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Collection of historical events mixed with some personal events during my lifetime when I was
either a spectator or participant, including some personal opinions. I grew up in the Great
Depression and served in the Pacific Theatre during World War II. I advanced for Presidents
Kennedy and Johnson, and I had a hand in the creation of a National Park (Guadalupe) and
the recognition of an American Indian Tribe (Tigua).
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THE COVERIn 1965 this haunting moon face, painted on an ancient Piro Drum owned by
Miguel Pedraza, Governor of the Tigua Tribe, helped convince me that I was dealing with an
American Indian Tribe which had been bypassed by history, and plunged me into the most
satisfying effort I ever made as a lawyer. As Miguel beat the drum and sang traditional chants,
the vibrating face of the moon came alive and cast a spell over me to do my damndest to help
these courageous people.The back cover is a Japanese Battle Flag I recovered after an
encounter in the jungle outside of Finchhaven, New Guinea. Every Japanese soldier carried
one. The “rays” coming off the sun were personal messages from the soldier’s friends and
family written before he left for battle.Moon Spellby Tom DiamondMOON SPELLCopyright ©
2015 by Tom Diamond.All rights reserved.Except as permitted by the Copyright Act of 1976,
this book may not be reproduced in whole or in part in any manner.First Digital Edition9 8 7 6 5
4 3 2 1Published byBook Publishers of El Paso2200 San Jose AvenueEl Paso, Texas
79930bpep2@sbcglobal.netbookpublishersofelpaso.comPiro DrumFront Head — Eight Points
— Sun SymbolJapanese Battle FlagFOREWORDThis book is a collection of footnotes of
historical events when I was a participant or a spectator, along with an occasional personal
opinion. I undertook this effort to give my grandchildren and their children insight into my life
experience, and I publish it now for whatever value it might have as a primary source. I grew up
in the Great Depression and served in the Pacific Theatre during World War II. I advanced for
Presidents Kennedy and Johnson, and I had a hand in the creation of a National Park and the
recognition of an American Indian Tribe.FOOTNOTES1 CRUCIFIED2 THIS IS IT3 COMING
HOME4 WORLD WAR II5 OFF TO WAR6 SCRUFFS AT THE BEACH CLUB7 BAILING OUT
THE MAJOR’S WIFE8 TORPEDO TO THE STARBOARD9 NEW GUINEA10 VILLAGE
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ATTACK15 AFRAID OF DEATH16 THE BIDET ENCOUNTER17 HELLO, PALO ALTO18 THE
UDDER SIDE19 THERMO SHOCK20 KOREAN WAR21 HOW TO HANDLE WOMEN22 THE
LAST BOOTLEGGER23 BABY DOLL24 THE GUADALUPE RANCH25 ADLAI AT EASE26
FAMILY FEUD27 BEAVERHEAD LODGE RANCH28 MEETING WOODROW29 TEXAS
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NOTEList of IllustrationsIllustrationsOther Books by Tom DiamondFootnote One
CRUCIFIEDDuring World War II, I witnessed spectacular and dramatic events which I vividly
recall today. But no memory of those days is more emblazoned in my mind than witnessing the
crucifixion of a Japanese captain.In March of 1945, First Sergeant Fultze and I set out by jeep
from the town of Lingayen on the Island of Luzon in the Philippine Islands. We were going to
the town of Tarlac, in the interior, to attend a bazaar. We had been invited by a couple of
Filipino girls we met in Lingayen at a local bazaar. They were nieces of General Romulo, a
prominent officer in the Philippine Army.To reach Tarlac, we traveled on back roads to avoid a
bridge which was washed out on the main highway to Manila. An hour after dusk, we
approached a narrow wooden bridge, crossing a mountain arroyo. I was driving the jeep and I
hit the brakes to bring it to a stop when I saw a Filipino Guerilla with a rifle at the port position
blocking the bridge and challenging our passing. He was wearing an assortment of clothing,
including a pair of GI trousers and a broad straw hat.As I pulled to a stop, I saw four other
Guerrillas crossing the bridge coming in our direction. I turned to Fultze and expressed alarm,



“What the hell is going on!”He responded, “They could be Huk Guerrillas.”Huk Guerilla referred
to a group of Guerrillas who basically opposed everyone in the Philippines, including the
Japanese, Americans, and the Filipino civilian government. They were even at odds with the
other Filipino Guerilla units. They had a great reputation as fierce fighters, but they were also
communistic and we had been warned to not trust them and to be alert at all times in their
presence.Other Filipino Guerilla groups had distinguished themselves in fighting the Japanese
and were allies of the Americans, but they were often in a bitter contest with the Huks to
control the countryside. We had been repeatedly warned to use caution and diplomacy in any
situation involving the Huks and not to turn our backs on them.The man I first saw approached
our jeep with his companions standing in back and asked, “Where are you going?”I replied, “To
Tarlac for a fiesta.”In passable English he continued, “You have ammuni-tion, yes?”I quickly
said, “No, just going to a carnival.”By then, his companions were looking inside of the jeep,
where we had two duffle bags on the back seat. The spokesman poked his riffle into one of the
bags and said, “What’s in there?”The duffle bags were full of our clothing but were also on top
of two forty-five caliber machine guns that resembled grease guns. They were made of pressed
metal with the exception of the barrel. While they put out a lot of the fire power, they were
mechanically unreliable.When I responded, I neglected to tell them about the machine guns
but said, “The duffle bags have our clothing.”Fultze interjected, hastily changing the subject,
“That’s right, our clothing. What’s going on here?”The Guerrillas continued circling the jeep and
the spokesman, after conferring with his companions said, “Okay, you go, but be careful of
Japs. They are many in these hills.”There were pockets of Japanese stragglers all throughout
the Island of Luzon. They had been left behind during the hasty Japanese retreat to Manila.I
responded, “We’ll be on the lookout for the Japanese,” as I eased the jeep forward.When we
cleared the bridge, I could see a figure illuminated by an open fire, lying on the ground along
the side of the road, to the left of our jeep.I said to Fultze, “Looks like someone is sick or
hurt.”Fultze’s response was, “Yes, but let’s be careful. I don’t trust these guys.”We got out of the
jeep and approached the figure on the ground. To our horror, we saw a Japanese soldier,
crucified on the ground. There were bamboo stakes driven through his arms and his legs, and
a large bamboo stake driven directly through his abdomen. His feet were slightly spread apart,
but his arms were spread wide, making the figure of a cross. His head was slumped to the left
and there was a low pitiful moan coming from his lips along with a trickle of blood. His eyes
were closed and he presented a distressing sight in the flickering light of the fire.He was in a
Japanese field uniform but it was torn, frayed and dirty. When I stopped the jeep to investigate
the figure on the road, I noticed there were three or four additional Guerrillas gathered around
the figure. By that time, the leader I had talked to on the bridge had crossed the bridge and
was looking at the Japanese soldier. I asked him, “Is this man a Japanese soldier?”The face of
the leader lit up as he excitedly replied, “Yes, him Jap. We catch him stealing chickens at a
farm house. He very high up; a captain.”He continued, “He no longer steals chickens.”The
Guerrillas were now all smiles and laughing at the plight of their victim.I had heard many
stories of Japanese cruelty, but the most often repeated story was forcing a victim to drink
water saturated with rice husks and then jumping on the victim’s stomach, but I had not heard
anything to compare with the torture the Guerrillas were inflicting upon the captain.One of the
Guerrillas poked a bamboo spear into the side of the Japanese Captain and said, “You want to
hear him cry?”He again poked the stick into the captain who uttered a muted cry and then went
limp. I don’t know if he died then but Fultze and I had had our fill and I said, “It’s late, we’ve got
to get going. See you guys later.”We rapidly walked back to the jeep and got in. I looked at
Fultze, filled with disgust, and said emphatically, “DO YOU WANT TO TAKE THEM



OUT?”Fultze turned to me and I could see his animated face in the ruddy fire light as he
replied, “I sure do, Lieutenant, but we better get them all on the first burst, as they may be
thinking the same thing about us.”Any thought of playing God vanished from my mind as I
speculated on the possibility they might at that very second be planning to open fire on us. I
didn’t wait to reason but instinctively cranked up the motor and put the pedal to the metal and
got the hell out of there.Footnote Two THIS IS ITThe War ended for me on August 17, 1945. I
had some air corps pilots using our mess hall and they asked me to join them while they flew
escort for the Japanese surrender team going to Manila. I instantly replied, “Heck yes, let’s do
it!”I got on a B25 with them and halfway to Manila we found out by radio that the Japanese had
turned around after leaving Okinawa because of a typhoon. We flew on and reached Manila
Bay. On the way down there, we crossed Subic Bay where there was a Filipino outrigger in the
water. The pilots got right down to the deck, almost hitting the outrigger, and pulled up at the
last minute with the blast from the propeller wash overturning the outrigger. Jaded from the
War, we thought that was great fun.We got down just off the surface of the water in Manila Bay
where there were some destroyers at anchor. Waving our wings we buzzed a destroyer,
dropped back down on the deck barely off the water, red lined at top speed, 280 miles an hour,
when the right engine caught fire.The engine suddenly shut off and a vibration shook the
plane. When the vibration started, I was sitting on a ledge behind the pilot and copilot and in
front of the navigator, who was in the upper turret well.I saw the pilot’s right arm reach for the
feather button to stop the wind milling engine. He never made it and we hit the water. A blinding
flash filled my mind. It was a picture of my mother crying and a single thought went through my
mind, “THIS IS IT!”No fear, no concern, no panic, just “This is it.” When we came to a stop, we
were in a shallow mud bank and water from the crash was still falling on the plane. I tried to
stand up but couldn’t because my left foot was jammed by some kind of cylinder. I pulled on my
leg with both hands and broke loose. I stood up and the pilot yelled at me for help. He was
trying to open the escape hatch. He couldn’t get out the escape hatch because it was jammed.
With brute force, the pilot and I freed the jammed parts by pushing up. You find the strength
when you need it. We bailed out, hit the water and started to swim through patches of burning
gasoline.I knew something was wrong with my left leg as I tried to crawl back on the nose of
the plane. The pilot pulled me off and yelled, “SWIM.”He kept repeating, “Swim! We’ve got to
get out of here!”The tail gunner joined us and we swam until we cleared the surface fires when
we discovered that we could stand up. We were in about five feet deep water with a mud
bottom.The minute I put my foot on the ground I knew that something was wrong. We got my
foot out of the water and could see there was an artery pumping blood. We had a hell of a time
getting a tourniquet on but did.Fortunately, some Filipino fishermen came along in canoes and
took us on board. They wanted to go back to the plane and try to salvage the parachutes. The
plane was still burning and there was danger that the ammunition could explode. When we got
to a Filipino fishing village, they offered us some food, and they brought me an egg. Everything
was runny; the yellow and the white.We finally reached dry land and the Bataan road, and
stopped the first Army truck that came along. We explained our predicament and the driver
took us on board. When we got to the main highway, he wanted to leave us there and of course
by that time I was in pretty bad shape from loss of blood and exposure. We had crashed about
10 a.m. and it was almost one in the afternoon. We knew the Clark Field Hospital was about 20
miles away. The pilot settled the matter by pulling his 45 and threatening the driver, “I’m going
to load this and blow your brains out if you don’t take us to the hospital!”He complied. When we
got there, I had deteriorated and they couldn’t set fractures in my left ankle. They propped me
up on a cot at the end of the runway, after tying off an artery, supported my leg with sand bags,



and filled me with morphine. For two days I lay there enduring the noise of the planes landing
and taking off, right above my head. It is for this reason that I generally will not fly. I have a
horrible fear brought on by the sound of engines.When I got back from the War, if a plane flew
over the house, I would fall to the floor and tremble. I wouldn’t even ride in an elevator. If
anyone tried to drive over 30 miles an hour, I would protest and threaten to get out if they didn’t
slow down. To this day I have a morbid fear of flying, and will do so only under emergency
conditions.They closed the hospital at Clark Field about two weeks after I became a patient
and I was transferred to an Army hospital in Manila, the Quezon Clinic. It had been a civilian
hospital and was first rate. I spent a couple months there recuperating and was in a cast when
I was told that I was going home. I was delighted to hear the good news but then I asked the
doctor, “How are you shipping me?”He replied, “You are going by DC-4 in three days.”I looked
at him defiantly and said, “No, I am not.”His response was, “We’ll see about that.”The following
day a Lt. Colonel came to visit me who identified himself as a psychiatrist. We talked for about
a half hour and I told him about my experience and the nightmares I had the first two days
doped up on morphine hearing the engines day and night overhead. The following day, the
Captain came by to see me with all smiles, and said, “Lieutenant, you’re getting your way. We
are sending you home on a hospital ship. You may wish you had taken us up on the
opportunity to fly.”Footnote Three COMING HOMEI never did feel sorry about my stand for
staying off the aircraft and I played Bridge all the way home. It was a slow trip on the great
Northern Circle Route and we reached arctic waters. It was amazing but there were Albatross
birds flying in that northern climate barely skimming over the water, weaving among the waves
in their endless flight. I never saw them catch a fish or do anything else, just fly endlessly.The
name of the hospital ship was the Emily Weeder and somehow my dad had found out that I
was a passenger on the ship. When we docked at San Pedro and they were taking me off on a
stretcher, I looked to my left and saw my mother, father, grandmother, grandfather, uncles,
aunts and cousins all lined up on the dock waiting to get a view of me. For some strange
reason, I didn’t want them to see me on a stretcher and I pulled the blanket over my face as
they carried me off the ship.They put us in buses and I had a window seat and as we cleared
the gate, there was my family still looking for me, hopelessly. I turned, full face to the window,
and waived at them frantically so they would at least know that I had returned.The bus took us
to an Army hospital in Riverside, California where we finagled emergency leave. My left leg
was still in a cast and I was walking with crutches. I met a paratrooper captain named Marshall
on the hospital ship who had busted his arm trying to jump a motorcycle from one building in
Manila to another. I also became friends with a captain who was a dentist and stood six foot
four and another captain named Alexander Pitts who was an African American captain in the
artillery. He stood six foot five. Marshall was a five nine average guy like me.The Army provided
us with transportation to the Riverside Inn where I called my folks and we waited for their
arrival. They picked us up and took us to their apartment house on Orange Grove Street in
Hollywood. It was a real nice place and several movie personalities were tenants
there.Needless to say we cut a wide swath through Hollywood for a couple of weeks. Mother
had a black maid named Dorothy who wanted to take Captain Pitts to her home on Central
Avenue where he could be with the black community celebrating his return to the United
States. Pitts was all for it, but we all said “No” because we wanted to stick together. I realize
now that we didn’t do him any favor.

FOREWORDThis book is a collection of footnotes of historical events when I was a participant
or a spectator, along with an occasional personal opinion. I undertook this effort to give my



grandchildren and their children insight into my life experience, and I publish it now for
whatever value it might have as a primary source. I grew up in the Great Depression and
served in the Pacific Theatre during World War II. I advanced for Presidents Kennedy and
Johnson, and I had a hand in the creation of a National Park and the recognition of an
American Indian Tribe.FOOTNOTES1 CRUCIFIED2 THIS IS IT3 COMING HOME4 WORLD
WAR II5 OFF TO WAR6 SCRUFFS AT THE BEACH CLUB7 BAILING OUT THE MAJOR’S
WIFE8 TORPEDO TO THE STARBOARD9 NEW GUINEA10 VILLAGE DANCE11 THE
GENERAL’S FAMILY12 A WALK IN THE JUNGLE13 PAYMASTER14 KAMIKAZE ATTACK15
AFRAID OF DEATH16 THE BIDET ENCOUNTER17 HELLO, PALO ALTO18 THE UDDER
SIDE19 THERMO SHOCK20 KOREAN WAR21 HOW TO HANDLE WOMEN22 THE LAST
BOOTLEGGER23 BABY DOLL24 THE GUADALUPE RANCH25 ADLAI AT EASE26 FAMILY
FEUD27 BEAVERHEAD LODGE RANCH28 MEETING WOODROW29 TEXAS WELCOME30
FAREWELL TO TEXAS31 KENNEDY’S VISIT TO EL PASO32 KINGMAKERS33 WHISTLE
STOP CAMPAIGN34 POLITICAL RALLY35 BAR BANQUETS36 THE BANK WALKER37 SAN
BLAS NO MAS38 THE TIGUA INDIANS39 STATE APPROPRIATIONS40 THE GREAT
DEPRESSION41•D„R�4”U%$��äU`ADA & LIGHTENING42”õU"�� OGENY43”TäB�äðTEList 
of IllustrationsIllustrationsOther Books by Tom DiamondFootnote One CRUCIFIEDDuring
World War II, I witnessed spectacular and dramatic events which I vividly recall today. But no
memory of those days is more emblazoned in my mind than witnessing the crucifixion of a
Japanese captain.In March of 1945, First Sergeant Fultze and I set out by jeep from the town
of Lingayen on the Island of Luzon in the Philippine Islands. We were going to the town of
Tarlac, in the interior, to attend a bazaar. We had been invited by a couple of Filipino girls we
met in Lingayen at a local bazaar. They were nieces of General Romulo, a prominent officer in
the Philippine Army.To reach Tarlac, we traveled on back roads to avoid a bridge which was
washed out on the main highway to Manila. An hour after dusk, we approached a narrow
wooden bridge, crossing a mountain arroyo. I was driving the jeep and I hit the brakes to bring
it to a stop when I saw a Filipino Guerilla with a rifle at the port position blocking the bridge and
challenging our passing. He was wearing an assortment of clothing, including a pair of GI
trousers and a broad straw hat.As I pulled to a stop, I saw four other Guerrillas crossing the
bridge coming in our direction. I turned to Fultze and expressed alarm, “What the hell is going
on!”He responded, “They could be Huk Guerrillas.”Huk Guerilla referred to a group of
Guerrillas who basically opposed everyone in the Philippines, including the Japanese,
Americans, and the Filipino civilian government. They were even at odds with the other Filipino
Guerilla units. They had a great reputation as fierce fighters, but they were also communistic
and we had been warned to not trust them and to be alert at all times in their presence.Other
Filipino Guerilla groups had distinguished themselves in fighting the Japanese and were allies
of the Americans, but they were often in a bitter contest with the Huks to control the
countryside. We had been repeatedly warned to use caution and diplomacy in any situation
involving the Huks and not to turn our backs on them.The man I first saw approached our jeep
with his companions standing in back and asked, “Where are you going?”I replied, “To Tarlac
for a fiesta.”In passable English he continued, “You have ammuni-tion, yes?”I quickly said, “No,
just going to a carnival.”By then, his companions were looking inside of the jeep, where we had
two duffle bags on the back seat. The spokesman poked his riffle into one of the bags and
said, “What’s in there?”The duffle bags were full of our clothing but were also on top of two
forty-five caliber machine guns that resembled grease guns. They were made of pressed metal
with the exception of the barrel. While they put out a lot of the fire power, they were
mechanically unreliable.When I responded, I neglected to tell them about the machine guns



but said, “The duffle bags have our clothing.”Fultze interjected, hastily changing the subject,
“That’s right, our clothing. What’s going on here?”The Guerrillas continued circling the jeep and
the spokesman, after conferring with his companions said, “Okay, you go, but be careful of
Japs. They are many in these hills.”There were pockets of Japanese stragglers all throughout
the Island of Luzon. They had been left behind during the hasty Japanese retreat to Manila.I
responded, “We’ll be on the lookout for the Japanese,” as I eased the jeep forward.When we
cleared the bridge, I could see a figure illuminated by an open fire, lying on the ground along
the side of the road, to the left of our jeep.I said to Fultze, “Looks like someone is sick or
hurt.”Fultze’s response was, “Yes, but let’s be careful. I don’t trust these guys.”We got out of the
jeep and approached the figure on the ground. To our horror, we saw a Japanese soldier,
crucified on the ground. There were bamboo stakes driven through his arms and his legs, and
a large bamboo stake driven directly through his abdomen. His feet were slightly spread apart,
but his arms were spread wide, making the figure of a cross. His head was slumped to the left
and there was a low pitiful moan coming from his lips along with a trickle of blood. His eyes
were closed and he presented a distressing sight in the flickering light of the fire.He was in a
Japanese field uniform but it was torn, frayed and dirty. When I stopped the jeep to investigate
the figure on the road, I noticed there were three or four additional Guerrillas gathered around
the figure. By that time, the leader I had talked to on the bridge had crossed the bridge and
was looking at the Japanese soldier. I asked him, “Is this man a Japanese soldier?”The face of
the leader lit up as he excitedly replied, “Yes, him Jap. We catch him stealing chickens at a
farm house. He very high up; a captain.”He continued, “He no longer steals chickens.”The
Guerrillas were now all smiles and laughing at the plight of their victim.I had heard many
stories of Japanese cruelty, but the most often repeated story was forcing a victim to drink
water saturated with rice husks and then jumping on the victim’s stomach, but I had not heard
anything to compare with the torture the Guerrillas were inflicting upon the captain.One of the
Guerrillas poked a bamboo spear into the side of the Japanese Captain and said, “You want to
hear him cry?”He again poked the stick into the captain who uttered a muted cry and then went
limp. I don’t know if he died then but Fultze and I had had our fill and I said, “It’s late, we’ve got
to get going. See you guys later.”We rapidly walked back to the jeep and got in. I looked at
Fultze, filled with disgust, and said emphatically, “DO YOU WANT TO TAKE THEM
OUT?”Fultze turned to me and I could see his animated face in the ruddy fire light as he
replied, “I sure do, Lieutenant, but we better get them all on the first burst, as they may be
thinking the same thing about us.”Any thought of playing God vanished from my mind as I
speculated on the possibility they might at that very second be planning to open fire on us. I
didn’t wait to reason but instinctively cranked up the motor and put the pedal to the metal and
got the hell out of there.Footnote Two THIS IS ITThe War ended for me on August 17, 1945. I
had some air corps pilots using our mess hall and they asked me to join them while they flew
escort for the Japanese surrender team going to Manila. I instantly replied, “Heck yes, let’s do
it!”I got on a B25 with them and halfway to Manila we found out by radio that the Japanese had
turned around after leaving Okinawa because of a typhoon. We flew on and reached Manila
Bay. On the way down there, we crossed Subic Bay where there was a Filipino outrigger in the
water. The pilots got right down to the deck, almost hitting the outrigger, and pulled up at the
last minute with the blast from the propeller wash overturning the outrigger. Jaded from the
War, we thought that was great fun.We got down just off the surface of the water in Manila Bay
where there were some destroyers at anchor. Waving our wings we buzzed a destroyer,
dropped back down on the deck barely off the water, red lined at top speed, 280 miles an hour,
when the right engine caught fire.The engine suddenly shut off and a vibration shook the



plane. When the vibration started, I was sitting on a ledge behind the pilot and copilot and in
front of the navigator, who was in the upper turret well.I saw the pilot’s right arm reach for the
feather button to stop the wind milling engine. He never made it and we hit the water. A blinding
flash filled my mind. It was a picture of my mother crying and a single thought went through my
mind, “THIS IS IT!”No fear, no concern, no panic, just “This is it.” When we came to a stop, we
were in a shallow mud bank and water from the crash was still falling on the plane. I tried to
stand up but couldn’t because my left foot was jammed by some kind of cylinder. I pulled on my
leg with both hands and broke loose. I stood up and the pilot yelled at me for help. He was
trying to open the escape hatch. He couldn’t get out the escape hatch because it was jammed.
With brute force, the pilot and I freed the jammed parts by pushing up. You find the strength
when you need it. We bailed out, hit the water and started to swim through patches of burning
gasoline.I knew something was wrong with my left leg as I tried to crawl back on the nose of
the plane. The pilot pulled me off and yelled, “SWIM.”He kept repeating, “Swim! We’ve got to
get out of here!”The tail gunner joined us and we swam until we cleared the surface fires when
we discovered that we could stand up. We were in about five feet deep water with a mud
bottom.The minute I put my foot on the ground I knew that something was wrong. We got my
foot out of the water and could see there was an artery pumping blood. We had a hell of a time
getting a tourniquet on but did.Fortunately, some Filipino fishermen came along in canoes and
took us on board. They wanted to go back to the plane and try to salvage the parachutes. The
plane was still burning and there was danger that the ammunition could explode. When we got
to a Filipino fishing village, they offered us some food, and they brought me an egg. Everything
was runny; the yellow and the white.We finally reached dry land and the Bataan road, and
stopped the first Army truck that came along. We explained our predicament and the driver
took us on board. When we got to the main highway, he wanted to leave us there and of course
by that time I was in pretty bad shape from loss of blood and exposure. We had crashed about
10 a.m. and it was almost one in the afternoon. We knew the Clark Field Hospital was about 20
miles away. The pilot settled the matter by pulling his 45 and threatening the driver, “I’m going
to load this and blow your brains out if you don’t take us to the hospital!”He complied. When we
got there, I had deteriorated and they couldn’t set fractures in my left ankle. They propped me
up on a cot at the end of the runway, after tying off an artery, supported my leg with sand bags,
and filled me with morphine. For two days I lay there enduring the noise of the planes landing
and taking off, right above my head. It is for this reason that I generally will not fly. I have a
horrible fear brought on by the sound of engines.When I got back from the War, if a plane flew
over the house, I would fall to the floor and tremble. I wouldn’t even ride in an elevator. If
anyone tried to drive over 30 miles an hour, I would protest and threaten to get out if they didn’t
slow down. To this day I have a morbid fear of flying, and will do so only under emergency
conditions.They closed the hospital at Clark Field about two weeks after I became a patient
and I was transferred to an Army hospital in Manila, the Quezon Clinic. It had been a civilian
hospital and was first rate. I spent a couple months there recuperating and was in a cast when
I was told that I was going home. I was delighted to hear the good news but then I asked the
doctor, “How are you shipping me?”He replied, “You are going by DC-4 in three days.”I looked
at him defiantly and said, “No, I am not.”His response was, “We’ll see about that.”The following
day a Lt. Colonel came to visit me who identified himself as a psychiatrist. We talked for about
a half hour and I told him about my experience and the nightmares I had the first two days
doped up on morphine hearing the engines day and night overhead. The following day, the
Captain came by to see me with all smiles, and said, “Lieutenant, you’re getting your way. We
are sending you home on a hospital ship. You may wish you had taken us up on the



opportunity to fly.”Footnote Three COMING HOMEI never did feel sorry about my stand for
staying off the aircraft and I played Bridge all the way home. It was a slow trip on the great
Northern Circle Route and we reached arctic waters. It was amazing but there were Albatross
birds flying in that northern climate barely skimming over the water, weaving among the waves
in their endless flight. I never saw them catch a fish or do anything else, just fly endlessly.The
name of the hospital ship was the Emily Weeder and somehow my dad had found out that I
was a passenger on the ship. When we docked at San Pedro and they were taking me off on a
stretcher, I looked to my left and saw my mother, father, grandmother, grandfather, uncles,
aunts and cousins all lined up on the dock waiting to get a view of me. For some strange
reason, I didn’t want them to see me on a stretcher and I pulled the blanket over my face as
they carried me off the ship.They put us in buses and I had a window seat and as we cleared
the gate, there was my family still looking for me, hopelessly. I turned, full face to the window,
and waived at them frantically so they would at least know that I had returned.The bus took us
to an Army hospital in Riverside, California where we finagled emergency leave. My left leg
was still in a cast and I was walking with crutches. I met a paratrooper captain named Marshall
on the hospital ship who had busted his arm trying to jump a motorcycle from one building in
Manila to another. I also became friends with a captain who was a dentist and stood six foot
four and another captain named Alexander Pitts who was an African American captain in the
artillery. He stood six foot five. Marshall was a five nine average guy like me.The Army provided
us with transportation to the Riverside Inn where I called my folks and we waited for their
arrival. They picked us up and took us to their apartment house on Orange Grove Street in
Hollywood. It was a real nice place and several movie personalities were tenants
there.Needless to say we cut a wide swath through Hollywood for a couple of weeks. Mother
had a black maid named Dorothy who wanted to take Captain Pitts to her home on Central
Avenue where he could be with the black community celebrating his return to the United
States. Pitts was all for it, but we all said “No” because we wanted to stick together. I realize
now that we didn’t do him any favor.Celebrating our return to the United States ended with
having to take Captain Marshall to the Georgia Street Receiving Hospital after we found him in
the morning soaking in a bath tub. He was in a body cast with his left arm in front of his chest.
The cast was very limp when we found him and it was very difficult to get him out of the tub
and into a car to get him to the Hospital. Of course he had some booze the night before, and it
didn’t help that he was still wobbly from the booze. By the time we got him in another cast, it
was time to return to Riverside, California and my orders there were to report to Beaumont
Army Hospital at Ft. Bliss, Texas.At Beaumont, they took the cast off my leg and advised me
that I had not achieved union in two of the fractures in my ankle. They gave me a choice of
staying in the service and getting an operation, or be processed for discharge as I was
ambulatory.It didn’t take me long to make up my mind — all I wanted to do was return to
civilian life, so I opted to go ahead and leave the service. They cut orders to send me for
convalescence to Ft. Louis, Washington at Madigan General Hospital.The trains to L.A. were all
full and there was no space on Greyhound. I had no desire to fly so I didn’t check the airport
but instead paid $30 to a couple of guys hanging out at the train depot and operating a private
car jitney service.They booked me and a man and his female companion and we took off for
L.A. with the passengers in the back seat. At Las Cruces the other male passenger asked the
driver to stop at a liquor store. He went in and came out with a bottle. At this stop I moved to
the front seat to give the couple some privacy. The man offered to pass the bottle to the front
seat but we all refused. It didn’t take him long to get drunk and half way to Deming he started
beating up on his female companion. She was screaming bloody murder when the driver pulled



over on the shoulder. The driver and his buddy opened their doors and skedaddled as the
drunk got out of the back seat menacingly clutching the bottle overhead and yelling, “Do you
want some too?”He started in the right hand front door to get at me. I turned on my back,
cocked my good right leg and let him have it front in the face. He went flying back down the
slope of the shoulder and lay there knocked out. He recovered quickly and my companions
helped him back to the car and wanted to get going. I advised them that I preferred to hitchhike
rather than be exposed to a combative drunk. They took off without offering a refund and left
me standing on the side of the road with my thumb out.The first car to come along stopped and
gave me a ride. My rescuer was driving a 42 Pontiac Coupe. It was in real good shape. When
we stopped for inspection at the California border the car next to us was the jitney service. My
attacker was sitting in the back seat, his face swollen and red and looking like a meat ball.I
negotiated a purchase of the car while driving to L.A. and we drove to the home of my
rescuer’s girlfriend where I gave him a check, got the title and headed for my folk’s apartment
in my own set of wheels.I arrived at Ft. Louis about ten days after leaving Ft. Bliss and had to
do a lot explaining as to why I had taken so long. I quickly learned “Report on Arrival” didn’t
mean “whenever you please.” While at the Madigan Hospital, I took a course in auto mechanics
and tore down the engine on the Pontiac I had bought and rebuilt it. It was one hell of a car and
I wish I still had it.I went on a fishing trip and was standing near a lake somewhere in
Washington when some people came up to us and said, “Look, you are not going to catch any
fish here, you need to troll.” They took us back to their place of business, which was a small
restaurant and lent us their boat and tackle. We went out and caught fish until we were tired of
it. I remember the climate at Madigan. It was always dreary and misty. The seafood made up
for the bad weather. The clams, oysters and fish were without parallel.I got my orders in April,
1946 to be discharged and received a terminal promotion to Captain. I was 23 years old and a
Captain in Artillery and in my own opinion, stood higher than a mountain. When I got home I
was cutting a big swath through Hollywood and was encouraged by my father’s hunting friend,
Jack Parker, to apply for admittance to Stanford. Jack was a Stanford engineer and later on
became President of General Electric. With his help, I was able to get admitted despite my
incomplete semester at UCLA. No doubt, being a Captain at such an early age helped me get
through the admission process. While Stanford was a great school, it was not the hardest
academic environment I was ever in — that would be UCLA. Stanford had a more capable
student body because they picked and chose who they wanted, and did everything they could
to keep you there, and on the right course. At UCLA, it was just the opposite; they were
determined to get rid of one fourth of everyone they admitted because of their open admission
policy. As a result, cheating was common place at UCLA and a rarity at Stanford.Footnote Four
WORLD WAR IIThe day World War II started on December 7, 1941, at Pearl Harbor, I was a
senior at Dorsey High School in west Los Angeles. That day I had gone to an apartment house
my father was building at 1240 N. Orange Grove in Hollywood, on an errand. When I left the
site, I turned on my car radio and heard the news that Pearl Harbor had been attacked. It took
me about 15 minutes to reach our home on Ridgeley Drive and tell my mother and father the
horrible news of the sneak attack at Pearl Harbor. The family was glued to the radio the next
few days as the details came through.I have never since seen such a total unanimous reaction
to an event as I witnessed on Pearl Harbor Day. Every man, woman and child was up at arms
and furious over the actions of the Japanese. Unfortunately, it devolved on the heads of the
Nisei, the native born citizens of Japanese descent, who immediately became suspect as
saboteurs and enemy sympathizers. In particular the fishing fleets at San Pedro, with short
wave radios, were believed to be in cahoots with Japanese submarines, giving them shipping



information.As a result, Roosevelt quickly ordered all ethnic Japanese, whether native born or
not, be sent to internment camps. I had a good friend at Dorsey High at the time who was of
Japanese descent named Jungi Kumamoto. We had been in the Triangle Club together and
had participated in Toastmasters, an organization which encouraged contemporaneous
speaking. Jungi was one of the unfortunates who were sent to internment camp. I received a
letter from Jungi after I had gone into the service myself; he asked for help to get enlisted in the
Army. I do not know if he succeeded. A Nisei outfit in the Italian Campaign became the most
decorated unit in World War II.A month or so after the War started, the Baldwin Hills lit up one
night in a huge display of anti-aircraft fireworks. Our home was just north of the Baldwin Hills
and we had a front row view of every Anti-Aircraft Battery in Southern California lighting up the
night sky. The target turned out to be a weather balloon. It was truly spectacular. It is the only
actual combat firing in the United States that I am aware of, during the War, other than a shore
Battery somewhere near Santa Barbara which fired at a Japanese submarine that had
surfaced.The Japanese did launch balloons with explosives attached which, in some cases,
made it to this continent. I believe there were few casualties caused by this exotic warfare and
only one death. Today there are many people who attack the decision to intern Japanese and
condemn the hysteria that caused it. I can guarantee at that time, there was no one other than
the Japanese themselves who saw this as an injustice. The hatred stirred up by the sneak
attack at Pearl Harbor overcame all logic and reason and I know for a certainty, no one
complained about Japanese internment, including myself.After graduating from Dorsey High
School in February 1942, I immediately entered UCLA as an engineering student. The draft
started right away but initially only applied to men 21 years and older; nevertheless, many
teenagers enlisted in the Army, Marines and Navy. At UCLA I took the ROTC course and was a
member of the riffle team. My father switched from building apartment homes to building
defense installations, in particular anti-aircraft facilities. I frequently worked for him delivering
supplies to various projects and in the process became acquainted with a number of officers
serving in the anti-aircraft installations scattered throughout Southern California. This affected
my decision to apply for Coast Artillery when I subsequently joined the service, but that story
has a prelude.During my second semester at UCLA, we had a break for a few days and I was
working for my dad in construction. On a Friday night I went out to the San Fernando Valley to
the home of Chuck Gifford, my best friend, who was having a party. His mother was not there
and the party was pretty serious. I got there late and when I did, they served me a tumbler full
of whiskey and dared me to drink it. Stupidly I did, and then they dared me to drink another and
again, stupidly I did. The last thing I remember was downing the third tumbler. My next
recollection was of me sitting on the commode with Chuck’s mother, Lillian, holding me up
while I exploded at both ends. I was deathly ill and didn’t make it back to our home until the
next day.I walked into my folk’s apartment about 3 o’clock in the afternoon and Dad was waiting
for me. I had not reported to work that morning. Of course, I hadn’t been home all night. Dad
looked at me and said, “You’re late.”I said, “Yes, sir.”He replied, “Do you want me to treat you as
my son or someone who works for me?”Instinctively I knew that I was in for some real trouble,
but I had to be manly about it and not disappoint him so I replied, “As your employee.”My dad
was a couple inches shorter than me but he raised himself up until he, in my view, towered
over me and shouted, “YOU’RE FIRED!”I was enraged after my horrible experience with
alcohol poisoning and lost all reason. I turned and walked out of the house after throwing my
car keys on the floor, and caught a streetcar to downtown L.A.Walking down Main Street, I saw
a poster which said, “Laborers Wanted, Top Pay, Trona, California.”I went in and signed up and
within two hours was on a bus heading to Searles Dry Lake at Trona, California to work in



construction. I was responsible for feeding a cement mixer which took a half sack of cement
with each load and believe you me, in about three months, I had become as burly as you could
get. While I was there, I had an experience which stays in my mind. I was in a wooden barracks
and shared a room with an adult man. I woke up one night and heard conversation. I opened
my eyes and I could see another man performing oral sex on my roommate. My roommate was
telling him to stop and to leave him alone. He said, “Go see the kid!” With that, the guest stood
up and approached my cot. When he neared me I rotated on my back, drew back my legs, and
kicked him in his chest with both legs and sent him flying across the room on top of my
roommate! I then skedaddled out of there and found a friend who had a spare bed in his room
where I spent the rest of the night. The sheriff’s office investigated the matter after I had
mentioned it to the foreman for whom I worked and the two men were arrested.There was a
rumor circulating that you could make big money in construction at Daggett, California. I left
Trona and hitchhiked my way to Daggett, where again I went to work in construction. I became
an oiler on a Lorrain Drag Line. Every morning I had to crank the old gasoline engine into
activity. There was a huge crank on which you swung your body weight to turn the cylinders. It
was a monumental effort, but I was in the best shape of my life. My other job when I wasn’t
working on the Drag Line itself was working the Grisly. The Grisly was some iron rails at the top
of a ramp where dump trucks dropped their loads and the larger boulders where held back by
the Grisly. You then had to, with the help of a pry bar, move the big rocks to the side and get
ready for the next load. Again, it was exactly the kind of work that built muscles and stamina.

FOREWORDThis book is a collection of footnotes of historical events when I was a participant
or a spectator, along with an occasional personal opinion. I undertook this effort to give my
grandchildren and their children insight into my life experience, and I publish it now for
whatever value it might have as a primary source. I grew up in the Great Depression and
served in the Pacific Theatre during World War II. I advanced for Presidents Kennedy and
Johnson, and I had a hand in the creation of a National Park and the recognition of an
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of IllustrationsIllustrationsOther Books by Tom DiamondFootnote One CRUCIFIEDDuring
World War II, I witnessed spectacular and dramatic events which I vividly recall today. But no
memory of those days is more emblazoned in my mind than witnessing the crucifixion of a
Japanese captain.In March of 1945, First Sergeant Fultze and I set out by jeep from the town
of Lingayen on the Island of Luzon in the Philippine Islands. We were going to the town of
Tarlac, in the interior, to attend a bazaar. We had been invited by a couple of Filipino girls we
met in Lingayen at a local bazaar. They were nieces of General Romulo, a prominent officer in
the Philippine Army.To reach Tarlac, we traveled on back roads to avoid a bridge which was



washed out on the main highway to Manila. An hour after dusk, we approached a narrow
wooden bridge, crossing a mountain arroyo. I was driving the jeep and I hit the brakes to bring
it to a stop when I saw a Filipino Guerilla with a rifle at the port position blocking the bridge and
challenging our passing. He was wearing an assortment of clothing, including a pair of GI
trousers and a broad straw hat.As I pulled to a stop, I saw four other Guerrillas crossing the
bridge coming in our direction. I turned to Fultze and expressed alarm, “What the hell is going
on!”He responded, “They could be Huk Guerrillas.”Huk Guerilla referred to a group of
Guerrillas who basically opposed everyone in the Philippines, including the Japanese,
Americans, and the Filipino civilian government. They were even at odds with the other Filipino
Guerilla units. They had a great reputation as fierce fighters, but they were also communistic
and we had been warned to not trust them and to be alert at all times in their presence.Other
Filipino Guerilla groups had distinguished themselves in fighting the Japanese and were allies
of the Americans, but they were often in a bitter contest with the Huks to control the
countryside. We had been repeatedly warned to use caution and diplomacy in any situation
involving the Huks and not to turn our backs on them.The man I first saw approached our jeep
with his companions standing in back and asked, “Where are you going?”I replied, “To Tarlac
for a fiesta.”In passable English he continued, “You have ammuni-tion, yes?”I quickly said, “No,
just going to a carnival.”By then, his companions were looking inside of the jeep, where we had
two duffle bags on the back seat. The spokesman poked his riffle into one of the bags and
said, “What’s in there?”The duffle bags were full of our clothing but were also on top of two
forty-five caliber machine guns that resembled grease guns. They were made of pressed metal
with the exception of the barrel. While they put out a lot of the fire power, they were
mechanically unreliable.When I responded, I neglected to tell them about the machine guns
but said, “The duffle bags have our clothing.”Fultze interjected, hastily changing the subject,
“That’s right, our clothing. What’s going on here?”The Guerrillas continued circling the jeep and
the spokesman, after conferring with his companions said, “Okay, you go, but be careful of
Japs. They are many in these hills.”There were pockets of Japanese stragglers all throughout
the Island of Luzon. They had been left behind during the hasty Japanese retreat to Manila.I
responded, “We’ll be on the lookout for the Japanese,” as I eased the jeep forward.When we
cleared the bridge, I could see a figure illuminated by an open fire, lying on the ground along
the side of the road, to the left of our jeep.I said to Fultze, “Looks like someone is sick or
hurt.”Fultze’s response was, “Yes, but let’s be careful. I don’t trust these guys.”We got out of the
jeep and approached the figure on the ground. To our horror, we saw a Japanese soldier,
crucified on the ground. There were bamboo stakes driven through his arms and his legs, and
a large bamboo stake driven directly through his abdomen. His feet were slightly spread apart,
but his arms were spread wide, making the figure of a cross. His head was slumped to the left
and there was a low pitiful moan coming from his lips along with a trickle of blood. His eyes
were closed and he presented a distressing sight in the flickering light of the fire.He was in a
Japanese field uniform but it was torn, frayed and dirty. When I stopped the jeep to investigate
the figure on the road, I noticed there were three or four additional Guerrillas gathered around
the figure. By that time, the leader I had talked to on the bridge had crossed the bridge and
was looking at the Japanese soldier. I asked him, “Is this man a Japanese soldier?”The face of
the leader lit up as he excitedly replied, “Yes, him Jap. We catch him stealing chickens at a
farm house. He very high up; a captain.”He continued, “He no longer steals chickens.”The
Guerrillas were now all smiles and laughing at the plight of their victim.I had heard many
stories of Japanese cruelty, but the most often repeated story was forcing a victim to drink
water saturated with rice husks and then jumping on the victim’s stomach, but I had not heard



anything to compare with the torture the Guerrillas were inflicting upon the captain.One of the
Guerrillas poked a bamboo spear into the side of the Japanese Captain and said, “You want to
hear him cry?”He again poked the stick into the captain who uttered a muted cry and then went
limp. I don’t know if he died then but Fultze and I had had our fill and I said, “It’s late, we’ve got
to get going. See you guys later.”We rapidly walked back to the jeep and got in. I looked at
Fultze, filled with disgust, and said emphatically, “DO YOU WANT TO TAKE THEM
OUT?”Fultze turned to me and I could see his animated face in the ruddy fire light as he
replied, “I sure do, Lieutenant, but we better get them all on the first burst, as they may be
thinking the same thing about us.”Any thought of playing God vanished from my mind as I
speculated on the possibility they might at that very second be planning to open fire on us. I
didn’t wait to reason but instinctively cranked up the motor and put the pedal to the metal and
got the hell out of there.Footnote Two THIS IS ITThe War ended for me on August 17, 1945. I
had some air corps pilots using our mess hall and they asked me to join them while they flew
escort for the Japanese surrender team going to Manila. I instantly replied, “Heck yes, let’s do
it!”I got on a B25 with them and halfway to Manila we found out by radio that the Japanese had
turned around after leaving Okinawa because of a typhoon. We flew on and reached Manila
Bay. On the way down there, we crossed Subic Bay where there was a Filipino outrigger in the
water. The pilots got right down to the deck, almost hitting the outrigger, and pulled up at the
last minute with the blast from the propeller wash overturning the outrigger. Jaded from the
War, we thought that was great fun.We got down just off the surface of the water in Manila Bay
where there were some destroyers at anchor. Waving our wings we buzzed a destroyer,
dropped back down on the deck barely off the water, red lined at top speed, 280 miles an hour,
when the right engine caught fire.The engine suddenly shut off and a vibration shook the
plane. When the vibration started, I was sitting on a ledge behind the pilot and copilot and in
front of the navigator, who was in the upper turret well.I saw the pilot’s right arm reach for the
feather button to stop the wind milling engine. He never made it and we hit the water. A blinding
flash filled my mind. It was a picture of my mother crying and a single thought went through my
mind, “THIS IS IT!”No fear, no concern, no panic, just “This is it.” When we came to a stop, we
were in a shallow mud bank and water from the crash was still falling on the plane. I tried to
stand up but couldn’t because my left foot was jammed by some kind of cylinder. I pulled on my
leg with both hands and broke loose. I stood up and the pilot yelled at me for help. He was
trying to open the escape hatch. He couldn’t get out the escape hatch because it was jammed.
With brute force, the pilot and I freed the jammed parts by pushing up. You find the strength
when you need it. We bailed out, hit the water and started to swim through patches of burning
gasoline.I knew something was wrong with my left leg as I tried to crawl back on the nose of
the plane. The pilot pulled me off and yelled, “SWIM.”He kept repeating, “Swim! We’ve got to
get out of here!”The tail gunner joined us and we swam until we cleared the surface fires when
we discovered that we could stand up. We were in about five feet deep water with a mud
bottom.The minute I put my foot on the ground I knew that something was wrong. We got my
foot out of the water and could see there was an artery pumping blood. We had a hell of a time
getting a tourniquet on but did.Fortunately, some Filipino fishermen came along in canoes and
took us on board. They wanted to go back to the plane and try to salvage the parachutes. The
plane was still burning and there was danger that the ammunition could explode. When we got
to a Filipino fishing village, they offered us some food, and they brought me an egg. Everything
was runny; the yellow and the white.We finally reached dry land and the Bataan road, and
stopped the first Army truck that came along. We explained our predicament and the driver
took us on board. When we got to the main highway, he wanted to leave us there and of course



by that time I was in pretty bad shape from loss of blood and exposure. We had crashed about
10 a.m. and it was almost one in the afternoon. We knew the Clark Field Hospital was about 20
miles away. The pilot settled the matter by pulling his 45 and threatening the driver, “I’m going
to load this and blow your brains out if you don’t take us to the hospital!”He complied. When we
got there, I had deteriorated and they couldn’t set fractures in my left ankle. They propped me
up on a cot at the end of the runway, after tying off an artery, supported my leg with sand bags,
and filled me with morphine. For two days I lay there enduring the noise of the planes landing
and taking off, right above my head. It is for this reason that I generally will not fly. I have a
horrible fear brought on by the sound of engines.When I got back from the War, if a plane flew
over the house, I would fall to the floor and tremble. I wouldn’t even ride in an elevator. If
anyone tried to drive over 30 miles an hour, I would protest and threaten to get out if they didn’t
slow down. To this day I have a morbid fear of flying, and will do so only under emergency
conditions.They closed the hospital at Clark Field about two weeks after I became a patient
and I was transferred to an Army hospital in Manila, the Quezon Clinic. It had been a civilian
hospital and was first rate. I spent a couple months there recuperating and was in a cast when
I was told that I was going home. I was delighted to hear the good news but then I asked the
doctor, “How are you shipping me?”He replied, “You are going by DC-4 in three days.”I looked
at him defiantly and said, “No, I am not.”His response was, “We’ll see about that.”The following
day a Lt. Colonel came to visit me who identified himself as a psychiatrist. We talked for about
a half hour and I told him about my experience and the nightmares I had the first two days
doped up on morphine hearing the engines day and night overhead. The following day, the
Captain came by to see me with all smiles, and said, “Lieutenant, you’re getting your way. We
are sending you home on a hospital ship. You may wish you had taken us up on the
opportunity to fly.”Footnote Three COMING HOMEI never did feel sorry about my stand for
staying off the aircraft and I played Bridge all the way home. It was a slow trip on the great
Northern Circle Route and we reached arctic waters. It was amazing but there were Albatross
birds flying in that northern climate barely skimming over the water, weaving among the waves
in their endless flight. I never saw them catch a fish or do anything else, just fly endlessly.The
name of the hospital ship was the Emily Weeder and somehow my dad had found out that I
was a passenger on the ship. When we docked at San Pedro and they were taking me off on a
stretcher, I looked to my left and saw my mother, father, grandmother, grandfather, uncles,
aunts and cousins all lined up on the dock waiting to get a view of me. For some strange
reason, I didn’t want them to see me on a stretcher and I pulled the blanket over my face as
they carried me off the ship.They put us in buses and I had a window seat and as we cleared
the gate, there was my family still looking for me, hopelessly. I turned, full face to the window,
and waived at them frantically so they would at least know that I had returned.The bus took us
to an Army hospital in Riverside, California where we finagled emergency leave. My left leg
was still in a cast and I was walking with crutches. I met a paratrooper captain named Marshall
on the hospital ship who had busted his arm trying to jump a motorcycle from one building in
Manila to another. I also became friends with a captain who was a dentist and stood six foot
four and another captain named Alexander Pitts who was an African American captain in the
artillery. He stood six foot five. Marshall was a five nine average guy like me.The Army provided
us with transportation to the Riverside Inn where I called my folks and we waited for their
arrival. They picked us up and took us to their apartment house on Orange Grove Street in
Hollywood. It was a real nice place and several movie personalities were tenants
there.Needless to say we cut a wide swath through Hollywood for a couple of weeks. Mother
had a black maid named Dorothy who wanted to take Captain Pitts to her home on Central



Avenue where he could be with the black community celebrating his return to the United
States. Pitts was all for it, but we all said “No” because we wanted to stick together. I realize
now that we didn’t do him any favor.Celebrating our return to the United States ended with
having to take Captain Marshall to the Georgia Street Receiving Hospital after we found him in
the morning soaking in a bath tub. He was in a body cast with his left arm in front of his chest.
The cast was very limp when we found him and it was very difficult to get him out of the tub
and into a car to get him to the Hospital. Of course he had some booze the night before, and it
didn’t help that he was still wobbly from the booze. By the time we got him in another cast, it
was time to return to Riverside, California and my orders there were to report to Beaumont
Army Hospital at Ft. Bliss, Texas.At Beaumont, they took the cast off my leg and advised me
that I had not achieved union in two of the fractures in my ankle. They gave me a choice of
staying in the service and getting an operation, or be processed for discharge as I was
ambulatory.It didn’t take me long to make up my mind — all I wanted to do was return to
civilian life, so I opted to go ahead and leave the service. They cut orders to send me for
convalescence to Ft. Louis, Washington at Madigan General Hospital.The trains to L.A. were all
full and there was no space on Greyhound. I had no desire to fly so I didn’t check the airport
but instead paid $30 to a couple of guys hanging out at the train depot and operating a private
car jitney service.They booked me and a man and his female companion and we took off for
L.A. with the passengers in the back seat. At Las Cruces the other male passenger asked the
driver to stop at a liquor store. He went in and came out with a bottle. At this stop I moved to
the front seat to give the couple some privacy. The man offered to pass the bottle to the front
seat but we all refused. It didn’t take him long to get drunk and half way to Deming he started
beating up on his female companion. She was screaming bloody murder when the driver pulled
over on the shoulder. The driver and his buddy opened their doors and skedaddled as the
drunk got out of the back seat menacingly clutching the bottle overhead and yelling, “Do you
want some too?”He started in the right hand front door to get at me. I turned on my back,
cocked my good right leg and let him have it front in the face. He went flying back down the
slope of the shoulder and lay there knocked out. He recovered quickly and my companions
helped him back to the car and wanted to get going. I advised them that I preferred to hitchhike
rather than be exposed to a combative drunk. They took off without offering a refund and left
me standing on the side of the road with my thumb out.The first car to come along stopped and
gave me a ride. My rescuer was driving a 42 Pontiac Coupe. It was in real good shape. When
we stopped for inspection at the California border the car next to us was the jitney service. My
attacker was sitting in the back seat, his face swollen and red and looking like a meat ball.I
negotiated a purchase of the car while driving to L.A. and we drove to the home of my
rescuer’s girlfriend where I gave him a check, got the title and headed for my folk’s apartment
in my own set of wheels.I arrived at Ft. Louis about ten days after leaving Ft. Bliss and had to
do a lot explaining as to why I had taken so long. I quickly learned “Report on Arrival” didn’t
mean “whenever you please.” While at the Madigan Hospital, I took a course in auto mechanics
and tore down the engine on the Pontiac I had bought and rebuilt it. It was one hell of a car and
I wish I still had it.I went on a fishing trip and was standing near a lake somewhere in
Washington when some people came up to us and said, “Look, you are not going to catch any
fish here, you need to troll.” They took us back to their place of business, which was a small
restaurant and lent us their boat and tackle. We went out and caught fish until we were tired of
it. I remember the climate at Madigan. It was always dreary and misty. The seafood made up
for the bad weather. The clams, oysters and fish were without parallel.I got my orders in April,
1946 to be discharged and received a terminal promotion to Captain. I was 23 years old and a



Captain in Artillery and in my own opinion, stood higher than a mountain. When I got home I
was cutting a big swath through Hollywood and was encouraged by my father’s hunting friend,
Jack Parker, to apply for admittance to Stanford. Jack was a Stanford engineer and later on
became President of General Electric. With his help, I was able to get admitted despite my
incomplete semester at UCLA. No doubt, being a Captain at such an early age helped me get
through the admission process. While Stanford was a great school, it was not the hardest
academic environment I was ever in — that would be UCLA. Stanford had a more capable
student body because they picked and chose who they wanted, and did everything they could
to keep you there, and on the right course. At UCLA, it was just the opposite; they were
determined to get rid of one fourth of everyone they admitted because of their open admission
policy. As a result, cheating was common place at UCLA and a rarity at Stanford.Footnote Four
WORLD WAR IIThe day World War II started on December 7, 1941, at Pearl Harbor, I was a
senior at Dorsey High School in west Los Angeles. That day I had gone to an apartment house
my father was building at 1240 N. Orange Grove in Hollywood, on an errand. When I left the
site, I turned on my car radio and heard the news that Pearl Harbor had been attacked. It took
me about 15 minutes to reach our home on Ridgeley Drive and tell my mother and father the
horrible news of the sneak attack at Pearl Harbor. The family was glued to the radio the next
few days as the details came through.I have never since seen such a total unanimous reaction
to an event as I witnessed on Pearl Harbor Day. Every man, woman and child was up at arms
and furious over the actions of the Japanese. Unfortunately, it devolved on the heads of the
Nisei, the native born citizens of Japanese descent, who immediately became suspect as
saboteurs and enemy sympathizers. In particular the fishing fleets at San Pedro, with short
wave radios, were believed to be in cahoots with Japanese submarines, giving them shipping
information.As a result, Roosevelt quickly ordered all ethnic Japanese, whether native born or
not, be sent to internment camps. I had a good friend at Dorsey High at the time who was of
Japanese descent named Jungi Kumamoto. We had been in the Triangle Club together and
had participated in Toastmasters, an organization which encouraged contemporaneous
speaking. Jungi was one of the unfortunates who were sent to internment camp. I received a
letter from Jungi after I had gone into the service myself; he asked for help to get enlisted in the
Army. I do not know if he succeeded. A Nisei outfit in the Italian Campaign became the most
decorated unit in World War II.A month or so after the War started, the Baldwin Hills lit up one
night in a huge display of anti-aircraft fireworks. Our home was just north of the Baldwin Hills
and we had a front row view of every Anti-Aircraft Battery in Southern California lighting up the
night sky. The target turned out to be a weather balloon. It was truly spectacular. It is the only
actual combat firing in the United States that I am aware of, during the War, other than a shore
Battery somewhere near Santa Barbara which fired at a Japanese submarine that had
surfaced.The Japanese did launch balloons with explosives attached which, in some cases,
made it to this continent. I believe there were few casualties caused by this exotic warfare and
only one death. Today there are many people who attack the decision to intern Japanese and
condemn the hysteria that caused it. I can guarantee at that time, there was no one other than
the Japanese themselves who saw this as an injustice. The hatred stirred up by the sneak
attack at Pearl Harbor overcame all logic and reason and I know for a certainty, no one
complained about Japanese internment, including myself.After graduating from Dorsey High
School in February 1942, I immediately entered UCLA as an engineering student. The draft
started right away but initially only applied to men 21 years and older; nevertheless, many
teenagers enlisted in the Army, Marines and Navy. At UCLA I took the ROTC course and was a
member of the riffle team. My father switched from building apartment homes to building



defense installations, in particular anti-aircraft facilities. I frequently worked for him delivering
supplies to various projects and in the process became acquainted with a number of officers
serving in the anti-aircraft installations scattered throughout Southern California. This affected
my decision to apply for Coast Artillery when I subsequently joined the service, but that story
has a prelude.During my second semester at UCLA, we had a break for a few days and I was
working for my dad in construction. On a Friday night I went out to the San Fernando Valley to
the home of Chuck Gifford, my best friend, who was having a party. His mother was not there
and the party was pretty serious. I got there late and when I did, they served me a tumbler full
of whiskey and dared me to drink it. Stupidly I did, and then they dared me to drink another and
again, stupidly I did. The last thing I remember was downing the third tumbler. My next
recollection was of me sitting on the commode with Chuck’s mother, Lillian, holding me up
while I exploded at both ends. I was deathly ill and didn’t make it back to our home until the
next day.I walked into my folk’s apartment about 3 o’clock in the afternoon and Dad was waiting
for me. I had not reported to work that morning. Of course, I hadn’t been home all night. Dad
looked at me and said, “You’re late.”I said, “Yes, sir.”He replied, “Do you want me to treat you as
my son or someone who works for me?”Instinctively I knew that I was in for some real trouble,
but I had to be manly about it and not disappoint him so I replied, “As your employee.”My dad
was a couple inches shorter than me but he raised himself up until he, in my view, towered
over me and shouted, “YOU’RE FIRED!”I was enraged after my horrible experience with
alcohol poisoning and lost all reason. I turned and walked out of the house after throwing my
car keys on the floor, and caught a streetcar to downtown L.A.Walking down Main Street, I saw
a poster which said, “Laborers Wanted, Top Pay, Trona, California.”I went in and signed up and
within two hours was on a bus heading to Searles Dry Lake at Trona, California to work in
construction. I was responsible for feeding a cement mixer which took a half sack of cement
with each load and believe you me, in about three months, I had become as burly as you could
get. While I was there, I had an experience which stays in my mind. I was in a wooden barracks
and shared a room with an adult man. I woke up one night and heard conversation. I opened
my eyes and I could see another man performing oral sex on my roommate. My roommate was
telling him to stop and to leave him alone. He said, “Go see the kid!” With that, the guest stood
up and approached my cot. When he neared me I rotated on my back, drew back my legs, and
kicked him in his chest with both legs and sent him flying across the room on top of my
roommate! I then skedaddled out of there and found a friend who had a spare bed in his room
where I spent the rest of the night. The sheriff’s office investigated the matter after I had
mentioned it to the foreman for whom I worked and the two men were arrested.There was a
rumor circulating that you could make big money in construction at Daggett, California. I left
Trona and hitchhiked my way to Daggett, where again I went to work in construction. I became
an oiler on a Lorrain Drag Line. Every morning I had to crank the old gasoline engine into
activity. There was a huge crank on which you swung your body weight to turn the cylinders. It
was a monumental effort, but I was in the best shape of my life. My other job when I wasn’t
working on the Drag Line itself was working the Grisly. The Grisly was some iron rails at the top
of a ramp where dump trucks dropped their loads and the larger boulders where held back by
the Grisly. You then had to, with the help of a pry bar, move the big rocks to the side and get
ready for the next load. Again, it was exactly the kind of work that built muscles and
stamina.After three months, I was becoming so homesick I had to go home. I had made no
contact with my folks and heaven knows how concerned my mother must have been. I bought
my father a Bulova watch and got my mother a present — I forget now what it was — and got
myself a new camel’s hair coat along with a tropical pith helmet. I caught the train from Daggett



to Union Station in Los Angeles, then I caught a cab and presented myself at 1240 N. Orange
Grove.My parents were delighted to see me and after a half an hour of telling them everything I
had experienced, my mother laughingly said, “Son, why do you still have the tags on your
coat?”Sure enough, all the tags on the garment when it was on the showroom hanger were still
attached; I had ridden all the way on the train and in the cab with this stuff hanging off me, and
I was wearing a very noticeable pith helmet! We all had a good laugh over my
appearance.When I had left home, I was in the middle of my second semester at UCLA and
made no effort to re-enroll, and now I wanted permission from my folks to join the Marines. I
finally told my dad that if he didn’t sign for me, I would lie about my age. Dad finally said he
would sign for me if I would agree to join the Coast Artillery and take advantage of a deal they
had for 18 and 19 year olds giving them an opportunity to go to OCS. Thank God for my
father’s good judgment. What chance would I have had as a 19 year old recruit in the Marine
Corp in 1942?Footnote Five OFF TO WAROf course, very few were able to make the grade to
go to OCS even though given the opportunity because of the head-on competition with much
older men. Anyway, my dad signed for me and I enlisted in the Army and went to the reception
center at Ft. MacArthur, California. Someone found out that I had taken some ROTC and
immediately assigned me to receive new enlistees, teach them the rudiments of marching and
march them to their barracks, along with various other assignments. I was there about three
months and was becoming a post fixture when someone realized I hadn’t been to basic
training myself, so I was shipped out to Watsonville, California for basic training at a Sea Coast
Artillery Base. It was located at a beautiful spot overlooking the Pacific Ocean and I have many
memories of my time there.One thing I’ll never forget is pulling guard duty and one of the
special orders I received was to stop at the water tank on the tour and read the gauge. No one
told me what to do if it was high or low, “Just read the gauge” which I did dutifully, without the
least idea as to why.I saw a movie at that base which I still, to this day, remember. It was
Tyrone Power and Linda Darnel, “Blood in the Sand” in color. I also learned to drink Schlitz
beer and reveled in the prospect of being 19 years old and being able to go into the PX and
drink my fill. While there I came down with a case of ptomaine poisoning along with half of the
soldiers in my Battery. I was so sick that I was admitted to the hospital. I was fooling around in
the hospital with another fellow on jujitsu holds and I put my foot through a glass door, cutting it
badly. They sewed me up and in a couple of days I was back to basic training, walking with a
lot of pain. At the same time I was being processed for OCS consideration.I’ll never forget
appearing before a panel of three officers, coming in, saluting smartly and answering their
questions. I still remember the exact question that one of the officers asked me, “If you know
the three sides of a triangle, could you calculate the internal angles?”My answer was a crisp,
“Yes, sir. The formula is.......” which I recalled from analytical geometry at UCLA.They were
dumfounded that I knew the answer and the formula and said, “No, that’s fine!”I am convinced
that one answer got me over the hump because no one else at Camp McQuade, under 20,
was able to get into OCS.While I was there, my folks drove up for a weekend to visit me,
driving the 1937, 60 horsepower, Ford V8 that my dad had given me in high school. They
stayed at a small hotel which had a wonderful Italian restaurant attached to it, and we made a
trip to the Redwoods in Santa Cruz. My foot continued to give me a lot of pain and I found out
why when a big hunk of glass worked its way out. I didn’t report it to anyone as I didn’t want to
jeopardize my opportunity to go to OCS.We were taken by bus to Oakland where we caught a
train heading to Ft. Monroe, Virginia and OCS. Along the way we hooked up with a car loaded
with nurses going somewhere on the East coast. The men with me were much older and
experienced and pretty soon there was some rendezvousing taking place.When we stopped,



we’d always check to make sure our cars were going to stay connected. We were told
everything was clear but in Cincinnati, during the middle of the night, the cars were separated
and the nurses went one way and we went another. The next morning we had six nurses on
board our car and about ten of our guys were missing.The nurses got off at the next stop and
I’m sure, found their way back to their companions. In the meantime, we assumed that our
buddies were washed out before we even started OCS. We were all pleased when we pulled
into Hampton, Virginia and there were our fellow candidates waiting for us. They had somehow
beaten us to our destination when they realized what their predicament was.
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