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The Red Cross
by Barbo

Clara Barton and several colleagues founded the American
Red Cross in Washington, D.C. on
May 21, 1881. Barton was
inspired
by
the
Swiss
International Red Cross when
she visited Europe after the
American Civil War. Upon her
return, she campaigned for an
American Red Cross society and
for ratification of the Geneva
Convention protecting the warinjured.
The American Red Cross
WWII Red Cross
involvement in World War II
Recruitment Poster
began in 1939, two years before
U.S. entry after the Pearl Harbor attack. In February 1941, the Red Cross
responded to a request by the U.S. government to begin a Blood Donor
Service to produce lifesaving plasma for the armed forces.
Overseas, Red Cross workers served as field directors providing compassionate support for the troops they accompanied,operated clubs and
clubmobiles for the armed forces, and were attached to military hospitals, hospital ships, and hospital trains.
At the peak of Red Cross wartime activity in 1945, 7.5 million volunteers along with 39,000 paid staff provided service to the military.
Throughout the war years, the Red Cross served 16 million military
personnel, including one million combat casualties.
The Red Cross Crescent, of which Nurse Arno was a volunteer, was
founded in 1919 in Paris in the aftermath of World War I. The war had
shown a need for close cooperation between Red Cross Societies,
Sources:
http://www.redcross.org/museum/history/brief.asp
strangemilitary.com
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which, through their humanitarian activities on
behalf of prisoners of war and combatants, had
attracted millions of volunteers and built a large
body of expertise.

A specially rigged jeep and supply truck
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Book Review

Movie Review

The Bloody Road to Tunis:
Destruction of the Axis Forces in North Africa, November 1942 May 1943 by David Rolf

The Desert Rats

Reviewed by Marylou

Rommel’s Afrika Korps made its last stand atTunis,and
when General Hans Cramer radioed his final message to
the high command, he summed up seven months of
fighting:“…DAK has fought itself to the condition where
it can fight no more.” As the sounds of battle faded from
the heights above the city,the Germans destroyed radios,
equipment,and even Rommel’s caravan. Although von
Arnim’s surrender was peevish,by the morning of May
12, American and British troops were masters of the
Tunisian shores.
How had it come to this? More than six months of the bloodiest fighting
of the war? The Allied planners failed to account for two primary factors: first,
the speed of German reaction,and second,the perpetration of mistakes by Allied
commanders. Tactically and operationally, the German forces were
consistently better at adapting to changing battle conditions,as demonstrated by
their lightning response to the encirclement of Tunis. American field operations in
particular did not stand up to German speed,as was evident by the thin deployment of the US II Corps and its near destruction at Kasserine pass in the campaign’s
early days. Yet soldiers on both sides of the conflict – American, British, Indian,
German,Italian and French,learned rapidly,and the lessons learned in Africa served
them in Europe later.
David Rolf’s study of the North African campaign examines the
processes of command;it is largely a study of operations and management,and the
difficult of executing plans in the field. Rolf’s organization highlights the difficulties
of desert warfare. Straight away, the reader encounters the ambiguities of the
notion of ally and enemy: the initial conflicts in Operation Torch came between
American and French soldiers,Americans attempting an amphibious landing,and
the French resisting invasion of their colony. Divided into three sections (Amour
for Tunis,Disaster at Kasserine,Masters of the North African Shores),Rolf offers a
balanced examination of the campaign’s three phases from the perspectives of the
primary combatants.He focuses on the command and operational concerns – war
from the top down – than with individual and small group experiences – war from
the bottom up – although most chapters start with anecdotal evidence of the
frustration, fear and desperation of implementing operational objectives. Well
documented, with chapter endnotes, sources include dispatches, journals,
newspaper summaries, meeting minutes, and a variety of private and public
documents from the major combatants. A dozen or so black and white photographs augment the text,offering in and of themselves little new in the pictorial history of the campaign:formal portraits of Rommel and Patton,plus of action shots
and informal pictures of key personnel.If we want to know the stories of soldiers,
we have to look elsewhere;but if we want to know the details behind the management,and sometimes mismanagement,of the campaign,this is an excellent source.

Starring Richard Burton
Reviewed by Val

The Desert Rats, a black and white
movie first released in 1953, turned
out to be lot more enjoyable than I
thought it would be. Depicting the
epic fight of Allied troops
trying to hold Tobruk against the
marching forces of Field Marshall
Rommel,the film shows a deep understanding of the realities of war,be they
the tensions that arise when Australian soldiers are required to
serve under a British officer, or the sacrifices that have to be
made to win.
Far from many propaganda movies shot in the 1940s, this
movie is decidedly realistic, dark though not gruesome. It does
not try to represent an idealized picture of an heroic last stand,
but the painful despair of men who held Tobruk because they
were under orders to do so.There was no room for romanticism;
a man who was wounded or injured had to be left behind,lest it
endanger the whole column, as was stated several times by the
main protagonist,Captain MacRoberts.
Although the story is seen through the eyes of an officer, it
remains true to the character of simple soldiers under stressful
circumstances without ignoring the commitment and bravery of
those who held Tobruk under fire for 242 days when they had
been asked to hold it for only two months.That duality makes
The Desert Rats a more sensitive and interesting picture
to watch.
Action-wise,the movie is interesting in that it shows various
war situations: first, that of green troops having to face enemy
fire for the first time; then of commando activities against
the Afrika Korps; thirdly, of a prisoner of war, and finally, of
exhausted troops holding a position under siege.These multiple
situations allow the movie to accomplish more in-depth
exploration of the different aspects of warfare during the second
world war.
One more interesting detail is that Field Marshall Rommel is
played by the same actor (James Mason) who played him in
The Desert Fox,two years prior.
****
Editor's note: A connection between this movie and The Rat Patrol is made
in the appearance of Ben Wright in both. He was in ‘The Fifth Wheel Raid’
(as Col. Jamieson) and ‘The Double or Nothing Raid’ (as Col. Voss)

Greenhill Books,2001. 320 pp.Includes bibliography and index.
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LETTERS HOME by Barbo
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RAT PUZZLE PAGES The Decoy Raid– Fill-In Puzzle
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By Janet B.
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The Decoy Raid – Cryptogram
by Libby
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Vignettes

Maybe, Maybe Not

Hallowe’en

“What the hell’s that?”Troy said, making a face.
Moffitt lay the black slippery mass on a flat rock.“Steady on.You
don’t have to eat it.” He ran his hand through his wet hair, trying not
to drip on the rock.
“Sure as hell won’t.What is it?”
“I’m not sure.” Moffitt stripped off his soaking shirt and wrapped
a blanket around his shoulders.The water in the hole had been cold,
but not as cold as that in his father’s flooded archeological site when
he’d been a boy.Then, three weeks immersed daily in hauling artefacts out of the water had nearly killed him. Pneumonia. Despite the
desert sun baking his hair, he shivered.
“Give me a clue, Moffitt. Animal, vegetable or mineral?”
“Mineral, I think.”
“You jumped into a water hole for a slimy rock? You’re sunstroked.”
Moffitt shook his head.“Could be old,” he said,turning over the fistsized chunk.“Could be important.” It probably wouldn’t equal the
statuette he’d fished out of the water when he was twelve, but it
could be fascinating anyway.Certainly more so than anything the war
had to offer.If he had to spend another day counting passing German
lorries, he’d go barking mad.
“Could be a rock,”Troy said around his cigarette.“Didn’t you once
say,‘Old isn’t necessarily important.’?”
Moffitt shrugged. He had had no idea of the significance of the
moss-covered statuette he’d found at his father’s dig either. But his
father had known it was the favoured cat statuette of King Ramses.
Now in the Cairo Museum of Antiquities. Moffitt had been proud
about that find but, he recalled ruefully, had been insufferable about
it too. Lording about as if his genius had found the dig’s prize piece.
Some of others had teased, calling him Lord Cat, until pneumonia
knocked the pride, and nearly all else out of him. He coughed.
“Get some dry clothes on. Don’t want you getting sick.”
“Because of my excellent lorry counting abilities?”
“Yeah,” said Troy with a snort, and wandered off.
But Moffitt remained looking at the piece.He picked at the growth
clinging to it like a wet fur coat. He felt tantalising bumps on it, but
it needed more drying to reveal what lay beneath. Perhaps he’d find
it was a small oil lantern with the handle broken off.Anyone at any
time could have tossed it into the water hole. Alexander the Great
even. Some water holes were that old.
He worked on it, plucking off the moss until the sun went down.
The others looked at him over their coffee cups, but he liked working at something that had nothing to do with the war.
“It’s a rock,” Hitch said.
“Maybe. Maybe not.”
“You just don’t want it to be a rock.”
It turned out to be an ordinary rock.But it had smothered the war
for a few hours so maybe not just a rock.
Maybe he could face another day of counting lorries after all.

By SarahAnne Corlett

Private Tully Pettigrew straightened the dummy, stuffed with old
rags, a blanket, some of his own clothes and anything else he could
find, in its seat behind the wheel of the Jeep. He stepped back for a
second, looking it over with a critical eye, before stepping in and
adjusting the head slightly.
As Sergeants Troy and Moffitt, his immediate superiors,
approached, he looked at them, smiling around the matchstick
between his teeth and nodded to his masterpiece.
Troy gave him a look.“Where’s Hitch?”
Tully’s smile broadened into a grin and he nodded towards the
nursing station. A pretty brunette nurse had caught Private Mark
Hitchcock’s eye the instant they’d first arrived at HQ.“That damned
headache just won’t go away, Sarge,”Tully drawled easily.
Troy and Moffitt exchanged a glance and Troy turned back to
Tully’s little work of art.“Okay, but where in the hell did you find a
pumpkin in the North African desert?”
Tully smiled cryptically, but said nothing.
Moffitt, looking at the dummy, cocked his head slightly.“Still,” he
allowed with a wry smile,“it’s a good likeness.”
Troy looked at him.“Don’t start.”
The pumpkin that perched atop the dummy, with a typical jack-olantern face, was wearing Hitch’s glasses and hat… and its lumpy
stuffed body was wearing the private’s jacket.
“It is Hallowe’en tomorrow,”Tully pointed out.
The patrol wasn’t scheduled to go anywhere for a couple of days,
barring any last minute missions, and Troy finally cracked a smile.
“So it is,” he said.The three of them strolled away from the Jeep,
towards the mess.
It was maybe ten minutes later when they heard Hitch shouting
for Tully with a vengeance.Tully smiled to himself and took another
bite of his lunch.
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Missing Scene

Some scenes that might have been in The Decoy Raid.

The Ride
by Deb

The Decoy Raid set up: In order to free the Typhus vaccine and the Red Cross
worker, Dietrich has been forced to kidnap Moffitt and deliver him to an insane
SS Captain. As Dietrich drives his captive to the rendezvous . . .
The sound of protesting metal filled the car as it bumped along the harsh
desert road. In contrast, the two male occupants rode without a sound. As he
drove, Captain Dietrich glanced at his English prisoner.The Sergeant continued
to stare straight ahead, only looking to see if the captain’s revolver still rested
on his lap ready to establish the Captain’s ultimate supremacy if needed.
Dietrich could imagine the rage his prisoner felt because he had walked blindly
into his trap.
“Don’t be so hard on yourself Sergeant Moffitt,” Dietrich said smoothly.“You
had no way on knowing I was waiting for you.”
“Yes,of course,” replied Moffitt,turning to look at the Captain with an icy stare.
“Next time, I’ll wait for your written invitation.”
Dietrich saw from the corner of his eye the Sergeant test the rope that bound
his wrists securely behind his back.This was not the way he had thought it would
end for the Rat Patrol sergeant. Dietrich had come to respect the cunning, guts,
and intellect of his adversaries.To be killed in battle,or perhaps just as bad,spend
the rest of the war as a POW was a more likely fate, he had thought. But to be
delivered to a maniacal German SS Captain, for a certain, long, painful, and
demeaning death, was not how a honorable soldier should die. Dietrich was
counting on Sergeant Troy to find the Frenchman quickly. He knew the Rat Patrol
would break the little man into telling them where he was headed. All he
needed was enough time to get the vaccine, and the woman out before the Rat
Patrol arrived. Dietrich hoped that Troy would get there before it was too late.
The men were silent again. Dietrich could see the determination on the face
of his prisoner. He knew at any opportunity he would try to escape. He felt in a
strange way he knew the English man well, although in fact he only knew his
name and rank. From their previous encounters, he knew Moffitt was a cultured,
educated man, much like himself. How had he learned to speak German so well?
Did he holiday in Germany as a young man? The fact he spoke Arabic was even
more interesting. His mind wandered for a moment, and it occurred to him that
in another time and place they might even be friends. How commanding they
would look, attending a theatre opening, handsomely dressed, each with a
beautiful, adoring woman decorating his arm.
They would speak in English for polite conversation, switching to German for
matters of science. But they would save French for genteel flirtation.
The acrid smell of over heating iron and steam began to fill the car, jolting
Dietrich out of his mental sojourn. No, this was a time of war despite what
Dietrich might dream. He straightened in his seat, checked for his Luger, and
reminded himself he was here in this desolate hell to defend his homeland. He
would do whatever was needed to accomplish that.
He looked for a spot to pull the car over and investigate.
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Cheers
by Libby

The set up: After the Typhus serum, the Red Cross
nurse, and Moffitt have been rescued from the
hands of the SS, Moffitt considers Dietrich's role in
the rescue
Grateful to be alive, Moffitt smiled as he leaned
against the jeep and waited for Tully. Nearby, a line of
locals waited to be inoculated. His gaze drifted up the
line to Monsieur La Duc, the official in charge.
Moffitt’s smile evaporated. The Frenchman had been
too quick to trade Moffitt to the SS, no matter his reasons. Moffitt rubbed the sore place on his chest
where the insane officer had struck him.The disagreeable Frenchman would have got him killed and the
Swiss nurse too, if not for Dietrich.
Moffitt turned to Troy.“Yes,” he said picking up their
earlier discussion,“Dietrich deserves a reward and,” he
added,“Champagne is just the thing.”
“You’re nuts,” said Troy.“There’s no Champagne in
all North Africa.”
The glint of La Duc’s heavy silver bracelet caught
Moffitt’s eye. He watched the Frenchman disappear
into the building and he smiled.“Don’t be so sure, old
chap.”
In the shadowed office La Duc riffled through a
cabinet.“Monsieur,” Moffitt said. La Duc spun toward
him.“We need to chat.”
“Of course. ” La Duc bowed his head in deference.
“I apologize again. If there had been any other—.”
“We could have rescued your people and the
serum, but you didn’t ask. Instead you chose to bargain with the devil.”
“I assure you, monsieur— .”
“And I assure you, the SS don’t do deals. Neither
Miss Arno nor the serum would have been returned—
not in reasonable condition.” La Duc’s face blanched.
“And I would never have been returned, in any condition. I do not take lightly being handed to the SS.”
“Of course.” La Duc sighed.“How can I make it up
to you?”
Moffitt smiled.“You will find me a bottle of presentable Champagne. Pommery will do nicely.” He held
up his hand against nascent protests.
continued on page 9
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Missing Scene
Prosit
by J. Ward

Hans Dietrich laid down his pen on the makeshift desk. He
rubbed his forehead as he picked up the paper and scanned it.
…..Frau Wansee…deepest regrets…loss of your son…service to
Fatherland.All the usual platitudes, or, as in this case, lies.With a
sigh, Dietrich signed the letter and slipped it into a large envelope. His hand hovered briefly over the pile of metal bits and ribbons. Wansee’s medals. Dietrich weighed them thoughtfully in
his palm.A sombre testimonial to honour, courage, dedication to
an officer’s duty? Dietrich snorted.What, then? Atrocities against
neutral medical personnel, prisoners of war… Dietrich dismissed the thought, slid the medals into the envelope and sealed
it. He strode across his tent, knocked the flap aside, and peered
into the darkness.
“Manfred.”
A stocky form rose from the group of card players seated
around a guttering fire. Dietrich beckoned; the soldier hurried to
him.
“Jawohl, mein Herr?”
“See that this goes out first thing in the morning.”As he pushed
the envelope into Manfred’s hands, he caught a familiar aroma.
“Is that tonight’s version of coffee?”
”Jawohl, mein Herr.”
“How is it?”
Manfred shrugged. Dietrich chuckled.“That good, eh? But better than nothing.”
“That is true,” Manfred conceded.“If you’d like a cup—“
The soldier broke off as an sudden howl pierced the darkness.
A desert hunter, Dietrich wondered, or….A familiar tingle lifted
the hairs on the back of Dietrich’s neck.
“Search the camp!”
“Jawohl, mein Herr.”
Manfred gestured to three men sitting around the fire; they
grabbed their weapons and disappeared into the darkness with
him. Minutes later, the night released them to the light of the
campfire, Manfred clutching a burlap sack.
“We found nothing, Mein Herr, except this.” Manfred passed
the sack to Dietrich.“It was on the seat of your Kuebelwagen.”
Dietrich took the sack and peered inside it. Nothing but a bottle—a full bottle, judging by the gurgle. As he pulled the bottle
out, he saw a small folded paper tied to the neck. He tugged the
note free and, with a quick glance, slipped it into his pocket.
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“Well, gentlemen, it looks like a bottle of champagne. When the
champagne had stopped foaming, he took an exaggerated sniff at it.
“Smells like champagne.” He held out his hand for a cup, splashed a
bit into it,and sipped.“Tastes like champagne.” He smiled and raised
the bottle.“Seems that a genie has left us something better than coffee to drink!”
The excited murmur swelled to a happy roar. Dietrich passed the
bottle to Manfred and pushed his way through the men crowding
around him
As the tent flap closed behind him, Dietrich pulled the note from
his pocket.
“For a wrong, righted,” he mused. “Much obliged, Herr
Hauptmann. JM”
Indeed. Dietrich swirled the liquor thoughtfully in the cup then
traced a silent toast in the air. “Prosit,” he said, and drank.
-------Editor’s note: ‘Prosit’ is the German equivalent of ‘Cheers’.
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RAT RECIPE – Dietrich’s Cabbage Rolls by Barbo
Hauptmann Dietrich can only prepare his grandmother’s recipe for cabbage rolls on special occasions, as some of
the ingredients are difficult to come by in the Sahara. But when a market is accessible, he likes to treat his fellow
officers with this hearty comfort food.
1 cabbage
In a frying pan, brown onions with meat. Desert gazelle or goat will do. Hans is
2 lbs. ground meat (any)
very good at improvising. Add salt and pepper to taste. Cook rice to tender (cous2 cups rice (couscous)
cous can be substituted, if absolutely necessary). Add to meat mixture. Core cabbage
1 onion
and carefully remove leaves and boil to tender. Stuff meat mixture into leaves, roll to cigar shape and
1 tsp. salt / pepper
place in shallow pan. Remove skins from tomatoes and dice. Cover rolls with tomatoes. If spices or herbs
4 tomatoes
are available, they can be added as well. Bake at 350º for 45 minutes. If goat’s milk cream is available, a
pinch of sand (not optional)
dollop is always welcome. Don’t forget the sand. Every desert dish must contain sand for authenticity.

Missing Scene (cont’d)
Cheers

(continued)

“This country is rife with French settlers with excellent wine cellars.
Don’t tell me your friends haven’t stocked champagne for the war’s
end.” His smile faded.“It is the least you can do.”

Two weeks later, in the desert near Dietrich’s base.
Troy chuckled as he held a burning twig to his cigarette. “I can’t
believe you did it.”
Moffitt flipped back the hood of his Arab robe. “Once I had the
Champagne, the rest was a piece of cake.“ He moved closer to the fire
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and warmed his hands. A desert fox, disturbed by the smell of
smoke, yipped in the night.“ Although I was tempted to keep it for
myself.Wouldn’t Champagne go well now.”
Troy snorted.“Have some bad coffee instead.” He passed a steaming mug to Moffitt.
“I left it in Dietrich’s personal vehicle. Far too much activity
around his tent for a personal delivery.”
“Even you wouldn’t have dared that.”
“You think not?” Firelight twinkled in Moffitt’s eye.“In any case,
there was no need. His aide found it quickly enough. It’s in
Dietrich’s hands now.”
“And he’ll know who left it?”
“He should, old man,” Moffitt said, then raised his mug.“Cheers.”
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RAT HOBBIES
A Rattie Shadow Box
by Libby

This Rat Patrol hobby entry may appear to
be a simple photo collection featuring Moffitt,
but in fact it is a three dimensional display constructed inside an inexpensive wooden shadow box.
The sky and desert landscape image make
up the back layer and the figures are raised
slightly to add relief to the scene. Although it
does not show up well, the largest Moffitt is
standing at the front–about one inch forward
from the desert background and other figures.
The ‘silver’ tea cup and pot in the corner are
tiny metal figurines glued to the box ‘floor’and
backed with a tiny map of North Africa.A pane
of glass protects the contents and reduces dust
entering the scene (although a real desert
scene would have plenty of dust). The frame
graphic (including several Moffitt quotations)
was created with a computer, printed out, and
glued onto the box frame.A quick dab of dark
blue paint was added here and there, and it
was done–an interesting wall display or gift for
a special rattie friend.

Photo by: J.M.
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