VET BUILT BETTER WORLD
By Brad Hoopes for the Reporter-Herald
The family farm in Kansas was the center of David Allen’s universe for the first 21 years of his life.  Most people during this time seldom traveled more than 50 miles from their home.  A trip into Wichita was a big to do.  But over the next 3 years, he would find himself in the Mojave Desert, the paradise setting of Hawaii, the jungles of New Guinea and the Philippines and finally on the peninsula of Korea.  
Being on the farm, David could have easily gotten an agriculture deferment when he received his draft notice, but declined to do so and went off to boot camp.  After training, he formed up with the 6th Engineers Battalion.  The battalion boarded trains and headed to the Mojave Desert for maneuvers.  With this training location, everyone was certain they were heading for Africa.  This assumption was soon proven wrong as they moved up to San Francisco and boarded ships heading west out past the Golden Gate Bridge.
Their first stop was Hawaii.  Here they took training in jungle warfare and worked on a number of construction projects.  They once again loaded ships and continued west, landing in New Guinea.  The heat and humidity was crushing.  “When we arrived, it was 120 degrees and raining”, David recalls.  He would spend the next 11 months there as the 6th did their part to drive the Japanese out of New Guinea.
The responsibility of the combat engineers was to build the infrastructure to get the main force of troops and tanks up to the battle.  They were just right behind the spearhead troops on the frontline, often times building roads and bridges in the midst of the fighting.  A couple of times they actually found themselves ahead of our forces and behind enemy lines.
The 6th followed the war as it began the movement north to Japan.  They next took part in the Invasion of Luzon in the Philippines.  General MacArthur had fulfilled his promise of “I shall return”.  David actually saw the general up close.  While working on a road once, a jeep stopped right in front of him.  In the jeep was MacArthur, corncob pipe and all.  Another memory was going to help the prisoners, many from the Bataan Death March, in a recently liberated prisoner of war camp.  “We loaded up all the food, cigarettes and candy we could for them.  But no sooner did we hand it out, they gave it all away to the locals in gratitude for their help during those terrible years.  These guys were nothing but skin and bones.”

David was training for the planned invasion of the Japanese homeland when news of the Japanese surrender broke.  It was a huge relief.  He had personally seen and thus knew the Japanese fought to the bitter end and seldom surrendered and was certain he would have never survived if the invasion had gone ahead.  With the war over, he was transferred to Korea as part of the occupation forces there.  He was only there a month when he finally had enough points to come home.    
David brought a lot back home with him from his war experiences, both good and bad.  He had a malaria attack on his wedding day and would spend the next couple weeks afterwards in the hospital.  He took the “can do” attitude of the combat engineers and used it successfully throughout his life.  He also developed his strong religious faith, which is very important to him, while sitting in a foxhole in New Guinea during an artillery barrage.   
