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AUTHOR'S NOTES & COMMENTS 

An infantryman on the "Line" has a very limited understanding of what is happening 
about him. Some say they had a clear idea of "the war" only 10-20 yards or so directly in 
front, depending on the situation. To fill out m y story I have included excerpts from a 
variety of sources at m y company, battalion, regiment, division and army level. Events 
discussed with and related by former "Combat Infantrymen" at 100th Infantry Division 
conventions and those presented in a few books on various phases of the W W I I conflict 
are also included to add more detail to m y personal story. 

I have included a short statement of randomly selected WWII events to give the reader 
some sense of the flow of the war. As an example, a sentence about these events begins 
with: On June 24, 1944... these short statements are presented in Italics to indicate I was 
not present. Other events are included to explain what was happening on the "World 
Scene" or material concerning W W I I battles in Europe. They also are presented in Italics 
to indicate I was not present. 
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service 16.3 million persons or about 12.3% of the population. Probably no more than 
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I urge the reader to visit the Internet Web site dedicated to the 100th Infantry Division at: 
w w w . 100thww2.org/. (w/o the last period). This award-wining web site, through it's 25-
menu items, presents a detailed history and photographs of the division, it's internal and 
supporting units, both large-scale and detailed maps of combat operations and honors 
earned. For a quick oversight click on the menu item: "What Makes Us Special". For a 
pictorial review, click on "Photos". The "Links" menu iter: will take the reader to many 
web sites associated with the 100th Infantry Division. Of particular interest are the sites 
posted by the City of Bitche, FR; the Maginot Line; the Army Specialized Training 
Program; and other American and German military units. 

I have referenced some of the 25-Web site menu items at appropriate pages in my story to 
give the reader greater depth of understanding of the situation. I thank the 100th Infantry 
Division Association and it's contractor for their creativity in creating the W e b site. 

A web site dedicated to the Army Specialized Training Program is located at: 
www.astpww2.org/. (w/o the last period). The Citadel web site is located at: 
www.citadel.edu/. (w/o the last period). A map of the campus is presented at the "News 
& Information" menu item. 
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PROLOGUE 

The time now is June 1999; WWII has been over since September 1945 - almost 54 years. 

I am visiting my son Robin and his wife, Denise in Charlotte, NC. In a couple of days my first 
Grand Daughter Hannah Eckard will graduate from High School. T w o of m y children (Danny 
and Robin) and both granddaughters (Hannah and Sarah) live in the Charlotte area. During 
this visit, over a lazy Sunday breakfast Robin asked m e to tell the story of the battle at 
Rimling, France, during January 7-9, 1945. As I neared the end, when m y battalion was 
ordered to withdraw from the destroyed town, Robin sat up, stiffened and pointed his finger at 
m e and said, "If you had not returned from the war, none of us would be here for Hannah's 
graduation". I replied, "That's correct". Robin and Denise encouraged m e to "write it down". 
They were not aware that I was reviewing references and accounts at various libraries. To 
encourage m e Robin loaned m e his laptop computer and his desk during m y stay at their 
home. During the next few days I began to "write it down", writing to Hannah, and all the 
children who are an important part of m y life. 

1. MY EARLY YEARS 

The year 1925 was an excellent year for our family. For me personally because I was born in 
West Penn Hospital, Pittsburgh, P A at 10:45 A M on April 29. For m y parents (William Emil 
Eckard and Sarah Evelyn Churm Eckard) because they moved into a new, large, two story 
home in Pittsburgh, PA. M y father's radio repair and automobile repair shops were doing very 
well. M y mother told m e they were paying $400 a month on the mortgage for the home. M y 
sister Marilyn was born on M a y 14,1928, just before the stock market collapsed and the 
Depression began. In a short time Pop's businesses and the home had been repossessed - he 
had no income. Our family suffered during the 1929 - 1935 Depression period. W e moved 
each year or so around Pittsburgh, Beaver, and Erie, PA. W e stayed with m y parent's sisters 
and lived near mother's brother (George) in Beaver, PA. Our relatives helped us through that 
trying period. The highest paying job m y father could find was collecting glass milk bottles 
for the Otto Milk Company, Pittsburgh, PA. He worked for Otto Milk for several years in the 
early 1930's and was paid 1/4 of a cent for each empty glass milk bottle collected. Mother told 
m e his paycheck averaged $25 per week. W e hit bottom during that period. W e were not 
alone; most families were struggling at that time. 

Despite the tensions that remained in Europe after the Treaty of Versailles, which ended 
World War I, the first act of aggression that led to World War II occurred not there but in the 
Far East. In 1931 Japan invaded Manchuria. 

During 1934 we lived in the East End section of Pittsburgh. In addition to attending grade 
school, I sang in a church choir. Because we did not have money for an electric street car ride, 
m y buddies and I walked 2-3 miles (it seems now like 10 miles each way) to the Highland 
Park area to fish for catfish. Mother usually made m e a lunch of peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches - to this day I have trouble eating a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. Each 
Saturday mother sent m e to the movies with a dime in m y pocket for admission and a 
sandwich for lunch. M y friends and I watched the cowboy feature and Flash Gordon 
adventure serials in the morning, then a double feature in the afternoon. 
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O n August 1, 1935, m y father was hired as a watchman at a U S Steel Company Coal Mine in 
southwestern Pennsylvania. He worked the night shift, leaving home about 10 P M and 
returning about 7 A M . He slept during the day and ate breakfast about 4 P M just after 
Marilyn and I returned from school. It seems to m e that mother was always in the kitchen 
cooking meals or washing our clothes. 

Within a month after starting the new job, we moved to the Beechview section of Pittsburgh. 
Marilyn and I were both were taking piano lessons and playing in Sunday recitals. I passed 
m y Tenderfoot examination and was inducted into the Boy Scouts. If I was not involved in 
weekend Boy Scout activities, I rode m y new bicycle or went hiking or exploring in the 
nearby woods. Our life was getting better. 

During March 1936 Hitler moved his German troops into the demilitarized Rhineland area of 
Germany on the East Side of the Rhine River, in violation of the WWI Peace Treaty. 

In the summer of 1936 my Mother's Uncle, John Fitzsimmons, a retired 30-year US Army 
veteran, gave our family a new 1936 black, 4-door, stick shift Chevrolet automobile. He paid 
$900 in cash! What a wonderful gift! M y father worked almost every weekend making 
needed repairs; he kept the car running for more than a decade. (The car is in the background 
of two pictures taken a few days after m y discharge in 1946. These photos are included in the 
11 pages of snapshots and documents section that begins on the next page. 

In mid 1936, at age 11,1 was circumcised for health reasons; the surgery healed rapidly. More 
on this part of m y story later. 

In 1937 Japan invaded China. 

In June 1938 (and again in 1939), after the school year was completed, my parents drove me 
to a farm owned by mother's sister, Ruth and her husband Ted Cahall. It was on 100 acres, 
located near Blooming Valley, PA, which is 6 miles northeast of Meadville, PA. I herded 
their 10-12 milk cows to and from their pasture, fed their pigs, learned how to plow a (very 
small) part of a field behind a horse, and removed bugs rrom potato plants. Sometimes I tried 
to milk a cow. Every Friday we picked and cleaned vegetables and prepared chickens for the 
Saturday morning trip to market in Meadville, PA. 

In August 1938, after Pop was promoted to Policeman, we moved from Beechview to 
Oakdale, PA, which was closer to his work. Oakdale was a small town with a population of 
2,500 people located 15 miles southwest of Pittsburgh. It was mainly a bedroom community 
for people who commuted to Pittsburgh each day via the Pennsylvania Railroad. 

Our family regularly visited mother's older sister Esther & her husband Walter Quigley and 
their daughters Claire and Jean. They lived the Wilkinsburg area of Pittsburgh. Walter had a 
steady job with the Westinghouse Corporation as a Clerk throughout the Depression era. 
Their income was always higher than ours. To help m e make some extra spending money 
Aunt Esther usually had some kind of a job for me, washing walls or cleaning floors. 

In September 1938 I entered 8th grade, the eighth public school that I attended before 
completing grade school. In addition to m y studies I played basketball on the Junior Varsity. 
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On September 30, 1938, England's Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain and France's 
Premier Daladier signed a peace agreement with the Nazi Dictator Adolf Hitler. 
Chamberlain announced this meant "peace in our time ". Less than 12 months later Hitler 
attacked Poland starting WWII. 

Japan continued to move south through East Asia. The United States exercised sanctions, 
refusing to sell Japan raw materials such as petroleum, or scrap metal and then finally 
freezing all Japanese assets in the United States. 

In March 1939 German troops marched into Czechoslovakia and annexed the country to 
Germany. France and Britain did nothing. 

During the 1939 summer school vacation my parents drove Marilyn and me "way out west" -
to southeast Michigan to visit Pop's sister Nettie and her husband Alfred King. I stayed with 
them for several months working on their 200-acre farm near Addison, located northwest of 
Adrian. W h e n m y parents picked m e up near the end of August we drove north to Detroit and 
crossed into Canada, m y first visit to a foreign country. W e traveled through Canada to 
observe the Niagara Falls before returning to the USA. 

On August 23, 1939, Stalin stunned the world by entering into a non-aggression pact with 
Hitler. 

2. WAR BEGINS IN EUROPE 

Germany attacked Poland on September 1, 1939 to start World War II in Europe. Before it 
was over in 1945, about 61 countries were involved and some 50 million people had died. 

Most Americans followed the rapidly deteriorating situation during the summer of 1939 with 
confidence that we were safe behind the Atlantic Ocean. O n the day W W I I started in Europe 
m y parents, Marilyn and I visited Aunt Ruth and Uncle Ted, in their small rental home near 
Mars, P A - they had recently sold their farm. After the evening meal we sat around the radio 
listening to an announcement from London describing the rapid destruction of the Polish 
Army and Air Force by the German Forces. Ted and Pop talked about what they expected to 
happen to the U S A and the effect on our family. 

Ted and Pop were in France with the US Army during WWI. Ted was in an Infantry 
Regiment with the 80th Infantry Division and was injured in a German gas attack. Pop served 
with the 521st Motor Transport Company; his U S Army Serial Number was 2737718. 
Soldiers in that company assembled trucks and other vehicles, which were shipped from the 
USA, and delivered them to other units. According to documents in the company file at the 
National Archives in Suitland, M D , Pop was promoted to sergeant four times and "busted" 
down to private five times. The various offenses were not noted. I regret that I did not ask him 
about his service before he died in 1965. 

I enrolled in Oakdale High School for my freshman year, after the Labor Day holiday in 
September 1939. M y entire high school experience was overshadowed by the war in Europe 
and in the Pacific. 
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Dick Bragg and me 
Oakdale, PA. 1942 
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Pfc. Paul Egan, (I) and m e at 
The Citadel in the ASTP. 
He was my roommate. 

Charleston, SC. 
November 1943 

4 

Fort Bragg, NC. Note our two-story 
barracks and our Company Street. 

July 1944 

A Heavy Machine Gun Section in training. 
The first two men (in foreground) are 

carrying the tripod and the gun. 
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Pop, Mother and me. Last leave 
before shipping overseas. 

Oakdale, PA 
September 1944 

Marilyn, m e and Mother. Last leave 
before shipping overseas. 

Oakdale, PA 
September 1944 
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Pfc. Owen Lindsey, my second gunner. 
Killed near Raon ITape, November 19, 1944 
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Final Plan for the N O R D W I N D Offensive 
in the vicinity of the 100th Infantry Division Sector 

# Major Maginot fortification (fortresses, "great" or "small") 
Minor Maginot fortification (casemates or blockhouses); 
direction of point indicates orientation of major weapon systems 

o 
! Km 

if Abris d'intervalle (Fortified, underground barracks) L C Line of Contact 

Large-scale Map of Rimling-Holbach-Bitche Area. Copied from the article "The N O R D W I N D 
Plan to Destroy the 100th Infantry Division" by LTC Keith E. Bonn. Published in the April 
2000 issue of the 100th Infantry Division Association News, pages 51-55. Width of 100th 
Infantry Division Sector- about 9 Miles. Map Scale: 1 inch = about 2.75 miles. 
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The German Tiger Tank. Our Bazooka rocket hit the Boggie Wheel 
(the wheel which is off the ground and hidden in this picture by the 
Steel tank tread) probably destroying some sprockets which stopped 
The tank from moving forward, toward us in the house. 





Able Fox Five to Able Fox. I got a target but ya gotta 
be patient." 

My favorite cartoon of the Willie and Joe series 
by Bill Mauldin. Reminds m e of my reaction in 
Rimling, France, January 8-9, 1945 when Capt. 
Maiale called for artillery and mortar fire on the 

house w e were defending. 

Lt. Laudone (I) and m e playing 
Volleyball in Holbach, France. 

March 1945 





THIS IS TO CERTIFY T H A T 

Is a legitimate "Son of Bitche" Duly Inducted into 

t h e R a n k s of E x a l t e d S o c i e t y of 

Sons of Bitche" for his part in the 

Storm and Capture of the 'proud 

Citadel in the M a g i n o t Line on 

M a r c h 16, 1 9 4 5 . 

^ VVE O\° GRAND EXALTrOT BIGGEST - 100th INF. DIV. 

M E M B E R S IP C A R 

SOCIET/ OF T»B 

ITCH 
.. . . 

PINKV 
LORRAINE FRANCE 

100th Infantry Division Association Membership Card 

BB 

the Church in Hottviller, 
France. March 15, 1945 

Lt. Laudone (I), and Capt. Maiale (r) 
Hottviller, France. Note 81 m m 
Mortar setup behind Lt. Laudone 

March 15, 1945 





^'Walschbronn 

Large-scale Map of Bitche-Rimling area, showing French-German Border. 
Scale: 1 inch =about 2 miles 
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On the steps of our house 
in Leonberg, Germany 

I am on the right. 
July 1945 

O n a street in Leonberg, Germany. 
No, the baby is not mine. I asked 
his mother if I could hold him for 
a picture. He is not happy. 

July 1945 

Four GIs from Co. H 
I am on the right. 

Leonburg, Germany 
July 1945 

Weirhiem, Germany 
Going Home 
February 1946 
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Pop, Mother and Marilyn. Note our 1936 
Chevrolet 4-door car in the driveway. 

Oakdale, PA 
March 1946 

Showing off my 1st Civilian 
suit with Marilyn. 

At home in Oakdale, PA. 
March 1946 

JS Congressman Jim Kolbe of Tucson, AZ holds several of my WWII 
mementos during a military awards ceremony on Sept. 29, 2001. He 
presented m e with the Combat Infantryman Badge and the Bronze 

Star Medal for Meritorious Service durina WWII. 
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On September 17, 1939, Warsaw, the Capital of Poland, was surrounded by German troops. 
On September 28 Germany and Russia partitioned Poland. On November 30, Stalin 
unexpectedly attacked Finland. 

On May 10, 1940, Germany invaded France and the Low Countries. Winston Churchill 
became Britain's new Prime Minister. The English Royal Air Force lost half of its bombers in 
three days. By May 24 about 380,000 French and English troops were encircled by German 
forces in a 60 square mile land area near Dunkirk, France. On May 26 about 861 ships and 
boats of all sizes pulled off 225,000 British and 113,000 French troops from the shore. The 
Germans sank 231 rescue ships by artillery, aircraft, mines and submarine attacks. 

Incidentally, my wife, Joelle Yven was 9 years old when Germany attacked France. Her 
father commanded a French ship that saved some 600 English soldiers from the Dunkirk 
beach under German artillery and aircraft fire. In his log, dated June 1,1940 he wrote that his 
ship, the Hebe, loaded with 600 British soldiers, was the last ship to leave the port of 
Dunkirk. His anti-aircraft guns shot down several German planes while he navigated to 
England through the German underwater minefields. 

On June 10, 1940, Italy entered the war against France and England. 

Joelle has a letter dated June 10,1940, written by her mother to Joelle's Grandmother. In it 
her mother explained that because of the expected German armor attacks into France she gave 
her children, Joelle, age 9 and Gerard, age 6 to the family maid. The group was to travel from 
their home in Caen, France, southwest through the city of Rennes, then generally west to 
Concarneau, in Finistere, away from the main German attacks. She gave a copy of the letter to 
their maid and bid her children goodbye. They would walk a distance of about 200 air miles 
in several weeks time. They and many thousands of other women, small children and old men 
walked ahead of the attacking Germans to some distant destination. These people carried 
what they could on their back or in a cart, slept in the fields at night, were under attack from 
German aircraft by day and ate only what they could find in the fields beside the road. 

During the summer of 1940, when I was 15 year old, I was selected as a Councilor at Camp 
Kon-O-Kwee, a Y M C A camp for 9-10 year old boys. The Camp was located in the vicinity of 
Zelinople, PA, about 30 miles north of Pittsburgh. I enjoyed teaching them the lessons 
learned during m y three years of Boy Scout training. At night most of the Councilors and I 
harassed the girl Councilors at a near-by Y W C A camp. 

On June 14, 1940, the Germans marched into Paris. During June 16-17 the Germans poured 
through the Maginot Line. French troops in Alsace and Lorraine were completely enveloped 
by Panzer units. 

On July 10, 1940, President Roosevelt asked Congress for 15,000 new planes and a 2.1 
million-man army. On July 16 the Japanese cabinet resigned and the military forces took 
over the Government. By August 6 American aircraft production reached 500 per month. On 
August 16, German aircraft bombed southern England. On August 23 the German Luftwaffe 
began bombing London. On August 27 the US Congress authorized induction of National 
Guard units into the US Army for 1 year. 
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I began m y second year at Oakdale High School in early September 1940. M y interests 
centered on basketball, football, Boy Scouts, tennis, church, building model airplanes, 
singing/playing the guitar and the trombone in the swing band, strutting as the drum major of 
the marching band and, of course, girls. Can you picture m e smartly marching ahead of the 
Oakdale High School Band, twirling a baton at football games and at the Saturday night 
volunteer fireman parades all over southwestern Allegheny County, PA? Without much 
effort, I maintained about a 9 0 % average; ranking about 3rd or 4th in m y class of 25 students. 
I took courses in as many technical subjects as possible. 

On September 9, 1940, US Navy Destroyers began to operate with the English Royal Navy in 
the North Atlantic. The same day the US Navy awarded contracts for construction of 210 
ships including 12 aircraft carriers and 7 battle ships. On September 15 after losing major 
air battles, Germany postponed the invasion of England. 

During the late fall of 1940,1 was offered a job in Oakdale; the owner of the Thomas Funeral 
H o m e asked m e to setup duck pins in their bowling alley in the basement of the Funeral 
Home. That was a difficult decision for m y mother because she wanted m e to restrict m y after 
dark activities. I usually worked each weekend at local farms picking vegetables and fruits, 
but this was m y first in-town job. After much discussion Mother finally gave her reluctant 
approval. I set up pins for the local bowling leagues on Friday and Saturday nights for 10 
cents a line. Some of the bowling games continued until after midnight. 

On April 29,19411 celebrated my 16th birthday. Mother baked my favorite chocolate cake. 
The next day with Pop's approval I applied for an automobile learner's permit. Pop taught m e 
how to drive in our 1936 Chevrolet automobile. He was a very strict teacher and allowed few 
mistakes. Several weeks later, in McDonald, PA, I was tested by a burly P A State Trooper 
sitting at m y side and passed. I could now legally drive but Pop refused to allow m e to drive 
our car because he needed it for the 17-mile drive to his work. M y only time behind the wheel 
was to drive mother, Marilyn and m e to church on Sunday. I was angry! 

In September 19411 enrolled as a junior in the Oakdale High School. I was tall, over 6 feet, 
thin and weighed about 160 pounds - more than most of m y classmates. The high school 
football coach asked m e to try for the team. H e assigned m e to the position of left tackle. 
Several weeks later, during a practice session, our fullback ran the ball over m y left tackle 
position, as I blocked the opposing tackle out of position. The fullback tripped over m y foot 
and fell on m y right shoulder, driving m y left shoulder into the ground. M y left collarbone 
splintered. The injury knocked m e off the team. I spent about 6 weeks walking around with 
m y left arm in a sling and missed about half of the basketball season. 

3. PEARL HARBOR 

On December 7, 1941, Japan bombed Pearl Harbor. 

On that Sunday morning after Presbyterian Church services in Oakdale, mother, Marilyn and 
I rode a train and an electric streetcar to the Carnegie Museum in the Oakland section of 
Pittsburgh. After completing our visit to the museum we boarded another streetcar to return to 
downtown Pittsburgh. Late in the afternoon, as we stood under the clock at Kaufmanns 
Department store at Smithfield Street & 5th Ave. - a favorite meeting place - we heard nearby 
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paperboys selling an Extra Edition of the newspaper by yelling "Japs B o m b Pearl Harbor". I 
turned to m y mother and asked, "What's Pearl Harbor? She replied that it was the main U S 
Naval Base in the Hawaiian Islands. 

That evening, we sat around the radio listening to reports of damage and military causalities. 
The next day we listened as President Roosevelt asked the Congress to declare that a state of 
war existed between the United States and the Japanese Empire. The United States was finally 
in the war! Three days later Hitler declared War on the U S A - his greatest mistake. As a 10-
year old French girl, Joelle remembers the quiet celebrations in occupied France. The people 
of France knew that eventually the Americans would come to liberate them. 

Dick Thomas, the owner of The Thomas Funeral Home in Oakdale, PA had the contract for 
removing coal ashes from the schools in Oakdale. He asked m e if I was interested in cleaning 
out the furnaces, loading the ashes into his dump truck and hauling the ashes to the dump. As 
I was unable to convince Pop that I could safely drive the family car, I jumped at the 
opportunity to drive the dump truck. That part-time job later expanded into helping Dick 
Thomas with his ambulance service, driving coalmine or automobile accident victims and 
sick people to the hospitals in Pittsburgh. Later, Dick asked m e to help him with the Funeral 
H o m e business - assisting with the embalming and layout of bodies and helping with the 
funerals, either in local churches, local homes or at the Thomas Funeral Home. I worked for 
him until I left for the U S Army in 1943. After m y military discharge in 1946 he hired m e 
again. That part-time job continued until I graduated from the University of Pittsburgh in 
1949. 

On January 8, 1942, England began to ration food and the first US troops landed at Noumea, 
the capital of French New Caledonia in the southwest Pacific. On March 14 US troops 
landed in Australia. On April 9 Bataan fell to the Japanese. On April 18 Japan was bombed 
by 16 B-25 US bombers. 

On April 29,1942 I celebrated my 17th birthday. 

During May 4-8, 1942, Japan and US fought the Battle of Coral Sea - the first naval battle in 
which the participants never saw their enemy. Japan suffered its first set back of the war. On 
May 6 US forces on Corregidor surrendered to the Japanese. 

In late May 1942 I graduated from the third year of high school. I began to work full time for 
the Thomas Funeral H o m e during the summer vacation. M y best friend in high school was 
Dick Bragg. (A picture of Dick Bragg and me, taken in 1942, is included in the snapshots and 
documents section). He owned an early Ford automobile with a rumble seat. W e were dating 
twin sisters from Rennerdale, PA. M y date and I rode in the rumble seat. I insisted on paying 
m y share of the gas and oil. Dick asked his father, who owned the local A & P grocery store, to 
hire m e as a grocery clerk. N o w I had two jobs, When money became short, I hiked into the 
woods across the street from our house, at 234 Union Avenue and "liberated" a quart of oil 
(or more as needed) from an oil well storage tank. That crude oil worked O K without being 
refined. Later, after the war, while enrolled at the University of Pittsburgh, taking their 
Petroleum Production Engineering course I studied the famous McDonald, P A oil field and its 
high quality crude oil. 
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By June 1, 1942, the Germans ordered all French and Dutch Jews to wear the Star of David 
ID badges. The turning point in the Pacific war occurred during the June 4-6 Battle of 
Midway Island. On A ugust 7 US forces invaded Guadalcanal Island and the Solomon Islands 
- the first US offense in the war. 

In early September 1942 I enrolled for my senior year at Oakdale High School. Gradually, 
since Pearl Harbor was attacked nine months before, those of us in high school began to 
realize that the war would not be over soon and we were going to serve in the armed forces. 

In early October 1942, President Roosevelt recommended the induction ofl8& 19 year olds 
into the US Military. On October 23 US forces sailed from Hampton Roads, VAfor the 
November 8-12 invasion of Africa. On December 2 the first nuclear chain reaction was 
achieved at University of Chicago. 

In late 1942 the US Congress dropped the draft age from 20 to 18 years old. On February 4, 
1943 General Eisenhower was given command of all Allied forces in North Africa. On 
February 9 all organized Japanese resistance on Guadalcanal ended. 

During this period Dick Bragg and I talked about his car, the war, our impending involvement 
in it and, of course, girls. Dick was about 6 months older than m e and had decided to register 
with the local Draft Board. I had a different idea of m y future. I wanted to become a U S Army 
fighter pilot, however m y parents refused to sign for an early enlistment. They insisted that I 
first graduate from high school. 

They did encourage me to take a physical from our family doctor to determine whether I 
would qualify. I remember thinking - they hope I will fail the physical. Our family doctor 
reported "I was in excellent condition" and suggested a full eye examination from the family 
ophthalmologist. H e was the surgeon who removed Pop's right eyeball and the melanoma 
cancer behind it in 1942. Mother took m e into Pittsburgh for the appointment. I passed the 
examination. As he concluded his discussion of the examination, he turned to the table behind 
his desk and picked up a thin book. He opened it and showed m e a 6-inch diameter circle 
filled with various colored dots and asked m e to identify the number in the circle. I told him 
that I saw no number. He opened another page with the same results. After several more 
pages he turned to m y mother and explained that I was blue-green color deficient and would 
never be accepted as an Air Cadet. He commented that this color deficiency is passed down 
from the mother to son. I was crushed! M y dream of becoming a fighter pilot evaporated. 

4 ENLISTMENT IN US ARMY 

The family discussions concerning my enlistment continued into late March 1943 without 
resolution. Several of the young men in m y senior class decided to enlist before they turned 
18 and were later granted their high school diploma. M y 18th birthday was April 29, one 
month before graduation. I pushed for a decision. 

In late April 1943 the turning point in the Battle of the Atlantic occurred as new US anti
submarine measures began achieving results. 
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M y parents finally agreed to m y enlistment if I would accept a deferment until after 
graduation. With that agreement I took the necessary mental and physical tests on April 28, 
1943 - one day before m y 18th birthday, the day I was required to sign up with the draft 
board. I remember thinking -1 have never seen so many naked male bodies in m y life - little 
did I realize how many I would see while on active duty. Another vivid memory is standing 
naked in a long line of fellow enlistees and feeling the breath from the fellow in line behind 
me, striking m y bare back. These were the first of many, many lines that all of us would stand 
in for the next few years. 

The local enlistment center was in the Old Post Office building (now a 4-story parking lot on 
Smithfield Street) in Pittsburgh. Much to m y dismay, the U S Army Air Corps was not open 
for enlistment at that time. I was not interested in signing up with the U S Navy or Coast 
Guard. As I signed the papers to serve in the U S Army "for the duration of the war plus 6 
months", the Enlistment Officer showed m e m y Serial Number - E R 13133139 - noting that it 
had three 13's. He commented that the three 13's would bring m e good luck. I was assigned 
to the Enlisted Reserve Corps with a deferment until high school graduation - one month in 
the future. (A copy of the front page of m y original enlistment record is included in the 
snapshots and documents section). 

On May 12, 1943, all Axis forces in North Africa surrendered. 

5. HIGH SCHOOL GRADUATION 

Graduation ceremonies for 23 Senior Class members took place in the Oakdale High School 
auditorium on M a y 25, 1943. A m o n g m y other achievements - marching band (drum major 
and played the trombone), swing band, vice-president of junior class, basketball, lead actor in 
senior play, etc., our senior class yearbook listed m e as the best dancer. I was the "King of 
Swing" in m y senior year, dancing to the music of Glenn Miller, T o m m y and Jimmy Dorsey, 
Duke Ellington, Harry James and many other "Big Bands". 

On May 30, 1943 US forces secured Attu Island, Alaska; the Japanese invasion of the North 
American continent was over. 

6. FORT MEADE, MD - REPORT FOR ACTIVE DUTY - JUNE 16,1943 

On the first day of June I received a letter from the US Army with orders and a railroad ticket 
to report for induction at Fort George G. Meade, Maryland on June 16,1943. O n the 15th of 
June I packed a few toilet articles in a bag; said m y last good byes to m y latest girl friend and 
m y family - they were crying, I was excited - and boarded a train in Oakdale for the 
Pennsylvania Station in Pittsburgh. There I changed trains for an overnight ride to Union 
Station, Washington, DC. Nobody would ever guess how scared and excited I was inside. At 
Union Station I boarded another train for the short ride north to Ft. Meade. 

As hundreds of new recruits walked off the train, we were separated into smaller groups and 
met our new leader - a young corporal. He marched us to our two-story wooden barracks. 
Both floors were filled with double bunks. W e were assigned to bunks. The corporal told us 
to drop our overnight bags on our bed. None of us had any privacy in the barracks or the 
toilets without stalls or gang-showers. Most everyone used profanity in every other word. The 

14 



corporal ordered us to meet outside - now! As the gang of us filed outside he showed us how 
to form into a platoon and marched (if you could call it marching) us off to an immense hall 
where w e joined a long line of new soldiers waiting for food. W e picked up a stainless steel 
compartmented tray; the kitchen helpers filled the tray with food. 

That afternoon we marched to a huge warehouse. Once inside, at various stops, a different 
item of army clothing was tossed into our outstretched arms: olive drab (OD) shorts and tee-
shirts, a small towel and wash cloth, shoes, leggings, kakhi (tan) shirts, pants and a tie, one set 
of green fatigues, a plastic helmet liner, an O D wool blanket, two white sheets, a pillow case 
and a duffel bag. W e were ordered to stuff every thing into the duffel bag and meet outside. 
The corporal ordered us to sling the bag over our left shoulder and then marched us back to 
our barracks. 

The corporal gave us instructions on how to make our bed, where to store some of our 
clothing and how to hang the rest with the left sleeve showing, how to polish our shoes, and 
stow the duffel bag. There was a specific place for everything. 

The rest of the afternoon was spent listening to the corporal instruct us about rank from 
privates (I believe w e were ranked lower - as recruits) to master sergeants and then the officer 
ranks. H e seemed to imply - no, I remember he said that corporals, with two stripes and 
sergeants, with 3 stripes were one step under G O D . Any orders from them would be instantly 
obeyed and they would be treated with respect, obedience and courtesy. They did not rate a 
salute and were not to be addressed as "sir". All officers, from Second Lieutenants to 
Generals were to be addressed as "sir" and given a salute. 

Later that first evening, when "lights-out" was ordered, I could not sleep. So much had 
changed. I heard snores, then someone walked to the latrine and bumped into something on 
his way back to bed, then some muffled sobs. I felt like crying. This was like Boy Scout 
camping, but with more, many more strange and different people. I was too tired to be 
homesick. M y last thought was how long was "the duration of the war + 6 months". 

The next day we were given shots for typhus, diphtheria and small pox. All of us took a series 
of physical and mental tests. One of the tests had questions on arithmetic and number series, 
opposite and similar items, figures and verbal analogies. I was sure I had failed. Later in the 
day w e marched to a barbershop and m y hair was shaved completely off. Back at our barracks 
w e were told to send everything civilian home and then were issued identity tags (dog tags). I 
took advantage of the offered $10,000 life insurance policy for $6.50 a month deducted from 
m y $50 monthly pay. I listed m y parents as beneficiaries in the event of m y death. 

I also spent the better part of the next 3 days scrubbing pots and pans and pealing mounds of 
potatoes in the kitchen because I refused to shine the corporal's boots. I was ordered to report 
to the kitchen at 4:30 A M and did not complete m y "kitchen police" duties until about 10 PM. 
I learned that "Rank Had Its Privileges!". But that's another story! 

During the 5th day at Ft. Meade I was ordered to attend a meeting at a nearby movie theater. 
About 50 new recruits were sitting in the theater when I arrived. A n officer came on the stage; 
he told us that w e had been selected for The Army Specialized Training Program (ASTP). W e 
looked at each other wondering what that meant. He explained that the U S Congress had 
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established the program in December 1942. It authorized the U S Army to select 150,000 men 
for an accelerated course (the usual four-year course presented over a period of one and one-
half years) in engineering, medicine, dentistry or foreign languages at more than 200 colleges 
and universities around the country. This program was estimated at the (then) enormous cost 
of $127 Billion. Before the war, college entrance was largely closed to anyone in the bottom 
2/3 of the economic ladder. This program was the first step in lowering that barrier to a 
college education. The officer also commented that all men selected for the A S T P must attain 
standing in the highest of five groups in the Army General Classification Test. He explained 
that to be considered for A S T P a soldier must receive a score of 115 or higher. Then he 
remarked that selection for Officers Candidate School only required a score of 110. W e 
eventually were referred to as "Whiz Kids". 

Well, that sounded better than being assigned to the Infantry. However, the officer continued, 
before we were officially assigned to the ASTP, w e must successfully complete a 13 week 
Basic Infantry Training Course. One day later about 200 of m y fellow recruits and I boarded a 
train and headed south toward Union Station, Washington, DC. A short time later our railroad 
cars were detached and moved to a siding. As darkness fell, our cars were connected to other 
cars. W e asked our detail commander, who carried our official papers - Where are we going? 
He had no information. W e were all going along for the ride - somewhere! The train just sat at 
the station. I tried to sleep but the excitement and lack of room kept m e awake. 

About midnight the train pulled out of Washington, DC. I was unable to see the name of the 
small towns we roared through. Most of us wanted to know which direction we were headed; 
some fellows just fell asleep. As dawn arrived, I noticed a sign - Horseshoe Bend. N o w m y 
knowledge of Pennsylvania came into use - Horseshoe Bend on the Pennsylvania Railroad 
was near Altoona - W e were going west toward Pittsburgh. Several hours later we stopped at 
the Pennsylvania & Lake Erie Station to service the train and eat breakfast. I wanted to get off 
the train and call m y parents. Our orders were to remain on the train. I tried to convince the 
detail commander that a phone call to m y parents would not jeopardize our security. To make 
a very emotional story short, the train pulled out, solving m y problem. About 45 minutes later 
the train roared toward Oakdale at 60 miles an hour. I opened a window and stuck m y head 
and arms out. I yelled and waved at the Stationmaster, who was standing outside the station 
watching the troop train go by. He was the father of two of m y high school basketball team 
members. He did not hear or see me. I felt like crying! I was getting homesick! 

OK, we were going west, but to where? We passed through Columbus, OH, then Cincinnati. 
During the evening the train stopped and our cars were detached. The next morning w e left 
Cincinnati and turned south into Kentucky, through Louisville, to Nashville, T N and crossed 
into Alabama. N o w I was far away from home and into "The South" for the first time. I had 
not been further west than eastern Michigan or south of the Mason-Dixon line. 

I walked to the last car on the train and stood on the platform watching the single set of tracks 
pass out from under the train. I wondered what was happening to me. I was so homesick! 
During the afternoon w e passed through Birmingham and turned east for about 60 miles. Late 
in the afternoon of the 4th day of the trip we arrived at the Infantry Replacement Training 
Center (IRTC), Fort McClellan, northeast of Anniston, AL. 
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7. FT McCLELLAN, AL - BASIC INFANTRY TRAINING 

The Basic Infantry Training Program began as we stepped off the train. We were immediately 
informed that we were quarantined to the base for the 13-week period. Our drill sergeant 
began yelling at us to "shape up, pull in that gut, put your heels together, pull your shoulders 
back". Then he gave the order to march us to our hut where he assigned beds. W e were 
ordered to meet at the Mess Hall for supper. 

My first observations at Ft. McClellan were: the red clay mud was 6 inches deep and stuck on 
m y new, shiny boots, the humidity was over 100%, the temperature felt like 125 degrees and 
what were the 6 white pills that each of us had to take at each meal? Everybody swallowed 18 
salt tablets each day with plenty of water. I noticed that everybody sweated the salt out on his 
clothes. W e soon wore salt stiffened clothes in the heat and mud. I was miserable! 

The next day we learned that: There is the right way (to accomplish anything), 
There is the wrong way, and 
There is the A R M Y way, and 
You will do it the A R M Y way! 
Without questions, comments or explanations! 
Because your Sergeant says so! 

Basic Infantry training was very demanding, very violent and very physical. The first activity 
each morning was calisthenics, followed by a march or double-time run back to the company 
area for breakfast. After making our bed, cleaning up the hut and latrine area (the A R M Y 
way) we would hike, run or quick march to one of the many obstacle courses. After running 
through, over, around and under w e might next march to a class far away in the woods, or to a 
theater for a training film or some place else for hand-to-hand combat, followed by rifle or 
bayonet drill. Or we might attend a class on how to clean, aim and fire the M-l rifle, air-
cooled 30-caliber machine gun or the 60-mm mortar. Other days we would attend training 
films on venereal diseases (how to catch one and how they affect the body - more than w e 
wanted to know) or aircraft recognition or the Bad Guys - Germany, Japan and Italy and their 
leaders. The days began before daylight and ran into the night. I was always tired. 

My fellow trainees and I decided that the Army had three main goals for the 13 weeks of 
basic infantry training: 1) to teach us to follow an order without asking questions, 2) to mold 
us into a high state of physical fitness and personal cleanliness and, 3) to weed out those who 
could not or would not conform. Another aspect of basic training was, of course, learning to 
disassemble, clean, assemble and accurately fire basic infantry weapons and, at the same time, 
soak up the knowledge and skills required to stay alive on a battlefield. Considering all the 
training we endured during the 13 weeks, six activities remain burned in m y memory: 

1) The Infiltration Course: This exercise required us to crawl on the red, dry, dusty ground, on 
our elbows and knees, with an M-l rifle cradled in our arms. Our head was covered with a 
heavy steel helmet. A mesh of barbed wire was strung just 30 inches above the ground 
prohibiting us from raising up into the stream of live .30-caliber machine gun bullets passing 
over our bodies, a few inches over the barbed wire. Our orders were to crawl toward the 
machine gun muzzle blast. Dynamite charges exploded around us, throwing dirt and rocks 
into the air, simulating exploding mortar or artillery shells. Once we started crawling there 
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was no turning back; the only way to complete the exercise was to move toward the machine 
guns. Our sergeant yelled at each of us to keep crawling forward. H e encouraged us not to 
panic or try to stand. W h e n we emerged from under the barbed wire, we were covered with 
red dirt and dust. W e had a much greater concern; our rifle was completely covered by mud, 
dirt and dust. Each of us spent hours cleaning every part of our rifle and our other gear. I later 
reflected on what this course would be like if it had rained the night before. Our clothes, body 
and weapon would have been covered red thick mud. 

2) The Tank Attack: I stood on the firing step of a 7-foot deep foxhole, watching a tank race 
toward m e at 35 M P H ; his siren was wailing at full blast. The tank driver was running over a 
line of foxholes occupied by m y fellow trainees. Our instructions were to crouch down in the 
bottom of the foxhole with our head between our knees. W e hunched down as low as possible 
because the tank's tread could drop down a foot or more into the foxhole depending how fast 
it moved over our foxholes. None of us wanted the tread to touch our back or head After the 
tank passed I stood up on the firing step and threw a simulated hand grenade hoping the 
explosion would damage its track. I gulped a mouth full of dust. I was at the same time 
terrified and impressed with the attacking tank and learned to stay away from them. Later, we 
were taught to move close to enemy tanks and destroy them with a newly developed anti-tank 
bazooka rocket. 

3) Baines Gap: We heard stories of this far away land surface feature, near the Fort boundary, 
as soon as we arrived. Our sergeant would tell us "You bunch of deadbeats will never be able 
to make it over Baines Gap". It wasn't a Gap; it was a steep, conical shaped mountain, 
standing alone all by itself, covered with trees. A dirt road had been cut straight up one side, 
over the top and down the other side. 

Each day we marched a bit farther away from the platoon area, Then one day the posted 
training schedule called for an 8-mile march over Baines Gap. The uniform of the day 
included full-field packs, rifles, and full canteens. The day was steamy hot, muggy and dusty 
from our boots kicking up the dry, red dust Finally, straight ahead I could see a small 
mountain. A dirt road ran up the steep hill for about a mile to the top. W e were marching at a 
rapid, forced march pace; the formation was two lines of recruits on the right side of the road. 
I saw men ahead of m e staggering and collapsing to the ground from the heat. The medics ran 
to their aid and dragged them under the trees on either side of the road. 

As my squad hiked up the steep hill the distance between men increased. We tried to increase 
our pace to keep up. I vowed I would not fall out! The lead platoon reached the top and as 
they started down the other side they hurried to "close it up". M y feeling of "I can't make it" 
became stronger. I was burning up from the heat and dust; then I reached the top of the hill. 
Our line of men increased their pace going down the hill to catch up. At the bottom of the hill 
our sergeant ordered us to "Halt", to close up the ranks. Then he ordered us to "About Face". 
The next order was "Forward March" and we started back up the hill. W h e n we staggered into 
the company area the Company Commander congratulated us for not falling out of the 
column. W e fell into bed! It was 7 P M ! 

4) Bivouac: The last exercise before graduation from basic training was a two-week bivouac 
deep in a forest. The schedule for the last day included a full-scale battalion attack with 
artillery support. Live ammunition was fired over our heads as we attacked a position a mile 
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or so ahead. And, of course, it was raining, so before we started we were soaked. Our 
raincoats were strapped over our belt at our backside. The sergeants would not order us to 
cover ourselves with the raincoat because they did not receive the order from their officer. I 
was soaked and getting wetter. 

Because of my size (6' 2") and weight (165 pounds) our sergeant assigned me the Browning 
Automatic Rifle (BAR) which weights 20 pounds. The B A R clip holds 20 rounds that can be 
fired fully automatic as a machine gun. In addition, I carried 8 clips of .30-caliber ammunition 
in a special cartridge belt, which hung from m y shoulders- a full load. As we moved forward 
to attack, 105-mm howitzers fired over our heads. W e could see the rounds and hear their 
whisper as they moved through the air above us. The rounds exploded far ahead of us 10 
yards apart and 20 feet above the ground - air bursts. This was m y first encounter with the 
recently developed proximity fuses. This fuse transmitted radio waves and read their 
reflection to determine distance to the ground or trees. 

The BAR jammed when the second round fired; I could not remove the jammed round. I 
cussed m y luck as I carried the heavy, jammed rifle and a full load of ammunition during the 
entire exercise. I was exhausted, soaked and utterly frustrated. The other troops had the 
excitement of firing their weapons. W e spent hours that night cleaning up our weapons and 
gear. Lesson learned: You could fight in the rain - weather did not matter! 

5) Inspections: Have you heard of Brasso, the magical, smelly, oily liquid that shines brass 
and other metals? The company that makes Brasso must have made a fortune during the war. 
W e spent many hours shining belt buckles, and the Infantry and U S circular insignia.. Each 
time I see a can of Brasso it reminds m e of the countless hours each of us spent cleaning up 
for the next inspection: the barracks, weapons, personal gear, clothing, shoes, physical 
condition, etc. If you did not pass you were subjected to more inspections. What a shock it 
would be later when we went into the line in France and lived in the cold rain, m u d and snow. 
There were no facilities to clean up anything - we lived as moles. However, w e survived 
because of the training w e received at Ft. McClellan. 

6) Obstacle Courses: As noted before we ran through, under, around and over many different 
courses. W h e n w e became proficient on each course, our sergeant pulled a stopwatch out of 
his pocket to measure our progress. It seemed to m e that every day he expected us to finish 
the course faster, the next day he lowered the time again. If you did not finish in the allotted 
time you ran the course again and again. W e were insulted many times to improve our time. 
The pressure increased each day to test our limits. 

On July 10, 1943 US forces invaded Sicily. On September 9 the US invaded Italy. 

Our training battalion was assembled one morning to hear the experiences of an US Army 
Captain who commanded an infantry company during the battles with the Japanese on Attu 
Island, Alaska. H e mentioned many aspects of the basic training, equipment and gear we were 
receiving that would give us a chance to stay alive in combat. The most jarring information 
was that the ordinary Japanese rifle bullet would penetrate the steel helmet we endured for 
protection to our head. Most of m y fellow trainees believed the helmet gave our head full 
protection. 
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I had a steady girl friend waiting for m e in Oakdale; she was a beautiful, tall, red headed 
sophomore. W e promised w e would stay faithful and write each day. Something went wrong 
in a short time after I reported for active duty. Perhaps I was too busy and too tired to write or 
she found a new boy friend. Within two months I received a "Dear John" letter advising m e 
that she couldn't wait for m e to return from the war. So much for m y high school romance. 

Returning to what happened to my high school buddy Dick Bragg - he found a job as a 
laborer in a steel mill south of Pittsburgh, making about $125 a week. In September 1943 the 
Oakdale, P A draft board ordered him to report for active duty. He was assigned to a similar 
Infantry Basic Training Center. 

The final physical exam in the Basic Infantry Training Program required each of us to do 
thirty-three push-ups and eleven squat-jumps, run three hundred yards in forty-five seconds, 
carry a man piggyback seventy-five yards in seventeen seconds, and march four miles in fifty 
minutes. I did not set any records, neither did I fail any exams; I ranked myself somewhere in 
the middle for physical stamina, knowledge and skill. 

Some men failed to complete the 13-week program. They were transferred into other units for 
remedial training, thus missing out on the ASTP. Most of us survived and at the end of 
September 1943 we were split up and assigned to various universities and colleges around the 
country. I boarded a train and traveled east to the "West Point of the South" -The Citadel, 
Charleston, SC. 

8. THE CITADEL, CHARLESTON, SC - ASTP 

Upon reporting at The Citadel I was assigned to a 2-man room in Murray Barracks. It was one 
of four barracks which looked like white Moorish castles or forts built by the French Foreign 
Legion soldiers in the Sahara desert - or at least what Hollywood showed m e as a 10-year old. 
The only entrance to Murray Barracks was guarded 24 hours a day. Orientation classes started 
immediately. Bugle calls played for all formations. Classes started on October 11,1943. The 
rigid military program of The Citadel, overlaid by U S Army discipline scheduled almost 
every minute of the day. (A picture of m y roommate and me, taken in November 1943, is 
included in the snapshots and documents and section). 

The day started with a wake up bugle call at 6:00 AM followed by the first formation (roll 
call) at 6:15 A M . W e marched in formation to the mess hall and ate breakfast at 6:30 A M . 
After returning to our room to get our books, classes began at 7:30 A M and continued until 
11:45 A M . W e then marched together to the cafeteria. After the noon meal I went to mail call 
and then waited for the bugle call to assemble for our 1:00 P M class. W e were in class until 
5:30 P M , then marched to our barracks, dropped our books, and marched to supper at 6:00 
PM. After eating we returned to our 2-man rooms for a mandatory study period from 7:00 -
10:00 PM. Lights were turned out at 10:30 PM. Frank Hancock remembers "The pace is 
furious, the courses are accelerated and we carry a heavy schedule". 

I compared this rigorous and restrictive life with the training just completed at Ft. McClellan -
definitely an improvement. At the Citadel we dressed in clean, starched uniforms and lived in 
a small, quiet 2-man room with a clean, dry bed. W e ate three hot meals a day. Perhaps the 
most important aspect was the opportunity to obtain a free, quality education. There was no 
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comparison with the mud, dirt, fatigue, sleeplessness, foxholes and slit trenches of the 
bivouac - or the foxholes that other American infantrymen were living in around the world. I 
counted m y blessings. 

Every Saturday morning we stood for a white glove inspection of our room - that meant no 
dust - anywhere. At 11:00 A M we assembled for a massed dress parade. If our appearance, 
room inspection and marching ability were satisfactory w e were given liberty from noon 
Saturday until dusk Sunday evening. I spent m y time visiting the sights of the Atlantic Ocean, 
the city, the harbor and several bars. Many Saturday nights I slept in a soft chair in the lobby 
of the grandest hotel in the city, The Francis Marion, just to get away from The Citadel. 

One Saturday afternoon, while walking along King Street, the main street in Charleston, I said 
"Hello" to a young w o m a n who was standing beside a parked automobile. W e talked a bit and 
exchanged telephone numbers. About a week later, Joyce Sheley phoned m e to invite m e to 
her parent's home for Sunday dinner. I gladly accepted the invitation. I rode a bus to the 
nearest stop and walked about a mile or so to their home. W e had a very enjoyable evening. 

After thanking them, I walked to the bus stop. No buses came by. As darkness closed in I 
began to "Thumb" a ride. A car stopped and I ran to get in. The door opened and a voice said, 
"Jump in the back". I found myself in a car with four young, black guys - two in the front and 
two in the back -1 sat between the two in the back seat. This was m y first close contact with 
black civilians in the "Deep South". There wasn't much room for the three of us. As the 
driver started to drive toward Charleston, the guy on m y left asked, "You in the Army"? I was 
wearing m y uniform so I said, "Yes". H e said, " I was in the Army but they kicked m e out". I 
said "That's too bad; why did they kick you out"? He said, "Because I had four kinds of 
Venereal Disease". I started to suck in at every body orifice to give him as much room as 
possible. I couldn't name four types and asked, What were they"? H e named gonorrhea, 
syphilis, blue balls and another, unknown to me. I wondered if he was presently infected. The 
Army lectures and movies on venereal diseases had deeply scared me. I did not know what to 
say so I changed the subject to the A S T P program at The Citadel. That very quickly killed the 
conversation. In a short time I spotted a City Bus and asked to be dropped off at the next bus 
stop. Thinking back on the encounter, they were pleasant young men, and gave m e a lift when 
I needed one, but I was scared out of m y wits during the entire drive with them. I caught the 
next bus and was back inside m y room before the evening bed check. 

One afternoon three of us were smoking behind the Chapel. Smoking was not allowed outside 
the buildings, only in your room. W e were having a great time when an old guy in a soldier's 
uniform appeared from around the corner of the building. I noticed his chest full of 
decorations and then his rank. He had four stars! W e jumped to our feet, trying to stub out the 
cigarettes and salute him. He returned our salute and quietly reminded us that no smoking was 
permitted on these grounds, and for this serious breach of orders we could receive a 
restriction to our barracks. He ordered us to return to our barracks. W e saluted and quickly 
moved out, across the parade field and into our barracks and rooms. I was petrified to be 
caught by a four star general; it was similar to being caught red-handed committing a sin by 
the Almighty. C o m e to think of it, in m y over 20 years of service I never met another four star 
general. Later I learned that General Charles P. Summerall was the Commanding Officer at 
The Citadel and was formerly the Chief of Staff, U S Army Chief of Staff during the period 
1926-1930. Nothing ever came of our breach of orders. I never smoked outside again. 
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During that first semester all A S T P students took courses in Analytical Geometry, Physics, 
Chemistry, English, History, Geography and Military Science. The course of study jammed 
two semesters of work, ordinarily covered over a period of nine months, into three months. 
The courses met five full days each week. M y grades weren't the greatest, 4 B's and 3 C's. W e 
were told that 2 5 % of the students had quit or failed in the initial semester. 

The first semester of ASTP courses concluded just before Christmas 1943 and those students 
who successfully completed the courses were granted a seven-day furlough for the holidays. 
This was m y first trip home since being inducted. I traveled by train to Pittsburgh where m y 
parents met m e at the station. I don't remember much of what w e said to each other. I walked 
around Oakdale and Pittsburgh in m y new starched khaki uniform with the blue infantry 
piping on m y cap, indicating I was trained as an infantryman. O n m y left shoulder I had 
proudly sewed on the orange and blue octagon shaped emblem, the insignia of the ASTP. It 
depicted the lamp of knowledge crossed with the sword of valor - an allusion to our mental 
and physical capabilities. Neither civilians nor military personnel knew which military unit 
the A S T P patch signified. Others said that A S T P meant "All Safe Till Peace". 

On December 24, 1943 General Eisenhower was appointed Supreme Commander, Allied 
Expeditionary Forces. He would lead the Allied forces in Europe. 

Classes started again when we returned on January 2, 1944. In mid-January rumors began 
floating around that the A S T P program was to be disbanded and all students returned to 
combat arms units. A n inch of snow fell on the ground. W e marched to class and the mess 
hall in the slush. O n February 18 we were officially informed that the program would be 
reduced or terminated and the number of students cut from 145,000 to 35,000 by April 1. The 
W a r Planners in Washington, D C had simply concluded that after the Allies invaded Europe 
the war would be over in a year; infantrymen were needed, not engineers. Furthermore, we 
were informed that all of us would be assigned to the 100th Infantry Division at Fort Bragg, 
NC. 

In mid-March 1944 we prepared to march through the main gate to waiting trains. We packed 
our duffel bags the night before our departure. The next morning w e stacked our bags and 
marched to an early breakfast. Then we cleaned our rooms and assembled in the Murray 
Barracks quadrangle. As w e marched out of the gate and into the street I heard a distant drum 
beat. A bright sun was just rising behind the tall palm trees as our column of former students 
turned toward the main gate. 

Across the parade ground we could see The Citadel Band, facing the gate and playing 
marching music. Then I noticed The Citadel Cadets, standing in a single line on each side of 
the street, evenly spaced all the way down the street, around the corner, all the way out to the 
gate. Each Cadet stood at "Present Arms", giving us a rifle salute, with their rifle barrel 
almost touching their nose. I again thought of the accelerated classes, the rigid master 
schedule and the military discipline that w e endured at The Citadel. W e were silent; our boots 
making a marching beat as we passed by the stony-faced solemn Cadets. They knew we were 
shipping out for advanced Infantry training and eventually to the battlefields. This tribute was 
our passage. W e marched through the main gate and quietly passed through the streets of 
Charleston to the waiting train. Frank Hancock writes " W e grieve for the end of the dream 
and wonder what happens next". 
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Many years later I returned to Charleston, SC to visit The Citadel. The area around the Parade 
Ground was filled with new buildings; one was a new museum. It contained mostly the 
memorabilia of General Mark Clark who commanded the U S Fifth Army in Italy and later 
was appointed the President of The Citadel. I could feel his personal ego seeping through the 
exhibits. Some items identified Cadets who participated in various wars and those who were 
killed. I found no mention of the U S Army soldiers who attended as A S T P students in 1943-
1944. Much later, in 2001, Frank Hancock wrote m e that a new exhibit honored the A S T P 
student soldiers. 

9. FORT BRAGG, NC - ADVANCED INFANTRY TRAINING - MARCH 1944 

The 100th Infantry Division arrived at Ft. Bragg, near Fayetteville, NC in mid-January 1944. 
These soldiers had just completed a two-month, large-scale field training exercise in the 
Tennessee Maneuver Area in the Cumberland Mountains. From late-January to mid-March 
1944 almost all of the men in the lower ranks of the 100th were shipped overseas, as infantry 
replacements, to combat units in Italy or N e w Guinea. 

At this point in my story the reader may be interested in going to the Internet web site of the 
100th Infantry Division. The web site presents a review of a) the history of the 100th Infantry 
Division, b) pictures of the 6-months supplemental training given to us before we debarked 
for overseas duty, and c) the organization of units, structure and weapons assigned to a typical 
W W I I Infantry Division - 90 were active in the European and Pacific Theaters. 

Access the Internet and go to the Division's Web site at: www. 100thww2.org/. (w/o the last 
period). After the web site home page appears, scroll down to the twenty-five web page menu 
buttons. Click your left mouse button on the "Pre-deployment Training" menu button (center 
of the top row). The narrative on the first page, only three paragraphs long, presents a short 
history of the U S Army Infantry beginning in the late summer of 1939 and ending on 
November 15,1942 when the 100th Infantry Division was activated and became a part of the 
U S Army combat force. 

At the bottom left of the page, click on "Next". The three following pages present narrative 
and photographs of basic individual training, advanced unit training, and division or corps 
sized unit maneuver training during the 1942-1943 period. The next web page shows 
photographs of the division's arrival at Fort Bragg in mid-January 1944. The following web 
page shows the arrival of A S T P personnel in mid-March 1944. The narrative on the next three 
web pages describes (with photographs) our 6-month supplemental training period, rumors 
about the division's role in the war, and our deployment overseas. Finally, scroll down below 
the picture of the ships sailing into the night; and at the bottom left, click "Home" to return to 
the first page of the lOOth's web site. 

The reader can access additional information on the organization of units, structure and 
weapons in the 100th Infantry Division by clicking the left mouse button on the "The 
Division" menu button (top of the second row). The narrative on the first page explains how 
to access the unit of interest. M y assignment was, eventually, the Heavy Machine Gun First 
Gunner in the 2nd Squad, 1st Platoon, Company H, 2nd Battalion, 397th Infantry Regiment. 
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O n March 18, 19441 was in one of the first contingents of former ASTPers to join the 100th 
Infantry Division. Many others would join during the next two months. Troops from colleges, 
universities and various army and air corps training programs, from aviation cadets, and 
navigators to quartermaster supply clerks, and other non-infantry units arrived each day for 
advanced infantry unit training. It soon became apparent that many lacked training in the 
basic infantry subjects and were in poor physical condition. As each group of these 
inexperienced troops arrived they were spread across the 27 rifle companies, 9 heavy 
weapons (machine guns and mortar) companies, 3 combat engineer companies and the 3 field 
artillery battalions. 

I do not understand why or how men were selected for various assignments; we may have had 
a choice of rifle, machine gun or mortar or the company officers and Non-Commissioned 
Officer (NCO) may have selected us depending on our records. Perhaps because I was taller 
and heavier than the average GI, who was 5' 8" and 165 pounds, I was assigned to a Heavy 
Weapons Company in the 397th Infantry Regiment.Those of us who were assigned to the 
397th climbed into trucks and were taken to the headquarters office (HQ). After another 
check of our records we were trucked to the Company H orderly room. Four of us were 
ordered to jump off the truck and report to the orderly room. There we met the Company 
Clerk, who called out for First Sergeant Willie Jordon. He was a short, stocky, curt speaking 
man, from Wilmington, N C , who showed no patience with us interrupting what he was doing. 
He did, however, comment that Captain Anthony Maiale commanded Company H and the 
Executive Officer was 1 st Lieutenant Vincent Laudone. 

I was the only soldier assigned to the 1 st Platoon and ordered to report to Technical Sergeant 
(T/Sgt.) Raymond Koons in the first barracks. He was the highest-ranking N C O assigned to 
the platoon. I slung m y pack and duffel bag over m y shoulders and walked to the first two-
story wooden building. The sky was gray with rain clouds and cool for mid-March in North 
Carolina. I walked over white sand noticing the long rows of identical barracks and buildings 
stretching for a mile or more. There were a few tall pine trees and small patches of grass. This 
military post was very different from The Citadel or Ft. McClellan. Where had all m y friends 
gone? 

I walked into the barracks and noticed that the two longest outside walls were lined with 
metal beds; a thin mattress was rolled up at the head of most of the beds. A few of the beds 
were made up with sheets and a blanket. Each bed had a shelf behind it, on the wall, with a 
short bar under it for hanging uniforms, a towel and washcloth. A footlocker was located at 
the foot of each bed. N o one was visible. I called out for T/Sgt. Koons. He came out of a 
corner room and introduced himself. He was a tall, thin, quiet, stern man from Anniston, AL. 
I learned later that he lived off Fort Bragg in Fayetteville, N C with his wife and he had served 
for many years in the A L National Guard. He sounded as if he knew everything there was to 
know about the U S Army Infantry and our weapons. 

He called out for Staff Sergeant Warren Bassett, from Slatersville, RI, a machine gun section 
leader. S/Sgt. Bassett, another National Guard soldier, welcomed m e to the 1st Platoon of 
Company H, 397th, "the best machine gun platoon in the 100th Infantry Division". He told 
m e to go to the Supply room and get m y bedding. Then I was to unpack m y gear and wait for 
lunch call. I spent the rest of the first day mostly alone, unpacking m y gear, eating lunch and 
dinner and walking around the company and battalion area. 
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Later that evening, S/Sgt. Bassett assigned m e as Barracks guard for the next day. I was the 
lowest ranked soldier, a Private, in the barracks and that was enough to qualify m e to be 
detailed to guard the barracks. M y duties were to stay in the barracks, so our "gear" did not 
walk off, and, as time allowed, clean the latrine. I had little to do. The majority of the beds 
were not assigned to anybody. A civilian contractor kept the coal fires going so that we had 
hot water and heat when needed. GIs came in, introduced themselves and left. I busied myself 
with shining m y shoes and insignia, and refolding m y clothes and other gear. One of the GIs, 
who had not been available for an overseas assignment because of illness, returned from the 
hospital. H e sat down on his bed and gave m e the scoop about - well, just about everything. A 
few days later he was gone - transferred out of the Division to somewhere. I concluded 
Company H and the 100th Infantry Division were in a transition period. 

The daily routine started the next day with a 5:30 AM wake up call. Five minutes later we 
formed in a platoon formation outside our barracks for the morning roll call. After breakfast, 
w e did housekeeping chores before assembling to march to an open area for thirty minutes of 
calisthenics. Then our company would march back to our barracks to change into the uniform 
and equipment of the day - usually green fatigues and a combat pack containing a raincoat, 
canteen, and an entrenching tool - and then we would march to the woods, fields, ranges or 
nearby buildings. 

During those first days when the company was assembled for training, most platoon and 
squad slots were unfilled. Our officers and sergeants inspected our clothing and equipment. 
Warn items were replaced with new items. W e were issued a rifle, cartridge belt, helmet liner, 
steel helmet, one half of a Pup tent, new shoes and a long list of other personal items. W e 
stood for uncountable inspections, on our person as well as our equipment. If we were not 
marching, parading, or drilling, we were involved in physical training exercises (PT). M e n 
arrived to fill positions and at the same time others were leaving for unknown places. 
Although it seemed that confusion reigned, the company officers and higher ranking N C O s 
were reviewing our 201 records and files (personnel records, prior training and achievements) 
to fill all positions in their company with quality people. Looking back w e new men were 
under close scrutiny, every hour of the day and night. At the same time w e were being graded 
on our physical ability to carry the weapons and become proficient with cleaning, deploying 
and firing the machine gun or the mortar. All squad positions were filled when Sergeant John 
Koval, from Hazelton, P A was assigned to command m y machine gun squad. He was a short, 
tough, quiet man, knowledgeable about machine guns. 

After the daily training was completed we marched back to our barracks, our bed and 
personal footlocker. After a hot shower we dressed in a clean khaki uniform with polished 
boots or clean fatigue clothes and assembled for the evening meal. After the evening meal or 
"chow", w e were free to leave the company area, go to the P X for ice cream, drink a 3.2 beer 
or go a movie. Baseball or volleyball games also usually started each evening. I was surprised 
at the lack of discipline at Ft. Bragg compared to Ft. McClellan and The Citadel. There was 
no bed check but each of us had to be present for the morning roll call or be reported "Absent 
without leave". Being on the A W O L list meant being confined to the stockade. After the 
Saturday morning inspection and the regiment or division parade, we were free to go into 
Fayetteville, N C for a look around or a beer. Some 40,000 soldiers filled the town of 15,000 
civilians. W e called it Honky-tonk, U S A 
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O n April 29, 19441 became 19 years old. Mother sent a birthday card, a cake and cookies. I 
shared the cake with m y new squad and section friends. For a month or so I was the youngest 
GI in the company; then Private (later Corporal) Ben Benner from Springfield, M A was 
assigned to the mortar platoon. He was born in June 1925 and I became second youngest. 

The regiment started a crash physical training program on May 11 to bring all men assigned 
to the division to a high level. The program gradually changed into an infantry weapon 
training program - pistol, rifle, carbine, Browning Automatic Rifle, bazooka, hand grenade, 
rifle grenade, and bayonet. 

One of the final lessons we were taught in the bayonet drill was to take a rifle and bayonet 
away from an enemy soldier with our bare hands. The way this worked was, as the enemy 
soldier thrust the bayonet at your throat (or chest) area, w e were taught to slap or shove the 
bayonet an inch or two to either side of our neck with either hand - fingers held stiffly 
together and pointed straight up. W e then quickly stepped toward him and grabbed the rifle 
barrel near the front sight with our right hand, forcing the rifle barrel up. At almost the same 
moment w e grabbed the rifle stock near the rear sight causing the rifle to pivot up and over 
his shoulder until it slipped out of his hands. Then w e bayoneted him in the lower throat with 
his own bayonet! 

My training partner released the rifle and attached bayonet as soon as I touched it. I stepped in 
too late and the butt of the rifle stock spun up between us and into m y face, hitting just below 
m y right eye. Blood squirted from wound. I dropped to the ground more in shock than pain. I 
imagined the rifle stock had hit m e in the eye. Several sergeants converged on me. A Medic 
cleaned up the broken skin and placed a bandage over the small flowing cut. I was sent back 
to the barracks and the bayonet drill continued. 

Other than blisters on my feet from marching, I experienced only one other injury during this 
training. During a late evening baseball game, the batter hit the baseball straight at me. While 
attempting to catch the ball it hit the extended little finger of m y left hand, partially breaking 
the 2nd joint. After x-rays and a tongue depressor splint, I was sent back to duty. A few days 
later I asked one of the fellows to take several pictures of m e in m y new summer dress 
uniform. In each picture I kept m y left hand hidden behind m y back. (A picture of m e at Fort 
Bragg in July 1944 is included in the snapshots and documents section). Would you believe 
that m y mother wrote asking why I hid m y left hand in all the pictures? W h y are mothers born 
with the ability to notice things like missing hands in pictures! 

The two lowest ranks, private (Pvt.) and private first class (Pfc.) were available for a detail to 
the mess hall kitchen for K P (kitchen police) duty and to barracks guard several times each 
month. Most of us were also assigned to night or day guard duty several times a month. Each 
of us had to memorize the 12 guard duty orders and repeat them exactly -word for word - to 
our N C O s or the Officer of the Guard when ordered. W e were also expected to attend the 
daily training programs. W e were being taught that you could function without sleep! 
W e fired the M-l rifle for score on M a y 30.1 qualified as Marksman, the lowest passing 
score. W e then pulled targets while the other trainees fired their rifle. Other subjects presented 
at other times included firing rifle grenades, reading a map, use of a compass and aircraft 
recognition. To this day I must look into the sky to identify passing aircraft. W e spent more 
time running through, over, around or under more obstacle courses. Several days later we 
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marched to the gas chamber to learn how to quickly cover our faces with our gas mask in a 
gas filled atmosphere. Along with the gas chamber training, the instructors placed a drop of 
the three main types of gas (phosgene, mustard and tear gas) on our arms so that we could 
experience the effect on our skin. I enjoyed the smell of phosgene gas; it smelled like new 
m o w n hay, reminding m e of the long summer days at m y Aunts' farms. 

On June 6, 1944 we were awakened, as usual, at 5:30 AM. A radio announcer reported the 
invasion of Europe was taking place on the beaches of Normandy, France. It was an ordinary 
day of training for us. I thought about those infantrymen on the beach and those who would 
never make it inland. W e would be there soon and be involved in the liberation of Europe. 

Personnel changes continued; new men were assigned, then soon reassigned to various 
positions within the company. The same changes applied to officers. Newly commissioned 
Lieutenants were assigned to Company H platoons, then reassigned to other platoons or 
companies or shipped out overseas. More enlisted men shipped out and other men replaced 
them. Within the 1st Platoon barracks men were constantly moving to another squad. To keep 
the squad personnel intact that meant moving all your gear and clothing to another bed, 
perhaps upstairs. This constant change in squad and platoon personnel finally settled down in 
the July-August period. 

On June 9 all new men in the company took 8 one-hour examinations covering the basic 
infantry subjects that we had studied over the past months. O n June 12 I was officially 
assigned to the 1 st Platoon, 2nd Squad as first gunner. Pvt. O w e n Lindsey, a short, soft 
talking, former A S T P student from Decatur, G A was assigned as m y second gunner. (A 
picture of O w e n Lindsey is included in the snapshots and documents section). Three other 
men filled out the six-man machine gun squad as machine gun ammunition bearers. They 
were Pvt. (later Sergeant) Carl Birkofer, from N e w York City, N Y ; Pvt. (later Pfc.) Lloyd 
Barnhouse, from Painesville, O H ; and Pvt. Nile T. Shope, from Lima, OH. 

Owen and I were issued a 45-caliber pistol, holster, two clips for bullets and a trench knife. 
These were standard weapons for the 1 st and 2nd gunners of a heavy machine gun squad. W e 
later fired the pistol for training. I managed to hit the target a few times. One of the fellows 
remarked that he could kill better by throwing the pistol at the Germans, if he was lucky and 
hit one. 

The training program then moved on to our main weapon, the Model M1917A1 water-cooled, 
Browning Heavy Machine Gun. (A picture of a Heavy Machine Gun Section in training is 
included in the snapshots and documents section). W e attended indoor and outdoor training 
sessions, learning to transport the gun by dissembling it into two parts. As first gunner I 
carried the tripod and cradle assembly that weighed about 53 pounds. The second gunner 
carried the 32-pound gun; it is 38-inches long, with a bulky, heavy water jacketed barrel. 
W h e n filled with seven pints of water or glycol antifreeze it weighed about 40 pounds, and 
was balanced on a shoulder. W e trained with this weapon until we could disassemble and 
reassemble it in the dark. I laughed when we were told to put on a blindfold and disassemble, 
and then assemble, the machine gun. It did not take long for us to figure out why. Other 
training included deployment, aiming, sighting and firing the machine gun. 
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Another important lesson was how to pack a full field pack. Remember - there is a right way, 
a wrong way and the A R M Y way. W e were taught the A R M Y way! Every piece of 
equipment or gear had a specific place. The field pack was designed to contain all your 
personal items (toilet kit, change of underwear, rain gear, trenching tool, eating utensils, 
blanket, tent pole and tent pegs, etc.) and a piece of light weight canvas known as a shelter-
half. T w o men could join their shelter-halves by buttoning a row of buttons into the 
buttonholes in another shelter-half. Then, using the tent poles and pegs they could set up the 
pup tent for sleeping or cover from the rain or sun. If the two men were always the same they 
become known as buddies. In combat the two men usually teamed up to protect each other. 
N o w that our training had reached the point that membership in our squad had become static, 
Sergeant Koval told us to team up as buddies within the squad. Pvt. O w e n Lindsey, m y 
second gunner and I became foxhole buddies. 

Then the heavy-duty training started. In early July, both machine gun platoons and the mortar 
platoon carried their weapons 7 miles in a cross-country exercise, and then set the weapons up 
and fired blank ammunition. Another evening, after recovering from the cross-country 
exercise, we departed the company area at 9 PM, for a 25-mile night hike with full field 
packs, our M-1 rifle, cartridge belt and the 9-pound steel helmet. Giv^ some thought of how 
long it would take you to strengthen your neck muscles to hold a 9-pound load on the top of 
your head! W e cinched the strap of the steel pot tightly under our chin to hold the helmet on 
our heads. (Later, when w e arrived in France, w e tightened the strap over the back rim of the 
helmet. The concussion from an exploding shell could snap your head back and, possibly 
break your neck). The company arrived back at the barracks shortly after 5 A M . W e were 
sore all over, with blisters on our feet. W e were given the next day off to rest up. Every 
platoon marched everywhere; then the speed marches (four miles in one hour) began, 
followed by another 25-mile day hike (think: hot temperature, high humidity - sweat!) and 
later at night another march with full equipment. 

One day in July all troops attended a program to recruit paratroopers from our ranks. I 
volunteered but was turned down because I weighed more than 160 pounds. With the physical 
training w e were experiencing m y weight had increased to 175 pounds, pure muscle. 

In mid-July Owen and I were promoted to Pfc. I had served about 13 months in the Army 
before being promoted. 

Returning to my high school buddy, Dick Bragg - In mid-July mother wrote that he was 
killed in action at St Lo, France. I thought about the conversations we had and the plans we 
made. I concluded that the six months in the A S T P program saved m e from an early trip to 
England and the invasion. Later in 1946, working for the Thomas Funeral H o m e in Oakdale, 
PA, 1 helped bury him in Chartiers Cemetery, Carnegie, PA. 

The inspections continued - more than I could count. Every Saturday morning we stood for an 
individual inspection, a barracks inspection and later would march in a regimental or a 
division parade. If you or your barracks did not pass inspection you and, perhaps all GIs in the 
barracks would be restricted to the company area for the weekend. It did not take long for us 
to learn to "do it the Army way". 
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Our training continued, with more emphasis on the bayonet, the infiltration course, machine 
gun firing tests, squad leadership tests and physical fitness tests. W e participated in field 
exercises with overhead mortar and artillery fire. W e conducted exercises for a daylight 
shuttle movement to an assembly area, a night blackout assembly, a night movement relieving 
a front-line unit and a morning attack. W e were awakened at 5 A M on Sunday, July 23 and 
spent the whole day on the rifle range firing the .30-caliber carbine. In late July we were 
firing live ammunition through the machine gun. 

Early in August persistent rumors indicated that the 100th had received orders to ship 
overseas. From mid-August our training was heavily mixed with preparations for an overseas 
assignment. Were we going to the Pacific or Europe? 

We were given advanced training on loading and firing the bazooka, an anti-tank weapon. 
Special teams in each platoon were given supplementary bazooka training. A n afternoon was 
spent firing rifle grenades from a Springfield rifle. W e were now running platoon sized 
problems with rifle platoons from Company E, F or G. 

On August 15, 1944 allied troops stormed ashore in Southern France and began to move 
north in the Rhone River Valley. 

Later in August we ran an all day tank and infantry attack problem following noisy, dusty 
tanks. A day later we ran a close combat and a village combat course. The following day we 
threw live hand grenades and worked again with the riflemen. Later we attended lectures and 
hands-on training on various types of mines and booby traps. Another afternoon we were 
taught how locate mines in a minefield. W e lay flat on the ground, using our bayonet to gently 
probe the ground as we crawled forward. W h e n we found a mine it was marked for others to 
recover. 

At the end of August 19441 volunteered for the 3-day/2-night, course of prescribed tests and 
examinations to qualify for the Expert Infantryman Badge. Each volunteer took the tests by 
himself- all alone. The physical testing included infiltration, obstacle and bayonet courses 
and qualification with a variety of weapons. The most difficult part for m e was a one-mile 
night map and compass course through swampy ground in the deep, dark woods. Each of us 
had to follow an azimuth course with 5-6 legs and count off the distance of each leg. At the 
end of the course I stopped in the middle of the dark woods and spoke a word. It seemed 
forever before someone spoke, from the dark woods, commenting that I had missed the stake 
by 10 yards. W e were graded on the distance we stopped from the stake that indicated the end 
of the course. Some trainees spent the night in the woods because they had missed the end of 
the course. I passed each test and was one of the few in Company H to receive a Certificate of 
Proficiency and a blue oblong Expert Infantryman Badge with a raised silver musket. I wore 
it above m y left shirt pocket. M y monthly pay was raised $10.1 was proud to have succeeded, 
many failed. 

As September arrived we were being constantly tested for our knowledge and skills. Each 
machine gun squad in the division was given a proficiency test. The four squads in the 1st 
Platoon, Company H, 397th Infantry Regiment made the highest combined score of the 18 
heavy machine gun platoons in the division. All platoon members were rewarded with a 3-day 
pass. Combined with a weekend, I had 5 days to get to Pittsburgh and Oakdale and return. 
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In mid-September I boarded a bus to Fayetteville, N C and caught the next train to 
Washington, DC. It was stuffed with servicemen going somewhere. I found standing room in 
the aisle and caught catnaps while sitting on m y small bag. In Washington I boarded the next 
train to Pittsburgh. It was also filled with servicemen. Pop and mother met m e at the station. 
Pop had extra gasoline ration stamps because of his work at the coal mines and chose to use 
the extra gasoline to pick m e up. (Two family pictures taken in September 1944 are included 
in the snapshots and documents section). Pop commented that I looked and talked like a real 
soldier now. M y khakis were stiff with starch. Blue infantry piping and the 397th Infantry 
Regimental crest decorated m y overseas cap. A bright yellow, white and blue 100th Infantry 
Division patch was sewed on the left shoulder of m y shirt. A Pfc. stripe was sewed on each 
sleeve. O n m y chest I wore m y expert infantryman badge, marksmanship medals and the 
good conduct medal. I felt stronger than ever with new muscles, no fat. M y previous visit 
home was in last January while I was in the A S T P program. At that time I wore new, but 
baggy khaki clothing. The visit was too short and too strained. Each of us knew I was going 
overseas - but which way, east or west? Let's go to war, I am ready! 

Upon returning to Fort Bragg I found the 100th Division was restricted to the base. We wrote 
our last letters, censoring began. All of us worked into the night, preparing for our departure. I 
was detailed to the Regimental Supply Office for a few days to pack equipment and heavy 
weapons for overseas shipment. W e were issued new clothing and ordered to sew new 
patches and stripes on our shirts, coats and overcoats showing the 100th Division insignia and 
our rank. After being issued both overcoats and mosquito netting, we were further confused 
as to where we were going. W e went through inspections every day as the day for our 
departure came closer. 

On September 25, 1944 we formed ranks on our regimental drill field; our equipment and 
gear was piled in a heap at our feet. Each of us was briefed on what railroad car and seat we 
were to occupy. When Company H was called I swung m y pack on m y back, pushed m y left 
arm through the rifle sling and m y right arm through the loop of the 100-pound duffel bag and 
began to stagger forward behind the man in front of me. W e walked for what seemed miles to 
the trains and staggered into the Pullman railroad cars. It was pure chaos trying to find where 
to sit among our gear. W e finally settled in. After six months at Fort Bragg we were on our 
way - somewhere! Rumor had it we were going to a Port of Embarkation in N e w Jersey. The 
rumor seemed validated when, after leaving Fort Bragg, the train turned north. I sat next to a 
window and watched the countryside pass by until darkness. I wondered where I would be 
this time next month. Not many of us slept. 

10. CAMP KILMER - OVERSEAS MOVEMENT 

We arrived at Camp Kilmer, the Port of Embarkation, near New Brunswick, NJ early in the 
morning. The next three days were spent enduring more frantic training as well as physical, 
clothing and equipment inspections. W e received new training on how to safeguard military 
information, how to evacuate a sinking ship and how to climb down the side of the ship on a 
rope mat. The next day we went to a large tank filled with water for instructions on how to 
swim under water covered with burning oil and how to break through the burning oil for a 
breath of air. Another lecture concerned our rights under the Geneva Convention if we should 
be captured. W e were instructed to reveal only our name, rank and Army serial number if we 
became a P O W . 
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To our dismay, much of our clothing and gear was deemed obsolete and unfit for combat. W e 
traded any used clothing in for new. Each of us was issued two wool blankets, a gas mask, a 
mattress cover, and a high neck, long sleeve, brown wool knit sweater. Some of these items 
started a rumor that we were going to make a beach landing in Norway. The mattress cover 
was to be used as body bags for those killed. 

We knew we were not going to the Pacific; could we be heading to Iceland? Then we 
received shots, for typhoid and tetanus and a vaccination for small pox. The formations 
seemed endless and needless. 

Finally, on October 2, with few exceptions, the entire division was given a pass into New 
York City, good until midnight. Can you imagine nearly thirteen thousand soldiers trying to 
catch all kinds of transportation from NJ to N Y C ? W e were not trained or ready for this type 
of combat! 

Owen and I visited the top of the Empire State Building. We tried to get tickets to Radio City 
and the famous Rockettes, but they were sold out. W h e n w e returned at midnight w e were 
quarantined for overseas shipment. All communication with the outside world was terminated 
October 3. 

11. USAT GEORGE WASHINGTON - OCTOBER 5 - 20,1944 

During the afternoon of October 5 the entire division (762 officers, 44 warrant officers, and 
13,189 enlisted men) departed from C a m p Kilmer to waiting trains. W e moved out carrying 
our rifle, wearing a cartridge belt and a steel helmet. A full field pack, including a horseshoe 
blanket, covered by our raincoat, rested on our shoulders. Our duffel bag was loaded on 
trucks to meet us later. The ride on the train ended in Jersey City. W e then boarded trucks, 
which took us to the NJ docks, where w e picked up our duffel bag and staggered a 1 /4-mile to 
a passenger ferry. After a 30-minute ride (we were packed like vertical sardines) across the 
Hudson River to a mid-town Manhattan pier. Then we staggered up a long, steep flight of 
stairs to the dock where our ship waited. W e were exhausted; nobody spoke. 

We lined up on the pier according to numbers chalked on our helmets, dropped our duffel bag 
and waited for our turn to board the ship. A band played marching music while Red Cross 
women volunteers served hot coffee and donuts. W e stood in ranks facing the rusty side of the 
ship and waited. Captain Maiale and Lieutenant Laudone stood off to the side by themselves. 

It was late afternoon when, finally, First Sergeant Willy Jordon called the Company. Each of 
us picked up our duffel bag and staggered into a line in front of an inclined gangplank leading 
to a large door in the side of the ship. Our company clerk called our last name; we answered 

m 

with our first name. First Sergeant Jordon nodded his head to each of us as we started to 
climb up the gangplank. Nobody spoke as we passed through the door and into the ship. 

We carried or dragged our duffel bag down steps and along a hallway into the lower level of 
the ship, following the GI in front of us. W e finally arrived at our bunk. It was a web cloth 
stretched over steel tubing, about 2 feet wide and 6 feet long, eight bunks lined up to the 
ceiling. The space between bunks was about 15 inches. All of our equipment filled our bed -
where were we to sleep? Almost no room was available for our body. 
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Were we under the water line? - You bet! Scary. After a while we sorted things out and found 
places for our equipment, gear and body. Nobody had any trouble sleeping that night; we 
were exhausted Rincker writes he "could have slept on a rock pile". 

I suspect most of the troops on board expected the ship to leave port under the cover of 
darkness. The next morning we remained tied up to the dock. W e were confined to our 
quarters, prohibited from going up on deck. Finally w e felt and heard the engines start and the 
ship moved away from the pier. W e remained confined to our area and did not see the N e w 
York skyline or the Statue of Liberty. Bummer! About mid-morning w e were allowed up on 
the deck but no land was in sight. W e could see the three smaller ships that carried the rest of 
the division. It was October 6,1944 and the Baseball World Series games were to start. Our 
thoughts were not on baseball. 

The reader will find a picture of the USAT George Washington on the division's web site by 
scrolling down to the menu buttons, then clicking on the "Photos" menu button. O n the 
following web page scroll down to the first heading: "Predeployment Training and 
Deployment to France", then click on the star to the left of "The U S A T (US Army Transport) 
George Washington... " 

Information about our ship began to spread among the troops. It was a former German luxury 
liner built in Germany in 1908. She was 721 feet long, with a displacement of 23,788 tons, 
and rode smoother in the water than other smaller ships in the convoy. W e were told that the 
U S Government had confiscated the liner at a U S port at the beginning of W W I and 
converted it into a troop transport. A Merchant Marine crew operated it. 

Note: Information about our convoy (No. UFG-15B) was published in the 100th Infantry 
Division Association News, dated April 2001. "... our convoy consisted of eight troopships 
carrying from 6,341 to 549 men each, for a total of 28,062. Both the 100th Infantry Division 
and the 103rd Infantry Division were being transported. The convey also had a Navy 
refrigerated ship carrying provisions, a British ship, a small aircraft carrier, a destroyer and 
three destroyer escorts". 

Later in the day I was surprised to see 13 ships in the convoy. The next day I counted 26 ships 
including four destroyers and several small (called baby) aircraft carriers. N o planes were 
evident on deck. W e were glad that the U S Navy was there to protect us from German 
submarines. 

To read a more detailed account of life on the ship, go to the web site, scroll down to the 
menu buttons and click on "Anecdotes" in the second row, fifth column. Click on the star to 
the left of "Life Aboard a Troop Transport". In addition to the narrative there are pictures and 
specifications of troop transports, combatant vessels and the destroyer escorts that made up 
our convoy. Scroll down to the end of the "ship list" to continue the narrative. 

I was bored after several days of doing almost nothing but watching the ships on both sides of 
our ship and the large piles of money pass through many hands in the high stakes card and 
dice games. Mealtime was the only excitement for me. Each of us was issued meal tickets, 
which were required to get into the mess area for the two meals each day. The tickets were 
valid for only certain hours each day. All day long lines snaked around the ship. After 
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entering a large, hot, smelly room, the food was dumped into our mess kit. Then came the 
problem of finding a place to stand at the chest-high, two foot wide, ten foot long tables - no 
sitting down here. More space became available as the days went on because many of the 
troops became sick and did not show up to eat. W e picked up Nabs and crackers to eat 
between meals. 

We had boat drills and were assigned a boat station where we were to assemble if the ship 
was attacked or sinking. There weren't enough boats available for everyone; some of us were 
assigned to large life rafts that w e could push overboard, if needed. 

At dusk all lights were blacked out. Many nights I lay down on the open deck looking at the 
stars and tried to sleep. I followed the North Star and other constellations (from m y Boy 
Scout training) but could not figure where w e were headed other than east. 

Each day we had physical exercises - we had to keep in shape. Each day the waves seemed to 
become higher; more of the troops became seasick. The smell of vomit was everywhere 
except topside, out in the fresh salty air. I spent most of m y free time on deck watching the 
sea and munching crackers. Many of us wrote letters to our family. I wondered where they 
would be posted. 

A hurricane hit us the fifth day out. All troops were confined below to their quarters, half of 
the troops on the U S A T George Washington became seasick; the smell of vomit was 
pervasive. W e were told all of the troops on the smaller vessels were sick. At times I was sick 
but never vomited. Nobody could sleep or wanted to eat. W e were ready to storm the decks. 
Late at night I crept up on deck; the wind was blowing water high up and over the decks. The 
high wind and waves pushed our 24,000 tons around like a cork. Some of the waves looked to 
be 50 feet high. I wondered what it was like on the smaller ships. The ship in front of us 
almost capsized, lost control of its rudder, slowed down. W e nearly rammed their stern. The 
troop ship on our left came within five degrees of capsizing and later that night almost 
collided with us. I was on the deck at the time and wondered what else could happen to us. 
W e later learned the ship's Captain, who had 17 years experience, rated this hurricane as the 
worst storm in his career. O n our eighth day at sea the storm was over. 

We were kept pretty well informed of the world news through a mimeographed ship 
newspaper. W e knew the troops in Normandy and Southern France were making good 
headway. Rumors and speculations indicated w e were to be reinforcements for the recent 
Southern France invasion. All of us had private thoughts about going into combat. I wondered 
how difficult it would be and if I would be wounded, killed or taken prisoner. I talked to some 
fellows who were convinced that they would not return. Some of them were correct in their 
prediction. 

We watched the rising sun to guess the direction of the convoy; we were proceeding east. 
Were we to land in England? A noisy British four-engine bomber came from nowhere and 
passed over us just above the ship - about 100 feet above the stack. W e all jumped for cover. 
After the scare had passed we felt more protected. The afternoon of the 12th day the West 
Coast of Africa came over the horizon. W e were far from England. The last baby aircraft 
carrier left us. W e turned north toward the Straits of Gibraltar and east into the Mediterranean 
Sea, then east along the north coast of Africa alive with bright city lights. 
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O n October 18th we received pamphlets relating the history of France and present living 
conditions. Finally, we knew where we were going. O n October 19th in the dark we turned 
north toward Southern France. W e could see land on the horizon. O n the 20th of October a 
pilot boat flying the Free French flag came out to meet us. The pilot came aboard and guided 
the U S A T George Washington and other troop transport ships into the mostly destroyed 
harbor of Marseille, France. W e went in single file, past the rusting hulls of destroyed ships 
and small islands of rock sticking out of the dirty, oily water. Because of its size our ship 
dropped anchor in the harbor while the other smaller ships continued toward the docks. Our 
15-day voyage had come to an end. 

Later, after the war was over I read that the general course of our convoy was southeast for a 
day out of N e w York, then due east to pass about 180 miles south of the Azore Islands, 
continuing on east to 70 miles from the coast of xAfrica at Casablanca. W e then turned north 
past Tangiers and then east through the Strait of Gibraltar, and sailed along the coast of Africa 
to Algiers. There we turned north, passing southeast of the Balearic Islands and then into 
Marseille harbor. 

Axis Sally, an American citizen who gave radio broadcasts for the Germans, welcomed us by 
playing the Virginia Military Institute March in honor of Major General Burress, a V M I 
graduate who commanded the Division. For another account of Axis Sally's welcome go to 
the division's web site, then scroll down to the menu buttons and click on "Anecdotes". Then 
click on the star to the left of "Welcome to France". 

12. LANDING AT MARSEILLE, FR - OCTOBER 21,1944 

Late in the afternoon of October 20th individual units were ordered to disembark 
immediately. I was detailed to stay onboard to help remove our company duffel bags to 
shore. The troops climbed down the side of the ship on rope mats into LCIs (Landing Craft 
Infantry) and were taken to shore. Then they marched 12 miles north, up the side of a 
mountain with 85 pounds of equipment on their backs to the staging area near Septemes, 
arriving in the middle of the night. 

Captain Maiale recalls "the troops all got to shore safely and began a long hike to a camp 
outside the city. The shore was mountainous and they had to hike up a steep three-mile hill. 
W h e n the troops arrived at their little mud flat camp, at 3 A M , they were exhausted and fell 
asleep on the bare ground without unrolling a blanket". Captain Maiale found an 8 inch wide 
board and slept for a couple of hours. 

Back at the ship, Lieutenant Laudone led our company duffel bag detail to the ship's storage 
area. O n our way through the ship, an air raid alert sounded. All lights were extinguished; all 
movement stopped. Bed Check Charley had arrived overhead. W e were told to sit down and 
wait. W e knew we were below the water line; we waited in the dark. A few bombs were 
dropped. I could not help but think, after all the training and effort was it to end in a bomb 
explosion? I sat opposite Lieutenant Laudone and asked him when he expected us to be on the 
line? He guessed less than two weeks. He was right - we moved into the area just behind the 
line during November 2. 
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The German planes were chased off and the "all clear" sounded. W e continued our trek to the 
duffel bag storage area. W e slept on the bags that night and the next morning loaded them 
(seemed like a thousand) into an amphibious truck (called a D U K W - pronounced duck) tied 
up to the side of the ship. W e climbed to the top of the pile in our D U K W for the ride across 
the harbor to the shore and then to the vicinity of Septemes, France. Most French people 
waved to us as we drove through the city and countryside. W e waved back but kept our rifles 
ready. Many of the Frenchmen had weapons on their belts, some had rifles slung over their 
shoulders. I felt uneasy! 

After an hour or so we arrived at the Company area. The troops were pitching their pup tents 
in neat rows by squads, platoons and companies. Our sergeants ordered everybody to line up 
their tents in a straight line across the muddy valley. O w e n and I lined up our tent as ordered. 
That night a very heavy rainstorm caused a flood in the valley and we all fled, in the dark, up 
onto the hillside. I can remember a 6-inch flood of water rushing through our tent, covering 
m y pistol and ammunition. Welcome to France! 

Many of us then remembered a trick we were taught to keep from sitting in the mud when 
there is no dry place. You squat down on your heels; feet flat on the ground and relax. Most 
of us could balance ourselves and relax without getting our clothes or equipment muddy. W e 
also used this position later in the snow and freezing mud in the Vosges Mountains of France. 

During the next week we unloaded our heavy, boxed equipment from the USAT George 
Washington and cleaned the packing grease off our weapons, vehicles and equipment. This 
was not the equipment we had boxed at Fort Bragg; it was all new and in excellent condition. 
W e were given time to go into Marseille, without weapons, to see the sights and bars. I was 
wary of so many civilians carrying pistols and rifles. W e kept our distance. Back at the 
staging area we readied our machine guns and mortars. 

Another memory of life at the staging area will always stay with me. As the 100th Infantry 
Division was the first organization to use the staging area, our engineers dug deep, large 
rectangular holes for several eight-hole, outdoor toilets. For some unknown reason these 
facilities had no walls or roof and were located along a dirt path that local farmers used to 
walk into the small town. The French custom is for the women to go to market each morning 
to buy food for the day. As we sat on the holes doing our business, the young and older 
French women walking by would loudly talk about and point toward our white bottoms and 
laugh at us. Life's little embarrassing moments. 

13. MOTOR MARCH NORTH 

We completed our preparations for combat. On October 30th the 397th Infantry Regiment 
boarded trucks and started toward the Seventh Army front. I set m y machine gun into a 
swivel-turret mounted high above the front right seat of a 2-Vi ton truck. O w e n helped m e 
load a belt of ammunition through the machine gun. Then he and the rest of our squad loaded 
into the rear area of the canvas covered truck and took seats on the wooden benches. They 
dropped their personal gear at their feet. I thought about m y orders: if fired upon, return fire. 
Don't wait for orders. 
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The convoy traveled north following the old road close to the east side of the Rhone River. 
Many French people stood by the side of the road and waved to us. Farmers working in their 
fields waved. I waved back, always looking at their hands for weapons. W e were ordered to 
trust nobody. About 90 miles north of Marseille, the convoy approached the town of 
Montelimar. W e came upon the remains of the German Army that tried to escape from the 
Allied invasion on the southern coast of France. The attacking American troops were able to 
move ahead on the east flank of the retreating Germans. Then they set up their artillery and 
fired on the long convey. U S aircraft also dropped bombs. W e drove many miles past burnt 
German vehicles, full of bullet and jagged artillery shrapnel holes. Some dead horses 
remained attached to wagons. Although the road had been bulldozed clear and the debris had 
been pushed to the side, the smell of destruction and death still lingered. I was impressed with 
the destructive power of artillery fire and aircraft bombs. 

The truck convoy stopped for the night in Valence and resumed early the next morning. We 
passed through the outskirts of Lyon and spent Halloween night in Dijon, France. The 
evening of the third day we stopped near St. Helene located about 30 miles southeast of 
Nancy and prepared for a 3-day stay in the nearby woods. W e were about 6 miles from the 
line and could hear the whisper of friendly artillery shells moving over our heads. W e had 
traveled about 360 air miles from Marseille and stopped in the foothills of the Vosges 
Mountains. A cold rain fell every day while we lived in our tents. The weather had been cold, 
dismal, gray and wet. I was stiff from sitting in the elevated seat behind m y machine gun. W e 
were ordered to remove ail division patches and all stripes (denoting rank) from our clothing -
many of us commented on the hours w e had spent sewing the patches and stripes on at Ft. 
Bragg and C a m p Kilmer. N o w officers, N C O s and privates looked all alike to snipers and in 
the event that we were captured our unit could not be identified. 

Rincker recalled that "on November 1 the weather cleared somewhat from the preceding two 
days and w e viewed a pleasant countryside that resembled parts of eastern Pennsylvania, 
northern N e w York and parts of N e w Jersey. There were small farming villages with white 
houses clustered around a church whose steeple was inevitably the highest point in the 
village. In front of the houses were neat piles of barnyard manure. The family's livestock 
were usually housed on the ground floor and the people lived upstairs over their livestock. 
The French people offered some of us bread and wine". 

14. BACCARAT, FR 

On November 4 the 2nd Battalion packed up and moved about 10 miles northeast to Baccarat. 
Have you heard of the world famous crystal from Baccarat? Well, that's where w e stopped 
and prepared to move into the line. The crystal factory was mostly destroyed by the Germans 
when they were kicked out by American troops a few days prior. W e moved into empty 
houses, stored our equipment, and were served a hot meal. W e saw no civilians - where were 
the people who occupied these houses? Without an answer we fell into a long, dry, warm 
sleep. 

Mail from the States finally caught up with us. I received a bunch of letters from home and 
spent time answering them. W e were again cautioned not to write about our location or any 
details of our situation. Our Platoon Leader censored letters with scissors. In a short time we 
began to write to the folks at home in code(s) that only family members understood. 
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15. INTO THE LINE - NOVEMBER 5,1944 

The next day, November 5, we began our final preparations for combat. We were ordered to 
turn our leather boots and leggings into the supply section. Then we were issued a pair of 
ShoePacs, two pairs of heavy wool socks and two pairs of heavy woolen inserts, which fit in 
the bottom of the ShoePacs. These boots were made to wear in wet conditions. The boot or 
lower section was made of rubber; the upper four inches of was leather. W e were trained to 
wear one pair of the wool socks and wool inserts daily, and each morning change to the dry 
second pair of socks and inserts. W e draped the wet inserts over our shoulders, under our 
outer shirt. The wet socks were draped over the belt that held up our inner pair of trousers. 
Both dried (hopefully) from our body heat during the day. This system was an attempt to 
reduce casualties from trench foot, but it left us without arch support. 

After we completed dressing in layers of wool clothing and ShoePacs for the cold, wet 
weather, w e separated our equipment into two piles: our duffel bag and gas mask which 
would be left at a central location and the rest which w e would carry with us. This latter group 
consisted of our pack, rifle, carbine, or pistol, plus a few personal items. Owen and I each 
carried an M-l rifle and a .45-caliber pistol. I checked the pouches lining m y cartridge belt, 
noting that each contained a clip of rifle ammunition. Then I checked the items attached to the 
cartridge belt (two spare clips of 45-caliber ammunition, a full canteen of water, a trench 
knife, and a first aid bandage kit with 8 Sulfa tablets) and then clipped the belt around m y 
waist. Then we checked each other. The rest of men in m y squad carried their .30-caliber 
carbines and ammunition. Our sergeant ordered us to leave our Machine Gun in the rear 
supply area. W e would be going to a "quiet" area of the line. 

That afternoon we marched across an old, low stone bridge spanning the Meurthe River in 
Baccarat to take our positions on the line. W e were told that it had been one of the quickest 
debarkations-to-front line moves on record. If you feel a sense of urgency in these 
movements, you are right. I'm not sure that we, the green, untested combat troops felt that 
way but w e understood we were needed somewhere and right now. The 7th U S Army 
commanders needed us because the 3rd, 36th and 45th Infantry Divisions were worn out from 
the fighting since they landed in Southern France. The 45th Division had been in combat for 
more than 80 days. Our 2nd Battalion took over a sector from the 45th Division. Officers and 
men from to the 45th lectured us about German mines, booby-trapped houses, artillery fire 
and what to do and say if captured, while we stood in the chilling, soaking rain. 

After those briefings a rumor started to catch my attention: If you were captured and became 
a Prisoner of War ( P O W ) you should expect the German front line troops to order all 
Americans P O W s to drop their pants and underclothing to determine whether any were 
circumcised. All Jewish male babies were circumcised at birth and a circumcision was proof, 
to the Germans, that you were Jewish. If the German soldiers determined that you were 
circumcised, as I was, they would kill you on the spot - or later at a quiet spot in the woods. I 
wondered whether m y best course of action, if captured, would be to run and take the 
consequences. I was unable to come to a definite answer. 

S/Sgt. Bassett lead the 1 st and 2nd Squads up a steep slope, into the mountains through the 
stands of small and large diameter trees. In the deep woods we came to a log and dirt covered 
8-man dugout. M y squad was ordered to occupy the structure. The weather was the worst you 
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could imagine - cold rain that turned to snow - plump snowflakes filled with moisture. Tall 
pine trees with thick limbs and crowns, covered by wet snow, populated the dark forest 
around us. The snow cover deadened every sound and I was scared. Where were the Germans 
hiding? 

We were on the line but we did not know where the line was. Hopefully, somebody higher in 
rank did. Every 30 minutes or so an artillery shell would explode in the area, tree branches 
and snow would fall, each of us would jump 6 inches. Then I had to pee. I picked up m y rifle 
and squeezed through the low dugout opening into the forest. As I walked away from the 
dugout, I slung the rifle across m y back so that both hands would be free. While I was taking 
care of m y bladder problem, a shell exploded near-by. I turned and ran back to the dugout. 
The rifle across m y back jammed across the opening and I bounced back outside with all the 
breath knocked out of me, and seeing stars. I was sure shrapnel had hit me. M y sergeant 
yelled at m e to take the rifle from m y back and get in the dugout. Life's little adventures! 

My concerns increased as darkness fell. The woods quiet, empty and still. We were miserable 
from our situation and at the same time scared stiff. During m y hour-long turn on guard duty, 
in the darkness, I was positive that I saw a German patrol silently moving through the forest. I 
could hear their shoes crack small twigs and crunch in the patches of snow. At first light those 
shadowy German soldiers were identified to be trees. Trees move if you look at them long 
enough in the night! In the light of the day w e decided that the cracking sound was from 
water drops falling from the trees and hitting the dead leaves on the ground. 

German patrols moving around that night caused several casualties. Our rifle companies sent 
out patrols and took a few prisoners. W e began to distinguish the sounds of our rifle fire, our 
machine gun fire and our artillery from the German weapons. The daytime woods became 
friendlier, but I never felt at ease at night. Too many trees and bushes moved around in m y 
imagination. O w e n and I were constantly scared those first few nights. 

On November 7,1944 the 2nd Battalion was ordered to move forward and make contact with 
the Germans. Patrols from the rifle companies were sent out to probe and bring back 
prisoners. They did get into some firelights and the battalion took more casualties. Our 
officers were setting us into position to attack toward Raon-lEtape, an important road and 
communication center. The heavily fortified town was located south on the Meurthe River 
with high ground around it, which allowed the Germans a commanding view of the terrain for 
miles. 

Most of us did not know the history of this area but for hundreds of years these rugged, steep 
wooded mountains had stopped military operations. The German army was unable to take the 
area in their sweep through France in 1940. Keith E. Bonn presents a detailed account of the 
history, topography and previous warfare in the Vosges Mountains. His referenced book also 
gives a detailed analysis of the military operations in October 1944 - January 1945. 

16. FIRST ATTACK 

Many people visualize the line as fought in World War I where soldiers fought nearly 
shoulder to shoulder with their fellow infantrymen, much of the time in trenches. Where we 
fought in France and Germany the front was more fluid and was seldom a well-defined line 
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with troops close together. Some maps show it as the line of contact (LP). Perhaps the 
German defenders closed up into a sort of a line in places. W h e n we attacked the result was 
many small groups of troops going forward not as a wave but as fingers. 

What did an attack formation look like? Let's look at the organization and an attack from a 
battalion level: the 2nd Battalion, 397th Infantry Regiment. There were 35 officers and 836 
enlisted M e n assigned. It was organized into four companies, three rifle companies (E, F and 
G ) and a heavy weapons company (H). A rifle company at full strength was assigned 193 men 
organized into a Headquarters section (HQ) and four platoons: three rifle platoons and a 
weapons platoon. Each rifle platoon at full strength was assigned 45 men organized into four 
squads. The weapons platoon was assigned 35 men organized into two air-cooled (Light) 
machine squads and three 60-mm mortar squads. 

The Battalion Heavy Weapons company at full strength was assigned 178 men organized into 
three platoons - two heavy machine gun platoons and one 81 - m m mortar platoon. Each 
machine gun platoon was assigned 42 men organized into 4 squads or 2 sections; each squad 
manned a water-cooled (Heavy) .30-caliber machine gun. The 81-mm mortar platoon was 
assigned 60 men organized into 6 squads, each with an 81 - m m mortar. 

In a battalion attack, two platoons of the two lead rifle companies (for example, E & F) would 
spread out over several hundred yards. Their scouts were out in front to draw fire and expose 
the German positions. The company commander would hold the third rifle platoon close 
behind in reserve. One or more of the light machine gun squads and a 60-mm mortar squad 
would be attached to the attacking platoons. A section of heavy machine guns (2 squads each 
with a machine gun) from Company H, would be trailing close behind the attacking riflemen. 
Most of the time we were either on or near the line providing fire ahead of the riflemen or 
crouched down just behind them in the woods. The 81-mm mortars from the 3rd Platoon, 
Company H would have been setup in a rear area to support the attack. Forward observers for 
the 81-mm mortar platoon would accompany the rifle companies. They were in contact with 
the mortars through wire telephone lines laid on the ground. American artillery may have 
fired on the German positions prior to the attack. At other times the riflemen may have moved 
forward without prior artillery action. 

When the scouts and attacking squads moved ahead, the German defenders might begin to 
fire at them with their rifles, machine pistols, machine guns and small mortars. As the 
firefight progressed, German infantrymen would call for heavier machine guns and mortars to 
assist in areas where penetration might occur. In addition, German artillery would fire to 
saturate the area in the American line and behind, where reserve units would move up toward 
the fight. 

After a few days of moving forward, without a serious engagement, we were pulled out of the 
line and returned to houses in Baccarat. What a joy to sleep on a dry, stone floor, under a roof. 
O n the 11th of November we received orders to move out as a part of a major attack. W e 
cleaned our weapons and ate a hot meal at noon. Later we separated our equipment into what 
we would carry and packed the rest away in the company stores. In the late afternoon dusk 
O w e n Lindsey and I lifted the tripod and machine gun on our shoulders and again walked 
across the stone bridge crossing the Meurthe River, with the rest of the battalion. I recall 
feeling I was walking through a transparent wall - from one world into another. This time we 
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did not return to Baccarat. 

For a picture of the dense forest covering the Vosges Mountains go to the web page menu and 
click on "Photos". Then scroll down to the heading, "Attack on the German Winter Line, 
November 1944", then scroll down to the second heading, "Mid November 1944: 397th 
Infantry Advances through the High Vosges", then click on the second star. 

At our elevation it was raining, higher up in the Vosges Mountains it was snowing. We 
moved off the road, into the tree-covered hills and reached the assembly area in the dark. W e 
were now in complete darkness - no lights allowed. O w e n and I were completely exhausted, 
cold and soaking wet. Our cooks fed us another hot meal - sometime you should eat a meal in 
the dark woods - Owen & I discussed what w e were eating. W e concluded we were not sure. 
I finished all of it. W e cleaned our mess kits in tubs of boiling water. Then we dug a shallow 
trench in the soggy ground and lay down nested like two spoons and slept for a couple of 
hours wrapped in our tent, covered by our raincoat. I was miserable! 

The next morning we ate cold K-rations. Orders came to move up to the line of departure, 
about three miles east of Baccarat. I picked up the tripod, Owen picked up the gun, we 
checked our ammunition bearers and followed our sergeant through the woods toward our 
objective, the town named Raon-1'Etape. 

For a large-scale map of this attack go to the web page menu and click on "Historical 
Overview". Then scroll down to the bottom of the narrative and at the left click on "Next". 
This will bring up the map: "Breaching the Vosges Winter Lines, 12-19 November 1944". 
Note the location of U S Army Infantry Divisions and their objectives. 

We moved forward at 8 AM on November 12, with F and G companies abreast and E 
Company in reserve. T w o heavy machine guns were attached to each of the leading rifle 
companies. Only our officers and sergeants knew exactly where we were or what direction we 
were headed. Ahead of us the battle had started. W e were climbing, with our 40-50 pound 
heavy machine gun loads through the slippery forest undergrowth on grades of 15 to 25 
percent; some grades were near 30 percent. German artillery tried to find us. W e were 
becoming exhausted. Troops were being hit; our Platoon Leader was killed. Our Platoon 
Sergeant, T/Sgt. Raymond Koons was assigned as Platoon Leader; he was commissioned and 
commanded the 1 st Platoon through the rest of the war. 

Captain Maiale wrote "about 8:15 AM I received a phone call from Regimental Headquarters 
stating there was no enemy in front of the battalion for a half mile. I told the Battalion 
Commander that the leading elements of the Battalion probably were past that point. As I 
walked forward I saw a trail in front of me, and like a "damned fool" walked out in the 
middle of the trail, oriented m y map and identified the trail as the new line. I then crossed the 
trail, into the ditch beyond. At that instant three German mortar shells landed in the middle of 
the trail. A machine gun burst raked up the trail where I had stood". 

Then the Germans sprung their trap. They had allowed the leading American riflemen to 
come toward them and then opened fire on the leading companies with rifles and mortars. Our 
training for this situation was attack by running like hell forward or retreat rapidly. Company 
F attacked forward, up the slope shooting at everything that moved. By 9 A M the battalion 
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had captured or killed all the Germans at this strong point. W e continued to move forward, 
causing German casualties and taking some in return. 

The 2nd Battalion had the assignment of protecting the left flank of our regiment. The 399th 
Infantry Regiment was supposed to keep in contact with our left flank, but shortly they lost 
contact, thus exposing our left flank. W e kept walking through the dark, rugged forest, just 
following the man in front of us. I passed m y first dead German soldier. Our footprints made 
slippery trails in the wet mud, which soon turned into gooey mud. The high hills and wet 
conditions caused problems with our radio communication equipment. The Germans knew 
their old positions and continued to pound us with mortar and artillery fire, causing a number 
of injuries and deaths. 

Artillery is the most horrible death-dealing instrument of modern war. More men have been 
wounded, maimed or killed by artillery than by any other means since the advent of 
gunpowder. When you are being pummeled by artillery there is nothing you can do to strike 
back. All you can do is lie there and listen to the shrieking, screaming shells coming in and 
the loud explosions they make when they hit. Your throat dries up and your lungs burn as you 
breathe in the burnt powder dust and acid smoke caused by the blasts. You instinctively hug 
the ground as hot ragged steel fragments and splinters of shrapnel tear into trees, stone walls 
and human bodies. Written by an unknown Infantryman. 

Finally, about 3 PM, as daylight began to fade, we were ordered to dig in - deep because of 
the German artillery. O w e n and I set up the machine gun and began to dig our foxhole. W e 
used our raincoats to keep warm. The cooks brought up a warm meal. After eating guards 
were stationed and the rest of us fell asleep. Each unit, however small, had somebody on 
guard duty every minute of the night. 

Snow began to fall during the night, bringing us additional misery. There were no roads or 
trails in this rough country and our jeeps had to be left behind. The machine gun tripod and 
machine gun, as well as our belts of ammunition became very heavy in the slippery 
mountains. 

On November 13, a few minutes after we began to attack down a hill, the Germans fired 
another barrage at the hilltop and a couple of men were killed and three were wounded. The 
mortar platoon leader was wounded. Pfc. Marshall Moran, a very close friend from Oakland, 
CA, who served as the 1st Gunner, 1st Squad, in m y platoon, was severely injured in the leg 
by shrapnel. He continued to aid the advance until participation proved impossible. Several 
days later he was evacuated, by that time his leg was infected with gangrene. During a recent 
telephone conversation he mentioned that the examining Doctor commented that during W W I 
his leg would have been immediately amputated. However, the new drug Penicillin, 
discovered in the early 1940's, would cure the infection and save his leg. Moran spent months 
in a hospital and later returned to Company H. 

Pfc. Marshall Moran was later awarded the Silver Star Medal for "Gallantry in Action" after 
being wounded. 

The battalion advanced down into a valley in front of a hill numbered 431 - hills were named 
for their metric elevation. There the entire battalion was pinned down by German artillery 
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fire. W e assumed that we had run into another German strong point. The shelling continued 
into and all around us. W e were boxed in. The Battalion Commander ordered the battalion to 
move 400 yards to the right. Captain Maiale recounts, "we did this and laughed as the Krauts 
dumped about a hundred thousand dollars worth of artillery in the area where we had just 
been". W e were making progress, but losing men every hour. 

The battalion resumed the attack up the hill and moved over the flat top of the hill only to 
confront a smaller hill a hundred yards away. This was the true Hill 431. W e were stopped in 
our tracks with machine gun and mortar fire. Captain Maiale called to our 81 - m m mortars to 
place fire on the German positions. The officers soon realized that we needed artillery from 
regiment, or division, to destroy those positions. W e were ordered to dig in for the night. W e 
soon came under sniper fire. The red crosses on the armband and helmet of our medical 
troops drew their fire. T w o medics from Company E were killed. Company E infantrymen 
went out to find the snipers. Three snipers were found and their bodies were riddled. The 
Germans continued to fire on us with artillery, mortar and machine guns. W e could not move 
without drawing fire. 

Then it started to rain again, and continued all night. We could not get warm or dry. The 
nearest Jeep trail was so far away that most of our wounded could not be moved. W e sent out 
patrols to probe the German positions, but found no weak spots. 

On November 14th we attacked through the woods again but could not make significant 
progress. W e returned to our previous positions and called again for artillery fire. Division 
Artillery did not believe our reported position was correct and held their fire. 

17. BATTALION COMMANDER INJURED 

Our Battalion Commander, Lieutenant Colonel Quinn and my Company Executive Officer, 
Lieutenant Laudone were advancing up a tree-covered hill when an 88-mm shell exploded 
between them. Neither was hit with shrapnel. Later Quinn developed violent headaches and 
became unable to lead the battalion. 

We began to experience problems with the new ShoePacs. They had no arch support and we 
were carrying heavy loads. Our leather combat boots had given foot and ankle support; 
ShoePacs were constructed of soft, flexible leather and rubber. They were fabricated to be 
waterproof, however, rain and melting snow ran down our raincoats, on to our pants legs, 
soaking them and then inside the ShoePacs. Most of the time we were walking in a puddle of 
water. Rather than take the time to remove the ShoePacs, many of us decided to sit down on 
the ground and raise our legs up to allow the water to drain. Then we had to contend with 
cold, wet feet and the ensuing blisters. Bummer! When time and artillery fire permitted, I 
removed m y ShoePacs and inspected m y feet. I followed instructions: Every evening inspect 
your feet for the first indication of trench foot, (ice spots, black spots) rub your feet until 
circulation returns and change socks and liners. I could see the frozen spots and feel the 
beginning of Trench Foot, as did many other men. 

Our sergeants watched our water consumption. The supply people were not always able to 
bring enough water up to us in these hills. W e picked up a ball of snow and chewed some of it 
to melt in our mouth. Others would dip their canteens into running streams and then drop in a 
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couple of Halizone water purification tablets. Each of us carried a small bottle of the tablets. 
Many times I wondered what was in the water just upstream. To m y knowledge none of us 
became sick from the water when we used the Halizone tablets. 

We stayed in our positions, under fire, through the rest of the day, digging deeper for more 
protection. W e were soaked through to our skin; our holes were half full of water and the cold 
rain continued. W e did not sleep much that night. 

On the next day, November 15th there was no change in our situation. Lieutenant Colonel 
Quinn was moved to the rear for medical attention and Major Zebrowitz took command. In 
the afternoon the 1st Battalion, 399th moved into our area to help us. Then division artillery 
was finally satisfied with our position. Some of the forward troops were moved back, closer 
to our position. At 4 P M our artillery began to pound the German position on Hill 431 with 
every weapon they had including some 240-mm and 8-inch guns from the Corps area. This 
type of barrage was called "Time on Target" or TOT. All artillery weapons were fired, 
according to their distance from the target, so that all shells would hit the ground 
simultaneously. Trees flew through the air and the earth shook for a twenty-minute period. 
Then the 1st Battalion, 399th Infantry walked in and took the hill. They found many dead 
Germans and two shell shocked, but alive German soldiers. W e slept better in our wet 
foxholes that night, even though the cold rain began to change to snow during the night. 

18. WOUNDED BY ARTILLERY FIRE 

The next day, November 16th, we moved out shortly after dawn. Many of us began to discard 
the equipment that we carried into battle. First to go was the full field pack; it was too heavy 
to carry while climbing around the wooded Vosges Mountains. In the morning our 
shelterhaves (pup tents) were covered with snow and our blankets were soaked from the 
continuous rains. W e soon discarded them. Some GIs discarded mess kits because we were 
eating mostly K rations. I kept a tablespoon and stuck it in one of m y ShoePacs. All of us kept 
our canteen and cup, raincoat and some personal items like writing paper and a pencil. W e 
were learning how to travel light. 

The 2nd Battalion, 397th Infantry followed the 1st Battalion, 399th Infantry across Hill 431, 
now a snow covered hilltop. The dense forest had been destroyed. W e walked past a 
destroyed machine gun position. Dead German soldiers were scattered around on the ground 
in various positions. The dead German bodies sickened many of the men. The sight of 
German bodies did not seem to affect me; I had worked around both dead and injured people. 
W e walked over the hilltop and started down the other side of the hill. Suddenly light showed 
through the trees and w e came upon a wet, asphalt-paved road crossing in front of us; most of 
the snow had melted from the road surface. Our battalion turned to the right and followed the 
road. The plan was for the 2nd Battalion to move to a line abreast of our 3rd Battalion and at 
1 P M , attack south and take the last hill overlooking the town of Raon-1'Etape. 

For a detailed map of this attack go to the web page menu and click on "The 100th in 
Combat". Then click on the first map "Attack on the German Winter Line, 12-20, Nov. 1944. 
Note the direction our regiment attacked. The asphalt-paved road between Baccarat, 
Bertichamps and Raon L-Tape is shown on this map. 
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W e moved along the road in almost complete silence. The only sounds were those of our 
creaking harnesses, the light metallic clanking of machine guns, mortars base plates and 
bazookas being shifted on shoulders. I could hear the soft shuffling of ShoePacs on the 
blacktop road punctuated by the rattle of an occasional pebble being kicked off the road. M y 
feet began to hurt, both heels and toes felt numb and frozen. The sensation was similar to 
walking on wooden heels and toes, but I felt good to be moving forward again, moving 
against the Germans, out of the wooded mountains, on a paved road. 

Our sergeants hurried us along. We were walking as fast as possible considering the loads we 
carried. Our company was divided along both sides of the road with five yards between each 
of us. I was on the right side of the road; the mountain slope, filled with tall trees, rose on m y 
right. I began to fall behind because m y toes and heels had lost feeling. M y section leader, 
S/Sgt. Bassett pulled out of line, waited for m e and asked if he could relieve m e of the 53-
pound tripod. I gladly lifted it off m y shoulders and placed it on his back. H e handed m e his 
rifle and we continued our hurried march. I began to roll and rotate m y shoulders to get 
feeling back into the muscles. 

The road curved slightly to the right; I spotted an American tank ahead of us on the road. 
Most of the time tanks brought artillery fire. German artillery began to explode in the trees 
around us, far enough away that w e kept moving. A shell hit in the treetops to m y left, close 
behind me. I twisted toward the ditch on m y right and began to drop to the road, m y head 
going down first. Three red-hot pieces of metal flew between m y legs, two cutting m y left 
pants leg. One piece hit m y left calf. I fell to m y knees. The rifle butt hit the road, causing it to 
fall off m y shoulder and crashed on the road. I tried to get up on m y feet, but fell back down 
on the road. Somebody yelled for our medic, Pfc. Arthur A. Lombardi, from Little Falls, N Y ; 
w e called him "Beezer". H e ran to m e and dragged m e off the road into the ditch beside the 
road. 

Our sergeants yelled for everybody to get on their feet and get moving. My company moved 
rapidly down the road out of sight. The rest of the battalion moved past, while Beezer pulled 
m e from the ditch and up on the hillside. He ripped m y pants leg open, exposing the bleeding, 
jagged wound. I opened m y first aid packet and handed him the bandage. Then I gently 
picked the piece of shrapnel from m y leg. Beezer poured sulfa powder on the wound and 
bandaged the leg with m y first aid bandage. He instructed m e to take all 8 sulfa tablets that 
each of us carried in our first aid kit and, he continued, drink all the water in your canteen. He 
left m e and ran after the troops. The woods became quiet. I began to swallow the sulfa tablets 
and drink from m y canteen. I gagged on the water, but finally finished the tablets and the 
water. Then I lay back on the ground wondering what would happen next. Captain Maiale 
wrote "... the battalion had just moved off the road into position for an attack when the 
Germans spotted them and fired artillery and mortars. The men dug holes to await the attack 
order". 

I lay exposed on the side of a hill; artillery shells exploded on the road and in the tree tops, 
shrapnel flew through the air and into the ground around me. I heard rifle and machine 
gunfire from the direction of the town. I quickly crawled and rolled down the hill into the 
deep drainage ditch along the road. Shrapnel from shell explosions hit the road, skidded 
across m y body and slammed into the dirt bank along m y right side. I was alone; I could not 
see anyone. Where were the medical evacuation people? The small arms fire died down. Time 
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passed. The woods became silent again. 

19. MOTHER'S POEM 

On this terrible day, my mother wrote a poem titled: 

MY BOY IN WAR 

I have a boy who's over there 
He's straight and tall, complexion fair 

He writes us he is doing fine 
But we know what is on his mind. 

He's out to win a "War of Hate" 
And only, we; can sit and wait 

Till he returns, our own "Dear Son" 
To bring back home those days of fun. 

Seems cruel, how a Christian land 
Must give our boys to take a hand 

In a war that's planned by a cruel mind 
God knows no love, is there to find. 

Yes, we suffer the pangs of loneliness 
And allow such actions to rob all of us 
Of those we love and hold so dear 

While a "War" is waged both far & near. 

Oh! God, Our Father, protect our boys 
While serving their country in many ways 
Bring them back to the land they love 

W e ask of thee, Dear God above. 

11/16/44 Love to you Bill from Mom 

20. REGIMENTAL COMMANDER KILLED 

Three US Jeeps came down the road from the rear area, behind me. A GI sat on the hood of 
the lead Jeep. As they came closer I could see that the GI was a Captain. The lead Jeep 
stopped when they saw m e in the ditch, those following also stopped. A tall, heavy officer in 
a cream colored trench coat stepped out of the lead jeep. The trench coat stood out like a 
beacon in those dark woods. Everybody else was dressed in the dark green uniform. He 
walked toward me. I recognized him as Colonel William Ellis, the 397th Infantry Regimental 
Commander, from White Plains, N Y . He asked what had happened to me. After I told him he 
patted my shoulder and assured m e that the medics would be here soon to get me. Then he 
asked where the 397th Regiment was located. I pointed down the road and toward the 
location of the previous firefight. He turned to one of the officers in the group and ordered 
him to "setup the radio in that culvert", pointing to a concrete sewer opening in the ditch, 
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about 10 yards to the right of m y position. He returned to the Jeep and the group drove off, 
leaving the radio operator and m e alone in the quiet woods. 

A few minutes later, I heard the sound of German machine guns bursts and rifle fire, and then 
the woods became silent. A short time later, the Captain came running out of the woods and 
up the road, without his helmet or jacket, running toward the radio operator, yelling, "Red 
Fox is dead". That remark made no impression on me. The radio operator called somebody 
and announced that German machine gun fire had killed Colonel Ellis. M y thought was that 
his cream-colored trench coat made a clear target. 

Many years later Captain Maiale told me that General Burress, our Division Commander, had 
called Colonel Ellis that morning and directly ordered him to determine why the 397th 
Regiment was not attacking as ordered. Colonel Ellis hurriedly left his office, jumped in his 
jeep and directed his driver to the regiment's location. O n the way he picked up Captain 
Doherty of the 397th Cannon Company, who offered to guide him to the troops; Doherty rode 
on the hood. After he left m e in the ditch, Colonel Ellis was driven down the paved road, then 
turned left off the road toward a farmhouse. A German machine gunner fired on the three 
jeeps. Colonel Ellis was hit and died immediately. After the war he was buried in Arlington 
Cemetery in Washington, DC. 

Colonel Ellis was posthumously awarded the Silver Star Medal for his actions. 
Confusion reigned in the regiment. Captain Maiale wrote... "at 1 P M the battalion got out of 
their holes to attack. The Germans could see them because a heavy barrage of mortar and 
artillery hit and caused them to dive for cover. So the afternoon passed. Each time the GIs 
stuck their head up the Germans fired at them. The 2nd Battalion was unable to attack". 

21. REGIMENTAL AID STATION 

Hours later as daylight faded into dusk, two Medics drove down the road in a Jeep looking for 
wounded. They picked m e out of the ditch, carried m e to the Jeep and drove m e to the 
Regimental Aid Station. Other GIs carried m e to a hillside and sat m e down in a group of 
wounded GIs. I was told that I would have to wait; the doctors were working on the more 
severely wounded. I looked around, directly in front of m e sat a GI with a one-inch square 
hole punched in the back of his steel helmet. A trickle of blood ran down the back of his neck. 
I wondered how far the piece of shrapnel had penetrated into his skull. H e turned around and I 
recognized Corporal Rufus Dalton from our mortar platoon. 

Remark: On June 25, 2000, Rufus and Ruth Dalton, Jim and Emily Henderson and I visited 
Raon-L'Tape. W e noticed a tablet on the City Hall wall which stated: "This Plaque is 
dedicated by the City of Raon-L'Tape and the 100th U S Infantry Division to the nearly 1500 
soldiers of the division who were killed, wounded, missing or captured during the battle of 
the Vosges known as the Ensemble De Raon-L'Tape between November 6, 1944 and 
November 20,1944 when the city was taken by the 100th U S Infantry Division. It is also 
dedicated to the Citizens of Raon-L'Tape who lost their lives or were injured during the 
battle". Nearby another tablet records that 150 French Soldiers, 40 Jew Refuges and 120 
Civilians were also killed, wounded, missing or captured during the battle". 
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22. EVACUATION HOSPITAL 

Later that evening, after a doctor examined my leg, I was loaded in an ambulance and driven 
to the 95th Evacuation Hospital in Epinal, France. Upon arrival they x-rayed m y leg and then 
gave m e a shot of morphine. A Chaplain placed a Purple Heart medal on m y chest. I fell into 
a peaceful sleep. 

While I was unconscious the surgeons operated on the wound, probed for more shrapnel and 
cleaned the area. I was carried, still under sedation, to a room and put to bed. I awoke the next 
morning still groggy from the medications. I was dressed in a white hospital gown, under a 
white sheet and a white wool blanket. M y head was on a white pillowcase. There was one 
other GI in the white walled room. I turned to nod m y head at him and noticed his left arm 
was in a cast with wire mesh where his hand should be. His hand was missing. I panicked -
m y reaction was that I was in an amputation ward and they had removed m y lower left leg -
but I could feel the leg. I lifted the blanket and looked at the leg, it was all there. A wire mesh 
covered m y feet and ankles, keeping the blanket and sheet off m y darkened toes -1 had the 
beginning of Trench Foot. In a cold sweat, I laid m y head back on the pillow and stared at the 
white ceiling. 

An orderly came into the room and asked me if I wanted to wash up and shave. At this point 
in m y life I did not have much of a beard, so I asked to wash up. The orderly brought m e a 
pan of warm water, soap and a towel. All the comforts of home! A nurse visited m e with a 
shot of Penicillin, the new wonder drug, produced from certain molds and used against a 
variety of infections. She pointed the needle at m e and asked (with a smile) "which cheek"? 
She meant which side of m y butt! That was the initial injection of the white, oily liquid - one 
shot every four hours for at least a month - day and night. Next, an orderly brought in a 
breakfast of eggs, bacon, and toast - the works. I was treated like a king. 

Later in that first day in the hospital a Red Cross woman volunteer visited me and asked if I 
wanted her to write a letter for me. These women would write letters for us if we could not or 
did not feel up to writing. I asked for a V-Mail form and wrote a letter to m y family telling as 
much as possible about m y wound and situation. (A copy of m y V-Mail letter is included in 
the snapshots and documents section). Later, near the end of December the Pentagon wrote 
m y parents that I had been severely wounded and was recovering. It took m e several letters 
and m y discharge from the hospital system to convince m y parents of the truth. 

Another Red Cross woman volunteer presented me with a toiletry kit - remember, everything 
I had on me, except m y dog tags, had been removed by hospital personnel and discarded. 
Many years later, in 1988,1 met a neighbor at a party in Tucson, AZ. W e exchanged stories 
about our W W I I experiences. He said he had been in charge of the Blood Clinic of the 95th 
Evacuation Hospital at Epinal, France in mid-November 1944. He guessed "that he did m y 
blood work before m y surgery". Former S/Sgt.Tom James remains a good friend. 

23. GENERAL HOSPITAL 

After 5 days I was taken by ambulance to the US 100th General Hospital (no connection to 
the 100th Infantry Division) in Neufchateau, France, about 40 miles northwest of Epinal. This 
was a large, fully equipped American hospital. After the administration work and a quick 
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examination I was assigned a bed in a very large room with nearly 100 wounded GIs. About 
30 beds lined both sides of the room and a similar row ran down the center of the room. 
Those who could walk helped the non-walkers. There was never a time when several nurses 
or male orderlies were not tending to our needs. Every four hours, day and night, I continued 
to receive a shot of Penicillin. Red Cross women volunteers visited us every day, handing out 
soap, washcloths, tobacco, candy, writing paper, etc. During m y hospitalization I was 
operated on two more times. 

On the morning of December 10, 1945, while I was recovering in the hospital, the 100 th 
Infantry Division began to attack the great Maginot line fortress of Bitche. The 2nd 
Battalion, 397th Infantry Regiment reached the narrow valley in which the city of Bitche, 
Camp de Bitche and the College de Bitche were located. As they approached they began to 
enter the heavily fortified French Maginot Line. The regiment stopped and waited for the rest 
of the Division to catch up. 

The City of Bitche has established a web site. It can be accessed through the 100th Infantry 
Division web Site. Scroll down to the menu items and click on "Links". Then scroll down to 
the City of Bitche pictorial (on the left side of the page) and click on it. When the web site 
appears, move the mouse pointer to the upper right corner and click on "English". O n the 
next web page click the pictorial "The City of Bitche"; the menu is listed on the left of the 
next page. 

By mid-December I had been confined to a bed for about 30 days. A hospital orderly helped 
m e out of bed, loaded m e into a wheelchair and pushed m e to a physical therapist. Over the 
next week or so he taught m e how to use crutches and then to walk again. 

On December 16, 1944 a major event began that was about to change the Allies war plans. 
The German Army launched a massive infantry and armor attack through the Ardennes forest 
area of Belgium and Luxenbourg. In the first few days they destroyed the American Infantry 
units in front of them and proceeded west toward the English Channel. This attack later 
became known as the Battle of the Bulge. 

In the hospital we knew nothing of this event. So it came without warning that on December 
17th every person in the hospital was restricted to the area. Then we began to hear reports of 
Germans spies in American uniforms infiltrating the American lines to sabotage facilities. 
W h e n night fell, we could see a portion of the northern horizon continuously lit up by 
exploding artillery shells. 

On December 19 US General George Patton turned his US Third Army to face from east to 
north and attacked the southern flank of the German offensive in the Ardennes. US General 
Patch stretched his US Seventh Army to the north to fill the vacated portion of the American 
line. The usual frontage for a US Infantry Division is about 5 miles; the stretched frontage 
was about 15 miles. The 100th Division had to abandon their bitterly fought gains; the 2nd 
Battalion, 397th Infantry was ordered to move ten miles west of Bitche to the vicinity of 
Rohrbach, Guiderkirck and Rimling. Company H and the three rifle companies were part of 
an outpost line north of Rimling; the German border was close ahead. The remnants of the 
Maginot line were to their rear; the Division's main line of resistance was to be setup there. 
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24. DISCHARGE FROM HOSPITAL - DECEMBER 26.1944 

About the 20th of December along with many other recovered GIs, I was informed that I 
would be discharged from the hospital on December 24 and assigned into the replacement 
depot system. That system handled American troops on their way back to their units or 
replacements going up to combat units. Usually it took 2-3 days to complete the paper work 
and inspections for a soldier to pass through each depot. I was ready to return to Company H. 

December 23 and 24 were quiet for the 2nd Battalion troops on the line Captain Maiale 
recalls that some men were able to take a bath in a portable tub on a truck. The Company 
was served hot food and received their first liquor ration, 22 bottles for 95 men and officers. 
Captain Maiale called the Battalion Commander and asked if he could depend on a quiet 
night; the answer was yes. He divided up the booze; all of it was gone the next morning. 
Comment: At 95 men Company H was at 56 percent of full strength. 

On December 24 the Hospital Staff informed us that all discharges from the hospital had been 
cancelled until the day after Christmas; this delay was to assure that all troops were able to 
partake of the traditional turkey dinner. Rumors indicated no trucks were available to carry us 
to a nearby replacement Center; all transportation was involved moving troops to the battle in 
the Ardennes. 

Christmas day for the 2nd Battalion troops in Rimling and vicinity came with the situation 
unchanged. The Division was in a defensive posture for the first time since entering combat. 
The GIs waited for the traditional turkey dinner to be brought up to them in the afternoon. 
Suddenly, without warning, a large body of German soldiers appeared from behind them, at 
their left rear. In a short time the German attack threatened to isolate the 2nd Battalion. One 
company abandoned its turkey dinner, jeep, trailer and food containers. Company H lost two 
jeeps and abandoned two heavy machine-guns; then withdrew to Rimling and then to 
Guising, about 1.5 miles further south. Company H had its turkey at midnight and shared it 
with half the men in the battalion. 

25. REPLACEMENT DEPOTS AND HOT COFFEE 

On December 261 was discharged from the 100th General Hospital, certified fit to return to 
m y unit. I began a 12-day trip through 3-4 replacement depots. I was not alone, thousands of 
American soldiers moved through the major replacement depots every day. Each of us was 
provided a cot in a warm building or tent and three hot meals. The supply section gave us 
clean, used wool clothes and boots, as needed. The recreation section provided movies and 
books, etc. Our medical and dental records were checked. Truck or train transportation was 
provided to the next depot toward our unit. Rumors ran through the replacement depot: All 
GIs are to be shipped north to help the Third Army stem the German attack. Each of us 
secretly (and many verbally) wanted to quickly return to our original units and our buddies. 

Back at the 100th Infantry Division battlefield, the Germans broke off their attack. During the 
next three-four days the 2nd Battalion, in reserve, had time to prepare their defenses around 
Rimling and Guising. 
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Let's stop the war here for a moment and talk about COFFEE. You should know how 
important a cup of hot coffee is to a cold, stiff, freezing soldier at the beginning of a morning 
in the middle of winter, even one who is in the replacement depot system. I want to tell you 
how to brew the best tasting cup of coffee - at least the procedure w e used. Standing outside 
our tent, in the cold blowing snow, a couple of us kindled a roaring fire, then set a # 10 can 
(similar to a 3-pound coffee can) almost filled with cold water in the fire and brought the 
water to a boil. W e stood around the fire in the warm smoke, stomping our freezing feet, and 
smoking a cigarette. Then one of us would take a hand full of ground coffee, more or less, and 
slowly drop it into the boiling water and wait for the water to boil again. Next we lifted the 
can away from the fire without burning our hands or spilling that great smelling brew, set it 
on the frozen ground and poured some cold water gently into the top of the boiling water. 
That caused the coffee grounds to settle to the bottom. N o w w e filled our aluminum canteen 
cup up to the brim with that delicious smelling coal-black liquid and tried to sip it without 
burning our lips, tongue and throat. Awesome! The greatest cup of coffee in the world! N o w 
let's return to the war. 

On New Year's eve the first major snowstorm of the winter covered much of the European 
battlefield with nearly a foot of new snow. The snow continued falling on and off for the next 
three weeks and the temperature dropped below freezing and held there. I recall the cold, 
snowy weather, but moving through the replacement depots I was not exposed it very often. 

26. OPERATION NORDWIND 

What the American commanders did not know was that the Germans were setting up for their 
last major offensive in the West named NORDWIND (Northwind). It was to begin January 1, 
1945. This German attack would result in bitter fighting during the worst winter in Europe in 
twenty years. Ambrose (p. 3 86-388) wrote that fifteen American Divisions with 250,000 men 
were involved. The fighting ranged over a front that extended nearly 100 miles roughly along 
the Germany-France border from Saarbrucken to south of Strasbourg. The battle cost the 
Seventh US American army 11,609 battle casualties, including 7,000 dead, plus over 2,800 
cases of trench foot. German losses were around 23,000 battle casualties; almost 6,000 
soldiers were processed as PO Ws. 

For a large-scale map of Operation NOR WIND, go to the division web site and click on the 
menu button "Historical Overview". Then click "Next" on the lower left of the next eight 
pages to the page titled "Operation N O R D W I N D in the L o w Vosges" 1-7 January 1945. 
Elements of the 397th Regiment were defending the town of Rimling, which is located in the 
vicinity of the second "e" in "Sarreguemines". 

(Another large-scale map is included in the snapshots and documents section. Rimling is 
located in the left center of the map. Note the important road network around the town. The 
French/German border is shown as a heavy dark line about 3 miles north of Rimling). 

There was little indication that the US Seventh Army would be attacked that cold, dark night. 
Out of the howling blizzard came yelling, screaming, hopped up German soldiers and their 
tanks. They attacked in three prongs along 50 miles of the northern border of France and 
three more prongs across the French eastern border, extending south to Strasbourg and 
Colmar. The objective of these six separate attacks was to converge on the Saverne Pass area 



northeast of Strasbourg, thus pinching off the Sixth Army part (the 100th, 44 th and 45 th 
Infantry divisions) of the US Seventh Army in the Vosges Mountains in northeastern France. 
Then they planned to drive west, dividing the Allies forces in France in half Hitler thought 
this would cause the US Third Army, under General George S. Patton, to withdraw his 
troops, which were attacking north toward the south flank of the Bulge. 
By the end of 1 January 1945, the German forces had not made a decisive breakthrough 
between Sarreguemines and Rimling. However, the 17th SS Panzer grenadier Division had 
forced the 44th Infantry Division to retreat more than a mile and captured hundreds of 
American prisoners. This action exposed the troops of the 3rd Battalion, 397th Infantry 
Regiment, who now held the ground on the extreme left of the division. 

For another detailed map go to the division web site and click on the menu button "The 100th 
in Combat". O n the following page click on "Holding the Line Against N O R D W I N D , 1 -7 
January 1945". Note the location of the towns of Rimling and Guising in the upper left 
corner; Bitche is located in the center of the right portion of the map. Also note the dotted 
lines showing German advances from 31 December to 2 January. (The "Final Plan for the 
N O R D W I N D Offensive in the vicinity of the 100th Infantry Division Sector" is shown in the 
snapshots and documents section). 

General Eisenhower ordered the U S. Sixth Army Group to shorten its lines. The possibility 
of withdrawal from the Vosges mountains, which included the city of Strasbourg, caused 
French General de Gaulle and Prime Minister Winston Churchill to call for a meeting with 
General Eisenhower. General de Gaulle would not allow French territory to be given back to 
the Germans. In the end, Eisenhower changed the orders. De Gaulle had won. The orders 
were changed during the afternoon of January 3. The American troops were told to hold at 
all costs. 

During the dark hours of January 5th and 6th, the 2nd Battalion moved forward to take over 
the positions in Rimling. Rifle companies E and F, and two machine gun crews from 
Company H spread out over Schlietzen hill north and west of Rimling. The remaining 
Company H machine gun crews moved into the middle of the town, and the 81-mm mortar 
platoon set up in a stream bed about 150 yards southeast of the town. As the day lengthened 
the 2nd Battalion troops gradually began to feel they were in a trap. Then they received the 
command to hold at all costs. Captain Maiale began to 'feel the hour for which I had been 
born was approaching ". 

Early in the morning of January 6th, the 12th day of my journey from the hospital to my 
company, about 10 of us were loaded on trucks and driven to the 100th Division H Q . I spent 
the day in the vicinity of Division H Q along with a group of other wounded returning to their 
unit and some new, green troops destined as replacements to the rifle companies. 

27. GUISING, FR - RETURN TO COMPANY H - JANUARY 7 

After a hot breakfast, five of us were moved by truck to HQ, 397th Infantry Regiment. We sat 
around a few hours while our records were checked. When we were cleared to return to our 
units, we loaded onto trucks and were taken to our battalion or company HQ. I reported in at 
Company H H Q in Guising, France. The Company Clerk took m y records and told m e that I 
was the first wounded in action (WIA) that had been hospitalized to return to the company. 
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H e also told m e to report to the supply sergeant for new, clean, warmer clothing; a new 
sleeping bag and ShoePacs. Finally, I was to check with the cooks for something to eat and a 
ride up to the Company H Forward H Q in a town called Rimling. 

I asked the Company Clerk for news of what had happened to the Company since I was hit. 
He began the story with, "Your machine gun section was wiped out in mid-November." A 
couple of days after I was hit, the 1 st and 2nd Squads of m y platoon were closely following 
two attacking rifle companies up a steep, forested hill. If I had I been there, m y position 
would have been near the front of the 2nd Squad, in the middle of a line of about 15 men, 
who were carrying heavy machine guns, tripods and ammunition. The two rifle companies 
veered away from each other leaving a wide-open space. German Infantrymen 
counterattacked and ran headlong into the heavily burdened machine gun section. The two 
American machine gun crews set up their weapons but the Germans quickly continued down 
the hill, firing their rifles and machine pistols, and tossing grenades as they ran. T w o men at 
the rear of the 2nd Squad turned to run down the hill. Five bullets hit Pfc. Lloyd Barnhouse; 
Pfc. Carl Birkhofer, the last in line, was not hit. He reported the terrible event to Captain 
Maiale. 

In a few, short seconds almost all of my buddies and close friends were dead. Pfc. Owen 
Lindsey, who took m y position as first gunner when I was wounded, was hit by five bullets 
and died while drawing his pistol. H e was one week away from his 19th birthday. I was too 
stunned to talk. I walked outside to be by myself and wipe tears from m y eyes. 

Years later Captain Maiale wrote that "this day (November 19, 1945) shall live in my mind 
as one of the bitterest memories of my life. To see six of my men dead around their two 
machine guns and around them about twelve men from Company E, also dead, was almost 
more than I could bear. They were in various attitudes (positions) of resistance. One boy still 
had his hand on the machine gun trigger. He was shot through the head. One still had his 
hands raised, I suppose he had tried to surrender. They never had a chance. When I finally 
made the rounds and identified the dead, 1 found that eight men were apparently captured, six 
were dead and two were wounded among my missing machine gun section. " After Captain 
Maiale identified the bodies he sat down and cried. He cared very much for every one of us. 
This may have been the first time he cried for us, but certainly not the last. 

The Silver Star Medal was later awarded for "Gallantry in Action" to: S/ Sgt. Warren H. 
Bassett (Posthumously), Sgt. John A. Koval (Posthumously), Pfc. O w e n L. Lindsay 
(Posthumously), Pfc. Lloyd C. Barnhouse, Pvt. Carl Birkhofer and, (although m y memory is 
hazy) Pvt. Nile T. Shope (Posthumously). S/Sgt. Bassett was m y section leader; the others 
were in m y squad. 

After an hour or so, I reported to the Supply Room. The supply sergeant issued me new 
clothes, a rifle, a pistol, ammunition, a new sleeping bag and other equipment. As he handed 
m e the sleeping bag he mentioned that a 25-man section - half of the 2nd Platoon - was 
captured one night in their sleeping bags. The next morning all of their equipment was found 
scattered around on the ground. The 25 men were missing and presumed Prisoners of War. He 
speculated that they did not get out of their sleeping bags fast enough to confront a German 
Patrol. W e wondered who was on guard duty that night. 
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The cooks came into the Supply R o o m while w e were talking and offered m e a meal before 
they took the hot meal of the day to the company in Rimling. I carried m y new clothes, rifle, 
pistol and other equipment across the street, through the water puddles, mud, slush and snow, 
into a partially destroyed house. After dropping m y new gear, I went to the kitchen area for a 
meal. After eating I slept for an hour. About 3 P M I awoke and dressed with: 
• cotton undershorts, a cotton T-shirt, then upper and lower wool long Johns; 
• a khaki shirt and khaki pants, next a wool shirt and wool pants; 
• cotton socks, then wool socks and lined, waterproof green field pants; 
• ShoePacs with wool liners; 
• a wool fur vest, then a waterproof green field jacket; 
• a wool cap, under a plastic helmet liner, inside a steel helmet; 
• a knee length, wool-lined parka (white outside and sand colored inside); 

I buckled my cartridge belt, loaded with .30-caliber rifle ammunition, around my waist. Then, 
slung m y pistol belt with m y attached loaded .45-caliber pistol and holster, additional filled 
ammunition clips, filled canteen, trench knife and first aid kit, over m y head and shoulder. 
Next, I pulled on m y wool gloves and then, finally, m y leather gloves. These gloves were 
similar to hunters' gloves: three fingers (the middle, ring and little) were covered in a 
conventional mitten fashion while the thumb and trigger fingers were covered in a 
conventional finger fashion). 

I flipped up the white parka hood. I felt and probably looked like a big teddy bear. The 
temperature outside was a few degrees below freezing. Snow fell intermittently to a depth of 
2 -3 feet, drifting to 6 feet deep. 

I walked across the road filled with icy mud puddles to the kitchen and helped load the heavy 
insulated cans of food and water into a jeep. Our chief cook handed m e 4-5 boxes of K rations 
for m y personal use. I stuffed them in m y field jacket and pants pockets. H e motioned m e to 
sit in the raised back seat; I cradled m y M-l Rifle in m y lap. The canvas top was folded 
down; the wind and snow plastered our faces. 

28. RIMLING, FR - JANUARY 7,1945 

We proceeded slowly in low gear and in four wheel drive, through the silent woods and open 
fields, on a dirt, snow covered, country road. The sky was covered with heavy, low, gray 
clouds. The cooks told m e about recent events: The Germans had attacked the 397th Infantry 
Regiment in Rimling on N e w Years day with tanks and infantry and had been repulsed. The 
44th Infantry Division, stationed on our immediate left flank, had been pushed back. This left 
our flank open. A couple of days ago our battalion (Companies E, F, G, and H ) had moved 
into and around Rimling, the most advanced left section of the 100th Division's position. 
Because of recent losses our battalion and company strength was about 50 %, probably less 
now. Another attack was expected on our position at any time. The 2nd Platoon of Company 
E, located west of Rimling was cut off and could not be supplied with food, water or 
ammunition. To the south, Company G had beaten off enemy infantry and tank advances. 
Officially this day was written up as a day of limited enemy activity. 
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As we climbed up a slight rise the Jeep driver commented, "Every time we drive over this 
flat high area and over the next hilltop, they plaster us with 88-mm artillery fire". I thought, 
drive fast! The driver moved as fast as possible over the slippery, icy, snow covered road. 
The Germans did not fire at us. W e drove down a long, gently slopping hill into the southwest 
corner of Rimling, stopped behind a damaged house and made a radio call to the company 
telling them that w e were coming in with food. 

Rimling was a typical, very old, small, rural, farming town that had been either German or 
French for hundreds of years, depending which country had won the last war. There was an 
assortment of gray stone buildings, barns, houses, shops, sheds and other structures squeezed 
between each other; all jammed haphazardly together with narrow winding streets and alleys. 
A church with a tall steeple was located near the main intersection. Everything was buried 
under a foot of snow. I could not hear any sound except the Jeep engine. The town appeared 
deserted, empty and unoccupied. Many of the homes and buildings were partially or totally 
destroyed. The snow cover hid much of the damage. Where were our people? Where were the 
civilians? 

It was late afternoon when we came to a road intersection, drove past a large barn on the 
right, then turned to the right around the backside of the barn. W e headed straight toward a 
machine gun pointed at us from a large, first floor window. After w e stopped several bundled 
up GI's came out from the front door and helped unloaded the food canisters and water. The 
Jeep driver pointed m e to the front door. I walked into an entrance hallway and was directed 
down the steps to the cellar and into almost total darkness. Somebody pointed m e to m y 
Company Commander. 

I reported to Captain Maiale and Lieutenant Laudone. A small candle burned on a box at their 
side. They motioned for m e to sit on the steps. Captain Maiale asked m e about m y wound and 
recovery. He said he was glad to have m e back. H e pointed toward the corners of the cellar 
and said "Those are civilians, those are German prisoners (both groups of bundled up people 
looked like sacks of potatoes), and that is where w e sleep". He commented that he was very 
sorry about m y friends and buddies, who were killed in November, that w e had lost quite a 
few men. H e pulled out a map, pointed to north, then to our location and then showed m e the 
main road network. 

Basically, the town was built inside and around a rectangle (less than a half-mile on each side) 
formed by four main roads. Three dirt roads met near the southwest corner of Rimling, one 
from Guising (which w e had taken to bring up the food), another from Gros Rederching, 
while the third, running west to east, was the southern side of the rectangle. The Guising (or 
western road forming the triangle) continued north, intersecting with the road forming the 
northern side of the rectangle, then continued further north, toward Germany, curving west 
around Schlietzen hill. A half-mile to the east the northern road intersected with a north-south 
road, the eastern side of the rectangle. About a mile further east the main road to the east from 
Rimling intersects with the road north to Guderkirch and south to Bettviller. The importance 
of Rimling is that many roads converge on it. Also, the Germany-France border is only 
several miles north of Rimling. 

Captain Maiale pointed on the map to the house where we were located and to the close-by 
house occupied by Company F. He explained that the most forward troops of the 397th 
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Infantry Regiment, those guarding the open left flank of the division, were positioned in 
foxholes north and west of Rimling on Schlietzen Hill. That bare hilltop was the highest in 
the area and commanded all the ground to the north and west. To the south it extended in a 
long series of ridges running past Guising almost to Rohrbach. He also pointed to where our 
machine guns were located on Schlietzen hill and to the position of Company F riflemen. One 
rifle platoon was along the north road out of Rimling, a second platoon was in a north-south 
direction, west of the previous platoon, protecting our left flank and a third platoon was closer 
to town on the ridge parallel to the road forming the western side of the rectangle. 

Our machine guns supported the forward rifle platoons and were set up in foxholes just 
behind them. A platoon from Companies E and G were spread out further south along the 
west side of Rimling on the Schlietzen ridge; two rifle platoons from Company L, 3rd 
Battalion were stationed on the flatter land east of Rimling. I was told later that these platoons 
were also at less than 5 0 % strength. 

Captain Maiale then pointed to the streambed where the Company H mortars were located, 
about 150 yards past the southeast edge of the town. This position was selected to guard the 
battalion rear area and provide support for the forward rifle companies. He commented that 
the Germans had kept the town, and particularly our positions, under artillery fire since early 
morning. 

He finally asked me if I was ready to go up on the hill to our machine gun positions. I said, 
"Yes". I did not believe I had a choice! He told m e to get ready to leave the house in about an 
hour after dark. I spent the time talking to the 8-10 Company H GIs manning 3 machine gun 
positions in the three-story house. I picked up my rifle and ammunition and checked for my K 
rations. 

29. SCHLIETZEN HELL 

When the 6-man detail assembled, I noticed our Medic, "Beezer" Lombardi was going up on 
the hill with us. W e took a moment to talk about the day I was hit; he had attended me. Our 
Platoon Sergeant Pasquale (Pat) Miele said, "Let's go", 

We followed each other out of the house with 5 yards of space between us, pushing through 
the snow into the widening farmyard. T/Sgt. Miele turned right, passing the Company F CP. 
The house looked unoccupied. I wondered how many American rifles were pointed at us. 
Empty houses lined both sides of the road. I wondered about German snipers, but decided not 
to ask. The road continued north, rising slightly, along the sloping east side of Schlietzen hill. 
After 75-100 yards we came to the edge of town and turned to the left. W e moved slowly up 
the hill, pushing through the snow and the drifts along what T/Sgt. Miele thought was a path, 
trail or dirt road. I do not remember trees, perhaps a few bushes. The quiet was total except 
for an occasional shell burst and a slight wind. Nobody talked. 

We reached the upper portion of the ridge and crossed over the bare hilltop. No trees or 
bushes, just snow, this made for a clean field of fire for our guns. The snow was at least a foot 
deep. T/Sgt. Miele pointed to a six-foot diameter slight dip in the frozen ground; it appeared 
to be a bowl shaped shallow depression caused by the explosion of a block of T N T or a large 
shell. The position was unoccupied. I wondered why? Then I noticed that a white cloth 

55 



covered the gun, which was pointed toward the north. T/Sgt. Miele pointed north and said that 
several Company F riflemen were out there, between us and the snow covered, unbeatable 
road crossing our front. More riflemen from Companies E, F and G were guarding our left 
(west) flank. I thought, if the Germans attack with tanks they can easily break through these 
positions. I crawled into the depression and settled on the snow. 

My foxhole buddy and I checked the machine gun - it was ready. My buddy said he would 
take the first hour of guard duty. I looked straight ahead, toward the north, toward Germany, 
wondering how far? The snow-covered, gently rolling ground fell off into what looked like a 
shallow valley. I looked more closely for the road that ran north and then to the west from 
Rimling. The map that Captain Maiale showed m e indicated that as the road cleared the 
northwest side of Rimling it turned to the west and ran along the front of our position. I could 
not see the road. Clouds blew in from the south, behind me. It started to snow. I was cold and 
wet lying on the snow. I flopped on to m y other side in the snow but could not sleep. I must 
have fallen asleep because m y foxhole buddy shook m e awake for m y hour of guard duty. 
Later, the snow stopped falling, we could see about a half-mile, nothing but black fence posts 
sticking out of the snow cover, nothing moved. 

30. GERMAN ATTACK ON SCHLIETZEN HELL - JANUARY 8 

About 1 AM a German soldier began to fire his Machine Pistol across our front, from right to 
left. W e called that weapon a "burp gun" because it fired at a rate of 700 bullets each minute. 
Many of the rounds were tracers, bullets containing phosphorus, which burned in the presence 
of oxygen; they made a blazing light streak in the dark night sky. 

The clouds moved away from the moon. The GI beside me woke up from the noise; we 
watched and listened. The firing stopped. The countryside became silent. Nothing moved. 
The firing started again. Clouds covered the moon. Time passed. 

A tank engine started; the sound came from our right front, toward the German lines. After a 
few minutes, the engine noise slowly began to move from m y right front toward m y left. Was 
the tank following the road around the side of the hill? W e could not see the tank or the road. 
I knew that a wide open, unguarded area existed out there to our left. Our line stopped just a 
short, but unknown distance to m y left. During our briefing before heading up on the hill w e 
were told that Company F had two platoons stationed in front of our guns and also to our left. 
T/Sgt. Miele told us several riflemen were in those positions. W e could not see them. H o w far 
to our left were the riflemen? The situation seemed to be that we were alone. Our machine 
guns were useless against a tank; w e could probably handle the infantry, but not the tank. 

A heavy snow squall blew over us obliterating our view. We waited, listening to the slow 
progress of the tank to our left side. Where was the tank headed? Then German artillery and 
rockets began to explode all over our hilltop. I wondered why the Germans were sending only 
one tank if they are attacking us? Were the snowdrifts deep enough to bog him down or 
cause him to slip and lose traction? The noise of the tank kept slowly moving to our left front 
and then made a turn to our left side, around to our left flank. H o w far out there on our left 
was he? 

56 



Artillery and rocket fire continued to crash into our hill top position. I told the GI beside m e 
to be alert; perhaps the tank would bypass us and move further south, behind us into Rimling. 
Also, that I was going to inform our sergeant and our medic of our observations. I grabbed m y 
.45-caliber pistol and pistol belt with two clips of ammunition (leaving the M-l Rifle in the 
foxhole), turned to m y right and followed the crest of the hill, stumbling toward the east 
through the snow toward T/Sgt. Miale's foxhole. 

I watched the firing across our front, expecting German soldiers to fire toward us. The 
moving tank sound continued from behind me. I found the foxhole and called for T/Sgt. 
Miele. H e said that he had heard the tank moving and told m e to go back to m y position. I 
started back toward m y foxhole, struggling through the snowdrifts and the windy snowstorm. 

31. TANK ATTACK 

As I approached our foxhole, a large, black tank suddenly emerged out of the snowstorm, 
firing his machine gun. I could see flashes and fire from the muzzle; it was pointed in m y 
direction. Then 8-10 German Infantrymen, clothed in their long gray overcoats came out of 
the snowstorm, close to both sides of the tank, firing their rifles. The machine gun on the tank 
turned to fire directly at me; I could hear the bullets pop and snap as they passed m y head. 

I dropped into the snow and observed for a moment; noting that more German infantry were 
spreading out behind the tank. I decided to return to T/Sgt. Miale's foxhole. I turned around 
and pushed through the snow, away from the tank and infantry. Where was that foxhole? I 
stepped off an embankment and fell off into space, rolling head over feet, finally stopping in a 
snow bank. I lay still listening. There was no noise; the artillery and rocket fire had stopped. 
What was happening up on the top of the hill? I slowly got on m y feet and looked around. 
Nothing moved. I looked for a tree, mound or something to get behind. The snow made a 
smooth surface, hiding any cover. Had everybody on the hilltop been captured or killed? I 
turned toward the town; no buildings were in sight, only blinding snow. I waited for a sound 
or noise. Time passed. 

The snowstorm stopped; now a strong, steady wind blew across the area. I started down the 
sloping hillside in front of me, slipping and sliding, pushing slowly through 2-3 feet of 
drifting snow, looking for a road or path leading into Rimling. I wondered if I was I moving 
toward the town or to the left and away from the town, toward the German position? 
Suddenly a parachute flare exploded behind me, toward m y right side. The harsh, dazzling 
light created full daylight. I stopped and stood still, lowered m y face into m y chest and 
pushed m y dark gloves and pistol belt into m y crotch. 

I was completely covered by the white parka; except for the black ShoePacs, but they were 
covered over by the snow on the ground. I knew I blended into the snow-covered landscape 
and, to an observing German soldier, I looked like a broken tree trunk. I did not hear any rifle 
or tank fire on or from the hilltop. N o sound, only the wind blowing the crackling flare. The 
flare crossed over m y head, carried by the wind, and finally fizzled out. I slowly sunk down 
into the snow, listening. Nothing moved; except for the wind, I heard no sounds. I slowly 
stood up on m y feet and stumbled further down the hill. 
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I slipped and fell into a depression in the snow; I had found road or path leading down the hill 
into Rimling. I stopped again, listening, and turned completely around looking for any 
movement. Nothing moved. Where were our riflemen and machine gunners from the hilltop? 
Where was the German tank and infantrymen? I figured that the tank and infantry had stopped 
on the hilltop to capture the American troops and their weapons. Was I the only one who 
escaped? W h y is it so quiet? A heavy snow squall began, again limiting m y distance vision. I 
turned to m y right, toward the town and followed the depression in the snow down the slight 
slope. I began to hear the sound of battle ahead of me. 

Later Captain Maiale wrote, "... wave after wave of German Infantry hit us up on the hill and 
overran our foxholes. Company F Infantrymen were overrun by the first wave and the few 
who survived withdrew to the town. The attack in town began without warning about 3 A M . 
The Germans came with tanks and infantry". Later we were told that our battalion position 
on the hill and in town was attacked by an estimated 200 German infantrymen supported by 
10-14 tanks. 

Walking cautiously south toward the Company H CP and the sounds of battle, I came upon a 
small wooden shed on m y left. The shed partially hid a U S 57-mm anti-tank gun, which was 
pointed toward me. I froze in m y tracks but nobody was in sight or ordered m e to halt I did 
not remember seeing that gun as we walked up the hillside. W a s I on the wrong road? I 
moved slowly past the gun noting the breech was open and damaged. I moved forward about 
15 yards toward the first house on m y left, slowly, at full alert, with drawn pistol. 

32. TAKING COVER IN A HOUSE 

The two-story house was built of native stone; the walls were several feet thick. A large 
window faced west, toward the street. There was a 3-foot diameter hole in the north wall, 
which faced me, created by a shell explosion. I decided to take cover in the house. When I 
was about 5 feet from the house a firm voice quietly said, "Halt". I stopped dead in m y tracks. 
The voice gave the daily password - like "Star", I said, "Burst". The voice said, "Come in". I 
climbed up into the hole. Someone grabbed m e and jerked m e forcefully into the room and 
pushed m e to the floor. A voice said, "What's your name and outfit" I said "Eckard, H, 
397th". A voice, which could only be from T/Sgt. Pat Miele, hissed, "Eckard, sit down over 
there (pointing to a corner) and be quiet". Another voice asked what weapons I had. I replied, 
"A 45". He said "Dam! That makes nine of us, and only one M-l rifle, a couple of carbines 
and a couple of pistols". Later, someone told m e the man speaking was 2nd Lieutenant Frank 
Rosse from Company F. 

As my eyes became accustomed to the darkness, I counted nine GIs. I knew only one, T/Sgt. 
Miele, m y Platoon Sergeant. What had happened to the riflemen and m y fellow machine 
gunners on the hilltop? I wondered what units the other GIs in this room belonged to? I was 
glad to be among friendlies. I dug m y chin down into m y chest, huddled m y body into a ball, 
closed m y eyes, shut down m y brain and rested. W e sat quietly, waiting, listening to the 
sounds of an infantry-tank battle from down the road toward the Company F and H CP's in 
the town, perhaps 75 yards away. W e continued to huddle along the walls of the room, 
staying away from openings where w e could be seen. W e watched out the windows - waiting. 
Something moved behind the house across the street. German infantry, carrying rifles, 
machine guns and mortars moved in a line toward the firefight. 
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Time passed. W e could hear German tanks joining in the battle around the Company CPs. 
W e watched the German infantry silently walk behind the houses on the other side of the 
street toward the fighting. I thought that if we did not take some action we might be cut off. 
However, that would be foolish; we did not have the weapons or men to engage the German 
infantry or tanks. So we sat, watching and waiting - maybe something will happen? 

33. ANOTHER TANK APPROACHES 

Then we heard the noise of a tank coming toward us, down the road I had walked from 
Schlietzen Hill. In a short time he came into view, a big black blob, moving very cautiously 
down the road toward our house. W e could hear his radio transmissions but could not 
understand the German words. He stopped at 10-15 yards from the house, near the 57-mm 
anti-tank gun, and rotated his turret so that the long artillery weapon pointed at the hole in the 
wall. He sat buttoned up. W e could not see any German infantrymen around or behind the 
tank. 

We sat quietly; nobody moved. I wondered when he would fire into the room and bring the 
house down upon us. W e heard more tank artillery fire down the street in the area of our 
Company CP. I could hear our 81-mm mortar shells hitting in the streets outside our building 
and near our Company CP. W e waited in absolute quiet, giving the tank the first move. His 
radio crackled with orders. Finally, the tank slowly retreated back up the road out of sight. W e 
began to breathe again. 

Lieutenant Rosse decided to leave our house and work his way to the Company F CP through 
the back yards of the houses on our side of the street. He ordered us to stay in this house until 
he returned. Then he climbed out of the hole in the wall and disappeared around the back of 
the house into the snowstorm. 

The battle down the street intensified and then suddenly stopped. Everything became quiet. 
W e sat quietly not knowing the fate of the GIs down the street. W e watched for German 
infantry and snipers in the houses across the street? W e waited for something to happen. 

34. DAWN - JANUARY 8 

The heavy cloud cover began to dissipate; the first gray light of dawn showed and the 
morning sun shined through. The temperature remained well below freezing. Time passed. 
W e sat in the house waiting for Lieutenant Rosse to return. W e could smell the smoke from 
burning houses and barns. Nobody talked. 

Suddenly the quiet around us was broken by a voice yelling something from the direction of 
the F Company CP. W e waited, hunched back into the shadows in the corners of the room. He 
was yelling in German, in a loud voice, "come out with your hands up". One of the GIs in our 
group crawled across the floor and looked out the window. He reported one lone American 
soldier, carrying a submachine gun, yelling toward the houses on the other side of the street. 
He was walking in the middle of the road with no protection or cover. W h y didn't the 
Germans fire at him? W e watched as 30-40 armed German infantrymen filed out of the 
houses, with their weapons held over their heads and stood in the street. Several other GI's 
from a patrol walked up the street to assist that lone GI - T/Sgt. Charles F. Carey, from the 
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2nd Battalion Anti-Tank Platoon. 

One of the people in our house yelled, "Hey, we have a bunch of GIs in here". By that time 
several GIs from T/Sgt. Carey's patrol had walked further up the street toward us. They 
motioned us to come out while the others guarded the German prisoners. 

As we exited through the hole in the wall and began to walk down the street, one of our group 
called "Here's Lieutenant Rosse". Several of us walked over to the snow covered body lying 
on the doorstep of the house next door to where we had hidden. He was shot through the 
forehead, probably by a sniper from one of the houses across the street. He died within 10 feet 
of returning to help us. He is buried in the American Cemetery at Epinal, France. I have 
visited his grave three times. 

Lieutenant Rosse was later posthumously awarded the Silver Star Medal for "Gallantry in 
Action" during the period January 5-8, 1945. 

T/Sgt. Carey called us over to the German prisoners. He told us to search them. We removed 
their helmets and tossed them into the deep snow. Then we searched their clothes and threw 
all weapons, knives and personal stuff into nearby snow banks. T/Sgt. Carey ordered the 
prisoners to be marched down the street to the Company H and F CPs. W e split the prisoners 
in half and about 20 were taken into the Company H C P and moved down the cellar steps. 
One of our German speaking GIs told them to sit down and be quiet. Our German prisoners 
outnumbered the American GIs. Later that day the prisoners were moved to Battalion H Q for 
interrogation. 

Captain Maiale wrote about these events... "In one of the buildings near me a sniper was 
taking pot shots. There was a building across the street from m e with no doors or windows 
visible to me. W e suspected there were Germans in there. I took a bazooka and put two 
rounds through the walls where I thought the 1 st and 2nd floor were. Then I had m y machine 
guns put 250 rounds through each hole. Then m y American Jew, Herbert Harvey, called out 
to them in German to come out, hands high. They began to trickle out. T/Sgt. Carey and his 
men were a big help to m e then. There were only 15 or so Company H men and before the 
exodus was complete 47 Germans had surrendered. Between Carey and Company H we made 
up a Guard Detail and sent the POW's to battalion HQ". 

35. RETURN TO THE COMPANY H CP 

I returned to our Company CP and reported for duty. Our officers and sergeants had conferred 
and made new assignments for the four heavy machine guns. One was set on each of the three 
floors of the house; the other gun was set in a large barn at the road intersection leading to 
Gros Rederching and Guising. Our defensive position had the shape of a triangle with 150-
foot sides. The machine gun crew in the barn occupied one corner, the riflemen in the 
Company F CP another corner and the machine gunners in the Company H CP the other 
corner. I was assigned to the machine gun sitting in the living room, guarding the front, right 
and left ground level of our position. Other men were ordered to the two machine guns at 
windows on floors above me. 
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There were two windows and two doors in the living room. The main field of fire was in a 
western direction, through the 5-foot wide by 4-foot high window, into the front yard and to 
the 150-foot length of the Guising Road located at the far end of the yard. Stone and wooden 
farm buildings restricted m y field of fire on both sides of the front yard. The far side of 
Guising Road was lined with houses built on the hillside, behind an eight-foot high stone 
retaining wall. I also had a good field of fire out the window to the road and buildings on m y 
left. To m y right, through a door was a hallway, opening to the front door of the house and the 
stairs leading down to the cellar. To m y rear a door opened to what might have been a dining 
room. 

The second floor gun and the attic gun were set to cover the Guising road. The Germans 
parked their tanks in a stone quarry southwest of town along the Gros Rederching road. The 
attic gun also covered a footpath used by the German soldiers to move into Rimling from the 
quarry area. 

Our most forward gun was located outside of the house in a barn at the far-left corner of the 
yard. The barn sat on the northeast corner of the intersection of the Guising road and the road 
along the south of Rimling. The men assigned to man the machine gun in the barn were Pfc. 
Robert Gorell, from Alma, CA, as First Gunner; Pfc. Ellis Hall, from Granite Falls, N C , as 
Second Gunner and a third man, (name unknown) as ammunition bearer. Pfc.Gorell was 
Captain Maiale's messenger, flag bearer, bugler and also, a close friend of mine. Pfc. Hall 
served as the Captain's Jeep driver. Their orders were to stop any tanks or infantry coming 
toward the intersection from the stone quarry. They set up their machine gun to face the 
intersection and the road leading from the stone quarry. From m y position, in the front room 
of the Company H CP, I could only see the backside of the barn. 

The riflemen of Company F CP protected those men in the barn and the Company H CP. 
They were located in a house at the far right corner of the yard in m y field of fire on the 
Guising Road, probably 150 feet away. Only a few riflemen were available; most had been 
captured up on the hill in the initial attack. 

We waited for the next tank and infantry attack. German tank engines started with a heavy 
roar from the direction of the stone quarry. W e were too physically exhausted to contemplate 
what could happen next. W e did not have much time to wait. 

36. ANOTHER TANK AND INFANTRY ATTACK 

The next attack began about 11 AM; tanks and infantry came from the stone quarry and 
moved first toward Gorell and Hall. Some infantrymen rode on the tanks, while others moved 
along the side of the tanks to protect them. I fired at German infantry moving behind the 
houses on the far side of the Guising Road and as they moved into the houses across the street 
in front of me. They were threatening both CPs. 

Hall and Gorell watched the lead tank and infantry move toward the intersection; they opened 
fire. The tank crews returned fire with their machine gun at point blank range, slightly 
wounding both Hall and Gorell. The tank was also under fire from the Company F CP. The 
tank crew began to return fire at that house, perhaps 150 feet away. I watched the German 
tank artillery shells, from m y position, as they flew across the yard opening in front of me, 
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along Guising Road. 

As the tank moved toward the intersection, Hall continued to fire his machine gun from the 
barn, and Gorell sprayed the area with a submachine gun. The German foot troops scrambled 
to find cover. One of them was able to throw a grenade into the barn wounding the Co H 
ammunition bearer. The explosion blew manure, straw and debris over the gun and the men. 
The machine gun stopped firing. The lead tank turned east down the road toward the 
Bettviller - Guderkirch intersection. If he continued he would pass the south side of our 
house. Those of us in the Company H C P followed this tank's movements by the sound of his 
engine, at the same time w e fired on any German infantry who exposed themselves. 

German Infantrymen also come at us from the north, down the Guising Road from Schlietzen 
hill taking the Company F C P defenders under attack. All of our machine guns were firing as 
other GIs fired their rifles and carbines. Upon direct orders from Captain Maiale our 81 - m m 
mortars, which were set up southeast of the town, and our Regimental Field Artillery fired 
continuously at our house, and into the barnyards and nearby streets. Germans snipers 
continued to fire at any target in our building. I lobbed a hand grenade through the front 
window, but cannot remember the target. I was too busy to be afraid. 

Another tank now moved forward, taking the street intersection position that the first tank had 
just left. Although Hall and Gorell were now almost surrounded, they choose not to leave by 
their escape route. Instead they cleaned off the gun and began firing on the second tank. The 
tank then tried to swing around to fire on the barn, but the street was too narrow for this 
maneuver. Then the German infantry rushed the barn in an attempt to take the machine gun 
by force. Hall and Gorell fired at point-blank range; killed eight and drove off the rest. But 
one of the German soldiers threw another grenade, which caused a heavy barn door to fall on 
the two men. Once more hay and debris showered over them. 

Those of us in the Company CP could only wonder at the silence as the machine gun stopped 
firing. Nobody in our house could see the other end of the barn where Hall and Gorell had set 
up the gun. Furthermore, w e could not see the intersection; the barn and some closer buildings 
blocked our view. Neither could w e cross the yard nor go around the other buildings because 
German snipers were active. W e waited for the machine gun to begin firing again. 

37. TIGAR TANK ATTACK ON "OUR HOUSE" 

Our artillery and mortars continued to fire at the intersection and our house. I could hear at 
least one tank creeping through the buildings and backyards to m y left, out of m y line of sight 
and fire. The tank was slowly moving forward, feeling his way, looking for us. In the room 
behind me, Lieutenant Laudone and two sergeants were at a better position to look through a 
window to see the tank. I turned and asked them if they could see the tank; they shook their 
head - "no". They told m e to watch out the window on m y left while they frantically 
attempted to snap the two halves of a 2.35-inch diameter rocket launcher together. 

In the early 1990's, at a convention of the 100th Infantry Division, I talked to Lieutenant 
Laudone about this tank battle. He recalled that the latch on the rocket launcher was broken, 
that they had assembled the rocket launcher by taping the two halves together. He also 
commented he had only two Bazooka rounds left to fire. 
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Lieutenant Laudone and the two sergeants had just managed to tape the two halves together 
when a Tiger tank appeared from behind a shed, creeping up on the left side of our house. A 
black Tiger tank was something to behold. It was monstrous, dwarfing American and British 
tanks. Goose bumps rose on m y arms. I could feel the hair crawling on the nape of m y neck. 
The only noise was artillery and mortar shells exploding and the growling tank engine. 

The Tiger series of tanks weighted 55 tons, were armored with an 88-mm gun, several 
machine-guns and had a crew of 5 men. They were protected by armor varying between 10 to 
39 inches thick in their front, and moved on 30-inch wide treads. They were powered by a 
700-hp motor, which would drive them at about 23 miles per hour. The tank sat there about 
10 yards from the southwest corner of our house; most of the tank's body was hidden from m e 
by an old wooden building located between the tank and our house. The tank commander 
knew we were in the immediate area but was not sure exactly where. From the angle the tank 
approached the house I could see only about 3-4 feet of the long barrel of the 88-mm gun 
and a foot or so of the right front corner (the far side) of the tank. The tank was slowly 
bouncing on his springs, up and down. I will never forget the picture of the 88-mm gun 
bouncing an inch or two, up and down, then, up and down. (A drawing of a Tiger tank by Bill 
Mauldin, in his famous Willie & Joe cartoon and a frontal picture of a Tiger tank are included 
in the snapshots and documents section). 

One of the sergeants whispered, "wait until he moves closer to us, so the full boggy wheel and 
some of the tread is exposed." The tank slowly moved forward, the gunner rotated the 88-mm 
gun directly at our house, then toward m y window, then pointed the gun directly at m y room, 
at me. The 88-mm gun looked like a long, telephone pole sticking out of the tank turret. Was 
he preparing to fire? What should I do? I began to shrivel into myself to present a smaller 
target. I have laughed at m y actions in this engagement many times over the last half century. 
If the tank had fired a round or two, he probably would have brought the house down on us, 
perhaps starting a fire, which could have driven us outside, if we were still live. 

The tank moved forward a few more feet; the 88-mm gun still pointed at me. Could that 
gunner see m e in this room? I slowly turned m y head and looked at Lieutenant Laudone and 
the others. They had taped the two halves of the rocket launcher together and were loading an 
18-inch long rocket into the rear of the launcher. Lieutenant Laudone wound the wires from 
the rocket to the battery in the launcher and tapped the sergeant on the helmet. The rocket was 
ready to launch. The sergeant took aim through the window at the unprotected boggie wheel 
and tread. I was sure the tank was only a few feet away from us, outside the window, but it 
must have been about 8-10 yards. A moment before the rocket was fired, Lieutenant 
Laudone moved toward the rear of the rocket launcher to check something. The round fired 
and burning particles of powder flew into his face blinding him for a short period of time. 
The rocket flew true, into the boggy wheel. The explosion blew metal from the tank and wood 
from the nearby building against our house and into m y room. As the dust cleared, the tank 
commander turned his gun turret away from our house. I expected the gunner to fire but then 
realized that the tank commander probably wanted to know if our Bazooka shell had damaged 
the turret or gun. The tank driver then started to move forward but his damaged 30-inch wide 
tread jammed into the boggy wheel, stopping forward movement. The tank driver tried to 
move forward several more times but could not break the jammed wheel loose. The driver 
then changed to reverse gear and backed the tank out of my sight behind the wooden building 
and then retreated. W e took in a big breath of the dust-laden, frozen air! 
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W e followed the sound of the tank's movement as he slowly moved back to the road 
intersection, now guarded by the silent machine gun. Captain Maiale came into my room. W e 
listened as the tank returned to the intersection. W e heard German infantry assembling around 
it. Suddenly, Hall and Gorell, who had dug out of the debris, began to fire again. Under fire 
the German soldiers screamed at each other, the tankers and at us. The fire so surprised and 
disorganized the Germans that they scattered, or tried to take cover behind the tank. W e 
wondered why they did not turn the corner around the barn and rush at us through the yard. I 
continued to fire at German infantry trying to get into the house across the street directly in 
front of m y gun. 

The yelling increased in intensity as a German officer ordered his men and tanks to attack us. 
Then screams filled the air. W e later learned that one of the German tanks had suddenly 
turned and backed up crushing the German Captain beneath the tank tread, killing him 
instantly. The attacks on our building and on the Company F C P continued. All of our 
machine guns were firing. 

Remark: At this point in the battle, my recollection is different from that reported in The Story 
of the Century. The book reports a tank rumbled up the Guising Road, past the Company F 
CP. If the tank had moved north he would have moved through m y field of fire. Maybe he 
did, but I have no recollection of a Tiger tank moving across m y front. I believe the tank 
stayed at the intersection. This is an example of the confusion of battle and alteration of 
memory with time. 

Hall and Gorell continued their steady fire and were able to keep the German Infantry pinned 
down, but a German soldier, in a near-by building, fired a Panzerfaust (a tank destroying, 
rocket like weapon, much larger and more deadly than our bazooka) at the barn. The old stone 
and mortar side of the building caved in on the gun and the two men. Gorell was killed 
instantly; Hall was blown about twenty feet and knocked out. The Germans did not realize 
that the gun was buried, or that the barn was now occupied solely by the dazed Hall. The 
German infantry broke off their attack and assembled around their tanks. Those of us in the 
company C P waited for some indication that all was well in the barn. 

A while later, a man came out of a side door in the barn running toward me. I swung my 
machine gun to fire at him and then realized it was an American - Hall - he was a small, short 
guy. He headed for the front door of our house, just to m y right. He tripped on the doorsill, 
stumbled and fell on the floor. Somebody grabbed him and pulled him deeper into the house. 
W h e n he caught his breath, he moaned that Gorell had been killed. He guessed one of the 
German tanks had fired point blank at the gun, causing the barn to explode and collapse on 
the two men. 

Captain Maiale came up from the cellar. Hall reported that he had searched for but could not 
find Gorell or the gun, and that the ammunition handler had been very seriously wounded. A 
combat patrol from our house was sent over to the barn. They returned in a few minutes and 
reported that Gorell was dead as Hall had reported. The gun was completely covered by fallen 
masonry. Later we were told the ammunition handler had reached the Company F CP, and 
was dying of his wounds. 
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German infantry began to infiltrate toward our building by working their way between the 
two buildings across the street from m y position. Each time a group moved from the back 
yard to the front of the house I fired a full burst until they stopped moving toward us. 

38. ARTILLERY FERE ON "OUR HOUSE" 

Captain Maiale called Battalion HQ and again requested artillery fire on our house and the 
surrounding area including the intersection. H e expected another attack immediately. W e 
were ordered to stay back away from the windows and down near the floor to minimize our 
chances of being hit by our own artillery fire. The artillery and mortar rounds crashed into 
buildings, houses and the ground around us. I don't know why our artillery did not hit our 
house. One direct hit would probably set the house on fire, perhaps causing us to evacuate. 

During this noisy chaos a German tank gunner began to fire his heavy artillery shells into the 
large, two-story, stone home across the street in front of us. These shots were fired at similar 
spaced time intervals, every 15-20 seconds. About 6-8 shells were fired at the same spot in 
the wall, making a 2-3 foot hole. I could not make any sense out of the German tanker firing 
into a house that I suspected was occupied by German soldiers. More tanks had gathered at 
the road intersection. They were moving around; slipping on the snow and ice. A tank began 
to fire his cannon or 88-mm gun across m y front, at the Company F CP. 

I was told to be on the lookout for T/Sgt. Carey and his patrol; they were returning to our 
immediate area. I noticed a GI moving cautiously along the outside of our house. H e crossed 
the open yard in front of m y machine gun, to the barns and buildings on m y right - toward the 
Company F CP. From that position T/Sgt. Carey could see the tank(s) at the intersection. He 
radioed his patrol to get a rocket launcher and ammunition and join him. W h e n they arrived 
he took the bazooka and along with several of his m e n moved from building to building out to 
m y right. German snipers were firing at them. They finally reached a position where they 
could fire on the tanks at the intersection. 

They fired a Bazooka rocket from the barn on my right; I saw the round fly across my front 
and disappear behind the barn at the intersection. A second round was fired. A heavy 
explosion occurred on the street behind the barn. Burning fuel and greasy black smoke, 
carried by the north blowing wind, flowed across m y field of fire on the Guising road; I 
guessed the tank engine air intake or reserve tank of fuel had been hit. The German tankers 
screamed and yelled as they began to evacuate the burning tank. I heard American rifle shots 
from the building to m y right. As the tankers emerged from the top hatch Carey and his men 
fired on them with their rifles. They killed or wounded all who emerged. Diesel fuel burned 
and ammunition exploded for hours. 

Captain Maiale came up from the cellar carrying a box of captured German flares. He 
commented that he had a report that the Germans had earlier fired a white flare, and we 
received a heavy artillery barrage. H e stepped to the door and fired every flare in the box. Our 
battle area was illuminated with white, red, and green flares and the effect so confused the 
situation that the German artillery stopped firing at us. 

Captain Maiale wrote... "WTien darkness came, back they were again and this time they 
finished off F Company. They got them all except the company commander who was coming 
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down the street. They kept coming in, and m y machine guns kept mowing them down. For 
some reason they were unable to locate m y guns and me. However, the (German) wounded 
out there could see us and when they began pointing us out to the tanks behind them, I 
reluctantly had to place three of m y best marksmen upstairs to kill off the wounded". 

The battle around our CP tapered off. The Germans tanks and infantry fell back to positions 
away from the intersection and our CP. Some other GI took over the machine gun and I went 
down into the cellar to rest. In no time I fell asleep. I was awakened and ordered to meet with 
Captain Maiale. He told m e to accompany him, as his bodyguard, to a meeting of Company 
Commanders at the battalion CP. I picked up an M-l rifle and m y .45-caliber pistol. In the 
dark of night the two of us left the house and cautiously made our way several hundred yards 
to the southeast to the Battalion CP. I was stationed outside the house while the officers 
decided what to do tomorrow. After the meeting broke up, we returned to our CP. I went back 
to m y machine gun that guarded the yard in front of the house. Although guards were posted, 
nobody slept much that night. 

39. GERMANS IN US WHITE PARKAS - JANUARY 9 

I was not aware that after midnight German infantry again entered Rimling from the north and 
west. They moved silently through the streets and buildings and captured the Company F CP 
on Guising road, less than 150 feet away from our house. Some alert GI from Company F had 
pushed the send switch on a hand held radio so that we could hear the quiet German voices, 
out most of the words were garbled. W e waited on full alert, expecting an attack through the 
yard toward our house. As time passed, the area became quiet. 

Without any warning, I heard a voice yell out from the Guising Road, "Don't shoot, we are 
Americans". I was unable to determine whether a German or an American was speaking. A 
group of people started to walk south on Guising Road, from m y right to m y left, crossing in 
front of m y machine gun. Some wore German gray overcoats and others wore American 
white parkas. I could not see clearly in the frozen, gray, foggy night air. They looked like 
floating ghosts. I called for help. Captain Maiale came to m y gun. He said, "Fire over their 
heads". I fired several 5-second bursts over their heads. The group stopped; half fell to the 
ground; some moaned; someone cried out, "Don't shoot we are Americans, the Germans are 
making us cross in front of you". Someone yelled, "You have hit some of us". They slowly 
got on their hands and knees and then stood up, standing still. A moment later, still moaning 
and yelling at us, they bunched together and moved slowly to m y left, toward the barn where 
Gorell's body lay. I hesitated to fire at the gray overcoats because I feared the Americans were 
forced to wear the German overcoats and the Germans were wearing American parkas. 

A few more people raised up on their hands and knees and crawled toward my left, then stood 
up and moved behind the barn, out of m y sight. One body lay on the street in the snow, in 
plain view. I wondered if I had hit one of our men. The area became silent. I waited with the 
machine gun at ready, but nothing moved. Everything was quiet. The ghosts had gone. 

The Story of the Century reports that 30 men from Company F were cut off from the rest of 
the company and captured. Six men from T/Sgt. Carey's platoon were also captured. I assume 
these were the men who were marched across in front of m y gun. Four of Carey's men 
escaped to the attic of the building. 



All of the battle described above resulted from the northern prong of a two-prong attack, on 
the western side of Rimling, by the 17th SS-Panzer-Grenadier Division. As daylight arrived, 
the Germans struck east from Schlossberg Hill and quickly seized a hill slightly more than 
one half mile south of Rimling, behind our position. This southern prong attack forced parts 
of Companies E and G to withdraw southward toward Guising because they were unable to 
stop the German tanks and infantry. The withdrawal placed the German forces in a position to 
advance further to the east and, unless stopped, could cut Rimling off from the south. W e 
were in a position to be surrounded. German infantry rushed east down the slope toward our 
81-mm mortars emplaced in the creek area southeast of Rimling. 

40. ATTACK ON OUR 81-MM MORTARS 

Rincker wrote that our 81 -mm mortar men noticed a large body of Germans approaching their 
position. The Platoon Leader, 1 st Lieutenant Bradshaw, from Washington, D C , spread several 
of his men around the area with M-l rifles and carbines. The attacking Germans were well 
armed with rifles, machine guns and mortars. Our mortar crews waited until the Germans 
were about 150 yards away before firing. Lieutenant Bradshaw called for the Germans to 
surrender. The German commander set up his machine guns and returned the fire. Our 
mortars fired and knocked them out. German infantry charged our mortar position. 

The 81-mm mortar cannot shoot accurately at a range of less than 125 yards and its danger 
zone is about 100 yards (that would be setting the barrel to fire almost vertical). Our mortar 
men held the tubes with their bare hands and fired mortar rounds at the extremely dangerous 
range of 75 yards. The battle continued for about two hours before the Germans quit. There 
were 37 dead and 23 wounded and two got away. Rincker wrote... "A very good score for a 
mortar platoon that isn't supposed to fight that way". 

41 SNIPER FERE 

Back at the Company H CP, I was ordered to the machine gun in the attic and to stop the 
German soldiers using a trail leading toward our position from the stone quarry area. Each 
time one of us climbed (actually ran) up the stairway to the second floor, a sniper's bullet 
would slam into the wall on the right side of the steps. That impact area continued to grow in 
size to about a foot long and some depth into the wall. W e were unable to locate the sniper. 

We would set ourselves at the bottom of the stairs and then rush up past the point of impact. 
Rushing was not an easy task because of the thick layers of cold weather clothes we wore and 
the loads of ammunition w e carried. Someone noticed that the wall where the sniper bullets 
hit was smoking and showed a small flame. After I successfully ran up the stairs, several 
tracer bullets slammed into the wall and started a larger fire in the lathe and plaster. 

We couldn't just walk up to the wall and chip out the burning portion. That would have been a 
field day for the German sniper. I noticed a bookcase filled with books. I carried several 
armfuls of books as close to the burning area as I thought prudent, then crawled toward the 
fire on the floor. While lying on the floor, I threw the books at the wall until the smoldering 
wood and plaster broke off and fell away. The house did not burn; we were all relieved. 
However, at sometime while I was running up or down the steps, I must have turned an ankle 
because it began to swell and pain. Soon it hurt to stand on it. 
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The Germans kept moving toward us on the trail from the quarry, and I kept throwing 
machine gun fire at them. They would be hit by the bullets, fall down on the ice and snow and 
slip or slide out of m y sight (a building blocked m y view of the lower part of the trail). There 
must have been a bunch of Germans lying in the snow. Those infantrymen finally stopped 
using the trail and I backed away from the gun to rest. 

42. A FAILED RESCUE ATTEMPT 

In mid-morning, I was behind the attic machine gun watching for German attacks. We were 
told that the 1 st Battalion, 398th Infantry Regiment had been ordered to counterattack toward 
us from the vicinity of Rohrbach. They were to clear the Germans from the high ground south 
of Rimling and stop the possible encirclement of the town. A company of tanks was attached 
to the 1 st Battalion for support against German tanks or tank destroyers (TD). I watched the 
counterattack commence about a mile away from us. The American infantrymen looked like 
small black dots moving over a crest of a hill toward us through the white fields of snow. 
American tanks moved over the crest of the hill behind the infantrymen and fired (toward us) 
at the German positions south of Rimling. German artillery, both short and long range fired 
on them. After trying to move forward and support the advancing infantrymen, the American 
armor quickly retreated over the crest of the hill and hid behind it. The German artillery then 
began to fire on our infantry. The American infantrymen and armor were stopped twice by 
German counterattacks within 1,000 yards of us. Those who could still walk turned and 
retreated over the crest of the hill, out of the sight of the German field artillery observers. 

It soon became clear that we could not hold out much longer without reinforcements. We 
were virtually alone in Rimling. I wondered how this fight would end. Only our two officers 
know how close we were to being completely surrounded. 

43. ANOTHER SNIPER 

Around noon I was ordered to the gun in the front room to guard the area in front of the house 
against another German attack. Their artillery was exploding around our house and the town 
as usual. I watched the house across the Guising Road looking for a sniper. The German 
soldier who had fallen to the snow covered road early that morning - when I had fired over 
the heads of a group of people - was still lying in the middle of the road. That soldier slowly 
got up on his knees, stood up, picked up his rifle and causally walked toward the house that 
hid the sniper. I was too stunned and in shock to sight the machine-gun on him. When I 
finally turned the gun to fire, he had disappeared behind the barn. I was unable to believe 
what had happened. N o w we had another sniper in that building. 

44. SNIPER KILLS T/SGT. CAREY 

As the afternoon hour moved on toward darkness, I was told to be on the lookout for T/Sgt. 
Carey and his patrol. They were returning to our area to rescue a sergeant and his bazooka 
team who were in a loft of a nearby barn. The barn was a part of the buildings used by 
Company F for their CP. The bazooka team had escaped into the loft when the Germans 
captured the Company F CP. Captain Maiale was standing in the hall on m y right. I saw a GI 
who I assumed was T/Sgt. Carey walking across the open yard in front of m y gun. A shot 
rang out; he ducked and turned to look back to his men and muttered something, which I did 
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not understand. From the angle of m y position to him, and the building across the Guising 
road, I assumed the sniper had him in his sight. The next shot knocked his head back and he 
fell to the ground. Nobody was able to reach him in the open yard. 

Captain Maiale wrote in an undated letter "Carey returned and the sniper took a shot at him. 
None of us could locate the SOB. Carey must still have been upset and his judgement 
impaired. H e stood outside m y door and waved his arms, yelling to the sniper to shoot him. I 
yelled to Carey but it was too late. The sniper had drawn a good bead on him and had hit him 
in the middle of the forehead". 

My memory of his death is in conflict with some of the details presented in The Story of the 
Century. That account gives more details of the magnificent work he did during these two 
days. He was credited with saving many lives during the battle for Rimling. I credit him with 
saving mine. 

45. WITHDRAWAL FROM RIMLING 

German artillery and infantry small arms fire continued to strike against and around our house 
into the evening hours. However, no combined tank-infantry attacks were made against us. As 
darkness approached, w e were ordered to prepare to leave our positions and fall back when it 
became totally dark. Division ordered our regiment to establish an east-west line running 
roughly through Guising. Lieutenant Laudone called m e to the cellar. I limped down the steps 
and reported to him. H e said "Eckard, when w e leave I want you to take one of the German 
prisoners back to Regimental H Q . You make arrangements with Barnes (our Jeep driver). 
After turning the prisoner over to the Military Police, you go to the Battalion Aid Station and 
get that ankle fixed". That was great news, I would ride out of Rimling; the other troops 
would walk out through the snow. M y guess was that about eight of us from Company H 
remained active, our two officers, a couple of sergeants and a few other men. M y count did 
not reflect the men of our mortar platoon who had saved us from being surrounded. 

I found Pfc. John Barnes and we exchanged our orders. He said he was to leave the house a 
few minutes before the troops evacuated. Both of us had been ordered to be certain that, 
whatever happened during our withdrawal, w e must leave the town as soon as possible. All 
artillery units in the division and many long-range artillery units from higher headquarters 
were to fire at different times so that all the shells landed on Rimling at the same moment. In 
an artilleryman's language it's called T O T or Total on Target The Germans would not have 
any warning before all the shells hit them simultaneously. 

As dusk fell, German artillery and small arms fire stopped. The area became quiet. Perhaps 
they had enough fighting for the day. I left the machine gun position, picked up m y M-l rifle 
and some ammunition and went into the cellar to get the prisoner. He was a young German 
soldier about m y age - about 19 years old - dressed in the usual gray overcoat. He had no hat 
or helmet. 

Barnes, the prisoner and I stood in the front doorway waiting for the signal to leave the house. 
I somehow made that German soldier understand that if he made any noise or called to his 
fellow soldiers, I would shoot him in the head. I held m y loaded .45-caliber pistol to his head 
and put a finger to m y lips, indicating quiet. W e had to assume that German snipers were still 
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on alert in the buildings across the Guising Road. If a sniper noticed us leaving and fired, w e 
could become engaged in a fire fight and be unable to leave Rimling before the T O T barrage. 

The wind blew the low hanging clouds away. The temperature was cold, below freezing. An 
almost full moon lighted the snow-covered ground. W e were wearing our parkas with the 
white side out. I thought, that's great, the prisoner is in gray overcoat, just the perfect target to 
expose Barnes and me. The three of us were to leave the house first, before the others. Barnes, 
the prisoner and I had about 10 yards of open yard space to walk across to get to the shed 
where the Jeep was parked. Barnes turned and told m e the bad news; the Jeep had not been 
started since he arrived at the CP. It had sat in the cold air for four days. Again I thought, 
great! Let's hope it starts. I wondered if I could walk out with the injured ankle. 

As the time to leave approached everybody in the house was alert for any German activity. 
Barnes was told to go. H e stepped out the front door, turning right toward the shed. I nudged 
the German prisoner out the door a moment later, fully expecting to be fired upon by a sniper. 
M y prisoner walked 5 yards behind Barnes, looking straight ahead; his hands were down at 
his sides. I walked close to the German, holding m y pistol against the back of his head, 
making sure he could feel the barrel. If I went down from sniper fire, he would also. M y rifle 
was cocked and ready in m y left arm. That was the longest, quietest, brightest, and scariest 10 
yards distance I have ever walked. Barnes reached the shed and quietly pulled the doors open. 
The front of the Jeep faced toward the shed doors; the Jeep's canvas top was not installed. 
Barnes sat down in the driver's seat. I motioned the prisoner to sit in the front passenger seat 
and I climbed up into the elevated back seat. Barnes turned the ignition key; the starter motor 
noise seemed as loud as an airplane engine. The engine turned over but would not start. I 
knew w e were going to alert the Germans and they would attack. 

Looking over the Jeep hood, I saw movement at the front of our house. The shadowy shapes 
of the rest of men from the company moved out of the front door of the house, turned to their 
left, past the living room window, across the front of the house, then turned the corner and 
disappeared. W e three were the last to leave. Barnes tried to start the engine two more times; 
the third time it caught and started. H e did not wait for the engine to warm-up but slowly 
drove off across the front of the house. H e moved between houses, sheds and barns and 
finally found the road and headed east toward the Bettviller intersection. I did not notice any 
American troops on the road until w e had made the right turn to go south to Bettviller. I 
relaxed at this point and noticed the pain in the right ankle. W e slowly drove between the 
lines of exhausted and dispirited American troops, leaving Rimling to the Germans. 

The Story of the Century reports the withdrawal from Rimling began just after dark. It was 
managed so well that about 20 minutes after the last ̂ American unit had left town, the 
Germans launched a major tank-infantry attack to take Rimling, unaware that it was already 
empty. Our heavy concentrations of artillery fire, laid directly on the town, caught them 
unprepared and caused heavy damage. 

Barnes drove to Military Police HQ. I turned the German prisoner over to them. He drove me 
to the Battalion Aid Station and I reported in. I was handed a cup of boiling black coffee. M y 
sprained ankle was not a high priority, so it took a while for the medics to examine me. In 
short order I was carried to a tent and a bed. I undressed and fell into the first sound sleep in 
three days. I was restricted to m y bed for 10 days, then released to return to m y company. 

70 



Remarks: Over the years since 1945,1 have regretted that we were unable to recover the 
bodies of our buddies and friends who lay in the snow covered streets and in the buildings 
around Rimling. W e took out our wounded and our guns. I suppose we left the French and 
German civilians and a few of our German prisoners to fend for themselves. All of us who 
left the Company H C P that night have many regrets, unanswered questions, and different 
memories. W e also are aware that we stopped a major German attack that might have 
destroyed our division and caused more havoc in our lines. 

Captain Maiale wrote..."We received a commendation from the Army Group Commander for 
Rimling. Axis Sally called us the "Bloody Butchers of Bitche." It seems that the Germans had 
lost the better parts of two divisions on our front. I think that Company H can account for 
about 500 of these". 

T/Sgt. Charles F. Carey, Jr. was posthumously awarded our nation's highest award, the 
Congressional Medal of Honor, for his "heroic actions" in Rimling during January 8-9, 1945. 

Pfc. Robert Gorell (Posthumously) and Pfc. Ellis Hall were awarded our nation's second 
highest decoration, the Distinguished Service Cross, for their "heroism and unflinching 
courage" against an enemy in combat, on January 8,1945 in Rimling, France. I am unable to 
determine whether their ammunition handler received an award. 

2nd Lieutenant Frank J. Rosse was posthumously awarded the Silver Star for "gallantry in 
action" during the period January 5-8,1945 in the vicinity of Rimling, France 

Company H, 397th Infantry Regiment was awarded the Distinguished Unit Citation for the 
battle at Rimling in January 1945. 

46. HOLBACH, FR - WINTER DEFENSE LINE 

The Regimental Hospital discharged me about January 20th. By that date the 2nd Battalion 
was settled into winter defense positions in the town of Holbach located about 10 miles west 
of Bitche, France. (A large-scale map of the Bitche-Rimling area is included in the snapshots 
and documents section). The town is located in the lower portion of the center of the map. 
Holbach was a typical French farming town with houses built on steep hills and in valleys. 
Most of the houses seemed empty; I assumed that most French civilians were living in their 
cellars. Each company and platoon was assigned to houses at various locations around the 
town. 

I reported to the Company H CP; it was located in a 2-story house built on the side of a steep 
hill. I was assigned to Company H H Q and ordered to drop m y gear in the attached hayloft. 
Our officers and senior N C O s were housed in the upper rooms of the house. The French 
owners and their teen-aged daughter lived under the house with their few animals. I enjoyed 
sleeping on the straw in m y sleeping bag; it was dry and warm. 

Our situation was described in The Story of the Century... "After the withdrawal from 
Rimling, the division remained in static defensive positions of a winter line. Since the 100th 
was the only division on the Seventh Army front not to fall back under pressure from the 
German Army, it was ordered to hold while other divisions of the Army front were regaining 
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positions from which they could jump off in the spring offensive". 

"This was the locale for the long boredom of winter warfare. The endless cold and misery of 
foxholes, trench foot and nervous kidneys. The routine shift from foxholes to reserve 
positions in crowded, smoky houses. The shift back to the foxholes again - foxholes that we 
logged over, and propped up and floored under until they took on the aspect of permanent 
habitations. The walking or driving along roads deep in snow or slush. The two "hot" meals 
coming luke-warm from the marmite cans and half-frozen before you could wolf them. And 
the desire to puke at the thought of K-rations. The thawing weather came in early in February. 
The streams overflowed, the draws flooded, and the foxholes and emplacements filled with 
ice water. Everything was wet, and always everything was muddy. The old mud was hardly 
caked before it was slimed over with new mud". 

"And the military duties? We strung concertina (barbed) wire across all the likely approaches 
and then across all the unlikely ones. W e dug new emplacements for weapons. W e repaired 
communication wire which otherwise harmless mortar fire was endlessly knocking out. W e 
shored up the sides of our machine-gun emplacements. And then w e went into reserve. W e 
also w e took training on how to use the weapons we had learned to live with. Or w e trained 
the replacements that the army called "reinforcements". 

A rumor began to filter through the company: The Bronze Star Medal was to be awarded to 
all troops engaged in the Rimling battle. A week later the rumor had changed: Higher 
Headquarters did not approve of that award. W e waited for further word! 

The battalion ordered work on a second and third line of defense in the event the Germans 
attacked and broke through our main line of defenses in the Maginot Line. M y first 
assignment was to give technical assistance to the troops from C o A, 325th Combat Engineer 
Battalion, in preparing machine gun positions in and around Holbach. The engineers were 
blasting holes in the frozen ground, using blocks of TNT. They also cleared our field of fire. I 
marveled at how fast the holes were created with explosives compared to digging a foxhole 
with our small shovels. 

All of the trees lining both sides of the roads were cut into, leaving deep notches facing the 
road. Most of the trees had blocks of T N T and Primacord fastened to them so they could be 
toppled instantly. All the engineers had to do was detonate the explosives and they had 
created a crisscross roadblock that could stretch for miles in case the Germans attacked and 
were able to penetrate our lines. 

47. ROTATION TO A MAGINOT LINE FORT 

The part of the line assigned to our battalion ran through or between several of the large 
fortifications of the famous Maginot Line. During the 1930's the French Government built 
some 50 major forts in the Alsace and Lorraine region, between the town of Wissembourg, a 
small city at France's northeastern point, north of Strasbourg, and the major industrial city of 
Metz, to the west. In the gaps between those large cities the designers located a seemingly 
impenetrable swarm of smaller blockhouses. The major fort at Bitche, named Simserhof, had 
nearly three miles of tunnels, about 120 feet underground, made of stone and concrete. 
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A life zone was located at one end and a fighting zone at the other; secondary tunnels, 
stairways and elevators connected these two zones. Over 800 Frenchmen were to serve in this 
fort during combat. These French soldiers, their equipment and munitions were transported 
underground by trolley. The command and living areas were the roots, from which a long 
trunk tunnel led to branch tunnels, which led to individual bunkers (as many as 17) armed 
with a 75-mm cannon, mortars, and machine guns. Each of these large forts was a self-
sufficient unit, a little underground city. 

In late January my assignment to establish our fall back machine gun positions was 
completed. I was then assigned m y first rotation up to a Maginot Line fort. In the early 
afternoon, I left m y living and sleeping quarters at Company H Q , carrying all m y equipment, 
gear and sleeping bag. I walked down the ridge road to the main road in the valley, crossed 
through the center of Holbach and then up another ridge road. About every other house had 
sustained some damage. The Germans knew we were in Holbach and had zeroed in all road 
intersections. They harassed us constantly with artillery fire, 2-3 shells each hour. 

I walked into the 1 st Platoon house and greeted the other 4 members of the squad who were 
assembled there. They had already spread out their equipment and bedroll and were cleaning 
up, resting or sleeping. I found an empty place and laid out m y gear and sleeping bag. In no 
time I was asleep. At dusk our sergeant awakened us. W e dressed and zipped up our white 
parkas - the last of five layers of clothing; then covered our steel helmet with the white parka 
hood. W e then slung our pack and sleeping bag over our shoulder, strapped on our pistol belt 
and picked up our rifles and ammunition and went outside. A low, dark gray cloud cover 
moved slowly over our heads. The sergeant lead off, w e followed in a line, about 5 yards 
apart. W e slowly walked up a hill, through snowdrifts, past dark groups of trees, then up onto 
the cleared high ground where the Maginot Line fort was located. 

During this walk to the fort I became aware that we were walking in a strange twilight. Then I 
realized that searchlights, located several miles our rear, were pointed to direct their bright 
light toward the bottom of the cloud layer. The resulting reflection gave the entire area an 
errie dull twilight. Coupled with the snow-covered ground, I could see well enough to identify 
objects. 

Our sergeant led us toward a large concrete structure perhaps 75 feet across and 25 feet high. 
M a n y American artillery shells had hit it in during the December 1944 attack. W e were 
cautioned that several unexploded 4-inch diameter shells remained stuck (unexploded) in the 
concrete above our heads. W e climbed over the rubble into the fort. Although previous 
artillery barrages had dislodged blocks of concrete from the inside walls, we found an almost 
dry place to sit down against the wall. W e were scheduled to relieve the two machine gun 
crews on the line about midnight. I took off m y pack, stood the rifle against the wall and 
pulled m y sleeping bag up around m y body and rested. Each of us could hear and feel the dull 
thud of German artillery or mortar rounds exploding around the area. 

Just before midnight, we four machine gunners, lead by our sergeant left the dark fort and 
moved around and out in front of it. W e walked down the snow-covered slope to the first 
machine gun foxhole. T w o GI's climbed out and m y 2nd gunner and I climbed in, trying to 
not disturb the snow cover and thus expose our position. The group then moved on to the next 
machine gun position that was out of m y sight, leaving us alone. 
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W e stood up on the firing step and quietly checked the machine gun and ammunition; it 
seemed to be in operating mode. W e then began to inspect our home for the next 24 hours. 
Although the ground outside was covered by frozen snow, inside our foxhole we were 
standing in slippery, liquid mud and almost melting icy ground along the sides. The hole was 
dug about seven feet deep, 3 feet wide and six feet long. I took the first hour of guard duty; 
m y partner sat on the rear-firing step and tried to sleep. I stepped up on the forward firing 
step, looking over the gun at the countryside ahead of us. Other than fence poles sticking out 
of the snow and a few trees, I could see wide-open countryside with no indication of German 
or American positions. I hoped that there were some American riflemen out in front of us. 

We were constantly alert for movement because we knew that both sides were sending out 
patrols to locate enemy positions or bring back prisoners. Nothing moved. I was careful to not 
keep m y head up for more than a few moments, studying the ground in front of me, because a 
German sniper might have m e in his sights. Every so often a shell would explode around us or 
in the area in front of us. Otherwise nothing moved. The searchlight beam bouncing off the 
bottom of the cloud layer gave a spooky look to the snow-covered battlefield. 

First light showed in the east, bringing another very cold day with a thick layer of clouds and 
cold mud. There was no movement or action in front of us. Every three or four minutes I 
would slowly raise m y head up out of the foxhole to check the ground toward the German 
lines. A German mortar coughed sending a shell toward our line. They were not shooting at 
our foxhole. Other than artillery and mortar shells, both theirs and ours, nothing moved or 
made a sound. W e broke open a breakfast K ration and then, later, a lunch ration. 

The day turned into dusk and night without incident. We spent 24 hours in the foxhole, then 
were relived for 24 hours in the fort. Nobody moved in the daylight. In any event, we spent 
about four days on the line and then, during darkness, walked back to our quarters in Holbach. 
Once there we rested, ate mostly warm meals and cleaned thick layers of m u d from our 
clothes, gear and weapons. Then three days later, we again rotated up to the front line 
machine gun position. 

48. COMBAT FOOD AND MUD 

I have not commented much about our food. The K-rations we opened were specially 
prepared meals that were packaged in a waterproof box about the size of a Cracker Jack box. 
Each box was labeled Breakfast, Dinner or Supper. W e could carry three or four boxes in the 
large pockets of our field jackets. Each box contained a small can, about the size of a small 
can of Tuna fish. The contents of the can varied depending on the three meals, ham and eggs 
for breakfast, cheese for dinner and pork loaf or Spam for supper. I had no problem eating any 
item, but the pork loaf was very fatty. What I really liked about the rations was the very 
condensed fruit bar. Each box also contained a small packet of Nescafe instant coffee or some 
instant lemonade and a package of three cigarettes with matches. 

My next most liked item was the bar of hard chocolate, a rectangular shaped non-melting 
moldy-tasting hunk of chocolate, measuring about an inch and a quarter wide, one inch thick 
and about four inches long. One bar would last a man all day if he could stomach an entire bar 
in a single day. It was hard and could hardly be broken up. One time I hit a bar with m y rifle 
butt to break it apart. Somebody said it couldn't be shaved with a trench knife and it 
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absolutely refused to melt-even in boiling water. I remember reading that the chocolate bar 
contained 4,000 Calories. Talk about an energy fix! I ate every bit of every bar! 

When we were eating K rations once a week they were very tasty but day after day they 
became a pain and many of us existed just on the fruit bar, chocolate bar and crackers. 
However, when you are hungry, even K-rations tasted good. 

Sometimes we would be given a box of C rations. These were cans the size of Campbell soup 
which we would place on the engine of a Jeep (if one was available) or in a fire to heat. W e 
all carried a small folding can opener; I carried only one eating utensil - a large spoon in m y 
boot. For the most part we ate when we had time, there were days that we were too occupied 
with the events around us to eat. 

On a day when all was quiet we measured the depth of the mud; it averaged 6 inches. It took 
some time to clean up after a period on the line. The mud was dried thick on our clothes and 
equipment. I happened to watch one of our sergeants scrapping caked mud from his rifle. He 
set the safety to on and laid the rifle stock on the hood of a jeep, holding the end of the barrel 
in his left hand. He then placed his left foot on the Jeep bumper. As he scrapped the mud from 
the stock, somehow, the trigger housing became involved with a hook on the top of the hood, 
which set the safety to off. As he continued scrapping mud, he pulled the rifle toward himself. 
The rifle fired and the bullet passed (only) through his knee. He was lucky. After he was 
evacuated to the hospital, we received lectures (again) on removing all ammunition from a 
weapon and then to check it the second time to be certain. 

49. GUARD DUTY, REST CENTERS AND RED CROSS WOMEN 

Each of us stood guard duty, day and night, at many guard posts and roadblocks around 
Holbach and the immediate vicinity. During the daylight hours we trained new 
reinforcements. Each company received new people to bring it up to near full strength. They 
were given briefings related to our defensive situation and additional training before they 
manned the machine guns on the line. 

Rest Centers were set up at the battalion and higher levels. When our turn came we were 
trucked there for a few days of relaxation from the cold monotony of the foxholes. Each 
platoon had a quota. I was sent to the Division Rest Center at Sarrebourg. W e had three hot 
meals each day, hot showers, a quiet place to read books, a place to watch a movie, time to 
walk around the town or just stay in our bed all day. All of our muddy, wet, torn clothes were 
replaced with used, clean, dry replacements. I was interviewed about the battle at Rimling. 
The interview was taped and sent to Radio Station W W S W in Pittsburgh, PA. They played it 
over the airwaves. Later the local station cut a record and sent it to m e at home. I have it in 
m y W W I I records. Much later I recorded the record on tape. 

One very clear, cold, beautiful blue-sky day in February a Red Cross truck drove into 
Holbach. Out jumped three young Red Cross women volunteers. What a surprise! You must 
remember that we were less than 1,000 yards from the line and here were A M E R I C A N girls. 
All of the troops in Holbach were given the opportunity to visit the truck for coffee and 
donuts. Most of the GIs just stood around, in clothes with mud up over our helmets, drinking 
coffee and eating donuts, looking at those young women. Thinking of home, no doubt. 
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50. TRADED PISTOL FOR TOMMY GUN 

Another cold day in early February, an American tank climbed the frozen dirt road up the hill 
to the Company H CP. The tankers probably had business in our H Q , but m y eye was on one 
of the Thompson submachine guns (Tommy Gun) they carried. After discussing a trade - m y 
.45-caliber pistol for his .45-caliber submachine gun - we agreed, shook hands and exchanged 
weapons. That afternoon, after the tank had left, I sat down in the hayloft to learn how the 
weapon worked. I checked the weapon twice to be sure that it was not loaded, then set the 
stock in m y lap and pointed the barrel up toward the roof. I pulled the heavy, spring loaded 
bolt back and slowly allowed it to move forward, across the loaded clip, forcing a bullet into 
the firing chamber. I did not want to fire the bullet so I pulled the bolt back a bit and released 
it, in an attempt to cause the extractor lugs to grasp the rim of the cartridge and remove it. 

Well, my plan did not work, so I allowed the bolt to go forward more forcefully, then almost 
allowing it to go under it own power and the round exploded. The almost 1/2 inch diameter 
bullet went through the roof, breaking several tiles. Needless to say everybody in the area 
went on full alert. At least I was smart enough to work with only one round or a bunch of 
.45- caliber bullets would have gone through the roof. The upshot of this excitement was a 
stern reprimand from Lieutenant Laudone. Later one of our sergeants quietly showed m e how 
to become friends with the Thompson submachine gun. 

After that incident I began to carry the submachine gun to the line. All of us liked the idea of 
increased firepower from that weapon, but I worried whether I could hit any thing with it. 
One evening while I was in the blockhouse bunker in the Maginot Line, I was ordered to go 
back toward Holback and meet a group of our Combat Engineers. They were hand carrying, 
locally fabricated wooden walls and floors to line our foxholes. The plan was for m e to leave 
the bunker, go back toward a rear-wooded area, contact them and guide them to our holes. I 
was reminded to be on the lookout for German patrols in our area that night. Thus I was on 
full alert and carried the submachine gun with two fully loaded clips, taped together for a 
quick change. As I slowly pushed through the snow, back toward the silent woods, I saw 
several round, helmet-like objects bobbing just at the crest of a ridge - a group of men 
walking toward me. I crouched down into the snow. 

I whispered "Halt". No response, they kept walking toward me. Because of the surface 
topography I could only see the upper part of their bodies. I looked at their helmets but in the 
darkness, I could not completely identify them as German or American. I could hear them 
speak but I could not make out the words, some words sounded like harsh, guttural German 
and some melting pot American English. I again quietly said, "Halt"; they continued to move 
toward me. I raised and pointed the gun at them, pulled the bolt back and released it, loading 
the weapon. That noise caught one man's attention because he said "My God, somebody just 
loaded a weapon." They all stopped in their tracks. I spoke the sign, one of them gave m e the 
correct countersign. I told them to advance and be recognized. They were the engineers and 
were within a blink of an eye of being fired upon. They had no idea that they were so close to 
the line. Every so often when I think of these days in the cold and snow, I get the chills about 
how close I came to firing at them. The end of the story is we machine gunners were snug as a 
bug in a rug in our wood-lined foxholes, thanks to our engineers. 
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51. PROMOTION/COMMISSION 

During February, after I was promoted to Corporal, I was ordered to the Company HQ. 
Captain Maiale asked if I was interested in receiving a battlefield commission as a 2nd 
Lieutenant Infantry Officer. I would be sent back to Paris for 7 days and then returned to duty. 
There was no assurance that I would return to Company H. I declined the offer. I explained 
that I was responsible for a section of machine guns - about 12 people and that was enough at 
m y age -19 years old. Furthermore I did not want to take the chance of being assigned to 
another company in another division. Later I was told that about 10 men in our company had 
accepted the same opportunity, were commissioned A N D all had returned to our company, 
replacing officers who had become casualties. 

Many times since I have speculated how my war, and later life, would have changed had I 
accepted the offer and been commissioned. Not too much was lost, however, because in 
December 1950,1 was appointed an Infantry 2nd Lieutenant in the Army's Active Reserve. 

52. MAGINOT FORT INSPECTION 

One evening, while off duty in Holbach, several of us went up to a large Maginot fort on the 
line and slept there over night. The next day we took our flashlights and weapons and 
explored the underground fortress. W e climbed down metal ladders for 5-6 floors and walked 
the long corridors and inspected adjacent rooms. Trolley tracks were still there as well as 
much equipment and ammunition. W e had been cautioned to be aware that some of the 
tunnels ran underground toward the German positions in the direction of the city of Bitche. 
After 3-4 hours we had penetrated a good distance from where we had entered. W e heard 
German hob-nailed boots walking on the concrete floor ahead of us. Needless to say we made 
a quick retreat and began to climb quietly up the ladders. W e spent some time exploring the 
second level and found boxes of German hand grenades, both the so-called potato masher 
(with a foot long handle, used for throwing) and a box of new, small, hand sized concussion 
grenades. W e took them to our quarters in Holbach and spent a part of a day throwing them 
down a hill so that they would explode just as they hit the ground. Fourth of July fire works in 
the middle of February. 

53. MORTAR ATTACK 

One last story about the boring days in the winter defensive line. Two of us were in the 
machine gun emplacement in the Maginot Line on a bright sunny February day. The snow 
was quickly melting to slush. The night before we heard several German patrols in our area, 
wearing hob-nailed shoes, walking on the paved road in front of our positions. That day I 
suspect that we had our heads up too high, enjoying the warm sunshine and were spotted by a 
German observer. A German mortar coughed - a shell had been fired. W e ducked down into 
the hole. The shell exploded in front and to our left. Several moments later, another cough and 
the second round landed behind us. The next shell landed in front of our position. W e were 
being bracketed and expected the next shell to land upon us. There was no place to go. W e sat 
down in the very bottom of the hole, in the cold mud and waited. The German gunner fired 
again; the shell landed a couple yards from our foxhole. For some reason it did not explode. It 
was a dud. W e sat, waiting, but for whatever reason the German gunner did not fire again. W e 
had been taught a good lesson, don't stick your head up too often or you will be used for 
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target practice. W e were very lucky because mortars are usually very accurate when operated 
by well-trained gunners. 

Captain Maiale comments..."We spent our days wondering what to do with the time on our 
hands. When the days got warmer, we even played volleyball 1000 yards from the German 
lines. With remarkable suddenness the snow melted and spring came. It turned warm and the 
country turned green in a matter of days." (A picture of Lt. Laudone and m e playing 
volleyball during March 1945 in Holback is included in the snapshots and documents 
section). 

On March 7 American troops captured the Remagen Bridge allowing the swift-flowing 
currents of the Rhine River to be crossed. In a matter of days, five divisions had crossed into 
Germany. 

A clear, warm day, March 13, brought out the long dormant German Air Force. In mid-
afternoon a bunch of us were playing volleyball on an exposed ridge. A n American P-47 
fighter plane strafed Holbach. W e later learned the plane had been captured by the Germans 
and was piloted by a German pilot. With .50-Caliber machine gun bullets hitting the ground 
around us, Lieutenant Laudone and I ran for the closest hole to get below ground level. He 
was slightly ahead of m e and jumped first, I piled on top of him. With only a slight smile on 
his face, his comment was "That was very close to assaulting an officer." Later that day, I was 
again assigned to Company H Q to do whatever was needed for our company officers and 
senior NCOs. I wondered why I was given a new assignment on that day. It soon became 
obvious. 

54. MARCH 15 ATTACK 

On March 13 the division began to carry out plans for its part in the execution of the Seventh 
Army spring offensive. The X V Corps, (3rd, 45th, 71st and 100th Divisions), was to make the 
main effort to penetrate the Siegfied Line and those parts of the Maginot Line still not taken. 
The 100th Division was to attack from positions near the center of our defensive lines and 
move east to take the ancient fortress town of Bitche, the high ground surrounding the town 
and Camp De Bitche to the east. The town was a key location in the Maginot Line and had 
withstood all attacks for over 200 years. After taking Bitche, the 100th was to pivot 
northward, against the German Siegfred Line. When the various units in X V Corps had 
moved to a position to jump off, the 100th had a front only one regiment wide. Usually an 
Infantry Division has a front of about 5 miles wide. 

The 3rd and 45th Divisions were to attack at 1 AM on 15 March, but our Commanding 
General chose to attack at 5 A M because the location of German minefields and other defense 
works were known only for a limited depth to the division's immediate front. The general did 
not want the attacking infantrymen to walk into uncharted minefields and defense works and 
bog down before daylight. 

55. HOTTVILLER, FR 

On March 14th I was ordered to gather my gear and report to Company HQ at 4 AM the next 
morning. When I reported in Lieutenant Laudone waved at m e to join him in his jeep. His 
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driver took us northeast a couple of miles, toward the line, to the small village of Hottviller. 
(The reader may follow this route by referring to the large-scale m a p of the Bitche-Rimling 
area included in the snapshots and documents section. Follow route D-35 north out of 
Holbach, then turn east at the first main intersection toward Hottviller). 

The first light of dawn came slowly into the sky. I saw no civilians, only American infantry 
troops and tanks spaced apart, moving quickly through the town. The town center was badly 
beat up. Rumor had it that the Germans had ordered all civilians out of the town when they 
captured it in 1940. Then they used the town and homes as a training site for village fighting. 
W e drove through the town center and turned west. I was dropped off at the " Y " intersection 
of roads at the western edge of the village, beside the village church. Lieutenant Laudone told 
m e to stay at the intersection, that later our company would leave Holbach and move to this 
intersection. I was to stop them and inform the officer in charge to disperse the platoons into 
the houses around the intersection and to await further orders. 

After Lieutenant Laudone and his driver left I inspected the church and 3-4 of the houses 
around the intersection. The area around m e was quiet; nobody moved or made a sound. I 
much preferred some noise or movement. I kept m y M-l rifle ready to fire. I wished for m y 
submachine gun, which I had stowed in m y bags in the company Jeep. I inspected an opening 
in the hillside at the level of the road. It turned out to be a short tunnel, about 10 feet into the 
hillside. I decided that would be a good place for protection, but it lacked an escape route. (In 
1987, during a return visit to Hottviller, the small tunnel had been converted into a religious 
shrine). 

I was not aware that the three battalions of the 397th were moving toward Hottviller from 
where the attack was to begin. The first battalion began the attack by moving northeast from 
Hottviller. Then Company E of the second battalion jumped off at 5 A M . The other two rifle 
companies remained in Hottviller. Before long I heard American rifle fire to the east and it 
grew in intensity. It sounded as if our attack had encountered the Germans a few hundred feet 
at the east edge of town. I moved to the cave for protection from German artillery, mortar and 
"Screaming Meemies". These were technically called Nebelwerfers and were fired 
electrically from launchers in groups of six. They came in with a screaming noise that scared 
the hell out of us. They exploded with great concussion but not much shrapnel. I was not 
happy being the lone guard at this intersection because I could not make sense out of the rifle 
and machine gun fire. Were w e taking the German position? If not, where would I go if a 
German counterattack was successful? 

After an hour or so, the close battle noise stopped. I left the tunnel and sat on a low wall 
wondering what had happened. I had not seen any people for an hour or more. German 
artillery and rocket fire continued to fall in the town and around the intersection. Then two 
columns of American troops walked around a street corner, moving toward m e from the town 
center. Company H had arrived. I walked up to an officer, reported and repeated Lieutenant 
Laudone's orders. The officer turned to a sergeant at the head of the column and pointed to 
several houses; the platoons of machine guns and mortars spread out, set up their weapons 
and inspected the empty houses. (A picture showing Lt. Laudone and Capt. Maiale across the 
street from the church is included in the snapshots and documents section). W e sat in the 
bright sunshine and felt good. Our 81 - m m mortars began to fire over the nearby houses, 
supporting the attacking riflemen ahead of us. German artillery continued to fall around the 



road intersection, searching for our mortars. Then Screaming Meemies joined in; they 
exploded violently in and around our positions, shaking the ground and jolting us. 

In between shellings some of the GIs began to take pictures. I asked Corporal Jim Henderson 
from the mortar platoon to take m y picture with the church in the background. (The picture of 
m e in front of the church is included in the snapshots and documents section). I posed, he 
snapped and I took 3-4 steps toward him. Then the "Screaming Meemies" came in on top of 
us. Jim and I ran a few steps and jumped into a ditch along the road. GI's from the 2nd 
Platoon yelled "Medic." One of the rounds had landed just about where I had been standing 
for the picture, another near the steps of a nearby house. After the smoke and dust had 
cleared, we noticed the scramble of people toward two of our new reinforcements. They were 
sitting just outside the doorway to a house about 20 yards away from us. W e later were told 
that they had died at the Battalion Aid Station. Most of us did not know their names or where 
they came from. 

The battalion gained its first day objective. The regiment drove more than a mile that first 
day. This action removed pressure from the attack on the Maginot forts and caused the 
defense of the Maginot forts area to collapse. W e remained in our position in Hottviller for 
the remainder of the day and the night, under artillery and rocket fire. 

56. SCHORBACH,FR 

On the 16th, at 7:20 AM, after packing our gear, mortars and machine guns, we marched out 
of Hottviller, perhaps 2-3 miles east toward Schorbach. (See both large-scale and detailed 
maps for the road network from Hottviller to Schorbach - in the snapshots and documents 
section). The Regiment of the Century reports... "Schorbach was a comparatively large 
village, but wholly uninhabited. It was virtually a ghost town. Upon entering, we passed a 
church and adjacent yard that had a shrine-like affair that might have been part of ancient 
Greece. It was about twenty feet square, and the walls were a series of columns stretching to 
the roof. Between the columns, steel bars permitted a view of the dead of bygone 
generations". 

"We could not help but notice a shelf which extended the length of the building on which 
were neatly stacked long human arm and leg bones to a height of five feet. Piled to the top of 
the shelf and filling the remainder of the shrine were skulls and the other small rib-finger-feet 
bones. A n estimate of the number of individuals represented was impossible, but a medic put 
the age of the bones at 300 years. What were these bones doing here? W h y hadn't the people 
been decently buried?" I could not get that sight out of m y mind for a long time. 

57. BITCHE FALLS 

Our battalion moved into the woods after passing through Schorbach; attacking through the 
positions of the 1st Battalion northeast of Schorbach, bypassing German strong points. The 
attacking companies captured many German mortar positions and remnants of a nebel werfer 
unit. W e advanced eastward toward the intersection where the road east from Schorbach 
(D 162) and the road north from Bitche (D 962) join. 
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W e then left the paved road and moved north into the woods. Every so often I thought about 
m y situation - well, at least I was not carrying the 53-pound machine gun tripod. Most of the 
time I was close to one of our company officers or senior NCOs. W e walked along the 
wooded hillside in a single file, catching glimpses of the two forward infantry companies 
attacking across the level ground around the road intersection. At one point we passed bloody 
bits of gray fabric hanging on a large tree. A shell hole had been carved in the ground beside 
the tree. I concluded more than one German soldier had been blown to bits. By noon the 
attacking companies had taken the hill southeast of the crossroads (Hill 345) and the higher 
hill further to the east. While assaulting these two peaks our battalion had been harassed by 
small arms and automatic weapons fire from another German strongpoint. Resistance was 
light. 

Although The Story of the Century reports the regiment received only small arms resistance, 
we encountered plenty of artillery, mortar and rocket fire. Casualties were mainly caused by 
Schu-mines. These mines were difficult to detect. They were fabricated as a small wooden 
box (about 3 x 4 x 5 inches in size) containing a block of TNT. The box was buried in the 
ground; only the small metal detonator and metal pin stuck up above the ground. W h e n you 
stepped on the pin, the explosive force was just enough to blow your foot off at the ankle. 

During that afternoon we sat in the woods, taking artillery fire and watching our division 
combat engineers repair a partially destroyed bridge on the road to Bitche, located about lA 
mile south of the intersection. The Germans had not only blown the bridge but also buried 
many Schu-mines around the bridge and zeroed the bridge in for their artillery. The engineers 
worked under artillery fire while repairing the bridge. Several of their crew stepped on Schu-
mines while moving logs around to repair the bridge. In one situation, a medic kneeled on a 
mine as he administered first aid to one of those engineers. I felt sick. 

About 3 PM we moved out of the woods, crossed the road, moved southeast across the valley 
and up the steep hill east of the bridge (Hill 345). Captain Maiale set up his C o m m a n d Post 
just behind the crest and told m e to dig in for the night: he meant dig the hole for Lieutenant 
Laudone and himself. I also dug a hole for myself and was almost totally exhausted from the 
climb up the steep slope and the shoveling. 

When these northern approaches and escape routes from Bitche were taken, the 398th 
Regiment advanced from the south and entered Bitche. In the late afternoon of the 16th of 
March the 100th Division captured the town of Bitche, its Maginot Line forts and C a m p de 
Bitche. After five long years Bitche became French again. 

Those of us who participated in the capture of Bitche were later -after the war was over -
inducted into "The Society of the Sons of Bitche". (My membership card is shown in the 
snapshots and documents section). 

58. YELLOW JAUNDICE 
0 

It is my belief that I experienced the first effects of the Yellow Jaundice (Hepatitis A) virus 
during the late afternoon of March 16, without understanding that I was becoming very ill. I 
accompanied one of our officers around the area as he inspected our machine gun and mortar 
positions. When our evening hot meal arrived I lead a detail of men down the steep hill to the 



road by the bridge. Each of us picked up a very heavy, insulated can filled with food or water. 
When I reached the hilltop I was totally exhausted. The cooks served greasy pork chop 
sandwiches for the evening meal. I usually ate any food and every bit of it, but not tonight, 
not greasy pork chop sandwiches! I found out later that one of the signs of Yellow Jaundice is 
that you cannot stomach greasy food. I was a part of the guard detail around our C P for a 
couple of hours just after dark. Later during the night our battalion was ordered into reserve 
for the next day. 

59. TOWARD THE GERMAN BORDER - MARCH 17,1945 

On the 17th, the third day of the attack, our battalion was loaded onto trucks and jeeps as a 
part of a motorized column behind the rapidly advancing front. I was told to get in one of the 
jeeps at the front of the column. I sat down in the front right seat beside the driver, m y 
submachine gun lying on m y lap. M y right foot was positioned outside on a small footrest. I 
was ready to jump out if the German artillery found the column. The Germans had pulled out; 
they were no longer even fighting much of a delaying action. Resistance consisted of mostly 
sniper fire. The 397th Regiment moved east toward the German border. Later in the day we 
moved north toward Breidenbach, which was about 3 1/2 miles from the border. Oh, how I 
wanted to get across. 

Our column turned east toward Walschbronn, then north toward Dorst to remove a few 
snipers. N o w we were less than a mile away from the Border. The first rifle company of the 
100th Division to cross the border was Company K, 399th Regiment, at 2:31 P M on 17 
March. Although our battalion and regiment zigzagged in a northern direction along the 
French side of the border, we were headed toward the city of Zweibrucken in Germany. Then 
w e were to turn east toward Ludwigshafen and Mannheim, Germany. W e were charged with 
"seizing all available means of crossing the Rhine River". 

The 2nd Battalion moved into houses in Waldhausen for the night of the 17th. Our attack had 
gained 10 miles. O n the 18th we remained in our position, holding the division's left flank 
and consolidated our gains. Our patrols were unable to contact the rapidly retreating Germans. 
Large formations of American bombers with fighter escorts were flying toward Germany. 
W e were relieved on the night of the 19th and placed in reserve. 

A couple of days later I reported to First Sergeant Jordon that I felt lousy and did not feel like 
eating. He told m e to lie down and rest in the warm sunshine, in one of our trailers packed 
with duffel bags. As we traveled through the valleys, German shells were hitting the bare 
mountain ridges off to m y right. I was very uneasy and scared but too sick to care. What was 
happening to me! Later that evening, when we stopped, our medic came over to check me. He 
asked m e how I was doing; I said "lousy". He looked at m y eyes and at m y fingernails and 
told m e to get to the Regimental Aid Station. I asked why and he said, "You have a good case 
of Yellow Jaundice". I was angry, I wanted to get into Germany, and we were so close. 

60. LEAVING COMPANY H - AGAIN 

That night I was evacuated from the company to the Regimental Aid Station. The next 
morning six of us were loaded on stretchers, carried to a waiting ambulance and transported 
to an evacuation hospital in Nancy, France. The doctor who examined m e remarked that I 

82 



might be evacuated to the ZI. The U S Army designated the U S A as the Zone of the Interior 
(ZI) - W O W ! I guessed that the hospital system was returning as many patients as possible to 
the States so that they could accommodate the expected large number of wounded from the 
Rhine River crossings. 

61. EVACUATION FLIGHT TO ENGLAND 

The next day, about 15 of us, all infected with the Yellow Jaundice virus, were loaded into 
ambulances and driven to a nearby airfield. W e climbed into a twin engine propeller C-47. A 
C-47 is the military version of the famous Douglas DC-3, as it is known in civilian life. 
Although very sick, I was excited to experience m y first airplane ride. The plane took off and 
flew west across the English Channel. As we approached the English shoreline I began to 
understand that m y combat time in Europe was over. I did not expect that I would be a very 
weak and sick soldier for about five weeks. The plane flew over London, continuing to an 
airfield about 90 miles further west, near Devizes, England. W e were then moved by 
ambulance about 18 more miles further west to the 143rd General Hospital in Bath, England. 

In the two days after I was evacuated, the division made a 92 mile motor march to the Rhine 
River at Ludw igshafen. They encountered many freed Russian, Greek, French and Polish 
slave laborers along the highway. Most seemed bewildered by their sudden liberation. 

Elements of the 100th Division crossed the Rhine River on April 1, 1945 and passed through 
battered Mannheim. The division turned southeast toward the virtually leveled city of 
Heilbronn on the Neckar River. After crossing the river under fire, a 12-day battle ensued. 
After the battle for Heilbronn was won the 100th continued 20 miles deeper into Germany in 
a southeast direction 

In the Pacific, on April 1, 1945 US troops began landing on Okinawa, Some 300,000-ground 
troops fought for eighty-two days before the Japanese Commanding General knelt in full 
dress uniform, before his headquarters and cut out his entrails with his sword. About 110,000 
Japanese died - nine for every American. 

On April 12, 1945 President Franklin Roosevelt died. Vice President Harry Truman was 
sworn in as President. Later that day he was first told about the development of the Atomic 
Bomb. 

The same day American and Russian forces met at the River Elbe some 75 miles south of 
Berlin. Germany was cut in two. Leading elements of the US Army were 50 miles from Berlin. 

62. RECOVERING AGAIN FROM JAUNDICE 

As for me, I spent the rest of March and three weeks of April recovering from Yellow 
Jaundice. The treatment was complete rest and a high sugar - low fat diet. That meant lots of 
hard candy, vegetables and fruit. Near the middle of April I felt well enough to ask m y doctor 
to give m e a pass for a day of sight seeing around Bath, England. I took in most of the sights 
in that old Viking City and some of the bars. I returned to the hospital and began to feel sick. 
When I awoke in the morning the Jaundice had returned. The doctor admonished m e "I told 
you not to drink alcohol". He explained that although I was in superb physical condition the 
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Jaundice virus could destroy the liver when alcohol is present. I was almost 20 years old and 
"knew it all". The war in Europe was rapidly moving to a close. W e had daily reports about 
the rapid Allied troop movements into Germany and most significantly, the Russian attack on 
Berlin. It was time for celebration; I did not want to worry about m y liver! I needed another 
week in bed to recover. I was discharged from the Hospital in late-April. 

Note: A comment on Yellow Jaundice or Hepatitis A: When I returned to my Company, 
shortly after the war was over, I was told that the 100th Infantry Division had sustained more 
causalities from Hepatitis A during the first five months of 1945 than from German action. I 
recovered rather quickly. Many men were very sick; in fact some died from the Hepatitis A 
virus. Rincker writes that he was hospitalized for two months (July/August 1946) and was as 
sick as he had ever been. 

Another Note: I have not been accepted as a blood donor since contacting the Hepatitis A 
virus. I have been turned away because the virus remains in m y blood stream. 

On April 24, 1945, my regiment was transferred to the 100th Division reserve. The next day, 
all units of the 100th were officially assigned to Seventh Army reserve. For the first time since 
early November 1944 no unit of the division was in a combat situation. On the 26th my 
regiment was ordered to move about 30 miles southwest to cut off and surround German 
troops in the Stuttgart/Bad Cannstatt area. On 30 April it moved again, about 20 miles east to 
the Geislingen area. 

63. A FURLOUGH IN LONDON 

My orders were to take a 7-day furlough in London, then report to a replacement depot in 
Birmingham, England on M a y 1, 1945.1 wanted to visit London to celebrate m y 20th 
birthday on April 29. However, I did not have any money or identification, nothing except m y 
clothes and dog tags. The Red Cross Office in the hospital loaned m e $20.00 on m y signature, 
and I was on m y way to London on a train. 

64. MY 20TH BIRTHDAY 

I was in London on April 29,1945 visiting the USO, sightseeing and partying. I met a US 
Glider Pilot, who looked with wonder at m y Combat Infantryman Badge and Purple Heart. 
He had j ust returned from the parachute and glider troop drop across the Rhine River. 
Because of the situation, he could not be evacuated and fought with the paratroopers and 
glider infantry troops for a week before being evacuated. He seemed to have plenty of money, 
and I was broke. So we made a perfect match until his money was spent, then we parted. 

On April 29 Hitler married Eva Braun and made his last will. The next day he killed her and 
then himself 

65. RETURN TO COMPANY H - ENGLAND TO GERMANY 

On May 1 I started a 10-day trip back to Germany and my company by boarding a train in 
London for the 100-mile trip northwest to the Replacement Depot at Birmingham, England. I 
was anxious to return to m y friends and buddies. After several days in the Birmingham Depot 
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I boarded another train to Southampton and then a British troop ship to cross the Channel to 
France. W e were fed greasy mutton stew for two hot meals during the overnight voyage to Le 
Harve, France. Ugh! W e disembarked from the ship and were moved by truck to a nearby 
Replacement Depot. Our records, clothing and whole body was again checked. These 
inspections took a couple of days; later we left Le Harve on a train for Germany. I finally 
crossed the Rhine River and into Germany over the high wooden railroad trestle bridge at 
Mannheim. W e were told it was the only railroad bridge available to cross the Rhine River. 

On May 6, delegates from 49 countries met in the Fairmont Hotel, San Francisco, CA to form 
the United Nations. 

66. VE DAY - MAY 8,1945 

On May 7, 1945, the military forces of the German Third Reich surrendered unconditionally, 
effective May 8. 

The end of the war came quietly for me. I have no strong recollection of the day or events. I 
suspect I was on a train moving southeast through Germany toward the large city of Ulm. The 
announcement came as an anticlimax to most of the troops around me. Most of us just shook 
the hands of GIs around us and went off to a quiet spot to give thanks. I gave a silent prayer 
for m y survival. I was among strangers, all of us in the replacement depot system were 
strangers to each other; we belonged to units stationed somewhere in Germany. None of us 
knew exactly where our buddies and friends were or how many of them had survived the last 
days of the war. 

67. AN ACCOUNTING 

I had gone into combat and had come out with a shrapnel wound in my left leg, from an 
artillery shell but the leg seemed to be OK. M y high school buddy, Dick Bragg, had been 
killed in France. M y closest buddy and m y second gunner, O w e n Lindsey, had been killed in 
France as well as most of m y 14-man machine gun section. To m y knowledge, at this time, 
only Sgt. Carl Birkhofer had not been wounded; all the other men had been killed, recovering 
from wounds in hospitals in the U S or already discharged. 

The story of the Century reported that in 185 days of sustained combat, 916 100th Division 
men had been killed, 3,656 wounded and 180 listed as missing in action. The Division had 
advanced 186 miles, beaten the best elements of five German divisions and liberated many 
cities and towns. In 1994 Michael D. Doubler wrote the 100th Division sustained battle 
casualties of 4,790 and non-battle casualties of 7,425 for a total of 12,215. Those figures 
indicate a turnover of 86.7 percent. 

The 397th Infantry Regiment had suffered almost 400 men killed; about 1,300 wounded in 
action and about 300 missing in action. About 8 2 % of the men who had come over with the 
combat line companies had become a casualty. W e had captured 6,835 prisoners and 157 
towns. 
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Considering time on the line for all Infantry Divisions in the U S Seventh Army, the 100th 
ranked fourth, behind only the 3rd, 36th and 45th, and ahead of eleven other divisions. The 
first three divisions were in combat in Africa, Sicily, Italy and invaded Southern France. 

68. OCCUPATION DUTY I - WEISSENHORN AND UHINGEN, GERMANY 

About May 101 arrived at the Company H area in Weissenhorn, Germany, 10 miles southeast 
of Ulm. Captain Vincent Laudone, our former Executive Officer, now commanded our 
company. I was told that in early April 1945, just as the regiment was preparing to cross the 
Necker River to assault Heilbronn, Captain Maiale was promoted to Major and transferred to 
the regiment as the Operations Officer. 

Other men told me that on April 14th, German artillery shrapnel severed a leg artery on Sgt. 
Carl Birkhofer. He was one of the original men in m y squad and was not injured when O w e n 
Lindsey and others were killed in a mid-November 1944 battle. Our medics worked 
frantically to stop the flow of blood, but because of the battle situation he could not be 
evacuated and bled to death. With Carl's death that left only three of m y original section 
alive, Marshall Moran and Lloyd Barnhouse (both somewhere recovering from their wounds), 
and me. 

I was also told that the Company had just completed the move to Weissenhorn. Higher 
Headquarters had assigned the 397th Regiment an area about 700 square miles, encompassing 
315 communities, towns and cities. The 2nd Battalion was responsible for guarding 47 towns 
and villages. Road blocks were established at all entrances to the town, and guards were set at 
factories, hospitals, bridges, public utilities, roads, bridges and German Army supply dumps. 
Because the sector was so large, w e used jeeps for patrol duty. In addition to a mobile radio, 
each of us carried loaded rifles or carbines. 

At the beginning of the occupation a curfew was established for the entire German 
population; they were only allowed on the streets from 11 A M to 1 P M each day. In a short 
time the curfew was extended from 7 A M to 8 P M . W e did not encounter much trouble from 
the German population; only small children, women and old men remained. The surviving 
members of German military forces were being held in prison camps. However, w e were 
constantly on the lookout for deserters, firearms, ammunition and civilians who might be 
inclined to harm us. Many villages needed to be thoroughly searched. During this initial 
period of occupation, all American soldiers were prohibited from "fraternization" with the 
German civilians, particularly women. 

One day I was assigned guard duty on the eastern side of a wooden railroad bridge crossing 
the Danube River, which flows through Ulm. American Engineers had rebuilt the bridge. As I 
recall, it was the only railroad bridge into southern Germany. All members of the guard were 
briefed that w e should be especially alert for any sabotage attempts and allow no person to 
cross the bridge. At that time, all European countries used wire lines to close and open track 
switches. The wires run along the rails on small posts about 10 inches above the crushed rock. 
During the early evening I noticed a group of civilians climbing up a slope toward the tracks. 
I called to them to halt, but they continued to climb up the slope toward the tracks. I called for 
help from the other guard and began to run toward the people with m y rifle at ready. I was so 
intent on watching that group of people that I failed to notice the switch wires and tripped. I 
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flew into the crushed rock along the tracks, landing on m y right kneecap. I do not remember 
what happened to the group of people. The other guards called an ambulance and I ended up 
off m y feet, again, in a hospital for a few days. N o serious damage was done only great pain 
and loss of dignity. 

When we were not on a guard post or patrolling in a jeep, we were kept busy with training 
schedules or organized athletics. Some of us helped construct several baseball diamonds, 
volleyball courts, and other recreational facilities. O n the weekends w e swam in a tiled 
Olympic sized swimming pool and spent time inspecting the war damage around the area. All 
of our dirty, worn clothing was turned in for new uniforms. W e looked like new recruits. 

American Military Government units were beginning to organize the civilian government and 
selecting officials to run the cities and towns. Each city/town required a mayor or 
"Burgomeister" to head the local government. Water and power systems needed to be 
repaired to maintain our health, as well as the German population. W e were constantly 
occupied searching for German soldiers, former Gestapo agents and Nazi officials. W e 
learned that civilians were cooperative and would turn in Nazi officials who were hiding in 
their midst. Most German civilians were engaged in black-market dealings and picking up 
American cigarette butts in the streets. Money had little value. Chocolate candy bars, fruit, 
food and cigarettes could be used as a medium of exchange 

A vivid memory of this time in Germany was long lines of people or large groups of people 
walking the roads, going in all directions, carrying everything they owned. For the most part 
these were people that were ex-slave laborers for the Germans. They were returning to their 
home or country or just wandering about aimlessly. W e called them DPs (displaced persons) 
and established checkpoints along main roads to control the flow and to keep order. 

By the latter part of May we were housed in German homes, sleeping in huge German beds, 
each under a fluffy feather comforter. W e were eating three hot meals each day and received 
mail on a daily basis. Hot water was available to wash our faces, shave our light whiskers and 
take a shower. During m y trip through the Replacement System I was issued leather boots; 
some of the troops still wore their ShoePacs. These were soon replaced; now all of us had 
ankle and arch support. Life in the Army was getting better! 

Another vivid memory of this period was guarding German soldiers. I can still see an open 
field area, about 3-4 football fields in size, filled with thousands of prisoners. I was one of 
three American soldiers guarding them. I carried a submachine gun with two clips of 
ammunition. The German soldiers were dressed in their gray, heavy wool winter uniform. 
The sky was clear and the sun was hot. I wondered what w e three guards would do if the 
prisoners rushed us or just walked away. Fortunately, they were just as happy that the war 
was over as w e were and caused no trouble. They also understood that w e would eventually 
feed them. Later in the afternoon our Military Police moved them to a stockade. 

German farmers received an exception from the curfew to work in their fields and tend 
livestock. Headquarters realized that one of their first priorities must be to help the farmers 
plant crops to feed their people. Seeds had been shipped from the USA, Canada and England. 
W e provided the seeds to the farmers. German farmers began to complain that wild animals 
were eating the young sprouts; they were as hungry as the civilian population. Since all 
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weapons and ammunition were prohibited, the U S Army sent out a notice for GI hunters. I 
volunteered for the hunt. The woods around the area were cared for by German Foresters; 
they cleaned out the underbrush and cut roads for firebreaks on a checker board pattern 
through the woods. On the appointed day about twenty GIs, with M-l rifles or carbines, were 
strung out along a road in the woods while members of the Old German Hunters Union 
walked through the woods to scare the game toward us. W e had been warned to allow the 
game to cross the road, through our lines, then, and only then, were we to turn around and 
shoot. In the excitement several ex-infantrymen forgot to wait and bullets began to fly near 
me. I hit the ground thinking - you go through the war and then get shot in this situation - no 
way! Somehow, we reduced the wild game herd, gave the Germans some meat to eat and 
saved the crops - without killing any GIs. 

In an attempt to impress the population of our austere presence, our officers and NCOs 
emphasized unit discipline, military bearing, and military courtesy. Inspections were held to 
improve personal cleanliness and the appearance of vehicles and equipment. Daily retreat 
ceremonies (lowering the flag) were initiated. W e saw the film "Two D o w n and One to Go" 
which explained the redeployment program and the system of points for discharge. Patrol and 
guard duty continued. W h e n off duty we played baseball, volleyball and basketball, relaxed 
and wrote letters. I wrote to O w e n Lindsay's mother in Decatur, GA. For a synopsis of our 
correspondence see Appendix B. 

I was assigned as Acting Section Leader in the 1 st Platoon of Company H. Our strength was 
increased by new reinforcements from the States. The new people were assigned to six weeks 
of training emphasizing the actual combat experience of men from the Company. W e had 
them in class during eight-hour days, teaching the fundamentals of soldiering, stressing all 
infantry weapons, with emphasis on the Heavy Machine Gun and the 81 -mm Mortar. Other 
subjects included demolition, combat intelligence, communications, mines, booby traps and 
German sabotage. The new men lived in the field the last week of their training under 
simulated combat conditions. 

In early June I asked all the men in my section to sign a large red, black and white Nazi flag 
that I had liberated from a German civilian. During the next few days they wrote their names 
and home addresses. The majority were from the eastern USA: N Y , PA, MI, N C , M D , IN, 
NJ, VA, M S , and AL. I brought the flag home with me; it remains in m y war trophy box 
along with a liberated German P-38 pistol. 

On June 6,1945,38 men, all over 42 years old, left the division to start their journey to the 
USA. T w o days later Company H moved from Weissenborn to Uhingen. M y assignment as a 
machinegun section leader continued, but our machine guns had been turned into the 
Company Supply Room. M y section often was given guard or work details or I was given 
special assignments around the Company area. 

69. PROMOTION & MOTHER'S POEM 

A couple of days later I was promoted to sergeant. My mother celebrated my promotion by 
writing a poem for me: 
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O U R S E R G E A N T 

He's a Sergeant now, our boy so dear 
Two years ago; he left us here 

To serve his country in time of war 
And live to witness much cruel horror! 

His friends were killed by the Nazi beasts 
It grieved his heart, quickened its beat 

To fight to the finish, to reprieve this act 
And give the Nazis' their rightful smack. 

We know how cruel these master minds 
Planned this war, to be won in due time 

And they'd rule the world with savage hand 
Making their slaves in every land. 

Our Sergeant knew that "Right" would win 
God rules this world thru thick'n thin 

W e see His works, tho' man tries his best 
To do man's will but Gods stands the test. 

Yes, a Sergeant is he, so stalwart and strong 
A man to be proud of; away oh, so long! 

But someday we hope his home will behold 
The boy who left us, but a few more years old. 

On June 26, 1945, the delegates of 50 nations signed the charter of the United Nations 

70. COMPANY H CITATION 

During the morning of July 4th, a division review and parade was held in Stuttgart, Germany. 
Company H and the 3rd Battalion, 397th Infantry Regiment was each presented the 
Distinguished Unit Citation for the fighting at Rimling, France in January 1945. W e were 
cited for defeating the combined attacks of two German divisions, which were supported by 
tanks, super-heavy tank destroyers, artillery and rockets, during the last German offensive in 
the west, Operation N O R D W I N D . W e were very proud that our effort was recognized. 

The formal citation was dated June 9,1945. My company was cited by the Army Commander 
with Battle Honors - Citation of Unit - and awarded the Distinguished Unit Citation for 
outstanding performance of duty in action. The citation read: " C O M P A N Y H, 397th 
I N F A N T R Y R E G I M E N T is cited for outstanding accomplishment in combat on 8 January 
1945 and 9 January 1945, in the vicinity of Rimling, France. Under the pressure of a 
savagely-prosecuted attack by numerically-superior hostile forces which forced back adjacent 
elements, Company H staunchly held its ground, threw back assault after assault and by its 
gallant and unyielding defense prevented the encirclement of the battalion by the enemy. The 
initial hostile attack in the night by infantry mounted on tanks was dispersed by the deadly 
fire of the company's heavy machine guns and mortars, and subsequent daylight tank-infantry 
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attacks were also repulsed with heavy losses to the enemy. Attempts at infiltration by hostile 
soldiers wearing American parkas were thwarted and the opposing riflemen killed or forced to 
withdraw. Sixty-three prisoners were captured by the company and an estimated four hundred 
casualties inflicted upon the attackers in the heroic action in which every member of the 
organization reflected great credit upon himself, his company and the Army of the United 
States" 

71. MOVE TO LEONBERG, GERMANY 

We moved from Uhingen to Leonberg, a town some 10 miles west of Stuttgart on the 7th of 
July. The division was assigned an area of 50 by 80 miles to occupy. Leonberg was a small 
farming town with an Autobahn passing through it. W e marched in a column of platoons to 
our assigned street. Captain Laudone, through interpreters, ordered the German people, who 
lived in the houses w e were to occupy, to leave. They had one hour to remove whatever 
possessions they wanted and were told they could return to their homes only for one hour 
each week. W e were ordered to do no damage or looting. The German owners unexpectedly 
cooperated and took only personal items that were not needed for our comfort. They also 
expressed a desire to aid in the care and cleaning of their homes. They were permitted to enter 
the homes for an hour each day under close surveillance to clean up. Everyone seemed 
satisfied. As time passed many of the women did our laundry in exchange for chocolate, 
cigarettes, sugar and food. 

After several weeks without incidents we were permitted to go into the town and explore the 
countryside. (Three pictures, taken in July 1945, showing m e and other Company H GIs are 
included in the snapshots and documents section). 

By this time the war had been over for two months. Most of the German civilians had made 
an easily recognized transition from the stunned and sullen people w e encountered in early 
May. I suppose they had accepted their defeat and had by now observed that we Americans 
were not tearing their country apart and were not raping their women as the Russians were 
doing. Most of the population continued to be women, small children and old men. The 
soldier age group had not yet returned from prison camps. 

The Stuttgart Municipal House, in the center of the battered and blasted city, was made into a 
Red Cross Club and a large movie house. Late each afternoon there were concerts with the 
best section reserved for military personnel. Many trucks were made available to take us to 
and from Stuttgart. 

General Eisenhower signed an order to relax the non-fraternization rules. What we were 
doing was now legitimate. 

On July 16, in the remote New Mexico desert, near Alamogordo Air Base, in tight secrecy, the 
first atomic device, called Fat Man, was detonated on a 20-foot wooden tower. The scientists 
were not sure whether it would merely explode, destroy New Mexico or wipe out the whole 
world. 

About this timeframe, during a division review, the 2nd Battalion, 397th Infantry Regiment 
was awarded a second Distinguished Unit Citation, for its actions during the April 3-12 

90 



battle for Heilbronn. Company H, 397th Infantry Regiment is one of the few US Army units 
which have been awarded two Distinguished Unit Citations. 

72. GERMAN POPULATION SEARCH - JULY 21,1945 

On July 19th all units in the American Occupation Zone received "SECRET" Operation 
Instructions for "Operation TALLY-HO", the systematic search of all civilians, homes and 
buildings. It came as a complete surprise to both the Germans and most of us. I was 
awakened about 3:30 A M the morning of July21, with orders to dress immediately and report 
to the company orderly room. All officers and N C O s were called for a meeting. W e were told 
that the battalion's three rifle companies were assigned to various areas for search duty. In 
addition, 15 Guard Posts were assigned to Company H. Assignments were distributed. I was 
placed in charge of Post 10 located on the east side of Leonburg at the Autobahn. T w o of m y 
men and I would man Post 10. 

My orders were simple: stop everybody and check them for identification, weapons, 
ammunitions, proper trip tickets, and orders. N o person or vehicles were allowed into or out 
of Leonberg without a check of their papers. All Allied personnel were to be checked for 
orders and identification. W e were to arrest all ex-German soldiers without proper discharges, 
all civilians with firearms and stop all convoys and check all trip tickets and orders. In 
addition, if any civilians, except farmers working their fields, were out of their homes before 
curfew they were to be arrested. Each of us in charge of a Guard Post was given a small slip 
of paper, explaining our authority in the German language. 

We were ordered to pick up our Guard Post members, load into waiting Jeeps and to be at our 
posts before 5 A M , two hours before curfew expired. The officer in charge ordered m e to 
hold everybody with a violation until he returned about 10 A M . 

As I stood on the autobahn looking east toward Stuttgart, I could see for miles through the 
wispy morning mist. The 4-lane road made a long, gently curving left turn into a wide, 
shallow valley and then headed into the city. There were a few homes along the Autobahn, all 
associated with the farms that lined the road. In fact, a farmer and his wife were in the fields 
on the right side of the road just before dawn, working the ground with hand implements. 
W e did not bother them. 

Germans civilians began to emerge from wooded areas along the road on their way to 
Stuttgart. Most carried a pack, or bag or pushed a two or four wheeled cart filled with goods 
that they intended to sell or trade. Because they were breaking the 7 A M curfew, I ordered m y 
men to stop them. W e showed them our orders that explained why they were detained. After 
searching their bags and persons, we moved them to a small hill off to the side of the road to 
await the return of our officer. W e did not find any weapons or improper identification. In no 
time I had about 20 people on that small hill. Most were unhappy to be detained, no doubt 
wondering what their punishment would be. 

After the sun came up, a young woman, riding a bicycle, drove out on the autobahn from a 
farm road and turned away from us, toward Stuttgart. I called to her to stop. She kept 
peddling down the slight grade. I called to her twice more without any notice on her part. I 
turned to Pfc. Casimer Lubinsky, from Detroit, MI, and ordered "Fire one bullet on the road, 
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near her, but don't hit her". Lubinsky carefully sighted his rifle and fired. W e saw puffs of 
dust jump up from the road surface. The woman was so shocked that she lost control and fell 
on the road; the bicycle skidded away. The farmer and his wife, who were working in the 
field on the right side of the road, began to wail and cry. I thought, "They think we shot her". 
The people on the mound began to scream loudly at us. M y concern was what do we do if the 
20 people attack us? Some of the men were shaking their fists at us, acting as if they might 
rush us. However, that didn't happen; the woman picked herself up from the road, raised the 
bicycle and walked back toward me. I pointed her toward the crowd of people on the mound. 
They comforted her. I hoped that she would learn what to do when the words "Halt" or 
"Stop" were spoken in English. 

In a couple of hours our officer returned with a German speaking interpreter. Most of the 
people were released with a warning. The rest were detained for our MPs. W e remained at 
the Autobahn Post until well after the evening curfew but found no persons in violation. Later 
we were picked up and returned to the company area. 

The next morning I was awakened again before dawn. After breakfast my detail of men was 
driven to a large farm factory building near the edge of town that housed many Displaced 
Persons (DPs). M y post was at the main gate to the building. I was ordered to keep the DPs 
inside because other troops were to search the entire premises for weapons. Actually this was 
a slave labor camp - rumors persisted that they worked in a nearby underground aircraft 
assembly plant which was located under a nearby mountain penetrated by an Autobahn 
Highway tunnel. Many of the ex-slaves remained in the building because they did not want to 
go home, and others had no family or home. M y orders were also to keep the local Germans 
away from the DPs. I suspected the DPs would have loved to get their hands on certain 
members of the local German population. 

I accompanied the troops searching the DPs and building. By noontime the building was 
swept; many guns and knifes were confiscated. While walking through the building and 
inspecting the living and sleeping quarters we received a heavy infestation of fleas. Later that 
day we were deloused with D D T to get rid of the fleas. While w e stood nude a medic covered 
our entire body with the powder. Then we were issued new clothes. 

In the afternoon while I was resting from the search and guard duty, our Battalion 
Commander and Captain Laudone walked into m y post without warning and found m e asleep. 
Only the persistence of Captain Laudone's request and explanation saved m e from being court 
martialed for "Sleeping on Guard Duty". 

Each "Mail Call" regularly brought letters and packages for home. Mother wrote me every 
day; Marilyn wrote each week. M y mail did not arrive each day, when it did arrive I had a 
stack of letters to read and answer. 

On July 24, President Truman, in tight secrecy, decided to drop the Atomic Bomb on a 
Japanese city. 



On July 261 was issued a Class B Pass allowing m e to be absent from the Company H area, 
when not on duty, from 11:30 P M to 5 A M on any day to visit any place within the limits of 
the Stuttgart metropolitan area. The U S Army began to reduce their strict control over its 
officers and NCOs. 

73. GOING HOME I - REDEPLOYMENT TO USA - AUGUST 10,1945 

The "old GIs", those of us who had shipped over to France with the 100th were anxious to get 
home; we knew that the war with Japan continued and we probably would be a part of the 
invasion of the Japan homeland. Rumors floated around that the division was to return to the 
U S A in early September 1945. W e were to be given 30 days leave, then meet at San 
Francisco, ship to Japan, offload from the ship into landing barges and participate in the 
assault on the Japanese homeland in the U S 10th Corps area. The invasion, consisting of 
1,000 ships and a million men, was scheduled for November 1. The Islands of Japan would be 
conquered, but only after an estimated year of fighting and one million casualties. The 
planners predicted 100,000 causalities during the landing phase. 

Most of the people in the world were not aware of the events listed below. The US 
Government, because of wartime secrecy, did not announce them. Only a very few people in 
the world knew anything about an Atomic Bomb. 

On July 30, 1945, the US Cruiser Indianapolis was in the Pacific Ocean about 650 miles east 
of Guam. She had just delivered the first Atomic Bombs to the Air Force on Tinian Island. A 
Japanese submarine torpedoed the ship causing it to quickly sink; about 900 of the 1,200 men 
crew jumped in the ocean. They endured four days without water in a sea of sharks, 317 
survived. 

On August 6, the first Atomic Bomb exploded at 2,000 feet over Hiroshima, Japan. An area of 
4 square miles was erased. 

On August 8, Russia declared War on Japan. 

On August 9, the second Atomic Bomb was exploded over Nagasaki, Japan. 

On August 10, Japan sued for peace. 

The same day, August 10, the 100th Infantry Division was alerted for deployment to the 
USA. W e were going home! In a few days an advanced party of officers and men from the 
division traveled to the port of Marseilles, France to make travel arrangements. 

On August 15, the Emperor of Japan informed his people that the war was over. 

On August 17, the division was ordered to prepare for redeployment from the ETO. We begin 
to dream of home. Would we be on the boat before the peace was signed? W e were ordered to 
prepare to leave Leonburg on August 27, and to sail from Marseilles on September 10. 
August 27th passed and we remained in Leonberg, Germany. Wartime censorship kept the 
world and us from knowing of the pending Japanese surrender. 
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74. JAPAN SURRENDERS 

On September 2, Japan signed the unconditional surrender papers in Tokyo Bay on the US 
Battleship Missouri. 

On the same day each of us received a late edition of the August 20 issue of the "397th 
Regimental Review", the Regiment's newspaper. A wide red ink swath crossed out the 
original 3-inch high headline " H O M E W A R D B O U N D " . Thus the rumors that we were not 
going home in September were confirmed. All of us had both a sad and a happy face. W e 
were disappointed that we were not going home. W e were happy that we would not 
participate in the assault of the Japanese H o m e Islands. 

75. OCCUPATION DUTY II 

We settled (again) into occupation duties. Each week more of the "old men" transferred out of 
the company to start their journey to the States and discharge. The schedule for each of us to 
return was determined by our points, W e received one point for every month on active duty 
and two points for each month overseas and 5 points for each decoration. M e n with or over 85 
points were shipped out in May. The men with about 70 were leaving now. I had 65. 

On September 4,1 was ordered to a 3-day training session at Vital, France on the new 
57-mm recoilless rifle. This unusual weapon was successfully used in the last days of the war. 
A gunner and his second could load and fire a 57-mm shell from his shoulder. A larger, jeep 
mounted, recoilless rifle fired a 105-mm shell. After one day of classroom training, I was able 
to hit a large can of gasoline sitting on the rear deck of a partially destroyed tank at 600 yards. 
Pinpoint accuracy - and I am not a particularly good marksman, certainly not using artillery 
shell sized projectiles. O n September 12, after the training was completed, the three of us 
from the 100th attended an all night party and dance celebrating the liberation of the city one-
year ago. The three of us could not drink all the available wine, champagne or whatever they 
served. I slept much of the next day before returning to the division. 

During the following week I was called into the Company H HQ. Our First Sergeant asked 
me, "Would you be interested in conducting a small German Circus to various division 
units"? I said "Sure, that's a different detail than being assigned Sergeant of the Guard at 
various posts around the area at night". I reported to Division Special Services. The Circus 
was owned and operated by two women with a staff of 10 people. Their special performances 
involved music, songs, juggling, clowns, high wire, dancing and dog acts. M y job was to 
contact the Special Services people in each of the three regiments and arrange for 
transportation, housing, food and an auditorium stage setup for the circus. I suppose we had 
5-6 shows over a 3-4 week period. I enjoyed the work and got along well with the many 
people involved. Between 500 - 600 men and officers attended each show; 3-4 General 
Officers attended one performance. Then one day it was all over and I reported back to 
Company H. 
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All troops in the Stuttgart area were invited to a Bob Hope U S O Show in the last week of 
September. Some 30,000 troops crowded into the Stadium on a hot, dry evening. W e had a 
great time laughing at Bob Hope and Jerry Colona. Our eyeballs popped at the young, 
beautiful, scantly dressed Hollywood starlets Bob Hope brought with him. Actually, anything 
civilian was wonderful to behold. 

Every weekend and on holidays we were involved in a division, regiment or battalion parade. 
I have no memories of marching in a parade on October 5, 1945. However, Company H was 
photographed on that date while marching in a parade near Stuttgart, Germany. That picture is 
on the lOOth's W e b site. Scroll down to the menu buttons and click on the "Photos" menu 
item. When the web page comes up, scroll down to the bottom, to the heading "Occupation, 8 
M a y - January 1946", then click on the 4th star for the picture "5 October 1945: The 397th 
Infantry Regiment passes in review...". Then go to the 2nd picture. 

When I first saw this picture on the web site I looked for a familiar face, including my own. 
The officer in front (on the right of the photograph) did not look like Captain Laudone. In 
addition, he has only a single shining bar on his steel helmet, indicating a Lieutenant. Then I 
looked at the faces in the first row; usually the tallest officers and N C O s were placed in the 
first row, the tallest toward the right column (on the left side of the picture), the shortest 
toward the left column. I could not recognize the first soldier. However, there was no 
mistaking the next, m y Platoon Sergeant Pat Miele. T/Sgt. Miele and I were about the same 
height but he was heavier than I was. I studied the four men on his left; the two middle 
soldiers looked physically similar to me. I could see some of m y face and body in each 
soldier! Then I wondered if I was with the company on October 5, 1945.1 reviewed m y 
personal papers in m y scrapbook and found the answer. At 9 A M , October 5, 1945 I was 
granted a 72-hour pass to visit Paris, France. I suspect the parade was in the afternoon. At that 
time I was on m y way toward Paris and could not have been in the picture. But, for m y 
families' historical interest, that's m e in the middle of the front row; that's the way we looked 
when marching in mass formation - you pick out the correct face! 

76. PARIS - OCTOBER 5-8,1945 

I felt lucky to be granted a 72 hour pass to visit Paris from October 5-8,1945. Getting 
around in Germany and France on a railroad was easy; the railroads were the first 
transportation system to become operational. In addition, almost every large city had a U S 
Army Transient Center. Any soldier carrying official orders could find a bed and meals at the 
mess hall. In Paris I did the usual tourist things; trips are arranged for us at minimum cost. 
One of the areas of Paris that attracted all soldiers at night was what we called "Pig Alley"-
that's where all the girls were! All to soon I had to return to Company H in Germany. 

77. TRANSFER TO MILITARY GOVERNMENT - KASSEL, GERMANY 

When I returned from Paris I was told that the division had received another official alert to 
go home. Each soldier returning with the division needed 70 points. Those of us with less 
than 70 points knew that in a very few days we would be leaving the 100th for another 
assignment. 
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About October 10th, Captain Laudone called four of us into his office. W e recognized each 
other as former A S T P students who had joined Company H in March 1944. He informed us 
that we did not have enough points to go home with the division and that he wanted to give us 
our choice of available options: w e could join the 71st Infantry Division for occupation duty 
in Berlin or transfer to a Military Government Regiment somewhere in Germany. While we 
discussed this issue, Captain Laudone remarked that he was very satisfied with our 
performance with the company over the past year and one-half He also commented that each 
of us had always completed every assignment in a satisfactorily manner, that we were always 
where we were supposed to be at the appointed time and we had never given him any 
significant problems. W e expressed appreciation for his remarks. M y choice was the Military 
Government. 

In a day or two my orders were cut; I said good bye to the members of my section and the 
other old guys, packed m y gear and left for Kassel, Germany. Kassel was located about 160 
miles north (and a few miles east) of Stuttgart. The city had been fire bombed by British 
bombers, killing many Germans civilians; most of the buildings were in ruins. 

On 15 October, I reported to HQ, 2nd Military Government Regiment. The following day I 
was assigned to Detachment E-4, C o C, 2nd Military Government Battalion at Kassel. M y 
new job was the Mail Clerk for the detachment, which was in charge of the rehabilitation and 
government of Kassel. The former Mail Clerk showed m e the various facets of the job, then 2 
days later transferred out for the States. I took over his quarters in a private home. The 
German woman owner provided maid service for 6-8 American soldiers, who had sleeping 
quarters in her house. Each of us provided her with some food, candy bars and cigarettes. 

The Detachment Headquarters was in the Scholss Wilhelmshohe, a large, old castle on a hill 
at the outskirts of the city. The 18th-Century Schloss Wilhelmshonhe served as a royal 
residence from 1807 to 1813, when Jermone was king of Westphalia. It later became the 
summer residence of German emperor Wilhelm EL The great palace stood at the end of the 3-
mile long Wilhelmshoher Allee, an avenue that before the war had run from one side of the 
city to the other. In the fall of 1945 it was a one-lane street lined with high piles of rubble on 
each side. The Palace had sustained several bomb hits. The giant 18th-century statue of 
Hercules that crowns the Wilhelmshohe heights was an astonishing sight, standing unharmed 
on a massive, red-stone octagon. 

All mail, which concerned the city government, came into my office. Much of it was 
classified material. I was provided a "Secret" security clearance and ordered to open and 
personally distribute the mail to the officers in charge of the various departments. Most of the 
paper work dealt with finding the best persons (that is non-Nazis) for city government jobs. I 
soon learned what it takes to jump-start the recovery of a large city: housing, food, roads, 
water, electricity, garbage removal, parks, etc. In a short time I was able to distribute the mail 
and finish early - before lunch. Then I would go to the Enlisted Men's (EM) Club and start 
partying early. 

78. PROMOTION AND ELECTION AS PRESIDENT OF EM CLUB 

In early November I was promoted to Staff Sergeant. A few days later, I was ordered to report 
to the Commanding Officer. He asked if I was interested in being considered for the position 
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the ship you must be in A A A physical condition. M y legs and arms were red and raw from 
scratching. Would I be kept in the E T O until m y Scabies condition improved? 

82. CAMP TOP HAT, ANTWERP, BELGIUM 

On February 27, we arrived at Camp Top Hat. We walked through mud, several inches deep, 
to one of many 10-man tents heated by an oil stove. The next morning the ground was frozen 
under 5 inches of snow. The inspections started after breakfast; everything about us was 
checked and rechecked before we were cleared for boarding. Unbelievably, I passed all the 
inspections. I began to lose faith in U S Army rumors! 

83. SS VASSER VICTORY 

We packed our gear, loaded on trucks and were driven to the docks on the morning of March 
3. Our rusty Victory Ship, the 465 foot long Vasser Victory, sat waiting for us to board. After 
1,400 troops were loaded, the engines were started and we moved away from the dock. 

We were told over the loudspeaker that the ship had a top speed of 18 knots. We bitched 
about the slow progress the first few days. The civilian Captain later explained that the Scheld 
Estutary contained many German oyster mines. This underwater mine was fabricated from 
materials that made it impossible to locate them. They had settled on the bottom in the mud, 
waiting to be detonated by the vibration and pitch of a ship's propeller. To lesson the risk of 
irritating one of these mines and causing it to explode - the Captain kept his speed low. To 
make his story more convincing as to the danger involved in this area, he announced that the 
hulls of 37 ships remain in the Estutary. The most recent was the A L D E R Liberty, which "got 
it" only a week ago. He concluded, "So boys, now you can relax". 

The second day on the water I saw a familiar face. I walked up to Pfc. Dave Lether, from 
Holladay, U T , a former Jeep driver from the 1st Platoon, Company H, 397th Infantry 
Regiment. W e were delighted to see each other. W e had long talks about the guys who had 
gone home before us and those who would never go home. 

The Vasser Victory passed the Azore Islands at 8 AM on March 8; the crew estimated New 
York City in 4 1/2 days. W e settled down to a routine: Sleeping, eating, talking, playing 
games, reading books, watching movies and serving on K P duty. Our lives were regulated by 
the times that meals were served. The breakfast and dinner meals were excellent, copious and 
well prepared. The noon meal was a cup of soup in a metal canteen, some coffee and a Nab. 
Those who served on K P did not have much to clean up after that meal. K P duty was usually 
reserved for the lower ranks (Pvt. & Pfc.) - but almost all of those ranks were still serving in 
Germany. Most of us on board were staff sergeants or higher; I served as a K P for two or 
three days. 

The Ship Captain had charted a straight course to New York City but a heavy storm crossed 
our path. Many troops became seasick. W e lived through three days of tossing and turning in 
that 5-day storm. I was on K P duty at the time the ship was pushed sideways by a large wave; 
we "walked down" the side of the wave, bouncing as if the wave had steps. Everybody 
grabbed on to something that was attached. The stepping down motion jarred all the pots and 
pans loose and they slid all over the tipping floor causing pandemonium. I felt a deep fear that 
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the ship might roll over and sink. As I recall, the captain later announced over the loudspeaker 
that the ship had rolled to within 5 degrees of capsizing. 

The excitement of getting close to the USA was like an electric charge. I could not sleep well 
as the number of days shortened. One night I was near the bow, looking down over the 
railing, toward the water, watching the white bow wave. A GI walked up and we started 
talking about tomorrow, next week, next month, etc. I don't remember what he planned to do 
but his comments on m y thoughts and wishes had a profound effect on m y life. I told him that 
I had not decided about m y future life work but I liked the outdoors, I didn't mind getting 
dirty, and I wanted to build something to improve our society - maybe Civil Engineering. He 
said, "Gee, that sounds like Petroleum Production Engineering and one of the leading colleges 
is the University of Pittsburgh right where you live". I had not heard of Petroleum 
Engineering. Gasoline and oil came from service stations, didn't they? 

On March 11, while still out of sight of land, the Vasser Victory passed nearby a ship that was 
loaded with German Prisoners of War on their way back to Germany. Many of us commented 
on the life those P O W s lived in our country compared to how the Germans treated their 
P O W s . W e were bitter even though the war had been over 10 months. 

I wanted to see the Statue of Liberty. On the way out of New York City in October 1944, 
none of us were allowed up on the deck, so we missed the Statue. About 5 A M on March 12, 
the Statue became visible through the early morning mist. All the ship flags were raised and 
every GI rushed to the left side of the ship. Over the loudspeaker the Captain ordered one-half 
of us to immediately go to the other side of the ship or we would capsize. W e passed the large 
sign "Welcome H o m e - Well Done" along Riverside Drive. 

84. NEW YORK CITY 

About 4 hours later a tug boat pushed us toward the New York City pier 82-34 at 42nd St. 
Pfc. Dave Lether and I waited together to leave the ship. Our unit was the last to be called. 
Along with about 700 troops we boarded the second ferry to take us across the Hudson River 
to N e w Jersey. The Red Cross was waiting with coffee and donuts; an Army Band played for 
us. All 1,400 of us boarded a waiting train and left immediately for Camp Kilmer near N e w 
Brunswick, NJ. I had made a great circle; I was back where I had left the U S A about 18 
months ago. 

85. CAMP KILMER 

When we arrived at Camp Kilmer, the first order of business was an evening meal. We were 
served a full course steak dinner and were encouraged to return for as many seconds as we 
wished. After the meal we were briefed that our unit would be dissolved and we would be 
classified for discharge, reassignment or reenlistment. They promised that our stay at Camp 
Kilmer should not exceed 48 hours. Furthermore, we could expect to be sent to a Separation 
Center near our hometown where the average stay was 3-5 days before discharge. After 
waiting in long lines we each called home with the welcome news. 
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86. FT. MEADE - DISCHARGE - MARCH 18,1946 

On March 15,1 boarded a train for the Separation Center at Ft. Meade, MD where I had 
entered active duty about 33 months before. During the next two days every part of m y body, 
m y clothes and m y records were inspected -1 passed all inspections. O n March 18,1 sat at the 
side of a desk in front of a young 2nd Lieutenant, who questioned m e on m y service, dates, 
locations and decorations. A very young Corporal sat beside us typing m y Honorable 
Discharge Certificate. The officer asked if I was interested in joining the U S Army Inactive 
Reserve for three years. He explained that I would not be required to attend any meetings, and 
m y enlistment would save m y S/Sgt rank in the event I was called into active service. I 
declined, having had enough U S Army duty over the last 33 months. The officer signed m y 
discharge and said, "Sergeant, your country is proud of your service and thanks you". He 
shook m y hand, handed m e m y discharge and sent m e to the paymaster. I received $350 and 
change for separation pay and was told I was free to go home. 

My thoughts drifted back to my US Army enlistment on April 28, 1943; I had enlisted for a 
period of the "Duration of the War plus 6 Months". W W I I was officially over on September 
2,1945. Six more months was March 2, 1946. Today was March 18, so the U S Army had 
extended m y enlistment by some 16 days. M y final thought on this subject was, "Who cares, I 
am a civilian now! Whoopee! 

At 3:46 PM, I sent a Western Union message to my mother stating "Arriving at 12:51 P&LE 
Station, Love Bill". A bunch of us went to Charles Street in Baltimore to celebrate; as 
evening approached I boarded a train for Pittsburgh. Nobody was at the Pennsylvania & Lake 
Erie Station to meet me. For some reason lost in the mists of the past, m y family went to the 
Pennsylvania Station. When they realized that no train was scheduled to arrive from 
Baltimore they asked about the other stations. They were told that a train from Washington, 
D C had arrived at the P & L E Station at 12:51 A M . Shortly afterwards we had a happy family 
reunion. 

87. HOME - THE CIVILIAN 

I proudly wore my uniform for a couple of days, showing off my Combat Infantryman Badge, 
Purple Heart ribbon, three battle ribbons and stars plus the Distinguished Unit Citation ribbon 
along with m y S/Sgt stripes, patches and overseas bars. Then it had to end; mother and I took 
a train into Pittsburgh and spent about $400 (of m y parents' money) for several complete sets 
of civilian clothing. I joined the 52-20 Club. Discharged Pennsylvania veterans received $20 
dollars a week for 52 weeks, to assist them in their transition to civilian life. I had money and 
new clothes -1 was back into civilian life! (Two pictures of m y family and m e as a civilian 
are included in the snapshots and documents section). 

I received a letter from the US Veterans Administration awarding me, as I recall, a 10 % 
disability. A month later the V A wrote to withdraw the disability award. I did not request a 
review of these actions, to m y parent's dismay. I was of the opinion that the U S Government 
was compensating m e enough with the GI Bill and the home loan program. N o w (May 15, 
2001) that I have celebrated m y 76th birthday, and with the leg wound causing m e some 
problems, I have requested the V A to review m y case. 
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SOME AFTER DISCHARGE EVENTS 

A week or two after my return home I began to investigate the profession of Petroleum 
Engineering and submitted an application to the University of Pittsburgh. O n April 29, 1946, 
m y mother baked m y favorite food, a Chocolate Devils Food cake, for m y 21st birthday. 
During the middle of May, the Department of Engineering, University of Pittsburgh, notified 
m e that they had accepted most of m y completed A S T P courses, credited m y Army service 
and assigned m e as a 1st semester Sophomore - the time in the Army was not wasted. M y 
mother and father offered m e m y former bedroom, if I wanted to live at home in Oakdale -
home cooking went with the bedroom offer. I accepted their kind offer and began planning 
for the course work, which was to start on June 6.1 visited the University of Pittsburgh 
campus and signed up for the GI Bill - as a single veteran I received $110 each month for 
living expenses. All m y books and class costs were fully paid. This also included such items 
as an expensive slide rule and drafting instruments. 

My father asked me to cut the front lawn and to help him plant tomatoes in our back yard on 
the usual last day of frost in the Pittsburgh, P A area - M a y 30, Memorial Day - the chores 
around a home never stop. 

On June 6, having changed my mind about joining the US Army Inactive Reserve. I enlisted 
for a three-year period. I received three years of satisfactory military service toward m y 20 
years (for retirement) from this period of service. O n the same day the University classes 
started. I carried 18 credit hours during the summer semester, studying English Composition, 
Engineering Physics, Historical Geology and Field Surveying. Each weekday I took a 45-
minute train ride from the Oakdale Station to the Fourth Avenue Station in Pittsburgh and 
then a 20-minute electric streetcar to the Pitt campus. When a class was scheduled for late 
evening, I rode the bus home 15 miles to Oakdale. I maintained that schedule for two years. 

During the summer of 19481 worked for the Petroleum and Natural Gas Research Section of 
the Bureau of Mines, U S Department of the Interior in Franklin, P A as an Engineering Aid 
(Engineering Trainee) at an annual salary of $2,394. At the end of August 1948, the 
Supervising Engineer, Sam Taylor, offered m e a professional position (GS-5), when I 
completed m y final semester and received m y B S Degree. I accepted. Graduation for the 
Class of 1949 occurred on January 27,1949. A few days later I said goodbye to m y parents 
and boarded a bus for Franklin, PA. The next day I reported for work with the U S Bureau of 
Mines as a Petroleum and Natural Gas Research Engineer. 

I served in Franklin, PA, 1949 -1954; Morgantown, WV, 1954 -1963; Bartlesville, OK, 
1963 -1970; Juneau, A K , 1970 -1973; returned to Morgantown, W V as the Research 
Director, 1973 -1975 and then to Washington, D C , 1975 -1979. M y highest rank in the Civil 
Service System was an Executive Grade (GS-16), which is equivalent to a Major General in 
the U S Army. O n the last day of August 1979,1 retired from m y position with the U S 
Department of Energy in Washington, D C , with over 34 years of service (counting active 
Military service). 

On January 24,1964, the State of Oklahoma certified me as a Registered Professional 
Engineer, No. 5986. The Oklahoma Society of Professional Engineers accepted m e into active 
Professional Membership on February 26,1965. 
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While working I continued m y education with Graduate Studies in Petroleum Reservoir 
Engineering at the University of Tulsa, 1965 -1967. While in Alaska I completed all course 
work for a Masters in Public Administration (MPA). M y transfer to Morgantown, W V at the 
end 1973 stopped work on m y Thesis, "Comparing the Offshore Oil Production Laws of 
Alaska and Louisiana". The degree work was never completed. 

In June 1950, when North Korea attacked South Korea, I applied to the US Army for a 
commission as an Infantry Officer. In December 1950 I was commissioned a 2nd Lieutenant, 
Serial Number 0-1917544, and assigned to the Active Reserve. I expected to be called for 
Active Duty but the U S Army never called. I served in various U S Army Active Reserve 
positions as an Infantry, Engineering Corps and Military Police Officer attending monthly 
meetings and two-week periods of active duty each summer. M y most interesting assignment 
was in Morgantown, W V , during the period 1958 - 1962, when, as a Captain, I served as 
Commanding Officer of Company A, 325th Combat Engineer Company, 100th Infantry 
Division (Training). In that time period the 100th was assigned as an Active Reserve Training 
Division with units in W V and KY. Strange Coincidence! The reader may recall that 
Company A, 325th Combat Engineer Battalion was attached to m y regiment during the war in 
Europe. During January 1945, under m y direction, they used T N T charges to create foxholes, 
in the frozen ground, for our machine guns. 

On May 1,1965 I was transferred to the Retired Reserved with the rank of Captain, with over 
20 years Active and Reserve service. On April 29, 1985, on m y 60th birthday, I received a 
Certificate of Retirement from the U S Army and began to receive retired pay. (A copy of 
these certificates is included in the snapshots and documents section). 

On September 29,2001 US Congressman Jim Kolbe of Tucson, AZ, awarded me the Bronze 
Star Medal and the Combat Infantryman Badge at a military awards ceremony. Joelle's 
Granddaughter, Elizabeth A. Lenz pinned the awards on m y shirt. After the awards ceremony 
I showed Congressman Kolbe several W W I I mementos: 1) m y picture taken at Hottviller, 
France on March 15, 1945,2) thelOOth Infantry Division shoulder patch and 3) m y "Sons of 
Bitche" membership card. He asked for a picture and held the items for the camera. (A picture 
of Congressman Kolbe and m e at the awards ceremony is included in the snapshots and 
documents section). 

My US Army decorations, badges, unit award and campaign and service medals are: 

DECORATIONS BADGES 
Bronze Star Medal Combat Infantryman Badge 
Purple Heart Medal Expert Infantryman Badge 
Good Conduct Medal M K M 30 Cal M l Rifle 

UNIT & RIBBON AWARDS 
Army Distinguished Unit Award - Rimling, France - January 7-9, 1945 

103 



CAMPAIGN & SERVICE MEDALS 
America Campaign Medal - For service outside the U S for 30 days during 1941 -1946 
European-African-Middle East Campaign Medal - For service in the E T O for 30 days 

M y ribbon has three battle stars on it for the Rhineland, Ardennes-Alsace and 
Central Europe campaigns 

World War II Victory Medal - For service between 1941 -1946 
World War II Occupation Medal - For service in Germany for 30 days between 1945 -

1995 
Cold War Victory Commemorative Medal - For honorable service between 2 Sept 1945 -

26 Dec 1991 
EPILOGUE 

Fifty-six years ago we experienced terrible days and nights of rain, mud and snow in the 
Vosges Mountains of Eastern France, bitter cold and deep snow drifts in the Alsace region 
near the German Border and dark, smelly, moist concrete fortifications in the Maginot Line. 
Most of the time every one of us was scared to death, physically and mentally exhausted and 
just plain miserable. Unless you have been in battle you can't imagine the feeling of living in 
wet darkness or in a snow covered deep hole for long periods of time. However, most of us 
were young, strong and had the ability to bounce back quickly. W e considered the war as a 
great, terrifying adventure, but at the same time we hated every moment of the misery and 
fear. Each of us was severely tested and found equal to the task; none of us would want to go 
through such an extremely harsh ordeal again. W e think often of our friends who did not 
return with us. 

The date today is April 25,2001. Many articles report that WWII veterans are dying at the 
rate of over 1,000 each day. Less than half of us are still living. 

"The tale is told. The sun shines as brightly as before, the sky sparkles with 
the trembling stars that make the night beautiful, and the scene melts and 
gradually disappears forever" - Written by Winston Groom in his book, 
Shrouds of Glory. 
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APPENDIX A 

THE ROAD FRANK HANCOCK AND I TRAVELED TOGETHER 

While reading Frank Hancock's WWII story I noted that we began our WWII experience at 
the same time: he left Baltimore, M D on M a y 27, 1943; I left Pittsburgh, P A on June 15, 
1943. W e were separately ordered to report to Ft Meade, M D and after a week or so were 
shipped, in the same group, to Fort McClellan, A L for basic infantry training. After 
successfully completing that training, we both studied basic engineering under the Army 
Specialized Training Program (ASTP) at The Citadel, Charleston, SC. When the ASTP 
program was disbanded we were separately assigned to heavy machine gun platoons in sister 
infantry regiments assigned to the 100th Infantry Division at Fort Bragg, NC. When our 
advanced infantry training was completed we traveled overseas on the same ship; and went 
into combat with the 100th. After the Japanese surrendered we both transferred out of the 
100th for separate assignments with the 2nd Military Government Regiment in Kassel, 
Germany. Both of us independently vacationed for a week in Switzerland. During late 
February 1946 we were both assigned to the 378th Medical Collecting Company, and traveled 
by train to Camp Top Hat, Antwerp, Belgium. W e boarded the same Victory ship for the 
U S A and were processed through Camp Kilmer, NJ. W e were transferred on the same orders 
to and discharged from Ft. Meade, M D in mid-March 1946 - W I T H O U T O N C E M E E T I N G 
E A C H O T H E R ! W e finally met face to face in 1997 at a 100th Infantry Division Association 
Convention. 

A P P E N D I X B 

CORRESPONDENCE AND A VISIT WITH PFC. OWEN LINDSEY'S MOTHER 

After the war was over in May 1945,1 wrote to Owen's mother asking if she wanted to know 
of the circumstances of Owen's death. She wrote of her interest in the details, stating that she 
and her husband did not receive anything except the citation that came with Owen's Silver 
Star award. W e began to correspond. She sent m e many packages of food; those packages 
were limited to five pounds. She complained that she had much more to send. 

In a letter dated January 7,1946 Mrs. Lindsey wrote that she had received a Christmas card 
from Lloyd Barnhouse of Painesville, OH. He was one of our squad machinegun ammunition 
bearers who were with Owen on November 19,1944 when the fatal attack took place. He was 
seriously wounded during the attack. 

She wrote immediately but Lloyd Barnhouse did not immediately respond. In a letter to me 
dated February 22,1946, she wrote " ...one night I had a call and found that he and his wife 
were passing through the city (Decatur, G A ) and came out to see us. W e insisted that they 
stop over with us, but they were on a trip to Florida and most eager to be on their way but 
promised to stop on their return - in a few days they were back since they were not able to get 
living quarters. So they arrived back on February 11 and are still with us. W e are enjoying 
every moment of their stay and are going to keep them another week we hope. He as you 
must know was very seriously wounded on the day Owen was killed. He stayed in hospitals 
until this past November 16 - one year lacking two days and has under gone 9 major 
operations - his legs were badly hurt from hand grenade wounds and were in casts for quite 
sometime - shrapnel went through his back and came through tearing part of his intestines and 
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he has 9 inches of rubber tubing to replace - he doesn't know how he survived and needless to 
say spent many months in agony. He was hit around two o'clock in the afternoon and wasn't 
picked up by the medics until the next day with the wounds and loss of blood and the awful 
weather, its certainly a miracle that he is living besides what he's had to go through since then 
with the operations, etc. He didn't know the other fellow that got away that day was killed 
before the war ended until I told him that you had told us and he said this fellow came by and 
told him that they were the only ones left...". 

Shortly thereafter in 1946 my mother, Sarah Eckard, began to write to Mrs. Lindsey. The two 
mothers carried on a correspondence with each other for more than a decade. In 1958,1 took 
m y mother on an airplane trip to visit Mrs. Lindsey in Decatur, GA. W e all had a very 
enjoyable visit. 

After the war was over the US Government began to ask the relatives of soldiers buried in 
foreign soil whether they wished the remains to be returned to U S soil. The alternative was to 
leave their bodies in American maintained cemeteries in Europe. Mrs. Lindsey, acting m y 
recommendation, decided to leave Owen's remains in Europe. Owen's father died shortly 
after the end of the war. O w e n is buried in the American Military Cemetery near Epinal, in 
the foothills of the Vosges Mountains along with 5,254 other Americans most of w h o m gave 
their lives in the campaigns across northeastern France and beyond into Germany. I have 
visited the graves of O w e n Lindsey, Robert Gorell and Frank Rosse, three times. M y last visit 
was in July 2000. 
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