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I went into the Army Infantry on September 20, 1944.  Took my training at Camp Hood, Texas.  At about Noon on March 5, 1945, 3,000 of us left Ft. Lawton, Seattle, on a troop ship bound for the Pacific.  We were six days at sea and during that time the ship zig zagged every four minutes.  We didn’t dare throw a candy wrapper or cigarette butt over board because a Japanese sub would know a troop ship had been through.  We arrived at the island of Oahu on March 11, 1945.


I had graduated from high school in Table Rock, Nebraska, about four years before that, in May 1941.  I worked around there and then in the Fall of 1941 I went to a sheet metal school in Beatrice, Nebraska.  It was about a three-month course, and when I got out I had several jobs for the next six months or so, including working on a bridge south of Dubois for the state.  Then in July 1942 I went to work for United Airlines.  I was at their Cheyenne, Wyoming their repair base. They had a contract with the Army Air Force repairing C-46 cargo planes, and C-47’s. 


My brother Richard came into Cheyenne on a troop train, he had a lay over there, and I went down and talked with him for a while.  It turned out he had the mumps and I ended up with them, too. 


I had the mumps about four weeks.  When I went back to work they put me on a job that I didn’t like and I told my boss I’d quit if they didn’t put put me on something else.  My boss said, “I’ll put you in the Army if you don’t” work here and I said, “You can’t put me in the Army!”  A month later I was 1A.  Then I was drafted.  I was 21.  


For basic training, I went to Camp Hood Texas, down by Waco.  There was a little town of Colleen down there that had a side show with a girl called Queenie of Colleen.  Course I never went there, that’s the truth.


I was supposed to be at Camp Hood for 21 weeks but they cut it off at 18.  The Battle of the Bulge was going on and I was all worried that we would get shipped over to Belgium.  The group ahead of us that they cut short, they shipped them right over to Belgium and that’s where they ended up, at the Battle of the Bulge.  Eighteen, nineteen year-olds got slaughtered over there, it was cold and icy, I really was worried about going too.


After boot camp, they allowed me ten days to get to Ford Ord California, near Monterey.   I had to go to Kansas City and catch a troop train, that’s how I got there.  Took me about a week.  From there we went to Ft. Lawton Washington, near Seattle, what they called our Port of de-embarkation.


The night before we left Ft. Lawton, we got a pass to go to town.  They told us we might not set foot on US soil for some time.  Three of us went to town at a bar.  Three girls came and asked when we were shipping out, etc.  A slip of the lip may sink a ship.  We said we didn’t know but they sure pumped us for information.


We shipped out of Ft. Lawton about Noon and we hit a storm that first night.  Come morning, the ship the bow was going up and down and we couldn’t go out on deck.  At the mess hell we stood up to eat at the table, with our trays sliding back and forth on the table.  My bunk was 5D, 5 floors down about the middle.  I could hear the bulk heads popping from down there, and I was afraid the old ship was gonna break in two.  


The first day day I made it pretty good.  The second day I got seasick.  The next day I tried to eat a couple meals but I kept getting seasick.  I just went into the kitchen and smelled the food and got seasick.  When I lay down at the bottom of the ship it was better so I stayed there.  The weather didn’t improve.  Out of the six days we spent zig zagging from Ft. Lawton to the Island of Oahu, we were in storms for four.  I stayed sea sick.  I lived off drinking water. 


When we got to Honolulu harbor, I had to drag my barracks bag, I was so weak I couldn’t carry it.  We got on a narrow gauge train and headed for the 13th Replacement Depo, near the town of [Wiewa].  The 13th Replacement Depo was close to Scofield barracks, which was one of the places the Japs came in and shot up pretty good on December 7, 1941. 


They had a big area the size of a football field with a staging area.  We all gathered there.  They called out your names and assigned you to the barracks, then you got in trucks and they hauled you there.


We took amphibious training.  That consisted of getting in a flat-bottomed boat, with full pack and rifle.  They had a “jibwall” with rope ladders on each side and we climbed up one side with the rope ladder and got down the other side and into another boat.  There were other boats to be loaded, too.  Our boat circled around until the other boats were loaded and then all of us hit the beach at once.  They had me down as a machine gunner.  I had a 30-caliber machine gun, belt over the shoulder and a fellow beside of me to help.  We were first in the boat, were supposed to spray everything over us and that was landing training.  


Then we hit the ground and had jungle training.  They had a little village set up and we were supposed to sneak up and take it.  They had a control tower where the officers were, and as we headed there every now and then a Jap soldier popped up and we had to shoot him.  We got to a shack with a window and a Jap soldier came up and we were supposed to bayonette him.  That was jungle training.


What they did at the 13th Replacement Depo was to ship men out.  They would get a call for so many men, truck drivers or whatever they needed, and out they went.  Most of the boys I had gone to basic training with were shipped out to Okinawa.  For some reason, I was “red lined” when they were calling out names so I didn’t go with them.  


My job was to help new men that had come in and were waiting to be shipped out.  We drilled them, took them to training movies, marched them to chow, got them up for details.  I was just a private then and they put corporal strikes on my fatigues because the troops didn’t take orders from a private very well. 


The war in Europe was getting pretty well over with, so we were getting some men who had been fighting over there.  One time we got a whole bunch of officers at once.  On up to Majors, the sorry bunch were assigned to the Pacific.  I was marching my platoon out for drilling and stuff and there was a Major who said, “Corporal, I don’t have to take orders from you.”  I wasn’t even so much as a Corporal, but I said, “Sir, when you’re here, you will take orders from me.”  He said, “I’ll get your stripes removed.”  I was kind of scared, but it never happened.  Private Petrasek got to keep his Corporal stripes.  


I did go up through the ranks.  It was easy to get promotions then, there were temporary ranks.  One time there was an opening for a staff sergeant and two of us in the company were eligible.  The Commander said, “You’re both eligible and I don’t know who to give it to.”  We agreed to flip a coin, and I won.  It was pretty good.  I was considered a “*first three grader*” that way and got a few more privileges.  You carried a class an “A” pass meaning you didn’t have to go get a special pass to leave base.  If you were off duty, you could just take off  to Honolulu and places like that.  


We also spent time at the beach.  A first 3 grader could requisition a vehicle for a weekend, go to the beach.  We took advantage of that.  We’d get a half a dozen together to go.  We always took a Red Cross girl along, they were kind of a sponsor.  And of course we would always invite a cook, ask him to bring some spam and bread or crackers, and we took beer and that way we could have a little picnic on the beach.


Another thing about going to the beach was that you could take the mattress cover from a bed, get it all damp and run into the wind with it, blow it up and tie it, and use it to float on.  But one time I did that and the tide went out and I wasn’t sure I’d make it back to shore at first.  A couple of other guys couldn’t get back for sure and were hanging on to some rocks.  One guy on shore was pretty good swimmer.  He pulled a phone down, took the wire off it, and swam out to the men with the wire and pulled them in.  There was a write-up in the paper about him saving those two men.  After that the beach was off limits. 


Another thing, Wheeler Field was close by and B-24s would take off from there.  When they came over us they weren’t that high off the ground yet, and our tar paper barracks would rattle.  
I saw P-38s doing touch and go.  They were the fastest thing at that time, would no more than touch ground, bank and go around. 


Over in Hawaii, it was nice.  It rained more in winter than summer, the temperature was nice.  It would cool off at night and we’d get a breeze off the ocean.  At that time there were only two or three hotels on Wakiki beach.  One time a navy sub crew came back from their time at sea for a rest.  At that time, Wakiki beach was nothing to brag about.  There was a lot of coral, and they had to haul sand in to keep the beach there. 


By the time the war with Japan ended, I was at a Signal Corps camp in Honolulu, learning to run movie projectors.  When the news came that the war was over, the ships in the harbor let off a volley of shots and everybody headed for Honolulu, no passes or nothing.  Everybody was celebrating.  The MP3s and Shore Patrol wore steel helmets and went out in fours instead of twos.   I went back to a camp but never did run a movie projector.


After the war was over, I got transferred to the 102nd Infantry Regiment, which was a basic training site for inductees from the Islands.  While I was there, I replaced a Sgt. in the 3rd Platoon who had got transferred to Field 1st Sgt. It turned out to be a guy from Stella, Nebraska, Don Rears.  I didn’t know him before that. At the 102nd Infantry, the inductees went through an eight-week course.  We instructed them on the basics, use of the M1 rifle, different things trainees go through.


Finally I became eligible to go home.  I got orders to go home and that was that.  I was lucky and got put on one of those liberty ships; they only made a couple of trips.  We shipped out for Sacramento.  I didn’t get seasick coming back.  We’d play cards. The ship’s store would open a couple of hours in the morning and afternoon and we’d go get a candy bar.   They’d grab you and put you on a detail, probably mostly to keep you busy.


When we docked at Sacramento, there was a band there and a lot of people waving stuff and music playing.  So we got off there and they loaded us in buses and hauled us to San Francisco and there they put us up in a warehouse, with folding cots.  We were there a day, and then they bused us up to Oakland to Camp Beal.


We were discharged at Camp Beal.  That was August 4, 1946.  You got $300 mustering pay.  I took $100 and sent $200 home.  You got a little emblem, kind of an eagle, they called it a ruptured duck.   You put it on your shirt, and it showed you had been discharged.  As soon as we got out of the gates we took them off.  We figured they were a sign that we had money on us from the mustering-out pay. 


I took a bus and headed home.  On the way, there were five of us from the Midwest hanging together. We bought a watermelon from a stand and went to a carfe and asked the waitress to cut it up for us and she did.  We told her we hadn’t had watermelon for a long time.  Later on after a couple of bottles of whiskey, we got separated, 3 and 2.  


At the layover in Salt Lake City there was a barber shop.  I had a fifth of whiskey that I hadn’t opened yet.  I was kind of nervous about having it so I went to the barber shop and traded the whiskey for a shave and a shoe shine.  In Utah, they had to get a ration stamp to get liquor, so the guy was pretty happy.


I came to Omaha and got off there and hitch hiked down to Table Rock.  


I know I was lucky that I didn’t end up in combat.  I was glad to do my part.  I was proud to do it.  I went where they told me and did what they told me.   It was a good experience, you grew up pretty up petty fast.  I still remember my serial number.  I always wanted to go back to Hawaii but never did.


When I got back to Table Rock, I didn’t have much to do for a while.  I was in the 52 20 club.  I got $20 a week from the government for 52 weeks.  That was supposed to tide you over until you got a job.  I worked for Harold Reed cutting walnut logs, which we hauled to Seneca KS and loaded on coal cars.  They were used for gun stocks.  I helped some farmers.  And in the winter of 1947 I went to work for Swift company in Omaha .  When the weather got nice, I came home.  


A friend of mine had a combine and we followed the harvest, starting in Kansas.  When we got back up to Nebraska, I took off and went to North Dakota at Devil’s Lake and got a job shocking wheat and then thrashing it.  I slept in a loft. It was 40 degrees in the morning, 40 degrees and I got up and got dressed pretty fast. The farmer came and woked us when he came out to milk his cows.  I went three winters that way, ‘48 to ‘50.  


I met Kathleen in Dubois.  There were regular doings in Dubois, one night at the ZCBJ hall, we called it the alphabet hall, and the other at the KP hall, which was tore down years ago.  The dances would get over at 3 am.  


Four of us went there to the dance at the ZCBJ hall.  There was Babe Kreifel, Joe Tomek, Lyle Hunzeker, and me.   We took Babe’s car.  During the dance, we went out to get a drink at the car and we saw these two girls.  In the end, Babe took charge because it was his car.  I took Kathleen and Babe took her sister and off we went home and the other two guys had to find a way back to Table Rock on their own.  


Kathleen and I got married May 27, 1950.  She was afraid I was going away and so she proposed to me!  Well, that’s the way I remember it!


In 1950, I bought an 8N Ford tractor.  It was the going thing.  We had about 200 acres and it kept us busy.  Didn’t have time to go to coffee shops farming with that one tractor.  Two row machinery.  As we went on I added another tractor when I could afford it.  


We got a home place east of Table Rock.  I was gonna be a big farmer.  Kathleen had a wood cook stove and we heated with wood but we had electric lamps.  There was an electrical generator, a 32 volt Delco, had a big gas engine.  We got electricity in about 1952.  


On January 13, 1951 we had a flu fire from the wood heating stove.  The fire department came out.  They finally left, thought they had the fire out.  At about 5 a.m., Rudy Krofta came and woke us up.  He lived a half mile north, and he got up and saw flames on our roof.  He came down and woke us up.  Edwin Fritch came and helped.  We tried to get it out with water, called the fire department.  The fire trucks got sent to Vrtiskas instead of our place but when they got to Vrtiskas they could see the fire at our place and headed for us.  Edwin Fritch and Rudy Krofta helped us carry everything out.  Sharon was just a baby; we left her in the car with the heater on. 


We moved to town after that, to a little house about where Don’s got his storage place.  We rented that while dad built a little house out there.  Then we moved back out to the firm and lived in that house.  We had just a 24 x 32 foot place with four children.  We had Sharon, then John, then James, then Laurie.   Kind of crowded.  


In 1964, we bought 80 acres of pasture.  We had about 20 head of cows.  I wasn’t a big operator after all, never had the pasture ground for many cows until I bought it and then I increased just a few.  Had hogs, sheep, chickens, ducks.


Kathleen’s brother from Dawson gave the kids a blind pig named Agnes.  They fed it out of a little pan on the floor. It grew up to be a big pig.  When they sold it, the girls got coats out of it.


The farm out there had been in the family since 1895.  In 68, Dad wanted to sell the place and we had first chance.  We were still making payments on the 80 acres of pasture and we hadn’t paid enough to get a loan against it.  We talk to a fellow and he said it was worth the money, but let me tell you kids, you’ll have trouble paying for it.


We  had a couple of job offers so decided to sell the land and move to town. So we bought this place here where live now.  An aunt had it and she couldn’t take care of it. It has been in the family since Grandpa moved there in 1921.  I went to work for the county, driving the maintainer out of Table Rock, and a few days later Kathleen got a job at the school as a cook.  


After working a couple of years for the County, the Farmers Co-Op wanted me so I went to work there.     I worked for the coop from 1971 71 to July 83.  That’s when they closed it down.  Then I worked a couple of months at the Table Rock saw mill, and I worked every other weekend for the Burchard Co-Op.  In June 1984, or 85, Dr. Laun bought the Co-Op building and opened a feed store there, called it the Table Rock Feed Store.  I was the manager but had no one to manage, I was the only employee. I worked there until December 1990, then he rented the building out to Elk Creek Grain.  






