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THE LOWER DECK is the official Newsletter of the WARSHIPS & 
MARINE CORPS MUSEUM (International), P.O. Box 89, Franklin, 
TAS. 7113 AUSTRALIA and is issued free every four months to 
members and friends of the Museum, Veterans Associations, libraries, 
and ships and shore establishments of the Royal Australian Navy. 
All material in this Newsletter is COPYRIGHT and cannot be 
reproduced in any way without the written permission of the Museum 
and contributors. 
Newsletter Editor: Paul Morrison (after-hours phone) 02-47321423 
Photograph Credits: The cover/page 20 photos were taken by Museum 
photographer Brian Morrison; and page 19 photos by Paul Morrison. 
The Museum was established in 1963 and is a non-profit organisation 
manned by volunteers. If you would like to help in our on-going efforts 
to preserve Naval history we would be most happy to hear from you. 
Accounts of Naval service, photographs and other items would be 
greatly appreciated and would find a welcome place in the Museum. All 
items would be treated with the utmost care and respect. 
 
COVER:  Looking from the slopes of Mount Austen towards Savo 
Island and Iron Bottom Sound. It was in Iron Bottom Sound that a series 
of fierce Naval battles were fought against the Imperial Japanese Navy 
in late 1942. The waters are littered with the wrecks of dozens of ships 
ranging in size from battleships and heavy cruisers, to destroyers and 
submarines. The heavy cruiser HMAS CANBERRA was a casualty of 
one of these battles – sunk during the intial Allied landing on the night of 
7-8th August 1942. 
BACK PAGE:   The Lunga River and Mount Austen, looking from the 
Marines defense line on Bloody Ridge. It was from this direction that the 
Japanese attacked on 12-14 September. Fierce hand-to-hand fighting 
raged before the Japanese were driven back with heavy casualties.     
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MUSEUM NEWS 
 

Special Mention 
The Museum would like to thank the Hydrographic Survey Ship HMAS 
LEEUWIN and the ANZAC Class Frigate HMAS WARRAMUNGA. 
LEEUWIN has placed the Museum on its mailing list to receive the 
ship’s Newsletter, and WARRAMUNGA has also placed us on their 
mailing list to receive their own Newsletter, ‘The Tribal Times’. 
If any other ships or shore establishments would like to send us their 
Newsletter (along with any back issues), we would be most grateful. 
These would be preserved in the Museum library and archives. 
 
Funny Naval Signals 
Signal from one Atlantic convoy escort to another: 
COMMENCE HOSTILITIES WITH JAPAN. 
Reply: 
REQUEST PERMISSION TO FINISH BREAKFAST FIRST. 
 
Recent Museum Acqusitions 
 

The Museum has recently acquired from our small acquistions fund paid 
for by our members an Imperial Japanese Navy Dirk. The Dirk which is 
410mm in length is an 1883 pattern used by Commissioned Officers 
from 1883 through to 1945. These Dirks were a standard part of the 
officers’ uniform and were worn at all times whilst on duty. The Dirk is 
one of several Naval edged-weapons preserved in the Museum.     
 

  The Guadalcanal and Solomon Islands Campaign of 1942 – 1943 was a 
major turning point in the Pacific War. It helped stop the Japanese push 
south, a southward push which threatened to isolate Australia. Had the 
Solomon Islands been successfully occupied by Japan, this would have 
left the New Hebrides and even New Caledonia vulnerable to invasion, 
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thereby cutting the sea lanes between Australia and the United States. 
The Japanese began building an airfield on Guadalcanal in mid-1942.  
The United States had to act swiftly before this airfield could be 
completed, and so a Task Force that included the 1st Marine Division 
was hurriedly despatched to invade Guadalcanal. 
The story of the campaign that followed is basically the story of this 
airfield – renamed Henderson Field by the Marines who captured it. For 
six months fierce and bloody air, land and sea battles were fought 
around this airfield. The September Newsletter relates the experiences of 
some of the Marines who took part in the land campaign sixty years ago, 
and who have helped the Museum. In the 1980s and early 1990s a 
number of United States Navy and Marine Corps veterans kindly 
assisted with accounts and photographs of their experiences on 
Guadalcanal. 
 
Sergeant Benjamin Selvitelle was a Section Leader in Light Machine 
Gun Section, L Company, 3 Battalion, 5 Marines. He took part in the 
initial landing on Guadalcanal, 7th August 1942.... 
On the afternoon of August 12th, I along with two of my section watched 
the embarkation of Colonel Goettge’s patrol.1 It was an odd collection of 
personnel including a Navy doctor, Japanese prisoner and for the most 
part the remaining personnel were certainly not combat marines. 
We recognised a member of the patrol – Corporal Gelzer. We talked 
with him and he was in high spirits – like the others he had volunteered 
to make the patrol. I recall some discussion about his being awarded 
with a medal. As we left Gelzer and returned to our position we talked 
about the odd absence of fighting troops with the patrol. 
The next morning after daylight, a half-clothed, unarmed, bruised and 
cut, and highly excitable survivor of the Goettge patrol came into our 
lines. He referred to himself as ‘Monk’. He had quite a story to tell as he 
awaited transportation back to his company command post. His story as 
                                                             
1.   A captured Japanese had indicated that a large group of the enemy wished to surrender. 
Colonel Goettge, Intelligence Officer for 1st Marine Division led a patrol of 25 men to make 
contact with them and arrange for their surrender. 
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best I can recall went like this: 
As the landing craft arrived off the Matanikau village the Jap prisoner 
pointed out the landing site to Colonel Goettge. The landing craft 
unloaded the party and withdrew without any indication of trouble. The 
entire party crossed the beach to the highwater mark and at this point 
came under intense small arms fire. Casualties were taken in the first 
volley. Colonel Goettge was one of the first to be hit. The doctor who 
went to his assistance was killed. Confusion reigned! A few rounds were 
returned by the patrol. 
In a very short time most of the patrol had been wounded or killed. The 
situation became desperate and to add to the confusion it was dark. 
Monk made for the water. As he reached the water’s edge he was 
attacked by a lone Jap wielding a rifle with a bayonet attached. Monk 
grabbed the bayonet with his bare hands and turned it on the Jap. He 
then waded out to deep water, swam down the coast until he had cleared 
the area and hid ashore until daybreak.... 
That was Monk’s story of what had happened. 
On August 17, we were briefed on an operation our company would be a 
part of. This was a three company attack on the Japs who had wiped out 
the Goettge patrol. The operation order was standard except for one part 
– the part that stated, ‘we would take no prisoners’. We left our area on 
18 August. Monk accompanied the patrol. 
We moved on the next morning after daylight for the village. The 
company soon came under sniper fire and sustained a couple of 
casualties. We kept moving and reached the village by mid-morning. My 
orders were to hold position until the village was secured. It was 
assumed that the Japs were defending the village. The company moved 
out and secured the village with little resistance. My section was then 
ordered forward. As we moved towards the village some sniper fire was 
encountered but we kept moving. 
As I entered the village proper I noticed that the company was deployed 
throughout the village with the major focus directed towards the east. 
The company was under light small arms fire from that direction. I 
contacted the company commander and was ordered to set up a 

 
 

-6- 

defensive position east of the village. About this time a lone Jap scout 
plane made a pass from the water over the village. He overflew the 
village and some of our landing craft lying offshore. And then all hell 
broke loose! We began to receive heavy fire from outside the village. 
Then the Japs launched (what I believe) the first Banzai attack of the 
campaign. They came on hooting and hollering. 
As the screaming Japs came into view they were taken under accurate 
and heavy small arms fire. Our B.A.R.s (Browning Automatic Rifles) 
did the most damage. It was no contest! The Japs were mowed down and 
the charge fizzled out. Rush led to a counter-charge and the remaining 
Japs fled into the jungle. The fight for the village was over.... 

* 
Sergeant Joseph Goble was a Squad Leader in  3 Platoon, B Company, 
1 Battalion, 7 Marine Regiment, 1st Marine Division. He landed on 
Guadalcanal on 17th September when the fighting ashore was at its 
fiercest.... 
I was Sergeant of the Guard on the morning we pulled into the harbour 
at Guadalcanal to make our landing. I remember the early awakening of 
the troops at 3.30 a.m. We were on the PRESIDENT JACKSON. I could 
scarcely see the island with its low clouds and some fog. Things were 
quiet as I walked out onto the deck, and I could see a number of ships of 
different sizes all around us. The Higgins boats were already circling 
around and amongst the ships – the cargo nets were being lowered over 
the sides of our ship. 
We had breakfast at 4.00 a.m. and then waited, and waited. Finally, the 
order came to go over the side. Through a sense of numbness I felt like 
we were moving in slow motion. I noticed that there were no Japs 
shooting at us, and numerous Marines were already working on the 
beach.  
At about 10.30 a.m. word passed up and down the beach that at exactly 
11.00 a.m. each day the Japs would hit us with an air raid. We got 
jumpy! We were told to dig in, but few of us bothered – we were too 
tired. A few minutes before 11.00 a.m. a low-flying plane came from the 
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direction of Tologa. All the ships began firing at it. The plane banked to 
the right to try to escape the fire, but it was too late. The engine began 
smoking, and the pilot made a five or six mile circle up past the 
Matanikau River and back – to crash land just off the shore in front of 
us. So our first plane shot down was one of our own, trying to get back 
to refuel before the Jap air raid began. 
We worked hard the rest of the day, moving supplies back from the 
beach into the coconut grove. The boats needed room on the beach to 
unload as much supplies as they could. We were told the ships would 
have to leave by nightfall because the Japs controlled the channel at 
night. We couldn't’afford to lose any more ships! The ships were less 
than half unloaded when they had to depart, leaving us without many of 
the supplies we needed for survival. We didn’t know when we would be 
able to get more.  
Everyone was jittery that night. The ‘old salts’ who had landed on 7th 
August predicted we would be shelled that night. Sure enough, at about 
11.00 p.m. several Japanese ships came real close to the beach and 
lobbed shells onto us for more than an hour. We had fifteen casualties – 
three killed and twelve wounded. Early the next morning, we found a 
dud shell in the ground barely fifteen feet from us. I remember the 
strange bird calls that morning – some sounded like wounded Marines, 
calling for help. 
On 19th September, we moved around behind Henderson Field and up 
under Bloody Ridge. We dug in at the edge of the jungle for the night. 
We still had not seen any Japanese. Everyone was more jumpy this night 
because we felt sure that we would be attacked before morning. Some of 
us had dysentery.  
The following morning we moved out early. It was already so hot that 
we felt dried out before 7.00 a.m. The Battalion moved up the Lunga 
River a few hundred yards, and crossed a new bridge that the Engineers 
had built. Three Japs were hiding under this bridge. They jumped up 
after the last man had crossed – and started shooting. They killed 
Corporal Edwards who had been bringing up the rear. Everyone, except 
Colonel Puller dived into the jungle. The Colonel walked up and down 
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the trail – talking to the men, saying that there were only two or three 
Japs – nothing to worry about. We had been through our first fight with 
the Japs, and had killed one, but two had gotten away. The Battalion 
moved on up over a steep ridge. Everyone was thirsty and hungry – and 
tired. We dug in on the ridge for the night. 
On the morning of 21st September, the Battalion moved through the 
jungle and onto another ridge. There, a Japanese sniper opened fire. 
Someone from A Company shot him out of the tree. I had rolled over a 
huge log, peeling the rotten bark off as I contacted with it. A million ants 
covered me at once, and I jumped back over the log – I’d rather face the 
Japs than the ants. 
Today was hotter and steamier than the day before. Most of the Marines 
had used up their canteens of water before 2.00 p.m. Captain Stafford 
was helping a Marine load a rifle grenade, and it blew up inside the 
launcher. It took half of Stafford’s face and one ear, and punched a hole 
through his throat. He was strangling on his own blood when Colonel 
Puller pinned his tongue to his collar with a safety pin. Stafford was 
carried back to the airstrip – and he lived! 
I was given the point, with three Marines, to cross the river. We were to 
see if it was safe to bring the Battalion across. The river was very wide 
at this point and about waist deep. When we were about ten yards from 
the opposite bank we were fired upon. We dived and swam to the bank 
underwater. I lay against the bank for some time, wondering what to do. 
Finally, I motioned for the others to stay where they were while I tried to 
locate where the firing came from. 
As I reached the top of the bank – nothing happened. I couldn’t see any 
Japs so I motioned for the others to come. Just as we started inland, a 
sniper opened fire again. We rolled into some open fox holes that the 
Raider Battalion had dug during the week before when they had been in 
a fire fight there. I came out of that hole fast! I had sunk up to my knees 
into rotting Japanese bodies. I looked up just in time to see a sniper 
being shot down by one of my men. 
The Battalion moved back to the upper end of Bloody Ridge, and took 
up a defensive position. We were at the end of the defensive line, so we 
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dug good fox holes and heads. We had been told we would have to hold 
this position for some time to come. We cut wide fire lanes into the 
jungle, and strung barbed wire. We dug bunkers and put coconut logs 
over the tops. Then we set up machine guns facing the barbed wire. 
That night was terrible. The 3rd Battalion had their positions further 
along the ridge, and they started firing at about 11.00 p.m. They fired all 
night. We of the 1st Battalion thought they were being attacked by a 
large Japanese force. It was said the 3rd Battalion fired more than 10,000 
rounds that night at imaginery Japs. Nobody slept! 
Our food was nearly gone, and the flies were terrible. The cooks had 
plenty of wormy captured Japanese rice. The word was passed one 
Sunday morning that we were to get pancakes for breakfast. Sure 
enough, there were two pancakes per man – about the size of a silver 
dollar, and without butter or syrup. One day, we got Red Cross packages 
that had been donated by the Oakland, California shipyards for free 
distribution. The Red Cross charge 10 cents for the candy bars and 20 
cents for the cigarettes. 
On 23rd September, we were ordered to patrol up around Mount Austen. 
We crossed what looked like a large desert. We were so hot and dry that 
we had no energy to climb the next hill. A small rain cloud passed 
overhead, so most of us pulled out our ponchos to try to catch some 
water. We had little success. 
We finally got to a small stream, and we refilled our canteens there. 
While we were resting on the bank, I walked upstream to check out our 
left flank. There, just above where we had filled our canteens, I found 
two dead Japs rotting in the water. I refilled my canteen from the water 
above them. Coming around a bend, someone spotted a Jap lying in a 
small hollowed-out place in the bank, with his rifle aimed at us. After 
taking nearby cover we observed that he was dead. 
At about that time, a Marine plane came circling over us, trying to signal 
us. He finally dropped a note tied to something heavy. It fell in the very 
tall grass, and we never found it. That was one time when I thought 
Colonel Puller should have had the whole patrol search until the 
message was located – because our patrol ran into the trap that the pilot 
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had been trying to warn us about. 
The point crossed a ridge, and saw two Japs cooking rice on the stream 
bank. When the Japanese spotted our point, they moved back into the 
jungle and out of sight. B Company and C Company followed them. The 
chase led us into a horse shoe formation of five Jap machine guns. There 
was a fierce battle which lasted about thirty minutes. Fortunately, there 
was a large mahogany log, and some of the men crawled behind it. The 
log was close enough for the Marines to lob hand grenades at two of the 
machine guns. 
3 Platoon of B Company had taken up defense in the stream, where the 
banks were about four feet high. I heard Colonel Puller call out to 
Captain Cox to bring 3 Platoon up, on the double. I gave orders for 3 
Platoon to move out of the stream and up the bank. Just as we cleared 
the stream, two machine guns opened up on us. Some of us rolled back 
into the water, others lay flat, and got behind anything they could find. I 
rolled over behind a tree. The firing had us pinned down. Bullets were 
spraying everywhere. Afterwards, Tommy Thompson, my runner said it 
looked to him like every one of the bullets was hitting me. He told 
Corporal Toth that he would have to take command because Sergeant 
Goble had been killed. I was not touched, except by flying dirt and 
gravel. In fact, nobody in my squad had been hit. 
By this time it was getting so dark that we couldn’t distinguish friend 
from foe. Colonel Puller decided we should fall back for the night and 
then hit the Japs again early in the morning. He yelled for Captain 
Cockrell of B Company but got no answer. He yelled three or four times, 
until a Marine told him that Captain Cockrell was dead. Puller swore 
then to go back in daylight to find him and the rest of the dead. 
We pulled back through the jungle to an open hillside. Coming back 
through the jungle was really scary! There was no moon or light of any 
kind – just blackness. Everyone had his bayonet fixed, just in case. 
When we got to the hillside we were given orders to dig in.  
The next morning we circled around the battle area about a mile out, to 
come in from the north. We wanted to surprise the Japs by hitting them 
from that direction. But, when we got to the battle area, all the Japs were 
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gone. 
After searching the area we found thirteen dead Marines, one of them 
being Captain Cockrell. He had been shot through the top of the head 
and the bullet had gone on through the mouth. He must have been 
looking up for snipers in the trees. We buried all thirteen on the ridge, 
placing a canteen and a dog tag into each grave. Marine Corps history 
records only seven dead, but I helped to bury thirteen men. 
Orders were given for Captain Cox to take B Company and carry all the 
wounded back to the main camp about seven or eight miles from us. 
Captain Rogers of A Company was ordered to accompany us. Puller and 
the rest of the Battalion were to follow the Japs on across the Matanikau 
River. I was told to take six men and carry wounded Lieutenant Olliff 
back to the hospital. He had been shot through the stomach and was in a 
very bad condition. 
This was the hottest day of all! The Marines could not go through the 
jungle for more than a few hundred yards without stopping to rest, and 
we were all soon out of water. Finally, we crossed a swamp and found 
green-blue stagnant water. The men strained the water through their 
shirts, added a few drops of iodine, and drank their fill. 
High on a mountainside were the remains of a Marine plane. We could 
see Japanese all around it – probably a patrol. Several of us fired our .03 
rifles at them. We knew they were too far to be hit but it helped us to let 
off steam in this way. 
I felt sure that Lieutenant Olliff could not live long. He was swollen like 
a balloon and his tongue was black. He needed water, but we dare not 
give him any because of his ruptured stomach. I thought sadly that I 
would never see him again. (After the war, at a 1st Marine Division 
Reunion in Washington D.C. someone called out to me – it was Captain 
Olliff. That was a great reunion!) 
It was Saturday, 26 September when we reached Henderson Field. That 
night was a night to remember. We were dug in by the airport and all 
night long, Japs were yelling at us. We slept with fixed bayonets. 
Someone moved out of his fox hole near me, and a frightened Marine 
promptly ran a bayonet through him. Two Marines were bayonetted that 
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night by other Marines. One died immediately, and the other died on a 
hospital ship. 
When the sun rose the next morning it was hot and steamy. But we felt 
good because we could rest and wash our clothes in the Lunga River. 
Captain Rogers came by with the orders for us to get ready to shove off 
again. We loaded onto Higgins boats – 182 of us. We were landed again 
in two waves, about two thousand yards beyond the Matanikau River at 
a coconut grove, west of Point Cruz. 
My platoon had the right flank. We were ordered to move inland in a 
skirmish line. We had moved about sixty yards, when I tripped over 
what I thought was a vine, but it turned out to be a green phone wire. We 
then came into a Japanese camp made of lean-tos from coconut fronds 
with bedding all around. I saw only one Jap and he jumped out of the 
bush where he was hiding and ran. I yelled for Tommy Thompson, on 
my right to shoot him. Tommy was so excited that he could not get off a 
shot with his B.A.R. (Browning Automatic Rifle), and the Jap got away. 
We knew that there had been a lot of Japs in the camp a few minutes 
earlier, even though we had not been shot at while we were making our 
landing. When we climbed the ridge behind the coconut grove the Japs 
quietly closed in behind us. We thought there might have been about 
three hundred of them. (We learned later that we had gone through the 
main camp of more than two thousand Japanese). 
Word was passed to dig in. My sector was at the west end of the ridge. 
We soon began getting both Jap mortar fire and machine gun fire. We 
were in tall grass and they did little damage at that time. We realised that 
we were cut off, with no chance of getting back to the beach. If worse 
came to worse, I planned that I would take two men and try to get to 
Mount Austin through the enemy line on our end of the ridge. There 
seemed to be fewer Japs there. 
After about two hours, Captain Rogers sent word for all officers and 
non-coms to meet with him to plan our next move. I was running toward 
him when a shell landed near his feet – it blew him in half. Captain Cox 
standing nearby had one of his arms mangled pretty badly. Sergeant 
John Bennett and I were blown backwards, but not injured. 
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I went back to my fox hole and found Corporal Linterne hit in the chest 
by shrapnel. The Japs were starting to push up the hill on the ocean side 
and on the river side, and it appeared that several hundred Japs were 
coming towards us. Machine gun and rifle fire were literally mowing 
down the tall grass over us. We had to stay. We hit back with 60mm 
mortars and rifle grenades, along with machine gun and rifle fire.  
Private 1st Class John Giles of D Company was holding the Japs back on 
the east end of the ridge – this was to our right and facing the ocean –   
using a World War 1 water-cooled machine gun. 
I looked out on the bay and saw a four-stacker destroyer belching smoke 
and heading towards us. Then I saw fire from the destroyer’s 5-inch 
guns and I hit the ground fast! The destroyer fired salvo after salvo, 
hitting the coconut grove below us. We all cheered! Trees were falling, 
Japs were screaming. The firing stopped about thirty minutes later and I 
was ordered to bring down the rear guard with my platoon. 
I remember setting up the defence, and letting men move through us to 
the beach. The Higgins boats were already heading in to pick us up. 
Colonel Puller had taken command of the destroyer and had ordered the 
shelling. As I watched the men pass through our defence line I felt my 
heel sting. Looking down at it, I observed that half my shoe heel had 
been shot away. 
Finally, all the Marines had passed through us, except for John Giles on 
the machine gun to our right. We moved aboard the second last boat. 
The Raider Battalion went in the next day and found Giles. He had died 
beside his gun with only four rounds of ammo left. John was never 
mentioned in any books or records as a hero – only killed in action. To 
my thinking, he should have gotten the Medal of Honor. 
Two Medals of Honor were given posthumously for that battle. It 
became known as the ‘Battle of Little Dunkirk’. I salvaged from ‘Little 
Dunkirk’ Captain Rogers’ field glasses. 
We returned to our defensive line on the northern edge of Henderson 
Field  for some rest, and to reorganise. I watched a dog fight between 
two Marine Fighter planes and four Jap Zeros. Two of the Zeros were 
hit, and I watched their wings slowly flutter to the ground like loose 
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feathers. I never did see the bodies of the planes or their motors fall. 
Nearly every night we were harassed by ‘Washing Machine Charley’. 
He would fly over the camp and drop one or two bombs. He seldom hit 
anything of value, except once when he hit the cooks’ shack – the 
explosion scattered what little food we had all over the place. On most 
nights we were shelled from the ocean by destroyers and submarines. 
We eventually learnt to sleep through most of it. 
Sickness and sun poisoning were sending lots of the men back to the tent 
hospital. I saw Marines with their lips so swollen and bleeding that they 
could hardly open their mouths because of the pain. Their lips were 
nearly black. 
On October 7th, word was passed that a huge Jap force was preparing to 
cross the Matanikau River. The 7th Regiment prepared to go back to the 
river to try to help stop them. We marched all day and late into the 
evening – we could hear a battle being fought in the heavy jungle near 
the river. 
At one point, I saw a white man and a native black man coming out of 
the jungle. I learnt that the white man was Martin Clemens – the Coast-
watcher from Australia who had been on the island prior to and since the 
Japanese landings. The black man was Voosa, whom the Japs had once 
captured, tied to a tree and bayonetted, and then left to die. 
Firing went on below us all through the night. Later I learnt that it was 
the 5th Marines that were fighting to take the river crossing. That was a 
miserable night! We knew that we’d be going into that battle on the next 
morning. All night long, Marines came straggling up out of the valley, 
wounded, or carrying wounded. 
Daylight finally came and the rain stopped. It was slow-going. 3rd 
Platoon of B Company was to bring up the rear. The main body of the 7th 
Regiment got into the jungle and fought their way across the river. They 
drove the Japs back, finally taking the hill on the other side of the river. 
It was dark before 3rd Platoon entered the jungle. 
Moving single file through the thick jungle was very time-consuming. I 
finally took the point. Privates 1st Class Toth and Taylor who were 
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leading 3rd Platoon through the jungle, had lost contact with 2nd Platoon 
in front, and we were lost. I got down on my hands and knees to feel the 
tracks in the jungle floor, because it was so dark that one could hardly 
see the man standing next to him. We moved the whole platoon this way 
for several hundred yards and that took over two hours. 
It was now nearly 1.00 a.m. and I decided to move back to the edge of 
the jungle and wait for daylight before trying to make contact with the 
Regiment. We had moved back only about fifty yards when someone 
came towards us from the left. A runner from 2nd Platoon had come back 
to try and find us. The runner led us across the river and up around a 
very narrow ledge of the mountain. We finally came into a clearing. 
We were told to dig in. There was a row of about twenty five dead 
Marines. These Marines were some of the casualties of the battle that 
raged the day before. There were plenty of Japs only two hundred yards 
below us. All they did that night was to fire a burst from a machine gun 
every thirty minutes, so we could not sleep. 
We waited all morning for orders, not knowing what was going on 
elsewhere. At about 11.00 a.m. we were ordered to move along the ridge 
towards the ocean several miles away. This ridge flanked the Japanese 
concentration that was on our right. Colonel Puller had taken part of the 
Marines to the left ridge while other Marines were engaging the enemy 
on the river to our right.  
We were ordered to cross a narrow valley waist high in jungle grass. Part 
of us had gotten across when two machine guns opened up, killing two 
of our men. We took the ridge but continued to receive heavy mortar 
fire. Some of my men were hit, but not badly enough to keep them from 
fighting. 
I directed rifle grenades where I thought the machine guns were, and we 
later learned that we had knocked out two guns. We used up all our rifle 
grenades, and I sent Private 1st Class Dipietro over to the next ridge and 
back, bringing a dozen more grenades. We fired them all. 
I planned to dig in for the night. Someone yelled for me. I went up the 
line of men and found Corporal Rust hit in the stomach. He was sitting 
there rocking back and forth. I grasped him under both arms and began 
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dragging him off the ridge. Then, suddenly I was lying on my back with 
Corporal Rust on top of me. I had been shot in the leg by a sniper. About 
eight inches of bone in my left femur had been shattered. I was splinted 
and placed on a stretcher made with four rifles and two ponchos. 
While lying there, I spotted where the sniper was firing from, and 
Private Dipietro shot him out of the tree. I don’t remember much about 
being carried out. 
We arrived at the beach where several boats were waiting for the 
wounded. Each boat was loaded full, and I was placed beside several 
dead bodies. I pulled the blanket back off the one nearest me and found 
it was Corporal Rust. 
We were landed at the beach nearest the tent hospital. The tent hospital 
was shelled during the night. Everyone hit the fox holes except me – I 
couldn’t move. I was in a splint and had to wait it out. The tent next to 
me was blown apart and some Marines in it killed. Next morning I was 
loaded into a converted DC-3 to be flown to the New Hebrides. My leg 
was in a really bad condition and I later spent a total of fourteen months 
in Mare Island Hospital and Bethesda Naval Hospital in the States.... 

* 
The fight for Guadalcanal was to last until February 1943. The Marines 
were reinforced by the American Army in December. The Japanese 
gradually lost control of the waters and skies around the island, and, 
suffering from starvation and lack of supplies, were slowly pushed up 
the island towards Cape Esperance. The remaining Japanese land forces 
totalling some 11,000 men were skillfully evacuated from the island by a 
flotilla of  Imperial Japanese Navy destroyers over three nights in early 
February. They left behind some 30,000 dead. 
The land battle for Guadalcanal which lasted six months was as fierce as 
that fought in the skies above and in the nearby waters. In August 1992, 
Museum members Chris Sattler and Paul Morrison travelled to Honiara 
to photograph the 50th Anniversary and to talk with the veterans. They 
also visited and photographed many of the battlefields. 
One of these was at Tandi Point towards Cape Esperance. There they 
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photographed in the jungle the remains of a Sherman Tank (see 
photograph on page 19), fondly named JESABEL by its crew fifty years 
before.  
“We were able to retrace the battle,” recalled Paul Morrison. “A high 
ridge perhaps half a kilometre inland ran parallel with the coast. This 
ridge was several hundred metres in length. The Americans must have 
been moving along the coast and then swung inland, perhaps to mop up 
enemy fire coming from this ridge. 
“JESABEL approached the ridge to within about fifty metres, point-
blank range. Enemy heavy calibre machine gun fire had pieced some of 
the tank’s more lightly-armoured portions, though the more heavily 
armoured front and turret remained untouched. Because of the poor state 
of the tank (the interior had been stripped out, and the barrel and tracks 
were missing), it was hard to conclude how the tank met its final end, 
although it is possible that perhaps the tracks had been badly damaged 
by mortar fire during the battle. What became of JESABEL’s crew and if 
they all survived the battle – we don’t know. 
“We were able to take more than a dozen photographs of JESABEL, 
including the still easily visible serial no. D 50878 SER 3722 E on top 
of the turret.” 

* 
Private Willard Goodson was a Bugler in the 4th Marine Raider 
Battalion. The Raider Battalions were the elite of the Corps – trained to 
operate deep behind enemy lines. In May 1943, he took part in 
operations in New Georgia, in the northern Solomon Islands.... 
Two companies and part of headquarters company were rowed ashore in 
rubber boats at night  near Seagi Point. The Japs still had air superiority 
in the area. At this time I was a runner ‘messenger’ for Captain Batterton 
and I had just made Private First Class. Captain Batterton was the G2, 
Intelligence Officer of the 4th Raiders. We arrived at Seagi Point with 
orders to hit the main Jap force at Viru Harbour – a small harbour with 
3-inch guns on each point of the harbour. 
The second night we left Seigi at midnight and rowed seven miles up the 
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coast to an abandoned native village. Leaving at daybreak, we took off 
in single file through the jungle towards Viru Harbour. The native guides 
we had were supposed to know the trail, but about noon we found out 
that they never been over the trail although their fathers had. We pushed 
through all morning either in waist deep swamp or through thick bush. 
Not only did we have snakes and land crabs to contend with, but in the 
swamp, we had leeches galore. That first day we didn’t even cover five 
miles.  
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(above) Remains of the Sherman tank ‘JESABEL’. 
(below) Remains of a United States Navy or Marine Corps 
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WILDCAT fighter aircraft.  
 

We resumed our walk in the morning and started taking some fire from 
Jap snipers. We would wipe out the snipers and proceed. That afternoon 
our point ran into an ambush and one man was wounded in the legs. We 
cleared out the ambush, left two men with the wounded, and proceeded 
on our way. Half of our time we were still in the swamp.  
We had a short Marine who carried a large radio on his back and who 
was followed by a very tall lieutenant. When crossing the rivers, the 
lieutenant would grab the short guy by the top of his jacket and his belt, 
to help him across. The next afternoon we started up the higher ground 
until we got near the harbour. 
The next morning we started the attack. Captain Walker had taken his 
men around the harbour to hit the Japs at that point. Both our forces hit 
at the same time. After the action which took about an hour, we got a 
signal to our forces and they sent in two landing craft. About four hours 
after we had secured the area, the wounded man with the two escorts 
came in. We had about fifteen men killed and thirty wounded. The 
wounded went on to the landing crafts and we buried the dead. I sounded 
Taps on a Jap bugle at the ceremony. 
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If you have enjoyed reading this Newsletter, please pass it down the line 

for others to read 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


