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ARTILLERY WITH KENTUCKY WINDAGE 

by  

Ray Berry 

 

 Toward the closing months of World War II, the 6th Division Artillery was part of the 

major landing on the shore of Lingayen Gulf on the Island of Luzon in the Philippine 

Islands.  The date was early January, 1945.  Little direct opposition from the Japanese 

confronted our troops when we hit the shore; hence movement down the central plain of 

the island toward its capitol city of Manila began immediately and was unexpectedly 

rapid. 

 

 We rather eagerly anticipated fighting our way into that big city and finally being able 

to actually see civilization again.  Most of the G.I.’s in our outfit had spent a full year 

battling our way along the entire north coast of the giant island of New Guinea in the 

South Pacific. During that time not once had any of us been inside a man-made building.   

A city, even a war-torn one, sounded exciting.   

 

 But as happens during wars, just before our units reached the Manila outskirts, our 

division was ordered to turn east and pursue the Japanese army into the Luzon mountains 

to the east and north.  This so-called enemy army was supposed to include an armored 

division of tanks.  We soldiers were disgusted with the change but of course went on 

about our business of locating the enemy and destroying him.   

 

 However, an interesting variance in the routines and boredom of fighting did perk us 

up about this time.  What occurred was that several new soldiers were assigned to our 

unit.  We had lost individuals from battle and tropical disease during our year in the 

massive jungles of New Guinea.  Our unit had adapted to overcome the losses as best we 

could but now, at long last, replacements were shipped from the States and allocated 

where needed to fill out our various functions.   

 

 The particular role to which I was assigned was in the S-2 Intelligence section of the 

headquarters of the division artillery where the chief officers were located.  These 

officers were the leaders who determined the ultimate use of  the big guns of the four 

battalions. Three of those battalions each had twelve 105 millimeter howitzers and the 

fourth, the 80th as it was called, had twelve 155 millimeter big guns. The 105 shells were 

slightly over 4 inches in diameter; the 155’s somewhat over 6 inches. All these cannons, 

either individually or together, added up to huge firepower which served as back-up and 

direct support to the infantry troops out in front of us.  

 

 Several of us enlisted men carried out functions in the headquarters which dealt 

primarily with locating enemy targets and then helping to coordinate the artillery fire that 

would best support the infantry and destroy the enemy.  One of the new men who was 

assigned to help with these important roles was a fascinating individual to me.   

 

 His name was Raymond Carlson.  He was a mite older than the rest of us, being 

somewhere in his early thirties.  In those days in that world, even age thirty was viewed 
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as almost too old to handle the rugged life and pressures.  Raymond was a rather quiet 

person who seemed to prefer to live in his own world.  However, as we began to become 

acquainted, he opened up somewhat.   

 

 He and I were talking one day, and I asked the natural question, “What did you do 

before you were called in and sent over here?” 

 

 His eyes lit up. “Well, I had a wonderful life,” he said with a big smile.  “I was the 

editor of the Arizona Highways magazine down in Phoenix.  I always viewed my role in 

that job as making that publication the best in the West -- or even the entire nation.” 

 

 “Wow!”, I exclaimed.  “It already is the best.  My parents subscribed to that magazine 

before I got drafted.  They loved the Southwest and visited there from our home in 

California every chance they got. We always were eager to go through each of your 

issues.  The photography and writing are outstanding. Even those great cartoons.  The 

whole thing is just what the West needs.” 

 

 Raymond smiled and then remarked, “Thank you, Razz”, which was the nickname 

my army buddies had applied to me because of my last name of Berry.  He went on to 

say,“We aren’t quite there yet with what I think needs to happen with Arizona Highways, 

but we’ll make it -- if and when I get back in one piece.”   

 

 Several days later as our units kept pushing to the east through Philippine rice paddies 

and little villages we came to the small town of Munoz. Here one of the main roads that 

our troops had been following turned at a right angle just before entering the town and 

headed east into the hills where the enemy was thought to be.  When some of our men 

had tried to enter Munoz to check it out, enemy fire from rifles and machine guns 

confronted their efforts.  Instead of girding up to fight back and destroy whatever was 

there, the commanders chose to go around that town and thus isolate the enemy troops 

therein for later demolition.   

 

 However, unbeknown to anyone, the dirt streets and other spaces of that village were 

filled with almost an entire Japanese armored division.  Our army intelligence units, 

including the one I worked for in our artillery headquarters, had assumed that this enemy 

division with all its tanks was well into the mountains to the east and north and would not 

be encountered until we got much closer.  How wrong we were!  

 

  Investigation later determined that over forty five enemy tanks had been dug in 

throughout the town so that only their turrets were above ground level.  Even those were 

camouflaged.  Unaware of any of this, one of our 105mm battalions and also the heavy 

guns of the 80th lumbered on up the road a mile or so past the town where they spread 

out and got themselves emplaced so that their fire could be directed further to the east to 

support the infantry troops who were ready to take on the enemy in the foothills ahead.  

  

 In the late evening of that day, after those battalions were settled, one of the major 

battles of the entire Luzon war erupted.  The buried enemy tanks in Munoz decided to 
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grind out of their holes and flee on up the road to the mountains while there was still 

enough light to see their way.  Apparently, their officers did not know any more about us 

than we did about them.  The ensuing confrontation was devastating.   

 

 As soon as our two battalions realized what was happening they tried to defend 

themselves, but nowhere in howitzer artillery training did anyone ever conceive of having 

to fire at enemy tanks at point blank range.  Such American guns were designed to fire 

high into the air in long, arcing curves sending the huge, heavy shells miles ahead.  When 

targets were identified, guns would be fired at the approximate location guided by maps 

and surveys; then forward observers would radio or telephone back the exact location of 

the bursts. Those F.O.’s, as they were called, would state what yardage adjusments to 

make for firing devastating concentrations on target. But now, with the enemy steering 

tanks directly at our guns from a distance of  little more than one or two hundred yards, 

suddenly all the skills and equipment for aiming the cannons were useless.   

 

 But American troops are never without the ability to fight creatively when need 

arises.  Those men simply muscled their cannons around, and actually sighted down their 

barrels at the tanks as they became visible.  Their aiming by eyesight was amazingly 

accurate and those huge shells were devastating.  The Japanese tanks were not the 

massive, super-powerful machines of the American and European armies.  Most were 

fairly light. Our shells, with their instant fuzes which exploded on contact as they 

slammed into their targets, virtually destroyed each tank.  In some instances the round 

turrets atop the machines actually exploded off and floated high into the air much like a 

soft drink can does when blown aloft by a boy’s firecracker.   

 

 The battle lasted well into the night. Both sides suffered, although the American 

troops clearly were the winner.  Virtually all the tanks and their crews were destroyed, 

but sadly a number of good men and some of the guns of our artillery were lost, also.   

 

 Our headquarters unit where Carlson and I were doing our jobs was not located right 

at the battle site.  We were close enough to see the flashes of the artillery bursts along 

with the tracers from machine guns.  Those, plus the noise, kept us in our fox holes 

wondering what in the world was going on.  We found out only after it was all over.  

 

 One of the regular tasks that Raymond Carlson and I were assigned was to keep logs 

on events in the artillery division and to gather and report details of the major 

confrontations for permanent records.  When we looked at this devastating battle during 

the ensuing hours and days and then began to record the facts as part of the heritage of 

that war, corporal Raymond, with his bright, creative mind, came up with an idea.   

 

 “Razz”, he told me, “This entire battle is so unusual it ought to be written up for the 

whole army and even the public at large.” 

 

 I grinned at him, “That’s an interesting idea, Carlson, but how do we do such a thing 

way over here in the army on Luzon.  Besides, some of these general and colonel types 

around us here might not agree.  If so, they’d cut our throats!” 
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 He laughed and responded,  “I’m not so sure, Razz.  I know for a fact that people are 

thrilled to see themselves in print.  We could make sure that these officers’ names appear.  

I’ve had plenty of experience doing stuff like that.” 

 

 “Well, maybe so but where and how could such a story be printed?” I asked.   

 

 “I’m not sure”, he said.  “But I know how to write for magazines, and I’ll bet that the 

Field Artillery Journal which is regularly printed and sent out of Fort Sill, Oklahoma, 

would be more than happy to have a story like this.  You and I could finish gathering all 

the facts and then I’d write the story.  I’d even be willing to clear it with our commanding 

colonel.  You could help by drawing up the maps and symbols for locating the battalions 

and guns and we’ll send it off to see what happens.” 

 

 And that’s what we did.  Mail service in those days, because of all the war turmoil 

and vast distances, was nothing similar to today, but in a surprisingly short time, like less 

than two months, the story with Carlson’s wonderful title, “Artillery with Kentucky 

Windage”, was one of the lead articles in the latest journal from Fort Sill.   

 

 I was leery of what might happen to my friend and me, but surprisingly we actually 

received very little feedback.  None of the officers who were named in the write-up said 

much to either of us, but in my eyes, their not saying anything was actually a reward.  

Enlisted men like Raymond and I (he was a corporal and I was a tech sergeant) were 

rarely spoken to by senior officers other than when given directions or orders.   

 

 However, not long afterward, I felt that corporal Carlson and I were given a form of 

recognition that was particularly special, although nothing was ever said which directly 

connected our reward with the Kentucky Windage story.  One day, all the men of the 

headquarters battery were ordered to clean themselves up and get ready for a special 

awards ceremony during which medals were to be presented to selected soldiers by the 

commanding general of the entire division.  We were told that the general would arrive 

about mid-morning and that every man was to be as ready as possible even though our 

only uniforms were army-green fatigues and rough field boots. We often wore the liners 

of our helmets as hats.   

 

 I wasn’t very excited because I was quite aware that when medals were awarded over 

there in the wilds of Luzon, the recipients were almost certain to be the ranking officers 

of the headquarters.  But of course I cleaned up as best I could along with the rest of the 

men even though none of us had dressy, khaki uniforms while in combat.   

 

 While we men were getting ready, I was unaware that Raymond Carlson was not on 

duty right then. His freedom from manning phones and keeping records had given him 

time to pursue something he truly loved -- stripping down to bare skin and lying out in 

the bright sun to soak up the penetrating heat of that tropical sky.  He did this every time 

he had a chance.  I called him a “sun worshipper”. I assumed that he had latched onto the 

practice in the desert of Arizona.  This time, unfortunately for him, he had gone to sleep 
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out around a small hill while lying stretched out totally nude on his canvas pup tent 

shelter half.  

 

 The troops lined up for the medal ceremony.  The officers stood according to rank in 

their positions out in front.  Shortly the general appeared in his jeep, his stars shining on 

shoulders, collar tips and cap.  It was about then that I realized corporal Carlson had not 

returned.  The first sergeant was standing just in front of me so I said to him in a loud 

whisper, “Hey Sarge.  Do you know where Carlson is?”   

 

 He turned to look at me and then his eyes got big and the expression on his face 

seemed to reflect actual fear.  “Oh my god!” he murmered.  “He’s gotta be here.  He’s 

gonna get a medal!”   

 

 I was startled to say the least but after a moment, I told the sergeant, “You know how 

he likes to soak up the sun.  He’s no doubt out there on the side of the hill.” 

 

 Sarge stepped out of line and took off running.  Fortunately, the general was still busy 

talking to the other officers.  They seemed not to notice.   

 

 Within a minute, Sarge had located Raymond and then here came my buddy.  The 

ensuing scene was almost devastating. It could not have been staged better in Hollywood.  

He was running full speed toward his tent behind the headquarters area, clothes in one 

hand and his canvas shelter half in the other.  It was flying in the air out behind him as 

though this guy was cavorting around playing the role of Spring,  His boots were his only 

attire and they were unbuckled and flapping around ankles and calves. 

 

 Every person in the gathering saw my corporal friend make his dash.  He was a bit 

chunky and his hair was loose, blondish and somewhat thin. His sun-browned skin, all of 

it, was plainly visible.   

 

 The general’s eyes focused on the movement and then he sort of leaned forward and 

concentrated on the action with open mouth until Raymond disappeared from view.  

After a moment, his voice was heard saying to no one in particular, “What in the Hell was 

that?” 

 

 Nobody responded.  At least I heard no one, although I sensed a few snickers from 

the men around me.  After a short time the general turned to the colonel in charge of the 

affair and they chatted quietly for a moment.  The general grinned a bit. Within hardly 

more than a minute, Corporal Carlson, fully dressed in clean fatigues like the rest of us, 

quietly walked out to the gathering and got in line as though nothing had occurred.  

 

 Shortly, the general went on with his presentation business and began to cite the 

names of the recipients and the reason for their awards.  As expected, several officers 

were identified for various medals.  My inner turmoil caused by my friend’s dramatic 

display began to settle down a mite when suddenly I was startled again.  My own name 

had been called by the general.   
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 I could hardly gather myself together enough to march forward and salute him. He 

awarded me a bronze star. The announced reasons had to do with my work in 

“identifying enemy targets and performing meritorious work in assisting with artillery 

action to attack them”.  No sooner had I tried to gulp down that unexpected presentation 

by the general and march back to my place in line, when I was shaken once again.   

 

 Corporal Carlson was named the same way for the same reasons.   

 

 After the ceremony was all over and we both had been congratulated by some of our  

buddies, the two of us got together for a quiet moment to exchange reactions.  He grinned 

at me and I returned it. We even shook hands. Both of us felt good about our bronze stars. 

 

  But then Carlson said to me with the big smile on his face, “And you didn’t want to 

write the story, Razz.  Maybe that’ll teach you about the value of writing and also 

something about army officers!”   

 

 He was right on target as usual.  I just nodded. 

  

 

 (Author’s note:  This manuscript was sent to the Arizona Highways magazine in late 

1998, but no response ever occurred.  Probably Carlson has been gone too long)   


