PREVIEW OF THE WAR Wi: DO NOT \ \ \ M

•*
f*

• ' . i<•
/ uJa . ^

:,^^''^'

"lA*)" •
"

- - • ' •
' ^'' -

• •,

. ' . *

• •,<,

'SL,*"' ^ . ^

f^w^*''-

^

•

,Ji

,

'

-

^

•

* * •

,•

•"

^
'

' ^ . * » f**- *

i^f^--':»pt.^_^
^MiOdiidfllr

• •Jj^"' ' "

^^SKF^'^'^'&^A.

••'flj^',

.«''.•<'..

f
^
,

^

,

^

,i-

;/

•

" •
*

fM,

^ .

*#*-^, ,4:^

^SStti,
•."'• ^%- *• '**i

.••V • •
, •

"y^s

' "'
.

. .,

^ "'4 .-gE''"*#.

-vil^

.*^- I ' - ' ^ • ^
Filhirrtiii " w i f nif-i
I ''I^E^IT^^B**^^?^

>- ..^.C-:.' ^' •Hf'mM^S
...,_.

•-••'

^i.

a ? - .

9^:..j-^"::^'i/^^
r i i c h o i n l i ^liilvcs M o s c o w , i n r e t a l i a t i o n f o r
i i < a \ y a t l a r k s <>n I N c i l i o s . S e c o n d s l a t e r ,
K r r m l i t i ( u i l h i i i <-n<losiiro i n f o r e g r o u n d ) w a s
h w e p l i n t o ol>li\i<i>i. |{<<1 S q u a r e ( s u r r o u n d i n g
a\«-iiue) w a s l i e a p i i t willi r u b b l e , S t . B a s i F s
( J i u r c h ( h u i l x x i s 1(I\MTS a t r i g h t ) w a s g o n e
LEY

«9f->we»te«^0'*^'''

iffijW-^

4":^>"

BONESTELL

;,'^S^ , ^^^fc,
PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PREVIEW OF THE WAR WE DO NOT WANT

The Third World War
By ROBERT E. SHERWOOD
Resulting from a terrible Kremlin miscalculation, it plunged a whole world into incredible horror.
But the outcome was inevitable: a smashing victory for the West, and the promise of a better era

Since the end of hoHilitiet in 1955 the UN Hittorical Commitsion hat been preparing the history
of the War with the V.S.S.R. The completion of this
massive work is many years distant, but Collier's at
this time has asked Robert E. Sherwood, one of the
American delegates, to write a broad outline of
the findings to date.
THE
EDITORS
Moscow, 1 9 6 0

T

HE most unnecessary, most senseless and
deadliest war in history—the third World
War—reached the shooting stage at exactly
1:58 P.M. G.M.T., Saturday, May 10, 1952.
At that moment, Marshal Tito smiled benevolently at a delegation of 120 Serbian peasants
whose leather-thonged moccasins scuffed on the
forecourt of the White Palace in Belgrade as they
rushed toward him cheering and singing: "Tito our
little white violet."
They were peasants of the state farm at Bavaniste, one of the first collectives established in
Yugoslavia. They were on hand to receive the marshal's personal thanks for their seven years of
above-quota production.
Tito had been coming ever closer physically to
the people. In recent public appearances he had
often been engulfed by crowds of admirers—once
at the opening of an art exhibit and again at the

^A-Bomb

ceremony celebrating the linking of two branches
of the Youth Railway in Bosnia.
This had been a source of extreme worry to General Alexander Rankovic, the devoted officer who
was responsible for Tito's security. But Tito scoffed
at the general's fears and constantly sought to wave
away the secret police when they intervened between him and the enthusiastic crowds.
Rankovic infiltrated several of his own policemen, dressed in peasant costumes, among the delegation from Bavaniste. He did not know that the
MVD in Moscow had also infiltrated two of its secret agents into this crowd. They were Dushan Petrovic and Luka Borlic, Moscow-trained fanatics
who knew only one god, and that one god was
Stalin.
In the past four years they had been extremely
clever in giving the Yugoslav secret police no cause
whatsoever to suspect them. Their mission in life
was the assassination of Tito. They were careful
never to depart from the peasant routine. They
came to Belgrade only when groups of other coworkers visited the capital. Then they made contact
with their MVD liaison in Topcider, the park to
which the people of Belgrade flock when the
weather is good.
The Bavaniste delegation arrived in Belgrade on
the evening of May 9th and were installed in the

Mission to Moscow By EDWARD R. MURROW

Edward R. Munow, iwled CBS commenlalor, flew
in the B-36 which A-bonibed Moscow at midnight
July 22, 1953. This was. his 36th combat mission;
lie participated in the others as a war correspondent
during World War II and in Korea. Here is an
extract of the memorable broadcast he made on
his return from the mission over the Soviet capital.
W/^E WALKED into the briefing room. No one looked
" at the map. The word was aUeady around. At long
last we were ready to rctahate for Washington, Detroit,
New Yorlc, London—all those places which had been
indiscriminately A-bombcd by the Reds. This was to be a
little less than 10,000 miles round trip . . . the tapes on
the map led to Moscow.
The briefing officer droned on. Eighteen B-36s—nine
from Limestone, Maine, and nine from Alaska . . . Navy
jets, AJ-ls coming in olT carriers to hit Murmansk and
Leningrad about the time we crossed the coast . . . Four
B-36s to have a bang at Leningrad and Gorki with conventional bombs, as a diversion . . . the job to be done
by 14 B-36s . . . no formation . . . they were to come
in on Moscow like spokes on a wheel . . . only two carrying A-bombs, the remainder to act as decoys and as a
protective force . . . if the first one over dropped and
hit, the second was to hit another target elsewhere . . .
B-29 aerial tankers to meet us about 1,000 miles out . . .
30 Navy Banshee jet fighters off carriers, refueled over
Finland, to provide cover . . .
When we took off, it was hot. The juke box in the
officers' mess was wailing /'// see you in my dreams.
Ground crews gave us "thumbs-up" as we rolled. I was
thinking: This is the first mission I ever flew in a bomber
without having seen what we are carrying. The security
officer hud said: "You got one . . . but you can't see it.
Relax. If you're forced down, you don't know a thing."

The tankers met us on schedule. There were black
clouds with fire in them off to the north. The fueling lines
were cast off. The whole crew relaxed. The dull glow of the
sun pursued us. There was nothing to do . . . radio silent . . . no talk on the intercom . . . not like a movie
. . . chicken sandwiches and coffee . . . cloud formations creating castles and lakes and rivers.

The navigator said: "Enemy coast in 10 minutes."
The aircraft seemed to shrink. The whole crew tensed.
Then the guns were tested. We were alone and looking for
those Navy fighters . . . our life insurance.
Time ceased to have a meaning. The sun was deserting
us. And then the flak—blue and green, not red as it used
to be at night over Berlin. We saw red tracers lancing the
dull sky. Something started to burn and slide toward the
ground. Their fighters were up, but we didn't know who
was going down. It was so slow and obscenely graceful.
A blue-green searchlight grazed our side and then
caught and held a Navy Banshee fighter. He put his nose
down and there was red fire flowing from his guns. Jock
Mackenzie, our pilot, said casually: "The Navy has arrived." The flak had let up a bit. I kept wondering what
that thing we were carrying really looked like . . .
We were at 35,000, flying level and straight. The bombardier had taken over. A burst of flak under our right
wing hardly shook the huge B-36. The engineer quickly
made a damage check. Our guns roared and waved for 15
seconds, as though a great riveting machine had been let
loose inside the plane. Must have been a night fighter
astern. The fire-control officer said calmly: "Sorry. I
missed him."
We were in the bomb run . . . almost 5,000 miles from
home. Our ship carried the spare to be dropped only if

Balkan Hotel in the center of the city. They were
welcomed by Ministry of Agriculture officials and
told to enjoy themselves in their week-end visit to
the capital, the high point of which would, of
course, be their reception by Marshal Tito himself.
Petrovic and Borlic persuaded several of their
comrades to join them in a trip to Topcider's
crowded restaurant. As the slivovitz flowed freely,
Petrovic and Borlic left the table for the washroom,
where they were hailed by a friend who greeted
them warmly and gave them a handful of cigars,
a rare luxury in Yugoslavia at that time. When the
assassins returned to their table, they did not share
the cigars with their comrades.
The following afternoon, as Petrovic and Borlic
advanced toward Tito, two of these cigars, unlighted, were clenched in their teeth. There was
nothing unusual about this. Other peasants who
were lucky enough to have cigarettes or cigars were
smoking as they carried baskets of fruit and vegetables for presentation to their leader. It was not
considered social awkwardness nor a mark of disrespect.
The assassins maneuvered themselves into positions behind little Maria Serdic, eight years old,
who had been selected from Bavaniste to present a
bouquet of spring flowers to the marshal.
Rankovic's policemen were joining in the exuber-

the first one was shot down or missed the target. The
intercom said: "Bomb-bay doors are open." Jock replied:
"Roger."
Another ship, about four miles away, started to burn
and slide down the blue vault of the heavens. Ours, or
theirs, no one knew. No one said anything. Jock looked
at his watch, then down at the dirty gray clouds below.
And then the words slammed into his ears. The first he
had heard since crossing the enemy coast. The words
were: ANGEL IS DOWN.
That meant the first plane. The first bomb had been
shot down or the plane had aborted. We didn't know. It
should have bombed two minutes ahead of us. Jock said:
"It's up to us now."
The flak started again, as though the gunners knew we
were carrying the second punch. The bombardier was
looking down through the clouds. It was a radar job and
very impersonal. Now it was quiet. No fighters. No flak.
We were alone with only the steady voices of the engines
and the not quite intelligible voice of the bombardier.
Then he said, suddenly and clearly: "It's gone."
Jock took over, turned 45 degrees to port and rammed
the throttles home. As we looked down through the overcast, 1 saw it—something that I can only describe as the
flame of a gigantic blowtorch filtering through dirty
yeflow gauze.
We felt nothing. It was the most professional, nerveless
military operation I have ever seen.
Jock asked for a new course from his navigator. Then
he checked his 15-man crew, told them to keep alert until
we crossed the enemy coast. We were heading home.
I sat beside him part of the way back. At times he took
over from the automatic pilot. Once he said: "It's nice to
be going home. My wife and two children lived in Detroit.
i haven't heard from them for over a month."
1 could .see his knuckles turn white as he gripped the
wheel when he said it. He seemed very tired and old—
anything but exultant . . .
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