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Chapter 39: Tent Camp at New River

Monday, after an all night train ride, I arrived outside the gate. I quickly went into the Western Union office and sent a telegram back home. Shit, I’ll get just as much hell for being a half hour late. I stopped at the gate, saluted the Corporal of the Guard. He checked my credentials and said, “You are to report to headquarters immediately on the double.” I acknowledged the order and off I went to the headquarters. I saluted the Duty Sargent, gave my name, rank, and was told, “At ease.” He went into the Commander’s office and returned shortly, told me to enter, salute and stand at attention, and not move a damn muscle until he acknowledged my salute with his. The Commander then said, “Wilson, I am pleased you finally made it. You were due at 0800 hrs. Did you receive our telegram reminding you to report on time? What is your excuse?” I responded, “That is correct sir! I was late leaving my family in Jamestown, N.Y. This caused me to miss my train at Grand Central. I had to change trains. It was packed. I had to sit up all night. I reported to the Guard at the gate at 09:30 hrs.” The Commander got up, moved close to me and said, “Wilson, you have an outstanding record as a recruit, so you will not be disciplined. This better not happen again.” I felt like sagging to the floor. He then said in a softer, friendly tone, “By the way, how is your family? I have been informed you have a wife, daughter and another child due. Is that correct?” I responded, “Yes sir!” He wished the best for me and my family. Dismissed, I saluted, spun around and walked out. What a relief! As I picked up my gear the Corporal told me there are a couple recruits overdue. The Commander may not be so lenient with them. It is policy to send telegrams to those on leave when it is possible orders will come to “move out”. 

I am now assigned to Platoon 4, 3rd Training Battalion. I walked out and arrived at my barracks, a tent with seven Marines. I dropped my junk on a sack, unpacked and cleaned up. Then the call came for chow. After chow, I used the rest of afternoon getting acquainted with new tent buddies. I took a walk around the area to get familiar with this huge tent camp. Another rest and evening chow. After chow, a few hours of “jaw jamming”. Then I read my Bible and took a long look at Jane and Johanna before lights out! 
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Dear Jane:

Well honey, I got in camp O.K. We are staying in

tents, 8 men in each tent. I am with an entirely

new group of fellows. Our old outfit 

was entirely absorbed by this new forming of a Battalion. 

We have not gotten a permanent address 

and we were told our mail may be two or three 

days late in getting to us because of this 

new outfit having just started.

My address for now is:

Company E Plat #4

3rd. Training Bat.

Tent Camp, Camp LeJune

North Carolina

This address will be changed and I'll let you  

know exactly what it is as soon as I know. 

I don't think we will be here very long. Our 

Platoon is commanded by a first Lt. now instead 

of N.C.O. and he is a pretty swell guy. He told 

us we are a replacement Battalion & that we 

may be here 3 hours or 3 weeks. It must be 

.. as we had clothes inspection the first thing 

........ to be sure we had our complete G.I issue

(over)
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of clothes. We therefore expect anything. We 

have also been issued camaflouged mosquito net

and get combat helmets & equipment tomorrow.

I know if we move out it will be to the 

West Coast or an island for advanced training 

so therefore dear, don't worry about me seeing 

action too soon as we must get a couple 

months of combat practise somewhere yet. 

Did Johanna miss me? I can not tell 

you how much I miss you. Gosh, it was 

a busy train ride down from Harrisburg to 

Washington & then to here. We slept very little. 

Then having had to leave you & Johanna I just 

felt a little lousy. 

I love you so much honey that is what 

makes it so hard to leave you. Kiss little 

Johanna for me & let me know how you 

are feeling. Please think it over very carefully 

before you decide to move. Whatever way 

you decide it is O.K. by me. You know dear

I want you to be happy above all so do as 

you wish. 

Well will close for now. Will write 

tomorrow nite. Please be patient if mail is a 

little slow reaching you but I think it will 

get straightend out. Love to all. Good nite

& keep well.

Forever yours 

"Bill"

If you get a chance thank Ruby, Doris, Otto 

& your mother for all they did when I was home. 

Also thank Phyliss for all she did. It was 

swell of her.

I love you 

"Bill"





Chapter 51: Cruise to Hell

November 12, 1944 reveille was at 0600 hrs. After the usual morning routine and chow, we received orders to “Fall in” with transport packs, rifle and gear. At 0800 hrs. we marched to the docks with no sea bags. They were loaded a few days ago. There was the largest liner I have ever seen. It was a luxury liner called the USS Rochambeau, converted to carry about 5,000 troops. 
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We halted and stood at ease while the Adjutant called out our names, checked them off as we answered, and we went up the gangplank when called. When my name was called I walked up the gangplank and stopped for a moment to salute the colors. I was one of the few Marines who did so as my brother had told me to salute the colors at any special time. I stepped off onto the deck, my name was called again, and I was given my assignment for quarters. This will be my sack for several weeks. A Marine led our platoon to our quarters. I was fortunate as I got the bottom bunk of about 4 or 6 high. I dropped my pack and just sat for a while. Plenty of time, so I stowed my gear, awaiting orders. All the news will come from speakers, be advised to listen at all times. It happened, notice came that church services will be over the speakers as there are too many troops to hold them on deck. I need that kind of support and hope to meet one of the two Chaplains that are on board. We will get the call for chow by platoons. A guide will lead us to the mess hall. Shit, I dread this environment for 30 days.



At 180covered by ships of all shapes and sizes. 

After spending a short time looking over our fleet, I returned to quarters and pulled out my letter. As I looked at the envelope, I almost swore. It was from the IRS. It was a statement of my earnings at Consolidated Machine Tool Corp before enlistment. 
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Shit, if they want me to file for taxes they can come here and get me. I would be glad to return to the states if they want me. I figured that my income was $15.50 per day. Our house payments were $45.00 per month which left about $296.00 per month for utilities, food, medicine and miscellaneous. Shit! No wonder I am so damn mad and bitter toward the damn Japs. I have a hate streak in me that I cannot shake off because I had to leave my loved ones and home for this bullshit. 

As I finished the letter, a call came over the speaker, “This is the Captain speaking. There will be a brief inspection of your quarters, stand by”. It did not take long when Sgt. Dillon and Lt. Willis quickly passed up and down our quarters. As Lt. Willis came to me, he paused, recognized me and winked. My morale shot up but I did not blink. I am so pleased he is our commanding officer. I could follow him into any challenge, including combat. After the inspection, some wise guys, mentioned it was only a short swim to shore. Any move like that and you would be shot without any hesitation by the guards that were covering our vessel and area. Word over the speaker is to remind all aboard to be alert, follow orders and react immediately with no hesitation. No news about when we sail or where we may land. The scuttlebutt is still Okinawa. Evening chow and back to quarters where most of the guys are speculating as to what the future will be to face. Shit! I suggest they turn this tub around and return to the states. We have almost a full battalion of Marines aboard. I hit the sack, a hammock, got out my nightly treasures for a time of rest, relaxing and thoughts of faith, family and home before lights out. 



Feb. 13, 1945 Tuesday reveille was at 0630 hrs. We are taking turns taking a salt water shower with special soap that feels like it has sand in it. I shaved while bumping into another Marine. The showers are so damn small, 2 is the limit. I will miss Guam. We were there 45 days and it was not a bad duty. I did stay in shape because of the frequent exercises and patrols. Training is now finished. We are heading for combat somewhere in the Pacific. Finished morning duties when an order came over the speaker, “This is your Captain speaking. All troops are to stand by for inspections any time today. That is all.” He does not waste any time to say a lot of meaningless words, but hits the nail on the head. I learned quickly, salt water will raise hell with our rifle and equipment, so, I immediately checked my rifle, bayonet and knife. All are in good condition, so I had a relaxed feeling for a drill, inspection or a call up at anytime. Inspections are canceled so we went to chow when our quarter was called. Finally our name was called, and to the mess hall we went, frequently ducking under low doorways. Breakfast was basic, cereal, toast, eggs, milk and coffee, like being on bivouac. Not too good but no rain or mosquitoes. After chow I went back to quarters and listen to some scuttlebutt about 
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Form W-2 (Rev.)

—, “Ireasury Department
Internal Revenue Service

WITHHOLDING RECEIPT—1944
For Income Tax Withheld on Wages

57 Employee’s Copy

EMPLOY& BY WHOM PAID (Name and address)

Consolidated Machine Tool Corpe,
565 Blossom Road,
Rochester 10 N, Y.

Total Wages paid during the
calendar year 1944

Federal Income Tax withheld

SINGLE [ MARRIED [

"EMPLOYEE TO WHOM PAID Print full name, address, Social Security No.

Williem J. Wilson
127 Ridgedale Circle
Rochester, N. Y.

To EMPLOYEE:

nge name and address if not correctly shown

To EMPLOYEE: This Withholding Receipt may be used as your in-
come tax return if your 1944 income meets the TEST below.
A married couple may make a combined return on this Withholding
Receipt, if their total income meets the test. Their incomes should be
combined on Lines 1, 2, and 3, and shown separately on Line 4. The
Collector of Internal Revenue will figure the tax on either the com-
bined or the separate incomes, whichever is to the taxpayers’ advantage.
LINE 1 Write total of wages shown on this and all your
other 1944 Withholding Receipts (Form W-2)__ $___.
LINE 2 If you got any wages from which no tax was with-
held, or any dividends or interest, write total __ $§
LINE 3 Add Lines 1 and 2. Write totalhere___§..____
TEST: If Line 2 is not over $100 AND Line 3 is less than $5,000,
you may use this Withholding Receipt as your return provided
you had no income other than wages, dividends, and interest.
If your income does not meet this {est, use Form 1040.
LINE 4 If Line 3 includes income of both husband and wife, show husband’s
income here § ; wife’sincomehere §.___

LINE 5 If you filed a 1944 Declaration of Estimated Tax
(Form 1040-ES), write total of estimated tax paid §. ..

EMPLOYEE SHOULD KEEP THIS COPY
FOR HIS RECORD.

DO NOT FILE WITH COLLECTOR.
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