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MY TMPRESSIONS —- WORID WAR ITI

December 7, 1941

I was walking across the campus at Andover when I heard the news.
"I was 17. It came as a shock =-- a jolt -- an awakening. I did
not fully comprehend World Affairs. My interests were our
undefeated soccer team, Christmas vacation only a month away, and
graduation then college. Things changed ihstantly. I knew right

then that I wanted to go into the service.
December 8, 1941

Our headmaster, a great historian and tough disciplinarian,
e e
summoned us all into George Washington Hall, the school's
PP /
assembly plaﬁf. There was the normal joking, kidding, sloppy
i:;;r-»ff»\ﬁwéj’&is'?).

J'posture.(fDr. Fuess/ called to order the 800 students by saying
— ;

A g e

something like this: "your country is at war. We have just

played the Star Spangled Banner. From now on when the Star
Spangled Banner is played you will stand at attention, hands at
your sides and you will show respect." From that day on, without

fail, I have stood at attention when the Star Spangled Banner was

played.
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Secretary Stimson, an alumnus of Andover, gave the gommencement;7,X/k%
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address. He encouraged the graduating class to get some college S?ﬁ&
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eduation before serving. I was determined, not to go on to
college, but to become a Navy pilot. Secretary Stimson was a

towering world figure but I wondered about this call of his.

June 12, 1942 .
W

= el o ;><:_ f>x\ _
*’On my 18th birthday I was sworn into the Navy as a Sef3man 2nd NE

Class. The first step towards becoming a Navy pilot. The Navy

had just changed the rules. It no longer required two years of
college before becoming a Navy pilot; pilots were urgently
needed. the Navy moved to accept High School graduates for pilot

o s o ,
Qﬁﬁﬁ ”tralnlng Walt/; Leveri// LT USNR, swore me in at Boston. I

-~ ~)
Dj y 74, ~> 67/«, - N
went on active duty as an Aviation Cadet August _ o

e
s . )
e r e

Auguiiié,\194: ‘ : N

Active duty at last. I climb on a southbound train at Penn

Station. My dad was a big, strong guy. He put his arm around me

and said goodb§% I'd never seen my dad shed a tear before. ><
P
? .
June, 1943 ﬂi”““m\\%mx _ aﬁ;
N _
2 ~— / ,u(( /"9-. K:>'<P;
Having been “stationed at Chapel leixfor prefllght Mlnneapolls
-—«.;/ f-7< / 733;“\ -"“"‘"~\
for Primary Training, and Corpus Chrlstl fo Advance, I received
33 TR e /*—....,N, P J d
6 my Navy wings and Ensign's Commlss1on Jung I was still 18

years old. I wanted to fly in combat. All my classmates wanted
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to fly in combat. Our country was at war -- united. I selected

Torpedo Bombers. . .I fell in love early on with the 'low and
== v

\X,JQQ/)‘slow' TBF. It carried 2,000 lbs. of bombs, it was the biggest

singIé engine aircraft in the fleet. It had a crew of 3. I went

(f e off to Fort Lauderdale to learn to fly this, the Grumman Avenger.

=
k‘,«’ -

Training up and down the East coast, dropping torpedoes off Cape
P - o N,

/' _Cod, bombs and torpedoes in Lake”Oﬁ%&hobee, Florida, ><\

~ »
Chincoteague, Virginia, Charlesté% Rhode Island, Miami. . .I saw

'em all. I had an Ensign's stripe and an Admiral's confidence.

I was a Navy pilot.

Spring - Summer 1944

I was assigned to A{rsgroup 51, the first air group to be abroad
e Y - , '
the new fast Caf%ier San Jacinto, CVL 30. We went on a "shake &?/

down cruise" to Trinidad: put San Jac into Commission at
Philadelphia: headed for the Pacific via the Panama Canal,

touched the USA one last time at San Diego and then went West.

One roommate, subsequently killed, Tom Waters had a red face, but
the seas were so bad that his face turned green. Many of the Air

Group and ship's company had spent no time at sea.

. w»~—We struck Wake Island on Mayv23, 1944. My close friend and

roommate, Jim Wykes went off on a search mission and never came
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back. I lay in my upper bunk and cried for my friend, but‘;Bane 4%:
saw me -- that wouldn't do. !if
September 2, 1944
% ?ver chi chi Jima, my plane hlt anti-aircraft fire at
dy

g
.u” ‘about 8:30 a.m. The submarlne Flnback picked me out of the water \,)

S

—-»"""'M
close to the Japanese held island of Chi Chi. I learned later
that my crewmen were killed. 1In that l1life raft for about 2

hours, wondering if my life would be spared I prayed, and I

S ~ Sl
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o ggplted and again I shed a tear. I was a scared kid, just 20,

away from his mother and dad. cki

September 1944 -- abroad the Finback in Japanese waters

™,

The Submarinééfinbacg stayed on its war patrol. We got depth

PR e minicd

charged by Japanese ships. The submariners in Finback didn't

f?\ \ih\eem too concerned about that, but Jim Beckman, Tom Keene and I,

\1 o e ~
Qgﬂwﬂﬂyw the 3 rescued pilots, didn't like that a bit. F1;;§§§~s skipper xif
e S T s ﬁ?k!
won a silver star for 51nki’(’Japanese shlppers &l¢b,*&ﬁ‘? . -
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October 1944

e, ~ ?
Back in Pearl Harbor for a week at-a=rest>hoieé -- some flying, , ¢
ol ;3“jiwamt <.

} sthen hltch hiked back to the fleet -- Task Force 38 under Admlral
}L‘-

-
Leonn e ‘m%

Bull Halsey off the Phlllpplnes. I wondered at the tremendous
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Naval power I saw in and around Pearl Harbor and at Ulithg Atoll. J”gﬁ”n

You could feel things moving our way. We were still shown the
pictures of Japanese atrocities. It was Hirohito's fault.
Hitler was beginning to get kicked hard in Europe but for us

there was one unifying symbol -- Hirohito and the evil he

represented. I wanted bamdg to rejoin my squadron -- to fly N

more, to do my part.
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November 1944
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I fly final combat mission over Luzon Bays; Novenber=19~1944 .

_Puffs of antiaircraft fire, black menacing, but nothing like the

?\
I??/

concentrated fire over Chi Chi Jima. Still you wonder. There
was a sense of exhilaration in our ready room. We were going
home. _We'd probably make it in time for Christmas. Several of
rg’ur VT %\1{ squadron mates had been killed, but that was accepted.
The war had us t;gether on one track. In a sense, the ferocity
of the battle helped heal the hurt for the fallen comrade. It
was our duty, our honor. We were fighting for the USA against
tyranny. The Country was united. We, on a carrier, were a part

of something great and good. At times we were scared, but there

were never any doubts.

Christmas Eve 1944
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I arrive home. I stopped at the Rye Station on the way to
Greenwich. There my Fiancee, Barbara, climbs on the train. We
go the 10 minutes to Greenwich. My mother and dad meet us. I
was glad to be home for Christmas. I was glad to be surroundeé
by love. At church the next day, Christmas Day, I counted my
blessings. I thanked God I was homev-- and in the‘quiet of our

Aj W g
.: church I thought abouthlm Wykes, D1ck Houle, Ted Whlte, John % &

AL Py . Zg): (, }
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Delaney and other who would never come home for-christmas; I

think I asked "Why," but there was not any agony about the cause.
There were no divisions about the War. We were right, God was on
our side. We had suffered a surprise attack and, qsw three years

later we were winning; and I, a 20 year old Lt. (j:gﬁ) was part '\:X§

s a
o

of the greatest fighting force in the world. I had grown up. I it

had flown with the best off a great carrier that flew the Te;;;

fIggfznto battle. I was part of e team. We cared about each

other in our squadron. We understood each other's fears and

loves. We played together, sang together, flew together. We

bitched about our Squadron Commander -- to tough, too demandipg,
ggz?_f”too serlous, but we loved to fly on his wing -- we respected Don

T <5
Melvin.Ljéj

~

If we hot dogged it or risk t ives of the ship's crew by
_J’“ o S
Mgsome careless maneuver, Captaln Beauty Martin would klck some - 7

\

pﬁ;%§£§ serious butt, but he was our Captaln and we bragged about him.

He didn't know me from Adam's off Ox. But why should he -- I had



-

one stripe, finally 1 1/2, and he had 4. We gave him a lot of

room. We gave him a lot of respect.

We saw the pictures of Japanese soldiers executing kneeling
captives and we knew the Emperor was to blame. We saw the
executioners swords held high and as we passed the pictures
around we knew we were right and that we would win, and that we
were the best. We were the best. . .cocky devils, sure of our
ability, sure of our mission, 20 years old and we knew exactly

what had to done. .

We were the best pilots. When we ground looped on land, it was
that damned gust of wind, or it was low hydraulics in the left
brake. When we missed the proper wire landing on the carrier, it
was that crazy landing signal officer. . ."Damn fool, had me too
high all the way in, or too fast, or too sléw"; but we never told
him. He held our lives in his hands and besides, the skipper
always thought he was right. We hated Hirochito. Evil, he was

the epitome of all evil. He started this. He and Hitler.

Winter - Spring 1945

Barbara and I ﬁ%e'married January 6th. We had time for a
honeymoon, they off we went to carrier re-qualification in the

Great Lakes. We bought our first car -- a 1941 Plymouth -~ price

Ny o< s e

e

Lt S - G,
$350. Joining our squadron in LewistonL_Maine,”up and down the

2,
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: \JS East Coast in VT 153, a new torpedo squadron manned by some of my -
y P

pals from VT 51. I checked out in the F4U, the hot-shot gull

wing Corsair fighter. . .and for a moment I wondered if low and

slow was goodﬁgggigﬁaifor me anymore. Fleeting thought only, 2><\
since by now the feél of the TBF was a part of my very existence.

The TBF was a forgy/ing airplane and though I was a pretty good %X\

pilot, I'd still make some pilots errors that needed forgiveness.

.-,-1,4,:»1':!9"‘; e;"":‘ ] / h‘l ‘
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v I'm 21 now. We are based in Virginia. Barbara and I are having T

more time together as our new squadron, with orders in hand to go
back to the Pécific, starts our final training. . .the war ends.
I'l]l never forget the screaming and the cheering and the dancing
in the street and the praying. Bar and I went to church. The
War's end meant we would not have to be separated, and that I
would not have to cover any more landings of marines on beaches -
- seeing them get slaughtered as the Japanese dug in to defend

their homeland.

haye
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”f,;I am discharged from the Navy on’ WEZI;:;? and now I go to
Yri RS i
%% college. The togetherness of it all disperses. We all re-focus.

A It's soccer, baseball -- it's our first baby and Economic .

R

QﬂﬂBva classes. Barbara and I know family joy and the happiness of
\}JA.\ N

Ao
i being at school and looking forward shortly thereafter to a new
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life in our west. We have lots of new friends. The letters from

the shipmates slow down. They are finding their new way too.

January 20, 1989

I am sworn in as President of the United States. A TBF on a

float goes by in our Inaugural parade. On"it are some squadron

mates from VT 5L and a couple ofrold SUbmMAFriners who were aboar
P
Finback when she picked me out of the drink off Chi Chi Jima.

They are smilinq\and waving and no-one knows who they are. But

%
ké%w. \\ /5_7

o ey .
February 1989 % '
february 1909 7 /é%a L)

I go to Japan for the funeral of Emperor Hirohito. It is an icy
cold day and the long ceremony is beautifully done. Sitting
there in the cold Surrounded by World leaders, I had time to
think. Yes, I thought about the Burst of anti-aircraft fire from
Chi Chi Jima that killed my friends, but that thought did not
dominate. I thought about Hirohito going to call on MacArthur,
about Japan's remarkable recovery and about her democracy. I
thought abut the quiet little man and his love of nature and how
that contrasted wit the pictures we saw 45 years go. . .I thought
of Japan. Our a{}iance is strong, our friendship is genuine.
They are né@%gézemocracy. How remarkable that is. Maybe Ted 4

White, Jack Delaney, and Jim Wykes did not die in vain. It was



-t

10
right that I went back to Japan to the Emperor's funeral. I
didn't see the raised swords. I saw a new Emperor -- a respected

figure in a country that is our friend.

L
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MY IMPRESSIONS - WORLD WAR II

becember 7, 1941

I was walking across the.éampus at Andover when I heard the news.
I was 17. It came as a éhOCk,- a jolt - an awakening. I did not
| fully comprehend World Affairs. My interests were our’undefeated
soccer team, Christmas vacation only a month away, and graduatién'

then college. Things changed instantly. I knew right then that

I wanted to go into the service.

December 8, 1941

‘Our headmastef, a great historian and tough disciplinarian,
summoned us all into George Washington Hall, the school's

- assembly place. There was the normal joking, kidding, sloppy
posturé. Dr. Fuess called to order the 800 students by saying
something like this: "Your éountry is at war. We have just
pléyed the Star Spangled Banner. From now on when the Star
Spangled Banner is played you will stand'at attention, hands at
‘'your sides and you will show respect." 'From that day on; without

fail, I have stood at attention when the Star Spangled Banner was

played.

- Barly Juné 1942

Secretary Stimjyson, an alumnus of Andover, gave the commencement



address. He encouréged the graduating class to get some college
education before serving. ¢(eheok-these—facets). I was '
' determined, not to go on to college, but to become a Navy pilot.’

Secretary Stimjfson was a ’towering world figure but I wondered

about this call of his.

~—

Z,Jline 12, 1942

On my 18th birthday I was sworn into the Navy as a Seaman 2nd
Class. The first step towards becoming a Navy pilot. The Navy
had just changed the rules. It no longei' required two years of
college before becoming a Navy pilot; pilots wer-e urgently
needed. The Navy moved to accept High School graduates for pilot
training. Walter Levering, LT USNR, swore me in at Boston. I
went on active duty as aﬁ Aviation Cadet August 6, 1942.

< — b /ax/ /L/ 2 com P/u}ti

August §, 1942

Acmm ot 1K -

I climb on a southbound train at Penn Station. My dad was a big,

strong guy. He put his arm around me and said goodbye. 1I'd

never seen my dad shed a tear before.

June 1943

Having been stationed at Chapel Hill for preflight, Minneapolis
for Primary Training, and Corpus Christi for Advance, I received

my Navy wings and Ensign's Commission June ‘_'k . I was still 18

7 o



years old. I wanted to fly in combat. All my classmates wanted
to fly in combat. Our country was at war - united. I selected
Torpedo Bombers . . . I fell in love early on with the 'low and
slow' TBF. It carried 2,000 1lbs of bombs, it was the biggest
single engine aircraft in the fleet. It had a crew of 3. I went
off to Fort Lauderdale to learn to fly this, the Grumman Avenger.
Training up and down the East coast, dropping torpedoes off Cape'
Cod, bombs and torpédoes in Lake Okechobee, Florida,
Chincoteague, Virginia, Charleston Rhode Island, Miami . . I
saw 'em all. I had an Ensign's stripe and an Admiral's

confidence. I was a Navy piloi:.

Spring - Summer 1944

Having been assigned to Air Group 51, the first air group to be _

abroad the new fast Carrier San Jacinto, CVL 30, Uk MGH on o~
\

v shake down cruisex to Trinidad,’put San Jac into Commission at

Philadelphia! headed for the Pacific wvia the Panama Canal,
| o Jua Dieqe -

touched the USA one last time‘and then went West. One roommate,
subsequently killed, Tom Waters had a red face 7’but the seas were
so bad that his face turned green. Many of the Air Group and

ship's company had spent no time at sea.

We struck Wake Island on May 23, 1944.mmy close friend and
roommate, Jim Wykes went off on a search mission and never came
back. I lay in my upper bunk and cried for rﬁy friend, but no-one

saw me - that wouldn't do.



September 2, 1944

Overchi chi Jima, my plane, was hit by antiaircraft fire at about
8:30 a.m. The submarine Finback picked me out of the water close
to the Japanese held island of Chi chi. I learned later that my

1 howvr »
crewmen were killed. 1In that life raft‘K wondering if my life

o . H OL Hoe .
would be spared, I prayedl a:ng‘?a‘a‘in 1 %f’ I was a scared
1.0 :

)
poaTnlg kié ]\away from his mother and dad.

September 1944 - abroad the Finback in Japanese waters

The Submarine Finback stayed on its war patrol! We got depthb
charged by Japanese ships. The submariners in Finback didn't
seem too'concerned about that, but Jim Beckman, Tom Keene and I,
the 3 rescued pilots, didn't like that a bit. oo~ F;“’b“"k.s

shippe won o silven S~ o ﬁwwj Tofl o sl .

October 1944

Back in Pearl Harbor for a week at a rest home - some flying,
then hitch hiked back to the fleet - Task Force 38 undernHalsey
off the Philippines. I wondered at the tremendous Naval power I
. sk ok UNthe Adol]

saw in and around Pearl Harbor, You could feel things moving our
Qey. We were still shown the pictures of Japanese atrocities. It
was Hirohito's fault. Hitler was beginning to get kicked hard in
Europe but for us there was one unifying symbol - Hirohito and

the evil he represented. I wanted badly to rejoin my squadron -

to fly more, to do my part.



November 1944

I fly final combat mission over Luzon Bay, November 19, 1944.
Puffs of antiaircraft fire, bl;ck,menacing, but nothing like the
concentrated fire over Chi Chi Jima. Still you wonder. There
was a sense of exhilaration in our ready room. We were going
home. We'd probably make it in time fof Christmas. Several of
our VT 51 squadron mates had been killed, but that was accepted;
The war had us together on one track. In a sense, thé fefocity
of the battle helped heal the hurt for the fallen comrade. It
was our duty, our honér. We were fighting for the USA against
tyranny. The Country was united.  We, on a carrier, were a part

of something great and good. At times we were scared, but there

were never any doubts.

Christmas Eve 1944

.I arrive home. I stopped at the'Rye Station‘on the way to
Greenwich. .There my fiancee, Barbara, climbs on the train. We go
the 10 minutes to Greenwich. My mother and dad ieet us. I was
glad to be home for Christmas. I was glad to be surrounded by '
love. At church the next.day, Christmas Day, I counted my
blessings. I thanked God I was home - and in the quiet of our
church I thought about Jim Wykes, Dick Houle, Ted White, John
Delaney and others who would never come homé for Christmas. I

A

*
think I asked Why: but there was noqha ony about the cause.

There were no divisions about the wWar. We were right, God was on



our side. We had suffered a surprise attack and, now three years
later we were winning; and I, a 20 year old Lt. (j.g.) was part
of the greatest fighting force in the world. I had grown up. I
had flown with the best off a great carrier that flew the Texaé
flag into battle. I was part of a team. We cared about each
other in our squadron. We understood each other's fears and.
loves. We pléyed together, sang together, flew ;ogether. We
bitched about our Squadron Commander - too tough, too dem&nding,

too serious, but we loved to fly on his wing - we respected Don

Melvin.

If we hot dogged it'or risked the lives of the éhip's creﬁ by
some careless maneuver, Captain Beauty'Martin would kick some
serious butt, but he was our Captain and we bragged about him.
' He didn't know me from Adam's off Ox. But why should he - I had
one strip'e,w 1 1/2, and he had 4. We gave him a lot of room.

We gavé him a lot of respect.

We saw the pictures of Japanése soliders executing kneeling
captives and we knew the Empefo; was to blame. We saw the
executioners swords held high and as we passed the picturés
aroupd we knew we were right and ;hat we would win, and that we
were the best. We were the best . . ; cocky devils, sure of our

ability, sure of our mission, 20 years old and we knew exactly

what had tb done.

. We were the best pilots. When we ground_looped on land, it was



that damned gust of wind, or it was low hydraulics in the left
brake. When we missed the propér wire landing on the carrier, it
was that crazy landing signal officer . . "Damn fool, had me too
high all the way in, or too fast, or too slow"; but we never told
him. He held our lives in his hands and besides, the skipper
aiways thought he was right. We hated Hirohito. .Evil, he was

the epitome of all evil. He started this. He and Hitler.

Winter - Spring 1945

Barbara.and I'wefe married January 6th. We had time for a
honeymoon, then off we went to carrier re-qualification in the
Great Lakes. We bought our first car - a 1941 Plymouth - price
$350. Joining our squadron in Lewiston, Maine, up and down the
East Coast in VT 153, a new torpedo squadron manned by some of my
pals from VT 51. I checked out in the F4U, the hoteshot gull
w1nghf1ghter . .. and for a moment .I wondered if low and slow
was good enough for me anymore. Fleeting thought only, since by
now’the feel of the TBF was a part'of my very existence. The TBF

was a forgiving airplane and though I was a pretty good pilot,

" I'd still make some pilots errors that needed forgiveness.

August 1945

Tm 2] now.
We are based in Virginia. Barbara and I are having more time

together as our new squadron, with orders in hand to go back to

the Pacific, starts our final training . . . the war ends. I'll



never forget the screaming and the cheering and the dancing in

the street and the praying. Bar and I went to church. The War's

end meant we would not have to be separated, and that I would not

have to cover any more landings of Marines on beaches;:g:g:;Lg- 3“-

slaughtered as the Japanese dug in to defend their homeland.

September 18, 1945

I am discharged from the Navy on“point§ and now I go to coliege.
The togetherness of it all disperses. We all re-focus. 1It's
soccer, baseball - it's our first baby and Economic classes.
Barbara and I know family joy and the happiness of being at
school and looking forward shortly thereafter to a new life in .
our west. We have lots of new friends. The letters from the

shipmates slow down. They are finding their new way too.

January 20, 1989

I am_swofn in as President of the Unitéd States. A TBF on a float
goes by in our Inaugural parade. On it are some squadron mates
from VT 51 and a couple of old submariners who were aboard

" Finback when she picked me out of-the drink off Chi Chi Jima.

They are smiling and waving and no-one knows who they are. But I

knew. -

February 1989

I go to Japan for the funeral of Emperor Hirohito. It is an icy



cold day and the long ceremony is beautifully done. Sitting
there in the cold surrounded by World leaders I had time to
think. Yes, I thought about the burst of antiaircraft fire from

Chi Chi Jima that killed my friends, but thatAdiE not dominate.

I thought about Hirohito going to call on MacArthur, about
Japan's remarkaﬁ%e recovery and about her democracy. I thought
heie o

about the quiet man and his love of nature and how that
contrasted with the pictures we saw 45 years ago . . . I though

U’apm T AL AowW M ot ’(“M
@ur alliance is strong, our friendship is gen 1ne,\ Mew remarkable
that is. Maybe Ted White, Jack Delaney, and Jim Wykes did not

die in vain. It was right that I went back to Japan to the
Emperor's funeral. L olioluAd sec thu rcuiesd Swo

rw'ﬁ'?u o AwNV. 5’7"“’"’ “W 7—’537"’""
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“George Bush -

_ 1941, there wasn’t any doubt which branch of the se
7: Jom My thoughts immediately turned to naval av

- emy Andover. Secretary of War Henry Stimson came fr
;Washmgton to-deliver the commencement address. H
members of our graduating class the war would be
_one, and- even though America needed fighting men,
- serve our-country better by gettmg more: education ‘before::
getting into uniform. - %
: After the ceremony, in a crowded hallway outsxde
uditorium, my father had one last question about my
" 'ture plans. Dad was an imposing presence, six feet four,
ith-deep-set blue-gray eyes and a resonant voice.
“George,” he said, “dld the Secretary say anythm
change your mind?”> - ¢ ;
. *No, sir,” I replied. “I’m gomg in.”
* -~ Dad nodded and shook my hand. - -
=:-"On-my eighteenth birthday, I went to Boston and: w:
sworn into the Navy as a Seaman Second Class. Not lon
thereafter, I was on a railway coach headed south for Nay
p' ﬂlght tralmng in North Carohna S

I’d jomed up to ﬂy, and hke the plano student ‘W
didn’t see why he couldn’t begin his lessons playing Rhg,
. sody in Blue, I was gung ho to strap on the leather helmet
and goggles the day I arrived at Chapel Hill. Because of the
pilot shortage, the Navy had trimmed its aviator training
course to ten months, but there weren’t any shortcuts.:It- ]
would be months before I'd finally climb into a Stearman
" N-28 trainer—the. Navy’s: “Yellow Peril,” a two-cockplt,
open-alr speclal "Even then I got the impression that my
instructor thought I was still too fuzz-faced to trust w1th an
o expensnve piece of Navy equipment. .
.. Looking through old scrapbooks at photos taken at the
] tlme, I can’t say I blame him. 1 was younger than the ot
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‘trainees—the .youngest aviator in the Navy when*I got-my
wings. To make matters worse, -1 looked younger:.than'T
actually - was—enough to make me -self-conscious. ' Whén
Barbara came to visit—she was: on - her way :to- school in -
South Carolina—I even asked her to stretch the calendar,
add a few months to her age, and tell anybody who' asked
that she was eighteen, not seventeen. = . - SR
" 'We’d met six months before, at a Christmas dance..I'm

not much at recalling what people wear, but that particular. o

occasion stands out in my ‘memory.- The band: was playing. )

Glenn Miller tunes when.I:approached a friend -from ‘Rye,:-

New York, Jack Wozencraft, to.ask if he knew a girl across-
e-dance floor, the one. wearing the green d-red.holiday

- He said she was Barbara Pierce, that she lived in.Rye. - -

1d went to school in South Carolina. Would I like an i
duction? I told him that was the ral idea, and,
duced us, just about the time, the bandleader ‘deci
change tempos, from fox trot to waltz. Since

sat the dance out. And severs

BeTs ‘i’ those days.” After I got-my ‘wings--and went
ed flight training, we took ‘the'next important ste
0f:1943, she joined the Bush summer ‘convocationi
where, between boating and "fishing excursions,*we
secretly engaged. Secret, to the extent that the German-
apanese high commands weren’t aware.of it. “That Dex
er"'we “went public withuouf-.éhgageméntﬁ,::though':We;’_5
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knew: that marriage was years away. My trammg days’
drawmg to a close at the Naval Air Statlon in Charl' town

ight months after V-J Day, fe magazme ran
ome to Chichi Jima,” telling of the war-crimes
o Japanese-officers charged with executing American fli
ets: shot down over the Bonin Islands and “even more e

: I read the piece-as a Yale freshman, not long out ¢ th
' _j—,Navy It brought back me ones of the worst hours I'spents#:
d P

g the war.

of ooncentrated air strikes on the Bomns by our sqt
51, operating off the San Jacinto, one of cight fast
m Vice Admiral Marc Mltschers Task Force 58 M

. 7y Under the column for Passengers were the names Del
) ney and.Lt. (jg) Whn‘e. Jack Delaney was the young

.man/tail gunner on ‘my Grumman ‘Avenger torp

.. bomber. William G. (Ted) White was the squadron’s

" . nery officer, ﬁllmg in that day for Leo Nadeau, our reg;

"% "VT-51 had an air complement of twenty-snx 'F6F Hell
-.cats and nine TBM: Avengers. The quick, mobile Hellcat
~ fighter kept the skies clear of enemy aircraft. The Avenger
- had earned a reputation as the biggest, best smgle-engme
bomber around, used for torpedo runs, glide bombing, an-
_ tisub patrols, and providing air cover during amphibious.
- landings. The TBM carried a three-man crew—awator,
ret gunner, and radioman/tail gunner, or stmger," along.
.with a 2,000-pound bomb payload.
_The target for that.day was a radio commumcatlo

i nter on. Chichi Jima, one of. three islands in the Bonin’
. chain. The others were Haha Jima and the best-remembered;
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‘Pacific island of World
Delaney, Nadeau,
emplacements on-

g A
tght to gauge wind vel
€s.'Given winds at about fifteen
the sea, T fimmed th
without riskin




" bad landing, From the start, back: during flight trair
" liked the challenge the TBM offered, the sensation o
.getting close down to the water, going full bore. -

' There’s nothing quite like putting a. plane do
carrier. While it was intimidating at first, you quic

with a very narrow flight deck on a converted cruiser
took total concentration to make the tight turn coming intos
- the ship’s stern, then follow through on your pattern, watch-;
_ ing the signal officer as he.waved his paddles to let you know
“whether you were.too high or too low. Screw up the p
“attitude” and.you crashed into the sea or the deck
. the Hellcat pilot I once saw_miss the arresting ]
return flight from Guam. """ L
“ < Qur squadron was coming in after a strike, the Av
ers first, then the fighter planes. I’d already landed and
standing on deck, watcliing as thie pilot jammed his thro
forward trying to get airborne again, but lost air sp

plane spun in, ending up by a gun mount. ‘The gun crew was’

wiped out. Just a few yards away was a crewman’s leg,
ered and quiverinig: The shoe was still on. More than forty
years later I-can still see it. - R A
"Two other members of the squadron were alongside me
when the accidént happened. We wére all familiar with co:
bat risks and at‘one time or another had lost close fri¢nds
my first roommate, Jim Wykes, flew out on a routine antisub
. -patrol one day-and just disappeared. But none of ushad € (8
‘seen death come that close, that suddenly. Four seamen
who’d been with us.seconds.before were dead because of &
. random accident, for no logical reason. _ i
* .+ . Then, breaking the.tension; the chief petty officer in
-charge- of ‘the deck crew moved in, shouting orders. “All

" right, you bastards,” he yelled. “Let’s get to work. We still
have planes up there and they can’t land in this goddamn.

mess.” War, it seemed, has a perverse logic all its own.

-A little after 6 A.M., the morning of September 2, 1 ;7vas .
in the ready room getting briefed for our second day of air
strikes against Chichi Jima. Word.came that Task Force 58

5
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was heading south: to-become. Task Force 38, under'Admiral
ull” Halsey. The move was scheduled to take place imme-
taid. That -meant:if we ‘were -
-airstrips'and communications
today would be the 'day. : SRR
Nobody“had to remind us that ‘the going ‘would :be;
rough. The day before, we’d run-into strong énemy-antiair- . -
craft fire and lost 4 plane. The Bonins were ‘six “huridred
miles from Tokyo; a key supply and communications cente;
he Japanesé had dug'in fora protracted fight. Weiw
éarning that the closer w got to the enemy’s

gunner d
r families knew ea
. k

‘he wanted to

ctual combat conditions, . ...
We were due to take off at 0715

eader .who inspired confidence in. younger mem
f his. squadron. Before the war ‘was.over,-he’d .earn
Cross not once, but twice. That ‘morning, Sept
he: cleared. Ted White for the Chichi Ji i
eau also signed, off on the request.
We:took off-on schedule,

At up full-throttle, gave the catapult officer:my

Cross-the-chest signal,-and-was launched skyward 2

was-clear, . broken. only by:a.few- clouds,:net . -

40 -provide cover for an- incoming; fligh Though:it :
'early. morning, the weather was like every other:day
art of the Pacific, warm and humid. Tt -took-us about
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-“an hour to.reach the-island; climbing along the w
ttack -height of. 12,000 feet. .. .- -
~# +..0ur squadron attack- plan called for three groups:f
" three.torpedo bombers apiece, flying first in V. T t;é'ﬁ;,
~ then shifting to echelons as-we prepared to di x
- “joined by planes from other carriers as- we closed i
~%-The flak was the heaviest I’d ever flown int
nese were ready and waiting; their antiaircraft gu
- up to nail us as'we pustied into our dives. By the time
‘was ready, to go in, the sky was thick with angr
- clouds of exploding antiaircraft fire. L
- .7 Don Melvin led the way, scoring direct hits on'a ra
tower. I-followed, going into a thirty-five-degree div
. angle of attack that sounds shallow but in an Aven r
-if you were headed straight down. The target map
strapped 'to my knee, and as I started into my dive
already spotted the target area. Coming in, I was awa
‘black splotches of gunfire all around. =~ - - -
=’ “Suddenly there was a jolt, as if a massive fist had
cranchied into the belly of the plane. Smoke poured into_the
cockpit; and 1 -could see flames rippling across the crease:
the wing, edging toward the fuel tanks. I stayed wit trgg
dive; homed in on the target, unloaded our four 500-po
bombs, and pulled away, heading for the sea. Once o
water, I'leveled off and told Delaney and White to bai
.turning the plane starboard to take the slipstream o
-door-near Delaney’s 'station. o T :
.- ~“Up to that point, except for the sting of dense smoke
- blurring my vision; I was in fair shape. But when I went
make my jump,.trouble came in pairs. o
" :Alccording to the book, you dive onto the wing; t]
the wind ‘pulls you away from the plane. But ‘something
went wrong. The wind was playing tricks, or more likely
pulled.the rip cord. too soon. First
chute: canopy collided with the.
close one. A fraction of an inch closer, and I’d have been
snagged onthe:tail assembly. As it was, the only
that came out of the collision was a gash
. partially torn canopy. ,
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I came down fast—becauge of the torn canopy, faster,
- than I wanted. That was when alj those tedious hours.of
" emergency training paid off. Rule No, 1 in bailing out atsea;

. Don’t get tangled up in your parachute after landing.- Still™ .. :

" dazed, I instinctively started unbuckling on the way down -*¢
“" and easily slipped out of my harness when 1 hit the:water.-
T looked around for Delaney and White, but the y

In sight was my parachute drifting away. My seatback. -

bber raft was somewhere in the area, but if it hadn’t been . -

.Don Melvin swooping down, then up, to signal its loca-
0, I'd never have seen, much Jess Swum to it, And whileT .
lidn’t'know it at the time, if it hadn’t been for Doug West'in ..
is: Avenger and a few of -our Hellcat escorts, the raft’
uldn’t have done much good- even when I reached it A
ple ¢ the island, headed out to _
T planes drove them. back -
oping that it.hadn’t been -
inflate. Good news, it did. d

ontainer and I had no fresh water. Doug didn’t know
oming in low he’d seen that my head was bleeding .
1d dropped a medical kit. | retrieved it and hand-swabbed
y. forehead with Mercurochrome. - - . ... Qo
I checked out my regulation .38-calibér pis
as in working order, It was, for all
me; I would have traded it and fifty . a -
all paddle. The wind was playing tricks again; - .|
‘my raft, my squadron headed back to the carrier |
owly. drifting toward Chichi Jima. . .

aere were Delaney and White? There was no sign-o
yellow rafts on the horizon, Just cloudless ‘blue sky
Oppy green water rolling toward the shor.
addling furiously just to stay put. - -
head still ached. My arm was burning :from.the
i angry Portuguese man-of-war.-And to compli-’




- George Bush - :

- caté:matters, I'd' swallowed: a:few pints of brackis
. -along the way, which’ meant I'd occasionally have
- paddling to:lean-over. the side:” 2]
C- till,-E-'was alive.and liad-a-chance. The qu
i ether my crew members :had survived. Neithi
- .sponded- after' the~order to -bail out. Struggling a;
. tide, I remembered something else: Task Force 58 was
“““ing out of the area to rendezvous with Halsey’s fle¢t i
‘thie raid ‘on Chichi- Jima: Don Melvin had probably: radi
‘my position to friendly-ships in the area; but realisticall
-nothing showed up that day, my luck might have run
-~ A-half hour passed.. An hour. An hour and'
- There was no-sign-of activity from the island, no Jap:
headed my Way.  But nothing else was headed my. %
_ ther. As it turned ‘out, when my:prayers were ans
. didn’t'come in the form of a.large ship’s outline”o
. Horizon, but:what appeared to be a small black dot, onl§

- ~'hundred yards away. The dot grew larger. First a periscip

then' the conning :tower,. then the hull of a subma
emerged ftom the depths, - *u: ¢ .- o
“+’-""Was it an enemy sub'or one-of ours? It didn’t take
‘to’ find -out. ‘A’ large bearded figure was standing-on:
- bridge of-the conning tower; holding a black metal obj
‘his"hand.- As the sub drew closer, the object took: form
- small motion-picture camera, s o
% » My rescue ship was. the U.S.S.: Finback. The.catrier
‘buff turned out to be Ensign Bill Edwards. He stood ther
filming away, while the sub continued to surface and Half
_ 'dozen seamen:came scurrying out to the forward'dec
“Welcome aboard!” said one, who hauled me out of my bol
bing craft. “Let’s get below. The skipper wants to get- thi
hell out of here.” On shaky legs I climbed down the connin
tower into the hold of the Finback. The hatches slammed:
shut, -the horns sounded, and the sub’s skipper gave the or-
der to “Take her down.” 2. . . R
=’ In the sub’s-cramped- wardroom, I was given a-second
. welcome aboard by three other Navy airmen, rescued by th
- " Finback-a short while before: Silently: I thanked God for’
" having'saved my life-and said a silent prayer for the safety of
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_my‘fellow crew members. Later I learned that neither Jack _
. Delaney nor Ted White had survived. One went down with -
‘the plane; the other was seen jumping, but his-pa,rachutg

... As a member of VT-51, T thrived on the feeling of free-
_dom that came with flying an airplane. I was part of a team,

_'yét on my own. But living with the officers and crewof the -~

back, 1 learned about a différent kind of teamwor]
ell as danger. -~ ¢ - R
Whatever the aviators on board might have thought
ally, the Finback wasn’t a rescue vessel bt a combat_
ed to get back to our squad- * -

rons, we'd have to bide our time until the sub put in at
Midway at the end of its war patrol, = L

_Among other things, biding time on‘a submarine meant

g at the war inside out, being on the receiving rather -
he delivery end of an air bombing. People talk about
k of combat flying, but in a plane you can fire back
id-maneuver; on a sub you breathe stale air and sweat in :
belly.-of a metal tube under fire, . :
The Finback sank enough enemy tonnage on t a-
tr0l 6" earn its skipper, Commander R. R. Williams
Silver Star. He and his i ng o
1ace, we were depth-charged: the sub would shudder;
the: visiting airmen would give anxious looks:at meni:
0ers; of the crew. They’d reassure us, “Not even close.”

Ima, but what happened at the island was over.in
T ~.depth charges in-a sub—even for.te
cem like an- eternity. - . . - ..
But my month-aboard the Finback. had its ‘ -
ents;: There was the human element: I made friendships .- -

e -

ve lasted a lifetime. I had a chance to. reflect on.the -

ter loss suffered at Chichi Jima. Six days after my res .
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~cue, T-wrote. alletter, later mailed:to my parents,. tha ﬁ;? '
scribed-my feelings:at the-time:- - -zio) -~ & ... £
s E1L try-to think.about it as little as possible,” I s
“I'cannot get the thought of those two out of my. min
'm-O.K.—I want to fly again and I won’t be scar
ut I know I'won’t be able to shake the memory.
ncident and. I don’t believe I want to completely.”:
Thien .there. were. the better moments spent

. The.siib moved like a porpoise, water lapping
bow; the sea changing colors, first jet black, then spar]
vhite. It:reminded me of home and our family vacatio
Aaine. The niglits were clear and the stars so bright '

till don’t understand the “logic” of war—why
-Suryive and others are lost in their prime. But that mo
He Finback gave me time to reflect, to go deep inside
- ' "and’search for: rs. As you grow older and try
“"trace ilie steps that*made you the person you are, th sign-
- .-posts. to:look for are those special times of"insigh
- -awakening. I' remember. my days and nights abo

_ cinto and ‘VT-51 -exactly ¢}
A fter:being shot down, in time fo take part ifrstriki
“against ‘enemy positions and shipping in the Philippin
- ~October 1944 American troops had-landed at Leyte;-
- “Vember-our squadron was in action at Manila Bay and'ini't
-, I;uzon area." We-also got news that over one hundred B
. -taking' off from-Saipan, had .bombed Tokyo. Three: years
~after it-had begun; the war in the Pacific was coming
ircle;:a:noose tightening around the Japanese home islas
-+ exieIn: December VT-51"was replaced by a new. squadr
- ‘and: after; flying - fifty-eight. combat missions I. was ordéred
- ~home: No reunion-could. have been scripted more perfectly.




a close- friend from -
0ore, as a member of the wedding party.
2z A few months later | was reassigned to
. torpedo bomber group bein i

-war. Japan’s-war leaders
Tokyo. They seemed. bent
the cost in human life. -

; Now, years later, Whenever I ‘hear anyone criticige: . -

President Truman’s decision to drop the atomic. bomb on’
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, T wonder whether the. critic re--
bers those days and has really considered. the alterna
: millions of fighting men killed on both sides,”
i millions of Japanese civilians, 7 T

s and remembering: "hos_’ 1

it was finally over.s .- ...
ete still young, life lay ahead of us,
peace. It was the best of times, -




June 12, 1942 ?< — — = Pl >

] I\ This event occurred at the Naval Aviation Cadet Selection Board
T S —<T sl .g,—<-\ e
o on the sixth floor at 150 Causeway Boulevard. Facing Lt.
Levering to take the oath in the presence of a few Naval

—
personnel, I was a scared, nervous kid wondering what was in

store for me. This took only a few minutes but it seemed like an
hour to me. When I departed Lt. Levering's office exuberance had

replaced my nervousness. I had become an aviation cadet and

1/ — — — — .
would go on active duty August 6, 1942. Lt. Levering later wrote
me a letter saying I had a made a wise decision to join the best

program in any of the armed services.

|.{). Buqust 6, 1942

/

— '
The evening of Augﬁst 3, my last at home, I had dinner with my
family. The next day I climb on a southbound train at Penn
Station. My dad was a big, strong guy. He put his arm around me

and said goodbye. I'd never seen my dad shed a tear before.
Arriving in Chapel Hill, North Carolina on August 5, preflight

training would begin brlght and early the next morning. It was
— — —
here that I met my great friend, Ted Williams, "The Splendid
. ’_/'
Splinter" of the B&ston Red Sox. We all stood in awe in the

presence of the famous hitter who was in the same program.

J A\, september 2 ' \{r
>< > O S e

ﬁ};;i2§7’0n this day at 0715, a division of VT-51, composed of{Commander
[2)

\\\

Lv]
05 3
N — T e /3u 1
Do elv1n, Doug, West Milt Moore and myself, took off from the /f ™
S e TP AT TS T NS Y

San:Jac1ﬁtorkmy 50th combat mission) flylng about seventy miles
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CE>* to destroy two radio stations at Chi Chi Jima in the Bonin

Islands. Upon reaching the target area, the sky was thick with

"'?” black clouds of exploding enemy antiaircraft fire. Don Melvin
led the attack on the target, followed by Doug West and then me.
At about 0830 and moments after pushing over into my d;ve at 8000
feet,/I felt a jolt like a giant fist had rammed into the belly
of the plane. My plane had been hit in the engine area. Smoke
poured into the cockpit and flames were spreading aft toward the
fuel tanks in the wings. Navy training had taught us to complete

the mission. I instinctively continued in the dive, homed in on

P i o
y Co

the target, unloaded our four 560 hundred pound boﬁbs, pulled

p . - / - — - \\:_ A
A few miles from shore, I told "« )

— -

away heading East toward the sea.
B o — - ) b /
< my “crewmen, Ted White and John Delaney, to bail out. When ‘ R A

ol :

o bailing out my head struck atg}é&é?ng\blow on the tail of the
plane momentarily knocking me out. As I was landing in the
water, the Japanese sent two boats out after me. Melvin, West
and Moore along with our Hellcat fighter escorts drove the boats
away. I was in the life raft about two hours, wondering if my
life would be spared, I prayed to God, I was sick to my stomach
and again I cried. I was a very scared kid, just 20, away from
his mother and dad, paddling against the wind trying to get
farther away from the Japanese held island. I later learned that
my crewmen were killed. Observers said that two persons were

seen leaving the plane. The parachute of the other person never

opened, but mine did. God had spared me from that fate for

- ~

y ( <, / . o - .
f;kky)ﬂwhatever reason. Hellcat fighter pilots flew over my raft until

1 oV
,j-t)_w',. -t

B
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I was rescued by the American submarine, U.S.S. Finback around

noon.

Winter - Spring, 1945

Having been engaged since the Fall of 1943 while training up and
down the East Coast, on January 6, 1945, Barbara Pierce and I
exchanged wedding vows at the Presbyterian Church in Rye, New

York, proudly wearing my Navy u iform. My VT-51 squadron matef

)

Richard B. Playsteadv\was 1n attendance. We had time for a
ere

honeymoon at Sea Isle, Georgia.
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THE WHITE HOUSE
WASHINGTON

July 28, 1989

\
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INFORMATION

MEMORANDUM FOR THE PRESIDENT

THROUGH : DAVID DEMAREST
FROM: CHRISS WINSTON
SUBJECT: LIFE MAGAZINE ARTICLE

I. SUMMARY

LIFE Magazine is very excited with the article you wrote
recounting your remembrances of World War II. But, they have a
few minor changes to request, and questions they would like you
to review.

First, attached are a series of additional questions LIFE
would like you to consider answering. Some are explanations of
terms, and others are additional personal memories you may or may
not feel comfortable providing. Again, they will only edit the
text to add the answers you provide.

Second, attached are some minor grammatical and
clarification changes LIFE would like you to consider. They
understand no changes are to be made without your approval. If

you would simply mark "ok" next to the ones you feel are
appropriate, we will relay your changes to them.

II. DISCUSSION
LIFE MAGAZINE QUESTIONS:

1. JUNE 12, 1942

A. First, they would like you to provide some details on the
room in Boston where your swearing - in took place. They
are looking for a sense of the atmosphere in the room. For
example, (and you need not stick to these questions) Were



A.

there other people present? How many? How long was the
ceremony? What was the room like?

Second, what did you do the night or week before you went on
active duty August 6, 1942.

JUNE, 1943

When you refer to training up and down the East coast, you :
mention dropping bombs in Lake Okechobee, and other r
locations, can you describe the kind of bombs and torpedoes i

you were dropping? it %5
¥1 @i é%
In the same sentence as above, you refer to Charleston - is 2
that Charleston, South Carolina? And, where in Rhode Island’l i?
did you fly?
qﬂ

SEPTEMBER 2, 1944

Please recreate the moment your plane was hit. What did you
feel when you were hit? What was your target that day?
When did you know you were hit? Just a few more details.

Also, what was the number of your mission that day? QTE}

NOVEMBER 1944 2 Y

7 Y
What was the number of your mission over Luzon Bay, Novembér
19, 1944, the day of your final combat flight? ZAC

)
J o

At the beginning of the third paragraph you refer to ad i%f/

CHRISTMAS EVE 1944

"ground-loop". LIFE would like to know for background 1 ’/ %
purposes what is a "ground-loop"? 3?/6 “©
o)
<
WINTER - SPRING 1945 % e
S
If you feel comfortable, LIFE would like you to write a ?f
couple sentences about your wedding day. e t
S N
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SPECIFICATIONS
Wingspan: 54° 2~
Length: 40° 11%~
Height: 16" 5~

Gross Weight: 17,895 Ibs. . -
Armament: (2) .50in guns, (1} dorsal .50in gun;
(1) ventral .30in gun, torpeda_bombs

Power Plant: One 1,900 HP Wright
R-2600-20

PERFORMANCE
Maximum Speed: 276 mph
Cruise Speed: 147 mph
Range: 1,010 miles
Service Ceiling: 30,100 f.
MANUFACTURER:
Grumman Corporation.
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TBF (TBM) ““Avenger”’

The Avenger first became operational on 4 June 1942 in the
midst of the Battle of Midway. The first six TBF Avenger aircraft
built were sent to Pearl Harbor, destined for VI-8 on Homet.
The ship was already at sea, so they flew across the Pacific to
Midway Island, then being hurriedly fortified. The planes were
immediately launched into battle Five failed to return and the
sixth returned with only its trim tab for longitudinal control, one
wheel, and the torpedo bay door< hanging open — one gunner
dead and the other wounded. r<01:e its inauspicious beginning,
the Avenger became the Navy'« stancard and most effective
torpedo-bomber throughout Worid War ii. The Avenger was also
manufactured by General Mators (designated TBM).

Teamed with the dive bombers, the Avengers destroyed both
of the world’s largest battleships, the Musashi and the Yamato.
And, operating from jeep carriers, they soon became the most
important force against the U-boats in the Mid-Atlantic.

The Museum has 3 TBM's. They were donated by Dennis G.
Buehn. T.B.M., Inc. of Tulare, Califorina and the US Navat Air

Station of Jacksonville, Florida. One of them arrive¢ -able
condition. ‘
403, 53454, 53593
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Headline History 1 2 5

~evelt in which Chicago Mayor Cermak is fatally shot. Roosevelt
ugurated (“the only thing we have to fear is fear itself”); launches
v Deal. Prohibition repealed. USS.R. recognized by US.
scellor Dollfuss of Austria assassinated by Nazis. Hitler becomes
or. U.S.S.R. admitted to League of Nations. Dionne sisters, first
to survive beyond infancy, born in Canada.

o Germany after plebiscite. Nazis repudiate Ver-

military service. Mussolini invades
gue of Nations invokes sanctions. Roosevelt opens secon’
New Deal in U.S., calling for social security, better ousing, €q-
table taxation, and farm assistance. Huey Long assassinated in Louisi-

ns occupy Rhinelan
Jaimed (Japan to join in 1940).

V dies; succeeded by son, Edward VIII, who soon abdicated to
erican-born divorcée, and is succeeded by brother, George

Amelia Earhart
(1898-1937)

panish civil war bes'ins. (Franco's fascist forces defeat Loyalist

os by 1939, when Ma

rid falls.) War between China

and Japan be-

to continue through World War I1. Japan and Germany sign anti-
od

tern pact; joined by Italy in 1937

of repudiates war guilt clause of Versailles Treaty; continues to build
an power. Italy withdraws from League of Nations. U.S. gunboat
 sunk by Japanese in Yangtze River. Japan invades China, con-
‘most of coastal area. Amelia Earhart lost somewhere in Pacific on

:world flight.

marches into Austria; political and geographical union of Ger-

v and Austria proclaimed. Munich Pact—B!

ritain, France, and Italy

g to let Germnngl partition Czechoslovakia. Douglas “Wrong-Way "

ew York to Dublin.

‘occupies Bohemia and Moravia; renounces pacts with Poland

and concludes 10-year non-aggression pact with USS.R.

0 :ch War begins; Finns to lose one-t
3 - World War II begins (see special

¢ AT X
NAR. I‘(3939-1945)
t ’s
ers ¢ any, , Japan, Hungary, Romania,
“Afiies (U.S., Britain, France, U.S.S.R., Australia,
“Canada, China, Denmark, Greece, Nether-
Norway, Poland, South Africa, Yugosia-
ol PG ; ey
des Poland and annexes Danzig; Britain
itler ultimatum (Sept. 1), declare war
d German pocket battieship Admiral Graf
y, on Hitler's orders

de Netherlands, Belgium, and Lux
lsin resigns as Prime Minister; m

10). Germans cross French frontier (May

W' put 335,001 000 Allied soldiers
Belgium by British civilian and naval craft (May
at) d.dv‘SwnronaneandBmain;invadu
30); Germans enter Paris; City undetended

Gefc:vnn sign armistice at Compiégne .

and
homb Coventry, England (Nov. 14). ..
faunch attacks in Balkans. Yugoslavia
ilovic continues guerrilla warfare;
(April 17). Nazi tanks enter
Army quit Greece (April 27). Hit-
June 22). Atlantic Charter—FDR and
ar aims (Aug. M).Japaneseattacksm
ppines, Guam force U.S. into war; U.
d (Dec. 7)..U.S. and Britain declare war on
Italy declare war on U.S.; Congress de-
c (Dec. 11).
1. Singapore to Japanese (Feb. 15).
peninsula in Philippines surrender

Corregtfor island in Ma-’

of Lidice in
and Britain

ontevideo, U
d activity (“Sitzkrieg”) on Western Front. ~

"Blitzkrieg" tactics. Dunkerque
0 out of 400,

enth of territory in 1940
: material on “World War
Y ,In US, Roosevelt submits $1,319-million

1S, neutrality, and declares limited emer
DR about feasibility of atomic bomb. New Yor

defense budget, pro-
iency. Einstein writes
World's Fair opens.
d Lithuania annexed
tish bases in West-

land in French North Africa

1943 Casablanca Conft

unconditional surrender goal (Jan. 4

Arm; surrenders at Stalingrad—turning point of war
sia (Feb. 1-2). Remnants of Nazis trapped on Cape Bon,
ing war in Africa (Ihg 12). Mussolini

named premier (July 25).

8). Nazis seize

Churchill, Chian,

(Nov. 22-26). Teheran Conference: FDR, Chui
ngneoninvasionplans(ﬂev. 28-Dec. 1).

1944 U.S. and British troops land at Anzio.on west talian
coast hhead (Jan. 22). US. and British troops
enter Rome (June 4). D-Day—Allies launch Normandy inve-
sion (June 6). Hitler wounded in bomb plot (July 20). Paris

fiberated (Aug. 25). Athens freed béeAmes (Oct. 13). Ameri- _
ippi 20)

cans invade Philippines (Oct. . Germans launch counter-
offensive in Belgium—Battie of Bulge (Dec. 16).

1945 Yalta Agreement signed by FDR, Churchill, Stalin—es-
tablishes basis for occupation of Germany, returns to Soviet
Union tands taken by Germany and Japan; U.S.S.R. agrees to
{ ip pact with China (Feb. 11). Mussolini killed at Lake
Doenitz takes command in Ger-

nced (May 1). Berlin falls (May

). V-E Day—Germany gn: itional surrender terms
at Rheims (May 7). Potsdam Conference—Truman, Church-

ill, Atlee (after July 28), Stalin establish council of foreign,

ministers to prepare peace treaties; plan German postwar
government and reparations (July 17-Aug. 2). A-bomb
blasts Hiroshima (Aug. 6). US.S.R. declares war on Japan
(Aug. 8). Nagasaki hit by A-bomb (Aug. 9). Japan surrenders
{Aug. 14). V-J Day—Japanese sign surrender terms aboard
battleship Missouri (Sept. 2). ALY
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Cap 2

by GEORGE BUSH

L&

0
Cop 8

THE PRESIDENT RECALLS
HIS THREE-YEAR TOUR
OF DUTY AS A

NAVY PILOT IN THE
PACIFIC

«

Cap 1 PRECEDE TK

(cbp?1,c¢1,151)

PAGE 71 COLUMN 1 51 LINES DEFINED

(ebp72,¢1,129,¢2,129)
(cbp74,cl, |34,<';2, 134)
(ebp75,c1,134,¢2,134)
(cbp76,c1,124)

« <December 7, 1941
1

| was walking across the campus at Andover when | 0033

v:07 PAGE:' 0002
o (ep22,,20p)

0019 (cp28,30,16p6)(xh)(rr)

0028 (st)

0033 (irS8l,6p,171,10p,33l,

6p,11,7p9,3l1,6p, 25,

- e o ey e se



0035

0037

0038

0039

0044

0045

0046

0048

0049

0050

heard the Serwil
news. | was 17, It came as a shock<-->a jolt<-->
an awakening. |
did not fully comprehend world affairs. My
interests were our
undefeated soccer season just finished,
basketbali<-->baseball
coming up., Christmas vacation only a couple of
weeks away,
graduation, then college. Things changed
instantly. | knew
right then that | wanted to go into the service.
~ December 8, 1941
- Qur headmaster, a great historian and tough
© disciplinarian,
summoned us all into George Washington Hall, the
school”s
assembly place. There was the normaj joking,
kidding, sloppy
posture. Dr. Claude M. Fuess called to order the
800 students
by saying something like this: **Your éounfry is
at war. We
have just played the Star-Spangled Banner. From
now on w:en °
the Star-Spangled Banner is played you will stand
! at attention, °
hands at your sides and you will show respect, *”

From that day

V:07 PAGE: 0003
0033 10p,431,6p,25l,10p,391,

0033 6p,11,7p9)(il871,0,17I,
0033 4p,421,0,251,4p,431,0,
0033 251, 4p)
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0059

0060

0061

- 0062

0063

0064

0065

0066

0067

0068
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SEPWWII
on, without fail, | have stood at attention when

the national

anthem was played,

TE-

Early June~4942

J\n'a,,r,g s 1@:

[S NP

Secretary of War Henry Stimson, an alumnus of

[, ke &A‘,gdover,.

ea\{the-.commer_lcgmeﬁt

P

gradpu-

ating class to get some college education before
serving. | was

determined not to go on to college but to become
a Navy pilot.

Secretary Stimson was a towering world figure but
| won- \

dered about this call of his.

Zm.o f“‘*-/ A;@\‘\ ’

Onﬁg')\z 18th blrthday | was sworn into the Navy as
0 Ie

a Seaman. \

Second Class 45=B ; ‘the first step towards
becom.i(ng a
Navy pilot. | was a scared nervous kid. The Navy

had just

changed the rules. It no longer required two

years of college
l:‘»efore,becoming a Navy pilot; pilots Were
urgently needed.

Walter Levering, Lt. USNR, swore me in at Boston,

| went on

-He encouraged the

V:07 PAGE: 0004

t
t

3
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L 0069 active duty as an aviation cadet August 6, 1942,
L 0070 | o
L 0071 .August 6, 1947 ~ )
: 'l' e hS]

0072, /1 climbed on a southbound train at Penn Station.,
! My dad was ~

0073 |a big, strong guy. He put his arm around me and

""" said goodbya. T

6074 [°d never sean my dad shed a tear before. We
arrived in Chapel

0075 Hill, N.C. aﬁd | met my great friend ‘" The
Splendid Splinter”*

0076 Ted Williams of the Boston Red Sox. We all stood
in awe of o |

0077 the famous hitter who was in the same program.

0078

0079 June, 1943 : ' ,

0080 1Having been stationed at Chapel Hill for |

° preflighf, Minne~
0081  apolis for primary training, and Corpus Christi

'~ for Advanced,

0082 | received my Navy wings and Ensign’s commission '
" June 33\‘1/ - ’
0083 was still 18 yea‘rs'old. | wanted to fly i.n
combat. All my class- /

END OF BLOCK PAGE 71 COLUMN 1
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mates wanted to as well. | fell in love early on
with the “low

and slow’ torpedo bombers. The Grumman Avenger
carried |

2,000 pounds of bombs, the biggest single-engine
aircraft in '

the fleet. It had a crew of three. | went off to
Forf Lauderdale

to learn to fly it. Training‘ up and down the East
coast, drop-

ping torpedoes off Cape Cod, dummy bombs and
torpedoes in

Lake Okeechobee, Fla., Chincoteague, Va.,
Charlestown,

Rhode Island, Miami . . . | saw “em all. | had an

ensign’s stripe and an admiral’s confidence., | was

a Navy pilot.

-Spring-Summer 1944
1I was assigned to Air Group 51, the first to Be
aboard the new fast carrier San Jacinto, CVL 30,
We went on a shakedown crtise to Trinigad, put
San Joc into commission at Philadelphia, .headed
4for theoPacific via the Panama_ Canal, touched
the U.S. one last time at San Diego and then went
West.
Many of the air group and ship's company
had spend. no time at sea. One roommate, subse-
qQuently killed, Tom Waters had a red face, but

the seas were so bad that his face literally

0006
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0 0109
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L. 0113
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0116

NO117

NO118

0119
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turned

green.
We struck Wake lsland on May 23, 1944. My
close friend
and roommate, Jim Wykes went off on a search
mission, and
hever came back. | lay in my upper bunk and c¢ried
| for my

friend. No one saw me<-->that wouldn’t do.

END OF BLOCK PAGE 72 COLUMN 1
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September 2, 1944
On this day at 0735, a division of VT-51,

N\
composed of Com-

mander Don Melvin, Doug West, Milt Moore and
myself, | r )

took off from the San Jacinto (my 50th ;:ombat
mission) fly- ‘

ing about 70 miles to destroy two radio stations

at Chichi
Jima in the Bonin Islands. At reaching the target
area, the

sky was thick with black clouds of exploding

ehemy antiair-

V:07 PAGE:
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craft fire. Don Melvin led the attack on the tar-

get, followed by Dg West and then me.

At about & 0, and moments after pushing \\

over into my dive at 8,000 feet, | felt a jolt

as if a
giant fist had rammed into the belly of the
plane.
My plane had been hit in the engine area. Smoke
poured into the cockpit and flames were spread-
ing aft toward the fuel tanks in the wings. Navy
training had taught us to complete the mission. |
instinctively continued in the dive, homed in on
the target, unloaded our four 500 hundred pound
bombs, pulled away heading East toward the sea.
A few miles from shore, I toild my crewmen, Teda—ﬁ*’
White and John Delaney, to bail out. As | baj gd x
out, my head struck the tail of the plane momen-
tarily knocking me out. | was landing in the wa-
ter when the Japanese sent two boats out after
me. Melvin, West and Moore along with our Hellcat
fighter
escorts drove the boats away.
I 'was in the life raft about two hours,
wondering if my life
would be spared. | prayed to God, | was sick to
my stomach
and again | cried. | was a very scared kid, just

20, away
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END OF BLOCK PAGE 72 COLUMN 2

PAGE 74 COLUMN 1 34 LINES DEFINED

from his mother and dad, paddling against the
wind trying to

get farther away from the Japanese held island. |
later learned

that my crewmen had been killed. Observers said
that two

persons were seen leaving the plane. The para-

chute of the other person never opened, but mine

did. God had spared me from that fate for what-

ever reason. Hellcat fighter pilots flew over my

raft until | was rescued by the American subma-

rine U.S8.8. Finback around noon.
4 0

September 1944
]The Finback stayed on its war patrol in Japanese
owat4ers, .am'f!J I along with two other rescued pilots
and two crewmen spent the next 30 days standing
watch apd counting my blessings. We gof depth
charged by Japanase ships. The submariners in

Finback didn‘t seem too concerned about that,

4 . 0 o~ \ .
but Jim Backman, Tom Keene and I, the three \K

rescued pilots, didn"t like that a bit. Finback’s
4 0

skipper won a Silver Star for sinking Japanese

ships.
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October 1944
]Back in Pearl Harbor for a week at a *‘rest
ohome"*f---}then after some essential refresher fly-
ing, | hitchhiked back to the fleat<-->Task Force
38 under Admiral- William **Bull"- Halsey off the
Philippines. | wondered at the tremendous Naval
powerf— ip_ an__q\around Pearl _Harbor and at Ulithi

(ﬁﬁoll) You
could feel things moving our way. We were shown
pictures of
Japanese atrocities. It was Hirohito's fault.
Hitler was begin-
ning to get kicked' hard in Europe but for us
there was one unij-
fying symbol<-->Hirohito and the evil he
: represented. | wanted

badly to rejoin my squadron<-->to fly more, to do

my part,

END OF BLOCK PAGE 74 COLUMN 1

PAGE 74 COLUMN 2 34 LINES DEFINED

November 1944
1
I flew my final comb/a,t mission, the 58th, over

' b —"
Luzon No-

vember:gzs. Puf\fs of antiaireraft fire, black and

4
—

V:07 PAGE: 0010
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menacing were nothing like the concentrated fire
over Chichi Jima. Still you wonder. There was a
sense of exhilaration in our ready room. We were
going home. We"d probably make it for Christ-
mas. Several of our VT 51 squadron mates had
been killed, but that was accepted. In a sense,
the
ferocity of the battle'helped heal the hqrt for
our |
fallen comrades. It was our duty, our honor. We
were fighting for the USA against tyranny. The
country was united. Wé, on a3 carrier, were a
part
of something great and good. At times we were

scared, but there were never any doubts.

Christmas Eve 1944 : -
1 < .
I arrive home. | stop at the Rye; N.Y.

on
the the way to Greenwich. Tﬁere my fiancee, Bar-
bara, climbs on .the train. We go the 10 minutes

_ to

Greenwich. My mother and dad meet u-s. | was
glad. to be home for Christmas Day, I counted my
blessings. | was glad to be surrounded by love,

At .
church thei"\ﬁ;;t“dah;', c:hrist:ﬁa,é, | thanked God | \,.'.'\

~ .
~

was home<-->and in the quiet of our church |
thought about Jim Wykes, Dick Houle, Tom
'Waters, Ted White, John Delaney and the others

0011
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who would never come home for Christmas.

I asked “"Why?"" but there was not any agony
about the
cause. There were no divisions about the war. We

were right.

God was on our side. We had suffered a surprise

attack and

now, three years later, we were winning; and I, a
20 year old

Lt, ('j.g.") was part of the greatest fighting

force in the world. |

END OF BLOCK PAGE 74 COLUMN 2
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. “O |
had grown up. | had flown with the best ;@a
great carrier | -
that flew the Texas flag Into battle. | was part
~of a teani. We
cared about each othef in our squadron. We
understood each

other’s fears and loves. We played together, sang

together, flew together. wé Bitcﬁed about our X

Squadron. Commander<-->too tough, too demand- Crn
SRS
ing, too serious. But we loved to fly on his wing< L{
-l ’ ‘

we respected Don Melvin.

0012
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-1 0218 If we hot dogged it or risked the lives of the

1 0219 ship’s crew by some careless maneuver, Captain
e e
1 0221 -rious butt, but we bragged about him. He didn‘t
e TR 0TS
2 0222 know me froka_v-g- But why should \(\
NO223  he?<-->] had one stripe, finally 1<1/2>, and he . 7

‘had 4, | /o

0 0220 Harold M. “*Beauty’* Martin would@“' x

=

el

L 0224 We gave him a lot of room; a lot of respect.
2 0225 We were the best pilots. When we ground-
0 0226 looped on land, it was that @9 gust of wind,
1 0227 or it was low hydraulics in the left brake, When
0 0228 .we missed the proper Wirg landing on the carrier,
0 0229 it was that crazy landing signal officer . . .
6 0230 fool, had me too high all the way in, or too
fast, or
2 0231 too slow™"; but we never told him. He held our
2 0232 lives in his hands. And besides, the skipper al-
L 0233 ways thought he was right. |
0 0234 We were the Eest . . . cocky devils, sure of

our
3 0235 ability, sure of our mission. We knew e.xactly' X . | @ )
L 0236 what had toAdone; We knew we would .win.v
L 0237 ) .‘73»
L 0238 Winter - Spring 1945 ~ :
0 0239 ' Having been engaged since the Fall of 1943 while v
0 ‘ , 5/
| was train- b
. \/7 Ty
0 NO0240 ing up and down the East Coast, on January 6, ’\‘i/t\;-
. ) \\\‘ A

1945, Barbara
2 0241 Plerce and | exchanged wedding vows at the
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Presbyterian

Church in Rye, N.Y. | was § earing my
Navy uni-
form. My VT-51 squadron mates, Richard B,

Playstead and

END OF BLOCK PAGE 75 COLUMN 1
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Milton Moore were in attendance. Barbara and |

had time for
a honeymoon at Sea Isle, Georgia.
Then off we went to carrier re-qualification in
thei Great
Lakes. We bought our first car<-->a 194] Plym-
outh<-->price $350 and drove across Canada to
join
our squadron in Lewiston, Maine. Up and down
the East Coast in VT 153, a new torpedo squad-
ron manned By some of my pals from -VT 51. .I
~—— ,
checked out th the F4U, the hot-shot gull wing
.LCorsa‘ir ﬁghtér . . . and for a moment |
| wondered if |
**low and slow'f’ was good enough for r{ne>
anymore.
A fleeting thought only, since by now the feel of

the TBF was a part of my very existence. The

V:07 PAGE
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TBF was a forgiving airplane<-->and though |
was

a pretty good pilot, 1°d still make some pilot’s
er- |

rors that needed forgiveness.

August 14, 1945
1
I'm just 21 now. We are based in Virginia. Barba-

0

ra and | are having more time together. As our
new squadron, with orders in hand to go back to
the Pacific, starts our‘ final training, the war
ends. I“ll never forget the screaming and the
cheering and the dancing in the street and the
praying. Bar and | went to church and we said

thanks. The war’s end meant we would not havi

‘to be separated, and that | would not have to
cov~
er any more Iandlngs of marines on beaches<-->

sea=

to defend

their homeland.

September 18, 1945
1

I am discharged from the Navy on "“points‘* and

how | go to

0277 coliege. The togetherness of it all is gone. We

re-focus.
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0278

0279

0280

0281

0282

0283
0284

- 0285

0286

0287

0288

0289

0290

0291

0292
0293

1
0

1
0

1
0
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It's soccer, baseball<-->it’s our first baby, and
economics classes. Barbara and |
know famlly joy, and the happiness of being at

school and looking forward short-

{y thereafter to a new life in iyr __\_y;;t We have
lots of new friends. Th: letters

from the shipmates slow down. They are finding

their new way, too.

June 1948

A brand new college grad, my first job ahead, |
drive to Odessa, Texas. The war

seems, far behind<-->ahead lies a whole ne\;/

exciting life,

January 20, 1989 .

| am sworn in as President of the United States.
A TBF on a float goes by in our

Inaugural parade. On it are some squadron mates
from VT 51. They are smiling |

and waving. No one knows who they are. But l

know.

February, 1989

I am in Japan for the funeral of Emperor

V:07 PAGE:
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u SEPWWII V:07 PAGE: 0017
Hirohito. It Is an icy cold day and the

0 0294 long ceremony is beautifully done. Sitting there
in the cold, surrounded by world j
0 0295 leaders, | had time to think. Yes, | thought N
about the burst of anticaircraft fire x
1 0296 from Chichi Jima that killed my friends, but that
thought did not dominate. |
0 0297 thought about Hirohito going to call on

MacArthur, about Japan‘s remarkable

0 0298 recovery and about her democracy. | thought about
the quiet little man and his

1 0299 love of nature and how that contrasted with the

A
horrible pictures we saw 45 S
1 0300 vyears ago . . . | thought of Japan. And | thought
of forgiveness. Our alliance is
1 0301 strong, our friendship is genuine. They are now a
democracy. How remarkable
END OF BLOCK PAGE 76 COLUMN 1
WARNING: NO MORE BLOCKS DEFINED
0 0302 that is. Maybe Ted White, Jack Delaney, Jim
Wykes, Dick Houle and Tom Wa-
0 0303 ters did not die in vain. It was right that |
went back to Japan to the Emperor’s
L 0304 funeral.«|3 . 0304 (ufbox)

1
(END)
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