
TO

The Folks At Home

AND TO

My Buddies Overseas
Pfc Morris Shmalo
L ]

APO 600 c/o Postmaster
N. ¥« G

OUTFIT THE OUTFIT

“Dear Mom” (Willie writes),
“The mosquitoes out here are as
plentiful as fleas on a stray pup.
And the way those stingers bite!
I guess the Japs told ’em the
Yanks were coming and to be
sure to save up their appetites.”

A

It's enough to fight the Japs
without battling mosquitoes too.
Mosquito . hammocks, like this,
protect Willie, at least while he’s
sleeping. Cost, $16.50. Outfit the
outfits out fighting for you. Buy
that extra Bond today. L

U. S. Treasury Department

COMPLIMENTS
OF
MR. and MRS.

JOE MARCUS

THIS
P1G BPANK'S UNSAFE/

Invest ydur mowey in United States

WAR SAVINGS BONDS AND STAMPS!

af

s U, S, Treasury Deparimen
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V.B. Staff Deluged With Thanks

or -Serviceman's Issue
For All-S

We found ourselves struggling con-
tentedly under such a barrage of mail
this month that we put the fattest
pile of leters into a special brown
cardboard folder marked “Reactions
of soldiers to Servicemen's Issue”.
Below is a fleeting glimpse of what
went into the folder.

P.F.C. Max Cohen, Greenwood,
writes, “Your V.B. hit me at the proper
psychological moment. I was on KEP.
and it lifted my spirit so much
that I could have sworn that my head
was going to put a dent in the ceil-
jng of the mess-hall. There was only
one thing wrong with the issue. There
just wasn’t enough of it!”

And from another K.P. ite, P.F.C.
Charles Abadi, Fla., “At the time I
received your V. B, I was on K.P.
doing pots and pans”. Pvt. Joe Esses
readily knew something when he
wrote No Apologies Necessary. “Your
paper” The Sand, was very interest-
ing, and I really enjoyed reading it.”

Pvt. David O’Hayan, Va.—“I receiv-
ed my August issue of the V.B. from

you, and I'm writing this letter be-
cause I really enjoyed reading it.
Except for one story—that was the
one written by the jerk with the
Frank Buck hat—it was .K.,, or On
the Ball; as they say in the army”.

Pvt. Morris H. Levy, Ga., “I can
only try to describe to you what your
little paper does to an S. Y. soldier.
‘When he hears his name at ‘Mail Call’,
and sees the mail clerk hold up the
Victory Bulletin he reaches his hand
eagerly to grasp it, and in that split
second “Home” washes in his mind—
and the feel of the paper seems to
take him on a “Magic Carpet” back
to dear old Brooklyn”.

“He clutches it, reads and takes in
every item, and even the chow whistle
can’t budge him; he is too busy to
think about a little thing like food.
I never dreamed I would look for-
ward to anything with such an anxiety
as I look forward to your issues”.

And that is why the staff is walk-
ing around wearing grins of sheer
happiness!

“Blimey’’, Said British Sailors,
“"That Was A Rare Old Time!”

By SALLY SHABOT

We still don't know exactly what
our boys across the ocean think of
the English girls they are meeting
there for the first time, but we do
know what 20 British sailors thought
of the group of Syrian girls who gave
them a party one Saturday night in
Bradley Beach. Their verdict was a
unanimous, and hearty “Terrific!”

The party started with a little blush-
ing, some shuffling and twisting of
fingers. But with the aid of a glass or
two of beer, (ale!) and a very “giggy”
broom dance, the guests of honor re-

laxed happily into the spirit of
things.
Frankfurters, beer and sandwiches

appeared like magic and disappeared
like lightening: it wasn't long before
our sailor visitors were entertaining
their hostesses with “Lambeth Walk",
“Bumps'a Daisy’, and other English
musical games and dances.

With one handsome young “Jackie
Tar” playing the piano and everyone
co-operating eagerly, the fun reached
a climax at 11:30 when the boys were
due to leave.

A desperate attempt was made to
get an extension for an hour or so,

but alas, it failed. The boys reparted
amid sigs, and farewell songs, from
the girls. The sailors piled into cars
and the girls drove them in luxury
back to barracks.

“Blimey. That was a rare oltime!”
breathed one lad ecstatically.

Special thanks were given to Mr.
and Mrs. Irving Shabot and Mr. and
Mrs. Raymond Beyda who bave their
home for the occasion. And as «a
reminder that these things don't go
unappreciated, a letter was received
a few days later expressing the
sailors’ thanks and their hopes that
the girls would be in Bradley long
enough to accept a return invitation
to a ship’s dance.

(ED. NOTE—Too
weren't!).

MEETS MOVIE STAR

Pvt. Ralph Safdieh, a military
policeman stationed somewhere in
North Africa, met Bob Hope on the
comedian’s recent tour of the Medi-
terannean theatre.

bad, the girls

YOUR BLOOD MAY SAVE HIS LIFE—
GIVE ANOTHER PINT

FROM THE SOLDIERS

(Continued from.Page 1)
Camp Crowder, Mo.
I've been in the Army a little over
three months now and I really like
it a lot. Originally, I enlisted in the
Signal Corps but the Army travels in
very peculiar ways and I have been

transferred to the Transportation
Corps,
I know that all of the soldiers

from our community have written you
about their outfits. But let me tell
you that without the Transportation
Corps, all the boys overseas would
find it very hard to keep getting food
and other supplies.

I have nothing else to write except
to wish all the men and boys in
service all the luck in the world and
my best regards to all back home.

Your Fellow S.Y.
Pvt. Nat Zalta

Fort Belvoir, Va.

After anxiously waiting for over two
months for the results of your cont-
est, I can’t tell you how glad I was
to receive the Victory Bulletin and, to
my surprise and delight, to find my-
self one of the winners. I want to
congratulate Ike Levy for his lst Prize
Letter, and the other fellows who won
other prizes for their contributions.

I am enclosing another piece of
work of mine which I hope you can
use for your issue. (Ed—We can.) I
think it will give the boys a good
laugh when they read it. And in
these times we can all use a good
laugh once in a while.

Till next month’s issue of the Victory
Bulletin, so long: And here's to «a
quick victory of this war!

Cpl. Isaac Ashkenazie

SPEEDY VICTORY

TO OUR BOYS!

FROM
ELIE and HYMIE DWECK

HAPPY NEW YEAR
FROM

SAM LINIADO,

.
VIRGINIA

THE ATTACK CONTINUES—BACK
IT—BUY MORE BONDS
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