May 1942
Dear Journal


The last couple of months have been petty hard on me my older brother was killed or is mission in action this news came the day before I turned 18 he was only 22.  He was a really good brother and I am going to miss him dearly.  Mom is still in a stat of shock.  The when I turned 18 I was drafted I really did not want to go and mom did not want me to go she said “I have all ready lost one son and I don’t want to loose another.”  I had to go thought so I went to the local recruiting station and they sent me to a bus depot where they ship us off to boot camp.  They loaded us all on to buses I was sent to the southern most point of Florida.  I know that it was not going to be any good it was hot and humid and I was going to die in boot camp.  When we got there a tall ridged fence post kind of guy was waiting for us he was yelling and screaming at us and I could hardly make out a word so I followed the others.  They first took us to out bunks and make us put down our gear and they thought us the basics how to stand up and how to say yes sir no sir.  Then they took us to the barber and took off my awesome mullet I was ready to cry it took me 2 years to grow that bad boy out.   Over the next 1 weeks we learned every thing from firing a gun to had combat and how to survive on out own.  At the end off boot camp they assigned me to the 180th infantry battalion.  We where going to go to the pacific.  They loaded us up on ships and we set off.
