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Radioman is the biography of Ray Daves, a noncommissioned officer in the U.S. Navy and an
eyewitness to World War II. It is based on the author's handwritten notes from a series of
interviews that began on the eighty-second birthday of the combat veteran and gives a first-
person account of the world's first battles between aircraft carriers.Ray Daves grew up on a
small farm near Little Rock, Arkansas. Impatient with school and the prospect of becoming a
farmer like his father, he joined the CCC and went from there to the navy, where he learned to
use the radio to send messages, and soon found himself in the momentary peacefulness of
Pearl Harbor.Most of America's World War II veterans were not in uniform when the war began.
Daves is one of the few who was. He could also tell what was happening on the bridge of the
famous carrier Yorktown before it went down and of the secretive relationship between the
Russian and American forces in Alaska at the time.Carol Edgemon Hipperson's discovery of this
one man's inspiring story is shared with great skill and energy. A must-read for those looking for
a personal, intimate account of the events of this tumultuous time in American history.

Advance Praise for Radioman “Radioman is a fine and informative outline of an everyday
American who enlisted in the US Navy before World War Two and experienced first hand war in
the Pacific. It is a useful and informative introduction to the world of enlisted men in a different
era. In some ways it resembles the more practical side of the Sand Pebbles.”--Newt
Gingrich“Radioman is the best written biography of a WWII career I've ever read. This book will
cement the bonds between any reader and ‘the Greatest Generation’.”—Mal Middlesworth,
National President, Pearl Harbor Survivors Association, Inc.“Radioman is truly an engrossing
and well-spun narrative. Hipperson retains Daves’ fresh, youthful voice in a story that balances
his colorful attention to detail with his broader perceptions. For those of us who have never
experienced war first-hand, it is a compelling, action-filled story that moves quickly, while
offering a rich array of interpretive notes and timelines for great reflection and substance.”—
Marsha Rooney, Curator of History, Northwest Museum of Arts & Culture"From battle to battle,
Radioman recounts a survivor's tale that must not be forgotten. Insights, memories, and most
importantly--lessons. Never forget."--Vice Admiral John G. Morgan, Jr., United States Navy,
Deputy Chief of Naval Operations for Information, Plans, and Strategy“Fate put Ray Daves in the
middle of several defining moments in United States military history. In Carol Edgemon
Hipperson’s book we learn of the sights, the sounds and even smells that Daves experienced
during his 6 years, 4 months, 17 days, sixteen hours, and forty-two seconds in the US Navy.
Memories brought to life again in Hipperson’s Radioman.”—Tim Schurtter...From BooklistThis
worthy addition to the World War II shelves is based on Hipperson’s interviews with Ray Davis, a
U.S. Navy radioman and petty officer during the war. Davis joined the navy before the war to get



away from the family farm and had already served in the Arctic when the outbreak of war caught
him at Pearl Harbor. Assigned to the torpedo bombers of the carrier Yorktown, he was lucky
enough to survive the squadron’s strike against the Japanese and the subsequent sinking of his
ship. Much of the rest of the war he spent in Alaska, flying missions against the Japanese-held
Kuriles and working with Russian pilots sent to assist with the ferrying of lend-lease American
aircraft. He also conducted a long-distance courtship of the woman to whom he was still married
in 2007. A very readable memoir by a member of the generation that, however great it may have
been, definitely did a thankless job well enough to keep things from becoming a great deal
worse for the U.S. --Roland Green --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.About the AuthorCarol Edgemon Hipperson is the author of the award-winning military
biography The BellyGunner, which was the first book selected to the Library of Congress’s list of
recommended resources for students and teachers participating in the national Veterans History
Project. She lives in Spokane, Washington.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved. 1THE TREE
ARMYJune 1936–September 1937 They were waiting for us in North Dakota. I saw the crowd
as soon as I stepped off the train in that little town. At least fifty of them—men, women, children—
were all dressed in leather with feathers and beads, head to toe. And bells. I heard bells jingling
when they moved toward us. I was not afraid of them. I was just curious. I didn’t know what they
were going to do until they began to chant and step to the beat of the drums. The first dance was
very slow and swaying, with lots of arm movements. It felt like a prayer or a blessing. As the
drumbeats got louder and faster, the dancers were whirling in lines and circles all around the
train station. It was more than beautiful. It was amazing. How anybody could dance like that for a
whole hour on such a hot, dusty afternoon was beyond me.No one told us the name of the tribe,
and I have never known why they chose to dance for us that day. Maybe the Army or the
government paid them, or maybe they just did it because they wanted to. Either way, I thought it
was awful nice of them. I had never seen Native American ceremonial dancing before. The local
townspeople must have thought it was pretty special, too, because over a hundred of them came
out and watched it with us. And there was a little black and white mongrel puppy. He was just
wandering through the crowd, like he was looking for somebody. We tried to find his owner; the
station workers said he was a stray. So we smuggled him aboard the train and took him with us.I
had a window seat through the rest of North Dakota, into Montana, and across the Rockies. I’d
never seen such high mountains and thick forests—we didn’t have anything like that back home
in Arkansas either—and I think that’s when I knew for sure that my high school principal was
right. When I told him I was planning to quit school at the end of tenth grade, he advised me to
enlist in the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC). My parents had to sign the papers, of course,
because I was only sixteen. I doubt that they would have agreed to it, if not for President Franklin
D. Roosevelt. The CCC was one of his ideas, so it had to be good. Mom and Dad practically
worshiped FDR.1 If they needed another reason, it was me: Of their seven children, I was the
renegade. My parents probably knew I would have just run away if they hadn’t let me go.I



boarded that train in Little Rock in the summer of ’36, along with seventy-five other guys from
Arkansas. There were a few older men in my group, like in their twenties, but everybody else was
under eighteen. I don’t think any of us understood that the CCC was actually run by the military
until we got to Idaho. The buses that picked us up from the train station in the town of Worley had
Army markings, and when they dropped us off at Camp Peone, the first man who spoke to us
was a captain in the Army. He was the camp commander. The assistant camp commander was
an officer in the Navy. They gave us each a couple of sets of Army-looking olive drab uniforms,
and all of the camp buildings had military-sounding names: the “mess hall” was for eating, the
“barracks” were for sleeping, and toilets were “latrines.” But we never had to salute or march
around the camp or anything like that. They even let us keep our puppy. He slept with us in the
barracks that night. We called him Camp Dog.The next morning, and every morning except
Sunday for the next six months, the LEMs—“local experienced men”—took us somewhere
outside the camp to work. Most of the time, they had us planting trees on the hillsides, which
was supposed to stop soil erosion.2 We also dug irrigation ditches for the farmers in northern
Idaho and built roads for the loggers. I’d be lying if I said I liked that kind of work, but it was a
whole lot better than farming. I didn’t mind milking cows and feeding chickens, but I hated the
rest. I especially hated pitching hay in the barn on a hot summer day. All those little stickery
pieces go down the back of your neck and get stuck in the sweat underneath your shirt.For me,
the CCC was just a way to get out of working for my dad on the family farm. It was probably also
the only way. Some of the guys at Camp Peone had high school diplomas, and even they
couldn’t find a job anywhere else. But the CCC gave us each a five-dollar bill at the end of the
month, plus a twenty-five-dollar check that we never saw because the government mailed it
directly to our families. My parents could have got by without it—farmers always had something
to eat, even in the worst of times—but I think a lot of families really depended on those checks
every month. The older men didn’t even keep their five-dollar bills. They sent those home to the
wife and kids, too. I never heard anyone say this was all because of “the Depression.” We just
called it “hard times.”3From 1933–1942, about 3 million Americans chose to live and work in
CCC camps much like this one. The CCC “Tree Army” was the first organized attempt to restore
and preserve the nation’s natural environment. COURTESY OF NATIONAL ARCHIVES.Most of
us at Camp Peone were just killing time until we were old enough to join the real military. I was
thinking about going into the Army myself, until I heard the Army was still using mules.4 That
didn’t sound very modern to me. I was afraid I might end up pitching hay for a string of mules. I
didn’t know there was such a thing as an Army Air Corps, and I’d never even heard of the Coast
Guard or the Marines. As far as I knew, there was only one other choice. I started asking
questions about the Navy.The CCC officers told me all about the Navy’s service schools, which
sounded a lot like trade schools. They claimed you could learn to be a mechanic or an
electrician or a baker, or just about anything in the Navy, and it only took four years. The camp
commander told me I should try for radio school. “Son,” he said, “the future is in communications.
If you can get the Navy to teach you about radios and electronics, you’ll never be out of work



again.” That was all I needed to hear. Right then and there, I decided to join the Navy, and
patriotism had nothing to do with it. I doubt if I could have even spelled the word.If anyone had
told me America was about to go to war, it wouldn’t have made a bit of difference. I didn’t know
the meaning of war. It was just History, something you studied in school. Oh, there were lots of
World War I veterans around then, but not in my family. I’m sure my great-grandfather could have
told me a thing or two—he was a Civil War veteran—but he died when I was four. I didn’t even
know which side he was on. I did get scared when I overheard my parents talk about an invasion
somewhere. 5 I went right out, loaded my granddad’s shotgun, and stashed it under my bed that
night. I thought I was ready if anybody tried to invade Arkansas. I think I was about ten.By the
time I got to high school, I’d heard so much war talk, I was sick of it. I tuned it out. I didn’t care
which country was invading which country. They were all on the other side of the world, anyway,
and Current Events class was boring. The only class discussion I really remember was when the
teacher told us about the Nazis and all the crazy laws they were making against the Jews in
Germany.6 We even had to listen to one of Adolf Hitler’s speeches on the radio. My classmates
and I agreed that Hitler was the craziest Nazi of all. We had no idea what he was saying, of
course, because none of us understood German. It wouldn’t have mattered if we did. You
couldn’t make out the words, what with all the crowd noise in the background. It sounded like
cheering, so I assumed Hitler was popular in Germany. My parents couldn’t stand him. They
called him “that crazy paperhanger.” I guess he used to be an artist before he went into
politics.7Mom and Dad were just sure we would go to war with Germany again. “It’ll be just like
World War I,” they said, “only bigger.” I don’t know where they got that idea—probably from
listening to Kaltenborn. Of all the different news programs on the radio, they liked H. V.
Kaltenborn the best.8 I can’t recall if my folks thought we might also go to war with Japan at that
time, but I knew better than to tell them I’d decided to join the Navy. They still had it in their heads
that I was going to come home and finish high school. So I wrote and told them what they
wanted to hear, that I was taking classes at Camp Peone. Some of it was even true.The CCC did
offer a few high school–level courses. I took a couple in soil conservation, mainly to get out of
digging ditches. I signed up for typing because the camp commander said it would help me get
ahead in the Navy. He also advised me to visit the high school English teacher in Worley and ask
her what books I should be reading. She recommended The Canterbury Tales. According to her,
if I could read that book and pass the same test she gave her students, I would have no trouble
with the Navy’s technical manuals. So I read The Canterbury Tales. Took me weeks to get
through that sucker, and I hated every minute of it. But it sure felt good to pass that test. I guess I
just needed to know that I could.The CCC took us on field trips, too, just like in school. The one I
remember best is when they let us ride in the seat behind the pilot of a small airplane. That was
my first plane flight, and I loved it. Couldn’t wait to go again. When they told me that the Navy
had plane... --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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THE READERTIME LINES AND HISTORICAL NOTESBIBLIOGRAPHYCopyright Page1THE
TREE ARMYJune 1936–September 1937They were waiting for us in North Dakota. I saw the
crowd as soon as I stepped off the train in that little town. At least fifty of them—men, women,
children—were all dressed in leather with feathers and beads, head to toe. And bells. I heard
bells jingling when they moved toward us. I was not afraid of them. I was just curious. I didn’t
know what they were going to do until they began to chant and step to the beat of the drums.
The first dance was very slow and swaying, with lots of arm movements. It felt like a prayer or a
blessing. As the drumbeats got louder and faster, the dancers were whirling in lines and circles
all around the train station. It was more than beautiful. It was amazing. How anybody could
dance like that for a whole hour on such a hot, dusty afternoon was beyond me.No one told us
the name of the tribe, and I have never known why they chose to dance for us that day. Maybe
the Army or the government paid them, or maybe they just did it because they wanted to. Either
way, I thought it was awful nice of them. I had never seen Native American ceremonial dancing
before. The local townspeople must have thought it was pretty special, too, because over a
hundred of them came out and watched it with us. And there was a little black and white mongrel
puppy. He was just wandering through the crowd, like he was looking for somebody. We tried to
find his owner; the station workers said he was a stray. So we smuggled him aboard the train and
took him with us.I had a window seat through the rest of North Dakota, into Montana, and across
the Rockies. I’d never seen such high mountains and thick forests—we didn’t have anything like
that back home in Arkansas either—and I think that’s when I knew for sure that my high school
principal was right. When I told him I was planning to quit school at the end of tenth grade, he
advised me to enlist in the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC). My parents had to sign the
papers, of course, because I was only sixteen. I doubt that they would have agreed to it, if not for
President Franklin D. Roosevelt. The CCC was one of his ideas, so it had to be good. Mom and
Dad practically worshiped FDR.1 If they needed another reason, it was me: Of their seven
children, I was the renegade. My parents probably knew I would have just run away if they hadn’t
let me go.I boarded that train in Little Rock in the summer of ’36, along with seventy-five other
guys from Arkansas. There were a few older men in my group, like in their twenties, but



everybody else was under eighteen. I don’t think any of us understood that the CCC was actually
run by the military until we got to Idaho. The buses that picked us up from the train station in the
town of Worley had Army markings, and when they dropped us off at Camp Peone, the first man
who spoke to us was a captain in the Army. He was the camp commander. The assistant camp
commander was an officer in the Navy. They gave us each a couple of sets of Army-looking olive
drab uniforms, and all of the camp buildings had military-sounding names: the “mess hall” was
for eating, the “barracks” were for sleeping, and toilets were “latrines.” But we never had to salute
or march around the camp or anything like that. They even let us keep our puppy. He slept with
us in the barracks that night. We called him Camp Dog.The next morning, and every morning
except Sunday for the next six months, the LEMs—“local experienced men”—took us
somewhere outside the camp to work. Most of the time, they had us planting trees on the
hillsides, which was supposed to stop soil erosion.2 We also dug irrigation ditches for the
farmers in northern Idaho and built roads for the loggers. I’d be lying if I said I liked that kind of
work, but it was a whole lot better than farming. I didn’t mind milking cows and feeding chickens,
but I hated the rest. I especially hated pitching hay in the barn on a hot summer day. All those
little stickery pieces go down the back of your neck and get stuck in the sweat underneath your
shirt.For me, the CCC was just a way to get out of working for my dad on the family farm. It was
probably also the only way. Some of the guys at Camp Peone had high school diplomas, and
even they couldn’t find a job anywhere else. But the CCC gave us each a five-dollar bill at the
end of the month, plus a twenty-five-dollar check that we never saw because the government
mailed it directly to our families. My parents could have got by without it—farmers always had
something to eat, even in the worst of times—but I think a lot of families really depended on
those checks every month. The older men didn’t even keep their five-dollar bills. They sent those
home to the wife and kids, too. I never heard anyone say this was all because of “the
Depression.” We just called it “hard times.”3From 1933–1942, about 3 million Americans chose
to live and work in CCC camps much like this one. The CCC “Tree Army” was the first organized
attempt to restore and preserve the nation’s natural environment. COURTESY OF NATIONAL
ARCHIVES.Most of us at Camp Peone were just killing time until we were old enough to join the
real military. I was thinking about going into the Army myself, until I heard the Army was still using
mules.4 That didn’t sound very modern to me. I was afraid I might end up pitching hay for a
string of mules. I didn’t know there was such a thing as an Army Air Corps, and I’d never even
heard of the Coast Guard or the Marines. As far as I knew, there was only one other choice. I
started asking questions about the Navy.The CCC officers told me all about the Navy’s service
schools, which sounded a lot like trade schools. They claimed you could learn to be a mechanic
or an electrician or a baker, or just about anything in the Navy, and it only took four years. The
camp commander told me I should try for radio school. “Son,” he said, “the future is in
communications. If you can get the Navy to teach you about radios and electronics, you’ll never
be out of work again.” That was all I needed to hear. Right then and there, I decided to join the
Navy, and patriotism had nothing to do with it. I doubt if I could have even spelled the word.If



anyone had told me America was about to go to war, it wouldn’t have made a bit of difference. I
didn’t know the meaning of war. It was just History, something you studied in school. Oh, there
were lots of World War I veterans around then, but not in my family. I’m sure my great-
grandfather could have told me a thing or two—he was a Civil War veteran—but he died when I
was four. I didn’t even know which side he was on. I did get scared when I overheard my parents
talk about an invasion somewhere. 5 I went right out, loaded my granddad’s shotgun, and
stashed it under my bed that night. I thought I was ready if anybody tried to invade Arkansas. I
think I was about ten.By the time I got to high school, I’d heard so much war talk, I was sick of it. I
tuned it out. I didn’t care which country was invading which country. They were all on the other
side of the world, anyway, and Current Events class was boring. The only class discussion I
really remember was when the teacher told us about the Nazis and all the crazy laws they were
making against the Jews in Germany.6 We even had to listen to one of Adolf Hitler’s speeches
on the radio. My classmates and I agreed that Hitler was the craziest Nazi of all. We had no idea
what he was saying, of course, because none of us understood German. It wouldn’t have
mattered if we did. You couldn’t make out the words, what with all the crowd noise in the
background. It sounded like cheering, so I assumed Hitler was popular in Germany. My parents
couldn’t stand him. They called him “that crazy paperhanger.” I guess he used to be an artist
before he went into politics.7Mom and Dad were just sure we would go to war with Germany
again. “It’ll be just like World War I,” they said, “only bigger.” I don’t know where they got that idea
—probably from listening to Kaltenborn. Of all the different news programs on the radio, they
liked H. V. Kaltenborn the best.8 I can’t recall if my folks thought we might also go to war with
Japan at that time, but I knew better than to tell them I’d decided to join the Navy. They still had it
in their heads that I was going to come home and finish high school. So I wrote and told them
what they wanted to hear, that I was taking classes at Camp Peone. Some of it was even
true.The CCC did offer a few high school–level courses. I took a couple in soil conservation,
mainly to get out of digging ditches. I signed up for typing because the camp commander said it
would help me get ahead in the Navy. He also advised me to visit the high school English
teacher in Worley and ask her what books I should be reading. She recommended The
Canterbury Tales. According to her, if I could read that book and pass the same test she gave
her students, I would have no trouble with the Navy’s technical manuals. So I read The
Canterbury Tales. Took me weeks to get through that sucker, and I hated every minute of it. But it
sure felt good to pass that test. I guess I just needed to know that I could.The CCC took us on
field trips, too, just like in school. The one I remember best is when they let us ride in the seat
behind the pilot of a small airplane. That was my first plane flight, and I loved it. Couldn’t wait to
go again. When they told me that the Navy had planes, too, I was all the more determined to join
up. Of course, I didn’t put that in the letters I was writing to my parents either. I told them I was
going to church. That was quite a stretch. I’d always been the family rebel that way, too. When
Dad read the Bible out loud every night after supper, I usually went to bed early so I wouldn’t
have to listen. But there was that one Sunday at Camp Peone when the Baptist youth group from



Spokane came out and conducted church services for us in the mess hall. One of the girls was
pretty cute, too. You better believe I got her phone number.CCC workers who took classes
sometimes wore a school sweater over their uniform. Ray Daves, 16, models his new P sweater
at Camp Peone, Idaho, December 1936. Building in background is the camp administration
building. COURTESY OF RAY DAVES COLLECTION.Adeline Bentz was older than I—nearly
seventeen when I met her—but that was all right. And even though she lived in Spokane, which
was in the state of Washington, it was only an hour’s drive from Camp Peone. I didn’t have a car,
of course, but the CCC bought most of our supplies in Spokane. Well, somebody had to go
along and help load all those groceries on the trucks. I got to visit her two or three times a month
that way. I met her parents, too. They didn’t seem to mind that I was in the CCC, and they never
made fun of the way I talked. Frankly, I thought they were the ones with an accent, but I never
said so. I wanted them to like me, because I really liked that girl. She had a lot to do with my
decision to reenlist for another six months in the CCC.CCC worker Ray Daves, 17, said goodbye
to “that girl” Adeline Bentz, also 17, at her home in Spokane, Washington, August 1937.
COURTESY OF RAY DAVES COLLECTION.When I passed my typing class at Camp Peone, I
got promoted to company clerk. That raised my pay to thirty-six dollars a month, and I got to
keep ten instead of five. The best part was, I didn’t have to plant trees or dig ditches any more. I
just sat in the camp office all day and listened to the radio while I did the commander’s
paperwork. I kept the radio tuned to the music stations at first, but I soon got hooked on the news
about the king of England. He was threatening to quit if he couldn’t marry Mrs. Simpson, but she
was married to somebody else when she took up with the king, so she was trying to get a
divorce, and it was just one thing after another, like a soap opera. Every day there was some
new development. Sometimes I stayed past quitting time—typed the same report twice—just so
I could keep up with the king of England’s love story on the radio.9I could have signed on for
another hitch in the CCC after I turned seventeen, but I was anxious to go home and join the
Navy. When I said goodbye to Adeline, I didn’t think it was very likely that we would ever see
each other again. I just promised to write and let her know if I made it in the Navy, and that’s
where we left it in the summer of ’37.See Time Line and Historical Notes.2JOINING THE
NAVYSeptember 1937–mid-April 1939Okay, so I admit I lied to the Navy about my age. I thought
I was old enough when I got home from the CCC, and, technically, I guess I was. But everybody
in town said forget it. There were too many older guys out of work, and they were all trying to get
into the military. The Navy had so few openings, they weren’t even taking applications from
anybody under eighteen. That’s what I heard, and I was crushed. I thought about going back to
the CCC for another year. My two older brothers talked me into a road trip instead. We had an
aunt in Oregon; she invited us to come and stay with her until we found jobs there. So the three
of us pooled our savings and bought a used Model A Ford. We packed the rumble seat with food
and blankets and took turns driving.It was about a two-week trip from Arkansas to Oregon. Some
nights we slept in the car; other times we camped out on the ground by the side of the road. If we
happened to be near a town, we stayed in a hotel. That cost two or three dollars a night, which



was kind of expensive for three guys out of work, so we shared a single room. We never had any
trouble finding a gas station—that cost around twenty cents a gallon—but there were no
freeways.1 Some of the roads weren’t even paved. I saw lots of Burma Shave signs with silly
jokes and sayings, but I do not recall any posted speed limits. We didn’t come across any sheriff
or state patrol cars either, which was good, because we didn’t any of us have a driver’s
license.2There were more jobs in Oregon, and the pay was better, too. Even the temporary,
seasonal work paid twenty-five cents an hour. They called it “minimum wage.”3 First time I ever
heard the term. It was great money for a potato sorter. All I had to do was stand there and pick
out all the green ones on the conveyor belt. It was a lot easier than working for my dad on the
family farm. Around Christmastime, I got on at the soda fountain in the drugstore. That didn’t take
much training either, as soon as I figured out how much cherry syrup to squirt in with the
carbonated water, and I was fine with being a soda jerk until I turned eighteen. That was the
plan, until my brother Velton got laid off again. My eighteenth birthday was still a couple of
months away when he walked into the drugstore and said, “To heck with it. I’m going to join the
Navy.” No way was I going to let him go without me.We took the bus to the nearest recruiting
station, which was inside the post office in downtown Portland. I sat down on the steps and
started filling out the application. When I got to the blank for “date of birth,” I never thought twice.
I wrote “June 1, 1919.” I was afraid the Navy wouldn’t take me if I told the truth: I was actually
born in 1920. I knew it was wrong to lie, but I’d have done just about anything to increase my
chances of getting accepted. It didn’t seem like such a big deal. The recruiters did not require
any proof of age.4 They didn’t even ask for a social security card, which was also good, because
I didn’t have one of those either. I didn’t know there was such a thing at the time.5After I filled out
the application, I had to take a written exam. It was all essay questions, like, “What can you do
for your country in the Navy?” I think the only purpose was to prove you could read and write.
When I finished that, I had to go inside the post office and take the physical. I was five feet eight
and weighed 128 pounds. That’s all I saw on the doctor’s clipboard; everything else was just
checkmarks. Next came the interview. I honestly do not know what I would have said if that Navy
officer had looked me straight in the eye and said, “You’re not really eighteen yet, are you?” But
he never did. He just thumbed through all the papers in my file and asked the same questions I’d
already answered on the written exam. That’s all there was to it. He said I was accepted, but
there were no openings at the moment. I was told to go home and wait for a letter. I don’t know
why my brother got rejected. I felt sorry for Velton. He just laughed and said he was a whole lot
sorrier for me. I was the one that had to go home and tell Mom and Dad I had just enlisted in the
Navy.I knew my mother would cry. What surprised me was when my dad cried, too. I’d never
seen him get so emotional before. I told them I only did it for the education. The way they carried
on, you’d have thought I was going off to war. Dad was worried about the Nazis taking over in
Austria, and Mom was all upset about Japan invading China. Kaltenborn had them both
convinced that we would be at war with either Germany or Japan tomorrow. I didn’t believe it. I
still thought Hitler was a harmless kook, and I couldn’t see how we had a bone to pick with the



Japanese.6 We went round and round on that. Dad finally shook his head and told my mother to
start praying for me. As soon as she left the room, he said, “Son, why the Navy? You can’t even
swim!”I tried to avoid talking politics with my parents after that. All summer long, I ran out to the
mailbox every day to see if I’d got my letter from the Navy. It didn’t come. Adeline was writing to
me, though, just like she promised. She sent me a picture after she graduated from high school. I
had to write back and say I was still waiting on the Navy. I felt like a total loser. I quit checking the
mailbox after Christmas. I thought they lost my application and forgot about me. I knew I couldn’t
take another summer on the family farm, so I signed on for another hitch in the CCC in the spring
of ’39. Wouldn’t you know, that’s when it came. Nearly a year after I filled out the application in
Oregon, the Navy finally had an opening for me.7 The letter said I had two weeks to report to the
recruiting station, and there was a one-way bus ticket to Portland inside. I didn’t need two weeks.
I was on that bus the very next day.There were seven other guys ahead of me on the day I
arrived in Portland. The recruiters swore us all into the Navy at once. After we signed our oaths,
they put us on a train to California. Sure I was nervous; everybody was. We didn’t know exactly
where we were going or what was going to happen when we got there. So we talked about girls. I
did not have a steady girlfriend back home, and Adeline was only a pen pal. I did think about her
a lot, though, until I walked through the main gates at the Naval Training Station in San Diego. It
was bigger than a hundred CCC camps, and it was right on the Pacific. That was the first time I’d
ever seen the ocean, but I was really looking at all those warships in the bay.8See Time Line and
Historical Notes.3BASIC TRAININGMid-April–August 1939The first thing they did was cut off all
our hair. Then we got our uniforms. The dress whites and dress blues were for Sundays and
special occasions. Those had stripes around the collar and two stars in the back. The regular or
“undress” uniform—whites or blues—were plainer, for everyday. None of the pants had zippers.
Instead, they all had this square flap across the fly, and thirteen buttons. The guys issuing the
uniforms told us this was for the thirteen original colonies. If you wanted bell-bottoms, which
everybody did because flared legs were the style, you had to take them to a tailor and pay for the
alterations yourself.There was one piece of the uniform everybody hated, and that was the
leggings. We were apprentice seamen—lowest there is in the Navy—so we had to wear them
every single day. Leggings were these stupid-looking white canvas things that snapped around
your pant legs. I have no idea what purpose they served, except to show we were the scum of
the base for the next sixteen weeks.1 Oh, we had a lot of choice words for those leggings. Some
guys called them “boots.” Maybe that’s why it was called “boot camp.”2We couldn’t go to bed at
night until we scrubbed our leggings with a brush in a bucket full of soap and water. And every
morning before breakfast we had to do the same with our hammocks. We hated those, too. I
never understood why we had to sleep in hammocks.3 Maybe it was to teach us discipline, but
they were torture. It was like sleeping on a banana. If you heard a big thump in the night, it was
some poor guy that made the mistake of turning over in his sleep. You had to stay on your back
or the hammock would flip upside down and dump you on the floor.There were about a hundred
of us in Company Nine; our barracks were located in what they called the John Paul Jones



section. I didn’t know who John Paul Jones was.4 I thought he was the guy that invented
marching drills, because that’s what we did, every day, for hours at a time. The marching field
was called “the grinder.” Maybe it was supposed to grind the civilian out of you. The Navy had a
lot of weird terms for ordinary things like that. Stairs were not stairs; they were “ladders.” Floors
were “decks,” and right is “starboard,” and left is “port,” and it just goes on and on. I felt like I was
learning a foreign language. There was no sense trying to figure it out. After a while you just get
used to speaking “Navy”; you follow orders, and you don’t ask questions anymore.U.S. Navy
recruits (also called apprentice seamen) in Company Nine, Naval Training Station, San Diego,
California, with John Paul Jones barracks in background, April 1939. Seaman Third Class Ray
Daves, 18, is seated, front row, second from right. “Dress blue” uniforms have white markings.
The “seaman’s stripe” around right shoulder seam indicates sailor is “unrated,”not yet trained in
any Navy specialty. [This is a portion of the original 8″x 39″ print that shows the entire company.]
COURTESY OF RAY DAVES COLLECTION.Marksmanship was pretty fun. I’d done a fair
amount of squirrel and quail hunting with my grandpa’s shotgun, but the Navy issued rifles. Ours
were Springfields, thirty-ought-sixes. The shells were about as long as your index finger and as
big around as your thumb. It was not an automatic, or even a semiautomatic weapon. Everybody
said it was probably left over from World War I. I liked it for target practice, though.5 It even had a
bayonet attachment, which was kind of cool. The blade was about twelve inches long and sharp
as a razor. We kept that in a leather sheath, clipped onto our ammunition belts.I only remember
one time when we actually used our bayonets, and that was on the dummies—gunny sacks
stuffed with straw. When we went out to the shooting range that day, I saw them hanging like a
bunch of scarecrows on a line about chest high. The instructor told us to snap the bayonet on
the end of our rifle and take turns running up and stabbing the dummies. We had to fire one
round before we pulled the blade out. He said that would shatter the enemy’s bones and make it
easier to withdraw your bayonet from the “body.” So we all did that, several times apiece, but
there was a lot of mumbling up and down the lines. Finally, one of the guys in my company spoke
up. He actually had the nerve to ask the question all of us were thinking, which was, “Why do we
have to learn all this Army stuff?” The instructor said, “Sailor, if this country goes to war and your
ship gets sunk, you might find yourself on a beach in enemy territory.” End of discussion. Well,
we didn’t think there was ever going to be a war, and we still thought the bayonet drill with the
dummies was lame.6There was also a swimming pool. It looked Olympic-sized to me—about
fifty meters long—and we couldn’t graduate from basic until we could swim the length of that
pool three times, without stopping. Well, my dad was right. I really was a rotten swimmer. Would
you believe it, I was the only one in my company who did not qualify on the first try. So, every day
after that I had orders to report for swimming lessons. The guy in charge of the pool was a
boatswain. It’s pronounced bo-sun. Don’t ask me. That’s another one of those Navy words.
Anyway, this boatswain was a chief petty officer, which is like a master sergeant in the Army, and
he was really old, like in his forties. Every time I showed up for another session with him, he said,
“Boy, I’m gonna teach you to swim if it kills you.” He had this long pole with a net on the end, and



whenever he caught me dog-paddling, he would reach out with that pole and push my head
under the water. I really think he would have liked to drown me if he thought he could get away
with it. That chief boatswain was the second meanest guy I ever met in the Navy.The first
meanest was our company commander. He was a chief petty officer, too, but his specialty was
torpedoes. You could tell by the insignia on his sleeve. Now, why the Navy would put a chief
torpedoman in charge of training a hundred new recruits, I have no idea. I just remember
swearing to myself, if I ever got to be a chief of anything in the Navy, I would never be as mean
as he was. The man never spoke to us in a normal tone of voice. He just yelled, all the time. One
morning, we were all lined up on the grinder, and the chief hollered out, “Davis! Step forward!”
Well, we did have a guy named Davis in my company, but the chief wasn’t looking at him. He
was looking at me. So I stepped forward. He got right up in my face and started chewing me out
for something I had not done. One of the older guys finally spoke up and told him I was “Daves,”
not “Davis.” That chief petty officer never once admitted that he’d made a mistake, and he never
told me he was sorry. But he did call me into his office a few days later and told me I was now
one of his four apprentice petty officers. Maybe that was his way of making it up to
me.Apprentice petty officer was sort of like squad leader in the Army, I think. We got no extra
pay, and the title did not exist outside of boot camp. All I got was a square knot insignia on my
sleeve and a whole lot of teasing. Everyone called us “the square knot admirals.” It was now my
job to enforce lights-out in the barracks by ten o’clock. Real big deal. I was also supposed to
report anybody who broke the rules. I never did, and neither did the other apprentice petty
officers, as far as I know. Oh, I suppose if a guy came back from a night on the town with his
trousers on backward, he might have been reported, but nobody in my company ever stepped
that far out of line. We didn’t have much free time to begin with, and there was very little horsing
around, because we were all so serious about being in the Navy. Most of us saw it as our one
and only chance to learn a trade. We were always talking about what great jobs we were going to
get when we got out of the Navy.The only times I remember just hanging out with the guys in my
company was on Sunday afternoons, after church. Church attendance was required in boot
camp. I didn’t go around checking everybody else’s dog tag, but if they were anything but
Christian, they were out of luck. The only choice we had was Catholic or Protestant. The same
Navy chaplain conducted both, one right after the other. I always went to the Protestant service.
We had to march to the chapel on Sunday, the same as everywhere else in boot camp. After
church, I usually walked over to the channel and watched the ships coming and going in the
harbor. I’d never been on anything bigger than a rowboat, so I was just fascinated with the idea
of going to sea on a warship.On the way back to the barracks, my friends and I would stop for a
Coke or an ice cream cone at the “gedunk.” This was what they called the little convenience
store on the base. It was where you went for stuff like newspapers and shaving cream and
snacks. What caught my eye were all the photos of the ships on the walls. Some were just
postcards, but they had bigger sizes, too, and they were all for sale. That’s what I was staring at
the first time the guy at the gedunk counter asked me if I’d come for my “pogey bait.” I didn’t



know how to answer that until he told me it meant “candy.”Pogey bait was not one of the Navy
words listed in The Bluejackets’ Manual. Almost everything else was. We each got one of those
books, and we were supposed to read it on our own in our spare time. It was like going through
the Bible; I read a few pages every night. It was mostly rules and regulations. The classroom
lessons were a lot more interesting. We got those every day, for about an hour after lunch. That’s
where they taught us stuff like the definition of a man-o’-war. That’s a warship; it carries offensive
weapons. All the other types of ships, like minelayers and repair ships—they carried weapons,
too—but only for defense, like antiaircraft guns.I also remember learning the Navy’s system for
naming all the different types of ships. Some kinds of ships were named after birds, some were
rivers, and some were stars. There were about a dozen different name categories like that. If you
memorized them all, you could tell what kind of ship it was, just by the name. The only name
categories I ever learned were the five types of warships: destroyers, cruisers, aircraft carriers,
submarines, and battleships. Battleships were states, cruisers were cities, and submarines were
fish. Aircraft carriers were named after famous battles or ships in American history, and
destroyers were people. The instructor said the Navy might even name a destroyer after one of
us. All we had to do was die like a hero in battle. That got a laugh. Nobody in my company
believed that was very likely.The only other classroom lesson I really remember was the VD
movies, and, man, was that ever an eye-opener. Me, a dumb farm kid from Arkansas, I didn’t
even know what a venereal disease was, much less how you caught one. But, you know what, it
was news to a lot of the city boys, too. I could tell by the expressions on their faces. Most of the
guys in my company were under twenty-one. They didn’t know any more about gonorrhea and
syphilis than I did. The Navy had a very strict rule about that stuff: If you had any reason to
believe you were exposed to an STD, you were supposed to report to the nearest sick bay, sign
your name in the doctor’s book, and get this medicine that you spread on your private parts. If
you showed up with any symptoms after that, you were in the clear. The Navy doctors would just
treat you and send you on your way. But if you came down with any of those diseases and your
name was not in the book, you were in big trouble.A week or two before we graduated from boot
camp, an officer came into our classroom and read off the list of trade schools. After each one,
he asked for a show of hands. Most of the guys in my company wanted to be mechanics or
electricians. Nobody—I mean nobody—asked for torpedo school. No use for that skill outside of
the Navy. I was one of five or six that raised our hands for communications. After that, you had to
say which kind: flags or radios. Of course, I picked radios. I had to take the aptitude test, which
was to put on headphones and listen to a series of tones. The object was to see if you could tell
which tones sounded shorter, like the dots in Morse code, and which were a fraction of a second
longer, like dashes. This was easy for me, because I already knew Morse code. I learned it in
Cub Scouts. That was how we sent messages back and forth between the tents when we were
supposed to be asleep. We usually did it with flashlights, but you could tap it out with sounds just
as well.On graduation day in August, we all got promoted to seaman, second class. That was a
huge pay increase, all the way from twenty-one to thirty-six dollars a month, just like that. And



most of us also got reclassified as “strikers.” I was very happy when I found out I was now a
striker radioman. As it was explained to me, this meant I was accepted into radio school, all right,
but, for whatever Navy reason, I had to go to sea for a while first. I was okay with that, especially
when I saw the ship’s name on my orders. It was a man-o’-war. I ran right over to the gedunk and
bought the biggest picture they had of that ship and mailed it home to my mother. I didn’t know
who Flusser was, but he must have been some kind of a hero.7 The Flusser was a
destroyer.See Time Line and Historical Notes.4THE DESTROYERSeptember 1939–May 1940I
had two weeks’ leave after I graduated from boot camp. I could have asked my parents to wire
money for a bus ticket to Arkansas, but I didn’t think it was worth it. By the time I got home, I
would have just had to turn around and go back to San Diego. So I got permission to stay on
base until it was time to ship out, and that’s where I was when I heard the big news: The war had
started in Europe. There were great big headlines in the newspapers, and everyone on the base
was saying we were going to war, too. It was kind of exciting, really, until President Roosevelt
gave one of his Fireside Chats on the radio. As soon as I heard him say America was staying
neutral, I lost interest. 1 I paid more attention to packing my seabag than I did to the beginning of
World War II.There were several destroyers tied up to the docks in San Diego. They all looked
alike to me, with nothing but numbers painted on the sides. According to my orders, the
Flusser’s hull number was 368, which meant it was the 368th ship of the destroyer type. I knew
that much from boot camp. But none of the pictures I saw in the classroom or the gedunk could
have prepared me for the real thing. If this was what the Navy considered a small warship, I
couldn’t imagine the meaning of “big.” Good grief, the Flusser was as long as a football field.2 I
was just standing there, staring across the main deck and taking it all in, when a boatswain’s
mate came over to the gangplank and told me to follow him.We went down all the ladders to the
very lowest level of the ship, where I saw about a hundred bunk beds. He pointed to the last one
at the end of a row and said, “That’s yours.” At the time, I was just glad it wasn’t a hammock. I
didn’t yet know how important it was to make friends with the boatswains. They were like the
ship’s police and custodians all rolled into one. Among other things, they got to decide which
junior member of the crew got the worst possible location for sleeping on the entire ship. I think
that must have been me. I was assigned to the bed that sat directly above the ship’s propeller on
the port side. If you can imagine sleeping on top of a lawnmower, that’s pretty close to what it
was like when that propeller was turning. The vibration was as bad as the noise. I soon made it
my business to get on the good side of the boatswains. I could hardly wait for the next new guy
to come aboard.My duty station was inside this little room they called the radio shack. It was on
the main deck, a few steps below the captain’s bridge. I didn’t know a receiver from a transmitter
at the time, but the radiomen didn’t mind. They called me “Sparkie” because of the three little
lightning bolts on my striker badge. They had the same insignia, but they also had stripes on
their sleeves, which made them all very senior to me. Even the third class petty officers with only
one stripe could order me around, and, boy, did they love that. If I wasn’t making their coffee, I
was delivering messages and running errands all over the ship. Until the Navy decided to send



me to radio school, I wasn’t trained or qualified for anything else.The Flusser did not have a chief
petty officer in the radio gang, but we did have a couple of “old salts.” These were the guys who’d
been to sea lots of times. Butch Littlefield was an Old Salt. He was also Native American—
Cherokee, I believe he said—but I don’t recall his hometown. I know he was from somewhere in
the South, because everyone said we talked alike. I didn’t think so, and neither did he, but I
suppose if you were from some other part of the country, we probably did sound the same. I
wanted to hear stories about all the places Littlefield had seen since he joined the Navy. Why,
he’d even been to China.3 But all that the radiomen wanted to talk about was the war. Even
Littlefield thought it was just a matter of when, not if, we would end up fighting the Germans in
Europe. That sounded fairly exciting, but I lost interest in that, too, when I heard them say the
Flusser would never see any action unless the Navy transferred us over to the Atlantic Fleet.
There was no talk whatsoever about us going to war in the Pacific against Japan. Not even
Littlefield saw that coming. Not then.The only other guy I really got to know on my first ship was
Ensign Harris. He was the commissioned officer in charge of the radio shack on the Flusser. I
was surprised when he spoke to me. An ensign in the Navy is about the same as a second
lieutenant in the Army. I don’t know how it worked in the Army, but I came out of basic training
with the idea that commissioned officers of any rank in the Navy were gods. In boot camp, we
couldn’t even pass an officer on the sidewalk without saying, “By your leave, Sir?” We had to wait
until he said, “Granted,” before we could walk around him. But Ensign Harris wasn’t like that. He
just came in, poured himself a cup of coffee, and talked to us like a normal person.The radiomen
said Ensign Harris was different from all the other officers on the ship because he was a
“mustang.” That was what they called a guy who started out as an enlisted man—went through
boot camp just like the rest of us—but, for some reason, got picked to be an officer. I had no idea
this was possible, so I asked him. He told me he took some test, went to sea for a while, and
then the Navy sent him to Annapolis.4 Not only did he get a first-class, four-year college
education for free, he graduated with the rank and pay of a commissioned officer. That gave me
a brand-new goal. I didn’t just want to learn a trade in the Navy—I wanted to go to college at
Annapolis. Ensign Harris gave me a big stack of books and told me to start studying for that
exam, and I did, for at least an hour every day.Some of the other habits I picked up on my first
ship were not so good. I didn’t drink coffee before I joined the Navy, and I’d never smoked a
cigarette in my life. By the time the Flusser put out to sea from San Diego, I was doing both. I
wanted to fit in—be like the older guys in the radio gang—and I thought it made me look cool. As
the ship began to pick up speed outside the harbor, I was just lighting up another Pall Mall. All of
a sudden, I couldn’t smell the ocean any more. I couldn’t smell anything but diesel. The smoke
coming out of the ship’s two smokestacks was so thick, it felt like the whole inside of my mouth
and nose and throat was coated with it. The very thought of breathing in more smoke on top of
those diesel fumes made me nauseous. Most of the guys around me kept right on puffing, so
maybe it was just me. Of course, this was years and years before anybody knew what smoking
does to a person’s heart and lungs, but that’s when I quit.5 I gave away my first pack of



cigarettes, and I never smoked again while I was at sea.The next thing I learned was how to
walk. As big as that ship seemed to be, it still tossed quite a bit, even when the ocean was calm.
I had to brace myself with the opposite leg every time I took a step. I was very proud when the
radiomen commented that I was beginning to walk like a “tin-can sailor.” They said destroyers
were called tin cans because they had no armor. One enemy torpedo was all it would take to
sink us. I didn’t know if that was true, but we were not at war, so it didn’t matter. The only thing
that worried me was the queasy feeling in my stomach. I was afraid I might get seasick. I got a
little cocky when it went away. After a week or so of cruising along the California coast, I thought I
was one of the few sailors who never got seasick. Yeah, well, that was before the storm.I did
notice the ship was tossing a little more than usual when we dropped anchor in the harbor at
Long Beach. By the next morning the wind was blowing so hard, I could hear it inside the radio
shack. When I opened the door to see what was happening, the sky was totally black. At eight in
the morning, it looked like midnight. All the buildings on shore had their lights on—the
streetlights were coming on, too—which was kind of eerie, like a solar eclipse. There was no
thunder or lightning—just that incredibly strong wind. I should not have gone over to the railing
and looked down at the waves. Littlefield called them “big rollers,” which is what you get in a
really serious storm, like a typhoon.I didn’t have enough experience to be scared. I thought it
was fun, like riding a roller coaster, until I got woozy. Next thing you know, I’m hanging over the
side of the ship, feeding the fish. One of the cooks came up from below decks and hollered,
“That’s right, Sparkie! Get it all out! We’re fixing pork chops for dinner!” That gave me the dry
heaves, and the cook laughed even more. I stayed sick and dizzy until the storm blew over. It
seemed like a lifetime, but it was only twenty-four hours. I was pretty embarrassed when I
crawled back to the radio shack afterward. The radiomen were listening to the civilian weather
reports. They told me this was the first storm of its kind that had ever come ashore at Long
Beach. I thought they were just trying to make me feel better.6A lot of the ships in the harbor at
Long Beach needed repairs after that storm. Flusser was one of the last to get back out to sea,
so we were all by ourselves for several days until we caught up with the rest of the fleet, and then
it was just destroyers as far as the eye could see. We joined up with four others in what they
called a “division.” Each ship had its own captain, but everybody was taking orders from the
same admiral. Whatever ship he was on was called the flagship because each admiral had his
own personal flag. I never got close enough to see how many stars were on that particular
admiral’s flag, and I don’t believe anyone in the radio gang ever mentioned his name.7 I just
knew the radio signal he used if he wanted all the ships to turn in the same direction at once.
Whenever I heard that one long tone, I grabbed onto something. At thirty-five knots, it felt like the
Flusser was going to lie down on its side in the water.8 And all the other destroyers around us
were doing the same thing. It was awesome. I wished I could have seen it from the air.I’m not
sure how long we were out on maneuvers with the fleet. It must have been over a month,
because I remember my first payday at sea. The paymaster gave me a choice: I could take it all
in cash right now, or I could “leave it on the books” until we got into port. Well, there was nothing



to buy on the ship, and I hadn’t learned to play poker yet. I told him to let it ride. The only other
day I knew for sure was Friday. The cooks always gave us scrambled eggs with cornbread and
pork and beans for breakfast on Friday. Hey, at least I remembered to take a shower every day. A
lot of guys didn’t. One sailor got to smelling so ripe, the men he worked with couldn’t stand it
anymore. It took four or five of them to strip him down and manhandle him into showers. They
gave him a cold one with a scrub brush and saltwater soap. You could hear that guy cussing and
hollering all over the ship. I thought the officers would step in and put a stop to it, but they didn’t.
They just looked the other way.One morning I walked out on the main deck and saw Diamond
Head. I recognized it from the pictures of Hawaii in the geography books in school. I never
thought I would ever see it for real. Pretty soon the whole crew was buzzing about how they were
planning to spend their money in Honolulu. Some said they were heading straight to Hotel
Street. I didn’t know what that was about. The older guys told me not to go there unless I wanted
to write my name in that book in sick bay, so I guessed it had something to do with prostitutes.
But nobody was going anywhere until we got inside Pearl Harbor, and that took most of the
day.There was only one entrance channel to Pearl Harbor, and it was so narrow, only one
destroyer could go through it at a time. When it was finally our turn, the Flusser ended up in what
they called a “dry dock.” It looked like a giant bathtub. As soon as the ship was inside, it was like
somebody pulled the plug and all the water drained out. A whole bunch of dockworkers came
swarming up to the sides of the ship. I was told they were scraping off the barnacles. I didn’t
know what that was either, so I leaned over the railing and looked down. I saw millions of those
little critters, like miniature snails. Every part of the ship that was normally underwater was just
covered with them.The U.S. Navy base at Pearl Harbor, on the Hawaiian island of Oahu, as it
appeared prior to America’s entry into World War ll: 1. Entrance channel; 2. Dry Docks; 3. Ford
Island; 4. Battleship Row; 5. Pacific Fleet Headquarters/Submarine Base; 6. Fuel Storage Tanks.
COURTESY OF U.S. NAVY, PHOTO #80-G-182874.About half of every section on the ship had
to stay on board as the skeleton crew. Since I was the lowest-ranking member of the radio gang,
I thought it might be a few days before I could go ashore. I was surprised when Ensign Harris
gave me a card with my picture on it and said I was free to go. This was the first time I’d ever
seen my liberty card. I knew I was supposed to return it to him as soon as I got back to the ship,
but for the next two days that liberty card was my ticket to freedom. The older radiomen told me
to bring my swim trunks, so it sounded like we were going to the beach.There were two ways to
get from the Navy’s base at Pearl Harbor into the city of Honolulu. Well, three, if you count
walking. It was a good six miles. We didn’t want to wait for the bus, so we shared a taxi. I couldn’t
believe it when we stepped out in front of this big fancy hotel on Waikiki Beach. That was the
Royal Hawaiian.9 I suppose an officer could have afforded to get a room there; it looked way too
expensive for me. But the older radiomen said it was okay. They said the hotel allowed us to
change clothes in their restrooms, and they encouraged sailors and soldiers from all the different
bases in Hawaii to come for the weekly radio show.10 It was broadcast live from Waikiki Beach,
right outside the Royal Hawaiian Hotel.This was the first time I’d ever heard Hawaiian music. I



loved the ukeleles and the local folksingers, but, truthfully, I would have to say that it was the girls
in the grass skirts that drew the crowds. My friends and I were lucky to get there early that day:
We had seats in the front row. I’m sure that’s why one of the dancers picked me to come up on
stage for a hula lesson. I thought I was special until somebody told me the girls always did that. It
was so funny to embarrass a guy that way, they made it a regular part of the weekly show. We
spent the rest of our first day on liberty drinking mai tais and flirting with the girls on Waikiki
Beach. I even tried surfing. I decided that was like hula dancing, one of those things that’s a lot
harder than it looks.The four of us shared a room at the YMCA in Honolulu that night. The next
day we rented a car and drove all over the island. I had no idea there were so many beautiful
beaches on Oahu. And fruit stands. Every time we stopped, there was a fruit stand. The bananas
looked good, so I asked for a quarter’s worth. Guy hacks off a stem with about fifty of them. We
ate as many as we could and took the rest back to the ship. The Flusser was still in dry dock at
the time, and all the barnacles had died. They were rotting in the sun, so the whole ship smelled
like dead fish. It reeked so bad, I finally grabbed my bar of Palmolive soap and held it right up to
my nose. I never would have got to sleep that night without it.On my next liberty, all the stores in
Honolulu had Christmas decorations in the windows. I shopped and went to the movies. They
had the most amazing theater in Honolulu. The walls around the lobby were only about six feet
high, and there were palm trees and flowers growing inside. I wouldn’t normally pay to see a
movie unless John Wayne was in it, but the theater in Honolulu was showing newsreels of the
Fleet on maneuvers.11 It was a lot of fun to go to the movies and see if you could spot your ship
on the big screen. Afterward, we usually hit the taverns for sandwiches and pool. I was only
nineteen, but no bar in Honolulu ever asked for my ID. I guess they figured if you were old
enough to be in the Navy, you were old enough to drink. So, yeah, I had a beer or two. Coming
from such a conservative family as mine, born and raised in the Bible Belt, this was the first time
in my life that I felt like I was really free to do anything I wanted. And I did.I took the Navy’s
entrance exam for Annapolis while the Flusser was still in dry dock at Pearl Harbor. There were a
lot of math questions. I thought I knew most of them. Ensign Harris sent it to Washington, D.C.,
for scoring. He said it might take over a year to find out if I was accepted. He encouraged me to
keep reading, and I did, but sometimes I just stood out on the main deck and watched all the
different kinds of ships that went by. Most of them were not tied to docks on shore—they were
tied to piers out in the middle of the harbor—so there were always a lot of liberty boats buzzing
around. These were like water taxis, for sailors to come and go from their ships. I had a great
view of the naval air station on Ford Island, too. It was basically an air base with runways and
hangars for the planes from the aircraft carriers, but none of the carriers ever came into Pearl
Harbor while I was there on the Flusser. The only planes I saw on Ford Island were the Navy’s
scout planes—the PBYs—and, every now and then a C-47. Those were the big cargo planes
from the mainland. They brought the mail.My mother wrote to me about once a week. It was
usually just family news, but she never failed to write a Bible verse at the end. Her favorite was
John 3:16.12 She was always after me to get right with God. Adeline was writing to me, too. She



told me about her friends, her brothers, all the Christmas parties she was going to. She was
especially excited about getting her first job out of secretarial school. The Spokesman-Review
newspaper hired her to type the mailing labels for all their out-of-town subscribers. I didn’t really
think of her as my girlfriend, but she was getting to be more than a pen pal. I hadn’t seen her in
over two years, and I didn’t know when or if I would ever see her again. I just knew she was
different from all the other girls I’d met and dated since I joined the Navy. I sent her a little
Hawaiian music box for Christmas that year.We did not have a tree or any holiday decorations on
the ship, but the cooks went all-out for dinner on Christmas Day. We had turkey and cranberries
and pumpkin pie, so that much was familiar to me. After New Year’s, the Flusser went out on
maneuvers again, but we usually came back to Pearl Harbor every ten days or so. Sometimes
the whole fleet anchored off the coast of Maui, at a place called Lahaina Roads. I liked that
anchorage, because we didn’t have to wait outside the entrance channel for hours and hours
before it was our ship’s turn to come in and get liberty.13 The downside was, there was no place
to go on Maui.Lahaina was nothing like Honolulu. There were no bars or restaurants or theaters.
About the only thing to do was go swimming, which is what a bunch of us were doing when I saw
the shark. It was at least twenty feet long. I was paddling like crazy for shore when I felt it brush
against my legs, and I thought I was lunch. I couldn’t understand why nobody else was trying to
get away, until they finally broke down and told me it wasn’t a shark. They called it a blackfish.
Whatever it was, it didn’t eat sailors, and it was playful. It hung around the ship and swam with us
for about an hour that day.14We had a lot more weapons training on the Flusser after the first of
the year. Whenever I heard the ship’s big guns firing, I went out to watch. Sometimes the gun
crews got to practice on an old tugboat. Sometimes they actually hit the thing. The antiaircraft
gunners had to make do with balloons for target practice. I watched the torpedomen, too. That
wasn’t nearly as much fun because the torpedoes did not explode on contact. All of ours had red
paint on the noses, to show that they were duds. The torpedomen just aimed for a spot on a
deserted beach. Hit or miss, they lowered a lifeboat, retrieved the torpedo, and launched it all
over again.15 The depth charges were way more exciting. They looked perfectly harmless, like
oil drums or garbage barrels, but they were full of TNT. Whenever somebody rolled a depth
charge off the fantail, which was the tail end of the ship, I always stopped and waited for the
explosion. It looked like a mountain was rising up out of the ocean. There was a huge mound of
spray, about fifty feet across. I was told that the underwater concussion from a depth charge
explosion would rupture the hull of any submerged submarine within range. I had no doubt that
this was so.Sometimes we practiced radio silence, to prevent the “enemy” from knowing where
we were and what we said to each other. When we had radio silence during the day, the
signalmen used flags to communicate between the ships. I never learned to read the flag
messages, but I always knew what the ships were saying to each other at night, because they
flashed Morse code back and forth with lanterns, the same as we did with flashlights in Cub
Scouts. One night, I was delivering a fresh pot of coffee to the bridge, and I noticed that the
captain and the executive officer were both staring up at this one particular cloud. I knew they



were waiting for a signal from some other ship. I saw it before they did, and I just blurted out,
“They got your message.” The XO whipped around and said, “How did you know that?” I was
scared. I said, “Sir! They flashed Morse code for our call sign on that cloud, followed by the letter
R, which means, ‘Roger, message received.’ Sir!” I thought he was going to tell me to keep my
eyes down and my mouth shut in the future, but he didn’t. The XO said, “Captain, I think this boy
is ready for radio school.”See Time Line and Historical Notes.5RADIO SCHOOLMay–August 30,
1940I had orders to attend Fleet Radio School in San Diego, and the next session was starting
in May. There were all kinds of ships going back and forth between Hawaii and California at that
time. I was hoping to catch a ride on a cruiser, but I wasn’t that lucky. I was told to board the
Whitney. This was one of the auxiliary ships that brought supplies out to the fleet when we were
on maneuvers. It looked more like a troop carrier on the day we left Pearl Harbor.Most of the
passengers on the Whitney were Marines. I never saw so many fancy tattoos—dragons, mainly,
with lots of different colors. They said they got them in Shanghai. I guess dragons were a sign of
good luck in China. I also heard the Marines speaking in Chinese. The only phrase I recognized
was “dinghow.” Littlefield used that one a lot. He said it meant “excellent” or “wonderful.” I didn’t
talk to the China Marines that much—they generally kept to themselves—but they sure seemed
happy to be going home. As far as they were concerned, even a slow boat to California was ding-
how.1It took us nearly a week to get to San Diego. The harbor was not as crowded as I
remembered from when I was there for basic training. I assumed all the warships were out on
maneuvers.2 The radio school was several miles east of boot camp, so I didn’t even have to look
at the stupid grinder. The barracks were another pleasant surprise: no hammocks. My
classmates and I were not required to march either. We didn’t even have to go to church on
Sundays. All we had to do was show up for class and pay attention for about eight hours a day,
Monday through Friday.The Navy’s radio school was a lot like high school, without the spitwads.
There was none of that, because the instructors were chief petty officers. You didn’t have to be in
the Navy for very long to know those guys did not put up with any foolishness. What really got
my attention on the first day of class was when the instructor said, “You boys better learn this
stuff and learn it good, because you’re going to need it when we go to war.” We thought he was
talking about the war in Europe, and maybe he was, but it still wasn’t clear to me how that had
anything to do with us in the Pacific.3 I just took his word for it, because he was a chief petty
officer. I doubt that any of my classmates were any better informed on current events than I was.
No one in the barracks had a personal radio; the only news we got was whatever the instructors
chose to tell us. A week or two into the term, they said the Germans had taken Holland and
Belgium, and it looked like France was next.There were about thirty in my class, and we all knew
Morse code. We just weren’t very fast. I couldn’t send or receive more than twenty words a
minute on the first day of radio school. The Navy expected us to do sixty words a minute, at
least. I thought that was impossible, but of course it wasn’t. It’s really the same as typing: the
more you practice, the faster you get. And practice we did, for hours and hours at a time. The
main drill was called “copying code.” This was where we put on headphones and typed the



letters as we heard them from the instructor’s transmitter. He increased the speed a little more
each day. The dots and dashes came through in tones—similar to musical notes—like when you
take a hearing test.When the instructor wanted us to send Morse code back to him, we put our
hand on what they called “the key.” This was like clicking the mouse on a computer, and the key
did make a clicking sound when you tapped out the dots and dashes for the letters and
numbers. The only trick to it was that your clicks for a dot had to be a fraction of a second shorter
than your clicks for a dash. If the instructor couldn’t tell the differences between your dot clicks
and your dash clicks, he said you had a “sloppy fist.”About midway through the three-month
course, the instructors let us send a real transmission to somebody outside the classroom. The
Navy must have had some kind of a deal with Western Union, because I sent one to Adeline.
The next letter I got from her said she received my message in the form of a telegram. I wanted
to see her, but I couldn’t afford the plane fare from San Diego to Spokane. I suppose I could
have gone by bus or train, but no way could I have got there and back in time for class on
Monday. I only had Saturdays and Sundays off.I spent most of my weekends in downtown San
Diego with my classmate George Maybee. George sat beside me every day in class, and his
bunk was right next to mine in the barracks. When we went downtown, we usually took a trolley.
Sometimes we went to the movies. That cost about ten cents, the same as the trolley. Once in a
while we treated ourselves to dinner at a restaurant. You could get a full-course meal with
mashed potatoes and gravy at some pretty nice places for about forty cents. I met some pretty
nice girls in San Diego, too, but I never dated any of them. Adeline and I weren’t going steady or
anything, and I knew she wasn’t sitting around the house by herself on Saturday nights either.
She said so in her letters. It’s hard to say how I felt about her at that time. I think I was just hoping
that she wouldn’t meet a guy that she liked better than me before I got a chance to see her
again.My other best friend in radio school was not a classmate; he was one of the instructors’
assistants. That was a little unusual, I guess, because he was a radioman and a petty officer
third class—a full pay grade above me—but, for some reason, the two of us just hit it off. In my
opinion, he was “four-oh.” In the Navy, that meant “perfect,” like straight A’s on your report card.
Whenever we spoke to each other in class, I had to call him Petty Officer Webb. Outside the
classroom, he was just “Spic.” That was not considered an insult for a Hispanic guy at the time. I
couldn’t even tell you what his real first name was, because that’s what he called himself, and
that’s what his parents called him, too. I know that because he took me home with him one
weekend. His parents lived in Long Beach, but they had a vacation cabin on Big Bear Lake in the
San Bernardino Mountains, and that’s where we went.The weather was much cooler in the
mountains. It wasn’t sunny enough to go swimming, so there were no girls to watch on the
beach. Spic said we should go for a drive around the lake. He put on his dress blues and told me
to do the same, in case we saw any girls on the road. He was a couple of years older than I was,
and he had way more experience in that department than I did. So we were just driving along,
looking for girls, when we came across a long line of cars and trucks parked by the side of the
road, and there were all these bright lights shining from the forest. Spic thought it meant



somebody was making a movie. He said a lot of people from Hollywood came to Big Bear Lake
because of the scenery. Well, of course, we had to stop and check that out. I’d never seen a
movie star in person before.We hid behind a tree and watched for about ten minutes. All we saw
were guys dragging great big lights and cameras around. There were no movie stars, no director
hollering “cut,” and no girls. It was just boring, so we left. The only problem was, we couldn’t. Spic
had parked his car a little too far off the side of the road, and the back tires were stuck in the
mud and snow. I had to get out and push. Spic was yelling at me to push harder, and I was
yelling at him because it was all his fault, and the tires just kept spinning deeper. I was about to
tell Spic to put the darn thing in neutral and get out and get dirty with me, when all of a sudden I
heard someone say, “Can I give you a hand with that?” The voice sounded familiar, but I didn’t
believe it was really John Wayne until I turned around and saw him. The stagehands and
bodyguards were glaring at me, but he just smiled and said, “Let’s get this car back on the road.”
He put his shoulder to the fender, and we pushed together.John Wayne stayed and talked with
us for quite a while. He asked a lot of questions about the Navy. He wanted to know what we did
and where we were stationed, whether we’d ever been to sea on a warship, and how did we like
it.4 Spic did most of the talking. I was too tongue-tied and starstruck. I’d been going to John
Wayne movies since I was a little kid, even before he got really famous. It was just fortunate that
Spic had the presence of mind to get his camera out of the car and ask if we could have our
picture taken with him. He ordered one of the stagehands to shoot it with Spic’s camera, and
then he shook our hands and thanked us for serving our country in the Navy. We were still
standing there in the road when he turned around and walked back toward the lights in the
forest. I never even thought to ask the name of the movie he was trying to film that day at Big
Bear Lake.5About a month after that weekend with Spic and his parents, I filled out my
“preference form.” The Navy didn’t guarantee anything, of course, but the instructors told us to
mark down our first, second, and third choice of where we wanted to go after radio school.
Annapolis was still at the top of my list. If I couldn’t go there, I wanted Pensacola, Florida. That
was where the Navy trained pilots.6 I didn’t have a third choice. Spic said he wrote “submarines”
in that blank, so I did, too. He may have known that submarines paid more, but I didn’t.7 It just
sounded like a good idea at the time. The only other preference form I saw besides mine and
Spic’s was George Maybee’s. His first choice was to be a radioman on a battleship. He knew
cruisers were faster—we all knew that—but battleships were bigger. More glamorous, I guess.
George thought the battleships were the queens of the Fleet, and that was where he wanted to
be.There was no graduation ceremony on the last day of radio school. We just took our final
exams, and I passed. I took another exam to get “rated.” I had to pass that test to get promoted
from striker radioman to radioman third class. This gave me another huge pay increase, plus I
got my first stripe to show that I was now a petty officer, like Spic. He said petty officer third class
was the Navy’s equivalent to the lowest rank of sergeant in the Army. I was very
pleased.Seaman second class Ray Daves, left, 20, and Petty Officer Webb, 22, meet and talk
with movie star John Wayne at Big Bear Lake, California, summer 1940. (The sailors’ uniforms



are dress blues with white markings and black ties. Seaman’s stripe on Daves’s right shoulder
and striker badge at left shoulder indicate he has not yet completed training in any Navy
specialty. Webb, at right, has left arm eagle, indicating petty officer, with radioman’s rating
insignia below. Webb’s single red chevron showing “third class” is not visible in this black-and-
white photo.) COURTESY OF RAY DAVES COLLECTION.
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Ed C., “Wonderful Book, Couldn't Put it Down.. I read maybe 15 to 20 books a year and have
been doing that since the mid 1990's. I have to rank Radioman as one of the best I've had the
pleasure of reading. I don't have much time to read and I'm not a fast reader, some books take
me a month or so to finish. This book was gone in about 3 days as I kept wanting to finish the
next chapter, then the next and so on. The book goes into great detail about one man's journey
in the Civilian Conservation Corps and the Navy before during and after WWII. By the end of the
book I felt I knew Mr. Daves and his wife Adeline. When I finished the book this morning the first
thing I did was get to a computer and try to find an e-mail address for Mr. Daves to express my
gratitude for all he did for our country and how much I thoroughly enjoyed his biography. Sadly, I
found out he passed away in June of 2011, his wife a couple of years earlier. Get the book and
read it, you will not be disappointed.”

B. Hill, “amazing first person account of WWII from a Radioman's perspective. This book is
amazing. It is a first person account of pre to post WWII and everything in between for one very
talented and amazing man. Ray Daves lived WWII history in three of the most critical junctures
of WWII; Pearl Harbor, The Battle of the Coral Sea and Midway. I won't give away the entire
book but his accounts of what he saw and experienced were extraordinary as were his life
experiences both before and after. I would recommend this book to anyone who likes WWII
history or wants to read a "real life" adventure story of one remarkable man.”

S. CLOWN, “Excellent first person account.. Very nice interesting book of a WW2 sailors
personal experience of the war.”

Elizabeth, “Exceptional Story. Radioman is perfectly presented and should be required reading
for all middle and junior high school students, especially those in Arkansas. The story presents
experiences of the war that most often go untold.”

John Wurst, “Great story!. I really enjoyed this book. I, too, an a Chief Radioman of the United
States Navy, Retired. Take care brother. Thank you!”

Jeannie, “... a typical soldier is enlightening to what WWII was like in everyday life. This
compelling true story of a typical soldier is enlightening to what WWII was like in everyday life.
Ms Hipperson has taken one man's memories and vetted them in multiple ways yet made the
story interesting in multiple ways. I learned so much more about the war in the Pacific Theater
while reading this story, it made me hungry for more.”

Patrick Laidlaw, “Book review. Book arrived in condition as advertized.Story was very well told”



markmywords, “Kind of disappointed with the ending. Interesting story of a man as he goes
through being in the Navy before WWII and during the war. Kind of disappointed with the ending;
anticlimactic.”

Bry., “Radioman. An enthralling story of an honourable young man who joined the US Navy and
experienced the war in the Pacific at first hand. It is a story told simply and honestly and shows
that basic humancourage and decency will always prevail and shine through the darkness and
horror of war.”

The book by Carol Edgemon Hipperson has a rating of 5 out of 4.7. 62 people have provided
feedback.
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