"mericar

MAGAZINE MAY 1947 P-75

| KNEW
KILRQY

by CAL TINNEY

ABC Humorous Commentutor

IF THERE is anybody more famous than
Kﬂroy, I don’t know who he is. His name
is on everybodys lips. You find it
scribbled on subway walls, Main Street
store fronts, on dedlctown, Ohio’s,
municipal water tank, i Rita Hay-
worth’s dressing-room, on a Quonset hut
in Iceland, and when the White House
was reopened to visitors in early No-
vember last, what did President Truman
find scribbled near one of the White
House's prize paintings? “Kilroy was
here.”

Visitors to the Unitcd States, turbaned
Arabs and dignified Englishmen, ask,
“Who is this Kilroy?” Italians first be-
lieved, wrongly, that he was America’s
equivalent of thc Black Hand. They
didn't know, at first, that Kilroy is a
threat to nothing, except walls and wood-
work.

People looked for him in the Man-
hattan telcphone directory, and found
only Eleanor M. Kilroy and the John F.
Kilroy Company, brokers. The Kilroy
who wrote his name on Hitler’s mirror,
at Berchtesgaden, couldn’t have been an
Elcanor, even if she were a Wac. And
nobody would believe for a moment that
the Kilroy of legend was a Wall Street
broker in his private life.

And yet nobody ever saw a picture of
Kilroy in the newspapers.

“Does he really exist?” people ask.

It is to make reply to that question
that I come forward. I know Kilroy, and
however much he has enjoyed his
anonymity to date, I feel that it is time
his identity was made known. If it would
cramp his style, I would hesitate, but
knowing Kilroy as I do, 1 know Kilroy
will go on being Kilroy. Nothing could

him.

KNOW Kilroy ; I have lent matches to

him; I have eaten with him out of the
same mess kit. The first time I met him
‘was at Camp Upton, New York, in Sep-
tember, 1943, just after I had joined the
Army. Some of his fellow inductees were
pervous. In the new environment of the
Army they were fish out of water. They
trembled even before rank no higher
than PFC.
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But Kilroy took tbé whbole thing in his
stride. Even when a captain bawled him
out for calling him “ Mister,” Kilroy just
grinned. When the pants issued him were
two sizes too large and the shirts he drew

" were too sizes too small, he took con-
siderable more interest in a Superman
comic book he found in his barracks.

KNOW Kilroy ; I have lent matches to

him; I have eaten with him out of the
same mess kit. The first time I met him
‘was at Camp Upton, New York, in Sep-.
tember, 1943, just after I had joined the
Army. Some of his fellow inductees were
pervous. In the new environment of the
Army they were fish out of water. They
trembled even before rank no higher
than PFC.

But Kilroy took the whole thing in his
stride. Even when a captain bawled him
out for calling him “ Mister,” Kilroy just
grinned. When the pants issued him were
two sizes too large and the shirts he drew
were too sizes too small, he took con-
siderable more interest in a Superman
comic book he found in his barracks.

THE second time I met Kilroy was in

basic training, in Texas. No eager bea-
ver he. Nobody worried him, not even
the second licutenants. He played pitch,
he drank beer, he had a heluva time learn-
ing his nomenclature, but somehow we
all knéw that when it came time to work
from the foxholes he’d make good.

I guess you would say- Kilroy is the
spirit of young, unrestrainable American
manhood. A hundred or so years ago he
cleared the forests. He laughed at danger.
He whipped the Indians. In the South-
west he was a cowboy. In the North
woods he was a lumberjack.

Stricdy speaking, that was Kilroy's
grandfather. We were talking about the
present Kilroy. Now that the war is over,
Kilroy is still around. Some say he’s an
airplane pilot. Well, be is, and he’s a
truck driver, too. He’s a railway switch-
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November 1 7,1946

EVERETT, Mass, Nav. 16 —UP
—The mystery of World War Il's
most frequently chalked inscrip-
tion—"“Kilroy wax here,” appar-
ently has been solved.

Veterans, who have -seen that
curious phrase on buildings, air-
craft fuselages and piers wher-
ever Americans have fought will
be happy to know that Sgt. Fran-

cis J. Kilroy, Jr, 21-year-old Ev-
erelt soldier, was responsible.

Now awalting a discharge at
Davis-Monthan field, Tucson,
Arir., Kilroy informed his parents
here that while he was hospital-
{zed early in the war a friend
acrawled on a bulletin board at a
Florida airbase “Kiiroy will be
here next week.” Airmen carried
it overseas and left millilong of
veterans guessing until now.

TRENTOXN EVENING TIMES,
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October 1, 1946

Kilroy’s Name
Girdles Globe

WASHINGTON — AP — The
statistic - saving, record - revering
Army has the lowdown on 10,-
000,000 World War Il soldiers, but
it admitted today that on its most
famous member it hasn’t a word,

Who is this noted warrior?
Why, Kilroy, of course.
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