CALIFORNIA


WE FINALLY REALIZED THAT OUR DESTINATION WAS CALIFORNIA--

EITHER TO BOARD A SHIP FOR THE PACIFIC THEATER OF OPERATIONS OR TO SOME ARMY POST.  IT WAS LATE CHRISTMAS NIGHT WHEN OUR TRAIN PULLED INTO THE LOS ANGELES RAILROAD STATION AND WE DISEMBARKED AND LINED UP IN FORMATIONS WONDERING WHAT WAS NEXT!!  FINALLY THEY BEGAN CALLING OUT NAMES OF THE MEN AND THEY WERE ASSEMBLED IN GROUPS TO GO OFF TO THEIR NEW DESTINATIONS.  MINE WAS FINALLY  CALLED AND I WENT OFF WITH A 

GROUP OF OTHER MEN TO THE ANTI-TANK CO. OF THE 137TH INFANTRY

REGIMENT OF THE 35TH INFANTRY DIVISION.


WHEN WE FINALLY ARRIVED AT OUR BARRACKS, THEY HAD TO HUNT UP BUNKS, PILLOWS, AND BLANKETS FOR US--SEEMS THEY HAD NO PRIOR KNOWLEDGE THAT WE WERE TO JOIN THEIR OUTFIT ON CHRISTMAS NIGHT!!!  THEY HAD NO MATTRESSES FOR US, SO WE SLEPT ON THE OLD WOODEN COTS JUST WITH BLANKETS.  THE SMALL ONE STORY BARRACKS WERE HEATED BY A SMALL STOVE, AND BY MORNING

IT WAS REAL COLD IN THERE!!  I DO BELIEVE THAT THE AIR OUTSIDE IN CALIFORNIA WAS AS CHILLING AS THAT OLD MICHIGAN AIR IN DECEMBER!!  WE SOON FOUND OUT THAT WE WERE STATIONED IN RECREATION PARK IN THE CITY OF LONG BEACH, A SHORT DISTANCE FROM THE PACIFIC OCEAN AND A HUGE AMUSEMENT PARK CALLED "THE

PIKE".  WHEN WE FOUND OUT THAT WE WERE IN THE INFANTRY, WE WERE PRETTY DISAPPOINTED--HAVING BEEN TO RADIO SCHOOL, SOMEHOW WE HAD ASSUMED THAT WE WOULD BE MEMBERS OF THE ARMY SIGNAL CORP!!  NOW WE WERE FEELING LOW AND DISCOURAGED BECAUSE WE WERE THROWN INTO THE BOTTOM OF THE BARRELL  "THE GOOD OLD INFANTRY"!  ALTHOUGH WE ALL FELT THAT WAY AT THE TIME, WE SOON ADJUSTED AND ENDED UP FEELING PROUD TO BE A PART OF "UNCLE SAMS DOUGHFOOTS"!!  THE PARK WAS NEXT TO A GOLF COURSE AND FULL OF GIANT EUCALYPTUS TREES AND PALM TREES. THESE WERE FINE FOR SHADE, BUT EVERY SATURDAY ONE OF THE CHORES WAS RAKING UP THE LEAVES AND TRASH FROM THESE TREES.  OF COURSE THERE WASN'T A FENCE AROUND THE PARK OR ANY GUARDS.


AMONG THE MEN THAT JOINED THE ANTI-TANK COMPANY AT THE SAME TIME I DID WAS: BOB OSTER, BILL REAGAN, AND JOHN LYNN FROM THE 52ND BATTALION RADIO SECTION AND THE FOLLOWING FROM THE OTHER SECTIONS OF THE 52ND--MAX HILER, GEORGE MURPHY, BOB SOLBERG, JACK CODY, AND FRED ROCKEY.  WE SOON ALL BECAME THE BEST OF FRIENDS!!


SEVERAL TIMES I RECEIVED A PASS TO GO TO LONG BEACH AND DOWN TO "THE PIKE".  MY FAVORITE RIDE WAS THE ROLLERCOASTER--THERE WERE TWO OF THEM RUNNING SIDE BY SIDE--I ENJOYED  THEM AND THE OTHER RIDES PLUS THE VARIOUS CARNIVAL ATTRACTIONS. 

NEARBY WAS THE MUNICIPAL AUDITORIUM--IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL BUILDING THAT EXTENDED OUT OVER THE WATER.  WHEN AT HOME OUR FAMILY WOULD LISTEN ON THE RADIO TO DR. RALPH FULLER AND "THE OLD FASHION REVIVAL HOUR"  HIS PROGRAM ALWAYS HAD GREAT SINGING AND DR. FULLER WAS A GREAT PREACHER!!  AS I RECALL DR. FULLER HAD BEEN A BIG WHEEL WITH THE SUNKIST COMPANY AND GAVE IT UP TO BECOME ONE OF THE GREAT PREACHERS OF THAT TIME!!


SHORTLY I WAS TRANSFERRED OVER TO OUR "MINE PLATOON"--

IT WAS AT NORTH LONG BEACH AT ANOTHER CITY PARK--HOUGHTON PARK--WHERE THE REGIMENTAL HEADQUARTERS AND HEADQUARTERS COMPANY WERE STATIONED.  MY PLATOON SERGEANT THERE WAS A TALL KANSAS NATIONAL GUARDSMAN  MEL COUCH WHO HAD BEEN MOBILIZED IN 1940 WITH THE 35TH INFANTRY DIVISION.  THE MINE PLATOON WAS ASSIGNED THERE FOR K.P., GUARD DUTY, AND ALL THE OTHER DIRTY JOBS THAT CAME UP!!  THE CAPTAIN THERE WAS ROBERT E. RICHARDSON AND THE MESS SERGEANT WAS A LITTLE GUY BY THE NAME OF PHIL PAYTON--BOTH WERE OLD NATIONAL GUARDSMEN. 

 
BESIDES OUR REGULAR DUTIES, THERE WAS A LARGE JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL WE WERE TO GO TO IN CASE OF AN ATTACK BY THE JAPANESE.

THE POST WAS TO PATROL AROUND THIS SCHOOL, AS THE CIVILIAN POPULATION WAS TO SEEK SHELTER THERE.  THIS WAS SERIOUS BUSINESS--AT LEAST IT APPEARED THAT WAY--WE  ALWAYS CARRIED A BELT FULL OF 30 CAL. AMMO FOR OUR RIFLES--AT THAT TIME WE WERE EQUIPED WITH THE M-1 GARAND SEMI-AUTOMATIC RIFLE.  THE TIME I WAS AT HOUGHTON PARK WE ONLY HAD ONE ALERT, SHORTLY AFTER I ARRIVED THERE.  WE GRABBED OUR RIFLES, AMMO BELT, AND OTHER EQUIPMENT AND RAN THE DISTANCE TO OUR POST--IT ENDED UP BEING ONLY A PRACTICE RUN SO WE WERE SOON WAVED AT TO COME IN.  AFTER BEING BACK IN THE PARK, HERE COMES SGT. COUCH MAD AS HELL, AND HE GAVE A GOOD CHEW FROM ONE END TO THE OTHER--I CAN STILL FEEL IT!!  HE SAID "WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL THE NEXT MAN AROUND THE CORNER OF THE BUILDING THAT THE ALERT WAS OVER???"  " HE'S BEEN OUT THERE FOR TWO HOURS PATROLING BACK AND FORTH!"  CHEW-CHEW-CHEW!!  THE MAN OUT THERE IN THE HOT BURNING SON WAS MY FRIEND FROM LANSING, MICHIGAN--IRVING CHRISTIAN  IT HAD BEEN A TERRIBLE DAY--NOT ONLY A BIG BIG CHEWING, BUT SOMEHOW I HAD LOST MY FIVE BUCK GRUEN WATCH!!!!!   THE REAL FUNNY THING ABOUT THIS INCIDENT WAS:  NO ONE HAD TOLD ME A THING ABOUT WHAT MY DUTIES WERE IN CASE OF AN ALERT!!


AT HOUGHTON PARK WE SLEPT IN SQUAD TENTS ON WOODEN COTS.  WHEN I ARRIVED THERE, I HAD TO STUFF A MATTRESS COVER WITH STRAW TO USE FOR A BED!!  IN THE DAYTIME WE WOULD ROLL UP THE SIDES OF THE TENT TO AIR THEM OUT, AND MOVE OUR COTS OUTSIDE IN THE SUN IN FRONT OF THE TENT TO GIVE THEM A GOOD AIRING.  SOME MORNINGS WHEN WE FELL OUT FOR REVELRY THE GRASS WOULD BE SO SLIPPERY WITH FROST , THAT WE WOULD SLID ALL OVER THE PLACE--BUT BY NOON TIME IT WAS SO HOT THAT WE COULD HAVE RUN AROUND IN OUR BIRTHDAY SUITS!!


THE K.P. DUTY THERE WASN'T BAD AND THE FOOD WAS GOOD.  THEY ALWAYS HAD AVOCADOS REAL OFTEN AND ONE OF OUR MEN LOVED THEM--CYRUS CANNON- A CALIFORNIAN.  THAT WAS  ONE FOOD I DIDN'T CARE FOR THE AND STILL ISN'T SOMETHING I CRAVE!!


MY ONE PASS TO LOS ANGELES AND HOLLYWOOD WAS A DREAM COME TRUE.  IN L.A. I WANDERED ABOUT THE DOWNTOWN AREA AND WAS AMAZED AT THE SUPER LONG LUNCH COUNTER AT THE WOOLWORTH 5 AND 10 CENT STORE-- AFTER WHICH I TOOK A BUS TO HOLLYWOOD TO SEE THE SIGHTS ON SUNSET BLVD.  VISITED THE "STAGE DOOR CANTEEN", "GRUMANS CHINESE THEATER", SEVERAL MOTION PICTURE STUDIES, AND THE RADIO BROADCASTING FACILITIES.  ALSO TOOK A GOOD LOOK AT THE GIANT "HOLLYWOOD" SIGN ON THE TOP OF THE MOUNTAIN THERE.  THIS HAD TO BE ONE OF THE BEST PASSES THAT I TOOK DURING MY TIME IN THE SERVICE!!


CALIFORNIANS WERE VERY SPECIAL PEOPLE!  IF YOU AS A SERVICE MAN NEEDED A RIDE, ALL YOU HAD TO DO WAS TO GO OUT TO THE SIDE OF THE HIGHWAY AND BEFORE YOU EVER RAISED A THUMB, TIRES WOULD SQUEAL AND SOMEONE WOULD GIVE YOU A LIFT--MOST OF THE TIME TO ANYWHERE YOU WISHED TO GO!!  MY THANKS GO OUT TO THEM FOR THEIR FAVORS AND PATRIOTISM!!       


WHEN THE 35TH DIVISIONS' DUTY WITH THE WEST COAST DEFENCE COMMAND CAME TO AN END, THE MINE PLATOON WAS TRANSFERRED BACK TO LONG BEACH AND RECREATION PARK TO AGAIN BE A PART OF THE ANTI-TANK CO.  AT THAT TIME OUR COMPANY WAS MADE UP OF THE FOLLOWING:  HEADQUARTERS PLATOON--COOKS, MECHANICS, RADIO OPERATORS, PLUS THE VARIOUS DRIVERS, NON-COMS, AND OFFICERS,      THE MINE PLATOON, AND THREE 37 MM ANTI-TANK GUN PLATOONS.

THE MINE PLATOONS JOB WAS TO PUT OUT MINE FIELDS, TO USE MINE DETECTORS TO FIND AND THEN DESTROY ENEMY MINE FIELDS.  THE THREE 37 MM ANTI-TANK PLATOONS EACH HAD THREE GUNS AND GUN CREWS, AND THEIR DUTIES WERE TO SET UP WITH INFANTRYMEN--1ST PLATOON WITH 1ST BATALLION--2ND WITH 2ND BN.--THE 3RD WITH 3RD BN.  OUR COMMANDING OFFICER WAS A KANSAN--CAPTAIN QUENTIN DONNELLAN--OTHER OFFICERS WERE: LT. JOE GILL, LT. ADELBERT GILBERT, AND SOME OTHERS I CAN'T REMEMBER.  THE FIRST SERGEANT WAS A FORMER TOPEKA POLICEMAN AND NATIONAL GUARDSMAN--HENRY "HANK" BAUSCH---HIS SON JOHN WAS ONE OF THE PLATOON SERGEANTS AND WHEN HIS DAD WAS CALLED UP WITH THE NATIONAL GUARD, JOHNNY JOINED UP TO GO, ALTHOUGH HE WAS UNDERAGE!!!  HANK WHEN WE IN COMBAT WAS IN HIS FORTIES!!THEY ALWAYS WAS FAIR AND SQUARE WITH ME!!


OFTEN WE WOULD MOUNT UP AND GO DOWN TO IRVINE PARK TO SHOOT OUR RIFLES AND THE 37 MM GUNS.  IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL DRIVE DOWN THERE AS WE WOULD GO THROUGH ORANGE COUNTY PAST THE MANY GROVES OF ORANGE, LEMON, AND ENGLISH WALNUT GROVES.

THERE WERE MANY TIMES WE WOULD MARCH IN FORMATION OR HIKE IN THE CITY OF LONG BEACH.  ONCE WE TOOK A HIKE UP THE DRY LOS ANGELES RIVER BED!  ONE OF THE AMAZING SIGHTS THERE WAS SIGNAL HILL--IT WAS FULL OF OIL WELLS--ALMOST ON TOP OF EACH OTHER!!


ON APRIL 15, 1943 WE WERE SLATED TO DEPART FROM RECREATION PARK, AND I WAS NOTIFIED THAT IT WAS MY TURN TO CATCH K.P., AND TO REPORT TO THE KITCHEN EARLY THAT MORNING  (IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT) TO DO MY DUTY!!  WE HELPED PUT UP BOX LUNCHES FOR THE ENTIRE COMPANY, BESIDES DOING THE BREAKFAST CHORES AND CLEANING THE KITCHEN, GET THE KITCHEN READY TO MOVE, BESIDES HAVE OUR OWN BELONGINGS PACKED AND LOADED TO MOVE.  FINALLY WE WERE READY TO MOUNT-UP AND MOVE OUT!!!  LEAVING LONG BEACH , WE HEADED NORTH THROUGH SANTA BARBARA, SEEING SOME BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY-SIDE, TO THE SAN LUIS OBISPO ARMY CAMP.


THE CAMP WAS MADE UP OF SMALL TARPAPER SHACKS THAT HAD BEEN BUILT ON THE WOODEN PLATFORMS THAT ONCE WERE USED FOR TENTS.  FOUR OF US WERE ASSIGNED TO EACH HUT.  NO SOONER HAD I GOTTEN SETTLED, WHEN THE WORD CAME DOWN  TO REPORT TO THE MESS HALL TO COMPLETE OUR DAYS K.P. DUTIES.  AFTER THE EVENING MEAL WAS OVER WE STILL HAD TO WORK UNTIL NEARLY MIDNIGHT BEFORE WE WERE RELEASED TO RETURN TO OUR NEW HOME!!  TALK ABOUT BEING TIRED---WE WERE ALL BUSHED!!  THIS HAD TO BE MY WORST STINT OF K.P. DUTY.  ONE OF THE FELLOWS THAT WAS ON K.P. THE SAME DAY NEVER FORGOT IT EITHER---NORMAN WENSKY.


THE CAMP WAS A NEAT PLACE, NOT ONLY WAS THE SMALL HUTS WE LIVED IN,  BUT ALL OF THE CAMP WAS GREAT!!  THEY HAD A VERY GOOD P.X., AND I ENJOYED GOING TO THE SERVICE CLUB TO READ BOOKS.  ON ONE OF MY JOURNEYS THERE I WENT UP THE STEPS INTO THE BUILDING AND NOTICED THIS BIG M.P. ON DUTY.  OUR EYES MET AS WE RECOGNIZED EACH OTHER--WE BOTH EXCLAIMED AT THE SAME TIME------" WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?"  IT WAS JOHN MOHRITZ, ALSO FROM UTICA AND A FORMER STUDENT ALSO AT UTICA HIGH.  SEEMS THAT HE HAD BEEN IN THE NEW REGIMENT BEING FORMED--THE 320TH INFANTRY REGIMENT.  HE WAS ABLE TO TRANSFER OVER TO THE 35TH DIVISION MILITARY POLICE PLATOON.


WE SOON LEARNED WHY WE WERE AT CAMP SAN LUIS OBISPO--THE 140TH INFANTRY REGIMENT WAS TAKEN OUT OF THE 35TH DIVISION AND SENT TO THE ALEUTIAN ISLANDS TO QUELL ANY INVASION BY THE JAPS.

WE WERE TO TRAIN A NEW REGIMENT THAT HAD BEEN FORMED AS  THE REPLACEMENT FOR THE 140TH.  THE PROCESS OF DOING THIS WAS AS FOLLOWS:  ONE THIRD OF THE MEN IN THE 134TH REGIMENT AND ONE THIRD OF THE MEN IN THE 137TH REGIMENT WERE SENT TO BE A PART OF THE NEW 320TH REGIMENT AND IN RETURN  ONE THIRD OF THE RECRUITS FROM THE 320TH  BECAME PART OF THE 134TH AND ONE-THIRD CAME TO THE 137TH --THIS GAVE EACH REGIMENT ONE-THIRD OF THE RECRUITS AND TWO THIRDS OF TRAINED MEN AND NATIONAL GUARDSMEN!!


THIS MEANT THAT WE ALL BEGAN WHAT WAS BASIC TRAINING--

THIS INVOLVED CLOSE ORDER DRILL, MAP READING, TRIPS TO THE RIFLE RANGE, AND EVERYTHING ELSE INVOLVED IN BASIC TRAINING.  THREE THINGS THAT I REMEMBER MOST ABOUT  THE TRAINING AT CAMP SAN LUIS OBISPO:  1. PRACTICING GUARD MOUNT  IN THE STICKY, GUMMY, SOIL IN THE RAIN, AND HOW HARD IT WAS TO MARCH WITH THAT GOO ON OUR FEET!! 2. GOING OUT IN THE SURROUNDING HILLS ON COMPASS PROBLEMS AND TRYING TO FIND OUR WAY IN THOSE DARK EERIE-RAINY NIGHTS!!  3. GETTING POISON OAK ALL OVER MY BODY AND GOING TO THE MEDICS AND GETTING CALAMINE LOTION TO PUT ON THE RASH--THIS STUFF WAS ALMOST USELESS TO CURE IT OR TO EASE THE ITCHYNESS!!  FINALLY MY AVOCADO EATING FRIEND--CYRUS CANNON

GAVE ME A SMALL JAR OF A BROWNISH SALVE (PROBABLY WATKINS

PETRO CARBO SALVE)--THIS RELIEVED THE ITCHY FEELING AND AFTER MANY WEEKS CURED THE DARN RASH!!!


THE COMPANY TOOK MANY HIKES OUT INTO THE COUNTRY SIDE--TO MORRO BAY, WERE WE SAW THE GIANT ROCK STICKING OUT OF THE WATER--MORRO ROCK, AND TO PISMO BEACH.    THE FARMS IN THAT AREA WERE NEAT TOO AND ONE IN PARTICULAR CAUGHT MY FANCY!  IT WAS A WHEAT FARM WITH HUGE ROCKS STICKING OUT OF THE GROUND SURROUNDING THE FARM HOUSE.  ALSO ON THESE HIKES I ALSO SAW MY FIRST "CALIFORNIA GATE"--AN ENTRANCE WITH RAILS LAYED HORIZONAL SO THE CATTLE COULDN'T EXIT THE FIELD.

 
SINCE THE ONLY WAY TO GET TO THE TOWN OF SAN LUIS OBISPO WAS BY TAXI I NEVER BOTHERED TO GO THERE!  THE P.X. IN CAMP HAD EVERYTHING I NEEDED ANYWAY!


THE MEN OF THE 35TH SIGNAL COMPANY HAD BEEN SENT TO THE ALEUTIANS OR OVERSEAS WITH ANOTHER OUTFIT, SO THEY WERE IN NEED OF REPLACEMENTS--TWO OF THE ANTI-TANKERS HAD TRANSFERRED TO THEM, SO I DECIDED TO GO UP THERE IN MY SPARE TIME AND SEE IF THERE WAS A CHANCE FOR ME TO DO THE SAME.  UP I WENT AND RECEIVED PERMISSION TO TALK TO THE COMMANDING OFFICER--CAPTAIN AMOS.  HE QUESTIONED ME ABOUT MY RADIO TRAINING AND SAID IF I COULD PASS A MORSE CODE TEST AND MY COMMANDING OFFICER AGREED TO TRANSFER ME , HE WOULD ACCEPT MY TRANSFER.  SO BACK I GO TO OUR ORDERLY ROOM AND GET PERMISSIOM TO SPEAK TO CAPTAIN QUENTIN DONNELLAN.  WELL THAT TO MY DISCUST DIDN'T WORK OUT TOO WELL!!!  THE CAPTAIN PLAINLY TOLD ME:  NO WE WILL NOT TRANSFER YOU, AS WE NEED YOU HERE AS A RADIO OPERATOR!!  BOY!  WAS I MAD!!  THE TIME I HAD BEEN IN THE COMPANY, THERE WAS NO TIME WHEN I HAD HAD ANYTHING WHAT-SO-EVER TO DO WITH RADIO OPERATION!!  OF COURSE THE GOOD CAPTAIN KNEW THAT WE WERE TO LOSE OUR COMMUNICATION SERGEANT AND ONE OF THE TWO RADIO OPERATORS IN THE SHIFT OF MEN TO THE 320TH.

REGIMENT AND IN FORMING A NEW CANNON COMPANY.  SERGEANT 

PAUL RANDELL WAS TO GO TO THE NEW CANNON COMPANY AND DICK DIEHL WOULD TRANSFER TO THE 320TH.  ANYWAY AT THE TIME I WAS NOT TOO THRILLED ABOUT BEING TURNED DOWN!!!   WE ALSO WAS TO TO LOSE QUITE A LOT OF THE OLD NATIONAL GUARDSMEN PLUS MY CAMP WOLTERS BUDDY--BILL REAGON -- HE HAILED  FROM AROUND CLEVELAND,OHIO, BUT IN RETURN THERE WERE MANY NEW YOUNGER MEN TO REPLACE THEM--A GOOD LOT OF THEM BOYS FROM THE SOUTHERN STATES!


WE DEPARTED FROM SAN LUIS OBISPO IN APRIL OF 1943 BY RAIL IN

PULLMAN CARS--TWO MEN WERE ASSIGNED TO BOTH THE LOWER AND THE UPPER BERTHS TO SLEEP, BUT DURING THE DAY WOULD RIDE IN THE LOWER BERTH WHICH WAS CONVERTED INTO SEATING FOR FOUR MEN.

IT WAS MY LUCK TO BE PAIRED UP WITH MY GOOD WASHINGTON STATE BUDDY FRANK LEVERING--HE WAS A GIANT OF A MAN, BUT WE MADE THE TRIP JUST FINE!!  THE RIDE WAS TERRIBLE--THE PULLMAN CAR WE WERE ON WOULD KIND OF COAST ALONG AND THEN IT WOULD GIVE A BIG JERK, AND THIS MADE SLEEPING ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE!!


AS WE CHUGGED OUT OF CALIFORNIA AND ACROSS ARIZONIA, TEXAS, AND NEW MEXICO WE ALL ENJOYED THE BEAUTIFUL WESTERN SCENERY.  THE TRAIN PASSED WITHIN A FEW MILES OF CAMP WOLTERS--

MY OLD ALMA- MATER.  THE TROOP TRAIN WAS DELAYED WHEN WE REACHED NEW OREANS, SO IT WAS BACKED INTO A SIDING.  THE LT. COLONEL IN CHARGE CAME AROUND AND INFORMED US THAT WE WOULD BE THERE FOR A COUPLE OF HOURS, SAID WE COULD DO AS WE PLEASED, BUT TO BE SURE TO BE BACK IN OUR SEATS ON THE TRAIN AT A SET TIME.  THE MEN TOOK OFF TO SIGHT-SEE, GET A SNACK, OR TO THE

VARIOUS BARS.  I STAYED FAIRLY CLOSE TO THE TRAIN BECAUSE I FEARED THAT I MIGHT GET LOST IN A STRANGE CITY!!  WHEN IT CAME TIME TO LEAVE, ROLL CALL WAS MADE AND EVERYONE WAS PRESENT AND ACCOUNTED FOR!!!


THE TRAIN CONTINUED ON ITS WAY INTO MISSISSIPPI, ALONG THE COAST, WHERE WE SAW THE ARMY AIR FORCE FIELD NEAR BILOXI, AND SOME SCENERY ALONG THE GULF COAST.  FINALLY LATER IN THE DAY WE WOULD REACH OUR DESTINATION--CAMP RUCKER, ALABAMA WHICH WAS LOCATED NEAR OZARK, ENTERPRISE, DALEVILLE, AND DOTHAN.

                       CAMP RUCKER


WHEN WE ARRIVED AT CAMP RUCKER, WE TOOK OVER THE BARRACKS FORMALLY OCCUPIED BY THE 81ST INFANTRY DIVISION (THE

WILDCAT DIVISION).  THE WHOLE CAMP WAS A MESS FOR IT BEING A NEW CAMP, AND EVERY COMPANY HAD A TREMENDOUS JOB OF CLEANING  THE BARRACKS, MESS HALLS, AND THE ENTIRE CAMP AREA!!  THE 35TH DIVISION WAS AN OUTFIT THAT BELIEVED IN GOOD HOUSEKEEPING, AND WHEN EVER WE WOULD LEAVE A CAMP,EVERYTHING HAD TO BE SPICK AND SPAN!!!  THIS WAS UNDOUBTEDLY DUE TO THE QUALITY OF THE OFFICERS AND MEN THAT MADE UP THE UNITS OF OUR DIVISION!!


IN PLACE OF OUR OLD 37 MM ANTI-TANK GUNS WE WERE GIVEN  

57 MM ANTI-TANK GUNS--THESE WERE BIGGER AND MORE POWERFUL, 

AND OF COURSE REQUIRED THE MEN TO TRAIN ON THEM.  THIS MEANT A LOT OF GUN DRILLS TO BECOME ACQUAINTED,  AND MANY TRIPS TO THE ANTI-TANK GUN FIREING RANGE.  THE TARGET ON THE RANGE WAS A MOVABLE TARGET MOUNTED ON RAILS.  HERE I SPENT MOST OF MY TIME WHILE OUT THERE, HELPING OPERATE AND REPAIR THE TARGETS. ALTHOUGH I HAD NEVER FIRED THE 57MM, BY SOME UNMYSTERIOUS

REASON I WAS QUALIFIED AS AN ANTI-TANK GUNNER!!!


AT RUCKER, ROLAND ROBBINS AND I SUDDENLY BECAME COMPANY MESSENGERS!  I STILL DON'T KNOW WHAT THIS INVOLVED TO THIS DAY, BUT IT MUST HAVE BEEN THE PRELUDE TO MY FINALLY BECOMING A RADIO OPERATOR!  WE BOTH GOT INTO A BIT OF TROUBLE

ONE SATURDAY AT THE WEEKLY INSPECTION--THE INSPECTING OFFICER TOOK A QUICK LOOK AT OUR M-1 RIFLES AND DECLARED BOTH OF THEM

VERY DIRTY!!  OF COURSE THE PLATOON SERGEANT WAS TOLD TO GIVE US A LITTLE PUNISHMENT AND DENY US ANY PASSES FOR THE WEEK-

END UNTIL THE CHORE WAS COMPLETED TO HIS SATISFACTION.  WE WERE TO SCRUB ALL THE WINDOWS IN THE UPSTAIRS OF THE OUR BARRACKS.  WE BOTH TOOK THIS WITH A GRAIN OF SALT AND WENT TO WORK ON THE JOB--FINISHING BEFORE NOON -FREE TO DO WHAT WE WANTED--AS FOR MYSELF I ALWAYS FELT THAT MY RIFLE WASN'T DIRTY, BUT THEY NEEDED A COUPLE OF SCRAPE-GOATS TO CLEAN THOSE WINDOWS!!!!     


SUMMER IN ALABAMA WAS A HOT TORRID SEASON, AND DURING OUR STAY THERE WE MADE ALMOST DAILY MARCHES OUT TO TRAINING AREAS AND ALSO QUITE A NUMBER OF HIKES OF TWENTY-FIVE MILES OR LESS.  OUR CANTEENS WERE ALWAYS FULL WHEN WE DEPARTED FROM OUR BARRACKS AND THIS MEANT THAT WE HAD TO USE A CERTAIN AMOUNT OF CAUTION AS TO THE AMOUNT OF WATER WE DRANK WHEN WE HAD OUR TEN-MINUTE BREAKS.  ON ONE OF THE MARCHES I HAD STARTED FROM CAMP FEELING HALF SICK AND AS WE PROGRESSED UP AND DOWN THOSE RED CLAY HILLS, THE MEN BEGAN TO ,FALL OUT AND I  FELT WORSER AND WORSER!!  I TOLD THE OFFICER-IN-CHARGE THAT IWASN'T FEELING TOO GOOD, SO HE SAID:  "FALL OUT WITH THE OTHER DROP-OUTS, AND MAKE SURE THAT THEY ALL GET TO THE MEDICS.  SO I DID, AND THAT WAS THE ONLY TIME I FAILED TO COMPLETE A MARCH!


CAPTAIN DONNELLAN LEFT US SOMETIME DURING OUR STAY AT RUCKER AND 1ST LT. REX HOPPER WAS MADE COMPANY COMMANDER OF ANTI-TANK CO.  HE WAS A BIG BIG MAN, THAT ALL OF THE ANTI-TANKERS GREATLY ADMIRED, AND RESPECTED--FROM ARIZONA.  ON MANY OF THE MARCHES OUT TO TRAIN WE WOULD END UP NEAR THE

CAMP RESERVOIR ( LAKE THOLOCCO), AND HE WOULD LET US TAKE A DIP IN THE WATER BELOW THE DAM--OF COURSE IN OUR BIRTHDAY SUITS!!!!

THIS NOT ONLY COOLED US OFF , BUT WAS A LOT OF FUN.


ON ONE OF OVERNIGHT PROBLEMS WE WENT OUT TO THE FIELD, AND I WAS ASSIGNED TO ONE OF THE 57 MM GUN SQUADS.  THAT NIGHT WE DIDN'T PITCH OUR TENTS, BUT JUST SLEPT ON THE GROUND IN OUR FATIGUES.  FINALLY MORNING DAWNED AND THE SUN CAME UP AND I AWOKE --LO AND BEHOLD!!  HERE I WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF NO-WHERE--ALL BY MY LONESOME--EVERYONE ELSE HAD LEFT!!  SO I STARTED OUT WALKING IN THE HOPES OF LOCATING THE ANTI-TANKERS, AND FINALLY RAN INTO SOME OTHER 35TH DIVISION MEN AND ASKED THEM IF THEY HAD SEEN ANY OF OUR GUNS, AND THEY GAVE ME DIRECTIONS TO ONE.

WHEN GETTING THERE, I FOUND IT WAS ONE OF OUR SQUADS, BUT NOT THE ONE I WAS ASSIGNED TO.  THE SERGEANT IN CHARGE TOLD ME TO STAY WITH THEM UNTIL THE PROBLEM ENDED!!  WHEN I CONFRONTED THE SERGEANT I WAS ASSIGNED TO HE SAID:  "I FORGOT TO WAKE YOU UP WHEN WE LEFT, BECAUSE I HADN'T REMEMBERED YOU BEING WITH MY MEN.  I'M VERY SORRY ABOUT THAT!".  GUESS I COULD FEEL MIGHTY LUCKY A JEEP OR ARMY TRUCK DIDN'T RUN OVER ME!!


ONE OF MY BUDDIES EUGENE BURR OF SAYRE, ALABAMA ASKED ME IF I WANTED TO WRITE TO A NICE GIRL FROM NEAR WHERE HIS GIRLFRIEND LIVED.  I SAID:  "HECK NO, I DON'T WANT TO WRITE TO ANY GIRL PERIOD!".  HE KEPT ON BUGGING ME ABOUT HOW THIS WAS REALLY A NICE GIRL, AND IT SOON SEEMED THAT HE WAS TRYING TO MATCH US UP!!!  GETTING TIRED OF THE BUGGING, FINALLY I TOLD HIM TO GIVE ME HER ADDRESS AND I WOULD WRITE TO HER.  THOUGHT HER FIRST NAME WAS SENELLA, BUT LATER LEARNED THAT HER "G" JUST LOOKED LIKE AN "S".  SHE SENT ME A PICTURE OF HERSELF, AND BOY WAS I IMPRESSED

--SHE WAS A MIGHTY GOOD LOOKING GAL!!  IT WASN'T LONG UNTIL HE ASKED ME IF I WANTED TO GET A PASS AND GO UP TO BIRMINGHAM TO MEET HER.  OF COURSE I AGREED TO GO!!  ON A SATURDAY WE TOOK THE CAMP BUS TO OZARK, BOARDED THE BIG DOG (GREYHOUND) TO THE BIRMINGHAM STATION.  QUITE A FEW OF OUR BUDDIES ALSO TOOK THE BUS--ODIS ISBELL, FRANK BAILEY, JOHN LAWRENCE, CHARLES BROWN, AND GRADY L. DAVIS.   THEN WE HAD TO GO OVER TO THE PLACE WHERE THE OLD BUS RAN OUT TO BROOKSIDE AND THE OTHER SMALL TOWNS NORTH AND WEST OF BIRMINGHAM.  WE EXITED THE BUS AT HIS GIRLFRIENDS HOUSE, OUT A WAYS FROM BROOKSIDE, ONLY TO DISCOVER THAT HIS GIRLFRIEND AND HER SISTER WERE AT A NEARBY CHURCH.  SO WE WALKED OVER THERE AND WHEN THE GIRLS SAW US THEY CAME OUT.  WE THEN FOOTED IT OVER TO BROOKSIDE TO WHERE GENELLA LIVED.  ONE OF OUR BUDDIES ( CHARLES ROBBINS) HAD ALSO CAME UP TO DATE  GERALDINES SISTER WANETTA, AND HE WAS WAITING FOR US THERE.  THE COLBURN HOUSE WAS THE MIDDLE ONE IN A ROW OF FIVE FAIRLY NEW HOMES JUST OUT OF BROOKSIDE.


FINALLY I WAS TO MEET GENELLA COLBURN AND SHE WAS AS SHY AS I WAS, BUT A VERY PRETTY SEVENTEEN YEAR OLD GIRL THAT I LIKED IMMEDIATELY!!  MY FIRST THOUGHT WAS THAT SHE WAS MUCH TOO GOOD LOOKING FOR A GUY LIKE ME!!  GUESS WE HAD A BITE TO EAT AND THEN BOARDED  THE BUS TO GO BACK TO BIRMINGHAM TO SEE A MOVIE.

WE SAW THE MOVIE  CALLED "STAGE DOOR CANTEEN" AT ONE OF THE LARGE THEATERS THERE.  OF COURSE I PUT MY ARM AROUND HER AND WE DID A LITTLE SMOOCHING--SHE LIKED IT AND OF COURSE I DIDN'T COMPLAIN, AS I HAD DECIDED THAT SHE WAS THE GIRL FOR ME!!!  AFTER THE MOVIE WE TOOK THE GIRLS TO THE BROOKSIDE BUS STATION AND AFTER THEY LEFT WE WENT TO THE GREYHOUND DEPOT TO GET THE BUS BACK TO CAMP RUCKER.


WHEN EVER POSSIBLE I WOULD GET A PASS AND PROCEED UP TO BROOKSIDE TO HER HOUSE.  USUALLY AFTER SUNDAY DINNER GENELLA AND I WOULD GO INTO BIRMINGHAM TO SEE A MOVIE OR WALKED DOWN TO THE LITTLE VILLAGE OF BROOKSIDE TO GET THE MAIL OR A SUNDAE.

SATURDAY NIGHTS I WOULD FIND A PLACE TO STAY IN BIRMINGHAM AT THE SALVATION ARMY OR A ROOM AT A SMALL HOTEL.  GENELLAS FAMILY WAS VERY KIND TO ME EVERY TIME I  WENT THERE.  SHE HAD A BROTHER IN THE AIR FORCE IN PERU - CECIL, AN OLDER SISTER- GENEVA ELLIOTT- THAT HAD A SMALL SON-TERRIEL , A BROTHER-EUEL- LIVED NEXT DOOR AND HAD A SIX YEAR OLD SON-LECIL, AND A YOUNGER BROTHER-RALPH-THIRTEEN YEARS OLD.


BROOKSIDE WAS ABOUT FOURTEEN MILES NORTH-EAST OF BIRMINGHAM--A SMALL COAL MINING TOWN WITH MOUNTAINS SURROUNDING IT AND FIVE MILE CREEK FLOWING AROUND THE PERIMETER OF THE  TOWN.  THERE WERE SEVERAL GROCERY STORES THERE, A DRUG STORE, TWO CLOTHING STORES, A STATE LIQUOR OUTLET, POST-OFFICE, AND A HARDWARE STORE.  THE BUSY RAIL LINE WAS ACROSS THE ROAD FROM THE COLBURN HOME, AND DURING THE WAR THE FREQUENT LONG TRAINS CARRYING COAL SHOOK THE WHOLE NEIGHBORHOOD!!


IT WAS SAID THAT MANY YEARS AGO, WALLACE BEERY MADE A  SILENT MOVIE THERE CALLED " BLACK GOLD OR BLACK DIAMONDS" ABOUT THE COAL MINING AND COKE INDUSTRY.  THIS WAS BASED ON A BOOK BY THE SAME NAME.


DURING OUR STAY AT CAMP RUCKER WE SPENT MUCH OF OUR TIME OUT IN THE FIELD ON TACTICAL PROBLEMS THAT INVOLVED A WEEK OR SOMETIMES AS MUCH AS TWO WEEKS.  ON ONE SUCH EXERCISE I WAS BUDDIED UP WITH              ASBURY--HE WAS FROM OKLAHOMA AND WENT BY THE NAME OF "PEAPICKER" AND WE BECAME GOOD FRIENDS.  WE HAD PITCHED OUR TWO SHELTER-HALFS TOGETHER TO FORM A PUP TENT TO SLEEP IN.  IN ONE AREA OF THE CAMP THERE WAS A SPRING THAT HAD A PIPE RUNNING OUT OF IT--THAT HAD TO BE THE BEST TASTING WATER THAT ANY OF US HAD EVER DRANK!!  WHILE IN THIS AREA ONE OF OUR OFFICERS WASN'T TOO PLEASED WITH THE AMOUNT OF PULL IT TOOK TO PULL THE TRIGGER ON OUR NEW CARBINES, SO HE DECIDED TO FILE THE SEERS ON THEM TO MAKE THEM EASIER TO FIRE!!

IT SURE MADE THEM EASIER, YOU CAN BET, BUT ALSO TURNED THEM INTO SEMI-AUTOMATICS--FIRING MORE THAN ONE ROUND AT A PULL OF THE TRIGGER!!!!  ALL OF THE HIKING OUT TO THE TRAINING AREAS AND THE MANY NIGHTS WE SPENT OUT IN THE THE SURROUNDING FORESTS 

HELPED US GET INTO PHYSICAL CONDITION FOR FUTURE COMBAT DUTY.


THE ANTI-TANK CO. CONDUCTED SOME RADIO AND OTHER COMMUNICATIONS CLASSES DURING THE FALL, SINCE I HAD FINALLY BECAME ONE OF THE RADIO OPERATORS, SGT. JESSE ISENAGLE (A GARDEN CITY, KANSAS NATIONAL GUARDSMAN) AND I TAUGHT SOME OF THE OTHERS FROM THE COMPANY CODE, RADIO PROCEDURE, AND OTHER COMMUNICATION SKILLS.  AT THAT TIME I HAD BEEN GIVEN THE ONE STRIPE OF A PRIVATE FIRST CLASS.  MY CAMP WOLTERS BUDDY BOB OSTER WAS MY FELLOW RADIO OPERATOR.


ONE OF THE COURSES THAT WE HAD TO GO THROUGH BESIDES THE OBSTACLE COURSE WAS THE INFILTRATION COURSE---IT WAS A PLACE WHERE WE HAD TO CRAW ACROSS AN OPEN SPACE WITH  OUR RIFLES, UNDER BARB WIRE ENTANGLEMENTS, WITH MACHINE GUNS FIRING  OVER OUR HEADS.  I SET OUT DETERMINED THAT I WOULD BE THE FIRST MAN TO COMPLETE THE COURSE AND WHEN I ARRIVED AT THE FINISHING POINT I DISCOVERED THAT I HAD COME IN SECOND!!!  OUR COMMANDING OFFICER-FIRST LT. REX HOPPER WAS ALREADY THERE!!!


LATE IN SEPTEMBER I WAS TOLD TO REPORT TO THE ORDERLY ROOM, AND WAS INFORMED THAT I WOULD BE LEAVING AROUND OCTOBER FIRST TO GO UP TO THE INFANTRY SCHOOL,NEAR COLUMBUS, GEORGIA  TO  FORT BENNING  TO ATTEND THE ADVANCED COMMUNICATION  COURSE. AS USUAL I WAS THRILLED WITH THE THOUGHT OF  BEING ON THE ROAD AGAIN AND GOING TO A NEW CAMP TO ATTEND SCHOOL!!!THE WORST THING ABOUT THE WHOLE DEAL WAS LEAVING ALL OF MY BUDDIES AND PERHAPS NOT BEING ABLE TO GO UP TO SEE GENELLA ON THE WEEKENDS.


I PACKED MY BELONGINGS AND WAS TAKEN INTO OZARK WHERE I CAUGHT THE SMALL BUS THAT RAN BETWEEN THERE AND COLUMBUS.  THE RIDE WAS A LONELY ONE, BUT I DID ENJOY THE SCENERY--FINALLY THE BUS ARRIVED IN COLUMBUS (MY FIRST TIME TO BE IN THE STATE  OF

GEORGIA) WHERE I WAS PROVIDED TRANSPORTATION INTO FT. BENNING.

THE SCHOOL AND THE BARRACKS WERE BOTH IN THE MAIN POST AREA.

THE BARRACKS WERE HUGE BRICK TWO STORY BUILDINGS AND OUR CLASS ENLISTED COMMUNICATION COURSE #54 WAS BILLETED ON THE SECOND FLOOR OF ONE OF THE BUILDINGS.  THIS WAS PART OF THE 

INFANTRY SCHOOL, THAT ALSO TRAINED ALL THE NEW SECOND 

LIEUTENANTS TO SERVE IN THE INFANTRY.   

