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[ am one of very few Americans today who can honestly say they actually physically
met one of those killed aboard the USS Arizona, Dec. 7, 1941. My last meeting with
Uncle Frank Bernard was at the end of June, 1941, five months before he died. I was

one year old. I have the photo to prove it!

The constellation of each and every victim that fateful Sunday, carry their own
stories, in various ways.

Here's some fragments of mine.

Frank served on the Arizona for six years. He was a shipfitter. Getting in the Navy
was an accomplishment during the Depression. He seemed headed for a career in
the Navy, but then there's that letter he typed aboard the Arizona on "Nov 7 1941"
(a Friday) where he asks his brothers advice: I think I will get hitch to that little girl

up in Washington she is a honey...what do you think of that...?

[ don't know when that letter arrived back in ND.

There's that family picture | have, taken in late June, 1941, at Long Beach, of the
entire family - there were 7 at the time. On the back, Grandma later wrote "the first
time we had our family together for seven yvears and also the last." It says itall.

" (The reunion was a surprise. No one expected the Arizona to dock just down the

coast at San Pedro.)

Forty years later, in 1981, Dad wrote a long and comprehensive history of his life
and gave it to me. Ten years later, | was preparing a book of memories to give him
on the 50th anniversary of Pearl Harbor, and found in that history which he had
written, not a single word about Pearl Harbor. This is how repressed memory works
(or doesn't work).

On the other hand, my parents next male child, born in Nov. 1945, was named Frank
Peter, for Dad's brother.

[ asked Dad about Dec. 7.

They had a battery operated radio but Dad recalled that on December 7 they were
not listening to the radio. The first word of the bombing at Pearl Harbor was
received when [a colleague teacher]| returned ..late in the afternoon.”
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During the week following the attack it was first announced that John Grabinski, a
sailor from Grafton and Frank's friend, had been killed. It was only later in the week
that it was learned that John Grabinski was safe, but that Frank Bernard had been
killed aboard the Arizona. (Mr. Grabinski lived into his mid-80s, much of his later
years in Arizona.)

Of course, the early chaos brought no news of who had died. A high school student
in Dad's class recalled years later that "] don't remember us ever talking about

[Dad's brother] losing his life from the Japanese attack.”

The family did not get together, and to my knowledge there was no memorial
service, or funeral. My grandparents, of Grafton ND, were in Long Beach; their
daughter was in Los Angeles, and my parents were in rural North Dakota. There
was nothing much that could be done.

Many years later, a relative of mine found a very long article in the Grand Forks
Herald of February 17, 1942, and sent it to me. It was about a North Dakota picnic
in Los Angeles. Reference was made to a talk by the Polish Consul in Los Angeles, in
which he remembered "<strong>a young man of Polish descent at Pearl Harbor, the
young man being a native of the Grafton area.</strong>"

The article continued: "When he had finished reading a man and his wife arose in
the audience, the man asking if he might interrupt for just a moment...the man said
the report of that boy's death later was found to be in error, but that the man
actually killed at Pear]l Harbor was the pal of the boy mentioned in the first report..
"The boy killed,” said the man, "was our son!" The couple standing were Mr. and
Mrs. Henry Bernard, long time residents of Grafton. The entire audience arose and
stood in silence for a moment in honor of the dead hero and the parents who made
the sacrifice."

There are no winners in war. Let us not forget.
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Note: This is being written on December 7, 1991, at 9:15 a.m. Pearl
Harbor time, and 1:15 pem. Apple Valley MN time, I have just witnessed
the comemorative ceremonies at the USS Arizona Memorial, the ship on
wiich Dad's brother and my uncle, Frank Peter is buried. The ship was
desh;royed by a bomb shortly after 8 a.m, Honolulu time on December 7,
1941,

Dad's memories of 1540-42, which precede and follow these comments, do
not menticm the events of Pearl Harbor and his brothers death. During
Jure, 1991, at Rutland ND, Dad and I discussed the events of those days
in December, 191, At the time of the bombing he was teaching at Hutland,
Consolidated and we were livirg with Miss Robbins and Mrs. lawson and her
daughter Crystal at the teacherage on the school grounds,

December 7 was a Surday in 1941. The first news about the attack on Pesrl
Harbor would have reached Nerth Dakota not long after noom.

The folks had a battery operated radio but Dad recalled that on December
7 they were not 1is tening to the radioc. The first word of the bombing at
Pearl Herbor was received when Miss Robbins returned to the teacherage
late in the afternoons At this point there was no word about Frank's
status.

Dad's parents, and his sister Josie, were in California - Grandms and
Grandpa living at Long Beach, and Josie in Los Angeles, at the time of
the bombing of Pearl Harbor.

During the week following the attack it was first announced that Johm
Grabinski, a sailar from Grzfton and Frank's friend, bad been killed,
It was only later in the week that it was learned that John Grabinski
was safe, but that Frank Bernard had been killed aboard the Arizona,

There was no funeral for Frank; and the family did hot get together.
There was mothing anyone could do, There apparently was little talking
abmt the tragedy experienced by Henry. His student at the time, Orville
Nelson, seemed surprised when I wrote him in November, 1991, concerning
Dad’s loss at Pearl Harbor. Ina letter dated December 2, 1991, Orville
said "Ouess we were always tzlking about something else, anyhow I don't
remember us ever talking about [Dad's brothef) losing his life from the
Japanese attack,”

Dick Bermard

December 7, 1991

************************************



A grieving father, Henry Bernard, speaks out at a California picnic

this item was submitted to the American Legion Magazine in 1991. The newspaper
article was found by Loria (Collette) Kelly of East Grand Forks MN

At lett is the original of the article in the Grand Forks Herald.
It is very hard to read. The entire article is very long, and has
the headline “3,500 Attend State Picnic in California”. This
picnic was somewhere in Los Angeles, and probably about
February 12. The following reference is about half way into
the article, and is the only personal reference in the article
(other than speeches and names of people in attendance).

From Grand Forks Herald
February 17, 1942

“A touching incident occurred during the program. In
complimenting Americans of Polish for their patriotism, [Lech
T.] Niemo [counsel for the Republic of Poland in Los Angeles
andaLos Angeles lawyer who grew up in Minnesota] read a
press report telling of the death of a young man of Polish
descent at Pearl Harbor, the young man being a native of the
Grafton area. When he had finished reading a man and his
wife arose in the audience, the man asking if he might interrupt
for just 2 moment. Niemo graciously complied, and the man
said the report of that boy’s death Iater was found to be in error,
but that the man actually killed at Pear]l Harbor was the pal of
the boy mentioned in the first press report. “The boy killed,”
said the man, “was our son!” The couple standing were Mr.
and Mrs. Henry Bemard, long time residents of Grafton. The
entire audience arose and stood in silence for 2 moment in
homor of the dead hero and the parents who made the
sacrifice.”

I can see Grandpa doing this, and it is emotional to
even type this now.

Uncle Frank’s pal was John Grabenske of Warsaw,
and he indeed was initially reported killed in action at Pearl.
Dad used to keep in touch with him in retirement in Arizona,
but the last contact from Arizona to Dad from John’s wife was
that his health was failing. He probably is no longer alive.
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WBoy® is Henry Bernard Jr. When he was born in 1507, the doctor announced frcx
the birthroem, ®it's a boy", and the nickname stucks Henry's brother Pete (Frank

Peter) wrote this lstier aboard the U.S.S. Arizopa. It was the last letter
received by Henry from his brother.
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WiVl remembered in letters

By Dick Bernard

“Hurrah, the old war is
over!”

with these exultant words
in August 1945, Grandma Rosa
Busch, writing at the farm near
Berlin, N.D., began her letter to
her son, and my uncle, Navy Lt.
George W. Busch.

As she wrote her “Hurrah,”
the deck officer of the USS
Woodworth, George Busch's
home for the preceding three
years, recorded that the ship
was “underway with Task Unit

8.3.9 consisting of 4 heavy
units and 6 escorts.”

Eater, the deck log for Sept.
11, 1945, reported that the ship
had anchored a few hours ear-
lier in Tokyo Bay. Indeed, “the
old war [was]| over.”

The USSWoodworth docked
in Portland, Ore., on Oct. 20,
1945, and Uncle George began
his return to civilian life.

One Navy man who didn't re-
turn was my Uncle Frank Bernard,
brother-in-law of Rosas daughter,
Esther. Frank went down with the
USS Arizona Dec. 7, 1941, one of
the first of hundreds of thousands
of U.S. casualties in World War I
and one of perhaps 50 million to-
tal casualties.

Uncle George and Aunt Jean,
his wife, wrote hundreds of let-
ters to each other from 1941 to
1945, and they saved every one.

On Aug. 6, 1945, the first
atomic bomb exploded over
Hiroshima, Japan. Three days
later, though thousands of miles
apart, the two wrote almostiden-
tical words.

Aunt Jean, from near Grand
Forks, N.D.: “The news that ex-
cited everyone is Russia’s dec-
laration of war on Japan. Surely
Japan will crumble now under the
combined pressure, new atomic
bomb and repeated attacks.”

Uncle George, from some-
where in the Pacific: “Good
news! Good news! Comrade Joe
came through with a declaration
of war against Japan. That should
step up V] day considerably. This
plus the new bomb might even
convince the Japs that the strug-
gle is futile. Surely they can't be
ignorant enough to believe that
they can whip the world.” |

With Jean's Aug. 9 letter
came an unidentified news-
paper clipping, probably from
the previous day’s Grand Forks
Herald. “1st Test Made in Des-
ert” read the headline, and the
story told of the July 1945 test
of a new extremely powerful
bomb “in New Mexico's des-
ert” near Alamogordo.

The U.S. War Department,
quoted in the article, said: "A
revolutionaryweapon designed
to change war as we know it, or
which may even be the instru-
mentality to end all wars was
set off with an impact which
signalized man’s entrance into
a new physical world.”

In none of the many let-
ters from George's family or
from George himself is there
evidence that anyone really’
knew the incredible destructive
power, or even the human con-
sequences for innocent “Japs,”
of the bomb they were cheer-
ing. Neither could they know
how history would assess the
War Department’s optimistic
prediction that the atom bomb
would bring freedom from fu-
ture war.

In all of their letters was
evidence of the polarities of
war: To them, the war was
very personal, in the person
of their brother, their son, their
nephew, their neighbor; those
on the other side were simply
“the Japs.”

In her Aug. 26 letter, right af-

.

An atomic bomb exploding over Japan in 1945: At the time

experts predicted that the weapon would change war as we

know it.

ter she wrote “Hurrah, the old
war is over,” Grandma Rosa,
as saintly a person as I'll likely
ever know; told her son then
steaming toward Japan, “I went
rite to my statue and lita candle
and prayed.”

History doesn’t record the
subject of her prayer.

Neither does history record
what happened at the grotio
in the farmyard of the ancestral
home in Germany — a grotto
built by our German relatives in
gratitude that four sons returned
safely from the war that had all
but destroyed their country.

Those four sons, I'm toid,
never talked about what they
did in the war. They give silent

witness to Reichmarshall Her-
mann Goering’s oft-quoted
statement, as he talked with
psychiatrist Gustave Gilbert
in his cell at Nuremberg in
1946:

“Why, of course, the peo-
ple don't want war," Goering
shrugged. “Why would some
poor slob on a farm want tc
risk his life in a war when the
best that he can get out of it is
to come back to his farm in one
piece. It is the leaders of the
country who determine the pol-
icyand itis always a simple mat-
ter to drag the people along.”

When will we ever learn?

Dick Bernard lives in Wogdbury.
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