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From the respected author of one of the best books on World War II combat, comes an equally

captivating saga of battle recovery, healing, and homecoming.China Marine is the long-awaited

sequel to E. B. Sledge’s critically acclaimed memoir, With the Old Breed at Peleliu and

Okinawa. Picking up where his previous memoir leaves off, Sledge, a young marine in the First

Division, traces his company’s movements and charts his own difficult passage to peace

following his horrific experiences in the Pacific. He reflects on his duty in the ancient city of

Peiping (now Beijing) and recounts the difficulty of returning to his hometown of Mobile,

Alabama, and resuming civilian life haunted by the shadows of close combat.Distinguished

historians have praised Sledge’s first book as the definitive rifleman’s account of World War II,

ranking it with the Civil War’s Red Badge of Courage and World War I’s All Quiet on the

Western Front. Although With the Old Breed ends with the surrender of Japan, marines in the

Pacific were still faced with the mission of disarming the immense Japanese forces on the

Asian mainland and reestablishing order. For infantrymen so long engaged in the savage and

surreal world of close combat, there remained the personal tasks of regaining normalcy and

dealing with suppressed memories, fears, and guilt.In China Marine, E. B. Sledge completes

his story and provides emotional closure to the searing events detailed in his first memoir. He

speaks frankly about the real costs of war, emotional and psychological as well as physical,

and explains the lifetime loyalties that develop between men who face fear, loss, and horror

together. That bond becomes one of the newfound treasures of life after battle.With his

hallmark style of simplicity, directness, and lack of sentimentality, "Sledgehammer" has given

us yet another great document of war literature.
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ReadingIndexIllustrationsFOREWORDSome years ago I said to E. B. Sledge that his With the

Old Breed at Peleliu and Okinawa was one of the best, if not the best, book on combat in the

Pacific Theater during the Second World War that I had read. That judgment was not mine

alone; virtually everyone who has read it says something similar. This is especially true of

those of us who were not there but who write about the war and what it was like for combat

infantry. So I asked Sledge, “When are you going to do another?”“I only had one book in me,”

he replied.But thankfully he had another in him, and he has now completed that sequel. China

Marine is an outstanding work that will have a wide appeal to scholars and to general readers.

We should all be delighted to have Sledge's observations, words, thoughts, and reflections on

his wartime and occupation experiences. No one captures the scene, the setting, or the

emotions better than he does. No one.The war in the Pacific was much different for the combat

infantrymen of the Marines than it was for those of the army in Europe. In Europe it got cold—

for example, the temperature was below zero degrees during the Battle of the Bulge. In the

Pacific it was usually hot, and it never snowed. In Europe, when the Americans liberated a

French or Belgian village or captured a German town, there was good liquor in the cellars—

wine, brandy, more—that was either shared with or confiscated by the liberators. That never

happened in the Pacific. When a squad of German troops ran out of ammunition and were

surrounded, they came out of their positions with hands up. That never happened in the Pacific.

The Japanese, almost to a man, would fight on despite having no water to drink, no food to eat,

or no ammunition to fire. They would use their bayonets, their swords, even their teeth to kill

Americans. And when all else failed, they committed suicide. The number of Japanese

prisoners was astonishingly low, and most of those who were captured had been so badly

wounded they could no longer resist.Despite the differences, there was one striking similarity

between combat in the two theaters. It was kill or be killed. Sledge is superb in his descriptions

of what that did to men, to their feelings, their psyche, and their understanding of themselves

and their buddies. Men who have been in combat together, he makes clear, develop closer

friendships and bond together in ways that never happen in civilian life.Sledge's account of his

experiences in China immediately after the war is unique. No one has previously written



anything of length about the Marines on occupation duty there. And his description of what

coming back home to Mobile, Alabama, and civilian life were like for him are vivid, lively,

personally touching, and most of all contain his keen observations and sense of his own being.

The passages about his father made me weep.China Marine will have legs to it. The book will

last. Like With the Old Breed, it will be read, appreciated, and taught, now and for decades to

come. We, all of us, will be indebted to E. B. Sledge for having written it and will thank God that,

as it turned out, he did have one more book in him.Stephen E. AmbroseNew Orleans,

2001PREFACELike most other surviving veterans of World War II, the war remains the most

significant experience in my life—not the best experience, nor the most fulfilling, but

unequivocally the most significant.I was young and naive, away from home and my country for

the first time. The war for me, a Marine infantryman, was many things—overwhelming,

horrifying, degrading, fascinating. I somehow survived two of the most prolonged and lethal

battles of the war, Peleliu and Okinawa, when so many good, promising young men did not and

so many more came home without their limbs, or their eyes, or their minds.Yet I wouldn't say I

was untouched by close combat. I would be haunted by vivid, terrifying nightmares for the next

twenty years or so. And I was particularly morose and fatalistic after the second battle. Just

about every one of my buddies in K Company, Third Battalion, Fifth Marines (K/3/5) had been

killed or mangled. And while a good number would return to our ranks from field hospitals, we

all knew that Gen. Douglas MacArthur was already planning our role in the next damned

landing, the biggest one in history, Operation CORONET, right down the gut to Tokyo. None of

us combat veterans expected to survive that epic carnage.The A-bombs saved my life, saved

my buddies' lives, and most decidedly saved the lives of millions of Japanese, civilian as well

as military.On a personal level, my experiences in North China on occupation duty with the

First Marine Division began the slow healing process—especially the felicitous experience of

being befriended by the family of Dr. Y. K. Soong and the remarkable Flemish priest Fr. Marcel

von Hemelryjck. They were my personal bridge back to civilization and culture after so many

months of killing. In this way I began cleansing myself, layer by psychological layer, of the

accumulated horrors I had witnessed and performed as a Marine infantryman at Peleliu and

Okinawa. It wasn't the whole cure by any means, but dear Lord, it was the essential

beginning.Other amenities of peace helped me overcome this embedded trauma (for that's

what I brought home from the war, the emotional equivalent of a sliver of steel shrapnel lodged

near my heart). Foremost of these amenities was the abiding love of my wife, Jeanne. Twenty

years ago she encouraged me to write With the Old Breed at Peleliu and Okinawa. Now she

has inspired me to write this sequel.So this small book has two objectives. First, I wanted to

share my impressions of being a twenty-three-year-old youngster from southern Alabama

trying to shake off the shadows of close combat and then experiencing dangerous duty and

exotic liberty in one of the oldest and most cosmopolitan cities in the world. I also wanted to

describe my troubled homecoming and difficult adjustment to a virtually oblivious America as

well as my cumulative and rather jaundiced views on the real costs of war. As recorded in With

the Old Breed, I experienced some unspeakable things in close combat. I refuse to abide

anyone now who seeks to either glorify or trivialize those realities.I want to express my

gratitude for the help of and the suggestions from Col. Joseph H. Alexander, USMC (ret.). This

book would not have been possible without Joe's friendship, ideas, editing, suggestions, and

contributions. I cannot thank him enough for his good-natured help—and wonderful sense of

humor. I'm also appreciative of the assistance and encouragement of Mr. Lou Reda of Easton,

Pennsylvania, whose production company created the excellent TV documentaries on Peleliu

and Okinawa for The History Channel in 1995. And I especially want to thank my wife, Jeanne,



for her love and many suggestions—and her patience in living happily with someone whose

mind often dwells in the past.Special thanks go to my son, John, for bringing the manuscript to

the attention of The University of Alabama Press, and to my daughter-in-law, Lynn, for her

assistance in shaping it for publication.Thanks also to two longsuffering typists who

transformed my scrawls of yesteryear into legible form, Melene Tuton Patchel and Judy Akin,

and also to The University of Alabama Press for making this book a reality.The bulk of this

book is new material, derived principally from my notes maintained at the time in Okinawa,

North China, and during the long transit home. Together, these accounts reflect what I

experienced during the end of the Pacific War and the occupation of North China, my

homecoming, and my difficult passage to peace.Eugene B. SledgeMontevallo,

Alabama1999INTRODUCTIONThousands of readers came to know Eugene B. Sledge, a

World War II Marine veteran and retired biology professor, through his landmark book With the

Old Breed at Peleliu and Okinawa, which historians have acclaimed as the definitive enlisted

man's memoir of World War II.Peleliu remains the bitterest fight the U.S. Marine Corps ever

experienced, a heartless meat grinder that came close to wrecking its oldest division. Okinawa

proved to be a more meaningful battle, but the fighting was rife with horrors and consumed the

farms, villages, and graveyards of a gentle people who would lose one-third of their population

in the maelstrom. Young Private First Class Sledge (age twenty at Peleliu) survived both those

murderous battles despite sustained exposure in the front lines as an infantryman serving in a

rifle company of the First Marine Division, nicknamed the “Old Breed.” A photograph taken of

Sledge at the end of Okinawa reflects a young man with the classic “thousand-yard stare” of

combat fatigue. His subsequent memoir, graphic and horrifying, transported the reader to the

very gates of hell. His book would strike a special chord with veteran infantrymen of any

service or theater of combat. “Thanks for telling my story,” many would later write.At the height

of the Pacific War, tired of waiting for his academic degree and officer's commission, Sledge

left Georgia Tech and enlisted in the Marines. He was a doctor's son, well-raised and widely

read. He could have qualified for many technical, rear-echelon assignments. Instead he

volunteered for the infantry. He joined the Old Breed at their advance base in the Russell

Islands just in time for the bloody assault on Peleliu on 15 September 1944.The First Marine

Division sustained 6,500 casualties at Peleliu and 7,500 more at Okinawa the following spring.

Sledge's rifle company suffered proportionate losses. Of the 240 men who landed at D-Day on

Peleliu, all but Sledge and nine others were killed or wounded by the end of the Okinawa

campaign. Yet his physical survival came at the price of a staggering emotional burden. “None

came out unscathed,” he would write.Forbidden to maintain a diary in combat, Sledge resorted

to recording his traumatic observations in the margins of the New Testament he carried. Years

later, these extracted remarks became the basis for With the Old Breed. His original editors

chose to terminate his account shortly after the surrender of Japan. It was the logical stopping

point, although decidedly not the psychological stopping point. Both Sledge and many of his

readers felt the abrupt ending was too much like an amputation, that more of the story

remained to be told.Sledge's memorable experiences did not end with the cessation of

hostilities at Okinawa. For him and his comrades in arms, there awaited the mission of

disarming the immense and undefeated Japanese armies on the Asian mainland, the

establishment of order out of chaos, and the initial keeping of the peace so painstakingly

secured. Then, for infantrymen so long engaged in the savage and surreal world of close

combat, there remained the personal mission of coming home, seeking normalcy, and dealing

with their suppressed memories, fears, and guilt. Sledge's first book, indelible as it was, did not

provide the emotional closure that for so long eluded him and evidently many other



readers.This book provides that closure.Here Sledge describes his often intriguing and

sometimes dangerous experiences on occupation duty in North China in the epicenter of the

competing forces that convulsed that troubled nation. He describes his delayed and uneasy

homecoming to a changed America and frankly admits his difficulties and false starts in

attempting to adapt to a life without war. He conveys the crippling effects of the violent

nightmares that haunted him long after the guns grew silent.For Eugene Sledge, the long

healing process actually began during his postwar occupation duty in China, an episodic but

largely forgotten chapter of Marine Corps history.The First Marine Division drew the mission of

redeploying from Okinawa to North China as the lead combat element of the Third Amphibious

Corps, commanded by Iwo Jima veteran Maj. Gen. Keller E. Rockey.North China in the late

summer of 1945 was a tinderbox of conflicting armed forces scraping against each other like

giant tectonic plates. Few nations suffered more tragically in World War II than did China. But

its seven-year war with Japan barely ended before the starving, dispossessed people

experienced an eruption of the long-simmering civil war between the reactionary forces of

Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek and the revolutionary Communists of Mao Tse-tung. Other

heavily armed bands stalked the region, some former puppet troops trained by the Japanese,

others opportunistic brigands led by warlords. There was also the possibility of an attempted

Soviet extension into China proper from their newly acquired territory in Manchuria. Large parts

of North China were literally up for grabs. The Marines, who had figured their most dangerous

job would be disarming and repatriating the two-thirds of a million Japanese soldiers in Hopeh

Province, would come to regard the compliant, disciplined Japanese as their most reliable ally

in these treacherous times.The First Marine Division would spend two years in North China,

from its initial landing at Taku on 30 September 1945 until the withdrawal of its rear echelon on

1 September 1947. Their main antagonists proved to be the Chinese Communists, especially

when American pilots began transporting large numbers of Chiang Kai-shek's forces into the

province. Dangerous confrontations occurred frequently. Firefights erupted that led to American

and Chinese casualties. It was a harbinger. Five years later the First Marine Division would be

battling for its very survival against eight Chinese Communist divisions around North Korea's

Chosin Reservoir in one of the greatest fighting withdrawals in military history.If Mao's Eighth

Route Army viewed the Old Breed as just one more foreign invader to be forced out of China,

the people of Hopeh Province looked at the Marines as their saviors. When the Old Breed

landed from their troop ships anchored in the Gulf of Chihli and proceeded up the familiar road

to Tientsin and Peiping—the route their forebears fought to traverse during the Boxer Rebellion

in 1900—they encountered tens of thousands of natives genuinely excited by their triumphant

entry. The whole event was a marvelous tonic for these Marines, whose campaigns had been

waged in battlegrounds largely devoid of civilian populations. One veteran described the

experience as “a victory parade . . . that must have outshone, outshouted, and outsmelled any

welcome given to troops any time, any place, and anywhere during the war.”Most Marine

infantrymen served their time in North China guarding the trains, bridges, and depots that kept

the huge cities of Tientsin and Peiping supplied with food and coal for the winter. The supply

trains proved an attractive target for the other armed forces roaming the land, and in just the

first month after their arrival, Marines engaged in firefights along the railroad right-of-ways on

three occasions.PFC Sledge's regiment, the Fifth Marines, had the good fortune of being

headquartered in Peiping, the ancient capital of the Chinese Empire (it was Peking for five

hundred years until the seat of government moved to Nanking in 1928, then Peiping until 1949,

when overrun by the Chinese Communists). Strategically sited thirty-five miles south of the

Great Wall and seventy miles northwest of Tientsin, Peiping in 1945 was both a critical rail



junction and the cultural and intellectual center of the stricken nation. Fittingly, the Fifth Marines

established their headquarters near the old U.S. Marine Corps barracks in the Legation

Quarter of the Inner, or Tatar, City, just to the northeast of the towering Chien Men Gate.For

PFC Sledge, young and a very long way from his home in Mobile, Alabama, the abrupt

immersion into this swarming, exotic city proved a galvanic experience. He was surrounded by

millions of Chinese, a totally foreign but fascinating society. The young man made friends,

picked up the language, and learned Chinese history and culture. In time, the Soong family

befriended him.Sledge had been raised in a close-knit family that combined a love for outdoor

life with an appreciation for classical music and spirited discourse. The Soong family provided a

similar environment, and Sledge spent many off-duty hours enjoying their hospitality. These

visits provided two great benefits for the homesick, war-scarred Marine—a civilized alternative

to the typical binge-and-boredom cycle of his contemporaries, and a gradual decompression

from some of the most vivid memories of Peleliu's Bloody Nose Ridge or Okinawa's Half Moon

Hill. Quite likely, the kindness of the Soongs preserved Sledge's sanity.This felicitous interlude

would not last. Sledge's rotation number came up in February 1946, and he bid farewell to the

Soongs to begin his long journey home to America. The Soongs' days were numbered. Less

than two years later, the Chinese Communists captured Peiping, and the family

disappeared.The young veteran returned to Mobile proud of his service with the Old Breed,

scornful of those who never served in harm's way, but increasingly aware of how things had

changed in his absence. The war had changed him too. He could no longer kill deer or doves

with his erstwhile hunting pals, for example. But neither could he fit in with the society he had

left two years earlier. Despite rampant peace and prosperity—and the munificence of the G.I.

Bill—he spun his wheels searching for his place and a profession. “Didn't the Marines teach

you anything?” demanded a frustrated registrar at Auburn. “Yes, Ma'am,” Sledge replied icily.

“They taught me how to kill Japs.” For this acquired skill, however, there could be no academic

credit.Sledge dutifully attained a business degree, then for awhile sold insurance and real

estate, but his heart lay elsewhere, and his memories continued to haunt him. His father, who

had treated World War I victims of combat fatigue, advised him to reject self-pity and find his

own relative peace. “Get an outdoor job, enjoy good books and good music, study the diversity

of life,” he told his son. Sledge's new wife, Jeanne, quietly helped him deal with his flashbacks

and find meaningful work.Returning to Auburn for a graduate degree in plant pathology, Sledge

at first intended to operate his own flower nursery, but his research opened many other doors.

Entranced by the overall study of nature, he then pursued his Ph.D. degree in biology and

biochemistry at the University of Florida, describing with relish his years of graduate work as

“an intellectual boot camp.” He would later admit that his lifelong study of nature had served to

keep his memories from driving him insane. “He loved the out-of-doors,” his wife Jeanne

recalled, “and he didn't just walk, he paid close attention to every bird, every leaf, every bug

that he encountered. He drew so much strength from nature.”For the next twenty-eight years,

Dr. Sledge taught biology to undergraduate students at the University of Montevallo, located in

an attractive small town thirty miles south of Birmingham, Alabama. He and Jeanne built a

home on a two-acre wooded lot and named the place “Stillwood.” Here they raised their two

sons and delighted in the frequent company of his students.President emeritus and former

music professor John W. Stewart spoke fondly of the years he and Eugene Sledge were

neighbors and associates at the university. “Gene had a deep interest in classical music,” he

said, “and this proved very useful to finding within that music and so within himself a sense of

order and propriety and beauty which helped him exorcise some of his demons.”Sledge's

students found him to be both a stern disciplinarian and yet a man with a legendary humor.



Prof. Malcolm R. Braid, one of several students in “Uncle Eugene's” class who came back to

Montevallo to teach biology alongside Sledge, provided a sample of his mentor's humor: “Dr.

Sledge!” one student exclaimed during the obligatory bird walk, “Look at that enormous bird!

What is it?” Sledge raised his binoculars and gasped. There in the nearest tree perched an

unmistakable cormorant, a seabird—yet the Gulf of Mexico lay two hundred miles away. Sledge

sputtered until he noticed his students rolling on the ground in mirth. They had purloined a

stuffed bird from the museum and tied it to the tree. “No one laughed louder than Uncle

Eugene,” Braid recalled, adding, “He always made learning fun.”Under these benevolent

conditions, Sledge's nightmares finally began to subside. It helped, he discovered, to write

down the particularly painful memories, and he began to do this, extracting his original notes

from the margins of his dog-eared Bible. In time, these individual anecdotes began to coalesce

into natural sections and chapters. Jeanne encouraged him to write out the whole story, if only

to get the nightmares fully exposed. Sledge then undertook the mission of telling the entire

range of his experiences at Peleliu and Okinawa for his family—and also for his buddies in K

Company, living and dead. He wrote a thousand pages by hand. By the late 1970s, he had

assembled the manuscript for With the Old Breed. The published book's subsequent success

never affected Sledge's perspective. “All I tried to do was tell people how bad things were in

those days,” he said.The final chapter of that volume is entitled “The End of the Agony.” In view

of his decades of flashback nightmares, we may well ask ourselves, “Does the agony ever

end?” Sledge's bad memories were assuaged by his love of nature, teaching, and good music;

by the loving support of his wife and sons; and—initially—by his wholesome experiences in the

cosmopolitan city of Peiping in 1945 and 1946.Dr. Eugene B. Sledge died at Stillwood on 3

March 2001 at the age of seventy-seven. He was buried with military honors in Mobile. His first

book remains in print, two decades after its publication.Semper Fidelis, Sledgehammer!Joseph

H. AlexanderColonel, USMC (Ret.)CHINA MARINEIn the fall of 1945, there existed in China a

power vacuum that many opposing factions stood ready to fill. Into this seething cauldron of

political and ideological unrest we arrived—the survivors of the battle for Okinawa—more like

schoolboys on holiday than mighty conquerors. As veterans of the First Marine Division, we

had already satisfied our quest for adventure. We wanted only peace and quiet and a chance

to experience life without bloodshed—life where there was a reasonable hope of a future. In

North China in 1945–46, however, we found peace and quiet to be elusive qualities. We also

discovered in ancient Peiping an exotic, urbane society living out its last days in the face of

dangerous and overwhelming changes.TENT CAMP, NORTHERN OKINAWA, AFTER THE

BATTLEOur eighty-two-day battle was over, but the endless war continued. We scrubbed the

accumulated filth off our bodies, cleaned our weapons and other combat gear, and began the

long process of preparing for the next invasion, God forbid. None of us survivors expected our

luck to continue.Large fleets of aircraft, mostly B-29 bombers and their fighter escorts, passed

high over our camp every day on their way to bomb Japan. The number of planes in these

raids was incredible. We would hear a low rumbling drone of motors, and everyone would run

out of their tents and start craning their necks as we all looked up at the sky. The flights of

planes sometimes stretched as far as we could see, and the air reverberated with the sound of

their throbbing engines.The news circulated in August that President Truman had announced

that an atomic bomb had been dropped on Japan. “What kinda bum is dat for Chroist's sake?”

someone asked. No one knew what an atomic bomb was. We watched our bulletin board

anxiously and read the news release posted there each day. The second atomic bomb was

dropped and rumors spread that the Japanese might surrender. I did not know a single veteran

who believed it, though. “The Nips won't surrender. We'll have to go back into the islands and



wipe ’em all out just like Peleliu. Even if they do surrender in Tokyo, we'll have to fight ’em for

years until every last one is knocked off,” said a tent mate of mine as we sat around speculating

about our future. “Yeah, they might throw in the towel to keep their cities from being bombed

flat, but those bypassed Nip troops on Truk, Rabaul, and other places are not going to

surrender,” added another. I agreed.Finally, the news came that Japanese peace envoys flying

in on one of their bombers were to be escorted into Ie Shima, an island just offshore of

northern Okinawa, by a group of U.S. P-38 fighter planes with special green stripes identifying

them. Many of us kept our eyes peeled toward Ie Shima and saw this historic event take place

—but we still didn't believe the enemy would surrender.After several days of unbearable

suspense, on 14 August 1945 it was announced that the Japanese would surrender

unconditionally—the war was over!It is difficult to express how I felt upon hearing this news. I

had a feeling it wasn't true—the war wasn't really over. Most of the veterans felt the same way.

We simply sat around and talked quietly, trying to get used to the idea of peace at last. I think

we were actually afraid to believe it was true. The First Marine Division had been through too

much for too long not to be skeptical. A few new men whooped and shouted, and we heard

firearms discharged by celebrating service troops somewhere to the south. But in our camp the

men just sat around quietly; most of us felt it was too solemn an occasion to celebrate. The

memory of so many dead friends was still fresh in our minds. We heard later that wild

celebrations had taken place on V-J Day back in the States and on such big bases as the

Philippines. The civilians and the rear echelon might have gone wild, but the prevailing attitude

among my comrades was a mixture of quiet relief and disbelief.We were kept busy during

these eventful days on working parties to shape up our camp area. One of the most

memorable working parties I was on during camp construction had the job of clearing a dense

growth of yucca plants from an area that had been designated for officer's country. This was a

narrow strip of uncultivated ground about twenty feet wide, shaded by huge pines. One warm

clear day about ten of us began chopping down and clearing the yucca plants with picks and

axes so some officers' tents could be pitched in the shade of the pines. No sooner had we

chopped out the yucca plants bordering the impenetrable thicket, bristling with leaves tipped

with needle-sharp spines, than we discovered that the area was the dumping ground for rocks

and other debris when the area farmers cleared their agricultural fields. This made it very hard

going to cut and dig out the yucca plants. We also soon discovered the rocky ground was a

haven for snakes. There were two species of snakes on Okinawa, one poisonous and the other

nonpoisonous. We were ordered to kill all snakes, cut off the head about three inches behind

the neck, and turn them over to a corpsman who had a chart to identify the two species.
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M. MacDonald, “... "With the Old Breed" and thought it was the best book of its kind I had ever

read. I had read the authors first book "With the Old Breed" and thought it was the best book of

its kind I had ever read, so naturally I had to read China Marine. This one seemed shorter than

the first, and I read the whole thing quickly, and was not disappointed. I think "Sledgehammer"

had a unique perspective on his time in China as well as more time to reflect on not just what

was happening around him, but also within him as a result of witnessing the horrors of war.

This comes out very well in China Marine as Sledge describes his experiences in context of

where he has been and where he knows he needs to go (back to a "normal" civilian life). One

thing that stood out to me was the authors appreciation for everything around him. The beauty

of China, his fascination with the people and the good friends he made while there.The

epilogue was my favorite part as I thought it was the most personal, and provided additional

insight into the mind of a great man. He talked about moving on, but also the lasting impacts of

the war. His disdain for people complaining about trivial unimportant things, and what worked

for him to accept (not forget) what he had been through.”

Helen Nazzaro, “Must read. China Marine is a "must read" for anyone interested in the

experience of soldiers returning from war. My father in law and mother in law were U.S. Army

officers, and veterans of the European theater in WWII. Although far removed, both in rank and

overall experience compared to enlisted infantry marines in the Pacific, I have a new

understanding of my inlaws after reading this book. My mother in law was a mobile unit

surgical nurse who was shipped to the front fresh out of nursing school. She told me once that

they were close enough to battle that they heard the bombi g and shelling, and would have to

pack up and move at a moments' notice. There's a photo of her in the opening of her tent with



that "thousand yard stare".My father in law often spoke of how unfair it was that he and the

other officers were fed warm food while the enlisted men had to eat far inferior rations in poor

conditions. Now I've seen the other side and knowing the man my father in law was, I

understand why it bothered him so much.This book, as well as its predecessor, With The Old

Breed, says all the things our friends and relatives never tell us. I strongly wish they were

required reading in U.S. History classes in every high school in America.In the epilogue,

Sledgehammer mentions the beginnings of revisionist history, and sadly it has only progressed

to the point that WWII was barely mentioned in my children's education in the public school

system.I am giving both of these books to every one of my family members.”

Phred, “Great diarist of Pacific Island warfare among the first into almost pacified post WWII

China. Having written what, the soldiers on the line believe to be the definitive description of

the man in the mud's eye view of combat, E.B. Sledge has written a unique in the streets view

of being in China in the first months after the end of America’s war with China. It is important to

understand that in the days from VE day 1945 until many months later China continued to be a

battle ground.Directly contending forces were the Chinese Communist and Chinese

Nationalists, but also present, under arms and making peace, less than peaceful were Chinese

warlord’s and a still armed and employed large contingent of the Japanese Army. The role of

the Marine’s was to keep the contenders apart. Peace was to be maintained, at least in the

major cities and key air ports and railroads. American policy was to support the Nationalist, but

to do so without becoming actively engaged. Use of force was to be limited to defending

particular places and only if directly challenged. Marine Private First Class, E. B. Sledge, and

his fellow marines of the” Old Guard” the First Marine Division K Company, 3rd Battalion, 5th

Regiment were deployed almost directly from the killing grounds of Okinawa.”Sledgehamer”

was one of only a few dozen of his unit to survive the war with no visible injuries. He was

suffering what we now call Post Traumatic Shock, but he and they were deemed combat ready

and had no choice but to live out their demons while living in a world both at peace and under

immediate threat.Luckily his unit was assigned to Peking. For the First Marines, this was a

return to the pre-war assignment for the original, prewar China Marines. Sledge will share with

us how is used his time to learn Chinese and make some friendships that allowed him to better

understand another culture and begin the process of self-healing.Sledge a future Doctor of

Biology, professor and family man was, not a typical Marine, or indeed a typical person. He was

a definitive voice for the front-line American warrior. He shared in many of their frustrations

over the apparent favoritism granted to back of the line troops, He avoided drunkenness and

womanizing, and instead sought out the history and people of China. Upon returning home he

was like many who had left America, departing, innocent of the world and returning over

exposed to it, not immediately ready to fit back into America at peace. Being from a semi-rural

southern family, hunting had been part of what his family did. Sledge had had enough of killing,

but discovered an abiding interest in the living creatures of the woods.China Marine is a short

book. The narrative is generally the flat simple language of a non-writer. The book is one of the

few published that has an Americans near daily diary of China during its American occupation.

If you read his great memories of fighting, this insight into the man at peace is worth the read.

If you have any interest in this period of Chinese history, you have only a few books from this

first-hand point of view.”

Floyd Smith, “Great Books on combat in the Pacific!. I have read E.B. Sledge’s first book,”With

the Old Breed” three times, it is the best book on combat ever written and “China Marine” is no



different it is a fallow through of the first book and tells the tale of Sledge’s last assignment in

the USMC and what he went through when he came home. Both of these books I highly

recommend for anyone interested in WWII in the Pacific. Sledge experienced combat at it’s

worst and lived to tell about it,they are both wonderful and moving books.-FS”

Michael Feeney, “Excellent book. If you've read the Old Breed then you will need to read this.

It's a short book on Mr E Sledges experiences whilst occupying Beijing just after WW2, It also

talks about his experiences in trying to adjust to civilian life in the US the effects of Post

Traumatic Syndrome and how it effected his outlook on life and the effect it had on those

around him.Overpriced for the size of the book and perhaps it should be a part of the Old

Breed just as the author originally intended however it is essential reading well written and

honest so I am pleased I paid for it.”

Wayne Hemming, “Good read. Having seen the television series this brings it home”

oxnet, “An apolitical western view of the turbulant times in post-war China.. The book lives up

to its press reviews and gives a ground-level and apolital view of ordinary life of some of

China's city population in the uncertain post-war years, as witnessed by a sympathetic and

caring American serviceman fresh from horrific action in the Pacific Theatre. Highly

recommended.”

Christa, “Good description of soldiers life in postwar Beijing. I liked how Mr. Sledge wrote about

his very personal experiences in Beijing and surroundings, after the horrible battles he survived

in Japan. Since I read myself a lot about this subject Asia, I think it a realistic view of the poor

lifes Chinese people had to suffer at that time”

The book by E. B. Sledge has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 549 people have provided feedback.
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