
My Grandpa, Wilfred Brantner's 

Korean War Experiences 

My Grandpa, Wilfred Brantner, has many amazing war stories to tell.  Some of his 

stories are very funny and some are so shocking that no 

one could ever dream of such a story.  I hope you enjoy his 

stories as much as I did, told in his own words... 

The Korean War started in 1950. It was started when the 

North Koreans invaded South Korea. I was drafted into the 

army for training. I went through training for the infantry 

and message center clerk. Infantry training was like hell. I 

trained day and night. I also went through map training so 

I could read the maps of Korea during the war. I trained in 

Georgia for the length of my training. 



When I came home after basic training I married my 

fiancée Arletta Bauer. We got married at Holy Rosary 

Lima Church on December 9th, 1952. A couple of 

months later I was shipped over to Korea in February 

1953. 

I was sent to San Francisco and was shipped over to 

Korea. I was sent over on a big ship. These ships were 

huge but once we were out on the ocean it seemed so 

small. There were   fourteen thousand soldiers on the 

ship I was on. There were two poles with hammocks 

stacked about five or six high. At times the hammock 

above me was just a few inches from my face but it was 

all I had. It took fourteen days to go from the states 

over to Korea and there wasn’t much to do on the ship. 

I just rested on the upper deck as much as I could. 

When we finally got to Korea I had to go through some more training. 

 Training in Korea was in a gym and we had to do 

different activities there. There were ropes that we 

had to climb to the top of and ring a bell. The other 

guys and I were told to go half way up at first. I went 

all the way up and rang the bell the first time and 

never knew I was supposed to go halfway up.  A little 

while after that, the trainers were trying to get a 

heavyset man to climb up and they couldn't, so they 

asked me to try to help him up. I hooked the guy and 



myself to the line I told him to rap the line around his leg. I told him to let go and 

he did and he saw that I could hold him up. I told him to go up slowly and don’t 

look down. He went up slowly and made it all the way to the top.  Then he had to 

get down. I told him to slide down slowly and don’t look down and that I have 

him. He made it all the way down and the trainers were amazed. A few days later 

the trainers asked me if I wanted to stay behind and be a trainer. I refused 

because I just couldn’t leave all of my friends. It would have been so hard to see 

them go off and fight without me. Now it was time to go off to the war. 

  I was sent to the never die theater outfit. That 

was the headquarters. It took care of Ablebaker 

and Charlie. The 105th Hulitzer laid wires to the 

infantry. We used telephone to communicate 

mostly. We didn’t like to use radios because the 

transmission could easily be intercepted. The 

camp I was in was a 

mile behind the front line. 

        Camps were always next to hills. We had tents 

that had twelve men in each. Night duty was the 

worst part of the war. Any little rustling could be an 

enemy or an animal. There were snakes there 

poisonous but they wouldn’t bother me if didn’t 

bother them.  At night though, I couldn’t see them at 

all and I could step on one. For the most part I had 

heavy boots and baggy pants on so the snakes 

couldn’t get to me very easy. This wasn’t the only thing to worry about at night. 



One night I was on night duty with some other guys. We were told to go out on 

patrol and we were pretty close to a base called Triple Nickel. There were a lot of 

guns going off at the base so we decided to return to our base and we learned 

that Triple Nickel was taken over by the North Koreans.  Triple Nickel was later 

taken back by our guys after every man at the base was killed. This was one of 

many close calls I had during the war. 

            One time I was riding in a jeep. While we 

were traveling along the rode I heard a whistling 

noise. I told the driver to gun it and he got going 

really fast. A few seconds after, an artillery shell 

hit just a few feet behind the jeep and dirt flew 

all over the jeep. The guys wanted to go back 

and look at the hole but I told them that 

another shell could hit anytime. The next day 

we all went back to the place of the attack and there was a 5-foot deep whole in 

the ground. It was huge and we were lucky we got out of there in time. That was 

probably the closest close call I had but one time I ran out of close calls. 

            Our outfit had just got a new kid. He was very young. We had to lay a line 

through a minefield. All we had to do was follow the leader and I told everyone 

not to wander out of line. It was going pretty good until the new guy stepped out 



of the line right onto a mine. He got blown up 

pretty bad and some 

other guys got hit 

and I got a piece of 

shrapnel right in my 

knee. It moved my 

kneecap up an inch 

or more. I got up and 

helped the kid and we were taken out on a 

chopper. The hospital had a doctor and dentist in 

the same tent. The doctor took the things 

used to pull teeth out and reached in and 

pulled the piece of metal out of me. It ripped open because the skin closes up a 

little when the metal goes in. He wrapped my knee up and sent me out. He said I 

was ready to go back to work. The guy’s back at base told me to rest for a couple 

of days and wouldn’t let me work. I should have gotten a Purple Heart but the 

doctor screwed up. This was the only time I got hit. After that I made sure the 

new kid was shipped out of our camp. 

  

 I didn’t get many different kinds of guns but I got to shoot some. I got to shoot a 

grease gun; it was like a .45 pistol. It had a clip of thirty shells. Once I moved up to 

corporal I got a .45 pistol. The highest rank I got was sergeant. I never wanted to 

pick up any weapons or ammunition found in the field because it could be booby-

trapped. I never got any souvenirs because I could never pick anything up because 



of the fear of any items rigged to a grenade or something. If we ever found 

anything we had to call it into a crew so they could blow it up. 

                 My job in the war was to lay communications wire and repair it. 

Whenever a line was broke I had to follow the line and find the break. Once the 

break was found I would have to determine if it was 

disconnected because of an explosion or if someone 

deliberately cut the line. If it was a clean slice then 

someone probably cut it. If someone did cut it then I 

would have to sit silently and listen for a moment. If I 

heard any thing I would have to get out of there and 

report it to infantry so they could take care of it.  

 I helped out a lot around camp too. 

One time a show was coming to camp 

and the engineers were going to build 

a stage but it had to have a pole in the 

middle. I told them to build a truss 

rafter and he wouldn’t have to put a 

pole in the middle. He had no idea how 

to do it so I told him I would build it. I 

got most of it built and I needed help 

to lift the back up so I asked if I could 

get some help. He said he would have 

the guys help after lunch. They got there and pulled it up with a rope. Once I got it 

nailed down I asked if any one would shimmy up and untie the rope and shimmy 

back down. Everyone said that it wouldn’t hold so I had to do it. I crawled up and 



untied the rope and the started climbing down and 

I bounced up and down and everyone thought I 

was crazy. They were amazed that it held me. The 

stage held up and a couple of days later the 

engineers came up to me and said they had to 

build three more. They asked if I wanted to come and help them build the stages. 

I told them I wouldn’t leave but said I would show them what to do. I showed the 

engineers how to build the stages and they were glad that I showed them. Even 

though war seems like all work, it had its funny moments. 

 

 One time we were laying lines and a guy 

parked his jeep. He got out and was 

relieving himself when the jeep started 

rolling down the hill. He started running 

after the jeep even though he wasn’t 

done relieving himself.  

Another time was when some guys and I 

were riding in a ¾ ton truck hauling 

telephones. Going down a big hill the brakes went out. The driver drove right into 

a river and everyone had to walk back. One other time was probably the most 

funny.  

The toilets we used went into a ditch type thing. We couldn’t use them after ten 

at night because a Korean guy would be cleaning them. Well, one night a guy had 



diarrhea and he had to go to the bathroom. He went and the guy was below him 

cleaning and he got it all over him. That was the hardest we had ever laughed. 

            We had many funny moments in the war; another up side to the war was 

the weather. The weather wasn’t too bad. In 

the fall it got rainy and in the winter it got 

cold but without much snow. 

    There were many moments in the war 

funny or serious and many emotional times 

during the war. I finally got out of the war 

June 1st, 1954. When we got to the states I 

had to stay in a hotel at first. The next day I 

got to go home and I walked in the door and I 

walked around and when I saw my wife she was in shock. It felt good to be home. 

The war ended in early 1954. 

 

Pictures of my Grandpa Brantner's War Experience  

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

Christmas Time In Korea  

 
 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 



 
  
  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

 


