WHISTLE THE DEVIL

By

David |. Garrett, Jr.



Tomy children

Nancy and David I 11
and
To the good and brave men

with whom | have served.

At the urging of friends and family, | am sdting out herein an outline of my
military service during World War 1l and notes on some of my more memorable combeat
experiences.

Then, as now, the Good Lord protected and guided me and those with whom |
sarved. Although my unit suffered as high as fifty percent casudties in one operation, not

oneof my men waskilled in combat.



“Beyond the path of the outmost sun through utter
darkness hurled —
Farther than ever comet flared or vagrant star-dust
swirled —
Live such asfought and salled and ruled and loved

and made our world.

kkhkkkkkkkk*k

They take their mirth in the joy of the Earth - they
dare not grieve for her pain.
They know of toil and the end of tail; they know God's
Law isplan;
So they whidtle the Devil to make them sport who know
that Snisvan.

kkhkkkkkkkk*k

‘Barrack — Room Ballads', by Rudyard Kipling



Preamble

With the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, and the entry of
the United States into World War 1I, our role in the scheme of world affairs, both in war
and in peace, was forever changed. The lifestyles of my generation became just a
memory - “the way we were”.

At the time, | was a sophomore a LSU, a member of the ROTC and preparing to
go into the Advanced program, leading to an Army commisson. As part of this program,
in April 1942, we were enlisted in the Army Enlised Reserve, as Privates. Immediately
after Pearl Harbor, | and severd of my classmates had attempted to enlist in one or more
of the active services, but were turned down for lack of parenta consent, our being only
eighteen years old. Enlisiment in the Reserves got us “signed up”.

We began the Advanced program in June 1942, and were to go straight through to
completion, without breaks or vacations. By September, | knew that this was going to be
a long haul and that | would not see active duty for a long time. | left school and
volunteered for active duty as a Private, with the hope of getting a chance to go to Officer
Candidate School and get my commisson ahead of my class. Also, though it may sound
idedidtic, | fet that | could be a better officer if | had persond knowledge of the life and
problems of an enliged man. | fed tha this proved true, but admit that, a the time, |
probably did not fully appreciate the odds of accomplishing my plan.

Some of my friends and my family have suggested and requested that | record
some of my World War 1l experiences. Set forth herein is a chronologica record, generd
and specific, of some of these experiences which are thought will be of interest to the

reader. Some combat experiences are detailed. Others are reviewed in generdl.



96'" Division October, 1942

My orders to active duty came in late September, 1942, | reported to Camp
Beauregard, near Alexandria, in October and in due course was assigned, aong with a
troop train load of other recruits and inductees, to the 96 Division, newly activated,
dationed at Camp Adair, Oregon, just south of Salem. Our troop train traveled across the
southwestern United States and up the West Coadt, arriving a Camp Adair in aout a
week.

On ariva, | was assigned to Company F, 382" Infantry, a rifle company. The
Company commander was a Captain Waggoner, from South Caroling, and when he
interviewed me, he asked me wha a man with my training, education and IQ score was
doing volunteering as a Private. | told him of my plan, that | was there to learn about the
Army, and looked forward to being among the first sdected from the Divison to go to
Officer Candidate Schoal.

He designated me as an Acting Corporad and assigned me to the Second Platoon.
As an “Acting Gadget’, | took a lot of verba hazing from the Regular Army cadre.
However, it was my good fortune to be associated with these experienced Non-Comms ,
and once | had time and a chance to prove mysdf, dl went very well. In a month or s0 |
made Corpord for red, then Sergeant, a& age nineteen and the youngest man in the ouitfit,
and was Platoon Sergeant of the Second Platoon thereafter. My Platoon was made up of
good men who respected me and were good to work with and train. There were some

memorable characters.

Private Howard had been drafted out of the mountains of Kentucky and redly had
never been out of his home area before. He was perhaps thirty-five years old, very shy
and the outsde world was a compete mystery to him. A dow but willing learner, he often
needed hdp with ralling his full fiedd pack, getting his gear ready for ingpection and the
like, and | aways tried to hep him mysdf. A lot of people laughed a Howard, but after



we went to the rifle range, they quit laughing. He was a crack shot with the M-1 and
made music with the Browning Automatic Rifle.

Sooner or later, the Regimentad Commander would come around to ingpect the
troops in training, an event which placed everybody front and center. Sure enough, the
Colond stopped in front of Howard. Captain Waggoner went cold. The Colond asked
Howard who his Battdion Commander was. “Sergeant Garrett,” replied Howard. The
Colone got the same reply to inquiries as to the names of his Regimentd Commander

and Divison Commander.

Finishing his ingpection, The Colond complimented Cagptain Waggonner on the
gatus of the training and the appearance of the troops. Relieved, the Captain asked if the
Colonel would like to ingpect any other areas. The Colond replied, “No, but | sure would
like to meet Sergeant Garrett.”

Meddin was a draftee from Texas or New Mexico, not too fluent in the English
language, more than somewhat unhgppy with Army life and, as a result, often having a
hard time and giving others a hard time. After one of his misdeeds, | used my best hdting
Spanish to firmly head him off. We had no more trouble, and he became a good soldier.
He probably just needed someone he could relate to.

We had a man who had been a traveling preacher, out of Tennessee or Kentucky,
perhaps thirty to thirty-five years old, who was a red woodsman and outdoorsman. |
learned a lot about living in the outdoors from him, making a bed out of tree boughs,
getting a fire with wet wood, staying warm under winter conditions and other most useful
skills. He aso introduced me to the 91% Psdlm, which he called the “ Soldier’s Psam”.

“Tex” English was a happy—go-lucky, blond headed young man who took to the
light machine gun like a duck to water. His favorite expresson was “Heaven is my home.
I’m just passing through.” | later learned that Tex was killed in the Leyte Idand invasion



The weather in that part of Oregon in the winter of 1942-1943 was awful. Every
day brought more rain. We lived in the rain and it was not a al uncommon for us to
gpend the night in the fidd, deeping inthe rain. It was dl part of the training.

We had some snow. One particularly heavy snowfdl came while we were out in
the fidd on wha was origindly intended as a three or four day exercise. The show got
about knee-high in the flats and we couldn't get back to camp and supplies and food
couldn’t get to us from camp. We had an interesting week.

Basc Training continued until about the end of January, and by then we were
beginning to shape up to expectations, but continued with advance training in various

areas.

In early 1943, | made agpplication for Officer Candidate School and in due time
gopeared before a Board of Review of Officers for an interview and evauation. One of
the officers on the Board was Jerry Hightower, who had played footbal at LSU. He was

kind enough to compliment me on my appearance before the Board and my sense of
humor. This was maost encouraging.

In early May, the 96" was transferred to Ft. Lewis, Washington, near Tacoma.
Wha a changel We moved into permanent barracks, a great improvement over the
temporary buildings we had a Camp Adair, the weether was perfect, cool and clear, with
sow covered Mount Ranier in full view, and a smal beer garden right next to the

Company area. The hillswere covered with fir and spruce and, al in dl, it was very nice.

In late May, my orders came through to report to Officer Candidate School at Ft.
Benning, Georgia the firs week in June. My plan was working. My time as an enlised
man, paticulaly my experience as a Non-commissoned Officer, was invduable to me.
When you have men under your command, they are entrusted to your care in every
respect. It is your responghility to see that they are properly trained and quadified to do
the job they are cdled upon to do, and, as an essentia quality of a leader, you must never



cdl upon one of them to do anything you would not do or attempt to do yoursdf. In the
last verse of his poem The ‘Eathen, Rudyard Kipling dates a truism - “but the backbone

of the Army is the non-commissioned man.”

Fort Benning Columbus, Georgia June, 1943

In late May, having received orders to report to Officers Candidate School the
fird week in June, | asked for a short leave, to dlow me to stop off a home in Monroe
for a few days, turned in my gear to the Company Supply Room and left Fort Lewis for
the South.

Rather than wait around a couple of days for Army authorized transportation, |
went to the railroad station and asked for a ticket to take me as far as possble without
changing. Due to wartime travel, | was not able to get a ticket dl the way through but
went from Tacoma to Portland, Oregon, to Denver on the Portland Rose. Our chair car
was somewhat aged, as was much of the rolling stock pressed into service by the
rallroads, with plush maroon upholstery and hanging lamps which were probably oil
burners a one time. From Denver to Dadlas | rode the Texas Zephyr, a very modern train
a the time, getting aboard just as it was pulling out of the gtation. From Ddllas, | changed
trans again for Shreveport, al of this with severd close connections and additiond ticket
purchases dong the way. Fortunatdly, | came draght through, without any layovers.
From Shreveport, he best | could do was a bus to Monroe, but | was home for a few

days.

When | left Fort Lewis, we were in winter uniforms and wearing our overcoas at
night to walk the two or three blocks to the Post Theater. Coming to the South brought a
change in the weather. After a few very hgppy days in Monroe with my family and
friends, and acquiring some summer uniforms, | took the tran again, this time for

Columbus, Georgia and Fort Benning.



| reported to Fort Benning a few days before my twentieth birthday, was assigned
to an Officer Candidate Company which was being formed, drew some bedding from the
supply room, moved into the barracks and began to check out the set-up.

Our baracks, like others in the Training Area, were of the usud temporary
design, two story wooden dructures, with a large, open squad room on each floor, but
well kept, clean and airy. They were painted white on the outsde, which served to reflect
the heat in the Georgia climate, as contrasted to the olive drab exteriors in Oregon, and
unpainted on the indde. Beds were standard army cots, lined up dong each long wal of
the squad room, heads to the wall, a smdl double shef with hanging rod a the head of
each and footlockers at the foot of each. Rifle racks stood on the floor down the center of

the room. | chose a spot about midway of the room on the firgt floor.

All of the candidates to make up our company did not arrive a the same time, and
we did not complete our roster for a few days, during which time we remained on post.
The company mess hal was not open, but we had access to the post exchange and to a
nearby cafeteria We took the time to relax and get to know each other.

At about this time, LIFE magazine caried a good pictorid article on the officer
candidate traning program a Fort Benning. It documented the thoroughness and
toughness of the course, both physicd and mentd. When our group was complete, we
were divided into platoons, introduced to our training officers, issued equipment and
supplies and the work began.

Our days were long and full. We rose early, fel out for roll call, had breskfast, got
the barracks in order and fdl out again for the beginning of the day’s training. Training
was both in theory and in practice, classsoom ingtruction, demongrations, field exercises,
day and night, lots of vigorous physica exercise, not the least of which was the obstacle
course, familiarization firing of al the badc infantry wegpons and indruction in and
practica application of command respongibilities.



Field demondrations included live firing of atilley and mortars, as wdl as
demondtrations by school troops of infantry tactical formations and operations. On one of
our night exercises, they hit us with tear gas, to test us on the use of our gas masks. In
that heet, it was not much fun, but quite redidtic.

After supper each day, we had classoom ingruction in such subjects as map
reading or study hdl for a couple of hours. A joke went around that a student dropped his
pencil in a map reading dass leaned over to pick it up and missed two years of
trigonometry.

An atempt to mention dl of the areas of indruction would be impractical, but
auffice it to say that the program was most well planned and organized and that the
indruction was top notch. Much of the ingruction would seem to have required more
forma education than some of the Sudents had, but the indructors imparted the
necessary in every case.

Our group included an ROTC dlass from Cdifornia, of which Bob Waterfidd, a
wel known footbal star and married to Jane Russl, the movie star, was a member. She
came to Fort Benning with him, lived in town and occasiondly came out to vist Bob or
go to the movies. She spent a good ded of time at the Officers Club on the main post.
We usudly had Saturday afternoon and Sunday off, so Bob did get to spend some time
with hiswife

After about two months, my class from LSU showed up and was billeted in an
area close to our company area. | got to vidt with them and found that, while our course
was three months, changes had been made and their course was to be four months. That
meant that | would be commissoned some four months ahead of them. My plan had
worked. The odds must have been terrific, but, with the help of the Good Lord, | did it.

We graduated the first week in September, were commissioned second lieutenants

and ordered to Camp Stewart, a& Macon, Georgia for orientation and assgnment. We
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were adso given about a week’s leave before reporting to Stewart, so | got in another visit
home. Although | had no word of it a the time, Tom Terry Milliken, from Bastrop, a
member of my dass a LSU, came home with the information that | had finished fird in
my class a Benning. | had the opportunity to stay on as an Indructor, or to attend he
Advanced course, but | wanted to get back to the troops.

As | recdl, some twenty-five percent of the men who sarted out in our class did
not make it through the course. It was about as tough as it could get, but we were

prepared as best we could be for what lay ahead.

31% “Dixie’ Division October, 1943

Quite a few of the members of my class from Fort Benning reported to Camp
Sewart for “orientation” and assgnment. Orientation was, | believe, another term for

giving ustime to get used to being brand new second lieutenants.

A number of us were assigned to the 31% Division, stationed at Camp Pickett, near
Blackstone, Virginia The 31% had been a Nationd Guard divison, which had been
activated early on, and was made up in large pat of men from Louisana, Missssppi,

Georgiaand Florida.

One of our group had a car, a 1937 Chevrolet sedan, and at the end of our two
weeks a Stewart, four of us pooled our travel dlowance funds and took off for Virginia
in early October. Arriving at the 31¥, | was assigned to the Anti-Tank Company of the
167" Infantry Regiment as a Platoon Leader and reported in.

The officer compliment condsted of the Company Commander, a Captain, an
Executive Officer, a First Lieutenant, and four Platoon Leaders, two Rrd Lieutenants and
two Second Lieutenants. Lt. Bruce, the Exec, and | wound up rooming together in the
Bachelor Officers Quarters while we were at Pickett.
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We were equipped with 57 mm Anti-Tank guns, with three-quarter ton trucks as
prime movers. These guns fired a sSx-pound projectile a a muzzle velocity of twenty-
nine hundred feet per second, compared to the muzzle velocity of a round fired from an
M-1 rifle, twenty-seven hundred fifty feet per second. They were of course crew served

and were quite effective.

| commanded the Second Platoon and had as my Platoon Sergeant one of the
finest soldiers | encountered in my entire service, Sergeant Johnny Robertson. As soon as
| took over the Platoon, | explained to him that | had in fact just been a Platoon Sergeant
in a Rifle Company, told him of my background and we became very close from the dart.
This was pay-off on my prior experience, as | had hoped for.

The 31% was a this time beng brought up to full strength and undergoing
additiond training to top off its readiness for moving to an active Thester of Operations.

The weather in Virginia was wonderful. The ar was clear and cool, there was
relatively little ran and we had a few light snowfals It was quite a contrast to the winter
westher in Oregon.

Lynchburg, Virginia was some seventy miles from Pickett and my firs coudn,
Mary Moss Madison, was atending Sweetbrier College there. Whenever | could get a
long weekend, | rode the Norfolk and Western over for alittle civilization.

We undertook extensve training in map reading, compass courses, nighttime
operations, wegpons firing, in specid areas such as handling land mines and booby traps
and in other specid skills we might be called upon to use. Redism was introduced by
such exercises as crawling on our stomachs through the mud for some one hundred fed,
while live machine gun fire was directed some four or five feet over our heads. Safety
precautions were of course enforced, but we did get the effect and feding of the red
thing. It should be noted that a bullet coming close to you, unless it is a ricochet, makes a
cracking sound, rather than whining.



In November, we began amphibious training, firs on dry land, climbing up and
down wooden towers, smulating the side of a ship, on @go nets and chain ladders. We
would climb up some thirty feet, while a couple of men took hold of the bottom of the net

and shook it, to Smulate action of the waves.

We then moved to the Little Creek training area near the Norfolk Navy Base for
actud amphibious training. This was a wel planned program and included loading and
unloading operations with various types of landing craft, large and smdl, as wdl as
getting wet up to our necks in Chesapeake Bay, arather cool experiencein November.

The Navy had postioned a ship out in Chesgpeske Bay for use in ingruction in
loading personnd and equipment on and off landing craft. Here we got the first red

experience with cargo nets and chain ladders.

Our find exercise was a mock invason of the Maryland shore of the Bay. We
went aboard this ship one day, with al our gear, spent the night on board, got up the next
morning well before first light and had breskfast and a briefing on the operation. We
dept, ate and were briefed under red lights, which alowed us to see better when we went
out into the dark.

At the scheduled time, we went over the sde, down the cargo nets and into the
LCVPs (Landing Craft Vehicle/Personnd), rendezvoused with the other landing craft and
made the run for the beach. When the landing craft got to the beach, the ramp was
dropped and we went ashore with plenty of rebel yels and fanfare. Once ashore, we
assembled our vehicles, equipment and personnel, loaded up and drove back to Camp
Pickett.

Knowing that we would be shipping out soon, | took a short leave in early

December and came back to Monroe for a few days. No mention was made of it, of
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course, but we dl knew that 1 would not get back again before going oversess. This did
not dim our enjoyment of my time home.

In early February, we were ordered to the Port of Embarkation, Hampton Roads,
Virginia. We spent a few days there and then went aboard a Dutch merchant marine ship,
the Kota Inten, bound for we knew not where. Once under way, we learned that our
destination was New Guinea, by way of the Panama Canad and alot of the Pacific Ocean.

Oro Bay, New Guinea March, 1944

We saled from Hampton Roads, Virginia, down the East Coast of the United
States, through the Caribbean, through the Panama Cand and out into the Pecific. The
westher was cool at first, but once we reached the Pacific, the heat set in. Sleeping in a
litle “dateroom” of some eight by fourteen feet with eght other officers, with nine
bunks, sx stacked on one side and three on the other, became quite uncomfortable. The
ship was of course blacked out, with no air coming in the portholes. We wound up most
nights deeping on deck, with our mattress pads and ponchos. Days were not bad, as there

was dways a good breeze blowing and we would be outside.

Enlisted men bunked below decks, in rows of bunks stacked four and five high.
Many of them chose to deep topsde dso. The “comforts of home’ did not exis. Only
two meds a day were served. The officers ate in the ship's ward room and the food was
farly good. The troops were fed by way of chow lines and this food was adso as good as
could be expected.

We did our best to keep dl hands active, mentdly and physcdly, with classes
such as map reading, arcraft identification and other skills, and with daly cdisthenics
The days grew long and somewhat boring, but we had some reading materia and a lot of
tal tades were swapped. When we crossed the International Date Line, we had a big
ceemony and initiation and dl hands became “Shelbacks’ and received identification
cads as such. The Kota Inten was not escorted, but sailed adone the whole trip after
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leaving the Panama Cand. After a nonstop trip of forty-three days, we reached New

Guinea.

Our origind destination was Goodenough Idand, off the northeast coast of New
Guines, but, due to an outbreak of scrub typhus there, we were diverted to Oro Bay,
farther up the coast to the North and West, the area in which the Battle of Buna had taken

place earlier.

The troops which had come over on the Kota Inten, together with other elements
of the Divison as they arived, were deployed to an area severd miles inland, near the
village of Dobadura. We st up in a dte which had earlier been occupied by eements of
the Firs Cavdry Divisgon, which had moved on North. The terrain here was flat and we
were in alarge open, grassy area, bordered by light jungle growth.

We edablished our Company aea near Regimentd Headquarters, st up
pyramida tents for the troops and the officers and began to get settled into what would be
our base camp for our day in this staging area.

The Divison was spread out over a rather large area. By the time we arrived, Oro
Bay had become a “mdting pot” of American and Audraian forces. A good network d
decent roads had been built and there were a couple of argtrips. Some supply facilities
had been established, as well as communication networks.

Oro Bay was a tha time pat of British New Guinea, and we were pad in
Audrdian currency. An Audrdian pound was worth one dollar and sixty cents.

We were not located very near any active native settlements, but a few natives
passed dong the roads each day, going about their business. Most wore a minimum of
clothing and very few of the women wore anything above the wais.

Our traning continued and we spent a lot of time on physicd conditioning,
getting used to the climate and getting the fed of the jungle.
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About this time, | got word of a specid unit being formed by MacArthur, the
Alamo Scouts, whose job it would be to go in on idands prior to an invason, to scout out
the dtuaion on the ground. When | expressed an interest in this unit and sought some
information from the Regimentd Intdligence Officer and gave him some more
information on my background and training, he told me that he couldn't let me go.
Instead, a age twenty, | was sdected to recruit, tran and lead a unit of Regimenta
Scouts, to act as a soecid drike force and intelligence gathering group behind Japanese

lines.

| was given my pick of any twenty men in the Regiment and a free hand in
equipping and training the unit. After interviewing men from dl the various units who
volunteered, | took two or three from Anti-Tank Company, induding Sergeant
Robertson, and filled out the quota with a fine group of men. We were affectionately,
dubbed the * Jungle Platoon”.

Before actudly transferring these men and assembling the Jungle Platoon, | had
the opportunity to attend a jungle wafae and surviva school conducted by the
Audrdians a Higaura Government Saion, in the foothills of the Owen Sanley
Mountains. In addition to the school, the Station operated a pena colony for native

prisoners convicted of serious felony and capita crimes.

The Augtrdian officer in charge was a Leftenant Irdand, formerly of the 39"
Austradian, which had come over the Owen Stanleys to relieve MacArthur’'s forces a the
Baitle of Buna. A contingent of Native Police was quartered a the Station, including a
Sergeant Sonobe, who had led the 39" out of a complete encirdlement by the Japanese
two days in successon. For this he was awarded the Victoria Cross, the highest
decoration given by the Australian government.
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These “Police Boys’, as they were known, wore short deeve “T shirts’ and knee
length shorts of light weight wool, piped with reddish orange bands & the neck and cuffs.
They carried Enfield rifles and sdearms and were barefooted at dl times.

They were of course experts a tracking, jungle lore, stedth and dl related sKills.
Often when we would be gtting around the fire & night, or taking near our tents, you
would glance around and find one of them squaiting within a foot of you and you would
not have heard a sound as he came up. One of the exercises held by the school involved
our being given one hour to hide and then having the Police Boys find us. It took them
less than ten minutes to find dl of us. They then took ten minutes to hide and we never
found one of them.

Each afternoon a sundown the Police Boys would hold a retreat ceremony, lower
the flag and march back to ther quarters in a column of twos, with rifles “a the dope’,
the only sound as they passed being the rustle of bare feet in the dudt, It was an

impressive sght.

Our training was directed a skills that we would need to survive under combat
conditions in a jungle environment, both offensve and defensve, a deding with the
natives and generdly to familiarize us with conditions we could expect to encounter as
we moved up into the combat areas. We dso learned a little “Pidgin Engligh”, to dlow us
to communicate to some degree with the natives.

We learned what wild fruits, nuts and plants were edible and which ones to avoid.
We learned something of poisonous insects and reptiles and what to do if these were
encountered. The water in most of the sreams was naturdly purified by passng over
rocky stream beds and through sunlight, but we what learned what precautions to take.

To gmulae combat conditions, one exercise involved our passng through a
vadley between two hills and having percusson grenades thrown down towards us, but
not close enough to harm us, to get the fed of fire and explosionsin the jungle.
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All in dl, the course offered a the school was quite vigorous and most helpful in
preparing us for what we were to later face. On returning to the regiment, | began
tranderring the members of the Jungle Plaoon and assembling and equipping the unit.
We were quartered near regimental headquarters and shared its mess and other facilities.
After getting everybody together and a week or so of “shake down” time, we began our
Specidized training.

Just about the time we got started, Sergeant Robertson was accepted for Officer
Candidate School in Audrdia and left us. We hated to lose him, but this was good for
him. Emphass was placed on wegpons, “hand to hand” fighting, map reading, including
some indruction in Jgpanese mgp symbols and interpretation, jungle living, amphibious
operations and other peciaized skills we might need.

For one training period, we st up camp on the beach near where part of the Battle
of Buna had taken place. As pat of this exercise, we conducted familiarization training
in the use of rubber boats for putting men ashore in smdl groups. One night when we
were coming in to the beach in practice, | swung my leg over the side to drop into the
water just as a fluorescent stresk cut past me. At first | thought my paddie had made the
streak, but redized that a shark had made a pass a my leg! We had to go in to knee deep
water before we could shake him.

By the time we moved up the coast to our first combat area, we had accomplished
a lot. In July, we got the word that we were moving up the Maffin Bay region, on the
northwest coast of New Guinea. There was still some activity in the area, but our position
was to be defendve as wdl as offendve, the latter congsting mainly of combat and

intelligence gathering patrols.
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M affin Bay, New Guinea July, 1944

Leaving Oro Bay in convoy with other ships and landing craft carrying other units
and personnel, we moved up the northwest coast for some three days. The trip up to
Maffin Bay was by way of LS’s (Landing Ship Infantry), which we boarded on the
beach near Buna. As | was wading out into the surf to go up the boarding ladder,
someone behind me yeled out “Sonny ..... Sonny Garrett!” That had to be somebody
from home. | turned around and there stood Jack Masur, the firg man | had seen from
Monroe. He had on a bathing suit made from an old G.l. towel and was sunburned dark
brown. We were able to vist for a few minutes before | boarded. He had been Sationed
farther up the coast, had seen Bobby Oliver and was now temporarily a Oro Bay with the
Quartermasters. We embarked for Maffin Bay, in what was then Dutch New Guinea.

Reaching Maffin Bay without incident, we made a dry landing and st up our
Regimentd Base Camp in a cleared area some distance back from the beach. Things were
very primitive at firdt, but in due course we received tents and folding cots and lettered

or position.

The beach a this point was clean, perhaps fifty yards in depth, and terminated in a
sharp rise of about Sx feet to a level clearing between the beach and the jungle. Mud was
a problem. Logs cut and placed in the road for footing Ssmply disgppeared. We finaly

overcame the mud and developed afairly decent base camp.

We were located just east of the mouth of a smdl sream, which ran down from
some point inland to the ocean. This area was farly secure, and | do not recal
encountering any Japs east of this dream. West of this dream lay an old Japanese
ardrip, running pardld to the beach and lying between the jungle and the beach, and

such enemy troops and supplies as remained in the area were on this Side of the stream.
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Just across this stream, on the west sde, we established a datic line of defense,
condgting of a long line of “pillboxes’, dug into the high bank of the sream, some one
hundred yards away. These were congtructed by digging rectangular holes in the backsde
of the high bank and roofing these over with logs, branches and dirt, with observation and
firing openings about one foot high across the front. At one point the Jungle Platoon
manned the lagt five pillboxes on the “dead end’ of the line a night for some thirty days
and ran patrals off and on during the daytime.

We ran regular patrols out into the area gill held by the Japanese, some of which
were mogtly routing, to keep up with any new developments. Three of our patrols are
worth mentioning.  Our firg patrol on which we came under fire began as a routine
exploratory sweep through the edge of the jungle aong the inland side of the old arstrip.
We had had some rain earlier and the grass in the clearings, about five to Sx inches high,
was dill wet. As we came into one clearing, we picked up some footprints in the wet
grass in which the grass was 4ill risng. Whoever made those footprints was not far
ahead!

Rounding a corner in the trall we had been following, we saw ancther clearing
ahead and came to a vine tied across the trail. On patrol, you normaly put two scouts out
ahead and the rest of the patrol is close behind. | aways took my place right behind the
scouts. You can't lead from the rear. The vine derted me and when | next looked up, the

scouts were not there. | Sgnaled those in the rear and hit the ground.

Just as | hit the ground, the dirt exploded in front of me. We had walked right into
an ambush. A machine gun, dug in a the base of a tree, was firing a us point blank from
about fifty yards. As | went down, | saw a log to my right, just off the trail, and | rolled
over behind it. That Japanese machine gunner had us thoroughly pinned down and he ate
up the top of that log for thirty minutes before he had to reload.

When he did stop to reload, | and a couple of others dropped over into a shalow
swde to our right, flanked him and managed to take him out with grenades. No casudties
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were incurred and we completed our patrol and returned by way of the beach without
further incident. The other two wel-remembered patrols were connected, the third

growing out of the second.

Some while after the patrol described above, we were again scouting out the
jungle and terran jugt inland from the ardrip when we found a smdl thatched roof hut,
apparently used for shelter by the Jgpanese, and a larger one, built in a smdl dearing,
which was filled with equipment and supplies of dl sorts, ordnance, medicad and
miscdlaneous items. All of this seemed to be in fird class condition, indicating that it hed
not been abandoned. After briefly checking out the contents of this hut, we pulled out,
completed our patrol and returned to headquarters to report our findings.

On recalving our report, the Intdligence Section, very interested in our discovery,
cane up from somewhere with a couple of junior-grade lieutenants from the Navy,
purported to be ordnance experts, and asked if we could take them back out to that
storage Ste the next day. | pointed out that we only knew one way to get back to the ste
and would run a pretty good chance of being detected and possibly encountering trouble,
but thet we would try.

The next day the Navy “experts’ came in and we got ready to go. Since we were
going into the area, we were given two additiond missons, one to disarm a booby trap
under a smal wooden bridge, a one hundred pound aerid bomb set to blow when a
vehicle rolled over the bridge, and the other to check out a reported listening post
between the airstrip and the beach. Our boat was |oaded.

The booby-trapped bridge was more or less on the way to the supply dump, so |
decided to take it on firs. This was a short wooden bridge over a smal streambed, aong
a little used road in the vicinity of the argtrip. A plank in one of the runners a the far end
had been removed, a large hole dug in the ground underneath and the bomb placed in the
hole, nose and fuse up. The plank had then been replaced, conceding the bomb, and a
vehicle ralling over the plank would have exploded the bomb.
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We removed the plank, exposng the bomb, and one of the Navy ordnance men
and | st on ether sde of the bomb, with our legs in the hole. The large conicd fuse,
about five inches in diameter at its base, was brass, with al sorts of Japanese symbols and
characters on it. When | asked him how we were to go about getting the fuse out and thus
disarming the bomb, he said he had never seen one before! Thiswas not much help.

The bomb appeared to be the same as on shown in the movie Destination Tokyo,
in a scene where an unexploded bomb lodged in the deck of a submarine. In the movie,
the decison was whether to unscrew the fuse clockwise or counterclockwise, to avoid
setting it off. While this may not seem much authority, we had nothing dse. | decided to
try unscrewing it counterclockwise. Holding it with my handkerchief to get a good grip, |

unscrewed the fuse and removed it.

My Navy companion then got dl enthused about taking the fuse apart, but | told
him to by no means try to handle it in any way, but to throw it as far as he could into the
brush and get rid of it. He did and it went off like a hand grenade. The Navy did not argue
with any of my decisons after that and we continued our mission to the supply dump.

Making our way through to the supply dump, we paused short of te dearing to
look and ligen for any activity in the vicinity of the hut. | went forward to have a look
and saw no movement and heard nothing. The path across the clearing led through grass
about knee high and | sgnaed the patrol to hold up and cover me while | walked the path
to the hut.

Crossing the clearing, | passed a wooden box to the sde of the trail. This box had
been there yesterday, but today a smdl abacus lay on top of it. We had company! |
picked up the abacus and put it in the pocket of ny coverdls. Being out in the open, |
could see that it was not a booby trap.

Moving on in to the hut without incident, | signded the patrol to come on in, but
told the Navy officers not to tarry, because we were probably being watched. | spread my



men out around the area to protect againgt any surprise attack from the residents. The

ordnance men went to work checking out the supply dump.

Before they redly had satisfied al of their curiosty, a few shots broke out outside
and | got them out, sgnded he patrol and we headed for the beach, before we incurred
any casudties. We made it without further incident and proceeded to the area where the
listening post had been reported.

The ligening post was located on the high bank between the arsrip and the
beach, and conssted of a couple of open-sided, thatched roof huts. We watched a while

for gnsof life, but whoever was occupying them had taken off when we approached.

In one of these we found a large brass plotting table, obvioudy long since out of
use, but probably used for plotting postions on maps and charts, dong with some writing
and mapping materials and chart paper. The other gppeared to serve as living quarters for
two or three people, with cots, rugtic chairs and tables and some persona items scattered
about. These huts and the listening post were occupied, but we found nothing of any red
intelligence vaue and saw nothing that indicated any possible danger to our pogtion. Our
position far down the beach could be observed to a degree, hut these two or three Japs,
probably left behind long ago, offered no problem to us.

As we went through the living quarters, | spotted a couple of cases of tal green
bottles packed in straw. Here was my chance to take back some saki, Japanese wine. |
stuck a bottle insde my coverdls as we left, we headed back for headquarters by way of
the beach and arived in due course, without ever encountering the occupants of the

listening post.

While we were waiting outsde of headquarters for de-briefing, hot and exhausted
from our patrol, | decided to try the saki. | took the cork out, took a good mouthful and
it it ten feet! A Japanese interpreter was nearby and | asked him to read the fancy labe
on the bottle. He read the labdl, grinned and replied “mosguito repdllant”!
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The heat and humidity in New Guinea produced a redly bothersome form of
dermatitis, dubbed “jungle rot” in Gl parlance. Enough of it could be disabling. In late
August or early September, | wound up in the field hospita, located on the beach,
dretched out on a cot letting the air get to my skin, the only thing that seemed to do any
good. My main concern was the fact that we were scheduled to go into Morotal, in the
Netherlands East Indies, and they would not let me out to go back to my unit. While
there, | made a couple of good friends among my fdlow paients, one being Chaplain
Loutit, an Episcopa Chaplain, who had my same problem, and the other Captain P.E.
Long, commanding the 31% Cavalry Recon Troop.

Late one afternoon, | looked out towards the beach and saw a man wading out
into the surf, gpparently not in control of his senses. | jumped off my cot and ran down
the beach to try to head him off, but he got out into deeper water before | could reach
him. | swam out, pulled him in and the orderlies took him over. To make a long sory
short, the hospital authorities decided | might be fit for duty after dl and discharged me.
Interestingly enough, this incident was reported by one of the wire services back home
and made the papers under the by-line “ Garrett Proves He's Still Able”.

When | reported back to Regimenta Headquarters, bad news greeted me. Having
been told | was not coming back for duty, and being the only officer for the Jungle
Patoon, my unit had been dissolved, the men sent back to their origind units and | was
about to be reassigned. | needed to find a home fast! We were just a few days away from
the Morotai operation.

| contacted Captain Long, who had gone back to the Recon Troop, and asked him
if he had a spot for me. He said he did have a spot, would redly like to have me and
darted the whedls ralling to get me trandferred. He stood in good with the Divison G2, a

former commander of the Recon Troop, and | was soon a Troope.
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From the day | reported to the Recon Troop, | knew | was in the right place, and
was well recelved. The Morotai invason was st and | had a lot to learn about our role
and my paticular job in the operation. Also, as best the time alowed, | had to get to

know my men and they had to get to know me.

Our role in the invason was to spearhead the amphibious landing, going in in
Amphibious Tanks some one-hdf hour ahead of the fird assault wave, edtablish a
foothold and work our way through to and secure Pitoe Airgtrip. D-Day for Morotal was
September 15, 1944, and a few days ahead of time we loaded on LST’s (Landing
ShipTanks) and prepared to form up the convoy.

Morotai |dand, Netherlands East | ndies September 15, 1944

When we left Maffin Bay, we joined a large convoy of ships and landing craft,
bound for Morotai Idand, lying northwest of the western tip of New Guineg, just off the
larger idand of Haamahera, in the southern portion of the Netherlands East Indies, and
located right on the Equator.

As we moved up he coast, we were joined by other ships and we were some three
days or so enroute. We arrived at Morotai before dawn on DDay and the Amphibious
Tanks of the Recon Troop were launched from the LST's well out from the beach, some
forty-five minutes before H-Hour, and we headed fr the beach to get a foothold for the

first wave of the assault force.

As we headed in, we were supported by LCl Rocket Ships, firing banks of rockets
over our heads at the beach, lifting ther fire just as we reached the beach. There had not
been much pre-landing bombing activity by the Air Force, due to the fact tha Morota
was fairly heavily populated by friendly natives.
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All three of the platoons of the Recon Troop got to the beach and headed for the
ardrip. At the point where we came ashore, a grove of coconut trees lay between the
beach and the airstrip and we proceeded through this grove, firing canister rounds in the
37 mm cannon mounted in the turret of the amphib and spraying the overhead branches
with machine gun fire from the waist guns.

All a once we had a backfire from the breach of the cannon in the turret. A
canigter round had stuck in the barrd. Being new to the amphibs, | asked what had to be
done to clear it. Someone had to get outsde, on the front of the tank, in an exposed
postion, and use a big ramrod, smilar to a gun cleaning rod used on shotguns, to clear

the barrel. This procedure offered some hazards, under the circumstances.

This was something | could do. | told a couple of the crew to put the ramrod
together and hand it out the hatch to me when | got outsde. From the front of the tank, |
rammed the loose round out through the breach, we were in busness agan and |
scrambled back into the amphib.

When you have the opportunity to lead a group of men in combat, there is a
period of feding each other out and developing mutud respect and trust. This action on
my pat cemented this reationship. | was then and there completely accepted as ther
leader. If a leader has to depend on rank or designated authority to get the job done, he is
in tough shape. The trust and respect of your men, and your trust and respect for them, is

the answer to successful leadership, in combat or otherwise.
We made it to Pitoe Airdrip without further incident. Resistance at this point was
vay light;, most of the Jgpanese having taken to the hills The ardrip was shortly

secured, with the Recon Troop spread out aong the near edge.

While we were waiting for the other rest of the landing force to catch up to us, a
datling, but humorous thing happened. A Jgpanese plane, apparently unaware of the
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change in management, tried to land on the airdrip and amost made it down before the

pilot saw his mistake.

The Troop Headquarters personnel, coming in a little later, had talked the Navy
out of a quantity of boneless steeks, and we had quite a feast when things quieted down.
The Navy dways thought the men in the Troop were crazy to do what we did, and were
very gracious and hospitable in sharing what they had with us.

The Morota invason was the firs move by MacArthur's forces above the
equator. On this same date, the Firsd Marine Divison, supported by sea and ar eements
of the Fifth Flest, under command of Admird Chester Nimitz, struck Peldiu Idand. That
operation involved a great number of casudties and the idand was not so readily secured
aswas Morota. Roy Johns participated in the Peleliu operation.

After securing the beachhead and after the Divison had established a perimeter,
we moved up the coast a few miles to the site where we would establish our base camp,
located on the beach in a large coconut grove, not too far from Divison Headquarters.
We were told that the coconut groves on the idand had belonged to the Colgate soap
company. It was a fine gte for what turned out to be a long term base camp for the Troop.
The perimeter ling, a smal stream coming down to the ocean, was just beyond our Troop
area. In due course, we had pyramidd tents for dl the troops, an open ar mess hdl, a
couple of wide troop dreets running back from the beach to the rear of the Troop area
and, dl indl, avery nice base camp.

Having no immediate further use for the amphibs, we sat up a tank park in the
rear of the area and parked them there until needed. Our patrols and missons now were
to involve smdl groups of ten to twelve men, put ashore from landing craft behind the
Japanese, or worked out on foot from our established positions. When we were put ashore
from the sea, we would usualy be picked up later a a pre-arranged point and time on the
coast. When we went out on foot, we usualy worked our way back the same way. Mogt
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of our missons involved some three or four days behind the Japanese, but we made a

couple of longer ones, in greater force, which will be discussed herein.

The teran on Morota wes farly level dong the coad, risng to high hills and
ridges as you moved inland. Numerous smdl streams and rivers flowed from the higher
ground and hills, between the high ridges, to the coast. Our usua procedure was to patrol
up one of these sreams from the coast to some point in the foothills, then cross over the
intervening ridge to the next river or stream and follow it back to the coast. We would
then follow and scout out the coast to the next stream and repesat the process, until we had

covered the desired area.

On a couple of occasons, when we had a large or unfamiliar area to patrol, |1 had
one of the artillery spotter planes fly me over the route, to get a look at the terrain before
we st out. On our norma missons, we carried light field packs, with a poncho, change
of socks, a “jungle sweater”, a light faigue type pullover, to deep in, canteen, and
persond wegpons of individua choicee Mogt chose the lightweight M-1 Carbine, as it
was very accurate, easy to handle and a good supply of ammunition did not offer a
weight problem. A couple of the men would carry machetes for cutting our way through
underbrush and jungle growth when required. We wore fatigue caps insead of hdmets.
In our work, helmets were too heavy and adversdy affected your ability to hear in the
jungle. We dso carried such maps as were avalable, but most of the time we were in
unmapped aress, one of our purposes being to find out what was beyond the mapped

terrain.

We were equipped with “jungle boots’, actudly high top tennis shoes, light green
in color, with tops that came up over the caf. Most of us cut down the tops to about ten
inches, as this was much more comfortable and cooler. This was good footgear, provided
good traction, both on land and in crossng streams and rivers, and dried in farly short
order when wet. The Japanese had jungle boots aso, theirs having a squared toe, with the
big toe separated from the other four toes, to accommodate feet that had toes spread from
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years of wearing sandals. The footprint from these boots was didinctive and easly
disinguishable.

For food, we carried K and D rations. The K ration was a dry ration, packaged in
a heavily waxed box about the sze and shape of a box of Crackerjack, with an outer
cardboard cover. This made for a lot of jokes about finding a whistle or toy insde the
box. The breakfast ration had a smal can of scrambled eggs with bacon, crackers, instant
coffee, sugar, cigarettes, and toilet paper. The lunch ration had a smdl can of cheddar
cheese, crackers, lemonade powder, candy and cigarettes. Supper brought a smal can of
meat, crackers, bouillon powder, candy and cigarettes. The D ration was a dark, thick
chocolate bar, highly nutritious which specidly formulaled to ress mdting a
temperatures up to one hundred twenty degrees and to not deteriorate when under water
for severa hours. It was a very good ration and could be eaten on the run without

preparation or being overly filling.

Through experience, we found that the wax carton of the K ration could be torn
into strips and burned a drip a a time, without giving off any smoke, generating enough
hesat to boil water in a canteen cup for coffee or bouillon. Fire without smoke was a big

advantage to us.

On many occasions, we were able to supplement our rations with native corn and
taro, a native potato, shaped like a sweet potato, with a purple skin and white mesat, which
we picked up out of native gardens in the patrol area. From natives in villages dong the
coast, we were usudly able to trade for fresh fish, cigareites being the accepted medium
of exchange. All of these items were roasted in cods, the corn in its shucks and the taro
and fish wrapped in banana leaves. Bouillon powder from the K rations flavored the fish
for a red treat. When we would come across a Japanese supply dump, we would
sometimes pick up raw rice and green tea, packaged in rolls of cloth, smilar to a roll of

sausage. Both were very good fare.
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On extended patrols into new areas, we woud go into the nearest village and
engage a native guide. In time, we learned to spesk enough of the Malayan didect to
make our selves understood. “Jdon American patrolee?” meant, “Do you want to go on
an American patrol?” “Tita bagoose!” meant, “No good!” Before taking on a guide, you
adways, with appropricte emphass, made sure that al agreed “Japanese tita bagoose!”

We never found a dissenter.

Security precautions when bedding down a night on patrol was a consderaion
that we recognized a the outset, but experience was our best teacher and we gradudly
worked out systems that alowed usto get the rest we needed.

We would normally atempt to time our progress to put us ether inland a a point
from which we would the next day cross over the hills and ridges from one river or
dream to the next, or a a point on the coadt, preferably at or near a native village.
Security dong the coast redly did not offer too many problems, as the Japanese were
mogly inland and the natives took good care of us Safety a night inland caled for
grester precautions.

At first, we followed the norma procedure of posting guards inland. However, we
would dways be on the bank of a stream or river and the bank, normally covered with
thick undergrowth, usudly rose quickly a short way back from the water. We found that,
just before dark, after we had washed up, gotten rid of the leeches which we aways
picked up in the dreams, and eaten our evening med, we could cut our way into the
brush on the stream bank, pull the brush in behind us and dl go to deep, with a good
chance of not being surprised by the Japanese. It worked.

Most of patrols on Morota were made up twelve to fourteen men and were
information gathering or intdligence patrols, as opposed to puredy combat patrols. We
were aways subject to combat, of course, but we were there to “see and not be seen”, if
possble. That size patrol was just not big enough to atack a large force. One patrol,
however, did have as its misson the seeking out and evauating what had been reported



as a Japanese drong point in the hilly country up one of the rivers, about a one-day’s run
inland.

For this patrol, we took the better part of two of the Recon platoons, with my
platoon, as usud, leading. Our plan was to get close to the reported position the first day,
then move in fresh the next day.

One the way in, | had the misfortune to sep in a hole while making a river
crossng and twisted my knee rather painfully. 1 continued on, but was not in much shape
for what we had planned for the second day. We did not plan to send the whole patrol
forward the next morning and when | woke up, | knew it would dow everybody down for

me to try to forward with the smadler group, so | stayed to the rear to await developments.

In the late afternoon, the men who had gone forward came back, reporting that
they had been engaged in a fire fight and had one man, a Sergeant Guidry, with an am
wound. The Japanese postion had been too strong for that sze group and they had
broken off the engagement and brought Guidry out to our podtion on the river. Our
position was relatively secure, but Guidry had to be evacuated without delay.

Choosing sx of my men, we improvised a streicher out of two bamboo poles and
a couple of blankets put Guidry on it and started down the river to the coadt. | fdt that |
could make it with my twisted knee and that my patrol experience gave us a better chance
of making it. When we had made it a short way down the river, which was fortunately
shdlow at that point, a spotter plane, in response to a radio message, dropped a one-man
rubber raft to us. Unfortunately, the raft landed on some rocks and sustained a smal
puncture, but we were able to plug the hole with a repair kit that was in the raft. We put
the dretcher on the raft and proceeded down river, sometimes waking and sometimes
swimming, depending on the depth of the water.

Daylight faded before we had gone too far, and we were moving down the river

through territory that we did not hold and with which we were not too familiar. The river
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was our only hope, however, so we kept going, being very cautious and making a s little

noise as possible.

After some eight hours in the river, we made it to the coast just about mid-night
and to an outpost of one of the American units in the area. Here we were able to get help
in getting Guidry to the fidd hospitd to the rear. His wound got him a ticket home; he
recovered in good shape.

This sory somehow came to the attention of the nationa press and my folks got
copies of newspaper write-ups from dl over the country, teling about this particular
adventure.  In November, my plaioon was assigned the misson of spearheading the
invason of the Mapia Idands, located some one thousand miles to the southeast of
Mototai, by a Regimental Task Force of the 167" Infantry Regiment of the 31¥ Division.

M apia |dands Operation November 15, 1944

The Mapia Idands are a very smdl, three idand atoll located some one thousand
miles southeast of Morotai and the Netherlands East Indies. They were a the time of this
operation garrisoned by what was believed to be the remnants of a Japanese battalion,
and the US Navy wanted to take the atoll, for the purpose of establishing a rescue base.
The task of taking the atoll by an amphibious operation was assigned to the 167"

Infantry Regiment of the 31% Divison, which was then occupying Morotai. My Platoon
of the 31 Calvary Recon Troop was selected to spearhead the invasion.

When we were firg briefed on the plans for the operation, it appeared that we
might not be able to take dl of my men, due to condrictions of space on the ships which
would trangport us and from which we would operate. When this word got around, the
reaction of my men was immediate. One by one and in smal groups, every man came to
me to say that they were not to be left behind and that every one of them was going with

me, one way or another.
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One comment | will dways remember and cherish was made by Sergeant Stanley
“Stash” Labensky, a burly trooper with a black moustache, who had a son my own age
and enough rotation points to go back to the States. When | told him he ought to Stay
back and wait orders to go home, instead of going off with me to get shot at, he quickly
replied, “Listen, boy, 've been wiping your ass dl over the Pacific, and if | let you go off
there without me and you get hurt, I'll never forgive myself.” He went. They al went.

We took the Regimentd Task Force in on this operaion, going in some haf hour
ahead of the firg assault wave with three amphibious tanks. Our arriva had been
preceded by severd days of bombing. We were supported the first day by LClI Rocket
Ships, which fired a curtain of rockets over our heads a the beach and lifting their fire
just as we came ashore.

The firg day’'s landing was on Pegun Idand and resgstance was farly light, most
of the Japanese defenders having crossed over to Bras Idand, across a cord reef. In
making this landing on the first day, we launched off the LSMs some digance from the
beach and my amphib hit the water hard, throwing me forward againg the knife-edge of
the turret, smashing my nose and knocking dl my front teeth loose. While | was draped
over the breach of the 37 mm cannon, my Sergeant, not seeing me, fired and | was racked
up againg the back of the turret. | later got some hdp from the Fidd Hospitd with my
nose, set my teeth back in place with my fingers and stayed with it

After taking in the first wave, we whedled to the right end of the idand, to cut off
any Japanese attempting to escape across the reef. Some dozen or so were cut off and
they blew themsdlves up with explogves in the edge of the jungle in front of the recon
position. It was not a pretty sight.

On the morning of the second day, the Recon Platoon led the assault on Bras
Idand, crossing over about a mile of cord reef in full view of the Japanese defenders. We
were not supported by the rocket ships on the second day, as we made the landing from



the lagoon sde of the idand and they could not come into the lagoon. When abreast of
the designated beach landing areg, the three amphibs drew fire from the shore, performed
aright flank maneuver and hit the beach ahead of the assault wave.

My amphib, which had led and went in on the left flank, overran the forward
Japanese position, took some rounds in the gear box and was knocked out, with Japanese
in front and in back, between us and the landing force. Corpord Gulledge, my tank
driver, and | got out of the tank to try to get things going. While we were sanding sde by
gde, among foxholes full of dead Japanese, | faced left and he faced right and took a
bullet through the chest. | went back after him, got him out to the beach and was giving
him firs ad, when a Japanese machine gunner picked us up from about twenty-five yards
across the open beach. Just as the bullets were eating up the sand by my head, the
Japanese ran out of ammunition and had to reload. The waist gunner in the tank took out
the machine gun, and Gulledge was eventudly evacuated to the rear and survived. Down
to the right, one of the other two tanks had aso been knocked out and additiona

casudties incurred among the Recon men.

Bras Idand was the end of the operation, and no landing in force was necessary
on the third idand in the aoll. My Recon Platoon took about fifty percent casudties and
lost two of its three amphibious tanks, but lost no one killed. | was awarded my second
Bronze Star Medd and the Purple Heart for this operation and received a combat

promotion. My men had recommended me for the Siver Star and a combat promotion.

A couple of footnotes remembered: Two British Lt. Colonds from the Middlesex
Regiment were sent from New Delhi, India to go in with us and observe our methods of
operation and &ctics. They somehow faled to let us know of their plans ahead of time
and wound up on one of the infantry landing craft the first day, but then got with us We
enjoyed their company and they got some first hand experience.



When we were able to get Gulledge evacuated back over to Pegun Idand, Bob

Lesure, my other driver and radio operator, and | took our mess kits and got in a chow
line that had been set up near the beach.

We were ganding behind a young infantryman who was obvioudy tired, scared
and hungry. When he asked the Mess Sergeant if he could have a little more to est, he got
a turndown, with a few unnecessary profanities. This got to me and | told the Mess
Sergeant to give that man dl he wanted or | would take his sarving ladle and shove it
where the sun didn't shine. In the Recon Troop, we did not wear any inggnia of rank in
combat and dways used fird names or nicknames. | looked pretty beat up and my
coverdls had blood dl over the front - mine and Gulledge's - and the Mess Sergeant
figured | meant it.

Bob and | went over and sat down on alog to eat and this young fellow joined us.
He introduced himsdf and | replied that | was Dave and this was Bob. “Man,” he sad,
“nobody ever spoke up for me like that. Our officers don't look out for us like they ought
to. What kind of officersdo y'dl have?’

Bob, tough and tough-looking himsdf, grinned, pointed & me with his fork and
sad, “Youjust met him.”

Morotai |dand, Netherlands East I ndies L ate November, 1944

On returning to Morota after the Mapia Idands operation, we set about getting
personnel and equipment in order. We had brought back the two tanks which had been
knocked out and turned them in to Ordnance for salvage and dl of our casudties had
rejoined the Troop, happily recovered or recovering, except Corpora Gulledge. We took
acouple of weeks off from patrols for awell-deserved rest.



| took the opportunity to recommend a number of my men for decorations and
two for comba commissions, Sergeant Johnny Johnson and Sergeant Clarence Curb.
Johnson got his commission, but Curb’s was turned down. Mot of the recommendations
for decorations were granted. At the request of my men, | was recommended for the
Silver Star and a combat promotion. | was awarded the Bronze Star with “V” device and

acombat promotion to First Lieutenant.

Things went dong in farly routine fashion for the next few weeks, with a few
short patrols and numerous early morning one plane ar raids by the Jgpanese ar force
gationed on Hadmahera. Their main target was our argrip, a which by now were based a

rather large force of long range bombers and fighters, flying dailly missonsto the north.

In late December, someone at headquarters decided it would be a good idea to try
to clear the remaining Japanese from the interior of the idand by making a drive from our
end of the idand to the north and east and setting up a large ambushing force a the other
end of theidand. The Recon Troop got the job of setting up the ambush.

The plan was for us to pairol in force ahead of the “drive’ and catch the Japanese
a some point inland. We fdt that this plan was not likey to succeed, as driving the
Japanese through the jungle and hills was going to be like picking up water with a fork,
but we got ready to try it. As it turned out, we were right, but we had an interesting
adventure.  On Christmas Day, 1944, we packed up for a patrol of some sixteen days
anld pulled out the next morning as planned, darting just beyond the perimeter line and

moving towards the far end of theidand.

After some fourteen days of patralling from the beach into the hills and back,
moving towards the far end of the idand, we reached a point on the beach just below the
village which was our dedination and rendezvous point for pick-up by sea During this
period, we had been supplied with rations, and sometimes mail, by airdrop, and had dso

lived off the land in some cases, where we found corn and taro, the native potato, in the



natives gardens. In one airdrop, | got word that ny combat promotion to First Lieutenant

had come through. This was good news.

From this point, we could see the village, perhaps three-quarters of a mile up the
beach. The beach was about seventy-five yards wide, with a high bank on the inland sde.
We saw no suspicious activity, but | felt that we should not gart the whole patrol up the
open beach until we verified the safety of the dtuaion and new tha dl in the village was
friendly.

The Troop Commander was with us on this patrol, but, being the mogt
experienced, | was leading and cdling the shots Directing the patrol to remain under
cover, | told the group that | was going to wak up the open beach aone and make contact
with the village, and that if |1 did not encounter a problem, they should follow. As I
stepped out onto the beach, “Whitey” Durgt, one of my best men and a very good friend,
who had been with me in the Anti-Tank Company and the Jungle Platoon, and somehow
managed to follow me to the Recon Troop, sad “I'm going with you Dave’. We made
the walk up the beach together.

The gpproach to the village was uneventful and the villagers came out to meet us
aswe got closer. We soon verified that al was well and sgnaled the pairol to comeoniin.

When Whitey and | reached the first group of villagers, we were escorted over to
big wicker chars, of the type found on inter-idand ships and given little cups of
sagoaire, a native wine made from the berries of the sago pdm. The taste was like that of
a fine sauterne, but it was much more potent. An ancient crank phonograph was brought
and the music produced seemed vaguely familiar. | suddenly redized it was ‘Red Sails In
The Sunset” sung in the Mday language!

After the rest of the patrol joined us, we dl went on into the village, where we

were warmly greeted. This particular village seemed to enjoy a higher standard of living
than most we had seen and dl of the people appeared hedthy and well fed. The huts were
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well congructed and clean and the Chigf and one or two others had dwellings, which
could redly qudify as smal houses

We had reached our pick-up point some two days ahead of time, and the natives
took the occasion to give us a big feast, with dl sorts of food laid out on tables in the
village dreet. There was chicken, taro potatoes, cut in grips and fried in coconut ail, a
cheese dip of goat's milk cheese, various ndive fruits, fish, bananas and some other items
we couldn’t identify. They had no tea, but served little china cups of hot water with the
food.

At night, they entertained us with native dances, under the light of coconut oil
lamps made of conch shells, hung in the trees and on pods. The women, smdl Sature,
were dressed in long skirts that came down to the ground and long deeved blouses with
high collars. All very proper and chaste. Some of the men took us out for rides in their
outrigger canoes and showed us how they could hit the water besde the canoe with
paddles and cause fish to jump into nets spread on the outrigger. All in dl, it was a
storybook experience.

Severa amphibious craft picked us up the second day, and returned us to our base
camp. Patrol activities for the next couple of months were routine, intended only to keep
track of what was going on in the areas nearby the perimeter, and, in early 1945, we
turned in the amphibious tanks and were equipped with armored cars and jeeps, three

armored cars and Six jegps to each platoon.

We knew that we would in due course move on up to the Philippines, and would
be involved with land warfare, ingead of the amphibious operaions with which we had
been involved so far. The armored car was a sx-whed vehicle, heavy, with a powerful
engine, open, rotating turret manualy operated, and mounted a 37 mm cannon, with a
coaxid mounted 30 caliber machine gun. The driver and radio operator were up front,
behind armor plate.



Training in the amored cars, with maneuvering exercises and firing of wegponry,
with additiona attention to related basics, such as map reading, continued through about
March, when we learned that our next dedtination was Mindanao Idand in the

Philippines. We prepared for moving up in early April.

MINDANAQO PHILIPPINE ISLANDS APRIL, 1945

Panning for the move up to Mindanao was wel under way in early April. The
Troop was to move up aboard an LST and | got the duty of working out detailed plans for
the loading of al our vehicles and cargo. This turned out to be a red job. A spot for each
vehicle had to be assgned ahead of time on both the tank and weather decks. Loading
would involve backing each vehicle into place and then chaining it down, so it could
come off forward a the time of landing.

After dbout a week of working with scae templates of the vehides and a scde
diagram of the LST which had been assgned to us, | had a fair idea of what had to be
done. The various landing craft and other ships which would make up the convoy began
ariving and anchoring offshore, | got the number of our particular LST from the Harbor
Master and secured a smdl amphibious craft to take me aut to make contact with our ship
and go aboard to make preiminary plans with its Commanding Officer. As we rode
around the harbor, looking for our LST, | suddenly noticed that al of the ships were
bringing their flags down to haf-mast. What was going on?

About this time, we found our ship, came adongsde and | went aboard, after the
usud Navy formdities. Then | learned what was going on. The date was April 12, 1945.
Presdent Roosevelt had just died. Loading the LST for red was a lot different then on
paper. It took us about a day and a hdf, but we got it done. The skipper of the LST was
making his firsd combat operation and had pulled up too far on the beach. We were
loaded and couldn’t get off the beach!
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In the middle of the night, with the convoy waiting on us, we had to unload the
tank deck, pull off the beach and reload the whole tank deck. We made it and joined the
convoy, but it was tough! Our landing on Mindanao was uneventful. We approached the
West-Centrd  coast of the idand through Moro Bay and landed near the village of
Cotabato.

Cotabato and Davo

This was not an assault landing, and we came ashore on ramps prepared for the purpose
by troops which preceded us. Our skipper, new a the game, got off into the harbor with
sx of our men ill aoard. | had to go find them the next day.

We moved inland a short distance to assemble and to get ready to proceed to the
interior of the idand. The day we moved towards the interior, we got word that Germany
had surrendered. This was of @urse wonderful news, but we were too busy to celebrate
a the time. Arriving a a point towards the center of the idand, we learned that the 31%
Divison would move north, up the center of the idand, and that the 24™ Divison would

move East, towards Davo.

Both divisons had to cross the Pdangi River, and we had only one pontoon
bridge. We had quite a confused Stuation and experienced a consderable delay, our
people not getting across until after dark. It took us until dmost morning to find the
troops we were to lead up the idand.

When we did find our troops, we learned that our mission was to precede the lead
units up the Sayre Highway, which proved to be a one-lane dirt road. We were to leave at
noon, accompanied by a few engineers, mounted, with the main body of our troops
following some sx hours later, waking. We were to “establish and maintain contact with
the main Japanese force’, which was retreating north, up the idand.



Moving up the idand on schedule, we soon picked up evidence that we were not
too far behind the Japs. Small wooden bridges over creeks and streams had been burned
that afternoon and other signs showed that we were getting close. Just before dark, we
accomplished our misson. We “edablished contact”. “Maintaining” it would be no
problem. Actudly, we rode through a rather large ambush force and then managed to
back out. That was redly a close one. The Japanese wanted the larger contingent and we
were certainly not of strength to take on the main force. We drew back, deployed on the
dde of a large hill an awated our man force Sometime after midnight, our troops

caught up with us and we turned the job over to them.

The lead unit moved on up the road a short way before encountering resistance, at
about the point where we had been through the ambush. The firefight that followed lasted
severa days, but we were unable to utilize our armored cars, because the bridges had
been destroyed and we couldn’t move up. One of the bridges had spanned a deep gorge at
the corner of ahairpin turn in the road and it took severa days to overcome this problem.

Once we were able to move, we made our way up the idand, but were not redly
able to properly utilize our equipment. Progress was dow and resstance varied in
intengty. The infantry troops were having atougher time than we were a this point.

The teran had become semi-mountainous, with large grass fidds and the
weether in the daytime was hot in the daytime and cold a night. Movement was a little
faster now, but we were gill somewhat redtricted in the use of our equipment. At about
this time, | developed a serious sinus infection and had to check into the hospita. They
told me there that it was dangerous for me to try to continue on as | was doing and
evacuated meto Leyte to afield hospita, over my objections.

In the fieddd hospitd, they told me | couldn't day in that cimate without an
operation and that was something that they were not properly equipped to handle. The
result was that 1 wound up headed for home, again over my objections. My next move
was aboard a Navy transport ship, bound for the States.
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THE VOYAGE HOME JULY- AUGUST, 1945

The Navy transport set out from Leyte, bound for the States, on what would turn
out to be avoyage of some forty-five days and take us back through the Panama Cand to
New Y ork.

We had afine trip, with lots of good food and fine accommodations. We stopped
over a Ultihi Harbor and were able to get off the ship for exercise and Gl beer. By the
time we got to New York, my sinus infection was gone!  Just before we went through the
Cand, we got word of the atomic bomb.

We arived in New Y ork on the morning of V-J Day, got leave to go to town and

stepped up into Times Square just as the lights came around the Times building.

Mary Moss Madison, Clarice Sagle, June Bacon and Herbert Land met us.
We had afine evening. After athree-day trip to Ft. Sam, | checked into Brooke Generd.
Here | was given a clean bill on counts and returned to full duty. My next stop was Army
Ground Forces Redigribution Center, Ft. Sam Houston. Along with a number of other
young officers, we stayed here until mustered out. | got out in January, 1946, returned
home and entered Law Schoal in February.
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