HAPPY BIRTHDAY USMC e ) ¢ o uemecn 1o
220 YEARS Nov 10. ) ¢
United States Marine A Non-Profit
Raider Association ) ¢ National Organization

*

S{ist Battation] < > {4th Battalien] 7

SUPPORTING SCHOLARSHIPS IN THE PACIFIC & THE RAIDER MUSEUM. (RICHMOND, VA.)

COMMANDANT
OF THE
UNITED STATES
MARINE CORPS,

GENERAL
C. C. KRULAK

Midwey, Tulagi Island. Makin istend, Guedsicanal: Tasimbok.. cason’s Ridge, 15t Metanikau River, 2nd Matanikeu River, Mt. Austen. Asamens, Russell islends, Wickhem Anchorsge (Vengunu)
New Goorgia: Segi Point-Viru Harbor, Enogi Intet, Bairoks "ll" B ol qeobng B g ol TP



A MESSAGE FROM PRESIDENT MIKE BEELER
Dear Fellow Marines and Raiders:

Remember, each string on a guitar has its own distinctive sound. When they are blended together, there is a
musical whole. They have created more than the sum of the parts. No one string is more important than any
other. A musical tone lingers in the listener's mind. If one string is missing, the richness of the tone is
less

In the early machinations of putting an operation like this past reunion together, all the officers of the
Board and the volunteers step onto the mat to work on the program. Just as the strings of the guitar created
tone, so then a diverse number of members work in unison under the guidance of the chairman to perform for total
enjoyment. The result - a great reunion! Our total number of Raiders is more than 2500 (some active and some
inactive) and it is the objective of the Board and Chairman to select a rich blend of talent that shapes our
approach so that each reunion is described as "THE BEST REUNION I HAVE EVER ATTENDED."

Our speaker, Lt. General Neal, was very affable and a great speaker. The dinner was delicious. The hospitality
room was the very best we have ever had. The dance band was excellent. Those of you who were unable to attend
really missed a fun time and we missed you.

Be sure to save your badges; they may be worth money to you in St. Louis. RIGHT, that is our next reunion
site. John Dragon presented an excellent "deal" and format for the 1996 reunion in St. Louis Missouri.

The future reunions will have one day set aside with no planned activity so the different battalions may have
their own mini-reunion within the reunion. This time will also be set aside for "battalion picture-taking."

Also, we have formed a committee headed by John Dragon and composed of Jim Gleason and Rayal Billing and Mel
Heckt to screen all reunion proposals and assist the individual onsite Raiders who are proposing reunion sites.

Another committee has been formed to pursue guidelines for the perpetuation of the memory of the Marine Raiders.
This committee is composed of Frank Guidone, Mel Heckt and John Sweeney. The committee will report their
suggestions to the President who will acquaint the Board and general membership of alternatives by which we

can feasibly accomplish this. We expect this to be culminated in 1996.

Rudy Rosenquist was appointed to find a typist to type the names for the Marine Raider Roster and have them
checked and re'checked. This Roster, after thorough checking, will be used for placing names on the Museum
Doors.

To those of you who have donated to the glass cases for the museum, they have not been installed in the Raider
Museum yet. R. Rosenquist has held the money in a "sinking fund" for the construction and he assured the Board
they will be better than first proposed. Thank you for your contributions.

Let me reiterate - the participants of the reunion claim it to be among the best reunions we have had.
ON _TO ST. LOUIS!

l Semper Fi / Mike Beeler - President, U.S. Marine Raider Association.

RAIDERS WHO ATTENDED THE V + 50 EVENTS AT FREDERICKSBURG TEXAS,

Sept. 1 - 31935

Mike at Fredericks. Texas.l

Charles Pattillo Mattie Richardson
Jim Young Jack Slater
Bernie & Patti Peterson James Waynee
Clarence & Nelda Benoit Aubrey & Faye Fisk
Rudy & Marion Rosenquist John Nichols
Mike and Timi Beeler Richard & Jean Shalz
Ray & Helen Merrell Lincoln & Virginia Hastings
Trent Fouwler Randal Meador
Neil Stiles Sugars T. Brown
Denton Hudman Frank Perry

40,000 ATTENDED! Russ & Dee Calvo




UNITED STATES MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION
ANNUAL MEMBERSHIP MEETING
HYATT HOTEL, ORLANDO,FL.
SEPTEMBER 23, 1995. 0930 HOURS.

THE ANNUAL MEMBERSHIP MEETING OF THE U.S. MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION WAS
HELD AT THE TIME AND PLACE AS NOTED ABOVE.

PRESIDENT BEELER CALLED THE MEETING TO ORDER AND DECLARED THERE
BEING A QUORUM PRESENT, THE MEETING WAS OFFICIAL.

THE PRESIDENT OPENED THE FLOOR FOR DISCUSSION OF OLD BUSINESS.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING

RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THE READING OF THE 1994 MINUTES OF THE ANNUAL

MEMBERSHIP MEETING BE DISPENSED WITH.
TREASURER SEXTON PRESENTED HIS REPORT IN WHICH HE OUTLINED THE VARIOUS
BANK ACCOUNTS WITH THE BALANCES THEREIN, APPROXIMATING $ 159,000, NOTING
THAT REUNION EXPENSES WERE STILL TO BE PAID FROM THIS AMOUNT. HE ALSO
INFORMED THE MEMBERSHIP OF THE POSSIBLE LOSS IN FUNDS AT THIS REUNION
DUE TO THE LARGE DECREASE IN MEMBERS ATTENDING COMPARED TO 1994.

THE TREASURER GAVE AN OVERVIEW OF THE GROWTH IN THE ASSOCIATION'S
FUNDS OVER THE YEARS. NOTING THE INCREASING NUMBER OF DEATHS EACH
YEAR, HE CAUTIONED THE MEMBERS OF THE NEED TO FOLLOW PRUDENT FINANCIAL
POLICY IN THE YEARS TO FOLLOW.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING

RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT THE TREASURER'S REPORT BE ACCEPTED AS PRESENTED.
THERE BEING NO FURTHER OLD BUSINESS, THE PRESIDENT OPENED THE FLOOR FOR
NEW BUSINESS.

FOLLOWING DISCUSSIONS FROM THE FLOOR, NONE OF WHICH REQUIRED A VOTE,
THE PRESIDENT INFORMED THE MEMBERSHIP OF THE BOARD'S RECOMMENDATION
CONCERNING JOSEPH MICEK AND CALLED UPON ERVIN KAPLIN TO EXPLAIN THAT
PROPOSAL.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING

RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT JOSEPH MICEK IS HEREBY MADE AN HONORARY LIFETIME

MEMBER OF THE U.S. MARINE RAIDER ASSN.

THE PRESIDENT CALLED A RECESS IN ORDER TO HOLD THE ANNUAL AUCTION
HELD FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE GENERAL FUND.

UPON COMPLETION OF THE AUCTION, THE PRESIDENT CALLED THE MEETING TO
ORDER AND INFORMED THE MEMBERSHIP OF THE BOARD'S RECOMMENDAT;ON
'CONCERNING THE 1996 REUNION AND WALTER KAMINSKY.

THE PRESIDENT CALLED UPON REUNION CHAIRMAN, JOHN DRAGON TO
EXPLAIN THE PROPOSALS.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING

RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THE 1996 U.S. MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION REUNION SHALL BE
HELD SEPTEMBER 10-14, 1996, AT THE MARRIOTT AIRPORT HOTEL IN ST. LOUIS, MO.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING

RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT WALTER KAMINSKY IS HEREBY MADE AN HONORARY
LIFETIME MEMBER OF THE U.S. MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION, AT NO COST TO HIM.

THERE BEING NO FURTHER BUSINESS TO BE CONSIDERED, THE MEETING WAS
ADJOURNED.

TFULLY S%MI: S@
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UNITED STATES MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION
EXECUTIVE BOARD MEETING
HYATT HOTEL, ORLANDO, FL.
SEPTEMBER 22, 1995. 1800 HOURS

THE ANNUAL MEETING OF THE EXECUTIVE BOARD OF THE UNITED STATES MARINE RAIDER ASSOCIATION, WAS HELD
AT THE TIME AND PLACE AS NOTED ABOVE.

PRESIDENT BEELER CALLED THE MEETING TO ORDER AND A ROLL CALL WAS HELD. THERE BEING A QUORUM
PRESENT, THE MEETING WAS DECLARED OFFICIAL.

THE PRESIDENT OPENED THE FLOOR FOR DISCUSSION OF OLD BUSINESS.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THE READING OF THE MINUTES OF THE 1994 MEETING OF THE EXECUTIVE BOARD BE DISPENSED WITH.
TREASURER SEXTON PRESENTED HIS TREASURER'S REPORT FOLLOWED BY DISCUSSION FROM THE FLOOR, WHICH INCLUDED
HOW BEST TO KEEP THE MEMBERSHIP INFORMED OF THE CURRENT FINANCIAL STATUS AND MONIES CONTRIBUTED TO THE
GENERAL, MUSEUM, AND VOUZA FUNDS. IN THE FOLLOWING DISCUSSION MEMBERS FULLY AGREED OF THE NEED TO
CONTINUE THE VOUZA SCHOLARSHIP PROGRAM DURING THE LIFETIME OF THE ASSOCIATION.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT THE TREASURER'S REPORT BE ACCEPTED AS PRESENTED.

THERE BEING NO FURTHER OLD BUSINESS, THE PRESIDENT DECLARED THE FLOOR OPEN FOR NEW BUSINESS.

THE PRESIDENT RECOGNIZED ERVIN KAPLAN, 2 BN., WHO PROPOSED JOSEPH MICEK AS A LIFETIME HONORARY
MEMBER OF THE ASSCCIATICN IN RECOGNITION FCR KIS PAST AND FUTURE SERVICES ON BEHALF OF THE RAIDERS.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED.THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT JOSEPH MICEK SHALL BE RECOMMENDED TO THE MEMBERSHIP AS A LIFETIME HONORARY MEMBER
OF THE ASSOCIATION.

THE PRESIDENT RECOGNIZED RUDY ROSENQUIST, MUSEUM CURATOR, WHO REQUESTED APPROVAL TO SPEND OF
$150 TO BE USED IN TYPING A COMPUTER TAPE OF THE ROSTER, TO BE USED FOR PLACING NAMES ON THE MEMORIAL DOORS
AT THE RAIDER MUSEUM IN RICHMOND. CURATOR ROSENQUEST IS AUTHORIZED TO SPEND $150 FOR THAT PURPOSE.

THE PRESIDENT OPENED THE FLOOR FOR DISCUSSION OF WHERE MEMORIAL SERVICES SHOULD TAKE PLACE ,THE
TAKING OF PHOTOGRAPHS , AND ALLOWING TIME FOR BN. GET TOGETHERS AT FUTURE REUNIONS,

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT THE REUNION CHAIRMAN IS AUTHORIZED TO MAKE ARRANGEMENTS FOR PHOTOGRAPHS TO BE
TAKEN BEFORE THE BANQUET AT EACH REUNION SITE. RAIDER CANNISTRACI IS TO BE GIVEN PREFERENCE DEPENDING UPON
HIS AVAILIBILITY.

THE PRESIDENT APPOINTED MEL HECKT AS A MEMBER OF THE REUNION COMMITTEE. FOLLOWING THIS ACTION,
REUNION CHAIRMAN, JOHN DRAGON, WAS AUTHORIZED TO SCHEDULE MEMORIAL SERVICES AT MILITARY BASES, A VETERAN'S
CEMETERY, OR AT A CHURCH, WHENEVER POSSIBLE AND TO SET ASIDE AN OPEN DAY FOR BN. ACTIVITIES.

THE PRESIDENT RECOGNIZED JOHN DRAGON, WHO PRESENTED A PROPOSAL, IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE RECENTLY
PUBLISHED REUNION GUIDELINES, TO HOLD THE 1996 REUNION, SEPTEMBER 10-14,1996 AT THE MARRIOTT AIRPORT HOTEL IN
ST. LOUIS, MO. PROPOSALS FOR NEVADA AND ILLINOIS WERE SHELVED UNTIL 1997 BECAUSE THE APPLICATIONS NOT WERE
INCOMPLETE AND LACKED A SIGNED CONTRACT A SIGNED CONTRACT IN ACCORDANCE WITH REUNION GUIDELINES.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT THE BOARD UNANIMOUSLY RECOMMENDS TO THE MEMBERSHIP, THE 1996 RAIDER REUNION BE
HELD SEPT. 10-14,1996 AT THE MARRIOTT AIRPORT HOTEL, ST. LOUIS, MO.

THE PRESIDENT ACKNOWLEDGED REUNION CHAIRMAN, JOHN DRAGON, WHO PROPOSED FORMER 6TH. MARINE
DIVISION PRESIDENT, WALTER KAMINSKY, AS A LIFETIME HONORARY MEMBER OF THE ASSOCIATION (AT NO COST) IN
RECOGNITION FOR ACTING AS ON SITE RAIDER LIAISON IN ST. LOUIS. DRAGON POINTED OUT THE SAVINGS IN EXPENSE MONEY
THAT WOULD RESULT BY HAVING A LOCAL REPRESENTATIVE.

UPON A MOTION BEING DULY MADE AND CARRIED, THE FOLLOWING RESOLUTION WAS ADOPTED.

RESOLVED, THAT WALTER KAMINSKY SHALL BE RECOMMENDED TO THE MEMBERSHIP AS A UFETIME HONORARY
MEMBER OF THE ASSOCIATION.

THE PRESIDENT ASKED THAT STEPHEN ALEKSICH AND JOHN DRAGON MEET TO INCORPORATE ALEKSICH'S "REUNION
REQUIREMENTS AGREEMENT", WITH THE EXISTING GUIDELINES WHICH ARE NOW BEING FOLLOWED.

THE PRESIDENT OPENED THE FLOOR TO DISCUSSION ON MONETARY POLICY AND HOW BEST TO PERPETUATE THE
MEMORY OF THE MARINE RAIDERS. AFTER MANY SUGGESTIONS WERE MADE, THE PRESIDENT APPOINTED JOHN SWEENEY,
MEL HECKT, AND FRANK GUIDONE AS A COMMITTEE, TO STUDY ALL SUCH PROPOSALS AND REPORT BACK TO HiM.

THERE BEING NO FURTHER BUSINESS TO BE CONSIDERED, THE MEETING WAS ADJOURNED.
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A LISTING OF RAIDERS WHD ATTENDED

THE ORLANDO REUNION Sept 20 - 24

FIRST BN.
Billing, Royal

Fitz, Frank & Betty
Barwick, Leon & Louise
Sweeney, John & Helen
Longo, Lewis & Lucille
Heckt, Melvin
Pulford,Charles & Jacqui
Richardson, Jack & Gloria
Hiott,Joseph & Virginia
Capron, Chas. Wife
Zuraw,Zeke-Betty & 3
Taylor, George & Wife
Dougherty, Ted

Butz, Ken & Ida

Jones, George & Bea
Guidone, Frank

Klasen, Bob & Sandy
Calvo, Russ & Dorothy
Coons, Francis & Wife
Lewis, Geo.&Hazel
Poppel, Henry

SECOND BN.

Beeler, Mike & Timmi
Merrell, Ray & Helen
Dragon, John & Millie
Loney, Ribert & Eileen
Peterson, Bernie & Patti
Shalz, Richard & Jean
Poston, Wm. & Shirley
Dusseau, Wm.

Bibby, Joe & Mary Anne
Scamoni, A./ Mayes, Vi.
Zuckerbrow, Marty & Shirley
Stech, Robert & Ida
Stech Hospitality Room $ 18
Gleason,Mike&Donna Marie
Kaplin, Ervin
Sheffield, Harold & Cecille
Burlingham, Raiph & Dorothy
Daly, Thomas & Hilaire
Mapes, Elmer & Jean
'Seaton, Kenneth
Poulis, George & Wife
Nelson, Ken & Pearl
Hanscom, Dick
Kaminsky, Albert

THIRD BN.

Moore, John & Betty

Landfear, William & Anne

McDonough, Edward Jr. & Wife

Tebeau, C. (Bud) & Rose Marie

Clevenger, Homer & Flora

Eason, John & Mary

Kelley, John & Mary

Parker, T.

Scoiscia, James

Lenzi, Jerry

Waynee, James & Henrietta

Weingarten,Anthony&Florence

Baque, Joseph

Collins,Jeremiah Jr.& Carmela

Wietecha, Ted

Meacham,Chuck & June

Raber, Fred & Leila

Jones, Robert

Sexton, Martin & Coleman,Kay

Keys, Doc. & Troup, Anita

Gallagher, Dan & Marian

Passman, Bernard & Harriet

Bedard, Joseph

Aleksich, Steven

Cook, Robert (Pete) & Wife

Lasch, John & Britta

Zaremba, Stanislaw

Wood, James & Wife

Tinker, Bud

Loy, Joe & Bernie

Howe, John

Breland, Hanson

Rosenquest, Rudy & Mariane

Beau, Jerry & Grace

Murphy, Edward

Pike,Henry / Nesmith, Kandie

Wallace, Charles & Marleene

Lettau, Fred & Ruth

Spencer,Robert

Eason, John

Ball, Virgil

Courtnage, Vernon & Blanche

McNamara, Joe

Munden, Joe

Lenzi

Wooten, Herman

Zaremba

Muir, George

Lettau, Fred & Ruth

FOURTH BN.

French, George & Kiyoko

Boehnlein, Robert & Deila

Gonzalez, Brice/ Elkins, Marion

Freeling, John(Jack) & Dell

Pressley, Lee /Wife & 4,Guests

McComick, John & Mary

Williams, Edwin & Patrice

Hastings,l. & Virginia

Heim, Leroy & Ruby

Turnbull, Leonard

Callahan, Edward(deceased)

Myers, Robert & Vivian

_Goodson, Willard & Wife

Ryan, Edwin & Francis

. Almond, Pat & Gloria

Arnold,Henry (Blackie) & Eula

.Chalkely,D.&Mary/Marge McDer

Chance, Donald & Florence

Gleason, James & Nancy

Gray, Olin & Sybil

' Guymon, Rex & Shirley

Spiller. John & Jane

VanFleet, David & Wife

' Connors,William & Alice

' Foley, John & Alberta

. Hacker, Ken & Elizabeth

, O'Donnell, Ken & Bucky

. Salleng, Bill & Laverne -

Salter, Jack & Donna .

Wolf, Joseph & Frances

.yons,Montague/Cairns,Glenda

i Oi Flaviano, Adam

' Beckley,Wm./Mastrud,Kathryn

' Wilson, Ralph & Eugenie

Lano, Robert & Wife

_Antczak, Thomas & Anna

Zamody, Tom & Anna

Shull,Wayne & Mary

dace, Nate & Sylvia

Batterton, Roy Jr. & Joan

Antczak, Art & Inez

Wilson, Ralph & Eugenia

Camody, Tom & Anna

Strawbridge, Jim & Johnie

‘ HONORARY
Goldstein, Junior,Mrs.
Sisterof Bernie Green
" Jolly, William & Barbata
' Guy, Betsy & Pete
Davis, Phillip
Buerlein, Bob & Judy




SPEECH DELIVERED BY LTGEN NEAL AT THE MARINE RAIDER REUNION 24SEPTAS
Orlando, Florida

"THOSE GREAT YOUNG MARINES"

Thanks for inviting me. It is great to be able to address you American heroes!

Nathan Hale was only 21 years old when he was captured by the British in the American Revolutionary war.
He was hanged as a spy on this day in 1776, and as he went to the gallows he said his last words, ending with
the line, "I only regret that I have but one life to give for my country." Many people since Nathan Hale have,
regrettably given their lives for their country.

Nathan Hale had nothing on the U.S. Marine Raiders - where he was one, you were 4 battalions. You won
eight Congressional Medals of Honor - you won ninety Navy Crosses. On the anniversary of Hale's heroic death,

I stand here wondering how many Americans are willing to dedicate their lives like Nathan Hale did, and you did
for what this country stands for.

that T want to tell you about tonight is our people, your people, your marines, your sailors, your air-
men and your soldiers. A couple of years ago I saw a slogan on the back of a truck, it said "our people make
the difference!" They aren't much different than you were. (I emphasize were) Like you were, they are young,
ambitious inquisitive, impatient, smart, and challenging. Just as I told you, with the exception of being
young, just like you...and me! There are a few differences...

Where you had only AM Radio and Newsprint.,..they have television, computers and the internet. Where you
encrypted messages in Navajo and used stiletto's...they use high speed electronic gear and lasers. lhere you
coined the term"Gung Ho" (work together) ...they coined the term, "Cool". Where you landed on islands through-
out the Pacific ocean, they faced an unknown enmemy in the Kuwaiti desert. Both were ready - both successful.

Today's Marines, like you, come from all walks of life; from small towns and big cities, from the soli-
tude of a farm to the bustle of a city. They come in many sizes, shapes, colors. They are mostly High School
graduates - they are not afraid to ask, "why?" - they can get into mischief just like you did - they can
challenge, but oh, oh how they can perform. They do indeed make a difference.

Reminds me of the joke - "Good news and Bad news."

Let me tell you about them - That's the good news: As the Commanding General of the 2nd Marine Div.,

I really practiced what I call eyeball level leadership. I was everywhere, in the mess hall at 5AM, in the field
at 2200, you name it, I was there - and the troops loved it! My approach was different than most, I didn't worry
about the fact if they knew this or that, I was concerned about quality of life., ™uhere did you get that belly?"
"Your Mother know you can bake?" - "LCpl way and the super squad? - "SgtMajor's retirement breakfast" - "The
TARAWA anniversary ceremony." These stories are no different than I expect you folks experienced. You had the
L/CPL ways - you had Sgt Thomason, the first enlisted to receive the medal of honor. The ghosts and legacy of
Liversedge, Shapely, Edson and Carlson mounted up with the marines in DESERT STORM. They were there in Korea and
VietNam, and they are there today to guide, to help our young marines.

The not-so-good news is the realities of today's environment. They worry about the budget - they
worry about downsizing - they worry about pay - they worry about promotions - they worry about reinlistment
- they worry about the uncertain world - they worry about doing more with less! UWe have to be mindful of our

people. Fortunately we are blessed with superb leaders, both officers and staff non-commissioned who display
what eyeball level leadership is all about. Like you, they do care about their people.

You, the Raiders of World War II, are great American heroes. Just like Nathan Hale 200 years ago, you
* gave uhen your country called. Some paid the ultimate sacrifice and will always be remembered. I thank you
for your help in making today's young marines, tomorrou's great American heroes.

It has been absolutely terrific being with you this evening! Thank you for inviting me - and remember --

SEMPER FI, GOD BLESS AMERICA AND GUNG HO!
Lt.Gen. Richard Neal, Deputy Commander in Chief, and Chief of Staff,

United States Central Command, MacDill AFB
Tampa Florida. -

Lt.Gen Neal and Y % K K %k k%
Raider Association United States Marine Raider Assoc.
Pres. Mike Beeler
RAIDER HEADQUARTERS
4711 DELMONTE AVE.
SAN DIEGO, CA 92107
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The President of the United States takes pleasure in
presenting the NAVY CROSS posthumously to

FIRST LIEUTENANT MYLES C. FCX, U. S. MARINE CORPS,
for service as set forth in the following

CITATION:

"For extraordinary heroism while attached to
Company E, First Marine Raider Battalion, during
the seizure of Tulagi, Solomon slands, on the

peust -/ o : hoStile counter-
attack threa R ttrate the battalion line
between E and B Companies, First Lieutenant Fox,
although mortally wounded, personally directed the
deployment of personnel to cover the gap. As a
result of his great personal valor and skillful
tactics, the enemy suffered heavy losses and their
attack was repulsed. First Lieutenant Fox by his
dauntless devotion to duty upheld the highest
traditions of the United States Naval Service. He
gallantly gave his life in the defense of his
country."

For the President,
FRANK KNOX

Secretary of the Navy.
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GEN. PEATROSS' LONG-AWAITED BOOK
"BLESS 'EM ALL"
IS PUBLLISHED.

The epic story of the four United States Marine Raider
Battalions during World War II, written by the late

Maj. Gen. Oscar F. Peatross has finally been published.
ReView Publications, in agreement with the general's widow,
has completed the 300-page book that deals exclusively with
the actions of the four Raider Battalions from their
conception to their dissolvement.

"Bless 'Em All" features over 180 photographs, many
never-before published, as well as many maps. The book
covers every Raider operation and engagement carried out
in the South Pacific.

Raiders saw a preview of the book at the recent reunion in
Orlando. Many Raiders worked with Gen. Peatross over the
years he was writing "Bless 'Em All" and provided valuable
firsthand information as well as personal photos, maps and
details of many Raider actions in the Solomons and elsewhere.

The book's dedication simply says, "Greatfully dedicated to
the enlisted Raider who made us officers look so good..."
Those who knew the general will relive the glories and
tragedies of the most important years of their lives. Those
who didn't know him will appreciate just how much his Raiders
meant to him and vice versa.

"Bless 'Em All" is an accurate and fascinating account of what
really went on in the four Raider Battalions. It is
outstanding reading and should be a part of every Raiders
family history.

The book may be ordered from ReView Publications, 14851 Jeffrey
Road, Suite 270, Irvine, CA 92720. Price is $17.50 with a
$2.50 shipping and handling charge.




ORLANDO REUNION HIGHLGHTS
JAMES D. GLEASON 4 D/HQ.

SORRY MORE OF YOU COULDN'T ATTEND. YOU REALLY MISSED A GOODTIME!

1996 REUNION SITE: The membership chose the Marriott Airport Hotel, St. Louis, Mo. as the
location for the 1996 U.S. Marine Raider Association Reunion, which will be held September 10-
14, 1996. MARK YOUR CALENDARS NOW, this will be a good one. Of special interest is the
FREE shuttle from the airport negotiated by reunion chairman John Dragon. Activities will
include a tour of the brewery. The Board of Directors voted to schedule NO activities for thursday
afternoon or evening. This will allow time for Bn. and Co. get togethers and plain old bull sessions.

RAIDER'S AND GUESTS REGISTERED: 1st.Bn. 38. 2nd.Bn. 40. 3rd.Bn. 63. 4th.Bn. 95.Hon.7.
MOST ENJOYABLE OUTSIDE ACTIVITY: Wild Bill's Dinner theatre seemed to win this one
hands down. The Universal Studio and Space Center tours were also very well accepted .

BEST CUTSIDE ATTENDANCE: Over 160 visited the BBQ as guests of the Navy Four Stack
APD Veterans, where many interesting conversations took place with the old salts who took us
there and " brung " us back." Our special thanks go out to their Curt Clark and Clarence Hile.
BANQUET: Our guest of honor was Marine Lt. Gen. Richard 1. Neal, Deputy Commander in
Chief, and Chief of Staff, United States Central Command, MacDill Air Force Base, Tampa, Fl.
Gen. Neal gave a very interesting speech, comparing the members of the Corps today with those of
the past. He also pointed out the great respect within the Corps for the Raider's accomplishments
in WW IL. His speech was followed by that of Robert Buerlein, President of the American
Historical Foundation who has championed the Raider museum and contributed so much to the
perpetuation of the Raider legacy. Raider President Mike Beeler moved things along well and
presented plaques to Bernie Peterson 2F/E, and Ted Parker 3K, for their services to the
association. A good job well done Mike. Frank Fitz 1A filled in most admirably, both at the
Banquet and the Memorial services, for our Chaplain , Shirl Butler who was unable to attend this
reunion. Excellent music with tunes from yesteryear was provided by the Blue Notes orchestra for
both our listening and dancing pleasure. Our dinner was one of the most delicious ever !

MOST MOVING MOMENT: On the first day of registration, a young lady attending a religious
convention at the hotel noticed our Raider banner. Her father , deceased, had been a Raider and
she asked me if there might be anyone from 4A who knew him. Thus it was, that at the
membership meeting Marta Osbern was able to talk with Bob Lano who indeed knew her father.
MOST PLEASANT SURPRISE: Fr. Gehring, who served Catholic Mass saturday. Those of
you who read my story " Guadalcanal's Little Sweetheart ," in the September Patch will
remember him as the same 1st. Marine Division Priest who took care of Patsy Li when the natives
brought her unconscious, to him on Guadalcanal. Fr. Gehring is now 92 years of age.
AUCTION: A spirited auction was held with special interest in a Japanese Rifle, a K Bar knife,
and a clock, donated by Joe Pennock 2A, Pat Almond 4D/HQ, and Jerry Collins 3L, respectively.
Doc keys 3L, gave a beautiful hand carved wooden chain and Raider knives to the museum,
Thanks to all of you and the others giving donations... Dragon, 2G Loy 3I and Gleason 4D,HQ.
HOSPITALITY ROOM: The best we have ever had! Operated by Baque, Wooten and Billing.
REGISTRATION DESK: To Jerry and Grace Beau, Jim and Mary Burke, Millie and John
Dragon, Dell and Jack Freeling, and Marleene and Charles Wallace go my heart felt thanks.
Millie and John Dragon ,Kay and Stormy Sexton , Timmi and Mike Beeler, and Nancy and Jim
Gleason worked countless hours to assure the success of this reunion. To those of you who took
the time to come up to us to express your thanks, be assured we appreciate it.
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FURTHER REFERENCES CONCERNING THE ENDING OF
WORLD WAR Two

In just a few weeks 1995 will be history
and the 50th anniversary of the ending of
WWII will be over. There has been far more
written about the war gince it's ending
than was written during. "Man's inhumanity
to man" is by far the greatest post war
theme of the war. This theme is not new.
Man's inhumanity to himself goes back as
far as recorded history, but perhaps the
modern weapons, airplanes, napalm and.the
sinking of prisoner ships made WWII unique.

Fire bombings and firestorms were used
intensevely and perhaps it was the awful
magnitude of the killings by such horrible
methods that has caused today's journalists
and historians to cry out against those
American policies of the time.

The July 31 issue of the New Yorker maga-
zine devoted twenty five pages to '& most
informative and comprehensive account of the
inhuman acts of WWII (including both the
European and Pacific theatres of war). The
article is authored by Murray Sayle whose
credentials is unknown. On page 6 of the
New Yorker issue is a commentary titled,
"The nuclear jubilee" which critiques the
Murray Sayle history and following the
article, beginning on page 65 is an excerpt
from John Hershey's 1946 story of the
bombing. This article is a heart-breaking
account of what happened to a Chrisfian-
Catholic parsonage at the edge of the first
atomic explosion in Japan. To read all of
this is to become more fully informed, ED.

IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO READ THE MAGAZINE

ARTICLE, BUT CANNOT FIND A COPY, SEND

A 64¢ SELF ADDRESSED ENVELOPE TO 4711

DEL MONTE AVE, SAN DIEGO CAL 92107 and

A COPY OF THE TEXT WILL BE SENT TO YOU.

A reminder about dues payments. If there

is a (5) after your name on the mailing
label, you will need to renew your member-
ship by January 1st 1996 for the year 13996,
Dues are payable each January first regard-
less of when you joined. Dues are still
$25.00 per year. Make checks to U.S. Marine
Raider Assoc. Mail to 4711 Del Monte

San Diego, Ca 92107
I

DON'T BECOME DILENQUENT
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SOLOMON ISLANDS RAIN FORESTS ARE

BEING EATEN —
AND WILL NEVER RETURN....

by John Collee

Solomon lalands

N GOOD DAYS, I finish work

at 4:30 p.m. Sometimes my

wife and 1 take the boat and

go across to Nusa Tupe,

whore we can sit in the shal-

lows and watch the sun going

down. Before it gets too dark, we head back

down the side of Loga island and around the
reef marker at the entrance to Gizo harbor,

Today, as we crossed tho lagoon, there was
another Korean logging ship moored there, a great
rusting hulk the size of a small factory — dwarfing the
.dugout canoes of the fishermen, the island’s ferry and
the little group of yachts lying at anchor, dwarfing the
Catholic cathedral and the waterfront stores.

"Those ships have no place here. I get angry every
time we see one pulling into harbor. And we ses them
all the time these days. They come in empty, get cus-
toms clearance and leave loaded with round logs. Each
ship holds 175,000 cubic feet of hardwood, or 1,000
trees. And for each of these trees, the island landown-
or is paid about $18.

This must sound like a lot to the local chiefs, who
believe the supply of trees is limitless and have no con-
copt, until it happens to their land, of how totally a
place can be stripped by modern equipment.

‘8o they sign the contract and are given more money
than they have ever seen in their lives, and then
watch in bewilderment as the small, determined men
from Korea or Malaysia move in with their chain saws
and bulldozers and begin knocking down huge
swathees of rain forest.

Before long, the cvol, green canopy behind the village
has gone and in its place is a noisy tangle of fallen tim-
ber;, the rivars are running red with sediment that flows
out into the lagoon and kills the coral reef; the villagers’
gardens are dostroyed, their custom sjtos are destroyed
and their traditional sources of food are ruinsd.

What they have instead, when the company pulls
out, are some shabby prefabs, a clutch of old chain
saws and outboard motors, a shop selling beer and re-
fined rice, and an ecosystem that will never bo the
same in their lifetime, nor that of their groat-grand-
children.

British doctor, nouelist and screenwriter John Colloe is
working at a hospital in the Pocific. He wrote this arti-
cle for the London Observer.

* ok ok ok ok ok k AN
United States Marine Raider Assn. N
4711 Del Monte Avenue, San
Diego California 92107 3rd
Cl Mail at San Diego

Tel & FAX 619 225 8472
fFrancis Hepburn Editor




The story that follows first appeared in the March 1944 issue of HARPERS MAGAZINE. It was written by
Marine Corps Combat Correspondent HAROLD AZINE who was not a Raider, but writes about the Raiders

under Col Shapley who were in the Bougainville campaign.
back many details in sharp memory.

It is an excellent article which brings
Larry BANGSER 2HgER sent in the article.
assuring that this important story will be a permanent record of the Raiders. Ed.

Thank you Larry for

THE MOMENT OF ATTACK

Two First-hand Reports

I

BOUGAINVILLE LANDING, by Harold Azine

Early on the morning of November 1, 1943, United States Marine units invaded the island of
Bougainuille, the last ]apargc:e stronghold in the Solomons. The following account was written
later the same day by a Marine Corps Combat Correspondent (with the rank of Technical Sergeant)
uzho tool_c par':d in th; landing; it is based, he says, “mainly on my notes written at the moment of
observation and partly on my memory (after my fountain pen was lost), which I have dar
ondy for a faw hours.”—The Editors ber ) i oo o drut

AsT night was moonless, cloud-covered
and black. The ships of our task
force knifed through the waters in

a rapid last-lap approach to their dawn
objective—Empress Augusta Bay on the
western shore of Bougainville. For sev-
eral days, moving northward through the
islands, we had watched our size and
strength grow as additional segments of
sea power had joined in and become part
of what was now the mightiest invasion
force ever assembled in this part of the
world. In a few hours it would strike its
big blow, a merciless shelling of Cape
Torokina, the stretch of beach running
northwest from there to the muddy Koro-
nokina River, and little Puruata Island
about a half mile out in the bay.

The coming operation had been pre-
computed to the minute. Everything
down to the last foresecable detail had been
explained to the men who were to take
part in it. Day before yesterday, Licu-
tenant Colonel Alan Shapley, of San
Francisco, commander of Landing Team
Number 10—made up of the Marine
Raiders on our transport—had told his
men over the ship’s public address system:

«: 1 : The day of secrets is over, and
before we land each and every man will
know exactly what he is doing and also
what others are doing all around him.
This,ofoomc,isasitshouldbe,for
that is the A:nerican way of doing business.

«On D-day, which is the first of No-
vember, at H-hour, which is about 7:30
in the morning . . . we are going to land
on what we shall call Beach Green 2 on
the island of Bougainville. This beach is
on Empress Augusta Bay. . . . Wearego-

ing to drive in and seizc a beachhead by
destroying any and all Japanesc that op-
pose us. We arc going to this
beachhead. Then we are going to hold
this area, come hell or high water, while
vital facilities are built. . . .

“Naturally, we [Raiders] are not alone.
. .. Other Combat Teams land at the
same time and abreast of us. There will
be Marines to the right of you, to the
left of you, and four days after we land,
many more Marines come in behind us.
Even in the air above you will be Marine
planes. Then after this come Army troops,
veterans of the Munda [New Georgia) op-
eration.

«In the seas about us . . . the Navy is
on the job, hoping for Jap naval units or
reinforcements to make an appearance.
There are battleships, carriers, cruisers,
destroyers, submarines, and PT boats
ready and waiting. . . .

«Admiral Halsey’s headquarters have
announced that Kahili and Balldale air-
fields in southcastern Bougainville have
now been knocked out of commission and
they will keep them that way. Buka in
northwest Bougainville is getting hit daily
and will get more before and when we land.
. . . General MacArthur’s Air Force has
been pasting Rabaul with great success.
The day before we land and the day we
land, Rabaul is really going to getit. In
spite of this, however, we must expect
some air attacks. . . . Dig those foxholes.

“We have just a few hours to unload
these ships. . . . There won’t be any more
supplies for several days: . © .

““This, then, is the picture. The details
will be given to you by your unit cof
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manders. . . . Now, for God’s sake, don’t
get trigger-happy. When you let one go
be sure a Jap stopsit. . . .

“To the Seabees that go with us—we are
damn glad you are on our side! To all of
you—hit fast, hit hard, and hit for keeps!
Best of luck to all of you.”

The men had clustered together near
the loudspeakers to hear the message.
They listened in silence. When it was
over the groups broke up slowly and with-
out demonstration of any sort. The men
moved from the loudspeakers to the rails
of the ship, to their quarters, or to the
weather-deck conferences which unit sub-
commanders called together to explain
the more minute aspects of the operaton.
Most of the men had expected it would be
Bougainville, but several paid off on bets
that our objective was to be Rabaul.

Yesterday—Sunday, October 31, the
day before the landing—the shipboard
activities of the troops had changed in
pature. There were hardly any pinochle
or small-stake poker games and there was
a great deal more daylight sleeping and
cleaning of weapons. Even the bullets
were cleaned and oiled, each man care-
fully grooming his own instruments of
death.

All five church services, two Catholic
and three Protestant, had been attended
in overflow numbers with Jewish boys also
present. Lieutenant General Alexander
A. Vandegrift and Rear Admiral Theo-
dore S. Wilkinson, commanders respec-
tively of the land and naval forces involved
in the operation, both attended the ten
o'clock Protestant service and joined the
others in singing “Jesus, I Love Thee.”



Noon chow had been a ““victory dinner”
thrown for the Raiders by the ship’s crew.
It was a very special kind of feed for a
troopship, the menu consisting of cold
orange juice (canned), meat loaf, mashed
potatoes, creamed peas, carrot-and-cab-
bage salad, chocolate cake, maple-nut-
flavored ice cream, a cigar, a package of
cigarettes, and a small package of candy.
Each man was given a chow-line chit or
ticket which he surrendered upon re-
ceiving his metal food tray. The purpose,
of course, was to prevent anyonc from
going through the linc more than once.
We ate the special meal, as we did all other
meals, standing up to a chest-high table or
bar in an unbearably hot and muggy mess
hall below decks.

Sunday afternoon there were more
eleventh-hour huddles of Raider platoons
and squads, the men crowding in close to
their leaders to sece maps showing positions
of the new Jap rifle pits, machine-gun
trenches, and pillboxes along the beach
which were awaiting our arrival. Some
of these conferences were held in the junior
officers’ wardroom, with various outfits
taking turns in the room; others were
conducted on the open decks and in
miscellaneous nooks and corners of the
ship. I managed to sit in on six group
meetings: an aircraft identification class
for gun crews; a mecting of the radio and
telephone communications unit; a confer-
ence of the medical corpsmen who would
treat the wounded during the landing and
subsequent fighting; a meecting of the
several companies’ first sergeants, who
discussed the method of handling daily
casualty reports; and a meeting of a rific
platoon whose leader sternly warned,
“Don’t any of you guys go calling me
‘Lieutenant’” when we’re in the bush!”
This drew a big laugh from all hands, for
the Japs have a vicious affection for
Marine officers and always draw first bead
on a2 man who wears insignia or is referred
to by rank.

Earlier I had informed Captain Robert
Neal that I wanted to attach myself to his
company of Raiders, Company E, during
the first day’s operation so I could get close
coverage. Sunday evening, at his in-
vitation, I attended a meeting of the com-
pany’s platoon leaders, who were to give
their operational plans a final checkup.
The discussion started with a review of the
plan by Captain Neal which was followed
by questions and verification queries by
the several platoon leaders.

Briefly, our action guide was this:
Company E would hit the shore in the
second assault wave, get across the open
beach and into the jungle underbrush for
protection as soon as possible, re-form
there, and then decploy into skirmish
formation for an advance up the trail
leading inland, where we were to pick a

site for a temporary command post. Our
job during the first day would be to protect
this command post.
The meeting ended. Reveille was
scheduled for 3:30 next morning, but it
was still t00 early to go to bed. A bridge
game was started and Captain Neal made
a little slam in hearts, but no one scemed
much interested. I do not think there
was any fear in it, but a certain negative-
ness scemed to have settled on the group.
Tomorrow these extremely young men
would have to give commands involving
the lives and perhaps deaths of other
young men, that was all. It was no time
to play cards. The game broke up and
they tried to talk about extrancous mat-
ters. That was tastelesstoo. The leaders
of Company E said good night and went
to their staterooms. *

II

w the first dark-gray streaks of dawn

begin to appear off our starboard
bow. It is still too dark, however, to see
more than the obscure outline of the ship
nearest us in the convoy. The Raiders on
this transport are abandoning their fitful
sieccp on the hard, bare decks. It has
been raining and those who slept without
overhead cover are wet to the skin,  Their
weapons have been stowed below or under
tarpaulins or in the companionways of the

ship to keep them out of the weather.’

These men are accustomed to physical
hardships, many having been out here in
the south Pacific now for nearly two years.
To their own bodily discomfort they give
no thought, but their guns have been kept
dry and clean and sleek with a light oil
coating. Slowly the men pull their per-
sonal gear together and strap up their
packs in the darkness. They go to the
mess hall for a hot breakfast consisting
mainly of cereals and starches, stuff that
sticks to 2 man’s ribs. It may be a long
time before we can cat our next meal,
which, in any case, will be cold rations.
A few men go to the head to wash and
brush their tecth, but not many. From
here on in, personal cleanliness is next to
nothing.

For the past two hours I have been
standing on the boat deck, sleep being out
of the question for me. My rifle, bed-
roll, and pack arc stored in an inside
passageway. Five or six times during the
night I have gone inside to smoke and to
recheck my stuff. First Sergeant Joe
Weisnewski has told me what the Raiders
put into their landing packs and I have
followed his advice down to the last item.
Mine contains a sock full of rice and a
sock full of tea (a man can live maybe two
weeks on that much), three cans of meat
and vegetable rations, three packages of
K rations, a ration bar of concentrated
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chocolate, four pairs of woolen socks, a
bottle of mosquito-repellent for my face
and hands, a toothbrush and small can of
dental powder, a bar of soap, one face
towel (already dirty), a roll of toilet paper,
a large cating spoon, a small blackout
flashlight, six packs of cigarettes and four
boxes of matches in a waterproof rubber
bag, and my rifle-cleaning equipment. On
Joc’s advice I’'ve eliminated such un-
necessaries as mess gear, shaving gear,
change of dungarees, and blankets. Un-
der Joc's supervision three-quarters of my
pack space is filled with food. In my cor-
respondent’s dispatch case there are three
notcbooks, several pencils and a pen, a
small tin containing white and - yellow
pills—salt tablets to replace what I will
lose in excessive perspiration, atabrine
pills to suppress malaria if I get it, and
halzone tablets to purify my own water.
My dispatch case also holds a one-eighth-
pint bottle of medical brandy for chill
or nervous tension, an extra first-aid kit
with a bandage and sulfa powder for
wounds and morphine for pain, more
cigarettes, and two extra clips of ammu-
nition. I am wearing half-boots and a
camouflaged -and-brown-splotched
jungle “zoot suit.” My belt holds a
water canteen, another first-aid kit, a
sheathed, foot-long hunting knife, a wicked
two-foot machete knife, and an ammuni-
tion pouch.

The Raiders are equipped similarly,
but their ordnance is different from mine.
Instead of the comparatively light semi-
automatic rifle which I carry, they are
lugging heavy-stecled, blue-black, ugly
chunks of fircpower, and belts, pouches,
and cases of ammunition. They are in
the Jap-killing business.

Now the dawn light seeps upward and
the night sky retreats from the purple
waterline along the eastern horizon. Our
ship changes her course in a starboard
direction and the ship’s mainmast, sil-
houetted against the diluting sky, sud-
denly resembles a gigantic, towering cross.
It takes a moment for the symbolism of
the huge forward-moving cross to come
home to me, but when it does I am com-
pletely oblivious to all other things. Itis
one of those rare occasions when a man is
torn with yearning for capacities which he
docs not possess, when he sickens with
frustration because he knows the signifi-
cance and beauty of what he is solitarily
beholding can never be got out of him
in proper fullness to others in the world. I
do not try to call the attention of anyone
else to what I see.

It has become light enough to sce the
other ships of our convoy. It is also pos-
sible now for enemy scouting planes to
spot our advancing task force, but we see
no planes, either hostile or friendly. Al-
though we know Bougainville lies dead
ahead, the land is not yet visible. The
men no longer move about the ship casu-



ally as in recent days. They are gathering
at predesignated rendezvous points, as-
sembling into landing units, and standing
by for orders. My plan is to observe the
coming shelling attack as long as I can
from the boat deck, then to go to Landing
Net Number One, where the men of Com-
pany E will discmbark into the small
landing boats.

Almost at the same instant, several men
near me shout that they sce land ahead.
I peer forward through the imperfect,
half-gray light and I also see it. The
low-lying dark patches which a moment
before had appeared to be clouds now
emerge as inland mountains, their peaks
lost in the blue morning haze. We scem
to be very closc to them, although dis-
tances are deceiving at sca. One Raider
yips out a shrill, “Yahooooo!” Another,
in a ghost-story-telling voice, says “Bou-
gainville, h-c-c-r-¢ we c-0-o-m-c!” The
men in the organized landing parties
crowd the rails:

“There she is, by God!” “It won’t be
long now, mate!” “When in hell do they
start the shelling?” “Sec any planes?”
“Look, a volcano!” “It looks just like any
other goddam island!” “Where are the
fireworks?”

Now most of the task-force ships move
into a single-file formation. Several de-
stroyers remain spread out on our star-
board and port flanks, kecping a lookout
for the Jap submarines. Our transport
is the sixth or seventh ship in the Indian
file. It is possible by this time to see the
vague greenish shoreline.  The ship’s gun
crews and sky watchers glue their eyes to
the ominous emptiness above us. Now
we are moving at reduced speed, and the
long file of ships begins to weave in a
snake line, follow-the-leader fashion. On
the boat deck we arc waiting for our lead-
ing warships to start their shelling, but so
far nothing has happened. If the Japs
have any coastal artillery they aren’t let-
ting us know about it either. The shore-
line appears as innocent and peaceful as
it might on any other morning from the
deck of a peacetime pleasure cruiser. On
the bridge over our heads, General Vande-
grift and Admiral Wilkinson and staff
and ship’s officers are at the forward rail,
cvidently watching and waiting just as we
are. They know when our own attack
will begin, but probably they are just as
much in the dark as ourselves with regard
to what the enemy’s size, strength, and
action will be.

Our whole task force is now well inside
Empress Augusta Bay. The men on the
boatdeck are becoming tense. Something
has got to happen pretty soon. When
will we let loose with our big guns? Or
will the Japs blast away at us first? It's
about time our air support showed up!
Now we can distinguish tiny Puruata
Island from the mainland behind it. We_

are getting in close. The morning sky to
starboard begins to glow pink and laven-
der. It’s light enough to smoke on open
decks without worrying about the black-
out. Stll no planes. . . .

Our leading destroyer fires the opening
salvo at 5:46 A.M. We see two brilliant
flashes against the shoreline background
and a moment later two muffled reports
n;ach our ears through the soft morning
air.
The invasion of Bougainville has begun.

III

urs bombardment hasn’t started yet.

The first salvo is not followed up by
additional firing and there is no immediate
response from the enemy. Obviously our
warship has fired in an attempt to draw
out and locate the Jap batteries if there
are any such to oppose us. But there's
been no reply. Our ships continue their
slow, sneaking approach toward the beach.
The public address loudspeakers click
alive and a wvoice says: “Synchronize
watches. . . . One minute past seven.”
The men with wrist watches grab their
winding stems and then look at each other
and at the loudspeakers in slight bewilder-
ment. The loudspeakers click on again:
“Correction. . . . That was one minute
past six. One minute past six.” We
figure the announcer should have his head
chopped off-—now is not a time for any-
one to be making mistakes.

We see the first plane. It’s a bomber,
one of our own. It flies across Puruata
Island and over the mainland beach at
high altitude, but it drops no bombs. It
merely circles once and goes off.

It doesn’t occupy our attention long,
because now things to happen
in earnest. Suddenly and simultaneously
our naval guns go to work. Where there
was complete quiet a moment before,
there is total din now. Screaming shells
are pouring into the mainland shore and
Puruata Island at a terrific rate, incal-
‘culable to any human being. Tracer
shells from the smaller guns hurtle toward
the targets in whizzing, luminous flocks—
as if thousands of brightly burning bulbs
in a Broadway electric sign had suddenly
torn loose from their sockets and rocketed
away in wild confusion. The ships of the
firing line weave around in crazy patterns,
circling, zigzagging, then making short,
swift runs parallel to the shore during
which they let go their powerful broad-
sides. Some of the shells hit shy of the
beach and send up spires of water. Those
that go home explode into the jungle
thickness. I have never before seen a
full-scale naval shelling. Marines who
were on Guadalcanal when the jJaps
shelled it from the sea have told me it was
a terrible experience. Only now, how-
cver, do I begin to appreciate what they
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meant. I offer up silent thanks that I am
at the right end of this bombardment.

There is no answering fire from the
shore.

Now our planes begin to appear in
twos and threes, crisscrossing in the sky
ahead of us. A group of TBF's descends
on Cape Torokino off to our right and
their thousand-pounders crash among the
Jap pillboxes. Another wave of TBF’s
follows and drops more bombs in the same
place. We feel the blast concussions as
far out as our ship. By this time our
planes are bombing and strafing the main-
land beach. They sweep over again and
again, pouring bullets and explosives into
whatever is under them.

There is not a Jap plane to be seen.

So far it looks like a pushover. Our
naval fire is not answered. Our planes
are not challenged. But the Japs know
this is not a hit-and-run operation. They
know it’s an invasion. And an invasion
isn’t an invasion until land forces come
ashore to stake out a claim to the soil.
The Japs may be holding their fire and
aircraft back until our loaded landing
boats start skimming across the water to-
ward them, intending to let everythiing go
then when it will hurt the most. That
remains to be seen.

We don’t have long to wait. Suddenly
the naval shelling, which had seemed
about as heavy as it possibly could be, is
stepped up sharply from every section of
the bay, the transports joining their fire-
power to that of the warships.. Now hell
has broken loose for fair. It is the climax
and final stage of the barrage. In the
midst of the punishing cacophony, our
loudspeaker announces, “All boat crews
. . . man your boats!” It is 6:37.

Blue-clad Navy coxswains who will pilot
the landing boats climb aloft into their
tank lighters. The crews who will lower
the small craft from the transport into the
water stand by for their order to lower
away. A bunch of scouting dogs below
us on A deck begin to bark excitedly,
cvidently agitated by the nerve-racking
rattle of guns on our ship, which has just
joined in the universal bombardment of
the shore.

It is 6:40. Still no reply from the en-
emy. But now we sce black puffs of flak
bursting round our planes over the main-
land. The Japs are there all right. . . .

At 6:41 the loudspeaker voice com-
mands: “Lower all boas!? Navy crews
spring into action. Wire cable spools
slowly revolve. Winches lift the land-
ing craft out of their berths and swing
them out over the water. One tank
lighter, gathering momentum from the
roll of the mother ship, begins to swing to
and fro on the lift hooks, smashing through
a small section of railing. The petty

officer in charge loudly curses his luck in



salty language, but he gives the right
orders at the right tme and his crew
brings the craft under control.

It is time for me to leave my vantage
point on the boat deck and go to Landing
Net Number One where Company E
is to go over the side. I begin to stuff
some furiously scribbled notes into my
dispatch case. First Licutenant Lawrence
Bangser, a husky, black-haired demolitions
specialist, says, “I'd like to read that
story when it’s finished.”

I say, “So would I.”

As I reach the place on A deck forward
where Company E is to go over, the loud-
speaker orders: “Lower all debarkation
nets!” The men in the first assault wave
begin climbing down the treacherous rope
netting at 6:57. They fill the waiting
landing craft, which shoves off to make
way for the next tank lighter to come
alongside and take on its passengers.

Now the men in Company E begin to
go down the net, three or four wogether.
Second Licutenant Maitland turns to me
and smiles broadly. “O.K., Azine, over
you go.” He knows I've never gone
down one of these tricky rope ladders in
my life. He grabs my rifle and gives me
a helping hoist over the rail. My feet are
on the crossropes. I hold on with one
hand and reach out with the other to take
my rifie back from Lieutenant Maitland.
He grins again and motions me down.
He’s going to carry the thing himself. 1
don’t stop to argue. My landing pack
becomes very cumbersome and heavy as
I scramble down the ropes. It scems like
a long, long way down to the boat, al-
though I know it’s not more than fifty or
sixty feet. Finally my feet touch the
afterdeck and, without stopping to breathe
a sigh of relief, I leap behind the armored
bulkhead. I look up and see Licutenant
Maitland and other Raiders coming down
the net.© They do it with a dexterity that
I am qualified only to envy. Other men
are coming down other landing nets and
jamming other boats all down the length
of our transport. The same thing is in
progress on the other transports of the
task force.

4%

HE shelling has continued incessantly

throughout all this. Our planes are
still the sole occupants of the sky. The
Jap shore defenses, as far as I can tell,
are still mum.

Our landing boat now joins one of the
groups which are waiting for the signal
to shove off. The Marines are crouched
down behind the protective bulkheads as
close as possible to the deck. What talk-
ing they do must be done in shouts to be
heard over the decp-throated roar of the
outboard motors of our boat and others
near us. Our coxswain, Secaman First
Class John E. Russell, from Indiana,
is at the wheel on the poopdeck, the only,

man exposed. He keeps glancing back
at the transport, presumably for a panto-
mime communication from someone there.
I yell at him to give me the word when we
arc about to shove off for the beach. He
nods his hecad and winks, indicating he
will. Somecone taps me on the shoulder.
He’s the second man of the two-man boat
crew. He points to a machine gun
mounted on the gunwale near me. “Can
you work that gun?” he shouts.

“Yﬁ.’,

“0.K.; take it.”

I get up behind the gun:

Now a group of troop-filled boats sud-
denly start a beeline course toward the
shore. It’s the first assault wave going
in. The boats skim over the sun-var-
nished surface at high speed, swishing up
large wakes in the calm water of the bay.
We remain behind. It is our turn next.

When the first wave is about halfway to
the beach, the motor of our boat suddenly
deepens into a roar and Coxswain Russell
swings our bow around toward shore.
The Raiders tighten their grips on their
weapons and crouch lower in the boat.
No one is talking now. Coxswain Russell
gives me a slow Hoosier wink and cocks
his thumb and forefinger at the mainland
beach. We are going in. . Itis 7:22.

Our motor coughs once, then it takes
hold deep and solid. We begin to move
shoreward, quickly picking up to full
speed. I unleash the machine gun and
pull back the cocking lever twice. Then
I poke my helmeted head above the star-
board gunwale, exposing only my fore-
head and eyes. The first assault wave has
nearly reached the mainland beach ahead
of us. Landing boats of other Marine
detachments have already run up on Cape
Torokina and Puruata Island, and men
are racing across the sand toward the jun-
gles. There seems to be fire-fighting but
I cannot tell for sure. Now our boat is
passing Puruata Island. The landing
boat abreast of us on starboard is pouring
machine-gun fire into Puruata, but I can-
not sec what target is being aimed at so
I do not fire my own machine gun for
fear of hitting our men already ashore
there.

Now we arc past the island and ap-
proaching the mainland beach. Sud-
denly two geysers of water spout up dead
ahead of our boat. Then there are sev-
eral more off our starboard. Jap stuff!
For the first time we know definitely that
the landing is being opposed. Bullets
begin to whinong . . . whinnng . . .
whinnng directly over our boat.
ing hits us. The closest call is a shell
explosion about fifteen yards off our port
stern. They must be throwing mortars at
us. I keep my machine gun aimed sky-
ward against the worst possibility—straf-
ing planes. But none appears.

Now the tank lighters which went in on
the first wave begin to go past us on their
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return trip to the transport. The Ma-
rines they have taken ashore are already in
the jungle. We are still about one hun-
dred yards from the beach. We can hear
unaltl;axz:s ﬁrcdall::ad of us. There’s go-
ing something doing w!
there, that’s sure. § doing whea we get
Coxswain Russell is revving down our
motor now and the boat reduces speed
preparatory to running up on the beach.
Every man rivets his eyes forward on the
steel landing ramp which in a2 moment will
crash down and become a bridge from
the b_oat to the shore. I abandon the
machine gun, grab my rifle, jump down
to the deck, and tensely take up a posture
of kneeling readiness like the others.
The boat bumps the bottom geatly once,
once more, and then plows into the sand
with a grinding jolt. There is a screech-
ing sound of chains and the flat bow-ramp
falis outward and down to the sand,
which it meets with a resounding smack.
The first thing we see is twenty yards of
open beach which ends in a tangle of
green undergrowth.

v

HE men at the extreme front of the

boat are on the beach in a split
second, streaking toward the bush. The
rest of us are at their flying heels. Our
single, desperate aim is to get the hell off
that exposed strip of danger and into the
cover of the jungle. During the fraction
of a minute it takes me to traverse the
strip of beach, my senses record only one
impression: the sand is black. Aside from
this, the moment is one of absolute mental
and emotional nothingness.

I do not look for an opening in the
undergrowth, but crash headlong into the
first foliage with which I make physical
contact. My weight and momentum
carry me about six feet into the wall of
tangled creepers, vines, and bushes.
Then my feet give way and I turn side-
ways, breaking my fall with an elbow.
There are Raiders of E Company on both
sides of me and ahead of me. All the
men are prostrate, some lying still and
peering intently ahead, others crawling
rapidly forward, still others setting up
machine-gun tripods, mounting the weap-
ons, and inserting long belts of ammu-
nition. Men are still crashing into the
jungle from the beach behind us. Tommy
guns and other automatic weapons arc
chattering sporadically at a distance I
estimate to be thirty or forty yards ahead
of us. There are intermittent heavier
explosions which sound like grenades or
mortar shells. Things are hot.

I am not a member of any specific
weapon team, so I do not know exactly
whattodonext. The best thing, I decide,
is to crawl a bit farther into the jungle and
try to spot one of the officers of E Company
who might know somcthing about the
general situation. I crawl forward for



