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BATTLESIN E-DIVISION

Meand the Kamikaze Pilot — Faceto Face

During onebattlel vividly recal wearing the headset —li stening and communi cating from the exterior deck.
The sky wasfilled with smoke and dotted with black marksfrom gunfire. The sound of the Dakota sgunfire
deafening, causing her to actually move 11 feet sdewaysat thedischargeof al the 16" guns.

A Kamikaze pilot wasroaring straight toward me. Ashestrafed hisgunfire, | frozewherel stood. His
bullets strafed the bulkhead (metal) of the ship vertically on either side of my body and ashisplaneroared
just over my head, wefaced each other straight on. | swear we could have reached out and shook hands.
Hisface wasyoung, maybeyounger than mine and hiseyeswere surrounded with black goggles. His
bulletshad cut my phone cord ashe passed over me. Shaking, | breathed asigh of relief, amazed that |
wasdtill aliveasthe battle continued to rage on around me. | composed myself to the extent possible,
grabbed another headset with acord, and returned to duty.

Exploson Below Deck

Another hair-raising experience occurred on May 06, 1945 during are-arming procedure. While on duty
below deck at asteering station, aCoxswain and myself werenear a16" powder keg that was assumably
ignited by static electricity causing the keg to explode aswell asfour additional tanks. Wehearda
whooshing sound —like sand being tossed against the bulkhead. The explosion caused flamesto burst into
our areaand | immediately dogged-downthedoor. The crew flooded Turret No. 2 magazines (an
ammunition storage area) with water. Anannouncement was madeto prepare to abandon ship and six
destroyersrushed to our aid—three on either side of us. That day welost threemen—killed instantly; eight
moredied later of injuries; 24 othersexperienced wounds.

Only throughthe efficient effortsof our courageousand highly capable men, thefirewasextinguished, the
damage repaired and the South Dakota pressed on. We sailed to Guam on May 111",

A Zero Sneakslin

Onemorning when in the South Pacific waters, the South Dakotatogether with aircraft carriers, our planes
were coming back information from amission preparing to land onthe carriers. Unbeknownto usor to
our planes, thelast planein theformation wasaZero that had dipped into the formation unnoticed from
behind and followed the formation of our planesback to their ships.

After themagjority of the planeseither landed or passed and went up to try to land again, the Zero dropped
abomb directly onthe deck of theaircraft carrier (possibly the U.S.S. Enterprise) and flew off in triumph.
Genera Quarters sounded and we stood hel plesdy watching the smokebillow up. Thecarrier was
damaged but okay.

From that point on, policy was set that, there were two destroyers out about one mileand the planeswere
instructed to comein between thetwo, while other shipswithin the areatracked them.



TheDud Torpedo

What started out asanother clear, bright and tropical sky inthe South Pacificdidn’t last. Enemy fighter
planeswere sighted on radar, prompting the announcement of the order over the speaker system: “ General
Quarters! —All Hands! All Hands! —Man Your Battle Stations!” Asalways, we could hear their roar, as
they grew closer. Thebiggunsfired—the5", the40mm., and the20mm. No matter where anyone might
have been on the ship, the machine-gun, or automatic weapon-type sound of the 20mm. wastelltal ethat
they wereright ontop of us. Outfitted with headset and on duty asamember of Repair Party 7, | was
standing at my station on the second deck when aKamikazewasheading infor us. Asheapproached, he
dropped atorpedo about 15’ infront of me. | braced myself asit came down and raced toward the
Dakota, until it collided with the bulkhead. | clenched my teeth and told mysdlf, thisisit. But, nothing.
Nothing happened. Redizingit had been adud; | wasflooded with relief and waswell aware of myself
breathing again. Then, it wasback to duty asthat battle continued for about another 30 minutes.

TheDifferenceln War Between Hollywood and Redity

You know, really talking about thosetimes makesyou think about it all over again. My friend Charlie Sauro
[hewasonthe Cruiser U.S.S. Quincy CA-71], and | wereinvited by the Barnstable Middle School
(Hyannis, Mass.) to speak with and beinterviewed by their seventh grade students. So, in preparation

we dtalked alot about thewar for afew daysprior tothat day. Vividly, it brought it all up to mind again.
Wefound ourselvesreflecting about experiencesthat had been buried away and hadn’t even been thought
about for decades. A night or so prior to that interview at that Middle School, Charlieand | agreed, we
didn'tdeepaswell asusudl.

What isdifficult for meto comprehend ishow peopletoday seem to beinterested —almost excited—in so
much of the"bloody” incidents. That’swhat they seemtowant to hear about. .. thekilling—killing—killing.
People need to understand what war is. War isnot entertainment. 1t’shorrible. Look that word upinthe

dictionary.

Thereweresomereally bad times. Gruesomethings, just too hard to talk about, even now.

ONETHING. Onething happenedthat I'll tell you alittleof, but that’sIT. I’'mNOT going to talk about
itagan.

Wehad lost alot of men after one particularly long battle, the aftermath of which | eft spiritsdown, themood
somber. Wewereall trying to re-group and re-establish order. That involved having to collect thebodies
and body parts of the men who had been killed. No amount of training can prepareamanfor sucha
sorrowful, exhausting and sickening task.

Thestrong sdlt air rolled away numeroustell tale smellsof battlestill present. Without too much
conversation, one could hear the sound of heavy footsteps on the metal laddersasweworked. Up and
down, up and down, up and down the ladders, carrying and stacking the bodies and body parts, onthe
deck. Therewereso many. They seemed to be stacked so highinthepile. You couldn’t think too much
about what you wereactually doing. Youjust did it —for oneweek.



| was climbing back up aladder and was suddenly startled as| came upon abody part —asailor’ shead —
lyingonthetop stepinfront of me. | feltasif I’ d been electrocuted. Every nervein my body wasjolted. |
wasnumb. | couldn’t usethat |adder for morethan amonth.

And, that’sit. 1I’m not goingtotalk about that again.

That wasn't Hollywood. That was horror.  That was WAR.



