


the 1943 conferences, the event I had become so familiar with - superficially, to be
sure - by means of the hundreds of documents that passed through my hands over the
several preceding months.  I knew that, in the U.S. view, the purpose of QUADRANT
was to reach an unequivocal decision on the course the Allies would take in the war
in Europe, that is, whether the main effort should be made against northwest Europe
or in the Mediterranean.  A decision was imperative so that requirements of shipping,
troops, and supplies could be established and committed. 

Immediately began the hustle to pull together the documents and supplies
that would be needed by the delegation of 15 Operations Division officers for
whom I and my fellow workhorses would provide administrative and clerical
support.  Then, I undertook my personal preparations, most urgent of which was to
send my laundry home and have it returned in time without revealing to Mother
what the rush was about - for security reasons, the conference would not be
publicized until it started.  I did tell Pat and Mother that I would be away “on
business”  for a while - not to worry.

Imagine the thril l, perhaps trepidation, of this unseasoned, untraveled
young man, who had never been beyond D.C. and the three states contiguous with
Maryland, who was now going to C a n a d a, another c o u n t ry.  Let my diary tell it
as it happened.

August 10. After a mad rush by m o t o rc y c l eto the Combined Chiefs of Staff
building, the enlisted members of the conference party headed for Union
Station.  It was a heckish hot job helping the officers on the train, but finally at
about 12:20 we left on track 20, nort h w a rd bound.  Bert Anderson &  I managed
to get together &  slept together in lower 3, car No. 1 tonight. Passed through 5
states I had never been in: Dela., N.J., N.Y., Mass. & Conn.  Vt. will be next - then
Canada! It’s a thrill - all so new to me.

August 11 . Woke up this morning to find myself in Canada.  I could tell by the
F rench signs in the vil lages.  After breakfast the time passed quickly.  At 10:00
on the dot we were in Quebec.  The approach was gorgeous, although the
morning was rather dismal.  A Canadian Army bus took us to the Chateau
F rontenac, supposedly the best hotel in Canada.  Bert &  I got in the wro n g
rooms! We unpacked, bathed,etc., &  went to lunch, where we met Joe O’Brien,
my roommate, who told us our erro r.  After a delicious luncheon, rushed back
upstairs and quickly got into the right rooms.  (I ’m in 5616, sixth floor, sort of
a dinky room compared to the mistaken one.) Bert &  I took a walk downtown
& bought some souvenirs, returned &  went to work getting things organized a
little. At 7:00, Jerry Domino, Lois Nivins, Joe &  a gang of us had a drink in
the lounge, then dinner in the dining room.  Later walked downtown for a
drink in the Salon Bleu of the Victoria Hotel.  Now it’s to bed - with a cold
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which I picked up this afternoon. I failed to mention I saw the Prime Ministers
of G.B. &  of Canada this afternoon.

August 12. Ah, what a sleep last night - what a difference from Washington! Had
b reakfast then worked til l lunch time.  Worked some more ti ll dinner, returned &
worked till  10:00. I say “ worked,”  but Bert and I mostly just sat around waiting
for the generals to scram.  Then we hurried &  cleaned up &  took Jerry &  another
one of the girls to the dance in the Jacques Chartier Room (where we take our
meals).  Nice but frightfully hot. We were wearing O.D.’s [olive drabs]! Had a
sandwich downtown in the Homestead.  It’s almost 2:00. 

“ Waiting for the generals to scram.”  What an attitude! W h y, we had a
snap of it compared to “ the generals”  - Handy and Wedemeyer - who had to
attend practically all the meetings of the Combined Chiefs of Staff. On the
subordinate staff level, most of the activities of OPD officers in attendance
revolved about General We d e m e y e r. In studying proposals presented at the
conference for consideration by our Chief of Staff, General Wedemeyer drew
upon the advice of his Strategy and Policy Group’s advisory planning staff and
representatives of the OPD theater sections concerned.3 3
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33In Wedemeyer Reports, General Wedemeyer commends the officers who comprised his “formidable
planning group which was prepared to analyze British proposals and pass up important information and data
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August 13. After breakfast in the dining room with Miss Freeman, Gen. Deane’s34

secretary, I went to work.  The office is pretty disorganized to say the least.  We
hope to get things settled by tomorrow for things from now on are really going to
buzz.  The Joint Chiefs arrived today - Marshall, King and Arnold.  Saw Somervell
make his entrance to the hotel, too - and Gen. Marshall.  Gen. Arnold came in our
office, so I had a good view of him.  “Happy” is a fit name for him.  Had dinner
with the boys, came up to the room & wrote to Mother.  No use going out - the
weather is rotten.  But have no complaints.  I still say this is a beautiful vacation &
sort of a thrilling one.

August 14. This turned out to be a right nice day after all.  This morn. & aft. it
rained - very damp and dismal.  Tonight, however, the moon shone beautifully &
the air was wonderful.  We were dismissed at 6:00.  That gave me a chance to dress
and have supper & do a little stepping out.  Thought we’d never get over that meal
- took at least 1 1/2 hours.  Everything was delicious as usual, but the main cause
of delay was the fellows’tormenting our very cute little waitress.  We got to the
Capitol Theater at 9:30, where the Canadian Army Show was being presented for
“our” pleasure.  It was darn good (though “This Is the Army” is still tops!).  The
P.M. [Mr. Churchill] was supposed to have been there, but we missed him when he
made his exit.  Rog Conant & I walked around town awhile, had a snack then stood
on the boardwalk overlooking the moonlit St. Lawrence.

August 15. H e a rd Mass in the Basilica of Quebec at 7:15.  No doubt about it, the
c h u rch is interesting, but to me it was too over-decorated to be really beautiful.  It’s
an old place though, & proof of that is the three Card i n a l s ’(I guess) hats suspended
f rom the ceiling - ‘til they rot, so I’m told.  The sermon was in French, of course, &
though the pre t re spoke clearly & fairly slowly, I was unable to catch it.  Wo r k e d
then until dinner, worked some more until supper, worked then until 11 : 3 0 .
S o m e w h e re I’ ve picked up a nice cold & working so long hasn’t helped it any.  It’s
still raining here - hasn’t missed a day yet.  Less temptation to go out during the day.

August 16. Cold no better - worse in fact.  Worked steadily all day long until after
7:00 this evening.  The gang came up to Bert’s room for a drink and some hors-
d’oeuvres.  It’s Bert’s birthday, so a little celebration was really fitting.  That wasn’t
enough - we then all adjourned to the dining room & had a real birthday dinner -
birthday cake & all.  It was all on the house, too! They’re treating us regally here.
Next came the dance.  I didn’t stay long, however, for the cold is getting worse.

August 17. Didn’t get up till 8:00.  Called the Col. & said I was going to the
dispensary, but I didn’t.  Instead, I went right to the office - about 8:30.  Took a
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little time off at 9:30 to get a light breakfast. Had a delicious luncheon around
1:30, but felt pretty punk afterwards so I came up to the bedroom & lay down
awhile.  At 5:30 Rog & I slipped out for “a half hour” only we stayed for an hour
& 1/2.  It was grand out & we surely took advantage of it.  Walked quite a ways up
Grande Allée, perhaps the residential section of Quebec.  Stopped in several
churches going & returning and spent some time in the park (don’t know the name,
but I believe it led into the Plains of Abraham).  Ret’d, had dinner, worked until
10:30.  I began feeling rotten so I excused myself.

August 18. Just finished work - midnight.  Whether my presence there was really
essential is not easy to say, but I do know I got a lot of filing done which had piled
up on me all day & which probably would remain piled up because of the many
interruptions during the day.  Even so, it’s better than the Pentagon in that respect.
Wasn’t out of the hotel today except once on the fire escape for 5 minutes & once on
the steps at the entrance looking for Col. Starbird.  The cold is much better & the
weather is clearing up.  Today was the first day without rain.  In spite of all, I’m
enjoying myself & hope to remember this for a long time.

August 19. My “ vacation”  is certainly speeding along to an end, but then a lot can
happen in five days - at least we’re supposed to close shop on the 25th.  Had it fairly
easy today.  Kept busy most of the time, but wasn’t too rushed in the afternoon, so To m m y
& I went walking in this queer little city.  As usual, got caught in the rain.  Returned &
went to work again.  Dinner at 8:30.  Got back & after a short while was excused.

August 20. Put in another long day, but surprisingly, I’m not tired nor sleepy, even
at this hour - midnight.  A walk in the sunshine this afternoon might have helped, in
addition to the fine meals I had today.  Or maybe it was the Canadian chocolate I
ate tonight.  But tomorrow should be a pretty heavy day, so in spite of my wide-
awakeness, perhaps bed is the best place for me.  Had a chance to answer Pat’s
letter, which I rec’d today.  First mail I had rec’d..  Spent an enjoyable 15 minutes
hanging out the 16th story window taking in the superb beauty of the sunlit St.
Lawrence with the Canadian hills in the background.

August 21. It was a pretty weary day until around 4:00, when I got up enough nerv e
to ask Col. Roberts if I might go on the boat trip.  His answer was “ yes.”  At 4:45 I
learned I must be aboard before 5:15! Say there wasn’t some rushing from then on - I
d i d n ’t even have my ticket yet! But I made it.  We pulled out at a little past 6:00, had
d i n n e r.  Then washed up for the dance at 9:00.  It was great fun.  They had a horse-
racing game between dances (at which I lost a couple bucks) & plenty of drinks - all
f ree.  Whole thing was free, as a matter of fact - compliments of the Canadian Chiefs
of Staff.  I had quite a few drinks - more than I should have had.  Right now I don’t
know where we are - still on the St. Lawrence, I guess.  We’ ll be going up the
Saguenay by morning no doubt.
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August 22. The boat [the S.S. Tadoussac]was supposed to land at Bagotville, on
the Saguenay, at 5:45 & remain in port till 7:00, thus allowing passengers to attend
Mass.  I must say I slept well in upper bunk of stateroom #96.  Got up & had
breakfast, then began watching the scenery - some of the most beautiful I’ve ever
seen.  The trip was perfect all the way: good food, fair weather, fine
companionship, & above all, relaxation.  Met a lot of swell English chaps - Royal
Marines.  To add to all that, I practically brushed shoulders with Gen. Marshall,
Adm. Leahy, Adm. King, Gen. A. T. Brooke (Chief of Imperial General Staff), Lord
Louis Mountbatten, not to forget Gens Wedemeyer, Handy, Kuter, & Adm. Cooke.
We got back (couple hrs. late) at 8:00, were driven to the hotel, had dinner, & went
to work till 2:00 A.M.!!!

August 23. I must say, working till 2:00 last night didn’t help my condition this
morning! In fact, as usual, I overslept & missed breakfast.  Slipped down later
though & had a bite.  It was quite a heavy day: lots of papers to file, in addition to
a fair portion of typing on my part.  I’m not used to that back at the Pentagon.  In a
way, though, it breaks the monotony to get at a typewriter & put out a piece of work
that means something, instead of those gosh-darn file cards that I must do day in
and day out back home.  I was a little disgusted tonight, though, having to just sit in
Gen. Wedemeyer’s office till he & his boys decided to come up from the cocktail
lounge - after 10:00.  At ll:00 they closed up & I with them.

August 24. Worked today as usual, although I didn’t mind so much when at l:00
the notice was circulated stating the delegation would leave Quebec at 10:00 (most
of us).  By 4:00 we had to be packed - our office stuff, that is - and we were.  I
slipped out then & did some shopping & got caught in the rain.  Ducked in a little
tobacco shop & there spied a Remington electric razor, which I bought.  At the
Chateau again, I packed, had dinner with an Englishman whose name I didn’t
learn, then helped with the loading.  Then to the train - & what a tight gang I had
to put up with! They put me in upper-one - alone thank gosh.  But will I sleep?

August 25. No, I didn’t sleep! First place, I was cold, & second the train was very
jostling.  Up at about 7:00, breakfast, then settled down to a long, all day’s ride.  It
was a beautiful ride, however.  No doubt about it, New England scenery is hard to
surpass for sheer natural beauty.  We had some fair meals on the train, a lot of
good laughs, a couple drinks, etc.  All in all, it was a pretty nice ending to an
experience - though grueling - which I think I’ll never forget.  We arrived at about
9:00, got a ride right to the door in WAC-driven GI auto.
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ii - Back in the U.S.A.

Inside 358, I shared the high points of Quebec with my envious barracks
mates.  Next day it was back to 2E-370, The Pentagon, where I spent all day trying
to make a dent in the mess of papers from the conference.

QUADRANT imposed on Policy Section an onerous case workload, that of
setting in motion the implementation of QUADRANTplans and decisions.  A great
deal of paper work devolved on my clerical staff as well as the secretaries, although
mechanically the process was relatively simple: Policy Section sent copies of the
official decisions to the military agencies concerned, requesting them to send back to
Policy Section a brief resume of their proposed action on each decision.  This
procedure, applied to international conference decisions for the first time, was a
logical development from the follow-up technique OPD had long used in making
certain that command decisions inside the Army were understood and carried out in
the theaters of operations.

There was plenty of work for the five enlisted persons now crowding my small
o ffice.  Besides my assistant, Cpl. Brendel, there were now WAC Betty Bennett, T-5 Cal
Ross and one other.  Unfortunately, some of the newer staff members were indiff e r e n t ,
disinterested or simply lacked initiative, and the office was a bedlam at times.  

Eventually I did manage to rearrange the office as well as install a new
system for the distribution of documents.  That helped a bit, but not enough to dispel
a certain frustration, a restlessness which made me wonder if a transfer-out -
preferably overseas - wouldn’t be to my advantage.

Could I have caught the bug contemplating the impending departure of my
esteemed leader, General Wedemeyer? The rumor that he would soon be leaving
seemed to be confirmed when on September 3 he assembled all the personnel of his
Strategy and Policy Group in the Secretary of War’s conference room for a group
photograph (see my album).  His new assignment, which carried a major general’s
star, would be as chief of staff to Britain’s Lord Louis Mountbatten who was to
become supreme commander of a new South East Asia Command.  General
Wedemeyer’s last day was September 10, and upon his recommendation, his deputy,
Colonel Frank Roberts, succeeded him as S&Pchief.  I regretted seeing General
Wedemeyer go, but I admired and respected Colonel Roberts as well.   
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In the meantime, I had lost no time getting back to my personal life. The first
weekend back from Quebec, Don Rolley, home on furlough, surprised me by driving
to Washington with his Texas girlfriend, June, as well as my Pat and her brother John,
and I managed to get a pass to go back to Cumberland with them.  It was nice to be
there on the day after the birth of Margie Kreidler, Kathryn and John’s first.
Otherwise, it was a somewhat disappointing weekend.  I saw very little of Don, and
my time with Pat was not memorable.  Had the glamour of Quebec - arduous as the
work was - spoiled me?

My 10-day furlough in Cumberland a few weeks later was more satisfying.
(After I got over the shock of losing - or being robbed of - my wallet containing my
furlough papers and $150 cash just before I boarded the train in Union Station!) Pat
and I had fun.  A dance at the Shrine Club, the horse races, a skating party at Crystal
rink, a high school football game, dancing at Circle Inn, a romantic walk in “The
Dingle,” and the inevitable singing to Pat’s playing.  Overall, it was a joyous time and
I was now hooked for sure.

While in Cumberland, I discovered that Mother had been dating George
Habig for a while but I could not be sure if she had any positive feelings about him.
However, she did not hesitate to return with me to Washington for a couple days.  We
had a nice time in my off-duty hours, in spite of the lousy way I felt (the “blahs,” as
I called that indefinable feeling over the years.) If cutting that apron string seemed to
be impossible for Mother, I felt more strongly than ever that I had a wonderful
woman for a mother.

iii - SEXTANT/EUREKA

Early in November 1943, Colonel Woolnough told me that I would be leaving
in about ten days for the international heads-of-state (summit) conference in Cairo, Egypt! 

Like QUADRANT, in view of the historical significance of this summit, it
would be a major event in my life, although my personal role would be minor.

In a sense, this would be a twofold meeting: The SEXTANT phase, to be
held at Cairo would bring Great Britain and the United States into military conference
with China for the first time.  In the middle of that phase, the planners would travel
to Tehran, Iran, where the U.S. and Britain would meet with the Soviet Union also for
the first time - code name EUREKA.  The heads of state of those five nations were
meeting at a time when the US-UK military efforts had just brought about the
capitulation of the Italian Government (8 September), when the Soviet armies were
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sweeping German forces back from the Dnepr River in a huge winter counter-
offensive, and when China was looking to Allied offensives in the Pacific and
Southeast Asia to bring an end to years of partial occupation by Japan.  The Soviet
had already committed itself to join in the war against Japan.   The one major military
question to be settled at the conference, at least as the US Army planners saw it, was
whether Britain would abide by the nearly irrevocable commitment to OVERLORD
made at Quebec.  (Based on Ray S. Cline, previously cited.)

I knew the trip was a reality in a few days when I received my cholera,
typhus and yellow fever inoculations. Even more tangible evidence was the
packing up of fi les that my bosses, the strategy planners, would need and the
supplies - many in short supply during wartime - that I would need to run our
o ff ice. Departure day soon came.  

Again, here are the words in which I recorded my second Army “adventure”
as it occurred day by day.

November 13. 2200 EWT finds me in the transients’ reading room of Borinquen
Fld, Puerto Rico, second stop in a flight to ______ [The destination was secret,
but I was rather certain what it was.  Nevertheless, I would not have recorded it
in my diary in case it fell into enemy hands!] Took off from Wash. airport at 0923
in an ATC [Air Tr a n s p o rtation Command]  C-54.  Helluva thrill - my first fl ight.
Landed at Morrison Fld., Fla., (near W. Palm Beach) at 1340 &  lay over there
almost 2 hrs.  During that time I visited the P.X., talked to the M.P. ’s.  Took off
again at 1543.  Man, what an experience it was flying above the clouds with
water alone beneath us.

Landed here at Borinquen at 2100, was driven by jeep to transient enlisted
men’s barracks - Rm. 9, Bldg. T-704, to be exact.  Had a coke in the restaurant
adjoining this reading room, & now I think I should try to get some sleep in spite of
the tropical heat.

Here’s the irony of my being in Puerto Rico: Regina[Wallace, Army Nurse
Corps, my mother’s sister], whom I haven’t seen for a couple years, is just about 95
miles away - at San Juan on the opposite side of the island.

November 14.  My feelings at this hour will be influenced by the tiresome 10 hr.
hop just completed.  We left Borinquen at 0515 after only 2 or 3 hrs sleep & an
early (but hearty) breakfast in the base restaurant.  Arrived Atkinson Fld., Br.
Guiana (27 mi. from Georgetown) at 1025.  Again I, only EM on the passenger list,
was left behind at the field, while the officers were ceremoniously escorted to the
officers’club.  And this is Sun! My Sun. dinner: 2 bites of a rotten cream cheese
sandwich & some coffee at the field’s beanery.  This place is a hole - figuratively
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and literally.  Left at 1200 on a lengthy flight.  Tried to relieve the monotony by
reading, star gazing & helping the officers (& myself) to refreshments.  Finally
landed here - Natal, Brazil - at 2115.  Got a bed (#10, Bldg. T-303) in the transient
EM’s barracks - far from what I’m used to.  I like only one thing: the cool breeze -
it blows constantly.  Walked around awhile, had a lousy supper of fresh pineapple
and Spam, then washed up for bed, somewhat disgusted.

Brazil! I stood beneath an amber moon.  Return I (hope I never) will, to old
Brazil [paraphrase of a line from the popular song, “Brazil”] at least if I must be
confined to an air base for 24 hours, where food is indigestible, where I know no one.

November 15.Natal.  Well, that wasn’t too bad after all.  Got a good night’s sleep,
had a late breakfast of dehydrated eggs and bacon (ugh), & proceeded to find
something to do.  Spent the day between the day room, P.X., mess hall, barracks &
latrine.  P.X. is rather meager - no souvenirs, little candy, etc.  At 1815 I saw “Let’s
Face It” in the open air theatre & after that had supper.  Then came the excite-
ment: After checking at the passenger station to determine my departure time, but
finding no notice on the B.B., I decided to wash up & prepare to check out on short
notice.  It wasshort! As I was cleaning my teeth, a GI rushed in & asked if I was
Sgt. R., & that I should get going - the plane was ready to take off.  I made it!
Someone had really screwed up the works.  I had been told we’d leave at 2200.  We
left at 2115.  I’m plenty sleepy, & in spite of the altitude & the position which I’ll be
forced to sleep in, I’m sure I’ll find no trouble doing so.  Farewell to old Brazil.
See you again maybe on the way back.

November 16.Today’s two hops were both pretty lengthy - clear across the
Atlantic! I did get my sleep.  In fact it wasn’t until we reached Ascension Island that
I awoke fully.  That was at 0440, but we had to step up our watches 3 hrs as
Ascension is on GMT.  We were duly escorted to a right fine breakfast, then toured
by jeep over most of the island.  Ascension is rugged, hilly rocky; little vegetation;
38 mi. square.  Weather is delightful.  At 0930 GMTwe left & I really regretted it.  

Landed at Accra, Africa, at 1630.  Again we were escorted to the transient
officers’ quarters, assigned individual rooms, each attended by a native boy.  Had a
refreshing shower & shave, 2 Scotch & sodas (at 20 cents per!) then a dinner of
luscious steak.  Then in a GI sedan, Jack Devenney & I were driven to the open air
theatre to see “Princess O’Rourke.” Just had another Scotch & soda, now I should
try to sleep for a couple hours.  I understand 0100 is the departure time.  Ye gods!
Why in the devil couldn’t Accra have been the scene of our 24-hr stopover instead
of Natal? This place is heaven in comparison.

November 17. We were awaked a little after midnight, served breakfast & sped on our
way by 0156.  Had no sleep last night, so I caught up on this hop.  A rrived Maidugura,
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Nigeria, at 0720, had breakfast in “ Pig ‘n Whistle”  the base’s restaurant.  Chatted with a
Capt. Harold Singer of D.C. who asked me to call his wife on my return.  Left Maidugura
at 0833 to fly across the most desolate terrain I’ve ever seen - desert at its worse.  Got
into Wadi Saidna, Anglo Egyptian Sudan, at 1735 (though my watch read 1535 - lost two
m o re hours).  This base is near Khartoum, largest native village in the world.  We didn’t
visit that city, but we did see a great deal of the air base when driven to our quart e r s .
CWO O’Leary (Navy), Jack Devenney & I shared an apartment - 3 bedrooms, sitting
room & bath.  The frigidaire in the sitting room contained a qt of Canadian Club & set-
ups.  That went swell, for we were all tired.  After a shower, had dinner in officers’ m e s s .
Our escort, a captain, then took us to the USO show, where Joe E. Brown, Harry Borr i s ,
& Joel McCrea appeared.  Returned to the apartment for a highball with the captain.

November 18.Tonight we are in Cairo, our destination. Arrived at 1300 at Payne
Field after flying quite low up the Nile Valley.  That is a most remarkable & breath-
taking experience.  I was quite disappointed, though, when I learned I was to be
quartered at a camp - tents at that.  Tonight, however, I’m staying in a room at the
Mena House Hotel, scene of the conference.  This place is located outside Cairo,
right at the foot of the pyramids.  The surroundings are beautiful - lovely gardens,
colorful terraces, palm trees, etc.  But oh Cairo! What an eyeful I got when driving
from the airport to the Mena House! Dirty, smelly!

I was pretty much embarrassed at dinner.  Went in with some WO’s & Lt.
Coffin, but a Col. informed Coffin that other messing facilities had been provided
for EM.  They hadn’t yet, however, so they fed me in the dining room - only at a
separate table from my friends! Boy, that did it.  But I tried to pass it off. [The
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British Army was hosting the conference in Cairo, so their strict segregation of
officers and lower ranks prevailed.  The treatment I, as an enlisted man, was
afforded only the day before in Maidugura would have been unthinkable in Cairo.]
Came back to the room & took a bath, had dinner with a couple non-coms from this
theater, presently detailed as orderlies at the conference.  Talked with O’Leary for
awhile (we’re sharing this room).

Diary entry for CWR’s day of arrival at Cairo for duty with the U.S. Army delegation 
to the international summit conference.
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November 19.Joe O’Brien arrived today.  I was relieved to see someone I knew
well.  I had a splendid rest last night for the nights here are pleasantly cool -
perfect for sleeping.  Did nothing today except arrange the furniture in Col.
Roberts’ office - the big boys haven’t yet arrived, so there’s no work to do.

Joe and I walked up to the pyramids this morning.  An old dragoman
persisted, so we hired him to show us around.  It’s an interesting visit, no doubt
about that, but it was slightly disappointing to learn that all the mummies had been
moved to the Cairo Museum.  The Sphinx looks just as I expected, though his head
is propped up with sand bags for the duration.

The experience of a lifetime came tonight when Joe and I went into town
by tram - hanging most of the way on a railing on the outside.  Had dinner in a
fairly good restaurant, did a little shopping, went to a movie at Miami Theater - “A
Night to Remember.” Film had French and Egyptian sub-titles; theater seats were
reserved, and only P.T. 9 (36 cents) for orchestra seats.  Hung on tram on return
trip & almost had wallet lifted.  [It was so jammed with people, it was hard to tell if
someone was touching with ill intent or not.] Now for a daytime trip to Cairo and
I’ll be satisfied.

November 20.This billeting situation of mine seems to be getting nowhere.  They
insist I’ll be unable to room at Mena House after the gang arrives, nor may I eat in
the dining room.  In other words, to the camp I go.  That’s a mighty lousy hole, too,
so I hear.  Besides, I’ve no mess kit, but perhaps they’ll issue one to me.  At any
rate, I’m sticking in this hotel and messing here as long as possible.

I had lunch at the camp today - borrowed a mess kit.  What a lunch: cold
Spam with tomato sauce, cold green beans, fruit salad & crackers.  Never again,
saith I! Came back to the room and fell asleep, not waking up till around 5:00.
Fooled around until dinner time, which I had in the main dining room - just walked
in and sat down with my friends, damn it!

Bought nearly 20 bucks worth of souvenirs at the PX branch opened up in
the lobby.  Got some silverware - ash tray, bracelet, knives; sandals; novel album of
flowers of Palestine; olive wood rosaries, etc.

November 21.The “boys” arrived today. GeneralRoberts [he was awarded his
brigadier general’s star on shipboard en route] showed up with his arm in a sling,
necessitated by an injured finger which he caught in a door on the boat.  It’s pretty
serious.  Spent most of the day in the office - as well as the night so it appears.
Started off by attending Mass at 11:00, held in the Mena House gardens.  It was a
rather impressive service, though not more than ten persons attended. 
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Decided to spend my sleeping hours right here in this office for the
duration of the conference.  Went to the American camp today and drew a cot and
bedding.  It should prove satisfactory.  Oh yes, I drew a gun, too, which will keep
me company while I sleep - security measures and all that.

Got fed up on sandwiches all day long, so Vince Jurgens & I decided to
have a real meal - we simply called the garçon & ordered them.  Very, very
delicious.  Then we worked & worked and probably will continue to do so for some
time.  Jurgens, by the way, works in the same capacity as I do, only for Air Plans.
Our offices connect, so we collaborate on the security deal.

A few words about “the boys.” OPD had sent a delegation of eleven officers
to SEXTANT, including a number of the officers assigned to joint committee work.
The roster was headed by General Handy and by General Roberts, who had
succeeded General Wedemeyer as Army planner.

At the JCS meetings held during SEXTANT, General Handy, General
Roberts and his deputy, Colonel Walter E. Todd, and General Tansey were in regular
attendance, while OPD logisticians, area specialists, and joint planning staff members
attended the sessions whenever their special knowledge was required.

November 22.Sleeping on a cot isn’t bad, my try last night proved.  Have to get up
mighty early, though, in order to take it down, get dressed & have breakfast before
the officers arrive.  I guess I didn’t get up quite early enough, for I missed breakfast
and had to wait until nearly 2:00 to have lunch.  A “special privilege” has been
granted to EMs who came from Wash. to mess with the British at their camp here
on the premises.  Believe me, it was a “mess.” Wasn’t too bad, but having to use
mess kits and having no decent facilities for washing them made it obnoxious.  I
was informed tonight, however, that I may eat in the courier’s dining room, located
near the main dining room.  The meals there are the same as the officers get - not
bad at all.  Jurgens and I had dinner in the office again.  How long we’ll get away
with it, I don’t know.  Worked darn hard today - and late.

November 23.Had breakfast in the courier’s dining room, rushed back up to the
office and started in.  It was another tough day, but I must say I haven’t minded the
work in the least.  I have been pretty disgusted, though, by the loss or misplacement
of my crate of supplies.  I really can’t function properly without them, though I have
managed to make out in a haphazard sort of way.

Wrote Mother for the first time today since before I left Wash.  Couldn’t
tell  her a darn thing, of course, for the conference is a dark secret to the
world.  She hasn’t the slightest idea of my whereabouts, but my letter should
relieve her worry i n g .
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Had dinner at 8:15, spent the time thereafter plugging away here in the
office.  My little crib isn’t made up yet, I’m terribly sleepy, & I can’t (physically)
do any more work.

November 24.Woke up this morning in a rather unsteady condition - the old
tummy was somewhat upset.  I stuck it out all day, though, having Col. Ritchie (a
victim, too) to commiserate with me.  They call it “gypy tummy” here, and everyone
gets it sooner or later.  This evening I passed up supper - thrived on tea.  Along
about 10:00, Col. Ritchie dictated a long blurb, then left me to transcribe it.  It’s
now after midnight and this sick critter should have been in bed hours ago.

November 25. B o y, I ’ ve re a l l ygot it! My sole sustenance for today was tea.  I
s t ruggled along ‘ti l about 10:00 this AM then went to the Red Cross tent
( d i s p e n s a ry at the American Army camp nearby).  Had a temp. of 100 degre e s ,

so the medic advised I go
to bed, eat l ittle - if
nothing - and take
sulfaguanadine tablets by
the dozens (l i terally!).  I
agonized through the
afternoon &  most of the
evening in Bond &
O ’ B r i e n ’s room, came
down to the office a l ittle
l a t e r.  Gen. Robts. and
the rest have left early -
11:00 - so my chance to
be where I belong - in
bed - is at hand.  A n d
this is Thanksgiving Day.
Tea! Phooey!

November 26.A little
weak yet, but not so much
as this morning when I
first got up.  Had my first
real nourishment in a day
and a half - 2 soft boiled
eggs.  Did a little better at

noon and at dinner.  Worked hard all day in spite of my condition, and tonight I’m
so thoroughly worn out that my whole body aches.  I’m still on sulfaguanadine, by
the way, as prescribed by the doc when I visited him this morning.
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Everyone here has been sincerely anxious about my condition.  In spite of
the fact that so many have been affected by the same condition, persons from all
sides have inquired about me.  It gets around, I guess.

November 27.Much better, though the appetite is still a little fuzzy.  Had pretty
good meals today, and at supper even indulged in a little wine.

General Roberts’ finger is not healing as well as it should, so the doc has
him on sulfa drugs, too - sulfathiozole.  It’s caused the Gen. considerable nausea,
which of course, I’m sorry to see: Gen. Roberts has been plenty swell to me and I
feel that he likes me.  I hope so, for he’s a grand guy and a smart man.

Jurgens and O’Brien, feeling quite happy after several drinks in addition
to wine made my office (& bedroom) their hangout for this evening.  I wish the
monkeys would go so I could get some sleep.

November 28.Sunday.  It’s a great life.  Another day, a little more accomplished.
Got a pretty good sleep last night in spite of the late hour I turned in.  Had
breakfast, worked a little, attended 11:00 Mass in Mena gardens.  Worked the rest
of the day, taking occasional recesses.  We really weren’t busy but there were lots of
things I had to straighten up for next week when things begin buzzing again.  Right
now things are quiet, for most of the big boys are a little further north right now at
another conference.  [At Tehran, of course, for the US-UK-Soviet phase.] 

November 29.Sitting at the General’s desk now, writing with the General’s pen.
Today there’s a little more than usual to talk about.  Had the afternoon off, so I took
advantage of a tour of Cairo conducted by the British.  We drove around in a GI
bus, had a guide from the British embassy.  First stop was the bazaar, much talked
of shopping place of Cairo.  Very ancient place - smelly, dirty.  Prices are
exorbitant, bargaining a must.  I’m not the bargaining type, so I bought nothing
except a silver heart for Mother’s bracelet.  Visited a couple tombs, a couple
mosques; the 100-year-old one, located within the Citadel, is quite beautiful on the
inside.  Very different, too.

November 30.I failed to mention the excitement that took place around here
Sunday.  Sgt. Jurgens got himself into a little accident by running into something or
other on a British motorcycle.  They don’t know whether he had permission to use
the thing or not, but the fact remains that he’s now in the hospital at Camp
Hockstep, outside Cairo.  He’s not too badly hurt - cut up a bit is all.  I hope to be
able to pay him a visit in the hospital tomorrow perhaps.  

Had a terribly slow day.  The big boys aren’t back from their little trip yet,
but when they do get back, look out!

170



Had a pleasant dinner tonight.  Those British chaps are fine fellows, in
my opinion.  Of course, the ones here are no doubt from the better class of
Britons, for they’ re quite gentlemanly and seemingly well educated.  Most of
them are warrant officers.

On November 30, EUREKA, the US-UK-Soviet phase of the conference
at Tehran had concluded.  The Soviet military leaders had backed the US in its
determination to adopt the QUADRANT strategy of invading continental Europe
through France - code name OVERLORD - and Churchil l, outnumbered, had
yielded without any reservations.  The great midwar debate on European military
strategy was over.

December 1.The old tummy is acting up again, though I don’t actually feel bad.
But that’s the way it started the last time.

The boys are back, i.e., most of them.  Things will start poppin’again
tomorrow or Friday, no doubt.  Had another fairly easy day.  Even was able to
sneak off for a couple hours this evening to go into Cairo.  Rode in by jeep, bought
the perfume Maj. Field requested, also Miss Brandt’s billfold.

The PX branch here in the hotel got in a truck load of stuff from India
today.  Darn nice things, I must say, and cheap.  I loaded up on a half dozen small
items but they’ll stick me for more before it’s over.

December 2.Ran to the WC every 15 minutes or oftener.  Can’t say I really feel
bad, though, except a little washed out and tired tonight - no wonder.

Well, the big news came out in the papers today.  It emphasized the
participation of Chiang Kai-shek in the conference.  Stated it was held in North
Africa but didn’t state specifically where.  Said the conference was completed, no
doubt referring to the Three-Power phase.

I suppose Mother has guessed where I am now, though she still can’t tell
exactly where I am.

December 3.This thing should be breaking up pretty soon, so I infer from current
talk.  Suits me.  The belly is a lot better.

This was a pretty busy day and a long one.  Gen. Roberts and the boys
stuck around till after 11:00.

Someone asked me about “that girl back in Cumberland” today.  I haven’t
even written the poor kid since before I left, nor did I then even hint I was going to
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be out of town.  If I have a girl friend when I get back it will be a wonder! Maybe
my nice gifts from the Middle East will soothe things.

December 4.Can’t say I feel much like writing tonight, but as late as it is, I guess
a few more minutes won’t kill me.

It’s 1:30 now; the boys left just about 20 minutes ago.  This thing is really
winding up with a bang! I guess some of the real pick & shovel officers will be up
all night working on some report, so I’m thankful I’m not the flunky of one of those
officers.  It’s bad enough to be one to Roberts & Todd - that is, when they stick
around till this late.  Seriously, though, I realize the work has to be done; it’s no
kid’s play by a long shot.  This is war, to use a trite expression, and by golly, there’s
no getting away from it - the plans have to be debated out verbally first, orally &
on paper.  Sincerely, I say this: If I’m of any help by being here, I’m darn proud of
it.  My contribution is small but no doubt counts.

December 5.I’m pooped good and proper tonight! It was a beautiful Sunday in
ancient Egypt, right in the shadow of the pyramids & the Sphinx, and I spent the
whole day in the hotel working.  Pardon, I did get outside in the garden for about
three quarters of an hour this morning to attend Mass.

Now it’s Monday - the hour is 0115, and believe me I feel it.  Col. Ritchie ran
off around 10:00 leaving me a long draft to pound out in final form.  Then a stack of
messages came in which I had to type out in easily read form.  Oh, such is war!

December 6.Great ghosts of the pharaohs, here it is 2:30 Tuesday morning and
I’m just finishing my “day’s” work! Gosh this was a funny day - things were so
darned confused, not only for me but for everybody it seemed.  I gave up flatly this
afternoon, because my office was packed with officers - couldn’t get to my papers,
didn’t have the nerve to type (they had enough trouble hearing over one another’s
loud talking).  So I just messed around until dinner. After that I really digged in &
got a little - only a little - accomplished.  The reason for my late, or early, hour is
three memos handed to me at about midnight.  Well, it’s almost over now, in fact I
found out today when I would leave.

December 7.And once again I revert to the old pencil, which means one thing:
Gen. Roberts (whose pen I’ve been using) is gone! The old Cairo Conference has
finally drawn to a close, and everyone even remotely connected with it is greatly
relieved.  It was a headache in many respects, it’s true, but somehow I enjoyed it.
Sure I worked long hours, had my share of gypy tummy, got outside seldom - but
just being away from the Pentagon is a treat.  No doubt about it, I’m anxious to get
back home to be with my folks & friends and get some decent food; but that’ll be
several days yet before realization, for I’m stuck here till Saturday.  By the way, I
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got stuck here at the office tonight - unjustly.  No rest for the wicked I guess.

December 8.There was a tour to Luxor35 this morning which I was eligible to take
part in, except for the fact that I wanted to - and was obliged to - attend Mass at
8:00 [Immaculate Conception - a holy day of obligation]That done, I had breakfast
then ordered a jeep to take Andy and me out to Camp Hockstep to deliver a note
from Gen. Roberts to Col. Bessell (amoebic dysentery) & to see Jurgens.  We spent
an hour or so at the camp, visited the PX, where I bought a purse for Pat & a
snapshot album.  We returned then to “Andy’s” villa - that is, the one he occupied
with Mr. McCloy [John J., Assistant Secretary of War] & some others, all of whom
have now left.  Had luncheon there & spent the rest of the aft. resting.  We had a
good dinner, than sat around drinking until the guests arrived for a little party that
had been planned.  We got a pretty late start, so the party lasted until about 3:00
AM.  It was a very orderly party but quite a bit of fun.  I’m sleeping in the room Mr.
McCloy had.

December 9.What a sleep last night! Was awaked by Cpl. Penny Rose [British
Army], housekeeper of Villa 22, who came in my room at 9:30 with a cup of tea.  I
drank it, then stayed in bed & read till 10:30.  I dashed off to the Mena House after
a good breakfast & found out my day of departure is tomorrow at 11:00 instead of
Saturday.  Don’t know whether I’m glad or not, for I had planned to get a little rest
as well as do some more shopping; but on the other hand, I’d like to get home as
many days before Christmas as possible.  Then, too, I’m told the route of Sat’s
plane will be a different one from that taken coming over, whereas tomorrow’s will
be the same.  I’d like a change.  Well, it’s not up to me.

A n y w a y, Earl Bright, Herlihy & I got a jeep & went into town.  Came back,
had dinner, a bath & now to my little cot in this deserted hotel - for the last time.

December 10.It was so long to Mena House and Cairo at 9:45 this morning.  It
was so long to the soil of Egypt at exactly 11:15.  The flight wasn’t bad at all.  The
time passed very quickly.  Read all the way, for the scenery was old stuff to me, &
besides it wasn’t worth looking at the second time - nothing but barren desert.

We landed at Khartoum (Wadi Seidna) at 3:45, got assigned to our
barracks, washed up & then had a most wonderful dinner, with the enlisted men of
the base, of course.  Boy, that was the best food I had eaten for over 3 weeks!

Saw “This Is the Army” (my second time) at the base theater.  Enjoyed it
more this time than the first.  
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December 11. Though we weren’t called, we got up at 4:00, had breakfast, &
proceeded on our homeward journey.  We left Khartoum at 5:25 local time, & after
another 8 hrs of flying above monotonous terrain, landed at Kano, Nigeria, at 1:25
- had to set our watches back an hour.  Had luncheon there, visited their PX and
took off again at 1:30.  Hit the soil at Accra at about 5:00, though back another
hour went the clocks.  They set us up again in the special mission billet, then a
couple of the boys here showed us around: the beach, Brit. YMCA, the “city” of
Accra, & Achemoba College.  Darned interesting - far from what I expected.  Then
we returned for a shower, & after that another delicious steak dinner like I had here
coming over.  We saw part of a movie, came back for a drink.  No doubt about it,
we’ve been shown the best hospitality here of all the stops so far.

December 12.Sunday.  Here again - Natal in old Brazil! Again I’m disgusted:
they’ve stuck us in tents this time! I guess Africa has me spoiled.  

We left Accra at 9:30 this morning.  Supposed to have left at 4:00, but the
plane needed extra servicing.  We were up at 2:45, had breakfast and everything.  I
went back to bed, of course, & slept until 6:30.  Got up then & attended 7:00 Mass
in the chapel.

Arrived at Ascension Island at 3:20.  Had lunch, left at 4:20.  Continued
our long hop over the Atlantic & finally arrived here at Natal at about 11:00.
Again the clocks went back 2 hours.  We went to our tents, had some messy chow.
Just had an open-air shower (I must admit it felt good), and now I’m going to try to
sleep.  The theater is just a stone’s throw from here, & I’m afraid Jean Arthur &
Joel McCrea are gonna keep me awake!

December 13.Another whole day in Brazil.  It wasn’t so bad as the one spent here
Nov. 15, as I had five other fellows to share my boredom.  We weren’t permitted to
go to the city of Natal, and we couldn’t take advantage of the beach, having no
swimming suits.  We just spent the day lying in the tent, playing cards in the day
room, etc.  Tonight I sat on a barrel outside my tent and watched the outdoor
movie: “Top Man,” a pretty clever little musical.  The second show is going on
now, and that means competition when I decide to get a couple hours’sleep before
departure - we’re scheduled to leave at 5:00 AM.

It was really hot here today.  This evening it’s very delightful, however. A
couple of the boys got real sunburns today by just lying in the sun.  Wouldn’t mind
having a little of it myself, except that this food here has made me feel punk enough,
let alone aggravating it by too much sunshine.

December 14.Didn’t mind getting up at 3:30 this morn., for the sooner I got out of
Natal the better. After breakfast, took off from there at 5:05.  Read most of the
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morning; got in Belém at 9:25, had a drink of tomato juice and pulled out again at
10:37.  It was a long hop up to Trinidad (Fort Read) but actually it didn’t become
half as boring as other trips I’ve experienced.  We got here at 4:15, but set our
watches back to 2:15.  Had lunch, got our barracks assignment, & before we knew
it dinner time had rolled around.  They have darn fine food here.  The climate’s
quite agreeable, though perhaps a tiny bit humid.  Visited PX, Rec. Hall, & the base
in general.  Rising time will be 4:00.  

December 15.Back in the USAagain, and am I thrilled about it! We took off from
Trinidad at 6:25 this morning and after a much shorter flight than we expected,
arrived at Morrison Fld, Fla, at 2:20.  T/Sgt Woodworth, a former CCS lad, met us
enlisted men & proceeded to show us around.  We first checked in at transient
quarters, then piled in a truck & went to town.  Had a couple drinks in G. W. Hotel,
then one in Ta-boo - man, what a joint the latter is! Had a good dinner at Wert’s
Restaurant, located just along the beach.  By that time a few more CCS boys
(former, I mean) had joined us, in addition to a civilian friend of theirs.  To his
house we went & drank & drank. Then we rode around from one night spot to
another, finally landing at “Mike’s.” Went back to Ken’s, drank some more.  Funny,
I’m not even feeling my drinks.  Earl Lambert is making preparations for us to stay
here all night.  The rest of the fellows have left.  I won’t argue - just so they get us
up & out to the field on time.

December 16.Well, they did - in plenty of time.  Got up at 4:00, had breakfast
prepared by Earl; rode out to the field.  There we waited till 7:40, at which time we
finally took off.  Having only 1 1/2 hrs sleep, I tried to catch up while flying.  We
got into Wash. at 12:30.  Boy, what a thrill to be back home enjoying this nice crisp
winter weather.

My little globe-trotting episode is overwith.  It was a wonderful experience
for me, but it’s always best in the USA.

iv - The Rest of 1943

What little there was left of 1943 was anticlimactical after the Cairo trip.
Christmas at home was fine, as usual.  Mother, however, was again having near-
fainting spells and I was quite worried.  Pat and I spent a good bit of time together
and were still “pretty sure about each other.”

At one of my favorite hangouts, Stage Door Canteen, I said goodbye to a
memorable year.  I greeted 1944.  It, too, would hold new experiences.
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