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February 1, 1943

This morning we awoke in Kentucky, traveled on across the Ohio river into Indiana.  Cutting across 
northeastern Indiana we crossed the Wabash river into Mt. Carmel Illinois and on across Illinois to East
St. Louis, a very smoky and dirty town.  Crossing the Mississippi on the old Eads Bridge, we tunneled 
our way into the smokeless St. Louis, towed by an electric diesel engine.  Here we had about an hour 
lay-over, and took on water, supplies, and candy, cigarettes and magazines.  We pulled out of St. Louis, 
about 3:30 P.M. And wended our way through the Ozark mountain foothills of Missouri.  This evening 
we discovered a case of pneumonia aboard the troop train, and Captain Amistead recommended that we
drop Sgt. Kyle Rice off at Springfield Mo. for proper hospital attention.  We hope that Sgt. Rice 
improves in time to re-join us at the P. of E. He was very unwilling to leave the train and his buddies, 
but running a high fever and in delirium, his case was one for careful medical attention.  There are 
many bad colds on the train, and the boys and we hope that no one else is seriously ill.

There is a ban on drinking on the train, but a few pints of whiskey have crept in via Pullman porters 
and other means.  We were paid on the 31st, and the crap, poker and blackjack games are going strong, 
helping to pass the time away.

February 2, 1943

This morning we awoke in the plains of Kansas.  The rolling plain was broken only by small towns 
with big grain elevators, grazing cattle, and large wheat fields.  About 10:30 A.M. we stopped at 
Wellington Kansas for a half hour, and the U.S.O. gave us big bags full of cookies, cigarettes, and 
magazines.  We took on provisions for the kitchen, and stretched a bit.  This was the first example we 
had of this type of U.S.O. activity, and the cookies, cigarettes and reading matter were enjoyed by all.  
Wellington Kansas will remain in the memories of many of our men for this reason.

Coming down through Oklahoma we then crossed into the panhandle of Texas, noting the extensive 
grazing lands, and sparse farming country.  We arrived that afternoon in Amarillo Texas, and stopped 
for supplies.  [Illegible] good for exercises, and all were glad to get off the train and stretch.

February 3, 1943

Texas gave way to the wilderness of New Mexico.  This
morning we stopped at Gallup, and received U.S.O. stationary
and peanuts from the U.S.O. in this town. Shortly after
leaving Gallup we came into Arizona.  The landscape was
covered with rocky buttes, sage-brush and mesquite.  We
passed very close to the great Navajo Indian Reservation, and
passed on through Winslow Arizona.  At Williams Arizona we
were within about 60 miles of the Grand Canyon Nat'l Park.
The wilderness broke into mountainous country, and we began
to note the deep gorges cut into the soft rock formations that
made such a gash in the side of the earth as the Grand Canyon possible.  A few miles further we 
reached Ash Park, a scenic little village among the snow clad mountains, and stopped for exercises.  
The fresh mountain air was invigorating.  Earlier in the afternoon we had passed a large airdrome in the
middle of the desert with pursuit ships,  P-26s and P-25s.  In the evening we passed through Kingman 
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and up into the mountains. (Sierra Nevada's)  They were quite beautiful with their snow-clad peaks, and
once we saw a large brown bear and at another, a bunch of farms and deer on the mountain-side.

February 4, 1943

This morning at about 6:00 A.M. we passed through Barstow California and on into the Mojave desert. 
A group of 9 P-38's passed over this morning, and were quite impressive.  Passing through the 
desolation of the valley of the Mojave desert, we noted large cactus trees, and many gold, silver, 
magnesium and borax mines.  We arrived in Bakersfield California about noon, and stopped to get out 
for a stretch.  The train almost left half of its passengers there, as it pulled out very unexpectedly.  We 
almost lost one porter, who had gone ashore to purchase a few spirits for the boys.  The train stopped 
about a quarter mile down the track, and the porter came running after, loaded down with his overcoat 
and arms loaded with bottles.  In spite of the liqueur smuggled aboard, the boys have remained very 
sober as a whole.

It might be noted here that we have been traveling on the Santa Fe road since Wichita Kansas.  We 
came out of St. Louis to here on the Frisco lines.

We pass on through a very fertile valley with cotton, citrus orchards and other crops and on into Fresno 
California.  This evening we arrived in Pittsburgh California about 10:00 P.M. And after waiting about 
45 minutes, were switched over to the tracks taking us out to Camp Stoneman.  Arriving here at almost 
11:00 P.M. we are unloaded from the train, and marched about two miles to the Section headquarters of
our new home.  Here we are given a lecture on desertion, and assigned barracks.  The barracks are large
two story structures and very comfortable.

February 5, 1943

Camp Stoneman appears to be a very 
efficiently run camp.  Its size is 
almost beyond comprehension, and it 
is filled with heterogeneous 
assortment of all branches of the 
Army.  We noted some consternation 
on the faces of other groups as our 
Group of “Sergeants” marched down 
the street.  All of our men are 
promoted to the grade of Non-Coms 
with the exception of about 150 men.  
The food is wonderful here and the 
scenery is likewise.  On one side of 
the camp there is a deep canal and 
beyond that there is a range of green 
mountains that are truly beautiful.  On
the other side there is an inlet of water

from San Francisco Bay, that is evidently navigable for shallow water shipping.

They have quite an extravagant set-up here for physical training.  There is a large wooden structure in 
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the area facing us, resembling the side of a ship and having a stairway and life net over the side.  The 
men practice climbing up and down this net.  There is also a drill field, obstacle courses, and places for 
bayonet practice.  One of the subjects of interest here is the nurses and WAACS marching in G.I. Shoes
and of course regular women shoes also.

Lt. Fowler and Major Paul (& Lt. Pearlstein) took off for San Francisco this afternoon on “business.”  
There is not a great deal of office work except transferring all the disqualified men and getting 
replacements.  Our training program starts Monday and in the mean-time we are getting a clothing 
inspection with a check on shortages.

February 6, 1943

Lt. Fowler, Major Paul, & Lt. Pearlstein returned this morning.  Still busy with clothing shortages.  
Some of the squadrons had their men out on the drill field this afternoon, and 85 K.P.S were solicited 
from the 487th Bomb Squadron.  Incidentally, HQ and 486, 487, 488, 489 are referred to by code 
numbers practically exclusively here, such as 6084-K, L, M, N, and O respectively.  Mail is being 
censored by our own S-2 officers, though the letters are all post-marked Camp Stoneman.  Our A.P.O. 
Number 3447 c/o Postmaster, N.Y., N.Y. is being used of course.  There is no motor transportation here,
and the walking gets a bit tiresome.  The Base provides trucks for absolutely necessary hauls.

Although there is not too much to do here, it is opined by this writer that the officers are not staying 
with their work, but are gallivanting all over the place.  They were all granted the privilege of passes 
this afternoon, and the enlisted men will get passes after they receive their equipment.

February 7, 1943

Today being Sunday, was a rather slow day within the Group.  The men haven't had much to do with 
themselves, but lie around the barracks and being processed for clothing and supplies.  All are restricted
to the post, and it is hoped that our physical training program which starts tomorrow will relieve the 
monotony of this camp.  As soon as the clothing shortages are adjusted, the men will be given passes 
and allowed to go to Pittsburgh.  (6-hour pass)  The Officers are enjoying 24-hour passes, four per 
squadron.

Headquarters enjoyed a little drill this afternoon under the personal supervision of Lt. Fowler and Lt. 
Pearlstein.  Everyone is still commenting on the quality and quantity of the chow served here, and can't 
believe it will last.  There are no laundry or cleaning facilities as yet for enlisted men (no laundry for 
Officers either) and many men are taking advantage of the tubs and clotheslines in the barracks.

February 8, 1943

Today started our training program.  It did not go off
too successfully as per schedule today, as the men had
not received all of their supplies, and had their guns to
clean.  The squadrons will probably receive their guns
Tuesday.  The ones that are being issued are Remington
1903 models [Also known as the Springfield M1903].
Some of the men are of the opinion that these guns are
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quite cheap and slapped together in a hurry.  We received all second-hand pistols, and some of them are
in pretty bad shape.  Lt. Farmer, Group Armament officer is trying to trade them in for new guns.  Lt. 
Fowler, duty to D.S. San Francisco today.

February 9, 1943

Captain Kisselman greeted us with his happy smiling face this morning, and we were all glad to see 
him.  He, as well as one S-2 officer from each squadron is stationed over at Fort Mason as liaison 
officer.  He is buying cigarettes, candy, and chewing-gum for the men, and it will be put aboard ship. 
Cigarettes, 4 ½ ¢ per pack and candy 2 dollars plus per 27 pounds.  Captain K. says that the 
complement of personnel at Fort Mason are more bewildered as to the nature of the business of 
embarking troops than the troops themselves.  

The boys went out on the obstacle course this afternoon and they say its a killer.  Two men from 
Headquarters fell in the water when crossing this pond on a swinging rope.  They also tackled the ropes
on the embarkation decks and everyone was interested to watch Lt. Berenson descend from the lofty 
platform.  Lt. Farmer got new pistols for the group today.  The supply and Armament Officers have 
been doing a lot of work trying to get good material for the men.

Lt. Fowler, duty to D.S. San Francisco.

In many respects this camp resembles a recruit training center or replacement center.  The permanent 
party frowns on the vagrants passing through and capitalize off of them.  The local mess sergeant has 
been showing films from barracks to barracks on intercourse, 57 different ways, and other lewd 
subjects.  50¢ per man, and plenty of customers.

Two Officers from 489 have been gone four days without leave.  Sgt. Gambon [John F. Gambon] 
without leave, and busted to private.  He's been up and down more times than a thermometer.  Colonel 
Mills is much needed at present time to straighten out the personnel.

February 10, 1943

We are strictly on the ball this morning.  Arising at 5:30 and eating breakfast at six A.M., the boys left 
shortly after 7:00 on a twelve mile hike up into the mountains.  The weather was ideal, and the scenery 
through the green-carpeted hills was beautiful.  Of course twelve miles through the hills was a little 
tiring, but the boys enjoyed it thoroughly, even though they were carrying full packs.

Major Paul swung into action today, firing a volley of questions at the personnel and trying to get a 
check on the personnel status of the Group.  Lt. Fowler reported for duty this morning, but left shortly 
for the barracks to do his laundry.  Two Officers from the 489th returned this morning, and everything is
under control.

This evening we had an alert.  The yellow alert was sounded first and all troops were ordered to stand 
by with field equipment in readiness. Then the blue alert came through and all lights were turned out, 
and troops marched out of the barracks, into an open field.  Upon the red alert, all troops are dispersed 
and made as inconspicuous as possible.



February 11, 1943

The boys arose stiff this morning after the big hike yesterday, but managed to get out of bed and start 
the day off with some vigorous morning exercises.  Another clothing check was made, and all shortages
taken care of.  There have been meetings galore of late, and the officers instructed on moving 
procedure.  “B” bags were ordered to be packed, and an itemized list including all un-necessary 
equipment was sent out.

The pass situation has been something of a nuisance here, especially with regard to enlisted men.  Only 
15% of the command is supposed to  be absent at one time, and there are some boys who will not be 
able to get to town at all.  This seems a shame, since these boys will not be able to get out again 
probably in this country.

This camp is equipped for a complete turn over of 100,000 troops per month.  We have word that our 
ship is in the harbor and is really a beauty.

February 12, 1943

This morning we had an ordnance inspection, and all arms were inspected for proper functioning.  They
really have a system worked out here for processing troops.  Our “B” bags were shipped out this 
morning, and it looks like it won't be long now.  Lt. Hoffman, Sgt. Richardson [Robert E. Richardson] 
and Wyland [Ralph E. Wyland] were ordered to be on the alert for departure in an advanced echelon.

We are moving soon.  Probably the 14th.  Everything is packed and most of it aboard ship.

February 13, 1943

Lt. Hoffman and Sgts. Richardson and Wyland left this morning for the advanced cadre from HQ.  The 
training program has let up a bit, and everyone is tense with the impending move.  “A” bags are being 
packed, and everyone is raring to go.  Sgt. Gambon, AWOL, and dropped from the 489th Bomb 
Squadron.  His downfall is attributed to chronic alcoholism.

February 14, 1943

This morning all last minute details were attended to, and papers burnt.  At 1:30 we were all out on the 
street, packed and ready for departure.  The trucks came along about three P.M. and we were hauled 
into Pittsburgh Cal., where we boarded the S.S. Catalina harbor boat.  We rode down the river into the 
San Francisco bay.  Here we anchored, and were loaded into the West Point, former “American” and 
were greeted by our crowded quarters.

February 15, 1943

We eat two times per day on the Rex King, 0800 and 1600.  The chow lines were horrible this morning,
and there was no system whatsoever.  It is quite discouraging.  Everything is crowded.  About 5:00 
P.M. today, the West Point pulled out into the bay, and sailed out under the Golden Gate bridge into the 



blue Pacific.  It was quite moving to see those friendly shores draw away and to realize that we 
wouldn't see them again for some time if ever.

February 16, 1943

Our first day at sea broke calm and clear, and we started the day with a routine Alert drill.  Everybody 
was marched out onto the decks and back into the boats.  Most alarming is the order every so often, 
“All men man your battle stations.”  These practice alerts are essential however.

This evening we had a few cases of sea-sickness, as the sea grew a bit rougher.  However, it is still 
comparatively calm.  It looks as if we are going to Hawaii and we have quite a few civilians destined 
for Pearl Harbor.  The Chow lines have improved since the guards have regulated the mess lines.  We 
have quite a few nurses aboard much to the satisfaction of our hungry officers.  There are about 1,000 
sailors and 10,000 troops aboard.  This ship is on of the best and very fast, traveling without escort.

February 17, 1943

Today we resumed our usual camp duties, which include sweating out a chow line at 8:00 A.M., having
abandon ship drill about 1:30 P.M., sweating out 4:00 o'clock chow, and then trying to get to sleep in 
our hot quarters.  We are only about 24-hours away from the equator and the heat is getting very 
depressive.  The sailors had gunnery practice today, setting loose a balloon and shooting it down with 
the anti-aircraft guns.  It seems now that our first stop  will be Wellington New Zealand, then 
Melbourne Australia, and next Bombay India.

The USS West Point



Today I had occasion to see
the dining room of the ship
officers.  It resembled the
dining salon of any good
hotel in New York or
Chicago, with Negro waiters
hovering over the officers
serving them the most
unheard of delicacies from
silver service.  Outside on the
promenade deck, men stood
bearded, sweaty and dirty,
sweating out a line for a cup
of ice-cream at the P.X. or
ship store, looking in the
windows at the swank and
splendor of the naval officers.
Democratic? Yes, but similar
situations have been read
about during the days of the
French revolution.

February 18, 1943

Have often heard of the effect of this warm, tepid south sea climate on men form other climes, and can 
now realize its effect.  It is hard to work up enough ambition to eat, and it seems that we could sleep the
clock around.  There isn't much to do except take care of the necessities of life, and sweat out several 
lines a day, but even this seems too much at times.  The deck is the most desirable place on the ship, 
and is always crowded to such an extent that it is hard to find standing room.  This afternoon the 
officers and nurses received shots on deck, and I expect the men will get theirs soon.

Something of interest on this boat is the relative unimportance of money.  Gambling games of all 
varieties are everywhere, and little luxuries are sold at triple their regular value.  After all there is really
no place to spend the filthy lucre, and men go out of their way to find some way to spend it.

Today we noted quite a few flying fishes fleeing the path of the ship, and so far this is the only sea life 
we have had occasion to see.  The sea gulls provided a source of interest for a while when we were near
land, but we left them long ago.

February 19, 1943

Today Davie Jones came aboard the ship at about 4:00 P.M. and the ceremonial initiations started on 
those novices not yet having crossed the equator.  The paddling got rather hilarious on the upper decks 
and resulted in something of a race between the seamen and Army Officers.  In fact at one time the 
paddling involved three nurses.  However, all activities were ceased at about 8:00 P.M. and further 
ceremonies were postponed until tomorrow.  From all I have been able to gather, we crossed the 
equator at approximately 10:00 P.M. today.  Most of the information among the enlisted men is 
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gathered by rumor except when an occasional officer unburdens himself.

It is still hot as hell and some of the boys that sleep in the hold are allowed to sleep on the decks.  
Today we received a memorandum calling for morning collection of morning reports.  This is about all 
the administrative details that have crossed our path so far aboard the U.S. West Point.  Many of the 
boys are writing letters with the intent of mailing them when we reach Wellington New Zealand in 
about a week.  Distribution has been made of some reading material, and morale seems to be steady.

February 20, 1943

Saturday and the initiation continues among the sailors and some to 
the G.I.'s.  This evening I was standing on an upper deck and noted 
the moon rising over the water.  It was extremely impressive and 
reminded one of one of Dorothy Lamour's tropical pictures.  In fact 
the moon seemed to affect some of our officers who were walking the 
decks hand in hand with some of the better specimens of the nurses.  
The faint smell of perfume and femininity accompanied with the 
romantic setting made many G.I.'s just a bit homesick.  Incidentally, 
another rumor has it that an officer was found in bed with one of the 
little nurses.  (Unfounded rumor)

Someone remarked this evening on the total absence of any kind of 
insect life (barring cock-roaches of course.)  Some of the men have 
received serious burns from lying out on the decks and getting too 
much sun.  The officers seem to be getting along quite well, although 

some of the enlisted men have expressed their sincere sympathy for them having to sleep in such 
crowded quarters, insufficient nourishment and etc.

February 21, 1943

Today being Sunday was started with the usual scurrying of the Catholics to get to the simple services 
offered on ship-board, while the protestants slept in as usual.  However, the Chaplain did pass out New 
Testaments today and noted several of the fellows reading them.  A long chow line, a crowded deck and
tossing about in the intense heat in the berthing space constituted the usual activities.

Today I heard a slightly different angle on our journey though it can just as well be a rumor.  
Wellington, New Zealand, first stop, Melbourne Australia, second stop, Bombay India, third stop, 
where we will transfer to another boat that will take us up to Cairo Egypt.  The boy that divulged this 
information was from an engineering outfit that is accompanying us, and claims they have had 
considerable training on the Mojave desert of California in desert conditions.

Dorothy Lamour



Neptune came aboard at
1330 and Major Paul
represented HQ by taking
a good spanking.  New
information that I have
reason to believe is
correct this time has been
ascertained concerning
the time that we crossed
the equator.  We really
crossed it at 0004 this
morning, and thus the
celebration today instead
of yesterday.

Have said little about the
extensive gambling that
has been going on.  Today
HQ lost its shirt; at least as far as the enlisted men are concerned.  Those wicked little galloping 
dominoes turned the tables.  It has been decided that tomorrow all surplus funds of our small 
organization will be placed in Captain Eggers safe.

February 22, 1943

We have several notables aboard 
that are probably worth 
mentioning.  There are the Yacht 
Club Boys, four men who sing, 
play guitar, accordion, and mouth 
organs.  They are on their way 
across to entertain service men on 
foreign shores.  Then there are a 
couple of newspaper 
correspondents, a Russian 
ambassador and his family, and 
over a hundred other civilians who 
are going across to hold down 
engineering jobs etc.  However, 
any color above decks, is but a 
distant mirage below where the 
enlisted men are quartered.  They 

pack the rear decks of the boat finding what consolation they can in reading, gambling, and other such 
entertainment.

Lt. Gjertson has done quite a bit for we boys here in Headquarters.  The other evening and several 
evenings thereafter he took us up on the top decks to enjoy the cool breeze and the more pleasant 
surroundings.  Lt. Berenson [Sumner Berenson] has also shown considerable concern for our welfare, 
and I think that he did a marvelous job at Camp Stoneman, in getting the boys fixed up with their 
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supplies.

The word “JEW” has seldom been thrown at anyone in our Group.  Shortly after our activation we 
heard it a few times in the 486th, but conditions seemed to adjust themselves.  The dissension that 
results from the so-called “Jew-baiters” never leads to unity in a Group like ourselves where unity is so 
necessary.  Nevertheless, like most heterogeneous Groups, we have our Jews, and it might be well to 
take a look at a few of these men before any Semitic problems of the future chance to arise.  (We hope 
they never will.)

Most notable of our Semitic friends, is Captain Carl Kisselman,
Group S-2 Officer, and former attorney, par-excellence.  Captain
Kisselman, from the strictly intellectual point of view is not Jewish. 
He has discarded every common trait of the common Jew, except
his physical characteristics. He very distinctly does not want to be a
Jew, and has done everything in his power to be just like the gentile.
He tries to think like the gentile, has married a gentile, and lives like
a gentile.  So conscious of this effort is he, that he practically lets
other people prey on his complex, giving freely beyond his
compunction.  This effort at character change, seems to be of
comparatively recent origin, and since the captain is around forty, he
has had ample time to put a little aside, financially.  Now his
interests are mainly social, and so like the educated Jew in
Washington, New York, or any other city, town or hamlet, he earns his money as a Jew, and tries to 
spend it as a gentile.  However, he should prove valuable in his capacity as an Intelligence Officer, 
since he is shrewd and wary.  I personally, have a high regard for the Captain.

Next in line of importance, we 
have 1st Lt. William M. 
Pearlstein, with stage 
experience, and a natural actor.  
Lt. Pearlstein seldom registers a 
true thought or action, but 
prefers to act it out in his own 
Eddie Cantor fashion.  It is this 
author's opinion, that if Lt. 
Pearlstein burnt his finger on a 
hot stove, he would 
automatically lift his foot high 
in the air and cry with anguish 
over his injured pedal 
appendage.  The Lieutenant 
likes to consider himself a sport,
a man of letters, and of course 
an actor.  Being very young, Lt. 
Pearlstein has not developed the 
finesse and smooth personality 

that will not doubt come to him in his later years.  At present he is a bit raw, and his rough edges often 
leave their tell-tale scratches on  the memories of his subjects (as he likes to think of them).  Lt. 
Pearlstein is the all-embracing adjutant of the 486th Bomb Squadron. 

Carl Kisselman

William M. Pearlstein



1st Lt. Sumner Berenson, Group Communications officer, might be characterized by a low sonorous 
whine, that gradually causes the nervous tissue to tear apart and disintegrate.  The Lt. seems fully aware
of his own importance, and expects others to also realize his existence.  The Lt. does not give a lot of 
time to worrying about diplomacy, and in this regard might be commended for his frankness.  Again he 
dos not resent his descent like some, but frankly admits it and takes no offense.  He is not easily 
insulted.  Though Lt. Berenson does not have many friends, he is sincere, and will probably prove one 
of our best officers on the other side.  He is not the good weather type, but seems more lasting than the 
rest.
    
The above are merely impression, and are not intended to be flattering.  This may not be quite proper or
fair to class these men separately from the other which we hope to dissect later.  However, in all 
fairness to those who may read this diary, we will discuss individuals without prejudice.

February 23, 1943

There is not a lot of difference from one day to another except that one day we get potatoes and eggs 
for breakfast, and the next day we get eggs and potatoes.  We stand to eat in the mess hall, and it 
usually is terrifically hot down there.  You eat chow because you know that if you don't you will get 
awfully damned hungry.  There is no pleasure involved.  Monday we had chicken, but it was cold, and 
badly mangled.  It gave you the feeling that you were eating a part of the corpse that had been aged 
well and then de-scented.

Common ailments include heat rash, sun-burn, and athlete's foot.  Latrine facilities for this section are 
still terrible, and the fresh water is usually turned off when you want it.  Sgt. Houck [Maurice B. 
Houck], HQ mail clerk, has been in the hospital ever since Camp Stoneman, and now is interned on the
boat.  There is not much wrong with him physically except that he has a sore throat.  He is however 
laboring under fearful apprehensions as to his future over-seas, and has threatened his physical 
condition with his babyish fretting.  His parents have evidently spoiled him.  (35-years old, single, and 
only child.)

February 24, 1943

Today we were agreeably surprised by some Red Cross kits that were passed out to all men.  They 
contained a shoe-shine rag, sewing kit, cigarettes, chewing gum, waterproof matches, razor blades, 
soap, soap box, playing cards, shoe-strings, pad of paper and pencil, and envelopes.  I've heard in the 
last war, that the Red Cross did quite a bit of swindling from the soldiers, but so far we have had 
nothing but good.  Oh yes, we received a pocket novel also in our kit, and together with the books Lt. 
Gjertson brought down, we have quite a bit of reading material.

We've been crowded and hot on this boat, the food has been none too good, time has hung heavy, but 
all in all we have had a pretty good time of it so far.  The decks have always been cool, and though they
chase us off every fifteen minutes for a practice alert, or to swab the decks, we still manage to get up 
there quite often.  Today the sailors and G.I.'s were chipping off the paint on the aft decks making quite 
a racket.  Whenever a bit of rust shows on the iron-work, they get bust and chip it off and repaint.  The 
salt water works fast.

We are writing “V” mail and sending it upstairs to be censored, so that it can be mailed from 



Wellington, New Zealand.

February 25, 1943

Today is Thursday and tomorrow will be Saturday,  February 27, 1943.  That is, we cross the 
International Date Line some time between now and tomorrow.  We are scheduled to arrive in 
Wellington New Zealand some time Sunday.  The weather has turned cloudy, and much cooler, much to
the relief of everyone.

On February 23, we took occasion to describe several officers, and now we might stop to look at some 
of the enlisted men in HQ.  Some of these Enlisted men are destined to figure in the future history of 
the 340th very prominently.

M/Sgt. Harry W. Dullinger, Group Armament inspector, and
Regular Army, has four years in the service.  He is married and has
two children, it twenty-one, and rather mature for his age.  He
continually bolsters his own ego in the presence of an appreciative
audience, and claims superior knowledge to any subject brought up.
The “old army” is the only army, and Harry W. Dullinger is the
living example of this superior race of men.  He is absolutely
heedless of the feelings and rights of others wherever his own
welfare is concerned, though carefully diplomatic with his
superiors.  He shows no social aptitude for getting along with his
fellows, and his qualities of leadership are extremely limited.

Dullinger is capable, if not well-liked.  Everyone waits breathless
for him to overstep his bounds some day, but he
still averts disaster.  Someone calmly told him several days ago, that this is the only 
boat ride he need worry about, and he now is quite worried, but steadily maintains 
that he can out-shoot any ten normal men.  We don't believe he will stand much 
pressure.  We hope we are mistaken.

M/Sgt. McElroy, HQ Sgt. Major is a jovial Irishman and well-liked.  He makes a 
point of being well liked.  McElroy has had considerable army administrative 
experience, and his memory serves him well.  Mac is not a deep thinker, nor is he a 
quick thinker.  He claims a low O.C.[?] test, but yet there is something methodical in 
his thinking that is slow but deliberate.  Mac is a good psychologist, and is quite 
successful in handling the boys.  He reminds one much of the Irish politicians in 
Chicago.  In other words, the tortoise wins over the hare.  McElroy does not like 
Dullinger.

One cannot speak of McElroy without saying something of his side-kick and old 
friend, T/Sgt. Ryan [James T. Ryan].  Ryan is explosive, virile, and solid.  He is 
personnel Sgt. in HQ and is well acquainted with his with his work.  He respects 
frankness and fairness, and usually stands for right over wrong.  An ambitions 
Irishman.

Harry W. Dullinger

Paul McElroy



February 27, 1943

One of the high hopes that was held by all with regard to skipping Friday, was that we would not have 
fish today.  G.I. fish, as a rule, is a flat flavorless piece of sea food that one nibbles sensitively and then 
gives up.  Today we had fish in spite of it being Saturday.  It is forecasted that tomorrow we will be in 
Wellington, and this evening we could already see the mountainous islands of New Zealand; harsh, 
rugged land without sign of life or vegetation.  The weather is considerably cooler, and no one ventures
out on deck without a jacket.  The sea has become a bit rougher, and the boat pitches a little,

Last night several of the boys experienced the first manifestations of one of our sexual perverts.  There 
have been several suspects in our own group, but no proof.  However, last night some lustful gentlemen
came down HQ isle and made a grab at the more private parts of a couple of our sleeping gentlemen.

Gambling games are going stronger than ever, and serve as an interesting though sometimes expensive 
pass-time

February 28, 1943

This morning we awoke to see the shores of New Zealand on the starboard side, and shortly pulled into 
a harbor at Wellington, New Zealand.  The boat stopped for the first time since Frisco, though it stayed 
well away from land.  Several patrol boats came out to the boat.  We stayed in the harbor about two or 
three hours, and then headed back out to sea.  Wellington is a scattered and new town, spread over 
steep hillsides overlooking the sea.  It was raining, windy and cold, but still the little town looked 
inviting.  Sunday morning and church bells were summoning people to church.  The coast of New 
Zealand as we saw it looked rough and unproductive.  Onward to Melbourne.

A rumor has spread that they may let us off the boat for a while at Melbourne, although it seems 
improbable.  The ship store seems to be out of candy, and the boys get awfully hungry between the 
morning breakfast and 0400 chow.  However, we may be able to get something Tuesday.


