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The South African Gold Krugerrand 
is the most famous gold coin in the world. 
That’s because it was the very FIRST 
modern gold bullion coin—and is still 
the most widely traded gold coin on the 
planet. The Gold Krugerrand is the model 
for every other gold coin that followed it, 
including the American Eagle.

Now, to mark the 50th anniversary 
of the first Gold Krugerrand, you can 
help us celebrate another landmark 
FIRST...the first ever SILVER Krugerrand!

World’s Most Famous Gold 
Coin Now Shines in Silver!
Krugerrands have never been struck in 
silver before—making this first-ever 
release a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity 
you won’t want to miss! Issued by South 
Africa, the Silver Krugerrand is an official 
legal-tender coin, struck in a full ounce of 
99.9% pure silver in stunning Premium 

Uncirculated collector condition. This 
stunning silver coin bears the classic 
original design: former South African 
President, Paul Kruger on one side, and 
the symbolic South African Springbok 
antelope on the other. In addition, each 
one-ounce silver coin features a special 
50th anniversary mint mark.

Over 60 TIMES More Scarce
Over 60 million Gold Krugerrand have 
been issued in the past 50 years. But 
the first and only 2017 Premium 
Uncirculated Silver Krugerrand is strictly 
limited to only one million for the entire 
world. This means you can buy a Gold 
Krugerrand that numbers over 60 million 
(and spend up to $1300 each) OR you can 
secure the first ever Silver Krugerrand for 
only $59.95!

Official Release
GovMint.com is the exclusive North 

American distributor 
for the 2017 Silver 
Krugerrand. Don’t 
miss out on this 
once-in-a-lifetime 
opportunity!

2017 One-Ounce Silver Krugerrand

$5995 ea + s/h

  FREE SHIPPING on any order over $149*

Visit www.GovMint.com or CALL NOW!
  For fastest service, call toll-free 

1-888-870-9476
Offer Code SKG156-03
Please mention this code when you call.

Prices and availability subject to change without notice. Facts and fi gures deemed accurate as of April 2017.  NOTE: GovMint.com® is a private distributor of worldwide government coin and currency 
issues and privately  issued and licensed collectibles, and is not affi liated with the United States government. GovMint.com is not an investment company and does not offer fi nancial advice or sell items as 
an investment. The collectible coin market is speculative, and coin values may rise or fall over time. All rights reserved. © 2017 GovMint.com. *Limited time only. Product total over $149 before taxes 
(if any). Standard domestic shipping only. Not valid on previous purchases. 

How Can a Silver Coin be 
Over 60 Times Rarer than a Gold Coin? 

JUST RELEASED: The Silver Krugerrand

FIRST EVER SILVER KRUGERRAND
OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT RELEASE

GovMint.com 

FIRST

YEAR ISSUE

Actual size is 38.725 mm





An American serviceman gazes 
upon the hulks of two partially 
completed Type XXI U-boats in 
Bremen, Germany.
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14101 Southcross Drive W., Dept. LGK136-01
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337  www.stauer.com

• High quality, etched Damascus steel lock back blade • Pakkawood handle with steel bolster 
• Open: 7 ¾"L; blade: 3 ½"L • Includes genuine leather sheath

Stauer®

Stauer…Afford the Extraordinary.™

18003332045
Your Insider Offer Code: LGK13601
You must use the insider offer code to get our special price.

*Discount is only for customers who use the offer code versus the listed original Stauer.com price.

Damascus steel is legendary. Tales of its unmatched strength, sharpness and
durability ring through the ages. There are stories of gun rifles being sliced

in two by Damascus steel swords and individual strands of hair being sliced in
half, even if they gently floated down on to the edge of the blade. 
Now, you can be a part of the legend. The Legend Knife boasts nearly 4” of
famed Damascus steel with it’s signature, wavy pattern. Damascus steel blade
knives can cost thousands. So, at $49, the price itself is almost legendary.
Cast Damascus steel, known as wootz, was popular in the East and it’s an exacting
process that’s part metalwork, part chemistry. It's produced by melting pieces of
iron and steel with charcoal in a low oxygen environment. During the process,
the metals absorb carbon from the charcoal and the resulting alloy is cooled at a
very slow rate. The outcome is a beautiful one-of-a-kind pattern of banding and
mottling reminiscent of flowing water.
Once a lost art, we sought out a knifemaker who has resurrected the craftsmanship
of Damascus steel to create the Legend Knife. The genuine Damascus steel blade
folds into a tri-colored pakkawood handle that’s prepared to resist the ravages of the
great outdoors. When not in use or on display, The Legend Knife stays protected in
the included genuine leather sheath.

“If you have a Damascus steel blade knife, you have a knife blade with
unique beauty. With its historical reputation as the metal used for the best
swords over hundreds of years, and its distinctive wavy design, Damascus 
steel is a beauty to behold.”
–– knifeart.com

With our limited edition Legend Knife
you’re getting the best blade money can buy.
What you won’t get is the inflated price tag.
We know a thing or two about the hunt––
like how to seek out and capture an out-
standing, collector’s-quality knife that won’t
cut into your bank account. Priced at an
amazing $49, we can’t guarantee this knife
will stick around for long. So call today!
Your satisfaction is 100% guaranteed.
Feel the knife in your hands, wear it on your hip, inspect the
craftsmanship. If you don’t feel like we cut you a fair deal,
send it back within 60 days for a complete refund of the
item price. But we believe that once you wrap your
fingers around the Legend’s handle and experience
the beauty of its Damascus steel blade, you’ll be ready
to carve out your own legend. 

At $49, this blade of Damascus steel is a real steal

Steel of Approval

TAKE 67%
OFF INSTANTLY!
When you use your 

INSIDER 
OFFER CODE

Legend Knife

Offer Code Price Only $49 + S&P Save $70

Rating of A+

Not shown
actual size.

What customers are saying
about Stauer knives...
�����
“Good value. Great looking. 
Sufficiently sharp. Overall 
an "A" purchase and 
I ordered three.”
— B. of Maryland
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JOSEPH CONNOR (“A Grave Task”) is 
a former newspaper reporter, editor, 
and assistant county prosecutor in 
New Jersey. His story on the U.S. 
Army graves registration units was 
inspired by his interest in the for-
gotten men and women of World 
War II, especially those who served 
in the many noncombat roles neces-
sary to support the armed forces.

KENNY KEMP (“Imprisoned at 
Ground Zero”) is a retired attorney 
and the author of 14 books, including 
a popular collection of his father’s 
World War II memorabilia, Flying 
with the Flak Pak: A Pacific War 
Scrapbook (2013). His most recent 
book, Witchcraft: B-24 Liberator, is a 
celebration of the Collings Founda-
tion’s Witchcraft, one of the world’s 
last flying Liberator bombers. This 
summer, Kemp is traveling as a 
docent and flight engineer with the 
Foundation’s “Wings of Freedom” 

tour, where visitors can take flights 
in real World War II aircraft.

STEVEN TRENT SMITH (“Phantom  
of the Deep”) is a five-time Emmy 
Award-winning television photo-
journalist with a passion for mili-
tary history. He is the author of two 
books on submarine warfare in the 
Pacific: Wolf Pack (2003) and The 
Rescue (2008). Smith is a frequent 
contributor to World War II, MHQ: 
The Quarterly Journal of Military 
History, and Civil War Times. He 
lives in Montana.

JAMES ULLRICH (“Time Travel”) is 
an award-winning travel writer and 
history buff. He has been featured in 
multiple publications in Europe and 
the United States, including Busi-
ness Jet Traveler and World War 
II. Ullrich has previously worked as 
a tour guide in Europe, sharing his 
love of its history and culture with 

American travelers on tours from 
Amsterdam to Rome. His interest in 
Dunkirk was borne of talks with the 
battle survivors he met in London 
during his travels. “It was the 
human drama of the events that 
really captivated me,” Ullrich says.

BILL YENNE (“Fear Itself”) is the 
author of more than three dozen 
nonfiction books on military and 
historical topics, including his most 
recent, Panic on the Pacific: How 
America Prepared for a West Coast 
Invasion (2016). Yenne lives in San 
Francisco, less than five miles from 
the Pacific Ocean, and has long 
explored the events that took place 
on its shores during World War II. 
He has also contributed to encyclo-
pedias of both world wars and 
appeared in documentaries airing 
on the History Channel, the 
National Geographic Channel, and 
the Smithsonian Channel.

CON TR I BU TOR S
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The 75th Anniversary of D-Day: 
An Iconic Journey of Remembrance

 
A Luxury Cruise Program from Amsterdam to Southampton 

aboard Regent Seven Seas Navigator  

May 30 – June 8, 2019

Reserve your place in history  
Contact The National WWII Museum Travel at 1-877-813-3329 x 257 

for more information.
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and returned them to combat as “cured.” 
These men did not last long, as they were not 
capable of being as alert as the rest of us. One 
man simply blew his brains out that return-
ing night. Another man, after the war, told 
me that he had been placed in Ward 8, a 
mental ward.

We were subjected to the stresses of 
combat, but also to the horrors of the concen-
tration camps—six of them. 

Returning home, I had nightmares and 
daymares for 37 years, and yes, I believe that 
we all had pistols close at hand for years after 
the war. I still do at 91 years of age.

Curt Whiteway
Craftsbury, Vt.

I served as a combat medic in the army Medi-
cal Corps in 1951-53 during the Korean War.  
I was on the frontlines in North Korea—we 
medics see the worst wounds there are.

During the war, a bullet shot up 10 inches of 
my right leg. I had three surgeries and spent 
four months in an army hospital recovering 
from the wound. Afterward I had PTSD and 
suffered with it for seven years. 

My wife was involved in some of my bad 
war dreams. On several nights she would 
wake me up and say that I had choked her in 
my sleep. We are still married after 63 years. 

Back in those days, the doctors didn’t know 
what to do for PTSD. I guess now they know 
more about it and can treat it better than they 
did years ago. I sure wouldn’t like to relive 
those days. 

Norman Halstead
Wichita, Kans.

AFTER THE FALL
As a history buff and an armor enthusiast, I 
found the article on Japan’s armor in the 
March/April issue (“Pride before the Fall”) 
very interesting.

In 1939 Japanese tanks were competitive, 
as good as any other nation’s. By 1945 they 
were little more than tinker toys. 

And their tank divisions! Somehow author 
Jiaxin Du failed to state that by 1944, the Jap-
anese had been reorganized along a “leaner, 
meaner” table of organization and equip-
ment, and armed themselves with new and 
more formidable weapons, which made the 
fate of their 2nd Tank Division even more 
tragic: dying while doing the job of an infan-
try division! 

MAIL

NEVER-
ENDING 
NIGHTMARE

A battle-weary Marine 
breaks down after heavy 
fighting on Peleliu.

I 
just read Joseph Connor’s story on posttraumatic stress disor-
der, “Let There Be Light” (March/April 2017). An excellent job 
on a tough subject. I was a staff sergeant in the 99th Infantry 
Division in the ETO from November 3, 1944, to the end of the 
war. Our company’s captain would court-martial any man as a 
“coward” for breaking down. When I saw these men’s expres-
sions, I would put them on detail for K-rations or ammo and 

tell the others to let them stay at battalion.
Unfortunately, as stated in the article, the army gave those 

affected with PTSD one hot meal, dry clothing, one night in a bed, 
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PLEASE SEND  
LETTERS TO:
World War II
1919 Gallows Road, Suite 400, 
Vienna, VA 22182-4038

OR E-MAIL:
worldwar2@historynet.com
Please include your name, 
address, and daytime 
telephone number.

FROM THE 
EDITOR
This issue contains the 
first full transition to 
our new “Challenge” 
(page 79)—a fresh 
altered image and our 
answer to the first 
photo puzzle. Judging 
from reader response, 
it’s a huge hit. (And 
based on the number 
of correct answers to 
the Challenge in our 
last issue, June 2017, 
we may need to 
ratchet up the 
difficulty level a bit!) 
Our readers are a 
sharp bunch, for which 
we’re grateful.  
—Karen Jensen 

Had the division dashed itself to pieces 
against the American beachhead, like German 
armor did at Sicily and Anzio, and then died in 
a free-wheeling cavalry battle in Luzon’s cen-
tral plains, at least it would’ve gone the way it 
was supposed to—not smashed ingloriously as 
a collection of stationary targets.

Even more heartbreaking is the story of 
Japan’s motorized units. The Imperial Guards 
Division and the 5th Infantry Division both 
fought in Malaya, which pretty much explains 
the speed and ability of the Japanese advance. 
(The Imperial Guards had its own tank ele-
ment; the 5th Infantry was paired with the 
3rd Armor Brigade.) But afterward? Were 
they sent to China, where they could have 
operated freely? To Manchuria, in case Japan 
decided to grab Siberia in the summer of 
1942? Or even Burma, where they could have 
operated in that country’s open central plain 
and wiped out the Chindits, giving General 
William Slim’s Fourteenth Army a real fight? 
No! The Imperial Guards were sent to Suma-
tra, where it sat out the rest of the war. And 
the 5th Infantry was sent to New Guinea, 
where, of course, there were no roads or even 
open ground for it to operate on. 

It’s true enough to break your heart and 
seriously question the competence of Japan’s 
military leadership.

Bernardo J. Figuerdo
Rochester, N.H.

SCOUTS’ HONOR
In your March/April 2017 story, “The Crop 
Corps,” no mention was made of the contribu-
tions nationwide of the Boy Scouts of America.

I grew up in Columbia, in Lancaster Coun-
ty, Pennsylvania. My troop, Number 36, was 
one of a dozen or so troops that spent two 
months living in Quarryville High School’s 
gym in 1942-44.

Every day we were bussed to large tomato, 
potato, and corn fields where we earned about 
8 to 9 cents per bushel. It was tough work for 
12- to 15-year-olds. Go Boy Scouts!

Frank Kasel
Sarasota, Fla.

NO REST FOR THE WEARY
I was very interested in George Clay Henry’s 
interview, “Fifty with the Fifteenth” (“Con-
versation,” March/April 2017). I also flew 50 
missions with the Fifteenth Air Force’s 449th 
Bomb Group in the 716th Squadron, and 
actually flew on Henry’s aircraft, Devil’s 
Henchmen, once as a spare gunner when 
one of his crew members couldn’t fly 
due to medical reasons. 

I went over the infamous Ploesti oil 
fields three times. I was wounded 
during my second mission, patched up, 
and went back to flying. Flying bomb-
ing missions is not for the faint-
hearted by any means. The odds are 
against you from the minute you 
crawl aboard one of those Liberators 
and head for enemy territory. 

I was shot down by antiaircraft 
fire on my 40th mission on Decem-
ber 28, 1944, over the Brenner Pass, 
a supply-and-escape route for the 
Germans into Austria. I bailed out 
with a faulty chute and landed in enemy ter-
ritory, where some Italian farm women hid 
me from the Germans. They fed me and 
dressed my cuts and bruises and had me 
sleep among the goats.

One of the Tuskegee fliers spotted me on 
that mountain and kept coming back to check 
on me. He came down low and waved at me 
when he flew over. God bless him. I found out 
that he notified the British Eighth Army and 
they sent a patrol through the lines and came 
in and rescued me. After returning to my 
base in Grottaglie, Southern Italy, I flew 10 
more missions to complete my tour of 50 mis-
sions. At the base, I told the flight surgeon 

Staff Sergeant 
Donald Tuttle
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WAKE-UP CALL
In response to your Weapons 
Manual on the PBY4-2 Priva-
teer (March/April 2017), during 
the war, while rendezvousing 
about three miles off the Iwo 
Jima invasion beach in a Hig-
gins boat, I manned a .50-cali-
ber machine gun, watching for 
Japanese planes. That day I 

watched as 10 to 12 feet of a PBY4-2’s tail got 
shot off. I remember the aircraft was white 
and on the north end of Iwo. I observed no 
parachutes. At that point, I realized it was the 
end of the “fun and games” of training. Amer-
icans were being killed. I have used a picture 
of a PBY4-2 and details of the incident in 
approximately 40 programs given to various 
school presentations. 

Clayton Chipman
Brookfield, Wisc.

MEMORY LANE
Your superb article by James Fenelon, “Yanks 
in Cambridge,” in the March/April 2017 issue 
so pleased me. It recaptured perfectly the first 
trip I took some four years ago; the serene 
beauty of the English countryside, and the 
Wall of Remembrance, the pool, and the gazebo 
of the American states. Being surrounded by 
the grave markers is an unforgettable blessing 
for American families who lost kin defending 
Great Britain in the war’s worst times.

The name of my brother Lyle (who was lost  
at sea March 4, 1943, in the North Atlantic) is 
etched in the wall a few feet from Joseph Ken-
nedy Jr’s. I only wish my mother could have seen 
this place before her passing. My visit reminded 
me of the gratitude of my English friends and 
ancestors, who wouldn’t let my brother, who 
died in their defense, be forgotten.

Don Worthy
Detroit, Mich. 

COVER TO COVER
I have been reading World War II for many 
years. The March/April 2017 issue is the very 
best. A lot of nice stories. It held my interest 
from start to finish. Many more please. 

Rob Darge
New Hudson, Mich.

that I had had enough and couldn’t do any more missions. He sent 
me to the Isle of Capri saying, “You will be able to rest up and you 
will forget about this.” He lied!

Donald Tuttle 
Augusta, Maine

THE FORGOTTEN FEW
As always, I enjoyed the latest issue of World War II. I got a particu-
lar kick out of President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s collection of more 
than 400 ship models (“Shipshape,” March/April 2017). I, too, have 
a collection of model ships, even larger than FDR’s—795 of them—
the difference being that the vessels in FDR’s collection are all big, 
while mine are all 1/2400 scale.

While most of my miniature models are combat ships, ranging in 
size from aircraft carriers to patrol craft (with destroyers being the 
most numerous type), there are also 89 auxiliary ships—enough to 
fill a sizeable convoy or two. Mention of convoys brings me to the 
second reason for writing this letter.

I have been a subscriber for many years and have enjoyed every 
issue, but I can’t recall ever seeing a story about the U.S. Navy 
Armed Guard, although, in relation to the number of members, we 
had one of the highest casualty rates in the navy. Most people have 
never heard of us, probably because we were engaged in an illegal 
activity. Under international law, merchant ships were forbidden to 
carry guns, but both we and some British merchant ships armed our 
vessels and said “Screw the law, this is WAR!” 

After the war, I married and moved from New York City to Long 
Island. I soon found Long Island had an organization of over 40 ex-
armed guards. I joined the group and eventually became treasurer. 
For many years, we veterans had a good time at meetings and par-
ties, but time began to take its toll. 

Today, to the best of my knowledge, there are just three of us left 
on Long Island: two in care facilities of one kind or another, while I 
have had to contend with a spinal fracture for the past year. 

Now, at 94 years old, I hope that before I sail away into the Great 
Beyond, you will somehow manage to publish a story or two about 
the naval armed guard in your magazine.

Donald Kloenne
Hicksville N.Y.

A wartime postcard from one of three 
basic training schools for the too-often 
overlooked U.S. Navy Armed Guard. 



It’s the summer of
1944 and a weath-
ered U.S. sergeant is

walking in Rome only
days after the Allied
Liberation. There is a

joyous mood in the streets and this
tough soldier wants to remember
this day. He’s only weeks away from
returning home. He finds an inter-
esting timepiece in a store just off
the Via Veneto and he decides to
splurge a little on this memento. 
He loved the way it felt in his hand,
and the complex move-
ment inside the case
intrigued him. He really
liked the hunter’s back
that opened to a secret
compartment. He
thought that he could
squeeze a picture of his
wife and new daughter
in the case back. He
wrote home that now 
he could count the
hours until he returned
to the States. This watch
went on to survive some 

harrowing flights in a B-24 bomber
and somehow made it back to the
U.S. Besides the Purple Heart and 
the Bronze Star, my father cherished
this watch because it was a reminder
of the best part of the war for any
soldier—the homecoming. 

He nicknamed the watch Ritorno for
homecoming, and the rare heirloom
is now valued at $42,000 according
to The Complete Guide to Watches. But
to our family, it is just a reminder
that nothing is more beautiful than
the smile of a healthy returning GI.

We wanted to bring this
little piece of personal 
history back to life in a
faithful reproduction of
the original design. We’ve
used a 27-jeweled move-
ment reminiscent of the
best watches of the 1940s
and we built this watch
with $26 million worth 
of Swiss built precision
machinery. We then test
it for 15 days on Swiss
made calibrators to insure

accuracy to only seconds a day. The
movement displays the day and date
on the antique satin finished face
and the sweep second hand lets any
watch expert know that it has a fine 
automatic movement, not a mass-
produced quartz movement. If you
enjoy the rare, the classic, and the
museum quality, we have a limited
number of Ritornos available. We
hope that it will remind you to 
take time to remember what is 
truly valuable. If you are not 
completely satisfied, simply return 
it within 30 days for a full refund 
of the purchase price. 

The hunter’s back

The Ritorno watch back
opens to reveal a special
compartment for a 
keepsake picture or 
can be engraved.

Stauer 1944 Ritorno  $147

Now only $99 + S&P

1-800-333-2045
Promotional Code RTN39 -02
Please mention this when you call.

To order by mail, please call for details.

For fastest service, call toll-free 24 hours a day 1-800-333-2045
Learn more about the history of the 1944 classic at www.stauer.com

14101 Southcross Drive W., Dept. RTN39 -02
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337

We found our most important
watch in a soldier’s pocket

We found our most important
watch in a soldier’s pocket

Stauer®

Authentic Historical

Reproductions
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WWII TODAY REPORTED AND WRITTEN BY PAUL WISEMAN

German aces Werner 
Mölders and Adolf 
Galland, here 
exemplifying the 
cool attitude typical 
of fighter pilots, 
strived to outscore 
one another during 
the Battle of Britain.

DEADLY QUEST 
FOR GLORY

COMPETITION FOR ACCLAIM made the best German pilots better  
in World War II. But seeking recognition and praise tended to get 
mediocre fliers killed. So finds a new study from America’s National 
Bureau of Economic Research.

Economists Philipp Ager of the University of Southern Denmark, 
Leonardo Bursztyn of the University of Chicago, and Hans-Joachim 
Voth of the University of Zurich pored over data from the Luftwaffe high 
command on the monthly “victory scores” of more than 5,000 wartime 
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PERFORMANCE OF 
WORLD WAR II 
GERMAN FIGHTER 
PILOTS, BY NUMBER 
OF AERIAL VICTORIES 
PER MONTH

A DANGEROUS 
COMPETITION 
FOR PRESTIGE

ACES  NON-
ACES

BOTTOM 
80% OF 
PILOTS

0.5

1.0

1.5

2.0

2.5

3.0

TOP 
20% OF 
PILOTS

KEY:
AFTER PEER 
MENTIONED IN 
DAILY BULLETIN
NO PEER 
MENTIONED IN 
DAILY BULLETIN

“The war situation has 
developed not necessarily 
to Japan’s advantage.” 
—Emperor Hirohito, announcing 
Japan’s unconditional surrender in  
a radio broadcast, August 14, 1945

WORD FOR WORD

DISPATCHES

John Jones, the last of New Zealand’s Gilbert 
Islands Coastwatchers (circled below, with 
fellow Coastwatchers), died February 4 at age 
96. The Watchers were unarmed volunteers 
sent by the New Zealand government to monitor 
Japanese activity off Kiribati. The Japanese 
beheaded 17 Watchers after sweeping over the 
Gilbert Islands in 1942; another died in 
captivity. Jones survived a Japanese prison 
camp and spent much of the rest of his life 
trying to win recognition for his fallen mates.

German pilots. The researchers concen-
trated on Germany to take advantage of 
the Luftwaffe’s meticulous records, 
along with a pair of respected databases 
of German fighter pilot performance.

They wanted to see how the pilots 
responded when one of their former 
peers—someone who had previously 
flown in the same squadron—was singled 
out for praise for combat performance in 
the German armed forces’ daily news 
bulletin, Wehrmachtbericht. 

The results were striking.
The top one percent of pilots increased 

their victory scores by two-thirds after  
a fellow flier won acclaim in the daily 
bulletin—a relatively rare honor. The 
researchers focused on peers no longer 
flying together to rule out the effects of 
combat conditions on the pilots’ scores, 
among other variables. Even those near 
the bottom of the rankings posted a 20 
percent increase. 

Significantly, though, the best pilots 
upped their game without upping their 
fatalities. But while average pilots won a 
few additional victories, they also died at a 
higher rate. For the 20 percent of German 
pilots at the low end of the spectrum, 
fatalities rose by 250 percent when they 
strived to keep up with the competition.

Rivalries were fierce among German 
pilots, whose ranks included far more 
aces than other countries fighting in the 
war. During the Battle of Britain in 1940, 
German aces Adolf Galland and Werner 
Mölders were in a tight competition for 
the most kills. When Mölders was sum-
moned to Berlin to confer with Luftwaffe 
chief Hermann Göring, he agreed to go 
only if the air force grounded Galland 
during his absence—which it did.

“Should we care about the motivations 
of young, testosterone-charged men 
fighting for Nazi Germany, more than 70 
years ago?” the authors ask in one pub-
lished report. They answer that while 
competition for status can be a motivator 
for individuals in settings that combine 
performance and risk—traders in finan-
cial markets, for instance—there can be a 
distinct downside. 

Summarizing their findings, the 
researchers warn that “high-powered 
incentives can backfire.”
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THE FAMILY DISMISSED IT as an old man’s tall tale. 
Klaus Kristiansen’s grandfather claimed that he had seen 

a German plane crash into a bog on the family farm in 
Birkelse, on Denmark’s Jutland Peninsula; gramps said he 
had been helping to bake cookies at the time, November—
maybe December—1944. 

Flash-forward to the present day: when Klaus’s 14-year-
old son, Daniel, was casting about early this year for how 
to handle a homework assignment on World War II, Klaus 

jokingly suggested they look for the wreckage. 
The teenager proved enthusiastic.
So out they went with a metal detector and rummaged around the 

property. The machine sounded and they began to dig, unearthing 
metal fragments. Intrigued, they borrowed a neighbor’s excavator 
and dug some more. 

The result “was like opening a book from yesterday,’’ Klaus Kris-
tiansen told CNN.

Turns out they had 
discovered the wreck of 
a Messerschmitt Bf 109.

They also found the 
remains of the pilot, his 
uniform and identifica-
tion number, a broken 
machine gun, engine 
parts, a wallet contain-

ing coins and wrapped condoms, a wrist-
watch, a diary and f light log, and ration 
stamps for the canteen at the German airbase 
in nearby Aalborg. 

Using the detritus found at the site, 
researchers from the Historical Museum of 
Northern Jutland identified the pilot as Hans 
Wunderlich—just 19 when he died. Luftwaffe 
records show Wunderlich crashed on October 
10, 1944, but that “excavation work was post-
poned, since this was in vain.” German 
authorities reported that Wunderlich has no 
living kin; the government plans to retrieve 
his remains from the museum and bury them. 
The wreckage and Wunderlich’s belongings 
will stay at the museum, which is considering 
displaying them in a temporary exhibition.

Klaus Kristiansen’s late grandfather clearly 
has been vindicated. “He was telling a lot of 
stories, my grandfather,” Klaus told BBC. 
“Some of them were not true, and some of 
them were true—but this one was true. Maybe 
I should have listened to him a bit more when 
he was alive!”

DISPATCHES
Singapore hastily renamed an exhibit 
marking the 75th anniversary of the Japanese 
takeover after the original title caused 
outrage. The exhibit opened in February 
bearing the title “Syonan Gallery: War and 
its Legacies.” The Japanese had named 
Singapore “Syonan,” or Light of the South, 
during their brutal occupation. Singapore’s 
government nixed the name, and information 
minister Yaacob Ibrahim acknowledged “the 
pain the name has caused.”

Danish teenager 
Daniel Kristiansen 
discovered the 
wreckage of a 
German aircraft 
that crashed in 
1944. Among the 
debris was the 
pilot’s initialed 
wristwatch (inset).
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Men’s Hoodie

Show your commitment to the Marines and the proud principles under 
which they serve every time you put on our new “Always A Marine” Men’s 
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a bold appliqué patch on the back that features the famous raising of our 
fl ag at Iwo Jima, the Marine emblem of eagle, globe and anchor, as well 
as the Marine motto—Honor Courage Commitment—embroidered below.  
Adding to this patriotic Marine Corps salute is an American fl ag patch on the 
left sleeve and USMC embroidered on the front.
     But that’s not all! There’s plenty of custom detail throughout this apparel 
exclusive, like a comfortable brushed fl eece interior and a faux Sherpa-lined 

hood, generous kangaroo front pockets, knit cuffs and hem, a full front 
zipper, and silver-tone metal tippets on the hood drawstrings.  Imported.

 An Outstanding Value with Satisfaction Guaranteed
With its custom design and hand-crafted quality, the “Always A Marine” 
Men’s Hoodie is a remarkable value at $89.95*, payable in 4 easy installments 
of $22.49. To order yours in sizes M-XXL, backed by our money-back, 30-
day guarantee, send no money now; just fi ll out and send in your Priority 
Reservation.  This hoodie is not available in stores.  So don’t miss out... Order 
Today! 

*Plus $11.99 shipping and service. Please allow 2 weeks after initial payment for shipment.  Sales subject 
to product availability and order acceptance. 

Mrs. Mr. Ms.
                                                  Name (Please Print Clearly)

Address

City                                                                       State               Zip

Email (optional)

E57301

9345 Mi lwaukee Avenue ·  Ni les,  IL 60714-1393

PRIORITY RESERVATION                                SEND NO MONEY NOW

YES.  Please reserve the “Always A Marine” Men’s Hoodie for me in 

the size indicated below as described in this announcement. 

Please Respond Promptly

�T�Medium (38-40) 01-20392-011         T�XL (46-48) 01-20392-013

�T�Large (42-44) 01-20392-012             T�XXL (50-52) 01-20392-014

www.bradfordexchange.com/honorhoodie ® Offi cially Licensed Product of the United States Marine Corps  ©2015 BGE  01-20392-001-EI 
 

MAKE IT CLEAR...ONCE A MARINE...

An Exclusive Apparel Design from The Bradford Exchange

Emblazoned with symbols of Marine Honor, 
Courage and Commitment

BACK

FRONT



W O R L D  W A R  I I16

T
O

P,
 L

E
F

T:
 A

P
 P

H
O

T
O

/
F

R
A

N
K

 E
LT

M
A

N
; I

N
S

E
T:

 A
P

 P
H

O
T

O
/J

O
H

N
 L

E
N

T;
 T

O
P,

 R
IG

H
T:

 N
A

T
IO

N
A

L 
A

R
C

H
IV

E
S

Q: Is it true the Norden bombsight 
was compromised before the U.S. 
even entered the war? And if so, 
were aircrew still instructed to keep 
the device secret, even at the cost of 
their own lives? —Douglas Shontz, 
College Park, Maryland

A: Yes—in 1937, in one of the few genuine 
accomplishments of German spies in the 
U.S., agent Herman W. Lang acquired the 
design for the Norden bombsight and 
hand-copied the blueprints, which were 
subsequently smuggled to Germany. 
When the Luftwaffe used Lang’s stolen 
blueprints to build a mockup of the 
bombsight, they discovered that their  
Lotfe 7 bombsight was similar, but simpler 
and easier to operate—so they paid no 
further attention to its American 
counterpart. But the U.S. Army Air Forces 
did not learn of this until the war’s end, so 
its regulations included several draconian 
security precautions to safeguard the 
device. Aircrews were expected to keep it 
locked up or under armed guard when 
carrying it to and from aircraft. 
Bombardiers even took an oath to sacrifice 
their lives, if necessary, to keep the secret. 
If capture was imminent, regulations 
required a crewman to destroy the device. 
By 1943, after hundreds of American 
bombers had been brought down over 
enemy-occupied Europe, Allied officials 
reasoned that the Nazis would have gotten 
their hands on the Norden bombsight  
and began relaxing security measures.  
—Richard R. Muller is a professor of military 
history at the USAF School of Advanced Air 
and Space Studies, Maxwell AFB, Alabama.

THEY’VE BEEN LISTED as missing 
for 73 years. But an independent 
researcher believes that many of the 
men lost when the destroyer USS 
Turner exploded and sank off New 
York harbor were buried as unknowns 
in the Long Island National Cemetery. 
Earlier this year, the Pentagon began 
investigating his findings.

The mystery began on January 3, 
1944, when a series of explosions ripped 
the destroyer in half, plunging it into the 
sea off Sandy Hook, New Jersey. Rescuers 
fished 150 crew members out of the frigid 
waters, but 136 were lost.

Researcher Ted Darcy, a Marine veteran 
who investigates MIA cases, last year 
uncovered papers suggesting that at least 

four crewmen were among unidentified bodies buried at the ceme-
tery. Darcy suspects a lot more of the missing men are, too. Com-
mingling of remains was a common wartime practice. Darcy said 
the navy told him, “Hey, we don’t know how many are in there.”

“These guys died for their country,” Darcy told the Associated 
Press. “They deserve to be buried properly.”

AP reported his findings last year. The Defense POW/MIA 
Accounting Agency said that records indicating the number of 
Turner crew members buried in Long Island had gone missing. In 
February AP reported that the agency was “taking steps to send out 
inquiries and conduct archival research” to recover the files.

“I’d like to see if we can have closure on this; find out who’s in the 
graves,” said retired mechanic Richard Duffy, 61, who is named 
after an uncle lost in the disaster.

The cause of the explosions remains unknown. At the time, crew 
members were defusing munitions aboard the ship, which had just 
finished accompanying a convoy from Alexandria, Egypt, to Hamp-
ton Roads, Virginia.

TRACKING 
A LOST CREW

ASK WWII

SEND QUERIES TO: Ask World War II, 1919 
Gallows Road, Suite 400, Vienna, VA 22182, 
OR EMAIL: worldwar2@historynet.com

Armed guards escort an officer carrying 
a Norden bombsight to an AT-11 trainer.

The salvage operation 
on the USS Turner 
(above) recovered 
about half of its dead; 
some missing 
crewmen may have 
been buried on Long 
Island (top).



Do you get discouraged when 
you hear your telephone ring? 
Do you avoid using your phone 
because hearing difficulties make 
it hard to understand the person 
on the other end of the line? For 
many Americans the telephone 
conversation – once an important 
part of everyday life – has become 
a thing of the past. Because they 
can’t understand what is said 
to them on the phone, they’re 
often cut off from friends, family, 
doctors and caregivers. Now, 
thanks to innovative technology 
there is finally a better way.

A simple idea… made possible 
with sophisticated technology. 
If you have trouble understanding 
a call, captioned telephone can 
change your life. During a phone 
call the words spoken to you 
appear on the phone’s screen – 
similar to closed captioning on 
TV. So when you make or receive 
a call, the words spoken to you 
are not only amplified by the 
phone, but scroll across the 
phone so you can listen while 
reading everything that’s 
said to you. Each call is 
routed through a call center, 
where computer technology – 
aided by a live representative 
– generates voice-to-text 
translations. The captioning 
is real-time, accurate and 
readable. Your conversation is 
private and the captioning service 
doesn’t cost you a penny. Internet 
Protocol Captioned Telephone 
Service (IP CTS) is regulated 
and funded by the Federal 
Communications Commission 
(FCC) and is designed exclusively 
for individuals with hearing loss. 
To learn more, visit www.fcc.gov. 
The Hamilton CapTel phone 

requires telephone service 
and high-speed Internet access. 
WiFi Capable. Callers do not 
need special equipment or a 
captioned telephone in order 
to speak with you.

Finally… a phone 
you can use again. 
The Hamilton 
CapTel phone is 
also packed 
with features 
to help 
make phone 
calls easier. 
The keypad 
has large, easy 
to use buttons. 
You get adjustable 
volume amplification 
along with the ability to save 
captions for review later. It even 
has an answering machine that 
provides you with the captions 
of each message. 

See for yourself with our 
exclusive home trial.  Try a 
captioned telephone in your 
own home and if you are not 
completely amazed, simply 
return it within 60-days for a 
refund of the product purchase 
price. It even comes with a 
5-year warranty.

The Captioning Telephone is intended for use by people with hearing loss.  In purchasing a Captioning Telephone, you 
acknowledge that it will be used by someone who cannot hear well over a traditional phone.  Hamilton is a registered 
trademark of Nedelco, Inc. d/b/a Hamilton Telecommunications.  CapTel is a registered trademark of Ultratec, Inc.

Breakthrough technology converts phone calls to captions.

New amplified phone lets you 
hear AND see the conversation.
The Hamilton® CapTel® Captioned Telephone converts phone conversations 
to easy-to-read captions for individuals with hearing loss.

81
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5

“For years I avoided phone 
calls because I couldn’t 
understand the caller… 

now I don’t miss a thing!”

Captioned
Telephone

Call now for our special 
introductory price!

Call now Toll-Free 

1-888-726-7492 
Please mention promotion code 106253.

No 
Contract 
No 

M
onthly Fee

SEE what 
you’ve been 

missing!
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CONVERSATION WITH CHRISTOPHER NOLAN
BY PARAAG SHUKLA

A MORE 
COMPLETE 
TRUTH
CHRISTOPHER NOLAN, 47, is one of the most successful filmmakers in  
the industry. Known for such acclaimed films as The Dark Knight Trilogy, 
Inception, and Interstellar, Nolan most recently turned his sights to Opera-
tion Dynamo, the 1940 evacuation of beleaguered Allied soldiers from the 
beaches of Dunkirk, France, in the face of rapid German advances across 
Europe. His film, Dunkirk, opens in theaters on July 21, 2017.

There were many pivotal moments for British forces during 
the war. What drew you to the story of the Dunkirk evacuation?
For British people, the story is a massive part of the culture; it’s in our bones. 
We refer to the “Dunkirk spirit,” the idea of community coming together to 
help things out. So it’s always been at the back of my head as a great human 
story. A filmmaker is often looking for a gap in film culture—a story that 
hasn’t been told. This is one of them. For some years, I had it in mind to try 
and tackle the subject. But it’s very large-scale material that required a lot of 
experience and a lot of confidence on my part. 

What were your main sources of research for the story?
My research was based primarily on firsthand accounts. Historical advisor 
Joshua Levine and I spoke to some of the few remaining survivors. I wanted 
to give the audience the point of view of someone who didn’t necessarily 
understand or couldn’t possibly know the global or geopolitical implications 
of the event they were passing through. I wanted to tell the story in three 
distinct, intertwined points of view—the beach, the English Channel, and the 
Spitfires up in the air—and stay within the experience of it. 

Did the cultural stories and sentiment of “the little fishing 
boats saving the day” influence or affect your research?
I had been raised with the mythical notion of Dunkirk . In researching it, I 
found there had been a pendulum swing of reassessment over the years. For 
example, a 1980s documentary revealed that civilians who crossed the Chan-
nel were paid. That chipped away at the legend somewhat. But when you look 
into it, you realize the civilians were paid a few hundred pounds for expenses. 
I have made the crossing myself in a small boat, and I wouldn’t do it for a few 
hundred pounds—and that’s without heading into a war zone and people 
dropping bombs on me. Then one starts to realize that the truth and the real-
ity of what took place at Dunkirk is just as powerful as the myth ever was.

It has been oversimplified over the 
years. The idea that small boats res-
cued guys off the beach and brought 
them all the way back to England—
that was the exception rather than 
the rule. In reality, the destroyers 
couldn’t get in near enough to the 
beach. So the little ships picked troops 
up from the shoreline and took them 
out to the destroyers. Then the naval 
vessels took people back to England. 
But there were some boats that did 
take men all the way across (see 
“Time Travel,” page 26). Ultimately, 
knowing the reality and what really 
took place, and after looking into it for 
years, I come out of it with even more 
respect and admiration for the people 
who were involved, and even more 
amazed that it came off the way it did.

How did you strike a balance 
between historical accuracy 
and entertainment?
I felt a huge responsibility with the 
real-life event and looked at lots of 
different ways of telling the story. I 
didn’t feel comfortable putting words 
into the mouths of real people, so I 
settled on a fictional set of characters 
against a carefully researched back-
drop of larger events. A dramatic fea-
ture has a high degree of artifice; it 
requires composite characters and 
manipulations of timelines, but it’s 
presented in as accurate a way as we 
could with the means at our disposal.

How did you try to convey  
the intensity and fear of the 
experience to an otherwise 
unfamiliar audience?
We always started from the point of 
view of accuracy and reality, but had 
to make strong, creative choices 
about how you express what it would 
have been like. The literal represen-
tation isn’t necessarily the best way 
to go, but we didn’t want to violate 
accuracy in unthinking ways. 

For exa mple, I c a n poi nt to 
research that says that by late May 
1940, German Ju-87 Stuka dive-
bombers no longer carried sirens. But 
I also have a recording of an eyewit- T
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ness who described how terrifying 
that sound was on the beach. How to 
account for that, I don’t know. But 
when trying to portray the experience 
of people suffering under an attack 
from Stukas, we had to recreate the 
terrifying and awful noise to convey 
the psychological experience of fear. 
There isn’t one literal or “accurate” 
way of doing so; we filtered a lot of 
research into our creative choices.

One of the most interesting, para-
doxical features of the evacuation is 
the breakwater or “mole,” a nautical 
structure about 8 to 10 feet wide that 
pushes out a kilometer into the sea. It 
wasn’t designed for loading or unload-
ing people, but it was the only thing 
they could repurpose for that end. So, 
thousands of soldiers queued up along 
the structure. When German dive-
bombers came, the men had nowhere 
to go; they had to just stand there and 
take it. They hoped there would be a 
ship waiting for them at the end of the 
mole, which very often there was not.

The aerial sequences look  
and feel realistic. Details  
do matter—in one external 
cockpit shot of a pilot, we  
can see a Spitfire over his 
shoulder, its underside 
accurately painted with the 
distinctive black-and-white 
color scheme.
We were determined to shoot aerial 
dogfights in a way that no one has 
before, and I believe we’ve achieved 
that. Shooting entirely on the IMAX 
format is incredibly immersive, and 
the Spitfire in that shot really is flying 
alongside the plane in which the actor 
is sitting. It has that accurate color 
scheme because it is extremely dra-
matic and we closely researched it. 

We did have to change some details. 

“The truth and reality  
of Dunkirk is just  
as powerful as the  
myth ever was.”

While developing the story, 
director Christopher Nolan 
(top) researched firsthand 
accounts of soldiers on the 
beach, like one played by 
Fionn Whitehead (bottom).
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We used a Spanish HA-1112 Buchón 
to represent the Messerschmitt Bf 
109E. It has a yellow nose—even 
though the Germans did not paint the 
noses yellow until a couple of months 
later. But we needed to give the audi-
ence a better chance of visually under-
standing the difference between the 
109 and the Spitfire in quick shots and 
in distance shots. So we were forced to 
make creative decisions like that, and 
we didn’t take any of them lightly. I 
very strongly felt that the sense of 
reality of filming a real plane piloted 
by a real pilot in a real dogfight would 
be a lot more exciting than an ani-
mated representation of an accurate-
looking plane. 

Similarly, there are no remaining 
British destroyers from the period. 
There is one in the docks at Chatham, 
which they wouldn’t let us use because 
it’s a monument and not seaworthy. 
So, we used a French destroyer, Maillé-
Brézé, which is about 80 feet longer 
but has the right look. Again, we chose 
to use real vehicles rather than com-
puter-generated replicas.

So you filmed actors while 
actually flying?
Yes—we used a two-seater Yak-52, a 
Soviet aircraft similar in size and 
shape to the Spitfire. We produced 

our own Spitfire canopy to replace 
the existing canopy, then changed out 
the wingtips and the exhaust ports 
and so on. Then we could swap the 
actor and the actual pilot between 
either seat, depending on the shot. 

We couldn’t use the two-seater 
Spitfire for actor shots because there 
is a bulkhead between the two cock-
pits, so we couldn’t mount the camera 
in the rear and shoot over the shoul-
der. Spitfires are obviously extremely 
valuable and beautiful planes, so we 
did not want to cut into them or 
modify their structure. 

We used real Mark I Spitfires and a 
Mark V dressed to look like a Mark I, 
which only your sharp-eyed readers 
will be able to pick out. I’m obviously 
biased, but I will say that no one has 
shot aerial sequences in this way.

Movies are, first and foremost, 
entertainment. But audiences 
often learn more about history 
from a feature film than from 
a book. Not to put that on your 
shoulders....
[Laughs] We’ve cer ta inly felt a 
responsibility to get it very right. We 
believe the film will stand over time 
as a popular representation of the 
events. We tried to accurately portray 
the larger ideas and the geography of 

what happened, and then we made 
bold, creative choices. We won’t say 
that everything in the film is per-
fectly accurate, but what I can say is— 
we constructed a section of the mole 
on what’s left of the actual mole, we 
shot on the real beach during the 
actual days of the evacuation, with 
real little ships picking up guys off 
the beach. You really can’t do any 
more than that in terms of being 
faithful to what really happened. 

Unless you have a time machine.
[Laughs] Yes, it’s as good as we could 
do with the resources we had! But 
then, we did not try and slavishly 
reproduce the archival photographs 
of the time. We tried to be inspired by 
them to make a creative statement 
and to make the audience feel an emo-
tional journey through the events.

Many of the shots do evoke 
those photographs without 
mimicking them.
Well, “evoke” is actually a very good 
word for it and I’ll be stealing that, 
thank you very much! It really is 
about evoking the feeling that one 
would have had, about feeling the 
three-dimensional reality that relates 
to the history. I believe it will trans-
late to audiences around the world. ★

Soldiers waiting on the “mole” 
(below, in a scene from the film) 
were exposed and vulnerable  
to attack from enemy aircraft.

“When Stuka dive-bombers came, the men had 
nowhere to go; they had to just take it.”
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FROM THE FOOTLOCKER

HELPING 
HANDS

My wife inherited this pin from her late 
mother, Jean Turner Bernstein, who 
told her it had to do with raising funds 
to help Great Britain during the war. 
She married Morton Bernstein in 1943 
and they moved from Chicago to New 
York, where Morton was stationed.  
The pin is 2.5 inches wide and has no 
markings on the reverse side. Any 
identification of this item would be 
very appreciated.  —Mort Steinberg, 
Highland Park, Illinois

In my research, I could not find another exam-
ple of this particular brooch. There’s little on 
the piece to indicate a specific time period—
although the brooch’s grasped hands, motto, 
and St. Edward’s crown strongly resemble the 
logo of a long-lived London-based firm, the 

Hand in Hand Fire & Life Insurance Society. 
But neither a curator at the Museum of London 
nor an archivist for the insurance company has 
seen a pin like this, and both think it likely the 
pin has no connection to Hand in Hand, which 
ceased operating under that name in 1905. 

There were a number of private organiza-
tions in the United States that provided 
humanitarian aid to Great Britain beginning 
in the early days of the war. The British War 
Relief Society (BWRS), headquartered in New 
York, was the most well known, and parceled 
out large quantities of donated clothing, medi-
cal supplies, and food to the people of England. 
Another was Bundles for Britain. Founded in 
New York in 1940 by a knitting group, Bundles 
for Britain initially produced and collected 
homespun knitted goods such as socks and 
sweaters for England’s war effort. Bundles  
and BWRS quickly expanded by selling pins 
and brooches to raise funds. Those items are 
marked on the reverse: “Official Bundles for 
Britain” or “Official BWRS and BB.” Other 
smaller charities relied on BWRS to coordi-
nate delivery of their donations. It is possible 
one of these organizations adapted the insur-
ance company’s logo for its brooch because it fit 
the purpose; this brooch’s specific origin, alas, 
remains a mystery.  —Larry Decuers, Curator

Curators at 
The National 
World War II 
Museum  
solve readers’ 
artifact 
mysteries Have a World War II artifact you can’t identify? 

Write to Footlocker@historynet.com with the following:
— Your connection to the object and what you know about it.  
— The object’s dimensions, in inches.  
— Several high-resolution digital photos taken close up and 
 from varying angles.  
— Pictures should be in color, and at least 300 dpi.

Unfortunately, we can’t respond to every query, nor can  
we appraise value.

British women sort items donated 
by an American charity—a practice 
this pin likely commemorates.
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FIRE FOR EFFECT BY ROBERT M. CITINO

OFF THE MAP
SINCE HUMAN BEINGS CAN’T REMEMBER everything that happens in 
the past, they concoct what we usually call a “historical narrative”—an 
accepted list of events and episodes, a kind of shorthand. We certainly have 
one for World War II, and battles that fit the narrative become immortal, 
while battles that don’t, get lost. 

Consider the Aleutians campaign. The islands of Attu and Kiska define the 
word “remote,” as in “500 miles from Kamchatka, 1,100 from Nome.” The 
Japanese seize them in June 1942 prior to their great offensive at Midway, per-
haps as a diversion to lure American attention away from the intended target, 
perhaps to protect the flank of their drive toward the east. They meet little 
opposition. The United States has barely 45,000 men in all of sprawling 
Alaska, widely dispersed at bases like Cold Bay (on the Alaskan Peninsula 
proper) or Dutch Harbor and Fort Glenn Army Airfield, both in the Aleutians. 

The Japanese landings are small-scale, but they are a milestone. However 
faraway the Aleutian Islands may be, they do lie in North America, the first 
(and only) time Japanese ground forces breach the continent. The Japanese 
dig in on the islands and launch highly destructive bombing raids on Dutch 
Harbor; the Americans respond in kind, building an air base on Adak Island 
and striking back at Kiska and Attu. Mirroring the air raids is action aplenty 
at sea, with submarines of both sides preying on enemy destroyers. The sur-
face fleets even stage a brisk little daylight action off the Komandorski Islands.

Finally, in May 1943, the Republic strikes back, landing forces of the U.S. 7th 
Infantry Division on Attu. The fighting is ferocious. The weather is horrible, 
the terrain a frozen, featureless tundra. The Japanese hold the high ground, 

and fire, frostbite, and disease take a 
toll on attacking American forces. 
They grind for ward inexorably, 
though, and force the defenders into a 
smaller and smaller enclave around 
the appropriately named Massacre 
Bay. Colonel Yasuyo Yamasaki’s forces 
are outmanned, unsupplied, and des-
perate—so they do what Japanese sol-
diers tend to do in World War II: 
launch a last-second banzai bayonet 
charge that slashes through American 
lines before being stopped cold by 
hand-to-hand fighting and superior 
American fire. The fighting on Attu 
generates nearly 6,000 casualties on 
both sides, including almost 3,000 
men killed in action and 1,800 injured 
from the cold or disease. 

Attu teaches the Allies a lesson 
about Japanese intentions to die 
hard, and so the next Allied landing, 
on Kiska, is a massive affair, involv-
ing no fewer than 35,000 American 
and Canadian troops. This operation 
goes smoothly, and well it should: 
the Japanese have already evacuated 
the island.

A ll these events are dramatic 
enough, but they’re nearly forgotten. 
Indeed, Dutch Harbor is best known 
to Americans today because of a tele-
vision show about the Alaskan King 
Crab fishing industry.

W hy? Blame the narrative. To 
most of us, the Pacific War consists 
of two American strategic thrusts: 
Admiral Chester W. Nimitz driving 
across the central Pacific while Gen-
eral Douglas MacArthur leads troops 
up from the southwest. The Aleu-
tians lie so far north they are off that 
map altogether. Likewise, our popu-
lar image of the Pacific envisions 
lush tropical islands with palm trees 
swaying—exotic places with musical 
names like Tarawa, Guadalcanal, 
and Vella Lavella. Kiska and Attu are 
two chunks of blasted heath, cursed 
places that are unlikely to be on any-
one’s list of vacation spots.

It may be unfair, but it’s hard to 
imagine Hollywood making a musical 
called North Pacific, and no one will 
ever confuse Attu with Bali Ha’i. ★
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TIME TRAVEL BY JAMES ULLRICH

SALVATION  
AT DUNKIRK
AT FIRST BLUSH, the city of Dunkirk seems like many others in modern-
day France: young immigrants mix with locals at the graffiti-covered bus 
shelter while an elderly couple strolls by, holding hands. Motorbikes whizz 
along wide, modern roads lined with sleek new buildings. Above, billowy 
white clouds glide in from the English Channel and the high-pitched squawks 
of seagulls fill the chilly air.  

The beach, just 47 miles across the Channel from Dover, England, is lined 
with restaurants and upscale apartments. Relaxed tourists and the thrum of 
everyday life make the nightmarish events of May-June 1940 seem far away. 
It’s easy to forget that a scene of hellish destruction and profound bravery 
played out here, culminating in a rescue operation that was, in British prime 
minister Winston Churchill’s words, “a miracle of deliverance.” 

As the German army swept across France in the summer of 1940, Allied 
forces, including the British Expeditionary Force (BEF) and thousands of 
French, Belgian, Polish, and Dutch troops, fought to repel the onslaught. On 
May 21, the Allies’ worst fears were realized when the BEF found itself cor-
nered in this pleasant seaside city, once one of the largest ports in France. 
German forces pummeled the town with high-explosive shells, killing 1,000 
civilians on the first day alone, and trapping more than 350,000 Allied 
troops on a narrow strip of land along the cold waters of the Channel. 

With the capture or annihilation 
of the BEF imminent, the Royal 
Navy hatched a daring plan borne of 
desperation. The British govern-
ment called upon captains of private 
ships to participate in a dangerous 
cross-Channel evacuation attempt 
codenamed Operation Dy namo. 
Thousands answered the call to duty. 
Many were untrained volunteers 
who would sail their vessels directly 
into German-held territory. Along 
with about 200 naval ships, more 
than 700 private vessels participated 
in the operation, including ferries, 
paddle steamers, and lifeboats. Brit-
ish admiralty requisitioned some of 
these vessels, employing volunteers 
and naval personnel to help man the 
ships. Private owners and their crew M
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manned others—untested in battle 
but eager to help in their nation’s hour 
of danger. The private flotilla came to 
be known as the “Little Ships of 
Dunkirk.” The operation’s chances of 
success were so low, British officials 
declared a national day of prayer on 
the eve of the operation, with King 
George VI attending a special service 
in Westminster Abbey.

From May 26 to June 4, the 900-
strong armada approached the shore 
under withering enemy fire, as dog-
fights between Luftwaffe and Royal 
Air Force fighters raged above. From 
the sea, the Little Ships’ crews could 
see fire and smoke rising from the 
wrecked town and beach as they 
closed in on France. German strafing 
kicked up plumes of sand and seawa-
ter around them, shredding ships and 
men alike. About two-thirds of Brit-
ish troops had sought shelter at the 
mouth of the por t, while others 
waited several hours for rescue in 
shoulder-deep water. Each boat filled 
to capacity; most private vessels deliv-
ered troops to larger Royal Navy ves-
sels waiting offshore, while others 
raced home to ports like Dover and 
Ramsgate to deposit their charges 
before returning for another run. 

By the ninth and final day, around 

338,200 Allied troops were safely  
in England or at friendly French 
ports. But losses were heavy. Over 200 
Allied vessels had been sunk and 145 
RAF aircraft were downed. A total of 
68,000 British troops were killed, 
wounded, missing, or captured. 

Leveraging the evacuation to great 
propagandistic effect, Churchill ral-
lied the nation, inspiring a resolve  
“to ride out the storm of war, and to 
outlive the menace of tyranny, if nec-
essary for years, if necessary alone.” 
That indomitable will to prevail has 
become enshrined in Britain’s national 
lore as the “Dunkirk spirit.”

Dunkirk, however, was reduced to 
a smoking ruin and remained in 
German hands until war’s end. 

Strolling the town center on a blus-
tery October day, I spot a group of 
older men in tweed jackets gripping 
cameras and English-language maps. 
Dunkirk is a popular location for Eng-
lish tourists curious to see where 
granddad cheated death. In a plaza 
beside the beautifully rebuilt Saint-
Éloi Church is a statue of local hero 
Jean Bart, a swashbuckling seven-
teenth-century ship captain and pri-
vateer who scored numerous naval 
victories against the English and 
Dutch navies and helped save France 

from famine by capturing dozens of 
ships carrying Spanish wheat. 

Nearby, a soaring belfry, once part 
of a long-gone church, houses a tourist 
information office. A memorial across 
from the church commemorates the 
evacuation, as do a few plaques scat-
tered about town. But there is little 
left to directly remind one of the war. 
Ironically, as in so many other Euro-
pean towns and cities, the most insis-
tent reminder of the war is the relative 

German soldiers (below) scavenge wreckage on a Dunkirk beach 
for weapons abandoned by Allied evacuees; today, the idyllic city 
shows little evidence of its war-torn past (opposite). Surviving the 
battle, a statue of town hero Jean Bart still stands guard (bottom).
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newness of the place, a consequence of 
the extensive rebuilding that damage 
from the war necessitated.

Wanting to escape the busy main road, 
I follow the briny smell of the southern 
breeze and find the port. It’s quiet, with 
vacant pleasure craft calmly bobbing.

Tempted as I am to have a drink near 
the shore, I have an appointment to keep. 
Nearby, next to a tall, grassy hill is the 
Dunkirk 1940 Museum, a low concrete 
fortress located in the former headquar-
ters of the French and Allied forces during 
the battle. Inside, the museum director, 
Lucien, offers me a tour. He explains that 
the museum is closed for renovations to 
enlarge the facility, but graciously opened 
it for my brief afternoon tour so I could get 
a better perspective of the battle and its 
aftermath. The renovations will accom-
modate the increased crowds expected 
when Dunkirk, a big-budget film on Oper-
ation Dynamo by Hollywood director 
Christopher Nolan, is released in July (see 
“A More Complete Truth,” page 18).

I’m guided past exhibits ranging from 
helmets to vehicles to bullets—all recov-
ered from the nearby beach. The items 
lend weight to the events mentioned on 
the plaques around town and tell stories 
of ferocious combat. Lucien describes 
the desperate circumstances of the 
battle and the destruction of the city in 
vivid detail, showing the weapons and 
gear used by both sides. Enormous 
machine guns, broken bits of aircraft, 
and the jagged metal of shell casings 
highlight the danger of the conflict.

Follow ing the war, cit y planners 
invited architects from across Europe to 
help rebuild a shattered Dunkirk. The 
British government commissioned the 
construction of wide streets to accom-
modate cars, as well as the rebuilding of 
homes and the Saint-Éloi Church. The 
port reopened and industry returned. 

Later, ending my day at a café on the 
historic beach, I think of the stories I 
heard at the museum and marvel at the 
magnitude of the operation that took 
place here. I wonder at the bravery of the 
ship captains, military or civilian, who 
sailed their vessels into harm’s way.  
I raise a glass to them and to the cold, 
soaked soldiers they pried from this small 
strip of land. Saved by the courage of 
strangers, the soldiers lived to fight 
another day. Four years later, they 
returned to another beach not far away  
in Normandy and began the liberation of 
Europe with the “Dunkirk spirit” burn-
ing in their hearts. ★ B
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Dunkirk is on the Channel 
coast of northern France, 
about 150 miles north of Paris 
and only 6 miles west of the 
Belgian border. Access is 
easiest by public transporta-
tion or car, and there is plenty 
of public parking next to the 
church and the beach. The 
Dunkirk museum, Musée 
Dunkerque 1940 (dynamo-
dunkerque.com/en/), is 
located at Courtines du Bas-
tion 32, Rue des Chantiers de 
France, 59140; currently 
closed, it will reopen in July. 
Admission is 5 euros per 
adult, 4 euros for students, 
and free for children. 

WHERE TO STAY  
AND EAT
Dunkirk boasts several com-
fortable hotels with ample 
amenities. Hotel Borel 
(www.hotelborel.fr) is near 
the port with easy access to 
downtown restaurants and 
bars. For those traveling to  
or from England, All Suites 
Appart Hotel Dunkerque 
(www.allsuites-apparthotel.
com) has cozy apartment-
style rooms and is a conve-
nient 15-minute drive to the 
Dunkirk ferry. Or consider 
staying across the Belgian 
border in the lovely medieval 
town of Bruges, which has the 
cobbled ambiance Dunkirk 
lacks. It’s an easy one-hour 
drive up the E40. 

As expected of a port city, 
there’s plenty of good seafood 
to be had. L’Estouffade is 
revered around town; located 
at 2 Quai Citadelle, it offers a 
fine menu of fish dishes with 
savory sauces and well-pre-
pared beef. La Moule Rit 
(lamoulerit.com) offers fantas-
tic mussels near the seaside, 
or enjoy a cold brew at the 
beachfront gastropub La 
Cocotte (lacocottedk.fr).
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YOU GO
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Dunkirk
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Retreating Allied troops (top) wade in 
neck-deep water to board a large ship 
unable to get closer to shore. Ultimately, 
338,200 troops successfully escaped.
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The picture of grim 
determination, 
Lieutenant General 
John L. DeWitt, 
here in mid-1941, led 
the Western Defense 
Command and the 
U.S. Fourth Army.
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The general charged with defending 
the American West Coast made an 
anxious population even more so
By Bill Yenne
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T
hose planes were over our community,” 
scolded the enraged man with three 
stars on each shoulder. “They were 
enemy planes. I mean Japanese planes.”

It was the morning of December 9, 
1941, and Lieutenant General John L. 
DeWitt had come to San Francisco’s 

City Hall to address an emergency meeting of 
the city’s Civil Defense Council. The city’s top 
civilian leaders were there, including Mayor 
Angelo Rossi and his department heads, but 
DeWitt was the man of the hour. He stood 
before them, tall and erect, with a physique 
like that of a steel scarecrow. Stern and 
bespectacled, he glowered at the city fathers 
with the eyes of an uncompromising school-
master about to rake errant students across 
the coals of his wrath.

Just shy of his 62nd birthday, DeWitt had 
been in uniform for nearly 44 years but, having 
been born and raised on army posts, consid-
ered himself to have been in the army all his 
life. From his headquarters in the 1,500-acre 
Presidio of San Francisco—a U.S. Army fort 
near the Golden Gate Bridge, now a part of the 
National Park Service—he led the Western 
Defense Command and the U.S. Fourth Army. 
One of the army’s handful of three-star gener-
als, DeWitt was the senior commander in the 
West: the man responsible for the defense of 
the 1,300-mile coastline of the three Pacific 
coast states and the more-than 6,000-mile 
coastline of the Territory of Alaska. 

The Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor just 
48 hours earlier had shocked and galvanized 
the nation—but on the West Coast, people 

“



A U G U S T  2 0 1 7 31



W O R L D  W A R  I I32

were reacting with special trepidation. Until 
sunrise on that terrible Sunday, air attacks by 
enemy bombers were something that hap-
pened only on the other side of the world. Sud-
denly, the havoc people had seen in newsreels 
of the London Blitz no longer seemed so 
abstract. By Tuesday, most people assumed 
that it was possible—indeed probable—that an 
enemy who could rain destruction halfway 
across the Pacific could reach all the way to 
the West Coast and rain destruction upon 
cities from Seattle to San Diego.

On the evening of December 8, DeWitt had 
ordered a blackout of San Francisco to prevent 
the city lights from aiding navigators of pre-
sumed incoming enemy bombers. But large 
swaths of the city had remained illuminated. 

DeWitt was livid.
“Death and destruction are likely to come 

to this city at any moment,” he asserted to the 
city leaders, while a United Press correspon-
dent took notes. “Unless definite and stern 
action is taken to correct last night’s deficien-
cies, a great deal of destruction will come.”

As with Winston Churchill a year and a half 
earlier during the Battle of Britain, DeWitt 
had been handed an opportunity to set the 
tone that would carry his people through a 
time of grave crisis. “I have nothing to offer but 
blood, toil, tears, and sweat,” the British prime 

minister had told his people.
But where Churchill’s 

words were inspirational, 

DeWitt’s were disconcerting at best. Churchill 
had stood with his people to lead them through 
a maelstrom of darkness and adversity. 
DeWitt, on the other hand, accused his people 
of “criminal apathy.” Interpreting the city’s 
failure to achieve a complete blackout as a der-
eliction of duty rather than a clumsy begin-
ning on a steep learning curve, he screamed at 
San Francisco’s civilian leaders, telling them 
their city contained “more damned fools…
than I have ever seen.” The Japanese were out 
there and they were coming, DeWitt angrily 
told city officials. “If I can’t knock these facts 
into your heads with words, I will have to turn 
you over to the police and let them knock them 
into you with clubs.” 

There was fear behind DeWitt’s tough talk. 
But while he spoke of Japanese bombers and 
fanned the public’s concern over enemy sabo-
teurs already inflaming street corners and 
editorial pages across the West, at the heart of 
his fear was the dread of sharing the fate of his 
old friend and colleague, Lieutenant General 
Walter C. Short.

The army’s senior commander in Hawaii, 
Short was relieved of duty on December 17, 
1941, for having his forces “not on the alert.” 
Like DeWitt, Short had methodically climbed 
the career ladder. Now the general’s career 
and reputation were in shambles. En route to 
Washington a few days after losing his com-
mand, Short stopped off in San Francisco, 
where he called on DeWitt at the Presidio. 

“Death and 
destruction 
are likely  
to come to 
this city  
at any 
moment,” 
DeWitt  
told San 
Francisco 
leaders.

As San Francisco 
braces for attack, 
aircraft sound 
detectors sweep  
the sky (right), while 
firefighter Joseph  
V. Doherty 
(opposite, left) 
signals a blackout 
and servicemen 
(opposite, right)  
look skyward.
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Joining them was Short’s aide-de-camp, Captain Louis W. Truman, a 
second cousin to then-senator Harry S. Truman. “Short had taken off 
one star [indicating that relief in command resulted in Short reverting 
from a temporary rank to his permanent two-star rank of major gen-
eral],” Louis Truman recalled decades later. “And so DeWitt asked him, 
‘Walter, what can I do to protect myself here?’… I heard Short say, ‘Well, 
be damn sure you know what the War Department is telling you.’”

In a 1991 oral history interview by Neil Johnson of the Truman 
Presidential Library, Louis Truman went on to say that Short had 
counseled vigilance, telling DeWitt to carefully consider what was 
expected of him and noting the scant guidance Short and his naval 
counterpart, Admiral Husband E. Kimmel, had gotten from the War 
Department and navy officials about Washington’s expectations 
ahead of the Pearl Harbor attack. 

Colonel Victor Hansen, a member of DeWitt’s War Plans Division 
and later a respected California superior court judge, remembered 
that DeWitt greatly feared the wrath of the leaders who had fired 
Short: Secretary of War Henry L. Stimson and army chief of staff Gen-
eral George C. Marshall. “I’m charged with the protection of the West 
Coast,” Hansen recalls DeWitt saying on multiple occasions: “Not only 
the defense of the coast, but I’m in charge of the whole defense. I’m on 
notice of this.”

DEWITT VERY MUCH UNDERSTOOD what it meant to be “on 
notice” and, benefiting from Short’s experience, intended to ensure 
this reality would guide his actions.

His actions, however, raise a host of questions.
Did DeWitt truly believe that there were Japanese planes over the 

West Coast? Perhaps, though he should have known better. Some of 
the “sightings” of Japanese planes in the early months of the war were 
attributable to American aircraft, but many reports arose when there 
was nothing for military or civilian spotters to see or hear. Regardless 
of the sights and sounds of unidentified airplanes, or the absence 

thereof, the complete lack of hard evidence—
bombs being dropped, for example—should 
have provided a clue that there was no enemy 
in the sky.

Did DeWitt truly believe there were sabo-
teurs lurking beneath every strategic bridge, 
or spies signaling to enemy submarines off-
shore? Quite possibly. “DeWitt took every 
report most seriously,” writes historian H. W. 
Brands in his book about Franklin D. Roos-
evelt, Traitor to His Class. In DeWitt’s mind, 
“Stray radio signals became secret transmis-
sions from Japanese spies to ships offshore. 
When the signals fell silent, their very silence 
indicated the insidious guile of the enemy.”

Or was DeWitt covering up for the inade-
quacies of his own command? At least in the 
beginning, there were reasons for concern 
about the ability of his first responders to 
respond. In a press conference the same day 
as DeWitt’s tirade at San Francisco’s City 
Hall, Brigadier General William Ord Ryan, 
commander of the IV Interceptor Command, 
confirmed DeWitt’s assertions of Japanese 
aircraft over the city.

“There was an actual attack,” said Ryan, 
whose handful of fighter planes, scattered at 
airfields across the West, were the first line of 
defense against any air attack. “A strong 
squadron was detected approaching the 
Golden Gate. It was not an air raid test. It was 
the real thing. The planes came from the sea 
and turned back.”S
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When a reporter asked whether Ryan’s 
interceptors had gone up to meet the intrud-
ers, he replied that “you don’t send planes up 
unless you know what the enemy is doing and 
where they are going. And you don’t send 
planes up in the dark unless you know what 
you are doing.”

Ryan’s admission that the IV Interceptor 
Command knew neither what the enemy was 
doing—aside from apparently flying over the 
West’s second largest city—nor what his own 
command was doing, did little to allay public 
concerns. Again and again Ryan kept his 
planes grounded, notably on the night of Feb-
ruary 24-25, 1942, when “mystery airplanes” 
over Los Angeles were met with 1,400 rounds 
from antiaircraft guns—but no interceptors.

 Today, we know that no Japanese aircraft 
carrier ever ventured close enough to the 
West Coast to attack San Francisco, Los Ange-
les, or other cities on the numerous nights 
when DeWitt or someone in his chain of com-
mand declared a blackout. Nor did the Japa-
nese have any secret airfields in Mexico, as 
had been widely rumored in 1941-42. 

The Japanese did conduct a submarine 
campaign off the West Coast for most of 
December 1941 that resulted in the loss of two 
American merchant ships—including one that 
sank in dramatic fashion in full view of the 
Pacific Coast Highway. In early 1942 enemy 
subs returned to shell two targets on land and 

to sink another ship near the mouth of Alaska’s Puget Sound. While 
the state-of-the-art Japanese B1-class submarines that took part in 
these operations had hangars on deck that could each accommodate a 
single observation plane, those hangars most often carried extra fuel 
for the submarines. 

The only confirmed attacks by Japanese aircraft on the West Coast 
were two bombing strikes in September 1942 against the forests of 
southwestern Oregon by a floatplane launched from the submarine 
I-25. Warrant Officer Nobuo Fujita managed to drop two incendiary 
bombs during each strike, but the forest fires he aimed to ignite fizzled 
among the damp, fog-soaked cedars. 

JOHN L. DEWITT WAS a man ill-suited for the post he held. His 
appointment to this assignment had probably looked good on paper in 
1939, but he was an administrator, not a combat commander. DeWitt 
was a product of an insular bureaucracy, having worked his way up the 
rungs. His specialty had been logistics. In World War I he had been the 
supply officer for the First Army; his most prominent position before 
his present post had been as the army’s quartermaster general. Never-
theless, with his Western Defense Command designated as a theater of 
operations on December 11, 1941, this combat-inexperienced general 
now found himself a theater commander. 

The power he wielded was, for a time, almost omnipotent. On 
December 13, 1941, the morning after another false-alarm blackout—
spurred by a report of enemy bombers headed for Los Angeles—he had 
sent a memo to California Governor Culbert Olson ordering that the 
Pasadena Tournament of Roses Parade and the Rose Bowl football 
game, scheduled for New Year’s Day, be canceled “for reasons of 
national defense and civilian protection.” 

As DeWitt told Victor Hansen of the War Plans Division that week, 
a situation like this, where many thousands of people gathered, would 
be an ideal time for saboteurs, who “are going to get in there and blow 

From left: a West Coast antiaircraft gun crew fires at a towed target; workers barricade San 
Francisco’s Pacific Telephone and Telegraph building. Opposite: searchlights comb the Los 
Angeles sky early on February 25, 1942, after reports of enemy aircraft overhead; a ticket  
to the Rose Bowl game that was never played; civilians in L.A. receive gas mask instruction.
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these people up, and you’re going to have to 
account for this.”

Tickets to the game, already two-thirds of 
the way to a sell-out, were, as the Los Angeles 
Times put it, “usually worth their weight in 
gold, and now only scrap paper.” Duke Univer-
sity, favored by 14, offered to host the game at 
their stadium in Durham, North Carolina. It 
would turn out to be Oregon State’s only Rose 
Bowl victory.

DeWitt’s assertions about unseen sabo-
teurs helped stoke the already widespread 
public panic. Anxious constituents pressured 
state officials and congressmen for action. In 
the Senate, Monrad “Mon” Wallgren, a Demo-
crat from Washington, asked “that the War 
Department be given full and immediate 
power to clear all strategic areas of enemy 
aliens, ‘dual citizens,’ their families, and their 
children—even though the children may be 
U.S. citizens—and place them in internment 
camps.” John M. Costello, a Democrat from 
Southern California, told the House of Repre-
sentatives that “if we don’t move in advance 
of…sabotage, Pearl Harbor will be insignifi-
cant to what will happen here. All of the Japa-
nese should be moved out of the area for their 
own good as well as ours.”

The cry was heard at the White House, 
where the infamous Executive Order 9066 
went to President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s 
desk for signature on February 19, 1942. It 

authorized the secretary of war to designate 
“military commanders” to “prescribe mili-
tary areas…from which any or all persons may 
be excluded.” 

The comma nder thus appointed was 
DeWitt, who prescribed the three Pacific 
coast states as the “military area,” and all Jap-
anese Americans—never mind that two-
thirds were American citizens—became the 
people to be “excluded.” This in turn led to the 
internment of as many as 120,000 people for 
the duration of the war—one of the worst 
injustices inflicted on Americans by their 
own leaders since the Civil War.

FOR A TIME, DeWitt remained omnipotent. 
“In a military way, he holds us all in the palm 
of his hand,” wrote Los Angeles Times colum-
nist Tom Treanor in 1942, after interviewing 
DeWitt for his March 5 column. “His is the 
authority to do what the situation calls for in 
the Western theater. On his skill and judg-
ment rests the efficiency of our defenses. He is 
the boss out here.”

DeWitt seemed to relish this role. His typi-
cal response to the news media was to reply to 
their questions with a disdainful “none of 
your business.” Treanor’s column described 
how DeWitt ordered him not to publish the 
substance of his interview: “General DeWitt 
said that when there is something to be told he 
will tell you himself. He seems accustomed to 

The power 
DeWitt 
wielded 
was, for  
a time,
almost
omnipotent. 
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obedience, so the chances are I will obey him.”
DeWitt was the man whom state governors, 

never mind journalists, dared not disobey. 
When he said that Japanese aircraft were 
overhead—which he did sometimes several 
times a week in the early months after Pearl 
Harbor—the media and the general public 
believed him. For the better part of a year, 
they were—to borrow Treanor’s phrasing—
inclined to trust the “skill and judgment” of 
“the boss.” 

Gradually, however, the credibility of the 
boss’s skill and judgment lost its luster. The 
Japanese invasion of the Aleutian Islands of 
Attu and Kiska in June 1942 and the year-long 
occupation that followed made the theater 
commander seem impotent. Meanwhile, the 
narrative of Japanese American sabotage, 
which had seemed so probable in the days 
after Pearl Harbor, had begun to fray. No evi-
dence of West Coast sabotage or subversion, 
nor conspiracies of any sort, materialized. By 
1943, the pendulum of public opinion, espe-
cially across the rest of the country, began to 
swing in the opposite direction, bringing with 
it a strong tide of support for allowing Japa-
nese Americans to return to their homes. 

The turning point for DeWitt came in April 
1943. Congressman and World War I Medal of 
Honor recipient Edouard Izac, a Democrat 
from California, arrived in San Francisco 
with members of the House Committee on 

Naval Affairs, which he chaired, for a series of hearings on defense 
matters. For the first time, the boss found himself on the defensive. 

“A Jap’s a Jap,” DeWitt insisted when Izac asked him about the 
evolving public opinion on the matter of Japanese Americans. “It 
makes no difference whether he is an American citizen or not…. I don’t 
want any of them. We got them out. They were a dangerous element. 
The West Coast is too vital and too vulnerable to take any chances.”

Three days later, at 8:19 p.m. on Easter Sunday, DeWitt’s Western 
Defense Command issued a “yellow alert” warning, plunging Los 
Angeles into the darkness of a blackout. As had happened in the wake 
of all the other air raid warnings and chaotic blackouts since Decem-
ber, the “all-clear” sounded in the wee hours of the next morning and, 
in the clear light of day, an official spokesman in DeWitt’s chain of 
command confirmed that it was yet another false alarm. 

Shortly thereafter, rumors began to circulate in Washington that 
the boss’s bosses had had enough. DeWitt was an embarrassment. Sec-
retary of War Stimson and army chief of staff Marshall allowed him to 
remain in his post through the recapturing of Attu and Kiska by mid-
August 1943, though he served only as a figurehead in the operation. 
When that was done, so, too, was DeWitt’s time on the Pacific coast. 

DeWitt headed to Washington, D.C., to lead the newly created Army 
and Navy Staff College—a training program for officers destined for 
joint operations. There he found himself out of the limelight, his area 
of responsibility reduced from 1.2 million square miles to a suite of 
offices. DeWitt might have retired into obscurity from there, but his 
career took one more twist.

In August 1944, the Associated Press reported that DeWitt had been 
relocated to England, having been summoned to Europe to take up an 
“undisclosed command of great importance.” The mysterious assign-
ment, not revealed until after the war, was to command the fictitious 
First U.S. Army Group (FUSAG). Before the Normandy invasion in 
June 1944, military leaders created FUSAG, under the command of 

In shoring up West Coast defenses, DeWitt hoped to avoid the fate of Walter C. Short (left), 
relieved of duty after the Pearl Harbor attack. But DeWitt remains best known for advocating 
the internment of Japanese Americans—like those assembled here at Santa Anita Racetrack.



Lieutenant General George S. Patton, as a part 
of a massive deception. The Allies leaked 
“secret” information to the Germans about an 
immense fighting force being prepared for a 
cross-Channel invasion in the vicinity of 
Calais. The Germans believed it and diverted 
a substantial force to meet it, thus watering 
down their defensive forces in Normandy.

Allied leaders decided to keep the ruse going. 
When Patton took command of Third Army 
after the invasion, commander of U.S. Army 
ground forces Lieutenant General Lesley J. 
McNair was moved out of Washington and 
reassigned to head FUSAG. But two days after 
arriving in France on July 23, McNair died in a 
friendly fire disaster. The War Department 
scrambled for a successor—a lieutenant general 
with little else to do. It settled on DeWitt.

From the command of much, to the com-
mand of very little, DeWitt’s new assignment 
was now to command nothing. Military lead-
ers eventually terminated the imaginary 
FUSAG without fanfare and it went away vir-
tually unnoticed. The man who had com-
manded it also faded into a corner of history, 
overshadowed by so many who had done so 
much to win the war. 

DeWitt’s departure from the Presidio of 
San Francisco in 1943 had been front-page 
news. His final departure from the U.S. Army 
in 1947 went unnoticed by the press. He lived 
his final years at an apartment building in 
Washington, D.C., and died of a heart attack in 
1962 at age 82. He is buried at Arlington 
National Cemetery. 

WHILE RECENTLY RESEARCHING a book 
about the Pacific coast during the war, I men-
tioned DeWitt’s name at the visitor center at 
the Presidio. I received blank stares. We were 
standing literally across a parking lot from 
DeWitt’s wartime headquarters, but no one on 
duty could recall having even heard his name. 
When I contacted the museum at Quartermas-
ter Corps headquarters at Fort Lee, Virginia, 
where DeWitt served as the army’s quarter-
master general, I learned that mine was one of 
a scant handful of inquiries they had received 
about DeWitt in more than three decades.

Except in the institutional memory of Japa-
nese Americans, where his name is still 
spoken as an obscenity, the once formidable 
ruler of the Pacific coast is little more than a 
forgotten footnote to World War II, even in 
the land he once ruled. ★
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Gradually, the credibility  
of “the boss’s” skill and 
judgment lost its luster. 

“A Jap’s a Jap,” 
DeWitt notoriously 
testifies in April 
1943; by then his 
influence was 
waning. Below, a 
couple in San 
Francisco braves a 
blackout for a night 
on the town. 
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PHANTOM  
OF THE DEEP
Germany’s stealthy Type XXI U-boat  
was a true technological breakthrough,  
but it aided the Allies more than the Nazis
By Steven Trent Smith

W O R L D  W A R  I I38

With just its air-breathing snorkel and 
periscope visible, a German Type XXI 
U-boat plies the waters. Germans 
rushed the technological marvel into 
production late in the war.
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submerged—nearly four times faster than 
standard U-boats. In January 1942 the Kriegs-
marine contracted the construction of four 
small Walter coastal patrol subs. Their keels 
were laid down that September. 

 Two months later, Dönitz invited Walter to 
a submarine conference in Paris. The admiral 
asked the professor how long it would take to 
build a full-size, ocean-going Walter Boat. 
Walter had disappointing news: the four small 
submarines were still months away from 
launching; a big U-boat would take years. But a 
pair of German navy construction experts in 
attendance saw a quicker way to build a more 
capable submarine.

Forget hydrogen peroxide, they told the 
admiral. Keep the streamlined form, use a 
conventional diesel and electric power plant, 
and fill the bottom hull with three times as 
many storage batteries as in standard U-boats, 
giving the new submarine a considerable 
increase in underwater endurance. In the 
opinion of the two experts, “While such a boat 
would not attain the underwater speed of the 
Walter Boat, it would certainly be capable of a 
speed far in excess of current types.” Walter 
suggested adding a snorkel—paired retractable 
tubes to provide air to the diesel engines and 
extract the exhaust fumes—which would allow 
the batteries to be recharged without having 
to surface the boat. That, and coating the snor-
kel with rubber to deflect radar waves would 
further enhance the sub’s stealthiness. 

Naval engineers spent the next 18 months 
generating detailed blueprints for what would 
become the Type XXI Elektroboot—or “electric 
boat.” To eke out every gram of performance, 
they even subjected scale models to wind 
tunnel tests. On paper, the new warship looked 
like Karl Dönitz’s dream boat—the world’s first 
true submersible, a warship that could operate 
entirely beneath the sea. With its hydrody-
namically smooth hull—bereft of deck guns, 
anchors, cleats, and other protuberances—and 
a huge battery array in the lower hold that pro-
vided current to a pair of powerful electric 
motors, the Type XXI Elektroboot would have 
a submerged speed of nearly 18 knots—a rate it 
could maintain for over 90 minutes. Using 

A
t the end of the war, American technical teams fanned out 
across Germany in search of Nazi Wunderwaffen, or Wonder 
Weapons: guided missiles, jet aircraft, super-heavy tanks. Of 
most interest to the U.S. Navy was a submarine capable of 
operating submerged continuously for days on end—the Type 
XXI U-boat. Americans had known of its existence for nearly 
two years, after the British had passed along sketchy intelli-

gence about a “fast submarine.” They knew even more in January 1945, 
when Allied forces captured plans for the U-boat at a steel plant in 
Strasbourg, France.

When Allied navy technicians finally got a good look at the real thing, 
its clean lines impressed them—the sleek hull and snorkel that retracted 
into the conning tower. They were impressed, too, that the Germans had 
designed and built this all-new submarine smack in the middle of the 
war, amid incessant enemy bombing raids. It was an audacious program, 
and the result—what the U.S. Navy called a “weapon of more advanced 
design than any heretofore developed”—had a profound impact. The 
impact, however, was not the one the Germans had hoped for.

THE NEED FOR AN ADVANCED U-BOAT grew out of Germany’s 
failed submarine strategy to destroy Allied shipping. Early in the war, 
German U-boat crews enjoyed tremendous success in slowing the flow 
of materiel from the United States to England, often sinking a half-mil-
lion tons of shipping in a single month. They called it the “Happy Time.” 
Startled commanders in the U.S. and UK responded by reorganizing the 
convoy system and incorporating new technologies, including improved 
sonar and high-frequency direction finding on escort vessels.

In mid-1942, the Allies’ new antisubmarine warfare (ASW) campaign 
began pouncing unawares on U-boats at sea. At the end of 1942, mer-
chant sinkings by German submarines took a manifest dive, while sink-
ings of U-boats rose proportionately—87 that year. The losses alarmed 
Vice Admiral Karl Dönitz, a veteran submariner and chief of the Kriegs-
marine’s U-boat command. His workhorse subs, the Types VII and IX, 
were aging designs unsuited to the rigors of the new order in the North 
Atlantic. Dönitz decided he needed something altogether new; a stealthy 
boat that could evade enemy attacks. He placed his hopes in a radical 
departure from conventional submarine design—the “Walter Boat.”

The concept was the brainchild of Hellmuth Walter, an exceptional 
German engineer, who first presented it to the Kriegsmarine in 1934. 
A standard U-boat electric-drive system used storage batteries to 
power motors when the sub was underwater, but battery capacity lim-
ited its speed and range. Walter reasoned that a submarine with a 
streamlined hull, driven by a hydrogen peroxide-fueled turbine, could 
power well past those limits. Heated hydrogen peroxide would gener-
ate steam, which would spin turbines connected directly to the propel-
lers. The result would be much higher speeds and endurance that could 
be measured in days, not minutes. 

Promising experimental versions were already in the works. During 
trials of prototype V-80 in 1940, the 72-foot sub hit speeds of 28 knots 
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silent “creeper” motors, the boat could cruise 
beneath the surface at five knots for 60 hours. 
By contrast, the highest speed an American 
fleet submarine could run underwater was less 
than nine knots for about an hour. 

When the admiral was satisfied with the 
design, he asked his Construction Branch how 
long it would take to get the Type XXI opera-
tional. “They envisaged the construction of 
two experimental boats,” he later wrote. Build-
ing the prototypes would take at least a year 
and a half, and debugging, a similar span. That 
meant serial manufacturing could not com-
mence before late 1945. And that meant the 

new submarine would not be battle-ready 
before the end of 1946. “So long a time-lag was 
intolerable,” Dönitz said.

By early 1943 Britain and the United States 
had become so proficient at finding and sink-
ing enemy submarines that they were setting 
records: in May 1943, they destroyed 45 
U-boats—five on May 6 alone. The Kriegsma-
rine could not sustain such losses; its ship-
yards could replace only 26 submarines a 
month. In the Type XXI the admiral saw a 
weapon that could hold its own against the 
Allied campaign. But he needed dozens of 
them in service—yesterday.

The U-boat’s 
streamlined 
design is obvious 
in a partially 
completed vessel 
in Bremen (top); 
that and other 
advances gave it 
unprecedented 
underwater speed 
and endurance—
as U-boat captain 
Adalbert Schnee 
(inset) discovered 
on the type’s first  
war patrol.

On paper, the 
new warship 
looked like 
Karl Dönitz’s 
dream boat: 
the first true 
submersible.
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So in June 1943 Dönitz approached Albert 
Speer, Minister of Armaments and War Pro-
duction, to ask about alternatives. The minis-
try called for skipping the prototype phase and 
going straight to building war boats—a risky 
path. To further speed things up, the Type 
XXIs were to be built from eight prefabricated 
hull sections. American shipbuilders had 
employed that method with great success in 
the construction of simple vessels like Liberty 
ships and tankers. No one had ever tried the 
technique for building something as complex 
as a submarine. The sections, each weighing 
70 to 165 tons, were to be manufactured at 32 
different inland factories and barged to the 
yards for final assembly. The schedule, aimed 
at getting the first Type XXI in the hands of 
U-boat command by mid-1944, called for com-
ponent work on each hull to be completed in 
four months, with a further two months on the 
slipways at Hamburg, Bremen, or Danzig (now 
Gdańsk, Poland). 

THE PLANTS MANUFACTURING the new 
boats’ sections had no experience in building 
entire modules, however. Even with technical 
assistance from the Kriegsmarine, the process 
did not go smoothly. Precision was paramount: 
because of the tremendous pressures under-
water, it was imperative that the sections fit 
together perfectly with near-zero tolerances. 
But at the final assembly yards, workers dis-
covered gaps of as much as three centimeters—
over an inch. Some of the workmanship was 
downright shoddy—bad welds that could prove 
fatal during deep dives. 

The first Type XXI, U-3501, was launched 
at Danzig on April 19, 1944, as a 55th birthday 
present for Adolf Hitler. The boat was not truly 
ready, but Speer and Dönitz wanted to impress 
the boss. As soon as the Führer’s entourage 
departed, workmen frantically moved in pon-
toons to keep the U-boat afloat until they 
could tow it to a dry dock. By the end of 1944, 
64 Type XXIs had been commissioned—but 

Increased battery size2,470 hp electric motors

Retractable 
snorkel

Rubber coating on 
the retractable 
snorkel (near right) 
helped hide the 
U-boat from radar; 
the Kriegsmarine 
applied modular 
construction (far 
right) to get the 
boats battle-ready  
as soon as possible.

But the 
innovative 
Type XXI 
U-boat 
never saw 
combat 
and had no 
impact on 
the war.

Germany’s Type XXI U-boat
The Type XXI’s capabilities lie in a series of innovations and 
improvements. The boat arrived too late to make a difference to 
Germany; after the war, the United States, Great Britain, the Soviet 
Union, and France eagerly ferreted out its secrets.
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that didn’t mean the U-boats were ready to sally forth. As each boat 
went through its trials, all sorts of defects showed up: in the engine 
superchargers, in the steering mechanism, in the advanced  
torpedo-loading system, in the snorkel. It may have taken only 180 
days to build an Elektroboot, but it took another 120 days to repair all 
the deficiencies. It was a time-consuming effort when the Germans 
had no time to waste.

 On March 16, 1945, U-2511 finally became the first Type XXI to 
deploy on a war patrol, steaming up the Kiel Canal toward Norway. 
The boat was skippered by Lieutenant Commander Adalbert Schnee, 
who over the course of 12 patrols in conventional U-boats had sunk or 
damaged 26 ships and was well decorated for his exploits: Iron Cross 
First Class and Knight’s Cross with Oak Leaves. He was, in the eyes of 
Admiral Dönitz, “an exceptionally brilliant captain.” 

The boat suffered mechanical problems en route, and it was not until 
April 30 that U-2511 set out from Bergen, Norway, to battle the British. 
Two days later Schnee made contact with a Royal Navy ASW force. It 
detected him, but he escaped using his superior submerged speed.

On May 4 Schnee encountered another group, led by the 10,000-ton 
cruiser HMS Norfolk. He began stalking the enemy ships, using his 
U-boat’s super-sensitive passive sonar to successfully guide the sub 
beneath the destroyer screen and creep undetected to within 500 
yards of the Norfolk. He raised his periscope barely above the sea’s sur-
face for a peek. The image of the 632-foot warship loomed in the view-
finder. It was a perfect setup; the U-boat could not miss. Instead, 
Schnee broke off his approach, turned tail, and crept silently away. 

The Norfolk was awfully lucky that day—and Schnee must have been 
frustrated. Just hours earlier the U-boat commander had received a 
radio message from Dönitz, by then Hitler’s successor as leader of the 
Third Reich, imposing an immediate cease-fire on all U-boats; the stalk-
ing was merely a practice run. Schnee returned to Bergen the next day to 
await the inevitable. On May 9 Adalbert Schnee surrendered U-2511 to 
the British. And that was that. After two and a half years of sturm und 
drang over the revolutionary submarine’s long gestation, the innovative 
Type XXI U-boat never saw combat and had no impact on the war. 

BUT THE U-BOAT DID HAVE AN IMPACT.
In the final week of the war, the Kriegsma-

rine scuttled 81 Elektroboots. Eleven opera-
tional XXIs remained in Norway, with several 
more at German ports. Allied powers all clam-
ored to take one home. They divvied up the 
best of the surviving boats: one to France, two 
to Britain, four to the Soviet Union, two to the 
United States.

In August 1945 U-3008 and U-2513 were 
transferred to the U.S. Navy. An American 
crew—assisted by a few German ex-Type XXI 
sailors to translate the labels on the dials, 
valves, switches, and knobs—sailed the pair to 
the sub base at New London, Connecticut, for 
technical evaluation. In April 1946 the navy’s 
Board of Inspection and Survey issued a 185-
page report, “Former German Submarines,” 
that presented in nuts-and-bolts detail every-
thing its initial investigating teams uncov-
ered. The next phase was to see what the boats 
could do at sea, above and below the surface.

Like Adalbert Schnee, American com-
mander Everett H. “Steiny” Steinmetz was a 
veteran submariner. A 1935 graduate of the 
U.S. Naval Academy, he led USS Crevalle on the 
successful July 1945 “Hellcats” mission to 
penetrate the Sea of Japan and devastate 
enemy shipping, awarding him his second 
Navy Cross (see “Vengeance is Mine,” Novem-
ber/December 2016). Steiny assumed com-
mand of the newly renamed USS Ex-U-3008 at 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire, on July 24, 
1946. His mission was to discover its true 
fighting capabilities. 

Streamlined hull  
and conning tower

Hydraulic torpedo-loading system

Super- 
sensitive 
passive 
sonar

Streamlined turreted  
20 mm antiaircraft guns

Figure-8 hull

A cross-section 
near the Type 
XXI’s periscope 
shows the 
distinctive 
“figure-8 hull” 
(also visible in the 
photo opposite, 
right).The lower 
section carried the 
volatile fuel, with 
motors, controls, 
weapons, and crew 
spaces on top. 
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The U-boat spent eight months at sea off the 
New England coast performing speed, diving, 
and snorkeling trials, and undergoing extensive 
sub-sea acoustics tests by the Underwater Sound 
Laboratory, a joint Harvard and Columbia Uni-
versity effort. “The boat’s sonar was wonderful,” 
Steiny recalled. “The creeping motors were truly 
silent. And the 3008 was real maneuverable sub-
merged, but on the surface it was a dyed-in-the-
wool stinker.”

In March 1947 Ex-U-3008 sailed from New 
London to Key West, Florida, to act as a target 
for the Fleet Sonar School. On its way south, the 

boat paid a visit to Norfolk, Virginia, to pit the Elektroboot against the 
ships of Task Force 67. Steiny’s adversaries had a devil of a time locating 
his U-boat when it was submerged. And even when he raised the snorkel, 
its rubber coating effectively deflected radar waves. “The air forces tried to 
pick us up, but couldn’t even find us on the surface,” he said, with a chuckle.

Ex-U-2513 went through similar tests and exercises. Among its crew 
was 19-year-old electrician’s mate Bill Tebo. Like Steiny, he was impressed 
with the sonar. “It was so much superior to the Americans’. We could pick 
up a ship at a hundred miles,” Tebo told an interviewer in 2004. “We oper-
ated with destroyers, destroyer escorts, blimps, and aircraft. They had so 
much trouble finding us, that at noontime we would sneak back into Key 
West and be drinking beer on the beach while the surface ships were out 
there looking for us.”

The highlight of Tebo’s time on the former U-boat was a day trip 
with President Harry S. Truman. On November 21, 1946, the president 
boarded the submarine for a four-hour cruise in the Gulf of Mexico. 
After breakfast, the skipper, Lieutenant Commander James B. Casler, 
dived the boat to 440 feet. “Marvelous,” said Truman afterward. As he 
disembarked, 2513’s crew presented their commander in chief with a 
“Royal Order of Deep Dunking” certificate.

But it wasn’t always beer and celebrities. The worst moment for Tebo 
came during a deep-diving test. German specifications cited a maxi-
mum of 1,100 feet but “at around 750 feet we cracked the hull in the tor-
pedo room,” he recalled. “We did it twice.” The experience so unnerved 
Tebo he began to wonder if he had made the right choice by entering the 
silent service. The navy retired Steiny’s Ex-U-3008 in June 1948; it 
deemed Ex-U-2513 unsafe a year later and retired it in July. 

BY THAT TIME, THOUGH, the U-boat had had a powerful influence 
on submarine design in the United States.

When the navy’s Board of Inspection and Survey issued its 1946 
report on the sub, their conclusions were clear: “The results obtained 
indicate the need to exploit the possibilities of the type to the maxi-
mum.” Just six months later, the U.S. Navy embarked upon a program 
to modify its newer fleet submarines. They called it the Greater 
Underwater Propulsion Power Program, or “GUPPY.” They declut-
tered their original subs’ hull shape, swapped the clunky conning 
tower for a sleek “sail,” installed an American-designed snorkel, and 
nearly doubled the size of the battery. This gave the rebuilds a 16- to 
18-knot submerged speed for 30 minutes—slower and shorter than a 
genuine Elektroboot, but a marked improvement over the American 
subs’ wartime performance. Between 1946 and 1960, the navy con-

Everett H.“Steiny” 
Steinmetz (top) took 
a Type XXI, Ex-U-
3008, through its 
paces for the U.S. 
Navy. President 
Harry S. Truman 
(center) was a 
passenger on 
another, Ex-U-2513, 
which twice cracked 
its hull while diving, 
spooking crewman 
Bill Tebo (bottom).
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WHISKEY

NARVAL

verted a total of 52 fleet subs to GUPPYs. 
To hedge its bets, in 1949 the navy also 

launched a parallel program for a new keel-up 
design based directly on the Type XXI. The 
specifications for the six Tang-class subma-
rines were very close to the Elektroboots’: a 
fully streamlined 269-foot hull; 1,600 tons dis-
placement; and underwater speed of 17.4 knots. 

The other Allied nations borrowed simi-
larly from Type XXIs. The British entry in the 
postwar submarine race, the Porpoise-class, 
combined Type XXI and GUPPY features to 
produce boats capable of 17 knots submerged. 
They also built a pair of 25-knot experimental 
subs that would have made Hellmuth Walter 
proud: HMS Explorer and Excalibur were 
fueled by hydrogen peroxide. The French 
Narval and the Soviet Whiskey-class subma-
rines were also based on XXI technologies. All 
these boats served until the early 1990s. 

In the United States, the XXI’s influence 
waned in the early 1950s, when the navy made 
a breakthrough in hydrodynamic hull forms—
the “teardrop” shape, a fully rounded hull that 
tapers at the stern. The USS Albacore, com-
missioned in 1953, set a record of 33 knots sub-
merged; its hull was the prototype for most of 
today’s conventional and nuclear submarines.

THE TYPE XXI’S technological superiority, 
though, inspires looks to the past even more 

than to the future. For seven decades arm-
chair admirals have debated the question, 
“Would the outcome of the war have been dif-
ferent with the new U-boats?” 

German naval historian Siegfried Breyer’s 
answer is, simply, “No.” He asserts that flotillas 
of stealthy Elektroboots might have breathed 
new life into the Battle of the Atlantic, perhaps 
begetting another Happy Time: “The new 
U-boats would once again have been capable of 
attacking convoys and sinking ships success-
fully.” He believes that the Allies’ ASW tactics 
would have failed against the XXIs, opening 
the way for Germany to “cut down the tremen-
dous stream of war materials of all kinds across 
the Atlantic, if not to halt it altogether.” But, 
writes Breyer, the advantage would have been 
temporary. “The new U-boats could only have 
prolonged the war one or more years, for a deci-
sive turnaround was no longer possible [after] 
the middle of 1943.” 

Tied up at a pier in Bremerhaven, Germany, 
is the only surviving Type XXI, the Wilhelm 
Bauer. Even today, the sleek streamlining that 
caught the fancy of U.S. Navy technicians back 
in 1945 is readily apparent, as is its menacing 
beauty. The Type XXI Elektroboot never 
became the Wunderwaffe the Kriegsmarine 
had hoped it would, but Walter’s design 
embodied a revolutionary new vision of what a 
true submersible warship could be. ★

The only surviving Type XXI, the Wilhelm 
Bauer, is part of a maritime museum 
complex in Bremerhaven, Germany. Its 
crew had scuttled it at the end of the war.
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The Next 
Generation
The four Allied 
nations that took 
home Type XXI 
U-boats each 
developed vessels 
influenced by their 
adversary’s design.
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On August 6, 1945, it was the worst place 
to be for this group of American POWs
By Kenny Kemp

IMPRISONED  
AT GROUND ZERO
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econd Lieutenant Thomas C. Cartwright sat 
on the concrete f loor of his solitary cell, 
wrapped in a threadbare blanket and racked 
with chills from diarrhea. A single bulb hung 
from the ceiling, illuminating an otherwise 
dark, windowless cell with wooden bars. For 
three days, a pair of Japanese secret police-

men—kempeitai—had interrogated the B-24 pilot. They 
always began with a friendly tone, but their question-
ing gradually intensified and ended with threats of 
punishment for “lying.” But the fourth day was differ-
ent—the kempeitai kept asking about a new, powerful 
bomb. Cartwright could only shake his head.

Finally, the interrogators stood up in disgust and 
left, slamming the door behind them. A large soldier 
appeared in the hallway, brandishing a sword for sev-
eral long minutes until one of the kempeitai returned. 
He motioned for Cartwright to rise, tied his hands 
behind his back, and blindfolded him.

They marched Cartwright down the hallway past 
other prisoners’ cells and outside onto what he thought 
was a drill field. He felt the August sun on his face, 
heard scores of men shuffling around him, and felt 
their hate coursing at him like a f lamethrower’s 
tongue. Someone pushed him roughly onto his knees 
and a hand pressed down on his neck, lowering his 
head. Cartwright heard a sword sliding out of its scab-
bard. It seemed his luck was finally at an end.

AT 21, TOMMY CARTWRIGHT was the youngest of his 
crew’s officers—and a natural leader. Born in York, South 
Carolina, he had teamed up with his older brother in the 
late 1930s to buy scrap iron that ended up being re-sold 
to, of all places, Japan. Industrious but not studious, 
Cartwright was exceptionally self-reliant, hitchhiking 
across the country after high school to visit his brother in 
Canada. And although he enjoyed a little mischief now 
and then—like liberating an ornery army officer’s jeep 
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for a joyride during f light 
training—he was an otherwise 
serious young man, and his 
crew—replacements, like him-
self—followed his commands 
without question.

On July 11, 1945, Cartwright 
and his crew reached their first 
duty station, Yontan Airfield on 
Okinawa, 400 miles south of 
mainland Japan. For replace-
ment crews, missions were few 
and far between, and Cartwright 
did not fly his first mission until 
almost a week later, on July 17. 
Despite his minimal combat expe-
rience, on the morning of his next 
mission—July 28—Cartwright 

knew something was up. The briefing room was 
full of people—far more than the officers slated 
to fly that day’s mission.

Squadron operations officer Edwin Halter 
walked to the bulletin board and pulled back 
the white sheet covering the day’s target. 
“Kure Harbor,” he said, pointing at the south-
ern end of Honshu, the biggest of Japan’s four 
main islands. Halter held up a photograph of a 
Japanese battleship. “This is your target,” he 
said. “The Haruna.” 

It was quite a prize. The Haruna had fought 
in almost every major naval action of the Pacific 
Theater. It supported Japanese troop landings 
in Malaya in December 1941. A week later, a U.S. 
Army Air Forces B-17 bomber erroneously 
reported sinking the Japanese battleship in the 
Philippines’ Lingayen Gulf. Six months later, 
the Haruna was involved in the Battles of 
Midway and Guadalcanal; it also participated 
in the 1944 Battles of the Philippine Sea and 
Leyte Gulf. After being slightly damaged in the 
Battle of the Sibuyan Sea in October, the 
Haruna ran aground the following month, suf-
fering serious damage. And in early December, 
the Haruna miraculously evaded several Amer-
ican submarine torpedoes before steaming 
home for repairs. Five weeks after discovering 
the battleship at Kure Harbor in February 1945, 
the U.S. Navy sent carrier aircraft after it—but 
just one of their bombs struck the Haruna, 
causing only minor damage. Now, it seemed it 
was the army’s turn to join in. “I got the distinct 
impression that the army wanted to ‘beat’ the 
navy,” Halter later wrote. 

Kure Harbor was known to be full of ships, 
whose firepower would augment the numer-

ous antiaircraft batteries around the harbor. 
Halter told the pilots that if they were shot 
down, they were to try to ditch at sea where 
they had a chance of being rescued by the 
navy’s PBY patrol aircraft or submarines. “If 
you bail out over land,” he said. “Turn your-
selves in to military personnel. You’ll find no 
civilian sympathizers.”

After the briefing, Cartwright, copilot 
Second Lieutenant Durden W. Looper, naviga-
tor Second Lieutenant Roy M. Pedersen, and 
bombardier Second Lieutenant James M. 
Ryan walked to the flight line. They were 
scheduled to f ly the B-24 Lonesome Lady, 
whose nose art—a nude woman adrift on a 
raft—they had long admired. They and 35 
other Liberators would fly in a loose forma-
tion, with Lonesome Lady in the number-two 
position, just behind and to the left of the lead 
B-24 piloted by Lieutenant Emil Turek. 

AS THEY APPROACHED KURE HARBOR at 
10,000 feet, Turek spotted the Haruna 
through broken clouds. Japanese ships and air 
defense batteries opened fire on the forma-
tion. Flak burst all around, the exploding 
shells’ concussion buffeting the B-24s. Amid 
heavy fire, each aircraft dropped its three 
2,000-lb. bombs. Cartwright’s crew watched 
in horror as flak hit the B-24 behind them, 
sending it into a steep dive. They saw only two 
parachutes bloom before the stricken bomber 
disappeared into the clouds below. Then a 
shell tore through Lonesome Lady’s fuselage 
behind the flight deck and Cartwright’s con-
trols suddenly went sluggish. 

Flight engineer Sergeant Buford J. Ellison 
went to check the damage; he returned soaked 
in hydraulic fluid. “I hoped to head out to sea 
before ordering bail-out,” Cartwright recalled. 
“Then fire broke out and I began losing more 
control.” With the right inboard engine ablaze, 
Lonesome Lady began losing altitude. Cart-
wright saw no other option but to ring the bail-
out bell. Looper and he were the last men to 
escape the B-24, which by then was gyrating 
wildly in a circling dive. Cartwright dove out 
the bomb bay, the ground coming toward him 
fast as he pulled his ripcord. “The shock of the 
chute opening and popping me tight in the 
harness and the shock of hitting the ground 
seemed only seconds apart,” Cartwright said.

He landed in a clearing in a pine forest near 
the Honshu coast, hid his parachute, and dis-
carded his pistol ammunition so the Japanese C
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Although the 
youngest officer in 
the crew, Lieutenant 
Thomas Cartwright 
(here in 1944 in a 
Los Angeles bar) 
was a natural leader.

A shell 
tore 
through 
the B-24’s 
fuselage 
and the 
controls 
suddenly 
went 
sluggish.



could not use it against him. He called out to a 
farmer who, upon seeing the pistol, dutifully 
led Cartwright to a police station in the nearby 
village of Ikachi. There, Cartwright turned his 
firearm over to the senior-most police officer. 
The police brought in Durden Looper shortly 
thereafter, but the angry citizenry, having 
seen the parachutes drifting earthward, 
arrived at the station armed with sticks and 
clubs. One of them stood in the doorway with a 
pitchfork, as if to prevent their escape.

The Japanese blindfolded their prisoners 
and walked them five miles to the coastal fish-
ing village of Yanai. “We could not see more 
than a bit of daylight from under our blind-
folds,” Cartwright recalled. The police sat 
them in the town square. Throughout the 
night, Japanese civilians struck the Ameri-
cans with their fists and wooden sticks; Cart-
wright heard angry women’s voices as they 
dealt the pair painful two-handed pinches. 

The next morning, the Japanese military T
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Cartwright’s crew (top) 
reached Okinawa in 
July 1945, from where 
B-24s of the 494th 
Bombardment Group 
(above, left) flew 
missions to bomb 
mainland Japan. They 
flew the B-24 Lonesome 
Lady (above, right).
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put the two men on a train. After half a day, the noise and traffic indi-
cated they were now in a large city. In a cell at military police head-
quarters, Cartwright and Looper were reunited with the survivors of 
their crew. “I was elated to see that all our crew were there except for 
[tail gunner] Bill Abel and Roy Pedersen,” Cartwright said. There were 
also several other airmen who had been captured after the previous 
day’s mission, including two naval aviators. Although they were a 
dejected and ragtag group, Cartwright was relieved to see that no one 
was seriously injured. As the aircraft commander, he felt a deep sense 
of responsibility for his men and their well-being.

A Japanese officer with an English-speaking interpreter interro-
gated Cartwright. He began in a friendly manner, even offering him a 
cigarette, but became increasingly hostile. “He did not impress me as 
a trained interrogator,” Cartwright recalled. “When he got frustrated 
he would slap my hands, arms, or head with a swagger stick.” With 
American heavy bombing missions steadily destroying Japanese 
cities, the officer repeatedly asked why their city had not been bombed. 
Cartwright did not even know where he was. “I don’t know,” he replied.

“I know you’re not telling the truth,” the interrogator said, again 
striking Cartwright with the stick. “We’re going to send you where 
they will get the truth out of you.”

Once more blindfolded and shoved onto a swaying, clacking, slow-
moving train, Cartwright began to feel sorry for himself. There had 
been at least some comfort in being with his crewmates. Now he was 
alone and scared. His guards sat in silence on either side of him, and he 
could tell whenever Japanese civilians boarded the train—they imme-
diately stopped talking. 

Unknown to Cartwright, he was en route to the Imperial General 
Headquarters in Tokyo. There, he was not allowed to speak to the men 
in adjoining cells or to even stand, except to use the waste bucket in the 
corner. His daily ration was a softball-sized rice ball and water. The Jap-

On July 28, 1945, 
Lonesome Lady 
participated in a 
mission to sink the 
Japanese battleship 
Haruna, which had 
served in every 
major naval battle in 
the Pacific Theater.

anese interrogated Cartwright for three days. 
The next day, August 6, that abruptly changed, 
and Cartwright found himself kneeling on a 
drill field, blindfolded, head pushed down, his 
neck bared. 

As he waited for the sword to drop and end 
his life, he listened to a Japanese officer orat-
ing to his troops. Abruptly, the man stopped 
speaking; guards jerked Cartwright to his feet 
and roughly led him back to his cell. 

He remained there for days—until music 
suddenly began playing from loudspeakers 
previously used only for short, barking com-
mands. “It sounded like funeral dirges to me,” 
Cartwright said. “I was apprehensive; my 
thought was that the emperor’s palace had 
been bombed and he had been killed and that 
would certainly bring retribution.” 

After the music stopped, everyone listened 
attentively as a subdued voice spoke in mono-
tone. Cartwright later learned that he had 
heard the Japanese national anthem, followed 
by Emperor Hirohito’s historic address of 
August 15, 1945, telling his people that the war 
was over.

The next day, a young guard brought Cart-
wright some dried fish with the rice ball. “The 
guard spoke some English and greeted me 
solicitously,” Cartwright recalled. “He said, 
‘We will take you to a better place and soon you 
may be reunited with your parents.’”
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Cartwright did not know if it was a promise 
of freedom or the threat of death.

LATER THAT DAY, the Japanese moved 
Cartwright to Omori, a small island they had 
established as a POW camp. He was free to 
walk around the camp, where he met a variety 
of fellow POWs—Aussies, Brits, Canadians, 
New Zealanders, and Americans, including 
Lieutenant Colonel “Pappy” Boyington of the 
famed Black Sheep Squadron and Lieutenant 
Commander Richard O’Kane of the subma-
rine USS Tang. 

The POWs who had been there the longest 
were gaunt and starving; recent arrivals like 
Cartwright were in better condition. Cart-
wright’s bunkmate, a B-29 crewman who had 
been tortured and deprived of food, called 
him “Tarzan” simply because Cartwright was 
strong enough to jump down from his upper 
bunk, just four feet off the floor. No one knew 
anything more than Cartwright did about 
what had occurred in the past few days, but it 
seemed that the Japanese were capitulating. 
All doubt was removed a few days later when 
several American warships steamed grace-
fully into Tokyo Bay without any resistance.

On August 26 the prisoners at Omori woke 
up to find their captors had vanished. Later 
that morning, American transport planes 
flew over the island, dropping supplies by 
parachute, including toothpaste, razors, soap, 
rations, candy, coffee, and cigarettes. “The 
candy came down under an orange-colored 
chute and landed in the outdoor latrine,” 
remembered Cartwright. “I cut a piece of that 
chute as a souvenir.”

The mood was ecstatic. “In fact,” said Cart-
wright, “it was a bit wild. Colonel Boyington 
overdosed on caffeine and several of us took 
turns sitting up and talking with him the 
night through.” 

Cartwright’s emaciated bunkmate asked for 
assistance in walking to a Catholic chaplain’s 
service. “His sermon was to not forget our war 
experiences when we got home,” Cartwright 
recalled, “but to not let memories of harsh 
treatment be an excuse for not contributing to 
society. This advice stuck in my memory.”

WHEN ADMIRAL William F. “Bull” Halsey 
heard there were POWs on Omori Island, not 
far from the American f lotilla anchored  
in Tokyo Bay, he said, “These are our boys, go 
get them.” Within hours, Higgins boats 

American targeters used Hiroshima’s prominent Aioi Bridge (top) 
as an aiming point. They erroneously believed no Allied POWs 
(like these emaciated men at the Omori camp, middle) were being 
held in the city. After the explosion, enraged civilians tortured to 
death American POWs who survived the blast—scenes that some 
witnesses later recreated in artwork, like that above.
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approached the island. The prisoners heard the engines and many 
jumped into the water to swim out and meet them. “As landing barges 
moved toward shore, battle-hardened Marines saw emaciated Ameri-
cans wading out into the surf, crying hysterically, sobbing out inarticu-
late greetings,” historian William Craig wrote in his 1968 book, Fall of 
Japan. “As they approached closer, the men in the boats wept, too.” In 
the famous photograph taken from the bow of the first Higgins boat, 
Cartwright is visible on the right, among the cheering throng of POWs.

MEDICAL PERSONNEL ABOARD the destroyer escort USS Reeves 
examined Cartwright; then he cleaned up and slept for 10 straight 
hours in a navy hammock. When he awoke, unlike many other emaci-
ated POWs who could only manage a few bites of food, Cartwright 
stuffed himself with ham, mashed potatoes, and ice cream. Later, 
while talking to a civilian reporter and some naval personnel, Cart-
wright first heard about the new bomb dropped on Hiroshima. 

He was on the hospital ship USS Benevolence on September 2, when 
Imperial Japan formally surrendered aboard the USS Missouri. Cart-
wright looked up in wonder as 462 B-29s and 450 carrier planes flew 
overhead, impressing upon the Japanese that the Allies were now in 
full control.

President Harry S. Truman demanded that POWs be the first Amer-
icans to come home after the war, so Cartwright was soon in a Douglas 
C-54 Skymaster, heading back to Yontan Airfield on Okinawa. As he 
made his way to 494th Bombardment Group headquarters, he was sur-
prised no one recognized him—until he remembered he was wearing 
naval clothing. Once Cartwright established who he was, the men 
greeted him warmly and directed him to the 866th Bombardment 
Squadron headquarters in a nearby Quonset hut.

As Cartwright walked in, a man bent over a sheet of paper with a pen 
in hand looked up and froze. “I literally interrupted an officer who had 
been laboring over a condolence letter to my parents,” Cartwright said.

SHORTLY AFTER HE RETURNED TO OKINAWA, Cartwright was 
overjoyed to encounter his tail gunner, Bill Abel. After parachuting out 
of their doomed aircraft, Abel had hidden in a hollowed-out tree for 
nine days. Starving, he had finally turned himself in and had been held 
at a POW camp in Yokohama.

When he returned home in October 1945, Cartwright began inves-
tigating the fate of the rest of his crew but found no details. After 
studying written accounts and photographs of Hiroshima, together 
with his own recollections, he became convinced that his crew had 
been held in that city—and killed by the atomic bomb.

Nearly 60 years later, in his memoir A Date with the Lonesome Lady: 
A Hiroshima POW Returns, Cartwright wrote, “Whenever I thought of 
the meeting with Bill Abel back on Okinawa, shaking hands and hug-
ging spontaneously over and over, thinking that the rest of our crew, 
our buddies, were on their way—just hadn’t gotten there yet—I would 
choke up and my eyes would get misty, just as they are as I write this.”

A HIGH-LEVEL TARGETING COMMITTEE in Washington, D.C., 
consisting of military officers and scientists, had chosen Hiroshima as 
the primary target for the Little Boy atomic bomb because there were 
no known POW camps reported in the city and it was a major naval 
center with several military headquarters. Additionally its flat geogra-

Allied aircraft dropped much-needed 
supplies and rations (top) to prisoners. 
Medical staff replaced Cartwright’s clothing 
with fresh navy fatigues, which he wore 
while recuperating aboard ship.



phy and predominantly wooden architecture 
would maximize the destructive power of the 
bomb. The target itself was the distinctive 
T-shaped Aioi Bridge, located just a half mile 
from where Cartwright’s crew was held. 

Cartwright’s belief that navigator Roy Ped-
ersen died after bailing out was confirmed in 
1997, when a decades-old Japanese police 
report from a nearby town confirmed that 
Pedersen’s parachute had failed to open. Copi-
lot Durden Looper, bombardier James Ryan, 
nose turret gunner John A. Long, and flight 
engineer Buford Ellison were presumably 
killed in Hiroshima, along with several other 
captured Army Air Forces and navy airmen, 
when the atomic bomb exploded 1,900 feet 
above ground at 8:15 a.m. on August 6, 1945. 
Waist gunner/radio operator Sergeant Hugh 
Atkinson may have been one of the reported 
two POWs who survived the explosion, only to 
perish soon afterward when enraged Japa-
nese civilians tied the pair to a pole on Aioi 

Bridge and beat them to death. Ball turret 
gunner Staff Sergeant Ralph J. Neal and navy 
dive-bomber crewman Norman R. Brissette 
survived the atomic bomb firestorm by diving 
into a cesspool, but both men agonizingly died 
two weeks later from radiation poisoning.

If Cartwright had been more convincing to 
his initial interrogator, he may have been with 
his crewmates in Hiroshima that fateful 
morning. Many years later, he wrote, “When I 
was blindfolded, escorted to a drill field, 
pushed to my knees with my head down, I did 
not have feelings of panic. I knew from that 
time on that I could face death with equanim-
ity. After that experience, when the harass-
ment had stopped and I sat in my solitary cell, 
I decided that what I wanted to seek in life 
was, first, to marry my sweetheart when I got 
home and, second, to become a peaceful 
farmer. I accomplished the first and came 
close to the second.”

Lucky indeed. ★
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Exuberant Allied POWs, including Tom 
Cartwright (circled), celebrate the  
approach of American landing craft to  
Omori Island—and the prisoners’ liberation.

After 
studying 
accounts 
and photos, 
Cartwright 
became 
convinced 
his crew 
had been 
held in 
Hiroshima.
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FLASHES  
OF LIFE
In Poland, a Jewish photographer risked 
everything to tell his people’s story

W
hen the Germans invaded Lodz, 
Poland, in September 1939, Henryk 
Ross, a former sports photographer 
from Warsaw, had just moved to the 
city. That December, the Nazis began 
plans to construct a ghetto for Jewish 
laborers. They ordered Ross, a Jew who 

had been assigned to the town’s statistics depart-
ment, to photograph fellow Jews for ID cards and 
show them engaged in hard labor for propaganda 
posters. But Ross, 29, soon found another subject.

Over the next four years, the Nazis relocated 
more than 160,000 Polish Jews to the Lodz ghetto; 
by August 1944, when they announced plans to liq-
uidate the ghetto, over 45,000 Jews had died of dis-
ease and starvation. Some had been publicly 
hanged. Those unfit for work had been sent to 
nearby concentration camps. Ross secretly snapped 
photos of their suffering. “I did it knowing that if I 
were caught my family and I would be tortured and 
killed,” he said later.

Ross placed his negatives—over 6,000 of them—
in a box and buried it at the ghetto. “I was anticipat-
ing the total destruction of Polish Jewry,” he said. “I 
wanted to leave a historical record of our martyr-
dom.” In 1945 after Soviet troops liberated the 
camp, Ross returned for the box. Many of the nega-
tives were water damaged—the deportation scene, 
opposite, for example—but about half survived. The 
result is a haunting mix: the grace of everyday life 
coupled with the terror of unthinkable cruelty.  
—Rasheeda Smith

CLANDESTINE CAMERAMAN
Photographer Henryk Ross smiles from  
his work ID card. But his photos of Jews in 
the ghetto, taken in secret and at great 
personal risk, were mostly grim. After the 
war, Ross published his work in a book; he 
later testified at the 1961 trial of Holocaust 
mastermind Adolf Eichmann, where the 
photos served as evidence in sentencing 
Eichmann to death. In 1956 Ross emigrated 
to Israel; he died there in 1991, at age 81.

ALL PHOTOS: HENRYK ROSS/MEMORY UNEARTHED: THE LODZ GHETTO PHOTOGRAPHS OF HENRYK ROSS 1940-1945
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FLASHES  
OF LIFE
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SS SHAKEDOWN
Members of the Gestapo (opposite, 
top) arrive to inspect Lodz’s 
factories. Jewish hard labor helped 
manufacture war supplies 
—including leather, textiles, and 
timber—that the Germans exploited 
to fill their coffers. Many Jewish 
workers endured abuse and torture 
at the hands of their oppressors. 

A LIGHT EXTINGUISHED
When Germany invaded Lodz in 
September 1939, the Nazis reigned 
terror upon the town—beating, 
arresting, and torturing Jewish 
citizens and religious officials. They 
burned down the city’s four major 
synagogues and established a 
curfew. Here (opposite, bottom),  
a man walks by the snowy ruins of  
the town’s oldest synagogue.

CHILD’S PLAY
Jewish children (top, right) engage 
in a game with sinister undertones. 
In a scaled-down uniform of the 
ghetto’s Jewish police, one child 
pats down a mini-deportee. Actual 
Jewish police often were criminals 
the Germans recruited to maintain 
order in the ghetto. 

SENSE OF NORMALCY
Ross’s photographs depict many 
aspects of Jewish life, capturing 
intimate moments of families and 
couples engaged in everyday 
activities—playing, dining at social 
events, and reading religious texts. 
Ghetto residents—such as the 
mother enjoying the kiss of her 
child (bottom, right)—struggled to 
make the best of their new life from 
behind a fence. But for nearly all in 
the ghetto, conditions would take  
a turn for the worse. 
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FLASHES  
OF LIFE

FINAL FAREWELL
A group of children about to be 
deported (above) interact with friends  
and family one last time. Sympathetic 
to their suffering, Ross took many 
photos of children, captioning one 
image as “the most tragic victims.”  
The Germans would later deem many 
children, particularly those under the 
age 10, as unfit for work and send them 
off to death camps. 

LEFT FOR DEAD
Along with children, the elderly were 
frequently among those selected to be 
killed. Those who were especially sick, 
infirm, or disabled were left to their 
deaths without proper food, care, or 
medicine. Here (opposite, top), several 
elderly persons are hauled off on a 
cart—likely to never be seen or heard 
from again. 

ABANDON ALL HOPE
SS men execute Jews near a mass grave 
Jewish workers had dug (opposite, 
bottom). During the liquidation of the 
Lodz ghetto, the Nazis conducted mass 
killings and deportations to death camps. 
Hiding his camera under his jacket, Ross 
snapped images. When ghetto residents 
learned of the deaths, Ross recalled, “it 
became known to them that they were 
going into the ‘frying pan.’” 
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WEAPONS MANUAL ILLUSTRATION BY JIM LAURIER

FISH OUT  
OF WATER
Japan’s Type 2 Ka-Mi 
amphibious tank

THROUGHOUT THE 1930s, Japan exper-
imented with amphibious tank designs. In 
1941 the Imperial Japanese Navy tasked 
Mitsubishi with developing a special ver-
sion of an existing light tank that could 
move through water and transition onto 
land. Designers started with the suspen-
sion of the Type 95 Ha-Go tank, used an 
all-welded hull with rubberized seals to 
keep out water, and fitted two large, 
detachable pontoons at both ends of the 
vehicle for buoyancy. The Ka-Mi went on 
to perform admirably in the water, but 
once it came ashore, it was no match for 
Allied weaponry. The Japanese deployed 
Ka-Mi tanks against U.S. Marines on 
Saipan, but American bazookas and 37 
mm antitank guns quickly knocked them 
out. In the Philippines, American forces 
once again devastated Ka-Mi tanks, 
which, like other Japanese armored vehi-
cles, were thereafter relegated to static 
defensive roles. —Paraag Shukla

POWER AND 
STEERING
Once in the water,  
the tank’s engine 
powered twin 
propeller screws;  
a crew member 
steered by pulling 
on cables connected 
to the rudders.

SOVIET T-38 AMPHIBIOUS 
SCOUT TANK 
Weight: 3.3 tons / Swim speed: 3 mph 
/ Crew: 2 / Introduction: 1937 / The 
Soviets rarely used the T-38 in direct 
combat after the 1940 Winter War.

THE COMPETITION

AMERICAN M4A2 DUPLEX 
DRIVE (DD) SHERMAN 
Weight: 34 tons / Swim speed: 4 mph 
/ Crew: 5 / Introduction: 1944 / Allied 
forces primarily used DD tanks in the 
Normandy invasion.

The Ka-Mi performed well at sea, 
but its vulnerability on land 
undermined its effectiveness.

JAPANESE TYPE 2 KA-MI 
AMPHIBIOUS TANK 
Weight: 12.5 tons / Swim speed: 6 
mph / Crew: 5 / Introduction: 1942 / 
The Ka-Mi badly suffered in combat in 
the Marianas and the Philippines.
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A LOAD OFF
Once the tank came 
ashore, crew members 
would detach the front 
and rear pontoons by 
releasing a series 
of clasps.

FIRM TRACTION
Although heavier than 
the Type 95 Ha-Go tank, 
the Ka-Mi could move  
at a respectable 22 mph 
over land.

BUTTONED UP
A detachable tower 
fitted over the main 
hatch kept water out 
of the interior cabin.

PACK A PUNCH 
The turret’s weaponry 
featured a high-velocity 
37 mm main gun paired 
with a coaxial 7.7 mm 
machine gun.

BUOYANT BEAK
The large front 
pontoon consisted  
of six watertight 
compartments,  
which helped retain 
buoyancy even if 
enemy fire pierced 
some of the sections. 

PHOTO: NATIONAL ARCHIVES

SEA CHIMNEY
A tall, metal trunk  
over the tank’s air 
intake prevented 
flooding of the  
engine compartment.
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American soldiers  
lay a fallen comrade to 
rest on March 14, 1945, 
in Henri-Chapelle, 
Belgium, where nearly 
8,000 Americans  
are buried.

Caring for American dead was a 
critical job—one nobody wanted
By Joseph Connor

AP/WILLIAM C. ALLEN A U G U S T  2 0 1 7 63

A GRAVE 
TASK
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soldiers stared at the ceiling during the proce-
dure; others turned green and dashed for the 
men’s room. One fainted, “sliding down the 
door jamb like a fireman answering an alarm,” 
as the 612th’s unit history recalled. In order to 
understand the challenges of terrain, the men 
built model cemeteries, complete with 100 
model graves and white wooden crosses. Con-
ducting burials in a combat zone was a far  
more difficult task, but the graves registration 
bible, Field Manual 10-63, taught them to do it 
the army way.

THE ARMY SENT the 612th to England in 
early 1944—along with the also newly minted 
603rd, 606th, 607th, 608th, and 3041st graves 
registration companies—to prepare for the 
Allied invasion of France. But the 607th was 
bloodied five weeks before the fight, when 
German patrol boats attacked an invasion 
rehearsal off Slapton Sands, England. Among 
the 749 men killed that night were 16 graves 
registration soldiers.

On D-Day, the units went into action—and 
were immediately inundated. As an advance 
man for the 603rd, Sergeant Elbert E. Legg 
landed in a glider with the 82nd Airborne 
Division. The 21-year-old had been instructed 
to select sites for body collection stations, but 
high casualties among the airborne units 
shelved that plan. Legg decided “the time had 
come for me to be, and to act like, the graves 
registration representative that I was.” 

He picked a site for a cemetery at Blosville, 
near Sainte-Mère-Église. Lacking the neces-
sary equipment and supplies, he paced off the 
proper distance between graves and split 
wooden K-ration boxes into smaller pieces for 
markers. When the bodies began arriving, he 
helped unload them—the first time he had 
touched a dead body. He fashioned shrouds 
out of discarded parachutes that littered the 
countryside and hired French workers to dig 
graves, paying them with freshly printed inva-
sion currency. The bodies arrived faster than 
the men could bury them.

When graves registration troops reached 
Normandy on the afternoon of June 6, hun-
dreds of bodies littered the beaches; high tide 
washed corpses ashore, and low tide revealed 
men trapped under wrecked vessels and beach 
obstacles. Graves registration men had to go 

T
he new soldiers arriving at Building 341 at Fort Warren, Wyo-
ming, in November 1943 were blissfully unaware of what the 
future held. Told they were a “GR outfit,” they speculated on 
what that meant. Maybe guerilla raiders, one suggested. They 
liked the sound of that. The next day, their commanding offi-
cer, Captain Thomas A. Rowntree, snapped them to attention 
and informed the men that they were now the 612th Graves 

Registration Company. 
“You could hear the sucking in of breaths and the gasps of disbelief 

and feel a sudden numbness,” recalled Private Thomas J. Dowling. “It 
was a job that had to be done in war; it was certainly no disgrace, but it 
was something you always thought about being done by someone else.”

As the shocked men staggered back to their barracks to process the 
news, their disbelief turned to outrage. “This is what I was drafted 
for?” one soldier griped. “I ain’t going. I came to fight, not bury,” 

another vowed. “If there’s any burying to be 
done,” yet another said, “let somebody else do 
it.” A sergeant tried to mollify them, telling 
them they would be only supervising the buri-
als, but that was no comfort. It was a restless, 
sleepless night in the barracks.

The men’s displeasure meant nothing to 
the army—the job was essential and someone 
had to do it. Transfer requests went nowhere, 
and the company trained through the winter 
of 1943-44. The 612th was not alone. In a war 
that engulfed the world, graves registration 
units served in all campaigns and theaters, 

from tiny Pacific islands to the continent of Europe. Theirs was the 
grimmest mission of the war: the location, identification, and burial of 
American soldiers who fell in battle. But as the appalling job got 
underway, the men assigned to the task learned to see it in a new light.

SINCE 1917 the job of caring for American army dead rested with the 
Quartermaster Corps’ Graves Registration Service. But it was only a 
“paper organization” when World War II began; in peacetime, the U.S. 
Army had used civilian morticians, now an impractical practice in a 
war that quickly spanned the globe. Until graves registration troops 
were trained and sent overseas, chaplains, medical service troops, and 
line soldiers performed burials.  

The U.S. Navy and the Marine Corps improvised their own burial 
procedures, but the army—which suffered nearly four times as many 
deaths as the Marines and navy combined—took the lead in joint oper-
ations and bore the brunt of the grim task.

The 612th was a typical army company even if its mission was not. 
Its men hailed from 37 states, from big cities and small towns, and had 
nicknames like “Saucer Eyes,” “Gopher,” and “Horse Thief.” They 
learned the ways of military life —marching, drilling, handling weap-
ons, and carrying out infantry maneuvers —and learned the ways of 
their unique job. 

Under the guise of “specialized conditioning training,” the men trav-
eled to Denver to observe an autopsy—a jarring experience. Some of the 6
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The number of dead in 
Normandy staggered 
newly arrived graves 
registration units. 
Above, American and 
German dead from the 
first days of fighting 
await burial; at left, 
eight members of  
an airborne unit, 
covered by 
parachutes, lie beside 
their wrecked glider.



W O R L D  W A R  I I66

T
O

P
: W

W
2

 U
S

 M
E

D
IC

A
L 

R
E

S
E

A
R

C
H

 C
E

N
T

R
E

/
B

R
IA

N
 N

. S
ID

D
A

L
L

; B
O

T
T

O
M

: W
W

2
 U

S
 M

E
D

IC
A

L 
R

E
S

E
A

R
C

H
 C

E
N

T
R

E
/C

A
T

H
IE

 B
E

A
U

V
A

IS
 A

N
D

 R
O

S
S

 C
O

O
K

S
E

Y
; O

P
P

O
S

IT
E

: N
A

T
IO

N
A

L 
A

R
C

H
IV

E
S

underwater to cut corpses entangled in land-
ing craft propellers, something Private John 
D. Little of the 607th called “the worst experi-
ence I would ever encounter.” Time was of the 
essence; the sight of bodies would be damag-
ing to the morale of the thousands of fresh 
troops coming ashore. “They’ll see enough as 
they move forward. God help them,” a lieuten-
ant told the 612th. 

Prompt burial was necessary not just for 
morale; it was crucial for reasons of sanita-
tion, especially in warm weather. The odor of 
decomposition was almost unbearable. “We 
stuffed our noses with cotton and wore cloth 
across our faces,” Private Dowling said. No 
matter how often they washed out the one-ton 
trailers used to transport bodies, the odor lin-

gered. “It was strange to travel through a vil-
lage, only to have the other troops hold their 
noses and beckon us fast passage,” said Cap-
tain Joseph J. Shomon, commander of the 
611th. “We always had the right-of-way.”

A day’s work also left the men covered in 
blood. Showers and laundry facilities were in 
short supply, so infections and blood poison-
ing became occupational hazards. They had to 
be careful, too, because the Germans some-
times booby-trapped bodies.

Many graves registration soldiers func-
tioned as “robots doing a job,” Dowling said. 
The faces of the dead haunted them: “Some 
stared wide-eyed; others had died in the 
middle of a scream, and their mouths hung 
open. Others had no face at all,” he recalled. 
The companies worked day and night, clear-
ing the beaches in four days.

By June 10 the graves registration compa-
nies had built eight cemeteries near the inva-
sion beaches; by August 8 the cemeteries 
contained more than 30,000 dead. Digging 
graves was a back-breaking effort—work that 
often fell to service troops, usually African 
American. The army also used local civilians 
or German prisoners; the latter became dedi-
cated workers once they realized the graves 
were not for them.

The work took a psychological toll on the 
men. “Not many of us were killed, but we died 
in different ways,” Dowling said. “The work 
was nightmarish, and it ate at our hearts…
cracked some of us, darkened the spirits of 
others, and numbed the rest.”

Some used jokes to cope, including the men 
of the 612th, who sarcastically thanked the 
army for their “magnificent salaries, pro-
longed European tour, liberal education, and 
other favors too numerous to mention.” Army 
cartoonist Sergeant Bill Mauldin recalled a 
graves registration trailer christened “The 
Green Turd” and noted how “touches of 
humor, such as the name of their vehicle, were 
ways of staying sane on the job.” Mauldin, 
whose cartoons also helped sustain GIs’ 
morale, never included bodies in his drawings, 
believing readers “would be able to deduce 
that there were bodies just offstage.”

FOR FRONTLINE SOLDIERS, bodies were a 
common sight. In areas of active combat, troops 
would bury their fallen comrades where they 
fell, often in a shallow grave marked only with a 
large rock, a stick, or a rifle with its bayonet 

Graves registration 
men not only 
identified casualties 
(like those from Utah 
Beach, top), but also 
scoured battlefields 
for bodies in hard-
to-find areas or 
buried by heavy 
snow in the winter of 
1944-1945 (above). 
Bodies of Americans 
slain near Malmedy, 
Belgium (opposite), 
were treated as 
evidence of a  
war crime.



difficult or too gruesome when the identity of 
a soldier was at stake,” Captain Shomon said. 
But the destructiveness of modern weapons 
often made identification time-consuming 
and dif ficult—especia lly in the case of 
remains inside crashed planes or burned-out 
tanks, where sometimes all that could be 
found were melted rings, teeth, and dog tags.

Dog tags, a pair of government-issued iden-
tification disks, were the primary means of 
identification. If they were missing, graves 
registration men would take prints of all 10 
fingers and prepare a dental chart. If the body 
was in bad shape, they would inject fluid into 
the fingers to allow for usable prints or, in 
extreme cases, remove skin from the finger-
tips to get prints. Personal effects, such as 
documents in a wallet, often proved identity, 

thrust into the ground. In a pinch, a shallow trench or shell crater would 
do; these bodies would be exhumed later and reburied. Graves registra-
tion recovery parties had to comb battlefields after the fighting; a sol-
dier’s first rule of survival is to use cover, and bodies were often in 
well-concealed spots.

Graves registration men often bore the brunt of combat troops’ fear 
and anguish. As the 607th’s Private Little drove a trailer full of bodies 
to a cemetery one day, he picked up a hitchhiking soldier. When the 
soldier realized what Little’s trailer carried, he hopped out and walked 
the rest of the way. Little also remembered a GI who had just lost a 
buddy approach a graves registration soldier with gritted teeth, a men-
acing look, rifle at the ready, and an order: “You take care of him!”

Respect for the dead was a given, said Major Merwin J. DeKorp of 
the 46th Graves Registration Company, because he and his men felt a 
solemn duty to give the fallen “the most dignified burial that circum-
stances allowed.” Identifying the dead was critical as well. Families 
back home wanted to know for sure the fate of their loved one and 
took solace in knowing that he had been identified. “No task was too 
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as did statements by soldiers who had known 
the deceased. Laundry marks on clothing, 
which contained the first letter of a soldier’s 
surname and the last four digits of his service 
number, were valuable clues. 

Graves registration troops inventoried per-
sona l ef fects—including rings, wa llets, 
watches, and photos—and shipped them to the 
Quartermaster Depot in Kansas City, Mis-
souri, to be cleaned and sent to the next of kin. 
In the field, soldiers destroyed bloodstained 
items and things that could embarrass the 
family; they distributed to other troops per-
ishable items like cigarettes, chewing gum, 
and rations. They also gathered government-
issued items like weapons and ammunition for 
any soldier who needed them.

Yet life was not always grim in a graves reg-
istration company. Like all soldiers, they 
chased any fun opportunities that arose. After 
the liberation of Paris, some 612th men went 
to the City of Light and engaged—the wry unit 
history noted—in “extra-curricular activities 
that are somewhat frowned upon,” leaving the 
nature of those “activities” to the imagination. 

AS ALLIED FORCES ADVANCED toward 
Germany, the graves registration troops went 
forward, too. The coming of winter presented 

Starting in 1946 
graves registration 
units oversaw the 
repatriation of more 
than 170,000 bodies 
of American 
servicemen, like 
those being 
unloaded in New 
York (above). More 
than 109,000 
families elected to 
leave their fallen  
kin in overseas 
cemeteries, 
including one on 
Iwo Jima (opposite).

new obstacles: picks and shovels bounced off 
frozen dirt, hampering both burials and the 
recovery of bodies from temporary graves. 
“The corpses were frozen stiff and it was 
extremely hard to get into the pockets to 
remove all personal effects,” Captain Shomon 
of the 611th said. They thawed the bodies in 
morgue tents to “work on them and loosen all 
joints for their subsequent burial,” he said. To 
accommodate the casualties, graves registra-
tion men built large new cemeteries, such as 
the Henri-Chapelle cemetery in Belgium and 
the Margraten cemetery in the Netherlands.

The December 1944 German breakthrough 
in the Ardennes brought more work and new 
horrors. From December 17, 1944, to January 
16, 1945, a single unit buried 3,159 American 
dead. The frontlines were fluid, and the lightly 
armed graves registration troops faced the 
prospect of fighting as infantry—a thought 
they did not relish because they carried only 
small arms and “high velocity shovels”—but 
that never occurred.

In January 1945 graves registration sol-
diers processed the bodies of 84 American 
prisoners who had been massacred near 
Malmedy, Belgium, on December 17, 1944. It 
was an important job, and their observations 
would be used as evidence in the subsequent 
war crimes trials of those responsible. What 
the men saw of those bodies, which had frozen 
in place, reached a new level of the macabre. 
The corpses “froze so fast when they were 
slaughtered that when the bodies started 
thawing, they bled like they had just been 
shot. Water slowly dripped from their eyes 
and it looked like they were crying,” Private 
Little of the 607th recalled. “Some of the boys’ 
muscles would contract or release and they 
would move their arms or legs.” One corpse 
even sat upright, he said.

After Allied troops crossed the Rhine, 
graves registration units like the 607th and 
611th avoided burying American dead in 
German soil whenever possible. “We felt that 
the people back home would not want their 
sons buried in Germany,” Captain Shomon 
said. Instead, they shuttled the dead several 
hundred miles back to Belgium or the Nether-
lands for burial in Allied soil.

WHEN THE WAR ENDED, graves registra-
tion soldiers still had work to do—scouring 
battlefields for hastily buried bodies that had 
been overlooked. In the European Theater, 



the bodies were scattered over 1.5 million 
square miles of territory; in the Pacific, they 
were scattered across numerous islands and 
in dense jungles. 

In 1946 Congress authorized the return of 
bodies, at government expense, for burial  
in the United States at an eventual cost of 
nearly $191 million. The families of 170,752 
fallen servicemen chose this option, and 
graves registration units oversaw the return 
of these bodies. The families of the remaining 
109,866 decided to leave their loved ones 
overseas. The 172-acre Normandy American 
Cemetery and Memorial overlooking Omaha 
Beach accommodated nearly 10,000 of the 
latter. Remaining in limbo were over 70,000 
fallen servicemen whose bodies were not 

recovered, as well as the 10,356 remains that 
were unidentified.

Although graves registration troops per-
formed an emotionally draining, disturbing, 
and thankless task during the war, many of 
them came to realize the importance of their 
work—and its legacy. “When we looked at the 
lines of markers in one cemeter y a f ter 
another,” Private Dowling wrote, “we knew 
that if we were not doing this job we would be 
letting down every soul back home.” It was a 
point of pride, the men felt—“the last great 
service a combat unit could perform for its 
fallen comrades.” They had given it their best. 
“We did not have to like it, but it had to be 
done,” Dowling said, “so we made up our 
minds to do it right. And we did.” ★

“Not many 
of us were 
killed, but 
we died in 
different 
ways.”
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FOR MANY YEARS NOW, allegations that the Wehrmacht was hooked on the 
performance-enhancing drug Pervitin (known today as crystal meth) have 
floated around the history books. Equally well known is Hitler’s reliance on a 
personal physician—a quack, actually—named Theodor Morell, who 
provided the Führer with injections of vitamins, hormones, and stimulants. 

Norman Ohler is the first author to combine these themes and weave a 
more holistic view of drug use in the Third Reich. He points out that Germany 
had the most developed chemical and pharmacological industry in the world 
long before Hitler came to power. German scientists invented the modern 
analgesic, or painkiller: good ones like aspirin and bad ones like the 
morphine derivative marketed as Heroin. In fact, the same company, Bayer, 
invented both. In the feverish, thrill-seeking atmosphere of 1920s Berlin, 
people were up for anything, and recreational drug use was rampant: 
morphine to mellow you out, cocaine to give you the boost for a long night  
on the town.

The Nazis promised to get rid of all that. They stressed clean living, purity 
of food and drink, and the intoxication of being a “master race.” As with so 
many of their promises, they failed to deliver. In fact, many Nazi officials 
were getting hammered on a daily basis: morphine, cocaine, meth. Hitler 
had a whole slew of maladies—tics, tremors, bloating, eczema—which were 
almost certainly of a nervous character. He battled them by turning to Morell 
for daily injections of a huge pharmacopeia: Pervitin, cocaine, the narcotic 
Eukodal (based on the opioid oxycodone), and more. The combinations 
yanked his already disordered personality from euphoria to black 
depression, a crazed whipsaw that users know as the “speedball effect.”

A LONG  
BAD TRIP

REVIEWS BOOKS 
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BLITZED 
Drugs in the Third Reich 
By Norman Ohler.  
292 pp. Houghton  
Mifflin Harcourt, 
2017. $28.



A U G U S T  2 0 1 7 71

EVEN WHEN WE KNOW HOW AN EPIC GOES, a towering 
story still satisfies. 

Reeling from the aggression the prodigious James Holland pow-
erfully recounts in 2015’s The Rise of Germany 1939-1941: The War 
in the West, the democracies and the Soviets spend this segment of 
Holland’s eventual trilogy bashing back at the Axis—achieving, in 
Winston Churchill’s words, “not the beginning of 
the end, but the end of the beginning.” In this 
propulsive, kaleidoscopic account, unabashed 
Anglicist Holland gives his homeland its due, not 
only as a maker of war but as a partner in the 
arsenal of democracy that delivered the cold steel 
and hot lead needed to smash the foes. 

Assuming his readers know Churchill and the 
conflict’s other big dogs, Holland nods to leader-
ship but more enthusiastically illuminates 
undersung wartime production czars William 
Knudsen and Donald Nelson in the United 
States and Oliver Lyttelton in Britain, each of 
whom reigned over manufacturing of every 
stripe. He fluently evokes the war’s personal side 
by toggling among many insightful memoirists, 
including the highly decorated German tank 
commander Hermann Balck and movie-star-
turned-U.S. Navy-man Douglas Fairbanks Jr. 

The author expansively explains North Africa’s Desert War, por-
traying the parade of hapless generals who preceded that diminu-
tive devil, Bernard Law “Monty” Montgomery, at the head of the 
British Eighth Army. Strike Back lovingly details how Monty made 
sure to have his armor and his howitzers hub to hub at El Alamein 
before putting paid to Wehrmacht commander Erwin Rommel’s 
dominant presence in North Africa. Holland unblinkingly assigns 
responsibility for Allied shipping losses along the East Coast to the 
laggard American response to perilous U-boat attacks. 

The book’s stream of Briticisms sets up American readers to 
learn new terms; “Tannoy,” for instance, means “PA system.” 
Who knew? About the only flaw in this vivid book is an occasional 
veer into pronoun-speak; paragraph-long thickets of “theys” and 
“theirs” and “thems” had this reader hunting for a noun or two to 
make matters clear. But in the end, the way is made straight to the 
crucial battle for Europe, Holland’s take soon to surface. 
—Michael Dolan is editor of American History magazine.

REVIEWS BOOKS

ONCE MORE 
INTO THE 
BREACH

Ohler’s book has already become 
controversial. Some reviewers see it as 
giving Hitler, along with his Third Reich, 
a pass by blaming his crimes on the 
“people’s drug,” Pervitin. They must not 
be reading the same book I did. The 
author states clearly that Hitler “acted 
with terrible consistency to the end,” 
and that his drug dependency “does not 
diminish his monstrous guilt.” In fact, 
perhaps the book’s target isn’t really the 
Führer at all, but what we like to call “Big 
Pharma”: companies who develop drugs 
of questionable utility or outright danger 
and market them aggressively despite 
known side effects. Not to mention the 
government officials who carry out a 
hypocritical “war on drugs” while using 
drugs themselves. 

In the words of the old television 
public service announcement, “this is 
your brain on drugs.” As Blitzed reminds 
us, it isn’t a pretty sight. —Robert M. 
Citino is the senior historian of the 
National World War II Museum.B
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THE ALLIES STRIKE 
BACK 1941-1943  
The War in the West
By James Holland.  
720 pp. Atlantic Monthly 
Press, 2017. $30.

Heavy drug use played  
a key and previously 
overlooked role in 
Germany’s destructive 
military campaigns. 
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FROM THE 
SHADOWS

After failed 
attempts to follow 
in his father’s 
political footsteps, 
Ted Roosevelt Jr. 
became a famous 
war hero in his 
own right.

REVIEWS BOOKS 
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HIS FATHER’S 
SON The Life 
of General Ted 
Roosevelt Jr.
By Tim Brady. 
352 pp. New 
American Library, 
2017. $27.

ONLY TWO FATHER-SON COMBINATIONS 
have ever received the Medal of Honor: Arthur 
and Douglas MacArthur and Theodore Roos-
evelt and his eldest son, Theodore Junior. The 
life of the elder Roosevelt has been well-cov-
ered by biographers. Not so for Ted Junior, 
whose life was nearly as colorful and full of 
adventure as the father he revered and sought 
to emulate. To historians, Ted has generally 
remained a one-dimensional, albeit coura-
geous figure, primarily known for his heroics 
at Utah Beach, where he almost singlehand-
edly salvaged the chaotic landing of the first 

wave of Americans there and led his men 
inland under heav y German fire. In this 
engaging, well-written volume, author Tim 

Brady delves beyond the hero’s 
D-Day exploits to chronicle the rich-
ness of the younger Roosevelt’s life. 

Like his father, Ted was some-
thing of an American renaissance 
man. He attended Harvard, where he 
won acclaim for his toughness as a 
football player. Ted also took on a 
variety of jobs, eventually serving as 
a New York state legislator, then as 
both assistant secretary of the navy 
and governor-general of the Philip-
pines. He amassed a comfortable for-

tune independent of his famous family, 
opposed racial bigotry, traveled the world, and 
helped found the American Legion. Similar to 
his father, Ted nursed political aspirations, 
though unlike his father, he failed to build up  
a loyal base. 

But even more so than his father, Ted was a 
born soldier. He considered attending West 
Point until Theodore Senior dissuaded him 
from pursuing what he considered the dead-
end life of a career soldier. Instead Ted earned 
a reserve commission as a major when World 
War I broke out. As a decorated commander, 
he quickly earned a reputation as a courageous 
leader who cared deeply for his soldiers, fight-
ing alongside them rather than commanding 
from the rear. Ted was badly wounded by a 
bullet in the knee at Soissons, which left him 
prone to limp for the rest of his life. Even so, 
with the help of a cane, he participated in the 
climactic Meuse-Argonne campaign. 

The best-known aspect of his life is his World 
War II service as assistant division commander 
of the Big Red One in the Mediterranean The-
ater, and as the highest-ranking soldier—a gen-
eral—to go ashore in the first wave on D-Day 
—with the 4th Infantry Division at Utah Beach. 

His Father’s Son considerably expands the 
portrait of Ted Roosevelt Jr. beyond these 
well-known exploits. Indeed, only about one 
quarter of the book covers World War II—and 
around half focuses on Ted’s fascinating mili-
tary experiences. Thus, the reader comes 
away with a strong sense of what kind of a man 
he was, what motivated him, and why he 
became such an effective, inspirational offi-
cer. —John C. McManus is a Curators’ Distin-
guished Professor of U.S. military history at 
Missouri University of Science and Technology.
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REVIEWS GAMES

WORLD WAR II RATING  ★ ★ ★ ★ ★
ABSOLUTE VICTORY Compass Games, $185.

THE BASICS  Absolute Victory is a board game that allows players to 
control one of the major warring nations of World War II, or, if playing 
in groups, the collective Allied or Axis powers. Players can command 
naval, air, and ground forces, control industry, or make strategic deci-
sions on the conduct of the war.

THE OBJECTIVE  Perhaps unsurprisingly, the objective is to win the 
war. Players, as leaders of their nations, can decide what constitutes 
winning. One can fight for unconditional surrender or negotiate 
peace—an innovative concept that adds to the fun and authenticity. 

HISTORICAL ACCURACY  Absolute Victory is nothing if not genuine. 
Depending on what nation players select, they will have historically 
accurate wartime capabilities and restrictions. Players will be confront-
ed with many of the same conundrums national leaders faced during 
the war. However, players are not constrained to making the same his-
torical choices, allowing for alterations. You can even win as the Axis.

THE GOOD, THE BAD, AND THE UGLY  The game is beautifully ren-
dered, with detailed pieces and a gorgeous map. It captures the scale 
and scope of the war in a playable format. One unique twist is that 
rather than waiting for their turn, players can counter an opponent’s 
tactical moves. There are, however, a lot of rules—making the game 
somewhat complex. And the introduction of new terms and definitions 
for common gaming concepts adds nothing but confusion.

PLAYABILITY  Because of the game’s myriad strategic possibilities, 
reflecting the real conflict, and its over 2,500 events from the actual 
history of the war, players will never have the same experience twice. 
The game mechanics choose events randomly and will sometimes 
alter reality. That may be significant—such as Spain joining the Axis— 
or minor, such as Greece surrendering before British intervention.

THE BOTTOM LINE  Few games really capture the essence of World 
War II on a strategic scale—even fewer do it well. Absolute Victory 
does. Random events provide a new and exciting aspect of the game, 
reminding the players that they, like the generals, are not the masters 
of all. —Chris Ketcherside, a former Marine, is working on a PhD in  
military history.

THE JERSEY  
BROTHERS
A Missing Naval  
Officer in the Pacific 
and His Family’s Quest 
to Bring Him Home
By Sally Mott Freeman.  
608 pp. Simon & 
Schuster, 2017. $28. 
This well-researched 
account tells the engag-
ing story of the author’s 
uncle—captured in the 
Philippines and shuttled 
among Japanese POW 
camps—and his brothers’ 
efforts to find him.

AVENGING ANGELS
The Young Women 
of the Soviet Union’s 
WWII Sniper Corps
By Lyuba Vinogradova.  
352 pp. MacLehose 
Press, 2017. $26.99. 
This companion to the 
author’s 2015 book about 
female Soviet pilots 
details the thousands of 
volunteers and conscripts 
who terrorized German 
units in Eastern Europe.

 
THE HOLOCAUST
A New History
By Laurence Rees.  
528 pp. Public Affairs, 
2017. $32.
An authoritative and 
wholly new account, 
based on interviews and 
primary source material, 
that reexamines the Nazi 
mindset that made 
possible the escalating 
events culminating in 
history’s greatest crime. 

 
THE JAPANESE  
AND THE WAR
Expectation, Percep-
tion, and the Shaping  
of Memory
By Michael Lucken.  
376 pp. Columbia 
University Press,  
2017. $65. 
This study of Japanese 
identity immediately 
before and after the war 
details the ways in which 
the war impacted the 
culture—and how those 
effects linger today.

WAR IN A BOX
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BATTLE FILMS BY MARK GRIMSLEY

BURN, BABY, 
BURN
IN THE MID-1960s, film director Robert Aldrich discovered an 
as-yet unpublished novel, The Dirty Dozen. In some ways it was just 
another tale of a World War II commando raid, a plot that by then 
had become droningly familiar. But one aspect intrigued Aldrich: the 
“commandos” were 12 American soldiers whom the army had con-
victed of crimes that carried either the death penalty or long prison 
terms. In exchange for commutation of their sentences, they had 

been “volunteered” 
for a n a lmost-sui-
cidal assault behind 
enemy lines. Aldrich 
liked the t w ist—in 
this story the good 
guys were bad guys—

and made The Dirty Dozen into a film starring a 
number of famous and soon-to-be famous 
actors—most notably Lee Marvin as Major 
Reisman, the officer assigned to train and lead 
this unlikely crew into battle; John Cassavetes, 
who was nominated for an Oscar for his role as 
one of the convicts; and Jim Brown, one of the 
NFL’s all-time great running backs. Released in 
1967, the film became a classic that frequently 
appears on lists of favorite World War II movies.

That would have horrified Bosley Crowther, 
the venerable New York Times film critic, who 
condemned the film as “a raw and preposter-
ous glorification of a group of criminal sol-
diers who are trained to kill and then go about 
this business with a hot, sadistic zeal.” 
Crowther was particularly offended by the 
movie’s climactic sequence, in which the 
criminal band ruthlessly assaults a French 
chateau frequented by high-ranking Nazi offi-
cers and high-end prostitutes and kills one 
and all indiscriminately, primarily by pouring 
gallons of gasoline into a chamber where the 
Germans and their concubines have been 
trapped, and burning them alive. Dismayed 
that The Dirty Dozen attracted flocks of movie-
goers and garnered praise from other critics, 
Crowther wrote two follow-up articles in which 
the film became “Exhibit A” in his indictment 
of an America newly seduced by violence. “It is 
a blatant and obvious appeal to the latent 
aggressiveness and sadism in undiscriminat-
ing viewers,” he fumed, guessing that the 
majority of them “are taking it for kicks and 
thrills and coming away from it palpitating 
with a vicarious sense of enjoyment in war.”

That was scarcely Aldrich’s intent. In addi-
tion to the novelty of bad guys as heroes, he 
liked the idea that the officers who devised the 
suicide mission were, in effect, the villains: cal-
lous men who either blithely consigned the 
dozen to their doom or simply wanted them 
returned to prison to be hanged. Indeed, the 
training scenes that comprise much of the film 
are capped by a war game in which the 12 men 
capture the headquarters of their nemesis, a 
despised martinet. But more than that, Aldrich 
saw the convicts as being offered a chance at 

In director Robert 
Aldrich’s World War 
II film, The Dirty 
Dozen, the bad guys 
are the heroes— 
and the sentiment 
is pure 1967.  



redemption, and he relished the oppor-
tunity to show the ambiguity of hero-
ism: in combat, the dirty dozen behave 
no differently than ordinary American 
soldiers. The scene in which the Nazis 
and their women are roasted alive, for 
example, was intended as a commen-
tary on the use of napalm in Vietnam.

Yet few moviegoers picked up on 
the themes that A ldrich tried to 
advance. The level of violence—rela-
tively tame by present-day standards 
but shocking in 1967—was not the pri-
mary draw, as Crowther feared. But 
neither was the would-be tale of 
redemption or the analogy to Viet-
nam. What drew audiences to The 
Dirty Dozen was the same thing that 
attracted them to Bonnie and Clyde, 
released two months later. Kevin 
Thomas, the critic for the Los Angeles 
Times, put his finger on it: “The Dirty 
Dozen is surely one of the most…anti-
establishment movies ever to come 
out of a major studio.” Like Bonnie 
and Clyde, which romanticizes the 
Clyde Barrow gang as it robbed and 
murdered its way across the Depres-
sion-era Midwest, The Dirty Dozen 
celebrates rebellion against author-
ity. Thomas congratulated Aldrich for 
reading “public sentiment just right. 
The time of the story may be 1944, 
but the sentiment is strictly 1967.”

Aldrich, of course, had done no 
such thing, and years later confessed 
as much to an interviewer. “[Screen-
writer Lukas] Heller and I stumbled 
on the dissatisfaction, particularly on 
the part of the younger public, with 
the establishment,” he said. “I’d like to 
say we anticipated that kind of suc-
cess; but we didn’t really. If you read 
the book, however, that kind of anti- 
authoritarian attitude, that point of 
view, isn’t there; and Heller did an 
excellent screenplay. So we got on a 
wave that we never knew was coming; 
not a wave, a tidal wave. But we didn’t 
see it forming.” In that sense, The 
Dirt y Dozen ’s notorious clima x 
reflected nothing so much as the anti-
establishment poem composed by 
Marvin X in the aftermath of the 1965 
Watts Riot: “Burn, Baby! Burn!” 
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SHE WAS 
KNOWN AS 
THE GHOST 
IN THE WHITE 
HOUSE

HistoryNet.com
FIRST LADY JANE PIERCE. THE PIERCES HAD THREE SONS. ONE 
DIED IN INFANCY. A SECOND, FRANK, DIED AS A YOUNG CHILD. 
AFTER THESE TWO DEATHS, PIERCE FOCUSED ALL OF HER 
ATTENTION ON THE REMAINING SON, BENNY. JUST WEEKS 
BEFORE HER HUSBAND’S INAUGURATION, PIERCE WATCHED AS 
HER ELEVEN YEAR OLD BENNY WAS CRUSHED AND KILLED IN A 
TRAIN DERAILMENT. SHE NEVER RECOVERED AND SPENT MUCH 
OF HER HUSBAND’S ADMINISTRATION OUT OF SIGHT.

For more, search DAILY QUIZ 
at HistoryNet.com.
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CHALLENGE

We altered this 1943 photograph of American infantrymen on Vella Lavella  
in the Solomon Islands to create one inaccuracy. What is it?

JUNGLE ACES

Please send your answer  
with your name and mailing address to:  
August Challenge, World War II,  
1919 Gallows Road, Suite 400, Vienna, VA 
22182; or e-mail: challenge@historynet.com. 
Three winners, chosen at random from all 
correct entries submitted by August 15, will 
receive Blitzed by Norman Ohler. Answers 
will appear in the December 2017 issue. 

Answer to the March/April 
Challenge: Many of you guessed 
that we added a digital watch. In 
fact, we drastically shortened the M1 
Carbine’s barrel; 74 readers noticed!

Congratulations to the 
winners: Robert Holliday, John 
Sharpe, and Jeremy Bentley
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DUTY CALLS
Actress Ava Gardner was still unknown and about 
to begin an uncredited role in the 1943 film Hitler’s 
Madman—German director Douglas Sirk’s first 
American film, about ruthless henchman Reinhard 
Heydrich—when this publicist’s photo appeared in 
newspapers. Famous films—and famous husbands—
would follow. But for the moment, Gardner was  
just a pretty young woman, improbably but  
glamorously outfitted for shore patrol. “Some 
people prefer the mountains to the seashore,” a  
caption in the August 6, 1943, issue of Yank read, 
“but after seeing this peach on a beach, we will  
trade four brand new mountains for any  
shore line you have on hand.” 
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