OBSTALES DIDN’T SLOW FARM BOY
By Brad Hoopes for the Reporter-Herald

One of the many things Clarence “Mac” Matheny wondered about when he went off to war was how he would handle fear if he got into situations that provoked it. 

The thought that had occupied his mind before that was whether he would even get into the service.  Prior to the war starting, but with war clouds on the horizon, Mac tried to enlist.  He badly wanted to fly and tried to get into the Marines, Navy and the Army Air Corps.  All turned him down because he was colorblind.  He then went to trade school and went to work in the aircraft industry.
His draft notice eventually came after the war started, and after a couple of deferments because he was in a war –related industry, he declined another deferment and went off to the army.  After boot camp, he was sent to school to learn how to maintain and repair electronic equipment.  “No one would take me when I tried to enlist because I was colorblind.  I get drafted and they put in a situation where I deal with multi-colored wires!” Mac says with a chuckle. “That’s the army for you.  Send you off to baker’s school to become a truck driver.”
After electronics’ school, Mac started out on what would be an eye-opening adventure for this Missouri farm boy.  He loaded onto a ship on the west coast that first made a stop in Australia.  It continued on and landed in Bombay, India.  He then boarded a train for a trip across India.  From here, he served at a number of radar installations in India and Burma as part of the 559th Signal Aircraft Warning Battalion, which was attached to the 10th Air Force.  
What he saw and experienced was beyond belief to him:  the incredible poverty in India, the headhunter tribes with their trophies on poles in Burma, and just the foreign conditions of living in the jungle.  It would be in the jungles of Burma where Mac faced fear.  

One night while out on patrol, he got separated from his unit.  It was pitch black, but somehow he made it back to where they were bivouacked.  Sitting there alone, he began to hear rustling in the 8’high buffalo grass around him.  All night long he sat there listening to the sounds while gripping his carbine and knife, expecting to be attacked by the Japanese at any moment.  “My heart was pounding so hard, it felt like it was going to pop out of my ears.” Mac remembers.  His unit finally returned and he was safe.  An inspection in the grass at daylight showed it was a pack of jackals.

When the war finally ended, his unit left Burma and waited in India for a ship home.  They went up through the Suez Canal and the Mediterranean Sea and then across the Atlantic to New York….he had gone completely around the world.  Talking about seeing the Statue of Liberty still brings tears to Mac’s eyes.  “You looked at her and you realized you had been away fighting to protect her.”, Mac said.

Mac returned to the Midwest and worked for a number of years in the oil fields.  He then became an iron worker which eventually led him to open his own business installing large doors on such structures as aircraft hangers.  He and his wife Lola have been married for 60+ years and they have 3 children and 5 grandchildren.
His war experiences answered his question on how he would handle fear.   “Ever since that night in the jungle, I have never been afraid of anything.” Mac says. 
