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This book is dedicated to all the dogfaces who fought in World War II, especially those who fought in the North African and European theaters of operation, and most especially to the thousands of men and women who helped me write this book.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

In the normal sense of the word, this book is not a “war history.” As my editor pointed out, there are many misspelled words in this book, especially place names, because the dogfaces—my heroes—were not familiar with the geography of the strange places in which they were fighting, and they most often heard the place names rather than read them. But that’s how it was for the GIs, their war was not a nice neat package of maps and geographical descriptions, but a dirty business in which they often did not get their socks off for weeks at a time.

Names, places, numbers, and even the stories of various military actions are recounted here as they were perceived by the dogfaces, mostly enlisted men and junior officers.

The editor suggested that I really ought to clean up the quotations from the dogfaces, turning the grammar and syntax into the sort one reads in the erudite histories of the war. But I preferred to leave the dogface language just as it was in their diaries, letters, and conversations and on the tapes they made for me. Also, as the editor pointed out, sometimes the GIs’ account of a battle did not square with the official history or with any other account. This is true, but it is also what this book is all about. This is the story of the dogface war as the dogfaces fought it, told from their point of view, with all their perceptions, misconceptions, and errors. It is not the same war you read about in General Eisenhower’s memoirs, although it is more like the one described in General Bradley’s book Soldier. There was no space to accommodate the official accounts for comparison.

Many times the details recalled by my heroes do not conform to the official “facts.” For example, at the Falaise pocket Colonel Campbell, the provost marshal of the Fifth Corps, recalled the task he faced in handling 20,000 POWs in a matter of hours. It was pointed out to me that historians said 100,000 German prisoners were taken at the Falaise gap. Perhaps, but not by Colonel Campbell’s Fifth Corps. There were other American units and Canadians present at that time and place.

No, this book is not a history in the ordinary sense of the word. It is a book about the sights and sounds and feel of battle, the dreadful boredom of some aspects of combat, the constant danger and the discomfort.

There are atrocities in this book, atrocities committed by both sides. Some, especially the Germans, say the American generals encouraged atrocities with their advice to the soldiers invading Normandy that prisoners of war were not wanted during the first thirty-six hours. During the trial of the German officers responsible for the Malmédy massacre of Christmas 1944 the Germans pleaded that they were simply following the same policy that the Americans invoked on D day. You, the reader, will have to make up your own mind about that.

Other harsh and sometimes vicious actions are described in this book too, descriptions that you will not find in other books. I have included them because I promised to do so and feel that they are a part of the fabric of the war. Atrocities are not unique to the enemy side.

When I began collecting material for this book in 1980, I was told by some GIs, mostly enlisted men, that they would participate only if I was willing to “tell it like it was” and not like it has been told in the various war histories. On the other side, a number of high-ranking officers, usually staff officers, refused to participate because I asked questions indicating disagreement and disapproval concerning some of the actions of the brass hats, usually disapproval voiced by enlisted men. Such matters as the disastrous Rapido River crossing in Italy are cases in point. I made a pledge to the enlisted men that I would tell the story of their war as it was, as they saw and lived through it, and as far as I know I have kept that pledge. This book is the story of the dogface war in all its gory glory.

E. P. H.



PREFACE TO THE 2000 EDITION

The genesis of this book was a 1980 conversation with Ira Corn, then president of the Pinnacle Publishing Company, who had served as a sergeant in a military police company on the beach at Normandy. He wanted me to write a book about the American military experience from the point of view of the “Dogface,” that unsung hero immortalized by Bill Mauldin in his cartoons for Yank, the soldier’s magazine. Corn would assist with the research and his company would publish the book. I was soon hooked on the idea.

Ira suffered a heart attack and died before the project was well under way and I had to seek another publisher. Sol Stein, of Stein & Day, had published several of my military histories and agreed to finance this one. But we fell out over other matters and eventually I turned to Gladys Carr, editor in chief of the trade division of McGraw-Hill, who ultimately published the book. What began as the story of the Normandy campaign expanded into the tale of the whole European theatre, from North Africa to the German surrender in the spring of 1945. As noted in the acknowledgments, several hundred people contributed to the making of this book and I remain grateful to them all.

A publisher recently remarked on the renewed interest in World War II, evidenced by the publication of new histories by Stephen Ambrose and the well-received Saving Private Ryan last year. My agent Jake Elwell observed that the film’s opening scenes on the Normandy beachhead might have been taken directly from the pages of The GI’s War. The “renewed interest” noticed by the publisher refers to the war’s perceived commercial appeal as viewed by publishing companies and film studios. The interest of the reading public, however, has not lagged over the past fifty years. Books by Cornelius Ryan, John Toland, and other historians have consistently sold well in numerous editions; the 50th anniversary of World War II, celebrated and remembered over the course of seven years, has only increased the number of readers.

This edition, published by Cooper Square Press, remains a faithful rendition of the original, and its publication, more than a half-century after the end of hostilities, is a reminder of the lasting American interest in World War II and the stories of the men who fought it—most of them just ordinary young men from the cornfields of Kansas, the shoe factories of Massachusetts, and the ranches of eastern Oregon—not heroes, but citizen soldiers who had war thrust upon them and responded with courage and nobility. There were heroic figures among them, some of whose exploits are detailed in these pages, but most were ordinary young men doing a dirty job that needed to be done. The GI’s War is their story.

EDWIN P. HOYT
Ome City, Tokyo
January 2000



PREFACE

This book is about soldiers in World War II. It is not primarily a book about generals or other high-ranking officers, nor is it a book about military strategy and tactics. Rarely did the common soldiers know anything about the military strategy they were deploying, and very seldom anything about tactics, except in their immediate vicinity. Soldiers have been called pawns on the chessboard of war, and that is a very accurate description of the employment of the soldier.

When I say “soldier,” I am talking about the field soldier: the GI; the “dogface”; the slogging, leather-booted, tin-hatted, dirty-shirted soldier of the line. Kilroy and his friends. But this description refers to company and field grade officers, too—including a few colonels—officers like Red Reeder, who led his men into battle with such vigor that he lost a leg almost at the beginning of the Normandy campaign, and even Brig. Gen. Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., the happy warrior who died of a heart attack in Normandy. But mostly this is the tale of the adventures of Privates Ogden, Haemmel, Adolph, Miller, Thornton, and Moglia, Corporal Chattaway and Sergeant Elburn, Lieutenant Downing and Captain Shebeck, and hundreds of others whose stories, or parts of them, appear in this book. When the generals and the colonels come in, it is either to use their activities to follow the course of the war or to explain elements of military practice. The stories that follow have almost all been told before, either by the men themselves or by their chosen biographers. So, too, have the “big” stories of the war in Europe been told by competent historians, both American and British. Those stories, by and large, are beyond the purview of this book. In other words, this is not the story of the U.S. Army in World War II but the story of the Army of the United States in that war. The officers and men of the U.S. Army—the regulars—were the nucleus of the army of the United States.

The regular officers were dedicated career men, many of whom had spent more than twenty years in the wilderness of a civilian economy in which Congress looked with deep suspicion on military expenditures of any sort. By and large they were good men: the stern and taciturn George Marshall; the genial and accommodating Dwight Eisenhower; the fatherly, shrewd Omar Bradley; the dashing, wild George Patton; and a hundred other general officers and a thousand colonels. There were, of course, some bad apples, and the dogfaces were the first to spot them. There were also some unlucky generals, some of them taking the rap for defeats and errors for which the real responsibility lay much further up the line. For the most part, the fates of these professionals are matters of concern within the professional military establishment. Any criticism of senior officers in this book is a direct reflection of what the GIs thought at the time. Sometimes the GI assessment was wrong. In many cases what seemed to be the personal idiosyncrasies of a senior officer turned out to be his method of leading troops. Thus, General Patton’s irritating and sometimes impossible uniform regulations (How can a mechanic work on the underside of a tank with his tin hat on?) were his means of jerking the members of the Second Corps in Africa back to attention and of creating a sense of pride among them after a series of defeats had left them virtually in a state of shock. Patton’s slapping of the soldiers in Sicily was another indication of such gestures—one that cost him dearly—when the American public rose up in anger at his “brutality” and he was removed from command.

The public was joined by the dogfaces. One of the soldiers Patton slapped was an infantryman from the Sixteenth Infantry, which had served the general very well in both north Africa and Sicily. In the words of one of the GIs, “After that there were 50,000 GIs on Sicily who would like nothing better than to have a shot at General Patton.”

The incident was a very good reminder to the members of the military that no matter what, they served the people of the United States and not vice versa.

[image: image]

There are other tales in this book that seem to reflect badly on the regular army, particularly the army of prewar days—such as the story of Private Ogden at Fort Monroe and the company commander and sergeant who chose to impose their peculiar discipline on him. As many others have stated, that sort of thing was not uncommon in the peacetime army, whose enlisted men were not notably of the gentler order of Americans. Discipline was strict because it had to be to maintain order. The problems appeared when the old order came up against a new situation in which millions of young Americans joined the armed forces intending only to defeat the enemy and then get back to their civilian pursuits. There was some friction; there had to be. But it is a compliment to the officers of the regular army that there was so little friction, and that General Marshall and his subordinates managed to make soldiers out of raw civilians between 1941 and the landing of the invasion forces in north Africa in November 1942.

Those American soldiers of north Africa were still pretty green. But as Sergeant Ogden said later, twenty-four hours in combat makes a soldier. And that is what happened. The First Armored Division took a terrible shellacking in its initial encounters with the enemy, partly because of the inferiority of the American Sherman tank to the German Tiger and because of the absence of an adequate U.S. antitank gun. However, the American defeat at Kasserine Pass occurred partly because the American officers in charge were inexperienced, and the Germans simply outmaneuvered them. The British felt quite strongly about American inexperience. But that deficiency did not last long, and ultimately the Americans responded brilliantly by improvising; nobody had ever heard of using 105-millimeter howitzers as antitank weapons until the second battle of Kasserine Pass.

The American infantry had plenty to learn, too. But the Americans did learn—all of them—with great speed, and by the time of the Normandy invasion the gloomy prediction of Lord Ismay in the summer of 1941 that the Americans would never be able to stand up to the Germans proved to be, as Winston Churchill said it would be, an inaccurate assessment. The creation and the employment of this enormous American military machine was the great accomplishment of the officers and noncoms of the U.S. Army. And for that Americans should be forever grateful to the professionals who kept the military fires burning between 1919 and 1941 and who then put together the machinery in such a short time.

One other point: throughout the war in Europe there was more than a little friction between the Allies, and that between the British and Americans was most noticeable. Again, it is not the purpose of this book to dwell on the differences, except as they affected the GIs. Many, but not all, of the British who had been in the war for three years at the time of the North African invasion were noticeably contemptuous of their inexperienced American allies. But they made the mistake of underestimating the American capacity to learn. Particularly in the matter of logistics, the British system was far inferior to the American, and was so proved. The British, still suffering from the loss of almost an entire generation of young men in the war of 1914–1918, were extremely cautious in their management of battles; the Americans were much more daring and not very complimentary about the British method. Another element, not usually mentioned in the matter of intra-Allied antagonisms, is the cousinly relationship of British and Americans—a sense of mutual irritation that goes back to the war of the Revolution, and is liable to break out at any time. The epitome of all this was Gen. George S. Patton, Jr., who detested the British, denigrated them at every opportunity, and really believed the war could have been fought much better without them. That was, of course, an extreme notion, but such extremity was a part of General Patton, and was part of what made him America’s most dashing field commander.

In spite of the irritations; the international, interservice, and intraservice rivalries; and the errors, incompetence, and arrogance in some places, together the Allies did a magnificent job in winning the European war against a determined and skillful enemy. There is plenty of credit to go around. This book is an attempt to give some of that credit to the GIs who slogged through the mud, whose biographers were Ernie Pyle, Bill Mauldin, and the writers for Stars and Stripes and Yank magazine. The archetype of these dogfaces is too often pictured as that cartoon character “The Sad Sack.” There were sad sacks in the army of the United States, plenty of them, but there were also men of incredible bravery. And in between there were millions of officers and men who went into the service because they felt an obligation or were drafted to fight for their country and who, when the chips were down, performed in a manner that surprised them as much as anyone. So above all, here’s to the dogface, the American GI, the citizen soldier of the United States. May he forever appear in the future as he has in the past, in time of need.

Edwin P. Hoyt
Corporal, Army of the United States (1941–1943)
19109959
Betterton, Maryland, 1988
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THE
SUMMER
OF 1940

75% OF BEF REPORTED SAFELY OUT OF FLANDERS;
ALLIES ATTACK ON SOMME, WIN ABBEVILLE AREA.
ROOSEVELT WARNS WAR IMPERILS WHOLE WORLD.

PLEA TO CONGRESS

PRESIDENT ASKS POWER TO CALL OUT
NATIONAL GUARD IF NEEDED

BILLION MORE FUNDS

ALL CONTINENTS MAY BE INVOLVED,
SAYS NEW DEFENSE MESSAGE

By Felix Belair, Jr.
Special to the New York Times

WASHINGTON, May 31—Warning that “all continents may become involved in a world-wide war” President Roosevelt in a special message today asked Congress for “over [image: image]1,000,000,000” in supplemental appropriations for preparedness and for specific authority to call the National Guard and Army Reserves to active duty if needed to safeguard neutrality and for the national defense.

Further enlargement of the defense forces, for which outlays of more than [image: image]3,300,000,000 are pending in Congress, were necessary, the President said, in view of the success of blitzkrieg tactics on the Flanders Front.

Hitler was moving fast. The slow, almost torpid warfare of the winter of 1940 had ended and the “phony war” had proved to be a German deception. When the panzer divisions swept through Belgium around the end of the Maginot line, the British had just managed to save three-quarters of their Flanders army through the almost miraculous Dunkerque evacuation. British and French communiqués spoke of “success” against Nazi positions along the Somme, but from America it was much easier to see that the reality lay in the German High Command’s laconic assessment that the Flanders and Artois campaigns were virtually ended. Three French armies had been destroyed or captured and most of the British force was out of action.

One June day Pvt. William Richard Ogden, 6999701, was pulling kitchen police at Fort Monroe, Virginia—permanent KP. He had been serving for six months without a day off. Private Ogden was a soldier of the U.S. Army, the old army. He had enlisted in 1939 at the age of 16, with stars in his eyes. The stars were soon gone.

“The problem was that a soldier was considered to be an amoeba—the lowest form of life on this earth—and perhaps in a way it was true. Most of us in those days were either bums, ex-convicts, or men who chose to go into the army instead of going to jail. So the military in those days were really considered to be nothing but savages. GI meant government issue—a GI can, which is a garbage can. We were called dogfaces, because of JoJo the dogface boy. We wore tags, dog tags. So from then on we were dogfaces. The term GI, meaning soldier, didn’t come into being until after the draft.”

In the old army an enlisted man had no privileges. He actually gave up his citizenship rights when he enlisted, Private Ogden had discovered. Even if he had been 21, he still could not have voted. He could not say anything negative about an officer, a mayor, a senator, any of those—it theoretically might mean a general court-martial, a dishonorable discharge, and six months in the guardhouse.

Private Ogden got paid [image: image]21 a month. After money out for necessities such as haircuts, shaving cream, and the like, he had about [image: image]12 a month. This lasted a week, and the rest of the month he was dead broke. He used to go scouting around the camp to see how to pick up some money. Monroe is a very old fort, built before the Civil War, and it is laced with old tunnels. One day Ogden came upon a steel door covered over with concrete, and he broke through it. Inside he found a cavern the size of a Quonset hut, filled with long cases. Each case contained brand new .50-caliber rifles, with triangular bayonets, all packed in Cosmoline. The weapons were new—in 1865—bought but never issued during the Civil War.

“Like a fool, I reported this to my commanding officer. A few days later these extremely valuable antique rifles were put up for sale to officers.” Ogden went to his commanding officer and asked if he could buy one since he had discovered them. He was turned down flat. Who did he think he was? He was only an enlisted man.

A few more incidents of this sort, and Ogden had gained a reputation as a troublemaker. That’s how he got put on permanent KP, by orders of the first sergeant, with the approval of the captain.

Not long afterward, Private Ogden appealed to the mess sergeant for some time off, and the mess sergeant agreed. Ogden took off, but he made the mistake of staying in the barracks. That very morning he was found by the first sergeant, who personally escorted him back to the mess hall and told the mess sergeant that Private Ogden was permanent KP, permanent.

A little later that day, Private Ogden erupted. He went straight to the first sergeant’s office. He did not knock. He did not speak. He picked up the large wooden nameplate the first sergeant kept proudly on his desk, and beat the sergeant over the head with it. Then he walked into the captain’s office, grabbed his commanding officer by the necktie, pulled him across the desk, emptied a bottle of ink onto his head, and then struck the captain on the head with the bottle. He threw the captain back into his chair and walked out.

He was arrested and put up for general court-martial under Section 8 of the U.S. Army Articles of Discipline, the paragraph that said “unadjustable to military service.”

An officer from nearby Fort Story was assigned to conduct Private Ogden’s defense. When this officer learned what had happened and of the cruel and unusual punishment visited on Private Ogden, he made sure the facts were made known to the office of the inspector general of the army. Suddenly all charges were withdrawn. Even the old U.S. Army could not stomach that sort of discipline once the facts were officially established. The alternative to dropping the charges would have to have been a court-martial of the first sergeant and the captain as well as of the private.

Private Ogden was transferred across Hampton Roads to Fort Story, to the organization of the officer who had defended him. In four months he rose from buck private to sergeant. Times had changed, even though the United States was just beginning to pull up its military socks. Sergeant Ogden was a professional soldier, but the army in which he was now serving was no longer ruled by caste, and the enlisted men were no longer as reviled as they had been. A private could be the kid brother of the captain just as easily as not. The army was now the army of the United States; the vast majority of people who were coming into it had absolutely no interest in soldiering as a profession. There was a national defense problem. That was what it was all about.

Not all the West Point officers of the U.S. Army were like Private Ogden’s superiors at Fort Monroe. Many were like Capt. Russell Potter Reeder, son of a professional soldier and graduate of the U.S. Military Academy in the class of 1926. Captain Reeder was a company officer serving in the Panama Canal Zone in 1940 and a friend to his men. He had to deal with a post quartermaster who loaded the company messes down with canned artichokes (“damned pinecones”) and a commanding general who took an inordinate interest in the condition of the brass doorknobs in the barracks. But Captain Reeder coped—as he did the time on maneuvers when the supply officer of the “attacking force” discovered that he had miscalculated and that the men would have nothing to eat but tuna fish, coffee, and bread for 8.2 meals on the last three days of the maneuvers. Captain Reeder gave his best sergeant some money and five men and sent them out to forage for food. They brought back chickens, sweet potatoes, papayas, mangoes, bananas, pineapples, limes, and sugar. Company L of the Third Infantry never performed better than in those maneuvers.

Life for Captain Reeder was not easy. When he had graduated from the academy and become a second lieutenant, his pay was so low ([image: image]143 a month) that the West Point authorities lectured graduating seniors against getting married. There were “perks”: the commissary and the post exchange where soldiers could buy food at low prices and liquor and cigarettes without taxes. The officers had golf courses to play on, and a certain amount of leisure. But the life of a professional army officer between the wars was certainly no bed of roses. The changes of 1940 were going to make a big difference.

Barnett Hoffner was also a professional soldier, but in a different way. In 1936, in the middle of the Great Depression, Hoffner had enrolled at Long Island University, but he soon decided that college was a dead end. He had always been interested in the military. His family had a military tradition; several members had served in the Austrian army.

At about this time, two of his brother’s friends who were in the Marine Corps had come to the house, and he was impressed. So in March 1936 Barnett Hoffner enlisted in the marines for four years. He enjoyed it immensely. It was tough training, the sort that stuck with a man: in 1988 Hoffner could still remember the number of his Marine Corps 1903 Springfield rifle—868449.

Hoffner was married in 1940. He would have been willing to sign over with the marines, but his wife was adamant against the idea. Discharged, Hoffner went to work for the Veterans Administration in Washington. So while some men were coming in, Barney Hoffner was going out.

[image: Image]

On June 1, 1940, in King’s Town, on the Eastern Shore of Maryland, a 22-year-old farm boy named Edward Elburn was hoeing vegetables at the Bramble farm where he had been working for three months. Ed Elburn had grown up in King’s Town, as had his father and grandfather before him. Elburn was a name well known on the shore, along with Usilton, Anthony, Turner, and Cooper. This branch of the Elburn tribe ran a greenhouse and did a little dry-land farming, as did so many of the Eastern Shore families. Corn was the cash crop, corn that was planted in the early spring and grew in the summer heat until it was picked dry in September and October. Corn and the fruits of the Chesapeake Bay kept the Eastern Shore going. Some of the farmers were also watermen, but not so many in the 1930s. Many of them supplemented their cash crops with venison and wild goose in the fall, for this section of the Eastern Shore was a major flyway for the Canada geese that arrived by the hundreds in September and remained amid the corn stubble until April.

Ed Elburn knew nothing of President Roosevelt’s plea to Congress for a more powerful American defense force. The Baltimore papers came over to the shore by ferry, but they did not always arrive on schedule. The Delaware papers came in but were mostly useful for their ads, since Kent and Queen Anne’s counties were oriented to shopping in Dover. So Ed Elburn, at 22, didn’t spend a lot of time reading the newspapers other than the weekly Kent County News, which had the distinction of starting out as The Chestertown Spy, a colonial newspaper. What most of the people of the shore lacked in worldly goods they made up for with a powerful tradition of independence and pride in the history of the shore.

The first settlement in Maryland had been made in Queen Anne’s County, on Kent Island. Over in Kent County, Chestertown’s “Tea Party” was not so well known as Boston’s, but it was almost an exact replica. In the days before the Revolution the Chester River, which separated Chestertown and King’s Town, had created a port city to rival Baltimore. The shore in those days had been the natural highway from the southern colonies to Philadelphia and New York. George Washington had ridden north this way more than once, and men from the shore had fought in all their country’s wars, from the Revolution on. But in other times, the people of the shore minded their own business and blessed the fact that their Delaware, Maryland, Virginia (Delmarva) peninsula was cut off from the hectic world of business and industry by the Chesapeake Bay. The bay was their livelihood, their recreation, and their protection from the hurly-burly world. One reached the Eastern Shore by driving down the Jersey coast or by crossing the bay on a ferry. There was no other access except by air. A few Baltimoreans maintained big houses on the shore, and more came on the ferry to Betterton, to stay in the resort hotels or the cottages there and dip their feet into the bay at Betterton beach. But by and large the Eastern Shore was as it always had been, an entity unto itself, and that was just how shore folk liked it.

In 1935, after Ed Elburn had graduated from Church Hill High School, he joined the National Guard. His unit was the medical detachment of the 115th Regiment of the Twenty-ninth Division. The regiment was very old; it could trace its history back to the frontier militia formed in Maryland before the Revolution. Two companies had marched from Frederick to Boston in August 1775. During the Civil War, Marylanders and Virginians had fought on both sides. After the war the Twenty-ninth was reactivated with a yin-yang shoulder patch of blue and gray, symbolizing the reunification of north and south.

The Chestertown contingent, a part of the medical detachment, was very small, as befitted a little town on the Eastern Shore. It consisted of twenty-eight men, under the command of Dr. Frank Hines of Chestertown, who had the rank of major when he thought to claim it. Joining the guard was as much a social activity as anything else. At the meetings in the Chestertown armory the boys learned first aid from Doc Hines, and practiced on each other. For two weeks each summer they went to camp. Since the Twenty-ninth Division was a combination of Maryland and Virginia National Guard units, in Elburn’s first year the boys went to Union Gap, Virginia, the next year to Camp Ritchie, over in the mountains of the western shore, a real beauty spot later to be glorified as the presidential summer palace at Camp David. The next summer they went to Manassas. They were outfitted in World War I uniforms: blue-denim fatigue jackets and trousers, and mustard-colored wool khakis with 3-foot-long wraparound leggings and tight-fitting blouses. At camp they learned close order drill, how to march with the infantry. Ed Elburn qualified with the 1903 Springfield rifle and had a big bruise on his right cheek to help him remember what the sergeant said about keeping that rifle butt up against his shoulder the next time. As a medic, Private Elburn would not carry a gun, but in battle, as the sergeant said, he might want to defend himself in case of need.

Ed Elburn liked the guard. He liked the camaraderie and the amusements when the members got together for a picnic or a bull roast. He liked going to camp. There was only one thing he did not like:

“Maryland’s western mountains are full of rattlesnakes. I carried a medical packet with a little iodine, a pair of scissors, some tape, and ammonia inhalers. Most of my first aid consisted of patching up blisters on the guys during the marches. I also had a snake bite kit, a little scalpel, and a piece of rubber tubing. What worried me was thinking about using that kit. The doc said all I had to do was cut the wound, and then suck the venom and spit it out. I wondered if I would really have the guts to do it.”

Since his outfit never ran into any rattlesnakes on march, Medic Elburn did not have to answer the question. He was a company aid man without a lot to do. At the meeting in the Chestertown armory Doc Hines mentioned the news, but there really wasn’t a lot to say about it.

As far as Ed Elburn was concerned the events in Washington, just 85 miles away, could have been occurring on the moon.

He was completely unaware of the enormous struggle over the President’s twin calls for mobilization of the National Guard and the Army Reserve, and enactment of a national selective service law to provide for a new, citizen army. He knew nothing of the state of training of even his own regiment and division, and certainly nothing of the jeering of the Axis powers at the presidential call for a strong defense.

“The United States can never successfully intervene in the European war,” wrote Luigi Barzini, one of Benito Mussolini’s pet journalists in Il Duce’s newspaper Il Popolo D’Italia. He continued:

The United States Regular Army consists of 200,000 mercenaries, with a complement of playboy National Guards who specialize in picnics. . . . American intervention is a race between a tortoise and an automobile. . . . There is not a single man in the United States today who would fight for the Poles, the Belgians, the Norwegians and the Dutch, and die on the battlefield with the sweet names of Reynaud and Churchill on his lips. Americans are prepared to do everything to help the Allies without going to war. Even if the United States openly intervenes, it cannot increase its present mediocre exportation.

As the weeks rolled along, France fell to the Germans and Britain prepared to fight off a German amphibious invasion. In August came the air Battle of Britain, which eliminated the danger of invasion. Ed Elburn, Pfc. Elburn of the Maryland National Guard, knew very little about all that; he became aware of the war in a different way. News of the sinking of American ships had also come that summer, and with it word of changes in the American military establishment. He paid more attention to the debate in Washington, for the calling up of the National Guard, if it happened, was going to concern Ed Elburn and his friends.

In August the National Guard bill was passed and signed by President Roosevelt. The mobilization began in twenty-six states. In October the 115th Regiment was called back for another week of duty at Camp Ritchie, a week that Pfc. Elburn remembered very well:

“It was cold. I mean cold. We had a little stove in the barracks that looked like an overturned ice cream cone, sitting in a box of sand. We kept it going all night long to try to keep warm, and the stove set fire to the floor underneath the sand. The fire brigade had to come with their CO2 equipment, and it made a terrible mess.”

During that week Pfc. Elburn learned that he could get out of the National Guard, if he wished to quit. But there was a kicker. On September 16 the national selective service bill had been signed into law by President Roosevelt. As the guard officers informed the men, if they got out they would then be subject to the draft law that called on all men from 21 to 35 to register. They might not be called in the raffle immediately, but . . . So Pfc. Elburn elected to stay in, knowing that early in 1941 the 115th was going into active service.

Other units were already seriously engaged in the deadly business of preparing for war. Early in August Lt. Gen. Hugh A. Drum, commander of the U.S. First Army, assembled his forces at Ogdensburg, New York, for mobilization maneuvers. Hanson W. Baldwin of the New York Times went upstate to observe the enormous clusters of pyramidal tents that flowed across the fields like anthills. Lest there be some mistake, General Drum addressed the troops. “We must drop the doctrine of defensive war,” he warned. “To know that, all you have to do is see what happened to France.” America had to mobilize, train its manpower to fight, and organize its industry for war. There could be no defensive war. The United States must build for offense.

General Drum and the commanders of the three other American armies all mobilized their forces at field centers that first week of August for war maneuvers. They were beginning a job that at times seemed impossible, training civilians to become soldiers in just a few months. Sixty percent of those assembled at Ogdensburg were the rawest of the raw.

And who was to train these military tyros?

One of the instructors was Cpl. Charles Chattaway, assistant squad leader, First Rifle Platoon, Company A, 110th Infantry Regiment, of the Twenty-eighth Division. The regiment was a National Guard unit from Monongahela, Pennsylvania, but all that was forgotten in the summer of 1940. Charles Chattaway took off his dairy store clerk’s apron and put on his uniform. Off to Ogdensburg he went on his first summer encampment.

“. . . pyramidal tents with latrines at the end of each company street . . . GI cans on the company street during the hours of darkness, to avoid trips to the latrine . . . often the targets of raiding parties from adjacent companies . . . shooting craps, which proved an expensive pastime for this neophyte.

“After two weeks of squad, platoon, and company exercises, we returned home to our armory. We resumed weekly drills of two hours each, for which we received one day’s army pay, payable quarterly—a dollar a day—most welcome in these post-Depression days. Our company commander, a prominent local citizen, made a practice of advancing loans to individuals, to be paid when the quarterly checks were received. Our first sergeant, manager of a local clothing store, arranged for credit on the same basis.”

General Drum’s references that summer to “offensive war” did not sit well with many Americans, particularly those of the “America First” persuasion. At Ann Arbor, Michigan, students of the University of Michigan were circulating petitions against compulsory military training, calling it “a major step toward preparation for an involvement in war.” Former President Herbert Hoover agreed: “I have not thought it necessary,” he said of the draft. Ohio’s Senator Robert Taft and all America’s Charles A. Lindbergh agreed with him. The nation was still badly split on the need for preparations, but the Roosevelt administration was forging ahead. The War Department had already undertaken the total reorganization of American forces on the basis of lessons learned by observation in Europe. One of the first steps had been the creation of an armored corps of two divisions, which would have 18,000 men and 1400 tanks, to develop “great striking power” at speeds of 50 miles per hour. It was a concept openly aping the German panzer organization. The First Armored Division began organizing at Fort Knox, the Second Armored Division at Fort Benning. But so undeveloped were America’s sinews of war that when the Second Armored Division held its first review that fall there were not enough vehicles to mount the men, so they paraded on foot. The only really effective unit was Col. George S. Patton, Jr.’s Sixty-eighth Armored Regiment, which had a full complement of tanks. In fact, Colonel Patton was just about the only senior officer in the division who knew anything at all about tanks, and his were light tanks, which the Germans would have found almost laughable.

During that August of 1940 the U.S. Second Army was holding its maneuvers at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin. For three weeks some 60,000 troops of regular army, National Guard, and reserve units from seven midwestern states maneuvered through a large area of west central Wisconsin. One young officer involved in this activity was Lt. Harold A. Shebeck, a 1937 graduate of Ripon College, who was by profession a high school social science teacher and athletic coach in South Dakota. But for three years Lieutenant Shebeck had been far more conscious of the dangers of war than most Americans. In 1938 he had gone to Camp McCoy, then a tent camp with no permanent facilities, training in the Corps Area Service Command. The command had to decide what facilities would be needed to build a camp of 30,000 men, just in case the unthinkable should happen and America should have to arm itself. All sorts of problems had to be solved, for example:

Given the size of a GI loaf of bread and the capacity of a GI oven and the amount of bread allotted to each man per day, how many ovens, bakeries, bakers, pots, pans, spoons, and so forth, would be needed to produce the daily bread requirements for 30,000 troops?

Lieutenant Shebeck persisted in wading through such problems, and by August 1940 he was attached to a machine gun company of the Wisconsin National Guard as the guardsmen conducted their maneuvers with the Second Army. There was a certain carnival atmosphere to it all: every night the men in the camps adjourned to one of the temporary beer stands that were set up in the area, and a couple of thousand men surged around each 12-foot-square beer stand, each soldier trying to get a glass of beer.

Lieutenant Shebeck, being of an inquiring turn of mind, had some disquieting thoughts about the future. He saw that a quarter of the men had no weapons. Saplings were cut from small trees to improvise. His machine gun company had only half its machine guns. The company was supposed to have 37-millimeter antitank guns, but it had none. Instead, small forked trees were cut, and a small log was put across the crotch to make a “gun.”

“Here we were one year after World War II had started and there was this noticeable lack of equipment in our armed forces. It made me wonder if our leaders were aware of what was happening in Europe.”

They—at least President Franklin Roosevelt and his advisers—were very much aware of what was happening in Europe, and of what was likely to happen to the United States if Hitler was allowed to overrun the continent of Europe, destroying the fighting capacity of Great Britain, the last obstacle to German control of western Europe. But that knowledge was only slowly working itself into the consciousness of the American people. Sergeant Ogden was a professional. The army, war or peace, was his life. Pfc. Elburn and Corporal Chattaway were in the guard more or less as a lark, and for the extra money they earned by attending training sessions at the armory and at camp in the summer. Lieutenant Shebeck, older and better educated, was more thoughtful and concerned. And then there was another type—the kid just out of high school, looking for kicks.

John J. Moglia was a Long Island boy, who grew up in Hempstead, about 25 miles from New York City. Life “on the island” in those days was not the life of the modern commuter. The Long Island kids called New Yorkers “city slickers,” and the city kids called the Long Islanders “hicks from Hicksville” and “clam diggers.”

In the summer of 1940 the war excitement reached into Hempstead. Moglia and his friends began talking about going into the service. They argued about the best service. Moglia liked the U.S. Army Air Corps.

“We talked a lot, but when it came to take the plunge we could never get together to make the move. There was always some excuse: ‘My girlfriend doesn’t want me to,’ ‘My folks are against it,’ ‘I don’t think I should leave my job.’

“I did manage to get one of my friends in a weak moment to visit the Coast Guard recruiting office. I was accepted but my friend was 1 pound underweight and was turned down. The recruiting officer suggested that he eat a few bananas and come back. He didn’t like bananas so he declined and suggested that we try the navy. He was accepted there, but I was not because my teeth were not even.

“Next we went to the marines. I was accepted but when I found that the initial hitch was four years I thought that was too long. My friend agreed. So my friend and I went home to think it over. Just about then, it was September, came the draft registration for everybody over 21. After that I was the only one of the group that was still interested in giving up civilian life before I had to. So I struck off on my own and one day in November I headed for the Army Air Corps recruiting station in Jamaica, Long Island. It so happened that the Air Corps recruiter was out to lunch, but next door a crafty army sergeant had already eaten and decided to use me as dessert. The old sarge was a shrewdy. Told me he’d just finished a big steak and a cold beer; yes, army life was great. Oh, yes, the army had airplanes. Sure, I could later get to fly one. Maybe I’d rather become a mechanic.

“He gave me a short written test, and told me how smart I was. He gave me a brief physical; that is, he ascertained that I could see, I could hear, and he saw that I was breathing. He said there was no question about my being able to eat army food with my uneven teeth. I was going to get along in the army just fine.

“ ‘Would you like to go to the Philippines?’ he asked.

“ ‘No. I have an uncle there. I want to make it on my own.’

“ ‘How about Hawaii?’

“ ‘Same problem.’

“He then mentioned Panama, which sounded fine. I knew I was going to end up in some exotic place.

“ ‘Hm.’ He thought awhile. ‘How about Fort Jay?’

“He was really interested in where I ought to go. I had never heard of Fort Jay but since it was probably in Panama, I agreed. He told me the army would call me when they needed me and not to worry. I was all set. It would be a few weeks. He sent me home.

“At Christmastime the army decided they needed me. On January 2, 1941, then, I had the word and I said farewell to friends and family and headed for the main army recruiting station on Whitehall Street in New York City. I arrived there bright and early with 55 cents in my pocket and great expectations in my heart.

“While waiting for the physical and written tests I had to use the men’s room and headed there. A very officious corporal told me to go back to my seat. I told him I would, right after I went to the men’s room. He grabbed me and called me an unpleasant name and so I grabbed him and invited him to step outside. A medical officer intervened and suggested that I go to the rest room and then return to my seat. This was just what I had been saying. Later I discovered that the recruiters were paid a bounty for each new recruit and that is why the corporal acted as he did. I was money in the bank. He didn’t want to take a chance of losing me.

“During the physical examination all recruits were stark naked and as each doctor examined a part of us he put a mark there with something like lipstick. Before we were finished we were tattooed from head to foot. A doctor told me to bend over and spread my cheeks. I discovered I had two sets of cheeks. I was blindfolded and spun around, made to jump off a chair, and was turned upside down. What a strange exam!

“After two hours of this someone discovered I had been given the wrong examination. I had indicated that I was going to become a flier, so the doctors assumed I was applying for the Air Corps and gave me the exam for flying cadets. After they learned their mistake, the rest went fast.

“ ‘You’re going to Fort Jay. Here’s your ticket.’

“They also gave me a slip that told me how to get to the docks.

“ ‘Be there at two o’clock.’

“I picked up my bag and left. At last I was on my way to adventure. I was no longer a civilian. I had 55 cents in my pocket and I was ready for the ocean voyage.

“When I reached the dock, there was no ship in sight.

“I panicked. My first day in the service, and already I was AWOL.

“I saw an MP. I apologized to him for missing my ship.

“ ‘What should I do?’

“ ‘Wait for the next one. It’ll be along in thirty minutes.’

“Ocean liners sailing on thirty-minute schedules? Suddenly something seemed strange. I dared ask the MP: ‘Where the heck is Fort Jay?’

“He pointed. Out there in the harbor was a little island. Governor’s Island, he said. Fort Jay. It was the base of the Sixteenth Infantry Regiment. ‘Subway soldiers,’ he called them.

“The ferry came and I took it and finally got to where I was going. I didn’t sleep that night. It was cold and wet and distinctly not Panama. I was homesick, and the foghorns and buoy bells kept me awake. The next day I had another ‘ocean voyage’ across the harbor to Fort Wadsworth, Staten Island. There I was issued uniforms and gear, and became a member of Company E of the Sixteenth Infantry. I was also told by a sergeant that the only thing I was going to fly was a 1903 Springfield rifle and a bayonet.”
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In every state, America was mobilizing. Everywhere progress was being made. By December the Second Armored Division managed a divisional march from Fort Benning to Panama City, Florida, 600 miles, the longest march ever made anywhere by an American armored division. Back at Fort Benning, as America’s leading tank tactician, Colonel Patton got two quick promotions, up to major general and command of the Second.

For Corporal Chattaway and his buddies of the 110th Infantry, training in the Monongahela armory in that fall of 1940 consisted of close order drill, small-bore rifle shooting, and classes on military subjects. One of the company officers took them out to his farm where he had established a .30-caliberrifle range.

By the fall of 1940 Chattaway and his friends began to anticipate induction into the federal service for a twelve-month period because of the war in Europe. Most of them welcomed the opportunity of serving for a year, provided their jobs would be secure: “It seemed an extension of the good times at the summer encampments.”

In January 1941 the company began a recruiting drive, and one result was Corporal Chattaway’s promotion to squad leader, with the three inverted V stripes of a buck sergeant. Then came February 3. That day every man of the company received this message:

Company Order No. 2

1. Pursuant to Executive Order No. 8633, of January 14, 1941, and in compliance with General Order No. 3, The Adjutant General’s Office, of January 27, 1941, you are ordered to report to the State Armory at 8:00 a.m. Monday, February 17, 1941, for the purpose of induction into the Federal Service.

By Order of

Captain, 110th Infantry (Rifle)

Commanding

“We reported to the armory on February 17, each man drew his equipment. . . . [We each had] a physical examination and we began training. We were billeted in the drill hall on cots and took our meals in local restaurants, as our cooks had departed with the advance detail to attend Cook’s and Baker’s School.

“On the evening of February 27 we took leave of our families, sweethearts and friends, entraining for Indiantown Gap Military Reservation, arriving the next morning at a bleak, cold, and snow-covered Lickdale, Pennsylvania, within hiking distance of our new home. Most arrived with mixed emotions, neither depressed nor elated, but apprehensive.”

They were right to be apprehensive; they were taking the first step to war.
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AMATEUR
SOLDIERS

February 13, 1941: Maj. Gen. Milton A. Reckord, commander of the Twenty-ninth Division, called it “the day the ‘era of the armory’ ended.” It was the day he signed the order that transformed Pfc. Ed Elburn and 6926 other enlisted men of the division from weekend warriors to dogfaces.

It happened in the general’s office at Fort George G. Meade, a brand-new installation just going up about halfway between Baltimore and Washington, D.C. Pfc. Elburn and the others of his detachment were assembled at the Chestertown armory on the Eastern Shore. They put on their OD (olive drab) wool uniforms with the black neckties and garrison caps with the eagle on them, and they were told that they would report for duty at Fort Meade, along with the others of their regiment, as well as the men of the 175th Regiment. This was the Fifty-eighth Infantry Brigade, the Maryland infantry. The Virginians of the 116th Regiment and the 176th Regiment made up the Eighty-eighth Infantry Brigade. The infantry was supported by the Fifty-fourth Artillery Brigade (three regiments), as well as medical, quartermaster, combat engineer, signal, military police, and other units including the 104th Observation Squadron (Air), which consisted of a handful of overage biplanes. All this was the division. The organization would change substantially, but this had been the National Guard way for years. It was going to take some toughening and some learning to make real soldiers out of these weekend warriors, and no one knew it better than the U.S. High Command. But one had to start somewhere, and for the Twenty-ninth Division it was Fort Meade.

The new dogfaces were hustled into brand-new unpainted barracks, through the mud that surrounded virtually every building in the camp, and there they were told to make themselves at home in their new home. It was a little rugged in some of those barracks, the ones where the doors hadn’t yet been hung, or the windows either. The barracks’ stoves had been installed as hastily as the barracks themselves had been built, but while the buildings smelled at first of green lumber, that smell was soon overpowered by the musty odor of smoke from the leaky barracks’ stoves.

Those stoves had many uses. One day at one of the New Jersey installations, a very tough officer of the day got word that a pair of cooks who had just made corporal had acquired two bottles of whiskey and had it in the barracks, prepared to celebrate. He came stomping in with a sergeant and they searched. But they found nothing. Just as they were walking toward the end of the barracks and the door to the outside, an enormous explosion shook the stove and smoke and ashes came pouring out. That, the two ex-corporals soon learned, was the effect of a hot stove on two bottles of whiskey.

The training began. Training for what? Officers like Gen. George C. Marshall and Gen. Omar Bradley knew it would be training for war, and so did General Reckord and some of the others. But to many, even those who were doing the training, the war was still far from the American shore. In Washington the politicians were debating every issue that involved U.S. relations with Britain, Germany, and the other powers. The America First Committee’s leading spokesman, hero Charles A. Lindbergh, was telling the American public that there was no reason for the United States to become involved in the war of Europeans. In Washington Senator Burton K. Wheeler of Montana and some of the other leftovers from the old isolationist days of the 1920s were expressing their agreement.

President Roosevelt, who knew the temper of the country was not yet ready to accept full-scale involvement, had gone on record at the end of 1940 with a promise that American troops would be sent abroad only in case of attack on America itself.

So these young men were training for the defense of the United States.

Training with what?

To begin with, they had the old-fashioned soup-plate helmets of World War I. They wore woolen undershirts and long drawers, and either the OD uniform or the blue fatigues and canvas leggings over their high-top laced brown workshoes. Some had really old uniforms, with knee breeches instead of long trousers. In the cold they wore the long OD overcoats; the officers had the choice of short coats, which were much easier to move around in, but there was nothing like that for the enlisted men.

The infantry weapon was the Springfield 1903 .30-caliber rifle. This firepower was augmented by the .30-caliber water-cooled machine gun and the newer .50-caliber machine gun. The 37-millimeter antitank gun was guaranteed to be a “tank killer.”

The trouble was that there weren’t enough weapons to go around, especially when the new draftees began to arrive. At Fort Meade they waited for 10,000 draftees that March. That was a larger force of men than the Twenty-ninth Division had been able to muster.

At Indiantown Gap Military Reservation, Corporal Chattaway’s 110th Infantry settled in quickly. In a few days pass privileges were given, and soon some of the boys were going home the 200 miles every weekend. It got better: they were allowed to keep personal cars on the post, and with a little luck they could arrange their duty so that they could drive home and back on Wednesdays, as well as weekends.

The 110th was training with the old Springfield rifles. They had wooden machine guns and wooden tubes for mortars. Corporal Chattaway was made “mortar section sergeant.” His job was to train three squads of his company in the use of the 60-millimeter mortar. Simple? It might have been if they had had any mortars, but they did not. On the firing range they used an old 3-inch Stokes mortar, firing 81-millimeter ammunition—until a shell exploded in the tube, wounding several members of the squad and leaving the old mortar tube shattered.

Those 10,000 young men who had no military experience at all began coming into Fort Meade in March. They came off the farm, out of the factory, out of the ranks of traveling salesmen; soon they would be joined by young men just out of school. They were the rawest of recruits for the military, now to undergo the thirteen-week basic training program that would “make them into soldiers.”

Off they went, the new recruits, segregated from the “old soldiers” of the guard units, off to the woods along the Pennsylvania Railroad tracks, off to the sandy loblolly pine forest along Jessup Road.
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It was the same everywhere. When Pvt. John Moglia arrived at Fort Wadsworth with E Company of the Sixteenth Infantry Regiment, he and the other [image: image]21-a-month heroes slept on canvas cots in the halls of the buildings. Although he had enlisted, and was not a draftee, it made no difference.

“We were not allowed to mingle with the regulars; we ate separately as well. My uniform was of World War I vintage, wrap leggings and all. Say, did they itch!

“I used to get up half an hour before reveille in order to get dressed properly. We weren’t allowed off post for a month either. I don’t blame them. You should have seen this sorry looking bunch of rookies.

“For a treat they issued us the new semiautomatic M-1 Garand rifle. We didn’t get to fire them until several months later at the marine camp at Wakefield, Massachusetts, however. We fired .22-caliber rifles in the basement of our quarters for qualification in arms.

“For evening entertainment we were paired off and allowed to knock each others’ heads off in the boxing ring. All arguments were settled this way, too. A friend of mine, Bob Natarus, had some Golden Gloves experience, but didn’t tell anyone. We had several bull sergeants who liked to get a recruit in the ring and hammer on him. In those days anyone with stripes on his sleeve was a god.

“Bob kept ridiculing this one bully sergeant. I suggested that he keep quiet or else he would have his head dislodged. He told me he would welcome the opportunity and finally he had his reward: the bully ordered him into the ring.

“I was Bob’s second.

“ ‘When do you want me to knock him out, John?’ he asked me. ‘Or perhaps I should just play with him a bit first?’

“Well, to the surprise of all, Bob gave our sergeant friend a real going over and knocked him out in the third round. Guess who was then on KP, latrine duty, coal duty, and so forth, for the next month?”

John’s pal Bob was also a pool shark, another fact he concealed from his rube friends of the training unit. Playing the bumpkin at the table in the dayroom, he let everybody beat him, and lost some money. Then suddenly he seemed to learn—real fast—and cleaned house.

They trained. Oh, how they trained!

They were brought up from 3-mile hikes to 10-mile hikes and then to 25-mile hikes with light pack and 35-mile hikes with heavy pack.

“During the last few miles sometimes my butt was dragging,” said Private Moglia. “The powers that were had an excellent idea, however. About a mile or so from camp we were met by a drum and bugle corps who ‘played us home.’ It’s amazing how all that fatigue and soreness disappeared when those drums and bugles began to play their magic. We were no longer tired nor had we any pain. Suddenly we were, without command, marching in step and at attention.

“The song says I could have danced all night. Well, I could have marched all day.”

And the drum and bugle corps had another bit of magic: on payday. On this special day the men did not have to fall out for reveille; they just got into Class A uniform to report for pay. Twenty-one dollars a month. How sweet that music was:

Pay day, pay day,
What will you do with a drunken soldier?

Pay day, pay day,
Put him in the guard house til he’s sober.

Pay day, pay day . . .

The pay table was the collection point for charitable donations: 10 cents for the Old Soldiers’ Home, something for the Red Cross. Canteen and movie tickets were sold there, too, by the book. If you bought a book at the pay table, you got extra tickets. You could spend the chits for beer, cigarettes, candy, shaving cream, and so forth.

On payday the post became a magnet for taxi drivers, girls, and anybody else looking to make a fast buck. Moglia’s buddy Bob was alert in the dayroom. Here and there a crap game sprang up, also poker games. If you had any canteen tickets left near the end of the month, they were a big item.

This was still the old army. Moglia’s company ate family style in the mess hall; each table had a noncommissioned officer in charge, at the head of the table. All plates were turned down, and all cups were upside down. The soldiers came into the mess hall, sat at their tables, and waited until the mess sergeant gave the command to turn plates. Then they turned the plates over, and the NCO at the table supervised the passing of food dishes. If you wanted sugar, salt, and the like, you asked that it be passed. You did not intercept the food as it came along—shortstopping was strictly forbidden, and for doing it you could get extra duty or something dumped on your head.

Private Moglia’s training instructors worried about their boys—but not a lot. One of the recruits (he claimed to have been a hunting guide in upstate New York) got lost while walking his guard post around the coast artillery pieces on the shore, and walked off a dock into 20 feet of water. After the splash, the officer of the day appeared in a hurry. He was really concerned—for the M-1 rifle. The rifles were in such short supply that every one in the army counted. A possible flap was avoided when both man and piece were recovered and dried off.

Discipline was tough, and strange. Recruits were not permitted to talk to officers in public. One day, in front of company headquarters, Lt. Albert Smith saw that sad sack Private Moglia in his World War I leggings and all, and asked him if he had been measured yet for a new uniform. Moglia replied. Five minutes later he was standing in front of the first sergeant’s desk getting a gigging, and facing hours of extra duty. The lieutenant came in and got him out of the jam. Fortunately, said the private later, that officer survived the war to become Colonel Smith.

Thus were heroes made at Fort Wadsworth.

Ultimately the thirteen-week transformation period ended, and Private Moglia became Pfc. Moglia, earning [image: image]36 a month. The regiment moved up to Fort Devens, Massachusetts, and there the First Infantry Division (“Big Red One”) was put together for the first time since it had been disbanded after World War I.

Finally the infantrymen of the Sixteenth Infantry got to fire their new M-1 rifles on the firing range at Camp Wakefield. It was not easy. Pfc. Moglia never did master that weapon as fired from the offhand (standing) position. Nor did many of his comrades. It was a matter of considerable importance in the camp, because unit competition was fierce, but finally when the statistics were in, all units found difficulties. Only one man of the regiment managed to make a perfect score at all distances with the M-1 in offhand position.

As at Fort Meade, and all across the country, the training intensified. It had to. These “soldiers” were all still rookies. It had been twenty-three years since Americans had heard any shots fired in anger, and only a handful of top sergeants and senior officers knew what war was all about.

So there were marches. And marches. And more marches. At Fort Meade the cold weather of the winter of 1941 was a blessing in disguise: it meant that Pfc. Elburn and his buddies didn’t have to push the old two-wheel-drive trucks out of the mud that piled up along the roads in the wet weather. Up north at Fort Devens, it meant marches through the frozen New Hampshire countryside. One night on a march toward Nashua, Pfc. Moglia got his first glimpse of the Northern Lights. That was one wonder. Another was awakening the next morning with the feeling that it had been raining during the night. He and two others had been sleeping in an isolated area, to get away from the mob, and that had been the place chosen by their buddies for relief. There was something about bivouacking on the bare ground that created a lot of bladder activity. So three recruits learned something, the army way, the hard way.

It was cold, cold, cold on that march, and when they got back to Fort Devens, they were immediately issued tropical uniforms, pith helmets, short pants, long socks—the works. Two weeks later they were issued skis, ski pants, ski boots, parkas, heavy mittens, and face masks. Since no orders were given about disposition of the equipment, a number of the brave youths decided they would learn to ski unassisted. For the next twenty-four hours the medics did a lively business in sprains, twists, turns, and breaks. The next day all winter gear was abruptly recalled.

But the reason for the recall had nothing to do with the sprains and breaks. The men of the Sixteenth Infantry were now to be trained in assault landings from seagoing vessels. The first step: the outline of landing craft was drawn on the ground at Fort Devens using white marking tape around a boat-shaped area the size of an infantry squad.

“We would crouch in our ‘assault boats’ and upon command would rush forward ‘over the bow’ and charge the enemy. Later we went to Buzzard’s Bay and boarded a former army transport that had previously been sunk. We were going to do some real landings in Higgins boats, we were told. Those were the plywood landing craft developed in the early 1940s.”

The proceedings were disturbed by a strike of the civilian crew of the old army transport, who did not care for army ways (no smoking on deck). That settled, the landings could proceed, and did. The brave soldiers of the Sixteenth Infantry landed on the shores at Buzzard’s Bay one gloomy morning to be greeted by a horde of newsreel and still cameramen.

A few days later, Pfc. Moglia saw a newspaper photograph of himself and his platoon “storming the beach,” but the photo was part of an advertisement. “U.S. Marines Drink Borden’s Milk” was the caption.

While the First Infantry Division was learning to storm beaches near Cape Cod, the same sort of activity was taking place virtually nationwide.

In April the army was still getting lots of volunteers. Thomas G. Wickham of Muskegon, Michigan, was 19 years old. He had spent one year in college and he was feeling restless. Perhaps, he thought, he would try a year in the army—anyone under 21 could volunteer for one year’s duty with automatic release then—and then go back to college.

Wickham’s father, a disabled World War I veteran, was very much opposed to the idea, but he finally signed the papers and took his son down to the train. It was off to Kalamazoo then for recruit Wickham, and after passing the test there, he went on to Fort Custer, near Battle Creek. There he got his uniform: another pair of those World War I–issue trousers, tight in the legs, to be worn with leggings, and an overcoat and blouse two sizes too small.

On Easter Sunday, all buttoned up in Class A uniform, the recruits marched out for Sunday sunrise services. They stood at attention for an hour, and Wickham thought he was going to faint because his overcoat and blouse were so tight. One soldier did pass out. He was left to lie there until the service ended.

From the processing center at Fort Custer, where during the second week he got a new uniform that fit, Private Wickham went to Fort Monmouth, New Jersey, and found that he had been arbitrarily assigned to the Signal Corps. At first he felt cheated. Then he shook off the self-pity and decided to learn Morse code and be a radio operator. After all, it was only for a year.

But first there was basic training.

Morning: Calisthenics, then school. The army basic manual, general orders, first aid, gas drill, Morse code, flag and radio operations.

Lunch.

Afternoon: Close order drill. Then field signal exercises. Also weapons practice. In those days soldiers in the Signal Corps carried .45-caliber revolvers—not semiautomatic Colt pistols. The men had to learn proficiency. They also stood guard duty, KP, latrine duty, garbage detail, and area police details. It wasn’t the infantry, which Wickham had wanted, but he adjusted.

April 7, 1941: Arthur Campbell, a lawyer from Seattle, was called to active duty with the army. Captain Campbell had been in World War I in France, but now he was Lieutenant Colonel Campbell, assigned to the headquarters of the Washington-Alaska Military District in Seattle.

In May 1941 those infantrymen Private Wickham so admired were moving back and forth on heavy training schedules. The men of the 110th at Indian-town Gap had spent a good deal of time during the winter months sodding and seeding the training grounds. That spring the reason became evident: Indiantown Gap was to be a major training installation. Artillery units from the Twenty-ninth Division came up that May, and Corporal Chattaway and his Twenty-eighth Division friends went south to Camp A. P. Hill near Fredericksburg for regimental exercises. So did the regiments of the Twenty-ninth.

That summer of 1941 seemed hotter than usual to the soldiers marching, marching everywhere. In July Private Wickham was graduated from radio school and sent to Selfridge Field, Michigan, to join the Thirty-eighth Signal Platoon. Almost immediately the unit was ordered to move out to Louisiana for maneuvers. Private Wickham managed one twenty-four-hour pass, hitchhiked back to Muskegon, and—almost immediately it seemed—turned around and hitchhiked back to Selfridge Field.

The platoon packed up and headed south, through southern Michigan, Indiana, Kentucky, and Tennessee. The men crossed the Mississippi at Memphis, and then went down into Arkansas and onto Esler Field, near Camp Beauregard, Louisiana.

They pitched pyramidal tents and put up two shacks: one was the mess hall and the other was the latrine and showers.

“God it was hot! Rain clouds would form every day. After a short deluge that turned the clay soil to gumbo, the sun came out and baked the ground hard again.”

There was little for a radioman to do, so Private Wickham became a telephone lineman. After “burning a few poles” (sliding down by accident), he got the hang of climbing. Then it was out to the field in pup tents, stringing line for the maneuvers. The GIs called the Louisiana maneuvers “the wooden gun war,” because all their machine guns and mortars for protecting the airfield were yellow wooden stakes with the stenciled designations “.30-caliber machine gun” and “60-mm mortar.” The planes that came in to attack the airfield dropped sacks of flour. If they hit the runway, the airfield was deemed “out of commission.”

After the Louisiana maneuvers, the platoon was sent up to Spartanburg, South Carolina, for war games. It was the same set of maneuvers over again. One night the “enemy” bombed the airfield, and an attack by paratroops was announced. Wickham and his friends spent the night in a slit trench, watching their commanding officer running about giving orders as if something was really going to happen. That was the purpose of those war games, to pretend that something might happen so that the High Command would have some indication of the state of readiness of this new American army that had begun to burgeon just a year earlier.
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September 17, 1941: Lieutenant Colonel Campbell was ordered to Fort Benning to take the battalion commander and staff officer’s course at the Infantry School. Mrs. Campbell came along and found a place to live nearby.

On October 5, 1941, the first American airborne unit was brought into being, the 504th Parachute Battalion, at Fort Benning. The commanding officer was Maj. Richard Chase. One of his staff officers was Capt. Reuben H. Tucker. Capt. Doyle Yardley was commander of Company C. Soon Capt. Edson D. Raff joined up.

Most of the men knew nothing about parachutes. Now they were to learn. They learned how to pack parachutes, and how to jump. And they learned the parachutists’ prayer: God bless the silkworm.

Soon the men were qualified jumpers, Class 9, Fort Benning Jump School.

For the holidays the battalion put on the biggest spread many of the men had ever seen: oyster cocktail, olives, mixed pickles, cream of celery soup, celery hearts, roast turkey with oyster dressing, cranberry sauce, giblet gravy with rice, apple and date salad, asparagus tips, candied sweet potatoes, mince pie, creamed cauliflower, creamed peas, ambrosia, pound cake, hot rolls, grapes, ice cream, crackers, tangerines, oranges, apples, bananas, and coffee or lemonade. It was the greatest meal the men of the battalion would ever have in all their years of service.

Captain Reeder was promoted to major. He was graduated from the Fort Benning Battalion Command School in November 1941, and was assigned to Fort Ord, California. He had leave before reporting to the Thirty-second Infantry; he spent it finding a house for his family at Carmel and playing golf at Pebble Beach. It sounded like a cushy assignment, joining the Thirty-second Infantry in this pleasant climate. But Reeder and his brother, a navy flier, had talked over the world situation and both were sure that war for the United States was just around the corner.
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The army was changing fast in that summer and fall of 1941. Brig. Gen. Omar Bradley, commander of the Infantry School at Fort Benning, was running ninety-day wonders through the courses, to make combat officers of them. Officers who had previously tried to map out their careers in a sensible fashion suddenly found themselves cast in entirely new roles: Capt. Maxwell D. Taylor, a student of the Japanese language in Tokyo in 1939, spent the spring and early summer of 1941 on a special mission in Latin America, trying to figure out the hemispheric defenses that would be needed against the German threat. That mission was led by Lt. Col. Matthew B. Ridgway. Taylor was chosen because he also had a thorough knowledge of Spanish. Thus was sacrificed this officer’s knowledge and understanding of the Japanese people and their language and customs. By late summer 1941 Taylor was a major, working at the seat of army power, the office of Chief of Staff George C. Marshall in Washington, a place where young officers who performed well got noticed by people who counted. It was a whole new army: no longer was a man commissioned, hopeful of ascending the ladder in five-year leaps, second lieutenant to first lieutenant, then to captain, to major, and the all-important jump to lieutenant colonel which brought gold braid to the full-dress uniform cap. The dangers and pitfalls along the road were many: physical disability pushed a man onto the retirement list immediately; the competition within the service was fierce, for every spring a whole new class of West Point cadets were graduated and they became second lieutenants pushing up from below; and very occasionally some deserving noncom was reborn into the ranks of “officers and gentlemen.”

If an officer survived in this peacetime army, he might retire as a colonel, if he was lucky. Beyond that, only the miraculously fortunate could rise to the rank of brigadier general or even higher. Why, it seemed just months earlier that Gen. George C. Marshall had been commandant of the army barracks at Fort Vancouver, Washington, where his greatest responsibility had been supervision of the Pacific war games.

All this was changing, and fast. The new young officers had to be brought along, because men such as General Reckord of the Twenty-ninth Division were overage in grade and unfit, for the most part, for combat command. General Reckord, after all, had been a regimental commander in World War I (115th Infantry) and had served now for many years in the National Guard. Even now, General Bradley was looking around for some younger man to take his job as commander at Fort Benning, because Marshall wanted Bradley to organize a fighting division that could be taken overseas. So promotions and changes were coming very fast for the regular army officers, who had been waiting patiently throughout their careers. The problem was and would be to make sure that the men who got the important leadership posts were round pegs in round holes. There would be a great deal of sorting out over the next few months.

On the eastern seaboard, as noted, the first major show was the Carolina maneuvers, held in and around Fort Bragg, North Carolina.

Whatever training the men had undergone before was simple compared to what they now faced. Pfc. Elburn and the others of the Twenty-ninth Division were camped first near the artillery range of Fort Bragg, in the dust of the scrub oak forest that was so sandy the tent pegs would not always hold. The companies posted guards to slow traffic on the roads and keep the sand down so that the food in the mess tents would be edible. The area was full of sand, fleas, mosquitoes, and snakes.

Each division was pitted against another for the exercises. The purpose was to knock out the enemy by “killing” or capturing its men. The Twenty-ninth Division, for example, was to fight the Twenty-eighth Division.

Corporal Chattaway’s 110th Infantry went into camp in winterized pyramidal tents between Wadesboro and Lilesville. They were lucky.

The Sixteenth Infantry arrived for the maneuvers minus most of its heavy weapons. Pfc. Moglia was assigned as a BAR (Browning automatic rifle) man and scout during the First Division’s war game. His company immediately became lost, logistically speaking, and was cut off from the battalion by the enemy. It was a truly desperate situation, because the men had no emergency rations, and they got very hungry that night. Next morning, telling the men that under no condition could they leave their positions, their lieutenant went to a nearby farmhouse, where he was welcomed royally by the farm family and fed an old-fashioned North Carolina farm breakfast of bacon, eggs, coffee, cake, and grits. Scout Moglia, determined to do his job and follow his leader, found his own farmhouse, and ate eggs, sausages, coffee, and grits, served to him by the farmer’s daughter.

Refreshed, the lieutenant then led his company forth from entrapment, and Scout Moglia sniffed out the terrain ahead.

They were soon surprised by an “enemy” tank. The tank pulled up in front of Moglia’s platoon position, and a helmeted figure stood up in the turret and announced that Moglia and his buddies were now prisoners of war.

What to do?

The infantrymen were armed with grenades—Bull Durham roll-your-own cigarette tobacco bags filled with sand. Moglia stood up and pitched a “grenade” at the tank, hitting the figure who was standing in the turret—all the better to command his captives—smack in the kisser.

“Dead men can’t take prisoners,” Pfc. Moglia shouted.

Whereupon, out of the forest came the umpires, to adjudge the case. The “dead” tank commander turned out to be a colonel, and seeing this, Pfc. Moglia melted off into the scrub oak, yielding the case to whomever wanted to argue.

Soon a New England horse cavalry unit moved into action on the side of Moglia’s force. The horsemen surrounded the whole platoon of tanks and went riding around, like Indians surrounding a wagon train, firing their .45-caliber pistols and shouting, “Surrender! You’re surrounded!”

It was a great show from early October until December. The warriors fought all week, and then took the weekends off. Passes let the soldiers descend on Charlotte, Wadesboro, and other towns to whoop it up on Saturday night. There was more fighting in these towns on weekends than in the field all week, Maj. Gen. Lloyd Fredendall, observing the carnage here and there, announced to his staff. By Monday the battlers were almost too tired to resume the war.

“The troops were divided into two armies, the blues (us) and the reds (enemy). At first, in early October, everyone wanted to be assigned to the red army, because those troops wore cool blue-denim fatigue uniforms in the fighting, while the blue army was outfitted in OD wool.”

But as October became November and the Carolina air cooled down, the blues were glad to have the wool, particularly since one of the rules of this combat was that no campfires were permitted. But the GI could find a way: the “battle” raged around the farms of the area, and most of the farmers were most sympathetic to the young men, such very young men. They would come out, with their wives and daughters and sons, bearing pies and cakes and other goodies, and would sympathize with the citizen soldiers sitting around their chilly bivouacs.

“Why don’t you build a fire?”

“Can’t. Against orders.”

“Dang the orders. This is my farm. I’m feeling a mite chilly.”

And so, in a jiffy, a nice warm campfire was blazing, and everyone huddled around with their hands out—until an angry officer would show up and move the outfit away from the farm. But the next evening it would be the same somewhere else along the battle perimeter, as the officers fought “the enemy” and the soldiers fought the cold. The observers complained that “the goddamn countryside looked like an amusement park.” If this were a real war, they said, all the enemy had to do was zero the artillery in and half the red army would be dead already.

While the guardsmen and reservists were fighting the battle of the blues and reds in North Carolina, the war machine was gearing up from Maine to California. Joseph W. Miller, a Kansas City boy, was living the happy life of a bachelor after his university graduation in 1936. He had found a job with one of the expanding New Deal agencies of the federal government and had plenty of money to spend. Then came the Selective Service Act, and since he was a very young bachelor with no ties, Joe Miller was regarded as extremely eligible for the draft. He was 1-A and high on the list.

When the draft board began sniffing at his heels, Joe Miller tried to enlist in the navy. But when he put on glasses to read the eye chart, a bored petty officer turned him down. So the government took its course, and on November 4, 1941, Joe Miller received a message from Washington that began: “Greetings . . .”

Joe was drafted and became Pvt. Joseph Miller. His first destination was the reception center at Fort Leavenworth. From there he was cut out of the herd with a group of others and sent to the Engineering Basic Training School at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. Private Miller was learning close order drill and the nomenclature of weapons and how to make a bed army style, while Pfc. Elburn and Pfc. Moglia and Corporal Chattaway fought the battle of North Carolina.

There was no such thing as a C ration or a K ration in Carolina that fall of 1941. In the morning when the soldiers set out for the day’s war, each man was given three sandwiches—one bologna, one cheese, and one jelly—and a piece of fruit. The canny GI’s approach was to get close to a farmhouse and a handout to augment this ration. As far as Pfc. Moglia could tell, the farmers’ wives seemed to spend most of their time cooking, because his unit was forever being offered pies and cakes and hot homemade food.

Pfc. Moglia remembered Thanksgiving Day as the best time of all during the maneuvers. The platoon had taken position very near a farmhouse. Moglia was sitting on a rock near the house eating Donkey Dick—bologna—for his lunch and thinking about Long Island and happy holidays of the past. A woman came out of the house, looked at his bologna sandwich, and asked if that was his Thanksgiving dinner.

“Yes,” said Pfc. Moglia, with all the wistfulness he could muster.

In a few moments he found himself sitting on the enclosed porch of the farmhouse, at a porch table, eating a real Thanksgiving dinner.

Up came his platoon leader.

“What in the hell are you doing?”

“Eating,” said Pfc. Moglia, taking another bite.

“I’m going to put you on report, Private Moglia. Get your ass off that porch, and keep your eyes peeled. . . . The enemy . . .”

Fortunately, just then a large unit of the red army did appear, firing weapons and making plenty of noise, and in the confusion Pfc. Moglia got off the hook and retained his stripe.

It got colder, but the maneuvers continued. One day Moglia and his buddy, Al Klimek, challenged each other to take a bath. The process involved cutting a hole through the top of a frozen pond near their camp. They did, and survived. The platoon sergeant asked caustically why the two of them were wearing purple underwear, but they survived.

As the “war” drew to a close, the Sixteenth Infantry’s base camp moved down near the town of Star, North Carolina. When the weekend came, the older warriors headed for town and some excitement. Pfc. Moglia and Pfc. Jim Pizzi went the other way, hunting a good dinner, on the basis of Moglia’s Thanksgiving experience. The plan was to go up to a nice-looking house and ask to “buy” some coffee and maybe a piece of cake.

It was a grand ploy. They knocked at a door and it opened. There stood a very pretty young woman.

“Ma,” she said, “the U.S. Army has come to call.”

So her ma came to the door and so did her pa. They were Mr. and Mrs. Albert Davis, and they had nine children, from 1 to 16 years old. “The army” had already met the 16-year-old and they now met the others. The Davises invited the soldiers to stay for dinner. Since that was their purpose, they did.

It was a long table, with a lazy susan and a lot of dishes on it, and they all helped themselves. The house had no electricity or central heating. The water supply system consisted of a kitchen pump, and Mrs. Davis was real proud of that—it was right there inside the house.

“After supper was over we sat by the fireplace for a chat, and Ma Davis reached up by the fireplace for a twist of chewing tobacco. She offered us a chew. We declined, but sat there, watching her, a nursing mother, nursing her baby and chawing. Occasionally she sprayed the fireplace logs with tobacco juice.”

The soldiers went away that evening, but the next weekend Mr. Davis came to camp to invite Moglia to spend the weekend with his family.

“Impossible,” said the platoon leader. “Pfc. Moglia is engaged in a military exercise.”

“Who’s in charge here?” asked Mr. Davis. “A colonel?”

“Yes.”

“I want to see him.”

So Mr. Davis was taken to see the colonel. He explained that his wife had cooked a special dinner for Pfc. Moglia and his daughter had baked a cake. He also explained that he was a taxpayer and he paid the colonel’s salary.

“Furthermore,” he said, “I want John to go rabbit hunting with me.”

So, to the surprise of all the platoon, Pfc. Moglia took off that weekend and went rabbit hunting with Mr. Davis and feasting with the whole tribe. What a weekend! What a war!

The war training of this new army of the United States went on everywhere. Late in September Lieutenant Shebeck had been sent down to General Bradley’s command at Fort Benning as a student in the rifle and heavy weapons course. He and some 200 other company grade officers, including a pair of marines, had come from National Guard and reserve units all over the country. It was a matter of teaching the teachers; these men were to take their information and teach their own units when they got back. They had twelve weeks to learn expertise in the M-1 rifle, the .45-caliber pistol, light and heavy machine guns, 60- and 81-millimeter mortars, and the 37-millimeter antitank gun. They also were to learn map reading, scouting, and patrolling—and how to teach all these skills to men down to the squad level. All in twelve weeks.

By the end of the first week in December Shebeck was pooped. Most of the students had taken off that weekend for big parties in Atlanta or Columbus, but he and half a dozen others had elected to sleep away the time instead.
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So had some of the GI and gob clients of the Iwilei district whorehouses of Honolulu, who were snoring away vigorously at the sides of their diminutive companions when the Japanese bombs started falling. Warren Adachi, who lived near Pearl Harbor, got some friends together and took his truck down to the base to try to help. He was turned away by the MPs.

Herbert Yamamura was ironing clothes in the family laundry in Kona when the radio announcer screamed that Pearl Harbor had been attacked.

Makoto Sakamoto was working on a new building for the navy near Ford Island when the bombs fell. He dived for cover.

Fumio Kido heard the explosions at Hickam Field and saw the Japanese insignia on the planes. He was disgusted: “Oh, them dumb buggahs. Now they get it.”

There were time differences: three hours to the Pacific coast.

In Seattle, Henry Gosho, the son of a local druggist, was on his way to choir practice when he heard the radio announce the Japanese attack.

Six hours to the east coast.

Lieutenant Shebeck was sacked out at about one o’clock in the afternoon, when one of his classmates came running into the BOQ, shouting. This particular officer did things like that. As everybody in the class knew, he could be up to anything, anything at all.

“The Japanese have just attacked Pearl Harbor!”

“Sure,” said Lieutenant Shebeck. “Where’s Pearl Harbor?”

“Hey you guys, no kidding. The Japs have attacked Pearl Harbor.”

“Listen,” said one of the other officers, “you can get yourself in big trouble if you run around spreading rumors like that. Buzz off.”

So the messenger, deflated, went off to more salubrious climes to deliver his message, and the young officers in the BOQ resumed their relaxing afternoon. But then someone turned on the radio, and a Columbus station broke into a program of dance music with an emergency announcement:

“The Japanese have just bombed the U.S. Pacific Fleet base at Pearl Harbor. The extent of the damage is not yet known.”

So there it was. Pearl Harbor. The U.S. Pacific Fleet.

The afternoon wore away. A very subdued group of young infantry officers hung around the BOQ, not saying very much, twisting the radio dial to get what little information was being released about the disaster to the fleet. As the others came trouping back from Atlanta and Columbus, they were told. Most of them already had the word, for it had spread very quickly through America that day.

Major Reeder left his wife and children sleeping in their Carmel house that Sunday morning and drove along the Seventeen Mile Drive to the Pebble Beach golf course. He played eighteen holes with the assistant pro and won [image: image]5. Then he bought a new wedge and practiced recovering from a sand trap for half an hour. He walked into the clubhouse to hear the radio blaring the news of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. He hurried home. Although he had fourteen more days of leave coming, he got his gear together and reported in at Fort Ord that day.

The fort was in a flap. The commanding officer of the Thirty-second Infantry, Colonel Culin, told him the regiment was to evacuate the fort that day. They marched at 6:30 that evening, for they had been told to expect a Japanese invasion of California. Major Reeder took over the Second Battalion. He and his 900 men were responsible for the protection of the 150 miles of coastline from Point Lobos to Pismo Beach, including San Simeon, the ranch castle of William Randolph Hearst. The battalion’s command post was at Camp San Luis Obispo.

He had three huge portable guns, French Grande Puissance Filloux, which fired 95-pound projectiles for 10 miles. He had twenty-four jeeps. The job was patently impossible. Fortunately the Japanese did not arrive, although nearly every hour brought a new rumor that they were coming.

The battalion’s one encounter with the enemy was secondhand. A Japanese submarine had sunk an American freighter off the California coast; when the lifeboats reached shore, the men of the Thirty-second Infantry gave them a hand. That was all.

When the North Carolina maneuvers ended, the Thirty-eighth Signal Platoon loaded up its communications gear and started back for Selfridge Field. Up through Tennessee the soldiers went, and on December 7 they traveled all day without a stop in any town. In the evening, as their convoy rolled into Marion, Indiana, where they were to put up for the night at the local armory, they heard people on the sidewalks shouting something about the bombing of Pearl Harbor. That didn’t mean very much to anybody. When the trucks were parked and the bedrolls pulled out, the men went inside the armory and there got the full story of what had happened in Hawaii that morning. The medical officer had a portable radio, and most of the men clustered around it long into the night to hear the news reports.

“This was war!”

In the morning they moved nonstop to Selfridge Field, and there they learned what war meant. All furloughs were canceled. That was what it meant—just then—to Private Wickham and his friends.

Early in December, with the blue army having defeated the red army and all the action ended, Pfc. Moglia’s Sixteenth Infantry also started back up north to its base. The men traveled through Pennsylvania, and whenever they stopped to camp, the country people rallied around with cider, milk, salami, bread, fruitcake, beer, and cookies. En route they were told that they might have leave if they were not too far from home, because they would not have to be back to duty for two weeks. Some of the men took advantage of the offer and left the convoy. Pfc. Moglia was in no hurry. He decided to wait until they arrived back at Fort Devens. Then he would clean up his uniforms and go on leave with a light heart.

Alas, he arrived back at camp on the day Pearl Harbor was attacked, and instead of going on leave, he went on guard duty around the officers’ quarters. That was what the war meant just then to Pfc. Moglia.

When the Japanese struck, Pvt. Joseph Miller was not halfway through his basic training course. But the coming of war speeded up everything. What was needed—and fast—were men who could manage to sort out personnel. Someone noticed that Private Miller was a college graduate with work experience in personnel. He was pulled into the classification section of the G-1 office, to help process the thousands of recruits who were pouring into the camp, thousands who would be coming ever faster as the pace stepped up.

Pvt. Joe Miller was delighted. It seemed that he had found a “home” in the army for the duration, and a cushy job, not too far from his real home.

“No hero, I, this work suited me to a T.”

That was what war meant then to Private Miller.

William G. Haemmel was a high school senior. He lived with his widowed mother in a four-room apartment in the South Bronx section of New York City. All day long on December 7 he had been studying for midterm examinations. Late in the afternoon he turned on the radio and heard a news broadcaster describing an angry, milling crowd in front of the Japanese Embassy in Washington.

What was this all about? Had the Japanese really been using poison gas in China? That had been the rumor for the past few days. He listened. It was only at the end of the newscast, when the announcer summed up, that Bill Haemmel learned of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.

War came to Corporal Chattaway’s company when the soldiers were tented down on a snow-covered hillside at Camp A. P. Hill in Virginia. They were on their way back up to Indiantown Gap Military Reservation. It was almost Christmas. Then they had January to get through, and then came February, which would mean the end of their twelve-month tour of duty. They had been expecting to go home then and resume their lives. But now?

In a matter of hours, they knew. Their tour of duty was extended “for the duration.” Duration of what?

John P. Downing was in his last year at the University of Michigan. He held a commission as a first lieutenant in the Army Reserve, which he had acquired through years in the National Guard. He was old for college (29); that was because he was a Depression child and had been forced to stop school from time to time and earn the money needed to go back to school. The day after Pearl Harbor he was ordered to take a physical exam at Fort Wayne and report for active duty. He managed to get deferred until the end of the semester, but that would be the end of it. There was no question of finishing up the college year. Uncle Sam needed Lieutenant Downing, and needed him in a hurry.

Lieutenant Colonel Campbell’s course at the Infantry School was shortened, and the class was graduated on December 8. He had expected two weeks of leave. It was canceled and he was told to report immediately back to his post in Seattle. Campbell drove 3560 miles in six days to get there.

To the new civilian soldiers in the service there was nothing personal about the war at the outset, but the newspapers and other news media began bringing the war home to America with details about Pearl Harbor, about the fighting on Wake Island, the loss of Guam, and the war in the Philippines.

From the moment that President Roosevelt went before Congress to denounce the Japanese attack, the pressure began to build.

The GIs learned what “duration” meant.

Duration meant the duration of the war that the Japanese had begun and the Germans and the Italians would soon join, a war that would not end until Hitler and Mussolini had been defeated and the Japanese had been properly punished for their infamous attack on the people of the United States. That was what the war meant to everybody.
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THE WAY
OVERSEAS

It was evening in England on December 7, 1941, when Prime Minister Winston Churchill learned that the Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor. It was a measure of his growing dependence on the United States that the prime minister was dining that evening at his country house, Chequers, with U.S. Ambassador John G. Winant and U.S. Special Ambassador W. Averell Harriman. The prime minister did not try to conceal his pleasure at the thought that Britain would now have the complete cooperation of the United States in the war:

No American will think it wrong of me if I proclaim that to have the United States at our side was to me the greatest joy. I could not foretell the course of events. I do not pretend to have measured accurately the martial might of Japan, but now at this very moment I knew the United States was in the war, up to the neck and in to the death. So we had won after all!

Or had they? After the initial euphoria it became evident that most Americans were far more concerned with the war against Japan than the struggle in Europe. No matter that Hitler and Mussolini were hurrying to declare war on the United States; it was the Japanese who had attacked the United States, not the Germans, not the Italians.

Despite all the dangers of a trans-Atlantic voyage, despite the hiatus in leadership of the British war effort that his absence would necessarily create, despite the new crisis created by the sinking of the Repulse and the Prince of Wales and the attack toward Singapore by the Japanese, Churchill decided that he must go to America to persuade President Roosevelt to devote the major American war effort to the struggle in Europe, not in Asia. Britain’s lifeline was the endless convoy, bringing supplies from the New World. Admiral Dönitz’s submarine menace was growing stronger every week. The lifeline must not be cut; the Americans must realize the dangers and fight the war in Europe first.

That was the purpose of Churchill’s mission to America—first persuading the Americans and then planning how they could help to carry the war against Hitler.

Prime Minister Churchill had to go before the House of Commons on December 10 with the bad news of the Repulse and the Prince of Wales sinking—two real shockers to the British nation, which had long held the battleship and the battle cruiser to be the most powerful vessels on the seas. Sunk by aircraft! What a shock indeed.

He also had to prepare the government for this new change in the war.

While he was doing so, on December 11, Lieutenant Shebeck at Fort Benning was out on a field problem in the Harmony Church area of the reservation. Suddenly a jeep came roaring up in a cloud of dust and stopped near the little knot of men. Out jumped a lieutenant colonel.

“Germany and Italy have just declared war on the United States,” he said. And like the White Rabbit, without further ado, he jumped back into the jeep and sped off, to find another group of men and deliver the breathless message.

Well, so what? After December 7 it didn’t take a genius to figure out what was going to happen. Lieutenant Shebeck and his comrades were distinctly underwhelmed. They went back to their field problem.

What the message did mean in practical terms was a new spurt in the training program. Lieutenant Shebeck and his friends were graduated from their course ten days later. General Bradley, who had not yet managed to find someone to succeed him so that he could take a combat command, handed out the diplomas. Immediately after came their marching orders: Lieutenant Shebeck was assigned to the Infantry Training Center at Camp Wolters, Texas.

Lieutenant Shebeck had planned to get married after graduation to a young lady who was teaching school in North Dakota. He had been expecting to take a little leave before taking his post. His fiancée had come from North Dakota to Fort Benning, and they expected to enjoy a brief honeymoon. That had certainly seemed a reasonable enough idea to an army that early in December was giving two weeks’ leave to the survivors of the North Carolina massacres. But December 7 changed everything. Leave? Let not Lieutenant Shebeck be ridiculous. Didn’t he know there was a war on? It was December 21, and he was to report for duty at Camp Wolters on December 24. So without a wedding ring (it had not arrived in time), without the bride’s trousseau (it had gotten mixed up in the luggage aboard some train), and while a taxi waited to take them to the railroad station to catch the train, the couple were married. They caught the train and spent their wedding night in a day coach between Columbus, Georgia, and New Orleans. On December 24, while Prime Minister Churchill met with Secretary of State Cordell Hull in Washington to discuss the fall of Wake Island and other disasters in the Pacific, Lieutenant Shebeck reported for duty at Camp Wolters and was immediately assigned as commander of Company B, 164th Infantry Training Battalion. This was how the brass was going to put together an army in a hurry. Shebeck and two other officers had 254 men who were taking thirteen weeks of basic infantry training; these would help man the new divisions that had to be created.

As Lieutenant Shebeck began snapping his unit into line, Prime Minister Churchill continued his American mission. Churchill presented three position papers on the war. He persuaded President Roosevelt that America should combine with Britain in 1942 to attack in north Africa. He secured the formation of a Combined Chiefs of Staff Committee (headquartered in Washington) to control the strategic decisions of the global war effort against the Rome-Berlin-Tokyo Axis. He secured the promise of quick dispatch of bomber and fighter squadrons of the U.S. Army Air Corps to England.

Churchill had come to America hoping that perhaps four divisions of American troops could be dispatched swiftly to Northern Ireland and more U.S. troops to Iceland. But he had come without real knowledge of the state of American defenses in December 1941.

Churchill described what he found:

Owing to the shipping stringency this will not be possible on any very large scale during 1942. Meanwhile the United States Army is being raised from a strength of a little over thirty divisions and five armoured divisions to a total strength of about sixty divisions and ten armoured divisions. About 3,750,000 men are at present held or about to be called up for the Army and Air Force (over a million). Reserves of man-power are practically unlimited, but it would be a misdirection of war effort to call larger numbers to the armed forces in the present phase.

It does not seem likely that more than between a quarter and a third of the above American forces can be transported to actual fighting fronts during the year 1942. In 1943 however the great increases in shipping tonnage resulting from former and recent shipping programmes should enable much larger bodies to be moved across the oceans, and the summer of 1943 may be marked by large offensive operations, which should be carefully studied meanwhile.

There was, as Churchill learned but did not dwell upon, another reason for his difficulty in securing troops: the American forces simply did not have 40,000 available troops who were well enough trained to be dispatched to Northern Ireland. President Roosevelt felt that he might have to send 50,000 men to the Pacific in the near future, just to hold the lines. The American war effort was gearing up, but it was going to take some time for Lieutenant Shebeck and those other graduates of Fort Benning to train the recruits so that they would have a chance to survive in battle.

During the Washington meetings General Marshall called on the prime minister and asked him some tough questions. He had agreed that in the next few months he would send 30,000 American soldiers to Northern Ireland. How was he going to get them there? The prime minister offered him the two great British liners, Queen Mary and Queen Elizabeth, the only 80,000-ton passenger ships in the world, for this purpose. But even these two great vessels could carry only about 8000 troops each on a voyage if there was to be sufficient flotation gear to save all the troops in case of disaster. Because of the urgent situation, Churchill suggested, in effect, that they say to hell with disaster, and load the ships to the brim. Marshall went away with his face set in a mold that indicated he was not very pleased with the answer.

While these momentous decisions were in the making in the seats of power, the men who would be carried in those vessels were being hurried along in their training.

Corporal Chattaway’s 110th Infantry was ordered to move from Indiantown Gap to Camp Livingston, Louisiana, and on January 9 the long motor trek south began. Movement also occurred in another way as the army expanded: Corporal Chattaway was jumped two grades to become a staff sergeant, the rank designated by the table of organization as a weapons platoon sergeant of Company A.

The declaration of war by the Germans and their dispatch of a half-dozen submarines to strike at shipping off the American coast created an enormous surge of activity. The fact was that the Army Air Forces and the navy had only a handful of planes and virtually no small vessels capable of combating the submarine threat. And as far as the army was concerned, its principal new job was to protect everything from invasion. To the Twenty-ninth Division this meant a new responsibility: defense of the Atlantic coast from Cape Hatteras to New Jersey. The 116th’s 75-millimeter guns were taken to the shore around Hatteras and pointed out to sea. Motorized patrols covered all the beaches. In the sands where even jeeps dare not go, sentries walked 6-mile posts through sunshine, wind, and storm. At Fort Meade one of the four division regiments was kept on twenty-four-hour alert. It was a sign of the progress of the army that the alert division could be completely motorized to react to invasion. New lessons had to be learned: blackouts for air defense, dispersion of motor pools. In January Pfc. Elburn’s 115th Infantry was scattered over Pennsylvania and Virginia guarding factories, railroad bridges, docks, and warehouses. Elburn’s Second Battalion was on guard duty at Norfolk, ready for the Nazi shock troops—or as ready as they could be, with just about a year of training. The shortage of weapons was still so severe that the 175th Regiment, in training at Fort Meade, had to give up its machine guns to meet the needs of the 115th, on guard duty.

In January 1942 Pfc. Elburn and Pfc. Moglia might have met, had things turned out a bit differently. A military maneuver was planned in Washington to prove and improve American shore defenses. The First Division, in training in Massachusetts, was to “invade” the Virginia coast while the Twenty-ninth Division was to defend it and push the invaders back into the cold January Atlantic.

Considering the state of training of the army troops and the condition of the Atlantic in January, the navy thought the army was nuts. The Wehrmacht certainly was not about to launch an invasion across thousands of miles off rigid sea. But Washington decreed that the mock invasion was to be held, so Pfc. Moglia and his buddies of the Sixteenth Infantry were loaded aboard the transport USS Wakefield and moved out down the coast. The GIs were told they were going to Puerto Rico, which was all right with them, a winter vacation paid for by Uncle Sam.

But off the Virginia coast at Cape Henry, the vacation-bound GIs were treated to a rude surprise. On January 12 they were ordered out in full kit to prepare for an amphibious invasion of the beach. Pfc. Moglia had a lot of experience in rushing off the “bow” of that tape-made “landing craft” and assaulting the enemy, but this would be a little different. The men would go over the side of the Wakefield, down the landing nets into Higgins boats, and then would be decanted ashore by the navy, to attack the Twenty-ninth Division and conquer.

The morning of January 12 dawned foul and gray. A force 5 wind was blowing, and the whitecaps were up. Squalls slapped across the decks of the Wakefield, stinging the faces of anyone unlucky enough to be up there.

It was, announced the navy, too rough to make any amphibious landings.

“Nonsense,” said the army, “the show must go on.”

The matter was appealed to a higher authority, who ruled for the army, and so the first Higgins boat was put over the side and the assigned load of GIs scrambled down in the cold, over those slippery nets, into the boat.

Then . . . Crunch, crash, smash, gurgle, gurgle, gurgle. Down went the wreckage of the Higgins boat along the side, and the navy came to rescue the floundering soldiers.

“See,” said the navy, “it’s too damned rough to launch landing craft.”

“The hell you say,” said Pfc. Moglia’s battalion commander. “My men are tough. Put another boat over the side.”

And so Pfc. Moglia and the rest of his squad clambered over the rail and down the slippery nets, half falling into the bouncing Higgins boat. The navy coxswain lost no time in moving fast toward the shore, the boat bouncing and smashing in the heavy sea. They made it into shallow water; then a huge wave poured in across the stern of the slowing Higgins boat, pooping them, as the navy men say. The Higgins boat capsized under all that weight, throwing most of the men into the water. Fortunately they were close enough to the beach to scramble ashore, except for Pfc. Moglia and the coxswain, who were trapped in the wrecked Higgins boat, the anchor having shifted in the wreck and the line holding them both down. Luckily, the coxswain was a real seaman and did not go on duty without his work knife. He got it loose and slashed the anchor line. Then the sailor and soldier struggled ashore, coughing and spitting up seawater.

There were no casualties, but Pfc. Moglia’s boatload was also the lone invasion force on the beach. Having seen what had happened to two of the Higgins boats, the navy had objected again and this time had triumphed. The “invasion” was called off.

Whatever had happened to the Twenty-ninth Division the men of the First Division did not know, but the doughty defenders were nowhere to be seen in the miserable weather. Obviously somebody with intelligence had decided it was too foul for war games.

The stranded invasion force wandered around; and by lunchtime the troops were growing hungry because, as usual, they did not have any emergency rations with them. Pfc. Moglia, as scout, wandered into a watermelon field and considered the theft of a melon. His honesty was saved when a farmer showed up. Moglia asked if he could buy a melon.

“Sure.”

“How much?”

“A quarter.”

Pfc. Moglia reached into the wet trousers of his OD uniform. No cash. All he had was 15 cents in soggy postage stamps. The farmer took it, and Moglia and his friends ate the watermelon.

Eventually they were found by the “defenders,” and when the weather settled down a little they were dispatched by small boat back to the Wakefield. That trip wasn’t smooth either. It was nearly dusk. It had been a long and hungry day, and they were just about in time for chow. The boat came up on the leeward side of the ship, out of the wind, and the soldier passengers prepared to climb up the landing nets, which were still hanging there. Just then, the galley crew decided it was time to dump the garbage, and the ascending warriors were plastered with potato peelings, leftover gravy, and all the other delicacies of the garbage can. The men came over the side sputtering and dripping garbage. The officer of the deck took one look and called the army liaison officer. This crew was filthy. No, they could not go into the messdeck. Let them go below and get a shower and a change of clothing, and then . . .

So Pfc. Moglia’s squad did not arrive home precisely in glory. But after a hot shower and a change, what a tale they had to tell the others. The only thing that spoiled their mood was the Wakefield’s turning around and heading north, away from the direction of Puerto Rico and back to the cold climes of Massachusetts.

Early in 1942 the military leaders in Washington decided that Japanese invasion of the California coast was not imminent, and the Thirty-second Infantry was sent into the desert to learn desert warfare. Major Reeder was promoted to lieutenant colonel and made executive officer of the regiment. Then, without notice, he was transferred to General Marshall’s staff in Washington.
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After the bombing of Pearl Harbor the military authorities did not know what to do with the large Japanese and Japanese-American population of Hawaii. On the mainland the people of Japanese origin were thrown into concentration camps. But such people amounted to more than a third of the population of Hawaii, and in a sense the islands were an ideal concentration camp. The Japanese certainly weren’t going anywhere. The invocation of martial law seemed enough.

One of the early acts of the military was to discharge all the Japanese-American members of the Hawaii Territorial Guard. The two National Guard regiments were also to be discharged. “Not trustworthy” was the reason. But then fair-minded civilians in Hawaii went to bat for the Japanese-Americans, and the army reversed itself. Wheels in Washington began to turn to make soldiers out of nisei.

The men of the Sixteenth Infantry did not know it, but while they had been “invading” the Virginia coast, great decisions were being made in Washington and London which would control their lives from that point on. Churchill’s Washington visit had settled matters: a tendency in some quarters in Washington to turn attention toward Asia was reversed, and it was agreed that Hitler and Mussolini must be knocked out first, while the war in the Pacific would be maintained as virtually no more than a holding action.

Planning for action in Europe was speeded up. Lieutenant Colonel Campbell was recalled from Seattle and took the Union Pacific streamliner bound for Camp Beauregard, Louisiana. He was to join the headquarters of the Fifth Corps. When he arrived, he was told that the Fifth Corps was about to go overseas and he had better get his shots: typhoid, typhus, and yellow fever. Where were they going? No one would say. When? No one would say.

So in the winter of 1942, as the U-boats played havoc with Allied shipping off the coast of the United States, the frantic pace of training grew even faster. Men who had no battle experience, commanded by officers who had no battle experience, had to be made ready to fight under generals whose battle experience was either nil or very limited. And they had about six months to learn how to survive.
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TO VERDANT
SHORES

In February 1942 the war began to come home to people along the Eastern Shore of the United States in a very personal manner. It was one thing to read in the newspapers about the bombing in China, the collapse of British forces in Malaya, the capture of Hong Kong, the fighting in the Philippines, and, of course, the bombing of London and the titanic struggle in north Africa, where General Rommel seemed to be defeating the British. Even further afield was the war that raged on the Russian front. What was at hand was the German U-boat campaign in American waters, a campaign that soon had the beaches from Cape Hatteras south running black with oil from sunken tankers. General Drum declared a state of emergency along the east coast; cities began to blackout (turn off the lights). The question of censorship was quickly raised, but a compromise was reached with the media, which by and large worked very well. The newspapers and radio stations stopped delivering weather reports, lest they aid the enemy, and they withheld information about ship sailings and troop movements. There were some slips, but not too many. Few Americans yet had any personal sense of loss, but to millions of Americans—despite the self-censorship of much of the news—the attacks began to bring home a growing understanding that this war was real.

Despite President Roosevelt’s offhand assurances that American troops should be able to get overseas to help the British in short order, the movement could not be made that fast. By February Churchill and Roosevelt were in agreement that Operation Gymnast (the British-American invasion of French north Africa) would have to be delayed for several months. So must Operation Magnet (the movement of American troops to Northern Ireland). The British reason was shipping; the American reason was state of training. Behind both was the disastrous speed with which the Japanese were moving in the Pacific; this strained the resources of both allies. President Roosevelt had to abandon any immediate consideration of moving American troops to Iceland to free the British.

At the end of the first week of February 1942, officer candidate Joseph Miller was just about finished with his studies and training to become a second lieutenant in the Army of the United States. His eagerness for this prospect was anything but boundless:

“I still can’t work up much enthusiasm for the idea of being a second looey, but I suppose I’ve got to try to make it now. If I thought I could get back my job as an interviewer, I’d do my damnedest to flunk out. But if I did flunk they’d probably ship me right out to Singapore or somewhere.”

He was about to be graduated and sent to Fort Belvoir, Virginia, to perfect his engineering skills. The only welcome part as far as he was concerned was that he would soon be only thirty-three minutes from Washington, and would be able to do some tourist rubbernecking.

More classes of officers destined for infantry service were assigned to Gen. Omar Bradley’s care at Fort Benning. He still had not managed to arrange affairs at this vital training center so that he could get away. As ordered, on February 12, 1942, Lt. John P. Downing arrived to take the weapons refresher course. While Downing was struggling with the field problems, General Bradley finally broke loose and, in March, moved down to Camp Claiborne, Louisiana, to organize the Eighty-second Division.

The Fifth Corps was going overseas, but Lieutenant Colonel Campbell was not to go immediately. He moved up to Fort Dix, New Jersey, and between conferences on matters such as operations and supply, the colonel had time for some sightseeing of his own. Mrs. Campbell came back east to celebrate her birthday with her husband. They went to Philadelphia and saw the Liberty Bell, and Colonel Campbell bought some uniforms. They went on to New York and stayed at the Hotel New Yorker. They saw Eddie Cantor in the musical Banjo Eyes, and then went to the Hawaiian Room of the Lexington Hotel (very popular with westerners). On Easter Sunday they went to St. Thomas’s Church on Fifth Avenue for the services; afterward they watched the Easter parade. They rode a double-decker bus up to 185th Street and Riverside Drive and then they returned and had lunch at Rockefeller Center, where they watched the ice skating on the rink. They went to Atlantic City and then came back to New York, staying at the Commodore Hotel this time. They had dinner at Jensen’s Hofbrau and ended up the night at Jack White’s 18 Club.

This last entertainment was a farewell celebration, for the colonel was about to go overseas at last. On May 10 Mrs. Campbell started home to Seattle, and the next day Colonel Campbell sailed for the British Isles on the Queen Mary with other officers of the Fifth Corps. The British were getting troops for Northern Ireland at last. U.S. Fifth Corps headquarters was set up in Belfast.

From this point on, it would be meetings and planning, preparing for the arrival of hundreds of thousands of American GIs into Britain.
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At the end of May 1942 the army organized the Hawaiian Provisional Battalion, an all-nisei unit. The men were to be sent to the mainland for training because if there was a Japanese invasion of Hawaii, which still seemed very possible, their presence in the islands could be more than a little confusing.

In June they went to Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, for infantry training.

In the spring of 1942 the 503d Parachute Infantry Regiment was activated and sent to Fort Bragg, North Carolina. An airborne command was also established.

Maj. Edson Raff became executive officer of the 503d; Captain Tucker left the 504th. And in June 1942 the Second Battalion of the 503d Parachute Infantry (which would become the 509th in one of those confusing army changes of designation) was sent to England to train with the British airborne forces.

That spring the war was going badly for England in the African campaign. The Germans were making a major assault on Malta, which meant the British had to expend enormous effort at sea and in the air in the Mediterranean theater. The Americans sent the carrier Wasp to help out, but that was not the sort of help the British needed. As the Russians kept saying, what was needed were more fronts against the Germans. What England needed from America, in addition to the supply line, were troops to come into the field. General Marshall went to England to discuss the problems. He was in Britain as General Bradley began to put together the Eighty-second Division down in Louisiana. Marshall had to tell Churchill that it would be September before he could find even two and a half divisions to put into action. The political leaders were talking about bringing thirty American divisions over to Europe. But the military men had to have time—and more time.

General Bradley was still in the throes of organizing the Eighty-second Division in May, when Lieutenant Downing graduated from school and was assigned to the First Division at Camp Blanding, Florida. It was an indication of the hurry-hurry-hurry philosophy that had overtaken the new army that Downing and his fellow officers were given only one day as travel time from Fort Benning to Camp Blanding. He was assigned to Company F of the Eighteenth Infantry Regiment, introduced to Colonel Sherburne, the CO, and shown his quarters. The company orderly pointed out the equipment that had been drawn for the lieutenant: footlocker, gas mask, washbasin, helmet, 1903 Springfield, cartridge belt, suspenders, compass, shelter halves, poles, pins, ropes and a bedding roll for making up a pup-tent bed, blankets, sheets, field glasses, musette bag, canteen, cup, mess gear, and first aid packet. The orderly held out a memorandum receipt, and the lieutenant signed it. The orderly told him about the laundry rules and messing, and then he left. From that point on, Lieutenant Downing was on his own. There were no dog robbers (personal servants for officers) in the new army.

Lieutenant Downing learned something else that day about this new army: the importance of rank. Three of his class from Fort Benning had come to the Eighteenth. He outranked one of the officers, but the other outranked him. Such matters would come to be very important. Later, a regimental roster was put together, showing the history of each officer by rank and date of rank. Among the lieutenants there was fierce competition because so many of them were of such recent vintage. “Rank among lieutenants is like chastity among whores” was the old army saying. But the lieutenants would have to learn who preceded whom on the roster, and salute accordingly. That little bit of “chicken shit,” however, was yet to come. On that first day Lieutenant Downing “bumped” the experienced leader of the Company F weapons platoon and became the new leader. As it happened, no one cared a great deal just then, because opportunity was everywhere for the experienced. The man he bumped was on his way to Army Air Corps flight training. Later that same day Downing went to a parade to see off a cadre selected from the First Division to activate the new Seventy-ninth Division. So many changes were made in the Eighteenth Infantry that in two weeks Downing found himself installed as company executive officer.

He still had plenty to learn, but the army was accommodating in hurrying the procedure. Within a few weeks the Eighteenth was ordered to Fort Benning for maneuvers. At Benning the soldiers were assigned a new area in the wilds of the reservation near Cusseta. And there they set up camp.

Meanwhile, affairs were going very well for the Eighty-second Division, but not for the Twenty-eighth Division on the other side of the Red River. Sergeant Chattaway’s 110th Infantry was a part of this division. The Twenty-eighth was having more than its share of problems. One problem was the cannibalization of the division to create new units. Many of the noncoms had been sent to Officer Candidate School; the same had happened to many National Guard divisions. For these noncoms had some experience, and experienced leadership was the major need of the day.

The Twenty-eighth Division had another problem in common with National Guard divisions: cliquism. The guard units were made up of men from the same towns and cities; many of these troops either were related, had gone to school together, or had business associations back home. For example, here is a list of the original hometown headquarters of the constituent units of the 110th Regiment, of the Pennsylvania National Guard, now federalized:



	Regimental headquarters

	Washington




	Headquarters company

	Altoona




	Medical detachment

	Connellsville




	Headquarters, First Battalion

	Washington




	Company A

	Monongahela




	Company B

	New Brighton




	Company C

	Somerset




	Company D

	Monessen




	Headquarters, Second Battalion

	Altoona




	Company E

	Mt. Pleasant




	Company F

	Indiana




	Company G

	Altoona




	
Company H


	Washington




	Headquarters, Third Battalion

	Greensburg




	Company I

	Greensburg




	Company K

	Waynesburg




	Company L

	Blairsville




	Company M

	Latrobe




	Band

	Altoona




	Antitank company

	Connellsville




	Service company

	Scottdale





So favoritism was a real problem. When a noncom moved out to OCS or into a cadre to form a new regiment, the officers chose “one of the boys” to fill his spot. The officers often addressed one another, and sometimes enlisted men too, by their first names; it was hard for Cousin Bill to call Cousin Charlie “Sir.”

In addition to the problems caused by Washington’s insatiable demand for “cadres,” morale began to decline as draftees came into this and other regiments and found themselves facing a tight little club in which they were denied membership. This was a problem throughout the war; where tough commanders solved it, as in the case of General Bradley’s Twenty-eighth Division, the division performed admirably. Where the tough command was lacking and the “old boyism” was allowed to persist, as with the Twenty-seventh Division (New York National Guard), which went to the Pacific, the results were disastrous. Maj. Gen. Ralph Smith, commander of the Twenty-seventh, was criticized for the conduct of the division at the Gilbert Islands and later at the Marshalls and finally was removed from command at the height of the battle for Saipan. Sensing the impending disaster of cronyism (as few leaders did), General Bradley took the tough step of breaking up those old hometown cliques, transferring officers and noncoms around the division to get them away from their friends.

General Bradley’s wholesale transfers caused a lot of grousing at the time, but the result within three months was a hardening of discipline and a toughening of the division.

No such problem existed with the Eighteenth Infantry, which was already supplying cadres for new units and taking in new officers like Lieutenant Downing.

At Fort Benning’s bivouac area Lieutenant Downing spent his first night on the ground. He had three blankets in his bedroll. When he put it down, he saw that the officer across from him had an air mattress. How soft! he thought. That was hardly soldiering. But as the night wore on and the ground got harder, how soft, he thought—and the next day, commandeering the company jeep, he went to town and bought an air mattress. Within a week he also had a kapok sleeping bag. He was learning the difference between the GI way and the right way.

At Benning that summer Lieutenant Downing’s Second Battalion was not directly involved in the maneuvers, so they trained: close order drill, foxhole digging, foxhole filling, road marches, gun drill, and the local obstacle course, which consisted largely of a mudhole too broad to leap across. The object, said a fellow officer of waggish ways, was to make everybody so angry they wanted to get into combat to escape training.

They also had lectures: Articles of War lectures, military courtesy lectures, and sex lectures.

The chaplain told you not to do it.

The surgeon told you what to do after you had done it, and showed that great historic film, the V.D. Special.

The battalion commander told you what the army would do to you if you didn’t follow the advice of the chaplain and did it and then didn’t follow the advice of the surgeon and got it.

One Saturday night Lieutenant Downing drew special military police duty in the city of Columbus. The city had a big police force. Fort Benning had its own MPs. The division had its own MP company. But this was the Saturday night after payday, and not all of the above sufficed. So on Saturday nights this force was augmented from the infantry regiments by groups of officers and men who were to arrest other men, as Lieutenant Downing put it “for doing the things they themselves would probably be doing if they hadn’t been detailed to the police job.”

Lieutenant Downing took his special MPs to the Columbus city jail and reported to the assistant provost marshal who had set up shop there. Downing’s task was to supervise the search of all the men brought in, remove their valuables and money, and safeguard these until the drunks sobered up.

Business at the jail began to boom at about 8 p.m., when the first drunk showed up. Soon they were reeling in before their captors in sixes and sevens. They were brought into the receiving room, frisked by an MP, who handed the valuables to Downing, who put them into an envelope, sealed it, and wrote the owner’s name and amount of money on the outside. The man was then led to the drunk tank, a large, dim room with a concrete floor and a steel barred cage inside for the aggressive. The steel door of the drunk tank clanged shut, and the miscreant was safe. He could lie down anywhere on the floor. If he got obstreperous, he was pushed into the barred cage in the middle, to fight with other obstreperous drunks.

As the hours passed, the drunks piled up, noisy drunks, snoring drunks, sick drunks, belligerent drunks. All in a mass. The room smelled of vomit and whiskey, sweat and urine.

At midnight, when curfew came to Columbus, the number of arrivals slowed down. Finally, at around 3 a.m. it was time to go home. All the unit officers and special MPs were assembled and the provost marshal called out:

“All men from the Sixteenth Infantry. . . .”

“All men from the Twenty-sixth Infantry. . . .”

“All men from the First Engineers. . . .”

“All men from the Eighteenth Infantry. . . .”
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