(4 4

ﬂffT HAD TO BE DONE
The Navajo Code Talkers
Remember World War 11

Stephen Mack

Members of the Navajo Code Talkers Association. Front row, left to right:

Alfred Peaches, Kee Etsicitty, Jack Jones, Chester Nez, Alfred Newman, back row,
left to right: Albert Smith, Samuel Tso, Keith Little, Wilford Buck, Samuel Smith,
Bill Toledo, Jimmy Begay. Photograph taken in front of Trader Barb’s Gallery,
Old Town, Albuguerque on September 15, 2007.

Photo by Stephen Mack
bl L%
7 /f /ff Designed and published by

m//’ L” Whispering Dove Design, LLC

'va



Copyright © 2008 Whispering Dove Design, LL.C
All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced or used in any
form or by any means without prior written permission of the publisher.

First published March 2008
Published in Marana, Arizona
Printed in the United States of America
Library of Congress Control Number: 2008925429

It Had to Be Done:
The Navajo Code Talkers Remember World War II

ISBN: 978-0-9728896-1-2

Whispering Dove Design, LLC
P. O. Box 1680
Cortaro, AZ 85652-1680

This book is printed on acid-free paper.

Cover design by Courtney Mack
Photos (front cover): Iwo Jima Monument, Washington, D.C.
Photo by Stephen Mack
Code Talkers, Albuquerque, New Mexico
Photo by Stephen Mack
Landing on Bougainville
Photo courtesy National Archives
Photo (back cover): Monument Valley
Photo by Courtney Mack
NTCA logo used courtesy Navajo Code Talkers Association

Dedicated to Diné




Acknowledgments

First and foremost, I wish to extend my deepest thanks to all the Navajo Code
Talkers who generously shared their stories: Keith Little, president of the Navajo Code
Talkers Association, and Samuel Tso, vice-president; and (in alphabetical order): Kee
Etsicitty, Jack Jones, Alfred Newman, Chester Nez, Alfred Peaches, and Bill Toledo.
Thanks also to Albert Smith, former president, who gave his blessing to this project.
Keith Little in particular gave a considerable amount of time and attention to this proj-
ect, for which T am deeply grateful.

This book would not have been possible without the help of Victoria Jarvison,
who conceived the idea of the project and facilitated many of the interviews, as well as
translated from Navajo to English for parts of this book. Thank you, Vicki.

Others whose contributions were essential for the production of this book include
Sharon Culley, Archives Specialist, NWCS - Stills, at the National Archives in College
Park, Maryland; Eunice Kahn, Archivist, Navajo Nation Museum, Window Rock, Ari-
zona; Roseann Willink, professor of Navajo Language studies at the University of New
Mexico; and the Pima County Public Library Infoline and Askalibrarian staff.

Gregory Cajete, Native American Studies Director at the University of New Mex-
ico, and Lloyd L. Lee, visiting assistant professor of Native American Studies at UNM,
have provided helpful feedback of the manuscript of this book, as have Debra Cordero,
Stephen W. Stone, Rhonda Holdren and Leslie Rowe. Thanks also to Jeff A. Cherino
for his help in some of the interviews, and Joan Gentry for her work in searching for
images.

Profound thanks to my father, Courtney Mack, whose support made this book
possible.

Table of Contents

INtrodUCtION i viessssssissssss ssssminsssinssisiatsns sissodisnsssssmsssis sssaissnsises iass 6

Chapter 1: Growing up on the reservation,

Growing up at school..........ccecvvvvviieiniiiinienciee 10
Chapter 2: Sunday December 7, 1941 .......ccccovviviiiiiiniiiieneccninens 20
Chapter 3: Recruiting and training.uawwssissssssssasssssssvasmm 23
Chapter 4: On the battlefield ............cccveevviiiiiiieviieiiiiieeecns 35
Chapter 5: IWo JImMa......ccooeeriierieecieeeereeee e e 50
Chapter 6: The war ends s isissssssssssiassisssss s it ssssm 58
Chapter 7: Going hOme ....iwsussissssommsessissosviosisissunsmsssassisasssrssass 61
Chapter 8: Life after the war.........ccccoveeviciiciiicciecie e 66
EPIOZUE ...ttt sae s en e e s e e eanenneseaneennes 71
The Navajo Code mpmnimmmrmmmmimmsasaismanimismss e 72
The Navaja Code Talkers: an honor roll..........ccccoeevviivncnicnnnnn. 87




INTRODUCTION

“If the Japanese had won ... I wonder what would have happened?” Samuel Tso
mused one summer afternoon in a Gallup, New Mexico hotel lobby. Mr. Tso, one of
the surviving Navajo Code Talkers, was recalling a time over 60 years earlier when the
question of a possible Japanese victory was not some frivolous intellectual exercise to
while away a lazy afternoon. Rather, it was a looming possibility, and the outcome
was far from certain. At stake was the very existence of the United States of America.
World War II was a struggle of epic proportions, one in which the Navajo Code Talkers
played a crucial role.

A threat to one’s way of life was not a new experience for the Navajos. Back
when the Navajo Code Talkers were children, there still lived some elders that could
remember back to a tragic chapter of American history. Back in the year 1864, Nava-
jos were forced—at gunpoint—to march from their homelands to a desolate location
in eastern New Mexico in the dead of winter. Hundreds died on the enforced journey.
Pregnant women were shot by American soldiers. Children disappeared. The Navajos
spent four years in what amounted to a concentration camp before being allowed to
return to their homeland. Stories from what became known as the “Long Walk” (or
Hwéeldi) were passed down orally, often at social gatherings. Keith Little, another
Navajo Code Talker, recalls: “The only way any of us remember is that the elderly
people (the people that were born there, or were there and returned) ... tell their tale
about what happened.” Others were very young and “barely remember coming back,
or don’t remember at all. But they woke up here. And their parents were captive, so
that is the way they know.” Mr. Little continues: “During the tales that they tell at
some gatherings about some person, they will bring the certain person out: ‘She went
to Hwéeldi and came back,’ or she was born there, or that person was born there.”

Some of these survivors of Hewéeldi lived to see another painful event in Navajo
history: the federally enforced livestock reduction of the mid 1930s, a time Keith
Little himself recalls. “We lived through these forced reductions, forced regulations.”
He continues:

They were forced to reduce their livestock. A lot of the horses were killed— just
drove them into a corner someplace, and these policemen or whoever they were
took a gun and shot each one of them. The same way with goats. There were
too many goats. Goats were claimed to have eat up all the roots of the plants, or
they chew on the branches and stuff like that. So they were the ones to go next.
And then the next one was horses. Too many horses. And then the next one of
course was the sheep. Sheep almost paid for everything that they have. It brings
in income and give you meat. Sheep is almost used for everything. It pays for the
existence of the people.

The effect, both on the economy and the culture of the Navajos, was devastating.
During the time of these forced reductions, on the other side of the world, events

were unfolding in Asia that would have global ramifications, and the shock waves

would ripple even through the remote Navajo Reservation, disrupting lives and chang-
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ing the Navajo peoples forever.

Japan, operating under the policy of hakko ichiu (the eight corners of the world
under one roof), began a course of conquest. In 1931, Manchuria, China fell to the
Kwantung Army, an extreme nationalistic group within the Japanese military. On the
morning of January 29, 1932, the Chapai quarter of Shanghai was incinerated by Japa-
nese carrier bombers, Killing thousands of women and children. That same year, Japan
withdrew from the League of Nations. In late 1937, in an invasion involving acts of
unspeakable cruelty, Nanking fell to the Japanese. Nineteen thirty-eight: Chiang Kai-
Shek’s government was pushed back to Chungking. Canton fell. Hankow fell. In
1940, Japan signed the Tripartite Pact with Germany and Italy, and the United States
stopped exporting iron and steel to Japan. The following year, Japan invaded Indochi-
na. In retalliation, the Americans, Dutch, and British imposed embargoes on steel and
oil. The flow of oil into Japan was reduced to a trickle. Without oil, the Japanese Army
and Navy would grind to a halt. But to obtain oil, Japan realized that war with America
was virtually inevitable. It was decided to strike the U.S. first, without warning. On
December 7, 1941, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor. Hours after the attack, Japan
officially declared war against America. President Franklin D. Roosevelt declared war
on Japan on December 8. Germany and Italy declared war against America three days
later. The gauntlet was thrown, and the United States could no longer merely stand by
and watch the atrocities unfolding in Europe and Asia.

During the few weeks remaining in 1941, the Japanese pushed onward. Guam
was overtaken on December 10, Burma was invaded on the 11th, and Wake Island was
captured on December 22. Hong Kong surrendered on Christmas Day.

The United States plunged into the war with a decimated fleet. Nineteen forty-
two began with further Japanese victories, including the capture of the Philippines.
The turning point for the Allies finally came on June 4, when Japan lost the Battle of
Midway, the first defeat the Japanese Navy suffered in its history. From that point to
the end of the war, the Japanese were on the defensive. The Allies advanced, wresting
control—island by island—from Japan’s grip. Guadalcanal was recaptured later in
1942, then Bougainville. The bloody battles on these Pacific islands dragged on over
the next several years, culminating with the ferociously defended Iwo Jima and the
invasion of Okinawa. And the Navajo Code Talkers, from Guadalcanal through the
occupation of Japan, were there every step of the way.

Winning the war was a colossal achievement involving movements of men and
artillery in numbers unprecedented in humanity’s experience. These massive move-
ments had to b coordinated, or else chaos would quickly ensue. To achieve this, codes
designed to convey information with upmost security were formed.

The task the Marine Corps gave to these young Navajos fresh out of boot camp
was to create a code that the best cryptanalytic minds in Japan would be unable to
break. The 29 Navajo Marines (later known as the “First 29”) entrusted with this task
succeeded, finishing their job in seven weeks. Still, there were rigorous tests to be met.
According to Simon Singh, the United States Naval codebreakers were challenged to
break the newly-formed Navajo Code. (This is the same outfit that cracked Japan’s
Code Purple.) But after three weeks of intensive scrutiny, the Naval codebreakers were
unable to crack the Code (The Code Book: The Evolution of Secrecy from Mary, Queen
of Scots to Quantum Cryptography [New York: Doubleday, 1999], p. 196).
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Nevertheless, there was a certain amount of skepticism, especially after several
tests of the Navajo Code caused widespread panic among military personnel. The
unfamiliar Navajo language was mistaken for Japanese, and it was thought that the
Japanese were breaking into American radio frequencies. These incidents, along with
a certain degree of skepticism born from prejudice, prevented the Navajo Code from
being immediately put to use. It took time, but the phenomenal speed and accuracy of
the Code gradually won over field commanders. The number of Code Talkers grew
from 29 to a total of about 420 by the end of the war.

One Code Talker talks about their accomplishment as if they were just doing their
job: another Code Talker refers to it as an act above and beyond the call of duty. Just
doing their job? Definitely. Above and beyond the call of duty? Indisputably. Their
duty as communication specialists was to pass information to the superiors, convey
orders to the subordinates, and coordinate supporting efforts. And in this, they per-
formed their jobs admirably. In battle, the task of the Navajo Code Talker was to: (1)
receive a message in English; (2) translate the English words into Navajo code (not
everyday Navajo)—in other words, they had to perform on-the-spot encryption; (3)
relay the message via their radio to another Navajo Code Talker, who; (4) decrypted
the message and wrote it out in English, quickly, accurately, and neatly. Often this
was done under intense enemy fire. For this hazardous and intellectually demanding
job, the Code Talker had to be fluent in both English and Navajo, as well as know the
Navajo Code inside-out.

Keith Little recalls that “Code Talkers of a unit was always somewhere in the first
or second wave of the landing force, the initial landing force. They lugged their radios
in. They went as far inland as possible. They set up their equipment, many times under
murderous fire by the enemy.” Being communication specialists, they were often spe-
cially targeted by the enemy. It did not help that the old TBX radio had to be cranked
(a very noisy process) to generate sufficient power for transmissions. Navajo Code
Talker Kee Etsicitty remembers the older type of radio:

There’s no modern equipment. Radio was the old type, TBX they called it. It’s
a big old thing, gotta put that thing up ... this was the kind we had. I guess over
here in the stateside they were working on the new ones. Well, the new ones ...
they don’t come to the Code Talker. They come to the ship first, or the headquar-
ters first. They go over there first. The modern equipment—we don’t get that.
We still got the old type.

Keith Little was one of the fortunate ones who used the newer battery powered radios
in the field. But he trained on the old TBX radio and recalls:

You had a big generator, and the guy had to sit down on a stool and crank that
generator. It makes a lot of noise. The cable around the front [connects] the
generator to the radio set, where another guy is manning it. So there’s two pieces
of equipment; it takes about three people to lug it around. But in combat, I had a
compact all to myself, portable compact. You don’t have to crank it.

The Navajo Code is reproduced in Appendix 1 on page 72. A glance at the Code
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will reveal its complex nature. Often a code word was not a simple translation of
words. For instance, there is no word in the Navajo language for “mortar,” so the Code
employs a description of a mortar, hence, be-al-doh-cid-da-hi, or “sitting
gun.” Sometimes, two or more Navajo words were used as a code for one English
word, but the actual code word being conveyed involved the translation of the Navajo
words into their English equivalents, and then the fusion of the English words into one.,
Navajo Code Talker Kee Etsicitty gives an example:

Navajo language is something by description. IfIsay “hill” in Navajo, that means
what I’'m saying is “a lump on the earth.” And “hill” is just one word in English,
H-I-L-L. OK. Then when you send a message about the hill, you say “horse,”
and you put an “H” down. That’s it. Then you think of “sick,” you know, S-I-
C-K. There’s another word for sick: that’s “ill.” You know: I-L-L. So you see
how easy that is? You take that “H” and “sick.” “Horse sick” is what you say.
You put “H” down and put “I-L-L.” You put that together, that’s “hill.” So that’s
code word.

“Notice” in Navajo Code is ne-da-tazi-thin, which literally translates to “no
turkey ice,” hence, notice. These examples make it quite apparent why even one flu-
ent in the Navajo language would not be able to understand a message transmitted in
Navajo Code, and why the Navajo Code was never broken.

Readers will note the constant reference to the Code Talkers as “chief.” On this
subject, Keith Little was asked if being called chief bothered him. “No,” he replied,
“for me it didn’t. It’s just a common term, just like calling a friend ‘Joe,’ or something.
It was always just like friends talking to each other. One calls his buddy ‘chief,” and
the other calls his buddy, ‘Hey paleface,’ or something like that, you know.”

The following eight chapters consist of stories told to Stephen Mack (often with
the participation of Victoria Jarvison) by the Navajo Code Talkers, stories presented in
their own words. However, occasionally, small alterations were made. For instance,
the tense of a word was sometimes changed to agree with the rest of the sentence. Rep-
etitions of a word, which often happens when one is searching for the right word to use,
were usually cut out. These alterations were made in the interest of clarity. Fidelity
to their stories does not necessarily mean every filler word, every “you know,” should
be included. But even these words are often kept in the narrative. Just as errors in
genetic transcription confers on every person their physical individuality, mannerisms
in speech conveys an individuality of expression.

For the remainder of this book, the words of the Navajo Code Talkers themselves
will be written in Times font, the same font you are reading now. The words of oth-
ers, including interviewers and family members of the Code Talkers, will be italicized.
Navajo words will also be italicized, for example: anaali. For the words used in the
Navajo Code itself, Prestige Elite font will be used: wol-ta-chee. This differen-
tiation is made because the spelling of the Navajo words in the Navajo Code dictionary
(the spelling was made up by the First 29) is unique and differs from the current Navajo
orthography —or all previous orthographies, for that matter.
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Growing up on the reservation,
Growing up at school

They punish you; kneeling down in the corner.
Thirty minutes. And then they ask, “OK Sam, are
you going to talk Navajo again?” And you an-
swer with yes or no—in Navajo! —Samuel Tso

Keith Little in the early 1930s.
Photo courtesy Keith Little.

Keith Little, president of the Navajo Code Talkers Association at the time of this writ-
ing, discusses the background of the Navajo Code Talkers:

They [the Navajo] wanted to live their own way of life. And the reason behind the
whole thing is that, in the beginning, they emerged right here, around the area some-
place. That’s according to the creation story. So that’s where people came from. Their
clans were created, their language was given to them, their prayers and everything—
their religious belief, it was given to them. So ... their spiritual belief and the customs
that the people observed is tied to the land, mother earth. And then the sky or the sun
is the father; gives the natural things that people need to survive. So they’re very well
tied to the land. In other words, what is usually said is you get along with mother na-
ture. You have to believe in mother nature,
that your prayer—all your religious belief is
tied to that. This is where they come from.
The spiritual belief was tied to the land. So
this is where the Navajo Code Talkers come
from, this kind of teaching.

Not any of them was ever born in a hos-
pital where they got a birth certificate, a re-
cord of their birth. There’s none. Many of
them were probably born in a hogan, maybe
under a tree. Maybe even out in the open
where the lady was herding sheep and went
into labor, and give birth herself.

Aah, what I’'m saying is most of the Na-
vajo Code Talkers either were ... some of
them might have been a little bit older than,
older than the enlistment age; some of them
were probably —most of them were probably
too young. ‘Cause they could not prove their
age. Keith Little himself signed up the day o
after his 17th birthday. But, he admits: the ~ Keith Little in the early 1930s.
birthday I have is just somebody’s guess. Flioto CeUIesy, Kelih LS.

Chester Nez, one of the First 29:

Life on the reservation growing up was something that I have greatly enjoyed.
My dad and my grandmother and my grandfather and my aunt were four people that
kept an eye on me growing up. And I spent most of my time, those days and months
and years, herding sheep. They had close to 1000 head of sheep. We traveled with the
sheep. We didn’t stay in one place. We moved. In those days we can move anywhere
with the sheep. Nobody said this is my property, this is my land, you’re not supposed
to be here. Nobody said anything like that.

When I was old enough, about 10, 11, 12 years old, that’s when they ... in those
days the older people —the grandpa, grandma—they’re the ones that told you what you
are, your clan, and who’s your relative, and all that stuff. It’s all forgotten. The new
generation—it’s not there anymore.
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Bill Toledo: N ‘
I lost my parents when I was a baby. My mother was injured, you know, during

the springtime. And then my dad was injured from a bucking horse. So they, they
were, maybe two weeks apart, I guess—they passed away from injuries. So I was
raised by one of my youngest aunts, and my grandparents. They brought me up. Back
in those days, we have sheep, horses, goats ... that was our income, you know. Whgn
I was growing up, my grandparents were—especially grandma—was very strict with
her discipline. You had to get up early, you know, even when you were small. Even
when you’re small you have to do your chores—go out in the corral and look after the
sheep. And then grandpa would go jogging at dawn, so 1 had to go with him. I would
just go a little way, you know, because we’re small. You just go a little ways. And then
as we grow up, we go a little further, further. Pretty soon we would outrun him, leave
him behind. But he was good, you know, he was really ... he never gets rough with
us. Always teaching about life, you know, taking sweat baths when we were small.
Grandma was on the other ... it was different. She was very strict—was very strict
with her discipline, you know. You gotta do whatever she says, and if you don’t, you
better watch out! She was just like ... the eye. Really strict, you know. Really chews
you out. As long as your follow her, you know —discipline, teaching—she was nice,

a nice lady.

Vintage 1939 postcard
of a typical hogan on the
Navajo Reservation.
Private collection.

Alfred Peaches:

I took care of the
sheep, cattle. By the time I was seven years old, I could ride on horseback. Icould re-
ally ride—ride around. We had a flock of sheep, somewhere around about 700 to 800
head. Pretty close to 1000. It was hard work I did. Iherd the sheep, take care of the
cattle in the summertime. In wintertime we don’t have to take care of the cow and the
horses, they ... they’re loose out on the field. But the sheep, I have to take care of.

When I was about seven years old, my younger brother was put to school. He was
the only student in the family. He had to go to about 75 miles away.

To where? .
Tuba City, 75 miles away from my home. So he, while he was going to school,
I had to take care of the livestock and all that. I wanted to go to school. T asked my

parents. 1 wanted to go to school, too.
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Jack Jones:

I was born and raised in the down the southern part of the state of Utah, southeast-
ern part of Utah. And I been raised among the area where there were a group of Nava-
jos and we are known as K’aayellii people. We consider ourselves (my people over)
there as an independent group. And by that I mean we are not ... we don’t come under
the main government of the Navajo Nation like it is in Arizona and New Mexico.

Samuel Tso, Vice President of the Navajo Code Talkers Association, recalls the epipha-
nal moment when he decided to go to school:

One spring, about the middle of June, I had been herding sheep all morning, And
sheep and goats usually get thirsty at noontime, so I bring them back to the spring.
This spring was up at a little higher elevation. All these red rocks ... somehow the red
stone keeps the water above it. It doesn’t drain through. It stays above the red stone
wall. And then the spring water seeps out between those there. And then the horses
and cattle sort of have to climb up a steep to drink and go back up. At noontime I~
brought the sheep in to water. It was so hot! I didn’t even have a hat or ... I justlet
the sheep go drink by the spring.

And T just sit under the shade where some of the boulders are, under the shade. In
a little while I heard a vehicle came in down below. I peeked out behind the rocks; saw
a van stopped there. My cousins and my sister came out of that van and brought out
their suitcases. They came up to the spring. They drank. They still don’t know that I
was behind the rocks. I just peeked out over there and look at them. Boy! Their hair
was nice and combed. They had clean clothes on. They have shoes, nice and polished.
After they drank they went on out to their suitcases. I didn’t bother to greet them or
anything. But after they went up I went over to the spring—looked at myself. Oh
man. Saw myself in that pool of water. All that sweat, hair bushy, sweat tracks down
the side of my face. When I saw their shoes I took a look at my feet. No shoes. All 1
noticed was that my feet were sort of caked with mud. My pants were was all torn up
to my knee; just tied with a string. Took a look at my shirt; it was made out of a flour
sack, stitched together. That’s when I decided to go to school. I was either eight or
nine. But even then I had to go herd sheep, because what little sheep we have, we were
told: our lives depends on that sheep. It’s in your hand to take care of it. I found out
that’s the responsibility I have in taking care of the sheep. Without shoes, go out there
in a blazing sun.

But I thifik that day I remembered what my uncle told me. I don’t know how old I
was —either four or five years old. My father and my mother put me on a wagon. We
rode wagons for some distance. When we got there, all I saw was a shaded—sort of
like a wickiup, all joined together with no door except for a cloth where the entrance is.
My father and mother told me, “Your uncle wants to see you. You go in there and meet
him.” So I get off, walk inside that wickiup. And he was sitting there, cross legged
with a blanket covering his body there, just like the way they draw Indians—sitting
there with a blanket. And then he motioned to me: sit down. So I sat down. And
then he told me, “I wanted to see you and talk with you.” Up to now, “Why me alone?
There are my brothers and my sisters. Why me?” Anyway, he told me, “I want you
to go to school.” He says, “when you go to school, learn all you can, because you're
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going to need it,” he says. “Me, I wished and wish I would have gone to school. But
you, I would love for you to go to school.” And after that, he said, “Me, I don’t think
I'll live very long any more. I have some kind of a disease,” he says. By that time
he opened his blanket, and he got sores all over him. I believe there was a lump here
somewhere —some broken. And he says, “It really hurts,” he says. With that, he
closed his blanket. All he did was—he just hugged me, and then he sent me back out
to the wagon. And I found out my uncle died that same night, by dawn.

Alfred Newman remembers:

I was raised in Coolidge [New Mexico]. My summer job was to take care of the
livestock for the family ... do other work like hauling water, hauling wood —helping
out the family that way. And the first time I started school was in Coolidge. And this
school was a one room school where mostly Hispanic children were going to school.
My folks worked at the Trading Post for the trader. My father did silversmith work,
my mother did the weaving work.

So that one May morning a wagon came up to the trading post and there was Joe
Silversmith and Dorothy Silversmith. We got in the wagon. There was myself and my
sister. The four of us went from there on a wagon all the way to Rehoboth, Rehoboth
Mission. We left about ten o’clock in the morning from the trading post, and we got to
Rehoboth about five o’clock that afternoon. We stayed there overnight, and the next
morning I was taken down to the school office where they registered me. And about
noontime the folks had to leave, they had to go back. You know it’s a long trip back to
Coolidge, especially on wagon and horse. So they left us there.

I went to school there. I never saw ... well, I saw my folks about once every six
months or something like that. Stayed in school all year. At the end of the school year
we went to the highway, stopped the bus and went home on the bus, you know, Grey-
hound Bus. Stayed there, went to school there up to 1942.

Samuel Tso:

One day my cousins and my sisters, they got them ready, and they got the wagons
ready to take them back to school. Me, I had to take the sheep out. While I took the
sheep out, I saw them get in the wagon and move out. While I was over there to the
side herding sheep, I decided: this is the day I'm going to go. So that’s one thing a
person that herds the sheep never does: to leave the sheep and go somewhere. But I
did! T tried to follow the wagon. I couldn’t catch up with it. But I guess my mother
and my father, every now and then they check on me ... they probably saw me follow-
ing the wagon. So my father saddled up the horse, came followed that wagon. Boy
that wagon went along and I couldn’t catch up with it. So he finally caught up with
me. All he said was “get up in the back.” SoI just got up on the back and we went on.
There was no word exchanged between us, my father and me. But halfway to school
he finally said, “So you really want to go to school.” And that was it.

When we got to where the school is, there’s a Catholic church, a big Catholic
church. We stopped there, and my father and me we went over to greet the priest. I
never saw a house, I never saw a building, I never saw any Anglos at all, at that time.
But this guy came out; he’s got that hood covers his head, and a robe with something
like a rope tied around its waist, and it has a wide sleeve. And he came out with his
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hands, both hands, inside the white robe and the hood pulled down. He has beard
that cover all over him. I think he mumbled something about greetings in the Navajo
language. When he took his hand out I saw his hand. His hand’s white. But his face
is covered with all that beard. Then after his hood he had a white forehead. So that’s
what we call bilagdana. Bila means “hands,” gdana means “white.” So in English
that’s Anglos. And then he fed us and we stayed there overnight.

In the morning we get up. He fed us again. And my father said, “Let’s go to
where there are many windows.” Many windows? I never heard of windows at the
time. He says, “tsé soi4ani.” Tsé soi means “rocks that you see through.” £ani means
“many.” So I wonder what it is. So we went over there and there it was—this big
building with windows all over along the side there. We went inside. And after we
went inside there’s a lady that came out, that greeted us. They took all the information
about us. And after the registration, the next thing they do is, “You’re gonna take a
bath,” they say. And you pulled out a basket, opened it; took a look at me. “I think this
is your size.” Government issued shoes. Ilook at it. Oh boy, that’s going to be my first
shoes. And then after I got that shoes, my dad says, “Take off the moccasin.” He says,
“That was your grandmothers moccasin that you were wearing to herd sheep.” So 1
took that off and then the matron took me into what I found out was the shower room.
And she gave me soap to go in there and says, “Wash in there. Wash all over your
body. Take all your clothes off. Here, you put this on. Your socks, your underwear,
your pants, and your shirt. After you wash, you put that on.” So I went in there and
I looked around. All I saw was water on the floor. So I turned around and asked the
lady, “Where’s the water?” “Oh,” so she came over. “This is how you get the water.
You turn this knob on. This one is cold water. This one is hot water. Be careful. You
have to turn it on careful.” So she helped me adjust it here. The water was coming
out from there. Boy that really amazed me! Says, “You get underneath it. Wash your
hair, all over. Here’s the soap.” I found out the soap is kind of slippery. I started play-
ing with it. After I finished taking a shower and rinsed the soap off, and they give me
towel. I reached for the towel and I looked out from the stall and I saw somebody way
over there. Came out and look. So I just went back in and finished drying myself and
then put on my underclothes. Then I found out I put on the underclothes the wrong
way. She came in and started giggling. “Don’t you have any underwears to wear?” [
didn’t know how to respond because I never had any. “So this is how you do it.” So
she helped me put it on. Then after I put it on, she left, pick up some of the stuff and
took it. So I start following her, look out, and here somebody came out. And I start
walking. And that guy start walking this way. And then what I discovered was, there’s
a big mirror standing there! When I came to it, I found out I could touch it, and I dis-
covered myself. That was me. “Hey, that’s me standing there!” I felt around and even
my own face there. Afterward we went out and she showed me where my bed would
be —mattress, sheet and blanket. “This is where you’re going to stay and sleep.” Boy,
that was something! That’s better than sheepskin. That’s how I started school.

Jack Jones:

However, as time went on, when I was at a young age, well, I was sent to school
in Shiprock. I must have been about maybe six or seven years old. They gave us the
clothing that were military ... sort of like this color [points to a khaki green place mat].
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Kind of light green or dark green. And they gave us to wear ... they were all
sizes, small, and they had sort of a slim bottom down there. And they gave us shoe.s,
they gave us little pants, they gave us those coat, the same colo.r, and we were all in
uniform. And they led us to drill, to drill in formation. So we drilled, and at E,he same
time I never knew any Anglo English word in any, like you say “no” or “yes,” I never
knew nothing as far as English, English language is concerned.

So that’s the way it went, and ... maybe one year, two years, three years, well, I
begin to pick up some English words.

Alfred Peaches

So finally when I got to 15 years old, my
father says, “OK, son, you can go to school.
I think we can manage the ranch by our-
selves.” That’s what they told me. So I got
to school. I was a wild man, you know. I
had long hair ... regular traditional hair style.
And T got to school the next fall, and there-
fore that was nineteen ... 1939, [ believe. All
this time my brother had been to school, he
never told me anything about “yes” or “no,”
you know, in English. So I didn’t know yes
or no—nothing. When I got to school it was

kind of rough on me.

At boarding schools across the Navajo Reser-
vation, students were expected to speak only =4

in English. The punishment for speaking just  Alfred Peaches at school.
one word of Navajo was often severe. Bill ~ Photo courtesy Alfred Peaches.

Toledo was asked if he was ever punished for

speaking Navajo:

Oh, yeah! Yes! Boarding school. During the school, when they ggtch you spealf—
ing ... I think the government was trying to change your culture, t0.01V1hze you. That’s
what they were trying to do. When they catch you talking Navajo, they punish you.
Then ... I don’t know if you ever taste those yellow soap. That’s what they wash your
mouth out with it, you know. And then sometimes in the livingroom, on those hard
floor, they make you stand, you know, down on your knees in the corner for so many
hours without moving around. But, after you wash your mouth out and cleaq your
mouth out with soap and rinse it out and everything, you still go back gnd talk_ in Na-
vajo again! [laugh] As long as they’re not around, you know — jabber, jabber, jabber.

Samuel Tso was another with a streak of defiance:

They don’t want us to talk our own language. When we do talk our own language,
in secrecy, always somebody tells on us. And they come and says, “Y'ou’ve been talk-
ing Navajo.” They punish you; kneeling down in the corner. Thirty minutes. And thfen
they ask, “OK, Sam, are you going to talk Navajo again?” And then you answer with
yes or no—in Navajo! [laughs] And then right there you get punished again!
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Alfred Newman.

So there was a little kid, when I first went to school, when I first started school —
he didn’t know too much English. I don’t remember what I said to him. This lady that
took care of the dormitories, she heard me. And, boy, she comes running out. “Did
you say something in Navajo?” I know she heard me, and I couldn’t say, couldn’t tell
+. “Yes Idid. I was telling him to make him understand.” “Well, you know you’re
not supposed to talk Navajo under any circumstances,” she said to me. “We’ll have to
correct that,” she said. So she went somewhere—1I don’t know, it’s where she keeps
stuff; she tore a piece of that paper. “Sit down at that table and write ‘I must not talk
Navajo’ 500 times,” she said. So I started with a single pencil. When she wasn’t
around, I got two.

[Newman’s wife, Betsy]: It was very strict, that school was very strict. To this
day, people complain who went to school there how strict it was, and all that, But I
don’t know. We never, we never felt that it was very strict because we always, I guess
you felt the same as 1 did, we always felt that it was for our own good, that we ... for us
to learn. Didn’t take it as a punishment.

I didn’t ... T had no grudge against what happened at Rehoboth government
school. At Rehoboth, we were told we need to learn English.

Chester Nez:

Oh, it was awful, man. I didn’t talk or nothing. I kept to myself. I didn’t want
to ask question, I didn’t want to answer questions and stuff like that. I almost came
to—just a ball-like, you know. I didn’t want to ... matter of fact, I almost didn’t have
anything to do with that school. I didn’t want to go to school. And I didn’t know a
word of English when I went to school. Nothing. It was mostly Navajo. So we stayed
at this Tohatchi for almost a year. And my brother was the one that took us out to Fort
Defiance, Arizona. That’s where I begin to pick up “yes” and “no,” “I want this,” and
this and this and that, and tried to learn the words in English, you know. It was very
difficult in those days. Some of these people that worked with the Navajos, took care
of us, they were mean, mean men. 1 always remember that and how they used to take
aruler, and put your hands out like this, and BANG THUMP THUMP THUMP, on the
side. It was awful. I’ll never forget that. Some of these people that mistreated all these
young kids, small kids. That was real bad. I often think about those things.

How long did you stay in school?

Nine months. Nine months at school. Nine months. At the end of nine months
that’s when the kids took off. And there was another thing. When the school was out,
some of these young kids— their family, parents would come and pick them up, take
them home. But me, I was really too far from home. This one guy had an old Model
T pickup, and he used to come and load us up and then take us to a place called Manu-
elito. It’s on 66. He used to drop us off there. And I lived ... from Manuelito to my
place, was about 35 or close to 40 miles. He used to dump us off. We used to walk
from there. Somebody, the older person that’s with us, would take us home. We used
to spend the night out in the open. When the sun goes down, we build a fire and we
spend the night there. The next day we started walking again.

How old were you?
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I was about 10 years old. It used to take us about two days to get home from this
Trading Post, walking. In those days it was very difficult. It was so hard. Transporta-
tion. There was no cars, no nothing. Mostly walking.

It was real bad, man. Those people that work for the government, some of our
own peoples, how they used to treat us in those days. Man, it was real bad then.
They’d kick you and they'd hit you, slap you, knock you down. It was awful, growing
up in government schools. I was thinking that it was something I’ll never forget, the
way they used to mistreat us. Tused to feel sorry for some of those little boys, five or
six years old—they get kicked around, crying. Bad. But later on it got a little better.
It got a little better later on.

Alfred Peaches:

I remember one guy was teaching us. He was a German. When the war started,
they took him away. Other German people were being watched, I guess. So was the
Chinese. Chinese and Japanese, especially Japanese. They round up all the Japanese;
they were camped down here, Leupp. They were holding Japanese down there. It was
a big camp, campground.

Samuel Tso:

In June, we’re finished high school—don’t know where to go. I thought the fed-
eral government would provide transportation for me to take me home. All they told
me was, “There’s a road down that way to the main highway. Either turn right or turn
left. There are towns there, there are jobs available.” So the only thing I could do is
pack my suitcase, start walking down the road without any money. No money. Walk-
ing down the road about a mile down the highway; that suitcase was real heavy. All
I could do is look ... bailing wire or some kind of rope. But I found some old rusty
bailing wire. Ilooped them around, hooked it on the suitcase and put it over my arm
and shoulder. And I pad it with a jacket that T had, and I start walking again. I getreal
tired. Isit down. A car passing by; they won’t pick me up. I went down to the main
highway and this suitcase was in my way, S0 I decided to hide it across the road some-
where. That suitcase was in my way.

The shortest way was to Gallup, the longest way was to Grants and Albuquerque.
So I decided to go to Gallup. Left my suitcase there in an arroyo. (It’s still there. 1
never went back to pick it up. It’s still there.) I finally probably walked halfway to
Gallup before someone picked me up and dropped me off in Gallup.

Tired and hungry. No money. That night I just went out of the main town, I went
up on top of the hill, and T just found a rock, so I sat on top my jacket, and I went to
sleep there.

In the morning I got up, went back down to the bus depot, and I just washed my
face, and asked for jobs here and there. No jobs. Just before noon I was getting desper-
ate. Where could I get some money? I went over to the railroad station. Usually a lot
of Navajos get hired on the railroads as common labor. 1 went over there and ... I told
them I was only 19. And they don’t employ 19 year olds; you have to be 21 years old to
work, so I just left. Before I went out the door the guy said, the guy that interview me
said, “Why don’t you come back this afternoon? We may have something for you.”

So I just hung around that building until one o’clock. I went through that building
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S](;(?; again. As soon as I walked through that door, the man that interviewed me said
1d you say you’re 217" Boy that e ,
s Ty y that really stunned me! All I could say: “Yeah, yeah,

“So we put you on a train this afterno i
on and go on down to
work there.” & California, put you to

“How am I going to get in there?”

Says, “You don’t need to worry about it. On this train, when we hire you, we’ll
put your name on our list and you can eat on borrowed money from your wor »

But, I'm still hungry. I just walked around and found a ... one Navajo mz.m used
to go to school at Fort Wingate, and I found out he’s working. I asked him to loan
me five bucks. “When I get paid I'll double the money to you.” He finally did. He
loaned me $5.00. And then I know a place where ... they call a place “Lucky LuI.ICh ?
A Japanese owns that cafe. You can eat there—a hamburger for 25 cents, five ccnts.a

cup of coffee. I went over there and I ate over there. And th i
il haye Jiieh wihten T2 1 Sori : en with what I have left,
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out there was no salt to season our meat. Goddang, we gotta have salt! Our best runner
in the group was sent back to the dormitory to steal some salt from somewhere.

So he came back— he was all panting, he had really run hard. He came back. We
looked at him and said, “What’s wrong with you Joe?” He was panting and wheezing,
trying to get his breath. He said, ““You know what? The United States’s been bombed.”
He said it like that, “The United States’s been bombed.”

We looked at him, astonished. What did he say? “What did you say, Joe?”

“The United States’s been bombed.”

“Where?”

And then he said, “Something called Pearl Harbor.” Where is Pearl Harbor?
Where is Pear]l Harbor, anyway? I guess one in the crowd had studied a little bit about
Hawaii. He says, “I think Pear] Harbor is in Hawaii. I think. I’'m not sure,” he says.

“But that’s not United States. Hawaii is way away in the middle of the Pacific
Ocean someplace. That’s not United States.”

“Well, it belongs to the United States. They say it’s a territory of the United
States.” So the radio says United States’s been bombed. So instead of —he brought
the salt back all right, but we just gathered our sandwiches up.

We listened to the radio in the dormitories —see what he said. So we went back to
the dormitory and listened to the radio. Everybody was quiet really. Usually the living
room is really a noisy place to be, but this time everybody was trying to listen to what
was going on, what was being said on the radio. But it was in the Hawaiian Islands
and the United States Naval Base at Pearl Harbor had been bombed at eight o’clock
this morning. Here it was five, six o’clock in the evening. So the thing that I heard
was President Franklin Roosevelt was talking on the radio. He says, “This is a day
of infamy” he says. And I distinctly remember that. Because I didn’t know ... what
is “infamy”? So they condemned the Japanese naval forces for sneaking on a United
States Naval base in Pearl Harbor. Our matron, the house mother, was standing there
with us listening. And she—every time something drastic is said over the radio, she
said 0-0-0-ooh! [Keith Little chuckles softly when recalling the house mother’s reac-
tion] That’s how come I remember all these things. “But tomorrow the Congress will
come to Washington, D.C., and they may have to declare war.” 0-0-0-ooh! she says.

“Why are you so worried, Mrs. Simon?” somebody said.

“Because a lot of the young men are going to get killed for nothing,” she said.
And we were not even thinking about that. Something kind of foreign.

Recruiting & Training

Everything is shining on him; shoes shining, all
the brass on him shining. Dress blues. And we
all wanted to be like him.

— Bill Toledo

&

The First 29 prepare to leave for the Marine Corps Depot in San Diego, California,
May 4, 1942,

Grozfp on left side, left to right: unidentified, John Manuelito, unidentified, Charles
Yazzie, Cozy Brown, Chester Nez, David Curley, USN Officer, Sam Begay, Carl N.
Gorman, USMC Officer, unidentified, Eugene Crawford, USMC Officer, Major Frank
Shannon.

GrOI:tp on right side, left to right: Dale June, Frank Pete, Wilsie Bitsie, James Dixon,
Benjamin Cleveland, Lloyd Oliver, unidentified, unidentified, Oscar lithma.

Photographed by Milton Snow. Courtesy of the Navajo Nation Museum, Window Rock, AZ.

Catalog #N07-121.
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The use of American Indian languages as a form of secure communication goes
back to the First World War, when Choctaws were used to relay messages in their own
language in the battlefields of France. The enemy was taken by surprise, and the ex-
periment was considered a success.

In 1940, another experiment was carried out by the Army Signal Corps in Loui-
siana, this time with the Comanches. The idea was abandoned because of the lack
of equivalents in the Comanche language for words such as “tank” or “submarine.”
The Comanches and Choctaws substituted words in their language to describe mili-
tary terms, a practice that was perceived as a weakness. The irony of course is that it
was precisely this substitution that gave strength to their codes as well as the Navajo
Code. It created what has often been described as a “code within the code,” so that
even one fluent in the Navajo language would not be able to understand an intercepted
message.

Chester Nez:

Back in 1942, around about May, these recruiters came to Tuba City. They were
looking for some young guys to join the Marine Corps. So there’s a roommate by the
name of Roy Begay, and I told him, “Why don’t we try out?” So he says, “Let’s go.”
So we went up to this guy, and we told him that we’d like to try to see how we was
going to make out. They registered us—I think there was five of us sitting on stools.
And then they took us to Window Rock, and there must have been about 200 or close
to 300 young men—some of them are older, overage. And all day, they try to get these
guys to remember when they were born, how they grew up, what their job was, things
like that. And I just waited around all day that first day, and they only took — I think
it was 26 or 27. We spent the night, and the next day they tried it out again, see if they
can maybe two or three more. So the next day they got 29, and the recruiters got ready,
and they told us we’re about ready to move out of Fort Defiance. So they moved us
to Fort Wingate. And there, we waited around for maybe two or three hours. And in
the evening they took us to supper with the students, and when we finished our supper,
they took us back out. And there was a bus there. We boarded the bus there. It must
have been about 6:30 or 7:00 in the evening. And then we took off, said we’ll be on
our way to San Diego.

So we left Fort Wingate and we traveled all night. And it must have been about
close to five or six o’clock in the morning when we got to San Diego. This was on
Sunday when we arrived in San Diego, so we couldn’t do nothing. We just took it easy
all day. And Monday they gave us uniforms, took a medical examination, and all that
stuff. And all the 29 went through. No problem. And so we started ... they told us
all kinds of different stories, then they showed us a movie about Wake Island. It was
a story about how the enemy came in, the Japanese, and how they fought them and
everything like that. And then we started our training. It took us seven weeks to finish
boot camp.

The idea of a code utilizing American Indian languages may have been dropped
by the Army, but the Marines revisited the idea in early 1942. Bill Toledo:

It came from a white man that grew up learning the language. It was his idea.
He sent it to the Marine Corps ...
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The First 29 are
sworn into the United
States Marine Corps
at Fort Wingate, NM,
by Major Frank Shan-
non. May 4, 1942.
Photo courtesy of the
Navajo Nation Mu-
seum—Milton Snow Coll.
#NO7-58.

Do you remember his name?

Philip Johnston. Yeah, he talks [Navajo]; you can understand him, you know. He
Flon’t talk real fluently, but you could understand him. He grew up among the Navajos
in Leupp, Arizona. Then he served in World War One where he found out that the army
was using the Oklahoma Indians, you know, using their language in the war.

Chester Nez:

I guess Philip Johnston talks to the commanding general and now they tried them
out, from what I understand they tried to make up a code. And there was some Navajos
that were working in Los Angeles. So they got these guys—three or four of them —and
took them to San Diego, and they tried them out. They wrote out a message; and they
had one section here and another section over there of Navajos. They wrote out a
message and they sent it to one another. And it worked out perfect, perfect. So they
decided ... Johnston was the one that really puts himself to develop a code in our own
language. And that’s what we did.

&
Chester Nez:

And after we finished boot camp they took us on to a place called Camp Elliott.
Camp Pendleton wasn’t built at that time. There was no Camp Pendleton. It was
Camp Elliott. So we started to make up a code.

One morning after breakfast this major took us into a big room like this. And he
told us that we was going to make up a code from A to Z in our own native language.
And we were kind of surprised to hear something like that. We didn’t know what the
hell he was talking about. He left the room and locked the door behind him.

They started out talking about how we was going to make up that code from A,
from letter A we started different kinds of animals, the names of animals. The alphabet
starts with an A so we decided to use the red ant, wol-1a-chee, so that was A; and
then B was a bear; C was a cat, C; D was a deer; E was an elk, and all down the line. It
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was very interesting. We finished the code. We talked about it and went back through
the whole thing again and tried to decide what we was going to use. We had qhanged
the name of, or leave it just the way it is. So we finally came to the .conclus1or} that
we was going to use what we made up as the code. So we started .traimpg and training
and training for about 13 weeks, and tried to develop and memorize this code that we
made up at Camp Elliott. I think it was in November when we were ready to ship gut.
And we all got together—decided how we was going to be divided_ up. At.that time
they only had 1st Marine Division and 2nd Marine Division. The third was just about
to start to form a division, so I went with the 1st Marine Division, and then the second
divide us up into two groups, and we shipped out that November 1942,

Twenty-seven of the First 29 were shipped off to the South Pacific; the_ofher two re-
mained behind for recruitment and training purposes. One recruiter visited the high
school in Crownpoint. Bill Toledo recalls the visit, and the events that followed: .

So I went back to school, and about the last part of October 1942 a young Marmp
came to our school, you know, a Navajo Marine. He was all dressed_up in blues, his
dress blues, you know, and real sharp. His name was Johnny Manuelito, and he must
have been about maybe 19 or 20 years old. ‘Course at that time we didn’t know that he
was a Code Talker. He was already trained, you know. So he wanted to talk to all us
18-year-olds, and so we all assembled in the auditorium. And he talked to us for abf)ut
maybe 45 minutes. He talked about all the good stuff in Marine Corps, the good life:
you get to travel the country, the world; and all about the liberties we would have, the
weekends and all that. One thing he never mentioned was boot camp! And of course
we were really, you know, we were really listening, because he really dressed up réal
nice, you know, and real sharp. Everything is shining on him, you know; shoes shin-
ing, all the brass on him was shining, you know. Dress blues. And we all wanted to
be like him.

So after he got through,
five of us got together—three of
us from the Torreon. And one

.. was Frank Toledo—you al-
ways see his picture, you know,
those two guys, Preston [To-
ledo] (you always see him in
the books or on TV, you know,
sitting there by the radio); and
myself, and then two other guys
from Crownpoint, Ralph and
Herbert Morgan. So five of us
got together and we talked it p :
over, you know. So we decided PFC Preston Toledo (left) and PFC Frank Toledo.
to join. We were all 18 years Photo courtesy National Archives.
old so we don’t need the parents
permission, you know. So, so we all decided to volunteer. _

And they sent us to Fort Wingate to have our physical. We all passed our physical,
except Preston. He, he was about maybe two or three pounds light. So he start, he start
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complaining, you know, that he don’t want to go back to school. He wanted to go with
us. Said, “Think of something!” he said, “I wanted to go with you guys!” he said. So
the recruiter said, “after you guys have your lunch at the school, come back and we’1l
recheck you.” So we start teasing Preston, you know, that he should put some rocks or
sand in his pocket. “Don’t make fun of me!” he said, “I’m serious!” he said. So after
we ate lunch, you know, Frank came up with a good one. He said, “Why don’t you go
back over there to the kitchen or to the washroom and drink, drink a lot of water,” he
said, “as much as you can stand.” So he went back over there; and we went back to
the recruiter and he weigh us again, you know, all over again. And Preston passed. He
must have gained maybe about five or six pounds. He was happy. And he went with
us. He was with the 1st Marine Division. He died last year, in November [2004]. Ac-
cident, you know, around between Crownpoint and Cuba. He ran into a horse at night.
And Frank Toledo, he died in 1970. And then the other two guys, Ralph Morgan, he
was Killed in action in over there by New Guinea. And I don’t know what happened to
Herbert. He’s ... his cousin, I never knew what happened to him. So there was five of
us that, you know, we joined.

Alfred Newman remembers the day his stepfather brought a letter home:

Let’s see ... I was about 17, 18 years old. And, uh, then one day my stepfather
brought the letter back. I opened it and read it, and it was from the U. S. government,
asking me if I was interested in joining the Marine Corps. It said we have a special
assignment. If you are interested report to Fort Wingate school. So I said, “Well, I
guess Il join the Marine Corps and see what it does.” I didn’t think they would ac-
cept me because I wasn’t a big husky macho man: I was a little skinny Navajo boy.
So I hitchhiked down there. My folks didn’t have a car or anything, so I hitchhiked to
Wingate.

I don’t know how many guys were there. We were all put in ... we all went into a
building, and there was a Marine Corps sergeant there, and he had a Navajo interpreter
with him. And he asked questions, or he told us the Marine Corps wanted Navajo men
... he didn’t say what he wanted them for. He said we just like to have some Navajo
Indians in the Corps. And so we all signed our name, and told us when to report back.
And he said you’ll be taken to Santa Fe for your physical. There you’ll be accepted
into the Corps if you pass the tests, physical tests. So about two weeks later, we got on

Standing: Recruiters Cpl. John Bena-
lly and Johnny Manuelito.

Seated: Rex T. Kontz (bottom step);
the remainder are unidentified. Fort
Wingate Boarding School, October 5,
1942,

Photographed by Milton Snow. Courtesy of
the Navajo Nation Museum, Window Rock,
AZ, Catalog #NO7-38.
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the train in Gallup, went to Santa Fe, and went through our physical. There’s a whole
bunch of Navajo boys there. I mean there’s all size and shape, and those that were ac-
cepted into the Marine Corps went one way; some went to the army; some went to the
Navy. SoI was told to go into this other line, and so did Joe Silversmith. We went at
the same time there.

Alfred Peaches:

It was time to go back to school, so I came back to the reservation; registered at
the school, and they put me in 6th grade class. I was only in 6th grade then. And I was
in the class for about a week and then I went home one day, one weekend, And when
I got home my mother says, “Son, go to trading post at Kayenta. Get my mail, get
any mail I got down there. Bring it back to me.” So I saddled the horse and took off,
20 miles away, and took off early in the morning— got there about noon. He took my
mother’s mail. And there was only one mine: it was a draft card. So I brought back
the mail and some groceries, back to the house, and I told my mother. I read the draft
card. It says report at a certain date—I forgot what the date was—anyway it says ... I
told her, I told my mother I got a card from draft board. Ihad to go to. They told me
to go down there, go to examination, go to service. So that I told my mother. And she
says, “OK, son, whatever they say, you go down there.”

Keith Little enlisted in March 1943, the day after his birthday:

I got permission to ride the mail bus from Ganado Mission to Gallup. That eve-
ning I had to stay in a motel, and then go to a recruiting station, a Marine Corps recruit-
ing station because a lot of my friends had joined the Marine Corps, and I wanted to be
one of them. And somewhere—I think it was at the post office somewhere —that I had
seen a sign saying that the United States Marine Corps are the greatest fighting men in
the world. So that was a drawing power for me.

M. Little was sent by bus all the way to Phoenix, only to be told to return to school
to finish the year.

But when they sent me back, they gave me a piece of paper and they said “You
carry this with you when you get back to Ganado. Get somebody—your guardian,
somebody that takes care of you, to sign it so you can enter the Marine Corps.”

So I went back to Ganado and in the meantime a fellow that I got acquainted with,
a Navajo boy —same age as me, I guess—we went together to Phoenix and came back
together, and we talked about— we didn’t talk about our age but in the process of talk-
ing, he brings out the fact that, “You’re 17 years old?”

“Yeah, I’'m 17.”

“You gotta get your guarding to sign these papers.” He says, “You know what?
If I go to my father, he’s going to say no. He’s not going to sign it, my mother is not
going to sign it, my grandpa is not going to sign it. Tell me to herd sheep.” So he says,
“T know a man out there, I call him anaalf ... so we’ll go talk to him.” '

So the next day we got out of the confinements of the boarding school where
we stayed, and went walking over to this guy’s place. He was taking his sheep out
when we got there. And we asked him—well the guy asked him, he says, “You want
to thumbprint a paper for us?” (He asked him in Navajo.) And the guy, without even
asking no question, he says, “Sure, bring the paper.” So we brought out the paper, and
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then he says, “Where’s the thumb printer?”

No thumbprint pad!

“Well,” he says, “you don’t have it. You want me to thumbprint a paper for
you?”’

S‘Yes.,,

“Well, go find a thumb printer someplace. I don’t know where; go steal one if
you have to,” he says. So we walk all the way back to the boarding school. All the
conversation is in Navajo. Look around different places, offices. Every one of these
office people, they ask us what we want. We asked a certain question. We knew we
would get a negative answer. So about noon time, close to noon time, the superinten-
dent of the agency, I guess it was him (somebody in the high official because he had an
old suit on), he left the office and left his door open. And right on the desk there was a
little black box; and my friend runs over there and picks it up and look at it and stuck
it in his pocket. “Let’s go.”

You walk all the way back up here: Fort Defiance, the junction—way back in
there, he was herding sheep, way in the corner in the rocks. We found him up there.
And he laid the paper out on a flat rock; told him to put his thumb right here. That’s
what he did, he put his thumb right there. On my paper, he puts his thumbs on. Now
we’re OK, and then we started to walk on. “Hey, come here, come here! What did I do
that for, anyway? What is that?”

“We’re going to where they’re fighting. We’re going way over there to California
where we’re going to learn to fight. And then we’re going to go overseas to fight the
Japanese.”

“Good, good, good,” he says. We started to walk on. “Hey boys, I'm going to tell
you something,” he says. He puts his hands on our shoulders. “Now you guys, when
you get to where they’re fighting, I want you to kill just as many Japanese as possible.
Now get going,” he says. So that’s the way we got to the Marine Corps.

Samuel Tso’s liberal manipulation of his age caught up with him one day at work. He
remembers.

I went to work over in California. Not even a month later the draft board came
around while we were working on the railroad, checking our registration card for ser-
vice. When they came around, I told them, “I’m 19.”

Says, “No you can’t be 19. You can’t work on this railroad when you’re 19.
You’ve got to be 21.”

“So, OK,’m 21.”

He says, “You go over to the draft board and register there.” So I have to take the
day off that day and go to San Bernardino, California; register. Not very long after that
Uncle Sam called me.

IN THE SERVICE

Alfred Newman was a part of the 297th All-Navajo Platoon. He recalls his first days
in the Marines:

I don’t remember how long it took us to get to San Diego on the train. You
know, it used to stop at all these little places, like Barstow, Flagstaft, and all along to
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California. I think we got there late in the ... or some evening, either the next day or
something like that, you know, the evening. And just ... just herded off to a tent area
where there was nothing but what they call “tent city.” We’re justall ... all in line. The
sergeant— the drill sergeant—met us there. There was three of them. They all put us in
lines and said now you’re in the Marine Corps, and you do this and that. They march
us over to the tent area and they just said OK, you five, here; you five, there; you five,
there—went down the line, put us in the tent. There were cots in there with a mattress
on it. For the first night they say, “Here’s a blanket,” and he just threw a blanket at us,
and we went to sleep that way.

The sergeant said, “Tomorrow morning you’ll hear the reveille. I give you 15
minutes to shower, shave and shampoo,” he said. So we all, we all went to bed when
the ... well the taps was already blown, I guess. We just went to bed. And the next
morning, I figured ... well, I couldn’t sleep. It’s all new to me and I’ve never been
away from home, that far away, and everything was strange to me. The only place was
that school. Of course it’s right within an area where my folks could see me, you know,
but this was miles and miles away. So I was kind of a little leery about everything.

When the reveille blew, everybody was rushing over there, trying to be first. They
had a long building with showers and wash basins and commodes on one wall.

From then on I got onto routine. That day, we went through the medical part. We
had to strip down and we marched by the doctors and we marched back around this
way. And there’s some men nurses with syringe on each side—we walked down there,
poked us here and poked us here. And on down the line, we went to the quartermaster,
same ol’ same building, quartermaster’s section. They threw us the uniforms, say,
“here.” They just look at us, just picked out what they call fatigues or dungarees; they
just threw it at us, on the table: all the underclothes, the dungarees, top, and a hat to
wear. We marched a little further, we stepped on a scale, they weighed us and at the
same time they look at the measurement on the scale on our, for our feet, for new pair
of shoes. I told him, “This shoes is a little too small.” He says, “Well, what do you
want to do? Go barefooted? Take it or leave it.” So that was it.

Back to the barracks when we all got done; the sergeant was waiting there. We all
got dressed up in our new uniforms, and, “Fall out,” and blew the whistle—“fall out.”
So we all went out there on the parade ground, fell in formation, and had aroll call. He
had trouble pronouncing some names, Navajo names. One guy, his name was Etsicitty.
He just called him “Electricity.” There’s some other names he had trouble with, but he
got them straightened out. But that Etsicitty got him every time!

So that was our first day. Our first day there, we started marching. We were just
all stumbling around, and trying to keep in step. And the poor little guys that were
small, put the taller guys up front, and couldn’t keep up with the taller boys. They had
to skip around to try to get in step. Drill sergeant got a little disgusted. Well, the first
day wasn’t so bad; I guess he had a little patience. The end of the first week I guess he
had enough. He started cussing, calling names and, “Hey, you stump jumpers,* let’s
get in step!” Boy, I mean, he used foul language. He’d go up to you, look you in the
face, just tell you off, what he thought of you. And he told me, “Sonny boy, you better
put that razor to work!” he says. “Shave that peach fuzz off!” he said. Ididn’t think I

*stump jumper: World War II-vintage slang meaning a Marine from a rural background.
(Paul Dickson. War Slang: America’s Fighting Words and Phrases from the Civil War to the
Gulf War [New York: Pocket Books, 1994] p. 219)

30 ITHAD TO BE DONE

needed to shave then, so ... but he told me that, so the very next morning I did.

And that was the routine every morning: drill, breakfast, reveille, go do what
you had to do to clean up, and the whistle would blow and you fall out in line, drill a
few times; then I guess they had a schedule, how you went into the mess hall. While
we’re waiting we did calisthenics or drill. You know, you go to the mess hall, fall in
line, single line, pick up a tray —pick up a tray, and a cup, knife, fork, and spoon; walk
along the table where they had all the food. The Marines serving, they just get a great
big spoon, they just fwawped it in your tray. You can’t say I don’t want it. If you say
I don’t want it, they said “You better eat it!” I ate everything that was given me. And
some guys, you know, after they got a little acquainted, they says, “I don’t want that!”
Says, “You better eat it, Marine!” he say, And then they go along.

After you finish, you go by this garbage can. Now all the stuff that you don’t fin-
ish, like bones or peelings or something, you scrape it out of your tray. If you leave
some fruit in there, he says, “All right Marine, get over there and finish eating that!”
pull you off to the side and you have to eat it. That’s the way it was. You don’t have
nothing to say. You can’t even look at the sergeant cross-eyed or what do you want to
call it. He’ll tell you right off. *““You dumb [—],” he’ll call you.

Bill Toledo:

And after we got our physical, they sent us down to Phoenix where we officially
joined the Marines, you know, and from there they sent us down to boot camp. And
then we got to the Marine Corps base, you know, and we start lining up for haircuts.
And then always in the Marines they call you Chief, you know. And you get up to the
barbers, they say, “Chief, how do you want your hair cut? You want a light trim or a
close cut?” I say, “I just want mine trimmed real nice so I look nice.” Well, your hair
went off, cut, they just zoom zoom zoom, you know. Your hair’s about that big! And
everybody got a real short hair cut.

And then after we got our clothes, you know, Marine clothes, dungarees, and
we’re in a new uniform, you know, and you start, start learning how to march, you
know, and learning, learning the command and all that, you know. And it was, it was
kind of funny. You know, those GI’s were really strict in those days, you know. They
don’t hold back on anything. If you make a mistake, they really cuss you out. Re-
ally rough with you. And they gave you a command: half of us would go that way,
the other half go this way. Another command: we would bump into each other; and
us guys, you kifow, we thought it was funny. We really laughed about it, and then we
would get chewed out. After about a week or so, we straightened out. Everything just
goes real nice, you know, marching, command at the same time. It was really nice, you
know. We did a lot of running, a lot of exercise.

One thing I had a habit of doing was when we get in a formation, I always had my
hands in my pocket. We were told about it, you know. Keep your hand out of your
pocket. If you’re out in the combat area and the enemies catch you with your hand in
your pocket, you‘re a dead Marine! So one morning the DI caught me with my hands
in my pocket. He came over and ... (I don’t know if you’ve ever seen that movie about
Gomer Pyle and the DI? He always comes up to Gomer Pyle face to face and chews
him out.) That’s what he did, you know, he came up and chewed. I was looking down
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his throat, all going like this, and standing at attention: “Yes sir! Yes sir! Yes sir!” And
he was chewing me out about my hands in my pocket. Said, “Go back to the tent area,”
he said. “Get thread and needle.” The beach is just a little way from the Marine Corps
base. “You run down there and put wet sand in your pocket.” We had a big pocket in
these dungarees, you know. “Fill it up and sew it closed.” Went down there and put
sand in my pockets, sew it closed. He said, “Be sure and mark it where you took the
sand out.” I was carrying that sand for about two days. After two days, he told me to
go back to that area where I took the sand out. You know those tides, they come up
and fill it back up. I couldn’t find it, but I had a marker, you know, so I put it back in
there. Ilearned my lesson.

Jack Jones’s experience in the military-styled school in Shiprock paid off in Boot
Camp:

So then I ... the drill instructor, he teach you how to march. Well, I thought to
myself, [ know all of that. I know how to march. So it was no problem for me to learn
to march, you know, all the different marches, the command, and all. ITknew it all. So
from there, this sergeant asked me, he said, “What kind of Indian are you? What tribe
of Indian are you?” I said I'm a Navajo. He says, “You know, there’s a group of Na-
vajos over here, a whole bunch of them, platoon.” And he says, “Maybe I'll send you
over there.” And so the arrangement was made; they took me over there. I met a bunch
of Navajos over there, a whole bunch of them. And they were to learn the Code Talk.

Samuel Tso:

So I went through basic training in Marine Corps base in San Diego. One whole
month and then two weeks. Then we’re sent out for advanced training. We had a
practice shooting. They didn’t have to teach me that because I already know how to
hunt prairie dogs. I can kill a prairie dog about 50 yards away, with their eyebrows
just above the ground. I can shoot that. I made expert rifleman. They were talking
about me, training me for sniper because I held the Marine Corps shooting record for a
couple of months. There’s another guy that came in from somewhere — from Ozarks,
joined the Marines and broke my record.

Anyway, after that advanced training, we’re all shipped out. Here, the guys that
I trained with—the advanced training—they were shipped out. They took my sea bag
and put it to the side. The rest of them went on. Me, they sent me to Camp Pendleton.
I said, “Hey, my buddies are going there, so what’s the matter with me?” They said,
“You’re going to a special service group. You’re going to be training in a special ser-
vice. It is said that you are really needed there.” And then I found out that I have to
go to a Code Talkers school. When I joined that Code Talkers school I found out they
are forming a new division—a 5th Marine Division, they’re being formed. And I was
selected to go with the reconnaissance company. We train up in the mountains. ‘We
train out in the desert. We train out on the beach. We train out on the island. And we
train out at sea.

Kee Etsicitty:
Then you gotta go to the rifle range, you gotta go this way, you gotta go do that
training. A lot of training. Then, at the same time, they screen you again; and say hey,
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you talk a little bit of English. They got what they call Code Talking School. They’re
working on it. Uncle Sam wants you guys, Navajos.

Keith Little:

But anyway, when I enlisted I knew nothing about it. This was in 1943 —May of
1943 —1I went through the recruit depot in San Diego. During the process of my train-
ing I was asked if I was a Navajo. I told them I was. “Are you a Navajo?” “Yes, I'm
aNavajo.” The only thing the instructor said was, “I understand that the Marine Corps
needs Navajos badly because they’re good scouts.” So that’s how I got into the Code
Talkers school, simply because I was a Navajo.

Alfred Peaches:

Four weeks; get out of boot camp and you chose what outfit you want, like artil-
lery unit, amphibious, radio. So I chose something, I don’t know what. They said to
me, “You have to go to Oceanside, California,” he tells me. “You’re going to be a radio
operator,” they told me.

Bill Toledo talks about learning the Code:

And they make about 211 codes that we had to learn. So this school building was
... you had bars, you know, all on the windows and on the doors. All the entries had
bars. They has security outside and inside, walking around, seeing everybody’s doing
their ... this was one of the secret schools, you know. We were being watched all the
time. They wouldn’t let us carry notes on us while we were studying. Everything we
had to learn, we had to memorize. All these, all those 211 words we had to memorize,
all the way into the night. And then during the day we would be schooling, using the
code out there, by telephone, message —use the message, how to use the coded mes-
sage.

Was it difficult?

Yeah, it was hard at first, you know. Then after we caught on, it was kind of easy.
The Marine general was the one that said that these codes, that these words have to be
something that would become easy to remember. So that’s how they made it. And, like
“tank” was “turtle”, and chay-da-gahi is a turtle.

Jack Jones:

So there we were. And so from there, well, it was not much time, you know, given
to us to learn &ode talking. They give whole bunch of names like that, the names of
the ships, the names of different kinds of weapons. And then there was alphabet—you
got to learn how to spell this and that. And so sometime—lots of time on the message,
well, you had to use that alphabet.

Frequent use was made of the alphabet, and so it was decided to have multiple words
Sfor almost every letter of the alphabet. (The complete Navajo Code, including the
words for these letters, can be found in Appendix 1.) The reason for this is because
repetition creates patterns, and cryptanalysts look for patterns which can provide the
key to unraveling a code.
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Kee Etsicitty:

We tell each other: don’t never say anything about Code Talking, not even with
the outfit that you’re in; your best friend, don’t tell him about this. You’re with the
communication people, you’re in the Marine Corps, that’s what you tell them. That’s
all.

Samuel Tso remembers a thwarted reunion:

After we passed all that tests, we found out that we can go home to see our par-
ents. So they bought tickets for us and all that, and let us go. I went as far as Winslow.
The bus doesn’t come this way. From Winslow it goes down south. At Winslow, when
we got off the bus, there was a military police came out, calling our names. They gave
me a letter, and that letter said report right back. It says you have to get ready. The
other guys got their letters, and I found out they just ignored and went on home. Me,
I was told to come back right away, so I just went back. So I never saw my parents or
sister again.

Bill Toledo ships out:

They don’t tell you where you want to go, you know. So you just individually
know where you’re going to be assigned. So I was assigned to the 3rd Marine Divi-
sion, 9th Marine regiment, headquarters 3rd battalion, communications the radio and
telephone section. They took me over to Camp Pendleton that evening. The 3rd Ma-
rine Division were getting ready to move out overseas. So I joined this communica-
tion outfit that evening. And I was introduced to these guys, you know. And later on I
found out that these guys were talking about me. They say that I was assigned to this
communication as a Japanese interpreter. They were told not to talk to me or ask any
questions, you know. But anyway, we all got acquainted anyway even though they
told us not to talk to me, you know; I was still talking to them. And I got acquainted
that evening. And that’s when I joined these guys and I was with them for about three
years.

The next day we moved out to San Diego, moved out to San Diego harbor, where
we boarded one of those big troop ships called Mount Vernon. And after we boarded
ship, you know, we set sailing. And one thing happens to you when you boarded ship
and you’ve never been on it, is that you get seasick. And everybody was hanging over
the rails. It took us about two weeks to get down to New Zealand. We got down there
in February. It was winter over here when we left; it was summer down that way. And
on the way to New Zealand we crossed the equator. So they told us to put on our winter
uniform, you know, wool uniform, winter green. So we put it on and got on topside
and stand in the sun for about one hours. This guy’s falling over from heat. And I've
been through these sweat lodge, you know, and I guess that’s where it help me stay up
when we were initiated, crossing the equator.

-
-

L ] [ [ ]
Alfred Newman:
Some of our Navajo boys got homesick, I guess, when those waves, when they
rise like that. And you look way out there, and you think there were sheep coming.
The sheep were coming home.
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On the Battlefield

They were shooting at us, and we were talking to
the 2nd Marine Division, sending messages back
and forth—that’s all we did was send messages;
messages coming in and going out.

—Chester Nez

On the island of Peleliu.
Photo courtesy National Archives.




The Battle of Midway took place while the Navajo Code was still in its formative stag-
es. The first major battle employing the use of Navajo Code Talkers was Guadalcanal.
Chester Nez recalls:

We sailed aboard ship for about a little over three weeks. We came to this island
called New Caledonia, It’s a small island. I guess the island belonged to the French
people. And we stayed there about five—I think it was five months. We trained and
memorized all this code that we made up and used it, you know, to transmit the mes-
sage back and forth. We went on day and night maneuvers.

Alfred Newman:

We were like that for about two weeks, two weeks or more to get to New Cale-
donia. When we arrived there, the ship docked, and there we sit again, just waiting
around, waiting around. Used to watch those hammerhead sharks swimming around
the ship. And those seagulls would come around and boy, they bombarding you with
their droppings!

After we stayed there about two weeks, and it rained all those two weeks, it rained
and rained. Some of the guys were going nuts. What they were doing was sneaking off
the base and going to these natives over there that were making some kind of brew that
they make of their own. They call it Butterfly Juice, you know. That’s what they guys
called it. They drink that and they go nuts. One day we’re standing in the chow line,
and this guy just started yelling and jumping around, screaming and everything else.

Was it because he drank that Butterfly Juice?

Butterfly Juice and coconut; you make liquor out of coconut juice.

And that’s why he started screaming and all that?

Yeah. Yeah, I guess it’s just like dope or something, the way they make it, I
guess.

Chester Nez:

So finally, I think it was on April or May, they told us that we was about ready to
ship out to invade Guadalcanal. We boarded ship again and then we sailed for about
almost two weeks. And we saw the island w-a-a-a-y up ahead: that was Guadalcanal.
And it was really cloudy; and all the battleships and all the planes started to bombard
this area for about maybe two or three hours.

And when we’re ready to board the landing crafts, we got off the ship and got on
the landing craft and circled about and hour and a half. And then we started out, hit the
beach. And it was raining really hard, it was just raining, coming down. And then me
and my buddy, all we did was dig a foxhole and stayed down in there. They told us not
to move, just stay in your foxholes. They were bombarding us and we would shadow
those people. It was real hard. I mean, they ... our foxholes had water about that much
[gestures]. We was sitting in the foxholes. >

So the following morning—was told us to move on, so we fix our pack and then
we started out. Started to walk, and you could see all the dead Japs, you know, laying
around. Tt was something that T had experience, you know; it’s awful to really try to
understand what happened, and how everything was going to go, and who’s going to
be lucky or ....

They were shooting at us, and we were talking to the 2nd Marine Division, send-
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ing messages back and forth—that’s all we did was send messages; messages coming
in and going out. We’d received a message about supply and ammunition and food
and medical, and then relay reports on who got killed and how many soldiers were lost
and who needs different kinds of supplies. That’s what we were talking, sending mes-
sage back and forth. And at that time it changed, but we never had a chance to rest. I
mean this was the first, second
day that we were actually in
the war with the Japanese. At
first, you know, you’re not too
sure whether you’re going to
get hit or you’re going to get
killed, or something like that.
It’s very difficult situation. I
tied to get myself to be cool,
to get my mind set on what
I’'m doing—on the message
that’s coming in, and answer-
ing the particular message,
and sending them off. It was
very hard. That first, second,
third day was awfully hard,
really hard.

Guadalcanal, 1942.
Photo courtesy National Archives.

Bill Toledo on Guadalcanal:

We have air raid from other bases, you know.
There’s Japanese bases; those bombers, they come
in. [The] Army, they have these anti-aircraft guns,
you know, located different areas of the islands. And
they had these searchlights, too, that’ll go way up
into the sky to spot these bombers when they come
over. Then they shoot at it with these 90 millimeter
anti-aircraft guns. And they come over and they
drop bombs, you know, in different areas —mostly
on the airfield, that airfield they call Henderson
Field. And they got a lot of these Marine airplane
there, call it Wildcat fighter plane. Sometimes, dur-
ing the day, we watched these dogfights between
the Marine fighter plane and the Japanese Zeroes.
Every time a Japanese Zero gets shot down, every-
body hollers, you know, clapping, and yelling. And  Bill Toledo GRS WG@Q
some of those Zeroes, they get shot down, Then  Photo courtesy Bil Toledo.7~ 4 ~/®
when we find those wreckage, you know, we get a
piece of those scraps, ornaments, scraps from the plank. And these Marines, they bring
it over, and they used to bring it to me, and I'd put trees on there, you know, palm trees.
“Just draw us something on there,” you know. It’s sort of a souvenir.
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Bill Toledo recalls landing on
Bougainville:

We landed there on Bou-
gainville on November 1st, 1943,
They didn’t use me during the
landing. My colonel commander
was a very strict ... this guy never
smiled, he was always serious,
you know, he was always giving
you straight command, and never
smiled. And I don’t know why he
never used me in the landing. We
had a bad landing that morning.
We landed on the slopy area like
this, so a lot of those landing craft The first waves of U.S. Marines approaches Empress
got stuck on the beach. So we’re ~ Augusta Bay, Bougainville.
trying to pull them back into the Photo courtesy National Archives.
water, and there’s a Japanese base
on the other side of Bougainville. I guess they found out that we landed there, so the
Japanese Zero fighter plane, they came over and they strafed that beach while we were
all on there. And then our aircraft carrier was a little ways out in the water; guess they
notified them so they sent them fighter planes, chased these guys away and shot them
down. And we had a hard time in that landing.

At night, two guys, they share a foxhole. Communication section, you know, we
move behind the front line, front line troops, you know. We furnish communication
for the unit that we’re in. So during the landing they never used the code. I guess the
others, they used the code. So one night, about two nights later I think it was, a coded
message came in for the radio man. And my partner, he carries a little machine: they
call it Shackle cipher.* You feed the numbers and letters into this machine and line
them up, you know, where you get the message out of it. So these guys, they tried to
get the message. I don’t know how the message was written, but anyway they were
having a hard time with it. An hour went by. Two hours. Three hours. The com-
mander was getting discouraged. And my partner was out there with the radio man,
trying to get the message out there. And then finally the colonel said, “Get Toledo on
there, and see what he can do.” So my partner comes crawling back into my foxhole.
I cover myself with a canvas, and flashlight. I call the Code Talkers at the regimental
headquarters—John Kinsel. And I asked John, “What was in that message that you
sent to us?” So they got it, sent it to me, and I got it in less than three minutes. And
there was: where we was going to go the next morning, you know, for the front line
troops; one of the company was going to make a move, certain areas on the front ljne.
It was the message that these guys were trying to get. From then on, I got the job for

*According to Lieutenant Commander Paul E. Ruud of the U.S. Navy, “Japanese forces broke
the ‘Shackle code’ method of encrypting map coordinates during Operation Forager [Saipan]
and also imitated valid operators.” (How Much for a Pound of Communication? Marine Corps
Command and Staff College document written in fulfillment of a requirement for the Marine
Corps command and staff college. 1997.) This made the Navajo Code even more valuable
because it was never broken, and Navajo radio operators absolutely could not be imitated.
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the rest of the war because my code was faster. And the faster you send the code, the
faster you receive, and save somebody’s life.

Anyway, the commander was really impressed with that. Me and the radio man,
my partner, we always follow him around wherever he goes, you know. If the front
line troops want a round of ammunition or water or ration, he would write a message,
and we send it in code back to the regiment headquarters.

Chester Nez was on Bougainville, also:

And then the commanding general told our outfit that we were going to hit another
island. That was Bougainville. It’s a lot bigger than Guadalcanal. So we boarded ship
again and we started out sailing again for a couple of days. Then we hit Bougainville.
The same thing, the same situation, everything was about the same as Guadalcanal.
Just keep on fighting and fighting, day and night, day and night. And this took us about
almost three months to secure that island again.

Alfred Newman.

We had to establish a perimeter for the for the army to take over ... real thick
jungle, great big ol’ trees just covered everything. You could hardly see up through
the trees. And all of a sudden we heard a plane, and pretty soon we hear CRACK
CRACK CRACK CRACK, and shells bursting. It was 25 or 20 millimeter or some-
thing. And somebody yelled out, “Hit the deck!” and we all did. And somebody —1I
don’t know, this communication officer was in the back somewhere. One of the guards
said, “That’s our own plane! That’s our own plane!” I think it was a lieutenant that
said, “Throw that smoke shell out there!” It’s a yellow smoke shell; a grenade is what
it was. They just pull the pin out and throw it way out there. It emits yellow smoke, it
shows friendly troops from below. They just made one pass. They didn’t come back,
they just went on and I don’t know where they went.

And then we got to where we were supposed to go. We bivouaced again. And
then they told us, “This would be a permanent position here, so fix you foxholes good.
Sandbag them.” So they threw us empty sacks and we had to sandbag our foxhole.
And we waited, we just waited for our next order, and we stayed there about a week.

Word finally came through: he says, “You better advance up the hill.” I guess
some of the army troops had already pulled back. So we went up, went up, went up
there and, uh, I had to help carry parts of a machine gun. And every now and then
we'll hear sporadic fire from up in front of us; I guess they were Japanese snipers or
something. I don’t know whether they were taken care of or not, but anyway, we just
all hit the ground every now and then, and just keep going till we got to the side of the
hill. And on top of the hill was ... a lot of wounded guys up there. They said that they
couldn’t get them down. So he says, “We want volunteers to go up there.” So they
say, “You. You. You. Go up there.” We carried stretchers up there, carrying our rifles
and looked around there for wounded. There were some already dead. They were dead
for about two days. Some were still alive. One guy had his head split open right here,
and it was just full of maggots. And while the corpsmen were giving him first aid, we
were waiting to carry him out on a stretcher. Henry and I were kind of close together.
And all of a sudden we heard a Whoosh BOOM! It landed, oh, I would say about 20
feet from us. There was this corpsman—I think there were two of them —they were
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working on this soldier that was injured. He was still alive, and I think there were one
or two still alive—the rest were all dead. And fortunately that thing hit the tree, the
bomb. And, uh, I think two or three of them came down, but they were old shot. And
this one corpsman that was working on that wounded man, he had a piece of shrapnel
right on the center of his back, and he’s working on that man; he just sat there and
didn’t say a word or nothing. He just fell over. Guess that shot got to him, and he ...
he was dead when he hit the ground. He was sitting there next to the soldier, treating
him, giving him first aid.

And we only take two live guys off that hill; the rest were all dead. When ev-
erything quiet down, we all went down that trail with stretchers. The jeep ambulances
were all waiting down there. We put them on there and went back to the rear esche-
lon.

Kee Etsicitty recalls a more relaxed moment in Bougainville:

The planes come in. One day a bunch of them came in, Black Sheep—that’s the
name of the squadron that came in. When they come landing in, they had this Corsair
plane, you know —the wing of them drops down like that and comes up like that. They
call them Corsair, they call them. They come in there, a bunch of them—maybe, I
don’t know, about 18 of these guys. They were training in New Zealand. They come
there, refuel at that place, go on to Rabaul, I think they call it. We talked to these guys.
Some of them, they're friendly guys. Hey, what are you guys doing? These, there was
one, two, three of them got this little red flag painted on their plane. And there’s one
fellow, kind of skinny like that. He had, I think he had 14 of those flags. I talked to
him. His last name is ... Boyington, the ace of World War II. He had shot down more
Japanese planes than .... He said that the Good Lord would take care of them; you
know, he talks like that. He talked to us. We told him we’re Indians. We talked to
that guy. Yeah, he says, you’re doing all right. (He doesn’t know we’re Code Talkers.
We didn’t say when we talked to him. Everybody done their job.) Then they took off,
going to Rabaul. Oh, about a couple of days later, he’s the one that got shot down. He
went to prison. I don’t know what happened after that,* I never heard about that. But
he was the ace, he was the one that ... Marine Corps Ace, they call him.

Bill Toledo on Bougainville:

And then these Japanese, they were real good jungle warfare. They’d sneak
through the front line, and that’s what they’d look for: trails, you know, where we
string wires. When they find one they keep it on; they carry a telephone, they keep it
on there, and they listen. And when they hear us talking, then they try to discourage
us. Sometimes when these guys are talking English—these other Marines, they hear
these Japanese talking, they call us. And so I call John Kinsel, you know, start talk-
ing Navajo. “Did you get a letter from home? What’s going on over there? Is there a
squaw dance going on?” or something like that; just talking and joking and laughing.
And then the Japanese, they cut the wires, you know. And then these telephone wires
people, they had to go troubleshooting.

And that’s how we used to discourage them: by talking to each others, you know,
telling jokes and all that. And they would holler at us. I don’t know what they were

*Major Gregory “Pappy” Boyington (1912-1988) was shot down January 3, 1944 and was
held captive by the Japanese. He was released August 29, 1945.
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saying, but anyway they cut the wires.

Chester Nez remembers more training and leaving for Guam:

And then my outfit, the 1st Marine Division, moved back to Guadalcanal. We did
some more training. After that training the 1st Marine Division, my outfit, was told
that they was going to a rest area, and this rest area was ... I don’t remember whether
it was Australia or New Zealand. And the 1st Marine Division took off. There was ten
of us Code Talkers that ... they left us at Guadalcanal. We didn’t go with that division
to take a rest period. So the 3rd Marine Division came in; that’s where we had a chance
to join the 3rd Marine Division. So we didn’t go for arest period. They kept us there
on Guadalcanal; and we went out, did some more training, stuff like that, and landings
and all that, you know. It was a lot of hard work, day and night.

And after that, we were ready to travel to Guam. That’s the third island, Guam. It
took us about ... almost three weeks to travel aboard ship again. And the 2nd Marine
Division was right with us that Division, 2nd and 3rd Marine Division. The 1st Marine
Division went to Australia for a rest period. So the 2nd and the 3rd Marine Division,
we were supposed to hit Guam, and the 2nd Marine Division was supposed to hit
Saipan. So we divided: they went their way to this Saipan, we went on to Guam. It
was the same old story, the same thing, we had to go through the same situation —tak-
ing shots, wounded and everything like that. We spent almost two months before we
secured Guam. And then from Guam there was about 2- or 300 of us that went back to
Guadalcanal for a rest period. And the commanding general traveled back from Guam
to Guadalcanal, and we stayed there for another ... I think it was about three months,
training training training training.

Bill Toledo remembers Guam.:

Anyway, after Bougainville was secured, we moved back to Guadalcanal. We had
a rest day, about a week we rest up, then we started training again, training again all
through the winter and spring. And July 21, 1944, we’re ready for combat again. So
we move up from Guadalcanal to Guam. Landed there on the 21st of July, 1944. We
landed there in the morning. And communication captain gave me a flag. We had this
landing craft that’s ... they called it an amphibious landing craft, where it travels on
water and land. It’s like a tank; it floats. Anyway, we’re all bunched up ... a whole sec-
tion ... all bunched up ... they’re all standing by the captain, they were standing right
there. Here’s that exhaust, in the middle, inside—big exhaust, real hot. They were
pushing me aBainst it, you know. All the shells dropping around us, you know, during
the landing. The captain gave me a flag to plant on their beach when we land. So, I
was more worried about being ... get burned, you know, from the exhaust, because
these guys were all, we’re all packed in there like sardines. And the captain, here he
was all sweaty, you know. I guess he was shaking. He must have been scared. Finally
we all climb up and drop off the landing craft and planted the flag on the beach. And
then we move on. That’s when our colonel got shot, that morning. And that captain
never landed. I guess, I don’t know, I guess they took him back to the ship, you know.
He never landed. I guess he must have got scared or something. He was all shaky.
Never saw him again. Anyway, we landed there and ... I saw that picture of that monu-
ment on the beach on Guam. These guys brought their pictures back at the meeting,
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where there’s a big monument there, where the 3rd Marine Division landed. Yeah.
Well, Richard gave me a picture, too, of that area when he went back one year.

Alfred Newman had just made it ashore on Guam.:

And there’s Gustine and myself and one lieutenant—he was supposed to be the
one that was supposed to give the locations of the area where the ship was supposed to
fire. And we were supposed to transmit that back to the ship. He gave the coordinates
of the area according to the map. And Gustine and I was supposed to send it to the
ship, in Navajo. We were waiting, waiting. The early notice was the first wave wasn’t
so bad. The Japanese were all hiding, getting out of area where the shells and bombs
were falling. It got kind of quiet for maybe about, oh, 15-20 minutes. That’s when we
went ashore.

No sooner the planes and the shelling stopped, here comes the Japanese fire. Ma-
chine guns and mortars and stuff like that. And we had to crawl around with the equip-
ment. That lieutenant, all he has was a clipboard and I guess a few pencils in his pocket
[laughs]. He just crawled around and stopped and looked for a place to get to, out of the
shelling area. But in the meantime, these guys that were in the second or third wave,
boy, they were just getting hit. You hear people screaming, calling for medics, corps-
men, people hollering for help. And we just kept going. And this lieutenant, he just all
... was shocked or something. He was ... he didn’t know what to do. He said, “You
Marines are crazy,” he says, “running into all that firing.” We didn’t say anything. We
know we had to get to a safe place without being shot or bombed or something like
that. And we found a place, a little, a little hollow in the ground. That was a natural
hollow, a dip in the ground, and there’s a coconut tree growing kind of ... an angle
like that. And the lieutenant went over there and sat down against that coconut tree.
We set up our radio and, uh, Gustine said, “I’ll send a message.” So, OK, I'll run the
generator. And it was one of those things [TBX radio] that you just CRANK CRANK
CRANK CRANK until you get enough power. I guess he didn’t want to do that.

In the meantime the Japanese were throwing shells and mortars, and one of the
mortars landed real close. I happened to be down in that little dip, ready to work the
generator in case we got a message. Gustine was sitting up high, and the lieutenant was
sitting down, leaning up against the coconut tree. He had his clipboard here—and a
piece of shrapnel went through his hand. Right through, very clean; didn’t hit his body,
just his hand. He says, “I’'m hit! I'm hit!”” and he was really hanging onto his hand like
this and he was bleeding. And told Tully, he says, “Get over here.” So he went over
there; he tore off his first aid kit and just put a compress on each side, and just wrapped
it up for him real tight. He says, “Well, fellows, I guess I won’t have to go,” he says.
“You can go back to your company,” he says. “I’m no use here.” We packed up our
gear and we wandered back down over to the headquarters. And from then on, it was
just moving up right behind the front line troops, being shot at and shelled. =t

Bill Toledo:

It took us about from 21st of July to August 10th [1944], when we secured the
island. But a lot of those Japanese, you know, they took to the hills; some hiding in the
jungle, in the caves. So the general told us that we’re going to sweep the island again.
So the division landed ... landed across the island, you know, started moving north.
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PFC George H. Kirk (left)
and PFC John V. Good-
luck, both Navajo Code
Talkers, on the island of
Guam.

Photo courtesy National
Archives.

Got rid of a lot of those that were hiding. And then on the east side, that’s where we
camp, set up a camp there. We rest up for about a week, and then start training again.
And we trained all through the summer, into the fall, into the winter. And February,
we’re ready to go again.

There has been controversy over the issue of bodyguards for the Navajo Code Talkers.
Bill Toledo remembers a conversation that took place during a 1988 automobile trip to
San Francisco with Richard Bonhan, an old war buddy:

On the way up, we were talking about what we did in the war, you know. And I
had heard from the other Code Talkers, you know, when we have a meeting in Gallup,
that some of them had a Code Talkers bodyguard. And that’s when I mentioned that
to him that I heard that some of these guys here had bodyguards, you know. “Yeah,”
he said, “and you had one, too!” he said to me. And I never knew, you know. I guess
he did a really good job of it ‘cause I never suspected that he was assigned to me. Ev-
erything looks natural. We worked together, you see, we were assigned to a foxhole
together, and we spent the night in foxhole. And we worked together in communica-
tion—he used the radio and I used my code, so everything looks natural, you know.
Sometimes I guess when he’s not with me, they would assign somebody to me. Never
suspected. &

But I did get away from him, on Guam. One night ... one night, we were ... we
were attacked at night by this Japanese, they call it banzai attack. A banzai is when ...
is a last resort in ... Japanese, they run out of ammunition, they run out of everything.
And they’re ...they got no ... no hope. So they just attack you with whatever they
can come up with at night, you know. And they’d be hollering and screaming, and all
that. So that night they destroyed our radio and telephone. So that morning one of the
sergeants gave me a message, said, “Toledo,” he said, “take this message down to the
regiment headquarters right away,” he said. And then I wasn’t supposed to be used as a
runner, but I had to take orders, you know, ‘cause he’s a sergeant. I was only a PFC. So
I guess Richard didn’t know that he gave me this order, you know, so I took off. T was
coming down behind the front line along the road. It rains a lot, too, on Guam. The
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mud was about that deep on the road. I came to this one truck. They’re loading these
dead Marines, you know. They were bringing them down off the hills in ... in wire ...
wire baskets and ropes, they string them out. And then these guys, they get a hold of
them; these guys— they’re just like logs— get a hold of their legs, and then their other
side. They just swing them over and they just put them in the truck. And these guys
were all piled up in the truck, too, like logs, you know —these dead Marines.

There was, on the other side, there was a gap in the hill, and all these Marines
were on the other side. And there was a gap through here, real muddy. So I started.
And I didn’t know there was a sniper down here, somewhere down in the canyon.
Anybody was coming across would be get shot at. Nobody told me about it. So here I
come with a message. 1 started walking, you know, and pretty soon I hear bullets zing-
ing by. I took off and I fell into the mud, and I got out and took off again ... ahhh, real
slippery, you know. I was all muddy. Bullets zinging by, you know; zig-zagging like
the football players, you know, zig-zag like this, you know. And all these guys were
hollering, “Get off the road!” So finally I got over to where the guys were, you know,
and I got there without getting hit. Then one guy came up to me, he said, “Hey Chief,”
he said, “where did you play football?” [laughs] ‘Cause he saw me zig-zagging like
this. And that’s when I found out there was a sniper out there. We look up there, and
he was up there, started going up towards the top. There was a Marine up there at the
top, laying down, you know. He came right up to him and he shot him there. And then
everybody saw that, you know, so everybody started walking again. And then I went
on down to the beach and delivered the message. And I came back up. And one of the
... John Kinsel is with the regimental air corps, down there. Guess one of those guys
were up here where I was. I guess he knew me. So I guess he told John that, “Hey 1
saw your buddy up there,” he told him, “I saw your buddy up there. He outrun the bul-
lets over there,” he told him. I guess when he was shooting the enemy, you know, came
through without getting shot. When I saw John again later, he told me, “Hey, I heard
you outrun the bullets. How did you do that?” John always tease me about that.

Anyway, later on when we’re driving up to San Francisco, I was telling Richard
that I delivered a message down to the beach that certain day on Guam. He said, “You
delivered the message?” he said. “Who told you to do that?” And I told him the ser-
geant, his name was Bill ... Billy ... let’s see, what was his name?

“You know, he wasn’t supposed to do that,” he said. “You’re not supposed to
deliver the message,” he said.

“Well, I didn’t know,” I said, “nobody told me.” So, well, anyway, he was kind of
upset about it, but this was long after the war.

Chester Nez recalls a case of mistaken identity:

And that evening one guy came over and said, “You guys can secure gather all
our equipment together and report over to that tank over there,” he says. That tank
was about 250 yards from where we were. So we got ready to start off. We started
to walk off that place where we were. Some army guys came by and they took us for
Japanese. Ihad a pistol, a .300 pistol to my head; and my buddies, those other guys,
had a rifle on them. We didn’t know what to do. We were kind of really scared. You
know, these guys was going to shoot us. We told one of the guys, “Go over to that tank
way up there, and get one of the lieutenants, or somebody, from over there to tell you
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guys that we’re with the communication outfit.” So one of the army guys went over
there and he got a lieutenant over there. He brought him back. And he told these guys,
he said, “These are my men. They’re working with us. They’re a bunch of Marines.”
So these guys didn’t know what to do, and the lieutenant told these guys, “I want to see
you guys in the morning.” I don’t know what they do to those guys. [laughs]

Another case of mistaken identity involved Bill Toledo:

On Bougainville, I think it was the second day after we start moving on, off the
beach into the jungle, and the front line troops were right in front of us. They were
moving through the jungle. We were right behind them. And one of the riflemen,
we’re all mixed, they’re were all mixed with the communication guys, you know,
riflemen. And as I was going in, moving with communication there, one of the rifle-
men poked me with a rifle in the back, told me to raise my hands, and told me to turn
around, you know. So the colonel was far away from where I was. So he took me over
to the colonel and told the colonel that he just found this Japanese among the Marines,
and he’s wearing the Marine clothes, the Marine dog tag. He says he’s a Marine.
“What should I do with him?” he says. “Shall I go ahead and shoot him?” The colonel
says, “let him go,” he say, “he’s one of our men.” So when I look back over there, he
was getting chewed out.

Right then and there, I guess my partner, foxhole partner, I guess he told my part-
ner, he said, “He’s your man.” I guess he told him to see that this don’t happen again.
I guess that’s when he realized how important we were, carrying all that code around,
you know, and he don’t want the general to get after him if he loses me. So he was
assigned as a bodyguard, without me knowing it.

Kee Etsicitty:

So they took care of me; my officer did real good. They tell you to move there,
move here, do this. Some of them, some of [the Code Talkers], they say they didn’t
have no bodyguard. Your officer’s your bodyguard. They take care of you. That’s
what they told us. You can’t go anywhere without letting the officer know. Nowhere.

A Code Talker’s bodyguard potentially faced a grim prospect. Jack Jones:

They assigned each Code Talker a bodyguard. And the instructions to that battal-
ion or company: if you see a Code Talker captured, shoot the Code Talker, ‘cause he’s
got all the brainwork on the code, you know. So that was an order. But never a time,
I never heard a Code Talker been captured.

The Code Talkers themselves faced a grim possibility. Kee Etsicitty:

One day when we were there, there was a guy that was— and I remember his name
real good ‘cause he’s a colonel, full fleshed colonel, got a chicken on his shoulder —his
name was Colonel Robinson. One day he come over to our tent where the Code Talk-
ers were. He came in there and he had the holster, you know, and a pistol, .45, one of
those heavy things, make you walk like that, you know. He said, “This is for you Code
Talkers.” That’s what he told us. “You don’t use this pistol on anybody. This is for
you, when you get captured, that’s when you cock that thing back, put it here [Etsicitty
points to his temple], goodbye.” And he went.
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Alfred Newman.:

And we had one Code Talker that got killed over there: Johnson Housewood was
his name. And he was with his uncles, his two uncles. They were together. Guess they
landed on the second or third wave, and that’s when most of the firing goes on—when
the firing from planes, and bombing from planes and ships cease. That’s when the
Japanese really go to work. And I guess for cover a bunch of them all jump in a great
big bomb crater. And it just so happened that one of the mortar shells landed right
amongst them and killed them. And he was one of them.

About, oh, three or four o’clock, word came up that he was killed on the, on the
beach. I never saw those, those two other guys anymore. I guess they leftor ... [ don’t
know what happened to them. I never saw them again. They were all together all the
time. So after that, the Guam campaign, we never ... well, I never saw them again; I
don’t think anybody saw them again.

Kee Etsicitty:

Over there on the old type of radio, the Japanese would get on your frequency,
they come in—boy, they cuss you out. Boy, they talk English, they tell you to go to
hell, anything, anything. You have
to switch on them. On Guam when
we were up there, this one guy by
the name of Kinsel, Johnny Kin-
sel—he’s the one that was talking,
that was sending message. And
the Japanese, one of them got on
our frequency. He come up, say “I
went to school at the University of
California, Los Angeles,” he says.
“You know what? Franklin Delano
Roosevelt eats shit,” he said. And
ol’ Johnny Kinsel, he come up and
say, “Yeah, Tojo eats shit, too!”
and then he switches on.

Blasting a pillbox with TNT at Peleliu Island.
Photo courtesy National Archives.

Chester Nez moves on to Peleliu:

And then they told us that we were ready to go hit another island. We hit Guadal-
canal, Bougainville, Guam and we was going after the fourth island: Peleliu. Peleliu
Island. That’s almost as big as Guadalcanal. Boarded ship again and took off again,
sailed for about another two weeks, almost three weeks before we hit Peleliu. And
there was an airport must have been about two and a half miles from the beach at the
airport. The airport was here and we landed right almost at the center of the airport.
Peleliu I think was the worst island that I took part to take it back. It was really hard.
There more Japanese there than any of the other three islands that we hit.

Jack Jones remembers Peleliu Island.
The first night, early in the morning in the dark, just beginning to see, we heard
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a yell from that hillside all the way along the, coming out of the jungle there. We
look up. There’s a bunch of Japanese, they’re running, you know. They had their gun
toward us. We have to get our head up, get our rifle and start shooting them. I don’t
believe anybody got killed because we were all in a, in a dugout, foxhole. And the fire
from that hillside still was so ... rapid firing, you know, down below where we were.
We couldn’t run, so we stayed there on the second day.

After the second day, the commanding officer said we’ve got to have air support.
(If some officer, they want a point of a hill to be hit by a big gun, they give him the
number. Every hill had a number.) And so he ordered air support. And it quieted down
after that, and we were ready to move out of there.

I stood up. You see, some of my comrades were all in there, they dug in. A few
bombs hit, and one of them hit pretty close where I was. All I heard was a, was a noise,
and I was standing down in the hole. And I guess the bomb explosion, the concussion,
the blast— with rocks and sand—it hit my head. From there, I never know what hap-
pened. I was unconscious.

And from there, they found me in the hole. And they took me out—my buddy, I
guess, the bodyguard. Probably told them I was unconscious, still alive. From there
they took me back maybe about 300 yards, back to the water. They put me on a ship
or aircraft carrier.

And people were all laying on folding cots. And when I got ... immediately I
jumped off the cot, and I don’t know how I got to—they said I was staggering because
mentally I was, you know, I was not normal. And I started running, they said. And,
uh, they said I was running, going this way, hollering, you know. I don’t know what all
I said, but they caught up with me, I imagine, over there. They brought me back, told
me to take it easy. Ilaid down. That was that. And the next day, some officers group
make their rounds, you know. They told me, they said, “You are in no condition to go
back to duty,” he said. “We’re going to send you back to the United States.”

Chester Nez:

So we finally got close to the air-
port, tried to surround the airstation.
It took us about almost three weeks to
get that airport. And the Marines sur-
rounded the area, and the other platoon
and battalion, they took off beyond the
airport. I wa8 right close to the middle
of the airport, that’s where we stayed.
And most of the time (about 95% of
the time), [we] keep that radio going,
sending messages, receiving messag-
es—what they need: supplies of all
different kinds, ammunition, bombs,
medical supplies, food; just about any-
thing that they wanted. And thatkeeps 4 pir o he gas dump, Peleliu Airfield, Sep-
coming in, going and going, and com- 0 1944
ing and going. Photo courtesy National Archives.
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Navajo Code Talkers on Bougainville. Front row, left to right: Earl Johnny, Kee Etsicitz{y,
John V. Goodluck, David Jordan. Back row, left to right: Jack C. Morgan, George H. Kirk,

Tom Jones, Henry Bahe Jr.

Photo courtesy National Archives.

REST & RELAXATION

Chester Nez: - .
The only time where we used to hear good music in those days is when we come

back to rest area, called a rest area. Come back to spend maybe two, three weeks, do
what you want, stuff like that, you know. And they send you off again.

What kind of music did you listen to back then?

Like Lombardo, uh— what’s his name?—Benny Goodman, Nat King Cole, some
of those guys that used to play mostly dance music. Entertainment. They used to put
up these big speakers, you know, way up in the palm trees, coconut trees. They used
to play that music real loud, man!

Kee Etsicitty:

On Guadalcanal, we used to box. We don’t get nothing, we just want to do it. You
know, you got nothing else to do. You know, you want to show that you're tougher
than the other guy. Maybe that’s the idea. So one day, I box away. Then the guy told
us, “Hey, you’re 112 pounds. There’s another guy that wants to fight.” OK, I'll take
it. So, without warming up, I got in the ring with the guy. Yeah, the first round, that’s

his. Hit me all over my head and my body, everything. He was good. Second time,
I kind of got warmed up, so I hit him back, three or four times. The third round, that
was mine. Hell, he was easy. Ido a lot of jabbing. But he won. There was a couple
of, three guys that were standing right over there. And they’re looking, watching the
show. I went over there and talked to these guys, and one of them came close to me.
He said, “You know what, chief?” he said (well, you know, in the service, everybody’s
“chief,” any Indian is “chief,” they call you “chief”), he said, “You know what, chief?
Next time you’re going to go box like that, warm up real good. Warm up yourself,
shadow box. You done real good in the third round,” he said. “If you warmed up be-
fore you got in the ring, you would have got that thing sewed up right then,” he said.
He’s kind of a slim guy. And I asked him “Do you box, too?” He nod his head and said
“Yeah, that’s what I do for a living.” He said, “My name is Barney Ross,” he said. He
was the welterweight champion of the world one time; was in the Marine Corps. He
knew what he was talking about. “You know what you’re doing, but you’re slow.”

Chester Nez:

They told us that morning, ready to board ship to hit the Iwo Jima. And that
morning everybody boarded ship, all my division boarded ship. And we were ready to
get on the landing craft, and there was a guy coming around; he had a pad, calling out
some names. And my name was on that list. And he says, “PFC Chester Nez.” “Hey,
I’'m over here.” And he came over and he told me, he says, “You’re going home.” 1
was really lucky. And he said “get your gear and get your stuff together and wait here.
They’ll pick you up.”

So I got aboard ship and said we’re going home. So we left. It took us a little
over three weeks to reach San Francisco. The Golden Gate Bridge—we went right
under that.
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Iwo Jima

A lot of these Marines, you can see them out there,
floating around. Try to ask for help ... and these

guys were drowning. That’s where a lot of them
died, I know.

—Kee Etsicitty

American flag on top of Mount Suribachi, Iwo Jima.
Photo courtesy National Archives.

Samuel Tso:

After the practice at Saipan, it’s always sometime at night we move out. That
night, sometime towards morning I notice we were heading north. The next two days,
about afternoon, the sea got rough. Boy, all the Marines got seasick. And myself, I
got seasick. I went up to the top deck and heaved all that food I ate. When I heaved,
got seasick, all that breeze from the ocean—1I can smell fish. It feels so good, feels so
good. Itrelieves my seasickness. Ilooked to the right and to the left. All of these ships
were going forward: battleships, transport surface ... cruisers and all that. And I say,
oh my gosh, with this much help we’ll overrun that little island in one day.

Approaching Iwo
Jima, February 19,
1945.

Photo courtesy National
Archives.

Keith Little:

Usually on landing day, on D-Day, usually it’s four o’clock in the morning, three
or four o’clock in the morning—call for chow. And a lot of guys will tease each other.
“Are you enjoying your last meal? Well, you eat lots.” “You’re going to get sick in the
landing boat and throw it back out anyway, so why eat?” Crazy things like that, crazy
jokes that makes you wonder.

Samuel Tso:

February 19, 1945: that’s the first time I saw Iwo Jima. Artillery guns from big
ships pounding that island. All that dust and smoke. I think, looking over there, how
can anybody live through that? Sometime in the morning there, on February 19th, we
land there. There were no shots. So I figured that all that shelling and bombing, it
killed all the Japanese. When we landed and went on top of the sand dunes, that’s when
they opened up fire. They let us land first, and then they opened fire on us.

Bill Toledo:
We landed there; there was three divisions that landed there. The first two divi-
sions was 4th and 5th; landed first. The 3rd was the floating reserves, you know —were
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out floating around while those guys were fighting. And then about four daysblater we
Janded to help them out. What happened was, they figured that we’ll take the 1sla.nd in
about little over a week, ‘cause they were bombing it for over 30 days and shelling it
with ships, battleships, and cruisers. o

And then they landed. And then after they landed, they start advancing 1nto tljlc
island, inland. And this is out in the open now, it’s not jungle anymore. There’s a big
voleano called Mt. Suribachi. From a certain angle it looks like a hogan, you know,
round like this. But behind it, it's all hollow-like, it’s a crater. Anyway, what happened
was these Japanese had dug tunnels underneath the island, conpecting tunnels. When
they were shelling it on the top, they were all underground. Didn’t hurt them. So, so
when the Marines landed, they started advancing into the inland. They came out,‘ out
of the tunnels and the caves, you know. They start taking advantage of these Marines
when they're out in the open. You can see them clearly, you know. These guys have no
place to hide, you know. They’re out in the open. The sand’s abc:ut that deep. Black
sand, you know, volcano sand: it’s hard to walk on, it’s hard to drive on. So we lost a
lot of men that first day, first few days.

Alfred Newman: .

When we got there ... it was still dark. We could just see the fire from the big
guns, and I guess the Japanese were returning fire. As we came closer and closer, the
whole island was just covered with smoke, gunpowder smoke.

And, uh, ‘course we had to get off the
ship, get aboard those landing boats; and the
sea was a little rough. It was kind of hard—
you just have to time yourself when it comes
back up, and get down at the bottom of the
net. It’s a rope like that, and there are lines
like this and this, little squares, and you step
in those little squares and hang onto the one
that’s going up and down. It’s just like a
ladder. So just have to watch it. When the
water’s rough, some guys miss it. The boat
would hit the ship, bounce back, and guys
drop down in the water—have to fish them
out. Or they miss the whole thing. Some
just fall in. You really had to watch it. You
just kind of time yourself. You could see the
boat go down, and as it rises, you just, just
make sure you’re almost at the bottom of the Troops go over the side of a transpors-
part where the boat will be—then just jump Photo courtesy National Archives.
off, land in the boat. ‘

Anyway, it takes, it takes hours to get, to get all the troops off. All the !:ufats wo!uld
be circling, all the landing boats would be circling around up there, waiting u‘nnl.a
whole battalion is off the boat, maybe two or three battalions, and then they all fall in
Jine like this, you know, and just head straight for the beach, nothing to stop tlllem, they
just go. You hear people praying, Catholics, I don’t know what other religions. You
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could tell the Catholics praying because they go like this, mumble to themselves. And
others, they just shut their eyes. And the closer you get to the shore, you ... with all
that firing going on, bombing going on, they still ... Japanese had a chance to do their
shoot. See shells falling amongst the boats. If you’re unlucky, your boat gets hit, and
then you’re either wounded or dead.

And when we hit the beach, all the equipment was just all bogged down in the
sand, the trucks especially. And some of the boats I guess were hit, and they were
just useless. They were all just clutter on the beach. We’re all trying to run ashore. I
guess we were on the second wave, I guess, ‘cause the beach was crowded. The land-
ing beach was about, [ don’t know, maybe two miles. But where we landed, it was
crowded —1I mean, broken equipment and, and corpsmen bringing dead, wounded out.
They left the dead on the beach; they didn’t bother with them. They’re dead. Trying to
save all the living ones. See guys with no arms, no legs, maybe part of the body shot
off; some guys just, just laying face down, just the way they were hit, never move.

Kee Etsicitty:

Lot of these Marines died there, I know. They were alive. They are floating
around. They need help. They didn’t have no help. They don’t have no corpsmen.
They don’t have no doctor. They can’t turn around and back, take them to the flag
shore hospital ship ‘cause you can’t turn around. It was crowded, it was already, ev-
erything was all shot up; it’s like a junkyard, all the way down. A lot of these Marines,
you can see them out there, floating around. Try to ask for help ... and these guys were
drowning. That’s where a lot of them died, I know.

Alfred Newman.

And, uh, while we were trying to climb this sandy beach, it was kind of steep. It
was real sandy. You know how sand is: you try to climb it, you just slide back down.
Edmund Henry and I were just trying our best to get up there, and there was — heard
those shells coming. There was a great big ol” hole there, in the sand. We all jumped
in there, and about five or six guys right on top of us. Then about two or three minutes
later we all started laughing, start crawling out of there. So we were pinned down for
about one day there; couldn’t move, had to spend the night on the beach there, just hop-
ing that we that don’t get hit with a shell or something.

The next morning, that’s when we took off. We only went about maybe 100 yards
or a little more. And, uh, fire was started again, so we had to stop and dig in, and just
wait. We were there for about a week and they couldn’t get supplies to us, food or
anything because the Japanese were just playing heck with the people there, with sup-
plies and stuff. They had the advantage from the mountain there; you could see what’s
going on on the beach. They had people way back on the side of the island, aiming
their guns, their artillery.

Keith Little:

So they pull us back out of the fighting line, back a ways where we can be safe,
have a little rest, and get a hot shower. So we went back, oh, maybe about half a mile—
I guess what looked like a secure place. Told us to bivouac there. So here we’re lay-
ing around resting. A sergeant comes around: “We’ll have a hot shower pretty soon.
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They’re bringing it up.” That hot
shower really sounds good, and
you never had coffee for all the
time you’re up at the front. And
me and my buddy, we’re, “by
golly I hope we get hot coffee.”

Pretty soon, here comes the
jeep pulling a trailer. Parked
it a ways from us, told us to get
our mess kit ready, so we got ...
picked up our mess kit, washed
them up a little bit, washed the
dirt off. And a lot of guys, they
ran right up there and got right in  Marines unload rations from a tractor drawn trailer,
line. Somehow, for some reason,  Iwo Jima. February 29, 1945
I dragged my feet. Just about the  Photo courtesy National Archives.
time that I was getting to the chow
line, we heard that whistling, crazy noise coming. (I don’t know what we call this ...
the crazy shell, you know, they call them because you can see them going arounq or
wobbling around, and you don’t know where its going to go. Sometime it starts falling
... a lot of times it just falls a short ways from where they’re firing.) And we heard it
coming, and soon as we heard it, I ran right back down into the hole.

Right on our chow wagon! Blew up all of the food, plus wounded several guys
there. And we never got to eat.

Alfred Newman. o .
On one of our advances we had to cross the airfield where it’s just flat, nothing,

nothing to hide behind. We had to run across there. Those Japanese just laid mortar
shells, artillery, those big heavy machine guns. We just prayed silently and just dash
across. When the firing gets heavy, just lay as flat as you can to the ground. You hear
people screaming and crying and asking for help. There’s nothing you could dg about
it, especially if you’re not a corpsman. Especially out in the open like that, you just ...
They tell you, “Keep moving, keep going.”

Samuel Tso: . ‘
Why they called on us is beyond me. We were already at the front line with the

other Marines, and yet they pulled us out of there from the front line. They took us
over to the place called Death Valley. There’s two hills with the same number, _but one
is “A” and the other one is “B.” I don’t really remember which one it was. I believe it’s

A. After we pulled out of the front line, I heard the officer say, “You will do your duty””

today.” Our duty is to infiltrate the enemy line and operate behind it. So he marcheq us
over to this hill 368. And then we looked and there it is, Death Valley. “You’re going
to run across that Death Valley right at noontime. When you cross the Death Valley
over on the other side, look for Japanese machine gun nests. As soon as you locate it
run back and report here.” All kind of rocks and boulders are here. So they told us to
go and line up here. And me and another Marine, a white guy—I don’t really remem-
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ber that guy’s name — we went and took the last one over here. When they signal us at
noontime, we’re supposed to run across in zigzagging form.

So we start out. Just as soon as we cleared all these boulders, we ran into a whole
bunch of Marines that got shot down, lying on top of each other. Some of them are still
alive and they said, “Help.” And my buddy and I, we stopped and tried to help one, and
the sergeant screamed at us, “Complete your mission!” And so we took off and we ran
straight into a machine gun nest. To my surprise he didn’t fire. We could have been
cut down like those Marines that were cut down. All I remember is, I guess my buddy
... he threw a hand grenade. As soon he threw the hand grenade, we beat it back to
hill #368. We ran back over here, and all the rest ran back over here. And there, some
of them found machine gun nests too. And we found the one over here. So they came
back over here and reported, and they put it on the map. And while we were trying to
tell the guy that my buddy was put over there, they pulled me aside and the sergeant
really ... “Goddamit Chief, don’t you know how to take orders yet? That was not your
duty to try to help those Marines. Those are the guys that are going to go help them
right now. They’re specially trained for that.” Boy, he was chewing me out!

But as soon as the location of the machine gun was known, they ordered artillery
fire, mortar fire, and rockets right on these targets. Within five minutes you could see
all the rockets going; and then the mortars going up, coming down, and the artillery’s
blasting away. All hell broke loose on that machine gun nest! That place was pulver-
ized by all those shells. Within about 20 or 30 minutes they stopped firing.

When all the dust and flying debris still flying, they ordered the Marines across.
I just sat there and looked over there. They just walked across completely without
any fire. And then the officer says, “Mission accomplished. Recon company, you had

enough. Go back to the ship.” Oh, that was the best news I ever had.

Bill Toledo:

Sometimes we have wounded men, and they had to use all available men to go
and get these guys in. And ... and I don’t know how we lost each others, me and
Richard. He’s supposed to be watching me! [laughs] He was one of those guys that
was a trackman, you know. Real fast, you know. He’d go and run out there and bring
somebody in and runs back again. And I’d go out there and help these guys. Me and
another guy were moving this wounded guy across the airfield. The Japanese are us-
ing mortar ... mortar shells, you know, it’s a small, it’s a small ... a small, uh... I think
they’re 16 millimeter mortar, where they feed them from the top and they shoot up in
the air like this, and shoot quite a ways. And then they have the bigger one they call a
90 millimeter. It’s real wicked. You can hear when they comes in, you can hear that
whistling, you know. You better get out of the way when you hear that coming! And
they used to use rockets, too, on that island, on that north side. You could hear that
screeching noise.

Anyway, me and another guy, we went ...we went to get this wounded guy on
a stretcher. He got hit—the guy that was helping got hit. And the guy that was on
the stretcher, he was screaming, you know, because he was really hurting. And I was
dragging him by myself into the back of the airfield, drag him in there and unload him
there, just roll him off the stretcher; took the stretcher back over there where this guy
was, and roll him on there; brought him in. So everybody was helping bringing these
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wounded guys in, and Richard was out running around. He said he lost me that night.
Finally I guess he showed up, and he said, “Oh my God, I'm glad he’s alive.” He
sobbed when he saw me.

Samuel Tso recalls a very vivid, extraordinary dream:
A lot of times some of the Navajo people say, “Weren’t you scared?” I say, “Yes
I was scared.” ' .
But one night I was asleep. That night I was dreaming about an Indian Ma_1den.
I can still picture it: her hair dripped down, all down, almost to her knees; wearing a
buckskin coat, and she said, “Here, take this and wear it, and you will come back to
us.” I was dreaming then, and when I was dreaming that I was reaching for it, and I
was saying something to her. And I guess that’s the time my buddy kicked me and
woke me up, and he says, “Hey, Sam, are you having a nightrpare?” It Was-so real that I
just got up and sat at the edge of the foxhole, thinking about it. AfFer a while they went
for breakfast. All of them went over there. I just sat there, thinking about my dregm.
When they came back, they saw me still sitting there. And they asked me, “H.ey,.Chlff !
Are you still there? What’s the matter?” I think all T said was, “Oh, I'm thinking.” I
didn’t bother to talk about it. And after a while they
had a mail call. You see, I never go to a mail call be-
cause my father and my mother and the rest of them,
they don’t know how to read and write. I wrote to
them, but I never received any letter. They went to the
mail call. After awhile there was a guy running back,
and he lifts up a letter and says, “Hey Chief! You got
a letter, you got a letter!” Came running, came close
to me, and all of a sudden he says, “There’s something
in it.” So when he brought it to me, and as soon as I
got the letter, I look at the return address. Nothing,
So we open the letter, pull it out ... Oh my gosh! That
dream ... in my dream ... the thing she was handing
me to wear—it’s in that letter! “Hey, I’'m supposed to
wear this.” So I put it on my neck. As soon as I put it ﬁ/{ail L;Zl](\)/adjd ch %{;2613’077;45
1881 rpe 0.1, . B
2;1’ m}écﬁi;kﬁ;l:lefealr’ﬂ Sgsolli);l;elcll(.)r;\ell”l EPpEsgywas: Prlufo courtesy National Archives.
m : .
What was it exactly? .
That’s a ... do you know Juniper berries? The seeds inside it, made into a Catho-
lic rosary —that’s what it got.
Did it come with a letter? .
No note or anything. Just laying there, and in my dream I was told to wear it.
So you received no letters in the service except that one?

That’s the only one. After the war I looked and tried to find who the person is. I

never found her.

Alfred Newman.: ‘
Edmund Henry got a letter that was already two ... three weeks old, ‘cause you

don’t get mail every day when you’re in combat— maybe once a week, or something
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like that, whenever you can ... are able to get the mail up there. Anyway he came back
and we sit in the tent and he asked me, he said, “Did you know that your mother passed
away?” I said, “No, I didn’t know.” Whether it was his cousin or someone that wrote
to him —she worked in a hospital over in Rehoboth; that’s where my mother was oper-
ated on. And she died there. So ... almost three weeks when I heard about it; then I, uh
... Ididn’t say anything. I just walk out the tent and walked a couple of hundred yards
away, and sat there and just thought about it. And I just figured well, there’s nothing I
could do about it. It’s too bad. Well, before I left she told me, she said before we left,
on the way back to San Diego after the training, when we parted, she told me, she said
“Doo shii naa shiideeltestda” [*“You probably won’t see me again”] she said to me. I
guess she knew she was ill, but I didn’t know she was that bad.

But she knew, huh?

She knew. “Aadoo adinini shima. Naashiideeltsetshii.” [“Don’t say that, mother.
You will probably see me again”]. Well, we just said our good-byes. That was it.

Then later they said, “You got a telegram in the Red Cross tent,” they told me. So
I went over there, and they say, “Here’s a telegram.” T guess they read it. They said,
“It’s about your mother passing away.” I said, “What do you mean?” I said, “I heard
about that two weeks ago,” I said. I was disgusted with them. I don’t know how long
they had it, but maybe it just got there that day, or whatever. So I just walked out of
there, didn’t say no more. I wrote home and asked them; they said well, we sent a
telegram there right away, the next day, or I don’t know when ... of course mail was
slow in those days, there was no Priority. There was a big war going on, you know, you
couldn’t pick out certain one to do favors, you know, not unless you lost both legs or
two arms or something like that; they ship you right back. So that’s how I heard about
that. And then, that’s what1did, I ... didn’t really worry about anything. I just figured
when I got home, everything will be all different.

Kee Etsicitty:

You know, in the evening from Tokyo (you can hear it on Iwo Jima), there’s a
young lady that went to school at UCLA, she graduated from UCLA; she, her family’s
in Tokyo. She’s a well educated lady. Her name was Tokyo Rose, they call her. She
used to talk to everybody. She say your girlfriend or your wife is running around with
somebody else. She’s good at that.

Bill Toledo:

The island is just about ...I'd say
about eight square miles. Tiny island. It
took 36 days to take that island. And we
lost quite a bit of men there, you know.
We’re ... the 3rd Division was the last to
move out, in March. That’s when— while
we’re over there, we lost our president,
you know, Roosevelt. We lost him dur-
ing around Easter, we lost him. So that’s
when President Truman took over.

Shell shot trees with Mt. Suribachi in the

distance.
Photo courtesy National Archives.
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The War Ends

People heard the news; yelling, shooting, and si-
rens going off. “What happened?” “The Japanese
surrendered!” they said. “Break out the beers!”

— Alfred Newman

Navajo Code Talker Samuel Sandoval beneath a pagoda, Okinawa, 1945.
Photo courtesy National Archives.
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Kee Etsicitty:

One day, there was an old white haired guy come up here, walked through there.
He was an officer, Naval officer. I says, “Aye, aye sir. Hello, sir.” He walked away,
stood right there, and turned around. He said, “Young man, how are you?”

“I’m all right sir.”

“Now that the war is just about over,” he said, “I’d like for someone to call me by
my first name,” he says. He says, “My name is Chester W. Nimitz.” He’s an admiral.

He was walking ... I just salute, said, “Aye, aye, sir,” and then went back there.

Bill Toledo:

Anyway, we moved off the island and move back to Guam. We had a rest day,
and start training again. And this time they told that us we were going to land on the
mainland of Japan, all six Marine divisions. So we were training.

Alfred Newman.

We went back to Guam, go back to Guam for the next ... prepare for the next
invasion. In the meantime I guess they took Peleliu and Okinawa and while we were
on Guam getting new recruits, new training. And we were supposed to hit the southern
end of Japan sometime in November. We were all getting ready for that on Guam.

While some of the troops went to Guam, others were sent to Okinawa, which was in-
vaded on April 1, 1945.

Alfred Peaches:

And we went around on
the shoreline —this was at night-
time. So we came around and
attacked from behind. And that
night, we turned around, going
with the troops again, going for-
ward again. And the night fell
just before ... there was a hill,
rocky area. It was, there was
a bunch of what they call tomb

. concrete ., we didn’t know
what it was, All over the hill,
on the hillside. We couldn’t :
dig it in, for foxholes to stay in  Marines pinned down by enemy sniper Jfire on Cem-
overnight. So we tried to open  etery Ridge in Okinawa, June 1, 1945. The Navajo
that, those concrete thjngs, and Code term for “cemetery” is jish-cha, or “among
we opened one, and there was a  devils.”
body — it was a graveyard; they Photo courtesy National Archives.
stored bodies in there. And the
only place was to stay overnight was in that thing. So we took the bodies out of there
and set it outside. And we used it for headquarters overnight. That’s what we did.
That’s what happened.
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Kee Etsicitty was on the island of Tinian in the late summer of 1945:

The intelligence officers, you know, just like I said, they think out loud some-
times. There’s a big bomb. We talked to each other, us Navajos, about that thing. We
just called it a big, powerful bomb. That’s all. We didn’t say “atomic bomb”: we
didn’t know. So this is a big, powerful bomb. It’s going to Japan. Soit’s waiting right
out there, you know. A few days later, I guess, they took off and dropped the bomb on
Nagasaki.

The first atomic bomb was dropped on Hiroshima on August 6, 1945, the second was
dropped on Nagasaki three days later. On August 14, Japan surrendered.

Keith Little:

Our radio shack was down at the end of the street and it’s manned 24 hours a day.
Sometimes we take our turns, everybody takes a turn manning the radio station. And
one night about three 0’clock in the morning, I imagine, we were all sound asleep. And
here’s this guy running down the street. “Hey! Hey! Hey you guys! Wake up! Wake
up! The war is over!”

Somebody got the nerve to get out the door and tell the guy, “Will you shut up,
you sonofabitch. Don’t you know we’re sleeping?”

“Really! Really! Come on down to the radio shack! Listen in. There’s a broad-
cast being made from Washington, D.C. that says the war may be over. The war is
over!” he says. So we went down there and listened in ... the sleepyheads, you know
barely listening. Then the radio says, “The empire of Japan is offering unconditional
surrender,” really clear. And the sleepyheads went wild from there.

Bill Toledo:

I was in San Diego. I was ... I think T was U.S.O., you know, where all the vet-
erans come for entertainment in downtown San Diego. U.S.0.—that’s where 1 was
that afternoon when I heard the news. That afternoon, you know, all ... it was in the
middle of town ... the traffic stopped. Everybody came out in the street, honking their
horns, people hugging each others. And I guess that happened all over the country.
And that was a big celebration. Everybody was just hugging strangers, all down the
streets, everybody hollering. It was something. It was some big news. So just imagine
what happened in these big cities, you know, in that year. It wasn’t long after that, I
got discharged.

Alfred Newman.:

We were on Guam in August. Sometime at night around nine, ten o’clock, some-
thing like that, the siren went off, gunfire went off. I guess people heard the new; yell-
ing, shooting and sirens going.

“What happened?”

“The Japanese surrendered!” they said. “Break out the beers!”

Yeah, everybody wanted to drink beer, but the commanding officer said no. No
way. People go wild when they get drunk; they’d probably shoot one another and all
that. He knew. By morning everybody was smiling and it was just quiet. “When are

we going home?”
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Monument Valley, Arizona.
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Going Home

That was the happiest time I remember.
— Alfred Peaches




