
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 



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



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. 


