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by RALPH A. LIBERATO, Pvt., USMC


Many of you know the story of the famous Father Duffy, the chaplain who served in World War I with the “fighting 69th”.  He was always doing things for his men and keeping them happy.  Well, so was the padre in our outfit doing things for us.  He was another Father Duffy, and a true Raider.  He is Father Paul Redmond, Lt., USMC.


The name of Father Redmond is on the lips of every man in the Fourth Marine Raider Battalion.  Every time someone mentioned the Padre’s name to a Raider, or anyone who knew him well, a twinkle would come into their eyes.  Many stories can be told about the Padre, but only in words.  You could never put just what you feel down on paper.


Father Redmond worked from reveille till taps, doing things for the men.  His only thoughts were for them.  If they were happy, then the Padre would seem twice as happy.  


The first time I saw Father Redmond was aboard a ship.  We were heading for an unknown destination, where our new base was to be.  He had a box of cigars and some cigarettes, passing them out to the men and stopping to talk to everyone, sailor and Marine; seeing if he could do something to help the gang.


Many things he has done for us since then were off the record, 
but on the level.  He would leave camp early in the morning with a jeep, and come back just before evening chow, the jeep loaded down, either with cases of toilet articles or cigarettes, sometimes peanuts, and pocket edition story books.  This was repeated every day.  The only thanks he would want was to see the boys happy.


In battle, the Padre was always where he was needed most, a pistol in one hand, and a prayer book in the other.  He buried many men, seeing to it that the last orders were given to each before taps was sounded.


I never found out just how old Father Redmond was, but I do know that he was twice as old as most of the men.  On the long marches over hills and across rivers, our Padre was always there with us.  It was hard on him but he would never say anything or go back and take things easy; instead, he’d keep right on with us.  Padre was a fighter as well as a priest.

On patrol in Viru Harbor the Padre and a few Marine Raiders came upon a wounded Jap lying along the trail.  The Jap was pointing at a canteen slung at one Raider’s side.  The man asked the Padre what should he do.  The Padre answered, “Let him have it.”  Rat-tat-tat! Was the next sound you could hear.


“Pardon my language, Padre, but I hated to kill that son of a ---.”  “Well, pardon my language, but if you hadn’t I would have.”  
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This may seem strange to you hearing a priest talk this way, but out there it’s kill or be killed.  The Padre hardly had any choice.


One day at tent camp in California the Bishop came down to visit the Padre.  On his tour of the camp he noticed the Padre trying to get two knives in the side of his .38 pistol holster.  The Bishop was rather astonished. “But Padre, you should go into action armed with the spirit of God!”  The Padre replied:  “That may be all right here, but where I’m going the Japs wouldn’t understand that.”  Now you can understand why the Padre was a fighter as well as a priest.


A few officers in the battalion said that Father Redmond would be a good company commander.  They were right about that.  Any job the Padre could get, he would do his best to fill it.


Back in the States at Tent Camp No. 3, at Pendleton, California, the Padre would take part in the practice/our maneuvers.  He would walk up to an outpost of unsuspecting Raiders who thought the Padre was coming for a visit, and shoot them with blanks, putting them “out of the battle”.  The boys learned to be on their toes, chaplain or no chaplain.

Once on maneuvers the Padre was lying down next to the men when he heard one of them start griping about things in general.  Another man popped up with an expression used a lot by the men:  “Tell it to the chaplain”.  “Don’t come to me”, Father Redmond answered at once.  “I’ve got enough troubles of my own.”  That was like Father, always ready
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with some crack to give the boys a good laugh.


On our way overseas, the ship we were on had a piano.  Already ideas began forming in the Padre’s mind.  When we landed the captain of the ship was looking around for his piano.  He soon found it in the possession of Father Redmond and his thousand Raiders.  It was kind of hard parting with the piano after getting it ashore, but the Colonel said it would have to go back, so I ask you, what could we do.  The captain of the ship said in a joking way he would never carry any more Raiders.


Father Redmond could have talked the captain out of the piano, only it was easier this way.  He could talk the shirt off your back if he wanted to.  When the men were in action the Padre came back to the island to get odds and ends for the boys.  He started with the Sea Bees.  When he got done talking, the Sea Bees handed over a few hundred cases of beer for the Fourth Raiders.  He also got transportation aboard an A.P.C. (Auxiliary Patrol Craft) for the beer to go up north.  The Father figured things this way:  the beer was extra, and it would help the men out a lot, so why not talk the Sea Bees out of it.  Poor old Sea Bees must have had tears in their eyes when the Padre got through with them.


This particular Sea Bee outfit were like brothers to the Raiders, always doing things for us.  Any time we needed our knives sharpened or any work done with machinery, they would do it for us.  After the 
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build up the Padre gave us, they would do anything to help us, even bring their band down to our camp and play for us.  As long as the Padre asked for things, they were given us without any trouble.  Yes, another Father Duffy, but a greater man was Paul Redmond to us.  It would be hard to find another chaplain to take his place.  The Padre is the best.  I know everyone in the First Marine Raider Regiment feels the same as I do.

Coming home one night Father had a few visitors along with him, two chaplains from different outfits on the island.  One of them kept laughing to himself, and telling me what a Raider Father Redmond was.  He had spent all day shopping with our Padre and watched him at work.  You could never forget the funny things the Father did.  Father Redmond and his thousand Raiders was the name given to the Fourth Marine Raiders and their chaplain.


A corporal by the name of Frank Morrow from Q Company caught an infection in the nail of his left thumb from boxing.  That made things look bad for Frankie.  It meant he wouldn’t go on the raid with the battalion he had trained so hard with from the beginning.  Corporal Morrow was broken hearted till the Padre had a talk with the Colonel, and fixed it up so Frankie could go on the raid by being his assistant.  They were of different religions but they loved each other like father and son.  I visited Father Redmond’s tent often, to see my buddy Corporal Morrow, and to find out how our Padre made out on his 
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daylight raids.  You could have a good time with the Father.  He would always have you laughing no matter how blue you were.  You wouldn’t need a morale officer if every outfit had a chaplain like Paul Redmond.  Every outfit should have a chaplain like the Padre, but there is only one, and we have him.


When the boys were being evacuated from the front lines to the hospitals, the man they talked about most of the time was the Padre.  A living hell was turned into a heaven when Father Redmond was there.  Any man who went up north without religion, came back with religion.  Every time the Padre would see you he’d ask if you had been to church.  One day Father grabbed a certain corporal by the neck of his collar and led him to church.


Now it is Christmas time, with no snow around to give you the spirit of Christmas, but with the Padre around, he’ll have everyone’s imagination working, making you feel like you are home eating Christmas dinner with the family.


Or it could be a cold day in December, but just let Father Redmond talk to you, and when you leave you’ll think it a very hot day in August.  You can’t tell me miracles are not worked these days.  A miracle is worked every time the Padre starts out to do things.


Wherever the name of Father Redmond is spoken, it is with great respect.  One of the many good things our Lord has given us, was Father Redmond, the kindest, and finest man to be found. 

6
