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  To Veronica Eileen McWilliams and Anna Bates McWilliams, two beautiful ladies, wives, inspirations, and loves in my life—for all they have sacrificed in support of the research, writing, and publishing of this true story.

  

  
   
  “Fight on, my merry men all,
I’m a little wounded, but I am not slain;
I will lay me down for to bleed a while,
Then I’ll rise and fight with you again.”


  “JOHNNIE ARMSTRONG’S LAST GOODNIGHT” STANZA 18, ANONYMOUS FROM DRYDEN’S MISCELLANIES, 1702
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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  READERS WILL SEE BOTH TRADITIONAL CIVILIAN AND TWENTY-FOUR-HOUR MILITARY DATE and timekeeping in this history. As an example, military dates are expressed as 19 December 1941 rather than December 19, 1941. With respect to time, on board a company-owned ocean liner, a typical morning clock time is normally expressed as 9:25 a.m. or 9:25 in the morning. On board a navy combatant such as the cruiser Detroit, or in an army air force airborne bombing mission, the same time will be expressed on a twenty-four-hour clock as 0925 hours. At 9:25 p.m. in the evening, military time will be 2125 hours.


  When navy vessels are named the first time in the narrative, they are normally accompanied by hull numbers in parentheses immediately following the ships’ names, which are italicized. Examples are the cruiser USS Detroit (CL-8) and the destroyer USS Cummings (DD-365). The acronym USS is “United States ship.” Subsequent use of the ship’s name in the narrative will drop the acronym USS.


  Specific hull numbers are used to identify ships the first time the name is used in the text because, over time, ships’ names are reused on newer ships of the same or similar type. A notable example in this history is the aircraft carrier USS Hornet (CV-8), which carried the sixteen army air force B-25 bombers, led by then Lieutenant Colonel James H. “Jimmy” Doolittle, on its flight deck in the historic 18 April 1942 bombing of Japan. The Hornet was sunk later in the war, and her name was given to another carrier produced in World War II, the Hornet (CV-12).


  For readers unfamiliar with other navy, army, army air force, and marine terms and jargon, there are on-the-spot explanations throughout the narrative or at the bottom of the page where the term or jargon appears. Examples are two incidents involving a “windmilling engine” on B-17 bombers in chapters 13 and 19.


  Note: If you wish to view additional images supporting this story but not depicted in this book, go to the author’s personal website at http://www.west-point.org/users/usma1955/20315/SW.htm or, alternatively, to the following web address: https://theological-geography.net/?p=5507.



  
  FOREWORD


  SCRIMMAGE FOR WAR: A STORY OF PEARL HARBOR, FOOTBALL, AND WORLD WAR II IS A POWERful, compelling, virtually unknown true story of football and war. Author Bill McWilliams expands on his November 2011 book Sunday in Hell: Pearl Harbor Minute by Minute through extensive research and numerous never-before-published photographs. He takes readers through eleven days leading to the Shrine Bowl charity football game on Saturday afternoon, December 6, 1941, in Honolulu, Territory of Hawaii. Fourteen hours later, the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor and numerous other targets on Oahu shattered our world and plunged America into World War II.


  Two champion West Coast football teams, the San Jose State College Spartans from California, with twenty-five players, their head coach, team manager, photographer, and yell leader, plus three others, and the Willamette University Bearcats from Oregon, with twenty-seven players, their head coach, team manager, and publicist, plus twenty-two other Salem citizens, were all beginning an incredible journey none would ever forget—one that profoundly changed their lives.


  On that infamous date, Sunday, December 7, the two football teams and their accompanying staff and fans were at first puzzled, along with all of Honolulu’s citizenry, as they witnessed, from a distance, incomprehensible, disastrous history and then became a part of what they were seeing and hearing. Finally, in the devastating aftermath, they came face to face with the stark, brutal reality of war and its effects.


  In this historic tale, the two teams and their fans emerge in striking, never-before-told stories as these young men and other civilians were ordered to evacuate Hawaii. They became part of the SS President Coolidge’s already-full passenger complement. Another four hundred evacuees, nearly all women and children—some of whom had lost husbands and fathers in the attack—were sent home aboard the first World War II evacuation convoy from Honolulu to San Francisco. A small group of two converted former luxury liners escorted by two navy combatant vessels began a perilous seven-day voyage through waters suspected of being heavily patrolled by Japanese submarines.


  But their safe return was only the beginning. In a look back at World War I, readers will be taken on tours through training, the movement of troops to France, and seven days of the brutal Battle of the Argonne Forest—the longest battle in American military history. It began on September 26, 1918, and ended when the Armistice was signed on November 11. Readers will also travel overseas with the U.S. Army’s “Wild West Division,” the 91st Division, from Camp Lewis, Washington, for an intimate glimpse of the “War to End All Wars.”


  Subsequently, the story follows numerous World War II battles fought on the ground, at sea, and in the air in the European, Mediterranean, and Pacific theaters. Some will be familiar, others not, but all are stunning in their intensity and in revealing how they were seen by those who took part in the fight.


  In Europe, we relive the 8th Army Air Force’s daylight bombing campaigns, revealed through the eyes of the men of the famous 91st Bombardment Group (H), the men of the 324th’s famed “Memphis Belle,” and the group’s 322nd Squadron over Berlin on December 5, 1944. We consider the “carpet bombing” in advance of the breakout at St. Lo following the D-day landings in Normandy. Then we see Operation Dragoon, the invasion of southern France on August 15, 1944, in which the 321st Bombardment Group (M), including its 448th Squadron of B-25 bombers, participated following months of strikes in Italy in support of ground campaigns there. Many other stories of men who witnessed and suffered the losses, found in missing air crew records and unit histories and letters home that carefully omitted the awful trials and losses endured, are revealed.


  In the Pacific, we will see marine ground and air units on Funafuti Atoll, Betio Island, Tarawa Atoll, the Gilbert Islands, Guam, Kwajalein Atoll, Saipan, Tinian, and Eniwetok Atoll. The fierce sea and air battles over Rabaul’s Simpson Harbor, navy and marine fliers’ “Great Marianas Turkey Shoot,” and the invasions of Japanese home islands Iwo Jima and Okinawa are vividly revisited. Operation Hailstone, Admiral Nimitz’s crushing Pacific Fleet attack against Truk Atoll following the little-known marine high-altitude reconnaissance squadron’s (VMD-254) extraordinary mission against the Japanese bastion there exhibits heroism in small, forgotten places. Another example of heroism in an obscure place is the Borneo campaign from May through early August 1945, drawn from the history of two 13th Army Air Force P-38L units, the 67th and 70th Fighter Squadrons flying out of bases in the Philippines, as World War II was finally coming to a merciful, abrupt end.


  Throughout the book, readers are at the shoulders of the men who traveled to Hawaii in peacetime to play football for a worthy cause and enjoy an idyllic winter vacation in that fateful December 1941. Instead, they joined the first American victims and participants in an unimaginable event of great historic importance. Once having returned to the mainland United States, many of them became inspired “citizen soldiers” in a generation of Americans determined to fight through to ultimate victory over Fascist Italy, Nazi Germany, and the Japanese Empire. By virtue of Bill McWilliams’s deep research and inspiring words, they should now become well known and never forgotten for their service and sacrifice.


  Lieutenant General Wallace C. Gregson Jr.
United States Marine Corps (Ret.)

  

  
  PART I


  INSPIRATIONS AND REALITY

  

  
  CHAPTER ONE


  Voyage to a Dream


  ON MONDAY, NOVEMBER 24, 1941, AT WILLAMETTE UNIVERSITY IN SALEM, OREGON, happy faces and big grins were everywhere, especially among twenty-seven players on the university’s Bearcat football team. Their names had just been announced. They were leaving Wednesday, sailing from San Francisco on Thursday on the Matson Line’s SS Lurline to Honolulu, on the island of Oahu, in what was then the Territory of Hawaii, where they were scheduled to play the University of Hawaii’s Rainbow Warriors in the annual Shrine Bowl game. When the announcement came, planning was already under way for a Wednesday rally at Salem’s Southern Pacific train station thirty minutes prior to departure.


  At 10:00 a.m. on Wednesday, several hundred Willamette students, faculty, and the university band were joined by a number of Salem’s citizens for the noisy, happy, excitement-filled rally at the station. Accompanying the team on Southern Pacific’s “Klamath” were athletic director and head football coach Roy Servais “Spec” Keene, manager Dick Kern, and publicist Gil Lieser, plus twenty-two of Salem’s citizens, including Mrs. Marie Keene; State Senator Douglas McKay, a close friend of the team’s coaches, and his daughter, Shirley, a sophomore at Willamette; and Salem residents Mr. and Mrs. Harry U. Miller, Barbara Miller, Jack Hedgcock, Wayne Hadley (a senior at the university), Lorena Jack, Mrs. Waldo Zeller, Mrs. Charles O. Wilson, Mrs. Muriel Reynolds (wife of halfback Buddy Reynolds), Betty Byrd, Mrs. George E. Lewis, Mrs. Ray Waltz, Mrs. Gordon Moore (wife of guard Gordon Moore), Maxine Asheim, and Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Anderson. Also there were W. C. Henkle of nearby Dallas, Oregon, and N. G. Shafer of Kent, Washington.


  Among those on the team drawn by Coach Keene’s persuasiveness were freshman half-back Earl Hampton, a tough farm kid from Molalla, Oregon, convinced to play for him by mentioning the 1941 schedule, and two high school classmates and football teammates from Vancouver, Washington, High School, Ken Jacobson and Chuck Furno, with the promise that they too would play in Hawaii. The same promise lured guard Tony Fraiola to Salem, altering his plan to go home to New Jersey after he completed his hitch in the Marine Corps. Tackle Jim Fitzgerald was in spring football practice at the University of Oregon when Keene mentioned the game in Honolulu and changed the direction of the new Willamette football recruit’s life.


  [image: chpt_fig_001]


  Ken Jacobson at the Salem, Oregon, Southern Pacific station, shortly before boarding the train on Wednesday, November 26, 1941, for Oakland, California, en route to San Francisco and Honolulu, Territory of Hawaii, with the Willamette University football team to play the University of Hawaii in the Shrine Bowl. (Source: KJC)


  In Keene’s remarkable run as head coach, his team had won fourteen and tied one of sixteen homecoming games, and in the period 1933 through 1938 they had won twenty-seven straight Pacific Northwest Conference games. The season of 1941 had been the Bearcats’ best since Spec Keene began coaching at Willamette, with eleven of thirteen Northwest Conference first team all-stars soon to be selected from his team: ends Bill Reder and Marshall Barbour; tackles Martin Barstad, Neil Morley, and George Constable; guards Tony Fraiola and Gordon Moore, and backs Al Walden, Buddy Reynolds, Gene Stewart, and Ted Ogdahl.


  The Bearcats, scheduled to play the University of Hawaii Rainbows on the first Saturday in December, were sailing on Lurline with another football team, California’s San Jose State College Spartans. The Spartans, representing the college’s more than three thousand students, having defeated the Bearcats 21–0 during the 1940 season, were scheduled to play the Rainbow Warriors the second Saturday in a police benefit game, with the two stateside teams playing one another in Honolulu on Tuesday, December 16, before their scheduled return voyage on Lurline three days later, for a December 24 arrival in San Francisco. The planned arrival would ensure that everyone on both teams could be home on Christmas Day.
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  Willamette fans at the rally and send-off after the team had boarded the train. (Source: KJC)


  At San Francisco harbor’s Pier 31 the morning of November 27, the crew of SS Lurline, the Matson Line’s gleaming white ocean liner, were in the final stages of preparing her for another pleasurable, long-planned voyage to Honolulu, with a one-day en route port call, arriving Friday morning in the Los Angeles port at San Pedro.


  The morning of the 27th, twenty-five members of the Spartan team were among the thirty-one people leaving San Jose by bus to the Matson line terminal in San Francisco. Accompanying the Spartans were Coach Ben Winkelman; manager Sebastian “Scrappy” Squatrito; yell leader Tommy Taylor; team photographer Bob McGaveren; Mrs. Ed Wenberg, wife of team co-captain and quarterback Ed Wenberg; and Lieutenant Dave Dorsey of San Jose, leaving the navy’s nearby Moffett Field for assigned duty in Hawaii. The players were Bill Donnelly, Ed Wenberg, Gene Kasparovitch, Jack Galvin, Bob Hamill, Gray McConnell, John Brown, Walt Meyer, Ken Stanger, Don Allen, Hans Wiedenhoffer, Ken Bailey, Charles Cook, Wilbur Wool, Aubrey Minter, Bert Robinson, Bill Rhyne, George Foote, Paul Tognetti, Jack Lecari, Frank Minini, Fred Lindsey, Allen Hardisty, Chet Carsten, and Verne Cartwright. Most of the Spartans were between nineteen and twenty-one years of age. The oldest was Vernon Cartwright, who, on the voyage to Honolulu, was undoubtedly looking forward to celebrating his twenty-sixth birthday in the South Pacific on December 7.


  [image: chpt_fig_003]


  The SS Lurline departing the Embarcadero, San Francisco, November 27, 1941, with the San Jose State College and Willamette University football teams, fans, and coaches on board. (Source: SJSULA)


  The night prior to their departure, the Spartans played their final regular-season game at home in Spartan Stadium against a service team, the navy’s Moffett Field Flyers, which, in a most unusual twist, was also coached by Ben Winkelman. Kickoff was at 8:00 p.m. Several former Spartans were stars on the Flyers, and typically, as with the Flyers, by season’s end the Spartans had absorbed injuries adversely affecting their normal starting lineup, a fact noted as “banged up veterans” by the Spartan Daily’s student sportswriter in the November 26 issue. In spite of halfback Bill Rhyne’s sterling performance before a crowd of 7,800 cheering spectators, a 22–13 loss to the Flyers sent them on their way to Hawaii with some season-ending pain—but looking forward to a restful vacation to mend and be ready for the December 13 game against the Rainbows. Their December 16 game against Willamette would give them a twelfth game in 1941.


  While Coach Ben Winkelman outwardly expressed excitement similar to Willamette’s Spec Keene about the talented athletes he believed would be drawn to the Spartans’ football team by their return to Hawaii, he privately expressed some misgivings to his wife, who wasn’t accompanying him on the voyage, misgivings she would later express as “a premonition.”


  Winkelman, who had played football at the University of Arkansas and was the first Razorback in the university’s history to play professional football, was in his second year as head coach of the Spartans, and the 1941 team had garnered recognition as co-champions of the California Collegiate Athletic Association with a record of five wins, three losses, and two ties after winning the CCAA outright in 1940. On his young squad, none had been on the team in 1938, the last time San Jose had sailed to Hawaii to play the Rainbows, and few remained from 1939, when the Spartans were 13–0 under head coach Doug DeGroot, the only unbeaten season in the school’s history.


  Perhaps more noteworthy is the fact that behind Winkelman and his team in 1940 was a football legend, Glenn Scobey “Pop” Warner, who was now in his third season at San Jose State College as an “athletics consultant.” He didn’t go with the team to Hawaii this time, and he proved not to be that influential at San Jose State during the 1941 season. In 1939, he had brought to San Jose an extensive, marvelous collegiate football record as a player and coach—in a game to which he had introduced many innovative playing mechanics, including the screen pass, spiral punt, single- and double-wing formations, the use of shoulder and thigh pads, and helmets in red for backs and white for ends.


  Since its inception in 1920, the annual invasion by mainland football teams to play the University of Hawaii had become the largest, most important, and most colorful sports spectacle in the Territory of Hawaii. A series of intercollegiate charity benefit games sponsored by the Aloha Chapter of the Shriners—the December sports contests between mainland schools and the Rainbows—had grown in popularity and attendance in every one of the twenty-one previous years, except 1931, when no games were scheduled.


  The first of the three scheduled games in 1941 had become known as the Shrine Game, the leadoff, postseason event filled with good works and colorful history. The history of the Shrine Game, which spanned the beginning of what would become known in the United States as the golden age of football, included such notable colleges and universities as the University of Nevada, which sent their Wolfpack as the first visiting team and took the measure of the Rainbows, 14–0; Oregon; St. Mary’s; Oregon State; Colorado; Colorado State; Washington; Washington State; Utah; Utah State; South Dakota State; Occidental College; the University of Denver; Oklahoma; Idaho; Brigham Young; California; the University of Southern California; Santa Clara; Drake University; College of the Pacific; San Diego State; the Green Bay Packers professional team; and more.


  The first game this year was being played on the same day of the month as the first game against Nevada in 1920. The profits were for handicapped children. The police fund would receive the profits from the second game. Profits from the third game between the two West Coast teams were to defray the expenses for the two teams’ travel.


  It was late afternoon on November 27 in San Francisco when, in the U.S. Army’s Hawaiian Department Headquarters on Oahu, the commander of army forces in Hawaii, Lieutenant General Walter C. Short, received a message handed to him by his chief of staff, which later became known as a “war warning message,” from army chief of staff General George C. Marshall in Washington, DC. The same afternoon, a similar message to Admiral Husband E. Kimmel, commander of the Pacific Fleet, arrived from the chief of naval operations, Admiral Harold R. Stark, in Washington. The two highly classified messages gave carefully drawn guidance to the navy and army commanders of the Hawaii-based forces, stating that negotiations with the Empire of Japan had ended, unlikely to resume, and that hostilities could commence at any time. No offensive action was to be taken by American forces unless necessary for self-defense—that is, if the Japanese should strike the first blow. The messages also specifically cautioned against taking any action that would alarm the civilian populace.


  By the time the messages were delivered to their intended readers in Hawaii, Lurline had already departed her San Francisco mooring en route overnight on her voyage for the Friday Los Angeles stopover in the port at San Pedro. Outbound, she glided beneath the Golden Gate Bridge, an engineering marvel that had been completed just four and a half years earlier, and entered the Pacific Ocean heading south along the coast.


  Lurline, the last of Matson’s great white fleet, had a storied history all her own. She began her regularly scheduled voyages to Hawaii and back following her January 12, 1933, maiden voyage from New York City, through the Panama Canal, and thence to Sydney, Australia; the South Seas; and her subsequent first entrance into San Francisco harbor on April 24, 1933.


  Lurline’s auspicious beginning included passenger travel by famed aviator Amelia Ear-hart from Los Angeles to Honolulu with her Lockheed Vega airplane secured on deck during the December 22–27, 1934, crossing. The voyage prepared her for the record-breaking Honolulu-to-Oakland solo flight she made in January 1935.


  During the intervening years, the Matson line’s reputation for gracious, relaxing travel soon stimulated a heyday of crack passenger trains, called “boat trains,” carrying passengers from New York and Chicago to connect in San Francisco with liner sailings. Lurline attracted such Hollywood stars as William Powell, Carole Lombard, Jimmy Durante, Claudette Colbert, Myrna Loy, Frances Dee, and Shirley Temple, plus notable sports figures, including in one case a gentleman named Jackie Robinson, who was in Hawaii playing semi-pro football in 1941 after playing in the backfield of Pasadena Community College, and who following World War II became a national icon as the first African American to break into major league baseball, through the good offices of Branch Rickey and the Brooklyn Dodgers. Despite the difficulties of the Great Depression, the liners kept the popularity of travel to Hawaii high. On board among nearly seven hundred passengers were the two college football teams and accompanying coaches, managers, and a few fans. The Willamette University Bearcats from Salem, Oregon, and California’s San Jose State University Spartans had finally embarked for their long-anticipated round-robin games with the University of Hawaii Rainbows.


  As in the past, on this November 27, all passengers, except those unaccustomed to oceangoing travel and troubled by seasickness, learned in the first evening at sea that the food served on Lurline was top quality. On arrival in San Pedro the next morning, they could disembark feeling duly impressed, sightsee and shop in Los Angeles, and then board again to sail for Honolulu at 10:30 p.m. Willamette’s freshman halfback, Earl Hampton, who had never seen the ocean before this voyage, was one of the few among the Bearcats who didn’t suffer from seasickness. He was able to enjoy the food on the overnight jaunt to San Pedro and not lose weight on the voyage to Oahu.


  Eighteen-year-old Shirley McKay, who began taking motion sickness pills when she boarded in San Francisco to avoid seasickness, chose to remain on board Lurline that day in San Pedro, while more passengers boarded for the voyage to Honolulu and the team members chose to see the city. On board with Shirley and her father was her boyfriend, the young man she would eventually marry, Wayne Hadley.


  As for the Bearcats’ Gordon Moore and his wife, Elaine, they hadn’t taken a honeymoon, so they were taking advantage of the voyage, calling it their honeymoon, and Elaine was carrying a portable typewriter in her belongings. They had borrowed money from her husband’s brother for her passage on the Lurline. They lived in an apartment above a mortuary in Salem, an unusual arrangement that permitted them to have housing and earn money. Elaine served the mortuary as a receptionist for funeral arrangements and services, and Gordon’s responsibilities required him to pick up the deceased to be serviced by his employer, bring them to the mortuary, and, as he gained skill, assist in preparing bodies for storage and burial.


  Among passengers boarding in San Pedro was Seaman First Class Ralph Ernest Poole from Milford, Ohio, who was returning to his assigned ship, the battleship USS Arizona (BB-39), from leave with his family after flying out of Chicago to the West Coast.


  Willamette’s Ken Jacobson, Chuck Furno, and Ted Ogdahl rented a limousine, toured Los Angeles, saw the famed hillside Hollywood sign, visited Grauman’s Chinese Theater to see the movie stars’ handprints in the concrete, and ate lunch at the Brown Derby Restaurant. Other teammates piled into taxis to take similar trips through a city few team members had ever seen.


  Aboard Lurline outbound from San Pedro on Saturday morning, at first the 783 passengers brimmed with pleasure at the departure and ocean views, and with thoughts of lovely tropical islands—home for some passengers—while the men and women from Willamette and San Jose State had similar pleasant thoughts and conversations, envisioning the beauty of the islands that few from Willamette had ever seen, and football games filled with excitement.


  Interest and participation in collegiate football had been strong and growing in Hawaii since 1920, at the beginning of the Shrine Bowl. The University of Hawaii was now to compete in three more games this exciting year, including the second annual Pineapple Bowl on New Year’s Day, tentatively against Utah University. In the meantime, additional football excitement was stimulated on the island of Oahu, aboard ships in Pearl Harbor, and at sea the Saturday morning before the Lurline was under way, as thousands of servicemen and their families, as well as islanders, tuned in shortwave and amateur (HAM) radios to listen to the annual Army-Navy game broadcast from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Army’s new head coach, a 1920 West Point graduate, but now the academy’s first civilian coach in its history, was Earl Henry “Red” Blaik, who, along with Army fans worldwide, felt the sting of his team’s loss to Navy, 14–6, in his first season with the Cadets. He had been a gifted multisport athlete as a Cadet, having graduated in 1917 from the University of Miami (Ohio)—“the coaches’ factory”—where he played football for four years, and he had played end on the football team at West Point while Brigadier General Douglas MacArthur was the academy superintendent. As a Cadet, Blaik became a lifelong admirer and protégé of MacArthur’s.


  For her passengers now dreaming of paradise and football on an island where football was a year-ending highlight, the beautiful Lurline possessed all the comforts and luxurious surroundings of rattan furniture, strikingly attractive oil paintings, mother-of-pearl and inlaid wood paneling in public areas, and comfortable first-class staterooms furnished to match the public decor, plus a seasoned crew to offer everyone on board an unforgettable experience. Aside from the marvelous food, there were movies available in the evenings, a library and reading room, a swimming pool, an exercise room that included weight lifting, professional musicians and singers who provided floor shows, concerts and music for dancing in the Grand Ballroom, and relaxing lounges serving beer and cocktails.


  The two teams could move about the ship freely, but due to cost considerations, their funding for the voyage relegated them to cabin-class staterooms, which didn’t include bathrooms. Instead, they shaved, washed, bathed, and used the “heads” (toilets) in communal areas.


  There were lounge chairs on deck and games such as shuffleboard. Inside were card games, and for the more daring, and those adults permitted, there were gaming tables and slot machines for gambling.


  Coach Ben Winkelman had made clear to the Spartans, and to students at home before they left, that the vacation en route to Honolulu wouldn’t be entirely free of workouts. He would have the team jogging around Lurline’s decks twice a day, with ample time available to make use of the weight-lifting equipment. Jack Galvin, San Jose State’s right end, remembered Coach Ben Winkelman’s daily putting his Spartans through light but vigorous workouts in spite of the rather limited space on Lurline’s decks. The remainder of the voyage passed rapidly, with the ship’s purser and crew providing a whole range of social activities and professional entertainment to make the trip to Hawaii memorable.


  In spite of the workouts directed by Ben Winkelman, Bert Robinson and Bill Rhyne found time to have fun and make light of the trip by having their picture taken holding a Lurline life buoy while posing on deck.


  There were church services available on Sunday morning, and after dinner a movie, dancing, and, for adults (other than football players in training), champagne. While weather made the crossing somewhat rough, there was more than adequate opportunity to put aside the great Pacific’s more uncomfortable side of winter weather. The worsening crisis in the Far East also drew little attention from excited passengers anxious to visit Oahu.


  On Tuesday, the evening before Lurline arrived in Honolulu, there was the traditional Captain’s Dinner, always a happy affair, which San Jose State’s Jack Galvin recalled attending with his teammates. Singing during the dinner wasn’t uncommon, but Lorena Jack (“Miss Jack” to Willamette’s travelers and the team), while seated at the captain’s table, wryly volunteered that their team couldn’t sing.
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  Bert Robinson and Bill Rhyne holding a life buoy on Lurline, en route to Honolulu. (Source: KCC)


  Tom Taylor, San Jose’s head yell leader, began writing a letter, addressed to the office of the athletic director’s office, Glen “Tiny” Hartranft, during the crossing and mailed it in Honolulu in time to be received on Thursday, December 11, and printed in the Spartan Daily on December 12. Tom’s letter provided engaging accounts of the festivities on board ship—and a few less happy recollections of a crossing that was a “little rough,” causing “each of us our spells of seasickness,” mentioning “Paul Tognetti, John Brown, Mr. and Mrs. Ed Wenger and Aubrey Minter having felt the rock of the boat more than the rest of us, while Moe Hamill was the healthiest of all of us (although he did miss two meals).”


  He went on to write, “All admit that never in our lives have we had meals to compare to the ones we’re having on the ship. Fried chicken, steaks, capon, squab, with all the trimmings, and double orders if we want them.” He wrote of a movie every day, dances at night, playing ping-pong and the slot machines, lounging in deck chairs, the team meeting girls traveling on the ship and dancing at night, “and a million other things.”


  He referred to the Captain’s Dinner as “our Aloha dinner,” writing, “The boys and I for once were all dressed up in dark suits—it’s surprising to notice how many good looking boys there are on the team when they’re all dolled up.” He told his letter readers the team would be staying at the Moana Hotel in Honolulu with the team from Willamette University, and before closing, he pointed out, “Writing on a rocking boat makes it pretty tough, so excuse the scribbling. I will close now and will write another letter from the hotel in about a week,” closing with “Me kea aloha nui oe, Tommy Taylor.”


  Then he wrote, “P.S.—Incidentally, we’re going to have a band playing our school songs, and a rooting section to yell our yells, so don’t worry—our team won’t be without support. Once again—Aloha, and coach Ben sends his regards.”


  Then came one more brief paragraph: “Our trainer pro tem, Lt. Dorsey, who has been the life of the party while on board, wants me to add: Aloha nui loa ka kou. (Darned if I know what it means.)”


  On Wednesday, December 3, the Lurline arrived from the second leg of her twice-monthly San Francisco–Los Angeles–Honolulu triangular voyage, carrying the normal passenger load, this time including the Willamette University and San Jose State College football teams. The two teams, with their coaches, cheerleaders, and small contingents of fans, along with the other passengers, received the traditional, warm Hawaiian welcome of band boys playing island music, leis, and hula girls before loading luggage on buses for the Moana Hotel near Waikiki, where both teams made their headquarters. Some of the Willamette men also received tall, round-topped straw hats similar to those purchased by others before leaving San Francisco. The visitors were welcomed by the Shriners, the University of Hawaii, Honolulu officials (including officers of the police department and at least one San Jose alumnus who was on the police force), and Luke Gill, a 1923 Oregon State graduate and University of Hawaii basketball coach and football co-coach, all with sports journalists looking on and asking questions, while visitors carrying their own cameras snapped pictures along with photographers from the Honolulu newspapers.


  En route on late fall’s rough seas, Willamette’s freshman halfback, Earl Hampton, wasn’t bothered by seasickness, but virtually all the other men on both the Bearcats’ and the Spartans’ teams, and many women, suffered mal de mer, while the coaches planned the afternoon of the arrival to restart more intense conditioning to finalize game preparations.


  Typical of some of the more seriously affected by seasickness, Willamette quarterback Ken Jacobson lost six pounds along with nearly every meal he ate, in spite of the excellent food and the fact that the Willamette players ate their meals together. Coach Keene’s wife, Marie, suffered even more. Ken Jacobson remembered that she was “real seasick,” and according to Shirley McKay, Mrs. Keene slept on deck on a mattress nearly every night en route to stay near the ship’s railings.


  Among the welcoming party when the Lurline arrived were two former San Jose students and football players, Bill Bronson, who was in the army and stationed at Tripler Army Hospital, and Dick Hubbell, a former Spartan grid star and member of the Honolulu Police Department. Both were alumni of other schools but were anxious to see some of their former teammates and attend their football games.


  Bill Bronson promptly wrote a letter to the office of the San Jose State athletic director, “Tiny” Hartranft, describing the team’s arrival in Honolulu, unaware that yell leader Tom Taylor had done the same while en route from San Pedro. Received in the athletic director’s office on December 10 along with a photograph showing some of the team members, Spartan Daily student sportswriter Peggy Richter published excerpts, along with other information, in the December 11 issue. Describing the “boys” in the picture as “disgustingly healthy” and telling of their arrival, Bronson wrote,
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  SS Lurline near Pier 10 in the port of Honolulu, one of the piers frequented by Matson’s passenger fleet in the 1930s. The famed Aloha Tower is in the background. (Source: MNC)



  Wednesday night and all is well. The football team came in today, and I took the day off and went down to meet them. . . . I was surprised at how many of them I knew. Ken Bailey finally made it. He has wanted for years to make the trip with the team, and he finally got here. Yell leader, Tom Taylor, paid his way over, and all in all a good time was had by all. . . . When the boat came in to dock, they had a band playing and a broadcast of their arrival with words from the big shots that were on board, etc. A real nice Hawaiian reception.


  Since the San Jose team plays the police benefit game, the police took the job of making the boys at home. . . .


  He told of the police later loading them into cars at the Moana Hotel and taking them up to what they call the Pali. “It is a jumping-off place on a real high hill where the wind whips through so fast I could lean into the wind at about a 45-degree angle and not fall down.”


  When we got there they passed out whole pineapples just picked off the bushes, cans of pineapple juice, coconuts, which you can crack open and drink the milk and then eat the pulp, and in general made the boys welcome.


  Then back to the Moana Hotel, the second best in the Hawaiian Islands. Not bad at all.


  I have my tickets for the game already and it is a good thing because they are sold out. I am really all thrilled about the game, the first one I’ve been able to get up any interest in for all season. Pardon me while I take time out for a war-whoop or two, because it really is swell to see people from home.




  There was, in fact, other than the police benefit game against the Rainbows, a more fundamental reason for San Jose State players’ association with the Honolulu Police Department. Not well known outside San Jose’s college town community in 1941 was the fact that San Jose State College was among the earliest universities and colleges in the nation to include “police administration courses” in their college catalogs. The first year was 1931, and the objective of the two-year degree program was to provide a course of study, not thereto-fore offered, for the student planning to make police service his life work. The then San Jose State Teacher College’s president in 1930, when the concept of police administration courses was first developed, was Theodore W. MacQuarrie, the same man who was president in 1941 and was eventually credited in 2005 with what became known as San Jose State University’s Justice Studies Department. By the time the 1941–1942 academic year began, the course credit hours had grown from forty-one to seventy-two, and from a two-year to a four-year degree program with approximately seventy-five students in the “Police School.”


  As for the Willamette Bearcats, when Coach Keene and his team were greeted by the sportswriters who would cover Saturday’s game, they were surprised to learn they were twelve-point underdogs in the matchup with the Rainbow Warriors, and they were determined to embarrass the local prognosticators by staging an upset. In answering questions posed by sportswriters, Coach Keene expressed the hope that a home-and-home contract could be signed with Hawaii, thus bringing the colorful Rainbows to Salem in 1942 and allowing the Bearcats to make a return trip to the islands in 1943. After the happy welcome, the two teams with their luggage left on buses for the Moana Hotel adjacent to Waikiki’s famous beach—where both made their headquarters.


  [image: chpt_fig_006]


  Front entrance to the Moana Hotel, Honolulu, Territory of Hawaii, December 1941. (Source: ESPNDF)


  Over the preceding twenty-four hours, events brought these Wednesday headlines in American newspapers, though little notice was paid by the football contingents that had just arrived on the Lurline: U.S. DEMANDS JAPAN EXPLAIN INDO-CHINA WAR MOVES, PEACE TALKS ENDANGERED; TOKYO WARNED AMERICAN NAVY IN PACIFIC CAN SHOOT STRAIGHT; ALL U.S. MARINES OUT OF SHANGHAI; AND BRITISH CHINA COAST SHIPS ORDERED INTO HONG KONG.


  The Bearcats’ Coach Keene conducted two hours of afternoon limbering up and signal drills on Hawaii University’s Moi’li’ili Field at Honolulu Stadium, where in spite of their wobbly sea legs the team showed their zippy wide-open pass offense, while the Spartans’ Coach Winkelman put his team through their paces in sweat suits on Punahou School’s S. T. Alexander Field. On Thursday, both teams practiced twice, while on Friday, Willamette tapered off to a light workout prior to the next day’s game. In between practices leading up to the Saturday game, time was spent on sightseeing trips, receptions, rallies, formal dinners, dances, and all that goes with bowl games, while at the hotel enthusiastic Willamette visitors put up an attractive display of Oregon products in the lobby.


  “Boat Day” was in full swing at noon in Honolulu Harbor on Friday, December 5, when the Lurline prepared to sail to San Francisco on its twice-monthly triangular voyage there, then to Los Angeles, and then return. The ship’s crew and port authorities efficiently completed a rapid, two-day turnaround for Lurline’s return voyage to the States.


  While the two coaches were putting their teams through their paces on Thursday and Friday, Oregon state senator Douglas McKay and daughter Shirley were enjoying themselves immensely; at least Shirley certainly was, but the senator, following a Thursday radio-gram to his wife of twenty-four years, Mabel, in which he said, “All well and happy,” was already indicating his restlessness and desire to return home. His restlessness appeared first in a brief letter to his mother the same day; he then expressed similar feelings to Mabel and his second daughter, Mary Lou, on Friday.



  Dec. 4, 1941


  Dear Mother:


  Well here we are enjoying the sun and swimming in this nice warm surf. This is really a great place to loaf.


  Shirley was never so thrilled in her life. She is just walking on air and enjoying every minute.


  We had a very rough trip over and most of the passengers were sick. Shirley was never sick but I didn’t do quite that good, although I never missed a meal, and only lost one.


  There is a real defense program here that has created a boom. Former W.P.A. [Works Progress Administration] workers are making $10–$15 a day and spending it every night.


  The army is on the alert and is not worried about the Japs. People here think that if the Japs get tough we will blow ’em right out of the Pacific.


  The Lurline is the only boat left on the Pacific carrying passengers and no one knows just when the Government will take her over.


  Landing here was one of the most colorful sights I ever saw. The people are very friendly and welcoming a boat is an important job.


  I’m sure we will have a wonderful trip but I think I’ll also be ready to go back to work.


  Tell the family hello for me.


  Love from,


  Douglas


  Fri. 7:40 AM


  Dec. 5-41


  Dear Mabel & Mary Lou:


  The clipper leaves at noon so will make a short report.


  Shirley & I went shopping yesterday AM. In the afternoon we went swimming & loafed.


  The Hostetler


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  

  

  

  

  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  


  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


  WHILE RESEARCHING THE PEARL HARBOR HISTORY, SUNDAY IN HELL, I AGAIN LEARNED how history becomes a writer’s teacher and sometimes leads a historian in an unexpected, completely circular path, where surprises wait—and another history can jump off one page in a newspaper or magazine clipping. As Bill O’Reilly said in narrating the television series Legends and Lies, “News is the first draft of history.”


  In the first instance, in 1992, I began researching and writing history with a lengthy, seven-year, 1,144-page book centered on the United States Military Academy during the Korean War. The intense work led through the inside of West Point’s infamous 1951 cheating incident, the subsequent destruction that year of the army’s nationally ranked varsity football team, and its astonishing rebuilding and A Return to Glory in the 1953 season. That was the year the Cadets’ Army team returned to the national rankings, at no. 14, after the last whistle in the season’s last game signaled their victory over Navy.


  The cheating incident literally became a national scandal, followed by an inspired 1953 team filled with sophomore sensations and sterling team leaders, the Academy’s 1954 seniors, both classes more than eager to lift Army’s—and the Corps of Cadets’—flagging gridiron spirits.


  But it was in the lead-up to that inspiring football season, through research, in an article from an Army magazine mailed to me by McPherson Conner, class of 1952, and memories of my first summer at West Point, that I stumbled upon an event half a world away, the final battle for a Korean War outpost named Pork Chop Hill, a bitter, bloody five-day battle few had heard of or remembered. The battle had been obscured primarily because famed military historian SLA Marshall published a book titled Pork Chop Hill, a history of the 16–18 April 1953 battle, on which a 1959 movie by the same name had been based, starring Gregory Peck.


  The bloody 6–11 July 1953 battle for the outpost ended sixteen days prior to the signing of the Korean War truce, was extremely controversial in the minds of its survivors and many historians, and cost 243 American lives, while 916 more were wounded. Among those killed in action were two men in the class of 1952 who had been in the 4th New Cadet Company, the company I was in as a plebe (freshman) my first summer at West Point. The two first classmen (seniors) graduated the following spring. (Their classmate McPherson Conner had fought in the July battle too and was grievously wounded, ending his army career.)


  The two men killed in action were Lieutenants Richard Thomas Shea Jr., the 4th New Cadet Company commander the summer of 1951, Army’s record-setting track team captain, a World War II army enlistee, a gifted artist and cartoonist as a cadet, married, and his wife was pregnant with a son he never saw; and Richard George Inman, the son of the Vincennes, Indiana, High School football coach, a “walk-on” to the Army football team, and who struggled long and hard to make the varsity until the cheating incident gave him his chance to do what he always wanted to do—win the Army lettermen’s Major A in football. Dick Inman was a high hurdler on the Army track team with Dick Shea in the April 1952 Penn Relays, where the Army team captain won the two-mile championship the third year in a row, and Dick Inman’s high-hurdle shuttle relay team won the college division championship. Dick Inman was also an intense idealist and a serious poet who had won second place in a nationwide university and college poetry contest. What’s more, when he was killed in action the night of 6–7 July 1953, back home in Indiana, his wife of four months was helping him write his first book, and he had already been in contact with Wernher von Braun, by letter, intent on entering the army’s burgeoning rocket and space program on returning from the Korean War.


  From that little-known, bitter July battle, the story of these two marvelous young men, and the gentle, but most welcome push by McPherson Conner, came my second major history, On Hallowed Ground: The Last Battle for Pork Chop Hill.


  And now, Pearl Harbor has done the same for researchers and university and college officials who have repeatedly helped this author uncover far more facts about another inspiring story of football and war. Like the story of the July 1953 battle for Pork Chop Hill, the inspiration for this book was found scattered and almost buried in newspaper clippings; in San Francisco, Honolulu, Hawaii University, and state archives; in Willamette University and Oregon state archives; in San Jose State College archives; in a brief, twelve-minute glimpse in a 2000 ESPN broadcast; and in a brief, narrated video and 2006 DVD about the Willamette team.


  No more. A quotation by the famed Alaska-centered historian Steven C. Levi, sent with emails from Gina Bardi, the reference librarian at the San Francisco Maritime National Historical Park Research Center, yields one important perspective, but not the only view. “History . . . is not a re-creation of the past. It’s an assessment of the past based on documents provided by people in archives and museums who will answer your letters.” The list of those who would answer writers’ queries is today much longer than letters only. Sources now include phone, emails, social media, interviews, and personal and online visits to libraries and museums using powerful search engines, just to name a few.


  The existence of this long-ago story was first written about by reporters in brief news pieces in San Francisco; Salem, Oregon; San Jose, California; Seattle and Puget Sound newspapers in Washington State; and Honolulu newspapers leading up to November 27, 1941, when the Willamette Bearcats and San Jose State Spartans left San Francisco, bound for Honolulu, on the famed “Great White Matson Liner,” SS Lurline, to play a series of round-robin charity football games, beginning with Willamette’s December 6 Shrine Bowl game against the University of Hawaii Rainbows for the benefit of the Shriners’ Hospital in Honolulu. Then would come San Jose State and Hawaii on the 13th, to benefit the Honolulu police, and finally the two stateside teams would play each other at Honolulu Stadium on December 16 to help defray the costs of the trip to Hawaii.


  The story resurfaced in the period after the Japanese December 7 attack on Pearl Harbor after the first evacuation convoy from Hawaii arrived in San Francisco on Christmas Day 1941. Crew members on the SS President Coolidge spoke to a number of reporters of their experiences on the last leg of their journey from Manila, Philippines, to and from Honolulu, and finally home. A lovely lady in the San Francisco Library, Marti Goddard, sent me a large collection of newspaper clippings about the ship’s arrival that Christmas Day when I was early in the lengthy research for the Pearl Harbor history.


  Among all the reporting of the unnamed ship’s arrival were references to the two football teams on board. The ship’s name was deliberately withheld from news stories on arrival in San Francisco due to tight security measures involving ship movements imposed immediately after the attack on Pearl Harbor. Then began the far more intense research, through all means at my disposal to begin the long-distance effort, in university libraries, archives, and athletic departments at Willamette, San Jose State, and the University of Hawaii, the Oregon State University Archives, and then alumni associations, to expand and deepen my research—to become a book that would hopefully tell the whole story.


  This has been an incredible, educational journey in time, distance, and never-ending curiosity. Without all these wonderful people, whose names follow, I could never have completed the journey. First and foremost must come six close family members—my beautiful wife of more than sixty years, Veronica Eileen (Ronnie), whom our family lost to Alzheimer’s disease on All Saints’ Day, November 1, 2015, and my beautiful new wife, Anna Marie Bates, who agreed to marry me on October 15, 2016, in Las Vegas, Nevada, and granted me the privilege of sharing the rest of our lives together. Ronnie’s and my three children, Kathleen Mendenhall, Mary Ann Villet, our son Bill IV (and their families), and a marvelous Christian lady, Mary F. Smith, who is now a true member of our family and equally important in our lives, plus our agent, Stuart M. Miller, and his wife, Charlotte.


  Stu is a literary and talent agent and proud former member of the Marine Corps with fifty years in the literary and entertainment industries, and he has assisted, encouraged, and inspired Veronica and me for more than ten years. In the last five years he has represented us in finding publishers and negotiating our last two book contracts.


  My wife, Ronnie, and I met Stu at the Roosevelt Hotel cocktail lounge in Hollywood the unforgettable night of November 29, 2005, the night before we attended the premiere of the movie Code Breakers—which was based on our first book, A Return to Glory—in the great, old Paramount Theater, next door to the studio where the film classic Sunset Boulevard was produced.


  There is yet one more story about this book I must place before all readers. In the telling, please note that this book is dedicated to both Veronica and Anna, while my first book, A Return to Glory, self-published with the aid of a second mortgage on our home, was dedicated to Veronica only. She was the first grand inspiration in my life. We married one day after I graduated from West Point. I was still twenty-one, and she was one month from eighteen years.


  She stood by me all the way through the sometimes truly difficult three careers, the first twenty-seven and a half years on active duty in the air force, and nearly four thousand hours of flying in jet trainers and fighter-bombers, the latter spanning our emotional family parting as I went off to war in Vietnam on November 14, 1965, a thirty-two-year-old father of three, ages nine, five, and three, left in her loving care under the ever-present question all wives and children in military families face in war: “Will he come home to us safely?”


  With that life came twenty-six moves to fourteen states in the continental United States, and two accompanied years in the Republic of Korea in 1979–1981, where in October 1979 an international crisis and internal upheaval erupted, causing a firefight between Republic of Korea army units a scant five hundred yards from our quarters and just outside Yongsan Army Garrison in Seoul.


  Then it was eight and a half years in the defense industry, first in New Hampshire and then California, and finally twenty-three years trying late in life to become an author of military history, all after we retired from the air force at Nellis Air Force Base, Las Vegas, Nevada, on February 1, 1983. Through it all, my beautiful wife (too many times to count) lifted me up to continue and complete what I set out to do. Then, just as we seemed to be closing in on completing this final book toward the end of 2014, my wife was struck by dementia. It came on ever so slowly but abruptly accelerated in the last ten days of November. It was devastating and nearly overwhelmed us because I had been slow to react.


  In casting about for help, I was referred to an agency that helped us struggle through the first month into mid-January 2015, when our two daughters stepped in for a month and ten days, respectively, coming to our home to assist, and we were able hire a God-sent professional caregiver, Mary F. Smith. In the meantime, on January 2, I had to send one of the most painful messages of my life to numerous people who had helped me over a four-year period of research, telling them it was probable that I could never complete Scrimmage for War.


  Finally, slowly, ever so slowly, in late February 2015, thanks to our entire family’s encouragement and support, many softly spoken prayers, and the marvelous Christian caregiver and her training, I was able, as time permitted, to begin work again. Finally, on July 20, I sent another message to all who had been so understanding and encouraging after the stunning communication of January 2. Who were they?


  David Rigsby, Willamette University athletic director and associate dean of campus life and now associate vice president for advancement, who gave me an invaluable introduction to this story and followed up with unrelenting encouragement; Lawrence Fan, San Jose State athletics media relations director; James C. Booth, formerly head of the Willamette University graduate association’s alumni and parent relations; and Mary McRobinson, university archivist, Mark O. Hatfield Library, Willamette University, all four of whom I called on repeatedly to assist with information essential to obtain interviews, add to the research finds, and tell the two 1941 football teams’ stories. Mary McRobinson’s assistant archivist, Veronica Aguilar Ramos, who also contributed time and energy to the project, answering my requests for assistance; Bonnie Montgomery, historian and researcher, San Jose, California, who opened the door to the San Jose State University archives, obtained wonderful materials, and took photographs to tell the stories of Kenneth C. Bailey, the only player from either team killed in action during World War II, and the memorial chapel his grieving parents inspired, which was built and dedicated on the San Jose State campus; Mr. Donald Gill, reader services librarian at the U.S. Merchant Marine Academy, who provided invaluable information about “The Little Pearl Harbor” disaster in Bari, Italy, on December 2, 1943; Phillippa Wray, membership officer in the American Air Museum in the United Kingdom, who turned me toward the American Battle Monuments Commission website to find Kenneth C. Bailey’s name and other key pieces of information; F. Clifton Berry Jr., FCB Associates LLC, a friend of many years, whose company worked with the American Battle Monuments Commission and who so graciously pointed me toward three marvelous and moving online photographs of the Sicily-Rome American Cemetery, Nettuno, Italy, in completing the story of the tragic loss of San Jose State’s Kenneth C. Bailey and provided additional, stunning photographs of the 91st “Wild West Division” in action during World War I; Kenneth W. Jacobson, the 1941 Willamette University football team member and quarterback whose multiple interviews and stunning photographs taken throughout the team’s journey to and from Honolulu, with the assistance of his grandson by marriage, Hal Ganley, brought his team’s story to life, with gentle understated wisdom for all of us, as did the photographs by Victor Albert “Bert” Robinson, 1947 graduate of San Jose State, star right halfback on the Spartans’ 1941 and 1946 teams and a fifty-one mission veteran B-17 pilot and aircraft commander in the 418th Bombardment Squadron (H), 301st Bombardment Group, in the 15th Air Force; Bert’s wonderful, devoted daughter, Kathy Carver, our “adopted little sister,” who worked tirelessly, contributing everything she could to her father’s story and this project; John M. Barbour, son of Marshall Hall Barbour, who contributed a treasure trove of information about his father’s World War II service and greatly enhanced with unit combat and base photographs and histories from the 448th Bombardment Squadron (M), 321st Bombardment Group, in Italy and Corsica in the Mediterranean theater of operations, 1944, with the assistance of Mrs. Lynn O. Gamma of the Air Force Historical Research Agency; and additional post–World War II inputs by Valerie Howell, district tutor in Woodburn, Oregon, and former Las Vegas resident; and Ms. Barbara Bannister at Woodburn High School, Oregon, who sent excerpts from high school annuals that provided excellent background on his service in the field of education in Woodburn; Janet Leffler and Susan Powell, daughters of Charles S. Furno of Vancouver, Washington. Janet graciously provided virtually all the information about his World War II career as a P-38L pilot and much about his life afterward, with additional information coming from a former student, Robert Lee Cone, and players on the Vancouver High School football teams he coached; Irene Reeves of Jefferson, Oregon, who wrote a small piece titled “Irving E. Miller Remembered” in the Jefferson, Oregon Review on August 5, 1995, a remembrance that opened other doors to telling the story of Irving Miller’s service and sacrifice as a prisoner of war in the 322nd Squadron of the famed 91st Bombardment Group (H), a B-17 group stationed at Bassingbourn, United Kingdom. Mrs. Karin Fitzgerald, wife of the late federal judge James Fitzgerald who proudly served his memory by providing a comprehensive summary of their lives together as he progressed in administering the rule of law as a state then federal judge, as well as much of his World War II service; Kara Newcomer and Beth Crumley, both extremely knowledgeable and devoted women in the Marine Corps History Division were absolutely invaluable in explaining and helping me understand, find, and complete the World War II records of service of Willamette team members who joined and served in the Marine Corps: Ted Ogdahl, Andrew Rogers, Marion “Buddy” Reynolds, James Fitzgerald, Clarence Walden, and Cecil Conner. James Cartwright, University of Hawaii archivist, who provided some outstanding Honolulu Stadium and 1941 Shrine Bowl Game action photographs and other photographs pertinent to the two teams’ presence on Oahu. Carlyn Tani and Mari-jo Hirata at Punahou School, who provided an outstanding World War II Punahou School history pamphlet, which contains some marvelous photographs used in this work. Bobbie Conner, niece of Cecil Gilbert Conner, who gave invaluable background information and a delightful photograph of Cecil, proudly wearing his marine uniform, and his sister, Bobbie’s mother, as young people during World War II. Michael A. Dicianna, volunteer student archivist, Oregon State University Library, who did a magnificent job of finding, compiling, and sending photographs and numerous other items about Coach Roy S. “Spec” Keene, the head coach of the 1941 Willamette Bearcats, and James Douglas McKay, the then state senator from Salem, Oregon, who provided outstanding leadership to the entire Bearcat team during a trying period of their young lives. Both men graduated from Oregon Agricultural College (now Oregon State University), served in France in World War I, and returned to active duty in the continental United States during World War II. Journalist and author Frank Marqua of the Santa Rosa, California, Press Democrat, who graciously shared research information and provided important contact information for additional research, plus some fascinating related vignettes. Janet Baker and Marcia Poehl, reference librarians, and Dianna Clark, office assistant/administration, all three from the Salem, Oregon, Public Library, and from whom I seemed to endlessly request research assistance—and Brian Wood, Photovision Co., for the Salem Public Library Historic Photograph Collection, who provided a 1940 vintage aerial photograph of Willamette’s Sweetland Field Stadium. And late in the research effort, beginning August 12, 2014, email and phone contact with a seriously ill Carolyn Moore, the daughter of Elaine and Gordon Moore, who so graciously provided wonderfully delightful vignettes about her father and mother’s journey to Oahu and back, and their activities at Punahou School while the Willamette football team was temporarily stranded on the island. Others I would be remiss in failing to express my deep and sincere thanks for their assistance are Charles Dunham, Corvallis Public Library; Jennifer Xochihua, Grant High School (Portland, Oregon) Library assistant; Kari Gordon, Roseburg High School, Oregon, media assistant; Gina Bardi, reference librarian, National Park Service Maritime Museum and Library, for the beautiful 1930s on-board photographs of the SS President Coolidge found in chapter 2; and the National Personnel Records Center, St. Louis, Missouri. And there are more.


  I had wonderful interviews with ten people, five of them surviving Willamette team members, and one from San Jose State. Now there is only one remaining from the Willamette team: the “twice left back” Honorable Clarence Walden, the wonderful “marrying judge” who retired from the bench on July 31, 1982, and proudly continued to serve by marrying young people, performing more than 2,500 ceremonies over a fifty-year period. He was a World War II veteran with incredible stories of life’s good works and achievements as a “citizen soldier” who has left indelible stories in the sands of time and, with his teammates, is a legend no more.


  And, finally, a fairy-tale ending involving Anna Marie (Bates) McWilliams, the second beautiful lady to whom this book is dedicated. We met online June 11, 2016, and married on October 15, and we met as a direct result of this book.


  In the mid-1950s, Anna had attended San Jose State College for three years before deciding that she wanted to travel and entered training and became a Pan American Airways stewardess. While attending San Jose State, her lasting beauty, inside and out, was clearly evident. She was a cheerleader for the football team and had been named the college’s Centennial Homecoming Queen. While a Pan Am stewardess, she met and married an extraordinarily fine gentleman named Vane Quentin Bates Jr., who graduated in the same 1955 West Point class that I did but was commissioned and entered the Army Corps of Engineers while I was commissioned in the air force. Quentin and I had never been acquainted while at the academy.


  He and Anna met in Hawaii, quite literally by colliding on surfboards, and he exited the army after three years to become outstandingly successful in business in the international world of elevators. They lived forty-four years of their fifty-five together in Littleton, Colorado, where they raised their three children, before he retired and they relocated to Orem, Utah.


  On June 22, 2013, Anna lost Quentin Bates to an abrupt, massive heart attack, one day after they celebrated their fifty-fifth wedding anniversary. At the time, Anna’s daughter Christy Kirkland was living with her husband, Scott, in Orem, near three of their four children, two of whom have families; her son Jim Bates was in Salt Lake City; and her son Steve Bates was in San Clemente, California, with his wife, Noelle, and their three children.


  On June 11, 2016, someone—whom Anna doesn’t recall—sent her a web address that briefly described the story in this book, a story she had never heard while attending San Jose State for three years, and where she had been closely associated with the college’s football team. She decided to forward the web address to the class of 1955 forum, which is essentially a large, class internet “chat room” I had elected not to join due to time limitations resulting from my research and writing. She asked class members and their survivors, including widows, via email, “Does anyone in the class have knowledge of this story?” Since I wasn’t a member of the 1955 forum, I didn’t see her internet query.


  I was still living in Las Vegas, Nevada, at the time, as was one other West Point classmate, Tom Sims, who happened to be our class webmaster—and had painstakingly over the years developed an extensive book-related, personal website for Ronnie and me. Tom knew I’d written this book and simply forwarded a copy of Anna’s query to me. I promptly answered Anna’s email, with words to the effect, “Yes, I know about this story. I wrote a book about it.”


  Thus began the fairy-tale meeting, caused by this book, Scrimmage for War. Anna’s three grown children, and three of her grandchildren, plus my youngest daughter, Mary Ann Villet of Boise, Idaho, and Veronica’s wonderful caregiver, Fran Smith, of Las Vegas, Nevada, were among thirty-one family and friends who attended the wedding ceremony, as were Tom Sims and his wife, Susan, on October 15, 2016, in the home that Veronica and I had lived in for more than twenty years.
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