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“When I went to school my history lessons were all about learning the names of kings and endless lists of dates. Yawn. But exciting history asks: How did people live and how did they die? How did they feel? Were they just like us or more like aliens from another planet? Those are the questions that Battle Books explore. I wish Gary Smailes and his books had been around when I went to school.”

— Terry Deary, author of Horrible Histories



BATTLEBOOKS

Prepare to fight your own battle…



Start the story, then choose which numbered paragraph to follow. Go to that paragraph to continue on and see if you can help to defeat the Japanese forces holding the island of Iwo Jima.
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YOU are a US Marine in the 28th Regiment, 5th Marine Division. You are highly trained, and will be expected to follow orders from senior-ranking marines. You are one man in a 70,000-strong force, armed with a M1 Garand rifle, bayonet and grenades (when you can find them). You are one of the few, one of the proud.

US MARINE KIT AND WEAPONS
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M1 metal helmet with cloth camouflage-patterned cover
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M1 Garand rifle: gas-operated, semi-automatic, fed with an 8-round clip
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M1 bayonet and sheath
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USMC cartridge belt
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USMC fighting knife MkII and sheath
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2 x water canteen
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2 x Mk IIA1 fragmentation grenade
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AN/M14 thermite grenade
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USMC first-aid kit containing:

1 cotton OD case, 1 canvas Carlisle dressing belt pouch, 1 insect repellent bottle, 2 bottles of iodine, 1 Carlisle small first-aid dressing, 1 first-aid packet in olive-painted copper tin, 1 medium cotton wound bandage, 1 sunburn paste tin, 2 cotton sterilised 1 bandages, 1 personal stitching/sewing kit.



It is February 1945, and the war in Europe is all but over. Yet the Americans are fighting a different war in the Pacific. The USA had been brought into World War II in 1941, after an unprovoked attack by Japanese forces at Pearl Harbor. Since then, US leaders put a plan in place to destroy the Japanese threat: to invade Japan, remove the Emperor from power and end the war. To do this they first needed to capture hundreds of small islands that stood between American forces and Japan.

The last of these islands is Iwo Jima.

Iwo Jima is a key target. It has a working airfield which, if captured, could be used to launch bombing raids on Japan. Yet the Japanese are not going to give up the island without a fight. They see it as sacred Japanese soil, and will fiercely defend it to keep it out of American hands.

The Americans’ plan to capture Iwo Jima is simple. They will bombard the island from battleships at sea, and then send thousands of US Marines ashore to mop up. However, the plan has one flaw – the Japanese will know the attack is coming. They will have had weeks to prepare their defences, including miles of underground tunnels and concrete bunkers. The Japanese know they can’t hold on to Iwo Jima for ever, but they intend to make the US Marines pay for the island in blood…
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You are a US Marine in 28th Regiment, 5th Marine division. For the last few days you have been sitting on a battleship off the shore of Iwo Jima, watching as the volcanic island was bombarded by shells. You wondered if anything could survive such a pounding.

You are now on a motorised landing craft heading towards the black sandy beaches of Iwo Jima.

• Go to section 1.



1 Morning – 19 February 1945

All you can see are the worried faces of your fellow Marines and the blue-grey sky that frames the sides of the landing craft. You squat uncomfortably on the metal floor, your pack and M1 Garand rifle weighing you down. The tracked boat bobs through the ocean, and the drone of the engine and the smell of diesel fuel all combine to make you feel very sick.

You lift yourself up and strain to see over the metal sides. You catch a glimpse of hundreds of other landing craft snaking through the water. You hear the boom of the huge battleship guns which continue to pound the tiny island ahead.

The boat powers onwards. As you edge closer to the beach, Japanese machine-gun bullets “ping” off the landing craft sides. You duck down, then, without warning a clatter of metal is followed by a thump as the ramp in front of you drops down…

Ahead of you is a wide beach, its black volcanic sand making it look like something from another planet. You are not the first to land, and hundreds of Marines are already scurrying about. You step forward, trying to ignore the dead bodies in the surf. The air is filled with the noise of battle, bullets whizz all about and dull explosions send spouts of hot black sand into the air.
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The beach is flat, but it quickly rises into a steep wall of sand. With little option you stagger into the surf, the soft sand slipping away underneath your boots. Water soaks through your socks. Marines around you shout and push, urging each other onwards. You stumble again. Suddenly a Marine to your right screams and spins into the water as he is hit. Bullets rip through the air all around you.

• To run to the safety of the sand dune ahead of you, go to 35.

• To do as you have been trained, and begin to dig in to create a hole where you can take cover, go to 82.



2 Afternoon – 19 February 1945

All of your training has told you not to trust the Japanese, and you know that you need to make sure that the pillbox is empty. However, to get inside you will have to move the charred body. You turn to Tex and tell him to cover you. As you get near the blocked doorway, you peer into the gloom. You can’t see anything. You need to go inside to be sure it’s clear.

You use the butt of your M1 Garand to lever the body away from the entrance.

You can’t see them, but under the body are two grenades – placed in such a way so they will explode when the body is moved; it’s a booby trap.

The grenades explode, launching you backwards and peppering your body with hundreds of shards of molten metal. You are dead before you hit the ground.

• You’ve been killed by a Japanese booby trap. Go to 84 to discover your fate.



3 Morning – 19 February 1945

An attack across open ground would be suicide, so you have little choice but to wait. The Marines around you open fire on the pillbox, but they are having little effect. You focus on the black slit and fire off a few shots, but stop when you realise you are just wasting ammunition. The machine gun continues to splutter bullets in your direction.

Suddenly, a huge explosion erupts to the right of the pillbox; orange flame licks out in all directions. You are confused, but the machine gun stops firing for a moment. Then, as the sand and smoke clears, it starts up again.

To your left you can hear a strange noise. Over the snap of rifle fire and distant explosions of battle, you can make out the rumble of an engine and a loud metallic squeak. Emerging from behind a fold in the ground is a Sherman tank!

A cheer ripples through the Marines as the tank takes up position and thunders another shell at the pillbox. Yet, once again the shot flies wide, causing a flash of fire and eruption of sand, but failing to silence the machine gun.
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You realise that the tank is too close, and the tank crew can’t target the pillbox accurately. In training, you were taught to direct tank fire using the external phone link on the back of the tank.

• If you wish to dodge between the rocks and direct the tank’s fire, go to 97.

• If you wish to stay where you are and let a Marine closer to the tank direct the fire, go to 32.



4 Morning – 19 February 1945

You check the explosives one more time, hold the trigger in your left hand and place the satchel in your right. After the machine gun has spluttered a short burst, you jump to your feet.

The next few seconds happen in a blur. As you stand up you catch your first glimpse of the enemy. Huddled in the pillbox are two teenage Japanese soldiers.

You stuff the satchel though the narrow slot – it’s just like delivering a letter – and then dive to the left of the pillbox. As you hit the sand you let the thin wire unravel and then twist the trigger.

A boom sends sand, smoke and chunks of concrete in all directions. For a moment your ears ring and you are left confused, but you quickly recover. With a smile on your face you run back to the crater.

As you slump back into the safety of the hole in the sand you see that the Sergeant is gone. The three Marines left in the crater slap you on the back. You are just feeling smug when the machine gun begins firing again! The Japanese must have retaken the wrecked pillbox.

You glance over the lip of crater when a hand pulls you down. A young Marine is right next to you. The noise from the MG is so loud you can’t hear him speak. Instead he nods in the direction of the bottom of the crater. You turn to see a flamethrower lying in the black sand.

• If you wish to put on the flame-thrower and clear out the pillbox, go to 59.

• If you think it is time someone else risked their life, go to 17.



5 Morning – 19 February 1945

You push yourself to your feet and snatch a small white slip of paper from the Sergeant. He looks surprised, but without a word he turns away from you and strides along the line of Marines.

You duck down and jog back the way you came, skirting the burned-out pillbox, heading towards the beach. Once on the beach you try to navigate the hell that is unfolding in front of your eyes. Machine-gun fire rakes the landing area; burning vehicles send plumes of black smoke into the air; enemy mortar shells occasionally thud into the beach, spraying fire and sand. After about thirty minutes of picking your way along the beach, you see a small group of Marines. You find the highest ranking officer and pass him the paper. He reads it, thanks you and sets about his business.

Once again you thread your way through the death and destruction on the beach. You climb over the dune but you can’t find the burned-out pillbox. You head inland anyway. You pause for a moment and scan the area ahead. You are lost. It is difficult to see far since the sand rises and falls. Small black volcanic rocks are scattered all about. Without warning, machine-gun fire spurts sand up at your feet. You dive behind the nearest rock. The MG stops and you peer around to see a pillbox just a few metres ahead. The MG is turned in your direction. Your only option is to run back the way you have come.
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