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SYNOPSIS 

This is a story about a young infantryman 
in W W II written 50 years retrospectively. The 
stimulus came from a close war buddy w h o sug
gested an Anniversary bus trip in the European 
Theater of Operations (ETO) with other older 
members of the 100th Division. The trip turned 
out to be therapeutic in traveling back in time 
and to places in France and Germany where the 
battles occurred. 

Writing the story was aided by letters that 
had been sent home during W W II and pre
served. They were never disturbed until moti
vation occurred to record those fateful events of 
long ago. 

The title "Son of Bitche" relates to a Fort 
de Bitche built in the Vosges Mountains in the 
sixteen hundreds that successfully repelled "all" 
attacks, even after it was augmented by the 
Maginot Line and attacked by the German 
Blitzkrieg on France in 1940. The German 
Wehrmacht could not conquer it, and had to 
wait for the surrender of France and its soldiers 
in the Fort. 
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The 100th Division did "take it" from the 
Germans and formed the organization "Sons of 
Bitche", of which I a m a member. 

(Disclaimer: The organization "Sons of Bitche" 
did not sponsor the writing of this manuscript, 
nor has it given its endorsement.) 

1. In transcribing the letters, I may confuse the 
reader by discussing events that later occurred 
in combat which related to earlier training. I 
placed that commentary in parenthesis. 



I N T R O D U C T I O N 

War clouds were gathering in Europe in 
1939 that would draw the United States into 
armed conflict with Japan and Germany along 
with Italy. O n December 8,1941, the U.S. 
Congress made a formal declaration of war on 
Japan after the bombing of Pearl Harbor on 
December 7* , and four days later on December 
ll"1 declared war on Germany and Italy. 

Like all red blooded American boys, I 
wanted to go fight the Japs. I had turned 16 less 
than two months before, and m y parents want
ed m e to finish m y junior and senior years of 
high school. 

In 1943 almost every 18-year-old who was 
not 4F or had an essential war effort job was 
being drafted or volunteering for service. I did 
voluntarily take the VI2 Navy written exam, 
and passed along with three Anthony class
mates. W e were all then called to Kansas City 
for a physical exam that all of us flunked. Only 
three candidates out of sixty passed. The reason 
I didn't pass was because of "overbite", no 
other reason was given. 

After that experience, I decided to get as 
much education as possible before going into the 
service. I was able to start the early summer ses
sion at the University of Wichita two weeks before 
graduating from high school. The second sum
mer session followed with continuation that 
September into the fall session. 



M y eighteenth birthday was October 22, 
1943. Soon there after I received a draft notice 
to report to Ft. Leavenworth for induction. 
There was no question in m y mind about report
ing for duty because m y stepfather served in 
W W I, and m y older brother was already in the 
Army. Once in the service in December the 
same year, I wrote frequently to m y parents 
because they wished m e to do so. Later on the 
letters helped to keep m e balanced and m y 
thoughts organized. Writing letters also stimu
lated more correspondence which proved to be 
a significant morale builder. 

There are several reasons after fifty years 
that I decided to review m y old letters from W W 
II. 

I received an 18 page questionnaire from 
the Army Department that was divided into five 
sections: Part I - general military education; 
Part II - overseas service; Part III - combat; Part 
IV - occupation and demobilization; Part V -
postwar experiences. One question stands out 
in m y memory, "What were your reactions and 
your units reactions to V.E. Day?" The answer 
was straight forward, w e were alive and the war 
in the E.T.O. was over. 

I received a call from my closest comrade 
in W W II, Bill Rogers. H e suggested that w e go 
on the 100th Division 50th Anniversary Tour to 
the places w e had fought in France and 
Germany. I had avoided anything that recalled 



those terrible memories. I had not joined the 
American Legion, and had failed to become 
active in the Veterans of Foreign Wars despite 
m y stepfather's encouragement to participate. 
Bill insisted w e go. It was hard to turn him 
down because w e had visited each other after 
the war, and I was Best M a n at his wedding. 
After consulting m y wife, we agreed to go. 

I warned her that the language might be 
raw because communication in the old infantry 
was always salted with profanity! Much to m y 
surprise, 50 years had improved the communi
cation skill of all the men. I suspect that having 
their wives along had something to do with it. 

We recalled many experiences while riding 
on the tour bus. With our para troop guide we 
were able to drive to areas where we could 
almost identify the places where we had dug 
foxholes. W e were welcomed as heroes in a cou
ple of towns in France. Raon L' Etape had a 
French military band that w e marched with to a 
memorial honoring W W I and W W II soldiers. 
The band then played "The Marseilles" followed 
by "The Star Spangled Banner". Speeches were 
given by the Mayor, and the school children sur
rounded us with joy wanting to shake our 
hands. Even m y wife was a hero to them, and 
received their thanks! 



The next "hero" French town was Bitche 
which had been a very important fortified town 
in the Maginot line that the Germans defended 
fiercely! The actual "Forte de Bitche" had 14 
foot walls from the time it was built in the 17**1 

century, and had successfully helped defend all 
previous attacks. The 100"1 Division finally 
managed to take it away from the Krauts, and 
formed the exclusive organization called the 
"Sons of Bitche". W e were toasted with excel
lent French champagne after a speech by the 
Mayor. W e then traveled into Germany, and 
across the Rhine River. W e had bypassed 
Heidelberg during the war, but had a major bat
tle in Heilbronn. However, w e were not 
received there officially. W e proceeded south to 
Stuttgart where the Mayor, Manfred Rommel, 
Field Marshall, Erwin Rommel's son greeted us. 
Standing beside him was General George 
Patton's grandson who was a handsome young 
man on vacation from a university in 
Switzerland. M y wife even volunteered to be 
his grandmother. 

Mayor Rommel spoke excellent English in 
a speech about the reunification of Germany, 
which had caused a significant financial hard
ship on the industrialized city of Stuttgart. 

East Germany required heavy economic 
support to catch up with the West after years of 
Russian domination. Young Benjamin Patton 
also gave a short speech. 



The next stimulus to review the W W II let
ters, also came from Bill, who had been commu
nicating with some of our buddies in Kentucky 
and Ohio for the 100th Division 50th 

Anniversary Meeting in Louisville, Kentucky. 
W e went and, much to m y surprise, our "F" 
Company commander, Captain Newton 
Heuberger, was there along with First Sgt. Addi 
and several others. Our former Captain was 
very friendly, and even agreed to come to our 
room to review some slides w e had taken on the 
100th Division Tour of France and Germany. H e 
was able to fill in some details about our battles 
for us riflemen. 

Another stimulus came from the Florida 
Chapter of the 100th Division. I found that 
Capt. Heuberger was a member, and lived in 
Tampa. H e planned to attend the Deland meet
ing so I made a special trip from Gainesville to 
visit him again. 

H e had kept track of many men in his 
company, and again filled in details of "F 
Company in combat. The common infantry 
rifleman on the front-line has a constricted 
understanding of battles because being "shot at" 
is a very personal experience requiring intense 
attention to the immediate surroundings for sur
vival! 

Lastly, the time had become available from 
m y partial retirement to read and record the 
contents of the numerous letters that I had writ
ten to m y parents. Further, after I had filled out 
the 18 page questionnaire and mentioned the 
letters, the U.S. Army Military Institute at 
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Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania stated they 
would be most pleased to become their custodi
an. They wanted m e to donate the letters to the 
institute which considered them vital sources of 
information that were among the most used by 
scholars and historians. 

My mother had faithfully categorized the 
letters, and I was impressed with the "tidy way" 
she had preserved them. Each month's letters 
were tied with string in a bowknot and in 
sequence. O n the back of each envelope was the 
date it had been received and the date it had 
been sent. There was unmistakable devotion, 
and I felt obligated and somewhat driven to pre
serve the contents she had faithfully maintained. 
The letters were m y parents' tangible evidence 
of m y being alive, and an expression of an 
almost daily relationship. Like every combat 
soldier in war, there was the possibility that I 
might not return. 

I spoke to Wayne Sandefur, a Gainesville 
neighbor, w h o was a Captain of an infantry 
company in the South Pacific, and told him I 
was reviewing the letters. H e said his mother 
also preserved his letters, but he threw them 
away not wanting to recall any of the horrible 
details of his combat experiences against the 
Japanese. I a m sure that many of the veterans of 
foreign wars felt the same as Captain Sandefur. 
It is only in recent months that I have felt differ
ently. 



Chapter 1 Army Specialized Training Program 
(ASTP) 

My first letter was from Ft. Leavenworth 
Induction Station. "We finally arrived around 
4:00am and were rolled out at 5:30am which all 
of us enjoyed immensely!" The following day 
the Army gave an aptitude, classification and 
radio test. "It's a funny thing, the first day you 
wonder what is going on, then the next day you 
receive your G.I. uniforms, and you really feel 
proud to be in the Army. However, about the 
third day you begin looking forward to a fur
lough." 

On January 17,1944, we had interviews 
for the Army Specialized Training Program 
(A.S.T.P). Although the Sgt. didn't promise any
thing, he advised m e to hold out for the pro
gram. H e suggested w e would take basic train
ing and probably then be sent to school. 

The following morning, we were called 
out to pick up cigarette butts. W e were told that 
those who had made a hundred or above on 
their classification test could volunteer for flight 
training as a pilot, navigator, or bombardier. I 
held out for the A.S.T.P. 

I wrote, "I am sorry about not being able 
to write yesterday, but Kitchen Police (K.P) kept 
m e busy all day. I did receive a letter from 
Uncle Roy w h o told m e that he felt "real easy" 
knowing that I was in the Army!" 



O n the tenth day at Ft. Leavenworth, there 
was a very sad story from fellows who had been 
in the A.S.T.P. Their advice was to get into the 
Air Corps. However Bob Knight, an old friend, 
was in the program, so I decided to hold out for 
college under it. 

Seven days and five letters later, five of us 
were informed that w e were on shipping orders 
for basic training at Ft. Benning, Georgia. W e 
were transported by train, and stopped in 
Evansville, Indiana. W e got off that evening, 
and were given a free dinner with dessert by the 
w o m e n citizens of the United Service 
Organization (U.S.O.). Two girls played accor
dions while w e ate. It was the nicest thing that 
had happened to us so far! 

We arrived at Ft. Benning on February 6th, 
and were issued ammunition belts, pup tents, 
gas masks, steel helmets, and field packs. W e 
still had more tests to take to classify for our 
educational level. 

We all loved our Corporal because each 
morning he gently wakes us with words like, 
"Get the h- out of there you lazy S.O.B.s." H e 
suggests w e wear olive drab uniforms to ease 
the pain and strain. The Sgt. then countermands 
the order to fatigue dress. W e change clothes on 
the average of four times a day to stimulate the 
heart beat. 



Over the next four days, I found that I 
qualified for a second year of college because of 
a 138 on the aptitude test and a satisfactory 
interview. The average score was 120 which 
may have helped to qualify m e for pre-medicine 
with the hope of later being accepted in medical 
school. 

Finally, we started basic training on 
February 14th. Eight days later, w e learned that 
the A.S.T.P. Program was closing down! W e 
were all disappointed and confused about our 
future, but the possibility of a transfer to the Air 
Corps remained a consideration. W e continued 
basic training at Ft. Benning, and kept our par
ents informed of the changing situation. 

The following day, our Cadre kept us from 
feeling too sorry for ourselves by taking us on a 
10 mile hike with full field pack. W e no sooner 
returned when w e had to G.I. the barracks, clean 
rifles, and shine shoes to get ready for inspec
tion. W e did wonder what w e had done with all 
our free time as civilians. 

We received a grenade lecture that includ
ed the area of fragmentation. The Lt. took out 
the safety pin, but told us it could be replaced. 
In attempting to replace the pin, he dropped the 
grenade and ran! The rest of us did the same. 
The non-coms laughed at us because it was a 
"dummy", and so were we. 



O n March 6th, our Lt. announced that all 
transfers to the Air Corps had been stopped. It 
appears that w e are in the infantry to stay. I 
plan to make the best of it. Ten days later and 
after more basic training, w e found that our new 
station was to be Ft. Bragg, North Carolina. It 
was evident that w e A.S.T.P. boys were headed 
for line infantry outfits to fill the ranks. 

Chapter 2 (ASTP) Rifleman - 100th Division 

Upon arrival at Ft. Bragg on March 22nd, I 
was reclassified as a Rifleman in the 100th 
Division, 399th Regiment, 2nd Battalion, "Fox" 
Company. (Fifty years later, I found out from 
Capt. Newton Heuberger that he was delighted 
to have us A.S.T.P. boys in his company. He was 
a college graduate, and thought w e would make 
good soldiers. Unfortunately, the Cadre of the 
100th Division did not share his enthusiasm. At 
almost every turn, they pointed out our lack of 
discipline and knowledge of military matters. 
W e were smart enough to realize there was no 
Court of Appeals, and that the non-coms had us 
where they wanted us. W e gave them respect, 
and in time they respected us because in combat 
w e would be depending on each other to sur
vive.) 

Our Company Commander talked to us 
this morning, and laid down the law. M y garri
son hat is taboo in a combat outfit, so it was sent 
home. The Capt. told us to keep our hands out 
of our pockets at all times. If he caught us with 



them in the pockets, they would be sewed up. 
A couple of days later, w e had an inspection by 
the Captain. H e was rather lenient, but w e are 
anticipating a tougher go the next time around. 
Our definite plus has been the good and plenti
ful food the 100th Division puts out. This was 
in contrast to the food at Ft. Benning which did
n't compare because I was always hungry! 

We were issued M-l rifles packed in 
grease that took a night and a day to get clean. 
W e begin basic training again tomorrow, but w e 
are now in a line outfit. I later wrote that w e 
had shed a "tear" for the 36,000 boys in the Air 
Corps that were going to be transferred to the 
infantry. W e suggested that they should get 
their T.S. cards punched. There was about 1300 
A.S.T.P. trainees integrated into the 100th 
Division to bring it up to strength along with 
the Air Corps men. The division had already 
been on maneuvers. Most of the non-commis
sioned and commissioned ranks were filled, so 
about all w e could look forward to was 
advancement from Private to Private First Class. 

We have a Training Sgt. who is about 50-
years-old, and went through the last war in the 
Battle of the Marne and Chateau-Thiery. 
Everyone thinks he is tops. I missed his sage 
infantry stories today, because I was pot and 
pans m a n on the K.P. with threats coming from 
the Mess Sgt. because he did not like our speed. 
The Army buys the best food that can be had, 
but the cooks always manage to screw it up. 



Today w e fired a grenade launcher on a 
"03" Springfield rifle. This weapon can be used 
against tanks, so a light tank was brought up for 
us to fire on. (On March 15,1945, in a general 
attack with "F" Company in the lead, I used a 
grenade launcher to fire a phosphorus grenade 
with a direct hit on a German command post on 
a hill outside of Bitche, France.) 

This morning, the platoon ran a 300 yard 
dash. Although I came in 5th, if a German got 
on m y tail or w e were in the attack mode, I 
could do better than that. (On December 7, 
1944, outside of Lemberg, France, w e had to 
retreat and run like hell or be captured. W e 
were out gunned by the Krauts with a 2 0 m m 
flak wagon firing directly into us, supported by 
German infantry.) 

The afternoon was spent in a fast 10 mile 
hike that took less than 2-hours. W e were in 
"accordion formation" most of the time with the 
front of the column walking rather fast, the mid
dle double timing, and the rear running the 100 
yard dash. Usually the tall guys are in front, 
and w e shorter guys are in the middle or in the 
rear. 

Easter Sunrise Service started the day fol
lowed by a regular service later. I sang in the 
choir both times. W e sang again in the after
noon at the Service Club. Just a lazy restful day. 



Today before w e started on a tactical prob
lem the Sgt. sent m e over to "Training 
Headquarters" to obtain a guide for the prob
lem. I got mixed up, and went to "Regimental 
Headquarters". I kept asking around trying to 
find a guide until the question worked its way 
up to the Colonel, but he couldn't figure it out 
either. He finally told m e to get into his jeep, 
and he would take m e out to the problem area. 
I knew a mistake had been made when I got 
into the jeep, but there was not much that could 
be changed. The Colonel was intent on clearing 
up the "guide question". The Sgt. saluted when 
the Colonel and I drove up, and a brief discus
sion followed. The Colonel seemed satisfied 
and drove off. Much to m y amazement, Sgt. 
turned to m e and said, "Forget it, If I worried 
over a little thing like this, I would go nuts later 
on in combat!" 

A couple of days later, I was ordered to 
report to the Captain because m y rifle had not 
passed inspection. M y heart was beating very 
rapidly when I walked into the Headquarters 
Building. I unfortunately walked right by the 
First Sgt. to see the Captain. H e reamed m e out, 
telling m e no one saw the Captain without his 
permission. I apologized by saying, "I'm sorry 
sir." H e immediately informed m e that I was 
never to call him sir! I then asked him if I could 
report to the Captain. H e told m e he would ask 



the Captain, and let m e know. I finally got in to 
see the Captain. H e inspected m y rifle and 
found it to be OK. H e then asked why I had not 
passed inspection. I replied, "No excuse sir!" 
The three answers given to an officer are: "Yes 
Sir", "No Sir", and "No Excuse Sir"! 

By the middle of April, we began to sight 
the M-l rifle on various targets in preparation 
for the rifle range. That afternoon, w e had m a p 
reading out in the swamp. W e rightfully called 
it swamp maneuvers then asked why the creator 
put those bodies of water on earth. 

Jerry Paul, a University of Wichita class
mate, was at Ft. Benning and transferred to Ft. 
Bragg with the A.S.T.P. when I did. H e had 
asked for a weekend pass, so that w e could go 
to Raleigh together. W e two innocent young 
boys didn't find a lot of action in the big city, 
and returned to the Ft. ahead of curfew. 

On April 22nd, General Burress, our 100th 
Division Commander, spoke to us former 
A.S.T.P. trainees. H e told us that w e were con
sidered a part of the 100th, so will continue to 
train and ship over with the "Century Division". 
His revelation was not surprising to us, and in a 
way it was consoling to realize that w e were full 
fledged members of the "Century". W e also 
knew beyond any doubt that as a soldier in a 
line outfit, w e would be seeing action. 



Today I a m a broken man because it took 
only four shots with m y M-l rifle to beat m y 
upper lip to a pulp. From then on, I either 
flinched, closed m y eyes, or didn't squeeze off 
the shot correctly. W e fired on the 200 and 300 
yard range, and I still came out 10 points above 
average. This was a disappointment because as 
a boy out on the Western Plain, I had hunted 
with a 22 caliber rifle and a 4-10 shotgun with 
fairly good accuracy. 

The next day, we had rapid fire practice 
which requires firing one round, then putting in 
a clip with eight rounds, and completing the fir
ing in 51 seconds. Much to m y surprise, I 
scored a 43 out of a possible 45, but m y lip sure 
took a beating. W e also qualified on the 500 
yard range, and m y designation was a sharp 
shooter with a score of 171. The highest score 
was a 185 out of a possible 210. Bill Rogers who 
had never fired a weapon scored a 177. 

The infiltration course requires hitting the 
ground on command with your M-l rifle, and 
inching forward on your belly underneath 
barbed wire with a machine gun firing live 
a m m o over your head. It teaches the very 
important lesson of keeping your head down 
while advancing. 



This morning w e had our first experience 
with a "handy" talky radio which can transmit 
about a mile, but could receive within a 10 mile 
range. W e finally got around to throwing 
grenades, and don't let anyone tell you there is 
nothing to it. W e were down in the pits when I 
pulled the safety pin and was drawing back to 
throw when another grenade went off that 
someone else had thrown correctly. I properly 
threw the grenade, but I later had to change m y 
underwear. 

We fired on the transition course today, and 
I came out with an 18 out of a possible 24. W e 
have now completed preparation for overseas 
movement (P.O.M.) which includes grenade 
throwing, the infiltration course, and the transi
tion course. 

I was assigned two men today on prison 
guard detail. One was 25 and the other was 28 
years of age with supposedly four years in the 
Army. They are both serving one to six months. 
Fortunately, there was no major problem while 
they were picking up trash and loading it on a 
truck. I could have ridden on the truck, but 
decided to walk behind them with m y rifle. 

Webb, an A.S.T.P. fellow from Idaho, and I 
went over to the post exchange (PX) and bought a 
pint of ice-cream a piece. W e then took in a show. 
All this cost us $.30 each. Webb is a redhead and a 
very good, rather quiet soldier. (Little did I know 
that he would eventually become m y assistant 
when I was acting squad leader after w e crossed 
the Rhine River). 



Later we went through an open woods 
course as a squad. It is dangerous because 
everyone is issued 16 rounds of live ammuni
tion. A scout sights the enemy, and the squad 
leader quickly forms the squad into a firing line. 
The command is given to open fire, and a 
Browning automatic rifle (B.A.R.) and eleven M-
l's begin firing all at once. Our squad had the 
best hits on the targets. It is T.S. if anyone gets 
in the way. (On March 15,1945, Lt. Matlose 
ordered m e to signal "G" Company to move up 
because "F" Company was pinned down. When 
I jumped up waving m y hand and yelling to 
"G" Company to move up, I was as much con
cerned about friendly fire and German fire 
because I was between both.) 

Denham, another A.S.T.P. trainee, woke up 
in the barracks this morning and said, "I'm tired 
of playing soldier, I want to go home!" Of 
course, he was joking and we all got a kick out 
of his remarks, but it kind of hit the nail on the 
head. 

Today on K.P., we were on the run because 
the Mess Sgt. was gigged for having the dirtiest 
mess hall line in the regiment. He was confined 
to the company area for eight days. He had to 
take it out on someone, and we K.P.s came in 
handy. 



Our Company Commander ordered us to 
write our mothers for "Mother's Day". Each 
one had to hand in a letter to him to make sure 
the troops were compliant. (Turns out that the 
"old man" as he was called was only four years 
older than we eighteen year olds.) 

In the morning, we ran the bayonet course 
that was located in the middle of a swamp with 
knee-deep mud. It was 300 yards long with 
many dummies to bayonet every few yards. 
One's arms grew tired of lifting and thrusting 
the rifle and attached bayonet toward the end of 
the muddy swamp. (I made up m y mind that I 
would never allow a Kraut to get that close to 
m e as long as I had firepower.) 

Fred King came over this evening, and we 
talked about good ole Wichita University. He 
was a roommate of ours off campus, and was a 
hard studying student. Fred did not think much 
of the infantry in the 398 Regiment, of the 100th 
Division. (Fred had a grandfather who was a 
doctor, and Fred planned to follow in his foot
steps.) 

The next evening, we went out on a night 
problem between our rifle company and a 
weapons company. This required a full field 
pack weighing about 40 pounds and consisted 
of: a blanket, one half of a pup tent with poles, 
rope and pegs, mosquito netting, a mess kit, a 
full canteen of water, a helmet, a bayonet, and a 
rifle. W e no sooner moved out before the enemy 



hit our point. A decision was made to stick to 
wooded terrain the rest of the night. W e walked 
about 18 miles, and never engaged the enemy 
because of a wrong compass reading. W e man
aged to get about 1-hours of sleep. In the morn
ing, instead of having the rest of the day off, w e 
had a division parade. 

Tonight a big crap game got underway. 
One fellow lost more money than he could 
cover. Not a good idea! The boys who lost their 
money to him were upset and angry, but amaz
ingly gave the fellow until the next payday to 
pay off. 

O n another night problem, "F" Company 
was supposed to infiltrate three other companies, 
but ran into an enemy outpost and got captured. 
Denham and I decided to make a break for it. 
While we were making our plans, a Sgt. came up 
and asked us how many prisoners we allowed to 
escape. Obviously, he had mistaken us for some of 
his guards because we had positioned ourselves on 
the outer perimeter. W e led him on by saying that 
we would be more careful. It was also very dark in 
the woods, and when I kneeled down an enemy 
passed within two feet of m e not knowing m y pres
ence. W e finally worked our way back to the 
enemy outpost, laid down beside them, and started 
talking. Denham lied so fast that I started laughing 
which made the outpost guards suspicious. W e 
knew we were sunk when they asked us for the 
pass word, so we both ran in different directions. 
Denham was captured once more, but I got away. I 
managed to get through the lines to our company. 



O n returning to our barracks the next day, 
I was told to report to the Communications Sgt. 
for instructions on the "walkie talkie" and all 
types of infantry radios. It was ordered that a 
soldier in each platoon should be able to use the 
radios. (I was lucky to be given the job of carry
ing a "536" radio as the platoon messenger, until 
I had to bury it when capture appeared eminent 
outside Lemberg, France.) 

After Jerry Paul returned from furlough, I 
went over to the 3rd B N to talk with him. H e 
stayed with his twin sister in Washington D.C., 
then went on to Wichita where he spent eight 
days at home. 

There has been a lot of new anti-aircraft 
men transferred in, and the barracks are getting 
crowded. They have had to erect tents to 
accommodate everyone. 

June 6,1944, is the day that everyone 
nationwide had been anticipating. I thank the 
fellow above that m y brother and I were not in 
on the Beachhead Attack. The lights went out, 
but a radio downstairs picked up the President's 
voice. H e gave a prayer for the boys over there. 
All the fellows stopped whatever they were 
doing to bow their heads in prayer. The inva
sion makes a fellow proud to be an American 
soldier. It reminds him that he is doing some
thing worthwhile. 



The Sgt. let m e be barracks guard today, so 
I could get things together for m y furlough. I 
went over to see Jerry last night, and found the 
round trip would cost $42.50. I have $49.00, so I 
a m in good shape. 

The train leaves Fayettville on Saturday at 
5:30pm, and arrives in Washington around 
1:30am on Sunday. I catch the next train at 
6:00am, and arrive in Chicago 17 hours later 
around 11:00pm. If m y luck holds out, I should 
be in Wichita on Monday night. (I slept on the 
floor of Union Station in Washington D.C. with 
a lot of other GIs and remembered the multicol
ored water fountain outside. In 1951,1 took m y 
wife to see it when w e had stopped in the 
evening on our way to see some buddies in N.Y. 
It was late, and as w e sat down to admire the 
beautiful fountain they turned the lights and 
water off.) 

I guess I had a pretty nice furlough, but 
why shouldn't I? Just look at the wonderful 
parents I had to go home to. I had breakfast in 
Wichita with Sherry, Aunt Lois, and Uncle Roy. 
They took m e to the train station for m y official 
send off. M y train to Chicago was about two 
hours late, and I almost missed the train to 
Pittsburgh with one minute to spare. So far, I 
have had a seat all the way. (I recall having to 
stand most of the way home, it was so crowd
ed.) 



Chapter 3 N e w Job 

I found out about my new job. Whenever 
there is messages to be sent on the radio from 
Platoon Headquarters to the squads, I do it. The 
way it was told to m e is that whenever there is a 
promotion open in the platoon, the runner or 
radio man gets it. I won't believe it until it hap
pens. 

The evening the patrol started out it was 
rather hot and sultry, but to the men in the U.S. 
infantry that was only a small item. The first 10 
miles went by with some effort, but the next 12 
miles went by with more effort. During the 
course of the march, every man in the squad of 
eight had an opportunity to carry the B.A.R. 
weighing 21 pounds. The weapon became 
"slightly heavy" after the first ten steps. The 
first night out was practically sleepless because 
of guard duty. 

We moved out around noon the next day 
to an area about 5 miles away, but had to stay in 
the woods and swamps to keep from being 
observed because of our reconnaissance 
patrolling designation. W e missed our objective 
by a mile, and had another swamp walk to com
plete the distance. W e finally had slumgullion 
for supper, and although w e were hungry, apple 
butter and bread tasted better. 



O n our next objective, w e ran into enemy 
resistance in attempting to destroy enemy 
trucks. With cover of darkness and two excel
lent scouts (I was one of them), w e reached the 
objective and simulated their destruction. W e 
then bivouacked for the night, but had little 
sleep. 

The following morning, we were informed 
that w e were to be a combat patrol by the 
umpire who accompanied us as a judge. Enemy 
emplacements were all along our advance 
including a wounded enemy who proved to be 
a trap, but was discovered just in time to halt 
the patrol before enemy guns opened up. (In 
combat the Germans would booby trap and 
leave their dead behind, so that some unsuspect
ing soldier would be blown up if he attempted 
to move the body.) 

We continued to advance along the river, 
but the umpire ruled our first scout blown up 
when he attempted to cross a bridge. Our 
squad leader with a rifleman were ruled out of 
action in trying to cross the river at another 
point. W e finally crossed the river, and forced 
the enemy to retreat. They counter-attacked 
wiping out the rest of the patrol. The only 
movement left after that was a 22 mile hike back 
to camp that w e made in six hours. 

The Fourth-of-July was celebrated with a 
4:00am nine mile forced march in two hours. 
Later w e made a four mile march to the rocket 



launcher course where bazookas are fired. The 
weapon does not have a "kick", but does have a 
significant backfire. A rifle grenade is fairly 
accurate/but does have a "kick" much like a 12 
gauge shotgun. After the demonstration, w e 
marched four miles back to camp for a total of 
17 miles underscoring the fact that the infantry 
travels on its feet. O n the march, I thought 
about the things w e used to do on the Fourth-of-
July. I bet w e used to drive the neighbors crazy 
with our celebration. I think, Pop, that you got 
a bigger kick out of it than we. I a m glad the 
wheat harvest is going well this year. For m e 
there is nothing better than looking back on 
work in the harvest field because one feels as if 
he has really accomplished something. 

The paratroops came up from Ft. Benning 
to ask for volunteers. There was practically half 
of a company that joined from the 3rd B N 
because their Company Commander made it so 
rough on them. I thought about it. W e had a 25 
mile hike the night before which took eight 
hours with five minute breaks every hour, and a 
20 minute break halfway through. 

The Articles of War were read to us again. 
These are our laws that cover A.W.O.L., deser
tion, disorderly conduct, etc. They must think 
w e A.S.T.P. fellows are a rough bunch. 

We have advanced from squad to platoon 
tactics. I acted as platoon runner delivering 
messages from the platoon to the Company 



Command Post (C.P). There was no path to fol
low, so when the Captain ordered m e to take 
him to the 2nd Platoon, I almost got both of us 
lost. Osie Leehy grew-up in the Louisiana 
swamps, and would make a better "runner" 
than this boy form the plains of Kansas. Our 
training is going to be pushed from now on 
because our Captain knows the day w e are ship
ping out from Ft. Bragg to overseas. 

Denham returned from furlough on the 
ranch where his chief interest is horses. He told 
m e that he got off the Santa Fe Chief about 60 
miles before it crashed. Just his luck! (On 
March 15,1945, Denham's luck ran out. He 
exchanged shots with a German in the big push 
outside of Bitche, France, and was hit in the jaw. 
I saw him stand up, drop his rifle, and cover his 
face as he ran to the rear. That was the last I 
saw of him until our family was vacationing in 
Arizona about 20 years later. I saw a sign to 
Snowflake, and it wasn't too difficult to remem
ber that Denny had come from there. I found a 
phone book and sure enough his name was in it, 
so I called him. He readily remembered me, so I 
asked him how he had managed with the severe 
damage to his face and jaws. He said his face 
had received adequate treatment, but he 
remained in pain and needed more work on his 
jaw. The dentist who worked on him seemed 
more interested in souvenirs from the front than 
Denny's jaw. Denny said he had about all he 
could take so he stood up and hit the dentist. 
Denny was later given the option of a court 



marshal or being sent to the South Pacific. H e 
chose the latter. Fortunately, it took a while to 
get passage on a ship headed in that direction. 
After going through the Panama Canal and 
spending 61 days on the boat, the war was over 
when he landed in Okinawa. He subsequently 
returned home, and became a school principal 
which was his job at that time.) 

We dug foxholes today with our entrench
ing tools, and received valuable instruction on 
camouflage. All of our rifles were test fired. M y 
rifle passed the qualifications, so its m y baby 
from now on. 

I saw Fred King again. He is just about as 
pleased as I about the whole thing. He had 
been on two 3-day problems, and they have 
been rough on the boys in the 398th infantry. 
He hopes to attend the University of Kansas 
after the war. 

We went on a squad firing test today with 
each man receiving 16 rounds of ammo, but 
because I was the scout I received 38 rounds. 
W e also were given live grenades, and used all 
our ammunition in knocking out a pill box and 
other targets. Brigadier General Miller was 
observing, and asked us questions. I had an 
opportunity to answer some of his questions. 

I had a big laugh on the two things you 
liked about the Army, Pop. I quite agree on the 
"discharge and ticket home." The way every-



thing is looking on the "fronts" of the war, I 
should be home by the first of next week. W e 
learned the different methods of signaling the 
Air Corps this morning, to give them our posi
tion so they could attack the enemy positions 
without hitting us. (During the Battle of the 
Bulge, the Germans were reported to have cap
tured some of our airplanes. W e were instructed 
to shoot at them if they shot at us.) 

Denham, Rogers, Robbins, Karkoski, and I 
had a good time in Fayetteville last night. I 
went to Catholic Mass this morning with Ralph 
Karkoski. The Mass was complex because the 
Priest spoke in Latin, but Ralph explained most 
of it to me. H e said his girl back home goes to 
Sunday Mass for him. 

Our training has now advanced to fighting 
as a regimental combat team. W e started by hik
ing 8 miles with full field equipment, a rifle, and 
as the scout the "536" radio. W e then mounted 
trucks and rode 36 miles. O n the first bivouac, 
w e dug slit trenches 3 feet deep and 2 feet wide, 
and foxholes 3 feet long, 2 feet wide, and 5 feet 
deep. You can see old mother earth was really 
turned over. W h e n evening rolled around, w e 
were told to cover the foxholes and slit trenches 
then prepare to move out. About ten trucks 
transported us 10 more miles to another area 
where w e unrolled our packs and caught some 
sleep. (We went into actual combat as the 399th 
Regimental Combat Team which was the first 
element of the 100th Division to engage the 
Germans.) 



The next morning, word came around that 
the Colonel was going to inspect foxholes. I 
started one, and our Platoon Lt. decided that he 
better have one also, so w e dug a two man fox
hole. The radio messenger was instructed to 
stay close to the Lt. to relay messages on the 
"536", so sharing a foxhole was practical. That 
night, w e moved out and hiked four more miles 
with the 2nd Battalion in reserve. W e were sup
posedly 400 yards from the front, so light and 
noise was not tolerated. Before the regimental 
combat problem was completed, each man had 
dug six foxholes. The Colonel even dug one 
with a mess kit. 

In the morning, we began preparing a 
move to the front to give closer support to the 
regiment. As w e moved up, the artillery opened 
up and began pounding our objective. I was 
very busy keeping the radio going because there 
were many orders coming from the Captain. A 
pill box on the hill was our objective. When w e 
were about 100 yards from it, machine guns and 
mortars opened up. W e then moved into posi
tion for the assault. Live a m m o was being fired 
into the pill box. After gaining fire superiority, 
the attack was made with fixed bayonets. 
Immediately after taking the pill box and the 
hill, w e began digging in for a possible counter
attack. Word then came over the radio that the 
problem was completed. (A big advantage of 
being a radioman is that one stays behind dur
ing the bayonet assault. In actual combat this 



advantage was not realized because in only one 
attack was fixed bayonets ordered, and by then 
almost everyone had thrown them away along 
with his gas mask.) 

I am now a full-fledged soldier who can 
take anything from getting shot with needles to 
having m y teeth drilled by a dentist. H e had 
given m e a piece of his equipment to hold. 
W h e n he tried to take it from m y hand, he had 
to stop drilling before m y fingers would loosen 
their grip. 

When it comes time for the division to 
move out, w e have strict orders to not write 
anything home about our movement. They say 
our mail will be censored, and w e have been 
instructed to remove all 100th Division patches. 

Last night, I introduced Jerry Paul to Fred 
King. They both seemed rather surprised at see
ing one another from the University of Wichita. 
(It is ironic that they were both killed in the 
early days of the 100th Division's entrance into 
combat.) 

We had some valuable and interesting 
training with the 20th Tank Battalion. W e were 
allowed to crawl all over them, and then took a 
ride. Later in the day, w e ran a platoon problem 
with two tanks which gave us an idea of how 
armored forces work with the infantry. I carried 
the 300 radio which weighs 38 pounds, and 
communicated with the Tank Commander. It 



seemed strange talking with a tank over the 
radio. (We attacked with tanks only once, and 
found they attracted artillery. W e were scattered 
around the tanks, and took most of the casual
ties from the barrage. Later, after w e crossed the 
Rhine River our advance moved faster. In rid
ing the tanks, I developed a boil on m y buttock. 
I was ordered to report to the Battalion Aid 
Station. It was the only time during combat that 
I reported sick. The Battalion Surgeon lanced 
the boil, and sent m e back to duty.) 

We were given a chance today to make out 
individual allotments so that the government 
could send the check to our home. It should be 
an excellent way to save money. 

On September 1st, 26 soldiers in our com
pany made Private First Class. There were a 
few snafus that remained Privates, but I was not 
one of them. It did increase the allotment check 
by a few dollars that w e A.S.T.P. boys could 
send home. 

This afternoon, a select few were fortunate 
to fire the submachine gun. M y messenger sta
tus allowed m e to qualify with a 92 out of a pos
sible 100. There were several surprise targets 
that Popped up at different ranges, and were 
fired on. It was really a h- of a lot of fun! 

We were out in the field today when a 
runner came up and called out some names, 
mine included. W e were told to report to head-



quarters where a Major was waiting for us. I 
was one of the three selected by the Major. I 
was taken into a separate room where he began 
asking questions on subjects that w e had been 
trained. M y questions were on first aid, and I 
fortunately knew the answers. The 22nd Corps 
was inspecting our division, and "F" Company 
was one of the units they checked. If I had 
missed the questions, it would have reflected on 
our Captain. (I did put the training in first aid 
to practice on three soldiers that were wounded 
beside m e later in combat. I became a medical 
doctor after the war.) 

Cooper, a 536 radio man in the 1 st Platoon 
and four other soldiers paid a guy $4.00 to take 
us to Raleigh. W e spent all day Sunday, but did 
not meet any nice girls not for lack of trying. 
(Cooper had transferred into the 100th from 
A.S.T.P. at Ft. Benning with us. Our jobs were 
similar in the company with his assignment in 
the 1st Platoon and mine in the 2nd. W e had 
compared notes and talked about other things 
over the months of training. He was killed on 
December 7,1944 when the 1 st Platoon was 
overwhelmed with firepower. W e counter
attacked the next morning. I will always 
remember him in death with a bullethole in his 
head. Many others in the 1st Platoon also died 
in that battle.) 

The company undertook a very difficult 
task today. Only with great effort from Colonel 
Tysen did w e accomplish our goal. W e boarded 



a make believe train in a roped off area. It was a 
very difficult maneuver simulating getting on 
and off the train that wasn't there. No, I haven't 
given up hope on this man's Army. According 
to rumors, w e are pulling out around September 
24th, and will be heading to the Port of 
Embarkation (P.O.E.). Censorship begins when 
w e board the "real train". 

Two other fellows and I practiced a song 
for the shipping out company party. The M C 
had Lt. Davey, Lt. Emery, and Captain 
Heuberger stand in front while our trio sang a 
modified version of "In Der Fuher's Face". The 
officers and troops seemed to enjoy it. The 
Captain even wanted a copy of our improvised 
words. A meal and a free beer was part of the 
celebration. I even drank three beers with no 
evil effects. 

Part of our division has already shipped 
out, and the whole regiment is restricted. 
Cassell and I were battalion runners today. It 
was interesting because w e had a better oppor
tunity to know what was going on. (This was 
the last letter that was sent from Ft. Bragg, so on 
or about September 26th, w e must have moved 
out to the "real train".) 

(Shelby was standing on the train depot 
platform waving good-bye to the 399th Infantry 
soldiers as w e sat in our train seats loaded with 
full field packs. H e had the white apron of a 
cook, and was standing with other cooks. I had 



to smile because at an earlier time Shelby and I 
were scouts on a battalion problem that exposed 
us to live artillery fire. W e were both out in 
front moving up a hill toward the top where the 
shells were being concentrated. Shelby began 
acting very strange. I yelled to him, but he did
n't seem to hear me. W e were closing on the hill 
top so fearing for his life, I ran over and tackled 
him. He appeared to be disoriented and inco
herent when the corpsmen came forward and 
took him back. I didn't see him again until he 
was standing there on the platform waving 
good-bye. I guess I smiled because I was head
ed overseas into combat, and Shelby wasn't 
going anywhere. He may have been the smarter 
of the two scouts.) 

Chapter 4 APO 447, New York, NY 

We are under strict censorship both com
ing and going, but they told us it was O K to say 
that w e are on the East Coast. I can see right 
now that this letter writing isn't going to be very 
informative. It takes too much time figuring out 
what you cannot say. You should have the 
change of address card by now: PFC Hal G. 
Bingham, Co.F, 399th Infantry, A.P.O. 447, N e w 
York, N.Y. 

The time is coming when my letters are 
going to be very far between, but it wouldn't be 
that way if I had anything to do with it. I saw 
Fred King at the service club, and later Jerry 
Paul. 



The group is going to the city to hopefully 
have our picture taken. W e are all former 
A.S.T.P. and are members of the 2nd Platoon, 
"F" Company. There are eight of us: Webb, 
Leehy, Robbins, Parker, Karkoski, Starkweather, 
Rogers, and I. W e planned to send each of our 
parents the photo, and hoped it turns out well. 

I will be getting a 20% increase in overseas 
pay to bring m y income up to $64.00 a month. 
A money order will disclose the "camp", so I 
will risk sending U.S. dollars in the letter. 

Ah, today is a wonderful day at sea. I 
actually believe I like it. Ralph Karkoski and I 
have spent the morning sunning ourselves. Last 
night, Jerry Paul and I slept on deck. W e woke 
up with salt air blowing across the blanket. 

My thoughts today are very much of 
home. I attended church services and commu
nion. I also observed the services of other reli
gions because they are all held on the deck of 
the ship. It was interesting to compare them all. 

I believe I'm inclined to take after Pop 
when it comes to seasickness. I never thought I 
would be glad to see foreign soil, but any kind 
of soil will serve m y purpose. Boy, what I 
would give to see a good ole "Kansas Dust 
Storm" come across those waves. Bill Rogers 
and I stayed on deck after blackout to try to col
lect ourselves, and to be close to the railing so 
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w e could feed the fish. This ship reminds m e of 
a merry-go-round. The difference is that you 
don't pay to ride it, and the damn thing doesn't 
stop after 10 minutes. (We took 13 days to cross 
the Atlantic, and ran into a storm about midway 
across. Our convoy narrowed to pass through 
the Straits of Gibralter, and German subs sank 
two of our ships.) 

(The night we climbed off the ship, a 
German observation plane flew over with an 
immediate blackout on the ship. I remember 
Chuck Robbins worrying that the plane was 
going to drop a bomb on us before w e ever got 
off the ship. At any rate, I was glad the pilot 
didn't go back and get his buddies.) 

The mail situation over here isn't half bad. 
So far, I have received mail from you every day. 
The rain has stopped, and the French soil has 
dried up. I'm glad you are sending your letters 
air mail instead of v-mail because I believe it 
makes a difference in the time it takes to arrive. 

Another day and another 50 francs 
because their franc is equal to $.02 of our money. 
Parker and I wandered over to a small French 
village. Strangely enough, w e had our photos 
taken. I spoke with a Frenchman who had a 
fairly good command of English. Most of what 
he said was about how oppressed the French 
were under the Germans. 



Pop, I have been thinking about your 
birthday, but right now the best I can do is wish 
you a happy one. In one of the letters there was 
a picture of you, M o m . I a m really proud of it. 
Thanks a lot. I do appreciate the letters coming 
from everyone, but I can't answer them all 
because time is precious. Pop, w e will have a 
lot to talk about because this combat soldier has 
really had some rare experiences since w e left 
the states. 

We are now receiving the Combat Infantry 
Badge with $10.00 additional pay each month 
plus the $64.80 I a m getting for overseas pay. I 
plan to increase m y allotment to $50.00 a month. 
I a m told that the South Pacific has more m u d 
than here in France. Those fellows sure have 
m y sympathy if that is the case because the stuff 
here is everywhere. For a boy who comes from 
a dry state like Kansas, this is quite an experi
ence. 

Chapter 5 General Patch's - 7th Army 

I found out that w e can tell you that w e 
are in General Patch's 7th Army. W h e n you 
read about the 7th, just remember this young 
son of yours is helping them do it. (We relieved 
the 45th Division, and climbed a muddy hill to 
the foxholes. Ralph Karkoski had been given a 
box of hand grenades to carry up the slippery 
hill in the Vosges Mountains. After taking two 
steps forward and sliding back three, he put the 
box down. The Sgt. wanted to know what hap
pened to the grenades. Ralph and I finally went 
back down the slippery hill to retrieve them.) 



Combat isn't so bad as you might think 
because the Jerries are falling back so fast. I sure 
can't understand way the h- they don't give up. 
The last few days w e have been taking towns 
without much resistance and our platoon has 
captured 43 Germans. W e have been the first 
troops into these towns and the people have 
treated us well. In fact, they sometimes go out 
of their way to show us appreciation. I don't 
believe I ever ate so much honey on French 
bread. Today is Sunday and this village is really 
dressed up because almost all the French people 
are going to mass. However, when they work in 
the fields they wear "wooden shoes" because 
their fields are so wet. W e should know because 
w e have walked through most of them! 

We had a good meal tonight in this partic
ular home. About all that really counts anymore 
is the news from home, enough to eat, and a 
place to sleep each night. W e soldiers are going 
to appreciate the simple things of life because 
you don't realize what you have until it is taken 
away from you. The Christmas cookies were 
good and several of the fellows thought so too 
because they were gone in about ten minutes. 
Stationery is also in demand. The stationery I 
received in m y Cousin Fa's Christmas package 
was used by everyone in the platoon. You really 
learn to share everything you have. 



Last night while I was standing guard, I 
sure thought of home and was very thankful 
that this "chaos" is over here and not on good 
old U.S. soil. If you could see the shape of these 
towns, you would realize how big a job w e will 
have over here after the war. Presently, the Air 
Corps is giving the Jerrys h- and I wish they 
could operate every day. 

I'm getting a hair cut and sort of a shower 
for the first time in a month and a half. 
Cleanliness doesn't seem to make that much dif
ference. In fact, it seems strange now that w e 
went to all that trouble in civilian life. W e 
received pay today, and I sent a money order 
home for $35.00. Please buy yourselves 
Christmas presents. 

Next month will complete m y first year in 
the Army. I was put on government pay 
December 23,1943. A Christmas card was sup
plied to us by our regiment. Personally, I could 
think of no better way to help us out this time of 
the year. Many of us wanted to send greetings 
home, but had no other way to do it. In closing, 
I want to say that m y heart is in the Christmas 
message. 

Today has been a rather cold day. It seems 
the closer w e get to Germany, the more back
wards the people are toward accepting us in 
their homes. W e are still in France, but from the 
actions of the Populace, one would conclude 
that they might be in Germany. 



You were upset about the information in 
the censor cut out of m y letter and I haven't any 
idea what I said, but I guess it wasn't very 
important so just forget it. As for telling you 
about our movements and our location, I can't 
say much, but if you keep track of the 7 t h Army 
you will have a fairly good idea. As for m y per
sonal health, I couldn't be better as this living 
outdoors make one very healthy. I have also 
found that the body functions much better if it 
doesn't ever have a full stomach. 

About three weeks ago, my platoon was 
very fortunate because w e managed to capture 
43 prisoners in less than 24 hours. To top it off, 
the feat was accomplished without a shot being 
fired. W e came into the town so fast that the 
Germans were completely disorganized. 
Besides most of them were Polish, and didn't 
want to fight. 

No letter from home, but I did receive 
$10.00 in a money order from Coleman, 
Company, Inc. for a Christmas present. 
Coleman also said they hoped they could turn 
the money order into a return trip home before 
long. I finally received your Birthday cake. 
Much to m y surprise, it was really good and 
was shared with others. The wax paper around 
it preserved it well. 



Well only six more shopping days until 
Christmas, and I haven't bought a thing. Pop, 
your letter was very appropriate as a war dad 
who has been here in the Signal Corps on your 
motorcycle riding up to the front line in WW I. 
W e had hot cakes and oatmeal this morning, 
and I'll bet your chow in the W W I wasn't any
thing like that unless you managed to deliver a 
message to officers at mealtime. 

From all news reports, the Germans are pushing 
us on every front, but we are holding our own 
here. (This was the time of the Battle of the 
Bulge.) W e have been issued winter clothing so 
w e will stay warm and dry. It is water resistant. 

You mentioned, Jerry Paul, missing in 
action and wanted to know if I had heard any
thing. I'm afraid that I don't know anything, 
but m y guess is that he is a prisoner of war. 
Jerry is a special fellow, and wherever he is I'm 
sure that the good Lord is looking after him. 
(Jerry Paul was killed in battle a few weeks after 
w e entered combat, but I didn't know about it at 
the time.) 

That sure set me back to hear that, Fred 
King too is missing. (Fred was in the 398th 

Regiment, and I didn't know for some time that 
he too had been killed. M y mother had begun 
writing other mothers whose sons had been 
with m e either at the university or in m y pla
toon, so she knew about m y friends and buddies 
through their mothers.) 



I'm sorry that you aren't receiving m y let
ters. I have written every chance that presented 
itself, but I can understand your anxiety now 
that both Fred and Jerry are reported missing in 
action. All m y sympathy to their parents. 

I told Mrs. Burchfield that we had been in 
a town in Alsace which is territory that France 
and Germany have fought over for a long time. 
I couldn't mention the name of the town 
because of censorship. The average French 
farmer wastes nothing. Every morning they 
take the manure that has accumulated in the 
barn the day before and pile it in front of the 
house to use in the Spring for fertilizer. Most of 
the French homes, therefore, have a distinct 
odor. 

I wrote Mrs. Paul yesterday, and told her 
all I knew about Jerry, which was practically 
nothing. In reality, w e up here don't go through 
half as much as you folks back there. They keep 
us so occupied that w e don't have time to 
worry. 

The "Stars and Stripes" is a daily publica
tion over here that explains what is going on 
with us and the other Armies. W e knew the 
Germans were making a bad mistake when they 
drove so deeply into our lines. W e have too 
much air power, tanks, and artillery for them. 



Chapter 6 "Happy N e w Year" and "Nordwind" 

Happy New Year! I'll bet two to one this 
soldier is going to get a bigger bang out of this 
N e w Years than you. At exactly midnight every 
field artillery piece in this sector is going to let 
go with one round of ammo. (The big bang sur
passed m y wildest expectations because the 
German "Nordwind" attack began at midnight 
at our thinned out lines of the 7 m Army. 
Several divisions had been withdrawn from the 
7 t h to fight in the Battle of the Bulge. Our lines 
"bent" but did not "bulge" although there was 
the question of us almost being completely sur
rounded for three days, but w e nevertheless 
held.) 

Strange as it may seem, I have been busy 
lately. I Imagine you know why, but I think 
everything is under control now. The mail situ
ation has been at a standstill for the same reason 
and the weather is getting worse with more 
snow. W e do, however, have proper clothing to 
keep warm. I have found out there is still plen
ty of work to be done over here, so the possibili
ty exists that Harry may come this way. 

There hasn't been much going on com
pared to recent times. I think the German 
counter offensive surprised everyone including 
the big boys. From the "Stars and Stripes" the 
Russians are going to town, and this soldier boy 
says, "Power to them." They are still hoping 
they get to Berlin before w e so they can raise h-
with the Germans. 



I sure can't understand this French weath
er. I guess if there wasn't a war going on, one 
could see the beauty of this country. W h e n you 
have to live with nature through all sorts of con
ditions, one just can't seem to appreciate much 
of anything. 

When I think about how anxious I was to 
get into the Army, it really makes m e realize that I 
didn't know the score, but valuable knowledge 
has been gained from the experience of comrades. 
I also realize that if I hadn't had the strong founda
tion you folks gave me, I wouldn't have made it 
this far. There are too many pit falls and tempta
tions the Army offers young men, and Pop knows 
exactly what I'm talking about. Sure would like to 
have about a five pound fruit cake in the future. 

Believe it or not, I'm learning how to play 
chess. It's quite a diversion from the war even if it 
is a miniature war itself. Harry said in his last let
ter that he had received most of the news about 
m e through you, so that/s another reason for m e to 
keep up the correspondence. 

From Uncle Roy's letter, I understand that 
Harry has an A.P.O., so I expect to see him over 
here before long. M y hopes are with the Russians 
advancing so fast that maybe Harry will miss out. 
The less anyone sees of war, the better. One thing 
I cannot understand is the optimism back home 
about the war. I know it is good to believe w e 
have a near victory, but unless the Russians 
change things, w e still have a h- of a job with the 
Germans. 



Dorothy asked m e to request a package 
from her, but I don't believe I will because her 
letter sounded to convincing too me. She is one 
swell girl and I enjoy her letters, but one has to 
watch these women. Right? Uncle Roy also 
asked m e to send him a request so he could 
send some sweets. They sure have been good to 
me, and one finds out that everyone is helpful if 
given the chance. 

I received a V-mail from PFC Everette 
Coats, and find that he is in an anti-tank outfit 
not far away. W e infantry Joe's welcome those 
boys because a German tank is awesome. I took 
a good shower this morning, and received a 
complete change of clothing. It indeed was a 
big morale factor just getting clean. Another 
morale factor was six letters that I received 
today: one from you, two from Fa, two from 
Uncle Roy, and one from Mary Jean. The job 
that I had at Colemans was because of your 
pull. In regard to censorship, the Lt.'s name that 
appears on the envelope happens to be m y pla
toon leader and I know him well. Another thing 
is that they do not censor the incoming mail. 

I understand that Harry is excited about 
coming over. I can understand his sentiments, 
but thinking and doing are two different things. 
I'm hoping he will be too late to see any action. 
The reason I said I would prefer to be in the 
Army of occupation is that I would rather stay 
here than go to the South Pacific after this is 



over. I understand that you have been hearing 
Boeing flying fortresses going over Anthony that 
are being produced in Wichita. Sure could use a 
lot of those over here, although we do hear 
some of them come and go. By the way, I think 
"combat fatigue" is something neither of you 
nor I should worry about. 

Chapter 7 Flashback - "Sons of Bitche" 
I'm enclosing another "Stars and Stripes" 

because it has a lot of news and the enjoyable 
cartoon "Up Front" with Willy and Joe by Bill 
Maudlin. Most of the portrayals are right on 
target. The reason you don't see very many 
infantrymen around home is because they are 
fighting a war! W e consider everyone else "rear 
echelon". Pop, knows what I'm talking about 
when I refer to "sweating it out". (One of the 
old infantrymen with us on the 1 0 0 m Division 
50 t h Anniversary Tour, Tom M a u m , in a dedica
tion at the Epinal American Cemetery described 
our deep feeling as a combat infantryman with 
the following words: "We front line soldiers 
develop a sense of exclusivity, a conviction that 
our rifle squads and platoons are a brotherhood 
apart, open only to those who shared with us 
the terrible thunder and lightening of our hell 
on earth. What is this sense of brotherhood? It 
is something which can only be known through 
an emotional purge of mortal combat!") 

Jerry Paul's grandmother wrote a wonder
ful letter about Jerry and "him". She said that 
this world was only a temporary home for us 
and "up above" there would be no human con-



flict. I was sorry that I couldn't tell Mrs. Paul or 
you about Jerry's death because the waiting 
must have been unbearable. I'm sure every 
front line soldier will tell you that he has experi
enced "him" being near in time of need! 

The other evening, you folks took in a bas
ketball game and you couldn't see how every
one enjoyed themselves with a war going on. If 
I recall correctly, there was a war going on when 
Harry and I were part of that crowd, and you 
enjoyed yourselves then. Those are the things 
w e are fighting for and hope to return to. After 
all, this is only a small part of our lives and 
instead of making weak individuals, it is mak
ing us strong so w e can continue life with a full 
appreciation of its meaning. 

Fa wrote and told me about the different 
types of fellows that she met when she went to 
C a m p Gruber. I know exactly what she was 
talking about because there are all kinds of 
"characters" in this man's Army. I sure got a 
bang out of a recent letter Horace sent. H e said, 
"I remember when I used to come and visit you 
around a million years ago." Boy, that expresses 
the thought of all us fellows. 

We received shots in each arm today, and 
m y body aches. There isn't any postman to 
catch here like there was at 1555 No, Holyoke in 
Wichita just a few blocks from the university 
campus, but they do have a modified system 
which seems to work. 



Brothers L to R: Harry & Hal 



So far I have received two letters from 
Harry. He stated that he was in Le Havre. W e 
should have regular correspondence now that 
our mail should come direct. He said what he 
wanted most was something to eat, and some
thing to keep his feet warm. 

The latest news is that the Nazi's have 
separated from the German government, and 
that sounds good to me. Further, our 1st and 
3rd Armies aren't doing too badly either. The 
Russians are still advancing on all fronts, and in 
the South Pacific the boys are pounding the 
Japs. 

S/Sgt. Rudolph is back and that means a 
lot to m e because as the platoon runner and 
radio man and he the platoon Sgt. w e have been 
close. (We were in a retreat that Lt. Emery 
ordered December 7 t h when w e were almost 
overwhelmed from German infantry, and being 
fired into by a 20 millimeter flak weapon. W e 
ran across a valley and finally gained a position 
on an opposite hill where the Germans laid an 
artillery barrage on us. Rudy and I hit the 
ground beside each other, and he caught shrap
nel from a tree burst then was evacuated.) 

I received a letter from you dated January 
31st, and another February 1st. Lt. Mallett also 
received one from you. If it's just the same to 
you, write only to m e from now on. You see 
there isn't much he can do in reply to your letter 



so he gave it to me. Fact is, all available ship
ping space is being taken up by "essential war" 
material. I finally sent a cablegram, and I hope 
it doesn't take you by surprise because that 
would defeat the purpose. I'm sending today's 
letter by V-mail, but I doubt it will get there any 
quicker. Parker, Starkweather, and Rogers all 
told m e that their folks hadn't received any mail 
since the first of the year either. 

It seems that my university friends have 
become children of "him". I had hopes that 
Fred King was a prisoner. The outfit that Jerry 
used to belong to relieved us not too long ago, 
and I inquired about Jerry. His platoon leader 
told m e that he was killed, and another fellow 
confirmed that he was beside Jerry when he was 
hit. N o w you can tell Mrs. Paul or not, but I 
don't plan to. (I did see Mrs. Paul after I 
returned home in 1946, and told her the story 
that had been relayed to me. She was a Nurse 
Anesthetist at Wesley Hospital where m y future 
wife completed her cadet nurses training and 
went on the staff, so they knew each other 
which made it easier for me.) 

Osie Leehy and Chuck Robbins are back in 
the hospital with trench feet, but S/Sgt. 
Denham, S/Sgt. Karkoski, Sgt. Starkweather, 
Sgt. Rogers, PFC Parker, and PFC Bingham are 
still on line. Parker and I were platoon runners 
and missed out on ratings. (I well recall that 
back in Garrison Training, it was stated to m e 
that the scout or runner would be one of the 
first in line for a promotion.) 



I received a package with many goodies 
like peanut brittle, taffy, cookies, etc. So thanks 
to you and Aunt Delma for helping you with it. 
Incidentally, I don't know what I'm going to do 
for your Birthday, M o m . 

Much to my surprise, the American Army 
is still looking after its soldiers as they took us 
back to see a U.S.O. show. M a n when w e saw 
those American females perform before us, it 
was almost like a trip back to the U.S. M y luck 
is definitely changing because I'm headed back 
for a short rest and typing on a German type
writer, but you can't expect m e to do well on 
"German equipment". They have their W's 
where there Y's should be. I have been told 
there is ice-cream, French pastries, beer, and 
shows. The French "La Belle" is supposed to be 
there also. 

I'm now in the 100th Division rest center. 
W h e n you first arrive, you receive a shower 
with a complete new outfit. They have roll call 
once a day, then you are free to do whatever you 
want. I finally got m y duffel bag for the first 
time since w e started out. I'm sending the 
watch home because it can't take the rough 
usage w e give it over here. Our daily schedules 
include chow between 8 and 9 which is served 
on French silverware by French w o m e n with an 
orchestra in the background. At 11:00am the 
100th Division Band gives a concert then chow 
again. At 3:00pm a stage show is presented by 



special services, and afterward ice-cream and 
cake then chow again. By 6:30pm, an American 
movie then a nice clean dry bed. Best of all 
there is no guard duty. 

I found some pretty laced handkerchiefs in 
a French store which I sent home for your 
Birthday. Strange as it may seem I feel that I 
belong back with m y company. (I was some
what overwhelmed by all the rear echelon gold-
bricks at the rest center, and felt guilty associat
ing with them.) 

Parker and I are sharing a foxhole. He has 
a Purple Heart from the wound you were asking 
about. Your letters are taking only a week now. 
I received a letter from Bondie, and he said that 
he felt like a 4-F writing m e when he hasn't even 
left the states yet. 

Payday I sent $50.00 home which is in 
addition to the $45.00 you should be receiving 
each month under the "class E" allotment. I 
want you folks to feel free to draw on m y bank 
account anytime. I'm in Lafferty's squad now, 
and Fa's fruit cake was consumed by it. I 
passed your box around to the whole platoon, 
and they think I have very nice parents. 

I received a letter from Sgt. Harry Rice and 
he wrote something that didn't appeal to his 
censor because the letter was pretty well cut up. 
I also received a letter from Professor Cassel 
who was wounded and sent to England. (Cassel 



was hit by a German sniper near his snow cov
ered foxhole. I helped him get back to company 
headquarters where help was available. H e 
wrote a thank you letter to m y mother and 
explained his situation to her.) 

In Harry's letter today, he tried to tell me 
what outfit he was assigned and where he was, 
but his censor cut the info out so I have no idea 
what outfit he is in nor his location. 

I am very proud to know that I am a mem
ber of the V.F.W., and the fact that Pop is presi
dent probably didn't have anything to do with 
it. Special services showed up and w e were able 
to order gifts for you that should show up in 
two months. 

Please include Denham's parents in the 
round robin letter. Their address is: Mr. and 
Mrs. Virgil Denham, Snowflake, Arizona. He 
has told m e that his father is the Post Master. 
Don't send cigarettes because w e are issued a 
pack a day. Three cigarettes are in each K-ration 
which I give to the chain smokers. (One of our 
chain smokers was shot in the head in a fire 
fight, and w e learned as young boys can learn 
that smoking can be dangerous.) At present, I 
a m enjoying all the comforts of home in our fox
hole. I heat m y K-rations can of ham and eggs 
on the Coleman stove. Then for desert, I have a 
nice cookie from home plus some fruit juice for 
a chaser. 



S/Sgt. Rudolph has gone back to receive a 
commission as a 2nc* Lt. I don't imagine Rudy 
will come back to this platoon as 2nc* Lt. Ted 
Matlose is now in charge. He was a Squad 
Leader before he received his battlefield promo
tion. S/Sgt. Snyder will probably be promoted 
to T/Sgt. of the platoon. 

It won't be too long before your Spring 
garden will be planted. I wish I had a penny for 
every shovel full of dirt that has been turned by 
this PFC this past few months. When w e enter 
certain French towns, I see boys our age and 
older and wonder why they aren't helping us 
fight this war. 

A bird is singing a song over in Jerryland 
and how beautiful it sounds. The heavy 
artillery w e send over there doesn't seem to 
bother it in the least. Compared to man, the 
birds are quite a bit above us as they seem to get 
along. I wonder how it is possible for us to 
mess up the world so much. God gave us this 
earth and all its benefits, then what do w e do 
but blow it all to hell. 

Everette Parker is with me as I have men
tioned in other letters. You scared his mother 
when you said I don't mention him anymore. 
W e are restricted on what w e can write home. 
I'll grant you that there are certain things I don't 
particularly like to discuss, but when you say 
you worry a lot it doesn't help matters with me. 



I a m enclosing a March 1 7 m edition of 
"Stars and Stripes" to let you know how the 
"front" is coming over here because I can't write 
about it. (On March 15th, early in the morning 
while it was still dark, we were joined by tanks 
in attacking a strategic hill outside of Bitche, 
France. The Germans were heavily fortified 
because they had a couple of months to set up 
their defense after their "Nordwind" attack on 
N e w Years Eve. Lt. Emery was wounded almost 
immediately beside one of our tanks as w e 
entered the wooded hill defenses when a 
German potato masher (grenade) bounced off 
the tank and exploded. Machine gun mortar 
and artillery fire opened up on us and quickly 
pinned us down. "F" Company was in the lead, 
and w e fought back from behind trees for pro
tection. Lt. Matlose and I hit the ground close to 
each other and he directed m e to fire a phospho
rus grenade from m y rifle toward what 
appeared to be a command post ahead on a ris
ing. M y aim was fairly accurate with the missile 
arching through the trees to the target. W e were 
still pinned down and Lt. Matlose then yelled to 
m e to get up and signal "G" Company to move 
up. Lead was now flying in both directions, and 
I quickly realized that when I got up and ran 
toward "G" Company I would be exposing 
myself to both "friendly" and enemy fire. With 
the Lt.'s insistence, I did get up and yelled at 
about "120 decibels" for them to move up as I 
ran toward them. Almost immediately, I heard a 
German "88" artillery shell coming m y way and 



growing louder by the millisecond so I made a 
leap behind the nearest tree. It seemed like the 
shell exploded immediately. I was not sure if I 
was alive or dead because I couldn't hear or see 
and was numb all over. In m y stunned state I 
began to check m y body parts to see if they 
were still all there. I do not know how long I 
laid behind the tree, but the battle appeared to 
be moving ahead so I finally tried to get up and 
found I was covered with dirt and limbs. I 
seemed intact except for m y hearing. I did look 
around to see where the shell had exploded, and 
found the tree had saved m y life by taking the 
hit on its other side. There were still mine fields 
to negotiate, but they were visible because they 
had undoubtedly been placed on the snow 
which had melted. I was able to catch up with 
the advance noting the dead and wounded as I 
walked forward. The Germans had retreated.) 

We found out later that the whole 7th 

Army had advanced, and for the first time ever 
Ft. de Bitche fell to the 100th Division. W e 
became known as the "Sons of Bitche" with 
exclusive membership. 

There was an opening for Sgt. and Lt. 
Snyder put m e in for it. I felt I had the experi
ence and could accept the responsibility of a 
squad, besides there was a raise in pay. General 
Ike had issued a non-fraternizing policy to all 
American troops once w e advanced into 
Germany. 



You folks are the only one I'm writing now 
as that's all the time I have, and you probably 
understand by reading the papers. It's only two 
more days until your Birthday, and I'm hoping 
the gifts that have been sent will arrive on time. 
(My mother's Birthday was March 27th, and w e 
were meeting little resistance except for pockets 
here and there until outside Heilbronn.) 

It's hard to realize that the Germans 
caused the world so much misery. They appear 
innocent and friendly, but they aren't fooling us 
one bit. As for the food situation, they have 
more than enough. In fact, this appears to be a 
very prosperous country. So it's beyond m e 
why they used the excuse that they were so 
poor that they had to expand to accommodate 
all their people. (On a recent trip to Poland, w e 
stopped at Auschwitz Concentration C a m p 
where only 10% of the prisoners who entered 
survived. It seems impossible that the Germans 
could be so methodically cruel.) 

Happy Birthday, Mom! You sent me an 
article about mothers and fathers always being 
on the front because they never know when 
their loved ones are back behind the lines. 

To answer your questions, I have changed 
squads three times, but still remain in the 2nd 
Platoon. At first, I was a messenger in Platoon 
Headquarters where I apparently had little 
chance of promotion, but once I transferred to a 



squad I had a better opportunity of working m y 
way up. I went to Denham's squad as his assis
tant then transferred to Lafferty's squad as his 
assistant. Finally, I wound up in the 2nd Squad 
as its leader. Ralph Karkoski is Squad Leader of 
the 1 st Squad, I lead the 2nd, and Lafferty leads 
the 3rd. M y assistant is cowboy Sessions from 
Texas who is about 30 years old with a Bronze 
Star for bravery under fire. 

We receive replacements who find it tough 
going initially. W e older combat troops have 
seen worse, and have that to compare. 
Experience is always the best teacher. McEwen 
was a replacement. When he got into a fire fight 
he hit the ground out in the open. After we 
gained fire superiority, I went over where he 
was still lying to pick up his dog tags thinking 
him dead. When I bent over him, he moved and 
complained the he was just too tired to go on. 
He was a little older, but I told him to get cover 
the next time. 

We overheard the same rumor that you 
did on March 27th about the war being over, but 
we didn't put much hope in it. If you bear with 
us just a little longer, we will have this situation 
under control. (After w e swung south from 
Mannheim where w e crossed the Rhine River, 
m y squad had the honor of holding down the 
right flank of the 7th Army. Ed Webb was the 
flank man in our squad. W e were all proud of 
him!) 



(Grossgartach was the last big town before 
Heilbronn. After riding the tanks south from 
Mannheim, fox "F" Company struck it with 
tanks at night. After a tough four hour battle, it 
fell on April 4th. The following day, Heilbronn 
was attacked across the Neckar River and one of 
the most significant prolonged battles of the 
100th Division had begun. The 2nd Battalion 
was in reserve, but later crossed the Neckar 
River in assault boats and rafts. I remember 
paddling rapidly with all m y strength to get out 
of the fire that was coming at us as w e crossed 
the river. Once across the river, w e headed for 
cover. Early the 13th, w e kicked off down the 
railroad tracks. "I could look at dead Krauts all 
day long and feel no remorse, but the fallen G.I. 
almost always caused anger." Years later, I 
returned to Heilbronn and looked down at the 
Neckar River from the bridge over it. I was 
amazed that it wasn't a mile wide because it cer
tainly seemed so when w e paddled across it in 
great haste years before!) 

(Lt. Martin Quinlan censored my letters at 
that time, and was mentioned in the "Power 
Horn" 399th Infantry book as leading the attack 
down the railroad track.) In m y letter to m y 
parents, all I commented on is the news of 
President Roosevelt's death. I also said it was 
hard to believe, but w e didn't feel it would hin
der the war. W e did feel concerned that he 
couldn't see it to the end because he had been a 
strong leader for the free world!) 



The war situation keeps looking better all 
the time, and I'm sure the Germans can't last too 
much longer. Although, they seem to be a 
determined bunch! 

I heard from Harry, and was sure sur
prised to find out that he had been wounded. 
He couldn't have been on the line very long 
when he was hit. I tried to get back through 
Red Cross to see him, but so far there are too 
may details. Maybe when the war ends, we will 
have an opportunity to see each other. 

(On April 20th, the entire 399th Regiment 
jumped off driving straight south toward 
Stuttgart in a three battalion pincer. The 399th 
in one day had cut off 270 square miles of 
Germans between Backnang and the Neckar 
River. April 22 was the clincher with "F" 
Company on the right they stormed Rotenberg 
after Lt. Quinlan's platoon captured 100 
Germans.) 

My squad was down to nine men, and we 
were scouting the woods above Stuttgart when a 
German soldier appeared waving a white cloth 
tied to his rifle. I signaled m y squad to hit the 
dirt because I thought it was a trick. He yelled, 
"Comrade surrender." I told everyone to get 
ready, and then told the German to drop his rifle 
and advance which he did. He then pointed 
behind him that there were more soldiers. The 
next thing that occurred was the appearance of 



many German soldiers and a German officer 
advanced out of their midst. I told him to halt. 
Then in perfect English he asked if I were in 
command because he wanted to surrender, but 
also asked m y rank. I told him that I was an 
acting Squad Leader. He told m e that he would 
not surrender to me, but would surrender to m y 
commanding officer. I told him that m y Captain 
was down in Stuttgart at a collecting point, and 
m y squad would escort the Haupman "if" he 
would order his soldiers to stack arms there and 
now. W e were still cautious because we were 
badly outnumbered, and hoped he was serious 
in wanting to surrender. He must have under
stood that the American Army would give him 
and his troops fair treatment as compared to the 
French or Russians. 

He gave his troops the order to stack arms 
and fall-in. I then placed m y squad on either 
side and in the back of the German soldiers, and 
took the lead just ahead of the officer. I gave the 
order, and we moved out down into Stuttgart 
toward the collecting point. This was a high 
point in m y military career! The members of 
our squad were as follows: Stidham B.A.R., 
Alphonso Gill and Romero - two good Hispanic 
soldiers, McEwen from Iowa, Pisconvick from 
Pennsylvania, Moring from Minnesota, Patty 
from Oklahoma, Webb, and Sessions. 



Tomorrow, I go to Paris on pass. Most of 
the guys have German pistols that were "given 
to us" by the German prisoners. I a m broke, but 
m y buddies came across with sufficient funds. I 
neglected everything while I was in Paris except 
having a good time. I was at Rainbow Corner 
when we heard falsely that the war was over. 
All the kissing and hugging that went on was 
enough to last m e quite a while. The French 
girls were dancing in the streets and went wild. 
I guess I did too! 

When I returned from Paris, it took me 
about two hours to read all m y mail from you 
folks and several others. Hopefully, it shouldn't 
be much longer that w e will have to worry 
about the Krauts. The news reports that Hitler 
is out of the way, but they will have to produce 
his body before we will be convinced. I really 
came out ahead on the money situation in Paris 
because American cigarettes are worth their 
weight in gold. The Supply Sgt. gave m e a 
whole carton for trading purposes. The Grand 
Opera in Paris was free to me, and I had a box 
seat. Mussorgsky's "Boris Godunov" was pre
sented, and I enjoyed it immensely. 

Our job surely won't end when the E.T.O. 
and South Pacific wars are over because there 
must be a government that will "insure world 
peace". Each afternoon, w e have a report by 
Puggy Knight and Everette Parker on the 
progress of the war. I wonder what the "super
men" think of their ideals now. 



W e have been listening to the radio, and it 
sure sounds like Germany "is kaput". The 
emblem you received for your Birthday is the 
"Cross of Loraine". Remember, w e were in 
Alsace and Loraine for a while this past Winter, 
and the Cross of Loraine could by seen every
where. 

Chapter 8 E.T.O. - VE. Day 

The war is over here in the E.T.O., and we 
are still alive and in one piece. May 8,1945, will 
forever live in m y memory, but the actual victo
ry (VE. Day) celebration will be tomorrow. The 
VE. Day ceremony was attended by Major 
General Burress, our division commander. They 
played our National Anthem, and we heard 
President Harry Truman's speech. Be sure and 
let m e know about the reaction of the citizens of 
Anthony. 

The VE. ceremony impressed me when I 
remembered the price that had been paid in 
friends and buddies lost. There was a tremen
dous effort put forth by everyone especially the 
soldiers that had been fighting since Africa, the 
China Burma India (C.B.I.) Theater, and in the 
Pacific since Pearl Harbor. I a m thankful that 
m y combat experience didn't occur until several 
months ago! 



W e heard about the point system and 
demobilization, and it looks like we younger 
soldiers are going to be 90 year wonders. The 
married men receive points for a wife and fami
ly. Most of us have about 33 points which falls 
short of getting out and coming home. It was 
surprising that combat infantrymen received the 
same points as rear echelon troops in calcula
tions. Guess I should have gotten married and 
had a couple of kids because I sure need the 
points. 

Here is a run down of the A.S.T.P. boys: 
Parker is in the 3rd Squad as a Rifleman, Bill 
Rogers is its Squad Leader, Starkweather has a 
bad knee and is back, Karkoski is back with yel
low jaundice, and Webb is in m y squad and 
going strong. W e were not allowed to write 
home when a soldier was wounded. 

Harry is located in Linz, Austria, which is 
about 200 miles from Ulm, Germany, where I a m 
presently located. There is a Red Cross man 
working on our getting together, and I a m still 
hoping to see him! 

Incidentally, I have lost all contact with 
Mary Ann Beal. The last time I knew where she 
was when I was home on a furlough. Sure 
would like to know if she is still at Wesley 
Hospital. 



I read in "Stars and Stripes" where they 
are not going to send anymore 18 year olds 
overseas because they are just too young. I tried 
to tell them I was too young, but they didn't 
seem to understand. Ha! Even though some 
people may think w e are coming home, the Japs 
are still fighting and some of us may to go over 
there to help. 

I received a letter from you written on VE. 
Day, and you wanted to know if your sons were 
safe. I sent a cablegram which you should have 
received by now, and I a m sure you have also 
heard from Harry. Bondie, Sherry, and Betty 
Lou also wrote. Betty Lou was concerned about 
the male shortage at the University of Missouri. 

Lt. Ray Snyder just returned from Officers 
Training School just outside of Paris. H e learned 
about squad tactics after going through six 
months of combat. I received a decent haircut 
today, the first time since coming overseas. One 
of m y men in the squad is ill, so I plan to take 
his place on guard like a good Squad Leader. 

The "Stars and Stripes" comments that the 
troops coming through the states for duty in the 
South Pacific will receive eight weeks of special 
training on Jap warfare. If the soldier also 
obtains a furlough in the U.S., it will be almost 
four months before he may see action. Harry 
and I are not sure if the troop reassignment 
includes us or the Army of Occupation. 



You asked about m y feelings on VE. Day. 
They were concentrated on the past as well as 
the present. H o w does an 18 year old feel when 
he leaves home and enters strict Army disci
pline? Initially, he doesn't quite fit into the pic
ture of a soldier. After he ships overseas with a 
unit he has trained and experiences combat, he 
fits into the picture. He has seen his buddies 
blown to hell, and shared the terrifying experi
ence with those that made it. Each day holds 
fear for him. Then all the sudden victory comes! 
N o more fear of the future! O n VE. Day, I felt 
mighty proud to be out there saluting "Old 
Glory"! I sort of felt Jerry Paul, Fred King, and 
all the others were right there saluting with me. 
As parent, I imagine you had just about the 
same thoughts even though you didn't share m y 
experiences. You were there at the front all the 
time with Harry and me. 

I use the German language quite a bit, and 
it has not been hard to learn. However, if noth
ing works sign language will suffice. I a m 
enclosing a Volkstrum A r m Band which was 
worn by the civilian army Hitler attempted to 
muster near the end without much success. The 
word "Wehrmacht" means Army. 

Each man in the 100th Division received a 
booklet that tells the story of the division in 
combat before w e hit the Rhine River. You may 
understand why I said to markdown March 
15th. W e pushed off early that morning, and 



ran into hell on earth. M y squad started out 
with ten, and ended up with four. W e were the 
ones who attacked Reyeswiller Ridge just above 
Bitche, and the Jerries had decided to keep it. 

Presently, we are in Langenau about ten 
miles from Ulm. W e are guarding an a m m o 
dump, water works, and a check point that 
requires 24 - hour guard duty. I do not have to 
stand guard because of m y rank, but I do have 
to make sure that someone does. Pop, you hit 
the nail on the head when you said the Army 
has probably changed since the war ended. It is 
about as "C.S." as it was back in the states. You 
know inspections, close order drill, squad prob
lems, and parades. Someday, Harry and I will 
be out of this man's Army, and we hope it won't 
be too long. 

I have thought a lot about our church 
since being away from it so long. It holds many 
beautiful memories for me, and I will always 
remember it as a part of m y foundation in life. 

Tomorrow we are moving from Ulm to 
regroup and be closer to Stuttgart. I don't know 
what that means, but I am about to give up on 
the idea of occupation, and hope we come 
through the states on our next assignment. To 
report on the A.S.T.P. boys: S/Sgt. Rogers is still 
in the 2nc* Platoon but leader of a different 
squad, Parker is still with him, Webb is still in 
m y squad, Starkweather is back with a bad 
knee, and Chuck Robbins is working in a hospi
tal in England. 



W e are n o w guarding some displaced per
sons (D.P.'s) that are Poles, Estonians, Latvians, 
and Lithuanians. After they were liberated, they 
had to be rounded up and contained again to 
keep them from killing the Krauts. W e guard 
them around the clock. M y relief is Sessions, 
m y Assistant Squad Leader. 

Harry and I seem to think alike on the 
fraternization policy, as he is escorting a beauti
ful Austrian while the German Frauline I a m 
seeing isn't too bad either, of course. This is all 
undercover because the only Germans w e are 
allowed to speak to are young children, but then 
again she is only a child of 19. She is trying to 
learn English, and I don't know any better 
teacher than Prof. Bingham. 

Ralph Karkoski returned to the platoon today 
after being hospitalized with jaundice. H e said 
that he lived the "Life of Riley" in Nancy, 
France. 

m 

On our most recent move to Windlengen, 
just 20 miles southeast of Stuttgart, the platoon 
is guarding factories and checking passes. 
Ralph Karkoski and Gene Roth are in charge of 
a submarine factory, Bill Rogers is in charge of a 
furniture factory, and I a m in charge of a textile 
factory. None of the factories have been 
bombed because of the excellent camouflage. 
Our job is to see that the factories operate pro
ductively for the Allied Government. M y squad 



is quartered in the kindergarten of the factory 
where the mothers used to bring their children 
when they worked in textiles. It's really a sweet 
place, and w e are lucky to get this break. All I 
have to do is keep the squad on the ball, and 
make out the guard roster. M y present squad 
that are all PFC's and numbers twelve men: 
Petty-First Scout, Gill-Second Scout, Stidham-
B.A.R., Webb-Assistant B.A.R., Romero, 
McEwen, Black, Pisconvuck, Hull, Slater, 
Sessions-Assistant Squad Leader, and myself-
Squad Leader. 

The Neckar River runs by this factory, and 
you may remember that w e had to cross it at 
Heilbronn. I was in one of the assault boats of 
our platoon, and "88's" were coming in at inter
vals. Needless to say, w e paddled furiously to 
get across. The Neckar River here doesn't seem 
quite so wide as w e have been swimming along 
with some Fraulines who swim there, but of 
course w e believe in non-fraternization. 

Denham wrote and told me that the left 
side of his face and left ear are not working well, 
but he feels lucky to be alive. H e wanted to 
know about his squad, and thanked m e for writ
ing his mother. 

The Air Corps is sure active today. They 
must fly around to let the Germans know they 
are still there. I expect Pop is helping out in the 
harvest this time of year. I sure would like to 
try m y luck at scooping wheat for Uncle Claude, 
but right now I'm in fairly poor shape. 



I'm sending home a parachute from a flare 
that had been fired, and was used in defensive 
position to light up the area in front of us at 
night to see if any Krauts were out there. It has 
all the names of the members of m y squad. 
Sessions just brought in his Bronze Star, and it's 
a beauty. Harry must also be proud of his! Our 
General has stated that w e will almost surely be 
here until November and possibly until March 
next year, but I'm still very pessimistic. 

This is the Fourth-of-July, and the 399th 

Infantry is going to make the new 7 t h Army 
Commander General Haislip, a "Son of a 
Bitche" which is our exclusive organization for 
taking the town of Bitche, France. Ernie Pyle 
said, "The only reason an infantry Joe keeps 
going is because his buddies do and there is not 
much else he can do." There is much truth in 
that statement. 

There is a German w o m a n that stops and 
talks to our guards, and discussed politics. She 
keeps telling them that it wasn't the German 
peoples' fault only "Hitler's Gang". Boy, that 
really makes m e mad deep down. I personally 
don't like to talk politics with these people 
because I don't even try to see their side, if they 
have one. 

I received a letter from Harry, in the 
4318th Army Hospital which is the same one 
where Ralph Karkoski was treated. H e seems to 



be doing O.K., nothing serious. Drunk on duty 
was the charge against Sessions, so he has been 
relieved as m y assistant. Webb has been 
assigned in his place. 

The whole 2nc* Battalion has moved to a 
German garrison above Pforzheim. Karkoski, 
Rogers, Webb, Knight, Roth, and I are living in 
the same large room for non-commissioned offi
cers with considerable privileges. The town of 
Pforzheim has a Population of about 80,000 
before the war, but is now 40,000. As w e under
stood it, the British bombed it in retaliation for 
the V-2 bombings of London. W e walked for a 
full hour, and saw only buildings that were 
either partially or completely destroyed. 

The news in the South Pacific is good, and 
we hope it continues to be that way. What a 
wonderful blessing it would be to have that war 
over, and the world at peace. General Ike is on 
our side because he has now allowed us to frat
ernize with the Fraulines in public. 

Chapter 9 Flashback - December 7,1944 -
Lemberg, France 

(You have asked for some more details 
about some of our battles, and this one took 
place around Lemberg, France on or about 
December 7,1944. It had rained all night and 
the clouds were still hanging low when w e 
moved out. The jumping-off point was about 
three miles over hilly terrain. When the dawn 



broke, w e formed in attack with "F" Company, 
2nd piatoon in the lead. There was a mushy 
bottomed valley that had to be crossed to get at 
the hill where the enemy had fire superiority. 
S/Sgt. Iglowicz was hit in the leg, and I gave 
him first aid which amounted to pouring sulfa 
into the wound and dressing it with a pad that 
every soldier carried to keep it clean and slow 
down the bleeding. H e ordered m e to find the 
Captain to direct some artillery fire on the hill 
occupied by the enemy. As the platoon runner, 
it was m y job to contact the Captain so I ran 
back looking for him only to trip over a stick 
and fall in front of him. He helped m e get up, 
and I gave him S/Sgt. Iglowicz's recommenda
tion. Captain Heuberger pulled out his map 
case, and showed m e the terrain to point out the 
correct hill. That was the first time I had seen 
any since basic training, and had to admit that I 
wasn't sure which topographic hill the artillery 
should target. The artillery was deferred, and I 
went back to where the shooting seemed to have 
slowed. Some of our platoon had made it across 
the valley, but were pinned down at the bottom 
of the hill where the Germans had the high 
ground. The valley had to be crossed to get to 
our men at the bottom of the hill, but there were 
still some snipers so I ran like h-. Nothing hap
pened and others followed until Lt. Emery felt 
w e had enough men to charge the hill. He 
ordered fixed bayonets, but they had been dis
carded. W e charged up the hill, and out of the 
corner of m y eye I saw condensed breath com
ing out of the ground. Two Germans immedi-



ately Popped up with their hands held high and 
knocking off their helmets. They don't know 
how close I came to blasting them because 
adrenaline was pumping full tilt, and the safety 
was off m y rifle for just such a surprise. 
Although they did scare the hell out of me, I 
held m y fire and told them to get the f- down 
the hill before I killed them. They completely 
understood and ran down the hill with their 
hands held high yelling comrade to the platoons 
following behind. W h y I didn't pull the trigger, 
I'll never know. W e continued the attack, and 
secured two more hills without enemy resis
tance. W e later hit the ground when w e saw 
two German soldiers coming down a path out of 
Lemberg. They had no idea we were there, and 
walked into an ambush. One was killed out-
right, and the other was seriously wounded. He 
pleaded "comrade, comrade", but was silenced 
by Lt. Emery. W e then dug in for the night with 
the 2nc* Platoon prepared to take the brunt of 
the attack by the Germans coming out of 
Lemberg. 

About 1:00am, the German attack began. 
It was directed toward the 1st Platoon that was 
backing us up. The Krauts had taken another 
way out of Lemberg, and circled around to hit 
us from the opposite direction with the 1st 

Platoon taking the attack instead of Lt. Emery's 
2nd piatoon. W e tried to help as much as w e 
could, somehow the 1st Platoon held against 
three assaults. At dawn, more German infantry 
backed by a mounted 20 m m rapid fire flak 



wagon exploded every object it hit established 
superiority of fire which changed the course of 
battle. The Krauts began yelling, "Pigs give up 
or die!" I couldn't bring myself to believe w e 
were being beaten by those bastards. Those that 
could, ran from the deadly fire. Lt. Emery final
ly gave the order to retreat, and w e got the hell 
out of there with them firing right into us as w e 
crossed the valley to the opposite hill that w e 
had taken the day before. I had buried the 536 
radio, fearing capture. 

We had been exposed to the intense cold 
most of the night in our holes. Our limbs were 
numb, but w e made them work like they had 
never worked before. One can make numb legs 
run fast when his life is at stake. 

T/Sgt. Rudolph was right behind me 
along with Lt. Emery, and w e made it safely to 
the other hill. W e immediately began digging in 
for another attack. A German artillery barrage 
came in on us, and w e hit the ground. Three 
burst occurred above us and shrapnel hit 
Rudolph. I gave him first aid, and he was evac
uated. I continued digging a foxhole, but Lt. 
Emery told m e that w e were going to counter
attack. However, nothing seemed to be happen
ing so I kept on digging. The snow began 
falling, so I gathered some branches to place 
over the hole. As time passed, it became obvi
ous that no counter-attack was going to be 
ordered. Lt. Emery later suggested that he share 
the hole with his platoon runner, and w e stayed 



in the hole that night. The next morning, w e 
moved out to retake the hill we were driven 
from the day before. W e found no resistance. 
About 10 German soldiers and 14 of our troops 
had been killed. I lost Cooper there, and I'll 
never be able to describe the feeling I had when 
I saw him lying there with a bullet hole through 
his head. There were three young A.S.T.P. boys 
lying side by side apart from the others, all with 
bullet holes in their heads and arms tied behind 
them with signal wire. They had been assassi
nated! W e surmised that their deaths was a 
payback for the ambush of the two German sol
diers two day before. The total dead or missing 
in action was 57 men out of our company with a 
normal roster of 120. 

We had gone three days without rest or 
much sleep, and were exhausted. W e were 
moved back to battalion reserve. As w e were 
marching back, I cried like a baby between hurl
ing profanity at the Krauts. When w e finally 
make it back to reserve in a house, I sat in a cor
ner by myself and didn't want to talk to anyone. 
I don't know how long I sat on the floor in the 
corner, but after a while Karkoski and Rogers 
came and made m e go with them. W e were all 
still dazed, but I learned to "hate" from that 
experience.) 

We had a regimental combat team parade 
today with 5,000 men marching together. It was 
inspiring to see all those troops in one place. A 
couple of days later, w e rode about 35 miles to 



participate in a parade for the 7 m Army 
Commander, General Haislip. O n the way, w e 
observed the German people bringing in the 
harvest. Much to our surprise, they were still 
cutting wheat with large sickles. There was 
essentially no motorized equipment, but their 
productivity from the rich farm land had yield
ed abundant crops for many, many years. 

A combat infantryman wears three ban
doleers and a full cartridge belt of M-l ammuni
tion plus three hand grenades. I also carried 
four grenades that could be launched from m y 
rifle, two or three K-rations, a canteen of water, 
a 536 radio until it was buried, a blanket roll, a 
rifle, and a helmet. Sometimes I wonder how 
w e climbed mountains, waded streams, and 
marched as far as w e did. 

The 7th Army ordered a 2:00am start on a 
search of their entire area for black market con
traband, A.W.O.L. soldiers, and undercover 
weapons. Our assignment for the search was 
the large area of Pforzheim. W e found many 
bombed out buildings and climbed many stairs, 
but in only one partially standing apartment 
building did w e find anything which was some 
pretty Fraulines that were living there. 

On July 27,1945,1 received the Bronze Star 
from General Withers A. Burress on the 
Pforzheim Garrison Parade Grounds, and later 
the Good Conduct Medal from Capt. Heuberger. 
I also have the Combat Infantryman's Badge, 



and the European Theater of Operations Ribbon 
with two stars. Incidentally, Harry has one 
more decoration that I which is his Purple 
Heart. It is a very beautiful medal, but I do not 
wish to have it. 

We had a class in sabotage this afternoon 
to keep us alert for any German attempts 
against the Army of Occupation. It is surprising 
what a little planning and explosives can do 
toward utter destruction. 

The Colonel personally inspected our 2nc* 
Platoon which is very unusual as the Captain is 
the highest ranking officer that usually does it. 
W e passed with flying colors. Colonel Maloney 
is always with the troops on hikes, in sports, 
and whenever w e are on the drill field. This 
means a great deal to us. 

Lt. Rudolph invited Ralph, Knight, and me 
over to Company "E" where he is now assigned 
since receiving his battlefield commission. H e is 
a gentleman for w h o m I gained a lot of respect. 
W e sure miss him! 

V 

In your letter, you mentioned Mary Ann 
coming to see you with Hubert Johnson. I was 
glad to find out about her. I lost interest when 
she never answered m y letter, but one can't 
entirely forget the past and from time to time I 
wondered what happened to her. 



Tonight, w e heard about the atomic bomb 
being dropped on the Japs which we all thought 
was a great idea because it might force them to 
give up. W e subsequently heard it took a sec
ond atomic bomb to convince them. 

Chapter 10 V.J. Day 

Today, August 12th, we heard that the Jap 
war is over. However, it has not been con
firmed. If it is true, then all we have to worry 
about is getting home. There are many rumors 
flying around about our division heading for 
home. Our Battalion Commander does not 
believe w e are going back to the States. There 
are too many other divisions over here with 
"high point" men that will probably go home 
before we. 

The Jap situation looks damn good with 
the 3rc* fleet steaming toward Japan to sign the 
official surrender papers. W e have heard that if 
re-deployment to the States isn't halted by 
tomorrow, w e will go. When it happens, I will 
believe it. The guys are betting 50 - 50 now, and 
it was 25 - 75 that w e would stay here. 

Back in October 1944, when we were ship
ping over, our ship's rudder broke. W e almost 
ran into another ship in our convoy. Guess they 
somehow fixed it. Later w e sailed past two 
freighters that were burning and beginning to 
sink near the Straits of Gibraltar. W e thought 



they had run into each other because the sea 
was still rough. W e later found that they were 
torpedoed less than six hours before by German 
subs. Our ship was General George 
Washington, and w e should have drawn subma
rine pay because w e were 20 feet below the 
engine room and waterline. W e were stacked 
six deep with little or no room to slide into the 
bunk space, further turning in the space was 
almost impossible. If the guy on the top bunk 
got sea sick, it was too bad below. 

The orders were canceled this afternoon, 
and w e are not coming home. I'm afraid that 
w e low point soldiers are slated for occupation 
duty. W e had a V.J. parade this afternoon. A 
program was later dedicated to all the 2nc* 
Battalion boys killed in combat. 

(The highest point in my military career 
came on April 22,1945. Our mission was to 
eliminate all German resistance in 11 towns and 
three hills surrounding Stuttgart. W e no sooner 
jumped off onto one of the forested hills above 
Stuttgart when w e saw a German soldier in the 
woods waving a white flag on the end of his 
rifle. He wanted to surrender, and indicated 
there were many others who wanted to give up. 
W e finally wound up with 185 prisoners to 
guard, and march down into Stuttgart where 
there were many German civilians who cried 
and carried on as w e marched by. A great day 
for American combat soldiers and m y squad.) 



It finally happened. I obtained a furlough 
to see Brother Harry, and I a m leaving tomor
row, August 31st. I have seven days plus travel 
time so no complaints. I catch a train in 
Stuttgart and travel straight through to Paris in 
24 hours. 

We met at Rainbow Corner where there is 
a Red Cross Canteen for servicemen in Paris. 
W e soon after sent cablegrams home to let our 
parents know w e had finally reunited. Harry 
had a few scars, but was otherwise in good con
dition. Our ideas about combat were much the 
same. Both of us realize w e were very lucky to 
survive with the help of God. Harry couldn't 
have found a better place to be assigned just 
outside of Paris in Ballancourt. However, what 
he went through deserves the very best. W e 
rode the Metro and transportation free. Harry 
was an able guide in pointing out landmarks. 
When w e were riding on the Metro, two young 
innocent looking French girls seemed to be eye
ing us, so w e moved over and started talking to 
them. Our French was poor and their English 
was almost non-existent, so w e tried communi
cating in German. W e believed w e had man
aged to make a date for 6:00pm at the base of 
the Eiffel Tower. W e took a positive approach 
and arrived 15 minutes early, but were doubtful 
they would show. Much to our surprise, w e 
eagerly watched as they approached smiling 
and laughing. As they drew closer, there 
seemed to be a third person walking with them. 
The older third person turned out to be their 



mother. W e realized that she was a important 
part of the date. Harry and I accepted their 
M o m as part of the bargain. She seemed to 
enjoy the evening at the "Follies Bergere" as 
much or more than her daughters. W e bid them 
"adieu" after dinner, and went to the Grand 
Central Club, a hotel leased by the Army, where 
w e spent the night. 

My return trip was uneventful, and I don't 
believe Harry or I could have had a better time 
together. It looks like the 100th Division is 
going home, but w e low pointers aren't going 
home with it. W e are now waiting orders for 
transfer to another outfit. In effect, m y acting 
S/Sgt. rank will in all probability not transfer 
with me, and I will revert to PFC. 

I have become an official member of the 
"Sons of Bitche". In order to qualify, you had to 
serve in the division before March 16,1945, the 
day the 100th took Bitche. They named our 
chapter "Spitzburg Hill" which caused the 2nc* 
Battalion so much misery in taking Bitche. 

Our old buddy S/Sgt. Melvin Denham 
wrote us from Okinawa, in the South Pacific. 
H e said that his Army Postal Unit left Marseilles 
before V.J. day and took 61 days going through 
the Panama Canal before reaching their destina
tion. (Earlier in the manuscript, I mentioned 
Snowflake, Arizona and a call to Denny years 
later on a family vacation to see how he was get
ting along from his battle wounds.) 



Ralph Karkoski is being transferred, and I 
hate to see him go because w e have been friends 
since joining the 100th as A.S.T.P. transfers from 
Ft. Benning. I don't believe they come any bet
ter than he. Harry is going to the University of 
Manchester in jolly old England. Leave it to 
brother to work out an educational opportunity 
like that. 

I received a five day pass to the Rhineland, 
and the tour was wonderful in such beautiful 
country. The German National Monument over
looks the Rhine Valley, and on the mountain 
side there are vineyards that face the sun in ter
raced stone patterns that probably took cen
turies to build. I recall from m y study of Latin, 
that Germanic tribes gave Julius Caesar's 
legions trouble in this area back about 100 A.D. 
The town where w e stayed was 
Assmannahausen. Our hotel was on the banks 
of the Rhine, and across the river was a large 
castle. • The main event aside from drinking 
mucho wine, was a boat trip down the Rhine 
toward Coblenz. 

Chapter 11 504th M.P. Batallion 

W h e n I returned to the German Garrison 
in Pforzheim, the only 2nc* Platoon soldier that 
remained was Bill Rogers. Everyone else had 
shipped out or was on pass. The following day, 
October 15th, Bill Rogers, Will Rice, and I with 
46 points received orders to report to a Military 
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Police Outfit in Heidleberg where 7 m Army 
Headquarters was located. From all I have 
heard, Heidelberg remains a beautiful city with 
no damage because it was declared an "open 
city" during the war due to its historic universi
ty and interest. 

I don't know if becoming a member of the 
Military Police will agree with me, but no one 
asked m e about it so I guess I will like it. In a 
way, I a m glad to leave because there is 
Beaucoups guard duty to pull now that no one 
is left in the platoon. 

Before I transferred from "F" Company, Lt. 
Nicholson, Present Commander, told m e that 
there was a good possibility of m y rating going 
through. Colonel Maloney must have taken 
some action for me. After a week if I hear no 
more of it, I will bust myself from acting S/Sgt. 

In the process of becoming an M.P, I was 
asked many questions in Heidelberg where 
headquarters was located. I told them I could 
type, and the next thing I knew I was sent to 
Goppingen. There, I was introduced to the job 
of Provost Clerk which entailed typing reports 
on accidents, arrests, and traffic violations. This 
is the first real break for m e in this man's Army, 
so you can bet I a m going to try and do m y best. 
Bill Rogers and Will Rice are assigned to pla
toons, and will pull guard with patrol duty 
which I a m exempt. Further, m y quarters 
appears better than theirs. 



Tomorrow, I bid m y teens good-bye forev
er when on October 22n(^ m y 20th year com
mences. Bill and I went down to the showers 
this afternoon which was next to a swimming 
pool. W e later visited the Red Cross Club that 
must have been a full fledged Nazi home 
because of its elegance. So far, I've lived a fairly 
fast life, but think it's time to slow down and 
take m y foot off the throttle. Hope mail catches 
up because it's m y main morale builder. 

Another day in the office, and soon I will 
be wearing a white collar after the combat dirt 
comes off m y mind and body. Only three mis
takes were made on a three page report which is 
prima for me. Some of the fellows are going 
back to Heidelberg to M.P. school, but that does
n't include m e because I am working in the 
office. Time is passing rapidly now that I have 
something to do besides thinking of home. 

A wonderful invention "war"! It makes so 
many common people miserable. I have to 
clean m y "45" automatic pistol tonight for 
tomorrow's inspection. The "45" is the official 
weapon of the M.P.'s which excludes the trusty 
M-l rifle, the standard weapon of the Army 
Infantry. A "45" weighs about 2 pounds com
pared with 9 pounds for an M-l which 
increased to 11 pounds when loaded, a bit of a 
difference. 



The inspection went O.K., but didn't com
pare with the ole infantry. It gave m e some time 
to consider the human mind that forgets all the 
trials of life, and remembers only happiness and 
pleasure. In a way that is good, but the 
American people forget too easily the price paid 
for victory. There are many that will never for
get, but will the majority remember? N o w there 
is an impending threat to our future security in 
Russia with her communistic trends spreading 
too far over the earth's surface. Will there come 
a day when this "ism" will try to interfere with 
democracy for which w e have fought so long 
and hard? If so, why not try to stop the menace 
before it gets too much Momentum? 

My new address is PFC Hal Bingham, 
Company "B", 504th M.P BN., A P O 758, C/O 
P.M., N.Y., N.Y. Incidentally, while I was still in 
the infantry, m y whole squad was PFC's just like 
their Squad Leader. I will admit that when m y 
Lt. said to go ahead and put the stripes on m y 
uniform, I began using Sgt. on m y return 
address. Needless to say, I jumped the gun. 
However, I did m y job as Squad Leader and 
believed I deserved the rating. 

You spoke of the 71st Division, and asked if 
I had contact with them. W e remember them only 
too well because after the 100th would attack and 
gain ground, they would occupy our positions to 
relieve us so we could attack again. N o offense to 
them because they came on line March 14th, and 
March 15th was the day of the big push and we 
were a veteran outfit. 



A C-47 plane crashed outside of 
Goppingen with ten men on board, and w e were 
called to investigate. All personnel on board 
were killed and burned to some extent. The 
plane was flying in fog and hit a mountain. 
There have been four plane crashes in the gener
al area in the past six weeks, so there have been 
significant investigations. Seven Poles were 
brought in and locked up because they had a 
"pistol" and were firing flares. The plane may 
have mistaken the flares as a landing signal. 

The M.P.s are supposed to set an example 
for the rest of the soldiers, so w e have four com
plete sets of uniforms. In the infantry, w e only 
had two sets and most of the guys had only one. 
Further, the M.P.s get more and better supplies 
because they are a 7 t h Army unit and do not 
have to deal with passing supplies down 
through echelon. Conversely, the infantry line 
companies are the lowest echelon in the Army 
after division, regiment, and battalion. 

I received a letter from Webb that was 
written when he returned from pass on the 
Riveria. H e went to the 2nc* Platoon Quarters, 
and there was no 2nc* Platoon. Boy, that must 
have been some feeling with all your buddies 
gone. After all, most of us guys were like broth
ers to each other for about a year and a half, so 
when the group broke up it was sort of like 
leaving home. 



Today is Armistice Day and 27 years ago 
the war to end all wars was over. Pop sacrificed 
in that war, and his two sons sacrificed in the 
second world war. The way thing are going, w e 
are already beginning to lose what w e paid a 
high price for. Maybe I a m looking at the pes
simistic side of the picture and here's hoping I 
a m wrong for the future of the world. 

A jeep was stolen from the 504th Motor 
Pool right under our noses. Things are getting 
bad when the M.P.s cannot secure their own 
property. The C O . is really burned up with the 
result that w e may receive a week's restriction. 

I told Ranny, the cook and my roommate, 
about m y hopes of becoming a doctor someday, 
and found that he has an uncle who is a doctor. 
He told Ranny that the going was tough, but if a 
fellow likes his work, he will make it all right. I 
received a Christmas package from Mary Jean 
today. It was very thoughtful of her. 

It is getting colder and colder which 
would make a tough winter outside in a foxhole. 
The German people tell us that there is a heavy 
snowfall here because of our close proximity to 
the Bavarian Alps. M y ole buddy, Bill Rogers, 
returned from two week's training in the M.P.s 
in Heidelberg. I asked the First Sgt. if Bill could 

• -

bunk with m e now that Ranney has been tem
porarily transferred. Bill told m e that he had 
seen Parker, Webb, and Knight. They all seemed 
to be in decent outfits after transferring out of 
the 100th. 



Bill and I ate turkey dinner together, and 
w e remembered our Thanksgiving dinner a year 
ago which was the first real meal w e received 
after going into combat. Just as the cooks start
ed dishing it out near our foxholes, it began to 
rain so w e had watered cold turkey. S/Sgt. 
Iglowicz and S/Sgt. Rudolph were with us then 
and they were the "best morale" builders in the 
company. They kept everyone going when 
things were the toughest, but it turned out that 
they were both wounded within a couple of 
days of each other. (My wife and I visited them 
and their wives in N e w York six years after the 
war.) 

Bill and I work together when he is 
Provost Sgt. He just came in with a traffic viola
tion, and I helped him process it through the 
Civilian Police. W e are about as good a team as 
they make them, "first in combat and first in 
occupation"! 

We are moving to Giessen, Germany 
which is about 50 miles north of Frankfurt. 
Why? It has been said of the American Army 
that the only reason w e won the war was 
because w e were so mixed up the Krauts never 
knew what w e were going to do next. The first 
foxhole I dug behind the artillery placements 
before w e went on line, must have been 6 feet 
deep. 



The past few days, we have been packing 
in Goppingen and unpacking in Giessen, where 
the billets are not as nice as the ones we left. 
This supposedly is a former hotel, but there is 
only one bath. I a m beginning to wonder what 
these people did to keep clean. Tanglefoot 
Gormsen and Milton Bloom are m y new room
mates. W e do not have a basin with hot water 
or cold running water. Tanglefoot is going to be 
Company "B" Club Manager, and Milt is the 
Company Clerk. Bill Rogers, is assigned down
stairs one floor. 

Harry's letters describe happiness in 
Manchester, England even though he received a 
"Dear John" letter from Georgiann. 
Advancement in m y present Provost Clerk job is 
unlikely because the 504th has an excess of non-
coms. It is sad, but after all I a m not a regular 
Army man and I do not plan to make this m y 
life's work. If and when m y discharge comes, I 
should have more experience and better capaci
ty for using m y head. Right? 

Yesterday, a guy who works for the Red 
Cross showed up, and wants to organize a band. 
He will furnish all the instruments including a 
sax and clarinet, so I will probably join. 

Bill wanted me to go on a raid with him to 
a small town not far from Giessen. Some Negro 
soldiers were breaking into a jail to liberate 
some of their Fraulines who had been jailed 



there on suspicion of venereal disease. It turned 
out that there were no Negro soldiers and only 
one girl had escaped. The old jailer didn't seem 
to know too much, so w e went through the cells 
trying to find more info. The condition of the 
female prisoners was bad. They were all 
jammed into small rooms and sleeping on the 
floor with no blankets. They had not had a bath 
for a week or two. They called us every name in 
the book, and had few clothes on. M y education 
of the fairer sex was greatly increased. W e then 
went to the Burgermiester, and asked why he 
had called the M.P.s. His evidence was hearsay 
at best, and I told him w e were not going to ride 
20 miles to protect his jail on such slim provoca
tion. M y greatest pastime is giving the Krauts a 
hard time. 

I have "vielen arbeiten" because the M.P.s 
have brought in many reports. It seems every
one is in a hurry to get somewhere because most 
of the violations were speeding. Tomorrow 
evening, Doc Walker, Red Edwards, three oth
ers, and I are playing for a Christmas Eve dance. 
W e played for the 3rc* Division officers last 
night, and I hope to get into better shape on the 
clarinet and eventually play sax. 

Harry wrote two letters, one from London, 
and the other from Dublin, Ireland. Quite a 
globe trotter that son of yours. 

/ 



Giessen is located in the 3rc* Division zone 
and one of their battalion headquarters in just 
around the corner from us. They are strict on 
uniform and military courtesy. They have given 
us a hard time, but now w e are beginning to 
pick up as many of their men as they have ours. 
I just sit back and get a big bang out of hearing 
our guys bitch about the 3rc* Division. 

Bill is Provost Sgt. today, and together we 
have processed many different cases. Some of 
them take quite a bit of discretion, but w e stum
ble and fumble forward with a gradual learning 
of how to be "good" M.P.s. 

We just received shots for influenza and 
tetanus which have temporarily put m e out of 
action. When tomorrow morning rolls around, 
everything should be in order. I just do not 
seem to fly on an even course when they punch 
those damn holes in me. 

0 

(The N e w Year's Eve attack on the 7 t h 

Army last year became known as "Nordwind", 
and the attack on the 399th Infantry came out of 
Bitche. The "screaming meemies" they threw in 
by the dozen sounded like a freight train and 
caused a tremendous explosion on target. They 
scared the h- out of us, but fortunately were not 
too accurate. The 399th Infantry "bent" under 
the attack, but did not "bulge" as the Armies 
did up North in late December. There was no 
N e w Year's Day meal one year ago, but the 



January 1,1945 meal by the 504th M.P. BN. was 
great. The meal consisted of turkey, potatoes, 
gravy, beans, ice-cream, cake, apple, candy bar, 
and a cigar for every man.) 

It seems that since the band started, we 
have been rather busy. Last night, w e started at 
7:00pm, and played for the Red Cross until 
9:00pm. W e then played at the M.P. Club from 
10:00pm until 1:00am. W e are scheduled to play 
again tonight, so with practice during the per
formance, m y ability on both the sax and clar
inet is improving. W e have a lot of fun playing, 
and it keeps our minds occupied. 

An older U.N. female employee believes 
the American public is not too concerned about 
the situation over here as long as the boys get 
home. I had believed that most of the 
Americans were very conscious of our foreign 
policy because w e are determining the future of 
the world. What surprised m e is that the lady 
from the U.N. doesn't seem to see the big pic
ture, and the condition these people that is 
placed before her every day. A new article has 
stated that the average German does not like the 
Americans, and I can't say that I a m very 
pleased with that opinion. Not that I have any 
particular love for these people, but they are one 
of the most important nations in Europe and 
their economy is critical to the stability of this 
part of the world. 



The telegram from Harry to you sounded 
good. You must understand that he has 59 
points, and I have only 46. This makes the dif
ference in his heading home in January. 

There are three fellows getting married in 
the company next month to Latvian girls, and I 
do not envy them. I don't understand why a 
guy would trade his chances at a wonderful 
American girl over here. It is not that they don't 
have personality, character, and shape, but they 
were brought up to appreciate one thing and w e 
another. 

Chapter 12 Point System & Redeployment 

We just have difficulty believing that the 
Army has done it to us again. O n the front page 
of the "Stars and Stripes" it states, "Re-deploy
ment Program Stopped." Fifty pointers may get 
home by March, and the "close out forces" will 
be home by July. As a member of the close out 
forces, I keep thinking about all those guys back 
home that never served. I do realize that w e 
need to keep a large occupation force overseas 
to straighten out Europe and Asia, once and for 
all. 



As far as work is concerned, all I do is 
type and look important. Occasionally, I give 
out some information to some G.I. w h o has gone 
astray or to an unsuspecting German for speed
ing or causing trouble. You should hear some of 
the pathetic hard luck stories to which I have 
become hardened. W e also guard the railroad 
station, and from 3,000 to 5,000 people go 
through there a day. After 10:30pm the people 
that arrive cannot leave the station because of 
curfew, so they sleep on the ground until morn
ing when w e open the gates. A carton of ciga
rettes supposedly will sell for $30 to $50 on the 
black market there. 

Another one of our duties is VD. control. 
W e get some interesting cases. W e sent M.P.s to 
pick up the Fraulines that cause trouble, and 
take them to the "Kronkenhausen". I book all of 
them and receive the results of their test, which 
are positive approximately 3 0 % of the time. 
Most of the girls incriminate the French troops, 
but it is harder to control here because personal 
hygiene is difficult to maintain without soap 
and water. 

Bill and I went to Wetzlar, a town about 12 
kilometers from Giessen. W e were trying to 
straighten the provost work out with the 3 r d 

Division because w e are attached to them for 
operations. In the Provost Office, there is signif
icant information of the American Military 
Government regarding occupational operations 



and laws. I just typed a bulletin from Military 
Government which stated that many German 
Nationals will be returning to this area that set
tled in Poland, Rumania, Czechoslovakia, and 
Hungary after Germany occupied those coun
tries. I don't believe they liked leaving those 
nice homes which they acquired by fair means 
or foul to return to their native land which is 
rather "kaput". 

Lt. Rudolph is just 30 miles from here in 
Marburg as a German Prisoner of War Discharge 
Officer. H e speaks fluent German, and is 
undoubtedly doing a good job. There is a going 
away party tonight for Tanglefoot, Bloom, Doc 
Walker, Sgt. Byrns, Red Edwards, and about 30 
others. This is the largest shipment this compa
ny has had since I joined. If the "Stars and 
Stripes" prints the truth, the 45 and 46 pointers 
will be about three weeks behind them. 

Lt. Gunn requested that I travel with him 
to Friedberg which is about 15 miles from here. 
The 10th Field Artillery Battalion of the 3 r d 

Infantry Division is taking over command of 
this area. Presently, w e are responsible for the 
"landkries" of Giessen which is equal to a coun
ty back in the states. By working jeep patrols 
over the area and keeping close contact with the 
local police of the several small towns, w e have 
been able to control the region. All the sur
rounding towns are in fairly good shape, but 
Giessen University has been bombed. 



The March 8th, "Stars and Stripes" stated 
that all men with 45 points and 2- years of ser
vice will be out of the E.T.O. by April 30th. Our 
Battalion Headquarters called and told the 
lst/Sgt. to prepare the 46 pointers for shipment 
into the "pipeline" by next Wednesday. 

Bill and I started together at Ft. Benning in 
the A.S.T.P. The first time I met him, w e were 
pulling early morning K.P., and he was 
whistling while mopping the floor which made 
m e wonder if there was something wrong with 
the guy acting like that so early in the morning. 
W e transferred to Ft. Bragg, went overseas, saw 
combat, and subsequently transferred out of the 
100th Division to the 504th M.P.s. W e have the 
same points, have been Honor Guards at wed
dings, played basketball on the same team, and 
ran the Provost Office together. It looks like I 
a m not going to get rid of the guy until w e go 
home. 

W e made it into the pipeline on March 
13th, and traveled to Schetzingen about 10 miles 
from Heidelberg. The latest is that w e are leav
ing for Le Havre, France in about three days, 
and will travel by train (boxcar). N o troops are 
to stay at the Port of Debarkation over ten days. 
W e have been restricted the last couple of days, 
so no telegrams. 

/ 



(The last letter that was preserved for pos
terity was dated March 13th, and was received 
March 18,1946.) W e shipped across the Atlantic 
on a victory ship, and I remember seeing the 
Statue of Liberty in N e w York Harbor which 
brought tears to m y eyes. I was not home, but 
certainly a lot closer than I had been for some 
time! 

Camp Kilmer was our destination, and where 
w e spent a few days before I caught a train to Ft. 
Leavenworth, Kansas. 



m 

At End of War II Bingham 



EPILOGUE 

Thoughts of my wartime A.S.T.P. com
rades kept coming to mind as I wrote. I kept 
wondering what had happened to some of them 
in the 50 years that had elapsed since our dis
charge. Bill Rogers helped m e contact David 
Starkweather and Everette Parker who all 
agreed to give an account of themselves. 

Their stories follow as well as Joseph 
Collie's who I met for the first time on the 50th 
Anniversary Tour of the 100th Division in 
Europe. It turns out that he actually got to col
lege under the A.S.T.P. program, and joined the 
100th in July 1944. H e followed the same path 
as Bill and I. W e three transferred to the 504th 
M.P. Battalion about the same time, and left it 
about the same time also. His story is also 
included, because he was kind enough to send it 
to m e on request. 

» 

I found as I suspected that the A.S.T.P. sol
diers were subsequent significant contributors to 
society and taxes for the U.S. Treasury. Bill 
Rogers's story is followed by David 
Starkweather's, then Everette Parker's and Joe 
Collie's. I conclude with m y return home and 
saga in medicine. 



BILL ROGERS 
Bill Rogers, from Des Moines, Iowa, began 

his combat experience "without a helmet" because 
a tree limb knocked it off when he was standing in 
a moving 2-ton truck enroute to the front. Further, 
it splashed in the m u d and the following truck ran 
over it burying it deep enough that it is probably 
still there. From that ignoble start, he ended up a 
Staff Sgt/Squad Leader with a Bronze Star at the 
end of the war. 

After being honorably discharged in April 
1946, Bill returned to Drake University that fall. 
H e graduated with a degree in accounting in 1950, 
and went to work for Firestone Tire and Rubber 
Company with little knowledge that he would 
stay for 40 years. 

Rogers was in sales, auditing, operations, 
and accounting with Firestone, and lived in nine 
cities. From 1953 to 1958, he was in Detroit where 
he met his wife, Lois. They were married in 1961 
with Dr. Hal Bingham as his Best Man. 

Lois and Bill had three children: Bill, Don, 
and Carol. They were born after the family had 
moved to Detroit, Syracuse, Columbus, and 
Akron. Sports has been Bill Rogers, Sr.'s avocation 
with a devotion to baseball by coaching from 1971 
to the present. H e has played baseball with some 
of the greats like Bob Feller. More recently, he 
played on the "Abner Doubleday" field in 
Cooperstown, N.Y., and two weeks later on the 
"Field of Dreams" on the farm near Dyersville, 
Iowa. Both sons are excellent players as well. 



Bill's wife passed away from cancer at age 
54. All three children are married, and Bill 
presently lives alone with two Golden 
Retrievers in a suburb of Akron, Ohio. 

r 

DAVID STARKWEATHER 

Sgt. David Starkweather sustained a knee 
injury on March 18,1945. H e was sent back to 
the 23rd General Hospital in Vittel, France. 
After two weeks in the hospital and just prior to 
discharge, David came down with Hepatitis. 
He was subsequently sent to the U.S. at Vaughn 
General Hospital in Maywood (Chicago), Illinois 
for further treatment of his Hepatitis. H e 
remained hospitalized until October 1945. H e 
then returned to duty with the 5th Infantry 
Division at C a m p Campbell, Kentucky, and 
finally was honorably discharged on April 24, 
1946 at C a m p Atterbury, Indiana. 

In June 1950, David graduated from the 
University of Akron. H e had studied Nuclear 
Physics, and received a Bachelor of Mechanical 
Engineering Degree. Starkweather began work 
at Babcock and Wilcox Company at their 
research center in Alliance, Ohio where they 
were a major supplier of steam generating 
equipment for electric utilities. H e continued in 
that capacity for ten years, and helped develop 
and test coal preparation, combustion equip
ment, and nuclear reactor cooling systems. 



David worked as a road service engineer 
on an experimental coal-fired, steam turbine-
electric powered locomotive in a joint effort 
between Babcock & Wilcox Co., Baldwin 
Locomotive Co., Westinghouse Electric Co., and 
Norfolk & Western Railroad. He later became 
the Health Physics Officer (nuclear safety). 

Starkweather became a Project Engineer in 
November 1960 for the Electric Furnace Co. in 
Salem, Ohio that was a major supplier of indus
trial heat treating furnace equipment. H e 
remained with the company for 22 years. In 
April 1983, David was appointed Mechanical 
Design Engineer for Gould Ocean Systems / 
Westinghouse Naval Systems Division in 
Cleveland, Ohio. He designed test equipment 
for both submarine and aircraft launched torpe
does. 

Finally, in June 1991 David retired. He 
now lives with his wife Betty, who he married 
on June 18,1949. She had attended and gradu
ated from the Cadet Nurse Corps Program in 
1947 as a Registered Nurse from Akron City 
Hospital in Akron, Ohio. They have one son, 
Chris, who is an airline Pilot. His wife is an air
line Flight Attendant. Betty and David live in 
Alliance, Ohio, and attend the Adult Study 
Programs at Mt. Union College. 



EVERETTE PARKER 

Everette Parker, originally from Kentucky, 
returned with a Purple Heart from service in 
May 1946. H e got a job driving a new pick-up 
truck for 60^/hour while waiting for college the 
following September. Everette attended 
Morehead State Teachers College in Kentucky 
with a major in English and a minor in German. 
His German professor was nearing 80, a native 
of Switzerland, unmarried, and completely fas
cinated with the young veterans w ho had spent 
time in Germany. Parker earned a B+ average, 
and a great friend w ho later died. Everette 
served as one of her Pall Bearers. 

Everette became interested in journalism, 
and served as the Business Manager and Editor 
of the college newspaper. After graduating and 
a year of teaching, he landed a newspaper job 
where he was later offered the Editorship. 
Television then attracted him as a Writer-Field 
Reporter. The pace in T.V was more than he 
bargained for, so he moved on to a radio sales 
job where he could use his newspaper advertis
ing skills. 

Everette then leased a newspaper, and 
with a part-time office girl did all the work from 
7am on into the night. After 15 months, he took 
another job as a News Photographer where he 
spent ten years. The Portsmouth Times then 
lured him away in January 1961, and he 
advanced from News Editor to Managing 
Editor. 



After 17- years in the newspaper business, 
Everette decided to go into Real Estate. The 
economy changed, and the future in Real Estate 
became unattractive. Everette then took a job in 
public information at a Quasi-Government 
Agency which succumbed to President Carter's 
funding cuts. For the first time since his dis
charge from the military, he began drawing 
unemployment checks. 

Everette next became a Prison Counselor 
at the Southern Ohio Correctional Facility. H e 
felt that it proved to be a job for a mother, father, 
preacher, teacher, sheriff, judge, and jury. It 
sometimes seemed to be an exercise in futility, 
but a few successes helped preserve his sanity. 
H e endured being a Prison Counselor for 13 -
years. 

Everette took great pride during his news
paper years that he had interviewed nearly a 
dozen governors from three states; covered the 
funeral of Fred Vinson, Chief Justice of the U.S. 
Supreme Court; and interviewed astronaut John 
Glenn, Pat Nixon, George Liberache, Agnes 
Moorhead, Roy Rogers, and Kathleen Battle. H e 
also interviewed sports figures such as Pete 
Rose, Johnny Bench, Larry Hisle, Al Oliver, and 
Don Gullett. His goal was to always write so 
everyone could read and understand his stories. 
Presently, he is retired and living with his wife, 
Betty, in West Portsmouth, Ohio. 



JOSEPH COLLIE 

Joseph Collie took his basic training from 
September to December 1943. H e went under the 
Army Specialized Training Program to Virginia 
Polytechnic Institute from January to February 
1944. H e subsequently attended Cornell 
University in Ithaca, N e w York from March to 
June 1944 with a West Point Preparatory Group. 
H e joined the 100th Division in July 1944, and 
went overseas to fight in France and Germany. 
H e was transferred in September 1945 to the 
504th M.P. Battalion where he remained until 
March 1946. H e was then sent back to the U.S. 
and honorably discharged. 

Joe returned to Virginia Tech and graduat
ed in 1950 with a degree in Chemical 
Engineering. H e worked for Dupont in Charlotte 
and Philadelphia from 1950 to 1958. In 1959, he 
married Barbara Green. They have three sons 
with 3 grandchildren. Joe then joined Cardinal 
Products Chemicals in distribution at Durham, 
North Carolina until 1969. 

Joe Collie then started his own chemical 
distribution company in 1969 called "Southchem 
Inc.", and remained its President and Chairman 
of the Board. H e was the sole owner at the time 
of its sale in 1993. H e stayed on to fulfill a two 
year contract then retired in 1995. Presently, he is 
the President of the 100th Infantry Division 
Association, and lives in Durham, North 
Carolina. 



HAL BINGHAM 

As for me, I was honorably discharged 
from active duty at Ft. Leavenworth, Kansas on 
April 15,1946, but re-enlisted in the U.S. Army 
Reserve Corps for three more years. I caught a 
train to Wichita, and was met at Union Station 
by m y parents, Harry, Aunt Lois, Uncle Roy, and 
Cousin Sherry. It was a joyous occasion, and 
strangely enough I never doubted that it would 
occur. The optimism of youth. 

God, I was home and safe with loved 
ones, but there was a "dark cloud" that did not 
dissipate! M y mother and step-father had not 
changed, but m y brother and I certainly had. 
What surprised m e was m y inability to recall 
combat without becoming nervous. There was 
always hesitation of expression and excitement 
that I could not contain. Profanity was mixed in 
the telling of those terrible experiences no mat
ter how hard I tried to keep a civil tongue. I had 
a particularly difficult time talking to the oppo
site sex! 

We all signed up for $20/week unemploy
ment until w e could return to college, but most 
of us drank it up with wild times that discour
aged m y mother. Further, our attitude was 
some what antisocial. Yes, w e included some of 
our old girlfriends in our debauches, but sex 
was still a no no. Most of us young veterans 
knew that education had to be our main goal, so 
becoming involved was avoided. 



The vast majority returned to college at the 
earliest opportunity, and became attentive stu
dents. However, I could not seem to dislodge the 
"black cloud" and m y focus was not concentrated. 
I decided to save the G.I. Bill for medical school 
which meant that I had to work m y way through 
pre-medicine. Fortunately, the brief job I had 
before Army service at Coleman Company 
Incorporated was available to me. Coleman under
stood part-time employment for college students, 
and allowed m e to work around m y courses at the 
University of Wichita. I was very thankful for the 
job and did m y best, but I cannot say the same 
about the intensity that was devoted to m y studies. 

My brother and I roomed together, and con
tinued to party whenever the opportunity present
ed itself. H e had purchased a surplus jeep for 
about $100 from the Army Stores. H e was able to 
do this because of his Purple Heart status. Besides 
transportation to and from the university and 
Colemans where he was also employed, the jeep 
was continually used for pleasure. 

Grades were extremely important in pre-
med because they played a significant role in the 
acceptance process of medical school. One evening 
while I was finally concentrating on the books, 
John Williams, a former combat infantryman from 
our home town came by and wanted to go out on 
the town. I told him "the war is over" which he 
completely understood, and from then on I began 
to settle down with more regular study habits. 



M y brother was bound and determined to 
reunite m e with Mary Ann. I had written her 
off because she had gotten engaged, and failed 
to correspond with m e while I was in service. 
Harry found her engagement to be off, and that 
she was still in nurses training at Wesley 
Hospital which happened to be only a block 
north of where we were rooming off campus. 
One evening, he decided his younger brother 
needed to go out. He suggested that he fix m e 
up with a date. He was going steady at the 
time, and I was still playing the field. It was 
easier to turn John Williams down than m y 
brother, so I agreed. Sure enough the blind date 
was Mary Ann. Initially I was cold to her, but 
the old flame returned and we began dating. 
Her position was that Cadet Nurses Training 
which she has begun in February 1944, was 
overwhelming and she did not have time for 
correspondence. Be that as it may, we found 
much common ground and she listened to m e 
ramble on about the "black cloud". This helped 
it to dissipate, and improved m y concentration 
in studying. 

She completed nurses training in February 
1947. That Fall we decided to get married. The 
wedding occurred the following Spring on May 
30,1948, at the Plymouth Congregational 
Church in Wichita with Dr. Reverend Hornig 
officiating, and Harry standing as m y best man. 
M y brother and I finished our degrees the fol
lowing January. 



Mary Ann and I moved to Lawrence, 
# 

Kansas where I enrolled in Graduate School of 
the University of Kansas. She worked in the 
Operating Room at Lawrence Memorial 
Hospital, and I worked on a research project 
while taking courses in Anatomy toward a 
Masters Degree. M y income increased when I 
became an Assistant Instructor in Anatomy, and 
taught medical students in our class of 1950. 
The first year and a half of medical school was 
in Lawrence. W e then advanced to the Kansas 
University Medical Center (KUMC) in Kansas 
City for our last two and a half years. 

The clinical years at KUMC proved more 
interesting than the basic science years of med
ical school on the Lawrence Campus. Mary Ann 
worked in the Operating Room at K U M C as a 
Scrub Nurse. After classes, I worked in the lab 
doing blood counts, blood typing and cross 
matching, and EKG's after the regular techni
cians had gone home. Later in the third and 
fourth years of medical school, I worked as an 
extern in other hospitals. Because of the nursing 
shortage, I occasionally worked the night shift 
from 11pm to 7am. In addition, w e were receiv
ing a stipend from the G.I. Bill which helped 
make ends meet. In October 1953, w e had our 
first child, Steven Lee. It was also a great feeling 
when I completed medical school in June of 
1954. 



During m y pre- med, I kept m y relation
ship with the service by being in the Air Force 
Reserve Officers Training Corps (ROTC). In 
June 1949,1 became a 2nd Lieutenant in the U.S. 
Air Force Reserve. In medical school, I contin
ued in the ROTC. Upon completion of the 
Doctor of Medicine Degree, I went back on 
active duty as a 1st Lieutenant at Madigan 
Army Hospital in Ft. Lewis, Washington State. 

We enjoyed Madigan, and after a year 
were transferred to D o w Air Force Base near 
Bangor, Maine as a General Duty Medical 
Officer. I was later promoted to the rank of 
Captain. (The old P.F.C. from W W II had come 
a long way!) Our twins, Catherine Jo and Lynn 
Ann, were born three weeks before w e elected to 
leave the service in M a y 1956. In June 1956,1 
was honorably discharged from the United 
States Air Force after 12 - years of inactive and 
active duty in both the Army and Air Force. 

Medical school had directed us students 
toward general practice, but during the two 
years in Military Medicine I found that I enjoyed 
surgery so w e decided on a residency in that 
field. W e chose the University of Iowa and were 
accepted for training. They had an excellent 
program, and economical married housing that 
accommodated our three growing children. Our 
respective parents could also be reached with a 
one day drive to Kansas. 



After three years of training at Iowa, w e 
accepted a residency in Plastic and 
Reconstructive Surgery at Kansas University 
Medical Center. W e left behind a home w e had 
built in Coralville, Iowa after spending two 
years in married housing. In April of 1961, 
Mary Shaun was born at K U M C before w e com
pleted the residency that June. 

A decision was made to return to our 
home in Coralville, and finish a senior year of 
General Surgery at the University of Iowa. 
Before w e completed the year, w e were recruited 
to Academic Medicine by the University of 
Missouri in Columbia. 

We joined the faculty as an Instructor of 
Plastic and Reconstructive Surgery. The follow
ing year, w e were promoted to Assistant 
Professor. During the two years that w e lived in 
Columbia, I passed both the General Surgery 
and the Plastic and Reconstructive Surgery writ
ten and oral boards. The passage of these two 
National Boards strengthened our position in 
surgery. 

A year and a half was devoted to private 
practice in Tulsa, Oklahoma before returning to 
the University of Missouri. John Eric was born 
in July 1966 at Boone Hospital in Columbia. I 
was appointed to Associate Professor on our 
return, and w e decided to stay in Academic 
Medicine. W e had a productive six years, and 
built a much larger home than our first one in 



Coralville for our growing family of five chil
dren. W e started a training program there in 
Plastic and Reconstructive Surgery, and I 
became a Professor on the faculty in 1970. 

We decided to leave the University of 
Missouri in 1972. After much discussion with a 
family vote, w e accepted a position at the 
University of Florida in Gainesville, Florida as 
Professor and Chief of Plastic and 
Reconstructive Surgery. I later helped establish 
a Burn Unit in the Department of Surgery, and 
subsequently became a Director of the American 
Board of Plastic Surgery (which I had felt fortu
nate to pass at an earlier time for certification in 
the specialty.) 

My wife and I have five children and six 
grandchildren. W e will celebrate our 50 t h 

Wedding Anniversary in 1998. Mary A n n has 
been a wonderful wife to me, and I seriously 
doubt that the "dark cloud" would have dissi
pated without her help. Most certainly, our 
career in Academic Medicine could not have 
progressed without her continual encourage
ment and loving support. 

In 1995 at the age of 70,1 stepped down as 
the Chief of Plastic and Reconstructive Surgery. 
I continued as the Director of the Burn Unit 
until the following April. Presently, I work part-
time as a Adjunct Professor in an emeritus sta
tus. 
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M y parents, long deceased, were the object 
of the "letters" and preserved them in an order
ly fashion so that they could be reviewed after 
50 years. M y first cousin, Phyllis Denton 
Adkins, wrote m e letters, sent packages during 
W W II, and edited the manuscript. Dr. Jack 
Beal, m y brother-in-law, a past editor of a scien
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Pictures 

Eight ASTP Infantrymen - Bottom Row L to R: 
Webb, Leehy, Robbins, Parker. 
Top Row L to R: Karkoski, Starkweather, 
Rogers, Bingham. 

Brothers - L to R: Harry & Hal 

M.P.'s - L to R: Bingham & Rogers 

In France 50 years later - L to R: Bingham & 
Rogers 

At the end of WW II - Bingham 



Sequence of Bill Rogers1 Travels 1944 - 46 

S/Sgt. Bill Rogers kept a list of the places where we and 
subsequently Company "F", 2nd BN, 399th Infantry were 
either assigned or passed through. After W W II, w e were 
transferred out of the infantry to the M.P.s in the Army 

of Occupations. 

02/05/44 Ft. Benning, Georgia 
03/21/44 Ft. Bragg, N. Carolina 
09/26/44 C a m p Kilmer, N. Jersey 
10/04/44 Convoy - Atlantic Ocean 
10/19/44 Marseilles, France 
10/24/44 Rhone River Valley 
11/01/44 Valence,Dijon, Lyons 
11/02/44 Lasalle 
11/04/44 Baccarat 
11/05/44 Move to hill 
11/07/44 -11/18/44 Neufmasions 
11/18/44 - 11/21/44 Raon Lf Etape 
11/22/44 -11/24/44 Wachenbach 
11/26/44 North to X V Corps. 
11/27/44 - 12/03/44 Corps. Reserve - Pintervald 
12/05/44 March to Wingen 
12/05/44 - 12/06/44 Outside Goetzenbruck 
12/07/44 Moved out 4:00am toward Lemberg 
12/08/44 - 12/10/44 Lemberg fight 
12/10/44 -12/13/44 Goetzenbruck 
12/13/44 -12/24/44 Lemberg 
12/26/44 Outside Lemberg 
12/27/44 Enchenberg 
12/31/44 German Nordwind Attack 12:00am 
01/02/45 - 01/09/45 Hottveiler 



01/09/45 - 01/10/45 Small Town 
01/10/45 - 01/15/45 Hottveiler 
01/13/45 - 01/20/45 Reyersviller 
01/20/45 Lambach 
02/09/45 Glassenberg03/15/45 Bitche Fight (Spitzburg Hill) 
(Bingham) 
03/11/45 - 03/17/45 Pass to Nancy (Rogers) 
03/17/45 - 03/22/45 Seigfried Line 
03/23/45 Newhof en and Rhine River 
03/24/45 Rhine River - Ludwigshafen & Manheim 
03/25/45 - 03/28/45 Mutterstadt 
03/28/45 - 04/04/45 Hockenherm and Grossgartach 
04/04/45 - 04/12/45 Heilbronn ( Div. Reserve-newstadt) 
04/13/45 - 04/14/45 Sontheim - Heilbronn crossed river 
04/14/45 - 04/16/45 Tulheim 
04/16/45 - 04/20/45 Winnenden, Nullingen 
04/22/45 - 04/23/45 Stuttgart, RF.C Bingham 
(captured 185 German Soldiers) 
04/20/45 - 04/24/45 Bad Canstadt 
04/24/45 - 04/27/45 Fuerbach, Durnan, Tomers, Asch 
04/26/45 Pass to Paris - PFC Bingham 
05/05/45 Return from pass - PFC Bingham 
05/08/45 V.E.Day 
05/16/45 Ulm, Germany 
06/03/45 Langenaev 
06/16/45 Near Stuttgart - Windlingen 
07/09/45 Move to Pforzheim 
08/12/45 VJ. Day 
10/15/45 Transfered out of the 100th Div. into Army of 

Occupation 
10/16/45 Heildleberg - 504 M.P. Battalion 
10/18/45 Goppingen 
12/05/45 Giessen 
03/13/46 Schetzingen 
03/16/46 LeHarve, France 
03/26/46 Atlantic Ocean 
04/10/46 C a m p Kilmer, U S A 
04/15/46 Discharged from the army 


