
Grandpa in North Africa 

This document is a summary of my grandfather's diary from WWII. 

 

In Feb 16,1942 my grandfather, Melvin F. Wettengel, enlisted in the U S. Army Air 
Force at Fort Snelling, Minnesota. His rank in the service was Private and he 
installed a certain kind of Radio into planes that went on bombing missions. After 
training in Minnesota, he was transferred to Radio School in Illinois. 

After his training was complete, he went to Washington and then to Bombay, 
India. In Bombay he spent several months waiting to assemble troops, then 
traveled by boat to the Suez Canal. My Grandpa had some interesting experiences 
in Bombay. In his Diary he wrote that many things done there were done by the 
natives. Things like cooking, moving bags, and cleaning the cafeteria. They would 
also eat many of the scrapings that the troops threw away because this was very 
good food to them. In Bombay a typical day was as follows; Breakfast at 8 a.m., 
dinner at 1p.m., and tea at 4 p.m. While my Grandpa was in Bombay, he went to 
church on Sunday, and communion. He also wrote my Grandma frequently.

 

After a few months in Bombay my grandpa and the troops were picked up by a 
destroyer, and started for the Suez Canal. About a week after leaving Bombay, 
they entered the Red Sea where my grandpa said that many of the troops on 



board got sea sick because of the roughness of the ship ride. About 3 days after 
entering the Red Sea they reached the Suez canal. And after entering the Suez 
canal they transferred to a train to go to Egypt, where they would set up camp. 
The desert in Egypt is very crude and things looked like they are going to be 
rough. 

While in Egypt they waited for planes to arrive so they could make their way into 
North Africa. After a few days in Egypt, the planes arrived and headed toward 
North Africa. It did not take long for the Germans to fall in North Africa, but many 
of their attacks were stalled by rain, and bad weather. Eventually after a few 
months of fighting, the Germans were driven out of Africa. Grandpa and the 
American troops made their way into the Mediterranean Sea where they would 
attack Sicily and Italy. After only a few days of fighting the Germans were driven 
out of Sicily. During this fighting my Grandpa's services were needed at the bases 
working on planes, and installing radios. 

The interesting thing about my grandpa was that he was very anxious to attack 
the Germans. In WWII the Germans were known as 'Jerry' to the allied troops. My 
grandpa frequently wrote about how many of his commanding officers and 
friends who were in combat were killed. My grandpa and the troops weren't once 
driven back while my grandpa was in the war. Getting back to the fighting, the 
American troops had made their way up into Naples, Italy and were beginning to 
make their way east. 

By that time, Rome was in allied hands, and the Germans were beginning to make 
numerous attempts to bomb my grandpa's battalion, but only one plane was 
destroyed, along with a few tents. My grandpa's battalion was beginning to take 
back the Mediterranean Sea area. They made several bombing missions to the 
Island of Corsica, and it was not long before the allies took it back. A few weeks 
after Corsica was recovered, the Allies would invade France. My grandpa was still 
in his usual position, installing radios in air planes. The forces were now heading 
into the Southern coast of France. They set up base, and worked on planes getting 
them ready to bomb. 

The attack on France didn't last long, and before long they were making their way 
into Germany. In France, the people were very happy to see their homeland back 
in allied hands. The girls would run out of their houses and give the troops kisses 
on the cheek. My grandpa said his arm was extremely sore from waving to all the 



people. Finally, after 3 years of fighting the war, the allied troops had defeated 
the Germans., and it was time for my grandpa to be sent home. 

 

written by Andy Dettinger in March of 1998 
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