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To this day it is hard for me to talk about the war without tearing up. I was from a family of six children: 
five older boys (two of them twins) and I, the youngest. When WWII was declared on December 7th, 
1941, I was 13 years old. My mother and dad and I were with friends who had invited us to dinner. We 
sat and talked after dinner in their living room when the news came on the radio regarding Pearl Harbor. 
President Roosevelt was speaking and my mom and dad were visibly upset, as one of my brothers was in 
the Marines at the time, stationed in Japan, and had not been in the Marines very long. Later, through 
the news, we found out my brother was on Corregidor with Douglas McArthur and was ultimately 
captured by the Japanese. 

We left our friends’ house shortly after, as my Mother was crying and very upset, and my Dad was trying 
to console her. I understood at this point and time what war was and was very worried. I tried to hold 
back, but couldn't. I was very close to my brothers and really looked up to them.  

As the war went on, three other brothers eventually volunteered as they graduated from High School. 
My oldest brother had already graduated from college and was a pharmacist. He was the last son to go 
to war as he was deferred due to our family already having four brothers in the war, and at the urging of 
my Father to “please stay home.” As time went on though, he became upset being home while his 
brothers were off fighting for their country; in those days, if a young man was seen without a uniform 
on, it was not unusual for him to be asked why he was not in the service. And, with his High School 
sweetheart being a nurse in the Navy, he decided he had to go out there and fight to bring his brothers 
home. So, one day he went downtown and joined the Army.  

I was very close to this brother, him being the only sibling left at home. When he left for the Army it 
about broke my heart. The day my mom and dad and I took him to the train station to leave, I shall 
never forget. I remember my Mother crying and talking on the phone to her sisters who were trying to 
console her. 

Mother ended up in the hospital many times, not being able to cope; the first was upon hearing my 
brother was in a Japanese Prison Camp, and another on September 26, 1944, when my oldest brother 
(having gone in last) was killed in Italy. The following February 23, 1945 a second brother was killed on 
lwo Jima, only five months after the first casualty. He had gone through the battle of Bougainville 
unscathed and was wounded in the next battle of Guam. He then went on to the battle of lwo Jima, 
where he was killed. It was to be his last battle to be eligible for a leave. 

Once, when he was in the hospital after being wounded on Guam, he sent me a picture of Betty Grable, 
a movie star, visiting the wounded. I did all I could to write to my brothers and keep them informed of 
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things going on in our hometown and their friends. I hold dear letters sent to me from them. My mom 
and I would bake cookies and my dad and I would wrap them according to the directions regarding war 
packages; I can still make a box if I don't have the right size. At school I would knit scarves and mittens 
for war-torn countries.  

Dad was very patriotic and would head up War Bond drives for his company. At one of the War Bond 
drives, the actress Jean Tierney came to talk to employees, urging them to buy war bonds. Dad told us 
when he came home that day that she was a beautiful lady. He would stay up half the night with the 
radio by his side listening to the news. I would sometimes wake up and find him right next to the radio. 
He was always trying to shield my Mom from hearing the news. 

We did not know my brother was prisoner of the Japanese until close to the end of the war, as he had 
always been listed as missing before that. My Dad would hear about prisoner of war ships being sunk 
and we had no idea if he was on one or not. We found out later he had been moved several times on 
the kind of ships that would sometimes be sunk by our own men because the Japanese would not 
designate the ship with a red cross as being a hospital ship. The prisoners would be down in the hold of 
the ship squashed together with dysentery and no facilities. He came home stripped 60 of his 150 
pounds.   

We did know my older brother was in the European area of the war and the youngest boys (twins) in the 
Navy were in the South Pacific, having joined right out of High School and went through boot camp 
together. It was after the five Sullivan boys went down on a ship that they would not allow brothers to 
stay together. Both twins served in the Pacific; one was aboard a LCT-222, which landed tanks in several 
amphibious assaults, and the other was aboard an ancient destroyer. After my two brothers were killed 
in the war, someone my Dad worked with contacted a congressman, and the war department sent the 
twin brothers to a Naval facility in St. Louis, stating our family had already sacrificed enough.   

The brother who was killed on lwo Jima had started college. He wanted to go in the Marines right after 
High School, but my Dad would not sign for him to go, as he was only seventeen. But finally right before 
he was eighteen my Dad signed.   

I was 17 years old when the war ended, and a senior in high school. I will never forget when the war 
ended we heard on the news that food and clothing was being dropped to the prisoners of war, and 
some days later, my brother called us, and it was only then we knew he was really alive. After spending 
time in the medical center in California where he had been treated for malnutrition and many other 
things, he called us and wanted an update on his brothers. My Dad broke up when he had to tell him 
two of his brothers would not be coming home. What a thing to deal with all by yourself! What a joyous 
moment it was when we went to the train station to pick him up. I stood back and just couldn't believe 
he was back home with us.  
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