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' THL IVUU N UEU ARE EVA CU ATEU 

AN ATOLL CALLED TARAWA 
IN SEVENTY-SIX HOURS THE "SECMARDIV" WINS AN IMMORTAL VICTORY 

Daybreak! 

No great miracle? Happens every day? True. 

But daybreak of 21 November, 1943, seemed 

more like a resurrection to the Marines on Betio. 

In that long and forsaken night, each man had 

made his own peace with himself and with his 

God. There was no thought of retreat. When the 

J aps came, as they surely would, each man was 

prepared to sell his life dearly. But all sales 

would be final, and the dawn would never come 

for the Marines who had invaded Tarawa. Now 

the dawn had come, like a glad shout of great 

news: the Japs had missed their epochal oppor

tunity. They had not attacked. 

Not that the night had been quiet, or without 

casualties. Neither the Japs nor the Marines had 

lain doggo in their holes. In the soft, death-laden 

moonlight the rest of the survivors of 3/ 8 had 

inched their way ashore, along the glistening white 

pier. And hundreds of Marines had been routed 

up to help the weary corpsmen carry stretchers out 

along the pier to the deep water where evacuation 
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JAPANESE BOMBPROOF near the center of Betio is attacked by Marines on the third day. This giant, sand

banked fortress held the Jap power plant, and was the highest "ground" on the island. 

THE JAPS FIGHT BACK but the Marines push over the rim of the bombproof and continue their assault. The 

Japs also are firing from the left flank, in a desperate effort to save fortress. 
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CREST OF BOMBPROOF is reached by Marine attackers. Assault demolition personnel used ventilating ports 

to burn out the interior of the power plant. Several Jap counterattacks were repulsed. 

boats bobbed and waited. This was a long journey 

through rutted coral washed by warm air that sang 

occasionally with bullets or whispered with mortar 

shells. The J aps were acutely conscious of the pier, 

of the supplies piling up on the end of it as the 

little boats came in, and of the traffic back and 

forth along its torn length. They laid shells on it 

all through the night, kept bullets over it, and 

killed a good many more Marines. But in this 

blind concentration, they seemed almost to forget 

the vulnerable Marines on the beaches. For their 

part, the Marines maintained excellent fire disci

pline. There was no trigger-happy shooting to give 

away positions or dispositions. When the J aps 

finally got a bombing mission over Betio, toward 

dawn, the Marines snuggled down quietly and 

suffered few casualties from the new "Washing 

Machine Charlie." 

The remnants of 3/ 8 were not the only "new" 

Marines to greet the lemon-tinted dawn ashore. In 
the early evening of D Day, the 1/ 10 pack how-

itzers landed on Red Beach 2. One of the batteries 

trundled to the beach in amtracs. Several sections 

landed in rubber boats, and several sections in 

LCVP's were spilled into the water at the end of 

the pier and the artillerymen waded ashore carry

ing their howitzers in pack loads. All told, the Ma

rines got five sections on the beach before morn

ing, managed to find enough clear space to set 

them up, and had them ready to fire when the sun 

came up. The positions were far from desirable, 

for artillerymen need both room and cover to 

service their pieces, and here they were hub to 

hub near the front lines, were restricted in range, 

and were exposed to all types of fire. 

The coming of dawn also brought some clarifi

cation in the command situation. Everyone on the 

three beaches had been painfully aware of the 

communications snafu. It had been even worse 

than guessed. The previous afternoon General 

Smith had sent his ADC, Brigadier General Leo D. 

Hermle, to the end of the pier to gather informa-
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tion on the situation ashore and prepare to land 

on order. The order to land was dispatched at 

1750, but the radios failed, and Hermle spent the 

greater part of the night directing carrying parties 

which were bringing out wounded Marines and 

manhandling water and ammunition back to the 

beach. He had to return to the destroyer Ringgold 

to establish contact with Smith on the Maryland. 

No one can say how the battle would have de

veloped if Hermle had been able to carry out the 

landing order, and if the Division reserve- Major 

Hays' battalion, 1/ 8-had been landed during 

the night on the eastern tail of the island. By the 

time Shoup, Hermle and Smith had gotten in 

Louch (just about dawn of D plus 1), it was too 

late for a diversionary landing. Shoup needed 

men on Red 2, and quickly. Hays was ordered to 

take 1/ 8 ashore there. At 0615 the first wave of 

boats bumped against the reef, 500 yards out, and 

the Marines started wading. 

This was like no second-day landing in history. 

Even before the boats reached the reef, the bullets 

had started showering around them. The Marines 

of 1/ 2 and 2/ 2, and the artillerymen of 1/ 10, 

were attacking furiously toward south and west, 

trying to quiet the Jap anti-boat fire, but it would 

not be quieted. Crouched on Red Beach 2, cor

respondent Robert Sherrod watched 1/ 8 come in 

and wrote in his notebook: " ... the machine 

guns continue to tear into the oncoming Marines. 

Within five minutes I see six men killed. But the 

others keep coming. One rifleman walks slowly 

ashore, his left arm a bloody mess from the shoul

der down. The casualties become heavier. Within 

a few minutes more I can count at least a hundred 

Marines lying on the flats." An hour later Sherrod 

added: "The Marines continue unloading from 

the Higgins boats, but fewer of them are making 

the shore now-there are at least 200 bodies 

which do not move at all on the dry flats, or in the 

shallow water partially covenng them. This is 

worse, far worse than it was yesterday." 

It certainly was just as bad, if not worse. The 

fire on 1/ 8 had been direct and from both flanks, 

some of it coming from the Jap strong point on the 

line separating Beaches 1 and 2, some of it from 

the grounded hulk of a J ap freighter 700 yards 

off shore. Air liaison called in the dive bombers, 

but they were unable to knock out the freighter 

nest, which the J aps apparently had filled during 

the night. The engineers, covered by riflemen, 

finally had to blow it up. But, despite the terrible 

J ap fusillade, 1/ 8 got a majority of its men ashore 

and by 0800 Major Hays was feeding them into 

the line on the western section of Red 2. 

From dawn until about 1300, D plus 1 on Betiu 

was like a supplement or extension of D Day. The 

fighting was savage beyond belief, the issue still iu 

doubt. From his command post behind a J ap 

bunker on Red 2, Colonel Shoup urged the Ma

rines forward. They went, somehow. Companies 

of 1/ 2 and 2/ 2 attacked to the south, and shortly 

after noon they clawed and blasted their way to 

the southern shore. On R~d Beach 1, where Major 

Ryan was commanding a battalion composed of 

elements of 3/ 2 and 2/ 2, the attack also was to the 

south, along the shore of Green Beach. Ryan's 

radio was back in commission, and he got naval 

gunfire on the J ap positions ahead. His troops 

moved forward, supported by the tank China Gal 

and another Sherman repaired during the night. 

At noon Ryan's Marines were on the southern 

curve, and Green Beach with its many anti-boat 

guns was in our hands. 

No one had an easy time on the morning of D 

plus 1, but Jim Crowe's 2/ 8 was now paying for 

the relative ease of its landing. On Red Beach 3 

the Marines were jammed up against the Japs' 

most formidable fortifications, ringing their huge 

blockhouse command post. Fire from the left flank 
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DEFENDERS OF BOMBPROOF are strewn over sand Japs had used to reinforce it. Some of these Jap soldiers 

were killed by rifle and machine gun fire, others by flame throwers which charred uniforms. 

was withering, and 2/ 8 was not in contact ( except 

at the beach) with the elements of 1/ 2 and 2/2 

that were pushing south. Even with the heroic 

support of the tank crew operating Colorado, 

Crowe's Marines were unable to make much head• 

way and took heavy and continuous casualties. 

As late as 1140 of D plus 1, Colonel Shoup har-

bored some doubts about the outcome of the battle. 

At that time, he messaged Division: "Situation 

ashore uncertain." Between noon and 1700, the 

tide turned. The reports came in of Ryan's success 

on Red 1, and Lieutenant Colonel Jordan ( the 

observer who had taken command of 2/ 2 after 

Arney's death) worked his way across to the south 
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CORPSMEN HELP MARINE who has been wounded inshore over the rim of the seawall toward beach aid sta

tion, which is itself under heavy fire. Many corpsmen rendered heroic service at Betio. 

shore and found several companies of 1/ 2 and 

2/ 2 in the abandoned J ap emplacements, holding 

them resolutely despite fierce Jap counterattacks. 

Later, Lieutenant Colonel Rixey said: "I thought 

up until one o'clock today that it was touch and go. 

Then I knew we would win." At 1706 Shoup sent 

a detailed report to General Smith, concluding: 

". . . combat efficiency: We are winning. Shoup." 

There were two notable harbingers of victory in 

that hot afternoon. One was a tendency of cor

nered J a ps to commit hara kiri; the other was an 

air report that some enemy troops had been spotted 

wading across the shallow reef from Betio to the 

neighboring island of Baikiri. Retreat? With

drawal? No one knew, but the Division was now 

determined to contain and destroy the J aps on 

Betio itself. The time had come to employ the 

Corps reserve-the Sixth Marine Regiment. 

Through the afternoon there had been some dis

cussion of how the Sixth could be used most ef

fectively. It was resolved when General Smith 

ordered Colonel Maurice Holmes to send 1/ 6 to 

Beach Green in rubber boats, for an attack west 

toward the tail of the island, and to land 2/ 6 on 

Bairiki to stem any Jap withdrawal. At 1655 

Lieutenant Colonel Raymond L. Murray took 2/ 6 

onto Bairiki's white beaches, in the wake of a 

naval and air bombardment. There had been fif

teen J aps on the island, manning an improvised 

pillbox with two machine guns. They were no 

trouble to the Marines. Shortly before the landing, 

a strafing plane punctured a gasoline can the 

Japanese had injudiciously stored in their little 

fortress. The gas flamed and exploded, deep fry

ing its owners. 

At 1840 Major William K. Jones landed 1/ 6 

from rubber boats on the northern section of Beach 

Green, where the battle-weary Marines of 3/2 

and 2/ 2 almost tearfully welcomed them. At about 

the same time, one platoon of light tanks from B 

Company, 2nd Tank Battalion, was put ashore on 

Beach Green and two more platoons headed for 

Beach Red 2. (They did not reach the beach until 

the following dawn.) 

With the landing of the Sixth Marines, and the 

transfer of Regimental Headquarters to the beach, 

the Second Division was now fully committed on 

Betio. Colonel Holmes joined Colonel Elmer Hall, 
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the white-haired engmeer who commanded the 

Eighth Marines and had moved ashore earlier in 

the day, and Colonel Shoup, who had gone ashore 

commanding only a Combat Team and had wound 

up with responsibility for the whole battle. Eve

ning also brought some relief for Shoup. After a 

final conference aboard the Maryland with Gen

eral Smith, Colonel Edson came in to Red Beach 2, 

white-faced and icy-eyed as ever, smiling his cold 

smile and inviting a personal attack by wearing a 

western revolver slung in a cartridge belt around 

his slim waist. Shoup had done a good job, a job 

that would get him a well-deserved Medal of 

Honor. He had had devoted and tireless help from 

his R-3, Major Thomas Culhane, who had kept 

the machinery of the CP in motion. In the fright

ful confusion of Betio, fighting with a map case 

and a field telephone was sometimes harder than 

fighting with a rifle. 

Relief had come, too, for another hero of Betio, 

the one-time enlisted Marine who had led the 

Scouts and Snipers into Tarawa fifteen minutes 

ahead of the first wave. Relief came to Lieutenant 

William Deane Hawkins in the tragic cloak of 

death, and for several incredible hours he rejected 

and scorned it. "Hawk" was first wounded by a 

J ap mortar shell, a wound he ignored. After help

ing set up beach defenses on the night of D-Day, 

Hawkins had plotted the location of several Jap 

machine-gun nests, and at dawn he took his platoon 

along the beach to destroy them. The citation for 

the Medal of Honor awarded Hakwins posthu

mously tells the story as well as anyone could 

tell it : 

" At dawn on the following day (D plus 1), 

First Lieutenant Hawkins returned to the danger

ous mission of clearing the limited beachhead of 

Japanese resistance, personally initiating an as

sault on a hostile position fortified by five enemy 

machine guns, and crawling forward in the face 

SQUAD CRAWLS UP behind leader (right, pointing) 

to take a Jap position under fire. 

of withering fire, boldly fired point-blank into the 

loopholes and completed the destruction with 

grenades. Refusing to withdraw after being seri

ously wounded in the chest during this skirmish, 

he steadfastly carried the fight to the enemy, de

stroying three more pillboxes before he was caught 

in a burst of Japanese shellfire and mortally 

wounded. His relentless fighting spirit in the face 

of formidable opposition and his exceptionally 

daring tactics were an inspiration to his comrades 

during the most crucial phase of the battle and 

reflects the highest credit upon the United States 

Naval Service. He gallantly gave his life for his 

country." 

When the last Jap had been burned out of the 

last barricaded fort on Betio, the United States 

named the Tarawa airstrip Hawkins Field. 

On the second day at Betio, as on the first, 

heroism could be measured only in degrees, not 

by its presence or absence. It was not entirely 

absent in any man who managed to reach the 

shore. Sometimes it was expressed in valiant and 

spectacular leadership; sometimes in terms of 

teamwork, sometimes in individual exploits; some-
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PUSHING DOWN ISLAND, Marines group behind cap

tured Jap pillbox. 

MARINE ARTILLERYMEN register on island's tail with 
pack howitzer. Note the Marine (center) who got a 

bullet through his helmet, leaving two holes but 

leaving helmet's owner unscathed. 

times only in the dropping of a casual phrase. 

There was the loose-jointed young rifleman from 

Texas who picked off six snipers and then slouched 

his way through a fierce field of Japanese fire, 

sneering disdainfully over his shoulder: "Shoot 

me down, you son of a bitch!" There was the 

Oklahoma sergeant who volunteered to walk be

tween tanks, guiding them from one pillbox to 

another. "They asked for an intelligent Marine," 

he said. "I ain't very smart but I went." 

One decisive factor in the changing battle pic

ture of D plus 1 was the increase in the Marines' 

firepower. The use of destroyers to clear the way 

on Beach Green was of great help to 3/ 2, as was 

the repair of one of the tanks. But for the presence 

of the pack howitzers on Red Beach 2, casualties 

during the landing of 1/ 8 might have been even 

greater. When the Japs opened up on the wading 

Marines from their blockhouse positions between 

Beaches 1 and 2, .two packs were laid in position 

to blast them with direct fire. Firing delayed fuse, 

in order to pierce the coral and coco-log forts, the 

pack crews knqcked out the anti-boat guns and ' 

silenced some of their supporting weapons. 

The artillerymen did yeoman service through

out the day, firing from exposed positions and, 

when necessary, providing their own rifle cover. 

They were ably supported in this time of stress by 

a New Zealand recruit who had come ashore firmly 

secured to a gun tube. This, of course, was "Si

wash," the fighting, beer-drinking duck. "Siwash" 

volunteered for duty with the Second Division in a 

New Zealand bar, making application to Sergeant 

Dick Fagan of Illinois. The Second Division Ac

tion Report inexcusably omits the incident, but 

it is reliably reported that upon landing "Siwash" 

immediately engaged a red Japanese rooster in 

beak-to-beak combat. Although he drove the enemy 

from the field, " Siwash" was wounded and sub

sequently was recommended for the Purple Heart. 
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The fall of night on D plus 1 was quite unlike 

the darkening of D Day. More men had died, 

many more, during the day, but the feeling of 

hopelessness that had beset the assault battalions 

had lifted, For one thing, water and ammunition 

had begun to flow to the beach in substantial quan

tities. For another, wounded men were getting off 

the island with less delay and the hideous spectacle 

of D Day, in which Marines lay quietly dying for 

want of bandages, plasma and morphine, was 

no longer being repeated. Boats were unloading 

needed materiel on the end of the pier, and the 

eighteen battered amtracs that still could be op

erated were bringing it in and taking casualties 

out. 

Just after 1800, the first jeeps came bouncing 

and jolting down the pier, two of them dragging 

37mm guns. At about the same time, the Weapons 

Company was wrestling some of its 75mm self

propelled gu11os onto the beaches. The arrival of 

the ubiquitous jeeps was a good omen. Noting it, 

Correspondent Robert Sherrod wrote: "If a sign 

of certain victory were needed, this is it. The jeeps 

have arrived." Although the pier was still under 

frequent fire ( the jeeps were peppered), the Ma

rines of the shore party were disregarding the 

enemy machine guns and mortars with the same 

quiet courage as their brothers ashore. 

More encouraging than any signs or portents, 

however, was the fact that the Marines had ex

panded their beachheads, and thus reduced the 

dangers of defeat by counterattack. Toward eve

ning, there were significant indications that the 

hopelessness of the night before had found a new 

home in the hearts of the enemy: more and more 

J aps were not waiting for Marine bullets, but 

were blowing their own guts out with grenades or 

shooting their heads off with toe-triggered rifles. 

Perhaps too little has been said thus far of the 

weather. Although the nights were cooled by the 

THIS COVEY OF JAPS was flushed by Marines as they 

over-ran tank trap. 

AT BETIO COMMAND POST, Colonel David Shoup 

(center, holding map) gets report on position of lines. 

In background, hands on hips, is Colonel Merritt Ed

son with Lieutenant Colonel Presley M. Rixey. 
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NEARLY-NAKED PRISONER wounded in right leg is 

brought in by two watchful Marines. 

trade winds, the days produced a kind of skin

cracking heat that was sharp as a physical blow on 

the head. In something like thirty hours of ex

posure to this terrifying sunlight, the Marines had 

felt their lips break and crust and break again. 

Their nose tips, unshaded by the big helmets, 

blistered and peeled and blackened. But if the 

equatorial sun was white-hot, the winds saved 

Betio from the infernal stickiness of the Solomons. 

Sweat dried on the body, and the wind-if a patch 

of shade could be found-was sweet. But one 

thing the wind could not do, and that was blow 

away the smell. By dawn of 22 November-D 

plus 2-the stench of Betio had become almost 

unbearable. Bodies of Japanese and Marines alike 

-for there had been no time or place to bury 

friend or foe-swelled and burst under the broiler. 

The yellow intestines of Japs who had died by 

harakiri rose from their torn bellies in sickening 

loops and garlands. 

The smell was inescapable. It was everywhere, 

and it was not the kind of smell one gets accus

tomed to. It suffused the Marines' hair, their cloth

ing, and seemed to adhere to their bodies. They 

smelled it for weeks after the battle, and like all 

pungent odors, it evoked instant and nightmarish 

memories. There had been a hint of the smell on 

D Day morning, a product of the shelling and 

bombing. By nightfall it seemed to move in waves; 

by noon on D plus 1 the fresh, clean air of the 

tropics had yielded almost completely. And by 

dawn of D plus 2 all freshness was gone and 

Betio was nothing but stink and death, an abat

toir in which the Marines now had to launch their 

supreme offensive. 

The attack began at 0700, but in the dark hours 

of the night more help had come. The artillerymen 

of 2/ 10 under Lieutenant Colonel G. R. E. Shell, 

with more pack howitzers, were ordered to land 

on Bairiki, now in possession of 2/ 6, and prepare 

to throw s·hells into Betio's squirming tail. Battery 

E was registered soon after the landing, with fire 

direction to come from 1/ 10 on Red Beach 2. This 

unique arrangement, in which control was exerted 

by observers beyond ( instead of beneath) the bat

tery's fire had been practiced in New Zealand. It 
proved successful, except for one accidental long 

which came barreling into Red Beach. 2. 

During the night the J aps managed to sneak in 

another high-level bombing raid, but it was hardly 

more effective than the first. "Charlie" dropped 

two sticks, one on the Marine lines and the other 

in Jap territory. " The bastard's absolutely impar

tial," one Marine murmured. These early-morning 

raids, flown from bases deep in the Marshalls, 

were the only planes the J aps ever got over Betio 
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MARINE AND JAPANESE lie dead within arm's reach of each other in a Betio clearing. The Marines in back

ground are awaiting order to continue attack. 

during the battle. "Interception at the source" had 

worked wonders. 

Hays' 1/ 8 was the first to jump off, striking to 

the west against the knot of J ap positions that still 

separated Red Beach 1 and Red Beach 2. Three 

light tanks moved with the riflemen, but the 37mm 

guns of the tanks hardly dented the Jap pillboxes 

and one was lost to a magnetic mine. Even when 

the Second Marines sent a section of 75mm self

propelled guns, from the Weapons Company un

der Major Frederic R. Smith, the pillboxes with

stood them. Once again, as was so of ten the case on 

Betio, the forts proved secure against everything 

and everyone except the Eighteenth Engineers, 

with their bangalore torpedoes, demolition charges 

and flame-throwers. 

While Hays' men were attacking and containing 

the J ap pocket, the first Battalion of the Sixth Ma

rines was getting ready to begin its sweep down 

the island from Beach Green. Major Jones' troops 

and the light tanks landed the night before began 

their push at 0800, along the south shore of Betio. 

The front was scarcely 100 yards wide, and the 

tanks moved out ahead, sometimes twenty-five to 

fifty yards beyond the riflemen, banging away at 

everything that looked J ap-infested . By now the 

danger of Jap suicide soldiers, bearing magnetic 

mines, had been fully realized. Snipers (U.S. 

brand) kept a sharp watch on the tanks, ready to 

protect them with rifle fire. 

J ones's mission was to drive westward until he 

made contact with the units of 1/ 2 and 2/ 2 which 
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BEFORE BATTLE ENDED, the Seabees had their bulldozers ashore and were beginning to level and grade the 

airstrip that was renamed "Hawkins Field." 

had reached the south shore the day before. This 

would complete encirclement of the J aps in the 

lethal pocket between Red 1 and 2, and would 

clear the way for a climactic drive toward the tail 

of the island. At first resistance was light but as 

the Marines inched forward, bypassing some po

sitions, burning out others, and stilling machine 

gun after machine gun, it intensified. However, 

the Sixth Marines were fresh and forty-eight hours 

overdue ( in their own opinion). They drove fast 

and hard, and by llOO they had reached the 

perimeter of 1/ 2. Enroute, they had suffered only 

light casualties and had disposed of some 250 

laps. This swift advance could not, perhaps, have 

been accomplished by the battered Marines who 

had been on Betio since D Day morning. But there 

was still plenty of fight in the assault survivors, 

and over on Red Beach 3 they were proving it 

while J ones's men moved east. In the indecisive 

fighting on D plus 1, it had become clear to Major 

Crowe that three Japanese positions would have 

to be stormed and destroyed before 2/ 8 and the 
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survivors of 3/ 8 now under his command could 

greatly expand their beachhead. One of these was 

a steel pillbox, near the Burns-Philp pier. The 

second was a coco-log emplacement. These were 

mutually supporting. Slightly forward of them 

was an immense bombproof shelter, built of re

inforced concrete with walls five feet thick and 

banked with sand. 

To assist his red-eyed riflemen Crowe had engi

neers, a platoon from the Regimental Weapons 

Company, one tank, and a platoon of mortars. 

The mortars soared first. At 0930, as the attack 

jumped off, they got a direct hit on the coco-log 

emplacement, and it blew up-the J aps had stored 

ammunition inside. While Betio still rocked from 

this monumental blast, Lieutenant Lou Largey 

maneuvered Colorado, the medium tank, into a 

favorable spot west of the pillbox and sent several 

shells crashing home. This left only the giant 

bombproof, so big the attack was not unlike an 

assault on a hill. 

For more than an hour the fight was as hot as 

any Betio produced. The Marines edged forward, 

their rifles cracking, and the J a ps shot back with 

machine guns and their own flat-sounding rifles. 

But there was progress. Under the furious cross

fire Lieutenant Alexander Bonnyman, a lean, 

handsome Princeton graduate who in civilian life 

was a New Mexico mine owner, crawled up the 

sloping sides of the bombproof with his group of 

assault engineers. Using their flame-throwers and 

demolition charges, the engineers finally reached 

the top and for a dramatic moment the Marines 

held the highest ground on the island. Then a 

group of J aps counterattacked with suicidal fury. 

Alexander Bonnyman stopped them. 

As the J aps charged up the sandy hillside, 

Bonnyman met them, firing his carbine in flagrant 

disregard of their weapons and numbers. No one 

knows exactly how many J aps died in the brief and 

bloody encounter, but Boimyman charged for

ward, followed by his men, and drove off the 

enemy. But the J aps did not flee without ex

acting a price, for Bonnyman's charge had been 

against bullets, and some of the bullets had found 

their mark. As the Marines surged up to support 

him and make secure our hold on the shelter top, 

Bonnyman sank down within arm's length of three 

of the enemy who had fallen before his fire and 

died of his many wounds. His posthumous reward 

was the Medal of Honor. 

Bonnyman not only had saved the lofty position, 

but, with demolition charges, had flushed the J aps 

inside it. As the counterattack literally melted 

back, the hysterical J aps inside the shelter erupted 

out of its east and south exits. The Marines were 

waiting, and they sickled the enemy down with 

rifles, machine guns, grenades and 37mm can

ister fire brought to bear by the Regimental 

Weapons Company. To seal their victory, the 

Marines waved in one of the tough and grizzled 

bulldozer operators from 3/ 18-the Seabee bat

talion-and he shoveled sand and dirt into the 

entrances. 

The Seabees had begun streaming ashore dur

ing the morning of D plus 2, bringing their heavy 

equipment in big lighters and tracking it in over 

the reef. Marines who had fought for hours with 

exemplary courage stood in open-mouthed ad

miration as the Seabees drove their bulldozers out 

onto the strip, still swept by rifle fire, and began 

smoothing out the shellholes and miniature coral 

mountains. 

This victory on the left flank sparked the Ma

rines of 2/ 8 and 3/ 8. Through the afternoon they 

kept up the pressure, and by nightfall they had 

smashed across Betio to the eastern end of the air

strip and their fire had begun to merge with that 

of 1/ 6, which had continued its push along the 

southern coast. In the numerous dugouts, trenches 

[143] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



and nests overrun that afternoon, the Marines got 

repeated notice that the J ap might not surrender 

but was vulnerable to his own fears-more than 

one hundred enemy soldiers killed themselves to 

avoid capture. 

One of the disadvantages of trying to advance 

in several directions and on several fronts- as the 

Marines were now doing on Betio-was in keeping 

the troops supplied with water and salt tablets, two 

items which the climate made imperative. As a 

consequence of their rapid push along the south 

shore, Jones' Marines found themselves short of 

both vital commodities at noon. They were tired, 

hot-and thirsty. The lack could not be supplied 

in time, and in the afternoon they drove into pow

erful Jap defenses without having been adequately 

replenished. Even so, they made fair progress un

til they encountered a powerful Japanese network 

of guns mounted in steel turrets, with 360 degrees 

traverse. While the medium tank ( still China Gal, 
the veteran of Beaches Red 1 and Green) was 

moving up to attack these fortifications, Jones got 

water to his men and in the late afternoon they 

fought their way to an approximate union with 

2/ 8 and then dug in for the night. 

Elsewhere on the island, the fighting had been 

savage but encouraging. Hays 1/ 8 had contained 

the beach pocket, now thoroughly enveloped but 

still resisting. The pack howitzers both from 1/ 10 

on Betio and 2/ 10 on Bairiki, had provided direct 

support for Jones's push on the southern coast and 

had kept the J a ps off balance in the island tail. 

During the afternoon General Julian Smith had 

decided to move his command post ashore, and in 

traveling from Beach Green to Red 2 drew heavy 

Jap fire from the pocket. The amtrac driver was 

wounded, and the general, accompanied by a Fifth 

Amphibious Corps observer and Brigadier Gen

eral Thomas E. Bourke, the artillery commander, 

had to make a difficult transfer on the reef. 

Forty-eight hours too late, the J aps finally 

counter-attacked. But for this consideration on the 

part of the enemy, the battle might have lasted 

several days longer. During the afternoon that 

preceded the futile J ap assault, Lieutenant Colo

nel Kenneth McLeod's 3/ 6 had been landed on 

Green Beach and had moved up behind Jones' bat

talion, in close support on the sweep of the south 

shore. Now as night came down, Marines of 1/ 6 

and of 2/ 8 were abreast, forming a loose but ef

fective line across the island at the western end of 

the airstrip. Members of 3/ 8 occupied a reserve 

line in the vicinity of the big bombproof. The 

fresh troops of 3/ 6 were dug in behind 1/ 6, giv

ing the Marines an excellent reserve. Although 

there were some isolated J ap positions in the revet

ments around the airstrip, as well as the big pocket 

between Red 1 and 2, Betio was pretty much Ma

rine territory-the tail excepted. 

With the whole Division committed to Betio, 

except for 2/ 6 on Bairiki, there were now about 

7,000 effective Marines on the island. Since it is 

doubtful if more than 1,000 J aps survived by this 

time, the Marine advantage was considerable. It 
was off set, however, by the fact that the enemy was 

invisible. This is not meant figuratively, but quite 

literally. There were hundreds of Marines on Betio 

the night of D plus 2 who had been engaged in the 

most exhausting action since dawn of D Day and 

had not yet seen a live Jap. The Japs fought and 

died in their forts, big or small, and they had to 

be dug out one by one or flushed by flame and 

blast. When trapped in exposed positions-which 

happened occasionally-they quickly killed them

selves, partly out of fear instilled by Tokyo propa

ganda and partly to realize the Shinto dream of 

godhood at the Y asakuni warriors' shrine. 

Why the Japanese reversed this defensive strat

egy on the night of D plus 2, abandoning the safety 

of their fortifications, is a mystery whose answer 
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DAY BATTLE ENDED a Navy cameraman took this aerial photograph of Betio's ravaged sands from a point 

approximately off Red Beach 2. Square structure in center of picture was a coconut log plane revetment. 

may also lie in Shinto philosophy. Abandon them 

they did, beginning about 1930 with what looked 

like a reconnaissance in light force. Perhaps fifty 

J aps attacked on the narrow southern front held 

by 1/ 6, some of them getting in between A and 

B Companies. If they were the vanguard of a 

larger force, they failed miserably. Jones called 

for artillery support, and the pack howitzers of 

1/ 10 on Beach 2 and 2/ 10 on Bairiki crisscrossed 

to form an exceptionally accurate curtain of fire 

between the infiltrators and any J aps following 

them. At the same time, the three line companies 

of 1/ 6 and the headquarters reserve mopped up 

the attackers in tough, close-in bayonet and gre

nade fighting eschewing the use of automatic weap

ons which would have revealed Marine positions. 

In the moonlight, U.S. observers could see signs 

of continuing movement behind the Jap lines. 

Jones was convinced the enemy would try another 

reconnaissance, and he asked Kyle to move 1/ 2 
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SOME OF THE MANY Marines who were cut down by 

the seawall guns on Red Beach 1 lie here. They died 

only a few feet from the gun muzzles. 

. 
MOMENT OF TRIUMPH after bloodiest battle in Ma-

rine Corps history comes when the Stars and Stripes 

is hoisted on a topless coconut palm. 

into support. Kyle obliged. At 2300- three and 

one half hours later-approximately one hundred 

J aps, split into two groups, made another stab at 

the Marine lines. This time machine guns .were 

needed to repulse them, and though most of the 

attackers were wiped out the Japanese command 

apparently got a rough notion of the Marine de

fenses . If there were to be a mass attack, it would 

come next. 

Jones huddled with Kyle and McLeod, whose 

I Company had relieved 1/ 2 in the se?ondary line. 

Although the Marines were confident and ready, 

they were not averse to whatever support could be 

had from the Navy and their own artillery. Jones 

requested continuous naval gunfire on the tip of 

the island's tail, and harassing artillery fire be

tween his own lines and the naval sector. He got 

it, but the J aps-possibly bolstered by a few shots 

of saki-were not to be dissuaded. At 0400 about 

three hundred of them came shrieking into the 

lines of A and B Companies in a fearsome banzai 

charge. The Marines fought back, silently and sav

agely, but the weight of the J ap attack swelled 

until Lieutenant Norman Thomas, acting com

mander of B Company, telephoned battalion: "We 

are killing them as fast as they come at us, but we 

can't hold much longer: we need reinforcements!" 

There was no time to move up reinforcements. 

Jones told Thomas: "You've got to hold!" * Some

how, the Marines of B Company held, helped by 

the howitzer shells of 1/ 10, which Lieutenant 

N. E. Milner, the artillery forward observer, 

brought down within seventy-five yards of the 

pulsing line. In the lagoon, the U.S.S. Schroeder 

and the U.S.S. Sigsbee pumped salvo after salvo 

into the J ap assembly area, 

It was over in one endless, terrifying hour. The 

Marines who had been told to hold greeted the 

,:, As reported by Robert Sherrod in Tarawa, The Story of a 
Battle. 
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breaking dawn with haunted eyes and tired but 

proud words: "They fold us we had to hold . . . 

and, by God, we held." In their front lines were 

the bodies of 200 dead J aps, and beyond the lines 

were 125 more-some blown to shreds by shell

fire. The artillery and naval support had been 

superb, but it was Marine courage and Marine 

steadiness under fire that broke the attack. The 

J aps had made a poor choice in trying to break 

through Jones' battalion-an error they were to 

repeat months later at Saipan. Not only had the 

Japanese gained no ground, but they also had 

sacrificed uselessly the strength which might have 

been used to exact a higher price for the tail of 

the island. At his headquarters on Red Beach 2, 

Gene1:al Smith followed the developing attack and 

its successful repulse with gratification. The Ma

rine command moved at once to capitalize on the 

final and irrevocable J ap mistake. 

Everything worked now. Down from the thin 

blue sky, wave after wave, right on time, came 

the carrier fighters and the carrier bombers. The 

first burst of airborne .50 calibre fire raked the 

J aps at 0700. Behind the swift strafers, swooping 

to the level of the shattered palm tops, came the 

dive bombers, hitting designated targets and firing 

their guns, too. The Marines had had good "on 

call" air support from the Navy all through the 

operation, but nothing to compare with this. The 

attack was maintained for a solid half-hour, until 

0730, and then Rixey's pack howitzers, the bat

teries of 1/ 10, had an inning. They bounced shells 

up and down the island tail for a long fifteen min

utes. A moment of silence, at 07 45. Salvo! It was 

the Navy's turn again, this time with surface fire, 

from inside the lagoon and from the open sea. 

Fifteen minutes of that, too. Then-

"Let's go!" This was Lieutenant Colonel Mc

Leod, whose 3/ 6 had moved up quietly into the 

THE BATTLE IS OVER and these weary veterans are 

marching back across the hard-won coral to embark 

on transports and sail for-where? 

line to relieve Jones' s weary battalion, which had 

lost forty-five killed and 128 wounded in the 

night's fighting. The "line" was only two com

panies wide on the narrowing island, I Company 

on the left, L Company on the right, both facing 

east, with K Company behind them, in reserve. 

Jones moved 1/ 6 back into deep reserve, first 

handing over all available tanks and flame-throw

ers to 3/ 6. The Marines pushed off, at 0800, the 

engineers with their flameguns shoulder to shoul

der with the riflemen, and the two wonderful, dur

able Sherman tanks-Colorado and China Gal

rumbling · along with seven light tanks on their 

flanks. Fifty yards, 100 yards, 150 yards-and 

little resistance. 

McLeod had hoped to make 150 yards before 

reorganizing. He made it in minutes, with few 

casualties. There were still 500-odd Japs alive on 

Betio, but they seemed stunned and dopey after 

the night's bombardment. There was no effective 

defensive organization. In isolated strong points 
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DISABLED MARINE TANK, Hs 75 still pointing toward the last target, stands forlorn in the hot Betio sun as 

the battle draws to a close. Only two medium tanks survived the four days of fighting. 

-pillboxes, deep trenches, dugouts-the J aps 

fired back at the advancing Marines and then 

turned their guns or grenades on themselves. The 

Marines moved on, another 200 yards, before they 

hit a real obstacle. It lay in the path of I Com

pany, on the north shore. In a series of supporting 

bombproof s, most of Betio's still-determined J apa

nese had gathered to make one last effort for the 

Emperor. 

It was a good enough effort to halt I Company, 

temporarily. McLeod didn't let it hang up the 

whole offensive. He kept L Company moving along 

the south shore, and after it was past the strong 

point, let it spread to make a one-company front 

across the whole island-now only 200 yards 

wide. I Company remained behind to reduce and 

destroy the pocket. It turned out to be good hunt

ing, especially for the valiant tankers of Colorado. 

As the Marines moved in, flame-throwers spout

ing and rifles barking, the J a ps in the biggest 

bombproof suddenly broke from their cover and 

poured down the narrow exit channel. An infantry 
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THE TIDE COMES IN at last on the beaches where the Marines held on the first night, washing over the fox

holes and around stranded amtracs. This was normal tide for November in the Gilberts. 

spotter rapped hard on Colorado's side, and Lieu

tenant Lou Largey swung the tank around. It 
was a dream shot. Largey brought the .75 down, 

point-blank, on the erupting channel, and let go. 

Largey thought he probably got fifty or seventy

five enemy troops with this bowling-ball shot, but 

there really was not enough left of the victims to 

count. That was all for the pocket. 

While I Company was flattening these J aps and 

L Company was rolling on toward the end of the 

island-and the battle-3/ 2 and 1/ 8 were put-

ting the last squeeze on the fanatics, holding the 

deadly bastion between Beach Red 1 and Red 2. 

The J aps still fought with desperate fury, but the 

days of hammering had begun to tell. Hays' 1/ 8, 

in a semicircular line, struck from the east, sup

ported by the 75mm self-propelled guns and flame

thrower and demolition teams from C Company, 

Eighteenth Marines. Major Hewitt D. Adams took 

an infantry platoon and two more self-propelled 

guns, to the reef, where so many Marines had died 

on D-Day and D plus 1, and attacked from there. 
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On the west side of the pocket, Major Schoettel's 

3/ 2 spread out until they were in contact with the 

group on the reef and the flank elements of 1/ 8 in 

the airstrip area. The Marines pulled this circle 

tighter and tighter, like the drawstring on a bag 

of tobacco. By noon, it was almost entirely shut, 

and the last J ap defenders were dying in hot flame. 

Down toward the tip, L Company just kept roll

ing along, bypassing emplacements that offered 

resistance and bowling over surviving Japs before 

they could organize or reorganize. The Navy came 

in, toward noon, with fire on the shallow reef be

tween Betio and Bairiki, to keep the J aps in place 

for the Marine attackers. When they needed it, the 

Marines got swift-diving air support. It was a hot 

fight, because the Japs did not quit, but it was a 

good fight too, because the offensive kept rolling 

and the end was in sight. Like Colorado, China 

Gal was having a field day, blasting dugouts and 

pillboxes and rambling back and forth across the 

front. The seven light tanks, which also were in 

the advance, supporting the big mediums, found 

plenty of chores-and nothing big enough to hurt 

them. 

At about 1300 a United States Marine stepped 

out into the warm water lapping the long flat spit 

on the easternmost end of Betio and, stooping low, 

washed his sweat-stained face . There was still rifle 

fire in parts of the island, and the occasional boom 

of demolitions. But there was no longer a J apa

nese section, or a Japanese line. All at once, tail 

and two pockets, the Japs had collapsed. The 

Marines of 3/ 6, beating through the fortifications 

at the western end of the island, past the big Singa

pore guns-one with a riven barrel-killed 4 75 

of the enemy in the few morning hours of D 

plus 3, and lost only nine killed and twenty-five 

wounded doing it. So thoroughly were the bodies 

of the victims jumbled in the Red 1- 2 pocket that 

there was no way to make an accurate count of the 

last-day casualties. The best guess is 1,000 alive 

and dedicated Japs on the evening of D plus 2; 

500 alive on the morning of D plus 3; maybe 50 

to 100 left, in deep holes or the dark corners of 

bypassed dugouts, at 1330. Not enough to delay 

the victory, for at that hour, 1330 of D plus 3, 23 

November 1943, General Julian Smith pro

claimed Betio secured. 

The day after Betio was secured, Major Gen

eral Holland M. Smith, commander of the Fifth 

Amphibious Corps, inspected the wreckage and re

marked: " It seems almost beyond the realm of 

human possibility that this place could have been 

taken." How, then, had the Marines taken it? 

Holland Smith suggested: "It was their will to 

die." At this point the author, who had the privi

lege of witnessing the battle, would like to intrude 

a respectful dissent. Many Marines died, but they 

did not embrace death. The Marines, men and 

officers alike, fought to win, fought for the Marine 

Corps, fought for honor and self-respect, fought 

for each other-and for General Julian Smith, 

who in a few short months had become a second 

father to every Marine in the Division. The Ma

rines offered their lives, willingly and unselfishly, 

that no other Marine should be let down. They did 

not make death an end in itself. It was the J apa

nese who did that-when confronted by defeat. 

On this foundation of heroic brotherhood in 

battle were built many contributions to victory, 

most of them unsung and destined to remain so. 

There would be more white crosses on Betio today 

had it not been for the quietly valiant work of the 

Navy doctors, led by Commander Donald Nelson, 

CT2's regimental surgeon, and the weaponless 

corpsmen and Marine-band stretcher-bearers, who 

advanced hour after hour with the attacking troops 

and brought in the wounded. There were few 

braver men at Tarawa than one slight, modest 

Pharmacist Mate from California named Frank 
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THE BATTLE CEMETERY on Betio was begun immediately after the shooting stopped. Each simple stake marks 

the body of a Marine killed in combat. Division CP was behind emplacement at left. 

Campbell, who played a cello in civilian life

and who became a corpsman because he was a 

conscientious objector. 

A good deal has been written of the tanks, but 

not enough has been said of the Regimental Weap

ons Company personnel who somehow got their 

halftracks and self-propelled guns across the 

fringing reef and into vital action. The same is 

true of the mortar platoons, the D, H and M Com

panies of the Landing Teams, who provided the 

first explosive projectiles on Betio and never 

stopped feeding their hungry weapons. And few 

Marines will ever forget the Seabees-3/ 18-

driving their bulldozers up and down the potholed 

strip on the morning of D plus 3, while war still 

flamed in the island tail and the pocket of Red 

1-2. More than one bulldozer was drawn into dra

matic action, driven fearlessly against J ap posi

tions which could only be neutralized by burial. 

The Military Police, normally assigned to guard 

prisoners and supply dumps, also got into the fight 

on Green Beach. Because demolition engineers 

were busy elsewhere, the MP's inherited the job of 

mopping up the numerous Japanese mines. They 

"dehorned" no fewer than 150 of them and then 

turned to mopping up bypassed pillboxes and con

crete and log shelters. Before they were through, 

the MP's had flushed some eighty-nine Korean 

laborers out of the beach defenses, and thus ob

tained the prisoners they had landed to guard. 
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The artillerymen of 4/ 10 had a somewhat simi

lar experience. They, too, landed on Green Beach, 

but by that time their fire was not needed. Instead, 

the artillerymen-like the MP's-went to work 

on ~ypassed bombproof s and pillboxes inshore 

from the beach, cleaning out many of them and 

sealing dozens of J aps in positions that could not 

be opened easily. 

Perhaps one story will epitomize the kind of 

courage the Marines brought to Betio. It concerns 

a spindly kid, not more than eighteen, blond be

fore the blood and dirt got into his hair. He came 

down over the seawall on Red Beach 3 the first or 

second morning, his whole left ear ripped to rib

bons and half his face with it. He crouched, dazed 

and shaking, while a Navy doctor slapped a big 

sulfa bandage over his torn head. He would not lie 

down, just sat there stroking a bloodied rifle, his 

blue eyes jumping with pain. After a little while 

he asked for a drink of water and, having had it, 

began gathering the muscles of his legs. "Better 

lie down," somebody said. "Ah, - that! " said the 

kid, in a husky voice, spitting blood. "I gotta get 

back to my outfit." He got back up over the sea

wall and disappeared into the hell of fire on the 

left flank. Perhaps he will read this and remember. 

Perhaps he died. There were a lot like him. 

Ninety minutes before Betio was secured-at 

1200 on D plus 3-a Navy carrier plane fishtailed 

around the bulldozers and made the fir st friendly 

landing on the Tarawa airstrip. The Marines had 

come to take an airstrip. Thanks to their sacrifices 

and the remarkable work of Seabees and Engi

neers, it was already at least theoretically opera

tional. The plane tarried an hour and then its 

youthful pilot waved farewell. The begrimed Ma

rines watched it go wistfully-in every tired mind 

there was a rosy dream of a distant ship, clean air 

( the smell by now was so overpowering that men 

occasionally paused to vomit, almost as though 

this were a natural function), and a thousand 

gallons of hot water. 

The dream was close to being a reality. While 

some Marines, mostly engineers and flame-thrower 

units, proceeded with the painful job of burning 

out insecure blockhouses and pillboxes, General 

Smith arranged the battalions for beach defense. 

Working parties, directed by Father Riedel of 

Chicago, began at last to bury our dead, assisted 

by other chaplains of the division. Seabees scooped 

the rotting bodies of dead J aps into mass graves 

with their bulldozers. Now and then a rifle sang, 

but every Marine ached with hope for a quiet 

night. No such luck! 

At 1800 an unfortunately placed grenade deto

nated a Jap five-inch magazine. It took the maga

zine all night to finish blowing up, and while 

shrapnel rained into Marine foxholes, a few hold

out laps crept out and attacked their occupants. 

Two enlisted Marines and one officer were killed 

in hand-to-hand combat before dawn. Not all of the 

Second Division was thus harassed, however. The 

Eighth Marines (less 1/ 8) had moved to Bairiki, 

and were interested but unthreatened witnesses to 

the fireworks on Betio. 

The morning of 24 November a wondrous sight 

greeted members of the Second and Eighth Ma

rines. The transports had come into the lagoon, and 

the orders were: "Board ship." The Eighth Regi

ment went aboard from Bairiki- the Second Regi

ment from Betio. As the aged and battered sur

vivors of Combat Team 2 marched down the long 

pier toward the waiting Higgins boats, their red

rimmed eyes stared in amazement at the too-well

remembered reef. It had disappeared. The tide, 

which would have floated the boats and minimized 

the carnage on the reef, had now come in. Along 

Red Beach 3, where hundreds of Marines had bur

rowed in sand and fought against the sea wall, 
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THE PERMANENT CEMETERY, in the same area as the battle cemetery, was decorated with shining coral and 

neat white crosses, and surrounded by a wall of coconut logs. Seabees did much of'the work. 

there was only water. On Red Beach 2, and in the 

crescent of Red Beach 1, gentle waves washed 

against the bloody coral. 

It had not been the kind of battle in which flags 

could be hoisted. But now that it was won, it 

seemed right and appropriate that the Stars and 

Stripes should fly above Betio. The flagpole was 

the scarred and leafless trunk of a palm tree, but 

that was appropriate, too. In the bright noon sun

shine Marine privates and Marine generals stood, 

at attention, while a bugle blew "To the Colors" 

and the flag fluttered slowly to the splintered top. 

On a nearby palm, the Union Jack went up, too

as the Gilberts had been a British mandate prior 

to their seizure by the Japanese. 

The flags stood out in the brisk tradewind, and 
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the Marines turned back to their work. Behind the 

blockhouse that had shielded the RCT2 command 

post, bodies and fragments of bodies were lowered 

reverently into the sandy graves. On the airstrip, 

the bulldozers scraped and clanked again. 

As the sun dropped toward the horizon on 24 

November, the loaded transports steamed out 

through the narrow channel of the lagoon. The 

Second and Eighth Marines were leaving Betio, 

though many members of each regiment would re

main behind. Left behind with those honored dead 

were the surviving Marines of the Sixth Regiment. 

The battle of Betio was over. The Battle of the 

Gilbert Islands was not. The Sixth had a few more 

chores to perform. 

While most Division troops were engaged on 

Betio, elements of D Company, Second Tank Bat

talion, the Division's scout company, were recon

noitering the other islands of Tarawa atoll. Led by 

Captain John R. Nelson, the Scouts found an esti

mated 100 J aps on Buota, the boomerang-shaped 

island which makes a sharp nose on the western 

bend of the triangular atoll. On 23 November, D 

Company's 3rd platoon scouted Eita Island, be

tween Betio and Buota, and then the artillerymen 

of 3/ 10, the only pack howitzer battalion not com

mitted on Betio, went ashore and set up their guns. 

These landings were intended to fores tall any 

Japanese attempt to reinforce the Betio garrison. 

The Japs had no such plans. Instead they fled 

through positions of the First platoon, which had 

landed to the north of Buota, in the other direction 

from Betio. 

Late in the afternoon of 24 November, the job 

of overtaking and destroying the fleeing enemy 

fell to Lieutenant Colonel Raymond Murray's 2/ 6. _ 

This was a logical choice, for 2/ 6 had spent most 

of the Betio engagement on Bairiki, and was in 

good shape for what seemed certain to be a long 

march. It was. The battalion moved by boat to 

Buota, where Nelson was waiting to serve as guide. 

The "long march" began at dawn on 25 Novem

ber. All day long the Marines hiked under the coco 

palms, meeting friendly Gilbertese natives but no 

J aps. Next morning it was the same story. But in 

mid-afternoon the Marines reached the last major 

island of the atoll, Buariki, at the northernmost tip. 

The J aps had to be there, unless they were swim

ming for Tokyo. Murray sent E Company ahead to 

see, and at sunset an E Company patrol encoun

tered a J ap patrol. The Battle of Tarawa was on 

again. In a hot and sudden exchange of shots, two 

Marines were wounded and two J aps were killed. 

With this news, 2/ 6 dug in for a possible night 

attack. It was not forthcoming, though the J aps 

promptly dispatched a few snipers to spoil the 

Marines ' sleep. But the next day, 26 November, 

2/ 6 more than made up for its light duties at Betio. 

The Japs were not well organized, but here-as 

everywhere in the Pacific-they took the fullest ad

vantage of natural cover and terrain, and made 

the greatest possible use of primitive fortifications. 

The Marines had little choice of a battle plan. 

They advanced, with E and G Companies in as

sault and F Company in reserve. E Company got 

it first, in dense jungle reminiscent of Guadalcanal. 

The J aps were everywhere, in trees and under 

them, and, of course, mostly invisible. With E 

Company hit hard, and in need of reorganization, 

Murray moved F Company into the "line," if it 

could be called that, while G Company slashed in 

at the Japs' eastern flank. As F Company passed 

through to attack, the one battery of artillery that 

had accompanied 2/ 6-Battery G of 3/ 10-

opened up on approximated areas of J ap fire. 

After that, the fighting was too close for the packs 

to operate. 

For long, maddening hours the Marines strug

gled with the jungle and the enemy. Slowly, in-
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THREE HEROES OF BETIO who died of their wounds as the transports sailed north toward Hawaii are given 

a shipboard service before burial in the sea. Survivors are still wearing battle-stained fatigues. 

exorably, they narrowed the J ap fro~t and con

tained the frantic J ap attacks. But this was costly 

business, and Murray was taking losses. It was 

near nightfall when the last defenders broke under 

the concentrated Marine fire, and the island finally 

quieted. The Second Battalion had killed 175 J aps. 

It had lost thirty-two killed and fifty-nine wounded, 

which makes the battle of Buariki considerably 
more than a skirmish. 

While 2/ 6 was fighting its own small-scale war 

with the Japanese on Buariki, a strange and won-
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derful thing happened to Colonel McLeod's Third 

Battalion. The Division assigned _3/ 6, which had 

suffered only light casualties in the final push on 

Betio, to capture Apamama, the nearly enclosed 

atoll which lies seventy-six miles south of Tarawa. 

The battalion sailed south, overnight, on the trans

port Harris, arriving off shore the morning of 25 

November. Brigadier General Hermle accom

panied the LT, aboard the Maryland. Before the 

Marines could charge ashore under a naval bom

bardment, a rubber boat bounced out to the 

"Mary" from the shore and a young man made up 

like a minstrel came aboard with the happy news 

that of the twenty-three J aps previously showing 

hostile intentions on Apamama, twenty-three were 

now good and dead. 

This bearer of good tidings was Captain James 

L. Jones of Missouri who commanded the Fifth 

Corps Reconnaissance Company, and had landed 

on Apamama by submarine. The Japs, after a few 

brisk exchanges, had been brought under naval fire 

and had obligingly committed harakiri. Jones, 

whose peculiar facial adornment was designed to 

make him invisible in the dark, assured Hermle 

and McLeod that the Marines would be more than 

welcome ashore. 

So, in soft afternoon sunshine, the landing be

gan. Like Betio, Apamama had a fringing reef and 

everybody had to wade the last 300 yards in to the 

wide, white beach. The reception committee could 

hardly have been improved upon. Small boys were 

tossing down green coconuts and other small boys 

were opening them. Most Marines got a fresh drink 

of cold coco milk ( the green husks are natural 

refrigerators) a few moments after stepping 

ashore. The island was clean, the air was sweet, the 

coco milk was tasty, and flitting about beneath the 

palms and pandanus were bevies-literally bevies 

-of brown-skinned maidens whose clean-cut 

Polynesian features looked every bit as good as 

Dorothy Lamour's to the Marines from Betio. Pos

sibly a little bit better, for the missionary influence 

had worn off under the Japs, and the Gilbertese 

girls were beautifully but simply dressed in abso

lutely nothing but grass skirts. Unfortunately, the 

majority of 3/ 6 had to leave Apamama (which 

means "Land of Moonlight") only a few days 

later. 

The ships were sailing again. On December 4 

General Smith turned over command of Tarawa 

to the Navy. The Scouts had occupied Abaiang, 

Marakei and Maiana atolls without incident. The 

luxuriating Marines of Apamama once more were 

at sea, as were the casualty-riddled 1/ 6 and 2/ 6 

Marines. Destination: Hawaii. Over Betio, the 

smell of death still lingered, and burial parties 

were still at work. The cemetery behind the com

mand post had grown, and others had been estab

lished. Fresh green sprouts were starting from the 

palms, and the wind whispered gently in their tat

tered fronds. No one yet knew the full story of 

Tarawa, how it began, why it was fought as it was, 

the ponderables and imponderables. Some of them 

would not be known for years. The men under 

the white crosses on Betio would never know. 

[156] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



ON THE MARCH I N HAWAII 

ENOUGH OF PILll(IA -
BETIO'S HEROES SHIVER ON THE DUSTY SLOPES OF MAUNA LOA 

The bombers began flying off Hawkins Field early 

in December, stabbing into the Marshalls, hitting 

Mili and Nauru and Wotje and Maloelap. Their 

huge engines filled Betio with an alien roaring, 

and their whirling propellers sent coral dust drift

ing over the graves of the Second Division dead. 

The cemetery was larger now, and barriers of co

conut logs kept careless feet from the sandy 

mounds and the white crosses. The crosses were 

neatly lettered-here a lieutenant colonel lay be

tween two privates, here (many times over) there 

was only the word "unknown." Here lay the great-

est heroes of Betio, under the now gentle palms, 

near the noisy airstrip they had died to secure. 

Above the cemetery gate a white plaque bore their 

epitaph, written by Captain Donald L. Jackson of 

California. 

I 
To you, who lie within this coral sand, 

We, who remain, pay tribute of a pledge, 

That dying, thou shalt surely not 

Have died in vain. 

That when again bright morning dyes the sky 

And waving fronds above shall touch the rain, 
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We give you this-that in those times 

We will remember. 

II 
We lived and fought together, thou and we, 

And sought to keep the flickering torch aglow 

That all our loved ones might forever know 

The blessed warmth exceeding flame, 

The everlasting scourge of bondsman's chains, 

Liberty and light. 

III 
When we with loving hands laid back the earth 

That was for moments short to couch thy form, 

We did not bid a last and sad farewell 

But only, "Rest ye well." 

Then with this humble, heartfelt epitaph 

That pays thy many virtues sad acclaim 

We marked this spot, and, murm'ring requiem, 

Moved on to westward. 

The Second Division came to its new "rehabili

tation camp" on the island of Hawaii secure in an 

unshakable faith in its command- loving Julian 

Smith and respecting Merritt Edson, who was pro

moted to Brigadier General and made assistant 

division commander after the battle of Betio. The 

Marines were realistic and, having been at war, 

they knew the imponderables of war. They trusted 

Julian Smith and knew that, if he could have pre

vented it, no Marine would have died on Tarawa. 

Knowing these things, they expected the American 

people to honor their sacrifices, to appreciate their 

losses, but not to react violently against the blood 

contribution they had made. They learned with dis

may of proposals for Congressional investigations, 

of speeches decrying the Pacific leadership and ex

pressing horror at the Marine losses. 

"If the Marines could stand the dying, you'd 

think the civilians could stand to read about it," 

one sergeant remarked bitterly. 

The outcry died down, but its echoes persisted 

throughout the length of the Pacific war. Corre

spondents who covered the invasion of Kwajalein, 

on 1 February, 1944, contrasted the Army tactics 

there with those employed at Betio, and editoralists . 

at home severely criticized the Marines for their 

"reckless assault." For security reasons, the public 

could not at first be told that the landing was made 

through the lagoon, and that amphibious tractors 

were used. A myth began to develop-unofficially 

fostered by many "Stateside" officers-that the 

Marine Corps was careless of the lives of its men, 

that it hardly bothered with tactical planning, and 

that it actually liked to "get its nose bloody" hit

ting nearly-impregnable targets. 

The Marines who died at Betio certainly did not 

die in vain-their valiant contribution made the 

American offensive "on to westward" possible. As 

Admiral Nimitz put it, they "knocked down the 

door to the Japanese defenses in the Central 

Pacific." But was it necessary to attack across the 

Central Pacific? Who decided to invade the Gil

berts, and who assigned Betio to the Second Ma

rine Division? Were Marine lives sacrificed need

lessly in a frontal assault when a flank landing 

would have been cheaper and equally effective? 

What about the tides? Why didn't the Navy pro

vide close-in fire support ( rocket ships)? Why 

wasn't the pre-landing naval and air bombardment 

more effective? How good ( or bad) was the in

telligence? 

All these are plaguey questions which too often 

have been answered in terms of prejudice, based 

on misinformation, or not answered at all. Few 

Marines who participated in the conquest of Betio 

knew-or know even now-the story behind the 

story. But no Marine need be afraid of the truth 

about Tarawa, for the truth reflects only credit on 

the Second Marine Division and the Marine Corps. 

1. Was it necessary to attack across the Central 

Pacific? The Navy believed that such an offensive 
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ARTILLERY MASCOT "Siwash," the fighting duck, expects and receives a great deal of attention from his fellow 

Marines aboardship after the Tarawa battle. 

was the shortest route to Japan; it is no secret that 

some highly placed strategists disagreed. But the 

answer is: the Joint Chiefs of Staff agreed with the 

Navy, and so did the Quadrant Conference at 

Quebec in the summer of 1943. The decision to 

invade the Gilbert Islands was made at the Quad

rant Conference-not by the Navy or the Marine 

Corps. 

2. Who assigned Betio to the Second Marine 

Division? Acting on the Quebec orders, Vice

Admiral Raymond Spruance came to Wellington 

in August of 1943 with verbal instructions for 

General Smith. Spruance told the Second Marine 

Division staff that the key objective in the Gilberts 

was Bititu Island of Tarawa atoll ( Bititu was the 

Japanese name for Betio), and that the Division . 

had been chosen to conquer it. Spruance advised 

the staff to prepare a preferred plan of attack, and 

indicated all available intelligence on the island 

and its defenses would be forwarded from Cincpac. 

3. Why was Betio attacked by storm? This ques

tion had, perhaps, aroused more controversy than 

any other pertaining to the GALVANIC operation. 

In several published accounts it has been con

tended that Army representatives at the early 

planning conferences urged the Marines to land 

first on Bairiki and to reduce Betio's defenses 

with land-based artillery ( the plan followed sub

sequently at Kwajalein). It has been claimed that 

the Marines rejected this proposal as contrary to 

Marine tactical doctrine. This is a false thesis, 

based on misinformation. First of all, the Army 
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did not participate in the planning for Tarawa. 

Second, far from being exclusively an Army con

cept, the proposal for the Bairiki landing was the 

plan preferred by the Second Marine Division. 

This plan called for a D Day landing on Bairiki 

and an assault on Betio either on D plus 1 or D 

plus 2. Third, the rejection of this plan by Corps 

and the Navy was not based on any narrow ad

herence to doctrine, but was for profound strategic 

reasons. As General Julian Smith recently wrote: 

"When GALVANIC was planned, there was a 

Japanese fleet in being, which in number of ships, 

planes and gunpower was the equal of the United 

States fleet in the Pacific. Based in the Mandated 

Islands were hostile surface craft, submarines and 

land-based aircraft capa·ble of striking any force 

attacking the Gilberts within three days of its dis

covery. The probable damage to be expected from 

a combined attack on the transport group had to be 

weighed against the probable losses of a direct 

assault on Betio, as compared to those to be ex

pected if landings were made first on other islands 

of the Tarawa atoll. The successful air strikes on 

Rabaul and the landing of Marines on Bougain

ville in November lessened to a marked degree the 

danger of a counterattack by the Japanese naval 

forces. But even if their results had been evaluated 

at the time, they came too late to affect the plans 

for the capture of Tarawa." 

Thus, the Navy view was that the ships had to 

, be unloaded quickly, the assault had to be directly 

on Betio, and it had to be swiftly successful. The 

record shows that, while General Julian Smith 

acquiesced in these conclusions, he requested from 

Corps-and received-specific written orders to 

make the landing on Betio rather than on Bairiki. 

To quote: "Land on Betio. Seize and occupy that 

island. Then conduct further operations to reduce 

the remainder of Tarawa atoll." 

4. What about the tides? This question has 

many ramifications. First of all, the Marines were 

not entirely unprepared for the danger of a low 

tide on Betio's fringing reef. When Spruance first 

came to Wellington, the tide problem was dis

cussed and the Division at that time made a radical 

proposal: that amphibious tractors be used in the 

assault, to assure a passage over the reef. Up to 

that time, the amtracs had never been used except 

as supply or rescue craft. The Navy approved and 

every effort was made to supplement the number 

of available alligators. There weren't enough, of 

course-and the reason was that the U.S. simply 

didn't have enough. 

There have been some suggestions that the attack 

might better have been made against Green Beach, 

from the open sea. This won't wash. Observation 

indicated landing conditions would be at least as 

had there ( this was borne out when the Sixth Regi

ment and supporting artillery came ashore). In 
addition, the narrow head of the island would 

have made it necessary to land in columns of bat

talions, permitting the J a ps to concentrate all their 

fire in a compressed area. 

Well, then, why not from the south? Every Ma

rine who stood on the south shore of Betio, on or 

after D plus 2, thanked God that the attack had 

not been made from the south. For one thing, the 

curve of the island would have exposed the attack

ers to permanent enfilade fire. For another, the reef 

was equally shallow-and it was barricaded by 

two lines of heavy wire-attached to tetrahedrons 

and heavily mined. If Japanese firepower was ex

tensive on the north shore, it was positively bris

tling on the south. The J aps had expected us to at

tack there. By invading from the lagoon, we hit 

them in their weakest defenses and achieved a 

measure of surprise. 

Finally, there is no escape from the conclusion 

that the fortunes of war went against the Division 

in the matter of the tide on D Day morning, and 
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for several mornings thereafter. The U.S. off en

sive calendar made a landing necessary on the date 

chosen, despite the fact that this was in a period 

of "neap" tides, which are always lower than 

"Spring" tides ( these are determined by the rela

tion of sun, moon and earth). The Division's au

thority on Gilbert Island tide and hydrographic 

conditions, Major F. L. G. Holland, a Britisher 

who had lived at Tarawa for many years, warned 

at Efate that at neap tide periods there would be 

serious danger of "dodging" tides which were 

erratic and unpredictable and which might expose 

the reef. A number of other Gilbert Island veter

ans disagreed with Holland ( although he proved 

dead right), but the compelling reason for the 

Navy's failure to heed his advice was simply the 

fact that any delay in the invasion would have 

upset the whole Pacific offensive timetable. 

Conclusion: Betio had to be taken by storm, and 

it was attacked in the right place. The low tide 

was bad luck. The fact that the Division, in its 

brilliant use of amtracs, had anticipated the dan

ger was great good luck, and something more than 

that. 

5. Why wasn't the pre-landing bombardment 

more effective, and why didn't the Navy supply 

better close in fire support? 

The preliminary bombardment wrecked the 

Japanese communications system, which is prob

ably the main reason the Marines were not vio

lently counter-attacked the night of D Day. It dis

abled the 8 inch batteries on the southwest and 

southeast corners of the island, eliminating a 

threat to our ships. It destroyed most of the anti

aircraft guns and some of the anti-boat guns. 

These things the preliminary bombardment did do. 

It did not destroy or even greatly damage the 

beach defenses, blockhouses, pillboxes and simi

lar installations. It did not cover the assault waves 

during the last ( and most vital) period of their 

DEADLIEST FIRE of all during battle for Betio came 

from Jap positions inside seawall. Photograph shows 

gun ports. 

HOW JAPS BUILT Fortress Betio shows up clearly in 

this coconut blockhouse, which is reinforced with 

heavy steel. 
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THE JAP COMMAND POST on Betio was built of con

crete reinforced by steel. A disabled Jap tank is in 

foreground. 

JAPANESE GUN NESTS on Tarawa were nearly im

pregnable from above, front or flanks, but were vul

nerable when encircled. 

push toward the beach. What had gone wrong? 

Was the plan inadequate? Or was the fault in its 

execution? The answer in the light of hindsight 

is: Both. The plan called for area coverage of 

Betio with the destruction of visible targets. What 

was needed was pre D Day pinpoint bombard

ment to destroy the defenses. In terms of execu

tion, the plan called for naval gunfire on the land

ing beaches until H minus 5 minutes. Actually fire 

was lifted 15 minutes before the first wave reached 

shore on Red Beach 1 and in that period the as

sault was covered by aerial strafing and bombing. 

The plan called for a carefully synchronized 

progression of events beginning with a dawn air 

attack at 0545 followed by continuous naval gun

fire and aerial bombardment until H-hour. At 

0545, Naval gunfire which had been returning 

Japanese coast defense fire since 0441 lifted in 

preparation for the air-strike. The failure of the 

planes to appear until 0610 left a blank period of 

25 minutes during which time the J aps were free 

to move about and may have manned their battle 

stations including their well-protected beach de

fenses. Gunfire was resumed at 0620 immediately 

upon termination of the air-strike. 

In both the Naval gunfire orders and in confer

ence, it was stressed that "H-hour and H minus 5 

will be confirmed by the Southern Attack Force 

Commander." H-hour was postponed 30 minutes 

( to 0900) but the first troops did not reach the 

beach until 0910. Again, gunfire was lifted to pre

vent shooting down our own aircraft which began 

planned final strafing runs at 0855 at which time 

it was believed on the flagship that the waves 

would reach the beach at approximately H-hour. 

The report of their further delay came in after 

"Cease Fire" had been given. In the smoke and 

dust that covered Betio and the reef, Admiral Hill 

feared to renew the fire lest it fall on our own 

troops and planes. 
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In all subsequent Pacific operations, pre D Day 

bombardments were begun earlier and directed at 

the destruction of enemy installations. Ships' gun

fire was supplemented by rocket ships and am

phibian tanks which maintained their fire until the 

troops were at the very edge of the beach. Landing 

forces were supplied with more reliable radio 

equipment and intensively trained to make maxi

mum use of both air and surface Naval support 

after the beachheads were established. All Betio 

lessons. 

On the first d~y, liaison was not entirely suc

cessful chiefly because of the failure of radio com

munications. Moreover, available gunfire and 

strafing support could NOT be utilized fully be

cause the front lines were in actual contact and 

even intermingled. 

The Betio difficulty was that the Japanese 

defenses were invulnerable to any conceivable 

amount of flat trajectory Naval gunfire that could 

be supplied on D Day. Pinpoint fire WAS used on 

visible targets until the smoke from burning oil, 

ammunition and supply dumps and wooden build

ings obscured the island and nothing but area fire 

was possible. The final 45 minutes of fire were 

concentrated on the beach defenses but the de

structive effect was practically nil. 

However, it must not be said that the Naval gun

fire support on Tarawa was ineffective. Without 

effective gunfire support a landing could not have 

been made on Betio nor the island secured. Even 

with admitted errors due to lack of experience and 

the fact that the Naval Attack Force was not as

sembled for combined training until Efate, the 

assault waves in the amphibian tractors landed 

with remarkably light losses. It was the supports 

and reserves who had to disembark and wade 

across the exposed reef who suffered the bulk of 

the casualties in landing. Lack of troop-carrying 

amtracs accounted for more losses on Tarawa than 

did the insufficient gunfire support on D Day. 

6. How good ( or bad) was the intelligence? It 

was good, all things considered. We underesti

mated the ingenuity of the Japanese in fashioning 

virtually bombproof and shellproof pillboxes and 

gun emplacements out of railroad iron, coral sand, 

concrete and coconut logs. (Later, one correspond

ent who saw all or nearly all of the Jap defenses 

in the Pacific remarked: "The Japs had one good 

engineer, and they lost him at Tarawa.") Against 

this failure, however, can be balanced a remark

ably accurate forecast of the number of Jap guns, 

the relative strength of the dispositions, and the 

number of troops on the island. Our final estimate 

of Japanese manpower, before landing, was not 

less than 2,700 men and not more than 3,100. Ac

tually, there were 4,836 Japanese and Koreans on 

Betio, of which 2,619 were "Imperial Marines." 

We estimated the J a ps had four eight-inch, four 

14cm, and six 80mm coast defense guns. All cor

rect. We had spotted four 127mm twin mount, 

dual purpose anti aircraft guns, eight 75mm dual 

purpose ack-ack units, four 13mm twin mounts 

and fourteen 37mm light tank guns. All correct 

again. But we expected only twelve 13mm single 

mount anti aircraft guns, and there were twenty

seven. Instead of six 75mm mountain guns, there 

were ten; instead of five 70mm battalion guns, 

there were six; and instead of sixteen 13mm ma

chine guns, there were thirty-one. We also erred 

in guessing six 37mm field guns, when there were 

nme. 

It is unlikely that 100 per cent accuracy on the 

number of guns would have made much diff ererice 

in the trend of battle. We hit Betio with all we had, 

as hard as we could. We chose to hit it on the north

ern salient beaches ( instead of the southern, re

entrant beaches) at least partly because of first

rate aerial photo interpretation by D-2. If we had 

known the toughness of the J ap fortifications, we 
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probably would have used a different type of naval 

bombardment and more of it. But only a spy on 

Betio could have gotten us that information, and 

a spy we didn't have. The information gathered by 

the Intelligence Section of the Division under Lieu

tenant Colonel Thomas Jack Colley was excellent. 

This group's contribution to our final success can 

hardly be overestimated. 

7. Why weren't more troops landed? About 

12,000 men conquered Betio. A Division such as 

the Second at the time of Betio has approximately 

16,000 men available for action. But these in

clude many units whose usefulness depends upon 

establishment of a secure beachhead. The simple 

answer is that only 12,000 men fought for Betio 

because, on that "square mile of hell," there 

wasn't room for any more. The fact that only 12,-

000 were involved makes Betio the most costly 

territory the U.S. ever has won, in terms of per

centage of casualties suffered. 

In the foregoing, the author has not attempted 

to deal with the Japanese side of the battle, nor 

with related sea and air successes which affected 

it ( notably, the Rabaul strikes and the Bougain

ville invasion). These have been amply covered 

elsewhere,* but it may be appropriate to clear up 

a few main points. Marines wondered why there 

was no Japanese counterattack on the night of D 

Day, and why so few mortars fell on the beaches 

at a time when effective mortar fire might have 

destroyed our toehold. The failure to mount a 

counterattack can be credited to the preliminary 

bombardment and bombing-the J aps had vir

tually no communications left, and their runners 

were not efficient. The lack of heavy mortar fire 

( of the type used against the First Division at 

Peleliu the following year) is explained in the 

type of troops used by the Japanese at Betio. The 

* The Marines' War, by Fletcher Pratt. 
The Great Pacific Victory, by Gilbert Cant. 

Navy Lauding Force units did not have mortar 

platoons. These were reserved for the Japanese 

Army. Fatal weakness. The death of their com

mander, Admiral Shibasaki, on D plus 1, cer· 

tainly hampered the enemy, particularly in view 

of the J ap inability to improvise, either in com

mand or tactics. 

The lessons learned from Betio were of incal

culable value .in the subsequent offensives in the 

Pacific. The Division had proved the excellence of 

the amphibious tractor as an assault vehicle. Its ex

perience on the reef and the beaches led directly 

to development of the LCI-( R), the shallow-dn\ft 

rocket boats. Betio permitted a sound evaluation 

of the effectiveness of air and surface bombard

ment against strongly fortified positions. It proved 

the necessity for separating command and bom

bardment functions-the two hours Maryland 

spent bombarding seriously damaged her radio 

communications and very nearly cut off General 

Smith from the action ashore. 

Betio was the first laboratory for the revolution

ary system of close naval air support developed 

by Captain (later Admiral) Richard Whitehead, 

which released future amphibious assaults from 

dependence on land-based air cover. As Captain 

James Stockman has concluded in his excellent 

monograph, "Tarawa": 

"There had to be a Tarawa. This was the in

evitable point at which untried doctrine was at 

length tried in the crucible of battle. The lessons 

learned at Tarawa had to be learned somewhere 

in the course of the war, and it now seems provi

dential that they were learned as early and at no 

greater cost than was involved." 

No, the Marines who died at Tarawa did not die 

in vain, nor were they unnecessarily sacrificed. 

Perhaps no other troops of World War II, giving 

their lives for their country, made a greater and 

more lasting contribution to victory. 
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The Marines and sailors and soldiers who spent 

part of the war in Hawaii usually learned at least 

one Hawaiian word-pilikia, meaning trouble. A 

good many also learned, and often sang, a song 

whose last verse begins: 

I've had enough of pilikia, 

And of Kole Kole pass .. 

Nobody suffered more-or de~erved less

pilikia in Hawaii than the weary survivors of the 

Second Marine Division. The 2,000-mile voyage 

from Tarawa was in itself a postscript to horror. 

The transports reeked of the awful smell of the 

island, of disinfectant, and of blood. There were 

no fresh clothes for unwounded Marines, and al

most everyone had lost his gear in the shuffie of 

battle. Every day there were funerals aboard the 

transports, and flag-covered bodies slipping into 

the silent seas. 

The Eighth Marines were the first to arrive. 

Their ships nosed into Pearl Harbor, on the island 

of Oahu, and for several hours Navy ambulances 

moved back and forth, taking the wounded to Aiea 

and the other naval hospitals near Honolulu. Next 

day the ships sailed ag~in, 200 miles more to the 

big island of Hawaii, where the Marines hoped to 

settle into a comfortable and capacious camp in a 

gentle climate. They found neither. The campsite 

was sixty-five miles out of Hawaii's port of Hilo, 

sixty-five miles over one of the world's most snake

like roads, in the lofty saddle between the great 

volcanoes of Mauna Kea and Mauna Loa. 

Hilo had been warm; the mountain saddle was 

bitterly cold. (In December snow touches the peaks 

of the two Maunas, and the barren rangeland be

tween-it is part of the huge Parker ranch-is 

swept by high winds bearing icy fog and mist.) 

The lightly clad Marines, racked by the long truck 

ride, found the campsite laid out near the village 

of Kamuela, but no camp. Platforms for tents were 

stacked in long rows, and the pyramidals them

selves had not been unfurled. Thus were the heroes 

of Tarawa received-shelterless orphans in a 

strange cold land. 

For three grim weeks the Eighth Marines, and 

after them the Second and the Sixth, toiled at 

building Camp Tarawa. By day they worked, in 

chill rain or mist. By night they froze under make

shift shelters, lacking blankets or sleeping bags. 

When Regimental officers sought to borrow blan

kets for their men from the Army warehouses in 

Hilo, the request was rejected by the Island com

mander, ( a decision that was reversed as soon as 

it came to the attention of Lieutenant General 

Robert E. Richardson in Honolulu). Slowly the 

camp rose, in the face of these difficulties and hard

ships. The 18th CB's fell to with a will, assisted 

by other Seabees sent over from Pearl, and 

mess halls, heads and showers were erected. By 

mid-December, when General Smith and his staff 

arrived from Betio, the camp was nearly complete. 

But it had been a frightful fortnight, particularly 

in the wake of a battle such as Tarawa. Christmas 

of 1943 was not a holiday that many Second Divi

sion Marines remember with any great pleasure. 

The reasons for the selection of the Kamuela 

campsite have never been publicized, but they are 

fairly obvious. The cold climate was beneficial to 

men still haunted by Guadalcanal malaria. The 

Parker ranges provided excellent training terrain 

-and the Corps command knew ( if the Division 

did not) that the next battle would be fought in 

mountainous territory. Finally ( and this was prob

ably only by accident), the initial isolation gave 

the Marines time to make an important adjustment 

- time to realize that Hawaiian residents of J apa

nese ancestry had no relation to the enemy J apa

nese they had just conquered on Tarawa. It also 

gave the island populace an opportunity to identify 
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JAP BIG GUNS on Betio were fed by this circular track, which kept the 8-inch shells moving toward breech. 

Here Marines take notes on the mechanism soon after the end of the battle. 

the Marines for what they were: brave young 

Americans and not "paid killers," as they had 

been advertised by certain detractors. This canard 

-never officially encouraged-was spread by 

some of the garrison troops in Hawaii, who were 

fearful of losing their girl friends to the romantic 

"Gyrenes." 

Actually, it didn't take the Marines long to win 

friends and influence people. Their conduct gen

erally was exemplary, and they scored a major 

victory when they helped finance reconstruction of 

a nearby Mission church that had burned. The 

grateful parishioners erected a monument to the 

Division. Even so, the location of the camp made 

it difficult for the Marines to mix much with 

Hawaii's many races. The Division had to depend 

on itself for entertainment. 

Under direction of Captain Orion Todd, Jr., of 

California, an extensive athletic program was or

ganized. There were boxing championships, base

ball games, and many other sports events ( includ

mg one favorite in which teams of Marines en-
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HAWAIIAN CAMPSITE was in the saddle between the two great volcanoes of Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea, 

on land belonging to the huge Parker cattle ranch. Camp was often chill and foggy. 

gaged in battles royal in a dugout full of mud) . As 

spring warmed the mountains, General Julian 

Smith arranged with the Parker ranch for a rodeo. 

There were plenty of Marines from the Great 

Southwest who could ride the hurricane deck of a 

bucking Hawaiian pony. There were some from 

South Boston who were determined to prove that 

they could, too. Many failures but no major 

casualties. 

A few things the Marines did have at Kamuela 

that they had missed on Tulagi, Guadalcanal and 

in New Zealand. One was the U.S.O. From Hono-

lulu many U.S.O. troups fanned out through the 

Hawaiian group, and most of them played Camp 

Tarawa. Another thing was good U.S. beer, al

though it was in limited supply (the ration aver

aged two cans per day per man). 

In Honolulu some observers ( and they were not 

all civilians) wondered if the Second Marine Divi

sion could be restored to first-line battle efficiency. 

The Tarawa losses had torn a great hole in the 

fabric of the Division's organization, and few of 

the wounded had been returned to duty (nearly all 
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those who entered hospitals were sent to other out

fits). For years the Marine Corps had boasted that 

its ranks were filled exclusively with men who had 

"chosen to be Marines." That was no longer strictly 

true. There were plenty of seventeen-year-old 

volunteers in the replacements sent to Camp 

Tarawa, but there also were a good many Marines 

who had come to the Corps through Selective Serv

ice. Although it was pointed out that such boots 

had preferred the Marines to the other services, 

they still were not volunteers in the old sense. 

Nobody need have worried. The twenty-year 

veterans were cynically resigned to any and all 

camp conditions. The Guadalcanal and Tarawa 

veterans occasionally were bitter, about both the 

camp and the U.S. reaction to Betio, but their bit

terness was not directed toward the Marine Corps. 

The newcomers, volunteers or selectees, came to an 

outfit whose pride in achievement had, if any

thing, been enriched by adversity. The Marines 

of the Second Division knew that they had given a 

name to the ages, a name to stand with Belleau 

Wood and Chateati Thierry and the Bonhomme 

Richard. The whole Division now had matched or 

surpassed the heritage of the Sixth Regiment and 

the exploits of Guadalcanal. New Marines would 

have to live up to a new and immediate tradition 

of greatness. 

These new Marines had no opportunity to escape 

that responsibility, even for a moment. In the long 

days they trained under officers who had fought 

at Tarawa or the 'Canal. In the long evenings they 

drank beer with enlisted men who had known 

Betio's beaches and the Lunga jungles. Days and 

nights they lived in a camp that was somehow a 

good camp, cold as it was, because it was called 

"Camp Tarawa." They read a camp newspaper 

called Tarawa-Boom-De-Ay, and they were sur

rounded by souvenirs plucked from Betio's burn

ing sands. 

WEARING COCONUT HAT, a Marine cook prepares 

to serve up the barbecued beef at Division Rodeo. 

Nor were they ( or any of the Marines) looking 

only backward. Soon after January 1, General 

Smith had begun training the Division for its next 

battle. In the first month or so, the training was 

largely conditioning: getting sick Marines well, 

toughening up men who had been weakened by 

battle, by wounds, or by the climatic change; 

working the replacements into the units so that 

they functioned smoothly. With the approach of 

spring, it became more specific. 

Army engineers built dugouts and other fortifi

cations on the training range, and the tank, infan-
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SECOND DIVISION RODEO found Marines accomplished at storming beaches a little less sure of themselves 

on the bouncing quarterdeck of a wild steer. There were no serious casualties, however. 

try and engineer combinations which had proved so 

effective at Betio were given a new polish. The 

Navy brought in its carrier pilots for drills in close 

support, using live ammunition. The Second Divi

sion, which had received the Presidential Unit 

Citation for Tarawa, obviously was not through 

with the war. No member doubted that in future 

operations it would have a key role. As one Marine 

wryly remarked: "We'll always get the tough 

beaches, and we'll never dare retreat. Not after 

Betio." 

While the Marines swiftly rebuilt the Division in 

the Hawaiian mountains, the Pacific war swept 

closer and closer to Japan. In February the new 

Fourth Marine Division and the Seventh Army 

Division combined to capture the Marshall Islands. 

The Pacific Fleet dropped anchor in a great new 

western base- Majuro. Admiral Spruance took 

the battle fleet to Truk and bombarded the Jap 

bastion, and then hit the Marianas with carrier air. 

From the Marshalls to the Solomons, Army and 

Navy long-range bombers shuttled back and forth 

to neutralize Japanese Oceana. 

At PHIBSP AC Headquarters in-Pearl Harbor, 
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THE SONG OF THE ISLANDS was a song of hard work to most Second Division Marines during 'their stay on 

Hawaii. Only a few were lucky enough to get this kind of attention from wahines 

Adrµiral Richmond . Kelly Turner and General 

Holland M. Smith got busy, in guarded offices, on 

new amphibious plans. The hit-and-run raids by 

the carriers on distant Japanese possessions were 

effective and useful, but were only a prelude to in

vasion. An island was indicated and a date was set. 

At Kamuela, a guard appeared outside the door 

of Second Division intelligence. 

General Julian Smith had nursed the Division 

back from the bloody disruption of Betio to ex

uberant health. He now had only one ambition: to 

again lead his Marines in battle. But that was to 

be denied. In April the commandant of the Marine 

Corps relieved Julian Smith for more urgent duties 

elsewhere, and Major General Thomas E. Watson 

replaced him in command of the Second Marine 
Division. 

Watson was fresh from a recent and impressive 

victory. He had commanded the Twenty-second 

Marine Regiment and the 106th Army Regiment 

in the assault of Eniwetok atoll, in the Marshalls. 

That success won him another star and division 

command status. A skillful, seasoned veteran of 

many years in the Marine Corps (he had started 
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as an enlisted man), Watson had the reputation of 

a stern disciplinarian. Everyone in the Marine 

Corps envied him his inheritance of the Second 

Division; but no one much envied Watson the job 

of trying to replace Julian Smith in the hearts of 

the Marines he had led at Tarawa. 

As always happens between battles, there had 

been numerous changes in the Division command 

even before Watson came. Edson had got his first 

star and moved up as assistant division com

mander, with Colonel Shoup replacing him as 

chief of staff. Lieutenant Colonel James T. Wilbur 

arrived from the States to serve as D-1. Lieuten

ant Colonel Thomas J. Colley remained as D-2-

intelligence. General Watson brought with him his 

D- 3, Lieutenant Colonel Wallace M. Greene, Jr., 

and Colonel Robert J. Straub to serve as D- 4. 

In the Second Marines, Colonel Walter J. Stuart 

succeeded to the regimental command, with Lieu

tenant Colonel John H. Griebel as his exec. Kyle 

was promoted to Lieutenant Colonel and kept 1/ 2; 

Lieutenant Colonel Richard C. Nutting took over 

2/ 2, ( with Major Ryan as exec), and Lieutenant 

Colonel Arnold F. Johnston was given 3/ 2. 

The Sixth Regiment went to Colonel James P. 

Riseley, with Lieutenant Colonel McLeod moving 

up from 3/ 2 as exec. Major Jones kept 1/ 6, Lieu

tenant Colonel Murray kept 2/ 6, and Lieutenant 

Colonel John W. Easley succeeded McLeod with 

3/ 6. 
The Eighth Marines also got a new commander, 

Colonel Clarence R. Wallace. Lieutenant Colonel 

Jack P. J uhan was executive officer. Otherwise, the 

Eighth was the least changed of any of the regi

ments. Hays kept 1/ 8, Crowe ( a lieutenant colo

nel now) was retained in command of 2/ 8, and 

Lieutenant Colonel John Miller took over 3/ 8. 

In the Tenth Marines, Colonel Raphael Griffin 

succeeded Colonel Thomas Bourke, who had been 

promoted to Brigadier General. Battalion com-

mands were unchanged, except for 3/ 10, which 

went to Major William L. Crouch. Colonel Cyril 

W. Martyr kept command of the Eighteenth Ma

rines. Lieutenant Colonel Chester J. Salazar took 

over 2/ 18, and the Seabees of 3/ 18 were de

tached. Lieutenant Colonel Russell Lloyd was 

made commander of the Shore Party groups. 

This was the command picture as the Second 

Division entered final intensive training. In Febru

ary and April a school for transport quarter

masters and unit-loading officers had been con

ducted; in March amphibious problems were 

worked out at Maalaea Bay on the nearby island 

of Maui, and some Marines went through a jungle

training course. April brought intelligence lectures 

on Western Pacific islands and atolls-Ponape, 

Wake, the Marianas, Yap, the Palaus, the Bonins 

and Truk. April also brought a clue as to the Divi

sion's destination. The Marines suddenly were 

ordered into canebrakes made available by one of 

the many Hawaii plantations. Not all islands of 

all those studied had sugar cane. Saipan and 

Tinian did. 

The plan for invasion of the Marianas came 

down to Division on 10 April, 1944. It called for 

the assault of Saipan on 15 June, the subsequent 

attack on Guam, and the capture of Tinian. Guam 

had been ours before. Saipan and Tinian, about 

100 miles to the north, were Spanish for centuries, 

then briefly German, and had fall en into Japanese 

hands after World War I. On the intelligence 

maps, Saipan looked like a monkey wrench hang

ing by its long handle from a thread of islands 

stretching up toward Japan. Tinian, only four 

miles south of Saipan, was a semicircular blob. 

Since the Marines ( other than the top command) 

could not be briefed until actually at sea, even the 

target's code name was kept secret. But now it was 

possible to simulate actual conditions, and late in 

April a full-scale mock-up of beaches and even a 
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CHANGE IN COMMAND-comes at Camp Tarawa in April when Brigadier General Thomas Watson (extreme 

right) relieves Major General Julian Smith (beside him). Watson soon made his sec,ond star. 

dummy city were laid out in Hawaii. In the first 

week in May embarkation began. 

This time there would be two combat teams

CT8 and CT6-in the assault, on a four-battalion 

front. Of the four, only 2/ 8 had been in the as

sault wave at Betio. Said Lieutenant Colonel 

Crowe: "Always a bride, never a bridesmaid." 

This time, too, there would he plenty of amtracs

the U.S. had been rushing them to the Pacific ever 

since Tarawa. The four assault LT's would pro

ceed to the target in LST' s, instead of transports, 
taking their amtracs with them. The Marines of 
CT2, in the reserve, the Division staff, and other 

Division troops would ride the big ships. All told, 

the Division was assigned 22 LST's to boat its 

initial attackers and the Tenth Marines. In the 

transport group were twelve troop and cargo ves

sels and two LSD's full of Sherman tanks. The 

LST's also carried a new weapon-the LVT-A, an 

armored amphibian tank. Nobody was quite sure 

how these would work out under combat condi
tions. General Edson sailed on the Bolivar, while 

General Watson and his command staff took quar
ters on the reliable old Monrovia, which only six 

months before had brought Julian Smith and 
Harry Hill to Ef ate. 

The omens were not too favorable. Even before 
the final rehearsals, the Division suffered twenty
nine casualties when three LCT's washed off the 

decks of LST's in heavy seas around Hawaii. A 

few days later, after landing practice at Maalaea 

Bay on Maui and a mock invasion of Kahoolawe 
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Island, the Division ships put into Pearl and Ho

nolulu Harbors for staging and rehabilitation. 

There, on 21 May in Pearl's West Loch, six LST's 

blew up and burned. There were ninety-five casu

alties among Second Division Marines, and all 

supplies were lost except for five amtracs. What 

caused the explosion is a mystery to this day. 

There are many theories, but none has ever proved 

out. One thing is sure-it was not enemy sabotage. 

At dawn on 25 May, the slow and cumbersome 

LST's cleared Pearl Harbor. The destroyed vessels 

had been replaced; so had the lost Marines. The 

Division was sailing at full strength for a destina

tion still unknown to most of the men. The faster 

transport group followed on 30 May, and on all 

of the ships full intelligence on the Marianas was 

distributed. On June 9 the last of the ships entered 

Eniwetok lagoon-the atoll General Watson had 

captured only four months before. In those few 

weeks it had become a great forward rendezvous 

area. No one present had ever seen so many ships, 

collected in a single enclosed harbor. For the Sec

ond Division was not going to Saipan alone. It 
would share the attack with the Fourth Marine 

Division, and would be supported-if support 

were necessary-by the Twenty-seventh Army Di

v1s10n. 

There was no general liberty. The Marines 

looked hungrily through the ships' glasses at the 

peaceful ribbons of beach on Eniwetok Island, 

dotted with gaudy beach umbrellas and orna

mented by Navy nurses in brief white bathing 

suits. On the next shore there would only be guns 

again, and angry J aps and death. Two days after 

dropping the hooks at Eniwetok, the great task 

force sailed again, for that distant and deadly 

shore. 

Study. The last long looks at the maps and the 

mass of intelligence material: "Saipan has a gar

rison of 13,000 to 19,000 men. It is a land mass of 

seventy-two square miles, with a 1,500 foot peak

Mt. Tapotchau-midway of its length. It is vol

canic, with sheer cliffs except along the west and 

· southwest shore. It has a village, Charan Kanoa, 

and a city of 20,000, Garapan. It has a barrier 

reef, 500 to 1,000 yards off shore. It is a cultivated 

island with many canefields. It has a native popula

tion of Chamorros who may be friendly. It is 5,000 
miles from San Francisco and only 1,500 miles 

from Tokyo!" 

Speeches. The battalion commanders once more: 

"We've been chosen to cut the guts out of this 

island because this is the SecMarDiv, and they 

figure this particular beach is tough but not as 

tough as this battalion!" Or: "This is something 

new. We've got half of one town and all of one 

city and a goddam mounta in to take, and they 

figure this is the Division that can do it! " 

And on Vice-Admiral Richmond Kelly Turner's 

fiagship , the Rocky Mount: "Admiral, we have a 

dispatch from one of our pickets. The Japanese 

fleet has sortied out of Tawitawi and is steaming 

north through the Sulu sea." 

Night, 14 June, 1944. Blacked out ships and 

cloudy moonlight and now and then a flare on the 

horizon. The task force moved, silent and sure, 

around the northern tip of Saipan and down along 

the western shore. The night began to thin out, and 

the hulk of the island took shape. Little pinpoints 

of fire studded its base, relics of three days of 

fierce surf ace bombardment and carrier air strikes 

by Vice-Admiral Marc Mitscher's Task Force 58. 

Dawn, 15 June, 1944. D-Day in the Marianas, 

with a sunrise like solid gold off Marpi Point and 

clouds above Mt. Tapotchau rimmed with rose. An 

enemy sea, full of American ships. An enemy sky, 

fast filling with American planes. 

0542 15 June, 1944. Six battleships and cruis

ers, m an arc around the landing beaches, open 

fire. 
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LST' S LA UN CHING TRACTORS 

TO THE HEIGHTS OF TAPOTCHAU 
MOVING ON TO WESTWARD, THE DIVISION ASSAULTS SAIPAN 

Take all the Pacific battles that had gone before, 

from the fall of Corregidor to Eniwetok. Take 

Tulagi and Guadalcanal, and Tarawa and Attu, 

and Los Negros and Buna and Gona. Stir them all 

together, and add a little European seasoning

perhaps from Sicily-and pour them out on a flat 

blue sea under a blue bowl of sky, and you'll have 

something that looks and smells and feels and hurts 

like Saipan. For Saipan had everything: caves like 

Tulagi; mountains and ridges like the 'Canal; a 

reef nearly as treacherous as Betio's; a swamp like 

Buna; a city to be conquered, like those of Sicily; 

and death-minded J aps like the defenders of Attu. 

A lot, for so small an island. But Saipan never 

seemed small, though it was only seventy-t;wo 

square miles. 

Nor did it at first seem particularly hostile, that 

D-Day morning as the warships began to beat at it 

with shells and the LST's edged close to the south

western beaches to discharge their Marine-laden 

amtracs. From the transport area, Saipan was two 

islands-one long, low-lying, hugging the sea, with 
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the village of Charan Kanoa directly inshore from 

the ships and the city of Garapan only a glint in 

the sun off our port quarter; the other a sky island, 

the peak of ML Tapotchau, floating in the air 

above the band of smoke raised by our exploding 

shells and bombs. 

But as we closed in, our ships converging on the 

vulnerable beaches, the J a ps finally were stung to 

premature retaliation. Battleships impudently 

cruising back and forth in the narrow strait be

tween Saipan and Tinian began to get counter

battery fire, from both islands. The dive bombers 

zoomed in to help silence the enemy positions, 

stringing bursts along Ushi field on the tip of 

Tinian, shrouding that island in dozens of plumes 

of smoke, black and gray like deformed mush

rooms in a green truck garden. Down a roller 

coaster of clouds came 161 Navy bombers in a 

single, fifteen-minute strike on the blazing houses 

of Charan Kanoa, flat on the co~stal plain behind 

the sugar mill whose high smokestack separated 

the Second Division and Fourth Division beaches. 

The old battleship California, refloated from the 

mud of Pearl Harbor, lay broadside to the island 

and vengefully blew the lining halfway out of its 

guns. Admiral Raymond Spruance took his cruiser 

flagship, the Indianapolis, straight in toward 

Charan Kanoa, almost to the reef-in so close 

that J ap shells burst on her decks. 

At 0815 the first wave of alligators left the 

three-mile long line of departure-the four assault 

battalions of the Second Division deployed parallel 

to the center of the reef, north of the sugar mill 

and the old Japanese pier; the Fourth Division to 

the south of it. Ahead of the infantry-bearing 

tractors strange alligators hooded in steel and 

armed with cannon swam and jolted toward the 

shores. And ahead of all of these, already at the 

reef as the amtracs started in, moved the LCI' s

the shallow-draft landing craft converted into 

rocket-firing gunboats to solve the problem of 

close-in fire support. 

The naval fire lifted inland, against the red and 

green hills. The tractors crawled up over the reef 

and down into the water beyond it, and in Gara pan, 

smoking and smoldering six miles up the northern 

beach, an oil dump exploded and sent up great 

balls of orange fire , like a monster Roman candle. 

White geysers suddenly plumed in the waters be

tween the reef and the beach. The Japs were shoot

ing back in earnest, now. Our naval fire became a 

continuous, breathtaking rumble, the salvos burst

ing so close together they formed an almost solid 

wall of flying dirt. The LCI's made their rockets 

dance along the beaches, like brush fire in a forest. 

The amtracs were very close, and the white geysers 

were rising steadily as the pre-registered J ap ar

tillery raked the reef. At 0843 the first amtrac 

crawled up on the beach, and the battle of Saipan 

ceased to be weight of metal against strength of 

fortification, as it had been for four days and 

nights during the carrier and surface attacks. Now 

once again it was the Marine-the Marine who had 

fought at Guadalcanal, or at Tarawa, or only in 

the sham battles of training-against the stubby, 

tape-putteed little Japanese soldier whose philoso

phy of battle did not admit the possibility of sur

render but only glorious victory or glorious death. 

Reveille had come early in the steaming LST's, 

the sharp braying of the horn echoing through the 

dark, hollow amphitheatre below the main deck, 

where the tractors stood, their stubby noses pointed 

toward the great swinging doors in the prow. For 

the majority of the Marines of the Second Division 

assault battalions-2/ 8, 3/ 8, 2/ 6 and 3/ 6-there 

was familiarity in the D Day routine-the 0200 

awakening, the unchanging (since New Zealand) 

breakfast of steak and eggs, the hot, clammy, 

misery of full combat gear inside the sealed, air-
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ON HEIGHTS OF SAIPAN Second Division Marines fight a new kind of war, over cruel limestone ridges. Here 

a squad works its way up mountain against invisible enemy firing from caves and ravines. 
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SOFTENING SAiPAN, a U.S. Navy cruiser hurls five-inch shells into the Japanese installations along south

west coast just before the landing. Cruisers moved in almost to destroyer range. 

less ships. But it was a familiarity that bred no 

contempt. Their memories were of D Day morn

ings at Tulagi and Tarawa-mornings that grew 

into days of fearful battle. They expected heH on 

the beaches of Sai pan. 

The doors of the LST's swung open at 0700, and 

for the first time the Marines could see their objec

tive, floating in smoke and writhing under the 

bombs and shells. This time there would be no 

awkward transfer from LCVP's to amtracs-the 

Marines already were loaded in the alligators, and 

the LST's had moved close to the line of departure. 

The drivers inside the lightly-armored cabs re

leased the levers that set the treads in motion. The 

amtracs bucked forward and nosed down into the 

blue water and then, suddenly, were afloat. A little 

before 0800 they were at the line of departure, 

each battalion in place. 

At Tarawa there had been one combat team

CT2-and three assault battalions. Now there were 

two teams-CT8 and CT6--and four battalions. 

Facing the island, as the Marines were, Lieutenant 
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Colonel Raymond Murray's 2/ 6 was on the ex

treme left; next came Lieutenant Colonel John 

Easley's 3/ 6. CT6 was to land on Saipan's Red 

Beaches 2 and 3. On Easley's right was 3/ 8, under 

Lieutenant Colonel John Miller, and on Miller's 

right-on the Division right flank, in fact-was 

2/ 8, still under Crowe, now a lieutenant colonel. 

CT8 was to hit Green Beaches 1 and 2. 

Ahead of all these, in little clusters, one group 

in front of each infantry battalion, were the Am

phibian Tanks under Lieutenant Colonel Reed M. 

Fawell of Washington, D.C. These were filled 

with Marines who had become specialists in a 

hurry, 30 per cent of them inductees going into 

their first combat. Seven Marines were inside each 

one of the floating tanks, fantastic armored ve

hicles abristle with machine guns and mounting, in 

each gray turret, a . 75-millimeter howitzer. When 

the command for the assault came, shortly after 

0800, the amtanks led the way. At first there was 

little fire. Then-

For a long, cruel moment the tractors hung on 

the reef, silhouetted and almost out of the water, 

their treads clutching at the coral and then plung

ing down into the deeper, quieter pools inside. 

"Looks like we'll get in all right," a Marine 

breathed, and like an exclamation point came a 

thunderclap of sound. Water sprayed into the 

tractor and shrapnel laced its sides. The waves of 

amtracs did not falter, but they became confused. 

The barriered shoals spouted white columns of 

water from a rain of plunging shells, and from the 

flat, wooded tip of Afetna point, on the right to

ward the old Japanese pier, orange tracers fanned 

toward the alligators, caroming and ricocheting 

off the water and coral. 

In this fierce barrage, the Navy wave guide led 

the amtracs of Crowe's battalion too far to the left, 

into Miller's landing area. The walls of water and 

smoke obscured the beaches, and the landmarks 

which once had set off the assigned landing area 

vanished in the haze. Now the shells were bursting 

in an almost rhythmical pattern, every twenty-five 

yards, every fifteen seconds, some of them mortar, 

some of them artillery, pumping down on the 

beaches and the reef from the J ap positions in the 

foothills of the mountains. On Afetna point an 

anti-boat gun that somehow had survived the fear

ful pre-landing bombardment added its deadly, 

surface-level fire. An alligator suddenly stood 

almost on end and then sank quivering under a 

smother of smoke. Bloody Marines twisted on its 

cramped deck, and in the tiny, glass-hatched driv

er's cabin another Marine slumped among the 

stained levers. But an assault engineer, groggy 

from concussion and spattered with blood, some

how crawled into the cabin and, pushing aside the 

dead driver, restarted the engine. The amtrac re

sumed its slow rumble to the beaches. 

There were other hits and other mishaps. One 

company captain and his men were forced over

board when their amtrac stalled and then drew 

direct fire from a J ap shore battery, but they even

tually swam back, were able to start it and took:it __ 

in. A Tarawa veteran shook his helmeted head add 

murmured: "The same old dish of soup, warmed 

over!" But not quite the same old soup. The am

tracs were getting in. Some of them had decks red 

with blood, and others were awash from shrapnel 

penetrations. But the Marines were going ashore, 

and the J a ps with the mortars and artillery in the 

hills, the stubborn J aps who had mounted the boat 

gun at Afetna point, the desperate J aps still fight

ing on the beaches, could not stop them. 

Driven to the left by the clanging gun on Afetna 

point, the Marines of 2/ 8, 3/ 8, and 3/ 6 reached 

the erupting sands together, in a great jumble, 

at the junction of Green Beach 1 and Red Beach 3, 

near the northern end of the mile-long Charan 

Kanoa airstrip . Only 2/ 6 was approximately on 
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THE TRACTORS START IN toward Saipan's smoky beaches, where Navy shells and aerial bombs are still burst

ing in an unprecedented invasion bombardment. As they approach shore, rocket ships lay final barrage. 

its proper station and unimpeded by other units. 

The alligators, shaking water from their gears, 

climbed onto the shore and the Marines poured out 

of them, going swiftly over the sides to charge 

toward the fringing woods and seek the always 

invisible enemy. All along the beach the mortars 

made the sand shake, and the air was full of their 

soft whuffies. Artillery shells burst among the 

treetops, shearing the green leaves and sending 

down shrapnel showers. 

The Marines surged forward, inshore through 

the brushy thickets and south down the beaches to

ward Afetna, where the J a ps were still directing 

flank fire at incoming waves. Many men were dying 

on those hot beaches, and many more were falling 

wounded. A shellhole at the water's edge filled 

with seepage, and the greenish, scummy liquid 

was turned first gray by the complementary red 

of the wounded's blood, and then as red as the 

blood itself. 

The Japanese curtain of mortar and artillery 

fire covered the reef, the beach and the airstrip

inland as far as the infantry penetrated, but no 

farther. There were J aps in the seedling cedars 

behind the airstrip, and in the houses and ruins of 

Charan Kanoa (in the Fourth Division area), but 

there were not many of them. They were the sacri

ficial rear guard, whose function was to hold the 

Marines on the beaches so the gunners and mortar

men in the distant hills could maintain their mur

derous barrage. There were clear areas, in the first 

· slopes of the foothills, where there were neither 

Japanese nor mortar fire. 

It was here, on a grassy, tree-clad knoll, that the 

crews of a pair of amphibian tanks sat in the shade, 

at 1000, and heated and ate their C rations, 

scarcely conscious of the carnage only 1,200 yards 

away. The amtanks had jolted inland, ahead of the 

first wave of riflemen, their 75's blowing an open 

road. The J aps in the bushes and branches had 

drawn aside to let the mysterious monsters pass. 

They crossed the end of the airstrip, plowed 

through the planted seedlings, and turned up a 

dirt road leading toward the mountain. 

These amtanks were commanded by a pair of · 

sergeants, Ben Livesey of Massachusetts and Onel 

[180] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



I 

I 
I 

THE JAPS OPEN FIRE on Second Division landing craft with pre-registered artillery. In this photograph four 

shells have just sent geysers up from reef. Despite fire, most amtracs got ashore with their passengers. 

Dickens of California. They had been land tankers, 

and now they were to try out the sea-going "ar

mored pigs" in tank-to-tank combat. Right after 

breakfast they had their chance. Dickens spotted 

three J ap tanks moving down the dirt road, below 

the hill. The Japs were bearing down on three 

Marine amphibians stuck in the slime of the 

swamps inshore from the beach. 
As the J aps moved in for the kill, Dickens and 

Livesey and their twelve crewmen came bucketing 

up behind them. The Japs wheeled, too late. One 

stalled. Dickens blew it to pieces with a blast from 

his 75, even as Livesey opened up on the other 

two. Wham! The lead Jap rocked up on one side 
and then caromed off the road. The Marine "pigs" 

came up side by side and blew the treads off the 

last J ap tank. 
There was a wonderful sort of clarity about this 

tank skirmish. The enemy was visible, the risk 

was calculable, the targets were defined, and the 

course of action was clear. None of these things 

was true of the beaches, where the Marine rifle

men were like men naked in a hailstorm. Yet, 

despite the incessant shower of death from the 

skies, and despite the confusion of the landing, 

and despite heavy and immediate command casu

alties, the Marines kept moving. They did not 

wither into immobility, and die uselessly in holes 

and behind logs. The beachhead grew. Having 

landed too far north, 2/ 8 began the painful job 

of fighting south to Afetna and a junction with the 

flank forces of the Fourth Division. The Marines of 

3/ 8 and 3/ 6 drove inland, toward the tall towers 
of the Saipan radio station across the coral-paved 

airstrip; and 2/ 6 fanned north. 

And, disregarding the fire on the reef, more 

Marines landed to help. At about 1000 Lieutenant 

Colonel Hays' 1/ 8 landed on Green Beach. At 

about the same time Lieutenant Colonel Jones 

brought 1/ 6 into Red Beach. An "attached" bat

talion, 1/ 29, under Lieutenant Colonel Guy Tan

nyhill, also came ashore, in support of CT8. 

(Some time before H-Hour, CT2 and LT 1/ 29 
had made a diversionary feint at the narrow 

beaches of Magicienne Bay, on the east shore of 
Saipan.) 
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Noon. The invasion of Saipan was three hours 

and seventeen minutes old. How were we doing? 

Good and had. Good from a standpoint of num

bers of men landed. Good from a standpoint of 

expansion of the beachhead. Good from a stand

point of organization. The commanders of both 

combat teams- 6 and 8-were ashore, and had 

their CP's in operation. We had seven battalions 

in the fight, on the Second Division section of the 

beach. This as compared with only fragments of 

three battalions at noon of D Day on Tarawa. We 

had pushed inland 1,000 yards, captured the air

strip and the radio station and were driving south 

toward the swampy shores of Lake Susupe. But we 

sfiU had no land tanks and no artillery-and the 

J aps still held Afetna point, west of Susupe. And 

we ~ei·e ·takiri.g heavy casualties-so heavy that 

the Navy waited ten days to announce them. As at 

Tarawa, there was no area of security-the 

beaches were dangerous, so was the airstrip, so 

was the reef. The reinforcing battalions had suf

fered as much as the assault teams in the ride to 

shore. 

The afternoon was just three things: reinforce, 

fight, hell. The Navy kept its great guns hammer

ing the mountains, but nothing stopped the J ap 

artillery. We had our beachhead, insecure as Anzio 

was insecure, but before we could go on it had to 

he consolidated. All through that long, grim after

noon, the parade to the beaches continued. The 

General Shermans of B and A tank companies 

clanked orito Green Beach 1, following the route 

of a pilot tank which was itself hit and disabled. 

(We lost eight tanks on D Day, hut only one per

manently. It sank in deep water when a hole was 

opened in the LCM carrying it toward shore.) The 

Eighteenth Marines, now organized in Shore Party 

teams, landed on Red 2 and Green 1. At 1615 the 

old, reliable peashooters of 1/ 10, the 75mm packs, 

landed, followed shortly thereafter by 2/ 10. 

The assistant division commander, General Ed

son, reached the beach in the early afternoon, to 

co-ordinate and direct the efforts of the two combat 

teams-CT6 under Colonel James P. Riseley and 

CT8 under Colonel Clarence R. Wallace. As the 

day waned, with no cessation in the savagery of 

the J ap barrage, more troops were landed. At 1800 

the first elements of CT2, the reserve combat team 

commanded by Colonel Walter J. Stuart, landed to 

support 2/ 6. This was LT 3/ 2, under Lieutenant 

Colonel Arnold Johnston. An hour later, Lieu

tenant Colonel Richard Nutting brought in the 

headquarters company and one rifle company of 

2/ 2. 

Meanwhile, Murray's 2/ 6 had occupied all of 

Red Beach 1, the northernmost beach, and Easley's 

3/ 6 had cleared a small, rocky grove just north 

of the airstrip of the last Jap defenders. This was 

to be the Division CP, and as the sun dropped to

ward the horizon, General Thomas Watson landed 

with his staff. "By God, the old man's ashore," the 

Marines whispered, and Watson had, like some 

of the other newcomers to the Division, crossed 

one of the barriers mentally erected by the vet

erans of Tarawa and Guadalcanal. 

In that first, fierce day on Saipan the Second 

Marine Division had 238 men killed and 1,022 

wounded. At nightfall 315 were missing, in the 

inevitable confusion of the assault. Unlike Tarawa, 

where a high percentage of wounds were from 

rifle and machine-gun fire, most of the dead and 

injured here had been ripped and torn by shrapnel 

from exploding mortar and artillery shells. Only 

twice had the Japanese counterattacked in any 

force- the first time with the three tanks destroyed 

by our armored amphibians, the second time with 

three more tanks, against the CT2 lines. The sec-

. ond attack had almost succeeded. A private with 

a bazooka blunted it, and other bazookamen 

[182] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



THE DIVISION'S TARGET is the beach along the Charan Kanoa airstrip, on the southwest shore of island. Com

mand post was established at upper end of strip, in a cluster of rocks shaded by a small grove. 
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ON FIRESWEPT BEACH two Marines duck as a Jap mortar shell bursts nearby. One of them waded in after 

Japs sank amtrac. In background are amphibian tanks which gave fire support all the way to the beach. 

joined him in wrecking it completely, only seventy

five yards from the CT6 command post. 
Make no mistake-the heroes of that first day 

were the enlisted Marines and non-coms who con
quered man's natural terror of an unreachable 

and unseen enemy and, disregarding the J ap 

artillery, somehow expanded the beachhead and 

kept the shores clear. Take the drivers of the am

tracs, for example, who shuttled hack and forth 

fearlessly through plunging fire that frequently 

upset their cumbersome hut vital craft. Or take 

Platoon Sergeant Walter Fieguth, who com

manded the "pilot tank"-the General Sherman 

sent ahead to find a way through the reef for the 

A and B Company lighters. Fieguth found the 
route, got to the beach-and met the enemy, rather 

than friendly troops he had expected. The tank 

was disabled, but pioneering paid off, and we got 

the Shermans in. Or Corporal William S. Thomp

son, a communication man of 2/ 8, who was hit 

through the legs in the first few minutes hut stuck 

with his radio until he had been wounded a second 
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' time, and could no longer even sit up in the sand. 

There is no way to tell the stories of the 238 

men who died to make Saipan's D-Day, for the 

stories died with them. In that early turmoil, few 

men had time to speak of their experiences, and 

almost no one had the time or the detachment to 

record mentally the deeds of others. Yet there were 

many evidences of great compassion and tender

ness, as well as heroism and devotion to duty. One 

Navy doctor nearly died of his men's affection. 

Grievously wounded soon after the landing, the 

doctor was bandaged by one of his loyal corpsmen 

and given a shot of morphine to ease his pain 

while awaiting evacuation. Some minutes later, 

another corpsman came by and, seeing the anguish 

on the doctor's face, gave him another morphine 

shot. A half-hour passed, and a third corpsman 

discovered · 'him-and gave him the same treat

ment. Luckily, the doctor was evacua.ted before a 

fourth and, possibly fatal, shot could be adminis

tered. 
The evacuation of wounded also distinguished 

Saipan from earlier operations. Risky though it 

was to take injured men through the reef artillery 

fire, it was a better gamble than trying to treat 

them on the beach. By nightfall, our hospital ships 

and many of our transports were filling up with 

the wounded-privates and PFCs and corporals; 

platoon sergeants· and lieutenants; captains and 

majors and lieutenant colonels. For the Jap artil

lery was no respecter of rank; June 15, 1944, 

turned out to be the roughest day in Marine Corps 

history for majors and lieutenant-colonels. In a 

very few hours, the personnel of the command 

changed amazingly, and yet the Division never be

came disorganized, and there was always someone 

-at whatever level-to carry on. 

The first of many battalion commanders to be 

wounded was Lieutenant Colonel Miller, of 3/ 8. 

Miller was hit first by mortar fragments, on the 

BATTLEFIELD CONFERENCE finds Major General Hol

land M. Smith (right foreground) talking with Gen

eral Watson (with pipe) and Colonel James Riseley, 

commander of the Sixth Regiment (facing camera). 

Brigadier General Graves B. Erskine has back to 

camera. 

way in in his amtrac. At the beach a J ap grenade 

caught him between the feet, and stripped much 

of the flesh from his limbs. The command passed 

to his executive officer, Major Stanley Larsen. 

That was 3/ 8 . It was almost the same story in 

2/ 8. Crowe caught a bullet through the rib cage 

and then was sprinkled by mortar-shell fragments. 
Major Chamberlin, who had held the left flank 

at Tarawa, assumed command and led 2/ 8 in a 

new flank attack-this time toward Afetna point, 

on the right. Lieutenant Colonel Easley was hit, 
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JAP TANK ATTACK was launched against CT6 lines just before dawn of D plus 2. Marines repelled it and de

stroyed between 24 and 32 tanks. Five can be seen burning in this photograph. 

and Major John Rentsch of Ohio took over 3/ 6. 

But within the first ten hours of battle, 2/ 6, on 

the left flank, had four commanders. Lieutenant 

Colonel Murray was wounded and evacuated, and 

his exec, Major Howard Rice, took over. When 

Rice was hurt, Lieutenant Colonel William Kengla, 

who had come ashore with 2/ 6 as an observer, 

took command. But before long Kengla was needed 

elsewhere, and the battalion passed to Major Leroy 

Hunt, Jr. 

To make it a grand slam, or very nearly one, 

for the two. assault combat teams, Lieutenant Colo

nel Hays got a chunk of shrapnel soon after 1/ 8 

was committed. Of the first seven battalions 

ashore, only Jones of 1/ 6 and Lieutenant Colonel 

Guy Tannyhill of 1/ 29 escaped injury on D Day, 

and Tannyhill was hit two days later. This was a 

frightening toll; it would have wrecked the fight

ing efficiency of many divisions. It did not affect 

the Second. The details of these command casual

ties have been written here not because it is of 

greater moment that a lieutenant colonel should 

be wounded than a private or a corporal, but to il

luminate the fact that in the Second Division com

mand casualties did not impair battle effective

ness. These were good men, hard to lose. But there 

were other good men to take their places. This was 

true all the way up and down the line. 

When a platoon leader of George Company, 

2/ 8, was mortally wounded during the sweep 

south down the brush-clad plain inside the air

strip, a platoon sergeant named Victor Srodulski 

of Illinois instantly took his place and performed 

so brilliantly that he was recommended for spot 

promotion. When Amphibian Tank No. 4, manned 

by seven Marines who had had only six days prac

tice in these strange new machines, was sur

rounded by Japs in a tank trap near the sugar mill, 

its commander- a lieutenant-was shot dead. 

Corporal Paul A. Durand of Connecticut inherited 

the command. His order: "Shoot all the sons of 

bitches you can!" Another Chicagoan, Private 
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THE MARINES MOP UP Jap survivors of the tank assault, moving out over the battlefield where 700 Japanese 

infantrymen, many of them riding on the tanks, organized their push against the U.S. lines. 

Leroy J. Clo bes, opened the starboard hatch and 

killed a whole cluster of J aps with his machine

gun. Durand fired a 75mm shell into a nearby 

straw house, and blew up a dozen Jap soldiers. 

That first night, the Division was ashore with 

most of its company commanders and platoon 

leaders unhurt, but with its battalion command al

most completely reshuffled. It had a fairly deep 

beachhead, but the dusk brought no surcease from 

the Japanese fire. At 1800 the J aps shelled Gen

eral Watson's Division command post, and they 

kept up the steady, relentless pattern over all the 

rest of the plain. The Marines wearily digging fox

holes for the night knew they could expect no 

safety and little rest. There would be the shelling, 

there might be counterattacks, but · always the 

shelling, coming from nowhere, offering no tar

gets, a terror against which there was no defense. 

The night was a nightmare. Along the lines of 

CT8, the J aps launched a whole series of minor 

coun'.eratta ::::ks, none of them in much force but 

always enough to keep the Marines awake and on 

guard, robbing them of needed rest. The main Jap 

elf ort came in the area of CT6, on the curving 

northern flank; 2/ 6, now under Major Hunt, bore 

the brunt of it, and it was one of the more fan

tastic actions of the war. At about 2000 hours, the 

J aps began moving along the coastal road from 

Garapan, in a column of platoons, tanks in the 

lead. At 2200 the J aps were close to the 2/ 6 lines 

and ready to mount their attack. Swords flashed 

and flags were unfurled in the moonlight. A bugle 

actually blew the Japanese equivalent of "charge," 

and the enemy rushed forward. The Marines were 

ready. Suddenly our alerted ships illuminated the 

whole area with star shells, and the Japs came 

head-on into a tornado of fire-machine guns, 

bazookas, 37's, rifles. It was too much for the 

enemy force. The Japs fell back in disorder, and 

as they did so Marine artillery and naval gunfire 

pursued and punished them. 
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THE WINNERS-Three Marines stand in front of a wrecked Jap tank and look over the Saipan battlefield lit

tered with the remains of the enemy's armor and crews. The Marine on the left holds a Jap automatic rifle. 

But the enemy was not discouraged, and for a 

good reason. The Japanese commander for the 

Marianas, Admiral Chu chi N agumo, had re

ceived electric news, and had passed it along to 
Lieutenant General Y oshio Saito, commanding 

the Saipan defense forces: The Imperial Fleet was 

coming, at flank speed, to destroy the Americans 

both afloat and ashore! The Japs had only to con

tain the Marines on the southwestern beachhead, 

and wait for deliverance. With this purpose, they 

1·enewed their counterattack against CT6 at 0545, 

once again from the direction of Garapan, along 

the coastal road, spearheaded by two or three J ap 

tanks. It came with such a rush that the Marines 

were forced back some fifty yards. Then five of our 

General Shermans rolled into the action, and once 

again the J ap column was splintered and broken 

and driven back. But not without inflicting casual

ties. In repulsing these attacks, CT6 lost heavily, 

both in men and equipment. 

One thing was evident at Division headquarters: 

the Japs were making military use of Garapan to 
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stage their assaults. General Watson requested the 

Navy to destroy the city with bombs and shells, 

even as he sent out our own attack orders. The Ma

rines jumped off at 0700, 2/ 8 still pushing south 
toward Afetna. The mortar and artillery fire 

slacked off for a time, and suddenly everything 

was in high gear, the Marines working against the 

J ap defenders with the same precision they had at

tained in Hawaiian practice, flanking them, pass
ing them, killing them with BARs and rifles. The 

point and the Charan Kanoa pier were both se

cured before noon, contact was made with the 

Fourth Division, and the area between Afetna and 
Lake Susupe was cleared of the last · J ap de

f enders. 
During the night, the J a ps had kept their big 

guns busy, pouring shells on the reef and beaches. 

The usual night evacuation of wounded had been 
slowed, and few men or supplies had been able to 

get in. But with the resumption of the Marine at

tack, the traffic over the reef again speeded up. In 

early afternoon LT 1/ 2, commanded by Lieuten

ant Colonel Wood Kyle, joined the Division and 

LT 3/ 2 relieved 2/ 6 (which had been severely 

buffeted by the night counterattacks) in the line 
on the northern flank. The rest of the Tenth Ma

rines landed, 3/ 10 and 4/ 10, their 105s ferried 
to the beaches by members of the Second Amphibi

ous Truck company-another new outfit which 

proved at Saipan the great value of the DUKW 

both in amphibious and land transport. 

Besides the rest of CT2 and the Tenth Marines, 
the Division got its 75mm self-propelled guns, its 

rocket trucks and 37mms, its radio trucks and 

cargo trucks, and more flame-throwers onto the 

beaches. Let no one think that any of this was easy. 
The J aps were still "looking down our throats" 

from the heights of Tapotchau, and although there 

were occasional lulls, every outfit coming across 

the shallow waters offshore took some casualties. 

One of the worst hit was 4/10, with one battery 

commander and the Bn.-3 killed, the exec 

wounded, and many of the men killed or hurt. 

Death was still playing no favorites, and every 

Marine ashore or coming ashore was highly eligi

ble for selection. Late in the day E Company of the 

Second Medical Battalion was landed, and the 

doctors and corpsmen were in keen demand. The 

Division had lost fifty-four killed and 484 

wounded in a day principally spent in cleaning 

out J ap pockets, extending and strengthening the 

flanks, and in getting set for the big push to come. 

Nightfall found the Division lines curving inland 

from a point midway between Charan Kanoa and 

Garapan, to the foothills of Tapotchau and south 

to Lake Susupe, with CT2 on the left, CT6 in the 

middle and CT8 on the right.* 

It was a thinly lighted night, the moon lurking 

behind a haze of gauzy clouds, and the Marines of 

A and B Companies, 1/ 6, spread in a foxholed 

line along the undulating rises, were nervous. All 

evening long Marine and Jap artillerymen had 

dueled, with 4/ 10 and 3/ 10, both set up in the 

CT8 zone, taking heavy fire and heavy casualties. 

(By dawn 4/ 10 had lost four pieces, and 3/ 10 
had only three left in working order.) Jones's bat

talion was about the middle of the expanding 

Marine line. On his right was a rifle company of 

2/ 2. To the rear, shapeless, black hulks under 

their camouflage nets, were the half tracks of the 

CT6 Regimental Weapons Company. The Marine 

line ranged over a gradual rise; ahead, dark and 
mysterious, were the escalating ridges of Ta

potchau, and the black entrances to the ravines be

tween them. It was out of one of these ravines that 
the J aps came, along toward 0400 on the morning 

* This is an approximate grouping. Throughout the battle bat
talions and even companies were used interchangeably among the 
Regiments. The night of D plus 1, for example, found 2/ 6 under 
tactical control of CT2, and a company of 2/2 in the CT6 line. 
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CASUAL TIES ARE HIGH for the attacking Marines, and while battle focus swings inland the bodies of fallen 

comrades await burial on the beach. Cemetery was established within the first week. 
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of D plus 2. They came in force, with between 

twenty-four and thirty-two light tanks,* and with 

infantrymen and machine-gunners riding on the 

shoulders and turrets of these modern chargers. 

They passed about 200 yards in front of the out

posts of F Company ( 2/ 2) and hit B Company 

( 1/ 6) squarely on the nose. By then all hell was 

hreaking loose. 

A B-Company sentry had been the first to sight 

the approaching enemy. He had sounded a quick 

alarm and at 0330 Captain Claude G. Rollen of 

California, the company commander, had tele

phoned the 1/ 6 CP to report the imminence of at

tack. The Marines of B Company opened fire with 

rifle grenades, and at the same time machine

gunners attached to F Company's Second Platoon, 

under Lieutenant Raymond Marion, began bounc

ing orange tracers off the tanks. Meanwhile, 

Colonel Jones had called for star shells and the 

front was almost immediately illuminated. Al
though some of the tanks turned short to attack 

F Company and others ranged beyond into the 

lines of A Company ( 1/ 6) under Captain Charles 

Durfee ( who had won the Navy Cross at Tarawa), 

there is no doubt that the greatest weight of the 

assault was on the B Company sector. 

The tanks came fast, in groups of four or five, 

slowing only to drop off their free-loading in

fantry, and the temptation to run must have been 

very great among the Marines of the line platoons. 

But they did not run. Machine gunners, 37mm 

gunners, bazookamen, riflemen-all held their 

positions and fought back with heroic fury. Cap

tain Rollen fell wounded when a J ap bullet deto

nated a rifle grenade he had just attached to his 

carbine. The tanks rolled over two 60mm, mortar 

,:, Although all of the tanks were destroyed in the ensuing bat
tle, counts of the wreckage do not agree. The Division action 
report lists twenty-four; Robert Sherrod in On to W estwarcl lists 
twenty-nine. Some Marines present insist there were at least · 
thirty-one or thirty-two. 

pos1t10ns, the Marines flattening themselves in 

their holes as the clanking treads went overhead. 

Captain Norman K. Thomas of California, as

signed to replace the wounded Rollen, was himself 

killed before gaining command. 

The force of the Japanese attack carried many 

of the tanks well inside the Marine lines, but that 

turned out to be a disadvantage for the J aps- the 

bazookamen were able to hit them from all angles. 

By now the Marines of A Company, on B Com

pany's left, were thoroughly involved in the fierce 

battle, and back of the immediate combat area the 

halftracks of the Regimental Weapons Company 

and B Company tanks were moving into action. 

There were a thousand little, savage fire and bayo

net fights in the lines, between Marine riflemen 

and the Jap infantry transported by the ta1?"ks. 

The J a ps were disorganized, but they attacked 

with the usual furious disregard for their own 

lives and, in this instance, of sound military 

tactics. 

In this wild and confusing maelstrom, it was 

difficult to single out heroes. All of the Marines 

fought well; some fought with spectacular eff ec

tiveness. There can be little doubt, however, that 

the presence of the B Company bazooka teams in 

the front lines was a major factor in our victory. 

The bazookamen were accurate and their rockets 

were deadly-PFC Herbert J. Hodges of one B 

Company team hit seven tanks with seven rounds. 

Another bazooka team got three hits out of four 

tries, and one bazookaman scrambled aboard an 

enemy tank and put a phosphorous grenade 

through the turret. Sergeant Dean T. Squires of 

Oklahoma, a squint-eyed sharpshooter, blew off 

the head of a Jap tank commander, who was im

prudent enough to rise out of his turret for a look 

at the action, and then tossed in a satchel charge 

to wipe out the crew. The Marines of K Company, 

3/ 6, in support of the line companies, accounted 
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A JAP SURRENDERS after Marines give him smoke 

treatment. Enemy soldier stripped himself to waist to 

prove he was concealing no weapons. 

CIVILIANS SUFFER during battle despite efforts of 

Marines to spare them. Here a group of Christian 

Chamorros gather at the internment camp. 

for several tanks and the half tracks finished off 

several more. C Battery of 1/ 10 destroyed some 

tanks in the J ap assembly area by direct fire. Ma

rine 37mm platoons helped break the initial wave 

of the attack, while machine gunners attached to 

A and B Companies, 1/ 6, and F Company, 2/ 2, 

took a tremendous toll of Jap infantrymen. 

This battle-the largest tank attack of the Pa

cific war up to that time-actually lasted only a 

little more than forty-five minutes, although J ap

anese infantry continued to attack until 0600. In 
that period, slightly more than a battalion of Ma

rines destroyed at least two dozen Jap tanks and 

around 700 J ap soldiers. It is a footless task to at

tempt to assign credit, or to evaluate the sacrifices 

of the units involved. Frequently many Marines 

were firing on a single tank. When it went up in 

flames, each unit marked down a score-and the 

resulting compilation totals between fifty and 100 

Jap tanks. There weren't that many-thank God. 

Despite the disruption of the tank attack, the 

Second Division jumped off in a new offensive at 

0130-just one-and-one-half hours after the last 

Japs were turned back in the CT6 sector. That 

morning the Marines had a special incentive to 

drive and drive hard. At midnight the night before 

a regimental combat team of the Twenty-seventh 

Army Division began landing on the secured pier 

at Charan Kanoa. The decision to commit the 

Twenty-seventh, boated as floating reserve, had 

resulted in part from the tactical situation of the 

previous day-D plus 1. Originally, the Fourth 

Marine Division was to have fanned out to occupy 

the whole southern end of the island and, at the 

same time, to cross its narrowest part to Magi

cienne Bay ( called "Magazine Bay" by most 

Marines). The Second, meanwhile, was to wheel 

to the right, move up over Tapotchau and cut hack 

to the western shore, coring Saipan like an apple. 
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The Fourth had fought its way up the rising 

slopes of the southern plateau toward Aslito air

field, but the combination of Japanese artillery 

and mortar fire and the enemy rear-guard action 

spread the Marine lines too thin. Lieutenant Gen

eral Holland M. Smith, aboard the RockJ Mount 

as expeditionary troop commander, decided to 

bring in the Twenty-seventh to sweep around the 

southern tip of Saipan and occupy Aslito, freeing 

the Fourth to drive across the middle in force and 

then wheel north on the eastern plateau below the 

Tapotchau ridges. 

All that day the members of the Twenty

seventh poured ashore, and by evening the entire 

Division had been landed. And all that day the 

Marines kept pushing. CT2 reached the 02 phase 

line. CT6, to the left of the Eighth Marines, also 

got up to the 02 phase line after a bloody battle 

for "Hill 790," a limestone, table-top cliff. CT8, 

meanwhile, was completing an intricate maneuver 

that looked something like an attack through an 

English maze. 

From their original beaches, the battalions of 

CT8 had been forced to swing north to circle 

around the swamp which lay above Lake Susupe. 

On D plus 2 Battalions 1/ 8, 3/ 8 and 1/ 29 had 

driven east and southeast to occupy a steep ridge, 

tipped by a fortified, sheer "nose." LT 2/ 8, in re

serve at this point, was facing due south ( toward 

the Fourth Marine Division area of operations) on 

the east side of the Susupe swamp. ( See map.) 

The immediate attack now would have to be to the 

south and east, to secure the shores of Susupe and 

encircle the captured "nose." Then CT8 at last 

would be free to turn north again. 

Down below Charan Kanoa, bigger and bigger 

guns were speaking in behalf of the Marines. The 

Fifth Battalion, Tenth Marines, under Lieutenant 

Colonel Marvin H. Floom had been redesignated · 

the Second 155mm Artillery Battalion, and had 

-
"'" """·~•-•.'•'•~ ~ ~,7~o\':>;~dm\'r•' • 

THE MOUNTAIN FORTRESS of Tapotchau, 1,500 feet 

above sea level, is attacked by CT6 and CTS, sup

ported by artillery, bombs and naval fire. 

MARINES LOB GRENADES at Jap positions directly 

ahead as the assault pushes into the mountains. 

Japs defended every gully and ridge. 
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OBSERVATION POST, Lieutenant Colonel Kenneth Mcleod (/elt) watches attack with General Edson. McLeod 

was killed a few days later by a Jap sniper who infiltrated area Marines had cleared out earlier. 

now incorporated its howitzers into the growing 

phalanx of Corps heavy artillery. Still in direct 

support were 1/ 10, 2/ 10, and 4/ 10, with 3/ 10 
in general support. All things considered, D plus 
2 was a profitable day and a less costly one than 

. its predecessor. Even with the tank attack, the Di

vision lost only fifty-five killed and 218 wounded. 

The rapid debarkation of the Twenty-seventh 

Army Division was not entirely dictated by the 

situation ashore. The day before (D plus 1), on 

Kelly Turner's flagship 3,000 yards off Green 

Beach, the first act in a high drama had taken 

place, unbeknown to the Marines and the soldiers. 

Admiral Raymond Spruance, commanding our 
whole Marianas invasion force and the Fifth Fleet 

as well, had boarded the Rocky Mount to discuss 

with Kelly Turner a secret the Japs believed was 

theirs alone: The Imperial Fleet was, in all truth, 

coming to Saipan's rescue. 

This was no surprise to our command. From the 

moment a U.S. picket submarine spotted the Japs 
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steaming north through the Sulu Sea from their 

great base at Tawitawi, we had guessed that this 

invasion would bait them into an action long de

sired by our Navy. It had. The Japs had cleared 

San Bernardino strait, in the Philippines, and were 

heading straight for Saipan at maximum speed. 

The patroling submarine Cavalla had sighted 

them and, crash-diving to a depth of 100 feet, had 

counted their vibrating propellers. Battleships and 

aircraft carriers. Not the whole fleet, of course, 

but a formidable battle force. Estimated time of 

arrival: June 19 (D plus 4). 

Two problems were discussed on the Rocky 

Mount that morning of June 16. One: How could 

slight, cold-eyed Ray Spruance best deploy his 

forces to repel and destroy the Japanese fleet, and 

still provide protection for our tender beachhead? 

Two: What should tall, tough Kelly Turner do 

with his thin-skinned amphibious shipping? An

swers: Spruance would form an aerial and surf ace 

arc, west of Guam and Saipan, to intercept the 

Nips. Turner would unload and get out until the 

battle was over. 

If we were successfully to ambush the J aps, the 

tightest possible secrecy was essential. The word 

could not be passed to the men ashore, or to the 

Twenty-seventh Division troops suddenly ordered 

to disembark. Or to the crews of cargo ships which 

worked all that night and most of the next day, 

getting supplies onto the beaches. Or even to the 

lower echelons of General Holland Smith's staff, 

when the General moved ashore to establish his 

command post in Charan Kanoa. As darkness 

closed down on the night of D plus 2, the Rocky 

Mount got under way and so did the majority of 

the emptied transports. The leavetaking was not 

easy: the J a ps sent in an air raid in some strength, 

and for a time the waters off Saipan (Garapan 

Roads) flamed with anti-aircraft fire, and near the 

beach an LST was hit and set ablaze by J ap bombs. 

(The night of D plus 1 the Japs had also put some 

bombers over Saipan, from their bases in the 

Bonins, but this raid was not in great strength and 

did little damage.) By midnight only a few ships 

still hung at anchor off the Marine beaches. One 

was the Cambria, flagship of Rear Admiral Harry 

Hill, who had taken the Second Division into 

Tarawa. It was Harry Hill's job, as Turner's 

deputy, to sit tight and keep unloading supplies so 

precious and so badly needed they had to be risked 

in the target area. 

In the blue, landless waters many miles to the 

east of the Marianas, Turner's amphibious force 

cruised in endless circles all through June 18 and 

19. With him, beside the ships of the Saipan in

vasion, were the low-in-the-water transports filled 

with the Marine and Army forces which would in

vade Guam in mid-July. Round and round, going 

nowhere, looking for no one. West of Guam and 

S:3-ipan, Ray Spruance in the Indianapolis and 

Vice-Admiral Marc Mitscher, commander of Task 

Force 58, in the Lexington, waited. At about noon 

on June 19, the "great Marianas turkey shoot" 

began. 

The story of the First Battle of the Philippine 

Sea cannot be told in detail here. There were two 

phases. In the first, the J aps launched their carrier 

aircraft from far beyond the "point of no return," 

confident they could land on Guam. Our carrier 

airmen caught them coming in and shot them down 

by the hundreds. Phase two was pursuit. The J aps, 

having lost their airpower, wheeled away to the 

north and west. Long before our air searches lo

cated the fleeing enemy, the Japanese accidentally 

bisected the path of a U.S. submarine. The sub 

sank a major carrier, and got away itself. The next 

evening our fliers overtook the Japanese survivors, 

and punished them with bombs and torpedoes. 

The Japanese effort to relieve Saipan had 

failed. The Imperial Fleet had come--and gone. It 

[197] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



LOVELY FROM ABOVE, these jumbled peaks were a 

hot and deadly hell for the Marines. 

left behind 402 planes and their dead pilots, and 

at least one carrier. It took away with it a number 

of seriously damaged ships. It left an intact U.S. 

fleet, minus only 106 planes, most of them lost in 

night and water landings after the chase. ( And the 

majority of their pilots and crews rescued.) On 

Saipan, most of the Marines who had been fighting 

steadily through the tense days of the naval battle 

knew nothing about it. But there was a hot rumor 

that the Japanese had declared war on Russia, and 

it was on every Marine's lips. 

In the three eventful days in which the battle 

of the Philippines Sea obscured, in the public in

terest, the battle of Saipan, the struggle on that 

seventy-two-square-mile island had become a 

microcosm of the whole Second World War. The 

Battle of the Beachhead was succeeded by the Bat

tle of the Plain, the Battle of the Mountain, and 

the Battle of the Plateau, all of which went on 

simultaneously for the duration of the campaign. 

Saipan was like some gigantic motion-picture lot, 

on which a dozen companies were photographing 

a dozen different wars. 

The Sixth and Eighth combat teams were now 

wheeling northward, into the foothills of Mt. 

Tapotchau. The Second CT edged along the coast 

toward Garapan. Perhaps the easiest way to 

visualize the Second Division role in the Saipan 

campaign is to think of the forging of a huge 

clamp, and then of its application. The Sixth and 

Eighth were to he the frame, extending from the 

landing beaches in an arc over the mountains and 

hack to the shore north of Garapan. The Second 

Marines were to he the piston, to he driven against 

Garapan once that city had been enveloped-thus 

squeezing the lifeblood out of Saipan's heart. It 
was a first-rate plan, and it worked; hut one of its 

limitations was the fact that CT2 and CT6, on the 

inside of the arc, could advance only when CT8 

advanced; and that, ultimately, CT2 had to wait 

for several days on stabilized lines for the final 

breakthrough to the northern shore. 

After the gains on D plus 2, the J aps counter

attacked once again-this time at 0100 of D plus 

3 ( June 18) against the mutual flank of CT6 and 

CT8. The attack was in force, hut not in force com

parable to the tank and infantry assault of the 

preceding night. CT8 had two machine guns over

run and LT 2/ 2 had to he thrown into action to 

fill the gap between the combat teams. 

The Japs were repulsed, and the dawning day 
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BENEATH SHEER CLIFF Marines pause while artillery hammers Jap positions. Some battalions used ropes to 

scale cliffs which rose from Tapotchau jungle, and in other cases supplies had to be lowered in slings. 

brought considerable progress. You will recall 

that CT8, on D plus 2, having completed its swing 

around the Susupe swamp, had occupied the high 

hill east of the swamp. Now, on D plus 3, 2/ 8 

pushed south along the banks of Susupe to estab

lish contact with the Fourth Marine Division. 

Contact was made, but the Eighth Marines were 
not yet free to attack east around the captured 

"nose," into the mountain ravines. Their move

ment was dependent on the Fqurth Division, and 

the Fourth was held up by a J ap strongpoint in a 

clump of woods south and east of Susupe. CT8 

patroled-and waited. Casualties for the day, 

Division-wide: eleven killed, fifty-nine wounded. 

Next day: same story, except CT6 moved up to 

take a hill and CT2 patrols destroyed two J ap 

tanks. Up the beach there was a genuinely spec

tacular show. The Navy had assembled its old 
battleships and cruisers, both as a final defense 

force in case of a J ap fleet breakthrough, and for 

bombardment. Beginning soon after dawn, they 

got down to the business of leveling Garapan, per 
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General Watson's earlier request. They leveled it. 

"One if by land, and two if by sea." Nobody 

lit any lanterns the night of June 19, but the J aps 

-having failed in ground attacks-now at

tempted an amphibious counter-blow. Thirteen 

enemy barges came out of Tanapag harbor, loaded 

with troops, and tried to slip unnoticed into the 

Green Beaches. The Marines had foreseen just 

such a maneuver, and had set an ambush on the 

reef. 

Deployed across the shallow waters, in a line 

at right angles to the shore, were the surviving 

amtanks of the Second Armored Amphibian Tank 

company. Just outside the reef, the Navy had 

LCI's cruising watchfully. The Japs sailed straight 

into this trap. The amtanks opened up first with 

75mm fire, and then the LCI's sent automatic 

weapon tracers skimming across the flat waters. 

The J aps were caught. As the barges milled in the 

crossfire, some of their terrified occupants at

tempted to swim ashore-but on the shore alert 

Marine riflemen were waiting. All thirteen barges 

went down, and with them went the Jap troops. 

At 1300 on June 20 ( D plus 5), Marines of 

CT8 reached the 04 phase line, and finally were 

in position to launch the great offensive to the 

north. 

The Twenty-seventh Division, meanwhile, had 

driven around the south shore, captured Aslito air

field, and cut off Nafutan Point. In these tense 

days, during which no Marine or soldier could fail 

to notice ( if not to understand) the sudden ab

sence of much U.S. shipping, the troops on Saipan 

had been annoyed nightly by Japanese air. The 

Nips sent in a small raid on the night of June 18, 

and on the morning of the 19th twelve bi-motored 

J ap fighter-bombers strafed the Marine lines. To 

our considerable amazement, we then discovered 

they were operating off Tinian's Ushi Field- less 

than four miles from our big Corps artillery in-

stallation! Some of the guns were turned around, 

and Ushi Field ceased to be a problem. 

Although casualties had dropped from the 

slaughter of the first two days, the Second Di

vision command was still drawing an unequal 

share of bullets. On D plus 5 Lieutenant Colonel 

Arnold "Johnny" Johnston, hit earlier in the neck, 

took a wound in the legs that sent him back to the 

ships, and Major Harold Throneson of California 

assumed command of 3/ 2. Lieutenant Colonel 

George R. E. Shell, of 2/ 10, also was seriously 

wounded, and had to yield his command to Major 

Kenneth C. Houston. Before that, on D plus 2, 

there had been another casualty-induced shift: 

Lieutenant Colonel Guy Tannyhill had been 

wounded, and Lieutenant Colonel Rathvon M. 

Tompkins of Colorado succeeded him in the lead. 

ership of LT 1/ 29. 

From the moment of its landing on D-Day, 1/ 29 

had been very much in the fight. Yet it had come 

to Saipan under considerable handicaps. Formed 

the previous February, it was a polyglot outfit 

originally designated as the Second Separate In
fantry Battalion. The battalion had had a bare 

month of training for the Saipan operation. En

route, it was redesignated the First Battalion of 

the Twenty-ninth Marines-a Regiment most of 

its men had never heard of ( it was part of the 

forming Sixth Division). In its first five days of 

battle, 1/ 29 took heavy casualties. But its ordeal 

was only beginning. Both death and glory waited 

on the heights of Tapotchau. 

The Battle of the Mountain actually began at 

0600 on D plus 7 ( 22 June). Both CT8 and CT6 

by now had completed their half-turn to the north, 

while the Fourth Division had slashed across to 

Magicienne Bay. The line-up, reading from west 

to east: CT2 ( on tht: beaches and plain), then CT6, 

with 1/ 6 and 3/ 6 in that order, and 2/ 6 in regi-
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mental reserve; CT8, with 1/ 8 tied into 3/ 6, 3/ 8 

next, and 1/ 29 on the extreme right flank, reliev

ing 2/ 8 which had been pulled back in reserve. 

These Marines had fought their way up from the 

plain and the swamps, up from hill to hill, some

times through tangled brush and deceptive clear

ings that proved to be J a p fields of fire, sometimes 

through long ravines with J ap guns in echeloned 

caves. Now they crouched in the high foothills, 

this dawn of 22 June, and confronted the moun

tain itself. 

From these hills and the saucer-like plateau in 

the CT6 area, the final battlements of Tapotchau 

rose almost vertically, in a long, sheer, seldom

indented line on the east, dropping 1,000 feet to 

the Magicienne Bay coastal slope, and in a series 

of scallops on the west. Between these ultimates, 

the cliffs approaching the coruscated peak resem

bled a handful of rusty razor blades, jumbled in 

a box. And they were just as sharp-needled coral 

and lava heads, and limestone crags with a thou

sand cutting edges on every rocky knob. It was no 

country for tanks, or even jeeps. Here, in these 

heady heights of a lost continent, the battle would 

be won or lost by foot soldiers. 

It was tough from the start. Tompkins' Marines 

hit the mountain head-on, driving up the jungled 

valley that rose between two ridges toward 

Tapotchau's crest. On the spurred plateau along 

Tapotchau's western shoulder, 3/ 6 fought across 

the crest of a subsidiary peak ( Mt. Tipo Pale), 

against savage J ap resistance. Patrols ranged 

ahead of the struggling battalions, and they sel

dom came back intact. The J aps were still fighting 

from invisible positions, the incredible network of 

caves and underground forts which had housed 

their artillery during the battle of the beaches. 

The terrain ranged from the improbable to the 

impossible, but somehow the Marines dragged 

themselves up over it, and at the same time fought 

TO DISLODGE JAPS in hills on right, the Marines fire 

shells from 37MM gun. Marine {left) moves machine 

gun to better position. 

JAP MACHINE GUNNER lies dead beside his weapon 

on Saipan. This light machine gun took many Marine 

lives, from Guadalcanal to Okinawa. 
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FLAME SEARS BRIDGE of rock as Marines close in on 

a Jap strong point. Both flamethrowers and demoli

tions proved invaluable on Saipan. 

and hacked their way through gigantic pandanus 

roots that shielded machine-gun nests and seemed 

as big as pyramidal tents and as impenetrable as 

pillboxes. 

It got tougher still on the second day ( 23 June, 

or D plus 8), and the CT8 command moved LT 

2/ 8, which had been following 1/ 29, in reserve, 

to the right to secure the flank of Tompkins' bat

talion. To understand what ensued, it is necessary 

here to describe in some detail the terrain con

fronting the Eighth Marines. Start with the peak 

of Tapotchau. Directly to the south of it, a long 

jungled valley fell away between two high, knife

edged ridges-the real flanks of the mountain. On 

23 June 1/ 29 was starting to push up this valley. 

The assignment for 2/ 8 was to occupy and hold 

the southern tip of the East ridge. To the east of 

this ridge was the rolling terrain of Kagman 

peninsula, above Magicienne Bay. To the west of 

it, beyond the valley, was its companion ridge 

( also CT8 territory) and then the plateau and 

Mount Tipo Pale, where CT6 was in action. 

Until now, the Fourth Marine Division had been 

moving up the east side of the island, in contact 

with the Second Division. But at this point the 

Twenty-seventh Army Division moved in between 

the two Marine outfits. And on the afternoon of 

23 June Major Chamberlin of 2/ 8 visited the 

Army CP and was loaned F Company of the 106th 

Infantry. The plan was to place this company on 

the flank of CT8 and have it establish contact with 

the remainder of its battalion, thus welding a firm 

link between the Second and Twenty-seventh Di

visions. Although this did not succeed, for several 

days the Army company fought on the ridge with 

the Marines and gave an excellent account of it-

. self. This, then, was the situation, terrain and de

ployment, on the night of D plus 8 when word 

came around that CT8, the 106th Army Infantry, 

and the Fourth Division ( now along the extreme 

Eastern coast)° would jump off at 1000 the llext 

morning in a coordinated attack. 

At the appointed hour, CT8 jumped- and so 

did the Fourth Division. The 106th Infantry did 

not, exposing the Fourth Division flank ( the sheer 

ridge protected CT8 t Down in Corps headquar

ters in Charan Kanoa, Lieutenant General H. M. 

Smith issued an order relieving Major General 

Ralph Smith of command of the Twenty-seventh 

Division-thereby setting off a controversy that 

raged from Garapan to Boston and from New 

Guinea to Key West. 

At 1100 on 25 June, after more than sixty un

broken hours of toil and combat, twenty-three 

sweating, bearded Marines broke across the last 
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I crag and stood triumphant on the very peak of Mt. 

Tapotchau. The story of how they got there, how 

they held, and how they finally were reinforced is 

one of remarkable ingenuity and enterprise. Of 

these twenty-three pioneers, twenty-one were mem

bers of the Division Reconnaissance Company

Marines loaned to 1/ 29 when that hard-pressed 

battalion had to commit all three of its depleted 

rifle companies to the line. The twenty-second was 

their commander, Lieutenant Marion M. Drake. 

The twenty-third was Tompkins, who had turned 

over the battalion to his exec in order to personally 

lead this small group to the mountain crest. 

The plan for Tapotchau's capture was devised 

at a hasty conference between CT8's commander, 

Colonel Clarence R. Wallace, and l / 29's Tomp

kins and 2/ 8's Chamberlin. It was decided there 

that early in the morning of 25 June 1/ 29 would 

attack up the valley and try to take the mountain

top from the front, while 2/ 8 ran the ridge. The 

valley turned out to be extremely tough, both in 

terms of terrain and J ap resistance. The ridge, 

oddly enough, was lightly held. 

By 0930 the Marines of 2/ 8 had swept sev

eral hundred yards along the heights and had 

reached the base of the sheer, fifty-foot cliff just 

behind the mountain's peak, that made Topatchau's 

crest look almost like a tank turret. In a way, 2/ 8's 

position was not happy. The battalion was de

ployed in the open, with any J aps on the actual 

crest able to look down its throat. The ridge here 

became a narrow shelf, with a steep drop to the 

east and a nearly sheer fall to the north, where it 

curved around the crest. Chamberlin developed an 

intense and understandable curiosity about the 

amount of force the Nips had above him. Just 

before 1000, he sent a platoon of E Company 

scrambling up the rocky face of the cliff to find 

out. There was nothing on the lip of the cliff. A 

small patrol swept nearly to the crest and came 

CLIMBING AND FIGHTING at the same time, the Ma

rines claw their way up through the barbed brush of 

Tapotchau's peaks. Terrain ranged from bad to awful. 

back to report that the tiny plateau at the very top 

also was unoccupied. 

Meanwhile, in the valley it had become clear to 

Tompkins that a frontal push up the mountain was 

out of the question. He detached the Reconnais

sance Company Marines and went with them, up 

the side of the ridge into the area 2/ 8 had swept 

and then forward to Chamberlin's CP. At about 

llOO the little band of Marines began crawling up 

the cliff to the position where the E Company pla

toon waited. They paused there a moment, and 

then went on-to the absolute crest. 

The Reconnaissance platoon found a twelve

foot square dugout the Japs had abandoned, and 

established positions around it. Tompkins left 
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them there and went back to get 1/ 29, while 2/ 8 

dug in to hold its position and support the valiant 

little group on the mountain top. The platoon of 

E Company held its exposed position, half-way up. 

It was a tense afternoon. Tompkins had the dif

ficult job of disengaging two front-line companies 

and moving them up, in columns of files, by the 

same route he had traveled to reach 2/ 8. He left 

one company in the valley to deceive the J apanese, 

but this deception probably would not have proved 

successful but for the savage fight 3/ 8 was wag

ing against the enemy on the west ridge. Unlike 

2/ 8, Larsen's battalion found its terrain heavily 

defended, and fought for every inch of Tapot

chau's left buttress. 

Back on the shelf behind Tapotchau, Chamber

lin expected the J aps to throw half the mountain 

at him at any minute. In the late afternoon, despite 

3/ 8's continued assault on the other flank of the 

peak, they began trying. J ap positions to the north

west began plastering mortars on E Company. On 

top, the Reconnaissance platoon fought off a 

whole series of small J ap infiltration attacks, kill

ing forty enemy troops and losing three of their 

own men. As the J ap fire increased in intensity, the 

platoon of E Company was driven down to the 

shelf, where 2/ 8 was catching fire but not so much 

of it. 

Just before sundown, Tompkins and his com

panies arrived- and down in the valley l / 29's 

mortar platoon began hurling smoke shells over 

the crest into the J ap positions. From far below 

artillery joined in the support, and 2/ 8 put all of 

its weapons to work. As dusk fell, the Marines of 

1/ 29 clawed their way up the cliff, single file, and 

broke across the top to the relief of the long

besieged Scouts. The battalion did not lose a single 

man in this remarkable scaling job, and despite 

the gathering darkness managed to dig in without 

casualties. Before midnight, the J a ps counter-

attacked-but 1/ 29 was ready for them, and the 

enemy was turned back after some furious fight

mg. 

What kind of Marines captured the crest of 

Tapotchau? One civilian correspondent, Mac R. 

Johnson, climbed the rocky trail to join the Recon

naissance platoon. He wrote: "I spent three hours 

on the highest crag of Tapotchau today, seventy 

minutes of it pinned flat while Japanese snipers 

killed one Marine and wounded two others. I 
wanted to see what breed of men captured this 

peak, which as an observation post commands the 

entire island, and I found assault Marines of un

rivaled fearlessness, courage and tenacity." 

For nine dreadful days the J aps had been able 

to "look down our throats." Now we could look 

down theirs. But the Battle of the Mountain was 

far from over; not even the worst of it. There had 

been a semblance of pattern in the formations we 

had ascended from the south, but to the north 

where the ridges stretched all the way to Marpi 

point the terrain lost continuity in an appalling 

patchwork of unsealable cliffs, pockets deep as 

wells, and blind valleys and ravines. Only the 

mortarmen found it appealing. Said one: "This is 

the greatest mortar country I ever saw, or read 

about in books. Soon as we spot the Nips, we just 

pour mortars on them." For several days after the 

occupation of the crest, 1/ 29 and 2/ 8 were busy 

working their way down from the plateau that 

stretched a short distance north from Tapotchau, 

into the nightmare terrain below. 

Meanwhile, a good deal had been happening on 

the other side of the mountain. On 23 June, as 

previously noted, CT6 had advanced across the 

ridges angling down to the high western plateau, 

with Rentsch's 3/ 6 in the center. The Sixth Ma

rines had advanced another 600 to 900 yards on 
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A JAP COMES OUT of cave beneath this immense boulder as Marine (left) waits to see if he intends to sur

render. A moment later the Jap tried to throw a stick of dynamite and the Marine shot him dead. 

24 June ( D plus 9). Higher in this tangled and 

difficult terrain, on CT6's flank, 1/ 8 and 3/ 8 

moved around the western battlement of the moun

tain, keeping a tenuous contact with 1/ 29. By the 

afternoon of D plus 12 ( 27 June), the swing back 

toward the beaches had begun and 3/ 6 was 

pinched out at noon, leaving 2/ 6 under Hunt and 

1/ 6 under Jones in the line.* 

While the terrain on the eastern slant of 

,:, A detailed account of the progress of 1/ 6 will be found in 
Robert Sherrod's On to Westward (Duell, Sloan and Pearce ) . 

Tapotchau prevented use of any machines that 

could not be carried by marching men, the bat

talions fighting along the plateau got some tank 

and a good deal of rocket-truck support. When 1/ 6 

was halted by J aps in echelon positions in a rear

ing limestone cliff, the rocket men from the Regi

mental Weapons company lined up one of their 

trucks in a burned out canefield far below and 

blasted the position with good effect. 

From the top of Tapotchau the mountain bat

talions began to pivot to the left, angling back 
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toward the curving northwest coast above Gara pan, 

back toward Tanapag harbor. In the two-dozen 

square miles of descending cliffs they at last were 

solidly against the J aps' interior defenses, and at 

grips with their real objective-investment of 

these heights whose mountain guns forbade a 

coastal advance to occupy the shattered city and 

its strategic harbor. From the windswept crests 

they moved down into a strange lost world so fan 

tastically made that even the unimaginative J apa

nese referred to it as "The Valley of Hell." 

The descent from the Tapotchau plateau was an 

agony in itself. One battalion of CT8 had to swing 

down a sheer precipice, a crevice in the cliff no 

wider than a man's shoulders-and for desperate 

days there was no route for evacuation of casual

ties except back up this painful trail, where litters 

had to be lifted foot by foot as up a gaint staircase. 

And the Division was still taking casualties

twenty-six killed, ninety-two wounded, as noted 

earlier, on 23 June; thirty-one killed, 105 wounded 

on 24 June; thirty-six killed, 150 wounded, on 

25 June; twenty-two killed, 119 wounded, on 

26 June; twenty-four killed, 123 wounded, on 

27 June; fifty-four killed, 130 ~ounded on 28 

June. 

On Guadalcanal patrols of ten had utilized one 

or two members as "points of fire"-usually vol

unteers. Now every Marine was a point of fire. The 

J ap snipers hidden in the rocks or trees, protecting 

the echeloned positions, were revealed only when 

they shot. Marines died alone, in the hot sun, to 

lie for hours on the cruel rocks before discovery 

by their comrades. And these no longer were 

crack Marine troops, physically fresh and psycho

logically eager. They had been ashore twelve to 

sixteen days, always under fire and never out of 

the front lines more than thirty hours. The original 

units making up the battalions had dwindled. Re

placements sent up from the shore party had to be 

co-ordinated, and sometimes trained in the sim

plest principles of mountain fighting. Corporals 

and sergeants were commanding platoons which 

had left the ships under lieutenants, and lieuten

ants were commanding the companies once led by 

captains. There had been no hot meals, nor even 

water for washing. The Marines were wearing 

board-stiff uniforms in which they had come 

ashore, eating the dismal K rations, and sleeping 

-if at all-under the constant menace of the 

Japanese or the maddening thrusts of mosquitoes. 

On 29 June (D plus 14) the great clamp was 

nearly forged, and the piston was poised for the 

final thrust. The blind-tired Marines of CT6 and 

1/ 8 and 3/ 8 moved down from the jungled slopes 

west of the mountain plateau to nearly envelop 

Garapan and form a tight line across the rolling 

hills above Tanapag harbor-a line whose right 

flank tied into the Marines of 1/ 29 and 2/ 8, still 

slashing through the ravines. Down along Radio 

Road, in the ruins of Garapan, Marines who had 

fought an entirely different kind of battle looked 

up at the hills wearily and wished their comrades 

Godspeed. The Battle of the Plain was almost over, 

too, for the Guadalcanal and Tarawa veterans of 

the Second Marine Regiment. 
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BA NZAI AFTF.llM .nH 

THROUGH THE STREETS OF 
GARAPAN 
THE MARINES APPLY A GIGANTIC CLAMP TO SAIPAN'S HEART 

The Battle of the Plain had not been the easiest 

battle in the world, but the men of the Second 

Regiment-secure in earlier glories-did not be

grudge CT8 its costly victories in the mountains, 

or CT6 its savage crossing of the plateau. The 

Battle of the Plain really got under way when 

Colonel Stuart's regiment turned left-at right 

angles-on D plus 1 to begin a parade through a 

fantastic wonderland of surrendering civilians, 

dotted with homes and shrines and even a Chris-

tian cemetery. The parade began and ended with 

sharp battles, and there were many skirmishes in

terspersed. 

North from Charan Kanoa the narrow coastwise 

airstrip provided a natural military highway of 

supply, and behind the airstrip, in the marshy 

land where the J aps had planted seedling cedars in 

an apparent bulwark against typhoon and tidal 

wave, not unlike the plantings on highway cuts in 

the United States, the Second Marine Division 
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TOWN OF GARAPAN looked like this before Marine invasion. As CT2 moved up the plain from airstrip, Navy 

established its hospital in the once-luxurious J apa

nese radio station. Beyond the airstrip, in a clump 
of eucalyptus trees bordering the beach road to 

Garapan, General Watson established the Divi

sion's permanent command post, among gigantic 

boulders washed down from Tapotchau hundreds 

or perhaps thousands of years before. 

The battalions pushing north along the plain

actually the terrain was gently rolling, rather than 

perfectly flat-didn't meet many J aps in the three

mile gap between the Division CP and the outskirts 
of Garapan, once the initial night counterattacks 

were repulsed. In the general offensive of D plus 

2, the Second Marine battalions had moved along 

the coast to the 02 line, almost directly west of the 

peak of Tapotchau. For the next five days, action 

was limited to patrolling as the Marines of CT6 

and CT8 wheeled toward the mountain. But this 
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shelled Garapan and almost leveled it. The Japanese command post was located at left on Mutcho Point. 

did not mean quiet and security for the Second. As 

long as the Japs held the mountain heights, they 

continued to pour shells and mortars down on the 

coastal strip. The Division CP was shelled morn

ing and night, and ten days after D-Day the bar

rages were still falling on Marines who would 

infinitely have preferred a chance to fight back to 

just sitting tight. 

Throughout much of the campaign, the plain 

was more interesting for its revelations of the na

tive life of Saipan than for its military adventures. 

Not long after the invasion, civil affairs officers 

established the first compound for civilian prison

ers of war in a clearing in the seedlings near the 

radio station. The Saipan natives were Chamorros, 

small, brown-skinned Pacific people who genu

inely welcomed our attack. Most of them had ( or 

had had) family ties with the Chamorros of Guam, 
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BATTLE OF THE PLAIN finds Marines moving slowly through rolling terrain just south of Garapan as other 

regiments attack across the crest of mountain. This area, bordering the sea, had many small farms. 

and understood the meaning of U.S. rule. The 

J aps had made virtual slaves of them. 
Thousands of the natives lost their homes in the 

battle that raged over the fruitful fields and gar

dens below the mountain. Many were hurt in the 

cross-fire of U.S. and Japanese arms. But they 

were for the most part uncomplaining, confident 

that this trial would end and that a new era of lib

erty and security awaited them. Moving among 

them, throughout the campaign, was a valuable 
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emissary of good will-a young Chamorro we had 

rescued from the Japs on Kwajalein and who had 
since become a Marine mascot. Little "Mike" wore 

full Marine uniform, and he proudly assured his 

compatriots that the Marines were the world's fin

est people. 
But the Chamorros were not the only more or 

less permanent residents of the plain. The dead 

were there, too. North of the Chamorro compound 

the Marines had established a huge ammunition 

dump. On the night of D plus 6, at about 2100, it 

exploded. The dump became a molten furnace of 

continuous explosions, and all night long shells 

soared out of it, in all directions. There is no ac

curate count of resulting casualties, but there were 

a good many. A few were among Marines who had 
been working for several days in the Second Di

vision cemetery, only a few hundred yards north 

of the dump. This was no cemetery of clipped 

green lawns and marble stones and sweet flower 

odors, where people paid hollow homage to the 

dead. 
The day after the explosion of the dump, cor

respondents visiting the cemetery found brown, 

half-naked corpsmen valiantly carrying out their 

grim tasks under the direction of Major Charles 

Janvier of Louisiana and Captain Orien W. Todd, 

the San Diego Marine who had been Division rec

reation officer at Camp Tarawa on Hawaii. Nearly 

500 members of the Division already lay beneath 

the ugly gray dirt of this narrow square, bounded 
by a single strand of barbed wire. On the inland 

side, a bulldozer ground hack and forth, scooping 

out an immense pit, fifty feet long, ten wide and 

six deep. By its side, on soiled stretchers, lay all 

that remained of a dozen Marines. Some had died 
in the rocks on the mountains. Others had been 

blown into twisted, terrible pieces. The smell was 

overwhelming. Janvier and Todd looked grim. 

They had been doing this for more than five 

NEARING GARAPAN, riflemen from CT2 advance 

cautiously through a grove of trees where Japs are 

fighting stubborn rear guard action. 

IN GARAPAN SUBURBS Second Division Marines get 

their first taste of house-to-house combat. 

days, their corps of aides searching each mangled 
body, removing identification tags and preparing 

charts which actually made each huge pit into a 

row of separate graves. Many more Marines would 

he laid to rest in that cemetery, and in others on 
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FLANKING GARAPAN, tank and infantry teams blast Jap strongpoints inland from city along low foothills. 

Plain proved excellent "tank country," and rocket trucks also operated in support of infantry. 

Saipan, before the battle was won. Marines who 

had fought on Guadalcanal and at Tarawa; Ma

rines who a few months ago had been down-faced 

kids in small American towns. Marines who had 

"moved on to westward." 

The Second Marines had inched their lines up 

the edge of Garapan's suburbs by the evening of 

June 23. The next morning, at 0800 (D plus 9), 
they finally got the go ahead to invade the city

the first honest-to-God city under American at-

tack in the Pacific. Two battalions had the job-

3/ 2 on the left, under Throneson, and 1/ 2, under 

Kyle. Throneson's Marines were the first to catch 

opposition, from a suicidal Japanese rear guard. 

As they moved into the first rows of shacky houses, 

along winding dirt roads above the leveled water

front area, the Japs opened up with machine-gun, 

rifle and mortar fire. This was what CT2 Marines 

had been waiting for. They charged, overrunning 

the defenders while their own mortar platoon, set 

up on a small knoll nearby, gave them enthusiastic 
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support. The push on the left was an unqualified 

and relatively easy success-by nightfall LT 3/ 2 

had reached the 05 line, which was a major 

Garapan street running crossways of the island. 

At only one point, a Buddhist Shrine called 

"Hongan Temple Park," had the Japs offered 

really substantial resistance. The Marine maps 

coded the 05 line as "Radio Road," a name it pos

sibly still bears. On the right, in Garapan's outer 

suburbs, Kyle's battalion had more trouble. Meet

ing intense J ap opposition on a crown-topped hill, 
the 1/ 2 Marines attacked with flame-throwers and 

rifle platoons and by 1600 had occupied the crest 

and brought their line up to the day's objective. 

But the Japs weren't quite ready to write off 

Garapan. 

Massing in the northern part of the city, they 

counterattacked in the late afternoon behind seven 

tanks. As the fury of the assault grew, Division as

signed a provisional battalion, under Major Fran

cis X. Beamer, formed from Shore Party person

nel to support Lieutenant Colonel Richard Nut

ting's 2/ 2, which had been in Regimental reserve. 

Aided by the 75mm self-propelled guns of the 

Regimental Weapons company, and utilizing both 

hand and rifle grenades and bazookas, the CT2 

line company Marines beat back the Jap assault 

and destroyed six of the tanks. 

In the week-long lull that followed this attack, 

the foremost Marine command post on Saipan 

was that of 3/ 2's L Company, under a black

haired Bostonian named Captain Robert O'Brien. 

It was located less than 100 yards behind Radio 

Road, on a broad avenue paralleling the shore 

which the Marines had named "Broadway." For a 

forward CP, it was gaudily equipped. The push 

into Garapan had given the Marines their first 

battle practice in house-to-house fighting. It also 

had given them a wonderful opportunity to collect 

souvenirs. O'Brien's CP was comfortably up-

A BATTALION COMMANDER who had been twice 
wounded hobbles back to direct final push. 

holstered with an extravagantly figured Japanese 

mattress, silk-sheeted and soft as a cloud. 

O'Brien's Marines were colorfully clad in silk 

kimonos, silk pants, or fanciful obis. Some of 

them lolled comfortably under big pink parasols. 

Others wobbled about the now-quiet streets on 

captured J ap bicycles. The final musical-comedy 

touch was provided when L Company's radioman 

had occasion to call battalion, using the code name 

assigned to 3/ 2: "Musclebound! Musclebound! 

This is Musclebound Love! Overrrr!" 

[213] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



SCATTERED LIKE LEAVES by Naval shelling, metal rooftops of Garapan make a crazy wilderness for Marines 

of CT2, shown picking their way through "business district." Snipers hid under the rubble, had to be dug out. 

If it appears that the Marines of CT2 were en

joying their brief hiatus from battle, the impres

sion is correct. But most of them, after the first 

day of joyful investigation, would have preferred 

to be in the hills or on the mountain. The waiting 

was onerous, and every Marine along Radio Road 

and to the north in Kyle's crescent-shaped line 

knew that a tough fight was in prospect, once CT6 

and CT8 were in position. Directly ahead of 1/ 2 

stood a great, sugar-loaf-shaped limestone hill, 

rearing out of the eastern Garapan residential dis

trict like a Pacific Gibraltar. That would have to 

be taken. Above and behind it was another hill, 

surmounted by a lighthouse--Observatory Hill, 

the Marines finally named it. That, too, would 

have to be taken before the piston could be driven 

home, but that was a chore for CT6. 

Some mention has been made earlier of the 

problems faced by CT6, fighting along a plateau 

constantly furrowed by ravines and ridges running 

from the high mountain down to the sea. Colonel 

James P. Riseley had moved his command post to 

Mount Tipo Pale soon after CT6 captured it, on 
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CAPTURED JAPANESE are marched toward prisoner stockade along road ground to powdery dust by Marine 

vehicles. These Japs are soldiers, not civilians. As in other battles, many Japs chose suicide. 

D plus 7. By 25 June (D plus 10), 1/ 6 had moved 

forward several thousand yards, with 3/ 6 on its 

right, tied into 1/ 8 high on the mountainside. A 

jeep track wound uphill and down, in and out of 

the draws and ravines, from the Regimental CP 

to the battalion command posts. On the morning 

of the 25th, a bypassed Japanese sniper added to 

the Second Division's already impressive toll of 

command casualties: Lieutenant Colonel Kenneth 

McLeod, who had taken 3/ 6 ashore at Tarawa and 

then had occupied Apamama, was shot dead while 

traversing this risky route. McLeod had come · to 

Saipan as Riseley's executive officer. (A few days 

earlier another lieutenant colonel, Ralph E. 
Forsyth, executive officer of the Tenth Marines, 

had died in a fierce counter-battery exchange.) 

From Tipo Pale, Jones and Rentsch pushed 

their tired but efficient battalions over successive 

ridges, held up sometimes by echeloned Jap ma
chine guns, pausing sometimes to clean out caves 

and clear ravines of enfilading fire. Then, like 3/ 2 

in Garapan's ruins below, CT6 also had to wait 

while CT8 completed its agonizing task of skinning 

the Japs off Saipan's knife-edged mountains. On 
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29 June another provisional company was formed 

from Shore Party personnel and sent over Ta

potchau in support of the Eighth Marines. Two 

days later, on 1 July, the time was almost at hand 

for the Division-wide push to the sea. 

Down from the dreadful ordeal of Tapotchau 

came the grimy, red-eyed and relatively unsung 

heroes of LT 3/8-a battalion that had fought 

around the cone of Tapotchau on its western side 

and then had sheared across the jagged peaks at 

the side of 1/ 29. This was the battalion Major 

Larsen had taken at the water's edge, when Lieu

tenant Colonel Miller was injured. It was now 

sadly depleted, but its record shone. Without its 

flank support, Tompkins might never have taken 

Tapotchau's crest. Without its steady and deter

mined progress on the fiercely defended western 

ridge, the whole campaign might have buckled. 

Up to the mountains to relieve 3/ 8 went Nut

ting's 2/ 2, which for several days had been 

resting in the reserve position of CT2, after plug

ging numerous holes in the first days of the cam

paign. The tank companies of the Second Tank 

Battalion were moved up the treacherous, bull

dozed roads that now circled Tapotchau and into 

the lines of 1/ 29, 2/ 8, 2/ 2, and 1/ 8. Just before 

dusk the battle order came from Division: "Co

ordinated attack_, 2 July. CT6 and CT8, jumpoff 

at 0830. CT2, jump off at 1030." 

On this climactic dawn the Marines of the 

mountain were fighting principally on esprit de 

corps. They were physically tired beyond any nor

mal conception of fatigue, and they were so 

exhausted mentally that they scarcely sought to 

make conversation in their nightly bivouacs. But, 

as they dragged themselves into position for the 

jump-off, they were buoyed by the vision of the 

sea, shimmering far below; and by the presence 

of the tanks, finally here to help them in the last 

great drive to victory. At 0830 they started down 

the narrow valleys, seemingly lifeless in the sun. 

As they deployed, the ridges suddenly crackled 

with rifle and machine-gun fire, and Marines went 

down like wheat before the whirlwind. Pull back. 

Regroup. Flank the fire and push ahead. Blast the 

caves. So it went, slow but steady, deadly but de

cisive, for the Marines of CT8. All that long, 

paralyzingly hot day they drove forward, tanks 

rumbling along in support, 75's roaring. There 

were plenty of casualties, among them Lieutenant 

Colonel Tompkins, who was succeeded in com

mand of 1/ 29 by the CT8 executive officer, Lieu

tenant Colonel Jack P. Juhan. But nightfall found 

them strung across the rounded hills below the 

mighty ledges they had conquered, Garapan's 

smoldering ruins in sight off to their left. They 

had circled the city and nearly forged the frame 

of the clamp. Tomorrow they could complete it. 

Like CT8, the Marines of CT6-l / 6 and 3/ 6-

had jumped off at 0830. The first hours were not 

too bad. Rentsch's 3/ 6 pushed along, almost due 

north, through the foothills behind Garapan. 

Jones's 1/ 6 wheeled slightly to come up against 

the eastern base of Sugar Loaf Hill, along toward 

noon. On their left were the helmeted, grimy vet

erans of Kyle's 2/ 2, forming an arc around the 

Loaf's long, southern side. Kyle's men already 

had fought a severe skirmish which came to be 

known as the "Battle of Flame-Tree Hill." 

When the 1030 jumpoff time came for CT2, no 

linked assault battalions ever faced more com

pletely differing problems than 3/ 2 and 2/ 2. In 
front of Throneson's 3/ 2, on the shore, was the 

long, flat surface of Garapan, like a crushed ant

hill under a carpet of autumn leaves. The concrete 

buildings of the business district had been shat

tered by thousands of bombs and shells, until only 

ragged sections of wall still stood. Between these 

somber monuments the ground, nearly every inch 

[216] 

I 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



I 

I 
I 
I 

THIS IS MAIN STREET in Garapan after Naval shelling and Marine attack. Japs are still defending shambles 

in distance as Marines (left center) race forward toward northern boundary of city and Tanapag harbor. 

of it, was covered with twisted sheets of tin, the 

corrugated roofs that once had shielded the city's 

15,000 inhabitants from tropical storms-but not 

from high explosives. 

Before 2/ 2 was a smallish, flower-covered hill, 
like a bright bouquet against the ominous gray 

sandbank of Sugar Loaf. It was full of J aps, under 

the flaring red blossoms of its tropical flame trees, 

and the Marines knew it. But they were not sorry 

to leave a command post area that was haunted by 

the memory of a tragic accident a few days before. 

A Navy torpedo bomber had been shot down by 

enemy fire and had crashed directly into the CP, 

killing several Marines. 

On the dot at 1030, as the Marines of 3/ 2 be

gan moving up "Broadway" from "Radio Road," 

Kyle's halftracks swept toward "flame-tree hill," 

and behind them came the riflemen of A Company. 

They took the hill in one furious assault, against 

Jap machine guns. Then they stopped and looked 

across the bare valley floor to Sugar Loaf. No one 

then had seen ( or even conceived) of Iwo Jima. 

Sugar Loaf was a prelude, a stone mountain hol

lowed into a fortress. The J aps were prepared to 

defend it. 

The two battalions of the two regiments-1/ 2 

and 1/ 6-were prepared to attack it. The rifle 

companies moved down the slopes, 1/ 2 from the 
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THE WEARY AND THE DEAD return from the front. 

These Tarawa veterans are carrying the body of an

other Betio survivor to the rear. 

AT REGIMENTAL 'OP,' Marines watch attack jump off 

while regimental commander, Colonel Walter Stuart 

of CT2 (left), telephones instructions. 

arboreal riot of the newly captured hill; 1/ 6 out 

of the green and purple shrubbery to the east. On 

the heights, the Marine half-tracks dusted the 

flaky sides of the fortress with 75's, and the J aps 

fired hack from the caverns, sepia blotches on the 

cliff face. As the half-encircling arc was tightened 

around the base of the great outcropping, the J aps 

spotted knee-mortar shells around the Marine line 

like pencil dots on a compassed circle. 

Somewhere along that line, a private bellied 

forward over a rock and a bullet struck him in the 

left eye, just under his spotted helmet, and tore 

away the whole top of his head, jerking the helmet 

off into the dust. The blood spattered on the white 

rocks, and on the uniform of a sergeant who had 

been moving at the private's side. The sergeant 

stood up suddenly and yelled. He yelled at an

other Marine, ten feet away, but a lot of Marines 

heard him. 

"Goddam it, Mac," the sergeant bawled, "let's 

go up and get these bastards!" 

The Marines came up from their bellies and 

surged up against the cliff, moving up among its 

rocks, circling and digging their way toward the 

caves. They clutched stony knobs and threw gre

nades with their free hands, pinning themselves 

against the rock, and they silenced the caves. Lieu

tenant Bob Maher, who had inherited Baker com

pany when its captain was wounded, took his men 

up one side of the cliff. Captain Lou Brooks took 

Able company up the other. And on the eastern 

slope, Lieutenant Raymond Graves led Able com

pany of 1/ 6 up the fearsome cliff and was 
wounded in the charge. ( Graves was the fourth 

commander of A/ 6 to be killed or wounded in 

the battle of Saipan.) 

Marines were shot dead by the J aps as they 

scaled the walls, to fall limp and lifeless to the 

rocks below. Marines were wounded and fell also, 

to die when their bodies shattered on the cruel 
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boulders. But Marines were gomg over the top, 

and as they did so twenty wild-eyed J aps, desert

ing prepared positions which pointed only one 

way-the wrong way-ran at them in a shrieking, 

futile banzai charge. The Marines flopped on their 

stomachs and their Garands and carbines and 

BARs played a symphony of death. That night 1/ 2 

camped in the shellholes our own artillery had 

dug on the rock monument's flinty crest, and they 

killed a few more Japs who had hidden in the 

many hallways of the caves. 

Meanwhile, the balance of 1/ 6 and the Ma

rines of 3/ 6 swept on to the north and west across 

the cultivated, flat-topped hill behind Sugar Loaf 

where the J ap lighthouse stood. The lighthouse was 

a poor fortress, but the Japanese tried to defend 

it. In .its concrete basement they had mounted 

many rapid-fire weapons, using huge circular 

ammunition drums like the old-fashioned Lewis 

gun. The Marines killed them behind their guns 

and CT6 settled down for the night on soft, well

cleared ground-but ground made dangerous by 

our own unexploded rocket and mortar shells. 

The attacks hy CT8, CT6 and 1/ 2 had little 

similarity to the drive through Garapan town. Al

though the area ahead of 3/ 2 had been thoroughly 

patrolled for days, the laps-anticipating our of

fensive-had filtered down the night before to es

tablish final defensive positions. Two hundred 

yards from our jump-off point on Radio Road, the 

Japs opened up. There weren't many of them, but 

they had the light, portable machine gun which 

slightly resembles our BAR and is carried by a 

carved wood handle like the grip on a Gladstone 

bag. They fired from the half-dissolved walls of 

the buildings and faded back into shell pits to fire 

again. It was slow, hot work for the Marines. 

"Broadway" curved slightly, and below it "Main" 

was a ghost street. The Marines picked their way 

through the rubble between these avenues, prefer-

IN DIVISION HOSPITAL Navy doctors and corpsmen 

operate on a seriously wounded Marine. Hospital 

was set up in Japanese radio station. 

IN AMBULANCE JEEPS natives and even Japs are 

carried to safety. Here Chamorro woman nurses 

baby while wounded Jap lies on top litter (right). 
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CLOSING VISE ON JAPS above Garapan, a half-track moves into position to blast enemy strongpoint as Ma

rines emerge from the mountains and begin drive to the sea. Japanese did not make last-ditch fight in Garapan. 

ring the sweaty job of climbing and descending to a 

march down a perfect field of fire two miles long. 

That night they held more than half of the city, 

and the Battalion CP was established in a bomb 

crater beside the undamaged wall, marked by 

Gothic arched windows, of the Spanish Catholic 

Church of Garapan. Across "Broadway" was the 

wreckage of the Bank of Taiwan. Behind the CP 

was all that remained of a theater. Inside the 

church, the Marines were shocked to find that the 

face of Christ had been blown away by shellfire. 

This was the day. The 3rd day of July, 1944-
D plus 18. 
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The mountain battalions of CT8 started early, 

down through the last spined escarpments and 

tangled valleys which tapered to the coastal plain 

like the curved fingers of a half-closed hand. Be

yond the troops, where the ridges flattened at last 

into tables of cane, the shells burst in tight pat

terns, sending up monuments of rock and sand, 

dissolving and recurring, to be silhouetted against 

the transparent blue waters of Tanapag harbor. 

The harbor itself was framed in smoke, on the left 

by the black billows from sunken, blazing hulks of 

Japanese merchant ships; on the right by the pale 

vapor of a hot gasoline fire at the shattered Tana

pag seaplane base. The smoke spread and 

smudged in the windless heat, drifting in toward 

the mountains from the harbor fires and obscuring 

the ruins of Gara pan town. 

At the same time, the Marines of CT6 began 

their descent from the red-earthed valleys beyond 

Observatory Hill, still inside of the wide-ranging 

battalions of CT8, inside and closer to the water. 

There was no storybook smartness to the men of 

these two combat teams, stumbling down the draws 

and across cruel rock outcroppings. Dirt and 

sweat had caked their spotted dungarees into a 

monotone, and stiffened them so they bent only at 

the elbows and knees, like coats of mail. The dust 

had settled in the deepening lines of their faces 

and in the hollows of their eyes. It formed a sort 

of mudpack in their untrimmed, stubbled beards. 

Their haunted eyes returned always to the 

blue sheen of the harbor, and all of them were 

driven by a terrible urgency to reach the shore. 

The shore meant many things. It meant cool water 

to bathe in and soft earth as a cradle. It meant vic

tory, the completion of a terrible and costly mis

sion. For nineteen days and eighteen nights they 

had fought the Japanese and the terrain of Saipan. 

Down in Garapan town, CT2 also had jumped 

off soon after dawn from "27th and Broadway," 

DEAD IN THEIR iRENCHES, Japs on "Observatory 

Hill" are left to lie in the sun until battle ends. 

DEAD ON THE BEACHES, Japs who staged Banzai 

are cut down along sea as well as in caneflelds. 

north of the battalion CP- the most advanced 

point of the line reached the night before. The 

J a ps were still fighting in the rubble of their 

Oceana headquarters. Progress was slow in the 

morning hours, and by early afternoon there was 

still 600 yards to go for the Marines of 3/ 2 who 

already had taken thirty-seven casualties. At the 
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L Company command post a Division bandsman 

carried in, with the help of a comrade, a litter with 

a wounded Marine. The bandsman, a corporal 

named Harry Drendall, sank down by the waver

ing concrete wall of the CP and picked up a J ap 

accordion. The thin music seemed strangely in

congruous, with bullets whining constantly, some

times near by and sometimes far away. 

On the front line, less than 100 yards ahead of 

the company CP, two Sherman tanks straddled 

"Broadway" and blasted with their 75's at a Japa

nese house a city block to the north. There, a little 

earlier, the Japs had run up a white flag. When 

the Marines rose from their holes, the Japs opened 

up with machine-gun fire. 

While 3/ 2 was pushing across the rubbled busi

ness district, Kyle's conquerors of Sugar Loaf 

cut their way through the residential areas on 

the eastern shelf of the city. They surged around 

the great Royal Palm Park, where, on a forty-foot 

shaft, was the double life-size statue of a Jap 

statesman, dressed in Western clothing. They 

sheared over the gentle ridge where the homes of 

the wealthier, Mainland Japanese were spread in 

neat, landscaped rows. These homes were splin

tered, but not in the manner of the houses in the 

flat below. They still retained their essential shape, 

and some of them still had unmarred, ornamental 

gardens. Delicate, modeled concrete bridges 

crossed tiny burbling brooks, and shell-shocked 

tropical fish floated belly-up on the now-dirty 

waters of decorated ponds. 

Japanese snipers fought from these abandoned 

dwellings, but they were in a hurry now, and they 

retreated before the hungry Marines, working 

back toward the narrowing escape route to the 

north. As the afternoon wore on, Jones's 1/ 6-

cutting toward the sea-pinched out Kyle's tired 

troopers. Higher up in the ridges, CT8 was still 

having the most trouble. Like CT2 and CT6, the 

Eighth Marines and the forces attached to them-

2/ 2 and 1/ 29-had paused at noon to rest and 

regroup. Now, in the general resumption of the 

attack at 1630 ( this was front-wide), the General 

Shermans began to rumble down the last hill to

ward the flat canefield below, as Marine mortars 

whuffied overhead. Suddenly there was a flurry of 

movement at the base of the hill, among the cane

stalks and in the ditches around the fields. The 

flurry became a wave of scrambling bodies, and 

then the whole field was alive with J aps in di !;

ordered flight. 

The riflemen of CT8 fell to their knees, shooting 

furiously; getting up to run forward and shoot 

again; the whole line sweeping down, rifles sing

ing, BARs chattering frenziedly, as though they 

could not throw bullets fast enough. The 75's on 

the tanks roared again and again, making the 

Shermans rock on their treads, and the mortars 

and artillery, registering quickly, built an explo

sive wall around the trapped Japanese. "Kill the 

bastards!" one battalion commander shouted. 

"Get the sons of bitches!" There was fierce joy in 

his face, and in the faces of all the Marines. Thi!; 

was a moment of Old Testament vengeance, iu 

which the enemy fin ally was revealed. 

The tanks ground down into the canefield, and 

the Marines moved with them or ahead of them, 

their weariness forgotten, ignoring the J ap rifles 

and machine guns which still spoke from the 

ditches in the field, overwhelming the occasional 

banzai attackers who ran toward them screaming 

and waving Samurai swords. The Jap bodies piled 

up in the canebrakes and were tumbled through 

the ditches. The tanks passed over them, and the 

Marines paused only to whisk away a battle flag 

or a sword. Satisfying as this engagement proved 

to Marines who had long fought an invisible en

emy, its turmoil was sufficient to stop CT8 a few 

hundred yards sho1t of the Tanapag Harbor shore 
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SECOND DIVISION OBJECTIVES-Garapan and Tanapag and the heights of Tapotchau-are secured on 

3 July, the Marines reaching the sea at the right of smoke column. This, however, did not mean end of fighting. 

that night of 3 July. Not so CT2 and CT6. 

Tlie two battalions engaged in this final push-

3/ 6 and 3/ 2-were once again under their origi

nal commanders. At about the same hour on 3 

July, Lieutenant Colonel Easley, who had been 

wounded on D Day, and Lieutenant Colonel John

ston, who had been wounded twice, returned to 

duty. At 1630 3/ 6 began to drive for Tanapag 

harbor, pinching out 1/ 6 to move flank to flank 

with 3/ 2, which had jumped off the line just north 

of "27th Street." 

Both of these battalions had functioned well 

and had been excellently led during their com

. manders' absence. Even so, the return of Easley 

and Johnston--both still suffering from the after-

effects of their wounds-had an inspirational ef

fect on the Marines in the line. On "27th Street," 

the word went from group to group: "Hey! You 

guys know 'Slaughterhouse' is back?" A puzzled 

correspondent was told that ."Slaughterhouse" was 

Lieutenant Colonel Johnston. 

"He's dead but he won't lie down," the sergeant 

who had brought the news said. "Crazy gyrene 

bastard!" 

"How' d he get off the ship?" another voice 

asked. 
"Told 'em he had a 'desk' job ashore and got 

'em to mark him 'effective,' " the sergeant said. 

"They lowered him over the side in a litter. Then 

they had him tied down in Division hospital for 
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LYING WHERE HE FELL, the body of a dead Marine 

is marked by his upended rifle (note dead Jap in 

trench). During battle, burials had to be delayed. 

IN DIVISION CEMETERY where most Marines eventu

ally were laid to rest, three survivors-one wounded 

-pay tribute to buddies who died on Saipan. 

awhile, but the docs couldn't hold him. Stole a 

jeep and drove up here today. Stampin' around 

down there now with one gimp leg and a J ap 

cane!" 

These Marines slashed forward a few minutes 

later, into the smoky distance, spreading around 

the sniper-filled house and then rushing into en

velop it with fire, disappearing beyond it, their 

rifles now crackling, now silent. Two hours later 

they were through the last houses, fanning out over 

the burned Japanese barracks of Mutcho Point, 

past the abandoned concrete Japanese Naval com

mand post, on and on to the curving, southern 

shore of Tanapag. 

At about the same time, as the sun balanced on 

the horizon like a bright marble on a ruler, the 

Marines of 3/ 6 crossed the tiny, narrow-gauge 

railroad that paralleled the coast, broke through 

the trees lining the coastal road, and spread over 

the shattered concrete apron of the great J ap sea

plane base. It was deserted, save for one or two 

snipers. On its broad, cratered surface were the 

burned wrecks of eight huge Kawinichi four

engined bombers. For a moment, the Marines 

clustered around them. Then they left the planes 

to tramp slowly over to the scummy waters of the 

harbor. Kneeling, they dipped their crusted h"eads 

and grimy, black-nailed hands. 

Standing off shore were the transports the Ma

rines had left in the dark, scarce-remembered 

dawn of 15 June. 

"Son of a bitch," said a Marine private, to no 

one in particular. "Tomorow's the Fourth of 

July." 

The Battle of Saipan was not over, but on In
dependence Day, 1944, the Second Marine Divi

sion had accomplished its mission. That morning 

the battalions of CT8 came down to the sea from 

their canefield bivouac, and the Division was once 

again united-and relatively at peace. The Japa-
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nese garrison area of Mutcho Point looked like 

circus day in a small town. J ap battle flags were 

festooned in most of the splintered trees. Near a 

captured ammunition revetment, a group of Ma

rines sat in the shade and played fearfully un

musical Japanese "Polydor" and "Nippon-phone" 

records on a captured J ap phonograph. Inside the 

blockhouse which had sheltered the Jap command 

the Marines found hundreds of cans of delicious 

crabmeat-wet pack. 

Back at Charan Kanoa, a war correspondent, 

writing of the Second Division's great sweep to 

the sea, said: "No bells were tolled; no people 

ran into the streets to welcome the troops; no flow

ers were thrown." The Marines of the Second Di

vision expected none of these things. There had 

been none at Guadalcanal and none at Tarawa. 

They were content, that July 4, with very little. 

Rest, in the shade. A chance to wash and shave. 

A swim in the ocean. A can of crabmeat. And, 

finally, the excited exchange of battle stories, one 

battalion to another, one regiment to another. 

There were plenty to tell, but perhaps the best 

one was known only to J ones's battalion, which 

was camped inshore, partly on the sloping red 

hills. It was only an incident of the campaign

but it was the kind of incident that made the Sec

ond Division a great division. 

Scene: The rugged hills just beyond Tipo Pale, 

in the CT6 sector. Time: 0200 of 25 June. Per

sonnel: Three machine-gunners-PFC Harold G. 

Epperson of Ohio, Corporal Malcom Jonah of 

Connecticut, and PFC Edward Bailey of Washing

ton. Action: J ap counterattack. Subject: Heroism. 

The J ap attack was not in great force, but it 

came suddenly and savagely against the lines of 

C Company, 1/ 6. The night was black, the jungle 

was very close, and the J aps were almost upon 

the Marines before they were spotted. Corporal 

. Jonah's machine gun emplacement was directly in 

their path. Young Harold Epperson manned the 

gun, in the :-vords of a subsequent citation, "with 

determined aggressiveness, fighting furiously in 

defense of his battalion's position and maintain

ing a steady stream of devastating fire against 

rapidly infiltrating hostile troops, to aid materi

ally in breaking the abortive attack." 

But that was only the beginning of the story. As 

Epperson's hot machine-gun continued to belch 

bullets, a J ap body lying near its muzzle suddenly 

came alive. The Japanese sprang up and to one 

side and hurled a hand grenade directly into the 

emplacement. Before Jonah or Bailey could move, 

Epperson dived headlong on the missile, spread

ing his body over it deliberately to absorb the ter

rible blast and save the lives of his comrades. To 

quote the citation again : "Stout-hearted and in

domitable in the face of certain death, PFC Ep

person fearlessly yielded his own life that his able 

comrades might carry on the relentless battle 

against a ruthless enemy .... " 

The citation: The Medal of Honor. 

There were many other heroes, some rewarded, 

some not- many, many of them dead. There was 

PFC Robert Lee Barker of Kentucky who walked 

straight into , machine gun fire to rescue his 

wounded buddy. There was Dutch Van Ullus, who 

volunteered for mortar observation from a post 

that already had claimed several lives, and did it 

brilliantly. There were non-commissioned leaders 

like Staff Sergeant Kenneth Martin, of the Second 

Signal Company-a "wire chief" who served from 

the 'Canal through Saipan. Of Martin a corporal 

wrote: "I can't find the correct, or enough, words 

to really describe how we felt about him. How 

many other Staffs can say that?" 

The record goes on and on. It would surely in

clude the bare-headed supply officer who somehow 

got fresh oranges to the desperate troops descend

ing Tapotchau. It would embrace the twelve Ma-
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rines of 2/ 10 ( one officer and eleven men) who 

died fighting the fire in the ammuniti?n dump on 

Green Beach. ( All got posthumous Silver Stars.) 

The difficult and sometimes almost impossible 

feats of the communications personnel of the Sec

ond Signal Company, trying to string wire over the 

mountain cliffs, must be noted. And, as at Tarawa, 

the engineers and flame-thrower operators once 

again distinguished themselves, blasting Saipan's 

myriad caves. So, too, did other engineers-those 

entrusted with the delicate, nerve-racking job of 

bomb disposal and mine detection. Engineers 

walked ahead of the troops through Garapan, 

clearing the J ap minefields. Other engineers dis

armed hundreds of U.S. duds in the areas wrested 

from the enemy. Mention has been made earlier 

of the excellent work of the Amphibian Tanks

but it should be added that the battalion suffered 

81 .4 per cent casualties to its machines, yet got 

some of them back in operation. 

Hundreds of living Marines might be dead to

day but for the efforts of the Second Medical 

Battalion, which operated the big hospital in the 

radio station. And, as was always the case, a whole 

chapter could be written on the selflessness and 

devotion of the Navy doctors and corpsmen, who 

went over the mountain and up the plain with 

their battalions, never faltering and never failing 

in their missions of mercy. No, the record does not 

end. The credit can never he fairly distributed. 

Some of it belongs to every man who fought in 

the forging of the great clamp on Saipan-every 

man, regardless of rank, buck private or general 

officer, early arrival or last-minute replacement. 

There was still some mopping up to he done in 

the Second Division areas, that evening of the 

Fourth of July-and there was still a lot of war 

left on Saipan for the Fourth Marine Division and 

the Twenty-seventh Army Division. The soldiers 

had cut across to the western sea on the right flank 

of CT8 and now were facing north, toward the 

handle of the Saipan monkey wrench, with the 

Fourth Marine Division on their right. The Fourth 

had moved up the eastern coast, securing Kagman 

Peninsula above Magicienne Bay. The narrowing 

stretch ahead of the two divisions was furrowed 

with more of the same kind of jigsaw valleys and 

ravines, except at the northern tip-Marpi Point 

- where the J aps had cleared a short airstrip. 

The afternoon of 4 July both 3/ 10 and 4/ 10 

were moved north of Tanapag, to positions in gen

eral support of the Fourth Division, under Corps 

Artillery control. The next morning the Second 

Marines learned that their victory in Garapan was 

not enough. They were attached to the Fourth Di

vision, along with one company of medium tanks 

and a platoon of flame-throwers, for the push to

ward Marpi. The battalions of CT8 retired into 

bivouac areas along the coastal hills, stretching 

back toward the airstrip. CT6 still camped in the 

heights of Garapan, though 1/ 6 moved downtown 

into the rubble. Division artillery dusted off Mani

agassa Island, in Tanapag harbor- just in case. 

There was no major action the afternoon of 6 

July. None, at least, on our side. We had observa

tion now, could look down the island toward 

Marpi, and our artillery played over the zigzags 

whenever J ap concentrations were spotted. Both 

the Twenty-seventh and Fourth Divisions kept up 

pressure on their fronts. The Twenty-seventh had 

its 105th Infantry in the coastal line above Tana

pag, two battalions abreast, spanning low rolling 

hills dotted with stubhled cane and gouged by oc

casional creeks and paddy fields. About 1,200 

yards to the rear were the Marines of 3/ 10, set up 

in an echelon slanting to the right: H battery for

ward, the fire direction center some fifty yards 

behind it, I Battery back and to the right, and G 

Battery farthest hack on higher ground. Major 
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ARTILLERY BATTERY firing 105MM howitzers blazes away at Jap targets. It was 105MM battalion which 

helped stop Jap Banzai charge after it broke through front lines north of Tanapag Harbor. 

William L. Crouch of Indiana was in command. 

If there was any feel of menace in the air, that 

sticky afternoon, it escaped the troops who most 

needed to sense it. The J aps appeared to be on the 

run. Our observation did not indicate any major 

assembling of enemy forces. The artillerymen of 

3/ 10 and 4/ 10 were delivering intermittent fire on 

distant J ap positions. As evening came, the bat
talions of the 105th dug in, but left a substantial 

gap between them which they planned to cover by 

fire. During the hours just before midnight some 

of the soldiers thought they heard eerie singing, in 

the hills ahead and to the right. Their comrades 

scoff ed. 

The J aps were singing that night, singing the 
fatalistic war songs of the Empire, singing and 

passing around their few remaining bottles of 

saki. They had a supreme appointment with des

tiny, at 0300 of 7 July. The appointment had been 

conditioned by events which began on 3 July. On 
that date the Japanese had been forced to abandon 

their fifth provisional headquarters and retreat to 

a sixth and last CP-a CP located in the area of 

the Valley of Hell, which the Marines had left to 
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DESIRE FOR SOUVENIRS, typical of all Americans, kept Marines busy prowling through captured houses and 

installations and finally prompted this sign. Japs had booby-trapped some souvenirs. 

drive to the coast. On 4 July Marine forces fired 

on the enemy headquarters with automatic weap

ons from the opposite rim of the valley. Let a 

subsequently captured Japanese intelligence offi

cer take the story from there: 

"General Saito" (Lieutenant General Y oshio 

Saito, commanding all Japanese army troops on 

Saipan) "was feeling very poorly because, for 

several days, he had neither eaten nor slept well 

and was overstrained. He was wearing a long 

beard, and was a pitiful sight. That morning ( 5 

July) the valley received intense bombardment. 

It was so fierce that I thought perhaps the cave 

where the headquarters was would be buried. At 

this time the staff and General Saito received 

shrapnel wounds. I felt that the final hour was 

drawing near. 

"General Saito called his chief of staff and held 

a secret conference of his unit commanders. The 

contents of that conference were never revealed to 

us, but nevertheless it undoubtedly was aimed at 

taking a final action in reali.zing the end in true 

Japanese Army fashion. It was decided to make 

a last attack and fight to the finish. However, in 
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order to carry out the decision there were many 
difficulties to be encountered. First of all, to what 

extent could the soldiers be assembled? Even if 

they could be assembled, only a few could be 

supplied with weapons. Furthermore, it would 

take two days and two nights to assemble them and 

issue the orders. Whereupon, the evening of 6 

July or 7 July was decided upon. Having lost the 

freedom of maneuverability, there was only one 

road left open, a last all-out, desperate attack. 

There was no hope for success. The final order 

and instructions were written up. . . . The opin

ion of Vice Admiral Nagumo" (Vice Admiral 

Chochi Nagumo, Japanese Naval commander for 

the Marianas, and the man who had commanded 

the 1941 attack on Pearl Harbor) "probably was 

received, but even though he was in the vicinity 

there was no communication between the two · 

headquarters. Under these conditions, the final 

plan was drawn up. However, since the fighting on 

Saipan Island was under the command of Saito, 

combining both Army and Navy forces , this was 

quite proper. . . . 

"After issuing the orders, it seemed that the 

work of headquarters was finished. Everybody 

put his personal belongings in order. By the kind

ness of the headquarters cook, a farewell feast for 

General Saito was prepared for the evening of 

5 July. However, this consisted of only saki and 

canned crab meat. Why did they have this last 

farewell feast? Because General Saito, owing to 

his age and the exhausted condition of his body, 

would not participate in the attack of 7 July and 

had decided to commit harikiri in the cave. Ten 

A.M ., 6 July! This time was set by the General him
self as the final hour!" 

Before General Saito kept his date with death 

on the morning of 6 July, he issued a last order

of-the-day, according to interrogations of another 

officer captured by the Marines. In this order Saito 

gave the impression that he would personally lead 

the attack, but presumably he meant only in spirit. 

At any rate, he enjoined his soldiers: "Despite the 

bitterness of defeat, we pledge 'Seven lives to re

pay our country.' ... In death there is life. We 

must utilize this opportunity to exalt true Japanese 

manhood. I will advance with those who remain 

to deliver still another blow to the American dev

ils, and leave my bones on Saipan as a bulwark of 

the Pacific!" 

There were no surv1vmg witnesses to Saito's 

suicide, but the captured J ap officer quoted earlier 

reconstructed the scene as follows: 

"I had to be up at the front that morning . . . 

so I was unable to witness the final hour. I think 

that it happened in the following manner. Clean

ing off a spot on the rock himself, General Saito 

sat down. Facing the misty East and crying: 

'Tenno Heika! Banzai!' (Long live the Emperor! 

Ten thousand ages!) he drew his own blood first 

with his own· sword, and then his adjutant shot 

him in the head with a pistol. When I returned to 

headquarters at 10 P.M., 6 July, they had already 

cremated the General's body. He had probably 

said: 'It makes little difference in this battle 

whether I die today or tomorrow, so I will die 

first. I will meet my staff in Y asakuni Shrine! 

3 A.M., 7 July!' This last was the time ordered for 

the commencement of the attack. 

"Because the units were confused and mixed 

. . . from the middle of the night of 6 July we 

set out for Matansha to gather the troops. How

ever, as usual, we were shelled enroute. At 0330, 
the troops who were able to gather at Matansha, 

the non-combatant troops of the headquarters, all 

together totaled barely 600. Many had no weap

ons. The total participants I would estimate at 

about 1,500, mixed Army and Navy. 

"The battle commences! 

"We had only one machine gun, but it kept 
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firing bravely, making night into day! About the 

time the gun was silenced the whole attack came 

to an untimely end, fading like the dew on the 

dawn of 7 July. 7 July! This is a significant day 

in the war. This was the day marking the end of 

the fighting on Saipan; the day when the brave 

officers and men of the Japanese Army followed 

General Saito to his end. 

"I will attack the enemy again soon and join my 

brave comrades." 

Despite the difficulties of mustering their men, 

Saito's staff had contrived the attack ingeniously. 

It was not a wholly disorganized charge. Advance 

infiltrators located the gap between the two Army 

battalions and slipped through it; by 0430, when 

the J aps began screaming "Banzai!" and aban

doned all concealment, many of them were almost 

upon the Marines of 3/ 10. Although an accurate 

count was never possible, it seems likely that the 

captured Japanese officer underestimated the Jap 

force-2,000 is the best available figure. The J aps 

attacked with tanks, with rifles and machine guns, 

with mock rifles made into spears by lashed-on 

bayonets, with grenades, with bamboo spears, and 

with flashing Samurai swords. They hit both bat

talions of the 105th and then poured through the 

gap like rice through a funnel. 

There may be some doubt as to the wisdom dis

played in the manner of deployment of the 105th 

Regiment the night before the banzai charge; 

there can be no doubt that the soldiers of the two 

battalions fought with exemplary heroism. But 

they were overwhelmed by the fanatic attackers 

who sought not victory but death, and without the 

support of the veteran Marines of 3/ 10 and 4/ 10 

and the reserve battalion of the 105th, the J a p 

offensive, might well have swirled all the way into 

Garapan; 

The first battery of 3/ 10 to be hit was, of 

course, H Battery. A member of that battery, PFC 

Robert A. Olsen of New York, has written a dis

passionate but graphic description of what hap

pened next: 

"At this time ( about 0500) two enemy tanks, 

one amphibious, with approximately thirty Japa

nese behind the first tank, passed within three feet 

of my position, which was in the rear of the H 

Battery position. At the same time, there was a 

breakthrough in the Army lines, and approxi

mately 2,500 Japanese charged our position from 

that direction. There were undoubtedly more acts 

of unnoticed heroism committed this day than 

could ever be counted. 

"The gunners of the pieces were firing at less 

than 4/ioth of a second, time fire. When the fuses 

could not be set fast enough, they fired ricochet 

fire, by lowering the muzzles and bouncing the 

shells off the ground. Individuals not on the guns 

were firing every conceivable type of weapon that 

we could find ammunition for. 

"Approximately two hours later, when word 

was given to retreat, the men followed two paths: 

one led to safety, the other led to a position di

rectly to our rear in the middle of an old enemy 

equipment dump. It was in this position that about 

forty of us formed a circle to ward off the enemy. 

We stayed in this position until about 4 P .M. At 

this time an Army tank and truck rescued us. 

During our encirclement1 the casualties mounted 

until by the time we were rescued there were only 

nineteen of us that could still shoot a weapon." 

The J aps who thus surrounded H battery and 

overran the fire direction center and aid station 

actually came from three directions. The break

through of the 105th lines was not entirely in the 

gap, but on the sea and inland flanks as well. The 

tanks mentioned by PFC Olsen came down the 

beach road and turned inland on another road 

that actually passed between H Battery and the 
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ON ERRAND OF MERCY, a Marine of Second Division reassures Japanese mother and children found hiding 

in hillside cave. This frightened family was led to safety in the internment camp near Lake Susupe. 

FDC. The Marines, already occupied with the 

J aps attacking from the front, at first mistook them 

for U.S. Army troops. Meanwhile, another Jap 

spearhead had plunged south through the foot

hills, coming up against the Marines of G battery. 

The fire from G battery deflected this J ap force 

toward the sea-and into the I and H Battery po

sitions. 

Unlike some earlier banzais, the attack did not 

end quickly, however. The canefield just ahead of 

the 3/ 10 positions-between and to the rear of 

the army battalions-was alive with enemy troops. 

All the rest of the morning and most of the after

noon was spent in digging them out and killing 

them. The Army moved up the reserve battalion of 

the 105th and parts of the 106th. The Marines of 

4/ 10 came to the assistance of the valiant sur

vivors of 3/ 10. As noted earlier, many pages 

would be required to record the heroic deeds of 

that terrible dawn, even if they had all been re

ported. The Marines in the Fire Direction Cen

ter were among the first to be assaulted, and 

they had retreated not an inch, fighting and dying 

at their posts. An ex-raider named Lea Bell, a 

[231] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



INSPECTING SAIPAN battlefield are Admiral Ernest King, chief of naval operations (left), Major General 

Holland M. Smith, and Admiral Chester Nimitz, commander of Pacific Ocean areas. 

staff sergeant, had lain beneath a jeep and shot 

J a p after J a p, despite frightful wounds of his 

own. He died squeezing the trigger. A BAR man, 
PFC Bailey Naber of California, was attacked in 

his foxhole by more than a squad of Japs. He 
fought them off, killing several. Early in the at

tack Major Crouch, aware of the desperation of 

his position, hurried over to the coastal road to 

request the assistance of two Army tanks parked 

there. The tankmen were unwilling to leave their 

own areas without orders. Returning to his bat

talion, Crouch was shot and killed by J ap rifle-

men in the open field. Both the BN 2 and the BN 3, 

and nearly all of the computers in the FDC, al

ready had perished. The surviving officers car

ried on brilliantly and bravely, with Captain 

Gavin Young of California and Lieutenant Arnold 
Hofstetter of Oregon providing particularly out
standing leadership. 

When the fury of the attack became apparent 

to the nearby Marines of 4/ 10, a young PFC 

named Harold C. Agerholm instantly volunteered 

to go to 3/ lO's assistance. Agerholm found an un

manned ambulance jeep and headed it straight 
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into the battle, in reckless disregard of J ap rifle 

and mortar fire. Reaching the 3/ 10 zone of action, 

the youthful Marine from Wisconsin loaded as 

many wounded men into the jeep as it would hold 

and ran the hot gauntlet back to safety. Then he re

turned. Again and again Agerholm made this 

trip, loading, returning, loading, returning. In 
three amazing hours, single-handed, he evacuated 

forty-five wounded Marines. On his last frip, Ager

holm spotted two injured comrades lying in the 

open, in a field of intense Jap fire. He vaulted out 

of the jeep and went to get them. A J ap sniper shot 

Agerholm dead. He became the sixth member of 

the Second Marine Division to be awarded the 

Medal of Honor. 

The banzai charge cost 3/ 10 and 4/ 10 forty

five killed and eighty-two wounded. But these two 

artillery battalions, fighting with the big guns and 

with rifles, with bazookas and grenades and bayo

nets, paid back the enemy sixfold. They killed at 

least 300 J aps, and they formed the unbreakable 

line beyond which the enemy could not advance. 

Banzai brought the Sixth and Eighth Marines 

out of bivouac and back into the final victory 

march on Saipan. In the afternoon of 7 July the 

two regiments were ordered to move up in support 

of the Twenty-seventh Division, and the next morn

ing ( 8 July) they passed through the Army lines, 

crossing the canefield where most of the J aps had 

been slaughtered. The bodies of the enemy dead 

lay in clumps of five, ten, a dozen, or a hundred. 

They clogged the ditches and spilled over the hum

mocks. The veteran Marines walked through this 

gruesome field of corpses without emotion, winc

ing only when they saw the body of a dead Marine 

or Army soldier among the enemy troops he had 

slain. 

The new Marine attack was a miniature repeti

tion of the original Second Division assault on 

Saipan. While Marines of CT8 pushed up the 

beach, CT8 wheeled through the hills in a wide arc 

designed to bring the Regiment back to the sea 

about three miles short of the end of the island. 

Saipan's knobby handle would be taken care of by 

the Fourth Division and the attached Second Ma

rines, now pushing up the eastern coast. 

For this offensive, the Twenty-seventh Divi

sion's 165th Regiment was attached to the Second 

Division, on the flank of CT8. The soldiers per

formed so ably that the Marines conferred on 

them their highest compliment : they called them 

"The 165th Marines." There were still plenty of 

J aps in the CT6 and CT8 areas, J aps who hadn't 

got the word in time to join the banzai charge, J aps 

who now sought belatedly to get passage on the 

one-way spirit express to Yasakuni. The General 

Shermans of the Second Tank Battalion bumped 

along, abreast of the Marine infantry, and with 

them rolled the halftracks of the various regimen

tal weapons companies. It was on this day and the 

next that the Second Division contributed several 

more examples of selfless heroism, one in the per

son of a B Company Tank commander. 

B Company was moving up in support of · 2/ 6 

when the infantry was held up by a strong J ap po

sition. Sergeant Grant F. Timmerman of Kansas 

wheeled his big Sherman out ahead of the Marine 

line, and turned it toward a series of Jap pillboxes 

and trenches, firing his machine guns. Then Tim

merman spotted a more substantial target-one 

that called for the Sherman's 75. He stopped the 

tank and lifted the hatch. As he stood up in the 

turret, ·a J ap soldier lobbed a grenade toward the 

open tank. There was less than a split second to 

make his decision, but Timmerman needed no 

more. He dropped on the grenade, blocking the 

opening into the body of the tank with his own 

body. The explosion almost tore him in two, but 

not one of his men was harmed. For this devotional 

sacrifice, Timmerman-like.Agerholm the day be-
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fore-was given the Medal of Honor posthu

mously. 

At about the same time, in the Second Marine 

zone on the eastern shore, Sergeant Arthur Kozak 

of Nebraska was ordered to take his section of the 

K Company ( 3/ 2) machine-gun platoon through 

fifty yards of caves and underbrush to set up po

sitions on the beach. With Pvt. Norman Arsenault, 

an eighteen-year-old ammunition carrier who 

came from Massachusetts, and Pvt. M. L. Duran, 

Kozak got two firing positions established on 

top of a seven-foot ledge. Below the ledge were 

many Jap pockets, and the section's job was to 

maintain a firefight with the Nips and thus pre

vent their escape to K Company's flank. It was 

a hot job, for the overhanging nature of the 

cliff made it necessary for the three men to ex

pose themselves in order to find targets. They 

were using their rifles, for the positions provided 

no adequate fields of fire for machine guns. This 

little trio contained the enemy for more than an 

hour, unassisted, and Arsenault was particularly 

effective, crawling to the edge again and again in 

casual disregard of J ap bullets. The last of these 

trips came just as support arrived-and, ironi

cally, it was fatal. Arsenault was shot through the 

head by a Jap sniper as he drew a head on another 

enemy soldier. 

On 9 July-D plus 24-CT8 came down from 

the hills to the sea, joining CT6 on the narrow 

beaches just short of the point where they dis

appeared in the high cliffs of Marpi Point. Once 

again the action was over for the Sixth and Eighth 

Marines. At about the same time, the Second Ma

rines-attached to the Fourth Division-reached 

their assigned objective just short of the fighter 

strip at Marpi Point, and the Second Amphib

ian Tractor Battalion, carrying some hazooka

men, rounded the cliffs by sea, to attack the J a p 

caves. On the northernmost height of Saipan, the 

Marines looked off to the blue horizon. Every 

Marine knew that Tokyo lay just over it, only 

1,500 miles away-a short distance indeed in 

terms of the vast Pacific. At 1600 Admiral Rich

mond Kelly Turner declared the island secured. 

Secured? That's a very flexible word, as the 

Marines know. At midnight of the day Saipan was 

"secured," about fifty J aps crept out of their holes 

and hurled a small-scale hut fearsome banzai at

tack at the 81mm Mortar platoon of 1/ 8. The 

platoon was under command of Lieutenant John 

Vickers, Jr., of Georgia, and he and his mortar

men fought off the J aps, though the latter had 

rifles, grenades and at least one heavy machine 

gun. Nearly all of the attackers were killed, and 

the platoon lost only one man killed and two 

wounded. 

Early the next morning, elsewhere on the island, 

a wireman in the communications platoon of 3/ 2 

was sitting on the edge of his foxhole, chatting with 

a friend. The wireman, Corporal Burton A. Bren

den of Washington, heard a sound and turned. 

Coming out of the brush, only a few feet away, 

was a lone J ap soldier, his raised right hand hold- , 

ing a grenade. Brenden's friend, Pvt. Clifford A. 

Cederbloom of Minnesota, charged the Jap bare

handed and took the full blast of the grenade in 

his groin and stomach. The grenade killed both 

Cederhloom and the Japanese, hut it left Brenden 

unharmed. 

On 10 July, on this "secured" island of Saipan, 

more than 2,000 additional J aps were killed, bet

ter than 500 of them by the Second Division. Some 

of the outfits were coming hack to bivouac, hut 

others would spend several additional days blast

ing the great caves around Marpi Point and mop

ping up n'umerous other bypassed pockets from 

Tapotchau to the end of the island. Few Marines 

who were present will ever forget the grim trage-
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SUBLIME CONFIDENCE of Saipan's conquerors is exemplified by this Second Division Marine, who perches on 

an unexploded 16-inch shell to shake sand out of his shoes. This was not recommended procedure for Mar:nes. 

dies enacted near Marpi Point in those last days. 

The J ap military had terrorized thousands of J ap

anese civilian residents of the island with stories 

of Marine brutality. Now these misguided people, 

spurred by the surviving J ap soldiers, cast them

selves off the high cliffs or swam out to drown at 

sea. In a way, the big Marpi mop-up was more 

rescue mission than an expedition for slaughter. 

The Second Marines made every effort to reassure 

the horror-ridden civilians and at the same time to 

capture or destroy the remnants of the Jap mili

tary. Sometimes they were successful, sometimes 

not. But in terms of human values, there were 

many inspiring sights. Dog-tired Marine riflemen 

who had fought the J aps with all their skill and 

heart for twenty-five days now laid down their 

guns to carry wounded civilians or lost children to 

camps where they could be given treatment. 
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Although the Division did not know it at the 

time, this kindness was to be rewarding. Saipa.n, 

unlike Tarawa, was no hit-conquer-and-depart is

land. These bloodied fields and cliffs were the 

Division's new home, once the Marianas were se

cured. And for nearly a year Marines from the 

Second, Sixth, and Eighth regiments would sweep 

. back and forth along the trails they had cut with 

bullet and flame, cleaning out the last, bitter-end 

defenders of the defeated Empire. 

But that was future history, not present or past. 

A few immediate chores remained. On 13 July 

John Easley's 3/ 6 got a special assignment: the 

capture of tiny Maniagassa Island, in Tanapag 

harbor. The battalion, supported by amtracs, 

moved out about 1100 that morning and made 

the landing with little difficulty, after a twenty

minute artillery preparation by the Tenth Ma

rines. There was slight resistance, and only one 

Marine, Sergeant Elva L. Moss, Jr., of Georgia, 

was wounded. In less than an hour, the island was 

secure. 

On 15 July Garrison troops took over defense 

of the island, and at last-one month to the day 

after their arrival-the Second Division Marines 

were finally out of the line to stay. They trailed 

slowly back to their bivouac areas, to rest briefly, 

to repair their equipment, and finally to sort out 

the dead, the wounded and the missing. They had 

very little time for any of these things. Everybody 

knew by now that Saipan was only Phase I of the 

Northern Marianas operation. Across the narrow 

channel to the south lay Tinian, gleaming green in 

the sun and full of J aps. Occasionally shells shut

tled back and forth across the channel, in renewals 

of counter-battery fire that had begun in the first 

days of the operation. Tinian would have to be 

taken, the Marines of the Second, Sixth, Eighth, 

Tenth and Eighteenth, knevt, and they would al

most certainly be in on it. 

Some of the Marines who had come all the way 

from Tulagi to the now-peaceful heights above 

Garapan looked long and hard across the blue 

waters and spoke quietly, as though to themselves. 

"How many times can you do this?" they asked. 

"How many beaches and how many islands before 

your luck runs out?" This was no slump in morale 

or esprit, but only the normal question that must 

in time occur to every brave man-particularly as 

he contemplates the losses of a campaign just 

ended. And the losses had been great-up to 60 

per cent in some battalions. Greater than Tarawa, 

both in officers and men, though over a longer 

period, of course. All told, the island of Saipan 

had cost the United States 3,126 killed, 13,160 

wounded and 338 missing. That was for all outfits 

on the island. The Second Division had the most 

killed, and the Fourth Division had the most 

wounded. 

These were the Second Division's casualties: 

Killed in action-seventy-three officers, 1,077 

men; wounded in action-226 officers, 4,688 men; 

missing in action-one officer, 105 men; total-

300 officers, 5,870 men. 

The dead Marines lay peacefully now in the 

cemetery Janvier and Todd had tended faithfully 

and well, in the flat below the radio station. White 

crosses would go up over the graves, as they had 

gone up at Tarawa and Guadalcanal and Tulagi. 

The scars of the Saipan earth would heal, and the 

orange blossoms of the flame trees would come 

again. The flame lighted by the Marine heroes 

buried here also would burn again-at Tinian, at 

Okinawa, wherever and whenever the Second Ma

rine Division was called upon to serve its Corps 

and its country. 
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SURPHJSE LA N DI 'i G 

WAR IN THE CANEBRAl(ES 
TINIAN FALLS QUICKLY AND A NEW CAMP RISES ON SAIPAN 

The tired veterans and bright young replacements 

of the Second Marine Division landed on the is

land of Tinian on the evening of 24 July and the 

morning of 25 July. By landing there, in company 

with the Fourth Marine Division, they saved them

selves a much rougher landing later: the invasion 

of Japan itself. No one, of course-not even Presi

dent Roosevelt-foresaw this at the time. But that 

was the way it worked out, as will he shown later 

in this chapter and in the chapter that follows. At 

the time, it just looked like more misery for men 

who had drunk a full cup of the stuff in the preced

ing weeks. 

Tinian Island was shaped like a blob of green 

grease, dripping off the head of the Saipan mon

key wrench. It was a big blob, only slightly smaller 

than Saipan, eleven miles long by five wide, but its 

terrain was mild compared with the sister island 

two-and-one-half miles away. Tinian rose from a 

creamy girdle of surf in a series of gently-sloping 

plateaus, one stratum atop another, to a maximum 

altitude of around 500 feet. Only on its southern 
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A PLEA TO SURRENDER is addressed to Japs in cave 

by Marine language officer. Loud-speakers were used 

on both Saipan and Tinian . 

BANZAI COMES QUICKLY on Tinian and ends with 

more than a thousand Japs cut to pieces. 

tip were there wild crags and sharp escarpments. 

The island's western shore curved like the letter 

"S," and on the southwestern, inside curve was 

Sunharon, or Tinian Town. Its garrison was esti-

mated at 8,000 fighting Japs, 3,000 laborers and 

an undetermined number of civilian Japanese. On 

its long flat northern coast, just across from Sai

pan, was Ushi airdrome, the finest J ap airport in 

the Central Pacific. 

Three days before the invasion of Tinian , the 

Marines and soldiers of the newly created Third 

Amphibious Corps, under Major General Roy S. 

Geiger, attacked Guam, and Lieutenant General 

Holland M. Smith sailed down to observe, from 

Kelly Turner's flagship. The Tinian job was left 

for Rear Admiral Harry Hill and Major General 

Harry Schmidt, who had been elevated from com

mand of the Fourth Marine Division to leadership 

of the Fifth Amphibious Corps, in the same shift 

that made Smith Commander of FMF Pacific. 

Seldom ( if ever) in the Pacific campaign had 

Divisions as badly riddled as the Second and 

Fourth been launched into new offensives with 

only a fortnight's recess. Unlike Saipan, Tinian 

had relatively few imponderables-but among 

them was the question of whether the Marines 

could snap back from the exhausting battle ended 

on 9 July in time to make a fresh assault on 24 

July. The answer proved utimately to be "yes," 

but the period of "rest and rehabilitation" was not 

an easy one for the Second Division. 

The overall breakdown of Division casualties 

cited in Chapter X gives only a faint clue to the 

problems of reorganization which had to be solved 

before Tinian could be attacked. These were 

largely at the battalion level-the Division com

mand had come through the battle intact, and had 

functioned well. 

But the battalions had suffered enormous per

centage casualties, and had undergone many im

promptu changes in command. Let's take one out

fit, and call it Battalion X: 

Battalion X, on Saipan's D Day, had totaled 

960 men, with its LT reinforcements. In the shock-
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CRUISER SUPPORT is provided Marines as their amphibious tractors head in for Tinian's narrow, boul

der-flanked landing beaches. Ships and planes had been bombarding island for weeks. 

ing month of Saipan's conquest and mop-up, it 

had had 104 men killed, 365 wounded, and on 

15 July seventeen were still missing. There had 

been 155 cases of illness-dengue or dysentery or 

recurring malaria. That made the overall ineff ec

tives, including sickness, 641-641 out of 960. 

Most of the sick had returned to action, as had 

seventy-five of the wounded. But this still left the 
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TINIAN AIRDROME falls to Marines of the Second Division, who overrun it in two days and then swing to the 

south. Hangars are at left, beyond earth revetments. Many Jap planes were cuf up for watch-bands. 

battalion with a final casualty figure of 62 per 

cent. And Battalion X had been at Guadalcanal 

( casualties 25 per cent) and Tarawa ( casualties 

50 per cent) . Add them up: 137 per cent. for 

the war. 

The problem how before Battalion X-and be

fore all the other Second Division battalions-was 

the fitting of replacements, many of them "boots" 

fresh from the States, into the depleted companies 

and platoons. Not only fitting them in, but training 

them quickly for action against the enemy. Some 

of this training had been done already, on the 

heights of Tapotchau and on Tipo Pale and Sugar 

Loaf and in Garapan. Some of the young replace

ments were veterans now, aged a year in a fort

night. Some but not all. And the old and new vet

erans had to turn out and train with the brand-new 

members, train instead of rest, because there was 

so little time. 

The new recruits weren't all in the ranks. The 

men who inherit command of battalions during 

battles don't always keep them after battles end. 

Seniority figures, then-and, of course, promo

tions. In the hiatus between 9 July and 24 July, 

seven Second Division battalions got new com

manders. Lieutenant Colonel Walter F. Layer of 

Pennsylvania took over 3/ 2; Lieutenant Colonel 

Edmund B. Games of Ohio was given 2/ 6; Lieu

tenant Colonel Lane C. Kendall of New York got 

2/ 8; Lieutenant Colonel Gavin C. Humphrey of 

Nebraska assumed leadership of 3/ 8; those were 

the infantry changes. In the Tenth Marines, Lieu

tenant Colonel Donovan D. Sult of Iowa be

came C. 0. of 1/ 10; Major David L. Henderson of 

Virginia took over 2/ 10; and Lieutenant Colonel 

William C. Capehart got 3/ 10. 

The old Marines of the Second Division took 

their brief rest and resumption of training philo

sophically, just as they took the imminence of a 

new battle. "Anyway," one of them said, "we'll 

get a couple days on shipboard, with showers and 

ice cream." A shower and a Dixie Cup seemed like 

little enough reward for men who had conquered 

Saipan and now would challenge the J ap m an

other Marianas fortress. 

For nearly fifty days, from the time of our ar• 

rival off Saipan, the warships of the fleet had been 

bombarding Tinian. After Saipan was secured, 

thirteen battalions of artillery, corps and division, 

( all bigger than 75mm) reversed their positions 

and began tossing shells across the deep-water 
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strait. Carrier aircraft carried out periodic bomb

ing missions, and the Thunderbolts of the Seventh 

AAF, flying off Aslito Airfield on Saipan ( newly 

named "Isely Field" for a carrier airman), made 

the war's shortest milk run daily. With this vast 

preparation, it seemed almost impossible that we 

could attain surprise in the landing. There were 

only two reasonably good beaches-one at Sun

haron, and the other on the eastern shore. How

ever, on the northwest coast near Ushi Field were 

two narrow strips of sand between coral boulders, 

washed by a hard surf. The J aps didn't think we 

could land there, so we did. 

For three days before Jig Day (so named to 

differentiate it from D Day on Saipan and William 

Day on Guam), the battleships concentrated on the 

Sunharon beaches. , While this was going on, Ma

rines "in blackface" actually stole ashore on the 

northwest and eastern beaches of Tinian to investi

gate landing conditions and Jap installations. 

These were the daring members of the Corps Re

connaissance battalion, under Major James Jone~ 

of Missouri. They shared honors for these nightly 

forays with the Navy's underwater demolition 

teams. On Jig Day morning two regiments of the 

Second Division, CT2 and CT8, boated in APA's, 

steamed down to the area of Tinian Town and 

simulated landing preparations. The battleships 

bombarded the Tinian capital with the customary 

pr~-landing fury, and the destroyers moved in 

close to hit at pin-point targets. The J aps mustered 

all their strength to meet this invasion, firing back 

and getting hits on the Battleship Colorado and the 

Destroyer Norman Scott. Sixty minutes before 

H-Hour the U.S. force suddenly melted away, and 

for a moment the Japanese experienced a wild 

sense of elation. This didn't last long. 

The bombardment ships had not retreated, 

but only moved. Now they brought the "White 

Beaches" at the northwest tip under intense fire, 

and rocket ships closed the coral. Thunderbolts 

swept in to drop bombs which sent flame mush

rooming over huge areas near the beaches-"Na

palm" bombs, a mixture of gasoline and a special 

jelly, being used for the first time anywhere. (The 

Japs of Yokohama and Tokyo came to know them 

well, later on.) On Saipan, all thirteen battalions 

of artillery were in action, building a wall of fly 

ing steel fragments across Tinian's midriff, to 

bottle up the suddenly frustrated defenders of 

Tinian Town. Under this furious barrage, the Ma

rines of the Fourth Division invaded Tinian Is

land. 

For this time the Second Division was, at last, a 

"bridesmaid." Not surprisingly, General Schmidt 

had chosen his own old outfit-the Fourth-for 

the assault. And, thanks to the brilliant scheme of 

using the impossible beaches, we had attained sur

prise. The Fourth got some fire, especially on 

White Beach 2, but nothing to compare with Sai-

. pan. As they had at Saipan, the Marines of the 

Second Armored Amphibian Tank Battalion led 

the assault waves ashore in the big "armored 

pigs." Off shore, CT8 and CT2 waited in the trans

ports, ready to go in when ordered. CT6, mean

while, boarded LST's at Garapan to join the other 

Second Division regiments. 

There were, however, some Second Division 

Marines in the assault. These were the two "pea

shooter" battalions of the Tenth Marines, 1/ 10 

and 2/ 10, which had been attached to the Fourth 

Division for the landing. They established their 

positions quickly and joined with the artillery fir
ing from Saipan to prevent the J aps from moving 

up-island to meet the Marine offensive. Noon came 

and passed, and out of the transports other mem

bers of the "SecMarDiv" fidgeted. Finally, at 

1615, an order came to 1/ 8 to prepare to land on 

White Beach 1. Before dusk, the riflemen had 

joined the two artillery outfits. Although there had 
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LIKE A BIG CHECKERBOARD from the air, Tinian is highly-cultivated island of canefields. This view looks 

north, with smoke marking Ushi airfield. Main roads were graveled and passable even in downpour. 

been only a sprinkling of enemy fire during this 

D Day debarkation, the landing had been compli

cated by the rough surf and the narrowness of the 

beach-LVT's had to go in two abreast. It was 

nearly black dark, before 1/ 8 completed digging 

in for Jig Night. 

We had learned at Tarawa that any measures 

calculated to bring the J aps out of their holes and 

lure them into attack are profitable. That first night 

at Tinian, Marine intelligence guessed the Nips in 

Sunharon would scurry north and try to sweep our 

troops off the beach. The Marines planned accord

ingly. Just after dusk the whole beachhead perime

ter was looped with barbed wire. Then the line 

companies withdrew a few yards inside this jagged 

barrier and set up their guns. And waited. 

The Japs did not disappoint us. Soon after mid

night they began moving up the north-south roads. 

When some of the J aps penetrated the junction of 

the two Fourth Division CT's, members of 2/ 10 

brought them under heavy machine-gun and rifle 

fire and accounted for at least 100 enemy troops. 

All around the perimeter the J aps rushed in, some

times, with tanks-and all the way around the 

J ap soldiers tangled up in the barbed wire and 

were cut to pieces by Marine fire . J ap artillery

all 75mm-was put out of action by our own 

counter-battery efforts. Toward morning, one com-
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PUSH THROUGH CANEBRAKES finds Second Division tank and infantry teams advancing with perfect pre

cision toward plateaus which rise from Tinian's southern shore. Japs made their main effort on higher ground. 

pany of 1/ 8 was sent forward to assist 2/ 10 and 

Fourth Division riflemen. The rest of 1/ 8 was not 

needed. When the last attack was blunted, broken 

and then shattered, along the entire front, more 

than 1,500 Japanese had uselessly sacrificed them

selves. The beachhead was intact, and Marine 

losses were light. The Marines only wished that 

they could entice the rest of Tinian's garrison into 

such foolhardy and profitless assaults. 

The Second Division began coming ashore in 

force on the morning of Jig plus 1-25 July. First 

in were the other units of CT8-2/ 8, 3/ 8, and 

the Regimental Command. Around noon CT2 

joined in the parade ashore, and before nightfall 

the Division command had reached the beach. 

While these ship-to-shore movements were in prog

ress, 1/ 8 and 2/ 8 were attacking due east on the 

left flank of the assault, in the direction of Ushi 

airdrome. Opposition was light. During the night, 

CT6 landed from LST's and the Division was once 

again fully committed and ready to roll. The 

Corps plan had cut Tinian neatly in two, with 

the Second Division scheduled to sweep around 
the northern tip and then, coming abreast of the 

Fourth Division, drive straight south to victory. 

Everything went as planned. 

On Jig plus 1 (25 July) CT8 and CT2 relieved 
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the Fourth Division's CT24. The next mornmg 

they pushed inland and to eastward, supported 

by the General Shermans of the Second Tank 

Battalion, under Major Charles W. McCoy of 

Texas, which landed about 1000. The morning 

of Jig plus 2 was rich in rewards. The Marines 

overran Ushi airdrome, virtually without losses, 

to give the United States a fine, wide, beauti

fully drained airport aimed straight at Tokyo. 

They swept over the low ledges and plateaus, mov

ing behind their tanks and the rolling curtain of 

artillery. We had secured the waters around Tin

ian, and there was little necessity for the haste of 

Saipan. Both the Second and Fourth Divisions 

were tired, and the command knew it. They could 

afford to move at a leisurely pace, utilizing fire

power to diminish risk. By mid-afternoon the east

ward objectives had been obtained and CT6 moved 

in on the right of CT2 and both teams wheeled to

ward the south, with 1/ 10 and 2/ 10 in close ar

tillery support. Nightfall found them well ad

vanced, and almost up to the Fourth Division line 

across the right flank of the island. Casualties for 

the day: two killed, fourteen wounded. 

But that night the J aps lashed back once again, 

counterattacking fiercely in the CT2 zone. The 

Marines had not become careless- they were well 

prepared for the J ap assault, and they repulsed it 

without serious losses, killing 137 J aps. At 0730 

on 27 July-Jig plus 3-our own offensive re

sumed, with CT2 and CT6 in the line and CT8 in 

reserve. The terrain was favorable, and we had 

killed most of the adventurous Japs during the 

night. The two combat teams advanced more than 

2,000 yards, without serious trouble, tying in that 

night with the Fourth Division flank in a line that 

split the whole northern nose off Tinian. During 

this day of battle the 105mm howitzers of both the 

Second and Fourth Divisions which had been 

placed under control of the Tenth Marines on 

Saipan, moved to Tinian to support the push south. 

These included 3/10, 4/ 10, 3/ 14, 4/ 14, and 

5/ 14. On Jig plus 4 and Jig plus 5 both Divisions 

were engaged in a sort of race through the plateau 

canefields, against constantly light opposition. In 

some areas the countryside ( cane crop aside) 

looked almost like sections of the rural U.S. In 

others, it was gouged by volcanic ridges and low 

cliffs. But one thing Tinian had that set it apart 

even from the Middle West in July-and that was 

heat. During these two days we lost more men to 

heat prostration ( call it sunstroke, if you like) 

than we did to enemy action. 

When the Second and Fourth Divisions halted 

to consolidate in the afternoon of Jig plus 5-. -

29 July-they had occupied two-thirds of the is

land. Ahead on the right, and not far ahead, was 

Sunharon. Ahead on the left were the high stone 

outcroppings that made southern Tinian a jungled 

plateau almost as difficult to penetrate as Tapot

chau. There were J aps in the town and J aps in the 

ridged jungle. They were almost ready to make 

their last stand, and the Marines were not sur

prised to find them determined to make it. Nobody 

believed any more that the J aps would ever sur

render in a body. 

We had invaded Tinian with bright sunshine 

glittering off smooth, tropic seas. The fine weather 

did not hold. On 27 July the Marianas were 

whipped by the tail of a typhoon which had cen

tered far to the south and west. Rain deluged down 

on the Marines, turning the heat to steam and the 

rich red soil of the island to an abysmal, ankle

clutching muck. The seas turned dirty blue and 

began to pile up around the island in higher and 

higher waves. The surf roared among the boulders 

on the White Beaches, and rocked the floating 

piers which had been installed on Jig Day. An 

LST was driven against the shore and had to he 

abandoned. 
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Even with the light resistance encountered in 

the middle days of the operation, this storm might 

well have brought costly delay but for the effi

ciency of the Marine Amphibious Truck Battal

ions. In seas that often swamped LVT's and made 

Higgins boats completely unmanageable near the 

beaches, the DUKW's swarmed back and forth, 

ship-to-shore, bringing needed ammunition and 

supplies, and evacuating casualties. There was an 

even swifter and more comfortable route to safety 

and hospital care for the latter. After Jig plus 3, 

many of them were flown from Ushi Field to Isely 

Field-probably the shortest air evacuation run 

in history. 

Despite the discomfort of the rain and the 

nightly misery of digging in through deep mud, 

the Marines were prepared for the stiffening de

fense that began to become manifest on Jig plus 6 

-30 July. There had been a few minor infiltra

tions during the night, none successful. At dawn 

Kyle had sent a 1/ 2 patrol 500 yards forward 

to inspect the base of the rocky hill just ahead 

of the Division, on Tinian's easternmost bulge. 

The patrol had been caught in a steady fusillade 

of Japanese rifle and machine-gun fire, and was 

pinned flat. 

A platoon of Tanks from C Company, 2nd Tank 

Battalion, was dispatched to relieve the patrol, and 

finally outgunned the J aps. The Division attack 

jumped off, and CT6-CT8, less one battalion, 

was still in reserve-pushed forward inshore with

out meeting much resistance. The Second Regi

ment, with 2/ 8 attached, had more trouble. The 

Japs who had halted the patrol were entrenched 

in the nose of the hill, but an accurate heavy ar

tillery concentration from three battalions of the 

Tenth Marines finally destroyed them and the 

Marines of 1/ 2, 2/ 2, 3/ 2 and 2/ 8 swarmed 

over the high ground and pushed ahead to the 

0-7 phase line facing the final high plateau 

AN UPHILL FIGHT in the literal sense confronts Ma

rines of CT6 and CTS, as they begin to slug their way 
up the southern Tinian cliffs. 

DESPONDENT JAPANESE prisoners are hauled out of 
bush by two Marines, who herd them toward POW 
stockade for interrogation. 
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AFTER TWO BATTLES in as many months, the dead-tired Second Division Marines drop off to sleep on Tinian's 

rocks whenever a lull in the attack permits a nap. Japs seldom permitted an uninterrupted night's sleep. 

-a plateau barred from the attackers by sheer 

cliffs and dense jungle. There appeared to be 

no way up this natural fortress from the area of 

the east coast. While 3/ 2 was busy destroying a 

by-passed Jap strong-point which suddenly had 

come to life in its rear ( flame-throwing tanks and 

demolitions were used), General Watson was 

wrestling with the problem of how to take the 

cliffs. His decision: to send CT8 into the line on 

the right of CT6, with CT2 holding its position of 

the left flank to contain the J aps on the plateau. 

Over on the west side of the island, the Fourth 

Division had driven through the ruins of Sunharon 

behind a fearsome naval bombardment and air 

strikes in which 1,000-pound bombs were used, 

and come up even with the Second, on the 0-7 

line. The cliffs rose in front of both Divisions, and 

both were ordered to attack the next morning. 

The jump-off came at 0830, CT2 on the left, 

CT6 in the middle, CT8 on the right. By noon the 

Second Marines were at the very foot of the cliffs, 

deployed in an arc designed to hold any Japs at

tempting to flank the attack. CT6, moving along 

higher ground, reached · the approaches to the 

plateau at 1330-like CT2, without suffering par

ticularly heavy casualties. In the CT8 zone of ac-
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BABY AND MARINE make friends through wire of internment camp after Tinian battle ends. This bearded 

veteran has paused to share his candy ration with native tot. Even in heat of battle Marines tried to spare the 

innocent. 

tion the story was cliff erent. The J a ps were giving 

the Eighth Marines everything they had saved up 

during the week of the operation. Mortar and 

artillery fire rained down from the skies, and 

machine-gun and rifle bullets came from every 

section of the CT8 front. Lieutenant Colonel 

Humphrey's 3/ 8, inching forward despite the 

fierce resistance, found a narrow road that ap

peared to lead to the top of the plateau, but did 

not. On Humphrey's flank, Hays had taken 1/ 8 

straight up into the brakes-and before long the 

two battalions lost contact in the high cane. 

But at 1630, after a breathless and valiant two-

hour climb against desperate opposition, Marines 

of A Company crawled over the edge of the 

plateau and continued the attack. Finding little 

resistance to their front, they moved rapidly for

ward some 500 yards. But the J aps were not yet 

through. They launched a counterattack against 

the exposed left flank of the first battalion, forcing 

the Marines, now almost out of ammunition after 

the day's fighting, to pull back this flank in order to 

meet the new threat. Colonel Wallace immediately 

ordered Kendall to take 2/ 8 up the cliff to ex

ploit the breakthrough and support Hays' bat

talion. Although Humphrey had brought his bat-
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talion to the base of the cliff, the gap between 1/ 8 

on top, and 3/ 8 at the base, was too great to be 

closed. Holding out a considerable reserve, 2/ 8 

tied into Hays' left flank, extending a line down 

the face of the cliff. By nightfall the Eighth Ma

rines had a precarious perch on the rim of the 

rocky table land, and ammunition was rushed up 

over a narrow winding road. At 1830, choosing 

the point of juncture of the two battalions, the 

J aps again counterattacked and . were repulsed. 

The Marines knew they would come again. 

They did, but by then a platoon of 37mm guns 

had been dragged up the cliff road and were in 

position on the right of 2/ 8's line. The J aps were 

very close-when patrols moved out they found 

the enemy only 20 yards away. Barbed wire, in 

the face of enemy fire, had to be passed from fox

hole to foxhole, and then rolled into position. De

spite their obvious knowledge of Marine prepara

tions, the J aps attacked again at 2300 and ran 

smack into canister fire from the 37s. The enemy 

switched his strategy. l / 8's right flank was re

fused as far as possible, being tied into the top of 

the cliff, but approximately 150 Japs circled it 

about 0100, cut the narrow road to the lowlands, 

and drove into the Marine positions. Promptly the 

reserve of 2/ 8 counterattacked to dispose of this 

new threat from the right flank rear. In a sharp 

close skirmish most of the J a ps were killed, 20 of 

them choosing harikiri. 

All of these attacks had been preliminaries. The 

main event came at 0515 _on Jig plus 8-August 1. 

Some 500 Japs came howling into the frail lines 

along the ridge, concentrating their main strength 

in the area of the two 37mm guns on the right of 

2/ 8's line. The Marines answered from below 

with 81 and 60mm mortars and from their fox

holes with rifle, machine-gun and canister fire. 

The battle was savage while it lasted-only two 

members of the 37mm gun squads escaped death 

or injury. But the Marines held, and when the J aps 

withdrew, our Sherman tanks-crawling up the 

rough road from the foot of the cliff-closed on 

them and destroyed their rear guard. The battle 

cost the J aps 200 dead, and CT8 sustained seventy

four casualties. 

It had been a night of insecurity and alarms, but 

also a night of worthwhile achievement. The J aps 

had shot their bolt, now. In the first light hours of 

Jig plus 8 the Marines of CT6 scrambled up the 

cliff to reinforce CT8, and at 0815 two battalions 

-3/ 6 and 3/ 8-struck across the plateau to es

tablish a line on its southern rim, where the rocks 

fell away in a series of escarpments to the sea. 

Both combat teams joined in this push, spreading 

out over the whole plateau. This southern tip of 

Tinian was called Marpo Point ( not to be confused 

with Marpi Point, the northernmost tip of Saipan) 

and strange scenes of desperation now confronted 

the Marines. Once more the J aps were seeking re

lease in suicide, and far below on the narrow 

beaches civilians were wringing their hands and 

leaping out into the water to drown. In the honey

comb of caves in the cliffs, the Marines could hear 

grenades popping. The news came up from Corps 

soon after that: Tinian · declared secure at 1855. 

If there was a touch of irony in the "securing" 

of Saipan, there was a fistful at Tinian. Oh, sure, 

"secure" means the end of "organized resistance" 

-not all resistance. But the Japs who hit the com

mand post of the Third Battalion, Sixth Marines, 

on the morning of 2 August were fairly well organ

ized in the opinion of the men who fought them. 

The night of 1 August Lieutenant Colonel John 

Easley had set up his headquarters on the plateau. 

There seemed little likelihood of any further at

tacks in force, and the CP personnel were equipped 

only with pistols and carbines, except for two 

BAR men. Most of them were clerks and corpsmen. 

At about 0500 a group of bitter-end Japs closed 
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in on the headquarters unit. How many? Estimates 

vary, from 100 to 250. But plenty. The Japs car

ried some of their light N ambu machine guns, as 

well as rifles. The alert came in the nick of time, 

and Easley quickly organized his little company 

for defense. The fight was brief but violent. The 

BAR men kept their guns pumping and every Ma

rine present fought as though his very life de

pended on the outcome-as it did. Before a tank 

rolled up to the rescue, the defending Marines had 

killed more than 100 Japs. But they had taken 

some casualties, too-and one of them was Easley. 

He was the only senior officer of the Second Divi

sion killed on Tinian-and, in the opinion of many 

enlisted Marines who wrote the author to descri l= e 

this incident, he was one of the best. 

As if the 3/ 6 incident were not enough, the next 

day-3 August-a Second Division Marine per

formed so heroically that he was awarded a post

humous Medal of Honor-a medal won two days 

after the battle officially ended! Like Timmerman 

and Epperson on Saipan, Pfc. Robert L. Wilson 

of Illinois sacrificed his own life to save his com

rades from a Japanese hand grenade. Young Wil
son was advancing ahead of a squad of Marines 

attempting to neutralize caves on Tinian's rugged 

southern cliffs when a J ap grenade landed squarely 

in the midst of the group. Wilson screamed a warn

ing and threw himself over the missile, smothering 

it with his body and taking the full force of the 

explosion. 

The mopping up of the southern Tinian caves 

took elements of the Second Division a full three 

weeks, and brought death to hundreds of Japanese 

and some Marines. Like the terrain around Marpi 

Point on Saipan, this wilderness was difficult to 

approach and there were only a few paths down 

its steep cliffs. One Marine battalion lowered much 

of its supplies down an improvised "trolley," 

made by stringing a J ap cable from a higher cliff 

MILLIONAIRE MARINES (in terms of yen) play poker 

with Japanese bank notes captured on Tinian. 

INSIDE NATURAL FORTS on Saipan and Tinian Ma

rines found network of caves and tunnels which Japs 

had used for defense and for storing supplies. 
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MARINE MASCOT, a monkey captured on Saipan and named "Eight Bail," looks on disapprovingly while 

Marines enjoy a swim in one of the island's tiny bays. This was one of several mascots adopted by Division. 

to a lower one and using jeep power. In one way 

the operation was a considerable success. Word 

apparently had traveled from Saipan that the Ma

rines had been misrepresented by the J ap military, 

and the Japanese civilians of Tinian proved a good 

deal more willing to surrender and less enamored 

of suicide. Marine language teams, with loud

speakers, lured many of them to the safety of the 

big internment settlement established in the north, 

near Ushi Field. 

The battle of Tinian ended officially in nine 

days, with more than 5,000 Japs destroyed, 

counted and buried; more than 9,000 civilians 

interned; and with 252 military prisoners. The 

Second Division lost only 104 men killed-the 

same number lost by a single battalion on Saipan. 

It had 654 wounded, but only three missing. 

A day or so after the battle ended, a civilian 

correspondent asked General Edson: "Which was 

the worst campaign, General?" Edson grinned and 

sucked on his cigarette. "They were all bad," he 

said. "There are no easy campaigns. At Guadal

canal it was the dirt and the strain, and having to 

lie there night after night in the lines and take it 
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AN EARLY COOKSHACK at Saipan camp puts out hot chow for Marines who have been living on K rations 

for weeks. At this point any kind of warm food was welcome. 

from the laps. At Tarawa, for the first thirty hours 

the issue was in doubt. At Saipan it was the mor

tars and the artillery and the terrain. 

"The worst campaign," Red Mike said, "is the 

one in which you get hit." 

For the 104 men of the Second Division killed 

on Tinian, that "easy" campaign was, beyond 

argument, the worst. 

The end of the northern phase of the Marianas 

operation found members of the Second Marine 

Division scattered over half of the face of the 

earth. Some of the wounded had been flown hack 

to the naval hospital at Aiea, in Honolulu, and 

thence to the States. Many more had been carried 

almost due south, on the big, brightly lighted hos

pital ships, to the naval hospitals in the Russell 

Islands, north of Guadalcanal. The "attached" 

battalion which had performed so superbly on 

Saipan-1/ 29-was detached in September ( af

ter sitting out Tinian) and sent to Guadalcanal to 

join its parent outfit, the Twenty-ninth Regiment 

of the Sixth Marine Division. 

The Marines remaining in the Marianas were 
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split between the two islands, with the Eighth Regi

ment settling down on Tinian and the Sixth, Sec

ond and Tenth moving back to Saipan. During this 

movement, largely made from the piers of Tinian 

Town, one legitimately frightened Marine accom

plished something the J aps had never been able 

to do-he made 3/ 10 take cover. The alarm began 

when said Marine came around a corner on the 

dead run, yelling like crazy. The battalion didn't 

know what was after him, but its members didn't 

wait to inquire. They hit the deck, and the scuttle

butt flew-J ap attack, bombing raid, dud block

buster about to go off! The final explanation: the 

running Marine had stumbled into a hornet's nest 

while souvenir hunting. 

For the week immediately following the "secur

ing" of Tinian, most of the Second Division's ele

ments were either mopping up or packing up. On 

the morning of 9 August the J?ivision CP shut 

down on Tinian and reopened within a few hours 

on Saipan. By 13 August the entire Division, ex

cept for the Eighth Marines, were back on the 

monkey-wrench island. Meanwhile, the Fifth Am

phibious Corps had dreamed up a new chore for 

the Second: the capture of Aguijan Island, south 

of Tinian. 

Aguijan looked like trouble. It was small but it 

rose sheer from the water, like a gray and ominous 

iceberg. On 11 August Division officers recon

noitered the beaches, and on 13 August a special 

landing force was set up to take the island, under 

command of Lieutenant Colonel John H. Griebel 

of New Jersey. This highly heterogenous force in

cluded the Division Reconnaissance company and 

one rifle company of 1/ 2, commanded by Major 

Loren E. Haffner of Washington, whose regular 

duty was with the Sixth Regiment; the remainder 

of 1/ 2, plus a Shore Fire Control party and Air 

Liaison team, under Lieutenant Colonel C. 0. Tot

man of Massachusetts; and a support group made 

up of engineer, amtrac, pioneer and medical de

tachments. One battalion of the Eighth Marines 

was placed in reserve. 

On 23 August artillery, surf ace bombardment, 

and air strikes were used in a concerted reduction 

of Aguijan that lasted three days and had been 

ordered despite the inability of a ground recon

naissance party to eff er,t a preliminary landing. 

After this assault, a new reconnaissance was at

tempted and P-47s smashed Aguijan's tiny town. 

Having done all this, on 8 September the Corps 

called off the whole business and decided to keep 

Aguijan under surveillance, like a bad boy on 

probation. 

While these abortive preparations had been in 

progress, the Second Division units not involved 

had been busy with many other tasks. One was the 

building of camps, which as usual fell to the Ma

rines themselves. They were pretty well distrib

uted, from the north end of the island near Marpi 

Point, to the southern plateau near Aslito. This 

period also saw further changes in the organic 

structure of the Division. On 16 August the Eight

eenth Marine Regiment was inactivated. The old 

1/ 18 under Lieutenant Colonel A. L. Vogt was 

redesignated the Second Engineer Battalion while 

2/ 18 under Lieutenant Colonel C. J. Salazar was 

renamed the Second Pioneer Battalion. Struc

turally, this got the Division right back to 1942. 

In some ways, the battle of Saipan never 

seemed to end. On 22 August the Second Division 

formally took charge of the continuing mop-up, 

relieving the Twenty-seventh Army Division. J aps 

were still being killed on Saipan when Japan sur

rendered, and in the first months of occupation 

the bag of ten was large. Both the Second and 

Sixth Marines were involved in extensive patrols 

through the Tapotchau ridges in September, while 

the Eighth Regiment was similarly occupied on 

Tinian. In early October the final resistance dwin-
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BLONDE BOMBSHELL Betty Hutton lines up for chow at the enlisted mess on Saipan after Second Division camp 
is established. She was one of the first major stars to bring USO show to the Marianas. 

dled to infrequent sniper fire on the latter island, 

and CT8-less 1/ 8-was moved across to Saipan, 

in preparation for a Division-wide offensive. 

With their camps built, canvas stretched, and 

hot chow available, life was a little less gloomy for 

the Second Division Marines. The rainy season 

that had kept Saipan and Tinian floating in mud 

through much of August and September was about 

over. Both islands were beginning to take shape, 

to look like areas normally inhabitable by Ameri

cans. The Second Motor Transport Battalion kept 

its big two and one-half-ton trucks running twenty-

hours a day to supply the various infantry and 

artillery outfits, after setting up shop in forty

eight hours in a muddy canefield. (Later the bat

talion built a storeroom and garage, thirty by 

sixty feet, using J ap railroad iron.) 

There was occasional entertainment-Betty 

Hutton and her U. S. 0. troupe turned up, as did 

other film and vaudeville stars ( "poor trade for 

Wellington," muttered the old-timers, meaning no 

disrespect toward the luscious but terribly unavail

able Miss Hutton). There was also much sickne_ss. 

The Marianas had their own boneracking bug-
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THE PRIZE SOUVENIR of Saipan battle is this gigan

tic Japanese flag, captured in Mutcho Point com

mand post area by Second Division. 

FIGHTING WITH FISTS instead of guns, these seven 

huskies won Division boxing championships in win

ter sports program at Saipan camp. 

dengue. This mosquito-borne misery sometimes 

was called "breakbone fever," for obvious rea

sons, and few Marines escaped it. Corpsmen and 

pharmacist's mates worked long hours fighting 

mosquitoes with DDT and other preventatives. 

In November, as security became ever more im

portant and Jap air raids increased, the nuisance 

attacks by surviving Japanese on the island be

came insupportable. Each new day found a Marine 

killed here, a civilian captured or supplies stolen. 

A good example of the prevalence of J ap inter

ference was the experience of 1/ 10. While on a 

routine service practice, the artillerymen were en

gaged by two groups of Japanese. Marines from 

the firing batteries under Lieutenant Colonel Sult 

killed eleven J aps in the caves near the water on 

the East coast, while forward observer parties 

commanded by Major Frederick Aldridge of Vir

ginia killed twelve more. One Marine was killed. 

To put an end to such organized disruption, 

General Watson ordered a Division-wide offensive 

for 15 November, through the northern and central 

·· ·. sections of Saipan. This drive jumped off on 

schedule and swept through the ravines and ridges 

for three days, with all the Division Marines in 

action except 1/ 8, now under command of Lieu

tenant Colonel Richard W. Hayward, which was 

doing much the same thing on Tinian. When this 

mass patrol ended, the Marines had killed 255 

laps, and captured forty-seven. Marine losses 

were nine killed and forty wounded. Impressive? 

Yes, but so was Tinian. When 1/ 8 finally em

barked for Saipan six weeks later, on 30 Decem

ber, 542 enemy J aps had been killed after the 

secure date. 

The changing character of Saipan and Tinian 

had its counterpart in the changing personnel of 

the Second Marine Division. Marines who had 

come to believe that only a wound would ever get 
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them home were pleasantly disillusioned after the 

Marianas offensive. Rotation finally caught up 

with the Second Division, and an estimated sixty• 

four officers and 1200 enlisted got that long

q.reamed-of ticket home to the States, sailing from 

Tinian on 7 August, 1944. Many others were trans

ferred, as FMF Pacific got set for new amphibious 

operations. By the end of November, the Division 

strength was down to about 16,500 men-an all

time low point. Only a few of these had personal 

war memories stretching back to Tulagi and 

Gavutu and Guadalcanal. More were veterans of 

Tarawa, but many of the heroes of Betio also had 

gone Stateside or to other jobs. 

Yet, as we have observed many times before in 

this narrative, the essential character of the Second 

Marine Division did not change, no matter how 

greatly its personnel shifted. Replacements some

times learned the Division way the hard way-as 

in the ridges of Tapotchau. They sometimes 

learned by a kind of osmosis, the result of endless 

hours of bivouac association with Marines who 

themselves knew only by hearsay the fabulous tales 

of Lunga and the Matanikau and the Burns-Philp 

pier. 
Other Marine Divisions were being formed or 

already were in the field, many of them bulwarked 

by cadres of veterans from the Second. The old 

First Division, after an almost 100 per cent turn

over in personnel, had again been in dramatic and 

costly action, in this fall of 1944-capturing 

Peleliu in the Palaus, an Iwo Jima in miniature. 

The Fourth Division, back at Maui, was resting 

for a new ordeal; the Fifth had inherited the old 

Second Division camp on Hawaii; the Sixth was 

shaping up in Guadalcanal. The war was hammer

ing toward a conclusion, and it had been a Ma

rines' war in the Pacific. Appreciating the valor 

and the victories of its sister units, the Second 

Division still considered itself second to none. 

Now on Saipan the Division, after its October 

low-water mark, began to get new drafts of re

placements. It passed out of control of the Fifth 

Amphibious Corps, to the Third Corps which was 

part of the new Tenth Army. The Marines sensed 

that something new lay ahead, and that their units 

were being "beefed up" for it. Meanwhile, there 

was the work of patrolling, the grind of training, 

and the many essential specialties to be main

tained. One of these last was particularly val

uable. This was the Second Division Japanese 

Language school, founded by Captain John E. 

Merrill of California and Lieutenant Paul S. Dull 

of Washington. The value of Japanese-speaking 

Marines had been proved at Saipan and Tinian. 

Now, in the school, experienced instructors 

crammed young Marines with the strange, diffi

cult tongue- a knowledge that was to prove ex

tremely useful before the approaching year was 

out. 

1While the battle for Saipan was in progress, 

Stateside newspapers reaching the besieged island 

carried two stories that were bitter tea for the 

fighting Marines. One was a repetition of the 

Tarawa canards: The Marine Corps once again ( it 

said) had charged recklessly into a J ap strong

point and was slaughtering the nation's youth. The 

other told of the Army's triumphant entry into 

Rome, through streets crowded with cheering 

Italians, on streets paved with flowers, between 

sidewalks teeming with beautiful, affectionate and 

grateful girls. The Marines looked up from these 

sad newspapers and looked out across the awful 

mountain and down on the ruins of Garapan. What 

they said was scatological, and to the point. 

The Marines before long got vivid confirmation 

of the value of their sacrifices in the Marianas. By 

the end of July, Army engineers were working 

around the clock building a giant airfield on 
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Kagman peninsula, along Saipan's eastern shore. 

lsely Field was enlarged and improved. When 

Tinian fell, other engineers began expanding the 

Ushi airdrome and building another near it. These 

airstrips, with their gigantic installations, were 

not being established to bomb the next J ap island, 

but the Japanese homeland itself. The Marines 

knew this, the Army knew it, and the J aps knew it. 

Night after night through the fall months and the 

winter and spring that followed, the Japanese at

tacked Saipan and Tinian with all the planes they 

could muster. The air raids were reminiscent of 

Guadalcanal, for the old-timers. But now we could 

shoot back in strength, and field night and day 

fighters to meet the threat. The Japs were a nui

sance, and sometimes a deadly one. But the work 

went on. 

On October 12 the Marines heard thunder in 

the skies, and they turned out of their tents and 

crawled up from the ravines, where many were 

patrolling, to watch in awe and wonder. What they 

saw was the biggest airplane any of them had ever · 

seen, coasting down toward the great new air

drome on Kagman point. The B-29's had come to 
Saipan, and the climactic air offensive against 

Japan was at last in the making. Many Marines 

had died to make it possible for these silver mon-

sters to land and take off and land again in the 

Marianas Islands. Was the sacrifice worthwhile? 

If there was any doubt, any doubt at all, it should 

have ended on 5 August, 1945, when a B-29 called 

the Enola Gay took off from Tinian Island on a 

mission that shook and revolutionized the world. 

But that story belongs in the next chapter. 

The first B-29 bombing raid on Tokyo was 

flown from Saipan on November 24, 1944. Night 

after night, month after month, the big bombers 

flew north--through the Jap interceptors at lwo 

Jima-to strew ruin on the cities of the enemy. In 
January, to stop J a p interference with the '29' s 

and to gain an effective base to fly fighter cover for 

them, Marines of the Third, Fourth and Fifth 

Divisions invaded and secured the fortress of lwo 

Jima. In March tough Major General Curtis 

LeMay brought the big bombers down to 6,000 

feet and burned up most of Yokohama and Tokyo 

with the N:apalm bomb first used at Tinian. And 

on April 1 the U.S. Tenth Army, under the com

mand of Lieutenant General Simon Bolivar Buck

ner, invaded the huge island of Okinawa, 500 

miles off the China coast and only 300 miles south 

of the Japanese mainland. It was April Fools' Day, 

and the Second Marine Division was on hand to 

play an April Fools' joke on the J aps. 
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FlfiST RY U KY U LA N DI NG 

THE CURTAIN FALLS ON 0l(INAWA 
AND THE SECOND DIVISION OCCUPIES THE JAPANESE HOMELAND 

1 April, 1945. 

April Fools' Day everywhere. 

Easter Sunday in the Christian nations of the 

world. 

"Love Day" on Okinawa.* 

It had been a short trip for the Marines of the 

Second Division, who sailed in the last week of 

March from Tanapag Harbor at Saipan-a 1,200-

* From the phonetic alphabet, in which "L" becomes "Love." 
The Okinawa target date was designated as "L Day" to avoid 
confusion with other operations. 

mile dash across the Philippines Sea. For the final 

three days of it, they had been extensively briefed 

on the nature of the target and their own unusual 

duties. This was to be a very different operation 

from Tulagi, or Guadalcanal, or Gavutu, or 

Tarawa, or Saipan and Tinian. Those had been 

the hedgehog outposts of the Empire of Japan; 

Okinawa was close to the core, the last line of 

defense short of the enemy homeland. 

There were compelling reasons for the capture 

of Okinawa, although all of them were not clear 
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to the Marines sailing across the blue and infinite 

waters of the "Philippine Deep." Primarily, Oki

nawa was needed as a last, great stationary air 

base for the final hammering of the Japanese 

mainland. Secondarily, when the air assaults had 

had their maximum effect, it would provide the 

close-in staging area for the troops that would at

tack Japan itself. Until now, the Marines had 

fought only in the Pacific basin; at Okinawa, they 

were invading the Orient. West of Okinawa were 

the choppy reaches of the East China Sea; south 

was Formosa; north was Japan. Shanghai, the 

"Paris of the East," was only 500 miles over the 

western horizon from this Easter-morning target. 

Unlike Tarawa, which had looked something 

like a bird or a lizard, and Saipan, with its re

semblance to a monkey-wrench, Okinawa bore no 

resemblance to familiar shapes. Some seventy 

miles long and varying sharply from three to 

fifteen miles wide, the island had rolling hills, 

sharp ridges and cliffs in the south, miles of ter

raced field s, and some plains and plateaus. A little 

of everything. Intelligence was fragmentary . The 

Marines were sternly warned to beware the deadly 

"hahu," a ferocious snake-hut only one Marine 

ever reported seeing a "hahu," and he was not 

attacked. The best guesses on the strength of the 

Japanese garrison ranged from 50,000 to 75,000 

men, while it was believed that some 435,000 

civilian Okinawans inhabited the island. 

On 26 March an Army Division, the Seventy

seventh, had occupied Kerama Retto, the islands 

flanking Okinawa. For some days U.S. naval ves

sels had raked the long, winding coastline with 

shellfire, and carrier aircraft and land-based 

bombers had blasted its airfields and the town of 

Naha. The U.S. was hopeful of obtaining surprise 

for the landing, and had been careful to conceal 

its choice of landing beaches. To further the de

ception, the Tenth Army command had elected 

to carry out a diversionary feint on L Day morn

ing. This was the joke the Second Division hoped 

to play on the Nipponese defenders. 

All through the spring months ( as noted in the 

last chapter), the Division had grown hack toward 

combat strength after the depletion of the previous 

fall. Brigadier General Edson had moved on to 

other duties, and Brigadier General Leroy P. 

Hunt, father of the former 2/ 6 battalion com

mander, had succeeded him as assistant division 

commander under General Watson. Both the 

Forty-first and Thirty-fifth replacement drafts had 

been incorporated into the Division. And there 

were some new outfits, some tested in structure 

at Saipan and Tinian, others going into action 

for the first time. The Second Joint Assault Sig

nal Company ( J ASCO) had proved its worth in 

the Marianas. As an indication of the more stable 

nature of the war, the Division was now embel

lished by the "Second Semi-Mobile Laundry Pla

toon." The transition from coral atolls to enemy 

land masses, land masses with civilian popula

tions, had produced two military government de

tachments . The great success of the rockets had 

resulted in the designation of the "Second Pro

visional Rocket Detachment." Finally, to lend a 

really bizarre touch, the Division now acquired 

canine allies- the " Second War Dog Platoon." 

Most of these changes had come in the months 

following the previous October, when the Second 

Division was formally shifted from the Fifth Am

phibious Corps to the Third Amphibious Corps. 

When the Third Corps was incorporated into the 

U.S. Tenth Army, it was the first time the Second 

Division Marines found themselves under an over

all Army command. In the hundreds of ships of 

the great amphibious armada approaching Oki

nawa in the pre-dawn darkness of 1 April were 

two full Corps- the largestnumher of troops ever 

carried to a target in the long Central Pacific drive. 
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OKINAWA BOUND, Second Division Marines line up on one of Saipan's floating piers to board Navy trans

ports. Marines did not know when they sailed that only a feint was in prospect. 

One was the Third Amphibious, with the First, 

Second and Sixth Marine Divisions; the other was 

the Twenty-fourth Army Corps, with the Seventh 

and Ninety-sixth Infantry Divisions ( the Seventy

seventh was already in action at Kerama Retto). 

At H-Hour, the First and Sixth Marine Divi

sions were to land on Okinawa's western shore, 

from the East China Sea, flank to flank with two 

Army Divisions. The Second Division, assigned as 

Third Corps reserve, meanwhile would carry out 

a pretended attack on the southeast coast of Oki

nawa, in the vicinity of Chinen Peninsula. Later, 

depending on the progress of the campaign and 

Japanese defensive strategy, the Second might he 

committed anywhere. 

This must have seemed a dubious strategy to 

most of the Marines of the Second Division, con

vinced as they were that the Second was the world's 

best fighting outfit. Still, there were compensations. 

To the handful of veterans of the Solomons, and 

the survivors of Betio, the prospect of landing on 

a beachhead already under control was not un

attractive. The Second Division had carried out a 

similar feint at Tinian, and had not lacked for 
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action soon afterward. But it would he nice, on 

this Easter Sunday, to be able to get in the little 

blue boats and go in toward the beach and then 

come back to the transports and a good bed. It 

would be fun to fool the Japanese. As it turned 

out, it wasn't much fun. 

It was still dark, though the first banners of 

dawn were beginning to streak the eastern sky. In
side the LST's and the bigger APA's, Marines of 

the Second Division were at early chow when 

General Quarters sounded. The convoy was in 

sections, the LST's some four or five miles ahead, 

all moving slowly in toward the southeastern 

shores of Okinawa. It was barely light enough to 

discern one ship from another. The sound of the 

Japanese aircraft engines at first was very fa int, 

and then it was much louder and it began to de

velop that snarling, frightening, insistent quality 

of airplanes diving toward targets. In the van

guard of the task force were the Marines of 3/ 2, 

the headquarters group in the APA 120-the 

U.S.S. Hinsdale-the rest of the battalion up for

ward, distributed through three LST's. 

The naval gunners waited, tense, at their sta

tions, trying desperately to spot the approaching 

J aps against the dark, lightly ribboned sky. The 

ships speeded up a little. "Jap bombers," one 

Marine said to another. "Guess nobody knows how 

many." The noise of the J ap engines got louder. 

Antiaircraft fire began spitting against the sky, 

orange tracers and bright-red ascending balls of 

flame. "Watch for torpedoes!" Some eyes down, 

now, looking along the surface of the sea for swift 

sneak attacks. 

But these J aps were not on bombing and torpedo 

missions. Japan had begun the supreme and sacri

ficial defense of the homeland. These J aps were 

Kamikaze pilots, flying one-way missions, flying 

bombs, not planes. These were the warriors of the 

"Divine Wind." 

At precisely 0520, in the quickening light of 

this holy Easter dawn, a Japanese pilot sent his 

single-engined "Val" dive-bomber smashing 

through the unarmored side of the Hinsdale, right 

at the waterline and just forward of the engine 

room. A matter of minutes later, four miles ahead, 

another Japanese brought his Zero fighter arcing 

down from the sky and smashed it through the 

flimsy hull of LST 884, carrying I Company of 

3/ 2. And, a few minutes after that, another J ap 

bore down on a second LST and took a fatal hit 

just as he reached the ship's wide iron deck. The 

J ap exploded, blowing two Americans off the fan

tail of the vessel and wounding several others. 

All of these attacks were costly, to us as well as 

the Japanese pilots, but the worst was on LST 884. 

The force of the impact, on the ship's port beam, 

sent the Zero's engine hurtling through the port 

compartment and into the tank deck on the star

board side. This flaming engine fired the amphibi

ous tractors, in which many Marines were sleeping 

-and sent fire racing over the whole ship. A bare 

half hour after the hit, the abandon-ship order 

came, and I Company's survivors went over the 

side . They left many dead Marines behind them

Marines burned in the amtracs before they could 

escape the roaring inferno of the tank deck. 

On the Hinsdale, the casualties were principally 

Navy. Only one man escaped the engine room 

alive. The loss of power left the Hinsdale dead in 

the water, and before long she began to settle. 

Despite heroic efforts at damage control, it was de

cided at 0900 to abandon ship, and the Marines 

aboard AP A 120 were transferred to an LST 

already crowded with members of 4/ 10. (The 

Hinsdale did not sink and was towed into Kerama 

Retto.) For more than a week the Marines lived 

in acute misery, on a vessel completely unable to 

handle so great an infusion of refugees. 

Had the Second Division been moving into as-
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IHEYA DEFENSE POSITION is established behind rugged stone wall as Marine sweep continues across island. 

The Marine landing was not opposed and native population had taken cover. 

sault position ( rather than preparing to execute 

a feint), these Kamikaze hits might well have had 

a serious and disruptive effect. Strangely enough, 

they were all confined to the single battalion, even 

though it was dispersed through widely separated 

vessels. No other ships were hit that day off Oki

nawa, and there were no other major air attacks. 

But for the Third Battalion, Second Marines-the 

battalion which took the bird's beak at Tarawa 

and fought through Gara pan at Saipan-Love Day 

at Okinawa will remain a grim and bitter memory. 

The memory is not softened by one further 

ironic fact. Across the island, above N aha in the 

region of Y ontan airfield, the First and Sixth Ma

rine Divisions landed unopposed. The J aps had 

pulled away to the south, in the area where the 

Marine feint was staged. When nightfall came, not 

a single Marine of the two assault Divisions had 

died by enemy action. But the Second Division, 

without having landed a man, had suffered 

the only major casualties inflicted on any U.S. 

unit on the first day at Okinawa. 

Around Shuri Castle, the ancient palace of the 

Okinawan kings, the Japs lay in wait. They had 
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SEARCHING IHEYA for Japanese, Marine riflemen 

move cautiously through picturesque native village. 

No Japanese military were found on the island. 

IHEYA CIVILIANS return to their village after flee
ing preliminary bombardment. They greeted Marines 
with white flags of surrender. 

foreseen the invasion, and they had decided to con

cede Central Okinawa-airfields and all-to the 

invaders. They would fight only in the far north, 

where a small, highly organized mobile force was 

prepared to sell itself dearly, and in the natural 

bastion of the south. Their main defense line ran 

across the lower belly of the island-from Naha 

to Shuri to Nakagasuku. Here they had dug and 

tunneled and emplaced and fortified. Here were 

cliffs like those of lwo and Peleliu, hollowed into 

frightful fortresses. Here the Japanese would pin 

and hold the invaders while the fliers of the 

"Divine Wind" wrought destruction on their men, 

their ships and their morale. 

This was the Japanese strategy, as it finally 

came to be understood. But in the first week of the 

invasion, it was far from clear. Only one thing 

was apparent: the amazing lack of resistance. The 

Third Corps sliced across the middle of the island 

and turned north; the Twenty-fourth Corps 

wheeled south, occupying Yontan airstrip and 

Machinato. The only Second Division troops to get 

ashore in those first days were some thirty-five 

members of the Second Motor Transport Battalion. 

They went in on L plus 2 to rescue their trucks, 

which had been dumped on the beach by mistake. 

They got the trucks and got back aboard ship a 

week later. 

The morning after L Day, the Division repeated 

its feint landing. Then the trick wore thin. The 

Japanese obviously were in stabilized positions, 

and would not be lured into new tactics. Mean

while, all evidence indicated that the enemy was 

massing aircraft in Kyushu for a savage aerial 

offensive. The Second Division ships were kept 

circling in the East China Sea. But the command 

was increasingly aware that some morning or 

evening these frail transports would be subjected 

to a devastating air attack. This danger was too 

great to be risked-three torpedo hits could kill 
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more Marines afloat than a month's campaigning 

ashore. The Second had either to be landed or sent 

home. The decision was: back to Saipan. 

Before sailing, a few much-needed men were 

landed. On 12 April the Second Marine Divi

sion detached the 130th Naval Construction Bat

talion-a new Seabee outfit that had been attached 

at Saipan-_ and the Second Amphibian Truck 

Company. With the lines rapidly moving both 

north and south on Okinawa, the Third Corps 

needed good roads and machines to move over 

them. The Seabees could provide the first; the 

DUKW drivers would take care of the second. By 

mid-April, the remainder of the Second Division 

was home in its familiar bivouacs on Saipan, re

designated as "area reserve." 

Back on Saipan, and back in training, in train

ing for battles never to be fought, in the case of 

the Second, the Sixth and most of the Tenth Ma

rines. For, in the spring of 1945, only a few 

. men in New York and Washington and Chicago 

and a place called Alamogordo, somewhere in 

New Mexico, had any reason to believe that the 

war with Japan would end before 1948. In the 

days ahead, the Second Marines and the Sixth 

Marines and the Tep.th Regiment artillerymen 

could see many things- return, perhaps, to Oki

nawa, the ominous beaches of Kyushu or Honshu, 

bloody fighting in the streets of Nagasaki or Kobe 

or Yokohama or Tokyo. Victory, perhaps, at some 

distant day when the last Japanese warrior had 

been driven up the hill in Tokyo on which stands 

the Y asakuni Shrine. 

These were the visions of most of the Marines of 

the Second Division, as they trained in now

populous Saipan, an island with a bathing beach 

and bright umbrellas, a U.S.O. theater, a baseball 
field, and always overhead the drone of the B-29s. 

But not of the Eighth Marine regiment. The battles 

of World War II were not over for the Eighth 

Marines, as they were for the Second, the Sixth 

and the Tenth. In the hot August of 1942 the Sec

ond Marines had made the first U.S. landing on 

enemy-held soil. In the hot June of 1945 the Eighth 

Marines would make the last great infantry drive 

against that same enemy, only 300 miles from the 
Empire's heart. 

The Eighth Marines got their call to action on 

16 May, a full month after their return to Saipan. 

It came from the command of the Tenth Army, and 

it did not immediately involve a campaign on Oki

nawa proper. During the weeks after the Second 

Division's departure, the situation on Okinawa had 

worsened considerably. Not only had U.S. forces, 

both Army and Marine, found the Japanese south

ern line a Pacific Maginot-the J aps also had ex

panded their aerial onslaught and every day were 

sending suicide pilots by the dozen or hundred 
against vital American shipping. The inspiring 

story of the Okinawa destroyer "picket line" has 

been told elsewhere, and cannot be detailed here. 

But despite the Navy's valiant defense, the laps 

were still getting in-and they of ten were getting 

in virtually unannounced. We desperately needed 

better radar search facilities, and an adequate 

fighter director station. Okinawa itself did not 

off er desirable sites for these installations. 

In consequence, it was decided to capture two 

small, nearby islands-Iheya Shima to the north

west of Okinawa, and Aguni Shima, almost due 

west of Naha. The Tenth Army Command ordered 

the Second Division to organize a landing force for 

this purpose. The order was carried out at once, 

with the Eighth Mar~nes chosen as the basic com
ponent. The Division ADC, Brigadier General 

Leroy P. Hunt, was named to command the land

ing force, although the Eighth Marines remained 

under Colonel C.R. Wallace, who had led the regi

ment in the Saipan and Tinian battles. To provide 

artillery, 2/ 10 was attached. Other units included 
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the Division reconnaissance company; A Company 

of the Second Tank battalion; C Company of the 

Second Engineer battalion; B Company of the 

Second Motor Transport battalion; E Company of 

the Second Medical battalion; the Second Platoon 

of the Ordnance Company, Second Service bat

talion; the Third Platoon of S & S Company, Sec

ond Service battalion; the third section of the 

Second Marine War Dog platoon; four trucks of 

the Second Provisional Rocket detachment; D 

Company of the Third Provisional Armored Am

phibian battalion; and the Second Amphibious 

Tractor battalion. The Second Battalion, Tenth 

Marines, was now commanded by Lieutenant Colo

nel Richard G. Weede of Kansas. Lieutenant Colo

nel Richard W. Hayward of New York had 1/ 8; 

Lieutenant Colonel Harry A. Waldorf of Calif or

nia was in corp.mand of 2/ 8; while Lieutenant 

Colonel Paul E. Wallace of Washington had 3/ 8. 

The Sherman tanks were under Captain Bale

the commander of China Gal on Betio. 

The task group carrying the landing forces 

rendezvoused for :final briefings at Okinawa, and 

in view of uncertainties concerning J ap troop dis

positions, it was decided to preface the Iheya 

Shima landing with a heavy naval bombardment. 

On 3 June the twenty-six LST's carrying the Eighth 

Marines and their supporting units dropped the 

hook off Iheya, a pretty island that soon was 

popping with shellfire and bursting rockets. There 

was no answering :fire, and at 1100 LT's 2/ 8 and 

3/ 8 whooped ashore and began moving inland, 

followed in short order by LT 1/ 8. To the pleasant 

surprise of everyone, there ,was no opposition

except from the weather. The Marines camped that 

night in a wallow of mud, the result of a drenching 

rain that set in shortly after noon. 

The following day-4 June-the Marines com

pleted their sweep of the island, which yielded 

nothing but frightened Okinawa civilians and an 

amazing number of farm animals. Six days later 

LT 1/ 8, having been detached for the purpose 

made a similarly peaceful landing on Aguni 

Shima, west of Okinawa and miles to the southwest 

of Iheya. Nothing quite so pleasant had happened 

to the Second Marine Division since the occupa

tion of Apamama, nearly two years before. 

For nearly a fortnight, the Marines of the spe

cial landing force enjoyed what could almost be 

considered a resort vacation. True, some units 

were busy rounding up and interning civilians, 

and the doctors and corpsmen were occupied with 

treating the few Okinawans injured in the bom

bardment. But many of the Marines had little to 

do . They rode the little Okinawa ponies and even 

tried to break the bullocks to bareback riding. One 

Marine, describing this happy hiatus, commented: 

"It looked like the old Horse Marines." Another 

member of RCT8 wrote: "Iheya Shima came as 

close to measuring up to story-book versions of 

South Sea islands as any I have ever seen. Swim

ming was good between the coral reef and the 

white, sandy beach. Picturesque were the tile

roofed houses in the villages, and the terraced hill 

sides gave our island the appearance of being 

halfway civilized. What with the ever-present mos

quitoes, lice, etc., our stay there was anything but 

comfortable, but I remember it as one of the more 

pleasant moments of my time with the Corps in the 

Pacific." The same thing was true of Aguni Shima, 

although some excitement was added there by the 

capture of two Japanese Navy pilots, who were 

trying hard to look like Okinawans. Only the Re

connaissance company, which carried out a night 

rubber-boat investigation of the neighboring island 

of lzena Shima, had much feeling of war in prog

ress while on Iheya. 

The establishment of the radar and :fighter 

director stations on Iheya Shima and Aguni Shima 

aided materially in the interception of J ap Kami-
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IN OKINAWA FIGHTING, a burial tomb becomes just that for a Jap sniper who had used it for attacks on 

Marines. This blast from a flamethrower killed the Jap instantly and permitted offensive to move ahead. 

kazes. By mid-June, the Army was able to relieve 

the elements of the Eighth Regimental Combat 

Team, and the happy vacation came to an end. The 

transition from the pleasures of Iheya and Aguni 

to the deeply grim realities of Okinawa came with 

shocking swiftness. On the big island the Marine 

and Army forces had ground their way through 

the cliffs and cave fortresses of Shuri and had 

fought through the city of N aha. They were near

ing the southern end of the island, hut they also 

were nearing the limit of human endurance. Casu

alties had been high, and men had been in the line 

for days without relief. The Japs were just as 

groggy, but someone was needed to furnish the 

knockout punch. The Tenth Army sent · for the 

Eighth Marines. 

On the evening of 16 June the Marines from 

Iheya and Aguni landed across the hay from the 

rubbled city of Naha on Oroku Peninsula. There, 

as night closed down, they were placed under tacti
cal command of the First Marine Division. The 

orders: to he ready to relieve the battle-weary 

Seventh Marines in the first daylight hours of 18 

June. At 0630 the regiment began to advance to 
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ON AGUNI SHIMA, another of the Ryukyu islands 

which Division Marines occupied after lheya land

ing, mud two feet deep was main obstacle. 

LIFE ON IHEYA was almost like a vacation. This Regi

mental postoffice was established on D plus 2 day, 

and Marine mail came through quickly. 

the front, in a column of battalions led by 2/ 8. 

The Regimental CP was established before noon 

at Tera Village, and by 0730 of 18 June, Waldorf 

had moved the Marines of 2/ 8 through the red
eyed, bewhiskered veterans of the Seventh Regi

ment into the lines on Mezado Ridge. At the same 

time, Lieutenant Colonel Paul Wallace's 3/ 8 

moved up in reserve, occupying Kunishi Ridge, 
where the First Division had bypassed many points 

of resistance. 

The fresh, thoroughly trained Marines of 2/ 8 
attacked to the south almost immediately upon 

their arrival at the front, driving toward Ibaru 

Ridge across an open slope slanting down from 

Mezado. The J aps welcomed the newcomers, first 

with rifle and light machine-gun fire on the flanks, 

then-as the attack progressed-with increasingly 

heavy mortar and artillery blasts. At dawn a regi

mental observation post was established on the east 

shoulder of Mezado Ridge. This was a high and 

rugged hill, crowned by coral boulders. From it, 

a man could look south to the sea, over most of the 

remaining Japanese terrain. 

From this point, the Regimental Commander, 

Colonel Wallace, with his operations officer, Major 

Chamberlin, watched the regiment's offensive. 

Down below, they could see 2/ 8 slugging its way 

toward Ibaru; shortly after noon a big man came 

up and joined them. The big man was the com
mander of the U.S. Tenth Army and of the Oki

nawa offensive, Lieutenant General Simon Bolivar 

Buckner. Buckner sat in a cleft of rock and looked 

out over the Eighth Marine zone of action. He 

stayed for about an hour and remarked finally: 

"Things are going so well here I think I'll move 

on to another unit." 

These were almost his last words. Whether the 

Japanese, through their powerful, long-range 

glasses, had somehow discerned his presence, 

probably will never be known. At any rate, with 
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the suddenness of a clap of thunder, five Japanese 

artillery shells struck directly on the observation 

post.•. They were big shells-probably ISCM-and 

they blasted the coral heads and the men between 

them. Wallace and Chamberlin escaped, almost 

miraculously. But Simon Bolivar Buckner sank 

mortally wounded to the dusty rock, his glazing 

eyes looking out toward the distant sea where vic

tory waited, only a few days away. 

The death of General Buckner rn the Eighth 

Marine OP was only one of two dramatic casual

ties of 18 June. To describe the second, a brief 

flashback is necessary-a flashback to the 18th day 

of June, 1944, when the Third Battalion, Eighth 

Marines, also was engaged with the Japanese 

enemy on Saipan. On that day Corporal Bennie E. 
Rash of Kentucky was moving forward at the 

side of Corporal Grover Wells when Japanese 

fire cut Wells down. Three months later Wells' 

brother, Earl, joined the Eighth Regiment and, by 

startling coincidence, was placed in the same 

squad. End of flashback. 18 June, 1945, Okinawa. 

Two Marines move cautiously around the danger

ous boulders and ledges of Kunishi Ridge. There 

is a burst of Japanese fire, and Earl H. Wells falls 

dead, at the feet of Corporal Rash! So died two 

brothers, doing the same job in the same unit, on 

the same day and in the company of the same 

mutual friend, exactly a year apart. 

No slackening in the speed of the final Okinawa 

offensive resulted from General Buckner's death, 

tragic though it was. Temporary command passed 

immediately to Major General Roy Geiger, com

manding the Third Amphibious Corps, and the 

Eighth Marines drove on to the south, with 2/ 8 

still in the line. Ahead on the left was the town of 

Makabe, where the J aps had concentrated some 

artillery and many troops. Nightfall found the bat

talion at Road 33, abreast of Makabe. The po

sition was precarious. On the right flank the Japs 

MARINES ON "BIG ISLAND" found fighting fierce, in 

contrast to the peaceful occupations of lheya and 

Aguni. Here they move against ridge. 

DEVASTATED HILLSIDE gives Marines some cover as 

they inch forward on Okinawa. Bazooka team (lore• 

ground) is prepared to support riflemen. 

[271] 

worldwartwoveterans.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
worldwartwoveterans.org 



still had artillery on Kuwanga Ridge, while on 

the left the battalion was getting occasional fire 

from the town. The regimental command accord

ingly detached B Company from 1/ 8 and hurried 

it forward, to tie in the left flank with the Fifth 

Marines (First Division) who were moving south 

with the Eighth. 

During the night the howitzers of 2/ 10 inter

dicted Makabe, firing in support of, B Company. 

The morning of 19 June found 3/ 8 in position 

behind 2/ 8, ready to pass through and storm the 

heights of Ibaru Ridge, dead ahead. But there was 

a delay. The Japs in Makabe had not been knocked 

out, and now they opened up with everything they 

had. The Regiment's rocket trunks were called to 

the front, and 4.2mm mortars also went into ac

tion. The Sherman tanks rolled forward, and 

Makabe was subjected to a thunderous barrage. 

When it lifted, the town was quiet. There was no 

more fight in those particular Japs. 

As 3/ 8 pushed into the line and moved toward 

Ibaru, the Marines turned their artillery on that 

forbidding height. For a solid hour the big guns 

and howitzers hammered the ridgetop, and then

as the riflemen neared Ibaru's base-a dense cur

tain of white phosphorous smoke was strung along 

the cliffs. The smoke behaved perfectly, shrouding 

the Marine advance from the defenders and then 

lifting, as if on order, as the Marines charged and 

clawed their way to the top. They were up and over 

before the bemused J aps had any clear idea of 

what had happened. Up and over and starting 

down to the sea, now only 500 yards away. It 

was a swift offensive, the J aps rolling back off 

balance and the Marines sweeping forward

sweeping forward in the last great organized at

tack of World War II. 

At 1623 on 19 June, K Company of the Third 

Battalion, Eighth Marines, broke through the last 

brushy cover and raced to the southern shores of 

Okinawa. Twenty minutes later the rest of 3/ 8 

surged to the beaches, and the death noose had 

been pulled tight around the remaining Japanese, 

some of them trapped in their CP area to the east, 

and a few others isolated to the west. The battle of 

Okinawa, except for mop-up, was over. 

But for once there was no haste about declaring 

the island secure. For the next three days the 

Eighth Marines assisted the First and Sixth Divi

sion troops in cleaning out the last pockets. On 20 

June I Company took heavy casualties while at

tacking a J ap ridge position. The J aps in Makabe 

inflicted a few more injuries before the town was 

overrun, as did Nip artillerymen firing from Hill 

85. On 21 June one company of 2/ 8 was detached 

to the Fifth Marines to help in blasting loose a 

concentration of Japs southwest of Mezado Ridge. 

And on 22 June CT8 reassembled and joined other 

forces in a final swing northward to Naha, to 

eliminate any last, overlooked strongpoints. 

That afternoon-22 June-Okinawa was offi

cially proclaimed secure. The Eighth Marines, in 

their brief but devastatingly effective drive, had 

lost ten officers and 313 enlisted men. But they had 

killed 1,223 Japanese; they had split the bitter

end J ap garrison and rendered it ineffective; and 

they had carried out the last major land drive of 

the Second World War. To the east, in the camps 

on Saipan, the Second and Sixth · and Tenth Ma

rines did not begrudge this final glory to the 

Eighth-it was a glory shared by all. First to 

fight, last to fight; Florida Island to the heights of 

Ibaru. 

Although the-designation "secure" had been de

layed three days to facilitate the mop-up, as was 

always the case on Japanese islands some enemy 

nests still remained. Marines of 1/ 8, 2/ 8 and 

3/ 8 carefully combed the ridges south of Naha, 

using war dogs in their patrols, and killing a dozen 
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DEATH BY SHELLFIRE came to Lieutenant General Simon Bolivar Buckner (right) a few minutes after he entered 

this Eighth Marine observation post on Okinawa, to watch Marines attack in the valley below. Colonel Clar

rence R. Wallace, (center) CTS commander, and Major William Chamberlin (left) were unhurt. 

lo Lwo dozen J aps daily. This sort of activity con

tinued for several days. Meanwhile, Marines 

trained in the Division' s Japanese language school 

at Saipan were serving effectively in rounding up 

remaining civilians and in interrogating prisoners 

of war. The first platoon of the Division Military 

Police company handled POW's from the three 

Marine regiments in southwest Okinawa, turning 

them over to military government personnel at a 

stockade north of Itomia. 

The transfer of Second Division personnel to 

Saipan began in the last week of June and con

tinued until mid-July, as shipping became avail

able. The Okinawa veterans found their buddies 

in the Second, Sixth and Tenth engaged in inten

sive training-and this time nobody had to be 

clairvoyant to guess what the next objective would 

be. There was only one target of consequence left 

in the Japanese war-Japan! The Division Com

mand already had been alerted and was making 

preliminary plans for the OLYMPIC operation, 

the invasion of the enemy homeland. This time 
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PAY-OFF AIRDROME of the Pacific was this great installation on Tinian. It was first used for the mass B-29 

raids on Japan, finally for the atom bomb flight which brought the war to a sudden close. 

there would be no feints. The Second Division 

would again be a combat bride, with assault 

beaches. 

One of the major training problems, on islands 

as crowded as Tinian and Saipan, was development 

of an artillery range. The only solution was an

other island, and in July the Tenth Marines boated 

up and moved 50 miles to the north to occupy 

Agrihan Island, near better-known Pagan. The 

Tenth carried out its own reconnaissance, occupied 

the island and developed it. There were no J apa

nese on Agrihan, but the Tenth Marines were not 

at this time seeking living targets. There was room 

enough for howitzer fire, and that was all that was 

needed. The Tenth Marines were quite unaware 

that they had brought another singular honor to 

the Division in capturing Agrihan. It was the last 

enemy island occupied in World War II. 

On the very day that Okinawa was secured, the 

Second Division got a new commander. Major 

General Thomas Watson was transferred to 

Washington, and Brigadier General Hunt-who 

had commanded the Eighth RCT landing force 

at Iheya, Aguni and in the push to the south

ern shore of Okinawa itself-got another star 

and moved up to the full Division command. 

Leroy Hunt was a big, bluff Marine, with hooded 

eyes and a wide, firm mouth under a strong nose. 

He had served with distinction during the peace

time years. Now his elevation to Division com

mand was a fitting tribute, not only to his qualities 

of leadership in earlier operations but to crown 
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PAY-OFF AIRPLANE was the famous Superfort, "Enola Gay," which took off from Tinian in the early hours of 

6 August to drop history's first atomic bomb on Hiroshima when Division was preparing to invade Kyushu. 

the successful Okinawa push. It would be no light 

or casual honor to lead the Second Marine Divi

sion into Fortress Japan. 
The reduction of that Fortress, to clear the way 

for the invasion troops, was proceeding apace 

through the summer months of 1945. Early in 
June Admiral William F. "Bull" Halsey had re

lieved Admiral Spruance in command of the fleet 

( the Fifth Fleet when Spruance had it, the Third 

Fleet when Halsey was in command). The long 

campaign on Okinawa had kept the fast battle

ships and carriers on a defensive leash. Now 

Halsey was able to break away for operations in 

the Jap home waters. Beginning on 10 July, the 

hundreds of planes of Task Force 38 raked 
the Imperial Isles from Hokkaido to Kyushu. The 

battleships went in to bombard, at Kamaishi, 

Muroran, Hitachi and Hamamatsu. The dive

bombers battered the remnants of the J ap fleet in 

the Inland Sea ( the huge battleship Yamato had 

been sunk by Navy torpedo pilots while the Oki
nawa battle was in progress). 

This naval blitz was paralleled by sustained 

and savage B-29 strikes from Saipan and Tinian. 

Day after day the U.S. offensive gained power and 

fury. The Japs, unable to strike back effectively 

and with their cities aflame, sent peace feelers to 

the Soviet Union, hoping to obtain Russian media
tion. But the Japs were not ready for uncondi

tional surrender. They wanted to quit, but they 

were not willing to accept occupying forces. The 

bombs kept raining down. 
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In late July an aura of secrecy enveloped the 

Marianas. Its focus was Tinian, the "after

thought" island captured in July and August of 

1944 by the Second and Fourth Marine Divisions. 

While the riflemen of the Second, Sixth and Eighth 

Marines practiced on Saipan the techniques they 

would need in the coming invasion, other Marine 

and Army personnel formed tight harriers around 

certain of Tinian's highly developed military 

areas. The transports coming in at Ushi airdrome 

brought numerous visitors from the United States 

-some of them in civilian clothing, some wearing 

many stars. They were whisked away from the 

airport in swift automobiles, and were seldom se'en 

by the regular defense forces of the island. 

Far to the north, the Third Fleet was making 

final plans for its most dramatic summer foray 

against the Japanese. The Baker Bombardment 

Force would, on 6 August, drive into Sugami Bay, 

to the very gateway of Tokyo Bay, and shell Yoko

hama. Plans were almost complete, on 3 August, 

when a mysterious order came to Admiral Halsey. 

He was instructed to take the fleet east, at least 500 

miles off the shores of Japan, and cruise in circles 

until further notice. 

Long before dawn on 6 August, 1945, a single, 

silver Superfortress roared away from Tinian Is

land. In the great silence that followed its depar

ture, the Pacific war came to a full stop, suspended 

and breathless. The hours ticked slowly by. In 
Japan air-raid sirens sounded and the beaten, 

numbed populace glanced toward the sky. Above 

one sprawling city of Southern Honshu, so high 

it was only a gleam in the sun, the Japanese saw a 

single aircraft-a plane that looked like all the 

reconnaissance and weather planes that now flew 

frequently above the mainland of Japan. Few of 

the Japanese bothered to take shelter. They were 

accustomed to great fleets of bombers. 

There was a flash so bright it almost seemed that 

the sun had collided with the earth. There was a 

great rushing sound, like all the winds of the 

world. There had been a city and now there was no 

city. The single, gleaming plane, so high in the 

sun, was the Enola Gay. The city that had been 

was Hiroshima. 

From their tents on Saipan, the members of the 

Second Marine Division looked across the narrow 

strait toward Tinian and remembered the weari

some fight through the mud and the hot fight on 

the southern ridges. They looked across at Tinian 

and listened with alert ears to the Armed Forces 

Radio, blaring the word that Japan-after a sec

ond atomic bomb had been dropped, this one on 

Nagasaki-had agreed to Allied terms for sur

render. They looked at Tinian's clean and rocky 

coast, at the coral boulders where they had gone 

ashore, and they thought of the forbidding coasts 

of Japan-the coasts that had awaited them in the 

fall. "That Tinian was a pretty good investment, 

I guess," one Marine finally said. 

Thus it came about, in the fateful August of 

1945, that the ultimate blow against Japan was de

livered from an island captured in part by the 

Second Marine Division-the Division that had 

been first to man America's outposts in World 

War II: first to land and fight in the Solomons; 

first to storm the bastions of the Central Pacific; 

the Division that had cut the heart out of Saipan, 

swept over Ushi airdrome of Tinian, occupied 

Aguni and Iheya and delivered the knockout blow 

to Okinawa. The long journey across the cold 

wastes of the Atlantic and the hot jungles of the 

Pacific, begun in 1941, was over at last. On 23 

September, 1945, the Second Marine Division 

landed at Nagasaki-not as an invader hut as a 

conqueror-to begin the occupation of Japan. 
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EPILOGUE 

The story of the Second Marine Division is a story 

that has no end. The landing at Nagasaki in Sep

tember of 1945 closed a great chapter-but only 

a chapter-in the history of an organization that 

is still on active service for the American people. 

Even before the Second Division Marines went 

into Kyushu, most of the veterans of Guadalcanal 

and Tarawa had been sent home, some to new duty 

with the Marine Corps and some for honorable 

discharge. The veterans of the Marianas and Oki

nawa carried out their new, peacetime occupation 

duties with the same steadfastness that once had 

overcome the best of the Japanese armies. In nine 

months in Kyushu, they successfully demilitarized 

Japanese military areas and supervised the repa

triation of many Koreans and Chinese. Their con

duct was exemplary and when, on 15 June, 1946, 

they sailed for the States, it was with a merited 

"well done" from the First U.S. Army Corps. 

In July of 1946 the SecMarDiv was established 

at Camp Le Jeune, N.C., as one of the two perma

nent, peacetime Marine Divisions. In the tense 

SASEHO, KYUSH U, JAl'AN-1945 

spring of 1948, when U.S. interests were threat

ened in the Mediterranean, it was the existence of 

the Second Division-combat-loaded and ready

that strengthened the arm of American policy. 

And it was the presence of Second Division Ma

rines aboard U.S. ships in European waters that 

helped manifest American determination to the 

nations of the world. 

The detailed story of the Second Marine Divi

sion in the postwar world must necessarily he wriL

ten by a future historian. But the highlights of the 

Division's postwar activities have been captured 

and preserved in photographs, some of which ap

pear on the following pages. These are not the 

same men, hut they are the same kind of men, who 

garrisoned Iceland in the chill days of 1941 and 

who fought across Betio's beach two years later. 

For the Second Marine Division, although it has 

undergone many personnel and some organic 

changes, remains today as the custodian of the 

great traditions of Tulagi and Gavutu and Tarawa 

and Mt. Tapotchau. 
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STRANGE ALLIANCE for Marines who had fought the Japanese all the way across the Pacific was formed 

on arrival in Japan, where big Marine MPs joined small Japanese policemen in keeping order. There were no 

major incidents and conquerors and conquered got along well together. 
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LIFE IN JAPAN proved interesting from the first, when Japs boarded ship to sign surrender (upper left). Ma

rines marched ashore through devastated city (upper right) and silent Japanese, but got liberators' welcome 

from Chinese (lower left). In field of rubble they spotted brooding idol at lower right. 
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END OF THE JAP AIRFORCE comes near Nagasaki where Second Division Marines piled up a collection of Jap

anese aircraft and turned it into a gigantic bonfire. Planes were drawn from Kyushu fields and were stripped 
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of useful parts before burning . They included nearly all kinds and types Japs had used during the war, from 

early "Zeros" to late-model carrier-borne dive-bombers and improved twin-engine jobs. 
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JAPANESE FIELDS OF FIRE, cleared for defense of Kyushu beaches where Marines of Second Division would 

have landed, indicate enemy was ready and that atomic bomb spared Division heavy casualties. 
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QUAINT JAPANESE HOMES claimed interest of all Marines, including Division Commander, Major General 

Leroy Hunt (foreground, left), and his assistant, Brigadier Genera l John Walker (extreme r ight). 
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DIVERSIONS IN JAPAN were numerous and varied 

for Marines who had spent the past several years on 

dismal islands. Despite the handicap of their long 

kimonos, obis and geta, Japanese girls made a sin

cere effort to learn to jitterbug (above} . For Marines 

who got the long-desired "ticket home," there was 

the delightful experience of being able to hire bear

ers to carry luggage. In the picture at left two grin

ning Second Division members pose with Japanese 

servants. One of the most interesting and heart

warming experiences Marines had in Kyushu was a 

visit to the Angel Guardian Home (upper right}, a 

Catholic refuge for Japanese orphans located at 

Kumamoto. Nuns remained on job throughout the 

war. Nearly every Marine had a picture made by a 

Japanese cameraman (right}. Marines found it amus

ing and a bit ironic to stand calmly before a Japa

nese and order him to "go a head and shoot." 
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THE EASY WAY to get a samurai sword is demonstrated by a Marine captain who is ready for the trip home. 
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AT HOME AND ON VACATION in Japan, Marines at long last had beds to sleep in. Top picture shows bar

racks established in Nagasaki school. Below, vacationing Marines enjoy the luxury of a Japanese resort. 
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PLEASURE AND DUTY were mixed 

in Japan, although the occupation 

chores were considerably less un

pleasant than the work the Ma

rines formerly had done. At upper 

left Marines visiting Mt. Aso Inn 

eat in style, off table linen. Inn 

provided attractive waitresses and 

U.S. food. Below, another group of 

Marines at Mt. Aso enjoy a bull 

session and a few bottles of the ex

cellent Japanese beer. The more 

serious side of the occupation is in

dicated in picture opposite, with a 

Marine standing guard over Jap 

military personnel repatriated from 

Kita Daito Shima. 
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MITSUBISHI FACTORY in dock area of Nagasaki was almost demolished by atomic bomb. Here a group of Ma

rines aboard U.S.S. Marvin H. McIntyre view the wreckage as the ship nears its anchorage. 
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HAPPIEST MARINES in the Western Pacific are crowding the rails of this transport as a Marine band plays 

farewell. These are high-pointers bound for the States after many months of overseas duty. 
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EXPLORING A NEW OCEAN, postwar members of the Second Marine Division enjoy a liberty in San Juan, 

Puerto Rico, in the Caribbean (top), and then investigate the historic ramparts of Morro Castle (be/ow). 
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ABROAD AND AT HOME, the Second Division remains alert and ready. At top, Aircraft Carrier Valley Forge, 

with Division Marines aboard, passes Gibraltar. Below, Division marches in review at Camp Le Jeune. 
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TRAINING NEW MARINES in the amphibious techniques learned in battle in World War 11, the Second Di

vision sends an "assault wave" ashore in LCVP's at Culebra Beach Oopl and then attacks Onslow Beach (be

low) from · amphibious tractors. Marines land carrying full combat load. 
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SPECTACULAR CLIMAX to training comes after practices in LCVP (top) when elements of the Second Battalion, 

Eighth Marines, storm ashore at Atlantic City in a demonstration for the Marine Corps League convention. 

Smoke indicates degree to which combat conditions were simulated. 
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AS IT WAS IN THE BEGINNING, so is it still for the Marines of the Second Division. Like their predecessors in 

the San Diego area in the early days of World War II, these young Marines at Little Creek, Virginia, are prac

ticing the techniques they may someday need to defend the United States. 
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THE MEDAL OF HONOR 

" ... his relentless fighting spirit rn the face of 

formidable opposition and his exceptionally daring 

tactics were an inspiration lo his comrades during 

the most crucial phase of the battle, and reflect the 

highest credit upon the United States Naval Serv-

. " 1ce ... 
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HAROLD C. AGERHOLM ALEXANDER BONNYMAN, JR. 

HAROLD G. EPPERSON WILLIAM D. HAWKINS 
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WILLIAM J. BORDELON DAVID M. SHOUP 

GRANT F. TIMMERMAN ROBERT L. WILSON 
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THE SECRETARY OF THE NAVY 

WASH I NGTON 

The President of the United States takes pleasure in 
presenting the PRESIDENTIAL UNIT CIT AT ION to the 

SECOND MARINE DIVISION (REINFORCED) 

consisting of Division Headquarters, Special Troops (including 
Company C, 1st Corps Medium Tank Battalion), Service Troops, 
2nd, 6th, 8th, 10th and 18th Marine Regiments in the Battle of 
Tarawa, as set forth in the following 

CITATION: 

"For outstanding performance in combat during 
the seizure and occupation of the Japanese-held Atoll of 
Tarawa, Gilbert Islands, November 20 to 24, 1943. Forced 
by treacherous coral reefs to disembark from their landing 
craft hundreds of yards off the beach, the Second Marine 
Division (Reinforced) became a highly vulnerable target 
for devastating Japanese fire . Dauntlessly advancing in 
spite of rapidly mounting losses, the Marines fought a 
gallant battle against crushing odds, clearing the limited 
beachheads of snipers and machine guns, reducing 
powerfully fortified enemy positions and completely 
annihilating the fanatically determined and strongly 
entrenched Japanese forces. By the successful occupation 
of Tarawa, the Second Marine Division (Reinforced) has 
provided our forces with highly strategic and important 
air and ),:l.nd bases from which to continue future oper
ations against the enemy; by the valiant fighting spirit 
of these men, their heroic fortitud e under punishing fire 
and their relentless perseverance in waging this epic 
battle in the Central Pacific, they have upheld the finest 
traditions of the United States Naval Service." 

For the Pr~~ 

Acting 
Secretary of t he Navy 
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THE DIVISION'S COMMAN'DERS 

" ... remember one thing. When the Marines land 

and meet the enemy at bayonet point, the only ar

mor a Marine will have is hi s khaki shirt!" ... 
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MAJOR GENERAL CLAYTON B. VOGEL MAJOR GENERAL CHARLES F. B. PRICE 

MAJOR GENERAL JOSEPH C. FEGAN MAJOR GENERAL JOHN MARSTON 
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MAJOR GENERAL JULIAN C. SMITH MAJOR GENERAL THOMAS E. WATSON 

MAJOR GENERAL LEROY P. HUNT BRIGADIER GENERAL ALPHONSE DE CARRE 
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BRIGADIER GENERAL THOMAS E. BOURKE BRIGADIER GENERAL LEO D. HERMLE 

BRIGADIER GENERAL MERRITT A . EDSON BRIGADIER GENERAL JOHN T. WALKER 
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SECOND MARINE DIVISION 
TOT AL BATTLE DEATHS AND CASUALTIES 

PERSONNEL 
OF OFFICERS AND ENLISTED 

7 DECEMBER 1941- 2 SEPTEMBER 1945 

KILLED IN DIED OF WOUNDED IN TOTAL 
ACTION WOUNDS ACTION CASUALTIES 

LOCATION Off. Enl. Off. En!. Off. Enl. 

GUADALCANAL AREA . .. .... . 12 228 3 29 57 858 1187 

.,?; TARAWA . . .. ..... : . .. . .. .... .. 48 846 8 76 102 2086 3166 

SAIPAN . . .. · . . . ... ... . . . ... . ... 73 1029 6 205 256 4946 6515 

TINIAN ..... .. .. . . . . .. . ..... . . 9 129 2 34 38 865 1077 

OKINAWA .. .. . ... . . . . .... .... 1 45 0 12 10 382 450 

TOTALS . .... . . . . ... .. . . . . . .. . . 143 2277 19 356 463 9137 12395 
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CHINA 
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