House Keeping on Leyte 1944

I decided that Morgan and I should build a shack to live in as opposed to living in those pyramidal tents they had provided (this was before we knew the airstrip was going to sink and that we were not going to operate out of Leyte after all).----- I was the physical doer of the Morgan/Mosley duo. Morgan was the talker and could get things done through working with people. At the particular time I had made this decision to build the shack, I was sick with some sort of bug and was doing nothing but moping around until I got well (the flight surgeon was back in New Guinea). But Morgan was well and he went scrounging down the beach where there were some Sea Bees (Navy Construction Battalion) in search of lumber for our shack. He must have taken some booze along because he "done good". I will never forget how surprised I was when I saw this amphibious truck/boat thing called a "Duck" pull up in front of where we were going to build our shack, with Morgan and about 4 Navy Sea Bees aboard. They were noticeably very happy (the booze) and singing just like a scene from the movie "South Pacific". But what made me happy was that the "Duck" was loaded with lumber; just what we needed to build our shack. On top of that, Morgan had brought his sick friend (me) some fried chicken ( the Navy always had good food compared to our crap and Morgy made "Food" a part of the deal)--- I will never forget him for that. I had not had any fried chicken in about 6 months and, while not necessarily the best food for a sick person, it was the best fried chicken I have ever had.

