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     All I know is my father, Clay Kamezo Ogata,  came here, I think, in 1898 and I think he came to the state of Washington. I don't know how old he was.  I think he was born in 1880 or somewhere in there.  (W- Probably '79.)  They count differently in Japan.  In Japan you're one year old when you're born.  I don't know whether they used these numbers or their numbers.    

     Getting back to the story; when I was four years old  we went to Chicago, my brother, my mother and I and they had $3000 strapped to my brother's waist.  We went there  to meet a Mr. Okuda who worked for American Express in Seattle, Washington.  As I understand it, that money was for Mr. Okuda  to have the remains of my grandfather and uncle, who were buried somewhere, I guess in California, sent back to Japan which was their desire or wish.     

      In retrospect , what I learned in later years and didn't pay attention to,  was the fact that my father's brother and father came  to the states, I have no idea when, but certainly long before my father came here.  The reason they came here was because an Ogata girl, which would be my father's sister or aunt, had married into another family which was much wealthier than the Ogatas.  In Japan the custom is for the bride to take a dowry with her when she becomes married.  Apparently the family into which she married was much wealthier than the Ogata family.  So the dowry nearly broke the Ogata family.  That's why grandpa and uncle came here afterwards to try to recoup. What they did here or how long they were here I have no idea.  How they died I have no idea.  Hard to tell.  They  died  here and were buried here. 

      They came from Kumamoto in Japan province, Kyushu Island, but that's all I know.  My brother was about six foot two and I can remember them talking about our great great great grandpa being about six foot six which is literally unheard of  in Japan.  The story was that he was a samurai.  Samurai were in a class by themselves.  They were warriors.  As I recall the story as a kid, I can remember them saying there were several samurai that were somewhere, going somewhere and they were attacked by a large group of bandits.   My  great great great grandfather was in the neighborhood when this happened and he went to join the samurai to protect them.  They beat off whoever was fighting them and as a result of what he did they made him a samurai.  So since he was not born into that, when he died that was the end of the samurai status.  

     I think my father came over in 1898.  My mother, Wai Mitsuda Ogata, didn't come here until 1915, I thought, but that wouldn't work because my brother was born in August of 1915.  (W-well they came in 1914)  Well that's what I think makes sense.  She came alone but see she was betrothed.  I don't even know  if she ever saw my dad before she was married.  They still do that in Japan.  Families arrange marriages.  She came here specifically to marry my father.  When he came here she was only 8 or 9.  (W-She was born in 1890 or that one year would make it 1889)  I guess he worked in Washington.

      He was in San Francisco at one time and he said there were no women, literally no women, and San Francisco was just a big sea of mud.  There were no sidewalks.  They would have boards and a single board in the downtown area and if people were walking on there the big man stayed on there and everybody else got off.  But if a woman came everybody got off including the big guy.  When he came to Seattle the first place he stayed was at a whorehouse because he didn't know where to stay.  They befriended him and so he got a room to stay there.  (W-Grandma used to get so upset about that)  He said he didn't do anything.  He said, " I didn't have any money."  She wasn't over here then.  (W-when the kids were home they used to talk about it.  They did it just to rile her up a little bit)   He said he was gone when the earthquake happened and he said all men within a hundred or a hundred and fifty miles were forced to go to San Francisco to help.  You didn't have a choice.  If you were a man you went at gunpoint if necessary.  

     He got to be a foreman in the copper mines in Nevada.  He first saw an automobile in California and he thought, boy that's the thing and he wanted to go where they were made.  He figured that if you got in on that business that was were the future and the money would be.  That was his idea for coming east where automobiles were manufactured.  How he got to be a foreman in a copper mine in Nevada is beyond my comprehension.   He tells the story that one payday  it was his job to go to town to get the payroll and the payroll was in gold coins.  Of course in those days everything was gold coin.  He had a little rig with a horse.  He got the gold in the bags and was coming back and something spooked his horse and the wagon went over and the gold spilled.  He got all the gold he could back in the bags, took the horse and wagon and went back to the mine and brought a bunch of guys back.  They looked for the gold and found every piece of gold.  He fell  into like a chute where they dumped the ore and that's the way he broke his leg.  That's why he limped.  He limped all my life that I can remember.  

     He worked his way east and eventually got to Gary, Indiana.  During WWI  he had stoves and everything on the floor in one of the steel mills.   He served food there.  After that he ended up as an assistant manager of the cafeteria in the Gary, Indiana YMCA.  I don't know where he learned to cook in the meantime, but somewhere along the line.  (W- he went from there to Seattle to pick up your mother)  When she came over in 1914-1915, she said the United States was not at war yet but Germany and England were at war.  They had a submarine scare on the way over.  She was scared to death the submarine was going to sink the ship she was on, which they didn't do, but I can remember her telling that story.  (W-they made their home in Gary.  In Gary they had an apartment with a family named Carruthers and that family really befriended them)  

      About that time in 1918 or 1919, there were six or seven YMCAs in the upper part of Illinois that were all built the same.  They were exactly like the one we used to have downtown.  They all had the upstairs for single men and the middle part was for meeting rooms.  They were not making any money with the middle.  The second floor was literally zero.  The service clubs, like the Kiwanis or whatever organizations, would hold their weekly or monthly meetings on the second floor and they would pay whatever rent to rent the space for their meetings.  But that was no income to amount to anything.  At that time they all decided they would put cafeterias or something like that on the second floor to make more money.  Somewhere I think I found letters in my mothers stuff of several different YMCAs that had written to my Dad to see if he was interested in coming to start a cafeteria.

     Why he came to Sterling I'm not sure.  Anyhow my Dad chose to come to Sterling for whatever reason and he started a cafeteria there.  That's how we came to Sterling.  Eventually my Mom came and would run the register.  My brother and I were both born in Gary, Indiana.  I was 6 months old when we came to Sterling.  

     The first house we lived in was the one down on West Fourth Street.  It's a big brick house that is still standing.  On the north side of the street.  It was Sterling's first hospital.  We lived on the second floor.  I talked to the ladies of the DAR the other day and I said you know there is a plaque put up there by the Sterling DAR in 1935 or something and I told them I thought it was put up because I lived there.  But I said, no, it was because it was the first hospital in Sterling.  

     My brother was three years, nine months older than I.  I don't think he spoke much English.  My Mother didn't speak English hardly at all.  When he started to Wallace School they gave them milk every morning and he was allergic to milk.  All Orientals are  allergic to dairy products because they don't have cows.  So he didn't want to drink milk. They didn't know and they tried to get him to drink milk.  He finally threw it on the floor.  They thought he was an incorrigible kid until they found out what was the matter.  (W-after he spilled the milk and they found he  didn't understand English, they didn't speak anything but English after that.)   I never learned to speak Japanese, unfortunately.

      We then moved from that place to West Tenth Street in a double house which is still there.  The Melvins lived on one side and we lived on the other side.  There was just Lyle and Ollie at that time.  The other kids weren't born yet.  The Harry Kidds lived just a half a block west of there.  Dorothy Ann Kidd was one of the first kids I remember besides the Melvins.  From there we moved to Locust Street between LeFevre and 15th Street.  I think Folkers lived next door to us there or they moved into that house after we left.  Then we moved into the house at 6 East 16th Street( E. LeFevre) which is now the hospital parking lot.  That house was moved to 1810 Second Avenue.

     My folks had the cafeteria at the Y and then moved over to the Academy Building and  started a cafeteria there in 1929 or 30.  Annabelle Ray had a barbershop right next door.  The Academy Building is were D&E is now.  

     I virtually lived in the police and fire station when I was a kid.  The old City Hall was across the street from the YMCA.   In fact I would be in the City Hall from the time I was three years old.  But you know there were no cars so I could go anywhere and they wouldn't worry about it.  When I was a little kid, apparently the only thing I would say was "EEK."  They started calling me "Eek" because that's all I would say, so, hell, until after I was married all those firemen called me "Eek." 

     My brother did his own thing but he was always good about taking care of me.  I could tag along to a lot of things he did and he didn't seem to mind.  Most big brothers don't care.  He was good about that.  

     I couldn't have any pets.  My mother didn't like them.  I had one dog for about a week and that was it.    

     My dad went to the fights.  I don't know where they had them.  He came home late one time and my Mother wouldn't let him in.  So he went back downtown and I don't know what he found open.  About the only thing I could think of in those days that would have been open would have been the bakery.  The guys coming to work to fix stuff for tomorrow.  Anyhow he brought something home I don't know what, some goody.  I remember our door had a window.  It worked, she let him in.  He had to walk all the way downtown and back.   

     I met Wilma when  we both worked at the National. (W-I used to see him through the door.  I thought he was cute.  I didn't know if he saw me and was interested.  Helen Haak, who was eventually Helen Ogata, was a beautician so I started having her do my hair).    Helen was going with my brother. (W-I'd say to her I think Kenje is cute.  She said do you?  She didn't think we would make a good pair.  What I didn't know was that he was urging her to introduce us  when she came up to the Ogata's house. He'd say I'd like to meet  Wilma.  See we were both working on it and neither one knew it.  One night she was up at the house and Kenje said go to the phone and call  Wilma Reiff and introduce us.)  

    Kent worked at the National for awhile and then he went to the University of Illinois.  I helped put him through school.  My parents restaurant went on the kaput so I was supporting them.  Tough times.  (How did you get into the National?)  Everyday for nine months I went down to see George Behrens until he got tired of looking at me.  I worked in the plating room.  I worked at National from 1936 until WWII.  

     From the National I went to the United States Medical Corp.  I learned to fly through the Civilian Pilot Training program they had before WWII.  When I talked to Bill Eberly he went through that too.  You could take examinations and if you passed the examination you could learn to fly for nothing out at the airport on North Locust Street.  So I learned to fly in a Piper Cub.  (W-and he courted me in a Piper Cub)  

     I enlisted a day after Pearl Harbor and left Sterling in January of 1942.  I had just gone to the draft board to see if I could get out of being drafted because I was taking care of my parents and went to the draft board and told them my story.  They said okay and they deferred my draft.  That  was prior to Pearl Harbor.   Shortly after that Pearl Harbor occurred so I went back and said, "I want to be released so I can enlist in thr Army Air Corp." They released me and I enlisted.  I was in Camp Grant and couldn't get transfered o for two years because I was Japanese.  I didn't realize what was going on and when I enlisted there were about 50 guys from Sterling, Morrison, Dixon all around here.  We all had the same fervor and we enlisted after Pearl Harbor.  Went to Chicago South State Street that's where the Army"s 6th Corp. area center was for the six  middle western states.  That was the Army's 6th Corp. area so called.  There was a place on South State Street where all the people who had enlisted went.  I don't know if the draftees were sent there too.  Probably. 

      Anyhow there were about 50 of us that went in that day on the train.  There must have been 400 enlistees and draftees in this huge room.  They were calling off names and guys would go up there and finally they called my name off.  I went up  and there was a major up there and  a sergeant, whom I knew casually, because I had gone with his wife's sister a couple of times.  He was married to a Furlong girl in Rock Falls.  He was the recruiting sergeant in Sterling for a couple of years, I think.  So I knew who he was and went up there and he just shrugged his shoulders at me.  The major said, "Are you Ogata?" I said, "Yea" and with that he just started calling me every kind of an S.O.B. he could think of.  Blamed the war on me.  He was really getting his jollies up there. I didn't  know what was going on.  Of course the whole room got quiet while this guy was calling me every kind of an S.O.B. he could think of.  In the back  I saw an army person dressed in cavalry boots.  He wasn't a very tall man.  He had a couple of aides with him and he came in and he listened to what was going on.  He came right up to the major and tapped him on the shoulder.  The major whirled around and was going to say or do something and realized he couldn't because it was an officer that outranked him.  The colonel said, "That's all of that major" and he said, " Young man you come with me."  So I went with him and he took me to his office.  He said I'm colonel so and so and I'm in charge of the Sixth Corp. here.  He said I'm sorry for what went on out there.  There is no excuse for that and he said I have the authority to send you home.  You don't have to go to the army.  I do have that authority.  I said I didn't come here to go home.  He said well I don't know what will happen to you if you continue and go to the army.  You just saw what happened.  That was a shameful thing but I don't know how other people are going to react and I said well I guess I'll just have to find out.  With that he just smiled and said good.  He sent me to Camp Grant and I figured I was going to go to the air force and ended up in the medical corp.  

     When we got through our training, I think it was six or eight weeks or whatever basic training was in those days,  they had a company meeting or whatever it is they used to call that.  They started calling off names of guys, saying go here, go here, go here, to different groups.  Finally they got just about finished and I realized there were six other guys besides me that were all Japanese Americans.  They finally ended up having called everybody's names off but ours.  Everybody was sent here there and everywhere in the country in various medical corp. groups wherever they went except us and we were sent to the Camp Grant Hospital.  All the time I was there I first went through procedures as it was supposed to be to transfer into the Army air corp.  First the company clerk and then the first sergeant, then the company commander and asked for a transfer and they said, "no."   So, I said, " Well I'd like to get into the air corp."   "No you can't do that."   I went and asked two or three times and they said, "no."  And they made me do extra duty.  They got tired of telling me no.   Finally I got kind of disgusted and went over to headquarters on my own which, of course, you weren't supposed to do.  And every time I'd do that they would report me and I'd come back and have to do more K.P. duty or extra duty.  One time I saw on the bulletin board that they wanted people to go to Minnesota to a Japanese Language School so they could send them for intelligence in the South Pacific.  So I went over there and the staffer tech sergeant at military intelligence said, "What can I do for you?"  "Well I saw that on the bulletin board about Japanese Intelligence School."  He said, "Did they send you over from the company?"   I said, "no."  He said,  "Well you can't do that."  I said, "Well I'd like to see the Colonel."  "Well okay" he said, "I'll see if the colonel will talk to you."  I waited awhile and pretty soon out came this colonel.  He was big, at least six feet tall, blonde.  He said, "What can I do for you corporal?"  Oh I said, "I want to go to the  Japanese Language School."  He said, "Do you speak Japanese?"  I said, "Oh sure."  And with that he just blurted out perfect Japanese.  I didn't know what the hell he was talking about. He looked at me and said, "That's what I thought.  Go back to your company." For two years I just kept getting extra duty.

     I was at Fort Sheridan for a little while and they made me company clerk of this replacement depot.  They sent a whole bunch of us out of Camp Grant.  I don't know where everybody was going.  I went to Fort Sheridan.  Fort Sheridan is the place where they transferred people to many places.  They kept me there and made me company clerk.   I remember the guy that was company commander was this old guy, I can't remember his name.  He had been in the army and was old enough to be discharged but because of the war he was still in there.  He was an old master sergeant and I remember when the first WACs (Women's Army Corp.) came to Camp Grant they were one of the first ones and they had quite a contingent at Fort Sheridan training.  This old first sergeant, the old army guy, he couldn't believe there were women in the army and he called them "the goddamned crouch pad detail."   

     I was lucky since I was the company clerk of this little outfit there.  It was during 
Christmastime and the post office wanted the army to send them some guys to  sort the mail.  I appointed myself to go down there too.  We got $1.60 an hour or something like that.  It was fabulous money at that time.  It was only for a couple of weeks but big money.  

     The day I got shipped out of Fort Sheridan to go to the army air corp. was the very day that all transfers in the army were ended.  No more transfers.  We had a major that was in charge there and he liked me but he was griping.  He was, I think, an infantry man and wanted to go into combat so bad.  He couldn't understand why he couldn't get out of there.  But he told me that I was transferred to the air corp. and that he understood that General "Hap" Arnold made that decision.  That's the story I was told but  I don't know.  To allow that, he must have gotten one of my applications for transfer or something.  I sent in lots of them.  Most of them probably went into the wastebasket before I ever got out of there.  It must have been April 1944 when I left.  It was New Year's Eve when I went there.  It was my third year.

     They sent me to Las Vegas to gunnery school.  I almost got flunked out of there because the guy that was in charge of the shotgun portion of gunnery school was a national champion.  He obviously didn't like my looks and he was going to flunk me out.  

Russ Andersen, who was married to Mary Janet Carolus,  knew me and he talked the guy out of it and kept me from being washed out.  (W-I don't think the average person knows how much animosity an oriental had to put up with.  It was rampant.  In any aspect of life  you were affected by it.)  I've always said I don't understand why white people have such an inferiority complex they have to pick on everybody that doesn't look like them.  

     (W- We were married March 5, 1943 at the Grace Episcopal in Sterling by Father Morford who had visited Kenje everyday after our accident.  We borrowed the Ogata family car and went to Chicago.)  We stayed at the Palmer House.  Six dollars and sixty cents.  There was a GI army rate during the war.   We only stayed at the Palmer House one night because it was too expensive, $6.60. We went to the Sherman House the next night which the serviceman's rate was only $3.30.   Then we were about broke.  We had $65 I think.  (W-$63).  Wilma ordered a chicken salad sandwich up at the room at the Palmer House.  It was two dollars and something.   Oh she cried the little bitty thing was $2.00.  (W- and they cut all the crust off.)  (W- We didn't go on our fiftieth because I had the mastectomy but a couple three weeks later we went to the Palmer House which we had planned to do and it cost us $125 and the room was about one third the size of the room we had.)   

     (W- the only other time I remember crying as a bride was the time Kenje came home and found me in the attic at our apartment where you had to go up to the third floor to hang your clothes.  I had some lounging pajamas and they were kind of a maroon and they got in the whites.  Everything in the laundry was pink and I'm hanging up clothes crying.  Normally I'm not a person to cry except movies, books and things like that.)  

      They brought the first German prisoners of war to Camp Grant and they built a stockade for them, pretty much outside of where Camp Grant Hospital was.  When they first brought a couple of the sick German prisoners in they couldn't put them in the regular wards, so they decided to put them in the mental ward because it had bars on the windows and they couldn't leave the building.  They had guards so they were going to put them in there if they got sick.  When they brought the first couple three guys that were ill and wanted to put them in the hospital, they came into the admitting clinic.  By this time most of us were Japanese-Americans and when they walked in and saw all of these oriental faces they couldn't figure out what was going on.  

     I was at the station hospital almost two years before I went to Ft. Sheridan.  I was sent to Ft. Sheridan on New Year's Eve.  

      Kent, Helen and Wilma came up to see me shortly after I was sent to Camp Grant.  (W- to cheer you up)  I  don't remember that I was so depressed.  We were riding around in the car and this lieutenant went by a couple of times, and he obviously had this young date, finally he pulled us over and wanted to know who we were.  Then he left and apparently had gone to the police and said we were spies.  We were on our way back to Camp Grant on Kishwaukee and there were about six or eight police cars that came from everywhere.  They put us all in separate cars and  took us down to the police station.         They woke up the Chief of Police and brought him down.  He said to me, "Where are you from?"  I said, "Sterling, Illinois."He said, "Yea, who is the Chief of Police there?"  I said, "Chief Bucher."  He said, "What does he look like?"  So I described him, "He had glasses and smoked cigars and he had a  little finger with a crooked nail that was really unusual."  I described that to him and he said, "They got me out of bed for that?"  He was well satisfied that I was not a spy.

    When I was at Camp Grant, I got a weekend pass and I came home on a Friday.  I shouldn't have but I came home early and didn't get caught so it was okay.  We wanted to go out target shooting so Wilma put on riding boots and jodhpurs and we told my mother we were going horseback riding.  She didn't like guns.  We borrowed a 22 rifle from Gene Jacoby to go target shooting.  We went out by McCues corners where the Elkhorn creek is .  We were standing on the bridge shooting at something down east of the bridge in the water.  Finally I said I'd go and see what we were doing.  So I went up along the creek to see how we were doing and she kept shooting occasionally and apparently it hit a rock and ricocheted and went into my belly.  It went through my pants and the gas flap.  When I got shot I opened my pants and saw there was a whole there.  It went through my green  GI shorts and my shirts.  I saw a hole in my undershirt and so I thought there was no use in looking any further.  I buttoned up and started back towards the bridge.  When I got to the bridge I ran out of gas so Wilma had to help me up.  Gene, a friend of mine had been shot, and I can remember him saying it didn't hurt.  This was beginning to hurt and Wilma said I kept cussing, "Goddamn Kelly said it didn't hurt."  (W-I put him in the back seat and he was very verbal.  We got to the Home Hospital and it was Dr. Rubright's afternoon off.  The nurse said to take him up to Sterling Public Hospital.)  We went up there and Dr. Jacobs was on call.  He was a pretty good drinker.  We called Kent out at the airport.  Kent came.  Dr. Jacobs had been on the golf course and he was feeling no pain and he was saying he was going to cut me from here to here to here.  I said get me out of here and let's go back to see Dr. Rubright.  Kent called Ollie Melvin and he wanted Ollie to tell my mother.  He didn't want to tell my mother.  They finally got Dr. Rubright to come in off the river and he came and operated on me.   Rubright went in and spent several hours making sure none of the bowels were penetrated.  He knew from the x-rays that it was in my back next to the spine.  He spent so much time making sure nothing was penetrated and decided it was in a muscle back there so would just leave it.  So he sewed me back up.   After a few days the Army came.  They have a rule in the service that you can't have anything metallic in your body,  so they were going to go in and remove it.  They took x-rays and there wasn't anything there.  They came back and were accusing Dr. Rubright of some sort of complicity.  "What did he do with that bullet?"  He said, "I didn't do anything."  In the meantime they had never changed my dressing for several days.  Dr. Rubright got into it with them.  He said,"You, sons of a bitch, you didn't change his dressings and because of the infection it worked its way out."  Anyhow he maintained he never removed it and they maintained he must have because it wasn't there.  (W-when he was in the Home Hospital the army came down, took me into a room, closed the door and said, "Why did you shoot him?"  I proceeded to get hives.  The next day there was a little blurb on the front page of the Chicago Daily Tribune that said, "Polo Miss Shoots Jap 
Soldier.")  Nothing about me, it's Polo Miss.  That was July 1942.  (W-the police took me out to the "scene of the crime" and  we went down, found a tin can that was bent so they decided that the bullet had hit that and ricocheted)

      I don't think my folks were harassed in this area.  They were very good friends of  the Scheinemans.  Judge Scheineman was the Circuit Court Judge and they were supposed to check in periodically at the post office but he told them, "don't bother, you don't have to do that."  That was about the extent of their problems.   They might have had trouble if they had tried to travel somewhere.  I don't know what it was like in those days. Different days, different times. 

     The thing that really bothered me afterwards, as  they brought all of these Japanese-Americans in,  these guys had been in the tank corp. artillery or some other different branches of the army before Pearl Harbor and then after Pearl Harbor when I was at the station hospital one by one they were coming in from wherever and were transferred to the medical corp. in the hospital there.  Of course, I realized they were being transferred  and not being allowed to be in their outfits because they were Japanese-Americans.  And       obviously I was where I was because I was Japanese-American.  In the two years we were there we knew a lot of them.  We had no idea all their parents were put in concentration  camps.  They were given twenty-four hour notices in California, Washington, Oregon.  In all of those places they were moved out.  The whole west.  There weren't many in the east coast.  Most of them were truck farmers.  They were good at that.  (W- the Takakoshis we knew had each been at a camp and they lived in our apartment building.)  We knew that but they never talked about it either.  He was a CPA .  He had a job with a CPA firm in Rockford and they had  five children, but at that time they were newlyweds and had no children. They were in the concentration camp probably a year,  were released someway and came to Rockford to work.  

     (W-The second floor of the house we lived in had one bathroom and four one room apartments.  The only source of water being the bath tub. You had to go to the bathroom to get the water to cook.  When you wanted to take a bath or wash clothes you had to quietly sneak downstairs, around the outside, down the back and fire up a wood stove to make hot water.  If you weren't quiet enough and another tenant heard you they would go to the bathroom and lock the door so they could use the hot water.  The washing  machine was in the basement and after we washed we had to carry the wet clothes to the third floor to hang to dry.  Our kitchen was a converted closet containing an ice box, a two burner gas plate  on a table and two shelves.  We lived there about nine months until we moved to Doanne Geiger's uncles. But we were there a very short time.)  Then I got shipped out to Fort Sheridan.

      From Camp Grant I went to Ft. Sheridan where I was a company clerk.  Then to Las Vegas to gunnery school and from there to Lincoln, Nebraska where the crews were made up, then to Tucson, David Monthan Air Force Base.  In Tucson Wilma lived with a Christian Scientist.  (W- Mrs. Brown.  She was proselytizing and going to turn me into a Christian Scientist.  She bugged the heck out of me everyday, hour on hour.  The poor woman had lost her daughter and when I first questioned her I couldn't get any information. Finally it came out that her daughter had died of a ruptured appendix and she had not allowed her to be seen by a physician.  She used to put what she was going to read at church the next day on the kitchen window and stand there and read her sermons.  You could hear that a good bit of the day.  When she wasn't working on me she was  reading her sermons.  We were only there two or three months.) 

      I was in Tucson for final bomber training as a group. The crew I became a part of in Nebraska was the crew I was with in Tucson and  went overseas with.  I went to Topeka, Kansas where we picked up an airplane.  A new airplane.  Wilma came to Topeka too.  (W-we had to show our marriage license to get a hotel room.)

    From there we flew to somewhere in New Hampshire to spend the night and then we went to  Gander, Newfoundland and we were there for about a week because the weather was so bad.  I remember my navigator, who died long ago, he was one of the first to die.  He was flying with another crew and I was too and I think we were over Munich when his plane was below mine. They got a direct hit in the nose and I saw them blow up.  Lt. Eskew and I went swimming.  We got two row boats.  We went out on this Gander lake .  We dove in not realizing that the water was freezing.  Needless to say we immediately turned around and headed back to the boat.  I didn't think I was going to make it back.  I couldn't have been more than twenty or thirty feet away at the most.  I was really cold.  We were there about a week and then we were to take off and head east.  We had no idea where we were going, whether to England or Italy.  The rules were that you would head east for one hour and at one hour you could open up your orders to tell you were you were going.  We found out we were going to Africa and Italy.

     The first stop was the Azores.  I didn't know where the Azores were.  We landed there and spent an overnight.  We took off from there and went to either Marrakech or Tunis, Africa.  Went to one and then the other.  We stayed overnight, I think Marrakech was first.  They had tents for people coming through and I mailed a letter to Wilma in their temporary post office.  There was a fellow named Jim Furlong, I dated his sister a couple of times over in Rock Falls, and he had been injured in the infantry in Africa.  So he was on temporary duty as a postal clerk there.  He saw that I had written to Wilma.  Anyhow he saw my return, the name on there, so he knew I was passing through.  He came and looked me up and invited me to go eat.  I went with him.  He said, "Bring your mess kit."  That was the first time I ever ate out of a mess kit.  So we got some food and of course we were sitting outside.   When we finished, why typically in the army you've got this stuff for the barrel.  When we came up the line to the barrel  there were these African kids and some adults and they were begging  for your food.  What you didn't eat.  I said, "What are they doing?"  He said, "They want the food that you didn't eat."  I said, "I can't do that."  He said,  "You don't have to do that,  dump it in the barrel and they will go down in the barrel and get it."  That was my first experience, oh God Almighty, to find out how other people have to live sometimes.  

     From there I think I went to Tunis.  And we were overnight there.  I didn't get to go to town so I don't know what it looked like.  I had to do guard duty.  We had to take turns you know to watch the airplanes.  At Marrakech I went to town.  I couldn't believe they had these puddles along like a boulevard.  You'd see somebody pooping in one end and someone taking water out the other side.  It was a real eye opener for a little country boy.

     Then we flew to Italy and we had some goodies in our plane we were going to take with us but some guys came out to get our brand new airplane and needless to say they took our goodies too.  The GI's said, "You can't take those with you."  We were really green.  They probably sold it.  

     From there we were flown to where we ended up at our air base.  Castelluccia was the nearest town and the 451st bomb group was there.  I never did get into Castelluccia.  The little kid that did our laundry was from there.  I often wonder whatever happened to that little kid.  The lira was worthless.  The only ones that were fortunate were the Italians that would work in the air base camps, like little Tony. He'd get the laundry and take it home and he would get two packs of cigarettes.  These were like money to them.  They could sell those.  They were very, very desirable.  We put up a tent and soon built a floor and moved the tent on it because it was mucky there.  The 15th air force had at least four groups.  Normally we would go 600 bombers on a mission and we had four squadrons in our group.  We put up a maximum of about 28 airplanes in our group.  I can't imagine where they all were.  They must have been close by.  The landing strips were put up by the air force and were those steel strips with holes in them.  

     We were supposed to be there for thirty days and we would fly practice missions.  We would go along the Adriatic and the bombardiers would drop little 100 pound bombs on some little target and the gunners would shoot at something or other.   We were supposed to do that for thirty days before you would then fly on a regular bombing mission.  We were only there for four or five days and a guy woke us up at three o'clock in the morning and said "Ogata get up you have to fly this morning."  I said, "Oh no that's a mistake I just got here I don't have to fly."  He said, "Get your ass out of there.  You're flying today."  There was a shortage of ball turret gunners.  I found out that you went to briefing about three-thirty in the morning where everybody would go and where they had a big map of that part of Europe.  They'd uncover it and they had colored strings going up in the direction you were going, where you would go and how you would return.  Then you would come back, go to the mess hall and eat,  get your stuff ready and get on the truck and go out to the assigned bomber.  I didn't fly on the same plane nor with the same crew all of the time.  Both times we were shot down they were brand new airplanes.  

     The first mission we went up to northern Italy somewhere and we bombed something, I really don't know what.  When I came back we had a guy on our crew that we picked up when we were formulated.  He had been through training once before, why he was doing it again I do not know, but he thought he was pretty air worthy.  A lot of the guys would get sick on  those bombers because they didn't ride too good.  After we would go out and practice we would shoot 50 caliber machine guns at targets.  They would bring a fast airplane in and it would have a big sleeve on it and they would come by close, this side, that side, above you, below you, you didn't know where it was going to be.  When you got done you had all of these shell casings on the floor and you had to pick those up and put them in those wooden cases that the ammunition came in.  A lot of guys would get sick because you're sitting there trying to do this in the airplane and the airplane is bouncing around.  The other guys are getting sick but  it didn't bother me.  The guy that had been on these missions before thought that was really funny all the time.  He knew everything that was going on.  When we got overseas, I was the first one in the crew to fly a bombing mission.  When I came back I told him about that and it scared the hell out of him.  He never did fly bombing missions.  At that time you could go to the flight surgeon and I don't know what you had to tell them but you told them you couldn't do it or some dumb thing like that and you didn't have to fly combat.  His name was Amos.  And Miskoff, who didn't like Amos too well, that really bothered him.  But Miskoff only flew a few missions and did the same thing.    

     I flew thirty-five missions.  You had to fly thirty-five actual times or a total of fifty missions.  Some bombing missions counted one or two sorties.  If you could fly twenty-five double sorties, theoretically you would only have to go twenty-five times.  I had fifty-five or fifty-seven missions or sorties, but I went thirty-five different times.  I can't remember which was which.  I was lucky.  I didn't realize there were so many guys that got killed.  I know that we as a crew  got so we made friends with the guys in the tents around you, but you'd just get to know them and they would disappear.  So you just sort of didn't pay any attention to anybody.  You just stayed with your own six men.  The only one I really stayed friends with was Hattersley.  He's dead now.  He lived in South Carolina.  He was in another crew.  

     I was first shot down on the day after Christmas l944.  I flew Christmas day.  Then was  the only time I had a premonition that I was going to die.  I really thought I was going to die that day.  We flew somewhere up in Austria.  Anyhow, needless to say, I didn't die.  We came back and I was so happy I got drunker than a skunk that night, little thinking about tomorrow.  As it turned out, at three-thirty in the morning they woke me up to fly again.  That was the day we got shot down.  That mission was the longest mission up to that point that the 15th Air Force had flown.  We flew from Italy across the Adriatic, Yugoslavia, Austria, Hungary into Russia.  Came back out and we bombed a place called Oswiecim, Poland railroad yards.  Oswiecim, Poland was also the location of famous prisoner of war place, Auschwitz, which we weren't bombing.  I missed briefing that morning.  I was not feeling too well.  When they woke us up I told the other guys, "You go ahead and you can tell me where we are going when you come back."  Then we never did get around to talking about it.  So I had no idea where we were going.  Over the target we lost one engine and were losing oil out of the other one.  We couldn't keep up with the rest of them so we were off by ourselves until we bailed out.  When I jumped out of that airplane I had no idea what country we were in.  That's how stupid you are when  you are young.  There was a lot of heavy flack and everyone bailed out.  It was unbelievable you could fly through that stuff.  The guns are 88mm and 105mm shells.  I didn't find out until 24 hours later where I had landed, when I finally found half the guys.  I had no idea what country I was in.   

     Gibbons, as he tells the story, was on his first trip as a navigator.  He was 18 years old.  When it came time for us to bail out he had us going in the wrong direction.  I talked to the pilot a few years ago and he thought everybody was gone out of the airplane.  But I was the last one out and  with the airplane going in the wrong direction, I was the only one ending up in enemy territory.  The rest of them ended up on the Russian side.               

     When I bailed out, it was just a week or two before that a paratrooper had come and was trying to tell the guys what to do when you have to jump out.  So many guys were getting killed.  I saw it happen many, many times where airplanes were beginning to be disabled and some of the guys would manage to get out, I'd see them jump out and they would pull their ripcord right away and they would just wrap up in their chute.  They died that way because you couldn't unravel your parachute.  Anyhow, he was saying when you jump out of your airplane you are going 160 mph or whatever and the wind will catch you and you are just naturally going to rotate like that.  What you have to do is straighten out your body, throw out your arms and you'll rather quickly fall at a 45 degree angle, feet first.  Then you can open your chute.  Under no circumstances open your chute above the clouds.  Wait until you go through the clouds.  Don't open your chute right away.  Wait until you are about 1000 to 1500 feet above the earth.  You've all flown enough you know about what that is.  At this point in time the Germans were shooting and pitch forking guys coming down in chutes.  For your own safety you had better make it less easy for them.  When I went out I was just going around like that and sure enough just like he said, I threw out my arms and straightened out even though your clothes are just going like that, whipping and flapping. You really don't have a sensation of falling.  I looked around and there was nothing but clouds.  All clouds.  As I was falling I could hear what this guy was saying, throw out your arms, do this, do that and don't forget, don't open your chute in the clouds.  

     When I entered the clouds it just seemed like I could hear a beautiful voice choir singing.  I don't know what.  At the same time it was as though somebody took my hand and attached it to the ripcord to pull it.  I can remember saying,"No,no, no don't do that" and with that I did that.  And, of course, out popped the chute, it opened up and you jerk like that.  And I looked up and looked down and I hit the ground.  I  did two somersaults.  I thought I had broken my legs.  It was total ground fog.  Absolute, total ground fog.  I couldn't see from here across the room.  It was like that for twenty-four hours.  Boy, that's scary. 

      Where I hit it was like plowed up ground.  Must have been farm land of some kind.  I gathered up the chute and I could hear artillery fire around.  We had a little escape kit about this big.  We had a little pocket.  Pocket here and a pocket there.  In the one pocket we had this little escape kit about 5 inches in diameter and an inch or two thick.  In that  kit was a little silk map of  the southern part of Europe and two little packages of some kind of crackers.  The best part was that there were two or four little packages of cigarettes.  We all smoked Luckies.  There was a sign in French, German and various languages that said, "Take me to your leader" and a little American flag you could put on your arm if you thought it was safe and a compass.  

      I gathered up the parachute.  I could hear the artillery and it was scaring me to death.  I thought where am I going to go.  I had better head south and hopefully I won't get shot.  After listening to those noisy bombers all those hours you don't hear too well.  So I'm carefully going along and have my chute bundled up in my arms and trying to figure out where all this artillery noise is coming from and hopefully not going towards it.  So heading south and going over this rough terrain, I'd occasionally come to what looked like a dirt road.  It was scary because you couldn't see any distance at all.  So you are depending upon your ears.  I remember coming to a couple of streams and going across the stream.  One stream was pretty shallow so I walked down it because I could hear dogs barking every so often.  I  was just sure they were after me.  Anyhow, I  kept going south and it must have been the middle of the night when I came unexpectedly to a road that was going in the same direction.  It went through a little village where there were houses on one side.  By this time I really didn't care.  So I started whistling but I didn't see any response from any of those houses and I wasn't about to go up and knock on the door or anything.  So I just kept going on.  There must have been a half dozen houses or so.  I don't know if there was anything on the other side of them.  I couldn't see that far.  I just kept going.  It was two o'clock in the afternoon when I bailed out and I  still had my parachute.  I finally came to a haystack and I thought well I'll bury it under the hay.  So I did that and continued south.  It was almost two o'clock the next afternoon,  twenty-four hours later, that  a guy came out of the fog and he was obviously a Hungarian.  He was dark complexioned and looked like a southeast Asian kind of person.  I think he was as startled as I was.  He kind of motioned for me to come with him.  I thought well I don't want to do that.  I'd forgotten my 45 in the plane.  Had no arms.  He was making a sound like an airplane crashing and making a sign like a cross.   He did that several times.  I thought, this guy is trying to tell me that the bomber crashed and all the guys were killed.  I know he's lying because everybody got out of there.  He kept motioning.  I didn't have any choice so I went with him.  He took me to Magyarkasi, this little village

 where half of my crew had spent the night with this family.  They slept in a bed all night.  What he was trying to tell me was that our bomber crashed in the cemetery in this little town.  

     That's where Wilma and I went back in l985 and got that little piece of the bomber they gave me.  The fellow that gave me the piece of the bomber was the son of the caretaker of the cemetery who is now the caretaker of the cemetery himself.  He showed us the big piece he had that they used to separate the hay from the manure.  That was the biggest piece he had and this is a little piece.  He said that the people really came and took everything of use from the crashed bomber.

     All of the kids in my class said they voted for me to receive the American Legion Award.  I don't know if they were giving me the business or what.  But I didn't get it.  I think I didn't get it because Lyle Wilcox, who was head of the American Legion, was a good friend of George Ansbury's dad and in retrospect I suspect that they wouldn't award it to a non-white.  In those days, I'm sure.  

     I guess my Dad taught me to be strong by example.  He didn't seem to be afraid of anything or anybody.  He wasn't afraid to stand up for what he thought was right.  I can remember when one time this guy, must have been 6' 3" at least, and he came to the cafeteria.  My dad would feed hobos who got off the train.  There wasn't any place to eat.  Hobos in those days used to ride the trains in the box cars.  They would come up and try and get something to eat.  My dad would feed them and if he had something to do he would ask them to do it.  Usually they would do it gladly.  This great big guy came up, my dad fed him and asked him to do something, the guy told my dad to "Go to hell" or something to that effect.  They got into a verbal altercation at the top of the stairs.  I don't know if the guy swung at my dad or what but my dad hit him and he went down the first flight of stairs.  There must have been 10 or 12 stairs one way and then 10 or 12 the other way.  The guy got up and he and started cussing at my dad and was threatening to come up and  let him have it.  My dad said, "Come up" but the guy decided not to and left.  The next day in the paper it said that this guy had escaped from jail in Clinton.  My dad was scared when he read that.  But my dad was like that.  He had an awful temper, quick temper.  He got over it quickly too.  I never could figure out how he survived  when an Oriental wasn't much of a citizen in those years.  

     He was in the process of working his way east to buy and sell automobiles but by the time he got out this way he realized he never would learn to speak English well enough to be a salesman.  Somehow or other in Gary, Indiana he must have met Mr.         ,  a real nice Japanese man, who I think was the manager of a cafeteria in the Gary YMCA.  He must have been the man who taught my father how to cook.  My father ended up being  assistant manager of the Gary YMCA cafeteria.  But during WWI, my dad got a job cooking in one of the steel mills in Gary.  They had stoves out in the mills and  would cook for the steel workers.  I think that was one of the places he was learning to cook.  Then he eventually ended up being the assistant manager of the cafeteria in the Gary YMCA.  I think a Mr. Baldwin, who was secretary of the Y here, got my father to come  and start a cafeteria  in Sterling.  That's how we came to this area.  

     I can  remember one particular target and I don't know how many hundred anti-aircraft  guns they would have on the ground.  They would always try to send up a fake bomber  put together from parts or they would sneak a fighter in to find out what your altitude and speed was.  They would have some idea where you were going to go because there were certain targets that we, the enemy, would want to destroy.  They would try to get all the information they could ahead of time.  We would head into an area like Vienna and I'd swear it would be like a mile square of flack going off.  Hundreds of guns shooting as you were approaching and you had to fly through this stuff.  You saw a lot of airplanes and occasionally one would blow up.  Once you got to the IP (Initial Point) there was no variation of height, speed or anything.  You just flew until you dropped your bombs.  The Germans tried to guess  the IP, then they would have an  idea where the target was.  When you have six or eight hundred bombers coming, they had a pretty good idea where you were going.  Hell, they could figure out about what time the first ones were going to get there.   How many would get there, how many would be going on,  within so  many minutes, all of that.  It was calculated.  There would be even more than 600 planes in a mission sometimes.  There are usually 7 bombers in a squadron,  4 squadrons in a group, so there would be about 28 per group.  I forget what the military sequence was  from squadron to company to regiment in the Air Force.  It's a little different but the same principle.  I don't  know how they coordinated all of this but we would take off,  start to circle and the longer we circled the bigger the group would get.  Eventually we quit circling and no matter where you looked there were bombers all headed in the same direction. They were all based within a few miles.  There were bases all around.

     I was shot down the second time and we made a forced landing inYugoslavia, right on the Adriatic.  They had a little five mile square area that the American Rangers, British Commandos, Tito and Michilovich Partisans kept  free of Germans.  There were Germans all over Yugoslavia.  They kept the place free just for that purpose.  Every time we had a big bombing mission there would be thirty, forty or fifty bombers that would get crippled and couldn't make it home.  We landed there and Hanley, our radio operator, in the excitement, forgot to unhook his heated suit cord, which was big around and strong and could not be broken.  In the back we had to go out a little door about this big and of course the bomber was still moving and we wanted to get the hell out of there.  He went out and he was hanging there by the heat cord.  I unhooked his cord, jumped out and just missed landing on him.  The plane might have gone a hundred feet from there and blew up.  There were British Commandos who came in using something to put out the fire and get  the plane off of there because they only had this one landing strip.  There was one bomber after another coming in.  Had to get them out of the way.  That was exciting.  We had to land there or crash in the ocean. 

     They had a shortage of ball turret gunners, we hung underneath, and quite a few got killed hanging under there from anti-aircraft fire.  So there would be crews that would have everybody but that guy.  That's why I flew with other crews to fill in.  When we didn't fly I would fly with somebody else.   I got home first because I finished first. 

     I think the first two missions they didn't have electric suits.  We just had the sheepskins.  Not only were they bulky but they weren't all that warm.  You're going at least 200 mph and 20,000 to 22,000 feet altitude.  It is cold at 10,000 feet.  The new suits came out and they were a lot less bulky.  They weren't too thick and wires ran all through them.  You plugged them in.  We had flying gear but it wasn't heavy.  It was insulated and was actually warmer than sheepskin.  We didn't wear the sheepskin after that.

     In January  1945 Hanley and I were put up in a nice home in Craiova, Rumania.  I think it was a Jewish party, about 20 persons, an all night affair.  The people said they could not leave before morning.  We were put there by some Russian Army authorities.  Several of the people spoke English.  There was red wine, food and music.  I think someone played a piano.  We partied all night.

     What town in Rumania were we when we came out in the morning from a store.  Hundreds of people filled the streets when they wrongly thought we were an advance of U.S. Troops come to free them from their oppressors. 

      George Ahrens and I, I think, were placed in a nice house in a Rumanian town with an elderly father and two grown daughters who were both lawyers and all were conversant in English.

     One night, it must have been in Hungary, I can't remember anybody in our crew with me, drinking in some house with Russian pilots.  The booze was flowing chug-a-lug style, and  finally a huge Russian Major, I think, ended the party.  He practically carried me, because I was quite drunk, down a darkened street to the closest house, rapped on the door with his pistol, awoke the resident, shouted whatever to him and had him show me to a bed, put me in it and left.  The next morning he got us to a train.  I wanted him to let me fly a mission with him to Budapest in his Russian bomber.  He wouldn't, of course, left us at the train and departed.  Shortly his fighter bomber squadron buzzed the train on their way to their mission.  I think we were on that train for two days and didn't go towards Rumania because the Russian army kept borrowing our locomotive.

     The train we were on had stopped when a train came from the opposite direction, stopped, let off dozens of Russian women soldiers, who proceeded to relieve themselves, getting back on their train.  I guess that's what we would call a potty stop!

     Was on a flight to bomb Ploesti oil refinery when we got workd that Germany had capitulated at the oil field in Ploesti, Rumania,  not all of Europe.  Our flight was diverted elsewhere in Europe. 
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