pl A LONG VACATION, at Government expense

April 6, 1983 As I sit down to write my wife asked “Now what?” I don’t
think she 1s really interested. Maybe not even'my children are, or will be.
Maybe someone someday will muse “ I wonder what great granddad ‘did
during World War 11. I know I was Curious about my great grandfather and
the Civil War. 1 know he was in the 4th Pennsylvania Volunteer Cavalry. But
my Dad and uncle disagree on whether he participated in the Battle of -
Gettysburg or not. Uncle Dave says that he and his brothers were captured at’
Chancellorsville previously, :

When Pearl Harbor was bombed in December 1941 I was 16. When1 -
reached seventeen I asked my Mother’s permission to join the Navy. She -
persuaded me to wait til I finished High School. By April or May 1 had-been -
exposed to Marine Corps propaganda;and. their glory enough to ¢hange my: -
mind. When T called:to find out about enlisting: was told to go.dewn-to.my.: -
Draft Board to volunteer for induction. I went-only to be‘told that I.didn’t:
have to volunteer- my draft notice was already in the mail. 3

I graduated from South High-June, 10,1943 and reported: for my physwal June-
14,1943 - a short vacation. June 20 1943, I reported for active duty. July 9th
or 10th I left for Camp Roberts, Calif. July 13th I arrived. It is halfway
between Los Angeles and San Francisco. V3 iy 99

Camp Roberts was training for 15 Infantry battahons and 4 or 5 Artlllery
Battalions. '

We were instructed in military things like hyglene weapons . [care and
cleaning of] marksmanship, strategy for up to company size units.
Camouflage and the importance of “protect your buddy” were stressed as .
well. But maybe the most important was physical cond1t10n1ng The final test
of which was the TWENTY-FIVE [25] mile march AT NIGHT. With FULL
field pack and rifle to make it meaningful.. As part of the Inductlon process o
we were tested for mechanical aptitude and mtelhgence I scored 123 on one
and 127 on the other. After a field interview with four officers, I was told 1
qualified for ASTP [ARMY SPECLALIZED TRAINING] or college. After
the 13 weeks basic was over at Camp Roberts was over most of the guys got
a furlough and went home - before going overseas or to their permanent
assignment.
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Graduate from high school June 10,1943

Reported for physical June 14,1943

Inducted June 15,1943

Reported for active service June 29,1943

Basic training at Camp Roberts, California

Troop ship USAT David Shanks to New Caledonia Mar.9,1944-Mar.25,1944

Troop ship to Guadalcanal and Bougainville April 8-11,1944

Assigned to Company ‘I',132 Infantry, Regt. AMERICAL DIVISION
\pril12,1944

First combat patrol April13,1944
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I had to wait for an opening at Stanford University. [ would have taken
courses in Civil Engineering, leading to a degree. The Army decided it
needed Infantry replacements more than students. In the interim 1 pulled KP
duty at the Officer’s mess and ate as well as they did.

Goodbye to Camp Roberts

January 20,1944 [ lett for Minnesota, and my girlfriend at that time, Norma
Sutliffe.

Two weeks later I got back on the train for Fort Ord, California. From there it
was Camp Stoneman, and then to Pittsburg, Cal. A ferryboat ride to the dock
and we were loaded on the USAT David C Shanks. All troops were kept
below decks until we had passed under the GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE. The
ocean was so calm it looked like glass. There was a “swell”{a slight up and
down motion}, but it was enough to cause seasickness for some of the men
and maybe the Red Cross ladies as well.

They got special attention when we crossed the Equator. King Neptune had a
ceremony to “initiate” any one who had not been made a member before. [
got off easy, all I had to do was fill my mouth with apples and sing “PISTOL
PACKIN’ MAMA” Some of the ladies ended up with eggs broken in their
bras -while they were wearing them.

The sailors were most often dunked in a big tank on the deck.

We didn’t see another ship until we reached New Caledonia, which was a
French protectorate. We were “buzzed” by a patrol plane on the way. We
were occasionally
accompanied by porpoises or dolphins who rode the crest of the ships bow
wave,

March 26,1944 we arrived at Noumea and were transferred to shore on
barges .The operators were Melanesians who had dark skins and bushy red
hair. The RED color was caused by using lye to control lice. After we got on
trucks we were driven for about two hours to the “repple deppie” or
replacement depot.

We thought the food was very good at this camp. Having “vienna sausages



One week later we were trucked back to Noumea. That night we went into
town to “investigate” without a pass.

April 2,1944 we boarded the PRESIDENT POLK, a former liner, which had
been re-fitted as a troop ship. Four nights later we pulled up to a pier and
spent the night at GUADALCANAL. The *Canal was the scene of the first
offensive action against the Japanese in WWII. US Marines then the US
Army, AMERICAL and 37th Divisions.

April 9th,1944 We arrived at Empress Augusta Bay, Bougainville Island,
Solomon Islands where we spent one night on the beach before going to our
“outfit.” That night a single Jap bomber came over to drop a few bombs to
keep everyone awake. The plane engines had a weird sound because the two
engines were not synchronized. But what really woke me up was the anti-
aircraft fire from a battery located 50 yards from the tent I was sleeping in.

The next morning we were trucked to Company |, 132nd Infantry Regiment,
where I was assigned to the second platoon, Under 1t. Losey. My platoon
Sergeant was Pete Simonetti and Leo Hoeffler was my squad leader.

3

Combat on Bougainville, Solomen Islands

April 12,1944 After one day in my new outfit we were told that we - Thir
Battalion were going on a combat patrol. “I” company would be point
company, and 1st or 3rd platoon would start as point. Point means that unit’s
scouts would lead the way. Point position was rotated about once an hour as
to even out the risk-and also the iob of hacking thru the brush and “Wait -a-
minute” vines hung down 100-150 feet from the trees and were about an
eighth of an inch in diameter with a barb about every two inches. When one
caught your clothes or equipment you had to “wait-a-minute”- if it caught
your skin- you bled.
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We loaded on trucks about 8:00AM. With “C” and “K” rations, rifle, 2
canteen of water, full ammo belt 3 or 4 grenades, blanket, shelter half,
bayonet, mess kit, helmet, and 2 rounds of 60-mm mortar ammo. 1 think 1
carried about 70#. We rode past hill 260, which had been the location of an
important battle less than two weeks before. It had what was labeled the
“Highest price tree in the World.” Between Jap and American attacks and
counter attacks it had cost 200 lives. It was less than 1/2 a mile from where [
spent my first night in “T” Co.

By 8:30AM we had crossed the Torokina River and drove a ways into the
jungle on corduroy roads. We unloaded and the point headed into the jungle
towards hills 25 and 500-501. . A battalion going thru the jungle makes
considerable noise but at point word came back “move quietly, hold 1t down.”
At this time our platoon was 40-50 yards from the lead scouts. When we had
moved that far we found out why- the Japs had strung wire with cans attached
as a warning device. We did the same thing- we also used the empty M1 ritle
clips, which being spring steel rang out very well. Shortly after we passed the
wire shots rang out - we deployed and stayed low. After ten minutes- and a
few hand grenades exploded it was still. A short wait and we advanced 30
yards or so thru a semi- clearing. There were three foxholes, five dead Japs,
and some smoke. My first action-less than 30 yards from me and I never saw
a thing until it was over.

We moved on toward our real objective hill 500. There were small hills and
streams to cross before we came to a large flat area which had been bombed
or pounded by artillery. We could see hill 500, but the holes and fallen trees
slowed us down. We started the climb up the very steep hill only to be called
back because someone spotted Japs. The decision was made to pull back and
let the artillery “soften up” for us. (Remember, this is being written 35 and 60
years after it happened so random thoughts creep in as they occur to me)
After the barrage lifted we started up again.

If you can imagine a 19-year-oid.... you know that 1 wanted to be the first to
the top. I made it with some guys from “K”” Company. I think the hill was 200
feet or so high- but with gear and 90 degrees temperature, probably 85%+
humidity it seemed like a thousand feet. At the top we were silhouetted to
anyone lower so we dropped down flat. The guy next to me- no more than

18” away and I were behind a knocked down tree, which was about two feet
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in diameter. As we each did a “push up” to look over it there was a snan! -
He “ughed” and collapsed. He was hit in the jugular vein and his blood

spattered all over me-he died almost mstantly.

There must have been a sniper in a tree in front of us because a guy behind
me and one to my left were hit in the leg, Behind me and to the right another
man was hit. Directly behind me another casualty -All five of us were within
a 12-toot circle. Needless to say I was really scared, when someone said
“let’s get the wounded out” I was only too happy to help. I gness it didn’t
occur to me that standing up I would be a better target. So three of us grabbed
the guy next to me and carried- or dragged- what was like a big, bloody rag-
doll back over the edge of the hill. Some people get Bronze Stars for getting
wounded out- I didn't- but I’m here so

Hot and dry- so canteens emptied quickly- I was picked as part of a detail to
collect canteens and go back down the hill to get water. The only water
available was what had collected in shell holes-moldy, yellow, and the holes
still smoking from the blast. But it was welcome to those who got it. On the
way back up the hill I was overcome and I just plain sat down and cried.
People walked by me- they never said a word. Finally got back up to the top
and things were quiet. We dug in along the top of the hill. The holes we dug
were 2 1/2-ft. wide, 5 feet long and close to 3 feet deep. It was tough going
through the roots-but they got even during the night because while we were
slept they dripped sap on us. When it rained the foxhole became more of a
bathtub than a bed. The water was 6 to 8” deep except where we dug a little
deeper to act as a sump.

One of the reasons tor such deep holes was we had close artillery support.
Close means in as close as 25-50 yards. If someone removed too much of the
propellant explosive in the Artillery, you got a “short round.” This happened
to “I” Company. On the backside of the hill from the Japs our Company
Command post (CP) had a round land dead center killing Captain Komrony,
First sergeant O’Rourke and several other men.



