|

g L #l
" $o%#& "
$#I# ( % %

"l % % ! !

% %& ! $%#
& #'$'

%" %) ! $$%#"

#E&H 1" % "E&H
H"#1 %! %™
H#& &! """ #H#
Woo*H+r &S
$ #,-"1 I#
&% 18&% &,
11 &
$. %#+!! $" %
$#+ I

%$! & +
# %

"+ % 1% "$#!!
"LOoH! ! QH &# "
/"#&- % $
$&% &,

& "&%! " &I#,
%&$% "#* % )

# 1 $! "0

34 303 B3<CD
3.D




Tecember 71941
"?Jﬁfmrﬂ zﬂ’ﬂﬁmﬂm %ﬂg"

T TN B o o4 |
LT A\ solvier's story of the nttack
el '

Wil L. Cer




DECEMBER 7, 1941, HAWALII, "PEARLHARBOR DAY"

(A soldier's story of the attack)
By
William L. Carr

It was peaceful in Des Moines, Iowa, my hometown in July 1941. Our country was not at
war. Germany's Hitler was ravaging Europe. It seemed far away to most Americans. There was a
large isolation movement in our country. Some famous people such as Charles Lindberg, the famed
trans-Atlantic pilot was very active in seeking to keep our country out of Europe's problems.

I was employed with a large wholesale food company and was twenty-two years old at that
time. One day, on my lunch hour, I walked to downtown Des Moines and entered the U.S. Army
recruiting office. In some what dismal surroundings, a sergeant was surprised to see a young man
dressed in a suite and tie standing in his small office. I informed him I wished to join the Army. He
eagerly invited me to sit down and discuss the matter. He had me fill out all the necessary papers
and affix my signature to them. I then informed the Sergeant I have never been out of the state of
Towa and wished to be sent some place far away. He answered that instead of Fort Des Moines He
could send me to the state of Missouri for my recruit training. I replied, "You dont understand,
Sergeant, I want to be sent far, far away for my training and duty." He spent some time going thru
papers and manuals and then informed me he could send me Hawaii or the Philippines! "Where is
that?" I replied. He said "It's out there in the Pacific Ocean some place, now which do you want?"
At this point in time it was like asking to go to the moon. I hesitated a few minutes and replied "oh -
I dont know - Well, lets make it Hawaii! " That decision would have an effect upon the rest of my
life. Within three days I was on a train heading for San Francisco, California. [ was seeing country
I have never seen before. An Army tug boat took me to Angel Island, (next to Alcatraz Island).
Within two weeks I was on a troop ship sailing to the Hawaiian Islands. It was now August 1941.
Hawaii was a paradise in those days and it was exiting for me to be there.

My recruit training was with the famous 21st division, '""Wolf Hounds" at Schofield
Barracks. Becoming a regular Army soldier was a proud event for me in my new profession as a
soldier.

Saturday, December 6, 1941, a group of some soldier friends, and myself, were in a car about
to drive over to the then small town of Wahiawa to have a good time. A Sergeant called out "Carr,"
you have a letter" and handed it to me in the auto. As we drove off I opened the letter from my
former employer in Des Moines, lowa. It notified me that they were sorry but it was necessary for
them to cancel my group life insurance effective immediately. I laughed and told my buddies in the
auto I surely did not need life insurance in this beautiful, peaceful Hawaii! I would remember those
remarks about seventeen hours later. At that time we did not have "GI" insurance. That night of
Saturday, December 6, 1941, I went to bed early, got under my mosquito net, looking out of the
window at the beautiful moon and drifted off to sleep in peaceful Hawaii. I was not to enjoy this
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Sunday morning, December 7th, all of the soldiers in our barracks were "sleeping in." A few
were in Honolulu or other points on the island. I got up early, my usual custom, to have breakfast
down stairs in the mess hall. It was necessary to be in proper uniform to do this. Only a very small
number of us had breakfast on Sunday mornings, most soldiers preferred to sleep in. After my meal
[ went back up stairs, sat on my neatly made bunk and looked out of the window toward Kole-Kole
pass, a large V shape cut in the mountain. Within minutes I noticed a large flight of single engine
aircraft flying thru the pass and coming our way. The U.S. Army was the first target of the Japanese.
(I had a life long interest in aviation because my uncle was a pilot and I had been around airplanes
all my life. I also built model planes. I subsequently became a pilot). I mention this because of what
followed.

As T watched the fighters coming in fast and low, I knew they were Japanese! I could see the
large round, red "meat balls" on the wings and recognize the Zeros. They came so low I could see
the mustaches on the Japanese pilot's faces. They were shooting at us with their machine guns. I
shouted loudly, "everybody get up, these are Jap planes attacking us!" The soldiers yelled at me,
saying these were our own planes on exercises. (Unfortunately most people on the island, military
and civilians, shared this opinion). I was told to shut up and let them sleep. I then ran down stairs
to find our old 1st sergeant. I located him and advised him the planes were Japanese. He told me
[ was a "section 8" - nuts in army language. It was not to long before everyone realized we were
under attack by Japanese fighters and fighter-bombers. Bullets were coming thru the open windows
and I heard screams of men being hit with Japanese bullets. They strafed us really good with low
flying fighters. We ran outside and of course there were no fox holes to jump into because it was
peace time!

Wheeler Army Air Corps field was adjacent to Schofield Barracks. Wheeler Field's hangers
were being bombed. I could see hangers completely explode, with airplanes and men going straight
up. The Japs were strafing rows of P-40s and other types of aircraft, setting them on fire. Every time
a bomb exploded the pressure of the shock waves made me feel like I was being squeezed and my
ears were ringing from strafing and bomb explosions. To this day my ears ring. During the attack
I saw a Hawaiian woman run out of her small house in the NCO area. It was the wrong time! A zero
was coming in low strafing us and I could see his bullets from his machine guns hitting the dirt right
up to the woman and beyond. She appeared to be dead, with unborn baby. This day I saw people
killed for the first time in my life. I will never forget that.

Schofield Barracks was in a state of pandemonium. We were trying to get more ammunition
so we could fire back at the Jap planes. Machine guns were being set up on top of most barracks.
Soldiers were shooting back with rifles, B.A R.s, pistols and anything we could get our hands on.
In the sky above us a few of our own fighters were flying. They shot down some Jap Zeros and we
cheered loudly. Sometime during the attack I was assigned, with three men and a sergeant to go over
to an area between Schofield and Wheeler to look for a crated emergency generator. There was a
white milk truck in front of our barracks. Our sergeant told the local Japanese civilian driver to get
out. He confiscated the milk truck and we drove off toward Wheeler Field. It was a madhouse.
Airplanes flying low, hangers and planes burning, running men, wounded and dead men everywhere.
There were lines of Army ambulances. We located the large crate containing the generator. [
climbed up on top to try to cut the metal bands. At that time I felt a hot, sharp pain in my left hand.
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