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PREFACE

Thiz volume cof, QKINAWA-1945, as well as the other three
volumes printed earlier, contain primarily the acocounts of
Marines from the €th Marine Division during +the battle for
Okinawa in 1945. It will be apparent to the reader however other
articles are also included to point out the differences in
perspectives from the stand-point of the Ckinawan civilians, the
Japanese officers and enlisted men. Since some of the Marines
with our Division were veterans (0ld Salts) of other battles in
the South Facific, the diary of Ben Love, Australian trooper was
included so as to get a glimps of jungle and mountain fighting on
Hew Guinea, during December and January of 1842. Majcr Bernard
Green, (KIA-Okinawa) was a member of the 8th and although he did
not take part in the New Guinea battle, the environment in which
he fought prior to his joining cur Division was similar. Some
accounts covering FPelilue, Guam and Saipan are alsc included.

After reading one of the previous wvolumes, Col. Jack Shine,
USMC (Ret.) reminded me "there 1is no such thing as a former
Marine.” I certainly agree...the word “former” has Deen
eliminated from the title page of Volume 3.

My sincere thanks go to all of the contributing authors and
the Volumes of OKINAWA-1945 will be placed in the Personal Fapers
Archives at the USMC Hiz=orical Center, Washington, DC. and the
Militery Library a%t Okinawa. In addition, the assistance I
received from Amy Cantin Cohen, US3SHMC Hisorical Center was
apprciated very much. Special thanks go to Bill Pierce, Wpns Co,
22th Harinez who furnished me with many of the monographs
included in this wvolume.

Kenneth J. Long
1/3/23/6
February, 1897
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LEST WE FORGET

Fifty years have passed. September 2, 1995 closes the final
chapter on the greatest conflict in our world’s history. The
flower of our youth passed into obscurity. Thousands upon
thousands, in endless columns, marched into eternity.. They never
grew old, never aged into maturity, never to father a future
generation. In their youthful exuberance they were destined
never to feel the developing infirmities of age. Yes, their
passing from our scene was generally quick and sudden. Their
yvouthful brilliance illuminated cur world but for a moment and
then, as quickly, faded. And in the darkness of their passing,
over these 50 years, our river of tears has ebbed and flowed.
The mothers and fathers, the wives and sweethearts, the sisters
and brothers and all the countless friends and comrades have

swelled the torrent of our grief. The price we have paid can
never be measured. For every experienced 1loss there are
countless other losses. It has been said, "It is easy to die,

but it is never easy for those of us left behind".

The chimes of our clocks continue to whisper the gentle
message: A generation 1is winding down. OQur freedom, our honor
and our dignity is the legacy our fallen comrades have 1left to
us.

Frank H. Haigler MD
L/3/22
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zood Fortune (

The United States Marine Corps made possible my ownership of
something that can never be taken from me. It was not a gift. The
price was high. This possession is a lifetime membership in an
exlusive fraternity. The requirements to belong have been met by
only a comparatively few men.

Only 2 small number of Americans have experienced war up
close. Even in time of war, fewer than two out of twenty members
of our Country’'s armed forces are ever close encugh to an enemy
that they hear the sounds of shots fired in anger. Only one in
twenty soldiers or Marines has heard a bullet crack as it went
by, has dug a foxhole while under fire or spent a night in one in
the rain. These men are front line fighters, men who occupy
stations of great peril, twenty four hours a day, sometimes for
weeks at a time. Periocdically, they may have to leave places of
relative safety to advance against an armed enemy who is trying
to kill them. These are the men who win wars.

No one who has not been exposed to it can understand the
wretched conditions of ground combat: the grinding fear; the
discomfort, exhaustion, lack of sleep and pain; the filth and
stench; the wrenching sense of loss at the death of a comrade.
Men who have endured these experiences together form a bond with
each other.

C. Rose, a journalist from North Carolina, describes that

bond in these words:

“"Combat creates a true brotherhood with the most exclusive °

membership rules in the world.
There’s no way to cheat on membership requirements. And the
ones who are in can instantly sense someone who isn’'t."

That brotherhood has probably been around since time began.
Shakespeare ascribes these words to King Henry V, spoken in the |
year 1415, on the night before the battle of Agincourt:

"We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he today that sheds his blodd with me

Shall be my brother ----

And gentlemen in England, now abed,

Shall think themselves accursed they were not here;
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day."”

It might seem strange that I feel fortunate, although I was
wounded during the battle, that I was one who fought as a Marine
rifleman during the fighting for the island of Okinawa, who "saw
the elephant" and became a member of the "band of brothers".

On patrijotic occasions when the bands play and the Flag goes
by, my head is held high. Today, when I see members of the armed
forces, I get a feeling, not of smugness, but of satisfaction. My
dues are paid. For it was my good fortune that I once had the
opportunity to fight the good fight -- "on Saint Crispin’'s day".

James S. White
G/28/6 1845
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General, United States Marine Corps
20th Commandant Of The Marine Corps

General Shepherd was born on February 10, 1888 in Norfolk
Virginia; graduated from the Virginia Military Institute and was
commissioned a second lieutenant in the Marine Corps, April 11,
1917. He reported for active duty on May 18 at the Marine
Barracks, Port Royal, South Caroclina.

Less than a month later, he sailed for France as a member of the
5th Regiment, &mong the first elements of the American
Expeditionary Force. He served in defensive sectors in the
vicinity of Verdun and participated in the Aisne-Marne offensive
(Chatezu-Thierry). He was twice wounded at Belleau Wood, in June
1918. He returned to the 5th Marines in August 1818, and saw
action in the St. Mihiel and Meuse-Argonne (Champagne) offensive
where he was wounded for the third time.

For his gallantry in action at Belleau Wood, Lieutenant Shepherd
received the Army Distinguished Service Cross, the Navy Cross and
the French Croix De Guerre. He was also cited in the General
Orders of the 2Znd Infantry Division, American Expeditionary
Force.

After duty with the Army O0Of Occupation in Germany, Captain
Shepherd returned home in July 1818. In September, he returned
to France for duty to help prepare relief maps of the
battlefields over which the 4th Marine Brigade had fought.

Upon his return to the United States, in December, 1920, he
became aid-de-camp to the Commandant, United States Marine Corps
and an aid at the White House. In July, 1922, he commanded =
select company of Marines at the Brazilian Exposition in Rio De
Janerio.

In June, 1823, he became commanding cofficer, MWarine Detachment,
UsSS Idaho. This tour was followed by duty at Marine Barracks,
Norfolk, Virginia, as Commanding Officer, Sea School. In April,
1927, Captain Shepherd sailed for expeditionary duty with the 3rd
Marine Brigade in Tientsin and Shanghai, China.

He returned to the United States in 1929 and attended the field
officers course, Marine Corps Schools, He was then assigned
overseas again, this time on detached duty, with the Garde
D 'Haiti for four yeasrs as a district and department commander.
Following withdrawal of the Marines from Haiti in 1934, Major
Shepherd was assigned to the Marine Barracks, Washington D.C., as
executive officer and registrar, Marine Corps Institute.

Promoted to Lieutenant Colonel in 1933, he was assigned to the

Naval War College at Newport, Rhode Island. He graduated in May
1937 and became Commanding Officer, 2nd Battalion, 5th HMarine
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Regiment, part of the newly formed Fleet Marine Force, Atlantic.
This force was being extensively used in developing amphibious
tactics and technigues.

In June 1838, he was assigned to the staff, Marine Corps Schools,
@uantico, Virginia where he served as director, Correspondence
school, chief of tasctical section: officer in charge of the
candidates class and assistant commandant.

In March, 1942 four months after the United States entered World
War II, Colonel Shepherd took command of the 8th Marine Regiment.
He organized, trained and took this unit overseas as part of the
3rd Marine Division.

He was appointed to Flag Rank in July, 1943 on Guadalcanal and
became Assistant Division Commander, 1st Marine Division. In
this capacity, he participated in the Cape Gloucester operation
on New Britain from December, 1843 through March 1344. He
received a Legion of Merit for superior service in command of the
operations in the Borgan Bay area.

In May, 1944, he assumed command of the 1lst Provisicnal Marine
Brigade and 1led this wunit in the invasion and subseguent
recapture of Guam during July and August 1944. For distinguished
leadership during this period, he received his first
Distinguished Service Medal and was promoted to Major General.

After organizing the 6th Marine Division from the Brigade, Major
General Shepherd commanded it throughout the Okinawa campaign and
subsequently toock the Division to Tsingtao, Chinsa. There,
October 25 1845, he received the surrender of the Japanese forces
in that aresa.

For exceptionally meritorious service as Commanding General, Bth
Marine Division in the assault and occupation of Okinawa (April 1
to June 21, 1845) he received a gold star in 1lieu of & second
distinguished Service Medal.

Several meonths later, he returned to the United States and in
March, 1846 organized the Troop Training Command, Amphibious
Forces, Atlantic Fleet at Little Creek, Virginia. He was ordered
to duty as Assistant to the Commandant and Chief of Staff, Marine
Corps Headquarters, November 1, 1848B. He remained there until
April, 1949, when he was assigned as the Commandant, Marine Corps
Schools, Quantico, Virginia, until June, 1950.

When the Korean War erupted, General Shepherd was in command of
the First Marine Force Pacific, headquartered at Pearl Harbor.

In this capacity he participated in the landing at Inchon and the
evacuation of our forces from Hungnam following the withdrawal
from the Chosin Reservoir in North EKores during December, 1950.
He was appointed Commandant of the Marine Corps by the President
of the United States, January 1, 1852.
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During the General’'s four year appointment as the 20th Commandant
of the Marine Corps, he initiated many programs increasing
military proficiency in the Corps. He was the first Commandant
to become a2 member of the Joint Chiefs of Staff and upon his
retirement, January 1, 1958, he received & third Distinguished
Service Medal.

Two months after his retirement, General Shepherd was recalled to
active duty and appointed chairman of the Inter-American Defence
Board. During the three and a half years of service with this
international organizstion, General Shepherd, by his leadership
and diplomacy, made substantial contributions toward plans for
the defence of the continent and the promotion of military
solidarity among the military forces of the republies of this
hemisphere.

General Shepherd relinquished his duties with the Inter-American
Defence Board, September 15, 1958.

In 1868, General Shepherd and his wife, Virginis, settled in La
Jolla, California where he lived until his death on August, B,
18980,

[Note: Following 1is the ©Staff of Headquarters, 6th Marine
Division during the battle for Okinawa:

CG ~---HajGen Lemuel C. Shepherd, Jr.

ADC----BrigGen William T. Clement

CofS3---Col John C. McRueen

G-1----Maj Addison B. Overstreet

G-2~---Lt Col Thomas E. Williams

G-3----Lt Col Victor A. Krulak

G-4----Lt Col August Larson (to 16 Hay)

Lt Col Wayne H. Adams (from 17 May)]
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MY BELOVED COUSIN x

by Colonel Joseph B. Ruth Jr., USMCR (Ret.)
[writtens April, 1996]

Sherman Barington Ruth Jr. was born on December 29, 1921 in
Gloucester, Massachusetts. The son of a seafaring family, the
last of the Ruth family to have gone to sea had been our
grandfather, Joseph B. Ruth, who was both owner and captain of
the Mary F. Ruth, a fishing vessel,. Sherm’'s father was a very
successful ship chandlier on Gloucester's waterfront. When not in
school or playing baseball, Sherm would make deliveries for his
father in a little motor skiff. Sherm’s father called him "Skip",
short for Skipper, a common nickname on Gloucester’'s waterfront.

Sherm excelled academically throughout his schooling. A
good athlete, he played second base at Gloucester High School for
four years. He was elected captain of the team his senior year.
His academic achievement won him election to the Naticnal Honor
Society. (The NHS Chapter is now named in his honor). As with
all male students at Gloucester High School, Sherm was a member
of the Junior Reserve Officers Training Corps (ROTC).
{Membership was mandatory. Sherm was a platoon sergeant his
junior year and captain in his senior year.

Tragedy struck the family in April 1938. [His] father had
decided to add o0il distribution for the fishing fleet and while
servicing the first customer, the fishing vessel, Jackie B,
there was an explosion in which three persons, including Sherm’s
3B year old father, were killed. 7Two years later his mother died
of tuberculosis. So together with his vyoung sister Virginia
{Sis), he went to a foster home 1in Gloucester.

In his senior vyear in high school Sherm was elected vice-
president of the class of 19392. The 1939 yearbook showed he was
voted "Most dependable bay”, "Boy most likely to succeed 1in the
future", and he was the runner—-up as "Most popular boy".

In September 1937 Sherm matriculated at Bowdoin College in
Maine. He continued playing baseball while in college. His
military career started on May &6, 1941 when he enlisted in the
United States Marine Corps Reserve while still in college. In
February 1943 he attended boot camp at Parris Island South
Carolina. Upon graduation he was assigned to the Officers
Candidate Schoeol (0CS) at Quantico, Virginia. After successfully
completing OCS in June 1943, he was commissioned a second
lieutenant and was transferred to the 29th Reserve Officers Class
(ROC) at Quantico. (A fellow officer in the 29th ROC was Tyrone
Power, the movie actor). At the conclusion of the 29th ROC, he
was transferred to Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, where he joined
the 31st Replacement Battalion as a battalion officer. On May
13, 1944, Sherm joined the 3d Battalion, 29th Marines
{Reinforced). He was assigned to Company "G" in June 1944 as a
platoon leader. In July, the Regiment was moved to Camp Elliott,
California.

August 1944 found the 29th Regiment embarked on board the
UsSS General C.G. Morton, destination . . . . BGuadalcanal! In

September 1944 the Regiment, a part of the 1st PFProvinsional
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Marine Brigade, was designated as one of the infantry regiments
in the new &th Marine Division. In December 1944 Sherm was
promoted to First Lieutenant. On Christmas eve he wrote a "v-
Mail" letter to my parents in Gloucester, MA, ending the letter
with "God bless the Marines, love, Sherm.”

It was mid-afternoon on Love Day—- April 1, 1945 (Easter
Sunday}, a bright clear day on Okinawa Shima when the 2%9th
Marines, as part of the &6th Marine Division, landed on the Green

Beaches on the left of the invasion force. The landing was
virturally unopposed, considering the bloody confrontation
experienced at Tarawa, Saipan, Guam and Iwo Jima. The Regiment

was immediately deployed defensively around Yontan Airfield,
which had been secured earlier in the day by elements of the 4th
and 22nd Marines. Operation Iceberg was off to a good start, and
it would prove to be the last battle of the war. Sherm landed
with his platoon.

On April 4th, the Regiment was ordered %to seek out and
destroy the enemy on the Motobu Peninsula. (The 34 Battalion,
29th Marines made contact with a sizeable enemy force commanded
by a Colanel Udo.) Coming out of reserve on 7 April the 2%9th
Regiment, in three columns, headed north onto the Motobu
Peninsula. The 3d Battalion was 1in the center. All three
battaions met only light and uncoordinated resistance — the enemy
troops concentrating on guerilla-type tactics, The first main
contact with Colonel Udo’'s force came on 10 April by both the 1st
and 3d Battalions. The 2d Battalion was busy capturing the
midget—-submarine base on the northeast cocast.

Coclonel Udo bad wisely selected Mt. Yae Take, the high
ground, to position his troops. The area also offered 360 degree
cbservation. The artillery and naval guns were in position and
looking down the throats of the advancing Marines.

In appreciation of the situation faced by the Regiment,
General Shepherd, the Division Commander, sent in two battalions
of the 4th Marines to assist in taking the peninsula. A
coordinated attack on the 14th was successful with the 3d
Battalion, 29th Marines attached. Resistance was fierce with one
battalion commander killed and several company commanders
wounded. The attack resumed on the next day as the 3d Battalion
2%th, attached to the 4th Marines, drove up the approaches to Mt.
Yae Take. The remainder of the 29th enveloped the Yae Take
position.

In the fighting on 146 April, when a commander of a flanking
platoon was mortally wounded, Sherm, showing great initiative and
aggresiveness, reorganized this platoon with his own and
continued the attack. This action made it possible for the
entire battalion to advance. For his performance he was awarded
the Silver Star Medal.

The Marines reached the northern coast of Motobu on 20 April
but scattered fighting continued in the mountainous terrain. For
all practical purposes that part of Dkinawa, north of the landing
beaches, was considered secured. Not so the balance of the
island, many more Marines would fall before the battles” end. Of
the toal battle deaths of 3,494, roughly 5074 (1,656) were members
of the 6th Marine Division. Additionally, 504 of those wounded



were &6th Division Marines.

The hard-fought battle continued ever increasingly
personalized by the losses - not only other Marines, but of close
friends. One of the most clever enemy defensive positions was
the "triangular” formed by Sugar Lecaf Hill, Half Moon Hill and
the Horseshoe to the southeast. These three locations in turn,
protected the Shuri Castle area which housed the headquarters of
the Japanese High Command.

On 15 May the 29th was attacking Half Moon Hill against

fierce and determined opposition. When the company commander
became a casualty, Sherm took over as C0O, reorganzed the Company
and continued the attack. The company turned back repeated

vicious attempts to retake the position. His men attested that
Sherm would move alang the line checking on and reassuring them
in complete disregard of his own safety. His courage and
professionalism inspired his troops. This was classic leadership
in the Marine tradition.

Sherm’'s luck finally ran out when he was ctut down by enemy

incoming. Though suffering 1leg and arm wounds, Sherm refused
evacuation until he could brief his relief on the situation. Two
days later he died of wounds. While recommended for the Navy

Cross, Sherm was instead awarded a Gold Star in lieu of his
second Silver Star Medal.

Sherm’'s grave is today in the National Cemetery on Oahu. He
left a widow, an infant son and a young sister. His 23 years of
life saw much hurt, yet he was always up for the sadness and the
increased responsibility it brought. In every facet of his life
he gave his all - hence the loving son and brother, the hard-
working, student, the impressive athlete, the true leader, the
good Marine, and now langer in jest, the beloved cousin. "Semper
Fi" Babe.

¥ An expression we used toward one another, in jest.

NOTE: The battle continued and then on 21 June organized enemy
resistance ceased. The curtain descended on the final battle of
World War II. On 6 August, the Enola Gay dropped the "atom
bomb", not only signaling the end of World War 1II, but the
opening of a door to an unknown future. [JBRI]

Addendum: Kenneth J. Long, I/3/29/6

1. Most Marines recieved nicknames from other Marines in
their unit. Sherman Barington Ruth Jr. was stamped with the name
"Babe" because of his interest in baseball and because of his
last name. The name was given to him at Camp Lejeune and stayed
with him until he was Killed In Action (DOW) on Half Moon Hill.

2. 1st Lt John Stone, 1/3/29/&6, a friend of Babe wrote the
following: "—-——-He was beautifully tuned to life usually ca#rying
abhout a broad smile and an easy manner. He was well-liked by his
men, as well as being highly regarded by his fellow officers for
his intelligence and devotion to duty.” Information on Babe can
be found in Vol.4, Okinawa—1945, Marine Corps Historical Center,
in an article: On An Azimuth Of Death, by John P. Stone.




1st Lt. Sherman Barington Ruth Jr.,
died: May 17,1945. 1ist Lt. Ruth died of wounds he
recieved while Company Commander of "G" Company, 29th
Marines on Half Moon Hill, Okinawa Shima. Lt Ruth,
t Sil Star Medals for his, gctions op Okinawa.
wo Silver 1 ??;1? 1ons H=Q¥l wa

born: December 29,
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My Campaign on Okinawa
{A darker side)
by Declan F. Klingenhagen
D/2/28

April 1, 1845 was L Day. I was in the shore party of the 22nd
Marines, Sixth Marine Division and landed with the Sth wave on
the beach at Okinawa at the beginning of our invasion to wrest
Okinawa from the Japanese. We landed earlier than we were
scheduled-there was no Jap opposition on the beach. The first
night on Okinawa saw me manning a 50 caliber machine gun on the
northern perimeter of the beach. We did not expect any enemy
activity because our advancing front line Marines had reached
their 5th day objective by 3:00PM of that first day. We were
apprehensive though, because the Japs could sneak in on our north
side and attack us. It was a guiet night without activity.

Shore party duty for our group was unloading c¢argo ships and
standing watch on supply dumps. Unloading ships included
unloading trucks and DUEWS at the supply dumps and riding shot
gun on DUKWS to protect them from any stray Jap attacks when we
went to ships off the shorse to receive the supplies.
Occasionally, when a DUKW was floating beside a ship, supplies
would slip out of nets as they were lowered to the DUEW and you
had to be sure to be out of the way to avoid getting hurt. Also
loads could shift as the DUKW maneuvered and, if you were not
careful, you could get hurt. T lost my left little finger nail
that way. Guarding dumps was not exciting; however, Jap bombers
occasionally dropped down over us almost =silently and flew on to
drop their bombs on our ammunition dumps. We worried that those
bombs might drop on us. We did not know how they knew which
dumps were ammo dumps-but they knew.

Kamikaze planes were coming in constantly putting the beach and
ships on Condition Red. Condition Red was preceded by Condition
Yellow which meant all friendly airecraft was supposed to get out
of the sky. When Condition Red occurred, the sky became filled
with tracers and anti-aircraft fire. When we huddled beneath our
shelter halves the debris from the anti-airceraft shell explosions
often bounced off the tents. Once during Condition Yellow, a
Navy pilot did not make it to his carrier or to an airfield
before Condition Red was sounded. He was still in the air and
wanted to be recognized a friendly to avoid being shot down. He
flew his plane low in front of about a dozen LSTs berthed side by
side along the beach. It did not work. Every LST in line opened
up on the plane and it went down and crashed at the end of the
line.

The only damage to me while in the shore party, other +than the
lost fingernail, was cutting and almost 1losing the +tip of my
index finger when opening a C-Ration can.

On May lst 1 was transferred to D Company, 2nd Battaslion, 2Z8th
Marine Regiment which was resting at the time after a month
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campaign helping clear the northern two-thirds of the island. I
was assigned to a machine gun sguad. We were in an area back of
the front lines where every evening around 6:00PM Pistol Pete (a
Jap artillery piece fired every 5 minutes for about an half hour
traversing from west to east. We would get into foxholes and
worry about being hit. Other than scaring us, Pistol Pete did
not hurt us much or do much damage. The Japs occasionally during
the day fired what we called a Box Car. It was a huge bomb that
lumbered through the air with a screaming sound. It was so slow
and obvious, that anyone could hear and see it and get out of its
way. I never heard of anyone getting hurt by it. It just hit and
made a huge bomb crater. During part of this time we had heavy
rains which caused so much mud our shoes would get stuck. When
stuck, no one could get -his feet out of the mud without help.
Everyone put his feet in burlap bags. The bags broke the suction
of the mud and we could walk wearing them.

On May 15, early in the morning, my squad was told we were going
up to behind the front 1lines to help mop up Japs who had
infiltrated during the night. On the way up there we saw stark
evidence of previous days fighting. (K and L Companies of the
22nd Marines had crossed the Asa Kawa River on or about 8 May]
About half way there we passed a bayoneted dead Jap body on it's
back on the ground with the right arm across the forehead. There

was an American bayonet on the ground above the head. The Jap
could not have been more than 14 years old. I thought to myself,
“"he was only a youngster”, (big deal, I was just turning 19 years

old myself). I learned later that the Jap Army had conscripted
Okinawans from 12 years old. Not far from the dead Jap kid, I
saw a pair of legs leaning nonchalantly against a low stone wall.
The torso from the waist up was lying on the other side of the
wall. A longitudinal split half of an artillery shell was laying
nearby. Later as we spproached a big hill {(whieh I later learned
was Sugar Loaf Hill), we were walking in a long diteh with
foxholes spaced every so often. Some of the foxholes had dead
Marines in them. We went half way up the big hill and I sat down
and took off my pack to rest. No one had told me that mopping up
Japs was off and assisting the 22nd Marines during the fifth
assault of Sugar Loaf was on. We were 1in the middle of the
fiercest fighting to occur on Okinawa. I did not know that just
over the crest of the hill (about 15 yards away) the Japs were
counter attacking. I found out pretty fast. After a moments
rest, I and a buddy were told to man a machine gun about 30 yards
away near the other side of the hill. We headed for the gun but

never got to it. A mortar and hand grenade barrage interrupted
our trek about half way there and pinned us down. I was in a
foxhole for I do not know how long. During that time a grenade

went off in front of my face and blew my helmet to the back of my
head. I did not get & scratch and I grabbed the helmet and reset
it. I do not know if I had been unconscious for any length of
time I looked over at the machine gun we were headed for and saw
two dead Marines by it and thought that it's a good thing we
couldn’'t ge there- its well exposed and, if we get there, we will
be two more dead Marines. During this time my platoon leader, a



First Lieutenant, was a few yards behind me giving everyone
encouragement. Suddenly I heard a "poof" behind me. I turned
around =and saw that the Lt was killed 1instantly by a direct
mortar hit and the body was & black hulk. A little later a
Marine ahead of me began calling for a corpsman (I found out
lster the corpsmen were all dead or wounded). The Marine finally
gave up calling and c¢rawled to the rear of the hill. As he
passed me, I saw that his right foot up to the middle of the calf
had been blown off.

I expected the Japs to come over the top of the hill in a Banzai
attack. I put my bayonet on my rifle and was holding the rifle
ready for the attack. After awhile things quieted down. A
little later I heard a Marine ahead of me yell "We can’t hold". I
went to the back of the hill to pass the word along, but nobody
was there. Everybody had left. I went back to my foxhole and
velled ahead, "fall back"-- which they did---four Marines, (one
wounded being helped by three others). We went back down to the
bottom of the hill. When we reached the bottom, one of the
Marines headed along the base of the hill about 10 yards to help
a wounded Marine lying on the ground. I followed him to help
out. The Marine squatted to help the wounded Marine and, =as I
came up behind him, he fell back dead at my feet with a bullet

hole in the center of his chest. Since I was upright, all I
could think of was that I was next. I took off heading for the
cover of a disabled tank. As T left, one of the other Marines

velled, asking me to leave my rifle with him,which I did
{instinct-Boot Camp training-told me not to give up my rifle and
part of my mind was asking why he gave up his, but he needed it
and I could not refuse).

I ran to the disabled tank which had a shell crater next to it.
As I slid into the crater I grabbed an M-1 rifle 1lying there
{which made me feel better about giving up my rifle). When I got
into the crater I saw three other Marines there. I looked at the
top of Sugar Loaf and saw Japs moving back and forth at the top
of it. I looked at the rifle I had and saw that it was very
muddy. I loaded the magazine and threw the bolt home--except it
did not go all the way home. The rifle was so muddy the bolt did
not seat. I lowered the rifle and kicked the bolt home with my

foot and it seated. Since the rifle was sc¢ muddy, I was afraid
to aim and fire it--I was afraid the bore was clogged with mud
and would explode in my face, I held ¢the rifle away from me,

turned the bolt area away from my face and fired. It fired 0.K..
I then had to kick the bolt home again and then fired at the Japs
on Sugar Loaf. Fach time I fired, I had to kick the bolt home.

The three other Marines and I decided we would get out of there.
We huddled behind the tank and decided that we would head back to
a ridge behind Sugar Loaf one at a time leaving according to the
book---by what we learned in training--at 5 second intervals.

The first man left. Five seconds lﬁter the second man left. Five
seconds later the third man left. I was the last man and as I



noticed the regularity of 1leaving of the other three, I quickly
decided that, if a Jap were watching, by the time I left, he
would be counting 5 seconds also, so I counted 3 and took off.
As I ran across the field heading for the ridge, I saw stones and
dirt kick up to the front and right of me. At the same time I
heard the dit, dit, dit...of a Jap Nambu machine gun. I ran
faster and came upon a ditch, dove into it and began crawling
along it. It headed in the same direction I was going toward the
ridge. All of a sudden I could not move. I discovered that I
was jammed in place in a narrowing section of the ditch. I was
wearing two water canteens on the sides of my hips and they were
jamnming me in place. ( always after that, I wore one of ny
canteens on the back of my hip). As I left the diteh I rounded
the edge of an embankment and found ocne of the other Marines. He
kept going sascross a rising field heading straight for the ridge.
Three-fourths of the way he fell down wounded and started
crawling for the ridge. I saw four shell craters around the side
of the field, =0 1 went from crater to crater and got to the
ridge at the same time as the wounded Marine. I helped him over
the top of the ridge. He was wounded in the buttock and seemed
to be otherwise all right. The ridge was where my company was
digging in and a couple of Harines came over to help the wounded
man and relieved me. I settled down and rested and found out
there was not much to do. I noticed a lot of machine guns in
various stages of disassembly in the field and gathered enough
parts to assemble three working machine pguns which I put up on

top of the ridge to help form a defense line. While I  was
gathering the parts, my company Captain told me that, while I was
on the field, I was subject to Jap mortar fire. I continued
anyway. As I put the guns in place on the ridge, Machine gun
squads took them over. I stayed with the third one as part of
it“s squad. While assembling the machine guns, the Marine who

borrowed my rifle got safely back and came to me to return my
rifle.

That evening we were relieved from the front 1lines (I found out
later that we lost-~dead and wounded, two-thirds of the platoon
to which my squad was attached during the fighting on Sugar Loaf
that day).

We returned to the rear pretty much aslong the same route we used
to come. We again passed the dead Jap kid and the nonchalant

legs. We had two nights rest. The first night I was in a
foxhole in and open field. During the night, the Japs sent in
shells that exploded above the ground. We heard shrapnel fsall a

around us most of the night. The second night a lot of us tried
to sleep in a Jap hillside burial tomb (the tombs were concrete
rooms placed in the face of a hill and contained urns filled with
the bones of the dead). We went there because the tombs served
as bunkers for protection from artillery shelling. There were a
lot of us in the tomb and it became sc¢ hot, musty, sweaty and
smelly that a few of us moved outside of the tomb to its
courtyard and slept there, in spite of the fact we might be
subject to shell fire. We had no casualties and the next day we



went back up to the front. On the way, my squad got pinned down
by Jap machine gun fire and we waited in a ditch until we would
get the word to continue. During the wait, we heard a rustling
in the group and suddenly one of the group threw his rifle away
and began crying and crawling back towards the rear. A few of us
retrieved the rifle and stripped it down according to the book,
and threw the parts in all directions. A First sergeant arrived
soon after. He assessed the situation, talked on & walkie talkie
and then had each of us in turn run from the cover of an adjacent
shell hole across an open field., We zig-zagged across the field
to a hill where other Marines were assembled.

We settled down for the night on that hill. The hill was near
Sugar Loaf and was part of the front l1ine but not under attack.
We worked out a watch schedule for the night. I offered to take
the first watch in the evening and the last watech in the morning.
My offer was accepted and I stood my evening watch. It got very
dark and when there were no more flares overhead, I had to be
careful because my eyes did tricks on me. I would think T saw
movement ahead where the Japs might be, but when I concentrated

carefully I realized there was none. I completed my watch, was
relieved, curled up near a wall and fell asleep. I woke up early
the next morning and went to talk to my buddies. They were

surprised---we had a heavy mortar barrage rained in on uz most of
the night and I slept through it, apparently without moving a
muscle--my buddies thought I was dead. When they were satisfied
they were not seeing & ghost, I stood my morning watch. During
my sleep, I must have been exhausted from the day’'s activities or
from all the concentration during my evening watch.

My company made the eleventh assault on Sugar Loaf and for some
reason my Sergeant did not include me in the initial assault
(maybe because my first front line close combat was during the
fiercest fighting up to then). The eleventh assault turned out
to be the final one. The company got to the top and at the same
time neutralized the enemy held caves on the forward slope. Then
I was sent up to help secure the hill.

Enroute to the hill I passed the body of a8 dead Jap. The body
was badly damaged by grenades. The chest was blown open and
maggots were 8ll over it. I later heard that the body was in a
spot where Marines periodically during the night had thrown
grenades to discourage infiltrators.

As I climbed Sugar Loaf to my position (which turned ocut to be
just over the top of the hill on the forward slope), I passed a
dead Marine whose body was mostly covered with earth from shell
explosions. The only portion showing were his feet with his
shoes on. He was one of those who wore his dog tags in the laces
of his field shoes and as I passed I read the name on the tags.
It was the same name (a .common one) as a seminarian upper
classman I knew two years previously. The man I knew had left
the seminary before I did and had also joined the Marine Corps.



When I Egot to my position, I helped fire at Japs in far caves.
While I did, I saw a tank at the base of the hill under fire from
Jap artillery. A round exploded abcout 20 feet left of the tank.
When that happened, the tank went intoe reverse &and moved
backwards. When it was about 25 feet back, a second round
exploded right where the tank had been. A little later I saw a
shriveled up old Jsp man being flushed out of & cave near the
bottom of the hill by 5§ Marines. The man stood there obwviously
scared to death. The 5 Marines surrounded the man in a circle
and each Marine had a 45 automatic pistol pointed at the Jap. It
struck me that if the Jap twitched or even sneezed, the 5 Marines
probably would have shot themselves up; however, nothing happened
and two Marines took the Jap to the rear.

We were relieved from the hill and front lines that day and sent
back to the rear for a weeks rest. After the week, we went
closer to the front lines. On May 31 we camped in the east side
of the city of Naha. Nearby was a dead Jap who had been burned
to a crisp by a flamethrower. The body stank so much we had to
cover it with dirt before we could settle in for the night. The
next morning we went up to the front lines east of Naha. We were
on a hill providing cover for some of our tanks which were
advancing along the bottom of the hill. We were watching for
Japs who might attack the tanks with Molotov Cocktails. We were
to shoot the Japs before they got to a tank. While watching the
area around the tanks I was wounded in my left calf and on
portions of my back by a Jap mortar round exploding about 10 feet
behind me. I was vcarrying a spare machine gun barrel al the
time, gave it to a buddy and hobbled back to our battalion aid
station, stopping at the wrong one on the way. When I got to our
aid station, they took care of me. Later that day I was
evacuated to a hospital ship and eventually to & hospital on
Guam. A young Marine replacement newly arrived from the States
who had just Jjoined our squad was wounded by the same mortar
round that hit me. He was hit severely all acress his chest from
the waist to his neck--~-so much so that it was hard to believe he
would survive (I learned later that he lived, but the damage was
so severe that he went back to the States).

While in the hospital on Guam, I received the Purple Heart Ffor my
wounds received in action. Upon discharge from the hospital, I
was returned to my Division (which was based on Guam) and about
ten days later received orders stateside for Officers training.
Those orders had been following me all over the Pacific.

So ended my battle campaign on Okinawa (my only battle campaign)
and my duty with the Sixth Marine Division.



First Lt. Roger W. Jamiesan
Fox Company -~ 2nd Battalion
22nd Marines
Bth Marine Division

Ckinawa - 1845
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"THE VERY ACTUAL DAY I REQUESTED TRANSFER OUT OF HEADQUARTERS
BATTALION, SIXTH MARINE DIV. AND WAS TRANSFERRED TO THE 22ND
REGIMENT SILL BUGS ME. I HAVE NO ACTUAL RECORD OF IT, JUST MY
RECOLLECTION THAT IT WAS MAY 12, ON OKINAWA. NONE OF THE
ACCOUNTS I HAVE AGREES WITH ME EXPLICITLY.

PART OF MY RECALL HAS TO DO WITH MY REMEMBERING THAT MY
FATHER LATER SENT TO ME A COPY OF AN ARTICLE (FROM EITHER
TIME OR NEWSWEEK) ABOUT THE FIRST NIGHT WE TOOK SUGAR LOAF
AND I HAVE THOUGHT THAT IT SAID MAY 12, WHICH AFTER MIDNIGHT
WOULD BECOME MAY 13.

I HAD WRITTEN A LETTER TO MY FATHER WHILE IN A HOSPITAL ON
GUAM TO ALLAY HIS FEARS AND THE ARXIETY ALL PARENTS HAVE WHEN
NOTIFIED THEIR SON WAS WOUNDED. I ASKED THEM TO KEEP IT CON-
FIDENTIAL BUT DAD SHOWED THE LETTER TO A JOHF POLLITT WHO
THOUGHT IT WOULD BE GOOD TO SHOW IT TO JOE GOOTTER, AND ON
AND ON. I WAS PISSED OFF AT THIS, BUT NOBODY ELSE SEEMED TO
MIND. JOE DID HAM IT UP A BIT BUT I CAN'T BE TOO CRITICAL OF
HIS ACCURACY SINCE MOST OF IT CAME FROM MY OWN LETTER.

ON GUAM, DURING THE ASSAULT, WE HAD ONLY TWO REGIMENTS IN THE
FIRST PROVISIONAL BRIGADE. I WAS ASSIGNED TO HEADQUARTERS
COMMUNICATIONS AS A CODING OFFICER AND, AFTER A FEW DAYS FOL-
LOWING D-DAY THERE, OUR ELECTRIC CODING MACHINES (ECH'S) WERE
BROUGHT ASHORE FOR OUR USE. THIS WAS EXCITING ONLY TO THE
EXTENT THAT WE HAD TO TAPE A HAND GRENADE TO EACH ECH SO
THAT, IN THE EVENT OF A JAPANESE OVERRUN WE COULD PULL THE
PIN, DUCK, ARD HOPE THE MACHINE WAS DESTROYED. NONE OF THESE
PINS HAD TO BE PULLED, PLUS I NEVER ENCODED OR DECODED ANY-
THING ON GUAM DUE TO BEING CALLED UP BY OUR COMMANDING GEN-
ERAL, LEMUEL C. SHEPHERD, BEING ASSIGNED AS HIS PERSONAL LI-
ASOR OFFICER TO THE ARMY 77TH DIVISION, WHICH WAS IN RESERVE,
MAJOR GENERAL BRUCE COMMANDING. I TOLD OGUR G-1 (MAJOR OVER-
STREET, PERSONNEL OFFICER) THAT I WANTED THE ASSIGNMENT, BUT
WHY ME? HE SAID YOUR'E AN ATHLETE AND YOUR'E FAST....

ALTHOUGH I WAS NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR WINNIRG ANY BATTLES

ON GUAM, PROBABLY BECAUSE THE BRIGADE MADE IT UNNECESSARY FOR
THE 77H TO BE DEPLOYED, I FOUND THE DUTY SATISFYING SINCE I
DID GET A FEELING THAT I WAS DOING SOMETHING POSITIVE. I WAS
ON CALL AROUND THE CLOCK FOR APPROXIMATELY TWO WEEKS OR, IN
OTHER WORDS, UNTIL ABOUT AUGUST 3RD, AT WHICH POINT MOPPING
UP STARTED AND I WAS THEN ASSIGNED TO LIASON WITH THE THIRD
MARINE DIVISION. DURING THE ABOVE MENTIONED TWO WEEKS I ATE
AND SLEPT EITHER AT BRIGADE OR THE 77TH COMMAND POSTS, WHERE-
EVER I WAS. EACH GENERAL WOULD SEND A RUNNER FOR ME, SOME-
TIMES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, AND OFF I WOULD GO TO THE
OTHER HEADQUARTERS. THERE WAS MORE DARK THAN DAYLIGHT DUTY
SINCE OUR ENEMY SEEMED TO LIKE TO CHARGE AFTER HAPPY HOUR. ON
A COUPLE OF OCCASIONS, AT NIGHT, WHEN I WAS NEAR THE BATTLE
LINES, I HAD TO HIT THE DECK AND CREEP AND CRAWL FORWARD
UNTIL THINGS SETTLED DOWN.

c2
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I WAS SENT TO 3RD MARINE DIV. JUST ONCE AND WAS THEN HOSPI-
TALIZED FOR DENGUE FEVER (ALSC CALLED BREAKBONE FEVER).
THIS, PLUS SOME JUNGLE ROT I GOT SEVERAL DAYS AFTER THE GUAH
LANDING BECAUSE OF NO CHANCE TO WASH, SHAVE, AND CHANGE
CLOTHES, CONSTITUTED MY SUFFERINGS ON GUAM.

BY CHANCE I BUMPED INTO A PATERSONIAN AT THE 77TH HQ., WHICH
WAS A BREAK BECAUSE HE WAS A LT. IN CHARGE OF A PHOTOGRAPHY
UNIT CONSISTING OF HIM PLUS A SERGEANT AND A CORPORAL AND
THEY HAD BETTER CHOW THAN WE DID AT HEADQUARTERS. HE WAS MAR-
VIN PIKE, A SPORTS REPORTER ON THE PATTERSON MORNRING CALL,
AND HE KNEW ME BECAUSE HE HAD OFTEN COVERED THE CHEVROLET RED
S0XS., I HAVE A PICTURE OF HIM AND ME ON GUAM. HE WANTED TO
SEND A PICTURE STORY ON ME TO THE CALL FROM GUAM, BUT I PER-
SUADED HIM NOT TO DO IT. MY FEELING WAS THAT THERE ARE TOO
MANY REAL HEROES, MANY OF THEM DEAD, GETTING ROTHING FOR
THEIR EFFORTS. THE REWSPAPERS BACK HOME WERE FULL OF JERKS
GETTING PUBLICITY FOR NOTHING, EATING THREE SQUARES A DAY,
AND SLEEPING IN CLEAN SHEETS AT NIGHT.

SO MUCH FOR GUAM....WE WENT BACK TO OUR FORWARD TRAINING BASE
ON GUADALCANAL AFTER THE GUAM BATTLE, AND GOT READY TO GO OR
THE NEXT ONE, WHICH BECAME OKINAWA. BEFORE WE LEFT IN HMARCH
1945 I MADE FIRST LT., WHICH HAD LITTLE BEARING ON MY ABILITY
OR MY ASSIGNMENT ( I WAS BACK DOING CRYPTOGRAPHY) OTHER THAN
I WAS CONSIDERED SATISFACTORY ON MY FITNESS REPORT AND MY
NUMBER (028435) CAME UP.

OUR LANDING ON OKINAWA OCCURRED ON APRIL 1, 1945, WHICH WAS
BOTH EASTER SUNDAY AND APRIL FOOL'S DAY, PROBABLY SIGNALLING
SOME KIND OF IRONY. THIS TIME I WAS ON THE SIXTH WAVE BUT
THERE WAS NONE OF THE EXCITEMENT EXPERIENCED AT GUAM. THERE
WERE JUST A FEW CASUALTIES IN THE WHOLE BTH DIVISION THE
FIRST DAY; WE TURNED NORTH, WHICH WAS OUR PRIMARY ASSIGNMENT
AND BY APRIL 22 WE HAD SECURED THE NORTHERN HALF OF THE
ISLAND WITHOUT SUFFERING HEAVY CASUALTIES.

THE ONE THING I EXPERIENCED ON THE NORTHERN END WAS FLEAS!
THEY WERE IN EVERY CAVE, EVERY HOUSE.... ALL OVER. WE FINALLY
GOT SOME FLEA POWDER AND WERE ABLE TO DISINFECT OUR CLOTHING.
WHEN THEY GOT IN YOUR BELT AREA THEY COULD DRIVE YOU CRAZY.
WE STAYED UP NORTH UNTIL EARLY MAY AT WHICH TIME WE SWAPPED
PLACES WITH THE 27TH ARMY DIVISION, WHICH HAD BEEN BADLY
MAULED, SUFFERING FROM POOR COMBAT EFFICIENCY. DOWN SOUTH
WITH THE 8TH MARINE DIV. WAS THE FIRST MARINE DIV. AN OFFENS-
IVE ASSAULT HAD BEEN STARTED AND THE DAYS OF LIGHT CASUALTIES
WERE OVER. MY JOB IN CODING INCLUDED TRAVEL BY JEEP FROM THE
6TH DIV, HQ. MAINLY TO THE THREE REGIMENTAL HEADQUARTERS; I
WOULD OFTEN SEE THE JEEP AMBULANCES, ONE AFTER THE OTHER,
CARRYING MARINE BODIES BACK FROM THE FRONT; THEY WERE DEPOS-
ITED ON RACKS WITH THEIR FEET STICKING OUT OF THE BACK OF THE
JEEPS, THEIR PITIFUL BODIES BOUNCING UP AND DOWN. AFTER MANY
DAYS OF SEEING THIS I SIMPLY DECIDED I DIDN'T LIKE MY COMPAR-
ITIVELY SAFE DUTY ANY MORE AND THAT I WANTED TO DO MORE.

-
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ON MAY 13 I CAME BACK FROM MY MESSENGER RUN, WENT TO MY TENT,
LAY ON MY COT, AND THOUGHT ABOUT IT. AFTER ABOUT TEN MINUTES
I WENT TO SEE MAJOR OVERSTREET AND TOLD HIM I WANTED LINE
DUTY. HE ARGUED WITH ME AND CUSSED ME OUT A BIT, BUT I TOLD
HIM IF I WEREN'T TRANSFERRED I’'D GO ANYWAY. THIS MADE HIH
REALLY MAD BUT WE KEPT TALKING AND HE FINALLY AGREED TO A
TRANSFER. THE MAIN ISSUE HERE WAS REALLY WAS THAT THOSE NOT
AT THE FRONT USUALLY DIDN'T LIEKE TO FEEL THAT THEY WEREN'T
REALLY CONTRIBUTING; WHEN A BUCK LIKE ME CAME ALONG YELLING
ANY SUGGESTION LIKE THAT, IT WAS SOMETHING THAT TODAY WOULD
BE CONSIDERED °“POLITICALLY INCORRECT . I SEE BY OUR DIVISION
HISTORY THAT MAJOR OVERSTREET RECEIVED A LEGION OF MERIT AND
A GOLD STAR IN LIEU OF SECOND BRONZE STAR APPARENTLY WITHOUT
THE BENEFIT OF A PURPLE HEART....

I WAS TAKEN TO THE 22ND MARINRE REGIMENT, SERT TO 2ND
BATTALION, ASSIGNED TO "F° COMPANY, AND WAS GIVEN 25 BUCRK
PRIVATES AND A SECOND LIEUTENANT. I WAS TOLD TO DISPERSE THEM
IN A DESIGNATED AREA, HAVE THEM ALL DIG IN, BE READY TO MOVE
OUT IN THE MORNING. BEFORE DARK WE WERE ALL DUG IN. THIS WAS
THE FIRST FOXHOLE ARD THE FIRST NIGHT OF COMBAT FOR THE 25
MEN AND THE SECOND LT. THOUGH I KNEW THINGS WERE ROUGH OUT
THERE, AND I KNEW WE'D BE THERE SOON, IT DIDN'T OCCUR TO ME
THAT IT COULD BE (AND IT BECAME) THE LAST NIGHT OF COMBAT FOR
ALL OF THEM. THESE KIDS WERE AT THIS POINT IN THE MARINE
CORPS FOR 8 WEEKS, FRESH OUT OF BCOOT CAMP. THE 2ND LT. SAID
HE WAS IN THE CORPS ONLY 6 MONTHS, TWO-THIRDS OF THAT WOULD
HAVE BEEN OFFICER TRAINING AT QUANTICO, VA. I HAD NO POSSIBLE
CHANCE TO LEARN MUCH ABOUT THEM, NOT EVEN THEIR NAHES, BUT I
TALKED TO THEM AT LENGTH; IN EFFECT TOLD THEM TO LOOK TO ME
FOR INSTRUCTIONS WHEREVER WE WERE. I HAD NO SERGEANT, NO COR-
PORAL. WE GOT INTC OUR FOXHOLES AND DIDN'T GET TO SLEEP.

AT ABOUT 2130 HOURS (8:30 P.M.) A RUNNER CAME UP AND SAID THE
COMPANY COMMANDER WANTED TO SEE ME RIGHT AWAY. I DON'T REMEHM-
BER THE COMPANY COMMANDER’S NAME OR RANK (NOTE: PROBABLY
CAPT. JOHRN C. DEAL JR.) BUT LT. COL. WOODHOUSE, THE
BATTALION C.0., WAS THERE WITH HIM. WOODHOUSE AND I KNEW EACH
OTHER, AND HE ASEKED ME THE STATUS OF MY TROOPS. I TOLD HIH
THEY WERE ALL JUST STRAIGHT OUT OF BOOT CAMP EXCEPT THE 2ND
LT., WHO WAS JUST OUT OF OCS. HE SAID I HATE TO HAVE TO DO
THIS, BUT I'M SENDING YOU RIGHT NOW UP TO OUR FRONT; WE'RE AT
A PLACE CALLED °SUGAR LOAF HILL . A TRACTOR WILL BE HERE
SOON; PUT YOUR MEN ON IT AND REPCRT TO MY EXECUTIVE OFFICER,
MAJOR COURTNEY, WHEN YOU GET THERE. I NEVEW SAW OR HEARD FROM
WOODHOUSE AGAIN...HE WAS LATER KILLED IN ACTION.

MY RECOLLECTION IS THAT WE REACHED THE SUGAR LOAF AT ABOUT
2230; WE UNLOADED THE TRACTOR NEAR THE BASE OF THE HILL
(MAINLY CRATES OF HAND GRENADES ANRD .30 CALIBER AMMUNITION),
WHERE COURTNEY TOLD MY MEN TO SPREAD QUT AND HIT THE DECK. HE
TOOK ME AND THE 2ND LT. OVER TO WHERE A COUPLE OF OTHER
MARINES WERE, ONE OF WHOM WAS IST LT. PESELY (WIA). IT WAS
DETERMINED THAT PESELY WAS SENIOR TO ME ARD WAS NOMINALLY
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SECOND IN COMMAND. COURTNEY EXPLAINED TO ALL OF U5 THAT HE
WANTED TC TAKE THE HILL SINCE HE FELT OUR POSITION AT THE
BASE OF IT WOULD BE WORSE THAN IF WE WERE ON THE HILL. THAT
THE JAPS WOULD HAVE THE HIGH GROUND AND WE WOULD BE EXPOSED
TC ALL KINDS OF FIRE ESPECIALLY AFTER SUNUP. HE WANTED US TO
GET THE GRENADES AND THE AMMO PART WAY UP THE HILL FIRST SO
THAT IT WOULD BE MORE ACCESSIBLE TO US THAN HAVING TO GO ALL
THE WAY DOWN TO THE BOTTOM WHEN IT WAS NEEDED. ALSO, IF THE
JAPS PULLED A FLANKER AND OVERRAN OUR SUPPLIES, WE WOULD BE
IN SERIOUS TROUBLE, SO WE ALL DROPPED THE WEAPONS WE WERE
CARRYING. I WAS CARRYING A .30 CAL. CARBINE, A VERY LIGHT
RIFLE AND SMALLER WHEN COMPARED TO AN M1. WE SPENT MAYBE A
HALF HOUR IN LUGGING TWO CRATES AT A TIME UP THE HILL ABOUT
15 OR 20 YARDS. WHER THIS WAS DONE, HE ORDERED EVERYBODY TO
SPREAD OUT AROUND THE BASE OF THE HILL. STANDING UP HE THEN
YELLED IN A LOUD VOICE, “LET’'S TAKE THE GOD DAMN HILL!" HE
STEPPED FORWARD, AND I WILL NEVER FORGET HOW ALL OF THE REST
OF US, ALL TOGETHER....AS IF A WHISTLE HAD BEEN BLOWN TO SIG-
NAL THE START OF A GAME, STEPPED OUT AND FOLLOWED HIM AS HE
LED US UP THE HILL. BETWEEN ME AND MY 26 MEN, THERE WERE

ABOUT 50 OF US THAT WENT UP THAT HILL. VERY FEW OF US WOULD
EVER COME DOWN....

WE PROCEEDED OR FOOT ABOUT HALFWAY UP THE HILL WHEN COURTNEY
YELLED, "HIT THE DECK!" THE JAPS WERE AT THE CREST OF THE
HILL THROWING GRENADES DOWN AT US. WE HAD ALL PICKED UP AS
MANY HAND GRENADES AS WE COULD CARRY, AND WE RETALIATED AS WE
CREPT UP THE HILL. THE JAPS DISAPPEARED FROM THE CREST AS WE
STARTED THROWING GRENADES AND CONTINUED TO CLAW OUR WAY UP
THE HILL. AT THIS POINT IT APPEARED WE HAD THE HILL AND WERE
WINNING. THERE WERE SOME JAPS ON THE FORWARD SLOPE BECAUSE WE
WERE CATCHING SOME GRENADES THROWN AT US FROM CLOSE UP.

THEN...SEVERAL THINGS HAPPENED IN FAIRLY RAPID ORDER. FIRST,
ONE OF MY KIDS, NEXT TO ME AT MY LEFT, FUMBLED A GRENADE
AFTER HE HAD PULLED THE PIN, AND MY NOSE DUG A HOLE IN THE
GROUND AS I WITNESSED THIS. THE GRENADE EXPLODED AND APPAR-
ENTLY NO ONE WAS HIT. I GOT UP, WENT OVER TO THE KID, GAVE
HIM A KICK ON THE RUMP WITH THE SIDE OF MY FOOT AND THEN PRO-
CEEDED TO GIVE HIM A QUICK LESSON ON HOW TO THROW A GRENADE.
1 TOLD HIM HOW TO HOLD IT, HOW TO PULL THE PIN, HOW LONG TO
HOLD IT AFTER PULLING THE PIN, HOT TO THROW IT, TOGETHER WITH
A PERSONAL DEMONSTRATION. THIS WAS BOOT CAMP ON A BITTERLY
FOUGHT FOR HILL, IN THE MIDDLE OF THE BATTLE...!

1 ORDERED THE KID TO THROW ONE, AND HE DID OKAY. ALTHOUGH I
HAD EARLIER BACK AT THE COMPANY COMMAND POST BEFORE WE SACKED
IN, EMPHATICALLY INSTRUCTED EVERYBODY TO CALL ME “"JAMIESON"
AND NOT "LIEUTENANT". THE LIABILITY OF A BOOT ON THE HILL
SAID, AS I CRAWLED AWAY, "THANKS LIEUTENANT!" I IMMEDIATELY
REPLIED...."SHUT UP!" ALTHOUGH MY ACTIONS IN THIS SCENARIO
WERE CALLED FOR UNDER THE CIRCUMSTARCES (AGAIN, TODAY IT IS
POLITICALLY INCORRECT), I HAVE REVER FELT GOOD ABOQUT THE FACT
THAT I MADE IT OFF THAT DAMN HILL, BUT THIS KID DIED WITH A
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BOOT IN HIS RUMP FROM KE, AND THE LAST COMMUNRICATION HE HAD
WITH ANYBODY BEFORE HE DIED, WAS TO "SHUT UP"!

AT THAT TIME, THOUGH I NEVER GAVE THAT A THOUGHT. MOMENTS
LATER, A SHELL (MOST LIKELY A MORTAR) DROPPED TO MY RIGHT,
AND IT HIT THE KID ON MY RIGHT. HE STARTED SCREAMING AND I
CREPT OVER TO HIM. HE APPARENTLY HAD BEEN HIT IN THE AREA OF
THE LEFT SHOULDER. I YELLED FOR A CORPSMAN, BUT NONE EVER
SHOWED, THOUGH WE HAD GONE UP THE HILL WITH TWO OF THEM. SO I
PICKED UP THE KID IN A FIREMAN'S CARRY WITH HIM YELLING,
"DON’T LIEUTENANT, YOU'LL GET KILLED"! I IMMEDIATELY ISSUED
MY SECOND ORDER OF THE NIGHT..."SHUT UP"!

I SHIFTED, THE WOUNDED MARINE TO MY LEFT SHOULDER BEFORE I
STARTED DOWN THE HILL WITH HIM. AS I DID, I SAW MAJOR
COURTNEY GO DOWN. AT THE TIME IT LOOKED AS THOUGH HE HAD
TRIPPED OR SLIPPED. LATER 1 LEARRED THAT A MORTAR SHELL HAD
GONE OFF ALMOST AT HIS FEET, INSTANTLY KILLING HIM. I CARRIED
THE MARINE DOWNHILL T WHAT WAS MORE OR LESS A LEDGE, LAID HIM
DOWN, AND A CORPSHAN APPEARED AND CAME OVER QUICKLY. HE BAN-
DAGED HIM, GAVE HE A COUPLE OF BANDAGES TO FINISH THE JOB,
ARD TOOK OFF TO ANSWER YET ANOTHER CALL. HE, ALONG WITH THE
OTHER CORPSMAN THAT NIGHT, WERE BOTH LATER KILLED THAT NIGHT.

I WAS JUST FINISHING TYING UP THE WOUNDED KID WHEN SOMETHING
HIT US. I HAD BEEN LYING ON MY RIGHT ARM WITH THE KID'S LEGS
AND BODY UNDERNEATH IT WHILE TYING THE BANDAGE STRINGS. THIS
BLAST PICKED ME UP AND MY FACE HIT THE GROUND ABOUT WHERE MY
FEET HAD BEEN! THE KID WAS SCREAMING AGAINR, ARD HE WAS BLEED-
ING VERY BADLY. THIS SHELL MUST HAVE HIT BETWEEN HIM AND THE
SMALL CORAL WALL WE WERE LYING NEXT TO. HE CAUGHT HOST OF THE
BLAST. SOME OTHER WOUNDED MARINES, LYING NEARBY, BUT APPAR-
ENTLY NOT HIT BY THIS EXPLOSION, THREW ME A FEW BANDAGES, BUT
THEY WERE NOT ADEQUATE TO STEM THE BLEEDING FROM MY WOUNDED
MARINE. I LOOKED FOR HIS DOG TAGS AND COULDN'T FIND ANY. I
ASKED HIM TO QUITE DOWN AND LISTEN TO ME. I ASKED HIM FOR HIS
NAME AND HOME ADDRESS, WHICH I WROTE DOWN AND PLACED INSIDE
HIS HELMET. HE WAS YELLING AND SCREAMING FOR HIS MOTHER, AND
I TOLD HIH I WAS GOING TO GO SEE ABOUT A TRACTOR THAT WAS
COMING UP, SO HE COULD BE TAKEN BACE TO A FIELD HOSPITAL
WHERE HE'D BE ALRIGHT.

I FOUND LT. PESELY ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE HILL, NEAR WHERE
WE HAD STARTED UP THE HILL. HE WAS BEHIND OUR RADIO IN SORT
OF AN INDIVIDUAL DUGOUT. I TOLD HIM I HAD A BADLY WOUNDED KID
AND ASKED IF THERE WOULD BE ANY TRACTORS COMING UP. HE SAID
THERE WOULD BE NOTHING COMING TILL MORNING, AND THEN TOLD ME
THAT THE MAJOR WAS DEAD. AT THIS POINT I REALIZED THAT MY
RIGHT ARM WAS BLEEDING AND THAT I COULD HARDLY MOVE IT. I
BANDAGED IT AS BEST AS I COULD. PESELY TOLD ME TO SPREAD THE
MEN ALONG THE REVERSE SLOPE AND ALSO SEND SOME AROUND THE
RIGHT SIDE OF THE HILL TO PROTECT THAT FLANK. I FOUND MY ZND
LT., GAVE HIM FIVE OR SIX MEN, AND ASSIGNED HIM TO THE RIGHT
FLANK WITH ORDERS TO HOLD. IT WAS NOW PUSHING ARCUND 0200.
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THE REST OF THE NIGHT WAS A CONSTANT ROUND OF FIRST QUIET,
THEN ENEMY BOMBARDMENT, THEN FLARES LIGHTING UP THE SKIES,
MOST FIRED FROM OUR SHIPS OFF SHORE. USUALLY THE FLARES
SHOWED JAPS RUNNING TOWARD US AND RUNNING BACK WHEN OUR
MACHINE GUNS OPENED UP ALONG WITH BAR'S, RIFLE FIRE, ETC.
THEN IT GOT QUIET AGAIN. THERE WAS RAIN ( IT SEEMED TO ALWAYS
RAIN ON OKINAWA) BUT I DON'T RECALL BEING WET OR COLD. DOES
THE ADRENALINE RUNNING THROUGH ONES BRAIN TAKE CARE OF THOSE
DISCOMFORTS ALSO?

ABOUT 0330 ONE OF OUR GUYS AT OR NEAR THE TOP OF THE HILL ‘
YELLED, "HERE THEY COME!!! THERE MUST BE A HUNDRED OF THEM!!’
AT FIRST I THOUGHT HE MEANT ANOTHER ATTACK, BUT INSTEAD BE-
HIND US CAME WHAT TURNED OUT TO BE ABCUT 35 MARINES OR FOOT
TRUDGING TOWARD US. THEY CAME UP THE HILL COCKY AS ONE CAN BE
AS THOUGH THEY WERE GOING TO SHOW US HOW IT SHOULD BE DONE.
WHAT A SURPRISE AWAITED THEM! ONE MACHINE GUN SQUAD SET UP
RIGHT NEAR THE FOXHOLE I WAS IN AT THE TIME AND WAS JUST GET-
TING READY TO FIRE WHEN A SHELL HIT DIRECTLY ON THEM AND
WIPED OUT THE ENTIRE TEAM. THE BOMBARDMENT STOPPED, THE
FLARES WENT UP, AND THE JAPS CAME RUNNING. OUR GUYS SENT THEM
RUNNING BACK (THAT IS, THE JAPS WHO WERE LUCKY). I DON'T KNOW
HOW MANY OF THEM WERE EKILLED THAT NIGHT BUT IT WAS A LOT.
THEN IT GOT QUIET AGAIN. SEVERAL TIMES I WENT TO PESELY WHO
WAS ON THE RADIO WITH WOODHOUSE BACK IN H.Q. HE WAS IN TOUCH
WITH THE C.0. MOST QOF THE NIGHT. FQR ONE THING, WHEN THE
BOMBARDMENT STOPPED, PESELY COULD THEN REQUEST FLARES. I HAD
ASKED HIM TO DO THIS IN CASE THE JAPS CHANGED THEIR APPROACH
ROUTE TO THE HILL.

AT ABOUT 0550 I HEARD A YELL, WHICH WAS PROBABLY PESELY. HE
WAS ORDERING EVERYBODY TO GET OFF THE HILL. A TRACTOR HAD
MADE IT UP TO THE FOOT OF THE HILL AND LOOKING DOWN I SAW
SOME MARINES RUNNING TOWARD IT. I GOT UP AND HEADED DOWNHILL
TO THE TRACTOR ALSO. I MADE IT TO THE RAMP, GOT ON, AND THE
RAMP WENT UP A FEW MINUTES LATER. THE TRACTOR PULLED OUT WITH
ABOUT 8 OF US, ALL OF US WOUNDED....NO MORE, NO LESS.

WE WERE TRANSPORTED TO AN AID STATION IN THE REAR WHERE THERE
WERE DOCTORS IN ATTENDANCE. WE WERE EXAMINED FROM THE STARD-
POINT OF BEING TAKEN CARE OF RIGHT THERE LOCALLY, OR FLOWN TO
GUAM WHERE OUR DIVISION REAR ECHELON WAS IN THE PROCESS OF
SETTING UP CAMP THERE FOR US TO RETURN TO AFTER THE BATTLE
WAS OVER. I WAS EXAMINED BY A DR. JAMIESON (SAME NAME AS
(MINE) WHO WAS FROM BUFFALO, N.Y. HE AND I HAD GOTTEN TO KNOW
EACH OTHER WHEN WE WERE TOGETHER ABOARD THE SAME TRANSPORT
SHIP EN ROUTE TO OKINAWA. HE PUT ME ON THE PLANE FOR GUAHM,
WHICH LEFT OKINAWA ON JURE THE 18TH. IT WAS A LARGE ONE, A C-
54, FOUR-ENGINE TRANSPORT AND THE LARGEST WE HAD BACK THEN.
IT BECAHE A WORKHORSE FOR MOST OF THE WAR. ON THE PLANE THERE
WERE SOME ARMY NURSES, WHO SPENT MOST OF THEIR TIME TALKING
ARD TENDING TO THE WOUNDED. THEY SPENT MOST OF THE TIME WITH
THE SERIOUSLY WOUNDED MEN, AND NONE OF US SEEMED TO MIND. IN
FACT WE ENEW IT SHOULD BE THAT WAY. MOST DID NOT FEEL LIKE
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TALEIRG TO EACH OTHER AND THE FLIGHT, ALTHOUGH IT WAS MY
FIRST, BECAME ACTUALLY BORING.

ON GUAHM WE WERE PUT INTO A NAVAL HOSPITAL AND ON THE SECOND
DAY I HAD A RUCRUS WITH ONE OF THE DOCTORS, A LT. COMMANDER,
WHO CRITICIZED THE FACT THAT I HAD BEEN FLOWN THERE SINCE MY
WOUND WASN'T THAT SERIOUS. I TOLD HIM HE COULD BLOW IT OUT
HIS ASS AND SAID THAT I DIDN'T BUY THE TICKET. ALSO, MY ARHM
WAS STILL STIFF AND IT HURT AND WHAT ABOUT THAT DOC? HE DID
NOTHING AND TWO DAYS LATER I WAS RELEASED AND SENT TO WHAT
WAS CALLED THE CASUALTY BATTALION TO AWAIT FURTHER ORDERS.
TWO DAYS LATER, MY ARM WAS SWOLLEN AND IT HURT MORE THAN AT
FIRST. I WENT BACK TO THE HOSPITAL FOR EXAMINATION AND THE
SAME DAMN DOC BECAME MY DOC AGAIN, OR AT LEAST TRIED TO. I
TOLD HIM'I DIDN'T WANT HIS OPINION AND WE STARTED CUSSING QUR
EACH OTHER 'REAL GOOD. THIS CAUSED ANOTHER DOCTOR, A CAPTAIN,
TC COME OVER TO SEE WHAT WAS GOING ON. THE FIRST DOC SAID I
WAS BEING TROUBLESOME AND THE CAPTAIN THEN ASKED HE WHAT WAS
MY PROBLEM? I POINTED OUT TO THE FIRST DOC ARD SAID, "HE IS
THE PROBLEM". I THEN EXPLAINED THE EXCHANGES I HAD HAD IT
WITH THE DOCTOR AND THAT I HAD NO CONFIDENCE WHATSOEVER IN
HIM. I JUST WANTED SOMEONE TO SEE WHAT WAS WRONG WITH MY
BADLY SWOLLEN ARH.

WITH THAT THE CAPTAIN TOOK OVER AND SURE ENOUGH, FOUND THAT
THE ARM WAS INFECTED. HE FIGURED OUT THAT SOME SHRAPNEL MIGHT
STILL BE IN THE ARM, SO HE STUCK A NEEDLE IN THERE PROBING
AROUND. HE THEN PULLED OUT WHAT LOOKED LIKE A 1/2 INCH PIECE
OF METAL. THEN HE TREATED THE ARM, BANDAGED IT AND I HEADED
BACK TO THE CASUALTY COMPANY. ON MAY 31 I WAS TOLD I HAD A
CHOICE OF GOING BACK TO THE 6TH DIVISION OR JOINING REAR ECH-
ELON ON GUAM. I CHOSE THE 'STRIKING SIXTH  ON OKINAWA AND
SHIPPED OUT FOR THERE ON JUNE 10. THE SHIP THAT TOOK US THERE
WAS A MERCHANT MARINE SHIP, THE 5.8. FAIRLAND. WE REACHED
OKINAWA ON JUNE THE 16TH.

ON JUNE 17, AT THE 8TH MARINE DIV. H.Q., I WAS SENT TO GOOD
"CL MAJOR OVERSTREET. ALSO THERE WAS LT. COL. ELBY D. MARTIN
JR. (DIVISION COMMUNICATIONS QOFFICER) WHO TOLD ME I DIDN'T
HAVE TO GO BACK TO THE FRONT WITH THE 22ND. AND THAT HE COULD
PUT ME BACK IN COMMUNICATIONS. BUT I TOLD HIM I WANTED TO

GO BACK TO THE 22ND, THAT THEY MUST STILL NEED OFFICERS
THERE. HE SAID, "YOU REALLY WART IT, DON'T YOU?" I SIMPLY
SAID, "YES!"

AT THIS TIME I WAS IN KHAKI WITH NO EQUIPMENT. NOT TOO GOOD
FOR FRONT LINE DUTY. I WAS ABLE TO GET A HELMET ARD WAS TOLD
I COULD GET A WEAPON AND SOME DUNGAREES AT A SUPPLY DUMP NEAR
THE FRONT LINES, A JEEP PULLING ONE OF THOSE LITTLE TRAILERS
WAS PULLING OUT WITH FOUR GUYS SO I HITCHED A RIDE WITH THEM.
I RODE ON THE TRAILER AND WE HEADED SOUTH TOWARD THE 2ND BAT-
TALION, 22ND. WE PASSED ONE SPOT ON A DIRT ROAD WHERE WE ALL
HAD TO DUCK A JAP SNIPER. SHORTLY AFTER WE HAD TC STOP BE-
CAUSE A LARGE BOULDER WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD. AS WE

+D
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WERE GETTING OUT OF THE JEEP AND TRAILER TO SEE IF WE COULD
MOVE THE BOULDER A MORTAR ROUND HIT US. IT WAS PROBABLY A
KNEE HORTAR. THE ROUND HIT FOUR OF US. THE BIGGEST GUY WHO
WAS ABOUT 6°3" OR SO AND 200 PLUS WAS MIRACULOUSLY UN-
WOUNDED. HE WAS THE ONLY ONE WHO GOT OUT OF THE JEEP WITH
HIS WEAPON. TWO GUYS WERE SLIGHTLY WOUNDED, ARD I HAD JUST A
LITTLE STINGER ON THE TOP OF MY LEFT SHOULDER. ONE GUY WAS
HIT ON THE RIGHT FOREARM AND WAS BLEEDING BADLY. I THEN ASKED
THE BIG GUY IF HE WOULD TRY TO GET BACK TO A FIELD HOSPITAL
WE HAD PASSED ON THE ROAD; THIS WAS ABOUT A HALF MILE OR SO
BACK THE WAY WE HAD COME. HE SHOOK HIS HEAD NO. I SAID, O.K.
THEN LEND ME. YOUR RIFLE AND I°LL GO, BUT HE WOULDN'T DO THAT
EITHER.

WE HAD ALL JUMPED INTO A DITCH ON THE RIGHT HAND SIDE OF THE
ROAD SINCE WE APPARENTLY FIGURED IT OUT THAT THE SHOT HAD
COME FROM THE LEFT. I DON'T KNOW WHY WE FIGURED THAT, BUT I
SOON FOURD OUT THAT WE WERE WRONG. I STARTED TO CREEP AND
CRAWL AND WENT ABOUT 20 YARDS WHEN SOMETHING HIT US AGAIN. AS
BEST AS I COULD TELL ANCTHER HORTAR ROUND OR SHELL HAD MISSED
ME BUT IT HIT THE SIDE OF THE DITCH EXPLODING WITH A ROAR AND
SHOWERING US WITH METAL, DIRT AND CORAL. SOME METAL AND CORAL
GOT ME IN THE RIGHT SHOULDER BLADE AREA AND FLATTENED ME TO
THE GROUND. I THEN HEARD SOME HEAVY FEET COME TRAMPIRG UP AND
HERE COMES THE GUY WITH THE BAD WOUND IN HIS FOREARM RUNNING
LIKE ALL GET OUT. A SHOT WHISTLED PAST US! IT DIDN'T TARE A
GREAT DECISION FOR ME TO GET UP AND FOLLOW THE RUNNING
MARINE. WE BOTH REACHED THE AID STATION WHERE THE CORPSMAN
TORE OUR SHIRTS OFF, GAVE US EACH TWO SYRETTES OF HORPHINE,
AND TREATED THE WOUNDS.

WHILE THIS WAS BEING DONE, I TOLD THEM ABOUT THE OTHER TWO
WOUNDED MEN. A COUPLE OF CORPSHMAN TOOK OFF AND WENT OUT AFTER
THE WOUNDED MEN. TWO MARINES WERE WITH THEM AND THEY FLUSHED
OUT THE SNIPER AND THE CORPSMEN WERE ABLE TO TREAT THE TWO
WOUNDED MEN ON THE SPOT. I DON'T KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TQO THE
BIG GUY BUT HE WAS DAMN LUCKY. THIS WAS PROBABLY AROUND
MEZADC RIDGE FROM WHAT I CAN FIGURE OUT. I WAS PUT ON A
TRACTOR AND TAKEN TO DIVISION H.Q. WHERE I HAD A BRIEF VISIT
WITH ME OLD PALS IN THE CODING SECTION. ONE OF THEM BROKE OUT
A BOTTLE OF BOURBON AND I PROCEEDED TO SWALLOW MUCH OF IT.
THAT WASN'T TOO SHMART AS WITH THE BOOZE AND THE MORPHINE

WORKING TOGETHER I WASN'T EXACTLY PUTTING TWO AND THO
TOGETHER.

THAT NIGHT I WAS ON A COT IN A BUNKER PROTECTED ABOVE BY A
PILE QF SANDBAGS ALONG WITH MANY OTHER WOUNDED. -I DIDN'T
SLEEP ALL NIGHT, CHAIN-SMOKED CIGARETTES ALL NIGHT LONG,
WHICH I GUESS IS THE RESULT OF THE MORPHINE/BOURBON PARTY
PLUS MY OWN ADRENALIN. THE NEXT DAY, THE 18TH OF JUNE, I WAS
PUT ON A HOSPITAL SHIP, THE U.S.S. RESCUE AND WE SAILED FOR
GUAM THE NEXT DAY. WE REACHED GUAM ON 23 JUNE AND I WAS PUT
IN A NAVY HOSPITAL, BASE 18. WHILE THERE, I FOUND MY SECOND
LIEUTENANT FROM SUGAR LOAF...THE TENTH MAN.

[
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HE TOLD ME THAT HE HAD HEARD THE ORDERS TO LEAVE THE HILL BUT
HE COULDN'T GET UP. HE HEARD THE TRACTOR PULL OUT AND WITHIN
A FEW MINUTES THE JAPS WERE RUNNING ALL OVER THE PLACE ON TQOP
OF THE HILL. HE WAS LYING FACE DOWN IN A DITCH AND LAY VERY
STILL ATTEMPTING TO PRETEND THAT HE WAS DEAD. IT WORKED! WHEN
ALL THE JAP NOISE SUBSIDED AND HE THOUGHT THAT MAYBE THEY
WEREN'T CLOSE BY, HE STARTED TO CRAWL OR DRAG HIMSELF. IT WAS
EXTREMELY PAINFUL AS HE WAS SEVERELY WOUNDED IN THE LEFT
SHOULDER AREA. HE'D STOP IF HE HEARD ANY NOISE AT ALL. AFTER
SEVERAL HOURS OF CRAWLING AND DRAGGING HIMSELF HE CRAWLED
INTO THE 2ND BATTALION FORWARD COMMAND POST. THEY ASKED HIHM
WHERE RE HAD COME FROM, AND HE TOLD THEM SUGAR LOAF HILL.
THEY WERE ALL SHOCKED, AS SUGAR LOAF HILL WAS THREE MILES
AWAY! HE THEN ASKED ME WHAT HAPPENED TO ME AND I FILLED HIHM
IN. I DO 'WISH THAT I COULD REMEMBER HIS NAME. (NOTE: TWO 2ND
LT. S OF F COMPANY SHOW AS BEING WIA. 1. MYRON L. MOORE AND
WILLIAM L. HATSELL).

SOME THIRGS I RECALL AS I WRITE THESE MEMOIRS ARE THAT WHEN I
WAS ON THE S.S. FAIRLAND I BUMPED INTO A GRAMMAR SCHOOL AND
HIGH SCHOOL FRIEND, BUTCH GUELICH, WHO HAD WASHED OUT OF
MARINE OCS. I LEFT BASE 18 ON JULY 4, BUT NOT BEFORE I WAS
ABLE TO LOOK UP TWO FORMER MUHLERBERG MEN. CHUCK GARRETTSON,
WHO HAD BEEN INSTRUMENTAL IN GETTING ME INRTO THE COLLEGE AND
CHUCK BURRELL WHO WAS ONE CLASS BEHIND ME AND WHO ALSOC HAD
WASHED OUT OF MARINE OCS. WE USED TO TAKE PART IN A ROUSING
GAME OF WATER POLO, THE WOUNDED AGAINST THE NURSES. I THIRNK
THE NURSES BEAT US EVERY GAME.

LT. COL. MARTIR RECEIVED THE LEGION OF MERIT AND NO PURPLE
HEART.

THE DIVISION HISTORY, STARTING ON PAGE 110, PUTS MAJOR
COURTNEY'S ATTACK AS HAPPENING ON HMAY 14 AND IT STATES 28 MEN
TOOEK PART. ALL DISPATCHED BY COL. WOODHOUSE, AND ARRIVING
WITH AMMO AND RATIONS AS DUSK WAS GATHERING. IT HAD COURTNEY
SAYING A FEW THINGS, BUT I NEVER DID HEAR HIM SAY WHAT IS
QUOTED IN THE HISTORY BOOK. SO MUCH FOR HISTORY. IT ALSO
STATES THAT WHEN MORNING CAME ONLY 15 SURVIVED OUT OF THE 46.
A CORPORAL WHO WAS ORE OF COURTNEY'S LITTLE BAND STAYED OR
AND FOUGHT THAT MORNING. HIS NAME IS RUSTY GOLAR, BUT IF ONE
IS NOT THERE IN PERSON HE CANNOT COMMENT ON HIS ACTIONS.

X X %X X X X X Xk X % % % X%



Okinawa--May, 1945
by Lt. David J. Curtin
L/3/22/8

It was nid-May-18485 and the 22nd Marines were catching hell on
the Sugar Loaf-Horseshoe-=Half Moon Hill complex Just north of
Naha. We had Just oome off Half Moon Hill and I found myself
with a bad facial tic, which was probably caused more by a
serious bout with Besll’'s Palsy 18 months earlier at Quantico than
any war-related trauma. My skipper sent me back to battalion
sick bay for a good eight hours of sleep...but that was not to be
on one particular night back of the lines.

Several hours after dark a bunch of suicide Nips scaled the steep
sea wall to the west of our position and were marauding about in
the headquarters ares, bayonetting our guys who were sleeping in
those ubiquitous cave-like tombs (concrete, conical tombs built
into the sides ¢of hills) wherein the Okinawans buried their dead
in huge vases. The Japs would set up a racket and as the Marines
came crawling out of those little square entry holes in the tombs
the Japs would stick’enm.

The dootor in oharge of the field hospital was doctor John
Tuthill from New Hampshire. He had received an urgent call for
plasma from an area of tombs scme 200 yards or so away. He
needed some kind of escort to get him to where the wounded were,
s0 they woke me up with a wild tale of "Nips are crawling all
cver the plegoe”, Here we were in a safe spot, and I am
suppesedly getting my first nights sleep in days, and with my
head still groggy from sleep, I am shockingly awake. We were
some 500 yards behind the lines and now we are attacked! Just
what the doctor ordered....

At first I did not believe the story of "wild Nips running
amuck"”. "Rear echelon types were always prone to exaggerate
anyway"', I thought. 8o as the brave front-line combat officer 1
was happy to fill the request to help the doctor on his mission
of mercy. A Corpsman had offered to lend me his Tommy Gun for
the trip into no man's land, but I declined with a sneer. I had
my trusty old .45 Colt revolver. What else did I need? And
believe it or not, I knew there were only three shells in the
magazine! What a colossal bone-head not to have taken that
Thompson. Later on I often wondered how in the heck that
Corpsman ever got his hands on a Tommy Gun....We were salways
gscrambling to come up with one, when on the lines.

The doctor and I set out and within 25 yards of our starting
place, I knew this was no matter of hysteria. We came across two
Marines in a foxhole who bellowed at us for being out there in
the dark. They had Jjust killed a Nip who had been sneaking up on
them! We continued on our way, briskly vyou might say, with the
doctor in the lead, since he knew the area and the destination we

were headed for. ‘
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Suddenly, two Japs rose up out of no where and shuffled teward us
with bayonets fixed! A flare had just gone off and that dull
vellow light in the sky made them all too visible. We both
dropped to the ground, dropping the plasma boxes, and in that
horrifying moment of pure terror, I managed to blast away at them
with two shots from my old .45 pistol at point blank range....no
more than 10 or 12 feet! Down went the two enemy =oldiers and so
did I, figuring that the doc and I were about to get stuck like
pigs or shot to pieces. The two Japs, and doc and I lay there
and waited for something to happen...Nothing! Suddenly the doc
was up and quickly gathering up plasma boxes as though nothing
had ever happened.

I couldn’'t believe it but I followed the doctor’'s lead and scon
we were high-tailing it across the field toward the other tombs
with me yelling at the top of my lungs for other Marines all
arocund us not to shoot us down. We made the tombs and the doe
went to work as though he was in the States in some king of clean
operating room. He never said a word about our near brush with
death. I spent the rest of the night quivering and wondering if
I had killed those two Nips or just wounded them badly. At Day
break I retraced our steps back to the little night time battle
scene to gloat a little and I found nothing! No killers, No
blood, no sign that anything had happened there....except that
the grass was still flattened where all four of us had flopped.

Had 1 completely missed both those guys at ten feet? It must
have been the muzzle blast that caused them to drop to the deck,
but I was supposedly an expert with the .45! That gun puts out a
sheet of flame and an ear-shattering explosicn even when you're
behind the muzzle. But I do think the .45 saved us.

Lt Curtin’s Note: My story was picked up later on, after the
event, by Stars and Stripes, the Army newspaper. They had fun at
my expense. The big, bad Marine who couldn’'t hit a barn at 12

feet! If I missed them I do hope they spent the rest of their
lives on Mt Fuji surrounded by beautiful deolls from Kyoto. 1 am
not really mad at those people to this day, as they were only
doing their job, 1like we did ours. I seriously doubt they
survived +though as there c¢ould be no way back to their lines
fother than] passing thru some very blood-thirsty and extremely
angry Marines.



Discipline And Duty
Marine Corps Life: 1943-1946&4
by Bill Pierce, Wpns Co/2%9th

Parris Island, S.C.
The USMC recruit depot, Parris Island, is in Beaufort county and
is approximately four-miles long and three-miles wide. it is
surrounded by Port Royal Harbor, The Beaufort and Broad Rivers,
and includes the waterways of Archer’'s, Ballast and Ribbon
Creeks.

The depot consists of about 8,000 acres of land, of which
approximately 4,400 acres are suitable for the trainimng and
maintenance of the base. Parris Island, for the most part, rests
only a few feet above sea level. It has an elevation of 21 feet
above sea level on Horse Island near the ctauseway and in the
vicinity of the Third Recruit Training Battalion, physical
training field.

Parris Island occasionally receives several inches of snowfall
and has had rare ice storms. It is more renowned for its
insects, humidity and heat. In contrast, Beaufort County enjoys
a mild average temperature of &5 degrees and has an annual
average precipitation of about 49 inches of raim. This figure
has been exceeded because of hurricanes and severe rain and wind
storms that have lashed the base.

Parris Island 1is a refuge for sea and animal life, which for the
most part is protected on the base. For example, nearby
waterways abound with a wvariety of sea life, including sharks
that have been caughbt from the Post docks.

Far more dangerous but seldom found are rabid animals and
poisonous snakes. They include the rarely encountered and very
poisonous coral snake, copperhead and the more present and
dangerous cottonmouth water moccasin and eastern diamondback
rattlecsnake. These polsonous reptiles are mostly found om  the
depot golf course, at Page Ffield and Ellioctt’'s and Niver's
Beaches. They have even been killed within the confines of the
main station itself. The largest recorded rattlesnake was run
over and then killed near the Argon Trailer Park in 1981. It's
length was seven feet.

The depot is also inhabited by alligators which have been known
to venture onto the golf course and visit trainming areas. Other
wildlife include: rabbits, deer, otter, squirrels, raccoons, the
Eastern Brown Pelican, egrets and other species of wild birds.
Parris Island's wild and domestic plants, trees and shrubs are as
varied as the animal life. The base is not only historic, but is
one of the most beautiful posts of the Marime Corps. {from:
Where It All Begins; Eurgene Alvarez)

Note: After reading the above it is easily understood why the
USMC picked Parris Island as a training Base, as the Island 1is
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I covered him up with a poncho

and then, to bes sure he’'d be found,
I took his rifle and bayonet

And jabbed it into the ground.

There wasa’'t much msors that I could do.
My tribute seemed a trifle
80 I took a battered helmet
And placed it on the rifle.

Years have passed since that fateful night
And now I read his name

Carved on a marble mounment,

Enshrined on a Roll of Fame.

Yet, that helmet on a rifle
Was a far more fitting shrine
For the rifle was my brother's,
And the helmet? It was mine.

. Janrnn




THE MARINES’ HYMN

From the Halls of Montezuma
To the shores of Tripol,

We fight our country’s battles
In the air, on land, and sea.
First to fight for right and freedom
And to keep our honor clean,
We are proud to claim the title
Of United States Marines.

Our flag’s unfurl’d to every breeze
From dawn to setting sun;
We have fought in every clime and place
Where we could take a gun.
In the snow of far-off northern lands
And in sunny tropic scenes,
You will find us always on the job -
The United States Marines.

Here’s health to you and to our Corps
Which we are proud to serve;
In many a strife we've fought for life
And never lost our nerve.
If the Army and the Navy
Ever look on heaven’s scenes,
They will find the streets are guarded
By "United States Marines"!
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unfit for Human Habitation and only wild animals and creatures
can live there!

Parris Island Reflections
"Awn Op Reep....Reep Fawya Lef....!"
Exit civilian...Enter Boot
Let the other guy die for his country, you live for yours.
"You'lllll be sorreeeee!".
Sign at Parris Island "Heads", Enlisted men...the other one?
"Women and Officers”.
Yours is not to gquestion!
I'm a yardbird from Yemasee,
I called my piece a gun you see,
so woe is me, wo-ho is me™.
So here’'s to Parris Island,
the land that God forgot,
Where the sand is fourteen inches deep
and the sun is scorching hot.
{to the tune of "My Darling Clementine”)
I'm a yardbird
I'm a yardbird
I'm 3 yardbird til I die,
but I'd rather be a yardbird
than a f----- up D.I.
Line 'em up and squeeze 'em off!
Sighting, breathing, elevation, trigger squeeze and calibration.
Graduation...3B8 go to FMF, 8 to Aviation, 2 to Radar School, 4 to
Motor Transport, 3 to Sea School, 2 to Quartermaster, 1 te Pay
School, 2 to Field Music and 3 to become Cooks.

"You'll be Sorry"!
The day dawned sunny, c¢lear and beautiful. It was April one,
1945 and also Easter Sunday. Our thoughts were with loved ones
at home on this religious day. We also wondered what was on the
smoke filled hazy beach in the distant void across the water.

My Marine Corps life started in April of 1943, and of course
living on the east coast I was destined for infamous Parris
Island. It had the same reputation that Devils Island Held.

There 3is nothing I can add to +this monclogue that will be
different than the Marine boots that preceded me or that came
after I did. We marched in the Carolina sun with pith helmets
hiding our recently denuded skulls. Knock that helmet off while
maneuvering vour rifle and may the Lord help you! Needles in the
arms, two at the same time, and drilling, rifle range, spit and
polish and rifle cleaning. I cleaned mine one time with some
steel wool, It was an old rifle and I could not get that damned
rust or built in dark spots off the thing. Of course there could
be noe evidence left that I used steel wool, so¢ I cleaned 1it
thoroughly...Il thought. "What the hell is this Pierce"!?, was
what the D.I. asked with his eyes only two inches from my still
untanned white virginal face. I forget my punishment but never
ever again did I use steel wool to c¢lean anything. I also found
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out what they meant by, "You'll be sorreee’!

I rode the "Black Stallion"”, which is the Parris Island stove
which had to be set at I believe 500 degrees. I used steel wool
to shine the surface and it was permitted. I woke up outside

with 5 or 8 other Jarheads who had alsc fainted from hanging over
the black thing from shining it’s already shining surface.

Today the Boots graduate in dress blues and carry no rifle. I
watched several recent graduations and they Jjust do not hold the
same fascination that mine did. That pride...pith helmets,
boondockers all of us in our herringbone suits, rifles shining...
and that band!....Oh!, that music!....Today, the shiver runs all
over me when I hear those famous Marine Songs. Nothing in the
world equals that. It wells up 1in pride and escapes in tears.

"Should one hide the tears”? You think. Why? All the other
former Marines have dimmed eyes along with vours.

We received a 10 day leave from Parris Island and a ticket on the
soot filled railroad home. I think I had 12 hanging metal bars
on my uniform. I put them on for everything vyou could think of.
Hell, if they would have issued one for the game of Monopoly 1
would have worn it. I hate those pictures today and have cut the
bottoms off these pictures....I think in shame. After 10 days of
fooling around, girls and all in my Dad s Chevrolet, I traveled
to my next duty station, which was the Naval Ammunition Depot,
Hingham, Mass. I have never been able to ascertain how the
Marine Corps splits up Boot Camp Graduates and assigns them to
far flung places all over the United States. I believe 5 of us
went to Hingham....many to the Cherry Point Air Station in N.C..
We had heard they needed radic operators and tail gunners badly,
due to the high loss of our planes in the South Pacific. Some
went to Quantico, others to Camp Lejeune, N.C.. Anvhow, off I
went to find out what awaited me at a Naval Depot, in & place I
never heard of. The train stopped at Boston, Mass, namely South
Station and a Marine Corps bus took us to the main gate.

Talk about a Boot! Here I was, just cut of Parris Island and
dressed to the teeth in my fresh starched khaki shirt, pants and

cap. The entire base was dressed 1in dress green pants, and
kahaki shirts, no ties! I stood out like a vellow light in a
black room. I was told quickly the sappropriate dress code at

Hingham, was not what I was wearing. I could not wait toc get out
of the damned things and hoped no one weuld see me, or at least
as few as possible. It was like carrying a sign that says: I am
a boot!”.

Gear stowed, a locker stuffed with my gear, which was mostly
clothing and bunk assigned me, which was done with the aid of the
duty corporal of the guard I found myself in an upper bunk. I
had no idea who bunked beneath me. In the Corps, those seasoned,
or at a base longer than a fresh arrival always grabbed a lower
bunk. Easier to make up, dress, sit on, and, get in and out of.
A double wooden locker separated the next double bunk. A rough
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gueesg would put some 30 bunks in the wooden barracks, all upper
and lower. Not one single item was either on display or out of
place. The neatness of the room was immediately indelibly
pressed into my brain forever.

My bunkmate was & Marine by the name of "Whitey” Hayman. I was
very lucky in that Whitey was a Marine’'s Marine. He was very
neat, orderly, sharp as a tack and easily understood when he
pointed ocut, "this is the way we do it”. Whitey was a horse
Marine, there being 20 or so horse’s on the depot. My entire
time there, the odor of "horse” never let me for a second. I
don't- care how often Whitey washed his c¢lothes, +the horse
remained. Whitey would g0 into combat with me on Okinawa and was
wounded at Sugar Loaf Hill, but was assigned to the Z2nd Marine
Reg't., while I would eventually end up in the 28th Marine
Reg't.. We were all "Hingham Marines" as we would always call
ourselves whenever we could get together on Guadalcanal and the
island of Guam.

I became a Marine at Hingham. My dress improved. The tin medals
went into the trash. A beautiful sharp visor cap replaced the
old, so called "piss cutter”, the 1little triangular, hated cap
issued to us and to Marines to this day. A Reising Sub Machine
Gun was issued to me and hung with all the other Reisings at the
foot of the bed posts. We buckled the strap through the iren bar
to prevent accidentally knocking off the gun (I can call it a gun

as it is not a rifle) to the floor. It was a terrible weapon,
and fared very poorly in combat on the canal and other Pacific
hell holes. Drilling with the damned things was almost

impossible, and to march with it on your shoulder or other close
order drills, it became a stupid disorderly function. We missed
the M~1 as a drill weapon. We did get an .03 for duty as pall
bearers or in firing at the cemetery when some poor soul of a
Marine, or his remains were returned for burial in his hometown.
We buried many in the 8 months of duty I had in New England.

Duty was a five hour watch, not the usual four that Marine and
Navy units usually hold to. Summer time was not too bad walking
a post a good 5 miles out into the depot woods. Mounds of grass
covered concrete vaults, stowed with naval ammunition of all
sorts, dotted 10 square miles of the depot. Horse MHarines and
jeep patrols covered the fence area, and walking Marines covered
various areas called ‘“"post 8", "post 10" and the 1like. I had
post 6 and never changed it in eight months except for temporary
duty to a jeep. The temporary duty did not last long, as each
time, I would screw up either a challenge with and officer or
destroy a Jjeep tire in the snow by driving over a hidden rail
road track! Oh well, that’s the way it goes. Duty was one day
on watch and one day off. Between the liberty and the watch, our
average per night sleep must have been 4 hours or sco.

At Hingham, I met Dom Spitale, Marty Sokoloff, Lec 0O0'Brien and
Ski Kalinowski. Leo had a set of dress blues and for the first
and only time of my Marine life, he let me borrow his and I got



and only time of my Marine 1life, he let me borrow his and I got
to feel 1like a real live Marine! I still thank Leo to this day.
We still meet and write each other, some 47 years later. Only
Leo left us by volunteering for air duty. He was sent to Cherry
peint and spent the rest of his war in the rear of an SBD dive
bomber as a tail gunner. He =pent & year or two in the Pacific
and was assigned, after the war, to Teintsin, China, and returned
unharmed. Both Leo {(on a sax) and I (on a piano) would take over
the band at the 1local USO clubs and other servicemen would Jjoin
un for a Jam session. I guess it sounded good... I do know it
was loud! I played by ear, having never taken a lesson . You
have to hear what note you strike to be able to sense where your
next note will be struck. I think I guessed correctly only half
the time!

We cleaned barracks guard rooms, inspected cars leaving the base,
put up the Flag, took down the Flag, caught mess duty once for 30
days and got no liberty. The base was short handed, so to get
home you had to pay someone. 1 did manage a 72 hour pass once,
but I paid for it by double guard duty. We attended a 1lot of
weapon instructional sessions. At times we had 5 weapons apart
in front of us, and we were told to put then
together...blindfolded! After awhile you could sense a part by
touch, or when the instructor was not looking, one of us would
stick a part in the others hand, or nudge it to his knee. We did
stick together, we Marines.

Liberty was the towns of Quincy, Dorchester, Boston and Nantasket
Beach. The New England people were marvelous to all servicemen
and many a Sunday dinner was in one of their homes. They would
pick 3 or 4 up and drop us back off after dinner. We always
hoped they had beautiful daughters for us to meet, but usually
our luck was not that good.

After a2 wild ride on Whitey’'s horse one day, the damned animal
going berserk with me aboard, I swore I would never get on
another horse as long as I lived. I didn't. That animal went
over 2 miles into the woods, with me hanging on the pommel, feet
out of the stirrups, hat gone and my head missing tree limbs by
inches. A1l Whitey c¢ould do later was laugh, along with the
octher Horse Marines who hooted and derided me for riding 1like an
indian. Indian Hell...I just wanted to survive!

While there, Ski was notified his brother was killed as s member
of the U.S. Army, in combat in Europe. He took it terribly hard,
and we helped him with all we could think of by our closeness to
each other and by taking care of him when he was so damn drunk he
couldn’'t walk. Don’t worry about Ski though, as later on in this
story you will see that no finer Marine ever was in the Corps
than my buddy Ski. :

Another incident of note is Dom Spitale, when he was sbout to go
on guard duty. He was in a Jeep as assistant driver and they
wore a .45 cal. pistol. The pistols would be placed on & table



in the gusrd room with the slide back, which opened the pistol
and a full clip of .45 ammo beside the weapon. You picked up the
.45, let the slide forward, pulled the trigger for safety and
then locaded the clip. Dom, picked up the .45, loaded the clip,
let the slide forward, which now put a round into the chamber and
pulled the trigger! The result was a loud bang...and I mean a
loud one! The shot went through the guard wall, crossed a
hallway, entered the movie theater where I sat with about 100 or
more watching some damned movie with Gary Cooper in it. A small
black dot lodged the silver movie screen, after travelling 3 feet
or so over evervone's head. Where Gary Cooper had stood on the
screen, a small bullet hole moved over poor Gary’'s body from
right to left and back! Dom was thrown in the brig. The guard
is now in the brig! That s a switch most unusual. He was given
20 days bread and water. The brig was in the guard rcom so Dom
was behind bars, but available for us to sneak food to or talk
with whenever we could without being seen. He came out of that
brig the best fed Marine on the damned base! He gained weight in
the brig! Man, Marines do stick together!

Qur orders came 1in April of 1944 +to embark for Camp Lejeune,
N.C.. We were driven to South Street Station, placed in rail
Pullman Cars and sent on our way. Another great buddy, Bob Henn
joined us. I cannot 1locate Bob to this day and wish that I
could. ©Ski, Marty and Dom went with us, along with 8 or more
Hingham Marines. The cars were quite nice, we being assigned two
to a Pullman room. I remember one thing...we never ran out of
booze that entire trip.

The th Marine Regime
Historical Note: The 1st Battalion 29th, had landed with the 2nd
and 4th Marine Divisions on the island of Saipan. They
distinguished themselves at Mt. Tapotchau, walking through the
prone 27th Army Division who had refused to advance. Later on in
this story, we will run intoc the 27th Army Division again, on

Okinawa. We will find that they did not improve with age, or
another commander. The Marines took the heights and kept
advancing. The Army General Smith was relieved by the Harine
Corps General "Howling Mad" Smith. Needless to say this created

a row in the Army and the floor in the House in Congress, etc..
The order stood though and the Army General, never returned. to
combat to lead any other trcops in WW II. We now formed the 2nd
and the 3rd battalions of the regiment. The 28th was the last
Marine Regiment formed during the war and received intense
training before assignment overseas. They fired more ammo on the
rifle range, set up to shoot at moving targets, night firing,
etc. The Marines who formed the two battalions were camped st a
place called Tent City, 4 to 6 men to a tent. Tent city is still
there today at Camp Lejeune but is now concrete buildings. Each
building has the letters "TC" painted on the building along with
the building Number, ie, "TC 14", Some things never die,
especially in the Corps.

For ressons I have never learned, we Marines from Hingham were
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assigned to the Weapons Company of the Regiment. I presumed our
varied training at Hingham, with all kinds of small arms had
something to do with it. It was here we met friends for life;
Jack Dempsey from Cleveland, Ohio, and Howie "Georgie Boy”
George. We are friends to this day and see each other whenever
possible. Howie would go into combat with me as a foxhole buddy.
Jack would be in another platoon, the 3rd, but constantly in
touch. Ski, Marty and Dom, along with Howie and I would become
part of the 2nd platoon. Each platoon was 30 men or so with a
Platcon S5gt., and & Lieutenant commanding the platoon.

The Wespons Company consisted of tanks which were of the type
where there were no turrets. A 105mm gun rested in the tank
body, thus the tank was "open". Four 37mm’'s, a small wheeled
anti-tank gun firing high explosive shells, armor piercing shells
and canister shells. The canister consisted of 500 small ball-
bearing type pellets and could turn a wave of Japanese into
chopped meat if fired into a close group of then. Machine guns,
which were =sair cooled, .30 cal. and 50 cal.. and some bazocoka’'s
made up the rest of the armament of the Company.

He were allowed to select the weapon we would like to be assigned
to and that was easy if one used the process of elimination. My
brother Matt, was in the U.S5. Army Ordinance and had always
warned me of what the inside of a tank would be like when a shell
bounced arocund in there 50 or more times. Also we all knew the
problems on Guadalcanal of a Jap tossing or dropping a grenade
from a palm tree into the open back of a 75mm half-track. The
Marines had opted to get rid of all the half-tracks as they
proved not up to the task. Machine gunners rate of casualty was
alsoc well known to us. The Nips would salways go after the
Machine guns and heavy mortar attacks were always directed
towards thenm.

¥e noticed the 37mm’'s were pulled by 4x4 trucks, so that did it!
"Oh boy", we thought..."No more hiking"! What a surprise we were
in for. All of the Hingham boys selected duty on the 37's and
Ski was assigned to driving the truck. Actuzlly we all would get
turns at driving, some were more proficient at handling the truck
than others, such as myself. We trained on the gun without
firing for a good week or more. Bore sighted the barrel and
switched positions so &8ll would know each others duties in the
event of a casualty in crew.

We were taken to the range at s later date and fired at tanks -

pulled along a path with cables. For some reason or other I got
quite good at firing the gun and could put tracer shots, armor
piercing shells, right into the tank. They usually hit and
careened into the air. The duty was hot, sweaty and thorough.

Liberty, once in awhile consisted of busing over to the USO Club,
a wooden building with no air conditioning, and 15 or so girls to
dance with. To wait in line for a dance could be over one hour,
as there were 100°'s of Marines +trying their luck. As far as I
know their luck was lousy. We did get over to Wilmington, N.C.
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once and that proved a dud. There was nothing to do but drink.
The USO Club in Jacksonville is still there to this day.

One 1little trick we used to do was to cut holes 1n a watermelon
and fill it with cheap rot gut moonshine, readily available and
always around the Hill Billy Marines, who were part of our
outfit. We would then proceed to eat the watermelon. Needless
to say watermelon fights would take place and before long our
place was a shambles of pits, rinds and crushed melon. Juice ran
from our hair to our toes and the tent and everything in it was
in shambles. When we scobered up we self-policed our tent aresa,
and no one told us to c¢lean things up as I had no idea where
anyone in authority was...probably all were on liberty somewhere
in those pinelands. If anyone could find any girl out there he
should have been assigned to our reconnaissance company.

On one weekend we selected a8 small sailing boat which was
available to Marines for so called recreation on the base. Off
went four idiots, knowing nothing about sailing, off the sandy
beach into the bay. Without making the story long, it was also
not long before all four Jarheads were in the drink, hanging onto
the upside down small sailboat. We managed to get it upright and
I sailed it ashore, as I had the only so called experience,
having gone to my parents lake house in Pennsylvania during vy
childhood. I do not ever recall being on a ssailboat but I
bluffed my way into command and got us ashore. My great friend,
Sgt. Ski, laughs with me to this day when we relate that story.

In 2 few days we embarked on Pullman troop cars and entrained for
points west. Destination was Camp Pendelton, Calif.. The train
ride was awful! Huge billowing clouds of black soot filling the
cars. The heads (bathrooms to you civilians reading this) were
the most disgraceful, dirty, filthy, infested and infected crap
houses I had ever seen. We did stop inroute at wvarious transit
restaurants, why those people would put up with those dirty,
hundreds of Marines I will never know. I suppose the Gov’'t chit
for the troops to be fed was the motivation.

Camp Pendelton, Calif.
Dutside of getting our gquarters, which were long wooden barracks,
our weapons from the yards nearby, all we really did was prepare

everything for export. Qur 28th Regiment was assigned an
identification marker which was a round white circle with your
company letter within the circle. We [Weapons Company)] had a

dark green letter "W" within the white circle., This was painted
on every truck, gun, box, but no HMarines. We had to stencil
every single piece of clothing possible, even our undies (called

skivvies in Marine 1lingo) with our name. We were given an ink
pad and a small stamp with our name on it. We stamped all we
owned, even the insides of our shoes! We had no idea why all

this fuss was made,and every sergeant supervised us to make sure
it was done. We later found out that in the event you were blown
to pieces (nice thought) perhaps they would find a part of you
with your name on it. How nice!
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We cosmolined {a material used as a lubricant and used to prevent
rust on metal surfaces] everything, boxed it, crated it and
loaded all we could aboard our 4x4 trucks (four wheels total).
During evenings we drove all the material to the waiting ships at
the piers located in the city. To me, the ships were the largest
damned things I had ever seen. They 1looked beautiful to me lit
up and all, I enjoy seeing a ship with lights on at night, as I
did all my 1life having worked in the steamship industry. The
ships seemed to me to be 8ll dressed up. We worked like dogs
unloading all the damned stuff a Marine Company needs, owns or
has commandeered for himself.

Orie evening we goofed off and got one of the drivers, a Marine,
off one of the trucks to drop us cutside the Navy gate and pick
us up onn  his next run. We found a bar nearby and no questions

were asked. They did ask me for my I.D. card. Because 1 was
always asked, a borrowed I.D. always got me a beer or so. We
were lucky we were never caught. Being on liberty in Marine

fatigues (work eclothing) is not thought of highly by Marine
authorities. We got away with it, but if we had been caught, we
would have peeled onions on board ship for the rest of the war!

We Sail For Points Unknown

We hauled our young determined bodies up the long gangplank, csaa
bags which to me weighed a ton over one shoulder, an M-1 rifle
slung over the other and a helmet that seemed to always get
canted too much over one eve or ear. We descended ladders
(stairs) to our new home down in the ship’'s depths and it seemed
we went down forever. They simply counted us off about 30 or so
Marines, to a square steel floor and walled compartment. This
was a cheap cruise and we had no porthole! The bunks were four
high and for some reason my count was the upper one. If you ever
fell out you would be killed, eor at least have your bones broken.
I slept with both hands holding onto the canvas, so called
mattress. A piece of canvas roped to the railings. I slept on
deck as often as possible.

The ship had a number but I cannot reecall it. The ship was named
the USS General Morton and the Navy assigned a number in the
1000°s to liberty ships and were mass produced so the peons like
me could get to a war! They were called APA°s and the number was
painted on the bow. 1 heard the ship leave port and we could not
go teopside. I guess because we would be in the way of the
sailors doing the required things to get the ship into the
convoy. We later went topside in a long line, so we could then
go back down again to the mess hall. The chow was good and you
could eat all you wanted if you cared to get back in the line.
None of us did so as it was so damn long. No wonder we left the
service and said..."No more lines...I’'ll never stand in a line
again”! For many years, I stayed true to my words.

Our group found places on the deck to sleep, which was not easy
as Marines lay every place there was a space. Some of us slept
on “1I" beams or deck covers, or inside gun mounts. The next day



was beautiful and I was thrilled to see the ocean, the waves now
slight, and the flying fish. I 1looked for the convoy of

ships...nowhere...we were alone! It is hard to believe but we
did sail alocne. I think it was because we had broken the
Japanese code long ago and knew where the Japanese ships
were...whatever...it did give us a nervous feeling as all of us

were inexperienced in the ways of the sea...even though we were
called Marines...soldiers of the sea!

We cleaned our rifles all day long. If not a rifle the machine
guns. If not the machine guns, your K-Bar knife, some sharpened
it on the steel deck till they could actually shave with the
thing. We test fired the machine guns out over the ocean and did
receive some training on handling a 20mm anti-aircraft gun. The
20mm was fun except for one thing. I had the damnedest time
lifting the fully loaded magazine up to the gun. I used a knee
to swing the huge canister of ammo up to the loading point and
hoped no one noticed it was at my absolute lifting weight limit.
Some of our muscled guys swung them up like a carton of Christmas
bulbs. Not me...I busted my gut lifting them!

It was June of 1944 when we ssailed and the battle of Saipan in
the Mariana Islands was underway, our lst Battalion, 28th was
there and we got word that we were on the way to get 1into the
battle. Some of the troops there were reportedly shot up badly
or needed rest and relief. In due time our ship approached
Saipan and Ereat anticipation ran amongst us as
to...hey...combat...a guy could get killed!

Then the word was passed that the island was so full of disease

from the dead...the sickly...etc. that we would not land. The
island was declared secured and our ship set sail across the blue
Pacific for God only knew where. It turned out we were aimed at

the island of Guadalcanal. The battle for the canal was long
since over with, so someone in higher echelons figured since it
is full of jungles, has no buildings, is loaded with all kinds of
malaria, bugs, tropical rains and squalls, that it would be ideal
for = bunch of dumb ass Marines to train there. All training
areas for Marines are first scouted to see if human 1life can
prevail within the area under consideration. When they find out
no one can possibly live there, they declare...this 1is the
place...put the camp here!

Guadalcanal...Island Of Ghosts

More days at sea, which by now were boring, brought us eventusally
to anchor off of the canal. Surrounding islands loomed out of
the waters and it was incredibly beawutiful to behold. Gne
thought of Tahiti, or Hawaii, or some movie you had seen with
Esther Williams swimming around the palm trees. We anchored asnd
from the ships rail, crowded with the craning necks of the
Marines, one could see the breakers bresking on the white sandy
beach. A Misty rain started and we were ordered to embark into
US Army Ducks, which were small truck-like vehicles that could



move on water and also wheeled for land use. Later on in the
war, they got rid of all of them as they proved to be unstable
and completely unsafe as they swamped in any kind of running sea.

Down the rope ladders to the waiting DUKWS, A very difficult
climb. Anyone thinks going down those damned ladders is easy try
it with the ship rolling, with full packs and gear, helmets,
rifles...you name it! We made it to shore safely and were
directed to an area about 100 yards from the beach. We were told
to make camp here, so we bedded down still wet from the misting
rain, for what was a lousy nights sleep. All one could hear were
the jungle birds and noises I had never heard in my life. I knew
the Japs were going to attack us, yet there were no Japanese seen
on the island for at least a year or more,. The only one’'s we
were to see were long dead, their skeletons rising from their
shallow sandy graves.

We actually made camp where we first disembarked. Tents were
pitched, road areas staked off, trucks parked in the area, all
lined up, tanks in their area, and the good old mess hall set up
in a large tent. For weeks the tents for us stayed, but a wooden
mess hall with canvas sides was erected. One lousy Jjob we got
was the desire for our captain to have all the pathways between
the tents and the officers area layered with gravel. We shoveled
more damned loads into trucks than the WPA did during the
depression. We raised hell with one Sarge whose name was Bender.
We called him "goony bird"” Bender because he had been on Midway
Island for months. The recreation there was counting the goony
bird population that inhabited the island.

The "Goony Bird" Sarge had four of us shoveling at the same time
in 110 degree heat. We constantly hit easch cother with shovel
edges or the beach gravel. I got pissed and told the Sarge to
rest two and shovel the other two. He put me on EPD immedisately
which is extra police duty. I had to fill the water truck for =a
month. Believe me, I gave that SOB a wide birth after that. He
was definitely coo-coo. Actually, when we got to Okinawa, he was
relieved and sent home after only 10 days or =o. He kept
ordering us to attack that hill and attack that house and attack
my &ss...the SOB was cracked and the sooner he got to the States
the better.

We were to spend 10 months or more on the Island. Advantages
were the great swimming. Abundant shells could be gathered and
all of us must have a had sack of shells. After a few months we
threw them =sll1 back in the ocean. We had movies, but had to
drive a good 5 miles to get there. Qur loony Lt. Col., whose
name was Vietor J. Bleasdale, was a nut on having us button our
shirts

to the collar, wear hats at all times, button our cuffs down to
the wrists, tuck ocur pants into our socks etec. as this cuts down
the amount of skin a mosguito can bite...Is he Lkidding? they
would get you when you slept with your feet and arms out. They
got all of us. Not one Marine left that Island who did not have
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csome form of Malaria later on, or later in their lives. While on
sickness, we contracted huge bulbous pimples under our arms,

between our legs, etc.. These were painted with a purple
sclution. Everything was painted purple, even if you had =
splinter! Some got encephalitis, which is the swelling of your
genitals. Few got it and they all were sent home. We took
atabrine tablets daily. The rumor factory had it that it made

you sterile, so we threw them away. They fixed that quickly by
having a Corpsman stand at the mess hall entrance and throw the
tablet down your throat. We all eventually turned a yellow color
which was the color of the atabrine tablet. I guess it prevented
malaria...l really do not know.

We trained hard. Most of cur training was with the 2nd Battalion
[26th Marines] as we were in the 2nd platoon, so our support
would go to them if they requested additional or special
firepower. We met great Marines and made many close friends with
those wonderful warriors. The 2nd 1lost a tremendous number of
men on Sugar Loaf Hill...but that story later.

One of the training procedures was roaring in with the
truck...jumping off...unhooking the 37...roll it into =action,
load and fire! They timed us. Funny...we never did that once in
combat! It was all a total waste of time. We did get to fire
over our infantry advancing and they forced our shots to be
closer...and closer over the heads of our advancing friends. We
were scared stiff to pull the trigger in the even one fell short.
Our aim was fantastic and we could put shell after shell into
bunkers built for our training. Some of our high explesive would
hit and not explode. One Marine came by our gun and asked for an
empty 37 canister. We said, "sure, take all you want". We must
have had hundreds laying around the gun. He took one with him
and we found out later he had found an unexploded H.E. shell,
thought 1t was an armor piercing round. He sat in the tent and
put the shell into the canister and hit it with his entrenching
tool. The result was he blew off his legs and testicles.
Naturally an investigation ensued, but it. never did get to
faulting us. Extra training went into shell identification and
still accidents galore happened all the time.

There Is A Rebel In Every Boy
Whenever we got a chance, we would pile into Ski’'s truck and head
down to the Sea Bee Base at the end of the island. Their chow
and unbelievable ice cream and their hospitality to Harines who
they respected, was fantastic. Likewise we respected them.

While at that end of the island, we examined the Japanese ships
that had been purposely run aground during the Guadalcanal
battle. In that manner, the troops who were aboard the ship got
ashore before our planes or naval gun fire could put them on the
bottom of ship laden "Iron Bottom Sound". So many ships, both
Jap and ours were sunk there during the battle in that area that
henceforth the name "Iron Bottom”, stuck forever. Near the ship,
now rusting and forlorn was an old Japanese burial ground.
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Bulldozers had scraped a coconut grove down 3 feet and pushed
into the ground hundreds upon hundreds of dead Japanese soldiers.
We found ourselves walking among the dead and suddenly realized
we were actually walking on skulls! Needless to say, we all got
to hell out of there. 1Island of ghosts...Yes!

After the war, I ran into & Soldier who had been at the Canal, A

member of the Americale Division. They came ashore to relieve
the battle weary, sick Marines and did see action against the die
hard Nips at this end of the island. He told me a story I never

forgot. He mentioned a Lt. of the Division got the idea to pour
aviation gas on the rotting corpses, whose odor and smell was
revalting to all, in crder to expedite the burial. The gas went
on and over all the Nips and then the Lt. said; "Stand back"! He
lit a match to throw it onto the gas laden corpses and he was
never seen again! He expired right at that instant, burnt to =a
crisp by the fumes of the highly octaned aviation gas! He joined
the Japanese in their burial ground.

We usually washed our Weapons Co. trucks in a very shallow but
wide river, the name of which escapes me. It could have been the
Lunga. A large sign a 100 yards up the river exclaimed to all:
"No Militsry Perzconnel Beyond This Point"! It was put there to
prevent us from going up to rape and molest the black women and
babies! Are you kidding? They were the ugliest, half naked
things you ever did see. If looking at them and their dangling
belt high tits got one aroused...God only help him! Not knowing
why, this one time we decided, like any bored Marine, to go sight
seeing. Up the river we went! The driver was me and along went
Ski, Ziggy and I belisve Howie. After a mile or so the truck
entered a cliff area and natives waved down at the unaccustomed
sight of a military truck on their highway...The river. We waved
back, and down went the truck! The natives had dug a swimming
hole! The hood disappeared and ole Willy was pumping away at the
gas pedal to salvage the now sputtering engine. Water was flying
off the fan and I Jjust had that sinking (good choice of za word)
feeling that this was not going too good. We had it! The Damned
truck sputtered out and now the feour of us were 1in serious
trouble unless we could get out of here undetected. Ski
volunteered to go back for a tow truck and he rapidly marched off
down the river. In a couple of hours it started to get real dark
and we all decided to march back down to civilization. We had no
weapons with us and suspected that either die hard remaining
Japs, and there still, or the natives, would cut our young
throats. We set off and a little bit further down the river we

could see tow headlights coming toward us. It is the Captain of
our Company...Peepsight! Ski is with him and s Sgt.. The
Captain screams, shouting; - "Who in hell 1is in charge here"?
Meekly I answer, I am...Sir". The Captain talked on,
"Abandoning government property...your under arrest...Sgt....lock
him up"!

We were loaded into the crowded jeep somehow, taken back up to
the truck where ski was let to guard it. Ski turned out to be




the hero by saying he noticed one of our trucks missing and that
we should look for it where 1last seen...in the river getting
washed! My good old buddy...The captain loved Ski...he could do
no wrong, but old Billy Boy was now in deep doo doo! I was taken
to my tent under guard, all Marines oogling and asking each
other..."What happened"? I got shaving gear, toothbrush and,
under armed gusrd was taken to the Division brig.

The brig was a large quonset hut type building and I was given a
bunk in a separate room with two other Jarheads in there for some
reason or other. My thoughts ran...can't be too bad...I can live
here easily. The next morning I was ordered to shower, shave and
dress for a court martial. Driven to Col. Victor Bleasdale's
wooden hut of & building I was ushered in and brought before,
what to us was God. 1 stood at attention when he read a bunch of
stuff on me and I was sure only the electric chair could save me
from being hung! The result was I was sentenced to 5 days bread
and water. That 1is the worst sentence you can receive becauss
during the 5§ days, vyoun do not eat a thing but the bread and
water. Any other sentence, such as 10 days or 15 days, they must
feed you three sguare meals every third day. In my case I was
condemned to starvation on "Ghost Islsasnd". Maybe I wouldn’t
survive and I'd Jjoin the Japanese in their death pit. The other
3 Marines got 30 days police duty (street cleaners, etc.) and
since I was in charge, I got leveled.

I had thought the prison to be adequate and I had no ides that
behind the door at the end of the temporary quarters they had
held me in, lay the real prison! I was driven back, ushered
through that door and a sight hit me which I will never ever
forget. It was a courtyard, with a high wire fence and along the
fencing were dog pens! Yes, dog pens, they had built with 2x4’s,
for the framework and covered the frame with canvas. Each pen
had a canvas roof, sides and a chicken wire framed gate which was
hinged at the top. The gate was opened and you crouched to enter
the approximate 4 1/2 foot high prison. You sat on a couple of

pieces of wood nailed together on 4 small blocks. That was
thoughtful of them as they did not want our little behinds hurt
by the sand! We were allowed to take off our Jjackets but

trousers remained as well as socks and boots. It is hard for me
to say what the heat was inside those boxes but if the heat
outside was 100 to 120 degrees, what could it have been? They
delivered one canteen of water and three pieces of white bread

for each of my three daily meals. A gourmet restaurant it
wasn’'t. An old gunny had told me not to eat the white part but
enly the crust. In this way supposedly, the white part of the

bread could not form into a concrete ball in my belly. The guy
next door to me was a young Marine and he was starving and we
contrived to dig under the 2x4 between us. This being done I
slid him all of the white bread for his brown crust. Two days
later they took him on a cot to sick bay and I never saw him
again. I often wonder if he survived later on, ie the combat on
Okinawa. We showered daily, shaved, got led back from the head
and sat in our cribs all day long. Each evening you had to make
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up one of these God forsaken wooden cots that Einstein couldn't
assemble. They opened your cell gate, placed the cot inside and
you slept with your head ocutside the canvas prison, as it was too
short a prison pen to allew a B8 foot cot inside, lengthwise.

Great buddies of mine braved their own court martials by slipping
Milky Ways, or some kind of candy thru or over the fence to me.
If it was chocolate, I ended up licking the psaper and perhaps
even ate the paper 1 was so damn hungry.

After five days, "The Bridge On The River Kwai", opened up and
let me free,. I got back by Jjeep te the tent area and it was
completely empty, the Company was out somewhere, maybe someone
was trying for a marathon hike or some other torture, so the
place was empty. I sauntered into the mess hall and a friend I
knew 85 a cook set down for me the best bowl of chicken soup I
ever tasted. Man that was good. Half way thru the scup a voice
barks, "what the hell are you doin’ here...Marine"! It's our
bastard Lt. and he now orders me to an examination at sick bay,
which is our company corpsman, not a hospital. I wander off, find
a corpsman, get examined and go to the tent. I fell asleep and
my buddies now returned, wake me up so I could hear their horror
story and I tell them mine.

Mine you know...but theirs? Somecone gets the brilliant idea to
build an obstacle course in the jungles of the Canal. 1Tt is hard
to believe isn’'t it? The Company was told to 1leave all their
weapons in their tents and when they got to the jump off point
they were given old .03 rifles, cords for a sling,and teold to
start running down this path. They proceed to tell me, "Tomorrow
they are going to do it again! They looked awful, muddy, tired,
sweaty...just awful.

The next day they take us out there and I go off number 15 or so.
You would think that just out of the Jail, 15 1lbs. or so loss in
weight - (hell, I only weighed 140 1lbs. to start with) that one

would be excused. Not the Marine Corps...nope...not the Corps.
The path twistz and there is a pool with ©§ Marines up to their
necks in mud. I leap over them. Another pool. I skirt it. It

just seemed no matter what I encountered, I got around or over it
and sometimes even swinging on ropes that others had slithered

off into the awaiting muck that sucked them tight! I ran, I
leaped, I jumped. Getting to the end was a good mile run by the
jeep wide road, all the way to the start. Cpls. and Sgt’'s. were

stationed along the way to see vyou don’'t crawl off into the
jungle and hide. On the road had to be 14 to 20 HMarines all
panting, sitting there, muddy, sweaty...you name it. Along comes
me...old golden boy...nice clean outfit, shiny weapon and not
puffing. Every guy lying there was a tried and true Chesterfield
or Lucky smoker. (we preferred camels but they were sparse to
come by) I got back first. Hoo-ray...Il won...I thought. To
greet me is, guess who? The rat bastard Lt. of ours! "Where'd
you hide...goof-off? No answer from me. He had one..."Run it
again” I took off again and did the same heroics except for two
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things: I rubbed dirt, sand and mud all over me wWhen no one was
looking and I sat on the road with the other "exhausted” Jarheads
and acted just like they did. Live and learn they say.

While on the Canal we had s NRavy ammunition ship blow up. The
noise was heard for miles, we had to be 10 miles from the point
of the explosion. A wind of high speed whipped throughout our
tent area. We knew something blew and only learned later on it
was an ammo ship. At the last reunion I attended, (8/25/82,
Pigeon Forge, Tenn., ©&th Marine Division) I met a Marine, Jack
Trudeau, who told me he was only one of two guys that survived in
a sguad of 50 Marines. He tells me they were brought out to a

pier on the Canal and were to be taken aboard and ammo ship to
help unload it. The Sgt. told Jack and one other Harine to stay
ashore as guards for the vehicles that brought them to the pier.
The 48, including the Sarge went out +to the ammo ship. They
vanished along with all sailors, officers and the parts and
pieces of that doomed =hip. He menticned to me also that he was
given, with the other Marine, the task of getting all the
personal effects from the sea bags of the dead MHarines, to send
home to their loved ones. Hell of & Story!

Yes, it was an Island of Ghosts. More 1lives were lost in
training and sccidents than vyou can believe. There are several
Marines who died on their cots by a bullet coming thru the tent
ceiling! Some ass hole would go off into the jungle for target
shooting and the over carry would end up on & down angle for some
poor slob of a Marine! Semper fi.

A Grand Farewell '
We had been there a good six months, so far, and boredom was fast
winning the battle with us.

We formed a company football team so we could challenge other
companies for the championship. The team consisted of seven men,
no equipment and was called "touch"” football. They had to be
kidding. We had more bruises, bloody noses and countless black
and blue marks...more than on a real football team. I played

quarter back. I guess it came from my ability to throw a
baseball. Signals in the huddle went this way: "we run right on
signal three...all of you bums block to the left"! Anyhow we won

a couple of games and Jlost the championship game with "A"
Company, 1lst Battalion, by a disputed call. Ski, Howie, Jack and
Dom, were all part of the team and they all seemed to thrive on
slamming into =a fellow Msrine and pushing him, blocking
him...everything short of biting!

At one point there were numercus fist fights within the Company.
The officers let the fights €0 as they must have thought, "its
just simply Marines working off their tensions”. . One day
Dominic, the "Coco-Head", was working over Z2iggy Zelenak. Zig
was pretty small compared to Spitale so I said to him, "Pick on
someone your own size". Why 1 said that I will never know as
Spitale outweighed me by 30 pounds. Anyhow, he challenged me to
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Etep outside. Qut we went to a cleared area, stripped off the
shirt and were ready to go at it. An immediate ring of Marines
squared around us. I would +think the entire 2000 men were
assembled within two minutes of the challenge. My cornermen
advised me to get the first shot in on him...so out I went, right
hand cocked. I think it got half way to his head, when I woke up
face down on the sand. He hit me with his left hand. He was a
southpaw! He gave me some trouble, as his arms were as long as a

gorilla. He really was a "Dead End" kid and although from
upstate New York, you would swear he came from Brooklyn. We
punched each other around and then, one of our guys in my corner,
as I passed by told me to duck more and work on his gut. I
followed the instructions to the letter, as anything was better
than bleeding to death. It worked to =8 tee as he smoked a lot
and was not in shape like I was. As a runner in school, I guess
I could run 10 miles and not breathe heavy. Anyhow, down he
went. He said as he got to his knees, "I give up...l give

up...that’'s it!, and on his knees backhanded me across the nose.
I bled like a pig. The intense hatred I felt at that point made

me into some kind of a mad man. I punched in machine gun
staccato. Down he went again and this time he crawled
away...beaten! My guys mobbed me, got me cleaned, towled me,
watered me...and congratulations were everywhere. The outcome
was, my nose never stopped bleeding for two days. I finally went
to a8 doctor and was hospitalized immediately. They got it

stopped somehow but to this day my nose is slightly out of
kilter! I still see old "Coco Head" to this day and believe me,
his nickname was perfect for him. You will attest to that when I
relate further on in this story of what happens to Dom, when on
Okinawa.

We got orders to start packing and all packing was to be combat
ready. All useless stuff went on the ship first and went deep
inte the holds of the gray Navy transports. The immediate
weaponry went on last. Of course the most important of all, we,
the Marines, went on after everything else. The transports were
loaded with material of all sorts on their decks.

We had, at one time months ago, placed a used and empty carboy in
a hole in our tent ares. A carboy is a huge bottle and today
they are used to make gardens inside a bottle. I believe acid
was originally shipped in these bottles...we did wash them out
pretty good. One of the Hill Billy cooks supplied ocne of our
Alabama guys named Graham with all the yeast, raisins, etc. This
would mold in the ground and form some kind of aleohol which we
all hoped would get us drunk and mercifully not kill us. We dug
it up one night and passed out this 1liguid that came ocut of the

bottle as thick as milk! We drank out of the canteen cup and
before I got even half-way down the cup, I recall two guys
holding me and chanting...one...two...three... and heaved me into

my cot! I was gone...drunk...out of it...man, did that stuff hit
us. I never knew what else happened, but when I awoke, the tent
was in shambles and all Marines gone to who knows where, except
for our own six guys. They were all on their backs, asleep...and
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drunk as hound dogs! It was a good party while it lasted, which
for me was 10 minutes!

We loaded the ship...pulled anchor and drifted past silent,
beautiful, green palm tree laden islands to a place...God only
knows where...we don't.

This time we had company. There had to be 30 ships surrounding
us. Destroyers, transports and LST's all braking waves at their
bows...the destroyers darting around like moths around a light.
Blinking lights, a complete mystery to those of us that Kknew
Morse Code, blinked incessantly at each other. We were off!

Goodbye, 0ld Island Of Ghosts...there had to be someplace better!
If only we knew!

Okinawa Shima
The gray painted transport ship, the APA Clymer, plowed its way
across the awe inspiring blue colored ocean. 1 had never seen
such a blue as the Pacific. If you sail the Atlantiec, the ocean
is a gray color. The Pacific is as blue as the sky.

Our quarters were the typical 5 bunks or so high and cramped to
say the least. We did try to sleep on deck as often as possible,
for the sir, and Jjust to get sway from the damned crowded =mrea.
We owned only what we took aboard. Seabags were packed and left
at the Canal and we all wondered 1f we would ever see the
faithful stuffed seabag again. We went aboard with double packs
full of clothes, shaving gear, personal possessions and that was
it. Time on the ship was spent sharpening knives on the steel
deck as well as bayonets, gambling and just 1loafing. Todays
Marines chip paint when aboard, but we watched the sailors do
that after they were piped by the shrill pipe the boatswain blew.
The familiar cry..."Now hear this...all Marines go to their
guarters...or...clean and sweep down fore and aft", would stay inm
our memories forever and was blasted to us from the ship’'s

loudspeskers. We did do a 1little training on the ship’'s 20nmm
anti-aircraft guns, 1 now being able to 1lift the damned ammo
tins. I must have gained strength and weight with all the navy

beans for breakfast, I know I, and plenty of others gained plenty
of air!

We stopped at an Island called Mog Mog in the Ulithi Island
group. This was a staging area for the Navy and ships of all
kinds covered the ocean as far as the eye could see. You
wondered how anycne could ever declare war agsinst us if they had
only viewed that mass of naval might arrayed there. They took
the Marines ashore for 2 cans of beer (warm) and softball
games,etc. Most of the time, fights broke out with the sailors
and Marines. Certain types seemed to be always gunning for the
other gervices, Army or Sailors and start a fight with them.
They were always broken up quickly by the MP's or SP’'s that were
on the Island mainly fer that purpose.
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Back aboard we pulled anchor in the morning and then Jjoined the
convoy enroute to...none of knew where. We had not been told yet
where we were to be landed. Of course were all apprehensive and
wanted to find out, shortly they would satisfy any gquestions we
had relating to our coming combat. We saw one aircraft carrier
anchored in the lagoon and it was shot to pieces. I think it was
the Franklin, but I do not recall. I do know we found it had to
understand how it was still aflost. The damage was encormous. A
Japanese Kamikaze had hit it and hundreds of sailors were killed.
It is difficult to dig a fox hole of any size in a steel deck.
Qur Navy did take enormous punishment during the war, especially
in the campaign which was coming. Due mostly to Kamikaze planes.
[at that time however they were referred to as suicide rplanes])
The Battle for Okinawa resulted in more deaths to the Navy, than
Army or the Marines suffered on land. No where during the entire
war did that ever take place but on Okinawa. So fierce were the
suicide idiots that dove on our ships, if they missed the one
they aimed at, they overcarried into the next ship which was
floating nearby. Many times they were small LST's and loss of
life was severe. At one point in the battle, 2 hospital ship was
actually kamikazed and wounded ¥arines, now in comfortable beds,
Nurses and other medical personnel were killed. Even the
hospitals were not safe. '

We were finally briefed that Okinawa was our destination and maps
were broken out to show us the location with regards to Japan.
We looked closely and it seemed we were only 100 yards from the

Jap homeland. We were more than that of course, but we were
destined to be the first units to land in the Japanese homeland,
which Okinawa 1s considered +to be part of. Iwo Jima, 1is not

considered Japanese home so0il but are outer islands. A group of
islands made up Okinawa, and sone of them were to be
“neutralized"” before we landed. In some cases Army units were to
land on some of the smaller islands and the Navy would seal off
others by shelling or just by surrounding them.

We were told there were snakes on the Island. The Habu snake
could kill you. That =snake was 7 or 8 feet long and deadly.
"don't worry," they said, "only one Marine in 10,000 will be
bitten", funny, we had a company of 200 men and one of our men
was bitten. He got to an aid station within 3 minutes. He lost
two fingers of his hand where the snake’s fangs had left it's

mark. The Okinawans used human excrement to fertilize their
garden. "Do not eat the daisies”, we were told. Hell, we ate
every chicken, pig, cabbage, or whatever we found. I do not

recall anyone of us getting sick or suffering from esting these
bacteria laden foods. I think we were by now immune to anything,
liguid or solid that man could consume.

The Island was loaded with Japanese, and the operation would take
about a month. It took 82 days. There were more Japs there than
they ever figured. Another faulty intelligence job in the
Pacific Area. Qur submarines had sunk some transports that were
destined for Qkinawa and on one was the crack 44th Inf. Div. of
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the Japa:=se Arrr. Only one battalion was already on Okinawa, so
2/3 of them diec when the transports were blown by torpedoes and
sunk. Thank Gog, that would have been even more of wus killed.
You can’t kill one of the bastards without some poor American kid
getting hurt somehow or other. We may kill 5 of them, but they
would kill one of us...as we did.

Qur rifles, guns, tanks, trucks, everything was gone over. and
tuned to a degree of high efficiency. We must have cleaned
rifles and machine guns 20 times during the 30 days or so we were
aboard those sweaty, rotten transports.

As I said at the start of this story..."The day dawned bright,
clear and beautiful. It was like &a warm spring day in the
States, as a comparison. It was Easter Sunday, April 1, 1845, a
date that no one would ever forget who tock part in the
operation., We attended Mass, received Communion and lay below to
wait for our call to the boats. Like Marines of the era’s in the
past, we would await the call..."Away all boats"!

We were given ammo for the rifles and told to take all we wanted.
I carried an M-1 rifle so I took only one bandolier. My memory
tells me the bandolier must have had 10 clips of pre-loaded ammo,

so I had lenty. We did not have any Erenades as it was felt to
many ac ients happen with grenades and we could get &all we
wanted ¢ -he beach. We never 4id see a case lay around for us,
and luck - we never did nee:; them. We were given the useless
gas mask ~d were ordered t: arry it with us. I slung it over
my sheoul. », cursing that I -~ad to now carry something else.
Packs we: Ffull of the same things all Marines carried, socks,
skivvie- one more set of utility clothing and some E-rations.
The bl- t was wrapped in a shelter half and rounded over the
top p. A poncho and personal things we carried in the
attache. ottom pack. A K-Bar knife, sharpened so it could cut

the hair on your arm and a bayonet, were added to the cartridge
belt as well as more ammo, first aid kit in & sealed olive green
rectangular can which was clipped to the belt, and two canteens
of water. I would say we had 80 pounds or so to climb down the
ship’'s rope ladders to the ©bobbing little landing craft waiting
for us.

Our Weapons Company was sumnmoned over the speaker. A chill, or
some kind of feeling swept over me. My throat was =already dry
and all of us loocked at each other with wide, apprehensive eyes.
There were no jokes told...nothing...we just plodded up out of
the womb of the ship and took our place in our platoons assembly
area. We had to wait until we saw the ship's crane, there were
many, &ll working and lifting various materials of war out of the
storage area where they were lashed below decks. Truck drivers
waited for trucks to show up. Jeeps, tanks and of course our
faithful 37mm guns were anxiously awaited. Swarms of green clad
Marines, wearing camouflaged helmets that one could always
identify a Marine by, climbed over the railing and down the ropes
to their small landing craft. A sailor in his life vest and gray
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helmet was at the crsft’'s helm.

We saw our 37mm and watched it swing over the rail to a landing
craft floating with it's idling diesel salongside the ship. We
were 81l1 given & belt to add above the cartridge belt. It was a
life belt and contained two carbon dioxide cylinders, and could
be inflated and used for a flotation device, if needed. If one
fell in the water and had the sense, he was to squeeze the C0O 2
and hopefully it would go off and fill the rubber ring sround
vour waist. There was no way to test the thing, so you had
better know how to swim! We leaned over the rail, saw the 37 go
inte the 1little eraft below and we started down the ropes.
Always clinging to the vertical part of the rope, as in that
manner the Jarhead above you didn't step on vyour hand...Forget
it. Some did it...some didnt. Rifles clunked, gear
slipped.. .Hell, we looked like a bunch of boots just out on
maneuvers for the day at Parris Island. We managed somehow and
those first down held the rope ladders firmly for us above so we
could sase down, Onece down, the sound of the diesel was louder
and it made any talking between us difficult. I never did get
seasick, although I sure came close a few times. I found the trip
tc shore in the landing craft sickening though. We moved off of
the ships side and into the small circle of craft maneuvering
near the ship and that put you in the trail of all the craft; the
smell of the diesel fumes made many a Marine sick. Whenever I
rode in the back of a bus in later years, I would always think
back to that smell...acrid and gut wrenching.

We shortly headed or the smoke filled shoreline that seemed to be
1/2 mile or so from the ships. Explosions from ships shelling
the =hore could bs seen and smokey black fires from some
installation ashore rose in the air. The island really and truly

could not be seen. We were heading for the unknown. You
thought..."where’s the beach?"”..."are we in the right
place?”..."are there Japs waiting?"..."will we be killed?" The

landing craft was moving pretty fast and socon we could see a
beachline with hundreds of small craft which had landed ahead of
us all over the place. We finally heard throttling by the Navy
Coxswain and the boat ground to a halt. The front ramp dropped
and we began to push the 37mm, loaded on the landing craft so the
snoot pointed at the enemy (what else) and we were about to set
our feet on Japanese soil!

Forget it. We pushed the gun off into almost 3 feet of water.
We cursed the Navy, the Coxswain who upped the ramp and pulled
to hell away from the now stranded Marines. We were on a coral
sandbar a good 100 yards from shore, If the Japs had artillery
or mortars zeroed in on that bar, we would not be here +to tell
this story. We were soaking wet. We hailed a Marine Alligator,
which is a treaded type of craft and he came over to give us a
hand. He must have unloaded some troops and was heading back to
the ship for another load, but God bless him, he picked us up.
We got the 37 up his ramp with tremendous physical effort on the
part of all B or so of us. I recall Cpl. Reilly, from Chicago
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saying he’'d shoot that Navy SOB if he ever sees him again.

The Alligator driver and his machine gunner took off the side
covers to their motors and believe me, the heat from the motors
dried us out before we hit the sand. Down went the ramp...we
said thanks...and Semper fi...and rolled our 1ittle wheeled gun
down and onto the sandy beach. We pushed it to a low rise in the
beach about 40 yards or so away and rested there with a group of
other men we found from our outfit. All unite were scattered.
We never did see another 37 near us. Two of our tanks were
nearby, but a third had been landed on a coral reef similar to
the one we were landed on. That tank slid sideways into the
ocean and all one could see was this tank at a 45 degree angle,
two-thirds of it under water. I learned only recently, meeting a
fellow Weapons Company Marine, at our reunions that the tank was
left there. They never did get it out. We ended up giving
clothing to many of the tank men, as theirs was wet, cut, or
ruined coming to shore. They swam in or waded, and all packs,
and in a lot of cases, their weapons were gone with the tank.

Officers and sergeants ordered us to various places and we were
told to dig in for the night. It seems the Japs did not fire
very much at us. They allowed us to land and were saving it all
for a rainy day! (were they ever) No cne was hit, killed or
wounhded whatsocever, in the area we were in. The units assigned
to take the airfield, Yontan, took it im hours. It was supposed
to take 5 days of fighting. [The 4th Marines toock Yontan
Airfield] We dug into the sand, doubled up with another Marine
and ate 8 K-ration. We landed on the beach during the afternocon
of 1 April. Darkness came and the sky became a 4th of July that
vou could not forget the rest of your life. Tracers lit the sky
and crossed by the 1000°'s. I never saw a plane that first night
wE wven heard one, but they mure did zheot up the zky.

In the morning we found one of our men, Bob Pethick, dead in his
foxhole. He was in the hole alone and I thought he had been hit
with an expended bullet or a piece shrapnel from the Navy guns.
It turned out he was stabbed to death! We never did find out how
it happened. The belief 1is; A Marine killed him. He carried a
.38 pearl handled revolver his father had sent to him and we
think someone wanted the pistol. They killed him for it. Bob
was a qQuiet young man and would not hurt a fly. We of course
were stunned, but we preferred to believe a Jap killed him. When
I visited the cemetery some 85 days later or so, I found Bob in
grave #3. He certainly died rather early in the battle for that
Island.

We spent the next few days getting outfits together. Word was
heard that the enemy did not exist. He vanished somewhere.
Don't worry, we would find him sooner or later. The battle plan
put Marines landing and turning left, north, and the Army landing
and turning right, south. [The First Marine Division went east
and cut the Island in two] After 10 days or so the Army found



notoriously brutal spot was the belt line, where the tightness of
your belt seemed to attract most of these miserable creatures.
We were all liberally sprinkled with this powder until it looked
like we walked through a flour mill.

At night and at exactly 7:00 PH we were shelled by some obstinate
Japanese gun crew that was dug into some cave up in the
meuntainous section ahead of us. The area was known as Motobu
Peninsula, and a high mountain, called Mt. Yaetake controlled =
view of all the Marines advancing. Japs had the road zeroced in
pretty well, so we pulled off the roads into woodlands. The Jap
artillery would let 4 or 5 rounds go and then stop...they
probably rolled the gun back into the cave and hid.

We dug in near Mt. Ysetake, and Marines began the attack up the
steep wooded, rocky sides. The Japs were well dug in and vicious
close in fighting was in order. We were in a small valley and
when we first pulled into position, we took some sniper fire from
the hills on our left. Our Lt. Fleming, fled in his Jjeep to the
south, like he was going for ammo...we never learned why he left,
unless he thought the Japs were after him and his jesp. Thank
God we had a 8Sgt. John Emmett, from Buffalo, N.Y., whe was
tremendous. He was easy going, intelligent, well liked and when
he did something, it was right. We loved him, and hated Fleming.
Sgt. Emmett, directed us to open up on the hills with rifle fire
and that ended the firing at us. No one was hit fortunately. We
strung out the 37°s in a line across the valley, loaded them with
canister and set up trip flared in front of us. That night the
flares went off and in the glare of the pasrachute which was shot
up when the wire was tripped, the field lit up with at least 50
bodies coming toward us. We blasted away with the machine guns
and 37°s till the word to cease fire was passed. In the morning
we went out into the field to investigate and found we had killed
30 or 40 women and old men. Amongst them were 4 or S Jap
soldiers. The soldiers had used the civilians as shields. It
happened again the next night and the order to fire was issued
immediately...you could not take a chance.

We had one Marine, Bob Lannon, from Boston, Mass., and his new
hobby was collecting gold. He would go to the dead Japanese and
with his large K-Bar knife, cut out the gold fillings, and teeth.
The Japanese seemed to love gold teeth.

We moved up & mile or so and Lt. O°Brien, a fine Marine and great
guy, scouted the road ahead with Cpl. Al Storey, .one heck of a
nice guy, and his jeep driver. Many a vehicle had passed up that
same road they were on and yet, their Jjeep was blown up by a
mine. We think a Jap sneaked out between vehicles as they
passed, waiting for a long gap between Jjeeps and trucks and
planted a small mine. It blew Lt. O'Brien out of the jeep and he
was wounded. Al Storey was killed. A tattoo on Sgt. Major
Ski’s arm today has the word “"Storey" below a USMC emblem. We
lost a fine Marine that day and it saddened and shocked us as Al
and Lt. 0.B. (as we called him) were popular men.



We placed all our trucks in a field and dug in around the
perimeter, the 37 s were still hooked to the trucks in case we
had to move up to the front, For the first time in a long time
we were behind all the lines and actually in the rear. Greham,
Ziggy, and I, dug a hole just off the main rocad. It rose about 3
feet off the road and to our back was a dirt wall, about 6 feet
high. We placed our rifles against the cliff wall at our heads
and lay down with our feet toward the road. I was on the left,
Graham in the middle and Zig on the right. We ate C rations that
night and threw the tin cans over our feet down toward the

roadbed. I left my M-1 in the truck and had grabbed a carbine.
e had picked up all kinds of rifles, BAR's, etc., that were
either discarded or dropped by wounded Marines. As long as you

did not have to carry the damned extra weapons, they came in
handy.

We stayved awake a long time and finally elected to sleep, with no

one on watch,..."what the hell...we were behind the lines and
Marines were all around us”. Later that night I felt my right
arm move and as I propped up on mny elbows, I saw a carbine rifle
in front of me, aimed to the left. I looked quickly down the

barrel sand there, about 4 feet awsy wez =8 Jap soldier on his
hands and knees creeping toward us. The gold star on his helmet
I can see today, clearly. 0ld Graham shot him 3 times with only
his right hand on the rifle! The Jap dropped and moaned. I
grabbed my carbine which was propped up against the wall and
cpened up on the Jap with about 10 shots out of the clip of 15!
I was so damned nervous I just kept pulling and pulling the’
trigger. The Jap had a bayonet, grenade and no rifle. We never
glept a wink that night and all I ¢ould hear were all of our
teeth chattering. We got up at daylight and examined the enemy
soldier. We had seen plenty of them dead along the way north, so
it was not too shocking. We had blown half his head off, so the
sight was not that beautiful to behold. I picked up the large
tin he had, carried by a leather strap over his shoulder. It
should have ©been full of rice. It was full of money. It flew
all over the place when I emptied it. I still have some of it.
What in hell he hoped to spend it on, one can only speculate. I
Knew there were no Mec Donalds or Wendy’'s on the Island.

Qur chicken shit Lt. came down and inqQquired as to “"What in hell
was all that firing here last night"? He had dug in only about
10 yards or so further up the hill, in the middle of all of us,
of course. When we pointed out the dead Jap that had sneaked
into our area, I saw his face go white and his mouth fall open.
He stammered...looked...then walked slowly back to his hole.
Scared the shit out of him and we loved 1it! I inguired of
Graham. How did he ever notice that Jap? He said he heard the C
ration cans rattle and waited a 1little, then his head appeared
from the roadway. The jeep drivers wanted to know who in the
hell was firing last night as the windshields were all shot up.
It was me, I guess, as 9 out of 10 bullets went wild. I don’'t
really know. All I know is we never did say it was us that did



the shooting.

We patrolled a2 lot into the wilds, the hills were all around us,
but it was turning out all the Japs were up on that damned Mt.

Yaetake. On one patrol we came across a family of Okinawans
sitting by their home. Cpl. Reilly claimed the man sitting there
was a Jap socldier posing as an Okinawan. We all said "no"” as he

appeared to be too young. With that, Reilly, pulled out his 45
and shot the boy in the head. We were stunned. The family went
crazy over the boys body.. Reilly just shrugged and said, "lets
Ec". We hated that bastard forever and in actuality we should
have reported the incident. Being young ass Marines in combat
for the first time, who thinks of doing that. We just knew one
thing...Reilly was off 1limits to wus...we spurned him...avoided
him...and spread the word around that he was "loco".

OQur great B.S., Col. Victor Bleasdale was relieved of command of
the 29th Marine Regiment. General Shepherd asked why the 29th
wasn 't advancing up a‘certain hill, or hills, along Mt. Yaetake.
He said he had men out rounding up the small Okinawan mules that
wandered around here and there. Shepherd answered: "I°11 tell
you where there are plenty of mules...and they all have two legs.
Get those Marines in the H.Q. and Weapons Company and move
up...and P.S.,, your relieved of command”. Shepherd put Col. Bill
Whaling in charge. Whaling was an old Raider Marine from the
Guadalcanal days and although I never did meet him, I know he was
liked and did a fine job, At least in tactics, he knew & two
legged mule from a four.

One of our =sergeants, Sgt. Bender was sent back, either to the
States or a Hospitsal. All he kept saying was: 'move up,
attack...let go...attack"! He was stationed on Midway Island
during the Battle of Midway and we think he became just 1like the
famous "Gooney Birds" that frequented that barren, hot Island.
He was a gooney bird. He was on the Island too long. We never
saw old Bender again.

We were pulled into the hills and loaded up with 5 gallon cans of
water. If you ever carried a full 5 gallon can of water or gas,
you know how much 1t weighs. Your arms hung down to vyour knees
and your bsck broke. Think of us going up hills, down ravines,
rocks, stream beds etc.. Some of us had boxes of grenades which,
which I ended up with and these things were almost impossible to
carry. It went on one shoulder and the wooden box bit into my
shoulder til the bone felt numb. We stumbled up, encountering
many wounded Marines coming down. Most could walk, some crawled.
e got to some of them, but most just wanted to get down to the
bottom of the hill where secure positions out of enemy fire could
be found. One kid was shot clean as a whistle through the knee
cap, and he walked! I asked him if he was O0.K., and he said:
"Million dollar wound Gyrene, million dollars”! In Marine lingo
that meant a trip home, or hospital, or at least out of this God
forsaken killing area. Some got fooled and after a couple of
weeks hospitalization, they found themselves back on the lines.



During this time we had heard the great Jjournalist Ernie Pyle was

on the Island. He did hook up with the Marines for awhile and
some of our guys got interviewed and their names and units were
sent back to the Stated via his stories, He went with the Army,

[77th Division, Ernie Pyle, was killed on 18 April 1845} to an
island called Ie Shima, which was very close to Okinawa. The
77th was to land there and take care of the 300 or s=s¢ Japs who
were on that island. He was in a jeep that received some machine
gun fire from up ahead and those in the jeep jumped out and ran
to the side of the road for cover. Ernie was with them and then
curiosity got to him. He raised his head for a lock at where the
harassing fire was coming from and the bullet hit him right
between the eyes. This event made headlines across the United
States, &and when we heard of it, we were saddened, as he
genuinely loved Marines. I think Ernie loved the G.I. [soldier]
better as he had slogged across italy with many an outfit. This
was his first time in the Pacific theater of war. It would be
his Last. The 77th took over a week there and were criticized
for what should have been only a 3 day operation.

On 14 April, word was passed all long the lines that President
Roosevelt had died. I +think it would have been the 13th in the
States, but on Okinawa it was the 14th. An overall pall of
sadness swept the lines and all companies. Fighting still went
on but those called upon to do so did it with a heavy heart.
FDR's son, Jimmy was a Marine and was in the Raiders. The
President 's love of the Corps was certain. His death was talked
about for many days thereafter.

One day we were summoned to our Company Head RQuarters. Qur gun

crew was selected to perform a task dreamed up by ocld "Peep
Sight", our captain. The gun I mentioned earlier, that wsas

opening up at 7:00 P.M., was suspected of being in a cave on the
side of this cliff. His idea was to go up the opposite hill with
a 37 and take out the cave, gun, and the c¢rew behind it. We
drove as far as we could with the gun and then manhandled it
through the brush to the foot of this monster hill. We looked up
and knew somecns weRg nutm. That damned hill wazs like s "Mt.
Suribachi™! We used ropes, and we sweat bruised shinbones,
helmets bouncing off our heads, rifles coming unslung and banging
into all parts of our bodies. We cursed old Petrie every inch of
the way. There were about 8 of us and the Sergeant so all of us
were needed at ever point of the ascent. We were on some kind of
goat path and several times we came to a point where only one
wheel would fit on the path. We all knew, that was it. ‘“Lets
all go back down"”, "Screw it", nope...We were ordered down the
sides of the hill, so four of us passed the rubber tired wheel by
hand. We went forward while the other the other one stayed on
the path. We finally reached a rise at the top by using trees
and attaching our ropes to the trees above, then it was...haul,
haul, haul! We got up to the top and found it was all loose rock
and shale. Orders came to dig in for the night, as it was now
getting dark and we wanted to secure ourselves at this position.



Dig in? How?..it was all rocks. We just piled them up in front.
We braced the gun with rocks so it would not roll down the hill
or come loose somehow and run over us. We slept miserably, as
cur mattress was the rocks on the ground. No sense moving one
away. Under it was another one, only sharper. Day dawned, and we
used binoculars to look at the hill we were to do our work on.
We noticed small figures of men, two thirds up the side of the
rocky hill. They are Marines! Hell, we can’t fire now as they
are moving all over the caves...throwing grenades and firing into
them. I am sure they killed every Jap who was in that gun crew,
because later on I found photos of the gun. It was a big son of
a gun alright. Dead Japs were all over the ground around it.
Well, we just rolled the gun down the hill toward the Marines, as
that side of the hill was not too vertical. WNice idea Captain,
but what a waste of time and muscle!

We were waiting for our trucks to come through the roadway and I
noticed something on the ground. It was a wooden trigger housing
from a BAR rifle. What a prize. When we got back, we
immediately put the new piece into the BAR and mant We had an
antomatic quite different than we were issued. I tell this story
because that mechanism I put on the BAR probably saved my
life...but that s later. )

On one patrol, guite a long one which lasted all day, we reached

the ocean. It was truly a beautiful sight. Okinawa is a very
beautiful island and one could think of Hawaii to form a similar
island type in your mind. There was an old metal ship that
looked like an old flat barge rusting on the beach. Down we went
for a look. We asked Sgt. Emmett if we couldn’t all go in for a
guick =swim as the water was enticing and we were of course
filthy. We had never showered once so far. In 82 days I can

tell you now, I never did see a shower. The rain was our shower.
We set up a couple of lookouts and stripped down, and away we
went. BSome of us dove off the old barge. I recall the water as
tepid and the swim was thoroughly enjoyed. We hiked ourselves
back to our company site reported in and crept into foxholes
after a quick K or C ration, and secured ourselves for the night.
During the night we found ©Sgt. Emmett moaning. It had rained
considerably that evening, so we crawled from under makeshift
tents, or ponchos (waterproof, square, canvas like material which
was Similar to a tablecloth. It had a hole in the middle for
your head to fit thru) and went over to him. Luckily we were
behind the lines and in a little cove which was quite secluded.
He told us his eyes were on fire. We soaked rags, or toweling
and simply bathed his eyes with cold water all night long. He
waz not much better in the morning and still suffered. By now he
was blind. He could not even open his eyes. The only thing we
could think of was that he had been bitten by a jelly fish. We
got him to our corpsman, who Jjeeped him to the Division Hospital
some miles down the road. He returned to us about 4 days later
and was fine, but I don’'t think he ever forgot that swim on
Okinawa.
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We patrolled a lot and occasionally would see a Jap. The
distance would be a good 200 or 300 yards and no matter how
carefully we aimed our shots, I never saw one hit...they sure as
hell took off fast though. We would patrol down to the area they
were in but never found anyone. By now a lot of us had Jap
sweaters to keep us warm at night. You would never want their
shoes though as theyv were a thong and loocked like slippers.

One night they sent Ski to get ammo. He asked me to ride shotgun
for him, so off we went in his 4 x 4 down the coast road to the
ammo dump some 4 or 5 miles away. It was dark, he had no lights
and it was raining slightly. I don’'t know how in hell he saw the
road to this day, I didn’'t. At one point he braked sharply and
said, "Billy boy, those boards in that bridge are wrong for this
truck...we need to £fix them". We hopped out and adjusted the
planks which spanned a gap in a dynamited concrete bridge and
drove over them. To say 1 was ready to bail out of the truck
instantly is putting it mildly. We made sure to make a mental
note of where the bridge was and checked it carefully on the way

back. We careened down the dark road at breaskneck speed. Ski
was a hell of a good driver but his shotgun rider was still
wishing he had a parachute! We loaded the ammo and with Gods

help, we made it back. A ride I will never forget.

The Mt. Yaetake Battle was over. Our Cpl. Richard Bush, won a
Medal Of Honor on the mountain. He was wounded while leading a
grenade attack. Making his way to the aid station, he 1lay there
on the ground and a Nip grenade bounced in amongst the wounded

lying there waiting to be treated. Without hesitation, he
rolled onto the grenade, smothering it and saving all those
around him from either additienal injury or death. He was
wounded severely by the explosion, but survived somehow. He 1is

alive today.

At that point in time we thought the battle for Okinawa was over
for us and we would be heading out, in fact we were told to get
all of our gear packed, which we did. We had been up north for
20 days or so and had secured what amounted to 1/2 of the Island.
The Army meanwhile had only gone one mile in 21 days while
attacking southward. Then it came!...We were not leaving at all!
The Sixth Division moved into the southern lines. The Navy ships
were taking a terrible beating from the suicide planes and the
only way to really stop them was to secure the island completely.
The way the Army was progressing, the result would be many ships
lost and more casualties.

We Move Into The South

With all gear packed our Division, tanks, trucks, jeeps and all
rolling equipment moved onto the road and headed back down where
we came from...south. Someone, and to this day I think it was
the Sea Bees, had put signs up all along the road. On our side
of the recad were signs that said: War...Blood.. .Mud...Dirt...Japs
... Bullets...Hell...etc. On the other side of the road were the
following: USO...Hot doughnuts...Warm beds...Coffee...Nurses...




Clean clothes...etc. The US Army 27th Division was trekking
north and whenever we stopped, they would receive rocks, C ration
cans, bullets or anything else we could throw at then. They
cringed in their trucks from the bombardments. We hated the 27th
from Saipan, and now this. Us relieving them? We were really
teed off.

At one point in the road we saw & huge sign that read something
like this: 2187th Laundry Battalion, In the Field, where at least
1000 or so fresh clean pants and shirts were drying on lines! We
had lived in two sets of clothing and by now they were filthy and
rotting...and .stunk out loud. What a shock to see a laundry
outfit. It was hard for us to believe that. Another thing that
got us was to see an Army platoon marching along and one man was
carrying on his back, an apparatus and we couldn’'t figure out
what it was. Finally someone told us that it was a coffee urn.
A large metal container for their coffee! To us Marines, our
love of the Army fell to a rock bottom low!

We were called to guard one of the airfields and I think it was
Yontan, but it could have been Kadena. Word had been received

that some suicide planes were coming in that night. Enemy
parachutists! We ringed the field, dug in and waited. We got
one plane that landed that night and before the Jap plane had
stopped 8000 bullets must have hit it. The next day, close

examination showed only the pilot aboard and he was riddled. He
thought the field was still their’s. We moved off, but a suicide
group did land some nights later and they managed to blow up some
of our planes before they were completely wiped out to the man.
[It is believed, these events tock place in early or the middle
part of April, 1845]

We now 1lost track of every other platocn in our outfit. Ve
became scattered as front line units from the 29th Marines would
ask for tanks, 37°'s, machine guns etc... and off we’'d go. Our

section usually hooked up to the 2nd Bn., 29th, and slogged along
with them, they in front and we were in the rear with our trucks
and guns. At one point we had stopped along the road and we all
dismounted and began to heat up some coffee in old C ration tins,
alongside the trucks. It was wet, miserable and cold. Along
came rats ass Lt. Fleming, screaming and shouting that he did not
give the order to make coffee, and kicked over all the hot coffee
onto the ground. He made a lot of points with us. By now he was
solidly hated and we avoided him or staved a good distance out of
his sight. We would fix his ass a little later, but it tock a
little time.

We spent a couple of weeks firing into hills, caves and moving
constantly. The fighting was tough, as the Japs had dug in on
every hill in the south, and made us pay for every vyard of
advance. My good friend and the Marine I fought on the Canal was
hit on 15 May. Dom had advanced over a wall with several Marines
and after advancing somewhat, the man in front of him, James

(OB ]



Albano, was hit and killed. The Jap machine gun opened up on Dom
and another Marine, Dom was hit. A bullet passed into his right
temple and exited from the left temple. Someone said;
“Dom...you’'re hit"! He did not even know it, but blood streamed
down the side of his face. Dom is alive today and he told me the
following story.

He felt an incredible flush of heat and tore off his blouse,
cartridge belt and whatever. He then ran back toward the lines
in the rear, bullets kicking up and flying past him. He was
without a blouse or helmet or any equipment but pants and shoes.
He got back to a group of Marines and they put him on a stretcher
and took him to an aid station. He had passed out and after a
gquick examination by a doctor, they placed him in the dead pile.
Now one could be alive with a bullet through his skull...only
Dominic was...No wonder his nickname was "“"Coco-Head". 1In tearing
off his clothing, his dog tags went with them but somehow or
other someone saw him moving and they gave him some plasma. He
was trucked, boated and lifted to a hospital ship off shore.

Some six months later, he finally remembers who he is. The left
side of his face and head are double the size of a normal face
and swollen purple. The exiting o¢f a bullet is always the most
damaging part of a wound. When he tells them he is Dom Spitale
of the USMC, the doctors then ask..."Then what in hell are vyou
doing in an Army Hospital"? He was listed as missing in action
(MIA) for all these months, his family thinking he was dead. He
is sent to Phila., Naval Hospital and spends & year there. He
married, raised a family, worked all his life in a furniture
factory. He is fine today but a tumor has been found in his
gskull. The pain he suffers now is terrible and pills are the
only way he can get some sleep. That he is not in perfect health
is evident when you are with Dom. He forgets or 1is somewhat
unstable. Oh ves...his disability pension?...A big 30% from the
good old U.S. Gov't. He served so well! Hard to believe.

Sugar Loaf Hill

We moved up to the so called, Sugar Loaf Hill area. ([Lt.Col.
Horatie C. Woodhouse, Jr., Bn CO of 2nd Bn, 22 Marines, coined
the name Sugar Loaf Hill, about the middle of May, 1945. He was
EIA on May 30.] The American forces were now drawn up across the
island in a line from east to west. On the east were two Army
Divisions, and the 1st Marine Division and on the west coast
above Naha, the island’'s capital city, was ours, the 6th Marine
Division. This defensive position was to be known as the Naha-
Shuri line. Shuri was the old Okinawan castle high up on a
fortress type hill. 1It's control of our battle area was pivotal
in the battle. [Shuri Castle wags in the 1st Marine Division’'s
zone of action] Sugar Loaf was given 1t's name by the virtue of
the white color and sguared off hill top. It was triangulated by
Horseshoe Hill and Half Moon or Crescent Hill. The latter two
hills were slightly behind [south] of Sugar Loaf and easily
supported any defense of that hill line. Sugar 1loaf became the
most bitter battle of the Pacific war.




All of the hills were connected and were honevcombed with caves

and tunnels. The caves were bombed, rocketed and
mortared...yet...they were still there! Our Major Henry
Courtney, of the 22nd Marines led an attack up Sugar Loaf with
some 48 men, They stormed over the hill throwing as many

grenades as they could. A Jap grenade landed at Courtney’'s feet
and he was mortally wounded. He was awarded the Medal Of Honor.
Of the 4B men who went up in the initial attack on that lousy
hill, only 15 came down.

Rusty Golar, one of the 46 was still up there. He set up a
machine gun. He used up all of the ammo, swiveling the gun while
on one knee from side to side as he was attacked. He and two
other men were all that was left. Ammo carriers who tried to
come up were all killed or wounded. Rusty, drew his
pistol...emptied it. He threw the pistol at the enemy, scurried
about and picked up grenades on the ground and threw all of them
over the hill towards the enemy. The grenades gave out. He
picked up a BAR and fired it til it jammed. He finally picked up
a wounded Marine to take him down the hill when a sniper’ s bullet

slammed into Rusty. He put the man down...sat down...slowly
tipped his camouflaged helmet down over his eyes and died. He
died on the s2sme day Dominic was shot through the head. Rusty
received a Navy Cross. There is no guestion in our minds that a

Mzdsl Of Honor should have gone to him.

It is not my job here in this little story to tell the entire
history of Sugar Loaf Hill. The courage of many who attacked it
are numerous. The casualties are also. The 22nd was decimated
by repeated attacks. The 28th Marines took over and they too
were almost put out of the war by the number of killed and
wounded they suffered. Replacements were killed one hour or less
after joining a platoon or company.

We tried to support those going up those lousy hills with our
fire but we came under severe mortar and machine gun fire. At
times we abandoned our 37°'s and ran and dove into foxholes,
burrowing down like moles. We dug in for the night, got our guns
moved back and dug in again. A tremendous artillery barrage by
the Japanese took place. They had more artillery on Okinawa than
any other island in the entire Pacific war...and they knew how to
use it. QOur area was showered with shells. We could hear them
coming just like in the movies. I had on a small tan rope rosary
that my mother had sent to me. I =till have that rosary. I
prayed. I said the Hail Mary 50 times or more. Howie George,
who I still see to this day, remembers the Hail Mary, even though
he was not & Catholic. One shell hit so close that Howie and I
were lifted 6 inches or more off the ground and dropped back
down! In the morning, we found holes all over the place, yet not
one single man was wounded or killed. It was not our time. Our
luck was with us.

On another occasion I dug in with Howie, I looked wup and =a
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parachute flare was descending. It had gone off high overhead
and was swinging to and fro slowly, sideways and downward, I
said te Howie: "That damned thing is going to land right in our
hole"”! "Nahhh, no way", he responded. Within a half a minute or
less the glowing flare hovered over us, then found it’'s way right
down on top of us. We yelled..."Bailing out”, so we would not be
shot by other Marines and rolled out of the hole. One good thing
about it. We slept on parachute silk for the next week or so.

The debris of war was everywhere, ammo boxes, bricks, dead Japs,
stretchers, ete.. Some Jap grenades lay there and had not gone
off! Occasionally an Okinawan civilian would be found or would
wander around the area and someone would have to take them to the
rear. They were a pathetic, dirty and forlorn locking pecple.
They suffered 125,000 deaths in that battle. That is more than
the atom bomb killed. The ironic thing is, the Okinawan people
had no weapons in their homes, or an army and didn't know what
war was...they know now.

George Murphy was a Lt. in the 28th Marines, an ex Notre Dame all
American in football. He had a Marine under his arm, taking him
down the hill when the Nips shot him in the back. He placed the
man on the ground, turned to the Japs, pulled out his pistol and

emptied it toward the enemy in an act of defiance. He then fell
dead.

How many of these cases can be related here? There simply are
too many to tell in the pages of this history. The 4th Marine
Regiment was sent up to relieve the 28th and it was done
extremely well. Not one Marine left his hole til a 4th Marine
man got in it. The 29th deserved a rest as they were completely
shot up. It is in the USMC records for all to read, that the
29th Marines suffered more casualties than any other regiment in
the Marine Corps History. Shuri Castle was in the Army zone of
action, yet the 1st Marine Division slanted over and toock the
castle. The Army bitched and ranted, but we took it and that cut
out the supporting fire the Japs pointed down onto Sugar Loaf.
With the Shuri line ©broken,...the drive into the capital city
[(Nahal was to begin.

The rains came...and they came...and more rain. If you study
history you will always find that it rains after battles.
Probably because of concussion or noise, or whatever. Now we
slogged. Trucks became mired in deep mud. Tanks with treads,
made little headway. Amtracks {treaded boat and land vehicles)
were shelled and stayed where they were, stuck in the mud. Tanks
were used all the time as rescue vehicles for the wounded, who
were placed on top of the tanks. Those tanks with the flame
throwing capability were fantastic. We 1loved them and they took
a lot of incoming, but stood their ground and advanced to burn
the Japs out of their caves. The smell of death was all over the
island. Bugs, flies and maggots were everywhere. [t was amazing
that we could sit down on the ground, soaking wet and open a
ration can and begin to eat. You were so wet that it did not



matter. At least our clothing was being washed...finally.

Newer type rations were distributed to us, and they were called
10 in 1 rations. "10", because one box was to feed 10 men, "1"
because the box should fesd the 10 men for 1 day. The cans of
bacon were the size of our present day coffee cans at the super
market. The bacon was so packed in the can, that K-Bar knives
were used to pry the bacon out. I still love the melted cheese
on the bacon and some crackers. Man was that good. Those
rations were great and hungry fighting men welcomed the change
from our miserable diet.

We were eating one day and I noticed an arm sticking out of the
ground near Ski. I told him about it and he Just shrugged and
said: "so what...you move and some other bastards arm will be

there...or leg...screw it"! He continued to eat ignoring the
decomposed arm inches away. We were immune. Nothing fazed us
anymore. Bobby Henn, a fine Marine and a 37mm gunner, ate with

socks on his hands. His hands were so scabby and scarred from
numerous scrapes and cuts that black flies by the 100°s set on
the scabs in an annoying way; in fact, if yvou did not keep a free
hand waving all the time, the flies would light on wyour forkful
and you would be eating "flies a la mode".

We kept moving up and the shattered <c¢ity was now in our hands.
Jap snipers were all over the place, 5o scattered patrols were in

constant demand. Caves which had been blown up were blown up
again. The Nips could sneak from one cave to another in lateral
tunnels dug three and four levels below the ground. I loved the

carbine (short .30 cal. rifle) for the reason that you could fire
it into a cave one handed without standing full in front of the
cave opening. Firing from aside could save your life if some
slant-eye was aiming at vyou from within. Hundreds of grenades,
white phosphorous and flame throwers were used all the time.

A bank in Naha was blown to get at the vault. I don’'t know why,
as what in hell could you do with Jap money. After the
explosion, millions of "monopoly" type dollars flew all over the
place. We were millionaires! Worthless, stinking, Okinawan and
Jap money!

That evening a call came in from the Recon Company, they were
going on a scouting mission and wanted twe 37's to accompany
them. We hesrd but tried to loock the other way so our gun would
not be selected. No such luck. Our gun was selected along with
another one. 1 forget who was on the other gun.

May 28th...And A Purple Heart!
We left at dusk by truck and went as far as we could over the
torn and bombed city. We were actually going to go up in front

of the front lines. It sounds pretty simple, but it was not too
easily done. We had to haul, and pull, and use old logs to cross
streams, but we did it. The Recon group that was with us,

probably 24 men or so, and a lieutenant in charge, were an
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unbelievable group. They carried nambu [Japanese] machine guns.

They said they liked them! They were motley but it was evident
they were very well trained and looked like they could sniff
their way into the night, which was now coming up fast. We
crossed open ground, well spread out. We came to & group of

buildings, concrete and were probably factories of some sort. We
entered and were told to set up a 37 on each side of the
buildings. We had canister with us, as well as H.E. and the Lt.
told us to keep the canister handy, in case & group of Jdaps
charged us.

Harines went to the roof, others to the windows. Howie, Graham
and I took a window on the right side of the factory, while other
Marines took back windows and doors. We were now in our “"Alamo”!
That night the Lt. called in white phosphorous on an island
facing us which was connected by a concrete causeway. We were
right on the waterfront and old Jap ships were sunk here and
there against the cement or brick wall and in the water. The
Recon Company job was to determine how many Nips were on that
island. The Lt. cautioned us to stay down as a white phosphorous
shell was on the way. We heard the high pitched scream from
behind us and thanked God it was not a short round. It blew up
a good 300 yards over the island. The Lt. called for adjustments
and another =shell came whooshing over. We hugged the dirty,
dusty floor and crouched in the bags of wheat or grain.

"Right on"! The Lt. <called for a full volley and shells by the

dozens screamed onto the 1island. The phosphorous 1it up the
black night and with white flashes of exploding white heat,
enveloped the entire islandg. You wondered if anyone could live

through that. They did. Two Recon Marines, with only their .45
pistols, now got ready to swim over to that island. We admired
their guts as it sure took courage to do something 1like that.
They silently left and we all waited tensely for their return.
We talked in whispers and tried once in awhile to nap off against
the window wall. Sitting up, rifle at the ready, we heard them
return and they reported the 1island was crawling with Nips.
Those two brave men never got any medals or recognition for that
great example of Marine guts but I sure wish they would have.
Perhaps my words will suffice to honor those two men.

May 28th dawned bright and clesar and we were slerted to wateh ths
island. I took a place in the window (stupid ass that I was)
with Graham. I grabbed the BAR. This is the BAR with the Colt
mechanism I found, so 1long. ago, on the northern end of the
Island. GSomeone yelled..."'Nips on the bridge"!...and with that
we saw two Nips, their brown rumps showing just over the curbing.
They were crawling along the concrete and brick causeway bridge
from the island. We began firing. Bullets flew off the bridge
sides and concrete chips flew everywhere. I was firing full
automatic with the BAR when it jammed. "Dammed thing"! I turned
to slam the bolt open to eject the jammed cartridge and that is
when I was hit.



A bullet hit me in the back of the neck. The force of a bullet
is such that the experience, at least to me, was like =& real

strong karate chop to the neck area. The next sensation was
heat. No wonder poor Dominic’s body felt all that heat surge
through him. I slid to the floor and put my hand up to my neck

and it came away full of the nicest red blood you ever did see.
The Corpsman, Hepler, started across the open doorway but I waved
him back. You could see bullets kicking wup in the grain and
across the floor of the building. The Nip machine guns were
raking the hell out of wus, and one of the Jarheads they got was
me !

I broke open one of those first aid kits you carried for years on
vour cartridge belt and wondered of you would ever use one. I
sat there holding the white bandage to my neck. Three other
Marines were hit and all were Recon guys. One was shot through
his wrist and the bullet clipped his "family jewels"”. When he
was being bandaged, he dropped his pants and said: "to hell with
the wrist Doc...lets 1look at this thing”"! He was O0.K. though,
only touched by the bullet. Graham had a look on his face I
never forgot. He had a 100 yard stare and just sat there looking
at me. You would have thought he got hit and not me. Howie did
all he could for me and Jjoined in the firing back at where we
thought the machine gun fire had originated. Later in life, I
knew the bullet that got me came from that damned island.

After a few minutes I found I could hardly turn my neck. I knew
I was only nicked but there was enough blood to fill a bucket.

The numbness was setting in from the back to all sides. I turned
to and fro 1like a robot. Finally they got the four of us
together that were wounded. I was the cnly ¥Weapons Company man

hit, the otherz being Recon guys. Sinecs sll of us could walk or
run, A driver and rifleman were to get us to hell cut the back,
across 200 yards of muddy, open ground, through the rubble of the
bombed out city, and to an aid station.

We ran out of the back toward our lines and covered about 100
yards of the open field, when the noise of an airplane in a dive
nade us look up. A Corsair wzs diving at us and those winking
vellow and red flames at his wings were bullets! He was firing
at us...we dove into the mud. He roared over us , missing us
completely but mud all arocund us flew up from the striking
bullets. Sitting up, 1 noticed him in a sharp bank to the left.
The S.0.B was coming over again. We hightailed it out of there
as fast as young legs could go in gooey, slimy mud and made it . to
a small building and hid there. He went by without shooting and
flew farther south. He had to think us Japs. We were in muddy
uniforms, running toward our lines and he was 1000 feet high or
so, I was glad for once a Marine was a lousy shot.

We were trucked to an aid station about 1/2 mile away. We got
out and a Corpsman locoked us over. No doctor was present. I saw
Marines lying on stretchers with shrapnel wounds covering their
backs. Men with bullets in arms, legs...all over! My thoughts



went: what in hell am I doing here?...l can walk...I can talk...I
am really 0.K.

Trucks took us further north to a hospital and we crawled off the

truck, most of the Marines were helped off. By then I didn’t
care if I had help or not. A doctor sat me down and said; "Son,
that s a real lucky wound...1/2 inch or so and it would have hit
your spinal chord...you’'d be paralyzed...or you would have choked
to death”! He cleaned the wound and then a strange smell hit me.
I did not know it then, but he used chloroform to knock me out.
Nice trick...and it worked. I woke up in the morning on a cot

inside a huge tent holding about 100 cots or so, this was the so
called hospital.

Suffering Marines with incredible wounds surrounded me. One
showed me his rifle which was hit in the wooden stock, the bullet
plowed through the stock and ricocheted through his cheek and out
again. Another had his helmet with him. It had a hole 1/4 of an
inch over the front rim, dead center. The bullet went inside,
then left and around the helmet and blew out-the right side. The
Marine had red welted scars all around his head. Some lay face
down from back wounds, others face up, with arms broken and
hanging from a makeshift pole. Bottles of all sorts hung on the
bedside hospital racks. The place was a =zoo. I felt disgusted
with myself...hell, I wasn’'t wounded...l was scratched!

After two days of this I simply walked out. I never told anyone
I was leaving...I Just left! I hopped on a B-by (truck) and
headed south. The truck was loaded with rifles which were Jjust
thrown in the back any which way. I asked the driver what he was
doing and he answered that he wag on the way to the Divisgion
Armory. Those rifles were discarded and picked up on the old
battlefields. Evidently thrown away or dropped by killed or
wounded Marines.

He dropped me off and I found some of our tank guys in an area.
They were busy shelling away at the enemy. After telling them my
“"hero" story they pointed me to a range of hills and said the
37°s were over there. It was a mile away. I hiked over and 1o
and behold there were my guys! I was ushered into captain
Petrie’s tent and had to show and tell all about the wound. He
told me he had almost been shot while a Marine in China. Who
cared? I was hit...he wasn’'t.

I found Howie, who was ecstatic at seeing me. He figured I would
go home, or to a ship, but never back on the lines. O0ld Willy
focled ‘em all. The Corpsman took a look at me and changed the
dressing which was taped to the back of my neck. He warned me to
keep it clean and told me to see him every day for a dressing
change. It never happened. I never did see him as we went one
way and H.@. went another. We never once went into battle as a
company. Weapons Company was always assigned to a battle ares,
depending on the weapons requested by the requesting unit.



About 8 brown paper wrapped packages were given to me with other

mail. It was amzzing that the Corps "Mail-Men" could get the
mail out to the scattered Marines. I never did know how that was
done. Anyhow, they were from my fantastic Mother. Inside was

almost always the same thing. Home made chocolate chip cookies
that were always crumbled up in transit...really Jjust a box of
crumbs as few solid pieces remained in the battered box. They
were always tied with twine and although the outside looked
good...God help what was in there. Along with the coockies, well
wrapped with our loecal Long Island newspaper, (it was qQuite
enjoyable to read about the war we were in) was a Jjar of
cherries. My Mom, would dump the cherry Jjuice out and fill the
jar with rye whiskey. If you never saw Marines get drunk on
cherries, you should have seen us. I was always popular when
Mom's goodies arrived. Howie, Ski, Jack and I drank many a
dammed good belt of booze every once in awhile. I had to give
most of it away as it was impossible to carry a glass jar around
with me.

In a couple of days we moved through shattered Naha. The City
was a pile of bricks and conecrete. Very few buildings still
stood but our truck made it's way to a new Bailey Bridge over the
island we had been shot from. I could still see the building we
were in. Howie had told me, the Jsp= blew up the causeway bridge
with bombs evidently attached to themselves and as the Japs went
skyward, the concrete bridge went downwards. It canted at a 45
degree angle into the Naha Harbor.

We seemed to ride back and forth for a day, as no one could place

us where we were supposed tg go. We passed a certain corner
Quite often and on the corner was a house with the roof and no
sides. Bodies were piled 1like <cordwood six or seven high

arranged in triangles. We thought they were Japs until the truck
stopped in it’'s convoy and we looked into the house from the

trucks. They were Marines! We were stunned, lay us out, but
don't pile us up! We were sick...Damned Grave Registration "body
rats"! They were like vultures, always loocking for death.

They, whoever they are, got us into a range of hills and we were
told by old yellow ass, Lt. Fleming, to get the 37 's up on one of
the hills. Mort Cooper drove us up the small narrow road which
ascended the side of the hill. It went up only 1/4 of the way
and we realized that the haul to the top would be work. We
limbered up, got the ropes and started climbing and pulling the
37 up the incline. It took all afterncon and it was not till
almost dusk that we set up the 37.

We rolled the gun in front of a good sized hole which we learned
was an old anti-aircraft and searchlight pit the Japs had dug
there. Another 37 went to the right a good 680 or 70 yards. In
the middle, Rudy Martin, set up a .50 cal machine gun on a
tripod. The view was great. We could see a good size ridge line
across a valley that had smaller hills, the tops of which came up
only 1/2 way to ours. If any Japs were there, we were looking



down on them,.

We slept in the searchlight pit, after assigning lookouts for the
night. HNothing happened except trigger happy Marines were firing
across the valley into...God knows what. The Next morning, Rudy
spotted Japs on the small hills, they were moving around so we
opened up with the .50 caliber. He did great! We saw some drop
and most ran like hell into ecaves all over the top and on the
other side. Then bullets zinged around us so we left Rudy and
jumped back down into the pit. Bullets snapped overhead so we
knew this position would be unhezlthy. The Japs were still alive
and firing at us from the caves to our front. We were hooked to
one of those small "crank the phone”, brown leather boxes used
then, so firing assignments were called to us. We put hundreds
of shots into the caves across the valley. There were many times
we were forced to lie flat as bullets snapped and clanged off the
37mm protective shield. Amazingly we never had a round hit a
tire. To raise up and shoot, you were dead! We would load lying
down, traverse where we thought we were going to fire and pulled
the trigger blindly, (A one foot wooden, thin bat) never knowing
if we hit zomething or not, but we lived.

A Lieutenant, in pretty clean utilities, showed up one morning.
He sat with us and had coffee. We asked him what was up. He was
out of a hospital for a wound and was now heading back to find
"his boys"” involved down below in the valley, attacking the hills

were firing on. I wish I would have gotten his name. He was so
friendly, guite & guy, smiling and down to earth. His men had to
love him, unlike the rat we served under. The Lt. rose to go,
wearing a .45 cal. pistol stuck in the back of his belt and,
thanksed us feor the java. We wished him luck and watched him
descend to find his men. It was later on, =a day or so, when we
were told he was killed. I never forgot him, and I had wished he

would have had more regard for the Japanese snipers. As he left
the hill, he was walking upright and carefree, like nothing could
ever harm him.

We were fighting on a place called Oroku Peninsula. We had made
an amphibious landing around Naha to land Marines and take the
ridge line we were on. We were told we were up against the die
hards, the Jap Naval Troops and their Marines. I believed it.
The dead Japs we saw were as large as we were. They were easily
g feet tall. Handpicked men of that height, went to the Naval
Forces in their army.

We all suffered occasional malaria “sweats" and slept fitfully
when they occurred. I had them, Howie, we all did. Poor Howie
was having foot problems too. His feet were scarred and blisters
covered them. His socks would be bloody when he took them off.
He rinsed his socks in drinking water and put them back on, as we
only had two pair. Our clothing was rotting and I wore an Army
jacket I had found somewhere. Some of us ‘were in khaki dress
shirts...buttons were gone...pants torn...jackets ripped, what a
sorry looking bunch of Gyrenes.
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Fleming came up to check us one afternoon and told Howie to go
back down the hill to our H.Q., about 1/2 mile away. Howie said,
"Lt...my feet can't take it...you are always sending me...send
someone else"! "Look George”, he scowled, "get your ass
moving...Now"! Howie put it to him,"Lt...screw you...if you try
to send me, I swear I'1l kill you...and I mean it"! Fleming was
stunned, and stammered, "I 1l court martial you and have your
ass"! "Lieutenant, you see these feet", Howie said, taking off
his socks, "when the corpsman and doctors report that you sent me
as a runner with these feet...it will be your ass, not mine"!
Fleming scowled and left. He never once bothered us up on that
hill again. He did come up into the searchlight pit once with
Lt. Mc Keever, to show him our setup. While we were up under the
gun lying down from Nip firing, we heard him say to Mc Keever,

"Now careful Mac...there's snipers arcund here”. That §S.0.B.,
how the hell would he know. We never saw him get up out of that
pit once to sSee where our gun was. QOur Sgt. did, but he never
once did.

One of our men was killed by a Jap firing through a blanket they
had hung over a cave entrance which they were using as a foxhole,
another was killed in our tank when a defective shell blew up in
the breech. Jap mortars killed another when a round intended for
us on the hill hit men dug 1in below. My close buddy, Jack
Dempsey, was hit in the head. He was running along a ridge line
to another position and a machine gun put four bullets through
his little green utility cap. The bullets creased his skull
ieaving ugly welts. God was with him. My belief is, if he had
his helmet on he would be dead today. He went blind for 5 days

or so =and then rejoined us. The story on me, when I received my
wound, was that I was hit bad. The story on Jack was, he was hit
in the head. Anyone hit in the head 1is dead, except

Dominic...and now Jack Dempsey! Our platoon was getting lucky.

One morning we saw a tank/infantry attasck start cut on our left.
The tanks fired their machine guns on the road to set off mines
planted there and we did see several mines go off. Japs ran out
and swarmed onto the tank as Marines shot them off. The tank
plodded on, and Marines were right behind it. A loud explosion
went off from a hill in front of the tank, black smoke coming
from a Jap gun dug intec the lower part of the ridge. A large
brown cloud of dirt rose from beside the tank and out of the
cloud came a black object spinning end over end. It was the
shell! The Japs had fired so low a trajectory that the shell
ricocheted off the ground and spun ocut. We watched fascinated,
pointing out the shell to one another and traced it's flight
right toward us! It soared high in the air directly to our hill.
We dove, jumped, ran and fell into the pit! If it had landed in
the damned pit we would all have been blown to hell and back! It
soared 40 feet or so over us and exploded down the hill with =a
loud booming sound and clouds of dirt and junk seen from all
explosions. Qur luck was still with the dirty old "weapons
guys"!
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One morning the ‘'"crank-em-up" phone rang. It was a Major or a
Colonel, I forget which and they wanted one of us to get our ass
over to where they were. They were over on the next hill teo our
left, behind where the tank sttack had come from. My buddies all
said, "Billy, you go...you can move real good"! I took off at a
quick run, darting down paths worn in on the side of the hill
opposite from the Japs. They won't get "old Willie", I figured
as I trucked along. I found the officers in a similar pit to
ours, well equipped with massive telescopes of all kinds. I
reported who I was and told them, somecone had summoned a 37mm man
to come over. A major led me to a scope and told me that a Jap
mortar crew comes out of a cave every 1/2 hour and fires at our
troops attacking. He asked me to look through the eyepiece of a
large round scope. I saw a Jap looking back at me, so large in
the scope view I could see his gold teoth! I felt like I could
touch him, as he had to be within reach of me. They told me to
go back to the c¢rew, load up with H.E. and when they called, let
that Jap and his friends have both barrels...so to speak.

I ran back like a scared rabbit and told Cpl. Bobby Henn about it
and he told me to load and he’'d get ‘em. I pointed out to him
where I thought the Jap cave was and we waited. The phone rang.
"The Nips got the gun out and we want you guys to fire away"! We
let loose one round and the phone rang. The Major said, "What in
the hell are you shooting at. You are 30 yards over the cave and
40 to the right. Bring it down and over...for chris sake"!
During the run back and forth you can 1lose track of a land=caps
Jquits ea=ily and it happened to ms evidently. Bobby traversed
over and down, he fired one. The phone rang, "Still a little bit

off". We adjusted and Bobby let one ga, I loaded, he fired.
The phone rang again, “right on...right on...fire all you
got...you already got some...they are moving as fast as they can
to get back in that cave...go get ‘em"”! We must have rapid fired

a good 20 rounds. The phone rings and the major said, "One hell
of a job Marines, you blew the S.0.B’s to kingdom come. You got
at least 10 of them...beautiful...great Jjob"! We felt great.

We had gone down the hill 20 times to meet Mort Cooper s truck
that brought us up ammo, water, rations ete. The haul back up
was tough and we fell many times resulting in skinned knees,
elbows and knuckles. We wore =a kangaroo type pouch, vyour head
went in the middle and a pocket hung on your back and chest. You
could load into that equipment about 20, 37mm shells or so. Mort
would back down the narrow road he came up on as it appeared much
to narrow to turn a truck. We were busy unlcading and catching
our breath, as it was warm, and we were sweating 1like hell.
Suddenly a huge explosion filled the air and looking downhill,
from where we had just come, we saw a tremendous cloud of black
smoke rising from the roadway. A 4x4 truck was spinning 50 to 60
feet in the air in the center of the enormous cloud of black
smoke! Out of the smoke we saw Mort Coopers body hurtling end
over end. The truck crashed to earth and bounded and bounced all
over the place. We watched in agonizing suspense as Mort crashed
to earth. "Oh God...it's Hort...he hit a mine...oh my God"! We



poured down the hill like ants with me leading. I got o Mort
seconds ahead of the other 8 or 8 Marines and he was on his back.
He was not moaning and almost looked asleep.. Arms were flung out
and legs spread. The only thing different from sleep was the
trembling that swept his body. By then "Hep”, our Corpsman, had
arrived and I said, "Hep...he's moving...he's alive...do
something"! Hep, hardly audible, his voice c¢racking said,
"No...he s dead...that concussion...he’'s gone”! Fleming, our Lt.
had arrived and knelt over Mort...I saw him cry and for the first
time I almost liked the bastard.

We all choked on tears, as Mort was loved. A real character from
the south; Alabamag I believe. I watched silently as Fleming cut
his dog tag, leaving one arcund his neck for Grave Registration.
That dog tag is nailed into your forehead with a 10 penny nail!
We §got up, stumbled back up the hill, smoke still billowing all
around us. The truck was a massive wreck and lay on it’'s side,
wheels spinning as if it still liwved. Like it’'s driver...it was
gone.

Mort had driven up that damned read 20 times to deliver us our
daily needs. We were on that stinking ridge line a week or so.
He always backed down the road. This time he decided he could
turn the truck around with a little bit of effort. As he backed
off the road, he hit a buried mine, which had te be the size of
an artillery shell. That was it. One small unknowing act and
another Marine was never to see another sun or taste the things
in life that were left for we the living.

One afterncoon I noticed, about 500 vards away, several Japs
crawling along the top of a small cliff. Below were 3 or 4
Marines resting against the cliff wall. We &all consulted one
another as to whether or not we could pick them off from our
position. If our shot was in error, ie to low, we could easily
kill the Marines. We just watched and tried waving to them with
caps, or rags, to get their attention. They never did see us.
God was with them as the Japs crawled right by them. I truly
believe the Japs did not know they were down there, as one
grenade would have done the job. The Marines were not aware of
the Japs crawling along above then.

Those ridges cost us plenty. The battle for Oroku Peninsulsa
conld be a eclassic study for someone. Marines against enemy
Marines, ridges, shells, mortars and death! It was all over the
place. My dear friend Cpl. Warren Ford was in a squad of four
men., All carried tommy guns as they were H.Q. Company men and
their command post was almost penetrated during the battle for
Guam, was not about to be swarmed over by charging Japs again.
They were in the 22nd Regiment, a fine bunch of Marines who had

seen a lot of combat over the last year or so. Roi-Namur,
Enewitock, Guam... and now, Okinawa. Of Warren’'s four men, two
(Clampitt and Cunningham) won Silver Stars, and one (Dugan) the
Navy Cross. When Warren and Clampitt were placing Dugan on a
Stretcher, a mortar landed nearby and killed Clampitt. The
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2Xxplosion blew Warren's helmet off, shrapnel cutting into his ear
and head, He put the helmet on, staggered to a Corpsman, who
bandaged it up. He then dragged the wounded down the hill. He
never received a Purple Heart due to stupidity in paperwork.
That happened a lot to us and it is a shame that today, the rolls
of honor are missing the names of many a Harine hero.

Warren told me a story once of a Major showing up at H.Q@.. The
Major was impeccably clad in brand new starched utilities and
carried a carbine that shined. "Just want to get me some Japs”,
he growled. He was assigned to Warren and some Marines who were
to flush out some Nips from caves on a nearby hill. They went up
the hill, scattering around the caves. One Marine came running
downhill, probably after throwing a grenade into a cave. The
Major fired at him and killed the Marine! A Sgt. grabbed the
carbine and threw it end over end as far as he could.
"Major...vou better get vour ass off this hill as quick as you
can”, he shouted, "or this bayonet will be in your F’'N guts”! The
Major squirmed down the hill, saying nothing, and disappeared.
He was off of an Airceraft Carrier, or Battleship and had come
ashore..."To get some action”. He =ure got some...one dead
Marine!

We were pulled off the ridge as Marines had taken the hills in
front of us. We pulled into & bowl-like area and placed tanks
and trucks all around us, which were scattered, so as not more
than one could be hit if a casual shell or whatever landed
amongst u=s. We got placed on '"swamp duty”. The =area was
marshlands and the tall grass waz lcsded with trapped Japs. We
had to fan out, advance across the weeds and "bang”, there would
be a =hot and one dead Jap who had his head sticking up out of a
mud hole which he had taken refuge in. We killed plenty of them
that way. We had some try to swim for it. It was amazing that
expert riflemen could not hit a Nip in the water. The head
bobbing, or maybe the poor Jjudgement of distance may have
contributed. They swam far cut into the ocean; we thought...what
the hell...so the ocean will kill him if we couldn’'t.

One morning we saw 7 or 8 half naked Japs come down a road toward

us, waving a white rag on a stick. I do not know who was in
charge of us, but he said, "Let the bastards get close, then mow
‘em down"! They got 20 yards away and a machine gun which was

mounted on a tripod in the roadway, opened up a long burst. The
Japs all went down. Some ran and they were hit. Within a minute
a jeep roared up and a coleonel got out screaming at us..."You
stupid bastards!. Do you know how many Japs were watching those
guys. Now they’'ll never come out.. what’'s your outfit?" We gave

it to him and he roared away turning to say..."If I have my
way...it 1l be you guys going in to get whose ever left...stupid
jerks". Well, we felt real humble and cowed at that point and I

thought at the time we should not have done that...Then I thought
a second later...What would the Japs have done? They are
disgusted with anyone that surrenders and their code believes
them cowards and traitors. I became to feel 1like all of
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us...screw ‘em...a dead Jap 1is a good one! War had hardened us
forever.

The Colonel had gotten to Petrie and Petrie read our butts off,
but good. He told us we were to go on perimeter duty and up on
the top of a hill, overlooking the Company we went, The Company
could sleep 1in peace because the faithful guard on top, was
watching over them. Well, I°l1l be damned if we didn’'t end up
getting the best part of our duty we ever did have! We set up
machine guns and actually could live in pup tents 10 yards behind
the guns. "Crank “em up"” radios were hooked up to our wonderful
Lieutenant. At night those on our left or right killed 3 Nips a
night. By now the battle waz all but over and these were
stragglers who had hid and were now trying to get somewhere or
other. Only they knew.

One night, Howie and I were on duty and I said, "Howie, I see a
Jap over there”! He looked and said, "I don't see anyone". I
waited awhile and damn if I didn't see that guy crawling from
shrub to shrub, some 20 yards away. "Howile...he’'s out
there...see him"? "Billy...there's no Nip there...if you see a
stinkin’® Nip, for God sake shoot the SOB"! With that I opened up
a burst of maybe 10 rounds. Bullets fly out fast from a machine
gun.

We always scouted our front and the next morning as each cave,
hole or cellars from shelled out homes was checked, there he
was...dead as nails. "Son of a bitch, Billy Boy...there was a
God damned Nip there. We laugh at this story even to this day.
Usually I see him once a year at our Division Reunions. I always
picked up pictures from the Nips we killed and this guy had a
1000 stiteh belt on him. It’s a belt which is given to the
soldier by his relatives before he leaves for battle and many of
his friends and family each sow one stitch on the belt. It’'s
suppose to bring good luck to the Japanese socldier. These belts
were quite a good find and I took his. The damned thing was full
of dried blood though and when I looked at it over the vyears,
tucked in my souvenir box, the blood stains were still svident.
I sent the thing along with the pictures I had, back to Okinawa
where some Japanese or (Okinawans were trying to get the things
Marines took home with them so they could return them to friends
or families.

We had one hole in the ground, (Japanese) that angled down 3 feet
and then slanted 90 degrees to allow a Jap to get out of the way
if anything dropped down on him. I +volunteered this trip (we
usually toock turns) to jump down with a cocked .45 pistol, land
and aim it back down the angle in case any Nip was in there. If
he was quick and had a rifle or pistol, the Marine doing this
could be dead, unless he was quick draw Wyatt Earp. I slid the
.45 g5lide back and then let it go which loaded the pistol. I got
to the edge, jumped down to land in the hole and as I did so the
pistol went off. The Jarring landing fired the damned thing.
The .45 cal bullet hitting between my boondockers. (Marine boots
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or shoes) No one was in the cave and I was damn lucky. I could
have blown a toe or foot off easily as a .45 carries a lot of
weight. My good old buddies only laughed and called me a "stupid
ass boot".

We used war dogs up on that perimeter to get into the caves and
when one of the dogs was alerted his hair would stand up on it’'s
back. We wounld call out, "De-Tay-Koy"”! In Japanese 1t means
"come on out”, of course it just sounds like that, but at this
sitting of the story, don’'t ask me to spell it. A pile of brown
rags moved and we had 5 rifles pointed at the heap. A Jap crawls
out to us and raised his hands. We got the Nip outside and began
to search him with his hands raised in the air. He has nothing
on him except on thing. His tits! He was a woman! A Jap army
woman! ¥We marched her back and

We put out trip flares every night and when they were tripped we
knew we had some bastard out there. He couldn’t get away from
us, so if vyou were patient, vou would get him a little 1later.
When setting up a flare, the wire is put 1in a cotter pin that
looks like a grenade type pin. The wire is then run across to a
stake and tied off. This Marine, I do not know now who it was
that put the wire on the stake and ramn it back to the pin. When
he twisted it into the pin, the tension pulled the pin out. We
heard the "pop"” and up went the parachute and flare. A horrible
scream came from the Marine, now writhing on the ground. He had
blown 3 fingers off of his hand which had been on top of the
grenade. Great training...sometimes I wondered about our so-
called fantastic training when vyou saw all of the stupid
accidents., No one ever told us about certain situations.

We got that Gyrene down the hill in a hurry, with a bandage
wrapped around his bleeding stump. We never saw him again. I
hope he had a successful life with his 7 remaining fingers.

We had so many souvenirs hanging from trees that sailors would
inquire of our men below us, "Any souvenirs"? The sailors would
be directed up to us and we would sell them canteens, belts
pictures and other junk. The price they paid was usually in the
form of medicinal brandy; they always had some in the small
flasks. We were very popular Marines up there as we must have
had 20 or 30 bottles of the stuff.

One night we got half looped. No one ever came up on the ridge
to inspect us as they knew were killing Japs every night and day
and with the battle over, who in hell wanted anymore action.. We
got an idea, it was, to go down the hill halfway and rigging up
empty C-ration cans on wires. We loaded the cans with small
rocks or pebbles. We waited for night to come for our "war” to
start. We put a sick in a carbine and pointed it out over our
Company below us. With a rapid pull of the stieck, the carbine
would fire very rapidly and sound very much like a nambu machine
gun. We were ready! This was all directed at that yellow lizard
Fleming! We threw a couple grenades, fired some rifles and then
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let our so called "nambu” go. Of course the "crank-'em-up" rings
and it’s Fleming. "What in the hell is happening up there"? We
told him that a bunch of Nips have charged us and some got behind
us. We then rattled the cans so he can hear the noise of the
rocks inside and think Japs were on the hill. We are bent over
with laughing until we hear and see smoke grenades come up the
hill from Flemings ares. That SOB threw up grenades at us! He
then ducked under a truck and had timself ready to defend his
area, Well we were teed off at his actions, but we still loved
it. We know we had scared him to death with our "USMC Nambu"!
We laugh to this day over the incident of Marines and their well
fought "Battle On The Ridge".

Finally, the hattle for Okinawa was over. We packed our stuff,
ate better, cleaned ourselves in make-shift showers, got clean
clothing, shaved and made ready to go to...It was Guanm.
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FRIVATE FIRST CLASS GIL "GIB". KANTER

K COMFANY = 3RD BN., Z2ND MARINE REGIMENT

SIXTH MARINE DIVISION

UNITED STATES MARINE CORFS

THERE WAS A TIME WHEN I DIDN'T SMOKE, DIDN'T SWEAR AND HAD A
28 INCH WAIST. I WAS EIGHTEEN IN MARCH OF 1944 AND A MEMBER
OF kK COMPANY, 2ND EN., 22ND MARINE REGIMENT. WE HAD JUST RE-
TURNED FROM COMBAT IN THE MARSHALL ISLANDS.

I HAD MET EOE KENNEDY AT FPARIS ISLAND AND WE WERE TOGETHER IN
TENT CITY, CAMFP LEJUNE, N.C. WE WENT OVERSEAS TOGETHE ON THE
Uss CLAY. STOFFING AT HAWAII. WE JOINED THE 22ND IN THE MAR-
SHALLS AND THEN ON TO THE CANAL. ON GUADALCANAL WE BECAME
FART OF K COMFPANY, 23ND. OUR FLATOON LEADER WAS LT. REGINALD
FINKE, LATER TO DIE IN EATTLE ON OKINAWA, THAT BITTER, TERROR
FILLED ISLAND THAT AWAITED US.

GUAM - AN ISLAND, AND FART OF THE UNITED STATES

FINKE WAS GUNG HO, IF THERE EVER WAS A MARINE WHO COULD BE
THE PFPERSONA OF A MARINE, IT WAS HIM. ON GUAM HE VOLUNTEERED
FDOR EVERY DAMN ASSIGNMENT THAT CAME ALONG. KENNEDY, I RECALL
WITH A SAKE BOTTLE IN EVERY FOCKET, & FEW 1IN HIS KNAFSACK AND
FROBABLY EVEN ONE IN HIS HEIMET, WHO KNOWST KENNEDY WAS THE
LIEUTENANT’S RUNNER. A RUNNER WAS GIVEN THE SAME LIFE SPAN IN
COMEBAT THAT OUR MACHINE GUNNERS GOT. THREE MINUTES.KENNEDY
NEVER STOFFED DOING THINGS. WHEN THE MACHINE GUNS NEEDED AMMO
AND ASKED FOR VOLUNTEERS, THERE WAS KENNEDY. I WAE KEFT NEAR
FINKE AND DID SOME SCOUTING FOR HIM. OUR RIFLE TEAM WAS CPL.
CROUCH, LABINE ASS’'T. BAR MAN, AND MILLER, A SI0OUX INDIAN OUR
BAR MAN.

I DIDN'T ENOW RAINS FIRST NAME. THE DAY HE WAS KILLED, IT WAS
GETTING DAREK AND WE SHOULD HAVE STOFFED ADVANCING MUCH EARL-
IER S0 WE CQULD RECOGNIZE ALL THE TERRAIN IN DETAIL. AHEAD,
THERE WERE SUDDEN RIFLE SHOTS, AND SOMECNE CALLED BACK,
"RAINS IS HIT!'" THENMN, "HE'S GONE....HE'S DEAD!" WE STARTED
DIGGING IN RIGHT AWAY ON A LITTLE HILL TO OUR FRONTCOVERED
WITH SOME THICWET OF BUSHES. 1 DUG A HOLE WITH CPL CROUCH,
WHILE LABINE AND MILLER SHARED ANOTHER ONE. MARINE'S WERE
TAUBHT TO BUDDY UP WITH ANODTHER IN A FOXHOLE. MADE ONE FEEL
MORE SECURE AND ALLOWED THE GBUARD, OR WIDE-AWAKE DETAIL, TO
GET SOME SLEEP. CROUCH HAD A FICK WITH HIM AND STARTED CHOF-
PING WHILE I KEPT GUARD. SUDDENLY, 0OUT OF THE DAREK, A JAF
CHARGED TOWARD US, WAVING HIS SWORD, BUT CHARGING SILENTLY!
HE WAS A JAF CAFTAIN AND HE WAS UFON US QUICKLY! HE SWUNG HIS
SWORD DOWN, IT SHINING THERE IN THE DIM LIGHT, FLLASHING, ON
FOOR CROUCH. T HAD MY M1 IN HIS STINKING BELLY AND FULLED
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THAT TRIGGER AS FAST AS I COULD. I THINK I EMFTIED THE ENTIRE
CLIP INTO THE BASTARD! CROUCH WAS SEVERLELY HACKED AND
INJURED BADLY. WE GOT HIM BACK OF THE LINES AS BEST AND AS
QUICKLY AS WE COULD. FUNNY, BUT OTHER JAFS SHOULD HAVE FOLL-
ODWED THEIR OFFICER AS USUAL, BUT NONE CAME. WE GOT THE FLAME-
THROWERS TO SFRAY THE HILL AND BRUSH WHERE THE JAP CAME FROM,
AND THEN THEY FOLLOWED THEIR OFFICER. QUT THEY CAME!
SCREAMING! ON THEY CAME, SOME AFLAME! WE FOURED FLENTY OF
LEAD INTO THEM TO THE POINT THAT ONE COULD NOT IDENTIFY ANY
SINGULAR JAF THEY KILLED. YDU JUST PULLLED FROM TARGET TO
TARGET. OUR COMPANY CLERK, PFC BEST I RECALL VIVIDLY SEEING
HIM BAYONETING A JAF. WE HAD A FEAR THEN OF SOME JAF ON FIRE
JUMPING IN THE HOLE ON TOF OF YOU. THEN WHAT? WHAT A4 NIGHT
THAT WAS. WE STOOD WATCH, BUT WHO COULD SLEEF? THE THREE OF
us JUST HELD ON, LARINE, MILLER AND KANTER....THE [OW MEN ON
THE TOTEM POLE!

TG THIS DAY, I DO NOT KNOW IF REST AND MILLER ARE ALIVE.
LARINE WHO WAS WITH WS SIMFLY DISAFPFERED IN COMBAT, WHILE ON
OKI. I THINK MILLER GOT TRANSFERRED TO A COMMUNICATIONS OUT-
FIT. IT WAS NOT THE GREATEST FEAR I WAS TO HAVE WHILE ON THE
ISLAND.

THIS DAY, WE ADVANCED UNTIL TWILIGHT DESCENDED ON US. IT
COMES SUDDENLY IN THE JUNGLES AND THE TROFICS. THIS TIME WE
STOFPFED IN FRONT OF AN OPEN FIELD AND STARTED TO DIG IN. WORD
CAME BACEK THAT LT. FINKE WANTED SOME SCQUTE TO GO OUT ABOUT
100 YARDS OR S50, SCOUT AROUND, THEN COME BACK. |LABINE AND I
GOT THE DUTY. LOW MEN ON THE TOTEM FOLE, FOR SURE. WE AGED
100 YEARS IN THAT SCOUTING TRIP. 1T BECAME FITCH DARK AND
AFTER WE HAD SCOUTED AND FOUND NOTHING, WE NOW HAD TO GET
BACK TO OUR LINES WHERE ALL THE MARINES WERE DUG IN FACING
US. WE ALSO GOT NO FASSWORD SINCE WE WERE OUT SCOUTING WHEN
IT WAS ASSIGNED. HERE WE WERE IN ENEMY AREA, AND DID NOT kNOW
THE FASSWORD! OUR THOUGHTS RAN...WOULD OUR OWN MEN MOW US
DOWN? I KNOW TWO THINGS: ONE, I WAS SWEATING LIKE I NEVER
SWEATED IN MY LLIFE. 2. MY HAIR ON MY NECK WAS STANDING
STRAIGT UF!

WITH EVERY SINGLE STEP TERROR WAS WITH US. THE SUSFENSE GREW
WITH EVERY STEF WE TOOK. WHO WANTS TO GET KILLED IN COMBAT BY
YOUR OWN TROOFS? WHAT A WAY TO DIE! WE SHOUTED "SEND UF A
FLARE'" NO FLARES WENT UP. THEN WE SHOUTED, "KANTER AND
LABINE COMING IN'!'" THINKING BALCK, MAYRE ALL WE COULD DO THEN
WAS WHISFER WITH THE NERVOUS THROAT AND DRY TONGUES WE HAD.
ANYHNOW. . .WE MADE IT! 1T WAS LIKE COMING BACK HOME AFTER A
LONG TRIP AWAY. I NEVER EVER ONCE FELT SAFE AGAIN WHILE IN
COMEAT, UNTIL THE PLANE LEFT THE GROUND ON OKIMNAWA WITH THE
WOUNDED ON IT.... AND I WAS ONE OF THEM!

WHEN THE ISLAND WAS SECURED WE WENT OFF ON MANY PATROLS, AS
JAPS STILL HID ALL OVER THE DARN FLACE. ONE GUY CAME OUT 30
YEARS LATER! AT THAT TIME I BECAME THE BAR MAN. I WEIGHED IN
AT 145 LBS. AND WAS S5° 7" TALL. BMALL, FOR CARRYING THE CORFS
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HEAVIEST OF RIFLE PLATOON WEAFONS. GUESS THEY DID IT THAT
WAY....ALWAYS GIVE TO THE LITTLE GUY. ONE CHAMORRO KID (A
GUAMANIAN) WENT OQUT ON THE FATROLS WITH US. THIS KID CARRIED
A CARBINE. NEVER ASKED HIM IF HE COULD USE IT. THIS KID WAS
ALl FOR REVENGE AGAINST THE JAPS. THERE WAS NOT ONE SINGLE
GIRL ON THAT ISLAND THAT WAS NOT FREAGNANT. A FPRESENT FROM
THE JAPS WHC NOW HAVE PRESENTED THEIR EMFEROR WITH A
PRESENTL. THEIR DEATHS.

THE KID HAPR A HOMEMADE RING, SO I TRADED HIM MY USMC RING FOR
HIS. I KEPT THAT RING UNTIL THE DAY I WAS WOUNDED ON OKINAWA.
SOMEWHERE ON GUAM THERE IS A CHAMORRO OLLD MAN WEARING A
MARINE CORPS RING. I WONDER IF HE THINKS OF THE MARINE THAT
WENT OFF WEARING HIS.

AN INCIDENT I RECALL HAFPPENING WAS WHEN WE WERE RESTING UF ON
A HILL AFTER THE BATTLE FOR DOROTE FENINSULA. WE LLOOKED AT THE
BEACH WHERE WE HAD LANDED AND IT LOOKED SERENE AND EBEAUTIFUL
COMPATED TO THE DAY WE L.ANDED. SOME SAILORS WERE BUSY LOOKING
FOR SOUVENIRS, AS THEY ALWAYS DID. THEY WERE CRAZY FOR THE
STUFF COMPARED TO US. SOMEONE GOT THE IDEA TO FIRE ON THEM,
YOU ¥KNOW GIVE THEM A SCARE, SOMETHING TO WRITE HOME AROUT.
SHOT AT BY THE JARPS! SOME FIRE WAS FUT OVER THEIR HEADS, AND
¥YOU NEVER HEARD SUCH SCREAMS AND PANIC IN YOUR LIFE! THEY
TOOK OFF SCREAMING, AND RUNNING FOR THIER LIVES. WE LAY THEIR
IN AGONY WITH LAUGHTER. WELL, WE DID GIVE THEM SOMETHING TO
WRITE HOME ABOUT DIDN'T WE™?

WE LEFT GUaM ABDARD ONE OF THOSE MERCHANT SHIFS, AND MADE DOUR
DIRECTION FOR OUR HOME ISLAND OF GUADALCANAIL.. WE HATED THAT
LOUSY SHIP! THEY FED US ONLY TWICE A DAY. THIS AFTER BEING IN
COMBAT AND EATING LOUSY RATIONS! ON BOARD WERE APFLES,
DRANGES, BANNANS AND OTHER THINGS WE NEVER SAW. THEY WERE
VERBOTEN TO THE MARINE MENU. TO GET A TIDBIT OF SOMETHING
EXTRA TO EAT, IT COST THE MARINES CAFTURED SWORDS, RIFLEGS,
FLAGS, EQUIPMENT, WHATEVER. I BAVE UF A BAYONET 1 TREASURED,
AND IT GOT ME....ONE AFPLE! WE HATED THAT LOUSY RUST BUCKET!
NGO WONDER WE HATED SAILORS!

GUADALCANAL

THE FIRST TIME WE WERE ON THE CANAL, I TOOK UFP CIGAR SMOKING.
I HAD A BUNCH OF THEM WITH ME ON GUAM, AND ALWAYS HAD A

STUR STICKING IN MY MOUTH. 1 LLOOKED LIKE THE CARDODON CHARACTER
DRAWN BY BILL MAULDIN AND MADE FAMOUS. I RAN OUT OF THEM ON
GuAM, BUT ON DKI I TODK AN ENTIRE BOX WITH ME. I ALWAYS FIG-
URED I'D SMOKE THEM, AS THEY ARE EASY TO GIVE UP COMPARED TO
CIGARETTES. I WAS CORRECT. IN 1986, 42 YEARS LARTER I QUIT.
THAT PROVED I WAS RIGHT ALL ALONG IN MY SURMATION.

IN MY LIVING ROOM IS A BLOWN UF FPICTURE, ALL FRAMED, OF THE
PACIFIC OCEAN, AND IT ALWAYS FACES ME. ALSO ON THE WALL IS A
HUGE PICTURE OF A JAFP TROOF SHIF THAT WAS BEACHED ON THE



CANAL. DURING THE BATTLE. THE SHIF WAS EASILY RECALLED AS IT
WAS IN THE TENT AREA OF OUR K COMFANY MARINES. I AM ALWAYS
REMINDED OF MY DAYS IN THE PACIFIC WHEN I LOOQK UF AT THESE
SCENES. I AM PROUD OF THOSBE DAY, BUT MORE SO OF THE MEN I
SERVED WITH.

I CAN SHUT MY EYES, LEAN BACK AND I CAN SEE THE TENT ONM THE
STREETS WE HAD LAID OUT. I CAN HEAR TOF SGT. LLANGLY STILL
BARKING OUT THE COMMANDS. I SEE THE LISTER BAG (WATER BAG)
HANGING THERE AND GUYS ALWAYS AT IT LIKE SUCKLING FIGE AT
THEIR MOTHER, FILLING CONSTANTLY EMFTY CANTEENS. WHO KEFT A
CANTEEN FULL IN THAT SCARING TROFICAL HEAT? I CAN SEE ALL THE
MACHINE GUNNERS CLEANING THEIR WEAPONS. THEY HAD ONLY CLEANED
THEM THE DAY BEFORE. ONE OF THEM WAS RAY SCHLINDER, LATER ON
WOUNDED ON OKINAWA AND TO BECOME A DEAR FRIEND OF MINE. RAY
ALS0 HAD CUR HONOR TO HOLD THE OFFICE OF FRISIDENT OF DUR
FINE &TH MARINE DIV. ABS'N. THE MACHINE GUNNERS WERE ONLY
ACROSS THE STREET TO US. I HEAR FFC STERL JOHNSON SINGING ONE
OF HIS HILL-BILLY TUNES. OUR MESS HALL WAS AT THE END OF THE
ROW OF BROWN, SUN~SCORCHED CANVAS TENTS. I SEE THE NATIVES
WALKING ALONG THE DIRT ROAD, ALWAYS DUSTY, SMOKING THEIR
CONSTANTLY DANGLING CIGARETTES OR FPIPES.

I WAS IN ZRD FLATOON, AND LT. FINCKE STILL IN CHARBE. WE HAD
WITH US 8GT'S. RIGGS, LAFORTE AND A SGT. RENTZ WHO WAS NOT
ONE OF MY FAVORITES. ALL MARINES HAVE AN NCO THEY DISLIKE AND
THE ONE'S WE LOVE AND WOULD FOLLOW ANYWHERE, AND DRID, INTOD
THE JAWS OF DEATH ITSELF. WE HAD CFL. REX WALDORF AND A
MARINE RY THE NAME OF WEEBB FROM NEW ENGLAND WHO LIKED ME AND
CONSTANTLY LOOKED OUT FOR ME. EXCEFT FOR OUR LIEUTENANT, ALL
OF THEM WENT STATESIDE AFTER BUAM. WE NEEDED COMBAT INSTRUC-
TORS EBADLY IN THOSE DAYS. I MISS THEM ALL. THEY ALL WERE EX-
CELLENT LEADERS...AND REAL MARINES. RENTZ WAE BEAT UF ON THE
CANAL , BY FELLOW MARINES, WHO FELT HE WAS 0OF NOT THE RIGHT
METTLE IN COMBAT. I DON'T REMEBER THAT THOUGH.

THERE WAS A CFL. CLEMENS FROM GARY, INDIANA, WHD RIGGS AND
RENTZ DID NOT LIKE. ON GUAM, CLEMENS DISAFFEARED. WHEN WE GOT
BACK TO THE CANAL HE WAS THERE. WHEN THE TWO SGT'S. WENT TO
THE STATES, CLEMENS WAS MADE A SG6T. ON THE NORTHERN END OF
CKINAWA THE GUY DISAPPEARS AGAIN.. I WAS LYING IN MY HOSFITAL
BED ON GUAM WHEN I SEE THIS GUY CLEMENS COME BY. HE WALKS UF
TO MY BED AND STARTED TO SFEAK. I ROLLED OVER AND GAVE HIM MY
BACK. FOR SOME REASON OR OTHER THIS HAS BOTHERED ME FOR
YEARS. I WONDER IF I WERE CORRECT IN WHAT I DID. WAS 1
PLAYING GOD? HOW CAN I JUDGE WHAT FEAR CAN DO TO THE INSIDES
OF A MAN? IF HE SHOWED UF AT A REUNION I AM SURE WE WOULD
HAVE A FEW BEERS TOGETHER.

THAT RUSTING JAF SHIF UF ON MY WALL REMINDS ME OF AL RANDALL
FROM DETROIT, MICH. WE SWAM AND DOVE OFF THAT FRYING PAN OF A
SHIP. THOSE STEEL DECKS WERE RED HOT. AL WAS HIT ON DKINAWA.
I HAVE NOT SEEN HIM, BUT HOPE HE BROUGHT INTO THE WORLD A
BUNCH OF SWIMMERS LIKE HIM. IF HE DID THEY ARE ALL 40 YEARS
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HE WAS REFLACED BY A PFC MIKE FPIETRUSIEWICZ. THAT MARINE WAS
KILLED A FEW MINUTES LATER. I RECALL HIM, AS THE FODR GUY WAS
SICK THE ENTIRE TIME WE WERE ON THE SHIF COMING 7O OKINAWA,
HE WAS SEASICK THE SECOND HE PUT HIS FOOT ON DECK. SOME GUYS
WERE LIKE THAT. I HAVE NEVER SEEN ANYONE ELSE EVER SUFFER AS
MUCH AS HE DID ON THAT ROLLING, ROCKING SHIF. ALL OF US
FIGURED THAT THIS WILL BE ONE MARINE WHO WILL RELISH LANDING
ON THE BEACH. HE WAS SICK IN THE LANDING CRAFT, AND SICK AS
HE WALKED ASHORE. A JAF SNIFER FUT MIKE OUT OF HIS MISERY.

ANOTHER MAN THAT STAYS WITH ME IS FFC. BAIN LEAKE JR. FROM
TEXAS. HE WAS A BAR MAN AND TOOK GREAT FRIDE IN HIS WEAFON
AND LOVED THE THING. BAIN HAD A GENTLE WAY ABOUT HIM. HE RE-
MINDS ME OF C.W. IN THE MANNER OF CHARACTER THERE WAS ABOUT
HIM. ON AN L.S.T. (LANDING-SHIP-TANK) ON THE CHINA SEA, IT
WAS THE ROUGHEST SEA I HAD EVER EXFERIENCED. I WAS SITTING ON
DECK WITH BAIN AND OTHERS, TRYING TO GET S0OME AIR. BAIN WAS
CLEANING HIS BAR, THAT HE HAD CLEANED OMLY ONE HOUR AGO. FOR
SOME REASON OR OTHER I WAS GETTING SEA SICK. I NEVER WAS
BEFORE THIS, BUT I COULD NOW SENSE IT. IT HAFFENED FAST. I
THREW UF ALL OVER BAIN! I FELT S0 BAD, I WANTED TO GO OVER-
BOARD. BUT BAIN....HE JUST MADE ME FEEL EASY ABQUT IT ALL,
"THOSE THINGS HAFFEN GIR...YOU KNOW..IT COULD BE WORSE...LIKE
A JAF TORFEDO!" HE JUST STARTED TO CLEAN HIS BELOVED ERAR ALL
OVER AGAIN.

SOMEWHER ALDONG THE ASA KAWA RIVER, ON THE S0UTH END OF
OKINAWA, I SAW BAIN SITTING UNDER A TREE. I GAVE HIM THE
THUMBS UP SIGN....NO ANSWER. I STARTED OVER, EUT WAS STOFFED.
"HE'S DEAD GIB...'!" HE WAS JUST FPROPFED UF, SITTING THERE
WITH HIS BAR ACROSS HIS LAF. IF THERE WAS EVER A MOMENT IN
LIFE THAT 1 SHOULD HAVE CRACKED UP, THAT WAS IT!' I LOOKED UF
TO HEAVEN WITH MISTY EYES...IT WAS CLOUDY AND NOT RAINING.
ARTILLERY SHELIL.S WERE TRYING TO FIND US....BUT I SAW BIRDS
FLYING AROUND' WHAT A HELL OF A WORLD...WHAT A COMICAL WORLD
I THOUGHT. THE BIRDS ARE SMARTER THAN WE ARE!

WHEN WE FIRST HIT THE ISLAND, WE TURNED LEFT, WHICH WAS NORTH
SEEKING OUT THE JAPS. IT WAS NOT THE WORST OF COMBAT, JUST A
LOT OF PATROLS., WE WENT LOOKING FOR THE HIDING JAFS, AND WE
GOT PLENTY OF CIVILIANS IN BETWEEN THE TWQ OFFONENTS. WE
SHOWED MUCH KINDNESS TO THE OKINAWANS WE FOUND, AND SHOWERED
THEM WITH FOOD, WATER, ETC. UNFORTUNATELY, AT NIGHT SOME WERE
KILLED BY US, AS THE JAPS PUSHED THEM AHEAD OF THEM TO TRIP
FLARES. AT NIGHT, ANYTHING MOVING TO THE FRONT, YOU SHOODT
FIRST AND ASK WHO IT IS IN THE MORNING. THOSE GIFTS, AND
LITTLE COMFORT WE GAVE TO THE OLD, SICK, MAIMED AND THE SMALL
CHILLDREN GIVES ME ENDURING COMFORT AND PLEASURE TD ME TO THIS
DAY. MARINES ARE SOFT-SHELL CREATURES.

A LITTLE GIRL, WE HAD COME ACRDOSS, WAS SITTING ON MY LAF. I
WAS TRYING TO CALM HER DOWN AS SHE WAS CRYING AND SHAKING
LIKE A LEAF. I POINTED TO MYBELF AND SAID, "GIR...GIB'" IT
GO0T THROUGH SOMEHOW, HERE IN THE MIDDLE OF BATTLE TORN



OKINAWA. SHE FOINTED TO HERSELF AND SAID, "MILLET!" IT COULD
BE MILL-IT OR MILLIT, BUT IT SOUNDED LIKE HOW YOU CAN SPELL
IT. FUNNY ISN'T IT, BUT I HAVE NEVER FORGOTTEN HER NAME. WITH
MY HAND I SHOWED HER 5 FINGERS, THEN AGAIN &, THEN 3 AND

THEN 4. I WAS NINETEEN. SHE FUT UFP HER TINY, DIRT STAINED
FINGERS,...SHE SHOWED T AND I THOUGHT THAT WAS IT. BUT SHE
FOKED UP ANOTHER S AND THEN A 1. SHE WAS 11 YEARS OLD, BUT
LOOKED LIKE SHE SHOULD HAVE BEEN © OR 6. SHE WAS SO FRAIL AND
TINY. HERE 1 WAS ONLY 8 YEARS OLDER THAN SHE WAS AND I WAS
OUT HERE WITH A RIFLE SENT TO KILL FEOFLE. I PUT HER DOWN
EASILY OFF MY LAF TD THE GROUND. I HAD TO LET HER GO AT THAT
MOMENT IN THOUGHT. I WONDER TODAY IF SHE IS ALIVE AND WELL.
MARRIED? CHILDREN? WHOULS SHE REMEMBER A "GIR", THE WARRIOR
FROM ACROSS THE SEA, WHO GAVE HER SOME CHEWINIG GUM?

IT WAS EASY TO HATE THE JAFS. ALL YOU HAD TO DO WAS WATCH THE
MOVIE FILM AND SEE WHAT THE DID IN CHINA TO CIVILIANS AND
BABIES. THEY CAUGHT BARIES ON THE END OF THEIR BAYONETS! WE
GOT S0 USED TO SEEING THEM DEAD, THAT WE COULD EAT OUR RAIONS
WHILE A DEAD JAF LAY, OR FIECES OF HIM LAY, A FEW FEET AWAY
FROM YOU. IT SHOWS HOW HARDENED TO WAR ONE CAN GET. WHEN I
SAW THE CIVILIANS IN TATTERED RAGS, SOME BANDAGED AND
WOUNDED, I FELT THE AGONY OF THEIR DESFAIR. THEY WERE
BEWILDERED AND SOME WERE CRYING. MOST CARRIED OR HAD CHILDREN
IN TOW. I KNEW WE WERE ALL THE SAME...EARTH FPEOFLE. EVERYONE
HAS THEIR ARGUMENT AND WE JUDGE IT, NOT IN WISDOM OR COMFASS—
ION BUT BY OUR HERITAGE. IS THIS THE GUILT OF THE HUMAN RACE?
I DON'T KNOW. '

AFTER THE ASA KAWA RIVER BATTLE WE KEFT ADVANCING TILL WE
CAME TO THE HEAVIEST FORTIFIED LLINE ON ALL OF OKINAWA. THE
NAHA-SHUR—-YONARARU LINE. SUBAR LOAF HILL WAS THE ANCHOR TO
THE DEFENSES. THE JAPS HAD YEARS AND YEARS TO DIGG THE CAVE
DOWN 150" FEET OR MORE AND EQUIF IT LIKE THE INSIDES QF A
BATTLESHIF. OM MAY THE 15TH ¥ COMFANY WAS ALREADY UF ON THE
HILL. LOTS OF US WERE STREWN AND LYING IM FULL VIEW ALL OVER
THE AFFPROACHES TO THE HILL. SOME THERE FOR DAYS OGN END,

I HAD SFENT THE LONG, LONG NIGHT WITH C.W. IN & READY-MADE
FOXHOLE. HOPE THAT GUY THAT MADE IT SURVIVED. WE LAY THERE
ALL NIGHT PRAYING FOR FLARES, AS WE HAD NO IDEA AS TO WHAT
DIRECTION A JAP, OR JAPS COULD COME FROM, DAWN WAS A BLESSING
TO US. IN COMBAT, ALL OF US DETEST AND HATE THE NIBHT. NIGHT
IS THE EQUALIZER AND FEAR AND ANXIETY TERRORIZES THE SENSES.
WE LOOKED AROUND TO SEE WHD WAS STILL LEFT ONM THE HILL.
MORTARS, BRENADES AND RIFLE WITH MACHINE GUN SPLIT THE NIGHT
AIR CONSTANTLY. JUST TO SEE YOU ARE NOT ALONE IS A GREAT
FEELING. I LOOKED OQUT IN FRONT AND TOOK A PEEK, AND SPOTTED
SOME JAFP SORT OF WINDING HIS WAY AROUND. HE MUST HAVE EBEEN
SHELL-SHOCKED OR SOMETHING. I RAISED UP RIFLE AT THE READY,
AND WHAMMMMMM! I GOT HIT!!! IT FELT LIKE A HOT ELECTRIC IRONM
AND A BASEBRALL BAT HAD HIT ME IN THE THROAT! THE BLOOD WAS
SQUIRTING QUT QF ME IN BUCKETS! I FUT MY HAND THERE, AND IT
CAME AWAY COVERED IN BLOOD. HELL, A MAN COULD EBLEED TO DEATH
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UP HERE....GOTTA GO...GET OFF...GET OFF THE STINKING DEATH
HILL! I FOUND OUT YEARS LATER THAT C.W. EXAMINED MY RIFLE AND
FOUND IT HIT BETWEEN THE RIFLE BARREL AND THE GAS CHAMEER. IT
RICOCHETED OFF INTO MY THROAT. I DO NOT RECALL HOW I GOT OFF
THAT HIlLiL, OR HOW THE STRETCHER BEARERS DID IT.

AT THE BOTTOM OF THE HILL IT WAS CHAOS. I SAW LT 'S. FINKE AND
LT. ROWE THERE. MANY WOUNDED WERE STREWN ABOUT. FINKE WENT UF
THE HILL AND THAT IS8 WHERE HIS LEGS WERE ELOWN OFF AND HE
ROLLED DOWN TO THE BOTTOM WHERE HE HAD STARTED FROM, TO DIE
THERE. TO MY LEFT, AS I LAY THERE, WAS A KNOCKED QUT TANK.
UNDER IT I COULD MAKE OUT A JAP SNIFER! I WAVED, I TRIED 7O
SFEAK, I DID EVERYTHING YOU CAM THINK OF TO CALL ATTENTION TO
THAT BASTARD. 1 LAY BACK DOWN. IF HE SAW ME MOVING I'D BE
FLINKED AGAIN FOR SURE. I MADE A PROMIS RIGHT THEN AND THERE,
"t ORD, LET ME LIVE AND I'LL ALWAYS RE GODD TO MY FARENTS,
SISTER, EBRDTHER. I°LL NEVER EVER CHEAT ANYEODY AND I WILL
ALWAYS TRY TO TELL THE TRUTH!" AND ON AND ON AND ON....THEN
ANDTHER STRETCHER WAS LAID BESIDE ME AND I FELT BETTER. I HAD
COMFANY. THEN CAME ANDTHER ONE, AND ANDTHER...AND ANOTHER...'
HELL, THE ENTIRE COMFPANY LOOKED LIKE THEY WERE ALL HERE. AN
AMTRAC GOT THROUGH TO US, AND WE WERE LOADED ON IT AND THAT
SNIFER NEVER ONCE FIRED AT US. I WONDERED WHERE HE WAS, AND
LATER FOUND SOMEONE SFOTTED HIM, AND SENT HIM ON HIS WAY TO
HIS HEAVEN....OR HELL.

I WAS CARRIED TO AN AID STATION AND GOT ONE OF MY SEVERAL
OFERATONS. THAT BULLET IS LODGED IN MY NECE TO THIS DAY. T0OOD
CLOSE FOR COMFORT TO CUT AWAY AT IT. LUCKY GIR!

BOR KENNEDY WAS WOUNDED HERE AND RAY SCHLINDER, MACHINE
GUNNER. RAY THREW OVER I00 BRENADES THAT NIGHT' ONE LANDED
ON HIM, A JAF ONE, 50 HE THREW THAT ONE BACH WHERE IT CAME
FROM! HE HAS A FIECE OF SHRAFNEL IN HIS LIVER TODAY THE SIZE
OF A& SILVER DOLLAR WHERE A JAF KNEE MORTAR GOT HIM.

MAYBE THE ERIG T MET AT YALTA, BUT TO ME THEY WERE ON A FLACE
CALLED SUGAR LOAF HILL..

RAY SCHILINDER BECAME A SALES MANAGER, AND THE PRESIDENT OF
OUR 6TH MARINE DIVISION ASS’N.

BOE KENNEDY BECAME THE GREATEST GOLFER IMN THE HISTORY OF THE
&TH AND ALSO THE BEST POKER PLAYER. SCHLINDER CHALLENGES HIM
ON THE POKER THING THOUGH.

KANTER BECAME THE SCOURGE OF HIS SENIOR CITIZEN BOWLING CLUE.

H YES...I WAS FUT ON THE PLANE THAT TOOK ME TO THE HOSFITAL
ON GUAM BY BILL OSMANSKI, THE CHICAGD EBEARS FULLBACK. THAT I
ALSD REMEMBER EASILY,.

I END THIS WITH ONE MEBSAGE...I KNOW WE LIVE ON A LITTLE

SPECK OF DUST, THAT IF IT DIDN'T EXISYT, WOULDN'T MEAN ANY-
THING TO THE VASTNESS OF THE UNIVERSE. FOR OUR SHORT STAY HERE
WE HAVE TO GET DUR ACT TOGETHER....



MY DAYS ON OKINAWA - 19545

The horrendous ordeal was over, the mission completed 1in Victory
and we were headed back. Co I, was onlcading their troops at a beach
near Naha. After one hundred and one days on Okinawa, and as the ramp
was about to close on the LST to take us to Guam, cone of the last
officers to step off the soil, Lt. Vellman, spat back and cursed the
land and Enemy that had taken so many lives and blood of our fellow
Marines. That purty well summed up my feelings at that moment as
well. Three of my tent mates at Guadalcanal were left behind, dead.

I, as a corporal and a fire team leader in a rifle platoon, to
this day almost fifty years later cannot understand the providence of
fate, to endure all those hellish challenges of battle and misery for
82 days without sustaining a single wound, is still puzzling to me,
and to many others as well.

Going ashore, April 1, that bright, sunny Easter Sunday was much
easier than we expected. Not without some apprehension though, this
was reality not a training exercise and everyone knew it. Some
elements of the Division had gone ashore ahead of us and what
movement we could see from aboard ship was progressing inland without
much obvious enemy action. There were smoke patches in various places
on the slope towards Yonton airfield which was on top, perhaps, a
thousand yards ahead, and the beach or landing craft didn't encounter
any enemy artillary or airplane action. It was a breath of relief
when we decended the ship to the landing craft without being harrased
by enemy gun fire as in other previous landings by other Marines. I
did have some trepidation going down the side on the ship's net with
all my gear on my back, my gas mask and holding on to my rifle. The
thought occured that I could barely swim with nothing on at all and
what if I had to now. That was only a flash in the mind amidst all
the activity getting on to the landing craft, and before I knew it I
was transported, safely, to the beach, getting my legs and feet wet
wading in near the shore., I have to give credit and a salute to those
courageous Navy fellows for a job well done.

Everyone discarded their gas mask on shore to a delegation of
Marines collecting them and yelling back to us that they would be
back at Headquarters. We deployed inland a short distance and to the
left of the landing site. We dug in for the night, 3just as we
trained, pairing up and spacing our fox holes and setting up for our
guard watches. As dusk approached the Japs began to send their planes
in and the ships opened up on them with spectacular fire works from
their anti-aircraft weapons. The sky was ablaze with streams of
tracers in every which direction. Like the 4th of July, it was almost
a thrill to watch, yet realizing it was a deadly encounter and we had
much to lose with what appeared like myrids of ships offshore., I
don't recall how many sorties the Japs sent over but for the most
part the rest of the night was reasonably quiet.

To the left of our bivouac area (NW), facing the airfield, the
shore line was high and its contours were followed by a narrow strip
of palm trees near the edge. When morning came so did the call of
nature and since all was gquiet I walked to the shore edge and leaned
against a palm tree to relieve myself, when "Lo and Behold!" a Jap
Zero comes by, gliding guietly with throttle down just below the tree
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tops following closely to the edge. I could see the pilot in it
moving his head about and the big red zero on the side . My first
thought was, "My God! My rifle is back at the fox hole!" Here I had
such a golden opportunity to get my first Jap and missed it. I was
very distressed and disgusted with myself, (P-Oed!) and was mentally
kicking myself for ignoring a Paramount-Cardinal lesson. "Never leave
your rifle!" "Always have your rifle at the ready near you!" "Your
rifle is your best friend!" How many times had we heard this? After a
short moment I heard the plane's engine accelerate as rifle shots
could be heard along the shore as the plane sped away.

Later that morning our Co. moved out in a column or columns going
up the hill since we knew that Yonton was secure. We had already
heard the news of the Jap plane landing without realizing it was in
the Marines' hands already, and the fellows had taken care of him,
That plane was there, plus others damaged and remnants of planes
scattered about. It was my first experience seeing plane revetments.
Several of these semi-circle earth embankments encircled the field.

I believe it was that day that we came upon an enormous sink hole.
It had to be fifty or more feet deep and at least a hundred feet
across with a cave to one side at the bottom. Socme demolition had
been used earlier so a few Marines were at the edge of the cave
calling in for someone to come out, "De- Te- Coil", but got no
response.

On this day or possibly the next we caught up to the Marines that
had gone in ahead of us. We were spread out and sweeping through wide
sparsely overgrown fields. Shots were fired occasionally on both
sides of the flanks, possible snipers or trigger happy Marines. When
we set up for the night we were told to find bulky things to cover
our fox holes because a Jap air invasion was expected during the
night and shrapnel from our ship's weapons could be landing in our
area, but nothing came of it.

The following day we came upon a small creek where we washed up
and shaved, then later as we moved across the Island we ran into a
group of Geisha girls all decked out in their kimonos. One, with a
big brimmed hat was the English spokesperson for the group. She was
all painted up like a bordello madam and the Marines near this group
all went batty in excitement, with whistles and cat calls, "Geisha!"
"Geisha!" Most others kept their guard just in the event this was a
Japanese trick to distract us.

We crossed over to the Pacific side of the Island the next day and
moved up the c¢oast road. This, I remember because of the attractive
stone sea wall there that supported the road. We moved inland again
assaulted a small village by house to house action but found no enemy
soldiers, just a few civilians, some chickens, ducks, geese and an
old horse. We bivouaced up hill outside this village using some mats
we found passing through and got infested by one of the Japanese
irritating, secret weapons: Them nasty fleas! Couldn't sleep all
night. This was worse than being shot at, it felt at times.

We kept moving North-West, passing through Chuda and Nago. Some
homes along the road that were not destroyed had the nice, red tile
roofs on them, with fierce looking animal gargoyles looking at you.
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This was only April but I noticed sizeable cole plants in the
natives gardens and some other plant which looked 1like sweet
potatoes. The people didn't appear to be hostile and those that could
speak English would answer your gquestions peolitely. I saw a couple
groups of small children escorted by a woman attendant to an outside
assemblage area for schooling. When I entered one home I was amazed
to see, what looked like, a one year old feeding itself mush with
chop sticks.

For high winds and typhoon protection some homes had stone walls
around them, others had very high hedges. This part of the country
was becoming more hilly and had a greater number of larger trees.

By late afternoon on the eight day we found land mines in the road-
way that had to be cleared by our engineers so our support vehicles
could come through. During all this advance northward we only
encountered sporatic sniper fire along the way, but no casualties in
our unit. We were coming into the Motobu portion of the Island. Just
before dusk, part of our platoon or maybe just our sguad, dug in on
the higher portion of the beach for the night in case the Japs would
use boats or swim in to infiltrate. Some of our amtracks were passing
near us using the beach also because of the mines in the road.

During the night Jap artillery came into the general area. Next
morning we learned that a headquarters was hit, killing three
Marines. I remember the name of Crosby as one being mentioned, but
none from Co I, that I could recognize. As the truck came by, moving
the dead bodies to the rear, the smell of raw human flesh made an
omonious impression on everyone that the smooth-sailing days we had
to this point were not going tc be easy, just ahead.

We continued our advance. The road made a gradual bend to the
right, pulling away from the shore and following the contour of the
base of the hill in a northerly direction. Third platoon was at the
head of the column, so when the foreward section reached a shallow
river, it halted there and made a right flank turn towards this
rather steep slope. We learned this was the base of one leg of Yatake
mountain. We went up about 50 yards off the road and dug in for the
night. This slope was wooded and had sizeable trees. Orders were
passed,"no flames!", to warm our food or coffee, or to smoke as some
of the fellows had done earlier.

The following day, first or second platoon went past third platoon
following the road and across the river over a destroyed concrete
bridge that had fallen down but one could still get over by stepping
on the high places.

The terrain on the other side of the river, to the right of the
rcad, was flat for a hundred yards or more before the base of the
hill turned up. The first low hill streached out long almost parallel
to the road with a series of elevations beyond it, leading higher
towards Yatake summit. The slope had almost no trees, just scrubby
brush and tall dry grass, similar to broom sage. That also covered
the flat land.

The platoon moved some distance up the road, then a fire fight
started and activity could be heard there for some portion of the
day. When it stopped the unit withdrew to its original place for the
night. I cannot recall of any casualties reported,
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while all this activity was going on during the day, the 3rad
platoon being just on this side of the river was well screened by the
trees along its sides, so we didn't draw any fire in our direction.
Still, there was a lot of excitement in our area because during the
night when the Jap artillery fired its guns, the same that hit the
headguarters a couple days earlier, some of our men noticed its
position high upon the mountain and were able to spot it visually
this particular morning. Almost everyone was straining his eyes and
making discovery comments. The gun was positioned in a cave very high
and on the bluff portion of the mountain and veiled somewhat by the
trees and vegetation near it. Later in the morning a couple officers
came in that we were not familiar with and observed the situation as
well. Their dungarees were not the same as our officers, so they
could have been higher-ups or from one of the other Services.

By evening it began to rain and continued into the night. It was a
cold and miserable night, and the emphisas was even greater for no
lights since we knew now that we were right up against the enemy. My
fox hole buddy was Bob Luddecke. We huddled together trying to stay
warm. Our teeth chattered and I Jjust vibrated all over continously
all night, thinking I would be dead by morning from hyperthermia.
Without any sleep I felt very miserable until dawn when I could move
around again without being shot by my own buddies.

This day the 3rd platoon was commited along with the mortar unit
to engage the enemy where the others withdrew the day before. We
crossed over the bridge and up the road for several hundred yards in
a column then turned right towards the hill. The morning was still
damp and the fog hung low over the tops of the lower elevation hills.
We were in the clear and advanced towards the beginning of the slope.
Where my fire team turned off there was an unused road, overgrown
with weeds, leading towards the hill. There was a small building, the
size of a utility shed,near the base of the hill that had a huge cast
iron safe propped up against one corner. We were giving it the eye,
thinking it might be a booby trap. At about that time the Japs opened
up fire on us. We took cover at the shed. They kept shooting
sporadically. But as the fog lifted higher, more firepower was sent
in our direction and at all others that left the road. Mortars now,
began to come in. The few of us at the shed opened up, shooting at
every puff of smoke we could see on the hill. Soon, a mortar shell
landed near the utility shed. The debris and soil it kicked up gave
me an awful sting on the back side, but no shrapnel injury. At that
moment everyone took off, back for the main road and back towards
base camp. The mortars kept following the troops, as all were doing
double time moving back. As we passed near Lt. Vellman, I believe he
was in charge of our mortar platoon, he was running and yelling, "Take
cover at the wall"! This concrete wall ran 75 or 100 feet along the
road, out from a building not far from the bridge we crossed earlier.
When most of us tail enders got there the Lieutenant was watching for
the smoke trails of the mortars as they were fired, and yells out,
"There comes another one"! and we hugged the wall even closer. The
mortar shell landed and exploded just on the other side of the wall
where the Lieutenant was standing. Without hesitation, he yells out,
"Let's get the hell out of here"! So we took off, probably at triple
time now, back across the bridge to where we started.
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Fortunately, no one was killed or wounded during this futile
encounter. We had no choice but to move back. We were in the open
country and they had the commanding ground.

Records do show that two Marines were killed on the 10th of April:
J. Joiner and D. Smith. This was April llth. A few days later we
learned that a couple bodies of dead Marines were found high upon Mt.
Yatake and the scuttle butt was that this couple tried to take out
the big gun in the cave, Only the name of Joiner rings faintly in my
memory regarding this.

Up to this point I have written of the most vivid things I can
recall from memory. I am sure there are many more things that had
happened along the way. Almost 50 years is a long way to reach back,.

During the winter months I shuffled through some of my old mail
that I have saved since day one, of relatives, friends, and
Servicemen that is still a joy to re-read. Among it I found a three
and a half page diary that I had copied from notes of a note pad I
carried during the war. These notes must have been copied on Guam or
back in the states where I had access to my sea bag with the
correspondence paper. It has the 6th Division emblem on it with the
San Francisco address.

Some inserts are brief, so, where possible, I will elaborate on
the events that I can remember. Such as for April 12th, I have only
one word, "Ambush", yet this was a very eventful and tragic day for
Co. I. The notes are daily, with a couple exceptions, and run from
April 12 to the 1l6th of May when Co. I. made its first assult on
Sugar Loaf Hill. The casualty dates, of only the ones I had knowledge
of at that time, are right on the money as in the official records.
This astounded me when I read them. Most of these notes were jotted
down later from memory during reserve or rest periods when we did our
mail.

April 12,"Ambush!”

This was a bright, sunny day. We were told early of our mission,
that would be directly up the hill towards the summit of Yatake.
There was a trail, an unused road, at the left flank end of our
bivouac area and up from the river, that led up the hill at a slight
diagonal. It came out on the ridge above a few hundred yards ahead.
We started our advance sometime early in the afternoon, I believe,
using this trail. The wooded portion ended even soocner. Beyond this,
all was an open field with the same type of tall dry grass and scrub
in patches here and there.

When we reached the ridge, it was very broad and the Co. could
spread out reasonably well in fire team columns abreast of each
other. The ridge gradient was flat to very gradual up for some
distance, with a step in the middle, up about ten or fifteen feet
then the same gradient again for some distance towards the very steep
portion of the summit. Within a hundred yards or so where the
mountain turned up sharply the ridge had a large thickett of small
trees, eight or ten feet high and densely growing together. When we
reached within fifty to a hundred feet of this thickett, a single
shot was fired, and almost immediately afterwards, all hell broke
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loose. The whole mountain exploded with a rage of gun fire, of all
sorts from the enemy, and probably from other directions as well., We
were caught by surprise in an "Ambush!" Everyone Jjust melted down in
the grass and crawled for the nearest cover one could find. I crawled
to the edge of the thicket, seeing none of my fellows around I
crouched and kept moving around the scrub. I reached an opening where
the Japs had cut a swath eight or ten feet wide in the center of this
thicket and in line with the summit above. The first individual I
came upon was our radio man with the heavy eguipment on his back. He
was dead, 1lying in this open space. Others were running back and
forth from this overgrowth. With the enemy fire still raging, it was
bedlam and confusion not knowing where or what had happened to the
rest of our men. One Marine that was running towards me still lingers
in my memory. He was carrying no weapon. When we came together he
stopped for a moment, looked me straight in the eyes, didn't say a
word, then took off again. That terrified look I can never forget.
Perhaps, my look wes no consolation to him either.

Soon I met up with a couple of fellows with a litter and helped
carry a wounded man. In the process we were drawing machine gun fire.
The dirt and grass was kicking up all around us. We made it over the
knoll without any casuvalties to the first aid station that was
located a short distance down, under a clump ¢of trees. As we reached
the entrance of the field station, the first person I noticed was our
Platoon Sergeant McQunlin, leaning against a tree with blood on his
face and hands. We put the 1idividual down that we carried in. He
didn't appear to be wounded badly. Looking about, I was horrified to
see the number of casualties. Our platoon leader, Lt. Sullivan, was
assisting the Corpsmen, as were other fellows.

We went back up to look for other individuals, whether by command
or voluntarily, I'm not sure. Too much activity was going on,

The heavy, enemy fire had subsided somewhat, still, rifle shots
kept coming in., The face of the mountain was all grey now of smoke
from all the gun activity. I don't recall who the other fellow was
with me. We went up through the thicket again, over the ridge,
looking for other wounded. We met up with four other Marines carrying
a badly wounded man down towards the trail from where we came. When
they put him down to give him some Morphine, I recognized him as Pvt.
Greska, from our second platoon. He was shot through the stomach and
the contents would ocoze out each time he would make a crying moan. He
was in terrible agony of pain. The two of us took turns to help carry
him to the road near our bivouac area from where we startrd. A good
distance down. We got him to a vehicle that took him away.

We met an officer there that was studying his maps on a huge stump
along the road. We told him of our plight up on the mountain and that
assistance was needed. He looked at us very concerned for a moment
then said to go back up to the tree line and dig in, in case the Japs
counterattack. Then he turned back to his maps again. At least eight
or ten of us were there by that time, so we did just that. By dusk I
was so exhausted I don't recall how our remaining force came back, or
how our wounded or dead were removed.
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April 13, 1945... At bivouac area. Art. and air strikes. Naval gun
fire.

The artillery, our planes and ship's guns pounded the mountain
most o©of the day... In the morning, Lt. Sullivan, brought us the sad
news that the President, F.D. Roosevelt, had died... Co. I, is in
reserve this day... At our bivouac area the men are having much
discussion about the day before with Lt. Sullivan. One incident of
one of the fellows struck a humerous note. He said,"What are you
supposed to do when the Jap fire gets heavy around you while carrying
a wounded and he jumps off the litter and starts running?" I'll let
you amagine some of the answers. Some not too complimentary.

April 14, ... Pulled down road about a mile. Began wide sweep
movement toward Yatake. Bivouaced to right of ambush area. (Art-
As)

We moved back down the road towards Nago. Swept the opposite slope
and valley of day 12, and bivouaced in the area of the the first aid
station on that day.

April 15, ... G. Co. assulted Yatake. 3-I came up later and extended
line to the left. Dug in along a ridge. Nips and civilians infiltrate
our lines. Seven were killed during the night outside our fox holes.

On this day the third platoon of I Co. was in reserve and joined
G Co. left flank in the evening. So during the day we could move up
the hill and 1look down on the wooded thicket where we were ambushed
and see the Japs advantage. In additicon to the open cuts of the trees
they alsc had trenches dug parallel to the hill where some of our men
took cover and were direct targets. I don't know how many were lost
here. I was assigned with a couple other men to remove cne dead body
from within one of the trenches. The sun was hot these three days
after the ambush and the odor from this shattered body was unbearably
acute. The other fellows cculdn't handle it. I had to plead and prod,
suppose this was theirs, that we got it out of the soil on to a
litter and to a location where it could be picked up. His name was
Sgt. O. Johnson. After this, I picked up a name from my fellow
Marines, and was refered to as, "Blood and Guts", for this action.

One artillary gun of The 15th Marines had reached our location now
and was working the top of the mountain in conjunction with G Co.

It was this day also, that the bodies of the two Marines weére
found that we assumed were going for the big Jap gun in the cave. One
was defecated on, we were told.

From this higher elevation we had good view of the ocean and saw
the invasion of Ieshima, by our forces, This island was large enough
to contain a sizeable, cone shaped, (Volcano) mountain, which stood
out very prominently in the distance. This is where Ernie Pyle, a
revered news correspondent, met his demise from the Japs.

In the evening, Company I, moved up on the left flank of Company
G. and set up its parimeter for the night near the top of the ridge.
It had a bend in it that swung to the left, somewhat. The top of the
ridge had a narrow tree line on it. Below this was a clear field,
like a meadow, twenty or thirty yards wide, and then a depression of
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assorted brush and medium size trees. Company G. was to our right, up
the hill following the ridge towards the summit. Our Company I. came
in on a dirt road from below and continued along the edge of this
wooded ravine, Third platoon came in last, so our sgquad was used to
cover the right flank, that is the open space between the road and
the ridge, facing towards and below Company G. The rest were
dispersed along the ridge in the back. My fire team was on the bank
nearest to the road. Everyone dug in well, being on the front again.

Grover Shankle is the new B.A.R. man in my fire team. I don't know
what happened to Ivan G. Zahler. That was his position. Later, during
the night there was rustling in the weeds and low vecices coming
towards us, so our sguad opened up fire in that dJdirection. Grover
Shankle must have been dozing and was startled when the shooting
started, and began to spray the whole area with his B.A.R. in every
direction, including the back where most of our fellows were. The
next morning we found six women and a young boy dead, out in front of
our fox holes. Our sguad caught "holy hell"” from everyone for the
miss~guided shooting. Even Company G. complained, lFortunately, none
of our men were injured.

Most of the dead bodies were in the roadway leading down the hill.
1 was involved helping to remove them from the road. I shutter now,
when I think about it, that to clear the road I grabbed this young
corpse, (8 or 9 yrs.) by the heels and tossed him over the side into
the wooded ravine. Cruel as this may sound now, that was nothing
unusual then, just getting a part of a day's job done. Death wasn't
so unusual now., One was too busy to dwell on it. Its happening was
ever present around us.

April 16, ... Patrols sent out. 4th assaulted from reverse side of
Mountain. By evening area secure. Moved back down valley. Boarded
Amtracks.

The morning of day 16 is already described in the above, day 15.
This is more likely the day we viewed the invasion of IeShima, while
on patrol. 1 remember watching it for some time.

After the war in 1945, when we returned and entered the real world
again with our new tasks and responsibilities, there wasn't much time
te think about the war. Years later, when 1 tried to retrace my steps
of events there, I could never put a date to a fierce battle we had.
Now with my diary notes and a casualty list Ken Long sent me, I am
able to place it on this day. I wondered where we went with the
Amtracks. Suddenly, it came to me, we were transported gquickly to
another location where the assault was already in progress, and by
foot we could have never made it.

At this new location where we were making our sweep, the terrain
was very broad and bare and had a gradual to steep incline. The top,
we learned later, was flat like a plateau, with trees and the usual
scrub among them. Everything was cleared about twenty feet or more
back from the rim on top and possibly a hundred yards or more along
it. When we started our drive up the hill, the Japs used some of
these piles of scrub to camouflage their automatic weapons, we sure
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got pinned down by them for a good long while. This is one spot I
said a lot of 'hail Marys', barely squeezed down in a shallow erosion
gulley. When our mortar and other support fire came in we made our
assault to the top and drew no Jap fire from the flat portion. We
continued our drive, gradually, towards the other side of this hill,.
We found a few civilians there. One young man, probably in his 20s,
that was dressed in a robe, was sent away. Too ideal, to be out of
uniform, knowing the Japs. We also found a young boy, of about 14
vears, that I was frightfully taken back by his horrible disease. I
had never seen anyone, in the past, with Elephantiasis. His whole
right leg was as large as the torso of his bedy, all the way down,.

The other side of this hill dropped down very steep. A great view
down at the valley, at least a mile down. A small stream was at the
bottom, a road up the bank beycnd it, then a small village. On this
road we spotted a column of Japs, moving guickly te the right, away
from us. Just too far for rifle range. Probably, the ones driven from
this hill and other parts of Yae-Taki, giving us a rear guerd fight,
leaving the area. We had a sizable amount of casuvalties. The ones I
have marked for day 16 are; Bob Luddecke, Russel Hamilton, J.V. Brown
Gaylord Leach,and Myron McMahon., J.V. Brown had light wounds so he
was back with us soon. Leach got a buttock wound and had four
punctures in his back side, we were told.

April 17, ... Scuttlebutt we rest two days then go south. Instead we
rode trucks across to East side of Island. By 1500 my fire team ran
into enemy. Killed several Japs. Found horn. Dug in on ridge.

This was the start of the mop-up operation, I originated from
West Virginia. The hills we were about to undertake reminded me much
of those back home, including the forrest, so I kinda felt in my own
realm here. One of the many names I was labled with was 'Ridge
Runner'. I never heard that expression till 1 left that state.

My first memory of this mop-up sweep was crossing a fast running
stream., Probably, excellent for trout. Some of the fellows even
threatened to jump in the deep spots to take a bath, but we had to
keep on moving. Our platoon moved through the low area for a while
then started up the slope, through the forrest, spread cut in fire
team columns. About fifty yards up our sgquad came upon a spot where a
fire had been made and the coals were still warm. This warmed up our
coals too, that we became more alert and excited. A short distance up
again, we found the aluminum mess container with warm rice in it. Now
everyone was anxious and moved even faster up hill. In no time at all
a Jap was running directly in front of my fire team. We all opened up
fire on him, He fell, but when we got practically on top of him, he
was reaching for a grenade of which he had three or four strapped on
his belt. Well, he didn't get that chance. He hadn't finished
convulsing when we all grabbed something from him. Someone got his
wallet with photos inside. I got the horn. It happened to be a two
piece bamboo flute in a fancy, brown cloth bag. I still have it, but,
I have never attempted to blow it to play a tune. I don't recall what
other fellows took. Someone must have taken his rifle.
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During all this time that we were occupied, there was sporatic
shooting to the right and left of us, and occasionally again moving
up to the ridge. There we made a patrcl beyond it before we dug in
for the night.

April 18, ... Pushed ahead. Steep mountains. Bivouaced on ridge in
woods. Short Art., wounded some of our men during night.

The artillery was from our ships. They had to be big shells by
their explosive noise and concussion. The shrapnel would zing through
the forrest very near to us. Records show no one from Company I. was
wounded, so it could have been scuttlebutt or some other Company.

April 19, ... Swept down the mountain towards the ocean on West side.
Passed through several villages. All civilians evacuated towards the
sea. Only sniper fire encountered. Bivouvaced near village in
valley. Rode horses. Cooked Okie chicken. Dug in.

April 20, ... Scuvenir hunted. Made panel hut.
April 21, ... Patrolled in towards mountain. Wet day.
April 22 ... Wrote letters. Cooked duck. Went on patrol along coast.

April 23 ... Got dummy run on Nips being in caves. Inspected, found
civilians only.

aApril 24, ... Moved almost two miles down the road to new bivouac
area. Prominent ground along hill. Nice view towards ocean.
village and school house below. Made panel hut, Zahler and myself,

April 25-30, ... Made patrols. Bathed in river near the ocean.
Bathed at a spring. Souvenir hunted, mailed few home. Here the
natives were very friendly. Kids were always around.

While patreolling near the edge of a village we found a well, the
old fashion kind with a bucket and rope to pull the water up. Later,
a couple of us went back to take a dousing bath. We stripped down in
the buff, then tossed the bucket down into the well but couldn't get
it to tip over to fill up. Each time it landed bottom down that we
tried. A very old woman was doing her laundry not far from us and
after a while, seeing our futile attempts, came over and took the
rope and gave it a quick jerk when the bucket was near the water
level. She waited Jjust a moment, then pulled up a bucket full. She
did this several times while the other fellow and I poured it over
each other,getting our dousing bath. We laughed and kidded each other
all the time this was going on, not being accustomed to this bare
exposure in front of a woman. Yet, in all this lapse of time, not a
single wrinkle moved to change the somber expression on this kind old
lady's face. How could I ever forget this! So even in the adversity
of war there were some occasions o©of lighter moments to ease our
stress and anxieties,
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The one thing that concerned me the most during the mop up and
patrols in the hill country, where only a column could move sometime,
was that the fellows would never allow space between them. Always
bunching up. I worried what a grenade, mortar or artillery shell
could do to a lot of men. I would have to shout for them to space
out,"Keep your distance!" or "Keep your deployment!". From all the
mail I received they knew I was engaged to a girl named Ruth, back in
Philadelphia. So to get back at me, they would razz me every chance
they got. When they would find a certain candy wrapper in their
rations, they would shout," Here's a Baby Ruth for you Frankie!". At
times, we were so typically Ammerican, overcome by the 'buddy, buddy
bunch syndrome', and very irresponsible for our safety.

In one village several of us were invited inside a house by an
English speaking native that gave us the names of various objects in
Japanese. I have a short list of few of the translations.

May 2-9, ... Going South! Rode down near Katena air field, set up
bivouac. Again made panel shack. Fleas almost ate us up. Nip planes
came over every night. Our A.A.A. busy.

I learned later that the spelling was 'Kadena'. At present,it is
the main and largest air field on Okinawa.

May 10, ... Rode down to sea wall. Dug in along wall. Amphibious
landing attempted here.

May 11, ... Walked farther South. Dug in West of air strip. Got
several rounds of artillery during night. No casualties.

This is about the time we got tanked up on grapefruit juice. I was
sent to pick it up from some Master Sergeant with a Jeep, for our
squad or platoon, four big, olive drab, gallon cans. bid we ever get
our £ill of it. Here we also experienced,for the first time, the use
of trucks firing a battery of rockets at enemy positions.

May 12, ... Moved further South. Crossed river. Began to set up
when Nip artillery opened up. Menefee was first casuvalty in our
platoon, one month since last wounded. Started to dig in on forward
slope. Nip artillery found us. Withdrew to reverse side of hill. Dug
in. About five casualties in Co., 2 dead, Zug -~ Moneypenny.

We crossed the Aza river. this is now in or near the Suri
vecinity. The Suri Castle can be seen in a distance on a hillside. A
lot of shelling and activity was going on there,

James Menefee had just returned that morning from being wounded a
month earlier at Motobu on Yae Taki. This day he got a crotch wound
from an artillery shell and was carried out guickly by two fellows,
with arms around his shoulders and under the thighs. I wrote to him
shortly after the war. His mother answered, that he died, not from
his wounds but from some jaundice condition from contaminated blood
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he received at the hospital. She was in South America when she wrote.
Jesse Johnson and John Moneypenny were hit by the same shell.

Jesse wrote me in April, '94 that he was wounded in the legs and

Moneypenny was killed by shrapnel going through his helmet and head.

May 13, ... Had five light casualties during night: Newmam, Lavoie,
Lally and Woodard. Moved out to join Battalion on line when Lt.
Sullivan and Pl. Sgt. Sioss were hit by sniper, both simultaneously.
Sgt. Lilly and I were in line behind them. J. V. Brown and Wicka
take over the platoon. Capt. Mylod in charge of Co. Continued
advance to front 1lines under fire. Dug in West of village at dusk.
Exhausted from days activities. Artillery pounded the village all
night.

In the morning when we pulled out we passed by a sugar mill in
that area. I overheard Lt, Sullivan say that an artillery dud pushed
someone in to the hillside. No name was mentioned. Francis Lally was
wounded during the ambush on April 12, and now again. Sometimes when
the number of casualties are mentioned they may be of another platoon
or Company adjacent to you. I state five but have only four listed.
In the record, Newman is listed wounded on the 31st of May. These are
the names we heard. This was an extremely tough day for us so my mind
could have been confused or Newman may not have been injured badly
enough to be sent back.

In the morning as we were advancing to join the rest of the
Battalion we were passing the rubble remains of a house when a near
rifle shot came in and hit Lt. Sullivan in the foot or leg. He hopped
around for a moment then fell to the ground. Sgt, Lilly and I were
just behind him. Two fellows grabbed him under the arms and walked
him around the side of this debris for cover. Although my notes
state that Sgt. Sioss was wounded at the same time, he didn't show
any reaction to it. My last recollection of him was, helping Lt.
Sullivan get around the side of this house rubble. The next time I
saw Lt. Sullivan was on Guam in late July or early August. Had no
information on Sioss from that day, on.

Corporal J. V. Brown took over for Lt. Sullivan and Corporal Wicka

for Pl. Sgt. Sioss. When we were on Guadalcanal we heard that J. V.
Brown was washed-out of officers training and ended up in a rifle
platoon. well, as a 'non-com', he did a very good job. We got Lt.

McCormick later for a few days until he was wounded and J., V. took
over again and continued for rest of the war there. 1 didn't like
some of the assignments he gave me, but I did them, complaining all
the way,(not really). He was a Corporal too. That was the reason I
had no hesitation doing so. At times I thought he wanted to get rid
of me, and at others, I felt he knew he could depend on me. That may
be the reason we got along real well. The one instance I remember is
when an adjoining Company needed to fill in a gap on a flank, I was
sent with some others. I had diarrhea all that day and was pretty
exhausted and frustrated from all of this when he gave the orders to
go. I joined the other Company in a trench so tight I couldn't turn
or move to get any comfort. With the Japs in front and my dilemma 1in
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the back, it was a real miserable night. This was the forward slope/
of a low hill with a gully and another low hill in front of us, All
night long the Japs rolled grenades towards us from the other hill,
and we kept their heads down by bursts of fire all night from our
side. Qur flares lit up the area just enough to avert infiltration.

In the morning I returned to my unit and discovered my M-1 rifle
barrel was split on the end. I must have picked up some dirt in it
during my reloading in the trench. It was like parting with a
faithful friend giving it up. I believe I had it since Camp Lejeune.
Headquarters found me another one right quick, and I continued.

According to the records, Captain Myleod was in charge of Company I.
since near the end of April, but we, or I apparently, only learned of
it this day .

The artillery pounding the village was ours, to eliminate and
prevent the Japs from occupying it and using it for their defense.

May 14, ... Advanced not more than 30 yards this morning at 8 AM when
we lost half of our platoon. Mortar and artillery barrage was laid
in on us, also SA fire. Lenahan was killed at my side carrying Wicka
out of village. Bob Demuth and James, (corpsmen) killed, so was
Rossi. Tellinghuisen hit 1in chest, (died in Hawaii). Others hit,
Nokes, Nangano, Miller, Santarpia, Thornton, Sparks and C. J. Miller.
J. V. Brown led rest of platoon to Charlie Hill. Long advance.
Shankle was hit. Didn't miss him till next day. We hid in ready made
trenches, separated from our main units on both flanks. One machine
gun section was with us. Capt. Mylod was hit badly during morning.

This, I believe, was the most 'Hellish' day of the war since the
ambush up North. From where we dug in, just ahead of us, were three
terraces of rice paddies in steps, following to the left, down hill
somewhat. Beyond that, about seventy five yards, was a hedge row or
narrow strip of trees that broadened out considerably farther to the
left. To our right the slope went up ten or twenty yards that gave us
cover for our right flank. Our third platoon was at the end of it
here. The zero hour for take off was 8 AM.

We started our advance and moved only a short distance when the
Japs opened up on us with everything they had. Besides the gun fire
they began to sweep the area with their mortars, starting at the tree
line and working towards us. We took cover on the back side of the
rice paddy terraces and waited as the mortars kept coming in closer
and closer. Mortars were my greatest terror, having that gqut ripping
sound. They came right to the edge of the terrace on top then worked
their sweep back again towards the wooded area.

We were more fortunate than our other platoons because the
terraces slowed us down to walk around them. The other good thing was
they gave us some good cover. llad the mortars come in an increment
further, most or all of our platoon could have been wiped out.

The other platoons, less impeded, had already reached the woods
had many casualties, including their corpsmen. When our support fire
came in we took advantage of it to get our wounded out.
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Four of us, with a litter, went arcund the terraces and ran in to
the wooded area directly ahead. We found Corporal Wicka there laying
on the ground where a house had been burned down. He was conscious
but very disoriented from concussion., We asked him of his wounds
since we saw no blood and all he could muster out was, "Give me a
cigarette!" We propped him up against part of a brick chimney that
was still standing there, till he took a few drags, then put him on
the litter and ran him out towards the terraces. Half way across the
field a very loud shot came in. Tom Lenahan let out a short, high
pitch sgueak and fell to the ground. He and I had the rear handles of
the litter. I had the right side. The shot came from that direction,
passing my back and hitting Tom. I managed to grab the other handle
to bring Wicka to the less exposed area. Our Corpsman, John Pauk, ran
back to Tom but found he was dead already.

I don't know what I meant by, 'S A fire', unless it was sniper
action.

Just above the terraces and towards the woods, from where Wicka
was recovered, was a dirt road. The wooded section ended here. The
slope on the right of us, that I mentioned earlier, also ran out at
this point to a field with a gradual decline. One of our Tanks came
in and parked at this location. We were to continue our drive with
the assistance of this Tank. It was exposed, somewhat, to the right
flank. Very shortly, the Japs opened up on the Tank and it began to
back up. Several cof us were behind the Tank, ready for the drive, but
had to jump away from behind it guickly when the Tank reversed. My
last vivid memory of Corporal Tellinghuisen was being up on the road
bank, looking very disgusted, why the Tank was going in the wrong
direction. He got wounded this day.

The time c¢ould have been noon or later when all got organized
again and we started our drive along the right slope of Charlie Hill,
all the way out to the butt end. This was a long hill and a forever
advance, with constant gun fire from the enemy. To our advantage,
fairly high on the butt, (Scmeone may describe this the nose end,
facing the enemy), we found an already made trench that our platoon
settled into, what was left of it. We also got a Machine Gun section
in and were practically elbow to elbow in this tight groove... All of
this must have been calculated very carefully by the Japs, who are
smaller, that if occupied by the bigger Americans would be very
uncomfortable and disadvantaged. I, being a small fellow, barely
making it into the Marine Corps by the stretch of my neck, was able
to squeeze into it... Nothing was on our flanks. I have no idea where
the rest of our Company were.

Captain Mylod was wounded this day... I met Captain Mylod at the
1983 Reunion in Cherry Hill, New Jersey. When he introduced himself
as my Company Commander on Okinawa. I told him that I didn't remember
him, This was an embarrassing moment for me. Now, I can see why,
because I cannot remember ever seeing Captain Mylod in combat, and
being acquainted with his name for so short a time would have made it
even more difficult to remember. When I wrote Ken Long,(I-3-29), over
a year ago, I was under the impression that Mylod was in charge when
we left Guadalcanal, but that was Captain Jorgensen.

"I" Co, 3rd Bn, 29th Reg, 6th Div, Frank J. Kukuchka, Sept. 1994



15

It is amazing how a few reference items, such as the casualty list
and my diary, with a jolt in my memory have put into perspective the
movement and the daily events of the war, and the location of the
dead and wounded that I was aware of at that time,

May 15,... Stayed low in trenches. Didn't expose ourselves. Very
cramped area. Artillery always coming in at set times except when we
make an assault, at 11 P M and 5 A M. Intermittently during the day.
Breaux hit by sniper near eye. Was sent back. Second platoon sent
one squad to help us. More cramped than ever. During day, rest of
Co. advanced to a low hill just forward of Charlie Hill. Dug in.
Second platoon squad joined their unit. Our artillery on our men.

The artillery mentioned above was ours. The reason second platoon
squad came in during the day was to allow us to sleep some since
there was infiltration all during the night and everyone had to be
extremely watchful and alert. A number of Japs were killed here doing
just that, including a woman soldier. J.V. Brown claimed he got one
with his K-Bar knife.

Sugar Loaf hill was in front of us, some distance yet. We could
see a Tank burning to the right of it. I don't know if it was ours or
the Japs.

"Our artillery on our men." .thlis was in the margin section of my
diary. It could be that I didn't remember the exact day and put it
there. John Hermanies was our message runner, who had a brilliant
memory and I suppose was chosen for the job, came running back past
our position, shouting, at the top of his voice to Headquarters to
stop the artillery because it was coming in tooc short.

May 16, ... Third platoon in reserve now. First and second platoon
made an assault on Sugar Loaf Hill. We (3rd) withdrew through
trenches on reverse side of hill. waited for developments. While
waiting near a village on reverse side of hill, John O'Leary was hit
in the head with a sniper's bullet. Killed almost instantly. Rest of

Co. was routed on Sugar Loaf. We returned back to the trenches as
support fire unit in case the enemy followed with an assault. Many
casuvalties 1in Co. Shinn was killed, (of Co. Hqg.). At dusk we

cleared the trenches, joined rest of our Company.

Several of us were sitting on a low stone wall, that supported a
terrace, waiting for instructions for our next movement. All had
their helmets on and rifles ready to go except John O'Leary. He was
wearing a soft cap, and I can still visualize the twisted wad in his
green skivvy shirt, at his belly, where he kept his cigarettes. He
was standing out from me on the terrace about an arm's length away
when a shot came in and hit him in the temple . He made a short sound
"EH" and nearly fell on me. It is even difficult to write about it. I
never realized such a stream of blood could come from a wound like
that. I realized his fate at that very moment. He was rushed off in a
Jeep almost immediately, but never made it.
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At this point three of my tent mates at Guadalcanal have suffered
fatal wounds: Shinn and O'Leary, dead. Tellinghausen died later.

This is the last day of my diary notes. I have no idea why I
stopped since the hardest part of the war was yet to come. Perhaps,
after Sugar Loaf, I figured the diary wouldn't be necessary.

In the morning on day 17, we were working our way towards Sugar
Loaf hill and either a part of, or all of Company I. had to pass
through a wide open field while under a terrific barrage of gun fire.
The impact noise of the bullets sounded like they were exploding
right at my ears. We rushed to the end of the field to a depressed
cut of about two feet, that was an unused road. This gave us good
cover and a chance to get our breath again, and a short respite.

During this stop-over, (it is amazing how one simple incident
sticks in a persons mind amidst all the bullets flying and after so
many years), one of our replacements was cleaning something on his
rifle, sitting on the rim of this cut, while still plenty of shooting
was going on. Suddenly, he exclaims! "Hey! Did you see that?"
pointing to his arm. "The bullet went right through my sleeve!" Like
a dummy, he still had half of his body above the bank, holding on to
his sleeve and showing where the bullet went through his dungarees at
the biceps level. Then realizing what could have happened, suddenly
ducking for cover. Lucky for him, it only went through the garment.

We continued our move towards Sugar Loaf through depressions and a
railroad cut in that area. Third platoon would be commited for the
assault, along with First or Second. Which? I don't remember.

Sometime before noon the first plan was to spearhead the assault
by using Tanks and the rest of the force to follow. There were three
Tanks there spaced out for the charge. My assignment was with a Tank
to use the telephone beneath it to communicate information regarding
targets, (Enemy positions). I am ever so thankful that this plan
never materialized. Before we got under way the plan changed and my
assignment was canceled. The word now was for the assault force to
charge the hill and the Tanks to support it from the rear.

Everything was held up while more of our artillery worked the hill
and our planes saturated the top with Napalm, when ignited, looked
like an exploding volcano, with high rolling flames and thick black
smoke billowing up from it. We were certain nothing could survive
through all of this.

In the early afternoon when the artillery and planes ceased their
operation, the word was, "GO!" Everyone made a running dash for the
hill, a hundred yards or more, ahead. Glancing to my left it appeared
like our entire Battalion was streached out making the charge.

Company I. was at the right end and the third platoon at its right
flank., Our squad was at the extreme right end. I only remember Frank
Lilly our squad leader and Donald Slade, there. Over a hundred new
replacements had been shifted in by now. Acguaintanceship was too
short for names to register well enough that I could remember.

We scrambled up hill over half way to the top, aleong the right
side, avoiding the ridge, till we reached an overhang that was either
blown away by our shelling or natural erosion and was too steep to go
higher without exposing ourselves on top.
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By now, the Jap firepower had increased dramatically. The Tanks in
the back, all three of them, were knocked out by Jap artillery just
one after the other. Looking to my left at the steepest part of the
slope at the center of the hill, I saw our Marines tumkling down like
cartwheels from the intense firepower of the Japs, from above and
elsewhere as well. The hill in the back of the ridge, frcm where we
were, we learned later was called Horseshce. It was from this
location our end was getting the most enemy fire. It was also, about
the only place we could direct ours since we couldn't see above us.
We were truly grateful and lucky for the overhang being there. At one
time when I was digging a hole for better footing and protection and
the enemy fire found us, I must have had four guys pile up on top of
me for cover. Later, one of our machine gun sections set up near our
group. That was a great relief to us.

I have no recollection of what happened to the rest of the Marines
that attempted to c¢limb the hillside since the tumbling and falling.
We were that preoccupied on our end. I have no picture in my memory
of the dead or wounded being removed, or if planes or artillery
action was used later. I do remember staying there till dusk with our
group, including the machine gunners. We were so exhausted by now. We
were the very last to go back. One of the fellows with the machine
gun was debating whether to take a chance carrying it back to where
we started and be a target or to bury it in the hole I dug. No one
volunteered to carry it, so he took the bolt out and covered up the
rest of it and we took off for our original jump off point.

The record shows that Ken Aust and Donald Slade were wounded this
day from Third Platoon, but I have no memory of it. The same platoon
had considerable losses earlier in the week so it was not at full
force to the best of my recollection.

On the morning of the 18th, four of us were patrolling along the
railrcad tracks, in the vicinity of our bivouac area, that ran
through cuts of sma&ll humps of hills with short, open areas in
between them. We had gone some distance and after passing one of the
open spaces and were approaching the abrupt hump of the next hill, a
Jap bolted out of a side hole in the bank along the tracks and threw
a hand grenade at us. This startled us, because there were many such
cavities along the banks, so this one caught us unaware. We couldn't
react fast enough to shoot because the grenade was in our midst
already. I don't know how the other fellows avoided it but all I
could do in this split second moment was to jump backwards and lay on
the low bank, along the side behind me, and let my legs dangle,
hoping to save the rest of my body from shrapnel. It exploded! I only
felt concussion and the dirt it kicked up. It still amazes me that no
one was injured. Thank God, for their crappy, smooth casing grenades.
They didn't fragment like ours.

When we got back on our feet we got only a glimpse of him going
back in the hole, where he disappeared. We threw a hand grenade in
the hole but felt it was useless since we knew the tight turns in
their tunnel construction. I still have an image in my mind of this
short bearded,mustached Jap, coming at us with the grenade.
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Later that day, the 18th, just before dusk, Company 1. moved along
the low area at the right base of Sugar Loaf hill through a wooded
section. I remember the trees being rather thin with smooth bark and
bare of limbs to above head height and fifteen to twenty five feet
tall. We passed through this to the reverse side of the slope, just
opposite and over the hump of the slope we were on the day before.
Fortunately, it was dark by now, because we were in full view of the
Horseshoe. Only the eerie 1lights of the flares that came 1in
regularly, that our artillery sent up and parachuted down, gave us
light enough to dig our fox holes, and we dug, really, deep ones this
night. The Japs knew we were there but didn't fire at us, giving
their positions away, but they did send in a number of mortar rounds.

For our night watches, we were provided with a few weapons with
the night scope on them. My first experience with this. Objects
looked green and not very detailed. Probably, the earliest technology
of this, used by the Marine Corps, in warfare.

Early, on the morning of the 19th, my fox hole buddy, Cecil Utley,
awoke with a terrible headache and was complaining about the war's
miseries and even the unfairness of it in regard to the men, that one
had to be wounded to get the simplest reward medal, the Purple Heart.
He asked me to bring him an Aspirin from the Corpsman, which I did,
to alleviate his headache. Later, about mid merning, the 4th Marines
came 1in to relieve us and in the process of exchange of fox holes,
the Japs counterattacked. When I learned later that Utley was hit in
the neck and shoulder, I was almost elated to hear the news, when our
Corpsman, John Pauk, said it was a ‘'happy wound' and that at last,
Utley, earned his Purple Heart and would get a rest from all that
misery. Yet, deep down, I felt sad that he was wounded and would miss
him, I was twenty six and he was forty five years cld. T looked up
to him as an old salt or a fatherly figure. This amuses me now when I
think that forty five was o©ld and look back to see how awfully young
forty five was, now that I'm seventy five. Whether Utley was a career
man in the Corps, 1 don't recall. He, already, had a son in the
Marines at that time, as well.

Company I. was allowed to rest for over a week now in the vicinity
of Machinato air field. When we got there I found my original B.A.R.
man, Ivan G. Zaller, there, all cleaned up and shaven, waiting for
us. How this fellow did it, always intrigued me, yet I knew he was
clever and had a ygood knack of persuastion, and a lot of luck, as
well.

During this respite, gave us a chance to c¢lean up and shave, and
to read and write letters. We also went out on patrols in small
groups to search out holes and caves and possible infiltrators.
Souvenirs, were also the big bi-product of our mission. Big items
like, Jap rifles, Samurail swords, Flags and the 1like could be
bartered, sold at a good price or sent home, so we tock advantage of
that. At one location we found a hospital supply dump that was bombed
or destroyed by artillery that had all sorts of medical supplies. I
remember seeing the bandages scattered around and tooth brushes by
the gross (wooden handle ones), and all sorts of other medical items.

"I1" Co, 3rd Bn, 29th Reg, 6th Div, Frank J. Kukuchka, Sept. 1994



19

A1l of this was blown out from a low hillside that could have even
been an underground hospital. I took particular interest in one item
there, a small Centrifuge, but figured it too big an item to send
back to the States, even if I was allowed to. I found some packaged
dry salmon that I tasted very cautiously. It tasted so good 1 ate the
whole thing. The most delicious morsel I had had in months. Later, I
found a brand new, (% inch), electric drill that was still in a box
with excelsior packing protruding from one side where a Dboard had
come loose. I spotted part of it's shiny handle. I sent this home,
lying to the censoring Lieutenant, that the contents of my package
was an old, beat up drill, because, he menticned that any new items
would be confiscated. I had very good use of this for over 30 years.

By this time, also, I had sent back two Jap rifles from the front
lines to our Company Headquarters, to keep, until I had a rest period
50 I c¢ould send them home. When I went to c¢laim them, no one had any
knowledge of them. Somewhere, over some mantle piece or in a gqun
cabinet are two of my, hard earned, trophies. Come-on Guys! After 49
years, own up to it! 1I'll forgive you! Who, done it?

In our movement towards Naha it was wet and dreary. I can't recall
" any major landmarks except some villages or maybe a few houses here
and there. I don't believe we stayed in any of them. In this advance
we encountered mostly, mortar and artillery exchanges, and sniper
fire. No big assault on a position as we had in the past., If there
were fire fights, I don't recall them.

Here in most places we didn't have to dig fox holes because the
mortar and artillery craters gave us ready made ones. One incident, I
remember clearly, was when two new replacements were pushed down in a
hole under my shelter half and somecone shouted down, "Here's a couple
of men for you EKukuchka!"™ I don't know if they set up their shelter
half beside me. I do know they were crouched down, close by. These
two young fellows immediately took out their little Bibles and began
to read them. I had great respect for the Bible and read it myself,
as often as I could, but this, sort of, amused me. I told them not to
depend on the Lord alone, but that they would have to help themselves
as well, by taking cover at every opportunity and not exposing
themselves unnecessarily. But after a few days they were all over
the place taking chances like all the rest of us. Their names were,
John Townsend and Harry Sowden.

Later, when we were in the reserve mode and scouting ocut places
and looking for souvenirs again, these two men and I went in to a
cave to inspect it. There was a deep sink hole about eight or ten
feet deep and even greater in width before the opening entered the
hillside. A mound of socil to one side allowed you to climb down. I
don't even recall what we used for a light. The place had railroad
tracks inside and timbered out like the c¢oal mines we had in West
Virginia. This must have been Jap navy related because of the uniform
epaulets I found there. I also found some leather satchels, a rubber
pistol holster, a pair of canvas shoes with the separate big toe and
some aluminum mess gear.

When we were leaving to go back out, I was the last to leave and
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almost met my demise there. Unaware, an acrid choking smoke came in
from the other end and surrounded me that I was blinded, unable to
see my way out and the weight in my lungs was s¢o heavy and choking
that I panicked and began screaming to the other fellows. They in
turn saw the smoke cloud coming towards them and shouted to me, "This
way! This way!" and I managed to get out following their volces. We
reached the exit OK only to find a ring of Marines up above, around
this sink hole, all pointing their rifles at us. They, or others had
thrown a smoke grenade in a hole on the other side of the hill, then
hearing all this commotion in the cave thought we were Japs.

This January, ('94), Ken Aust sent me a short list of addresses of
Marines from Company I. and John Townsend's name was one of them. I
wasn't certain that this was the person I-was looking for because I
met a John Townsend at the 1983 reunion but he claimed he was from
the 22nd Marines. I received an answer quickly. He remembered me
mostly for all the mail I received. O©f that, he was correct. He also
wrote that he last had contact with Harry Sowden many years ago, that
at that time, he was in the Philadelphia area. I loocked up his name
in the phone book and found him living just twenty miles away. Both
men discovered since 1945, one day apart since receiving John's
letter. I hope to see them both this Fall,

Now, back to 1945: Approaching the outskirts of Naha we began to
find heavy Jap fortifications that had been destroyed and vacated.
some of the big gun emplacements were pointing in the opposite
direction from where we were advancing. They probably had a different
idea from where we would come in.

Some of our other forces were working the cliffs just across the
river from Naha. Company I. was put aboard trucks and transported
through what was Naha. A total devastaticon! Completely burned out,
only some parts of some masonry walls standing and some chimney
parts, plus all the ash and rubble of all the rest.

We boarded landing craft again and made a beach landing, across
the estuary from Naha, on the Oroku part of the Island, a peninsula.
We encountered no opposition here until we moved some distance
Northward and were approaching the hill in the wvicinity of the
cliffs, where the Japs were concentrated, and our movement was slowed
down considerably because of heavy fighting. Here, we also
encountered a new Jap psychological weapon, the Screaming Meemie. A
rocket of some sort that made an awful howl passing through the air
and gave you a feeling of something gigantic coming at you.

The last day of our concentrated advance was in a broad valley
that had a steep, cliff-like, hillside on its left. As we advanced
further our men concentrated closer and closer together. Once we were
shoulder to shoulder many had to drop back to second or third rank
positions just to have elbow room. We were closing in on the last
pocket of the Jap resistance here.

One thing still sticks in my memory making this advance, when
someone threw a smoke grenade into a hole of some debris, a Jap
rushed out, vomiting fron the mouth and nose at the same time. He
only had trousers on. In a few moments while being escorted back to
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Headquarters, he never made it. Someone from our sidelines got his
revenge,

Company I. closed in towards a sugar cane field near the foot of
this steep hillside, and as we neared it the Japs there began their
heavenly ritual, 'Harakiri', by blowing themselves up with grenades
and demolition packs. One could see body parts flying up in the air
and all over. I'm thankful they didn't think as I did had I been
cornered. We saturated the cane field with our gun fire just in case
someone lost his religion, or had my thought in mind.

This was the last assawlt in the war for Company I., except for
the mop up. That took a day or two or more. The actual number, I am
not certain of. I dreaded these last days the most while we were
sweeping these open fields because I knew the main Jap force had been
beaten but those sporadic pop shots by fanatic snipers or someone
that didn't get the word, were getting to me. I figured, wouldn't it
be my luck, of all the heavy stuff we came through not to be injured,
and to happen now at the very last moment. There were still about
twenty more days of our stay on Okinawa and all sort of 1ill
possibilities, but thank goodness 1 made it., Throughout most of the
war I bartered the cigarettes that came in my rations for sugar and
instant coffee. That gave me considerable stimulus to keep going. But
by now even that was fading. I was glad, at last, that the fighting
there had come to an end.

The battle there was declared over but we still took no chances.
We still carried our rifles and grenades when we left our bivouac
area to patrecl and souvenir hunt. I believe it was Ben Snipes and I
that made a patrel in a small village. In passing a house we noticed
a hole, along the side of it, in the ground. I threw a smoke grenade
down and when it went off we got the scream of a child. We locked
down immediately, that we could see, and found heavy blankets on top
of this child and two women. They were shaken and loocked frightened
but didn't appear to be injured. We began to escort them to our
Headquarters. We had to pass through an opening in a masonry wall
that was on one side of this village. The moment we got to the
outside, the woman with the baby took off and beat it around the end
of the wall. The other stayed with us, calmly, till we took her back.
The fighting was over so we didn't make any attempt to stop the other
woman. In some sense we were glad she did get away. The one that came
with us was let go immediately afterwards also.

While we were bivouaced near this village, some officer came in to
interview me regarding awards. The group I was with at Sugar Loaf
hill claimed I was deserving of an award because of my role there. I
told the officer I did nothing hercic or unusual, but did just what I
was called to do, to help get the war over with and to get back home
.again., I told him I had no interest in any medal or award, and so he
left. I was too naive then to realize the significance of it. I
learned much later that it played an important part in landing jobs
and also the prestige part of it.
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Company I. moved closer to Naha, still on the Oroku side, in the
area of the cliffs fairly high above the Naha river. I had good view
of the river and the big island in the middle of it, straight out off
the cliff from where I set up my shelter half. I believe Snipes and I
pitched together. I even made a pencil sketch of the island and have
it to this date. I'll make a reproduction of it.

At this location a tent mess hall was set up. I remember this long
assemblage with screening or netting on its sides very clearly, yet
my memory has slipped on what we ate there, rations or hot food. My
mind is blank on this one. It is strange that the two prime
necessities of 1life, food and bowel movements, are the least
remembered. I know what we ate, especially "C" rations; spam, cheese
or scrambled eggs in a can, but where or how, I don't recall a single
moment. The grapefruit juice, yes.

Surely, I enriched the soil of Okinawa from one end to the other
because our toilet was the outside wherever we could go. Except for
my spell of diarrhea, the other times are totally blank.

The hill on which we bivouaced ran inland from the river. Tt was
wooded, somewhat, along the ridge and the edge of the cliff. On the
other side of the slope that we were on, down at the foot of it, was
an inlet that looked like another tributary flowing out to the main
river. Snipes and I decided to wash our laundry there., We took our
dungarees, scivvies and socks down to the inlet, A crude wooden boat
was tied up where we dipped the water into a five gallon, sqguare can,
with the top cut out that we were going to use to soak them,

When I was home on the farm, weather permitting, my Monday morning
ritual was making a fire, outside, under a big kettle for my mother
to boil her laundry. This was common practice by many country people
then. They turned out pretty c¢lean I thought, so that's what we
decided to do here. We put all the scap we had with the clothes. Lit
a fire under the can with adequate wood to last for a while. Then we
got in the boat and paddled out to the main, Naha, river that was
about fifty yards out and down to the big island. Our plan was to go
around it, but we only got right up near it because it was farther
than we had expected and turned back. Even though it was tiring, it
was the most fun experience I had since landing on Okinawa.

When we returned, the fire was out and all we saw on top in the
can was a thick scum. We began to wonder what happened and shortly
figured it out. This river and the small stream are not far from the
outlet to the ocean and this was still salt water that backs up
during the tidal changes. The socap and this hard water is not
compatible as it is with rain or well water. I don't recall if we
rinsed them there or back at camp. They looked a mess. We had no soap
to do them over again, but at least they got sterilized.

1 believe we stayed in this location until we shipped off the
island of Okinawa. We still did our guard duty but I believe the
patrols were eliminated. As for recreation, I remember vaguely some
men throwing a ball around near the mess hall. It was a time to rest
and to get caught up on our mail before our next move. At this point
it was still a guestion mark.
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On the 4th of July there was a Dedication - Memorial service at
the Sixth Marine Division Cemetery for all of our fallen Heros. I am
guite certain we were transported there by trucks. The top "Brass"
was there to give their appropriate remarks and prayers. It was a
huge turnout, so all of the regiments must have been there. I don't
recall any of the other formalities. I do remember walking freely
among the rows of crosses and checking the names. Greska and O'Leary
are the ones I recall most clearly. It was like reading an obituary
column. For the first time learning the names of Marines from our
Company that had been killed, with the exception of the few that we
were near when it happened. A sad day, indeed!

All during the war all of our immediate officers were a very
friendly bunch. Besides being our leaders, they were counselors,
messengers, chaplains and many other things and 'shot the bull' and
fraternized as regulars among the men. Some even played cards with
the fellows in the fox holes when it was possible. They didn't wear
their bars or insignia on their dungarees, for obvious reasons, so it
wasn't discomforting or to feel disrespectful to fraternize,

A renewed awakening, a stab to the heart or some may have
considered it a kick in the ass, came I believe, a few days prior to
our visit to the cemetery. Captain John Stone, asked for the whole
Company to meet at a certain location. We assembled there and were
sitting on a hillside while he gave his gracious and glorious remarks
to all of us for our fine work and effort of winning the 'Big
Battle'. He also paid honorable and respectful homage to the dead,
who had given their last full measure of devotion for their country.
These are some of the words he used, and after finishing all those
nice remarks and stopped for a moment, then said, "I want you all to
pay attention to hear this. From this moment on, all of you will have
to call us, 'Gentlemen', again". The whole Company let out a loud
groan, all at the same time, "Oooh! MWNooo!". He snapped back gquickly,
saying, “I'll have none of this!', and had the respective Sergeants
assemble their platoons, there fcr the first time, and march them
back to the bivouac area. After being, buddy like, on the f{ront
lines all these months this was sort of a bitter pill to swallow, but
we were still in the Corps, and we knew, we had to abide by the
commanding rules...

... and thus, ends my tour of Ckinawa... at times apprehensive, at
times frightening and even horrifying, but with luck, prayers and the
Grace from the Man Above and all the brave men around me, I survived
it, from the beginning to the end and even more remarkably, without a
physical blemish... All I can say is, I was one damn lucky Marine!
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“ SPOOKS in the PRIVY
by DICK Mc KEEL- The Piddlin Foet

“Jhe _service station trade was sjow
She owner sotaround,
Witk sharpened fnife and cedarstick,
Jled shauvings on the grouna.
The country bard's were present, too,
With glittering blade and bough,

Had [ retained the things / heard,
J/d be much wiser now.

N6 Fown Facilities had they,
The log across the rill
ed to a shack,marked #1s and Hers”
o Jhat sat against the hill
UWhere 15 the ladies restroom, sir ?"
The owner /eaning back,

Said not a word but whitied on,
And nodded foward the shack .

Wit g/&kened Step she entered Here
But only stayed a minute,

Unti/ she screamed, just like @ snake
Or spider might be 1 it

With startied Jook and beet-red face

She bounged Through e door;
And hreaded for the car just /rke

Three gals hod done before.

She missed the footlog-jumped fhe stream.
The owner gave a shout
As her silk Stockings, drooping down
Caught on a Sasfras sprout.
She tripped and fell-got up, and then
/n obvious disqust.
Kan to the car, stepped on the gas,
And faded in the dust.
OF course we all desired 1o know
What made the gals all do,
The things they aid, and ten we found
The whittling owner knew.

A speaking system hed devised,
TJo make the thing complete,

He ted a speaker on the wall
Beneath the toilet seat.

- He'd wait until the gals got set.

And then the devilish 1yke
Ubuld stop his whittling long enough,
o speak 1nto the mike .

And as she sat, a voice below

 Struck terror to the dear,

"Wl you please use the other hole,
Were painting under here.”

@Copwigm 1972 8y Tumbtin® Creek Enterprises
901 McClurkan Avenue, Nashviile, Tenn, 37206



SFC ALf ‘Al F. % .
I Company, 3rd Bn.
22nd Marines, 6th Marine Division

I was what is known as a Fire Team Leader. That put me 1in the
front of everything. I was 1lst fire team, 1st squad, 1st
platoon, and in the 1st wave on Okinawa, on April 1st, 1945!

We were at the "point’ after landing and we were approaching the
first objective, the airfield at Yontan. We came to the edge of
a row of ¢liffs and I noted many caves dug in on the sides of the
hills. I stopped the squad, the platoon and thus the company.
Cur Captain, Captain Graham Conoley came forward and asked ne
what the problem was. While standing next to me, a =sniper got

him in the right shoulder and down he went. We got him back to
where there was a Jjeep, and he received immediate attention. We
also had a8 corporal, whose name escapes me, from Newark, New

Jersey who was killed in the fire-fight that followed along the
hill line.

I got wounded by shrapnel on the 13th of April, 18945, Of coursze
I was the point of the first fire-team, first sguad and when we
went up a valley to the hill line on Motocbu Peninsula, the Jags
up on Mt. Yastake, with a good view o¢f us coming, shelled the
15th Marine artillsry dumgp. They blew up the ammo dump and ths
15th lcst many guns.

I ended up in a Haospital ZShip and then an Army hospital on
Saipen. Not finished with me, they airlifted me back to Guam for
return to my outfit when the Okinawa battle ended. Now would
come Japan...but fortunately for us, the dropping of "the bomb’
ended the war. While on Guam I had the pleasure of meeting with
my brother, also a Marine, and in the Third Marine Division. In
March of "45° he was wounded while on Iwe Jima. During combat on
Guam I received a Bronze Star with the combat V' for rescuing
some wounded Marines.

One of our lieutenants, Lieutenant Salmon was in the HNawval
Hospital on Guam so I went to visit with him. He had been the
platoon 1leader of the 1st platoon of Item Company. While on
Okinawa he was wounded twice. On one occassion he was up front
and on returning toward the lines, the new replacements mistook
him for a Jap, and besides firing at him, showered him with hand
grenades. He was hit by the shrapnel and one piece took his nose
off. He was one hell of a mess without a nose, shrapnel in hinm
and bullets in his legs!

After I was discharged, 1 joined the U.S8. Army. I ended up with
the Signal Corps and served from October 47 to "51 at Yokohama,
Japan. I ended up being discharged as a Sergeant in 1851.
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The Battle Of Okinawa...l was there!
Corporal Walter "Walt® G. Rutkowski
G Company - Second Battalion
22nd Marines - Bth Marine Division

In the year of our Lord, 1944, I was a Corporal, proud of it and
stationed on Guadalcanal. &s a member of G Company of the 22nd
Marines, we had trained hard for many months for the next island
that lay ahead of us. None of us knew then the place of destiny
was to be the island of QOkinawa. The 22nd had seen action in the
Marianas and then with the First Marine Brigade on Guam. I was
proud to be a member of one of the Corps best fighting units.
They would prove themselves on Okinawa, to be Just that...the
best!

Training concsisted of night problems, infiltration, beach
landings, assault problems, flanking movements, frontal assazults
and street fighting in a SeaBRee constructed wvillage <called
‘Bonegiville . It should also be added the inevitable U.S5.
Marine Corps practice of hiking some 20 miles with full packs and
equipment was not forgotten on Guadalcanal. The island was
infested with disease with many Marines having malaria, Jjungle
rot, leeches, mosguitezs and variocus skin disezse beset with
horrible blotching. All of the above were treated the. same...
the Corpsman coated you with a swab out of a purple bhottle of God
only knows what!

In march of 1945, we received eorders to start packing our gear,
break camp and bs ready tc board transport ships then in the
harbor. Once aboard the fat bellied, grey ships, crowded to the
gunwales with men and equipment, we were told that our
destination was to be Okinawa in the Ryukyu Island group. Not
one single soul had ever heard of the place. We spent mocst of
our time playing cards, writing letters =and watching the Navy at
work. We cleaned our rifles and our gear not only daily, but
some men did it by the hour. Knlves were sharpened so you could
shave yourself.

At the NHavy anchorage 1in the Ulithi Islands we were taken zshore
to the Island of Mog Mog. Ask anyone where that island is and
yvou get blank stares. Once on the hot Island of sand we were
issued some beer, sandwiches and Jjust lazed around enjoying
ourselves as best we c¢ould. The harbor was crowded with Navy
ships. 8ome of the ships had returned from a recent battle with
the Japs and showed much damage. Once aboard we then sailed with
our convoy to Okinawa.

On March 31, the day before landing on the Island, I had a chance

to attend religious services. With rosary in hand I got the
chance to say the rosary. None of us there knew what to expect
in battle and the service gave us mnuch solace and comfort. We

were told that the Island had been softened up with much naval
fire and air bombardment and the support would continue as we
headed to the beach.



On April 1, 1845, called "L ' Day, we were up at 0430. The usual
pre-combat breakfast was served, consisting of steak and eggs.
We all headed topside to see what was going on. The roar of

shellfire was all around us. Many Navy ships were firing
zhoreward and skyward and we did ses one Kamikaze crash in ths
water nearby. It was comforting knowing our support was doing
their job.

We went below, put on all of our gear, slung our rifles and
headed topside to begin embarking on the landing crafts. We were
loaded in amphibian amtracs for the run to the beach. My
thoughts wers of my men and the squad, wondering what it would be
like battling the Japanese for this 1island, as Okinawa was
considered part of their homeland. We lay only 350 miles from
Japan proper, a short trip for the many Japanese aircraft and the
Kamikazes to do their work.

The LST (landing craft tank) doors were opened and with the
motors roaring, smoke and fumes filling the belly of the ship,
the ramp was dropped in the water. The amtracs proceeded, cne at
a time to the ramp, made their steep angled descent into the
water and we Marines were on our way. We had some two miles to
go to reach the beach as cother amtracs, =warming like water-bugs,
gathered up as groups to head shoreward. As we passed the huge
Navy ships the sailors aboard gave us the V' for victory sign.
It made one feel we were all in this thing together.

The Navy personnel in their Higgins boats (small naval landing
craft aboard the transports) were up and down the lines of
aktracs trying to form a line for the 1initial assault at the
proper time. When the signal was given, all the amtracs roared
forward, spewing smoke and sending up individual wakes behind
them. There was no stopping us now...no turning back. We were
heading in!

When we reached the beach we quickly disembarked and spread out,

feeling the sand beneath our boots. It was truly an Easter
Sunday...a gift from God...there was no enemy resistance! Not a
Jap in sight. We came to a rise immediately 1in front of us of
about 20 feet. The elevation of the 1land kept rising as we

surged inland.

Qur Sixth Division turned north and the 22nd advanced rapidly
over the northern end of Okinawa. We eventually reached to the
furthermost point on the northern end of the island. We had met
some Japs here and there on the advance but nothing that slowed
us up. The 4th and 28th had a major battle west of us on Mt.
Yaetake, the highest point on the north end. [Motobu Peninsula]
In a few days the Japs were annihilated. We dug in and waited
for further orders and tension built not knowing what was zhead.
While there we got the news our President, Franklin Roosevelt had
died. That shocked and saddened all.

-




In early May, we were ordered south +to relieve the Z7th Army
Division. They had been shot up badly and mauled on the southern
end, to the point the Division could no longer function. We were
loaded on trucks and aimed south =along the road, which was not
much, almost all the bridges being blown up . [Note: A
page was missing from Cpl. Rutkowski’'s account but the missing
page would cover the period during the first week of May when
they relieved the 27th Army Division and were located in the area
around Machinato Airfield. On May 10th, the 22nd crossed the Ass
Kawa River and spearheaded the Sixth Division attack on the
southern end of the Island. Cpl. Rutkowski’'s story picks up on
the 14th of May]

On May 14th we advanced south to another ridge line. Many
casualties were experienced on the approach march. Platoon
leader Lt. Bob Nealon (destined to be killed in action) informed
me that only S0 men remained from George Company. He then said,
"Rut, you take 25 men and Stankovich (WIA) will take the other
25", He said we would have smoke at 1900 for cover to make our
advance against a hill to be known as "Sugar Loaf Hill ., I came
down a ridge with my 25 men and met Major Henry Courtney, who
would be killed and received the Medal ©OFf Honor. The Major said

toc me, "What are you waiting for"? I told him I was waiting for
cur BAR men to cover our flanks. He replied, "We don't have any
time for that"! I signalled my men to follow me and advanced

across the field towards Sugar Loaf Hill. I signalled my men to
disperse to the left and right ¢f me and we continued advancing
up Sugar Loaf, Just short of the top we tock cover. The Japs
wers hurling grensdeszs from the very top of the hill.

[Note: The following is taken from the book, Killing Ground On
Ckinawa, by James H. Hallas, and fills in some of the gaps in
Cpl. Rutkowski’'s account.)]

Cver by Walt Rutkowski, a Marine by the name of Ed Tew had been

wouhded in the eve. In bandaging the injury, the corpsman had
covered both eyves, so Tew couldn’t do much except sit in kis
foxhole. Pretty soon a Japanese hand grenade sailed in and

exploded, driving fragments into his legs. Tew came scrambling
over to Rutkowski, having tilted the bandage over so he could see
with his good eye. "I'm getting out of here!", he announced.

"Just hang in for awhile”, said Rutkowski. "We've got an
amtrack coming to take you guys back.”

“I'm going back to the first aid station,” repeated Tew.

Rutkowski tried to talk him out of it. "Just wait here," he
said. "You don’'t know what’'s in between us and the 1lines back
there. The amtrac is coming, they’'ll be more than glad to take
you back. Just hang in.”

"I'm not waiting,” retorted Tew. "I'm going right now!”
And he did. Though Tew survived, Rutkowski never saw him again.

By now, some of the men were out of hand grenades...a
shortage the Japanese didn’'t seem to share. Over to Rutkowski's
left, a couple of Marines were talking excitedly. They could
hear the Japanese Jabbering away Jjust over the crest, but all



they had left to throw at them were a couple of smcke grenades.
"I'm going to throw a smoke,” said one of the Marines. “Jesus
Christ!  blurted Rutkowski, "Don’'t +throw any smoke now. It’1l1
help them more than it 1l help us. It's not going to do them any
harm!" The Marine must have realized Rutkowski was right because
he didn’"t throw the smoke grenade.

Up on top of the hill, Walt Rutkowskl was standing next to
Courtney and a BAR man. The BAR man turned to Rutkowski during
the lull and asked, "What are we going to do?"

“"Well”, said Rutkowski, "we can dig in together, but I don't
have a shovel.“

"I'11 get one”, said the other Marine. Rutkowski tock the man’s
BAR and the Marine disappeared after a shovel.

Courtney stood at the crest picking out targets for the men.

Standing just to the right of him, Rutkowski heard him yell out,

"There’s 20 of “em”!" Rutkcwski opened up with the borrowed BAR.
He expended the clip and the BAR man suddenly reappeared and
handed him another. Then there was a tremendous explosion almost

at his feet...whether it was Japanese mortars or friendly
artillery, Rutkowski never knew.
Rutkowski found himself lying on the ground between Courtney

and the BAR man. He called a corpsman and the doc came over and
checked Courtney. "Jeez," he said, "he’'s gone!"” He moved over
to the BAR man. "He’'s gone!"” A shell fragment had severed the
Kajor s jugular vein. Rutkowski suffered wounds toc his arm. The

corpsman bandaged him up and then wvanished. .
Some time during the morning a replacement scrambled up to

Walt Rutkowski. Since being wounded by the same shell that
killed Courtney, Rutkowski had been waiting things out. He had
his M! and He’'d taken Courtney’'s .45 off the Majors body. The
new man Jjust materialized out of the dark and announced, "I 'm a
replacement. I've got a machine gun!”

Rutkowski looked at the gumn. “"It’s not going to do me much
good"”, he replied. The back plate for the trigger assembly was
gone, he pcinted cut. The gun was inoperable. “"Where the hell

is it?" he asked the other Marine. The man said he’'d taken the
part off and thrown it away because he didn’'t want the enemy to
capture an operable gun. "It s not going to do me any damn good
without it!" said Rutkowski, dismissing him. The marn
disappeared, leaving Rutkowski all alone. Sometime later another
chell hit near to where Major Courtney’'s body lay stretched out.
The blast tossed Rutkowskl two or more feet into the air and
hurled Courtney’'s corpse over him. When Rutkowski looked at the
body he saw that the second blast had ruined the Majors face.
[Walt Rutkowski continues.] I was evacuated to a hospitzl in the
rear lines and then te¢ Guam. I rejoined my ocutfit in June, on
Okinawa, and fortunately we saw no acticn after that.

1 -




FOX COMPAN 2nd BATTALION ~ TWENT- ECOND MARINES
Si MARINE DIVISION - OKIi A 1945

TOP ROW L 7O R:

CPL.. OSTBOE, SG7. HOLLEMAN, TOP SGT. GAGAT, LT. HUTCHINGS
LT. HASTELL, CPL. CHANDLER, PFC FINKEINER, CPL. YOUNG

CENTER ROW:

CPL. WOOLMAN, CPL. MAYD, CPL. PETSINGER, CPL. KESTLER
PFC. HENSLER, CPL. MILLILER, CPL. ENGLE, CASSIDY, CPL. AMODO

BOTTOM ROW:

CPL. CROPPER, PVT. TENNANT, SGBT. GOODWIN, CFL.. JETT, CPL.
GREENWODOD, CPL. SMITH, CPL, ELLIS, CPL. FICKLE

THESE ARE THE MEN REMAINING OF THE 250 MAN FOX COMPANY THAT
LANDED ON OKINAWA APRIL 1, 1945. DURING THE B2 DAYS OF
COMBAT, ALL BUT ONE OF THE MEN SHOWN WAS HOSPITALIZED AND ALL
RETURNED TO ACTION.
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Edwin H. Denty
H&S Company,
22nd Marines-8th Marine Division

Written by: Kenneth J. Long
1/3/29/8

While at the Hyatt Regency in Schaumburg, Illinocis, for our
annual 6B6th Marine Division Reunion during September of 1988, Ed
Denty invited a few of us up for some refreshments one afterncon
to sample some of the fine spirits his son so graciously had sent
to his room. To make it possible to verify this story, I am
including the names of the Marines in attendance. Ed of course
and in addition there were Dick Ross, 1’ Company-29th, Fred
Addison, lst Armored Amphibians and myself. During some point in
the conversation the topic turned to the emotional strain all of
ue were under during the battle and of course we all related the
biood and guts stories involving ourselves as well as those
experienced by other Marines that we had known. After a lull in
the conversation Ed said, more to himself than to us, "Yes...but
Marines had compassion too."” He went on to relate this account
of an incident that, to me at least, proved his peoint.

Although the exact date had been forgotten, it was during the
time frame of the 29th and 4th Marines battling for Mt. Yaetake,
the 77th Infantry Division landing on le Shima and the death of
Ernie Pyle, and the death of President Roosevelt. So with our
approximate place in time established, the account began.

During the middle of April, 1945, Ed was with a squad of Marines
from H&S Company of the 22nd Marines plodding their way through
the hills and valleyvs of northern QOkinawa, just east and north of
the Mctobu Peninsula with the assignment of flushing out and
destroying any of the enemy they encountered. Fortunately, few
Japs were encountered but little did they realize at the tinme
they would be placed, “center stage’, 1in abeout 30 days. The
weather was bright and clear that day as they ambled along the
west coast road adjacent to the East China Sea, heading for Hedo,
on the island’'s northern tip. Supplies had kept pace with their
speedy advance but the steady diet of "K” and °C’ rations was
already getting old, so everyone was on the look-out for an
alternate for the hum-drum food in the cracker jack boxes and tin
cans. As the squad of Marines trudged in a staggered column with
rifles in hand and canteens slapping against their hips, a Marine
at the front of the group yelled, "Hey...lookit’  this!" pointing
to a small field adjacent to the road. There, only ten yards
away stood two cows. More precisely one bull and one cow both
staring at the motley group with eyes wide with amazement but not
showing any sign of fear. As the group of Marines watched the
pair it became evident that the cow was ‘bulling’ and the bull
was more than willing to accommodate her. “"There’s our chow”,
the 8Sgt. shouted and with that comment, drew his .45 in
preparation for the kill. The Sgt. had only taken a step or two



toward the romantic couple when & violent objection was heard
from one of the other Marines who was a farm boy from Kansas.
"Geez, we can’'t kKill em’ now." he protested, "let um finish whats
on their mind."” Apparently his message was clear, concise and
powerful because the Sgt., without dissent of any kind, replaced
his .45 in the holster. The event was now taking on the air of
an athletic contest and the entire squad of Marines became the
spectators as they sat themselves on a stone fence adjacent to
the road to watch the romantic drama unfold. Cheering and bcoing
began almost immediately as the bull mounted the cow but missed
his mark. This was to be repeated several times and although the
cow was cooperating in every way she knew how, the bull was to
the left or right, too high or tooc low, but never on target. The
cheering, Jeering and sexually oriented commentary by the Marines
continued through-out the amorous attempts by the performers to
make good, and stopped only after one of the guys shouted, “"He
needs help’. Without hesitation, the Kansas farm boy left his
seat on the stone wall, strode up to the bull and during the next
attempt, guided the bull’'s mechanism into the promised land amid
the climactic cheering of this compassionate group of 22nd
Marines, who for the last 15 minutes had been oblivicus te the
war going on.

The Marines were entertained, the bull was satizfied, the cocw was
ricw content and stepped off in a lively fashion, with her udder
swinging from side to side, towards a grove of trees located near
the meadow where all this occurred and as she was about to enter
the grove she heard the thundercus report of a .4% pistol. "Those
damned Marines and their target practice.” she thought.

A squad of guys from H&S Company of the 22nd Marines had the
sweetecst morsels of beef that night which they had ever tasted.
They deserved it though...Those compassicnate Harires.



THE STRIKING SIXTH

-Dedicated to Corporal Bill Costello/22nd Marines

We sat in a friendly huddle
Down in the Corporal’s den

Talking of battles behind us
Speaking of now and then

We'd all served different Divisions
We made an assorted mix
But only our host, the Corooral
Had worn the Sword and the Six

He told us the Sixth was founded
Far over the ocean foam
We've often been called the Orphans
It's said we haven’'t a home

Ours were the Raider Battalions
The masters of wire and knite
Who picked up the honored Colors
To give the Fourth Regiment life

Ours were the island veterans
The winners of glory and fame
Who fought for the Corps even before
We were given a number or name

Gladly we welcomed our brothers
Fresh from the battle scenes
The men who subdued Eniwetok
The Twenty-Second Marines



Every town and city and mountain
Was part of the master plan
To hold the istand forever
Or die to the very last man

Our every gain was bought with pain
And sealed with a pact of blood
On jungle trail or open vale
In dust and rain and mud

Summer began with burning heat
As the weeks and months rolled on
With sleepless nights and firefights

And another advance at dawn

Time and enemy took their toll
But we struggled and fought and endured
Until with dogged persistence
The island had been secured

Once more we mustered to bury our dead
And to whisper a last goodbye
Through lips half pitten in anguish
And eyes that were not gquite dry

I sometimes think we might have smiled
As Guam rose out of the waves
If our thoughts weren’'t back on Okie
With those lonely white-crossed graves

The time had come to fill our ranks
And prepare for another start
With our Six in a circle of honor
And our sword at the enemy’s heart

We hardly believed the scuttiebutt
When the war was finally won
And the guns had fallen to silence
And the bleeding and dying were done



Together we joined the forces
Attacking the island of Guam
Together we met the challenge
Of rifle and mortar and bomb

The new Twenty-Ninth was blooded
Not far away on Saipan
Where, toe to toe, they met the foe
And conquered him to a man

We took the Fifteenth from battalions
And proudly their praises I sing
For if Infantry’s “Queen of the Battle"”
Then Artillery surely is King

And so it came to September
In the autumn of Forty-Four
That the Sixth Division was added
To the muster roll of the Corps

We went to work on Guadalcanal
To rest and sharpen our skills
For the challenge that lay before us
In jungle and valleys and hills

The ultimate destination
That we had been training for
Was the island of Okinawa
At the foot of the enemy’s door

On Easter Morning we landed
With little resistance at first
And we hoped for an easy battle
But it quickly became the worst

Every rock and hummock and valley
Had been plotted with infinite care
To hold a complete battalion
Or serve as a sniper’'s lair

1\
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Every town and city and mountain
Was part of the master plan
To hold the island forever
Or die to the very last man

Our every gain was bought with pain
And sealed with a pact of blood
On jungle trail or open vale
In dust and rain and mud

Summer began with burning heat
As the weeks and months rolled on
With sleepless nights and firefights

And another advance at dawn

Time and enemy took their toll
But we struggled and fought and endured
Until with dogged persistence
The island had been secured

Once more we mustered to bury our dead
And to whisper a last goodbye
Through lips half bitten in anguish
And eyes that were not quite dry

I sometimes think we might have smiled
As Guam rose out of the waves
If our thoughts weren’t back on Okie
With those lonely white-crossed graves

The time had come to fill our ranks
And prepare for another start
With our Six in a circle of honor
And our sword at the enemy’s heart

We hardly believed the scuttiebutt
‘When the war was finally won
And the guns had fallen to silence
And the bleeding and dying were done



Then some of us sailed for China
As we had in the days of old
When the uniform was full dress blue
And the banner was scarlet and gold

Still others took the final step
Of our long range battle plan
When they made a peaceful landing
On the shoreline of Japan

Before too long we closed the log
And our fighting tflag was furled
While, one by one, we took our leave
And scattered across the world

But as we left the Circled Six
We each took a little part
Of its short but shining history
And tucked it away in our heart

And for those few who served the Sword
For those grizzled, gallant ones
The Sixth is living with honor and pride
At home in the hearts of her sons

‘R. A. Gannon
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M-1

Do you wonder why that rifle

Is hanging in my den?

You know I rarely take it down,
Though I touch it now and then.

It's not a family heirloom,
I grant you that is true.
And yet on close inspection,
It’s not exactly new.

It’s rather slow and heavy
By standards of today

But, not too many years ago
It swept the rest away.

It's held its own in battles
Through snow, or rain, or sun,
And 1 had one just like it!
This treasured old M-1.

It went ashore at Bougainville
in Nineteen Forty-Three.

It stormed the beach at Tarawa
Through bullet-riddled seas. :

Saipan heard its strident bark,
Kwajalein, its sting.

The rocky caves of Peleliu
Resounded with its ring.
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It climbed the hill on Iwo
With men who wouldn’t stop
And left our Nation's banner
Forever on the top.

It poked its nose in Pusan,
Screamed an angry roar.
And took the First Division
From Chosin Reservoir,

Well, time moves on and things improve
With rifles and with men.

And that is why the two of us

Are sitting in my den.

But sometimes on a winter night,
While thinkin!g of my Corps,

I know that if the bugle biew
We'd be a team once more.

R.A. Gannon
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MONUMENTS AND MEMORIES

(FOR THOSE WHO NEVER CAME HOME)

SOME PEOPLE SAY 1 SHOULD NOT WASTE
THE HOURS OF MY LIFE
ON MONUMENTS AND MEMORIES
RECALLING TIMES OF STRIFE

THEY SEEM TO THINK IT ONLY IS
A NAME UPON A STONE
WHILE I REFLECT THAT EASILY
THAT NAME COULD BE MY OWN

SHOULD I FORGET THOSE MEN I KNEW
WHO STOOD AND FELL BY ME?
SHOULD I FORGET THOSE TORRID ISLES
UPON THAT SULTRY SEA?

SHOULD I FORGET THAT SMILING LAD
FROM ARIZONA’S PLAIN
WHO FOUGHT ALONGSIDE ME
THOUGH WOUNDED AND IN PAIN?

OR SHOULD 1 JUST FORGET ABOUT
THAT CORPSMAN STANDING FAST
WHO PUT HIS BODY OVER MINE
AND TOOK THAT MORTAR BLAST?

SHOULD I FORGET THOSE COUNTLESS MEN
WHO WADED INTO SHORE
AND GAVE THEIR LIVES DEFENDING
MY COUNTRY AND MY CORPS?

1 CAN’T FORGET ONE SINGLE NAME
THOSE MEN ARE WITH ME STILL
IF 1 DON'T REMEMBER THEM
I ASK YOU THEN, WHO WILL?

- ROBERT A. GANNON



A HELMET ON A RIFLE

They built a marble monument

In town the other day.

They put it on the village green,
In permanent digplay

It's a grand and noble symbol
Raised by a grateful land,
But 1 remember a sinpler one
Of steel and wood and sand.

! remember the puffs of dust
That swirled around our feet

And the way the rifle barrels
Shinmered and glowed in the heat.

1 walked with my eyes on the pointman.
He was the first to go down.

1 saw how the bullets hit him

And elammed him onto the ground.

That day lasted almost forever

But it finally came to an end

And there were no strangers among
For each man was every man's friend.

And then 1 looked at the captaln,
And he silently answered me.

He took my hand and be nodded,
Then turned so [ couldn't see.

And [ walked back to the pointman,
To the place 1'd seen him fall,
Where now the land was quiet,
¥With the peace of God on all.

1 covered bim up with a poncho
And then, to be sure he'd be found,
1 took bis rifle and bayonet

And Jabbad it into the ground, Q’O_ﬂﬂ;%lm

There wasn't much more that 1 could do.
My tribute seemed a trifle
So 1 took a battered helmet
And placed it on the rifle.

Years have passed since that fateful night
And now | read his namne

Carved on a marble monument,

Enshrined on a Roll of Fame.

Yet, that helmet on a rifle
vas a far more fitting shrine
For the rifle was my brother's,

And the helmet? It was mine.
R.A. Gadnon
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abbie Jones

Chicago Tribune
August 13, 1995

Qkinawa girls chose death

Hara, Okinawa----Sachiko Ishikawa huddled in a dank, blood-socaked
cave &S Americazn troops pounded the Japanese in the last weeks of
World War II. As a nurse’ s aide forced into service during the

battle of Okinawa, she clung to safety ameng the stench of

limbless, dying soldiers rather than surrender to the United
States.

"1711 never forget seeing the troops getting wounded,” said
Ishikawa, B89. "The most vivid memories were the ones who were
injured, with no hands, no arms, no legs. They would stack them
two per bed. There was nothing vou could do."

Ishikawa was among more than 200 teenage girls from the
elite Okinawa Women s Normal School and First Prefectural Girls’
High Scheool who were mobilized 1into a student nursing corps
during the last great battle of the Pacific campaign.

Only 15 to 18 vyears old, the girls known as the Himeyuri
{Star Lily) Student Corps, fulfilled their duty amid the horrors
of combat. But at the end of the fighting they were abandoned by
the Japanese army and many died among those they wers trying %o
SBRVE.

As American and Japanese veterans returned to the island to
commemorate the O50th anniversary of the battle of Okinawa,
gurvivors of the nursing want to ensure their testimocny will nct

be forgotten. Years later they are compelled to recount the
terror they experienced inside the island 2 network of dark, foul
caves, which became makeshift hospitals for the thousands of
wounded .

Their stories are the tragedy of combat: They risked their
lives to feteh water, food and medical supplies to comfort
soldiers. They fed rice to men whose faces had been blown off.
They used chopsticks to pick maggots from their wounds.

When supplies ran short of anesthetic, the girls restrained
the screaming soldiers while their 1limbs were being  amputated.
And when the dead took up too much space, the girls carried their
rotting, bloated corpses outside to bury them in c¢craters made
from the naval bombardment.

Although sheltered from the opposite sex from an early age,
the student nurses were forced to grip the bodies of amputees so
they could urinate and defecate.

For Ishikawa, the only way she could clean herself was to
take he clothes off after a rain, wring them out and put them on
again. She says she was limited to a meal of one rice ball a day
unless she could find grass or vegetables during dangerous
excursions to the hills.

"In order to win we had to bear the unbearable,” she said.
"1 was really scared. You couldn’'t think about it too long. Any
rational person would want to give up." ’ .

The island of Okinawa, 350 miles southwest of Kyushu, was
the staging point for an attack on mainland Japan. During the
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three month battle, the Japanese 32nd Army vewed to fight a "war
of attrition” in an attempt to allow the mainland time to prepars
for an invasion.

Students from the best Okinawan scheools with a track record
of devotion to Emperor Hirochito received training as assistant
nurses. When American troops invaded in the spring of 1845, the
students were ordered to join the underground medical units.

After American troops advanced in May and June, 32Znd Army
Lt. Gen. Mitsuru Ushijima issued a directive to "“fight to the
last man." When the Americans broke through the last Japanese
defense lines, the military ordered the nursing corps to be
disbanded, and the girls were left to fend for themselves in the
hail of artillery known as the "Typhoon of Steel.”

The military doled out grenades and poison, urging the
wounded soldiers and civilians to commit suicide rather than
surrender. <CTonvinced by the Japanese that they would be raped or
tortured by the American invader, many of the girls jumped off
the island’'s cliffs or exploded the grenades on themselves.

According to the Himeyuri Peace Museum on Okinawa, there
ware 221 students and 18 teachers of the Himeyuri Corps and an
additicnal 84 from other corps assigned to medical units. By the
end of the battle, 217 were dead.

Ishikawa recalls one incident in which U.5. troops
approached her cave and yelled for everyone to come out, warning
them of and impending attack. When the troops started firing,

onez of Ishikawa's fellow aides was shot in the legs and later
died. Another was injured in the buttock but lived.

She regrets that she believed the militaristic propaganda of
the Japanese and rejected the promises of American troops that
civilians who surrendered would be cared for, she =aid.

“If there was a choice of being captured or killing
curselves, we'd rather kill ocurselves. We thought the Americans
would kill us, and we’'d rather die by ocur own hands. If I cane
out with raised hands, maybe my two friends wouldn’'t have gotten
injured.”

Unaware of the surrender, Ishikawa remained in the cave Ffor
two months after the fighting ended, surviving on sugar cans and
the vines of sweet potatoes.

Today there is a powerful memorial to the members of the
Himeyuri Corps and a Himeyuri Peace Museum, which includes
reproductions ¢f the caves and a histcry of the militarization of
the girls. One room,called "Requiem,” includes a display of more
than 200 portraits of students who died and the story of their
gsacrifice.

Another survivor, Ruri Miyara, was inside a cave the day the
nursing corps was disbanded on June 18. She was one of only 11
who =survived a gas [note: This could have been the fumes from
phosphorous grenades] that killed 85 students, teachers,
soldiers, civilians and medical personnel in what is known as the
“"Cave of the Virgins.®

Miyara and her friends, many of whom were ill, heard the

footsteps of Americans approaching the cave. "“Don’t cough; the
snemy will hear 1t," someone warned. A voice from ocutside yelled
for everyone to come out. Miyara made her way deeper into the
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cave when there was a blast, filling the cave with white smokse.
Desperate and crying, her fellow students c¢ried out in agony and
begged to use the had grenades they were given to kill
themselves. Someone ordered her toc urinate on her pants and hold

it to her mouth, a tactic used to survive a gas attack. Hivara
did as she was told and resolved to stay alive. "I thought I was
going to die, but I wasn't going to put up my hands ({to
surrender]. It was overwhelming. It was choking. Kids were

crying for their mothers and fathers. For three days I lost
track of time. There were dead people everywhere,” says Miyara,
68.

. Until the end, Japanese soldiers and Okinawan civiliansg
believed Japan would be wvictorious. In the ultimate show of
loyalty to the Emperor, Ushijima and his chief of staff committed
suicide. '

"We were taught in school there was no guestioning of
helping the Emperor,” Mivara said. "The Japanese told us we were
never going to lose. We were going to win. We were told that
when the American troops came they would take the young girls,
rape them and then kill them. I didn't know that the Americans
would help us out.”

Okinawa reverted to Japanese control in 1872. Today it is =
bustling and developed society barely recognizable to veterans
who fought there. It is estimated that 150,000 civilians died in
the fighting.

The "Cornerstone of Peszsce,” a giant granite monument listing
the names of more than 200,000 American, Japanese and Okinawan
war dead, was unveiled in June during events marking the 50th
anniversary.

Mzzahilde ta, the governcr of the gprefecture, said in an
interview that honoring thoze who died from all sides of the
conflict, may ensure that peace will now prevail on Okinawa.

"We don’'t want to bring tragedy to this island again,” Dtz
said.



JASCO - FIRST PROVISIONAL MARINE BRIGADE
GUAK - 1844

THE FOLLOWING STORY WAS IN THE POSSESSION OF GLEN AKRIN -
JASCO AND A MEMBER OF THE FIRST BRIGADE. HE PRESENTED THE
STORY TO A GATHERING OF JASCO MEMBERS AT A GATHERING IN 1995:

JASCO AND GUAM - 1944

BEFORE THE MONTH OF FEBRUARY WAS OVER THERE WAS A BIG CHANGE
IN THE MARINE CORPS. THE 3RD SPECIAL WEAPONS BATTALIONS, THE
FOUR RAIDER BATTALIONS AND THE PARATROOPER BATTALIONS WERE
DISEANDED AND COMBINED INTO THE 4TH MARINE REGIMENT.

A MONTH OR TWO BEFORE DECEMBER 7, 1842, THE OLD 4TH, THE
CHINA MARINES, WERE REMOVED FROM CHINA. PART OF THE 4TH WAS
SENT TO THE STATES FOR AND THE REMAINDER, INCLUDING K.Q.
BATTALION WERE SENT TO THE PHILIPPINE ISLANDS FOR GARRISON
DUTY. WHILE IN CHINA, THE OLD 4TH CAUSED THE JAFPANESE TO
"LOOSE FACE®~ ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS.

DURING AN INTERNATIONAL RIFLE MATCH, THE MARINE TEAM WAS NUM-
BER ONE. THE JAPS CORTESTED THE SCORES CLAIMING THAT IT WAS
IMPOSSIBLE FOR ANYONE, WITHOUT CHEATIRG, TC SHOOT A POSSIBLE
AT 500 YARDS. THE MARINES THEN TOLD THE JAPS TO PICK QUT ANY
MARINE SHOOTER AT RARDOM AND THAT MARINE WOULD SHCOT A
POSSIBLE AT 1000 YARDS! THE JAPS PUT THEIR OWN PEOPLE IN THE
RIFLE BUTTS AND AN OBSERVER AT THE 100, 200, 30C AND 5GC YARD
LINES TO MARE SURE THERE WAS NO POSSIBLE CHEATING. THE JAPS
THEN PROCEEDED TO PICK OUT THE MARINE WHO HAD THE LOWEST
SCORE FOR THE DAY TO DO THE SHOOTING. THE MARINE, AFTER TAK-
ING HIS TWO SIGHTERS, PUT NINE ROUNDS IN THE BLACK WHILE
LYING PRONE, AND HIS LAST SHOW WAS AN X FIRED IN THE CFF HAND
POSITION!

ON PATROL DUTY, IN THE INTERNATIONAL SETTLEMENT, THE JAPS
WOULD WALEK THE SIDEWALKS WITH A SIXTEEN MAN PATROL 4 X 4. THE
JAPS WOULD FORCE THE BRITISH, FRENCH, ITALIAN AND GERMAN PA-
TROLS OFF THE WALKS. THE MARINES PATROLLED WITH FOUR MEN.
THESE FOUR MER WOULD STAND FAST AND FORCE THE JAPANESE TO
WALK IN THE STREETS.:

ONE NIGHT, AFTER 2400 HOURS, A JAP PATROL, ARMED AND WITH AN
OFFICER, MARCHED THROUGH THE GATE OF THE U.S. CONSULATE DEM-
MANDING TO SEE THE AMBASSADOR. THE MARINE ON DUTY, A PFC,

- ASKED THEM TO PLEASE LEAVE AND TO COME BACK IN THE MORNING
WITHOUT THEIR RIFLES AND SIDEARMS. THE JAP OFFICER STATED HE
WOULD NOT LEAVE UNTIL HE RECEIVED AN APOLOGY BECAUSE SOME
MARINES HAD FQRCED HIM TO WALK IN THE STREETS.

THE MARINE PULLED HIS PISTOL, CHAMBERED A RQUND AND PCQINTED
IT AT THE JAPS HEAD. HE TOLD THE OFFICER TO CRDER HIS PEQPLE
TO GET THEIR ASSES OFF OF U.S. TERRITORY. HE THEN DISARMED
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THE OFFICER AND YELLED OUT FOR THE DUTY NCO. HE EXPLAINED TO
THE NCO WHAT HE HAD DONE AND THEY BOTH AGREED TO LOCK UP THE
JAP TILL THE C.O. CAME ON BOARD IN THE MORNING.

THE OUTCOME WAS THAT THE AMBASSADOR CONGRATULATED PFC JOE
MARSHALL FOR PROTECTING U.S. SOIL. HE DEMANDED AND RECEIVED
AN APOLOGY FROM THE JAPANESE AMBASSADOR FOR THE ACTIONS OF
THE JAP OFFICER FOR BRINGING AN ARMED DETAIL ONTO U.S5. SOIL.
THE SHIP JOE WAS ON WAS TWO DAYS OUT OF SAN FRANCISCO WHEN
THE JAPS BOMBED PEARL HARBOR.

THE MARINES THAT WERE SERT TO THE PHILIPPINES DIDN'T FARE S50
WELL. IT WAS THE FIRST TIME IN THE HISTORY OF THE MARINE
CORPS THAT A REGIMENT LOST IT°S COLORS. AT THE FALL CF BATAAN
THE JAPS FOUND THE 4TH MARINE'S COLORS AND BURNT THEM. ANY
MARINE WHO WAS SUSPECTED OF BEING A MEMBER OF THE 4TH WAS
ILL-TREATED OR BEHEADED. SOME OF THE OLD 4TH ESCAPED AND
FOUGHT AS GUERILLAS UNTIL THE LIBERATION OF THE ISLANDS. BE-
CAUSE THE COLORS WERE DESTROYED, IT WAS DECIDED THAT THERE
WOULD NEVER BE ANOTHER 4TH MARINE REGIMENT. HOWEVER, IN FEB-
RUARY 1944 IT WAS DECIDED TO REACTIVATE THE 4TH MARINES. A
4TH REGIMENT FLAG, CALLED “OLD BLUE’, HANGS IN THE MUSEUM AT
THE USMC RECRUIT DEPOT IN SAN DIEGO, CA. A STORY IS
DOCUMENTED NEXT TO THE FLAG OF THE COLORS BEING SMUGGLED OUT
OF CHINA. AT THAT TIME THE MARINE CORPS FLAGS WERE BLUE, AND
WERE CHANGED BY DIRECTIVES TO THE NOW FAMILIAR RED AND GOLD.

THE 4TH JASCO (JOINT ASSAULT SIGNAL UNIT) WAS TOLD THAT THEY
COULD EXPECT A LOT OF CASUALTIES IN THE ASSAULT ON GUAM. THE
UNIT WAS SCHEDULED TO MAKE EVERY FUTURE ASSAULT WHENEVER PQOS-
SIBLE. THEIR JOB WAS TO SET UP IMMEDIATE COMMUNICATIONS, SHIP
TO SHORE, CALLING IN FIRE, AND DIRECTING INCOMING SUFPLIES.
IT ALSO ENCOMPASSED A GROUND TO AIR NETWORK AND AN INLAND TC
SHORE ALSQO. IF ALL WENT WELL WITH THE LANDING, WITHIN THE
FIRST WEEK, ALL EQUIPMENT WOULD BE TURNED OVER TO THE OCCUPY-
ING FORCES, DRAW NEW EQUIPHENT, ANY REPLACEMENTS, AND MAKE
READY FOR THE NEXT LANDING. IT WAS RUMORED THAT THEY WQULD
HAVE AT LEAST 60% CASUALTIES EVERY TIME THEY LANDED.

LATE MARCH 1844, THE NEW 4TH MARINES AND THE 22ND MARINES
JOINED FORCES AND FORMED THE 15T PROVISIONAL MARINE BRIGADE.
THIS WOULD BE THE FOUNDATION FOR THE FUTURE SIXTH MARINE DI-
VISION. THE GENERAL TO LEAD THEM WAS LT. GENERAL LEMUEL C.
SHEPHERD, A PROVEN COMBAT LEADER. THE MARINES WERE TRAINED,
AND TRAINED SOME MORE, AND SET SAIL FOR THE LIBERATION OF
GUAM. FOR MOST OF THE MEN, AN INORDINATE AMOUNT OF TIME WAS
SPENT AT SEA, SOME 57 DAYS, AS THE OPERATION FOR SOME REASON
OR OTHER WAS CONSTANTLY DELAYED.

THE CONVOY TOOK ON SUPPLIES AT ERWAJELEIN ATOLL, THE LARGEST
ATOLL IN THE PACIFIC. DOZENS AND DOZENRS OF SHIPS WERE
ANCHORED THERE FORMING UP VARIOUS CONVOYS OR GROUPS FOR
ASSAULTS ON THE ENEMY. TANKERS, SUBS, SUPPLY SHIPS,
DESTROYERS AND OF COURSE....UGLY ROUND BOTTOM GRAY FACELESE
13
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LOOKING TROOP SHIPS OVERLOADED TO THE GUNWALES WITH MARIKRES.

THE INVASION OF SAIPAN TOOK PLACE JUNE 15TH AND THE BRIGADE
CRUISED AROUND SAIPAN AS DECOYS AND IN THE EVENT THEY WERE
NEED IN THAT BATTLE. THEY WERE USED TC LURE THE JAPANESE
FLEET OUT OF THE PHILIPPINES, AND IT WORKED. THE RESULT WAS
THE FAMOUS MARIANNA'S TURKEY SHOOT.

THEN THE SHIPS, AFTER SAIPAN WAS SECURED, SET SAIL BACK TO
EWAJELEIN. THE MARINES WERE BECOMING SAILORS, THEY WERE ON
BOARD SO LONG. THE SHIPS WERE RE-SUPPLIED AND RE-STOCKED FOR
THE GUAM INVASION AS MUCH OF THE SUPPLY WAS DEPLETED DUE TO
THE LENGTH OF TIME AT SEA.

1ST LT. SEWARD J. DILLENBACK'S JASCO GROUP WAS FART OF THE
FIRST GROUP LANDED ON GUAM, ATTACHED TC THE 4TH MARINES.
DILLENBACK WAS A MASON, AND HIGHLY RESPECTED BY HIS MEN. THEY
CAME IN ON THE THIRD WAVE, AND THAT IS NOT TOO HEALTHY A WAVE
TC BE IN. THE LANDING WAVES ARE SCHEDULED ABOUT 3 MINUTES
APART WHILE NAVAL AND AERIAIL BOMBARDMENT IS LIFTED FOR AROUT
FIVE MINUTES BEFORE THE FIRST WAVE HITS THE BEACH. THAT GIVES
THE DEFENDERS OF THE BEACH TEN MIRUTES TO CLEAR THEIR HEADS,
SHAKE OFF THE SAND AND CORAL, MAN THEIR GUNS AND FIRE AWAY.
THE TARGET BY THEN, JUST HAPPENS TO BE THE THIRD WAVE.

MORTAR AND 20MM PROJECTILES MET THE MARINES. NEAR HITS
SPLASHED AROUND THE ONCOMING AMTRACS LOADED WITH THE SWEAT-
ING MARINES. THE JASCO UNIT, SCHEDULED TO LAND AT GAAR POINT
ENDED UP LANDING AT BANGI POINT. THEY RAN AND DUCKED, CARRY-
ING THEIR RUGE RADIOS AND COMMUNICATION GEAR, SOME 1000 YARDS
BACK ALONG THE BEACH TO THEIR ASSIGNED POINT. THE ARMORED
AMPHIBIAN TRACTCRS (THE ARMORED MEN CALLED THEM TANKS)
SUFFERED TERRIBLY AT GUAM. THESE TANKS PRECEDED THE MARINES
AND SOME 24 OF THEM WERE ENOCKED OUT, MOSTLY FROM JAP GUNCE
THAT FLANKED THE LANDING AREA. THEY HAD MANY CASUALTIES AND
BROKEN UP TRACTORS LINED THE BEACH AREA ALONG WITH THE MANY
WOUNDED MEN OF THE FIRST ARMORED BATTALION.

THERE WAS CONSTANT SHELLING OF THE LANDING AREA WITH MARINES
DISGORGING FROM THE LANDING CRAFT AND DOUBLE TIMING IT UP THE
BEACH TO DIG IN. LANDING CRAFT WERE HIT IN THE WATER AND
NEVER MADE IT TG THE BEACH. THEY DISAPPEARED IN A HUGE EX-
PLOSION OF MEN, EQUIPMENT AND SMOKE. THEY SIMPLY VANISHED.
PRIVATE CALDWELL, LU NIEWALD AND BILL SPEAKMAN DUG IN BEHIND
SOME BOULDERS SOME 30 YARDS FROM THE BEACH. LT. DILLENBACK
AND CUTTER, A FORMER RAIDER WERE JUST AHEAD.

THE RADIO ACCESSORY PACE WEIGHED SCME 40 POUNDS AND IT
CONSISTED OF BATTERIES. CALDWELL WAS LYING ACROSS A DEAD
MARINE, A 40 POUND SPOOL OF WIRE IN FRONT OF HIM. CALDWELL,
17 YEARS QLD, FROM ALABAMA, HAD BEEN RAISED BY TWO OLD MAIDS.
HE HAD JOINED THE BRIGADE FRESH FROM THE STATES.

CHAPLAIN MC CORKELL HEADED FOR THE DEAD MARINE TO GIVE HIM
1
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IT WAS POINTED OUT TO HIM THAT THE MARINE LYING THERE WAS THE
FIRST MARINE KILLED AND A MEMBER OF THE 4TH MARINE REGIMERNT.
WHEN THE CHAPLAIN GOT TO CALDWELL AND ASKED HIM TO MGOVE,
CALDWELL FOR THE FIRST TIME REALIZED HE WAS LAYING ACROSS THE
LEGS OF A DEAD MARINE. HE LEAPED UP, 40 POUND SPOOL OF WIRE
AND ALL, AND BOLTED OUT OF THERE.

THE RADIO'S WERE SET UP JUST THE WAY JASCO HAD PRACTICED DUR-
ING THEIR TRAINING PERIOCD. A RECEIVER UNIT IS SET UP AND THERN
PLUGGED INTO AR ACCESSORY SET. THEN THE ANTENNA IS FIXED
THEREON AND FINALLY THE GENERATCOR. THEIR FIRST HMESSAGE WAS
CLEAR TEXT AND WAS RECEIVED BY SGT. SPEARKMAN FROM PENNSYL-
VANTA. IT CAME IN CLEAR EVEN BEFORE THE ANTENNA WAS PROPERLY
TIED DOWN. BILL SPEAKMAN FILED THE MESSAGE IN HIS MEMORY AND
WHEN THE GENERATCR WAS HOORED UP HE ASKED FOR POWER. HE
TAPPED OUT A DI DA DIT AND THEN ASKED FOR A MESSAGE BLANK.
THE MESSAGE READ "RECEIVER - BATTERIES DAMAGED ON LANDING.
NEED SAME AND SMALL ARMS AMMC - SHAPLEY. SHAPLEY WAS COLONEL
SHAPLEY OF THE 4TH MARINEE, THEIR COMMANDING OFFICER.

LT DILLENBACK SENT THREE MEN TO TAKE A SPARE BATTERY PACK AND
WHATEVER AMMO THEY COULD ROUND UP AND CARRY AND DELIVER SAME
TO THE COLCNEL. RENO NATIVIE FROM BERRY, VERMONT, CALDWELL
AND WALTER MATEJKA FROM OMAHA, NEBRASKA AMD THEIR LEADER TOOQY
OFF. ALL WERE BOOTS EXCEFT THE CORPORAL.

USING RUN, DUCK, SQUAT, CRAWL AND MOVE OUT METRODS THE PATRCL
DELIVERED THEIR PRECIOUS CARGO. SHAPLEY AND HIS MEN WERE
ABOUT A HALF A MILE INLAND ON THIS ISLAND AT THIS TIME. WHEN
THEY RETURNED LT. DILLENBACK WANTED A PHONE LINE STRUNG FROM
THEIR POSITION TO THE BEACHMASTER BACK AT THE BEACH. THE MEN
STRUNG THE LINE AND WERE BACK IN TIME FOR A QUICK LUNCH
BREAK. THE CREW HAD DUG IN AND THE RADIQ WAS SET UP BREHIND
SOME ROCKS IN A SAFE LOCATION. A COOK STOVE, A ONE BURNER
COLEMAN DID DUTY TO GIVE SOME MARINES A HOT LUNCH.

THE GROUP DUG IN FOR THE NIGHT PREPARING DEFENSIVE POSITICNS.
EATING RATIONS THAT NIGHT, A SMALL CHILE PEPPER PLANT HAD
BEEN FOUND AND THE COLD C-RATONS GOT DOSED WITH SOME SPICE.
RADIO TRAFFIC HAD BEEN LIGHT. WIRES HAD TO BE RAISED BACK TO
THE BEACH AS A 4X4 TRUCK WAS ON RECON NEAR THE AGAT CEMETERY.
THE C.B'S (SEA BEE'S) WERE GOIRG TO CONSTRUCT SOME RIND QOF .
BRIDGE DURING THE NIGHT SO TANKS COULD MOVE OUT THE NEXT DAY.

AT 20 HUNDRED THE JOB OF RAISING THE WIRE WAS COMPLETED AND
IN PITCH BLACK DARK THE GROUP STARTED TO RETURN TO THEIR
QUTFIT. THE RECOR TRUCK HAD ONLY GONE A FEW YARDS WHEN THE
MOTOR DIED OUT. IT STOPPED ALONGSIDE A JEEP THAT HAD RECEIVED
A DIRECT HIT FROM A JAP MORTAR. THE DRIVER ENEW HIS CONIONS,
AS HE FIGURED OUT RUST GOT IN THE FILTER AT THE BOTTOM OF THE
CARBURETOR. ONE OF THE BOOTS SITTING IN THE TRUCK WANTED TO
"LIGHT UP". THAT CIGARETTE COULD BE HIS LAST AS JAP INCOMING
WOULD COME IN FAST WHERE LIGHT WAS SEEN. THE BOCT MADE A WIS
REMARK LIEKE..."ALL YOU OLD SALTS ARE ALL GOOSEY!"™ HE LIT UP
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AND WITHIN TEN SECONDS THE SCREAM OF AN INCOMING SHELL RENT
THE AIR. THE SHELL LANDED WITHIN 3 FEET OF THE RECON TRUCK,
BURYING ITSELF IN THE MUD. IT WAS A DUD!

IN 1978 ONE OF THE MEN RETURNED TO GUAM AND FOUND THE EXACT
SPOT THE SHELL HAD LANDED. THERE WAS A TELEPHONE MANHOLE
WHERE THE SHELL HAD HIT. LATER, THEY MET A TELEPHONE MAN HE
TOLD THE GROUP THAT WHEN THEY BUILT THE MANHOLE THE BACKHCE
OPERATOR HAD HIT THE SHELL AND IT BLEW THE BUCKET OFF RIS
RIG.

AT 2400 OR S0 ALL HELL BROKE LOOSE AT THE JASCO C.P. DRUNKERN
JAPS, LOADED WITH SAKE, HAD SNEARED INTO THE LINES OR THE
RIGHT OF THE MARINE PERIMETER. THE NAVY PUT UP SEOME FLARES
FROM ONE OF THE DESTROYERS LIGHTING UP THE SNEAKINRG JAPS.
THEY WERE QUICKLY MOWED DOWN.

AT FIRST LIGHT, MARINE GEORGE HODGES, FROM SAN ANTONIO CAME
INTO THE C.P. FROM ONE OF THE INLAND RADIO POSITIONS. HE WAS
SOMEWHAT HYSTERICAL AND RANTING THAT THE ERTIRE RADIO TEAM
HAD BEEN SHOT UP AND HE HAD NO IDEA HOW MANY MEN WERE DEAD.
JUST THEN A RADIC CALL CAME IN FROM WILL MC GREY WHO WAS A
MEMBER OF A NAVY GUN FIRE TEAM. WILLIE WAS FROM THE OLD
SPECIAL WEAPONS COMPANY AND HE WAS ASKING FOR SOME HELP.
DILLENBACK SENT SOME MEN UP TO HIM WITH INSTRUCTIONS TO SEE
WHAT HE WANTS AND HELP ALL THEY COULD. THE MEN HAD TO MAKE
THEIR WAY SOME 1000 YARDS INLAND ALL THE WAY TC THE BASE OF
THE HIGH MOUNTAIN, MT. ALIFAN.

THEY FOUND TWO SHELL HOLES ABOUT 50 FEET OR S5O APART. THESE
WERE LARGE ENOUGH TO HAVE COME FROM OUR OWN NAVAL SHIPS, AND
PROBABLY WERE 16 INCHERS. IN ONE OF THEM WAS OLD WILLIE WITH
FOUR NERVOUS BOOTS. ASKING WHERE THE TROUBLE WAS, WILLIE
POINTED TO THE OTHER SHELL HOLE. IN THAT HOLE WERE TWO DEAD
MARINES AND ONE WOUNDED MARINE AND POP LAUGHTER WHO WAS HURT
BADLY. AROUND THE HOLE WERE THREE DEAD JAPS AND IN THE SHELL
HOLE WAS ALSO A DEAD JAP. POP HAD BEEN STABBED BY A BAYONET
TIED TO THE END OF A LONG BAMBOO POLE. THE BAYONET, STILL
ATTACHED TO THE POLE, WAS STICKING OUT OF HIS THIGH.

THEY CUT POP°'S PANTS AND SKIVVIES OPEN TO GET AT THE BAYONET.
THE LONG JAP WEAPON HAD ENTERED AND EXITED HIS THIGH, THRCUGH
HIS SCROTUM AND HAD ENTERED HIS OTHER THIGH. A SHOT OF MOR-
PHINE WAS ADMINISTERED AS BEST THEY COULD AND THEN THE BLADE
WAS PULLED OQUT. SULFA WAS LIBERALLY APPLIED TO THE WOUNDS AND
THE G.I. DRESSING WRAPPED AROUND THEM. SURPRISINGLY THERE WAS
NOT MUCH BLEEDING. THEY LOADED POP AND THE WOUNDED MARINE ON
AN AMBULANCE JEEP WE HAD SPOTTED. THAT WAS THE LAST TIME THEY
EVER SAW OLD POP.

WILLIE RELATED THAT SHORTLY AFTER MIDNIGHT THE JAPS SPOTTED
LAUGHTER S RADIQO ARTENNA. THEY TRIED GRENADES AND EACH TIME
ONE LANDED IN THE SHELL HOLE, POP AND THE FOUR OTHER MARINES
WOULD LEAP OUT AND THEN JUMP BACK IN. THEY CONTINUED THIS
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TILL DAYLIGHT. WILLIE AND HIS SQUAD OF MEN BEING FIFTY YARDS
AWAY COULD NOT OBSERVE WHAT WAS GOING ON. HE COULD HEAR, BUT
HE COULD KROT SEE.

WHEN DAYLIGHT CAME WILLIE OBSERVED SOME JAPS NEARBY AND THE
SQUAD OPENED UP ON THE JAPS. THE JAPS THEN CHARGED POP
LAUGHTER'S HOLE. THE ONE WITH THE BAYONET ON THE POLE WAS
ACTUALLY SHOT BY POP, BUT THE JAP IN HIS DEATH LUNGE ENDED UP
IN THE HOLE WITH POP ON THE END OF THE BAYONRET. TWO MARINES
IN THE HOLE WERE KILLED BY GRENADES, THIS TIME THEY WERE UN-
ABLE TO LEAP OUT.

THE RADIOS WERE PICKED UP AND THE GROUP HEADED BACK TOWARD
THE BEACH. THE MEN WERE ASSIGNED TO WILLIE WHC WAS NOW SHORT
OF MEN, AND THEY ALL ENDED UP THE GUAM CAMPAIGN RUNNING THE
NAVAL GUNFIRE TEAM. THEY SPOTTED FIRE FOR THE 3RD BN., 4TH
MARINES AND THEIR GURFIRE SHIP WAS THE CRUISER HONOLULU.

ON THE 22ND THE MEN SPENT THE NIGHT NEAR WHAT WAS LEFT OF A
JAP SUPPLY DEPOT. LIKE ALL MARINES, THEY DID SOME SCROUNGING,
AND FOUND SOME CRAB MEAT, PEACHES AND MANDARIN SLICES. A BQX
OF OFFICER’S BOOTS WERE FOURD AND THEY TURNED OUT TOC BE
FLIGHT OFFICER'S BOOTS, FUR-LINED AND LEATHER. TO A MAN, THE
LARGEST JAP SIZED BOOT DID NOT FIT A SINGLE MARINE. THEY BE-
CAME SOUVENIR'S. LOGGER GASTNER PICKED UP A BEAUTIFUL SILK
KIMONRO TO SEND HOME TO HIS WIFE. IT RAINED THAT NIGHT, AND KO
ONE IN JASCO GOT A GOOD SLEEP. NEXT MORNING THE SUN CAME UP
AND AS THE MEN CAME OUT OF THEIR DIRTY MUDDY HOLES AN JAF
MORTAR BARRAGE WAS DIRECTED AT THEM. THEY QUICKLY MOVED QUT.
ONE MORTAR LANDED IN THE HOLE WHERE THE RADIO HAD BEEN A
MINUTE OR SO BEFORE.

THE ARMY CAME ASHORE AND TOOK OVER THE LINES FROM THE
MARINES. THAT PUT JASCO DOWN TOWARD THE 22RD°S LINES WHO WERE
DRIVING DOWN OROTE PENINSULA. AT LUNCH THAT DAY, A JEEP DE-
LIVERED MAIL. INCREDIBLE. A FRONT LINE DELIVERY. THIS WAS THE
FIRST MAIL SINCE GUADALCANAL. THE MEN GOT A LAUGH WHEN ONE OF
THEM MENTIONED HIS LITTLE OLD MOTHER THAT DID NROTHING BUT
COOK AND RAISE KIDS, WAS NOW WORKING IN A HARD GRENADE
FACTCRY. SHE ALSO MENTIONED THAT SHE HAD PUT HER NAME ON SOME
OF THE GRENADES AND HAD HOPED THAT IT WOULD GET PERSONAL DE-
LIVERY. SHE ALSC HAD A REQUEST....SHE WANTED A JAP PISTQOL ACS
A SOUVENIR! :

WE DUG IN ON THE LEFT WHICH WAS A COCONUT GROVE ON HIGH
GROUND. A LOT OF FIRING WAS GOING ON TOWARD THE RIGHT FLARK
OF JASCO AND THE WORD CAME IN THAT STRETCHER BEARERS WERE
NEEDED BADLY. HARRINGTON, GASTNER, HURST ARD ONE OTHER SET
OFF, LEAVING WORD THAT HOPEFULLY A FOXHOLE WOULD BE DUG FCR
THEM WHEN THEY WERE GONE. ARRIVING AT THE RIGHT FLANK THE MEN
WERE TOLD THAT JUST AHEAD WERE SCME WOUNDED. THEY KEPT
GETTING DIRECTIONS..."UP FRONRT.." "A LITTLE FURTHER UP" "UP
FRONT™ ... .THEN THEY CAME ON A BUNCH OF MARINES DIGGING IN.
THEY WERE STANDING THERE WITH THE STRETCHERS WHEN A JAP NAMBU

Z. 1

-



(JAPANESE MACHINE GUN) OPENED UP AND HARRINGTON AND THE OTHER
MARINES HIT THE DECK. THEY ALL ESCAPED EXCEPT THE STRETCHER.
THEY WERE STANDING HOLDINRG IT ERECT ARD IT ENDED UP FULL OF
HOLES!

A LIEUTENANRT LYIRG NEAR US ASKED IF THEY HAD SEEN WHERE THE
FIRE HAD COME FROM. THE ANSWER WAS NO. SMORKELESS POWDER THAT
THE JAPS USED MADE SPOTTING DIFFICULT. AMAZINGLY THE ALLIES
DID NOT PERFECT OR KNOW HOW TO MAKE SMOKELESS POWDER., THEN
THE LIEUTENANT SAID, "I'LL STAND AND DRAW SOME FIRE AND YOU
GUYS SPOT WHERE TI'S COMING FROM." THE MARINES THOUGHT HE WAS
NUTS. HE DID SO, AND ANOTHER BURST WAS IMMEDIATE. THE LIEUT-
TENANT SLAMMED HIMSELF EARTH-BOUND. FORTUNATELY HE WAS NOT
HIT. HE ASKED AGAIN IF THEY SPOTTED IT, ARD AGAIN THE ANSWER
WAS...NO! THEN HE PASSED THE ORDER FOR EVERYONE TO FIRE INTO
THE TREE TOPS. HE POSSIBLY THOUGHT HE WAS ON GUADALCANAL WITH
THE RAIDERS. TREMENDOUS FIRING TOOK PLACE, HARRINGTON
EXPENDING SOME 10 CLIPS OF M1 AMMO. THE FIRING CEASED AND THE
SOUND OF A NAMBU FIRING AT THE MARINES TOOK PLACE. THE RNIP
WAS STILL THERE....

FIFTY YARDS OR SO AWAY, SOME NIPS SUDDENLY BOLTED UPRIGHT
LOOKING AT THE MARINES ON THE FRONT LINES. ALL THE MARINES
OPERED UP AT ONCE, SOME OF THEM STANDING STRAIGHT UP AND
TRADING FIRE WITH THE NIPS, EVEN THOUGH NO SHOTS WERE COMING
FROM THEH. WHO CARED....THEY WERE THE ENEMY.

ONE JAP WAS ALL DRESSED UP IN KHAKI, LEATHER BELTS AND WAVING
A LARGE SAMURAI SWORD. FOR SOME REASON OR OTHER THE 100 OR SO
JAPS JUST SEEMED TO RUN ARCUND IN CIRCLES. THEY WEREN'T EVEN
FIRING AT THE MARINES. MAYBE THEY WERE ALL ON SAKE...WHD
KNOWS? THE MARINES KNOCKED THEM DOWN, AND WHEN THE JAP THAT
WAS HIT GOT UP HE GOT KNOCKED DOWN AGAIN. AMONG THE MOST
PISSED OFF MARINE THERE, WAS HARRINGTON, WHO HAD FIRED HIS
TEN CLIPS OF AMMO INTO THE TREES AND DID NOT GET TO FIRE ONE
SINGLE SHOT INTO 100 JAPS JUST ASKING TO BE SHOT.

THE SABER WAS RETRIEVED ALONG WITH A RED SASH BELT INDICATIRNG
THE OFFICER WAS SOME KIND OF BIG SHOT. THE LITTLE OLD MOH

AT HOME MAKING GRENADES DID NOT GET A JAP PISTOL, SHE WOULD
HAVE TO MAKE DO WITH THE SWORD AND SASH. THE DEAD OFFICER HAD
THE LANYARD WRAPPED ARCUND HIS WRIST INDICATING IN NO WAY WAS
HE ABOUT TO LET LOOSE OF THE SWORD. EVEN IN DEATH HE GRIFPED
THE SWORD FIRMLY, THE MARINE FORCING IT OUT OF THE DEAD JAPS
HAND.

THE STARS AND STRIPES WERE RAISED AFTER OROTE PENINSULA WAS
SECURED. THEY WERE RAISED AT THE OLD MARINE BARRACKS ON THE
PENINSULA. THE DATE WAS JUNE 28, 1944. THE JAPS WERE PINNED
IN AT THE END OF THE PENINSULA, AND THOSE NOT SHOT COMMITTED
SUCICED OR JUMPED OFF THE CLIFFS TO THEIR DEATH RATHER THAN
SURRENDER.

THE MARINE BRIGADE GOT TRANSFERRED DOWN TO THE MARINE 3RD
7
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DIVISION. THE ARMY RELIEVED THEX IN TRUCES. THE MARINES
WALKED THE 18 MILES OR SO TO THE 3RD DIVISION.. THE NEXT DAY,
THE 31ST, THE 18 MILE HIKE WAS SOUVENIR TRAIL. JAP BOOTS WERE
CUT OFF PACKS, MARINE AND JAP HELMETS LITTERED THE ROAD. EVEN
JAP RIFLES AND AN OCCASIONAL SWORD WAS LYING THROWN IN THE
BUSH. ANYTHING TO LIGHTEN THE LOAD. ALMOST EVERY MARINE
EITHER HAD MALARIA OR DENGUE FEVER. MARY A MARINE FOUGHT THE
CAMPAIGN WITH 100 OR KORE DEGREES OF FEVER. IT WAS GUESSED
THAT THE ARMY PICKED UP ALL THE THROWN AWAY SOUVENIRS... . WHAT
THE HELL.

WHEN THE MARINES GOT BACK TO JASCO, ONE OF THE FIRST THINGES
THEY DID WAS HAND LT. DILLENBACK THE JAP SABER. ABOUT ALL
THAT WAS LEFT OF THE SOUVENIR HUNTING, JAP KILLING PATROL.

THE JASCO MARINES CAMPED IN A LARGE FIELD AND FOUND AN
AVOCADC TREE RIPE WITH FRUIT. A FARM EQUSE AT THE END OF THEZ
FIELD HAD SCME 55 GALLON DRUME, THAT WERE UNRDEE THE EAVES TC
CATCH RAIN WATEE. THE MARINES TCOK THEIR FIRST SHOWER IN i
DAYS, THANEKS TO THOSE DRUMS OF RAIN WATER. DINNER THAT NIGHT
WAS FOUR SCROUNGED UP EGGS, AVOCADOS AND SOME SQUASH. MO ONE
COPIED DOWN THE RECIPE.

BY DOING SOME WANDERING, THE JASCO MARINES GOT THE WCRD THEY
WERE NOW ON THE POINT. SEEM SCMECNE GOT PISSED THAT THEY
WANDERED OFF ON THEIR OWN. LT. TOM DE BORD, A NAVAL GUNFIRE
TEAM CHIEF FROM BELMONT SHORES, CALIFORNIA WAS PART OF THE
POINT TEAM. THE PATROL GOT SOMEWHAT LOST, AS THEY WERE TO
ADVANCE SCOME 1000 YARDS WHICH IS A HECK OF A LONG WAY FRCK
THE MARINE LINES. THE BATTLE MAY BE OVER, BUT THE PATROL
WONDERED IF THE JAPS KNEW IT. SOMEHOW OR CTHER THE EGGS AND
AVOCADOS WERE SURVIVING THE BOUNCING ARCUND IN THE POCKETS OF
THE JASCO PATROL.

SUDDENLY THERE WAS THE SOUND OF A LOUD POP. A JAP STOCD UF
ALONGEIDE THE TAIL END CF THE PATROL AND HAD GOTTEN OFF A
SHOT AT THE MARINES. SOME SIXTY MARINES HAD WALKED RIGHT PAST
THE NIP AND NEVER SAW HIM. FORTUNATELY HE MISSED WITH HIS
SHOT, AND CARBINE, M1 AND BURSTS OF BAR'S CUT HIM IN TWO.
WHEN IT WAS ALL OVER THE MARINES NOTICED A JAP GRENADE LYING
IN THE PATH. THEY ALL SCATTERED FOR SAFETY. SINCE IT WAS NOT
SMOKING, ONE JASCO MARINE PICKED IT UP, AND AFTER EXAMINIRNG
IT PERCEIVED IT TO BE A DUD. HE UNSCREWED THE STEM. WHEN HE
EXTRACTED THE STEM IT WAS FOUND THAT THE JAP GRENADE HAD RNC
FUSE. SOMEONE BACK IN TCOKYO HAD LCUSED UP THE ASSEMBLY LINE
THAT DAY, BUT HE DID SAVE SOME MARINE INJURY OR LIVE.

THE JAP WAS WEARING A RED FELT BADGE WITH A GOQLD STAR. A
SUPERIQR PRIVATE. THE MARINE PLUCKED OFF THE EMBLEM, STUFFED
THE GRENADE IN HIS POCKET AND TODAY IT SITS ON A SHELF IN A
LIBRARY A LONG WAY FROM GUAN,

WHEN THE MARINE GOT BACK THEY WERE INSTRUCTED TO AN ARE TC
BIVOUAC FOR THE NIGKT. A 37HM WAS GUARDING THE ONLY RCAD UF
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TO A FARM HOUSE WHERE THE JASCO MEN WOULD DI3 IN. THE 27MNM
MEN TOLD THE MARINES THEY WERE ARMED WITH MOSTLY CANISTER.

IF THE JAPS CAME UP THAT ROAD AT NIGHT, SOME 50C BALL
BEARINGS FROM EACH SHELL WOULD GREET THEM. RADIO CONTACT WITH
THE HONOLULU STUNK THAT NIGHT AND THE FLARES WERE SLOW AND
ERRATIC ALL NIGHT LONG. AN ENSIGN BY THE NAHME OF HAGGARD, THE
LIAISOR OFFICER OF THE HONCLULU, ASHORE WITH THE MARINES WAS
HAVING FITS.

DURING THE NIGHT THE SAME ENSIGN, HAGGARD, WHILE WALKING
ARQUND TRIPPED OVER THE ANTENNA WIRE. THE MARINE BERATED HIM
WITH "DUMB ASS’, "HEY STUPID", AND SUCH, AND TO THEIR SUR-
PRISE THE ENSIGN SAT DOWN AN CRIED. THE PRESSURE HAD GOTTEN
TO THE POOR SON OF A BITCH. JUST THEN A 37MM SHELL WENT OFF
AND THE ENSIGN MUTTERED..."OH MY GOD!™, AND RENT QVER AND
JUST CRIED HARDER. ONE OF THE MARINES YELLED, "SHUT UP YQU
STUPID BASTARD!" THEN ALL GOT QUITE AND A RESTFUL NIGHT WAS
HAD BY ALL. EXCEPT MAYBE THE ENSIGN.

THE NEXT MORNING FOUR DEAD JAPS WERE IN FRONT CF THE 37 MM
GUN. ONE AN QFFICER. I GUESS THEY NEVER GOT THE WORD THAT THE
WAR WAS OVER. WHEN BACK AT JASCO A WIRE STRINGING DETAIL PAR
INTO A NIP ALONG THE TRAIL. HE WAS DISPATCHED BY ONE OF THE
MEN CARRYING A SHOT GUN.

A FEW DAYS LATER THE JASCO UNIT FASSED THE SAME SPOT THE NIF
WAS SENT TO THE PLACE WHERE HE CAN PLEASE HIS EMPERCR. THE
BONES WERE ALREADY PICKED CLEAN. THE ANTS AND LAND CRAES HAD
THE BONES LOOKING LIKE PIANO KEYS. ONLY SHREDS CF SHOES AND

" CLOTHING MADE HIM OUT TO BE SOMETHING HUMAN.

THE KARINES LEFT GUAM ABOARD A SHIP CALLED THE US ARMY SEA
FIDDLER. IT WAS CAPTAINED BY A DUTCH SEA CAPTAIN AND THE ARMY
HAD CHARTERED IT FROM THE DUTCH. THE MARINES SPENT TEN DAYS
ON THAT LOUSY MISERABLE SCOW, WATER ON FOR ONLY ONE HOUR A
DAY, AND ONLY TWO MEALS A DAY SERVED THE SICKLY, MALARIA RID-
DEN, DENGUE FEVER, STARVING MARINES. OVER 500 BATTLE-HARDENED
MARINES ENDURED THAT HELL SHIP.

SO MUCH FOR THE CONQUERING HERO!
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'FC GEORGE HODGEES
JRECT — 18T FPROVISIONAL MARINE BRIGADE

BUam -~ JuLY 1944

"I THINK A MARINE BY THE NAME OF RAMEEY WAS KILLED IMN QUR
SHELL HOLE DURING THE NIF BANZAI ATTACK THAT FIRST NIGHT ON
THE ISLAND. WHEN I READ RUDY ROSENGUIST'S STORY OF HIS NIGHT
ON GUAM, MANY PARTS OF THAT NIGHT 'S HISTORY HAD "JELLELR IN
MY FADING MEMORY.

WE LANDED ONM GUAM WITH A MAVAL GUNWFIRE FORWARD OEBSERVATION
TEAM (USUALLY REFERRED TO SIMFLY AE "FO°') AND WE WERE SUF-
FOSED 7O COME ASHORE WITH THE 2RD WAVE. I THINK WE WERE
FRETTY MUCH OWN SCHEDULE, AND WHEN WE HIT THE REACH, I FOUND
THE RODY OF A CORFSMAM, EVIDENTLY KILLED ALMOST ON LANDING AS
HE WaS CLOSE 7O THE WATERS EDGE. FOR SOME REAZON OF OTHER,
AMD T ENOW NOT WHEY, 1 REACHED DOWN AND REMOVED HIS MEDICAL
BAG FROM MIZ WER BELT. THE CORFSMANG KIT R BAG, CONTAINED
SLUFLA POWDER, BANDABES, MORFPHINE SYRINGES, ETO. I DORST KNCW,
EVEN TOGDAY. WHY I FELT WE WOULD NEED THEM, BUT I WAS CERTATIM
OF ONE THING...THE CORFSMAN HAD NO FURTHER UWSBE FOR THEM,
LATER EVENTS WOLLD FPROVE THAT THIS IMPROMFTU ACT OF MINE
WOLLLD FROVE 70 BE FROVIDENTIAL LATER ON THAT MNIGHT.

OuR FO TEAM CONSIETED OF FOUR WIREMEN AND A& RADIO TEAM WHICH
TMHCLURED mME., A TEAM CHIEF, BY THE NAME OF McGRAY AND ANOTHER
RADIOMAN BY THE NAME OF RUH, 6ND A& "SENMERAL DUTY " MaAK NAMED
HARBERT. OUR SFOTTER WAE LT. DeBDRD AND HIS ASSISTANT WAZ
SGT. HUTCHINZONM. WE WERE SUFFOSED TO BE IN THE CENTER OF THE
COMFaNY CF (COMMAND POST), BUT FOR SOME REASON DR OTHER THE
LT. FPLACED US IN TWO SHELL HOLEE AT THE F0OT OF A HILL, SOME
S0OTD 100 YARDE BEHIND THE FERIMETER. HE STATIONED HIMSELF,
ALAOMGE WITH HUTCH ON TOR OF ANM ADJACENT HILL &ND WAS CONWNECTED
T Ug BY A FIELD FHONE. WE WERE COMNECTED T0O THE SHIF RY _
RADIQ. AFTER WE HAD ESTARBLISHELDR 0UR COORDIMATES WITH THE SHIF
WHOSE FIRE WE WERE DIRECTING THAT NIGHT, WE SET UF OUR
WATCHES. WE BEGAM OUR RADIC CONTACT EY ORDERING IN "STAR-
SHELL® ILLUMINATION FOR QUR MARINE FERIMETER DEFERSE.

WE HAD S0 MANY BANZAI ATTACKS THAT MNIGHT, THAT THE NAVY BEGAN
RATIONING STARSHELLS. THEY HAD THE ADDITIONAL FPROBLEM OF
HAVING LOST NUMEROUS SHIFES, INCLUDING AMMO SHIFS TO THE EAMI--
KAZES, AND I THINEKE THEY WERE WORRIED ABOUT RUNMING LOW ON ALL
FORME OF AMMO....EVYEN FOR THEIR OWM DEFENSE,

WHILE I WAS ON WATCH, SOMETIME AFTER MIDNIGHT I CHALLENGED A
DARK SHADOW AFFROACHING FROM THE DIRECTION OF DUR FRONT LINE
FERIMETER. HE COULD HAVE VERY EASILY BEEN SHOT, BECAUSE THE
FERSON DPID NOT KNOW THE FASSWORD. SOMEHOW OR OTHER, HE MARN--
AGED TO GET ACROSS TO ME THE FACT THAT HE WAS WOUNDED, AND &
MARINE FROM 'K COMFANY, RUDY ROSENCGUIST. I NEVER ENEW HIS
NAME TILL I READ HIS STORY IN LATER YEARS. HE HAD BEEN DUG IN
GN THE POINT OF OUR LINEES, AND AE A MACHINE GUNKER HAD FIRED



BELT AFTER BELT AT THE SWARMING J&F5. HE HAD BPEEM RAYOHETED
(ACTUALLY THREE TIMEE, BUT I ONLY THOUGHT THEN THAT IT W&ES
OMCE) ANMD THE BAYONET HAD GONE CLEARLY ALL THE WAY THROUGH
HIZ ETOMACH. HIS INSIDEE WERE HANGING QUT AND COMIME QUY HIZ
BACK: TODAY, THAT SOUNDS TERRIBLE....THEM, I TRIED TO REIN-
SERT THEM, BUT HE MADE SUCH AWFUL SOUNDE THAT I FELT I WAS
INJURING HIM MORE THAM HELFING HIM. S0, I FULLED OUT ONE OF
MY BAMDAGES FROM THE CORFEMANS KIT I HAD FICKED UF, CRUMELED
LIF a COUFLE OF THOSE BIG SULFA TABLETE ONTO THE BANDAGE, AND
WRAFFED HIM UF A5 BEST AE I COULD. AE & MEDIC, I'M A VERY
GO0OD RADRIOMAN. IN ANY CASE, IM SFITE OF MY HERDICS, RUDY
SURVIVES TO THIE DAY. I MUST HAVE DONE SOMETHING RIGHT.

HE BLURTED TO US THAT SOME NIFS HAD BROKEN THROUGH THEIR
LINES, BAYONETING HIM IN THE FROCESS. THAT MADE US DOUBLY
ALERT, S50 WE STRENGTHENED OUR OWN GUARD &ND STAYED ON A COM-
FI.LETE ALERT. EVERYEBODY WENT ON & 100% ALERT. AS THE NIGHT,
WITH ALL ITZ S0OUNDS AMD FIRING, GREW CGLDER WE BEDAME MORE
NERVOUS, REACTING TG EVERY SOUND. FOOR RUDY KEFT MOANIRNE IN
FAIN. I THINE HE AS FROEBABLY “0OUT OF IT" ANYWAY, BUT I DE-
CIDED TO GIVE HIM A SHAOT OF MORPHINE THAT I TOOK QUT OF THE
CORFEMANS KIT. I FIGURED THAT IT WOULD RELIEVE HIS PAIN AND
ALED TO QUIET HIM S0 HE WOULD MOT GIVE AWSY DUR POSITION. T
HAD NEVER BEFORE EVEN THOUGHT AEBOUT GIVING ANYONE & SHOT, BUT
THE GOOD LORE #ROVIDES. SOMEHOW, IN COMFLETE DARENESS, I =RE-
MEMBERED THE DIRECTIONS AND ROLLED THAT LITTLE TURBE OF DRUG
INTO HIS ARM.

THE FEAR OF NOISE WAS A NEEDLESE CONCERN. WITHIN MINMUTES OF
THE TIME I GAVE HIM THE &HDT, I SFOTTEDR A MIF BEHIND A COCO-
MLT TREE SOME 20 FEET OR S0 TO OUR FRONT. WHEN I SHOT HIM, HE
HAD HARDLY HIT THE GRCUND, WHEN HIS FELLOW SOLDIERE LET FLY &
SILEW OF GRENADES AT US! YOU MAY RECALL, THAT THODSE MNIFS HAD
T STRIKE THOSE LOUSY GRENADES OM THEIR HELMETS TO FRIME THERM
BEFORE THEY THREW THEM. vyOU COULD HEAR THE “FLINK FLINES OF
THE GRENADE ON THE HELMET, AND THEN SEE THEM COMIMG BY THE
FLAMING FUSE.

THEY WOUMNDED OR KILLED MOSET OF THE MEN IN THE NEXT SHELLHOLE
ALMOST IMMEDIATELY,., AND THEIR WAS COMRLETE SILENIE COMING
FROM THE BLASTED HOLE. THEN THEY MANAGED TO LOER A GRENADE
INTO THE HOLE WE WERE IN! McBRAY SCRAMBLED QUT QUICKLY AND
GOT BEHIND A FALLEN LOG. I THINK RUDY FOLLGWED HIM, LEAYING
TWO OF US WITH THE GRENADE! IT EXFLODED AND I AND RUH SEEMED
TO MIRACULOUSLY BE ALIVE! I SAT UF ENOUGH TO TRY AND SPOT THE
JAF HEAVING THE GREMADES, AND SURE ENQUGH, WITHIN SECONDZ
THREE 0OF THEM CHARGED QUR HOLE WITH THE LONGEST BAYOWNETS YOL)
ALKAYE HOFED YOU WOULD NEVER SEE! THOSE BAYONETS CAN REALLY
GET YOUR JUICES FLOWING. STEADYING MYSELF 1 OFENED LUF WITH MY
LITTLE CARBINE. 1T BARKED RAFIDLY, AS MY SWEATING FINGEFR
FULILED AND PULLED AND FULLED! IT THREW RULLETS ALL OVER THE
LITTLE BASTARDS. I ACTUALLY EMPTIEDR MY CAREBINE, AND I SAl
AL THREE GO DOWN.  WITH THAT I TURKED TO TELL RUH THAT "WE
SHOULD GET TO HELL GQUT OF HERE® AND I FOUND HIM ALREADRY GORNE!



I CRAWLEDR DVER TO THAT FALLEW LOG, AND WE ALL SETTLED DOWN
THERE, EMFTY RIFLE, AND LOW ON AMMGO. WE DID NOT KNOW WHETER
OR NOT WE HAD DOWNED ALL THE ENEMY ARDUND US AT THAT TIME.
ANMOTHER MARINE AFFROACHED, WHD TURNED QUT TO BE A RUNMNER OR
SCOUT SENT FROM K COMFANY. HE WAS SEEKING REINFORCEMENTS
FOR HIS COMFANY FRONT, NOW WEAKENED BY THE DEAD AND WOUNDED.
McGRAY ORDERED ME TO ACCOMRPANY HIM TO THE BEACH AMD GET SOME
AMMC AND MEDICAL. HELF.

THE SCOUT (I NEVER LEARNED HIS NAME) AND I MADRE DUR WAY EACHK
TO THE BEACH UNDER SNIFER FIRE, THE SAND KICKING UF FROM THE
BULLETS BEING FIRED AT US. WE FOUND AN AID STATION AND AN
AMMD DUMF. I GRAEBRED ALL THE CARBINE AMMO I COULD CARRY AND
THE SCOUT AGREED TO LEAD THE CORPSMAN TO QUR GUYS. WE HAD NO
IDEA IF THEY WERE ALL ALIVE, DEAD., OR WOUNDED. THE SCOUT
ASKED ME TO TRY TO LOCATE ELEMENTE OF THE ARMY WHO HAD
LANDED, AND LEAD THEM UF TO WHERE "¥° COMFANY LINMES WERE.
THAT SOUNDS LIKE A REVERSAL OF OUR DUTIES TODAY, BUT THERN IT
SOUNDED PERFECTLY LOGICAL 70 ME. I STARTED UFP THE BEACH AKND I
NOTED THAT DAWN WAS JUEST NOW BREAXING. WERE WE GOINE TO LIVE
T SEE AMOTHER DaY?

I HAD NOT TRAVELLED MORE THAN A HUNDRED YA&RDE OR S0 WHERN
THERE WAS A TREMENDOUE EXFLOSION BEHIND ME. THE AMMO DUMP
THAT I HAD JUST LEFT WAS BLOWN SkKY HIGH! THE CONCUSSION OF
THE BLAZST WAE S0 SEVERE THAT IT MNOCKEDR ME OFF MY FRET AND
COMPLETELY UNCONSCDIOUS. WHEN I REGAINED MY SENSESZS, I NOTED
THERE WA NOTHING STANDINMGE WHERE THE AMMO DUMF HAD BEEN, AND
IT APPEARELDL THAT NO ONE WAS OR CCOULD FOSSTIELY BE ALIVE. I
THINE TH&T A JA&F MORTAR SCORED A DIRECT HIT ON THE DUMPF. I
WERMT DOWN THE BEACH, FOUND THE ARMY A4ND LED THEM TO A FPOIRT
WHIERE WE WERE MET BY ANQTHER 'K COMPANY SCOUT. HE TOOK THEM
THE REST OF THE WAY FIORWARKRD, WHILE I HEADED FOR AN AID
STATION TO BET MY GRENADE WOUND ATTENDED TO. WITH ALL THE
ADRENAL INE FLOWING AMD THE ACTIONS OF THE NIGHT, I HAD NOY
ENOWN THAT I WAS WOUNDELD.

EY THE TIME I FOUND MY WAY BACE TO THE SCENE OF THE FREVIOUS
NIGHT 'S ACTION, ALL THE WOUNDED MARINES HAD BEEN EVACUATEDR,
SO I NEVER KNOWINGLY SAW RUDY AGAINM."

EERERRKRAR KRN KR KKK

NOTE: GEORGE HAD ALWAYS FROMISED RUDY A COFY OF HIS SIDE OF
THE STORY. A COFY OF THE ABOVE WAS SENT TO RUDY ROSENQUIST
(MOW THE FRESIDENT OF THE MARINE RAIDERS ASSN.) ALONG WITH
RUDY 'S STORY. RUDY'S STORY AND GEORGE'S IE€ ONLY ONE QF THE
MONY GALLANT TALES OF MARINES THAT FIRST NIGHT ON GUAM. THERE
WERE MORE BANIAI ATTACKES ON GUAM, THAN ANY OTHES FACIFIC
BATTLE DURING WW II. THEIR EXFERIENCES WERE MOST UNIQUE AND
VALORCUS THEY WERE INDEED...."SEMFER FIDELIS".



FFC JOHN F. “JACK"™ BRAINARD
47TH MARINE REGIMENT
SIXTH MARINE DIVISION

DEINAWA — 19435

"1 JOINED THE MARINES S0 I COULD FIGHT IWN THE INFAMTRY AND
ENDED UP IN A RADIO SCHOMGL. S0 MUCH FOR ENLTSTMENT FROMIGES.
I ENTERED THE MARINE CORFS ON THE Znd OF DECEMDER, 1947 AND
STARTED MY BOOT CAMF TRAINING AT PARRIS ISLAMD, S.C. ON
DECEMBER 15, 1943.

DURING THE NINE WEEKS 0OF TRAINING THERE, I ENTERED THE BOXING
TOURNAMENTES AND WON FIVE OUT OF MY FIVE FIGHTE. AS THE EN-
LISTMENT FOSTERS SAID..."IF YOU WANNA® FIGHT..JOIN THE
MARINES'" I DID MY BEST TO GET QUT OF THE RADICG SCHOOL AND
AFTER MONTHS OF TRYING I FINALLY SUCCEEDED. 1 ENDED U WITH
AN INFANTRY QUTFIT AT CAMP LEJUNE, N.C. I Wa%S FUT IN TENT
CITY, WHICH MEANS JUST THAT...A CITY OF TEMNTS. IT STILL STAND
TO THIS DAY, BUT THE TENTS ARE NOW EBUILDINGS AND THEY HAVE
FAINTED ON THEM THE LETTERS AND NUMBERS, SUCH A8 "T.C. 12°.
AFTER A BRIEF TRAINING FERIOD IN 1944 I WNAS SHIFFED T0O CAME
FENDLETON, CALIFORNIA AND FORMED INTD A REFLACEMENT BATTAL-
ION DESTINED FOR ‘SOMEWHERE IN THE FACIFIC .

WE BOARDED AN AkKA (AN ARMY TRANSFORT SHIF) AND HEADED FUR
FOINTS UNENOWN. WE FOUND OQUT LATER WE WERE ON OUR WAY T0 THE
ISLAND OF GUADALCANAL. WE DID SEE FEARL HARIDOR AMD STOFFED AT
EINEWETOK, THE SCENE OF MARINE BATTLES, IN THE MARSHALL
ISLANDS. THERE WE TRAMNSFERRED TO A U.S. NAVY SHIF, THE AFA
GALLITON. I 60T TO BOX A FEW TIMES ENROUTE T THE °"CANALL" , A3
MARINES NICKNAMED GUADALCANAL, AND I 50T THE STUFFINGS
KNOCKED OUT OF ME. I RIGHT THEN AND THERE, RETIRED FROM
BOXING.

ON THE CANAL QUR DAYS WERE MOSTLY USED MAKIMG MOCK LANMDINGS
AND LOADING LLST s (LANDING SHIF TANKS) WHICH WERE DESTIMED
FOR COMEBAT TO PLACES WE NEVER HEARD OF. WE FINALLY LOADED
SHIF AND DEPARTED FOR AN ISLAND CALLED OEINAWA. ENROUTE WE
STOFFED AT SUCH FOSH RESORTS (JOKE) AZ THE ISLAND DF MOG-MOG
IN THE ULITHI ISLANDS. ONLY ONE OUT OF A 1,000 SERVICEMEN
WILL KNOW WHERE THAT ISLAND IS. THE ULITHI ISLANDG WAL A US
NAVY ANCHORAGE, S0 WE SAW MANY SHIFS, AND ADRDED SOME TO OUR
CONVOY .

WE LANDED ON OKINAWA AS A REPLACEMENT BATTALION, AND I WAS IN
THE 11th OR 12th WAVE. WE EXFERIENCED VERY LITTLE RESISTANCE
FROM THE JAFANESE AT THAT FOINT IN THE BATTLE. THE NEXT TWO
WEEKS WE SFENT ON THE BEACH, CRANKING GASOLIME FUMFS FOR OUR
TANKS., TOUGH J0B, NO REST, HOT, AND LITTLE SLEEF. THE NAVY
SHIFS FPUT DN A SHOW EVERY NIGHT FOR US WITH TRACERS LIGHTING
UP THE SKIES. KAMIKAZE SUICIDE FLANES WERE QUITE COMMON, AND
AT TIMES THE NAVY WOULD FIRE AT A JAP PLANE COMING (QVER THE
ISLAND, AND THEIR AIM WAS SUCH THAT THE TRAJECTORY HAD WS



JUMFIMNG INTD HOLES, AND DUCKING. WE DID RNOT WANT T BECOME A
CASBUALTY TO OUR OWN NAVY. TWO WEEKS LATER WE WERE TRANSFERRED
TGO THE SIXTH MARINE DIVISION IN THE NORTH, AND AW SOMS
ACTION. WE DID NOT ENGW IT THEN, BUT THE TOUGH FIGHTING LAY
AHEAD OF LIS WHEN WE WOUILD BE TURNED AROQUND T FIGHT IN THE
SOUTHERN PART OF THE ISLANMD.

WE SECURED THE NORTHERN £ND OF THE ISLANLD AND THEN REFLACED
THE 2Z7TH US ARMY DIVISION IN THE SOUTH. OUR FTRET MARINE DI1-
VISION JOINED US ON DUR LEFT AND WE LINED UM 70 FIGHT WITH
THE OCEAN ON OUR RIGHT. WE GOT SOME TABTE OF SOME REAL
ACTION, THOUGH WE WERE STILL IN REGIMENTAL RESERVE.

AFTER MAY 18th WE MARCHED IN COLUMN ORDER T A FOINT ON THE
FRONT AND WE PASSED THE BATTERED, BATTLE-TORN 2%th MARINES
WHD HAD REEN INVOLVED IN THE TERRIBLE BATTLE OF SUGAR LOAF
HILL. SOME 2,642 MARINES LAST THEIR LIVES THERE, AND 1,289
FECAME BATTLE CASUALTIES. 1T WAS THE MOST COSTLY AND BITTER-
EST FIGHT IM MARINE CORFPS HIBTORY. I SFROTTEDR A VERY DEAR
FRIEND OF MINE, WILLIAM J. "BILL’ DAILEY. EILL WAS TN COMEANY
H, OF THE 29TH. HE SEEMED TG EFE IN A TOTAL STNATE QF SHOCEK, AS
A MACHINE BGUNNER HE CARRIED MIS GUM ON HIS SHOULDER AND HE
REACHED OQUT WITH HIS OTHER MHMAND AND GRADRECD ME SAYING, "17°6
CRAZY UF THERE...ABSQOLUTELY NUTS'" THAT WAS THE LAST TIME 1
EVER SaW HIM AS HE WAS LATER ON KILLED IN BATTLE ARDUND JUNE
THE 12tk ONLY TEN DAYS FROM THE END OF HOGTILITIES OMN THE
ISLAND OF HELL. HE AND ANOTHER CLASBSMATE, FIROANM MDORATTT WAS
ALSD KILLED DURING THE MOMNTH OF JUNE. FRIVATID FRONE MORATI
WAS ALSO A MEMBER OF THE Z29th MARINES.

I'M NOT REALLY SURE THE EXACT AREA WE WERE IN AROUNMD SUGAR
LOAF HILL. WE WERE ON EITHER HALF MOON OFR CRESCENT HILL. IF I
HAD A CHOICE I WOULD PICK HALF MOON HILL. I DO RECALL BEING
SHOCKED AND JUST COMING TO A HALT AT THE SRUIESOME SIGHT OF
THE MANY DEAD MARINES SCATTERED ALONG THE BATTILE AREA. WE AD-
VANCED, ONE AT A TIME, QGVER A BMALL JAFANESE BRIDGE, WHICH
WAS UNDER FIERCE JAFANESE FIRE AT THE TIME. WE REACHED THE
BASE OF A RIDGE 7O OUR FRONT, AND DUG IN AND REGROUFED AS
OUICKLY AS WE COULD.

FOUR OF US JUMPED INTO A LARGE FOXHOLE OR SHELLHOLE . ONE OF
THEM WAS A YOUNGSTER WHO HAD ENTERED THE CORFES UNDERAGBE. HE
WAS FROBABLY 16 OR 17 YEARS OF AGE. HE ASKED CORFORAL CHUCK
GANGER, BRELIEVE IT OR NOT, "HOW THE HELL DO YOU GET THIS FIN
BACK IN THE GRENADE?!" WE COULDN'T THROW IT BRECAUSE MARINES
WERE ALL OVER, AND CLOSE EBY. HERE WE WERE WITH 4 GUY HOLDING
A SFOON, AND IF HE LET IT GO, THE GRENADE WOULD GO OFF IN
FIVE SECONDS! GANGER YELLED AT HIM, "I QUGHT TO RAM IT UF
YOUR ASS...YOU STURID X&U“kRX6EH4H! " AS [IAD AS THINGS WERE,
IT BROUGHT A CHUCKLE TO ALL OF US. WHEN WE MOVED UF SHORTLY,
WE FOUND A PLACE FOR THE YOURG MARINE TO CHUCE THE BREMADE.

WHETHER IT WAS THE SAME DAY 0OR THE NEXT I CAM'T RECALLL, BUT
WE ASSAULTED THE TOF OF THAT DAMN RIDGE. ONC NT A TIME THE



CORFORAL SENT US OVER THE RIDGE, AND DOWR THE OTHER SIDE. WY
MUST HAVE ALL SFOTTED A HUGE CRATER, FOSSIELY CALUSED BY OME
OF THIER °'SBCREAMING MEEMIES . THEY LANDED aAWND EXFLODED WITH A
ROAR .

THE JAFS MUST HAVE GUESSED, OR SEEN, THAT THERE WAS A CROWED
IN THERE, AS THEY LORBRED MORTARS IN ON US. ONE OF THE SHELLS
LANDED RIGHT IN THE HOLE ON TOF OF UOS' I BLEW US ALl OUT or
THE HOLE! MY FACK WAS TORN TO SHREDS AND MY WALLET I CARKIED
GOT "WOUNDED' . WE ALL GOT OUT SAFELY, AND HOW NONE WERE HURT
ONLY GOD KNOWS, WE WERE IMMEDIATELY FINNEID DOWN BY MACHINE
GUN FIRE AND MORE MORTARS RAINED DOWN ON LS. I TRIED TO TAKE
COVER, BUT A BULLET HIT ME IN THE LEFT ELBOW, SHATTERING IT
AND THROWING ME FORWARD AND DOWNWARD. THE BULLETS SEEMED TO
ME, TO BE COMING FROM OUR REAR, S0 T PAWED AT MY RIFLE LAYTING
THERE, ARND FULLED IT BACK TO ME. 1 FELT A RED (0T FDEER LIFKE
FAIN STING ME IN MY RIGHT CALF. T FULLED MY LIZGG WP AND FOLIND
I WAS ON A SMALL STUMF. IN MY MIND 1 WEINT IRTO A SHUEK,
THINKING I WAS IMPALED ON THE THING.

I LAY THERE FOR SOME TIME, AND I DONTT KMOW HOW LLCRG, WE WERE
STILILL TAEING INCOMINE FIRE DURING ALL OF THIG TIMZ.
EVENTUALLY, WHITE FHOSFHORDUS SHELLS WERE FIRED INTO THE AREA
BETWEEN US AND THE ENEMY S0 THE WOUNDED COULD BE SAFELY EVAL-
UATED.

I HAVE NO IDEA WHO THE HBRAVE CORFSMAN WAS THOT GOT 10 Mz, DT
I ENDW ONE THING. . HE GOT TO ME WHILE UNDER I, HIE PATUHLEID
U MY BLOODY ELBOW AND CALF, TIEING MY AR 70 FE, AND 1
HOBBLED [LEANING ON HIM TO A& FLACE ON THE REVERSEE SLOFE OF THE
RIDBE. HE STAYED WITH ME TILL I WAS CARKIED OUT TO AN AID
STATION. I OWE MY LIFE TO THAT CORFSHAN WO GOT ME OUT Oy
THERE. IS5 IT ANY WON-DER THAT OQUR MARINES HOLLD THE NAVAL,
CORFBMAN IN THE HIGHEST ESTEEM. THE CORFSHAN LEFT ME, AND
RETURNED TO THE FORWARD SLOFE TO FIND AND ATTERD 11 OTHER
WOUNDED MARINES. T BEILLIEVE HIS NAME TO BE DOMPBR{WSKI OR
DUBROSKI, AND FROM FENNSYLVANIA. THAT STICKES IN MY MIND, I
ONLY WISH I COULD FIND HIM AND SAY SIMPLY..."THANMES. ..FOR
SAVING MY LIFE!"

THE WAR WAS OVER FOR ME."

+ 4+ o+ + + A+



SUICIDE RILEY

' EARNEST RAY RILEY - PHARMACIST MATE 1/CLASS U.S. NAVY
CORPSMAN - 22ND MARINE REGIMENT
SIXTH MARINE DIVISION

FEBRUARY 18 WAS D-DAY FOR EINEWETOK ATOLL, MARSHALL ISLANDS.
THE YEAR WAS 1944 AND THERE WOULD BE MANY MCRE MARINE LAND-
INGS AGAINST THE JAPANESE FIGHTING MEN. THE 22ND°S OBJECTIVES
WERE THE ATOLLS OF ENGEBI, PARRY AND EINEWETOK. AT 1801 RILEY
HIT THE BEACH AT ENGEBI WITH THE FIRST ASSAULT WAVE, AND IN
THE FOLLOWING 365 MINUTES THAT COMPOSED OF THE BATTLE FOR
THIS STRATEGIC MOUND OF CORAL AND SARD, RILEY HELPED TO AN-
HILATE THE 1200 JAPS THAT WERE THERE BY ILLING THREE OF THE
SONS OF HEAVEN. ONCE ASHORE, HE WAS CONSTANTLY ALERT FOR
WOUNDED MARINES. THAT IS WHERE HE FOUND HIS FIRST TROUBLE.

HE WANDERED TOO FAR FROM HIS OUTFIT AND A JAP MACHINE GUN
OPENED FIRE. HE TURNED ON HIS HEELS AND RAN FOR SAFETY WITH
THE JAP BULLETS CHEWING UP THE CORAL AND SAND ALL AROUND HIS
RACING FEET. BY 4:00 P.M., EARNEST RAY RILEY WAS THE PROUD
OWNER OF THE NAME "SUICIDE RILEY" AND THE ONLY MAN IN THE
22ND MARINE REGIMENT THAT SO FAR HAD OUT-RUN A JAPANESE MA-
CHINE GUN.

THE DAWN OF FEBRUARY 18 SAW SUICIDE RILEY SAVING LIVES ON
PARRY ISLAND, AND THE DAWN OF FEBRUARY 20 SAW HIM ON EIN-
EWETOR ISLAND FIGHTING AND RISKING HIS FOOL NECK EVERY TIME
HE WENT TO A FALLEN MARINE, RECEIVING THE ENEMY'S ATTENTION
AND A RASH OF BULLETS. ANOTHER ATOLL, EBON WAS ASSAULTED AND
WE HAD SOME MEN KILLED THERE ALSO, BUT TODAY, LITTLE ROTICE
OR EVEN RECOGNITION IS GIVEN TO THE FACT MARINES DIED ON SUCH
AN UNKNOWN, ISOLATED BARREN PIECE OF SAND,.

IT TOOK THE 22ND MARINES 52 DAYS AT SEA TO REACH THEIR NEXT
OBJECTIVE, THE ISLAND OF GUAM. WE LANDED ON A VERY "HOT"
BEACH, BUT AS USUAL, RILEY'S LUCK HELD AND HE ESCAPED INJURY.
HE AGAIN, RISKED HIS LIFE TO AID THE WOUNDED. HIS MOST SPEC-
TACULAR FEAT WAS THE NIGHT OF JULY 27TH, 1844. THE JAPS
STAGED THEIR LAST AND MOST FANATIC BANZAI CHARGE ON GUAM THAT
NIGHT. IT WAS 10:00 P.M. WHEN THE WAVES OF SCREAMING JAPS HIT
THE DUG IN MARINES. AS THEY WERE MOWED DOWN THEY KILLED AND
WOUNDED MARINES.

THE BATTALION AID STATION WAS OVERFLOWING WITH CASUALTIES, SO
SUICIDE RILEY VOLUNTEERED TO EVACUATE THREE WOUNDED MEN TO A
JEEP AMBULANCE PARKED NREARBY. THE MEN WERE LOADED ABOARD AND
RILEY WAS GIVEN INSTRUCTIONS TO STAY AT THE FIELD HOSPITAL
OVERNIGHT IF HE MADE IT BACK TO THE REAR. HE DROVE SLOWLY
WITHOUT LIGHTS FOR 200 YARDS WHEN HE WAS AMBUSHED BY A JAP
WHO OPENED FIRE ON THE JEEP. RILEY YELLED, "HOLD ON MATES!"
TO THE WOUNDED MEN, AND THEN ADDED, "JUST TRY TO GET SUICIDE
RILEY...YQU JAPS!" WITH THIS, HE SHIFTED
INTO SECORD, HIT THE PEDAL, AND RACED THROUGH THE AMBUSH.
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HE ARRIVED AT MIDNIGHT AT THE BATTALION AID STATION WITH HIS
PRECIOUS CARGO., HE HAD DEFIED THE JAPS ONCE AGAIN.

AFTER GUAM HAD BEEN SECURED, WE WERE SHIPPED TO GUADALCANAL
AND TO A SO CALLED WELL-EARNED REST. WITH THE TRAINING THAT
LAY AHEAD OF US, THE WELL-EARNED REST DISAPPEARED. RILEY,
BEING BORED, ENTERED AN ISLAND BOXING TOURNAMENT AND WON THE
LIGHT HEAVY WEIGHT CROWN. INSTEAD OF KILLING JAPS HE WAS
ENOCKING OUT MARINES AND SAILORS. IN NOVEMBER THE SIXTH
MARINE DIVISION WAS FORMED BY THE 29TH ARRIVING, THE 4TH
MARINES AND 22ND ALREADY ON THE ISLAND. RILEY GOT
TRANSFERRED TO C COMPANY MEDICAL, 29TH MARINES. THE TRAINING
WENT ON DAY AFTER DAY FOR WHAT WAS OUR NEXT ASSAULT, THE
ISLAND OF OKINAWA IN THE RYUKYU CHAIN, BUT NONE OF WE BOOTS
KNEW OUR DESTINATION.

D-DAY FOR OKINAWA, WAS EASTER SUNDAY, APRIL I, 1845. THE PUSH
NORTHWARD AFTER AND UNOPPOSED LANDING WAS RAPIDLY DONE, WITH
A MAJOR BATTLE TAKING PLACE IN A WEEK OR SO AT MT. YAETAKE.
RILEY WENT AWOL (ABSERT WITHOUT LEAVE) FROM C COMPANY MEDICAL
AND HOCQKED UP WITH A FRONT LINE MARINE COMPANY. THAT COMPANY
GOT CUT OFF ON THE SECOND DAY HE WAS WITH THE OQUTFIT, AND FOR
24 HOURS THEY WERE OUT OF CONTACT WITH DIVISION H.Q. THEY
TOOK A GOOD POUNDING FROM THE ENEMY WHO HAD AMBUSHED THEM.
WHEN THEY GOT RELIEVED, RILEY WAS COURTMARTIALED AND SENT
BACK TO C COMPANY MEDICAL. HIS COURTMARTIAL READ "DESERTION-.
HE HAD MADE SUCH AN IMPRESSION WHILE UP FRONT WITH THE
COMPARY (PROBABLY I COMPANY 28TH) THAT HE GOT RELIEVED OF THE
COURTMARTIAL CHARGES. INSTEAD, HE GOT TRANSFERRED ONCE AGAIN
TO THE 4TH MARINES.

WHILE WITH THE 4TH, RILEY WENT SOUTH AND ENDED UP IN THE
ASSAULT FOR SUGAR LOAF HILL. THIS BATTLE WAS PROBABLY THE
MOST BITTERLY FOUGHT BATTLE OF THE PACIFIC AND IN MARINE
CORPS HISTORY. IT TOOK 11 ASSAULTS BEFORE THE HILL WAS WON,
WITH COMPANY STRENGTHS DWINDLING DOWN TO HANDFULS OF MEN. ON
MAY 22ND RILEY WAS IR AN ASSAULT CRAFT LANDING ON OROKU PER-
INSULA. NOT TO BE OUTDONE, HE WENT ASHORE CARRYING A THOMPSON
SUB-MACHINE GUN AND ALL HIS CORPSMAN GEAR.

AT 11:00 A.M., MAY 25TH, RILEY AND TWELVE MARINES WERE CHARG-
ING A SAMLL RIDGE AND CAME UNDER HEAVY JAP MORTAR FIRE. RILEY
WAS ORDERED TO TARKE CARE OF THE NUMERQUS MEN WOUNDED AND
*STAY PUT . THE REST OF THE MEN KEPT GOING TO THE SUMMIT OF
THE RIDGE AND IMMEDIATELY FOUR MEN WERE HIT BY THE VICIOUS
MORTARS BLASTING ALL AROCUND AND AMONGST THEM. RILEY GRABBED
HIS MEDICAL GEAR AND THE TRUSTY THOMPSON AND TOOK OFF UP THE
INCLINE AS FAST AS HIS LEGS WOULD CARRY HIM. HE KNELT AT THE
FIRST CASUALTY HE REACHED ON THE TOP OF THAT STINKING HILL
AND A WELL-AIMED MORTAR SHELL LANDED DIRECTLY ON HIM. RILEY
AND THE WOUNDED MARINE DIED INSTANTLY. SUICIDE RILEY WAS HIS
NAME....FIVE FOOT TWO STICK OF DYNAMITE, WITH SHOULDERS HALF
AS BROAD AS A MAN'S. HIS NAME WAS WRONG. °“RKILLER RILEY " IS
BETTER FOR THIS SAILOR WHO REALLY WAS A MARINE!®

-



FFC CHARLES J. LEONARD
F COMPANY =2 BN.—-15T7 MARINE REGIMENT
FIRST MARINE DIVISION

OKINAWYS — 1945

"LOOKING THROUGH SOME OLD FICTURES, AND FOUND THAT TWO OF MY
BUDDIES FROM BOOT CAMFP WERE KILLED IN ACTION ON OROKU
FENINSULA. FHIL SCHAEFER L CODO., 4TH MARINES, AND DICK TOUT, D
COMPANY 29TH MARINES, BOTH WITH THE &TH MARINE DIVISION. HALF
OF US WENT TO THE FIRST AND THE COTHER HALF TO THE SIXTH. IN
TOTAL I LOST 24 OF MY CLOSEST FRIENDS IN THE CORFS ON THAT
LOUSY ISLAND OF DEATH. WAYNE LYONS AND BRUCE MITCHELL WERE
THE CLOSEST. THEY WERE BOTH KILLED ON KUNISHI RIDGE ON THE
157TH OF JUNE, ONE WEEK BEFORE THE END OF THE BATTLE, AND ONE
DAY FRIOR TO OUR BEING RELIEVED BY THE 3TH MARINES. WAYNE WAS
DECLARED MISSING IN ACTION, AND WE NEVER DID FIND HIS BODY.

A RECENT VISIT WITH MY WIFE TO THE FUNCHBOWL CEMETERY IN
HAWAII, I WENT TO BRUCE'S GRAVE. WAYNE'S NAME IS8 ENGRAVED ON
THE WALL OF THE ‘MISSING IN ACTION.’ I PRESENTED SOME FLOWERS
AND SOME SMALL. USMC FLAGS, AND SOME TEARS AT THEIR MEMORIALS.
WAYNE HAD REEN SLIGHTLY WOUNDED IN THE HAND ON THE 10TH OF
JUNE AND WAS LYING OUT IN THE OFEN FOR SEVERAL HOURS BENEATH
THE RODIES OF SOME OF HIS DEAD BUDDIES KILLED IN THE SAME
MINUTE. WE HAD NO SMOKE GRENADES WITH US, AND SEVERAL. NAMBRU'S
HaD Us ZEROED IN. WE WAITED FOR DARKNESS, CREFT OUT, AND
DRAGGED THEM ALL BACK IN. ALTHOUGH WAYNE WAS A MESS, HIS
WOUND FROVED TO BE SUFERFICIAL AND HE WAS NOT EVACUATED. I
RECALL HIS PANTS AND JACKET BEING COVERED WITH THE BLOOD OF
HIS BUDDIES, AND IT TOOK ME A GOOD HOUR TO GET HIM CALMED
DUOWN., THEN...S DAYS LATER HE IS5 MISSING ONM KUNISHI RIDGE.

IT IS LITTLE KNOWN, THAT ALTHOUGH THE 7TH MARINES MADE THE
FIRST NIGHT ATTACK ON THE 11i-12TH OF JUNE ON KUNISHI RIDGE,
MY OUTFIT, THE 2ND BN. FIRST MARINES MADE A SIMILAR ATTACK ON
THE 14TH OF JUNE. AT THAT TIME THE BATTALION HAD ONLY ABOUT
40% EFFECTIVE STRENGTH SO WE WERE RELIEVED BY THE S5TH MARINES
ON THE 15TH OF JUNE. JUST A DAY LATE FOR WAYNE AND BRUCE. I
WAS WOUNDED IN ACTION ON THE 12TH OF JUNE ON HILL &%, SOME
800 YARDS NORTH OF KUNISHI RIDGE.

NOW I AM FURSUING THE AFTER ACTION REFORTS FOR THE 15T BN,
FIRST MARINES, DURING MAY AND JUNE OF 194S5S. I CARRIED ONE
WOUNDED MARINE AND THE BRODIES OF SEVERAL DEAD MARINES OF C
COMFANY, 1ST BN. OFF OF YUZA HILL ON THE NIGHT OF JUNE 10TH,
TWO OF THEM WERE THE BRODIES OF MY BOOT CAMF BUDDIES. C
COMPANY LOST 75 MARINES THAT NIGHT! A FORMER FLATOON LEADER
OF F COMFANY, 2ND BN. 38ZND REGIMENT, 94TH ARMY DIVISION
WROTE ME A LETTER RECENTLY. IT WAS RATHER OFFENSIVE IN THAT
HE STATED THAT HIS FLATOON RECOVERED MANY RODIES OF U.S.
MARINES IN YUZA VILLAGE, SEVEN DAYS AFTER THE 18T BN. FIRST
MARINES WERE DECIMATED AT YUZA HILL. THE IMFPLICATION WAS THAT
WE HAD ABANDONED OUR DEAD FRIENDS! IT IS TRUE, ACCORDING TO
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THE LIMITED RECORDS AVAILARLE TO ME {(SEE ‘FIRST MARINE
DIVISION® BY STOCKMAN, PAGE 4%) THAT C-1-1 MAY HAVE EN-
TERED YUZA VILLAGE WHILE ATTACKING YULZA HILL. BUT, YUZA
VILLAGE WAS IN THE U.S. ARMY ZONE OF ACTION. I WOULD LIKE TOQ
RESPOND TO THIS ARMY MAN, BUT I HAVE LIMITED FACTS. 1 TRUST
THE AFTER ACTION REPORTS WILL ANSWER THE QUESTION FOR ME.

I DO NOT BELIEVE FOR A MINUTE THAT WE ABANDONED DEAD MARINES.
I sAW THE ROW OF BODRIES, THE NIGHT OF JUNE THE 10TH, FROM MY
FOSITION ON HILL 59 WITH F-2-1. OUR LIEUTENANT MARTEL, SECOND
FLATOON, F-2-1, WAS S0 CONCERNED ABOUT THOSE C COMFPANY
MARINES WHD WERE KILLED AT YUZA HILL. THAT HE ASKED SEVERAL OF
Us TO TRY TO LOCATE THEIR BODIES IN THE DEAD 0OF NIGHT! I DID
FIND ONE WOUNDED MARINE AND TWD DEAD. LT. MARTEL THOUBHT ONE
pF THE BODIES WAS OF HIS FELLOW OFFICERS AND A FRIEND, AND HE
DID NOT WANT HIS BODY TO LAY THERE UNRECOVERED ON THAT HILL.
BELIEVE ME, WE WERE ALL SCARED TO DEATH TO FPROWL AROUND ON
THAT HILL IN THE BLACEK OF NIGHT! MANY MARINES HAD LOST THEIR
LIVES IN THAT FARTI{ZULAR FLACE, AND HERE WE WERE POKING
ARCUND IN THE DAREK,

STOCKMAN, AUTHOR OF THE USMC MONOGRAFH OF THE FIRST MARINE
DIVISION, ON FAGE 49, IS CRITICAL OF ONE OF THE PLATOON
LEADERS IMN ACTION THAT DAY. THE FLATOON OFFICER AND 11
MARINES WERE KILLED DURING THE ATTACK. MOST DOF THE MARINES
WERE KILLED, ALONG WITH THE LIEUTENANT AT THE BASE OF THE
HILL. THE DEAD LIEUTENANT 'S BODY WAS IN AN AREA RAKED BY JAF
NAMBUS AND THEY METHODICALLY BLEW THE LIEUTENANT'S EODY TO
FIECES. I SAW MANY MARINES SPFRAWLED AROUND AT THE BASE OF
YUZA HILL AND WE atl DID QUR BEST TO RECOVER THEM, TRYING TO
AVOID THE JAFANESE MACHINE GUNNERS.

WE ATTACKED HILL 69 THE NEXT DAY, AND F COMFANY LED THE WAY.
MY FLATOON (THE 2ND) WAS IN RESERVE, BUT WHEN THE OTHER TWO
PLATOONS WERE FINNED DOWN BY NAMEUS ON YUZA AMND HILL 6% MY
FILATOON ASSAULTED THE HILL. WE TOOK IT! WE FORMED TOGETHER ON
THE TOF, ALL OF WHAT REMAINED A FIGHTING SGROUFP OF THE THREE
FLATOONS. LT. MARTEL WAS BADLY WOUNDED IN THE HAND AND SHOUL-
DER BY ONE OF THE RAKING MACHINE GUNS. - o : ’

WE LOST MANY A FRIEND AND FINE MARINE AT YUZA HILL, HILL 5%,
HILL &9 AND KUNISHI RIDGE. I HOFE SOME DAY, TO TELL THEIR
STORY ACCURATELY, WHEN I DBTAIN THE PRDOPER ACTION REFORTS. IT
1S THE LEAST 1 CAN DO, THOUGH IN MEMORY, THOSE SFLENDID
MARINES OF THE FIRST, ARE WITH ME FOREVER."



“LIZ...THE TARK WITR THE SAWED-OFF ROSE"
PELELIU - 1244:

THE TANK WAS SCRAPPED, THEY SAID. BUT THEY WERE WRONG, LIZ
THE BATTERED, SNUB-NOSED GENERAL SHERMAN WASN'T SCRAPPED. SHE
WAS RETIRED, UNDEFEATED. LIZ WAS HIT BEFORE SHE MADE THE
BEACH, BUT LIZ WAS THE KIND OF TARK THAT'S HARD TO STOP.

ON D-DAY SHE WAS THE SECOND SHERKMAN IN A COLUMN OF FIVE
GRINDING ACROSS A CORAL SHELF REEF TOWARD PELELIU THROUGH
WATER ALMOST TURRET DEEP. THE JAPS IN HILL POSITIONS ASHORE
“WALEED" THEIR MORTAR BARRAGE ON THE COLUMN FROM FRORT TO
REAR. THE LEAD TANK STAGGERED UNRDER A DIRECT HIT. OILY

BLACK SMCKE ALMOST OBSCURED THE COLUMN. THE LIZ GOT IT ON THE
NOSE...A MORTAR SHELL SMACK DAB ON THE MUZZLE OF HER TURRET
GUN.

THE HOLE IN THE GUN MUZZLE WAS NO LONGER ROUND. IT WAS SHAPED
LIKE AN EGG. IT MADE LIZ FIGHTING MAD. LIZ WAS MADDER EVER
THAR SHE HAD BEEN MONTHS BEFORE AT ARAWE, NEW BRITAIN, SO SHE
DIDN'T NEED ANY PRODDING BY SGT. STAN E. PIOTROWSKI OF DEAR-
BORN, MICHIGAN, TO LUNGE FORWARD AND MAKE THE BEACH. LATER
LIZ WAS PROUD OF THE WAY HER CREW TOOK CARE OF HER NOSE AND
GOT HER BACK INTO THE FIGHT.

FIVE HOURS OF SAWING, 22 HACKSAW BLADES AND A BLOW WITH A
SLEDGE HAMMER TOOK TER INCHES OFF HER GUN BARREL AND SHE RE-
TURNED TO BATTLE IN TIME TO KNOCK OUT THE BIGGEST PILLBOX
PELELIU'S AIRPORT AND DESTROY A JAP TANK IN THE ENEMY COUN-
TERATTACK ACROSS THE AIRFIELD LATE IN THE AFTERROON. BESIDES
SGT. PETE PIETROWSKI, THE TANK COMMANDER, THERE WAS SGT. TED
BELGARDE OF WHITE FISH, MONTANA, THE DRIVER; CPL. PAT
FLAHERTY OF ST PAUL, MINNESOTA, THE GUNNER; CPL.EVAN RNOTT OF
CHELSEA, MICHIGAN, ASST. GUNNER, AND TONY VRANICH OF BUFFALO,
N.Y., AMMO LOADER.

THEY HAD DRIVEN LIZ TO A DITCH ON THE PERIMETER OF THE BEACH-
HEAD AND PARKED HER THERE. IT WAS A HOT SPOT TO WORK IN, BUT
LIZ COULD TAKE IT AND THE SWEATING MARINES WOULD JUMP IN THE
DITCH WHENEVER THE JAPS THREW HEAVY STUFF THEIR WAY. THE
CREWMEN WERE IN AND OUT OF THE DITCH MORE THAN QUITE A FEW
TIMES AND MANY SNIPER BULLETS PINGED OFF LIZ’'S THICK SKIN AS
THEY SAWED ON THE GUN BARREL.

SGT. PIETROWSKI WAS AFRAID THEY WOULDN'T MAKE IT. HE WAS MAD,
TOO. WHEN HE WASN'T SAWING, HE WAS YELLING "HURRY UP! HURRY
UP!" HE THOUGHT HE AND LIZ WERE GOING TO MISS ALL THE ACTION.
IT WAS 0900 WHEN THE STARTED. SOON AFTER OTHER MARINE TANKMEN
CAME OVER TO HELP.

THERE WAS PLT. SGT. BERNIE 'DURKE’ ROSOFF OF BROOKLYN, N.Y.
WHO TOOK CHARGE OF THE WORKING PARTY; SGT. CECIL ARGO OF
WEWOKA, OKLAHOMA, DRIVER OF ANOTHER TANK, AND CPL. LUTHER



MULANAZ OF CORCORAN, CALIFORNIA LOADER OF STILL ANOTHER
SHERMAN. ALL TOOK TURNS SAWING. ROSOFF WAS HIT IN THE ARM BY
MORTAR SHRAPNEL EVEN THOUGH HE JUMPED IN THE DITCH WHEN THAT
CLOSE ONE LANDED. HE KEPT ON WORKING AND DIDN'T THINK MUCH
ABOUT THE SORE ARM. SEVEN DAYS LATER THE ARM WAS SWOLLEN AND
DISCOLORED AND HE WAS EVACUATED TO A HOSPITAL SHIP OFF-SHORE.

BY NOON THE DAY WAS HOTTER THAN THE WELL ENOWN HINGES AND ALL
THE AVAILABLE WATER WAS RUST COLORED AND TASTED LIKE THE OIL
CAN FROM WHICH IT WAS POURED. THEY SAWED ON LIZ UNTIL 1400
THAT HOT DAY, SPENDING BLADE AFTER BLADE, AND WHEN THERE WAS
ONLY A HALF-INCH OF STEEL HOLDING IT, BROKE THE END OF THE
BARREL OFF WITH A SWING OF A SLEDGE. SNUB-NOSED LIZ WAS READY
THEN TO AVENGE HER HUMILIATION. WHEN PIOTROWSKI OPENED THE
THROTTLE SHE ROLLED UP TO WITHIN A FEW YARDS OF THE REIN-
FORCED CONCRETE PILLBOX FILLED WITH JAPS AND LET HERSELF GO.

SHE KNOCKED THE EMPLACEMENT OUT WITH 45 ROURDS OF SHELLS
FIRED FROM HER SAWED-OFF GUN ARD CUT DOWN THE JAPS WHO TRIED
TO ESCAPE WITH HER 30 CALIBER MACHINE GUNS. LIZ FELT BETTER
AND DROPPED BACK TO THE EDGE OF THE AIRSTRIP...A LADY-IN-
WAITING. SHE DIDN'T HAVE TO WAIT LONG. AT 1830 THE JAP TANKS
CAME OUT. LIZ SELECTED ONE AND WENT IN AND MADE THE KILL.

LIZ°S NUMBER WAS 13; BUT IT'S PLAIN TO SEE THAT IT WASKN'T UP.
SHE SPENT 35 DAYS ON PELELIU. WHEN SHE GOT BACK TO HER HOME
BASE, LIZ WAS SCRAPPED, OR AS SGT. PIOTROWSKI PUT IT...
"RETIRED.. .UNDEFEATED."

BY SGT. WALTER WOOD
USMC COMBAT CORRESPONDENT
LEATHERNECK - 1945



G COMPANY - 2nd BATTALION

22nd MARINE REGIHENT
SIXTH MARIKE DIVISION

OEINAWA SHIMA, RYUKYU ISLARDS

SUGAR LOAF HILL
MAY 14, 1845

The U.S. Mariqe Corps
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"THIS IS MY STORY OF THE PART I PLAYED IN THE BATTLE FOR
SUGAR LOAF HILL IN MAY OF 1945. I WAITED 42 YEARS TO TELL MY
STORY. I WAS DRAFTED INTO THE MARINE CORPS, IT WAS A JOB THAT
HAD TO BE DONE, I DID IT, WAS DISCHARGED AND WENT BACK INTO
CIVILIAN LIFE. I HAD NEVER TRIED TO LOCATE ANY OF THE SURVIV-
ORS UNTIL I JOINED THE SIXTH MARINE DIVISION ASSOCIATION. ED
DE MAR, MY OLD PLATOON SERGEANT OF GEORGE COMPANY, 2ND BN.,
22ND MARINES WROTE TO ME AND SENT ME NAMES AND ADDRESSES OF
ALL THE MEN THAT HE EKNEW OF THEIR LOCATIONS. I WAS ASSIGNED
TO THE 22ND IN JANUARY OF 1945, JUST BEFORE WE SHOVED OUT FOR
OKINAWA IN APRIL. IN THE LIST OF NAMES I FOUND CAPTAIN
STEBBINS LIVING CLOSE BY, SOME 200 MILES OR SO AWAY. I CALLED
HIM AND ASKED IF WE COULD GET TOGETHER FOR LUNCH, WHICH WE
DID, AND HAD A FOUR HOUR LUNCH. WE HASHED OVER ALL THE EVENTS
AND TRIVIA THAT I RECALLED. A LOT OF IT THE CAPTAIN HAD NEVER
HEARD BEFORE AND A LOT OF IT HE HAD FORGOTTEN. HE ASKED ME TO
PREPARE A TAPE OF MY RECOLLECTIONS AND THIS MEMOIR IS A
RESULT OF THAT TAPE, AND MY STORY AS I REMEMBER IT....

LET ME PREFACE MY STORY BY SAYING I AM ROT DOING THIS TC PRO-
MOTE A BOOK OR TO BUILD UP A BIG HERO, RAMBO CHARACTER. THIS
IS WHAT I RECALL AS A BUCK PRIVATE AND I AM TELLING IT AS I
HEARD IT FIRST HAND, SAW IT...AND DID IT.

SUGAR LOAF HILL ON THE FIRST ATTACK WAS CONSIDERED JUST
ANOTHER HILL. WE HAD MOVED SQUTH INTO THE FRORT LINES RE-
PLACING THE 27TH U.S. ARMY DIVISION AND WE ENEW THAT IT WAS



GOING TO BE BAD. WE STARTED OUT BY TAKING SOME AREA OR PLACE
JUST AHEAD, REGROUP AND MOVE OUT TO THE NEXT ASSIGNED AREA,
ANOTHER HILL, RAVINE OR WHATEVER. ON THE FIRST ATTACK WE GOT
PINNED DOWN AND BY THAT TIME WE HAD LOST LT. KERRIGAN WHO
WAS HIT SEVERAL DAYS EARLIER, SERGEANT RUPE HAD BEEN WOUNDED
AND OUR CORPORAL HAD ALREADY BEEN KILLED BEFORE WE EVEN GOT
TO THE HILL. WHILE PINNED DOWN, THE LITTLE WALKY TALKY RADIO
WE HAD, WE LOST COMMUNICATION WITH OUR COMMAND POST. I WAS
SENT BACK WITH A NOTE, AND FOR THE LIFE OF ME I CARNOT RECALL
JUST WHAT THE MESSAGE WAS. I HAD TO ALL THE WAY BACK TO REGI-
MENT TO DELIVER THE NOTE. WHEN I GOT BACK TO THE REGIHENTAL
HEADQUARTERS, THERE WAS CAPTAIN STEBBINS LYING OKR A
STRETCHER, HIS LEGS ALL BANDAGED UP WHERE HE HAD BEEN RIDDLED
WITH A JAP MACHINE GUN. I'LL NEVER FORGET THAT WHEN I GOT
BACK, LT. COLONEL WOODHOUSE WAS TALKING TO CAPTAIN STEBBINS
WHEN I DELIVERED THE MESSAGE. THE CAPTAIN LOOKED AT ME WITH
MUCH CONCERN AND SAID, “WHAT? THEY SENT YOU BACK ALONE?!"
HERE I HAD NOT BEEN TOUCHED AND LOOKING UP AT ME HE WAS MORE
CONCERNED ABOUT ME THAN HIMSELF.

WE ATTACKED AGAIN AFTER I RETURNED AND WE WERE ONCE AGAIN
PINNED DOWN, THIS TIME AT THE BASE OF THE HILL. I SAW LT.
RUESS, THE PLATOON LEADER OF THE FIRST PLATOON. SOME MARINES
NOTING JAPS COMING CUT OF HOLES WERE SHOUTING, "HEY...THEYR'E
OVER HERE...LET'S GET °"EM!" THIS TIME WE NEEDED SMOKE
GRENADES AND TANKS TO HELP CARRY OUT THE WOUNDED TO_GET BACK
AWAY FROM THE HILL. I LEARNED THAT LIEUTENANT RUESS HAD BEEN



KILLED ONLY A FEW MINUTES AFTER I HAD SEEN HIM AT THE TIME OF
THE ATTACK. THE NEXT ATTACK WAS GOING TO BE MADE BY EITHER
FOX COMPANY OR EASY COMPANY. THE REMAINRDER OF "G" COMPANY WAS
TO LAY DOWﬁ COVERING FIRE ON A HILL OFF TO OUR RIGHT. SERG-
EANT IRV ORTELL AND ANOTHER MARIRE WERE IN A LITTLE RAVINE
AND THEY HAD CARRIED IR A CASE OF AMMUNITION AND WAS DELIVER-
ING THE CLIPS AS FAST AS WE COULD FIRE THEM. I WAS FIRING AT
EVERY BREAK IN THE TERRAIN, EVERY BUSH, EVERY DEFILE, ANY-
THING THAT LOOKED DIFFERENT. I WORKED THAT HILL OVER TO SUCH
A DEGREE THAT MY RIFLE GOT HOT...SO HOT THAT IT WAS SMORING!
I STOPPED FIRING FOR JUST A MINUTE AND ORTELL YELLED AT ME,
“WHATS THE MATTER WITH THAT RIFLE?" I TOLD HIM IT WAS RED HOT
AND HE REPLIED, "IT STILL FIRES DON'T IT...SO KEEP ON FIRING
IT!" I DON'T KNOW HOW MANY WAR BONDS HAD TO BE SOLD TO
REPLACE THE AMMO THAT I FIRED THROUGH THAT RIFLE DURING THAT
ATTACK. THE ATTACK PROBABLY DIDN'T LAST MORE THAN 15 MINUTES.
WE WERE GIVING HELL TO THE JAPS THAT HAD PINNED US DOWN. THAT
RIFLE WAS SO HOT THAT THE WOOD ON THE FRONT PART OF THE RIFLE
WAS ACTUALLY BURNING. I WORKED OVER A SECTION ON THE JAP HELD
HILL AND SQUARE OFF A PART OF THE HILL AND I WOULD PUT THE
EIGHT SHOTS FROM A CLIP INTO THAT SQUARE AREA. I°D PUT IN
ANOTHER CLIP, MOVE UP ON THE HILL, SQUARE OFF ANOTHER SECTIOR
AND PUT A CLIP IN THAT ONE. I WORKED THAT HILL OVER BACK AND
FORTH, BACK AND FORTH. I-THINK I PUT BULLETS INTO EVERY TWO
FEET IN THAT HILL.

WHEN I GOT BACK TO THE HOSPITAL, AFTER BEING WOUNDED, MY



SHOULDER FROM THE CONSTANT POUNDING AND KICKING OF THE RIFLE
BUTT HAD BRUISED THE MUSCLE IN MY SHOULDER TO THE POINT IT
WAS BLACK AND BLUE AND PURPLE. THE DOCTOR CAME IN, LOOKED AT
THE ARM, AND ASKED I HAD BEEN HIT BY SHRAPNEL. HE DIDN'T BE-
LIEVE ME AT FIRST AND HE POINTED OUT THE OTHER MARINES IN THE
HOSPITAL WHO DID NOT HAVE SIMILAR BRUISES. “WHY YOU?", HE
ASKED. THAT WAS EASY I TOLD HIM...THEY DIDN'T HAVE A SERGEANT
THAT WAS STANDING NEARBY AND STACKING UP THE AMMO FOR ME. NO
ONE EVER COST MORE WAR BONDS IN THAT BATTLE THAN I DID.

WE LATER MADE ANOTHER ATTACK AND EACH TIME I NOTED THAT ONLY
50% OF THE MEN MAKING THE ATTACK CAME BACK. I REMEMBER GOING
THROUGH THIS OPEN TERRAIN IN FRONT OF THE HILL ARD HOW I
WOULD PICK WHATEVER COVER OR HOLE THERE WAS AND I WOULD RUN
AS FAST AS 1 COULD, ZIG ZAGGING, HEADING FOR WHAT LITTLE REF-
UGE THERE WAS. I PICKED OUT A NICE LITTLE SUNKEN SPOT AND
WHILE IN THERE I NOTICED SOME MORE MARINES MOVING UP. THEY
WERE IN ALMOST A SOLID GROUPING ARD I BEGAN TO YELL AT THEN,
“SPREAD QUT!...SPREAD OQUT!" NO ONE SEEMED TO HEAR ME AND THEY
DID NOT SPREAD OUT. ANOTHER MAN FROM GECRGE COMPANY AND I RAN
LATERALLY ABOUT 25 FEET TO THE NEXT POINT, WHEN A MORTAR CAME
IN, LANDING RIGHT SHACK IN THE MIDDLE OF THE GROUP OF MARINES
AND KILLED MOST OF THEM. IT WAS AN IRONIC THING THAT I HAD
JUST GOT OUT OF THAT AREA IN TIME.

ON THE THIRD ATTACK BY FOX OR EASY COMPANY I WAS UP ON A HILL
ABOUT 1/4 OF A MILE FROM THE HILL THAT I HAD WORKED OVER WITH
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ALL THE BULLETS. I HEARD A REPORT THAT A BATTLEWAGON OR IN
SEARCHING OVER WHATEVER I COULD FIND, I THINK A CRUISER LAID
IN SOME SHELLS ON THE HILL IN FRONT. I WAS BEHIND A SMALL
CONCRETE FOUNDATION OF SORTS WHEN A PIECE OF SHRAPNEL LANDED
BETWEEN MY LEGS. IT HIT THERE, BURIED ITSELF STILL SMOKING. I
DUG DOWN WITH MY BAYONET TO RETRIEVE IT FOR A SOUVENIR BUT I
NEVER DID FIND IT. WITHIN FIVE MINUTES AFTER THE SHELLING WE
ADVANCED. ALL OF US FIGURED THAT NO ONE COULD LIVE UP ON THAT
HILL FROM THE NAVY BOMBARDMENT THAT THUNDERED INTO THE AREA.
BUT, WITHIN FIVE MINUTES AFTER THE SHELLING STOPPED, THE JAPS
WERE SWARMING ALL OVER THE HILL, AND THEY JUST CUT US DOWN
LIKE A MOWING MACHINE GOING ACROSS A HAY FIELD. I SAW A JAP
MACHINE GUN RAKE ACROSS AN ADVANCING PLATOON, AND IT TOOK
THEM DOWN, REMINDING ME OF THE MOWING MACHIRE. TANKS WERE
ORDERED IN, PUTTING SMOKE DOWN AND TRIED TO GET ALL THE
WOUNDED OUT.

AT NIGHT MAJOR COURTNEY CAME UP. AT THE TIME HE REACHED US WE
WERE COMPLETELY SHOT UP AND DEPLETED. THE MAJOR GOT EVERY MAN
HE COULD FIND, GOT US ALL HARNESSED UP ANRD WORD WAS PASSED WE
WERE GOING TO MAKE A NIGHT ATTACK. IN THE HISTORY BOOK OF THE
SIXTH MARINE DIVISION, ON PAGE 111, IT STATES THAT MAJOR
COURTNEY MADE AN APPEAL FOR VOLUNTEERS TO GO WITH HIM ON THE
NIGHT ATTACK. I READ THAT STORY AND I THEN MADE MANY NOTES ON
THE MARGINS OF THE PAGES THAT THIS WAS ALL BALONEY AND A BIG
BUILDUP ON SOMEONE'S PART, AS THERE WAS NO SPEECH BY THE
MAJOR. ALL REMAINING MARINES IN THAT AREA JUST WENT WITH HINM.



AS SIMPLE AS THAT....

SECOND LIEUTENANT NEALON, PLATOON LEADER OF THE SECOND SQUAD
CAME TG ME AND TALKED TO ME ABOUT MAJOR COURTNEY'S PLANS. THE
MAJOR HIMSELF GOT US ALL TOGETHER AND MADE SURE WE ALL HAD
WATER, AMMO AND GRENADES. HE TOLD US AFTER DARK WE WERE GQIRG
UP THERE, AND WERE GOING TO GET UP ON TOP OF THAT HILL ARD WE
ARE GOING TO SECURE IT. EVERY MAN WAS TO GET HIS RATIONS HERE
NOW AND WE ARE TAKING OFF AFTER DARK, WHICH WE DID. WE WERE
IN SINGLE FILE ON THE ATTACK, AND A JAP TOOK A SHOT AT QUR
POINT MAN, BUT MISSED. OUR GUYS DIDN'T. THE MAJOR WAS UP REAR
THE POINT AND ORDERED A DEMO MAN TO PUT A SATCHEL CHARGE INTO
THE PILLBOX WHENCE THE JAP FIRE HAD COME FROM. I GOT A CHANCE
TO LOOK INTO THE PILLBOX WHEN I WENT BY AND I WAS AMAZED AT
HOW THEY HAD IT REINFORCED.

WE GOT UP THE HILL WITHOUT ANY FURTHER OPPOSITION UNTIL WE
GOT UP ON THE SIDE OF THE HILL. PAGE 110 OF OUR HISTORY BOOK,
IT SHOWS A PHOTO OF SUGAR LOAF HILL AS VIEWED FROM THE NORTH.
OUR PATROL CAME IN ON THE LEFT SIDE OF THE HILL. THE MAJOR
WAS OUT THERE DIRECTING EVERY MOVE AND POSITIONED EVERY MAN,
TELLING THEM TO START DIGGING IN. "WHERE GONNA STAY HERE FOR
RIGHT NOW!", HE SAID. THAT HILL HAD BEEN BOMBARDED SO MUCH
THAT IT WAS REDUCED NOW TO LOOSE SHALE. THAT MADE IT HARD TO
DIG IN WITH A SHOVEL IT WAS ALL S0 LOOSE. SOME JAP WANDERED
UP THERE, AS WE HAD COMPLETELY SURPRISED THEM, AND I THINK HE
THOUGHT WE WERE FRIENDLY TROOPS. THAT WAS THE LAST MISTAKE



AS HE FOUND OUT REAL QUICKLY THAT WE WEREN'T VERY FRTEMDLY &7
ALL. A5 THE NIGHT WENT ON THEY BEGAN TO COME OUT OF THETR
HOLES, CAVES AND FILLBOXES OM THE REVERSE SIDE OF THE HILL
AND AFFEAR ON THE TOF OF THE HILL.. THEY HAD AN ADVANTAGBE OM
S A5 WE WERE NEAR THE TOFP OM THE FRONT SIDE OF THE HILL. THE
JARS COULD THROW GRENADES DOWN ON US FROM THAT VANTAGE FOINT.
THE BRENADES WOULD ROLL DOWN THE HILL AND RIGHT IM ON LS, T
CANNDT EVEN GUESS HOW MARNY HAND SRENADES WENT BACE AND FLORTH,
WE WOULD SEE SOME MOVEMENT AROVE DS AND WE WOULD ARNSWER &Y
SHOOTING AT THEM, BUT ONE PROEBLEM WE HADL WAS THAT LI RIFLES
WOUL.D 1LEAVE A FLAME ARDUT TWO FEET LORKNO OUT THE END 0OF THE
BEARREL. WHEN FIRED. THE JARS WOULD SEE THE FLASH AND HERE

WOULD COME MORE GRENADES AT THE FPOINT QF THE FLAME.

ONE JAF CAME OUT DOWN BY ONE OF OUR TANMKS AT THE BASE QF THE
HILL . I THINE WE HAD AROUT SIX T&MES EROCEED OUT DURING THE
DAY AND THEY WERE STILL BURNING THAT NIGHT. THEY G&VE OFF
QUITE A BIT OF LIGHT. THE JAF WAS HIDDEN DOWN THERE ANMD HE
STARTED YELLLING, "HEY....AMERICANS! HEYYYY AMEZRERICANNNR

A S6T. FROM THE FIRST FLATOON WAS DUG IN ON THE LOWER SLOFE
WHERE COURTNEY HAD FOSITIONED HIM. OUR DEFENSE HE HAD FORMED
Was IN A COMFLETE CIRCLE. THE SGT. SFOTTED THE JAF. 1 COULD
NOT SEE THE JAF FROOM WHERE I WAS DUG IN. THE SARGE YELLED
BACK , "HEY YOuUuuu'! YOU YELLOW-RELLIED SOM OF & BITCH'" THE
JAF MOVED AND THE SARGE SHOT HIM. I DON'T ENOW WHAT FART OF
THE JAFS BODY G607 HIT BUT IT MUST HAVE BEEN IN THE STOMACH AS

THE JAF STARTED SOUEALING WITH A HIGH FITCH SCREAM. IT RE-
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MIMNDED ME OF A PIG SOUEAL ., SOME MARINE CALLED OUT, “HEY
SARGE!' ... HIT HIM AGAIN'" ANOTHER MARINE YELLED OUT, "NO!
DONT® GHOOT HIM AGAIN. .. .LET THE SONM OF A RITCH SDUEAL: .. 1T 5
GO00D MORALE FOR US UF HERE'!" THE SARBE DIDN'T FIRE AT THE JaF
AGAIN, AND THE SOQUEALS COULD RBE HEARD FOR ABOUT & HALF HOUR
LATER. IT WAS TRUE...IT WAS GOOD MORALE FOR US. IT MADE U
THINE THAT THE JaAF WAS HUMAN AND AS SUSCEFTIBLE TO FALN AS WE
WERE. BAD AS THAT MAY SCUND TARAY ... .THATS THE Way 17T WAS -

THERE THAT NIGHT.

IT WAGN'T LIONG AFTER THAT THE JAF ATTACKS KEFT INCREASING AND
WE WERE STILL AT THE DISADVANTAGE OF THE JAF REING SOMEWHST
HIGHER U THAN WE WERE. A FELLOW WHO WA NESK TO ME HOLLERED
OVER, "WHD'S UP THERE WITH YOU? WITH THE NAME OF MAJORE I
WENT WITH THEE NICKNAME OF ‘DEACON . YOU DIDN'T WANT SOMEONE
CALLITNG YOU MAJOR WHEN ON THE LINE. A LLOT OF THE JAFS COULD
UNDERSTAND ENGL-ISH AND THEY MAD A HARIT OF SEERING OUT THE
OFFICERS AND KILLIME THEEM. I DIDN'T LIKE THE THOUGHT 0OF BEING
TAKEN FOR AN QOFFICER. WHEN SOMEONME YELLED UF TO ME I YELLED
BYACK, "DEACON!" BUT HE FORGOT AND CALLED OUT, "OEAY
MAJORS! " WELL YDOU GUESSED IT! AN IMMEDIATE GRENADE CAME DOWN
ON ME AND BOUNCED INTO MY HOLE. I REACHED ARQUND SEEEING THE
MISSILE IN FANIC AS T KENEW THE FUSE WAS SHORT. I COULDN-T
FIND IT, S0 I JUMFED OUT AND 1.AY OM THE TOF A8 THE THING WENT
OFF, AND THEN I JUMFED BACE INTO THE HDLE. A JAFP CHARGED us
AT THAT TIME AND I RECALL THE FEELING I HAD AS HE WAD RUNNING

TOWARD US. THE RULLETS WERE RAFIDLY GOING INTO THE JAFS RBODY
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AND THE SOUND WAS LIKE ENTERTING A WET FAPER SACK . AMAGZINGLY
THE RULLETS DIDN'T STORP HIM! I WOULD ESTIMATE SOME 20 RDUNDS
OR S0 HAD TO RBE FIRED INTO THAT JAF. HE DROFFED AND A8 HE WAS
FALLING, THE GRENADE HE HAD IN HIS HAND HE TRIED TO FOF OM
HIS HEILLMET TO ARM IT. HE FEERBLY THREL IT AMD IT WENT WILD. BY
fHE TIME HE FELL HE WASN'T MDRE THAN 195 FEET AWAY FROM WHERE
I WAS DUIG IN. ANOTHER HAND GRENADE RBROUNCED IN ARND WENT INTO
THE HOLE OF THE MARINE On MY LEFT. HE JUMPED AMND WHILE HE WAS
IN THE AIR THE GREMNADE WENT GFF. IT BLEW HIM IM KIND OF o
SUMMERSALT AND HE LANDED ON HIS BACK. TWO DR THREE MDRE JTAFS
SUDDENL.Y AFPEARED AROVE US AND CHARGE U%. THAT MADE IT VERY
EXCITING UP THERE FOR THE NEXT FEW MINUTES,. ONE OF THE JONES
BROTHERS FROM TULSA, OKFKLAHOMA WAE HOLLERING FOR A CORFPSMAN,
LATER ON I COULD NEVER FIND ANY RECORD OF WHATEVER HAFFENED
TO HIM. THE CORPSHAN YELLED UF TO MIM TO CRAWL DOWR THE HILI
70 WHERE THE CORFSMAN WAS. JONES YELLED BACE THAT HE CCHRILDNT
MOVE. RIGHT AFTER THE LITTLE BANZAI CHARGE BY THOSE JARS,
JONES BOLTED U, AND MOVE HE DID, HE SCRAMBLED DOMN THE HILL
TO WHERE THE CORFSMAN WAS. I DRID SEE HIM IN THE HOGPITAL THE
NEXT DAY S0 I KNOW HE SURVIVED SUGAR LOAF. T BUESS HE WASN'T

WOUNDED AS BaD AS HE THOUGHT HE WAS.

MAJOR COURTNEY SalW THAT WE WERE NODW AT A DISADVANTAGE S0 HE
NOW ORDERED A LITTLE COUNTER ATTACK. HE G0OT SOME DEMOLITION
MEN UF THERE AND GOT THEM TO SEAL UF THE CAVES IN FRONT OF
US. I THINK THERE WERE ABOUT THREE OF THEM. THAT SEEMEID TO

STOF THE INCOMING GRENMADES FOR AWHILE. THEN WE HEARD ON THE



REVERSE SIDE OF THE HILL., THE J&F SIDE., SOME JABBERIMG AND
SOME ACTIVITY GUOING ON. COURTNEY SURMISED THAT THE JAFS WERE
ABOUT TO LAUNCH A COUNTER ATTACK AT US. HIS THOUGHTS WERE WE
SHOULD BEAT THEM TO THE FUNCH. WE HAD AM ARTILLERY SFOTTER UF
THERE WITH US AND HE CARRIED ONE 0F THOSE RIG RADIODS WITH
HIM. THE SFOTTER WAS RIGHT BESIDE ME AND I HEARD COURTNEY
TELL HIM TO CALL BACK TO REGIMENT AMND HAVE THEM SEND LF &MY
REFLACEMENTS THEY COULD SFARE AND BRING ENQUGH GRENADES WITH
THEM THAT EACH MAN WOULD HAVE TWO GREMADES. TWO AMTRAZE NOW
Came UF AND THEY TARRIED TN THEM SOME 12 T 1% GUYS. COURTHEY
MOVED THEM OUT anND FPLACED THEM OVER TC THE RIGHT OF THE HILL

A8 IT SHOWS ON FPAGE 110 0OF OUR HISTORY BDOLK.

I CRAWLED OUT OF MY HOLLE AND WENT DOWH THE SLOFE TO FORM A
HUMAN CHAIN TO BRING THE GRENADES UF TO US. WE DISTRIRUTED
THEM QUT TO WHEFRE EACH MAN HAD AT LEAST TWO GRENADES. THE
MAJOR LAID OUT THE FLAN TO THE MEN AND ORDERED US TO CRAWL UF
TQ THE CREST OF THE HILL, AND ON HIS COMMAND THEOW THE TWO
GRENADES OVER THE HILL, AND THEN GET UF ON TOF OF THE HILL TO
WHERE WE COULD (LOOK DOWN ON THE JAFS TO SEE IF ANY SURVIVORES
WOULD STILL EE LEFT UF THERE. 1 CRAWLED UF AND IN DOING 50
THE SLING OF MY RIFLE CAME LOOSE ON THE LOWER END. I STOFFED
TO HOOK IT BACK UF, AND LT. NEALON CRAWLED UF TO ME AND
SLAFFED ME ON THE EBACK AND ENCOURAGED ME TO GO ON UF. I THINK
AT THAT TIME HE THOUGHMT 1 HAD CHICKENED OUT. I TOLD HIM WHAT
HAD HAFPENED AND HE MUTTERED SOMETHING OR OTHER. THAT WAS THE

LAST TIME I SAW LT. NMEALON ALIVE.



JUST BEFORE OUR ADVANCE TO THE TOF, MAJOR COURTNEY HAD THE
SFOTTER CAlLL BACK AND REQUEST ARTILLERY TGO DROF BALK CLOSER
TO S SOME ROUNDS. A BARRAGE QUICKLY FOLLOWED AND THEY [LAMDED
ON TOF OF THE HILL, BUT UNFORTUNATELY SOME FELL A LITTLE
SHORT AND HIT AMONG OUR BROUP OF MEM. T DOMTT KENOW IF IT
EILLED ANYONE BUT COURTNEY YELLED TO THE SFOTTER TD HAYVE THE
IMPACT FOINT OF THE BARRAGE RAISED. THEY DID 80, AND THE

SHELLLS LLANDED JUST OVER THE TOF OF THE HILL.

WE CRAWLED UF TO THE TOF OF SUGAR LOAF. THE MAJOR HAD LILSO
RECGUESTED THAT THREE FLARES BE IN THE AIR AT ALL TIMES. THOSE
FLARES LIT UF THE HILL JUST LIKE IT WAS DAYLIGHT. EVERY SHOT
THAT I FIRED AT A& JAF I GOT A GOOD BEAD ON MY TARGET DUE TO
THE GOOD LIGHTING. WE GOT INTO FOSITIOGN TO THROW THE GRENADES
IN UNIBOM., I HAD ALREADY FULLED THE FIWM ON ONE SRENADE AND
WAS HOLDING IT IN MY HAND JUST WAITING FOR THE MAJOR TO GIVE
THE WORD. THE OTHER GRENADE T FLACED RIGHT BESIDE ME S0 THAT
WHEQ HE GAVE THE WORD T WAS READY. THE MAJOR SHOUTED, "LET
EMOGO'" T THREW THE ONE WITH THE HIN REMOVED, AND GRAREBED AT
THE OTHER ONE A% QUICKLY A8 I COULD. I WANT TO TELL YOU THAT
NO ONE REALIZED THAT ROUGHLY 10¢ GRENADES GOING OFF IN SUCH A
SMALL AREA ZUONE COULD SOUND JUST LIKE AND ARTILLERY BARRAGE.
SHRAFNEL , DIRT, ROCK, DUST WAB FLYING EVERYWHERE. WE LOOWED
OVER THE REVERSE SLOPE, THE NAHA SIDE, AND FOUND SO MUCH DUST
AND SMOKE THAT AT FIRST WE COULDN'T SEE ANYTHING. WE HAD
CAUGHT THE JAFPS COMPLETELY BY SURFRISE. WHEN IT CLEARED ﬁ‘

LITTLE WE SAW THEM RUNNING LIKE SCARED RABRBITS! AS THEY WERE
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RUNNING WE HAD A HAY DAY...IT WAS THE BEST FART OF THE WHOLE
BATTILE. WE RECEIVED ND FIRE AT ALL FROM THEM, AND WE HAD OUR-

SEILLVES A REAL TUREKEY SHOOT!

I WAS RIGHT EBESIDE COURTNMEY AND THE SFOTTER DURING THE TIME
ON TOP. REFORTS SAY HE HAD HIS .45 FISTOL OUT AND WAS FIRING
BUT I DON'T RECALL THAT AT ALL. HE DID FOINT OQUT JAFS TO ME
AND I WOULD TAKE THEM OUT, THEN HE'D YELL AS HE FOINTED OQUT
AMDTHER ONE A8 T WOULD SWING ARCUND AND TakE THAT JAF QUT. I
WAS BUSY AS HELL FIRING AND THE MAJOR WAS BUSY FINDING THE
JAFS. THERE WERE TWO OR THREER OF US RICHT AROUND THE MAJOR
AND WE WERE FIRING RAFID FIRE AND IROMICALLY I HAD FIRED MY
FINAL EIGHT ROUND AND THE CLIF FLEW COUT. ALL OF US WERE NOW
STANDING CLEARLY ON TOF OF THE HILL FIRING LIKE DEMONS. WNORNE
OF U5 THOUGHT OF THE ADAGE, “KEEF OFF THE SEYLINE!® WE WERE
THE SKYLINE! NO JAFS WERE FIRING BACK AT US AT THAT TIME.
WHEN THE CLIF FLEW OUT OF THE RIFLE I WENT BACK DOWN THE HILL
TEN OR 15 FEET FOR MORE AMMO, AND HAD JUST FUT A NEW CLIF
INTO THE RIFLE WHEN A BARRAGE HIT THE TOF OF THE HILL. IT HIT

RIGHT ACRDSE THE TOF WHERE EVERYRBODY WAS STANDING!

ONE SHEILL LANDED AT THE FEET 0OF COURTNEY AND ALL I HEARD WAS
A GROAN. ME FELL WITH THE TWD MEN STANDING BESIDE HIM. I HAVE
NEVER SEEN SUCH AN ACCURATE BARRAGE. IT HAD TO EBE ALL MORTARS
AS THERE WAS NQ SOUND L IKE AND ARTILLERY SHELL MAKES, AND
THERE WAS NO WARNING THAT IT WAS COMING IN. I WONDERED MANY

YEAGRS LATER IF IT COULD HAVE BEEN FRE-SET CHARGES THAT THE
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JAFS HAD PLACED N THE HILL TO BE SET OFF IT WE GOT UF THERE.
ANYHOW, WHATEVER IT WAS IT HIT IN THERE AMD REALLY DID & JOE
ON D8, IT WIFED OUT MANY OF DOUR TROOFS. T DO THINK LT, NEALON

WAS KILLED DURING THAT BARRALGE.

I JUMFED QUICEKLY INTO A SHELL HOLE aAND WAS EXFECTIMNG MORE
COMING IN, BUT NONE CAME. I ¥YELLED WP, "COURTNEY ...COURTHNEY'!™
AND GOT NO RESFOMSE FROM HIM, S0 I KMEW THEN HE HAD TO BE
FKILLED. THE ARTILLERY SPOTTER WHO WAS STANDING NO MORE THAMN
TEN FEET FROM COURTNEY WAS ALSGO KILLED AT THE SAME TIME. I
CRAWI.ED CAUTIOUSLY RACEK UFP TO THE TORF AND I SAW THE SFOTTERS
RADTIO LYING THERE. T WISHED THAT I HAD BEEN CHECKED OUT OM
THAT FARTICULAR RADIC S0 THAT I COULD LET REGIMENT ENDW WHAT

HAD HAFFENED TO 5 UP THERE.

A LIGHT MACHINE GUNNER HAD PLACED HIS WEAFON TW FPOSITION S0
THAT HE COULD RAKE THE OFFDSITE SIDE OF THE HILL. HE HAD REERN
KILLED AND HIS BODY LAY ACROSS THE MACHINE GUN EXACTLY LIEE
HE WAS TRYING TO FROTECT IT. I HAD THOUGHTS OF GOING FORWARD
AND RETRIEVING THE MACHINE GUN, BUT IT AFFEARED TO BE DAMAGED
IN THE BLAST. THAT MACHINE GUNNER WAS AT THE MOST FORWARD
FOINT OF THE HILL YOU COULD GET TO, HE HAD A HECK OF A VIEW

OF THE JAFS BUT HE WAS VERY EXFOSED UF THERE.

I CRAWLED OVER TO THE LEFT SIDE OF SUGAR LOAF AMD FOUND &

SPOT WHERE 1 HAD A GREAT VIEW BUT THERE WAS LITTLE COVER

THERE., I HAD ABOUT A 180 DEGREE FIELD OF FIRE ON THAT SIDE 0OF
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THE HILL. AT THE EBOTTOM WAS A& HUGE BOULDER AND SUDDENLY I SAW
A JAF COME OUT FROM RBEHIND THE ROCYK. THE JaF QUICKLY LOOJEED
UF TO THE AREA WHERE COURTHNEY WAS KILLED. THEN ANOTHER J&F
FOEED HIE FACE OUT ., LOOKED ARDUNE AND DUCKED BACE. AT THAT
MOMENT I THOUGH OF THE OLD GARY COOFER MDVIE OF SERGEANT YORIK
IN WORLD WAR I. 1 HAD SEENM THE FICTURE AND IN THE IMCIDENT I
THOUGBHT OF, YORE HAD GERMANS HE WAS SHOOTING, EXCEFT ONE WHO
SEEMED TO DUCK DOWN REFORE HIZ COULD LINE HIM UF, 80 YOris Gor
HIS RIFLE ALL READY ANMD THEN GOEBRLED LIKE & TURKEY. THE
GERMAN FOPFED HIS HEAD UF TO GEE WHAT WAS HAPPEMINEG ARND THST
WAS THE LAST TIME THE GERMAN DID ANYTHIKG. T COULD SHOOT THE
ONE JAF STAMDING THERE, A8 HE WAS REALLY EXFOGED COMRLUTELY.,

BUT T WANTED TO GET EBOTH OF THEM.

I SIGHTED ON THE SFOT WHERE THE JAF HAD FOEED HIS HEASD UT. I
MADE THE GORBLE SOUND AND SURE ENDUGH THE HEAD FOFPED OUT
RIGHT INTQ MY SIGHT. I SQUEEZED ONE OFF ANE FUT ONE TNTO HIS
HEAD. AND JUST LIEE RAFID FIRE TRAINING ON THE RANGE, T SNG
MY SIGHTE OVER aND CLEANLY FICKED QFF THE JAF STANDING THERE

IN FULL VIEW.

NOT LONG AFTER THAT A& JAF MACHINE GUNNER HAD COME U ON THE
FaR RIGHT SIDE OF THE HILL. THAT JAF COULD SEE ME RUT HE

COULDN'T DEFRESS FULLY TO GET ME. HIS BULLETS HIT ON EITHER
SIDE OF ME AS HE SFRAYED ME. HE WASTED AN EMNTIRE CLIFP OF JaF
BULLETS ON ME. THE REST HE DID WAS CLIF ME ACROSS THE LES OH

THE CA_F . THE WOUND BURNED AND T FELT IT WAS FIVE MIMUTES TO
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FEFL, FOR THE SASH AND FOUMD IT nOT 70 B SERQUS. T DINMTT
BREATHE FULLY THEN, AS IF I DID IT WOULD: RAISE ME LE OUT OF
THE DEFRESSION I WAS IN AND EXFOSE M. I WISFED I WERE 4 HOLE
S0 THAT I COULD RBURROW DOWN AND GET MYSELF OUT OF THERE. THE
JAF HAD FPUT AN ENTIRE CLIF ON ME AND I WONDERED IF HE #HAD
MORE AMMO. I TOOK MY HELMET OFF AMD STUCE IT UF BITH MY HAND
INSIDE. I SLIFPED IT UF AND DOWN A LITTLE HIGHER EACH TIME
TRYING TO TEASE THE JAF. IF HE HAD RELOADED HE WOLILD SURELY

GET ME IF I MOVED QUT. HE NEVER FIRED ANYMORE a7 M.

ANOTHER JAF AFFPEARED FROM BEHIND THE SAME RDCE T HAD TAKEMN
QUT THE TWO JAFS. THERE WAS ON OFEN SPOT ADN HE HAD T0O RUN
ARDUT 1% FEET TO A CAVE DFRENTNG. &8 HE CAME ACROSE THE OFEN
SHOT, I SET SIGHTS ON HIM AND ENMEW HE WAS & GONMER. THENM A
STRANMGE THING HARPFENED. MY TRIGEER SHNARPFED! I HAD BEEN FIRING
S0 MUCH UF ON THE HILL ALL NIGHT ANMD I GUESS ALL THE R&EN,
THE MUD, CONSTANT FIRING ADM WHAT HAD WORN THE RIFLE QUT. THI
LAST ROUND HAD REEN EJECTED BUT IT HAD KNOT FICKED U ONE FIHR
THE CHAMBER. SO THAT JAF LIVED TO BE CLAIMED BY ANOTHER FINE

MARINE.

ONE OF OUR THIRD FLATODN GUYS NAMED JODEL FORTRELL HAD REEN
WOLINDED, BUT NOT SERIOUS ENOUGH TO SEND HIM OFF THE HILL. HE
COULD STILL FIGHT. I REECALL HIM YELLING AT ME TO COME OFF THE
FPOINT WHERE I WAS WELL EXFOSED. 850 I JUMPED UP, AND KAM LIKE
A SCARED RABEIT TOWARD JOEL. THERE WAS AN OFEN SHELL HOLE

NEAR HIM, S50 I SLID IN LIKE T WAS GOING INTO THIRD BASE IN A
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BASEBALL GAME., WHAT I DIDN'T SEE WAS A RIFLE THAT HAD BEEN
PROPPED UP ON THE EDGE OF THAT HOLE WITH A BAYONET FIXED ON
IT. THAT WAS SOMETHING THAT COURTNEY HAD ORDERED PRIOR TO OUR
GOING UP THE HILL WITH OUR TWO HAND GRENADES. HE WANTED

EVERY TO FIX THEIR BAYONETS AS HE EXPECTED US TO END UP IN
HAND TO HAND COMBAT. BUT FOR MY OWN REASONS, MOSTLY FOR
MANEUVERABILITY I NEVER DID PUT MY BAYONET ON MY RIFLE. I
WANTED THAT FAST MOVEMENT OF BEING ABLE TG SWING MY RIFLE
AROUND WITHOUT THE FEELING THE BAYONET GAVE ONE OF THE RIFLE
BEING LONG AND HEAVIER. I PROBABLY WAS THE ONLY ONE THAT WENT
UP THAT HILL WITHOUT HIS BAYONET ON HIS RIFLE.

WHEN I WAS IN MY SLIDE INTO THE HOLE, I HIT THAT PROPPED UP
RIFLE WITH THE FIXED BAYONET ANRD IT ENTERED MY THIGH COMING
OUT IN MY GROIN AREA! IT FELT LIKE I WAS STRUNG UP FOR BARB-
ECUING. THE WOUNDING STUNG PAINFULLY AND TO MOVE AROUND THE
HOLE TO RELEASE SOME OF THE PRESSURE WAS VERY DIFFICULT DUE
TO THE LENGTH OF THE RIFLE WITH THE BAYONET NOW STICKING IN
ME. I GUY OVER ON MY RIGHT YELLED, "HERE COMES ONE!...HERE
COMES ONE!"™ HIS RIFLE DRY FIRED ON THE JAP. HE PICKED UP A
BAR (BROWNING AUTOMATIC RIFLE) LYING NEARBY AND THAT MIS-
FIRED ALSO. HE THREW THAT DOWN, RAN OUT TOWARDS THE ONCOMING
JAP AND MET THE JAP 10 FEET AWAY FROM ME. HE BAYONETED THE
JAP THROUGH THE NECK. THAT JAP WAS ONE THAT WE HAD WOUNDED
AND THOUGHT DEAD. HE EVIDENTLY RECOVERED ENOUGH TO MAKE HIS
MOVE. 1IT WAS NOT THE JAP COMING OVER THE HILL ON THE LEFT
SIDE THAT WAS CHASING ME.

BY TWISTING AROUND IN THE HOLE I GOT THE RIFLE TO A POINT I
COULD NOW GIVE IT A YANE TO REMOVE IT FROM MY BODY. IT DIDN'T
EVEN BUDGE. I KEPT MANEUVERING AROUND TILL I GOT PROPPED UP A
CERTAIN WAY WHERE I NOW HAD A LITTLE MORE SPACE. I GAVE THE
RIFLE AS BIG A LUNGE AND PULL AS I COULD. IN YANRKING IT OUT
THE MOMENT THE BAYONET CAME OUT BLOOD SPURTED QUT OF MY LEG
ALMOST TWO FEET HIGH. I EKNEW THEN THAT I MUST HAVE CUT A MAIN
ARTERY IN MY GROIN. THE WOUND WAS SO HIGH THAT I COULDN'T GET
A TOURNIQUET ON IT TO STOP THE BLEEDING. AT THAT TIME IT
ENTERED MY MIND THAT I HAD °BOUGHT THE FARM® UP THERE. MIR-~
ACULOUSLY I GOT MY FIRST AID KIT OPEN, AND GOT THE BATTLE
DRESSING OUT. I POURED THE SULFA THAT IS IN THE KIT IN THE
HOLES IN ME AND PLACED THE BATTLE DRESSING ON, GIVING THE
WOUND SOME LITTLE PRESSURE OF SORTS. JOEL FORTRELL GAVE ME
ANOTHER BANDAGE FOR THE OTHER SIDE OF MY LEG.

THINGS WERE AT THAT POINT THANKFULLY, SOMEWHAT QUIET ON TOP
OF THAT HILL. THERE WERE MAYBE TEN MARINES ALIVE ON TOP OF
THE HILL AT THAT TIME. ALL OTHERS WERE DEAD. WE HAD NO OFF-
ICERS, NO N.C.0.°S ALIVE. EVERY HMARINE UP THERE WAS A BUCK
PRIVATE OR A P.F.C. I HAD NO WRIST WATCH ON, AND ALL SENSE OF
TIME WAS LOST TO ME. IF I HAD TO GUESS I WOULD SAY IT WAS THE
EARLY PART OF THE MORNING. AN OCCASIONAL SHELL WOULD COME IN
AND LAND ON TOP OF THE HILL AND SOME WOULD COME IN ON THE
SIDE OF THE HILL FURTHER TO THE RIGHT THEN WHERE I WAS. SOON
AFTER DAYLIGHT, SOMEONE TO THE RIGHT OF ME YELLED, "GUYS!...
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GET READY!....HERE THEY COME!" I TWISTED AROUND IN THE HOLE
AS BEST AS I COULD.

BY THAT TIME MY LEG HAD STARTED TO THROB PAINFULLY AND IT WAS
SORE ALL OVER. DASTARDLY SORE....AND I COULDK’'T MANEUVER
AROUND TO ANY DEGREE TO FIGHT. WITH NO HELP IN SIGHT, AND NOT
ENOUGH OF US LEFT TO FIGHT THE JAPS OFF, I THOUGHT THE BEST
THING I COULD DO WAS TO GET OUT OF THERE! I CRAWLED OQUT OF
THE HOLE ARD JUST STARTED ROLLING DOWN HILL LIKE A LOG. I
ROLLED ALL THE WAY DOWN TO THE BOTTOM OF THE HILL AND STARTED
CRAWLING TOWARD ANY KIND OF COVER I COULD FIND. A SNIPER MUST
HAVE SPOTTED ME FOR BULLETS PINGED MY WAY. IT IS AMAZING THAT
WHEN YOU GET SHOT, AND BULLETS ARE MEANT FOR YOU THAT IT
PUMPS ONE UP AND THE ADRENALIN PROVIDES SOME ADDED RESERVE.

ALL AT ONCE I FOUND OUT THAT I COULD STILL USE THAT LEG. I
HALF HOBBLED, SKIPPED, JUMPED AND HOBBLED SOME MORE AND I
WENT IN BEHIND TWO OR THREE OF THE TANKS THAT WERE DISABLED
AND SITTING THERE, AS THEY PROVIDED ME WITH A LITTLE MORE
PROTECTION. I GOT UP THROUGH THE BLASTED TERRAIN AS BEST I
COULD AND GOT OUT OF THE JAP FIELD OF FIRE. IT NOW BECAME
JUST A MATTER OF LIMPING AND HOBBLING MY WAY BACK TO OUR
LINES. I CONSTANTLY HAD TO REST ALONG THE WAY TO GATHER UP MY
STRENGTH. AT ONE POINT I HAD EASED INTC A RAVINE AND I LOOKED
BACK TOWARD SUGAR LOAF HILL. THE MARINE BODIES LAY SO THICK
ALL THE WAY TO THE HILL AND ON THE HILL THAT ONE COULD EASILY
WALK TO THE HILL BY USING MARINE BODIES!

I COUNTED TEN TANKS IN VIEW AND TWO FLAME THROWERS THAT WERE
KNOCRKED OUT AND WERE SITTING THERE, SOME STILL SMOKING AND
BURNING. AS I CAME BACK A LITTLE FURTHER TO OUR LINES, TWO
MARINES WERE THERE BUSY STRINGING SOME COMMUNICATIONS WIRE.
THEY SPOTTED ME, DROPPED WHAT THEY WERE DOING, AND INSTANRTLY
STARTED TOWARD ME. WHEN THEY GOT TO ME THEY ASKED ME WHAT
OQUTFIT I WAS WITH AND I MUMBLED PROUDLEY..."G-2-22". ONE GOT
ON EACH SIDE OF ME AND CARRIED ME INTO THE REGIMENTAL COMMAND
POST A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY.

FIRST SERGEANT PETE MARISH WAS THERE AND WHEN HE SPOTTED ME
BEING BROUGHT IN HE YELLED, "MAN BACK FROM THE HILL!!!" AND
THAT WAS RELAYED FROM GROUP TO GROUP AND OUT OF ONE OF THEM
OUR C.0., COLONEL WOODHOUSE CAME RUNNING. HE WAS CARRYING A
LITTLE "OL CARBINE ON HIS SHOULDER AND IT WAS BOUNCING ALL
OVER HIM AS HE RAN. I WAS SLUMPED THERE SITTING DOWN AND A
CORPSMAN WAS BUSY DRESSING MY WOUNDS. THE COLONEL ASKED ME
"TELL ME...WHAT HAPPENED UP THERE?...I'VE HAD NO COMMUNI-
CATIONS WITH ANYONE SINCE YOU WENT UP AND I THOUGHT YOU'D ALL
BEEN WIPED OUT!" HE THOUGHT WE'D BEEN WIPED OUT LIKE CUSTER.

I TOLD HIM THAT I THOUGHT THERE WERE MAYBE FIVE MARINES OR SO
LEFT ON THE HILL AND THAT THE JAPS WERE GETTING READY TO
COUNTER ATTACK. SO HE STATED THAT HE WOULD SEND SOME MEN UP
IMMEDIATELY AND GET THOSE JAPS. I RELATED TO HIM IN AS MUCH
DETAIL AS I COULD ABOUT MAJOR CQURTNEY S EFFORTS AND TOLD HIM
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HOW HE HAD BEEN KILLED. LATER IN LIFE WHEN I GOT THE SIXTH
DIVISION HISTORY BOOK, I FOUND THAT WHAT I HAD RELATED TO
COL. WOODHOUSE WAS EVIDENTLY WRITTEN UP AND BECAME PART COF
THE COURTNEY CITATION FOR HIS MEDAL OF HONOR. PERSONALLY I
FIRMLY BELIEVE THAT THE MAJOR DESERVED THE MEDAL. HE WAS
EVERY BIT A MHARINE OFFICER AS ORE COULD ASK FOR. HE WAS A
LEADER, AND SEEMED TO HAVE NO FEAR. HOW COULD A LITTLE BUCK
ngVATE LIRE ME BE SCARED WHEN I WAS AROURD A MAN OF SUCH
COURAGE?

FINISHING MY STORY TO THE COLONEL, HE LOOKED DOWN AT ME AND
SAID..."SON..... GOD BLESS YOU...LET ME SHAKE YOUR HAND!™ IT
HAD BEEN RAINING AND ALL WAS MUD ON THE BATTLEFIELD. WHEN I
LIFTED UP MY HAND IT HAD TO BE COVERED WITH AN INCH OF MUD.
WHEN HE GRABBED MY HAND THE WET MUD JUST SQUISHED THROUGH OUR
FINGERS AS WE GRASPED EACH OTHERS HAND. I SAID TO THE
COLONEL..."IT'S A LITTLE MUDDY, COLONEL..." HE SMILED AT ME
AND TOOK OFF FOR HIS COMMAND POST. THAT'S THE LAST I EVER SAW
OF COLONEL WOODHOUSE. LATER IN THE BATTLE, THE COLONEL WOULD
BE KILLED.....

I WAS LOADED ON A JEEP AND CONVEYED BACK TO YONTAN AIRFIELD
NORTH OF US. FROM A HOSPITAL THERE, TWO DAYS LATER I WAS
STRONG ENOUGH TO BE FLOWN TO A HOSPITAL ON GUAM. LOOKINIG
BACK OVER THE SIXTH DIVISION HISTORY BOOK, WHEREIN I HAD PUT
MARGINAL NOTES ON VARIOUS PAGES, I NOTED THAT I HAD LEFT OUT
A LITTLE BIT OF THE STORY. ON THE SECOND OR THIRD ATTACK ON
THE HILL, WE WERE BEHIND A LITTLE EMBANKMENT. IT WASN'T VERY
HIGH AND IT WASN'T VERY LONG, BUT IT DID GIVE US SOME COVER.
WE HAD BEEN FIRING ON A HILL TO THE RIGHT THAT WAS GIVING US
SOME PROBLEMS, AND ON THE MAP THAT HILL WOULD BE °"CHARLIE
HILL",

WHILE GIVING COVERING FIRE TO SUPPORT SURVIVORS THAT WERE
MAKING THERE WAY BACK, I WAS BUSY RAKING THE HILL WITH RIFLE
FIRE. SOME DARN JAP GOT ME IN HIS SIGHTS AS WHEN HE FIRED AT
ME THE BULLET HIT IN FRONT OF MY FACE, SOME 12 INCHES OR SO.
THE EMBANEKMENT I WAS IN WAS HIGH ENOUGH THAT ONE COULD STAKD
UP AND NOT BE EXPOSED. I CRAWLED UP THE SIDE OF IT AND MY
HEAD WAS JUST SLIGHTLY EXPOSED AND I HAD MY RIFLE LYING THERE
SET TO FIRE. THAT JAP HAD ENOUGH OF ME TO PUT HIS SIGHT ON
ME. I FAKED BEING HIT AND JUST SLID OFF THE TOP AND DOWN INTO
THE HOLE. THAT MADE ME DECIDE NOT TO GO BACK UP TO THE TOP AS
THAT WAS TOO HOT A SPOT TO BE IN. THIS HAPPENED LATE IN THE
AFTERNOON.

EARLY THE NEXT MORNING ONE OF OUR MACHINE GUNNERS BY THE NAME
OF PFC CHARLIE TRIPLET HAD GONE TO THE SAME SPOT I HAD BEEN
SHOT AT IN THAT EMBANEKMERT. HE HAD SET UP THE MACHINE GUN AND
WAS FIRING AWAY, WHEN THE JAP GOT CHARLIE RIGHT BETWEEN THE
EYES. HE WAS INSTANTLY KILLED.

THIS IS MY STORY AS I REMEMBER IT...THINGS THAT I SAW PERSOR-
ALLY AND HEARD FIRST HAND....AND DID!
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ERIVATE ERNEST 'ERNIE" €. DAVIS
D COMPANY - 2nd BATTALION
29TH MARINE REGIMENT
SIXTH MARINE DIVISION
QEINAWA - 1949

I WAS ONLY 17 AND FRESH OUT OF SCHOOL WHEN I JOINED THE
MARINES. I KNEW EVEN THEN, THE VALUE OF FREEDOM AND I WANTED
TC DO MY PART TO DO ALL I COULD TO PRESERVE THAT FREEDOHM.
AFTER I VOLUNTEERED I WAS INDUCTED INTO THE CORPS IN NOVEMBER
OF 44 IN NASHVILLE, TENNESSEE. I ENDED UP AT PARRIS ISLAND,
S.C., WHERE MOST OF US ON THE EAST COAST BECAME MARINES.

AFTER PARRIS ISLAND I WAS GIVEN A 10 DAY FURLOUGH HOME BEFORE
REPORTING FOR DUTY AT CAMP LEJUNE, N.C. I SPENT ABOUT TWO
MONTHS IN ADVANCE TRAINING WHEN THEY FORMED THE 5STH REPLACE-
MENT DRAFT. LOOKING BACK NOW, IT IS STRANGE TO THINK THAT I
MIGHT HAVE MISSED OKINAWA ALTOGETHER. THEY HAD FILLED ALL THE
MEN THEY REEDED FOR THE DRAFT ANYOMY NAME WAS NOT ON THE
LIST. I WENT TO THE COMMANDING OFFICER OF THE S55TH AND BEGGED
HIM TO FIND SOME ROOM FOR ME IF HE HAD TO LEAVE SOMEONE HOME
WHO HAD KIDS OR WAS MARRIED OR SOMETHING. A DAY OR TWO LATER
I WAS CALLED IN TO THE C.O. AND I WAS INFORMED THAT I HAD
BEEN PLACED ON THE LIST OF MEN TO GO OVERSEAS. AFTER ALL,
THAT 'S WHY I JOINED THE MARINES....

IN THE EARLY PART OF APRIL OF 1945, WHILE THE BATTLE RAGED ON
OKINAWA, WE MOVED BY TROOP TRAIN TO NORFOLK, VA. AND SAILED
ON APRIL 12TH, THE DAY PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT DIED, FOR POINTS
UNKNOWN. WE SAILED ALONG THE EAST COAST IN A SOUTHERLY
DIRECTION AND WE HAD RO APPARENT ESCORT. NONE COULD BE SEEN.
A DAY OR SO LATER IT WAS SAID THAT A GERMAN SUB HAD BEEN
SIGHTED AND SOME ESCORTS NOW SHOWED UP TO SHADOW OUR SHIP.
THAT MADE US ALL FEEL ONE HECK OF A LOT BETTER, JUST THE
SIGHT OF THOSE LITTLE NAVY SHIPS DARTING TO AND FRO. WE
EITHER OUT RAN THE SUB, OR THE ESCORTS DROVE HIM OFF, AS WE
GOT TO THE PANAMA CANAL SAFELY.

GOING THROUGH THE CANAL WE PASSED THE U.S.S. FRANKLIN, AN
AIRCRAFT CARRIER MAKING ITS WAY IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION. IT
WAS ON ITS WAY TO THE BROOKLYN NAVY YARD. IT IS HARD TO DE-
SCRIBE THE AMOUNT OF DAMAGE AND APPARENT HOLES IN THAT VAL-
IANT SHIP. SOME 800 MEN DIED FROM TWO BOMBS WHILE THE SHIP
WAS OFF OF OKINAWA. MORE MEDALS WERE HANDED OUT TC THE 800 OR
SO CASUALTIES, INCLUDING TWO MEDALS OF HONOR THAN ANY OTHER
SINGLE UNIT IN WW II. WE STOOD AT THE RAIL, AT ATTENTION, OUR
HANDS IN A SALUTE OF TRIBUTE, MANY OF US WITH TEARS IN OUR
EYES. ON THE 2nd OF MAY WE ARRIVED AT PEARL HARBOR. WE WERE
NOW HALF WAY ACROSS THE WIDE PACIFIC.
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I COULD ONLY GUESS WHAT WAS GOING ON AT THAT TIME ON OKINAWA,
BUT WE DID GET SOME SHIPS REPORTS AND NOTICES, PLUS LOTS OF
INFO FROM THE OLD "SCUTTLEBUTT  OR RUMOR-FACTORY. (NOTE: AT
THIS TIME THE SIXTH MARINE DIVISION HAD SECURED THE NORTHERN
END OF OKINAWA AND WERE ASSEMBLING TO MAKE THEIR WAY INTO THE
LINES IN THE SOUTHERN END OF THE ISLAND). AFTER A FEW DAYS WE
WERE TAKEN OFF THE OLD TROOP SHIP, THE U.S.S. GRIGGS. IT
WOULD BE INTERESTING TO RNOW HOW MARY MEN SHE TOOK TO BATTLE
AND THEN HOME AGAIN.

WE THEN BOARDED THE U.S.S5. ROCEKWALL, LEFT PEARL OR THE 24TH
OF MAY, AND CROSSED THE INTERNATIONAL DATE LINE AND ENTERED
THE IMPERIAL DOMAIN OF THE GOLDEN DRAGON ON MAY THE 29TH. ON
THE 10TH OF JUNE WE DISEMBARKED THE SHIP WE HAD CALLED HOME
FOR SO MANY DAYS, AND SET FOOT FINALLY ON OKINAWA. SHIPS WERE
EVERYWHERE, SUPPLIES STACKED ALL OVER. MUCH APPREHENSION AND
NERVOUSNESS AS TO WHAT LAY AHEAD WAS WITH US ALL.

I WAS ASSIGNED TO THE SIXTH MARINE DIVISION, WHO HAD BY NOW
EARNED THEMSELVES A GLORIOUS COMBAT RECORD ON OKINAWA. I BE-
CAME A RIFLEMAN WITH DOG COMPANY, 2nd BN., 29TH, A COMPANY
THAT IS FAMOUS FOR THEIR FINAL ASSAULT ON SUGAR LOAF HILL. I
SPENT THE NEXT TWO WEEKS IN COMBAT AND I LEARNED WHAT DEATH
WAS LIKE FIRST HAND. THE SCENT OF HUMAN FLESH ROTTING AND DE-
COMPOSING I CAN RECALL EVEN TO THIS DAY. I CORSIDER.MYSELF
VERY FORTUNATE THAT 1 WAS NOT WOUNDED DURING THOSE DAYS WITH

"DOG° COMPANY.

IR EARLY MAY WHEN THE FIGHTING WAS BRUTAL ARQUND SUGAR LOAF
HILL COMPLEX ON OKINAWA I WAS AT PEARL HARBOR. OUR SIXTH DIV-
ISION HAD FOUND THE JAPS DUG IN SECURELY ARD WHEN ATTACKED
THEY SWARMED FROM THEIR CAVES LIKE RATS TO CONFRONT QUR

MARINES IN HAND TO HAND COMBAT. THE FIGHTING WAS FURIOUS.
CLOSE COMBAT WITH GRENADES, BAYONETS.AND RIFLES WENT ON DAY

AFTER DAY, NIGHT AFTER NIGHT. REPELLING BANZAI ATTACKS BY
INFILTRATING JAPANESE WAS COMMON. OUR DIVISION SUFFERED 2,862
CASUALTIES DURING THE 11 DAY BATTLE. MORE THAN HALF THAT
NUMBER MORE SUFFERED FROM BATTLE FATIGUE, OR EXHAUSTION.

NOW I WAS WITH THOSE WARRIORS ADVANCING TO MEET THE ENEXY.
OUR FRONT LINE WAS NEAR THE KOEKUBA ESTUARY, AS I RECALL, WITH
THE 28TH ON THE LEFT AND THE 4TH MARINE .REGIMENT ON THE
RIGHT. THAT NIGHT, THE 15TH (OUR ARTILLERY REGIMENT) GAVE THE
JAPS HELL WITH SHELLS GOING QVER .QUR HEADS NOISILY WITH A
SWISH, AND THEN LANDING 8N THE JAP SIDE WITH A ROAR. WE WERE
ALL GLAD IT WAS LANDING ON THEM AND NOT US.

THE JAPS TRIED TO INFILTRATE OUR LINES THAT NIGHT AND SOME
SMALL FIRE FIGHTS BROKE OUT WITH THE SOUND OF HAND GRENADES
SHATTERING THE NIGHT CONSTANTLY. THE 4TH TOOK THE BRUNT OF

THE COUNTERATTACE=BY THE JAPS, ALL NIGHT LONG.
CAME, OVER 200 DEAD JAPS WERE COUNTED OUTSIgg, ngﬂsgggLIGHT
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INSIDE, THE FOURTH'S LINES...ALL DEAD.

SOME EIGHT BATTALIONS CONTINUED THE ATTACK SOUTH, WITH TANKS
IN SUPPORT. BY NOW WE WERE UP AGAINST DIE-HARD JAPS WHO WOULD
NOT SURRENDER, DETERMINED TO FIGHT TC THE DEATH. OUR TANKS
GOT INTO A POCKET MINED BY THE JAPS, AND ENGINEERS HAD TO
COME UP TO DISARM THE MINES. WE ATTACKED AROUND THE TOWN OF
TOMAGASURU TO TAKE ON A HILL MASS EAST OF THE TOWN. THE 3RD
DROVE TO KOKUBA ESTUARY AFTER HOURS OF BITTER FIGHTING. THE
BATTALION TOOK HILL 53 AND OTHER HIGH GROUND AROCUND IT. THE
JAPS HAD POWERFUL DEFENSES WELL DUG AND WE MADE LITTLE PRO-
GRESS.

THE JAPS WERE ACTUALLY TRAPPED IN A TIGHTENING CIRCLE OF
MARINES AND THIS FORCED SOME OF THEM OUT OF THEIR CAVES INTC
THE SWAMPY FLATS AND RICE PADDIES IN THE AREA. SOME ELECTED
TO DIE IN THEIR CAVES, WITH OFFICERS EIGHTING TO THE DEATH.
THESE WERE BLASTED TC DEATH WITH DYNAMITE AND GRENADES. THOSE
IN THE MUD-FLATS WE GOT WITH SKIRMISH LINES. SOME SURRENDERED
WITH LITTLE WHITE RAGS ATTACHED TO BAMBOO POLES. THEY ALL
LOOKED PATHETIC. SOME PREFERRED SUICIDE AND ONE GROUP WE
ENCOUNTERED, 10 OF THEM, BLEW THEMSELVES UP. THE JAPS WERE
TOLD WE WOULD TORTURE AND KILL THEM, OTHERWISE MANY MORE
WOULD HAVE LIVED TODAY.

THE 29TH FOUND A FORMIDABLE FORCE ON EASY HILL SOUTH OF THE
TOWN OF ORORKU. THEY WERE IN COMPANY STRENGTH AND WERE PUTTING
UP A FRANTIC FIGHT. AS WE ATTACKED WE COULD SENSE AND SEE
CONFUSION IN THEIR RANKS. THEY WERE BECOMING DISORGANIZED.

WE KILLED 881 THAT DAY, ARD TOOK ONLY 74 PRISONERS. WE

LOST SOME 1,608 MARINES KILLED AND WOUNDED ON THAT BITTER
OROKU AREA, BUT THE AREA HAD TO BE TAKEN. MUCH MOPPING UP,

BLOWING OF CAVES, AND SECURING THE SWAMPY AREAS WENT ON EVERY
SINGLE DAY. -

GENERAL CLEMENTS, OF OUR DIVISION, HAD REMARKED THAT THE
PLACE WAS STRONGER THAN CORREGIDOR. WE FOUND HIM TO BE
CORRECT. THE JAPANESE HAD OVER 80 MILES OF TUNNELS IN THE
CAVE SYSTEM ON OKINAWA. THEY HAD BEEN DIGGING FOR YEARS.
THEY EVEN DUG WHEN WE WERE COMING AT THEM...

IN A CAVE HEADQUARTERS ON OROKU. WAS.FOUND..THE CAVE OF THE
NAVAL ADMIRAL OTA. THR CAVE WAS DISCOVERED AND INVESTIGATED
BY A PATROL OF MARINES LED BY LT. COL. WILLIAMS, THE DIVIS-
ION INTELLIGENCE OFFICER. THE MARINE WHO FIRST DISCOVERED IT
WAS PFC NICK COGNITO. AT THE PATH ENTRANCE WERE TWO BOMBS
BOOBY TRAPPED, AND IN THE CAVE WAS THE ADMIRAL AND THIER AID,
THROATS SLIT, AND LAID OUT IN THEIR BEST UNIFORMS. A SORRY
END TO A GALLANT FOE.

ONE OF THE COLONELS OFFICERS HAD ASKED ME WHERE THE CAVE WAS
AND I SAID I DID NOT KNOW FOR SURE. THEY WERE DETERMINED TO
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Oki Di
by Frank H. Haigler
' L/3/22
Covering the Period 1 April to 10 May, 1845

BLT 3/22

Apr. 1945 gMarDiv
{Easter)

0430 Reveille Aboard LST 98952. Cleaned, shaved, last shower.

0500 Breakfast. Special meal of fried eggs, fresh oranges,

0530 ete. "Air Alert”. Went topside and noticed we [werel
entering rendezvous area. Five LSTs of our group ahead
and six behind. Also columns of LSTs on either hand.
Sound of heavy bombardment ahead in mist of early dawn.
Sea calm and glassy with slight rolling swells.

0545 Shore line beginning to appear far ahead in early morn-
ing haze. Heavy naval bombardment in progress. Several
flights of sixty to ninety navy fighter (F6Fs, F4Us,
SBDs, TBFs) on combat air patrol continually passing
overhead st high =sltitude. Hundreds snd hundreda of
combat ships and assault transports, various patrol
and control vessels noted all along coast to limit of
visibility.

0555 Hook dropped; in position.

0B00 Called away to Amtracs on Tank Deck just as LSTs
immediately ahead opened fire on 05-2U (NGF Spotting
plane) which was coming in at low altitude off port bow
and leisurely turning to cross bow of LST ahead. 20mm
gunners in starbgard tub prepared to fire as word
passed from bridge that plane was possibly a “float
zero". I prevented fire of this gun crew. Plane hit ~
by leading LST and passed across bow flaming, crashed
into sea off starboard bow. Sickening sight. Then
word was passed that this was a friendly aircraft---
too late! Pilot lost. There was no excuse for failure
to properly identify own aircraft. 1 was amazed at the
excitability and poor training of the navy 20mm gun
crewv.

0805 Returned to stateroom, squared away gear, and went
below to Amtracs.

0700 Doors open, Amtracs hit the water. Circled in rendezv-
ous area. First wave left line of departure. Assault
elements of K and I company. Second wave off three
minutes later with reserve elements of assault compan-
ies and attached units. Third wave, fourth wave, fifth
wave off LD at three minute intervals consisting of
L company with attached weapons platoon. Sixth wave
off~---Tank company. Seventh wave in, first elements
of CP, BLT 3/22. Tanks having trouble getting in; )
some hung up on niggerheads. We pass two LCMs with (
tanks , stranded.

0803 First elements on beach, very little opposition app-

.
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0850

0830

1000

1100
2000

arent. Tanks land and disperse along beach. Armored
amtracs above beach several hundred yards; limited _
amount of small arms fire. We hit beach, ramp down and
we strike up and off beach. Find defiladed position
and set up forward temporary CP. Moved up almost
immediately to line of tombs and set up forward CP
again.

Investigated tombs. Reorganized and moved up thru
China on road on left flank, passing empty recently
excavated gun position.

Established forward CP. One half hour later received
mortar fire from possibly Bald Hill Mountain, N¢o
casualties. Called NSF and gct 8" fire on this area
Forward elements moving on; very little resistance.
Encountered some c¢ivilians in very poor condition
(shelled and shocked). Rummaged thru couple of houses
and remains of a store--school supplies. Obtained
and old straw mat to relax on. Tanks came up from
beach.

Word received Yontan Airfield taken by 4th Marines.
Noticed many trenches and camouflaged enemy positions
about Bald Hill; all unoccupied.

K ration
Slept in diteh. Also in diteh, Miller, Colonel and
1st Sgt. Cold as hell!! (Note: Lt. Connally and

three men WIA, 2 Men KIA)

2 April "45

0445

1100

18060

Up and about. Very cold. Shelter half wet, shoes wet.
Hot coffee (Nescafe). Little sctivity in AM while
awaiting further orders.

Broke up CP after visit by staff and General Shepherd.
Moved ahead along edge of Yontan south and then east.
Turned north and moved upward onto highest ground
overlooking the peninsula which was currently wunder
attack by 29th Marines. Returned several hundred yards
SE along dirt road and set up CP and bivouac. Good
position at fork of road, one company up north fork,
one in viecinity of CP and one company along sast fork.
Dug shallow slit trench; ground very hard and rocky.

K ration. Smoked. Hot coffee. Turned in, after
checking position.

3 April ‘45

0500

0830

1200
1230

Vehicles up. Water distributed.. C rations passed out.
Noticed number of bites on skin. Discarded clothing
(Northwestern Univ. T-Shirt, shorts, socks) dusted
clothing with flea powder. Itched like hell! Worried
about scrub typhus.

Made lone reconnaissance with GySgt thru valleys, rice
paddies, village NE. Ran into I Co., contacted L Co.
on high ground, thickly wooded. @Good road although
heavily but openly mined with AP and AT. CP moved up
to edge of village--contacted them--

K ration with CP which had moved up.

Moved out up mined road to summit of high ground past
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several Jap radio vehicles. At summit in heavy woods e
located radio station demolished. Picked up RNip
portable receiver and carried it rest of day like damn
fool; heavy as hell!

1330 Continued down other side on narrow, winding trail.
Qutfit had previously picked up two horses; one bogged
down on the trail at broken down foot bridge. Hard
march down thru heavily wooded glens and out across
readows in view of Pacifie. Across the plain a sugar
mill was seen hesvily damaged. Moved onto good
road and turned N several hundred yards: moved off
road down into sugar fields and set up CP and bivouac.
Bn MT showed up as darkness settled.

2000 Good chow. C rations. Cooked in dark. Hold, Young
and I made hot chocolate from D rations. BLT 2/22 on
right, 1st Mar Div behind to the south along coast.

4 Apr ‘45

0600 Up and about. Relaxed in AM. Wrote two notes on
message blanks, one to Marilynn and one to folks. Ceo.
Creitz came up, gave out some Choc Malt and took my
letters to mail.

1000 Moved out at about 1000---down to coast and up road
north (main road). Skirmish ahead---dead Nips along
road near blown bridge and number in wooded area right
of road and S of river. Moved on N geveral thousand
vards to Nip village. Supported with tanks and M-7s. :
Skirmish N of village. Casualty from M-7; man had foot (
nangled (Reported to be son of editor or owner of
Chicago Daily HNews),

1600 Set up CP and bivouac S edge of village. Nip in
bivouac; GySgt nearly hit when grenade exploded--
killed Nip with BAR. I acquired rifle and blanket.

1845 Made reconnaissance with Roy Miller and L Co. patrol
westward up onto high ground along dirt road to attempt
to contact 29th Marines. Map wrong--road ended.
Returned to bivouac. Slight rain--slept in "folly”
made from stacked ammo boxes.

S Apr 43
0800 Up and about. Things gquiet; Looked like bivouac for
the day.

0800 Drove back in jeep to beaches---saw Meadows, acquired
blood plasma, blanket; swiped drum of gas. Ran into
Gene Richards in DUEKW and borrowed his combat jacket
Acquired a Nip neon airfield light (portable).

1300 Returned to bivouac area to find only Bn-4 outfit; Bn
had mpoved out. Had K ration. Moved up road in Weasel.
Much troop activity, Many bridges blown. Helped pull
B8x6°s and Recons thru fords around bridges. Finally
caught Bn at fork in road.

1800 Moved ocut on west fork into interior with weapons plt.
of M-7s attached.

1800 Up onto high ground toward nightfall; made confused (.

night bivouac. Dangerous and confused what with 17
horses picked up and used as pack snimals. Spent

b -
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1800

2200

B Apr 45

0500
0700
1300

1700

7 Apr ‘435
0800

1630

8 Apr 45
0800

1700

g Apr ‘45
0730

0900

10 Apr “45

considerable time hobbling horses and arranging
perimeter defense.

Lt. Kurta showed up wounded; shot accidentally in 1leg
by corpsman behind him on march. Lucky stiff! Got
plenty of brandy tc hold him thru night.

Turned in after K rations. Plenty worried sabout
untenable position and 1loss of contact with adjacent
units, However, uneventful night which was fortunate;

we were in a helluva spot for a counterattack!

Up and about. € rations., Moved out early

Moved out and retraced road to flat plain E of fork.
Made bivouac. Men turned out in wheat fields cutting
grain for their sacks. Dug slit trench, filled it with
grain and arranged shelter half over it. Holt bunked
with me. Chavez and Young rigged fancy shelter as did
1stSgt and GySgt.

1stSgt caught and cleaned pig although we did not coock
it then.

Moved out. Approach march back to vicinity of road
junetion. Turned north and took c¢oast road along east
coast for several miles. Made bivouac ocean side of
road behind hill adjacent to farming community.

1st5gt roasted pig. Rigged jungle hammock in trees on
side of hill. Good chow and guiet night. 10 in 1
rations.

Moved out--up c¢oast road short way: turned on road

west and crossed island below Motobu peninsula to East
China Sea. Turned north and marched 20 miles approx.
Ate enroute. K rations. Many horses in unit by now.
Bivouac in valley up from road on right. Rice paddies,
concrete~lined, spring-fed irrigation ditches. Plenty
of clean water for washing. First bath. Rigged jungle
hammock on slope above CP. Panels and firewood gathered
in village on northern edge of bivouac by men. Trouble
concerning looting began---nothing serious. Black-out
tent erected for Colonel Donohoo and Maj. Bird and Roy
Miller. Late that night Bird killed by Colonel’s
runner.

Learned of Major Bird's death from 1st Sgt at morning
chow. Hard to believe. 10-in-1 rations.

Patrols out. Uneventful day. Relaxed. Took jeep ride
up to Regt CP in PM.

11 Apr 45

Remained in area--patrols out. Little activity. Night
rain. It was wet in hammock; trying to sleep--poor
night.

0700
1000

Raining hard. Soaked and cold. Miserable wet morning.
Tried to eat in 1lstSgt’s folly.
Skirmish by patrol--ambush. Wounded brought in.



Raining hard.

1200 Company patrol sent inland on road. Wounded civilians

(2) given plasma under poncho in heavy rain, one a 12
vear old girl. Evacuated.

1500 Returned to CP area. Quiet night--very little rain.
12 A ‘45

0930 Moved out by truck to south coast of Motobu Peninsula.

Bivouac in field adjacent to 4th Bn, 15th Marines
(105 How). West-North-East perimeter defense. Area
Quiet.

1600 Dug slit trench with 1stSgt and GySgt. Slept fair,.
13 Apr °45
(Friday)
0B00 Sniper fire killed one man (L Co. 7). Fatrols sent
out.
1000 Bailey s platocon ambushed. Went up and checked with

1200

1400

2000

Chavez and Lannigan on high ground overlooking valley
and interior mountains.

Patrol formerly pinned down managed to get free and
came out running. Casualties evacuated. Called down
heavy mortar and artillery fire with smoke to aid in
evacuation. Returned to CP area.

Commenced being shelled by Nip 8" naval artillery )
located inland. Very accurate firing; Arty Bn hit
hard; ammo exploded, CP on fire. Evacuated to new CP
Much gear lost. Lost my clothing roll whieh contained
several bottles of whiskey and a good tanker jacket
from USS Nevada. Saved some other peoples equipment,
trailers, clothing rolls, etc.

Ate in dark; slept in slit trench along with 1lstSgt
Noted that heavy piece of shrapnel had fallen in my
slit trench during bombardment. Approx. wt. § lbs.

14 Apr 45

1200

Moved out by truck and returned to previous rest
bivouac. Learned of Roosevelt’'s death in AM. Follies’
still standing. Rerigged jungle hammock.

15 Apr '45

(Sunday)

Moved out, left bivouac, embarked on trucks and went
number of miles north to new and final rest bivouac up

in a valley mile or so inland from coast road. Village
of Hicihi.

Remained this area almost two weeks while carrying out
patrol activities inland and up opposite coast to tip
of Island.

Steep high ground adjacent and south of bivouac from
which tip of island could be seen about 16 miles north.

F4U with US markings on lower edge of wing and Meat
Ball on upper edge shot down by friendly F4Us.

(
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5 May '45
0200

700

Visit by DUKW of Richard’s company and gift of bottle
of brandy. Battalion patrol inland....me in charge

of CP. Denny and I finish brandy that night---feeling
no pain, (Denny Moore).

Preparation and scuttlebutt re: independent landing by
22dMar.

Visit to Engineer outfit to inspect their galley setup.
Hand-made crappers.

Swimming and washing in concrete walled river agueduct
affair. Ice cold water.

Visit to Rgt CP, Red Cross facilities. Mailed rifle
& bayonet honme.

10-in-1 rations, bazcon, hamburgers, etc.
Investigation of village south, Jap flags obtained.

Broke bivouac and embarked aboard trucks for movement
south. Traveled in dark to mask movement of Division.
Arrived at assembly area vicinity of Inubi and bivouac
set up 1in wviecinity of TA 8190. C ratien chow.
Organized area and dug in. Socft ground-sandy loam.
Many trees, cool breeze, somewhat hilly. Very comfort-
able clean area.

Remained in bivouac, assembly area.

1700
1730

9 May “45

Remained in bivouac, assembly area.

Entrucked for movement socuth into lines.

Debarked from trucks after traveling SW {[number] of
miles over winding hilly roads---saw much activity.
Moved in approach march south several miles to viecinity
of Machinato Airfield.

Noon chow on march...

Commenced moving into position on lines relieving 2dBn
7th Marines. K Co. on rt anchored to sea, I Co. on
left along high ground. Backs on cliff below which 81imm
mortars & Army 4.2" chem mortars are dug in. L Co.

Bn reserve and located to rear and in region of village
along coast.

Well established in CP in caves and holes dug into face
of cliff fronting coast. TA 7575-N

Received B" enemy artillery fire from long range SE

No damage, no casualties, uneventful night.

Patrols from I & K Co., out during AM to reconnoiter the
Asa Kawa [river] and bridge. Looked over srea during
day---located knee mortar ammo and attempted to disarm.

-l



Toured Jap trenches and fox holes. Drew long range
rifle fire from SE.
10 May 45
0300 Attack launched to seize 0-a line. Assault elements
I & K Co. crossed Asa Kawa on foot bridge layed by
Engineers during night.
0530 Bridge destroyed by Jap suicide crew.

. ———— Al ——— e —
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Major Bernard William "RBarney” Sresn
CO0, 1st Bn., 4th Reg., Bth Marine Div.
Killed In Action-April 14, 1945
Ckinawa

Submitted by: Bill Pierce, Wpns. Co, 29th Marines

Some of the following was taken from: History Of The Sixth Marine
Division; Edited by Bevan G. Cass,.

On psge 64 of the "Gresn Book", History of the Sixth Marins
Division, The following story is related with regard to Major
"Barney"' Green, Commanding QOfficer, 1lst Bn., 4th Marines.

Mt. Yzsetake..."The excellent observation available permitted the
defenders to site their machine guns and register their mortars
on all likely avenues of approach. Almost invariably thsy weould
allow a squad or platoon of the Marines to cross an open spot
then fire at the platoon following, usually aiming for officers.
It was dangerous to show a map, wave a directing arm or even to
carry a pistol instead of a carbine. The enemy’'s guns and
riflemen could be reached neither by scouts nor flank patrols, so
that it often became necessary to deploy rapidly from what was
really an approach march to an assault formation in order to

carry the attack without interruption. It was like fighting =
chantom enemy. An entire platoon passed cocver one porticn cf a
trail withcut =wvent. Yet when the company Commander came along

with hig Headguarters Secticn, A machine gun suddenly opened up,
killing him zand several cthers.

hattalion commander <(Major B. L. Green) was standing in his
obkservation post with members of his staff. There had been no
shooting for over half an hour in that area, but suddenly from an
adjacent ridge a nambu chattered briefly; the battalion commander
fell dead as three bullets riddled his body. The percentage of
officer casualties in this scrt of fighting was exceedingly high.
The Marines wanted to fight the enemy, they wanted to find a Jap
at the end of their sights, but found nothing tangible. As one
Marine put it, "Jeez, they're all carrying nambus, but where are
they?"

Y B o T L T S e g g S L D T

The date was April 14, 1845. For Major Barney Green the war he
had begun as a Raider in the jungles of Guadalcanal into Tulagi
and Guam, ended on the island of Okinawa, at a place called Mt.
Yaetake, a 700 foot ridge in the northern area of the island. He
would be one of the almost 13,000 American Sailors, Soldiers and
Marines who were killed in the 82 day battle for the Island.

God rest our fallen Warrior. We of the Sixth Marine Division
know the gates of Heaven are surely well guarded.

Bjill Pierce, Wpns Cc, 289th Marines
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MAJOR BERNARD "'BARNEY" GREEN
COMMANDING OFFICER
ist BN - 4th MARINES
6th MARINE DIVISION

KIA APRIL 14, 1945 OKINAWA
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Histeory Cf The First Battalion-Fourth Marine Regiment

Major Bernard W, Green-Commanding Officer

This history of the first battalion, Fourth Marines, Sixth Marine
Division begins in February 1842 when it was redecsignated from
First Battalion, Fifth Marines to the First Separate Battalicn
and attached, as such, to the First Marine Division.

Lieutenant Colonel Meritt A. Edson was Commanding Officer and
Major Samuel B. Griffith, Executive Officer of the Battalion.

The Battalion began it’'s training in Quantico, Virginia and in
March of that year was redesignated First Marine Raider
Battalion. Shortly thereafter the Battalion boarded troop trains

and shipped across country to the San Diego area. The forward
echelon embarked abocard troop transports in April and arrived the
latter part of the month in American Samosza. In July the rear

echelon, composed of D Company, under the coemmand of Major Samuel
B. Griffith, arrived.

Training was continued until! the Battalion embarked late in July
for New Caledonia, where they engaged in the final phase of
training.

The latter part of July 1842, the First Marine Raider Battalion
embarked for Guadalcanal, B.S5.I., to participate in the Ffirst

allied offencsive of World War Il against the enemy in the Pacific
area.

The morning of 7 August, 1942, & successful landing was made zn
Tulagi, B.S$.I. in conjunction with the First Marine Divisicn's
landing on Guadalcanal.

Tulagi proved to be a bitter battle against a determined enemy.
The enemy force, consisting of a reinforced battalion of the
Japanese special naval landing force (approximately 800 men) was
defeated and the Island secured 1in four days., After the Island
was secured, the Battalion did heavy patrelling on Florida
Izlands for asbout four days, but found only a few scattered enemy
groups.

The Battalion was then moved to Guadaleanal and bivouacked in the
Lunga area in Division reserve. It was moved up on the lines and
played a major part in the battle of Lunga Ridge. If this Ridge
had not been held, Henderson Air Field would probably have been
lost. For their outstanding performance and bravery Lt Col.
Meritt A. Edseoen &and Major Kenneth D. Bailey, commanding “C”
Company, received the Congressional Medal Of Honor. In July, Lt.
Col. Edson was promoted to Colonel and Major Griffith to Lt.
Colonel.

After the hattle of Lunga Ridge, Colonel Edson was given command
of the Fifth Marines, First Marine Div., and Lt. Col. CGriffith
became Commanding Officer of the First Marine Raider Battalion,



until he was wounded 27 September, 1842 and sevasgated o
destination unknown and on 28 September 1842, Captain Ira J.
Irwin took command.

8 September 1842 the Battalion made a raid from auxiliary
personnel destroyers at Tasimboko, Guadalcanal, B.S.I. and
destroyed artillery pieces and great quantities of ammunition
which had been 1landed by a reinforcing Japanese artillery
regiment. Two companies, A and E Companies, made a patrol to
Savo Island; No Japanese were encountered. The Battalion also

participated in the first and second battle of the Matanikau
River. )

The Battalion was embarked aboard ship on the night of October
12-13th, and arrived in Noumeau, New Caledonia 17 October 1842.
On 25 November 1942 The Battalion sailed to Wellington, New
Zealand for liberty and then returned to New Caledonia 10 January
1943 for another period of training.

Lt. Col. Sam Griffith returned toc duty 14 December 1342 and
assumed command of the Battalion. On 27 April 1943 Major Charles
L. Banks Jjoined the Battalion and assigned duties as the
Executive Officer. Replacements were received, which brought the
Battalion up te strength.

On 28 May 1943 the Battalion embarked for Guadalcanal for another

four weeks training Period, Prior to embarkation for a new
theater of operation. At 0130, 5 July 1943 it landed at Rice
Anchorage on New Georgia, B.S.I.. The Battalion at this time was

an organic part of the First Marine Raider Regiment commanded by
Colonel Harry B. Liversedge, USMC.

A successful landing was made despite the shelling delivered by
two enemy l2cm coastal guns located at Enogai and the sinking of
the USS Strong, an escorting destroyer, by a torpedo presumably
fired by an enemy submarine. Native guides and members of a
First Battalion recon party led by Captain Clay A. Beyd, met the
troops on the beach and led them to an assembly area in the dark
jungle. At dawn the First Harine Raider Battalion began it’'s
march on Enogai, followed by the Third Battalion, 148th Infantry,
U.3. Army.

The March overland was extremely difficult. Because of rains,
the trail was covered with mud and swamps and the rivers were
raging torrents. Due to these conditions supplies were very

difficult to bring up during the operation and great and untold
hardships were experienced by the troops because of acute food
and water shortages. The first evening, contact was made, 7 July

1943, at Maranusa, an enemy outpost on Enogai inlet. When
contact was made the Battalion was in battalion column, D-C-B-
and A Company. D Company was immediately deployed across the

trail and G Company deployed on the ridge to the left.



Only very light opposition was met and shortly overcome. Marine
gunner Angus D. Goss, USMC was ordered to advance to Triri with
his demolition platoon; seize and hold high ground there. As
they entered the clearing at Triri, Japs began to come out of the
native shacks and Goss' platoon fell back 100 yards to the south
bank of the creek. "D" Company crossed upstream west of the
demolition platoon and flanked the enemy, approximately one
platoon, who fled leaving 10 killed, including one cfficer and
one wounded.

A perimeter defense was set up around the native shacks, high
ground and the well at Triri by D-C-and B Companies, and A4
Company placed in reserve. At dawn the next day, 8 July 1843, D
Company combat patrol under Lt. Bennie M. Bunn [were] to ambush
the trail leading to Enocgai.

Contact was made with an estimated company of enemy on the
Bairoko trail by D Company, and a heavy fire fight ensued frem
0700 to 1100. At 1000 C Company passed through D Company and the
Japanese fell back a short distance. At 1200, C Company
disengaged as K Company, Third Battalion, 145 Infantry Regiment
.took over the position.

"B Company patrcl made no contact on Enogail trail, and the
Battalion moved out toward Encgai. The trail led into impassable
mangrove swanps, and at 1500 a decision was made to return to
Triri and seek a new trail the following day. Intensity of the
fire fight on the Bairoko trail increased at 1800 and twe Army

Companies began to fall back. First Marine Raider Bsattalion's
demolition platoon was committed to bolster the line. Marine
gurner John E. Kennedy led a combat patrol arocund the enemy’'s

left flank and into his rear. The enemy was surprised completely
and withdrew immediately, leaving twenty dead.

At 1500 native scouts reported location of a trail leading north
towards Enogali on high ground west of a mangrove swamp. The
Battalion took up the march the next morning, 19 July 1943 to a
point overlooking Enogai Point. Three companies with Company A
on the left, B Company on the right, and C Company in the center,
were deployved as contact was made with the enemy; D Company was
held in reserve. The advance was continued against enemy
resistance to the bluff overlcocoking Enogai.

10 July 1943 the assault on Enogai, with the companies deployed
as above, was launched. The left flank of A Company was pinned
down and at about 1000, the first platoon, D Company, commanded
by Lt. Thomas Pollard, was ordered to make a passage of lines
through A Company and continue the attack.

Lt. Pollard launched a determined attack and cleared the left
flank of the enemy. The attack had such force that it carried cn
to the rear of the enemy holding up B Company’'s advance, and ths
enemy was routed. Thiz furious action broke the main ensmy
resistance and Enogail Inlet was secured 11 July 1843. At 1800,



10 July 1943, L Company, Third Battalion 145th Infantry Regiment
arrived from Triri with water and food. Qur men had no water or
food for some thirty hours. For his outstanding performance and

Bravery, Lt. Pollard was awarded the Army Distinguished Service
Cross.

Four enemy coastal defense guns and many 13mm and 30 caliber
anti-aircraft guns, together with quantities of rations, clothing
and all types of ammunition were captured.

Heavy patrolling was then done and the enemy positions at Bairocko
were scouted. On the 20th of July, the assault on Bairoko began,
with the First Marine Raider Regiment moving in column of
Battalions. The First Marine Raider Battalion was followed by
the Fourth Raider Battalion, B and D Companies in assault.
Contact was made with the enemy at 1000 and a fierce battle
began. The enemy was driven back to the very edge of Bairoko
Harbor, but held. The Fourth Marine Raider Battalion, which was
commnitted on the left, had great difficulty advancing against

enemy pillboxes and concealed machine guns. At 1700 Colonel
Liversedge ordered the attack to cease and a slight withdrawal
was made to a defensive position. At 0400 there was an enemy
counter-attack of small strength which was repulsed. The next
day, 21 July 1843, it was decided to with-draw to Enogai. Qur
casualties had been very severe and there was a great number
wounded needing medical attention and evacuation. The force
withdrew to Enogal. The wounded were evacuated by PBY's and
AFC 's.

Enemy aircraft bombed the First Harine Raider Battalion's
positions nearly every night during the entire New Georgisa
campaign. There was heavy Japanese barge traffic at night during
this period. P.T. boats were ineffective against these barges.

About the ninth of August, contact was made with the 37th
Infantry Division of the U.S. Army, who were moving on Bairoko
Harbor from Munda. Reconnaissance patrols found that the Japs
had evacuated Baircke. Large amounts of enemy material were
captured including many trucks and automobiles, but much of this
had been damaged by the enemy. It was found that elements of the
Bth and 7th Xure Special Naval Landing Force had garrisoned

Enogai and Bairoko. The First Marine Raider Battalion embarked
APD’'s and landed at Tetere, Guadalcanal, B.S.I. the 30th of
August. Shortly afterward the Battalion embarked for New

Caledonia and from there was sent to Auckland, New Zealand for
liberty.

23 September 1843, Lieutenant Col. Samuel B. Griffith, II, was
detached and Major Charles L. Banks, USMC, took over command of
the Battalion. Major John T. Rooney, USMC, joined the Battallicn
14 Qctober 1943 and assumed duties as executive officer. The
First Marine Raider Battalion returned to New Caledonia;
replacements were received, and training was resumed January
1844. In February the First Marine Raider Bn. was redesignated



The First Bn., Fourth Marines, Feinforced, The FBRegime=ntal
Commanding Officer was Lt. Col. Ssmuel Puller, USMC.

In March 1844 the Battalicon participated in the Fourth Marines
occupation of Emirau in the St. Mathias Group. No eneny
opposition was  met. Upon returning to Guadalcanal the latter
part of April, training was resumed. 25 April 1944, the Fourth
Marines reinforced and the Twenty Second Marines Reinforced, were
organized into the First Provisional Marine Brigade, commanded by
Brigadier General Lemuel C. Shepherd USMC. I May, prior to
embarking for a theater of operations, Major Charles L. Banks was
promoted to Lt. Col. and was relieved as commanding officer by
Major Bernard M. Green USMC. Major John T. Rooney, USMC was
detached to Regimental Weapons Company.

30 May 1944, The First Provisional Marine Brigade embarked abcard
APA's and LST s to participate in the liberation of Guam. On the
morning of 21 July 1944 the First Battalion, Fourth Marineg,

First Provisional Brigade landed on Japanese held Guam, M.I. with
twe companies in assault; B Company on the left, "A" Company con
the right. Sgt. Robert J. DeTemple ¢f the first platccn B

Company, planted the colors on Guam as he hit the beach with the
first assault wave at CE25.

Although stiff opposition was met from enemy pillboxes, the twc
ccmpanies were able to move through the opposition approximately
700 yards inland before the third assault wave hit the beach.
This fine work =allowed the reserve Company, C Company, rocm to
come in, organize gQuickly, swing to the right flank and move
toward their objective, Hill 40 and Bangi Point. At 1000, A and
B Company advanced tc the 0-1 line and the Battalion was secured.

The enemy made a determined counter-attack on "A" Company s right
flank and C Company’'s left flank. The tanks were called up and
the counter-attack was turned back with heavy losses to the enemy
at 1400. B Company ran into heavy opposition it's right flank as
they continued to advance to the 4R-1 line toward the west slope
of Mt. Alifan. Right after the counter-attack was repulsed on
Hill 40, K Company. Third Battalion, Fourth Marines relieved C
Company and C Company reverted to regimental reserve. Difficulty
was experienced by B Company as they tried to make contact with
the Second Battalion Fourth Marines on it’'s right, but contact
was finally made at about 1300. "A" and B Company reached 4R-1
line and prepared to dig in for the night. B Company set up a
road bloeck on Harmon Road. A detachment of about 100 engineers,
commanded by Lt. George L. Carter, were placed in the front line
to help plug a gap in the line. Lt. Clinton B. Eastment,
Battalion Plans and Operations Officer led them up the west slope
of Mt. Alifan and acssigned them a sector between the right flank
and the left flank of B and "A" Company, respectively.

At approximately 2300 the enemy came over Mt. Alifan in force and
launiched repeated furious counter-attacks against "A" Company and
the Engineer detachment positions throughout the night. Third



platoon, "A" Company and the Engineers suffered heavy casualties
but held their positions and took a terrible toll of the enemy as
they repulsed each attack.

Small groups of enemy did infiltrate through our lines and roved

behind the lines all the way back to the beach. Sixteen of the
enemy infiltrate to the right of the Battalion CP but were
liquidated the following morning. During the first ten days of

conflict the Battalion lost heavily in officers killed and
wounded. Lt. Charles R. McAllister and Lee N. Minier were killed
and Lt. Roger A Smith, Richard F. Ladd, and 