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A ‘sleeper’
of a book

I've just finished one of the most
touching, wonderful books I've ever
read.

It is a man'’s story of his 24 months as
a private-first-class in a machine gun
squad in some of World War II's fierc-
est combat in the Pacific Theater. I've
read at least a half dozen of what are

as the classics about the'war.
I'd honestly rank this with them.

The descriptions of the fierce fight-
ing are so honest, humble and person-
al that fear and death march off the
pages. The 160 illustrations, drawn by
the author, are magnificent in simplici-
ty and color.

The 347-page book is “How It Was.”’

I know, you've never heard of it.

The author is Dick Foss. You've
probably never heard of him, either.
Foss, 65, of West Des Moines, is as un-
pretentious and unassuming as a guy
can get. He retired two years ago after
teaching social studies for 35 years to
slower-learning students in the Des
Moines schools.

The book’s publisher is the same =

Dick Foss. The way he published itisa
story in itself.
Handwritten

- Hedidn't pay some company todoit,
which is probably what you’re think-
ing. He actually did it himself.

Using much of the first two years of
his retirement, he hand-wrote his
story, 40 carefully printed lines per
page, on standard size sheets of type-
writer paper, leaving room in the text
forhis 160 drawings, which he first did
in black and white.

He made three copies of his original
on an office copier — he only wanted
the four. Then he sat down with color
pencils and gave splendid tones to
each of his illustrations. Think of it: He
colored 160 pictures in each of four
books — a total of 640 of them!

He put his story in loose-leaf binders -

which he covered with black and white
reproductions of a terrific oil painting
he did of his seven-member machine-

gun squad.

.- .. sented tothe children and +r iy

~his former bosses, Carol Brown, super-

Asanoverlayonthatoover,l-‘ossab L
tadleag_gmalldlsc!aim\..al.a‘:m'ﬂ- 1
printed, sdying, ‘ 'lhxslsatmestorj ,,_\_72
. taken from the diafyo! aW’. ]
dier. It has been
ten and iilustrated sot can

grandchildren of the author.” & - -~

He still has his war diary, whx&?s =k
really a stack of notes he wrote to
self during combat and then stuffedin -
his bag. Those notes are tattered,
mildewed and smelly, but they and his
sharp memory provided him all the re-
_sources he needed for hisbook. -

Foss gave one copy of the book to
daughter JoEllyn Fuller, 39, another to
son Mark Foss, 30, another to a neph-
ew, and kept the original for hxmself
and his wife, Marjorie.

That’s all the distribution he intend-
ed. But he showed his copy to one of

visor of social studies for the Des’

Moines schools..“I read'it, and [ was
taken not only by the story he tells, but
also by the way he hand-printed and il-
lustrated it,” Brown said. “I think it’s -

so much more and effective -

. personal
'thxswaymanifitlmdbeentypedahd :

published in traditional book form. I -
thought so much of it I had 10 copies

‘made and will have them placed in

eachoftheDesMomMschoolh- ;

: bmuasua,moﬁmemﬂmtor

It deser_ves more

" She believes, as I do, that if some es-
tabhshedbookpubhsherdosn’tbuy
Foss’ book and publish it — in the -
same form he did — then the reading
public will really miss something. -

Such thoughts astonish Foss. “The
only reason I did this is that I thought it
would be good for my children and
their children to have something when
I’m gone that tells what the war was re-
ally like, based on what | went .
through,” he said. “I hand-printed the
story and drew my own pictures be- .

" cause I wanted it to be more personal

for them. I didn’t dream that
else would ever be interested in it.

“Now that a few other people have
seen it, I feel funny because my gram-
mar and spelling aren’t so great, even
though I was a teacher for 35
Remember, I taught slower learners all
thatnmeandthemwasn’tabtgneedto
improve my grammar. | suppose the
story really does come off as having
the language a 20-year-old soldier
wmldusemwntmgkmdofamxgh
letter.” ..

That, said Brown, is a big part of the
book’s charm.
So are his feeling-filled portrayzls of
his buddies; his vivid accounts of the
killing, which he saw so much ofand ~
somberly took part in, and the traces of
his homespun humor. His mother
asked if he was scared. The soldier’s
answer: ‘Onlywhenl‘masbpnr
awake.” Chuck
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PREFACE

Thank you senior citizens for what you did in the early 19L0Os. Your
devotion to your country and your determination to stand up to the disas-
trous experience that our country faced in those "dark days™ will long be
remembered,

The book I have written, I am sure, will be enjoyable reading to you. This
story took place during the "_prime years" of your life. No doubt you will
relate to every thing that is said in it. You realize that you had an edge on
citizens who faced other wars we were involved in since WW I. You were off-
springs of the “Great depression®, That depression prepared all of you for
WW II. Hard times were normal at that time. Doing without was no problem. You
did little to hold back the war effort concerning material things. You had a
saying that went something like this,"You can't miss having things if you
never had them in the first place.™ Seems to me you had strong family ties.
It appears most of you people knew what the™golden rule" ment and you under..
stood the importance of following it. This helped you to be more content -
toward your outlook 6n life. Common sense was a common practice,also, You .
appeared to take things in stride.Yau handeled jour challanges with class.

The time spand of this story extended over a twenty-six month periocdecec..
from May, 1943 through October, 19LS. I was a machine-gunner in the infantry.



During those months I kept notes, partly in detail, following each campaign
I was in. They were kept in my barracks bag far behind enemy lines while 1
was fighting. It is not difficult to remember every incident you were in-
volved in during combat. Twenty-two of the twenty-six months:I was in the
service was spent in a combat zone in the South west Pacific area fighting
the Japanese.

This is not a story about an heroic soldier who did everything under the
sun to get this war over. This story concentrates on the everyday happenings
of a simple,down to-earth, common foot soldier who was drafted into the ser-
vice and is now a senior citizen himself,This is an attempt to tell an honest
account, if the truth was known, of a soldier who most likely represents
some 95% of the American servicemen who served in WW II. Amoung other things,
this foot soldier,written about in this book,was brainwashed in basic train-
ing into fcllowing orders as best he could, he complained about the food and
the fighting conditions that existed continuously, this soldier was homesick
from day one, this G.I. was scared 98% of the time he was in the serviceeecs..
100% of the time when he was in combat,he disliked officers and some of his
non-coms with a passion, this man developed & brother like relationship with
close buddies...he was likely to break down if one of them got killed,some-
way he came up with additional courage, from out of nowhere, when it was
needed....He caught almost every sickness and rash that was available in the
area in which he fought. Army life was bearable but his main objective was .
to, "Get this damn thing over with® Upper most in his mind was his belief
in what he was fighting for. He had a slight fear of killing another human,
That was in spite of the fact he was told again and again,"You must kill or
get killed", Most of these foot soldiers were very, very concerned about ** -.

doing something stupid that might get a buddy wounded or killed.
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I feel that WW II is of great concern to many young peorle. I cannot tell
you exactly why tut T tested them in my Socisl Studies classrooms and they
were very interested. They appeared to show interest in the history of the
war. This bock does bring out a lot of historical incidents and facts.Things
like meeting up with American Prisoners in ILuzon while driving toward the
city of Manila in the Philippines. They had just been rescued.( I read about
these men in my history book in high school in 19L41). I saw a news reel that
was being shown in a classroom where World history was being taught. The
f£ilm showed General Mac Arthur giving a "peace®™ speech in Japan. I was in
that film. I was standing guard as he left the platform after giving the
speechs My platoon escorted him to this occasion., This incident was put
into the sociel science book I used in class. I suppose the short stories I
wrote about entertainers like Bob Hope, John Wayne Judy Garland and Dinah
Shore and sport figures like heavyweight champ Joe louis and "Sugar" Ray
Robinson would be considered as "historical®" events, also.

The characterizations.shown here were not intended to be of specific
individuals or groups.The illustrations were ment to show how or why an event
happened and its relationship to the whole story. I attempted to tell and
show each incident exactly as it appeared to be to me.

S0eeeee grandp;rents, senior citizens who lived through this period that
I have written about and you younger citizens who still have a feel for what
took place during those "dark days® of the 1940Se...a8nd.... because it is the
50th anniversity of WW II, I would like to dedicate my book to you e
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CHAPTER 1

“GREETINGS FROM YDUR PRESIDENT ”?

In 1941 I was still in high school. I was aware that a world conflict was
going one The daily news was not good. Hitler was going crazy in Europe. In
the Pacific Japan was telling everyone they intended to be heard from. In the
back of my mind I felt Bixre this tendion would 'blow over' before I would
ever get involved. I must have been dreaming. -

Things did not get better. Many, many of my close friends were going off
to various branches of the service. When I graduated from high school I was
told by my draft board that I would be temporarilty exempt from active ser-
vice because I was my mom's sole support. Each day the problems of the world
grew by leaps and bounds. One sunday, in early December, I stopped in the
neighborhood drug store to have a bottlé of coco-cola after playing in a bas-
ketball game at the Community Center. It was here that I learned from a re-
port on the radio that Japan had attacked our Pacific fleet that was station-
ed in Pearl Harbour, Hawaii. The Japanese did a great deal of damage. Many
American lives were lost. This incident shocked me into reality. I now real-
ized that I was going to become a person involved. I didn't know when but 1
knew it was near. I had just turned 18 years of age.

Gradually, over the next two years, almost all of my close friends entered

the service. Here I was twenty years old and still exempte<then it happened}

I opened the mail one morning and there it was. A long white envelope that
was addressed to me, personally. Upon opening the envelope a business like
letter popped out. At the top of this paper I see "GREETINGS FROM YOUR PRES-
IDENTes++YOU HAVE BEEN SELECTED BY YOUR FRIENDS AND NEIGHBORS TO SERVE YOUR
COUNTRY.® Before you are inducted into the armed services you mast be ap-



proved by the Selective Service Board. This letter notified me of the time
and place where the approval was to take place.

A few days later, as I headed down town to meet with the board, I felt a
little apprehensive, I feared the unknown. On the one hand, I hoped they
would reject me, Cn the other hand, it I was rejected I might be considered
a 'draft-doger', or worse yet, a 'l;Fl To most people at that time a'draft-
dodger' was thought of as mentally unfit and a 'LF! as physically unfit.Both
of these classifications were looked upon with contempt,

I hated to leave the comfortable surroundings at home. Most of all I hated
to leave mom. How would she provide for herself? Deep down I wanted to serve
my country. My wish was granted. Thw Selective Service Board took one look at
me and told me I would be reporting to the Induction Center at Camp Dodge,
Jows very shortly.

A lot of things go through one's mind on the day the draft board says you
will report for your physical. You picture yourself going off to war and com-
ing home minus a leg, arm, or maybe an eye = if at all. You wonder &f you
will have the courage to adapt to whatever the service life has in store for
youe. Will you be able to take orders? What, exactly will the food and quar-
ters be like? Will you get home sick? The top question is.... will you really
be capable of killing another human if the occasion comes up? It really does
not matter what you think. If you are physically fit you must go into the
service, It really is a scary, empty feeling to be told that you will report
for active duty.

A few days after I was informed I would be inducted I received a second
formal létter from the draft board. It told me to catch a train to Camp Dodge
from downtown Des Moines at the ungodly hour of 63L5 A.M. I did as I was told,
The train arrived at Camp Dodge about 9300 A. M. There were a large number of



inductees. We were lined up alrhabetically. Each of us was assigned to a
clerk. The clerk questioned us about our age, occupations that we had held,
and the amount of educatiop we had.,After this question period ended we were
marched off to eat. This was my first exposure to the army term for meal
time. The word they used was "chow", If “chow" was a$ gocd at every camp as
it was at this camp I cannot see why anyone would complain. I have a feeling
the meals at the reception centers were better, maybe not.

Following our meal, we were all escorted, by a soldier stationed at Camp
Dodge,to a large room. We were ordered to remove all of our clothing. There
were Doctors everywhere. Every part of your body was examined. Some parts
were examined twice. Wie were asked more questions. The doctors punched,
pinched, tapped and dug. Before long I was standing before my last doctor.
He shook my hand, congratulatec me and told me I was i-1l., I really did not
know if I should say,"thank you™ or maybe try to deck him. The doctor was an
officer. What I had been told about officers up to this point I decided it
was smarted to saye...,"thank you*. I even added, "Sir®*,

I now had the satisfaction of knowing I was not a complete physical wreck.
I will say that was the most complete physical examination I have ever had in
my life. I did discover that I was not 100% when I applied for the para-troop
outfits. I was ordered to jump from a height of some ten feet. To my total
surprise my knee caved in. X-rays showed up some cartilage damage. I was
qualified to join the Army, Navy or the Marines as long as I did not get in-
to the para-troops.

Following the examinations we were divided into groups of 50-100. Each
group was led into seperate rooms. We all raised our right hand and repeat-
ed the oath which was led by a Second Lieutenant., I had no idea a soldier

had to take an oathe. Following this ceremony we all returned back to trains



we had arrived on earlier in the day.

A week later I arrived at Camp Dodge and was escorted to my new temporary
home. We had another exam, When the Doctor said, "A-1" again,J knew there was
no getting out.

Private Richard J. Foss, followed by a serial number eight digets long.,..
sounds like a convicte..«If they added a nickname like “Rocky" I would have
felt like one., The haircut and the oversize uniform does not help. When we
entered the clothing room to get our TATLOR -MADE uniforms some stwange hap-
penings took place. They weigh you and they measure you. They ask you your
exact sizes. They proceed to throw any thing , every size possible at you.

It is kind of comical. You are handed a large cloth bag called a barracks
bag.For each garment you are asked to give your correct size. I asked for
size 32 shorts. I get a size 3L. I ask for a 36 undershirt. I get a 3L. Just
for kicks I asked for a 34-15 shirt. The guy be-
hind the counter gave me a 33-15. I was afraid to

ask for an 11D shoe for fear they would give me a

size 3l4. The shoes they did give to me were big.
I was glad because my feet later flattened into .
them.

As I was dressing I kept looking at the sign
above the mirror. It said, of all things, “You are
now looking at the best dressed soldier in the
worlde * I am sure they meant that. I felt like
I looked like something the cat dragged in. After
stuffing our cloths into our barracks bag we were
marched off to the barracks that we were to share

with some 55 fellow recruitses




The first day in Camp Dodge we did very little but carry awt a few orders
from the barracks non-coms. At night it seemed all everyone wanted to do was
talk about where we would each go for basic training. I learned the blunt re-
ality of Private vs Non-com right away. About the time you rlosed your eyes
each night and felt yourselfdro; off into dream land you would hear this

soft, sweet, soothing sounding voice from afar say, ™ALL RIGHT, HIT

THE DECK SOLDIERe..s AND DAMNED FAST." At first I thought it was Just a very
horrible night mare. When I hear this voice speaking I would dream that 1
had gotten dressed,I had made my bed and.....suddenly this big chunk of ice
in the shape of a hand reached under the warm covers, grabbed my shoulder
and almost shook me till my teeth fell out. At the same instant that same
voice that spoke earlier said, loud enough to wake the dead, “WHATS THE
MATTER SOLDIER-YOU HARD OF HEARING 7* The second order sounded more like a
death threat when he shouted, ® GET THE HELL OUT SIDE... ON THE DOUBLE.™
The first time I was awaken like this I realized that I was now in the army.

Detail assignments were done after morning chow. At noon we ate. After the
noon "chow®™ we went back to our assigned detail. At around 3:30 P.M. we re-
turned to the barracks to prepare fom a ceremony called retreat. He explained
the purpose of this formation. It takes place in each military camp where
American soldiers are stationed. It is done, 1f the Sergeant told me correct-
ly, to honor all servicemen who gave their lives for our country. It was at
this first "retreat™ that we new recruits learned what ®sun-tans™ were, how
to dress up a line to prepare for commands, what is really ment by the com-
mands ®Attention®, “Af Ease* and “Parade Rest®,

Each and every day more and more new men arrived. Also, each and every day
more and more men were leaving for various basic training camps, On the morn-

ing of the forth day I spent at Camp Dodge I was told to get ready to leave.



At L300 P.M. I was ordered to fall out in formation with my full bar-
racks bag. I was taken to the train depot after early chowe. It was 5:00
P.M. before we left the Camp Dodge train station. Because I was told to wear
my winter O.Ds uniform I felt I was heading to a cold weather area. This also
could have suggested that I could end up in Europe. The train took us to Des
Moines, We did not arrive in Des Moines until 9:00 P.M. No one in the group,
on the train, knew where we were heading. The train had a two hour wait., I
got permission to leave the train for those two hours. I got on a city bus
and vislted my mom. She was hard to awake but I finally got her up. This was
going to be my last chance to see her for awhile and I did not want to miss
the opportunity. I explained to her that I only had a short time to visit., We
talked as I ate all of the cookies in the house and drank the last drop of
milk in the ice box. I finally told her that since there was nothing else -
left to eat or drink that it was probably time to leave. I kissed her, re-
minded her how much I loved her and told her I would write as soon as I found
out where I was going to be. This is the first time in\ my life I had ever
left home knowing I might be gone for a long time. It left an empty feeling
inside of me.

I got back to the train in plenty of time. I reported to the officer who
was in charge. As we boarded the train we were assigned to sleeping berths.
For some reason, the minute I stepped on that train I felt a change come over
me. I knew from here on out I was going to have to take things one day at a
time untlil this war crisis got over. Soon after the train moved the conductor
told us we were heading west. While we were on this train we were treated
like important people. We ate in the dinner. We had a porter to wait on us if
we 80 desired. The pasgsngers in the cars surrounding us were mostly military

personals I had never been on'y Pullman car bHefore,The sights from the window



were out of this world. The scenery was beautiful. I saw things that I had
read about in school., I was really fancinated by it all. The first sight of
& snow covered mountain is enough to take your breath away. I was traveling
in a fashion I could not have been able to afford if I was required to pay.
In the service, I soon discovered, rumors were always going arounde The
rumors in this car had us being sent from the state of Washington down to
Texas and on to Colorado for our basic traininge After three days on the
train our group leader found out that we were going to go to someplace in
Californiae Ahe... sunny Cafiforniae... swimming in the ocean...all of those
glamorous movie stars. It would be beautiful, How wrong I wase. I did not get
even a glimpse of the ocean for 16 weeks. I was only there for 17 weeks, As
for the sunshine,... I got my belly full of that. Marching with full field
pack for even a short period of time was murder. It was punishing when we
were ordered to double time the last two miles of a hike with gas masks
covering our face.,The longer force march over eight to fifteen milés was

eesesee I am sure you get the point. As a consoclation, I did get to see a few

movie stars,

Our train arrived at Los Angeles, California after three days and nights
travel. We pulled in about 6:00 P.M. The group I was in was transferred to a
slower day coach train. I ste supper on the train and proceeded to my as-
signed seat on the train. I sat down next to a sailor who was returning to
his base after taking shore leave, I asked him if he was aware of any army
camps along this route we were taking, He said the only one that he had seen
was a place called Roberta. I asked him what he lkmew about this Camp Roberts.
A1l he could tell me was that it was very big and it was located in a part of
California that was really hot most of the year around. The conductor came by
and -pulled down the window shades in the car we were_in after it got dark



out side, I asked the
sailor why he did that,
He explained that the
track that this train
was moving upon was
located near the Pacifs
ic Ocean. He said that
lights from a train can

be seen from a great

/4
j

distance out in the

AR\

oceane He told me it
had been rumored that
Japanese 'subs' were

recently sighted along

this coast, The railroad was not going to take any chances. I experienced a
feeling about the closeness of war that I had never felt in Des Mbines, Iowa.
As I was dozing off I thought of another experience regarding war and the
people involved in war that happened earlier while we were on the Pullman
train. The Pillman train, as I mentioned earlier, had a dinner car on it. On
the way to the dinner car, from the Pullman car I was riding in it was neces-
sary to pass through another Pullman car. This car was occupied by Army mem
who had just returned from Europe. They were Military Police. I was told by
the conductor that they just returned from Italy and they were escorting a
mmber of German prisoners to a prison camp somewhere in California. They got
on this train in New York. This car they were in must have been the area that
they came to to take their break ufter pulling guard on the German prisoners.
The conductor told me the prisoners were holed up in some cars near the end



of the train. 411 of the Military soldiers in that car seemed very nervous.
They appeared flighty and very irrational. They all wore sun- tan uniforms.
The uniforms looked like they had not been cleaned for a long time. They each
carried a loaded weapon. Every time we passed through sheir car to go to a
meal they seemed to be yelling and arguing- ready to fight. It was scary to
walk through their car. One evening, Just before dark, two of them did get
into a fight. One M.P. knocked the head of another M.P. through a train wine
dowe At the next train stop an Army ambulance was waiting to take the injured
M.P. to a hospital. I do not know when of where these M,P. soldiers got off
of the train we were on but was sure glad they left.

After I had fallen off to sleep and was in another world that seemed much,
much nicer than the real world I was living in, I was awaken by one of those
soft spoken, mellow sounding gentle army individualse---= one a lot like the
loveable sergeant from Camp Dodge. First, this monster vice grabbed hold of
my shoulder and shook me, Next, this thing shouted loud enough for anyone in
whole train car tb hesr, “HERRS WHERE WE GET OFF.™ I was droopy-eyed and a
little cold. It was 2:00 A.M. I was in ny sun-tan uniform. When we got off of

of the train another loud voice shouted, ® You guys going to Roberts?" How
did we knowe No body told us a thing.We were soon shouted at again."0.K, GET
YOUR REAR ENDS INTO TEE BACK OF THE TRUCK AND HANG ON."™Those of us riding in
the back of the truck decided that the personal at this camp were all hard of
hearing.Everything they said was done in a shouting manner, The ride to camp
was horrible. We were all cold, sleepy, mngry, over 2,000 miles from home
riding in the back of a truck with an insane driver at the wheel....not know=
ing what our futire might bring(if in fact, we had a future). When the driver
slowed down we all looked out the back of the truck to see what looked like

a prison area. There were high wire fences around. There were two story
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yellow buildings lined up in rows.

After the trucks stopped the shouting began again. The tender voice of a
smiling Sergeant yelled, " GET THE HELL OUT OF THAT TRUCK AND GET OVEx TO THE
GOD DAMN ORDERLY ROOM."™., It was pitch dark. I, for one, could not see the
orderly room even if I knew what the, "God damn"™, thing looked like. As it
turned out, an orderly room is where you pick up your gear and things like
bedding. The non-com in charge of the orderly room was not jumping with joy
to see us at 3:00 A.M. in the morning. In between yawns and stretches and a
few choice profane comments, he issued us our cots and blankets. As soon as
I got mine I went to my assigned barracks, flopped down on a.cot and fell

into an exhausted sleep. Tomorrow had to be a better day,.
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CHAPTER II

BASIC TRAINING

So this is where I will be doing my basic training. It was the middle of
the night when I arrived here and I was too tired and cold to care much
about how things looked. When I finally woke, I discovered the barracks
were similar to those at Camp Dodge. They were larger, however.The barracks
had a shower and restroom area at one end of the building, on the lower level.
A small room for non-coms was located on both levels. One room was on the
second floor at the top of the steps and above the rest room area. The other
non-com quarters was located on the opposite end of the building downstairs.
I suppose there was a reason for this but I never figured out why. The4bar-
racks at Camp Roberts held at least twice the men that the barracks held in
Camp Dodge.

When I got fully awake that first day at this new camp I realized that
about one half of the men I left Des Moines with. were not.around.It seems on
the train trip they got assigned to other camps. Because of the long train
trip we were allowed to "sleep ifd'. About 10:0Q A.M. I got hungry. I found
the closest mess hall to the barracks I was assigned to and asl?ed about break-
fast. The cook looked at me a little wild-eyed and said , " Your e new
around here, right ?* I told him I was. He just laughed and. told me to come
back at noon.Being a guy who does not like to waste valuable " sack time™, I
returned to my assigned barracks to resume my beauty sleep. However, I did
wake up before noone -

Whils I was waiting in line for chow, I struck yp a conversation with one
of the day time clerks from the orderly room. I asked him questions about
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Camp Roberts, He told me this was one of the largest Infantry Basic Traine
ing areas in the United States. It could be the biggest. He also told me I
could count on a complete dose of tough, hard-nosed training before I left
this place. This camp was noted for that. Before I left him he pointed out
places that I showed an interest in. After lunch I “cased ™the camp. First,
I found the closest places to get food. Cther than the mess hall,that turned
out to be the post exchange and the Service Club, Next, I looked for recre=-
ational areas where I could get into a basketball game or at least I could
shoot baskets in my spear time,The recreational areas were all over the
camp.

The barracks where I was assigned when I firig arrived was only to be a
temporary assignmente I was only going to stay there until they completed an
interview. After they reviewed my backgroung and education and made some
decisions I was to get a permanent placement-- at least for the next 17 weeks,
They intend to place you in a situation in which you would be best suited,
Does the army make mistakes---you might ask.? You be the judge, VWhen they got
done checking me out they decided I should be placed in, get this, the INTEL~-
LIGENCE and Reconnaissance (I and R) Regiment., Someone, somewhere along the
line had to be fooled. Me, in the Intelligence and Reconnaissance. If really
sounded more acadamic and high class than it really was. The main purpose be-
hine this outfit is to detect and collect all possible information related
to enemy tactics, field manuvers ,troop movements, weapons and things of that
nature and make use of that information against the enemy. It could not have
possibly been overly complicated or else they would have not chosen me to be=-
come a part of that Regiment. I was going to be placed in one of two phases
of the I and R. It depended upon which they needed most. I was either going

to_be trained as a scout whose job it would be to go out and find. informa=-
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tion or I was going to learn how information that was brought back by a
scout was going to be best used against the enemy. Sound interesting? I
thought so.

I was assigned to Company ®A"™ of the 87th Battalian. Not one guy in that
barracks came from Iowa. I was home sick already. It seemed hard to make any
friends. Almost every state in the United States was represented in that one
building.It was strangeto me to hear a southern "drawl " and the eastern
"youse-guys™. I did finally make some close friends. I became a close friend
to a guy from Missouri. I guess the reason we hit it off so good was because
we had a lot of similar chafacteristics. Neither of us were good at close
order drill., It was the same on the rifle range. We both had more than our
share of K.P. for messing up.

The number one man in our barracks was Flatoon Sergeant Skinner. What a
guy he was, He was number one in many ways. He really stuck by the men in
the barracks.When he gave an order you followed. He ruled that place. He was

only about five feet tall. It really was funny to watch him give hell to a

big six foot private for |-:

some dumk move he had

made., We nick-named him
“Skin", He was well re-
spected.No one tadlked.

back to him. Skinner had
his quarters down stairs
Up stairs were two non- J=—
coms., They watched over

the men on the second

floor. Both men were Gor
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porals. The most memorable non-com, other than "Skin™, was Corporal Keith.
Corporal Keith was from Brooklyn, New York. He really enjoyed the authorily
that the two strips on the sleeve of his shirt premitted him to throw out.
It seemed he just waited for the opportunity to show that he was boss. We
gave the Corporal his chance early in our stay at Camp Roberts to make use
of that authority. One night, about five minutes after *lights out®, we were
all in our bunks talking and singing like we generally did. Corporal Keith
came out of his room, which was at the opposite end of where I was bunked
down and shouted, "All right youse guys, pipe down."™ As he started back in
to his room someone in a bunk near me blared out, ®Blow it out your butt."
Now, even I knew better than to say something like that to a man of such
authority a&s Corporal Keith. I was not the one who spoke out. He flipped
the lights back on. He damanded to know who said that. Of course, no one
l:rxew.E_veryc;m ducked under the covers and pretended to be asleep. To say
that Corporal Keith was very upset would be putting it mildly. Needless to
say it got very quiet.

At 2300 A.M. the lights up stairs came onJhere stood our buddy, Corporal
Keith, He was fully clothed. He was shouting orders as loud and as fast as
they would come out of his mouth. Things like, * Hit the deck™, and ."Get a
move on*, He ordered all of us to get completely dressed, lay out all of
our gear end he had us fall out in, our full field packs,The pack beld a-.
helmet liner, steel helmet, and all equipment that has been issued for use in
the field. He kept shouting "MOVE™ between each order. I was expecting him to
tell us to fold up the cot and mattress and carry them alsoe It appeared that
our honorable Corporal was mad. We fell out in the dark, in ranks.We double
timed over to the parade grounds. He marched us for over two hours. We were

dismissed and sent back to our bunks. You could hear a pin drop from the time
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he dismissed us until we got back in the sack. Two hours later we had to get
up and start another day. Corporal Keith got his revenge. He was voted the

top non-com jerk by all the enlisted men on the second floor of our platoon,

Company "A"™ of the 87th Battalian. The Corporal eventually cooled down and
turned out to be a half way sensible human. The other non-coms we had to
work with gave us few problems.

The routine here was much more serious, intense and demanding than it was
at Camp Dodge. OQur main objective is to learn I and R. A large part of our
routine is directed at physical fitness. Unless you are assigned a special
detail, like guard duty or K.P., your day in camp started in the manner that
is written below. ( when you see a photo copy, such as the one shown below
on this page,of comments,that are written in cursive lettering and the com-

ments look like they were written fifty years ago it,is only because they
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were written fifty years ago. They are parts of the original notes from which
this story was written.)

When we did get to the areas that we marched to each daysto do work on a
project or problem we were going to work ongwe dropped out full field packs
and got busy. We not only worked on I and R, out at these sites, we worked
on anything and everything that taught us to be cautiops when we went into
combat. Many times when we returned from these sites we were ordered to dou=
ble time the last two miles into camp. Most of the time we wore out gas mask
the last mile. In that 90-100 degrees heat our masks filled with sweat. After
we got back to camp, showered and fell out for “retreat™ it was not unusual
for 3-6 men to pass out in the ranks. I never figured out what all of this
“running with the gas mask" deal was all about. It must have been part of our
physical fitness training.

Besides learning sessions in the field we did various other activities to
get ourselves prepared for what may come later., We attended movies about top-
ics a soldier has to considere. They showed a few movies on the effects of ve-
nereal diseases, how different poison gases harm you and what your chances
are to survive if you follow certain precautions the army recommended. We
witnessed a few movies that propagandized the enemy. Near the camp were areas
that we. were given 'instruction ofi hand to hand combat.Another place we went
through creeping and crawling exercises under live machine gun fire. While I
was &t Camp Roberts one poor guy raised up and got shot in the rear. You name
it-we did it. We not only had to learn everything about our own gun,we were
shown how to use many other type of weapons. I had one weapon that gave me
trouble, It was the HEAVY WATER COOLED MACHINE GUNe This is the weapon I was
assigned to operate later in combat. I eventually mastered this weapon and

became first gunner in the machine gun squad I was a member of,
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Every Saturday morning we had barracks inspection. The Friday night before
was spent cleaning the place from top to bottom. Everyone in the barracks
helped. This chore required deep cleaning with soap, water and brushes. Every
thing had to be spotless on Saturday morning.The inspection was done by a
Captain.He inspected the floors, window, latrines , personal clothing of each
man and even the bunk each man slept in. The last thing the Captain inspected
was your personal weapon. After all the men in each barracks,as well as the
barracks itself had been inspected they were rated. One barracks was awarded
a large “E" that was placed on the side of the barracks. This YE" award was
simply a piece of plywood about two feet square.

Cleaning the barracks for this inspection each week was a lot of work. We
worked in groups. One group moved bunks, another carried water and the third
group scrubbed.Two men cleaned windows. The water had to be carried in pails
from the downstairs latrine. Each yreek we switched groups so that no one was

omitted from doing the scrubbing.G.I soap will clean anything. .All of the
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time we worked cleaning the barracks, the radio was playing our favorite
"big band™ music.This was about the only time in camp that you could be out
of uniform and get away with it. Some of the garb worn by the cleaning de=-
tail did look funny. We made it fun instead of work. Each man was responsible
for changing his own bedding, getting his foot locker in order and hanging
his clothing neatly. Above all. the shoes had to shine bright enough that you

could see yourself in theme-- that was a must, The last thing you did on Fri-

. day night tefore you hit the sack was clean your gun. The first thing you did
Saturday morning was clean your gun again. You cleaned your gun again just
before gun inspection.l swear you could clean the barrel a.million times
before gun inspection and a spec of dirt would show up.

®*Clean the barracks night® was the only nyght that "lights out™ was at
11:00 PeM. instead of 9100 P.M. After the floor had been cleaned, no one was
allowed to wear shoes. You put your shoes on outside on Saturday morning when
you went out for reveille and breakfast. When you returned you took your
shoes off before you entered the building. This little rule got me into a bit
of trouble, On one of the Friday nights, right after we finished our part of
the clean up, I was sitting on the top stairs of thg back porch in the light
provided by the barracks,shining my shoes. It was dark. Someone started up .
the stairs heading toward the door with his boots on. I yelled, “Hey Mac, ve-
move your shoes before you go in theres.owho the hell do you think you are...
we just scrubbed the floor.® The person I spoke to stopped. As he leaned over
to remove his shoes, I caught a glimpse of two bars glistening from the light
that shinned from the door. After he removed his shoes he entered our bar-
racks holding his shoes, He came out a few minutes later, sat down, put his
shoes back on and walked away. I froze from the moment I realized it was our

Captain, Someone must have said something. to WSkin®, He came-busting-
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out the barracks door, he sat down next to me and said, "Foss, you idiot,
do you know who that was that you just gave orders to?" I told him, * I
didn't at the time but I do now.® Sergeant Skinner told me I was damn lucky
to get away with what I had done. Actually, I had a lot of respect for the
Captain. I was sure I was in serious trouble but nothing ever came of it.
The Captain must have been a Private at one time himself. Possibly,he made
a mistake he was not proud of,either.

In a way, I believe all of us in the barracks looked forward to Saturday
morning inspection because after inspection was over those who received week
end passes got to leave camp, On Saturday we all dressed in our cleanest sun-
tan uniforms, had breakfast and went back to the barracks to make a final
check of our personal possessions. This is a time we spent doing or re-doing
anything we felt needed to be done one last time before inspections

At 9300 A.M. we stood by ready for inspection from the commanding officer.
We could hear him as he climbed the sbairs. He was always followed by a long
string of First and Second Lieutenants. Sergeant Skinner was close by. As
soon as the Captain's foot hit the top step Skinner would shout, *Attention".
The Captain would hesitate a minute and Skinner would say, "Parade Rest® As
the Captain moved in front of us we each would snap to attention. He insiste-
ed we look him straight in the eyes. If he asked you a question you gave him
a direct answer... followed by, "Sir%, I will have to admit that the first
time he stepped in front of me for this reason I came a slight fraction of a
second from bursting into a nervous smile which would have been followed by
an uncontgolable fit of laughter. Following the inspection of each man in the
barrgcks the Captain and his steff leave the barracks. You know the inspe¢-
tion is going good when Sergeant Skinner gives the 0.K. sign behind his back,
after the Captain and his staff leave, in front of the Sergeant. If the in-
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spection goes bad many men lose their week-end passes. In the 17 weeks I was
there I never heard of a men in our barracks who lost a pass for this reason,
I will admit the inspection does cause a little tension. After the barracks
inspection was over and Skinner gave us the O.K., sign some of ths guys would
yell, mess up their bunk, throw personal belongings at each other and many
othey dumb things. I think they were letting it be known that it was a re-
lief to have that part of the inspection over with.

The part I dreaded most was when they lined us up in formation and had
gun inspection.l had cleaned the stack of my gun at least five times and run
a ram rod through the barrel no less than eight times just minutes before we
were ordered to fall out for rifle inspection. The entire platoon would be
called to attention followed by the order, "Right shoulder.... Arms®. When
the Captain stepped in front of you you were expected to do an automatic
®Inspection Arms® movement. From this position, the officer would grab the
rifle from you like he was going to hit you over the head with it.( If an of-
ficer was inspecting your rifle and you did not especially care for that one
particular officer you could make a fast move that could cause him slight em=-

barrasment. As he makes his move to take your gun from you--- you can push
the rifle downward swiftly with both thumbs and make him either fumble for
the gun or miss it entirely. Most officers hated it when you did this. Of
course if you did do this with success your life in camp wasn't worth a plug
five cent plece. After the officer takes the rifle from you he would inspect
the stock, boly and butt of the rifle. The last thing he did before returning
your rifle was to look down the barrel for that one lone speck of dust. It
seemed he always found the speck he was looking.for in my gun, 01 wSkin® got
to become an expert at talking the Captain ocut of putting me on detail for
this mishap. Skinner used excuses that I never knew existed. ( One Saturday
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the Captain could not find a speck of dirt in the barrel of my gun....my gun
was spotless. The Captain looked at Skinner---Skinner looked at the Captain
and asked him what the problem was, The Captain said, ® There must be some
mistake, Sergeant. THIS MAN'S GUN IS CLEAN.®He said the last part loud
enough for the whole platoon to hear. It broke up Sergeant Skinner and the
platoon,) At the completion of this inspection we were dismissed. This was the
signal for those who had passes to leave camp

Passes were good until Monday morning when it was time to fall out for
reveille, I believe. Most of the guys on week-end passes came in late on Sun-
day night so they could get a little rest before the new week started. Passes
were issued 16 of the 17 weeks I was there. The whole camp had to stay in
camp 8 week because of some special alert.

Each one of us was assigned at ieast one guard duty task during our time
at Roberts. I was assigned one time. My assignment was to guard...off and on
ee. for a twenty four hour period, the Camp Roberts water tower.When you pull
twenty four hour guard duty you spend two'hours guarding a certain grea and
four hours off duty until you have completed a twenty four hour period. The
vater tower at Camp Roberts was located at the top of a hill in a very, very
remote area of the camp grounds. At night it was pitch dark. You had trouble
seeing your hand in front of your face. While you are on guard during war
time and protecting government property, you are in complete charge. Anyone
who comes near the area you are guarding mist be challanged and stopped. You
have the right and legal suthority to open fire on any one who fails to stop
when you order them to do so. Seldom do you have a problem. You must not fire
at anyone who does not stop until you have given the intruder three chances
to halt. I was only challanged by my Officer of the day and the Sergeant of

the guard as I was being relieved. Along with guard duty you are expected.
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to learn the Ten Commands that go along
with Army guard duty. Actually, you are
suppose to have memorized them. I did not
do that. I did, however, memorize guard
command number one. If any pfficer asked
me to repeat any of the ten commands...

I always recited number one. It got me by.
I shall never forget it. It goes, ™I
Shall walk my post in a military manner...
Keeping always on the alert....observing
everything that takes place within sight
or hearing.®

The one and only time I did pull guard
at this water tower turned out to be a rather embarassing situation for me.
My second two hour guard period took place during the darkest part ;)f the
night. When I returned to the guard house the Corporal of the Guard asked if
I had seen or heard anything while on guard. I told them I had only seen the
Sergeant of the guard when he brought my relief, It was at this point that I
was told, "If you had been on guard duty in enemy territory you would have
been a dead ducke® It seems a sharp American Reconnaissance unit was prac-
ticing moves to see how efficient they were to infiltrate. They used this
water tower as their objective, I was the one guarding it. Supposedly, they
had some way marked U R DEAD , in chalk, on the back of my shirt while I was
walking around the water tower. I swear I hear nothing. I did not see a thing
that whole two hour period. To this day I do not know if this message was put
on my back as they.said, or no{,I did sleep for a short time before I went on
guard duty that night but I was wide awake when I went on duty. If this was .
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not a joke cn me and this Reconnaissance squad did mark U R DEAD they did a
supper job. I will say, "I'm glad they were on our side. This Reconnsissance
unit was made up of American Indians. This embarassing situation did do one
positive thing for me,It made me doubly alert when I was doing any type of
guard duty - overseas and in combate

KePs,or, kitchen police, was used many times as a punishment for goofing
up. In basic training it was a detail that noone liked but everyone was ex-
pected to do. However , everyone, for some reason or another did not get to
do K.Ps At Camp Roberts if your name appeared on the bulletin board under
K.P. you were to place a white towel on your foot locker the night before
you went on duty so the cook would know who to wake up. He came around at
L:0O A.M. If the cook woke up the wrong man their was usually a big com-
motion and for someone there was hell to pay. After the cook woke you up, you
got dressed and headed for the mess hall... usually in a daze. You ate your
breakfast. After you ate you set up the tables for the troops. When they ar-
rived you served them until all of them
were fed. After they finished you cleared
the tables. Nexty you washed dishes, by
hand and all of the large pots and pans
and put them away. You did this routine
for each'meal. Between meals you peeled
potatoes, onions and cut up vegetables
and fruits. You smashed empty cans. You
carried garbage out to the trash cans or
to the sump. If you were not doing these
things you were helping prerare food for

for the next mealeTf you were not doing
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anything else you were washing the windows of the mess hall, mopping the
floors, sweeping or policing up the area. K.P. was a lot of worke To most
guys it was a big pain in the butt, Sometimes I felt there was no justice
in this mans army. The night I was selected to my forth trip on K.P. 1
learned that one man on out floor had yet to serve his firgt time.

Most men in the barracks went to San Francisco or los Angles on week-end
pass trips. I had a good chance a couple of times to go, with expenses paid,
but I did not do ite I did go to a small town about 1k miles from camp call=-
ed Paso Robles. The first time I went because I was curious. I had no money
to spend so I went with & few buddies. We took the free bus into town agnd
visited the local U.S5.,0. for free coffee. We did not stay long. The second
time I went to this town I went with a close friend who insisted he pay my
waye I had a great time. I felt guilty that he paid for everything until he
convinced me that was the most fun he had since he came to this camp.

To me the most miserable place in camp was the firing range. I really
dreaded going on this site. For some reason when I got all strapped up like
I was told to do in preparation to fire the rifle I could not relax and firee.
Actually, I was really tense. Every man in our barracks earned the higher
marksmenship awards the first or second time around. I was still struggling
the third time around, Even my buddy from Kansas was not as bad as me. Could

this possibly be why I ended up in a water-cooled machine gun squad?

By the time all of us in the barracks spent eight weeks in basic training
we got to know one another very well. The training got more bearable, Time
seemed to pass more qQuickly., To me it was amazing how men of such different
backgrounds, talents, abilities and skills were able to work and live toget=
in one big enclosed building. It got to be like a big family. Men who were .

unfriendly: somehow turned that dispesition around to .friendly. -The peraon-
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alities of the men varied widely. There were men from the East 1like Tom
Ainia, He never seemed to get upset about anything. He had the sence of
humor of a talented comic in a night clube He was quick tempered. He was
a "gold-brick"., A great athlete.., It was a little hard to get use to his
dialect, He either liked you or did not like you. If he liked you anything
he had that you wanted was yours.Most of the guys from the east seemed to be
tloners® to me unless they buddied up to another easterner. These guys were
hardest for me to make friends with.

Out here in the west, just a short distance from Camp Roberts, lived what
I call a typical westerner. His name was Wade Bissell, Wade did not trust
most people in the barracks, He many times got upset over little or nothinge.
He appeared to have moneye, I f he did not have money he put on that he did.
He enjoyed making others look dumb, I would say Wade got into more arguments
than anyone else in the building. As a result of his attitude, the men in the
barracks taunted him.0On week-ends he had been out drinking, they would short
sheet his bed or hang his bed out the window after ™ lights ocut™ Catch him in
the right mood and you found a very thoughtful, caring man. I do not know how
many times he.offered to give me money.so I would go into town and relax. His
GeI. haircut made him appear as a Roman Monke.

The men I became friends to from the North and Mid-West appesred to vary
the most., A number of them carried around in their voice , in their walk or
just from their plain appearance that™ig hick® look. You big farmer from
I-0-WAY sor ,* How's the corn doing back home . was one of the things I heard
after I was introduced as being from Iowa. The men in the barracks from
states other that the Mid-West and North reminded us, ® You can always tell a
guy from the Central and North States «... but you can't tell them mich." One

of my favorite friends that I felt was very close to the normal subject that
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represents Central and North United States was a favorite to all in the bar-
racks and a courteous, polite, even tempered and thoughtful human being. His
name was Bud Judd.He was the kind of guy you would like your sister to marry.
He came from Nebraska. Bud and I chummed around a lot.After the war I went to
his home town and met his family., We wrote a song together. He wrote the
lyrics. He was proud of it. He tried to get the song published. Because I was
from the Central States of the United States I felt more secure being around
men who had been raised there. We had more in common.

If you needed someone around you just because they were fun to be with it
had to be someone from the South, Without a doubt these guys 1lived a charm-
ed life. First of all they got your attention and gained your confidence by
simply speaking. Out of their mouths came ™homey"® things like,*Ya all come
backee.+ hear®, after you paid them a visit. You never knew if they were
talking to you personally or a whole bunch of people with that *Ya all* jazz.
These men claimed that you have never lived untll you have tasted "hawg Jaws
and black-eyed peas.™ 1 have tasted both of them. They are awful. Most of the
men I was in the service with who came from the sgath had a good sence of hu-
mor. They appeared to make the most out of any given ™live™ situatione. I also
found out later, in combat, they mgde good soldiers. My most pleasant and fun
filled experience at Camp Roberts took place with a true southerner from the
state of Arkansas, It was ywigth o MR Ramed Willis Bond . We kidded Willis
a lot. Most of the kidding was done so we could listen to him talk, We nicke-
named him appropriately ywpebel%, His favorite expression, after giving us all
his disappointed look was, WA rebel never has & chance in a barracks full of
damn yankees.® Willis stood next to me in every formation. He did a perfect
imitation of our Captain as the Captain shouted,*BAw#TTAE~-IAN *,just before
we were called to attention, The crack in the Captains voice was mimicked by
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Willis to perfection. He whistled through his teeth along with the band
shen they played on special occasions while we were standing at attention.
This guy marched in front of me on day and night marches. On night hikes,he
many times slept while marchings He counted on me to grab on tc his shoulder
if he started to move off of the road. I really do not know how he did this,.
He claimed that he was able to take a few cat-naps during any march we had to
take, Cne night I was not thinking and I let him march off of the road a
very short distance. Willis walked into a tree. It knocked him a little goofy
and he really got upset with me. That incident did cure him of trying to
sleep while marching during the night time.s I could go on and on about the
type of men that were found in my basic training experience at Roberts, It
is auntrue to say that all men from a certain section of United States had
exact characteristics, It is safe to say that many of them had sirdlar char-
acteristics, I am pleased to have had the opportunity to take ba'asic training
with Americans who cared about the future of our country. I learned a lot
from them about the part of America they came from and the type of people
they are. I did learn one real fact. If you stick any of them with a pin you
will hear them say “ouch™ no matter what section of this country they come
frome They are all humsn and they all have feelings.

Here I am in the state of California. I have been here all of this time
and have yet to see a movie star. I did get to see two shows put on by movie
celebrities but not until basic training had almost ended. One show featured
Judy Garland. The stage was down in a valley.The soldiers sat on the side of
& big hill.Thé crowd was hugh. When Judy performed the G.I.s went "mts™ over
her. She was only going to sing three songs and leave. She ended up doing all
of 14 songs. The second show I got to see just before training ended was

filled with stars. There was George Raft, Donald O'Conner, Peggy Ryan and a
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singing group called the 'Golden
AMP ROBERTS

y ‘a.f L Presents:

Géte Quartet. Later in the show,

| @ singer named Ray Eberly, who
ﬁh, 2} 1\ -D'nO‘q was a favorite and Dinah Shores
‘r i g“’ / 5[’!0\ € | my favorite showed up to sing for
J / use Eberly did a great job. Dinah
was even better. She asked for

requests. All the servicemen in

the audience spoke at once. She

yelled into the microphone,®AT

EASE, FELLOWS."™ When that did not

quiet them, she shouted louder,

®ALL RIGHT, KNOCK IT OFF.® All of
the soldiers seemed to really like her. She sang many of her well known songs,
Dinah was on stage over a half hour. She received a standing ovation when she
went off stage. Both shows were terrific.

The last two weeks of basic training brought with it the big test. We were
to go on a ten day bivouac. This i#s an army exercise done at the end of . the
training period.The purpose is to show all who have been makimg this effort
to become a combat soldier,what it is like living under combat conditions=-
minus actual fighting and shelling. I felt it was a way to show all of us
what it is like to live off of the land. For the next few days we put into
practice what we had learned the past 15 weeks less a barracks to live in and
a mess hall to eat in. We carried out our I and'R tactics. We made use of the
various things we had learned day by day on our marches to the different
sites in camp. Each night we dug a fox hole., We were limited to one canteen

of water for each day. We marched, marched and marched some more. The pene
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coms and the officers we had trained with over these past weeks set up
combat problems for us to solve.

Since I had never done anything like this before I felt it was ten days of
pure misery. It did give us a slight taste of what combat could be like but
it really felt more like a long camping trip. I felt like I had not taken a
bath for two months. On the next to the last day of the bivouac we had mail- -
call, much like it would be done in combat overseas. It really was a good
feeling to get mail after spending days out in the wildneress. I thought at
that time-- if it is a good feeling to get mail here--- what must it mean
to get mail from home out in the field some thousands and thousands of miles
from home,

The afternoon of that day. we found a nice open spot of soft grass and the
enlisted men challanged the non-coms to a friendly game of football. Those
dummies accepted. After we got started the officers wanted in the game, God,
it felt good to throw a block on the Captain. It felt god to tackle & non=-
com hard enough to make his teeth rattle. Corporal Keith did not play. He
had a head ache-- darn it.The First Sergeant did not even go ocut on bivouac.
We all took it easy on "Skinner%, We tore them uPesesss Well, not reallyecece
We did beat them 12-6, The officers and non-coms took everything in good
spirite

The night before we returned to camp to wind up the bivouac we slept on g
side of a road.We were awaken at 2:00 A.M. to start a forced march of 20
miles, We were all sleepy. I had to wake up Willis at least six times. After
}narching 4n darkness for °°™® 15 miles, the commander admitted he was lost.
When we finally did reach Camp Roberts it was late morning. Instead of going
20 miles we marched 26 miles, It took us nine hours. Most of the march was

done at double time. The breaks every hour or so were not your normal 10
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minute breaks. They were more like three
minutes. The last break, before we started

to do a lot of double time, they did give

us a ten minute break. I took off my shoes.
I found two half dollar size blisters on
each foot. We still had eight miles to go.
When we finally reached camp the blisters
had increased to three on each foot. My
bunk looked mighty good. It was a good
lesson for us before we headed to"only
God knows whered We were informed as soon as we reached camp that passes
to town were available to all who wanted them following lunch. This is the
time I went to town and my buddy from Missouri paid for everything for me.

The last week of basic training 1left us with little to do. We spent time
cleaning up our personal equipment before returning it to the supply room. We
all chipped in and gave the barracks a last once over. One night there was a
barracks banquet. Sort of a graduation dinner affair. It was held in Paso
Robles. I did not go. I could not see having someone pay for me again. It was =,
a little embarassings I took off for the Service Club about an hour before
the bus arrived to take everyone to Paso Robles. When the guys upstairs got
back from the dinner they were a little loose from drinking beer. When some
of them came upstairs they dumped my bed over with me in it. They also threw
cold water on me. : = - Ll . 28

About two days before basic wﬁs 6fficia11y over word was passed around
that some of us would be getting “delay in route™ furloughs. We were told to
write or wire home for furlough money. I was sure it would be a waste of

time in my case. The trip home and back would cost $60. I wanted to see mom



31

but we didn't have money for foolishness like that. $60 was a lot of money

in those days. I called mom and told her about the expense of the trip. She
did not even hesitate when she said yes. She wired me $60. The men who were
not getting furloughs were also not heading overseas. They were heading to

places like Officers Training school or the United States Air Force.

While we were packing and saying our good-byes our platoon officer came
into the barracks. ( When an officer steps into a room or appears when all
of the enlisted men are busy and one man spots that officer, he yells so all
can hear, “ATTENTION®,The enlisted men in the room droq what they are doing
and stand at attention until the officer gives the command..,"AT EASE", All
during basic training days I kept doing this.... when no officer was around,
After awhile I was completely ignored. This time it was for real, When the
officer entered the room and I yelled,"ATTENTION",not a sole moved a muscle
but me, The officer caught my eye, winked and shouted, *YOU HEARD THE PRI=
VATE™... They all looked up from what they were doing with their mouths open
and in a daze and jumped to attention. After the Officer left the room every
guy in the room threw what he could get his hands on at meee.o I really ene
joyed that one.

Those of us who were going to meet the train and head for home, were is=
sued a sack lunch.We lined up out in the troop street. As the truck took us
to the train depot we took one last look at Camp Roberts. Basi¢ was over. It
was now time to get down to the real thing. Years and years later I visited
Camp Roberts with my family. It did not seem anything at al]l like it did back
in the year 19L3.
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CHAPTER III

FURLOUGH -- EMBARK ATION--ON
TO THE PACIFIC

The train station that was nearest Camp Roberts was a place called San
Miguel,. We boarded the train there and moved on to San Francisco. We placed
our heavy barracks bags on the overhead luggage rack., My bag fell and hit me
on the head during that short trip. 1 saw starg- for a moment. At San Fran-
cisco I ate lunch. After lunch I boarded another train that took me on a di-
reet line to good old DES MOINES,IOWA. It was a fun experience for me travel-
ing on my owne. There were canteens set up at many train stations all aloné
the way.In Omaha there was a three hour delay.l spent the time in a great
Servicemans Club they had set up on the second floor of the depot. I almost
missed my train to Des Moines. I was told that the only way I could get on
the train was if I was willing to stand up &ll of the way.It did appear kind
of strange to me that all of the people on the train who had seats were the
civilians,.

It was L:30 A.M. when I arrived in Des Moines. I called mom and I took a
cab home. Tt . sure felt good to see that old basement apartmént again. Mom
and I talked about eyerything under the sun while we ate breakfast. I told
her all T knew about the life of a soldier. My bed felt so good that I al=-
most s}ept the day away. My mom worked as a cleaning lady in the hotel that
my sister and her husband managed . I went down and took her to lunch. Later
that day Mom and I went out to my siéters house for a nice dinner,

My seven days on furlough was spent mostly working out at the local Y.M.C.

A. The evenings were spent going to movies with a buddy or at a relatives
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home where it seemed that all we did was talk and eat. I did manage to get
to a couple of my old high school football games. The last day at home I
slept late., My train was not going to leave until 2300 A.M. So I went to one
last movie with my good buddy and I came home and spent the rest of the eve-
ning with mom. About 12330 A.M. I packed my barracks bag, called a cab, kisse
ed my mom , I told her it was no use to worry because things would work out
the way they are suppose to work out... God would see to it, and I left. She
did not cry. I sure hated to leave,

I had time for a cup of coffee at the train station. As I watched the city
disappear out the train window I learned the true meaning of loneliness, I
realized it was going to be a long time before I would return.I also gave
some thought to the fact that I may never return to this town. I had orders
to report to the train station at San Francisco, California. I was dreading
this trip because of the negative thoughts that kept filling my head concern-
ing the "unknown®" that I knew I was faced withe Part of the trip back west
was exciting, When I was not worrying about the future and concentrated on
the sights I picked up many attractions I missed on my way to Des Moinese. I
was met as I got off of the train by Army personnel. They took others who
arrived at the same time that I did to & ferry boat down at the sea shore.
The ferry boat passed under the Golden Gate Bridge. Off in the distance you
could see Alcatraz Prison. We were picked up by Army trucks at the dock,Thay
took us to Fort Ord, California., We arrived at Fort Ord at 9:30 P.M. My fur-
lough ended at mid-night,

The barracks I was assigned to was only about half full when I arrived.
The camp was next to the ocean so it was a bit chilly, I picked up my sleep
equipment at the orderly room, took a shower and went to bed.Many of my Camp

Roberts buddies started to arrive the next day. While we were at Fort Ord we
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did a few details around the barracks, some close order drill and a little
night training. Most of the time we loafed, ate, played outdoor basketball
and just waited. We were all interviewed again. We were all issued jungle

gear and part of our combat equipment.

The Service Club here was the best 1
had seen. There was a large indoor gym.lt
had a nice library, a beautiful area in
which to write letters. It had a bar, cafe
and lots of recreation space.

Joe Louis ( who was WORLD'S HEAVIWEIGHT
Champ of the world) came to Fort Ord and pu
on an exhibition for the service men. Along
with him was “Sugar® Ray Robinson and Jake

La Motta.It was a thrill for me to see this

group of fighters.I had read so much about
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them ipn the papers. Joe louis was a hard, hard hitter. He had a dead pan ex-
pression I had never seen on any fighter before. He spared three rounds with
the Fort Ord heavyweight champ. The Fort Ord Champ accidently hit Louis hard
and squarely on the jaw. The expression on Louis changed. He jabbed that man
from Fort Ord so fast that the Fort Ord man did not know what happened.louis
must have hit that poor guy 15 times in about L-5 seconds., The Fort Ord box-
er was quick to raise his hands and back off. ™Sugar" Ray was so fast I do
not see how anyone could have beaten him,

Things were going along fine until the morning we had a™ show-down® in-
spection, This is where we lay everything we own out flat on the ground on
top of your poncho. The officer in charge checks to see that you have every-
thing needed before you leave for overseas, During that week we had three
more inspections and we were given more equipment.

We got up early the next Sunday Morning.After we ate we gave the bar-
racks a good cleaning, packed our barracks bags and lined up in ranks in the
troop street., After one final equipment inspection we marched,barracks bags
on our shoulders, to the Fort Ord train depot. There were a lot of men leave
ing Fort Ord that day. The long train was packed with G.Is.We rode all after-
noon on the traine You could feel the excitement in the train. The longer we
rode the louder the talking became. About 5:00 P.M. we entered San Francisco.
We all thought we were heading straight to the docks to board a ship for
overseas, All of us were wrong. We went pass the dock and ended up at another
camp., We got off the train, threw our barracks bags into a hugh semi-trailor
and waited for orders.

When you enter a camp Jjust before you leave for overseas it is for certain
you will be faced with another exam. Along with this exam will come:..shots

for protection against overseas diseases, We had not eaten since morning. Did
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we eat first or did we have a complete physical examination from head to
toe first? Need I answer that? We finally ate supper around 9:00 P.M. It was
at the mess hall that I diseovered the name of the camp we just arrived in.
This was Camp Stoneman, California. This was the largest embarkation camp
on the west coast. From this camp you go overseas.

We stayed here only long enough to get a good look at it. The barracks
were built like those at Roberts and Ord. The difference was they were paint<
ed dark brown. It rained hard almost everyday we were here. Put the two to-
gether....Dark brown barracks along with the gloom of rain plus the fact you
know that you are leaving your home country and it all adds up to a load of
miserable, plue feelings.Besides the fact that the barracks were painted
brown there was no grass to be seen anywhere. The bear ground turned into mud
up to your ankles. It was not really a hapry place to be.

There were 160 men crammed into barracks that was built to hold hal¥ that
many men. Maybe not that many in all of the barracks. They were very crowded,
There was one movie threatre on the grounds. It was filled early every night.
There was one very small town close by. It was so small no one bothered to go
there.

Camp Stoneman had the largest mess hall I have ever sesn. The chow line, I
know,¥as always one half to a whole block long for each meal. The interior of
the mess hall was comparable to a large sized basketball field house at that
time., The number of meals served in a day had.to be in the hundreds -and hun-
dreds, I do know that supper was finished a few minutes before"lights out.™
A cook told me they used over 100 K.Ps per day. Believe it or note-- this is
the only place I did not pull K.P. We did very little at Camp Stonemsn bee
cause we were on 2L hour alert to go overseas at all times. We did have a few

days training on how to load onto a barge from a ship. We had explained to us
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the conduct that was expected of us
while on board the Navy ships.

We were only stationed at Camp
Stoneman one week before we were or-
dered to pack up and march olf to the
docks of San Frascisco. All the way
to San Francisco we sailed on a ferry
boat called the “OLD ARMY QUEEN". Here
we boarded a ship that was an APA ship |
called the "SEA SNIPE™. This was the
first ship I had ever been on. The
quarters that the men I was assigned

to board withyended up being some of

the worse places you could possibly

be on the ship. We were located at the

very, very back, (aft) down in C-Deck.
C-deck is the bottom decke. My bunk was six inches from the floor. I could
not get any lower in the ship. The hugh propeller of the ship was less than
three feet from my bunk. Every time the propeller made a complete turn, there
was the sound of metal touching metal. What ever this noise was it was shat-
tering to the nerves. The areg was packed with G.Is. There was little space
and little fresh air. Our equipment and barracks bags took up all available
space. We had to wear bulky life jackets at all times. Outside of these few
inconveniences we knew this trip was going to be beautiful.

As soon as we were assigned to our quarters, found places to hang our bags
and equipment we got out of that "hell hole® for some fresh air. I forgot to

say the temperature in our comparﬁmant was about the same as it was out on
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the hottest spot in Camp Roberts at high noecne The sweat rolled. B-Deck,
above us, was where the toilets and showers for the soldiers were located.
Near the center of the ship, on BxDeck, was the ship mess hall (galley).
Above B-Deck was the main deck. I have no idea where the navy personnel had
there quarters, I think they used the same mess hall that we used only at
different times. They probably ate different rations than we did. I think
the Navy men who ran this ship were Merchant Marines.

Before we boarded the ship we were told that we were going to sail early
the next morninge.This gave us a chance to "case" the ship before we left.
There was & PX on board but it was only going to be open to G. Is troops one
hour per day. Your chance at getting to the FPX was about as good as a snow
flake surviving in hell. They did have a movie that night in the mess hall.
I was more concerned at giving good old U.S.A. one more long last look,My=
self, In fact, I had a nervous and upset stomach just thinking about leaving.
I sat and stared at the water in the bay most of the night. Part of the time
I watched lights of cars , off in the distance, as they crossed over the
Golden Gate Bridge, I am sure I said a few prayers.It was another one of my
"lonely® phases, I!m sure I was Just feeling sorry for myself., After I got a
little sleepy I went down into the *hole®, stripped to my shorts and finally
fell asleep. Before 1 dozed off- I gave considerable thought to the fact that
I was heading for a difficult situation and I was heading for this difficult
situation under "trying* conditions. I had to decide-what I was going to do.
I got stubborn and made up my mind right there at that instant. The decision
was ,I would do what ever was needed of me.I would do my very ;v'ery best. I
would do it without backing off one inch,

I came up on top deck just as our boat gsailed out of the bay.As I waited

in the line for breakfast I watched San Francisco fade out of sight. From
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this point on we ate from mess kitse The food served to the Army was cooked
next door to the mess hall. This made B-Deck a few degrees warmer. As the
soldiers moved in line the smell of oat meal, spam and coffee spread through
out the deck. This heat, the smell of food and the rocking movement of the
large liberty ship did funny things to the stomack. I believe this feeling
is referred tc as see-sicknesse A few of the men waiting in line for their
meal seemed to show signs of this illness. Many of them did not make it to
breakfast, As you approached the mess hall you could see, hear and especial-
ly smell the signs of sickness. It was really not an appetizing sight for
those who had not eaten,to witness. I did not get sick for some reason. After
I ate I hurried up on the main deck hoping I might see 1and once more before
we left it. It had long faded awaye.

About 3-1 hours out at sea every one on board appeared a little " under
the weather®, Later, when the bigger waves started moving the ship around I
got a little dizzy. I soon got over it, I never felt this way again on any
ship I was on throughout the war. One of the officers at Camp Stoneman, who
was rude, mouthy and unnecessarily insulting on many occasions, was standing
near the rail of the ship. 4 soldier that I had made friends with at Fort Ord
and I noticed he was turning a little "green* from the ships up and down
movement, We both ran to the rail, next to this officer,We pretended to vomit,
This officer watched both of us and proceeded to "heave ™a good five minutes.
What we did might be called*poetic justice®. My friend and I both felt it.was -
just plain Wgetting even® for all of the crap ou¥ Private and P.F.C. friends
took from this officer.

For three days we had a' dirigible stay with us. It was watching for &nemy
“subs®, Sometime during that third day I went to my quarters to get a booklet

that 4+ had in my barracks bag. I was witness to a sight that was really very
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Sericus on the one handee--- and very comical on the ther hand. To get down
to C-dack you naturally have to pass by Bedeck. A largm part of B-deck near
the steps that lead down to C-deck was made up of a compartment of toilets
and showers. There, in this G.I. latrine sat 16 toilet stools lined up in
perfect military order. As I passed by the door to this compartment I look-
in to see eight soldiers sitting on every other stool. Each of them were
throwing np in the stool to their left., They were relieving themselves of the
dreaded sea sickness. The sight was funny. The serious of the illness was far
from being funny. It took a good week for most of the soldiers to get over
the dizzy feeling caused by the moving of the ship under foot. Some of the
men never got over it.

We were issued a meal ticket. The soldiers ate twice a daye. With only the
one mess hall the line going to meals extended clear across the ship, When a
person was use to ﬁpree meals a day, two meals a day was Just not enough.

A number of guys complained. The ship Captain gave in. In between our two
meals we were given a sandwich and some fruit. It seemed that all we did was
walt in line to eat. Many times you would hear guys standing in line say,
"What you in line fore.... breakfast or supper? At a certain time of the day
the FX opened up for the G.I. to use, If you had the money and you were lucky
enough to make it to the window before it closed, you could buy candy, cook="
ies and one cup of coco=cola. I had no problem with this « I ran out of money
the first and only time I went to this. PX,

There was really not much to do aboard ship. You could read, sleep, get in

line early for meals, volunteer for light details or help the Navy crew pull

guard duty. It did get a little boring on board shipe. One of the fun things I
did get to do was a dally exercise program provided by the para-troopers who
were quartered in another part of the ship. They really put it to those of us
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who were dumb enough to volunteer for this program. One day I had to do 20
extra push-ups for failing to do an exercise in the exact manner. It was
fun as long as they allowed us to participate. The numbers in the program
got too big. It was stopped.

A chaplin on board the ship felt we were getting restless. He organized
an amature boxing tournment. The Chaplin was the referee. This went over big.
It lasted four days. A bunch of us talked my little Mexicdn buddy, Adolphus
Gonz&leZz into entering. He had fought in the “Golden Gloves" before the wars.
He won his first three fights by knockouts. He got sick on some greasy food
and the navy doctor would not let him fight the championship bout. We have

no doubt he would have won. There was one show per week.It was shown in the
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mess hall, During certain times of the day the ship radlo was played on the
main deck. One guy won $500.00 shooting craps. I did not know how to gamble
at that time. Most of our time on board the™Sea Snipe* was spent watching
the waves and talking.The only things I saw move in the ocean were two air-
planes and two sBips. All of them were so far off we could not make out what
kind they were. No one could light a match on the main deck after..(18 bells)
essor 6300 P.M. If you slept on the main deck during the night you had to
stay out of the path of crew members. If you fell overboard during the night
you would be left to drown because they can not stop for any reason. We could
take showers but only in sea water. This was like taking a shower in grease,
It was cool and refreshing while the water was running on you but the minute
you turned off the shower you felt sticky. It did not clean me, Fresh water
was on one hour per dey. You could not take showers at that time, We all
understood the ship rules, This did not mean we had to like them.

About half way to our destination, we crossed an imaginary line in the
ocean, This line, I was told, marks the spot on earth where each new calander
day begins, The date just east of this line is one day. West of this line is
a day later. This imaginary line is called the International Date line. For
some reason when a ship passes over this imaginary line, the Captain of the
ship is aware when this happens, there is cause for celebration and from what
took place I believe there was cause for some tomfoolery,also. If any passtn-
ger has not entered this area in the sea before,during their lifetime,they
weré to be initiated as the ship.was passing throughe The men in the Navy
swore this celebration is done to honor the God who controlled all of the
water on the entire earth. This God they speak of i1s the God of the 8ea in
Roman Mythology. His name was NEPTUNE. I belived sll of this until I had seen

vhat was done to Army personnel...... nothing was done to Navy personnel.....
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the Mavy to nail every army man on board shipel really did not understand
what was going on but it did help break up the monotony of the trip. The
fun of the entire initiation came when the Navy men shaved half of the head
of our top officers. This was followed by pies in the faces after the head
shaving.One major had one boot removed, cut into pieces and thrown overboard.
Many army personnel were kmocked around by strong water hoses after getting
parts of their bodies painted with either dye or iodine. Most of this was
done to non-coms and officers but we Privates were also included, A1l they
did to me was cut off one of the legs of my trousers, douse me with whip
cream and knock me down & few times with the water hose. Everyone seemed to
enjoy this little initiation in honor to the “Sea Gods™.

After 17 days on board this APA ship, word came over the speaker we were
going to arrive the following day at our destination.Next morning we saw land
and we prepared to‘%ﬁgg;k. We cleaned our quarters but did not dock until the
next day. That, I learned , was a thing with the Army. It is called "Hurry up
and wait", Next morning we put on sun-tans made a final check to see that we
left nothing and we disembarked.I could not resist returning to that “hell
hole" to say good bye after spending all of those days in misery., Our ship
was greeted by a high ranking Australian Officer and a large crowd of people
from Brisbarie. We unloaded in alphabetical order. It was a strange feeling

to come down the gang plank and touch your feet on foreign soil,



CHAPTER IV

AUSTRALIA

As soon as we unloaded from
the ship, we were told that we
were in the port of Brisbane,

AUSTRALAR hustralia, Ve already knew that.

The crew told us that 15 days

Byvichan

agoe The trucks that loaded eur

gear was different. The steering

wheel was on the wrong side. They

drove on the wrong side of the
road, We loaded into the back of some of these trucks. As we traveled doen
the road we saw old homes built up on stilts. The roads were narrow. To me,
most of the scenery appeared to be the 1920s of our country. The people seem-
ed friendly. Many of them called us *Yanks" as we passed by.

The truck we was . riding in pulled into a place that looked a lot like the
Iowa State Fairgrounds during the off season. There seemed to be a lot of
empty buildings around. We entered a gate and passed by a grandstand. In
front of the grandstand was a one mile race tracke. At the far end of the
track was another gate. When the gate was open there was a road that led in-

to rows and rows of Army tents. These tents housed all incoming and out going
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American troops that arrived in and left this area. It was noon when we got
there. We found out tents, dropped our bags and went to chow. It sure felt
good to be walking on dry land again. At lunch I learned this place was call=-
ed Camp Ascot. The camp was named after the race track. This track was one of
the largest race tracks in Australia at one time. The mess hall was out doors
and the tables and chairs sat on a cement floor. A large canvas covered the
kitchen and eating space. The large canvas bag that held drinking water was
called a “1lister bag". The food was good. That day we were served their fave
orite meal. It was meat and potatoes and gravy. Their national drink was
tea.(tie) It was strong enough to knock a cow out. Their coffee looked and
tasted like thick black mud, Most of the time I was in this country I drank
water,

After lunch we went back to out tents » unpacked and washed up the clothing
we had gotten dirty on board shipe We had the rest of the day off so I went
across the troop street and talked with some soldiers who had recently return-

from combat in New Guinea. They were from the 32nd Infantry. They were head-
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back to the United States in the ships we
had arrived in. All of the men across the
troop street from us were those who had
malaria, were badly injured or they had
turned overage for fighting. We talked
with a few of them about combat. They
gave us a few suggestions that proved
helpful in combate I noticed each man I
talked to had a yellow tint to his skin.
They told me it was from taking atebrin
tablets. These are little yellow tablets

taken each day to fight off malaria., I

thought they were putting me on. They were not putting me on I found out a
few months later.

That afternoon we looked for the PX. It was located under the grandstand
we had driven by earlier. I borrowed a few bucks so I could experiment. I
wanted some candy. We cashed our American dollars for Australian money. It
turned out to be a mess. We had a hell of a time trying to figure out how to
buy something. After it was explained'to us what each paper bill in their
money equaled in American money it helped but it was not as easy as it might
sound, Each pound note bill equaled $3.60 in our money at that time.A half
pound note equaled $l.80. The problem started with trying to make sense with
the value of the coinse There was a FLORIN. A florin was worth 32¢. There was
a SHILLING, It was worth 16¢ American money. The SIX PENCE amounted to 8¢ in
our money. There. was still THREK PENCE which amounted to L¢ and a PENNY that
equaled 13¢ of our money. I think there was a ONE HALF PENNY but no one ex=
plained that to me so I never paid attention to it. It took a while to know
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that three FLORIN, one SHILLING and a SIX PENCE was going to mean that $1.20
of American money was coming out of your pocket. We not only had to figure
what we were spending in American money we had to learn what they called

the items we were asking fore I just wanted some candy. It took three clerks
and the store manager to discover what I wanted, I had to know that what I
was asking for was ™sweets", This Australian money exchange idea was a whole
new ball game for most of us.

The grandstands at Ascot were used for many other things than as a PX. Out
in front of the grandstands they held boxing matches and movies, We stayed at
Camp Ascot for seven days. We did few details. We did no jraining and we had
no inspections. We worked with Australian civilians in shops, factories and
on farms., They had a great shortage of manual labor. Most of the able men and
women were in the service.There were many young men working along side of us.
One good sized young man 1 worked next to in a factory looked big enough and

old enough to be in the service. I said to him,"™Aren't you old enough to be
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in the service? If looks could kill I would have been dead. He said,"lListen,
mite, if I was 2ghteen I'd join the bloody army.....I'm only fifteen and alf?®
It was fun to hear Australians talk, It was probably fun for them to listen
to me as well. This young man I spoke to weighed about 220 pounds. I wondered
why. After working with them a few days I got my answer. After eating break-
fast they had a ™tie and biscuit" break at mid morning. After a hardy lunch
they had an afternoon "tie and biscuit® break. They ate a good supper. That
is five meals a day. No wonder they were stout.

The days at this camp were interesting. They would have been more inter-
esting if my turn would have come up for a pass. The officer in charge of the
camp gave passes to all of the men in each of the tents we occupied. As luck
would have it,the night before the tent I was in,was to go on pass,we moved
oute I really wanted to go into town, see the sights and listen to the peo=-
ple talk, I did fill some of my curlosity by getting the paper boy who went
through camp each day to stop and talk to me. He explained some of the more
common Australian expressions to me, “Piper" was paper. *Stike and eggs" was
steak and eggs.These were easy. But, for the word train they used™tram". A
“wireless™® was a radio. He told me when the Australian dislikes gomeone they
was*bloody"* or®blooming." The Japs were often referred to as “bloody" by
Australian soldiers. My little friend asked for “smokes" because he said,
*The Aussie cligarettes were awful? He was a good teacher.

On the last day at this camp as we packed our bags it began to rain, It
rained hard off and on for the next three days. We marched over in front of
the grandstands. As we set down our barracks bags I noticed a few high rank
officers standing on a platform. Placed in front of the platform, about 30=-
4O feet apart , wer-e four large printed mumbers. Each number was placed on
big white card board. The card board was stapled to a wooden stake, The four
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numbers were 5-7-8 and 12, As our names
were called off, we were toldto line up
behind an assigned number. When my nume
ber was called off I was told to stand
behind the number 7. I did not realize
it at the time but they were placing me
in the regiment I was assigned to. There
are four regiments in a di¥ision. I did
not know what division I was in but I did

know I was in the 7th regiment of that
division.

After every name was called, trucks

pulled up and loaded one regiment at a time and drove off. There were a lot
of trucks in that convoy. As the convoy of trucks pulled into a camp area

some trucks up ahead peeled offThey seemed to disappear.
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As our truck came over & slight incline, I was able to see a big yellow
and black s'ign. It was the size of a large billboard sign. The large printing
sald THE FIRST CAVALRY DIVISION., The sign had an enlarged painted insignia on
it. The insignia was a yellow patch with a heavy line crossing through it.
Above the slanted line and to the right was the head of a horse in blacke.
the word CAVAIRY startled me. I understood cavalry to mean horses. Horses and
me just don't hit it off, Me riding a hores has got to be a big Joke., We unm.
loaded from the truck. Almost before we hit the ground we were greeted by two
generals. They varified the fact that we were now members of the First CAVAl-
RY Division. They said that we were proud members of the 7th Cavalry Regi-
ment of the First Cavalry Divisiom. In the short speech they gave to us they
informed us how good we new recruits locked to them and that we will be the
best combat division in the Pacific before this war is over., My heart sunk a
little when one of the Generals told us we would be heading into a combat
zone within two days, The second General backed up the words of the first
General who spoke by telling us we would be getting additional jungle gear
the next day. The next day we received jungle boots,steel helmet, mosquito
netting, a bolo knife and some live ammunition,

The name of this camp was Camp Stratpine. When my mind cleared a little
after the Generals gave their little speech, I remembered some history I had
learned in my childhood days.fhe 7th Cavalry was the Regiment General Custer
commanded. If my memory does not fail me....I believe the indians wiped out
this Regiment at a place called WLittle Big Horn)'*The battle was known as
“Custers Last Stand%e I have a feeling we will have this hlstory repeated to
us more than once by those we fight along side of. Actually, we got ribbed
very little.

Camp Stratpine appeared to be a 'ghost' camp.There were only :tent frames

still standing. Both nights I spent at this camp were miserable.It was a
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wooded area. The mosquitoes were thick. I had welts all over my body. We
slept in hammocks in the rain. The hammocks must have forgotten how to
keep water out of them.I slept in a rain puddle both nights. We ate K-
rations both days. Everywhere we walked it was mud up to our ankles.There
was no place to take shelter from the heavy rains. We sat and soaked.l on-
ly knew two men in the whole Regiment. Because we were new recruits I did
feel we were resented.

On Sunday, just as the two Generals had said, we got up early and packed.
We put our heavy, heavy bags on out shoulders, got into trucks and took off
in the herd rain. It was pouring down rain as we passed through the out-
skirts of Brisbane and as we passed back near Camp Ascot. When the trucks
stopped at the dock we got out, picked up our two-ton barracks bags and pro-
ceeded up this plank to this old,old shipJhe full bag was so heavy I had
a problem walking up the gang plank. I almost fell off., When I reached "A®
deck I was pooped. While I was waiting to be told where my quarters were to
be I managed to get a look at the name of this ship. It was called the ‘James

»
D. Dooley. From the appearance of this ship it was for sure we were heading
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into combat.

From the outward appearance of this ship I swear it had to be a WW I re=-
Jject. If not,it had to be one our country was,no doubt,thinking of sending to
the junk heap, The mess hall, latrines and showers were all located on top .
decks We were served and we ate all of our meals on the top deck, rain or
shine. During heavy rains our meals lasted longer. Our sleeping quarters on
the deck below had no bunks. We were each issued a Lx8 foot piece of plye
wood, We slept on this plywood and we were expected to keep all of our gear
on it,also. We were only allowed to roam around on "A" deck and ™B* deck. Be=
low us, which was C-deck,was where they stored supplies and ammunition that
was being taken to the area we were heading for.

Daring any storm when the waves were high this boat creeked and shook. One
stormy night I was expecting to have to go overboard. It was a scary trip. 1
asked one of the crew why a ship this o0ld and this slow would be used by the
navy. He looked at me seriously and said, ™Hey, we are in a dangerous combat
zZone....there are Jap subs 2ll over this area.... what do you expect? This
was real confronting to know. I noticed there were no navy combat escort
ships escorting us, either,

Again, we could take salt water showers only. It got a bit hairy to o to
the latrine at night when it rained. It got down right frightening to go on
A" deck for any reason in a storm. When the ship did finslly stop we were
in New Guinea., Yes, the same New Guinea I had read in the newspaper about
back home in Des Moines, Iowa just a few months ago. It was a total surprise
to me that the JAMES D.DOCLEY made it here. 1 was sure it was going to fall
to pieces in one of the storms we went through and sink into the ocean. I
wonder it it made it back to Australia,.

We were all ordered to pack our gear and get it together in preparation

for leaving the shipe. All of this time I was concerned about this word in the
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division title. The word CAVALRY. What did it mean It had to be a mistake.
My brother was in the CAVALTY during peace time. I can remember how their
uniform looked. To me they were ridiculous. I could not picture myself as be-
ing in the Cavalry.

In the early afternoon amphibious vehicles came along side of our ship,
these vehicles were built like a small tank that is open at the top. Instead
of treads they have rubber tired wheels under them. They move both on land
and water. They were called ™ducks", This was my first ride in an amphibious
vehicle, It was not my last, however., As we approached land my first inprese
sion of New Guinea was,"It looked combat as hell®, It definately was not com-
bat or we would not have arrived as we did. As we approached the beach I
could make out a high, rugged built look-out tower. The entire beach appeared
to be covered with thick Jungle, As we came closer I could see many of the
trees were blown to bits. In the harbor were many ships of all sizes.They
were being loaded or unloaded,

The ducks we loaded in did not stop on the beach. They went 2-3 miles in
land, turned left and stopped where some tents were left standing.The heavy
Jungle was directly behind the tents. The driver retnrned to the ship to get
more men. We were now one giant step from real combat. We were hear a place

called Oral Bay and an area known as Cape Sudest.
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NEW GUINEA

The map below is a map of New Guinea as it might have appeared in the
late months of 1943 and the early months of 19L4. The north west part of
New Guinea, plus islands immediately north and east, were occupied by the
enemy.

New Guinea is about the size of Texas and Louisiana combined. It has
many high rugged mountains. The biggest being the Stanly Mountain Range.
In rains up to 180 inches in many sections of the island each year. A
large number of American G.I. soldiers can attest to the fact that the island
is capable of giving off many forms of tropical diseases. Chief amoung them

were malaria, dysentery and jungle rote.

Los
mm@ NEGRDS 1SLAND
ADMIRALTY ISLANDS

NEW
GUINERA
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CHAPTER V

NEW GUINEA

¥ ARRWED EARLY 1944

As we were riding down the rough road in the 'ducks' I got a first hand
viéw of what jungle really looked like. It was much like I expected. I had
pictured in my mind the shorter thick brush and the smaller trees, fronted
by tall shrubberys high grass and very tall coconut trees that all blended
together, It was easy to see how snipers could hide themselves in the trees,
The area we pulled into looked messy. I had a feeling we were going to go to
work cleaning it up.

As soon as all of the men arrived from the ship we had a group meetinge.
We were informed thgt we were not only in the First Cavalry Division,7th
Regiment but we are now members of "H™ troop. We would now be called troop=-
ers instead of soldiers. One of the high rank officers finally said to all
of the new men we are only Cavalry in name. We are an Infantry Division. We
have nothing to do with horses. Boy, what a relief that was, Those of us in
the group who had not trained in Australia were going to be placed in one of
the platoons in “H" troope. First an officer explained what the "H" ment. It
simply referred to .HEAVI, as in heavy weaponse The two heavy weapons he was
speaking of ﬁere the 30CALIBER WATER~COOLED MACHINE GUN and the 81 MILLIME=-
TER HORTOR.. Each of the new men that joined this outfit in Australia was go-
ing to be put into one of these heavy weapon sgquads and later into a platoon.

] was selected to be put into a Heavy Machine gun squad. After the squad
reached the limit we were taken to a tent to get acquainted with the weapon.
I had seen this kind of gun before. I fired it one time.I crawled under it
during training while it was being fired o¥er my head. Other than that 1 knew



56

very little about it. It did not take long to learn about this powerful wea-
pon. When I was asked to pick the entire gun up I discovered why it was call-
ed a "heavy™ machine gun. When I fired the gun for the first time I could
feel the power. It fired many, many rounds in se cemds. It took very little
time to learn where, when and how to set up the gun for action,.We all had
to learn to take the gun apart and put it back together,in pitch dark and
in less than 60 seconds. We were taught to fire this weapon in short bursts.
Rapid fire could cause it to jam. We practiced and practiced what to do when
the gun failed to operate properly. There were special tools we had to use
when that happened. I felt there were two disadvantages to this gun. It was
easy to give away your position. Every fifth bullet was a “red" tracer. It
was too heavy to move from place to place with ease. However, the advan -
tages far exceeded the disadvantagese

The diagram to the right and below shows the three major parts of the
30 caliber water-cooled machine gun.The RECEIVER is that part of the gun that
feeds the shells into the trigger mechanism. The trigger mechanisn places the

cartridge in position for it be fired through the gun barrel and it also

forces the shell through the barrel. In front of [ MAJOR WATER Coal
MACHINE GUN PARTS

the trigger mechanism and connected to it iy the Ig\'k%;rER-. -~ —e
p B

gun barrel. The gun barrel is surrounded by a
metal cannister. This cannister holds water. The
water is there for the purpose of keeping the
barrel coole If the barrel gets +oo hot it will
cause the gun to jam up.

The TRIPOD of the gun is what holds the re-
ceiver in place. "Tri™ means three. The tripod
had three legs on which the receiver can be

placed and maneuver around.
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The water can holds the water that is pressurized into the cannister
that surrounds the barrel. The water gets from the heavy metal water can
to the cannister by way of a rubber tube. Keeping the barrel of the ma-
chine gun from heating up so it can continue to fire rapidly is am objec-
tive of this gun. The water surrounding the barrel helps keep the barrel
coole...That is the reason this weapon is called a "water-cooled" machine
gune

This machine gun is truly a "machine” gun. It fires 250 rounds in a matter
of a few seconds. Ammunition is carried for this gun by the box. Each box
contains 250 rounds. Each metal box when filled with ammunition weighs 20
pounds.

It taskes three men to carry the three main parts of this heavy machine gun
and put it into action. The other five men in a machine gun squad all carry
cans of ammunition. Each man in the sguad knows how to operate the gun. The
first, second and third gunners are selecled by the squad sergeant. I ended

up, at the beginning, being third gunner. When the gun is taken into combat

-

the tripod is carried by the first
gunner. The receiver is handeled

by the second gunner. The third
gunner takes care of the water can,
hose and the bag with repair tools

in it plus at least one ean of ammo.
Each of the other men carry from two
to three boxes of ammunition. In real
heavy combat the third gunner carries
an extra barrel. The tripod weighs 53
pounds. The receiver weighs 51 pounds.

At times a first or second gunner
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is weighed down with 100-120 extra pounds. When you are crossing rivers,
climbing mountains or running on to a beach for cover you sometimes feel
like you might not make it, Where to set up the gun each night in combat
is decided upon by the squad sergeant.

The first night in New Guinem I really did not sleep well, I kept think-
ing New Guinea is jungle. In the Jungle there are wild animals, snakes and
creepy,deadly bugse I do not know how it happened but I did manage to fall
asleepe. 1 was awaken by singing birds. The sun was shininge I had my first
real field meal, It was spam. I hate spam. After breakfast I met my squad
sergeant, Steve., I was assigned to second squad, second platoon.Four
squads made a platoon. In each platoon we had at least one Staff sergeant
and one Tech sergeant. The platoon was headed by a lieutenant. Each squad
was made up of a mixture of new recruits and troopers with more training.

Close friendships seemed difficult to come by in New Guinea, No one was
assigned to my troop that I got acquainted with on board ship., Most of the
men in the troop.were already in Australia when I arrived. The only men who
seemed to want to talk were Sergeants.After-everyone was moved around from
machine gun to mortar sections to determine where they best seemed to fit
we finally stayed puts I.stayéd with Sergeant Stavens. He went by*Steve",
He was from Texas. He was a career soldier, He spoke very little. He was
very hard-nose but he stuck by his men. He was very unemotional. Anything
that was “army regulation™ he favored. He was a good combat soldier but very
unfriendly. I went through two big campeigns and many smaller invasions with
this man.

There were only two others I got to know on a half-way friendly basis in
New Guinea, Both of them were Sergeants, also. Sergeant Rowe was one of the

neatest men I ever got to know in the service, I got to meet him when my
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platoon officer told me to spend a few days in the same tent with he and
slx other new soldiers so he could brush us up on the machine gun. When I
first approached him I took a long look and said to myself, " My god, what
have I got here?" He had a handle-bar mustache, a sour look on a long face
and he appeared to be old enough to be my dade His first spoken words to me
vere, as I watched him tighten up j00se tent ropes,"What's the matter...you
got a broken arm, or something?" I got busy and helped him. The mustache
thing was done to win a bet. He was 35 years of age. That was old enough
to earn the nickname "pop". He was & lumber jack in California before the
ware. He had patience sticking out of his ears. If you needed something

he would try to get it for you. He turned out to be a trusted friend to me,
He was a very good combat soldier.

The thipd person I got acquainted with at this time was Sergeant Claussen.
He was Tech Sergeant., He came from the state of Kansas. He was a farmer be-
fore the ware. He was older than Rowe. He was very thoughtful and caring., He
was also very patient with new men. He was a good combat man. Both of these
men,Rowe and Claussen , got hit by pieces of a Jap mortar shell the first
morning of the first campaign we got into.

It was many weeks before any privates or P.F.Cs came around- to be what
you would call a friend. The friends I made were made after time spent in
combat,

We did not do much in New Guinea the first week or so but go down to the
beach and load or unload ships. We had classes each day on the “gun", The
troop Captain called us all into the mess hall one morning and wanted to
know if we were ready to clean up this* pig pen* of a camp, He said, “We
are going to do it even if you are not ready." He had draw up plans for a

screened in kitchen,a supply room, dinning area both for enlisted men and
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officers ,with picnic tppe tables., We were going to have a roofed labrine,
shower, day room, barber shop, and a mail room,. Our individual tents were
godngto have in it a table, gun rack and a place to put our helmets., The hel-
met holder would serve as wash basins. Above our bunks, made of bamboo, would
be built shelves. The faoor of our tent would be covered by white sand.

The wood with which to do all of this construction was less than 100
yards awaye. The coconut trees in the jungle were large and strong. We got
busy sawing, chooping and hauling. Some men dug. Some men built and many
men carried.

We dug two wells. One near the kitchen and one out aﬁays for the shower.
‘he water for the shower was pumped into 55 gallon empty gasoline cans that
set upon a frame seven feet high.One man was assigned each day to keep the
cans full before and during ® shower time™, It was almost like home. The

latrine was built like farm "outhouses" only on a larger scale, Lime was used
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to hold down the smell. The latrine and shower was far, far away from the
screened in kitchen area. Building this camp was similar to building a small
town back in the wild west dayse
After the camp was built, we went back to routine chores of loading and
unloading ships down at the beach. We still attended classes, did guard duty
and my favorite sport, K.P. There were never any dishes to wash if you were
put on K.P. Each man washed, ringed and dried his own dishes. This whole mess
kit was made of simple pieces of equipmeni. All of the parts of the kit were
made of sturdy aluminume. The diagram below shows the parts of a soldiers kit
and how it is generally used.
A. This is a solid plate. It is some 13-2 inches deep. The widest point
of the oblong shaped plate is about &inches and the longest point
is around § inches., The plate does provide a handle if desired.
B. If more than one food is served there is an additional plate that
clams into the plate described abave. This container allows for food to

be seperated. In combat this part of

the mess kit is seldom used,

PARTS oF
THE MESS KIT

Ce These are traditional eating

utensils. They also are made of
strong aluminum,

De. This is probably the most used
item in the kit. The handle of this
cup, when not in use, clamps around
the bottom of the cup. This cup is
shaped to hold the water canteen. The
water canteen and the cup under the
canteen are attached to the canvas

belt worn around the waist of a sol-
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dier by a canvas canteen carrier,

It was on K.P, that I received my"Battle scar® wound. I tried to remove
a stove pipe that heats water from which mess kits are cleanede The Ppipe
did not want to be removed. I now have some original soot fron New Guinea
under my skin above my right eye. I was presented a home made “purple heart"
made of purple dye and a K-ration cane I wanted to bring that honored award
home but it got lost in the shuffle of barracks bags some way.

K.Pe duty , in a combat zone, while you are waiting to go into combat is
a lot harder, during the hours that you work, than it is in a mess hall back
in the states because you do not have running water, sinks andé .close by sew~
age systems,You have to hanl clean water and dirty water long distances. It
takes longer to clean up after wards.Keep in mind, I am speaking of K.P. here

in a combat zone. In combat there are very few times a kitchen can be brought

up to the front. When the troop kitchen did get to the front lines the K.P.
was done by the cooks.

Within two days after our camp in New Guinea had been finished we had
lights in our camp. How...., might you ask can you have lights in your tent in
the middle of the jungle? I asked that same question. My answer came as soon
as I asked. This outfit brought a generator they bought in Australia with
them. It cost us each three dollars in order to get it working. Each tent had
two lights,

The night entertainment in New Guinea was not overly excitinge. You could
write letters, listen to records on the record player in our day room,read,
sleep or take in a movie that was showing some place on the island near by.
A1l of the different military units shared their movies or any entertain-
ment that came their way. We hitch-hiked from trucks, ducks and any form of

transportation that was going the way we were heading., Most drivers wel-
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comed riders. There were still Jap stragglers around. We were not allowed to
travel alone and we had to carry our personal weapons, We learned there were
amateur boxing matches one night a week in Oral Bay. It was about ten miles
away. Our Captain usually got a jeep for us when we went there. We had a
softball team, We challenged other troops to football games. We went to the
beach to swime It was good for our heat rash. Cne day when a few of us went
to the beach we were pleasantly surprised. There, swimming in the nude was a
young and beautiful native girl about 18 years old. Also.... there was a dad
sitting under a near by coconut tree watching. Across his lap sat a rusty old
shot gun.We did all watch wide-eyed for a spell., Dad was smilinge

We were sent out on a three day biwvouac to test the jungle. We carried the
machine gun, we ate K-Rations and we survived on one canteen of water per a
day. The second night of this bivouac I had a scare. Just before dark I was
stretched out in a hammock before I climbed into the fox hole I had dug. I
looked up to see some movement in the brush. Before I could make a move out

ot that hammock,this good sized wild bore came charging at me. He was really
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movinge. I was paralized with fears When it charged I straightened out in

the hammock as straight was I could as it ran u.‘nder me. Thank god that bore
had short legs. If that animal could have reached me with those sharp teeth
and that pointed horn I would have been mince meat. One of the guys in the

squad fired his weapon and the bore left.

I did observe some things of this bivouac I could have gone without know=-
ing. I discovered it was difficult to dig a fox hole. Either you Hit water
six inches down or the ground is so hard that you need a 100 pound jackhammer
to even dent it.The second thing I found out is how bad river and stream
water taste with purification tablets in it. It is almost like taking a big
swollow of iodine.

After the bivouac we went back to classes, loading and unloading ships and
brushing up on a few combat techniques. We spent two ten day sessions just
loading and unloading at a special supply depot up the beach aways. It was .
like a "Community™ depot. Each nearby military unit took turns working there.
It was a temporary camp right next to the beach. It was called the"sﬁa VIEW
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HCTEL? Above the entrance of this camp was a hand painted large sign of

a sexy looking girl. Printed below the picture it said, “1000 rooms and

1 bath™, At this camp we did nothing but load and unload ships. We worked

six hours straight. After our six hours we were off till the next day. At

night we all got togetherand took in a moviel.one time I was assigned to

this detail my trip was cut short because our outfit was put on alert.
Another time in New Guinea my squad and I were sent to a place called

Buna. I read about the battle that took place in a Look magazine about

a year or so earlier while I was back home. We were sent here to unload mail.

It was an Australian camp. We only spent one day there. There was much dam=-

age there at the time that had been caused by the battle that took place be-

tween American and Australian against Japanese planes. The ground forces of

both sides left many craters. Parts of Jap equipment was still sitting near

by. The Aussie guard told us not t¢ mess around because there were still

booby=-trzps that had not gone off. This camp was near the ocean and it was
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our job to remove p.ail from Australia for the Aussies. The ship was

anchored out in the bay about two miles.When we moved out ‘to the ship they

dropped a hugh net that held many bags of mall. &4 rope tied us to the shipe
After we loaded the barge with mail we took the mail to shore and loaded it
into military trucks. After a few trips out to the ship in the harbor with
the barge bouncing up and down,due to the waves, we all got a little upset
stomachs., It was kind of nice to get a full load of mail and spend time on
shore unloading. We got use to the Job after awhile ,We did get to talk to
a few Aussies as they loaded up in small navy boats. They had just recently
invaded the island of New Britsine They invited us to go along with them.
New. Britain was just. a shory distance north and east of Bunae ;
The truck did not arrive at the time they told us they woulde. We a£e
Aussie rations of bread, fish and hash. The "tie"™ still tasted awful. When
our truck arrived to pick us up it was raining and dark. The roads in that
part of the island were very poor. We had a 30 mile trip back to our camp, I
fell asleep. It was a new experlence and one I remembered for a long time be-
cause it was my first look at what damage a battle can do to an area in just
a few short days. Besides, it was good to unload something that could make
some one happy instead of cause them to be blown to bits, The Aussies thafk-
ed us for doing a good Jjobe It was neat to get back at camp and have a good
cup of American coffee, We all had the following day off. After this chore
ve did little but wait and watche We kept an eye on the GUINEA GOLD » This
was an island newspaper put out by amateur G. I. news enthusiast.If one copy
got out each week it was rare. However, what ever was written in this paper
usually was true, It's latest news said that the S5th Cavalry, our sister Reg-
iment,was going to make a beach head on a small island just north of where we

were stationed. It was suppose to be a rumor.
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The rumor was not a rumor at all. It turned out to be the real thing.The
5th Cavalry was our "sister™ Regiment. This means if they get into trouble
that the 7th Cavalry is to be the first Regiment to come to their assis-
tance. The name of the islands that the 5th was suppose to invade was a
small group of islands called the Admiralty Islands. At first the "Guinea
Gold™ newspaper said it was nothing to get alarmed over because it was a low
key invasion. The first scouting report said the 5th met little resistance.
The article said the S5th Cavalry was dug in some 200 yards in-land and they
had taken over an air strip. A short time later we got a news report that
the first bit of news was wronge The scouting report miscalculated the num-
ber of enemy on the island. The Japanese had tricked the scouting parties
who flew over the island by not allowing anyone to be seen guring daylight

hours., We all had a strong feeling we were going to be heading into combat

S00Ne

The night we heard the news that we
ere going in to help the 5th Cavalry we
ere watching the fights ;t Oral Bay.
The Captain had gotten us a jeep that
7'-';‘"-."_7 N i ght. We went to the fights purposely
e = ' to watch one of our troop members fight.
)JEarly in the evening, between fights, my
eyes almost popped out of my head. A few
op celebbities stepped out onto the
boxing ring and were introduced, One of
£ them, in full military uniform, was JOHN
WAYNE. Standing along side of him was

- PAULETIE GODDARD. She was beautiful.They
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both said a few words and wished us luck.

We never got a chance to see our buddy fight. First sthe fights were held °
up by rain.Following this the celebrities appeared. Next, over the loud
speaker came the announcement for all 7th Cavalry men to report back to their
camp. We all knew this was it. It broke up the fight program.After a few sec-
onds of silence all hell broke loose.Every Calvayman at the fights jumped up
the instant the announcement was made and ran for the jeeps and trucks that
brought them. Men from other units shouted words of encouragement to us as we
moved out,.

This was a memorable night, to say the least. The driver of our jeep was
really fired up. The road was a little slick from the early rain and it was

pitch dark. The way he drove I was not sure we were going to make it into
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combate All the way back to camp I had mixed feelings about myself, I was
very excited yet I was afraid., Would I lose my nerve? What is it like to
have to kill someone? What is it really like to get shot at or shelled? I
felt proud that I had made it this far and now I was actually going into
combat and defend my countrye. The last thing I thought of before we reached
camp WaSe.e.eesl Wanted badly to do what I had trained to do the best it could
be done. If I did goof up I did not want another American human to die for
my mistakes My entire life passed before me on that 10 mile ride back to the
camp.

Back at camp everyone was excited. Everyone was concerned about how the §
th Cavalry was doing. The last we heard the 5th was not doing good. We packed
our barracks bags and stacked them in a pile. We would not see them again un-
till the campaign was over, This is how I kept this story. Each time we head-
ed into a new campaign I put what I had written into the bage. I would not be
able to write of the next campaign until it was all over and my barracks
bag was returned to me. All I had tc do in order to write about each campaign
was live through it.

Trucks came into the troop streets all night bringing combat supplies,
gear, ammo and rationa.While we were packing and tearing down tents, before
our lights were disconnected, I wrote my mom a long letter. I sent her all of
the money I had and I tried to tell her I may never get to see her again( I
am sure the censors cut that part out.) I thanked her for being my mom. I

told her she was my favorite girl friend and no matter what happened I would

always love her,
I tried to get some sleep because I knew I would need it later. That was
impossible. It was either,do this, do that, pick up this piece of equipment,

here is some coffee or it was someone who just wanted to talkeThey were. to
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nervous to sleep. We were suppose to leave for the beach at 2:30 A.M. That
was moved upto L:30 P.M. We got to the beach about day brake. The date was
March 3rd, 19LL. As we reached the beach a light rain began to falle There
was a band playing behind two generals standing there. I could not believe .
what I was seeing. Here we are in New Guinea getting prepared to board same
ships to go into combat anda band is standing there playing. To top it off
it is only 5:30 A.M. I thought to myselfe....This outfit is nutsl

We knew we were heading for the Admiralty Islands. What we did not know
was how we were going to get there. Out in the bay were é few destroyers.we
thought they were going to be our escorts. Wrong...They were preparing for
us to come aboard so they could take us to the Admiralty Islands. This was

going to be a real experience--- riding in a destroyer.
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We loaded barges on the beach in the rain as we waited our turn to move
out and board a destroyer. The rain increased The pouring rain and the very
strong winds that came up made the trip to the destroyer a very wet one. By
‘the time we got to the destroyer we were all soppeds With the barge and the
ship bobbing up and down it made the task of loading our equipment, gear and
even ourselves into the destroyer difficult.

The crew was very hospitable.They gave us their bunks to sleep in.We were
offered ice cream.They tried to help get our minds off what we were going to
face the next day. This destroyer had taken a load of 5th Cavalry men to
the Admirdities earliereppey told us when they shelled the island there was
1little resistanceqle knew better. We did mingle with the crew and talk about

our home states, our loved ones and the war.

The food they served was excellent but I could not eat.lt seemed we were
almost flying in comparison to the ships we had been on earlier. My buddy,
Earl Nolte, and I sat and talked for a long time. He told me he had fallen
asleep earlier and had a dream about me. He dreamed that I got wounded on

the invasion. As it turned out he got wounded by an automatic weapon on the
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the second morning.He was hit a number of times.

The name of the destroyer was the "Stevenson"., The route taken to the
objective had to be direct. It took between 20-22 hours to get there. We ar-
rived at a point in Los Negros Island of the Admiralities called Hyane
Harbor at approximately 8:30 A.M. on March Lth. We were eating in their mess
hall when a loud thundering blast went off, Our destroyer was shelling the
beach with their three inch gunse. After the ship shelled the beach for some
half hour we were ordered to get our gear and equipment together and prepare
to board a loading barge that pulled up along side of the destroyer. It
started to rain shortly before the shelling took place., As we were getting
into the barges it started to poui-. The crew members told us it was the rainy
season in these parts. The heavy rain and the strong winds again caused many
problems for us as we unloaded from ship to barge. As I was waiting my turn
with full water can, hose,'repéir tools, plus my equipment and extra ammo ,
I watched what was taking place on the beach. The wind and waves caused both
the barge and the destroyer to bounce up and down excessively., You had to
time your step from the ship to the barge. If you missed your step you either
fell between the ship and the barge or went head first with all of your gear
into the barge. Just as I made my step from the ship to the barge the ship
gunners let go with a volley of rounds from their three inch guns.This volley
caused the destroyer to recoil away from the bargee I missed my stepe I grab=
ed the side of the barge by my elbows and held on, Here I was hanging be-
tween a bouncing barge and destroyer in very choppy waters,by my elbows,with
all of this equipment and gear on my back including g big: full water cane -
Had the ship and barge come together I would have been crushed. If I let go
I would have fallen into the water and drowned plus my machine gun squad

wbuld have been missing parts for the Weapon we had all worked so hard to



73

master for this occasion. I was frantically trying to pull myself up over the
edge of the barge before the ship and barge came together. Just an instant
before I felt my heart stop I felt this big vise reach under my shoulder, It. .
lifted me in the air and it putme gently into the barée. With all of the
weight hanging on my body it had to be someone with s‘upper human strength
who could do such a thing. Without looking I knew it was "Whitebear® . This
man was strong. Anyone who can pick up another man and throw that man one
half way across a squad tent is stronge. I saw "Whitebear " do this trick
once. It was "Whitebear". This man was a full -blooded American Indian. He
weighed 260 pounds. He should have been called “Strong as a Bull™ instead
of "Whitebear®, I glanced over to nod my head in appriciation. He rescured
me by straddling the barge and the destroyer. He could have fallen himself,
A1l he said to me, Whitebear spoke very little, was,"Foss, you dumb ass."

Thank god for White bear. He was my hero.They don't -call me graceful for
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nothinge

When we got into the barge we were packed like sardines. It felt like

About 100 yards out from the beach I peeked.

hours before we hit the beach.

It was still pouring rain but I could make out many shattered trees and a

let the

the driver

When the barge got to the beach,

number of shell holes.

There was an

ramp down. We all came out ready to blast everything in sight.

American soldier standing there. He held up one hand and motioned to us that

When we got over to where he was standing he seemed

we should hold our fire.

"There is nothing to worry about

He smiled and said,

very cool and collected.

" We are now in combat.

herec...s the Japs are over 200 yards away.
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The Admiralty Islands are.a small group of islands about 350 miles north
of the area in New Guinea where the First Cavalry was camped, The two main
islands in the Admiralty group are Manus Island and Los Negros Island.Other
smaller islands in the group that played a part in the campaign were the
islands of Koruniat, Norild, Pityilu and Hauwei,

This group of islands were considered an important step in the move to in-
vade the Philippine Islands. An air base was captured and made useful to our
S5th Air Force from this invasion on Los Negros. A second air base was built
on Manus Island at a later date., My regiment, the 7th Cavalry, came on Los
Negros on March Lth,19LL.We relieved the S5th Calvary for a short time and
later we moved on to other parts of the islands.
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CHAPTER VI

ADMIRALTY I1SLANDS

I am sure the main objective of the 5th Cavalry was to take the island
and secure the aif ba;e. Air strips were top priority because they were
needed for air support for invasions made by allied forces fighting on
islands futher northe. The type of air strip I am referring to is like the
one standing about 100 yards in front of where we saw the American soldier
who was directiong us as we approached this island. This air base had been
taken and lost once since the invasion had started. At this time it was in

MABE psefy! o MAReH (rh
our handse The soldier standing at the point we approached the island pointe
ed the direction of the troops we were to ;eplace.I? started and stopped
raining five times that day before noon. |

As our squad approached the air strip, heading for the front lines, we
were surprised to see men driving bull dozers and heavy tractors. Most of
them appeared to be older men. They were driving with one hand and held a
weapon in the other, The initial shelling left large craters in the run-way,
They were smoothing out the craters so they could lay steel mesh, Once in a
while you would see a driver stop, take aim with his weapon and fire at a Jap
sniper. It took & lot of guts for these guys to be doing what they were do=
ing. They were See bees. A few hundred yards away short range American bomb-
ers and Navy fighter planes were bombing Japs. The vibrations caused by this
bombing was very noticeable to us, It had to be a nightmare to the Jap sol-

diers being bombed. We took cover while some officers made some decisions and
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talked to some See beese.

We did not arrive at the fox hole to replace the 5th Cavalry machine gun
squad: until about 2:30 P.M. When they recognized what we were there for all
of their faces lit upe. They all wanted to talk at once. One man had but one
round of ammunition for his rifle. We talked a few minutes before they start
ed back to the beach for a rest. We asked where most of the Japs were concen-
trateds They all pointed to the same place. We were warned to keep your eyes
and ears open wide from dark until dawne One soldier said to be sure to look
in trees behind you before you get out of your hole in the morning. The first
gunner said;fire in short bursts only:I Another trooper warned us , Do not
raise your head during the night... if you dos..... you could be shot by your
own men. As they packed up and left they each wished us good lucke

I imagined the front lines to be more like it would be in the movies. In
the movies you would see big shezl holes. bombs falling, officers shouting

orders and men diving for cover all over the place. I expected to see medics
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carrying wounded men on stretchers and explosions and gun fire everywhere.
It was not like that at all..... at least not Jjust yet. That came later.

If mud had anything to do to make conditions appear like combat, this was
really combat.Directly in front of the foxhole we were in was a road called
Porlaka road. It was not really a road. It was more like a wide mud path. In
some places you sunk in up to your knees. Across this road was thick jungle.
This jungle in front of us had been ripped apart by the shelling of our
Navy guns out in the bay. Many, many dead Japs were visable across this road.
About 25 feet to the front of out fox hole and slightly to the left was a 10
foot high revehtment. At the base of this revemtment was piled hundreds and
hundreds of dead Japse These Japs were killed the two nights before we got
there by a Sergeant with a light machine gun and an enlisted man with a B, Ae
R.,I was told, The Sergeant and enlisted man were dug in at the top of this
reve§tment. They were fed ammunition by men on the perimeter. Across the mud
road and to the right,maybe S50yards was where most of the fighting must have
taken place. There had to be over 3,500 dead Japs in that area. They were
piled one on top of another as if they had charged a row at a time, I counted
in some places dead Japs piled six highe I later learned there were many in-
stances of mass suicide by the Japs on this island in the beginning. I learm-
ed later it was traditicnally an honor for the Jap soldier to die in this
manner. We were told that these attacks were led by the shout of "Banzai¥% I
was told by an American-Japanese that it was & battle cry that implied they
were willing to die for their emperor. I did not face one of these suicide
charges till lster in combat.

The scouting report, on the mimber of Japs on this island said there was
Just a handful, What I saw that first day of combat told me there were a lot

more than just a handful, It is a wonder the S5th was not totally wiped out,.
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MARCH 5,194%
The first night in combat has to be something a man remembers for the rest

of his life. I was sent back to the beach to locate some more ammo for our
gun a little before dark. After I returned I spent the rest of the daylight
hours sitting in my fox hole trying to picture objects as they might appear
in the dark. later I found out it got so pitch dark I could not see anything
anywaye. As I got into my fox hole for the night I took one more last good
look around. As luck would have it , it started to rain harder. Every thing
looked foggy, mucky and very depressing. My stomack was doing flip-flops. If
anyone had sneaked up behind me and said, "Boo“, I am sure I would have
fainted dead away. I was scared. I tried to recall all of the advice I was

given by the men we relieved earlier in the day.




80

In the fox hole to my right was “Steve“, my squad Sergeant. He was with
the first and second gunner. I did my third gunner chore earlier of hooking
up the water can to the receiver and placing the tools for repair in case
the gun jammed. I also brought along an extra barrel and placed it near the
trail leg of the machine gun. The men in the hole to my left were not part
of out squad. I shared my hole with a guy from New York. His name was Joe
Piscatello. I hate to mention this because this guy was a great guy but his
nickname was"Pissy", Our foxhole was big enough to sit in It was difficult
to see well behind us but we made a peek hole so we could see a little. The
floor of our hole was lined with silk from a parachute that had dropped some
rations or medical supplies. It was red, anyway. My fox hole pardner told me
he was scared, too. We both promised we would try to stay awake all night. He
did not keep his worde It stopped raining about one hour after dark. That is
when the firing started up and down the line.

Through the night I fired 30 rounds. Joe fired 90 rounds before he fell a-
sleepe 1 was worried about a stump out in front of us until I heard the snap
of a gernade handle and an explosion about where I thought the stump was sup-
pose to bes Sometime during the night there was a very loud explosion Just
inches ghoprt of our fox hole., The explosion threw dirt and shrapnel onto
the logs Joe and I had placed over the fox hole before darke It must have
been a Jap mortar aiming at our machine gun, I noticed the men in the fox
hole to my left put up boobie traps in front of their holes, It was string -
that was attached to gernades set about six inches off of the ground. The
gernades did go off during the night. There must have been someone out in
front crawling around, Finally, FINALLY daylight arrived., Was I glad., We
did not get out of our fox hole right away. We both took a good look around
firste A soldier two holes down got shot in the head by a sniper about day-
break.l learned a lot that first night that stuck with me the rest of my com-
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bat days.

In the morning you would have thought that that mud road was S5th Avenue.
by the number of soldiers out there all yelling back and forth. A jeep
came by loaded with ammunition. While everyone else was eating breakfast I
took a quick look around. There were a few new dead Japs around in front of
our perimeter.l took another 1look at the big pile of dead Japs. I was over
come with the smell and the maggots crawling over their bodies. They looked
like wax dummies that you would see in a museum., Once you witness this sight
you never forget it,