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"Suprise Attack Successful!" 

Commander Mitsuo Fuchida led the first wave of the air attack and published his recollections in 1951. These were later published in English in 1955. We join his story as he approaches the Hawaiian coast: 

"One hour and forty minutes after leaving the carriers I knew that we should be nearing our goal. Small openings in the thick cloud cover afforded occasional glimpses of the ocean, as I strained my eyes for the first sight of land. Suddenly a long white line of breaking surf appeared directly beneath my plane. It was the northern shore of Oahu... 

It was 0749 when I ordered my radioman to send the command, 'Attack!' He immediately began tapping out the pre-arranged code signal: 'TO, TO, TO...' 

…The effectiveness of our attack was now certain, and a message, 'Surprise attack successful!' was accordingly sent to Akagi [Flagship of the Japanese attack fleet] at 0753. The message was received by the carrier and duly relayed to the homeland… 

The attack was opened with the first bomb falling on Wheeler Field, followed shortly by dive-bombing attacks upon Hickam Field and the bases at Ford Island. Fearful that smoke from these attacks might obscure his targets, Lieutenant Commander Murata cut short his group's approach toward the battleships anchored east of Ford Island and released torpedoes. A series of white waterspouts soon rose in the harbor… 

As we closed in, enemy antiaircraft fire began to concentrate on us. Dark gray puffs burst all around. Most of them came from ships' batteries, but land batteries were also active. Suddenly my plane bounced as if struck by a club. When I looked back to see what had happened, the radioman said: 'The fuselage is holed and the rudder wire damaged.' We were fortunate that the plane was still under control, for it was imperative to fly a steady course as we approached the target. Now it was nearly time for 'Ready to release,' and I concentrated my attention on the lead plane to note the instant his bomb was dropped. Suddenly a cloud came between the bombsight and the target, and just as I was thinking that we had already overshot, the lead plane banked slightly and turned right toward Honolulu. We had missed the release point because of the cloud and would have to try again. 

While my group circled for another attempt, others made their runs, some trying as many as three before succeeding. We were about to begin our second bombing run when there was a colossal explosion in battleship row. A huge column of dark red smoke rose to 1000 meters. It must have been the explosion of a ship's powder magazine. [This was the Battleship Arizona] The shock wave was felt even in my plane, several miles away from the harbor. 
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 We began our run and met with fierce antiaircraft concentrations. This time the lead bomber was successful, and the other planes of the group followed suit promptly upon seeing the leader's bombs fall. I immediately lay flat on the cockpit floor and slid open a peephole cover in order to observe the fall of the bombs. I watched four bombs plummet toward the earth. The target - two battleships moored side by side - lay ahead. The bombs became smaller and smaller and finally disappeared. I held my breath until two tiny puffs of smoke flashed suddenly on the ship to the left, and I shouted, 'Two hits!' 

When an armor-piercing bomb with a time fuse hits the target, the result is almost unnoticeable from a great altitude. On the other hand, those which miss are quite obvious because they leave concentric waves to ripple out from the point of contact, and I saw two of these below. I presumed that it was battleship Maryland we had hit.' 

As the bombers completed their runs they headed north to return to the carriers. Pearl Harbor and the air bases had been pretty well wrecked by the fierce strafings and bombings. The imposing naval array of an hour before was gone. Antiaircraft fire had become greatly intensified, but in my continued observations I saw no enemy fighter planes. Our command of the air was unchallenged." 
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An Army nurse remembers Pearl Harbor 
By Michael G. Williams
On December 7, 1941, shortly before 7 a.m., while most personnel slept off the effects of the previous night’s libations, Army nurse Myrtle Watson reported for duty at Schofield Barracks hospital at Pearl Harbor Naval Base.
“At around five minutes to eight, we began wheeling the patients out onto the orthopedic ward’s balcony to watch the inter-regimental football game in the quadrangle below.” As they were doing this, Watson, several corpsman, and their patients noticed a rumbling sound growing progressively louder. Within seconds, the first in a long line of planes snaked through a break in the Waianae Mountains called Kolekole Pass, flying so low that all of those on the balcony could see the pilots’ goggles and white scarves.

“At first, we thought that they were Air Force planes flying maneuvers,” Watson says. “We stood there waving as they passed, and several of them waved back at us.”

But what they initially believed to be American aircraft were actually…the first wave of Japan’s surprise attack on Pearl Harbor. The pilots and their rear gunners, who only seconds before exchanged friendly waves with Watson, suddenly opened fire on buildings and anything that moved around them.

Looking out over the grounds, she watched as a burst of 7.7 millimeter bullets kicked up dirt and concrete at the heels of a small dog frantically running for cover. From inside the ward, came a voice shouting, “The plaster’s coming off the wall!” Another voice shouted, “It’s falling from the ceiling too!”
Hearing this, Watson began cutting arms and legs out of traction and, with the help of anyone who could walk, rolled the patients onto mattresses beside their beds. She went back to the doorway and saw the planes still coming through the pass, one after another. Crouched at her feet, a tech-sergeant from Wheeler Army Airfield gazed skyward, then turned to her with a look of total astonishment: “We must be at war!”

“Pretty soon a runner came with orders to send every man who could walk and carry a riffle back to his company,” remembers Watson. “The guys all heard him, got their uniforms, and left. The ones on crutches stayed behind to help me.”

Before long, casualties started pouring into the hospital. Watson gathered her limping helpers and told them to scout the area for anything they could find in the way of sterile supplies.

People ran in all directions doing whatever they could to help; the ward filled with the cries of the wounded, many of them coming in dirty and bloodied. Watson knew their names only from their dog tags, but she can still see their faces as clearly as she did in those chaotic moments.

“One sergeant was such a nice-looking man, and he was hurt so badly,” she says. “I asked him, ‘Paul, what can I do for you?’ and he gently motioned across the room and said, ‘My buddy needs you.’”

As she adjusted his pillow, he glanced at her hand and whispered, “Whoever heard of a lieutenant wearing nail polish in the middle of a war?” Minutes later, he was dead.

Paul was one of many soldiers that came under Watson’s care that day. When the attack was over, it had claimed 2,402 American lives and wounded 1,282 more.

The photos and news reels showing the twisted metal that was once the nation’s Pacific fleet testify to the crippling blow dealt that morning. Today, Watson looks back amidst all of this destruction and sees the bravery and heroics that pulled the nation through the war that this attack started.

“I watched from the balcony as men ran out of their barracks to fight, knowing full well that by the end of the day, every one of them would be a hero. A lot of people think that I’m foolish to relive all of this, but I do it so that the men who can’t speak for themselves will not be forgotten.”
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