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How it Began,in 3 A O AW}osd®

|l f you dondét mind wading amb |
disconnected, un-chronological narrative, then you
will be rewarded with a glimpse of my early
background.

| was born one hot July day in 1919 (it was July
10™). 1 was evidently reluctant to make my
appearance because | was three weeks overdue (I
could have lost my library card). A new highway was being built at this time between Cle Elum

and Roslyn, a distance of three mil es. Since i
sisters thought | might be jounced out if they piled Mom into a car and traversed the road

several ti mes u.ntmusthave warked bechusdihdre lcatele The birthing took

place at our home in Cle Elum with Doctor Kiehl in attendance.

My father was, like his father, a shoemaker. Grandfather Joe was a rather unapproachable

guy, especially to us kids. Thereasonbei ng t hat he didndét speak En:¢
become exasperated trying to communicate with u
very much either, but that didndét stop her from beratin

| 6 ve wr ioftFeregim FamilyoHistory, so for further details of our beginnings, please refer
to that.

Life in Cle Elum

Cle Elum was a mining and logging town that stretched for two miles in a valley bisected by the
Yakima River. The mountains bordering the town were the foothills of the Cascade Mountains.
Seasons here were very distinct; warm to hot summers, beautiful fall days, sometimes
horrendous winters, and always late and windy springs.

Between the river on the south and the hills on the north side of town were six streets: Railroad
Street ran along the railway tracks, the main business thoroughfare was called strangely
enough, Main Street, and then came First Street, and Second Street, Third Street, of course,
and finally Fourth Street which was no more than an alley.



You probably guessed it . . . we
lived on Fourth.

Pennsylvania Avenue was the
grand name given to the wide
avenue that ran from Railroad
Street to the hill on the north. We
lived next to the hill at the end of
Pennsylvania Avenue . . . much like
the White House in Washington,
D.C.

Our house was slightly less grand

CWU Library rented house consisting of a
kitchen with a kitchen table, a
single bedroom, a living room, and a toilet room. In the back was a single car garage. We
were located at the bottom of an outcropping of sandstone which over the years deposited a
large amount of sand between our house and the neighbors across the Avenue. This sand pile
was the early play box for countless little CleElumites.

A hundred yards of wooden steps led up the hill from Pennsylvania Avenue to the houses
located on Hillcrest. Every day the people living on the hill traversed those steps on their way
to and from work or to do their daily shopping. | believe they had the strongest legs in the state.
We kids invented all sorts of games that could be played on those steps.

Our sleeping arrangements in our tiny house were dictated by necessity. Mae, the oldest slept
on a couch in the living room, brother Joe and | slept together in a curtained off section of the
toilet, and when little Maxine came along, she slept in a baby buggy in the bedroom with Mom
and daddy. During the hot days of summer, | would sleep on a makeshift cot on the front porch
with my faithful dog, Ring.

We had a wood and coal cook stove, but no ice box. Our cooler was an apple box buried in the
shade in the back yard and covered with a gunny sack which was periodically soaked with
water. In our small kitchen, the food went directly from the stove to the table.

Saturday was bath night. Water was heated on the kitchen stove and transferred to the round
bathing tub on the floor of the kitchen. I

Cle Elum viewed from West 4" Street in 1905 than the Presidentds

don

OQur little rented house was next doo.rAurtBresster andp

and Uncle Lex Gaydou and their two kids, Danny and Vivian, lived with them. There was

al ways soup to be had when you went to Grandmabé

the back of the stove, and periodically it got revitalized by throwing in left-overs. It was always
eaten with French bread which was never sliced but torn off in good sized chunks.

The school was located just a block away so we always came home for lunch. The school was
a two-story building which housed the first eight grades on the lower floor and the high school
on the upper floor. School and school teachers were highly regarded in Cle Elum and Roslyn
because of the great number of old country residents living there. Right or wrong, whatever the
school said was gospel to most parents and, if you got a spanking at school, you were sure to



receive another one at home. Discipline was not a problem; between the school and the
community we kids were pretty much kept in line.

As noted, my father and his fatherweres hoemaker s and did quite wel/
nailed boots. However, the bottom dropped out of the trade when machine made boots and

shoes became avail abl e. So, ALittle Joed began
chili parlor on Main Street which | thought was a great deal. . .. Mom used to send us to the

parlor with an empty lard pail to be filled with chili and Daddy would throw in a sack of those

little round oyster crackers. But this was during the height of the Depression and the little coal

mining town was as deep in the throes as the rest of the country. Reluctantly, Daddy closed the

chili parlor and went into the tavern business.

Prohibition prevented the saloons from selling any hard liquor, so the only drink sold legitimately
wasfi nelnger 0. However, bootleg whiskey coul d be
Dan and others were into whiskey making. Their still was located on Aunt Elsie® farm near
Ellensburg and their outlet was the tavern in Cle Elum. Business thrived for a while and then

the Feds decided that they had seen enough. Daddy was thrown into the county jail in Yakima .

.. I maintain that Uncle Dan was jailed too.

Well, during his stay in jail, Daddy contracted tuberculosis and shortly after his release he died.
He was 46 years old and had just been promised a job at the local cemetery.

Daddyo6és death, to say the | east, was very untin
were a part of the national scene. Welfare programs were not in existence, so communities like
ours had to pretty much take care of the own.

Interesting enough, the town mayor and council did not censor my Dad for transgressions, but
had held open a job for him as caretaker of the local cemetery.

So, after Daddy died, Mom had to start doing laundry and housework for some of the locals,

who could afford it, and some who could not afford it. Joe and | were offered the Seattle Times
paper route, which we snapped up. 't didndt ©br
complete starvation. It took the paper route to make us realize just how spread out our little

town was. About this time, Mae was living in Seattle attending business college and scraping

along by working for her room and board.

Hand-me-down clotheswerean accepted way of | ife. When Joe
Someti mes neighbors who didndét have more than o
time, we went around on our paper route and took orders for Christmas trees which we could

cut down in the hills around town. As I recall, it was a heck of a lot work for a two-bit fir.



Cle Elum Today

We hung on for al most two years and then we did
packed up and moved in with Grandpa Casey in Ellensburg. | was heart-broken to leave. |

finished my sophomore year of high school, and of course had to leave behind a life-time of

friends. What little belongings we had, friends moved in a Model-T. | can remember Mom with

tears in her eyes because we had to leave herbeloved pi ano behi nd. It pro
belong to us.

The Move to Ellensburg and High School

El'l ensburg didndét tur
had visited with relatives there practically
every summer, so | was pretty well
acquainted. Gwhichttep a 6
evidently built himself, was at 103 North

Pearl, only a block from the high school.

When school started, | turned out for football,
and showed up at the first day of practice in a
Maroon and Gold discarded Cle Elum

football jersey. Since Cle Elum and
Ellensburg were bitter rivals, my appearance
was not greatly appreciated. The Ellensburg
coach, Mr . Purlell, ¢
long time until he learned how to pronounce
my hame.

| got to sleep in the back bedroom with s -
Grandpa. He was pretty eccentric. | Ellensburg HS
remember | was entertaining a young lady in
the kitchen one night and Grandpa had gone to bed. He came out of his bedroom carrying his

fi t h u muge(pee pot). He passed through the kitchen, into the bathroom and poured the

contentsinto t he toil et. Needless to say it didnoét F

Grandpa was about 70 years old at the time and had given up his teamster business. He was a
grumpy, but | ikeable old coot. | dondt know wh
much.



Our immediate problem was to find some kind of work for Joe and me. Our cousin, Toby
Giddings, was field man for the California Packing Company and he told us that they would be

hiring Apkea Yoguaend | had no i de autwelwere attheeplantr ou g

early the next morning, along with 50 or 60 adult family men. We were the object of some
mutterings and obscenities when Toby chose us to be on one of the crews.

We found out that pea rouging consisted of walking through the pea fields and pulling out the
albino plants that were worthless as seed peas. We climbed aboard a truck and were hauled
out in the country to a huge pea field. We then marched across the field 15 or 16 abreast
picking out the rogues. Joe and | had not had any experiences with rattlesnakes, but we soon
learned to stand stock-still when we heard one rattle so it could be located and killed. It looked
like a ballet movement when a rattler was heard; 16 guys with one leg in the air before they
took another step. | did not sleep well for about a week, but eventually got used to it, although
fields of row after row of peas were all | could see in my dreams.

| hitchhiked back to Cle Elum three nights a week so | could play baseball with Father Edwards.
Father Ed had just arrived in Cle Elum from St. Martins College where he was coach of the
baseball team. He knew everything there was to know about the game. We even made cleats
for our shoes on the days when it was raining. Not all of us were Catholics, but we were all
welcome.

Soon after, Ellensburg started an American Legion team. | remember walking to the Rodeo

Grounds where tryouts were being held. | met another kid heading the same way, and it turned

out that we had both moved to Ellensburg at the samet i me . The ki dds name
Pennington, and he, his brother and mother had come from Tacoma. His mother and my mom

had been friends in years past and had some good old times together.

Ouir first year of American Legion baseball was rather unspectacular since this was our debut
into the tough Yakima Valley league. We only had 12 kids on the roster and none of them
wanted to play catcher so | was pressed into service behind the plate.

The next summer we did very well. | recruited a couple of my friends from Roslyn, Sid Raffle
and Chuck Chapetta. Chuck was terrific catcher so | was able to move back to shortstop and
Sid took over at second. We had a left handed pitcher, Kenny Wyatt, and a little right handed
Indian kid by the name of Howard Cushman.

We won all our games including two against the perennial champions, Yakima. After winning
our league, we had to play for the district title against Walla Walla. They swept us in two games
SO our season was over, but | was picked up by the Ellensburg Eagles semi-pro baseball team,
which played a schedule up and down the Yakima Valley.

During the time | was a roguer, a Legion member would track down our crew on the days we
had a ball game and take me back to town. Toby saw to it that | never got docked for missing
work and the old guys that | worked with never seemed to resent it.

When the pea-job ended, | made a deal with Old Frank Smith. Frank had a little grocery store,
service station, and several cabins on Main Street. The deal was that | would clerk for him in

return for a few groceries every week. He coul

the best we could come up with.

\



Frank was quite a character. He was obese and his face was a whisky-maroon color. | found
out later why this was. It seems that Frank had a hydrocele the size of a grapefruit that caused
him great agony. His treatment for the pain was gin. Every morning the local taxicab driver
would stop at the store and drop off a fifth of gin. Frank would retire to the back room where he
had a couch and lie there sipping away. When his cronies would show up, they would do their
visiting i n Fr aad¢oddold gugand lond of a sakoe to wea \When he died, his
widow offered to sell us the entire businessfor $2500. We coul dnot r
our relatives could, either.

Joe had managed to get a job at Litterers Grocery, so things were slowly looking up.

My two years at Ellensburg High were rather mediocre academically, but other activities gave
me a lot of pleasure. Of course, | played football after pleading with Mom to sign the consent
form. Every time | would come limping home after practice, she would proclaim, il t ol d
During my junior year | played on the second string and got to see action only when we had a
substantial lead. | was first string tailback in my senior year. Our record was 5 and 5. Our
yearly traditional game was against Cle Elum on their field on Armistice Day, November 11. On
this day there were six inches of snow covering the field so the yard markers were laid out with
coal slack. Cold and miserable, we lost 6-0.

| was in the tenor section of the prestigious acappella choir. Besides presenting concerts at
school, we were honored by being invited to perform on radio station KJR in Seattle. The choir
members also participated in the operettas that Mr. (Spider) Webb directed. A rather

ai s

you

interesting incident happened when the .@xurA aginr

who was standing between Paul Leffingwell and me had a sudden epileptic seizure. Paul and |
picked up the girl and, still singing, managed to carry her back stage.

One of my best frie2dsswasnBolbelaovehoawdad i
interested, too. We wrote skits for some of our school assemblies and pep rallies. We wrote a

sports column for the school p a pRulidoga. Bdb amdrl 0 t e

even enrolled in Miss Ba k e r 4id, befdrelschool tap dancing class, but our presence was
short lived because Miss Baker said we were more interested in making points with the girls
than in learning to tap dance.

| think the highlight of my association with Bob was joining him in the cast of the Senior Class
Pl ay, ATheo Milyekdahis ppesrence much more than playing football. Harold
Mitchell also had a part in the play. Little did | know that one day he would be my brother-in-
law.

The summer after my senior year, the Ellensburg Parks Department inaugurated a softball
program for young kids. A group of the kids asked me if | would coach them in preparation for a
statewide tournament to be held in Seattle. We won the tournament and it was then that |
thought about getting into coaching.

The only drawback to Ellensburg was the constant wind. | swear it blew 8 days a week. The
local Indians said that the wind did not blow so much until the railroad bored the Stampede
Pass Tunnel in 1888 and the Snoqualmie Tunnel through the Cascade Mountains in 1914.

There was a lot of entertainment for us in Ellensburg. The Yakima River was easily accessible
for fishing and we had relatives on nearby farms. Ellensburg folks liked to dance as much as
they did in Cle Elum. The local YMCA hosted Friday night dances for ten cents and, of course,

nt o
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the place was packed with us high school kids as well as students from the Normal School
(Central Washington State College). The Moose and Eagles lodges also held Saturday night
dances, but they charged 25 cents, so most of the time we would hang around until they
stopped selling tickets and then would enter for the last few dances of the evening. There were
several Grange halls scattered around the valley and, although the music was mainly country,
they were a lot of fun . . . and the country gals were awfully friendly.

Mom played the piano and the Sacketts played banjo and fiddle at some of the Grange dances.
My uncle, Lou Giddings, called the square dances. He put a lot of energy into his calling and
sweat would run down his face. He always had a big red bandanna to mop it with. He had
been a Michigan State champion caller before he moved west to entertain us.

The College Years

Foll owing high school , I was working for fAHappy
and he had asked me if | wanted to manage another little store that he intended to buy. |

declined the offer and, instead, enrolled in the local Ellensburg institute of higher education,

Central Washington State College (now a University) hoping to get a teaching degree. But |
keptmyoriginalj ob wi t hoAHappy

|l didndédt have a very soci al coll ege experience.
many of the college activities (except the dances). Every morning | would open the store and

arrange the produce rack. Then | would go to school until noon when | would take over while

AHapo had his | wsshodhuntli3ordhendbadak kt © wor k unt il 6

While in college, | kept active in sports. | continued to play for the Ellensburg Eagles semi-pro
baseball team and from time to time | would get short sports articles published in the local
paper, the Ellensburg Daily Record. | also played softball for the Mutual Brewery in 1941 and
we had a pretty good record.

| never had a steady girlfriend, but bestowed my favors among several. My favorite was a long
legged gal, Evelyn Woodward, who had moved from Waco, Texas. She had a twin brother,
Everett, who | played ball with. Evel ynds f B.tsdoeaftertheyardvedim om T.
Ellensburg, and she developed the disease after about a year. She was sent to a sanatorium at
Lakeside just south of Tacoma, where she had to have complete bed rest for six months.

Twice a month | hitchhiked to Lakeside to spend a couple of hours at her bedside.

Evelyn made a complete recovery. Her brother got a teaching job in the Highline School
District so she and her mother lived with Everett and his wife. My good friend, Chuck Randall,
also taught in Highline and he and Evelyn would bus over to Ellensburg quite often. On one of
those trips, on December 6, 1941, Evelyn and | had gone to a dance at the college. | had a bit
of a hangover the next morning and was sitting behind the stove trying to get the circulation
going when news of the attack on Pearl Harbor came over the radio. It was December 7, 1941.

The Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor instilled a sense of patriotism in me and several of my
friends. Up until then, | had been classified 1-D, student deferred, by the Draft Board. | had
one more semester to complete my teaching degree, but Chuck and | decided to join the Navy.
| enlisted in January, 1942 and on the 13" of that month we were on our way to San Diego.



Other family members who also served were Harold Mitchell who became a Marine Aviator,
Dewayne Alford who joined the Navy, and Tom McGranahan who became an instructor for
military pilots.

The Navy 1942 7 1945

Two things stand out in my memory of my induction
into the Navy. All of us were fed at a restaurant in
Seattle by the name of Battersbyand S mi t h.
remember what the entree was, but | vividly recall that
all 75 of us received exactly 7 string beans on our
plate. And the railroad cars that transported us to San
Diego must have been resurrected from some railroad
graveyard or museum. The seats were of red velvet
and could be reversed so that passengers could face
each other. In one end of our car was a wood burning
stove which was not lit, so we shivered our way down
the coast. We made a stop in Portland, Oregon,
where some nice Red Cross ladies gave us doughnuts
and coffee.

We arrived in San Diego late at night and were
assigned to three-tiered bunks in a very, very large
dormitory. Before | had a chance to close my eyes
and wonder what | was doing here, we were bugled up
and ordered to line up on the grind (Navy talk for
parade grounds). We were each given a box, told to \/
strip down to our goose-bumped skin, and place our 1942

ftivwvieso i n t he boxes. Ostens+—wr+ry+——vmrococv—woer—o
shipped back home, but | never saw them again.

So, here we are, hundreds of us standing in our altogether and wondering if this was some kind
of torture that the Navy inflicted o n  nlgoat sio . , weSiogberfiled into the uniform issuing
facility where our size was approximated by a very myopic storekeeper type, and we emerged
with a ditty bag filled with shoes, sox dungarees, whites, underwear and several cute sailor
hats.

We were formed into companies and all of our activities were by company. Our company was
under the direction of two Chiefs who were pretty good guys. They put us through our paces
pretty good, but never were mean or mistreated anyone.

Each morning at five o0o6clock we were roused
mess hall for breakfast. On Saturdays, we had some form of beans for breakfast, lunch, and
dinner. Although there were several complaining about the food, | thrived on it. | went form 136
pounds to 156 pounds in the six weeks of boot camp.

The second day of boot, we received a series of inoculations. The day turned quite hot and we
were lined up at attention listening to some long-winded officers explaining some kind of
information. After about an hour, guys started dropping to ground because of the shots, the
heat, etc. It was like ducks in a carnival shooting gallery . . . first one here and then another

f
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onethere. My buddy, Chuck, hit the ground and coul

hilarious, but the officer droned on.

We were given some aptitude tests and on the basis of the results we were given a choice of
schools to attend. | opted for Hospital School and Chuck chose Torpedo School. My six weeks
of Hospital School consisted of mainly nurses training and first aid. | was awarded an $18.75
War Bond for being top man in my class. So | cashed the bond and took a couple of buddies to
the Mexican section of San Diego for Tequila and enchiladas.

After Hospital School, we were assigned to different hospitals for further on-the-job training. |
fortunately, was sent to Bremerton which made it possible for me to get to Ellensburg
occasionally and also to be with Evelyn who was living in Burien just outside of Seattle.

After six weeks of general duty, about twenty of us learned that we would be shipping out to
Pearl Harbor. We were due to de-post at 0600 on a Monday morning, and | just had to make
one more visit to Burien. So, | took off on Sunday, fully intending to return to the hospital
Sunday night. My well-laid plans were fouled up when the Japanese decided to bomb Dutch
Harbor, Alaska. When | arrived at the ferry terminal in Seattle, | found that submarine nets had
been laid around Bremerton and all ferries were not allowed to move.

| spent the night in the terminal wondering what the sentence would be for missing my Pearl
Harbor assignment, but the next day the nets were removed and the ferries started to churn
again. When [ finally arrived at the hospital, our group was lined up ready to board the bus
taking them to the train. Fortunately, a couple of buddies had packed up my ditty bag and had
it sitting there waiting for me.

Another primitive coastal train ride took us to a transition station near San Francisco called
Goat Island. We got there in the middle of the night and for the first time for most, we were
issued hammocks to sleep in. What a Laurel and Hardy comedy act trying to get those things
lashed to the stanchions. Middle of the night, trying to be quiet . . . the cussing began under our
breath but became increasingly loud as the frustration increased. The real fun came after we
got them untangled and unwound and the tried to crawl into them without falling out. We were
all so pooped that we just giggled at each other when we were dumped onto the deck. | ended
up with a leg hanging out each side of the contraption.

About the time | closed my eyes, the bright lights came on and some mariachi bellowed into a
trumpet beckoning us to breakfast. Only then did | perceive what a hell-hole Goat Island was. |
guessed that hundreds of sailors passed through here waiting for a ship or shore assignment.
Since the stay was so transitory, no effort was made to keep the place clean. There also was a
good sized brig, and when the inmates marched to chow; well, | never saw such a motley
bunch of ruffians.

Fortunately, we endured Goat Island for only three or four days and then were herded with
hundreds of sailors and Marines aboard a converted luxury liner, the USS Cleveland. The
swimming pool was boarded over, the bunks were canvas cots stacked three high with just
enough room to turn over and hope that the guy sleeping above you was not gaseous. The
toilet consisted of a trough running around all four sides of a huge room. Water tanks were in
place above the trough. Sea sickness and diarrhea were all publicly displayed. | refused to
participate, which probably brought on my chronic constipation problem.

dn



We were fed breakfast and supper. When we finished breakfast, we stood in line for supper,
and we would take turns going for fruit and candy bars. Most of our gang were land lubbers
and quite apprehensive about being out on the ocean during war time. We were all guilty of
suspecting that the wake of a flying fish was a Japanese periscope.

When we arrived in Pearl Harbor, we were taken to the Naval Hospital. We had not had our
supper, but the kitchen staff had saved some grub for us . . . liver and onions! Not my favorite,
but | recall that | really gobbled it down.

The hospital was located right near the channel leading into the harbor. The next morning we
walked to the channel and it was shocking to see the debris that had been pushed onto the
shore and the oil slick that covered the water.

| was assigned to the fAskino welatedskiwhprebleras. we t r e a
Gangrene was the most prevalent, and we got them in all stages from a few infected toes to

entire legs and all of them had a stench that pervaded the entire ward. We also treated many

patients that had extreme burns on their body. One of the experimental treatments for burns

was the use of tannic acid. This was applied liberally to the burn area and formed a leather-like

coating. It seemed to relieve the pain temporarily, but was not a successful treatment and was

soon abandoned.

After about a week, Fred Donpier and | learned that the hospital had a baseball team but we

were informed that we woul dndét have a-tnetshadce of
the pastime sewed up. Fortunately, young Dr . S
did not know about tenure. Anyhow, we tried out and | became the shortstop and Fred became

a regular in the outfield. My time spent ashore in Hawaii was split between working at the Naval

Hospital and playing ball. The different branches of the service and contractors all had baseball

teams that played in an organized league.

On occasion, | was called on to provide sports write-ups for the hospital paper, Hospital Hi-
Lites. My writing was one reason | was on the team.



HOSPITAL HI-LITES
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Shorts On Sports... By “Sauce” Fergolia

Riding high toward viclory In the Honmolulu Winter Baseball Leaque are these mombers of

the Naval Hespital Nine.

First row: Donpler, and Helmsing. Second row: Brown, Cookus, Stam-
merman, Pack, Welge, Patty. Th'rd row: Baseball Lecturer Dr, Friedell, MacAllister, Manager Dr.
Shaw, Markoy, Hanson, Markley, Hiatt, Garvin, Feroglia, Ferguson and Spears,

A smashing 10 to 5 victory over the
Contractors last Friday boosted the Naval
Hospital baseball nine into a tie for first
place with the Kalihis in the west sec-
tor of the Honolult Basehall League and

final plavoffs. Doth teams have won 6
and lost 2, the Hospital having handed
the Kalihis one of their set-backs 5 to J.
The Hawaiian Air Depot must win its
two remaining games in order to make
it a three-way tie for first place.

The win Friday saw the Hospital play-
ers snap out of their hitting doldrums
and bludgeon the ball for 13 solid blows.
Centerfielder Welge led the attack with
4 for 5. 3 of them being doubles. Jean-
dron, the Navy shortstop, picked up 3
blows in 5 trips. Pack went the distance
on the mound and kept the Contractors’
7 hits well scattered.

Our baseball personality this week is
the ball-playing X-Ray technician, Ha-
rold Patty, Patty is the “grizzled™ vet-
eran of the Hospital team, being the only
man to be on hand for two full seasons.
Down in Louisiana where “Pat” lives,
a ballplayer is expected to play quite a
few positions and he does just that—Ilast
scason he played third, shortstop, and
even took a turn or two on the mound.
At the start of this season he was at
short but was moved to left field and
has been holding down that spot in ad-
mirable fashion. Batting second in the
line-up, Patty, has been getting his share
of the base knocks and driving in a lot
of tallies. He's not a distance hitter but
gets most of his hits on drives through
and past the infield. The entire team
has asked that their batting averages be
kept quiet until they get a little higher
so we won't give the figures on Patty’s
efforts just yet.

The Naval Hospital was relocated to a new facility, Aiea Heights, overlooking Pearl Harbor and
Honolulu. Fred and | joined our baseball playing friend, Frank MacAllister, in surgery which
turned out to be really good duty. We worked in teams of four along with a circulating nurse
and one active doctor. We caught night duty every fourth night and on our days off we would
go into Honolulu for food and drink, and some dancing at the Royal Hawaiian Hotel.

One incident happened at Pearl that never made the news. We were in the midst of a ball
game when we heard a tremendous boom. We thought we were under attack and scrambled
hospital
k now hlibewthareaweng, but lekmew that the morgue was filled and bodies
were being kept in the messhall freezers. We performed operations for 48 hours straight.
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We played ball nine months of the year. One half we played in the military league and the other
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| tangled legs with an opposing player and tore cartilage in my knee. | was in a cast for three
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months (but, able to work). | tried to play ball again, but had another session of casts and
physical therapy . . . after the third try, | gave up trying to play baseball.

Since | was no longer playing ball, | became expendable and was sent to the troop ship, USS
Monrovia, to take over the surgery facility. | learned after | got on board that several pharmacist
mates had been killed in a previous engagement when they went ashore with the Marines. No
one on board knew where we were headed. | was hoping for San Francisco because the old
AMonr ovi ao wanstheshake$ beoughtrogby & crooked propeller shaft. After a
couple of days at sea, we were informed that we were on our way to attack Saipan. |, and
hundreds of other soldiers and Marines, was not too thrilled.

On our way there was daily
gunnery practice. Big black
balloons would be lofted and the
crews would blast away. It was
not too comforting to see the
targets floating away untouched.
One of the gunners told me that
they had exhausted their supply
of ammunition, but it would be
replenished when we made a
stop at Eniwatok. It turned out
that no one had told the folks at
Eniwatok to stock up, so we went
into Saipan a bit under-armed.

USS Monrovia at dock
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Typical Higgins boat used at the invasion of Okinawa
and other war time theaters. Most were made by the
Higgins Boat Company in Louisiana.

We reached Saipan in June, 1944, and our
battlewagons were already pounding the
island. The soldiers and Marines climbed
down the rope ladders into Higgins boats
which took them to the beach. A couple of us
pharmacist mates and several doctors
managed to climb down the ladders and plop
into a bobbing Higgins boat. We were
transported to an LST which was anchored
along with about twenty others about a
hundred yards offshore.
already gone in and disgorged its tanks and
now the tank bay was filled with cots awaiting
casualties that soon started arriving.

We set up our operating theaterinthes hi p 6 s
mess hall and performed surgeries on the

mess tables. We hung battle lamps overhead for light. Saipan turned out to be one of the
bloodiest campaigns of the war. Our six doctors were all recent graduates and they probably
performed more surgeries in a week than they would perform for the rest of their lives. We
worked around the clock and slept and ate whenever there was a lull.



When we finished an operation, a couple of the crew members would put the patient on a litter
and take him down to the tank deck and put him on a cot. One time the litter bearers were
occupied elsewhere so another medic and | carried a guy down ourselves. When we got near
the bottom of the ladder, | slipped and twisted my same old knee again. We wrapped it with an
Ace bandage and | bravely carried on.

On the second day we heard
explosions all around us and | :
thought, ATheyor 4
our LSTos. We 6 r i
It turned out that the demolition
teams were blasting away the
coral so the supply ships could —
get in closer to shore.

Another term for an LST was
ALarge Slow Targ LST 487 which took part in the invasion of Saipan and other maneuvers.
were used to transport Marines,
tanks, and other combat vehicles from the sea to the beach. The relatively open and
unprotected Higgins boats (named after the builder) made numerous trips to the beach and
back, bringing an endless supply of injured to the converted LST.

On the third day, | managed to flop on a cot which was located about eight feet from an air

compressor and right under the anti-aircraft battery. | was really conked out when somebody

hollered,in Zewwosand the guns began firing. I dived of
compressor sporting a split lip and silly grin.

Being in the Hospital Corps, | had never shot a gun, rowed a boat, ortiedasai | or 6 s knot .
naturally, before we left the Monrovia to board the LST, they issued us 45-caliber pistols. |
stuck mine away somewhere feeling everyone was safer that way.

On the LST we were all assigned a gun station. My medic buddy and | were assigned to a
machine gun which was attached to the top deck railing. We decided that Eddie, the medic,
would feed the ammunition to the gun and | would do the shooting. We both silently prayed that
the need would never arise, but one night the battle siren went off and the loudspeaker warned,
Al ncoming aircraft!o

We rushed to our machine gun. The night was filled with tracer bullets going every which way.
After about five minutes the #fAAIlI Cl ear o sounde
bull ets into the blasted thing. At |l east we <co

When it appeared that the island was secured, we transferred our patients to the Monrovia and
set sail for Pearl Harbor. We had about 20 Japanese prisoners down in the hold of the ship and
we (the medics) took turns treating their wounds and sores. It was a pretty smelly job. Some of
them had gangrene and other body sores, and most of them were woefully undernourished.

My knee was quite swollen so | was sent to a little hospital on Oahu. They aspirated my knee a
couple of times until it was near normal size and then | was sent to a holding station, expecting
to be re-assigned to the Monrovia.






