"_To the right and at a greater range: light colored wooden box

5

N 1
floating 1n wster. In bursts of ?1ve, fire when ready.

the lsshing of the surf against the beach and the irratic i B
‘*kbut strong sea breeze, to show his skill in handling an suto

[’matic weapon.* He quickly set his sight, swung the gun free ‘x

\'locked the traverse clamn msde a fine adjustment with the

V'elevating and trsversins knob and lightly arplied pressure on -

. rhythmical, staccato pounding of the deadly weapon. With'the,”?

» assistance of Jackson, the number two man, Thomas lifted theﬂ'

in six seconds,"” “said Lovett. "That's all for today; men.’

SOLDIER'S BEST FRIEND

"LePt front! 400! Reference point: large rock on reef!.

Thomas, tensely hovering over his Erowning, thirty calibre, T

water-cooled, heavy machine gun, needed no further 1nduce-‘ :

ment than Sergeant‘Lovett*s ‘shrill’ voiee,which resounded over.'

trsverse tc _the left in the 5eneral viecinity of the target

the trigger with his index finger.
' fUp twol' Left onel" barked Lovett again. ' Thomas made
the hecessary mil adjustment and again opened fire on the

floating box. "C-e-a-s-e f- 1-r-e ," yelled Lovett above the

cover and removed tne‘armunition belt from the gun.

"Damn’ 5eod shoeting, Thomas. You were on‘the'target

Now let's spend the rest of the eftevnoon cleaning her."

‘Thomas affectionately lifted the fortyafive‘pound wea- -

pon out of 1ts pintal housing and carefully laid it on a shelter SRR
‘hslf that had been stretched out over the sandy beach. In his

home in the Ozerks he had been around guns all his life, and

’



although he had never seen an automatic before coming in the

Army, he acquired mastery of .1t in short order. As he began to
T e bte athion Wy 7o W

disassemble the gun, he thouzh+ if only his friends from home

could be here in Hawall to observe the skill with which he_ . - :
- manipulated this beautiful weapon. 'How proud they would bé ) '
of him. _ V ‘
In a few seconds Jackson'énd the sergeént'joined their ':-i}f;'
'comrade with the cleaning rod, patches, oil, and brushea.-rf e

1 Jackson because he had been raised in a city, was not quite

‘as  apt a gunner as his friend but_he was none the less eager‘q’fvi'

‘  and 1nterested 1n learning the weapon. Their squad 1eader,
Sergeant Lovett had given his men the full advantage of his ':f
ten years service.' He could quote the manual verbatim, he ‘
kmev tre machine gun thoroughiy, and his high standard and

.pérsistant batience had made the members'bf his squad among'f

the best sunners in the battalion.

5 j' "You know," said Jackson as the three men brushed,*niled

E and laid the small parts Oi the mechaﬂism in rows on the c,nvas,

{ o
: fthis firing of weapons with live ammunition is the best partvv i
o - - - - L

! ofbArmy trainihg,”_For one reason at least, i am glad I was

- sent overseas; Back in,thé_states all we éid waa'simulate'o;lh
fire blanks. Out hére'ih'é combat zone ;hey'sufe areﬁ‘ﬁ'stinsy‘
’ with the training ammunition." ‘ ' o
"Yeh," answered Thomas,'"yog cén learn five timés“as
much with live ammunition as otherwise. 'I feel as though I
can handle a gun alzost under any condition.” .
"Don't you guys gét»too cocky," chimed in Sérgeant
Lovett. "Yoﬁ have”a great deal more to learn.' Juét stick 66
your daily drills until you know the mechanlcs and technique
~of the weapon blindfolded. Your dry rug.is jﬁst as important

as firing with live ammunition. Remember, this is an effectlve



and deadly weapon if you know how to use it. I still learn

s‘mething new now and

selves that one of these days you w111 be in combat and

: wondering how 1n ‘the hell you got there, and the -one thing

that will save your hide more than anything else 1s to be

able to handle your gun as thpﬁgh it were part of you, without

veven thinking about it."

Faving tharoughly cleaned each part the men diligently

assembled the gun placed 1t on a tripod and covered it for | :'

protection from the weather.




—_ . HOUSE 0= GOD

It was a typleal sweltering and humid déy in the tropics, but

a light breeze, blowing in from the'ocean, reduced, somewhat, the [T o

: et‘ects of the hest._ The island had been secured almost two
w_——"Weeks. After tre initial few days o® resting and loxfing, the

' soldiers, individually and in groups, began to disperse in all
directions to areas of former enemy occupation either to hunt for;
souvenirs, or, as was my intention, to satisfy their curiosity and
interest in a strarse land so many thousands of miles from home.

As I trudged up the long, sandy beach of Guadalcanal' I

) *f observed directly ahead of me a group of native dwelTings just in-

Vside ‘a coconut irove near the beach.b Although the small village

| had survived the war without damage, there was no sign of 11fe: _gﬁfZ;;J
tre Melznesian natives elther being uninformed o¥ skeptical of ‘
the termination of hostilities.' Approaching closer to the vil—_"
. lage, I distinguisbed one thatched—roof hut from the rest as their U
tplsce of worship. Over the door was a crude, wooden cross. | !A . o
This was tbe first of numerous mission churches I was to see bn my o
ravels in tbe Pacific.. These shabby Temples of the Lord -were .
“h‘ 671 usually the natives first encounter with Western civilization, and'
the best that the West could offer them' the Chr*stian teacring of
. the love of fellow man. ' ) ' '
. ‘I immediately walked toward the crurch. As I entere@'f smell-
€d a musty and damp odor, which was probably caused by the»rotting
of the woven grass and coconut branches which were used to water-
-_proof the roof and walls. The‘area of tne church wss about sev-
enty-five feet long sndvthirty feet wide. The floor was ground
level and covered with sand. Except for 2z few pieces of driftwood

‘that had been used in the construction of the altar and the small
(eont'd)



~ o2 casional but ‘rare visit of another write man to the village.
;Strips of woven mat ‘were laid -on top of the sand for the natives

i-g to sit and kneel on while attendins services. ,-'h' - z'»;

'walls, the rear of the churc“ was dark._ This may have been 1nten—-

tionally planned by the padre to exclude all outside distractions o

- crucifix and two ancient candlesticks were the only ornaments on 1i

'51t. ' On each side of the altar was a small stand on wbich stood -

b' Virgin Mary with outstretohed arms of welccme, and t“e other of

platform on which the altar stood, the shack had been constructed entirel,

lfrom local vegetaﬁion. 'The framework was made frcm logs of young

" trees or sturdy pieqes of ‘banboo. Overhead below the roof, there

of the
were only crossbeams lashed together and to the restkframework by

"_vines, There wereé%%o unpainted, handmade chalirs in tre entire _

church: one probably for the missionary and the other for the

Because there were no windows in either mhe back or ‘two sidek,'

- from his flock. The front side of the church was semicircular in L

shape and had six huge windows throush which the morning sun,rays
'ﬁerebehowered onto the altar. The altar was the size of & small; T

"table; the sides were covered with matting; a tarnished, ’bronze o

 two little plaster of Paris statues. One statue was of the Plessed .

Saint Teresa The Little 17'lower o‘ Jesus, caressing a bouquet of

roses in her arms. ‘The colors of these two images were almost faded ?l

:beyond recognition.

Standing there in the snlllness of t“is awkward and crude hut

a f‘eelinT of soleminity and exaltation crept over me that was

.:greater than I had exnerienced in even the most breath-takina c-!-

et catnedral I had ever entered. ‘These primitive people 1n»
their unrefined way had been able to capture the same Godlx atmos=
>phere'with thils somewhat grotesque structure as the arcbitects of '
the West have with their mizhty edifices. 1In srite of all thevgreat

-works of art, the culture, and the material beauty which 1t has in-
(cont'd)
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+ .“.splred and encouraged over the centuries, Christianity is really
only a_siﬁpls religion, for the commonplace, and the lowly man.
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- UNKNOWN SOLDIER

«’/ y

Jtazs
Sitting on the edze of my hole fumbling with =my rifle

———

during a lull in the company's ?ighting Just outside of the

town of Rosaldo 1n the Philibpines I like 211 idle

R — P ——

//éoldiers, nosily gazed about me for some zctivity with which

"\ at hand.
to detract my mind from the business.; Within a few minutes -

—

two eager young men Dlunked their mo"tar about six feet from me,

and proceeded to go into action against a target\ggsignated

by their platoon leﬂde/:j Trom thelr conversation, I

’-P-’

gathered that they were new men 1n the regiment/and had been

carryina thelr weapons across the Central Plain for several

: weeks without the opportunity of disn15y1n5 thelir skill

‘. in employin- it against the enemy.«‘They went about their

\—_
business with the lau;zhinb boyish enthusiasm for a new

game, ripping the shells from their cases and dropping
them into the barrel of the gun.
Without warning a volley of shells landed in the

-

area. I was knocked into my hole by the concussione.

Only when I was certain that noAsecond volley was to folloﬁ

did I peer over the edge of the hole. The smoke had not
entirely dissipated from the area, and the stench of burned
black powder was prominént. One shell had apparantly

made 2 direct hit on the mortar, as the two men lay -_
slumped on top of their gun. One of the gunners had been
killed outrizht, and the other was still alive, both of

his arms having been cleanly severed between the elbows



and the shoulders. Within several seconds a bearded
Infantry aidman rushed over, pulled the man off his fallen
comrade, dragged him a few feet away, sat him on the
ground, and leaned his back against the trunk‘of a tree.
The 2idman qlumsilz tore open his pouch, removed two
large bandages, and nervously fumbled with them on the
ends of the bloody stumps. .

As long as I live, I shall never forget the expression
on the face o that 1ad{ who could have been no older than

{(lly &P b oo fepr ot 75 A
nineteen. ite of the suffering which he must have

been undergoing, his jaws were not clenched, there was not
€ —_——— o

a wrinkle or twist of pain on his face, not a tear in his .

eyes, nor a whimper from his mouth. 'he back of his head
R

was resting against the tree, quiet eyes peered out from

a placid face on his benefactor and others within a narrow
rédius, and he held his battered appendages up and straight-
out to the front so that could be bandaged easier.

‘\_Bhe could only\ ma ine t e thoughtg that must have

crossed his‘mind. Perhavs a chain of events of his 1ife

marched swiftly before him. h _spite of his outward .
_’—-——"—"-" .
,serenity, I felt I could detect in his eyes a flerce

fxinternal strugzle and a burning desire to go on living
F ”;'
(; ‘ even with his bandic%p, f there was any fear in him, .

7
none of us knew it. 1‘«-E’ff’e laughing boy of one minute was

the mature, sel’-controlled man of the next.//%ﬁi;Qe always
._/——//

———**""‘““believed that the mo=t intense feeling of the waning soldler
{
must be one of lonliness---f¢r those beloved ones far away

= ' i .

o
—
o \
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j ‘and eomforting to him.

A glance at the apparantly un 5 ympathetic and staring,
emotionless faces of those abo?t the wounded man would seem
to confirm thés. .Wefe not t?eée meﬁ all really strangers
to the wounded man and to each! other in a situation like

this? Were not the ones who really cared for each of

them and for whom they really cared many thousands of miles

away? Most of the spectators saw_only in this battered
object Before them the pent Lp anguish and fear which

each envisaged as his possiblé lét in the future---and so
far from home. Then again, their practiecal minds told

them that they would "go off their nut" if they let every
little incident like this geé them downj; and after all,

as their manuals told them it is the alive and the well
who must press the attack wha should be our bigzest concern.

Cj:) This soldier unknown to me, died before evghtyminute&«ﬂ—

had passed. One of his buddies and the :1dman dispassion-
ately removed his shelterhalf from his pack, securely
wrapped him in it, and then 1laid the body along side the
road where it would be seen and picked up by ¥ilipino
bearers. The troops moved on never more to return to that
localé.

I can remember the names of many men who were close
to me personally, whom I daily worked and played with;
some of them died more violent deaths and some dled more
heroic deaths; but, wren I think o® our country's blood-

sacrifice in this vpast war, I am reminded of the end and



R -":—._.;‘ Wk‘,cw q/\p AR

erowning point of this gsoldier's 1life who typlfied the

trousands of others who also faced death quietly and without

fuss.
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NOCTURNAL VILIGENCE

Senslns that someone was hovering over me, my muscles.
tightened, and I opened my eyes. "It's mid.lght take over,"

'whispered Petersen in a muffled voice.' 1~"ee11ng for'my'riflé,

.which was lying snugly against ‘the right side of my body,

‘I sat up in place. As I crossed my legs and 1s1d the weapon .
across my lsp, my right hand automatically glided along the ’
'wooden stock until 1t felt the metal safety and made certain‘::‘

.that 1t was in a rearward the- of; position. » Rubbing the o

sleep, wbich I had never gotten out of my eyes, I adjusted -

-

myself for two hours of guerd.

Immediately at my left could be heard the: quiet rustling '

of a helmet the scu?fing of canvas, and the shifting of

‘particles of dirt as retersen turned and tmisted about pull-'

" ing a sbelter helf over his body and attempting to make him-“

self comfortable in our two-man slit trencn. Dead weight

_fell azainst the ankle o7 my left leg. Wy left hand reached

.*out 1nto the inky blackness and 1ocated the mud covered boots
on- Petersen 8 feet. - - o T ':, '»LE:FV.
Runnini ny hand along the edge of the D2 rapet in frontV4
.’of me, I encountered a small round a-d cold cbunk of ser—'
rated iron. Poking around some more, I *ound two others.:

I then 1laid them in a row oﬁ the parapet, the pricky cotter

pin to the front and the flimsy tin release lever to the

le?t. Again and again T reached out 1nto the deathlike
blackness of night to touch these grenades. I wanted to be

- certain of finding them in an emergency.

’



Witer g
For what seemed 1like hours, I stared out into -the mgte

darkness about me, but could perceive absolutely nothing:
that is ﬁothiné other than numerous,slinking, shadowy figures,
_a figment of ny mind‘s eye, which grew more aring and numer-
~‘ous the harder I strained. The dead ailence was broken by '

‘a series of deep reverberating reports of guns to my rear.

" and my

I counted to myself, "One,’ two, three, four, Five,
body instinctively leaned fo*ward into the- hole as a gesture
of self-protection as shells went screaming and screacbing
over at what seemed Just a few feet above my head._ I counted
aéain,_ One, two three, " and heard the familiar and pleasant
‘ crashing and cruncrlng bursts of friendlv shells as they tore

into_the woods of the First Eattalion zone on the other side

of the valley. Then there was quiet. On the one end the'gun— :'A'

ners would proba*ly be taking a break over a hot cup of cof-
fee and talking over tbe familiar subject of when they would

e rotated back to the States. On the other end, there might’_

be men,ceuéht out of their holes by the'thundering herassing
ﬂaire who ;ere ﬁreathing in pain, some perheps‘hakiné theirri
dying gasp, as their comrades dragged them back to cover.

For a while. dead :;ience again reigned. Suddequ, I
was startled by &~ eggglipg about and tﬂe cracking of twigs in
the ungerbrush,to'the front. I grasped my rifle firmly py
the small of the stock. Cllicks of safetys'to my right and
left 5are mehassurance that what I had heard'this'time was not
a product of ay 1ﬁaginetion.aﬁd ehat I was not alone in this
terribly quiet wilderness. Holding my treath ani huddling

low into my hole so that anyone appronching me would be sil-



* "More than likely the E Coﬁpany roadblock," I thought.'

in an almdsf inaudible tone as he sat up alongside of me.
. néss of every muscle and nerve in my body. It occuredfﬁé @
_tﬁatbLieuténaﬁi Johnsonfwas'certainly fight when he saidgphat‘

. two men:aré eight times as brave as one.

‘"Let's sit up together for a while."

an éutpmatic weapon far down in the bottom of the valley.

" Just hearing his volce soothed andAfelievéd tﬁe.rigid st;ff-f':

houetted against the sky, I waited, heart pound;ng. The -

tenseness ofsthe moment was broken by the short, deep explosion

‘of a grenade and the high pitched staccato—like'rapping of

"Probably those damn' land crabé," whisﬁereq Pefersen_ 

S

"Can't you sleep?” I asked. "No," answered Petersen;,‘

C T g : L
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"Al1l right men, unsaddle‘and>take a break for a few nin-

- utes. I just talked to tre colonel of this regiment and we-

have permission to stay here with hils outfit tonight. ‘We' 11

leave early in the morning, bypass the enemy resistance at

Zieta, and report to our own C 0." on hearing from Sergeant -i“

"""_*_-A,‘_Lewis that t.hey dou 1d not have ‘to conolete the last la.p of their

'“mission ta&ays five"’ weary riflemen flopped down and contentedly
Tprawed out ‘on the “ew Georgian Jungle floor. These in’antry
: men had just returned from a reconnaissance natrol in enemy

A :territory, in which they had spent most of their ‘time eluding [

- fNips in a mangrove swamp. Lighting up a few of the precious\
cigarettes they had in their possession, they proceeded to re-
: count their trying and dangerous experiences. ’ ' '

" Around the ‘bend of the trail there appeared a soldier

with a carbine slung across his back, who walked with a slow,;

cn e but steady and determined pace into ‘the bivouac area where sev-

»

{1f,'f:f‘.'eral scores of ‘soldiers were cleaning weapons, individually

l cooking rations or, "like the reconnaissance ‘patrel, »resting on'f;
' the ground. He was dressed no differen{y ~:§V2;y'o the other ;‘iu
bz: "troops. His filthy, green combat uniform _in which the sleeves_u
and pants legs wbre rolled up above the elbows and knees, un- _.r
. covered thin legs and arms; the undershirt visible trrough
,the onened Jacket, was caked with three or four weeks of dirt :i.
‘and sweat, the sunken-in Pace, covered with three months growth
‘ of red beard, bore the.strain of as many months of exnsustive

‘combat..  But the man*s head~was -still-high, and piercing, stab-



e

'impressed on e=ch of the men serving under him that his soft—:;

Page 2

bing eyes looked stralight ahead just as if they, like their oﬁner,
knew where -they were going4_gnd when, and why, and how.

A hush settled over all within sight. All eyes turned .
toward’him. "There's Dalton the btest damned soldier in this
man's army," whispered Ghaidez, a Mexican scout to his conrades

in the reconnaissance pstrol, as they turned their attention

toward the newcomers, .

"Where's .you're commanding officer?" said Dalton in a low

'mild voice.' ceveral soldiers scurried off in different dir-

ections. Months of training under this frail Iooking man had .‘-';f{-

spoken voice was no indication of the degree of promptness with

'w%ich he expected obedience to his orders.

Here was a man who could be both hated and feared res-

.pected and admire, "ilzby ‘the same person. And such was the

general feeling of the grest majority of his men toward himi

yul %}
Back of hﬂs quiet manner was a determination Lc_:he—peiet’bf

ru%h}essness to ave e&rﬁ%g%;;u%—the—most minute details of his
ExcCe
instructions. e full avalsnche of every punishment that '

military ‘law a2llowed a combat commander fell upon those sub-
ordinate o@é&eere who neglisently, hesitatingly, or dismbedient- :
ly performed their fishting missions. The longer the. fighting

lasted, the’ toucher the enemy resistance, ‘the greater the Am-

erican casualties, the more determined became Dalton. EHis unit
commanders werej4fiven relentlessly in, an attack, atdyuﬁkiweézg/
7 =t=

:to_&;é&t;o;be-hey-oz—é—{he- iat--tham—eadunm The wratgﬁuw—-owr

of the gods bore down on any defeatlist, and his commanders

feared-more than the lethal bullets of the enem{E:EPB piercing
9y .l buld '

eyes anc reprimandiné tongue of thelr superior.
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Dalton was one man who could sap the last ounce of'Fight
. or even blood, from his men and still maintain one hundred per
-  cent dicipline and control of his unit. He not only. lived the

t " life of a front line rifleman ,eating, dressing, and sleeping no

- better than they, but sought the most active and danserous

_sectors of the front for his personal surveillance.i Under the :
most devastating poundings of enemy mortar, artillery, or
macbine gun fire he had nerves of steel.u Where he appeared

- on the field of battle there also appeared an atmosphere of T

" calm and resolution even in the most vieious and bloody

ﬁ";_en~agements. He personally led’ patrols and directed assaults

on enemy emplacements. His personal courage was without equal. ' L

£ mis t »aeyfl.xf' Te L =y CAprts e71
° 8 troops.’ b3 7#07/75 I m 7/*‘—-&4 - ——
And yet,. when a m\ssion was accomplished, or a campaign

: My,.‘ { "The tizes the bld man should have been killed,"was the talk

terminated "Dusty" Dalton was given his due credit for success '!-g

.o in the small-talk gatherings in all ranks. He did y—~
T f et & 0Tl el st e M)
T ) G} he was thelir leader a man -of action. Fad not his per—_

L .

sistant driving and brilliant tactics brought each battle to

al speedy and successful ccnclasinn with the least 1oss of li_{'e‘7

As severe as were his ‘orders, he asked nothing of his men that

he was not prepared to do himself. W / (w‘”

' - . - In spite of his apparlnt stergfss and i :
“ S logly e drs b Wi

one could detect at times, glimpses of a man with a Sensitlive

-

and kicd heart as he would sincerely iisten ‘the problem= of
- one of his men, ‘as he in his usual arbitrary manner saw to 1t

trat the welfare of his troops was satisfactorily administered,

or asrhe bowed'his head in'prayer at Sunday mcrning church ser-

’._vices. In short, Gerieral” James Dalton-was & man with a pro-
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-found and uncompromising sense of duty. His character was the

‘g make his actions parallel what nis conscience tol hi?/was ri Yo

/: :: and what was wrong. In his ceaSeless effort oﬁ-bo&ng-what he

e i thousht & man and a leader should be, his 1ife was snuffed out

rv-7a4 P/
' by a well aimed enemy bullet through the temple two years later _

7//,“% in Luzon. “

v ntlace Jf Loy ) ) ) ) SR
Lo Zo nendin Gy
: . Within a few minutes the messengers returned with their

'fcolonel and guided him over to General Dalton. The two men _ ﬁiﬂ;;;'za

e'ca"ried on a quiet conversation interrupted only by occasional
sharp orders of the colonel to the members of his statf who
hurried off in all directions to organize and’ execute the 1n--

structions of their commader and his superior.

As the reconnaissance scouts disinterestedly watched all
the activity about them. From thelr comfortable position, they v
observed the colonel nod his head in their direction while talk-:
- . ing to the General. In a few seconds & runner came over and A

said, "Sarg, the Generzl wants to>see'you.“ Lewis left his

Anatrol and.reported asvordered. After a'brief conversation :77
in which only the final and emphatic "Yes siri" could be heard:f
by his men, the sergeamt hastened back. "All risht' - On your
feet and saddle up. The General says we have information

which our C O should have tonizht, and we are to make a forced
march to our regiment this afternoon," barked Lewis as 1if to

put the damper on the inevitable grumbling and dissetisfaction.:>

"The dirty son of'a bitch wants to kill us all," muttered

Chaidez under his hreath as he struggled with his pack.
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Kindly excuse - this 1en5nt1y theme. I did not realize

fthe extensiveness of my. subject when I started the tbeme.

':ffiﬂowever I went “"ahead and tried ‘to paint a picture of this man
_f;as I saw him rather t%an limit myself and wind up with either
’1ctitious man or an 1naccurate or incomplete desc*iption

'of General Dalton. : 3>" . S

L.Jo8. J. Kbontz
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