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This humble effort is:
Dedicated to my fallen comrades, who gave the
Fullest measure and are the truest heroes.
May they rest in peace.

“Among all the honors, among all the postings, promotions,
medals, that have been awarded me, the one in which
I take most pride is to be able to say
I am a Marine.”
Major General John A. Lejeune
13 Commandant of the Marine Corps
th

Acknowledgement:
To Dr. Linda Dudik, Professor of History
Palomar College, San Marcos, Ca
Who gave me the key to my memory vault
(or my piggy bank).
Thank you!
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Forward
If not ostentatious it‟s at least audacious of me to believe that anyone would be
interested in my military biography.
Within the last few years, learning about the interest in the history of World War
II survivors by their oral presentation, I offered my adventure in the Marine Corps to the
local high school (Rancho Buena Vista High School in Vista, California) where, after the
presentation to the11th grade history students, they put on a magnificent, U.S.O show
with the clothes to match the period and students representing Bob Hope, Jerry Colona
and other singers and dancers of that era, all under the direction of history teacher Mr.
Pete LaFrance.
Oral presentations were given as well to the college students at Palomar College
in San Marcos, Ca. who were also students of WWII history. The class was taught by Dr.
Linda Dudik, a remarkable professor, who is full of energy and dedicated to learning and
teaching history.
After my presentation to one of her classes on the WWII Pacific Theater, Dr.
Dudik encouraged me to write my memoirs and elaborate on my experiences appreciably
more than the 12 minute diatribe in the classroom.
If this history is worthy of her trust, I am beyond grateful. My family, of course,
while always eager to hear of my experiences, I think, may enjoy for them and future
offspring, a period of history in which their patriarch was involved.
As I tell those who hear my oral presentation – “16.1 million American men and
women served in the military in WWII and now, through attrition, only fewer than 4
million remain. And more are departing at the rate of 1,000 to 1,500 per DAY”.
Restricted in numbers by its unique character, the Marine Corps‟ contribution to
WWII was only 485,113. And 90% of those served in combat overseas.
We of that generation can be seen as modern dinosaurs, rapidly becoming extinct.
If our stories aren‟t related now they will be lost forever. It is my fervent hope that those
who read this epistle are not bored. If they find it humorous in some degree - great. If
they find it interesting I‟m gratified. If they should find it inspiring I‟m overwhelmed.
Quoting from the publication by the National Museum of the Marine Corps –
“The enduring adage „Every Marine a historian‟ – meaning regardless of rank or mission,
is steeped in the traditions and tales of the Corps‟ collective and individual defining
moments.”
I hope I can respect that ethos.

SEMPER FIDELIS
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PROLOGUE
My chronology begins with December 7, 1941.
“A day which will live in infamy”
Japan, although to a limited degree, had had Dutch, Spanish and Portuguese
commercial relations and some missionaries had limited exposure, it was Commodore
Perry‟s arrival in Tokyo Bay in 1853 demanding a Diplomatic Treaty to re-supply naval
and commercial vessels that helped change Japan from a very reclusive society to a more
militaristic one.
By the 1900‟s, Japan, by the depletion of its limited natural resources and the
increased population growth had endangered its limited food supply, began to look to
Manchuria, Korea and China for iron, ore and other resources.
The Japanese observed the ease with which the Dutch, British, German and even
the United States had entered the Asian-Pacific area, literally without opposition and had
benefited from their resources. To use a metaphor, the Japanese took a bite out of this
ripe apple and began to occupy the territory from Manchuria to China to the Aleutians to
Malaysia and Indonesia. To the Philippines, Gilbert and Marshall and Marianas Islands
and the Bismarck Archipelago and the Solomon‟s. They continued to nibble at this apple
until they took an immensely huge bite and choked on it – they had finally met the U.S.
Marines and the U.S. Navy and the U.S. Army.
And that‟s where my story begins.
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ENLISTMENT
On December 7, 1941, about mid-afternoon in Detroit, Michigan, I was leaving a
local theater when I heard the news of the attack on Pearl Harbor. My reaction, as I
recall, was first disbelief then a certain numbness as I perceived the consequences. My
family and I were virtually glued to the radio for further news developments, as were
most Americans.
Of course I knew that I would enter the service but I chose to complete my high
school education and graduate in January 1942 from Northern High School.
One thing more I had to do before enlisting. When I was about 8 a group of kids
were playing some kind of game in my father‟s garage. He was an automobile
upholsterer and had a store in front for the sale of luggage goods which he also repaired
and even manufactured some small leather bags in which hucksters and venders used to
hold money and make change after sales. He also manufactured a large canvas bag in
which hunters kept ferrets (a member of the weasel family) which they would introduce
into a hole believed to house rabbits. The ferrets went in and the rabbits, if there, went
out and our intrepid hunter could shoot them.
To get back to the incident, in the process of getting the ball or whatever, I tripped
on the hinge of a door leading to the basement and fell on my bike, which was parked on
the door, breaking out ¾ of my front tooth. I preferred to be in the best shape I could be
in when I enlisted, so I got a job as a stock clerk at a store called Peter‟s Sport Apparel
and Uniform in downtown Detroit to achieve the funds for my dental bridge, thereby
gratifying my vanity.
May 18, 1942 I went to the Marine Recruiting Station located in downtown
Detroit. After suffering some indignities, for example the doctor checked me for hernias
– standard procedure for all applicants – by placing his fingers in a very personal spot and
having me cough. Passed that. Eye exams for reading charts and for color blindness.
Passed that. There undoubtedly were many more tests but they escape me. In short – I
was accepted into the United States Marine Corps and sworn in.
Normally, those enlisting east of the Mississippi River were sent to Parris Island
boot camp in North Carolina. Those west of that demarcation line were sent to Marine
Corps Recruit Depot in San Diego, California. Because Parris Island was full, our group,
that afternoon would board a train for San Diego. In retrospect, after hearing about the
sand-fleas and other critters in Parris Island, I‟m grateful they sent me west.
Since there were a few hours before our train‟s departure, I took a streetcar back
to my home for a last good-bye and my mother‟s cooking. My father drove me back to
the recruit center. It would be 2 ½ years before I returned from combat in the Pacific.
From that day – boot camp; radio school; gunnery school; operational training and
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training with the newly formed dive bomber squadron to which I was assigned and
combat would keep me busy for those 2 ½ years.
While the combined actual time I was in danger in training and combat was
relatively short, I‟m sure my mother, especially, worried about me every moment she was
awake. And even today the wives and mothers take the brunt of deployment. There is a
saying that: They also serve who only stand and wait. Heroes in their own right.
The train from Detroit to San Diego was a coal-burning steam engine (we have
come a long way). One thing that stands out in my mind was the window in my
compartment which wouldn‟t close all the way thereby allowing cinders to enter the area.
In our hair, in our clothes. Not the best transit.
While I had anticipated taking notes of my trip, somehow it didn‟t get done. But I
remember to this day a woman dressed in bright red. I don‟t remember her face as she
walked down the aisle but obviously it made a lasting impression.
Somewhere in the mid-west I remember looking out at a vast vegetationless area
and 2 roads intersecting and a stop sign at the cross-roads. I made a mental note that –
the stop sign stands unchallenged on a dusty road.
Why did I join the Marine Corps? A question often asked by the students in our
oral presentation. And one I‟ve asked myself.
I try to be a perfectionist. Anyone who is one knows only too well the inability to
achieve that chimera. That foolish vanity. Like Don Quixote chasing windmills. But it‟s
the pursuit that‟s important. Therefore I, by nature, wanted to reach as high as I could, as
far as I could and try not to settle for anything less that what I perceived to be the best.
The United States Marine Corps by reputation and achievement qualified.
Being a very small entity creates a very strong bond. The ethos is its honor,
courage and commitment. Its motto “Semper Fidelis” (always faithful) is its tightly
woven fabric.
Being Jewish also affected my decision. I wanted my ethnic heritage to be
represented in this prestigious organization. I don‟t know how many of my fellow Jews
were in the Corps but considering that we are a miniscule minority it was fitting to be
aligned with a very small military entity. There was a fellow gunner by the name of Leo
Cohen in my squadron, a pilot named “Ike” Eichenhorn, and Jerry Siegel, who joined us
later and went on to the Philippines. Also the famous prize-fighter Barney Ross
distinguished himself as a Marine in the initial invasion of Guadalcanal. He was the
World Lightweight Champion in 1933 and the World Welterweight Champion in 1934
and 1935. I am humbled to be in his company, so to speak. To all my fellow Jewish
Marines – Welcome Aboard.
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Besides, who cannot appreciate a Marine in “Dress Blues”. In the film, “Flags of
Our Fathers”, a Marine asks his fellow Marine why he joined. He replied, “Because of
the „Dress Blues‟. What‟s the point of being a hero if you can‟t look like one.” To this
day, when I wear mine (even at 84 years of age) I am once again back in the Corps with
unparalleled pride.
“Once a Marine always a Marine”. Not a cliché. An indisputable fact. “Esprit de
Corps” – its heart and soul. (makes you want to join doesn‟t it?)
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BOOT CAMP
Finally, after 5 or 6 days (I‟ve forgotten exactly) we arrived in San Diego. The 40
or so enlistees boarded buses and we drove a short distance to the Marine Corps Recruit
Depot. In those days we didn‟t have the yellow footprints that recruits are supposed to
stand in today as the D.I. (drill instructor) starts “barking”. We simply walked a short
distance to the reception center building. But on the way a Marine boot (in fatigues of
course – no camouflage in those days either – just a green jacket and trousers and pith
helmet) was raking what appeared to be manure on the grass lawn. He surreptitiously
said, “Wait till you get the square needle in the left nut!” Shock would be an
understatement. And yes we were given shots among other things but not, gratefully, in
that most sensitive area. That of course did not prevent a constant fear for seven weeks
until we graduated boot camp – then I knew it was a hoax. Marine humor. I have heard
that that threat is being used to this day.
We were next given our uniforms and other clothing essentials and we disposed
of our sartorial effects. We wouldn‟t be needing anything civilian anymore.
Haircuts – of course! More like the shearing that sheep endure. But for a recruit
– tonsorially correct.
Then we met our Platoon Leader – Platoon Sergeant L.L. Gaston. He was not
very tall but his presence was monumental. I heard he came from the Cajun area near
New Orleans. I never saw him smile. Nor did I hear him scream (as modern D.I.‟s are
depicted doing). He didn‟t have to – his mere presence shouted for him. If and when he
spoke directly to a recruit he would always start with “Boy- - -.” You gave him your
undivided attention as if you were in the presence of “the burning bush.”
Platoon Sergeant Gaston had dark penetrating eyes. I believe he looked through
you not at you. He always carried a “swagger stick”. It was about 18 inches long, rather
slender, from a short handle emanating to a blunt point. This he used effectively when
we were in formation to impress us with the need for proper spacing. If we were too
close to the recruit in front of us we would very readily determine our proper distance.
But the work-horses of the staff were the 2 Drill Instructors. Platoon #415 – 1942
(our platoon of about 60 men) were “blessed” with Corporal H.L. Sheppard and Corporal
E.L. Minor. Of the two Cpl. Sheppard was the more aggressive instructor. I don‟t
remember either one raising their octane or decibel level to unreasonable levels. They
weren‟t docile or compassionate but extremely effective.
I give kudos to drill instructors who have a bunch of green civilians who are the
farthest thing from a cohesive group and try to mold them into an organized and
proficient group. Picture them running into each other. We naturally started with close
order drill – learning how to march in cadence. Which initially is like herding cats.
What fortitude they must have until they are finally rewarded – a precision marching unit.
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Naturally we did our own laundry (no maid service). And of course we washed
by hand and hung them on a line. On one occasion a pair of my socks, hung out to dry,
was missing. Perhaps it was in error but I was stupid enough to mention this to Cpl.
Sheppard. His reply – “A good Marine never loses anything!” The implication was, I
presume, to refill my inventory with someone else‟s socks. I couldn‟t do that (for moral
or aesthetic reason) so I wound up one pair short. And of course I quickly learned –
never complain about anything.
We weren‟t given a clothing allowance as they do today. Periodically when
replacement day arrived we would exchange what was worn for a new item. A few
enterprising individuals, anticipating that day, would use sandpaper to hasten the wear of
some items for replacement.
We were to spend the next five weeks in recruit depot before going to the rifle
range. After an initial period of close order drill we were presented with our Springfield
03 - .30 caliber rifle. This was a proven rifle with potential for great accuracy. Its only
drawback was its lack of rapid fire. We had an ammo clip of 5 rounds which is inserted
in the magazine and you inserted the round by lifting the bolt handle and pulling back on
the bold. By sliding the bold forward you injected the next round into the chamber.
After each round is fired the bold action is required to eject the spent cartridge and insert
another.
The rifle is distinguished from a gun by having upon the surface of is bore spiral
grooves to impart rotary motion to the projectile insuring greater accuracy of fire.
Woe be unto you if a D.I. heard you refer to the rifle as a gun. The D.I.‟s would
have you marching around with the rifle on your shoulder and for a considerable period
of time you would exclaim, “This is my rifle!” (pointing to the rifle) and “This is my
gun!”(pointing to your genitals)!
While we were issued pith helmets (commonly seen on safari scenes for some
inexplicable reason) my face was badly sunburned. Plt/Sgt Gaston approached me while
on the parade ground and said, “Boy, do you want to go to sick-bay?”. The sunburn may
have appeared worse than I thought. Somewhat startled I replied, “NO SIR!”. If my
nose had fallen off I wouldn‟t have acquiesced. (Talk about honor, courage and
commitment!)
When we were issued our rifles we were admonished to learn our serial number.
This was mandatory to be sure you always had your own rifle. The rifles, when we
initially received them were encased in cosmoline – a heavy waxy grease (used to
preserve and protect the rifle from rust while in storage). It was an arduous task but
essential to clean it thoroughly because we wanted to have this constant companion as
meticulous as possible – not only because they were inspected often. There is a saying
that – A Marine without his rifle is nothing – A rifle without a Marine is nothing! Every
Marine a rifleman is not hyperbole. It is as ingrained as our motto!
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On one occasion we marched out to the boon-docks (sandy area) and formed a
circle. The D.I. said, “Lay down your rifle.” Our jaws dropped. Oiled and immaculate,
the thought of desecrating this friend and bosom companion was incomprehensible. But
laying them down gently would be an understatement.
Next he said, “Cover them up.” Woe are us!
Of course we complied. Then we were ordered to right face and forward march.
This diabolical individual knew when we were half-way around to tell us to get our rifle.
Can you imagine 60 men all converging in the center anxious to find their own rifle?
Mayhem! The reason, of course, was to test our memory of the rifle number that
belonged to us. We were successful, and then our reward! “Go back and clean your
friend”.
Another incident occurred in the boon-docks. We were again in a circle and
seated when the D.I. brought out boxing gloves. I must acknowledge that while in my
tender years I would not claim to be a lover – neither was I a boxer. Who did the D.I.
select for this pugilistic performance? Yes, it was me and another guy about my height
and weight. Now you may remember the dental bridge I acquired before entering the
Corps. Well the only thought I had was that if I were to be hit in the mouth I would be a
bridgeless if not a toothless Marine. Sorry to say, when the D.I. said GO! I attacked my
foe before he had a chance to throw one punch and he was bleeding profusely. Hooray –
my bridge was saved and my boxing career had ended with a flawless record.
Another incident occurred which enhanced my warrior skills. Out in the boondocks again (no I didn‟t spend all my time there) we were to simulate dropping to the
ground as if in combat. I did okay with the exception of one caveat. The rifle butt should
have been projected a bit more forward as I went down. This error caused my jaw to hit
the end of the bolt on of the rifle. Surprisingly I didn‟t bleed. But it was another
amazing learning experience.
When we practiced with bayonets attached to our rifles, we were to run at this
target – supposedly an enemy, thrust the bayonet into its chest, withdraw and continue to
on to the next target. The D.I. smiled approvingly at my grimace and attack. What he
didn‟t know was my expression was more a combination of fatigue and running with that
9 ½ pound rifle than it was to commit mayhem.
Food in boot camp was not created by anyone who had been to a University of
Culinary Arts. But I managed to survive even though until entering the Corps I had only
eaten kosher foods prepared by my observant mother. There are exemptions for
disregarding dietary laws under traumatic circumstances. Certainly this qualified. It was
a slow process to change my eating habits but to this day I find some foods to be on my
unacceptable menu. One breakfast item which I found repugnant was SOS (s_ _ _ on a
shingle), a creamy mix of chopped meat and god-knows-what on the shingle - a piece of
toast. Dehydrated eggs were a gourmet-like substitute by comparison.
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To indicate how imbued one may become to dietary discipline, when I was about
9 my uncle took me to a baseball game, and of course bought me the ubiquitous hot dog.
I barely sank my teeth into this “treat” when the “discipline” manifested itself. “Is this
kosher?”, I asked. And of course it wasn‟t. I discreetly disposed of it. Mind over matter.

MARINE CORPS RECRUIT DEPOT, San Diego, CA circa 1942
Notice the area left to the Parade Deck (which was the “Boon Docks”), now completely
filled by San Diego Airport‟s (Lindbergh Field) runway and terminals, extending to
Harbor Drive alongside San Diego Bay.
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RIFLE RANGE
June 27, 1942. We left boot camp for the rifle range called Camp Matthews. It
was located only about 10 miles northeast of MCRD (where the University of California
San Diego is now located) so a short ride sufficed. Camp Matthews, of course, no longer
exists. Overcome by the university and business and residential development. But as a
rifle range at the time it was obviously quite a barren area. It was also located between
the city of La Jolla and what is now Miramar Marine Air Station which in those days was
a Naval Air Station.
On the range, and for its day, a unique facility was available – a very large Coca
Cola machine dispensing cups not bottles. What was outstanding was the presence of
hundreds of bees. They loved that sugar. The recruits were undeterred if they wanted
that refreshment. Courageous.
We would spend only one week learning to be riflemen. Seems like a short time
to make a warrior but this was only an initial phase to qualify. You would learn the
basics and later, depending on your MOS (Marine Occupational Specialty), your training
would be more in depth.
The incentive for an accelerated boot camp – then 7 weeks now 13 – was to
produce as many fighting men as possible in the shortest period of time. The zeal for
retaliation for December 7th was uppermost but don‟t for one minute thing we would be
sacrificial lambs. This was a no nonsense effort – and we all knew it.
The basic position for firing the rifle are prone, sitting, kneeling and standing.
The prone position would come first.
We would first be admonished to never point the weapon at anything you didn‟t
want to kill. A very practical exhortation.
Lying on our stomach we would tuck our left arm (if right handed) under the rifle,
adjust our “sights” for elevation – the distance to the target commensurate with the
presumed drop of the bullet at that range 200 yards, 300 yards or 500 yards. Next was
the adjustment for windage – the deviation that could occur if air movement would affect
the missile. When the target was sitting on your front sight you would squeeze the
trigger. I cannot emphasize enough – squeeze! Not a pull. Not a jerk. But a squeeze
while preferably holding your breath momentarily.
I had never fired anything in my life. Nor held a weapon. Not even a B.B. gun.
The surprise of my life came when I squeezed off my first round. Not expecting the
explosion to be as dramatic as it was, I crawled back the 6 inches or so to the firing line
where the kick-back had placed me. A good lesson – hold your cheek tightly against the
rifle stock and the rifle butt firmly against your shoulder. Live and learn.
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Before moving to the next position the instructor would admonish us to “Cease
fire”. We knew by then we were to clear the chamber of the rifle and pick up the ejected
brass and move to the next firing line.
A story, which I thought humorous, appeared in the publication by the National
Museum of the Marine Corps. It seems a platoon of Marines in the Korean War had,
after engaging the enemy in combat, returned to their rear base for some R&R. They
were showing an old black and white movie starring Bette Davis (one of the foremost
actresses of her day). The Marines were sitting in the outdoor theater in the rain in their
helmets and ponchos when the actress shot her cheating lover. She exclaimed, “What
will I do? What will I do?” Whereupon a salty Marine shouted, “Pick up your brass and
move back to the 500 yard line!”
When completing the 5 round clip the Marines manning the targets in the pits
would lower the target then raise them again indicating were the shot went. If you
missed the target they would raise and wave a red flag called “Maggie‟s Drawers”. A
profound embarrassment.
Our next position was sitting. With legs bent but knees spread you leaned over
placing your left elbow against your left knee, steadying the piece. Right arm bent, finger
on the trigger after cocking the rifle and right elbow straight out and squeeze!
The kneeling position was employed with your right knee on the ground and the
left elbow on the left knee. Everything else applied in every position. Left elbow under
the piece; right elbow straight out; hold your breath; finger on the trigger and SQUEEZE!
The final position was standing. Everything applied but our instructor told us to
relax our gut as if we were urinating. I presume by relaxing the stomach muscles you
lowered your diaphragm and made it easer to hold your breath for that split second. In
the standing position the biggest problem is having to undo your stance each time you
had to pull the bolt to eject a round and insert another.
The 1st Marine Division, landing at Guadalcanal still had the Springfield 03 while
the army was using the M-1 Garand. A semi-automatic rifle. Which means there is no
bolt to move after charging the weapon to insert the first round. Thereafter, until the clip
is exhausted, the gas from the exploding round would eject the spent casing and insert
another round automatically and you could squeeze the trigger as fast as you wished.
The Japanese used a bolt action rifle as well and a tactic they employed was to
wait for the crack of our round and knowing it would take at least 2 or 3 seconds to eject
and insert another round and hone-in on the next target would feel safe in that interval to
look for a target and fire. The Japanese were mortally surprised when in subsequent
campaigns the Marines received the Garand. No time interval between rounds with the
Garand M-1. More Japanese to die for their emperor.
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As a sniper rifle the “03” had no peer until in recent years, advanced technology
with optical sights would create awesome rifles with amazing ranges but still bolt action.
“One shot – one kill” does not require rapid fire.
There are three levels of proficiency for the Marine and his rifle. The highest is
“Expert”. The secondary level is “Sharpshooter”. The third, but still qualifying is
“Marksman”.
Our 7th and last day at the rifle range was our qualifying day. We would fire in all
four positions. The prone, sitting and kneeling would be slow fire (no time limit) but the
standing position was to be rapid fire. Five rounds in one minute.
The night before we were somewhat apprehensive about how we would do when
our D.I., Cpl. Sheppard, ordered us to “FALL OUT!” We didn‟t respond quickly enough
to satisfy him and we incurred his wrath. (I believe he was inebriated – maybe drunk
would be more exact.) “All right, you guys, I want you to fall-out, strip your sacks, pack
your sea-bags and fall out. You have five minutes!” Wow! We fell over each other
trying to satisfy his demands and such bedlam you couldn‟t imagine. Well we got out
with our sea-bags somehow and his next command was using our sea-bags as a rifle drill.
“Right shoulder sea-bags. Left shoulder sea-bags. Present sea-bags. Order seabags!” I don‟t know how long this lasted but when we were finally dismissed we were
one massive nervous wreck.
I fired “expert” in the slow fire but when it came to standing rapid fire I lost it.
Afraid that I wouldn‟t get all my rounds off in time, and somewhat distraught from the
night before, I wound up qualifying as Marksman. Not what I was hoping for.
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BACK TO MCRD
July 4, 1942 Boarded buses for our return to boot camp for our final week.
We were almost Marines but we had one final task. To request (among a few
options) a chance to select our MOS (Marine Occupational Specialty). I chose radio.
As I tell the students in the WWII oral history presentation – radio was one of the
more advanced technologies at the time. So the students get a picture of life in the1940‟s
I explain we didn‟t have touch-tone phones(as a matter of fact we had 2-5 party lines and
in some areas you had to crank a handle on a box to get an operator) nor did we have
TV‟s, VCR‟s, CD‟s or I-Pods. The only laptop we might have had was a girl friend.
Levity. It does help lighten the atmosphere of an otherwise somber discourse. However,
let it be known that my feeble attempt at humor shall not be construed as a desire to
infringe upon the realm of stand-up comedians.
In a room full of desks with ear-phones we had to write down what we heard – a
series of dots and dashes. Morse code being an important means of communication at the
time, we were being tested for our ability to discern one from the other. When the test
was completed we were told to put an A or a G in the upper corner of our test sheet. Not
knowing at the time what they represented I asked an instructor what the difference was.
He said, “Put down an A.” I obediently complied then found out the A was for aerial
radio and the G was for ground radio. I regard that Marine as my guardian angel. Had I
put down a „G‟ I would have been a “grunt” in the line company carrying a radio on my
back and certainly in an amphibious assault on some island. For example, I just read in
the archivist section at MCRD that Barney Ross (to whom I referred earlier) graduated
boot camp as “Honor Man” in his platoon just a few weeks before I graduated. Ross
fought in Guadalcanal where I would have been without a doubt. But since I was sent to
radio school and other training, it would be over a year before I saw combat. The line
company, though well trained, didn‟t get the diversity of training that those in the air
crews would get.
Those who enlisted when I did and earlier would be “rewarded” by being in the
first Marine invasion – Guadalcanal and Tulgari. With a radio strapped to my back I
could have been a part of it. Fate is capricious. But not even then did I know what
awaited me after radio school.
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Private Sidney H. Zimman, USMC
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A group picture was taken of the 63 recruits in our platoon with Platoon Sergeant
Gaston in the first row center flanked by Cpl. Sheppard on his right and Cpl. Minor on
his left. I was, for some strange reason, seated next to Cpl. Sheppard. There were 5 rows
dressed in our “Greens” with the bottom row holding our precious rifles. The friend I
was about to surrender as I moved on to my next adventure – radio school. It must be
noted that as stern and demanding as our D.I.‟s were, when we finally received our well
earned Eagle, Globe and Anchor the D.I.‟s became our most friendly advocates.
Heralding our achievements and warmly wishing us well in our future. Their smiles
would last only until their next assignment of recruits.
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ON TO RADIO SCHOOL
July 11, 1942 We departed Marine Corps Recruit Depot by bus to Naval Base at North
Island, San Diego (just across the bay). Whether transportation was not readily available
or the radio school was not ready for us, we didn‟t leave until July 24, 1942 By bus to train and our journey to Jacksonville, Florida began. The train
ride would take about 6 days.
July 30,1942 We arrived in Jacksonville, Florida for operational radio at the U.S. Naval
Air Station but our classes didn‟t begin until –
August 10, 1942 (quite a birthday present for me as I turned 19 that day). Ready or not,
we finally began our instruction in Operational Aerial Radio.
We would not learn the mechanics or electronics for radio repair. Our task was to
learn communicative aspects of radio.
Of course we learned the Morse Code (the alphabet of dots and dashes, sent and
received). The A for example would be . - ; the B - ∙ ∙ ∙ and so on. Most remember the
SOS distress signal which has 3 dots and 3 dashes and 3 dots. Recognized even today.
Inquisitive by nature, I often asked our naval officer instructor questions of a
somewhat technical nature. The too common reply was “That‟s a phenomenon”. I never
knew whether or not he knew the answer or whether he felt that the answer would be too
far above our learning potential.
The ability to understand the changing of frequencies was as important as turning
the unit on and off. In reality, even if we knew how to repair or trouble-shoot a radio it‟s
pretty inconceivable that we could do anything constructive at 10,000 feet.
We didn‟t neglect our (P.T.) physical training. The sandy area, outside our
barracks, was where we did our modified push-ups. Each time you left the ground you
would clap your hands before touching the ground again. Wasn‟t too demanding except
for one thing, the sandy area was a “garden” of sand burrs. Our challenge was to land
each time in a small area where the burrs, hopefully, were not present.
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November 21, 1942 We completed our course. The diploma we received by the Navy
Department, Bureau of Navigation Service Schools certified we had satisfactorily
completed the prescribed course of study at the Aviation Radioman School, class “A”
school, Group IV (d). Signed by Lieutenant Commander S.A. Ward, USNR Officer in
charge.

Another diploma I received was by the U.S.M.C. Marine Aviation Detachment,
Naval Air Station, Jacksonville, Florida Unit – Training Squadron One that Sidney H.
Zimman by direction of the Commandant of the Marine Corps is hereby appointed
Corporal in the U.S.M.C. signed by Lieutenant Colonel W.T. Evens U.S.M.C (Ret)
Commanding Marine Aviation Detachment. And I was designated first in my class.
My reward? Put in charge of about half of the class as we headed for Air Gunners
School. Except for me, the top half were sent to Gunnery School at Hollywood, Florida.
The lower half were sent to Naval Air Gunners School located at Yellow Water,
Florida a short distance away.
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Of course by then it was obvious our radio training combined with gunnery
training meant we would be in the Marine Air Wing.
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GUNNERY SCHOOL
November 25, 1942 Don‟t remember why it took 4 days from graduation to gunnery
school but we had finally arrived to further our career.
Believe me, I would rather have gone with the other group. A very young guy in
charge of a platoon of mostly older Marines is not easy. Most wondering why I had been
so “honored”.
For the most part my “job” was to convey any orders from my superiors to the
men, and to keep them in formation while marching to class, to chow hall, or to whatever
event was on the agenda.
Only once was I to become irate. Being responsible for the activities of those in
my charge, as I entered our barracks one day I saw a Marine who had been resting his
shoes on the sloping wall above his bunk. Between the rows of upper and lower bunks
were windows and between the windows and above the bunks the wall or roof protruded.
Our Marine, while lying on his bunk, had been sliding his shoes down the wall leaving
black streaks. I chastised that fellow Marine and had him scrub it down to a relatively
pristine condition. That Marine was named Brian Keith. Later to serve in a different
dive-bomber squadron and after W.W.II would become a well known actor in movies
and television.
Our first weaponry engagement was the twin .30 caliber Browning machine guns,
which eventually would become our closest ally. It was quite an event firing a weapon of
that magnitude but our real thrill, or shock, was firing the .50 caliber machine guns. That
is an experience! Such power is unfathomable short of howitzers and artillery pieces.
We also had to fire and qualify with a .45 caliber Colt semi-automatic pistol. This
tried and true side-arm weapon was to be our new “friend”. In the air you cannot carry a
rifle. Nor can you take with you the machine guns if you are unlucky enough to be shot
down. The pistol would be your only defense aside from a hunting knife we would
always carry strapped to our leg. (Presently they are called Ka-Bars) The knife can be
used to clear a jammed machine gun or cut the parachute rigging if you bail-out or to
defend yourself (?).
The .45 caliber Colt has a decided kick (the rebound after a shot). We were
instructed to fire the pistol by extending your arm straight out and keep our body
sideways to reduce our profile in case of incoming shots. Accuracy is somewhat
impaired in that position due to recoil for rapid fire. Now the profile is ignored for more
accuracy by using both hands to fire and support the weapon.
Even with limited exposure and snapping-in time I managed to fire Sharpshooter.
My new-found friend would not suffer embarrassment.
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One of the most important aspects of firing at a moving target is to lead your
target. And to help indoctrinate us to this concept we had a “skeet” range. We would fire
our shotguns at “clay pigeons” emanating from a small building on each side of the
range. The clay pigeon was a round dish-like device made appropriately from clay which
would be discharged at different angles from a machine with an arm under tension.
When the command “pull” was exclaimed the operator would discharge the “pigeon”.
We would then quickly pick up the direction of the disc and lead the target while
squeezing the trigger. If executed properly the shot (a great number of BB‟s) would
destroy the object. If you don‟t lead your target you will always fire behind it and the
pigeon would fly away unharmed. Another invaluable exercise.
We would later use a device called a Link-Belt Trainer which was like a turret
with pseudo machine guns but without the overhead structure. Powered by an electric air
compressor and air driven. Much like video games today, we “fired” at a screen where a
silhouette of a plane, quite small would appear and of course you had to identify friend
from foe as it sped across the screen.
January 2, 1943 From E.E. Dolecek, Commander USN my diploma to certify that I had
satisfactorily completed the prescribed course of ground instruction for Naval Gunners at

the Naval Air Gunners School, Jacksonville, Florida on the2nd day of January 1943.

We left Gunnery School and returned to Jacksonville. There to await our next
adventure.
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January 12, 1943 Departed from Jacksonville and went for a short ride to Sanford,
Florida where the navy had an air station.
You might wonder why the navy facilities enter into the Marine agenda so often.
While the Marine Corps is the first military unit to be officially sanctioned by the
Continental Congress on November 10, 1775, it is within the Department of the Navy and
comes directly under the Secretary of the Navy. We do have our own commandant, a
four star general who sits as a member of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.
For the two decades preceding 1941 the strength of the Corps never exceeded
18,000. I heard that the Corps was limited to 10% of the navy and even in peace time in
recent years never exceeded 200,000.
The Marine Corps guards the U.S. embassies and consulates around the world and
can enter any country to protect American lives and property without a declaration of
war. It is by design and nature an amphibious entity held in readiness at all times to
invade anywhere if necessary. And the U.S. Navy is the Marine Corps conveyance. The
Air Wings of the Marine Corps were born when aerial close combat support became an
imperative military tactic.
It also should be noted that the Marine Corps does not have medical or pastoral
branches. Medical personnel and religious needs are provided by the navy. But don‟t
minimize their services when attached to the Marines. They bled and died attending us.
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OPERATIONAL TRAINING
Now at the Naval Air Station, Sanford, Florida we have arrived at our destiny –
operational training in aircraft. This will be our legacy for the next two years. And on
January 20th we took our first flight in an SNB (a twin engine trainer for bombardiers). If
anyone couldn‟t handle being airborne there would be no reason to continue that avenue
of training.
On one occasion the pilot asked if I wished to sit in the bombardier‟s seat. This
was in the nose of the aircraft surrounded by plexiglass. The best possible location for
superb vision. I enjoyed that opportunity immensely, even upon landing to see the
runway tarmac speeding by at 100 miles per hour as we landed. When the engines were
shut down I asked if I could exit. The pilot‟s jaws dropped. They had forgotten I was
there and the rules are that that area be vacated upon landing because if a crash occurred
they would have to use blotters to pick up my remains. Remember these were student
pilots.
We continued on subsequent days to
fly for six more 2 hour flights in the SNB.
Then we graduated to thePV-1. The Vega
Ventura 2 engine bomber – this was no toy
or trainer, this was the real McCoy with a
turret and a tail gun operated while lying flat
in a prone position. We fired at targets and
even went on a flight which towed a target
(a long canvass sleeve) which others shot at.
March 30, 1943 Another diploma to add to
my collection. This is to certify that I have
successfully completed the Operational
Training (PV-1) syllabus for air crewman at
Naval Air Station, Sanford, Florida.
Approved: F.M. Hughes Commander
U.S.N. Commanding Submitted: J.D. Greer
Lt. Comdr USN Aviation Training Officer.
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And before we left a photo was taken with 42 Marines and Lt. R.V. Umphrey
USN (one of our instructors) in the center bottom row with the Vega Ventura behind us.

April 12, 1943 Reported at Cherry Point, North Carolina. A Marine Air Station. If you
notice a time discrepancy between March 30th and April 12th – I noticed it too. Lost days.
Just waiting for orders.
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VMSB-341

May 6, 1943 Left Cherry Point and went a short distance to Atlantic Field. Located just
inland from a very small town called Atlantic in N.C.
The powers that be in their infinite wisdom had decreed that I should become a
Radio-Gunner in the newly formed Squadron VMSB-341. A squadron to which I would
be attached for the next year and a half through training and combat and to which I have
emotional and historical allegiance to this day. And to the SBD Dauntless Dive-Bomber.
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Along with flight gear
(helmet, goggles, flight suit,
leather flight jacket, gloves,
“Mae West” – inflatable
device for survival in water and later the colt .45, we were
given a small book called a
“Flight Log”. This is designed
to keep track of all time spent
in flight. The Log is essential
for authenticity to receive the
small stipend called “Flight
Pay” and was verified monthly
by the Operations Officer. For
each time we were airborne
we enter the date, type of
aircraft, aircraft I.D., duration
of flight, character of flight,
name of pilot, passenger and
remarks. Most are self
explanatory with the exception
of characters.
Here for example, is a
list of symbols and what they
designate: C&E – local; G –
dive-bombing; L – navigation;
M – administrative transport;
R – test hop; F – gunnery; Y –
night flying; V – instrument;
K – tactics; YK – night tactics;
N – ferry; O – tow (target sleeve); U – extended flight and J – patrol.
The reason it took from May to December 1943, when we entered the combat
zone, was not so much for the gunners training but for the pilots to familiarize themselves
with the SBD and all the above training protocols. Flying in formation both Divisions
and Section and of course solo flights. Learning the tactics of dive and glide bombing.
Instrument Flying. Even giving the gunner a little “stick time” in case push came to
shove and the pilot was incapacitated enough to have the gunner take control of the
aircraft. The gunner, besides the radio and twin .30 caliber machine guns, only had a
throttle, stick and rudder controls. No chance to lower the landing gear, nothing to guide
our elevation, speed or direction. The best a gunner could have done in the direst
emergency would be to belly-flop the plane. The landing gear would have actually been
a detriment. Other than a perfect landing (fat chance) the landing gear would probably
cause us to nose-over or worse. (No braking facilities either.)
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Of course we were issued parachutes before each flight. This type of chute was
called a “seat pack” (as opposed to a back pack or chest pack). It fit very comfortably in
the aircraft seat which was contoured to receive the chute perfectly. A seat pack was of
course more practical since it left our upper torso free to move and took up less room and
was less obstructive.
My flights in the SBD from May 13th to July 13th (14 flights in all) were in SBD4s for various exercises and with different pilots. But on July 22, 1943 I was assigned to
Lt. Albert Alfred Black and would fly from then on with him exclusively in the newer
model SBD-5 which we took into combat. In demeanor Lt. Black (affectionately called
“Ack Ack” because of his first two initials) did not appear to be a macho know-it-all but
a steady, solid by-the-book pilot. He was about my height, 5‟7”, blonde with a crew cut.
For the record, I cannot compliment nor give enough accolades to Lt. A.A. Black. He
was the quintessence of a Marine Pilot. I am forever grateful to have been his gunner.
He was called back when the Korean War started and flew helicopters. Retiring to
Tustin, California afterwards he was a civil engineer.
On one occasion, flying alone near Cherry Point, N.C., we heard a large pop as if
we hit something and the plane started to shake. Lt. Black asked, “Sid, do you see
anything?” My answer was no. Restricted to the rear seat you don‟t have the luxury of
360◦ visibility. When he used his rudder to turn the plane somewhat, the shaking
stopped. We more or less skidded back to Atlantic Field as quickly as possible in case
something more unexpected happened. Each time he straightened the plane it would
shake – skid and it would stop. We landed safely and as we were taxiing back to the
parking apron, I saw the planes‟ crew chief hold his hands up to his face and eyes.
This is what happened: Shortly before our flight it had started to rain. The plane
crew chief had been working on the engine and to gain access there are panels which are
removable. The panels are attached with devices called Dzus Fasteners. They are rather
ingenious because both attachment elements are permanently affixed to both the body of
the plane and the panel. The plane half consists of a heavy wire and the cowling half has
a bolt-like device with a curved slot. When attached, by turning the bolt clockwise, you
engage the wire and it locks in place. Ingenious – no lost screws or bolts or nuts. But –
when the rain started, the plane crew chief hurried to get the cowling panels back in place
and helping him was another crew chief who volunteered to help. The helper fastened
the rear bank of Dzus Fasteners but forgot to fasten the front bank of 3 or 4.
Consequently, while in flight the cowling, caught by air flow, peeled back the panel and
slammed it against the wing. Acting as an obstruction to the airfoil the plane began to
shake. The only traumatic part of this event was my pilot suggesting I prepare to “bailout”. I thought of 30 ways out (not literally) but none were a pleasant thought. Jumping
accomplished (?) by hitting the wing and rolling off of it. The plane being so short from
wing to tail didn‟t give you the luxury of bailing out in any other configuration. The tail
would impact you. Needless to say I was delighted that I didn‟t have to exercise that
odious choice.
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Because the pilot‟s visibility looking forward was rather restricted all gunners
used to stand on the wing of the plane next to the pilot while we taxied to the runway to
be sure there were no obstructions, When the pilot began to “rev-up” prior to take-off the
gunner would walk on the wing back to the rear area, climb in and buckle-up and off we
went. When landing, as soon as the wheels touched the ground, we would unbuckle,
climb back out and walk the wing to the pilot area and begin our look-out until we got
back to the parking apron and the engine was shut off. Mind you the speed of the craft
could have been 80 or so miles per hour.
We gunners didn‟t think a thing of the danger until we were close to completing
our last tour in combat when a plane on landing blew a tire and the plane drifted left off
the runway and nosed over. Had the propeller not gotten stuck in the sand, my good
friend and fellow gunner, Mel Clark, might have lost his life as he went sailing off the
wing and through the area where the propeller had been turning.
Except for an occasional ride in the ubiquitous R4D transport, (the army
designated it as a C-47 Skytrain troop and cargo transport built by Douglas Aircraft and
patterned after the DC-3 commercial aircraft) and on two occasions a PBM Mariner
amphibious plane, I rode exclusively in the SBD from then on.
The only thing I disliked about the R4D were the2 rows of seats (designed for
Paratroops‟ seat packs) which were aluminum but in those days not anodized – so when
riding in one for any length of time, without a parachute, the seat of our pants would turn
black.
The army had an SBD, which they designated as an A-24, which they tried to fly
as a dive-bomber but dislike it so much they asked our pilots to come and pick them up.
They arrived (I don‟t remember how many) painted khaki color which of course had to
be changed to our blue upper half and grey belly and lower half of the wings. From
above, over water the blue might camouflage the plane and viewed from below might
blend in with the clouds.
In good conscience I can‟t write another paragraph without lauding the
outstanding attributes of the SBD (Slow But Deadly) Dauntless Dive-Bomber built by
Douglas Aircraft in El Segundo, California designed by Jack Northrup and E.H.
Heinemann. Beyond its prototype, the initial 57 SBD-1‟s were assigned to the Marine
Corps. The navy started receiving the SBD-2 and SBD-3 which were better equipped for
carrier operations.
Compared to other planes the SBD was underpowered, lacking in range and
somewhat vulnerable to enemy fighters. However, the SBD‟s distinguished themselves
in the battle of the “Coral Sea” on May 7, 1942 when the SBD‟s sank the Japanese carrier
the Shoho and disabled the fleet carrier Shokaku. This was the first devastating loss for
the Japanese Navy and the forerunner of its demise. Just a month later, on June 4th, the
SBD‟s distinguished themselves again in “The Battle of Midway”. Deemed by historians
as the major turning point in the naval battles when SBD‟s were employed (following the
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unsuccessful attacks by torpedo bombers) and quickly sank 3 large Japanese Aircraft
Carriers – the Akagi, Kaga and Soryu between 1025 and 1030 A.M. military time. The
sole surviving carrier Hiryu was fatally damaged at 1700. One U.S. Navy gunner was
credited with shooting down 7 Zeros in two days.
The losses suffered from those two major battles shattered the invincibility of the
Japanese, and the Imperial Navy never recovered from those devastating losses. They
lacked the resources and ability to replace those major assets and the elite personnel and
aircraft that went with them.
The SBD, from its conception in1938 until the war‟s end, showed itself to be the
most important American dive-bomber ever built. And was to become the standard by
which all other dive-bombers would be judged.
The SBD sank more Japanese naval tonnage than any other U.S. aircraft in the
Pacific. And was one of the two aircraft to have been active when WWII started and flew
over Japan at war‟s end.
Percentage-wise it suffered fewer casualties then any other aircraft. It has a
distinguishing feature which only one other plane had to my knowledge. (Another divebomber, the Curtiss SB2C Helldiver which was to replace the SBD but never matched it
in performance or accomplishment). That feature was the perforated flaps, upper and
lower. Holes 1 ¾ inches in diameter designed to be employed in a dive to control the
diving speed. The lower flaps would (like conventional aircraft) be used in landing. A
“swiss-cheese” appearance but necessary to maintain control in a dive. (Although
initially in training we would dive without flaps but the G-force on pull-out was much
greater and much more dangerous due to the increase in speed – not by throttle but by
gravity).
The SBD was built to withstand a G-force of 12 but although it could evade a
Japanese fighter by pulling 9 G‟s you would be vulnerable to black-out. (We didn‟t have
flight suits then to avert black-out conditions). But if the Japanese fighters tried that type
of turn their wings would fall off. Just another example of the ruggedness of the SBD.
An interesting statistic claimed the Marine Corps has 204 planes on December 6,
1941 and 70% of those were obsolete. We were in the crawling state of aviation while
the army and navy were in the walking stage. Now we are running marathons and the
Marine Corps is at the forefront.
The Marine Aircraft Wing became an essential tool in support of our ground
troops and today with helicopters and planes, like the new Osprey, aviation plays an even
greater role extracting injured and softening a position in advance of the line company
(grunts).
A total of 5,936 SBDs would be produced before the end of WWII.
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The first “skipper” (commanding officer) we had was Major Bill Clasen. One of
the most charismatic individuals I had ever known. The type of officer you would follow
to hell and back. He could handle a plane as though he was a part of it. Unfortunately,
for us, his talents were recognized by the hierarchy and he was transferred to be
commanding officer of a fighter squadron before we went into combat.
My squadron was VMSB-341. The designation VMSB should be explained. In
the Marine Corps and the Navy the initial V stands for aircraft which are heavier then air.
For example – blimps, dirigibles and other lighter then air would have a different letter
designation. The second letter for squadrons flown by Marines would have the letter M.
Next, the letters following indicate the type of plane. F for fighter, SB for scout bomber
(which in reality was a dive-bomber which was also deployed for scouting and bombing
missions). The TB would designate torpedo-bomber. The number given the squadron
would be last.
In identifying the aircraft the last letter would be the manufacturer. SBD made by
Douglas; TBM – Grumman/General Motors; TBF – Grumman; F4U – Voight; PBY –
Consolidated and so on.

While at Atlantic Field, Lt. Black and I would fly a variety of the aforementioned
menu. Gunnery practice both wet and dry (with ammunition and without). Dive
Bombing. Target Towing. Night flying etc. until - - -
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Sid with Lt. Black posing with their SBD
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DEPARTURE
September 1, 1943 We left Atlantic Field for Camp Miramar, California
September 8, 1943 Arrived at Camp Miramar. (Slow train) And
September 30, 1943 Left Camp Miramar and boarded the U.S. Army Transport Puebla
for our journey overseas.
The Puebla designated as a troop transport was absolutely as far as one can get on
the opposite side of a luxury cruiser. To use the vernacular – it was a scow.
Legend has it that it had been a German vessel scuttled in the Panama Canal –
resurrected by the U.S. and put into service as a troop carrier. Anything that could float
was utilized until the vast building program could catch up to our needs. And this was
our slow boat to the South Pacific. (Though to me it was not discernable, we may have
added a few days to the trip by zigzagging. A tactic employed in hostile (submarine)
waters to avoid detection. I can‟t recall our vessel ever having an escort).
A portion of our squadron departed on a carrier with the SBDs. The remainder
were on the Puebla.
Our Quarters were crowded. A series of bunks made from stretched canvas,
stacked at least three high. No mattress of course and long chow lines. But after
glancing at the proffered cuisine (?) I had to seek other vittles. The “chef” was
extremely dexterous in slicing and displaying COLD CUTS in neat rows. (I have heard
that 2 things you don‟t want to watch being made are laws and sausages.) I must say they
were somewhat attractive in an artistic fashion. They were every color of the rainbow.
Perhaps it was the light reflecting off the cold cuts but they were an unforgettable patina
of iridescent purples and greens and blues. I don‟t remember anyone getting sick but for
a Jewish kid to partake of something of such questionable origin was beyond my
adventurous spirit. Obviously I found something more amenable to sustain me.
October 10, 1943 We crossed the equator and a ceremony ensued. All those who had
never crossed the equator are considered pollywogs and must be initiated into the realm
of King Neptune. And old “salt” officiated with the crown and scepter and staff which
emanated in 3 pitchfork-like spires. (Neptune is a god identified with the Greek
Poseidon, god of sea.) He is aided and accompanied by several of his attendants who had
on previous voyages been initiated. The ceremony, for those “caught”, involved a few
somewhat humiliating treatments, the least of which was being dunked in a large tub of
water. Since the ship housed so many troops, many escaped this mortifying (funny?)
experience. (Depends on your point of view and whose ox was being gored.)
October 16, 1943 – Anchored at Pago Pago (pronounced pango pango) the harbor at
Tutuila, American Samoa. We were there for only one day discharging some troops who
were to receive final training there.
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October 18, 1943 – Anchored at Wallis Island. We remained in the harbor for 7 days
taking on fresh water and fuel and food supplies. Wallis Island was infamous for housing
a Leper colony (Hansens‟s Disease). Don‟t know whether that approbation was deserved
or not.
October 25, 1943 – Off again, this time only a two day trip.
October 27, 1943 – Docked at Apia Harbor on the island of Upolu, British Samoa and
on –
October 28, 1943 – Disembarked from the Puebla for our final training period and went
by truck to Faleola‟ Field. I must remark that my impression of the town of Apia was as
if I had suddenly emerged from a reclusive environment to a colorful, sunburst utopia.
The semi-circular harbor displayed a panoramic view of a tropical paradise. Colorful
little buildings embraced by swaying palm trees. (Only to be diminished somewhat when
we visited the town up close).
In the harbor itself was a skeleton of a half submerged naval vessel (I heard it had
been a German ship which sank there, but obviously there was no incentive or resources
to resurrect it.)
On our drive to our airstrip base, Faleola‟ Field, the native thatched huts, the
peaceful ambiance, and the artistic patina all made an everlasting impression. Especially
in the eyes of a nineteen year old witnessing the most natural event of a mother nursing
her baby on the side of the road.
Robert Louis Stevenson, the novelist and poet, was a resident of Upolu in the
1890‟s, where he wrote the novel Rain. Made into a motion picture a number of years
ago.
A remarkable sight, to me at least, was the novel method the natives employed in
cutting grass. A combo of three (2 wielding machetes in each hand and one with a 5
gallon rectangular gas can upended) would start mowing. The two with machetes, on
their haunches, would move rhythmically while swinging and mowing while the third
was beating a rhythm on the tin can. Fascinating, entertaining and – no pollution.
A neighboring island in the British Samoan island group was Savaii, the largest of
the group and quite mountainous with a deep gorge or canyon. Certainly a place to view
from a safe altitude, but an adventurous pilot name Lt. Louis Zimmerman with his
gunner, Pfc. James Madden, ventured too low into that abyss and failed to generate
enough speed to gain altitude and crashed into the hillside. The War Diary states – the
searching party found the wreckage, destroyed any sensitive instrumentation and buried
them both. Our first exposure to fatalities. Not to be our last.
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From October 29th to December 27th Lt. Black and I
flew 42 flights, obviously 2 flights, and on one day
4 flights, on the same day. Mostly dive-bombing
and free and fixed gunnery practice and “sticktime” and towing targets. But, as with most good
things it had to end and Munda was waiting for us.
Reluctantly we departed aboard another ship the
Prince William. Ambivalence? Dichotomy? Call
it what you will but on the one hand we were weary
of training and anxious to employ our skills and on
the other hand – who in his right mind would want
to leave Paradise?
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VMSB-341 USMC
Pilots and Gunners

VMSB-341 Gunners
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TRAINING COMPLETE – OFF TO WAR
December 18, 1943 – This would be a shorter voyage to an island in the New Hebrides.
Efate, located east of the northern-most part of Australia – the Queensland Territory, and
south of the Solomon Islands. This time we crossed the international date line enroute.
We automatically lost a day – it became the next. (One day lost but to be regained on our
trip home in nine and a half months).
December 31, 1943 – We left Efate for Munda where we would begin combat. But this
time we would fly by means of an R4D transport plane with two stops on the way. It
took 6 R4D‟s to transport our pilots and gunners and their gear. The first stop was at
Espirito Santo in the New Hebrides chain of islands to discharge or bring on board other
passengers. (These many starts and stops reminds me of our transit systems of today.)
The second stop – Guadalcanal. Famous for the first land invasion and victory by
the 1 Marine Division. And Henderson Field would be out destination after a 4 ½ hour
flight. What took so long? Well the twin engine “Skytrain” could cruise at only 185
mph. (Now our planes cruise at 500 or more mph. We have come a long way.) We also
did make that short stop at Espirito Santo.
st

I would like to quote from a publication by the National Museum of the Marine
Corps:
“Gen. Vandegrift‟s engineers worked night and day to make the 2,000 – foot
grass strip suitable for flight operations.
In a simple flag-raising ceremony, the captured and dearly guarded airstrip
became “Henderson Field” in honor of Major Lofton Henderson, USMC, killed while
leading his dive-bombers against the Japanese carriers at Midway.
Less than two weeks after D-Day, two squadrons of MAG-23 flew ashore to stay:
Captain John Smith‟s fighter squadron of Grumman F4F-4 Wildcats and Major Richard
Mangrum‟s scout-bombing squadron of 12 Douglas SBD-3 Dauntless dive-bombers.
They would cover the island with Marine glory.”
Those F4F‟s and SBD‟s would become the “Cactus Air Force”. Cactus being the
radio call sign for Guadalcanal and Tulagi. The battle would last for almost half a year.
And now, in landing at Henderson Field and viewing the surrounding area, my first
impression was – it was a junkyard! But to those of us who remember the battle which
began on August 7,1942, we see the remnants of planes, tanks, artillery and other items
of war‟s memorabilia to attain victory. A monument, in a way, to their sacrifice.
Now, changing pilots, we would fly another 1 ½ hours to Munda. Our base of
operations for the destruction of Rabaul!
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“Strip” Maps

RABAUL
Too few people have
heard of the SBD dive-bomber
and fewer still the significance
Rabaul played in WWII. Rabaul
is located in the Bismarck
Archipelago comprised of two
islands New Britain and New
Ireland. Rabaul is a small town
with a magnificent natural harbor
(Simpson Harbor) in the St.
George‟s channel between New
Britain and New Ireland. (It
should now be obvious the part
the British played in Anglicizing the South Pacific.) The islands are east of New Guinea,
northwest of the Solomon Islands and north of the east coast of Australia.
For a great many years the harbor at
Rabaul had been the shipping center for
vessels to carry copra (dried coconut) around
the world. The plantations of coconut palm
trees were managed, usually, by Australians
who would become the Coastwatchers. They
made a significant contribution to our war
effort by providing intelligence, by way of
radio, of Japanese movements.
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Rabaul had become one of the biggest Japanese Naval Fortresses in the Pacific.
Its harbor filled with naval vessels of all types. Over 100,000 troops and over 1,500
aircraft on Rabaul‟s five airfields another five airfields on New Ireland and Kavieng – at
the northern tip of New Ireland.
Rabaul was the gateway for the invasion of Australia and New Zealand and the
re-supply facility for the Solomons from Bougainville to Guadalcanal and beyond. It
served as headquarters for the Seventeenth Japanese Army Commanded by Lt. Gen.
Haruyoshi Hyakutake.
Bombing at high altitudes form Port Moresby (located on the southern tip of New
Guinea) and Australia had been going on for months before we arrived at Munda and our
entire three six week tours (although the last tour would stretch to 10 weeks) extending
into September 1944 along with other SBD squadrons, torpedo bombers, fighters and B25 Mitchel bombers would make this operation to destroy Rabaul the longest campaign
of the Pacific War.
(Another two engine bomber which the army employed was the B-26. Called the
Marauder. It had a very large fuselage and very short wings, making it difficult to fly. It
was jokingly called the “Flying Prostitute – “All body and no visible means of support”.)
Everything in warfare is predicated on getting to your objective without the
enemy at your back. The emasculation of Rabaul made our later invasions of the Gilbert
Islands (Tarawa), Marshall and Mariana Islands less hazardous on our way to Iwo Jima
and Okinawa.
In my oral presentation to the history students I try to familiarize them with an
inkling of the character of warfare. Following is an excerpt.
“Although the battle at Rabaul is not well known, because it was never invaded, it
was a turning point in the Pacific War – just as the battles at the Coral Sea, Midway and
Guadalcanal were turning points. Victory can be achieved by destroying an enemy‟s
potential, denying them to be re-supplied and literally starving them to defeat with
minimal loss of allied lives.”
Such was a battle at Rabaul!
Gen. MacArthur wanted to invade Rabaul. Admiral Halsey and the Joint Chiefs
of Staff were against it. Their decision prevailed thereby saving the lives of thousands of
ground troops.”
I would like to quote another paragraph from a chapter on Rabaul from the
publication by the National Museum of the Marine Corps.
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“The Allied strategy of encircling, pounding and then by-passing Rabaul (and
Kavieng, its outlying base on New Ireland) saved many lives and made the most of the
modest amphibious assault resources available in the South Pacific.
The aviators had delivered the most telling blows – and sustained some of the
most grievous losses. One hundred Marine airmen died over Rabaul itself, and hundreds
more over the long watery stretches of the Solomons and Bismarcks. The exchange rate
was favorable. Marine pilots shot down 1,520 Japanese planes in the long campaign.”
I repeat: Everything in warfare is predicated on getting to your final objective
without your enemy at your back!
This is why Guadalcanal and Tulagi were vital targets to stop the Japanese land
acquisition. Our land victory by the “Old Breed”, 1st Marine Division, in August of 1942
disproved the Japanese presumption of invulnerability and the SBD dive-bombers were
part of the “Cactus Air Force” that helped the victory.”
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MUNDA
My initial sight upon leaving the R4D was an area completely devoid of
vegetation in a large area around the airfield. It looked like a devastating firestorm had
taken place. And indeed it had! Only a couple of tree trunks were left standing. The
naval and air bombardment prior to invasion had denuded the trees of all branches and
leaves.
We went by truck to our new quarters. Tents, on bare ground, resting on the side
of a slightly inclining hill. About 6 of us to each tent. This would be our home for the
next 6 weeks. Salt water showers and latrines were close at hand. We had a treat when it
rained because we could gather rain-water by lifting the sides of our tents as a catch-basin
and enjoy a fresh-water bath.
Never once in my 4 years in the Corps did I ever feast upon “K” or “C” rations.
Living not too far from the air strip we had a mess hall which is customary where you
have a rather fixed environment as opposed to the line company (grunts) who are on the
move in a transient mode. Those lucky devils enjoyed (?) those rations.
Our mess hall was located at the top of the hill near an improvised amphitheater
with wooden benches and a screen for showing movies. Never once did I receive that
form of entertainment. I had to suffice with an interesting event. Just before each meal a
muted clicking would be heard, then the cacophony would strengthen and human forms
would emerge from the bushes carrying the instruments – mess gear. First one or two
then larger groups all converging on the gastronomical delight – chow. (A thought
occurs – why do they call it mess and why chow?) One epicurean delight, frequently
served, was mutton! Because of our proximity to Australia this “delicacy” was readily
available. It may be an acquired taste but I declined to do the acquiring. The mutton
(from sheep as opposed to lamb) was very fatty and had a strong aroma (?). It was my
good fortune to partake of a more amenable repast – peanut butter. Ubiquitous in gallon
tin cans but rather dry (not the Jif or Skippy form we now have), but to me, compared to
the alternative, it was ambrosia.
Our mess gear, made of aluminum, consisted of a two part vessel. The bottom
undivided and the top (which fitted comfortably into the bottom) was compartmentalized
– I guess to avoid mixing the menu of the day but since it was all going to the same place
maybe unnecessary. Meal completed we would employ our modern dish-washer – three
tanks. After immersing the mess gear into the soapy water (after scraping any meal
residue into a barrel) of the first tank we would next rinse in clear hot water and thirdly
into the last tank which probably contained a sanitizer. The gear was okay but in those
days anodizing was not de rigueur. By rubbing your finger over the cleaned surface of
the mess gear your finger would turn black.
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As gunners we were issued pistols.
The Colt. 45 caliber semi-automatic in
which we had qualified in gunnery school.
We were also issued two sheets of an onionskin type paper on which were instructions
in Pidgin English.

These were to be read to natives who, if after bailing out and landing safely (?)
would take you to safety (maybe to a Coast watcher). They would then be compensated.
Of course the Japanese, if you managed to avoid them, might offer more compensation or
threats to get you first. That would be a very bad thing! Australian Military Officers
would give us lectures on survival in the islands if we got lucky. One animated
demonstration was the use of condoms in which you would put a pistol or other valuables
you didn‟t want to get wet in the Pacific waters. (The officer called the condom “French
Letters” – he didn‟t explain why. Strangely enough they never issued us any condoms.
Oh well! More well-intentioned useless information).
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Quoting from a book by Frederick S. Losch entitled, Memories of a Black sheep
Squadron Fighter Pilot, “I cannot leave without commenting about Douglas MacArthur,
or – as the Marines called him – “Dougout Doug.” There was no love lost between the
Marines and Doug.
All of the Solomon Islands, including New Ireland, were under control of Admiral
Nimitz. Everything east of the north-south line splitting the island of New Britain was
under Nimitz control. West of this line and the Bismarck Archipelago was Doug‟s
responsibility. Rabaul and all the New Britain Japanese air power were in the Nimitz
area; however, every day MacArthur would put out a bulletin to the press stating that his
aircraft shot down X number of Jap planes over Rabaul.
MacArthur may have been the greatest egomaniac since Napoleon! Although he
was a formidable strategist, his ego was even larger than his military abilities!”
I had the good fortune to meet Fred Losch. His book had a great deal about
Major Gregory “Pappy” Boyington – the outstanding charismatic fighter squadron ace
and Commander of the Black Sheep Squadron VMF-214 (an F4U Corsair squadron) who
had been with the famous “Flying Tigers”. Fred Losch, who became Captain in the
Marine Corps flew with “Pappy” Boyington. They operated out of an island near Munda
called Vella LaVella. Major Greg Boyington was shot down near Rabaul in the St.
Georges Channel just three days after we arrived at Munda and just before we started our
attacks on Rabaul.
The western half of the demarcation line in New Britain was controlled by Gen.
MacArthur (affectionately nicknamed “Choco” – for chocolate soldier – by the
Australians) who was apparently itching for an invasion, commanded the 1st Marine
Division to invade Cape Gloucester on the western tip of New Britain on December 26,
1943. In April 1944, Gen. MacArthur finally released the 1st Marine Division from “The
Green Inferno”. By then New Britain had cost the “Old Breed” 1,400 casualties.
I like to think that our activities against Rabaul prevented even more of a disaster
for the 1st Marine Division, due to our intense bombing, the Japanese had to keep most of
their men, planes and material at Rabaul fearing an invasion. If true, our attacks saved
many lives of our fellow Marines.
Munda is located in the New Georgia group of the Solomon Islands, 175 miles
from the center of Bougainville (Empress Augusta Bay) and almost 400 miles from
Rabaul and to Kavieng another 150 miles, but the fighters had shorter ranges. The P38,
for example, had a range of about 470 miles. Our initial flights from Munda, carrying
maximum bomb load and rendezvousing, would have put us in a precarious fuel deficit.
Therefore, Bougainville was imperative for us to refuel making the trip only about 200
miles each way. Much more practical.
By October, with Munda secured, Cape Torokina in the Empress Augusta Bay
was the next vital target to create a landing strip for us. With bullets flying, the Seabees

48

came ashore with bulldozers and heavy rollers and carved out the landing strip. The
Japanese had five air fields on the south, east and north of Torokina and still occupied
them while we operated from our small area. The vast jungle and hills of Bougainville
proved to be our protection – along with our valiant defenders. Not once did the
Japanese break through. January 9, 1944 – My first flight from Munda was a search
mission and my greatest regret is that we never found anyone in that vast expanse of the
Pacific Ocean. (The PBY Catalina – an amphibious workhorse – on the other hand, had a
great range and they made many rescues being able to land at sea to pick them up._
January 11, 1944 – The S_ _ _ finally hit the fan! This is what all our training had
prepared us for. The target – Lakunai Airfield at Rabaul.
What follows is a typical strike scenario in our first 6 week tours. After flying to
Bougainville for refueling and breakfast, two to three hundred aircraft would assemble
for these engagements. About 60 SBD dive-bombers from 2 or 3 squadrons. About 40
TBF or TBM torpedo-bombers and as many as 200 fighters. P38 Lightnings to fly high
cover. F4F Wildcats, F6F Hellcats, F4U Corsairs (often from the Black Sheep Squadron)
and P-40 Warhawks (of Flying Tiger fame) flown by New Zealanders for low cover (who
often followed us down in our dive by circling).
Each aircraft has a limited range and to assemble so many aircraft the planes with
the longest range would take off first followed in succession by those with shorter range
abilities. When the shortest range planes arrived – like the cattle drive of the old west we
were headed up and moved out.
Just think of the logistics involved in getting all these aircraft, from different
fields, together in the most timely fashion.
It took about 2.3 hours to get from Munda to Torokina (Bougainville). Then our
flight to Rabaul and back would be another 4 hours. We would climb to 15,000 feet.
Going higher would waste fuel and require us to use oxygen. I was never frightened as
we got close to our target. It was almost like an out-of-body experience. They say there
are no atheists in a fox hole. I don‟t know what others did but I remember reciting a
Hebrew phrase uttered throughout more than 5,000 years of history, not only as a part of
the religious service but by those facing adversity and death. (No doubt those in the
“Holocaust” recited this often). In Hebrew it is called the “Shema”. (In total it was
“Shema Yisroel, Adonoi Alohenu Adonoi Echod”). Translated it was “Hear O Israel, the
Lord our God, the Lord is One!”.
That was the extent of my religious invocation.
I may have been a little apprehensive, especially when I heard a voice on the radio
– probably from a fighter pilot – “Bogey‟s in the clouds!” Bogey being an unknown.
You almost wish the enemy would appear so you could do something other than sit there,
facing aft, holding your twin 30‟s. (The gunners, from the time we took off until we
landed, always faced aft to be the “eyes” of the pilot in the 180° or more that he could not
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see. (Only the temporary adjustment to the radio frequency or other radio anomaly
would cause us to turn around.)
On this flight we didn‟t engage the Japanese. A heavy cloud cover had prevented
us from our primary target (the gun emplacements around the air strip) but another target
was available at a high altitude drop (as opposed to diving) on a lighthouse on the
southern tip of New Ireland. We bombed the tertiary target on Cape St. George. Over
the course of many weeks when our primary target was not available we often chose the
lighthouse. I wouldn‟t speculate how many tons of bombs were dropped on that target
but it was never obliterated. Whether it was retractable (?) or rebuilt quickly, I don‟t
know. It was a viable target though because it was an early warning radar station.
During that first 6 week tour we had a schedule of one day strike, the next day off
and the third day stand-by. The schedule was not written on stone, but was fairly
accurate.
Two search missions on the 13th in the Redova area – negative results.
Heartbreaking!
One sight I shall never forget was what we flew over on Munda in our landing
approach. On the side of a hill were two large rectangular fields with semicircular arches
at the top and a flagpole displaying “Old Glory” at its epicenter. There were small
rectangular mounds, neatly spaced, and a series of small rectangular black holes. They,
in a way, reminded me of letters. And the whole site at the time looked like the tablets of
the Ten Commandments. The small mounds, of course, contained our fallen comrades.
The small black holes – waiting! Rather disconcerting. But better seen on landing than
on take-off!
Also during our first six weeks tour we had unlimited targets consisting of
airfields, anti-aircraft artillery, ammunition dumps and plenty of shipping in the harbor at
and around Rabaul. By the time we completed our first six week tour the shipping had
virtually ceased to exist and the ability of the Japanese to re-supply by naval vessels
obliterated. This meant that food, medical supplies, ammunition and fuel would
gradually diminish until they were non-existent. But they weren‟t destroyed yet and their
air force was still viable.
Join me in a typical dive. As mentioned, we would cruise at 15,000 feet at about
200 mi. per hour. As we approached our target we would push-over to gain speed to
about 12,000 feet.
Take note that as we approached our target the sky would become filled with
small black clouds – the benign remnants of anti-aircraft shells. We could see the muzzle
flashes of the guns which appeared to be 100 feet long. The exploding shrapnel from the
missile was the dangerous element. To add another colorful touch to this scene, the
Japanese fired a missile which produced a small white cloud with a translucent gel-like
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tear drop center. These were phosphorus bombs designed to melt the aluminum of the
plane if run into and no doubt would be devastating to human flesh as well!
It is vital, in our approach, that the pilots orient themselves to the target, and for
the pull-out, to head for home after dropping the bombs. If the plane is headed in the
wrong direction we may find ourselves deeper into enemy territory and in hells‟ way! To
turn and head back out afterwards could be calamitous. You may find yourself alone
with many more miles to traverse to get out safely.
Now for the dive! As our pilots pulled up to roll over into the dive they employed
the dive brakes (the upper and lower wing flaps which stabilize the speed of the dive).
To be upside down, or at zero gravity, it gave real meaning to the words, “Buckle-up.”
Flaps open; target sighted; dive at a 70 to 80 degree angle straight at the target;
arm the bombs; start spraying the target area with .50 caliber bullets; bombs away; close
flaps and pull back on the stick and pull out (hopefully) at about 1,500 feet over the tree
tops and head for home while joining up with torpedo-bombers, dive-bombers or fighters
for added fire power if needed.
From 12,000 feet to 1,500 feet is about 2 miles and at 276 mi./hr. (diving speed)
the total elapsed time would be an amazing 26 SECONDS to complete the dive.
The Japanese called the SBD “Gnats of Death”. They learned very quickly that
when .50 caliber slugs started spraying the bombs would come next.
The SBD was the guided missile of its day. Not unlike the Kamikaze we would
dive right at the target. Unlike the Kamikaze we would come back again and again.
Kamikazes were a desperate measure anyway – they didn‟t need to know how to land and
only had a half tank of fuel. They weren‟t supposed to return.
I didn‟t know at the time (fortunately) but many many years later I learned about
“target fixation”. It occurs when the pilot becomes so intent on the target that he forgets
to pull out. Bummer.
If the pilot pulls out at 1,000 feet we could probably feel the concussion. If he
pulls out much lower we could be strumming harps with the angels. Some pilots, a bit
apprehensive, if married might pull out at 2,000 feet. If they had children, maybe 2,500
feet. While not common, it has been known to happen, that while in a dive you could see
a bomb racing you to the target delivered accidentally or by a nervous pilot behind us.
In case your wondered why the bomb doesn‟t destroy the propeller when released,
I commend you for your perspicacity. A clever device called a Bomb Displacement
Crutch, into which the bomb is attached in a cradle-like device, will, upon the bomb‟s
release, swing the bomb slightly away from the fuselage thereby avoiding the propeller
without affecting its intended demise.
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On one of our early missions, 16 P-38 Lightning fighters were with us but not
content with flying high cover they decided to come down into the fray. We lost 8 of
them. They had great speed but their turning radius was bad. It was a superb plane for
photographic intelligence but not in a dogfight with a Japanese fighter.
The fighters (bless them) – which included Fred Losch in his F4U – did an
amazing job of keeping the Japanese fighters busy and away from us. But on one
occasion, just before our dive, when I looked to my left I was amazed to see a Zero only
about 100 feet away. Had he not made his abrupt turn soon enough he would have run
into us. I swung my twin 30‟s at him and started firing and got off a few bursts. I was
surprised to see the shiny khaki-colored fuselage with the large red “Rising Sun” (which
we called “meat balls”) on its side. My pilot, alerted by my firing, took evasive action
and began our dive. To this day I wonder whether or not I decommissioned that Zero.
Other than that the extent of my firing was limited to strafing when we were at
tree-top level following our dive. Again, it‟s hard to know whether or not you hit
anything flying at over 200 mi. per hr. If I hit anything I fervently hope it was something
strategic and not an innocent native.
Flying just over the tree tops was the safest place to be while exiting the target
area. The Japanese couldn‟t see you until you had already flown past them. They
couldn‟t use their weapons at us while we were coming or going. While strafing,
(hanging my twin 30‟s over the fuselage and firing) you never knew how effective your
fire power was.
It is important to note that the TBF or TBM torpedo-bombers (containing a 3 man
crew) were designed to discharge their torpedoes or heavy (2000 lb.) bombs from a glide.
They could not dive and they were extremely vulnerable to enemy fire if we (the divebombers) did not “knock out” the guns which would threaten them. (We called them
“flying coffins” and I‟m forever grateful I wasn‟t assigned to them. That‟s why we
preceded them in our attacks. Their mission when with us, was to drop their 2,000 lb.
bombs on the runways. (Sort of an exercise in futility because the Japanese would
quickly scamper out, after we left, and fix them). Only a temporary inconvenience.
An interesting phenomenon took place when we pulled out of our dive. It‟s called
“G-Force”. I don‟t know exactly how many G‟s we pulled ( I think 4 or 5) and I don‟t
know the pilots reaction (some things you‟re better off not knowing) but to me it felt like
a 500 lb. gorilla was sitting on me. My cheeks felt like they were touching my
collarbones and I was completely immobilized for those few seconds. When we leveledoff the G force subsided I could then straighten my ammo belts and start strafing.
January 14, 1944 – Our first major strike, originally scheduled for Lakunai airfield again,
was clouded over but we went after shipping in the harbor. As we began our approach I
looked to my right and saw an unbelievable sight. An SBD in our formation was drifting
away with its tail severed and hanging by some cables. The plane was doomed and I
didn‟t know the occupants until I got back to my tent. The gunner was Paul McCleaf a
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tent mate who had occupied the cot next to mine. It was disheartening to say the least
when someone came to remove his effects. I didn‟t know whether he had survived until
many years later I read a book entitled “The Siege of Rabaul” by a Japanese American
named Henry Sakaida. Mr. Sakaida wrote a fascinating book from the perspective of the
Japanese who had borne the brunt of our missions.
I learned, reading his book that Lt. Tuck and Pfc. Paul McCleaf had survived by
parachuting from their stricken plane and had been picked up by the Japanese. Paul had
been placed in a prisoner-of-war camp along with about 35 other crewmen both U.S. and
Australian. On the pretext of moving them to another, safer, base (because Allied strikes
might endanger them) the Japanese Officer in charge executed them all. Lt. Tuck
(according to Mr. Sakaida) died a few months later of malaria. The Japanese in dire
straights due to impending food and medicine shortages allowed our air crewman to die
untreated or solved their food shortage by executing them. In my observation the
Japanese, not unlike some tribes of our Native Americans, might respect an opponent
who died fighting but had disdain and contempt for anyone who surrendered.
I also learned from Mr. Sakaida‟s book that Pappy Boyington and one other pilot
had survived, the only ones to have, by the good graces of an interrogator who convinced
his commanding officers that they had significant additional information which could be
better extracted in Tokyo. (There is some suspicion that the interrogator wanted to get
away from doomed Rabaul as well.)
I would like to quote from the official War Diary of VMSB-341 (just to show the
official rendering of a few of our efforts).
“11. January, 1944: Thirty-six (36) pilots with gunners went on a strike to
Lakunai Airfield, Rabual, but target was closed in by weather. They hit the tertiary
target – Cape St. George. Four (4) of the planes had to return because of engine trouble.
Mission report attached. Lt. Gaynor and his gunner made the morning search from
Torokina sighting footprints on the beach near the mouth of the Jaba River. He bombed
the bivouac area between Mawaraka and Mosigetta, destroying more buildings and
starting a fire. Lt. Hooper and his gunner took part in three missions during the day;
one against the above mentioned bivouac area and two against an ammunition dump in
the Kusome Area starting three fires. Lt. Carroll, who was unable to make the Lakunai
Strip, was assigned to join the strike against the ammunition dump and return to Munda.
“12 January, 1944: Shipping standby. Fifteen (15) pilots with their gunners. Lt.
Cole made a test hop at Piva strip, Torokina. Lt. Hooper and his gunner, with another
SBD, struck a Jap rest home on the East Ridge of the Sava River, damaging the building.
Lt. Gaynor made the evening search from Torokina – results negative.
“13 January, 1944: Ten (10) pilots and their gunners were assigned to a strike
on Lakunai Airfield, Rabaul but they were turned back by bad weather after leaving
Torokina. They left their bombs at Torokina and returned to Munda. The pilots were
Lts. Coonley, Rohe, Dover, Ball, Rasmusson, Tuck, Crellin, Harkins, Tassos and Kelly.
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Lt. Smith made a camera test hop. Lt. Thompson flew Lt. Goeke to Barakoma to pick up
an SBD and then both returned to Munda. Lt. Black and his gunner flew a search
mission – results negative. Lt. Finlayson and his gunner flew two search missions, the
results being negative. Lt. Thompson flew to Ondonga and return. Lt. Gaynor and his
gunner joined a strike on enemy positions south of Torokina. Lt. Hooper and his gunner
bombed an enemy bivouac area south of Torokina.
“14 January, 1944: Thirteen (13) pilots and their gunners were assigned to a
strike on Lakunai Airfield, Rabaul. Because of their primary target being closed in by
weather, the secondary target (shipping) was attacked, with effective results. Lt. Dover
was credited with an effective hit on an AK, later confirmed. PFC Houlroyd was credited
with shooting down a Zeke, by Lt. Eichenhorn, his pilot. Lt. H.R. Tuck was involved in a
mid-air collision and went down about 2 ½ miles north of Tawui Pt., New Britain, in the
St. George Channel. Another plane in formation was seen to cut his plane‟s tail off, but
the other plane was never identified. One other plane did not return from the strike. A
Dumbo made searches in the area with negative results. Lt. Tuck‟s plane was No. 27,
BuNo. 36230 and his gunner was PFC Paul F. McCleaf, USMCR, Ser. No. 486913. This
strike received three (3) dispatches of commendation which read as follows; From
ComAirSols. “The outstanding achievements in yesterdays strike on Rabaul are most
gratifying. It is with extreme pride that I extend you a highly merited well done.
Mitchell.” From: ComThird Fleet. “The South Pacific crew is again cheering your
hard riding boys for the way they keep pouring it on. Your deliveries at Rabaul are more
regular than Uncle Sugar Mail and equally good for moral. Best wishes for continued
good hunting” From: CincPac. “Hearty congratulations to all concerned on the
damage inflicted on ships and aircraft in Simpson Harbor Strike.” Signed, Admiral
Nimitz “Mission report attached.”
I have already told you about Paul, and next another loss of a fellow gunner who
was a friend, a redheaded freckle-faced kid who kept saying, “Wait „till Sidney gets to
Sydney!” A great regret is that he never made it there.
“15 January, 1944: Lts. Blackburn, Thompson, Anderson, Carroll, Haraway,
Kelley and their gunners were assigned ground support missions at Torokina. Lts.
Blackburn and Thompson, and their gunners, struck a bridge below Kirinana Crossing at
Monoitu Mission and returned to Munda – results unobserved. Lts. Anderson and
Carroll and their gunners flew on patrol from Torokina in the morning and returned.
Later (1600) they were assigned to patrol, bomb and strafe Monoitu Mission Bridge and
return to Munda. After striking the target, Lt. Carroll and his gunner, Sgt John F.
Farrelly, USMC, Ser. No. 386168, were lost. This happened at 1715, while flying
through a storm cloud between the Shortland Islands and Vella Lavella. Lt. L.H.
Anderson was flying wing on him when he disappeared. Lt. Anderson searched the area
for an hour and a half and then returned to Torokina where he reported Lt. Carroll
missing. (Lt. Anderson did not return to Munda until 1300, 17 January, 1944, with the
word of Lt. Carroll‟s disappearance). Lt. Carroll‟s plane was No. 109, BuNo. 28290.”
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(There is another phenomenon which occurs in flight called “vertigo”. It is
manifested by an imbalance which makes you presume you are flying level where in
actuality you are not. This occurs when the horizon is obscured – in a storm or in clouds
– which is what apparently happened to Lt. Carroll. In such circumstances it is
mandatory that you trust your instruments).
“17 January, 1944: Twenty-nine (29) pilots and their gunners left Torokina for a
shipping strike. Fifteen (15) planes attacked and fourteen (14) turned back because of
engine trouble. Lts. Detwiler and Cole obtained direct and damaging hits on two AKs.
Lts. Rasmusson and Crellin obtained two damaging misses on two AKs. Lt. Bishop and
his gunner, PFC Richard L. Parrow, USMCR, Ser.No. 487825, did not return. They were
last seen going into the water two miles east of Cape Gazelle, New Britain. Lt. Bishop‟s
plane was No. 150, BuNo. 28316. This strike received two dispatches of commendation
which read as follows: From: ComThird Fleet. “A large platter of disintegrated and
sinking Able King makes a very fine breakfast dish. Loud cheers to you boys again for a
magnificent job.” From: ComAirSols. “Your blasting of Rabaul shipping on the
seventeenth has the well merited applause of this entire command. Well done. Mitchell.”
Mission report attached.”
(Of course the War Diary recorded each mission and rosters of pilots and their
gunners. The excerpts I have shown give you an idea of our experiences. They showed
some of the good and some of the bad. There is one more I would like to enter which
indicates that not all downed air crewmen suffer bad consequences.)
“10 July, 1944: Thirty (30) pilots and their gunners, plus three spares, were
assigned to strike Vulcan Crater Barge Hideout. Mission report attached. Lt. Thompson
made a water landing just off Boang Island. Both he and his gunner CPL Leo D. Cohen
were rescued. The selector valve on his plane, BuNo. 54291, stuck. He did not reach
target.”
Most pilots at one time or another hearing or perceiving an anomaly in the aircraft
and questioning the safety of the mission would leave formation and return to base. After
a short time the commanding officer issued a statement that any plane that returned
would be checked out by him. On the 16th of January, while trying to gain altitude, my
pilot, employing blowers (to increase engine power), noticed that they didn‟t respond.
Impaired power – impaired mission. We returned to Torokina and he reported the
malfunction. If any pilot would “chicken-out” I know that Lt. Black would not be one.
The C.O., true to his word, took the plane up to check it out. He returned quickly and
made a “dead-stick” landing. No power at all. Had Lt. Black not detected that problem
we would have wound up in the “drink” or worse.
January 25, 1944 – The Seabees (bless them) had been able to build quarters for us and
we moved to Bougainville to get closer to our target, saving fuel and air time for the
planes. We were still in tents but there were wooden planks as flooring and the walls
were screened. We even had mosquito netting over our cots (malaria prevention you
know). To us, after our accommodations at Munda, it seemed like the Waldorf Astoria.
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They had even dug foxholes for us alongside the tent. The only problem – the “water
table” being so high, there was a foot of water at its bottom.
We often had a visitor at night. “Washing Machine Charlie”. A Japanese bomber
would fly over, usually at high altitudes – the searchlights would go on and the sirens
would go off. He was called “washing machine” because his engines made a thumping
noise similar to a washing machine. One night he came by and as usual we went outside.
Not jumping in the foxhole – water you know – I sad down on my helmet. I didn‟t
realize until much later that the “all clear” had sounded. Everyone else had gone back to
sleep and I had fallen asleep sitting on my helmet. Sheepishly and embarrassed – though
no one was around – I picked up my helmet and gingerly trod back to my bunk.
On our first of the three six week tours, “Ack Ack” and I would complete 6
strikes of the 13 missions – bad weather being the limiting factor.
In their infinite wisdom the powers that be determined that pilots and gunners,
after 6 weeks, needed some R & R (Rest & Relaxation).
In my oral presentation to the students I interjected this description: Our squadron
engaged in three six week tours in combat. Between the 1st & 2nd and 2nd & 3rd tours,
pilots and gunners were sent on an extremely hazardous one week mission to infiltrate the
pubs and interrogate the ladies in Sydney, Australia. We completed our mission
meritoriously. One thing you can say about Marines – they never equivocate when duty
calls. Tough mission – but, hey, someone had to do it.
As we headed for Sydney, I was reminded of the remark of Sgt. John Farrelly
made – “Wait „till Sidney gets to Sydney”. Regrettably he couldn‟t be with us.
February 11, 1944 – We boarded an R4D at Torokina Strip in Bougainville and began a
series of flights which would take a total of 20 hours. First we stopped at Guadalcanal
and the next day, after stopping briefly in Espirito Santo, we arrived at Bauer Field,
Efate. For some strange reason unknown to me, we wouldn‟t continue our journey until
the 17th. Then another stop overnight at Tontouda, New Caledonia (south of the New
Hebrides). Then on the 18th we left Tontouda for Sydney again stopping at Brisbane,
Australia. This time for only 2 hours. And finally on February 19th our recuperation
began and we, as they say in New Orleans, “let the good times roll!” – until our departure
on February 26th. In my Flight Log I made the notation (What a time!).
The Australians by and large are and were a very close ally of ours and even
more-so (to use a colloquialism) because we saved their ass. Most of their eligible men
were off to war so the women were starved for companionship and the American
servicemen, usually after combat, were hungry for and provided that companionship.
Even though temporary, the escape from the threat imposed by combat, comfortable
living conditions, choice of edible food, some privacy, money to spend and feminine
company on which to spend it – what‟s not to like!
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A couple of fellow gunners and I rented an apartment in King‟s Cross. A
bohemian-like area of Sydney. Sydney itself was a large cosmopolitan city, clean
European-like in its architecture.
The owners of vehicles, without doubt because of gasoline shortages, were very
enterprising (especially for 1944). Many vehicles carried on their roof a large bag filled
with a non-liquid gas to power their cars. The Aussies often remarked how apprehensive
they were of an explosion because of the Yanks‟ habit of flipping their cigarette butts.
Another innovative form of propulsion was a coal or wood fired boxlike stove they had
affixed to the back of the vehicle. I can only presume it was to generate steam for their
engine.
There is a story about some Aussie soldiers who had returned from combat to find
some of their women and facilities occupied by the “Yanks”. A few of them, in anger,
sought out a group of Marines in a pub and started to vent their fury. Big mistake. The
group they attacked were Carlson‟s Raiders. An elite Marine “special forces” group
(commanded by an outstanding Marine who rose to the rank of Brig. Gen, E.F. Carlson –
a legend in Marine lore) coming for R&R after combat in the Solomons.
An interesting challenge occurred in at least one of the pubs in downtown Sydney.
In this very large pub on the ground floor of a hotel were very large chandeliers with very
large glass bowl-shaped appendages. In the bottom could be seen a great number of
coins. The challenge took place when the customers flipped rather large coins into the air
in an attempt to drop one into the bowl. I wasn‟t a subscriber to this sport but I presume
the loser would pay for the drinks. Of course the real winner could have been the
proprietor who on occasion would remove some of the coins before the weight brought
the whole thing down.
Whether I was trying to hedge my bet, curiosity or the need for spiritual
participation, on Saturday I attended the morning service at the main synagogue in
downtown Sydney. It had been built many, many years before in an elegant Gothic
architectural design and originally it was higher than most building in the area. Over the
years, development of higher rising buildings adjacent to the synagogue (which is Greek
for assembly area) had dwarfed the edifice. It is set back somewhat and at the entrance to
the courtyard is a large ornate wrought iron fence.
(I would like to digress a bit to comment about the fences or walls at entrances to
synagogues my wife and I have seen in most countries (over 40 we visited) around the
world. We, in the United States are fortunate, for the most part, to be in a country where
religious institutions do not require that degree of precaution. In many foreign countries
initial tolerance can ultimately turn to Russian “progrom” or the German “Holocaust”.
Surprisingly, in Germany, where Reform Judaism originated, a vast number of the
Jewish people considered themselves Germans first and Jews second. Of course it
availed them nothing. Needing a convenient scapegoat, they were sacrificed by Hitler
and to steal their property, art and wealth to finance his war machine. Hate can be a very
unifying element. To someone‟s detriment).
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Back to Sydney and the service I attended. I observed the most reverent service I
had ever attended. The ushers were dressed in grey tuxedos with top hats. They quickly
seated me with a father and son to be my hosts. The interior of the synagogue was most
elegant – from the candelabrum to the ark to the other accoutrements. And the service
itself, very traditional and memorable.
My host invited me to his home for the Sabbath dinner, which I accepted, and I
met his family. An elderly patriarch, his wife and children were present and the meal
reminded me of home. Their eldest son, about my age, was in the Australia Air Force
and away in the New Guinea area (probably flying against Rabaul as well). In a sense I
served as a surrogate.
For the record, I would like to extend to all the people of Australia my heartfelt
gratitude. Whether in Brisbane or Sydney or Melbourne or point in between, they made
us feel at home and gave us the respite we appreciated.
But as all things must, it ended, and we returned to war.
February 26, 1944 – Sydney to Brisbane – 3hrs.; Brisbane to Tontouta – 6 hrs. (I told
you those R4D‟s were slow); overnight at Tontouta, New Caledonia; then on to Efate,
New Hebrides where we would stay until March 3rd, when we left for Green Island – our
new home on a tiny island north of Bougainville and this time only 125 miles from
Rabaul and 250 miles to Kavieng (northern tip of New Ireland) and no Japanese on Green
Island. But – on our way there we stopped again at Espirito Santo then Guadalcanal –
again – and spent the night there. The extended stay at Efate was purposeful. They had
some SBD‟s there and the pilots got a chance to re-hone their skills before returning to
combat.
March 4, 1944 – We left Guadalcanal and yes one more stop at Bougainville for only 1
hour and finally our new home for the next 6 weeks.
In the interim I had been promoted to Sergeant on March 2nd.
The month of March was spent getting the pilots back into the flying routine –
mostly tactical flying. But April would put us back in the fray.
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April 1944: 5 Strikes, 8 Missions; 286.5 hours, Total flying time to date.
SECOND TOUR BEGINS
April 7th – Green Island to Kavieng Airdrome, New Ireland – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
April 9th – G.I. to Raporo Airdrome, Rabaul – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
April 17th – Kabanga Bay Supply Area (Rabaul) – strike – 500 lb. incendiary cluster and
2 – 250# wing bombs.
April 20th – Vunakanau Airdrome (Rabaul) – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
April 26th – Raporo Airdrome (Rabaul) – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
We went out a second time on April 26th – target Talili Bay Supply area but it was
incomplete due to weather. Again on April 29th – target Tobera Airdrome incomplete –
weather. Then on the 30th a search mission for an F4U pilot – results negative, to my
great sadness and dismay.
May 2nd – Tobera Airdrome (Rabaul) – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
May 5th – Borpop Coastal Guns (New Ireland) – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
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May 14th – Lakunai Airdrome (Rabaul Harbor Area) – strike – 1000 lb. bomb.
This tour we completed 8 strikes and 11 missions. More gratifying. And I had
been promoted to Staff Sergeant. The pilots, especially, were ready for R & R and our
2nd tour ended. Off again to Sydney. And again I was reminded of that red-headed
freckle-face kid, John Farrelly. He could only be with us in spirit.
The Japanese aircraft, originally over 1500, were decimated – mostly by our
fighters and as mentioned earlier 1520 were officially shot down. The few remaining
aircraft were flown to the island of Truk to fend off our invasions up the island chain. It
would be a short respite. Truk was invaded later and those planes were destroyed
anyway.
Our trip to Sydney was pretty much a repeat of the previous one with one
exception. From Noumea, New Caledonia we flew to Rose Bay Harbor, Sydney aboard a
PBM-3 Mariner. A very large amphibious plane which landed us right at Sydney‟s
doorstep by a water landing in the Rose Bay Harbor. The flight was a special and
pleasant experience.
Now for Sydney! This time my Flight Log mentioned (Wow! What a time!) I
don‟t know what could have topped our first trip to Sydney but this time we appreciated
it even more.
May 30, 1944 – Back on the PBM-3 from Rose Bay Harbor to Noumea and on –
May 31, 1944 – Again in the PBM-3 we flew to Havan Harbor, Efate, New Hebrides
after stopping overnight a Noumea. The flight was designated as NATS (Naval Air
Transport Service).
And we went by truck to Camp Baker in Efate. There we would stay flying some
Division Tactics until –
June 22, 1944 – Left Efate by SCAT (the Army Air Transport Service). The ubiquitous
R4D again. Island hopping as usual. To Espirit Santo then on the Guadalcanal (where
we spent the night). And on the 23rd, after a quick stop at Green Island we went on to our
next base of operation – Emirau.
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THIRD TOUR BEGINS
Emerau was another very small island but north of New Ireland and devoid of
Japanese, which put us just a few miles from Kavieng but farther from Rabaul. I don‟t
know who planned this debacle but we only had two flights from Emirau. Our first flight
on June 28th was to a Garden plot of guns near Tobera but it was incomplete. The second
flight on the 29th was a target at Rapopo Supply Area near Rabaul which took four hours
but when we struck from Green Island it only took three hours. SO –

July 1944: 7 Strikes, 9 Missions; 367.8 hours, Total flying time to date.
July 5, 1944 – Back to operate from Green Island again. This time we would be much
more active and the threat of Japanese fighters was non-existent.
We would strike an additional 11 times carrying a 500 lb. belly bomb and two 250
lb. wing bombs except for one flight on which we carried two 250 lb. incendiary clusters
on the wings hitting the Kabang Bay area.
Lt. Black and I completed 26 strikes and 39 missions although the awards group
claimed 40 missions. We were extremely fortunate to have been hit by only a few bullets
and shrapnel. On one flight, Lt. Black heard what sounded like machine gun fire coming
from the front of the aircraft but he wasn‟t squeezing the trigger. Upon landing we found
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a nick in the propeller. Apparently after hitting the prop the slug entered the cowling
around the engine and was rattling around – sounding like a machine gun.
Shortly before leaving combat a replacement gunner flew with “Ack Ack” on an
orientation flight. Since I had always flown with Lt. Black I never was concerned about a
tactic he employed just after becoming airborne. As soon as he would feel the tires
leaving the runway he would pull his wheels up. This was a good practice because in
case of engine failure you would be better off landing on the planes belly then nosing
over. But a curious phenomenon took place just as the wheels were lifted – the plane
seemed to settle just a bit before gaining altitude. I had noticed this in the shadow on the
runway but it never bothered me even though other gunners exhibited concern about the
procedure. I was standing alongside the runway watching Lt. Black take off with that
new gunner and when I saw the wheels come up and the plane settle my knees began to
shake. Inexplicable.
On our last tour, with the threat of Japanese fighters gone we would, on occasion,
not have a specific target – these would be called “targets of opportunity”. If we saw
anything that looked like a viable target candidate we could glide-bomb. This would be
done at much lower altitudes (easier to identify potential targets).
The most essential aspect of “glide-bombing” is to pull up and or out upon
releasing the bomb. At low altitudes, the trajectory of the bomb would place it beneath
the plane upon detonation. If you didn‟t pull up quickly or bank left or right quickly you
could find yourself in harm‟s way of your own making.
I will quote from the War Diary on August 13, 1944: “Nineteen (19) pilots and
their gunners were assigned to a strike on Kalili Plantation on New Ireland but target
was closed in. Targets of Opportunity were hit instead. Mission report attached. PFC
Robert C. Heroux, USMCR, Ser.No. 507231, gunner in the rear seat of Lt. Pettyjohn‟s
plane, was killed on the flight”.
Lt. Pettyjohn, a replacement pilot decided to glide-bomb a target. Inexperienced
or negligent he failed the basic pull-out and was over his bomb when it went off! PFC.
Heroux, a replacement gunner died when a piece of shrapnel, from his own bomb, came
up under his seat and through his seat-pack parachute and into him. His blood was
dripping on the tail wheel when they landed. His was the only funeral we attended.
In the line company the “grunts”, fighting hand to hand, see the horrors of war up
close and personal. In the air wing your compatriots just disappear. PFC Heroux was an
exception.
Our squadron VMSB-341 lost 25% of our flight crews. Ten pilots and eleven
gunners. This loss was only in the Rabaul Campaign. More were, regrettably, lost when
our squadron went on to the Philippines.
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The replacements for our squadron went on to combat in the Philippines after our
original squadron members were relieved. One pilot replacement was Jerry Coleman
who left a promising career as a baseball player for the New York Yankees to fly the
SBD in VMSB-341 and he was recalled to fly in the Korean war later, pretty much
destroying his baseball career. He is now, and has been for quite some time the “Voice
of the San Diego Padres”. My wife and I attended a memorial service for our former
skipper Col. William Clasen. Jerry Coleman was present as a speaker as were other
pilots of VMSB-341 including my pilot who by that time, serving in the Korean War was
Major A.A. Black. Also present were pilots of his fighter squadron and fellow
employees of an aircraft company our charismatic skipper joined and worked for after his
Marine career ended.
A notable event occurred about midway through our last tour. I heard of a V-12
college program being offered by the Marine Corps. Since our combat missions had
become less dangerous and our return home in sight, I applied. It seemed I was accepted
and was close to planning my exit. Fellow gunners were offering me their staff sergeant
chevrons which were not readily available. Fate would intervene as other squadrons each
submitted an applicant. We met in a large tent. The subject was seated in the center
surrounded by “brass” of all denominations. We were asked a great many questions one
of which was, “Do you plan on making the Marine Corps your career?” I had enlisted as
a “regular” not wanting the stigma (as I saw it) of reserve. I really had not contemplated
a military career so in all naiveté (also being a rather honest kid) I answered “No”. That
simple utterance would end that opportunity. Fate is indeed fickle. Had I been accepted,
I very well could have made the Marine Corps my career.
On the final page of my Flight Log, as regards combat operations, a slip of typed
paper was inserted signed by Capt. Ralph Y. Trotter, USMCR. It read; “Participated in
air operations as a radio gunner with VMSB-341 from Munda Airfield, New Georgia and
Piva Uncle Strip, Torokina, Bougainville, over enemy held Southern Bougainville and
Rabaul, New Britain during the period 31 Dec. 43 to 11 Feb. 44; from Ocean Field,
Green Island from 4 Apr. 44 to 14 May 44; From Emirau over Kavieng and Rabaul from
1 Jun 44 to 7 Jun 44; From Ocean Field, Green Island over Rabaul and Kavieng from 8
Jun 44 to 10 Sept 44.” This was my official combat record. To that point and time I had
flown a total of 382.3 hours.
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GOING – HOME SWEET HOME
My final flights overseas were with the R4D‟s again on September 17th from
Green Island to Bougainville and on September 18th to Munda. There we stayed until –
September 26, 1944 – We boarded a Dutch vessel, the Bosch Fontein, at 1600 (or 4:00
p.m.) and we were going home --- but not quite yet. Let‟s see if you make sense of this.
September 27, 1944 – Departed Munda for Guadalcanal
September 28, 1944 – Departed the „canal for Tulagi and stayed overnight until –
September 30, 1944 – Returned to the „canal for more loading of water, food etc.
October 2, 1944 – Finally departed for the “States”.
(It seemed to me they could have equipped the vessel with all the goodies before
picking us up. To have a vessel full of troops – eating, drinking, washing and whatever
for 6 days would use up some of those supplies). But, hey, what do I know?
This ship, a Dutch vessel, was like night and day compared to the Puebla. It was
a clean and orderly ship and quite obviously well maintained and fast. Perhaps no
evasive action this time.
One thing stands out. It was like a gambling ship. All these guys with payday
burning a hole in their pockets decided to hit the jackpot before getting back. They were
shooting craps. They had every conceivable card game going. If they could have found a
roulette table they would have used that too. Never having been addicted to gambling, I
was only an observer. (I don‟t like losing so I don‟t gamble). Our sleeping quarters were
similar to the Puebla. Racks (bunks) stacked 3 or 4 high. Food not noteworthy but who
cared – we were going home!
October 6, 1944 – Crossed the international date line. Reclaiming our lost day. And on –
October 18, 1944 – Just 15 days later (considering the regained day) we passed under the
Golden Gate Bridge at 10:55 A.M. and docked at Dock 7 at 12:09 – a band awaited us!
(I did have a slight adverse moment as we were about to pass under the bridge. I
was sure the smoke stacks of the Bosch Fontein were too high to clear the bridge. Stupid,
I know, but I would have hated to have anything mar our arrival).
October 19, 1944 – We left by train for San Diego. (Where on earth did all of us stay
overnight? I don‟t remember).
October 20, 1944 – Arrived at Camp Miramar, San Diego to await our 30 day leave. (We
must have boarded that train at night. I cannot conceive of a trip of about 600 miles
taking a whole day).
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An interesting (to me at least) event took place at Camp Miramar just after we
arrived. It seems a directive was put out requiring all personnel to qualify for Abandon
Ship Drill. I had spent 53 days aboard 3 ships going to and coming back from combat.
Now they wanted us to learn how to abandon ship.
At the end of a large swimming pool was a 15‟ high platform from which we were
to jump. On this platform was a cot. Anyone who refused to jump could spend the rest
of his life there. Even though I am not water oriented, if I died jumping in the water it
would be better than the embarrassment of not jumping. We were instructed to place one
hand over our nostrils to prevent water rushing into our head and the other hand covering
our “family jewels”.
We would jump feet first. Safer, in case the water was filled with flotsam and
jestsam. Before I was halfway down I think I was reaching for an invisible lifeline. But I
hit the water and paddled or thrashed my way to the pool‟s edge. Mission accomplished.
Now I knew how to abandon a ship which I wouldn‟t be on. And on –
November 17, 1944 – I left Camp Miramar for North Hollywood, Cal. Where my family
had taken residence. It would be 2 ½ years since I had seen them.
I met a man on the bus ride to Hollywood who lived in the “Valley” (had his car
parked there) and he offered me a ride to my folks house. I gratefully accepted. And
when we got near my destination he had a problem finding the street. Not wanting to
impose on him further I asked him to let me out on a corner at a gas station where I could
use a phone to call my parents. I had wanted to surprise them but this would have to do.
And I think my mother jumped out of the car before it stopped. I was home again,
travails forgotten or at least obscured, for 30 days. In the window of my parents home, of
course, proudly hung the little flag with 2 blue stars (which were so ubiquitous in so
many homes with veterans). The second blue star was for my brother, Sol, who had
joined the Navy.
December 18, 1944 – Reported to El Centro Marine Air Base for further duty but didn‟t
know at the time what it would be. El Centro is located in Imperial County about 120
miles east of San Diego. A great place for an air field because of the rural nature of the
area – and even today it is mostly agricultural.
January 22, 1945 – My fate had finally been determined – I would become an instructor
in operational radio. This would be my final MOS (Marine Occupational Specialty) until
I had completed my four year hitch. Actually four years and four days.
Instructors and Staff NCO‟s had their own room separated from the main
barracks. The weather in the valley was always hot. I remember the very large “swamp”
coolers (large fans drawing air through excelsior pads kept constantly moist by a trickle
of water). Rain was a rarity if not an anomaly.
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In order to retain flight pay status I would go up a couple of times a month with
mostly student pilots. I flew mostly in R4D‟s but occasionally in my beloved SBD and
even its rival (but no contest) the SB2C Curtis Helldiver. It was to replace the SBD but
fell far short. It was on April 12th, flying on a 4.2 hour flight in an R5C with a pilot
named G.G. Duffy, that I heard the news that President Roosevelt had died.
Since I was fortunate to have most week-ends off, except when I drew guard duty
(consisting of frequent patrols to be sure everything was secure) so I bought a 1940
Plymouth (with payday‟s saved – not gambled away) and I always had a full carload
going on liberty in Los Angeles or Hollywood. It was a long trip – about 250 miles each
way. I would always nap Sunday afternoons anticipating that drive but with 4 or 5
sleeping Marines on board I had to struggle to stay awake. Especially on the long
straight stretch of about 80 miles from Indio to Brawley. A 2 lane ribbon of road which
paralleled the Salton Sea. It was almost shocking to see another car, it was so desolate.
During a short period of time, each year, crickets would amass themselves under
the rare light standards in the Indio area. When you drove over them on the roadway,
sitting under the light, it would sound like Rice Krispies (pardon the metaphor or simile).
Snap, crackle and pop, you know.
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When I joined the Marine Corps my monthly salary was 21 dollars per month.
(Of course we had room and board). As Staff Sergeant with flight pay when I left the
Corps I had graduated monetarily to the handsome sum of $100.80 per month. But then I
didn‟t join for the monetary awards.
But speaking of awards!

I had earned the
Air Crewman Wings with
3 stars – signifying
engagements in air, sea
and land combat. (The
wings are the same for
Marines and Navy Air
crewman).
Of course I was
entitled to the WWII
Victory Medal. And the
Asian Pacific Theater
Medal with 2 stars
signifying 3 tours of duty.
Another was the
American Campaign
Medal and being a pretty
good kid I had earned the
Marine Good Conduct
Medal.
Our squadron, I
was told, had earned 2
Presidential Unit Citation
ribbons. (This is not a
medal but rather a ribbon
presented to the unit not to an individual). It is a prestigious award.
I never thought I had earned anything more. Just doing my job, you know. But in
December of 1997 while visiting my son, Jeremy, who lived in Florida near Boca Raton,
we took a trip to Rotunda West, on the Gulf (west) side of Florida to visit my friend and
fellow gunner Mel Clark and his wife. While there, Mel showed Jeremy the citations he
had received – the Air Medals and the Distinguished Flying Cross. I was asked by
Jeremy why I hadn‟t received them and my answer was – I didn‟t think I had done
anything outstanding to deserve them. (Pretty hard to be a hero in the back seat of an
airplane).
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Nevertheless, Mel gave me the address of the “Awards Group” and I promised
Jeremy that I would inquire. That was in December of 1997. In May of 1998 I received
a letter from the Military Awards Group, after reviewing my combat records, stating that
I had earned 6 Air Medals. (Apparently you can earn each Air Medal by engaging the
enemy in 6 or 7 missions). Since I had completed 40 missions I was entitled to 6 Air
Medals which are represented by the medal itself signifying one and the other 5 medals
by a gold star affixed to the ribbon part of the medal. They stated that they had sent the
award to the Commanding General at Camp Pendleton, California (near Oceanside where
I live) and that I had earned a Distinguished Flying Cross but since a moratorium on the
DFC had been enacted it would take a law by the U.S. Congress to reinstate it.

Without a doubt, receiving the Air Medals on June 6, 1998 from Brig. Gen.
Claude Reinke was infinitely more rewarding because my wife, of blessed memory, and
most of my family attended the event.
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The Air Medal read:

THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
THIS IS TO CERTIFY THAT
THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
HAS AWARDED THE
AIR MEDAL
(GOLD STARS FOR THE 1ST THROUGH SIXTH AWARDS)
TO
STAFF SERGEANT SIDNEY H. ZIMMAN UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS
FOR
MERITORIOUS ACHIEVEMENT WHILE PARTICIPATING IN AERIAL FLIGHT
FROM 9 JANUARY TO 28 JULY 1944
Given this 30th day of Apr. 1998
C.C.KRULAK
COMMANDANT OF THE MARINE CORPS
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In January 1999 I received a letter from the Acting Head of the Military Awards
Branch written on the 19th that: As a result of the recent enactment of Subtitle D, Section
532 to the National Defense Authorization Act for the Fiscal Year 1999, which
authorized the waiver for the time limitations for the award of certain decorations to
certain persons, the Commandant of the Marine Corps has approved the awarding of the
Distinguished Flying Cross and Gold Star in lieu of the Second Award of the
Distinguished Flying Cross to you.
The medal, citations, and certification are being forwarded to the Commanding
General, Marine Corps Base, Box 55510, Camp Pendleton, California for presentation.
You will be contacted in the near future concerning the ceremony.
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It did indeed take place a couple of weeks later, again with my family, relatives and
friends attending. Also presented with the DFC was a fellow gunner from my squadron
who lived nearby, Wally Ostrowski. Major General Edward Hanlon, Jr. presented the
medals.

The citation read:
For extraordinary achievement while participating in aerial flight with Marine
Scout Bomber Squadron 341 from 7 to 26 April 1944. In the successful completion of
these missions Staff Sergeant Zimman contributed materially to the success of United
States efforts. By his undaunting courage, superior airmanship, and unyielding devotion
to duty in the face of hazardous flying conditions, Staff Sergeant Zimman reflected great
credit upon himself and upheld the highest traditions of the Marine Corps and the United
States Naval Service. Again signed, “For the President”, by General Krulak.
The second citation was similar except for the dates which were from 30 July to
30 August 1944.
Was I surprised that I had earned these medals, you bet. Never thought I was
doing anything special. Was I appreciative, a resounding yes. Especially for my family
and future members. If they look back and take some pride in what this old curmudgeon
did and a little of the good I have accomplished rubs off I will, in a sense, have earned
my salt. This humble attempt at literature is aimed at them in particular. If others find it
worthy I am truly humbled
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Posing with the painting commissioned by the Distinguished Flying Cross Society
If you look hard you might see that old Marine in Blues to the right of the medal.

Master Artist, Ruth Mayer, center, Nov. 11, 2007 at the unveiling of her outstanding
painting of the Distinguish Flying Cross.
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Another award, in which I take pride, is my acceptance into the Enlisted Combat Air
Crew Honor Roll.

The presentation
ceremony occurred on
November 4, 2004
aboard the USS
Yorktown berthed (after
being decommissioned)
at Patriots Point, South
Carolina (near
Charlestown). Four
WWII Marines and 37
sailors were inducted.
This honor is exclusively
for enlisted Marine and
Navy Air Crewman who
have been in combat and
received meritorious
awards. In addition to
each years honor roll a
plaque is presented
commemorating the
event. Of course many
(8 in fact) were presented
posthumously. One,
whose relatives received
the award, was Grady A. York, Jr. If you have occasion to read the book “Fly Boys”
written by James Bradley (son of John Bradley, the corpsman who was one of the six
who raised the flag on Iwo Jima). York as one of the air crewman captured by the
Japanese on Chi Chi Jima after his plane was shot down. York was killed and
cannibalized by his captors.

I was grateful to have been joined by my daughter, Jill, and
after flying to Philadelphia we were joined by my
Granddaughter, Yolanna, and her two young children,
Shaianne and Cyrus. We drove to Patriots Pt. and they
helped make the occasion more memorable.

From the time I was
discharged, the Marine
Corps became somewhat of a memory as I pursued my career.
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Many, many years late Wally Ostrowski told me that our squadron was holding
bi-yearly reunions. The first I attended with my wife, Shirlee, was in Seattle, Washington
in 1982. It was outstanding to see many of the pilots and gunners again. Of course we
told our war stories and maybe some were slightly embellished. Our host provided us
with baseball caps with our squadron logo
on a patch. Someone, clever, had come up
with a turtle carrying a bomb as our logo.
Appropriate since the SBD was rather
slow but tough.
Shirlee and I decided, since we
were so close to Canada, that we would go
on to Victoria, B.C. and on to Lake Louise
and Banff and to see the glacier. When we
got to the Canadian border the customs
officer made quite an issue about carrying
guns or ammo into Canada. We tried to
assure him that we, a couple of old coots,
were not armed. He told us to pull over to
the side and another officer, a woman, had us open the trunk and after inspection told us
again that firearms were not allowed in Canada. Then they let us go. It was quite some
time later that I realized why they were so adamant. I had been wearing the baseball cap
with our logo. When they saw a turtle carrying the bomb they presumed we belonged to
a separatist or militant group not uncommon in Idaho and adjacent states. But all-in-all it
was a great reunion and a great trip.

1982 reunion squadron members with Mt. Rainier in the background.
(notice the number)
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Over the years there have been other reunions in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, New
Orleans, San Francisco and more. As I write this I am preparing to attend a reunion in
Quantico, Virginia on June 14th to the 17th, 2007. Fewer and fewer from our squadron are
able to attend. Some have passed on. Others are too ill to attend. Now, those that attend
are bringing children and grandchildren. I will meet my Marine granddaughter, Yvonne,
in Mays Landing, New Jersey. Yvonne, Jeremy and I will drive down to the reunion in
Quantico, Virginia together. Yvonne‟s husband, Sgt. Sam Salmeron, a Marine Recruiter
in the Atlantic City area will be too preoccupied to attend. These days recruiting is a 24/7
MOS. But my other granddaughter, Yolanna and her Marine Staff Sergeant husband,
Phillip Morford (presently training reservists in the Philadelphia, Pennsylvania area and
recently returned from deployment in Iraq) and my two great grandchildren Shaianne and
Cyrus will meet us there. A major attraction, which we look forward to, will be a visit to
the new National Museum of the Marine Corps among other events.

L. to R. Yvonne, Jeremy, Me, Yolanna, S/Sgt. Phil Morford, Cyrus, and Shaianne taken
in front of the US Marine Corps National Museum near Quantico, VA.
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“Tun Tavern”
(replica of the original Tun Tavern at the Museum)
at the reunion banquet 2007.

The diminishing few and the proud of VMSB-341 reunion 2007
As mentioned, the reunions re-invigorated my Marine Corps roots. But another
incident that rejuvenated my Marine spirit was my granddaughter joining the Marine
Corps is 1999. All lady Marines are sent to Parris Island, North Carolina for their boot
camp. And for her MOS they sent her to Generator Repair School. I don‟t believe
Yvonne had much to do mechanically before the Marine Corps but she became an
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outstanding generator trouble-shooter and repairman (or should I say woman). She spent
a year in Okinawa receiving commendations from her Captain and after returning
stateside was stationed at Camp Pendleton. For me it was a blessing because I could visit
her often or vice versa. (I should mention that the electrical generators were not little
household items – these were perhaps 8 ft. long, 6 ft. high and 6 ft. wide. Used in combat
to provide electricity to operate coolers for electronic devices, lighting and even, as one
of her staff NCO‟s pointed out – in battle to refrigerate those killed in action.
Shortly after her return they asked her to become an M.P. (military police). This
“slight” lady Marine (5‟2” and 105 lbs.) shot “Expert” with the M-16 rifle.

My fierce Marine warrior 2001
And her stint as Military Police happened while the Twin Towers fell in N.Y on
September 11, 2001 making the alert at all bases quite rigorous.
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Yvonne made Sergeant on the day she deployed to Iraq in 2003.
After returning to Camp Pendleton from Iraq and after completing her 4 year
hitch she decided not to re-enlist but rather to pursue her college education. On August
16, 2003 she married Sgt. Sam Salmeron who had been in her outfit. They wanted a
military wedding which took place at the San Luis Rey Officer‟s Club on Camp
Pendleton.
She wanted me to wear “dress blues” to walk her down the aisle. Yvonne and
Sam insisted on buying me dress blues, so after 61 years I would finally reach that
plateau. And they didn‟t realize what a monster they had unleashed.
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It is as if I became a re-born Marine, looking for events (and or excuses) to wear
that magnificent uniform. At the Marine Corps Birthday Ball on November 10th. On
Veteran‟s Day. At the oral history of WWII presentation at the high school and Palomar
College and whenever an event occurs where I feel the uniform appropriate. I convinced
Yvonne to join me at a July 4th parade in downtown Oceanside.

Of course we were both in uniform and afterward I insisted we have a professional photo
taken of us together. It is one of my treasures.
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On May 18, 2007, the 65th anniversary of my enlistment, I proudly wore those
“Blues” to commemorate my boot camp experience at Marine Corps Recruit Depot in
San Diego. I was privileged to sit in the front row at a graduation ceremony of new
recruits. And honored to meet the Commanding General Brig. Gen. Angie Salinas, many
officers and NCO‟s. And Sgt. Maj. Hoskins provided an escort so I could relive my boot
days and see all the improvements 65 years can effect.
Next Tuesday, following Memorial Day, I will again wear my dress blues to an
event welcoming an SBD aboard the USS Carrier Midway berthed in the San Diego
Harbor. I think it is appropriate in honoring the magnificent SBD.
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It amazes me how those blues effect people. Many want to shake my hand and
many want my picture taken with them or members of their family. Many have asked me
how I can fit into those “Blues” so well after so many years. First I tell them I do a lot of
P.T. (physical training). While I do a considerable amount (to be sure I can fit into them
next time) I do confess the true reason I have that uniform. Thanks to Yvonne and Sam.
(I have heard that even a toad would look good in dress blues. I believe it.)
My only concern about the “Blues” is whether I can wear them out before I do. I
accept the challenge!
In ending the World War II chapter of my life I would be remiss if I didn‟t pay
homage to a vital entity so often ignored.
That is: Those who sacrificed and played such an integral part in supporting the
war effort.
Picture, if you will, a war engagement without the “tools” of warfare; the
vehicles, land, sea and air; the fuel to propel them; the ammunition with which to engage;
the medical supplies and food to sustain them and the moral support so vital. The socalled warrior without those provisions is emasculated – impotent. (Wars have been lost
simply by the lack of those resources – not the ability of the fighting men).
Rosie-the-Riveter and all her compatriots who, starting from scratch (virtually)
produced hundreds of thousands of aircraft, thousands of naval vessels including the PT
Boats and the Higgins landing craft; tanks and trucks and jeeps; ammunition; artillery;
mortars; rifles, pistols and even knives and bayonets and the multi billions of gallons of
fuel for the planes, tanks and ships and all manner of vehicles. Don‟t forget the medical
supplies and food – no less important. (My father, an auto upholsterer became a welder.)
I have read that the P-51 fighter, for example, from conception to drawing board
to prototype to initial flight – an incredible 117 days. (Remember, no computers then).
And the Merchant Marines who had to transport all the war material and food to
two vast theaters of war. (Percentage-wise they suffered the greatest losses. Think of a
fuel tanker with enemy subs around. A floating bomb.)
And the Coast Guard, given little credit, but vital in war and peace. “Semper
Peratus” – “Always Ready”
And the Seabees who, under brutal fire, created landing strips after the Marines
and soldiers got a foothold on an island.
And the Corpsmen who exposed themselves to vicious fire while attending to the
injured and dying. If you think the red cross on their helmet or armband kept them safe –
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guess again. It only served as a better target for the Japanese and probably for the
Germans.
And the Coastwatchers, usually Australian, who managed the coconut plantations
on the islands endangered themselves as they provided valuable intelligence about the
Japanese to our military by way of radio.
TO ALL A HEARTY

– OORAH!

The magnificent new Marine Corps museum
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There has been a lingering ethical question about whether or not we should have
used the “Bomb” on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. “Operation Downfall” was the plan to
invade Japan. Allied forces involved were estimated to be up to 5 million men. Air, land
and sea. Estimated pre-invasion deaths were estimated to be as high as 500,000.
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A Japanese slogan in the summer of 1945 stated “The sooner the Americans
come, the better. One hundred million die proudly.” To give your life for the Emperor
was the highest honor one could achieve and every man, woman and child was trained
and prepared to make that sacrifice.
In the book written by Fred Losch entitled Memories of a Black Sheep Squadron
Fighter Pilot to which I referred earlier, was a poem entitled “Love”. It was read at the
closing of each reunion of the Black Sheep Squadron. With his permission I‟d like to
repeat it here.
LOVE
The wonderful look of a beautiful maid
The love of a staunch true man
The love of a baby – unafraid
Have existed since time began
But the greatest of loves
The quintessence of love
Even greater that that of a mother
Is the tender, infinite, passionate love
Of one drunk Marine for another.

SEMPER FIDELIS
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USMC May 18, 1942 to May 21, 1946
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EPILOGUE
In case the question should arise, especially among family members, I would like
to dig into my forebear‟s roots to sort of round-out my existence.
To do so we must go back as far as Joseph‟s tenure with the Pharaoh in Egypt.
As you might remember, Joseph, sold into slavery by jealous brothers became Viceroy to
the Pharaoh when he correctly interpreted the Pharaoh‟s dreams. And since the 7 lean
years brought Abraham‟s progeny to Egypt in search of food, they stayed and prospered
due to Joseph‟s position. Many years later, attaining a high degree of assimilation and
many progeny, an advisor to the new Pharaoh convinced him Joseph‟s people could
become a threat and consequently enslaved them for many generations until Moses led
them to freedom.
This scenario pretty much portrays the repetitive treatment of Abraham‟s children
throughout their history. Traced back to the Babylonian exile in 586 B.C.E. when they
went to Greece and after the Roman conquest created the Diaspora they were scattered
throughout the Old World. Because of the premium on education the Jewish people were
gladly accepted to fill a need for a middle class. The Monarchs and hierarchy would not
do the mundane jobs and their serfs were deliberately denied education to keep and
control a subjugated population. But typically, after an eventual increase in population
the Jewish people again became a perceived threat.
Whether it was the Spanish and or Portuguese Inquisition or the Russian Pogroms
or Hitler‟s Holocaust, the history of acceptance and then persecution was repeated in
most countries again and again. Which, and don‟t let this be known, was the reason
Judaism survived for so many centuries. They knew that sooner or later if they didn‟t
coalesce they wouldn‟t survive.
(What I am about to suggest is an unfortunate trait of human behavior. One
which I do not condone and do not claim to have engineered as a figment of my
imagination).
Hate causes derision and division, it unites the haters and the hatees and
strengthens the cause of both – one to destroy, the other to survive. Love can weaken and
dilute an entity by anesthetizing the survival instincts and assimilation can destroy it. A
concept difficult to accept but likened (in a small way) to our political parties. The
antagonism displayed by both major parties drives the wedge dividing them deeper and
they fall farther apart. (Please excuse my philosophical dissertation.)
Back to the migration and how my ancestors arrived in Lithuania where my
parents lived.
Expelled from Spain, those migrating turned eastward and northward, toward
Holland and Germany and Poland and Lithuania and Russia. Based on historical maps,
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of about the year 1360, Lithuania was a large country between Poland and Russia. By
1721 Poland had consumed Lithuania and controlled a huge area between the Holy
Roman Empire on the west and Russia on the east. By 1900 Russia had consumed every
country from Germany and Austria eastward and north into Finland.
My parents lived in the southern area of Lithuania not far from the capital, Vilnius
and near Kovno. My father‟s family would buy the produce from an orchard or a
fisherman‟s catch and sell them to retailers.
My father had related how he used to carry huge baskets of fish on his shoulders
which, he said, accounted for his short stature. My father and mother were born shortly
before the turn of the century, in the early 1890‟s. And they married in about 1912.
They joked about carrying home a picture of the Czar on their wedding night which had
been given to them as a wedding present. Some present.
The Russia Czar‟s army was conscripting Jewish youth to work in stables and
virtually enslaving them for a lifetime of servitude and recruiters were encroaching upon
the area in which my father lived. The “Golden Land” (America) had beckoned many
and my father, Louis, refusing to be enslaved, borrowed his older brother‟s papers and
took off for the United States expecting to earn enough to quickly send for my mother,
Bessie, and my oldest sister, Ann, who at the time was 6 months old. Survival! The most
ingrained trait of all species was perhaps honed to a finer edge among the Jewish people.
Otherwise we wouldn‟t have existed for 5,000 years.
The best of intentions many times go awry. World War I was brewing shortly
after my father‟s exodus preventing their reuniting for 6 ½ years.
My mother, when relating the travails of a young woman with a baby, would
become so emotional that I tried to quickly end her story. I regret not knowing more but
the cost was too great. What she did relate was that no one would help her. Even
relatives, having their own burden with which to contend, shrugged at her dilemma.
My mother and Ann slept in synagogues to be afforded a small degree of safety.
And eventually found refuge in an orphanage as a cook and baker. There, at least, she
had relative safety and food to survive.
It would be 6 ½ years before my parents reunited. The Red Cross helped find my
mother after the upheaval of the war. My son found the manifest of the journey my
mother took with my sister, Ann, and my paternal grandmother. They came through Ellis
Island in 1920.
While my mother has told me how beautiful Copenhagen was, apparently her visit
there was on the way to Rotterdam, Holland. The ship was owned by the
Holland/America (Dutch/N.Y. line) and was named Rotterdam (according to the
manifest). The ship held almost 4,000 people and the steerage class about 2,500. (The
dictionary states: In a passenger vessel, a section for passengers paying the smallest fares
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and receiving inferior accommodations.) I guess for my mother, sister and grandmother
this would be the final indignity they would suffer in Europe.
They set foot on United States soil on October 30, 1920. Their emotions must
have been overwhelming.
My father, when he came here in 1914, found a job at a leather goods
manufacturer and that job seemed to head him in his vocational direction. He had the
ability to learn quickly and adapt to his new environment quickly. One story he related
was that the company offered to pay them on a piecework basis. They worked so hard
without breaks or even meals that the bosses decided to go back to their usual rate.
Which in those days must have been pennies per hour.
A few relatives had preceded him to New York so it was logical that he would
settle there. My father told me he lived on bananas for quite some time after his arrival.
They were new to him and he obviously enjoyed this nutritious and very inexpensive
fruit.
While working and saving to bring my mother and sister here a major impediment
intervened. World War I. Europe was in turmoil, immigration at a virtual standstill.

Louis Zimman, my father
My father joined the U.S. Army and was sent to Camp Hancock, Augusta,
Georgia. He served in the Quartermaster Corps and attained the rank of PFC in the short
time he was in. He obtained his citizenship before his discharge in 1919. I must give
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kudos to the immigrants of that era. Without formal schooling they managed to learn the
language and to learn to write English as well.
The search for his family continued with more intensity and, as mentioned,
through the good offices of the Red Cross they were found.
Boarding that ship in Rotterdam, my mother, sister and grandmother became part
of Emma Lazarus‟ famous sonnet engraved on a memorial tablet on the Statue of Liberty
– they were, in fact, part of the huddled masses who came to our shores.
On November 7, 1921 my sister
Celia, was born followed by me
on August 10, 1923. When I was
1 ½ years old my family moved
to Rochester, N.Y. where my
mother‟s family had for some
years established residency.
While I was too young to
remember, my sister told me that
a failed partnership in a leather
goods factory was the reason we
moved. My father, a very ethical
man, perhaps put too much faith
in another.
Being ever the
entrepreneur, my father opened a
store selling and repairing
luggage goods. At that time
automobiles were requiring
repair or replacement of their
cloth tops, seats and the
“izonglass” windows (a Celluloid
product) in the touring cars. He
taught himself the repair
requirements. And, I cannot
forget the extremely large canvas coverings that were placed on trucks and horse drawn
wagons. When the seams, connecting the various segments deteriorated, had to be resewn, the entire family aided my father at the sewing machine by pushing or pulling (half
a family on each end) this extremely dirty, heavy and smelly tarpaulin.
Horse-drawn wagons still derigueur of the period, required re-stitching of horse
collars, bridles, reins and trappings. Talk about smelly. After sitting on or around the
sweating horse and exposed to all kinds of weather the leather was really ripe. They had
to be softened before hand-sewing or the leather would crack so-o-o into the bathtub (our
bathtub) they would go. There was a clever device to hold the leather for sewing. It had
large wooden jaws on a horse-like stand with a seat for the operator and a foot pedal to
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close the jaws tightly against the leather article. An excellent device for the task and
appropriately called a “horse”.
At the beginning of my story, I mentioned that my father manufactured
“collection bags” for vendors and canvas bags for ferrets. He made the templates for the
components, bought the frames from the Newark Rivet Works and the leather from New
York leather companies. I have a small scar on my left thumb. A reminder of my
attempt at helping cut the leather pieces. Oops. The entire family was involved in laying
out the leather segments to dry after my father glued canvas pieces to the leather
segments to stiffen them. (The “glue” of that day was wheat paste made from flour.) We
virtually covered every horizontal surface we could find. Tables, chairs etc. Then we
had to round them up after they dried and trimmed off the surplus. My father sewed the
pieces together inside-out then we had to turn them. Being just a kid, I tried with little
success. There was a device, hand held which could be adjusted for the various widths of
the belts for pulling leather through for the straps which the vendor put over his shoulder
to carry the purse-like bag. The buckle was riveted on the strap and the riveting machine
I have to this day bears the depressions caused by a hammer I used to assist me in
clinching the rivet. In spare moments my father would manufacture the collecting bags
and go on the road to other nearby towns, selling them to hardware stores. I went with
him many times.
My parents, trying their mightiest to provide a rounded education enrolled me in a
school to learn to read Hebrew. The instructor was a harsh taskmaster. Also, they gave
me violin lessons. Private, no less. The first teacher I had was a man. If I didn‟t have
my finger in the correct position on the string (emitting, no doubt a horrendous sound) he
would, quite effectively, make that adjustment by flicking his index finger from his
thumb onto my offending finger. I don‟t remember why my parents changed teachers.
Perhaps the teacher had had enough. But the second teacher was a short heavily made-up
lady with bulging eyes and it was a bit disconcerting when she used the bathroom
(probably so she wouldn‟t miss one of my precious notes) leaving the door wide open.
Eccentric? My! The things we remember!
But my musical career was not a total waste. I did play with a large youth
orchestra on one occasion at the Eastman Theater in Rochester.
Our family members increase by the addition of three more siblings in Rochester.
My brother, Sol, born in 1925. My sister, Rose, born in 1927 and our youngest sister,
Judith, in 1931.
A common malady in those days was the whooping cough, usually afflicting
children, characterized by a violent convulsive cough. I don‟t remember the medication
but what stands out vividly in my mind was the doctors recommending that my father
drive us over a bridge in Rochester where many factories were located including Eastman
Kodak and Bosch and Lomb (the photo film and optical manufactures). Apparently the
effluence of odors emanating in the night air was supposed to help. My father, ever
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diligent, bundled-up the whole bunch of us kids and drove back and forth over that bridge
all night long. Talk about dedication. It might have helped considering we all survived.
The beach on Lake Ontario, called Charlotte, during the summer months was
memorable only because, being of fair complexion, I sun burned lobster red and the skin
I shed was like a snake exiting its skin.
On our street, Joseph Avenue, was a huge police station made of red brick. I say
huge because at the time, in my childish eyes this grand edifice, all of 2 stories high, was
a skyscraper. When I went on a trip after leaving the Marine Corps I visited Joseph
Avenue and upon gazing at the police station I had to laugh. It was so miniscule. Now
seen through adult eyes.
As hard as my father worked (and many times my mother helped by working with
him) to make a living, the depression in the 1930‟s made survival a challenge. A relative,
on my father‟s side, lived in Muskegon, Michigan on the west side of the “thumb” at
Lake Michigan. He encouraged my father to relocate to Muskegon which he did. I was
11. My father went first to get settled in a new business and the rest of us took a boat to
Detroit, some time later, where my father met us and we drove to Muskegon. There he
opened a garage with a spray booth and to accommodate his expertise – auto
upholstering.
The Simons, my father‟s relatives were 2 brothers who owned a number of farms
which they rented out. They were quite successful. On one occasion Joe Simon
suggested that my father go into partnership with him in buying 100 baby chicks to be
raised on one of his farms eventually to be a source of food. As luck (?) would have it in
the final tally only 50 birds remained – my fathers 50 eaten by pigs on the farm. My
father‟s partnerships with or without relatives never turned out well.
On reaching the age of 13, as with most Jewish youngsters, I had my Bar
Mitzvah. You would become responsible for your religious actions and observance of
the Ten Commandments.
All went well, speech and all, and the party that usually goes with it. I also must
have received, as a gift, the almost traditional “fountain pen” which in that day was like
receiving an iPod today.
I played the violin in school in Muskegon but the music teacher decided I should
learn to play the “bassoon”. It is a double reed wind instrument. Like a tube about 4‟
long and 3” in diameter. It is rarely seen except in large orchestras. Since I didn‟t pursue
a musical career when I left that school I left both the violin and the bassoon. But I thank
my folks and the teachers for trying.
But things did not go well career-wise for my father so we moved to Detroit,
Michigan when I was 13.
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My fathers‟ thinking was that a large city with many more cars could provide a
larger income. And to some degree he was right. But still a struggle. While most kids
played ball or something after school I would accompany my father to used car lots to
make repairs to the upholstery. In fact I helped most of my adolescent life so becoming a
sports figure would not be a career factor.
In my 12th year at Northern High School in Detroit, they offered for those
contemplating college, a course called English 13. We were to read a classic and write a
book report. I chose War and Peace by Leo Tolstoy. The book must have contained
1,000 pages or more. Fearful that I might not finish it in time I read another classic.
Growth of the Soil by Knut Hamsun. I managed to submit a report on both. I guess the
dedication would serve me well in the Marine Corps.
I previously failed to mention that when I went overseas in September of 1943,
my family moved to North Hollywood in October of 1943. My father opened a shop in
Burbank, California shortly thereafter and finally his business career began to improve.
He located across from Warner Bros. Studios doing work for them and many of the
movie people. With the war over and cars available and in sunny California convertible
tops needed replacement. He even reupholstered furniture. Anything to make an honest
living. And he worked alone most of the time. I consider him one of the many
industrious, solid citizens that made this country great.
My “adventure” in the Marine Corps has been documented. For those who may
wonder, I wish to relate a brief recollection of post Marine Corps life.
My first interest was obtaining a new car (with the money I saved by not
gambling). A relative whom I contacted in Grand Rapids, Michigan (because I thought
the best place to get one was where they were made – and waiting lists were miles long).
He did indeed know of a woman who had been on a list for eons who would sell me a
1946 Dodge Fluid Drive for $600.00. Not too bad considering availability. I caught a
ride with a guy who was driving back to Chicago. From there I took a bus to Grand
Rapids and obtained the car.
As long as I was part way, I decided to visit all the old haunts. Muskegon,
Detroit, Rochester and New York City or rather Brooklyn, N.Y. Got a chance to visit an
Uncle and his three daughters, Rose, Sally and Bella. Rose had visited me when I was
stationed at Sanford, Florida. At that time she was living in Miami, Florida. I got a
chance to reciprocate. And on my return trip I had company. My cousin, Stan, from
Rochester and a couple of ladies I had met in Detroit.
Back home again I had to make a career choice. For some strange reason I
thought radio announcing sounded interesting so I took a 3 month course at a school on
Sunset Blvd. in Hollywood. Completing the course I learned that to break into
announcing one must, to gain credentials, start in a small town in Texas or someplace in
the boondocks. After a short trip and a lot of soul searching and realizing the nature of
the industry I decided against pursuing that avenue (or venue).
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Next, what to do? My eldest sister suggested I go to Los Angeles City College
and take an aptitude test. And, lo and behold, the thing I preferred most was in
agriculture. (The only thing I replied negatively was washing vegetables). I had to admit
to myself that above all I was looking for a “way of life”.
A new agricultural school had just opened the year before, in 1947. Located in
the San Fernando Valley (and at that time the nearest town was Van Nuys). Dr. Clarence
W. Pierce provided the inspiration and the land to create an agricultural school in an area
that at that time was quite rural. He wanted to provide exposure to a career in agriculture
for those seeking a 2 year junior college. From there they would get a toe-hold in
agriculture and thereafter pursue that avenue in many ways. Farming itself, agri-business
or 4 year colleges such as the University of California at Davis (which my brother-in-law
attended to become a Veterinarian). In providing the nucleus and incentive, Dr. Pierce
had one provision – that it remain an agricultural college in perpetuity.
In 1956 the name was changed from Pierce School of Agriculture to Los Angeles
Pierce College. But it still does, albeit on a very small scale, offer some agricultural
courses.
I enrolled in 1948 (just one year after its inception). Our school rooms were
WWII surplus Quonset huts. And our teachers in many subjects were only one chapter
ahead of the instruction.
But the effort you put into learning is the dividend you accrue from it.
I graduated on June 16, 1950 as a major in Poultry Husbandry and received my
Associate of Science Degree.
Why did I choose Poultry Husbandry? Very simply I could not conceive of
herding (or wrestling) cattle, sheep or swine. Chickens are fast growing and quick
producers and require, because of their numbers, a high degree of diligence in caring for
their well-being. And perhaps the investment in a poultry enterprise was not as great as
some other agricultural pursuits.
I graduated with 24 A‟s and 1 B. The one “failure” (the B class) was in early
California History. The instructor, admittedly, didn‟t believe in “grades” and seated
everyone alphabetically. My Z put me in the back of the class, which abounded with
distractions.
While attending Pierce I worked for 2 poultrymen in the Valley. This first was
only interested in labor to prepare the area for a new flock of chickens. (Read cleaning
out manure. I was hoping for more hands-on experience). The second provided what I
was looking for. He was a poultryman whose father had had a floor operation years
before in Tarzana and the son was putting together a cage operation cleverly designed to
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be disassembled and rebuilt elsewhere when development would force him to relocate.
One of the major banes of most agricultural pursuits.
I had befriended a fellow student in radio announcers school names Stewart
MacArthur. He did get a job announcing for a while but became disillusioned and
eventually gave it up. He and I would buy a piece of property in Hemet, California (an
apricot orchard) and build a farm to raise turkey fryers. This idea was promulgated by
another classmate (at Pierce) thinking it would be innovative and profitable. Turkeys
grown to maturity have been a common farming enterprise for a once a year “crop” at
Thanksgiving time. This concept was to raise them, year round, for only a few weeks
until they reached about 8 to 10 pounds and were tender enough for a very short cooking
time. Since the cost of the “poult” (baby turkey) was the same whether grown to
maturity or sent to market sooner it would cost more to produce. Also the cost of
production was greater because it had not taken advantage of a turkey twice the weight
with a more advantageous feed to gain ratio. In short it was quite a specialty item. But
we found a market. We would rent a dressing plant once a week and prepare our birds
for market.
My initial interest was egg production but I became side-tracked with this
concept. I hated slaughtering. And after about 2 years I walked out of that enterprise
leaving it to Stewart.
While still at school, I had visited a feed mill in Los Angeles (part of a field trip).
And on my way home I stopped to visit my sister Ann. While there I heard a beautiful
voice singing an operatic aria. She lived in an attached house owned by my sister and
brother-in-law, in the Hollywood area. My sister introduced me to Shirlee Fox. A
beautiful young lady who had come from
Chicago with her mother.

And in three years she would become
my wife. Shirlee was a medical secretary and
probably the last, the very last, thing she
would ever contemplate was becoming the
wife of a farmer. But love, being blind, and
she being supportive it became a reality. The
one thing I denied her was a large traditional
wedding. It was just not in me to go through
all the “pomp and circumstance”. We
couldn‟t agree on where to draw the line
between close family members so we wound
up going to a Rabbi‟s house with her mother
and my mother and father. Never once in our
46 ½ years of marriage did she ever bring up
the subject. But I know I hurt her and for that
I‟ll always be sorry.
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We married on May 3, 1953.

Self portrait on our honeymoon
I had been working at Lockheed Aircraft Co. in Burbank, California when we
married. Starting out as a de-burrer (to scrape or file the sharp edge of metal before being
processed further) at the grandiose sum of $1.25 per hour. Shortly after getting the job I
informed them that I had had experience as an upholsterer and was transferred to the
“trim” department. We were in the hangar where commercial aircraft would get the final
touches. (One Constellation we worked on was destined for President Eisenhower). One
item I worked on almost exclusively was a panel installed over the instruments to prevent
glare. And I covered the edge with felt and leather to soften the impact on a bumped
head if needed.
Shirlee and I bought 10 acres in October of 1953 in the Simi Valley. At that time
the southern half (where we bought) was called Santa Susana and the northern half was
called Simi. The property had a small unfinished house on it (which served me well as a
workshop and storage area while I built our house.)
I enlisted the help of a next door neighbor where my folks lived in Burbank.
Their sons were in the construction business. So on weekends, to start, we would
assemble and work on the foundation and then the rough framing. (It must be noted that I
had no training as an architect or a carpenter but since my youth at my father‟s shop I was
always making something and tools were always available. I have always liked to design
and execute a project which stood me well throughout my endeavors). I then continued
on my own to complete the roofing and siding. When the house had been “wrapped” and
basic plumbing and electrical work had been installed (had that done by professionals) I
started sleeping there after the “swing shift” at Lockheed which ended at 1:00 A.M.
After a few hours of sleep I continued working on the house and completed the interior
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and cabinet work and painting. I would stop by my folk‟s house before going to work at
Lockheed and my dear mother would always make me dinner. I would go “home” on
weekends (Shirlee and I were living with her mother in Hollywood) and Shirlee would
join me at the farm on weekends and help with the construction (if only moral support).
By October 1955 I had finished the house and we moved in. (I didn‟t think that
was too bad considering my inexperience but I made up for it in dedication and
determination).
Shirlee got a job at Rocketdyne, over the hill in the Valley. One thing bothered
her – when Werner Von Braun, the German jet propulsion expert would, on occasion, be
around her desk. Considered by some to be a war criminal, our government could be
graciously forgiving when it suits our purpose. (He was allegedly involved in the use of
concentration camp inmates for experimentation purposes).
Now I started on the chicken buildings. Every spare moment was devoted to
building, almost completely on my own. (I made great use of “clamps” to serve as a
surrogate helper. They are always ready to help and require no compensation).
Considering my basic lack of expertise I look back and wonder how I managed. Willpower I guess.
One of the prime requisites of being a farmer is to be a jack-of-all-trades. You
cannot afford to hire professionals for every task. I loved the challenge of not only
designing what was necessary but the execution as well. Be it carpentry, metal work,
electrical or plumbing. Books and picking brains helped – also a lot of common sense
and the afore-mentioned determination.
The first delivery of baby chicks was to arrive while I was at work at Lockheed. I
had the infra-red lamps ready. The feeders and waterers as well. All Shirlee had to do
was remove them from the box they were delivered in and place the day-old chicks in the
enclosure. I received a call at work. Shirlee was devastated. It had been raining, hard,
and the power went off just as she placed them in the “brooder”. I told her to put the
chicks back in the box where they could warm each other until the power went back on.
And it did, just after she had returned them to the box. But being the trooper that she was
she survived that trauma and as usual not complaining. A real jewel!
I kept building and increasing my flock until they started producing and I could
leave Lockheed and stay on the farm full time.
And it was a fantastic way-of-life that I had been seeking. To look out the
window, in almost any direction, and see a vast area without habitation and I could walk
100 yards to my “job”. (No traffic. Just me and Shirlee, our dogs and cats, and my flock.
Heaven.) Only one thing remained to add to our idyllic life – children – and we
waited----
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Until on September 21, 1959 we were blessed with Jill Karen. Our little bundle
of joy. When she was old enough, I fixed up a swing in the room where we graded the
eggs and even near the chickens when we fed them. A large Shepherd mix dog, named
Thor, would be her constant companion. Even later when she went to school he would
go down the road to the school bus stop to wait for her and escort her home.
On November 20, 1961 we were blessed again with Jeremy Shawn.
But our idyllic life would be shattered when Shirlee was diagnosed with breast
cancer. Surgery and treatment would save her but she could not escape the fearful
trauma. (Only recently did I learn that Rocketdyne, who tested their engines in the hills
opposite our property had had an engine failure spewing radiation throughout Simi
Valley. I‟ll never know if that event caused our irreparable emotional event).
A ritual I had each time we received baby chicks was to bring them to Jill and
Jeremy. The cute little yellow balls of fluff were always a joyful treat.
The poultry industry up to that time was mostly a mom and pop type of operation.
A way of life in a family atmosphere and it operated on a 3 year cycle. When egg prices
were high it encouraged retired or semi-retired people to buy or start a ranch. By the time
their birds came into production the egg prices would start to decline and by the third
year only the most experienced and productive could stay in. Also about that time some
entrepreneurs saw the potential for big volume and instead of a family unit of a few
thousand birds it became a business of hundreds of thousands. And today only the
extremely large egg production facilities exist.

L. Louis and Bessie Zimman’s 50th Anniversary, June 12, 1962
R. The Zimman Family, Sid, Shirlee, Jill and Jeremy
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By 1964 the Simi Valley had become a developers paradise. Inexpensive land
and an insatiable market for homes spilling over from the San Fernando Valley.
What to do! Knowing full well that housing tracts cannot exist in proximity to
agricultural pursuits and to expand would be like playing bad poker – throwing good
money at a poor hand.
I took a job as supervisor at a farm that had one million chickens. The farm,
initially in the town of Moorpark, had been driven out by irate neighbors so the owner
located in the Grimes Canyon area between Moorpark and Fillmore in Ventura County.
Because of the hills, developers would not encroach, at least not for decades.

My family and I moved to
Thousand Oaks, California and I had
only a 20 minute commute to the ranch.
Shirlee and the children could enjoy
suburban living and instead of tending
to a few thousand birds, I could now
use my talents to care for hundreds of
thousands.
Within one year, I was made
Flock Manager and Egg City (the name
of the farm) grew to have 2 ½ million
chickens. (No, that is not a
typographical error). We had our own
mill to manufacture feed. We had a full
time Veterinarian and a lab for
checking the feed formulas (and a full
time Nutritionist) and a large facility for
grading the eggs and putting them in
cartons and cases for shipping to
supermarkets. We also had a breaking
plant for eggs sold to Best Foods
Mayonnaise Company. We shipped the
liquid eggs (in 30 gal.cans) to Japan among other customers after freezing. We had a
drying facility for both the albumen (for angel cake bakeries) and the yolk. We had a
shop for repairing the many vehicles and for making the carts for gathering eggs and
feeding the birds. I could go on and on but you get the point. It was a giant in the
industry. Total employees – over four hundred. I could write a chapter alone on this
amazing facility.
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I could innovate. I could invent as I saw fit. I had 100 men in my department
responsible for the feeding, gathering of eggs and all related chores. And while on my
farm I worked 8 days a week I wouldn‟t consider a vacation, now Shirlee and I could
travel when vacation time arrived and I had alternating weekends off which was a
novelty.
I was especially glad for Shirlee who liked to travel, as our previous life on the
farm made traveling out of the question.
Shirlee was my travel “agent”. She decided where to go and we went to more
than 40 countries around the world. To the orient. To the South Pacific. To Central
America. To Europe and Russia. To the Baltic countries and the many countries around
the Mediterranean.
I never regretted one day of the efforts to build a house and a farm. I had found
my place in the sun. Now I had a new chapter and I delved into that as eagerly as I had
before.
After 21 years as Flock Manager I retired in 1985. We moved to Oceanside,
California where I live now. Shirlee passed away on February 6, 2000. I live alone but
visit my daughter, Jill, a Postal Service letter carrier for 25 years. She is currently
President of the National Association of Letter Carriers, local branch 4006, and lives in
Chatsworth, California with son Robert and daughter Tarissa. Her other children and
grandchildren I have discussed. I see my son, Jeremy, who now lives in Mahwah, N.J.
and travels frequently to China for a Data Communications Manufacturer and has a
Masters Degree in Asian Studies and is fluent in Mandarin Chinese. He has one son,
Matan, who is now 9 years old. In addition to Jill‟s daughters, Yolanna and Yvonne,
there are Robert and Tarissa. Robert, now attending college is a second degree black belt
in Karate and on his way to his third degree belt. Tarissa is a pretty and charming sweetsixteener whose literary skills, despite her tender years, are awesome.
To paraphrase: Having children is like opening a box of chocolates – you are not
sure what you‟re going to get. I was fortunate. Even with slightly divergent political
beliefs they are all hard working, law abiding and a credit to our nation.
There are two Hebrew words which describe my blessings. They are “Covode”
and “Nachas”. The first is the respect my offspring have shown Shirlee and me. The
second, the pride we will always have in their accomplishments. No one could ask for
more.
All in all it has been a good productive life. I‟ve done wood carving. I‟ve done
cloisonné and enameling. I have built my house. I have planted trees. And now I‟ve
written a book thanks to Dr. Linda Dudik.
If you have had the endurance to get this far you have my respect and admiration.
My only hope is that I have not spent your time in vain.
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Collage by my talented daughter Jill.

104

Making a fashion statement at Yvonne‟s wedding 2003
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SEMPER FI!!!!!

106

