
How We Joined the Sixth Army                                  
The ship to which we were assigned was a civilian operated Liberty Ship. These 

were very small freighters with no facilities for feeding troops, so the Marines were fed 
from field kitchens set up on deck and using standard field rations. Just before we sailed 
I and a friend from New River days named Hugh got into some sort of trouble with Sgt. 
Clayton, and he assigned us to KP duty for the duration of the voyage. A fate we no 
doubt deserved. Somehow we were assigned to wait on tables in the crew’s mess. Man 
alive! They sure ate well in the Merchant Marine.  

The first meal we served was breakfast. We would take orders at each table as if 
it were a restaurant. We would turn the orders in to the cook and as the meals were 
ready we would deliver them to the tables. Of course we cleared the tables afterwards. 
The crew of a Liberty Ship was rather small, and the whole thing was over in an hour. 
When we were finished we asked the cook what he wanted us to do next. He said we 
were done until lunch time and asked what we would like for breakfast. We said we 
would have whatever was easy for him. He told us to sit and he would bring something 
out to us, and he sure did. Pancakes and sausage to start, steak and eggs for desert, and 
all the coffee, milk, and juice we could drink.  

The crew’s mess looked out onto the main deck, and we could see the long line 
of Marines wearing ponchos in the rain and holding their mess kits waiting for their 
breakfast of corned beef hash. As we were being waited on by the cook, a bunch of 
scouts including Sgt. Clayton were peering through the porthole their eyes as big as 
saucers. Clayton tried to remove us from KP, but we absolutely refused parole and 
insisted on serving out our whole sentence. We probably could have sold our spots on 
KP for a pile of cash. We were lucky in one respect. No Marine above the rank of PFC 
was allowed to serve on KP, so no one could take our place by pulling rank. 

I hadn’t seen much of Hugh since we were in different platoons, but I’ll never 
forget the time I went on liberty with him back in New River. The closest town to our 
camp in New River was a little place called Jacksonville in Onslow County, North 
Caroline. Hugh and I like most of us at tent city had very little cash to spare. We 
decided to stay close to home, so we thought we would see what Jacksonville had to 
offer. The liquor laws in that area were a bit weird. You could buy wine in a local liquor 
store, but you could not buy a drink and consume it in a local bar or nightclub, which I 
suppose were non-existent in Jacksonville anyway. 

We stopped in what passed for a liquor store, and apparently neither of us was a 
sophisticated drinker; or perhaps wine was all we could buy in Jacksonville, or maybe 
both. The upshot was that we bought a couple of bottles of cheap wine, and since we 
had no place to go we stopped in a wooded patch, sat on a log, and drank the wine. It 
was only about 9:00 pm, so we decided to take a stroll about town. The place was 
almost deserted, but we did see a light on in what appeared to be a shop of some sort.  

The shop turned out to be a barber shop, and nothing would do but Hugh should 
get a haircut. We went in and found two barbers and three or four customers, all black. 
Hugh was from New York and wasn’t any more familiar with local customs than I was, 
but I sensed that we were not at all welcome. Hugh was feeling the effects of the wine 
and getting a little loud, and his attempts to be friendly were not being well received. I 
finally took him by the shoulders and removed him forcibly from the shop.  
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We were trying to find our way back to the main street and we stopped to ask a 
man, who was having some sort of car trouble, for directions. This man was also black 
but considerably more friendly. I forget what his problem, was but we were able to be 
of some help. He showed his gratitude by pulling a bottle of whiskey out of his car and 
offering us a drink. I felt we had consumed enough already, but Hugh took a generous 
swig he did not need.  

By the time we got back to the highway, Hugh was about four sheets to the 
wind. As we were walking the couple of miles back to camp, Hugh suddenly decided he 
was tired. For some reason, the white line in the middle of the highway looked inviting 
to him, so he laid down on it and promptly passed out. As I was dragging him out of the 
middle of the road, a car full of Marines stopped to offer assistance. They helped me get 
Hugh into the car and safely back to camp. For some reason I never went out on liberty 
with Hugh again.  

After a leisurely voyage, we arrived off the coast of New Guinea and then made 
our way to an island just off the coast with the unlikely name of Goodenough Island.1  
This was to be our home away from home while we prepared for our next assignment. 
The First Marines plus the 1st platoon of the Scout Company and Division HQ were on 
this one small island, which was said to be one hundred miles in circumference. I can’t 
remember much about our stay there. Training becomes pretty routine and, as for 
liberty, Jacksonville would have looked like Las Vegas alongside of Goodenough. 

 
 

 
The only event I can recall is our five-day, one-hundred-mile-trek around the 

island. I’m not sure who dreamed this up or how the Scout Company became involved. 
                                                 
1 In Papua, New Guinea. (Photo: http://www.oceandots.com/pacific/png/goodenough.htm)  
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Looking back it seems to me that it was one company from the First Marines, the Scout 
Platoon and for sure I remember Scotty Henderson being along. Scotty was a scout 
from the R2 section who used to go out with our platoon frequently. Scotty was a bright 
spark and always welcome. 

The plan was that we would carry a two day supply of rations. By the time we 
needed more we were expected to be halfway around the island where we would meet a 
supply boat and receive rations for the final two days. The trip around the island would 
be no casual stroll. There were no roads, just a series of native trails, The terrain was 
typical of these Pacific islands of volcanic origin, steep rugged mountains that often 
plunged right into the sea, and heavy vegetation all over. The first leg of the journey 
was to be over some of this very mountainous terrain, and we were determined to cover 
at least twenty to twenty-five miles on the first day to make sure we would be in time to 
welcome our supply boat.  

We were probably a little soft from the easy living in Australia and on board 
ship coming to this tropical “paradise,” and the first day saw quite a few dropouts with 
various complaints.  Nightfall saw us still on the trail, determined to meet our goal for 
the first day. About 7:00 pm, we passed through a native village where some sort of a 
celebration was in progress, and as the trail passed right through the center of the village 
we had a good look at the cooking fires and the food preparations. There was a pig 
roasting over one fire and other fires had various kinds of fish wrapped in leaves 
streaming on hot coals. The natives stared at us with as much interest as we observed 
them. You could see in their faces that they thought we were out of our minds tramping 
around at this time of night instead of taking our ease in front of a good cooking fire.  

The second day was a repeat except that it was more downhill and more densely 
wooded. We did not pass any more native villages or any other signs of human 
habitation. It appeared that the only really inhabited area of Goodenough was where the 
Marines were encamped around the bay. Even the trails we followed were rough tracks 
and had to be traversed in single file. 

Late that afternoon we reached the rendezvous, but of course the supply boat 
was not there. We were too tired to care much as we still had enough food to tide us 
over for a couple of meals. As a matter of fact our supplies did not reach us until late the 
following morning, and since it was a little late in the day to start a 20-mile-hike the 
powers that be decided we would take the rest of the day off. That is why this became a 
five-day trip but only a four-day trek.  

The last two days of our round the island jaunt was pretty much routine hiking. 
Late in the afternoon of the fifth day we came in sight of our base camp, and, as they 
put it in the Corps, we were dragging ass. We resembled a ragged bunch of refugees 
straggling along what was now a road, instead of a company of Uncle Sam’s crack 
troops. Because we had completed our mission, Scotty Henderson obviously felt we 
should make a more impressive entrance back into camp, and as he and I were leading 
the parade he felt it was up to us. Of course, we had no musicians to set a marching 
beat, so Scotty came up with a fine imitation of a bagpipe rendition of “Scotland the 
Brave.” 

I joined in as best I could, and the effect was magical. Without any orders, ranks 
were formed, arms were shouldered, and we marched jauntily into camp, looking like 
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Marines and humming Scotty’s tune. It was as spontaneous a show of Corps spirit as I 
have ever seen. 

Marc, it just occurred to me that I haven’t told you much about the people of the 
Pacific area in which we found ourselves. In defense of this neglect, I can only say that 
we seldom had contact with the natives and then only casually. This area is not the 
south seas of song and story. That is Polynesia, which encompasses Hawaii, Tahiti, and 
due south to and including New Zealand. We were in the southwest Pacific or 
Melanesia. The people of Melanesia are much darker skinned with different features 
and frizzy hair. On Guadalcanal, for instance, the only natives we came in contact with 
were an occasional native who could be hired to climb a coconut tree and cut down 
some green coconuts for juice. These spoke good English and had been educated by 
missionaries. Most Melanesians were simple people, and in many areas practiced 
cannibalism as late as the 1930s or 40s. They spoke many different languages and had 
little in common with other tribes, even those on neighboring islands or on the other 
side of the mountain so to speak. The closest thing to a lingua franca was a pidgin 
English often laced with German words because many of the islands were claimed and 
colonized by Germany prior to WW1 after which Germany was stripped of her 
possessions. 

 
 

 
Members of the Australian and Papuan Infantries (Australian War Memorial photo) 

 
Aside from the normal routine of training, we also had instruction in jungle 

survival including what plants in the jungle were edible and the happy knowledge that 
most insects, with the exception of spiders and centipedes, were edible. It seems that 
grubs are particularly tasty. We were also taught some rudimentary pidgin English. One 
of the things about pidgin that stuck with me was the fact that “find” in pidgin meant 
“look” and conversely “look” meant “find.” This was illustrated by the story of a native 
scout who was sent out to locate the enemy. He came back and reported, “Me findum 
findum findum but no lookum.” These courses were usually taught by Australian 
officers or native members of the Papuan Infantry Brigade and were very interesting. I 
can’t say I ever became really proficient in pidgin, but at least I felt a little better 
prepared should the need for either of these skills ever arise.  

Our stay on Goodenough Island was relatively short. It seems we were to be 
loaned to the Sixth Army. They needed some troops with experience in making 
amphibious assaults, and we were the only troops available who had the right 
qualifications. We were sent over to New Guinea where we were to board the new LST 
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landing craft for our next job.2 The commanding General of the Sixth Army, I believe it 
was a General Shepherd, made it a point to address us personally and apologize for 
calling on the Marines to do a job for the Army. I don’t know that any apologies were 
necessary; I had heard rumors that we were on the same side, but it was a nice gesture. 

The LST landing craft were very impressive. They were probably as large as a 
liberty ship but of course with very different lines. They were of a very shallow draft so 
that they could run right up to a beach. The bow of the craft was a large ramp which 
could be lowered right onto the beach to allow vehicles to drive right off onto land or 
very shallow water. Troops could disembark in the same manner. No climbing down 
cargo nets into bobbing Higgens boats or tank lighters to be taken ashore in small 
groups. The top deck was flat like an aircraft carrier, and when the vehicles were 
cleared from the lower deck the vehicles on the upper deck could be brought down and 
driven off in the same manner.  Of course, all the vehicles were loaded with supplies, so 
off loading the vehicles also landed many of the supplies needed for the initial assault. 

 

 
 

Off to Cape Gloucester 
It was late in December, 1943, when we finally got underway. When we got out 

to sea, we learned that we were to strike the Japanese at the western end of the Island of 
New Britain where the Japanese were building an airfield at a place called Cape 
Gloucester. The main Japanese naval base was at the eastern end of New Britain and 
was the source of most of the planes that used to raid us when we were on Guadalcanal. 
The new airfield would cut 200 miles off the round trip these planes had to make to raid 
the American and Australian troops fighting on New Guinea. Occupying Cape 
Gloucester would also serve to tighten the noose around Rabaul and effectively 
neutralize it.3  

The landing was scheduled for early morning on December 26, the day after 
Christmas in 1943. This was a holiday in Australia called Boxing Day, and Dawne and 
her family would be celebrating. We wondered if our Christmas dinner aboard the LST 
would be turkey with all the trimmings. Perhaps it was. I really can’t remember.4 

                                                 
2 Landing Ship Tank. Photo: http://www.lstlandingcraftassoc.org/ 
3 The 1st Plt, Co D (Scout) 1st Tank Battalion was under the command of  Col William J. Whaling 
(Combat Team B), the Wild Duck Group. Their job was to help organize the invasion. 
4 For more details on Cape Gloucester, see Bernard C. Nalty, Cape Gloucester: The Green Inferno 
http://www.nps.gov/archive/wapa/indepth/extContent/usmc/pcn-190-003128-00/sec3.htm. 
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This time there was no doubt about the role the Scout Platoon would play in the 
initial landing. We were assigned to the First Regiment. The First Marines were to land 
and wheel to the west, drive along the coast, and seize the airfield. The Scout Platoon, 
augmented by our friend Scotty who asked to accompany us, was to guard the left flank 
of the regiment against any surprise attack from inland. This may sound like a big task 
for one little platoon, but after all we were the FIRST PLATOON of THE FIRST 
SCOUT COMPANY and equal to any task. Besides there was a big swamp on the left 
flank, and we were just a precaution.  

 
 

 
 
Marc, do you remember the picture of us crossing the creek on page 192 in the 

book The Old Breed?5 The whole day was pretty much like that. That’s me at the point. 
It was the only day I wore a helmet because I had nowhere to leave it, and it was easier 
to carry it on my head. Unfortunately, it covers my face, but I knew it was our patrol 
because it is easy to recognize the third man as Scotty Henderson and the fifth man as 
Dan Wetherell. Since I was the only man in the first platoon who had a model 1928 
Tommy gun, that was me. A 1928 is the only model with the actuator on the top of the 
gun.  

                                                 
5 George McMillan. The Old Breed: A History of the First Marine Division in World War II, Washington: 
Infantry Journal Press, 1949. The picture also can be seen in “Edwin C. Bearss. USMC” as part of the 
series Americans at War (www.usni.ord) on PBS; at the National Park Service, War in the Pacific 
National Historic Park Web site (http://www.npswapa.org/gallery/album17/NA_556);  and at WWII 
Pacific War (http://www.pbase.com/ac40/ww2__pacific_war), photos captioned by a war correspondent. 
It is available from the National Archives. 
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When I came up out of the creek I asked the Marine photographer where he 
thought he was. He replied that he didn’t know. He had become separated from the unit 
he was with, and when he saw us wading in the creek he thought it would make a good 
picture. I told him that in trying to catch up he had got off line and was now in the 
advance party for the regiment on the left flank. 

 
Thompson Submachine gun i/Image:Submachine_g...M1928  commons.wikimedia.org/wik

 
 

This shook him up a bit, so I pointed him back in the general direction I thought he 
ed.  

practic
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ed one of the tragedies of war that shouldn’t happen 
but often do. As I understand it the LSTs were manned by Coast Guard personnel rather 
                                                

should go. Evidently he found his way or that picture would never have been publish
We heard later that the reason our landing spot had been selected was that it was 

ally undefended. The Japanese figured that nobody would be silly enough to land 
in the middle of a swamp at the height of the rainy season.6 The road along the shore 
was quickly converted to a sea of mud. Trucks and most other vehicles were axle deep
in mud, and traffic was at a virtual standstill. About the only thing that could move were
the Alligators (amphibious tractors) who spent the next few days pulling other vehicles 
out of the mud. The airfield was only a few miles, perhaps 10 or 15, down the road, and 
we met little resistance, but it took a couple of days just to get out of the swamp.  

The second day those of us who were not dependent on wheels came out o
igher and drier ground, indicating that we were nearing the airfield. The 

Japanese had been preparing defenses, but most of them were not manned. The f
dugout we came to was so cleverly concealed that I did not see it until I was literally 
standing on top of it. We were getting close to our objective now. Suddenly, we came
the edge of a large open field that looked like it might have been prepared to provide a 
field of fire for heavy machine guns, so we dropped down to look things over. I 
happened to look up and saw what looked like a line of about a hundred mortar s
all flying through the air at the same time. We didn’t know what it was, but later we sa
this previously secret weapon. It was a bank of rocket launchers mounted in an 
Alligator that could be fired singly or in salvo. There was little opposition, and t
airfield was now in our hands. Although the First Regiment had met little oppositio
the Fifth and the Seventh Marines had their hands full, and had many weeks of hard 
fighting ahead of them. Again Marc, I have to remind both of us that this is not histor
but what I recall of the campaign.7 

During the landing I witness

 
6 Photos show the swampy landing 12/16/43 at  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battle_of_Cape_Gloucester. 
7 There were loses among the1st battalion on the way to the airfield, as described by George McMillan in 
The Old Breed, p. 185. 
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than Na

ity. 

 
From the Australian War Memorial archive: CAPE GLOUCESTER, NEW BRITAIN. 1943. US 
MARINES, ARMED WITH M1 CARBINES, M1 GARND RIFLES AND THOMP N SUB 

still capable of 
flicting punishment, they could not mount any kind of sustained air attack such as we 

 naval 

e of hundred feet. They were very distinctive 
planes 

 LST 
es were 

d 
 comfort and probably to our health as well. We were now equipped 

s, 

vy, so I guess this particular lack of training should be laid at their doorstep. 
This landing and indeed the whole campaign was entirely different then the battle for 
Guadalcanal. There the Japanese had the upper hand with both air and naval superior

 

SO
MACHINE GUNS, WADE ASHORE FROM A LANDING SHIP, TANK (LST) DURING THE 
INVASION. A BULLDOZER TOWS A 3-IN. ANTI-TANK GUN ASHORE 
 
Now the situation was reversed. Although the enemy forces were 
in
faced in the Solomon Islands. In fact, I don’t recall seeing a single enemy plane or
vessel during the whole campaign.  

On that first day before we left the landing site I saw three Army attack planes 
approaching at an altitude of a coupl

with two engines and twin rudders, The Japanese had nothing remotely 
resembling them. I had just pointed them out to one of my friends when one of the
gun crews opened fire. At this the other LSTs joined in, and all three Army plan
shot down because some idiot didn’t pay attention to his aircraft identification charts or 
some higher-ranking idiot failed to see that his gun crews were properly trained. I 
suspect the latter.  
Some other things had greatly improved since our last campaign. One of these adde
considerably to our
with jungle hammocks. These could be strung up between trees like regular hammock
but unlike an ordinary hammock these had a roof which could be strung up over the 
hammock and keep one reasonably dry even in a tropical downpour. Between the 
hammock and the roof was a good strong mosquito netting which could be tightly 
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zippered up to prevent those pesky critters from carrying you off one drop of blood
time. We were especially grateful for the absence of bombs and naval shells becaus
with the amount of rain we were getting we would have drowned in a foxhole.  

 at a 
e 

From the Australian War Memorial: Cape Gloucester, New Britain. 1943.United States Marines digging 
in after their landing. 

ation of heat and humidity was unbelievable, and the speed with 
which everything could corrode was even more so. After the first day’s patrol had 
ended,  a 

 had 

rely 

roots co
ad 

s were 
plentifu  

 

 
The combin

with no reason to shoot, I pointed my Tommy gun out to sea and squeezed off
burst. Instead of a burst the gun fired a single shot and quit. The magazine follower
failed to function properly. We were not supposed to detail strip magazines or tamper 
with the magazines in any way, but when I took that magazine apart I found that a small 
area of corrosion had impaired its function. When I had loaded it a few days before, it 
had functioned fine. From then on, regular disassembly and oiling of all my magazines 
became a part of my routine. I was more concerned that my weapon would function 
than with following some stateside regulation. Leather goods of all kinds were badly 
affected. Our wallets would grow green mold overnight. We finally came up with a 
solution for that. Condoms stretched over the wallets provided an effective shield.  

Another weather-related hazard was falling trees. Several Marines were seve
injured by these. The ground was so saturated that sometimes trees fell because the 

uld no longer hold in the muddy ground. Others were badly rotted and simply 
gave up. Nature always seems to exact a price. On Guadalcanal where the weather h
been more cooperative we had several casualties from falling coconuts.  

With our objective secure we were assigned a nice spot near a small stream to 
set up our camp. Setting up camp meant stringing up our hammocks. Tree

l, and I selected a peaceful spot by the stream and settled down, or should I say
up considering the sleeping arrangements. The next morning I was awakened by 
something gently nudging the side of my hammock. I looked out to see I was being 
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nudged by a small log. I was surrounded by water. The little stream had grown so
during the night, evidently from rain falling in the nearby mountains. As I was the on
one camped that close, everyone else was dry, and I had to endure a good deal of 
ribbing.  

 

me 
ly 

 
http://www.nps.gov/archive/wapa/indepth/extContent/usmc/pcn-190-003128-00/sec6.htm 
 

t 
once a river starts to rise it is likely to continue for some days. I looked the area over 
and cou ew 

I 

ad 
. If 

 the 
pture the airfield. It didn’t 

seem li

ed 

, 
which was well run, better than most I had seen. One day the regimental mess sergeant 

 

Having been raised on the flood plain of the Susquehanna River, I knew tha

ld see where the normal flood plain seemed to be. Accordingly, I selected a n
spot some forty yards away from everyone else and some 25 feet higher in elevation. 
warned them that we were in for a lot more high water because the storm clouds were 
still visible over the mountains, but they thought I was just trying to put them to the 
trouble of relocating. The next morning the whole of the flood plain was under water 
and most of the platoon was heading up to join me on higher ground. Since we were 
quartered near regimental HQ most of that was also flooded out including the 
regimental sick bay. There was a rumor that quite a few cases of medicinal whiskey h
floated away, and a good many volunteers were combing the banks downstream
anyone recovered any it never became common knowledge.  

Things began to settle into the routine of almost daily patrols. There was still
danger that the Japanese would send more troops to try to reca

kely, but we had to be sure. The Fifth and the Seventh Marines, after several 
weeks of hard fighting, had routed the enemy and secured their positions. Things began 
to improve rapidly. There was no shortage of food or anything else such as had plagu
us on our last escapade, and as I mentioned there were no bombs or shells to dodge.  

Within a short time tents and cots and all sorts of good things began to appear. 
Being attached to the regimental headquarters company we ate in the regimental mess
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came o  

Marines working their way along a trail on Cape Gloucester 
http://www.nps.gov/archive/wapa/indepth/extContent/usmc/pcn-190-003128-00/sec5.htm

ver to the scout area seeking volunteers to accompany him to the division supply
dump and pick up rations. He was overwhelmed with offers and finally five or six 
scouts  piled into the back of the truck and they took off. 

 

 

 
 

While a cou uck a  the supply 
sergea hese 
ver the side. When they got back to the area they split the extra rations with the mess 

sergean

co 

ery long 
he was notified by the supply depot that if he was going to bring scouts 

to help

r PFC because he thought I was too young to 

ple of scouts loaded supplies into the back of the tr
nt checked them off, the other scouts looked around for goodies and loaded t

s

o
t. Our share of the loot turned out to be a couple of cases of canned fruit and a 

large box containing 50 cartons of assorted brands of cigarettes. I managed to get a 
carton of Chesterfields, which was my favorite brand, and a carton of Kentucky 
Winners cigarettes, which I had never heard of before. I was very pleased with them 
because they were made by the makers of the well known Kentucky Club pipe tobac
and were made at the Penn Tobacco Co. in my home town of Wilkes-Barre, 
Pennsylvania.  

The next few times the mess sergeant needed help, he came right to the Scout 
Platoon, so he could get a few extra rations for his own use. This didn’t last v
though because 

 not to bother. The supply sergeant would have his men load the truck for him. It 
was a great deal while it lasted. 

While we were on Goodenough Island, I was promoted to the rank of corporal. 
It was at the insistence of Sgt. Clayton, or so I was told, that I got the promotion. The 
captain had been going to promote anothe
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e rank. Clayton insisted that I had earned it, and the Captain acquiesced. I bring 
this up now because a colonel, I believe it was Colonel Whaling wanted the scouts to 
form a sniper unit, and I was asked to take on the task.8 I was assigned four men, all 
expert riflemen. Included, of course, was the man I mentioned when I told you about 
shooting for record. 

We were presented with eight rifles, all with four power telescopic sights. Fou
were .30 cal. bolt action Springfield in fine condition but not with 1 in 1000 barrels as
you might expect in a

ake much difference. The other four were nicely made bolt action rifles 
chambered for .22 caliber long rifle cartridges. No doubt effective on squirrels, but I 
mentioned that if I shot an enemy soldier with it at a few hundred yards it would 
probably just piss him off. I was told that .22s do not make much noise to give aw
sniper’s position, and it would kill an enemy if you shot him in the head. I wondered, 
but did not voice the thought, how I would get the intended victim to remove his s
helmet. A more frightening thought occurred. Did this idea originate with Cap’n Tex? 
Nah, Tex would have wanted the scope mounted on a .45 cal pistol. 

You may have gathered that I was not too thrilled with the idea of a sniper 
squad. I thought that in the present circumstances there could be no practical use for 
snipers, but in case the colonel had reasons I did not know about I wa

train snipers. The .30 cal rifles even with military loads would make fine sn
rifles out to 500 or 600 yards but much beyond that would require specially bedded an
barreled rifles and match grade ammunition.  

Step one was to teach the new recruits to handle the bolt action rifles smoothly 
and easily. I was not about to try to teach them how to shoot; they were all better shots 
than I. The only advantage I had was that I had

re used to the M1. The first order of business was to get the rifles sighted in and
learn just how each rifle handled. There was no rifle range, and we didn’t want to do 
any shooting where somebody might get nervous and start shooting at us. We went to a 
spot on the perimeter of our defenses and explained our problem to the CO. He said 
there was no one out in front of them as far as he knew, and if we went out a mile or s
it shouldn’t alarm anyone.  

I had brought a couple of circles about 3” in diameter, cut out of cardboard. W
went to the top of a small hill so we could fire down into the ground as a backstop and 
then I paced off two hundred

 the stick into the ground. Returning to the improvised firing line, I took one of 
the rifles, adjusted the scope for 200 yards, assumed the prone position, took careful 
aim and fired. We dashed down to examine the target and found a neat hole almost d
center. I silently blessed the armorer who had mounted the scope and sighted it in. Yes,
Marc, I had enough sense to quit while I was ahead. The rest of the shooting I left up 
my crew of experts. 

 
8 Col. Whaling’s Fifth Marine scout/sniper unit, also called the “Whalers,” went on to fight with 
distinction thought the Pacific. Many accounts mention the sniper/scout squads Whaling developed and 
commanded. Meyers (Swift, Silent, and Deadly. Annapolis: Naval Institute Press, 2004, 29): “Each of the 
Guadalcanal rifle companies was tasked to send one of their ‘best’ field craft Marines to start this unit.”  
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After I showed them how to load the rifles with a stripper clip, let them practice 
the operation of the bolt a bit, and generally get the feel of the rifles, I turned them loose 
on the 

 a good 
idea wh ver, 

oucester. Since they both begin with “G,” I guess it doesn’t really 
matter.  

 
ed of 

e 

did manage to keep in touch with my family and with Dawne. Of 
course, ermitted 

s land and requested a guide who knew 
his way

Evidently, the Colonel was an experienced hunter 
because he arrived with just one lieutenant in tow. The 
three of us were to go out by ourselves so we that would 
                                                

remaining bits of cardboard. They each fired a couple of rounds from each rifle 
and tore the targets to shreds. We hadn’t even brought the .22s along. None of us was 
about to stalk human prey with such a ridiculously underpowered weapon.  

I was completely satisfied that my crew could handle the rifles, and if the 
opportunity arose would be good snipers. To utilize snipers you have to have

ere the enemy is likely to appear so that you can stalk and kill him from co
or lie in wait and shoot as he approaches. Neither of these situations seemed likely to 
occur in this campaign and in fact never did. Eventually, the rifles were returned to the 
regimental armorer.  

One time our platoon acquired an unusual pet. I can’t remember whether it was 
on Goodenough or Gl

 A couple of us were sauntering along through a grassy field near our camp when
we came across a mother wallaby and her joey. We were astounded because we thought 
wallabies and kangaroos were to be found only in Australia. Mum took off like a flash, 
but the joey was too young to make much speed, and we were able to catch him without 
injuring him. We took him to our area and let him meet everyone. Few animals are 
more appealing than a baby wallaby, and we all wanted to keep him as a mascot. 
However, there were the practical considerations like where he would room, etc. We
decided to take him back where we found him. He didn’t seem to be a bit frighten
us, and when we released him he went off slowly in a straight line as if he knew wher
to find the rest of the mob. Incidentally, mob is actually the correct designation for a 
group of wallabies. 

Mail call was an important part of our life. I have never been much of a 
correspondent, but I 

 we were severely hampered by the rules of censorship which basically p
us to write as frequently and as lengthy letters as we wished as long as we didn’t say 
anything. Your mother had, and still retains, a knack for writing long, interesting letters 
that is truly amazing. She was also writing to my mother, and now that we were long 
gone from the land of Oz she was able to let my mom in on the secret of her location so 
that there could be two-way communication.  

One day a colonel, I think it was Colonel Whaling, the commandant of the First 
Marines,9 wanted to go hunting out in no man’

 around the jungles and streams of that part of New Britain. Specifically, he was 
anxious to bag a large, flightless bird indigenous to that 
neck of the woods. The cassowary, as it is called, is a 
large bird just slightly smaller than the emu. I knew what 
they looked like but had never seen one in the wild. I 
was elected to the task. The hunting party would meet in 
the scout area the next morning.  

 
9 Photo of Colonel Whaling on New Britain (http://ibiblio.org/hyperwar/USMC/USMC-M-NBrit/USMC-
M-NBrit-6.html).  
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be able

 

 
nce long before the human sights the game. The 

trick is
d 

on 

 

 
 

 
e 

cided to call it a day. The trip home was uneventful 
except  a 

t a 
hundre t the 

 

h 
 

t in a couple of days and as 

ng the same routines day after 
 on relations of even the best of 

ds, but he began calling me 
“Snow  like a sneering manner. To retaliate, I 

an calling him “Asiatic” which 
 the beam from too much time 

s, and I accused him of being able to 

 to move quietly and slowly and not spook any game that might be about. I led 
them up into the hills and off the main trail to an area of streams and open woods as 
opposed to the heavy jungles along the coastal plain. I had read somewhere that 
cassowary favored well-watered, open woodlands, and this place seemed to fill the bill. 
Although the colonel was evidently an avid hunter, he was not foolhardy. He 
recognized that military necessity dictated that he could not follow as closely behind me
as he would if we were on a normal hunting trip. 

Hunting for game is somewhat different than scouting for a military party. Game
is usually aware of the human prese

 to go softly and quietly so that you do not seem to pose a threat. Of course if 
they catch your scent, they will usually take alarm. We had been advancing slowly an
cautiously through these woodlands for about two hours when I spotted a cassowary 
a hill about 30 yards away. Naturally, he had seen me and was edging slowly away 
although he was not alarmed, just being careful. I had an easy shot, but I was the guide 
and not the hunter. I beckoned the colonel to come up to me so he could take a shot.
Unfortunately, he had fallen a little further behind than normal and as he hurried 
forward the bird began sense danger and move away a little faster. The colonel was in
time to get a good look at the bird, but by the time he could position himself for a
decent shot the bird had disappeared. Actually, we were very lucky to have even seen a
cassowary because they were becoming quite rare. Today I understand that they ar
protected on many of the islands.  

We were a couple of hours away from home base, and having been on the go 
since early morning, the colonel de

for one incident. While still several miles out from our lines, we were crossing
small stream when a stone gave way under me. I managed to keep my balance but in 
doing so the butt of my Tommy gun struck a heavy blow against my right thigh. There 
was no apparent bruise, and I was able to walk back to camp with no problem.  

The following day, however, I couldn’t put any weight at all on the leg. 
Somehow I managed to hobble to the regimental sick bay, which was only abou

d yards from our tent. There was no visible bruise or mark of any kind, bu
muscle was all tensed up like a terrific cramp. The corpsman said that the only thing
that would help was massage. The only problem was that the lightest pressure caused 
excruciating pain. The only thing the corpsman could do in that first session was brus
his fingers lightly across that muscle, which he did for about twenty minutes. He knew
his stuff. Each day he would massage that muscle for twenty or thirty minutes and 
gradually increase the pressure. He had me up and abou
good as new in a week. 

Living in close proximity as we did and undergoi
day with little opportunity for relaxation can put a strain
friends. Sgt. Clayton and I were normally the best of frien

shoes” all the time in what sounded to me
gave him a nickname to which he took exception. I beg
was an old Marine Corps slang word meaning slightly off
in China. We had an exchange of words about thi
dish it out but unable to take it. The upshot was, he informed me that henceforth I was 
to call him Sgt. Clayton, and I informed him that I was to be addressed as Corporal 
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Balester. Like all exchanges of this type things got a little childish, but we never seem
to get too old to engage in childish exchanges.  

A little while later Clayton came up to me and ordered me to dig a ditch around 
our new six-man tent. Now as you know, Marc, corporals don’t dig trenches in the 
Marine Corps; they supervise. I called out the names of four or five privates who were 
witnessing this exchange and directed them to obtain the necessary tools and dig the 
ditch. I did m

 

y job and saw to it that the ditch got dug. 

o 
 

ny 
f all the conversations we had 

ad naus

of 
 

s a big man from North Carolina, I believe, and like many big 
men he

d 
n was 

 

my unit 

y 
t to tax our little enlisted brains 

with un

t 
 long so I wrapped my poncho around myself, 

curled around a couple of boulders and went peacefully off to sleep.  

                                                

The next task Clayton set for me was to go to the regimental Quartermaster and 
requisition a case of hand grenades. Of course, I took a couple of privates along to d
the actual carrying. The regimental Quartermaster informed me that there were no hand
grenades available. When we got back, I made a detailed verbal report about how ma
steps we had taken to get to the supply tent and details o

eum and took about ten minutes to get to the point that there were no hand 
grenades to be had. For some reason this did not seem to pacify the good sergeant. He 
then informed me that I would not be able to go on patrol the next morning. I, of course, 
laughed and said that I would miss the opportunity to risk my ass out looking for 
trouble.  

The patrol Clayton referred was to be a reconnaissance in force, a battalion 
the First Marines led by a Lt. Colonel with our squad to lead the way. Even our platoon
leader, a second lieutenant was going along. Clayton was the platoon sergeant and not 
in any squad. I went off to inform our squad leader, Sgt. Blackman, of Clayton’s 
decision. Blackman wa

 was gentle and good- natured, and I had never known him to lose his temper. 
He said nothing to me but went roaring out of his tent to see Clayton. I, of course, 
tagged along to see what would happen. Blackie was furious; he confronted Clayton an
in an uncharacteristically belligerent tone demanded to know what the hell Clayto
trying to do by depriving him of his most experienced scout on a patrol of this 
importance. Clayton had never seen Blackman angry before either, and said words to 
the effect that Blackman should calm down. “Of course Balester can go if you need
him; he’s in your squad.” And that of course was that.  

The objective of the patrol, as the scuttle butt had it, was to take the main trail 
across the island to a town called Arawe or something similar, where a U.S. Ar
had landed and was in control. Somewhere along the way we were to meet up with 
another patrol headed by Chesty Puller.10 This was all hearsay because they generall
only told us what we had to know and no more, so as no

necessary details of strategy. Anyway, we were supposed to be out for four 
days, and carried provisions to last.  

The first day we made good time, and as evening fell we were way up in the 
mountains beyond where we had ever been on any of our day patrols, but the trail was 
easy to follow. We were on the side of an old and apparently inactive volcano. The 
ground was mostly broken lava, in all sizes from cinders to huge boulders. I couldn’
find a straight smooth stretch six feet

 
10 A&E Biography has a show about Chesty Puller, and he is featured as a legendary Marine on the 
USMC site (http://www.marines.com/page/usmc.jsp?flashRedirect=true). 
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Why, I don’t remember─it may be that our lieutenant insisted, because the 
colonel in charge may have been one of the moving forces behind the push to form a 
sniper unit─at any rate, I started the day carrying one of the .22 caliber sniper rifles.
One of the nice things we had received from the Sixth Army was a scout dog and his  

 

Chesty Puller. http://www.oldamericancentury.org/bb/index.php?showtopic=12882
 

 
 

trainer, a veteran sergeant.11 Naturally, as he was a soldier on a Marine patrol, he was 
somewhere near the back of the parade, instead of up near the front where the dog 
might have been useful. We had become friendly because he was billeted with the 
scouts. Just before we started, I sought him out, explained why I was toting a kid’s toy, 
and, sin  agreed at 
once and we made the exchange.  

 

 

tent to let the point scout set the pace.  

my 

ice 
 suggested 

that if I

 

movie, he diving for his rifle which he had left leaning against a rock and I trying to get 
                                                

ce I was to be point scout, asked if I could borrow his Tommy gun. He

The second day started well enough except that our lieutenant, who had little or
no practical experience as a scout, decided that I needed guidance. He was third or 
fourth in line and began passing up messages to speed up or go slow. Generally, the
point scout sets the pace because he can see what lies ahead and how much caution is 
required. I had done a lot of work as point scout for many officers from colonel on 
down, and all of them had been con

The position of point scout requires a lot of concentration, and after about the 
fifth suggestion in about fifteen minutes, I lost my temper. I halted the patrol, slung 
Tommy gun over my shoulder, and strode back to give the lieutenant a piece of my 
mind. I told him to for Christ’s sake quit back seat driving. If he didn’t like the way I 
was leading the patrol he should bloody well go up and do the job himself. He was n
enough to overlook the outburst, and said he was just trying to be helpful. I

 needed any help I would ask for it. 
I strode back to the point muttering to myself and with my Tommy gun still 

slung over my shoulder. I walked around a large boulder and stopped in amazement.
Some forty yards or so away in the middle of the trail was a Japanese soldier cooking 
something over a small fire. The scene would have done credit to a Laurel and Hardy 

 
11 For more on scout dogs of that era see http://www.uswardogs.org/id187.html. 
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my gun off my shoulder. We both fired at the same time, but neither of us had a chance
to aim, so we both missed.  

 

 
 

 him on his way. Someone said they wanted to halt the 
patrol w s 

 
o the 

ill 

s 

the 

 
 a lot of fire 

from th  

try came 
down a

 a spot 

 when he realized that the bullets 
were ge  

 

The lieutenant had obviously not noticed my change of armament because he
shouted “Balester, quit playing with that .22.” He came around the rock just as the Jap
fired again, and the bullet went over my head and missed the lieutenant by inches. I 
guess he thought I was angrier than I was and was out to shoot him. The Jap and I 
played Jack-in-the-box a few more times, trading pot shots. Suddenly, the Jap broke 
from behind the rock and dove into the jungle a few yards away. I fired a hasty burst in 
his general direction to speed

hile they conferred. I don’t know who someone was, but I sent word that I wa
moving down the trail a ways and would halt at a better location. I had no intention of 
sitting where the enemy had last seen me. I much preferred my exact location to be a
secret. I moved down the trail past where I had first seen my new acquaintance, int
jungle and along the trail to where I had a good view of the terrain ahead.  

I could see some 35 yards or so to some large rocks just before the next bend. 
We were sitting there waiting for the word to move on when I heard a faint metallic 
noise which was not natural to the jungle. I was glad I had continued my custom of 
wearing a fatigue hat. I probably would not have noticed that noise if I had been 
wearing a steel helmet. I moved off the trail into the cover of the jungle, but where I st
had a good view. McGurk, right behind me, followed suit. The man behind McGurk, a 
scout from R2 (not Scotty) did not follow our lead and stayed on the trail.  

My ears had not deceived me. Two enemy soldiers suddenly appeared. I gave 
the “enemy in sight” signal, a raised firearm. At that our friend from R2 decided I wa
serious and instead of remaining motionless started to squirm off the trail.  

I was angry and disappointed. I had hoped to lure more of the enemy into 
open before springing the trap. When the lead Jap raised his rifle to shoot the Sgt. from 
R2, I debated briefly whether to let him fire first. My good nature prevailed, and I let go
a couple of aimed bursts. Both of the enemy soldiers went down. There was

e Japanese, presumably to give them time to withdraw and take their casualties
with them. We of course, did not return fire because they were not shooting anywhere 
near us, and we could not see anyone to shoot at. In a few minutes, the infan

dvancing on both sides of the trail. Our job was done, but the enemy had 
decamped. We knew at least one of the enemy was dead because his helmet had been 
blown off and was lying in the trail like a basin full of blood. No one could survive that 
kind of a head wound from a .45 cal slug. The enemy force had seemed quite small and 
was in retreat, so the decision was made to push on. 

Blackman decided I had had my share of excitement for the day and put two of 
the replacements in the first two positions, and he followed them I was now fourth in 
line, which suited me fine. We pushed on for about half an hour when we came to
which was open and where the trail went up the face of a very steep hill. Suddenly the 
enemy opened fire from the top of the cliff. I saw Blackman raise his Tommy gun and 
squeeze the trigger, but nothing happened. He had forgotten to release the safety. He 
took the gun down to and started to release the safety

tting rather thick in his vicinity. He sought cover, and I breathed a sigh of relief.
 I was very proud of our two replacements. Instead of running back across open
ground to reach cover they had kept their heads and dove forward under the steep hill 
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where the enemy couldn’t shoot at them without themselves being exposed to our fire. 
had taken shelter in a dry stream bed, which in the rainy season a couple of months 
before was no doubt a raging torrent. This ran parallel to the cliff, which he stream ha
no doubt carved out over the years. I decided to go up this stream bed to see if I could 
flank the enemy position..  

When I had gone far enough up the draw that I thought I was past the enemy 
position, I got behind a small tree and cautiously raised my head to have a look. There 
was a lot of shooting going on and when a bullet struck that tree a few feet above my 
head it gave me pause. I decided it must have been a stray bullet because the cliff at 
point was only about fifty feet away, and if the shot was meant for me it was very poor 
marksmanship. When a second bullet struck the tree, this time about six inches closer t
my head, I figured it was no

I 

d 

this 

o 
 accident and got the hell out of there. If that rifleman 

couldn n’t 

 

bably tucked 
away in

 only 
e 

 be 
t 

. Luckily none of the ammunition 
in the m

 

r that we had some instruction in pidgin English; well, 
one of 

m. 

                                                

’t hit me at fifty yards with two shots, he didn’t deserve a third chance. I could
shoot back because he was well hidden, and I had no target. 

The infantry were moving to outflank them so they decided to move on. At the
top of the cliff we discovered the body of the second Jap I had shot. He was on a 
makeshift stretcher. They had made a valiant effort to save him but he had died of a 
wound in the solar plexus area. A corpsman had dug out the slug that had killed him. He 
offered it to me, but it was not the kind of a souvenir I care for, so I declined. I did 
accept his collar tabs, red with three stars, indicating that he was a corporal like me. I 
don’t know what became of them after I brought them home. They are pro

 some unlikely spot waiting to be discovered.  
I did not feel any guilt at having killed these men. It was kill or be killed. I

regretted that it had been necessary. The Japanese had planned their ambush well. W
should have suffered at least four of five casualties, but thanks to their astoundingly 
poor marksmanship we did not suffer one casualty. The Japanese soldiers seemed to
very ill trained in the use of their rifles. Luck played some part as well. One of the Firs
Marines was struck at the belt line, and all he got was a nasty bruise. The bullet struck a 
magazine pouch he was wearing at the front of his belt

agazines exploded.12  
After this set to the First Marines decided that the Scout Platoon was having all

the fun, and they decided to give their own infantry scouts a shot at the action. The 
Japanese made one more try at an ambush, but no one on either side was hurt as far as I 
know. Time was passing, and with all the interruptions we had made little progress that 
morning. We, of course were not priv’y to what was going on in the minds of higher 
authority, but the scuttlebutt had it that there was some concern that we were running 
low on water. I explained earlie

our replacements, a lad from Texas who naturally was also known as Tex, 
decided to consult with a native as to the possibility that rain would solve our proble
A native member of the Papuan Infantry Brigade happened along just then, and Tex 
confronted him with this Texas version of pidgin. The following conversation, as nearly 
as I can remember, ensued complete, as you can imagine, with appropriate gestures. 

“When big fella in sky open up, him come down?” 
 With a puzzled expression,”No Savvy.” 

 
12 In July, 2006, Fred told me this story. He said at the time, “You hate to kill anyone. Even an enemy. 
Even a Jap.”   
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“You know, when big fella in sky open up; send water?” 
With a perfect English accent, “Oh, you mean when is it going to rain? Sorry, I 

really have no idea.” 
The verdict was finally in. We were to return back to our base camp with all 

dispatch. Of course, we would have to spend one more night in the open, but I figured 
we cou

y with no further incident. Sergeant 
Clayton ne aftermath, which. 
of cour

om a Marine correspondent who wanted to do a story for my 
hometo

aper, but your Grandpa had a couple of hundred copies of them 
made a

 

 
gh 

 
y difficult because of the steepness of the hill. It seemed to be an ideal 

locatio

t 
 

lightening rod, and every time lightening struck 
anywhe

ded 
 

 

is idiotic 

 

                                                

ld handle that. 
We arrived back at camp the following da
 had gotten over his peeve and was his usual sunny self. O

se, pleased my ego and gave my dad an opportunity to brag about his boy in the 
Marines, was a visit fr

wn paper. He also took a photograph of me posing in the fatigue hat I always 
wore on patrol, and my Tommy gun. You are familiar with the picture. It was never 
published in the newsp

nd distributed them widely. The paper did, however, print the article, and later 
reprinted part of it in one of those twenty or thirty years ago columns. As usual the 
newspaper report bore only a casual relationship as to what took place, but the thought 
was there.13 

Thinking about this article did remind me of the time we spent on outpost duty
during the rainy season. The perimeter which was assigned to the First Marines to 
defend in case of a counter attack was along a low ridge. Right in front of the lines was 
a very narrow hill that ran from the front lines to a sharp peak about a half mile out into
the jungle. The climb to the top of the hill from our lines was relatively easy, althou
the narrow path could only accommodate single file. An approach from any other angle
was extremel

n for a lookout and a listening post. Naturally someone decided that the Scout 
Platoon should handle this assignment. 

We used to rotate this outpost duty at four-day intervals. The accommodations 
on this narrow hill were very primitive, and to get our meals meant a round trip of a 
mile to reach the nearest chow line. This was all pretty routine and certainly not 
unreasonable duty. There was one unusual hazard however. It rained almost every day 
and sometimes several times in one day. None of your nice springtime gentle rain bu
real bang up summer type thunderstorms with plenty of lightening. The outpost being
the highest point in the area acted like a 

re on the hill we would feel an electric shock that varied in intensity in 
proportion to how close it struck to our dugout. We were glad when they finally deci
to abort that particular project. Remember the ditches around our tents? Well from
previous experience with tropical storms we had made our ditches wide and deep. Some
officer with an overdeveloped sense of military order and an underdeveloped bump of 
common sense decreed that the ditches around all tents in the regimental HQ area 
should all have ditches that were to measure four inches wide and four inches deep. We 
were compelled to fill in our old practical if ugly ditches and reshape them to th
specification so they would look neat. One of those torrential downpours that can occur 
even in the  “dry” season on a South Pacific island decided to pay us a visit. A poem

 
13 The article appeared on March 22, 1944 in the Wilkes-Barre Times Leader. The family lore has it that 
when his mother saw this photo, she was mostly worried about his wet feet. The article mentions Balester 
was eager for the chance to fight. 
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composed by Cpl. F.J. Balester, Cpl. O.D. Wetherell, and Sgt. J.P. Vincent perhaps 
describe the scene better than I can from a fifty year old memory, since it was 
composed at the time of the action. 

. 
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Transcribed Verbatim from a fifty year old handwritten manuscript. 
    TROPICAL SHOWER-----or, 
    Pass me a ditch, this one’s full. 
      -----------------------------   
   Here I sit in mud and water-- 
   It’s raining harder than it oughter-- 
   Our GI ditches four x four 
   Don’t keep the water from our floor. 
 
   It seems like only yesterday 
   That we all were wont to say 
   Send us down some rain O Lord 
   And then by God it rained and poured. 
   It rained and poured without relent 
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   And flooded out the whole damn tent 
   Water here! Water there! 
   Water, water, everywhere. 
 
   Help, our gear is floating out-- 
   Picks and shovels is our shout. 
   But all our digging is in vain-- 
   It’s no use boys, there’s too much rain. 
 
   So back to my sack with a hopeless look 
   To curl up with a soggy book. 
   My clothes have gone, my shoes have sunk, 
   But thank the lord, I’ve saved my bunk. 
   
This atrocity committed by FJB, ODW, and JPV14 while resting on their bunks 

 after a futile attempt to stem the tide. 
  
The bush country in the areas of New Britain where we patrolled was quite 

different from that which we encountered in the Solomon Islands. On Guadalcanal there 
were large tracts of kunai grass, which I described previously, and miles of very thick 
jungle growth. Except where the trails were well used, it took a lot of chopping to get 
through; even on the trails there were new growths of vines to contend with and a point 
scout needed a sharp machete. 

One vine in particular was extremely vicious. It grew long, slender , trailing 
tendrils that were very thin but tough. There were no leaves on these, and they were 
practically invisible. They did grow myriad sharp thorns that curved back like a hook. 
When you missed seeing one and ran into it with your face it would dig in and make a 
shallow but painful tear. I generally had a number of these cuts on my face, hands, and 
neck in various stages of healing.  

The jungle areas of New Britain were more pleasant, except for swampy areas 
along the coast. This was probably due to the fact that on New Britain we were 
generally patrolling at a higher altitude than on Guadalcanal and the higher altitude was 
much cooler and therefore m
more of ed 
the jun as that in 
many places it seem

m he 
Mad R ion .38 cal 
revolve to that could 
shoot faster and more curat
sergean recko d tha e cou h his old Colt 
revolver. They bantered back erits of the two firearms, and 
the resu t was ey dec ded to e the argument.  

 makeshift target wa e was set up at a 
distance of fifteen yards, the u ng. Each loaded 
                                                

ore comfortable. Then, too, the jungle on New Britain was 
ary growth of much larger and taller trees. This primary growth shad a prim

gle floor and inhibited the growth of thick undergrowth. The result w
ed almost like th

One of our replacements, a lad named Mark, who bore the nickna e of T
e woods back home. 

us w i  Army dog handler about the osian, as ribb ng the ld single act
r that he carried. Mark kept telling him that he should get a .45 au

ac ely than that old-fashioned side arm he was toting. The 
t ne t h ld shoot just as fast and accurately wit

and forth about the relative m
l th i  have a shooting match to settl
A s fastened to a tree and a firing lin

sual distance for pistol rapid fire shooti
 

 JP14 J. P. Vincent is V. 
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five rounds into his weapon and 
tted a maximum of 

onds to complete 
firing. Mark went first and 

d well within the allotted 
ut the target was 
hed. The sergeant then put 

e display of 
marksmanship. He drew, firing 

 cocking that old 
“fanning” with his left 

 shots into 
ithin the fifteen-

second time limit. That 

Outside of the Charlie 
horse the time I hit my leg with 

the Tom

usion that the tooth would have to come out. He had 
already

 

s 

ve. I assured him that he was correct in that 
assump

ts had 

, but the only ones they had 
left we ry 

t 
to 

d told 
them to s. I 

kicked up a spurt a foot or two in front of me. I had never been one to practice quick 

was allo
fifteen sec

finishe
time, b
untouc
on a remarkabl

from the hip and
38 by 
hand, he put all five
the target well w

effectively ended the debate. 

my gun, I can recall only two other instances when I suffered any health 
problems on Cape Gloucester. Once I developed a very bad toothache and finally had to 
go to regimental sick bay where they had a dental office. The office was a tent, and 
since there was no electricity, the drills and such were operated by a foot treadle and 
looked like something Doc Holiday might have used back in Tombstone, Arizona. The 
doctor finally came to the concl

 injected novocain to drill so he just went ahead and pulled. I felt a stab of 
excruciating pain, and I suppose I let him know it because he looked a little disgusted
and said it couldn’t be hurting. He gave one more yank and the tooth came out, and it 
was the worst pain I could ever remember. The dentist looked at the root and said it wa
the longest root he had ever seen on a molar, and it must have reached down deeper 
than the Novocain had been effecti

tion.  
The second problem I brought on myself. When we first landed, the scou

been equipped with what were referred to as jungle or sniper boots designed to help one 
move softly and quietly. These had light weight canvas tops about eight inches high 
with rubber soles like sneakers, and were very comfortable on long treks. After about 
two months of hard wear combined with the humid weather of the rainy season, mine 
finally fell apart. I went to the quartermaster for a new pair

re about a size and a half smaller than my old ones. Sizes had a tendency to va
somewhat, so I tried them on. They felt comfortable and roomy enough.  

The next day we were scheduled for patrol, so I wore my brand new jungle 
boots. Everything felt fine until we had hiked seven or eight miles and my feet got ho
and began to swell. By the time we were ready for the return trip, I was beginning 
limp. A Tommy gun with extra ammunition must weigh well over twenty five pounds 
so a fellow scout took them for me. I borrowed a pistol from someone else an

 go on, and I would catch up with them when they stopped for their break
was hobbling along a few hundred yards behind when a shot rang out and a bullet 
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draws with a pistol, figuring that if I ever needed one 
Turns out I was right. The bullet hit. The next instant I was on the ground, the .45 was 
in my hand, and I was looking back in the direction th if I 
could find a target. I had no recollection of drawing th y 
hand as if by magic. Apparently, when I dropped the s
there were no more shots. I decided not to dawdle and ore feet 
and all. The next day I gave up on sniper boots and we
boondockers. 

When things had quieted down somewhat but 
some enemy activity, we still kept our weapons loaded
in the chamber. We had received a few replacements, and as they were being assigned 
to their tents one of them spotted a Tommy gun hangi
needed. Exclaiming, “Oh boy, a Tommy gun!” before ked 
it up, pulled back the actuator, and pulled the trigger. tore 
through the wall of the tent, we quickly got the gun aw  
reaction hoped for the best. It turned out that one of the slugs had traveled a hundred 
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 and handy, but not with a round 

ng where it would be handy if 
 anyone could stop him he pic
A burst of automatic fire 
ay, and hearing no immediate

yards or more and wounded one of the First Marines in the ankle. They never did figur
out where that slug came from. 

Souvenirs of the various battles were always in demand, but most of the ones 
that were readily available were too bulky or prohibited, like the Nambu light mac
gun I told you about in a previous letter. The flag I was holding in the photo you have 
was in particularly good condition. I didn’t have it long. Someone evidently thought 
they needed it more than I did, and it disappeared. The things that survived were small
enough to be mailed home, but over the years most of them have disappeared, too. 
Some people carried on a steady and profitable trade in souvenirs, but the only time I 
traded a souvenir was quite by chance.  

It was back on Guadalcanal. I had just come back from a patrol where I had 
picked up a Jap bayonet. I don’t remember why because they were quite common, and 
normally we would not give

son field an Army Airman came running up and offered to trade a bottle of 
bourbon for the bayonet. Whisky was extremely hard to come by, and if it could be 
found would go for sixty dollars a bottle, a month’s pay for most of us. He had 
obviously come in on one of the Army planes and would be going right out again, and 
he was no doubt anxious to have a souvenir of his visit to Guadalcanal. I rarely drank, 
but I knew it would be much appreciated back at camp, so a deal was quickly 
consummated.  

Another item I picked up on Guadalcanal was a Japanese bugle. It 
 American bugle but sounded much the same. None of the Marine Corps fiel

musics had brought their bugles with them, at least I never heard one, so I decided to fil
in the gap. Everyone seemed to get a kick out of hearing chow call at the appropriate 
time, and a lot of people stopped by to see the unusual souvenir. There were some dire 
threats directed at me when I played reveille too early to suit some people, but I igno
them. A first Marine officer for whom I had scouted, and who was well regarded, ask
if he could borrow the bugle to show to the battalion commander. 
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This colonel had a very strict rule 
against any officer appropriating any 
souvenirs. At first I was reluctant to lend it
him, but knowing him and being aware of 
colonel’s policy I decided to trust him with 
it. That was a mistake. I never did get t

 to 
the 

he 
bugle back. I could have kicked up a fuss, 

r 
 

the Australians, who had managed to keep in 

 

s 
 

rs. The natives, of course, didn’t comprehend 
“souve d 

se 

 but I 

t 
e got 

s. He claimed he wanted them to hold anatomy class for the Navy 
Corpsm

 a 
 

Early in April of 1944 the Army was moving in to take over, and we were ready 
to go. But where? The rumors were flying thick and fast. The first rumor held that the 
division was going home to regroup and we would be stationed in San Francisco.  

but that would have meant a lot of trouble fo
the lieutenant, and he had always been decent
to me. I did bug him about it for a while just 
to embarrass him, but if the colonel really 
wanted it, I didn’t mind too much. 

One type of souvenir that created 
serious problems was the Japanese 
occupation currency. The Japanese were 
paying the natives in paper currency, which 

touch, assured the natives was worthless. 
Most of the natives who were used to being 
paid in silver coins by the Australians 
believed this and refused to cooperate with
the Japanese. When some natives wanted to 
buy things from the Americans, the Yank
didn’t want Australian coins but would take

Japanese occupation currency as souveni
nir,” and some of them felt that they had been deceived by the Australians an

that the Japanese were their true friends. This created serious problems and probably 
cost some coast watchers their lives. The Americans were quickly alerted to the 
problem, but some souvenir-happy idiots still persisted in trying to trade for Japane
occupation money.  

Once the scouts received an interesting proposition to collect something,
guess it couldn’t be classed as a souvenir. Any kind of alcoholic beverage was hard to 
come by, so when a doctor at regimental HQ offered a bottle of medicinal brandy (abou
one and a half fluid ounces) for each Japanese skull that was brought to him, h
immediate result

an; but I often wondered if perhaps they were his souvenirs. 
The last month or two we enjoyed the ultimate in combat area entertainment: 

movies! They started at dusk and lasted the usual one and a half to two hours. The logs 
that doubled as seats in this truly open-air theater filled up early. My folks had sent me
portable chess set, so Dan Wetherell and I would go to the movie early to ensure a good
seat and while away the time pleasantly with a couple of games of chess. Dan was just 
learning, but as I was far from being an expert it wasn’t long before we were playing 
even.   
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 we all liked Frisco. Then the scuttlebutt w
rjoyed. Even the replacements that had never 
l, the volume of mail between the First 
 twice that of the volume between the First 
d, Marc, that your mother and I contributed 

t Australia, not New Zealand, not San 
nywhere near civilization. Pavuvu. Where the
One of the what? Never mind, I don’t even 

want to know. 
When we were getting ready to board ships that were disembarking Army 

troops, someone noticed that there was a sizable Army beer dump in the vicinity. Of 
course, it was very well guarded by a contingent of Army MPs that had just come off 
the boat with the beer. I was not a part of this escapade, but some of our scouts took 
part, and this is how I came to hear the story. We still had not received Marine Corps 
uniform

 
Everyone felt great about going home, and as 
MELBOURNE, and the division was ove
seen the land of Oz couldn’t wait. After al
Division and Australia was reported to be
Division and the United States. I might ad
our share to that statistic.  

Finally though, the awful truth. No
Francisco. Hell, we were not even going a  
hell was that? One of the Russell Islands. 

 

 
ce 

s, and we were dressed in Army issue suntans when we were not wearing 
fatigues. A group of Marines got hold of MP arm bands and Army insignia “borrowed”
a couple of trucks and “relieved” the beer guard so they could be taken to “chow.” The 
guard were taken a few miles away and abandoned while another truck loaded up a 
good portion of the beer and drove off never to be seen again. There was a good beer
party somewhere on New Britain to celebrate the Marines’ farewell, which took pla
the next day as scheduled. 
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