The Walk

By Reagan J.

June 25, 1941
Finally, FINALLY! I’m free. I have been praying about it for years; I am finally aligning with the effort to defend our country. I have yearned to be free for as long as I can remember. That small town in Tennessee was not getting me anywhere. I wanted—no—I needed to do something more, to be something more; something bigger than myself; to help a greater cause. Now, I have finally done it, I have been stationed as a nurse on the Naval base at Pearl Harbor. Serving my country, and enjoying the beautiful Hawaiian beaches; I wouldn’t have it any other way. I will miss my family though, Mother and Father, my little brother Tommy; Doc, whom I studied medicine for to prepare for this endeavor. But I can do it, to support those back home. I will defend my country. 


With our nation’s recent trails and tribulations, I can only hope to further America with my acts of service, but with this war of the worlds slowly creeping toward us, and our economy already devastated, who knows how many more people will loose everything: their jobs, their home, their families. To keep record of these changes in America, and in my own life, I shall keep record in you journal.
So until later,

Hanley
July 1, 1941

Life here is great. Only two days in and I’ve already made new friends. I’m staying with two of the other nurses: Katie and Martha. 

Katie is from New Orleans, LA. She’s a lot like me; rough around the edges, but soft at heart. She’s two years older than me, twenty-five. She studied to be a nurse in New Orleans before coming to Pearl Harbor. Hopefully she’ll be able to help me get better; I didn’t realize how little knowledge I gained from that month of training with Doc.  



Martha, now she’s a different type of person. She is quite the opposite of Katie and I, she showed up to the apartment in a pink and yellow, frilly dress. It sent shivers running down my spine. However, she turned out to be rather nice. Her high pitched, squeaky voice only gives me a headache every couple of hours. But she is a nice girl, she has her own friends, but we get along while at the apartment. 


We start work tomorrow, it is mostly minor stuff from what we have been told: check-ups, physicals, and occasionally an injury from the boy’s organized boxing matches (they don’t get much action). But I think I am ready.  

Hanley
July 2, 1941
Wow, has this week been busy. The other nurses who have been here for a while are treated with favor. Katie, Martha, and I (along with some other new nurses) have been working overtime. All late night calls come straight to us, all the re-stocking is assigned to us; while the others are out meeting with sailors. Newbies—that’s what they call us, I cannot wait till a new group of girls come in; then the others will finally be off my back. Oops! Got to go, duty calls.
Hanley
July 4, 1941


Oh what a celebration! Today is the day we celebrate the liberty of our great nation. Katie and I are going out tonight, we’re going dancing! One of the men we were bandaging (he got into a fight) invited us to an exclusive party. Katie fancies him, and she wants to attend more than anything, so I am going to tag along and have a good time—hopefully. Ill tell you all about it when I get home. Till then, wish me luck!

Hanley
Later that day

Oh my! Tonight was marvelous! Katie ended up talking to and dancing with George (the man who invited us) all night. I danced with a couple different men. I felt a bit like fresh meat, this was the first time I had been out socially since I arrived. And to these men, to them, a new girl around, is a prize. But this was so different; I had never really been to a real party back home, not like this. There was drinking and partying like no other. I drank some—I am of legal age after all. Katie drank—a lot. I practically had to carry her home. We made a pact to never again let each other drink that much. Well I am going to bed, have to try and recover from tonight so I can work tomorrow. 

Hanley
July 27, 1941

Mrs. Hanley Forester~~ Mrs. Carter Drew Forester ~~ Mrs. Forester ~~ Mr. and Mrs. Carter Forester~~ Mrs. Luneria Forester~~ Mrs. Lieutenant Forester~~ Mrs. Carter Drew
My dear friend, I met my soul mate. Lieutenant Carter Drew Forester. A few weeks ago, we met at a dance, it was marvelous. He asked me out on a date after that night, we went to a movie, then for ice cream. He is the smartest, most interesting person I have never met. His strawberry blonde hair sweeps over his soft green eyes that put me into a trance. His embrace is addicting, his smell—intoxicating. When he opens his mouth to talk, I am taken back, his voice is beautiful; when he sings, it makes my heart soar. Yesterday we were walking along the beach, and he asked me to be his girlfriend. This is the first time I have been in a real relationship with someone, I couldn’t be happier. 
Hanley
September 1, 1941

So, am I incapable of keeping up with a simple journal? I believe I am. So here is an update. Katie and George have FINALLY started dating, after months of “oh we’re just friends” talk. Yesterday was the happiest day of my life, up to this point. As Carter and I were sitting on the beach talking, about nothing special—Crawfish I believe was the topic—he grabbed my hand, turned my face toward him, and kissed me. This seems like nothing special, but this was my first real kiss. And it was only perfect, my heart was racing, my mind was screaming—you’ve got your whole life to do these things. And I do, I hope, with Carter; I hope that we can be together—forever. Carter and I are as close as ever. I can barely stand to go a day without talking to him. I love him. I really do, I was never the girl to fall in love easily. I have always kept my heart guarded, but this is different, he sees the real me. I and this is not just a feeling, but a promise. I love you Carter Drew.
Hanley
September 3, 1941

Carter and I have been growing so close lately. I love him, I truly do. He scares me sometimes though, with all these talks of death. He is in the navy, you know? He is afraid that if America joins the war, he might die. Die. That can not happen. I do not think I could live a single day without him. But when I told him that, he made me promise—if he dies, I must live life to the fullest. If he dies, I must not mope around; I must live—truly live—for he cannot. I made him promise me the same thing, if I die—he must live the life I cannot live. This talk scares me, but I think it is helping us grow together. But I cannot let him die, if it kills me. I will not let him die. 

Hanley
November 2, 1941
An event so breathtaking that I just could not forget to tell you journal, my best friend: I am going to be, Mrs. Carter Drew Forester. Oh—my—lord. Carter has been speaking of marriage for a few weeks now—I thought he was just kidding. But the other day, we were at the dance hall and in the middle of the floor; we were swing dancing, he got down on one knee, and proposed—in front of everyone. Then he had the most stunning, breathtakingly beautiful ring I have ever seen. A silver band, with one tiny diamond in the middle; within the band, there was a barely noticeable pattern pressed into the metal; on the inside it is inscribed with the words, “I will love you till my dying breath”. I am the happiest girl in the world and I have found the most wonderful man in the world to be my husband. December 8, that is the date. We want to get it out of the way, in case of war. I am going dress shopping with Katie (who has agreed to be my maid of honor) soon; the wedding will be simple, only our closest friends. Unfortunately, my family can not be here. It costs too much for them to fly out here. But they will be here in heart. Oh, and we are getting married on the beach—I’ve always wanted a beachside wedding.  Well Katie and I are off to find the perfect dress. Until we meet again, 
Hanley
December 7, 1941

Tomorrow is the big day. I can hardly stand it. Every night since I found it, I have tried on my dress in the mirror. I never thought I’d be one of those girls who obsesses over her wedding; I just want it to be perfect. Tomorrow is the beginning of the rest of my life, my life with Carter. Carter and I are going out for a walk on this lovely morning; our last walk before we are married. I am going to cherish the moment, even though I will be waiting for it to be over, so tomorrow can come faster. I will tell you how it goes when I get back. 
Until then dear friend,

Hanley
Later that day


We were strolling along the road. So perfect—so—quiet it was. Then we saw them; over a hundred bombing planes came flying toward the island. What was going on? After a morning so perfect, it would be our luck that something bad—something horrible—would happen. We ran toward our posts, and then it happened, the blast from one of the bombs had hit the USS Maryland, one of the battleships stationed at Pearl harbor, and a piece of steel from the ship flew toward me, and then something unspeakable happened, it didn’t hit me. Something—someone—took the blow. My Hanley.

Hanley, why did you have to leave? Why? Why did we have to take that walk this morning? You did not even want to, it was me, I forced your hand. If only you had been at your apartment when they attacked, then this would not have happened. Why didn’t you just let me die? This is entirely my fault. 

I ran toward her, blood spurted everywhere, I tried to save her. But it was too late, the steel had pierced her heart. And as she took her dying breath, in my arms—my unworthy arms—she said “I love you”. 


All of her dreams, to get married, and have children—she wanted to save people! I have taken these dreams from her. If only she had never met me. Then at least, she would be alive. Why did I do this? I will never forget her. That bar of steal not only pierced her heart; it shattered mine. But I know—I must live life to the fullest; to honor our promise. Because that’s all I have left, promises. I promised to love her, till my dying breath. And that is what I will do. I love you Luneria Forester, forever. 

Carter Drew Forester
