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And, any how we get over behind this tree, huge banyan tree. They were 6-feet across; there was ample room for both of us to hide behind this tree. And I look straight down and here was a fox hole dug in the roots of the tree and there was one guy in there. He may have been dead already but I made certain of that, and I did take careful aim and fired a round into the receiver group on his rifle. And I found it several weeks later and the M-1 cartridge had gone though the heavy part of the receiver where the bolt goes in and out. Anyhow I, I drew a burst of machine gun fire and I saw the muzzle blast but he missed my nose somehow, (touches his nose with his finger) it sticks out further then the rest of my face. And uh I pulled back and I kept thinking about how, how am I gonna keep him down while I take an aimed shot. And some of the guys down below we were in voice communication, and uh well, “Can we throw a grenade?” “Yeah!” 

They throw the grenade up, they trail smoke, I could see where it lit and I knew when they were long or short or your right or left. We finally got one on top of his, because he had a lid (hand motions) on the top of his fox hole and it went off.


