A WOMAN’S ANGUISH ON THE HOME FRONT
One of the veterans featured in my new book, Veterans:
Stories From America’s Best, is Iwo Jima survivor Gerald
Hipps, better known as “Buddy” to his family and friends.
Two of his three sons served in Vietnam. And faithfully
awaiting for all of them to return was wife/mother, June
Blasingame Hipps. And this is her story, the anguish of a
woman with her men at war, in her own words.
“I was born in Miami, FL in
1928. Buddy (Gerald) and I
played together as young kids,
both of our grandmothers
went to the same church and
were good friends. Shoot, our
neighborhood was full of kids,
we’d play kick the ball, kick
the can, things like that.
Buddy would visit my home
JUNE AT 3 YEARS OLD often and I just considered
him one of the neighborhood kids. He was a blonde, toehead kid, a little smart-aleck. His friend, they called him
‘Brother’, was always hanging around.”
When did things turn serious?

“Well, my dad gave me a quarter so I could go to the
movies on Wednesday, Saturday, and Sunday. I don’t
know if that was just to get rid of me for a while so he
could have some peace and quiet, but he did and I loved
the movies and movie stars. So, I’m sitting there in the
movies and here comes Buddy and Brother. Buddy sat
down beside me and said, ‘Mind if I sit beside you?’ and I
replied, ‘You already are.’ Then he said, “I’m going to put
my arm around you, is that okay?” I replied, ‘You don’t
have to ask me what you’re going to do.’ I was a smart
aleck, too, and came back at Buddy with my own smart
aleck remarks.
“After that we’d sit on the porch swing when he came to
visit. I really started liking him and he really started liking
me. At that time Miami was jam-packed of military guys
and I kept on dating for a while, even a classmate from
school. Well, Buddy saw me coming from a movie on the
bus and he got pretty upset with me. I told him, ‘I know
the boy; I go to school with him.’ But that classmate did
not mean anything to me like Buddy did, so from then on
Buddy and I dated then married in April of 1946, and we
stayed married for 66 years. Buddy lived to be 86 years
old and we have had a blessed life, especially with our 32

grandchildren and greatgrandchildren. ‘I keep thinking,
shoot, my boys are really active or something like that.’”
Do you recall Pearl Harbor?
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“Only vaguely, it was so long ago. Buddy and his good
friend, Skeet Shannon, joined the marines when they
were 16 years old thinking they’d stay together. Buddy’s
mother had a fit, but he’d already done it so she signed
the papers and let him go. He went in at 17, but he and
Skeet were soon separated by the Marines. Later in the
war Skeet had a big ship blown out from under him, but

he survived the war. Both were in the Marines for three
and a half years. We all kept in touch and when Buddy got
out of the Marines he started seeing me again, that was in
January of 1946. My daddy said, ‘No, you’re too young’, I
was about 17 or 18, but he liked Buddy from day one and
allowed us to sit on the porch. The porch was where we
dated for a long time. Then on April 21, 1946, Buddy said,
‘Can we get married?’ So, we did, we were married at
home. My grandmother invited all the church members
and my mom and dad fixed us a big dinner and had people
come over. We just has a good old fashioned at-home
wedding.”
Did Buddy ever talk about Iwo Jima?
“No, never. I didn’t know anything about Iwo Jima. The
only thing I knew was at night he would struggle, he was
fighting, throwing his arms and legs, I thought ‘what is
wrong with Buddy?’ We didn’t know anything about PTSD
back then. He would holler out in Japanese while
sleeping…he didn’t know a lot of Japanese, but he knew
enough to come back at them, like taunting each other.
He would be fighting for his life. We were living with my
mom and dad, they didn’t understand either; it was a bit
scary. He thought he saw people outside our windows; he
was scared for his life and mine.

“Then we started having children. We had Gary, then 2
years later we had Terry, then two years later we had
Michael. We thought we were so blessed. We stayed with
mom and dad for six years and they loved the boys. We
bought a G.I. home in Hialeah, FL and that’s where we
raised our three boys. We would walk down Flagger
Street in Miami with the three of them dress in cowboy
uniforms, that was the thing back then, and Terry loved to
wear his guns. Very outgoing, thought we was John
Wayne, I guess. Gary was more reserved, very quiet, has
taken it easy most of his life. Michael was the hell-raiser,
he liked attention. Mike was an extrovert, smiling all the

time, he always wanted to look good and smell good. He
liked nice cologne.”
Tell us about Vietnam.
Gary was drafted while in high school and went into the
army when he was 19. It broke my heart, I didn’t want to
see him go. You know, young boys all around us were
going to college to avoid the military. Not my boys.
“And just like Gary, when Terry turned 19 he was drafted
while in high school. Both had to go.
“Mike comes along two
years later, he was too
young to be drafted, but he
said, ‘I can’t let my two
brothers be over there and I
can’t go and help, so I’m
going to join.’ I begged him
not to go even though I
knew it was the right thing
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for him to do, but still, I
didn’t want him to. But he joined, got married, and ended
up in Wichita, KS. But his wife couldn’t handle military life
and couldn’t hold down a job if they found out Mike was
in the military. So Mike got an honorable discharge and

brought her home. She was very young, perhaps 17, and
missed her parents and home. She had counseling but
that didn’t help. Mike did not have to go to Vietnam,
although he was scheduled to do so.
So, two out of three sons went to Vietnam?
“Yes. Mike came home Wichita, Gary was coming home
from Vietnam, and Terry was already over there. The day
Gary, our first born, left for Vietnam was a heartbreaker.
I don’t even like to think about it sometimes because I
could not face the fact that they could come and say,
‘Okay, you have to go into the service.’ So there he was in
a war, I never knew where Gary was, and it was very
frightening. I couldn’t visualize my sons in a war. Those
were hard times back then, all the boys were leaving for
Vietnam. Yet I was very blessed because my three boys
came home while so many other mother’s sons didn’t.
Gary didn’t talk about Vietnam, but he did tell me a story
about a little girl who was missing an arm. She was two or
three years old and walking down a road to where he and
his unit were. Gary knew a lot of them were boobytrapped, that she could have a bomb or grenade on her,
but he picked her up and sat by the side of the road and
just held her. He said, ‘Momma, I cried like a baby. I felt
so sorry for her knowing that here is this little child and

she’s already lost an arm in this terrible war.’ That’s all he
told me for years, but not too long ago Gary told me about
the good people over there and how they would help
American soldiers hide if in danger. They’d hide the
soldiers under their houses, but he said, ‘I got to thinking,
if we can come down here so can the enemy, plus those
people were putting their lives in danger because the VC
would have shot all of them. Gary and his buddies left the
village and made it back to their base. I don’t ask my boys
about Vietnam, but sometimes I wish they would talk to
me or at least go to the VA and get help so they could wipe
this stuff out of their minds. But Gary stated, ‘Momma, it
will never go away.’”
And Terry?
“I remember sitting in the living room one day when a
helicopter came over. Terry jumped straight up. I said,
‘What’s wrong?’, and he replied, ‘That just brought back
memories and it scared the devil out of me.’ I knew that
Terry was given orders for California to join some Navy
personnel although he was in the Army, but never told me
anything until that day the helicopter flew over our house.
He explained how the helicopters in Vietnam would drop
him into a tree then leave him there. He would sit there
and radio back enemy activity. I said, ‘They could have

found you and killed you.’ He said, ‘Well, I was fortunate,
the choppers would eventually come back and get me
from behind enemy lines, and sometimes I wasn’t even
sure where I was.’ That’s all I know about Terry.”
How did you feel when your first born returned?
“I was thrilled to death, and thanked God every day, even
today, that my boys got home, even with PTSD, but they
are whole, not crippled, didn’t lose a limb, but they went
through a living hell.”
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Then Terry went to Vietnam?
“I felt like I’d been through enough, having three sons go
into the military in time of war. But I also thought that I
was no better than other mothers who sent their sons to
war. I didn’t have any other choice, that’s just the way it
was. Another year of anguish. I wrote my boys every day.
Terry, like his dad, loved macaroni and cheese. I’d make a
huge pot and that was our meal. I couldn’t eat it while
Terry was in Vietnam, I’d choke on it; I couldn’t eat my
son’s favorite food. (June cried momentarily then she
continued) But I was blessed. All my boys made it home.
I don’t know what they went through, but I can imagine
with what their dad went thought on Iwo Jima that they
had an awfully hard time, too.”
Did the boys write home?
“Yes, but I never knew where they were. We had dinner
with Gary’s in-laws on New Year’s Eve and I told them how
much I worried about Gary, but they replied, ‘You’d best
be worried about Terry, nobody knows where he is.’ How
they knew that I don’t know to this day, but I told them I
worried about both my boys. It was not a happy New
Year’s. I enjoyed them asking us to dinner, but I just
couldn’t get over the fact that at the time I had two sons

in a war and a third scheduled to go. It’s a heartbreaker,
you’re torn apart, but there’s nothing you can do. You just
have to let them go. Even to this day I think about what
they may have gone through, but they don’t talk about it,
they don’t tell me anything that bothers them, and I keep
saying, ‘Tell the VA, tell somebody, even my husband
wouldn’t talk at first about Iwo Jima. But at the VA
clippings started showing up on their bulletin board about
Buddy, and one doctor, a wonderful man, finally got
Buddy to start talking. Then the VA understood what
Buddy had been through so they started posting a lot of
things on their bulletin boards. Buddy felt better and he
started talking about his time on Iwo Jima to schools or
lodges, just about anywhere, but my boys…no. I doubt if
they’ve ever been asked to speak, and I don’t think they
would accept an invitation to do so.”
How did your husband handle Vietnam?
“He was like me, so sad, we tried to make the best of it.
We treasured Mike’s time with us, he was the youngest,
but when he went in that brought on a total heartbreak.
Buddy had been through it on Iwo Jima, he pretty much
knew what they would be going through, but to this day I
don’t know how we got through it. We just existed, we
kept going, built a home, but it was hard knowing those

three wonderful boys went to a war straight out of high
school.”
JUNE, IN HER 40s, ALL SADDLED UP IN GEORGIA

Tell us about the day all the boys were home.
“Oh, what a wonderful day. I was overjoyed and so was
Buddy. They had done a wonderful thing for our country
and I wouldn’t have expected them to do anything else,
but it was very, very difficult. We finally left Florida and

moved to Georgia because all my dad’s and momma’s
people were up here. My dad’s people were the
Blasingames, lived in Monroe and up around that area. My
mother was born in Crawfordville. My granddaddy
Malcolm owned a large plantation in Crawfordville and
was a bookkeeper, just like I was a bookkeeper for the city
of Hialeah. My granddaddy was doing very well until the
boll weevils came in and wiped him out. From that day on
he started drinking, he just couldn’t get over it. All my
aunts and uncles and cousins were up here around
Monroe and Loganville and Winder; that was the best part
about living in Florida, being able to take trips up to
Georgia to visit family.”
Did Buddy like Georgia?
Buddy was ready to move, too. Miami was in transition
with the Cubans taking over. They were great neighbors
and we liked them, got together often, but it just wasn’t
the same anymore. You couldn’t go into a story without
hearing Spanish and my dad said, ‘I walk into a store and
can’t talk to people, I don’t know what they’re saying and
they don’t know what I’m saying.” Dad finally moved to
Jacksonville. Buddy went through a rough childhood and
survived Iwo Jima, he had good times and bad times, but
he often said, ‘I had a miserable childhood, but I have so

much now, I’m thankful, God has let me live,’ so he just
accepted whatever came his way. Buddy and I worked
side by side building this house then all the boys moved
up here and worked construction jobs and did very well.
Again, Buddy and I were so blessed.”
Where are your boys now?
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“Gary lives in Monticello,
Terry lives in Sparta, Mike
lived behind us in a four-car
garage apartment until he
passed away about 18
months ago from throat
cancer. It broke my heart.
He always said, ‘Mom,
you’re going to outlive me.’
I didn’t believe him, but he
believe that all his life.

Ya know, Buddy’s best friend Skeet Shannon and his wife
live in Middleburg, FL, but I haven’t talked to them for over
a year and I’m afraid to call them. I don’t want to know if
they have passed on. They might have because Skeet
went blind. But his wife said, ‘You wouldn’t know he’s
blind, he’s out there planting flowers and doing yard

work.’ I said, ‘That’s the Marine in him.’ Skeet told me
once, ‘Marines don’t pass away. They just go to hell then
come back and regroup.’”
June Blasingame Hipps has had to regroup many times in
her 90 years on earth, but she did so with courage, faith,
and the determination of a loving wife/mother. She is a
living icon of the Greatest Generation.

Iwo Jima veteran Gerald “Buddy” Hipps and his
beautiful wife June at their 1st son’s wedding - 1970

