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IN HUMBLE GRATITUDE TO THOSE VALIANT SOLDIERS OF THE 90™ INFANTRY DIVISION
WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES FOR THEIR COUNTRY
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FOREWORD

It was mid-January in the town of Harlange, deep in the Ardennes. Snow fell thickly,
blanketing the tiny square and the shattered houses. Before the demolished church, a knot
of men stood at attention their eyes riveted on a tall figure wearing three stars and a Third
Army patch.

The ceremony was about over as General Patton was pinning a DSC on the last of the
six soldiers standing before him. Then without warning, he curtly ordered General Van
Fleet into the line while fumbling in the pocket of his field coat. Patton’'s voice, normally
shrill and piercing, was full of warmth.

“I should have 10,000 of these but I have only one. This DSC you have rightly earned
but it is also for the entire 90th. An heroic division must have an heroic commander!”

In those words, General Patton paid tribute to the Division's lightning advance to Le Mans:
the success at Chambois, closing the Falaise Gap; the epochal envelopment of Metz; and the
smashing of the German salient below Bastogne. His words were also prophetic of achieve-
ments yet to come: the breakthrough of the Siegfried Line; the crossing, in rapid succession,
of the Moselle, Rhine and Main Rivers; and the [inal advance to cut the Third Reich in two.

What special qualities made the 90th heroic? During the long months of preparation,
there were no indications that the Division would forge a battle record, equaled by few. It
was one of nearly a hundred divisions mobilized for prosecution of the war. All filled with a
coast to coast cross-section of American manhood, similar in age, background, education
and physique. All divisions were identically organized, equipped and trained. Generally
ignorant of their WWI heritage, the men of the 90th drew no stimulus therefrom. The
Division had difficulty meeting readiness standards for overseas deployment. In six weeks
of bloody, frustrating combat in the hedgerows, it functioned no better—and occasionally
worse— then adjacent divisions. Indeed, there were moments when higher headquarters
questioned its battle worthiness. Those doubts were soon dispelled.

The Normandy experience was the crucible which shaped and molded the 90th as an
effective fighting force of extraordinary drive and elan. Command at battalion level and
below passed to leaders of demonstrated competence and initiative. Squads, sections and
detachments coalesced into battle-wise teams. The individual soldier— alpha and omega of
any organization— developed confidence in those who led and camaraderie with his mates.
The 90th was transformed within. And then it was suddenly blessed with a magnificent
commander and a new operational environment. Esprit de corps and sense of mission took
hold. The ‘Tough 'Ombres’ were on the way to glory.

This memorial book— largely the input of ‘Tough 'Ombres’ themselves— contains much
of the story of the 90th Division. It does not tell the whole story. No book can. The full
account, in all its vivid detail, is locked in the hearts and etched in the minds of the
thousands who fought, endured and survived. Only they can describe the harsh reality of
close combat, and the intensity of the countless small actions that were the real measure of
the Division's accomplishments. Only they can truly appreciate the cost in human treasure—
the many hundreds of comrades-in-arms, heroes all, who gave their lives in storming
positions, in repulsing counterattacks, in protecting their buddies or simply being in the
lethal zone of enemy fire. All of us who were there recognize that their supreme sacrifices
were central to the 90th’s battle record. All living ‘Tough 'Ombres’ stand tall in resounding
salute in their honor.

R.G. Stilwell
General, U.S. Army (Ret)
CO, 315 Engrs/Division G-3




THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

February 28, 1991

I am pleased to salute the members of the 90th
Infantry Division as you gather to celebrate
your 49th anniversary. Congratulations on this
milestone.

The record of the 90th Infantry Division more
than justifies its nickname, "Tough Ombres." 1In
virtually continuous action during World War II,
from the assault on Utah Beach to campaigns in
the western reaches of Czechoslovakia, the 90th
accomplished every assigned mission. General
Patton described its decisive role in the
envelopment of Fortress Metz as one of the most
epic river crossings in all military history.
General Eisenhower, the Supreme Allied Commander,
praised its members as the Ardennes Campaign was
winding down, declaring that, "I would sure like
to have many more divisions like the U.S. 1st,
9th, 90th and the 2nd and 3rd Armored." Those
words were a fitting tribute to the courage,
fortitude, and sacrifice of the men of the 90th.
Nearly half a century later, memories of their
part in the liberation of Europe remain vivid in
the hearts of a grateful people.

As you enjoy seeing old friends and reminiscing
about your times together, I join you in saluting
the memory of your comrades who never made it
home. They, like you, will never be forgotten.

Barbara joins me in sending our best wishes for a
memorable reunion and for every future success.
God bless you.

2 Bl




GEORGE BUSH

President of the United States of America
Commander-in-Chief




HEADQUARTERS 90TE INFAWYRY DIVISION
0ffice of the Division Commander

1 February 1945

T0 THE OFFICERS AND MEN: 9Oth Infantry Division
712%h Tank Babtalion
773rd T Battalion
537 AAA Battalion

Wish sincere regrets I loave the 90th Division., I take with me vivid
memorios of a great division, and an everlasting love for all of you —~
swoll and gallant "fough Onmbres. M

During my time with you sincc niddle October, you have accomplished
every objcctive with brilliant and heroic cxocution. No commander could
expect more, Beforc Metz, Across the Mosello, Beyond the Sear, and now;
From Bastogne the first wnit back into Germany! Your great accomplishments
will ever be proud pagos in American Bisvory.

You have made this Division the Bost Fighting Division on the Western
Front. The experienced oldtimers know how to do it, and what it takes.
They know "How to EKillF and oquqlly importent "How Not to be KilledF.
Reinforcoments are fortunato to have these oldtimers as inetructors and
lcaders., And all of us are learning every day how to do the job still
Yetter.

‘But the officers and mcn of the 90th Division have something else.
They have a fighting hoart. They want to Eill ¥rauts, They want to geot
the job dome. 1t 18 this desirc to fight whicn naxes the 90th the Best
Division on the West¢im Front,

I wish to thenk you 811, for cnduring hardships so cheorfully and ever
and. always coming through with supcrb performances. May continued good
hmting and good luck bo with you is eerly victory.

J. A. VAN FLEET
zjor Gunezal, U. S. Army
Comzanding




Major General Henry Terrell, Jr.

Brigadier General Jay W. McKelvie

Major General Eugene M. Landrum

Major General Raymond §. McLain

Major General Herbert L. Earnest

Major General James A. VanFleet

Major General Lowell H. Rooks




The 90th Division, its troops largely from Texas and
Oklahoma, was organized on August 25, 1917, at
Camp Travis, Texas, adjacent to Fort Sam Houston.

It was first commanded by Maj. Gen. Henry T.
Allen, a cavalryman who was an 1881 West Point
graduate and a veteran of both the Spanish-American
War and General Pershing’s punitive expedition into
Mexico against Pancho Villa.

After about a year as a replacement training unit,
the division was ordered to ship out for Europe and
“The War To End All Wars.”

In increments, the 90th left Camp Travis, Texas,
in early June 1918, arrived at Camp Mills, Long Is-
land, New York, and shipped out for Europe during
June 13 to July 6, 1918.

The principal units of the division were:

179th Infantry Brigade

357th Infantry Regiment

358th Infantry Regiment
344th Machine-Gun Battalion

180th Infantry Brigade

359th Infantry Regiment

360th Infantry Regiment
345th Machine-Gun Battalion

165th Field Artillery Brigade
343rd Field Artillery Regiment (75-mm guns)
344th Field Artillery Regiment (75-mm guns)
345th Field Artillery Regiment (155-mm guns)
315th Trench-Mortar Battery

Division Troops
343rd Machine-Gun Battalion
315th Engineer Regiment
315th Field Signal Battalion
Headquarters Troop Trains

Some division elements made the trans-Atlantic
voyage aboard the H.M.S. Olympic, a British ocean
liner and sister ship of the ill-fated Titanic, which had
sunk six years earlier. The 90th Division did not lose a
man on the voyage, punctuated by the threat of Ger-
man submarine warfare.

The division headquarters was set up on June 25,
1918, at Aignay-le-Duc, France. In mid-July, the ma-

10

jority of the division arrived at its initial training area
north of Dijon, in the Céte-d’'Or Mountains, on the
plateau which divides the Seine and Sadne valleys.

The 90th Division was the twenty-second division
of the American Expeditionary Forces to arrive in France
during World War 1. The division arrived during the
period when the Germans were making their last des-
perate efforts on the Marne to break through to Paris.

The division spent its first five weeks in France
training in the Céte-d’'Or Mountains. In mid-August it
was ordered to relieve the 1st Division, then located in
the Saizerais sector, north of Toul.

The sector in which the 90th Division entered, had
been the site of some of the bloodiest trench warfare of
the war between the French and Germans in 1915 in
the Bois-le-Pretre woods.

On August 22, the 90th Division entered the battle-
front between Remenauville and Bois-le-Pretre, an area
which was part of the St. Mihiel Salient.

The 90th Division’s first baptism under fire came
during the St. Mihiel campaign on September 12, 1918,
as part of a 406,000-man First U.S. Army Force offen-
sive. The offensive was the first large-scale operation of
the American Expeditionary Forces in the war. The
offensive was designed to relieve the half-enveloped
position in which Verdun was placed and to free the
important double-track Verdun-Toul-Belfort Railway.

90th Division troops were the first to attack from
the trenches on September 12, 1918, advancing against
the maze of barbed wire and trenches, part of a 23-
kilometer wave of men along the southern edge of the
St. Mihiel Salient.

Ironically, American artillery preparation had failed
to punch holes through much of the German barbed
wire. However, the 90th’s Texans and Oklahomans,
cow-punchers, cattlemen and stock dealers among
them, overcame the obstacle. Accustomed to the Great
Southwest’s barbed wire fences, they were proficient
in using wire cutters and “scaling” techniques to pass
through the wire boundaries.

The 90th attacked the strong positions on the
Hidenburg line immediately to the west of the Moselle
River. The division was successful in its first combat,
advancing six and half kilometers and occupying three
French towns.

But it was during the St. Mihiel campaign where
the 90th Division suffered its greatest casualties in the
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war, primarily due to enemy gas warfare. During nearly
one month of the campaign, the 90th’s casualties in-
cluded: 524 killed, 3,378 wounded and 1,390 gassed.

The other great offensive in which the 90th Divi-
sion played an important role was the Meuse-Argonne
campaign. The area between the Meuse River and
Argonne Forest was strategic, for there was large Ger-
man troop concentrations covering the Metz-Longuyon-
Mézieres-Lille Railway, one of the most important lines
of transportation for supplying the German armies in
France.

The 90th entered the fray during the second phase
of the campaign on October 21-22 and played a pivotal
role in the campaign’s third and last phase. But the

90th also paid the price for their participation: 554
killed, 2,745 wounded and 795 gassed.

The 90th Division’s total casualties in World War 1
were: 1,387 killed, 6,623 wounded and more than
2,000 gassed.

Division commanders during World War I were:
Maj. Gen. Henry T. Allen, August 1917-December 1918;
Maj. Gen. Charles H. Martin, December 1918-June
1919.

When World War I ended, the 90th Division served
in the army of occupation in Germany from December
1918 to May 1919. The division later returned to the

United States and was deactivated in May and June
1919.
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An infantryman of the 359th Infantry Regiment lics on the ground exhausted (1918). Company barber with client at 315th Supply Train (19 18).
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T-O SHOULDER SLEEVE INSIGNIA

The 90th Division was born of the need to expand
the Army upon entry into WWI. A third compo-
nent, National Army was added to The Army of the
United States which had before consisted of the
Regular Army and the National Guard. The 90th
was one of the first National Army Divisions to be
organized; and like the other National Army Divi-
sions was projected to be in existence only for the
duration of WWI. This concept changed in the
next decade and the units which had been part of
the National Army became the basis for the Army
Reserve structure that we know today.

In World War I, there were four infantry regi-
ments in the Division — the 357th, 358th, 359th,
and 360th. As the standard deployment was two
regiments up and two back, the Division was known
as a square division. The method of selecting per-
sonnel for the four regiments was simplistic but it
worked. At that time, the Santa Fe Railroad crossed
Oklahoma and Texas north and south near the
middle of the two states. One regiment was formed
of men living in Oklahoma east of the Santa Fe;
and another regiment formed from those living
west of the railroad. The other two regiments were
formed from Texans living east and west of the
railroad which ran through Dallas and Austin.

From September 5 to October 3, 1917, the
first three increments of recruits who had been
assigned to the newly formed 90th Division ar-
rived at Camp Travis, Texas. Even most of the
junior officers were from Texas and Oklahoma.
The spirit of these two states characterized the
90th Division throughout its battle career in World
War I, symbolized by the division's insignia, a
monogram “T-0,” adopted in France.

In the first six months, the 90th functioned as

a replacement depot, providing basic trainees to
other National Army divisions. Fifty-thousand men
entered the Division and 35,000 left. By May 8,
1918, the proportion of Texans and Oklahomans
was greatly reduced and practically every state in
the Union was represented in the Division’s ranks.
A large number were from Iowa and Minnesota.
None-the-less, the Texas-Oklahoma flavor re-
mained predominant.,

The T-O patch was designed by General Allen
and made official by General Pershing’s Head-
quarters. However, many varieties of home-made
and army issue T-O patches were produced and
worn by unit members during and after World
War 1. They ranged in varying degree of sizes,
shapes, and even colors. Some of the early patch-
es feature a color range from pink and crimson for
the letters “T-0,” and from light green to olive drab
green for the background of the patch.

A brief 23 years passed from the end of the
Great War (the war to end all wars) until the 90th
was again activated with the same insignia being
bestowed upon it.

In WWII, the Division structure became trian-
gular by retaining the 357th, 358th, and 359th
Infantry Regiments and dropping the 360th. The
other WWI Divisional units retained their numeri-
cal designations but were reorganized to fit the
triangular structure.

War Department orders, issued in 1925, es-
tablished the WWI shoulder patch as the Divi-
sions's official insignia. Thus, the red “T-O" on a
green field was worn proudly by the “Tough 'Om-
bres” throughout WWII and exists today on the
shoulders of the members of the 90th Army Re-
serve Command.”
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REGIMENTAL INSIGNIA

A gold-color metal and enamel device 1-3/16
inches in height consisting of a white five-pointed
star on a gold background; and superimposed
upon the star’s vertical point the head of a blue
demi-arrow, its shaft bisecting the star and sur-
mounted by two red bayonets in saltire, their
points up and centerlines coincident with the
lower edges of the four lower points of the star,
and standing upon the horizontal points of the
star with its body passing behind the arrowhead
a gold lion passant guardant with red tongue, the
device enclosed at either side by a gold lined blue
scroll folded three times at either side and cross-
ing at bottom with a concave arc bearing the
words “TOUGH 'OMBRES" in gold letters.

SYMBOLISM

The 90th Infantry Division's World War service in
France is represented by the vertical arrow shaft,
while the head of the arrow and the gold lion
behind it (derived from the coat of arms of Nor-
mandy, France) signify participation in the am-
phibious assault at Normandy during World War
II. The white star denotes the Texas origin of the
unit, and the five points further represent the
campaign credits for World War II service in Eu-
rope. Awards of the French Croix de Guerre and
Meritorious Unit Commendation are represented
by the crossed bayonets.

357™ REGIMENT

SIEMPRE ALERTA (ALWAYS ON THE ALERT)
The shield is blue, the infantry color. The charges denote service in World War I. The broken Rompu
point debased chevron indicates the regiment pushed the German salient back at the Bois de
Banthevilleand Grand Carre farm. The shoulder sleeve insignia (also proper when worn) indicates
the 357th Infantry was then a unit of the 90th Division. The two mullets (stars) represent the two

major operations during World War I as well as the dual source of the original personnel of the
regiment.

358™ REGIMENT

PERAGIMUS (WE ACCOMPLISH)
The shield is blue for infantry. The embattled fess represents the enemy'’s field fortifications
taken at Stenay in World War I; the fleur-de-lis indicates service in France. The star is taken from
the seal of Texas (the Lone Star State), the state to which the regiment is allocated.

359™ REGIMENT

CARRY ON
The shield is blue for infantry. The oak tree indicates the Argonne Forest and the two fleurs-de lis
at Mihiel and Lorraine areas of the operations in which the regiment participated in World War L.

Y
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THE 90™ INFANTRY DIVISION WORLD WAR li

The colors of the 90th were unfurled at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, on 25 March 1942 and Maj. Gen.
Henry T. Terrell assumed command. Over the next
hectic two years, it was twice reorganized; provided
leadership cadres for three newly activated divisions;
trained in Texas, Louisiana and California; and de-
ployed to England to finalize preparation for its key
role in Operation Overlord, the Normandy invasion.

VII Corps had the mission to secure a lodgment
inland of Utah Beach and then wheel north to capture
Cherbourg, the port needed for build-up of forces. The
82nd and 101st Airborne Divisions were dropped be-
fore daylight on June 6 and at dawn the beach was
assaulted by the 4th Infantry Division with the 359th
Regimental Combat Team (less one battalion) attached.
Two days later the entire division was ashore and on
June 10 received its baptism by fire. The order was to
advance rapidly to seal off the base of the Contentin
Peninsula. However, the attacking units immediately
confronted heavily compartmented terrain, skillfully
organized and exploited by determined German de-
fenders, exacting a terrible price for progress mea-
sured in yards.

For the next several weeks, the unexpected chal-
lenge of combat in hedgerows was to be the nightmare
of the 90th and all other divisions. Acts of heroism
were legion, though largely unrecorded. Picauville,
Goubersville and Beau Coudreay were but identifying
landmarks as fierce fighting raged across the division
front, casualties soared and senior leadership changed
repeatedly. Only the conquest of Foret de Mont Castre
(Hill 122) had major tactical significance.

It had been a frightful ordeal, but the savage
combat at close quarters had made the 90th battle-
wise. Proven leaders had emerged to command compa-
nies and battalions. Morale skyrocketed with the arrival
of General Ray McLain, a magnificent leader. Thus,
the Allied break-out at St. Lo in late July found the
division ready for mobile warfare. Assigned now to
Patton's Third Army, the 90th launched forward in
multiple columns.

In the first ten days of August, the 90th advanced
140 miles and secured its objective, Le Mans. Spear-
headed by Task Force Weaver, it had captured Mayenne,
fought three other stiff engagements and bypassed
many pockets of resistance. It then swung north,

alongside the 2nd French Armored, to help close the
Falaise Gap through which the German VII Army was
attempting to escape the Allied pincer. In a four-day
battle astride Chambois, the German should)was
crushed, the trap sprung and the VII Army mercilessly
mauled by air and artillery. That brilliant action netted
the 90th 13,000 prisoners and destroyed 220 tanks
and thousands of vehicles.

With the German Armies in full retreat across
northern France, the pursuit was on. The 90th, now
part of XX Corps, crossed the Seine and Marne rivers,
occupied Rheims and came to an abrupt halt near
Verdun: Patton’s juggernaut had run out of gas. Stocks
were replenished within the week but the delay had
permitted the Germans to re-group and organize de-
fence of the Moselle River line, with Fortress Metz—
impregnable for two centuries— as the hinge. XX Corps
closed to the river, ascertained that a hasty crossing
was not in the cards and awaited reinforcements. Gen-
eral McLain, rewarded by Corps Command, was re-
placed by the equally inspiring General Van Fleet.
Preparations got under way for what was to be the
90th’s most notable feat of arms as the main effort of a
multi-division operation to envelop and reduce Fortress
Metz.

Pre-dawn on November 9, two regiments debouched
from concealed assembly areas northeast of Thionville
to initiate a combined night operation, river crossing
and attack of a fortified area. Four battalions simulta-
neously assaulted across the Moselle at flood stage,
storned the forward German defenses and fought their
way to the outworks of the Maginot Line, securing
lodgement for the balance of the divisions’ combat
elements. For four critical days, the unprecedented
width and current of the swollen river precluded bridge
building and thus deployment of tanks. Nonetheless,
the advance continued, severe counterattacks were
repulsed and the mighty Fort Koenigsmacker, the key
to the German defense, was blasted by an extraordi-
narily gallant infantry-engineer combat team. Com-
pletion of a bridge imparted new momentum to the
attack through the Maginot fortifications and Novem-
ber 19 the Division joined hands with 5th Division
units east of Metz, completing encirclement of that
fortress city. In 11 days of constant fighting, the 90th
had crossed a strongly defended river, carried by as-
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sault the major Metz-type fort; crushed 3 regimental
size counterattacks; rolled up a 31 kilometer section of
the Maginot fortifications; and accomplished its as-
signed mission precisely in accordance with the oper-
ational concept. Generals Patton and Bradley recom-
mended to General Eisenhower that the entire Divi-
sion be awarded the Presidential Unit Citation.

On Corps order the 90th assaulted across the
Saar River, directly into the vaunted Siegfried Line at
Pachten-Dillingen. Thus began an operation without
clear purpose or promise. The enemy had continuous
observation of the river, negating bridge construction;
both flanks were exposed; and no back-up forces were
available for exploitation. The Division was soon mired
in the fortified belt, with all 9 infantry battalions,
tanks and tank destroyers committed to maintain a
shallow bridgehead against small but incessant counter
attacks. Never had artillery support been more re-
sponsive of more needed. Daily battle reports featured
pillboxes captured, lost and retaken. In the chilling
rain, exposure and trenchfoot casualties exceeded
combat losses. Lacking a bridge, the forward units
were kept minimally supplied by massive carrying
parties. Ironically, the German Ardenness counter-
offensive was the 90th’s salvation, for it was directed
to evacuate the bridgehead, 21-22 December, and re-
group for new deployment.

The few days for refit were the 90th's last respite.
Urgently needed in the Ardennes, it made a forced
march, in complete secrecy, to Luxemburg to restore
momentum to the VIII Corps. On January 9, the 90th
began a sustained operation that would shear off the
German salient south of Bastogne and seize the Our
River line. Determined defenses, heavy snow and sub-
zero weather made the going tough; but the 90th
prevailed and led Corps into Germany to again confront
the Siegfried Line. This time the outcome would be
different thanks to the ‘Tough 'Ombres’ esprit and the
elfectiveness of the combined arms teams in breaching
barriers and reducing emplacements. By end February,
the West Wall had been cracked. The way was clear to
the Rhine.

Now the 90th, with General Earnest in command,
passed to XII Corps and was teamed with two other
outstanding divisions (5th Infantry and 4th Armored)
for what was to be an historic envelopment. Swinging

southeast, the 90th forced its second crossing of the
Moselle alongside the 5th Division; advanced rapidly
to the Rhine, overrunning scattered resistance. On
March 22 the major city of Mainz fell to a coordinated
assault; the Rhine and Main Rivers were crossed in
rapid succession; and the 90th pressed forward, in the
trace of the 4th Armored, through Fulda to the
Thuringen Forest. In 3 weeks, the 90th had advanced
250 miles.

New orders gave special meaning to the final
month of the war. Shifting direction, the 90th headed
for the Czech border with Prague as the ultimate ob-
jective. Enroute, it uncovered a huge cache of stolen
art treasures and gold. At mid-month it captured Hof
and forward elements entered Czechoslovakia. The
‘Tough 'Ombres’ had split Germany in half. Sweeping
south astride the international boundary, the Division
overran major Bavarian towns, freed American POWs,
liberated inmates of the Flossenberg concentration
camp and accepted surrender of the 11th Panzer Di-
vision, 1000 strong. On May 6, the 90th forced the
Regen Pass and advanced into Bohemia on the main
route to Pilsen.

And then it was over.

19




=an
Lo 1"'rl'l"=

A=

2P e P =T

PAST PRESIDENTS

Gustav C. Dittmaft ..o 1919
WR BEOWA i s 1919
Tke Ashbum.........eccevvunen. 1920-21
Mike Hogg ...covovvvevrnvvennnnnennn, 1922
Gen. Patsy O'Neil ............ 1923-24
Beauford H. Jester............... 1925
Frank BIyan ... 1926
Back J. Wynig waasnacsss 1927
Arthur J. Reinhart ............... 1928
Gustav P. Dittmar .............. .. 1929
Frank P. Douglass ............... 1930
Barrell CoX.uovvinrnivnininreraneans 1931
Giles A. Kelly.......ccoovevvnnennnan, 1932
Elmer Hartel ........cccovvveivnnenns 1933
Richard R. Law .................... 1934
William G. Stigler................. 1935
B8 Hatids uonmansasumi 1936
M H, WallS aiiainnnaangs 1937
Ray T, KINe convnmsmmiiiis.s 1938
Owen dJ. Watts ......ocvevvvvnennnnn 1939
John W. Wallace ............v..... 1940
Dr. G. P. Harth ......ooocvvvvinnnns 1941
John D, Whitehurst ............. 1942
Jelf T. Boucher .....cviivivseins 1943
Fred B H Tl cvnasvsnvny 1944
WERE Matlin e 1945
O.R. McMUurray ........cccceeeuvees 1946
O.G. McClurg.......c.ccovvvvunnnnns 1947
Alex R. Schell.......c.ccoccvnvennnn. 1948
Howard B. HOPPS ..cevvvvnnnnn... 1949
Ted J. Ball ...ccovvevieiiiiiiiinnnnnns 1950
03 (o] LB} £ L s AR P 1951
CINEC.MASOIL . memivierinas 1952
Earfiest Lo Tatt o aaaaei 1953
Harry L.S. Halley...........oeeenn 1954

C.C. Linley ...coeoveeerecerrernnnen. 1955

Hobby H. MeCall .................. 1956
Milton Sears ......ccoceeevuivnnnnn. 1957
Samuel W, F1y ...coooveevennnnens 1958
Roscoe W. COX ...ovvvevrnennnnnnn 1959
Carl B. BYeretl .cowmsiosoemos 1960
Thomas J. Ameson............... 1961
ROGIET Lo s coivnasnnaiass 1962
G BeEL o 1963
Norman Staedtler................. 1964
Edward A. McBride .............. 1965
Clay A. Adams ......c.occevvennees 1966
George GIoss ....coeevvueeevnnnnene. 1967
Gustave WEiSS .......cvvuvvnvnnnnns 1968
JONT SEEFOrA wevaiismsmasssisins 1969
James A BIgZAT i aaimans 1970
Erghle Tenaglia s 1971
Maurace F. Kennedy ............ 1972
E.O.Johnson..........coccuvve.e. 1973
Clyde (Sandy) Ogle ............... 1974
W.P. Hughes ......cocvvuuvieennnnnn. 1975
Thomas W. Irtwin .............eue. 1976
Leslie F. HOWATA vsicciseavaiiis 1977
Carl W Matmael ...iiiiniieins 1978
Sidney D. Chalfee ................ 1979
Jessle Sibley ST. .....covvrinnnene. 1980
Dr. Richard H. Bulger .......... 1981
Edwin L. Calvin.........cc......... 1982
Joseph E. Engle ........cccoevneee. 1983
Jack Cook....coevveviiiiiiiinininnns 1984
WL, . PAIVEY i vuvis e s 1985
John F. Murphy ........ccevvveeen. 1986
Dl Steuber savnsmanan 1987
Allen C. Comett ...ooivviaivivvinin 1988
Curtls L Ve iivabiinismmsssassea 1989
Harold R. Goodwin............... 1990
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“Duty...Honor...Country;” those famous words echoed by
General Douglas MacArthur in a speech at West Point have
been embraced by millions of servicemen and women. None
have been more proud to serve our country than the “Tough
‘Ombres” of both the past and present.
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THE 90™ PREPARES FOR WAR

In 1942 the 90th Infantry Division was merely young and eager, confidently watching its muscles grow
when it was ordered into active service on March 25. It was reorganized as a motorized division later that
year but reverted to infantry division structure in early 1943.

Reorganized on the triangular pattern, the division consisted of the 357th, 358th, and 359th
Infantry Regiments, 315th Engineers Battalion, 315th Medical Battalion, 415th Quartermaster Battal-
ion, 90th Signal Company, and 90th Reconnaissance Troops. Division Artillery was composed of three
105mm howitzer battalions, the 343rd, 344th, and 915th, plus one battalion of 155mm howitzers, the
345th.

The early days consisted of basic training, thoroughly necessary and thoroughly detested by every
soldier. Upon completion of “basic,” the division stood a four-day inspection conducted by top-ranking
Mexican officers. The Mexicans expressed enthusiastic admiration for the military appearance of the unit
and said it was typical of the newly reactivated organizations in the American Army. Nothing yet to
indicate that the 90th was other than “typical,” other than “representative,” that it would one day become
a driving force, a powerful slashing spearhead on the European continent.

Early in 1943 the division took part in maneuvers in Louisiana for approximately two months and
then returned to Camp Barkeley for additional training in village fighting, attack on fortified areas,
close combat, and other subjects required to face a well-trained enemy.

In September 1943 came the “call of the desert,” and the 90th packed up its belongings in order to
engage in desert maneuvers in Arizona and California. Sand, dust, and heat, plus the 93rd Division, were
the opponents during the three-month period which ended in December. When the training was over, the
school teachers and soda-jerks, and bookkeepers and farmhands were civilians no longer, but soldiers.
And as soldiers they awaited the summons to action.

In that same month the orders came. The division was going to a pre-staging area to ready for
overseas shipment. Excitement ran high, and rumors were as thick as mosquitoes in New Jersey, which,
coincidentally, was the 90th’s destination: Fort Dix, New Jersey.

By January 8, 1944, the entire unit had detrained at Fort Dix. Replacements were received, from the
63rd Division principally. The men of the 90th went home on furloughs to make their farewells, and last-
minute readjustments and plans, and to promise faithfully they would return properly bedecked with
medals and with Hitler's mustache tucked securely away for a souvenir. The talk of medals, no doubt,
was made in jest, but as the months wore on there were to be thousands of decorations for the men of the
90th, decorations earned on the field of combat for deeds of conspicuous valor.

In March the unit moved to its staging area at Camp Kilmer, New Jersey. A brief period of final
physical checkups, issue of clothing and supplies, and last minute changes followed.

Everything was in readiness on March 22nd, and on that day the troops entrained for New York City.
There, without delay, they boarded their ships, and on the 23rd, with no fanfare or ceremony, sailed out
of New York Harbor...destination England and points east. Only the Lady on Bledsoe Island waved her
hand in farewell. The 90th waved farewell in reply, and set its course for victory.

Upon disembarkation in England, the various units moved to encampments in the general area of
Birmingham where they continued training for several weeks. Then, with the invasion of Europe
imminent and the division combat role defined, the main body marshalled near Cardiff, Wales, the port
from which amphibious shipping would be assembled for its crossing to Normandy. The 359th Regimental
Combat Team, less one battalion, marshalled in Devonshire in southern England, as it was attached to
the 4th Infantry Division for the assault landing. By June 5, 1944, all units of the division were aboard
ships and prepared for battle.
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CAMP BARKELEY BLUES

Author Unknown

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues

We're tired of cokes and candy

That's the best we'll get we fear.

But how we'd shout with gladness

If they'd only give us beer.

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues

The kind that's so hard to lose

We go out on a problem and we
practice our attacks

But what we really want to know,

When do we got those WAACs?

I've got those Camp Barkeley

Blues.

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
The winder winds will freeze you
And I swear by what I tell

But the summer sun beams down on you
Like it was straight from...Well,

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
The kind that's so hard to lose,

It's dog for breakfast, dog for lunch
And dog for evening chow

It won't be long until we all
Converse with Bow-Wow,

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues.

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
The kind of meat they give you
When you line up for your chow

It seems to Baa and Baa at you
And you know it sure ain't cow.
I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues
The kind that's so hard to lose

We can't get in the Service Club
We can't get in a show

It's all filled up with medics

No matter where we go

I've got those Camp Barkeley Blues.

CAMP MEMORIES

By Elvir Magnuson

I was drafted into the U.S. Army
in March 1942 along with ap-

ng-I(-EI-IiIENING- proximately 140 men from Burt
’ and Dodge Counties in north-

east Nebraska. Included in this

g::?;!; SR group were many of my neigh-

bors, friends, and four of my first
cousins. We three first cousins
who had different last names
ended up in the 90th Division. A
cousin with my same last name
was assigned to another outfit and ended up in Alas-
ka. Carl L. Carlson, from Burt County, and I were
assigned to Company G, 357th Infantry Division. We
became really good friends. Carlson was killed in ac-
tion, June 1944, and was laid to rest at the Omaha
Cemetery in France. One of my first cousins, assigned
to Company D, 357th Infantry Division, and later
transferred to the 1st Battalion Headquarters as a
truck driver, was killed near Brittany, France, and laid
to rest near there. My other first cousin, also assigned
to the 90th, was later transferred to another division
in Oregon.

After being inducted into the army at Fort Leaven-
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worth, Kansas, we left by train and headed west on the
Santa Fe Railroad. We had a discussion about where
we were going. Some made comments like, “The Santa
Fe goes west...so we're going to California.” But the
train traveled south across Kansas, Oklahoma, and
northern Texas. By then we knew we were bound for
Texas. We ended up at Camp Barkeley, about 10 miles
southwest of Abilene, Texas.

When Carlson and I were assigned to Company G
at Camp Barkeley, there were only 10 to 15 men
there. Later, I became 1st scout in the 1st squad of
the 1st platoon with Carlson. Our squad received the
first M-1 rifles. We had to teach the other GIs to take
the guns apart and reassemble them. I was chosen as
one of the 22 M-1 rifle coaches. When our squad
members fired their M-1s on the rifle range, all the
men under me qualified with the M-1. One man made
“expert.”

While at Camp Barkeley, we hiked out to Hanken
Ranch quite alot. One night while bivouacked out at
the ranch, one of the GIs found a long piece of string.
He tied the string to his buddy's pack he was using for
a pillow. The GI hid behind a nearby tree and slowly
pulled his friend’s pack toward him. The GI's buddy,
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who was still lying on the ground, raised up on one
elbow and watched his “pillow” slowly sliding away
from him. When the pack was about eight feet away,
the GI got up suddenly and dove upon his pack. The
GI didn't think the joke was too funny at first; but we
all got a good laugh,

On another maneuver, we were bivouacked in a
valley. Suddenly, we heard someone yell, “Timber!”
The squad members looked up in time to see one of
our 1st lieutenants push a tree stump over. He'd
chopped it off with a hatchet so we could have a fire
that Saturday night.

Pear cactuses grew everywhere at Camp Barkeley.
I once got a one-half inch cactus needle stuck in my
leg. The leg became infected before I noticed it, but I

was able to re-
N move the needle.
R Another time a
pear cactus nee-
dle went all the
way through the
side of one of my
boots. That time
I noticed it,
stopped, took off
my boot, and re-
moved the needle
then and there,

I got to know
every man in
Company G —
their names and
even most of their
hometowns. As
men were trans-
ferred out, more
were transferred in. One man, Arnold Hanson from
Minneapolis, Minnesota, was placed into Company G.
We were in the same platoon, and Arnold and I became
best friends. Arnold was killed in action in June 1944,

Snakes were a big nuisance at Camp Barkeley.
One day while out on a problem, I was walking just
south of camp. For some reason I looked down, and
there between my feet was a diamondback rattlesnake
coiled with its head pulled back. A GI in my platoon
killed it with a rock. The snake had nine rattlers.

The 357th Infantry Division Company G was cho-
sen to receive the Regimental Colors from the Regi-
ment of World War I the first week of September 1942.
It was one of my proudest days when I was selected to
be one of the color guards. My picture appeared in the
Abilene newspaper. I sent the picture home, and it is
now in my 90th Infantry Division scrapbook.

The soil around the Abilene area was very sandy. I
recall it would rain at 4:00 a.M. By 6:00 A.m., the wind
would be blowing sand and dust in our faces. We men
would be walking in mud! Also, our tents had to be set
up at the motor pool where our hutments were built.
Sand really did get into our personal belongings
then...even in the hutments. I remember it as if it were
yesterday; removing sand from my bed and waking up
the next morning covered with sand.

We left Camp Barkeley for train-
ing at Fort Polk near Leesville,

THE h!EXT Louisiana. While at Fort Polk,
STOP:
when we could have fires, we
d pinewood. The smoke from
Fort Polk, Hag
Louisiana these fires often made our faces

black...areally funny sight. Some
of our problems at Polk took us
over water. Once, while crossing
the Sabine River, my buddy Carl
Carlson slipped out of the boat
he was in and went under water. Fortunately, the men
got Carl back into his boat; but not before we all had a
bad scare.

Out on another problem in East Texas one day, we
stopped at a small general store outside a little town.
We purchased all the crackers and cookies on the
shelves. I believe it was around noon when we got
ready to leave the store. The owner said, “I've sold
enough for today. I'm going fishing!” He closed the
doors, locked them tight, and left with us.

Sometimes while training, we'd have to sleep out
at night. I remember making many a bed with a lot of
pine needles and putting my shelter over half of it.
These shelters usually slept two men. One night some
of the guys were playing poker by the light of a fire. I
didn't play poker, but I wanted to be helpful. When
the fire got low, I went out and gathered some dry
wood to build more fire with. The next morning I
picked 15 ticks off myself. Also during this problem,
we often swam in nearby ponds and streams in our
off hours.

When the Louisiana training was over, we went
back to Camp Barkeley.

We left Camp Barkeley for the

, Desert Training Center in East-
PATTON'S ern California. Out here there
DESERT was little rain and more sand
TRAINING and rocks, blackened by the hot
CENTER: sun. In this desert was a small
. rattlesnake called the sidewind-
California er. So called because it crawled
sideways. I was leading the

company out on a week’s prob-

lem, and one night we developed
a compass problem. The men and I sat down to rest
and work on the compass. When I stood up, a side-
winder rattled nearby. One GI said, “Where there is
one snake, there will be another nearby.” After walking
a few more feet, I heard another rattle. I recall being
told snakes often will get near a person for warmth,
but this was too close for comfort!

The desert sand was endless. We walked so much
the soles of my boots finally came loose. Sand got into
my boots, my socks, under and between my toes. My
toes were so sore it hurt to walk.

Mornings were still dark in California when we fell
out for reveille. When the men were dismissed from
reveille, they would run for the chow line carrying their
mess kits under their coats. One morning while run-

25




ning, a GI fell over a bush in the dark, another GI fell
over him, another GI followed suit until there was a
pile of men trying to figure out what happened and
how to get up at the same time. Their mess kits really
did clang and rattle in the darkness over the camp. It
was a funny sight to see.

I finally received a three-day pass to Los Angeles
where I got on a radio show named “Breakfast at
Sardi’s.” All the servicemen, myself included, ate a free
breakfast together before the show. I gave my name,
rank, and hometown over the national radio network,
and my mother and sister back home heard me. I also
was given a ticket to the “Gildersleeve Show.” All the
servicemen on that show sat in the first four rows. I
went to the Hollywood Canteen while in L.A. and got
some movie stars’ autographs.

Hotel space was scarce in Los Angeles those days.
My first night there I couldn't find a hotel room, so I
slept on a couch in a hotel lobby. When I awoke next
morning, a sailor was sleeping at the other end. The
next night I found a bed at the Lutheran Service
Center where servicemen could sleep free.

Company G spent some time at Camp Granite
near Freida, California, and Arizona. I recall sitting on
the side of a mountain one day writing letters. I used
two flat rocks as a writing table. While there, I looked
out over a valley and will always remember the sight I
saw in the distance...Salome, Arizona.

While at Camp Granite, we were on a problem one
day when artillery was to fire over us. The first four
shells burst in front of our company. The next four
shells sounded just a bit too close, so we got {lat on the
ground. Actually, the shells were behind my helmet!
The next four shells were airbursts which exploded in
between our four platoons. Suddenly, I heard a flutter
in front of me; it was a piece of shrapnel about two
inches long. I reached out and picked it up. It was still
hot. I picked up several more pieces of shrapnel out in
front of me. One GI in the 3rd Platoon lost part of a
finger on his right hand. He was taken away, and we
never saw him again. We later learned an officer from
another company let the groups get too far ahead of
the actual location we were supposed to stop. The
troops were up too high in the mountains!

MORE
DESERT
TRAINING:

Camp Granit,
Arizona

Company G left California just after Christmas 1942. 1
remember all the Christmas packages and cards arriv-
ing before our departure. All of us rode another troop
train almost across the entire United States on the
Santa Fe Railroad. The railroad cars were so old we
could see bullet holes in them. Many of us joked that

Jesse James must have shot them up. I figured I was
about 150 miles from my home when we passed through
south central Iowa. When the train finally stopped, it
stopped in Pittsburgh beside a brick wall. A Gl in a
train car said, “My home is just back of that wall...so
near my home, but yet so far away.”

We arrived at Fort Dix, New Jer-
sey, on New Year's Eve 1943.

gglqull:tlﬂrr'lk'll.ON Fort Dix had two storied bar-
racks. Company G filled two and
half barracks. We were happy

Fort Dix, v
New Jersey to once again have beds with

mattresses! However, we learned
that once again the 45th Divi-
sion had been in camp just be-
fore us. They broke so many
dishes we were told we'd have to eat out of our own
mess Kkits.

Not much happened at Fort Dix. I remember going
by train to New York City with a platoon buddy whose
brother lived in Long Island, New Jersey. Round trip
train fare was $2.00. We went all over New York. On
Sunday we headed back to Fort Dix and saw two Navy
destroyers anchored offshore. The next day, one of the
destroyers blew up.

Replacements arrived at Fort Dix almost daily. I
became friends with many of them. We had a company
picture taken of all the men in Company G at that
time. However, more replacements arrived, and the
picture was out of date. It was hard keeping up with all
the replacements. A lot of enlisted men got left out of
our pictures.

At last, we received our furloughs from Fort Dix! |
was able to go home a few days early for my grand-
mother's funeral. She was my last grandparent — my
mother’s mother. Four of us grandchildren, who were
in the service, were pallbearers. Some of my other
relatives, who were also in the service, could not get
home at that time.

After my furlough, the 357th Infantry Division,
Company G, left Fort Dix for Camp Kilmer, New Jersey.
From there we sailed overseas not even fully aware of
nor envisioning what difficult tasks lay ahead of us.

This is an excerpt from “Camp Memories” by Elvir A.
Magnuson of the 357th Infantry Division, Company G,
who was awarded a Purple Heart in Europe during World
War II. Mr. Magnuson now resides in Luverne, MN.
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A valley green
A sinking sun
A shepherd's pipe played low

A winding brook
A skylark's song
A breeze across the brow.

The day 'most done
The night draws nigh
God puts the world to sleep.

May/L3

bt

Wild love, thy jealous soul

Doth sear me night and dayj

Aching heart, you needs must
break

From pain of unloved love

That gives but cannot take.

Free'st winds, thou bear me far,
But always I returnj;

My shackle holds = I can not flee -
To earth I'm bound 'til death

AMone shall set me free.

Cp Granite, Calif
23 Sept L3

My love made cheap
By carnal lust
Iies shattered

At my feet.

Such blind eyes,
Oh heart so cruel
That tramples
Earth and skies.

Could you but see
Beyond your lust
¥y love would
Speak for me.

Cp Granite, Calif.
23 Sept L3

TO BARKELEY

I have loved this land. It has been
good to me. Its bright blue and white
skies, its green roofs and grass and
red-brown earth sing forth as bold and
joyous a8 the flag waving bouyantly
egainst their background... Eighteen
nmonths my heart and my lifeblood has
spent here.., eighteen months of chang-
ing seasons, heartbreaking, dull, and
good days piling slowly one upon one.
And in the interims that I have paused,
willing, in this land -- it has been
kind. Faces have smiled =nd friends
have been made, Gently this nature of
purging barrenness has opened my eyes
to clear vision stripped of superfici-
alities and undergirding with sturdi-
ness its trembling human child. And

in its aching, loving, joyous, rejoic-
ing, monotonous, all-complete vagaries,
it has been like the plain -- long,
barren, lonely -~ that stretches from
my window endlessly, it seems -- until
it reaches the relaxed shoulders of
the hills wrapping themselves, com-
fortable and mctherly, about its edges.
And 1 gaze and breathe fervently,

too, "J'aime".

*af%iﬁhcédé ;6244gét¢dmn,/

My soul cried out:
ngod} Set me freell®
No answer

Came 1o me.

I can not die

The pain's too great
Br death

To intervene.

Cp Granite, Calif.
23 sept L3

These poems were contributed by Frances and George
Henderson, 315th Medical Aid Headquarters, 90th
Infantry Division.
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Sgconn Leuvesant Pave J. Ly, M.
Secono Lisutenant Jossen A ll:mm,b! AC

SECTIONS

HEADQUARTERS DETACHMENT BATTALION HEADQUARTERS
SECTHON SECTION
Fimst Seaceart Homenr L Tiwoarr Masten SERGEANT YicTon V. STONE
Srarr Serceant Lyis M. Brenman Trewnicar GRane 5 Jorx Omsutan
STary SEAcEaNT ALLEN J MrrereLL Tecunicas Grane 5 Evwann PenrreLy
Serceawt Mintos G. Hexoeickson Tecumicas Grane 5 Georce R Henoerson
'.I‘:cmucu.Gnux 4 Evsent (). Ross Trchnicas Grane 5 Towiver Boven
Tecunicat Gaaoe 5 Evwano E. Nevsow

'.I‘lclntm.cmz 5 Crances L. Braxnon Private Finat Crass Russere 0. Coow
Tecrnicar Grape 5 Len F, Kaursan Private Fimst CLass ALnerT Dosoen
Tecamcat Graoe 5 Janes M. Austiy Pwivare Furst CLass Jornsey P. ArvoLn
Prrvate Fast Crass Towy J. Mantvac PRIVATE ARCHIE SOMMERS
Privare Fiisy Cuass ELoow 0. Myans Prrvare Lows F. Five

PERSONNEL SECTION
Tecumcas Serceant Juias 1. Foases
SeaceasT Covon H. Buans
Senceant Daven C. Jongs
Seaceant AxtHUR K. Skeocn

GENERAL AND MEDICAL SUPPLY MOTOR MAINTENANCE
SECTION SECTION

Trecumcas Senceant Roseer P, Guaves T:cumm.sdmm Paur H. Coorer
Stary Senceant Escigro C Hansers Senceant Cuyor R RyLasper

Srarr SercEANT Jack W MaTson Tecunicas Grane 4 Cuesten G, ALForn
Tecuwcat GRaoe 5 Kennern L Mastens Tecrwcas Graoe 4 Geoace R, Fisx
Trcrnicar Graoe 5 Tom H. Rem Trcnnicat GRApe & Tromas J. May
Prrv st Coass Haroen L. Weres TecuxicaL Grank 5 THomas L. Rovros
I'um'urmrl‘.‘uu Avvirs Herromaw Teenmicat Grape 5 Hewmur A TrieL
Private Finst Class Ricsano A, Lanson Parvate Epcan E. HiEsTERMAN

Pmvare Fer CLass Howann 1. Leosano Privare Maag L TRANTHAM

Paivate Pave B, Raxes Prrvate Franetiv A Wisson

We can five withoet love;
What is love but pining?
But civilizad man cannaf live withoul dining.
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New Swimming
Pool Is Being
Built At Camp

Her. Skinny, they're building a
pew swimming pool at Camp!

Waork on the new concrete swim-
ming pool started last week and
it |5 expected the pool will be com-
pleted in 30 days. The pool, which
will be 40 by 150 feet in size, will
be three feet deep al one end and
10 feel deep ab the other.

‘There will bhe diving boards,
showers and d rooms. The
pool is being constructed just east
of Theater No. 1 along Avenue D.

Announcement also was made of
constriction of an outdoor stage
for USO-Camp shows and pro-
grams in which local talent will be
featured, The stage 5 being con-
structed just back of Thealer No.
1. It will have a 75-foot fromt. It
is ewpacted the stage will be com-
pleted for the USO show, “Loop
the Loop” to be presented at
Camp on June 30, July 1 and 2,
It Is planned to have most of the
USO-Camp  shows outdoors this
summer, Performers will use dress-
ing rooms of Theater No. 1 during
the time the shows are being pre-
gented,

An outdoor theater (Theater No
5y is opening at Camp. The open-
air, motion picture theater & locat-
ed just opposite to dental clinic
No. 2 and near headquarters of the
30th Med. Regt. This s in the
north part of Camp. Movies will
be shown each night at 8:45 o'clock,
It Iz expected the initlal show will
be tonight, weather permitting, The
thagtsr a goating capacity of
2000, A scctton in the theater is
being reserved for colored troops of
Camp. Officers also will have
reserved sectlon.

Pretty WAAC
Hopes For No

More Mix-Ups

A pretty, blonde WAAC from

Bergstrom Fleld. Austin, spent fear-
ful mlnutes and hours in Abilens
Sunday while First Btreet USO
workers iried all the methods in
the book to locate her brother, an
OCS-man at Camp.

Auxillary 1st Class Anna M. El-
kowitz, whose home Is In New York
City. and whe hasn't seen her
brother in “a long, long me,” ar-
rived in Abilene at 4:45 a. m. Sun-
dey, almost five hours lats. Her
train was delayed. Her brother,
Candidate Paul J. Elkowits, was o
meet her at midnight.

A hurried telegram by A

First Depositor . . .

8-Sgl. John H, Farmer, Sig

Det. 1850st Unil, puls 75 bucks

in the agency bank at Camp and wins the honor of being the

first depositor of the newly-ope

ned banking facililies. The Citi-

vens Nalional bank in Abilens has establizhed the agency here.

The bank opened at 10 a. m.

Tuesday. Sergeant Farmer, whose

home is at Paris, Texas, has been in Camp since Feb. 22, 1941,
He came here as a corporal with a cadre from Fort Sam Hous-

ton. Shown taking Sergeant Farmee's d.owosit

assistant eashier,

is Owen Eilis,

Dogs At Camp
Without Tags
Will Be Killed

“Have your dog shot if you doo't
want him shot!™

Thult is the ad.vu:z‘ol_M-Sg[ [s]
B. Sutton, who operates the dog
pound in Camp.

If you have a dog at Camp or a
pooch mascot “assigned” to your)
unit you'd better have the pet vac-
cinated, warned Bergeant Sutton:
“All dogs in Camp Wil be killed
upon belng plecked up starting Jnm:l
1 unless they have tags showing
they have been vaccinated’”

It costs 50 cents to have the dogs
vaccinated. Two tags — one for
Camp and the other for Abl.lene—-‘

must furnish collars. If you wani
your hound vaccinated call 1
Camp prison, 456 or 885, and ar-

nusemems w‘ill be made to have)
your dog *

Soldiers, Wives
To Hear Dr. Moore

Dr, Berniece Moore, noted con-
sultant from the Hogg Foundabion,
University of Texas, will make n
personal  appearance  in Abilens
Jupe 2, 3, 4 and lecture to Army
wives. nurses and at a special hus-
band-wiie conference.

Her talks, arcanged through TS0
agencies of Abilene, cover war prob-
lems in local communities. Dr.
Moore has made p special study of
problems created by war conditions
of today and the womans placs
during the present conflict.

She also will discuss other social

Big Things Are
Expected In Camp
Athletic Program

Ou Thursday of this week Lo
Allen B, Johnson returned from the)
Schout fue speelal Service, Washi-
hmton and Lee 1ndversity, Lexing-
toun, o full of ¥im and vigar as|
well n.a l Iot of “hot” ldea= sna
ready to show his stulf. Lieuten-
ang Johnsen, prior to departure for
Lhe school. was asslstant to Captl.
Robert Wade, Camp Special Service
Officer,

It Is underslood thal he is to re-

sume his former duties and, accord-,

lng to Captain Wade, will be desig-
nated as Camp Athletic and Recps-
ational Director. A well-rounded
program covering off-duty periods,
providing for the welfare and en-
tertainment of the men is in the
making, and with Lieutenant John-
son's return, blg things may be ex-
pe:i.ed in d-ne near future,

Elkowitz did mot reach Candidate
Elkowitz. He was listed officially
as "ou pass for the weekend o
Abilene ™

From 4:45 am. until the First
&treel  opened  the  trim-looking
WAAC spent thl i

first came to
Cump with the 45th Div. in 1941
a5 an enlisted men. He later at-
tended the Army Administrative
ool and was commissioned in
December of 1842, and assigned to
duty ac this station,

Then she sought USO ald in an
atlempt to locate her brother, who,
it was learned through telephone
calls. had had a hotel reservation
far hier. The hotel accommodation,
liowever, was “lifted” when she
“failed” ko arrive,

ALTer almost three more hours of
felephioning, street walking and res-
faurant visiting {the Auxiliary as-
“ented by 4 Camp “valunteer” of the
ramie canks: Candidete Elkowirz was
loeated.

He was in the OCS chapel at-
tending services,

A fast ride to Abilene, however,
and ithe two were united.

The couple spent the

Step Right.
Over, Boys!

Have vou visiled the earnival
in town?

Under sponsorship of the Abi-
lene posl of ihe Veterans of
Forelgn  Wars, the Grealer
United Shows has opencd a 10-
day stand on the Camp high-
way. Site of the show is a few
hlocks west of Sayles boulevard
on highway 158, Il is expecied
the cacnival will be in  full
swing through June 5.

Twenly rides and shows are

of ithe day topether—one that Aux-
tlary Eteowitz wanted culminated
by &k wvisit to Camp.

MEss

The

MEETING TUESDAY
film "The Effect of Wita-
® on Wound Healing”, will he
Wil At A ness perspnnel mepi-
Thiesday, June 1. at Theater Mo
Pl [lne ds an diustration of the
ity uf vitamin reserves from
wieyate dicy Lo aid in emerzgsney
condingns A distussion will fel-
fow chie movie,

in the

Theater Coupon

Arz you taking advantaze af
the apportunity to save money
I 20ing to movies at Camp?
You o ran cut your enterialo-
ment cosls by 20 per cent with
*ach theater coupon book voo
purchase, Books of 10 coupons
4% 3120 mow are on Sale ap all
Tamo thealers,

Thes haoks aré good at anw
theates ap any camp or elic-
Lty (wisc,

Chicago War Bond
Office Delivers
As It Promises

War Bond delivery within a def-
inlte time perlod is aosured sub-
scribers to the Class B pay allot-
ment plan for War Boods, by the
(Centralized Pield Offises of the
Filnsnee  Department, new War
Bond set-up in Chicago.

Already within the Eizhi Service
Command. as in other s viee com-
mands. thowsands of icers. En-
ligted men and WAAC- have re-
ceived their bonds under the new
plan  that provides Leuancs of
bonds within 15 days o
they are paid for.

Capt, Orrin C. Auld,
Officer of the Elghth Service Com-
mand, returned last week from Chi-
cago. bringing news on the prompt
delivery of bonds.

Behind  confidence in the new
procedure  is  irrefutabls  figures.
Bonds lssued and maild in the
period Moy 1-10 Inclusive. accord-
ng to the Army War Bend Office,
totaled 381818 which Included a
|bond for every properly executed
application for which bonds were
duee in that peried. In addition,
supplemental issues covering appli-
cation received subsequert to May
1, 143 tolaled in excess of 80.000.

Meanwhile the enormors task of
leaming. up the backlo; of old
bonds bought by both mi ltary and
elvdlian persennel under the for-
mier Class A Pay Reservs 'rm P'
I belng prosecuted vigoroi Iy
tai Auld found put

“Every  deposit made  vith
War Batid dlvision under the Class
A pay reservation plan b snaran-
teed in full” promised Co. Charles
Lewis, FI commanding »fficer of
the Centralized Fleld. Off ces. par-
ent headguarters of the A my War
Bond office.  “Not a pony will
be lost. for-the back bonrs will be
ssued though it may take several
months, and will be dat-d as of
the month they ave due. thareby az-
suring no lass of interesr ta the
silmeriber as o vesulr of tne dalay

at the raalu el ball
Minished by

Dz auchestiy

e dale ‘

War Bond |

USO olficials of Abilene have is-
sued a Dblanket invitation ta sol-
diers and their wives to attend Dr,
Muore's joint discussion on Wed-!
nesday night, June 2, at 8 oclock, I
at the Filth Street USO. That!
maorning at 1030 o'clock. the daoctor
will addvess wives of soldiers at &
special conference, scheduled ac
the First Street USO.

Her conference schedule:

Wednesday, June 2, Soldier’s wives,
First Street USO, 10:30 a. m.; Avmy
nurses, 2:30 p. m.; Hospital Patlents,
3:30 p. m. Soldlers and wives, Fifth
Strect USO, 8:30 p. m, June 4, USO
Council stall, committees. and Abi-
lesie and Sta. Hosp. social workers,
&p.om.

Yank Wants You As
One Of Its Readers

Are you a ¥ank subscriber?

Yank, officlal seldier, written
publicniion of the Armed Forces, is
carrying out a subscription cam-
paign in an effort to get moce
soldler readets. To get your copy
by mail every week for 35 weeks
send Yank your pame and rank
and a money order for $L.

Yank the Army Weekly, will fol-
low you  anywhere. There’s a
change of address colupon In every
Issue. Address your letters to Yank.
The Army Weekly, 206 E. 42d St
New York City.

‘The magazine is published by the
War Department. It is edited by
enlisted personnsl on behall of the
enlisted men of the armed [orees
and as such is their official voice.

A campalgn 15 being earvied our
at pay tables of the S0ch Div. ar

rhe|

' with no menial holds

e DA
i

Camp negh west
= O#ficers At Carni "‘h‘ |

Success of the International Bull |
Session held regularly on Tuecdavs
at the Camp Library has led to the
estpblishment of an officers’ sec-
tion of the same, Flrst meeting of
those with discussive abilities and
lendencies was held this week when |
A small group held forthr on the
subject of “Post War Plans and
Planming.™

Oflicers ave Invited to attend this

are lssued, Owners of the dogs peg

i leens,

Blackstone, the
Magician, To Be
Here Next Week

A blue ribbon event in entertain-
menl will take place at Camp next
Thursday, Friday and Saturday
when USO-Camp Shows present
another of ils big programs star-
ring, the greatest magician in the
world, with his company of 15 per-
sons and other star acis.

The shows next week will be ab
Theater No. 1. There will be two
shows daily at 6:30 and 8:30 p. m.
A show will be presented at the
Cross recreation center of Sta,
Hoap, at 2:30 p. m. next Thurs-

Wxth his large company of tal-
ented assistants, Blackstone offers
the most preienidous magic show
ever to be presented anywhere,
Girls dominate. the Hlaok
show, which comprise an evening
of enc[l:ing entertalnment, during
which ghostly seances, spirit writ-
ing and experimenis in the occult
occur.  Audience participation in
the seances and experiments play
a2 major part of the course of the
show,

Kow In his thirtieth year on tour
a5 the world's leading maglcal Bn-
tertainer, Blackstone's show has
earned the enviable Litle of -An
American Imstitutlon.” This season,
the show boasts & company of 15
people and loads of astounding il-
lusions and mysteries, such as The
Girl and the Tree; The Girl and
the Bush; The Water Fountain:
The Enchanted Garden; The Girl
in the Electrlc Cabinet; The Girl
on the Trapeze; The Man With ihe
Whiskers and others, Blackstone
bousls :haL he cavires no mitrer
! wor doel he requirs any
trapﬂmrs to be cut in the stages
on which he performs.

The Clark Sisters, Ann, Peszgy,
Jean and Mary, will offer their de-
lightful harmonies, both sweet and
hot. which have entranced audi-
ences since the sisters first ap-
peared with Buddy Rogers and hls:
orchestra before they were in their
The Clarks have appeared
ot Bing Crosby's redio program,
with® Benny Goodman and  Shep
Fields” orchestras, and were the
featured attraction during the re-
cent season at the Mcalpin hotel,
New York.

Tlogse very funny and clever
trampeline  artist, Monroe and
Grant, are in the Blackstone shove.
One of the cleverest and funniest
trampeline acts in the business,
Grant. 8r, has been on the big-
time for 25 years and Don Monros
has succceded his older brother,
now ln the servies.

Jean Blanche brings ta the show
her twinkiing toes and fast tap-
ping dance routines which made
her a featured attraction with Ted
Lewis and his orchestra for several
seasons,  Jean comes to the US0-
Camp SBhows production directly
from the Vinton Freedley revus,
“Dancing In The Streeis.”

“Lopez, Step
Forward—

Detail Halt!”

Nasnes seem ta come In pairs
during the current training period
for Co B. 63d Med, Tng. Bn.

The cormsany has 18 sets of twae
*en et the sama  tiammes.
There are four groups of thise
having lhe same names while thoce
who answer to Lopez total six,

It s0 happened one night recent-
Iy that had roll call been called
at guard mount, there would have
been & chorus of six voices an-
swering “here” to the name of Lo-
pez. PFilling the six pguard posis
at the same time were Pyvts Charles,
Flias, George. Joe. Manuel and
Pedro—all with the last name of
Lopez.

informal meeting which will be held
vegularly at the Camp Livvary an
Wediestiays at T p. m. each week. |
The form and pattern will be sini- |
lar to that of the EM Bull Seswion |

|
urtker in-
the  liorae e

and  nn unwrisie  pros-

Duplicates in the similarlty of
haimes are Adams, Alexander. Ans
d2rson.  Espinoza. Heard  Hicke,
Leanard. Luna Miveles, oMore, Pe-

Pevry, Tal ies. Favior,
mipson, Wells, White and Wil-

=
aad

“Trios with the same nanws:
clude Hernandez, Joues, Ruiz
South,
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SUPREME HEADQUARTERS
ALLIED EXPEDITIONARY FORCE

Soldiers, Sailors and Airmen of the Allied Expeditionary Force!

You are about to embark upon the Great Crusade, toward
which we have striven these many months. The eyes of
the world are upon you. The hopes and prayers of liberty-
loving people everywhere march with you. In company with
our brave Allies and brothers-in-arms ‘on other Fronts,

you will bring about the destruction of the German war
machine, the elimination of Nazi tyranny over the oppressed
peoples of Europe, and security for ourselves in a free
world.

Your task will not be an easy one. Your enemy is well
trained, well equipped and battle-hardened. He will
fight savagely.

But this is the year 1944 | Much has happened since the
Nazi triumphs of 1940-41. The United Nations have in-
flicted upon the Germans great defeats, in open battle,
man-to-man.  Our air offensive has seriously reduced
their strength in the air and their capacity to wage

war on the ground. Qur Home Fronts have given us an
overwhelming superiority in weapons and munitions of
war, and placed at our disposal great reserves of trained
fighting men. The tide has turned ! The free men of the
world are marching together to Victory !

I have full confidence in your courage, devotion to duty
and skill in battle. We will accept nothing less than
full Victory !

Good Luck! And let us all beseech the blessing of Al-
mighty God upon this great and noble undertaking.
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THE SUSAN B. ANTHONY

The story of the 90th Infantry Division is not
complete without the story of the Susan B.
Anthony and even, perhaps, a glimpse at Brig.
Gen. Samuel Tankersley Williams, assistant
division commander of the 90th Infantry Divi-
sion at the beginning of World War II. The
following is an exerpt from the book “Hanging
Sam: A Military Biography of General Samuel
T. Williams, From Pancho Villa to Vietnam" by
Col. Harold J. “Jack™ Meyer.

Brig. Gen. Samuel Tankersley Williams, United States Army,
stood straight as a colonial rifle on the antiaircraft deck of
the U.S. Navy transport Susan B. Anthony. From there, high
above the bridge, he scanned the faintly visible horizon to
the south that was disturbed by the clickering silhouettes of
hundreds of ships of every configuration: corvettes, gun-
boats, destroyers, battleships, antisubmarine craft, plus LSTs
and LCIs, which were easy to identify. Unseen by General
Williams was the enemy-held coast of Normandy, the objec-
tive of the forces wallowing in the murky waters of the
English Channel.

It was Wednesday, D-Day+1, 7 June 1944.

General Williams was the assistant division commander
of the 90th Infantry Division—the “Tough 'Ombres," as it
was known to its members. It was also called the T-O outfit
because many of its men— the riflemen, tankers, cannon-
cockers, engineers, and quartermasters— were proud to be
from Texas or Oklahoma. Sam shared their pride of origin,
for he was a Texan, born in Denton, Texas, the son of Darwin
Herbert and Ida Cessna Williams.

At the moment, he was a forty-seven-year-old one-star
army general at sea off Portland, England, with the leading
advance forces of the 90th. Aboard the Anthony, in addition
to the forward combalt element, were others of the 90th, such
as the 2nd Battalion of the 359th Infantry Regiment, the
division Signal Company, and medics, and reconnaissance
units. In all, the Susan B. Anthony was loaded with 2,400
soldiers and officers of the division, all of whom, along with
weapons and equipment, were moving toward the north
shore of France— and war.

The Susan B. Anthony, once known as the Santa Clara,
was launched in 1930 and served as a cruise ship for eleven
years. But in 1942, the ship was refitted and commissioned
for duty as a navy troop transport. Capable of carrying more
than 2,500 soldiers and most of their equipment for a range
of 9,000 miles with its electro-turbine engines and nineteen
knots of speed, the Anthony could outrun the swiftest Nazi
submarine. It was one-and-one-half football fields long, 63
feet wide, and comfortable in as little as 25 feet of water.
Capt. Thomas A. Grey knew the ship well because he had
also served as its captain when it sailed the commercial
pleasure routes off California and the waters of the Pacific.

The Susan B. Anthony was an experienced vessel with ¢
qualified crew and skipper.

The 90th Motorized Division was activated at Camy
Barkeley, Texas, in March 1942 with Maj. Gen. Henry Terrel
assigned as its first World War Il commander. Terrell was
acclaimed as one of the best trainers in the U.S. Army an(
held an enviable reputation as a competent soldier an¢
leader, but he left the 90th in January 1944 as it preparet
for overseas shipment at Fort Dix, New Jersey.

Terrell's replacement was Brig. Gen. Jay W. MacKelvie
who enlisted in the Army in January 1913 and was withis
three years the sergeant major of the 7th Calvary Regiment-
a remarkable achievement for a newly enlisted soldier. H
continued to advance and was commissioned in the Regulal
Army as a second lieutenant, artillery, in June 1917. Ii
August he was promoted to captain. After being commis
sioned, MacKelvie was ordered to Camp Logan, Texas, whert
he joined the 78th Field Artillery. Shortly thereafter he sailet
to Europe with the 28th Field Artillery and participated it
the St. Mihiel offensive.

After his return to the United States, his assignment:
were routine, highlighted with attendance at the Army!
Command and General Staff School in 1932. Four years later
he graduated from the Army War College. Between the school
ing years, he continued to master the science of artillery.

In February 1942 he joined the Plans Group of the Wa
Plans Division, War Department General Staff. There, h
became known to Chief of Staff General George C. Marshal
who selected him to become artillery commander of the 85t
Infantry Division stationed at Camp Shelby, Mississippi. Ii
September 1943 he was further recognized as a skilled artil
lery officer when Marshall directed him to assume comman(
of the XII Corps Artillery located at Fort Bragg, North Carolina

Four months later, MacKelvie became commandin
general of the 90th while still wearing his single silver star
His khaki shirt collar would never sport a second one.

Sam needed no introduction to General MacKelvie be
cause they had met in 1936 at Fort Benning. Georgia. A
that time, it had been Captain Williams and Major MacKelvie
By 1944 at Fort Dix, both were brigadier generals, by
MacKelvie was senior to Williams by nearly a year, so it wa
“General MacKelvie” and “Sam."
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Sam arranged briefings for MacKelvie that touched on
every unit of the division, and he personally introduced him
to key personnel no matter their rank of title. Throughout
the orientation, Sam underscored the status of training and
emphasized those matters that General Terrell had found
important, plus the findings of inspectors who had accompa-
nied them on maneuvers in Arizona, Texas, and Louisiana,
Sam also told MacKelvie of his concern about the quality of
the replacements being received for the original Tough 'Om-
bres who were found unqualified for overseas duty.

Throughout the orientation, MacKelvie remained aloof
and generally made little comment. He became known to the
90th general staff as “Oral Non.”

Sam maintained a formal military posture with Mac-
Kelvie— proper, polite, and not the least familiar. MacKelvie
for his part immediately began to influence the division by
applying what seemed to be petty rules. Officers were in-
structed when and how to report to him and what uniforms
to wear. He isolated himself from his staff. Oflficer morale in
particular began to unravel when MacKelvie took charge of
the 90th Infantry Division at Fort Dix.

As Sam tried to familiarize MacKelvie with the overall
situation of the division, he was also preparing to depart to
England to await the division'’s arrival. With the assistance of
the 90th's chief of staff, Sam selected a group of leaders to
accompany him to England, choosing oflicers and enlisted
technicians in whom he had confidence— those whom he
knew fulfilled the requirements of coordination, command,
and communications that would be needed in England.

After arriving there in March 1944, Sam moved to the
Birmingham area and began to establish camps for the
division. The division's continued training was essential and
primary to all else for Sam.

During World War II, an assistant division commander
normally was expected to concern himself with the training
of the division's members, but especially with the infantry
soldiers. Sam later wrote that “during our stay in England,
I had little opportunity to carry out this important duty.”
Most of Sam’s attention on the arrival of the 90th was
spent at VII Corps headquarters developing plans for the
Tough 'Ombres’ combat role. The division would contribute
one regiment—the 359th— to the initial landing force. The
359th, less its Second Battalion, was attached to the 4th
Infantry Division, which was scheduled to land at daybreak
on Monday, June 5th.

The 359th Infantry Regiment would return to MacK-
elvie's control after the entire 90th was marshalled south of
Utah Beach. The plan then directed the 90th, along with the
Fourth Division, to move to the northwest to participate in
the capture of the vital Cherbourg port as part of the VII
Corps.

In a letter to his sister Ida, written January 18, 1963,
Sam wrote:

I did not endear myself to some of my superiors because
of my objections to various things that were planned or
being done. I knew the German soldier from personal
experience, for I had fought them at the platoon and
company level. I knew that the German soldier could and
would fight to the last ditch, if ordered to do so, regardless
of what our higher command thought about the German
Army.

For example, the original landing plans had us (the 90th)
land on the beach with the 4th and capture the port of
Cherbourg, some miles to our west, in four days.

My objections and undoubtedly the objections of others,
caused the time limit to be extended to 14 days. At any
rate, as it turmned out, Cherbourg was not captured in 14
days; it was close to twenty and it took three (not two)
divisions to do it.

|
(Above) Lt. Gen. Samuel T. Williams, Ft. Sam Houston, 1955.

Cherbourg fell to the combined strength of the 4th, 9th,
and the 79th Divisions on June 26th, twenty days after the
first American soldier waded ashore at Utah Beach. Other
planning that occupied Sam related to detailed arrange-
ments for the on-loading of ships for crossing the English
Channel, as well as the rapid off-loading of landing craft and
military transports on-and-off the beach.

Sam was not satisfied with what he discovered at the
transportation headquarters in London, although he man-
aged to have additional ships assigned to the 90th plus three
experienced British offlicers—a navy captain and two marine
officers. Their attention, as well as Sam's, was given to every
aspect of loading and unloading personnel and equipment.
Sam later credited the British officers with much of the
success of the embarkation and debarkation of the vessels,
which followed a last-on first-off plan.

The Susan B. Anthony was completely loaded at Cardiff
by midday June 3, 1944. Sam observed the final loading
and, suprisingly, he offered little criticism or comment. Typ-
ically, he was looking forward to the next major activity of
the operation— getting the ship unloaded with the same
efficiency that characterized loading.

After boarding the Anthony, Sam moved to the AA deck,
where he could be found during most of the voyage south to
Swansea and on to mid-Channel. One senior officer said that
General Williams feared seasickness and therefore purpose-
ly detached himself from the main flow of shipboard traffic.
More likely, he wanted to be at the center of activily in case
of air attack, although such a challenge by enemy aircrafl
was improbable. Yet he was aware that the Anthony was a
lucrative target.
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About the movement to Swansea, Sam wrote:

From the moment we boarded, it was pleasant. The
soldiers were not crowded or uncomfortable. While the water
was heavy and running with long rolls, the ship rode with
smoothness. The weather was similar to what we had known
in Wales. The food was outstanding for our Army menu in the
Isles was not so generous with steak, butter, eggs and fresh
baked bread. The soldiers, as usual, made remarks about
this, “Our Last Supper.” We had no sooner departed the sight
of land and were in the Bristol Channel when I heard dice
rolling and cards being shuffled.

Of course, we got some soldiering done. We hung cargo
nets for practice in lowering ourselves to the decks of our pick-
up craft. Abandon boat drills were held. I held discussions
with our naval representatives to learn from their experiences

what to look for when debarking troops.

The plans for the invasion called for shore landings on
Monday, June 5th, but the weather in the Channel and
along the coast of France delayed the adventure. The Susan
B. Anthony and other ships of the 90th would remain at
anchor until the early evening of June 5th, with D-Day
scheduled for the 6th.

Sam directed unit commanders aboard the Anthony to
take advantage of the delay by conducting additional in-
struction. He stressed the first priority of maintaining weap-
ons, followed by physical training, map reading, and first
aid. He also suggested that classes be again held that would
teach uniform recognition, with emphasis on the American
paratrooper dress as contrasted with the field gray of the
German soldier.

The Susan B. Anthony received orders to depart Swansea
at mid-evening, June 5th, along with other ships carrying
90th Division units. Twenty-four hours later, she was off
Portland in the English Channel where two British destroy-
ers joined another destroyer and two destroyer escorts, all of
which were to accompany the Anthony to anchorage off Utah.

The news of the early-morning landings on Utah, June
6th, and elsewhere in France was heartening to the soldiers.
The British Broadcasting Corporation announced at 3:00 p.m.
that the airborne operations were a success; many German
shorebatteries had been silenced, and the British were heavily
engaged near Caen. A German broadcast said the attack
ranged from Le Havre in the east to Cherbourg in the west.
Sam persuaded the ship's master to have the news announced
a second time over the public address system.

On Wednesday, June 7th, Sam was on the bridge at first
light. He talked to the young naval officer in charge, and they
discussed the improvement of the weather during the move-
ment from Portland. They alse discussed depth charges that
escorts had dropped the evening before. Sam was happy it had
occurred, “for it helped keep the troops aware of their purpose
for being here in the middle of the English Channel.”

By 7:30 a.m., Sam had moved to the upper AA station.
There he was joined by the division's chief of stall, Col. Robert
L. Bacon; the G2, Lt. Col. James Boswell; his aide-de-camp, Lt.
Carl Everett; and Dr. Robert D. Natchway of the 315th Medical
Battalion. All were astounded to see the vast number of ships
of every description visible in all directions. Then too, they
could hear faintly the distant echo of heavy detonations
coming from the south. Sam remarked, “It is not unlike the
explosions we became accustomed to long ago at Barkeley."

Other officers climbed the ladder to the AA position.
Although Sam had not called a meeting, he decided to make
use of the time by reviewing the mission and the responsibil-
ities of those who had gathered spontaneously.

But unseen, a German magnetic mine drifted upward
from the channel's bottom and touched the Susan B. Antho-
ny's port stern plates deep below her waterline. Few noticed

the explosion because its deadly report was muffled by the
water.

The Anthony was mortally stricken.

At the moment of detonation, the ship's stern was ex-
posed well above the water level. At the same time, the ship
twisted and violently shook the entire length of its underwa-
ter spine. The shuddering caused rivets below decks to be
propelled in every direction, each as deadly as a fired rifle
bullet. They penetrated the soldiers' combat packs, drilled
holes in the galley stoves, riddled equipment of every de-
scription, and punctured the mirrors and toilets of a troop
bathroom.

In an instant, the ship was lifeless, quiet, and without
purpose. It had lost all power and was motionless except for
alittle drift and a perceptible lowering of the stern and heavily
damaged upper structure. The broken and distorted mast
pointed to the Anthony’s final beach,53 fathoms below.

But as the ship went silent, General Sam Williams spoke
up and took charge. Quietly and firmly he ordered:

“Bacon, get a damage report, then meet me on the bridge.

“Boswell, go below, kick ass, and get the troops topside.

“Everett, assist Colonel Boswell.

“Dr. Natchwey, take care of the wounded.

“All of you, get the troops to their abandon-ship stations.

“Move out, goddam it, we are needed on the beach.”

General Williams dropped to the bridge and asked Cap-
tain Grey about the situation. Grey said he could only guess
as to how long the ship would remain afloat. Williams, after a
quick look toc the Anthony's rear, passed the word for all
army personnel to prepare to abandon ship.

Willlams also asked Captain Grey if he would bring
rescue ships alongside. Grey said that he had already taken
such steps but that nearby ships had not yet recognized his
signalman. In the meantime, soldiers were forming quietly
as directed by their noncommissioned officers. A tug moved
in and touched the Anthony’s port side near the stern, but
Grey directed it to move to the other side because he could
not abandon ship off the left. The tug cast off and moved to
the starboard but immediately returned to its original posi-
tion. Colonel Boswell reported to General Williams that the
troops were posted at their abandon-ship positions and
requested permission to evacuate the soldiers near the port
side. Williams told him to do so and turned to Grey, asking
him if there was any way he could beach the Anthony near
Utah. Grey said no; the vessel was settling too rapidly.
Williams directed the carrying parties to search for and
recover as many weapons as possible. While this was being
done, he lelt the bridge to personally make sure that the
lower decks were clear of soldiers.

In a Recommendation for Award dated June 22, 1944,
Colonel Bacon wrote, “General Willlams took active charge of
the evacuation of all troops and, using four members of the
staff for specific inspections of holds and troop compart-
ments, he determined that all troops were taken off; first the
injured, then the advance detachment, and then other troops
in order of availability as craft came alongside.”

On his return from the lower decks, General Williams
ordered Colonel Bacon to get the advance detachment off the
ship and move to the beach, acting as the detachment's
acting commander and carrying out its mission. Williams
sald he would stay with the ship until he was sure all the
men were off of it and ordered his principal officer assistants
to move the soldiers still aboard to the prow, for the ship was
sinking rapidly. Williams made another quick survey below
decks to ensure that all soldiers were above, forward, and
abandoning ship.

Dr. Natchwey reported to General Williams that there
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were several casualties requiring treatment, but nothing life
threatening. Later, the young medical offlicer wrote that his
first World War II casualty was a soldier who sustained a
severe gash of the right buttock— “an ignominious way," he
noted, “to earn the Purple Heart for the wound was caused
when the toilet on which the soldier was seated shattered as
the mine exploded.” Natchwey received some morphine sul-
phate himself to counteract the intense pain of a strained
back. The doctor later said of the thirty-milligram injection
that “it made scrambling down the cargo net and onto the
deck of a dancing LCI a piece of cake.”

By 9:45 nearly all soldiers and crew had moved to
rescue vessels. After ordering the remaining soldiers to evac-
uate, General Williams turned to Captain Grey and told him
that he was leaving. He and his aide boarded the British
gunboat Nedbrough, where he hurried to the bridge and
asked the captain to direct all boats that had picked up
survivors to head for Utah Beach.

But the confusion, the noise, and the drab sight of the
burning and sinking Susan B. Anthony distracted from Gen-
eral Williams' orders, and by 10:00 am., when the Anthony
was gone, Williams and those with him on the Nedbrough
stood offshore on Omaha Beach, V Corps zone. Later, they
found transport to Utah.

On June 22, 1944, the commanding general of the 90th
Division forwarded a Recommendation for Award letter to
General Eisenhower's headquarters, recommending that
General Williams be awarded the Legion of Merit. In part the
letter stated, “When the U.S. Transport, Susan B. Anthony,
struck a mine and was fatally damaged off the Carentan
Peninsula, General Williams, the senior troop officer aboard,
immediately took charge of the evacuation of the troops
aboard the transport, and by reason of his energetic and
resourceful leadership under constant danger to his own
life, all the 2,400 troops aboard were safely evacuated in the
one-and-one-half hours before the doomed ship sank.”

But the recommendation was not favorably considered.
The endorsement returning the letter to the 90th stated
that although the acts described were meritorious, they

were insufficient to justify the award for which they were
recommended.

No further attention was given to the courage and brav-
ery of General Williams until April 30, 1945, when Maj. Gen.
Ernest N. Harmon, XXII Corps commanding general, wrote
to the 90th Division that he believed General Williams' out-
standing service during the sinking of the Anthony should be
recognized. He called attention to the correspondence that
had been disapproved for the Legion of Merit. General Har-
mon mentioned that General Marshall had personally dis-
patched a congratulatory message to Williams. In closing his
letter, General Harmon recommended that consideration be
given to awarding the Soldier's Medal to Williams, which was
indeed presented to him for his leadership aboard the Susan
B. Anthony shortly after the war ended.

When the orders from the 90th awarding General Wil-
liams the Soldier's Medal were received, they were addressed
to Col. Samuel T. Williams. The rank used to identify Sam
was correct. Gen. Omar N. Bradley, First Army commanding
general, had recommended to General Eisenhower that Wil-
liams be relieved as assistant division commander, 90th
Infantry Division, and then reduced to the grade of colonel.

Eisenhower approved Bradley's recommendations and
found General Williams' performance in combat unsatisfac-
tory, reduced him one grade, and ordered him to leave the
European theater of operations.

On August 7, 1944, exactly two months after the sink-
ing of the Anthony, Colonel Williams began his journey from
England to Washington, D.C.

Wounded twice in battle, Williams was decorated with every
army medal for valor except the Medal of Honor. He may also
be the only brigadier general in recent army history to be
demoted, and yet persevere to regain not only his lost star,
but two additional ones as well.

Hanging Sam: A Military Biography of
General Samual T. Williams

FROM PANCHO VILLA TO VIETNAM
By Col. Harold J. “Jack™ Meyer
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BATTALIONS AND REGIMENTS: MEMORY SECTION
315™ ENGINEER BATTALION

.. Officially born on February 25, 1942,

g the World War II version of the 315th
Engineers received its cadre of 17 olfic-
ers from the Engineer Replacement
\% Training Center at Fort Leonard Wood,

s Missouri, and 52 men from the 6th En-
gineer Battalion of the 6th Division were
& also at Fort Wood.

The Thunderbirds (45th Division—
Oklahoma National GD) had been or-
dered into Federal service and were al-
ready training at Barkeley. To these seasoned soldiers the
thought of giving up their cantonment area for some new
outfit was almost repulsive. But, gradually the shilt was
made; the 45th Division moved into another section of the
camp, and the D Cadre of the 315th took over the area which
was to be its base of training operation for a year and a half.

During World War I, the 90th Division had been what is
now called a “Square Division” and the 315th Engineers
were then a regiment. In the new 90th, which was of the
streamlined “Triangular organization,” the 315th Engineer
Combat Battalion inherited the history, batile streamers,
and unit insignia of its regimental predecessor. The coat of
arms with the traditional red and white background of the
Corps of Engineers, bore the outline of that famous shrine of
Texas independence, the Alamo. Atop the shield stood a
statuette of the pioneer soldier-citizen with his muzzle loader
signifying the peace-time reserve status of the organization.
The Spanish influence in the Southwest was reflected in the
Motto “Fabricamos” (we build). And for service in France
during World War I, the fleur-de-lis completed the distinctive
insignia under which the 315th Engineer Battalion was
activated. Unlike its predecessor of World War I, which drew
its strength from Texas and Oklahoma, fillers this time came
from almost every part of the Union, with probably the mid-
weslern states the best represented.

With the Battalion CP at Mestys Zelezna Ruda, and the
lettered companies with their respective combat team regi-
ments still deeper in liberated Czechoslovakia, the combat
history of the 315th Engineer Battalion ended—a history
which began on the beaches of Normandy and wound through
1,000 miles of hedgerows, craters, mines, road blocks and
rubble, across eleven major rivers and countless minor
streams — the 315th Engineers had cleared the routes half
way across Europe and stood triumphantly at last facing the
Russian on the liberated sill of Bohemia.

There is little to add to the story of the 315th Engineer
Battalion. On May 9, the official “V-E Day,” the entire battal-
ion assembled at Zwiesel. Then, on the 14th it moved back to
Weiden where it was to renovate the Metzerkaserne. The
next day, the first contingent of “highpoint™ men left for the
U.S. and home. Thus began the slow, then rapid, disintegra-
tion of the battalion under the redeployment plan.

Russians (liberated PWs) had moved from the Weiden
cage into the barracks of the Kaserne and now the case was
filled with the fallen Wehrmacht. After much haggling and
many delays, the Russians were moved out and the 315th
fell to the task of completely renovating this German military
post. Using German PW laborers, the brick buildings were
scrubbed from top to bottom. Tons of rubbish, loot, and
trash were hauled to the dump and burned. Hundreds of
window panes were replaced, roof tiles installed, and then

N

the inside walls were completely repainted. Ulilities were
repaired, new furniture was brought in, and elaborate com-
pany kitchens were arranged in the basements of the bar-
racks. A fine motor park was paved with brick and a com-
plete theatre installation was constructed in an armory-type
building. The Kaserne was rapidly becoming a first-class
garrison post. In June, the major work was completed, and
the 315th together with division headquarters, the recon-
naissance troop, and the signal company moved into the
Kaserne — the first installation which the battalion occupied
during its three and one-half year history.

There were routine road repairs in the division zone and
there were construction projects at the Weiden and Pllossen-
berg PW cages, but most of the work was taken over by
civiians and PWs under engineer guard and supervision.
And at the Kaserne, PWs and civilians tock over many of the
housekeeping duties for the troop.

There were retreat parades in the quadrangle, award
presentation ceremonies, calisthenics at reveille, and con-
siderable unauthorized fraternizing “af-
ter hours.” For one special ceremony,
i the battalion, at “Present Arms," lined
the street into town while General Pat-
ton rode into the Kaserne to review the
troops and deliver a victory message.

5, But this garrison life was not to

“ last long. In late June the ftrickle of

/| redeployment became a stream and in

' July and August it became a torrent. All

fill of the “old men" of the 315th were

transferred to units scheduled for early

return to the States and “low point” men from all over the
Third Army area arrived to take their places.

Within a few months there was almost a complete turn-
over in personnel, and although the 315th remained in
Weiden until November, its history to those who knew it
best, ended in August and September 1945.

With other units of the 90th, the battalion was shipped
to the States and deactivated in December 1945, and in
1947 a completely new version of the 315th Engineer Battal-
ion was activated as a reserve unit in San Antonio, Texas.

No written history can possibly describe the invincible
spirit of the men who fought and labored in the ranks of the
T-O Engineer Battalion. This brief history may have de-
scribed some of their deeds, it may help its members to recall
other gallant actions, but no words can possibly give suffi-
cient honor to those men who served under the red and
white shield which bears the inscription — “Fabricamos.”
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THE 315™ MEDICAL BATTALION

A very mobile division, the
315th Medical Battalion of
the 90th Division always
tried to set up its head-
quarters as close to the
fighting as possible. Often,
it was only in one location
justovernight, only to pack
up and relocate the next
day. The several compa-
nies that comprised this
medical battalion spread
out from headquarters be-
ing stationed with regi-

) ments even closer to front
90th Division medic tends wounded  jicc Each company had
Nazi prisoner ’

a commanding officer who
had the rank of captain. Over each captain was the battalion
commander who had the rank of lieutenant colonel. The

315th Medical Battalion also had its own motor pool to helpin =

the upkeep and repair of its vehicles.

The medics’ job was dangerous. Medics constantly put
their lives on the line to rescue the dead and wounded from
the battlefield. However, the medics did not bear arms. So,
for their protection, a Geneva Conference agreement was
affected whereby anyone seen wearing the Geneva Red Cross

Medics crossing the Moselle River, France.

on their white armband and helmet would not be fired
upon. Even ambulances bore the big red cross on their
rooftops so they could be seen from the air. Therefore, med-
ics were given some measure of protection in the removal of
the dead and wounded.

The role of World War II medics was vital. It was often
treacherous and tiring. They were called upon to perform
heroic fetes under extreme conditions. Not only did medics
help wounded American soldiers, they were sometimes called
upon to give aid to civilians and to POWs who came to the
aid stations for help.

Often a painfully sad job, it has been recorded that
American loss of life was
minimized due to the or-
ganizational and heroic ef-
forts put forth by the tre-
mendous talent of World
War II medical service-
men. The survivors and
families of those who
served in this great cam-
paign for freedom are
o 85 grateful to those medics
S il who valiantly served with
the 315th Medical Battal-
ion, 90th Division.

s

11 Nov. 44.

THE 607™ TANK DESTROYER BATTALION

From: Introduction to “607th Tank Destroyer Bat-
talion ‘Battle with the Jerries’”

The 607th Tank Destroyer Battalion was acti-
vated on the 15th day of December 1941 at
Fort Ord, California.

Personnel for the new unit was obtained
from the 7th Infantry Division Provisional
Anti-Tank Battalion which, in turn, had re-
ceived its personnel of 16 officers and 219
enlisted men from the following units: Battery D, 31st FA
Battalion, Hqand Hq Battalion, 31st FABattalion, 74th, 75th,
and 76th FA Battalions, and the 17th, 32nd, and 53rd Infantry
Regiments. Later, personnel were received from the 47th,
48th, and 57th FA Battalions.

Approximately 600 selectees from the states of Wash-
ington, Oregon, Idaho, and Montana were assigned in March
1942, bringing the battalion above its authorized strength.
In December 1942 and January 1948, 360 selectees from
Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky, and West Virginia replaced the
loses of the preceding nine months.

On the 15th day of December 1943, the battalion was
reorganized; changing it from a self-propelled battalion to a
towed battalion, Reconnaissance Company being inactivat-
ed. The battalion continued as a towed unit until November
1944, when, shortly before the battle for Metz, France, it

607th

was converted, in combat, to a sell-propelled battalion
equipped with M-36 destroyers. The Reconnaissance Com-
pany was again activated.

With the exception of four and one-half months training
at the Tank Destroyer Center, at Camp Hood, Texas, the
battalion received all of its pre-combat training in California
at Sunnyvale, Hunter Liggelt Military Reservation, Camp
San Luis Obispo, Lost Hills, Desert Training Center, and
Camp Cooke.

On the 2nd of April 1944 the battalion departed from
Camp Cooke, California, for Camp Miles Standish, Taunton,
Massachusetts, and on the 13th of April 1944 embarked on
the USS Wakefield, a United States Troop Transport, for
overseas duty.

Arriving in England on the 21st of April, the unit was
stationed in Macclasfield, Cheshire, for one month and then
proceeded to Camp Barton Stacey in southern England where
it made its final preparations for the invasion, arriving on the
beaches of Normandy, France, on 16th June 1944.

The 607th Tank Destroyer Battalion won battle partici-
pation credit for the following campaigns:

17 June 1944 — 24 July 1944 Normandy

25 July 1944 — 14 September 1944 Northern France
15 September 1944 — 21 March 1945 Rhineland

16 December 1944 — 25 January 1945  Ardennes

22 March 1945 — 11 May 1945 Central Europe
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Planning the Task Force SUNDT
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Task Force Commanders are briefed for take-off across the Rhine

One of many Siegfreid pillboxes our TDs neutralized

HEADQUARTERS
THIRD UNITED, STATES ARMY
Office of the Commanding General APO 403

16 April 1945

SUBTECT: Commendation

THREY  Commanding General, Ninth US. Armv, APO 339, LS. Army
T ¢ Commanding General, @5th Infantry Division, APO 9,
LS. Army

1. The achievement of your division and attached units, consisting of the
627th Tank Destrover Battalion, 778th Tank Battalion, and 547th AAA AW
Barwalion, in successfully completing the assigned mission in connection with
the reducrion and capture of the strongly fortified city of Metz by Third
U5, Army was outstanding, both in the combat skill of the individual units
committed and the contrel and sound tactical judgment displaved by com-
manders of all echelons,

1 The fourteen days of continuous attack against a strong and aggressive
criemy. along a 26-mile front, drove irresistibly to the heart of the city of
Metz where contact was made with American forces advancing from the south.
In the course of this attack you successfully (1) made four assault crossings
of the Moselle River at its high flood stage, (2) penetrated the line of
defending forts, reducing those necessary to accomplish the mission, and (3)
greatly contributed to the destruction of an entire reinforced German division.
Agoinst these fortifications which had never before in modern times fallen by
assault, in terrain favorable to the enemy, and under almost intolerable weather
conditions of rain. flood, and bitter cold, your officers and men met a most
searching combat test which required not only individual courage, skill, en-
durance, and determination, but also sound tactical judgment coupled with an
insatiable desire to close with the enemy.

3. This achicvement has added lustre to the glorious history of American
arms, for which you and all the officers and enlisted personnel of your
division and attached units, are highly commended.

G. 5. PATTON, ]R.,
Lieut. General, U.S. Army, Commanding
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This unit was activated at Ft. Benning,
Georgia, on 15 July 1942 as the 3rd Bat-
talion, 11th Armored Regiment, 10th Ar-
mored Division. It was reorganized and re-designated
712th Tank Battalion (Separate) on 20 September 1943
and sailed from Boston, Massachusetts, for the ETO on
27 February 1944, In England the 712th was assigned to
8th Armored Group, Third U.S. Army under the com-
mand of Gen. George S. Patton.

The 712th was committed to action in the Normandy
(Utah Beach) Operation on 28 June 1944, assigned to
support the 90th Infantry Division. Subsequently, it was
attached to the 82nd Airborne Division and 8th Infantry
Division. From 14 July to 7 May 1945, the 712th served
as the Armored Arm for the 90th Division through five

Tk Batialion

712™ TANK BATTALION

Major Campaigns. These were Normandy, Northern
France, Rhineland, Ardennes-Alsace and Central Europe,

These actions involved the hedgerow fighting in Nor-
mandy, the breakthrough at Avarances, the dash to Le-
mans, closing the pocket at the Fallaise Gap, the 90th
Division CP Battle at Mairy, the siege of Metz, the Mos-
selle River Crossings, the Saar River crossing at Dillengen,
the relief of Bastogne, the Siegfried Line, Crossing the
Rhine, the drive through Central Germany, the Merkers
Salt Mine and entry into Czechoslovakia.

From 15 May to 11 September 1945, the unit per-
formed Occupation Duty in the Amberg and Weiden Areas.
It was relieved of duties and returned to the United
States in October. The 712th Tank Battalion was deacti-
vated at Camp Killmer, New Jersey, on 25 October 1945.

American tank in Saar River sector. Large wheels
designed to clear safe path through enemy mine-
fields—712th Armored Division.
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945. Tank fires on hold-out pockets of resistancein ~ Saar River sector, Germany A tank of the 712th Tanl( Destroyer Batlallon crosses the Saar River
Koditz. (15 April 1945) on a seclion of pontoon bridge devised and constructed by the Engineer Corps. (12 Dec. 1944)
OTHER TD UNITS OF THE 90™
o~
The crew of an antl-tank gun of 1he 807th Tank Destroyer Battalion commands a hill overlooking Wallerfanger Saarlautern, Germany Chemical
smoke covers the Saar River, just crossed by the division. (8 Dacamber 1944)
o | "
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Members of a tank destroyer unit use the shutters of a damagad building
. —— to camouflage their gun as they set up in a position covering a road
Soldiers of the 733rd Tanl( Destroyer Baltallon answer mail call while somewhere in France. This position covers the possibility of a break-
waiting in Wallerfanger, Germany, to be ferried across the Saar Rivertc  through by German armored forces. (L-R) Sgt. Ross E. Culbaus, Pfc.
Dillingen, on the opposite side of the river. (13 December 1944) William J. Pierson and Cpl. John J. Blair. (19 August 1944)




Division infantrymen afoot and 6th Amored Division men in half-tracks.

Advanc[ng to the front lines outside Lullange, Luxembourg, are QUIh

(22 January 1945)
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PUBLICATIOF OF THE "PIGITING

90IH RIVER CROSSING

CEN T I AVENDS

THIAD Wzm "".iTuS ARLT
Uffice Of B9s Sompandin: Lonerzl

APO 403
12 Hovauber 1944
SUBJLCT: Comendztion.
TO i Commendin: Gemaral 90th Division, U. 5. Army.
TERT ¢ Commanding Gencrel XX Corps, V. 8. hrmy.

1. The capture ond develomment of your bricgehead
over tae Hoselle River in the vicinity of KOZUIGSLACEER
lwill sver rank as one of thc epic river crossings of
history.

2. Please accent for rourself end pess on to the
officars end mea of your velorous divieion my high commen—
datinn for the muperior menn<r in which you and they per-
formod thie trviy magnificent feat of arms.

8. S. PATTOH, JF.,
Liogut. General, U. 8. Army
Commanding

L/G2d GEORGE PATTON, JR.

lat Ind.
HEADQUARTERS XX CORPS, APO 346, U. S. Army, 22 Hovomber 1914k
70: Commanding vone:rsl 90tk Infantry Division, APO 90, U. B, Army.

1., I desire %o sdd my pcreonel commendation and thanks for the szzreseive and

#ic411ful performance of duty that made the ebove cormendation possidle. Buch deve-

tiom to du.t.y and will %o close yith tho enomy can only bring succest on the battle-
field. I am proud to have the 90th Infantry Division in the XX Corps.

YALTOF E. WALIER,
Major Genoral, United States Army
Cormanding

'Nov. 26.—~Lt. Gen. George. Pstt-on.
in & commenda.don of the 80th
Division, stated that the diyision's
| crossing of the Moselle River, while
maxing the Koenigsmacker bridge-
head early in the campaign for
Metz was one of the greatest mib-
of the war, ‘I‘he

James: A.'Van Fleet, commander
of the 90th, statec. that the crossing

“Moselle floods in three decades.
During & crossing’ the river at
one point spread over an area of

continued: by . hard-pressed dough-
boys ~ aldedwh} wuch combst en-
gineers, - ' -~

- At one time. *appmachu to t.h.e
bridge were under 5% inches of
water. The commendatton described
the crossing. wes made against
“terrible weathe. md hlu‘d eneniy
nppoeltlon. .

- was made duriny one of the biggest.

three fourths of a mile but work
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l | THE FIELD ARTILLERY

To support infantry regiments, the field artillery was deployed battalions. It was learned that this situation was not desir-
in approximately and strategically battle positions. There was able, and in World War Il was abandoned. In World War I
considerable difference between the two wars; although the there was no division artillery as such, but was used in the
fleld pieces were much the same, and in most instances, ex- second war. In addition to the three field artillery battalions, a
actly the same. Each of the three battalions, the 343rd 344th, fourth battalion was used in the Second World War. It was the
and 345th, in the first war were supported by machine gun 915th Field Artillery Battalion.

Lt. Gerald R. Steinberg (left), who is to lead a night patrol into enemy  Field artillery unit of the 915th Artillery, in the town of Winterspelt, Ger-
lines, plots flight on map with Lt. Victor P. Rizzo, pilot, in an L-4 liaison  many, fires on the Siegfried Line defenses to the west, (7 February 1945)
! plane. These men are with the 358th Infantry Regiment, 915th Field Artil-

[ lery Battalion, Company E, (25 October 1944)

THE INFANTRY REGIMENTS: 357th, 358th, and 359th

Medics of the 3rd Battalion, 357th Infantry Regiment, receive a call from the front. (L-R) Capt. Rudolph
Martello, Capt. Richard C. Shaw, 1st Lt. Arthur Gerrard, Lt. Col. John H. Mason and Caplt. A.V. Dominski,
Medical Officer. (12 January 1945)
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Men of Company A, HQ 357th Regiment, guard against possible attack by
Germans near Dillengen, France. Guarding the bridge are: Pvi. Peter
Jordan, Pvi. Walter E. Deal and Pvt. Nathaniel Kramer.

Checking regimental radio communication are (L-R) Lt. Milton Munch and
Sgt. Tom Rusert of 357th Regiment—Lullange area, Luxembourg.

L S T

! L.
P - W

Sgt. George Colby (left) and Tec/5 Kenneth Stiles, unravel a rope to break trip wires prior to setting off mine and
taking cover near Aberwampach. Both men are with the Anti-Tank Mine Platoon, 358th Regiment. (21 January 1945)

Soldiers of the 358th Regiment take advantage of cover and fire on German His face showing the strain of fighting, Pfc. Robert B. McDowell Jr.,

roadblock outside Gottmannsgrun, Czechoslovakia, near Asch. 358th Infantry Regiment, has just been wounded by a German tank
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east of Brandscheid, Germany. He is walking back to a medical ald
station. (10 February 1945)
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seek cover from German small arms fire. From 358th Infantry Regiment,
90th Infantry Division: (L-R) Cpl. James N. Grontage, T.Sgt. L.B. Fields,
Pfc. Willard Burrus and 1st Lt. Charles Hammock Jr. (12 September 1944)
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During a lull In the advance near Wilemsbad, Germany, two men of the
90th Divislon, test communications. (L-R) Sgt. Robert Gore and Pvt. Harry
M. Curry from Company A, 358th Regiment. (28 March 1945)
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Assigned to the U.S. Fourth Army Infantry Di-
vision, the 359th Infantry Regiment participat-
ed in D-Day landings June 6, 1944, and vari-
ous other campaigns in Europe until V-E Day
May 8, 1945.

The 359th was awarded many battle honors which in-
cluded extraordinary hercism in the face of the enemy in the
vicinity of Pretot, France, from July 3 to 8, 1944; August 16
and 17, 1944, in Le Bourg St. Leonard, France; and for the
capture and development of the bridgehead over the Moselle

359th

Our real fighters of the
1st Battalion, 359th
(vicinity of Metz). [

River in November 1944, General George S. Patton Jr. gave a
special commendation to the 359th in November 1944. Among
many other honors awarded the 359th, it also received two
presidential citations and was awarded the French Croix de
Guerre with palm.

After the war ended, the 359th remained in the towns of
Vilseck and Amberg, Germany, from May to September 1945.
Their purpose was to maintain control of the general population
and to display the American image of democracy and to establish
peaceful and diplomatic relations in war ravaged Europe.

The 359th soldiers and officers left for the states in Sep-
tember 1945 and arrived home with a sensational welcome.
Each man who survived the war went about the task of forget-

Exo Hq. Company early
March 1945. 1st Lt. Harry
| Curtis, Bn. 5-2, 1st Lt

- | James H. McPheeters,
.| 1st Bn., 359th.
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Pfc. William Parker
(left) fires a gun from a
window of a building
as Capt. John R. Angell
directs his fire. Both
are members of
Company B, 359th
Infantry Regiment.
(Mainz, Germany,

22 March 1945)

Key Officers of 359th &
Infantry Regiment at &
Regimental CP—
Normandy. L-R: Col.
Bacon, Regt. Co.; Maj.
(Lt. Col.) Leroy Pond, F,
Co. 1st Bn.; Major (Lt.
Col.) Smith, Co. 3rd
Bn.; Lt. Col. Don F €
Gorton, Regt. ExO;
Major Dub, Co. 2nd Bn.

¥
!

|1

Lt. Col. John (Jiggs)
Fisk, C.0O. 1st Bn.,
359th Inf Regt. (Pond
Barracks 1945)

THE 35%9th CREST

Lt. Col. “Fireball”
Leroy Pond when he
was A Company
Commander, 1st Bn,,

1945). L-R: Capt. David Hickman, S-3; 1st Lt. Arthur Steinbach, S-2; 1st
Lt. James McPheeters, Eyo. Hq. Co.; 1st Lt. Armand DeMaio, Leader
Security Platoon; Lt. Col. John S. Fisk (Jiggs), Bn. Co., 1st Lt. William
Jones, Leader Bn. Anli-Tank Platoon; 1st Lt. Sheldon Moomaw, Leader
Bn. A&P Platoon; Major Al Carrick, Bn. Yo.

"A” COMPANY TAKES AMERICA!

¢ beut e week before hostilities endedy Compeny A, 357th Infentry,
B libereted Amerike! ¥o, it's not epelled wrong - it's the neme
of £ town - Bmerike, Czechoslovekis.

The villege, situcted et the end ¢f & velley &nd surrounded cn
three sides by thickly forested hills, wes ceptured end held egelinst a
terrific counter etteck by the corpeny of First Lieutencnt John P.
Cenning, Jimeica FPleine, Vessechusetis,

el Plennsd Alteck

The enemy wes well dug inm end covered oll esproeches with mechine
end burp guns, Lieutencnt Cenning cent the first platoon led by Firat
Lieutenznt Williem . Foeg of Goldville, South Cercline, snd Techni-
cel Sergeent Willard Yussmen, Omehs, Hebraske, sround the mighti 7 Vhen
their firing begen &ll 2pedy guns wers turned on them end them the se-
gond pletoon cherged ou Leading it were First Iieutenant hil-p
berts, Jeckson, Miseissippi, and Teobnloced Sergecnt Cerl Volz, tta=-
turgh, Permzylvenie. Jith devesteting fire, they complately demora-
1ized the Germense, Lizutenent Leslie L. Vink'es tenka from Copany B
of the 712th Tenk Bett:lion swept up the reod at the seme time.

The well plennad ¢tteck wis cotplated with no cesualties suffered
by our side. Neny of the encwy were killed ond over 70 priscnerswers
teken,

Among the other 10s who led the compeny in the eitcck were Plrat
Jurgeent Jolin Kehl, Sen Yiguel, Celifornie, Sergeant Richard Fewers,
Cembridge, Messcohusetits, communlertien WOD, end Ife. Robert A. Bush,
Linghcoton, Yew York of A Compeny ond Bergeont Xerold Freemin of B
Cempeny, 712 Tenk Fettillion.

The second pletoon of I Comporny lod by Becend Ligutencnt Ulgy F.
lioze, Tuckner, Kentuely, tnd Teohnieel Sargernt Fun R. Buckley, Chey-
ennd,r dyoming  end ertillary from the 915th Bettclien elso pleyed en
importint prrt,

zn who entered the Town t
ter so long, but hopsd thot they wvovld not lyve to .enter the A-2vice
of %he Stot"T of Liboriy in o wamdlr mennars

359th Inf. Regt.

90™ SIGNAL COMPANY
FROM: D+2 TO V-E DAY 90 ™ SIGNAL COMPANY OF THE 90 ™ INFANTRY DIVISION

Providing the nerve center for the 90th, Texas and Oklahoma,
Infantry Division, the 90th Signal Company battered its way on
a zig-zag course through more than three thousand miles of
enemy-held territory from the sandy beaches of Normandy to
the final victory in the wooded hills of Czechoslovakia.

The mission was completed in 318 days of combat (the
other 17 days were spent resting (or moving) from D+2, June 8,
1944, to V-E Day, May 9, 1945. As the men looked back over
their accomplishments, they saw they had given a hand in the
liberation of four nations, France, Luxembourg, Belgium, and
Czechoslovakia, and in the conquering of one, Germany. The
reward was not, however, without its costs, since they had paid
in arduous labor, the blood of the wounded, and with the lives
of eight of their comrades.

The gigantic task completed by the company is partially
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illustrated by a few outstanding statistics: Approximately three
quarters of a million vehicular miles were travelled by vehicles
of the company, enough to go around the earth thirty times.
Ninety-five command posts, an average of approximately two a
week, were set up and operated and a total of 2,375 telephones
were installed.

For a record in “Getting That Message Through,” perhaps
unparalleled, and certainly unsurpassed, more than 165,000
messages were handled through the Division Message Center
without a single loss. Though no accurate figure was available
on the number of miles of wire laid, 1,912-1/2 were issued to
the wire section, a large portion of which was picked up and
reused several times. On that same basis 16,375-1/2 miles
were issued to the division, providing the network through
which the wire messages flowed.
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Men of HQ Co., 90th Infantry Division, take advantage of raln-swollen Wilwerdange, Luxembourg. Field arlillerymen attached to the 90th Division
| stream to wash their .57mm anti-tank gun in Endorf, France. (L-R) Pfc. dig an emplacement for their 45-inch gun, near Wilwerdange, before firing
Harold P. Reiter, Pvit. John P. Anderson, Pfc. Edward P. Martin, Pvt. across the German border a few miles away. 770th Field Artillery Battalion,
Robert D. Steed. (22 November 1944) VIl Corps. (27 January 1945)
ree
les Lt. Donald H. Olson,
1€S. First U.S. Army
0 a Artillery Observation
nes pilot for the 90th
Infantry Division,
checks route of flight
ApS over Rhine where Tech
000 Sgt. Harold A. Stillings,
iter Signal Corps Movie
ble Cameraman, will
1t photograph river
0 crossings by combat
and troops.
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PERSONAL EXPERIENCES: Then and Now

Experiences of one kind or another, good or bad, happy or
sad, paint our memories much like an artist carefully chooses
color when painting a canvas. An artist may choose somber
tones that leave viewers feeling sad, or may choose brilliant
colors that may produce feelings of happiness within the
viewer's mind. The men of the 90th Infantry Division have
painted their own word canvases on the following pages.
Some of their stories are sad, often tragic; others are more
humorous in spite of eminent danger. Individually they tell
about the soldiers’ experiences. Collectively they vividly pre-
serve a history that impacted their lives and millions the
world over.

The first meeting of the men of the
90th, both wars, was 29 June 1942 at
Camp Barkeley, Abilene, Texas, where
the new division spent its first year.
The occasion was a one-day affair with
the presentation of the colors and
streamers of the first war. The division
was taken to a very large parade ground
and presented to the men of the first
90th and others to received the colors.
During the time of the presentation, a very large, panoramic
photograph (1 ft. by 6 ft.). Guests were taken to the various
unit mess halls and given dinner. Many ate dinner at the
unit with which they served in their war.

The second meeting, probably one battalion of infantry,
as memory serves, were taken by truck to Fort Worth to
participate in the Armistice Day parade. That evening the
new soldiers were invited, as guests, to attend the reunion
which was in progress at the Texas Hotel in Fort Worth.

It was during this first year the new division was named
by common consent, the “Tough 'Ombre” Division. That
name followed the 90th across Europe and remains today.
Milt Sears, 90th Infantry Division

* kk

The 3,000-ton British Channel steamer, S.5. Monoway,
dropped anchor a mile off the coast of Normandy at the place
called Omaha Beach early on an October 1944 morning.
Debarking nets were dropped over the side of the Monoway
and American replacement infantry men following orders
began climbing down the nets and dropping into the bobbing
and weaving LCI (Landing Craft Infantry). If I had missed
dropping into the LCI I was gone forever. No chance of
swimming or rescue wearing a uniform, boots, overcoat, and
carrying a M-1 rifle and a full pack on my back.

1 had made it into the LCI with a hundred other rille-
men. The navy crew pulled away from the Monoway and made
for Omaha Beach. Sunk ships from D-Day were everywhere.
On shore could be seen abandoned pillboxes of the famous
German “Atlantic Wall" plus the debris of that D-Day June
battle. The LCI ran up on the sand, a catepillar tractor
pushed sand up onto the LCI gangplank, and I walked onto
the dry sand of the French beach fascinated by the shelled
out French village being thankful I was not one of those who
had landed June 6, 1944.

We replacements assembled and then marched inland
for several kilometers. We stopped in an open field sur-
rounded by hedgerows. We pitched out “pup” tents. We were
in our first replacement depot (“Repo Depo”) camp.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Division

* Xk X

I was asked to write an article about my personal experi-
ences or about an experience I had in World War II while a
member of the 344th Field Artillery Battalion, 90th Infantry
Division.

48

I cannot think of anything more
personal than being wounded by Ger-
man artillery fire and spending three
months in an American hospital in
England. This happened when the di-
vision was making a river crossing of
the Saar River in Germany.

In early December 1944, the 90th
Division had moved up to the west
bank of the Saar River. The order was
to cross the swift and swollen river
and capture the fortified town of
Dillingen, a part of the Siegfried line. The 358th Infantry of
the 90th Division, supported by the 344th Field Artillery
Battalion, made a river crossing on the night of December 6,
1944, Other elements of the division made a crossing to the
left of our sector. Along the west side of the river, the bank
was very high and steep. The east side of the river was low
and rather flat. Between the river and town of Dillingen were
many pillboxes and bunkers occupied by German troops.
When daylight came, the 358th Infantry troops found they
had by-passed the pillboxes in the darkness and were now
being fired on from both front and rear.

The pillboxes had to be knocked out, or at least si-
lenced. We needed a larger caliber weapon than our 105mm
howitzers to fire direct fire at the pillboxes. We were able to
obtain a self-propelled 155mm gun to fire direct fire from
across the river. The fire was very successful. Fortunately,
we had wire communications with the artillery forward ob-
servers. Over the phone we could hear shouting and cheer-
ing by the 358th Infantry when a direct hit was made,
especially when they saw the German Infantry “fleeing like
rabbits.”

Due to the great success we were having, we stayed too
long in one place instead of moving after firing a few rounds.
Before long, it seemed like the artillery of the entire German
Army opened fire on us and knocked out the 155mm gun.
This is when I was wounded. Edward A. Snider, Toledo,
Ohio, got me in a jeep and tock me to a battalion aid station.
From there I eventually landed in the American hospital in
England, where I remained for three months. I was extreme-
ly fortunate to be able to return to my unit where I took over
again as the commanding officer of the 344th Artillery Bat-
talion, 90th Division.

Merton E. Munson, Col. U.S. Ret., 344th Field Artillery Bn.

* k %

I was drafted at a young age, inducted
into the army, trained for 13 weeks
infantry basic, shipped overseas, and
assigned to the 90th Division, 344th
Field Artillery Battalion, somewhere in
Franceasareplacement. After45years,
I can only remember I was in France,
and although the exact place in France
does not ring any bells, some of the
things that happened there are still as
clear as if they happened yesterday.
Being in battery service I was assigned to Sgt. John Tamagni's
section, loading and unloading artillery ammo. Sergeant
Tamagni, a super guy I remember well, stood guard for me.

I remember my first night in combat. After I had been in
the combat zone for a few days, we were on the move in a
convoy when we got strafed by a German plane. The convoy
stopped, and the 50-caliber machine guns mounted on the
trucks began firing at the German plane. 1 jumped down
from the truck and started to fire at the German plane with
my rifle. [ doubt I hit the plane, but it was my first encounter
with the enemy.
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Another time, traveling across France and into Ger-
many, we crossed the Rhine River under a smoke screen.
The German air power was trying to knock out our pontoon
bridge. A few German shells exploded nearby leaving the
smell of gunpowder. A soldier in the truck yelled, “Poison
gas!” An officer in the cab of the truck ordered everybody to
put on their gas masks. I grabbed mine, put it on, and
found I couldn't breath through it. I took the gas mask off
expecting to die. After all the excitement died down, I dis-
covered the waterproofing had not been removed from the
canister.

Occurences like these were common. Everyday was a
new day with some excitement, some good things, some bad.
I did not realize it at the time, but combat with the 90th
Division, 344th Field Artillery Service Battery, had an impact
on my life. I am very lucky to have been associated with great
men like John Tucker, John Tamagni, Floyd Hobson, Buck
Goodwin, Ursuho Ortiz, Jimmy Roberts, Nick Heller, Guy
Hinesley, and many, many more. Thank you fine men! Thank
you 90th Division for letting me be a small part.

I was 21 when I was honorably discharged a technical
sergeant with an athletic instructor's MOS number. Even
though I ended up spending more time in Third Army Head-
quarters, I proudly wore a 90th Division patch on my uni-
form the day I was separated from the service.

Clyde R. Blythe, 344th Field Artillery Battalion

* %k %

The replacement depot in Nancy was an old red brick French
barracks. After days of sleeping outside on the cold ground
at previous Repo Depo’s, it was like heaven to sleep on
unheated concrete floors in the barracks. I slept fitfully. I
constantly rolled from my left boney hip to my right boney
hip. Morning came, we loaded into 2-1/2 ton trucks sitting
on the fold-down benches.

It was a nice day as we rode through Metz and Thion-
ville. We stopped in a long line of trucks waiting to cross a
pontoon bridge over the Moselle River. We replacements
were nervously joking to kill time and to keep from think-
ing where we were going. We were infantry men not know-
ing anything. Just following orders. As our trucks ap-
proached going onto the floating bridge, we GIs saw some
plumes of water splash up from the Moselle. I heard a
strong voice yell, “Put your helmet on soldier.” I sheepishly
put on my helmet and simultaneously realized that Ger-
man long-range artillery was trying to destroy the bridge
we were traversing.

I had arrived in the combat zone about noon November
16, 1944. The truck drove on to Metzervisse. The 50 of us
debarked and stood aimlessly in the yard of a house which was
the 3rd Battalion Headquarters. An hour or so later a 1st
sergeant came out of the headquarters, read off some names,
and said, “You're in I, K, or L Company. I was in L. We climbed
into the truck again and went to a small farm village,
Metzeresche. A 1st sergeant ordered us to drop our duffle bags
and our full back pack, which we had carried since Fort
Meade, Maryland, on the ground and to put on a combat pack.
We never saw the duffle bag or full pack again.

Then, we started talking with the “Old Combat Veter-
ans” to learn what was happening to us. Artillery shells
passing overhead were calling “incoming” or “outgoing mail.”
Your life might depend on learning which was which. They
all sounded the same to me that first afternoon in a combat
zone. At dusk a U.S. tank destroyer, at the backside of the
farmhouse I was loitering near with an “Old Combat Veter-
an,” started rev-ving his engine and moving away when
bang, bang, bang, bang. Four shell bursts exploded about
100 yards up the village street from us, about 20 feet in the
air, I could see the yellow flashes of the bursts. I watched
all with curiosity and then turned to ask the combat veter-
an his thoughts. He was flat on the ground. I felt stupid.
That was “incoming mail.” I will always remember the whis-
tle of that “incoming mail.”

The old veteran and I then went into the kitchen of the

farm house. Maybe a dozen Gls were there plus the Alsace
Lorraine farmer and his family. 1 got out my GI French
language book and tried to learn French with a kid's help.
Bon Jour, Bon Soir, etc. After a while, I noticed I was the
only soldier in the kitchen. Then I realized that many Alsa-
cians were really Nazis. | promptly excused mysell and went
into the barn with the other Gls. There were many shell
holes in the roof. Old combat men were sleeping under the
wagons and other protected spots. The only place for me
was in the exposed hay loft on the hay. I slept fitfully. It
was November, and it was cold even with my great coat,
fatigues, ODs, and long johns on.

About sunrise Sergeant Troyak ordered us to form a
single file column. I slung my M-1 over my shoulder, and the
column rout step marched out of the village and into a
forest. Walk, walk, walk, with no talking, just trees and trees
until I noticed a GI sergeant sitting on the ground with his
back against a pine tree and a bloody bandage around his
head. Wow! It hit me. He was dead. What a shock. We
continued trudging through the woods toward the town of
Luttange. I could hear rifle and machine gun fire in the
distance. German or American. I did not know.

A little later, we came out of the forest and started
plodding across a large wet plowed field towards the town. I
could see a machine gun pit on the edge of town with several
dead German soldiers on the adjacent ground, and one of
our heavy machine gun crews sitting in the emplacement.
Going into town, we walked down Adolf Hitler Strasse with
dead, bloated cows, their hooves in the air, on both sides of
the street. We stopped at a farmhouse with an adjacent barn
in the middle of town. Captain Charles R. Bryan ordered all
new replacements to go into the barn and wait for him.

We 20 infantry riflemen replacements for L Company
stood around a horse-drawn farm wagon in the barn. Captain
Bryan, in ODs with a new-style field jacket on, stepped on the
head of the wagon and said in a clear, firm voice, “You may
think all American Gls are brave and disciplined, but that is
not so, Some Americans are yellow cowards and run when
faced with enemy fire. I don't want any of you to run. We're all
here to finish this job, and you have to do your share. Now,
have any of you riflemen had any medical experience?" Funner
and Murphy raised their hands. The captain said, “You are
now medics for L. Company.” Then he asked if any of us had
signal school experience. Pfc. Harry Cooley, a street-wise
Brooklynite, and I had gone to three days of signal school
training at Camp San Luis Obispo. Cooley put up his hand. I
had always heard never to volunteer in the Army. I decided to
make an exception and follow Cooley's decision. That decision
probably saved my life. It certainly made my combat days more
pleasant. We were assigned to the headquarter's platoon (CP)
as runners to the rifle platoons. The headquarter's platoon
always slept warmer and were further from the front than the
rifle platoons. I carried messages, mail, and supplies to the 4th
and 2nd Platoons. We generally were billeted in houses rather
than enduring cold nights in foxholes as did the rifle platoons.
I slept better that night in Luttange than any night since
landing at Omaha Beach in October. I was warm, dry, and in
my mind, relatively safe. Of we four volunteers, one was killed
and three returned home. L Company of the 3rd Battalion of
the 358th Regiment spent three quiet days in Luttange in
regimental reserve. We then went on trucks to Rettel, France,
for a calm Thanksgiving dinner with turkey. The Army was
very proud to be able to serve turkey to its troops.

Rettel was on the Moselle River and far enough to the
rear one could not hear artillery fire. I slept warm and well,
On November 23 QM trucks dropped us off in a hilly forest
near the Siegfried line villages of Butzdorf and Tettingen. 1
and K Companies attacked through the forest into the villag-
es. Love Company was, fortunately, held in reserve. I spent
the whole day standing around in the woods while the
fighting was going on ahead of us. The weather was damp,
cold, and overcast. In the evening we moved up to some
abandoned Jerry trenches. The CP was now in a trench. It
started to rain. I tried to sleep sitting up in the mud in the
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trench. I slept very little. In the late afternoon of the next
day, Captain Bryan said, “Robinson, come with me.” Off the
two of us went through the woods.

We came out of the woods on a little hill overlooking a
farm village in which several houses were burning and all
the trees on the road into the town had been dynamited in
the middle of the trunks such that the trees fell onto the
road blocking its use for tanks and vehicles. As we came out
of the cover of the woods, the captain started running. I ran
also. We dodged behind trees and buildings to the blocked
road then up to a large barn on the road. Several dead Gls
were on the road by the barn.

The captain jumped over a corpse and ran into the
barn. I saw a souvenir wristwatch on the ground by the
corpse and snatched it up as I also ran into the barn. Inside
the large barn must have been 60 GlIs of I and K standing
around. One section of the barn was an aid station where the
medics were helping the wounded. 1 went to a quiet corner
by a window to await orders. I looked at the German watch.
It was broken and worthless. I threw it away., Now it was
dark. A Sherman tank came and parked by my window next
to the barn. [ was afraid the noise of its engine would attract
German artillery fire into our barn. It didn't happen. The
tank turned off its engine for the night.

The next day we left the barn, walked back down the
tree-blocked road, past the burned out houses and around
an open field to a glant captured Jerry pillbox. Some of the
CP personnel sat down on the concrete in the gun opening
of the pillbox to wait. We were waiting for K Company to
attack a German position over the hill from our pillbox.
Soon we heard a Kraut machine gun firing with M-1 and
BARs answering.

I knew K Company men were charging directly into the
firing German machine gun. Soon, a wounded K Company
GI came running back to our pillbox shelter. Our medics
began to bandage him up when another wounded GI ar-
rived. The Jerry machine gun stopped its rat-a-tat-tat. I
hoped it was captured. It must have been. No more wound-
ed GIs came back to us from beyond the hilltop. I was a
nervous wreck thinking what I would have done if I had
been one of those K Company rillemen ordered to charge
into the Jerry machine guns.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Regiment

* Kk %k

Captain Burke one morning wanted eight volunteers to go on
a little combat patrol. I was “volunteered.” Off we went
tramping through the snow, forest and mountains. No noise,
no talking, just all of us listening. After a while, Captain Burke
raised his hand and stopped. We all stopped in place. We were
high on the side of a steep mountain in a thick forest.
Hundreds of yards down the mountain was a river and across
the river was a small fire and several Kraut soldiers standing
around trying to stay warm in the snow. I had no intention to
fire my M-1, but I looked down the barrel sights out of
curiosity. Captain Burke warned me to stop. Later he said our
job was not to kill Germans but to end the war with as little
loss of American life as possible. If we fired at the Jerrys they
would lob mortars at the sawmill. Several GIs might have
been injured or killed and our tactical position would not have
improved. We got the facts and returmed to the sawmill. A few
days later I was “volunteered” again for another combat
patrol. We flled into the snow-covered forest in a different
direction. After an hour or so, the forest was thinner and we
shifted into a skirmish line formation. All was very quiet as we
walked. I heard a faint noise. It could have been a voice or a
snapped twig. I stepped quickly behind the nearest large tree.
I unslung my rifle, took off my safety. I noticed that everyone
on the patrol was concealed and had protected himself just
like I'd done. They had also heard the sound. We then stood
for what seemed like a century in absolute silence with no
movement by anyone. There were no further strange sounds.
Finally, a voice in the distance said a clear unique American
word. Our sergeant responded. The other combat patrol came

out from their cover as did we. They were from a unit on our
flank. What a relief. I'd not yet been in a hostile fire fight and
I certainly did not want to be in one.

A jeep with a lieutenant, a sergeant and a private stopped
at our sawmill for directions. Captain Burke accommodated
them. They drove off down the road, across the old, partially
blown up, stone bridge over the stream next to the sawmill
and up the dirt mountain road going out of our area. A few
minutes later we heard lots of “Burp” gun and Mauser rifle
fire. Then it stopped. We noticed the noise but were not
alarmed. Small arms fire noise is often in the background. A
bit later the sergeant, wounded in the arm, ran breathlessly
into our sawmill CP. The medics began to bandage him up as
he related to us how a German combat patrol a half a mile
down the road ambushed their jeep, killed the lieutenant,
and pushed the jeep off the road and down a chasm. He
didn't know to where the private escaped.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Regiment

* * %

On December 1, 1944, my platoon was
attached to a battalion of the 357th
Regiment of the 90th Division. The
mission was to capture the area on
the west bank of the Saar River in the
Dillingen area.

The town of Buren was the first
objective on this attack. I took my pla-
toon through a wooded area until we
were almost to the edge of the town.
Our plan was to leave the woods so we
would reach the west edge of Buren at
about the same time the infantry did.

As we left the trees, we went down a steep slope making
quite a horrendous noise, according to the doughboys |
talked to later. In perhaps a hundred yards or less, we hit
the main street into Buren. I had my tank pull over on the
right-hand side of the street so Sgt. Carl Pernoja could pull
his tank on to the left-hand side of the street.

Soon after we reached these positions, my tank came
under fire from a German anti-tank gun. The 712th “After
Action Report” has the following entry for December 1, 1944:
“On 1 December lst Platoon captured the town of Buren.
The platoon leader's tank was hit five times and knocked
out.” I know that our tank was hit twice, but I really question
whether it was hit five times.

One of the early rounds hit my tank at the seam of the
turret and the hull. This hit made it impossible to traverse
the turret. I radioed Sergeant Pernoja to open fire on the
anti-tank gun that was causing all the trouble. He had some
trouble getting his driver to move into the position he want-
ed. In the meantime, the anti-tank gun hit the track on my
tank which made it impossible to move the tank. I am not
sure whether it was Sergeant Pernoja’s fire or whether the
anti-tank gun crew felt they had pressed their luck as far as
they should, so they withdrew.

Since my tank couldn't move and the turret couldn't be
traversed, there was no point in staying in the tank. I told
everyone to get out and to go inside a nearby house. When |
counted noses, I was one short. Henry Lochowicz, Bab Glad-
son, and Andy Rego had all gotten out OK. Risto Radovich,
who was fllling in for Calvin Bolden, was nowhere to be seen.
I went up to the window of the house and hollered his name,
Risto answered from inside the tank. I told him to get out of
the tank and to come into the building where we were. Risto
scrambled out looking pretty wild eyed. After we all got
together, he explained that he had passed out when the tank
was hit. When he came to there was no one around so he
just stayed there until I called to him. I think this was Risto's
only experience as a tank crew member.

It was getting dark so we got our bedrolls and prepared
to spend the night in “our” house. The next morning I led the
rest of the platoon on foot through Buren. I can recall feeling
pretty foolish after we had secured the rest of the town to
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find that the muzzle of my .45 pistol was full of dirt. Some-
where along the way I must have stumbled and poked my
pistol into the ground.

We spent a few days in Buren while preparations were
being made for the Saar River crossing.
Ray A. Griffin, 712th Tank Battalion

* Kk Kk

Orders came down for me to take a couple tanks down to the
town of Sierck—I think. This town was a mile or two north-
east of Buren. Sierck was located right down on the bank of
the Saar River. It was nighttime, of course. Well, since I had
quite a bit of time before we were to move out, I made a deal
with Captain McLain (Dog Co. CO, 357th Infantry, 90th
Division) to drive down to Sierck, pick out a CP, and also
look over the route we would be taking.

I took Sgt. Carl Pernoja with me, and Captain McLain
had a jeep driver to round out our crew. A doughboy out-
post stopped us on the edge of Buren. I recognized the
doughboy as being one of the old hard-bitten veteran foot-
sloggers—a guy I wouldn't want to meet on the opposing
side. Well, we drive on down the road— a still, spooky atmo-
sphere prevailed. We reached Sierck without any unusual
occurences. We couldn't find any of the infantry platoon
who were supposed to be occupying the town. A still, deathly
quiet hung over Sierck. A combat GI likes to have some
noise so that he can figure what is going on. When it is too
quiet you don't know what to expect. So, after we decided
on places for our CPs, we lost little time deciding to return
to Buren. It was so spooky and our force was so small we
didn't feel entirely at ease.

This uneasy feeling must have been pretty strong in the
jeep driver because we fairly flew up the road to Buren. We
had all forgotten about the outpost on the edge of Buren. The
outpost knew we would be coming back. However, he yelled,
“Halt” in no uncertain tone of voice. Our jeep skidded to an
abrupt stop. I could visualize our doughboy sighting down
the barrel of his machine gun or rifle right on our jeep. We
did get stopped OK. After we satisfled the doughboy as to our
identity, we went on into Buren. :

My tank, which had been knocked out when we took
Buren, had not been replaced. 1 decided to join 2nd Sgt. Frank
Boreses' tank crew (Gerald Henehan, William Frink, Earl
Anderson, and probably Harold Travis). So, along with Sargeant
Bores, we had a six-man crew. The other tank was Sgt. Carl
Pernoja's (Jim Wall, F.L. Eaves, Everett Bays, and Claude
Taggart or Art Lierman). We moved out with Sergeant Boreses'
tank leading and Sergeant Pernoja’s following. We got about
half way through a minefield, which had supposedly been
swept by the engineers, when there was a loud explosion. Our
tank came to a quick stop. Just at the time of the explosion I
sawa gun— an artillery piece— flash about a couple of miles or
so across the river in “Krautland.” My first impulse was to
think thatit had been this gun that had hit us. I called over the
interphone to Frink to see if he was OK. He was. I looked
around inside the turret to see if the crew was all right. I told
Frink to back up. He tried but the tank wouldn't move. I then
realized that we had hit a mine. I radioed Pernoja and told him
to back up the hill from where we had just come. Next, I told
Bores and the crew to get out and walk back up the hill. I
cautioned them to stay in the tank tracks. After getting back
o Buren I checked in with the infantry CP (1st Battalion
357th). I learned they had decided to move on to Sierck
without our tanks. This wound up my business, so I took off
for the platoon CP to get some sleep.

When [ got back to the platoon, Gerald Henehan and
William Frank asked me if it would be all right to go back to
their tank and get their bed rolls and personal belongings
before it got daylight. I said that it was all right. I figured the
Kraut artillery would probably work the tank over as soon as
it got light enough for them to see. They got a jeep from
somebody (T.D.'s, I think) and drove back to the tank. Dur-
ing the time they were there their jeep set off another mine.
Gerry received a wound that was to take his life a few days

later. I am not exactly sure how many, but I believe there
were two or three more vehicles blown up by mines near
Sergeant Bores’ tank as they were trying to pass the tank to
get to Sierck. The Krauts had put out plastic mines. The
engineers’ minesweepers didn't find them when they had
swept the road.

I will always wonder just whose hand had been on the
wheel to guide the jeep McLain, Pernoja, and I had ridden
over this road twice before so we hadn't set off at least one of
the mines.

Ray A. Griffin, 712th Tank Battalion

* % Kk

I remember the night when my unit crossed the Kyll River.
The first night before we waded across the river on a dam,
the engineers stretched a cable across the river. The water
{lowing over the top of the dam was almost waist deep. It was
freezing weather, and we were promised that if we waded
across the dam, after we took our objective, we would imme-
diately be taken into town and be given dry clothes, Because
it was freezing, and as soon as we reached the other side of
the river, our clothes had turned into a solid sheet of ice. All
you would have to do would be to hit our clothes with a solid
object and the ice would break off into pieces and our clothes
would be just slightly damp. At this time, I was serving as a
platoon leader and the point for the company.

We reached our objective, but it was about 10 a.m. the
next morning before we were able to go into town and change
our wet clothes. I had removed my combat boots and was
getting ready to take a much needed bath, when the Ger-
mans started to come back into the city. I made a mad dash
for my rifle and in doing so, I hit my right foot against a GI
five-gallon water can, which caused a contusion on my right
foot. Since our battalion aid station was a good distance
from us, I was taken to an aid station where William M.
McConahey examined my injury. He ordered me to be evacu-
ated back to Luxembourg to a hospital just outside of Lux-
embourg City. I stayed there for approximately a month
before recuperating enough to return to the unit.

Marion J. Jones Jr., Company L, 357th Infantry Regiment

* ok ok

I remember it well, my first encounter with actual war. We
had just moved into our assigned position about a mile from
St. Mere Eglise on June 8th. Our position was a small field
surrounded on all sides with hedgerows. Foxhole digging
was one of the first priorities. The second night we were in
this position the Luftwaffe made a call. (The Luftwaffe in this
case was a “bed check Charley.” That's what we called these
armor-plated low-flying aircraft...they hope to draw gun fir-
ing at them.) One of our machine gunners opened fire on the
Plane, thus giving up our position. Within a few minutes, our
position was strafed and personnel bombed for a good five
minutes. When the air raid came, we all took cover in our
foxholes, but Pfc. Robert Clemons was caught away from his
foxhole. Clemons was the first killed in action in our unit,
and he was hard to forget.

I also remember another instance which has a little
humor to it. We had just moved into position in the Ar-
dennes, I believe. Not too far off from my foxhole was Cpl.
Howard Samples. It was fairly calm but all at once enemy
artillery and aircraft bombs commenced hitting in our posi-
tion. I heard Corporal Samples say something, but couldn't
understand what he said. I hollered at him asking, “What did
you say?” He replied, “I'm not talking to you.” I replied,
“We're the only two here, so who in the hell are you talking
to?” Samples was praying, of course, which many of us did
often. I told him I understood.

Sgt. Frank Heide, 344th Field Battalion Battery Service

* ok &

On August 18, 1944, G Company, with the 2nd Battalion,
358th Infantry, occupied Le Bourg St. Leonard Infantry, just
in time to be in position to fend off an attack by German
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forces. The mission of the 2nd Battalion was to hold LBStL
and advance on order. During the attack, G Company
absorbed a number of casualties from hostile fire, including
that from a nebelwerfer which virtually eliminated the
weapons platoon. There were not enough men remaining in
the weapons platoon to place either machine guns or mortars
in position and to man them.

During the day, a major from a different unit came
into LBStL and brusquely demanded an assessment of the
situation. This was done including telling and pointing out
to him the location of a German Panther tank which com-
manded the roads nearby and occasionally shelled LBStL.
Notwithstanding, the major and another soldier took off
down D-16 toward Chambois-Fel and in line with the tank.
If it was courage he displayed, it was foolhardy courage, for
it took just one round from the tank to take the lives of
these two men.

Later in the day, my executive officer, 1st Lt. Eldridge N.
Rice, led a patrol beyond the church to check on the major.
The major and his driver were beyond help. On the return,
Rice scaled the wall surrounding the church and, while
sitting atop the wall, was hit by an armor piercing shell from
the tank and knocked off the wall. It appeared he had been
killed, but while we were arranging a patrol to pick him up,
he arose and with wobbly, uncertain steps, he made his way
back to our position.

When Rice returned, it was discovered he had been
observing the tank from his perch on the wall, his head
turned in that direction. The shell grazed his left cheek, just
barely breaking the skin at his cheekbone.

it was a concussion caused by the shell that knocked
him off the wall. When I put Rice in for the Purple Heart, he
protested because it was such a little scratch, but I told him
there was no requirement that he be killed or seriously
maimed to receive the award.

G Company occupied LBStL for a couple of days. The
German tank still commanded a view of all traffic in the
vicinity, including the valley between its location and LBStL.

On August 19, 1944, General Weaver ordered Cham-
bois be taken, and the task was assigned to the 2nd Battal-
ion, 359th Infantry. The battalion moved out on D-16 on or
about 1300 with G Company on the right, E Company,
commanded by Capt. Ed Lienhart, on the left, and F Compa-
ny in reserve. The battalion was supported by a platoon of
M-10 tank destroyers.

Chambois was to become the scene of the final act in
the closing of the Falaise Gap when G Company, 2nd Battal-
jon, 90th Division of General George Patton's U.S. Third
Army met the 10th Polish Dragoons spearheading for Gen.
Bernard Law Montgomery's Canadian and British troops
coming from the north after moving out from Caen.

Fel was entered without incident, and G Company pro-
ceeded to the Dives River where the terrain changed. The
Dives River runs between Fel and Chambois. At this point,
it is very narrow and can be crossed without difficulty. The
terrain slopes down from Fel and, after crossing the Dives,
begins to climb through apple orchards. Just before we
commenced the ascent from the river, the French tanks
decided to leave us. The tankers did not fancy a climb up
the hill into territory about which we had no information.
For the tanks to proceed up the hill would expose their
lightly armored underbellies to any anti-tank or tank de-
stroyer units in the vicinity. Tanks, when hit in the under-
belly, are easily disabled. The fears of the tankers were not
unfounded.

As we moved up the hill, the intensity of all kinds of
fire seemed to increase. The small-arms and automatic
weapon fire now appeared to be coming in greatest volume
from our right flank, although this could not be determined
with any accuracy. Our orders were to move up the hill,
cross D-13, the road leading into Chambois from the east,
and sweep the village moving from east to west, hook up
with the other companies from the 2nd Battalion, and then
occupy the village.
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Because of the intensity and high volume of fire of all
kinds, I was reluctant to cross D-13 and wheel left without
first learning, if possible, what would then be in our rear.
Therefore, 1 ordered the riflemen into a line of skirmishers
and to take up positions behind a hedge which ran parallel
to D-13, approximately 100 yards south of it running through
an apple orchard littered with a variety of German equipment
including trucks, automobiles, horse-drawn vehicles, weap-
ons carriers, etc.

To satisfy myself that my right flank (and later rear) was
protected, I proceeded alone, along a line of trees perpendic-
ular to D-13. Upon reaching D-13, I crawled up and lay in
the grass alongside the road and surveyed the scene to
attempt to gauge the direction and volume of fire impacting
Chambois.

After several minutes, I saw an individual wearing what
appeared to be a British uniform, come from the north and
walk into the middle of the road. The intensity of fire, auto-
matic weapons, artillery, and mortars had continued un-
abated. I was reluctant in the extreme to leave the shelter of
grass where [ was lying by the side of the road and join this
person who stood there, arms akimbo, viewing the road in
both directions. With great trepidation, I stood up and joined
him. Fortunately, his English was better than my Polish and,
thus, we were able to identify ourselves to each other. He
was Maj. W. Zgorzelski of the 10th Polish Dragoons who
were spearheading for the Canadians who were the lead unit
for the British out of Caen. Major Zgorzelski had a good
sense of history for he pronounced our meeting was the first
time that American and Polish soldiers had ever met on the
field of battle. Neither of us appreciated at the time that this
was another historic moment — the closing of the Falaise
Gap, the last escape road for Von Kluge's 7th Army from the
Normandy peninsula. The closing of the gap completed the
encirclement of more than 50,000 Germans together with
much material, guns, and tanks.

1 had a notebook in my pocket which we used to memo-
rialize our meeting by writing down our names and the names
of our commanding generals. He inscribed his name and that
of General Maczek of the 1st Polish Armored Division. The
notes I wrote, which Major Zgorzelski kept, were filed with the
regimental history of the 10th Polish Dragoons. I still have in
my possession the notes Major Zgorzelski signed.

The major and I coordinated our plans, and the 10th
Polish Dragoons moved off to the northeast. I returned to G
Company and explained the situation to my soldiers. We

then planned to leave the hedge, move through the remain-
der of the orchard in line of skirmishers and, upon reaching
D-13, execute a wheeling movement placing one platoon on
each side of D-13 and sweep the houses and other buildings
lying on either side of the street. We cleared the town and
reestablished contact with E Company on the west side of
town. The town itself continued under heavy assault. The
streets were choked with all varieties of German transport.
Ammunition carriers were burning, other carriers, tanks,
and equipment stood hub to hub in the street, disabled with
dead and wounded horses lying or standing in the traces.
Passage through the streets was difficult and dangerous.

Resistance in the east side of Chambois, as distin-
guished from the opposition later encountered by E Compa-
ny, was relatively slight. When we had secured the town, we
set up positions with E and F Companies on the southwest
and northwest quadrant, and G Company on the east and
southeast of the village. By this time, we knew that Chambols
would be the main point of attack for Von Kluge's 7th Army
in its attempt to escape. Our expectation of repeated as-
saults were not disappointed.

After our occupation of Chambois and establishment
of defensive positions, fighting raged for several days with
the brunt of the German attack directed at the positions of
E and F Companies. G Company received its share. The
Germans attacked with all of the fury they could bring to
bear fueled by their desperation to escape. Infantry, sup-
ported by tanks and self-propelled guns, plus artillery fire




directed by the Germans from the Foret de Gouffern as-
saulted our positions.

During the next several days, we
were subjected to repeated thrusts by
the German troops which were turned
back. When the fighting finally tapered
off, 1 visited the eastern edge of Cham-
bois on D-13. The carnage was every-
where. Tanks had been shot out, dead
Germans lay about, and one German
self-propelled gun was burned out with
the corpses of the crew lying on the
gun, so completely incinerated that

" there was nothing but charcoal in the
forms of men. I saw, on the ground, portions of human
spines which had been chewed, burned, and broken into bits
by tank treads grinding on them until all that was left were
pieces of vertebrae attended to by the flies. The stench of
raw, smoky, pervasive death lay everywhere invading nos-
trils and bringing tears to one's eyes.

In my own sector, two of my men, having been relieved
from duty, sought refuge in a slit trench to get some sleep.
An armor piercing shell from a German tank struck both in
their heads killing them instantly.

During the entire time we were in Chambois, the fight-
ing was so fluid that many times we were cut off from our
lines of supply. The Poles were cut off from theirs even more
often than we were. The result, as they needed supplies, or
when they had taken prisoners who must be delivered to the
rear echelons, the Poles would turn their prisoners over to
us, and we, in turn, would march them back with our own
priscners of whom we were taking quite a number. Many
Germans were willing to surrender if given the chance, and
this increased the numbers we had to process to the rear.

I established a prisoner cage in the center of Chambois
for holding prisoners pending the opportunity to move them
back. Since we could not spare many soldiers for guard
duty, all being otherwise involved in our permitter defense, I
had a machine gun mounted on the top of the wall of the
cage area. Each prisoner was told to lie face down, spread
eagled, and advised that any upward movement would result
in a burst of machine gun fire. There were no incidents,

During a respite in fighting we were told Polish troops
would bring in 1,500-2,500 prisoners, and that we were to
process them to the rear. At about 0200 the next morning, I
was, for the first time, asleep in a bed, one of my soldiers
awakened me to tell me a Polish captain was downstairs with
some German prisoners to turn over to us. Grudgingly, I
went downstairs and met a Polish captain and sergeant who
had been imbibing calvados, an apple brandy which packed
a strong wallop. Between them, they had about 12 or 15
German prisoners. The Polish captain, gesturing freely with
his pistol in his hand, said in English (the Germans ap-
peared to be listening intently), “Captain, here are your
prisoners.” I replied, “I don’t want them.” The Polish captain
told me his orders were to leave them with me. Even though
I knew my orders also were to take prisoners off his hands
and that I would have to accommodate him, I answered, “I
still don't want them. Get them out of here.” The Polish
captain insisted that he still had to leave them with me.
‘Well, you are supposed to have 1,500 prisoners. Where are
they?" I asked. “They are dead,” replied the captain. “We shot
them. These are all that are left.” I replied, “Then why don't
you shoot these, too?” Then quickly added, “No, you can't do
that.” The captain answered, “Oh yes we can. They shot my
countrymen.” He then took me by the arm and escorted me
down the hall. There he said, “Captain, we can't shoot them.
We are out of ammunition.”

That was the clincher. I took charge of the prisoners,
put them in the prisoner cage, and they were later moved out
to our rear echelons.

We learned that the Polish troops had a simple formula
in determining what to do with Polish nationals, a number of
which had been conscripted and serving in the German

army. If the Polish soldier was a private, he was issued a
Polish (British) uniform and incorporated into the Polish
units. If a Polish soldier was serving as a non-commissioned
officer or higher rank, he was immediately shot for cooperating
with the enemy.

On or about the 20th of August, my phone line was
somehow patched into the artillery fire control line. A general
was stationed at an observation post which commanded a
view of the Foret de Gouffern and the edge of the forest from
which Von Kluge's units must debauch in order to effect a
breakout The Foret de Gouffern was jam-packed with Ger-
man troops, tanks and equipment, seeking, among other
things, protection from allied aircraft which had complete
mastery of the air space. As a German column would exit the
forest, they would come under observation of the U.S. gener-
al. Air strikes would disable tanks and other vehicles at
intervals along the line of march, thus denying the road to
following troops and forcing them to detour into the adjacent
fields where some of them became bogged down. This would
throw the other units into confusion in trying to leave the
road and find a way around the disabled vehicles. The
artillery general, who apparently had division, corps, and
perhaps army artillery under his control, then adjusted the
artillery fire on these confused units and would then bring
concentrations of fire-for-effect on the German troops as
they milled about. I remember him ordering, “Bring in the
105s; now the 155s,” and, as he viewed the strikes of the
shells, he would exclaim, “Beautiful! Now, fire for effect,” and
heavy concentrations of shells of all calibers would then fall
on German troops.

During the course of the fighting, 1 visited this huge
mound of manure in the rear of the residence we were in and
proceeded to relieve myself. 1 committed the indiscretion of
leaving my rifle in the house while I performed this chore. As
I stood there, to my dismay, a German soldier carrying his
rifle stood up on the other side of the
pile. It was readily apparent we were
not comparably armed to do battle,
but it was also apparent the German's
principal interest was surrendering, not
fighting. 1 accommodated him by re-
lieving him of his rifle, taking him
prisoner, and escorting him into the
house and then to the prisoner cage.

German armament was every-
where, and as the fighting tapered off,
we began collecting rifles and auto-
matic weapons, disabling them, and
placing them in a large pile in the front yard. We did not
want the Germans to be able to rearm themselves in the
event of a change of fortunes. We also broke the stocks of the
rifles, removed the bolts, and threw them away making them
unusable.

After Chambois was secured and the fighting had moved
on, we received orders to move to an area for a couple of days
of rest, relaxation, and to incorporate replacements into our
companies. At Le Pin au Haras, some kilometers distant from
Chambois, the French government had maintained a horse
breeding establishment. The fighting had bypassed the barns
and stables, but many of the horses, some I was told were of
Arabian stock, had been released and were wandering over
the countryside. A number had come into the vicinity of
Chambois, and it only seemed appropriate that some of the
men from the Texas-Oklahoma 90th Division rode the horses
to our bivouac. Half of the company proceeded by truck, but
two platoons made the march on horseback. Upon reaching
our destination, we released the horses, but not before our
regimental surgeon, Murray Franklin, M.D., over his vigorous
protestations, treated my horse for shrapnel wounds in the
rump. “I am not a veterinarian,” he protested. But kindness
and humanity prevailed. The horses were shortly released by
us as we proved on to our next objective.

Some material published concerning the action at
Chambois states that G Company approached Chambois in
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column formation and under a white flag. It adds that Polish
troops had already taken Chambois. The statements are
attributed to one Lieutenant Karcz of the 10th Polish Dra-
goons. The statements are untrue in every particular and do
a great disservice to the memory as well as the conduct of
the men in G company and others of the 2nd Battalion who
fought valiantly, a number of whom were injured or lost their
lives, in this action. John Keegan, an eminent historian and
author of several books on the fighting in Normandy, now
agrees that he should have checked his sources more care-
fully before perpetuating this canard in his book Six Armies
in Normandy.

What has not disappeared from the memory of history
is the fact that the action at Chambois on 19 August and
thereafter effected the closing of the Falaise Gap and consti-
tuted a monumental defeat for the German Army, compara-
ble to the defeat it suffered in Stalingrad. G Company, 2nd
Battalion, 359th Infantry, 90th Division, was a significant
part of those units which brought this defeat about and
should be properly recognized for the role it played.
Laughlin E. Waters, G Company, 359th Infantry Regiment

* Kk %

On January 7, 1945, we left the saw-
mill for Kirshnaumen, France. There L
Company riflemen climbed up and onto
the open air hardwood benches at-
tached along the sides of the bed of the
2.5-ton GMC Army trucks that moved
us from one fighting zone to another.
All the divisional identification mark-
ings were painted out. We were anon-
ymous. It was early in the morning of
January 8, 1945. It was cold. All of us
wore “long john" underwear, olive drab
wool uniforms, cotton fatigues over the ODs and our wool
great fleld coat. Our clothing was so thick it was nearly
impossible to respond to “piss call” when the required stops
were made by the trucks.

The trucks started north, except we didn't know it was
north, on a good highway through farm country and forests.
Hours went by. It was cold. Snow was now on the ground. I
saw a road sign “Wiltz.” I had never heard of the town. I did
not know if it was in France, Germany, Belgium, or Luxem-
bourg. I had not heard much about the “Battle of the Bulge.”
I did not know I was going to the Bulge. I only knew I was
very cold, hungry and needed to pee. The “rear echelon”
troops received the “Stars and Stripes” Army newspaper but
combat troops never saw a copy until relieved from the front
to “Army or divisional reserve.”

Somewhere off the highway between tree farms our
trucks stopped in the foot-deep snow and the Headquarters
Platoon of L Company debarked its trucks and began to mill
around in the snow to keep warm. One of us accidentally
dug from the snow a U.S. weapons belt and halter and some
GI helmets. A red keystone was painted on each helmet.
Zowie! A light hit us. This equipment was abandoned by
American soldiers when they were captured by some Ger-
mans. The former owners were German prisoners of war.
The famous Keystone Division was the 28th Division that
was one of the holding divisions of the very thin American
defense line in the Ardennes Forest when General Van
Rundstedt attacked on December 16, 1944. The 28th Divi-
sion was decimated by the German attack. We were sitting
on the evidence of their defeat. We were in the Bulge. We
were between Sonlez, Luxembourg and Bras, Belgium.

L Company trudged over the snow into the forest until
we came upon some Jerry foxholes. The Jerry foxholes were
three or four feet deep and seven feet wide by seven feet long.
Logs covered the top to protect from forest shell bursts and
the cold. The Jerry foxholes were deluxe because they were
dug by conscripted labor from the Nazi conquered countries.
This first foxhole even had abandoned blankets in it which
we used for warmth and insulation from the cold dirt. In
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these large foxholes four to six men slept. We slept with all
our uniforms, coats and shoes on. During the night if one
soldier wanted to roll from his right side to his left we all had
to roll. I did not sleep well or warm. Our combined body heat
thawed the logs and big drops of water rained down on us all
night long.

It is hard to keep track of time without a calender and
having no reference point of specific actions to register time
against. In the Bulge I didn't see the sun for a week. It was
cloudy with light snow. We moved from one woods and
foxhole to another woods and foxhole. You could sporadical-
Iy hear artillery and small arms fire in the distance.

In the woods north of Bras near Houpert, Captain Burke
(actually a lieutenant who two weeks before had been a
staff sergeant in charge of the 4th Platoon) kept in touch
with battalion headquarters by a thin brown wire that con-
nected our field telephone to theirs. I carried our telephone
and layed the wire as we walked through the various woods.
One day Captain Burke said, “Robison go back to this point
and meet Colonel Spivey and bring him and his units here.”
1 followed the brown wire back through the forests for an
hour and met the colonel and his troops. We then started
back to L Company. I was proud I was doing something
important in the war as I followed the wire talking merrily
to the colonel as we traversed the woods. Then we came to
a splice in the phone wire. I didn't remember that splice.
Should I go to the left or continue straight forward through
the woods. 1 was in a quandary. I told the colonel. Then I
decided to go to the left. We marched several hundred yards.
The terrain didn't look right to me. I soon saw we were
about to leave the woods. Coming down I remembered I had
never been out of the woods. Should I tell the colonel of my
doubts? Should I reverse the march of several hundred
90th Division soldiers? Should I embarrass myself? Yes.
We returned to the splice and we continued on safely to L
Company. I made the right choice. The other wire went to
the German position I later learned.

Being a 4th Platoon runner had one great advantage.
When a rifle company was in an attack the runner was not in
the front. In fact, he was correctly in the back. The CP was in
the rear and the weapons platoon (4th) was usually in the
rear (approximately several hundred yards from the front).
This gave me a view of combat some men didn't see. I learned
that a GI didn't need to run back to be a coward. If a GI did
not advance while others around him advanced, he in effect
was avoiding combat. The usual excuse was a sore leg,
jammed rifle, lost, etc., but never scared. It wasn't my job to
report the malingerers. I just did my job and worried about
my own fears.

The next day L Company moved to a more forward
woods and a new old Jerry foxhole. This one was maybe
eight by eight feet and six-feet deep with a large entrance
and large logs on top. Maybe a former German command
post. It was in a thick woods. We “dog face" Gls stood about
in the snow moving about to keep warm, eating candy out of
our K-rations, talking about girls or anything to while away
the time. I was a cautious person. I stayed near the entrance
to the foxhole just in case. Then “bam, bam, bam, and bam"
four Jerry 88 rounds hit the trees above us and wood splin-
ters and steel shrapnel were {lying all around. I had slid with
the first “bam” into the large foxhole. Then Colonel Spivey
and Captain Burke came in with a half dozen others. Some
were hurt. One GI was crying repeatedly for God to save his
soul. The colonel asked him to be quiet and said the medics
would soon be there. I curled up as small as I could at the
back of the foxhole and waited until the action was over and
we could all get out,

We moved from there forward to the edge of the woods
and I could see over a plain where a German Nebelwallen
was firing bazooka-like rockets at a target away from us. |
could see the exhaust plumes when the rockets were fired.
We returned deeper into the forest for the night.

On another day, Captain Burke, an American Indian
from Hominy, Oklahoma, said, “Robison, go down to this
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point and wait for two TDs (tank destroyers) and show them
back up here.” I got to the rendezvous point where two other
GIs were waiting also. It was about 8 a.m. It was cold. Snow
was still on the ground. The three of us made a fire by
burning K-ration boxes and twigs we could find. No TDs had
come by noon. My two friends left me. I stood alone waiting.
No TDs came. No one came to relieve me. Toward five in the
afternoon it was getting colder and darker. Should I desert
my post and go back? Would I be subject to court martial
and death by firing squad? I decided to go to battalion
headquarters. I wandered down the mountain to a village
where headquarters was. | went into the warm house where
the officers and men were lounging around. I explained why I
had come down from the woods. Some officer said, “We
changed our plans and forgot to let you know. Go back to the
L Company CP."” Boy, 1 was relieved.

The next day the sun came out, I could see P-47 fighters
strafing something a mile away. I could see dozens of silvery
B-17 bombers very high in the blue sky flying toward Ger-
many and it didn't feel so gloomy in the woods.

Wherever we were in the woods I do not know; the
company started hiking to a new place. Maybe we hiked a
couple hours. We stopped in the snow near a stone cottage
at the junction of two rural roads. As we sat in the snow,
prisoners of war started carrying dead German soldiers from
inside of the cottage and stacking them like cord wood
outside. They must have stacked 20 to 30 frozen corpses.
Then we realized the cottage had been a German aid station,
and these were the wounded that couldn't be saved. We then
got the order to start hiking again. Another memory of war
etched in my brain.

In the afternoon L Company left its foxholes in the
forest and marched down the mountain and out of the forest
to a railroad track near the station of Schlief. The company
went along the tracks to a several hundred yard-long tunnel.
The Jerrys had abandoned in the tunnel their bunks and
blankets. L Company looked forward to the first warm and
dry nights sleep in over a week. I took off my combat boots
for the first time (except to change my socks) since leaving
Wallerfangen.

Early in the morning when I iried to put my boots on, I
couldn't. My feet had swollen. I forced my feet into the boots
and didn't lace them up. We fell out and started marching
out of the tunnels up a hilly road toward the town of Nieder-
wampach. For the first time in two years in the Army I was
unable to keep up with the line of march. I kept falling
further behind. My feet hurt severely. Back into woods the
company went and finally stopped. I caught up with the
company headquarters.

We milled around awhile, with nothing to do. Captain
Burke said, “Robison, I think I've pulled a muscle in my leg
from walking in the snow. Let's go down to the battalion aid
station.” We always walked in pairs. | often was asked to
accompany the captain. Off we went through the forest. A
half hour later we walked into Niederwampach. Trucks,
tanks, TDs, jeeps, and soldiers were everywhere. We located
the aid station in a masonry house in the middle of town.
Captain Burke asked for Doc Bulger and started showing
him his leg and chewing the fat about the recent fighting. I
sat over in a corner and took off my boots. I looked at my
feet. My toes were purple. The upper parts of my feet were
red, and looked like hamburger, raw from chafing during the
hike from the tunnels to the aid station. A non-com medic
was sitting in the room and I asked him to look at my feet. He
did. He asked Doc Bulger to look at my feet. Doc, a young
doctor with black hair and a small size walrus moustache,
left Captain Burke to look me over. In 15 seconds Doc said,
“Soldier, you stay here tonight and take the ambulance out
of here in the morning. Burke, you go back to your compa-
ny.” For me, the war was over if a Jerry shell didn't hit our
aid station during the night. No shell hit. The ambulance
was on time. I walked into the ambulance and layed down on
a litter. I had a medical identification card tied to my blouse.
The ambulance drove out of town and out of the combat

zone. 1 didn't get off the litter until I arrived at the U.S. Army
General Hospital in Sudsbury, England.
Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Regiment
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On September 7, 1944, the 90th Infantry Division CP was
located in a wooded area just south of Landres, France. The
90th Division Artillery and the 712th Tank Battalion were
also bivouacked near the division CP.

The German High Command had become concerned
with the rapid advance the U.S. Third Army had been mak-
ing in the Metz, Thionville, and Luxembourg area. They
ordered the 106th Panzer Brigade to move towards this area
and to attack to slow up the advance of the Third Army
units. To carry out this mission, the 106th was moving from
Bonvillers, France, toward Mainville, France, on September
7th under the cover of darkness. Their route of advance
brought them directly into the 90th Division CP area. The
brigade first ran into the 90th Division Artillery. A Company
of the 712th was bivouacked near the artillery. This encounter
of the brigade with the division artillery and Company A of
the 712th led to a couple hours of chaotic fighting. Things
quieted down while both sides wanted to wait until daybreak
to resume fighting.

When daylight came, heavy fighting broke out every-
where. The German vehicles had become so scattered out
during the night all the companies of the 712th had a field of
fire on these German vehicles. By the end of the day, the 106th
Panzer Brigade no longer existed for all practical purposes.

The lst Platoon, Company C, 712th Tank Destroyer
Battalion, was involved in the fighting that took place near
the 90th Division CP. The following correspondence between
Gerard Bernasconi of Berne, Switzerland, and myself details
in an interesting way the events involving the 1st Platoon:

April 22, 1983
Dear Monsieur,
In spite of 33 years, change does a lot of things.

For a long time I have been dreaming of contacting my libera-
tor. I was 10 years old in September 1944, The 5th, 6th, or 7th
I found myself in the woods of Landres with a Polish friend.
We were taking care of the cows.

On the northeast border of the forest in the area of the
Bonvillers-Landres intersection of the highway we saw your
encounter with the armored German units, well camouflaged
on the right side of the Bonvillers road. The big portion of the
division being in the village of Mairy and surrounding area.
The dispersed units were Tigers, Panthers, etc.

I saw the end of two Shermans that were in the high area of
the first planting of pine trees as well as numerous explosions
on the German side. Obviously very frightened by this event,
we both fled, forgetting the cows, back to Landres (where I got
a scolding from my mother).

We have often returned to the site of this battle. We played in the
burned tanks, and at this age I had many questions among
others— What became of the Americans of these two tanks?

I am taking the liberty to write to you today. I have been gone
from Landres since 1948. In 1982 I learned of your trip to
Lorraine and the difficulties you encountered in finding the
location of your encounter. Through my sister, who lives in
that area, I learned that between Landres and Xivey-Circourt
some people were looking for something. She saw the heads of
people in a car.

I sought out the areas you traveled. It was through the Mayor
of Norroy-Le-Sec that I obtained your address.

I can affirm having seen you in action during that time. [ am
49 years old and have never forgotten that time of war, and at
my place I have put up a small museum U.S.— 1944-45,

It was when I saw an article in Gazette des Uniforms, written by
Mr. Jean Bouchery, that I decided to contact you.

I hope to have revived your memories, dear sir.
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1 hope with all my heart to receive a reply from you for which I
thank you in advance.

Receive my sincere greetings.
GERARD BERNASCONI

May 9, 1983
Cher Monsieur Bernasconi:

I am sorry that you weren't with our tour group when we
visited in the Landres area about one year ago. The local
people were very helpful in guiding us to the site where the
battle took place. They showed us where one tank had been
when it was knocked out. They didn't tell us where the second
one had been. Perhaps you, as an eyewitness, could have
shown us both spots. As it is, I am still not quite sure I found
the place where my tank had been.

Enclosed is a picture a friend of mine took of my tank some
time after the battle. You said you had played in the bumed
out tanks. ] am wondering if you will recognize which of the
two tanks is in this picture.

Also enclosed is a map of the battle area. Neither Landres of
Bonvillers are shown but the surrounding towns of Mairy,
Mainville, Norroy-le-Sec are. This should enable you to orient
yourself. I would appreciate it if you could show on the map
where the two tanks were located and return the map to me.

I will try to recall the events of this battle as best I can as it
applied to my tank platoon (1st Platoon, Company C, 712th
Tank Battalion) and my company (Company C, 712th Tank
Battalion).

On September 6th and 7th Company C was with the 357th
Regiment of the 90th Infantry Division. We were patrolling
through the Argonne Forest in search of German troops and
ammunition dumps. We found some ammunition dumps but
no Germans.

Sometime during the afternoon of September 7th we received
orders to rejoin the 712th Tank Battalion who were biv-
ouacked just south of Landres. It seems to me that it was
dark by the time we arrived at the bivouac area. Company C
pulled off the road and parked our tanks in a long single row
of trees. We got out our bed rolls and prepared to have a nice
quiet sleep.

Not long after we had settled down a fierce battle broke out
about one kilometer (more or less) away. I later learned that a
German armored unit had been moving south on the Bonvil-
lers-Mainville road. The 90th Division’s artillery had bivouacked
in a narrow strip of woods on the east side of this road.
Several German vehicles passed the artillery bivouac before
the guards determined they were the enemy. After they decid-
ed the vehicles were German the battle started. I believe one A
Company tank was knocked out during this night battle. My
memory tells me the fighting lasted two or three hours.

sprayed the area with machine gun fire. By this time my crew
were in some nearby foxholes so no one was hit by this
machine gun fire.

Sometime after our tank was hit and started to burn, my
platoon Sgt. Frank Bores came running up to the tank and
crawled up on the back deck to see if anyone was still inside. The
tank was burning fiercely by now. I called to Sergeant Bores,
and he came over to my foxhole. We stayed in the foxhole until
it was safe to get out. I later wrote up a recommendation for an
award for Sergeant Bores for his action. It seemed to me it had
taken a lot of courage to crawl up on a burning tank while it was
still under enemy fire. The award was not approved because 1
hadn't shown any definite accomplishments.

A little while later there was a terrific explosion in my tank.
Our supply of 76mm ammunition got hot enough to explode.
The blast was strong enough to blow the right side of the
tank open.

Later in the morning I was walking around the area. I ran into
the Asst. Div. Commander, General Weaver (Wild Bill). There
was a towed anti-tank gun nearby that had not been firing.
General Weaver proposed that he and 1 go fire it. I don't
remember if the crew returned it or the German tanks had left
it or what. Anyhow, the general and I never did fire the anti-
tank gun.

You have wondered what happened to the Americans who
were in the two tanks that were knocked out. I can account for
the crew of my tank. I will write to John Zimmer who lives in
Macedon, New York. John was in the other tank and will be
able to account for his crew.

Henry Lockowicz, driver, Milwaukee, Wisconsin, died Febru-
ary 4, 1981. Calvin Bolden, assistant driver, Birmingham,
Alabama, was killed in action February 23, 1945, at Kopse-
heid, Germany. Robert Gladson, gunner, lives in Galesburg,
Illinois. Andrew Rego, loader, lives in Beaver Falls, Pennsylva-
nia. We have kept in touch over the years.

1 was very glad to receive your letter. I can't really explain why
knowing all the details possible about the site where I lost my
first tank is important to me. All I can say is that I have always
wanted to learn everything I could about this battle. Hearing
from an eyewitness is almost a miracle.

You have wondered about the men who were in the two tanks.
What happened to your cows? Did your mother scold you for
leaving the cows or for being near this battle?

If you should happen to see Maire Paul Jeanjean of Norroy-le-
Sec, tell him “Hello" for me. He was very interested in helping
us when we were there last year.

RAY A. GRIFFIN, Aurora, Nebraska

On August 8, 1983, Gerard Bernasconi sent some maps

showing the location of the two C Company tanks that were ]
knocked out. He also showed where some of the German

It was either during or soon after this night battle I received
vehicles had been located.

orders to move my platoon to the 90th Division CP which was
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located in the woods on top of a hill. We moved into position
along the north side of a wooded area. It was still nighttime.
We camouflaged the tanks with tree limbs and branches and
then waited for it to be light.

When it did get light enough to see that the tanks at the
bottom of the hill were indeed German (Mark V - Panthers), I
had my gunner, Bob Gladson, lay our gun on the closest
German tank. He fired. Our 75mm AP round bounced off the
German tank. My loader, Andy Rego, reloaded, and we fired
again with the same results. [ believe we may have fired three
or four rounds of AP ammo at this German tank. None of our
rounds caused him any damage.

In the meantime, the German tank had picked up our position
from the muzzle blast of our tank gun. He laid his gun on our
tank and began firing. In the picture you can see a hole in the
left side of my tank. After my tank was hit, it began to burn.

October 21, 1983

I too must apologize for being so slow in answering your letter
of August 8, 1983. First, I'd like to thank you for the maps, the
account of the liberation of Landres, and your memories
about the battle of September 8, 1944. It all means a lot to me.

As you may know by now, we visited with the Bernard Hoff-
man family while they were in Louisiana last August. I got the
idea you would be visiting with them sometime after they
returned to St. Maiie-aux'Chenes.

It took me quite a while to get your letter translated. I still
don't have the “Liberation of Landres” translated. I do under-
stand enough French to have a general idea, but many words
are unknown so the details are missing.

O P
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John Zimmer tells me the crew members of the second tank
were Sgt. W. W. Brown of Virginia, George Peck of Pennsylva-
nia, Fred R. Putnam of New York, Ralph Tambaro of Illinois,
and himself of New York. W.W. Brown died several years ago.
Fred Putnam was KIA in the second tank. I have never visited
with George Peck about this battle, but both John Zimmer
and Ralph Tambaro have vivid memories of the battle.

If 1 ever visit France again | would very much like to meet you.
Especially if this could be at the site near Landres.

RAY A. GRIFFIN

December 8, 1983
Very Dear Sir:
It's my turn to say, “How should I begin this letter?”

First, a thousand excuses for the long silence— #1 work, #2
vacation, #3 an accident.

But, I am here today.

Thank you for having answered so kindly with so many details
of that period of time.

The tank in the picture was in the first fir forest. Almost on the
border, between 20 and 15 meters. The front of the tank in the
direction of Bonvillers-Mainville road. It's cannon points to-
ward Bonvillers. I recall again it was impossible to open from
the exterior the lid on the driver's side. The trees were fir trees
with two or three of them broken off at a height of 1-1/2
meters or more on the side where the tank was blown open.

The second tank was to the south of yours in the second and
smaller fir forest about 100 meters from yours, but much less
damaged. The turret was pointing toward Mairy. As I recall
from childhood, this tank didn't stay in that place very long
because we always went to play on your tank.

I must tell you the following spring we blew up the “barba-
tions" (Bogey Wheels) with explosives, bazooka rockets, in
order to have the steel ball bearings. There were many impor-
tant munition warehouses of all kinds at the edge of the roads
at that time. Just like we dismantled the burned machine
guns from the German tanks in order to make “Our War."

It is very true the German tanks were hidden in the little
woods on the other side of the Bonvillers-Mainville road.
There were several kinds of tanks, as well as other vehicles. I
don’t have any memory of finding any dead U.S. soldiers in
the woods at Landres (the Rappe woods and St. Paul woods).

At the same period, without doubt the same day, a large battle
took place all around the city of Mairy. All the red points
represent German vehicles in the region of Landres, with the
rest of the “Boches” destroyed either by the American planes
followed by machine guns.

Remember, the maps are not from the period, but are cur-
rent maps.

I have received nothing from Mr. John Zimmer.

As to the cows, it has been a long time since they grazed here.
And, as for my mother, I believe it was the fact of being “par
months et par vauz™— or too curious for my age.

I will see Mr. Paul Jeanjean in September. I wish with all my
heart to see you and to receive you to my home some day.

I am keeping the picture of your tank which will be framed
with your letters in my museum.

With all sincerity as well as my memories of you men (and the
two tanks).

GERARD BERNASCONI
Case Postale 360

1233 Bernex

Suisse

In May of 1985, Gerard Bernasconi drove from Switzer-
land to St. Marie-aux-Chenes. At the home of the Bernard
Hoffmanns, he met the 1985 tour group (John and Sylvia
Zimmer, F.L. Eaves, Dr. Gilmore Eaves, A.P. and Iris
Lounsberry, and Frances and Ray Griffin). F.L. Eaves, John
Zimmer, Vincent Hoffmann, and Ray Griffin drove to the site
of the 90th Division CP battle with Mr. Bernasconi. Mr.

Bernasconi walked with the group and was able to show me
the exact spot where I had lost my first tank. He also showed
John Zimmer where his tank had been when it was hit.
Ray A. Griffin, 712th Tank Battalion
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Near 3 a.m., I got up off the floor of a
German farmhouse in Oberlimberg
where I had just been awakened by
the sergeant. I started putting on my
combat pack with bandoliers and hand
grenades attached. The balance of the
headquarters platoon and the rifle pla-
toons of L Company of the 358th Reg-
iment, 90th Infantry, were preparing
to attack across the flooded Saar River
into the middle of the notorious Sieg-
fried Fortified Defense line on the fron-
tier of Hitler's Nazi Germany.

In anticipation of crossing the river in small eight-man
assault rowboats into 360 degree firing enemy pill boxes, one
GI had shot himself in the hand, and another “Buckhorn”
shot himself in the foot in hopes of avoiding participating in
the attack. I opened up a box of K-rations and popped the
hard candies into my mouth then fell into line outside the
billets. The line began walking down the main street of town
and turned into a woods going down a steep hill to the edge
of the Saar. Engineers were there with the crossing boats. I
got into one with a paddle and started paddling.

All was quiet; no moon, only stars and darkness. Get-
ting out of the boat we silently formed a skirmish line and
started walking across a flood plain where a flood had re-
cently receded and all was mud. Soon the typical sound of a
diesel aircraft engine of a German plane “Bedcheck Charlie”
was heard, a green flare was dropped, we all froze in place as
the sky lit up and we could see the giant, silent pillboxes in
the distance that we were approaching to capture. Deep, full
of water, drainage ditches crossed the flood plain and we
jumped over them, but I fell short and fell back into the deep
water with rifle, pack, field telephone, wool uniform, fatigue
uniform, rain coat and heavy boots. I knew I was gone if I
didn't get out. I drove my fingers straight into the mud bank
which gave me a grip to pull from the water. I caught up to
the skirmich line and continued advancing onto the pillbox-
es which were still silent in the pre-dawn morning.

Our platoon sat down to wait for engineers to blow the
door off the pillbox and stun the occupants inside when the
Jerry machine gun inside began firing. I could see tracer
bullets whizzing over my head as I hit the ground. A loud
explosion and the machine gun ceased its rattling, our pla-
toon stood up and continued advancing to the houses in
the village of Pachten. Running from house to house, through
the backyards with Jerry snipers firing at us, the guy in
front was hit in the foot, a M-1 bullet whizzed by my head
and Donelson, just a dozen feet behind, was hit and floun-
dering like a headless chicken. Crying, Donelson was helped
by the medic “Murphy” and I ran to the front part of the
house to look for Jerrys across the street. Fortunately,
Donelson had only a flesh wound and the Jerry sniper with
a GI M-1 rifle was captured in the basement of the house
we were occupying.

The German sniper, an ex-German Airforce man was
captured, and taunted by his GI captors, then sent back to
the battalion prisoner cage. Dawn broke and the German
artillery began laying down a barrage on the Saar River. But
[ was across and the shells, ours and theirs, flew innocently
over our heads but annihilated the Gls trying to ferry across
the Saar and construct a bridge to get supplies to us. We
needed tanks, artillery and ammo badly to keep us from
being pushed back into the river.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Division
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Captain Bryan moved the command
post (CP) of L Company up the street
to a cellar under a corner grocery store
in the middle of Pachten. It looked
across a railroad freight switching yard
towards a Siegfried line concrete pill-
box about 500 yards away. I could see
enemy soldiers occasionally walking
into and out of the pillbox. It was too
far away for us to shoot at the Germans.
Maybe once a day the Jerry pillbox
would rake our building aimlessly with
machine gun fire. The CP was kept here for over a week.
Captain Bryan was promoted out of combat to battalion
headquarters. Captain Hutchinson replaced Bryan for a few
days. Then he was hit in the thigh by a piece of shrapnel.
Captain Underwood replaced Hutchinson. Captain Under-
wood did not inspire confidence in the troops. In carrying
messages to the 2nd and 4th Platoons I listened to them
gripe to each other. I heard one soldier say, “Underwood will
get us all killed in the next attack.” I just kept doing my job.
1 was sent to where I met some guys from the 357th Regi-
ment. I mentioned our new Captain Underwood. They said
they knew him from Normandy where he was wounded in
the leg. These 357th men said it was self-inflicted. Nothing is
more devastating to morale in combat than to have a com-
manding officer whose courage and wisdom you doubt. I
decided to say nothing to my buddies back at L. Company for
fear it would ruin morale. Also, it might not have been true
or it might have been a different Captain Underwood. I kept
my mouth shut. A few days later Captain Underwood was
replaced by Lieutenant Carraway. I don't know if Underwood
was wounded, transferred or had a nervous breakdown. I
just know he was gone and I was greatly relieved.

While we were in the cellar CP in Pachten we could hear
the fire of small arms and artillery going on every day. As the
artillery shells flew overhead they would make a sound like
clap-clap-clap-clap. That was a safe sound. When a shell came
whistling in faster and louder you looked for cover very
quickly. Some of the shells were short rounds from our guns.
In the attic of a shelled out two-story house up the street from
our CPcellar, I had found some excellent homemade strawber-
ry jam. It was delicious on K-ration crackers. Each day I would
sneak over to the house and have some jam. I selfishly didn't
tell my headquarters platoon buddies because the jam would
have been gone in aminute. One afternoon I was again walking
to my strawberry jam house when I noticed an American
“short" artillery shell had recently fallen onto its roof and into
the “schrank” that held my jam. I was broken hearted. The jam
was totally destroyed. I guess I was lucky I wasn't there when
the “short” shell hit.

On our advance to our cellar CP the company had by-
passed one 360 degree firing Jerry pillbox. Battalion had
decided to wait until the Jerrys got hungry and would give
up without a fight. Whenever we walked around Pachten we
had to avoid the streets over which that particular pillbox
had a field of fire. I was walking near one of the forbidden
streets when I saw eight Jerrys lined up in the street with
several Gls guarding them. They had just surrendered out
of the pillbox. They had put their equipment on the ground
in front of them. I helped myself to a German army knife
and two compasses as souvenirs and continued on my way.

Despite the intense German shelling of the Saar River,
our 90th engineers were able to ferry four Sherman tanks to
our side of the river. One Sherman tank parked across the
street from our cellar CP with its cannon aimed up a long
street to where a bridge crossed over the RR tracks from the
Kraut position to our position. One morning I was walking
up the middle of the street that our tank was protecting, at
the far end of the street, about 300 yards away, | saw a tank
starting to cross the street on which I was walking. I noticed
the bogey wheels were larger than I'd seen before, the can-
non was longer and there were some soldiers crouched
around the tank as it moved into the intersection. Wham! It

hit me it was a German Tiger tank attacking into the house
where our 3rd platoon was positioned. Bam! Bam! A giant
whistle of “out going mail” went about four feet over my
head. Our Sherman was firing at the Tiger. They had figured

“out what I had figured out. I ducked down and ran fifty yards

back to the cellar CP to tell them what I had seen. They said
for me to relax. The captain was on the field telephone to
Lieutenant Hill, the 3rd Platoon leader, and knew the situa-
tion. Later that day, the Tiger retreated back across the RR
bridge with its squad. Several German soldiers were killed in
their attack.

L Company Command Post in Pachten was sometimes a
boring place. We were waiting for other regiments, other
battalions or other companies to knock out more pillboxes
and to take more of the city of Dillingen. To kill time we
talked, walked around the “safe” streets of Pachten and
looked at the Krauts across the RR tracks. One new guy in
the CP had gotten from a PW a very nice Walthers P-38 Smm
German non-commissioned officer’s pistol. I thought it was
the perfect souvenir. I secretly coveted that pistol. Anyway,
this new guy was sitting on the stairway inside the CP house
looking across the RR tracks when the Jerry pillbox raked
our building with machine gun bullets. One bullet went
through the transom window over the house door and hit the
guy with the P-38 pistol. The medics bandaged him up, put
him on a litter and I was designated as one of the four litter
bearers to carry him down to the battalion aid station at the
other end of Pachten by the river. We put his souvenir pistol
on his stomach as we carried him along. He was uncon-
scious. All the time we were walking 1 kept thinking to mysell
how I could get that pistol. Finally, not knowing if he'd live or
die, I decided it would be unethical for me to take it. The next
day I learned from First Sergeant Troyak that he had died.
Some medic now had a great souvenir.

The soft life in the Pachten cellar CP was bound to come
to an end. The captain announced that L would attack in the
morning across the RR tracks and into Dillingen. The Head-
quarters Platoon was lucky. It was never at the front point of
an attack. It was always a few hundred yards to the rear. We
got up before dawn, put on our bandoliers, grenades, pistol
belt, pack and waited outside the CP for orders. We started
rout step up the street past the jam house, past where I saw
the Jerry tank and onto the bridge the tank came over a few
days before. I could hear Jerry and U.S. small arms fire up
ahead. Artillery was, as usual, flying overhead. We crossed
over the bridge onto a sireet going to the downtown of
Dillingen. Some GI said that the Krauts had retreated during
the night and L was meeting only light delaying action
fighting. Some Germans were hiding in the cellars and they
would come out with white flags to surrender as the Gls
approached. I was waiting on the porch of a house when a
wild-eyed GI, who I did not know, ran up to me with a pair of
German binoculars in his hand. I instantly wanted them as a
souvenir. He was very excited. He seemed to think the Ger-
mans were going to counter attack. A common rumor was
that if a GI was captured carrying German souvenirs the
Jerrys would shoot him on the spot. This guy was nervous
about his binoculars. He asked me if I had anything to trade
for them. I reached into my fatigue pants pockets and pulled
out my German knife and two compasses. He took a com-
pass, gave me the binoculars and continued running down
the street. I mailed the binoculars home to Los Angeles the
first chance I had.

The captain selected a new CP near the downtown of
Dillingen. All the city buildings were brick rubble. Our tanks
bulldozed the bricks to the side of the street so our jeeps
could drive through town. We were near a bank building.
Some soldiers blew open the vault in the bank to see what
was inside. Nothing was inside, but out on the street in front
of the bank were hundreds of postage stamps from some
citizen’s stamp collection. I picked up the stamps in the
street and mailed them to Los Angeles, where they went into
my collection.

The date was near December 20, 1944, the Battle of
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the Bulge was not going well for the Americans. The 90th
Division had captured dozens of enemy pillboxes in the
Siegfried line. We had fought through nearly all of the Ger-
man defenses in Dillingen. But, the 90th Division was needed
elsewhere. Around midnight L Company and the 358th
Regiment began an orderly retreat from Dillingen. Wearing
and carrying all our equipment we walked in pitch dark
through Dillingen down to the Saar River. Our engineers
had constructed a narrow floating foot bridge of maybe 18
inches width with a handrail made of cable about 30 inches
up from the walkway. A white fluorescent line was painted
down the middle of the boardwalk of the floating foot bridge.
It was pitch black. The bridge boards were wet and slippery.
The bridge jiggled constantly from the dozens of GIs march-
ing its several hundred foot length. If you slipped off the
bridge you were drowned. There was no way for me to swim
or for my buddies to save me. I kept my eyes on my feet,
held the cable handrail firmly and was extremely relieved
when I stepped on the opposite shore. We marched into the
town of Wallerfangen.

Wallerfangen was a spa town on the Saar River in
Deutschland and was the home of Franz Von Papen, former-
ly a foreign ambassador for Nazi Germany. The 358th was to
regroup here after abandoning its assault on the Siegfried
line in Dillingen and Pachten.

Lieutenant Carraway billeted the CP in a house on the
main street of town. It was about 3 a.m. and we all hit the
sack. The next day Lieutenant Carraway said, “Robison,
come with me.” We started walking up the street to some-
where. The street was full of army trucks, recon cars, jeeps,
and the paraphernalia of war. I was big-eyed looking at the
relatively undamaged German resort town when Bam! Bam!
Bam! Bam! Four Jerry 88 rounds brightly exploded in the
air about 100 yards up the street from where we were
walking. They exploded in the air so the shrapnel from the
bursts would hit all the Gls in the area. I ran into a doorway
ten feet away and Lieutenant Carraway ran into an adjacent
doorway. We waited a few minutes for more shelling. When
none came we came out from our cover and continued our
journey. As we again walked along, the lieutenant reached
into his field jacket pocket for his cigarettes. The package
had been ripped in half by a piece of shrapnel. His jacket
pocket had a giant slash across it. Survival in combat is
often times pure luck.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Division

* * %

Again L. Company was on Quartermaster trucks going some-
where, The somewhere was an old sawmill in a forest on an
Outpost Line of Resistance along the Saar River in the
vicinity of Merzig.

1lived in the sawmill from December 23, 1944, toJanuary
6, 1945. The trucks left us off far from the sawmill. We
marched for hours through the snow in a pine forest. As we
marched along through the forest I carried a reel of telephone
wire which I layed out as we walked. From the L Company CP
in the sawmill the company platoons were strung out for
several miles over to the village of Budingen along a mountain
ridge overlooking the Saar. Our telephone was our best
contact with the rest of the battalion. Sargeant Cortese and |
had the job of keeping the telephone wire repaired. Without the
phone L Company felt isolated and abandoned.

The minute the phone went dead two Gls in the head-
quarters Platoon had to go out into the snow covered forest
looking for the break in the wire. The line break could be due
to a Jerry combat patrol cutting the line or a mortar shell
hitting the line. One day the line went dead and a buddy and
I slung our M-1 rifles over our shoulders and started walking
along the line. A mile or so from our sawmill CP we found
where the wire had been cut with wirecutters. Around the
cut were pointed toe boot prints which we knew were Ger-
man. The GI boot print had a round toe. The next question
was which way the Jerry patrol was going. Into our lines or
back to theirs. Wow! They were going into our lines. I was

worried. We spliced the cut and started back to our sawmill.
We walked very quietly listening carefully for any strange
sound or voices. We were much relieved to get back to the CP
without bumping into those Jerrys.

Every day the Jerrys would lob some 80 millimeter
mortar rounds near our sawmill. The room the CP occupied
had one large window to the outside. We all sat on the floor,
usually leaning our backs against the wall. None of the
experienced combat men sat against the wall opposite the
window. We tried to get a place on the wall with the windows.
Why? Because the shrapnel from the mortar attack outside
our building could fly through the window and hit a guy
sitling against the opposite wall. New GI replacements were
unaware of this danger.

In the working area of the sawmill some soldiers had
hung a hog they had butchered off of a rafter. When a
soldier wanted a piece of fresh meat he'd go and cut off a
piece with his bayonet. The sawmill work area had large
openings to the outside. Anyhow, a replacement GI from
South Carolina was helping himself to some ham when four
mortar shells exploded outside. A piece of shrapnel hit the
South Carolinian in the back. He came into the CP room
and the Medic Bob Funner began to give him aid. He had
what looked to me like a small cut which did not bleed in
the middle of his back. Funner phoned to battalion to send
out an ambulance jeep. It took hours to get to our remote
location in the mountains. I talked to the wounded soldier
about his wife and family and that he would be going home
soon. The jeep arrived, they put the litter on the jeep and
also a litter with a dead GI who had been hit by shrapnel in
the forehead while sitting in a perimeter outpost foxhole.
The dead GI had been on that litter outside the sawmill
most of the day and it disturbed me very much. I didn't
want to look at him, but I did. The jeep left. A few days later
I learned that the South Carolinian had died. He had been
in combat for one day.

L Company had arrived at the sawmill CP two days
before Christmas 1944. The Medic Murphy and I thought
we ought to have a Christmas tree. Out into the forest we
went until we found the right size pine tree. We brought it
back to company headquarters and decorated it with some
German Christmas ornaments that had been “liberated.”
We didn't exchange gifts. We just broke the monotony of
combat with a little Yuletide color.

Eugene H. Robinson, L Company, 358th Infantry Division

* Kk Xk

Almost 45 years have passed since
Christmas of 1944 when the U.S. Army
was in the midst of the biggest war our
nation was ever in. Yet, I remember....I
remember....

Memories of Christmas dinner with
turkey and all the trimmings— sentries
asking questions...fearful of German
spies in American uniforms—cham-
pagne and wine with Christmas food—
snow and ice— the infantry in Deut-
schland, the artillery in France in sup-
port— the little stream running through
the small town, not quite blocked by the ice—how snow had
fallen on our camouflaged gun nets just a few hours after
occupying the positions— the newly arrived division fresh
from the States that had moved into our exact positions
using 90th Division markings in an effort to deceive Jerry. Of
the midnight reconnaissance through Luxembourg to a little
town perched on a hillside too crowded for one field artillery
baltalion, yet to be occupied by two baltalions. The Batlle of
the Bulge and claims that 200 yards gained in a day was
good—how our 90th Division made over a mile and a half on
the first day. I recall the horrors of the “Bulge,” but tame in
relived memories of the fighting in Normandy's hedgerows;
tame in comparison to that first long, long day back in June.
On that day a shell landed over the hedgerow killing soldiers
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in a ditch. There were moments which seemed like hours
while I lay under a jeep “sweating” out the barrage. There are
memories of the infantry lieutenant’s expression, and what
he said, and my jeep driver's wild look, and his feeble joke
about wooden bullets striking his canteen. Who can forget
the delirious welcome of the French in Le Mans, and the
staid expression of the stoic Normans who were fearful the
Americans would be thrown back into the English Channel.
There was the young French girl who lost a leg from a
German artillery shell while she was milking her cow. There
was the sad case of an infantry captain, a replacement
officer, who became a “battle fatigue” case before participat-
ing in any front line fighting. I recall seeing German POWs
being marched to prisoner of war enclosures, and who mer-
rily asked for American cigarettes by brand name.

Combat leaves an indelible imprint in my mind. The
passage of time blurs some memories, but others will never
disappear. Take the case of Tom Lasher, a field artillery
forward observer, who was struck by a hang bomb from a
U.S. airplane in Normandy. One of some unfortunate acci-
dents that are an inevitable part of warfare. There was the
case of the field artillery forward observer assigned to the air
liasion section of division artillery as an air observer. His
plane was shot down by German anti-aircraft fire as 1 drove
along a road wondering who was in the plane. Little did I
know he was Lt. Sol Bauer of A Battery, 344th Field Artillery,
and [ was his battery commander.

One of the lighter moments [ recall was the time when I
was leading A Battery, 344th Field Artillery Battalion, into
position. First Sgt. Leslie A. Gilbert had made a reconnais-
sance of a position near a forest for the howitzers. Upon
arriving, we were greeted by Gilbert and his soldiers who had
accepted the surrender of a German army band. These
enemy soldiers had waited for the American infantry to pass
and were eager to surrender to us.

Before the war, I worked for an oil refinery in the office
keeping books. When the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, I
had been sleeping when the announcement came on the
radio that afternoon. I knew we were at war, and soon I
would be donning the uniform of second lieutenant in the
artillery. During the war, 1 was, for a while, a combat liasion
officer with the 1st Battalion, 358th Infantry. Later, [ was the
battery commander of A Battery, 344th Field Artillery Battal-
ion, which job I had at war's end.

Following World War II, [ was integrated into the regular
Army. In 1963, I retired as a lieutenant colonel.

I received my education at Texas A&M and Trinity Uni-
versity of San Antonio, Texas, where | obtained a masters
degree in economics. For several years I taught economics,
history, and government at San Antonio College and Brack-
enridge High School. In 1980, I retired from school teaching.
Since then, I have devoted my time to traveling, church
work, and lots of golf. Life has been good.

Roy E. Smith, Lieutenant Colonel, U.S. Army Retired,
344th Field Artillery Battalion

* ok %k

We had a buddy in our platoon by the name of Hoppes who
was known to be a loner. He had few friends, but was well
respected. In early February 1944, we saw him approach a
house near Hollnick, Germany. This house was being used
as an observation post and was heavily protected by a pla-
toon of soldiers.

B Company had been halted by artillery and mortar
fire directed from that house. Hoppes assaulted the house
using his machine gun. He was under intense enemy fire.
Our platoon afforded him some coverage, and Hoppes was
able to approach the house safely. During the action, Hoppes
took 23 prisoners. The surrender of the observation post
made it possible for Company B to proceed to its objective.
Hoppes subsequently received the Distinguished Service
Cross for heroism.

Bernard L. Turner, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment
“Men, you are going to France.” These words rang out loud
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and clear early Saturday morning, May 27, 1944, in a huge
tent in the southern part of England. We, Company B, 359th
Infantry Regiment (about 200 soldiers), assigned to the U.S.
4th Infantry Division, were assembled while an officer on a
raised platform next to a multi-colored map briefed us about
D-Day landings at Utah Beach.

Company B would be one of the many companies of
infantry troops that would be wading ashore that day from
H-hour on. H-hour would be 6 am. Also, Utah Beach would
be one of the five landing beaches during the invasion. The
invasion area stretched 50 to 60 miles along the Normandy
French coast.

The officer pointed to the map and indicated Company
B would go ashore H-hour plus 180 minutes, or 9 A.m. (not the
day); the 14-inch seawall; the higher ground; the beach
itself: the inundated area; the causeways; the first objective;
the password. Further, we would be issued French invasion
money; more live ammo, and be restricted to the area until
time to move out. Finally, he stated church services would
be held in a tent in another part of the restricted area. I
attended church services the next morning—the tent was
overflowing with soldiers—we all knew the same thing—be
closer to the Good Lord for comfort, protection, and courage
to keep going for the reality of the war was near.

The next few days we soldiers spent our time in the
restricted area doing calisthenics, playing softball, sending
censored letters back home, and eating well-prepared food.
There was no more “horseplaying” and very little kidding
displayed among the soldiers. Much attention was given to
the cleaning and caring of our weapons and equipment.

Early Saturday morning, June 3, 1944, we were ordered
to gear up and move out by trucks to the seaport of Plymouth,
England. After reaching the city, we dismounted and double
filed down the long hill to the harbor. Military newsreel
cameras were grinding away. We boarded LCI (landing craft
infantry) #326 and later sailed down the coast with other
ships, our barrage balloon flying above. Later, around sun-
down, the ship pulled into a small harbor, and we stayed June
4th and 5th because General Eisenhower decided to delay the
invasion because of bad weather over the invasion coast. Most
of the soldier boys printed the names of their home states on
the back of their field jackets— mine was Virginia. The next day
was D-Day, June 6, 1944 — the first day of combat.

Warren R. Lloyd, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment

* k K

Excerpt of a letter written by George Henderson, Hq., 315th
Medical Battalion, July 23, 1944—the Catholic Chaplain, Fr.
Victor J. Dossogne, stays with our headquarters most of the
time. He is a very interesting person, a native of Namur,
Belgium, and was chaplain in the Belgian Army. He escaped
when the Germans took over Belgium, rode a bicycle the
length of France to Spain, where he took a boat for England
and then to the U.S. He taught in the U.S. and then joined
the U.S. Army and our division just before we lelt England.
He speaks Belgian (Flemish), French, German, Russian, En-
glish, Spanish, and I don't know what else.

The chaplain brought in an amusing story the other
day: He was holding mass on the front lines for the field
artillery, so he set up his altar, the soldiers fired their guns,
and gathered for mass. Since they had to fire the guns at
definite intervals, they would fire, gather for mass, and when
it came time to fire again, Chaplain Dossogne would stop
mass and wait while the boys left to fire their guns and
return and then continue with the mass. They had to leave
about three times in all. So you see how we live war, eat war,
sleep war, and even worship in war.

George Henderson, 315th Medical Battalion

* %k *x

July 25-August 4, 1944—my first taste of combat began
with an operation which later came to be rated as one of the
more spectacular actions of the war. This was the “Big
Picture.” A terrific aerial bombardment of the German lines
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on the St. Lo-Periers road. The bombardment was the signal
for the beginning of the Allied big push to break out of the
Normandy Peninsula in France.

I very vividly recall watching wave after wave of bomb-
ers fly over as I was sitting on the top of my tank. The first
planes over the German lines received some “ack-ack.” Sev-
eral of the four-engine bombers were
hit. I remember counting the para-
chutes that opened up after one of
the big planes went out of control and
started falling to the ground. The
planes were far enough away from
where | was that I could hardly make
out the figures of the men under the
chutes. You could easily see the white
material of the parachutes.

Any attempt to describe what 2,000
plus planes looks like is a hopeless
undertaking. The first thing that at-
tracts one's attention is the roar of the
many motors. Then, as the first flights, squadrons, or what-
ever the Air Force word is, appear and pass by, one sees
there is no end of the flight as far as one can see. It was an
awe inspiring sight. The big planes do not appear to be
moving very fast. The fact that they hold rigidly to their
formations gives one the impression of seeing some giant
machine in operation.

I can only imagine what it must have seemed like to the
Krauts who were to be on the receiving end of this colossal
bombing operation. For someone new to combat, like myself,
it was impossible to feel some sympathy for the poor devils
who were th objects of all this attention.

After the bombing, the main effort was to be to the
southeast with General Patton’s newly activated 3rd Army to
lead after the initial breakthrough had been accomplished.
The British were to apply pressure at Caen and St. Lo.
Outside of the normal snafus, such as bombing our own
troops (General McNair was killed), this action by the Air
Force was highly successful.

The Third Army drove southeast until it had passed
Avaranches a short distance. Then, one part of the Army
turned west with the mission of capturing the Brest Penin-
sula and its seaports. The other part of the 3rd Army turned
east with Le Mans as their objective.

Le Mans was an important communication center for
the Wehrmacht. Le Mans was taken August 8, 1944, After Le
Mans was captured some units turned north. Other units
continued on to the east. The units going to the north were
part of a pinchers movement which later became known as
the “Falaise Gap."

Ray A. Griffin, Company C, 712th Tank Battalion

* Xk %

In February 1944 a tub of Texas sand was flown to Fort Dix,
New Jersey, to be used in presenting a Texas flag to the 90th
(Texas-Oklahoma) Division. Three Texas officers of Company
C, 359th Infantry Regiment, obtained a small portion of this
“hallowed ground” which they carried in aspirin boxes. In
many a bar in New York City, Trenton, New Jersey, and in
English pubs these boxes were ceremoniously placed on the
bar where the Texans asked for silence while they paid
homage to and toasted this “sacred soil.” Any Yankee or
Limee who failed to show proper respect was severely repre-
manded. All ceremonies ended with the three officers taking
a solemn oath to “never surrender Texas soil.”

On the LCI June 4, 1944, this trio made a pact pledging
that if any of the three were killed the survivors would go and
see his parents and family. The hardest ordeal of the war for
Lieutenant Marshall was to go to the loved ones of Lieuten-
ant Stanford and Lieutenant Parker and relate how both had
fallen in battle— the small boxes of Texas soil in their shirt
pockets over their hearts,

Les Howard, Company C, 359th Infantry Regiment

Everyone who was in combat in Normandy during the early
days of the invasion remembers how treacherous and frus-
trating the hedgerows were to our forward progress.

One afternoon we were moving supplies to Company G,
359th Infantry Regiment, through the hedgerows while
keeping our eyes and thoughts on the hedgerows. Second Lt.
Ralph T. New was riding on the hood of our jeep; myself and
Cpl. Robert R. Rodgers were in the vehicle. Two other sol-
diers were on the jeep trailor.

We were moving along feeling very confident and not too
concerned about the road, when suddenly we hit a burrowed
delayed anti-tank mine! The jeep was not damaged, but the
three of us were stunned. The trailor was completely demol-
ished because it took the brunt of the mine, and the two
soldiers were gravely injured. We all remember the war in
Europe was always full of surprises.

Paul E. Nelson, Company G, 359th Infantry Regiment

ok ok

I was standing on the deck of a liberty ship watching the last
bubbles ofa sister liberty ship loaded with men and battle gear
disappear underwater. The ship had hit a mine and sank in
ninety seconds—I think a total loss of men and gear.

Captain Kruse walked up to me and told me he had a
job for me. The captain handed me a map and said, “Memo-
rize this map. I am sending you and three men ahead of the
outfit. This map will tell you where you are to be at mid-
night.” I was given a truck, three men, a few cans of water,
and boxes of rations.

As darkness set in we boarded a LCM and headed for
shore. My map directed me up a road which dead ended on
the beach. I was to turn right; almost immediately on my left
would be a wooden gate. [ was to open the gate, go straight
across the field— do not go into the woods on either side of the
Jield. 1 soon found out why. We were halfway across the field
when mortar and/or 88 fire riddled the woods from either
side. When we reached the far side of the field, we would find
a hedgerow with another hedgerow on the other side forming
an upside down T; on the right-hand side we would find an
abandoned 88 gun emplacement. We were to stay here until
Captain Kruse contacted us.

The gray dawn found me setting on top of a pile of shell
crates. Corporal Townley told me I had better get down on
the ground, or I would get my back end shot off. I told him if
the Krauts wanted me, they would already have had me. If
they knew we were there, they were wondering the same
thing I was: what in the hell are we doing there?

We saw no one until about 9 a.m. I saw an infantry cap-
tain and radio operator coming from the same direction we
had come. The captain approached and asked what we were
doing up there. I spoke to him and showed him my map. He
said I was in the right place. The captain told us they had
lost contact with the infantry and were up here looking for
them. Now I really began to talk to myself trying to figure out
why I was up there. Captain Kruse came up about noon and
took us back to our outfit. To this day I have not found out
what it was all about.

Floyd Hobson, 90th Infantry Division

* %k X

It was in Normandy, France, almost sundown late one evening,
Attacking German positions at base of Hill 122/Mont Castre.
Wounded by shrapnel in the lower part of my left leg from a
mortar shell burst. Apply tourniquet and struggle back to
line of departure—a dirt road. First aid medic injects mor-
phine with a dull needle, quickly dresses wound, and ties a
broken tree limb to leg from hip to ankle to maintain tension.
Buddy Joe Macajewski of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, helps
me back of lines toward battalion aid station— hobbling along
on one leg with left arm around his neck— perhaps more
scared than hurting.

Later, we came upon an old house in the woods. Two
men were attending a pot hung over a fire in the front yard.
They men appeared to be middle-aged and in civilian dress.
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They see us, and in a minute or so, one of them comes
toward us with a cup of hot liquid urging me to drink it. I
refuse. With hand motions I insist he drink first. (In a
combat zone you have to be very careful who to trust.) He
does, then hands the cup to me. I downed the rest of it. It
turned out to be a hot toddy of French Calvados, and it
perked me up! Thanked him, and we went on. We picked up
a little speed and found the battalion aid station. Said good-
bye to Joe Mack— was placed on a stretcher-bearer on a jeep
and taken to a large hospital tent about 20 miles behind the
front lines. Operated on two days later and sent to a general
hospital back in England.

I returned to the 90th Division front lines in February
1945— Siegfried line located in Rhineland part of Germany.
(it was difficult to return to the front knowing what to
expect!) We captured the city of Mainz; crossed the Rhine
River on pontoon bridges; captured Frankfort, Germany;
and “blitzed"” the rest of the way across Germany into Czech-
oslovakia with General Patton's Third Army tanks till the war
ended May 8, 1945.

Warren R. Lloyd, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment

* * %

January 28, 1945—Orders for me (1st Platoon, Company C,
712th Tank Battalion) to join Baker Company, 1st Battalion,
357th Regiment, 90th Infantry Division, were received dur-
ing the last part of January 1945. The mission was to attack
a small town which was located on the north and east side of
the small country of Luxembourg. A day or two before there
had been some pretty sharp clashes with the Krauts along a
“trunk road” (highway to me) which ran generally north and
south just west of the little town we were to attack. I expect
the German High Command called this a delaying action
because they didn't reinforce their troops in this area. After
we had whittled them down to a point where they couldn't
fight effectively anymore, the Germans left melted away leav-
ing sort of a vacuum. The next step was to fill this vacuum
by occupying the area between this “trunk road” and the
Siegfried line, a short distance to the east. Our part of the
“Big Picture” was to capture the little town of Lieler.

On the way to make contact with the 1st Battalion CP, I
moved the platoon up to the highway, and then we pulled off
into a small wooded area. I learned from some of the dough-
boys the battalion CP was about half a mile down the high-
way. So, I hiked down the road and found the CP in a group
of buildings at a road junction. As I was going down this
road, I noticed several Teller land mines which the Krauts
had laid out. They hadn’t made any attempt to hide them;
the mines were just laying on top of the snow and ice. At the
battalion CP I contacted the CO of Baker Company, and we
agreed on a spot in a patch of woods about a half a mile from
our objective as a place to meet prior to “jump off” time for
our attack.

I returned to the platoon and told them to get ready to
move out, cautioning all the drivers and tank commanders
about the mines I had seen. After we passed the mines, the
thought struck me that if the Krauts had played it smart by
hiding one or two of the mines under the snow, we might not
have been quite so lucky. When I had been walking along
where the mines were I had felt pretty sure all we needed to
do was to miss the ones that could be seen. So, that is the
way we played it. A hunch doesn't seem to be a very sound
basis for making a decision where your own life as well as
the lives of several other men were involved. I had done it
before and would do it again.

In the woods at our “jumping off” spot we worked out
the final plans for moving into Lieler. The doughboys were to
move out first and then when they got fairly close to the
town, we were to move out so we all hit the edge of town at
the same time. Fortunately, a heavy snow was falling at the
time so the open area we had to cross was pretty effectively
screened from any potential Kraut artillery observers. I lis-
tened to the infantry platoon leader and the company com-
mander as they talked on their radios while the assault
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platoon was advancing. When the platoon leader told the
company commander he had reached a certain point, we
moved out. As it turned out, we went smashing and sliding
into town via gardens, alleys, and narrow side streets. There
weren't any fighting Germans in the town so, in a very short
time, the houses were all searched and the mission was
considered successfully completed.

As soon as possible, after the town was cleared, I began
to look over the houses to get an idea where to make my CP.
Our part of the defense of the town was to guard the two
roads which lead out of the town in the general direction of
the Siegfried line. I split the platoon and left 2nd Sgt. Frank
Bores and Sgt. Frank Kurtis to guard one road. I took my
tank and Sgt. Forrest Owen to set up in position to guard the
other road. There was a pretty good looking house near our
corner so | investigated it in order to learn more about it. The
civilians— three Luxembourg people—a man, wife, and
daughter—seemed to be more than eager to have us share
their house. There were two rooms these people didn't use
for anything in particular so that decided it.

At the time, I had been looking at the place the family
had just finished eating a meal. My eye caught a scrap or two
of uneaten waffles. They really looked good to me. An idea
immediately began buzzing in the back of my head. After a
short council with the men (Jim Gattis, Calvin Bolden, May
Guidi, Clarence McLesky, Forrest Owen, Art Mencer, Harry
Miller, Karl Friend, and Kenneth Jurgensen), we decided to
high pressure the family into a little trading. We would trade
some of our rations for a meal of waffles. Karl Friend, who
spoke a little German, negotiated the transaction. I don't
remember what we gave them, but we got our meal of
waffles. After the snow stopped falling, I looked over the
terrain to the east of town. A mile or so away I could see a
pillbox that was part of the Siegfried line. It was close enough
so every now and then we could see a Kraut GI moving
around. Anyhow, to me, waffles under those conditions
seemed to be quite a deal.

Ray A. Griffin, Company C, 712th Tank Battalion

* Kk %

Here's a story of a litter squad known
as the “Lucky Five." Characters are:
Sgt. Paul D. Sharpe, leader of this fa-
mous squad; Pfc. Joseph Scavis; Plc.
Sigmund Wisniervski; Pfc. George R.
Wade; and Pfc. Douglas Malm, jeep
driver for the squad and credited for
naming the squad.

We've all been over here since D-2
with the exception of Joseph Scavis,
who joined the outfit July 20th, the
day before the island battle at Seave
River, and, of course, he arrived in time to get a real workout
and was broken right in.

We don't know how other medical sections operate and
don't give a hoot, but we have a system that is as good as any
and probably will top most of them...due to the fact we
questioned others of their operations in action.

Well, anyway, here's the way we operate. When our
battalion is called into action, the battalion CP and battalion
aid station are in the rear somewhere. That's where Sgt. Paul
D. Sharpe's Litter Squad goes into action. We follow the
companies to a certain extent, then when word is given of a
casualty, instead of having to call back to the battalion aid
station, which would take three times as much time, we are
already there. The casualties are immediatély rushed to the
aid station, but the jeep driver, the litter squad itself, stays
forward for any other action which may develop. We have
been known to have been from seven to ten miles ahead of
the battalion aid station itself at times.

Up until September 1944, we were without MAC offic-
ers, and at this time we were presented with two, Later, we
lost one who was transferred to the 3rd Battalion Aid Sta-
tion. First Lt. Leroy Schauder, MAC, who remained with us,
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proved himself very valuable to us, especially to the “Lucky
Five.” When a forward litter squad is called for, the “Lucky
Five” is accompanied by Lt. Leroy Schauder.

How well the “Lucky Five” remembers the Moselle River
crossing and an incident which occurred after the crossing.
We were set up in a cement factory at the time a call came
through for a litter squad man at one of our companies.
“Lucky Five” went into action, Lt. Leroy Schauder leading us.
The jeep was driven over rough terrain, which by the way,
had not been cleared of mines, and finally had to back track
and go by foot another way. We contacted the company and
carried the casualty at least two miles, during which Lieu-
tenant Schauder gave us a hand in carrying the casualty. All
this time the enemy was laying in an artillery barrage.

Another incident the “Lucky Five” will always remember
was the counter-attack at Destroff. We had been sent for-
ward the night before to the forward OP to accompany the
troops that had just taken the town. We reported to the
major who directed us to a room upstairs. At daybreak the
Germans counter-attacked. We found ourselves surround-
ed. Looking out of the window, we could see half tracks
directly in front of the building which was being fired upon
point blank. Also, enemy tanks were approaching not over
300 yards away. We won't go into any more details of the
episode that followed, but anyway, the “Lucky Five Incorpo-
rated” are here to tell about it.

Anonymous, 315th Medical Battalion Unit

* % %k

If I had to go to war tomorrow and could have any driver I
wanted, Raymond Brown would be it. God rest his soul.

My job requited me to be on the road from the front
back to QM seven days a week. A good driver was a must.
Ray Brown was that driver. Earned a Purple Heart the first
few days of combat, afraid of nothing. A great guy.

We were having trouble taking Dillingers. Gen. George
Patton was on the way up to kick the seat of our pants. It
was mid-November, mud axil deep. Ray Brown, Jimmie Rob-
erts, and Andy Wilcox, and I were headed back to QM. I saw
two jeeps coming toward us, and a man standing up in the
front jeep holding in the windshield—a very familiar figure.
Thirty caliber machines were on both jeeps. I told Ray Brown
he had better pull over or he would put the jeeps in the ditch.
Brown said, “To hell with the jeeps, this big truck gives me
the right of way."” About this time the stars across the front of
the lead jeep became visible. A startled look came over
Brown's face. He grabbed the steering wheel, half stood up,
and said, “God all mighty, General Patton!” And, you know,
the nice fellow that Brown was, he let George have the
middle of the road. When General Patton passed us he
laughed. We exchanged salutes, and he went merrily on his
way. It took a while, but we too went on our way.

Floyd Hobson, 90th Infantry Division

* k %

On or about August 1, 1944, a task force under Colonel
Clarke raced south from Periers, after the breakout from
Normandy, toward St. Hilaire de Harcourt, with orders to
seize and hold the bridge(s) over the Salune River. | was
medical officer assigned to the task force. Our trip south,
along with the seacoast, was marked by sporadic strafing, but
no organized resistance. At the Salune River bridge there was
a brief fire fight. Among the casualties was a French civilian
male who I loaded into my jeep and proceeded to the rear toan
established aid station. We reached a crossroad, very near the
river, where a major stopped our vehicle and angrily ordered
me to report to the general. Transporting civilians in our
vehicles was forbidden. The general in this case was Gen.
George C. Patton, who had just taken command of the Third
Army, to which the 90th was now assigned. At that point, the
major noticed the Frenchman in my jeep was wounded, and
that I was a medical officer, which made everything “legal,”
and my orders to report to General Patton were rescinded. I
remember seeing Patton that day and marveled that the

general was so close to the enemy at the end of the long salient
extending back to the Normandy beachhead.
Richard B. Eisenberg, M.C., Company B, 315th Medical Bn.

* % %

It was mid-March 1944 when Company B of the 359th
Infantry Regiment found itself on the shores of the Moselle
River. Our company was being bombarded by German rock-
ets (“Screaming Meemies”). The shelling was intense and
widespread.

My squad, the 1st Squad, 2nd Platoon of B Company,
was dug in overlooking the river and the shear cliffs be-
yond. My buddy Tscherpel was in my foxhole, and we were
both awaiting the attack that, hopefully, would carry us
across the river. Suddenly, we were aware of casualties,
and I was asked to help bring a stretcher-borne soldier up
the hill to the medics. I was surprised to find I was carrying
Captain Wetzell, our company commander. His head ap-
peared to be laid open. He was unconscious. During the
difficult climb I passed Sgt. Percy King who gave me a hand
with the stretcher.

Upon reaching the medic station on top of the climb, I
saw to it the captain was attended to, and then I asked the
medics to treat a significant boil on the back of my heel.
While they lanced it, the medics took my temperature and
found I had a 104 degree fever. I was then transported by
ambulance back to Luxembourg City, treated for yellow
Jaundice, and returned to my squad two weeks later. By then
we were across the Rhine.

Bernard L. Turner, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment

* %k %

Landing at Utah Beach on June 7, 1944, was a harrowing
experience as the dead from the previous day (D-Day) were
still floating on the water and lying on the beach. Although
this was a sight I will never be able to forget, there were some
lighter moments.

I'was thedriver of a two and one-half ton truck and trailer.
My responsibility was to pick up ammunition at the beach
each night for transport to the front lines. At Avranches,
Normandy, Frank Gray (machine gunner on truck and ammu-
nition handler) and I were in a traffic jam after picking up our
ammunition, and we were waiting for it to clear up. An alarm
was sounded due to heavy smoke and fear of a gas attack. Men
were scrambling everywhere, trying to find gas masks they
were supposed to have with them at all times, but which many
had left in their vehicles. It was very dark and difficult to see
because we were hiding in a gully between the hedgerows and
electric wires were falling. During one of the flare drops [ was
able to see Frank, who had been tapping me on the shoulder
throughout the alarm. He looked like he was ready to explode
behind his mask. We discovered he had failed to remove the
tape, which was used to prevent water from entering the filter,
from the bottom of the gas mask. Frank began breathing much
easier after the tape was removed!

Frank Gray and I were also together in Metz, France,
near the Germany-Luxembourg border in December 1944.
Donald Stockard and Frank took a three-fourths ton weap-
ons carrier, went into Germany, where they found and killed
a hog for our holiday meal. They brought the hog back and
butchered it; however, the butcher ground the whole hog,
including the lean meat, into extremely spicy sausage. We
spent Christmas day in the basement of a French family’s
house where we shared their cognac and our fried sausage
for dinner.

Woody Miller, 90th Infantry Division

* % %

My buddy Yee and I approached a house east of the Rhine
River in early April where we were put under fire by several
machine guns located in that house. We crawled to a stone
fence and returned rapid fire at the puffs of smoke coming
from the machine gun emplacements. Fortunately, this action
was seen by the rest of our platoon on the hillside. They




provided covering fire for us, and we were able to rejoin our
platoon in safety.  was treated for concussion of my eardrum
by Doc Brown and permitted to continue with the company.
Bernard L. Turner, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment

X %k %

From the Moselle River to the Rhine River 12th-13th March
1945, the 90th Division, in rapid pursuit of the retreating
enemy, captured the city of Mainz and the drawing up of
division forces on the Rhine River, preparatory to making a
crossing of the Rhine River in trace of the 5th Division at
Dexheim. Darmstadt fell to the elements of the 4th Armored
Division and the 90th. In the matter of a few days the
enemy resistance was mopped up to the main road east of
Frankfort.

The 90th crossed the main road on March 28, 1945.
The 90th was poised to continue its history-making mission
of slicing Germany in two parts.

The division's long-range objective was changed from
Dresden to Prague, and it turned southeast as the 4th
Armored Division continued its advance east, through the
backbone of the famous Thuringian Forest. Hof fell on the
15th, and three days later patrols crossed the Czechoslovaki-
anborder vicinity of Cheb; Germany had been split by the 90th
Division. I was in the first patrol to cross into Czechoslovakia.
Robert C. Pyle, 90th Infantry Division

* Kk %

The time was late November 1944 and, along with many
other American soldiers in southern England, we were pre-
paring to return to France by way of ship across the English
Channel.

At Southampton, England, we boarded a liberty ship
and, after a four-to-five hour crossing, we arrived at the Port
of Le Harve, France. After debarkation, we were surprised to
have the honor of boarding the famous French 40 and 8
boxcars. In World War I they were noted for their popularity
of transporting 40 soldiers and eight horses (a very tight fit).
This time 30 of us soldiers were assigned to each boxcar for
the two-day/night trip to Estampes, France, a town about
30 miles south of Paris. The U.S. Army had a replacement
depot there.

Riding these boxcars was far from comfortable— with 30
ClIs the conditions were crowded— each night we slept sitting
on the floor with our backs to the side of the walls—no lying
down—no room. I wondered how in the world could 40
soldiers have traveled and slept in these close quarters
during World War 1. Food included the famous K-rations—
no hot meals! The riding itself wasn't comfortable—we were
tough infantry soldiers and not used to luxurious living.

The train pulled into Estampes on the third day.
Thanksgiving 1944— the best food—better quarters, etc. I
met a soldier buddy, and we decided to go to Paris that
night— train and metro (subway in Paris) travel was free to
us soldiers. The first night in Paris is another story— later.

It would be two months later before 1 would get the
opportunity to ride the boxcars again to the front or near
Metz, France, in early February 1945.

How could I ever forget the thrill of riding the French 40
and 8 boxcars!

Warren R. Lloyd, Company B, 359th Infantry regunent

* * k

I being of Battery B, 344th Field Artillery Regiment, as
assistant battery agent and attached with headquarters bat-
tery, | am well acquainted with most of these events men-
tioned in this article from the Fort Worth Star Telegram of its
date, October 12, 1944:

90TH DIVISION HELPING TO UPSET
NAZI MASTER PLAN

Somewhere in France— An example of what Hitler didn'tinclude
in his master plan is the 90th Division—one of the infantry
elements in the touchdown drive of General Eisenhower.

Credited with the audacious end run from Periers to Mayenne
and Le Mans that trapped the unsuspecting ranks of the
vaunted German 7th Army, the 90th to date has captured
more than 17,000 prisoners and has destroyed 400 tanks.
The number of German dead accounted for by the division is
roughly estimated at 20,000 which is a sufficient number to
fill a small stadium for an afternoon game.

In the vicinity of Chambois, hot spot in the Falaise Gap
corner, the division knocked out 308 tanks, 248 self-propelled
guns, 164 artillery pieces, 3,270 vehicles of assorted types
and 764 horsedrawn wagons, motorcycles and nebelwerfers.
The artillery kissed its numerous targets with vengeance. For
in the pocket were the same arrogant goose-steppers who had
populated the hellish hedgerows of Normandy.

GENERAL IS FIGHTER

The division is a hard-hitting unit from the top man down to
the unknown ammunition carriers. Top man is Brig. Gen.
Raymond S. McLain, president of a trust company in Oklaho-
ma City. The general invests the energies of his men in the
great undertaking of combat just as carefully as he handles
the finances of his clients. He's strictly a front-line soldier who
delights in tangling with the enemy whenever the occasion
demands.

Driving with the forward elements of his command in one
particular thrust through enemy lines, the general extricated
himself from a tight corner by turning his jeep machine gun
on five belligerent Germans, who discovered themselves out-
ranked and outfought. In another phase of the same battle,
the general ran into a pocket of German resistance, was
forced to expand 50 rounds of ammunition, and played a
major role in the liquidation of the opposition.

The Berlin strategists didn’t reckon with trigger squeezing
American generals and guys from the plains and the hills who
delight in launching touchdown drives from their own two-
yard line. '

The capture of some of the 17,000 prisoners effected by 90th
Division personnel is a story in itself.

The 90th Division is only one infantry element in the phantom
armies of General Eisenhower which storm the last remaining
ramparts of the Fortress Europa.

Like many other crack American divisions, the 90th has been
awarded hundreds of decorations for gallantry in action.

With my duty as such mentioned, I had the opportunity
to see the aftermath of a lot of what is recorded in other
published reports of the Chambois and Falaise Gap. I also
witnessed a low flying German Hinkle One-Eleven medium
bomber followed by an American C-47 under a low ceiling of
about 800 to 1,000 feet of cloud sky, both approaching our
area from the east. They, not being identified soon enough to
be fired on, circled, came back over their first approach
when a 40mm AAA gun targeted the portside motor. It tore
up shortly afterwards hitting a hedgerow. The two planes
were loaded with tank ammo contained in parachute metal
baskets to be dropped where they were needed by the sur-
rounded (Krauts). The C-47 was a captured plane restored
by bits and pieces for flight, and it was shot down some six
or eight miles south of our location.

Ralph Schlup, Company B, 349th Field Artillery Regiment

* Kk Kk

It was cloudy and cool on a day probably about the first of
April. The 1st Platoon of Company F, 2nd Battalion, 358th
Regiment, had just reached our objective about mid-after-
noon. The objective, a small town, was taken and secured.
There was still plenty of time before dark to liberate the
chickens of the town. Chickens were not too plentiful, but
one of our guys came up with a big old rabbit. Right away
the butchering process got underway, and the rest of us
fanned out in search of other ingredients for a stew. Well, a
lot of things showed up— potatoes, carrots, dry noodles, and
even macaroni. The chances for having K-rations that evening
were fading fast. Someone found a big cast-iron kettle with
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three short legs on the bottom, a bail,
and lid.

Fine. We got into a house with a big
cook stove; soon we had a good fire
going, and the stew was getting hot.
The smell of the stew cooking was
driving everyone crazy, and it ought to
be done about the right time for din-
ner. The cooks began sampling to see
if it was done, but each time the report
was the same, “still too tough.” That
old rabbit was really old, probably had
great-great-great-grandchildren.

At that time the bomb shell hit. We got orders to “jump
off.” Orders came down for us to take another objective,
another town. Those people up there where the big decisions
are made ought to be held responsible for this, but weren't to
be outdone.

Now, you front-line guys all remember the wire carriers.
There would be two of them with a stick between them and a
spool of wire that reeled out as they advanced. That was so
we could have communications with the high command in
the rear that made decisions that spoil rabbit stew.

Well, that's how our rabbit stew went into battle. Two of
our guys, carrying a stick between them, ran the stick
through the bail of the cast-iron kettle; carrying the stew was
a sight which can never be forgotten.

Our second objective was taken and secured; another
house with a stove was found, and the stew continued to
cook. The cooks continued to sample the stew into the night.
Finally, the rabbit was done, but you could hardly call it
“stew.” Maybe rabbit “slurry” would be a better name be-
cause it had stewed so long all the ingredients had pretty
well liquified, but that sure didn't hurt the taste any. There
were no dinner K-rations that night.

C.E. McDaniel and F.W. Good, Company F, 358th Regiment,
2nd Battalion

* k%

The 358th Infantry took Hof on April 15, 1945, In the 3rd
Battalion area were several whiskey warehouses, and some
of their contents were liberated before a guard was posted.
The city was also crowded with refugees.

Things were getting out of control, so 1 moved the
battalion to a small town east of Hof. I set a fast pace for two
hours before taking a break. During this break a Kraut plane
flying very low came down the valley. Everyone started
shooting, and the plane ran into the side of a hill and
exploded. We checked it out, but there was very little left of
the pilot.

Colonel Bealke phoned that night that three reporters
were at regiment wanting to go to Czechoslovakia. I agreed to
escort them to the border. The escort turned into a task force
consisting of the 3rd Battalion, S-2 Section; I Company,
358th Infantry; two tanks; two TDs; 344th Field Artillery, S-
2 Section; and 358th I and R Platoons, covered by a 344th
Field Artillery plane.

Lieutenant Rudes, 3rd Battalion, S-2, crossed the bor-
der at 0955. The plane landed shortly afterward. We put up
a sign that the Pioneer Platoon had painted during the night.
Reporters and everyone with a camera took pictures.

We spotted a company of Krauts preparing to attack.
We were scheduled to head south in the morning, so we
withdrew. The pilot started his plane, it took off by itself and
crashed; our only casualty. The armor checked the Krauts.
C.B. Bryan, 358th Infantry

* Kk %

During late January 1944, the 2nd Platoon, B Company,
350th Infantry, moved into position on a hilltop near St.
Vith, Belgium. Almost the entire company was made up of
replacements, myself included. A week earlier we had disem-
barked from the drop trains and had marched through the
snows on up and down mountains for several days to reach

the 90th Division and be assigned to our companies. We
were extraordinarily tired and had spent the past several
days in intense fire fights. It was now evening.

The sky was sparkling clear with stars and full moon.
The temperature was freezing. My foxhole was near the edge
of a mountain ridge. The entire mountain was snow covered
and bare except for the foxhole, a few branches, and a ski
lodge where our platoon was resting. My buddy Yee and I
had just relieved two others in the foxhole, We were told to
keep our eyes open for German mountain troops expected to
advance on our position.

1 was sitting with my knees jutting under my chin. I
wore two sets of clothing and my shoepacs were torn and
leaking. In preparation for a potential skirmish, I had my
bandoliers and cartridge belt easily available. Two grenades
were attached to my lapels and two others easily within
reach laying on the snow. My M-1 rested between my legs,
and my cheek and helmet touched the barrel as I sat bent
over. An icy trickle of moisture was evident on the wool scarf
where my breath met the scarf around the lower part of my
face. Water vapor rose like fog clouding my eyeglasses. A
sense of fear developed within me due to my inability to see
properly. The lenses had become coated with a thin layer of
translucent ice. At the same time I heard sounds coming
from the cliff below me. My knees attempted to hold the
stock of my rifle; my gloved hands tried to rub off the ice. The
rifle slipped and clanged on my helmet creating greater fear
as my mind's eye pictured the oncoming soldiers climbing
the cliff and approaching my foxhole. My head pivoted wildly
from side to side to see if anything was in sight. My eyes were
wide open as I tried using them to cover every inch of
ground. I could feel my heart beating and my hands shaking.

My body became perfectly still as [ sensed the soft pad
of footsteps behind me. Short clicking sounds of gunfire was
heard immediately below me, and the thought of enemy
infiltration occurred inside me with a growing sense of panic.
Mental pictures of approaching Germans flooded my mind.
The innards of my lower abdomen and pelvic area were
shaking. No sense of heat or cold was apparent; just fear.

I extended my body out from the foxhole so I had the
greatest availability of sight and hearing; yet, 1 kept my body
virtually motionless. I whipped my body to the side of my
foxhole and turmed to face the oncoming footsteps. To my
surprise, there was nothing there. Perhaps the sound I took
to be footsteps was caused by snow falling from the trees
above. I dropped silently back into my foxhole, my body a
pool of sweat, and waited for my relief to come.

Bernard L. Turner, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment

* k X

Most clearly recalled are the very first days and nights of
close combat in the hedgerow country of Normandy. Days
were long, very long, and nights all too short. The Germans
stubbornly defended every field with mortar, machine gun
fire, and 88mm guns of the Tiger tanks. Our infantry losses
were severe, Two, three, and sometimes more attacks were
planned and executed daily, often with little or no success
because Jerry always put up stiff resistance. Rain, mud, and
cold added to our woes. Infantry replacements from the
States arrived nightly to be assigned to units and the very
next morning some of the soldiers became casualties; either
dead or wounded. After what seemed an eternity, the divi-
sion broke out of Normandy and began the “rat race" of
pursuit of the German forces across France. We chased
them back through the Maginot line into the Siegfried line of
Germany. The enemy fought flercely and skillfully in their
retreat, and both sides suffered casualties.

Combat is not without its lighter moments. While still
tragic in its consequences, seeing French farmers trying to
care for their farm animals and do needed chores during the
intermittent artillery and mortar firing seemed at the time so
ludicrous. Sometimes, the French people tossed apples into
our jeeps as we made the “rat race” from Normandy across
the French countryside. The apples sometimes caused inju-




res to the soldiers unless they dodged the friendly apples.
The French stood by the roadside with apples, flowers, and
an occasional bottle of wine or cognac, or “white lightening”
as it was popularly called. Some of the stuff was so bad it
lead to blindness. This was especially true of potato alcohol,
a favorite of the German soldier.

The Normans who were allowed by the Nazis to remain
in their homes were for the most part politically reliable.
They were not very friendly to the Americans at first for the
Germans had convinced them we would be defeated and
kicked back into the English Channel. It was gratifying to
discover not all French folks were so cold and aloof as the
Normans. For as we advanced farther into France, we found
many to be effusive and, on the whole, rather friendly. We
were glad we were able to liberate them.

Some of us recall being shelled by enemy artillery fire
only to be surprised not all rounds exploded. They were
duds. Slave workers back in German factories had filled
some shells with sawdust. These were close calls indeed.
Always etched in my memory will be the sight of a low flying
American artillery spotter plane being shot down. Artillery
liasion planes were frequently sent aloft to spot targets, and,
even when there were no targets located, just keeping the
airplanes up kept Jerry mortar and artillery quiet, for the
enemy quickly learned these unarmed light planes could
cause death and destruction.

Who can ever forget the eerie experience of slowly driv-
ing through the night from dusk to dawn in dense fog and
snow to help rescue troops of the surrounded 101st Airborne
Division in Bastogne; the “Battle of the Bulge.” We moved
artillery all night in order to go into position to support men
of the 358th Infantry.

In one battle, that of Marie, France, I recall being in a
basement of a house and looking out into the street. I fired
my 45 caliber pistol at close range and hit a German in the
street. He fell, and during a lull in the fighting an infantry-
man rushed over and took my souvenir. I wanted the Ger-
man's pistol. It seems a German task force had been on a
deep reconnaissance behind American lines and were des-
perately attempting to return home. But men of the lst
Battalion, 358th Infantry, stopped them. During that partic-
ular battle 1 was the field artillery liasion officer.

Towards the very close of the war in May 1945 our
division moved into Czechoslovakia and, in the last battle,
fought against some German officer candidates. These men
did not surrender until after putting up stifl resistance.
Some days before this battle, our battery arrived at a loca-
tion where we intended to emplace howitzers for firing. First
Sergeant Gilbert and a reconnaissance detail from our bat-
tery were awaiting our arrival. We were surprised to see
Gilbert holding several POWs. It seems these men were
members of a German band and were hiding in the nearby
woods until American infantrymen passed and the artillery
arrived. They were armed only with musical instruments!

And what a welcome sight it was to see pillowcases and
parts of bedsheets flying the white flag of surrender from
upstairs windows in German homes. They did not want their
towns destroyed. Fire and smoke could be seen for miles
ahead from village to village as artillery and airplanes bombed
ahead of advancing troops. Some German towns had avoid-
ed battle by flying the white flags of surrender. Only in towns
where the Volkstrum prevented white flags did resistance
continue to the bitter end in a war already hopelessly lost.
How comical in appearance and, in a way pathetic, were the
old men and young boys of the Volkstrum wearing ill-fitting
uniforms, many obviously too large for their small bodies.
Roy E. Smith, Battery A, 344th Field Artillery Battalion

* Kk %

He manned a light machine gun on 20 August 1944, near
Chambois, France, a key point in the encirclement which
created the Falaise pocket. During an enemy counterattack,
his position was menaced by a strong force of tanks and
infantry. His fire forced the infantry to withdraw, but an
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artillery shell knocked out his gun and
wounded him in the right thigh. Secur-
ing a bazooka, he and another man
stalked the tanks and forced them to
retire to a wooded section. In the lull
which followed, Sergeant Hawk reorga-
nized two machine gun squads and, in
the face of intense enemy fire, directed
the assembly of one workable weapon
from two damaged guns. When another
enemyassaultdeveloped, hewas forced
to pull back from the pressure of spear-
heading armor. Two of our tank destroyers were brought up.
Their shots were ineffective because of the terrain until
Sergeant Hawk, despite his wound, boldly climbed to an
exposed position on a knoll where, unmoved by fusillades from
the enemy, he became a human aiming stake for the destroy-
ers. Realizing his shouted fire directions could not be heard
above the noise of battle, he ran back to the destroyers through
a concentration of bullets and shrapnel to correct the range.
He returned to his exposed position, repeating his performance
until two of the tanks were knocked out and a third driven off.
Still at great risk, he continued to direct the destroyers’ fire
into the Germans' wooded position until the enemy came out
and surrendered. Sergeant Hawk's fearless initiative and
heroic conduct, even while suffering from a painful wound,
was in large measure responsible for crushing two desperate
attempts of the enemy to escape from the Falaise pocket and
for taking more than 500 prisoners.

Today John Hawk resides in Bermerton, Washington.
He is the only living recipient of the Congressional Medal of
Honor from the 90th Infantry Division, World War 1 and
World War IL
John Hawk, Company E, 359th Infantry Division

* k %

When I was in Europe during the war, I wrote my folks as
often as I could. Our little local paper printed one of my
letters toward the end of the war. My parents saved it:

Dear Mom, Dad, and all,

Well, here are a few lines to let you know I'm ok. Hope this
finds you all in the best of health and all happy.

Well, how are all the things back there? Fine, I hope. How are
things at the ranch? Dad, when Frills has her colt [ want you
to write and tell me all about it and how they get along. I sure
hope she has better luck than last time. I know it is quite a
while yet, but I'm awfully interested.

I sent some more “stulf” home the other day. I sent a camera
which is slightly broken, but I'll fix it when I getback. I also sent
a telescope sight from a sniper’s rifle, and some knives.  had to
bend the handle on one knife to get it in the box, but I'll fix that.

I was one of the first ten Gls into Czechoslovakia. We volun-
teered for it and rode the first tank in. We freed a lot of British
soldiers and some French soldiers too. Were they glad to see
us. Some of them had been there five years. The Stars and
Stripes man was with us and he gave it a big write up. There
was also a man from World News.

I'm sending a clipping out of our paper on our company. It
happened quite sometime ago so it is all right to send it. If you
heard it or read it let me know and if it made the papers send
me a clipping as we are all anxious to see how they wrote it up.

That was a day I'll always remember— that was a fight! Forty
machine guns were on the hill, so we call it “machine gun
hill,” which is no lie. I still don't know how we did it. The "SS"
are fanatics. They like to die for Hitler—well, we granted a lot
of their wishes that day.

I received letters from Floyd and Hazel a few days ago. Hazel
said, “If you get a chance, you can get one of the Jerrys for
me,"” so I told her I'd sure try.

Also got a letter from Lucille with a note from Arliss, and I've
answered them too.
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Dear folks, there isn't much to write about except that we are
moving quickly and I hope we keep right on going that way.

I don’t see how it can last much longer and if it weren’t for the
"S8" it would be over now. But they make the rest fight, and
when we get them we hate their guts and don't care whether
we take them alive or not.

Mom, I have two artillery officers from the 344th that know
Leo’s uncle, Cpl. Elvin Morse. I haven't seen him yet but hope
to soon.

Well, I must close for this time, so for now loads of love to all of
you.

Your son and brother, Darrell

Darrell D. Petty, 90th Infantry Division
* % %

On November 11, 1981, Veterans Day, a tribute to Rollin
Barnard of Denver, Colorado, was made by the U.S. League
of Savings Associations for his contributions to that industry
and to our gallant efforts in Europe during World War II. The
Army Times newspaper carried the following article about
the event:

At 11 am. November 11, Veterans Day, Rollin Barnard of
Denver, Colorado, stepped down as president of the U.S.
League of Savings Associations at the group's convention in
New York. His successor, Roy Green of Jacksonville, Florida,
called for a moment of silence in tribute to veterans, and on
the screen behind the speaker's platform appeared a scene
from World War II.

The main tribute was to Barnard, who won two Bronze Stars
and two Purple Hearts as an infantry platoon leader with the
358th Infantry Division in France and Germany. After the
slide show, several of Barnard's World War Il comrades ap-
peared, presenting to him a book containing photographs
from his wartime experiences.

Rollin Barnard, 358th Infantry Regiment

* % Xk

My orders were to report for induction at Fort Snelling,
Minnesota, on March 5, 1942, where I remained for four
weeks. Gottlieb Swing, my uncle, passed through the same
center and headed for the 90th Division at Camp Barkeley,
Texas. A few days later I was sent to the same division. Upon
arrival, I was placed in the anti-tank company, 357th Regi-
ment. That afternoon [ went to the PX and ordered a coke.
Someone next to me ordered one in the same manner, and,
sure enough, it was my uncle! We were in the same compa-
ny, same squad number, except he the 3rd Platoon and I the
2nd; and our tents faced each other. Small world!

In August 1942, we separated as [ was sent on cadre to
the 104th Division in Oregon and later the 65th Division in
Mississippi. Gottlieb remained with the 90th and landed in
Normandy. Later, he was wounded, sent to England to recu-
perate, and was reassigned to a rifle company in the 90th,
My division, the 65th, landed in France in January 1945,
and shortly thereafter I received word from home that Gottli-
eb had been wounded during the Battle of the Bulge and had
died on January 14, 1945. No one knew what had happened.
Anytime I saw a 90th soldier I would ask what his unit was.

The war ended and just a few days before boarding a
ship for home at Marseilles, France, I saw a sergeant from
the 90th, so I asked him the usual question. He was from the
same company as Gottlieb and was his sergeant as well. The
sergeant told me what had happened as follows:

Gottlieb’s platoon was trying to take a mill which was a
German CP. Two ravines led up to it, and Gottlieb was the
point man leading a squad up one of them. He was hit on the
side of the face by machine gun fire, and Gottlieb fell there in
the snow. Whenever they tried to reach him the men were
driven back by small arms fire. Finally the mill was taken, and
Gottlieb, who was unconscious, was brought in there. A doc-
tor, who had been taken prisoner, then covered Gottlieb's

head, including his eyes, with bandages and said he wouldn't
live until morning if he didn't get hospital care. It was impossi-
ble to get a jeep in until morning when the area had then been
cleared. Meanwhile, Gottlieb had regained consciousness, and
his first words were, “How are the boys?" They answered,
“Fine,"” but really half of them were lost. Those rematning now
had hopes Gottliecb would live, but he died two days later in
the hospital.

Once again, it's a small world! I hope our nation will
remember and appreciate the sacrifices made by Gottlieb
Swing and others like him.

Norman C. Nelson, 357th Regiment, 65th Infantry Division
(originally assigned to the 90th Infantry Division)

* kK

It was December 1944 and we were holding position around
Metz at the time. The engineers had found a stream and had
set up a shower for the troops. The first warm water we had
had since we hit the beaches other than what we could heat
in our helmets when it was safe to build a fire. I must say we
had the BEST officers in our battalion, Lt. Col. Leroy Pond,
DSM (deceased), commanding. Anyway, our lieutenant asked
us all to tell him the best reason we should go back some
30km to get a shower. Mine was that it was my birthday,
December 15, 1944; and Jimmy Cook and I were on our way.
We got clean uniforms, and they felt funny— we had been in
the same ones since we had left Wales. We got clean socks
and fresh chow from supply most of the time, but we had the
same uniforms on we'd hit the beaches in. I guess we stunk,
all of us. Couldn't tell; we all smelled alike. Of the 22 guys in
my section there is just me and some other guys still around.
Jimmy got leave, short straw draw, and I never saw him
again. There was Birnnie Pike, Johnny Mayo, and others I
would like to hear from if they're still around.

I wish that they all made it. I know some didn't; I saw
them theré and had to go on. We all had a job to finish.

General Patton talked to me twice. Once he told me,
“Shave that crop of shit off your chin, soldier.” “Yes, sir," I
replied. Another time, I was making a splice in a wire line in
a mortar hole, and Patton said, “Keep up the good work, we
need to know where those bastards are.” I was on a forward
OP at the time.
Dale P. English, 1st Battalion, 359th Infantry Regiment, Signal
Section

* kK

This is John Bryson's article which appeared in The Sniper's
Special Sunday Edition. The article was called “The 90th on
the Air.” This is Bryson's script in full:

This is John Bryson with Patton's Third Army. A soldier’s
loyalty is divided among his regiment, division, and army. By
far, the greatest portion goes to his division. War is an art all
of its own, and it takes time, work, and above all, esprit de
corp to make a crack division.

The spirit of the corps is almost indefinable, but it manifests
itself when you see the men engage the enemy,

The 90th Division is that kind of an outfit, and I chose to talk
about them because a good many people regard the 90th as
the typical Patton Division. I have never seen them in action
that they don't amaze me with their know-how and forward
drive. This is General Patton's Infantry at its best.

A SEASONED FOOTBALL TEAM

It was my privilege to go into Czechoslovakia with a reconnais-
sance patrol of this division. The word “patrol” means boys
from every state in the union—kids covered with bullet clips
looking formidable but acting exactly like a seasoned football
team. The mood of a fighting man alters quickly according to
the situation.

The order to move ahead saw the men jump on tanks and
trucks. They did it easily, with an air of nonchalance and
informality. I could see then why German prisoners often
said, "Americans take war as a sport.” The Germans had
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made the natural mistake in thinking that because an army
was humorous, it was also incompetent.

Within range of German small arms fire, the men leaped from
the trucks and immediately loped into the open, there was no
confusion, no bravado, and advanced towards the dug-in
Germans.

This was the other side of the American fighting men. In this
mood there is no more dangerous soldier in the world.

The tanks and TDs fanned out while the commander looked
over the battlefield with binoculars. A crisp order started the
first firing. ;

Twenty minutes later, the Germans surrendered.

The 90th Division has been over in Europe since D-Day-plus-
2. They helped close the Falaise Gap, breached the Siegfried
line twice, crossed the Moselle twice, and played a big part in
the Bastogne Bulge.

A mixture of scared veterans and green kinds blending into
irrepressible force that continually moves in close.

I'll never forget the sight of those doughs walking fast across a
German field, firing from the hip. That thin line of khaki had
something magnificent that said, “Germany, you are the ene-
my, and we are coming to root you out of your holes.”

This is John Bryson with the Third Army somewhere in Germa-
ny returning to you to the Blue Network newsroom in New York.

John Bryson, 90th Infantry Division
* * %

As regimental surgeon of the 359th Infantry, I took pride in
my medics' performance throughout the Normandy D-Day
invasion. Infantrymen feel a sense of protection having their
rifles and shovels and knowing that medics are nearby. The
medical aid men and litter bearers had no rifles, nor time to
consider their own safety. Their own protection was the red
cross they wore on their helmets and arm bands.

Because I found the German soldier respected the red
cross worn by front-line medics, I insisted my men wear that
protective symbol. My division surgeon informed me General
Patton disapproved of my men wearing their red crosses
because it was not “soldierly,” and if I allowed them to do so
I could be court-martialed. He certainly couldn't call us
“yellow bellied cowards” (a favorite Patton phrase) since my
medic unit was one of the most decorated units in the
division. My reply to the threat of a possible court-martial
was some profane cussing, and the guarantee that if I ever
met General Patton face to face, I would have the last word in
any argument with him. I thought such a meeting was highly
unlikely.

Several weeks later, I volunteered for the difficult task of
setting up an aid station across the swollen Moselle River.
Upon successful completion of the mission, I was promised a
commendation. Sure enough, “Old Blood and Guts" showed
up one day. Instead of giving me a commendation, Patton
proceeded to bawl me out because I was using German
prisoners to help out in evacuating the wounded since we
were shorthanded. He bellowed at me, “You stupid son of a
bitch! Don't you know the Geneva Convention?” (Prisoners
couldn't be used within seven miles of the front line.) Seeth-
ing, 1 looked him straight in the eye and said, “Yes, sir!”

After the war I was able to truthfully claim that in an
argument with General Patton, I had the last word.

Murray Franklin, 359th Infantry Regiment

* x %

My most memorable experience occurred near the middle of
January when my outfit was moving foward, and we stopped
on the edge of a high hill overlooking enemy positions. We
began to dig in to wait for our next move. Everyone began to
break ground for their foxhole. I told my companion to begin
digging. I would seek shelter elsewhere because the trench
would only hold one of us if the enemy started to send us
their messages. Well, no sooner did I leave when everything

came at us. I couldn’t find shelter anywhere during this
barrage, but I did find a foxhole with two men lying down.
There was no room for me, and all I could do was stand on
top of them and crouch down low. It didn't last too long until
a shell had my name on it. I was hit, lost part of my hand. A
medic moved me back and gave me morphine. Even after
being hit, it was a question if I would survive due to the
heavy shelling. I was then moved back by ambulance and
treated, taken to Verdun, and sent on to a hospital in
England, and then home. If these two men are still alive and
they remember this incident, I would like to see them again.
Ted Karter, 359th Infantry Regiment

* k Xk

1 have had several conflicting stories concerning the trea-
sures that were found at Merker. I have a little different
version from what has been told. | had my men in the house
in which the child was born. There may have been mid-wives
there, but it is my understanding our medical officer, Cap-
tain Dominski, attended the woman who gave birth to the
child, and, because of his kindness and concern for her, she
is the one who is supposed to have told us about the gold
and art treasures stored in the salt mine. So, all of the men
in my company started looking for ways to get into the salt
mines to find the treasures. If my memory serves me correct-
ly, the mine shaft was sealed with a piece of quarter-inch
steel, welded with an electrical welding torch, and we were
unable to find an entrance down into the mine. There was a
young potato farmer from Mobile, Alabama, by the name of
Peoples, and the two of us went down through the ventilators
which provided fresh air for the mine shaft. There were
wooden ladders in a circled fashion around the mine shaft. I
was told by the engineers of the mine it was an escape route
in case the elevator was not in operation. It took us about
half a day to get to the bottom of the mine, and when we
finally reached the bottom, we were surprised at what we
found. There were rooms about 100 feet by 100 feet in size
hewed out in the mines and fluorescent lights all over the
place. And, there were paved runways equivalent to a four-
lane highway. It was surprising to us how they accomplished
such a task that deep down in the earth. In some of the
hewed-out rooms there was lumber nailed together with
straw on the lumber which looked like beds where the slave
labor slept.

Then we came to a place which looked like an office. We
took a regular dirt pick and pried the lock off the door. Inside
this office was a number of blueprints. We decided to take
the blueprints with us for we felt they would be good military
intelligence material, and they might tell us where the gold
was stored. We stuffed the blueprints inside our shirts to
keep them from getting wet; as around the mine shaft there
was a continuance of water seeping around the mine shaft,
which also dropped on us while making our descent and
return. When we finally reached the surface, it was begin-
ning to get dark. For some reason, the men were looking for
the two of us and weren't able to {ind us and were concerned
about our whereabouts. After they saw what we had found,
they were certainly elated over what we had returned to
them. There was a lieutenant in the company by the name of
Israel. It was my understanding he was a German Jew who
had migrated to the United States and joined our Army. He
was well educated and spoke very fluent German. We turned
the blueprints over to him, and he was elated about the
contents. It is my understanding that it was blueprints
about the treasures that were stored in the salt mines. It
gave detailed information and a complete inventory as to
what was stored in the salt mines. This information was sent
back that very night to division headquarters. It is my un-
derstanding the next morning General Patton, General Brad-
ley, and General Eisenhower were there to inspect the find-
ings. Peoples and I were supposed to have been cited for our
courage in taking such an unnecessary risk on our lives in
going down into the salt mines in the way in which we did.
talked with one of the German engineers who worked and
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operated the mine. He could not believe we went down into
the mine like we did.
Marion Jones Jr., Company L, 357th Infantry Battalion

* Kk %

I was a member of the 712th Tank Battalion, 90th Infantry
Division, when on July 10, 1944, I lead two tank companies
of the 712th into the rainy hedgerows of northern France.
We were tough young men up against Hitler's best. In fact,
these tough young men of Lt. Gen. George S. Patton Jr.’s
newly formed Third Army, in their “iron coffins,” were about
to be pitted against a determined force of elite German SS
paratroops.

We had just taken a strategic hill, about 15 miles inland
from Omaha Beach, and had moved down the other side
against little resistance when we found ourselves in a killer
crossfire from a pair of German anti-tank guns.

My Sherman tank was hit a glancing blow on the turret,
so I ordered a change of direction and turned my lead tank
into the line of fire from the second German gun. I radioced
the location of the attack to other tanks when suddenly all I
saw was the flash of a muzzle, and I was standing in the
middle of hell.

The German shell had pierced my tank’s armor and hit
a rack of 756mm ammunition. On its way to the other side,
the shell struck my right foot. Flames shot up some 15 feet
into the air. AllI could think about was to get out of the tank
before fire reached the gasoline.

I managed to jerk my gunner up from below and push
him to safety through the open turret. But, when I tried
getting out of the burning tank, I realized something was
wrong with me. I finally got out of my crippled tank, and the
six remaining tanks and I pushed through a rain of gunfire
to the protection of a nearby hedgerow a safe distance from
the four burning tanks we'd left behind. In the shelter of the
hedgerow, I became aware of the extent of my injuries...a
shattered right foot (which I eventually lost) and severe
burns to my face and hands. A driver helped attach a belt to
my leg, got me somewhat comfortable, and we began the
long, seemingly endless wait for help.

By nightfall, the Germans returned to claim the marshy
field and base of high ground my company and I had fought
for earlier. It was darker than the bottom of a well on a
cloudy night, and we could hear German voices nearby. We
tried to stay hidden.

Suddenly, a figure crept through the hedgerow and
confronted my gunner and I and a seriously wounded infan-
tryman we had carried in with us. It was a young German
medic, who without saying a word, and while all of us
watched, rolled my shirt sleeves back from my burned hands,
exposing my watch and silver identification bracelet. I did
not know what to expect. The German medic looked at me,
took my burned hands in his, and began wrapping them in
bandages. Finger by finger the medic wrapped my raw hands.
Then, just as the young German medic had arrived, he
crawled away through the hedgerow into the blackness of
the night.

The next day, however, the battle shifted once more,
and fate dealt me another strange blow. While still waiting
for medical aid, the American artillery began shelling the
marshy field in an effort to drive off the Germans. The attack
succeeded— but not until an errant shell exploded near our
hiding place. Shell fragments hit my other leg.

Finally, on the morning of July 12, an American infan-
try platoon broke through and discovered us. The infantryman
had died of his wounds during the night, but my gunner and
I were removed and taken to a hospital. It was here doctors
told me the emergency treatment given me by the unknown
German medic had saved my hands.

Cpt. Jim Flowers, 712th Tank Battalion

* % %k

In late July 1944, the mammoth U.S.-British air bombard-
ment of the St. Periers portion of the Paris to Cherburg

Highway in Normandy broke the German line. I was then a
lieutenant colonel in a colonel's job as regimental com-
mander of the 358th Infantry Regiment, 90th Division. My
orders were to form a “Task Force Clarke” to move by foot
and motors, break through the German-held area for 50
miles and capture and hold St. Hilaire de Harcourt near
Avranches, a key rail and highway center located on the far
side of the Salune River. The troops assigned were: 3rd
Battalion, 358th Infantry: a battery of 344th Field Artillery
Battalion; a company of tanks; a company of tank destroy-
ers; a company of engineers; and a medical detachment, all
90th Division troops.

We formed up late that afternoon, moved out promptly
and on time along a paved road and soon entered a huge
forest. During the long night, which was inky black and
scarey, we captured several staff cars. When the fog lifted the
next morning, I saw, to my surprise, the world-famous beau-
tiful Cathedral of Mont Saint Michel perched on a steep and
rocky promontory in the Atlantic Ocean but just offshore.

When we came in view of the town of St. Hilaire de
Harcourt, 1 ordered the 3rd Battalion to send forward a
company to cross the bridge and attack the town. K Compa-
ny— "Kraut Killers" we called them— moved out and, shortly
came under heavy fire from artillery in the town. Captain
Holland with great coolness moved his company to the side
and moved on to his objective.

Lieutenant Bealke, commander 3rd Battalion, 358th
Infantry Battalion and I, infantry regimental commander at
the head of the main body of troops, led them into town. I
had our tank and tank destroyers units circle around the
town and attack it from the rear. The 344th Artillery Battery
fired in support of our attack. We quickly captured St.
Hilaire de Harcourt.

A few days later Major General McLain, commanding
general of the 90th Division, decorated various officers and
men, including Captain Holland, Lieutenant Colonel Bealke,
and me with the Silver Star Medal for gallantry in action.

In one of the staff cars we shot up during that night
march was found a large quantity of money in French francs.
Apparently, this was to pay the troops in one of the German
Army divisions in that area. I was never able to get 90th
Division Headquarters to accept this money despite several
efforts to do so.

We finally decided to spend it buying meat, fresh vege-
tables, and fruit from the native French farmers. This food
we used to celebrate battle victories when time and oppor-
tunities permitted. It was a great morale builder for the
troops! We always had plenty of GI food, of course; this was
sort of “party.”

Christian H. Clarke, 358th Infantry Regiment
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The war ended for Company L, 357th,
on May 9, 1947, and the only prob-
lems we were having at this time, was
a little sniper fire. I was so afraid I
would get killed after the war was over,
that I would not leave the building I
was in, not even to go eat chow.

After the 14th, 15th, or 16th day of
May 1945, the company runner came
to the house where 1 was staying and
said the company commander, Ralph
Merrick, wanted to see me; that Mer-
rick was going to send me home. It gave me such a shock I
could not believe it. I thought the company runner was
joking with me. But, I left the building and reported to Ralph
who said the sweetest words I had ever heard. Merrick said,
“Jones, you have the highest number of points of any man in
the company, the oldest in the time of service, and you have
an outstanding military record. You are the first man to be
picked to return to the States. I hope that when you return
to the States you will give the home folks a good representa-
tion of what the military stands for." Merrick instructed me
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to meet the company jeep down at the Maypole, that had
been put on display for the Mayday celebration. And, you
can better believe [ was there at the appointed place and
time to make my departure. The next morning at five o'clock,
1 headed for regimental headquarters to catch a convoy
taking us to Nuremberg, Germany. Colonel Mason gave us a
little pep talk on our departure. Then we were sent over to
Major Dominski for a physical examination to see if we were
physically able to return home.

After arriving in Nuremberg, Germany, we were issued
new uniforms, which included the new Eisenhower jacket,
and we were issued all of our military decorations. We were
given close order drills every day, brushing up for our garri-
son performance and getting ready for a dress parade down
Fifth Avenue in New York. It was really an army reunion for
me for most all of the old sergeants and officers in the
regular Army who I had served with at Fort Benning, Geor-
gia, were there. We had a little meeting that afternoon, and
we appointed a committee to go and beg off from the planned
parade down Fifth Avenue. Our argument was we were
mostly regular Army personnel, and that our enlistments
were up, and that time had been extended the duration and
six months.

The upper brass listened to our pleas, and we were
loaded on the train to those 40 by 8 boxcars, which is either
40 men or eight horses, and started our long journey for
LaHarve, France. I departed from LaHarve, France, on June
9, and arrived in the United States June 11, 1945. We
arrived at Boston, Massachusetts, and were detained for
several hours from debarking from our boats. As we were
going into the harbor, a German U-boat surfaced and asked
the United States Government to give him permission to
surrender and to bring his U-boat into the harbor. The
German said he had been operating in this area all during
the war and had sunk many of our ships in the North
Atlantic. He was really and truly a Nazi because he displayed
his arrogancy and a superior attitude. I was sent from Bos-
ton, Massachusetts, that very same night to Fort McPherson
in Atlanta, Georgia, to be discharged. I was discharged on
the 22nd day of June 1945.

Marion J. Jones Jr., L Company, 357th Infantry Regiment
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V-E DAY IN EUROPE

Monday, May 8, 1945— We— troops in General Patton’s Third
Army—were in the country of Czechoslovakia that morning
and supposedly headed for the capitol city of Prague. We had
been making huge gains or advances every day since cross-
ing the Rhine River and taking Frankfort in March— 10 to 30
miles a day for tanks and infantry troops was common those
days— German troops gave up in scores. Town after town,
village after village, were taken with hardly any strain—
German people hung out white sheets on window sills—
anywhere— as a sign of surrender— they wanted to be friend-
ly and wanted some assurance we wouldn't harm them. DPs
or displaced persons (people from other countries who had
been brought to Germany and forced to work on farms,
factories, etc.) were freed by us—some joined our ranks—
others were placed in camps. We could tell the dilference
when we crossed the Czech border—the natives were ex-
tremely friendly.

That Monday morning we started out in a long convoy—
tanks leading, trucks, jeeps, etc. I rode on the right front
fender of a truck with my gun, just in case I had to dismount
quickly. We proceeded for about 15 miles and stopped in a
small village. We milled around there talking and mingling
with the natives for about two hours. At last, the good news
came: word came down to the CO that hostilities had ceased.
Germany had surrendered— no more war or fighting— PRAISE
THE LORD! We stayed a week in Czechoslovakia and re-
turned to Germany.

Warren R. Lloyd, Company B, 359th Infantry Regiment
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An open letter to all my friends in the 344th FA BN—Louise
and I would like to thank you for the many Christmas wishes
we received at Christmas time. I did not send any this year
because Lou and I and our grandson, Matt, age 11, left for
Germany just before Christmas.

Our daughter, Linda, lives in Baiertal, Germany. Baier-
tal is located just south of Wiesloch, which is about 10 miles
from Heidelberg. Linda married a German man, Peter El-
sasser. Linda and Peter have three children: Kim, age 7;
Kelly, age 5; and our newest granddaughter Emely, born
November 27, 1988. They live in the same town, Baiertal,
that my wife's parents left over 65 years ago. This trip was
about our seventh one. To make a long story short, as I now
visit and have dinner with my wife's relatives, and sit with
men who 45 years ago were my enemies, we all feel sad upon
departing. It just does not make sense, does it? Thank God
this is the way it is and should be! I could tell you so many
stories about our trips over to Germany, but I'll save them
for our reunion in St. Paul.

One story I must tell you—my grandson Matt and I
went to visit a car and war museum in Sinsheim, not far
from my daughter's home. This museum was fantastic! It
consisted of three large buildings housing all military exhibits
from World War II, with equipment from the USA, England,
France, Germany, Belgium and more. These were actual
life-size exhibits with figures of men in their country's battle
dress, tanks, guns, even our 105s and long Toms. Fighter
planes hung from the rafters: Folkers, Commandos, Spitfires,
Curtis Hawks, Belair Acorbas and many others. As I walked
around these dazzling displays, I came across an exhibit
case with insignias from all the armies and divisions. How
proud I was, for in the top row, third patch in, was our
patch, the T-O. I will bring pictures to the next reunion. If
you are ever in Sinsheim, stop by and visit this museum.

On past trips, I've gone back to where we were stationed
after the war: Maxhutte, West Germany, outside of Regens-
burg and Berglangfeld. I also visited the area where the
90th crossed the Rhine River. It was a pleasant trip for me.
I have pictures from Maxhutte where headquarters of the
344th spent our time of occupation waiting for our orders
to return home.

I also visited the area down the hill by the old steel
plant where service battery had the motor pool. I remember
this hill in particular because I put a jeep halfway down i,
into the trees and got stuck. Good old service battery got
me out of that mess! I was returning late one evening alter
returning some dispatches to Weiden, if my memory serves
me correctly, and it was late. To all of you guys from head-
quarters battery—remember the schoolhouse, which was
home, and the large open field in front of the schoolhouse
on which we had retreat parades every night? Well, now on
the field are built some very nice homes. I remember be-
cause I was bugler at the same time (sorry, guys). I have
pictures of me standing in the same place 45 years apart.
Mel Schmidt, 344th Field Artillery

* k%

A TRIBUTE TO THE 90th DIV, :

“Sometimes | tlgnk you don't know
oW ... ... good you are. Y
the best soldiers in the wg#d.am
It was a great honor to command you."

GEN. PATTO,
Weiden Germa q)'m i)
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Intantry pass through the town of Mayenne, France. They
camped a little north of the town as they expecled an
artillery and air attack. They re-entered the same day as
the Jerries failed to live up to their expectations. Damage
was caused by U.S. airplanes. (6 August 1944)

Bailey Bridge is constructed across River Our |
as engineers of Third Army push roadway along |
abandoned railway to move supplies to front. |
(13 February 1945)

Mortar crew firing high explosive

shells toward German fortified

¥ position near Halstroff. In back-
ground smoke rises from one hit

already placed on the fort.

~ (3 December 1944)

Pfc. Lawrence Hoyle with his Browning automatic rifle and Pvt. Andrew
Fachak, right, take shelter behind a blasted wall and keep a sharp for

Capt. Ferdinand A. Lucontone, near Bruville, France, checks the Identity
enemy snipers, near Maizeres Les Metz, France. (1 November 1944)

papers of a French citizen. (1 November 44)

7




CHAPLAINS

Chaplains have played a big role in America’s history and her participa- i
tion in battle. As early as 1775 chaplains were present at the Battle of Mal
Concord Bridge and Lexington Green. Stay

On July 29, 1775, the Continental Congress gave legislative autho- Can
rization for an organized chaplaincy, and World War I gave birth to the New
United States Army Chaplaincy as an organization. Prior to World War I,
chaplains served without complete denominational endorsement or su- B
pervision and did not have clearly defined military status. ated

In ceremonies at The United States Army Chaplain Center and donin
School, Fort Monmouth, New Jersey, July 29, 1986, the Chaplain Corps tice
officially became part of the U.S. Army Regimental System. E;f’:‘i

St

WORLD WAR I E;;;‘:

ave,

In 1940, at the beginning of World War II, there were 383 chaplains thoug

representing every major religious denomination, ethnic background, gﬁiﬁ

and race. At the war's end in 1945, there were some 10,000 chaplains name

all under the leadership of Chaplain (Major General ) William Arnold. Kilme

Today, some 1,587 plus chaplains are on active duty and approximately m;‘
1,500 in the reserves and national guard.

A well-known event in army chaplain history is, perhaps, the min- Marcl
istry of four chaplains — Alexander D. Goode (Jewish); John P, Washington ?:uezi‘j
(Catholic); Clark V. Poling and George Fox (Protestants) — aboard the we go
troopship SS Dorchester, which was enroute to Greenland from St. John, ship,
Newfoundland. The troopship was torpedoed and sank. The four chap- ;ma;i’
lains were among the 678 of 904 passengers aboard. Surviving witnesses dockw
reported the chaplains gave their life jackets and gloves to enlisted men, Side”=
prayed with others, and spoke words of encouragement finally forcing _E:ﬁ;i
the men into life boats. Oklah

The 90th Infantry Division has a proud history of its chaplaincy. were
Often these men of faith risked their lives in the face of mortar fire, g“c:}f‘
heavy bombings and intolerable weather conditions to help the wound- We
ed and tend the sick. They offered prayers for the dead and dying— both | winter
civilians and enlisted men. They offered themselves, night or day. to give 3:}::3'
the men of the 90th spiritual strength during times of great chaos, l_hadg
stress, and need. and

Today the 90th Infantry Division pays tribute to the chaplains who z”l"‘;‘;
stood with us, who soothed our spirits, who inspired us to continue on ' the ya
in our great fight when our spirits were weak. ' dock a

It's with deep gratitude and a true sense of humility we dedicate ! ﬁ;’l’(g]
this section to you. ~ inmy
-i,l;:myll




BRINGING UP FATHER: DIARY OF A WWII CHAPLAIN

Rev. Donald J. Murphy, 357th Infantry Regiment

Following is a portion of an actual diary kept daily by Rev. Donald J. Murphy from the beach in Normandy to
the end of the war in Czecho-Slovakia. Included here are selected time periods and related events from
March 1944 until Chaplain Murphy's return to the US in December 1945. Side trips and other personal
experiences have been omitted due to space limitations. The three numbers sometimes found preceding
some mass listings refer to the number at mass, confession, and Holy Communion in that order.

Theorder
oftheday
is medi-
cal readi-
nesswith
typhus
shots, se-
curity
lectures,
impreg-
nated clothing, the film, “Aban-
doning Ship,” and then the prac-
tice of going over the side of a
mock-up ship, The Rock and Rye,
by a rope cargo net.

On Sunday we had three mass-
eswith attendance 150, 70, and 80
— alow number since most of the
men are in New York for their last
leave. The chapel is cold, but I
thought it best to talk on the great
Catholic soldier of WWI, Joyce
Kilmer, after whom the camp is
named. A convert to the faith,
Kilmer was a poet of the first order
and the author of the great poem,
Trees.

MARCH 19844

Staging Area:
Camp Kilmer,
New Jersey

March 22, Wednesday — We had
breakfast at 4:00A.M. and got in
trucks to take us to the ferry. When
we got off the Brooklyn pier our
ship, Dominion Monarch, was
waiting. As we walked up the gang-
plank, a couple of bands on the
dock were playing “East Side, West
Side” and then "My Wild Irish Rose.”
But since our 90th Infantry origi-
nally was based in Texas and
Oklahoma, and most of the men
were from the Southwest, they
would have preferred “Deep in the
Heart of Texas.”

We were all loaded down with
winter clothing, overcoats, steel
helmets, and, for most officers, a
valet pack. We were in a single file.
Ihad my mass kit in my right hand
and my bedding in my left as I
approached the narrow gangplank.
As I gingerly picked my way over
the yawning space between the
dock and the ship (there was no
railing), I fell flat. My chin hit the
plank, the mass kit was dangling
in my right hand, my bedding roll
in my left. I could not get up. Final-
ly, an alert soldier from the ship
and another from the dock helped
me to my feet. But I thought to
myself, “Whata helluvabeginning.”
March 23, The Next Morning — 1
found I am the only Catholic chap-
lain on this troop ship. The ship left
New York about 6:30A.M. There
will be two meals, one at 9A.M. and
another at 6:30P.M. The whole
357th Reg. of the 90th Infantry

Division is on board — about 3,000
men, I am told. The sea is very
rough. We find we are in the middle
of a large convoy; a flat-top is di-
rectly ahead of us and about six or
eight transports. Men are sleeping
in hammocks, and we are surely
crowded. Special Service Officer,
Captain McNamara, is my room-
mate; he announced the time of my
masses and religious services over
the PA system. We have three
masses — 7; 10:15; and 11:00.
About 700 men attended. Daily
mass is announced for each day at
8:15A.M. Protestant services are
held on C deck, where one of the
two Protestant chaplains, Groves,
had 713. I had confessions all day
after mass and from 1 to 3P.M. and
after supper from 7:30 to 8:30P.M,
After a steak dinner, I gave out
about a hundred New Testaments
and 500 rosary kits. Watches are
now set ahead one hour.

March
24, Fri-
day —
The third
day out,
wehavea
lecture
by a Brit-
ish offi-
cer; many confessions and arough
sea break the monotony. Tuesday
the sea was so rough, you could
not stand up. The weather is
beastly. More confessions and MAIL
CALL. Another lecture by the Brit-
ish colonel.

March 25, Sunday — The second
Sunday on the water finds us with
three masses and about 700 men
in attendance. They say we will be
in Liverpool on Tuesday. Some
ships from the convoy have left and
have gone to Glasgow. We are in
two files now, evidently passing
through a narrow channel.

April 4, Tuesday — We “cross the
bar® this morning if the fog re-
cedes. Three meals of K-rations are
issued, but we expect to have lunch
onthe ship before we go ashore. We
are glad to get rid of our“wings" (life
preservers). It seems we are tied up
to a floating dock in the Mersey
River. After supper the winches
beginunloadingall the freight from
the hold. One of the two Protestant
chaplains, Chaplain Glen, and I
will leave the ship at 5 o'clock to-
morrow morning, and we will go to
the same area. Chaplain Groves,
will not be located near us. We are
told we will be located near Bir-

EUROPE:

ENGLAND AND
FRANCE

mingham. British General, Sir
Arthur Corey, spoke to all the offic-
ers at 4P.M. He welcomed us say-
ing, “You are not fighting our war,
or winning our war!” We had a talk
on VD by a security officer.

April 5, Wednesday — We were up
at 4:45A.M. and ready to go at
S5A.M. We finally left the ship and
were on the train at 6:15A.M. We
went through beautiful country till
we came fo a small town, Arley, at
11:00. We went to Kinlet Hall in a
jeep. It is on the grounds of a large
ancestral estate where we are to
pitch our tents and live for the time
being. Probably the most out-
standing point about the estate is
the very old chapel. I presume the
chapelwas builtaround 1090, since
the whole property was part of the
gifts William the Conqueror gave
his loyal Normans after they took
Britain in 1054. Ivisited this chapel
this afternoon. The door was un-
locked, and I found that it was
Anglican.

April 6, Thursday -— Since this is
HOLY THURSDAY, I would have
my first mass on British soil. My
mass was in the chapel at 5P.M. It
was a momentous occasion, since
there had been no Catholic mass
theresince the 16th century. There
were only three present: Captain
Boccaccio, the medic; Captain
Houlihan; and my new assistant,
Corporal McKenna. After supper,
we went though the whole of Kinlet
Hall, from cellar to roof. Built in
1729 it was a typical Georgian
home. It is used to house a school
for blind boys during the war emer-
gency.

April 7, GOOD FRIDAY — Reveille
at 6:30A.M. Took a 5-mile hike in
full battle gear in the afternoon. At
7P.M. services in the chapel. Many
officers stayed after the service to
take a look around the chapel,
including our commanding officer,
Colonel Sheehy.

April 9, EASTER SUNDAY -—Itis
misty and rainy, but we had a
good turn-out at the 11th century
chapel on the Childe Estate. (400-
50-5). After mass I took off in the
jeep for Gatacre for mass at
11:00A.M. for the 1st Bn. There
were still about 55 waiting for the
mass. It was raining heavily. There
were no chairs under the tent.
What a contrast to earlier mass at
Kinlet — ancient beauty in archi-
tecture and comfort! We headed
back to Kinlet for another mass at
5P.M. in the chapel. In the evening
1 went to see the vicar at his home

and kept him away from the pub
until 9P.M.

April 10, Monday — This morning
1 wrote seven letters to families of
men who asked me to write to their
relatives. Another regiment, 358th
of the 90th Division, has arrived in
England, It took them twenty days
to cross! The sky is crisscrossed
with gliders and C-47s. It is rain-
ing; small mass. Went to bed early.
Sent in my report for March to the
chaplain’s office.

April 11, Tuesday —Our 90th
Division Hgs. is in Selly Oak, a
suburb of Birmingham.

April 13, Thursday — Another
hike. Went to the hospital, 52nd
Field Hospital, near Kidderminster
with Chaplain Glenn. Visited some
sick Gls.

April 14, Friday — To Gatacre by
way of Kidderminster. Stopped at
Father Morgan's for confession and
the convent to pick up some laun-
dry. Went to the Red Cross. Fourat
mass.

April 15, Saturday — Worked on
history of Kinlet which I will give to
the men. They are all interested in
knowing all about it. Gave a sex
morality talk at 11:00and stressed
Honor, Love, and Duty.

April 17, Monday — To Birming-
ham in a convoy in the evening.
General Collins spoke both in the
afternoon and evening. He felt a
“fighting spirit” as a result of the
“morale.” He said the men should
realize that their officers are expert
in knowledge of their weapons and
that each officer is interested in
each individual soldier!

April21, Friday — No mass today.
Went to Birmingham by convoy at
4:45. General Bradley spoke to all
the troops. He gave us the story of
a Sergeant Mochs who had cap-
tured 7 Germans and marched
themout ofan Italian house. Then,
Mochs went back and arched 3
more out, He was made a 2nd
lieutenant on the spot!

April 24, Monday — Took over the
softball league this morning. Hiked
two hours with Cannon Co. Went
to Birmingham in the afternoon to
Burns and Oates. We now have our
own jeep. Jeep numberis 2D 34 04
18 5.

April 27, Thursday — To the hos-
pital again; saw 35 men. Stopped
again at Kidderminster and saw
Father Morgan and the assistant,
Father McCabe. I was back in time
for mass at 6P.M.

April 28, Friday — In bed with a
temperature,
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May 4, Thursday — Having ahard
time with the stove in my tent. The
wind blew the pipedown. Itis quite
cold, Had mass in the tent and
rosary at Kinlet Chapel with Ser-
geant Hayes and Sergeant Hassett
in attendance. The days are getting
longer.
May 7, Sunday — Masses at 8:15
and 9:15 at the Kinlet Chapel at
Gatacre at 11:00. Stopped at Harv-
ington Hall in jeep after mass. This
is a landmark house owned by the
Diocese of Birmingham. It has many
places where priests were able to
hideduring the penaldays of Queen
Elizabeth and Cromwell.
May 8, Monday — No mass today.
Was called by Colonel Sheehy to
give an escorted tour of the Kinlet
Chapel to top brass: Four Star
General Hodgesl! I had been work-
ing on the history of Kinlet Hall
from material the vicar had given
me. I was giving out these short
synopses to the men; evidently
Colonel Sheehy thought 1 should
give the same thing in personto the
general.
May 9, Tuesday — This morning I
gave 15 pounds, 11 shillings, and 9
pence to the vicar: a gesture of
gratitude for his letting us use the
beautiful chapel. We will be mov-
ing shortly. I asked the Gls to show
their gratitude by contributingtoa
fund for him. I know things are
tough here. The vicar accepted the
money which amounted to about
60 dollars. | was awakened about
10:00P.M. by an officer lurching
into my pup tent. He flashed his
light and discovered he was not in
his own tent, but that he was in my
tent — the chaplain's tent. He had
had a good amount of beer, but
said that the vicar was a “great
guy!” The vicar was at the Eagle
and Serpent, the pub, and had
treated all the men in the joint! “He
surely was generous, paying for all
the drinks himselfl” (Sixty bucks?)
May 11, Thursday — We moved out
on a problem in the Wye Forest
with the battalion.
May 12, Friday — We are prepar-
ing to leave here, and we are mark-
ing and packing everything. Our
stuffwe will not be able to take into
combat is being addressed to the
“Effects Quartermaster.”
May 13, Saturday — Weall hopped
trucks and jeeps and left Kinlet
Hall early. We came through
Worcester with a very fine cathe-
dral, passed the Tintern Abbey ru-
ins. We were about the last in the
convoy and, of course, driving on
the left of the road. Enroute, Cor-
poral McKenna, my jeep driver,
became sleepy, and it was a job
keeping him awake. Arrived at the
race course near Bournemouth at
2P.M. No mass.
May 15, Monday — Chaplains
Glenn and Grove, the two Protes-
tant haplains with the 357th In-
fantry Reg., and I have makeshift
offices in part of race course with
the Red Cross. Mass at 5P.M. (35-
1-8). We had rosrary in an aban-
doned room. Sergeant Hassett
brought a crowd of 11.
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May 17, Wednesday — Went to
Newport for papers for the office.
Mass at 5:30. We have a new colo-
nel. Sheehy is sent to division. I
talked on the subject: “If your
number comes up,” and “T have all
the major voice.”
May 22, Monday — Hiked with the
3rd Bn. McKenna is working on
waterproofing of the jeep. Went to
Sedbury and the Red Cross Donut
Dugout. Mass (25-20-2). Rosary-6.
May 23, Tuesday — Mass (25-2-
12). Everyone gota crown cut hair-
cut — one-eighth of an inch. Went
to Bulwark in the evening for con-
fessions, had tea there and figured
out a way to cover Bulwark.
May 30, Tuesday — Co. Gat mass
for their special blessing (35-18-
16). Rosary at 9P.M. in the straw-
littered store room under the race
course stand 15. We were given our
impregnated shoes tonight. Went
into Cos. M and L for calisthenics.
May 31, Wednesday — Co. G re-
ceived Holy Communion in a body
today. I took a picture of them.
Broughtmore of my surplus clothes
to Father Ryan.

June 1, Thursday — Massat6A.M.
(80-0-35). Sedbury at 8 where 1
baptized Charles Bruce and Ed
Kranicki. Father Ryan gave me
some baptismal water.

June 4, Sunday — Up at 3:30A.M.
Packed in darkness. Left the only
towell had. Went by train to Cardiff
and to the ship, Explorer, around
9A.M. Pack is very heavy. Mass on
deck at 3P.M. Terrific wind caused
a lot of trouble (250-1-185). Rosary
at 9:30. This is the anniversary of
my ordination— 7th.

June 6, Monday — Still on board
the Explorer. We still have two
meals; 7:45 and 4:45. Mass atnoon
in enlisted men’s mess hall (60-1-
12). Rosary on boatdeck increased
to 20. We are parked in the channel
of Bristol Harbor, I guess, near
Swampsea. By radio we hear the
Allies have taken Rome without a
battle. We are all taking seasick
pills.

June 6, Tuesday, der TAG — At
breakfast the radio said our troops
are landing along the channel in
French ports; they did not say
which. We are sitting tight, waiting
for our turn. The day drags by. We
have mass at 3P.M. We announced
it on the ship’s PA system; had a
good crowd (230-35-20). We are
anchored all day.

June 7, Wednesday — Still in the
channel. The radio at breakfast
gave us news that no one knew
whether we were heading for Le-
Havre or Cherbourg. Mass in the
mess hall at 3:30 (230-100-50).
Rosary on deck at 8:30P.M. Every-
one was in bed by 9P.M. No one
undressed. We are alerted twice
during the night but nothing came
of it. We are moving in total dark-
ness.

June 8, Thursday — Alter moving
all night, we have now reached the
shores of Normandy at 6A.M. Bar-
rage balloons all over the skies; no
enemy airplanes around; we sit

like sitting ducks waiting for our

turn to go over the net. Finally

about 3:30P.M. we go over the net,

hit the water, and wade through it

about up to our waists. As we hit

the beach, we left our life belts

there and moved rapidly toward a

road that said, “Ste. Mere Eglise.”

‘We headed for the interior, walking

about six miles. Ourspecified place

for rendezvous was “out” because

the ship carrying the 1st Bn. of
359, that was supposed to have

taken it, had hit a mine and sunk.

Chaplains Grove and Glenn were

on the beach, but also moved away

fromthatareaas fastas they could.

About midnight we hiked through

the small village of Ste. Mere Eg-

lise. There was no life visible. Doors

of houses hung open; we passed

the church; church clock struck

the hour of midnight. So we kept

moving until we found our place in

a field next to our field artillery:

their shells were going out regular-

ly. (I thought they were coming inl)

June 9, Friday — These ficlds

amounted to a marshalling area
for our regiment. Normandy is a
French farming country. It actual-

ly smells of milk. We seelittle French
boys of nine and 10 smoking. My
jeep and driver arrive in the morn-
ing. They had some trouble leaving
their boat. They were told to move
fast into the water with their vehi-
cles, and to make sure they had
their proper trailer. When I asked
Corporal McKenna how he made
out, he replied the trailer he had
brought had no trouble coming on
the shore. However, someone else
got my trailer, hit a depression in
the sand, and the trailer filled with
water. Everything of value was in
that trailer and had to be discard-
ed. The only thing not covered with
salt water was the picture of Our
Lady of Perpetual Help! My brevia-
ries, however, had to be buried
right there in the field, and what
little was able to be dried out, we
saved. About midnight we started
out for our first meeting with the
enemy. Outside Ste. Mere Eglise
we headed for Amfreville, walking.
The enemy was already shelling a
small bridge over a river. We had to
run to get over it without getting
hit. This was our “baptism of fire.”
Anold farmhouse, whosewalls had
been hit by small arms fire, was
made into our aid station. Men
from the 82nd Airborne were all
over. We arerelieving them. Bodies
of German soldiers and dead live-
stock are all around. Of course, we
greet the dawn with hope.

June 10, Saturday — We are
fighting to get Amfreville. Later, we
moved to a hospital in Amfreville,
near the Mairie City Hall. As we
moved along single file on the side
of the road, German snipers in
trees were taking shots at us. It
seemed to me incomprehensible
we did not stop and get them out of
the trees, but no, we plodded on
expecting they would die a natural
death — because they would be
our prisoners, if we kept pushing
on. The terrainwas something new.

On each side of the road we found
high embankments, actually
earthen fences made up not only of
dirt, but brambles, shrubs, and
trees that made a complete screen
— something the enemy could use
for cover. We were walking targets.
Many of the fields were marked
“minen” (mines), signs probably put
there by the Germans to scare us.
At any rate, we finally divided into
two groups and went into fields on
each side of the road. General
McKelvie stood by the road as we
went forward. The fields were not
more than 100 yards square, but
the sad part of it was that each was
bordered on four sides by these
high fences of dirt and shrubs. In
French we found the word for
them— Bocage.

One of the primary rules of the
infantry is never to bunch up: but,
we not only bunched up on each
side of the road, but seemed to
forget allour training. That was the
signal, it seemed, for the German
88s to open up on us. Evidently,
some of the snipers in the trees
could signal the artillery just where
to drop their shells, and we were
subjected to a barrage. They had
machine guns and mortars as well.
All hell broke loose. Since we were
pinned down, the first thought of
the men was to get out of that field
and get to a better place. So, they
began to go over the nearestditches
to the rear. In this hectic situation,
and in complete darkness, no offi-
cer called out for the men to stand.
All were bunching up and going
through an opening in the rear of
the earthen fence.

It seemed to me that if we ran
back all the way to the beach, there
would be no farther place to go, so
it would be best to make a stand
right here. Somebody had to do
something. So I crossed over the
hole in the fence (Bocage), and, as
the men clambered through the
hole for safety, I shouted, “Here is
where we stand.” The men recog-
nized any order. It was pitch dark-
ness, and any officer could have
given such an order. The men
obeyed at once. “We are standing
here — at this spot!”

Theretreat halted, and we stood
there during the rest of the night.
Atdawn, word came we would push
forward across more ficlds and meet
the enemy. We had many casual-
ties.

June 11, Sunday — As we moved
forward, 1 stayed with the troops,
but finally went back to the aid
station where two medical officers
were helping bind up the wounded.
The floor of the farmhouse was
flowing with blood. Many French
farmers had taken refuge in the
house, too. One brave woman was
making butter by shaking a pitch-
er filled with cream. She stood there
placidly, shaking it with a cloth
stufled on the top. They said the
Germans had taken all their flour.
For the first time since we landed,
| slept on the ground outside the
farmhouse.

June 14, Wednesday — Amfreville




is taken, so the aid station moves
into a building with a large red
cross on the roof. It had been used
as a hospital by the Germans.
June 186, Friday -— We are moving
from Amfireville to Gourbesville
which has just been taken. We are
trying to break out of the Cotentin
Peninsula, where the Germans are
trying to bottle us up. Arest day is
called at noon. Since it is also my
birthday, I searched for a place to
celebrate mass. The only place was
a stable, We now have a new colo-
nel, Colonel Barth, who told us he
hoped we would soon take Cher-
bourg and that would simplify our
supply lines.

June 17, Saturday — Rest day, so
we have massagainin the stableat
10A.M. Some of the men sleep in
the village houses. Last night we
were dismayed to hear the houses
were being looted by our men to the
tune of all the silver spoons, a
camera, and bicyclesl I was the
last one to catch up with our col-
umn as it moved out of town. [ tried
to help the villagers. Slept in the
field.

June 18, Sunday — We are mov-
ing forward. We moved to Gourbev-
ille and Orglandes. The churches
were very familiar— a Norman type
of architecture. We all got into our
vehicles and rode in the darkening
evening through St. Saveur le Vi-
comte a road junction near Neu-
ville de Beaumont. We dug in and
stayed in a trench all night. Lieu-
tenant Sheeran took 66 prisoners
in the town. First, five came out of
the house, and then, when he called
to the others to surrender, they
came out “like nickles from a slot
machine.”

June 19, Monday — The aid sta-
tion is now located on the road in
the large farmhouse of M. Veuve
Flambard, La Land de Haut, St.
Saveur de Pierrepont, Manche. A
load of refugees was in the house,
so the stable became our aid sta-
tion. We are having quite a good
many casualties.

June 20, Tuesday — Captain
McConahy is transferred from the
aid station, and Captain Boccaccio
has come to take his place. The
enemy is using a lot of tanks here;
we are pinned down.

June 25, Sunday — Mass in the
church at 10 o'clock. I was re-
turned a letter I had mailed while
in England. In itI had told a chap-
lain friend I was in an area with lots
of cows and horses. The letter had
been opened and read. [ was told I
was giving away military secretsli!
June 26, Monday — Rained all day,
seems quiet. We had a duck dinner
in the evening — a gift of the house
— Dominski, Boccaccio, Paul
Renault, the cook, Phil Pfaff, Leo
Brobst, Tony, and I. Word is that
Cherbourg has been taken by our
troops. It is D-Plus-20.

June 27, Tuesday — Went back to
Ste. Mere Eglise with Tony Ferraro,
the driver to see personnel. We met
some of the 101st AB there. VIII
Corps includes 82nd, 101st, and
90th.

June 28-30, Thursday-Friday —
Went to regiment for mail, and we
all left Madame Beuve's house.
Arrived at rest area about 3:30P. M.
Again had to dig slit trenches. It
was raining all day. All the regi-
mentbattalions are here. Had mass
at 5P.M. (75-0-0). Rosary in K Co.
(63) under a tree.

July 1, Saturday — Breakfastwith
Colonel Kildea, our battalion com-
mander, a Catholic from Texas.
Took my first bath out of a helmet.
We are ordered to move out at
5P.M., so had mass for 2nd Bn., at
3P.M. 1st. Bn. has mass at 4.
Chaplain Grove came by and said
he expects to be the div. chaplain
since Captain Higgenbothan got
cold feet when we were taking off
from Cardiff. We moved to relieve
358th Reg. Dugin. Rained all night.
July 3, Monday — It is rumored
the 101st has returned to England.
We had a second D-Day; a great
barrage of shelling. We pulled out
of the field near Appeville. It rained
all night; my foxhole is full of water.
Tony F. handed me a ration for
breakfast, One of our recon men
shot his best friend accidentally
and killed him.

July 4, Tuesday — Near Pretot.
Patton is supposed to arrive at
Cherbourg today.

July 5, Wednesday —Our men are
moving forward. We have taken St.
Jores and moved in about 6:00.
Got May and June reports out.
July 6, Thursday — Many casu-
alties today in St. Jores. It seems
the Germans are making a stand
against us so we will be bottled up
in this peninsula. The town here is
completely demolished.

July 7, Friday — Wrote some let-
ters. A shell fell in the road about
7P.M. Shrapnel came and made a
dent on Dominski's jeep. The same
shell cut my jeep into ribbons. Cos.
I and L are reported to be cut off by
the enemy.

July 8, Saturday — Co. I surren-
dered last night. Co. L is still cut
off. K1s fighting with E Co. Colonel
Kildea is being relieved. There are
concrete pillboxes on high ground
that are taking a terrific toll on our
men. Captain Grall heard Lieu-
tenant Martin with I Co. cry over
theradio makinga plea for bazooka
shells. They have no ammunition!
When theammo was being brought
to him, the men were sprayed with
machine gun fire and had to give
up. Germans are counter-attack-
ing through the gap between L and
G Cos.

July 9, Sunday, St. Jores —Co. L
is now gone tool What is left of our
3rd Bn. is now joined to the 1st Bn.
Lieutenant DeRoun, a Cajun, was
still holding out. Had mass in a
stable next to the house at 9:30.
July 10, Monday — Co. K still
holding. Captain Allen given a
majority by VOCO.

July 11, Tuesday — Captain Allen
is killed by a shell as he was stand-
ing in an observer post with Lieu-
tenant Lowe.

July 12, Wednesday — Moved to

Beau Coudray, the place we are
fighting for. We set up temporarily
in home of a Captain Simon. The
whole town is shot. Many of the
enemy dead are along the way.
July 13, Thursday — Buried a
Frenchman in the cemetery today.
He had been dead a couple of days.
July 14, Friday - Late in the af-
ternoon we moved up a dirt road
near Gorges. Setup inabig, double
house the Germans had recently
left in a dirty condition.

July 18, Sunday — Mass in or-
chard at 10A.M, (257-15-18). had
to mention something about the
“liberating” of stuff from people's
homes, as well as from dead bod-
ies. One Gl had wrist watches from
his wrist to his elbow. Mass at
Grove's, 1st Bn. at 3P.M. Small
group at 2nd Bn. and Hgs. at 5P.M.
Santenay.

July 17, Monday —We moved toa
place near an island we have to
take. We have relieved the 2nd Bn.
near Nay.

July 18, Tuesday — The 2nd Bn.
is in a rest period. Hassett was
wounded. Felicetti was killed. Hayes
is now lst Sergeant of Co. G. (107-
18-5).

July 19, Wednesday — Mass early
in the morning at 2nd Bn. Went to
Bricquebec after telling Major
Domreys about Lieutenant
Shaughnessy who is getting over a
case of nerves. [ decided to go back
to the Trappist Monastery (Notre
Dame de Grace) near Cherbourg at
Bricquebec. There are a lot of ref-
uges here, mostly older people with
some religious.

July 22, Saturday — We are still
near Nay outside Periers.

July 23, Sunday — Mass at 2nd
Bn., still in a rest period, at 3P.M.
Went to 1st Bn. for mass at 5P.M.
(76-8-5). Grove came back with
me. He said Chaplains Esser and
Stoller had evacuated 16 wounded
from the island by using a Red
Cross flag. German officers told
them that the German medics car-
ry guns to protect the wounded.
The Russians, they say, kill the
wounded. Eighteen Germans had
carried litters for them. Our planes
strafed them, and they jumped into
holes. We had a big stew a la
Dominski for supper.

July 24, Monday — Morning mass
in the schoolhouse opposite at 8:30.
Many dive bombers are hitting the
island. At 9:15 a German shell hit
the roof of the house where CP is.
Major Oliver, who had just arrived
as a replacement, and with whom
I was talking in the house before
the fireplace not ten minutes be-
fore, was killed. Waldo, Beard, and
four others were wounded and
evacuated. Colonel Mason and
Watson in the same room, escaped
unhurt. There was a great concus-
sion — I could feel it when [ was
across the street in the school-
house. Most of the artillery shells
that are coming in are large —
105s. One hit in the fleld near the
house. Everyone is jittery.

July 25, Tuesday — Still here
trying to keep the island. Mass at

noon. Men from Lieutenant Gei-
gle's outfit came to mass. Weare in
the midst of a great drive — about
3.000 of our planes are overhead.
July 27, Thursday — Am writing
letters to relatives of boys who have
paid the price. Co. K and | are
now surrounded by Germans. |
went with some litter bearers to K
Co. Their plight was something.
They had no ammo, no communi-
cations, no artillery observer, The
whole Co. K with Captain Henry
in charge are about wild. This is
at La Fossarie.

July 28, Friday — We walked all
day on and off. Germans in full
retreat by car. Some mines in the
road blew up two vehicles. We fi-
nally stopped at a little village near
La Suaverie.

July 31, Monday — Taking care of
special troops. Mass at 7P.M. Peo-
ple returning to their homes now.
Some are carrying their clothes
and bedding in wheelbarrows.
Some areonbicycles, and someare
driving cows before them, or lead-
ing a horse or a donkey. There is
fresh meat in many of the compa-
nies. “The cows did not know the
password"

August 1, Tuesday — Stillatarest
period. Acquired a green parachute,
American, today. I first had to wash
out all the blood from it because it
was used by our men to bind the
wounds of a German motorcyclist
wholost his way, entered our camp,
and was wounded. I can use this
nylon parachute for a set of vest-
ments — which will be a good cam-
ouflage. USO show tonight. We
must leave this area tonight.
August 2, Wednesday — Moving
since 3:30A.M. in a long convoy at
top speed through dark roads, and
no lights. We are moving out of the
Cotentin Peninsula. Arrived neara
place not far from Martigny about
3P.M. Found a small house for the
aid station. Convoys moving all
day long. We saw Patton at one
point standing on a jeep urging the
troops to keep moving. We were
almost bumper to bumper heading
straight for Paris — then the Ger-
man border. The Germans are flee-
ing before us. The people are over-
joyed. The Germans did not leave
until Monday night, and we are
here Wednesday. One German offi-
cer, almost dead, was treated in
the aid station. Had mass under
the trees.

August 5, Saturday — Up at 5A.M.
and off on foot in a column toward
town of Mayenne. We seem to be
using a shuttle system, one battal-
ion or regiment leap frogs another.
The country is beautiful; the peo-
ple are still overjoyed and line the
road with flowers. Even though we
are no longer in Normandy, many
houses have shrines of the BVM on
the outside of the house, or over
the main door. Houses are old and
are made of stone. Our patrols in
the next town have told us they
have 3,000 enemy there, and mines
are all over the roads. The Ger-
mans had an observation tower in
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the church and were using two
other towers so they could control
the whole countryside. When we
got in, the enemy had cleared out
just two hours before! The people
were delirious with joy. Flags of all
kinds are hangingout thewindows;
some even had American flags.
August 6, Sunday — We are in
Garron. Had mass at 8 in St. Mar-
tin's Church here. Great crowds
are going to mass. Left at 11 for
Mayenne and St. Suzanne. I Co.
took little town of Chevers. K Co.
patrol went farther ahead, got
caught. Lieutenant Geigle was
killed.

August 7, Monday — We pulled
out in the morning and headed for
LeMans. Trucks and more trucks
are crowding the roads. Even
though it was raining, people still
line the roads.

August 8, Tuesday — Moving for-
ward constantly in convoy. It was
pitch black. The 50th is in LeMans.
August 9, Wednesday -On theroad
toLeMans. Along the road are pieces
of German tanks and equipment
knocked out by our artillery. We
entered LeMans.

August 20, Sunday — Up at 6,
moved toward Argentan. Germans
still in the town. Our troops are
evidently closing a trap in which
the Germans are caught. Three of
their generals have surrendered. |
typed Dominski's report of “Task
Force Weaver,” written up to apply
for a presidential citation. Mass at
5P.M. This place is called “Carnage
Valley.” Six thousand Germans
surrendered. The German convoy,
stretched out for three miles trying
to escape, was caught by our planes
and are decimated; the dead are
piled high.

August 21, Monday — [ was really
wet this morning. It rained during
the night. It was a cold, cold bath
tub. The 358th was moving out
when we came in. They had 100
wounded German prisoners in the
aid station yesterday. The Catholic
refugees here seem to be very good.
August 23, Wednesday — Grove
called. Massat9 (287-45-20). There
are piles of German tanks and ar-
tillery knocked out here. Started
out for Alecon again; met Dossognes
and Kerns at Wilson's. Chaplain
Esser had his finger damaged try-
ing to defuse a shell and has been
hospitalized. He now wants to re-
turn o his regiment. Raining.
August 24, Thursday — Though I
planned to go to 358 and have
mass, it was changed in favor of a
formation and decorations were
givenn oul by the general. When 1
stood before him, he pinned the
Bronze Star on my shirt and said,
“This is what makes religion pay
over here!” Colonel Mason and a
private received the Silver Star.
About 45 received the Bronze Star.
Later, I headed for Le Mans. Sister
Edith at the Little Sisters of the
Poorwill try to make a decent set of
vestments out of the remaining
pieces of the parachute.

August 25, Friday — Mass at 2nd
Bn. on the 2nd floor of the city hall,

LeMeillieur. Nine trucks brought
men (102-21-8). Mass at 11 for 3rd
Bn. Wrote condolence letters. Have
about 40 or 50 to write. Grove
stopped in to show his new major
leaves. Glenn is going to get the
Bronze Star.

August 26, Saturday — We are
getting ready to move out toward
Fontainebleu and are getting new
clothes. We covered about 165 miles
today. C-47s are in the sky all day.
Arrived in the woods outside Fon-
tainebleu about 10P.M.

August 27, Sunday — Mass in
woods (202-25-21). After break-
fast, we rode all day, crossing the
Seine on a pontoon bridge outside
Fontainebleu.

August 31, Thursday — Mass
announced for 10A.M. (127-15-5).
Men responded to the prayers led
by McKenna in English. Moved on
to Carmicy for mass at night for
regiment headquartersand 1stBn.
This is a grand old church. The
sanctuary goes back to the 11th
century and the nave to the 10th.

September 1, Friday — Mass at
Pontavert. Breakfast at Father
Lefevre's for McKenna and me. [ got
caught on the end of the convoy.
We marched all day overa fine road
near Rheims. We passed several
American cemeteries from WWL
The Germans had moved out
Wednesday. Fields near Rheims
were pockmarked from shell holes
from WWI.

September 2, Saturday — Rain-
ing and getting colder. Mass in an
old French fort underground (103-
8-10) for 1st Bn. at 9A.M. Went to
358th through the rain. Imoved on
to next town — Warmeriville. It was
a new church. A band was playing
outside, and a big crowd inside. A
lot of 358 men were the, 2nd Bn.,
so [ announced I would hear con-
fessions. The mass was impres-
sive. The people kept crying, “Nous
sommes libere” — “We are set free.”
They said there were at least
500,000 civil prisoners in Germa-
ny and 1,600,000 military prison-
ers as well. There was a parade
after mass. The flags led the parade,
the American flag on the right, with
the French. We then all marched to
a WWI memorial. About 12 or 15
children put flowers on the monu-
ment. A man spoke; then a girl of
12 and a boy of 10 read the names
of the WWI war dead. After each
name, the boy said, “Brave and
noble soldier.” At the conclusion,
they all sang the Marseillaise. We
left about 4P.M., headed for Rhe-
ims. We visited the National ca-
thedral of France and loved it.
September 3, Sunday — Thought
we might have a convoy to Rheims
and mass in the cathedral, but
were turned down by the regiment;
no gas. Had mass in Berru for the
three battalions in town. The
church is very old — 11th century,
but in good condition. It seems the
whole town has been rebuilt since
WWI. Had K-rations in [ront of the
church after mass. Moved over to
358 for mass in the evening, Chap-

lain Stoller gave us our supper.
Chaplain Hamilton said he had
used Catholic churches for Protes-
tant services! This is forbidden. He
said the pastor of the church stood
by his side and hummed the tunes
of his hymns. Hamilton did not
enter the sanctuary, he said. We
got a little gas from him and am-
bled into Rheims. Met Lieutenant
Dyer entering the city too. He sug-
gested we stay at the “Lion d'Or.” I
got a private room and slept be-
tween clean sheets! There is alotof
rank around — especially the 90th
Div. Corps — yet the whole place is
“off limits.”

September 4, Monday — Mass in
the Cathedral of Rheims at the
side alter of the Rieta. Took the
tour of the cathedral at 2P.M. al-
ter cating with Gordon, McKenna,
and Nowack. Most of the recon-
struction work was paid for by
John D. Rockefeller, a plaque af-
ter WWI stated. Saw General De-
vine and Chaplain Dossogne tak-
ing the same tour. I bought a lot
of things for the guys who were
not allowed to come to town —
mostly postcards, about 200.
September 5, Tuesday — Set out
for Berra in a driving rain toward
Verdun. Went though Argonne
Forest which still showed signs of
the bombing of WWI, Trenches are
still visible.

September 6, Wednesday —
Raining, We had mass in thechurch
there. Around the church on the
inside the people had made a silver
chain of the silver strips of paper
our planes drop to confuse radar
signals.

September 7, Thursday — Leave
Muiville and walk all day over rough
terrain. Came to Neuchef, the first
village with German street names
and signs on the stores. Went on
through it to Mance, At LaVenture
one of our medics was killed on a
recon jeep. We pulled out at night
and entered Avril by aback road, a
town the Germans had just left. We
are in a school for boys. Our 1st
Bn. zeroed inon the church steeple
and made it topple!

September 8, Friday — Lieuten-
ant Sheeran has my trailer attached
to his jeep since McKenna is still
away. I could not celebrate mass —
my mass kit is in my trailer, and I
could not locate Sheeran. Rained
all day.

September9, Saturday — Mass in
church. Good crowd (210-250-30).
Lunch with M. L'Abbe. It was a real
repast. Had general services at
4P.M. in the first floor of the CP.
Another haircut by Boccaccio.
September 10, Sunday — Mass in
churchat9 (180-11-20). [ suggest-
ed a collection for the church badly
damaged by the tank destroyers.
The men were very generous. Our
unit walked out at 6P.M. through
Neufchefand across fields into Hy-
ingen. Again, we came in by a sur-
prise route. We are in the part of
Lorraine that was German before
WWI. There are 21 cases of dyna-
mite outside. The souvenir hunt-
ers had a field day.

September 11, Monday — An
upstairs room had some clothes of
the Hitler Youth. The men confis-
cated them. Lieutenant Gallo got a
swastika. Mass at noon. A young
priest is cure here. All the people
are bilingual. One Indian Gl shot 3
Jerries at the hip, but was shot
himselfwhen he raised his M-I. We
moved out about 6P.M. I am riding
in the ambulance lying down since
I have no jeep and the trailer is
being pulled by an officer.
September 12, Tuesday — It was
an intense darkness last night as
we moved out. In the early morning
we moved into the town of Uck-
ange. We set up in a German post
office near the railroad bridge over
the Moselle. The Germans were
just driven out of here by K Co.
McKenna returned in the evening
with the vestments and the alb. |
was sure he was captured since he
setoutwithouta map, gas, rations,
or permission] We went through
Paris and Carentan, all the way
back to Normandy. The railroad
bridge was blown up by the Ger-
mans as they retreated.
September 14, Thursday — At
1:30A.M. everyone got up to move.
It was raining, but we set out any-
way in convoy about 4A.M. It was
still dark, and, since our driver
could not see in the darkness, the
jeepraninto an anti-tank gun twice,
At daylight we left the assembly
area and rode through many min-
ing towns along the Moselle, all
with German names. The people
were happy to see us. We went past
Domrach toward Metz. At night we
relieved the 7th Armored in an
attack on a German fort in very
rough country. 1st Bn. is there. We
sleptin two tents outside in a quarry
— McKenna and Robertson; Boc-
caccio and Iwere bunk mates, News
is that 12th Corps is in Germany at
Trier already. There are a great
many Italian workmen here.
September 15, Friday — A 105
artillery shell came in the quarry
during the night where we were
sleeping in dog tents. It hit the
opposite stone wall of the quarry
which blunted its nose, so itdid not
go off — otherwise we all would
have been hit! It landed very plac-
idly in front of my jeep.
September 17, Sunday — Massin
the nearby village of Malincourt at
9. The church is very clean (tres
propre). My muddy shoes did not
help much. The pastor's shoes are
shining. There is no organ, but the
choirsanga fine Gregorian Mass. A
crypt under the church dates back
to the 11th Century. Still raining,
We moved out of the quarry up toa
warehousewhere 1st Bn. had been.
Everything is mud, mud, and more
mud! We are held down here trying
to take Mizeres les Metz specifically.
September 21, Thursday — Mass
at Co. Aat 10A.M. outside, no rain,
Met a couple of tank men, saw the
inside and took a couple of snaps.
Chaplain Grove came in and said,
“No more condolence letters!” Send
them through channels with a note
of what you know about the evenl
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September 25, Monday — Rain-
ing and muddy. Went to 2nd Bn.;
Glenn's at Rombach. Mass at 5P.M.
This is a large town. The church is
a little modernistic. Shells on Sat-
urday broke some of the windows.
On my way back I stopped at 282
Field Artillery for supper. They have
no chaplain, so [ will help them
out. Got some mail. Maloney got a
broken ankle. Lieutenant Durbin
is wounded here. He is a good
officer; he preferred to be wounded
rather than one of his men. His
knee will probably be stiff.
September 28, Thursday — Little
sick to my stomach. No mass. Went
to Malincourt later, Margureta, his
cook, did a good job fixing my cha-
suble. Also stopped at Piervillers.
Chaplain Lewis is still in Paris!

October 4, Wednesday — Took 10
Jewish boys to Doncourt in two
jeeps for religious services. Talked
with Grove and Wilson about let-
ters.

October 5, Thursday — Solemn
mass at 10A.M. at Piervillers, the
closing day of the Forty Hours.
October 6, Friday — Sending
negatives in to be printed. Mass in
I Co. at 4 in the CP (130-5-6).
Stayed for supper. Kimball is in
charge. Captain Dominski got the
Silver Star. He is proud of it. Refu-
gees are living on upper floors of
warehouse where we live. One GI
was cleaning his rifle, and it went
off. The bullet went through the
ceiling and grazed the head of a
small infant who was being bathed
by his mother in the room above.
“All hell broke loose."

October 8, Sunday — Mass at
Malincourt at 9 (82-10-10). Went
to Piervillers at 11:15. This is the
first time the men saw my vest-
ments made form the green para-
chute.

October 13, Friday — Mass in a
new schoolin Rombas at 4P.M. The
attic is the only place available,
Had supper with Glenn, Major
Warden and Kocour. Glenn says
Lewis is on the pan for staying so
long in Paris| Kocour took me over
to another town forablanketjacket.
October 16, Monday — Mass again
in the Rombas attic for 1st Bn. The
story is Chaplain Lewis is gonelll

“He met a girl friend in Paris” (not
sick — just sick of the army). Chap-
lain Spraggins is in his placell Met
Chaplain Sedoti. Chaplain Dos-
sognes had some fine rosaries that
he buys. He is going on retreat! He
has all conveniencesl!

October 21, Saturday — No mass.
Traveled around getting wet. Peo-
ple are being evacuated from the
nearby town of Marange. You feel
sorry for them. Some are returning
to their homes. There are a lot of
displaced persons around.
October 29, Sunday — Attack at
long last on Maizeres by 1st and
3rd Bns. We flnally took it! Colonel
Barth and Major Henry were
wounded. Hanks, litter-bearer, was
killed. Mass at Piervillers at 11:15
(32-10-15). Dinner with Father
Conrad and a religious of the Cam-
illus Order. Mass at the Usine at
4P.M. (60-10-10). Goron took pic-
tures of the mass.

October 31, Monday — No mass.
Left the Usine at 10 o'clock. Set up
in Amniville in an old school.
McKenna and I set out for clearing
station. Finally located Dossogne,
Sedoti, and Kerns in the cure’s
office. Planned trip to Rheims with
them. When we got back to the
jeep, we found kids had stolen cof-
fee, ete., from the jeep.

November 1, Wednesday —
Grande Masse Amniville at 10:15,
When I returned, I found our con-
voy had left, so [ had to travel with
the regiment. Went through Rosa-
lange, Mayeux, Avril, Briey-Baza-
illes. The last town we were in was
deserted. All Soul's Day. Everyone
was in church for vespers. They
came out and filed to the cemetery,
It was sad. The people stood by
their family graves for the family
prayers before leaving. The church
bell was tolling all the time.

November 2, Thursday — Yes-
terday afternoon I took some Jew-
ish boys over to a service we ar-
ranged for them. There was no
Jewish chaplain, so one of the boys
conducted it himsell. When we were
getting assembled, the men were
standing around with their hel-
mets and coats on. I said, “Well,
let's get our helmets off and get
set.” Some of them looked at me
surprised and one said, “Didn't
you know we wear our helmets at
our services?" Mass at Bazailles at
11(126-25-20). After dinner, mass
for 2nd Bn. in Boismont in a dark
church. Iannounced the mass per-
sonally in the place where the troops
were. It was a Russian worker's
prison came. Went on to Mersy le
Bas where regiment is. Went to see
Captain Kimball of  Co. One GI got
in my trailer and drank a bottle of
inkl He says he thought it was winell
November 6, Monday — To
clearing station. Paid Dossagnes
for rosaries. Sedoti is there. We
went to Piervillers through a short
route by Hagondange, but an area
still under observation by the ene-
my. The Bishop of Metz was there
Sunday for the Patronal Feast. Went
on to Malincourt. Rosary in church.

Show at night, crowded. Stood on
tiptoe. *"Mission in Britany.” Good.
November 7, Tuesday — Moving.
Could not go to Trier for chaplains’
meeting. Everyone was up for
morning hike at 4A.M. (Bazaille), a
punishment hike, since some had
talked on the hike yesterday. Met
Lieutenant Beard, just back from
the hospital. He is not in charge of
Hgq. Co.

November 8, Wednesday —Stayed
in town rest of the day getting
ready to cross the Moselle River.
November 9, Thursday — At
3:30A.M. 358 and 359 crossed
Moselle by boats, met little opposi-
tion, and moved inland. The Ger-
mans did not expect a crossing by
our troops at this point. It is rain-
ing, and the river is rising. The
pontoon bridge was found to be
impossible. Shellingwas too heavy.
The river is rising all the time and
flowing over its banks; 357 had to
go to the place where 359 crossed.
Smoke screens did little good; the
wind blew smoke in every direc-
tion. Dominski and | wanted to go
over at Malling with 359, but our
CP said, "NO!" They felt the other
side was too crowded there. Cap-
tain Bray, S-2, after giving an ori-
entation talk at Baz. on how to
cross rivers, got shot himself
through the hand; had to be evac-
uated.

November 10, Friday — At
2:30P.M. Dominski and I, Ser-
geant Brobst, and a couple of
others were driven up to 359's
crossing. We then got into a motor
boat and in no time were on the
other side. We got a little wet
wading to the boat for the river is
still rising. We walked lo a ce-
ment factory along some railroad
tracks, going through the town of
Koenigsmacher for the first time.
The cement factory basement is
were the wounded are, Only a few
wounded have been evacuated.
Dominski went to the CP where
he was decorated with the Com-
bat Infantryman’s Badgel | stayed
all night. There were no blankets,
little water, little rations. The men
are hungry. Some wounded Ger-
man prisoners were there as well.
November 11, Saturday — In the
early morning some boals tried to
evacuate the wounded, so we got
litter bearers busy. It was foggy,
but no shells, thank God. Engi-
neers brought the boats in pretty
close to shore. The aid station is
established in town, the other side
of a central statue. We are in the
midst of pillboxes, and ourmen are
all held down by firing from a fort.
K Co. lost men in a creek —
drowned. Parts of M Co. are still
pinned down.

November 12, Sunday — No mass.
Helped evacuate wounded. Mud is
very deep with all the rain. The
carrying party is worn out. Few
rations are getting over, Jeeps are
gelting stuck in the mud. It is still
raining. A part of the fort has been
opened near at hand for an aid
station, so I slept there with Vos-
burg and Bernay. One jeep turned

over trying to get out of the mud.
One man was wounded by a shot of
shrapnel in this stomach area. His
intestines began coming out
through the slit in his stomach. He
was sitting on the floor against the
wall, and looking down, seeing his
intestines there in his lap, he said,
“Boy, I never knew [ had so much
guts!”

November 13, Monday — Another
fort taken by ‘our men. Took Colo-
nel Ward back to Loenigsmacher
asacasualty, AGerman lieutenant
and 12 soldiers surrendered to one
of our sergeants who had given
himself some misplaced lieuten-
ant’s barsl

November 14, Tuesday — McK-
enna arrived across the bridge at
Cattenon. We moved back to Fort
#2. Set up aid station in what was
the original French aid station. It
surely looks well-built and expen-
sive, There are no lights, and we
are underground. The three battal-
ions have their CPs in the fort —
the Maginot linel

November 15, Wednesday — First
and 2nd Bns. moved their aid sta-
tions into the fort. We still have a
lot of casualties, but they are being
evacuated more readily. Our troops
are also moving forward.
November 17, Friday — Moved out
of fort to a German garrison spot
outside Vickering. McKenna got a
piece of a shell in his buttocks and
is awarded the Purple Heart!
November 18, Saturday — Leav-
ing Vickering. Started out in a big
motor convoy. Saw Scanlon, 551 C
Battery, riding on a truck as we
were pulling out, We are evidently
going to push on as fast as we can
to get to the other side of Metz. Metz
has never been taken by an attack
directly. The only way to get it is to
use the pincer movement which we
are doing — cutting it ofl. We are
not pushing south and east, in a
rather slow ride. We were 12 hours
enroute. Tanks had a hard time
because of the obstructions. Ma-
son is on the forward group. Tony
Ferraro's jeep and trailer turned
completely over; ours went into a
ditch. Finally reached Pitlange af-
ter midnight.

November 21, Tuesday — Mass
at 11:00 in a concentration camp.
Saw Lieutenant Schoch in the af-
ternoon. He says letters of condo-
lence will be written and sent out
in all cases! Grove pays us a visit.
November22, Wednesday — Went
to see Glenn with Spraggins. Glenn
thinks we need an order to write
condolence letters. Wrote up story
of Sergeant Mudd for “Stars and
Stripes.”

November 23, Thursday —
THANKSGIVING - Mass in Hes-
troff at 10:00 (146-25-28). Had
another mass at 11:15 for 3rd Bn.
Dinner with I Co. to the rear of us
— dinnerwas cold — turkey and all
the fixings| Mason, Shaw, and Zi-
gler came in later for dinner. Had a
box from Mrs. Barrett, Brooklyn.
The priest in Hestroff, Mohner, gave
me some “Vin Blanche” which we
had during the dinner.
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November 25, Saturday — Still in
farmhouse. Roads are still clogged.
Made a date to have a funeral for a
five-year old girl killed by a shell.
November 26, Sunday — Moved
the trailer early into Colmen and
then set out for Bibische. They are
shelling the road, and McKenna
and [ had a close call. Major Ros-
sow told us to go fast. The Jerries
evidently had observation on the
road. We finally made it. The dead
5-year old girl had been taken to
an American hospital where she
died. After mass, we went out in
freezing weather to the burial plot
at the side of the church. I said
prayers in French, boys carried
the cross. The box was lowered on
ropes into the open grave. After I
finished, all the mourners filed
past the box and used the asper-
sorium to bless the casket with
holy water. The mother, of course,
was inconsolable.

We were set up in a store the
Jerries had used as an aid station.
Furweiler, the first town in Germa-
ny, is now under attack. One lieu-
tenantwas killed by amine. Hehad
Holy Communion on Thanksgiv-
ing. The 2nd Bn. is moving in, so
we moved out.

November 27, Monday — I re-
ceived the Silver Star from General
Van Fleet. I went after a wounded
GI whom everyone thought was
dead., He wasn't. We were under
observation from the enemy. I was
first in the group. Healy and Cap-
tain Rennes were among those re-
ceiving it. Went down to see Cure
Remigy. He had been battered by
some drunken Gls looking for wine.
November 28, Tuesday — Went
down to Cattenam Rest Camp with
Chaplain Spraggins. Went to bed
in bunks.

December 2, Saturday — Wrote
more condolence letters. Heavy
shells are falling all over. You can
tell when they are coming in, for a
whistle precedes their coming. They
call them “Whistling Meemies.”

December 3, Sunday — On the
move again outof Guerfangen. Told
MPs replacing us to get more food
for civilians. Approaching the Weid
River to cross inan approach to the
Saar. Set up in Siensdorf-Buren.
Many tank traps along the way. We
are motorized throughout. Went to
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2nd Bn. at Gros Hemmersdorf for
mass at 2P.M. (163-25-31). First
mass in German. It was in a new
church with rather bizarre decora-
tions. After mass talked to Lieuten-
ant Bergen who was evacuated af-
ter the Billig Fort for battle exhaus-
tion. He is OK now.

December 5, Tuesday — Mass for
K Co. at 11:00. New officers there.
Lowe is back from hospital, Halpin
and Franklin too. L Co. at 3P.M.
Went to a cave on the side of the hill
outside the town. Found 937 peo-
ple in the cavel Two priests (one
looks like Pius XII) are with the
people. Horses, cows, and goats, as
well as chickens, are in various
partsofthe cave. The cave is divided
into compartments with partitions
and doors to pass through from
one part to the next. Families are
there with their beds and mat-
tresses; older people are in the
beds. The “kitchen” has a vent so
they do their cooking. It had beena
gypsum mine; then was used for
growing mushrooms. Some [amilies
had carbide lamps. The women
had materials for cooking and bak-
ing. Shells were falling regularly
outside; we could not go out for
awhile. One fell directly in front of
theopeningofthe cave. Theyareall
there going on three weeks. Our MP
was there for the people’s protec-
tion as well as to keep them inside.
The priest kept saying “Imperium”
(power). Hitler's desire for power is
the root of the present troublel
December 6, Wednesday — We
crossed the Saar. We were up at
5:30, but spent most of the day at
Ipsback waiting. Firstand 2nd Bns.
crossed first. Not much opposition
at that time. We crossed about
10P.M. Theengineers had row boats
for us, and we were about ten ina
boat. There was some artillery
shelling, but we kept going. In the
darkness when we came to some
land, we got out of the boat, which
went back for another load. But,
we did not know we were on an
island instead of the shorel I was
the only officer — arope around my
waist — [ started out from different
sides to see how near the shore
would be. When I went into deep
water, | knew that was not the side.
Finally, I discovered the shore, and
we all made it. Landing on shore,
we had to walk on the sloping side
ofrailroad tracks toward a group of
buildings. The flat ground had pill-
boxes with Germans in them. We
could not walk on the top of the
railroad track either, because they
might see our profiles. We actually
walked around two pillboxes with
Germans in them. They were cap-
tured later. The pillboxes were not
more than a foot above the ground,
and they were not always round.
The surprising thing is that we
“lost” seven medics between Buren
and the edge of the Saar! They
vanished. Finally, we reached a
housing complex called Pachten
about 11 o'clock. This apartment
house complex was completely
empty, so we set up in one of the
first floor rooms.

December 7, Thursday — We had
to stay up till 3 o'clock trying to dry
our clothes. Two men from the HQ
wire section drowned as we crossed.
With their heavy coils of wire they
got into the prow of the boat, and it
wentdown. Lieutenant McD. swam
to safety. We are marooned here.
We have no way of receiving help
from the other side of the Saar
because there is no bridge. Rations
will be dropped in by plane. We are
getting many German prisoners
because we took them by surprise.
There is no road on the opposite
side of the river, so they did not
think that we would cross there.
We actually cannot move out of the
building where we are. If we do, we
are hitby snipers. Thereis a pillbox
in the back yard. We have no ra-
tions. The tough part is that our
wounded cannot be evacuated be-
cause the artillery fire is constant,
day and night!

December 9, Saturday — We have
atleast 250 German prisoners here
in various cellars. There is no food
or water for us, and much less for
them. A shell hit the room where
some of the prisoners were and
killed nine of them as well as on
MP, Hahn, a good kid.

December 10, Sunday — Situation
is still tough. We are still taking
prisoners, and there are many ca-
sualties. A German tank came up
and decided to level all the houses
where we are hold out! Other aid
stations are also in the area, piled
high with sick and wounded, as
well as prisoners. There are five aid
stations in the court yard. Three
belong to 357 and 359. 1 spoke toa
young, wounded German lieuten-
ant who believed that Hitler gave
them prosperity. He called me a
“Pastor Politisch” when I spoke
against Hitler.

December 11, Monday — Lieu-
tenant Vosburgh, MAC, tried to
return across the Saar. He went
down to the river with a Red Cross
flag over his shoulder, He wanted
to get to a railroad bridge, but
could not make it without wading,
so he took off his clothes and, in
shirt and shorts, he tried to get to
the bridge. Realizing he could not
make iteven with arope, he turned
around and started back. He got
hit by machine gun fire and was
evacuated in some clothes found
around. We have found a spring to
get water, but we cannot use it
during the day. A German sniper
keeps guard over it. At night it is
OK.

December 12, Tuesday — We are
surrounded by Germans, but our
army surrounds the outer perime-
ter, soitis aquestionofwho guards
whom? Lieutenant Shereran was
evacuated. Mason went to regi-
ment. Bns. 1 and 2 ordered back
from their forward position. We
now have our own tanks on this
side of the river. Reg. 358 has part
of the town of Dillingen. Chaplain
Spraggins evacuated himself for
battle fatigue! I found him sitting
on a bed with a tag on his uniform
he had made out himself. I sup-

pose he could not take the bom-
bardment. One of ourenlisted men,
Arnold Levine, took a bazooka and
stopped a German tank. He
knocked out that tank, got a battle-
field promotion to sergeant and
was evacuated for a wound!
December 13, Wednesday —
Colonel George arrived at our be-
leagured spot. The 358th also en-
tered the area to help us. We are
now taking a lot of pillboxes. Lit-
ters for wounded are going back
at night across the river in boats,
TDs and tanks are here too. One
time the hawser guiding the ferry
broke with the tank on it. The
tank was stranded on its ferry for
a whole day.

December 14, Thursday — Cap-
tain Kimball and 14 men were cap-
tured in a pillbox they were occu-
pying. Lieutenant Lowe was also
taken. The Germans don't give up.
They return to the pillboxes. The
best thing to do is empty the pillbox
and blow it up.

December 15, Friday — Since the
Germans had the pillbox in our
back yard, the word came down
from Mason to “take it." Word came
at 3A.M. Lieutenant Presanti had
the job. He took three satchel
charges of Composition C. The first
two fuses were wet, so Sergeant
Macy took up a third and made
sure it would go off. They put the
charge against the door of the pill-
box without being seen and set it
ofl. Lieutenant Presanti did not
want to go in the pillbox later.
There were about 20 dead Ger-
mans, whose bodies were spilled
all over. A pillbox in I Co. area was
surrounded at the same time by
Germans, but the men there with
Lieutenant Burchfield would not
surrender. They stayed inside for
two days, repaired a German ma-
chine gun and used it to keep the
Germans away. Finally, one of
them, a sergeant, volunteered to
steal through the Germans and
get help. He said he would fire
three shots if he got through. He
went alone, contacted K Co., fired
the three shots, and directed fire
on the enemy position. He then
had our artillery raised so the 17
men could get out.

December 17, Sunday — Lieu-
tenant Vosburg returns. He did not
need to be hospitalized for his
wound. Boccaccio is going over to
the aid stations for the “Task Force
Thompson.™ They are taking the
place of 1st Bn. The whole battal-
ion is pretty well licked.
December 18, Monday — Two
Christmas boxes arrive. Some guys
are still eating the heiler shot ear-
lier this week. Road up to Pachten
is now open for vehicles.
December 20, Wednesday —
Boats are still crossing at night. No
movementduring the day. Sergeant
Doolin was promoted to 2nd lieu-
tenant.

December 21, Thursday — Leave
Pachten at night. We had only one
casualty; we crossed as soon as it
was dark. A foot bridge was thrown
across. The enemy threw up only
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one flare. Our entire force is being
withdrawn. All the buildings, cel-
lars, and block houses where we
were, are being blown up. We re-
turned to the town of Buren. One
Polish litter-bearer, who always
“faded” when there was danger (as
at river crossings), turned up on
the safe side of the river alive and
welll He had been in a cellar with
the engineers the whole time we
were over. The engineers were sit-
ting tightand gave him their rationsl
December 22, Friday — We ex-
pect to move out at once. Went up
to see the priests and people in the
cave. To my surprise, they were all
still there, barely existing! This
must be at least six weeks they are
there. They have lice, are dirty, and
are inconsolable. I dug up some
left-over rations and took them
there. We pulled out at noon. It is
getting colder. We reached the next
town we will occupy, Oudrenne,
about five.

December 23, Saturday — Weare
now living in a rectory with the
pastor and his housekeeper. It is
not a bit destroyed. Dominski,
Boccaccio, Lynch, and I are in a
small room with three beds. Had
mass at 11A.M. in the church. Our
Christmas packages have accu-
mulated and have been given out.
Went to 1st Bn. and 2nd to see
about mass for tomorrow. Every-
thing is quiet here — no shells.
December 25, Monday -—
CHRISTMAS — Mass "at dawn.”
After this mass, | came to another
town where mass had been an-
nounced for 10 o'clock. The pastor
there was dead. This was a Grande
Masse, more pretentious than the
others, had a big pipe organ and an
organ loft. Before mass our men
sang a couple of verses of “Adeste
Fideles.” The next stop was at 2P.M.
in yet another town. Here an artil-
lery chaplain and I worked out an
arrangement whereby Sunday and
Monday massesalternated between
us — one heard confessions belore
and during and after the mass.
Finally arrived back at my own unit
for last mass at 4:00. Talked with
Major DuPuy. We are being sent
north to hold back the Germans at
the Battle of the Bulge. He said our
line is being held, but a pocket with
101st Airborne men at Bastogne
has to be relieved. They are sur-
rounded, We are supposed to go to
the training center at Vickring for
mass, so outwe go. We got the right
password and had to use it many
times — they are surely guarding
thebridges over the Moselle. Finally
arrived at Vickring and Captain
Hoye's about 3:30A.M. Candles
were lighted throughout the
church. [ celebrated mass at dawn
for Christmas. Returned with Hoye
for awhile; then to Mammertin for
mass at 10 o'clock. The priest here
is dead. Regiment is there. Cold. I
spoke from the pulpit. Jam sure my
simple prayer that another year
would find us all home and at
peace was easily understood. Had
a turkey sandwich at Hq. Co. and
went to Laumensfeld where Father

P. had his mass at 4P.M. I heard
confessions for all the men, artil-
lery, and infantry. From there, we
setout for Oudrenne for massat 4,
Had a good crowd there, but in
almost total darkness. Spentaquiet
evening with the many Christmas
boxes that had come.

December 26, Tuesday — Wrote
some letters. Rested. Took time
out to see the new men coming in.
“Replacements,” they used to be
called, but now they are called
“reinforcements.” Mass at 9A.M.
After a cup of coffee, we set out for
Diedenhofen (Thionville). Crossed
the bridge at Thionville, and from
a passing priest got word of a con-
vent to do my alter linens. Trav-
eled on through Uckange, Magon-
dange, Mizeres to Metz. Saw the
old cathedral, now very shabby
and dirty — saw Father Shea's
name on a door at the 45th Evac.
Hospital, so we went into see him.
1 was visiting some of the wound-
ed there. A Major Costigan from
New York was also there. Met a
nurse named McCarthy from Au-
burn. Visited more patients.
December 30, Saturday —
Chaplain Glenn evacuated with an
eye infection. Grove is taking over
his services tomorrow and Mon-
day. Quite a bit of excitement in the
aid station last night; the men found
some wine in a house and took too
much. *I'm now second in com-
mand.” Red Bear, 3:30A.M.
December 31, Sunday — Mass at
9A.M. at Oudrenne (278-20-10).
Went to Monneren afterward for
mass at 11 (52-23-1). Drove to
Humeninfeld for mass at 2P.M.
(267-22-28). McKenna and | had
dinner with Father Podlowski.
Captain Rennes, G Co., is in the
same house, It is snowing again as
we headed back to Oudrene.

January
1, Mon-
1945 day =
N EW
YEARS
DAY -—
Mass at
11A.M.in
QOudrenne (150-28-20). Mass at
Lumenfeld at 2P.M. with confes-
sions. Mass at Hauck Sierck at
3:30P.M. Grove got out in time for
me to get in.

January 5, Saturday — On the
roadl Mme. Poitier cried when we
said goodbye. It was cold leaving. I
wore the knitted cap Irene Dunn
had sent to any GI. That was under
my helmet. The windshield was
down on the jeep, and the wind was
very cold. We headed for Thion-
ville, crossed the Moselle, and
headed for Luxembourg. We ar-
rived in the town of Begonville about
7P.M. The whole battalion is in
town. Father Bieres, (Dubuque),
Chaplain, 35th Infantry Division,
was already there. The service
company of his regiment was in
town too. The Luxembourg priests
living in the rectory were Father
Lorang, the Cure, and a friend
priest, a refugee from Bastogne.

They told me I could stay the night
if 1 didn’t mind sleeping on the
floor. It was better than the cold
school basement!

January 8, Monday — 26th Divi-
sion is also moving in. We are just
a few miles from Bastogne.
January 9, Tuesday — Left for
Collecting Co. Father Wolfe thinks
I should be back there. I felt bad
seeing the aid station with Domin-
ski setting out on foot without me.
When I got to Collecting Co., Cap-
tain Layton was also ready to move,
so after supper at 4P.M. McKenna
and I pulled out in a driving snow
storm to return to our own unit.
The snowmade it difficult to see, so
McKenna hit a tree on the left side
ofthe road ... wrecked the radiator
of the jeep, and we had to get out
and walk and leave the jeep therel
January 10, Wednesday — Setout
in another jeep for Boulaide where
we thought the aid station was
now. We are in the midst of moun-
tains and hairpin turns. It would
be very beautiful if it were not so
congested with military vehicles,
Wayside crosses are on the road.
Found the aid station at Bavigne.
January 12, Friday — Our bat-
talion is in reserve, and we have
had very few casualties — mostly
frostbitten feet. We hear we have
taken about 2,000 prisoners, White
vehicles are moving the wounded,
etc., over the snowy terrain.
January 13, Saturday — Aid sta-
tion moved from Bavigne to Don-
cols, closer to the front. Moving
through towns Henlange and Tar-
champs, terribly battered towns
with roofs off, cattle dead, enemy
equipment abandoned. There are
loads of divisions here and loads of
equipment.

Janury 16, Tuesday — Other
battalions have pulled out. We are
now attached to 358. Made trip to
see 1st and 2nd Bns. They are in
Boulaide and Boschleiten. Ar-
ranged for masses for tomorrow.
January 17, Wednesday — Went
to Wolverland and bought a set of
Mechlinbreviaries — $25. Returned
by way of Begonville. Father Lor-
ang is in difficulty with a GI over
wine. The GI said he was going to
hit the house with artillery. The
Chaplain, Father Bierle, had leftin
the morning, and since the men
were still there, they decided to use
strong-armsactics to get wine from
father. It was good that I came.
January 18, Thursday — Mass at
Boschleiten at 10:30. Went over to
Begonville to get a map and found
Father Lorang had all his alterwine
stolen by the same GI yesterday.
Father Lorang does not like Amer-
ican soldiers as a resultl They
threatened the people for drink!
January 19, Friday — Set out for
Bastogneinasevere snow storm. It
gotworse aswewentalong. Stopped
at Begonville to get warm. When
the sky cleared, we went on the 18
miles to Bastogne. Saw many 17th
Airborne vehicles there, but heard
the 101st had moved out 10 days
before. Bastogne was hit badly and
showed the result of the siege.

“We're surrounded, the poor bas-
tards,” is quoted.

Januray 21, Sunday — Set out
from Sonn-Lez about 10 for Bas-
togne. Came first with Dominski
ahead of the convoy. Set up in the
same section as headquarter
kitchen. Went around to a clois-
tered convent next door. The sis-
ters were in the cellar. The chapel
had been destroyed completely. In
the kitchen I saw a priest getting
ready for mass for 10 or 12 artillery
men. It was Father John Hayes,
Rochester, NY. I returned after his
mass, and we went to see a priest
friend of his outside Bastogne at
Marsi.

January 22, Tuesday — Assel-
born — Cold ride from Bastogne.
The convoy stopped frequently
startingat 7:15 and arrivingat 11.
The town is overcrowded. 6th Ar-
mored men are all over. Schock is
back from a week's schooling in
Paris. The church here is modern-
ized, and not too badly hit. The
alter is dated 1705.

January 25, Thursday — To Col-
lecting Co. because I thought there
would be a lot of wounded coming
in. Their artillery evidently sup-
ports three divisions — 60th, 90th,
and 26th — all on the line.
January 26, Saturday — Moving
again. Covered 33 miles yesterday
and 32 so far today. We are close to
the 4th Armored. Many French
prisoners are on the road walking,
heading home, also Russians and
Poles. K Co. got machine-gunned
after leaving a barn that obscured
their view of an enemy tank. Mass
in a cold, shelled-out church. 1st
Bn. of 358 came into town, their
Chaplain, Hamilton, says Esser
cannot celebrate mass publicly.
This seems ridiculous to me. Shaw,
now a major. Warden and Helber-
stadt went to Paris.

January 29, Monday —Massat 10
in the church for the 5 pcople 1
buried yesterday. It was so cold the
water froze as it hit the chalice; the
water in the cruet froze too. We
hear the Russians are within 100
miles of Berlin.

February 9, Friday — KCo.isina
pillbox. The GI outpost fell asleep,
and Jerries captured all of them
including Lieutenants Franklinand
Osborne, Heard today Lieutenant
Burchfield of I Co. and Sergeant
Prohauskas are both killed. A Ger-
man tank overran our position.
Three of our tanks were knocked
out. The pillboxes are really death
traps. You are helpless when you
are in them.

Today
I went
quite a
distance
in my
jeep. The
roads are
very
muddy; it
was no
fun traveling. I returned to the
sisters in Luxembourg who had
been doing my laundry for my al-
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ter. My alb needed some mending
ononearm, but they had no thread.
A young sister showed me a box of
“MentholDiopane” — or something
like that. It had been left by our
soldiers, and she wondered if it
could be used as medicine. When I
read the directions, I discovered it
was the army remedy for extermi-
nating lice in clothing. They all had
a good laugh.

March 8, Thursday —Radio this
morning says the 11th Armored is
at the Rhine near Coblenz, having
gone through a breach made by the
90th. We expect to pull cut in a
task force heading that way. Mason
is not back from London yet, so it
will be called “Task Force DuPuy.”
Sorry, Mason is back — it will not
be DuPuy but Mason's.

March 9, Friday — Up at 4:30, ate
at 5. McKenna had a flat tire, but
after fixing it, we were able to start
with the convoy at 6:30. Went
though more of the beautiful Eifel
Mountains. We found prisoners
coming up the road waving a white
flag. Many are walking toward the
rear with their hands up, nobody
guarding them. There seems to be
a wholesale surrender of troops.
We hear the 3rd Army and the 1st
Army have met, surrounding six
German divisions. The bridge over
the Rhine is still intact. Three tank
divisions have already gone over it,
we hear, meeting only light resis-
tance. We stopped finally at May-
en, a town of about 25,000, It has
been severely bombed because itis
a rail center feeding the Bulge.
ThatwasJanuary 1. 11th Armored
is ahead of us. The usual amount
oflooting is still going on. High hats
and canes seem to be popular.
March 10, Saturday — Went toCP
and talked with Warden. We expect
to be here all day. First and 2nd
Bns. are here, also regiment. Mass
in the hospital anteroom at 2P.M.
(48-25-20). Mass at 1st Bn. at 3:30
in a bar room. Visited an orphan-
age and a hospital. Had supper
with 2nd Bn. with K-rations. Nado
was good (even mince pie)! Saw the
chapel and hall for tomorrow's
services.

March 12, Monday — We were to
move at noon, but at 10:00 [ got a
call from Chaplain Stoller that 358
could have mass. Finally got to
Langenfeld at noon. The church is
on a high hill and can be seen from
a distance. Had lunch at 358 CP.
Saw the pastor who was wearing a
frock coat. He has his family living
in the rectory. His church was big
and in perfect repair. Eight of the
church bells had been taken by the
Nazis. Mass (190). Then went on to
3rd Bn. in town (90-40-20). After
supper with Chaplain Stoller,
McKenna and I set out on a good
road to Mayen. We noticed one
large schloss that seemed to guard
thevalley. Got to Mayen, picked up
Woody and the trailer, and went on
to Kalt, arriving there about 7P.M.
All civilians have been put into two
housesinthisbeautiful town. There
are white flags on every building.
March 13, Tuesday — We are
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poised for another river crossing —
tonight. We expect to cross the
Moselle and outflank Coblenz.
Chapel was filled to overflowing.
Everyone is getting set for the
crossing. We all got three boxes of
K-rations, gas mask, musette bag,
and blanket. Went with Tony
Dominski and Major Warden to Lof
on the banks of the river. We passed
along a Way of the Cross to Lof —
11 stations in a narrow, twisting
gorge. Total darkness except for
luminous tape on vehicles.

March 14, Wednesday — At 2A.M.
our companies moved across the
river in assault boats. We were
with the CP group and crossed
about 4A.M. It was completely qui-
et except for some German burp
guns. The river seemed quite wide.
Aftercrossing, we setup inahouse.
K Company had already met some
of the enemy in the next town,
Alken. In the morning we saw a
large fine castle directly above us.
The house we are in is quite new
with running water, electricity, even
a bath tub. There is, of course, no
electricity now. It is a grand sunny
day; the castle has been hit by
artillery and was burning all the
afternoon.

March 16, Friday — McKennawent
to pick up the church linen. On
returning he said the 109th Evac.
Hospital has thrown all the chil-
dren out of the college (hospital),
and the sisters, priests, and 400
kids are packed in a small house
on the property. After lunch we got
ready to leave and pulled out at
4P.M. We moved slowly over a
mountain to Hirschwiesen and
found a house where the 1st Bn.
men were eating fried chicken and
drinking French wine!

March 17, Saturday — Moved out
at 3:30P.M. to Buckholz. 1st Bn.
moved into another town without
opposition. Civilians are rounded
up and put in a part of the town
that is pretty badly shot. Mass at
3P.M. in a small church. Supper at
Cannon Co.

March 18, Sunday — Mass here
at 9 (90-30-15). Went to next vil-
lage for mass for 2nd Bn. Returned
to find that our outfit had already
moved out. Dead horses and artil-
lery pieces are littered along the
road. Caught up with the aid sta-
tion in Emmelshausen where they
are set up in a big hotel. Some
men from the 712th and 713th

were there too. Returned through
Laudert where regiment is. This is
the town they say Eisenhower's
grandparents came from, Our CP
is in a sort of lodge, a large house
in the midst of a park. Played the
piano awhile. Zigler is back, now
S-3; Klein is S-1; Macy W-4, and
Beard 5-1.

March 19, Monday — We are
supposed to be in division reserve,
but expect to move out any minute.
Loaded into trucks and arrived ina
new town at 3P.M. There is no
Catholic church in this town; they
are all evangelishes — all Protes-
tant. Went back to town where 1st
Bn. isand had mass at 4P.M. There
were two churches in that town.
Major Brown came back from the
hospital and Dominski returned.
Many freed Poles are around; we
are told that when the Americans
arrived, the Poles celebrated by
taking everythingofvalue, whatever
they could lay their handson, glass,
linen, ete. They felt they had it
coming to them. That may be true,
butIdon't see how they could carry
so much when they were returning
to Poland on foot!

March 20, Tuesday — Up at 5;
moved out at 6 toward Mainz. Big
guns are on the move. Some are
marked “Luke the Snoop,” and
“Larry the Looter.” My jeep is
marked *Nach Berlin.”" Setup ina
Catholic home. Some Gls, here
before us, had cut out the face of
the husband from a family portrait
because he was in German uni-
form! A German civilian told me
that when we take the Ruhr, Hitler
will not be able to continue. He
doubted if the war would last more
than 3 months.

March 22, Thursday — Went to
the next townwhereICo. is. We are
within one town of taking Mainz.
We could see the Rhine from the
church — it seems wider than the
Moselle.

March 23, Friday — To take care
of money orders, Iwent back to the
APO at Pzarlenheim. Stopped at
15th Ordinance. They wanted mass
at 2P.M. Had lunch with Captain
Garrity., Getting back to Boden-
heim, I found our outfit had left.
Kids had ransacked my trailer
which our unit leflt unprotected.
We finally found which way they
had gone and started after them —
going on the wrong side of the road,
passing convoy after convoy until
we reached the Rhine, now a pon-
toon bridge over itl We are over-
seas one year to the day todayl
Ferries, pushed by LCTs brought
our troops over the river; some
walked, but we passed them all.
We crossed on the pontoon bridge
near Oppenheim, south of Mainz.
After crossing, we went along the
road toward the first town, Leeheim.
There we found the 357th CP. The
enemy was busy shelling all the
area and were making the crossing
difficult. One shell hit the street
and killed 10 men from K Co. The
aid station moved into an old house,
but because it was too near the
center of town, we moved out right

away. We have the first sign of air
activity — some strafing.

March 24, Saturday — During the
night the 4th Armored crossed and
pushed ahead of us. Also, last night,
Germans retook the town where
our 2nd Bn. was and captured the
aid station including Boceaccio and
Glenn! Only Vosburg got away. Five
others hid in the attic and were not
taken. A stork is nesting quietly on
the top of a chimney here — he
doesn't mind the shelling. Domin-
ski's jeepwas hitdirectly last night.
No one was in it. Everything, in-
cluding Dominski's chest of pistols
was deslroyed. Moved out to the
next town Wilfilsheim, about 6P.M.
and set up in a house belonging to
a Protestant minister. We are told
he had been a Nazi captain.
March 25, Sunday — Last nighta
German plane strafed the whole
town here. A 20mm slug came
through the roof and landed 3 feet
from the cot where McKenna was
slecping— it stuck in the floor. Sixth
Armored Div. is now coming over
the bridge, pushing ahead. We ex-
pect to cross the Main River and
cut off Frankfort. Boccaccio and
Glennwere recaptured today. They
are back with the 2nd Bn.

March 30, Friday — We covered
33 miles today. It is Good Friday,
but we cannot have any services.
March 31, Saturday — Covered 32
miles; arrived at Nieder Joppa. I
met a Gemeindeschwester today, a
Protestant sister. She wears asmall
white bonnet and a cross in front,
She lives in a house by herself and
visits the sick of the town. She
noticed the cross on my helmet
and asked me in German ifThad a
Bible. I told her “yes,” that I was
Catholic. Then, she patted my hand
and said, "Jesus Christ Versteht.”
(Jesus Christ understandsl)

April 1, Sunday — EASTER SUN-
DAY - On the road all day. Mass at
NeiderJoppaat 11 (97-26-5). Mass
at 1st Bn. near Salma (145-63-5).
Returned to 2nd Bn. for mass at 4
(20-5). The last was in a PW cage —
a hay loft. The kitchen here is
jammed with only one stove to heat
up K-rations.

April 2, Monday — Up at 5:30and
moving forward all day. An old
farmer wished us Godspeed in
German. They surely have religion.
At one spot we wailed five hours
until a bridge was finished — fixed
to be useable. A Nazi school teach-
er had blown up one arch, Eggs
with Captain McLain in a kitchen
ol the CP. Pulled out in a light rain.
April 3, Tuesday — We crossed
the Werra River on foot — it was
quite wide, and we marched on
into town. Got an hour's sleep be-
fore moving out again. We are now
riding on the outside of tanks —
at least to the next town, Kerka-
an-die-Werra. The present house
is replete with oriental rugs, silver
tea sets. McKenna and the jeep
followed us about 5,

April 7, Saturday — Went over o
2nd Bn. at Stalingart — througha
forest. Gold has been found in the
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May 6, Sunday — Ist Bn. Aid
Station is moving in here. We are
to go with the motor pool and
started out about 10 o'clock for
Dolej. The rain has caused a lot of
mud, the road is in terrible shape.
Again, the rumor is the war is
over.
May 7, Monday — Started out at
8A.M. Walked about 13 miles with
I Co. Met many released prisoners,
including some from the 82nd,
89th, and 90th Div. About noon,
word came from regiment not to
take any more prisoners, but to
send them back to bring in their
companies or units. It looked then
as if it were all over. PEACEI The
Czech villages have not only white
flags out, but the red, white, and
blue of their own country now.
There seems to be an entirely new
feeling here compared to what we
have found across the border in
Germany and in Sudetenland.
The people are overjoyed. They
have bouquets of evergreens with
crepe paper streamers, these they
throw in our direction. One man
put two hard boiled eggs in my
hand still dripping wet from the
water from the pan. As we walked
along, we picked up something to
say in Czech to make them feel
good. “Di mersi ve stalka?" Could
bring eggs—1 got 101 About 4
o'clock, the radio announced that
the war was over, but not to be
declared officially until tomorrow.
Mass for C Co. in a tiny chapel at
7P.M. The priest said three Czech
bishops had been put out of office
by the Gestapo. Moved into the
next town where there were more
troops, A and Hq. Co. The church
was locked because the Gestapo
had sent the pastor awayl
May 8, Tuesday — Mass at 1st Bn.
at 9. The name of the town is
Strybern-Hory. There are lots of
tanks around. (135-65-15). Before
mass we rang the bell, and all the
people came so we had put them
in the gallery of the church. There
were only a few pews, but three
galleries. Came back to 3rd Bn;
had mass in a field by the side of
the aid station (72-35-5). Stayed
there for supper. I had general
services later with Kruger. This is
the official V-E Day. The GIs are
in their glory again. Non-fraterni-
zation rules are off, and they are
talking and dancing with every-
one. The Maypole is gathering at-
tention in every town. I had to tell
the men that the regular rules for
fasting are now again in force.
There is no more Communion as
Viaticum — with the “no fast”
privilege.
May 9, Wednesday — Recon
group leaving for an area to occu-
py in Germany. Decided to go over
to 2nd Bn. as early as possible.
Had mass there — in a small
church. Reg, is there too. Had first
meal with regiment — no brass
around. Kocour and [ talked about
the war. Mass at 3P.M. for all the
companies. 1st Bn. is in a fine
house owned by some count. He
has 1,000 acres, and the Red

Czechs wanted to kill him; they
have been after him, his wife, and
children. The house is greatly run
down. Someone said he had 64
servants! Saw a movie later, "Sev-
en Days Ashore” in Strybern-Hory.
May 10, Thursday - ASCENSION
THURSDAY — No mass. Expected
to move all afternoon — on one
hour alert. Russians are pushing
the last remnant of the Germans
toward us. The Germans do not
want to be prisoners of the Rus-
sians. They know it means slave
labor. The order stands that our
troops must not take prisonersl
Leave them for the Russiansl!!!
May 11, Friday — All division
chaplains had a meeting in Souci.
CZ General Emest told us the mo-
rale must be kept up while we are
waiting to go home. Major Wilson
says we are to occupy a factory
area in Windisch-eschenbach.
Visited the priest here. He showed
me where he hid his tires and car
battery — down on ropes in the
outside latrinel It is getting very
warm. Mass at 5 (32-11-5).

May 12, Saturday — Word now is
that all with 84 points will go home
at once.

May 13, Sunday — Mass at L and
M Cos. area at 9A.M, (146-5-10)—
had some civilians also by the side
of a stream. The sun was shining
and made it a fine picture. Went
to Strybrne-Hory for mass at 11
for 1st Bn. (167-0-10). Many
Czechs there. It is Mother's Day.
The Czechs have built arches over
various roads entering towns wel-
coming us. Returned to 2nd Bn.
for mass at 4P.M. There are many
German civilians living in the
school where M Co. is. The church
here goes back to 1300; in it there
is a plaque of a Baron who died in
1635. A bas relief is on the wall
where he is buried. This is the
dirtiest church we have been in,
neglected from disuse.

May 14, Monday — Still in Ust-
aled. Set out for 15th Ord. Father
Dossognes was at QM and said he
thinks he is slated for CBIL. On
returning, found that Ferraro
leaves for home tomorrow, and we
all leave here.

May 15, Tuesday — Left Ustalec,
CS at 6:30A.M. and rode about

110 miles to Windisch-eschen-
bach. We are getting set up in a
china factory. The whole 3rd Bn.
is expected to occupy here. Opened
mail and wrote letters in my own
office for the first time since I left
Fort Dix!
May 18, Friday — Office is tak-
ing shape. The flags are standing
upright, and the crucifix is on the
wall. Worked on letters all day.
Saw Mosher at 1P.M. and found
that 1 hold only 66 points. “Do
you wish to remain in the army
during the present emergency?"
“Yes.”
May 28, Monday — Set out for
Regensburg with McKenna about
8 o'clock. Again, it is a rainy day
and very cold. We got there about
11 and went to see Mr. Pustet
who sold me two sets of very fine
Breves, one, 1943. [ also bought a
Missal with the American insert.
May 29, Tuesday — Getting ready
for Memorial Day. Expect to make
an invocation at the ceremony.
Picked up a silk United States Flag
at the TDs. Mass at lst Bn. in
Waldsassen. Picked up some cold
supper there too and returned
home.
May 30, Wednesday - Memorial
Day service in the morning. It was
very sunny for a change. Mason,
Warden, and I were on the plat-
form. It was a good program. The
men were seated on a slope where
they sang two verses of the Star
Spangled Banner. Trumpets ech-
oed Taps from three different
points. Mason spoke and that fin-
ished it. There were about 1400!
Mass at 2nd Bn. at 7P.M. Rain
came down in buckets. The church
is ready for the procession tomor-
row. Evergreen boughs and flow-
ers are all through the church for
Forty Hours Devotion. Went riding
when I returned to town. Mason
and Reimer were also at the sta-
bles, going out.
May 31, Thursday - Grove came
in the morning about 10:30. Glenn
and Kruger were here, too, stay-
ing for lunch. We do not have
much food these days, so it was
rather hard on Pete, the mess ser-
geant. In the afternoon we went to
Flossenburg to bury 18 “atrocity”
cases who had been stripped of
their clothing by Nazis and buried
in one grave. The U.S. made civil-
ians dig them up and rebury them
in coffins. Then came a great fu-
neral: band, choir, about every-
one in town, four pallbearers in
high hats, flowers. Left there about
3:30 and sped to the TDs in Tir-
sch for mass at 4:30. As usual, no
one was there. All were busy. The
mass at 8 was crowded in Windy
— Forty Hours.

Children carried lighted candles
in a procession. 1 was afraid of a
fire, but none resulted. The choir
sang a mass by Mozart, very long,
and not too good. A band was
playing in the highest gallery. It
was Forty Hours — laymen carried
the canopy during the procession,
as well as the sides of the cele-
brant's cape. Girls' societies fol-

lowed the Blessed Sacrament. It
was raining so there was no pro-
cession outside. The streets and
houses
had all
been
decorat-
UNITED STATES ed for
this oe-
casion.
Decem-
ber B8,
Satur-
day .
Mass announced yesterday for one
hour before breakfast, and anoth-
er one hour after breakfast at 7:30.
So I had a good crowd at the 6:30
mass (50-35). At the 8:30 mass
there were 27-11. Tom King was
so good as to lead both masses
with the dialogue mass. We passed
Nantucket at 10:30, one have hour
ahead of schedule. Everyone is
dressed in his best, and the bags
are all packed, ship cleaned. Re-
ception boat in channel with a 10-
piece band which played as it ran
alongside us. It had a great ban-
ner on it, “Welcome Home, Well
Done,” and about 8 or 10 Ameri-
can flags. It was a colorful pic-
ture. Coming past Brooklyn and
Coney Island we came to Staten
Island and went ashore on Pier 15
at 2P.M.

It seemed good to see the trucks
and cars all looking normal, not
bombed or blasted. The Red Cross
took care of us with milk, coffee,
doughnuts, etc., and at 4P.M. we
crossed by ferry to Jersey City,
passing the Statue of Liberty just
as she turned on her light and
flood lights. We could see the lights
of New York and the Battery very
plainly. We took the Pennsylvania
train to Camp Kilmer at one
o'clock; it seemed good to be on
an American train again. It was
big, strong, substantial, and FAST.
On all sides we could see peace
and prosperity!

December 9, Sunday - Busy with
being processed in the morning;
baggage, inspections, weapons,
ete. I had mass in Chapel at 4P.M.
Father Kamler, Buffalo, is there;
place is clean and well kept. He
introduced me to two Jesuits,
Tierney and Lewis, who are wait-
ing around to be assigned some
place. Lewis expects to go to New-
foundland for a month. They ex-
pect to have to wait four months
before being separated. Called
George Eagarnd, C.J. Saw the
“Bells of St. Mary's.” Also called
John and Eddie.

December 10, Monday - We leave
Fort Dix at 3P.M.

THANKS BE TO GOD!ll

Frail children of dust, and feeble
as frail,

In thee do we trust, nor find thee to
Jfail,

They mercies how tender, how firm
lo the end,

Our maker, defender, redeemer and
friend.

— Breviary Hymn
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LOCATICES CF .uT 90 1944-70
i audouville La Hubert 8 Jun 46 Sorga u=8 .. pr
2 Fresville L6-.u Tin 47 Vacha o=t
3 Chel D{.li oot gUJJ;n;inlul 48 Herges-Hallenbergt-l.
4 Beuzville ul=- 9 5t o B
b Pont L'ibbe 7-21 Jul e J_i_lf::“i‘:
6 St.Jores £1-28 Jul 51 Ebersdorf 15-.. m
7 fieorges 28-29 Jul u2 Blankenberg 16-19 n
B ferriers 29 Jul-2 4ug 53 Schwerfzenbach 19-.. T
goifai‘:gﬂn g g“f‘a 4ug gg uerktreduite vk "
8 oelisre -5 Aug Wind 1
}_Jé B“w . 3'10*‘4 isch nhenbaef.;_% .
2 La Beeamiers o Al 6=
15 L. lisno W 16-11 Aug 56 Chemmuster s
1¢ L8 SALe X M=ti ;uu‘? 57 Ela;nstu.n 7-15 iy
. T Y ‘R Y-
A dbes 15-26 dug 58 Weiden 15 xay-1 ho
17 Recloses Bu=dB Aug
1& Wangis cE-u9 Aug
19 wontmirail 29-21 Aug
20 Trigny 31 Aug-7 Sep
21 Etaln 7-10 Sep
EC Mancieulles 10=-12 Sep
“% Fontoy 12-15 Sep
«4 Briey 15 Sep-2 Nov
~u Landres 2 Nov-ENov
L Hettange Grande B6-14 Nov
E7=Cattenom 14 Nov-5 Deec
28 Veckring =20 Dee
29 Cattenom 20-Dso-15 Jen
30 irsdorf Lux 15 Jen=-2l Jan
2l Hollange Belgium 21-25 Jan
& Wardin 25=-L7 Jan
33 allerborn Lux 27-30 Jan
34 Asselborn 30 Jan-11 Feb
35 Steinbrucke Bel 1lFeb=-5 Mar
o6 Habshled Ger 5-10 Mar
37 Mullenbach 10-13 Mar
36 Bsrrﬂanﬂug 13-18 Mar
79 Blokenbach 18-20 Mar
4. siebersbach 20-22 Mar
41 Sprendlingen 22-22 Mar
42 Jugenh$én 2227 Mar
43 Worfelden £7-29 Mar
44 Hochetadt 29 Mar-1 Apr
45 Herbetékn 1-3 4pr
Submitted By

Grant Hansen

Postal Officer

90 Inf Div

lay '44- Dec '45

LIST OF DIVISION CPa
DURING COMBAT FROM AFTER- Division Gommand Posts
ACTION REPORT Gog:é:mgg
1. Loutres, France 8 Jun 1944
51, 1b

g. g\ixitgt\eri]ﬁ“ ll;:gliaa, France 10 June 1944 52, \J'\l;;;cr::nnéal,‘“%ﬂ:;gzﬁrg gg gx %gig
e ol Ry ig J‘J“mn ig:z 53, Burg Reuland, Belgium 5 Fsb 1945
B Orglandos,’ﬂ‘ranco 18 Tun 1044 gé 'f;inte;‘aﬁlt, Germany B Feb 1945
8. Oretteville, France 20 Jun 1944 v iSROnBROSdy Lamiuy S: Mon 1945
7. Beuzeville La Bastills, France 23 Jun 1944 g?: i::;ne;};:zangemaw g e ig:g
g. clgntsau Francqustot, France 2 Jul 1944 68, Kir‘cl:mnﬂer, Germany 8 ﬂiﬁ 1945
10, E:Pﬂ::ﬁ‘:lp‘l::ma 12 J"T:ll %322 59, Kelberg, Germany 8 Jar 1945
11. Lo Valaisser €0. Poleh, Germany 12 Mar 1945
12. Periers {nor:ﬁ gﬁ;;m“ é&ﬁ ﬁ% ig‘:: 61, Munstermaifeld, Germany 15 Mar 1945
G e e e 8 3 101 S P e

_ - - ar
15 1 ,mﬁi,;"?m;mi"“‘” g ﬁg igiz 64. Viindezhsim, Germany 19 Mar 1945
16. Vautorte, France 6 Aug 1944 25. Sprendlingen, Cermany 20 Mer 1945
17. Chappells Le Rainson, France T Aug 1944 6:. gi;g:ingzﬁhaézém:’;;mw g:]il ﬂ:? igig
13' %?;:ﬁhﬁr‘i;:z“ g a;tll-lg %gﬁ 68, Dornheim, G;rmnny 25 Mar 1945
20: Eallon,'Franca 1 allE'. loaa 69, Grafenhousen, Cermany 25 Mar 1945
21, Alencon, Trance 12 AE 1944 70. Sprendlingen, Germany 26 Nar 1945
22, Sees, Prance 15 Avg 1944 7l. Heusénstemm, Germany 27 Mar 1945
3. Nonant le Pin, France 18 Ang 1944 72, Wachenbuchen, Germany 29 Mar 1945
24, Foret de Fontainsbleau, France 26 fAug 1944 ';i g“;’fz";g’ Germany 30 Mar 1945
25, La Croix-En-Brie, France 27 Aug 1944 i el Germany 51 Mar 1945
26, Vield-Maison, France 28 Aug 1944 il Bernhausen, Germany 31 Mar 1945
gg. gnzigmtr 8‘;1‘ Ardre, France 29 Aug 1944 ,?ﬁ' ;i:i:‘;‘n‘i—gﬁ Ga:'mr;‘;ﬁy 3 i:ﬁ %g:g

« Brimon P . ’
29, Reain, ﬁ‘r‘:‘:l;cu Eg g:g ig:: 78. Bod Salzungen, Garmany 6 Apr 1945
50, landres, Frence 7 Sep 1944 79, Zella Mehlis, Germany B Apr 1945
31. Higny, FPrancs B Sep 1944 B0, Stutzerbach, Germany 11 Apr 1945
32, Anoux, France B Sep 1944 B1. Gress Breitenbach, Germany 12 Apr 1545
33, Trieux, France 10 Sep 1944 B2. Cber Welssbach, Germany 13 Apr 1945
5 B e 1 & L Eeim

« Ba Tance 14 1944 L pr
56, I}Uncougl"., France [ g:g 1944 gg. Hirschberg: Germany 16 Apr 1945
7. Flennes, France 2 Nov 1944 G. llof', Germany 19 Apr 1945
3B, Cnttenom, Prance (Cattenem Barracka) 8 Nov 1944 8%, Trirchenlamits, Germany 19 Apr 1945
ig- Egeniissmack&r. France 14 Nov 1944 - ;f}‘i’:i:ﬁ“één‘;i::;“? % dpe 1045

« Blzunge, T . ¥ it r
41, Abm:u%ﬁrtf‘r;x;:;ce %g 1};3: igii go- Heustudt, Germary 23 ngr 1945
2 S o 5 oy ion i et By
45. Hulstroff, France 27 Nov 1844 9,1' » G ¥ pr
41;. Ker}'}r‘ich Hemmersdorf, (Jermany 3 Dec 1944 92‘- gzi"‘a ({urglmy 2; !'\11'):(' ig:g
45, Veckring Barracks, France 22 Dec 1044 . cuel, Germamy May
-:E. gnmbrguc‘h, Lu_:gemb;urg 7 Jan 1945 32. i&;igﬁ, Eg:ﬁ:ﬁ;, Czechoslovakia 1; [I\l:y ig%g
47, Bonnal, [uxembourg B Jan 1545 * s 'y E
48, Harlange, Tuxembourg 13 Jan 1945 27. Netzerlkaserns, weiden, Germany 15 Jun 1945
49, Wardin, Belgium 22 Jan 1945
50, Hamiville, Tuxembourg 23 Jan 1945 L
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POEMS

Normandy h
Dust and smoke curled lazily R Yme -
From what was once a town.
Hens scratched, pecked brazenly NO Redson
Among the dead upon the ground.
One foot stuck out of debris; Reveille
The rest could not be seen, Between the dark and the daylight
Another sprawled heavily, When dawn is beginning to be,
Mouth open, unshaved, unclean. There comes an end to my slumber
A stretcher bore a burden o Known ‘a5 revellle,

Lucky Privates
Mauldin has his Joe
To let off excess steam
And I can forget this life
In a mice escapist dream.
But where go men like Ike
When there’s griping to be done ?
The Generals have the stars
But the Privates have the fun.

The Red Cross Girl

My first choice for gal appeal
Is the charmer in the Clubmobile.

He groaned deep misery,
Eyes to heaven turned,

Closed, life less the mystery.
Shell dust covered the green,

Craters everywhere grinned.
Many were those unseen

In the hell of hells, pinned.

Marching feet came and passed.
Vehicles, guns, men in streams.
Silent, grim, strong to the last,
Never-ending, so it seemed.
A child in cry was hushed
Whileits mother sought some food,
Her foot in manure slushed,
Her baby all but nude.

Aqrold woman watched our boys,
earfuilyfreediwith-hergland.
A gul%w%"n ‘

A T Rt c,'

22 :
An old man turned in fright.

An enemy plane was downed.

=y More men marched on to fight.

Contemplation.
I'm thankful for-being alive —
And points that total eighty-five
But fear haunts me every time.

I check the meter in my rhyme.
‘What sounds like Allen Poe to me
Is often some dear reader’s misery,

Dust and smoke curled lazily
From what was once a town.
Hens scratched, pecked brazenly
Among the dead upon the grond. This poem was dedicated to David Henslcy, who was killed in action over
Ud’ﬂ' France, Junuary 1, 1945,
The Purple Heart
— Robert Schuller
‘ Yes, it is only an emblem,
- s ane But it means more than ever I can tell.
WS Vel ¥ This emblem mens that he was heroic,
RN RSP R R g ] This emblem means that he went through Hell.
h o (Pt D g :
= i, AL A AT Heroic, because he fought for freedom,
R yme No Reason : Tﬁﬁ-ﬁaﬁ.ﬂftcﬂf-_ ace ;Maﬂinﬁi) He fought for you and for me.
e -t Sl iyt And he'l! keep on fighting, with countless others
BUGLE BOY Until the final day of victory.
Bugle Boy, Bugle Boy why blow Hell. Because his blood stained the battlefield,
! In hot, in cold, in rain and mud.
that horn He didn't give up because he, a soldier
; 4 . g use he, ier,
Whﬂ;gf]; are asleep 50 early in the Fought like a soldier should.
What does he have? Not very much
LOVE AT F]RST: SIGHT To show for his gallantry,
You 1!2011 at me with loving eyes But when the final Judgment Day comes,
at seem to say “I do”, I know where he'll be.
You are refreshing as the skies He'll be in front of the Father above,
| And brings out my love for you, m.‘il‘t;“d“:!kegc‘:gzghe h”rgg’:sm:;‘lbe
) ! a » @5 *
| Your simple stance and lovely curves, And repeat in the deepest nl;trul.h.
' Bring excstacy to my heart. **Oh, Protector, Oh, God,
And as [ look again, I swerve. I have only this *Purple Heart'
| I know we cannot part. To show for proof that I, an American,
I must admit I love you dear Tried to be a real soldier from the start’".
. And will always be your lover. The Heavenly Father shall raise his hand,
F But alas and alack, my dear ﬁ’.}‘iq?’rfaﬂ;""‘lﬁ'
< ; u soldier, my son,
g;cérbad you're just a magazine You deserve to be free."
(From 90th Div Artillery POST)
» *
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A soldier in battle, I remember the fray.
It's clear in my memory to this very day.

A COMBAT SOLDIER OF WW I
by James W. Hale

I slept in the snow and on hard, stoney soil
My bed was a foxhole dug with backbreaking toil.

I had no warm bath, and no fresh, clean clothes
During those months that I lived in the cold.

A foxhole of water with

mud knee-deep

Was my substitute for a bed and clean sheets.

I traveled over ridges and through valleys low.
I crossed over rivers and crawled through grassy plateaus.

Through enemy lines of fortification
I fought my way onward with no vacation.

There were guns; there were tanks; there were automobiles
That lay alongside the men who were killed.

Rifles and cartridge belts, helmets and shells
Also were scattered down blood-spattered trails.

My memory still pictures one frightening scene
As if it were a movie on the television screen.

The edge of the woods near the French-Germany border
Was covered with horses that died from the mortar.

A thud on my soldier— it dropped to the ground.
I had a hole in my collar from an eight millimeter round.

I wished for a shelter for a very thick shield
To safely protect me from the fast flying steel.

I think of the soldiers with whom I did roam
That died in the battles and never came home.

I often feel sad and sometimes alone
To think of those buddies that I have known.

The wounds of my buddies, and the death of my pals
Greatly affected the company’s morale.

General Earnest, General Patton, and General Eisenhower
Rushed us forward and forward until victory was ours.

The war was then over, and I bid adieu
To friends who returned to the homes that they knew.

I still can remember the places I stayed,
The battles I fought, and the friends that I made.
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3574k Infantry Regtnens:

DOVH THFANTRT DIVISIGH

The 90th was bern in Texas in 1542

It was known as the Texas Oklshoms Division

Until World War Two,

We took the nams of Tough Ombire
But the T.0. didn't change

The san case from every state
Their sim waea #till the sams.

We stomped the mud of Gﬂap Barkeley
Wa clizbed cld Burea Hill

We heard those famous words

Fire at Will,

Then to the Swemps of Lousiana
And back to Hankins Rench
Our mussels wers getting bigger
For a Great Day in France.

Then to the Desert

In old Scuthern Cal

We did some mors maneuvers

And listensd to the Coyots Howl.

Then back across the Country
The whols United States

We wers ready now for action
Just gouldn't hardly walt.

Ft. Dix was a welcome site

Shs too had a job to do.

Wa orossed the Oreat Atlantic
And the British Isles

Hitler ssid no D Day

But we took it with a smile.

The Tough Ombre's wers scattersd over England
minds

We knew pot what was on thedr
One thing was for sure
Whan they sald slert the 359.

For days we floated on the channel
Walting for the night

When we would cross ths channal
Looking for a fight.

Then cams the doy we wers lookdng for
#11 of us filled with fear

W had to lot tha Gorman's lmow

Ttm Tough Osbrea's are hare.

le took the hedge rows one by cne
“ngn 11 122

ne provod ance again

Wa could do what wo had to do.

We broke the lines at 5t. Lo

Wa dsfootad them at Faliaso

We let the world imow cnce egain
~liz Tough Ozbro's wors on the way.

We hit them in the fromt

We ldckod them in the rear

We let the Furor lmow

T:e Tough Ombro'c wore reslly hore.

wa crossed ths fields and rivera
Jone we still recember

ind the Battls of the Bulge
That cams in late Docember.

tuneral Patten sald to the 90th
Men we've got to go

He have to win this battls

And lot the Gorman's kmow.

This war was not yet over

Tha Tough Cmbre's lmew too well
Tho Gernan's had to surrender
Ur be shot all to Hell.

We hed ‘thared vbhs
Fought battles mlds by sids
*nud the geod cle S0th Divialon
Decoms ons of Pattens prids.

The war has been over many years

Some of the Ochre's have dons passed an
They're sstting up cemp in Heaven

To welcoas the rost of us home.

Hany men gavo thare life
For this good cle USA

ki m:ukn to the S0th Mvision
wr'il remenber you always.

C. willoiirt
%. ISy & Q../
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From Shame to Fame

“SAD SACK” HEROES
- OF THE 90TH & .~ .

Normandy they were almost disbanded.
But, given one last chance, they
became the best in the ETO

U The battered old sergeant shook his head disgustedly. “Lordy,
oh Lordy, what a Sad Sack outfit this is,” he said.Veteran of a hun-
dred brawls and a dozen disciplinary actions, he pointed his rifle
at the sky and squinted through the breech. The small cluster of
riflemen gathered around him on the deck of the troopship waited
for him to continue. M “Just look at our history,” the old soldier
went on. “We’re jinxed. First we lose half our officers and non-
coms without a shot being fired. Just about the time they got
themselves straightened out, the Army steps in and takes most of
them as cadre for a new division. When we're practically on the
boat for England they take our general away from us. And this

[ BY BOOTON HERNDON
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here boat is the final straw. Here we
are, a bunch of fighting men heading
for France on D-Day on a tub called
the Susan B. Anthony!”

The sergeant released the bolt on
hisrifle with a click. “You can count on
one thing,” he said. “Things are gonna
get worse before they get better.”

The old soldier had called it exactly.
At that moment a German shell hit,
and a geyser of water shot up beside
the ship. “We're hit! We're hit!” the cry
went up. The non-coms, who kept
their heads, moved quickly about the
decks, assembling and calming their
men. Finally it was determined that
nobody had been killed. But the Susan
B. Anthony was sinking, and they had
to abandon ship in a hurry.

In the meantime, other elements of
this same division were going in to the
Normandy beachhead under fire. The
battle plan called for them to hit the
beach, regroup and push off in two
days. Then, urgent requests for rein-
forcements were received from units
fighting on the beachhead, so the green
division was thrown into the attack
that very day. As enemy machine-gun
fire swept the beach and shells from
the German 88s exploded about them,
the white-faced GIsmilled about, dazed
and bewildered, their officers and non-
coms not doing much better. They
clustered in small groups all up and
down the beachhead, not knowing
which way to go or what to do. The
fight for the beachhead was raging,
and they were supposed to partici-
pate, but how? And where?

That was the way the U.S. 90th
Infantry Division entered combat on
D-Day, 1944. It was an inauspicious
beginning, and, as the old soldier had
said, the worst was yet to come.

Other divisions, before and since,
have failed in their early missions, yet
have come back to fight with gal-
lantry. However, no other American
division in World War II sank so low,
then came back to achieve so much as
a fighting unit as the 90th Division.

In that first month headquarters
almost decided to disband the division
and use its men as replacements. Yet
six months later, General Patton
praised it for carrying out “the great-
est military feat of the war,” and the
unit became his choice for the most
spectacular campaigns.

The 90th had seen action in the
closing days of World War I and had

. B

been re-activated on March 23, 1942,
at Camp Barkeley, Texas. And though
the “T” and “O” in the division’s insig-
nia actually stood for “Texas and
Oklahoma,” the GIs of World War II
said the letters stood for “Tough 'Om-
bres.”

The division trained together and
went through maneuvers together.
Then, just about when the men were
blending into a fighting unit, a large
group of its officers and non-coms
were transferred as cadre for a new
division.

Just before it sailed overseas, its
commander, Major General Henry
Terrill Jr., was made a corps com-
mander. Brigadier General Jay W.
McKelvie, assistant division com-
mander, tock over. McKelvie, who had
worked his way up through the ranks
from private, was a graduate of the
Army War College and the Command
and General Staff School. Although he
had commanded for only ten days
when the division arrived in Europe,
the top brass decided to give him a
chance.

o

& ’ }l VT .
'-_I:.' ; .} _II *‘ K3 l" ‘."-.'-‘H\ w “

man, it frequently hit ten or more. The
casualty rate was enormous.

On that first day something hap-
pened that might shake even the most
seasoned veteran. A regimental com-
mander, a full colonel, was standing
up straight, giving orders, when sud-
denly there was the whine and burst
of an 88 and the colonel stood there
headless. His officers and men gazed
in horror as the decapitated figure
remained upright for a second or two
before it collapsed.

Though as a whole the units of the
90th were ineffective, there were indi-
vidual heroes that first day of fighting.
PFC Samuel C. Maples, his BAR in his
arms, was manning an outpost when
he saw men in strange uniforms run-
ning furtively toward him. For a mo-
ment Maples'jaw dropped. He was the
first man of the 90th even to see a live
German, and he saw a whole patrol.

His astonishment didn’t last long.
He raised his BAR, aimed it and pulled
the trigger. The {irst shot from a 90th
Division weapon rang out in Nor-
mandy. Two of the four-man Nazi pa-

In the fighting for the Saar-Moselle Triangle during March 1945, men of Company L, 357th

Infantry, pile into boats to storm Nazi positions across Moselle River.

That chance came too soon. On D-
Day, when the 4th Division ran into
more resistance than was expected,
two battalions of the 90th were sent in
to help them. It was the first time the
division had been split up, and a cata-
strophic lack of communications and
coordination resulted. Many of the
officers were as confused as theirmen.
In the nerve-shattering noise of battle,
they forgot the most basic rule of all,
and huddled together. Thus, when an
exploding mortar or 88 shell hit one

trol dropped, killed instantly. A third
fell wounded, and crawled away. The
fourth stuck up his hands and shout-
ed, “Kamerad!” In a matter of seconds
the 90th Division had killed, wounded
and captured its first Germans.

On D-plus-3, General McKelvie re-
ceived orders for a division mission.
The 82nd Airborne Division had fought
up tothe Merederet River and was due
forarest. The 90th was to pass through
the 82nd, cross the river and continue
the attack. To the troops of the 90th
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that day, Merederet River spelled
murder. Across the river, and in the
hedgerow country beyond it, the Ger-
man 91st Infantry Division resisted
with professional ferocity.

This was the French bocage coun-
try, one pasture after another, each
separated by a hedgerow, with a
drainage ditch on either side. The
Germans made the fullest use of that
terrain. In the first hedgerow on the
other side of the river, the Germans
stationed riflemen and machine-gun-
ners. In the next would be mortars,
and in the third, 88s, sited for direct
fire. That pattern continued for miles.
This way, as the men of the 90th
attacked across the first open field,
fire from all three hedgerows poured
down upon them. Off to a bad start in
the first place, attacking units were
demoralized by fear and confusion,
still huddling together, making it easy
for the Germans to kill them. And
when division artillery began to drop
short rounds in supporting fire mis-
sions, near chaos resulted. The tired
paratroopers of the 82nd, who had
been fighting since the night before D-
Day, had to come back to the lines to
help the 90th hold its sector.

Replacements, officers and riflemen,
were rushed up to the front. Fre-
quently men had no officers to lead
them, and officers had no unit to lead.
Take Second Lieutenant Charles D.
McConville. When he was sent up to
the front on June 12 as a replacement
platoon leader, he found his platoon
had only 12 men. They had been
through hell and looked it.

“‘New men are on the way,” the
gaunt-eyed battalion commander told
him, At that moment the replacements
were marching up the road together—
men whose total, army service was
exactly 17 weeks. A German patrol
circled around behind the American
lines and fired into the close-packed
troops. Many men died before they
even joined the unit.

Units which were nearly up to
strength had the majority of their men
inreplacements. McConville’s platoon
now numbered 34 men, of whom 22
were replacements, men who had been
in the army only four months.

Greentroops, green officers. Inthese
situations it's the medics who work.
First Lieutenant Anthony A. Febbraro,
amedical officer, joined his unit at the
same time as McConville, and found

e TEL

»

Winter warfare: Near Doncols, Luxembourg,
BAR-man Pvt. Bill Birthold, 357th Infantry Regl-
ment, takes five in the snow before his regiment
moves on over ridge. (Jan 45)

the battalion taking heavy casualties
from mortar and artillery fire. Seri-
ously wounded men were being
brought back to the battalion aid sta-
tion, where Febbraro and his medics
were doing all they couldto save them.

After a short but bloody fight,
Mayenne, plus its bridge and hun-
dreds of prisoners, fell to Task Force
Weaver.

The next day, at Le Mans, it was a
repeat performance. Again Barth en-
circled the bridge, again Task Force
Weaver's forces crashed through a
vastly superior German force, and
again they took a city complete with a
large garrison and a bridge.

While the 90th had been roaring
across France, the Germans had
mounted a strong counteroffensive to
the rear. Under personal orders from
Adolf Hitler, the entire German 7th
Army, including several fresh Panzer
divisions, attacked, intending to slice
through and cut off the American
spearheads. Patton ordered the 90th
to swing around and hit the enemy’s
flank from the south. The division was
to fight through to make contact with
the British and Canadians coming
down from the north, thus sealing off
the entire German Army.

As the Americans squeezed the gap
closer and closer, the Germans dis-
covered one escape route still open, at
the small town of Chambois. As they
began to pour through, Patton sent in
the Tough 'Ombres of the 90th to slam
the door. The 90th pushed the Ger-
mans back and plugged the gap. In
the heavy fighting new heroes ap-
peared.

Sergeant Aubrey M. Rayburn, in
his tank destroyer, defied heavy small-
arms, mortar and artillery fire, to hold
his position. His TD knocked out five

enemy tanks, shot up one self-pro-
pelled gun and mowed down scores of
German infantry.

Sergeant John B. Hawk was man-
ning a light machine gun when Ger-
man tanks and infantry surged for-
ward in an attempt to overrun his
position. Hawk drove the enemy foot
soldiers back, but an artillery shell
knocked out the gun and wounded
Hawk. Next a trio of German tanks
rumbled up to Hawk's position. He
ran back to his company headquar-
ters, grabbed a bazooka from a fellow
soldier’s hands and returned to his
forward outpost. His bazooka fire was
so deadly that the German tanks broke
off the attack.

Immediately after the tanks left,
enemy infantry attacked again. Hawk
assembled two machine-gun squads
and organized them in a tight defense.
While small-arms fire whined around
him and German mortar shells fell all
around, he calmly took the parts of his
shot-up machine gun, combined it
with another, and produced one
workable gun. The full impact of the
enemy assault struck just as he fin-
ished the assembly.

“Well, let’s see if she works,” Hawk
said casually, and directed a burst at
the charging grey-green uniforms.
They went down as though they had
hit a trip wire. Another wave came
forward only to go down the same way.
The German force, infantry and tanks,
pulled back into a small grove to
regroup and change the attack plan.

Now two tank destroyers of the 90th
came up, and Hawk told them to fire
into the woods. But their field of vision
was bad, and if they moved to a better
firing position, they would be in the
open. Hawk solved the problem by
running to the top of a small knoll
overlooking both tank destroyers and
the German-held woods, and shouted
backinstructionsto the twoTDs, When
hisvoice couldn't carry over the sound
of battle, he ran back through a hail of
bullets and arranged a set of signals
with the TD crews. Twice more Hawk
ran up to his observation post and
returned to direct their fire. When two
German tanks were knocked out, a
third hastily withdrew. Hawk contin-
ued directing the tank destroyer fire
until a white flag was stuck out from
behind a tree. When Hawk called off
the fire, 500 Germans walked out of
the woods with their hands up.
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While Hawk and Rayburn were
blazing away, the fleeing Germans
completely encircled an entire regi-
ment of the 90th. Lieutenant Joseph
R. Durbin was directed tofight hisway
through at the head of a reliefforce. As
he advanced, his force encountered
several small groups of fleeing Ger-
mans, who immediately surrendered.
Moving beyond a crossroads, Durbin’s
force was suddenly struck by a full
Panzer unit. A large French chateau
stood at the juncture of the roads, and
Durbin and his men dashed into its
walled-in enclosure and turned it into
a small fort. Soon he was completely
surrounded, and the Germans de-
manded that he surrender.

“Surrender, hell,” Durbin said. “I've
got a hundred and fifty prisoners of
my own!”

Durbin’s force held out for three
days, tying up the entire German col-
umn behind the Panzer unit that had
surrounded them. This stand enabled
another 90th unit not only to relieve
Durbin’s force but to make the sur-
rounding German unit surrender.

During all this fighting, the division
artillery had a field day. First Lieuten-
ant William R. Matthews, piloting a
Cub observer plane, kept flying
through small-arms fire, picking out
prime targets for the big guns, and
radioing back their positions. On one
occasion, when the enemy brought up
machine guns to support an infantry
attack, Matthews stayed right over
them until his artillery broke it up.
Then he flew over a whole enemy
column. So accurate was his spotting
that 27 vehicles were destroyed and
many Germans killed. The next day
another column came down the road,
and Matthews, again under small-
arms fire, called back a fire mission.
The resulting fire knocked out 21 ve-
hicles. Again the Germans tried to
break through. This time Matthews
brought about a direct hit on an am-
munition truck, which blew up, kill-
ing a dozen Germans with it. One tank
and 31 vehicles were also left burning.

Still the Germans attacked.
Matthews kept sending back the co-
ordinates of one troop concentration
after another, resulting in a devas-
tating toll of dead and wounded Ger-
mans. Now the Germans began
shooting at Matthews with an 88, and
although his plane looked as though
it was falling to pieces, he kept on
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Infantrymen of the 358th Regiment seek Nazis
out in the woodland cover near Klenec, Czecho-
slovakia (30 Apr 45)

flying. In three days, Matthews spent
35 hours in the air.

Finally the ring was closed, and the
Germans surrendered. They had lost
well over 100,000 men in that one
desperate counterattack. The 90th
exulted in their record; it had taken
more than 12,000 prisoners and killed
almost that many. But in Chambois
the stench of decaying and burned
human f{lesh was a sickening end to
their victory.

The 90th was now Patton’s most
prized infantry division. He sent it
racing across France, advancing scores
of miles in a day. With the Germans on
the run, the whole Third Army was
eating up the miles with negligible
casualties. It wasthat way clearacross
France to the Moselle River and the
fortress of Metz. There the Third Army
ran out of fuel and had to dig in, giving
the Germans a chance to regroup.

That's where they were on Novem-
ber 9. The division was under a new
commander, Major General James A.
Van Fleet, General McLain having been
given command of a corps. The 90th
was handpicked by Patton to com-
plete a most difficult job; to cross the
swollen Moselle River, batter its way
through the mighty outer defenses of
Metz and link up with the 5th Division
(which had already crossed the
Moselle) in a wide sweep around the
city from the south.

Normally the Moselle is a placid and
lovely stream, but at jump-off time,
the 90th found that heavy autumn
rains had tumed it into a raging tor-
rent fully a half-mile wide. The first
wave went overinassaultboats. There

was heroism even before enemy fire
was heard, when some of the boats
turned over in the treacherous cur-
rent— but every manwasrescued. The
advance elements fought their way
ashore, and started deepening the
beachhead through a maze of pill-
boxes and fortified positions.

But no force can continue to fight
without reinforcements, ammunition
and supplies, and the swollen Moselle
could not be bridged. Engineers were
working waist-deep in the chilly wa-
ter, trying to get their pontoons in
place. But time and again the turbu-
lent water would snap cables like
threads. Thus one platoon after an-
other was laboriously ferried across in
assault boats— ata painfully slow pace.
Motor launches were brought up to
help, especially to evacuate the
wounded.

Then, at dawn, the Germans
mounted a heavy counterattack, hit-
ting Company H of the 358th Regi-
ment the hardest. Technical Sergeant
Forest E. Everhart was commanding a
platoon of that company and before
his men knew what was happening,
German tanks and infantry penetrated
their left flank. Everhart had only one
machine gun in that area. Though he
was not at the point of attack when it
started, he ran 400 yards to join in it,
taking command and organizing the
defense. After an hour of fierce fight-
ing, only Everhart and one gunner
were left, but they kept firing at the
advancing Germans until they halted,
whereupon Everhart charged, killing
at least 30 of the enemy.

The surviving Germans withdrew,
but circled around to come up on
Everhart's right. The sergeant re-
crossed the fire-swept ground and
began firing the abandoned machine
gun in that sector. As his gunner
swept the area, Everhart got another
handful of grenades, and once again
moved forward alone, throwing the
hand grenades wherever he found
clusters of Germans. He wound up
stopping the second enemy advance
cold and killing at least 20 more Ger-
mans, For his actions he was later
awarded the Medal of Honor.

The strongest, most invincible posi-
tion in the bastion of Metz was Fort
Koenigsmacher, located in the outer

defenses a few miles from the city
proper. This fort was a stronghold of
concrete and steel built down inside
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the natural fortification of a hill. Al-
though it was protected by lines of fire
from surrounding fortifications, Cap-
tain Edward J. Blake and his com-
pany fought up to the very top of it.
Germans moved in behind them inthe
night, until the company found itself
surrounded—with Germans under-
neath, too. Light aircraft kept them
supplied and for 72 hours the com-
pany held that forward position. Fi-
nally General Van Fleet got a message
through that they could retreat. But
Captain Blake sent back word: “This
fortis ours. Ican’t askthemen toleave
here now. They're more determined
than I to finish the job.”

Fortunately, the end of Fort Koe-
nigsmacher was near. Ducking and
dodging through a hail of bullets, a
job made more difficult and more
dangerous by the five-gallon can of
gasoline he was carrying, Second
Lieutenant Rex J. Ross charged up
the hill to a steel-barred ventilator
and poured the gasoline through the
grating. Then Ross dropped a white
phosphorus grenade after the gas.
The hill belched forth flame and
smoke. Two men now joined Ross
with satchel charges and these, too,
went down the shaft, followed by
awesome explosions. Minutes later,
300 Germans marched out with their
hands clasped on top of their hel-
mets. Examination of Fort Koenigs-
macher proved it to have eight-foot-
thick walls of sheet steel and con-
crete.

In the meantime engineers had {i-
nally built a bridge across the swollen
river. On the filth day the Division
moved its armor across, along with
more ammunition. The 90th was now
down to 50 percent of its fighting
strength, yet it kept driving. And on
the 11th day it joined forces with the
5th Division, surrounding Metz com-
pletely.

When Patton heard the news, he
was speechless. Then he said, “Thisis
the greatest military achievement of
the war.”

But the 90th kept doing the impos-
sible. On December 6 its men crossed
another {looded river, the Saar. Again
bridge cables snapped like strings,
but still two regiments got across and
without hope of supplies, cracked the
Siegfried Line and pushed into the
town of Dilingen, engaging in heavy
house-to-house fighting. Working fe-

verishly at the river crossing, the engi-
neers finally put together three meth-
ods of crossing: a few assault boats,
one hand-operated ferry and one foot-
bridge. Assault elements of the 90th
used all three to get across. Then
came one of the most astounding or-
ders of the war.

The 90th, having breached the Saar
and penetrated the vaunted German
defenses, was to pull out inthe dead of
night and fall back, leaving only a
skeleton radio net to fool the eaves-
dropping Germans. So secret was the
retreat that all men were ordered to
take off the 90th Division patches.

What was the reason for this secret
retreat? The 90th had become such a
crack outfit that even the German
General staff knew it. Captured Ger-
man documents said, “Prisoners
identified as belonging to the 90th
Division will be immediately taken to
regimental G-3." The Germans felt
that movements of the 90th would tip
them olf to overall American strategy.

While the 90th had been fighting at
Metz, the Battle of the Bulge was on.
German forces had struck powerfully
at the thinly held American lines in
Belgium, and the Allied high com-
mand had ordered allunengaged forces
to drop everything and help out. The
mission of the 90th was to attack
northward into the enemy’s exposed
flank.

Under cover of darkness, in near
zero temperatures, the 90th pulled
back across the Saar. Each vehicle
had to be winched on board the ferry,
then be winched off. Proceeding over
the narrow, ice-covered roads, buck-
ing frigid winter winds, the division
moved 100 miles north to Luxem-
bourg, and opened a full-scale attack.

Now the 90th Division was not only
a superior fighting outfit, but its men
were cocky and confident. For ex-
ample, when a patrol composed of
Stalf Sergeant Richard M. McDonald
and PFCsLaVerne W. Miller and Daniel
W. Blue came across an anti-tank
ditch leading into the German lines,
they followed it into the German posi-
tions. Each time the Germans chal-
lenged them they answered back in
what they hoped would pass for Ger-
man, then carelully marked the loca-
tion of the challenge ona crude, hand-
drawn map.

Now, with the gaps in the line well
defined, they went a full three miles

deeper into enemy territory, carefully"

mapping every enemy position they
saw. At dusk on that sub-zero day,
they started back. By now, the group
numbered 20, for they had taken 17
prisoners. McDonald was wounded so
severely that he died later, but he
managed to hold the group together.
For two days afterward, the Germans
were hit by artillery-fire missions,
mortar barrages and infantry attacks,
all with such pin-point accuracy that
they had a demoralizing effect.

After helping to deflate the Bulge,
the 90th returned to the Saar River
and the Siegfried Line. Itbegan to slug
its way forward. Now German villages
were turning on their own soldiers,
driving them out into the woods and
meeting the advancing Americans with
white {lags. Up ahead, the German
Army was fleeing in a panic, bumper
to bumper, and again the artillery
men had a field day as the spotter
planes radioed in positions of enemy
convoys. At the large Rhine city of
Mainz, the division expected trouble,
but as six battalions were closing in
on the city if surrendered.

Now the 90th Division began slash-
ing its way across France. Because of
security restrictions, the people at
home had no idea where it was, until
Germany surrendered, and Allied
Headquarters revealed that the 90th
had cut Germany in half, winding up
in Czechoslovakia.

The 90th Division had wiped out
the stigma of Normandy. From D-Day
to V-E Day, this one division took
83,437 prisoners of war— the equiva-
lent of six German divisions—and
killed tens of thousands more. Its own
casualties were 3,871 dead and over
21,000 wounded and missing. A total
of 35,000 replacements came into the
division. Thus more than 50,000 men
served in it.

And this division, which had come
so close to the disgrace of being bro-
ken up for replacements, won awards
and decorations by the barrelful. Two
of its men— Sergeant Hawk and Tech-
nical Sergeant Everhart—won the
Medal of Honor. Other decorations
included 78 Distinguished Service
Crosses, six Legion of Merit awards,
fourDistinguished Flying Crosses and
1311 Silver Stars. From shame to
fame— no other division with such a
bad beginning went so far and fast
toward combat greatness.
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90th Infrantrymen in caplurocf German trench during batile in American Red Cross Center in Cherbourg, France, opened in July
Selgfried Line 1944—the first center for American soldiers in Europe

FRENCH GREETINGS I}

The French cheering as Americans roll through 607th Crossing the Saale River at Saalfeld
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ui1s 15 only the beginning of the hereoic story

of the goth Infantry Division in World War

M. I wish that we could tell vou all of {i—
thensands of wards more of the details of the
© triuwmphs and the trials, but that will have to wait
until after wvictory, Ewven in this short account,
there is so much for the Tough 'Ombres of the goth
to be proud of, and I am prouwd wwith them, 1 am
new fo Fhe drvision, having assumed command on
1y Octeber 1944, after the cvents related here, but I know twell
the goth's record.  Let's carry it on and build it highor and
higher until ewveryone of us can say proudly at the end ; “That's
the wway it was. [ was there with the goth”

{;ﬁ da.u, @if_

“(:I-I” General, Commaniling

The Story
Of The goth Infantry Division

“BLOOD-RED FOR TOUGH 'OMBRES”

WHEN the goth Infantry Division landed on D-Day,
the blood-red T-O insignia meant Texas and
Oklahoma. Today the T-O stands for “Tough *Ombres.”
The men” who wear that patch fought for ffty-three
consccutive days. They landed among the first, took
the staggering blows of the prepared German might and
came back with even more decisive blows of their own
to sweep across France and onto Hitler’s front porch.
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D-Day and D-plus-1 werg the beginning. When the
troopship Swusan B. Anthony struck a mine and sank,
the 2nd Bn, 359th Inf and Co C, 315th Engr Bn, waded
ashore without a loss —except for their weapons. When
the 4th Inf Div needed reserves, the 1st and 3rd Bns,
359th Inf, plunged through water and artillery to back
them up. When a German patrol spied on the assembly
area near St Martin de Varreville, Pfc Samuel C. Maples
of Stella, Mo, Co A, 3s59th, killed the division’s first
two Krauts.

The ’Ombres were tough and stayed tough. They
had to be tough to plough tﬁmugh the hedgerow defenses
(3 of Normandy in the famous
dash to the important rail
junction of Le Mans, and
to form part of the Falaise
pocket at Chambois that
brought terrible disaster
to a frantically fleeing
Nazi.

They had a sense of
humor, too. When B
Btry, g15th FA Bn,
huchd its s0,000th round
at the enemy from the
same gun that had fired
the first, stencilled on
the shell was “To Adolf
with love from T-0O.7

T-O FOR TEXAS AND OKLAHOMA

HE letters T-O of the insignia actually stand for

Texas and Oklahoma, being a carryover from
World War 1, when the goth, made up of men from
these states, fought at St Mihiel and Meuse-Argonne.
The Tough *Ombres of this war hail from everywhere
in America.

The division was reactivated at Camp Barkeley, Tex,
Mar 25, 1942 and after training there went to the Louis-
iana and California-Arizona Maneuver Areas before
sailing for England on Mar 23, 1944.

With the division assembled near Turqueville, and its
first CP in France at Loutres, Brig. Gen. Jay W. Mac-
Kelvie, Battle Creek, Mich, (then CG) received warning
orders. The division would attack across the Merderet
River, through the 8znd Airborne Div.

Eurly morning June 10, the "Ombres moved to attack
and to deepen the VII Corps bridgehead established
earlier by the 82nd Airborne Div, aided by a devastating
barrage laid by the goth’s own 345th FA Bn.

The 357th Inf struck out on one flank for Gourbesville
while the 358th Inf steered for Pont I’Abbe (Iitienville).
The bulk of the 359th and B Btry, grsth FA Bn, was
still with the 4th Div.

The 358th crossed the Merderet River and brushed
aside heavy enemy resistance before Pont I’Abbe. A
strong German counterattack repelled them from
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the town but they o —'-_:__g—_;z_:_
clung to the edges. e G

The 357th crossed -3
the river causeway % , |

at La Fiere througﬁ,s A} bl
amurderous artillery Wi

and mortar barrage. Al T _'-'%
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The first day of fighting netted one :
and a half miles. Odds had heavily i
favored the Krauts. Hedgerows were hardpacked,
root-filled walls of earth four or five feet high, overgrown
with thick hedges and trees. Ditches lined the earthen
walls, and the enemy was entrenched in well-prepared
positions.  The terrain was well known to the occu-
pying Germans.

gt

Automatic weapons and small arms were in the first
row. Mortars held the second. Eighty-eights backed
them up. Flanking hedgerows concealed more auto-
matic weapons and mortars dug in under brush and
covered with logs and dirt.

When our troops ventured into a field, machine guns
opened deadly crossfire, followed by mortars peppering
the area. Those lucky enough to get back to the hedge-
rows’ protection were harassed by 88’s zeroed in on
the trees' above them.

Our own artillery’s forward observers often were
unable to see beyond the next hedgerow and had to
fire blind. Observers in trees were targets not only

for the enemy but for our own troops wary of snipers.
Once, Capt Donald B. Hutchens of Oregon, then com-
manding Co B, 359th, climbed a tree to direct fire only
to fall when enemy shrapnel snapped the limb. Un-
daunted, he shinnied up the tree again and resumed
his fire direction.

COURAGE CREATES HEROES

T was this determination to win that produced
heroes by the score. '

S/Sgt Warren N. Snider, Gainesville, Tex, squad
leader in Co H, 358th, whose squad was supporting the
advance on Pont ’Abbé June 12, exposed Eimsclf for ,
an hour to hostile fire to observe for our

mortars, e
T/Sgt Norman G.Burandt, Elk River, Minn, A NG
was only a piatoon sergeant, but on June 12, i 7
near Gourbesville, he plugged a gap in the ¥
lines with Co L of the 357th so efficiently ( £
that he won a battlefield commission. i i)
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and keyed the entire
southward drive to
break out of the
hedgerow country.

Thegoth found it-
self smashing against
fresh, fanatical para- «s:%
troopers and  SS il
men. The jumpoff,
July 3, was a line
from Baupte, northeast past Pont Auny to the east edge
of Pretot. The division faced southwest.

The first day, the 359th, on the west, advanced through
Pretot for roughly 2000 yards despite savage machine
gun, artillery, mortar fire and mines.

The 358th, in the east sector, chalked up 2000 yards
to St Jores. By1410, one platoon of the 15t Bn battered
its: way into the town. Enemy tanks smashed them
back. The 3rd Bn maneuvered wide past the east flank
to present such a threat that by 1930 the 1st Bn, having
crashed through St Jores, pressed on to Les Belles Croix.
Enemy sclf—pro]i)ellcd guns delayed the advance, but Les
Belles Croix fell to the tanks of the 712th Tank Bn,
fresh from the beaches. (The attached 712th became
a blood-brother of the goth in the Mont Castre campaign
and since then has fought as part of the division.)

The 358th fought off a counter-attack as the battle
continued, July 4, and by the end of the day had pushed

on to La Butte. ‘The 359th in the meantime had swung
down to the St Jores—Le Fry road. Then it gained
Ste Suzanne, was driven out in the morning, plunged
in again that afternoon.

Back in the east the 357th had entered the battle on
July 5 to relieve part of the 358th. The outfit was
stopped cold outside of Beau Coudray in a day-long
battle but continued to trade blows there for six bitter
days. Constant battering only loosened the hinges
but diverted German attention to the east so that the
lock on the west was picked and the portal was forced
open slowly in a southeastern swing pivoted on Beau
Coudray.

“J” CO PUT TO BATTLE TEST

THIS sectot was comparatively quiet, but on July 10
boiled up again. A provisional “J” Co of 120
cooks, mechanics and headquarters specialists had been
organized and put up front to prevent enemy infiltration.
But the enemy still kept Beau Coudray. The 357th’s
2nd Bn finally flanked the town from the west on July
11 and the Germans withdrew that night. The 2nd Bn
snatched Le Plessis without opposition the following
day and the 1st and 3rd Bns moved through Beau Coudray.

The door finally had swung wide and the hinges
now had torn loose.

While the 357th was tied up at Beau Coudray, the rest
of the division had moved around to the north of the

forét. But 1st Bn, 3soth, hit the west nose of the
hill on July 6 and the gunch caught the Germans off
balance because they had expected the main effort from
the east. Bypassed by the 1st, however, the retreating
Nazis greeted the 3rd Bn, 359th, driving up on the left,
with enough artillery to halt them and surround both
battalions. ‘Ten counterattacks were repulsed in twenty-
four hours. At one time the situation was eased only
by artillery directed on the enemy by the 1st Bn CO,
Lt. Col. (then Capt.) Leroy R. Pond, Fayetteville, Ark.

Ammunition was low. The men were surrounded
for thirty hours. Each round fired had to spell death
for a Hun. Relief finally arrived when the 2nd Bn,
358th, plus eight tanks, knifed through the enemy
wedge at 1830, July 7.

The 2nd Bn, 359th, and 1st Bn, 358th, had moved

into the eastern edge of the forest July 6 while the 3rd
Bn of the 358th, having moved south from Lithaire to
the crest, occupied Hill 122, July 8. Thus a line across
the entire heights was established.

One result of the battle was a two-day haul of 430 PWs.

Meaawhile, the division’s right flank was open. The
enemy, driven out of La Haye du Puits by the advancing
79th Div, was infiltrating eastward. Another “J” Co
was activated from 359th cooks and mechanics to protect
the right flank.

The 315th Engr Bn again was brought into play as
infantry assuming a defensive position July 7-8 atop
the hill, where for three grim days it held fast under
heavy enemy pressure.

MENACED BY NATURE AND NAZIS

THE goth continued its mission July ro. If Hill rz2
had been bad, the fight down the south side through
the forest was just as bad, perhaps worse. German
paratroopers, almost invisible in camouflage clothing,
were young, strong, fanatically determined and skilled
in individual combat. Direction and contact were
difficult to maintain. Undergrowth and murky weather
limited visibility to twenty-five yards, more often to
only five.

The 3td Bn, 358th, took the center sector, flanked on




the left by the 2nd Bn and on the right by the 3rd Bn
of the 359th.

The advance hit fierce resistance. When Co 1 was
pinned down by a Nazi nest behind a twenty-five foot
hill, Pfc William L. Smiley of Centertown, Ky, scaled
the obstacle and fired point blank into the enemy. Pfc
Theodore Wagner of San Antonio, Tex, followed his
example and lobbed several grenades. Pfc Wagner
then urged the Germans to surrender. Eight did, the
other nine were found dead.

Lt. Col. Jacob W. Bealke of Sullivan, Mo, and his
command group of eight followed Co L. While Co I
was occupied, the group was attacked by a squad of Ger-
mans that had emerged from the west and behind Co
L’s assault platoon. Beaten off by small arms fire, the
enemy hit again from the west and the rear but this
time was routed by another platoon of Co L.

Four tanks thrashed through the thickets and hacked
out the trail by which wounded were evacuated. Later
in the battle two tanks were knocked out by the enemy,
and a third immobilized by
amarsh. Co K thrust forward
but was thrown back by fire
from three sides.

On July 11 rifle
companies of the
358th’s 3rd Bn
shifted to the right

and with the aid of the flanking j359th
drove the Germans out of the forest.
The division halted on July 14
along the Séves River facing
south toward the enemy’s strong
position on the Island of Séves.

To the goth fell the task

of eliminating this obstacle. .-
The 15t and 2nd Bns, 358th, gf
punched across the hip-deep ' _

river in bitter fighting, but were so hard hit by sup-
erior German forces that retreat was the only practical
move. Most were able to scramble back but four officets
and 200 men were captured. The island was lost and
the 358th resumed its old defensive position north of
the river.

Chaplains joscfph Esser of Cleveland, Minn, and
Edgar Stohler, of Ipava, Ill, accompanied by 12 litter
bearers, later retrieved 16 wounded.

T-O JOINS FIRST ARMY DRIVE

The First U S Army began its great drive to eliminate
the enemy from the lower stretches of the peninsula,

July 26.

The day before, the American Air Force had blasted
the enemy at St Lo. The ooth, sitting morosely on

the Séves licking its wounds, perked up as clouds of
bombers roared over.

On July 26, the division, attacking with VIII ‘Corps,
bypassed Seéves Island by sending the 357th to the left.
The 359th attacked due south, while the 358th continued
to face the island.

Heavy  resistance was encountered during the first
day, and only small progress was made. The advance
of the VII Corps on tl;lc eft was so rapid that the enemy
realized the danger of entrapment and hastily withdrew.
The division’s units raced ahead to overtake the enemy
rear guard south of the town of Perriers, overrun by
the goth during the day.

Small isolated groups of Germans were quickly-
climinated by July 28, and the town of St Sauveur de
Lendelin, 10 miles south of the Séves, was occupied.
By nightfall, the goth had reached its objective—the

newly captured sector of the 1st Inf Div of VII Corps,

which lay across the front of the goth’s path south.
In the preceding three days the goth had covered 10 miles.
Compared to the deadly slow fighting experienced pre-
viously this was blitzkrieg movement, and it was indi-
cative of better things to come.

From July 28 to Aug 1, the division remained in the
vicinity of St Sauveur and for the first time in the 53
days since D-Day was completely out of contact with
the enemy.

The rest period was utilized for reorganization and
training. Here on July 30, Brig. Gen. (now Maj. Gen.)

Raymond S. McLain, Oklahoma City, Okla, a veteran
of the Sicilian and Italian campaigns took command.
Brig. Gen. William G. Weaver, Louisville, Ky, became
assistant division commandetr the same day.

HITTING THE ROAD AGAIN

THE goth passed to control of the newly arrived XV
Corps of the Third U S Army on Aug 1 and prepared
to hit the road again. The division’s mission, to move
south and seize the bridges over the Selune River near
St Hilaire du Harcouet, resulted in the organization of
two special task forces, one under Lt. Col. George B.
Randolph, Birmingham, Ala, (commanding the 712th
Tank Bn), the other under Lt. Col. Clarke (commanding
the 358th).

Task Fotce Randolph moved Aug 2 on the Perriers-
Coutances-Avranches road, screening Task Force Clarke
in the manner of advance cavalry and sweeping aside
negligible resistance. Task Force Clarke followed imme-
diately.

At the end of the so-mile motor march to St Hilaire,
Col. Clarke, finding the main highway brid%: across the
Selune west of the city intact, seized the high ground
ovetlooking it. Racing across the bridge, two platoons
of Co K met enemy small arms and machinegun fire but
fought their way into town, followed by the rest of
Task Force Clarﬁc and other division elements.

Task Force Clarke pursued the enemy south to Lou-
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Moaj. Gen. E. M. Landrum directs the bottle from a cellar CP

The 3!” hginuf Bn

i

A captured German mortar defends Hill 122, July 7—I0 Company CP inside o typical Normandy hedgerow jungle
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vigne du Desert, taking it Aug 3. Patrols streamed into
the town of Landivy.

XV Corps was ordered Aug 4 to move on Le Mans,
an important railroad center 73 airline miles southeast.
The goth was ordered to seize the bridge and city of
Mayenne 45 miles away. Relieved there by the 1st
Div, it was then to swing southeast to the Laval-Le Mans
highway and advance to Le Mans. The 79th Div was
to capture Laval and push forward on the goth’s right,
entering Le Mans from the southwest.

ARMOR SPEARHEADS THE ADVANCE

Fon its part in this bold stroke, the goth organized
another task force—strong in armor—-ungcr the
command of Gen. Weaver to spearhead the advance.
From this force was made up Sub-Task Force Randolph,
which started Aug 5, followed by the remainder of

Task Force Weaver. The force poured through Landivy

and Ernee. It seemed strange to be rolling along at
20 miles an hour in enemy territory where before every
yard had been contested. The men’s spirits rose, especially
when the French, recovering from their surprise, lined
the streets to pelt them with flowers and hand out cider
during pauses of the 1z2-mile column.

By noon the head of the column hit the first gppreciable
resistance two miles cast of Mayenne. While the goth
Ren Trp scouted, a hard hitting force of the 357th’s
Co B, plus ten medium tanks, punched ahead. Learning
that Mayenne was held in force, it was decided to envelop
the town to the south with the 357th’s 2nd and 3rd
Bns while the advance 1st Bn moved straight ahead to
seize the only undestroyed bridge across the Mayenne
River.

Col. G. B. Barth, Washington, DC, commanding the
357th, soon located a likely crossing south of the town.
A skiff and a larger but leaky old boat were found. A
torn-down fence provided oars. Col. Barth took the
first boat over, then with an engineer rowed back for
the second load. Cn T crossed first. Rubher boats ar-

rived and the crossing of the two battalions was complet-
ed by 2030 hours.

Meantime, the 1st Bn under Maj. Edward S. Hamilton,
Washington, DC, pushed forward so rapidly that it
was able to storm the bridge and prevent its destruction
by the Germans, who had mined it with eight soo-
pound aitplane bombs. Our artillery hit a caisson of
ammunition on the German side. A terrific explosion
resulted, and a pall of smoke blanketed the bridge. Maj.
Hamilton called off the artillery and B Co rushed the
bridge. The battalion had the town mopped up by
2030, while the other two battalions took positions
for all around defense.

A hundred prisoners were taken, including some
bewildered Germans who came into the town, not know-
ing it had changed hands.

Both the 358th and 359th marched
southeastward to the Mayenne River
below the town, ready to cross on Aug6
and continue toward Le Mans. %y
that night, the 358th was near Montsurs

and the 359th ncar Vaiges, paralleling Task Force
Weaver’s route.

Gen. McLain now split Task Force Weaver into
two columns, one under Gen. Weaver and one under
Col. Barth, to set a trap for the Krauts. He sent them
on toward Le Mans Aug 6. The two forces were to
rejoin at L’Arche to form a pocket to catch the Germans
swept before them.

At Aron, five miles out of Mayenne, early Aug 6,
Task Force Weaver hit a strong enemy force attacEing
to recapture Mayenne. A fierce engagement continued
the rest of the day. Leaving the enemy to the 1st Div,
Gen. Weaver withdrew under cover of darkness to seek
a more satisfactory route. He reversed his column,
heading south to Vaiges to hit the main Laval-Le Mans
highway.

At Vaiges he found the 3s9th Inf, commanded by
Col. Robert L. Bacon, Columbia, SC, grappling with
the enemy east of the town. With speed paramount,
Gen. Weaver hurried around the 359th’s left flank. At
Chemmes, however, sharp resistance again was encount-
ered. The enemy was driven out of that town, but
clung to a position on the flank of the route eastward.
Gen. Weaver again reversed under cover of darkness
and returned to Vaiges where the main highway to Le
Mans now lay open, the 359th having eliminated the
enemy there,

Task Force Weaver sped on, quickly reducing sac-
cessive points of resistance with the aid of artillery and
highly effective air support put on targets by radio.

99




Just before dark, Aug 8, Task Force Weaver joined
Col. Barth who had arrived at L’Arche after a brilliant
dash throu%h the enemy. Col. Barth left Mayenne at
1500, Aug 6. Ripping two minor pockets of resistance,
he advanced swiftly through Montsurs and stopped for
the night at Ste Suzanne. Maj. Hamilton, his 1st Bn
and the tanks dashed on to Viviers. At z200, Col.
Barth was notified that the enemy had reoccupied Mont-
surs and cut off the remainder of his column. Soon
after, the Germans began preparing an attack on Ste
Suzanne. Maj. Hamilton was recalled from Viviers just
in time for his tanks to scatter the German’s formation.

Much of the opposition was knocked out by air
support and artillery fire prior to the approach of the
task force. An infantry attack was required just east
of Joue en Charnie, and the Tough ’Ombres carried it
through successfully. The accompanying artillery was
continually firing with one or two batteries, while the
others dashed forward to set up new positions.

The air support was highly effective, constant cover
being maintained by four to twelve P-47 fighter-bombers,
which were kept on the target by radio. All alon
the road were evidences of the air accuracy -- bombcg
out tanks and wrecked wvehicles. So rapid was the
advance that enemy vehicles were found pulled up
alongside the road with their motors still running.

The Kraut drivers had dashed off the road to avoid
the murderous hail of artillery and came back to their
vehicles just in time to meet the rapidly advancing
infantry.

Tough ’Ombres Fight On To Metz

ARTILLERY SOCKS TANKS

Ar oguo came word that the remainder of the column
had cleared the enemy from Montsurs, and at 1000 the
delayed battalion arrived at Ste Suzanne. About 1300,
as the advance was ready to continue, 15 German
tanks lumbered out of a wooded hilltop and thundered
towards Ste Suzanne into the fire 0}) the 345th FA,
which drove them back.

Assured by Lt. Col. Frank W. Norris, Austin, Tex,
commanding the 34s5th, that his artillery would keep
the tanks at bay, Col. Barth decided to push on. The
column stopped for a night at La Quinto, six miles short
of Le Mans, after brushing aside small delaying groups.

The advance continued Aug 8. At L’Arche, the
column met a German anti-aircraft battery trying to
escape. First Lt. Charles H. Lombardi, Ozone }gark,
NY, firing the lead tank’s 75, destroyed 15 tanks in
about two minutes, Tankriding infantrymen killed
more than half of the 6o Germans. Progress into
the city was slowed by four German gun emplacements
and the need to coordinate with the 79th Div approaching

on the right. But our troops entered the city at oo3o,
Aug 9, to find the 79th in control of half of it, having
cntered from the southwest,

Back at L’Arche, the 358th locked with the rear of
Col. Barth’s column, forming a solid barrier to trap the
Germans fleeing northeast from Weaver,

Gen. McLain now directed Col. Clarke to cross the
Sarthe River to the north of Le Mans and sever the main
highways. The enemy, trving to flee, was killed or
captured. The rest of the combat units took up posi-
tions, Aug 9, north and east of Le Mans, ready for the
next phase—the “Chambois Shambles.”

The McLain Machine in its seven-day dash from St
Sauveur de Lendelin had marched a total of 146 miles,
fought three hard engagements
and numerous skirmishes and ta-
ken 2054 prisoners. Many Germans
were killed. Large numbers of
tanks, armored and other vehicles
were either captured or
destroyed. he goth’s
casualties were light.

.t { The division moved
north from Le Mans Au

11, following the 2n
French Armd Div. In

-

..l the first three days it con-
solidated the French gains,

mopped up the

Forét d’Ecouves
between Alencon
and Sees without
major incident, bagged 1329 pri
soners.

On Aug 15 the 359th took over a system of road
blocks, from Le Bourg St Leonard on the west to Le
Merlerault on the east. The 358th held the Nonant
Le Pin road north of Sees, while the 357th remained
behind to maintain the Alengon bridgehead.

The great Falaise pocket, sewed up on the south
and east by the capture of Le Mans and the subsequent
swing north, was closed only by fire. No firm line of
troops sealed the mouth of the trap in northwest France.
Until the shooting was over, there remained an escape

ap through the valley where the little village of Cham-
Eom is located. So much fire was poured into the bot-
tleneck that a large fSmrt of the proud German Seventh
Army was annihilated in its struggle to withdraw.

The goth Div alone took 12,335 prisoners and killed
an estimated 8ooo from Aug 16 to 22. In addition,
308 German tanks, 248 self-propelled guns, 164 artillery
pieces, 3270 motor vehicles, 649 horse-drawn vehicles,
and 13 motorcycles were destroyed.

The big fight started Aug 16 in the Le Bourg St
Leonard sector, which the goth’had taken the day before.
Co A, 359th, holding Le Bourg, was hit by a vastly




superior force of
German  infantry
which drove the
company partly &
from the town. It ;
later developed #
that 1100 remain-
ing Nazis of the
proud SS Panzer
Division Das Reich were beginning the enemy’s desper-
ate efforts to keep open their escape route.

Co A regained its ground by 1513. A platoon of tanks
of the y12th arrived to reinforce the garrison. At 1700
German tanks and infantry lashed out again.

“WILD BILL” WHOOPS IT UP

This see-saw continued until the next day when Gen.
Weaver arrived. He was everywhere, rallying the
men and the tanks and living up to his nickname of
“Wild Bill” The town was secured at 2300, Aug 17,
after having changed hands twice completely and having
been partially lost twice.

The 2nd Bn, 359th, relieved the 1st in the town after
midnight and sat tight all day Aug 18 while our artillery
ground up the Germans trying to slip through the Falaise

gap.

Meanwhile, Aug 17, the goth had passed to control
of V Cotps of the First U S Army. 'V Corps planned

. ; e
to take a line northeast from Argentan to th¢ high
ground northeast of Chambois while the British closed
in from Falaise.

The 358th Inf was brought up to attack through the
Forét de Gouffern to the west of the 359th, heading for
Chambois. The 357th was in reserve.

This attack began Aug 18 with the 2nd Bn, 3509th,
driving for Chambois ang the 359th’s 1st and 3rd Bns
heading for Fougy to block roads west of Chambois.

The 1st and znd Bns of the 358th pierced the Forét
de Gouffern to seize Ste Eugenie and Bon Menil on the
north edge of the woods. The 3rd Bn of the 358th,
supported by the 3rd Bn of the 359th, moved to the
east of Chambois toward the high
ground, northeast of the town.

1=

Dense smoke from burning trees
set afire cither by the enemy or
our own white phosphorous shells
complicated the attack through

After a sharp skirmish at the edge of the forest the
1st Bn got underway again at 1500, Aug 18, accompan-
icd by two platoons of the 71z2th’s tanks. There was
little opposition until the column reached a point three
quarters of the way through the forest. Here anti-tank
guns opened fire and knocked out the leading tank,
halting the entire column.

The enemy laid down an artillery concentration at
this point, and the remaining tanks were ordered to
back out of the deadly fire. The st Bn withdrew with
the tanks, and until the next morning the Krauts held
possession of this small part of the forest.

On Aug 19 Ste Eugenie was taken over by the
2nd Bn after the 1.t Bn swung over to Bon Menil.
There, early on Aug zo, “The Balcony of Death” was
completed.

The 2nd Bn, 357th Inf, patrolled the woods to the
west and made contact with the 8oth Inf Div in the
P e 5o vicinity of Argentan.
.
There was a sharp
)} tussle at the southern
edge of Chambois Aug

#- i 19, but the 2nd Bn,
4 ™ 359th wrested control
y i ~ ¢ ﬂé before midnight, nab-
T — 2/~ bing 1000 prisoners.

e . Chambois’ ruin was in-
describable, the result

of our constant ar-
tillery pounding.

The night was
full of suspense,
withouroccupying
force outnumbered
by the 1000 pris-
oners, frequent .y
outbursts of small
arms fire, and twe s
German tanks careening wildly through the town chased
by our bazooka men. One tank was destroyed by a
bazooka fired at a range of 15 feet by S/Sgt” John J.
Czekovsky of Westfield, Mass. The other tank escaped.

“BALCONY OF DEATH”

During Aug 20, the goth sat on a “Balcony of Death”
extending from Bon Menil through Chambois, pouring
death into the Germans running the murderous gauntlet.
The frantic enemy was initiated by the guns of the
358th at Ste Eugenie-Bon Menil, pummeled by the
359th at Chambois, mauled by the 3rd Bn of the 358th
northeast of the town.

The Tough *Ombres first made contact with another
of their Allies, the Poles, when Co L, 359th Inf, which
had reached a position west of Chambois and was
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hlocking the road from Trun, was passed through by
reconnaissance elements of a Polish armored brigade.
This brigade had been cut off by the Germans, and
for several days was supplied by the goth and by
the air forces.

If the infantry is Queen of Battle, then artillery is
King. And Chambois, which afforded perfect obser-
vation, was a dish fit for any king. Our artillery chewed
up and swallowed the three-mile wvalley. Frcquenﬂg,
during the afternoon of Aug 20, firing ceased to permit
wholesale surrender of Germans.

First Lt. William R. Matthews of Lawton, Okla,
one of the air liaison pilots for the 344th F A Bn, was
credited with starting a new motto for the division
artillery.  When he had spotted one targ[r.lct and fire
was a trifle slow in coming, Matthews howled into
his radio microphone, “ Quit computin’ and start
shootin |

The 344th’s story was duplicated by the division’s
other artillery battalions—343rd, 345th, and grsth.
Five battalions of corps artillery also added to the caca-

hony of death, as did the temporarily attached 773rd

D Bn, towed guns of the 6o7th TD Bn, and tanks of
the 71zth. (Like the 712th, the 6o7th is considered a
blood-brother of the goth through long association.)
Another relative is the 537th AA Bn, which has enjoyed
a comparatively quiet time with the division owing to
the Luftwaffe’s reticence.

On Aug 21 after an unsuccessful attempt by the Luft-
waffe to drop supplies, the operation simmered down
to a2 mop-up. On that day and the following, the goth
enjoyed a rest in the ruins. The following day it was
relieved by a British division.

GALLANT JOB DONE BY MEDICS

HE story of Chambois wouldn’t be complete without

mention of the gallant job done by the 315th Med Bn—
not only in caring for our own wounded but for record-
breaking numbers of enemy wounded as well. On
Aug z1 alone, the battalion evacuated 698 injured Ger-
man “Supermen.”

Behind the lines other division units — goth MP
Platoon, goth Sig Co, 790th Ord Co, and goth QM
Co—all played their parts well.

The success at Chambois, coupled with the strikin
Le Mans campaign, won for Gen. McLain the comman
of a corgs. He was succeeded as commander of the
goth by Brig. Gen. ]J. A. Van Fleet of Bartow, Fla, on
Oct 17, who was promoted to Maj. Gen. in December 1944.

After Chambois, the division rested near Nonant le
Pin until Aug 26 when it passed to control of XX Corps
and began a long drive eastward, arriving outside
Reims Aug 3o. It occupied the Reims bridgehead
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until Sept 6 when it thrust east to participate in the
siege of Metz.

Here, preparing to advance on Metz, the goth found
that it had caught ull-f with its own history., In World
War I the division had fought through St Mihiel and
Meuse-Argonne and at war’s end was furthermost of
the Allied forces—at the gates of Metz.

Now, in late October 1944, the Tough *Ombres, confident,
battle-tested suecessors of the Texas-Oklaboma, found them-
selves at these same gates. But this time they weren’t stopping.
This time Metz was not to be the finish line. Mets would b
the starting past for the 90ib’s race to Berlin.

Vrinted by Desfossés Neogravure Paris.
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MERKERS’ SALT MINE REVEALS HIDDEN CACHE

THE BEGINNING OF THE END — APRIL 1945

The following is an excerpt from “Tanks for the Memories” by
RayA. Griffin, Company C, 712th Tank Battalion, 90th Infantry
Division. Ray was part of the detail that uncovered a large stash
of gold and works of art in a salt mine in Merkers, Germany.

During the last part of World War II the action in
Germany would best be described as “fluid.” The ad-
vance or assault units advanced steadily and rapidly
after the Rhine River had been crossed. As far as the
individual units were concerned, the action could be
compared to that of stretching a rubber band. The
headquarters of a unit stayed in one area until the
assault units had moved so far away, or had stretched
the rubber band as far as it would go. Then the head-
quarters would move forward with a rush to an area
near the forward units. Then the procedure would be
repeated.

On one of these moves we, “C” Co., 712th Tank
Battalion, landed in a town named Merkers in April
1945. The 357th Regiment of the 90th Division, to which
we were attached, were also in Merkers. Our billeting
party had gone ahead and borrowed, rented, leased, or
whatever you wish to call it, two or three houses in the
part of town assigned to us. Our move into Merkers was
a routine affair in the beginning. However, it soon
developed that we were in a town that the Nazis had
picked as a likely spot to “stash” away 100 tons of gold
in a salt mine. There was also some currency of different
nations (including the U.S.), silverware, and valuable
works of art. This was to be a place of safekeeping. The
story has it that our medics were giving some medical
attention to some German civilians, one of whom was a
woman about to have a baby. The civilians in turn gave
the GIs the information about the gold. I have never
definitely known how we got hold of the information. Ido
know the information was correct because I saw the
gold, art, and other valuables.

Since this was the first fortune the Third Army had
discovered, the “Brass” were caught with their drawers
down to the extent that the “juicy, soft” job of guarding
the mine was given to the 357th Regiment instead of
some rear echelon commando outfit. The 712th was
attached tothe 357th sowe became part of the salt mine
task force. The two weeks that followed were without a
doubt the most pleasant combat duty ever performed by
our or any other unit. We were in comfortable quarters—
we had regular and hot meals — we got clean clothes—
there was no training and guard duty was at a mini-
mum. All in all, it amounted to a nice rest period.

The high brass— Eisenhower, Bradley, and Patton—
stopped by for a quick look: I suppose that it was they
who came up with the plan for disposing of the gold.
Anyhow, orders eventually came to move the gold to
Frankford, on the Mainz, Germany.

During the salt mine guarding interlude two impor-
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tant events occurred for me: I saw some movies of my
family, and I found out that I was to be given a chance
for a 45-day leave to the U.S.

The movies were a duplicate set of pictures, mostly
of Ray Jr. I had been carrying for some time. I hadn’t
been able to locate a projector. I told all of my men to be
strictly on the alert while doing their routine looting,
which was customary whenever we moved into a new
area, to locate an 8mm projector for me. They spotted
several 16mm projectors but had not come upon an
8mm. During our stay in Merkers, I got wind there was
an 8mm projector, but there wasn'’t a rewind reel. Not to
be stopped by such a smallitem, I decided to run the film
out on the floor. So, we ran the films, each 50 feet long,
and let the chips fall where they would. I don't know how
many times the films were shown. Several times for me,
and then I showed them to the men of the company two
or three times. It was a short furlough for us as we could
see some good American scenes — cars, houses, trees
and so forth. To me it was a great deal more because it
was my son, my wife, and my sister who were in the
movies. I had been receiving snapshots regularly from
home, but it took the movies to make me realize the great
changes that had taken place in Ray Jr. since the time
I saw him last (approximately 1-1/2 years). Being able
to see my family, who were 6,000 miles away, in action
through movies, while I was right in the middle of a
shooting war struck me as being slightly incongruous.

As we stayed guarding the gold, the war moved
ahead of us. We had the novel experience of having our
battalion headquarters pass by and go on quite some
distance ahead of us. This made it necessary for us to go
“forward” for our supplies, mail, and other things. Even
a field hospital moved into a nearby area. I had the
chance to talk to some of the nurses. Talking to any

The publisher would like to express their
thanks to Ray Griffin and his widow for
letting us include his eye-witness
account of “Merkers’ Salt Mine”
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female comes as a fairly rare experience to a combat GI,
so finding some American girls was doubly so.

The plan for moving the gold from the mine in
Merkers to Frankford called for a lot of checking and
double checking. Officers from SHAEF made an inven-
tory so that they knew what was down in the mine. After
this they were ready to start taking the gold from the
mine to the ground level. There it was to be loaded into
big GI semis. Men and officers of the 357th and Com-
pany C were detailed to do the physical moving. I caught
the night shift. It seems like I went down into the mine
about 1900 (7:00 p.M.).

We were taken down about 1,500 feet, more or
less, on an elevator. There were two elevators similar
to freight elevators in big stores or garages. The eleva-
tor shaft was pretty damp and wet, but after we reached
the bottom and moved out into the passageways it
seemed quite dry. From the elevator shalt it was per-
haps 300-400 yards to the room where the gold was
stored. I never noticed whether the passageway was
cut through salt or not. It seems like they were not or
there would have been any point in making them in
the first place. Anyhow, the “room” had been formed
by mining the salt. I would guess the room was 30-40
feet wide and 50-60 feet long.

Most of the gold was in bullion or bars. The bars
were in heavy double canvas bags. The bars were
about 1-1/2 feet long and four or five inches square. A
person really gets a surprise the first time he tries to
lift one of these bars. On the first one I tried, I actually
thought it was nailed down. GIs working in pairs
carried the bars from the store room to the passage
way. Here the bars were put into a jeep trailer. At the
door there was a SHAEF officer who counted the bars
that were put into each trailer. The SHAEF oflicer also
recorded the number which had been put in each bag.
After the trailer had all it could carry—it didn't take
very many bars to make a load— the checking officer
had the officer-in-charge of the jeep sign a piece of
paper which made him responsible for that load of
gold. The jeep then pulled the trailer to the elevator
shaft. The trailer was unhitched from the jeep, put on
the elevator, and taken to the ground level, Here an-
other SHAEF officer checked the load of gold as it was
transferred to the big GI truck. If he got the same
number as the officer who had checked the load out of
the storeroom, the officer in charge of the trailer was
relieved of his responsibility for that load. That was the
job I had. I have often wondered what would have
happened if I would have been short one or two bars of
gold. It would have taken a long time to pay for a bar
on a 1st lieutenant’s pay. I expect that I made four or
five trips during the night. I estimated each load was
worth about $500,000. That would mean I had
$2,000,000 in my possession during the night. (These
estimates were made when gold was $32.00 an ounce.)

Some of the gold was in coins. This was loaded after
the bullion had been loaded. While unloading a trailer
into the trucks, some GI had managed to break one of
the canvas bags open. I asked the British officer, who
was checking the gold from the trailer to the trucks, if I
could have a gold coin for a souvenir. He said I couldn't.

F T

All I got out of being around all that gold was losing a
night's sleep.

It isdoubtfulifI'd have slept much anyway, because
just before I left to go down into the mine, word came to
the company CP to select two enlisted men and one
officer for possible selection on a 45-day rest, recupera-
tion, and rehabilitation leave program in the U.S. T knew
as far as the company was concerned that I'd be the
officer. I didn’t know how I stood in the battalion since
there was only one officer quota for the battalion. To {ind
out it was necessary to go to the battalion personnel
section the next day at Meiningen, Germany. So spend-
ing the night riding herd on $2.,000,000. worth of gold
was probably as good a way of passing the time as any.
After mess the next morning, I loaded my personal
belongings into the company jeep. The other men, 2nd
Sgt. Frank Bores (my platoon sergeant) and Sgt. Randall
Pratt, went along as the enlisted men candidates. When
we got to Miningen we found that Sergeant Bores and I
were the lucky ones. Sergeant Pratt had togobacktothe
company. I am sure it must have been a long dreary ride
for him.

After learning we were to go home, Bores and I
were attached to the Battalion Personnel Section. It
was to take a day or two for the necessary orders to be
cut and the rest of the “lucky” men (from the other
companies of the 712th and from the three regiments
of the 90th) to be brought together. (The other 712th
men chosen for this furlough were: Sgt. Gunther W.
Jahnke, Company B, Sgt. William Siggins, Company
B: Tech. 4 Robert Anderson, Company A, and Cpl
William A. Holt, Company D.) The next day I happened
to be killing some time outside when I saw my com-
pany pass through Meiningen on their way back to the
front. My feelings, which had become pretty calloused,
were pretty deeply stirred as I stood there watching
them pass me by. I had gone through a lot with these
men. I felt quite guilty about leaving them. I know that
they all envied me, but I guess they felt I had earned
the trip home. They all shouted and hollered their best
wishes as they rode on down the street.

Members of the 90th Division, U.S. Third Army, under the direction of
Col. Bernard Bernstein, advisor to Supreme Headquarters, Allied Ex-
peditionary Forces, discovered Reichbank wealth, SS loot, museum
palntings removed from Berlin, in the salt mine valut at Merkers,
Germany. Here an American Gl removes a case of historic engravings
from the vault (April 15, 1945)
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— GERMANY’ TREASURE CACHE —

GERMANY 'S THIASUNE CACHE

*® 3%

The Kalseroder mine in Merkers contained over 30 niles of shafts

and many more valuablea were found to exist in other galleries:

» Sculpture - large and important works of the Tiallan
Renalsaanee from the Kaiser Friedrich Museum and
Anclent Greek and Fgyptian sculptures looted from
HNorthemn Marepe,

+ Paintings - over 1,214 crates of priceless artwork by
Raphael, Rembrant, Vam Dyck, Durer, Renoir and particu-
larly the famous work of Ttallan artisis from the XIV to
the XVI century,

+ Textiles - one hundred forty rolls of Orlental carpets,

» Museunm Collections - Greek vases, pottery, porcelain, and
many works of Egyptain antiguiiy.

» HMiseellaneous -

= Two million valuable books from the State Iibraty in
Berlin.

- Muste, books and costumes of the Prussian Statc Opera,

- 40,000 bottles of liquer belonging to Ministry of
Propaganda, Dr. Joseph Cocbbels,

- Multiple City Archives and Gencology records,

= Patent recoxds - hundreds of tons that containcd bluo—
prints and speelfications for Inftwaffen matecrial and
ammunition, These wers plans for rockets, Jet fighters,
and heat-secking nissiles. This in partieular, made the
patent reconds as potentlally valuable as the gold,

=11~

GFREAGY'S TRVAGUHE CACHE

o

The main vault containcd the following treasure;

1945
Dollar Mulvalent

Gold and Silver $ 241,11%,302,00

- Cold Bars 1,267,928,488 cunces
~ Gold Coins 3, 568,780,346 ounces
Currency

- Cerman Reichsmarks 2,759, 560,000,00 275,956,000,00
- French Franes 98,000,000,00 1,960,000,00
~ Belgian Franes 3,500,000, 00 B0, 500,00
- Horwegian Kroner &, 460,000,00 669,000,00
= Cgech llmner 100, 000, 00 1, 500,00
- Croation Kuna 500,000,00 3,000.00
= Ttallan Iira 2,000,000,00 20,000,00
- Mangarizn Pengops 1,000,000,00 2, 500,00

$ 519,805,B802,00

Migeellancous

- 207 boxes, parcels and sultcases of thousanis of gold and silver
dental crowns, bridges, plates, silver tableware, watch cases, eycglass
spectacles, gold wedding riups, pearls and precious stones,

-10-

ciceless Art Treasure Collection

Taken from Prussian Mine Shaft

Slegen, Germany (INS)—The
world's most priceless collection
of art treasures, looted [rom
Europe’s shrines and museums,
was removed \Wednesday from
the crumbling walls of a murky
mine shaft near this Prussian

city.
Paintin by Rubens, Rem-
brandt, Holbein and van Gogh

listened in the beams of GI

ashlights,

The aged curator of the Aach-
en Museum and his wife led
Yanks down a two hundred yard
corridor into the crude dungeon
whlch‘ for more than four vears
had hidden the cultural heritage
of humanity.

To this shelter the Nazis
brought the treasures of France,
Belgium and Luxsmoourg,

Among the musters whcser

Paintings are heyvand orice lay
the solid gold diamsnd-patterned
sarcophogus from the dome of
Cologne Cathedral.

Near the '

delicately-carved doors of Co-
logne's and Aachen's Cathedrals
was & relic holding the bones of
Charlemnagne and the legendary
conqueror's crown and scepter.
There was a case holding the
original scores of Beethoven.
sttt e S

Reich’s ‘Gold Room’ Blasted Open,

Yanks Start Tally of Fabulous Hoard

“smpiled frem Cable Dispatches
American Third Army engi-
‘ers Sunday blasted a hole
irough a thick brick wall and

exposed Hitler's fabulous hoard

of gold and money cached in a

salt mine at Merkers, Germany,

as a Nazl ol'ﬂr:il.} indicated the
remaining third of the Reich's
treasure i3 stored in another
salt mine in an area already
gverrun by United States forces,

Morea than four thousand ba
of gold bullion were counted in
the mine, a total of 50
tons. Each bag was worth 14
thousand dollars and weighed
25 pounds.

Dr. Werner Rave, curator of
the German State Museum and
an assistant director of Berlin's
National Art Galleries, said two-
thirds of the Reich's national
treasures were in the cave, and
disclosed that the remainder is
in another cave in captured ter-
ritory.

It was Impossible to deter-
mine definitely Sunday whether
there was more or less gold than
the one hundred-plus tons that
Dr. Werner Vieck of the Reichs-
bank said were in the cache—but
there were some indications that
there was more. Each ton iz
worth one milion dollars.

Third Army officers began an
Invertory of the treasure which
will require days to complete,

Correspondent Fdward D,
W' of the Assnciated Press

d 4,050 hags of 25-pound

ld bars, each bar about the size
oI an ordinary building brick.
In the gold room, piled in order-
ly rows, he said, were 2,180 bags

of coins and five rows of reichs-
marks In 150 boxes each contain-
ing 175 thousand marks.

{Inmd Press ndent

Correspo
Reynolds Packard declared it

was "lgke 50 ing w&:mud-
hood days w ou 80
hard you can -ﬂm‘t visualize
the plrate's treasure you read
about.”

To get to she du.rnd u.h“ﬁw“
necessary to descen a 15-man
double-decker elevator operated
h‘v German civilan ming ern-
ployes.

While a uﬂm went about
poking bags a walking
stick, the pop-eyed engineers
locked on in amazement
“There's gold aplenty in° this
here mine,” %ui ped Corp Jo-
seph Aldrige, Columbus, O.

err Rave said he came from
Berlin to Merkers with the art
treasures without Army guards,
to avoid arousing curiosity. He
said the paintfngs, sculpture and
etchings all were crated and
numbered and that he was not
sure what works were here, He
sald definitely, however, that a
Titlan Venus was among' them.

Dr. Vieck observed that “gold
means nothing to us since we
cannot use it In foreign ex-
change.”

It was evident the gold did not
mean much to American spldiers.

“You can't eat gold said
Lieut. Col, William Depuy, Sioux
Falls, 8. D.,, comman whose
men were guarding the salt
mine. "Now, if this were eggs it
would be something different—
the GI's would go for that."
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General Ben Lear looks over Merkers salt mine and gold deposit

Infantrymen of 90th Divisionin position on Autobahn near Gottsmannsgrun,
under artillery fire. Photo by Signal Corps T/4 Jas A. Ryan

';‘.. :
W ' & .

Starving American soldlers released from Nazi prison camp. Partofagroup

of American soldiers taken prisoner by the Germans in the Battle of the

Bulge, 63 emaclated inmates of a German Hospital received medical care

from U.S. Army Medical Corps men after their release by Third U.S. Army
| troops in the German town of Fuchsmuhl. When found by men of the 357th
Infantry Regiment the hospitalized men were too weak 1o walk.
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A HisTORY OF THE 90TH Drvision IN WorLd War II

PRISONER OF WAR REPORT
6 June 1944 — 9 May 1945

MON"II';{44 OFFICERS ENLISTED MEN TOTAL
June 15 952 967
July 33 1217 1250
August 360 15732 5092
September 26 1820 1846
October 1 3741 3742
November 40 2604 2644
December 13 6741 6754
1945
January 28 4060 4088
February 51 2964 3015
March 360 13219 13579
April 499 14443 14942
May 500 14018 14518
TOTAL 1926 81511 83437

ENEMY MATERIAL DESTROYED OR CAPTURED

Tanks, All Types. — |
Self Propelled Guns 195
Artillery Pieces, All Types 1228
Vehicles, All Types ....... $572
Locomotives - ; 82
Airplanes = : sy 134
Steamboats S R R S 3
Ammunition Dumps 32
Ordnance Depot, Complete..... 1
Ration Dump 2
Supply Train........... 1 :
German Garrison, Complete 1 |
Ammaunition Rehabilitation Planc. 1

With approximately 1,000,000 rounds artillery ammunition, all calibers

and large numbers of aerial bombs.
Large numbers Small Arms
Machine Guns, Mortars, Individual
Equipment, Food and Medical Stores
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A History oF THE 90TH DivisioN IN WorLp War II
AWARDS AND DECORATIONS

MEDAL DISTINGUISHED LEGION  DISTINGUISHED SILVER SODIER'S BRONZE BRONIE AIR
OF SERVICE OF FYING STAR MEDAL STAR STAR MEDAL
HONOR CROSS MERIT CROSS HEROIC MERIT

2 78 6 4 1311 40 3526 1531 115

Arttached Units
7 82 433 256

*KIA *DOW *DOI *S5WA *SIA *LWA *LIA *MIA TOTAL
1944 O EM OEM OEM O EM OEM O EM O EM O EM O EM

June 34 351 1 22 0 0 59 1,033 4 29 45 730 1 76 6 74 150 2,31%
July 68 909 12 146 1 § 54 1,076 0 14 147 2,222 10 187 18 629 310 5,188
Aug. 25 251 7 84 0 1 22 385 2 21 17 360 0 95 20 406 9} 1,559
Sept. 9 147 2 44 0 1 27 397 0 10 16 272 3 93 1 69 58 1,033
Oct. 5 80 2 18 0 0O 10 162 0 6 4 178 0 40 | 60 22 544
Nov, 22 287 1 36 6 2 22 346 0 4 4} 874 8 171 12 289 108 2,004
Dec. 9 194 1 35 0 0 15 207 0 5 37 665 8 150 16 424 86 1,680
194§
Jan, 12 258 2 49 0 0 18 415 11 676 43 693 13 242 7 248 106 2,581
Feb. 16 245 1 28 0 1 13 296 0 65 22 629 1 186 7 188 60 1,638
Mar. % 236 1 25 0 O 14 145 1 4 17 330 1 7 3 13 46 929
April 7 121 1 12 0 0 9 14 ] 4 13 316 2 252 1 40 33 659
May 0 45 0 1 0.1 0 25 0 0 5 60 0 11 1 14 6 157
Toral 216 3,124 31 500 7 11 263 4,602 18 B38 409 7,287 47 1,360 93 2,567 1,078 20,293

*KIA - - = Killed in Action LWA - - - Seriously Injured in Action

DOW - - - Died of Wounds SIA - - - Lightly Wounded in Action

DOI - - - Died of Injuries LIA - - - Lightly Injured in Action

SWA - - - -Seriously Wounded in Action MIA - - - Missing in Action

CASUALTIES
6 June 1944 — 9 May 1945

CASUALTY BREAKDOWN
8 June 1944 — 9 May 1945

TOTAL NUMBER TREATED
BY ALL MEDICAL UNITS

25,988
NON-BATTLE MISCELLANEOUS TOTAL NUMBERS
INJURIES DISEASES AND INJURIES OF BATTLE WOUNDS
976 9936 15,076
RESPIRATORY TRENCH FOOT
2046 1201
MINES AND SMALL SHELL AND BAYONET HAND BOMB BATTLE BATTLE
BOOBY TRAPS ARMS MORTAR GRENADES FRAGMENT EXHAUSTION INJURY

131 J121 8060 13 51 95 1830 1770




MEMORABILIA

i\
MERRY XMASY#®

1944
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| Some facts about |

| Motorliner KUNGSHOLM |
‘ of SWEDISH AMERICAN LINE |

Class: Lloyd 4+ 100 A 1. |
Displacement: 3400 Lons,
Crase: 20067 tans, |

Built by : Blohm & Voss, Hambuorg,

Campleted: November 24, 1428,

Machinery: Burmeister & Wain, Copenhagen.

Auxiliary Engines: Gotaverken & ASDEA. g::den.

Interior decorntion: Carl Bergsten, Sweden,
and Swedish craftsmen,

Particulars on Engines
| Main Motors
2 double acting 4 eyele B.W, type direct reverible.
Each matar: 8 cylinders,
| i
Strake: 60 inches. |
‘ 1o,

Dranght: 39 feet, ‘

RPM.:
1.H.P.; 9000 each,
Fuel consumption per day 22000 yallons (1 ton — 7
bbls, & 42 g:lrum].
Auxiliary Motors {

3 Diesel Generators total 3000 H. P, 1400 K. W.
| # Air compressars, 5 stuge single aoting, driven by

4 eyl Diesel motors, eapavity 1900 ¢, b.f. frog
air minute each. Compressed air system
| e Fos manoeuvring and fuel injection.

Windlass winches, steering gear, water pumps, re-
frigeration system, ventilating, and stoves all
electrical. About 1000 electric motors,including
portable fana
J, Lighting system includes 8000 contact points. |

— W
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OBERT WEAR WRITES FROM EURGPE

It 90th Is Rodeo Division" It May Be

Because of Gladewaier Caplam

BY HROBERT WEAR,
rTelegram's Own Correspond.
¢nt In the European Theater,
VITH $ITH DIVISION INSIDE

GFRIED LINE; Germany, (By|-

" —There 18 & strong chaoee
L the 80th Division ughhnx in
war will be written down as

“Rodeo Division"—and if the| |

1 from slates other than Texas
Dklehoma. in the putfip don't
l[ they can blame Capt. Carl

rott of Gladewater, Texas.

Buzs," as'the blond Easl Texan

Imown among fellow offlcers,

organizers of the
rnmpm Todea given in Nor
ndy last summer to help relieve
tension sfter such battles as

t of the Foret de Mopt Casire

| the 'Falaise Gap.

iveraft had 1o furn to more

| %s_

dly business sgaim at the Mo-

@ River crossing, and in the
los at Mety and the Saar River;
ing.

verett was gyuin-d.r

G Mwdal e Dis .uuk ...nd :l

ive_ work in evacuating

after Lhe transport Susan B

aony struck mines and sank

lluh Beach, France, Jast June

wt a man was lost. He has
recommended for another

rll.mﬂ which has oot yat been

|lar Chriwnnl. though, right
he midst of & drive aguinst
vral ven Rundstedt's dorces
had encircled Bastogne,
aad ap oppertunity o mix a
pleasure wilh the' grim- busi-
of war,
dl the farmers had run off
left their cattle—and there
were on the’ hluhwm—l.n-

AL ORIVE, Wt.bl. lﬂt)h'll—{n!antrvmen of 50th
:vg;;mn round up cattle in Harlange, Luxembourg, Jeep

S earryIig a Cermomto arear area prison enclosuse-—

(Signal Corps Pho ta).

rhhkh was dowied first, Bus or!
€ st |

Evere:l also wanted to make :1|
plain t “my Llime wos unofli-
cin}—[l wouldn'y go in rodeo cir.

'l‘he diseussion led up to the|
fact that after the fall of Ger|
many, Captain Everstt would like

-follow the historie example of
another Gladewaler citizen, Jack
Yates, now an oil fleld pipe and
supply dealer, who produced a ro-
doo st Reims atiended by Generul

versity footbull star, gave a warm
second to Captain Everett's des,

'lm for Jl—wlwle hog or noth-
ling," hu said, "ard I've told Buzz
that T belp arrange for o place
to hold {he vodeo il he ecan get
the livestock—-but of course there's
the litlle matter of gelling to
Boalin first.™

Neither bu nor Captain Everelt:

bis any doubt that the men
the B0th will be among the first
arrivals ju Berlin,

way," he explained -'Pershmg and other Allied digni-
pl. Jerry, Alexander of Nacog: tarles of thateday.r,

o5 ipterrupled the tale there| 1 Want to put om a resl, sure-

ate that “Buz: stopped fight, enough big mden--premably in
x;.uu to Imudog & stear— Berlin, but I don't care where,”

figured out. yet|Buzz = inod, “and 1 want the

1ion to invite General

:aenhmr and General Palton

vand any uLheu of the big fellows

Who'll come.” |

- There shoulde't " Le

euity bn obluainmg pe

Insisted, ‘bu:auag there are sal

many '.rans -and Oklahoma cow-
‘hands in this putfit,” and he in-

sigied he could find enough suit-

able livestock, "if 1 have t seour

“across France tp find it
" Nest day Mal. Pete Smﬂh of
Myskogee, former Oklshoma Uni-
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6 in Stillwater, Didlahoma came
the stubborn cows end cther

oro hesded into the enclosure,
1§ Carl Bverstt, of the JuBar

iy Broekanrim. Teoxas, hoard the

g of tho cattle frem the distance |

i corralled abouf
sheoy, horses, and

was materially aidsd
Szt Tom Watson, Core
Pfg Jerry Slmmermem

Wwerds a large

wag ably helped™s
Bronco-bustors as Pf
y Pvt James L. Sulliven e

SO S FOOL AT &

QAZ ZLE— DAZZL ﬁsn h;ew t}mbo:;xre was only‘o‘nr:szz::rblz
FOOTBALL TACTICS | b7 arsiiters, norvers and mad1 srus s
ASTOUND ENEMY hidden in woods. I%. Colonel Jaceb W,

Beglko of Boonesvillo, My., commander of
By GENE CURRLVAN tho 358tk Infentry reglaent tried to pass
(¥ew York Times)

tLe woods hut there was too much in it foi
WITH THE PEIED ARMY, 16 Jm.-aaxamt_ conforte He declded thero would be no
ing s neat end run involving k thros' hile | Tuture in attesmpting this particular -
forced march over smowy hillm, elemente northwest passage.
of the 90th Divieion yevterday by-passed Inetead he decided to send two come
a strong enemy position and dashed madly | panies under Lt. Fugene H. dmory of New
inte the strategic road Junction of Neid- | York City and Lt. Edward M. Cormley of
erwampach, five miles cast of Bastogne. Hoaflten, Pa., sround the left emd to try
The Jerries in the town were so frightened for g Wwoep wostward throush the vicinity
surprised, and cen’used that thoy gave up | of Whrdin. This way was tregoherous,
in droves, There had boen no reconnaissmnce and therd
The total number teken wae 72, in-| were no roads tut ke thought the chance
cluding some parachmte troops who hsﬂ met | was wotth tslcing, He gent hie men-on &
the 90th once bofore dwring the battls of | three mile forded march through smow sad
Foret de Mont Omstre in Normandy last Lco gn e trek that ook thom two houre.
July. Back in those deys, however, men At two penm. they wers on tho far side of
were of tougher #iber and better morale. | the hill with nothing between thom m_:&
Among the current lot were 59 aréil-| the town But a broad open copeneo of white
lerynon who were fighting with rifles and| snow, Hers they waltod while Colonel
80 infanttymen whe had nothing but pis— Boalke eallod for £ hoovy artillery bar—
tole. Most of ;hom had no furthor fegirc| rage on the -town. _Uhille thia was going on
to ﬁghb—espwiaﬂ? aguinst the “witamen - Ho called for a bartage of gmoke mortars
of the 90th whose finorthodox manner of on a Oermen artillery peeition beyond
battle threw them completcly off halance.| the town. This woried so well that the
The. Americans had "been reportod repulsed | cnomy couldn't get cbservation end there-
by the town's outer defensos & mile south fors touldn't fire. At four p.m. our
oastward,. The report had hardly roached: | artillery ceased and this was the signal
the town When these same Americans came | for ome of the wildest dashes of the.

gtorming pver’ the opon plaineg whooping campead gn. OF A SER IES

NorE _
AN IZRACT REPROBUCTYEY 6 AN OR 16 I vaL V- ni
ORLy TRE ASIRESE Fifne SEIN Crranent s — (&7 yms )

like Indians and firing as they ran. Tho end
"Twas alll very disconcerting end not run tactical This article by Mr. Ourri-
acooriing t6 the book. Thia was Uiglbat-| £ave con- |van, which hag slresdy sppoar-
ond time in'five daye that the 90t olderablo |ed in print in the States, is
ded and oub rod tho Ger— satisfacs [the first of a sories by ot
mane in thig ecctor. It was this rmtf't tion to tholetanding war corrospondents. .
that took the stratozie crose-roads - division's |Boginning tomorrow, THE SHT
above Doncols, closing the pécket capt of| commander, lwill publish one cach day.
Bactogme and trapmng Iusdreds of Germans| Hajor Cen. Those foature stories, gl
after o mulft advanco that vaa quated . James A  |of wnich will appear in b~
imposaible. Van Fleet, jdrode of newspapers bagk hoze,
By now the Germans must be womdering] who used tofbring inte tho public lime— - T
what manner of mey ers these troops. T bé & foot- 1ight typical ggth Mﬂghn 5
Limew the 90th was acuth-of them but ther | ball coach.iastions. Tak
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For over six mon

fentry hes "cerri

W, Beet milestons efter milastons, the 359th Tne
en® through Frence cnd on into Ceprmony.

RERM

BY CARL JENKING, W0JG

how the Pirst end Third Bettcliens end HRegimentel Headquarters
were the first of the 90th Divieicn cehere, lending the cfternson of
D-day, & June, sttechsd to the Fourth Infantry Divisien? The two bat-
talione did & jeb of mopping up end meki reconmaissence in Torce for
the Feurth until relec back to the 901k lete 10 June. Hemember
hew the Second Eetieli ceme in om 7 Jume, after heving the trans-
port, Suscn ¥, Anthony, blown out from umder 1%t by a mine a faw miles
off the coast?

Ltock with the 9O0th om 12 June,
of Picouville teward Orglandss?
1 he and how slow wes the go-
sad through us on the wey te

norihwest he
Bemembar how tough woe the dger
ing? 'Hew tha 79th Infentry Divi
Cherbourg, on 19 June?
hew we  then faced e

iy

hoppod off eround Pretot 3 July em
the blg drive thet led ¢! tor bottle ef Hil1l 122 wnd the Fo-
ret de. llont Ceatre? How the battls raged until we finelly tock the
hill & July end llI.'ner. Fashed on to the Soves Piver cfter withetending
four deys of the worst kind of countercttocka? How the Kitchen Em—
mended coms  ints being B July to protect the right flenk on “the
hilie"

how we
olothes and =

the Bevez, rototing out of the lins to get clean
1 26 July when wo pushed ever the river end oa
te St. Sauveur do Lendelin?

o + 29 July te 1 Auguet, when wo wera an-

t with tho oncmy for the first time since D-dey -

o

te Ia Lenm + merched on the ssuth flank of
ivision, ¢ ng eut stcnoa? The joy
;;e‘t‘ge E‘r::c‘r go moréhed their towme? The move morth
frem Le Lena hehind the Second French Armored Divisiont
Chembais - where the First Bettclion fought in end out of Lo
Beurg S5t. Leencrd 16 and 17 Auguot; whera the Bocond Bettelien took
Chembaim 19 siuguet end aontrcted the Poles, end where the Third Betgee
lion held the left flenk while %he Gormnn  Seventh Army wos

the long

Magh a7
ulrus.;:rg“t_ o s ncross  Frence, missing Perie,
mnd ohing the @

r c -
long, werry deys of tha &
the crossing of the flonded Us i
the Liatz pincers et Conde Northe rembar?
the mrrch inte e o the Tirst troope crozesd the bors
der %o tzke cur firef Germen town, Cbarssch, om 25 Novombert®
4And Temembor, new, the bettlc ot the Soar?

9 ¥oveeher and the clesing of

This is the atery of 359 - in tho yerr, 1944,

L A Pt
iy

‘Thia charceal shetch wes dane by
an Army hospttal mversess. |

WNY Soldier
Does Sketching
'While in Hospital

ot

|” War Doesn’t Stop Artist Puctoie fudvot

[PFE: MELVIN W, BCHMIDT, 20
ar

12

ck of

sumonin I a0

Army Convales-
§ cent B

me. Loter
learnpd that she

e Bahmi®t ped placed

walls of his hospltal wrd—
“to halp chaer the place up & BIL*

Now ‘ta<the Normandy Saga Add.
Deeds of -90th- Infantry - Division-

MISAPPROPRIATION
OF BRAVERY

(Anonymous)

A general complaint, in print and
in conversation, is, that all the men,
deserving medals, do nol receive
them. And on the other hand, there
is the complaint that many, who do
receive decorations, do not deserve
them. Both statements are un-
questionably true. Tothe man whao,
in spite of his tireless sacrifice, has
received no decoration, the one who
has won his smaller decoration
(seldom more than a Silver Star)
the hard way, knows only too well
how much “bunk" many of the
“Goring-chested” really represent.

To him, it is a definate misapprop-
riation of bravery. How impossible
it is for any one man to accumulate,
in so short a time, so much credit
for meritorious service, or bravery
“"beyond the call of duty”, while
others unjustly return home” empty
handed",

And when there is “a ration” of
medals, the supply too often runs
out before reaching its proven owner.
As one tired soldier remarked, *This
misappropriation of bravery is the
most scoundrelous thing | have ever
seen”. But there's always ample
respect for the man who's won his
decoration (not the fistfull ) the just
and hard way. How many, who have
meritoriously carried on witha tough,
brave, job (often “bevond the call of
duty”) will go home empty handed,
and unheralded? This misappropri-
ation of bravery, beiter known to
SOMme as a mercenary transaction, has
devalued, and deglorified the deco-
ration to 5 points” only. There's
nothing wrong with the War Dept's
intentions to properly reward the
deserving, but; who fis the War
Dept, and who is there to see that
the intentions of the War Department
are complied with? Let this thorn
of discontent be removed, and you'll
see a resurgeance of spirit in the
brave, American fighting man.
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oLl N, 52 WEIDEN,

GERMANY WEDMESDAY, AUGUST 15, (925

By MAJ. GEN. HERBERT I. EARNEST

(COMMARDING GENERAL Sdih INF.DIV.)

The radin siates that Japas has eccepted dhe Alied Peses Term,
How will that afece us?

Frankly, af s tlme, | do nat kiww, 7 ward b re
£ o will b prampily formed.

There Wil be 4 fondency s “let dswn™ — to sy, “AM what the Bell”
YOURADDITIONAL JOU = T COMBAT THAT FEELING. The ressalnder
of rour service will be & lasl in SELF-CONTROL, It can be acquired. Good salid
SELF-CONTROL s the sign of a strony  characser, 1 urge yau men fo help sach
ather. Do nat peemil ane swimder o get ot s e

word o any change & 12

There will, of mecessity, e restsictions. Regulasions wil confings in feeca, |

Thin is essemtlal in amy farm of e — wheibes || be s bdiykieal, a4 grove
The good of the whale i the sim,

The sultiers of this dhision, # indhiduak and 5 mesbers af unis, have
EARNED smyiahle reesds, As Sigrting mew. e @i un
courlesas men, 4y i

wvisdon han been ey Mght
Fo
Commanter. Thece extencts sitow the high estess in wi'oh i division is held
—_Gaeral Eissnhowar writess “Withwst exception fese officers (NOTE: Soslor
communders unil the 9Bk Divisies has served) comtides the #iR sne ol |
he seslly lap-flighl divisions that i Amarkan Amy b sest te this want
P2 Ganeral Patsen attes, als Last nspectioa:— “1 Bape hat you will sccepl
My sncdrs canpraialntioss o the vy wagnibeent state ol discipfing, ng,
solfierly sppesrsw which | ssday notkced In your divislon, | am henest @

=

siping st | have naver seen anything finer. The whale ‘serormasce was su- |

perker”

General Liddy when relingsishing command ol the Il Gorps o accoant of
e e e 1 Teava, 1 want 3 W deeply Eraielul | am
For the magaiicent perlormance uf the 30 .x TR Howan o oot st sfa
For ux of the XIl Carps ta greal a vedoran division of your raliber. From the mameat
yon jeinar as in oor dash ol central Germapy, B becans guickly erident fhat xass
your stall (W) eperinced, and Tour aops coursgévuk I sws rapid advance I
tn (he wacthosst and agem ta ihe sauthesst, you.weee conspleundly & divisdin
wich tomiew 15 husnesd. XX £

Tha very fise tuings which have baes aabd and written absed Individusts and
the B3 ab o whels were sincers, You men have comiisted 18 ihe nepetstin
ol the T-0, Saldlers hack @ the St weite Shap the T-0 in held In universal
Tespact and mamiration. We will kesp the OB 1 tmp Night dhislon for fust
DONE reaes — THE MEMDERS OF THE 90TH WANT TOKEEP IT GOOD, Why?
Hecausn they made Us besutatisn snd we o heve pride In heltnglag o & fae s
Hanlnusisn.

To men whi have came drsm other diviehios and uses, wi sy Ihal we an
Buppy I kavg you thare Witk up bur gide @ the dhison — I ai times we hrag
@ hit picase do't kad B againgl ws — rather sbearh the gesd sad foin w B
WANTING ta duep N gaud,

A ol waening f2 5l — we chtant five wn gl perdarminces (e
lake prife . ffem — brag a-liite sew wd then bul dont e a bors) bl must
strlve fo mdinisn s gind mesond, by being smat, properly and cheaaly dressed,
enurtonun, - well gisciplined and well Behaeed

HELF ONE SNOTHER toarehy helping yaurself and your unil.
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Non-fraternization policy doesn’t apply herel...Pfc. Jack Foster, New
Jersey, finds it pleasant to talk with these girls in Czechoslovakla after
three months in Germany. Photo by Signal Corps T/4 James A, Ryan
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SUBJECT : Commendetion.

0 t All officers and men, masigned snd attached,,J0th
Infantry Division.

1. TYou officers end men of the 90th Divislion have
Playad a brilliant pert la the great mili* =y operstions
which hawe crmahed Gerseny. You begas landing on D-Day, snd

on V-E Dey you were st111 in contact with the enemy.

!‘hrou;‘wut your elevean months on the continent you have been
continuonsly in oombet except for three periode of not more
then one week each. You heve mede the 90th one of the ocut—
etending divisione of the Americen Army.

2. You heve met and cverceme the best troops of
Germany. You have trkan over 20,000 prisoders and capturad
or destroyed aver 500 enemy tenke. You have fought through
weter, snow end bitter =old. You heve been given difficult
mizaions, tyup no obetegle thet man gr nefure eould pressnt
has lt_rm d you. r cuunbry is proud of you and I em
proud be one of you

/\.{'ﬁ‘L. pr

+
Brigedicr Gercrnl, U, E. Army,
Gormending,

Russlan guards at entrance to Russlan zone.

After the War—the spolls of war. Capt. Harry Smith Is driving Carl Everett,

N < ™

BT o IR




Contact between 90th Divislon and Russian forces was first made In
vicinity of Hortice, Czechoslovakia, by a patrol led by Capt. David Hickman,
S-3, 1st Bn., 359th Inf. Regt. (10 May 45)
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Poad Hamadks, Ambers, Germany Friday 17 Ausrad 1943

Colonel Bell Urges

|
1.(1\-1}. Speed Time|J@panese Capitulation
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Wy Distingnished Service Crossh:
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. i‘éi‘”; Arch over highway at entrance to Russlan Zone, Stalln's
1\?.1 ; e | picture prominently displayed.
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Twu Armored Group Men
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First leg of Journey for home by truck and Jeep convoy.
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FIND WORLD’S BIGGEST

GUN AT METZENHOF

ALTHEUHAUS, GERMANY, AUGUST 13- The discarery of ome of twa buge Goman 32 inch siege ques wis made
resemtly by 33 Amarican Sergesnt from 3 Sigeat Rettiiom of @ 896h (Tezss sd Oblahoma) febamiry Divivian, wille 0
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THE WORLD'S LABGES: GUN AT METIENMCH
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WASHIFGTON, O MAY:-GERMANY'S UNCONDITIOMAL SURRENDER TO THE ALLIED
POWERS WENT INTO EFFECT AT ONE MINUTE PAST MIDNIGHT LAST NIGHT. PRES-
IDENT TRUMAN MADE THE HISTORIC ANNOUNCEMENT OFFICIALLY FROCLAIMING TO-
DAY, WEDNESDAY, MAY 9, AS V-E, DAY IN A RADIO ADDRESS TO THE FATION AT
3 P.M. YESTERDAY AFTERNOON. SIMULTANEOUS AXNOUNCEMENTS WERE MADE BY
PRIME MINISTER CHURCHILL IN LONDON.

The President's announcement confirmed reporte which had becn
current for two dsys.

It is now revealed officially thet the un-

pR AGU onditional surrender terms werzs signed at Gen.
lsenhover's heesdquarters in a schoolliouse at

oims. Gen Gustav Jodl, German Chiaf of Staff,

FAL LS ccepted the terms imposed on his defeated nation|

y the Allies, end said thet CGermeny would carry

London, 9 May:-The Ger— [them out to the full. They ere to be confirmed
ens in Pregue heve surrendered. nd retified in Berlin todeay.

Following Czech redio Mershel Stelin mede no announcement, ex—
regorts thet the Germens wer:c hav- plained by the continued fighting 6n the Eastern
ing "one lest wild fling" and were Front.

“peheving like devils"™ some units In proclaiming victory in Europe, President
begen surrendering. Others were Trumen told the netion: "Our victory is but helf

said to heve fired on e hospital |won. I only wish thet Frenklin Delano Roosevelt
housing their own wounded, using |had lived to witness it®.

women end children es screens for 90TH PLAYS BIG ROLE IN VICTORY
their tanks. The 90th Division, which lsnded troops in
Dresden was esptured yes-Normendy on D-Day, has pleyed a major role in
terdey by the Russisnhs. the defeat of Germany.
From the beaches of Normendy, across France
F”\HS pnd through Germeny, the 90th has been in con-

mdc“t —— tact with the enemy 318 daye, capturing 83,000
Germen people ennouncing the uncon- prisoners, destroying 700 Germen tanks and TIs;
ditionel surrender, Doenitz geid; [° 'ool 28 Sthousends of other enemy vehicles.
"We must face fects squarely. The From the position of en unknown in the mil-
foundetion on which the Germen itery sun, it hes risen to its present high
Reich was built he# collapsed." reputation 2s one of Gen. George S. Petton's

erack divisions in the Third Army,




SUPREME HEADQUARTERS
ALLIED EXPEDITIONARY FORCE

TO ALL MEMBERS OF THE ALLIED EXPEDITIONARY FORCE:

The task which we set ourselves is finished, and the time

has come for me to relinquish Combined Command. |

In the name of the United States and the British Common-

wealth, from whom my authority is derived, | should like to

convey to you the gratitude and admiration of our two
nations for the manner in which you have responded to
every demand that has been made upon you. At times,
conditions have been hard and the tasks to be performed
arduous. No praise is too high for the manner in which

you have surmounted every obstacle.

| should like, also, to add my own personal word of thanks
to each one of you for the part you have played, and the

contribution you have made to our joint victory.

Now thatyou are about to pass to other spheres of activity,

| say Good-bye to you and wish you Goed Luck and
God-Speed.

A sy kf f et Ko
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69th Annual Reunion Citation

The General and his staff
L-R Standing: Col. Richard Lynch, Brig. Gen. James Boswell, Gen.
Richard Stilwell and Col.Tom Andrews. Seated: Gen. James A. Van Fleet




LET US REMEMBER

90th Infantry Division Monument
Normandy Beach (1971)
L-R: Don Kitzman and Michel de
Vallavieille, Mayor Ste. Marie-du-mont

Luxembourg American Military
Cemetery
Gen. George S. Patton’s Burial Place

90th Infantry Division Monument
Perlers, France

[y e

Why La Pointe du Huc was so named

Cliff at La Polinte du Huc—Omaha Beach

Crossing of the Moselle River today

Omaha Beach today

122




W v R s, o

View of American Military
Cemetery, Omaha Beach

A formidable pillbox
‘La Pointe du Huc

1] JH'%%‘I“

f&= - - \ 45 present even today

‘»r LD I 2 OO \\ q - Slgning of Peace TI‘BISY._Y

The ever-present manure pile...

CAPITVLATION
ALLEMANDE

i

* Sign of building where Peace Treaty
Looom i was signed

Paratrooper Museum in vicinity of
Ste. Lo

! e

View of monuments from
Normandy Beach

Road signs familiar to all of us
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| CHRONOLOGICAL HISTORY OF WWII

(hicago JTribune  Wednesday, June 6, 1984

Battle of Normandy—June 6-late August,_ 1944

English Channel

Cotentin
peninsula

L -4

| 7 . St Sau\:eur-}_
LaHaye du Puls ¢ ®(Carentan , Elbeut
BJ perese St Lof Bareur Q"

J
Coutances © -Caumont\x ,
? i o Falaise d

Avranches ® Argentan

Mortain
° [ ]
Domfront 1

L 3
Alencon

Rent.m ' La;a]\ \ [‘3 Mans Orleans /o-—-'x-—-

/ Chronology captures Cherbourg ::;h 1&:&1:2:"“&“

June 6—0-Day July 3—S8ritish take counterattack from
landings begin Caen Mortain area toward
June 7—=British and July 18—U.S. takes SI.  Americans at

LS Canadians take Bayeux Lo; British and Avranches fails

June 11—One solid Canacians begin drive  aug. 13—After
Allied front established ~ beyond Caen overrunning Mayenns,

June 11-July 8— July 25—U.S. begins  Laval and Le Mans,
German Panzer drive beyond St. Lo U.S. forces reach
; Nantes ooumerangc_:ks fail July 28—.S. takes Argentan
2 agamst British Goutances Aug. 22_German
% June 17—U.S. troops  July 31—U.S. seizes  forces trying to hoid
cut Cotentin peninsula  Avranches Falaise-Argentan gzp
June 26—U.S. Aug. 10—U.S. units are forced to reveat
. -
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The 90th U.S. Army Reserve Command has inherited a
“heritage of honor” from its predecessor, the 90th In-
fantry Division. 90th ARCOM members continue to
add to an illustrious history by serving our country
with duty and honor in the defense of liberty and our
national security.

The 90th ARCOM is proud of the history of its
brave predecessor, the 90th Infantry Division, and its
actions and accomplishments during World Wars I
and II.

“Every objective was taken; not an inch of territory
was yielded to the enemy. The 90th is one of the very
best divisions sent over here.” These were the words of
Gen. John J. Pershing when he paid this high tribute
to the 90th Infantry Division and its contribution to
the United States' efforts in Europe during the World
War L.

The 90th Division was reactivated, this time in the
Army Reserve, on August 4, 1947, less than two years
after the end of its active Army service. Elements of the
division were located throughout Texas.

After spending its first year organizing and re-
cruiting, the 90th began its yearly trek to Army instal-
lations for annual training in 1949 when it trained at
Camp Chaffee, Arkansas.

Brig. Gen. Arthur P. Watson commanded the Re-
serve division from 1947 until March 1948, when he
was succeeded by Maj. Gen. James E. Rudder. Maj.
Gen. Robert H. Travis took command in October 1963
and remained in that post until the division was deac-
tivated in December 1965.

The 90th U.S. Army Reserve Command (ARCOM)
was established December 13, 1967, by Fourth U.S.
Army General Order No. 90. It was initially designated
as the U.S. Army Reserve Command, Fort Sam Hous-
ton. However, it formally became the 90th ARCOM on
February 9, 1968, by Fourth U.S. Army General Order
No. 25.

When the 90th ARCOM was established, it was
designated custodian of historic memorabilia and he-
raldic items of its predecessor, the 90th Infantry Divi-
sion.

Among the historic items entrusted to the 90th
ARCOM were the division colors with eight campaign

streamers earned in two world wars. Additionally, the
command was authorized to wear the 90th Infantry
Division's shoulder patch.

The 90th ARCOM red on green shoulder patch is
historic and was designed during World War I when
most of the men in the 90th Infantry Division were
from Texas and Oklahoma. The “T-O" came to symbol-
ize the “Tough 'Ombres.” Then, when the division be-
came part of the Army Reserve in 1947 and consisted
solely of Texans, a new nickname was added, “Texas'
Own.” The 90th ARCOM today continues to use the
popular “Tough 'Ombres” nickname.

Shortly after the 90th ARCOM was activated in
December 1967, 18 units were likewise activated and
assigned to the 90th ARCOM. These units included
the 402nd Personnel Service Company in Austin, Tex-
as, with a detachment in San Antonio. The company
has since relocated to San Antonio. Among other units
activated were four judge advocate general detach-
ments located in several cities to include Lake Charles,
Louisiana, and Albuquerque, New Mexico.

Also included in the first group of units were
military police platoons in Fort Worth and Huntsville,
Texas; the 90th Military History Detachment in San
Antonio; a transportation platoon in Galveston, Texas,
and an adjutant general detachment in Texarkana,
Texas, Eight of these original units have been deacti-
vated or reassigned to other commands.

During the two years after its activation, general
orders published by higher headquarters, Fourth U.S.
Army, flowed into the 90th ARCOM on a regular basis.
These general orders activated units, reorganized oth-
ers, transferred some from one location to another or
discontinued/deactivated others.

When the 90th ARCOM was activated, more than
60 percent of the personnel who joined it had served
with the 90th Infantry Division. The first 90th ARCOM
commander, the late Maj. Gen. Robert H. Travis, was
the last commander of the 90th Infantry Division.

General Travis retired in 1971 and was succeeded
as 90th ARCOM commander by Maj. Gen. Warren E.
Myers who had been assistant commander of the 90th
Infantry Division. He retired in 1977 and was followed
by Maj. Gen. Robert L. Lane, who commanded until
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his retirement in August 1981. Maj. Gen. Robert G.
Ownby served as the 90th ARCOM's fourth command-
er until January 1984. Maj. Gen. Elvin J. Schofield
has served as the 90th ARCOM'’s fifth commander
since then.

In its early development, the 90th ARCOM con-
sisted of slightly less than 4,000 personnel. A realign-
ment of command geographical limits increased the
strength to almost 5,000; however, strength dropped
by a thousand when New Mexico was eliminated from
the 90th ARCOM control in 1973.

Under the reorganization of Fifth U.S. Army in
October 1984, the 90th ARCOM reacquired units in
New Mexico, and acquired units in Texas that were
part of the 377th Theater Army Area Command (TAA-
COM). The addition of these units brought the 90th
ARCOM's authorized strength to over 8,000 and in-
creased the number of units to 105. This growth es-
tablished the 90th ARCOM as the largest MUSARC
(Major United States Army Reserve Command) in the
Fifth U.S. Army with regard to authorized strength and
geographic size (Texas and New Mexico).

have occupied the modern 800-member training cen-
ter since October 1981,

The 90th ARCOM commands troop program units
of varying sizes and missions to include an assault
helicopter company, an infantry platoon, psychologi-
cal operations companies, military police, military in-
telligence, judge advocate general, adjutant general,
transportation, maintenance, ordinance, quartermas-
ter, chemical, petroleum pipeline battalions, supply
and service, personnel services, Army Security Agency
units, military history, public affairs, civil affairs, USAR
schools, engineer and finance units.

The 90th ARCOM also has what is known as
reinforcement training units. These include mobiliza-
tion designee detachments. Members attend training
meetings for participation points only and in some
cases hold MOBDES assignments with other head-
quarters and agencies.

The 90th ARCOM is also responsible for several
area maintenance support activities, equipment con-
centration sites and aviation support facilities
throughout Texas.

The 90th ARCOM's growth is tied to its mission,

Today, the 90th ARCOM’s mission has become
increasingly important to the security of the nation
with more emphasis and responsibilities being placed
on the U.S. Army Reserve by the Department of the
Army. The 90th ARCOM'’s overall mission is to ensure
its subordinate units achieve and maintain the re-
quired mobilization readiness postures necessary for
their roles in the national defense of the United States.

The 90th ARCOM headquarters is located on the
Dodd Field area of Fort Sam Houston in San Antonio,
Texas. The headquarters and ten subordinate units

Just as the 90th ARCOM has subordinate units,
the command itself is subordinate to higher headquar-
ters in the chain of command that extends to the
Department of the Army.

The 90th ARCOM'’s intermediate headquarters is
Fifth U.S. Army at Fort Sam Houston, Texas, which is
one of five continental U.S. Army commands and has
an area of responsibility covering eight states ranging
from the Great Plains to the Gulf of Mexico.

U.S. Forces Command (FORSCOM) at Fort
McPherson, Georgia, is the next higher command and
Is responsible for unit readiness of all Army deployable
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combat and supporting forces. FORSCOM commands
strategic Army forces and USAR units in the continen-
tal United States, Puerto Rico and the U.S. Virgin
Islands.

The 90th ARCOM headquarters is organized func-
tionally by directorates which replaced the G-type stall
operation late in 1978.

The 90th ARCOM is commanded by a major gen-
eral and is authorized a brigadier general deputy. A
chief of staff, having the rank of colonel, oversees the
principal staff composed of deputy chiefls of staff for
personnel, training, operations, logistics and resource
management. The commander’s personal or special
staff includes the chaplain, inspector general, staff
judge advocate, public affairs ollicer, surgeon, engi-

neer, headquarters commandant and information
management offlice. The strength management divi-
sion (formerly the strength management office) has
been realigned under the deputy chief of stall for per-
sonnel.

To accomplish its mission of ensuring that its
subordinate units attain and maintain required readi-
ness postures, 90th ARCOM oflicers and enlisted per-
sonnel conduct stalfl assistance visits.

Prior to reorganization, many of the 90th ARCOM
units were grouped under three area commands. Com-
manded by Army Reserve colonels, these area commands
serve as intermediate commands between the smaller
units and the 90th ARCOM headquarters. In October
1984, these area commands increased to six,
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Maj. Gen. Warren E.

Maj. Gen. Robert L. Lane Maj. Gen. Robert G. Owenby
August 1977 — 1981 August 1981 — January 1984

)
]

Maj. Gen. Elvin J. Schofield
January 1984 — Present
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It is in a spirit of gratitude that the editorial staff for the Tough * Ombres— Men of the Fighting 90th
extends a sincere thanks to each division member who contributed to the creation of this
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Veteran’s Diary of World War II — France & Germany 1944-1945
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Hanging Sam: A Military Biography of General Samuel T. Williams,
From Pancho Villa to Vietham

“To men who live in freedom
there is nothing in life so valuable as freedom...
not even life itself.”

— Dwight D. Eisenhower
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“TOUGH 'OMBRES”
PERSONAL STORIES
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AW. Adams

I was born in Utica, New York, on June
27, 1914, where I lived until I was in-
ducted into the service. I reported to the
induction center at Camp Upton on Long
Island. From there I was sent to Fort
Belvoir, Virginia, where I was assigned to
the Army Engineer Corps. Then I was
transferred to the Infantry and sent over-
seas to be assigned to the 90th Division.
When I was sent to a separation center
for discharge, they rated people by their
Spec. numbers— [ was told I could qualify
to be a walrus hunter,

After returning from the Army, I went
back doing construction work. In 1956 1
started my own company specializing in
commercial and industrial roofing. Since
1950 my wife, Eirwen, and I have been
living in Marcy, New York. We have two
children; a daughter, who is a teacher,
and a son, who is a geologist. I Com-
pany, 358th Regiment

CLAY A. ADAMS

Clay A. Adams

1 went into the service in 1941. My first
division 1 was sent to was the Sixth at
Fort Leonard Wood. After a short time
there I was sent to Fort Benning after
receiving my commission. We activated
the 92nd Division, a colored division. I
was with the 92nd for little over a year at
Fort Huachua on the Mexican border.
Then I was assigned 250 replacements to
take overseas. We arrived in England
about three months before D-Day. On
July 21 I joined the 90th Division. I was
sent to C Company 358. My platoon ser-
geant was Hoyt Steele and my company
commander was Judge Moore. On July

22 the first and second battalions of 358
had to cross the Seves River where we
met the Germans. After heavy fighting for
two days, our battalion commander, Col.
Seeger, sent Sgt. Steele and myself back
across the river for some tanks. It was too
late—the Germans had our troops sur-
rounded. I was the only officer in C Com-
pany and about thirty men to get back
across the river. My first day of combat
was hell.

After the war I went back to the farm
in Springfield, Missouri, where I bought
and sold dairy and beef cattle. My wife
Dorothy and 1 still live in Springfield,
Missouri, at 805 North Oak Grove.

Left: Jerry Alexander (left) with Carl Everett in
Cham, Germany, April 30, 1945

Right: Jerry Alexander (left) with Carl Everett at
Reunion in Kansas City, September 26, 1986

I was born in Deadwood, Texas, Panola
County, on August 4, 1918. My parents
were William J. Alexander and Elizabeth
LaGrone Alexander and I was the seventh
of nine children. We moved to Nacogdo-
ches, Texas, when I was 6 years old. I
attended public schools in Nacogdoches
and also attended Stephen F. Austin Uni-
versity.

I entered military service in 1941, re-
ceived commission from Fort Benning,
Georgia, in 1942 and was assigned to
the 90th Infantry Division. I was Divi-
sion Headquarters company commander
during World War II. 1 was responsible
for supplying personnel for operation and
protection of both Division Headquarters
Forward and Rear Echelons during Eu-
ropean Operation. We moved Forward
Division Command Post 95 times during
the war.

I married Gwen Ligon of Shreveport,
Louisiana, in 1943. We had two children:
a son, Jerry Lynn Alexander, and a
daughter, Becky Leigh Alexander. Both
have families. Gwen passed away in 1966.

I married Lois Davidson in 1976. Lois’
husband Col. George H. Davidson passed
away in 1967. They had a son, George H.
Davidson IV, and a daughter, Pamela
Davidson. Her son has family.

Lois and I have six grandchildren and
live in Nacogdoches where we are active
in the First Christian Church. I am presi-

dent and managing broker of The Alamo
Realty, Inc. since selling a wholesale
business in 1972. I was active in the
wholesale business with two brothers for
24 years. I am a Rotarian and member of
the Nacogdoches Boosters Club, the old-
est club in Nacogdoches. Nacogdoches is
the oldest town in Texas.

MORRIS H. ANDREWS

.

Morris H. Andrews

A feeling of despair well remembered...
Standing at the rail of a troopship in the
English Channel, the order came that we
were to unload and prepare for landing,
The vehicles in the hull of the ship were
quickly swung over the side of the troop-
ship into the LST.

We started for the shore. All equip-
ment with engines were waterproofed to
allow us to land in approximately 4 feet of
water. However, a weapons carrier in front
of me stopped and could go no further. I
was directed to the left of the stalled ve-
hicle. I noticed immediately that the wa-
ter just ahead was very dark. When I
reached the dark water, the jeep went
head first into a shell hole. All that I
could see was part of the spare tire pro-
truding from the water.

Our three days emergency rations,
family pictures, and all personal belong-
ings were gone. With a feeling of total
desperation, I started swimming for the
shore when a Naval craft came by and
picked me out of the water and took me
aboard the landing craft. When the wheels
of the craft touched bottom, I once again
went overboard and was able to walk to
dry land.

The exploding shells, small arms fire,
and the big guns firing from the ships in
the channel created within me a type of
perverted fear. Death seemed eminent. It
was all around us— dead G.I.s, dead Ger-
mans, paratroopers with cut throats
hanging from trees, and gliders smashed
with dead bodies of our forces torn to
bits. When darkness came, we had moved
from the hills of the beach to a point
where we were forced to stop. It seemed
that all hell had broken loose. Small arms
fire along with machine gun fire, and
mortars along with the German 88mm
were exploding.

My friend decided to dig in with a shovel
that he had found, but I decided to go
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back to the beach and start again the
next morning, I never saw my friend again.
As started down a very narrow dirt road,
a jeep pulled up and a Colonel asked if 1
wanted a ride. I then asked if he knew
where Uranium 4 was located. He an-
swered “Oh, hell, yes. They're just down
the next road on our right.” I walked
about one quarter of a mile and was halted
by a very familiar voice, that of Capt.
Frank J. Stanek, one of the finest com-
manding officers of the 90th. My feeling
of despair vanished, for I was united with
my company commander and with the
fellows with which I had trained.

From that place just outside St. Mére-
Eglise, France, we went on to share many
experiences; some good, some not so good,
and some horrible. But it was for the love
of country and for the Stars and Stripes of
this, our nation, that we were willing to
give our lives for the freedom we now enjoy
and share. @.M. Company, Uranium 4

THOMAS M. ANDREWS

I was graduated from the University of
Chicago in 1934 with a B.S. degree and a
second lieutenant's commission. I mar-
ried Ruth T. Andrews in 1933.

As a first lieutenant, I was ordered to
active duty on January 14, 1942, and
was sent to Fort Sill. I was one of ninety
field artillery officers sent from Fort Sill
to the 90th Infantry Division on March
5, 1942,

I was assigned to Service Battery, 345th
Field Artillery Battalion, as motor officer.
I was made Battalion S-4 and Service
Battery commander when Capt. Eric
Peach was made S-3. Lt. Col. Barragan,
commanding officer of the 345th, was
made Division Artillery executive. I was
transferred to Division Artillery as S-4.
Sometime after the Louisiana maneuvers,
I was transferred to Division Headquar-
ters as assistant G-4 under Lt. Col. Gus
Dittmar. Gus Dittmar was made chief of
staff in January 1944 and I was pro-
moted to G-4. I served in this capacity
until May 1945 when I was promoted to
chief of staff of the Division by Maj. Gen.
Herbert L. Earnest.

I served in this capacity until I had a
chance to return home on points at the
end of July 1945. I had three children at
home so I had lots of points. After the
war, I went to Catalina Island for two
years as an employee of the Wrigley Fam-
ily. I returned to Algonquin, Illinois, in
1948 and bought a hardware store.

HAROLD LINDSEY “LIN”
ARISON JR.

I was born September 9, 1919, in Union-
town, Pennsylvania. Following graduation
from Penn State (Music Ed) in 1941 and
the Army Music School at Fort McNair in
1942, I was assigned to the 90th, first as

bandmaster of the 357th Infantry Regi-
ment and later as division bandmaster.
Prior to D-Day, all musical instruments
were stored in England and the bands-
men became medics or were assigned
other non-music related duties.

“Lin™ Arison Jr.

We participated in the Utah Beach
landing and all division campaigns. After
WWII, I enjoyed such unique assignments
as conductor, Special Services Orchestra
of the ETO; assistant bandmaster at
USMA, West Point, and music advisor to
the Republic of China in Taiwan. In 1963
I was appointed a Foreign Service officer
and served with USIA in Indonesia, Viet-
nam and Washington, D.C. (VOA) until
retirement in 1972. Since, as a consult-
ant, I spent several years in Riyadh, Saudi
Arabia, as Administrator with UOP, Inc.

Just before “teaming-up” with the 90th,
I “teamed-up” with Janie, a hometown
gal, and she camp-followed to Camp Bar-
keley, a child-bride at age 18. We have a
son and a daughter. Son, HLA III, gradu-
ated from West Point in 1973. He's mar-
ried (no offspring to date) and is presently
with Ford Aerospace in Newport Beach,
California. Daughter, Mary Jane, a Mary-
mount University grad, is married and
lives with her husband and two lovely
children (one of each) in Reston, Virginia.

HENRY A. ARNHOLD

Henry A. Arnhold

I was born November 5, 1924, in Lincoln
County, Winfield, Missourl. My parents
were Harry H. and Clara Louise Filsinger
Arnhold. 1 have resided at the same ad-
dress all my life.

I attended the Winfield Public Schools
all twelve years. I assisted my father in

farming and the dairy business until I
went into the Army in August 1944, |
received my basic training at Fort Mc-
Clellan, Alabama. Immediately after re-
ceiving the training, I was shipped over-
seas in January 1945. Upon arrival, I
joined up with M Company, 359th Infan-
try, as a machine gunner in Belgium in
the Battle of the Bulge. I remained with
this company until October 1945 when I
was transferred into the Military Govern-
ment Regiment, at which time I was sta-
tioned in Laufen, Germany, in Bavaria. |
remained at this place until May 1946
when I was shipped home to Fort Leven-
worth, Kansas, where I was discharged
on June 27, 1946.

I was married on April 22, 1954, to
Vera D. Raney of Troy, Missouri. We at-
tend the Old Alexandria United Method-
ist Church where we are both very active.

I was employed by the General Motors
Division of St. Louis, Missouri. I retired
after 30 years on January 31, 1979. I was
an inspector of the Corvette Division upon
my retirement.

BASIL C. BABEY

Basil C. Babey

I was born in Rochester, New York, in
1915. When I was five years old my fam-
ily moved back to the Ukraine after World
War I. I lived and went to school there
until I was fourteen. My family decided
living in the United States was better and
moved back here to stay.

I was drafted in December 1943 and
entered the service on New Years Day.
New Years Eve found me on K.P. doing
pots and pans. [ was in the 357th Infan-
try, Company H. Basic training was three
months in Camp Blanding, Florida, and
then shipment overseas. | saw action in
France and Luxembourg. On November
12 I was hit by a mortar shell that sent
me into the hospital for ten months.

After  was discharged and sent home |
went to work for Eastman Kodak Com-
pany. My job there was a combination of
public relations and executive driver. In
my work | was fortunate to meet many
prominent and famous people such as,
Bob Hope, the Ozzie and Harriet Nelson
family, Janet Gaynor, Carol Burnett, Ed
Sullivan, and Walt Disney. 1 also met
important business people like the chair-
man of the board of General Motors,
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chairman of the board of General Electric
and many others. My job was more plea-
sure than work. I retired after thirty-seven
years and have been enjoying my retire-
ment in a house along Lake Ontario. I
spend a lot of my time in church activi-
ties and traveling.

EUGENE S. BAKER

Eugene S. Baker
I entered the service in October 1942 and
was assigned to the 915th Field Artillery
Battalion. I was discharged from Ft. Sam
Houston December 5, 1945.

1 re-entered service in the reserves
1948-1951. I served in the National Guard
1961-1978. I served in Texas State Guard
Honorary Reserve from 1978-1988 and I
retired as master sergeant after 28 years.

NORMAN C. BARNES

Norman C. Barnes

I was born in Buffalo, New York, on Au-
gust 14, 1912. Later, my family moved to
Chicago, Illinois, then to the town of Peo-
ria, Illinois, where I now live. I attended
high school, but upon graduation, the
Depression was still on; therefore I was
unable to attend college.

I married Mary Louise Mead on De-
cember 2, 1933. We have two wonderful
girls and three grandchildren. We recently
celebrated our 56th wedding anniversary.

I was inducted into the service on De-
cember 3, 1943, and was later sent over-
seas, assigned to the Third Army, 90th
Division, 357th Battalion, A Company. I
was wounded and spent quite a few weeks
in the hospital. I later rejoined the outfit,
until I was discharged from service on
October 23, 1945.
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When I was released from the hospital,
I rejoined the outfit which was then sta-
tioned at the “Salt Mines.” Gen. George
Patton, Gen. Earnest and Gen. Dwight D.
Eisenhower came to visit the Salt Mines.

Upon my discharge, I received my old
job back, later accepted employment with
a utility company and retired in 1973. My
wife and I have traveled quite a bit and
still travel a little. We have a vegetable
garden, plant flowers, and have a hobby
of raising African violets and a few other
flowers during the winter months.

CLARENCE F. BEAM

Clarence Beam was born on April 20,
1918, in Lake City, Colorado, where he
grew up and attended school. He went to
business college in Grand Junction,
Colorado.

He went into the service at Camp Bar-
keley, Texas, on March 15, 1942. The
humid Louisiana swamps and heat of the
Mojave Desert helped prepare him for
what was to come.
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Clarence F. Beam

England was the first stop after leav-
ing the United States, then on to the
beaches of Normandy for D-Day. Those
that survived that landing were never boys
again. The push continued on into Ger-
many with fatigue being so great that
sleep, on occasion, brought such oblivion
that Clarence awoke to find trees com-
pletely blown away that had been there
the night before.

One gratifying occasion happened while
marching through France. A young girl
ran out and pressed a letter and crucifix
into his hand. The letter was expressing
the great gratitude of the French people
for their liberation from the Germans by
the arrival of the Americans and English.
Clarence served as a T-4 with the 359th
Regimental Headquarters Company all
through the moving battles that ended in
Czechoslovakia in May 1945.

After being discharged from the service
on October 22, 1945, he went to work in
service and installation of L.P. Gas appli-
ances from which he retired in 1983.

He married Esther Milligan on June
4, 1946. They were blessed with three
children: Kenny, Lynda, and Scott. At
the time of his death on October 31,
1988, he was the proud grandfather of
Jeflrey, Kelly, Stephen and Brigitta.

EDWIN JOSEPH BEDNARZ

Edwin Joseph Bednarz

We made D-Day, H-hour on June 6. This
stays in the back of my mind all the time.
I was a rifle man and later became a
cannoneer when they started a cannon
company. We were right next to or be-
hind the rifle men for extra fire power. I
was a truck driver along with a cannon-
eer. | was the number one truck with the
number one cannon, or Howitzer.

Before we left England for the beach-
head, we had to waterproof the engines
and gas tanks. They loaded us all onto a
barge and took us as far as they could.
When they reached their limit, they
dropped us off, trucks and all, in the
water, which was up to my waist while
driving a 1 1/2 ton Dodge truck. Once we
were in the water, we had to go full throttle
in four-wheel drive. The officer in charge
reversed trucks #1 through #6. The whole
#6 crew was killed and the truck totaled.

When we finally arrived at the beach-
head, Gen. Patton called on our division
to cut off Hitler's supply line. When we
reached this goal, it more or less ended
the war.

To any of the other men left out of the
359th Cannon Company, 90th Infantry
Division, I would really like to hear from
you. You can write to me at P.O. Box 273,
Floresville, Texas 78114. All letters I re-
ceive [ will respond to. I also hope to be in
Oklahoma City for the next convention
and see some of you there.

WARREN C. BEHR

~

Warren C. Behr

I joined the 90th Division in Camp Bar-
keley, Texas, in November 1942. Basic
training, maneuvers in Louisiana and
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Granite Mountain and many bivouacs
later, the Army decided that I was a sol-
dier. The wire section in Headquarters
Battery, 345th Field Artillery Battalion,
was my first assignment, and then Sgt.
King told me one day that I was trans-
ferred to Fire Direction Center as B Bat-
tery computer.

In Chicago I had never fired a rifle, but
in Camp Barkeley I learned to fire the
carbine and finally received the Marks-
man Medal. With two stripes on my sleeve,
I was shipped to Fort Dix and Camp
Kilmer. Will any of us forget the chow on
the good ship Athlone Castle!

Our next stop was Liverpool and then
Camp Davenport near Wolverhampion,
but my most memorable moments were
(1) when we hit Utah Beach with the
battle raging, (2) when a Kraut plane
dropped a 250-pound bomb on us in the
rendezvous on the third day, (3) the long
march to Bastogne, and (4) the Victory
Parade in Neunburg vorm Wald, Germany.

Warren and Ruth Behr, 40th Wedding Party, 1987

Upon return to the United States, I
married Ruth Collins and the two of us
returned to the University of Illinois, and
in three years, I received my law degree.
We had two children before I left college
and after that we had seven more; six
boys and three girls.

Ruth and I are both retired now and
are looking forward to seeing a lot of our
country in our motorhome.

CECIL BER
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Cecll Berg

We loaded on a ship at New York harbor
and as we pulled out, the Statue of Lib-
erty was left behind and the distance
grew between us.

Our ship was a British grain transport
freighter operated by a British crew in
peace time; for us it was part of a convoy.
The food was poor quality consisting of
moldy baking powder biscuits and hot
dogs. Many of the troops became sea sick.
We had hammocks in the hold below to
lie on. I personally slipped up on deck
which helped me resist sea sickness. We
also ran out of fresh water and resorted
to salt water. It took eight days to arrive
at Liverpool, England.

We went by truck to a railway station
and continued by rail to Wales. We
camped out in a lord's yard for over a
month waiting for D-Day. We trained and
went on many maneuvers and marches.
With D-Day approaching, we headed to
Normandy, France, crossing the channel
on Liberty Ship, Susan B. Anthony. While
nearing Normandy our Liberty Ship hit a
mine and began to burn and sink. They
started unloading the troops. I was on
the left lower side and we loaded into
small boats. The higher right side loaded
onto bigger ships. The small tug I was in
was taken to a landing craft. This craft
took us to Normandy landing. Susan B.
Anthony was gone.

During the Normandy Invasion I was
critically wounded. After a lengthy hospi-
talization, I was sent to the front lines and
was wounded in the Germany Campaign.

Presently my wife Frieda and I live on a
farm near Stanton, North Dakota. We have
three children and four grandchildren.

HENRY C. BERNHARDT

Henry C. Bernhardt

I was born August 22, 1925, in Salis-
bury, North Carolina. I graduated from
Boyden High School in June 1943 and
was drafted that September.

After Antitank Basic Training at Camp
Blanding, Florida, I shipped to England
and landed in Normandy on Utah Beach
onJuly 14, 1944, walking 17 miles to the
90th Replacement Depot. | was assigned
to M Company of the 357th Regiment as
a bazooka man with the mortar platoon.
(John Thomas from Ada, Oklahoma, was
my number two man!)

In September near Reims, I was trans-
ferred to the 90th Military Police and was
assigned to a four-man civil control squad.
Julius Bauder of Tyndall, South Dakota,
taught me German; with a name like

“Bernhardt,” they thought I was an inter-
preter and I didn't want to change their
minds.

I remember some of the guys in my
outfit—John Nosbusch from MN; Sgt.
Arch Doughty, Sheriff in Clinton, Louisi-
ana (visited twice); John DeHann of MI;
and Bill Naylor from Salt Lake City, to
name but a few.

I remember ending the war in Susice,
Czech., meeting the Russians and the
actual start of the “Iron Curtain.” I came
back to Weiden for occupation duty where
at first, there were 16 MPs for a town of
80,000 people.

I left Germany with the Division in
November 1945 and shipped out of Mar-
seilles on the USS Mariposa landing in
Hampton Roads, Virginia, and was dis-
charged at Fort Bragg in time for New
Year's 1945.

Back home, I graduated from Catawba
College in Salisbury (1950) and managed
the family hardware store. For 13 years, I
fronted my own dance band; and in 1960
became executive vice president of the
Salisbury-Rowan Merchants Association.
In 1967 1 was named director of develop-
ment at Catawba College; and in 1981
established my own consulting firm, In-
stitutional Development Associates (IDA).

In 1958 I married the prettiest girl in
the world (still is) and we have four chil-
dren; three have graduated from UNC-
Chapel Hill and one from Appalachian
State University. One son is a textile ex-
ecutive, one is becoming an Episcopal
minister, one is a town manager; and
my daughter is a banker who will marry
a young doctor this spring. My sons, like
myself, are all Eagle Scouts, and my
daughter has the equivalent in the Girl
Scouts.

FRANK W. BERNSCHEIN

Frank W. Bernschein

1 was born in Baltimore, Maryland, on
July 12, 1921. I have lived in this area all
my life. I built B-26 bombers at Glenn L.
Martin from 1939 to 1944.

I was inducted on July 30, 1944,
shipped to Fort McClellan, Alabama, for
infantry basic training. 1 was shipped
overseas in January 1945 as a replace-
ment and was assigned to C Company,
359th Infantry Regiment, 90th Division,
I participated in the capture of Mainz,
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Germany. Near there we crossed the
Rhine River.

We joined up with the 4th Armored
for a “beeline” campaign through Cen-
tral Europe into Czechoslovakia, where
we were at war's end. I was in occupa-
tion in Amberg, Bavaria, until October
1945. I was transferred to the 1st Divi-
sion when the 90th demobilized.

I spent the next six months at the War
Crimes Trial in Nuremberg. I was shipped
home to the U.S. in March 1946 and
discharged with twenty months service. I
rejoined my wife and two children whom I
had not seen for eighteen months.

I was decorated with the Bronze Star,
Combat Infantry Badge, ETO medal with
two campaigns and two river crossings. |
held the rank of private first class.

I am retired. My wile Julia and 1 have
been married forty-eight years. We have
four children and eight grandchildren.

My experience in the service with the
90th Division was the greatest of my life
and I have never regretted it. I would
like to hear from any buddies C Com-
pany, 359th. You can write to me at 411
Orchard Road, Glen Burnie, Maryland
21061.

JAMES A. BIGGAR

I was born May 20, 1911, in Center, Texas,
and graduated from Adamson High School
in Dallas in 1932.

I joined the Army and the 90th Divi-
sion on ‘day one' at Camp Barkeley,
Abilene, Texas, March 25, 1942. 1 was
with Headquarters Company, 2nd Bat-
talion, 359th Infantry, from Utah Beach,
Normandy, to the Moselle River.

James A. Biggar

I returned home in time to make the
90th Division Reunion at Fort Worth,
Texas, in November 1946. I have made
reunions each year except the one in
New York City and two others that I re-
member.

It was my honor to serve as president
of the association in 1970 at Oklahoma
City, Oklahoma. I was fortunate to have
Leslie F. Howard as my reunion chair-
man there to make it a great success.

I married Gladys E. Walker in 1947
and we live in Dallas. 1 worked at the
post office from 1947 until I retired in
1978.

BEN S. BINGHAM

Sgts. Ben Bingham (center) and Alton (Shorty)
Bingham (right) and Cpl. Arbie Colwell (left) of
communications “our favorite battery barber”

I was born in Kenifick, Oklahoma, and
moved to Texas at age two. [ joined the
Army in 1942 and trained at Camp
Barkeley,

After landing at Utah Beach, and while
fighting through France, a displaced child
six to eight years old named Jacqueline
wandered into our section. She stayed
with my section until we got her relocated
several days later. While being resupplied
and licking our wounds in preparation to
reverse the bulge in Belgium, I was fortu-
nate to haveavisit from mybrother “Shorty”
who was camped nearby.

After discharge, 1 did custom combin-
ing, raised horses, and some ranching. I
went to work for Boeing Aircraft in Se-
attle, Washington, in 1966 and came back
to L.T.V. in Fort Worth in 1968. I worked
at Seven Seas Amusement Park as water
quality control superintendent through
1975. I worked at Liquid Paper Corp.
(Gillette Co.) responsible for heating and
air-conditioning, and humidity control
until retirement in 1983.

I married Ima Jo Martin in 1942 and
we had two children, Benny and Judy.
Ima Jo died in 1973. I married Bobbie
Shuford in 1985. After our retirement we
bought our present home in Wylie, Texas.

LEON BIXBY
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Leon Bixby

1 was born the second child in a family of
18. At the present time there are 11 of us
still living. As a young boy I can still recall
the Great Depression and all the hard
times we had. I left home in my teens to
work on a farm for $1.00 a day. My second
job was in a shoe factory earning 40¢ an
hour. At this time Uncle Sam decided to
point his proverbial finger at me saying ‘I
want you.” (He got me!) We left on a train
in Binghamton, New York, heading for
Fort Niagara, New York. Later we were put
on a train that held many troops, and no
one knew where we were heading. We soon
discovered that we were in Camp Barkeley,
Texas. [ was in the 90th Division, C Bat-
tery, 345th Field Artillery.

After my hitch was up I came home to
work again in the factory. I was discharged
from the 90th Division. As I was doing
some mechanics and welding on the side
I decided to leave my factory job. In 1966
I had to quit welding to have eye surgery
for cataracts. I then got a job at the local
school as a bus mechanic. This was a
civil service job. I attended several tech-
nical schools and was awarded a certifi-
cate as a master mechanic and doctor of
motors. I retired from the New York State
school job in 1983. I now run a green-
house (summers) as a hobby. We sell
vegetables, and flowers. It is hard work,
but you meet a lot of people. I also raisea
lot of my own vegetables, flowers and
blueberries. I enjoy deer hunting, fish-
ing, and being retired. 1 have the time to
enjoy these things.

I have been married to my wife, Eleanor,
for 48 years. We have a son, Jerry, and a
daughter, Vanessa. Each one has two
children, giving us four grandchildren. |
am looking forward and hoping to see
some pictures of my old Army buddies,
and maybe getting some letters letting me
know how everyone is. If anyone would
like to write me my addressis: Box46 R.D.
1, Chenango Forks, New York 13746.

WILLARD BLEVINS

I joined the 90th in Normandy during
hedgerow fighting. Lt. MacDonald had lost
his complete platoon at this time. He told
us we would be on the front lines that
night. 1 felt myself turn grey with fear, On
July 26 the break through out of Nor-
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mandy. On this day | was hit by a tree
burst from 88 or artlillery and was flown
back to England to the hospital.

I rejoined my company in the Metz
area and we went on into Germany and
made the Sarr River Crossing and
through the pillbox fortifications with a
lot of losses.

Willard Blevins

At this time we received orders to with-
draw back across the Sarr River due to
the mass German offensive. Late Decem-
ber our squads were down to half strength.

We did get in replacements who were
not all infantry trained men. We did some
fast organizing and headed into the Battle
of the Bulge. 1 was up for rotation at this
time due to seniority in the outfit, but
paper work was too slow coming through
and we moved on.

‘We had a great company commander,
George Young, who had come all the way.

March 15 near the Rhine, we had or-
ders to enter a smal town. Glen Haga-
dorn and John Harness were my lead
men and gave me the signal to advance
the squad. The Germans let us all get
into buildings and then opened fire with
bazookies through the walls. So this got
me for the second time and back to the
states where I spent months in hospitals.

The 90th Division was a great outfit
to be in. I'm proud to have been a litlle
part of it.

PAUL J. BOEHM

I served in Europe with Company A, First
Battalion, 358th Regiment. I've been
married 47 years to my wife, Elizabeth.
We have two sons and one daughter and
ten grandchildren. I retired in 1979 after
many years as owner and operator of a
nursery and greenhouse in Kansas City,
Missouri. I have kept in touch with a few
buddies and enjoy their friendship.

JAMES O. BOSWELL

I was born in the Philippine Islands where
my father was aide to General Pershing.
I grew up in Georgia and Washinglon,
D.C., and attended Phillips Exeter Acad-
emy, Exeter, New Hampshire, and
graduated from U.S. Military Academy
(West Point) in 1933. I served four years

at Ft. Benning, Georgia, and was a Rus-
sian language student at Columbia Uni-
versity (NYC). I received a M.A. from
Harvard in 1941.

James O. Boswell

From 1941-1943 | served as assistant
military attache for the U.S. Embassy in
the USSR. In November [ came back to
the United States and joined the 90th
Division at Ft. Dix, New Jersey.

I was assistant chief of stall-G2 (intel-
ligence) Division Headquarters through
England, Normandy, etc., right through
VE Day in Bodjovice in Czechoslovakia.

In occupation I was commanding offi-
cer of the 358th Infantry at Naburg and
finally chief of stall, 90th Division, in
Weiden, Germany.

In October 1945 I went back to the
Pentagon and then CIA. 1 was assigned
to the 3rd Infantry Division at Ft. Benning
in 1950. I went to Japan as executive
officer, 7th Infantry Regiment, for two
months and then to North Korea. After
we got kicked out of Ham Hung to Pusan,
I became regimental commanding ollicer
of the 7th Infantry from January to Oc-
tober 1951.

Again I went back to the Pentagon in
Psychological Warfare Division, U.S. Army
(ugh!) but I got out of that by going lo
National War College. In 1954 to 1956 I
was chief of stafl of the Joint U.S. Military
Advisory Group in Athens, Greece. Next, |
gol shanghaid to Columbia, South Caro-
lina, as chiel, South Carolina Military
District. Back to the Pentagon for the last
time and from colonel to brigadier general.
Finally, I was sent to London where I was
military attache, U.S. Embassy, in 1960-
1961, I retired in 1961 and have been
living in California since then.

ERNEST C. BOTTS

Ernest Boits was born in McGeHee, Ar-
kansas, on July 10, 1919, and lived there
until he was inducted into the Army
(March 24, 1942 through November 1,
1945). He was assigned to the Headquar-
ters Company, lsl Baltalion, 359th In-
fantry, Antitank Regiment, 90th Division.
He parlicipated in the Normandy, North-
ern France, Rhineland, Ardennes, Cen-
tral Europe Campaigns and was awarded
six Bronze Stars and Good Conduct Med-
als. He decided to make the Army his

career and the next 17 years of reenlist-
ments had him stationed in Germany.

He was assigned to A Company, 40th
Tank Battalion, 1946 through 1954, and
was awarded the National Defense Ser-
vice Medal and Good Conduct Medal
ARG00-65. 1955 through 1959: assigned
to D Company, 3rd Battalion, 2nd Tng.
Regiment, and then transferred to 33rd
Armored, 1st Medical Tank Battalion, B
Company, and was awarded Good Con-
duct Medals— 1st Clasp with 2 Loops and
2nd Clasp with 3 Loops. 1959 through
1963: assigned to A Company, 2nd Mtb.,
37th Armored, then transferred 67th Ar-
mored, 2nd Medical Tank Battalion, and
awarded Good Conduct Medal with 4
Bronze Loops.

Ernest C. Botis

In 1963 he retired after 20 years of
service and moved to Kentucky and be-
came a guard at the state prison.

He was called from retired reserves.
1968 through 1971: assigned to C Com-
pany, 2nd Battalion, 34th Armored Divi-
sion, Sixth Army; then transferred to
101st Airborne in Vietnam and was
awarded Vietnam Service Medal with 2
Bronze Service Stars, Vietnam Campaign
Medal with 60 Device, Bronze Star Medal
and Army Commendation Medal. He had
the distinction of being the oldest man
ever to go through jungle training and
making it.

He retired again with 23 years of ser-
vice. In 1972 he moved to Bell Gardens,
Calilornia. He was employed at Angelus
Sanitary Can Co. as a welder. He retired
from there in 1985.

Alter a lingering illness he passed away
May 27, 1989. He is survived by his wife
Mary, stepchildren Michael Swiger and
D’Ann Swiger Wallace, son-in-law Chris-
topher Wallace and granddaughter
Heather Wallace.

ERNEST H. BOWDEN

I entered service July 6, 1942, and trained
in South Carolina. I was assigned to
Company A, 359th of the 90th Infantry
Division. I landed on Utah Beach on June
6, 1944. I went from there on through
breakthrough, St. Louis Metz, and the
crossing of the Mozelle on November 9.

I was sent to a hospital in the states
but returned to army of occupation and
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served with the 279th station hospital in
Berlin, Germany. Date of separation was
February 21, 1949.

Ernest H. Bowden

I had the name of “eight-ball of Com-
pany A." This saved me many times when
we would come back from patrol and had
not been given that day's password. I'd
call out “Ermnest Bowden, the eight-ball
of Company A.” No questions asked after
that.

RAYMOND F. BRINKMAN
s e

Raymond F. Brinkman

I was in the 357th Infantry Regiment. I
was discharged July 2, 1946. 1 now re-
side at 2127 Pococen Dr., Coraopolis, Pa.

[ was married in March 1949 to Elaine.
We have three children and six grand-
children. I retired in 1983 from Home-
stead Industries after 40 years of service.

ELVIN D. BROWNING

Elvin D. Browning

I enlisted in the regular Army on Septem-
ber 3, 1936. | was assigned to A Battery,

First Field Artillery, at Fort Sill, Okla-
homa. In 1939 the First Field Artillery
became a part of the 6th Infantry Divi-
sion in Columbia, South Carolina. In 1941
the 6th Infantry Division was stationed at
Fort Leonardwood, Missouri.

In February 1942 I was selected as a
member of the cadre to the 90th Infantry
Division to be activated at Camp Barkeley,
Texas, and was assigned to A Battery,
343rd Field Artillery, as a section chief of
a 105mm Howitzer section.

In August 1942 I was transferred to
Service Battery and promoted to first ser-
geant. Later in 1942 I was transferred
back to A Battery, 343rd Field Artillery,
and remained in this unit till the war
ended in 1945,

When the war ended 1 had enough
points to return to the states where I re-
enlisted and remained in the Army.

1 would like to say that the officers and
men of the 343rd were the most loyal and
dedicated I was associated with during
my twenty-three and one half years in
the service.

I had a tour of duty in Korea in 1952.
In June 1960 I retired from the military.

In regards to my family, I married
Chesta Lee Walker on December 31, 1941.
We have four children and four grand-
children. On November 25, 1980, she
passed away with cancer.

C.B. BRYAN

I received ROTC training at Clemson Col-
lege and was commissioned second lieu-
tenant, Infantry Reserve, in 1940. I was
ordered to active duty in 1942. I was
assigned to 176th Infantry as a company
line officer, stationed in Washington, D.C.
and Fort Benning, Georgia.

In 1944 1 was assigned to Replace-
ment Pool and ordered to ETO and to the
90th Division. On July 16, 1944, 1 was
assigned to L Company, 358th Infantry
as commanding officer. I took part in
Normandy, Northern France and Ar-
dennes Campaigns, Falaise Gap, Moselle
and Saar River crossings, and Butzdort
and Tettingen incident. I was a rifle com-
pany commander for over five months in
combat, and collected the D.S.C., two Sil-
ver Stars, two Purple Hearts, and the
Croix de Guerre.

I was assigned to Battalion Headquar-
ters as executive officer on December 19,
1944. I took part in the Central Europe
Campaign. I was promoted to 3rd Battal-
ion commanding officer on February 18,
1945, and took part in Rhineland Cam-
paign. I was transferred to the 99th Divi-
sion for travel to U.S.A., then Inactive
Reserve and eventually an Honorable
Discharge.

In August 1944 L Company was mov-
ing through a small French village. I
stopped in front of a house to check on
the men as they walked by. A little boy
came out and stood on the top step. He
gave the Nazi salute and said “Heil Hit-

ler.” We were at first surprised, but when
a long arm reached out and jerked him
inside we all laughed. Before the com-
pany finished passing he came back out.
He raised his arm up and said “Vive les
Americans." Everyone cheered and threw
him some chewing gum.

ACY W. BUCKNER

I was born May 25, 1920. I was inducted
August 5, 1944, at Fort Harrison, Indi-
ana. I took training at Camp Blanding,
Florida. Continental service was five
months and eight days. My foreign ser-
vice was 1 year, 1 month, 21 days. I
departed for foreign (EAME theater) ser-
vice from Fort Meade, Maryland, on
January 8, 1945. I arrived at La Harve,
France, on January 14, 1945.

After foreign service I arrived back at
Camp Kilmer, New Jersey, on February
28, 1946. [ was separated March 3, 1946,
at Camp Atterbury, Indiana. I served in
National Guard at Franklin, Indiana, be-
fore entering service.

1 served in Rhineland on the front lines
and was sent back to the hospital. After-
wards, I served in 2069th Quartermaster
Truck Company as dispatcher. I handled
all requests for transportation in the
company. I was selected driver and made
out trip tickets. I handled all work sheets
on repair and maintenance.

I returned to Arvin Automotive Indus-
tries after my discharge. I retired August
26, 1983, after 42 years with the company.

RICHARD H. BULGER

Richard H. Bulger

I was born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania,
on May 17, 1916. I attended Pittsburgh
Public Schools, the University of Pitts-
burgh undergraduate school and the
University of Pittsburgh School of Medi-
cine, recelving an Doctor of Medicine de-
gree in 1941. I interned at Western Penn-
sylvania Hospital in Pittsburgh from July
1941 to June 1942,

I reported for duty at the Medical Field
Service School at Carlisle, Pennsylvania,
in October 1942. In November 1942 |
reported for duty to the 90th Division at
Camp Barkeley, Texas, and was assigned
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to the 358th Infantry. I served as a bat-
talion surgeon, mainly with the 3rd Bat-
talion, until a week before the war's end
at which time I was made assistant regi-
mental surgeon.

I returned to the United States in No-
vember 1945 and established a general
practice in New Enterprise, Pennsylva-
nia, in February 1946. I continued prac-
tice until January 1984 at which time I
semi-retired.

I married Theresa De Fabio in June
1942. We have four children: Richard Jr.,
graduate of Penn State University is an
engineer; Jane, an RN, has a B.S. in
nursing and an M.S. in public manage-
ment and is now a manager of Patient
Care Systems at Western Pennsylvania
Hospital; Robert is a graduate of West
Point and is now a hospital administrator
in Jeaneatte, Pennsylvania; and Donald
is a graduate of the University of Pitts-
burgh School of Medicine and is practic-
ing in Claysburg, Pennsylvania.

FRANK A. BULZACCHELLI

De Ja Vu...It was late September— early
October of 1944. Elements of the 2nd
Batlalion were in a rest area for a well-
deserved rest. While there, we received
replacements to f{ill our ranks, which were
depleted as our comrades were killed or
wounded. We were in constant training on
methods of attacking a large fortress such
as Fortress Metz, which lay before us.

Frank A. Bulzacchelli

Finally we were ordered back to the
front. We received orders to take the town
of Maizieres-les-Metz. The night before
going on line, as I slept a restless sleep, I
had a dream. In my dream I boarded the
troop carrier. The next morning, as I
climbed aboard the troop carrier, I looked
across the road and to my right I saw
three G.I.'s from another regiment that
had entered camp. One G.I. was playing
a guitar and the other two were singing
along. This scene was exactly the scene
in my dream.

As I looked back across the road at
those three G.I.'s a cold shiver came over
me. I now recalled other elements of my
dream. Scenes of intense f(ighting and
hand-to-hand combat, and that I was
killed during this fighting.

After we began the assault on Mai-
zieres, I put this all out of my mind. We
were so busy, so much was going on-
street fighting, taking the town, building
by building, inch by inch-it was such a
struggle but it had to be taken.

I was not there to see the fall of Mai-
zieres-les-Metz, Some German caught me
advancing from one doorway to another
during the street fighting and put a bullet
in my leg.

This dream came back to me while in
an aid station on a stretcher waiting to be
evacuated to a field hospital. A sigh of
relief came over me since I was not killed;
my dream was wrong, [ was only wounded,
and would live to fight another day.

I will have been married forty years on
January 14, 1991, to my wile, Marie. We
have two children, Paul and Patricia, and
four grandchildren.

DALE BUMPUS

I was born on June 22, 1926, in Coshoc-
ton County, Ohio, a farm boy and the
youngest of four children. In May 1944 |
graduated from Warsaw High School. My
older brother and sister were already in
the Army. My sister, Bonnie, was an Army
nurse and my brother, Arthur, was in the
78th Infantry Division. At 18 I registered
and volunteered for the draft.

On my way to Columbus, Ohio, to be
inducted, I met Gerald W. Brown from
Coshocton, Ohio. We went to Camp Croft,
South Carolina, and trained together. We
shipped overseas and joined as replace-
ments, 2nd Platoon, K Company, 357th
Infantry Regiment. We were “fox hole”
buddies until the war ended. We re-
mained close friends until his death on
July 3, 1989.

Left: Dale Bumpus (right) with Gerald Brown
Right: Dale and Wilma Bumpus

The picture is of Gerald Brown and
myself, taken about May 1, 1945. We
were very hungry after the fight so we
“liberated” some chickens from a farmer
in the building behind us and prepared
them for frying. Before we could cook
them, our squad leader came to tell us we
had a road block and machine gun nest
to clean out. We left the best cook we had
behind to fry the chicken. He was the
only casualty that night; he spilled hot
grease on his arm.

The beautiful lady in the other picture
with me is my wife, Wilma. We've been
married forty-one years and have three
children: William, Kathy and Connie.

I have always been very proud to have
served with the 90th Infantry Division.

KENNY BYERS

I entered the Army in March 1942 at
Jefferson Barracks, Missouri, and joined
the 90th Infantry Division at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, April 1942.

I served as a radio operator with the
90th Signal Company and was on special
assignment with 358th Infantry Regiment
from D-Day-plus-2 at Utah Beach until
March 20, 1943, in Germany. I then re-
turned to the 90th Division headquarters
and was with the N.C.S. (Net Control
Station) until the end of the war and
discharged at Jelferson Barracks, having
earned 5 Battle Stars for the 5 cam-
paigns.

I married and have 5 children. I am
now retired after 31 years with Western
Indiana Railroad Company and live in
Burbank, Illinois.

CLEGG CAFFERY

Clegg Caffery

712th Tank Bn. Officers, Amberg Germany,
after WWII before going back to the USA

I received my B.S. degree and ROTC
Commission [rom Louisiana State Uni-
versity in 1938. I had a year's active duty
at Fort Sam Houston then went back to
LSU for graduate work.

On August 10, 1940, I reported to Fort
Benning to the 94th Antitank Battalion.
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During this time I played lots of tennis at
the officers club and got to know Gen.
Paul Newgarden and Gen. John Wood. I
asked for and received a transfer to Gen.
Newgarden’s 10th Armored Division. In
July 1942 I was assigned to the 2nd Bat-
talion, 11th Cavalry, commanded by Maj.
Tom Chamberlain.

On September 23, 1943, I was cadred
to the 712th Tank Battalion, and became
the S-3 officer, later the executive officer.
On July 3, 1944, we were attached to the
90th Infantry Division in the hedgerows
of Normandy. The following days, weeks
and months made history, as we became
one of Gen. Patton's famed Third Army
Divisions.

After the war I returned to Louisiana
and resumed my life on the sugarcane
farm that I left years before. I was on the
Soil and Water Conservation District
Board of Supervisors. I helped to build
and was the first president of Belleview
Golf and Country Club. Later on I be-
came a bank director of the First Com-
mercial Bank. I am on the board of com-
missioners of the sixty-bed Franklin
Foundation Hospital.

I married Ann Boyd West of New Or-
leans. We have three children; Clegg, Ann,
and Margaret. People who have enriched
my life are so many, and I'm eternally
grateful to each one of them.

WILLIAM E. CALLAHAN

William E. Callahan

I was born in April 2, 1923 in Elmora,
Cambria County, Pennsylvania. I worked
in Cleveland, Ohio, before the war.

I was inducted into the Army March
17, 1943, at Indiantown Gap, Pennsyl-
vania, and had my basic training with
the 78th division at Camp Butner, North
Carolina. I went overseas and was a re-
placement on July 15, 1944, with
Headquarters Company, lst Battalion,
359th Infantry, 90th Division, and was
there until leaving them at Amberg,
Germany.

[ was discharged on December 3, 1945,
as a staff sergeant. I married Martha Pol-
lack on May 5, 1947, and we had four
children. We lived in Pennsylvania until
1950 and then moved to Michigan. We
presently live in Northville and I am re-
tired from Conveyor Engineering Com-
pany where | worked for 31 years.
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EDWIN L. CALVIN

I was born November 12, 1917, in Ful-
ton, Callaway County, Missouri, to par-
ents Littie Carson and Mattie Alice Cal-
vin. My preschool childhood was on the
farm near Reform, Missouri. Education:
grades 1-5 in Mexico, Missouri; grade 6
at Broadway School, Sedalia, Missouri;
grades 7-12 at Smith Cotton High School;
graduated 1932.

Employment: usher-foreman Uptown
Theatre in Sedalia, Missouri, 1936-39;
assistant manager Bowling Green, Ken-
tucky, Princess Theatre 1939-1941; ac-
cepted appointment CAF-1 clerk-checker,
Kansas City Quartermaster Depot.

Received “Greetings from Uncle Sam”
January 1942. Inducted into U.S. Army
March 23, 1942, Jeflerson Barracks In-
duction Station. Assignment for basic
training: Battery B, 915th Field Artillery
Battalion, Division Artillery, 90th Infan-
try Division. Arrived March 26, 1942.
Basic training completed. First duty as-
signment, assistant battery clerk.

Edwin L. Calvin

Promotions: private 1, Cl1, June 6,
1942; corporal, August 1, 1942; sergeant,
August 15, 1942; tech. sergeant, Sep-
tember 9, 1942. Discharged tech. ser-
geant, ASN 37138734, December 17,
1942, to accept appointment as WOJG
ASN W-2119272, December 18, 1942,

I was duty assignment personnel offi-
cer, 915th Field Artillery Battalion, from
December 18, 1942, at Camp Barkeley,
Texas; Arizona-California Desert Train-
ing Center 1944. En-trained January
1944 for Fort Dix, New Jersey, prepara-
tion for overseas assignment.

I embarked NYPOE aboard HMT Ath-
lone Castle on March 23, 1944 and I em-
barked on April 5, 1944, Liverpool, En-
gland. Pre-invasion training April and
May 1944. Departed in charge of 915th
Field Artillery Battalion, Residual Group
for Bournemouth, England, when Divi-
sion moved into POE. Embarked LST
June 17, 1944, Portsmouth, England for
Utah Beach, France. Disembarked LST
Utah Beach June 18, 1944. Beach mas-
ter advised encampment overnight Utah
Beach rendevous point to meet 915th
Field Artillery Battalion still in hands of
Germans.

Overseas Service: France, Belgium,
Germany June 18, 1944, to November
28, 1945. France November 28, 1945, to

December 12, 1945. Awaiting shipment
to USA. Departed Marseilles, France,
aboard USS Blue Ridge Victory for NY-
POE, December 13, 1945 arrived Decem-
ber 25, 1945, Dock strike delayed un-
loading.

We arrived at Camp Shanks POE mid-
night December 25, 1945. Served turkey
dinner with trimmings— never has food
tasted so good. Departed Camp Shanks
December 27, 1945, for Separation Cen-
ter Jefferson Barracks. Arrived December
29, 1945. Departed December 31, 1945,
and placed on leave until March 6, 1946.
Arrived Kansas City, Missouri, on New
Year's Eve.

I returned to work Kansas City Quar-
termaster Depot March 7, 1946. Spent
next ten years with various U.S. Army
agencies; Army Effects Bureau, Army
Graves Distribution Center, Kansas City
Records Center. Transferred to General
Services Administration in 1955. Trans-
ferred U.S. Labor Department in 1962
Reassigned regional office Occupational
Safety and Health Administration June
6, 1971 as regional management officer.

Retired January 3, 1973, with 32 years
of government service. Married Jewell
Frances Dobbs October 12, 1947. We
currently live in retirement home, John
Knox Village, 615 B NW Lilac Place, Lee's
Summit, Missouri 64081

RONALD W. CAMPBELL

Left: Capt. Ronald W. Campbell (right) with
Capt. Eugene Amory (left)
Right: Ronald and Theda Campbell

I joined the 90th at Camp Barkeley from
0.C.S. and was assigned as platoon leader
to C Company, 358th Infantry Regiment,
shortly before desert maneuvers. Early in
the Normandy Invasion, I spent time ina
hospital in England. Upon returning lo
duty I was assigned to B Company as
company commander.

Typically as a division, we suffered from
inexperience and poor leadership by the
higher command in the early days. Later
the citizen soldiers learned how to fight
and officer leadership vastly improved.
Generals McLain and Van Fleet were out-
standing division commanders. The sol-
diers in the ranks including the non-
comms lead by the company officers and
capable battalion and regimental stails
plus the valuable supporting units were
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what made the 90th Division to quote
General Patton “one of the greatest divi-
sions that ever fought.”

The division that campaigned in the
Mosselle-Sarre River engagements, for ex-
ample, was vastly different from the one
that waded ashore in the Normandy Inva-
sion. I am grateful for the efforts of all who
served in the 90th Division, especially for
those who gave their all-their lives-and for
the lasting friendships I have enjoyed.

I remained in the Army Reserves after
the war and retired as a lieutenant colo-
nel after twenty-five years of service.

After attending graduate school, I
served 43 years as a faculty member and
administrator at Kansas State University.
My wife and I have three daughters, all of
whom are school teachers and who have
provided us with five grandchildren.

RALPH F. CANNON

c

Ralph F. Cannon

I was born on January 16, 1920, in Lin-
coln County, near Foley, Missouri. My
parents were J. Floyd and Elizabeth El-
ston Cannon. I grew up on a farm my
great-grandfather homesteaded in the
early 1800s. My grade school years were
spent in a one room rural school. I gradu-
ated in 1937 from Winfield High School
in a class of seventeen.

I was inducted into the Army in August
of 1944. I received my basic training at
Fort McClellan, Alabama. Immediately af-
ter my training, I was shipped overseas in
January 1945. Upon arrival, I was as-
signed to M Company, 359th Infantry, as
a machine gunner in Belgium. I remained
with M Company until October 1945. At
that time I was transferred into military
government. | was stationed in Wasser-
burg and Erding, both in Bavaria. I re-
mained there until May 1946, when I was
shipped home. I received my discharge on
June 27, 19486, at Fort Leavenworth, KS.

I was married on April 18, 1953, to
Stella A. Mueller at Hermann, Missouri. |
have two daughters and one son. I have
farmed all my life. I also worked twenty-
four years at .Cuivre River State Park in
Troy, Missouri. I retired from there in
May 1982, My address is Route 1, Win-
field, Missouri 63389.

ARTHUR B. CARLAN

See Page 206

ELMER J. CARPENTER

a7

S/Sgt. Elmer J. Carpenter standing at gate of
German concentration camp (1945)

I was born in Calis, Ohio, on February
28, 1918. I lived there until I was in-
ducted into the Army on October 28, 1941,

I was sent to Fort Eustis, Virginia, for
my basic training. From there I was as-
signed to the 71st Coast Artillery in
Washington, D.C. I served with the 71st
until it was disbauded in 1944. Then I
was given six weeks advance Infantry
training at Camp Gruber, Oklahoma, and
shipped overseas. I joined the 90th Infan-
try Division in France and was assigned
to K Company, 357 Regiment, 90th In-
fantry Division. I was with them until the
war ended. We were near Prague, Czech-
oslovakia, when the fighting stopped.

After I returned home from my service
in the Army, I moved to Mt. Vernon, Ohio,
where I worked as a photo engraver for
33 years. I retired in 1982, My wife Gerry
and I now live at Knox Lake near Fred-
ericktown, Ohio. Cheryl, our only child,
is a registered nurse and lives in Colum-
bus, Ohio.

EUGENE J. CARPENTER
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Eugene J. Carpenter

I was born in St. Paul, Minnesota, on
September 22, 1913. Later I moved to
Minneapolis, Minnesota, where [ lived
until I was inducted into the Army at Fort
Snelling, Minnesota, in March 1942. From

- there I was shipped to Camp Barkeley,

Texas, to the 90th Division. I was as-
signed to Headquarters Company, 2nd
Battalion, 358th Infantry as battalion
transportation sergeant. I remained with
the 90th Division until the end of World
War II. Then I was assigned to C Com-

pany, 69th Armored Infantry Battalion.
After returning to the U.S., I was dis-
charged at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, on
October 31, 1945.

Shortly afterwards, I returned to the
wholesale produce business as a purchas-
ing agent. I am now retired, a widower for
eight years. I live on Prior Lake in the State
of Minnesota. I have two sons, two
daughters, and ten grandchildren.

WILLIS CARPENTER

Willis Carpenter

In 1943 I was drafted from Goshen, In-
diana, to train in the 75th Infantry Divi-
sion at Fort Leenard Wood, Missouri. |
was captured in July in Normandy as a
replacement for B Company, 358th Regi-
ment, 90th Infantry Division, and taken
to Muhlberg. From September through
December 1944, I worked in the harvest
fields around Erdeborne, then taken by
boxcar to Zietz to chop mortar from
bricks at the Olympic pool. We caught a
Jjack rabbit that had been trapped inside
the pool and were allowed to cock it with
some ‘borrowed’ vegetables, in a nearby
building.

After American troops came through
Zietz on April 11, 1945, we moved to a
staging area. When P-47s straffed and
bombed it soon after we arrived, a hun-
dred POWs hid in, then escaped from the
basement of the burning building. Then
we walked to a brick-paved courtyard the
size of a football field, with buildings all
around the perimeter, enclosed in a 12-
foot high fence. From here Bob Cournoyer,
“Kelly" and I escaped after Russian POWs
saw troop movement on the horizon from
their third floor window. After finding the
American tank convoy, we returned with
them to the camp. Frightened guards
swung the big gates open wide as our
tanks came charging through! After
Gotha, and the 217th Hospital in France,
I returned to Boston on the USS Heritage.

Bob and I are still looking for “Kelly,” a
short, stocky paratrooper in the 82nd
Airborne, thought to be from Florida.

LUTHER C. CARROLL

I was a replacement gunner at Metz,
France, in December 1944. | was a
marksman, and awarded three Battle
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Stars at Ardennes, Rhineland and Cen-
tral Europe.

When we were fighting in the Turgian
Forest, a rifleman beside me got his rifle
shot out of his hand. He said, “They got
my rifle, Carroll.” He gave me ammuni-
tion, and I shot Germans while holding
the barrel of my machine gun. I didn't
have time to set up the tripod. Afterwards
I found our leader, Lt. King, who had
received a bullet through his pea jacket
without injury, and told him all our squad
was lost, except the ammo bearer and
me. We regrouped and 1 became squad
leader. As the battle ensued, a rifleman
two steps ahead got his head shot off by
an anti-tank weapon.

Luther C. Carroll
At right Luther Carroll (right) with Lt. King

I could only make it to the west wall
where there were pillboxes made of con-
crete (the Siegfried Line)...my feet were
frozen. They carried me first by stretcher,
then by jeep to the sixth convalescent
hospital in Metz. They discovered I had
prostrate trouble also. When I could walk
again I was sent back to the front line.

We crossed the Rhine, and took Ber-
chtesgaden. In Czechoslovakia, Eisen-
hower ordered Patton's Third Army to
wait on the Russians. While we waited,
we celebrated victory by throwing gre-
nades into a deep stream, killing fish
and frying them.

Willard Carter

1 was born February 22, 1916, on a farm
south of Jennings, Kansas. I grew up in
the Jennings community and was in-
ducted into the Army on March 25, 1942,
at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. | was sent

to Camp Barkeley at Abilene, Texas, for
basic training. 1 was a jeep driver for the
company commander of H Company,
359th Infantry Regiment.

On June 6, 1943, I married Naomi
Carlton in Jennings. After desert training
in California, we were sent to Fort Dix, New
Jersey, and from there to Liverpool, En-
gland. After some training in England we
made the invasion in Franceat Utah Beach.
On V-E Day we were in Kolinec, Czechoslo-
vakia. After serving a short time in occu-
pation I was sent home with the 802nd
Tank Destroyer Battalion and discharged
at Camp Chaffee at Fort Smith, Ark.

On returning home, I bought back into
the oil business, selling Conoco products
and Propane bulk service. We have four
children: Lawrence, David, Margaret and
Daniel, and we have thirteen grandchil-
dren we really enjoy.

1

WILLIAM CARTER

Willard Carter (left) and William Carter

1 was born February 22, 1916, on a farm
south of Jennings, Kansas. I grew up in
the Jennings community and was in-
ducted into the Army on April 1, 1942, at
Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. We were sent
to Camp Barkeley, Texas, for training. I
became a jeep driver for the executive
officer of H Company, 359th Regiment.

I had a furlough in June 1943 and
married Rachel Carlton in Jennings. Af-
ter desert training in California the fall of

1943 we were shipped to Fort Dix, New
Jersey, and from there overseas. We were
in England for about six weeks and then
the Utah Beach invasion. Those hedger-
ows were something that I'll never forget
and no matter how much training a fel-
low had, it would never have him pre-
pared for his first taste of combat.

Our morale was low when we were
pulled back from across the Saar River
and sent to the Battle of the Bulge. I was
sent to the hospital on March 19, 1945,
with hepatitis. I made it back to the com-
pany on June 6, 1945. I was sent to an
armored division for the trip back to the
States and was discharged from Camp
Chaffee, Arkansas. '

I came home to Jennings where 1 have
been a partner in Home Oil & Gas Co., a
Conoco petroleum bulk delivery service.
Rachel and I have four children; Ann,
Allan, Kenneth and Jane. We also have 11
grandchildren that we are very proud of.

DONALD G. CASSTEVENS

Donald G. Casstevens

I'was born in Boonville, North Carolina, on
June 30, 1925. I was one of nine children,
son of Thomas and Bessie Casstevens. |
lived on a farm and I worked on the farm
until I volunteered to go into the Army.

I was inducted into the Army on Sep-
tember 18, 1943. I took basic training to
be a medic in Camp Barkeley, Texas. Then
I went overseas in May 1944. In July
1944 | was assigned to the 90th Infantry
Division, 357th Medical Department,
where I served as litter bearer (picked up
wounded), and company aid man with
the F Company. and gave first aid to the
wounded. I was in four major battles and
campaigns, and was awarded the Purple
Heart, Bronze Star Medal with two Oak
Leaf Clusters, and Combat Medical Badge.
I was discharged in October 1945,

After I was discharged, I went back to
high school and graduated in 1947. |
then married Hazel Marie Hutchens of
Boonville, and we later had one daugh-
ter, Renee. I worked for Krispy Kreme
Doughnut Corporation in Winston-Salem,
North Carolina, for twenty-nine years. In
May of 1981, I suffered a heart attack,
but was able to go back to work until |
retired in June 1987.

Our daughter is now married and hasa
one-year-old daughter of her own named
Kayla. Since my wife is also retired, we are
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babysitting our granddaughter and are
really enjoying her. We now live in
Yadkinville, N.C., Route 2, Box 201, 27055.

LIBERT CHIRUMBOLE

Libert Chirumbole

I was born and raised in a little industrial
town called Carnegie, Pa., which is about
seven miles southwest of Pittsburgh.

I was inducted into the Army on De-
cember 7, 1942, and subsequently was
sent to the 90th Infantry Division right
before Christmas 1942. I was assigned to
Division Headquarters Company first as
a motor pool dispatcher and later as a
personnel clerk. I served most of my time
in the Army as a personnel clerk. The
highest grade I achieved was corporal.

During the war in Europe I spent al-
most all my time in the Rear Echelon of
the 90th so I can truly say I fought the
war with my typewriter but we did have a
few first hand combat experiences. Right
after D-Day on June 30 [ was sent with an
officer to pay the troops in the Forward
Echelon. While we were sitting at a table
disbursing the money, we came under
88mm artillery fire. Those 88mm were
deadly and scary. While back in the Rear
Echelon in August 1944 we were sub-
jected to a heavy aerial bombardment.
One 500-pound bomb landed about thirty
paces from me.

In civilian life I worked twenty years in
private industry mostly as a salesman
and thirty years for the federal govern-
ment. I retired in 1983.

L.Z. CHISM

L.Z. Chism

I am the wife of L.Z. Chism and live in Mt.
Pleasant, Texas. L.Z. passed away on

February 7, 1989. He was in Company D
of the 90th Division. We married on Au-
gust 8, 1943, We have two girls and three
grandchildren and one great-grand-
daughter. One of our grandsons is in the
service and is stationed in Egypt.

I would like to include part of a letter
from my husband's Army officer after I
wrote him about L.Z.'s death: “He was one
of the machine gun platoons during our
training in Texas and the desert in Califor-
nia, and in combat in France and Ger-
many. He was a good soldier and a fine
young man."” That was from Liford Gibson,
Mason, Georgia. Mrs. L.Z. (Leona) Chism

CHRISTIAN H. CLARKE

I was born in Richmond, Virginia, on
February 3, 1905. My forbearers came to
Virginia from England, Scotland, and
Wales, the earliest arriving in 1671. My
forbearers and relatives fought in the
American Revolution, The War of 1812,
in the Confederate Army from 1861 to
1865, and in World War I and World War
1I. My son served in Berlin, as a GI, when
the wall went up in 1961.

I am a graduate of the Universily of
Georgia, West Point 1930, the Army's
Command and General Staff College, the
Armed Forces Stalf College, and the Na-
tional War College, later serving on the
staff and faculty there.

I was commissioned in the infantry
and served on active duty over thirty-
eight years in all grades, from second
lieutenant through major general. I served
on many Army posts in the United States.
I served in Hawaii before Pear]l Harbor, in
Argentina and Paraguay as the military
attache in the U.S. Embassy, and later
again as such in Mexico. I have had troop
command and high stafl level roles in the
U.S., Europe, and Korea since WWIL I
retired in 1963.

I was a captain S$-3, 358th Infantry, on
the original cadre to help start the 90th
Division, and served in training in all
grades from captain to colonel in that
regiment, and as commanding officer of
2nd Battalion, 358th, in the Normandy
invasion, rising to regimental commander
on D-Day-plus-5.

I have been awarded twelve U.S. deco-
rations. In 1939 I married Florence Adele
Hollis of Eagle Pass, Texas, and we live in
Austin, Texas.

KENNETH H. CLOUSE

I was born on May 19, 19189, in Higgens-
ville, Missouri. I was inducted into the
Army in February 1941 at Fort Leaven-
worth, Kansas. | was assigned to the 6th
Infantry at Fort Frances E. Warren in
Wyoming. In 1942 the division was sent
to Fort Lenordwood, Missouri. I joined a
cadre to Camp Barkeley, Texas, in 1942
to reactivate the 90th Division. I was pla-

toon sergeant of F Company, 357th In-
fantry Regiment. We participated on ma-
neuvers in Louisiana and California.

Kenneth H. Clouse

In February 1942 I married Mickey
Chesser in Abilene, Texas. In December
1943 the division was sent to Fort Dix,
New Jersey. The division sailed to En-
gland in March 1944. We landed in
Normandy, on Utah Beach on June 8. |
was wounded on June 10, shrapnel em-
bedded in my right shoulder blade. I re-
turned to duty on July 15. There were
many casualties in the company.

We went on attack on October 7 near
Maiziéres-lés-Metz, near the “Slag Dup.”
This slag is well known by many men. I
was hit this morning by mortar shell
fragments to the head. I had emergency
surgery in Verdun. Seventeen men were
killed at this time. I regained conscious-
ness in a hospital in England on October
21. I'was returned to the States and sent
to McCloskey Hospital in Temple, Texas.
I was discharged in June 1945.

I have lived in Alpine, Texas, since that
time and am now retired from the Texas
Highway Department. We have four sons.

ELZA E. COFFEY

Elza E. Coffey

1 was born near Canton, Oklahoma, July
24, 1925. I attended Canton schools un-
til being drafted into the Army November
3, 1943. After basic training at Camp
Wheeler, Georgia, | was sent to Europe.
After moving through the replacement
depots, 1 was assigned to G Company,
358th Infantry, 90th Division. 1 was
wounded July 24, 1944, during the battle
for the Seves Island. I was sent to En-
gland to 110th General Hospital to re-

143




cover. Later I went to a convalescent hos-
pital in North England. From there I re-
turned to the 90th Division during the
Battle of the Bulge.

1 remained with the division until after
V-E Day and, not having enough points
to return home with the division, I was
assigned to the 94th Division in Czecho-
slovakia. From there I returned home and
was discharged January 6, 1946.

I finished high school and worked at
construction work until going to work for
Santa Fe Railroad. During this time I
remained in the Army reserves.

On September 10, 1950, I was recalled
to active duty. Alter a short refresher
course at Fort Hood, Texas, [ was sent to
Korea where 1 was assigned to the 1st
Cavalry Division. 1 was with the 1st Cav-
alry until being wounded in action Octo-
ber 9, 1951.

I recuperated in Japan and returned
home and to the reserves December 31,
1951. I returned to my railroad job and
later worked for a gypsum company and
grain company, along with farming. In
1962 I went to work at the U.S. Postal
Service in Canton, Oklahoma. I am now
retired and live near Canton, Oklahoma.

ALVIN M. COHEN
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Alvin M. Cohen

I was born in Utica, New York, on Oclo-
ber 1, 1925. Later, my family moved to
Albany, New York.

I entered the Army on August 3, 1944,
at Fort Dix, New Jersey, and was sent to
Camp Robinson, Arkansas, for infantry
basic training. Upon completion, 1 was
shipped overseas as a replacement and
assigned to M Company, 359th Infantry.

I was with the 90th until I was sent
home. At that time I was transferred to
the lst Infantry Division, M Company,
26th Regiment, at the Nuremberg War
Trials. I was discharged on July 4, 1946.

1 returned to Albany, New York, as a
salesman and buyer for a wholesale
sporting goods company where 1 am still
employed.

In 1960 I enlisted in the New York
State Guard as an enlisted man and was
commissioned a second lieutenant in
1965. After twenty years of service, ] went
on the reserve list with the rank of lieu-
tenant colonel.

My wile, Jean, and I reside in Albany,

New York, and have one son, Larry, who
is married and has four children. Larry is
a Marine Corp veteran.

NATHAN COHEN

1 was born August 26, 1919. I served with
the 7l1st Division and was transferred
later to the 90th Division and went into
the Normandy Beach-Head. I was in the
358th and was captured at Seves Island
on or about July 23, 1944. They took me
by boxcar to Stalag 12-A and then to 12-
B (Muhlberg).

I give checker exhibitions to disabled
velerans, senior citizens and other orga-
nizations. 1 was cited by the senior citi-
zens writer of the Associated Press.

Although wounded and with shrapnel
in my legs, I was told I would never run
again, but I competed in the Boston
Marathon road races and the Lawrence
to Salisbray runs and over 100 other road
races.

| am a retired mail clerk and live at
128 Park Avenue, Portland, Maine.

GEORGE COLBY

George Colby

I was born in Waterbury, Connecticut,
and inducted from there to Camp Bland-
ing, Florida, for seventeen weeks of basic
training. In November 1943 I left Boston
for England via Ireland. I arrived at Liver-
pool and debarked for a number of train-
ing camps. I left for France and arrived at
Utah Beach and joined the 90th Division.
Our first action was at Hill 122 with G
Company, 358th. 1 was wounded in the
town of Gorges near St. Lo on July 22
and evacuated to a general hospital in
Bristol, England. I received a purple heart
while there. 1lelt on October 24 for France
and arrived at Omaha Beach again.

I joined the 90th Division and 358 In-
fantry Anti-Tank Company, Mines Pla-
toon, near Forts, Driant, Nancy, etc. We
crossed the Moselle River at Battle of Fort
Koenigsmacher where we lost four men.
Our platoon was attached to G Company
to blow up pillboxes at Dillingen. The
company commander was killed and the
chaplain was wounded. Three pillboxes
were blown up and secured, but two tiger
tanks came up and leveled their guns at
the pillbox doors. Two of us escaped by

going back across the railroad tracks zig-
zagging 50 cal. machine guns, after which
the tanks leveled the empty boxcars
thinking we were in them.

In April our outfit was one that liber-
ated the concentration camp at Flossen-
berg near the Czech border. We went into
Czechoslovakia on April 18 and then
ended up in Schwarzenfeld near Regens-
berg. We were occupied there until leav-
ing from Marseille to the United States. |
was discharged on December 29, 1945. 1
retired from postal service as a letter car-
rier for forty years. 1 am now living in
Lake Worth, Florida.

ALFRED B. COPT

[ (S— =3 & ‘(‘
N X % A

\
“

Ny 3
<4

\

)

1 was inducted into the Army in March
1942 and was shipped to Camp Barkeley,
Texas. | was put into the Medical Detach-
ment, 359th Infantry, and went through
all of the Barkeley training as well as the
Louisiana and California maneuvers.

For the Normandy Invasion, we left
Cardilf, England, on June 1, 1944. T was
on the ill fated Susan B. Anthony when it
struck a mine twelve miles from Normandy
and sunk. Contrary to reports that all got
off safely, I was right beside a soldier who
was crushed by a steel I-beam that
crashed through the ceiling. The lights
went out and it was dark in the hold
except for the hole made by the I-beam.
One end of the beam was still sticking up
on the deck above. I tried to pull the I-
beam off of the injured soldier, but could
not move it. I crawled up the I-beam and
could hear cries and pleading for help
from below. As soon as I got up, they
announced to abandon ship immediately.
Other ships came close and we had to
jump from ship to ship. I wound up ona
British destroyer. I think we landed aboul
l1la.m.

To make the slory short, after twenty-
seven days of combat, [ was wounded on
Hill 122, near La Haye Du Puits. I was
hit by a mortar shrapnel that passed
through my hip, then through my small
intestines, and stopped in my ribs on
my other side.

1 got married in 1946. I have a wile
and three children. I worked for the Soo
Line Railroad for 17 years as a telegra-
pher, and then for the local school district
for 19 years. We are retired.

Alfred B. Copt




ROBERT COURNOYER

I entered the service on October 26, 1943,
and trained at Camp Croft, South Caro-
lina. I went overseas in March and landed
in Glascow, England. Our division was
given advanced combat training in
Southwest England. From there we landed
at Utah Beach, France. We took part in
the battle of Foret de Monte Castre and
Hill 122, the battle in the town of Gorges,
and then to the Island of Witches on
Seves River, where we received heavy ca-
sualties.

Robert Cournoyer

It was here we were taken prisoners on
July 23, 1944-April 15, 1945. I was in
Stalag 12D and 4B and sent out on work
commando near Czechoslovakia border
working in sugar beet fields, potato fields
and sugar factory until the end of har-
vest. We then went to the city of Zeitz
working on sewer lines, bomb damage,
and chipping mortar from bricks to repair
bread ovens.

The Germans marched us further in-
land from the Allied lines. Willis Carpen-
ter, a soldier named Kelly and myself
made our escape from a hole in the roof
and made American lines. From there we
were sent to 217 General Hospital in
Paris— Lucky Strike—and home. I spent
three months in Tilton General Hospital,
New Jersey, and was discharged on Octo-
ber 31, 1945.

I was married in 1948 and the father
of four sons and two daughters. Forty-
four years were spent working at the U.S.
Postal Service, retiring in 1984 as post-
master in Bridgewater, Massachusetts.

ORBIN DAVID CROCKETT
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Orbin David Crockett

I'was born on July 1, 1917. I entered the
service in March 1942 and was in the
90th Division, 2nd Batallion, Headquar-
ters Company, 359th Infantry. I was dis-
charged in March 1944,

I was stationed at Abilene, Texas, for
awhile. I was on desert maneuvers in
California. I was discharged at Fort Dix,
New Jersey, because of my parents’
deaths. I had to go home and raise my
dad’'s family. There were three young
children left. I am married now and have
one son and a daughter. My occupation
is farming.

JACK A. CROSBY

Jack A. Crosby
At right Jack and Joyce Crosby

I was drafted into the Army on April 1,
1942, and sent to Camp Barkeley with
the 90th Division. We trained at Barkeley
and went to the Louisiana maneuvers
and on to the desert maneuvers in Cali-
fornia. On January 1, 1944, I went to
Fort Dix in New Jersey.

I was sent then to England in March
1944 to a town named Beautley, just out-
side of Kidderminister. From there I went
to the invasion of France on D-Day, June
6, 1944. | made it to St. Mary Eglese,
then I was wounded June 17 from a tree
burst. I was operated on just behind the
front lines and they saved my leg which
they thought I might lose.

I laid on the beach for six days be-
cause of the storm. Then I was sent back
to England to the hospital in Bristol. They
put me in a body cast and sent me to
Ashburn General in McKinney, Texas.
From there I was sent to the Army-Navy
Hospital in Hot Springs.

I was discharged November 27, 1945.
I came back to Ardmore and went into
the car business with my father and
brother.

In 1948 I married Joyce Bull. We have
two children. Our daughter, Karen, is
married to Brad Hoover and lives in Dal-
las where he is vice-president with Tram-
mell Crow Company. They have one
daughter. Our son, Ronnie, married Ann
Van Eaton and lives in Ardmore. He has
a chain of lumber yards. They have two
daughters and two sons.

We sold our Chrysler dealership in
1980 and I have been investing in real
estate and other investments since,

I

EDWIN S. CROSS

I was born in Suffolk, Virginia, on Janu-
ary 14, 1913. I was the youngest of four
children of Hardy Blackwell and Marg-
aret Smith Cross, who moved to Suffolk
from Gates County, North Carolina, in
1907. I graduated from Suffolk High
School and completed a course in ac-
counting at Norfolk Business College.

\ "
-

Edwin S. Cross

I was inducted into the Army May 8,
1941, at Fort Lee, Virginia, then assigned
to the 29th Infantry Division at Fort
Meade, Maryland. I went to OCS (Class
No. 82) Fort Benning, Georgia, in July
1942 and graduated in October 1942,

I was assigned to the 103rd Infantry
Division, Camp Claibourne, Louisiana.
The division was later moved to Camp
Howse, Texas. I was married in Dallas,
Texas, January 1944,

I left the 103rd Division with the rank
of captain to join a replacement group at
Camp Shanks, New York, POE and ar-
rived in England in March 1944. 1 landed
in Normandy, France in June 1944 and
was given command of A Company, 357th
Infantry Regiment, 90th Division, and was
wounded July 5 near St. Lo, France. |
was evacuated to England, then sent to
Woodrow Wilson Hospital in Staunton,
Virginia. After two years in hospitals I
was given a disability retirement from
Walter Reed Hospital in October 1947,
Although my tenure of service with the
90th Division was very brief, it has given
me many good friends and many, many
unforgettable memories.

I have resided in Newport News, Vir-
ginia, since October 1947. I was in real
estate and also worked as a real estate
appraiser for the Veterans Administra-
tion and others. I retired in January 1987
atage 74 and [ am enjoying it immensely.

FRANK W. CRUMPLER

I was born on July 31, 1923, in Smith-
field, Virginia. I was the youngest of two
children, son of George M. and Fannie S.
Crumpler. I graduated from Smithfield
High School in 1940 and attended New-
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port News Shipbuilding and Drydock
Company Apprentice School until drafted
in the U.S. Army in December 1943.

I took basic training at Camp Bland-
ing, Florida, and was shipped out of Camp
Shanks, New York to England. I landed
in France shortly after D-Day and was
assigned to the 90th Division, G Com-
pany, 358th Infantry Division. I was with
the 90th until March 15, 1945, when 1
was wounded when we were one day from
the Rhine River. I returned home through
the hospital as a sergeant and received a
medical discharge in June 1945.

Frank W. Crumpler

My wife, Louise Hayes, and I have been
married 46 years and for 28 years I oper-
ated a small plumbing and heating busi-
ness in Suffolk, Virginia, where I now
live. I retired in 1985 and I am a firm
believer in occupying my time with hunt-
ing and fishing.

JOHN F. DECAIRE SR.
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John F. Decaire Sr.
I entered the U.S. Army in 1940 and

joined the 359th Infantry in 1943. I served
in the European theater and left the out-
fit in Amberg, Germany, in September
1945. 1 made the Army my career and
retired as a command sergeant major.

I was married in 1947 and have five
children, three boys and two girls. We
have six grandchildren. We spend our
winters in Florida and summers in North
Grafton, Massachusetts.

1 would like to hear from some of the
Headquarters Company, 359th person-
nel. My addresses are 35 Airport Road,
North Grafton, Massachusetts, 01536,
and 273 Nautilus Way, Treasure Island,
Florida, 33706.
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Albert W. Dick
I was born on December 24, 1910, in
Sterling, Colorado. I was the oldest of
nine children, three brothers and five sis-
ters, and raised on a farm in northeast-
ern Colorado.

I attended rural schools, finishing at
Padroni, a small school northeast of Ster-
ling. I, subsequently, went into the family
farm business full time until my induc-
tion into military service on March 23,
1942,

After induction into the Army, at Fort
Logan, Colorado, I was sent to Camp
Barkeley, Texas, for training with the 90th
Infantry Division. Assigned to the 344th
Field Artillery Battalion, I moved with the
90th to England and many areas in Eu-
rope. Normandy, Northern France, Ar-
dennes and Rhineland were familiar
names as we traversed Europe. I lelt the
344th to return home and was discharged
October 22, 1945.

I went back into farming after discharge
and, on February 10, 1951, married the
former Wilma Deinert Meloney. She was
the beautiful, widowed mother of two
lovely daughters, Clara and Velda. 1 con-
tinued to farm until 1960 when I retired
from farming to work for Logan County
Hospital, in Sterling. I have since retired
from that job but still work part-time for
Logan County, Colorado.

My family, through Clara and Velda,
has expanded to include six grandchil-
dren and four great-grandchildren. We,
including Wilma and 1, are presently all
healthy, happy, and thankful for the 90th
and any other elements that served to
ensure our nation's freedom and enhance
our way of lile.

VICTOR S. DI LEO

Victor S. Di Leo was born in Port Ches-
ter, New York, on May 11, 1909. He
graduated from Boston College and con-
finued his studies at the University of
Naples, Italy, receiving a degree in medi-
cine in 1939.

On February 22, 1941, he was mar-
ried to Mae Elizabeth Hynes of Clilton,
New Jersey. He was a practicing physi-
cian at St. Mary's Hospital in Orange,
New Jersey, when he entered the Army in
September, 1943, serving as a battalion
surgeon. During the baltle in Dillingen,
Germany, Capt. Di Leo traversed open
area under intense enemy fire to go to the

aid of lying near enemy lines. For this he
was awarded the Bronze Star on April 26,
1944. He later received the Oak-Leaf
Cluster, and served in the Army until
January 1946,

In 1962 he became head of anesthesi-
ology at St. Mary's Hospital, Orange, New
Jersey, where he practiced until retire-
ment. Dr. Di Leo died on October 26,
1978. He is survived by his wife, Mae Di
Leo; his daughter, Mary Ann Codey; and
his son, Michael.

ELIJAHL.“SONNY” DODGE

Elijah “Sonny” Dodge

Elijah Dodge was born on December 11,
1917, in Fremont, Nebraska. Later, his
family moved to Casper, Wyoming. He
moved to Thermopolis, Wyoming, in 1940
and was inducted into the Army on April
1, 1942, and served with M Company,
358th Infantry, 90th Division. He trained
at Camp Barkeley, Texas, and served
overseas in Europe. He was discharged
in October 1945.

“Sonny” owned and operated the Wig-
wam Bakery in Thermopolis, until ill
health forced his retirement in 1976.
During his retirement, Sonny and Wilma
traveled the West and Midwest in their
motor home visiting places they had
dreamed of going. Sonny loved working
in his yard, around the house, and remi-
niscing about his Army days.

He married Wilma Murphy in Ther-
mopolis in 1941. His daughter, Sandra
Lynn, her husband, Phillip Kerr, and
daughter, Leslie, live in Laramie, Wyo-
ming. A grandson, Shawn Kerr, is cur-
renlly in the U.S. Navy.

E.L. “Sonny” Dodge passed away on
July 14, 1988, at the VA Hospital in
Cheyenne, Wyoming, and is fondly re-
membered and missed by his family.

JOSEPH DOMEBO

Joseph Domebo was born in Anadarko,
Oklahoma, on December 25, 1917. He
altended St. Patrick Indian Mission and
Riverside Indian School, both in Ana-
darko. He was dralted into the U.S. Army
on November 24, 1943,

After completing basic training at Camp
Wheeler, Georgia, he was ordered to the
European Theatre of Operations (ETO)
and assigned to G Company, 358th In-
fantry, 90th Division. He remained with
the 90th Division throughout the re-
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mainder of the war and was returned to
Camp Chaflee, Arkansas, for separation
on September 28, 1945.

Joseph Domebo

He participated in the Battle of Nor-
mandy, Rhineland, Ardennes and the
Central Europe and Northern France
Campaigns. His awards include the Eu-
ropean-Alrican-Middle Eastern Campaign
Medal with one Silver Service Star, the
Good Conduct Medal, and the Bronze
Star Medal.

After separation from the Army, we
worked as a cabinetmaker for various
contractors and for a short period of time
he was the pastor of the Methodist Church
in Stecker, Oklahoma.

Joe remarried in 1968, and moved to
Talihina, Oklahoma. There, illness forced
him into an early retirement. He passed
away on December 28, 1975. Mrs. Ethel
Domebo Anderson

PARNELL DONOHUE

(L-R) Capt.Hago Pyes, Capt. Chisholm, Lt. Parnell
Donohue and Lt. Bill Flynn (358th Infantry)

Parnell Donohue, former South Dakota
Attorney General, died May 25, 1990. He
was an avid Democrat and was said to
have been quite a party builder.

Parnell went into the service in 1942
and won five baltle stars. He was dis-
charged in 1946. He and Dorothy Melicek
married on June 18, 1949.

Parnell was the Gregory County States
Altorney, South Dakota Attorney General
from 1958 to 1960, an assistant U.S.
Atlorney, and had a private law practice
in Bonesteel from 1960 to 1962. They
moved lo Sioux Falls in 1962 and served
as the Veterans' Attorney in 1968.

He is survived by his wife, Dorothy;
three daughters, Mary Sue Donochue,
Margaret Bruggeman, Maureen Donohue,
and two grandchildren.

VICTOR J. DOSSOGNE, S.J.

I was born in Couvin, Belgium, August
27, 1900. On my birthday, 1914, Uh-
lands entered city and occupied Belgium
four years.

I enlered the Jesuit Noviliates Novem-
ber 19, 1919. In 1924 I went in Belgium
Army. August 24, 1931, ordained in Lou-
vain, Belgium; 1934 got doctorate of phi-
losophy in Louvain. I studied at the
Sorbonne and Vienna. From 1936 I taught
philosophy and history at Notre-Dame De
la Paix, Namur, until May 10, 1940. Ger-
mans entered Belgium. I escaped to south
of France; returned to Belgium. Septem-
ber I escaped on bicycle from Brussels to
Marseilles. December 26, entered Spain.
I arrived in the United States January
29; taught three years at Loyola Univer-
sily, New Orleans. November 29, 1943,
commissioned as chaplain U.S. Army. May
1, 1944— American citizenship.

I arrived in Liverpool May 15, 1944,
May 20 I became chaplain in 90th Divi-
sion Artillery. June 8 | landed in Nor-
mandy, St. Mére-Eglise. I crossed France,
Fontainbleau, Verdun. On January 1,
1945, 1 was at Bastogne. March 25, I
crossed the Rhine (Oppeinheim), and fin-
ished the war in Suzuki, Czechoslovakia.

I returned to the United States on May
1, 1946, and spent a few months at Fort
Bragg, North Carolina, then Trieste, Italy,
for two years; then two years in Nurn-
berg. In 1950 I was in El Paso, Texas, at
William Beaumont Hospital. In 1951 and
1952 in Bremerhaven; 1953, Frankfurt;
1954-1957, Fort Sill, Oklahoma. Dis-
charged as lieutenant colonel, 1958. In
1958 | served as missionary in Honduras.
For 20 years I taught philosophy, history,
languages at Trinidad, Colorado Stale
College.

[ lost my sight in 1981, except for pe-
ripheral vision, to Macula Degeneration
and am legally blind. At Denver's Regis
college I help the sick and old people,
and [ am working on my memoirs. I teach
languages, where 1 wail for the call by
the Lord.

GEORGE T. DOYLE

I was born on May 11, 1925, in Cleve-
land, Ohio. I entered the service on Sep-
tember 23, 1943. I received my basic
training at Camp Van Dorn in Missis-

sippi. with the 63rd Division. After basic,
I joined the 90th Infantry at Fort Dix,
New Jersey. From Forl Dix we went to
Camp Kilmer. We arrived in the United
Kingdom on Good Friday of 1944.

George Doyle, holding photo taken during war

We were stationed near Devonshire,
Wales, for six or seven weeks before going
to the English coast to wait for the inva-
sion. On June 4 we boarded the LCI and
sailed to Utah Beach. We landed at 10:00
a.m. At that time the first and third bat-
talions of the 359th Infantry were at-
tached to the 4th Infantry Division. Be-
ing in A Company, 359th, I landed on D-
Day as a private first class. On Hill 122 |
received my first Purple Heart and my
sergeant stripes. As our division history
points out, the battle of Hill 122 was a
great victory for us as green troops
against the well seasoned 15th Parachute
Regiment.

I stayed with my company until Feb-
ruary 6, 1945, when, at Prum, Germany,
I was wounded twice. I returned to an
English hospital and later to the U.S. I
was discharged on February 16, 1946,
from Newton D. Baker Army Hospilal,
one year and ten days later.

I married Catherine Dalton in 1949,
and we now have five children and four
grandchildren. I am retired after 46 years
in the printing trade.

RALPH E. DUMFORD

I was born April 18, 1925, the third son
of nine children to Harry A. and Jennie
(Adams) Dumlford, in Dayton, Ohio. We
moved (o Bellbrook, Ohio, in 1928.

I was inducted into the U.S. Army on
August 14, 1943, behind my two broth-
ers, who were already in the service, |
was sent to Camp Blanding, Florida, for
Army Infanlry Basic Training. I was
awarded Expert Medal for the .30-caliber
M-1 rille, and Marksman Medal for the
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.30-caliber machine gun, .30-caliber car-
bine and .45-caliber pistol.

Ralph E. Dumford

I left the United States for Europe on
June 15, 1944.1 joined D Company, 359th
Regiment, 90th Infantry Division on July
6, 1944, in the hedgerows of France, one
month after D-Day of Normandy, France.
We fought in the Battles of Normandy,
Northern France Rhineland, Ardennes
Central Europe and the Battle of the Bulge.

I was wounded while in Czechoslova-
kia and received the Purple Heart. I was
also awarded the Good Conduct Medal,
Distinguished Unit Badge, Service Medal
with five Bronze Stars, Victory Medal, Ex-
pert Infantry Badge and Combat Infantry
Badge. I received an Honorable Discharge
from the Army December 15, 1945, at
Indiantown Gap Military Reserve, Pa.

I returned to Bellbrook, Ohio, to finish
high school and received my diploma in
June 1946. I married Betty J. Shaw, my
“high school sweetheart” who waited for
me, on December 14, 1946. We have four
wonderful children and 12 grandchildren.
I drove a wholesale milk truck before re-
tiring in 1988.

ROBERT C. DU PUIS
L, I

Robert Du Puis (lefi) with John “Jiggs” Fisk

I'was born at Tacoma, Washington, nearby
where my father was stationed at Fort
Lewis in the latter stages of World War L.
I grew up in Pendleton, Oregon. There,
orphaned at an early age, and the eldest
of siblings Lenore, Edward and Donna
Jean, with much assistance from the
Mother Superior and Catholic nuns at St.
Joseph Academy, we all attended that
school, studied music and graduated.

I was drafted into the Army in Novem-

(L-R) Col. Bacon, Lt. Col. Pond, Lt. Col. Smith,

ber 1941, the same year that Congress
extended Selective Service for one year by
a majority of one vote. I attained sergeant
grade, was commissioned at Fort Ben-
ning, Georgia, in early 1943, and joined
the 90th on maneuvers in Louisiana, asa
platoon leader in G Company, 2nd Bat-
talion, 359th Infantry Regiment, before
the 90th’s return to Camp Barkeley,
Texas.

Lt. Col. Gorton, Major Boers and Lt. Du Puis

I landed on Utah Beach in Normandy
on D-Day with the Ist and 3rd Battal-
ions of the 359th Regiment, as S-2 liaison
for the 2nd Battalion. I was to learn that
my battalion was forced to evacuate our
ship off-shore due to enemy action.
However, most members got ashore
safely, were reequipped and rearmed, and
headed across France under the com-
mand of Lt. Col. Donald Gorton, of
Tecumseh, Nebraska.

Wounded three times in that trip
across Europe, and twice evacuated, I
was commanding captain K Company,
359th, when we met the Russians at
Keatovy, Czechoslovakia. I returned to
the States in late 1945 wearing the Com-
bat Infantry Badges, and ribbons indi-
cating awards of the Bronze Star with
three Oak Leaf Clusters and V-Device,
and Purple Heart with two Oak Leaf
Clusters. I was to later serve towns in
Korea, Japan and Thailand.

I retired (lieutenant colonel) on De-
cember 31, 1961, after being for 2-1/2
years chief, Deparitment of Army Military
Management Team, Central United States.

Subsequently I was special projects of-
ficer; chief of Inquiries Division and as-
sistant director of liaison at OCHAMPUS
(Office for the Civilian Health and Medi-
cal Program for the Uniformed Services)
in Denver, Colorado, when retired and
their families first became eligible for
CHAMPUS in 1967. Later, I was for five
years manager of CHAMPUS Liaison for
the CHAMPUS contractor in California.

Having declined the opportunity in
1974 for the GS-14 position of assistant
director, CHAMPUS Policy, office of the
Principal Deputy Assistant Secretary of
Defense, Pentagon, in 1975 [ was consid-
ered for the position of first civilian direc-
tor, OCHAMPUS. However, successful at-
tainment of that position not to be, par-
tially due to sudden onset of my first
organic illness. Recovering from that ill-

ness and back in working shape, I was
for 12 years taxpayer service representa-
tive for the Internal Revenue Service in
the Denver District and retired from Civil
Service effective April 30, 1990.

I and my wife of 45 years, Jerry, an
excellent homemaker and mother, reside
on our comfortable condominium in Den-
ver, Colorado. Her son and my step-son,
James Tipton, CLU, reside in Houston,
Texas. Our daughter Robyn DuPuis re-
sides in San Francisco, California.

JOHN BURTON EDMONDS

'L

Jehn Burton Edmonds in 1945 and in 1965 with
Col. Fales, who prompted him to “stand up
straight and look like a soldier”

I went to Camp Barkeley in December
1942 to take my basic training with the
90th Infantry Division. There I was as-
signed to Lt. William's platoon of World
War 1. He was a brigadier general with
the 90th Division in World War II. Later
he retired as a lieutenant general. That
was the first platoon of I Company, 359th
Infantry. On D-Day | was the first scout
of that platoon which headed the march
order of that day. I was wounded three
times and stayed with the platoon as a
sergeant until the Rhine River.

After returning home from the war, |
bought a general merchandise store which
I operated for 43 years.

It would be ungrateful of me not to
mention the following soldiers who con-
tributed so much to this effort: Frank
McCabe (Kan.), John Gilstrap (Kan.),
Barney Prosser (Tex.), Ashley Deans
(N.C.), D-Angelas (Col.), Joe Taylor (N.M.},
Bruce Lytle (S.D.), Jasper Aaser (N.D.,
Gilbert Schmidt (Tex.), Ham (Ark.), Carl
Rash (Mo.), Hayes (N. Mex.), Chalmer
Kutz (Mo.), C.O. Reg. Col. Clark K. Fales
and many more.

I married Norma Lawson in 1942. We
both attended the college of William and
Mary. There 1 was on the track team,
football, and basketball teams for three
years.

ARLO VINTON EDWARDS

I was born, reared and educated in Af-
wood, Kansas, in Rawlins County. Marg-
aret and I were married during my fur-
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lough in January 1944, just before I went
across. We are now retired and live in
Colby, Kansas. We still own our farm-
ranch operation.

Arlo Vlnto+ Edwards

I left Atwood with a bus load of men
from Rawlins County. Ironically, all
twenty-seven of us made it through the
war and returned physically fit. Our long
term of training was strenuous. War is
horrible!l... sadness of losing our friends,
and it created hardships worldwide. It
boggles the mind to think that we could
endure so much through all kinds of bad
weather without enough sleep, dirt, inju-
ries, hard work, and in the same dirty
clothes endlessly.

The 1st and 3rd Battalions landed on
Utah Beach, Normandy, on D-Day, June
6, 1944. 1 was one of them! When we
reached the trees, we saw many 10lst
Airborne hanging with their parachutes.
At Hill 122, I'was injured, shot, but fought
through all five of the big battles, then
awarded medals of honor.

I am proud to have served and been a
part of the 90th Division Headquarters of
World War II. To me, those of us “bud-
dies” that were through it all, were as
close as people get. My experiences could
be summed up this way: close friends,
constant fatigue, and extreme fear.

I am proud to be a hero of WWIL

RICHARD B. EISENBERG
- 108 VR R
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Richard B. Eisenberg, M.D.

I was born in Erie, Pennsylvania, on Au-
gust 30, 1916, and was educated in the
Erie public schools. I attended the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania and graduated
with an AB degree in 1938, and from the
medical school in 1942. After internship

I entered the Army at Carlisle Barracks,
Pennsylvania, in July 1943 and joined
the 90th Infantry at Fort Dix in March
1944.

After the war I served a pathology resi-
dency at the University of Pennsylvania
and became the chief of pathology at St.
Vincent Hospital in Erie, Pennsylvania,
in 1949 serving there until I semi-retired
in 1983.

I married Mina Berenstain in 1943,
We have a son living in Hawaii, a daugh-
ter in California, and another daughter
living in Jerusalem at this time. We have
three grandchildren.

I enjoy sailing on Lake Erie, skiing and
motorhoming, in between stints of medi-
cal (pathology) practice in area hospitals.

EMIL EISENHAUER

f} {
Emil Eisenhauer

1 was born on August 23, 1914, grew up
on a farm and went to a country school.
I did my own repair work on car and
tractor motors and this is what gave me
the break of getting the chance of being
first mechanic of C Battery, 345th Field
Artillery.

[ was friends to all, and more so to the
prime mover drivers. Four of us have got-
ten together about every year since.

I was nicknamed lke or was called
Four Star by most of C Battery. | was one
of the lucky ones, going the entire time of
combat with the 90th Division.

LEWIS M. ELLIS

I was a rifleman sent as a replacement to
Company K, 359th Infantry Regiment,
90th Infantry Division, of General Patton’s
Third Army.

I joined them during the Battle of the
Bulge and it was so cold and miserable
that I don't know how we survived.

I owe my life to all those others in the
outfit; Staff Sgt. Hartfile, Buck Sgt. John
Kelly, Sgt. Williams, David W. Ellis, Pa-
doe, Madar, Sledge, Monihan, just to
name a few.

My memory fails to recall others, but I
do remember those cold nights and days
of mud and snow, and when we hit the
Seigfreid Line. We were facing German
SS troops, Tiger Royal Tanks, plus

everthing they had to throw at us. We
survived, but I don't know how. We lost
several men in that fight.

We finally got the Jerrys moving in
retreat and just kept pushing until we
drove them out of Germany into Czecho-
slovakia,

Our last day of combat was hell. |
came close to getting my head shot off
while pinned down in a ditch. I tried to
raise my head up behind a tree to see
where they were shooting from. They saw
my head and just about shot the tree off
just above my helmet, then they fired
mortars all over us,

Dark came and we were relieved by a
new division fresh from the states. We
were hauled back about thirty miles on the
convoy that had brought up our relief.

Before daylight a messenger came and
said we had to get back up there, that the
German 11th Panzer Division wanted to
surrender. But they would not surrender
to the new division. They wanted to sur-
render to the 90th Division who had been
fighting them all the way across Europe.

They had us dig in a intervals across a
valley still before daylight. When daylight
came there were convoys of Germans
looking over the tops of the hills at us
from several directions. I wasn't sure un-
til about mid morning just who had sur-
rendered to who. I sure was glad to learn
that it was really over

RICHARD K. ELWELL

Richard K. Elwell

I was borm in Toledo, Ohio, December,
1919, and entered the military service
November 1942; assigned to the 89th In-
fantry Division. He graduated from Fort
Benning, Georgia, Infantry School No-
vember 9, 1943. I was assigned to the
90th Infantry Division while we were on
maneuvers in the Mojave Desert in Cali-
fornia, as ammunition and pioneer pla-
toon leader, Headquarters Company, 3rd
Battalion, 358th Infantry. I went over-
seas with the Division to England, and
participated in the landing at Utah Beach,
France, June 8, 1944.

Subsequently I served as battalion S-4
and was the battalion S-3 operations offi-
cer when I was wounded January 20,
1945, at Neiderwampach, Belgium, dur-
ing the Battle of the Bulge. After recover-
ing from my wounds, I was assigned as
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motor officer and rehabilitation officer,
82nd General Hospital stationed at Sos-
sons, France, and later assigned as reha-
bilitation officer, 825 Convalescent Cen-
ter, when the war ended in Japan.

During my service, I was decorated
with the Presidential Unit Citation (Ac-
tion-Hill #122), Silver Star, three Bronze
Stars and the Purple Heart.

I was active in the Army Reserve, re-
tiring with the rank of major. Returning
to civilian life, I made my career with
Goodyear Tire and Rubber Co., retiring
in 1979 as executive vice-president of
Kelly/Springfield Tire Co., subsidiary of
Goodyear.

My wife, Mildred, and I have been
married forty-eight years, and live in a
condominium at Granger Lake, Medina,
Ohio. We have two sons, their wives, and
four grandchildren all living within 60
miles of us.

DALE ENGLISH

I enlisted in the Army on December 28,
1939, at the age of eighteen years and
thirteen days and was honorably dis-
charged at the separation center, Indian-
town Gap Mil. Res., Pennsylvania, on
September 3, 1945, Headquarters Com-
pany, lst Battalion, 359th Infantry, 90th
Infantry Division.

The above out of the way, 1 would like
to contribute a short story to the 90th
Division Commemorative Book. This has
nothing to do with the gore of war; I
would like to forget all that, but still at
times after 45 years it still hits a soft spot
in my tummy and I become depressed.

I'was in Headquarters Company, 359th
Infantry Battalion, 90th Infantry Division,
on one fine day in Wales, England, when
they told us that we were off on an adven-
ture; pack your full field gear and be ready
to move out. The date I cannot remember,
June 1944. They put us on transports and
we went to the yards somewhere on the
coast, who knows as all the signs were
down, no names of towns anywhere.
Anyway, we were loaded on LCI's and sat,
you know, hurry up and wait.

We next were in the English Channel
going east I guess and then on the morn-
ing of June 6, 1944, at about 0730 we
unloaded into Higgens boats and after
that it was in the cold water and the
beach... Far out, guys.

JEAN-PAUL ESPINOSA

At the beginning of the war I had been a
foot soldier and was wounded at Ardennes
and taken prisoner by the Germans. From
my hospital bed I escaped into Belgium
and later made my way back home to
Paris.

Because | spoke English, I soon was
contacted by a friend who asked me to
hide an American for a night. Soon I was

part of the French underground trans-
porting downed English and American
pilots back to allied-controlled territory.

(L-R) Lt. Jean-Paul Espinosa, Lt. Larry Lampo,
Capt. Hugo Pyes and Corp. Hollingsworth. Taken
near Mairy after the “Little” Fracas.
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Jean-Paul Espinosa, right, and Willlam Falvey
remember thelr days together

After [ was attached to the 90th Infan-
try, I would slip behind German lines to
check on their positions and gather intel-
ligence information from French citizens.

The war ended for me when William
Falvey, who was a regimental intelligence
officer with the 358th Infantry, 90th Divi-
sion, sent me into Germany to monitor
the retreat of German troops. Standing in
a fleld talking with countrymen, I was
injured seriously by machine gun fire from
a German aircraft.

DAVID R. ESTES

David R. Estes

I was born March 18, 1926, in Mat-
tawamkeag, Maine. I was inducted into
the Army in August 1944 and took basic
training at Fort Knox, Kentucky. From
there I was sent to England and France
where [ was assigned to A Company of the

773rd Tank Destroyer Battalion. I received
the Purple Heart and Bronze Star for ac-
tion near Neider Olm, Germany, on March
20, 1945. I was sent back to England to
recuperate and was still in the hospital
when the war ended. I returned to the
773rd Tank Destroyers and did border-
guard duty on the Germany/Czechoslova-
kia border. I also did guard duty with war
dogs in the Nuremberg area.

I was discharged in July 1946. I ob-
tained a B.S. degree at the University of
Maine, then worked 29 years for the Rail-
road Perishable Inspection Agency and 8
years with Conrail. I am now retired and
living with my wife, Audrey, in Camp Hill,
Pennsylvania. We have three daughters
and two grandsons.

HERBERT T. ETTALA

. L

Herbert Ettala

Herbert Ettala was born in Connecticut
on January 14, 1918. He was one of two
surviving children born in the United
States to Finnish immigrant farmers. This
had special meaning for an entire new
generation of Americans.

As a young boy, the family moved from
Connecticut to Bay Ridge, New York. There
he graduated from public school and met
his future wife, Gertrude Jokela. Before
entering college, he was inducted into the
Army in 1941. While in the service, he
married in 1942. During his time in
France, he was awarded the Bronze Star
for meritorious service by Maj. Gen. Van
Fleet in December 1944,

After his discharge from the Army in
1945, he returned to college. Working
during the day as an accountant, he at-
tended school in the evening to obtain his
degree. Early in the 1950s he received his
C.P.A.

In 1956, he moved his family to East
Northport, Long Island. He had two chil-
dren, Kathleen and Jeffrey. Unfortunately,
Jeffrey only lived for a short time. Shortly
after his son's death, Herbert died on
May 29, 1965. He is survived by his wife
and daughter.

His daughter will never forget his ac-
counts of World War II, and the heroic
efforts by the men of the 90th Infantry
Division. It is for this, and his two beau-
tiful grandchildren, Erika and Mike, who
never personally met him, that we re-
member.
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Although my father has been deceased
now for 25 years, I will never forget any of
his account of World War IL. They have left
me with lasting impressions filled with
pride and honor for the men of the 90th
Infantry Division.

I am certain my father would have been
very pleased to be a part of this special
edition. I know his grandchildren will feel

proud of their grandfather, and the sacri--

Jices his generation made for our country.
— Kathleen L. (Ettala) Watters

POLEY EVANS

I was born on March 24, 1912, in Ash-
land, Louisiana. There were 10 children;
four girls and six boys. My father had 10
sons and sons-in-law in service in World
War II.

Poley Evans

I received my B.S. degree and second
lieutenant's commission from L.S.U. and
went into the service in 1940, to Francis
E. Warren in Cheyenne, Wyoming. Then |
went to Camp Roberts, California, then
Camp Barkeley, Texas, to form the 90th
Division. I was with the K Company, 359th
Infantry. We maneuvered in Louisiana
against the 77th Division. Then to desert
maneuvers in Arizona and California; then
to Fort Dix, New Jersey, to ship out for
Europe in March 1944.

On June 6, 1944, we entered H-hour-
plus-8 along with the 1st Battalion of
359th Infantry in the D-Day invasion. On
November 11, I was wounded. Capt.
Baushausen, Capt. Newswanger, Sgt.
Schutzfield, and a lot of good NCO and
men were killed. We were at Oberlemnit,
Germany, on April 14, 1945. After send-
ing all six men home who entered on D-
Day with me, I returned to the States.
There were twenty-six officers who passed

through K Company from D-Day to my 4
| Middleburg, Virginia—1990. (L-R) Col. Frank

departure in April. Two battles which
stand out in my mind were the Falaise
Gap and the taking of Mainz, Germany.

I returned to civilian life in February
1946 and attended optometry college in
Chicago. I practiced optometry in Shreve-
port and Jonesboro for over thirty-five
years, retiring in 1985. I married June
Pitzer of Oklahoma City on June 6, 1943,
and had two children: Cheryl Baker of
Houston, Texas, and Stephen Evans, de-
ceased.

Our heroes were not as fortunate as
we who are writing our biographies.

CARL “BUZZ’ EVERETT

1 was called to active duty in March 1942
and after a short course at Fort Benning,
Georgia, was reassigned to my old regi-
ment, 359th Infantry. Service there in-
cluded Rifle Company, Anti-Tank Com-
pany, Commando Platoon, and 3rd Bat-
talion Headquarters.

The 359th Infantry Chapel, Camp Barkeley,
Texas, at Jim and Chris Lepine’s wedding in
1943; followed by best man Lt. and Mrs. “Babe”
Rice. Honor Guard from lower left clockwise:
Lts. Jim Kellond, Hobby McCall, “Mac” McCann,
Ed Linehart, Willie Weeks and Carl Everett

Headquarters Company, 90th Division—St.
Louis, Mo. 1988. (L-R) Elmer Gonitzke, Jerry
Alexander, Carl Everett and Frank McCauley

Gilchrist, C.0. 315th Engr. Bn.; Ed Hamilton,
C.0. 1st Bn, 357th Infantry; Lt. Gen. Orwin
Talboit, C.0. G Company and 3rd Bn., 359th
Infantry; Gen. Richard G. Stilwell, G-3 90th Divi-
sion; and Carl Everett, Asst. G-3 90th Division

In Janary 1943 I was assigned to 90th
Headquarters Company, and then to 90th
Headquarters as aide de camp to Brigadier
General Samuel T. Williams. This assign-
ment gave me a view of all the division and
its personnel. Being an aide to General
Williams was one of the more enlightening

experiences of my life. When General
Williams left the division, I was assigned to
the 90th Recon troop, just before the break
through out of Normandy, and was ordered
back to Headquarters 90th G3 Section as
one of the assistants in operations. Sol-
diering with Richard G. Stilwell was a
great learning experience.

Like all who served, I have many
memories. They are highlighted by
thoughts of the sinking of the Susan B.
Anthony in the invasion, the assault on
Gourbesville, Hill #122, Seves River, the
breakout and run to Le Mons and close
the gap at Chambois, the drive across
Franch, being wounded, returning in time
for the Sarr Crossing, then to the bitter
cold of the bulge, our drive into the heart-
land of Germany and over to Czechoslo-
vakia. All this service was with the great-
est military unit ever. No unit ever had
better “esprit de corps”, before, then or
now. The bond of comradery between the
men is unmatched; blood kin or any kind
of relationship won't touch it.

The leaders I served under, Clarke
Fales, Sam Williams, and Richard G. Stil-
well, were a tremendous inspiration, and
46 years later still are. Making life-long
friends in each unit shows how strong
that bond is.

May we never forget those who paid
the supreme price, and may God bless
the men of the 90th wherever you are.

WILLIAM J. FALVEY

Bill and Betty Falvey. Photo taken in memory of
the 90th Division Reunion in October 1982 by
Bill and Eleanor Chisholm

I was born in November 1914 in Gary,
Indiana. The family moved several times
in northern Indiana and ended up in
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Knox, Indiana, in 1921. I was graduated
from Knox High School in 1932. In the
summer of 1931 [ was 16 years old and
attended the Citizens Military Training
Camp (CMTC) at Fort Benjamin Harri-
son, Indiana. One of my first jobs was
that of a mule leader in a machine gun
company.

After four summers of CMTC 1 was
commissioned a reserve second lieuten-
ant. Betty Wagner and I were married in
1937 and when I was called into service
on the day after Pear]l Harbor in 1941. We
had 2-1/2 children.

I first served in G Company of the
358th Infantry as a second lieutenant
platoon leader and after one year was
promoted to first lieutenant and given
the job of second battalion S-2. On the
desert in California in 1943 I was made
Regimental S-2 and promoted to captain.
I was promoted to major during the Battle
at Hill 122 in July of 1944 and remained
in that very interesting job of Regimental
S-2 throughout the war. I was discharged
with 148 Points in December of 1945,

After the war, 1 went back into the
men's clothing business and became
president of a chain of 23 stores. In 1989
I am still in the men's clothing business
with two stores and am still working full
time at age 75. Betty and I have attended
most of the Army reunions since the war
and I have made seven trips back to Eu-
rope with various 90th Division Tour
Groups.I am very proud of having been a
part of the 90th Infantry Division.

HAROLD E. FLINT

Harold E. Flint

Harold E. Flint was born in Fargo, North
Dakota, on March 21, 1912. He gradu-
ated from Fargo High School in 1931. He
was employed by WLS Radio and Prairie
Farmer Magazine in Chicago, Illinois. He
went through infantry training at Camp
Blanding, Florida, in 1944 and joined
Company K, 3rd Battalion, 358th Infan-
try Regiment in Normandy. On the night
of June 16, 1944, he was wounded in
action near Les Sablons, Normandy, and
on July 4, 1944, he was assigned to
188th General Hospital in Cirencester,
England, and discharged as Tech on
January 4, 1946.

He married Sylvia Wester on March
24, 1940, in Minneapolis, Minnesota. He
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founded and developed Harold E. Flint
and Associates in Fargo, which became
Premier Advertising Agency in North Da-
kota. His clients included some of the
area's leading businesses and industries.
He was noted as a leading political con-
sultant to congressmen and senators, and
was active in many civic endeavors in-
cluding Greater North Dakota Associa-
tion. He was a supporter of veterans’ ac-
tivities and highly respected for his cre-
ativity, compassion, honesty and integ-
rity. He died on September 26, 1985, and
is survived by Sylvia, two sons and a
daughter, William B. Flint, James B. Flint,
Mrs. Dale (Nancy) Amundson, a brother,
Glenn W. Flint, and eight grandchildren.

— Glenn W. Flint

CHARLES MICHAEL FLYNN

Charles M. Flynn (extreme right) with Army bud-
dies from North Dakota at Camp Barkeley in
Abilene, Texas.

I was born in Canada in 1918 to John
and Sarah Flynn, the second of eight
children. My parents sent me to Ekelson,
North Dakota, to attend high schoeol and
live with relatives.

After graduation, I was working with
my uncle when I was drafted into the
United States Army and inducted March
30, 1942, at Fort Snelling, Minnesota.

I trained at Camp Barkeley, attended
radio school at Fort Benning, Georgia,
and then shipped out, landing on Nor-
mandy on D-Day.

My battles and campaigns were Nor-
mandy, Northern France, Ardennes,
Rhineland and Central Europe. We met
the Russian Army in Pilson, Czechoslo-
vakia, as the war ended.

One of our most trying times during
the war was when we moved in on the
south side of the Bulge, where we suf-
fered heavy casualties.

My decorations and citations include
World War Il Victory Medal, American
Theater Ribbon, European African Middle
Eastern Theater Ribbon with [ive bronze
service stars, Good Conduct Medal, and
France Arrowhead.

I returned to the United States and
was discharged at Fort Knox, Kentucky,
on October 25, 1945.

I hired out with the Northern Pacific
Railroad in December 1945 and retired
as a dispatcher after thirty-five years, then
the Burlington Northern.

I was married in North Dakota in 1946.
I have nine children. Today I live in retire-
ment at 1300 Buchanan St. N.E., Minne-
apolis, Minnesota.

JOE N. FOSTER

~E

Joe N. Foster

I was born in Columbus, North Carolina,
on August 12, 1922. I was inducted into
the Army on November 15, 1942. [ was
sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas, where |
was assigned to the L Company, 359th
Infantry, 90th Division. I stayed with the
359th all the way to Walling, Germany,
where I was captured. | was a Prisoner of
War for seven months. I was discharged
on November 15, 1945.

I have lived in Lynn, North Carolina,
since that time with my wife Ruth. We have
three children. 1 worked with the North
Carolina Forest Service until I retired.

ERNIE FOUDRAY

Ernie Foundray

I was born in Blackwell, Oklahoma, on
December 7, 1916, and graduated from
Blackwell High School. 1 was one of a
family of nine half-sisters and brothers,
and my full sister currently lives in Beau-
mont, Texas. My parents were Edward
and Lula Foudray, who were pioneers in
settling the Oklahoma Territory. My fa-
ther rode in the Cherokee Strip, which
opened the Territory to settlers, and which
just celebrated its centennial.

I entered the service on February 27,
1936, in Oklahoma City at age 20, and
served with the 20th Infantry, 6th Divi-
sion, in Cheyenne, Wyoming. I was
transferred to the 90th Division at Forl
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Lenardwood, Missouri, then sent to form
a cadre at Camp Barkeley, Texas.

I shipped out for England from Fort
Dix, New Jersey, to participate in World
War II. I was a first sergeant in the Euro-
pean Theater and entered the war at
Omaha Beach. I was in Czechoslovakia
when I was demobilized. Having served
for two years with no furlough and hav-
ing a family, I was high point man and
among the first to come home on the
point system. While in Europe I was
awarded the Bronze Star and six Battile
Stars.

I was married to Zina Laird of Hayes
Center, Nebraska, in 1941. I have one
son and two daughters, ten grandchil-
dren and six great-grandchildren. Since
1945 we lived in Lincoln, Nebraska, and I
worked as a printing pressman until 1972.
1 worked at the University of Nebraska
until I retired in 1981 when we moved to
our lake property at South Bend, Ne-
braska, which is our current home. We
now have a beautiful life in the country
where we watch birds, listen to music,
are Big Red football fans, and enjoy our
church.

EDDIE L. FRANKLIN

Eddie L. Franklin

I was born in Missouri, November 22,
1914. ] graduated high school in Hardin,
Missouri, 1933, and entered the Army in
May 1943. ,

I basiced in Field Artillery at Fort Sill,
Oklahoma, and assigned cadre there. I
became Infantry via OCS at Benning on
November 11, 1944, and was assigned
for a few days at Fort McClellan, Ala-
bama, IRTC. I was shipped to ETO and
assigned to 90th Division, Charley Com-
pany, 359th, joining outfit just outside
Melz, France, in January 1945, | remained
with 90th through Siegfried Line near
village of Habschied, Germany. I was
hospitalized in First General, Paris,
France, and ullimately reassigned
(CONAD).

During ETO tour, earned combat In-
fantry badge and took part in three cam-
paigns, Ardennes, Rhineland and Central
Europe.

I rolated through Port of Le Havre to Zi
in July 1946. I left active dutly at Fort
Sheridan and commissioned reserve first
lieutenant and later joined 406th Infan-

try, 102th Infantry Division. I resigned
reserve commission in 1952,

I migrated to Homer, Alaska via Alcan
Highway in July 1950 accompanied by
wife, Mary, and sons, Gordon and Ste-
phen. I remained in Alaska 21 years until
May 1971. I retired to Missouri Ozarks in
1971 to raise beef cattle and operated
small wood working shop and currently
reside in Dallas County, City of Buffalo,
Missouri.

MURRAY FRANKLIN

Murray Franklin

I entered the service in March 1942, at
Camp Barkeley, Texas, as regimental sur-
geon, 359th Infantry Regiment, 90th Divi-
sion. I trained with the medical detach-
ment and participated in Texas, Louisi-
ana, and California desert maneuvers.
From April to June 1944, [ was stationed
in England prior to the Normandy inva-
sion. I participated in the D-Day Nor-
mandy invasion at Utah Beach while the
359th Infantry Regiment was temporarily
attached to the 4th Infantry Division. My
medical detachment performed in a supe-
rior manner and was one of the most
decorated units in the Army.

I'was wounded twice in Normandy and
hospitalized in England for a month., Al
ter recuperating, I returned to the 359th
Regiment and was with the division from
the Falaise Gap Baltle to the Batile of
Metz. Later, on the way to Bastogne with
Gen. Pallon’s troops, I was wounded again
and evacuated back to England. I was
returned to the United States and hospi-
talized at Crile General Hospital, and at
the end of the war was discharged from
the service at Camp Lawton, Georgia,
where I received a final promotion to lieu-
tenant colonel. I was awarded the follow-
ing decorations: Silver Star, Bronze Star
with Cluster, Purple Heart with Cluster,
Croix de Guerre, Medical Combat Badge,
and Invasion Arrowhead.

JAMES E. GARNER

I was born in Kennett, Missouri, on
January 27, 1922, and moved to Cape
Girardeau, Missouri, in 1924. I lived in
Cape for eighteen years and atltended
school. I became employed by a produce
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company, driving a truck and delivering
produce to most of the forty-eight states.
I then moved to St. Louis, Missour, in
the late 1930s and had various jobs.

I was inducted into the service on De-
cember 18, 1942, and stationed at Jeffer-
son Barracks, Missouri.

James E. Garner

I received basic training at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, and joined the Service
Company, 359th Infantry during the
Louisiana maneuvers. I returned to Camp
Barkeley and went on to the California
desert maneuvers. From California I went
to Fort Dix, New Jersey, as a dispatcher
in the Motor Pool. I was then sent over-
seas with the division on the ship
Athalone Castle. While stationed in En-
gland 1 hauled supplies to the port of
departation. I then landed in Franch as
a kitchen driver for I Company 359 and
was made transportation corporal for the
3rd Battalion, which I continued
throughout the war.

After the war's end I was in Pond Bar-
racks, Amberg, Germany, and was in a
Jeep accident and returned to the states
and was separated from the service at
O'Reilly General Hospital in Springfield,
Missouri, on February 12, 1946, and re-
turned to St. Louis, Missouri,

I was married in 1947 to a beautiful
woman and had three lovely daughters. I
became manager of a ladies sportswear
manulacturer,

In 1960 I moved my family to West
Palm Beach, Florida, where I currently
reside. I retired from the building indus-
try in 1984. My wile and 1 have seven
grandchildren and are very proud of them.

RICHARD E. GARNER JR.

I was born October 8, 1921, in Spring-
field, Illinois, and graduated Springfield
High in 1939. My family moved to Chi-
cago in September 1939, I was the
youngest census taker in 1940. [ worked
at Republic Drill and Tool Company until
I was inducted into the Army November
6, 1942. I arrived at Camp Barkeley,
Texas, November 11, 1942. I received ba-
sic training, and spent two months in
jungle maneuvers in Louisiana in 1943, |
spent three months in desert maneuvers
in Mojave Desert in California in 1943,
and had shore landings training in En-
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gland, March-May 1944. I walked ashore
in Normandy Beach, France (Utah-Uncle-
Red), June 1944. I was wounded three
times: Normandy Beach, Dillingen, Ger-
many, and Pronsfeld, Germany. When
World War II ended in May 1945 we were
in Czechoslovakia. We then went to Wiei-
den, Germany, to await going home. I
was discharged November 30, 1945.

Richard E. Garner Jr.

I married Anne Stasio. We have four
sons and one daughter, and ten grand-
children. I went to work in the postal
service and retired in 1985 with forty-two
years service. We moved to Monticello,
Arkansas, in August 1985.

I revisited Abilene, Texas, in October
1985. The town sure has changed in forty-
three years. I went out to Camp Barkeley
site and only the front gate entrance is left.

I have thirty-five years in VFW. I was
post commander of Miles-Foss Post 4515,
Monticello, Arkansas, 1986-1988. | am
District 12 Arkansas District Commander,
1987-1990.

ALFRED G. GAUS

Alfred G. Gaus

1 was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylva-
nia, on February 11, 1919. I was inducted
into the Army at Fort George G. Meade
in Maryland on August 17, 1943. From
there I was shipped to Camp Van Dorn,
Mississippi, to the 63rd Infantry Division.
After basic training I volunteered for
combat. I was shipped to the 90th Divi-
sion, M Company, 358th.

I was discharged at Frankfurt, Ger-
many, on November 17, 1945. I worked
on the Nuremburg War Crimes Trials as
office manager. After the original trials I
transferred to Vienna, Austria, where I
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set up schools in Vienna, Salzburg, and
Linz, Austria, for American children of
G.I.'s in Europe. After one year there I
came home to Philadelphia where [ worked
in the traffic department of the Reading
Railroad, where I retired in 1980.

I now live in Venice, Florida, with my
wife, Ann. I have one son who lives in
Philadelphia and works for SEPTA.

JOHN W. GAY

John W. Gay

I was born December 12, 1919, and raised
in the hills of Osage County, Oklahoma. I
grew up experiencing cattle ranching,
farming to breaking horses. Since there
were eight boys and one girl in the family,
Uncle Sam called on six of us to serve in
the armed forces. I took the Oath at Tulsa,
picked up my gear in Fort Sill, Okla-
homa, and then located at Camp Barkeley,
Texas. And I have a few choice cuss words
for the guy that issued me the M-1 Rifle
with the pitted bore, in case I should ever
meet him again. But maybe I should thank
him instead, since all of that extra duty
made a better soldier out of me.

I was assigned to the 81mm Mortar
Platoon of M Company, 357th Regiment.
Some time later a commando unit was
formed and I was transferred over for
commando training. After a few months
it was decided we would be attached to
Headquarters Company, 357thas an | &
R platoon of which I remained for the rest
of my Army career.

I have seen some real exciling adven-
tures abroad with the 90th which I was
very proud to have served. After spending
11 months and 22 days on the front lines,
1 consider myself a lucky man to be back
living in the U.S.A. and no battle scars to
show for it.

After knocking around a number of
states and working at a good many jobs, I
finally retired from General Telephone
Company of Michigan and am now living
in St. Johns, Michigan.

JAMES L. GIFFORD

My first 21 years were spent in Glovers-
ville, New York. I left Union College to
enter the Army for one year in September
1941; then came Pearl Harbor, We landed

in England in the spring of 1944 and
then with the invasion of Normandy was
assigned as a lieutenant to the 712th
Tank Battalion, which was attached to
the 90th Division.

James L. Gifford

We participated in the breakout and
the Falaise Gap engagement. When the
cease fire came at 2:00 p.m., a sea of men
surrendered to us, passing by our tanks
enroute to the rear, most were exhausted
and many were wounded. The valley was
a carnage of a destroyed Army. Since we
were the 90th own tank battalion we par-
ticipated in all of its engagements.

On January 9, 1945, while in the lead
tank approaching Bastogne, I received a
bullet in the head. A bazooka struck the
tank, but the crew survived. I asked to
leave the hospital and returned to the
712th. We finished the war in Europe
and met the Russians in Czechoslovakia.
I volunteered to go to the Pacific and was
transferred to the 8th Armored Group;
and while awaiting shipment in La Havre
the Bomb fell and the war was over.

I departed the service as a captain and
came home with my two Silver Stars, two
Bronze Stars, three Purple Hearts, Croix
de Guerre and the 90th Battle Stars, and
some very treasured memories.

I returned to Union College and Co
lumbia and New York Law School. | am
now practicing in Yonkers and Westches-
ter County, New York. 1 was married to
Gertrude Geraghty of Yonkers in 1960
and who passed away in 1973.

R. GLEN GILES

R. Glen Giles

After basic training in Camp Roberts,
California, I joined the Service Battery,
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343rd Field Artillery, 90th Division, in
the California desert. From there, we went
to Fort Dix, New Jersey. We left New York
in March 1944 for England.

We spent several months in England
preparing for the invasion. [ will always
remember crossing the English Channel
and watching the battleships shelling the
shore where we would land on Utah
Beach. Being from Utah, landing at Utah
Beach seemed to be an unspoken good
omen for me.

I remember fighting in the hedgerows
of France, and watching a dog fight, when
a bullet struck my truck within an inch
of my head.

The first Christmas in Germany was
one that will always be remembered. The
house we were staying in had Christmas
ornaments, Someone in the group came
up with a Christmas tree which was
decorated on Christmas Day. We had a
turkey dinner with all the trimmings.

Being a truck driver, I remember the
night drives we had; going back for am-
munition sometimes hundreds of miles.
When things were moving fast, sometimes
we were driving day and night.

On the way to the Battle of the Bulge, I
will always remember how pretly Luxem-
bourg and Belgium were. They are places
I would like to revisit.

At one point, we were hauling the in-
fantry on our trucks200 miles ahead of
the division in a spearhead. We pulled
into a field for the night and got out of
our trucks, when about 50 Germans came
out of the hedgerows and surrendered.
They had enough weapons to wipe us
out. We were a very lucky bunch of men.

We were in Prague, Czechoslovakia,
when the war ended. We served in the
Army of Occupation in Weiden, Germany
and Bavaria. I landed in West Virginia
and later discharged at Fort Douglas,
Utah.

NORMAN GLADEN

Norman Gladen

I was born in Laporte, Minnesota, on
March 15, 1916, and attended rural grade
school and high school in Laport. I was a
logger and lumberman until I received
my greeting from our local draft board.
Two bus loads of us left Park Rapids,
Minnesota, in April 1942, to the induc-
tion center of Fort Snelling. Most of this

group went into the 90th Division. I was
the only one of this group to go into B
Company, 315th Engineers. B Company
was my home away from home until the
war's end in Europe.

The day the war ended we had a com-
pany formation. All of us who had been
with the company in the Normandy land-
ing were asked to raise our hands. There
were sixly hands raised. Then we were
asked who had been with the company
all the way. Only twenty-five hands were
raised and 1 was one of them. An engi-
neer company had a table of organization
of about 170 men, I believe.

Along with many of my comrades, I
was transferred to the 16th Armored Di-
vision for the journey home in September
1945. After my discharge, I returned to
my lumbering which was confined to the
northern one-third of Minnesota.

I am now retired. In the past, I have
been a director of the Minnesota Timber
Producers Association, the Stony River
Lumber Company, and the Land of Lakes
Wood Preserving Company.

I was very fortunate in World War II
and Dame Foriune has smiled on me in
the business world.

Ernest Glauser Jr.
Left: Having the Bronze Star pinned on jacket
by Gen. Earnest

ENLISTED MEN OF G-3 SECTION
(L-R) Front Row: M/Sgt. Pershing G. Edele, T/4
William Pacelli, Sgt. Calder P. Howard, S/Sgt.
Wendell H. Black; Back Row: T/4 Norvel C.
Burney, M/Sgt. Ernie Glauser Jr., Sgt. Francis
Fraunfelter, Sgt. William P. O’'Donnel

I was born in Bern, Switzerland, on Feb-
ruary 21, 1920. When I was one year old,

my family and I emigrated to the United
States, where we lived in St. Joseph, Mis-
souri, and that area until March 21, 1942,
At that time, [ was inducted into the Army
and sent to the 90th Infantry Division,
which was being organized at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, where I was among the
first group of arrivals at “tent city.” After
a short period as company clerk, Service
Company, 359th Infantry, I was trans-
ferred to the G-3 Section, 90th Division
Headquarters, where | was promoted to
master sergeant in 1943.

The remaining time of active duty was
in the G-3 office under Gen. Richard Stil-
well who was G-3 then. It was an honor
and pleasure to work with this outstand-
ing officer and NCOs such as Master Sgt.
Pershing Edele and others. It was an ex-
citing and interesting tour of duty. I re-
ceived the Bronze Star for Meritorious
Service and the French Croix de Guerre.
On October 21, 1945, 1 was discharged
from active duty, but served twenty years
in the active Reserves.

On January 12, 1944, [ was married
to Betty Lang. We had been married forty-
five years when Betty died of a heart
attack in 1989. We have one son, Greg,
and lwo granddaughters, Hillary and
Emily, who live in St. Joseph, Missouri.

Upon my discharge, 1 became employed
by the Burlington Northern Railroad in
the marketling and sales department, with
whom I was promoted in 1966 to Kansas
Cily, to the position of grain sales agent,
reliring in 1981 alfter thirty-one years of
service.

[ visited my native Switzerland in 1945
before returning from overseas, and Betty
and I visited my many relatives in Swit-
zerland in 1976 and 1983,

HAROLD R. GOODWIN

Harold R. Goodwin

I was born in Tilman County, southwest
of Frederick, Oklahoma on January 22,
1917. World War II became a realily for
me on December 7, 1941, as [ was lis-
tening to the car radio on my way to my
girl friend's home for our date. I had al-
ready received my “greetings” from Uncle
Sam, so I knew my induction would be
very soon!

I left on a bus with nineteen others for
Fort Sill, Oklahoma, for our physicals on
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January 15, 1942. From Frederick, Okla-
homa, on January 16, I went by train to
Camp Roberts, California, for eight weeks
of basic training.

On completion I was sent to Abilene,
Texas, where the 90th Division was being
formed. I left for Fort Dix, New Jersey, in
January 1944. That same week I went
home on my last furlough in the United
States.

On March 22, 1944, I boarded the SS
John Erkison for England. I landed in
Liverpool, England, on April 9. The first
week of June 1944 I left England for the
France D-Day Invasion on Utah Beach.
A few days later I returned to the beach
for supplies and replacements, as my
duty of battery supply sergeant. As we
crossed a small bridge, the Germans blew
up the end we had just crossed with their
88mm.

The 90th Division was assigned to Gen.
Patton's Third Army about two weeks af-
ter the Invasion, which took us through
France, Luxembourg, Belgium, Germany
and Czechoslovakia.

I was discharged at Camp Chaffee, Ar-
kansas, October 30, 1945, and went to
Baton Rouge, Louisiana, where I married
Lucille Sell, who had waited for me, four
years service time. I worked as a sales-
man until my retirement. I have the high
honor and distinct pleasure to serve as
president of the 20th Division Associa-
tion for 1990. Our reunion will be in
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

WILFRED FRANCIS
GRANT

Wilfred Francis Grant was born Septem-
ber 14, 1909, in Berlin Crossroads, Ohio,
to Willard and Mary E. Kissison Grant,
and received his education which con-
sisted of eight grades also at the cross-
roads village.

On June 30, 1936, he married Hazel
Faye Merrill of Wellston, Ohio, who was
the daughter of Motley J. and Mary E.
Scurlock Merrill. Wilfred was nicknamed
“Bundy” at an early age because he lit
the pipe of an old colored man by the
same name.

He followed occupations such as
teamster, miner, construction worker, and
bartender. At his retirement he was em-
ployed by the Wellston American Legion
as bartender and janitor. He and his wife
have five grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren. Mr. Grant's daughter, Jean
Mahley, and his son, Sidney Grant, both
live in Wellston.

Mr. Grant entered service in Colum-
bus, Ohio, on December 15, 1942, and
was discharged as a private on July 23,
1943, at San Luis Obispo, California.

At this time his health is very poor.
His hearing is gone and after double
cataract surgery he can only see straight
ahead. Still he manages to read a little
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and watch sports and the news on tele-
vision. Bad habits? Too numerous to
mention. Hazel F. Grant, his wife

WILLIAM ANGUS GREEN

William entered the Army on March 12,
1942, and trained at Camp Barkeley in
Texas. He was in the 358th Infantry with
the 90th Division. He landed with them on
Omaha Beach onJune 8, 1944. He was hit
by machine gun on June 16, 1944, and
lost his right leg above the knee.

William Green and friends at Camp Barkeley

William and I (Viola Wade Green) were
married March 31, 1945. We bought forty-
eight acres of land just two miles from
where William was born and raised. We
have one son and two grandchildren.

William worked for the state hospital
for ten years and fifteen years for Texas
Aluminum in Terrell.

We raised cows and chickens and he
made a garden.

William passed away with cancer on
October 14, 1984, and is at rest just one
mile from our home. Mrs. William A. Green

JOSEPH J. GREKO

I was with the 357th Regiment, M Com-
pany, 90th Division, Mortar Squad. The
infantry was prevented from advancing
by a well fortified farm house. There were
open fields all around the house and the
infantry was being murdered trying to
take the house so they could advance.
The infantry asked for help from the
mortar platoon and the platoon leader

asked for our squad to blow the house.
We had to get within range of the house
to be effective.

Number one and two gunners had to
crawl and pull our equipment to get
within range with bullets flying around
us; the enemy was trying to stop us from
using the mortars. We set up the mor-
tars, laying on the ground and discharg-
ing two light rounds to get the range,
then we fired four heavy rounds which
has a delayed fuse, and the house was
blown up. I received the Bronze Star for
this action.

When the 90th was called to help fight
the enemy in the Bulge, I was wounded on
January 24, 1945, by shrapnel in the left
arm. | spent six months in hospitals in
England, New York, and Cambridge, Ohio.

I am married to a lovely woman for 44
years on May 4, 1990, and I retired from
General Motors in 1981.

RAY A. GRIFFIN

Ray A. Griffin was born on November 6,
1915, at the home of his Grandmother
Garrett on the Kansas-Nebraska border
near Naponee, Nebraska. At the age of
sixteen he graduated from Naponee High
School. In June 1941 he graduated from
the University of Nebraska College of Ag-
riculture and was also commissioned as
second lieutenant in the Army infantry.

He was married to Frances M Danelk
in Lincoln, Nebraska, on September 14,
1941. He reported to active duty at
Brownwood, Texas, in early October. He
was assigned to the 760th Tank Battal-
ion. Later a cadre from the 760th-the
746th Tank Battalion-was activated and
he was sent to Camp Rucker, Alabama.
Our oldest son, Ray Jr., was born there
on July 13, 1943. Ray was by now a first
lieutenant.

In January 1944 Ray was sent over-
seas as a replacement. He landed in
France shortly after the invasion and was
assigned to C Company of the 712th Tank
Battalion. He served as a platoon leader
and tank commander. He had four tanks
shot out from under him and although
he did receive the Purple Heart, he was
not seriously injured. He also earned the
Bronze Star with three oak leaf clusters.
He was enroute home for forty-five days
leave when the war ended in Europe.

He is the father of four children: three
sons and one daughter. Ray Jr. was killed
fourteen years ago. Our daughter, her
husband and two children live here, as
does our eldest remaining son, his wife
and two children. Our youngest son lives
in Grand Island with his wife and two
children.

The family has lived in Aurora since
July 1962. Ray feels the greatest honor of
his life was having the square in the tiny
town of Leiler, Luxembourg, named for
him in a public ceremony in September
1986. His tanks had liberated the town
during the war. Frances M. Griffin
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Kermit D. Griffith

I was born in the small community of
Webster Springs, West Virginia, on May
6, 1926.

I entered the Army in 1944 and after
completing my basic infantry training, I
was immediately assigned to the 358th
Infantry Regiment of the 90th Infantry
Division with whom I served in combat
until the end of the war.

After the war, I worked in a machine
shop for a local lumber company and in
1952 I went to Ohio. I retired in 1986 as a
master mechanic for a major tractor
company. I came back to the mountains
where I was born and raised.

I married the former June Settle of
Richards, Virginia, in 1956. She passed
away several years ago. We had two
daughters and I now have four grand-
children.

I remarried in 1987 to the former Mary
Lee Cool of Webster Springs. We current-
ly reside here.

Moselle, moving up and crossing Rhine
near Oppenheim, crossing of Main near
Hanau, across Germany and south into
Bavaria, into Czechoslovakia at Eisen-
stein and to Susice at war's end. Occupa-
tion duties were in Windischenbach, Ba-
varia, later in Weiden with 90th Signal
Company. I returned to United States for
discharge December 1945.

I remember a few names: the squad
leader was Willard Blevins, who was
wounded after crossing of Moselle; the
platoon leader was a Melvin Factor, a
lawyer from New York; the first scout was
a “Harkness” from Indiana; and 1 was
second scout. We had large turnovers of
personnel by war's end. | was fortunate
and except for arthritis in the knees, 1
came through unscathed. At the end of
the war, names that come to mind were:
Chalmer Russell from Tennessee, Woodie
Fullenlove from Philadelphia and a man
named “Hardy.” Also in the company was
Lorrin Jedele from Saline, Michigan.

I attended business college in Ypsilan-
ti, but later enlisted and made the Army
a career. I retired in October 1974 as a
CW-4 here in Colorado Springs after 30
years service. The last 22 years were in
Army Air Defense Units stateside and in
Germany.

After retiring I worked for Raytheon for
three years in Teheran, Iran, and came
back and settled here in Colorado Springs
in January 1978. During my career I
married in Berlin, Germany, and have
two daughters and four grandchildren.
At present I am treasurer of the Pikes
Peak Genealogical Society and a member
of the ROA.

Glen E. Hagadorn

I was born at Tecumseh, Michigan, in
1923. 1 entered military service in June
1943 and was shipped overseas to En-
gland in March 1944. I crossed to France
shortly after D-Day with Third Army Sig-
nal Depot Company. I volunteered for in-
fantry duty in November 1944, and was
assigned to 90th Infantry Division, 357th
Regiment, F Company, 2nd Squad as a
rifleman, and was a T-5 at that time.

I participated in all applicable cam-
paigns throughout the balance of the war,
including The Bulge, Siegfried Line,
breakthrough toward Rhine, crossing of

James W, Hale

I was born on April 6, 1926, in Bledsoe
County, Tennessee, to William Franklin
and Rena Hale, one of nine children. |
attended a rural elementary school and
two years at Bledsoe County High School
before being drafted into the Army in Au-
gust 1944.

After seventeen weeks of Infantry Re-
placement Training at Camp Blanding,
Florida, I joined the 90th Infantry Division,
G Company, 357th Regiment, in Luxem-
bourg, during the Battle of the Bulge. I
served with the 90th for the duration of
the war. When the division came home, 1

was reassigned to the lst Infantry Divi-
sion for a year of occupation in Germany,
where I guarded the war criminals during
the Nuremberg Trials.

After returning home in 1946, 1 fin-
ished high school. I then graduated from
the University of Tennessee with a B.S.
degree in mechanical engineering, and
received an ROTC commission to second
lieutenant in the combat engineers.

In September 1951 1 was called to ac-
tive duty training at the engineer school
at Fort Belvoir, Virginia, and had addi-
tional training at Fort Leonard Wood,
Missouri. I served in the Korean War from
April 1952 to January 1953, in the Com-
bat Engineers of the 2nd Infantry Divi-
sion. | was awarded a Bronze Star in both
World War II and the Korean War.

I retired in February 1988 after being
employed for thirty-seven years as a me-
chanical engineer at the Arnold Engi-
neering Development Center, a U.S. Air
Force Base, near Tullahoma, Tennessee.

I married Alice West of Manchester,
Tennessee, in 1953, and we have two
children and two grandchildren.

JOHNNY HAROLD HALE

Johnny Harold Hale

I was inducted into the Army in August
1944 and took basic training at Camp
Blanding, Florida. I went overseas and
was on the front line about the middle of
December 1944. | was in G Company,
2nd Battalion, 357th. I fought with an M-
1 rifle into Czechoslovakia. I was sent
back to Germany. The 90th Division
busted up. I was assigned to First Army
and guarded German war criminals at
Nuremberg Prison. I returned home and
was discharged in June 1946.

I went into the construction business
clearing land, bulldozing ponds and lakes.
I married an English woman on Septem-
ber 18, 1948. We raised four daughters
and two sons. My eldest son and myself
now operate a portable rock crusher.

RAYMOND S. HALL

I was born on January 14, 1922, near
California, Missouri. 1 attended a one-
room school with one teacher for my first
8 grades, then graduated from Latham
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High School. After graduation, as the only
child, I decided to work on the family farm.

Raymond S. Hall

I was inducted into the Army at Fort
Leavenworth, Kansas, on December 28,
1942. From there I was sent to Camp
Barkeley, Texas, and was assigned to the
90th Division, 315th Engineers Combat
Battalion. As a late arrival to the Divi-
sion, I had a short basic training at Camp
Barkeley and rejoined the 90th, already
participating in the Louisiana maneuvers.
After the maneuvers, I was assigned to B
Company, 3rd Platoon, which I remained
in throughout the war. When the war
was over in Europe I was in Czechoslova-
kia. After my discharge on December 7,
1945, I returned to general farming of
feed grain, hogs and beef cattle.

I married Mildred Schoenthal on Feb-
ruary 14,1960, and we have one daughter,
Sue Ann, who is employed by the State of
Missouri Office of Administration. I attend
a local Baptist Church where I have per-
formed in several different capacities in-
cluding Sunday School Director.

During my farming career I have served
on numerous boards of directors includ-
ing a statewide farm cooperative board,
an ASCS county committee and others. |
retired from farming in 1988 but still
serve on the MFA Oil Company State
Board of Directors and on a local bank
board. Although retired, I still own the
farm which my grandfather purchased
110 years ago. I have been fortunate to
travel to various locations in the past few
years, including a trip to Europe to com-
memorate the 40th anniversary of D-Day.

JAMES HAND il

I served with the 2nd Battalion, 357th
Infantry, from January 2, 1943, until I
was discharged on January 1, 1946. I
was originally a second lieutenant with
one of the rifle companies until I attend-
ed motor maintenance school at Fort
Benning in the summer of 1943. I then
served as the motor maintenance officer
of the 2nd Battalion for the balance of my
time in the service.

ALVIN G. HANSON

I came to Camp Barkeley, Texas, the last
part of March 1942 and was assigned to
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Service Company and was with the same
company until the end. I was discharged
on September 21, 1945, at Camp McCoy,
Wisconsin, was immediately employed by
International Harvester Company, and
was with them for twenty-three years. I
worked six years for a private trucking
company and the last fifteen years I have
been teaching diesel mechanics at the
technical college. We raised five daugh-
ters and all are now married and we have
twelve granchildren.

Wife Ione and I now have a Southwind
motor home and use it a lot for traveling
and going up to northern Minnesota and
Canada for fishing. You can't beat spend-
ing your children’s inheritance.

We have attended many 90th reunions
and have always met someone new ev-
erytime we go.

The coffee pot is usually on at 311 E.
7th Street, Albert Lea, Minnesota, 56007.

ERNEST H. HANSON

Ernest H. Hanson

I was inducted on March 26, 1942, at
Fort Snelling, and arrived at Camp Bar-
keley on April 2. I was assigned to E
Company, 358th Infantry. I got discharged
on December 3, 1945, and I took it easy
for a while.

In 1946 1 did a few odd jobs and then
in April 1947 went to work for a grocery
store, and in 1949 I left that job. On
August 1, 1949, I got a job at a hardware
store. They also had a funeral home. I
was there until the spring of 1955.

I got married on June 25, 1953. I have
a lovely wife. We have no children. She
was a teacher and worked in a department
store. We moved to Fargo, North Dakota,
in June 1955. I got a job driving for Dayle
Checker Cab. In March 1979 I had two
strokes and high blood pressure, and I
was put in intensive care for three days. I
spent thirteen days in the hospital. The
doctor put me on Social Security disabil-
ity. I take it easy now. I am 69 years old.

ORVALP.“SPIKE”HANSON

I was born on a cattle ranch in the west-
ern foothills of the Missouri River on June
6, 1915, in Gregory County, South Da-
kota. I went through the 8th grade in a

one-room schoolhouse. I graduated from
high school in Burke, South Dakota, in
1933. After the war, I took a year of agri-
culture.

The rest of 1933 I trained some of the
last bunch of wild horses in Gregory
County. In 1934 most of the cattle in
the area was sold to the government as
there was no feed on account of the
drought for several years. I hitchhiked
around several states doing odd jobs—
into Mexico and Canada. I spent most of
the summer driving new cars from De-
troit to Seattle, Washington. I went to
Spokane, Washington, and got a job as
bartender in a large dine and dance es-
tablishment and joined the Teamsters
Union. I worked there for four years, saw
the war coming, so I went back home to
South Dakota.

In mid-March I took my physical in
Camp Crook, Nebraska. I was shipped to
Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, where I was
sworn in on April 1, 1942, Then I went fo
Camp Barkeley, Texas, where | was as-
signed to the 345th Field Artillery Battal-
ion of the 90th Division, which had just
been reactivated. 1 was with the 345th
until the war was over. At that time I was
in Pilsen, Czechoslovakia. 1 was dis-
charged in mid-November 1945, at Camp
McCoy, Wisconsin.

Shortly after arriving home, my dad
passed away and I purchased the place.
My mother left to live in the Twin Cities,
Minnesota, where my three sisters lived
in Edina, Minnesota. I immediately started
a band of quarter horses. I had five
trainers for over twenty years.

Orval and Ethel Hanson—both WWIl Veterans

I married in 1948 to Ethel McKenzie, a
former member of the armed services. We
have four children. All now have families,
ten grandchildren. They are all doing well.
All had a college and university education.
One grandson has been in the service for
two years. One girl, Dee, is listed in the
International Book of Who's Who in Col-
leges and Universities.

In 1970, on Memorial Day, we had a

ten-room house burn down. There went
all my relics from the war. I sold that
place and put in all new buildings in a
very scenic area on our summer pasture
land; buildings for five hundred head of
cows, steel yards, and a training arena
for my son to train quarter horses. I went
to a quarter horse show in Stamford,
Texas, while in the Army. I decided I liked
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what I saw at one of the very first shows
in 1942 or 1943.

For the past fourteen years we have
hosted youth groups from several states.
One group from Peru, Illinois, has been
here fourteen years in a row for ten days
of vacation. We are in a big game area
and host the same hunters from the cit-
ies each year, including the pilot of the
Enola Gay from World War II.

GREGOR HANSSEN

I entered the service in March 1942 and
was sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas. I was
attached to part of the 90th Division,
Service Company, 357th Infantry, and
stayed with Service Company, 357th In-
fantry all through the war. We landed in
Normandy on D-Day plus two, and spent
seven days on the front line; there was a
shortage of men. I returned home to North
Dakota in October 1945.

Gregor Hanssen during service and with
Loretta in 1986

1 started farming in 1946 and was
married to Loretta Behm also in 1946.
We have a grain, stock, and also a small
dairy farm on which we still live two miles
north of Niagara.

We were blessed with two children.
They are both married and we have five
grandchildren. We are active members of
St. Andrew Lutheran Church.

ROBERT G. HARTSHORN

Robert G. Hartshorn

I grewup in the Chicago area and attended
Roosevelt Military Academy, where I met
my life long buddy, Stuart Sullivan. We

enlisted on November 6, 1942, and went to
the 90th at Camp Barkeley, Texas.

With special permission from H Com-
pany, 359th, Capt. Larson, I married Clare
Molitor from West Chicago on December
19, 1942. Chaplain Werner P. Krug offici-
ated at the 359th chapel. Lt. Martin
Langer gave the bride away, and Sullivan
was best man. Attendants were Sgt.
Krause, Cpl. Lahodney, Tom Erwin, Ben
LaTour, Carmichael, DeForest, Ragen,
Conyack, Wilkerson, and others from H
Company, 359th. Wedding gifts were all
from the Post Exchange. The honeymoon
was a weekend pass in Abilene, Texas.
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359th Infantry Chapel at Camp Barkeley and

Marriage Certificate (1942)

Next came Louisiana maneuvers, desert
training, and finally Fort Dix. Overseas,
Sullivan was wounded and rescued by
medic Tom Erwin. Tom risked his life for
Sullivan. We were all very close. Sullivan
and [ returned to West Chicago in 1945. I
was best man at his wedding.

I was recalled as an infantry retread
during the Korean conflict.

My son Larry was born in December
1944. My son Scott was born in 1952,
and we moved to Florida in 1957. I in-
vented a motorized drain valve, and am
now the owner of Depend-O-Drain Inc.,
a manufacturing business with sales in
the U.S. and Europe. In 1986 1 lost my
wife, Clare, after 44 wonderful years of
struggle and success. 1 married Eunice
LaFlam, a high school English teacher,
in 1987. My older son died in 1988, leav-
ing me with two grandchildren, Lawrence
II and Kimberly.

During business trips to Europe, Eu-
nice and I have traced my route through-
out the war. We have repeatedly enjoyed
Henri and Jenete Levaufre's hospitality
in Pérriers, France. We see my buddy
Sullivan and other friends at the memo-
rable 90th reunions. We are at home in
Bradenton, Florida.

EDWARD J. HARTY

I was drafted to Army in April 1943 at
Folcroft, Delaware County, Pennsylvania.
I received basic training at Camp Grant,
Illinois. After basic training I was assigned
to 166th Infantry Regiment at Fort Bar-
rancas, Pensacola, Florida. We had a unit
move to Camp Shelby, Mississippi, then

another unit move to Fort Hood, Texas.
We did field problem exercises with the
Tank Destroyer School at Fort Hood.

I was transferred to 358th Regiment,
90th Infantry Division at Fort Dix, New
Jersey, in March 1944. [ sailed from New
York on troopship John Ericsson and
landed at Liverpool, England, on Easter
Sunday morning. We prepared for Nor-
mandy at Bewdley, England. We sailed
from Cardiff, South Wales, on June 4 and
landed on Normandy on D-Day-plus-2,
June 8, 1944. We crossed France, Bel-
gium, Germany and on into Czechoslova-
kia where we ended up on V-E Day. I
stayed with the 358th all the way, with
one minor wound on April 1, 1945.

I was discharged on January 5, 1946,
and reenlisted January 25, 19486, for duty
at Brooke Medical Center, Motor Branch,
Fort Sam Houston, Texas. I was admitted
to Brooke General Hospital at Fort Sam
on April 2, 1947, and after a long haul to
include major surgery was able to return
to duty on June 2, 1948. I stayed in the
Army with assignments to include artil-
lery, transportation and ordnance.

Edward J. Harty

1951-1953: first sergeant— operations
sergeant 514th Truck Company at Uijong-
bu, Korea. 1953-1954: operations ser-
geant Transportation Branch, Alaska
General Depot, Fort Richardson, Alaska.
1954-1956: battalion motor sergeant, 51st
AAA Battalion, Media, Pennsylvania. 1956-
1959: first sergeant— shop foreman, 557th
Ordnance Company, Assachaffenburg,
Germany. 1959-1963: shop foreman,
Transportation Branch, Brooke Medical
Center, Fort Sam Houston, Texas.

On May 1, 1963, I retired with 20 years
service in grade E-7. I thank God every
day for taking care of me to let me live to
retire. After retirement I went to work for
Texas Department of Corrections on a
prison farm at Tennessee Colony, Texas.
I stayed with TDC 17 years, and retired
again on May 1,1982.

In 1948, after discharge from Brooke
Hospital, I met and married Thelma Pierce.
We were two happy people when we could
be together until Thelma passed away on
November 10, 1985.

I will be 70 on June 12, 1990, and now
after selling my cows and all my pasture
land, I am alone at home with my lawn to
mow at Route 1, Box 13, Montalba, Texas
75853, 214-549-2678.
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JOHN D. HAWK

§

1.

John D. Hawk

I was born May 30, 1924, in San Fran-
cisco, California. I moved with my family
to Washington at about one year of age. |
lived in Tacoma and Seattle before moving
to Bainbridge Island about 1931. I re-
ceived most of my schooling there except
for a brief return to San Francisco and
Yakima about 1935. I graduated from
Bainbridge High School in 1943 and
joined the Army (drafted) in August 1943,
Fort Lewis, Washington.

I was shipped overseas July 1944 and
assigned to E Company, 359th Infantry
Regiment, 90th Infantry Division, Third
Army. I served as machine gunner until
December 12, 1944, when 1 received a
fourth Purple Heart and was out of ac-
tion. After hospitalization, 1 worked for
17th Base Post Office in Paris until ro-
tated home through the point system for
rest and recuperation furlough in April
1945.

I arrived home in Bremerton on May
10, 1945, 20 days before my 21st birth-
day. 1 received word of award of Medal of
Honor in early June. Action had occurred
in August 1944. Medal presentation (ar-
ranged through Sen. Warren G. Magnu-
son) was held at State Capital in Olympia
on June 21, 1945, with President Harry
S. Truman making the presentation on
capital steps.

OndJune 18, 1948, I married the former
Natalene Crandall of Bremerton. I at-
tended Bainbridge High School for a post
graduate year 1945-46. Therealter, I at-
tended the University of Washington and
Olympic Junior College (Bremerton). I
graduated in 1952 with a B.S. in biology
and Standard General teaching creden-
tials. I later received principals credentials
from the University of Washington.

I was hired as elementary teacher by
Central Kitsap School District, Silverdale,
Washington, in 1952. I taught 5th and
6th grades at Tracyton Elementary School
until 1958. I transferred to Brownsville
Elementary School as teaching principal
for nine years before becoming full-time
principal. I transferred to Woodlands Ele-
mentary School in 1981 and retired in
1983.

Mrs. Hawk died November 13, 1985.
We had three children: David (died 19586),
Marilyn (Mrs. David Harrelson), and Mark,
both of whom reside in Seattle.

I have resided in Bremerton since 1946,
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moving to my present home in 1952. My
hobbies (too many): woodworking, gar-
dening, fishing and cooking.

RILEY A. HAYES

Riley A. Hayes

Riley A. Hayes was born on April 6, 1918,
in the Appalachian Mountains of Virgin-
ja. Son of Jason L. and Virgie Hayes, I
graduated from Christopher Gist High
School of Pound, Virginia, in May 1937.

1 married Reeble Powers on April 17,
1942. We have five children: four daugh-
ters and one son, and eight grandchildren.

I worked in the lumber industry four
years. In January 1942 I changed to the
coal industry, working thirty-eight years
as an electrical repairman for Consolida-
tion Coal Company and Beth-Energy Coal
Company before retirement. I have been
a member of United Mine Workers of
America for forty-eight years.

Ientered the U.S. Army on December 5,
1942, going to Camp Lee, Virginia, on
December 22, 1942. | entered Camp Bar-
keley, Texas, onJanuary 1, 1943, for basic
training. After basic I joined Company C,
359th Infantry, 90th Division, staying with
them through the European war.

1landed D-Day, June 6, 1944, on Utah
Beach in France. I was hit by shrapnel
from an 88mm shell in July 5, 1944, at
the foot of Hill #122 and was hospitalized
in England until rejoining my Company
C on January 18, 1945, in the Battle of
the Bulge. I was hit again by shrapnel on
February 21, 1945, near the town of
Habschied, Germany.

It was back to England in a hospital
until May 8, 1945, V-E Day. I returned to
Company C in Amberg, Germany, until
October before coming to the states for
discharge on October 20, 1945.

FRANK E. HEIDE

1 was born on August 6, 1918, in Lafay-
ette, California, in Happy Valley. There
were four brothers; 1 was the only one
who served in the service during World
War II.

I was drafted on January 2, 1942, and
sent to the Presidio at Monterey, Califor-
nia. From there | was sent to Camp Rob-
erts, thence to Camp Barkeley, Texas,
where I joined Service Battery, 344th Field

Artillery Battalion, 90th Infantry Division.
I served with the 344th Field Artillery all
through the entire war with the rank of
sergeant. 1 was discharged on October
29,1945, at Camp Beale, California.

I married my wife, Awilda Skow, in
Trenton, New Jersey, on February 26,
1944. We have one son, Lance. He is a
graduate civil engineer from the University
of Nevada. We have only one grandson
who is sixteen years old.

1 am retired from the City of Napa
Public Works Department, where I worked
for thirty-two years, serving in the engi-
neering and superintendent of streets. |
retired on August 1, 1977, as superin-
tendent.

JOSEPH L. HEINEMANN

I was born on September 19, 1919, in
Marshall, Texas. I moved to Fort Worth,
Texas, in 1939 and went to work for Tex-
as and Pacific Railroad. 1 was inducted
into the Army at Camp Wolters, Texas,
and shipped to Camp Barkeley, Texas,
for training. In March 1942, | was as-
signed to the 790th Ordnance Company
until my discharge in October 1945.

Joseph L. Heinemann

I returned to my job as a machinist
with Texas and Pacific Railroad until I
was laid off in 1949. I then went to work
for Magnolia Petroleum Company in Sep-
tember 1949, and retired from Mobil Oil
Corporation as a senior plant operator in
January 1982,

I married my wile, June Groves, in
1941 in Denton, Texas. We have a son
and daughter and six grandchildren. We
all live in Midland, Texas.

WESLEY O. “BUD” HELM

I was a replacement in Headquarters
Company, 2nd Battalion, 359th Regiment;
some of us were to join the 90th shortly
after D-Day, but as the situation devel-
oped— the breakthrough after the St. Lo
bombing and Patton's drive—we never
caught up until into France a ways. I was
a sergeant at the time (squad leader) and
ended up as technical sergeant (platoon
sergeant). 1 left the outfit in Sulzbach-
Rosenberg rather early due to the point
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pany, 358th Infantry, as a member of the
wire section. After communications school
1 became chief switchboard operator, and
later wire chief while on occupation duty.

1 was discharged in October 1945. 1
married Margaret Langhorst a week later.
our courtship had consisted of a few
furloughs and beaucoup correspondence,
mostly V-Mail. I returned to Western
Electric, where my time was counted as
time worked; and retired in 1978 with
over 41 years. In that time Margaret and I
produced two fine children: a girl and a
boy, who in turn have provided us with
three grandchildren. Our son and son-in-
law served together in the Navy,

My wife and I live presently in Sap-
pington, Missouri, which is just outside
St. Louis. We built the house in 1948 and
have added to it through the years. It was
in the country in 1948, but now we are
surrounded by homes.

We went to Europe for the 40th Anni-
versary of D-Day in 1984, and were greatly
moved by the way we were received in
Normandy— a tremendous experience.

BYRON L. HOLLEY

About five weeks into Normandy our bat-
talion was firing on Hill #122. I had taken
one of my truck driver's turn at guard
duty at midnight. Enemy fire was raking
back and forth across our position. I was
sitting on the end of my foxhole under an
apple tree.

I had heard a story as a child that if
an artillery gun goes off and it sounds
like you are in the end of the barrel, you
better move fast. I heard that sound and
fell back into my foxhole. Seconds later
a shell exploded six feet from the end of
my foxhole, covering me with dirt and
leaves and apples from the tree. If I had
not remembered that tale, I might not be
here today.

I was in the service for three years,
nine and one half months, and discharged
at Camp Chaffee, Arkansas, on October
21, 1945. I married Jane Alsup at Black-
well, Texas, on September 3, 1947. We
have two children, a daughter, Debra,
and a son, Bruce. We also have two
granddaughters, and one grandson.

I have lived in Texas all but six years
(in Arkansas) and retired as a welder at
age 65 in 1981.

GORDON F. HONTZ

My most memorable period in combat
was in November 1944, when our squad
of six men (down from full strength since
September) was given an assignment to
blow off the hinges of a pillbox in the
Maginot Line (which should have been
Engineer's).

The squad leader and assistant were
to cover. The third man who carried two
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forty-peund satchels of composition C was
to place them on the right side of these
4x10 foot iron doors' hinges. I, as fourth
man, was to set my two satchels of ex-
plosives on the left side. We were shield-
ed by a ten-foot-high embankment. The
first three men; Summerfield, Sedar (who
should have been in the hospital with
pneumonia), and Meyer proceeded toward
the pillbox.

I was just about to follow them when
the fifth man, Bernard Jacobs, pulled me
back and said, “Wait a minute,” (thereby
saving my life). Almost instantaneously
they opened fire from inside with a cap-
tured American machine gun and killed
all three men in front of me. Our platoon
sergeant was on top of the bank and told
us to save ourselves and helped us crawl
up this embankment.

The next day a T-D gun was brought
up and blasted the pillbox open. In a little
while the occupants surrendered. There
were twenty Russians (who said the Ger-
mans took off through the underground
tunnels), four horses, an artillery piece,
many machine guns and lots of rifles and
ammunition.

HERBERT H. HOUSE

I was born in Reform, Alabama, in Pick-
ens County on January 8, 1925, to Lizzie
and Adam J. House. I was one of eight
children; five boys and three girls. The
brothers, Leewood, Adolph, A.J. and Ray-
mond were all in service and A.J. lost his
life on D-Day 1944. 1 have lived here all
my life except the time in service.

Herbert H. House during service and at right
receiving service awards from Oliver Lipsey
(left), Veterans Affairs Officer—40 years late

I was inducted into the Army at Fort
McClellan, Alabama, in June 1944. From
there I went to Fort McPherson, Georgia,
then to Camp Blanding, Florida, to train
for sixteen weeks for combat replacement.
In November | was shipped to Fort Meade,
Maryland, where I was assigned to over-
seas combat. I left camp Kilmer, New
Jersey, for ETO. I landed in Le Harve,
France, and went on to Leige, Belgium.
After a brief stay, 1 joined the 90th In-
fantry Division, Third Army under Patton
in Metz, We occupied several villages next
to Saar River. I went from there to Ger-

many, where I was wounded, and re-
turned to the States.

I was discharged and married Alree
Propst. We have two children: Linda, who
is married to Jeff Kyles and they have a
daughter, Leah; and a son, Herbert A.
House, married to Debbie Pate. They have
a son, William Adam. I retired from the
Coco-Cola Co. and am enjoying life in
Reform, Alabama.

WALTER E. HOVLAND

I was born in Wellsburg, North Dakota,
September 10, 1910. I grew up and lived
there working for the Great Northern
Railroad until called into military service
March 1942. | was inducted at Fort Snel-
ling, Minnesota, and sent from there to
Camp Barkeley, Texas, and assigned to
the 90th Infantry Division, service in A
Company, 358th Infantry. I later trans-
ferred to Headquarters Company, lst
Battalion, 358th Infantry.

Walter E. Hovland

I landed on Normandy Beach on D-
Day and worked inland through France,
Germany, Luxembourg and into Czecho-
slovakia. I spent a total of 11 months in
combat until the welcome word came of
Victory in Europe.

After my discharge on October 21,
1945, from Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, [
returned to Great Northern Railroad as
section foreman at Grace City, North Da-
kota, and advanced to general foreman
while there. I was then transferred to
Sandstone, Minnesota, as roadmaster for
Burlington Northern Railroad. I spent a
total or 44 years with the railroad before
retiring in April 1975.

I was married in 1943 to Clara Spich-
er, a teacher from Minot, North Dakota.
We were blessed with two children. Our
son, John, married to Belinda Hofer from
Huron, South Dakota, lives with his family
in Overland Park, Kansas, where he is
director of rail for Burlington Northern
Railroad.

Our daughter, Jo, married to Wayne
Schafer, supervisory investigator for the
Federal Food and Drug Administration,
is a registered nurse working at Imman-
uel Medical Center in Omaha, Nebraska.
We have four grandchildren, Amy and
Allison Schafer and John and Lindsey
Hovland.
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J.M. HOWARD JR.
N —

J.M. Howard Jr.

It is a long way from the little town of
Holliday, Texas, where I was born on June
13, 19186, to the beaches of Normandy.
The years in between were spent growing
up as an average American kid, in the
“rough-and-tumble” atmosphere of an oil
field “boomtown,” where my father was a
drilling contractor. After high school
graduation, I attended Texas A&M and
also Texas Tech. In the late 1930s I went
to Longview and began working as an
apprentice electrician.

1 was working on construction of the
Galveston Naval Base when I received
my “greetings” from Uncle Sam. I was
sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas, where 1
became a part of the 90th Division. I
served with A Company, 315th Engineers,
from Barkeley to the Saar River. From
basic training at Barkeley to desert
training in California; from Fort Dix, New
Jersey, to the shores of England; from
Utah Beach in Normandy and across
France, the 90th carried on. Through
hedgerows and sniper fire, we fought the
German army, liberating French viliages
and towns, but paying a price with many
fallen comrades of our own.

In December 1944 I was returned to
an Army hospital in France, and eventu-
ally on to Brooke Convalescent Hospital
in San Antonio, where I was discharged
from service in June 1945. I then went to
Houston and resumed work in the elec-
trical trade.

I met and married my present wife in
1955 in Nacogdoches. Upon my retirement
in 1978, we returned to the “piney woods”
of East Texas, where we now reside, en-
joying time with our two children and five
grandchildren.

I consider it an honor to have served
with the 90th Division. Men from differ-
ent towns, different states, and different
walks of life came together to fight, bleed,
and die as one. We are proud of our
country, proud to be Americans, and
proud to be the “Tough "Ombres” of the
90th Division!

LESLIE HOWARD

I entered service March 18, 1942, at Fort
Sill, Oklahoma, and served with the 90th
Division until 1945. During this time I

moved with the Division through Europe
and into Germany.

Les Howard

I was discharged at McClosky General
Hospital on September 7, 1945, and on
June 8, 1946. I married Beatrice Jones
and we raised one son.

I was with the Air Force Civil Service at
Tinker Air Force Base for 25 years and 9
months before my retirement in May 1972.

I am still active in the 90th Division
Association and live in Shawnee, Okla.

HALBERT A. HUDSON JR.

Halbert A. Hudson Jr.

I was born in Orange, Virginia, on De-
cember 20, 1923. As my father was a
railway executive, I grew up in Charlotte,
Greensboro, and Asheville, North Caroli-
na; Chester, South Carolina; Alexandria,
Virginia; and Cincinnati, Ohio.

[ was a student and ROTC cadet at the
University of Cincinnati when the ROTC
Cadet Corps was called to active duty in
April 1943. ] was assigned to Coast Artil-
lery Corps, Antiaircraft, at Fort Eustis,
Virginia, and Camp Stewart, Georgia. In
1944 1 attended OCS at Fort Benning,
Georgia, graduating in November 1944,
Thence I was assigned to IRTC at Camp
Wheeler, Georgia.

In January 1945 [ was transferred to
Europe and assigned to I Company,
357th Infantry Regiment, 90th Infantry
Division. I was wounded in action in
February 1945. After hospitals in Bel-
gium, France and England, I returned to
the U.S.A. at Oliver General Hospital in
Augusta, Georgia. In November 1945 1
was returned to duty at IRTC Camp Croft,
South Carolina, and Camp Robinson,
Arkansas. In May 1946 I returned to in-

active status. I then returned to the Uni-
versity of Cincinnati and graduated in
mechanical engineering in 1949.

I married Dorothy Keilholz of Cincin-
nati, Ohio, in August 1945. We have two
children; Janis in Los Angeles, California,
and Paul in Naperville, Illinois, and two
grandchildren.

My work career was spent with the
Proctor and Gamble Company in manu-
facturing and engineering management
in Cincinnati, Ohio, and Green Bay, Wis-
consin. I retired in 1983 and remain in
Green Bay, Wisconsin.

HAROLD HUGHES

.f & .

Harold Hughes

A resident of Richmond, Virginia, Harold
was drafted into the U.S. Army in De-
cember 1942. He took his basic training
at Camp Barkeley, Texas, joining the 90th
Division, Company C, 359th Infantry, in
Louisiana and he stayed with Company
C during most of the war. Landing on
Utah Beach with Company C on D-Day,
Harold saw action in all campaigns in
France and Germany, and wound up in
Czechoslovakia at the end of the war.
Harold's most memorable recollection of
the war is spending three days and
nights, with no food or water, in a fox-
hole on a hill from which he could still
see Utah Beach. He recalls that his com-
panion in the foxhole was a younger fel-
low whose nerves were shot and whose
rifle barrel was full of dirt!

Harold married his wife, the former
Bessie J. Mays, in December 1948 and
they have three children, a daughter and
two sons, and one much doted upon
granddaughter.

Harold is proud of the fact that each of
his children is a college graduate. After
twenty years working as a machinist in
box manufacturing, Harold retired in
1987. Today he spends his mornings
walking for exercise or playing golf and
his afternoons “gallavanting” with one or
more of his similarly retired brothers. Just
wait ‘til his wife retires!

ORION K. HUNT

I was born in Mammoth Spring, Arkan-
sas, on March 8, 1917, to John and Iuka
Hunt, who had three other children, John,
Jr., Woody and Joe. Our family moved to
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Oklahoma during the early “oil boom”
days in the Seminole area.

When World War II was declared, my
father and I were in the grocery business
in the oil field. I entered the military ser-
vice on January 15, 1942, the same day
my brother, Capt. John F. Hunt Jr. was
killed fighting in the Philippine Islands.

Orion K. Hunt

Alter basic training in the states with
the 90th Infantry Division, 1 was sent
with the division to Europe as a scout for
the 343rd Field Artillery Battalion, 90th
Infantry Division, to take part in the Nor-
mandy invasion in France.

I received the Bronze Arrowhead for
being with the first group making the
landing on Utah Beach, the Silver Service
Star for five major battles: Normandy,
Rhineland, Ardennes, Northern France
and Central Europe. I also received the
Croix de Guerre, Avec Etoile de Bronze
from the French Government, and the
Purple Heart for wounds received the first
day in Germany near the Siegfried Line at
the Saar River.

I am now retired from Civil Service and
enjoying a lot of fishing. My prayer is that
God be with us and give us peace in the
world until His Son, the Prince of Peace,
returns, and that God richly bless us all.

CURTIS IVEY

During the Third Army drive across
France, when the 90th was in the vicinity
of the Falaise Gap, all members of the
Third Army received a letter from Gen.
Eisenhower. The letter encouraged ev-
eryone to make every effort to destroy the
German army. I got the impression from
the letter that Gen. Eisenhower was of
the opinion that we could bring the war
to a swift conclusion.

At the time, the Third Army had the
Germans completely disorganized, and was
advancing twenty Lo thirty miles daily with
little opposition. 1 think military minds
would support the opinion that the Third
Army could put enough pressure on the
Germans so that a combined effort by the
allies would defeat Germany.

Gen. Montgomery, who was stalled in
the canals in Holland, could see that the
war might end with Gen. Pation getting
the credit. He convinced Gen. Eisenhow-
er to take the fuel from the Third Army,
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end their advance, and permit him to try
a poorly planned operation that required
him to advance fifty, cross five bridges in
forty eight hours. Not only was the plan
flayed, the Germans learned it. Trooper's
landing sites were ringed by Germans.
The operation was a fiasco, costing thou-
sands of lives and, in my opinion, ex-
tended the war several months. I think
this operation should be investigated and
those responsible called to account. Curt

ABRAHAM “ABE” JAMAIL

A real soldier! Abraham “Abe” Jamail was
a dedicated, fearless and loyal soldier of
Company G, 359th Infantry Division.

On July 4, 1944, Jamail single-hand-
edly killed six soldiers in a German gun
nest and captured another 23, allowing
Company G to advance in Normandy. He
was severely injured in one leg which
conlinued to bother him until his death
on July 3, 1988.

Jamail was known as “Houston's Most
Decorated Hero of WWIL" His survivors
include his wife Frances, brother John;
and three daughters: Sandra, Nelson,
Janice Garvis and Karen Holm.

— 8/Sgt. Paul E. Nelson

THOMAS S. JAMIESON

I was born October 25, 1923, at Phoe-
nix, Arizona, the son of Stephen A.
Jamieson and Sarah C. Johnson. My fa-
ther's family were from New Brunswick,
Canada, and were Loyalists from the
Revolutionary War that had originally
lived in New Haven, Connecticut and on
the island of Manhaitan, New York. My
mother's family trace their roots back to
the early Pennsylvania Dutch. Our fami-
ly moved to Southern California in 1925
and settled in Pasadena, California, where
I grew up.

Thomas S. Jamieson

I joined the Army in December 1942
and was first assigned to the Tank De-
stroyer branch taking basic training at
Camp Hood, Texas. Subsequently I qual-
ified for and attended T.D. O.C.S. and
was commissioned a second lieutenant
on September 3, 1943. When the T.D.s
were reduced in strength in 1944 I was

transferred to the Infantry branch and
was at the Infantry School at Fort Ben-
ning, Georgia, when the 90th hit the
beach on D-Day.

Five days alter the Bulge broke I re-
ceived a War Department telegram or-
dering me to report to Fort Meade for
processing for overseas deployment, |
joined the 90th in Luxembourg at the
end of the Bulge and was assigned to G
Company, 359th Infantry.

I was one of the last casualties of the
Division when I was wounded on May 2,
1945, in Czechoslovakia. I assumed com-
mand of G Company shortly after the war
was over and was the last officer to com-
mand the company that had served in
combat with the unit. In October 1945 |
transferred to the 4th Armored Division
and commanded B Troop, 25th Mech,
Cav. Ren. Squadron. 1 was separated from
the service September 4, 1946, with the
rank of captain.

In civilian life I worked for the State of
California for 32 years doing special
criminal investigations. I retired from the
Stale in November 1984 and since then
have taught some in a local high school
and have also taken some courses at a
nearby community college. I have been
active in antique automobile restoration
and in photography.

In 1950 I married June Carol Yundt,
a native of Chicago, and we have three
sons. Robert, the oldest, is an architect
in Los Angeles. John is a manufacturer's
sales representative. He and his family
live on Camino Island, Washinglon. Scott,
the youngest, and his wife live in Santa
Barbara, California. June and I have lived
in San Diego, California, since 1975, and
we plan to remain here as retirees.

LORRIN G. JEDELE

Lorrin G. Jedele

At age 25 | was drafted into the Army on
April 29, 1941, from my farm home, being
the oldest of four boys. 1 was born on
December 17, 1915, in Saline, Miss. After
basic training at Camp Davis, North Caro-
lina, I served the next three years in the
anti-aircraft at Washington D.C., Norfolk,
Virginia, and Seattle, Washington.

The anti-aircraft was discontinued. |
was transferred to infantry training at
Camp Gruber, Oklahoma. In October
1944 the 42nd Rainbow Division I had
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been training with sailed from the New
York harbor to Marseilles, France.

A week after we arrived and were
transported to Strassbourg, Germany, I
was transferred into the 357th Regiment
of the 90th Division and followed orders
to move into the Battle of the Bulge. I was
interpreter many times and also spear-
headed. I was hospitalized in Reims,
France, with pneumonia. We walked
mostly or rode on tanks across Germany
and reached Suscice, Czechoslovakia, at
the time of Germany's surrender.

We were transported by rail to Camp
Lucky Strike, near Paris, France, and had
to wait three weeks for a boat strike to
end. I was discharged on October 29,
1945, and rejoined my wife, Helen, and
four-month-old daughter in Saline on
November 1.

We have two daughters and a son who
spent four years in the Air Force with a
year in Thailand. I bought a fifty-acre
farm near Saline, and also did carpenter
work to support my family. I retired from
carpentry in 1983.

DONALD W. JOHNSON

I was a staff sergeant with D Company,
358th Infantry, being a mess sergeant for
seventeen months. I landed on Utah
Beach on January 8, 1944, as a forward
observer. We did not meet much resis-
tance until we moved inland; we lost many
men at the island and Hill 122. | was a
squad leader and a section sergeant with
D Company. We were at the Falaise Gap,
and the surrender of the German's 7th
Army; also the holding position north of
Metz. We were on the attack through the
Dragons Teeth, where I was severely
wounded and Lt. Goltz was killed. I spent
fourteen months in hospitals at 97th
General in England, Winter General in
Topeka, Kansas, and Colorado Springs. I
was discharged in December 1945 being
100 percent disabled.

On my return home, I became a police
officer in Robbinsdale, serving as a pa-
trolman, juvenile officer, and investigator.
After serving thirty-five years in police
work, I retired in 1973 and spend time at
home, and our cabin at Clearwater Lake.
My wife, Leona, and I have been married
forty-four years and have three children,
a boy and two girls. We are fortunate to
have nine grandchildren, who we do en-
Jjoy so much. I would enjoy hearing from
anyone who would remember me. You
can write to me at 4109 Mildren Place,
Robbinsdale, Minnesota 55422,

ORVILLE M. JOHNSON

[ was born in St. Paul, Minnesota, on
December 18, 1924. My father Arvid came
from Sweden and my mother Anna from
Norway. After graduating from high school

in January 1943 I started engineering
classes at the University of Minnesota,
but in September was drafted and sent to
17 weeks of infantry basic training at
Camp Wolters, Texas. In April 1944 [ was
shipped to an infantry replacement camp
near Chard in Southern England to wait
for the invasion of France,

Orville M. Johnson

The invasion started on the morning of
June 6 and six days later we were trucked
to a dock area in Southampton that was
packed with replacements. During the
night we were shipped to the beachhead
in Normandy. On June 14 we were sent
to the front and I joined the 90th Division
as arifleman in the 359th Regiment, The
division was then fighting in hedgerows
and orchards in the general vicinity of St.
Mere Eglise. My time with the 90th ended
in the afternoon of July 3 when many in
our platoon were hit by German 88mm
artillery fire.

The next four months were spent in
hospitals and a recuperation area in En-
gland. In November I was sent back to Le
Mans, France, in a rear echelon job with
the 15th Replacement Depot.

After the war I finished school and
worked for 3M as a mechanical engineer.
My wile, Verna, and I have three daugh-
ters; we're now retired and live in St. Paul.

MARION J. JONES

Marion J. Jones Jr,
At left with Mary, holding Gary, and Steve

I was born November 21, 1919, in Lin-
coln Parrish, Louisiana. Following grad-
uation from Junction City High School in
Arkansas, I entered military service at
Barksdale Field, Louisiana, November 30,
1939. 1 completed basic training at Fort

Benning, Georgia, and was transferred to
The Infantry School in 1940 where I be-
came a member of Gen. Omar Bradley's
Infantry School staff.

I was promoted to sergeant in the
Regular Army after 13 months and was
graduated from Fort Bennings's Officer
Candidate School in 1944. 1 was assigned
to the 63rd Division at Camp Van Dorn,
Miss., and was shipped overseas with that
unit in 1944. In December 1944 | was
assigned to Company L, 357th Infantry
Regiment, which was part of Gen. George
S. Patton’s Third Army.

I attended Louisiana Technical Uni-
versity from 1949 to 1954, following as-
signment with the Fourth Army at Red
River Arsenal in Texarkana, Texas. I en-
tered the mobile home business and rose
in prominence to president of the Yuchi
Trailer Park, Yuchi Mobile Homes, Inc.,
and Marquette Mobile Homes, Inc. of
Mobile, Alabama. In 1982 I retired from
the mobile home business after 30 years.

I and the former Mary Nell Whitman,
to whom I have been married for 49 years,
have five children: George Steve Jones,
Marion Gary Jones, Denna M. Jones,
Glenna Kay Jones Coulter, and Margy
Nell Jones Alft. We reside in Phenix City,
Alabama, where 1 have been active in
civic, community and political affairs.

PATRICK D. JOYCE

Stafl Sgt. Patrick Joyce was waiting for
the news of the birth of our first child! He
was at the front when the letter dated
after November 3, 1944, (the due date)
arrived. He sat under a blanket, which
was securely held by his buddies. By
flashlight he eagerly read our letters which
repeatedly said “the baby” this, “the baby”
that. Towards the end of his mother-in-
law's letter it said, “She has black hair."”
He knew he had a daughter. She was
named Mary after his mother.

DANIEL STEWART JUDD

Daniel S. Judd

I was born in West Asheville, North Caro-
lina, March 6, 1924, the son of Oscar
John and Mabel Moyers Judd. I married
Norvelle Shipman on December 8, 1946,
We have three children: Dan Jr. (Vietnam
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War veteran, now in sales), Mary Marg-
aret (corporate executive) and Oscar Her-
bert (captain, field artillery).

1 entered the U.S. Army at Fort Bragg,
North Carolina, on February 16, 1943. 1
joined the 90th at Fort Dix as a replace-
ment in early 1944 and was assigned to
the 343rd Field Artillery Battalion, A Bat-
tery. I participated in the European cam-
paigns and was in Czechoslovakia when
the war ended. Duties: gun section, fire
director, and forward observer crew.
Decorations: Victory Medal, American
Theater Campaign Medal, EAMET Cam-
paign Medal with 5 Bronze Service Stars
and 1 Bronze Arrowhead, Bronze Star.

Work: family business; instructor,
Asheville-Buncombe Technical College;
district director 1960 census; accounting
practice in West Asheville. In 1968 I joined
Columbia College, Columbia, South
Carolina, as their accountant; and in 1973
opened a finance and management con-
sulting firm in Irmo, South Carolina,
where I still work part time.

Served as: member of Buncombe
County (NC) and North Carolina State
Boards of Elections; master of West
Asheville (NC) Masonic Lodge; president
of the West Asheville (NC) and the Seven
Oaks (SC) Lions Clubs (38 years perfect
attendance); chairman 12th District (NC)
Republican Committee.

Member: South Carolina Tax Council
{former President); NSPA and NAA, ac-
counting organizations; Methodist
Church-Administrative Board (have also
served as lay speaker, Sunday School
teacher, Finance and Audit Committees);
Irmo Advisory Board of FUN Bank. Direc-
tor Lexington County (SC) Health Ser-
vices District. Listed in Who’s Who in Fi-
nance and Industry.

MELVIN KAHN

Melvin Kahn

I was born on January 8, 1925, in New
York City. Shortly thereafter, my family
moved to Jersey City, New Jersey, just
across from the Hudson River.

I remember how it all started. Before
the war, passing over our neighborhood
was the Hindenberg, on its way to Lake-
hurst, New Jersey. Thinking back, I re-
member sitting on the floor next to our
majestic radio, my ear glued to the
championship game being played on the
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polo grounds in the Bronx, between the
New York Giants and the Washington
Redskins. My mother was sitting in her
chair reading a book. Then an an-
nouncement came over the radio: “Wild
Bill Donovan report back to headquar-
ters.” Pearl Harbor had just been bombed.
I asked my mother, “Where is Pearl Har-
bor?" She answered, “It's somewhere in
the Pacific.”

On May 31, 1943, I was inducted into
the Army at Fort Dix, New Jersey, and
missed my graduation day. From there, I
was shipped to Camp Campbell, Ken-
tucky, to the 20th Armored Division, C
Company, 70th Armored Infantry Battal-
ion for basic training.

When D-Day approached, we were in
Camp Kilmer, New Jersey. Later, by ferry
they shipped us over to New York to board
our troopship for England. We disem-
barked at Liverpool. About two weeks later
we were issued rifles and ammunition to
zero in our rifles. We then boarded our
troopship to France from Southampton,
to Omaha Beach, until we finally joined
the 90th.

My baptism of fire came at Seves Isle.
I was wounded in my right thigh and
was sent to our aid station to have my
wound patched up. After that, I was re-
turned to my company by a runner. I
never received my first Purple Heart. The
chaplain at the aid station said they had
none left.

Then came the breakthrough. From
our position we watched as our bombers
pulverized the German front. The Ger-
man army fell back. In closing the Ar-
gentan Falaise Gap, I was wounded
again. At this time it was the end of
combat for me. I received my Purple Heart
while I was in England recuperating from
my wounds. I was shipped back to the
States. That ended combat for me with
the 90th Division.

After the war ended, I went back to
school to study under the GI Bill and
became a design draftsman. I have worked
for various engineering companies in the
New York area. I am now in the U.S.
Postal Service Maintenance Division,
working on mail processing equipment. I
was married and we raised two children,
Lisa and Eric.

THADDEUS D. KARTE
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Thaddeus D. Karter

Thaddeus D. (Ted) Karter was assigned to
L Company, 359th Infantry Regiment,
90th Division. I lived in New Jersey most
of my life. My wife, Mary, and six children
are all living which consist of one boy and
five girls.

I was with many units during the war
which began with the 5th Armored Divi-
sion at Camp Cooke California.

Camp Kilmer, New Jersey, was our
port of embarkation. My troop's ship was
a liberty ship named the Warren E. Black,
the voyage took fourteen days, and we
landed at Marseille, France. From there
we moved toward Germany. 1 finally be-
came a 90th Division member, L Compa-
ny, 359th Regiment, and became a sixty
millimeter gunner. The 90th Division at
this time was involved in quite a lot of
action from December into January 1945,
I must have had more lives than a cat
because of the many close calls I had. |
did not get to know too many of the men
with the company because our outfit was
busy moving forward since I joined them
and we did not have time for any tea
parties.

JAMES K. KELLOND

L .
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James K. Keliond

Since I was born, raised and educated in
Kentucky, I classify myself as a typical
“True Kentuckian.” I was born in a small
town, my first two years of school was in
a two-classroom school environment,
However, after that period, we moved to
Louisville, Kentucky, and I was there en-
rolled in a more sophisticated school sys-
tem. In high school I took the classical
courses and participated in the usual ac-
tivities. These included football, literary
association, sports editor of the school
periodical and year book, etc. After high
school I went directly to the University of
Kentucky. Although I did earn all of my
college expenses, I did participate in most
all of the social and intermural athletic
activities. In addition to my degree in
business and economics I received a
commission in the Infantry.

After Pearl Harbor, I was called to ac-
tive duty and was eventually sent to M
Company, 359th Infantry, 90th Division.
After tralning, I went to England, thence
to Normandy on D-Day morning as S-1,
3rd Battalion. After almost two months of
combat | was seriously wounded, sent to
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England and after partial recovery, back
to the United States.

My head and chest required many op-
erations over a two-year period. Later |
was able to return to a business career
and eventually designed and directed a
complex computer system for a large bank
from which I am retired as vice president
of operations. My wife, Dean, and I are
enjoying a daughter, a son, a daughter-
in-law and a granddaughter.

H.R. KENYON

My combat experience was with the 357th
Infantry Regiment and I was with Can-
non Company. After landing in Normandy,
our first objective was to capture the towns
of Amfreville, Goubersville and Orglands.
The regiment was to cross the Meredret
River. The battle was very fierce and both
of these Norman towns fell on June 14
and 15.

The casualties in the company so far
were light, but our executive officer, Lt.
Killough, was killed and Sgt. Turner was
hit with shrapnel. The first platoon was
nearly trapped by enemy action, but
managed to escape.

The company then took up a defensive
position at Portbail and Consville, and
Cannon Company supported the regiment
by firing many rounds at enemy posi-
tions. We kept the enemy from breaking
through as they were attempting to relieve
Cherbourgh.

The next heavy action took place at
Beau Coudray. We received small arms
fire and sustained casualties while man-
ning the guns. The Germans were fiercely
contesting every foot of ground. When we
were on the outskirts of Pérriers, we ex-
perienced counter battery fire for the first
time. I was in charge of the second section
and every man in my section was either
killed or wounded.

Pvt. Manfredi was killed and Cpl
Hueple, Cpl. Guadagnola and Pvt. Kan-
wischer were wounded. I, too, was
wounded and I saw Cpl. Hueple and Pvt.
Kanwischer in the aid station as they got
there before me. From there [ was sent to
the evacuation hospital, and then I was
sent back to England to a general hospi-
tal where I remained for about four
months.

I am proud that I was able to accom-
pany the 90th Division when they landed
in Normandy, and participated in the in-
vasion. At that time I had no idea that
we were making history. I will never forget
the men of the 90th Division and the
men that I was in combat with. Nothing
that I have done since can equal that
experience.

I want to dedicate this brief history of
Cannon Company, 357th Infantry Regi-
ment, that fought from Utah Beach to
Czechoslovakia, to Capt. Merritt N. War-
den and to Lt. Smedley and all the other
officers and men that I served with. Their
sacrifice will never be forgotten.

Richard W. Kerrigan

I was born January 26, 1919, in Massil-
lon, Ohio, one of eight children and son
of William and Eva Kerrigan. Two of my
brothers, Jack and Paul, also served in
World War II. I graduated from Washing-
ton High School (home of the Massillon
Tigers); Paul Brown was head coach at
that time.

My induction in the Army at Colum-
bus, Ohio, was November 30, 1942. I
went to basic training at Camp Van Dorn,
Mississippi. I participated in maneuvers
in Mississippi, Louisiana and Texas. I left
for overseas from Camp Maxey, Texas,
April 1944, 1 landed in Scotland and from
there went to England, six days after D-
Day as an infantry replacement.

1 was assigned to {ront lines June 186,
1944, B Company. The beachhead was
five miles deep. I took part in five major
battles; Normandy, Northern France,
Rhineland, Ardennes and Central Europe.
I was wounded July 1944, later received
the Purple Heart, then returned to ac-
tion. While crossing the Moselle River our
battalion commander, Lt. Col. Pond, was
fatally wounded. At St. Leonard our com-
pany commanding officer, Capt. Hutch-
inson, was killed. [ was in Czechoslova-
kia when the war ended. Post-war [ was
assigned as an interpreter at Vilseck.

I returned to the United States Octo-
ber 31, 1945. I married Theresa Collins
in June 1946. We have one son, Thomas,
who served in Germany 1968-1969. He is
married to Judy Poole Kerrigan and we
have three lovely grandchildren.

I retired from Eaton Corp. (a machine
operator) April 1, 1982, with 30 years
service after working a total of 42 years.
We presently live in Canton, Ohio. We
enjoy retirement and travel. Best wishes
to all in the 90th Division.

MATT KESELEY

I was born March 23, 1919, at Stevenson
Location, Hibbing, Minnesota. I attended
school in Hibbing, School District 701,
the most beautiful school in the world. 1
worked for two years in the iron mines
and forty years for the school as head
superintendent and head custodian.

I was drafted March 28, 1942, induct-
ed at Fort Snelling, Minnesota, and dis-

charged October 30, 1945, Camp McCoy,
Wisconsin. I came home with the 10th
Armored. [ was shipped to Camp Barkeley,
Texas, 90th Division, A Company, 315th
Medical Battalion. I was wounded Janu-
ary 12, 1945, and hospitalized in En-
gland until April 5, 1945, I feel fairly well
now after nine years of retirement.

Matt Keseley

1 want to mention my T.O. buddies
that have passed away. Sgt. Bill Heino,
Headquarters Company, 315th Engineers;
Sgt. Robert Matteson, A Company, 359th
Infantry (from Stevenson); and also Pfc.
Dommic Provinzino, Nashwauk, Minne-
sota. He was in my squad and with me
when [ was wounded. When our barge
landed, Utah Beach, France, the medics
were in back of the barge. We were in
water to our chins, and had to inflate
rubber tubes to hold us up and save
medical supplies— the tide came in. Mov-
ing up front in medic jeep, we stopped at
a road block, and gave the password. We
thought they were Americans, but later
we found out they were Germans in
American uniforms. All hell broke out!
Pfc. H. Jugalwaski, a buddy next to me,
was wounded in leg. My worst experi-
ence: wounded at Battle of the Bulge.

To all 90th Division buddies— good
luck, and let the Lord keep you well. Say
a prayer for your buddies that are left
over there. (ETO)

WILLIAM J. KIMMEL

K

William J. Kimmel

I was born May 25, 1924, in Pine Grove,
Pennsylvania. I graduated from high
school in 1942 and was drafted into ser-
vice in May 1943.
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I went overseas to England, then to
France and got into the machine gun
section of M Company, 357 Regiment,
about ten days before the breakout of
Normandy. I remember fighting in the
Hedge Rows, the Falaise Gap and the
rush across France. Our section did a lot
of motorized patrolling ahead of the bat-
talion during August and had many a
close call. We ran into an “88" on Sep-
tember 7 and lost quite a few of our men.
I was wounded at this time and spent the
next six weeks in a hospital.

I came back in the middle of October
and we were attacking outside of Metz,
France. We were later relieved and got a
few days break, after which we crossed
the Moselle River at Konigsmacken. It
was rough going for all three regiments
for awhile until we got help from our
armor. | remember Sgt. Mudd and myself
talking an officer and his men out of a
Maginot Line Fort.

I am Pennsylvania Dutch and had
taken German language in school. It
came in handy. I was wounded a second
time on November 27, 1944, and spent
the next sixteen months in hospitals. I
was discharged in March 1946. I am
married with two children and six grand-
children.

HARRY MILLER KING

Harry Miller King

Harry King was born in Waucoma, lowa, in
1917. He was inducted into service in
March 1942 at Fort Snelling, Minnesota.
He trained at Camp Barkeley, Texas. Har-
ry crossed the ocean on the Dominion
Monarch in March 1944. He served as a
medic during the war in Normandy, North-
ern France, Rhineland, Ardennes, and
Central Europe, as a private first class.
Harry received the Good Conduct Medal,
Bronze Service Award and Bronze Star.

He was discharged in October 1945
from Camp McCoy, Wisconsin. He re-en-
tered service in the Korean War from No-
vember 1950-August 1951 as a corporal.
Harry returned to Wyndmere, North Da-
kota, to farm and work at Melroe-Clark
Equipment. He married Gloria Kuemper
and had five children and eleven grand-
children.

Harry retired in 1980 and moved into
Wyndmere and resides at 518 5th St.,
Wyndmere, North Dakota, 58081.
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PERCIVAL R. KING

Percival R. King

I entered the Army at Camp Croft, Geor-
gia, in 1944. I trained at Camp Wheeler,
Georgia, and shipped out in December
1944 aboard the Isle de France. I re-
member a lot of the men were seasick. I
soon learned that if I ate only dry crack-
ers, I wouldn't be sick. We were trans-
ferred to landing barges to cross the En-
glish Channel to Lattavre. From there we
went by rail in boxcars, then by truck to
the front.

I entered as a private, of course, and
did get a battlefield commission so I was
a sergeant at the end of the war. I re-
ceived a Silver Star, a Combat Infantry
Badge, and a Good Conduct Medal. The
Silver Star was for action near Mainz,
Germany, where we were pinned down by
small arms and machine gun fire. My
squad and I were able to circle around
the building and take 13 of the 14 Ger-
mans prisoners.

When the war ended we were in
Czechoslovakia. There we issued supplies
to the Germans until the Russians took
over that area. We went then to Amberg,
Germany, where we were to train for the
war in the South Pacific. The war there
was over before we were ready, thankful-
ly! We worked with the Displaced Persons
Camp at Amberg, processing Polish peo-
ple to go home.

If I remember correctly the division
was disbanded at that time. I was trans-
ferred first to a headquarters company,
then to an infantry company. | was slated
to go to England in an NCO swap and
didn’t want to, so I reenlisted, asking for
duty in Alaska. I was sent to a supply
base on Shemya, later to Fort Monmouth,
New Jersey. I was discharged from there
on December 10, 1947.

I returned first to Bryson City, North
Carolina, but the next year came to For-
estville, Maryland, to work on a dairy
farm. In 1950 we moved to western
Maryland and were able to buy a farm of
my own. My first wife and I raised one
son, David. She passed away in 1976.

Over the years I operated a dairy farm
and worked a town job, too, mostly as a
welder at Fairchild Aircraft in nearby
Hagerstown, Maryland. I retired from the
town job in 1984, and from the dairying,
too. I remarried in 1978 and we live on a
small (45 acres) farm where 1 keep 15
beef cows and operate a 400-head feeder

hog barn. I am looking forward to the
book in the hope that we can find some of
you and visit.

Burton Kirtley Jr.

Burton Kirtley Jr. entered the service in
March 1942 at Camp Wolters, Texas, and
was assigned to Camp Barkeley, Texas,
where the newly reactivated 90th Division
was being trained. He joined M Company
of the 359th Regiment, which had as its
motto “Carry On,” and which came to be
known as the “Spearhead Regiment.” He
was separated from the service on June
14, 1945. He died on May 8, 1990 (V-E
Day), in Graham, Texas.

Staff Sgt. Kirtley landed on Utah Beach
on D-Day. He participated in the initial
attack on Hill 122 and helped hold it
against the SS men and paratroopers un-
til the 358th came to their assistance. He
stayed with his regiment until the night
they crossed the Rhine River.

Kirtley was wounded twice, but was
hospitalized only once, on November 29,
1944. Thus he received only one Purple
Heart, as well as two Bronze Stars and
the EAME Campaign Medal with 5 Bronze
Stars. Of all his decorations, he was
proudest of his Combat Infantry Badge.

On August 5, 1946, Burton Kirtley
married Margie Mason in Paris, Texas.
She survives him.

Though he belonged to many organi-
zations, the ones most significant to him
were the 90th Division Association, Vet-
erans of the Battle of the Bulge, Ameri-
can Legion, Disabled American Veterans
(Life Member), and the National Associa-
tion of Postmasters of the United States.

Kirtley was born on January 23, 1921,
in Graham, Texas, and lived out his life
there. After World War II he entered the oil
drilling business and in 1959 he was ap-
pointed postmaster of Graham. He retired
from that position in 1982. Margie Kirtley

GERALD KISHMAN

On February 6, 1945, at 4 a.m. Company
B, 359th Infantry Regiment, started mov-
ing to the Siegfried Line, I was crawling
along a ditch. It just started to break
daylight. I looked to my left to see who
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was crawling beside me. To my surprise,
it was a German soldier with his rifle. He
must have been asleep at his guard post.

I captured him and turned him over to
our squad leader, Sgt. George Miller from
Waconia, Minnesota. Sgt. Miller spoke
fluent German. He questioned him and
found out his commanding officer's name.

When we got to the first pillbox, Sgt.
Miller called to the Germans inside and
told them he was the German officer and
for them to surrender because the Amer-
icans were going to blow it up. They all
came out with their hands up.

fCisumwed

Gerald Kishman and fellow Legioneers on
Memorial Day

Gerald Kishman (left) and Walter Kowaleski with
an ex-German soldier “our cook” in the middle.
We were guarding poison gas stored in forest
by Germany

Sgt. Miller was a real soldier. He helped
me survive and many more soldiers, too.

I was wounded a few days later, was
treated at an Army hospital, and a short
time later [ was back on the front line.

I now live back in Michigan. | am Ser-
geant at Arms, and a past commander at
American Legion Post #376, Marne,
Michigan.

GENE KLEINDL

On Tuesday, July 18, 1944, before “Seves
Island Attack,” regiment medics used a
farm for an aid station. Tim McCoy and I
were put on guard duty, according to my

diary. Using the German Burb Gun, we
decided to fire it for effect.

Gene Kleindl

It was a familiar sound as the Ger-
mans used it often. Believing there were
Germans in the area, search squads were
sent out. Fortunately we were not located!
Later we mentioned the incident to the
medics. This did leave a “mystery” for
Regiment Headquarters and others. We
hit Normandy D-Day+2. I was wounded
once, but stayed with the medics until
the end of the war. My brother, CIiff, was
in C Company.

LAWRENCE EDWARD
KLUTTS

Lawrence Edward Klutts

Lawrence served his country during World
War Il with the 344th Service Battery
unit of the 90th Division, Texas-Oklaho-
ma Regiment. He was drafted into the
Army while he lived in LaCenter, Ken-
tucky, Ballard County. He acquired his
skill as an auto mechanic from his father
who jointly owned a garage in Paducah,
Kentucky, McCrackin County.

After his discharge from the Army he
worked ten years at Twelfth Street Ga-
rage in Paducah. He worked fifteen years
in the service department for Caskey
Pontiac Company in Paducah.

In 1970 he went to work at Illinois
Central Gulf Railroad as a machinest. In
1984 he took his retirement from the
railroad after suffering his first heart at-
tack. He worked part time after retire-
ment as a substitute teacher in auto me-
chanics at West Kentucky State Voca-
tional School.

Lawrence and Mary Alice Gordon were
married in 1955. They raised a foster

daughter who gave them five grandchil-
dren: Vanessa, Phyllis, Rachael, Joshua,
and Jacob Snow. Lawrence's greatest joy
in his life was his work— working on cars.
His greatest thrill was getting to at-
tend the reunions with his buddies after
forty years. He accepted Christ as Savior
and was a member of Trinity Baptist
Church in Paducah, Kentucky. After suf-
fering two heart attacks and a light stroke,

he passed away on June 30, 1989.
— Mary Alice Klutts, widow

OTTWIN L. KNEUPPER

Ottwin Kneupper
At left he Is holding a war souvenir ata
captured German hospital in 1945

I was born in January 1911 in Bexar
County, Texas. I was a farm boy in Con-
verse, Tex. | am the son of Otto and Tere-
sa Kneupper, both of New Braunfels, Tex.

I attended a one-room school in Con-
verse through the 8th grade. At 16 I be-
came a carpenter and worked in the con-
struction field in San Antonio. I also
worked as a farmer and rancher.

I was drafted at age 37 and was in-
ducted into the Army at old Dodd Field at
Fort Sam Houston, Texas. I joined the
90th Infantry Division for basic training
at Camp Barkeley, Texas. I stayed with
the 90th Division from basic training
through the end of the war.

This included participating in the Nor-
mandy invasion, the Falaise Gap, the
Siege of Metz, the Battle of the Bulge and
the occupation of Czechoslovakia. I served
with the 90th Division in the Army of
Occupation in Germany. I mustered out
of the Army at Camp Chaffee, Arkansas,
in 19486.

I married the former Doris Uecker of
San Antonio in 1946 and we've been mar-
ried 42 years inJune. Our children include
a son, Ottwin Jr., and a daughter, Diana.
Currently [ amretired, but still raise cattle
on my Wilson County, Texas, farm.

GEORGE REH KOUBA

(1920-1986)
George Reh Kouba was inducted into the
Army while living in Hazel Park, Michi-
gan, on October 21, 1942. He served
proudly until discharged on November
14, 1945. A member of Company D, 359th
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Infantry, his specialty was heavy mortar.
He participated in the invasion of Nor-
mandy, France, on D-Day and travelled
through Northern France, Ardennes,
Rhineland, and Central Europe. Writing
home, he would say, “I guess 1 am zigging
and zagging in the proper sequences.”

George Kouba (left) on top of sandpile at the
Koolinwerke and at right with Frank Carioto (left)

George was very fond of his Army bud-
dies and would sometimes relate an expe-
rience shared during World War II. A few of
these tales come to mind: How about that
place with the fork in the road? While re-
connoitering with a group of soldiers during
a period of radio surveillance, a few of the
men returned to camp. Later they contact-
ed the companions who continued to ad-
vance. They had to be careful about what
they said, so when asked their location the
reply was, “We took the fork in the road
where the dead pig lay.”

Another time George and company
came upon an abandoned French village.
While searching the houses they discov-
ered a wine cellar. This was just was the
doctor ordered to a thirsty G.I. Wine in
straw baskets; some tumbling onto stairs
as the crew toted them out. Along came
a commanding officer. Drawing a large
circle on the ground around the soldiers,
he proclaimed, “Any man who cannot
make it out of this circle in one half hour
will be court martialed!” George made it
out...just barely.

And who recalls that young soldier who
seemed to be a walking supply shop?
Need cigarettes or stationary? A frying
pan? George was amazed at what this
guy managed to keep on hand.

Along with Henry Kalisek and Harry
W. Harvey, George was assigned to occu-
pational duty after the war in Hirschau,
Germany. A favorite pastime there was
arguing the merits of German vs. Ameri-
can soldiers with the locals.

George retired as assistant postmaster
from the Hazel Park Post Office in 1975.

This article is respectfully submitted by
his wife, son and daughter.

EDWARD J. KOWAL

Edward J. Kowal was born on June 15,
1917, in Coventry, Rhode Island, and died
on June 5, 1988, in Pinella Park, Florida.

His father was John Kowal and his

mother's name was Gertrude. He had
seven brothers and three sisters. His
schooling was in the Coventry Grammar
School.

Edward J. Kowal

From school he went into a CCC Camp
in western Massachusetts. He went into
the service on October 13, 1942, and was
discharged on October 19, 1945. On Oc-
tober 18 he married me, Lois Koehler
Kowal, which lasted for forty years. Of
that marriage came a daughter, now thir-
ty-seven, and a son, now forty, who is a
father of a boy and girl. He was blessed
and we were blessed for having him for a
husband, father and grandfather.

In 1979 he retired his job as foreman
of the finishing room at Amerbelle Cor-
poration. We moved to Florida where he
spent nine years in the sun he loved.

After retirement we got to make the
reunions. The camaraderie of the reunions
was so great it was almost unbelievable
and very sad at closing. Those that haven't
been should make the attempt.

I can't write the part you really want
but I've given you bits and pieces of the
rest of his life. If he had it to write, he
would probably just put his birth and
90th Division, 344th Headquarters, and
that's all! But he'd still want to be with
them. It was part of his life until his
death. Lois M. Kowal

WILLIAM L. KRAPER

William L. Kraper

I was born in Massac County, Illinois, on
April 19, 1915, to William and Lou Krap-
er. The youngest of four boys, I graduat-
ed from elementary school. I completed
only two years of high school, then went
to work as a truck driver for the next ten

years. In October 1939, I met and mar-
ried Leota Hanle of Karnak, Illinois.

In September 1943 I was inducted into
the Army, 63rd Infantry Division, at Van
Dorn, Mississippi. After thirteen weeks of
basic, I was sent to Fort Dix, New Jersey,
to join the 90th Infantry Division, C Com-
pany, 315th Combat Engineers. After two
months I boarded the SS John Ericsson
along with 5,000 90th troops and sailed
to England where we were processed for
the invasion of France,

On June 8 we landed on Utah Beach
in Normandy, completing the tour through
France with the 315th Engineers. When
we entered Germany I was lucky enough
to get transferred to the 90th Division
Military Police for civilian control. After
the surrender of the German forces May
9, 1945, we were stationed in Weiden,
Germany, as Army of occupation until
November 1945 when I started the trip
back to the States.

In November 1945 I returned to Illinois
where my wife and I stayed for only a
short time. We then moved to Miami,
Florida, where I worked as a carpenter in
the marine industry and my wife pur-
sued an insurance career. We both re-
tired in January 1976 and moved to
Okeechobee, Florida, where we now live,

FRANK V. KULCZAK

Frank V. Kulczak

1 was born on January 28, 1925, in
Scottdale, Pennsylvania. I graduated from
Scottdale High School in 1942 and was
inducted into the service in March 1943,
After a year's training with the 8th Ar-
mored Division in Camp Polk, Louisiana,
I departed for Europe and arrived in
Glasgow, Scotland, on May 26, 1944. |
arrived in France on July 3, 1944, and
joined the 90th in the Normandy hedg-
erows on July 8, 1944, at Beau Coudray.
I remained with A Company, lst Battal-
ion, 357th Infantry Regiment, as a rifle-
man/scout throughout France and into
the Siegfried Line, until December 13,
1944. 1 earned three battle stars and the
Bronze Star.

After hospitalization in England from
December 1944 to March 1945 I was as-
signed to a General Hospital in Nancy,
France, where I met my wife-to-be. Fol-
lowing my discharge from the service in
January 1946, in Marseilles, France, |
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accepted Civil Service employment with
the Army and married my wife, Edith, in
October 1946. Our son Frank Jr. was
born in December 1947; our daughter
was born in December 1950— both Penn
State graduates.

Government service eventually took me
to Giessen, Germany, in January 1947
where I remained for 27 years until 1974.
All told, I spent 30 years overseas. I retired
from government service in 1974, returned
to the United States and established resi-
dence in Hanover, Pa. Edith died in 1975
from a terminal illness. I married Christine
in March 1977 and son Matthew was
born in August 1978. I am active in com-
munity affairs and enjoying retirement.
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Dane W. Lamont

I was born in Cleveland, Ohio, on March
9, 1925. I was inducted into the Army on
June 27, 1943, I joined up with the 90th
Division in France on June 12, 1944. [
was-in the 345th Field Artillery.

After the war I worked as a pipe-fitter
with Johnson Controls for forty years,
retiring in 1987. I have a wife, Betty, two
sons, one daughter and six grandchildren.

JOHN LANFRANKI, M.D.

John Lanfranki carrying the U.S. flag in a pa-
rade held at wars end while in Czechoslovakia.
The Czechs then celebrated their first May Day
Parade since the beginning of Nazi occupation.
Carrying the Czechoslovakian flag alongside
Lanfranki is the mayor of this town, who later
gave a welcoming speech.

I entered the United States Army service
on April 2, 1943, from Marseilles, Illinois,
to Scott Field, Illinois. I attended basic

training at Fort Francis E. Warren in
Cheyenne, Wyoming, and Army special-
ized training at lowa State College in
Ames, lowa. | also took advanced infan-
try training with the 97th Infantry Divi-
sion at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, and
Camp San Luis Obispo, California. I was
transferred as a replacement to 90th In-
fantry Division, L Company, 357th Infan-
try Regiment, in European Theatre of Op-
erations. The division joined the Third
U.S. Army in March across France and
into Germany. We were located in Czech-
oslovakia and entrucked on the way to
Prague, when we were pulled back and
the war ended.

I participated in these battles: Ar-
dennes, Rhineland and Central Europe.
My decorations were: two overseas ser-
vice ribbons, American Campaign Medal,
European-African-Middle Eastern Ribbon
with three Bronze Battle Stars, Good
Conduct Medal, World War II Victory
Medal, Purple Heart with Oak Leaf Clus-
ter, Bronze Star Medal, Expert Infantry
Badge, and Combat Infantry Badge. I went
from a private first class to a first ser-
geant.

I joined the U.S. Postal Service, re-
turned to college and attained a Doctor
of Medicine Degree at the University of
Ilinois.

ARNOLD J. LARSON

]

Arnold J. Larson

I was born on a farm near Everest, Kan-
sas, on February 9, 1920, the second son
of Lynn and Gertie Larson.

On April 1, 1942, I was inducted into
the U.S. Army at Fort Leavenworth, Kan-
sas. | was sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas,
and assigned to H Company, 359th In-
fantry, in the machine gun platoon. Later
that fall, I trained for jeep and truck
driver and was transferred to 2nd Bat-
talion, Headquarters Company, as jeep
driver for the antitank platoon. In March
1944 [ shipped out with the 90th from
New York, landing at Liverpool, England,
two weeks later.

On May 30 I loaded with the battalion
vehicles on a freighter and we joined the
invasion fleet in the English Channel. 1
came on shore at Utah Beach on June 8,
1944. 1 served with the same company
throughout the war. Shortly after V-J Day,
1 was transferred to A Company, 26th

Tank Battalion, 16th Armored, for rede-
ployment to the United States. I received
my discharge on October 23, 1945, at
Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri.

I returned to Kansas and started
farming that fall. I farmed for forty years,
retiring in 1985. I married Betty Ernst of
Atchison, Kansas. We have a son, Antho-
ny, and a daughter, Lisa, and both are
attending Baker University at Baldwin,
Kansas. We live at our farm near Everest,
Kansas.

DEWEY LARSON

Dewey Larson

I was born on March 15, 1922, in Vivian,
South Dakota. In 1930 I moved with my
family to Wood, South Dakota, where I
attended grade school and later graduat-
ed from Wood High School.

In December 1942 I was inducted into
the Army. [ was sent to Camp Barkeley,
Texas, to the 90th Division, A Company,
315th Combat Engineers. After basic
training, I was senl to Louisiana on ma-
neuvers, then later was sent to the desert
in California and Arizona on maneuvers.
In December 1943 I was sent to Fort Dix,
New Jersey, and in March 1944 was
shipped to England for more training. In
June 1944 1 helped in the invasion of
Normandy, France, and my company went
in on Utah Beach.

On June 15, 1944, I was wounded in
the battle to capture Bourbesville. I was
sent to England to the hospital to recu-
perate and after recuperating, was re-
turned to my company. Two days after
rejoining my company, a group of ten
men were detailed to remove a mine field
of one thousand mines and booby traps.
Three of us were defusing the mines and
the other seven were unloading the last
of the mines when they exploded, killing
all seven. There were just three of us left.
I'm sure the Good Lord was watching
over me.

After crossing the Siegfried Line, we
took Maiziéres-lés-Metz, the gateway o
Metz, France. We left there to make the
Moselle River Crossing, where we lost a
lot of men. I saved the lives of two men
while under heavy enemy fire, and was
awarded the Bronze Star for this. We then
moved on, making more river crossings
while under enemy fire. We went to Bas-
togne and fought the Battle of the Bulge.
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It was winter and heavy snow was on
the ground and temperatures were very
cold.

I was in Czechoslovakia when the war
ended on May 8, 1945. | was stationed
at Weiden, Germany, until I was sent to
the States to be discharged. I was dis-
charged on October 31, 1945, and re-
turned to my hometown of Wood, South
Dakota, where I farmed and ranched. In
November 1951 I bought a service sta-
tion, which I still own and operate. On
June 24, 1952, I married June Evans
and we are parents of five children; Dav-
id, Cheryl, Betty, Rosalie and Gary. We
now have six grandchildren. I still farm,
ranch, have the service station, and also
have a bulk delivery in Wood.

MARVIN O. LARSON

Marvin O. Larson

Marvin O. Larson, Thompson, Iowa. I en-
tered service September 1941 at Camp
Callan. 1 was discharged in February
1946. I served at Dutch Harbor, Aleutians,
206th A.A. Battery B, from January 8,
1942, to February 1944. The Japanese
bombed June 3 and 4, 1942,

1 would like to hear from Sgt. Bishop,
Ledvini, E. Pedersen, Willlam Lehman,
Dan Thorland, Red Foster, Red Grillin,
Lumpkins, Dean Twedt, E.P. Dixon, Per-
acca.

I married Margaret H. Myhr, June 30,
1944. 1 was sent to ETO in August 1944.
I joined the 90th Division, 3rd Army,
357th Infantry Regiment, K Company, at
Maiziéres-lés-Metz. Fred Lane and I, to-
gether since Camp Callan, were in the
same platoon. Lane was wounded October
26 and died November 2. On November
9, 1944, we crossed Moselle and I was
wounded November 10. I kept a German
machine gun quiet until a mortar round
knocked me out of action. I want to thank
the medics for saving me. I reached a
field hospital November 11 and spent 16
months in Army hospital.

Decorations received: APTC, Good
Conduct, Combat Infantry Badge, Purple
Heart, EAME 1 Bronze, WWII Victory,
ATCM, ADSM, Bronze Star Medal.

Margaret and I have two sons; Cpl
JohnR. Larson served in Vietnam, 1st Sgt.
Levi Larson served in invasion of Panama.
We have four grandchildren; Tristen, Ma-
linda, Bonnie, and James Larson.

ALFRED G. LASS

b
(L-R) John J. Day Jr., Alfred and Mildred Lass

I have some very vivid memories of the
war. One of the biggest is D-Day and the
landing. Those scenes [ will never forget.
Also the men I knew and fought with.

What a surprise on Sunday, October
1, 1989, when John J. Day and wife drove
up in front of our home. John and I had
not seen or heard from each other since
Army days. The few hours we spent to-
gether were far too short. He found my
name in the list in the newsletter.

When I got out, I went to work for REA
Express as a driver/agent. | retired at 62
on a disability with full pension...too many
falls on the ice delivering packages.

ANGELO LEONE

(L-R) John Harcoliek, Joe Barton and Angelo
Leone at Camp Barkeley, Texas

Angelo Leone — Falaise Gap

I was born in a steelworker's town in
Pennsylvania called Monessen. Its name
came from the Monongahela River that
was nearby. The rest of the name came
from Essen, Germany.

I was inducted into the Army on De-

w

cember 22, 1942, at Fort Mead, Mary-
land. From there, I was sent to Camp
Barkeley, Texas. While there, I put about
two years on maneuvers in California and
Louisiana, as well as on a training session
before going overseas to England. [ was
twenty-nine years old when drafted.

I was in on the invasion of Normandy
on D-Day with the 359th Infantry, Can-
non Company of the 90th Division; also,
when American Air Force bombarded a
twenty-square-mile area and made large
craters, and Gen. McNair was killed.
That's when we broke through the hedg-
erows and the Germans did not know
where the 90th Division was.

A bad experience that happened when
the Germans were retreating was when we
pulled into a field the Germans had vacated
because of the heavy bombarding we sent
theirway. It was a bad move made by Capt.
Max Wilson of the Cannon Company. The
Germans had this field zeroed in from the
alternative position that they had pulled
back to. Max Wilson never got over seeing
his two squads wiped out plus two ammu-
nition trucks going up in smoke when the
German artillery hit us.

Later, on another occasion, I was as-
signed to the 2nd Battalion Headquarters
as a security guard. I had to guard the
headquarters plus guide the tanks and
trucks on the move to the front lines. I was
later taken to a town in Germany called
Saarbracken. This town was under heavy
bombardment and the medics were hard
to find when needed. The Saar River was
there and across the river would be the
Sieglried Line. I had to go across the river,
through the Siegfried Line, and up and
under the railroad viaduct to a large
barnlike building which was the front lines.
I was led by a guide the first night. We
could only go at night because the Ger-
mans would shoot the steel cable out
during the daytime. I'was told that I would
be on my own after the first time. Little did
I know that I would be going to the front
lines for fifteen nights, bringing men and
supplies. It was so dark I could not see my
hands in front of me. I had to go by the
contour of the hillside beyond the railroad.

One night, I was given one hundred
prisoners lo take back to Saarbracken.
On the way back to the Saar River, a
German plane flew over us and dropped
flares, lighting the whole area like bright
daylight. I could not get back across the
river because the Germans had again
knocked out the steel cable that held the
skiff steady from bank to bank. The Ger-
man plane did not bomb us, thank God. |
was wounded in both thighs driving the
Germans back on February 24, 1944,

BOB LEVINE

I was wounded and captured in the battle
of Hill 122, A German surgeon ampultat-
ed my leg in a field hospital, but in an
incredibly humane gesture, left a note in
my pocket explaining what he had done
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and why. In 1981 I had the great good
fortune to meet Henri Levaufre of Periers.
Using the note, Henri worked diligently to
locate the doctor. Henri put me in touch
with a former German paratrooper, Heinz
Bonkowski, who had been captured by
the 358th on Hill 122. Heinz learned that
the surgeon was Edgar Woll, now dead,
but survived by his widow, Maria, and
their three children. In 1982 with the
Levaufres, my wife, Edith, and I journeyed
to Saarbrucken and stayed in the good
doctor's home.

Bob Levine

Since then, all his children have visit-
ed us in New Jersey. Indeed, his grand-
daughter, Cornelia, whom he never knew,
lived with us for a fabulous month. We
have become an extended family.

This trip back in time, meeting both
former foe and liberated friends, has
changed my life. Meeting Henri and his
fellow Normans and receiving their
heartfelt gratitude has given me enough
reason to accept my loss and so be able
to get on with my life. I have learned to
look at the world as groups of families, all
wanting to share those events which make
families so special, all of us together as
parents, children, grandchildren.

My eternal gratitude goes to Henri Le-
vaufre who made all this possible.

M. REX LEWIS

M. Rex Lewis

I was born in lola, Kansas, on June 4,
1917, and at the age of one we moved to
Ottawa, Kansas. I married Maxine Hay-
den on January 4, 1942, in Kansas City,
Missourl, and was inducted into the Army
at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, on April 4,
1942. [ was sent to Camp Barkeley where

the 90th Division was reactivated. My
entire career was spent with the 357th
Regiment, 2nd Battalion Medical Detach-
ment. I was promoted to staff sergeant in
Barkeley.

After crossing the Rhine my unit was
captured; however, a buddy and I escaped.
The rest were marched thirty-six hours
toward German lines before being liber-
ated by our tanks.

I received the Bronze Star with two
Oak Leaf Clusters, and a Purple Heart,
and was privileged to be chosen as one
of twenty-five enlisted men and twenty-
five officers to return to the United States
with the Eisenhower party for huge vic-
tory celebrations in Washington, D.C.,
New York, West Point and Kansas City.
Following the parade in Kansas City, we
were sent to Fort Leavenworth and dis-
charged on June 22, 1945. Two weeks
later, I went to work at the Ottawa Post
Office where I retired in 1972. I moved
to Fort Worth, Texas, and worked for my
brother, C. L. Hull, until retiring in 1985.

My wife died in 1971. We have two
sons who live in Kansas, one daughter
who lives in Southlake, Texas, near Fort
Worth, seven grandchildren, and six great-
grandchildren. I am still living in Fort
Worth.

ANTHON

LIBRERA

Anthony Librera
(Atleftwith buddies in Amberg, Germany; Librera
on back row, extreme right)

I had just turned nineteen when I joined
the 90th Division as a replacement on
Christmas Day of 1944. I was on a truck
going to Company B of the 359th Infantry
Regiment., They were in a holding posi-
tion on the Saar River in France. There
was very little action there but it was
soon to be changed.

A couple of days after New Years Day
we were told to “start packing, we are
heading for the Battle of the Bulge.” Our
mission was to get to Bastogne and cut
off the Germans who had pushed all the
way into Belgium.

From that day I sure earned my combat
infantry badge. In less than one week our
company was pulled out of the front lines
to regroup. We had suffered tremendous
casualties. I remember marching back to
the rear it seemed like we only had a
dozen men left in Company B. Three days

of R&R and we were back in the thick of
things.

After the Bulge, it was the Ziegfried
Line, then the 2nd Moselle River Crossing,
the Rhine Crossing, and finally into
Czechoslovakia, where the war ended on
May 7, 1945.

In just about five months, from De-
cember 1944 to May 1945, | earned three
Battle Stars and memories of which un-
fortunately I will never forget. How I sur-
vived God only knows. Foxhole buddies
and relationships were shortlived as many
of them were wounded and killed.

To those of us that are still alive, all we
can say is thank God and let us remem-
ber and salute our fallen comrades. God
bless them all.

WILLIAM A. LITTELL

William A. Littell

I was born October 22, 1915, at 1623
Sixth Avenue, Beaver Falls, Pennsylva-
nia, along with twin sisters, Emma Mae
Littell Elliott and Mary Elizabeth Littell
Gilliland, to mother Clara Robbins Littell
and father David Harrison Littell. I am
married to Betty Boyle and we have one
son, William D. Littell, and two daugh-
ters, Suzanne Littell Patsy and Carol Lit-
tell Sanders. Our grandchildren are Mis-
sy Sue Littell and Lindsey Littell, Emily
Patsy and Chad Sanders.

I worked in the Salt Mines at Merkers,
Germany; 100 million taken out of this
place. Great honor was to fire “81" for
Gen. George Patton in which he gave the
speech that if we stayed strong there
would be no more wars, about great sol-
diers and that it was a great honor to
command them. I saw lots of places I
probably never would have seen and met
people otherwise I would have never
known. Forty-eight years have gone by
and I still hear from a lot of my “buddies.”

Golf tip for today: When it storms on a
golf course, you take out your 2 iron; even
God can’t hit a 2 iron.

WARREN R. LLOYD

I am a native of the state of Virginia and
was educated through high school in the
public schools of Fairfax County, Virginia.

I was drafted into the U.S. Army on
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November 6, 1942, and assigned to Com-
pany B, 359 Infantry Regiment in December
1942. I served as a BAR gunner.

I participated in the D-Day landings
on June 6, 1944, at Utah Beach in Nor-
mandy, France.

Warren R. Lloyd

I was wounded in the left leg by shrap-
nel from a mortar burst on July 3, 1944,
near Pretrot, France, and was sent to a
U.S. Army hospital in England and re-
turned to the 90th Division in early Feb-
ruary 1945,

I was with the 90th on VE Day in
Czechoslovakia, and returned to Amberg,
Germany, for occupation duty during the
summer of 1945. I left Amberg in late
September for a long journey back to the
U.S. by way of Munich, Rheims, and Le-
Harve, France.

I was discharged from the U.S. Army
on December 9, 1945, at Fort Meade,
Maryland, and with 30 percent connected
disability.

I started employment with the U.S,
federal government in Washington, D.C.,
in January 1948 and served in the posi-
tions of accountant/auditor until retire-
ment in September 1970. During this time
I secured an accounting degree under the
G.1. bill.

I moved to the state of Florida in April
1976 and gained employment with the
State Deparitment of Revenue as a tax
auditor. I retired again in May 1987.

Currently I am employed as a school
crossing guard at a local elementary
school of two hours a day. I am also a
member of American Legion Post 19
Honor/Color Guard in Orlando, Florida. I
have three sons, one daughter and five
grandchildren.

ROBERT M. LOVE

My name is Robert M. Love and I served
with the 90th Division in World War II.

I'was born in the town of Swiss, Burnett
County, Wisconsin, on August 14, 1924,
to George and Noma Love. In 1932 we
moved to Douglas County, Wisconsin,
where I attended school prior to entering
the Army in December 1943.

I took my basic training at Camp
Blanding, Florida, and shipped overseas
from Camp Shanks, New Jersey, to
Southhampton, England. From there 1

went to Normandy on June 16, 1944. At
that time I joined the 90th Division.

&

I took part in the five major campaigns:
Normandy, Northern France, Ardennes,
Rhineland, and Central Europe. I was at
Falaise Gap, Bastogne Bulge, Metz and
Czechoslovakia. The decorations and ci-
tations that I received were: Combat In-
fantry Badge, Victory Medal, European,
African, Middle Eastern Theater Ribbon
with one Silver Star, three Overseas Ser-
vice Bars, Good Conduct Medal, Purple
Heart with two Oak Leaf Clusters. Having
acquired enough points for separation, I
left Germany in August 1945 and was
discharged on December 7, 1945,

My wife, Bette, and I were married in
1946 and have eight children, nineteen
grandchildren, and one great-grandchild.
I am now retired and living at Springbrook,
Wisconsin.

I am proud to have served in the 90th
Division and with the courageous men of
Company G, 357th Infantry Regiment.

Robert M. Love

ELVIR A. MAGNUSON

Elvir A. Magnuson

I was discharged from the Army in Novem-
ber 1945. I was severely wounded in action
with G Company, 357th Regiment of the
90th Division, June 20,1944. I arrived
home with a somewhat paralyzed left leg.

My father was a farmer. I took over the
farm in early 1946, but my leg gave me a
lot of problems, so I gave up farming.
Having only a eighth grade education and
knowing only labor, I went into construc-
tion work.

I married Ione in August 1951 and we
had one son, May 1953. He is now in
Orlando, Fleorida. In the late 1960s my

leg gave out. I tried to keep working, but
my back also gave out. | was on 10%
disability from the VA, and in the late
1960s it was increased to 30%. In the
early 1970s, not being able to get em-
ployment, the VA placed me on an un-
employable pension at $134.00 a month.

My wife had a very serious illness and
$134.00 a month did not pay her medical
expenses. A fellow veteran gave me a job
as a janitor in a hospital, but my leg and
back gave out again, so back to the VA
hospital in Omaha, Nebraska, again. |
next worked in a warehouse, the only job
I could get, got my leg and back in bad
shape, back to the VA hospital again. The
hospital would not treat my service-con-
nected leg, so I had to go to another
hospital clinic. I got my leg treated, the
VA ended up paying the bills. I was placed
on total disability Social Security. In 1975
I could not get the VA to raise my disability
percentage.

My wife, Ione, went to Her Eternal Rest
in October 1975. She lost a 14 year battle
with cancer.

In October 1979, when on my way to
Sioux Falls, South Dakota, for the 90th
Division Reunion, I had heard about a
widow in Luverne, Minnesota. I stopped
off to visit her and invited her to the 90th
Banquet on Saturday night and she ac-
cepted my invitation. I visited her
Thanksgiving, Christmas and many times
the next year. I made the 150 miles from
Nebraska in 3 hours and 10 minutes. We
were married September 1980 and went
on our honeymoon to the next 90th Re-
union at Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, in
October 1980 and we have attended ev-
ery reunion since then.

I wrote to mayors of cities where many
of my Army buddies of G Company, 357th,
entered the Army from and was able to
locate more than 60 of them. My wife and
I visited many of them and also visited
widows, sisters and brothers of those
killed in action and the next of kin of the
men that went to their Eternal Rest since
returning home from the war.

We have visited in more than 80 homes
of Army buddies and next of kin. We took
pictures of my Army buddies from my
company and sent pictures to other men
of my company. We have sent out more
than 3,200 pictures since 1981. My wile
and I made the 90th Division tour to
Europe in June 1984. My wife took more
than 800 pictures and I took 23 movie
films.

The last 2 years I have had appoint-
ments at the VA hospital clinic at Sioux
Falls, South Dakota, 3 to 6 months.
They're taking better care of me now.

The first week in August each year |
send out more than 50 letters to men of
G Company encouraging them to attend
the next reunion. We are still in contact
with many people of the 90th. We send
out more than 135 Christmas cards with
letters to people of the 90th each year. In
1989 five men went to their Eternal Rest
from G Company...our ranks are thin-
ning as the years go by.
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DOUGLAS D. MALM

I joined the 90th Division on November
11, 1942, at Camp Barkeley. I was as-
signed to the 358th Infantry Regiment,
2nd Battalion Medical Detachment.
Training included maneuvers in Louisi-
ana with G Company as an aid man, but
also was with Company E and F at vari-
ous times. I also was on desert maneu-
vers with H Company and became ac-
quainted with many in the rifle compa-
nies. My nickname was “Tiny."

On departure from Camp Kilmer I took
a jeep with the litter rack on. I drove this
jeep ashore late on June 8th. The litter
squad would transport the wounded to
our jeep for transport to the nearest med-
ical facility. Many times the weapons,
jeeps and other vehicles would go for-
ward if they knew a medic jeep had been
on that same road earlier thinking there
were no mines!

I saw many wounded and dying that I
had become friends with in the states at
places like Hill 122, Falaise Gap area,
Metz, Saar Valley and Dillengen! At Hill
122, Headquarters Platoon, G Company,
was wiped out by artillery into a build-
ing— Capt. Wagner, 1st Sgt. Sheery and
many others!

Near LeMans, F Company first ser-
geant and many others from H.Q. Pla-
toon were fatalities as the result of a
head-on collision with a German jeep that
had been captured and another jeep.
Seven people were killed in this tragic
accident.

At Dillengen, the Bulge became impor-
tant. We withdrew to a position in late
December while holding for orders to go
to Bastonge area. The article I have in-
cluded about the LUCKY FIVE was writ-
ten here by George Wade.

We were committed in the Bulge area
and in Nederwompach or Oberwompach
on January 18 or 19. In the village heavy
artillery came in. Many of us sought
shelter in a barn with a slate roof and a
small amount of hay in the loft. A shell
came through to the ground floor and
Wade, Scanio, Sharp and Wisnerske,
along with several infantry men, were
obliterated! On February 5, 1945, I left
the outfit for temporary duty to the
States— 30 days to get home, 30 days at
home, and 30 days to return. I arrived
home March 12, received a 15-day ex-
tension and headed back April 28 to
Camp Shanks to head back overseas. The
war in Europe was ended and I was dis-
charged in October 1945...the Lucky One
of the Lucky Five!

Currently I am married with six chil-
dren and seven grandchildren. I retired
after 31 years with a scrapyard in 1986
and have enjoyed many reunions with
the great men of the 90th.

I have been an active member of the
American Legion and my wife and I are
currently serving as the Third Division
president and commander for the De-
partment of Illinois.

Dempsey Malone

I was born on June 7, 1921, and lived on
a farm near Okolona, Arkansas. During
the Depression years, President Roosevelt
created the Civilian Conservation Corps
to provide jobs for young men 17 years
and older, and I signed on for one year. I
spent one year in Arkansas and Idaho,
building roads and fighting forest fires.

In March 1942 I was inducted into the
Army at Camp Robinson, Arkansas, and
sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas, and placed
in the 60mm mortar section of the 358th
Infantry, 90th Division. I was given about
two years combat training in Texas, Lou-
isiana, and the California Desert.

In March 1944 I sailed with the 90th
Division for England. I served with the
3568th Infantry in France, Germany, Bel-
gium, Luxembourg and Czechoslovakia.

In February 1945 I was wounded near
Prum, Germany, and spent about two
months in the hospital. After recovering
from a shrapnel wound in my left leg, 1
was returned to combat duty at Frank-
furt, Germany. I was given a 45-day leave
back to the United States shortly after
the 358th entered Czechoslovakia.

I was discharged in October 1945 and
worked for 37 years for Hotpoint General
Electric Company in Chicago, Illinois.

I retired in 1983 and now live in Stick-
ney, Illinois, with my wife, Ruby, of 47
years. We have one son, Cary, who was
born October 20, 1950, and is an ac-
countant.

MORRIS D. MARCUS, M.D.

—
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Morris D. Marcus, M.D.

I was born in St. Louis, Missouri, on May
6, 1910, received my MD degree in 1934

and practiced and taught dermatology in
St. Louis. I married Margaret Blumenthal
in 1947. She died in 1969 leaving Joe and
Terese. Dr. Joe is a pathologist married to
Margaret Olsen, a virologist, and are
blessed with little Anna. Terese is married
to Dr. Mark Edelstein, an oncologist, and
are proud parents of Matthew and Katie,

I entered the Army in August 1942 and
served with the XI Corps Headquarters
and the 71st Division. I joined the 90th
Division at Fort Dix in January 1944 and
battalion surgeon, 1lst Battalion, 359th
Regiment. In England we heard the pep
talks of Generals Bradley, Patton, Collins,
and Barton. We were happy to hear Bra-
dley’'s calm, reassuring talk (“There will be
many fewer casualties than predicted”;
“You'll walk up the tree-lined road to
Cherbourg with great military support,”
etc.), especially after hearing Patton’s great
tough gory-fighting speech. At the height
ofhis profanity I heard our chaplainshout,
“At ease General Patton, at easel”

On D-Day we landed on Utah Beach. ]
saw General Teddy Roosevelt calmly
walking the beach steadying the troops
in his gravelly voice.

On June 10 artillery fragments shat-
tered my left hand. Thanks to the great
Doctors J. Barret Brown and Walter
Graham at Valley Ford General Hospital,
the hand was repaired. I was discharged
March 1946 to resume practice and
teaching, retiring in 1988 as clinical pro-
fessor medicine (dermatology), Washing-
ton University Medical School.

JOSEPH T. MARGAGNONI

Joseph T. Margagnoni

I was born, raised and schooled in Hart-
ford, Connecticut. Shortly after graduat-
ing high school I was inducted into the
Army at Fort Devens in Massachusetts.
My infantry training was at Camp Bland-
ing in Florida, then to Fort Mead, and
then to Camp Shanks.

As a replacement, I joined F Company
of the 358th Regiment in the 90th Divi-
sion, serving as a “BAR™ man and “com-
pany runner,” from France to Czechoslo-
vakia. I have always felt I served with the
best company in the ETO; a compliment
to the officers and enlisted men alike.

Among my awards are the Bronze Star,
four Major Battle Stars, and the Purple
Heart.
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I was honorably discharged in 1946,
returned to Hartford, Connecticut, and
started working with the Metropolitan
District Commission, and retired in 1985
as their safety and training coordinator.

My wife, Fran, myself and our six chil-
dren have lived in Windsor Locks, Con-
necticut, since 1956.

RALPH H. MARTIRE

.

\

Ralph Martire was born in Bridgeport,
Connecticut, on February 2, 1924.Dur-
ing World War II he trained at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, with Headquarters
Company, 358th of the 90th Infantry Di-
vision before going overseas. They took
part in the D-Day Invasion; landing on
Utah Beach, continuing on to Cherbourg,
Battle of the Bulge and the taking of the
City of Verdun. He was awarded the Good
Conduct medal, Bronze Star, Purple
Heart, French Croix de Duerre, Verdun
Medal (by the French government), Com-
bat Infantry badge, D-Day Landing med-
al, American Campaign, German Occu-
pation and the WWII Victory medal.

After being discharged in October 1945
he was employed as a missile technician
by Lycoming of Stratford. He was also
with Undewood Elliot Fisher Corporation
and Vitramon Corporation.

He attended McAllister College of Em-
balming in New York City, passing the
Connecticut State Board Examination in
1962. He is now associated with the A.L.
Green and Sons Funeral Home in
Bridgeport, Connecticut, as a mortician.

Ralph is past president of Holy Name
Society of Holy Name of Jesus Parish, and
served as treasurer and secretary of the
Holy Name Bowling League. He is on a
committee of the Foreman's Industrial
Forum of the YMCA, and served as boxing
instructor with the Stratford P.A.L.

He has four children. One daughter is
married, one daughter is a dancer, one
daughter is a singer, and his son, Ralph,
Is an attorney. He also has four grand-
children. — Donna Martire, daughter

Ralph H. Martire

ROBERT KELLEY MASSIE

I was born May 10, 1919, in Bluefield,
West Virginia. I was inducted into the
Army of the United States on March 23,

1942, at Fort Thomas, Kentucky. I was
shipped out to Camp Shelby, Mississippi,
and assigned to the 773rd Tank Destroy-
er Battalion, Headquarters Company,
90th Division, and promoted to the rank
of sergeant.

Robert Kelley Massle

I was transferred to Desert Training
Center, Camp Indio, California, under the
command of Gen. George Patton. I at-
tended Tank Destroyer School, Fort Hood,
Texas, and later transferred to Camp At-
terbury, Indiana. My unit was shipped
overseas from Camp Shanks, New York,
January 29, 1944, on the British Acqua-
tania Transport, landing at Gourock,
Scotland, February 6, 1944. 1 was sta-
tioned at Stow-on-Wold, England, and did
invasion training at the seaports of
Bournemouth and Plymouth, England. On
August 1, 1944, Warrant Officer Ward C.
Johnson and myself were in London, En-
gland, to make arrangements for space
on boats for heavy armored equipment
when the enemy dropped a V-2 rocket.
Fellows and army nurses in my battalion
helped me endure my injuries and con-
cussion. I did not receive hospitalization
but landed in Normandy on Omaha and
Utah Beach, on August 6 (D-Day-plus-
60). My unit was in combat within fifteen
minutes for 259 continuous days.

I was In the Battle of Falaise Gap,
Battle of the Bulge, and helped crack the
Siegfried Line two times, receiving a total
of seven Battle Stars. I received the Med-
al of the Purple Heart and two Presidential
Unit Citations. I also received recognition
from France, the Croix de Guiere Medal
of France and La Ville De Metz A. Ses
Liberateurs, November 19, 1944,

The war ended May 8, 1945. The 773rd
Tank Destroyer Battalion was in Pillisen,
near Prague, Czechoslovakia. We were
moved to Tirchenruth, Bavaria, and bil-
leted in a hotel. In the dining room hung
a beautiful picture of the USS America. All
the soldiers expressed their desire to re-
turn home on this beautiful ship. On
October 16, 1945, most all of the men did
sail on the USS Americqa, including my-
self. | was separated from the military at
Fort George G. Meade, Maryland, on Oc-
tober 27, 1945.

The following month of November, I
entered employment with the U.S. Postal
Service, Bluefield, West Virginia, and re-
tired February 1980 as supervisor of
Mails. I live in Bluefield, with wife Thelma
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Kathryn. We have a son, Robert Kelley
Jr., a local pharmacist, and have one

grandson, Ryan Kelley.

CLIFFORD R. MAY

Clifford R. May

I was born in Nowata County, Oklahoma,
on December 12, 1915. I lived there untll
I was inducted into the Army and went
to Fort Sill, Oklahoma, on March 19,
1942. From there, I was shipped to Camp
Barkeley, Texas, and was assigned to B
Battery, 344th Field Artillery, 90th Divi-
sion. We went to Europe during the war,

When the war was over, 1 was dis-
charged on October 20, 1944, and | came
home to my wife, Martha, and daughter,
Martha Anne. I bought a ranch near Och-
elata, Oklahoma, and ran a cow-calf op-
eration. I also continued my rodeo career
of calf roping, steer roping and training
horses. I also raise a number of quarter
horses. I have been a volunteer fireman
for twenty-six years and still make fire
runs in the daytime or when needed. [ am
now retired and enjoy what I want to do.

SAMUEL E. McCANN

Samuel E. McCann

I was born on September 29, 1918, in
Parsons, Kansas. [ graduated from UCLA
in June 1941 and was immediately or-
dered to one year active duty at Camp
Roberts, California, as second lieutenant,
Infantry Reserve. Following Pearl Harbor,
I was placed on extended active duty and
retired 34 years later on July 1, 1976, as
a colonel.

I was ordered to Camp Barkeley, Tex-
as, in February 1942 and assigned to
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Company H, 359th Infantry Regiment,
90th Infantry Division, and remained in
that unit until the war ended. I married
Ruth Ann Weyrick in the Regimental
Chapel on April 10, 1943.

I went back to Europe in 1946 to 1st
Battalion, 26th Infantry Regiment, 1st
Infantry Division, to provide security for
War Crimes Trials for the “Big 21" in
Nuremburg, Germany.

Following the Advanced Infantry
School, I was ordered to Korea to 1st
Battalion, 14th Infantry Regiment, and
then to Asst. G-3, 25th Division (Hanging
Sam Williams, commanding) 1952-1953.

I went back to Fort Benning (infantry
school) as chief, Small Arms Committee,
Weapons Dept. for four years and then
back to Europe in 1958 to 8th Infantry
Division as G-1 (personnel) and the Eu-
ropean Airborne Task Force. Following
Command and General Staff College, 1
was assigned to the Pentagon for four
years: two as executive to chief of infor-
mation, DA, and two as the executive for
deputy chief of staff, personnel, DA.

I was assigned to the deputy chief,
JUSMAG-Thailand, Bangkok for two years
and then to Combat Development Com-
mand at Ft. Leavenworth, Kansas. I was
assigned as senior U.S. Army advisor to
6th ROKA Corps, Korea 1969-1970. Next
to Ft. Shafter, Hawaii, as area commander
until reassigned to Presedio, San Fran-
cisco, in September 1973 as president,
U.S. Army Physical Evaluation Board. I
retired on July 1, 1975, in Honolulu,
Hawaii.

Our youngest daughter graduated from
the University of Hawaii and moved to
the mainland for a master’s degree so we
moved back to Leavenworth, Kansas,
where I spent seven years as the court
services and probation officer for the city/
county of Leavenworth, Kansas. We final-
ly had enough snow and moved to our
present location in Florida in June 1985,

RALPH L. McCLURD

Ralph L. McClurd

I was born in Elizabethton, Tennessee, on
April23, 1924. I was one of seven children,
son of Elbert and Maggie McClurd.

I was in the U.S. Army from March 6,
1943, to October 14, 1945. | was a com-
munication sergeant in the 357th Infan-
try, 90th Division.

I attended Milligan College in Milligan,
Tennnessee. I started working at the Du-
Pont Company in New Jersey in 1948
and retired from the Dupont Company
June 1, 1982.

I married Norma Jean Light in New
Jersey, April 23, 1949. We have one
daughter, Donna Jean, who was born in
1959. I owned McClurd Pontiac in Penns
Grove, New Jersey, from 1961 to 1986. We
have lived in Pennsville, N.J., since 1954.

WILLIAM M.
McCONAHEY, M.D.
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Willlam M. McConahey, M.D.
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I was born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania,
on May 7, 1916, and in 1925 moved with
my family to Sharon, Pennsylvania, where
I lived until I left to attend Washington
and Jefferson College. After graduation
from Harvard Medical School, I interned
at the Philadelphia General Hospital in
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and then en-
tered the Medical Corps of the United
States Army in 1943,

After six weeks training at the Medical
Field Service School in Carlisle, Pennsyl-
vania, [ was assigned as battalion surgeon
to the 66th Infantry Regiment of the 71st
Light Division stationed in Camp Carson,
Colorado. In early February 1944 I was
transferred to the 90th Division, which
was then at Fort Dix preparing for embar-
kation, and became assistant battalion
surgeon of the 3rd Battalion of the 357th
Infantry Regiment. I landed with the 357th
at Utah Beach on D-Day-plus-2. About
ten days later, I became the battalion
surgeon of the 2nd Battalion of the 357th
and served in that capacity until mid-
October, when I became the battalion sur-
geon of the 344th Field Artillery.

After the war, I began a three-year
Fellowship in Internal Medicine at the
Mayo Clinic and in July 1949 joined the
staff as a Consultant in the Division of
Internal Medicine and Endocrinology. I
spent the next 36 1/2 years as a con-
sultant at the Mayo Clinic and retired at
the end of December 1985. During that
time, I became Professor of Medicine first
in the Mayo Graduate School of the Uni-
versity of Minnesota and then in the Mayo
Medical School. My wife, Adrienne, and I
were married in 1940. We have two sons,
one daughter and seven grandchildren.

C.E. McDaniel

I was born January 18, 1920, at Michi-
gan Valley, in Osage County, Kansas. Af-
ter graduating from Michigan Valley High
School, I attended Washburn College in
Topeka, Kansas.

In 1941 I married my high school
sweetheart and worked in the aircraft in-
dustry at Wichita, Kansas, until entering
the service in 1944. 1 joined the 90th at
Metz, France, and was assigned to F
Company, 358th Regiment. I stayed with
F Company until we met the Russians in
Czechoslovakia and then through the
summer at Vohenstrass, Germany. When
the A-bomb ended the war in Japan and
the 90th came home, I was transferred to
Military Government at Augsburg and
later at Munich. I left Germany in late
April 1946 and was discharged in early
May at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.

My wife and I have been married 48
years and have three children and three
grandchildren. After separation from ser-
vice, I worked for Puritan Bennelt Corpo-
ration, Kansas City, Missouri, for 31 years.
I have always worked as a mechanic and
was supervisor of the engineering service
shop for Puritan Bennett.

We lived in Kansas City, Kansas, for
40 years, but after we retired we moved
to Topeka, Kansas, where our children
and grandchildren live. We like it here
and are glad we made the move. Since
retiring | have been doing volunteer work
for the Red Cross, Salvation Army, and
the Veteran’s Hospital here in Topeka.

SAM M. McELROY

Sam M. McElroy

I was born in Morganfield, Kentucky, on
April 14, 1921. I had one brother and no
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sisters. My brother served in the 78th
Division in Europe in World War II and
was discharged a major.

I graduated from the University of
Kentucky in 1943 with a B.S. degree in
agriculture. I graduated from OCS at Fort
Benning, Georgia, in December 1943 as
second lieutenant Infantry. I was assigned
to the 10th Mountain Division (Ski Troops)
at Camp Hale, Colorado. I was sent to
England in the spring of 1944 and as-
signed to the 90th Infantry Division and
fought in five campaigns in Europe in
Gen. Patton's Third Army.

When the war was over, 1 became a
general's alde. I was an aide to M?i]. Gen.

Herbert L. Earnest who commanded the -

90th Division from March 1945 until the
division returned to the states in Decem-
ber 1945. In combat, most of my time
was spent with M Company, 3rd Battal-
ion, 358th Regiment, 90th Division.

I received a Bronze Star with an Oak
Leaf Cluster for valor and a Purple Heart
with a cluster. In my estimation, our two
greatest battles were Normandy and the
Battle of the Bulge. I was “on the line” 11
1/2 months and it shall always be em-
bedded in my mind. The day the war was
over, we were in Czechoslovakia. I was
discharged a captain.

I returned and married Annie
Meacham. We had three sons and one
daughter. They are all college graduates.
My oldest son returned to take charge of
our 5,000-acre farming operation. The
other two sons, Martin and Charles, are
Certified Public Accountants. Our
daughter, Susan, is a business consult-
ant in Washington, D.C.

At the present time, | am a state repre-
sentative in the Kentucky General As-
sembly.

JAMES H. McPHEETERS
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James H. McPheeters

1 was born in Burlington, Verment, April
21, 1920. I moved to Modesto, Califor-
nia, where I attended grade and high
schools. 1 enrolled in Citizens Military
Training Corps, Presidio of Monterey,
California (1937-1940), where 1 received
a Military Scholarship (1938-1940) to
Brown Military Academy, Pacific Beach,
California. I was commissioned second
lieutenant, Infantry, USAR and ordered
to duty in May 1942,

I joined Hq. & Hq. Company, lst Bat-
talion, 359th Infantry, September 8, 1943,
at Camp Granite Mountain, California,
and remained with that unit until October
1945. 1 returned to CONUS in January
1946 and chose to make a career in the
Army. From January 1946 I held a variety
of assignments in CONUS and overseas
commands. The longest tour was five
years at Camp Drum, New York. I retired
from active duty as a lieutenant colonel
on June 30, 1962, I accepted employ-
ment on August 1, 1962, as a Depart-
ment of Army civilian in safety program
management. I retired January 4, 1984,
after 43 years of combined Army service.

James H. McPheeters with his wife, Mary, re-
ceiving “Certificate of Retirement” from MG
Archie S. Cannon Jr. in 1984, following 42 years
of combined military and civillan service

I married Mary Westcott of Natick,
Massachusetts, April 6, 1946 at Fort
MacArthur, California. We have two sons;
James Jr. and Kenneth. Jim Jr. is a com-
mander in the U.S. Navy and scheduled
to complete the Navy War College in March
1990. Kenneth is in law enforcement work
with the City of Terrell Hills, Texas. Our
family traveled together to all of my as-
signed stations except Korea. They en-
joyed Army life as I did, taking full advan-
tage of travel opportunities and available
recreational facilities. We reside in Holly-
wood Park, on the northern edge of San
Antonio, Texas.

EARL R. MEDILL

Earl R. Medill

1 was born September 9, 1918, on a farm
near the small town of Rye, Colorado,
and my grandparents had homesteaded

there in the 1860s and 1890s, migrating
from Illinois and Ohio. 1 was drafted into
the Army on March 14, 1942, and dis-
charged on October 14, 1945. I married
Ruth Cremean on October 26, 1941. We
raised two daughters: Elaine (Jerry) Holi-
day of Madera, California, who has two
sons, Douglas (married Leslie Lee) and
Derek: and Esther (James) Spradlin of
Pueblo, Colorado, who has two sons,
James and Matthew.

1 worked in home construction for a
few years before going to work at the
Pueblo Army Depot as a civil service em-
ployee for 18 years, retiring in 1971. We
now spend the summers in Rye and the
winters in Sun City, Arizona, enjoying
the warmer winters.

I have a story I would like to tell. One
time the motorized messenger and I from
the 359th Headquarters Message Center
delivered an important message to one of
the battalions on the front line. As we
started back to our post, enemy artillery
fire began to come in. The driver wasina
hurry to get out of the area. Unknown to
us, Gen. Patton was headed to the front
on the same road. The driver was in such
a hurry, it forced Gen. Patton's driver to
take to the bar ditch to let us by, and we
did not realize who it was until we were
alongside. The driver did not slow down.
We did not know until later he was upset
about it nor did we let it be known we
were involved.

CLAUDE MATTHEWS
MILLER

Claude Matthews Miller was born on No-
vember 5, 1895, and died on July 17,
1985. He lived all of his life in Indiana,
except for the 14 months he spent in
France and in Germany. He was a Hoo-
sier, indeed; he was named for Indiana’s
governor, Claude Matthews.

Claude Matthews Miller

He was married for 60 years to Clara
Hagedorn of Tell City. They lived in Jasper
where he was a high school principal for
37 years. Two children are deceased; the
surviving children are Ray and Lloyd
Miller, Melba Lloyd, Anna Hufnagel, and
Connie Tieken.

Claude Miller was ordered to Purdue
University for military training. After six

PR A g T, v " §

T ey -

i

S P TATS P P ot b et bt I b e

—
B

ot



weeks he shipped out to Liverpool, En-
gland. Next he drove an ammunition truck
in France and in Germany. Some of the
difficulties he encountered were driving
without lights at night, near-starvation
hunger most of the time, and pulling his
wounded buddy, Clyde Walters, to safety
into a trench.

His community services were many:
Jasper Public Library, Boy Scouts,
Knights of Columbus, Kiwanis, American
Legion, and Indiana High School Athletic
Commissioner. He was an author and
was listed in Who's Who in America.

— Melba Miller Lloyd

WOODROW ‘WOODY’
WILSON MILLER
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Woodrow Wilson Miller

1 was born on November 6, 1912, in An-
napolis, Missouri.

I completed basic training in March
1942 at Barkeley, Texas, with 357th In-
fantry, 90th Division, I Company. I
shipped overseas with 343rd Field Artil-
lery, 90th Division, C Company, and
landed on Utah Beach on June 7, 1944. 1
received an honorable discharge from
service on October 1945. After discharge
1 returned to work at Shapleigh Hard-
ware in St. Louis, Missouri, where I met
my future wife, Margaret “Mickey” Goff.
We will celebrate our 43rd anniversary in
December 1990. We have four daughters:
Kathy, Judy, Becky, and Nancy, and one
grandson, Joe Collins. After leaving
Shapleigh Hardware, I worked at Stupp
Brothers Bridge and Iron Company and
operated my own truck from 1946 to 1956.
I then worked for Eastern Express as a
long-distance truck driver for 25 years.

In 1954 we moved to our current home
in Florissant, St. Louis County, Missouri.
I retired from Eastern Express in 1975
with a 20 plus year safe driving award.

My wife and I traveled for 13 years in
our motorhome, primarily in Texas and
Arizona. We were joined by our daughters
and grandson at various times during
our travels. I still occasionally go on
camping trips to fish in Missouri and
Illinois. My wife and I plan to visit my
sisters in Florida this winter.

We will attend the 90th Infantry re-
union this year in Oklahoma. Hope to see
you there!

Franklin Millman

We were dug in between the Mosell and
Saar Rivers in a wooded area. I had a
near hit on my fox hole which left me in
shock and memory loss. It was more
frightening than combat. I regained my
memory after the hospital and convales-
cence and was reassigned to a replace-
ment depot and later to war crimes where
I worked for Col. Leon Jaworski and Col.
Mervin Pervis. I could write a book on my
Army and combat experience. Very few
days go by that I don't think about Nor-
mandy, France and Germany.

My wife's name is Dorothy. We were
married July 16, 1938. Our daughter,
Diane Trask, is 45 and was born when we
attacked Metz. Also Jim, who is president
of our company, Park Glass Company,
Inc. and Park Carpet Company, Inc., Lake
Park, Florida. He is 39. Diane's husband
was a theatrical producer and owned the
Priscilla Beach Theatre in Plymough, Mas-
sachusetts. Paul Newman and quite a few
others got their start there. I will be 77
years old October 21, 1990, our reunion.

PETER P. MINUTOLO

Peter P. Minutolo

I was born the youngest of ten children to
Grace and Anthony Minutolo on Novem-
ber 25, 1923, in Newark, New York.
After graduation from high school in
1943 I entered the service on September
3, 1943, and received basic training with
the 42nd Infantry Division at Camp Gru-
ber, Oklahoma. From there I went to Fort
Meade, Maryland, and then to Camp
Patrick Henry, Virginia, and Camp Kilmer,
New Jersey. When I shipped out and was
sent to England and then to France, I

joined the 90th Division as a replace-
ment. I served with the 90th, B Company,
359th Infantry, as a sergeant from June
1944 through November 1944, when I
was hospitalized in England and then
later sent back to the States. I received
my honorable discharge from Camp Ed-
wards, Massachusetts, Convalescence
Hospital on May 25, 1945.

Following discharge I worked in build-
ing construction until retirement in 1984.
Since that time I have worked as mainte-
nance coordinator for five area McDonald's
Restaurants.

My wife, Virginia Renzi Minutolo, and I
have been married 32 years. We have a
daughter, Mary, age 29, and a son,
Michael, age 26. We also have a grand-
child, Michelle, age 2, and another ex-
pected in May 1990. We have lived in
Newark, New York, for the past 32 years
and continue to do so at this time.

My personal items were lost going
through the hospitals. If anyone would
like to contact me, I currently reside at the
following address: Peter P. Minutolo, 137
Peirson Avenue, Newark, New York 14513.

ERNEST HOWARD
MORGAN

Ernest Howard Morgan

I was born in Bowling Green, Kentucky,
on September 7, 1923. My family moved
to Louisville, Kentucky, when I was three.
In 1941 I graduated from Male High and
lived in Louisville until called to active
duty at Fort Harrison, Indiana, on April
8, 1943, from the ERC which I joined in
ROTC at the University of Kentucky.

From Fort Harrison, | was shipped by
train to Camp Wolters, Texas, where [
completed seventeen weeks of basic in-
fantry training and subsequently was as-
signed to cadre, promoted to corporal,
then sergeant. From July through No-
vember 1944 I attended Infantry OCS at
Fort Benning, Georgia, and was commis-
sioned a second lieutenant infantry on
November 30, 1944, and also received
orders for Europe.

In January 1945 | joined L Company,
3rd Battalion, 358th Infantry Regiment,
at Bastogne, as the third platoon leader,
where I stayed until April 22, 1945, when
evacuated to France and later England
for infectious hepatitis. In July I returned
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to 3rd Battalion, 358th Infantry Regiment
as Battalion S-4. The 90th Division re-
turned to the United States in October
1945, thus | was transferred to CCA, 4th
Armored Division, where I served until
March 1946, when I joined the newly
organized Headquarters, II Constabulary
Brigade in Munich. In July 1946 [ rotated
home and was discharged in September.

2nd Lt. Ernest H. Morgan (right) with Pfc.
Difenbacker (medic) outside of Hof, Germany

In June 1949 I graduated from the
University of Kentucky and returned to
active duty as a first lieutenant. I served
at many stations until my retirement on
August 31, 1977. Among my duty sta-
tions were: Berlin, Augsburg, and Stutt-
gart in Germany; Fort Benning, Fort Knox,
Fort Leavenworth, and Fort Ord; DMZ in
Korea and Vietnam.

I married Betly Jo Hockersmith in
Louisville in 1949. We have three daugh-
ters, two married, and five grandchildren.
The daughters live in Baltimore, Atlanta
and Tulsa. After Army retirement, I be-
came vice president of marketing for
Kentucky Central Credit Union where I
retired on December 31, 1987. Jo and I
still live in Louisville, Kentucky.

In Memory of

THOMAS J. MORRIS JR.

February 20, 1919—January 25, 1990

CLARENCE R. MORRISON
>

Clarence R. Morrison

1 was born June 7, 1922, to Henry and
Inez Morrison in LaPorte, Indiana, and
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have lived in LaPorte County all my life
except for the time 1 spent in the armed
forces during World War II. I attended
Rolling Prairie High School and was em-
ployed by Clendenen Ice Co. of LaPorte
before going into service.

My induction into the Army was at Fort
Harrison, Indianapolis, Indiana, on No-
vember 28, 1942. I had my training in the
Medium Tank Division at Fort Benning,
Georgia, where the 10th Armored Division
was formed. After our training the 10th
Armored Division was split up and I was
assigned to the 712th Tank Destroyer
Battalion.

After maneuvers in the Tennessee
Cumberland Mountains, we were assigned
to the 90th Division as support. We went
to England on February 27, 1944, and on
D-Day-plus-2 we went to France. On the
drive to St. L8, France, on July 11, 1944,
our tank was put out of action by an
88mm. | was hospitalized in England and
Wakeman Hospital at Camp Atterbury,
Indiana, and medically discharged on May
14, 1945.

I received the Purple Heart, Good Con-
duct, Expert Machine gun, Marksman Ri-
fle and Pistol medals and the European
Theater and Normandy Campaign with
Battle Star ribbons.

On September 12, 1948, I married
Edith McEnterfer. I'm retired after 42
years as a machinist with East Side Sup-
ply and Service, Inc. of LaPorte. We enjoy
traveling, square dancing, camping, gar-
dening and our farm.

HARRY A. MULLEN

I was born in Montgomery County, lowa,
on July 31, 1917, on the family farm
where I lived until I was inducted into the
Army, at Fort Des Moines on March 24,
1942. 1 was shipped to Camp Barkeley,
near Abilene, Texas, to D Company, 358th
Infantry, 90th Division.

Left: Harry A. Mullen with Harold Anderson at
Camp Barkley in 1942; Right: Harry Mullen 1945

I left with the 90th Division from Fort
Dix, New Jersey, arriving in England on
Easter Sunday, April 9, 1944. We went
into Normandy D-Day-plus-2. I did occu-
pational duty in Czechoslovakia. Later I
was assigned to Headquarters Service
Troop, 23rd Cavalry Reconnaissance

Squadron, for my return to the States. 1
was discharged October 21, 1945, at Jef-
ferson Barracks, Missouri.

I returned to the family farm in 1951,
purchasing it in 1956, and remained there
until retirement. In 1986 it became a
“century farm.”

Since 1988 my wife, Reta, and I have
lived in West Des Moines, lowa. Our only
child, Robert, is an attorney in Des
Moines. We have two grandchildren.

OTIS E. MUNDELL

Otis E. Mundell

1 was inducted April 1, 1942, at Fort
Leavenworth, Kansas, and was separated
October 23, 1945 at Fort Leonardwood,
Missouri. 1 served overseas for eighteen
months and twenty-three days from Utah
Beach to Czechoslovakia. Normandy “88s"
mowed down apple orchards.

Hill 122 is where I earned my Bronze
star. One of my best friends brought it to
Northern France.

[ was at Ardennes, the Belgium Bulge.
It was bitter cold, no over-shoes, frozen
K-rations if we got them. We marched,
mud and more mud, across the Rhine
and on to Czechoslovakia. Cpl., Service
Co., 357th Regt.

MERTON E. MUNSON
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At left Lt. Col. Merton E. Munson, C.0. 344th
F.A. Bn. having the Croix de Guerre with Palm
pinned on his jacket by a French officer near
Metz, France, in 1944,

I'was born in December 190, in Comanche
County, Oklahoma. This was part of the
Kiowa-Comanche-Apache Reservation in
southwestern Oklahoma. I was one of




eight children, son of Thomas and Henri-
etta Munson who came there from South
Dakota. The rural school I attended was
one room; 8 grades with one teacher. I
attended Lawton High School, University
of Oklahoma for my Bachelor of Arts Law
degree, a Master’s, and Juris Doctor de-
gree. I served as state representative and
was elected to the Oklahoma State Sen-
ate. I resigned in 1940 to enter service in
Fort Sill, Oklahoma. For 21 years | was
stationed many places in the U.S. and
overseas. These included Camp Barke-
ley, Texas, and Europe in World War II.

I married Marguerite Loy of St. Louis,
Missouri, in 1936. We have two children
and three grandchildren. Our daughter,
Mary Elizabeth, is married to Col. Micha-
el Davis and lives in San Antonio. Our
son, Merton Jr., graduated from West
Point, lives in Houston, Texas, and is
now a pilot for Continental Airlines. His
son graduated from the Air Force Acade-
my in June 1989.

I was a professor of Military Science at
Michigan State University when I retired
in 1961. We moved to San Antonio, Tex-
as, where I taught at the Defense Lan-
guage School at Lackland Air Force Base.
Alter that I taught at a San Antonio high
school and retired in 1975.

Marguerite died in 1985 and in 1988 |
married Myrthel Templin of San Antonio
and we live there at this time.

CLARENCE G. NAULT
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Clarence G. Nault

Clarence G. Nault was born August 13,
1917, in Virginia, Minnesota. His family
moved to North Adams, Massachusetts,
when he was a child. He graduated from
Drury High School in 1936. He married
the former Marguerite Godbout on Octo-
ber 18, 1941. He worked for the Hoosac
Cotton Mill before being drafted.

He entered the service Septemher 7,
1943. He trained at Camp Van Dorn,
Mississippi, and Fort Dix, New Jersey,
before arriving overseas in May. He land-
ed in France on D-Day with the U.S.
Infantry. He was captured and wounded
July 6. After his release and recovery
from war wounds, he took part in the
Battle of the Bulge. During his distin-
guished service, he received the Purple
Heart, the Bronze Star and the Combat
Infantryman's Badge. After this he be-

came a sergeant on the German Front.
Stall Sgt. Clarence Nault returned to the
United States on the SS Hood Victory
which sailed from Le Havre, France, on
October 7, 1945.

Clarence Nault with Marguerite and grandchil-
dren; Tom, Scott and Marguerite

After his return to the United States,
he began working for the U.S. Postal
Service. He had two children; Claire, born
while he was overseas, and John, born in
1949. He worked as a rural mail carrier
for 25 years, distinguishing himself with
numerous awards. He was active in the
scouting movement and served as an
usher at Notre Dame Church. He retired
from the Postal Service in 1971, and began
to winter in Florida. Clarence G. Nault
died in Tampa, Florida, on January 10,
1975, leaving his wife, two children and
five grandchildren.

— Family of Clarence G. Nault

Francis P. Neary

We landed on Utah Beach D-Day-plus-2.
We hustled off the beach and marched to
our assembly area. On June 11 we ad-
vanced through a field with lots of trees
to a hedgerow. Pvt. Donald Miller from
Pennsylvania and 1 peeked through the
hedgerow down onto a sunken road. The
Germans were on the otherside. Pvt. Mill-
er took a bullet through his cheek. It
came out along his neck. I was shot
through the left leg. We both went back
to different hospite s. We returned to our
unit in late July. 1 was still on a ship off
Utah Beach when the allied bombers flew
over to drive the Nazis out of Normandy.
Planes covered the sky in every direction
as far as the eye could see,

Miller and I made our way across
France to the town of Hayange. We were
part of the first troops to go into the town
and up a hill on the farside. Later in the
afternoon during another exchange of ri-
fle fire, Pvt. Miller was killed.

Last summer I returned to France with
my wife, Mary, touring with the 90th In-
fantry Division for the 45th anniversity of
D-Day. We visited Utah Beach, Omaha
Beach, Omaha Beach Cemetery and bat-
tlefields in Normandy. We followed Gen.
Patton's Third Army from Utah Beach to
Germany. There were 77 persons on the
tour. They were all strangers to me, butall
were my friends by the time we got to Paris.
It was a lovely trip. I had no snipers or
shells to dodge. Company A, 357th Reg.

PAUL E. NELSON

Paul E. Nelson

Paul Nelson was a staff sergeant in Com-
pany G, 359th Infantry, 90th Division.
After being discharged in November 1945
Paul E. Nelson continued his planned
career in education. He received his B.A.
degree from Bethany College, Lindsborg,
Kansas, his Master of Education degree
from the University of Kansas, Lawrence,
Kansas, and his Specialist degree in edu-
cation from Emporia State University,
Emporia, Kansas.

He began his teaching career in Wa-
Keeney, Kansas, as a teacher/counselor.
After eight years in WaKeeney he became
high school principal at Belle Plaine, Kan-
sas, and six years later was employed as
superintendent of schools at South Bar-
ber USD No. 255, at Kiowa, Kansas. He
retired in 1984 after 38 years in education,

He is married to Maxine Rowley Nelson
and they have three children: William Lee,
Wichita; Mark Douglass, Phoenix, Arizo-
na; and Jan Pinamonti, Natlie, Pennsylva-
nia. The Nelsons enjoy golf, bridge, and
travel. They reside in Kiowa, Kansas.

GUS E. NEUNDORF

I was born near Garber, Oklahoma, on
April 13, 1916. I graduated from high
school there, and lived on a farm until
1933 with my parents.

I went to Oklahoma A&M College,
Stillwater, Oklahoma, 1934 to 1938,
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School of Engineering. I went to Draugh-
ons Business University, Oklahoma City,
from September 1938 to April 1940, then
worked in the office of a wholesale sheet
metal company, until I enlisted in the
U.S. Army, 45th Infantry Division (which
had been activated into Federal Service),
on September 18, 1940, and went to Fort
Sill, Oklahoma, then to Camp Barkeley,
Texas. | was a court martial reporter with
Judge Advocates Section at Division
Headquarters and was a staff sergeant
when discharged at the end of one year
enlistment on September 19, 1941,

Gus E. Neundorf

I worked at North American Aviation,
Inglewood, California, on B-25s and P-
51s, from November 1941 to March 1942,
I was called back to service (alter Pearl
Harbor attack) to Fort Sill, Okla., on March
4, 1942; then went with cadre to 90th
Infantry Division, Camp Barkeley, Texas,
on March 25, 1942 (the day of activation).

I was assigned to the inspector gener-
al's office as technician, grade IV, and
promoted to warrant officer, junior grade,
September 8, 1942, as administrative as-
sistant, auditing and accounting; then
was promoted to chiefwarrant officer about
six months later. I stayed with the 90th
through desert maneuvers in California
and Arizona, through Europe, and back to
Weiden, Germany, after theend ofthe war.

I was discharged on January 3, 19486. |
was married in 1952. From 1946 to 1964,
[ farmed at Garber, or Billings, Oklahoma,
and had a farm-equipment business in
Perry, Oklahoma, from 1958 to 1964. From
1965 to 1968 I worked at the post office in
Oklahoma City and Los Angeles, and
worked real estate sales part time. [ di-
vorced in 1968. I went to work for the IRS
as revenue officer on July 1, 1968, in
Hollywood, California; transferred to the
Tulsa IRS in November 1970 and retired
from the IRS in Tulsa in 1983. I now fish,
dance and travel over United States in
motor-home and tow car with friends. I go
to the 90th Infantry Division reunions
every year. Hope to see all of you there.

STANLEY T. NIKEL

I was born on August 12, 1913, in New
Haven, Connecticut. My parents resided
in the Westville area of New Haven. We
moved into the valley (Derby-Ansonia),

184

and I attended local public and parochial
schools. During the Depression, I served
six months in the Civilian Conservation

Corps (CCC) through the winter of 1934~

1935 in the state of Maine.

My wife and I were married on June 1,
1937, at St. Joseph's Church in Ansonia.
We have had one daughter, Anastasia,
and we are now grandparents of Susan J.
and Jason B. Pikas.

In October 1943 I was inducted into the
Army; basic training lasted 17 weeks at
Camp Croft, Spartanburg, S.C.

I was shipped to England on May 12,
1944, and shortly after D-Day, we were
on the Utah Beach assigned to | Compa-
ny, 357 Infantry Regiment. At the time, I
was with an element of the First Army,
the big “Red 1" (One). My first taste of
combat came at Beau Coudray. Shortly
after, I was assigned to the Third Army
with Gen. George Patton.

I stayed with the I Company until Oc-
tober 29, the day I was seriously wound-
ed in action at Maizieres-lés-Metz, ten
kilometers north of Metz. After months of
hospitalization, I received a medical dis-
charge at Camp Edwards, on Cape Cod,
Massachusetts.

I returned to my former job at Farrel's
and worked as an industrial painter, then
as expediter and then for fourteen years
as an erector. I spent 41 years total with
Farrel.

During this time, I also became in-
volved with the Veterans of Foreign War.
I served in all positions up to department
post inspector. I did volunteer work at VA
Medical Center at West Haven, Connecti-
cut. I was also active with the Derby Se-
nior Center upon retirement, being a
three-term president. We built our home
in Woodbridge in 1950 and are still resid-
ing there.

JOHN OBENAUER

T

John Obenauer

John Obenauer was born in Eureka, South
Dakota, on March 27, 1920, On March 21,
1942, 1 was selected by friends and
neighbors to serve in the Armed Forces. |
was inducted at Fort Snelling, Minnesota.
Several days later I was on my way to
Camp Barkeley, Texas. I was assigned to
Company B, 358th Infantry Regiment, 90th
Infantry Division. OnJune 12, 1944, I was
wounded and hospitalized in England.

After being dismissed from the hospital I
returned to Company B and stayed with
the company until VE Day. I returned to
‘the USA and received my discharge at
Camp McCoy, WI. on October 27, 1945. |
joined the U.S. Postal Service and served
until my retirement on March 26, 1976. |
married Kathryn Werre in 1961; we had
two children, and lived in Eureka, South
Dakota. Kathryn died in 1987.

ROBERT T. O’'BRIEN

Robert T. O’'Brien
At right with Corinne

I was born in Detroit, Michigan, May 11,
1926. Alter graduation from high schoolin
1943 1 went to work at Cadillac Motor
where we built Allison Airplane engines. [
entered the Army in August 1944 at Fort
Sheridan, Illinols, and then went to Camp
Robinson, Little Rock, Arkansas, for basic
training which ended just before Christ-
mas, during the Battle of the Bulge in
Europe.

After one week leave at home I went to
Fort Meade, Maryland, then to Camp
Kilmer, New Jersey, for embarkation to
Liverpool, England, aboard the Wakefield.
We then went by train to the English
Channel, crossing by LCI to LeHavre, and
later that same day boarding railroad
boxcars for movement to the front lines
where we were assigned to E Company,
359th Infantry, near Three Virgins, Bel-
gium, around January 20, 1945. A short
time later we cracked the Siegfried Line,
We made several river crossings including
the Moselle in a small assault boat at
Haizenport and the Rhine at Oppenheim
on a pontoon bridge, just after having
taken the large city of Mainz.

Other division highlights were liberat-
ing Flossenburg, accepting surrender of
the German 11th Panzer Division, and
being the first to cut Germany in half
when we crossed the border into Czecho-
slovakia, where we were on V-E Day, two
days before my 19th birthday.

When the division was brought home
that fall [ was transferred to Military Gov-
ernment at Regensburg on the Danube.
In June 1946 we were redeployed for dis-
charge at Fort Sheridan, Illinois. I made
motor transportation my life career and
retired in 1986. I reside in Dearbom
Heights, Michigan, with my wife, Corinne,
a retired registered nurse.

R(

assigl
trativ
vices,
ital C
I 1
Moun
marri
gland
retire
York,
Cod),
New
SUImn
perioc
areas

J.S

I was
April
tary :
Jame:
Dakot
I taug
Butte
worke
nies r

Iw
Snelli




M___. e

the hospital I
d stayed with
I returned to
discharge at
er 27, 1945. ]
e and served
h 26, 1976. |
1961; we had
ureka, South
37.

e

Jan, May 11,
ligh schoolin
dillac Motor
ne engines. |
1944 at Fort
vent to Camp
sas, for basic
efore Christ-
he Bulge in

me | went to
n to Camp
barkation to
e Wakefield.
the English
eHavre, and
ing railroad
e front lines
£ Company,
Virgins, Bel-
945. A short
=glried Line.
gs including
wlt boat at
Oppenheim
ifter having

vere liberat-
urrender of
ivision, and
any in half
nto Czecho-
-E Day, two
r

bught home
lilitary Gov-
he Danube.
yed for dis-
10is. I made
career and
1 Dearborn
fe, Corinne,

ROLAND P. OSTERLAND

Roland P. Osterland

I was born in Brooklyn, New York, on
March 13, 1917, and moved to Mountain
Lakes, New Jersey, at an early age. I
attended the Morristown, N.J., High School
and Lafayette College, where | was a mem-
ber of the Delta Upsilon Fraternity.

I was drafted early in 1941 and served
six months at Camp Wheeler, Georgia,
then went on to complete the OCS course
at Fort Benning prior to joining the 90th
Division at its inception at Camp Barke-
ley, early in 1942. I was with the 90th for
the whole period of its existence in World
War II, serving as platoon leader/recon-
naissance officer, and upon promotion to
captain in January 1945 as company
commander of D Company, 357th Infan-
try Regiment. | was awarded the Bronze
and Silver Star medals.

I was recalled to service during the
Korean Conlflict. I served as assistant post
comptroller at Camp Edwards, Mass., re-
signing from military service in 1952 with
the rank of major finance corp.

My business career was entirely with
the General Foods Corporation. My major
assignments were: manager of adminis-
trative systems, manager of treasury ser-
vices, and as controller North Street Cap-
ital Corporation.

I married Jacqueline Wickwire of
Mountain Lakes in 1950. We have three
married daughters living in the New En-
gland area and five grandchildren. After
retirement, we moved from Bedford, New

York, to Chatham, Massachusetts (Cape
Cod), and subsequently to New London,
New Hampshire, where we spend the
summer/fall seasons, with winter/spring
periods in the Punta Gorda/Englewood
areas of Florida.

J. SPENCER OVERHOLSER

I was born in Butte, North Dakota, on
April 28, 19186, where I attended elemen-
tary and high school. 1 graduated from
Jamestown College, Jamestown, North
Dakota, in 1937 with a B.S. in chemistry.
I taught school and coached football at
Butte, North Dakota, 1937-39, then
worked for a beekeeper with 1600 colo-
nies near Ithaca, New York, in 1940.

I was inducted into the Army at Fort
Snelling, Minnesota, on September 25,

1941, and had basic training at Fort Fran-
cis E. Warren, Wyoming. I then went to
Advanced Motor Transport School at Nor-
moyle, Texas, then to Camp Barkeley,
Texas. I was soon assigned to quartermas-
ter when 90th Division was activated in
March 1942 and when reorganized was
transferred to 790th Ordnance (LM) Com-
pany where I remained until July 1945.

J. Spencer Overholser

I'was married to Ruth Schell of Under-
wood, North Dakota, on June 15, 1942,
at San Antonio, Texas. [ attained the rank
of master sergeant, returned to U.S. with
103rd Infantry Division, and was dis-
charged at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, on
September 28, 1945.

I was food chemist with State Labora-
tories, Bismarck, North Dakota, 1945-
48; inspector with U.S. Food and Drug
Administration, Minneapolis, Minnesota,
1948-50; examiner at U.S. Patent Office
at Arlington, Virginia, and Washington,
D.C., 1950-74; and retired May 1974. We
moved to Oley, Pennsylvania, in 1974,
then to Wyomissing in 1988. We have
two children: Christopher, married to Jody
Bolyard and they have two children, Rob-
ert and Terry Anne; and Josephine, mar-
ried to Ole Helleskov.

I have been active in many organiza-
tions, e.g., VFW, American Legion,
churches, PTA, Scouting, etc. I have
traveled extensively in the United States
and abroad, about 20 times to Europe.

I am a life member of about 30 organi-
zations, including: VFW, DAV, Veterans
of the Battle of the Bulge, American Order
of the Croix de Guerre, NRA, National
Wildlife Federation, Nature Conservancy,
Wilderness Society, National Parks Asso-
ciation, Save-the-Redwood-League,
American Forestry Association, Eastern
Apicultural Society, Appalachian Trail
Conference, Friends of the Kennedy Cen-
ter, National Genealogical Society, Mary-
land Historical Society, and Lancaster
County Pennsylvania Historical Society.

ARNOLD OVERLIE

I was born on December 6, 1912, in Blue
Earth County, Minnesota. I entered the
service on March 21, 1942, at Fort De-
Moine, lowa. I was shipped to Camp
Barkeley for two years of training, then to
Fort Dix and on to England.

I was in Company B, 358th Regi

until the end of the war. I got a Pu
Heart with two Oak Leaf Clusters. I
discharged at Camp McCoy, Wiscon
on October 12, 1945. | returned to E
Earth County, Route 2, Madelia, Mi
sota, and farmed the old homestead f
my grandpa homesteaded in 1867. 1
still living here at Madelia, Minnest
Route 2.

CARL A. PAEPKE

Carl A. Paepke
At right Commander of VFW Post #7912,
Sand Lake, Mi—1982

I was born September 19, 1945, in Pié
son Township, Mantcalm County, Mich
gan. I was born on a dairy farm, one
three sons of Albert J. and Gladys
Paepke. The school I attended was a o
room school with eight grades. There w
one teacher for all eight grades. I grad
ated from the Marble School at age

I was assigned to Headquarters Compz
ny, 359th Infantry, 90th Division. I serve
with Headquarters Company until A
gust 1945 and was transferred to 3



Military Government Regiment and served
in the Landkrise of Wilheim until July
24, 1946, and discharged August 9, 1946.
My assignments were: private heavy
weapons (basic) 521; private first class
machine gun, crewman 603; private first
class truck driver, light 395; sergeant ad-
ministrative NCO 502.

Shortly after my discharge I returned
home to farm for about 5 years, then I
became self-employed as an insemina-
tion technician from which I retired in
1986 after 37 years.

LEONARD C. PARKER

Leonard C. Parker
At right with Mrs. Parker

I was born in 1911 in Robinson, Kansas,
of Dutch-English parentage, on a farm.
We moved from Kansas to Wyoming in
1934. I worked on ranches and trapped
during the winters. I had a seventy-five-
mile trap line covered with snowshoes.
Once each week, I worked in the woods
making railroad cross ties with a nine-
pound broad axe. I was the last man to
learn to make ties with a broad axe for
Wyoming Tie and Timber Company. Lat-
er, when I came back from the war, all
the ties were made by saw mills. One
year before going into the Army, I worked
in the Alaskan hard rock gold mines.
After the war, I ran sawmills. I operated
bulldozers and hunted coins in desert
training camps; winters found near thirty
thousand coins and many live rounds of
ammunition, ete.

I entered the Army at Fort Leaven-
worth in March 1942. I went to Camp
Barkeley, Texas, for training with the 90th
Division, 357th Infantry Regiment, and
was made expert on 37mm antitank and
M-1 Garand Rifle. I received three dollars
extra pay. I maneuvered in the Louisiana
swamps and the Mojave Desert. [ went to
England in March 1944. I arrived at Nor-
mandy Beach on D-Day-plus-2.

I went all the way with the 90th Divi-
sion. I left the 90th at Flossinburg for the
United States in October 1945. I was a
jeep driver for an executive officer. My
jeep was wounded several times. I just
got a nick on my hand and I never went
to the medics, so I never received the
Purple Heart. So many Bronze Stars were
won on the Saar River Crossing, but only
part of them were available. By the time

more came on hand, my papers were un-
readable, so no second Bronze Star. It
took thirteen days to cross to England
and seven days via the Victory Ship France
to the United States. About all that made
it through the war were drivers and cooks
of our company. Most all of the men that
I knew are over the hill now.

e S

CHARLES H. PENN

Charles H. Penn
At right Charles Penn (right) with buddy

I joined the 90th Division in Normandy
as a medical replacement, first aid man
mostly, on the front line with C Company,
3rd Squad. I was mostly called “Doc.” I
remember Clarence King of Saratoga, Ar-
kansas, Infantry. I was 20 years of age.
First sergeant was Sarge Miller. I would
be very happy to hear from anyone who
thinks they know me. Sarge Miller was
shot by machine gun fire in the Battle of
the Bulge. I entered service from Wichita,
Kansas, on October 1943. I took medical
training at Camp Barkeley, Texas, near
Abilene, Texas, from November 1943 to
April 1944.

C Company was in a-holding position,
south of St. La, France, when our planes
opened a big gap in the German lines and
the allies poured through. I rode on a
Sherman tank part or most of the way
across France.

We captured a coal hill at a steel mill
area, the Germans shelled us after we
were on top of it and a white phosphorus
shell hit near where I was in a hole and
covered me with phosphorus. A fellow
infantry man saved me by running out in
the barrage and brushing it off of me.

We went on to the German Siegfried
Line, then to the Battle of the Bulge. I
froze my feet and went to the hospital
and then to England in May 1945. [ was
discharged in Colorado in August 1945.

EDDIE T. PETERSON

I am writing on behalf of my deceased
husband who was a member of the 90th
Division, 357th Infantry. He passed away
in July 1964.

My husband entered the Army in April
1942 and wasinItaly, England, and France
where he took part in the Normandy in-

v—

vasion as a messenger. “A messenger is
very important in the infantry,” was writ-
ten in a newspaper article. “Peterson was
contact man between the command post
and the front line positions.”

— Harriet Peterson

PHILIP LEE PETERSEN

Mr. and Mrs. Philip Lee Petersen

I was bern in Crandon, Wisconsin, on
May 8, 1923. I was raised in Madison
and graduated from East High in 1941. [
entered the Army in 1943 and was as-
signed to the 87th Infantry Division for
extensive combat training. I joined the
90th Infantry Division as a combat in-
fantryman in France; was first wounded
on July 10th, hospitalized in England
and returned to the same outfit. I was
injured on November 10 during the
Moselle River crossing and then again
on February 16. Finally on April 2 I was
accidently shot by one of my own men
rendering me a paraplegic for life.

After being discharged on March 31,
1946, 1 was married on Easter Sunday,
April 21, 1946. In 1951, having completed
the requirements for two college degrees, |
began graduate studies at Fuller Theolog-
ical Seminary from which I have two mas-
ter's degrees. I became an ordained min-
ister in 1956 and spent over fifteen years
teaching on the college level, and served as
minister of Christian education at several
churches.

During these years I also was able to
continue taking college courses myself in
the field of real estate and am currently
vice president of a small mortgage company
after tweleve years in real estate sales and
exchanging. My adopted son, Timothy,
and his wife, have given my wife and I two
grandchildren, Natalie and Timothy. Our
adopted daughter, Judith, is married. My
wife and I continue to live in Glendora,
California. Communications Sergeant, Co,
1, 357th Regt.

GLENN L. PETERSON

In 1921 I was born on family farm, Caot-
tonwood, Minnesota. I lived there until
graduation in 1939. My family consists of
wife, Rita (Jones), three married children,
Linda, Timothy and Lisa, and six grand-
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children. Rita is employed with South-
wesl State University/Marshall. I retired
from Universily in 1983. We live in Min-
neota, Minnesota.

(L-R) Bolash, Pete, Madsen, Jiggs, Tony, Glenn
(no helmet), Bender, unknown

Glenn L. Peterson in Clervaux, Luxembourg

In 1943 I entered service at Fort Snel-
ling, Minnesota. I was ordered to Camp
Roberts, California, for basic training—
seventeen weeks of intensive training. 1
was ordered to Fort Meade and then
Camp Shanks. On April 2 I was shipped
overseas to England. Training camp was
South Hill, a desolate place. June 6 I
awakened at 4:00 a.m. D-Day; destina-
tion—slaging area on English Channel.
On June 7 I crossed the channel and
landed at Utah Beach.

On June 10 I was assigned to 90th
Infantry Division, 358th Rifle, A Compa-
ny. On July 3 capture of Hill 122 begins;
orders— capture St. Jore. | was wounded
in foot by tank shrapnel. After six weeks
in the hospital, I rejoined unit at Falaise
Gap. I fought with unit in all campaigns
until April 21.  was severely wounded by
machine gun the other side of Hoff, Ger-
many. After four months in hospitals,
Germany, England, and States, I was
discharged from Camp Atterbury Conva-
lescent Hospital in August 1945.

In June 1989 Rila and I, with other
members of the 90th, went on tour of
France, Belgium, Luxembourg, Germa-
ny, to celebrate the 45th anniversary of
D-Day. We toured battlefields, villages,
cities that we liberated— it was an unfor-
gettable experience. Thanks to the people
of Pérriers for their gracious hospitality,
also the cities/villages for the ceremo-
nies/receptions, and the hero's welcome
we received. We can all be proud to be a
part of the 90th Division.

DARRELL D. PETTY

Darrell D. Petty
(Shown at right with beard, which was grown
for State Centennial Celebration 1990)

I was born on May 27, 1926, near Platte,
South Dakota, to Mary and Joseph Petly.
We lived on the farm until about 1934;
then the Depression and drought were
too much so we moved away. My father
worked at anything to keep us fed and
clothed. We came to Newcastle, Wyoming,
in the late 1930s. Later we lived on a
ranch 40 miles from town.

I went into the Army from there in
August 1943 and took my basic at Camp
Roberts, California. Then to New York
and the POE shipped on January 29. 1
arrived at Glasgow, Scotland, on January
31. We boarded a train and went to an
area near Cardif, Wales. In April I was
assigned to 90th Division, 358th Infantry
Regiment, 2nd Battalion, G Company.

I remember the T.O. patch reminded
me of what we call a brand we put on our
cattle to identify our ownership and we
are proud of our brands. I did not realize
how proud I would become of the T.O.
brand (insignia). Then to France, Belgium,
Germany and Czechoslovakia. Alter war's
end and occupation, I was translerred to
Munich from where I attended the War
Crimes trials at Dachau and Nuremberg.

I returned home in June 1946. My
wile, Jean, and I have five children, 12
grandchildren and one great-grandson. I
worked at several jobs and after a number
of years I retired from law enforcement in
1988. I am enjoying life with my family,
hunting, fishing and whatever.

BERNARD W. PIKE

I was born on August 24, 1921, on a farm
near Caruthersville, Missouri. I finished
eight years of school in a one-room
country school and the next four at the
Caruthersville High School.

InMay 19401 joined the National Guard,
35th Division, 140th Regiment, which
mobilized on December 26, 1940, and
moved to Camp Robinson, Arkansas. We
spent the next year there in basic training.

In the middle of December 1941, after
Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, we moved
to California, where I remained on coast-
al guard until February 1944, when I was
shipped to Camp Houze, Texas, for over-

seas duty processing as a replacement.
California treated me well and I met my
current wife there.

Bernard W. Pike

After two months of preparation in
Texas, I started moving to the ETO Sector.
After sixteen days on water, we landed in
southern England in the middle of May
1944. We departed England for France a
few days after D-Day. | spent a week or so
in a Repl.-Depl. near St. Mére-Eglise be-
fore joining the 90th Division, 359th Reg-
iment, 1st Battalion, Headquarters Com-
pany, as a telephone linesman, where I
spent the remainder of my Army career of
four and a half years. 1 was still with the
90th on May 9 in Czechoslovakia, and
had not been away for even one day. I
was a high point man, and started the
long journey home a few days after V-E
Day. It was tough leaving the old buddies,
but one can't have it two ways, so I chose
home. | was discharged on June 19, 1945,
at J.B. in St. Louis.

After my discharge, I settled in Ventu-
ra, California, and am still here with my
wife of 47 years. I have three daughters
and eight grandchildren. I've been retired
from civil service for thirteen years.

Q.0. PIKE

Q.0. Pike

I was born January 4, 1922, in Menard,
Texas. I moved to Midland in 1926 and
went to school in Midland. I worked on a
dairy farm. [ married on July 20, 1940,

[ joined the Army January 18, 1942,
and trained in Fort Sill, Oklahoma. I joined
the 90th in July 1942 in Abilene. In En-
gland [ was promoted to corporal and was
the company commander's driver, We
landed on Utah Beach just at dusk on D-
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Day. On the landing barge the ambulance
on the runway wouldn't start so we picked
up my jeep and putit on the runway. Down
into the water into a bomb hole, all that
you could see was the vents for the gas
tank and carburetor and our noses. But
the jeep keep going and we made our
meeting point. The next day we set up the
guns and were too close to a tree with
number one. When it fired, shell exploded.
Some of the crew were hurt but not bad. 1
was with the forward observer on Hill 122.

Christmas in France was cold and wet.
Then to Belgium and the Bulge, the Sieg-
fried Line, the Maginot Line, the Rhine
River, across Germany into Czechoslova-
kia. We went to church there on Mother's
Day 1945. We occupied Swandorf, Ger-
many, for a while. We went to Camp Lucky
Strike in France, then back to Virginia in
October 1945. I was discharged at Fort
Sam on November 2, 1945. I went to
work for T.E.S. Co. December 10, 1945.1
worked as a patrolman most of the time. I
retired August 1, 1983.

McKENZIE C. PITTS

McKenzie C. Pitls

I was assigned to the 90th Division at the
end of June 1944 as a replacement in
357th, M Company, as a machine gun-
ner. I fought in five campaigns and was
wounded on March 24, 1945. I received a
Purple Heart, Bronze Star and was put in
for the Silver Star but I never received it.
My rank was sergeant.

Some of my buddies were: Charles
Melzger (deceased), Merlin J. Ott (de-
ceased), Clyde Lovelady, Lawrance Boge,
Tony Quevedo, James Travarca, John
Oullieb, John Mahill, Rollen E. Morrow,
Charlie Banaster, Lt. Levingston, Richard
C. Piney, Luther Rhenny, William Adams,
John Barefoot, and Harvey Shetley.

I returned to the states and was dis-
charged from the hospital at Daytona
Beach, Florida, on November 1945. I was
married in 1946 and have two daughters.
I am retired and presently living in Ma-
con, Georgia.

WESLEY C. PLACEK

1 was drafted into the Army on March 25,
1942. 1 got my basic training at Camp
Barkeley, Texas. I went on maneuvers in
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Louisiana and the Arizona desert before
shipping out to England from Fort Dix,
New Jersey.

Wesley C. Placek

We got orders to go in on Normandy
Beach and started out at 4a.m. on June
8 and fought in the hedgerows until dark.
I was a radio man and battalion runner. |
was wounded in the hip. I was operated
on twice in England and was in three
hospitals in the states. I am still para-
lyzed on the left side.

I was born August 13, 1911, and
married my wife, Sophie, on November
6, 1957.

DALLAS POOL

I was born in Philips County, Kansas, on
May 22, 1922, where I lived until I entered
the service and was inducted at Fort Leav-
enworth, Kansas, September 26, 1942.
From there I was sent to Fort Sill, Okla-
homa, where I received thirteen weeks of
basic training which included 6 weeks of
commando training. Having completed this
I was sent to Camp Barkeley, Texas, in
December 1942, where I joined the 90th
Division; where I remained until receiving
my discharge on October 14, 1945.

Dallas Pool

I was assigned to the 3rd Battalion,
Headquarters Company, 359th Regiment
to the Antitank Platoon which endured
D-Day in Normandy and five Campaign
Stars— plus being hospitalized for 5
months in England after being wounded
in the Falaise Gap. I returned to the 90th
immediately after the Battle of the Bulge,
being in Czechoslovakia at wars end.

Upon returning to civilian life, I re-
turned to my job with a Natural Gas Co.

and retired in August 1986, completing
approximately 44 years of service.

It was an honor having served with
such a great and gallant group of the best
people in the world!

DOMINIC J. POTENI

|

Dominic Poteni with two enlisted men of medical
unit and with Mrs. Potenti on 44th Anniversary

I was assigned to the 358th Infantry,
Medical Detachment, in late March 1944
from 181st Medical Unit, 26th Infaniry
Division, which was activated on Janu-
ary 14, 1941, and disbanded in March
1944 to other units. We landed on Utah
Beach D-Day-plus-1 and went through
France, Luxembourg, Germany, and into
Czechoslovakia where we met the Rus-
sians.

We viewed the concentration camp at
Flossenberg, Germany. It was hard to be-
lieve that three men could sleep in one cot
and how undernourished the inmates were.

The war was over in Europe and the
following day we received orders to return
home. I was discharged on June 17, 1945.
I received a Purple Heart with one Oak
Leaf Cluster plus ETO Ribbon and Com-
bat Infantry Badge. I was in the Army
service for four years, six months, and
three days.

We patroled the East Coast from Maine
to Fisher Island; the 181st was [rom
Worcester, Mass.

I met my wife on July 4, 1941, and
we were married on August 22, 1942, in
Brooklyn, New York. We had a son born
in 1943 and a daughter born in 1948, |
worked for the Veterans Administration
from October 1945 until March 1948, |
joined the Postal Service and retired in

1980.

I am a member of D.A.V. and B.P.O.E.
for over twenty years and in 1989 I was
honored at a testamonial dinner as Elk of
the Year.

LESTER C. POWERS

I was born in Trenton, Nebraska, on Au-
gust 5, 1918, and have lived here all my
life with the exception of the years spent
with the 90th Infantry. I was inducted
into the Army on March 1, 1942 and sent
to Camp Barkeley, Texas.

—

M ™

="




leting

1 with
e best

nedical
ersary

antry,
1 1944
fantry
Janu-
March
| Utah
rough
d into
> Rus-

mp at
to be-
ne cot
S Were.
1d the
return
1945,
e Oak
Com-
Army
5, and

Maine
, from

1, and
)42, in
1 born
948, |
‘ration
948. 1
red in

P.O.E.
[ was
 Elk of

on Au-
all my
 spent
lucted
d sent

On February 3, 1944, while waiting to
ship out, I married Dorothy Godwin of
McCook, Nebraska. We were married at
Fort Dix, New Jersey, by Rev. Esser, 359th
Catholic Chaplain.

Lester C. Powers during service and with wife
Dorothy

I was kitchen truck driver for Service
Company, 357th Infantry, I Company,
from the hedgerows to Czechoslovakia,
except for a stay in the hospital at Shel-
tonham, England. I missed the Battle of
the Bulge and returned to my outfit in
March.

I returned to Trenton after the war and
Dorothy and I have raised five children:
Charles, Ed, Carol, Janet and Joyce. We
have eight grandchildren. We were own-
ers and publishers of a weekly newspa-
per and I retired in 1978 in time to join
the “Operation Friendly Invasion” in June
1979, to commemorate the 35th Anniver-
sary of D-Day, a trip we will never forget.
When the rest of the group left Frankfurt,
Germany, at the end of the tour, we re-
mained behind for a week and drove up
to Neustadt a.d. Waldnaab and visited an
elderly couple, Mr. and Mrs. Franz Guss,
whom we had corresponded with all these
years. We went to Flossenburg and visit-
ed the prison camp that was liberated by
the 90th.

LEO PRIEBE

Leo Priebe

[ joined E Company in the hedgerows as
arifleman on June 10, 1944, On my 28th
day of combat the first time around I got
my first Purple Heart on J uly 8. During
this time, 28 days, I never had a hot
meal, had no mail, never slept over four
hours any one night, never showered and

took my shoes off four times. I received
my second Purple Heart after we crossed
the Moselle at Maling on November 12,
1944. I trained with the 103rd Division
and served overseas with the fighting 90th.

Irving Quimby during service and with
grandsons, Francis (left) and Jason (right)

I was born on January 17, 1913, in Ber-
lin, New Hampshire. | was married in
1940 and had one son from this mar-
riage. I entered the Army in August 1943
and received my basic training in field
artillery as a surveyor and computer. 1
was assigned to the 90th Division at Fort
Dix as a surveyor for Headquarters Bat-
tery of the 345th Field Artillery Battalion
in January 1944. We were part of the
Normandy invasion at Utah Beach. From
there, we were involved in five campaigns,
ending in Czechoslovakia in May 1945.
My awards included an Arrow Head and
five Battle Stars.

Alter discharge from the service, I joined
the engineering department of a pulp and
paper company. My first wife died in 1948,
and I married my present wife, Olive, in
1952. We have a son and daughter. Qur
three children have graduated from col-
lege. My oldest son was ROTC commis-
sioned in the Army and served in Vietnam.
He is an insurance broker.

My other son graduated from West
Point and after eight years of service is
now working the the private sector. He is
married to a Korean girl and they have
our two grandsons. My daughter is mar-
ried and working as a paralegal. I retired
In 1978 as a project engineer with the
pulp and paper company. We now winter
in Florida and play golf every day, weath-
er permitting.

FRANK J. RAZO

I was born August 1922 near Washburn,
Illinois. I was third in a family of six, born
to Natividad and Ruperta Razo who im-
migrated from Mexico. I attended all eight
grades in a one-room country school and
high school in Washburn, Illinois. I worked
locally and near Chicago until I was in-
ducted into the Army from Lacon, Illi-
nois. I received my basic training at Camp

Robinson, Arkansas, near Little Rock,
Arkansas. Then I shipped to Fort Sill,
Oklahoma, to the 170th Infantry Battal-
ion serving as a training battalion at the
artillery OCS school and remained there
one and one-half years.

Frank J. Razo

I then shipped to Fort Dix, New Jersey,
where I joined the 90th Division, assigned
to the Antitank Company, 358th Regi-
ment. I remained with this unit through-
out all of the battles in Europe from Nor-
mandy across France, Moselle River
crossing at flood stage, Siegfried Line at
Metz, then north to the Bulge with Gen.
Patton relief column, across the Rhine
River to the finish between Pilsen & Pra-
gue. I stayed on occupation duty near
Scharzzenfeld, which was a small village
north of Regensburg, until I shipped back
to the states on points and discharged in
1945 at Fort Sheridan, Illinois.

I then returned home to Chillicothe,
Illinois, and married in 1952. Mary and |
raised nine children. I retired from the
U.S. Postal Service in 1988 and still oper-
ate my barbershop part time at home.

WILLIAM G. REBURN JR.

William G. Reburn Jr. at Utah Beach Memorial

I was a member of Company F, 357th
Infantry, 90th Division. I served from
March 16, 1942, until April 28, 1945, |
received a shrapnel wound on June 12,
1944, in Normandy and a medical dis-
charge in April 1945,

I came home to Mt. Carmel, [llinois, and
started working at the Mt. Carmel Public
Utility Company in September 1945, [
married Doris W. Fischer on May 10, 1947.
I'have two children, both married, and six
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grandchildren. I am now retired and enjoy
playing golf and traveling.

I try to make reunions close to home
and enjoy them very much. It is very nice
to see your old buddies. Also, you meet
some very nice people at the reunion to
talk to and reminisce about the war years.

RAYMOND A. REINERS

Raymond A. Reiners

IwasbornApril 10, 1915, in Adams Coun-
ty, Nebraska. I was the oldest of five chil-
dren, son of Jacob and Rosina Frese Rein-
ers. | attended a country school with ten
grades and graduated from the 12th grade
in Hastings, Nebr., in 1933. 1 lived with my
parents on a farm until 1942,

On October 24, 1942, I was inducted
into the Army at Fort Cook, Nebraska. I
went to Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, and
then to Camp Robinson, Arkansas, for
basic training. From there I went to Fort
Sill, Oklahoma, for a year with the 170th
Infantry Battalion Separate.

I was assigned to H Company, 358th
Regiment, 90th Division, at Fort Dix, New
Jersey, where I was a transportation cor-
poral for a heavy machine gun platoon. I
received the Bronze Arrowhead for the
Normandy Invasion and five stars for
battles in Normandy, Northern Europe,
Rhineland, Ardennes and Central Europe.
On October 13, I left from Marseilles,
France, and landed in New York October
24. 1 was discharged October 30, 1945,
at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.

I was employed by the Department of
Defense from November 1945 until May
1979. 1 have been retired since 1979. I
married Elaine Morrill on March 23, 1946,
at Hastings, Nebraska. We had three
children and two grandchildren. Our son,
Donald, is married, is a sales representa-
tive and lives in Omaha, Nebraska. Our
daughter, Barbara, is a secretary for a
company in Hastings, Nebraska.

THOMAS FRED REISNER

I was inducted into the service on March
27, 1942, leaving from Tripps, S.D.

I have been married nearly 49 years,
and Betty and I have one son, Ralph,
three grandchildren, and two great-
grandchildren.

Thomas Fred Reisner

I was in Company B, 315th Medical
Battalion, landing at Normandy, and was
in five campaigns. I found it to be an
experience that I would not want to go
through again, but did see parts of Eu-
rope that I wouldn't otherwise have been
able to see. I also made many friends and
acquaintances that I have fond memories
of. I returned back to the states on Sep-
tember 18, 1945.

After coming home [ went back to South
Dakota where I retired at 70 years of age.
I am still living in Ganhtan where I love to
hunt and fish in South Dakota for my
entertainment. I am also a lifetime mem-
ber of the VFW.

W.P. RICAMORE

.

(L-R) Ludwig Wagner, W.P. Ricamore, Frank
Schlenbaum and Karl Fisher. Antonie Technik
has back to camera.

(L-R) Tinerl-Low-Technik, niece, W.P. Ricamore,
Antonie Technik and Ludwig Wagner

I was born in Pontiac, Michigan, on De-
cember 13, 1918. I lived there until [ was
inducted into the Army on September 25,
1942, in Detroit, Michigan.

I was trained in Camp Claiborne, Lou-
isiana, with the 87th Heavy Pontoon Di-
vision. In November 1943 I sailed on the
Queen Mary to Glasgow, Scotland. 1 was
stationed in Southern England until the
D-Day invasion. I landed on Normandy
Beach at Fox Red Entry Zero Hour with
the 147th Combat Engineers. I joined the
90th Division in April 1944 as a bulldoz-
er operator with the C Company, 315th
Engineers. 1 served with Gen. Patton's
4th Armored Division and the 2nd Hell
on Wheels Tank Division, taking out road
blocks until we met up with the Russians
at Tachov, Czechoslovakia. The 11th
Panzer Division surrendered.

I was sent to garrison in Weiden, Ger-
many, where I spent the next eight months,
It was there my buddy, Frank Schelen-
baum, and I made friends with two German
families; Ludwig Wagner and Antonie
Technik. The pholo above was made in
1945 in Ms. Technik's rose garden, the
current one was made in 1982 at the same
place. My wile and I visited Weiden in
1977, 1982, 1984, 1986 and 1988,

I am currently retired from my own
company in the dairy equipment busi-
ness and reside in Dallas, Texas. We have
four sons, 13 grandchildren and five great-
grandchildren.

ROLLO A. RICHARDSON

I was born on May 14, 1913, in Haver-
hill, Massachusetts, and entered the
Army in June 1942, [ was promoted to
second lieutenant in April 1943 and as-
signed to the 90th Infantry Division at
Camp Barkeley, Texas. I remained with
the 90th for the duration of the war. I
was in the landing at Utah Beach and
participated in every battle from Nor-
mandy to Czechoslovakia in May 1945.

I returned home in November 1945 io
see my daughter, Louise, who was born
in September 1944 and was over one
year old when I came home. She was a
beautiful child.

E. NOEL ROBISON

E. Noel Robison

Near 3a.m., I got up off the floor of a
German farmhouse in Oberlimberg where
I had just been awakened by the ser-




geant, and started putting on my combat
pack with bandoleers and hand grenades
attached. The balance of the headquar-
ters platoon and the rifle platoons of L
Company, 358th Regiment, 90th Infantry,
were preparing to attack across the mighty
Saar River in the middle of the notorious
Siegfried Fortified Defense Line on the
frontier of Hitler's Nazi Germany.

In anticipation of crossing the river in
small eight-man assault rowboats into
360° firing enemy pillboxes, already one
soldier had shot himself in the hand, and
another “Buckhorn” shot himself in the
foot in hopes of avoiding participating in
the attack.

I opened up a box of K-rations and
popped the hard candies into my mouth,
then fell into line outside the billets. The
line began walking down the main street
of town and turned into a woods going
down a steep hill to the edge of the Saar.
Engineers were there with the crossing
boats. I got into one with a paddle and
started paddling.

All was quiet; no moon— only stars and
darkness. Getting out of the boat, we
silently formed a skirmish line and start-
ed walking across a flood plain where a
flood had recently receded and all was
mud. Soon, the typical sound of a diesel
aircraft engine of a German plane “Bed-
check Charlie” was heard, a green flare
was dropped, and we all froze in place
as the sky lit up and we could see the
giant, silent pillboxes in the distance that
we were approaching to capture. Deep,
full of water, drainage ditches crossed
the flood plain and we jumped over them,
but I fell short and fell back into the
deep water with rifle, pack, field tele-
phone, wool uniform, fatigue uniform,
raincoat and heavy boots.

I knew I was gone if I didn't get out. I
drove my fingers straight into the mud
bank which gave me a grip to pull from
the water. I caught up to the skirmish
line and continued advancing onto the
pillboxes which were still silent in the
predawn morning.

Our platoon sat down to wait for engi-
neers to blow the door off the pillbox
and stun the occupants inside, when a
jerry machine gun began firing and I
could see tracer bullets whizzing over my
head as I hit the ground. A loud explosion
and the machine gun ceased its rattling,
our platoon stood up and continued ad-
vancing to the houses in the village of
Pachten. Running from house to house,
through the backyards with jerry snip-
ers firing at us, the guy in front was hit
in the foot, an M1 bullet whizzed by my
head and Donelson, just a dozen feet
behind, was hit and floundering like a
headless chicken.

Crying, Donelson was helped by the
medic “Murphy,” and I ran to the front
part of the house to look for jerrys across
the street. Fortunately, Donelson had
only a flesh wound and the jerry sniper
with a GI M1 rifle was captured in the
basement of the house we were occupy-
ing. The German sniper, an ex-German
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airforce man, was captured and taunted
by his GI captors, then sent back to the
battalion prisoner cage.

Dawn broke and the German artillery
began laying down a barrage on the Saar
River, but I was across and the shells,
ours and theirs, flew innocently over our
heads but annihilated the soldiers trying
to ferry across the Saar and construct a
bridge to get supplies to us. We needed
tanks, artillery and ammunition badly to
keep us from being pushed back into
the river.

I am now a real estate investor in San
Diego, Los Angeles and Santa Barbara. I
would have missed a great life if a jerry
shell had hit me. | was in combat from
November 15, 1944, until January 15,
1945.

CELESTINOH. RODRIGUEZ

Celestino H. Rodriguez

I was drafted into the Army in 1943 at
the age of eighteen. I was assigned to
the 42nd Infantry Division and had basic
training at Camp Gruber, Oklahoma. On
Christmas Eve, 1944, [ was by the Rhine
River close to Strasbourg, France. At
dawn on Christmas Day, I was sent as a
replacement to the 90th Division. I joined
K Company, 359th Infantry, by the Saar
River around December 30, 1944,

The worst experience I had was dur-
ing the Battle of the Bulge. I was a first
scout and we were advancing through
some small pine trees. As | went forward,
I saw that I had passed two Germans
dug in on my left. I glanced at them and
saw that they were about twelve feet
away, so my first reaction was to fire.
When I swung my M1,

I missed and came face to face with
them. My M1 jammed and wouldn't fire.
The Germans started to talk to me but I
couldn't understand them. I moved back
a little, hit the ground and put another
clip in, just as the second scout and squad
leader came up. The Germans said they
wanted to surrender and the squad lead-
er understood.

I remained in the 90th until we reached
the Siegfried Line and we went back to
rest. I became a B.A.R. man the second
time, and went back into the Siegfried
Line where I was wounded by shrapnel
on February 19, 1945, and that was the
end of the war for me.

RUDOLPH RODRIGUEZ

Rudolph Rodrigues

The newsletter tells the story, I was with
the second platoon.

I transferred into the 90th when the
second platoon crossed the Mozell River
on our way to the Bulge.

I was a rifleman for a short time, when
my lieutenant asked me to be his platoon
runner. Truthfully, some of the guys didn’t
want the job, because the runner was the
one with the long antenna right in back
of the platoon leader, and we knew some
Germans were not good shots.

Our unit was in Czechoslovakia when
the war ended. From there we were sent
to Amberg, Germany, for occupation duty.
Seven to eight months later I was shipped
home for discharge.

Shortly after discharge I enlisted in
the Illinois National Guard where 1 was
retired on my 60th birthday with the rank
of CW-4.

LLOYD ROED

I grew up on a farm in northern Minneso-
ta. After being inducted into the Army, I
arrived at Camp Barkeley in April 1942.
There | became a part of the 358th Regi-
ment, M Company.

In recalling Army days, I think of the
day we landed on the beaches of Nor-
mandy. Fighting in the hedgerows was
an experience one cannot forget. As we
had our first taste of war, one learned
quickly the seriousness of battle. I re-
mained with M Company throughout the
campaigns that followed. I was in the
mortar platoon as a stafl sergeant. In
February 1945 I received a field commis-
sion making me a second lieutenant.
About a month later, I was promoted to
first lieutenant. The war ending was cer-
tainly a relief, and I arrived back in the
United States in December 1945.

Farming became my occupation.
Northern Minnesota loocked good to me
back then. It still does, as I have continued
to reside here with my wife and family. |
married in 1947 and my wife and I raised
four children. Farming kept me very busy,
butwhenever I could find time, fishing and
hunting have been my hobbies.

The children have all grown up now,
and I am retired. My wife and I continue
to live on the farm. My youngest son has
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taken over the farming operation. I still
help out to keep busy. We have nineteen
grandchildren now, so there's always
plenty of excitement on the farm when
they visit.

EDMUND L. ROEDER

Right: Major Roeder (Retired)
Left: Sgt. Edmund L. Roeder being congratu-
lated by Maj. Gen. James A. Van Fleet, Com-
manding General 90th Infantry Division, on his
receipt of a Silver Star at a ceremony in Luxem-
bourg, January 1945.

1 was born November 1917 in Shiner,
Texas, oldest of ten children. My five
brothers also served in World War II. Pri-
or to entering service in 1942 I was em-
ployed as a personnel clerk for ACA (Farm
Program) and stock recorder and assistant
cotton classer. In March 1942 | was as-
signed to L Company, 358th Infantry
Regiment, 90th Infantry Division, Camp
Barkeley, Texas. I was discharged in June
1945 as a staff sergeant.

In fall of 1945 I enrolled at Landig
College of Mortuary Science, Houston,
Texas, which qualified me to be licensed
as an embalmer and funeral director in
the state of Texas. I pursued this profes-
sion over forty-four years. I married Jo
Eileen Strauss in January 1943 in Hal-
lettsville, Texas. We have two sons, two
daughters and five grandchildren. One
son is a Vietnam Veteran.

In June 1949 I enlisted in the U.S,
Army Reserve. I accepted a direct ap-
pointment as a second lieutenant, Infan-
try Branch, in October 1950 and was
assigned to E Company, 357th Infantry
Regiment, 90th Infantry Reserve. In this
unit I had many assignments, including
being an executive officer and company
commander. I transferred into Quarter-
master Corps July 1954 and maintained
an active role in this branch until retire-
ment.

I am a graduate of Quartermaster Of-
ficer Career Course, Army Supply Officer
Course, Military Subsistence Course,
Military Petroleum Course, Command
and General Staff College. I received cer-
tificates of completion in Army Training
Test Umpire School and management
systems of the Associate Logistics Exec-
utive Development Course. I retired De-
cember 1977,

JAMES E. ROGERS

Here some recollections with 1st and 2nd
Platoons, Company A, 315th Engineers:
Greetings from FDR

Camp Barkeley, Texas (Abilene)

Basic— Basic— Basic

Louisiana— Swamp maneuvers

Made corporal, then sergeant

California— Desert maneuvers

Made Staff Sergeant, Platoon Sgt. 1st Plat.

Fort Dix, N.J. (Staging Area)

Physicals— Dentist— Home on leave

NYC— Load aboard the SS John Erickson
for Liverpool, England

Camp at Wolverhampton

Then to Cardiff Wales

Loaded on attack ship and issued live
ammo

Out to the channel with sky full of C47
and gliders

Downed nets to landing ships

Utah Beach for us— a mess—glad we were
not first

Lots of dead

First 2 weeks—all infantry work

Lost some good ones

Those hedgerows

Assigned to Patton’s Third—made us
proud

Falaise Gap— another mess

Reduced to private for talking naughty to
an officer

After 18 months as Platoon Sgt; I lost my
platoon; assigned to 2nd Platoon— back
to Staff Sgt.

Made a run to Metz with Patton—boy did
we move!

Bridgeheads on Mozelle and Saar Rivers,
rear of Maginot Line, front of Seigfried
Line

Rumors of the Bulge; withdrew from Saar
Bridgehead at Dillingen; 24-hour forced
mark to Luxembourg; then first action
in the Bulge— mine sweeping, machine
gun emplacement

That's all for me— thank you marksman!

Hospital in Paris and England, 20 points
of blood and 3 operations, then back
to my outfit

War over—I was in Weiden, Germany—
Old POW Camp— 103 points— going
home

Got Bronze Star, Purple Heart—5 cam-
paigns in 41 months with 18 overseas

Not much but I cherish the memories.
I am retired at 71 years old after 40 years
with an oil company.

BILL “DOC” ROURKE

I was inducted into the Army March 22,
1943, and after basic I received surgical
technician training in Missouri. I went
to England with the 15th General Hospi-
tal. After a long period with the 15th I
was assigned to the 359th Medical De-
tachment and then C Company of the
359th. I was known as “Doc,” as were all
the company aide men before and after
me. I was hit by mortar fire as I was

attending one of our wounded near Bad
Kruznich, Germany. Then I watched the
progress of the 90th from the Stars and
Stripes. 1 was discharged with a medical
from Camp Edwards in Massachusetts
on October 9, 1945.

Bill Rourke

Today I am retired and living a retired
life with Cape Cod as my home in the
summer time and Pine Island, Florida, in
the winter time. I am married to the former
Janet Rushworth of Yalesville, Conn. We
have had 41 years of happily married life
and have been blessed with four children,
three boys and one girl, and we now have
10 grandchildren. How times fly.

EUGENE L. RUSSELL

I was born on June 8, 1921, in St. Louis,
Missouri.

I had the good fortune to be the driver
of the finest officer in the Army, 357th
Commander Col. George Barth. I remem-
ber one time while I was driving Col,
Barth and then Maj. DePuy to Maizier
Les Metz, I had to drive through the steel
company over the trail tracks, make a
sharp right, then a left turn in the the
Company C.P. Every so often, the Ger-
mans would lay down mortar fire on the
cross road where I made the right turn; I
would have to regulate my speed so |
would get there before or after the barrage.

On one trip 1 got a flat tire; I had to
change it before the mortar hit. I think
that was the fastest I ever changed a tire.

My wife, Janet, and I are retired and
enjoy traveling and bowling. We also be-
long to the Florissant Rock and Gem Club
and love to go rock hunting. We try lo
attend most of the 90th Division reunions
and renewing old acquaintances and
memories.

STANLEY RYS

I was 23 years old when inducted into the
Army in Massachusetts, where [ was born,
reared, and received my early education
at Warren, Massachusetts.

After basic training at Camp Van Dorn,
Mississippi, with the 253rd Infantry, D
Company, I shipped out on the Queen
Mary on D-Day, June 6, 1944. We were
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packed like sardines, about fifteen to
twenty thousand of us. Zigzagging across
the ocean to avoid the German subma-
rines, we landed in Scotland, then boarded
a train for England.

My brother, who was with the 5th Ar-
mored Division Headquarters, was already
stationed somewhere in England. While
awaiting assignment for infantry replace-
ment, and out on pass, I met another
soldier wearing the 5th Armored emblem.
He led me to my brother—less than a
mile away!

Left: Stan Rys with brother Walter
Right: Sophie and Stan Rys

Klatovy, Czechoslovakia (1945)

Just two weeks later, on July 10, I was
part of A Company, 359th, amongst the
hedgerows of Normandy. We were cere-
moniously initiated by artillery fire, even
before digging my foxhole. Luckily, our
platoon survived several days, then months
of severe battles, as the 90th Division
overtook Hill 122. We went on the St. L5,
LeBourg, St. Leonard, Chambois, Falaise
Pocket, where about twenty thousand
Germans surrendered, We crossed Moselle
and joined Gen. Patton again in January
at the Battle of the Bulge. We crossed the
Rhine on March 23, 1945, and | was
wounded four days later. We went across
Germany, into Klatovy, Czechoslovakia.
On May 8 the war ended with Germany. I
foughtin the following battles: Normandy,
Northern France, Rhineland, Ardennes,
and Central Europe. | was awarded the
Purple Heart.

I spent three years with the Massa-
chusetts Police and thirty-five years as a
registered pharmacist. I have been mar-
ried for forty years to Sophie Padykula,
R.N. We are the parents of seven chil-
dren. I am presently retired in La Jolla
and Palm Desert, California. We are co-
workers of Mother Theresa.

ROBERT E. SAMUELS

Robert E. Samuels

My name is Robert E. Samuels. | was a
member of Company L, 359th Infantry
Regiment, 90th Infantry Division. On May
3, 1945, the entire German 11th Ranger
Division surrendered to the 90th. It was
late afternoon when we started disarming
them. Theirvehicles were lined up as far as
you could see. We took over 9000 prisoners
that day. That night after dark, we were
given orders to get aboard the vehicles (two
men to every vehicle). It was very dark and
the road very muddy. There was much
confusion and noise. My squad leader and
I were going to board a half track. His
name was Wiles or maybe Wyles, or even
Wiels. Anyway, I got up on the left side and
Ihollered and asked ifhe was on. I thought
I heard him answer yes, so I motioned the
driver forward. We pulled away and trav-
eled all night. Each time we stopped, 1
would look for him but to no avail. I never
saw him again or was never able to find out
anything about him. I sure would be grate-
ful if someone could shed some light on
this 45 year mystery.

I now live with my wife and little dog in
Shinnston, West Virginia.

MIKE SCHAMBERGER

Mike Schamberger

I was born on October 28, 1919, at St.
Peter, Kansas. I was inducted into the
Army on April 1, 1942, and received ba-
slc training in Camp Barkeley, near
Abilene, Texas. I became 1st squad lead-
er of the lst Battalion of Company D,
357th Regiment, Mortar Platoon. 1 moved
to Camp Granite in California in Sep-
tember 1943. Next we went to Fort Dix,
New Jersey, in December 1943, We left

Fort Dix in March 1944 to Camp Kilmer,
New Jersey. On March 23, 1944, we
sailed on British liner “HMS Dominion
Monarch.” We arrived in England on April
4, 1944, and on June 8, 1944, we landed
at Utah Beach. I was in the European
Operation until the end of the war. I came
back to the U.S. in October 1945. Soon
after, I became engaged in farming, of
which I've been engaged until March
1988, when we moved to the town of
Haxie, Kansas. I was married on Sep-
tember 14, 1954, I have six children and
twelve grandchildren.

Henry W. Schaub

I went into the Army on November 5,
1942. I trained at Camp Roberts, Califor-
nia, Camp Van Dorn, Mississippi, and
with the 71st Infantry at Camp Carson,
Colorado, eighteen months in all.

I joined the 90th Division, Company
G, 357th Infantry, in July 1944 at Nor-
mandy Beach. I was in the five major
campaigns: Normandy, Northern France,
Ardennes, Rhineland, and Central Europe.

I was wounded in France on October
4, 1944, by shrapnel from a German hand
grenade in both legs and left wrist. I went
to England to recuperate. I rejoined my
outfit two months later.

I was staff sergeant and served as pla-
toon sergeant of the Second Platoon. I
walked most of the way from France to
Czechoslovakia.

I was awarded the Purple Heart and
Bronze Star. I was honorably discharged
on October 30, 1945, at Fort Sheridan,
Illinois. From there I returned to my home
at Mason City, Illinois.

I am the son of Richard and Emma
(Buse) Schaub. I married Juanita Lowe,
daughter of Delta and May (Hall) Lowe,
on November 17, 1945, at Bloomington,
Illinois. We have five children: Linda
(1947), Lela (1949), William (1951), Lor-
etta (1953), and Richard (1963). We have
eight grandchildren: Nathan Peterson,
Heather, Heath, Heidi, Holly, and Hope
Wenig, and Danielle and Jeremy Ewing.

We farmed north of Mason City, Illi-
nois, for thirteen years, where I was also
a substitute rural mail carrier.

On February 1, 1959, we moved to
Richland Center, Wisconsin, to a dairy
farm we purchased and still live there.
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ELLIOTT SCHECHTER

g
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Elliott Schechter

1 joined the Army on September 24, 1940,
for a one year enlistment. There were
twenty of us of the Jewish faith.

After the one year, 1 went on enlisted
reserve and was recalled shortly after Pearl
Harbor. Shortly thereafter, I was sent to
0.C.S. at Camp Hood (now Fort Hood) in
Texas and after graduation I joined the
607th T.D. Battalion. We landed and was
part of the 90th Division.

We were moved to wherever the need
was and therefore didn't get much recog-
nition.

I served a little over five years in service
with five battle stars.

1 am married for 42 years to Rhoda,
have two daughters, seven grandchildren,
and another hopefully on the way. I am
now 72 years young and a retired builder
of one-family homes.

FRANKLIN A.
SCHELEMBAUM

Frank Schelebaum

I live at 208 East 6th Street, Trinidad,
Colorado. I was in the 90th Infantry Di-
vision, 315th Engineer Battalion, C
Company. 1 took my basic training at
Fort Bliss, Texas, in El Paso, Texas. I
entered service March 15, 1942. From
there | was transferred to Abilene, Texas,
where I got most of my training except
maneuvers in Louisiana and the Mojave
Desert in California.

Our division went overseas April 1944
and arrived at Liverpool, England, on
Easter Sunday. We made D-Day landing
at Utah Beach , Normandy, June 6 at 4
a.m. I don't think any of us knew what we

were getting into until we landed. It didn't
take us long to find out through. Believe
me, it was plenty hot.

My job was driving a truck with a squad
of men with plenty of demolition equip-
ment and pulled a poll trailer full of mines.
We had orders to go blow up a bridge and
we got on the wrong road and wound up
on the front lines. The men jumped out,
including the sergeant and headed for
the rear and told me to turn the truck
around and go back. I stayed with it but I
was scared to death. I backed up until I
saw a gate and pulled in and took gate
and all with me as I was going back. I
went back about a mile before stopping;
soon the men caught up with me and we
got on the right road this time and did
our job. I thank and praise God for getting
us out safe.

A.l. SCHEPPS

Al Schepps

I was born in Russia in 1910. My family
moved to Dallas, Texas, whenIwas 3 1/2
years of age. | was reared on a dairy farm.
After high school I went to Texas A&M
College. I graduated with a B.S. in chem-
ical engineering and commissioned sec-
ond lieutenant in Army Reserve. I mar-
ried Manet Davis 1936 in Houston.

I was operating a wholesale grocery
when called into active duty in early 1941;
was then a captain in reserve. 1 joined the
VIII Corps as assistant corps chemical
officer. When the vacancy for a 90th Divi-
sion chemical officer came in 1942, [ was
appointed to that vacancy by VIII Corps.
After joining, the 90th Division made
many maneuvers, including two in Loui-
siana. 1 attended a refresher course in
chemical warfare at Edgewood Arsenal
and attended the Command and General
Staff School at Fort Leavenworth. By the
time the division left for England, I had
been promoted to lieutenant colonel.

I landed on Utah Beach D-Day-plus-1
and was with 90th Division in all battles,
meeting the Russians in Suscise in
Czechoslovakia. I was decorated by Gen.
Van Fleet with the Silver Star for the
effort expended in the tactical smoke
screen laid at the double crossing of the
Saar River.

I am now retired from the grocery
business and doing much traveling with
wife. I have been back to Utah Beach

three times. I have two daughters, one
son, 12 grandchildren and one great-
grandchild.

=l
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MELVIN W. SCHMIDT

Melvin Schmidt in Hahhutte Germany (1945)
and 42 years later...standing in the same place
(1986)

Mel was born on March 2, 1925, in Gard-
enville (now West Seneca), a suburb of
Buffalo, New York. He spent all his life
there until after high school graduation,
when in March 1943 he enlisted in the
Army and left for training at Fort Bragg,
North Carolina. On January 1, 1944, he
sailed from Camp Shanks, New Jersey,
for Cardif, South Wales. On June 16 he
joined the 90th Division in France, HG
Battery, 344th Field Artillery Battalion,
and was assigned as lineman with for-
ward switchboard and observer. Mel was
discharged in November 1945 from Fort
Dix, New Jersey.

Mel married the former Louise
Neuburger on May 28, 1949. They havea
son, Thomas; he and his wife, Kathy,
have five children and live in the James-
town, New York, area. A daughter, Linda,
is married to Peter Elsasser. They and
their four children live in Baiertal, near
Heidelberg, West Germany.

In 1953 Mel started his own heating,
air conditioning and sheet metal busi-
ness. Over a period of years he has served
as the fire chief and president of Union
Fire Company, president of the Lions
Club, vice-president of the Chamber of
Commerce, all in West Seneca. He also
was district chairman of the Boy Scouts
of America, and has been active in many
church organizations.

Mel and Louise moved to the hills of
Colden, New York, and Mel has since
served as president of the Colden Coun-
try Association, and also of Our Lady of
the Sacred Heart Church Council there.

Mel's hobby is singing solo, especially
at gatherings like weddings, anniversa-
ries, Army reunions, etc. He is a 40 year
member of a German choral group. One
of his biggest thrills was singing “The
Lord's Prayer” at his daughter's wedding
in Germany. Another favorite singing en-
gagement is doing “The National Anthem”
in Buffalo Memorial Auditorium at Cani-
sius College basketball games, and also
doing this at two banquets at the 1988
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Vernon N. Schmidt

I joined the 90th Division near Habsc-
heid, Germany, in early February 1945.
The highest ranking person in my pla-
toon was a Stalfl Sgt. Mueller, who later
received a battlefield commission. Many
like me who were assigned to the 90th
Division at this time were “Bulge” re-
placements and adapted quickly to pillbox
and foxhole life. On May 8, near Nepomulk,
Czechoslovakia, we linked up with the
Russians, ending what we thought was
the last big war. Five years later, I would
do another tour in the Korean conflict.

It was during my first reunion in 1983
at Sioux Falls, that I met Linda Goldberg,
who left most of us teary-eyed after pub-
licly thanking the “Tough 'Ombres” for
saving her life from the Nazi Gestapo.
Linda worked with the Allied Under-
ground in helping American flyers to es-
cape their captors. In 1986 I met Linda’s
husband, Henry, a Polish Jew who during
World War II lost his parents to Nazi
atrocities in Poland. Nine of his brothers
and sisters were subsequently killed by
the Nazis. During this time, Henry man-
aged to survive at least ten concentra-
tion camps.

In late April 1945 Henry was liberated
from Flossenburg Concentration Camp
by elements of the 90th Division. In 1949
Henry and Linda married and soon sailed
for the United States, where they became
American citizens. They are presently re-
siding in New York. Their home is full of
memorabilia of the 90th Division, and
they thank God daily for the brave men
of the 90th who played a roll in their
destiny.

JOHN W. SCHNEIDER

I was with the 90th Division, Signal Com-
pany, Message Center. I married Earline
Kemp on January 16, 1947. A son,
Charles, was born on November 27, 1947.

I worked for the power company in
Hereford, Texas, as a lineman for twelve
years. The last four years I was line fore-
man.

John W. Schneider

I wanted something of my own, so I
got into the electrical contracting busi-
ness and finally went into electric motor
rewinding, which worked together real
nice. I've been retired several years; it
sure is nice.

I have two grandchildren, a girl,
Heather, fifteen years old, and a boy,
Paul, eight years old. They live in Steph-
enville, Texas.

The wife and I spent the winters on the
Gulf Coast at Fulton, Texas. We have a
30 foot travel trailer and stay in “Woody
Acres Trailer Park” that holds about 200
trailers and motor homes. All tenants are
retired from over the United States and
Canada; a real nice group of winter Tex-
ans. Our old Army buddy, Marshall B.
Cox, and wife, Hettie, are there every year.
They both really like to fish.

I hear from 1st Sgt. Spear of West
Virginia about twice a year and about ten
other Signal Company members at
Christmas. I would like to hear from all
the Message Center guys and all the jeep
messenger drivers.

RALPH W. SCHNEIDER

As one of the many frightened 18-year-
old infantry replacements, it is an honor
to be mentioned in the 90th Infantry Di-
vision Commemorative Book. Because of
our age, I urge all infantry replacements
to pick up and continue to carry the
banner of tradition and remembrance for
the old-timers of the 90th just as we did
during the closing days of the war.

CHARLES G. SCHWAB

Charles G. Schwab

I was born to John and Minnie Bell
Schwab on October 6, 1918, on the fami-
ly homestead in the Little Snowy Moun-
tains in Fergus County, Montana. I at-
tended school in a one room schoolhouse
through the eighth grade and then at-
tended high school in Lewistown, Mon-
tana. I went through a plumbing appren-
ticeship later.

I married Thelma J. Wolf Gunnels on
June 22, 1940.

I went into the Army the end of 1943
and was assigned to Company G, 359th
Regiment, 2nd Battalion, 90th Infantry,
in France. I served with them until the
returned to the states. | was then trans-
ferred to the 1st Company D, 26th In-
fantry Regiment, and 3046 B.M.G. Regi-
ment Company, Motor Pool, until return-
ing to the states on April 27, 1946. I
received an honorable discharge on May'
2, 1946.

My wife, Thelma, and I then purchased
a tourist resort north of Glacier National

and now have four grandchildren and
one great-grandchild. We will celebrate
our 50th wedding anniversary on June
22, 1990.

I moved my family to Missoula, Mon-
tana; in the fall of 1956 to be closer to
the tourist resort and to pursue a career
in plumbing and pipefitting, specializing
in propane and gas appliances. I retired
in 1973.

THOMAS C. SCHWEITZER

Thomas C. Schweitzer

I was born in Dunmore, Pennsylvania.
My family moved to Connecticut, where I
was inducted into the Army in October
1943 at Fort Devens, Massachusetts. I
took basic training at Fort McClellan, Al-
abama. I was shipped to England as an
infantry replacement in April 1944. I
joined up with I Company, 358th Infan-
try about six days after D-Day and was a
platoon runner. I was wounded on July
12, just after the taking of Hill 122. I
returned to England for hospitalization,
then returned to France and was in the
129th APU.

After discharge I continued my work
with Scovill Manufacturing Co. for 29 1/2
years, and went to work for Amana Re-
frigeration before retiring. I have lived in



Atlanta, Georgia, and Fayetteville, Ten-
nessee, where I now reside with my wife
Betty. We have been married for 35 years.

HARRISON I. SCOTT

Harrison I. Scott
At right, Harry and Bertha Scott

I entered the Army on January 22, 1944,
when [ was 18 and took my basic training
al Camp Blanding, Florida. I served in
Germany from August 6, 1944, to De-
cember 24, 1945, and was discharged on
February 15, 1946, at Indiantown Gap,
Pennsylvania.

I now live in Greenwich, Ohio, with my
wife of 42 years. We were married on
September 7, 1948, and have four sons,
Maurice, Larry, Robin, and Charles. We
have two grandsons and seven grand-
daughters. Three of my sons were in the
military service. Larry and Robin were in
the Marines. Larry is a career man; he
has been in since 1973. Charles was in
the Army in Germany, where he now lives
with his family. Robin and Maurice live in
Canton, Ohio.

I joined the VFW Greenwich Memorial
Post when it was started in 1984 and my
wile joined the VFW Auxiliary when it
was starled in 1986, We are both charter
and life members.

I work at a factory in Norwalk, Ohio,
where we make truck cabs. [ am a tool-
maker by trade and plan on retiring with-
in the next year.

JEFF J. SEXTON

Jeff J. Sexton

I was with Company C, 357th Infantry. I
enlered the service in September 1942

and went into training at Camp Barkeley,
Texas, then on to Fort Dix, New Jersey.
From there it was on to Normandy where
I fought through parts of France to Metz
where I was wounded. I was sent back to
the states after awhile and was discharged
in December 1945. In May 1946 | went to
work for Civil Service where I stayed until
I retired aflter 34 years in 1980.

I married in June 1946 and we have
two wonderful children: one daughter, one
son, and four precious grandchildren.

We have been to two reunions in
Oklahoma City in 1980 and 1984 which
we enjoyed very much. I have visited with
a couple of my buddies since then and
talked to several more.

CHARLES SHACKELFORD

Charles Shackelford

I was born in Booneville, Mississippi, on
July 31, 1924, [ grew up on a farm and
finished high school at Booneville. I was
drafted into armed services in July 1944
at Camp Shelby, Mississippi, and was
shipped to Camp Robinson, Arkansas,
for 17 weeks basic training. Aflter a few
days leave, | was shipped to Camp Kilmer,
New Jersey.

On January 1, 1945, I boarded the
Queen Mary and sailed to Glasco, Scot-
land. From there we boarded a train to
South Hampton, England. We crossed the
English Channel, boarded trucks, and
arrived in Belgium where I joined my
outfit, G Company, 2nd Battalion, 358th
Infantry, 90th Division, where I experi-
enced my [irst combat. I received three
battle stars; Ardennes, Central Europe
and Rhineland. My close call was a bullet
hole in my canteen. After we met the
Russians in Czechoslovakia and the end
of war in Europe, we were shipped to
Vohinsirasse, Germany, where we were
in training for Pacific. After V-J Day, I
served in the military police until April
1946 at Third Army Headquarters in Bad
Tolz, Germany.

I was discharged July 1946 at Camp
Shelby, Mississippi, married August
1,1946, and farmed with my dad a few
years. In 1953 we moved to Bolivar, Ten-
nessee, where 1 opened Bolivar Milling
Company, a feed and grain business. After
25 years in business, I sold out and semi-
retired, doing a little catlle farming on the
side. My wife, Sue, died March 1983. We

had one daughter, Marcia, and one grand-
daughter, Sara. They live in Titusville,
Florida. I am now enjoying life with Bernice,
whom [ married November 1,1986.

FRANK SHARON

Frank and his twin sister, Francis, were
born July 24, 1921, during a flood along
the Arkansas River. Frank got good
grades in school, excelled in football and
graduated from Fowler County High
School in 1939.

During World War II he served in
Company E, 358th Regiment, 90th Infan-
try Division. Frank received a head wound
and was left for dead until someone acci-
dently found him and he spent quite some
time in hospitals over there and in the
U.S.A. Alter several operations, he bought
a home in Fowler.

For several years Frank managed the
VFW recreation hall in Fowler. After he
gave it up the VFW closed its doors.

Frank served the Roman Catholic
Church, his country and fellow man
faithfully his entire life, honestly, decent-
ly and with a great deal of interest that
led to long hours of work almost daily.
Frank passed away on February 2, 1978,
in the Denver Veterans Hospital after a
long battle with cancer. He left many rel-
atives and [riends. This information was
given to me by Frank's sister-in-law, Al-
ice Sharon. — Thalen S. Clawson

WILLIAM EDSEL
SHARPTON

I was a late replacement when I joined
the 90th Infantry Division in April 1945,
have always felt very honored and proud
to have been a member,

LLOYD SHUTER

Lloyd Shuter

On November 9, 1942, 1 went into the
Army. First I went to Camp Barkeley,
Texas, for ten months training. From
Texas 1 went to the desert in California
and Arizona for another four months of
training.
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We left Camp Granite, Califlornia, on
January 1, 1944, and it was very hot—
undershirt and short sleeve weather. Six
days later, at midnight, we arrived at Fort
Dix, New Jersey. The temperature was
about 20 degrees below zero—what a
drastic temperature change in six days!

Our next move was to cross the Atlantic
Ocean into England. My Army unit, Ser-
vice Battery, 343rd Field Artillery Battal-
ion, was stationed at Wolverhampton
Stalfshire, England.

I met a girl there that later became my
wife. After hostilities in Europe I received
a furlough from Germany to England. I
was married in England on August 20,
1945. We have been married 44 years
and have two children. Donna Sue, our
daughter, works for Joseph E. Seagram
& Sons in Lawrenceburg, Indiana. Our
son, David Lloyd, works for Marlin Marri-
elta, Oakridge, Tennessee.

I am currently working at Bob Aikins
Lines, Lawrenceburg, Indiana. At 68 years
of age, I've driven a truck for 50 years,
also while [ was in the Army.

My thoughts were always on returning
home to the United States of America and
driving my truck again. On February 1,
1947, my wife, Gladys, joined me in the
States where we have made our home
since that time. And yes, I'm still driving
a truck.

JOHN C. SIMPSON

By February I had qualified for a high
school diploma. I left school and volun-
teered for the Army. On March 2, 1943,
Fort Dix, New Jersey, was my new home.
The induction testing destined me for
flight training. I informed the Army that I
was not a draltee, but a volunteer. It was
the armored [orce for me.

The 106th Mechanized Cavalary Re-
connaissance troop was my lraining unit.
After completing terrorism maneuvers I
volunteered to go overseas and be as-
signed to the 10th Armored Division, 90
Reconnaissance Squadron. Army paper
work! I reported to the 90th “Tough 'Om-
bre" Infantry Division's S0 Reconnais-
sance Troop as a private first class.One
of my highlights was outside of Metz I
shot down a Messerschmitt 210 with my
50 caliber on my armored car.

I made the trip to Bastogne without a
hiteh. In the town of Longyville I saw a
tiger get two medium tanks and three
half tracks. We passed through the road
pictured in the picture “Patton” with the
demolitions attached to the trees. Gen.
Patton directed the relief force to Bastogne;
we passed him a few times on the way.
The night we were nolified there were
German troops dropped behind us that
had American uniforms and spoke En-
glish, I held up Gen. Patton for the pass-
word. Later I agreed to accept a transfer
to the infantry with a commission. I was
commissioned on May 5 and did not get
back into the shooting. When the division

was ready to retire, [ volunteered to stay
for occupation duty with the 508 MP Bat-
talion, Third Army.

RALPH O. SINAMON

Ralph O. Sinamon

I was born in St. Louis, Missouri, on
June 9, 1919. Laler, I moved to Rich-
mond, California, where [ worked in the
shipyard {rom January 19, 1943, o Sep-
lember 10, 1943, until I was inducted
into the service in San Francisco. From
there, I was shipped to Monterey to Camp
Van Dorn, Mississippi, to the 63rd Divi-
sion. I joined L Company of the 357th
Infantry, 90th Division, at Fort Dix, New
Jersey. I was wounded June 12, 1944,
and was released {rom the hospital Sep-
tember 15, 1944. I attended the American
School Center. In November 1944 1 was
assigned to B Company, 398th Military
Police Battalion. Mickey Rooney and 1500
others and myself came home on the Gen.
G.O. Squier, which I had helped build.
On March 6, 1946, I received an honorable
discharge as sergeant. Alter 30 years
working for the U.S. Postal Service, | am
enjoying my retirement.

WILBURN A. SINGER

Wilburn A. Singer

I was born in Lee County, Arkansas, July
18, 1918, to Jacob Singer and Vanetta
Cavanaugh Singer. I attended Gill School
eleven years. I lived with my half brother
Elmer, in Cushing, Oklahoma, my senior
year and graduated from Cushing High
School in 1936.-

I was inducted into the Army, March 23,
1942, at Camp Robinson in Little Rock,

Arkansas. I was sent to Camp Barkeley,
Texas. I was in the 90th Division, 359th
Infantry, Antitank Company. My dog tag
number was 37107863. Our division was
sent to California, September 5, 1943,
We were then sent to Fort Dix, New Jer-
sey, and from there to Camp Kilmer. I
sailed for England on March 23, 1944. 1
took part in D-Day. I returned to the
United States March 23, 1945, and was
sent to a hospital in New Orleans, Louisi-
ana. | was discharged from Camp Chalflee,
Arkansas, September 18, 1945.

I married Margaret Jayroe, April 18,
1942. We have two daughters, one son,
one grandson, and two sons-in-law. Ann
Robinson, our oldest, is a principal in
Edmond, Oklahoma. Linda Looper, our
second daughter, is a counselor at Deer
Creek High School in Edmond, Oklahoma.
Our son, Mark (born March 23, 1957),
lives in Atlanta, Georgia. He works for
Macys Department Stores. Our grandson,
Bart Looper, is in the 5th grade in Olda-
homa City, Oklahoma.

We moved from Palestine, Arkansas,
to Oklahoma City in October 1945. I
worked for Sohio Petroleum Co. 37 years.
I retired February 1, 1983.

PETE SMITH

Pete Srn_llh

I was born November 30, 1914, at Cana-
dian, Oklahoma. When I was 9, my [ami-
ly moved to Muskogee, Oklahoma. After
graduating [rom Muskogee Central High
School, I attended Oklahoma University
where I played football, basketball, and
baseball for the Oklahoma Sooners. | was
named All-America in football in 1937
and played in the Shrine East-West and
Chicago All-Stars Games in 1938. [ joined
the coaching staff at Oklahoma Universi-
ly as assistant line coach in 1938, the
year the Sooners played their first bowl
game,

I married Clare Master in 1938. We
had four sons. In 1941 I moved to Mil-
waukee, Wisconsin, and was line coach
at Marquette University. [ was inducted
into the Army on January 12, 1942, as a
second lieutenant in artillery, having re-
ceived my commission from ROTC at OU.
I was stationed at Fort Sill and Camp
Barkeley, where I was division special
service officer, and went overseas on
March 1, 1944. When the war in Europe
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ended, I was assigned to the Third Army
as athletic officer. I was discharged as a
major in October 1945 and resumed my
coaching duties at Marquette University.

In 1946 I returned to my home town
of Muskogee and entered the restaurant
and catering business, a career that
lasted 42 years. Clare died in 1970. In
1971 I married Jean Barnard. We bought
a ranch in 1973 and went into the cattle
business. | retired from the restaurant
business in 1988, but remain active in
ranching.

ROY E. SMITH

Roy E. Smith

I have lived in San Antonio since retiring
from the U.S. Army as a lieutenant colo-
nel in July 1963.

I was married in 1938 to the former
Miss Fay Hunt of Terrell, Texas. We had
two children, a son formerly in the Army
who is now deceased, and there was one
daughter born in 1941 before Pearl Har-
bor. She had three children. Our oldest
grandson, Michael Houser, is currently
serving in the U.S. Navy. A grandson,
David Houser, is attending the Universi-
ty of Texas in San Antonio. Susan is a
high school senior. Bonnie Houser, the
daughter, has a masters degree in read-
ing and teaches in a local school district.

Fay and I are members of Trinity Bap-
tist Church in San Antonio. It is a pleasure
each Sunday to visit with Colonel Merton
Munson and his wife who are in the same
Bible class.

I joined the 90th Division in Camp
Barkeley assigned to the 344th Field Ar-
tillery Battalion, where they went on fleld
maneuvers in Texas, desert training in
the California desert, and Louisiana ma-
neuvers. | sailed to England in 1944 and
went into combat at Utah Beach, Nor-
mandy, as part of the greatest invasion in
history.

I was integrated into the regular Army
in 1945 with the first group of reserve
officers to do so. When the Korean War
broke out on June 25, 1950, I was as-
signed to the Korean Military Advisory
Group and as a major I was the artillery
advisor to the 1st Republic of Korea Divi-
sion. I served in Korea until January 1952
and took part in four major battles against
the North Koreans and Chinese commu-
nist armies.

I retired from the Army in Columbia,
South Carolina, in July 1963 and moved
my family to San Antonio where we have
lived since.

I retired for the second time in 1980 as
a public school teacher and have since
devoted myself to church work, traveling,
golfing, oll painting and loafing.

JAMES S. SPIVEY

James S. Spivey

I was born in Lufkin, Texas, in March
1915. I received an infantry commission
in 1937 from Texas A&M. I married
Marilyn Patterson in Dallas, Texas, in
1939. I was Chamber of Commerce man-
ager in Terrell, Texas, when called to ac-
tive duty January 1942.

I reported to Camp Wolters, Mineral
Wells, Texas, as first lieutenant, infantry.
I had 30-45 days training in 37mm anti-
tank weapons. Then I was assigned to
358th Infantry Regiment of 90th Division
when the division was activated at Camp
Barkeley, Texas. My first assignment was
platoon leader, anti-tank platoon. After a
few months I became company com-
mander of H Company, 358th. I served in
that capacity until early December 1943.

Most of the 359th Staff in Amberg, Germany,
1945. Lt. Col. James Spivey Is on front row,
fourth from left with Col. Bell to his right.

While training on desert in California I
was assigned to Advanced School for In-
fantry, Fort Benning. 1 remained there
until ordered to Fort Dix in 1944 prepar-
ing for move overseas. I was assigned as
company commander to F Company,
358th. I moved to England and partici-
pated in the invasion June 1945 moving
through Utah Beach.

I was wounded early July, Seves Riv-

er. [ evacuated to a hospital in England,
and returned to duty after about 2 weeks.
I watched bombing of 5,000 bombers over
Normandy from hill overlooking action. I
was assigned as battalion executive 3rd
Battalion, 358th. I continued that as-
signment until crossing of Moselle River
in Metz operation. Upon wounding of Col.
Belke, I assumed command of battalion.
I continued to cross Saar River, Dillingen,
then Bastogne area, until mid-February
1945.

I evacuated with dysentery and pneu-
monia to hospital near Oxford, England. |
returned and was assigned as executive
officer 359th Infantry Regiment. I contin-
ued this assignment until Col. Bell re-
turned home during summer upon ill-
ness of his wife. I assumed command of
359th Infantry Regiment and remained
in that assignment with the regiment until
its return home, arriving in New York
Harbor on Christmas Day 1945. [ went to
Camp Fannin, Tyler, Texas, where my
unit was deactivated. [ believe I was the
only man with the division from activa-
tion to deactivation.

I have been in business for myself since
January 1946 as exporter of military
equipment. I have two children, Susan
and Peter, and two grandchildren. I have
lived in Washington D.C. area since 1946
and meet regularly with ex-90th Division
men in Washington area.

ROBERT J. STEFANINI

Robert J. Stefanini

I was born September 8, 1917, in the
county of the Bronx, New York City. I am
the youngest of six children, the son of
Alfred and Anna Stefanini. I lived in the
same house in which [ was born for fi
years. | married Elsie Battistessa who
was also born and raised in the area of
the Bronx. We were married in 1947 and
this June we will be married 43 years. We
have two children; our daughter, Adele,
and our son, John. We also have one
grandson named David.

I was inducted into the Army on Jan-
uary 22, 1942, at Fort Dix, New Jersey. |
was 24 years old. | was sent to Fort Sill,
Oklahoma, then to Camp Barkeley, Texas.
In March 1944 I was shipped overseas
and was made chief of Gun Section, A
Battery, 344th Field Artillery, 90th Divi-
sion. I served for four years.
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DONALD E. STEWART

Donald E. Stewart

I was born April 29, 1924, in Kansas
City, Kansas. I served in the Army 1943~
45, ETO. 1 was in 915th Field Artillery
Battalion, Service Battery.

I married in 1946 and have one
daughter, born in 1954. My profession is
mechanical engineer. | received a B.A. in
math at University of Missouri, Kansas
City; a B.S. in Engineering and Science
and M.S. in Engineering Management at
California Christian University in Los An-
geles.

I was employed as project engineer at
the Colgate Palmolive Company in Kan-
sas City 1948-1962; sales and field engi-
neer at Bublitz Machinery Company in
North Kansas City, Missouri 1962-66;
materials handling engineer at Allis
Chalmers Company in Independence,
Missouri, 1966-1974; senior engineer of
plant layout and materials handling at
John Deer Company in Dubuque, Iowa,
1974-1986.

I am a member of American Society of
Mechanical Engineers; American Institute
of Plant Engineers; Society of Manufac-
turing Engineers; National Society of
Professional Engineers; lowa Engineer-
ing Societly, Professional Engineers in In-
dustry and Jr. Achievement, Inc.

I have been awarded the Diamond
Achievement Award, Heart of America
Engineering and Science Club-1958;
Annual Engineering Award Midwest
Maintenance Institute-1960; plaque and
citation for Tri-States Jr. Achievement
Programs, Inc.-1975; Society of Manu-
facturing Engineers Outstanding Service
Award-1979; Programming Award-1981;
and National Society of Professional En-
gineers lowa Engineering Society Order
of the Engineers Award-1981.

I was president of the Professional
Engineers in Industry Division of lowa
Engineering Society 1981-83 and 1989~
1991. I have published articles in various
professional engineering, science, tech-
nical and trade journals.

I received the Engineer of the Year
Award from the Professional Engineers
in Industry Division of the Iowa Engi-
neering Society 1983-1984 and in 1986
I received the Dubuque Chapter of the
Iowa Engineering Soclety Engineer of the
Year Award.

I retired in 1986 and currently live in
East Dubugue, Illinois.

KENNETH STINCHFIELD

e

Kenneth Stinchfield

I was born at Grand Rapids, North Dako-
ta, on April 28, 1920. My family moved to
Bowman, North Dakota, when I was 3
years old.

I was raised on a farm and I continued
farming for 40 years until my retirement
in 1980. In 1984 I successfully ran for
Bowman County Commissioner and have
filled that position for five years.

I served my country in the 90th Divi-
sion, E Company, 359th Infantry. I was
called into the service in April 1942. 1
married Elizabeth Fleck in 1943. [ was at
Camp Barkeley, Texas, for two years, then
on to Camp Granite until I was called to
Fort Dix, New Jersey, where I departed
for overseas for fifteen months.

I went into combat for 16 days at Utah
Beach where [ was wounded by a mortar
shell in the left thigh. I was sent to a
hospital in England. On September 12,
1944, 1 was sent back to the front lines.
On December 10, 1944, on the Siegfried
Line, I was again wounded in both thighs
and my left arm. This time I was sent
home on the ship SS Mt. Vernon. I was
hospitalized in a hospital in Boston on
March 20th and later in May of 1945 I
was sent to Spokane, Washington for
therapy. I was discharged with the Purple
Heart and Oak Leaf Cluster.

I have three children: Betty, Rita, and
Danny. I have resided in Bowman since
my retirement with my wife Liz. Liz and
Rita now own and operate a ladies ap-
parel shop.

EARNEST D.
STONECIPHER

I was drafted into the Army and reported
on September 7, 1943. I took my basic
training at Camp Fannin, Texas. On April
6, 1944, I shipped out of New York Harbor
in route to EAME. I arrived in England on
April 28, 1944,

On June 10, 1944, | was placed in the
90th Infantry Division, E Company, 357th
Regiment, as one of the first replacements
after the invasion at Normandy Beach.
We remained at Normandy Beach await-
ing the arrival of Gen. Patton from the
south., We were then changed from the
Ninth Army to the Third upon his arrival.

Earnest D. Stonecipher

I made the march across France with
Gen. Patton into Germany and Belgium. I
was wounded twice; once on October 7,
1944, and again on January 15, 1945,
for which I received the Purple Heart and
Oak Leaf Clusters. I also received the
Bronze Star Medal for heroic achievement
on January 15, 1945, in the vicinity of
Bras, Belgium. I also received the EAME
Campaign Medal with four Bronze Stars.

On March 14, 1945, [ was captured in
a small town outside of Bastogne. | was
taken to Stalag 12A in Limberg, where I
was placed in a boxcar and moved by
night. I was taken from the boxcar and
forced to travel by foot after our own
planes fired on the boxcars.

United States tanks liberated me on
the March 28, 1945. [ was taken to Camp
Lucky Strike in Le Havre, France, and
went home on April 14, 1945,

(L-R) Front: Eimer Miller (MIA) and Leo Bland;
Back: Frank Hardy, Clerance Burke and Rudy
Tafoya

I joined D Company, 358th Infantry, in
March 1942. We spent two years in the
States training. | was a squad leader,
machine guns, lst platoon, and then I
was changed over to transportation cor-
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poral. We made a few 25-mile hikes with
full field packs to Hankins Ranch up the
“Burma Pass,” as we called it.

Rudy Tafoya at 45th Reunion Normandy

Then we went to Louisiana on maneu-
vers and back, and to Calilornia desert
maneuvers. And then to Fort Dix for more
training and then on to England for the
invasion of France, D-Day-plus-2. As we
unloaded off the landing craft I lost one
jeep out of five.

The driver hit a hole in the water. The
beach was littered with gas masks. We
got to the first village— dead Germans all
over; also American paratroopers. Para-
chutists caught in the trees were hanging
dead. Hedgerow to hedgerow, to Hill 122,
etc. At the Saar River, which was flooded,
we floated one of my jeeps and driver for
supplies.

I was awarded the Bronze Star for
meritorious service. In the Bastogne area
I got the Purple Heart; a machine gunner
saw me first. Between my jeep driver,
Jimmy Hartline, we captured 51 German
soldiers and then onto Czechoslovakia
when the war ended. There was only five
of us originals left in my platoon.; Sgt.
Jack Kinnsey, Sgt. Christenson, Cpl. Per-
ry Byrnes, Ple. Carl Johnson and myself.

ORWIN C. TALBOTT

A mative Californian, I went to my fa-
ther's high school and the University of
California. After a year on active duty I
was integrated into the regular Army in
February 1942 and was immediately
transferred to the cadre of the 90th In-
fantry Division at Camp Barkeley, Texas.

I served throughout in the 359th In-
fantry, first in Regimental Headquarters,
then in 2nd Battalion H.Q., and took
command of G Company in the desert. I
retained this command through the Nor-
mandy campaign and then served as 2nd
Battalion executive (to include a short
stint as acting battalion command offi-
cer) and regimental S-3 until January
when I took command of the 1st Battal-
ion. This lasted until we had closed on
the Siegfried Line when I made my third
trip to the hospital.

In March I joined the 3rd Battalion as
executive and in a few weeks became the
command officer, remaining as such un-

til October 1945. The fortunes of war had
made possible my commanding in com-
bat each of the battalions of the 359th.

Orwin C. Talbott

The remainder of my 35 years of ser-
vice included the normal service schools
and assignments and the privilege of
commanding the 1st Infantry Division in
Vietnam. This involved the longest service
of any general officer in combat with the
Big Red One. Next came three plus years
as commandant of the Infantry School at
Fort Benning. My last two years were as
deputy to Bill DePuy, a particularly dis-
tinguished veteran of the 90th, when he
activated and commanded the Army's
training and doctrine command at Fort
Monroe.

Upon retirement in 1975 I moved to
Annapolis, Maryland, with the lovely Nell
I had married in Abilene. I have since
been deeply involved in historic preser-
vation and related matters of the Old Line
State of my ancestors. My current activi-
ties include ten plus years as president of
the Society of the 1st Division. Our two
children and their families live in Cleve-
land, Ohio, and Freehold, New Jersey.

WILLIAM T. “BILL”
TANKERSLEY

William T. Tankersley

I was born March 27, 1927, in Bell, Cali-
fornia, to Theodore M. and Lois (Goodwin)
Tankersley. I was raised near Roseburg,
Oregon, on land homesteaded by my fa-
ther. There was no electricity, no running
water and no telephone. My parents built
a cabin in which we lived until we boys
were big enough to help build a proper

log house. The one-room eighth grade
school we attended was a three-mile walk
from home.

I entered the service courtesy of my
friends and neighbors in 1943 and joined
K Company, 357th, on the beach near St,
Meére-Eglise. After reaching the Our River,
I was evacuated to the States and dis-
charged the following year. I worked as a
logger for a couple of years and then
reenlisted in the “peacetime™ Army.

After my second discharge I entered
the field of law enforcement and retired
in 1985 after 35 years on the Oregon
Coast. My wife, Louise (Mosley), and I are
now living on the old homestead and do a
little traveling in the winter.

JAMES TATE

James Tate

Although I was born in southern [llinois
in 1922, 1 spent my formative years in
Townley, Alabama, as my father, grand-
father, and uncle were coal miners (they
were also union organizers, which made
their work doubly hard). When dad's
health failed he had to give up mining, so
our families moved back to Illinois and
settled in Kankakee where my five sisters
and I attended school.

By this time, the country was in the
grips of the Depression, so at age 17 |
joined the CCC to help my parents finan-
cially. I was stationed at Mt. Pleasant,
Utah. It was run like the military with
assigned chores at the camp, hard physi-
cal labor building berms and canals for
erosion control, and three good meals a
day. I was paid about $30 a month, but
most of the money was sent home.

About one year after I got out of the
CCC, our country was at war so I enlisted
in the Army in 1942. I was assigned to
Headquarters Battery, 915th Field Artil-
lery Battalion, and was with the Infantry
most of the time working in a liaison
crew. Like all members of the 90th, I was
in the major European battles and saw
the horrors of war. But I also met the
finest bunch of fellows any man would be
proud to call “friend.”

After the war, I did what most young
men did. [ went to work, got married, and
reared a family of four. I've worked from
making TNT during the Korean War, to
building Bradley Fighting Vehicles at FMC
Corporation for the U.S. Army.




Clyde Taylor

1 was born in December 1919 in Craig
County, Oklahoma. I was one of seven
living brothers, sons of Marion and Alice
Taylor. Six of the brothers and a step-
brother served in the service in World
War II. My brother, Milburn, was in the
90th, Signal Company, and I was in H
Company, 359th Infantry. I was living
near Denver, colorado, and entered the
service at Fort Logan, Colorado, in March
1942 and was sent to Camp Barkeley,
Texas, around the first of April 1942. I
stayed with the division all through
training. I went to England and on to the
invasion of Normandy, across France into
Germany, then to the the Belgium Bulge.
[ left the division about January 30, 1945.
I was discharged from the division at
Brooks Hospital, San Antonio, Texas, as
a staff sergeant. I returned to Oklahoma
and married Myrtle Holt Tune of Vinita,
Oklahoma, in March 1946. We have two
children, Bobby G. Taylor, who is mar-
ried to Carolyn Johnson and lives at Carl
Junction, Missouri. Qur daughter, Winnie
Sue Taylor, is married to Billie R. Trit-
thart and lives in Miami, Oklahoma. We
have nine grandchildren.

I retired from Electro-Optic Material
Division of Eagle-Picher Company in
February 1983 as a foreman after over
thirty-two years of service. We lived in
Commerce, Oklahoma, for about thirty
years, moving to Miami in October 1976
where we now live.

WILLIAM E. THELE

William E. Thele

I was born in Middletown, Iowa, on Au-
gust 21, 1918, the eighth of ten children

of Rosa and J. William Thele. After the
establishment of the lowa Army Ammu-
nition Plant, we moved from my first home
to another farm near Denmark, lowa. I
attended a one-room school in Augusta,
lowa, for eight years, graduating in the
class of 1931. After graduating I continued
working on the family farm and served as
an apprentice to area contractors. From
1937 to the spring of 1941, I worked as
an instructor and manager of building
maintenance in the CCC.

During my time in the Army I was
assigned to H.Q. & H.Q. Battery, 90th
Division Artillery, as a battery mechanic
which involved everything from making
wooden training models in Camp Barke-
ley, Texas, to making sure the headquar-
ters tent had electricity as the 90th moved
through France, Germany, and into
Czechoslovakia during the Invasion. I re-
ceived the Croix de Guerre with Bronze
Star from the French government.

[ married Gertrude Steffensmeier while
we were stationed in Texas. After the war,
I returned to Southeast lowa and built a
home for our family on a small acreage
near Burlington, Iowa. I worked as a
contractor's foreman until my retirement
in 1981. I also farmed part-time and
started an orchard that grew as our fam-
ily grew. We now have three daughters,
a son and eight grandchildren. Even
though we have sold the farm, we still
have a large garden at our present home
in Burlington.

ROBERT L. THOMAS
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Robert L. Thomas

Robert Thomas with two sons on visit to
France in 1989

During the war I was with K Company,
359th Infantry, 3rd Platoon. In August

1944 at the time of the Falaise Gap, I had
an experience that reinforced the pride 1
felt for my country and myself.

The morale at that time was high in
our unit. After three days of fighting our
platocon rounded up about twenty or so
German prisoners. Our lieutenant gave
directions and assigned four of us to take
them back about a mile or better to a
large circle of barbed wire in a field which
was called a “Stockade.” We proceeded to
march them back in platoon formation
with one of us at each corner about forty
feet away.

Suddenly an artillery shell landed
about a hundred yards away. All prison-
ers dove for the ground, all four of us
remained standing. We stook there and
they laid there. Finally we moved on after
agreeing among ourselves that it was an
observer who didn't know at first who we
were. We felt it was our shell because we
had the area secured and besides, we
couldn't be hurt by our own shells.

When we arrived at the enclosure one
of the guards, after putting them in, came
up to us smiling and said, “I speak Ger-
man. Do you know what one of them said
as [ put them in? He said, ‘No wonder we
are losing this war, these Americans aren't
even afraid of artillery!™

By the way, does anyone happen to
know what may have happened to Hom-
er Maldonado from my platoon? He was
from Texas.

ROBERT J. THRASH

Robert J. Thrash

I was born August 31, 1925, Route 1,
Conehatta, Mississippi. The date of in-
duction was October 30, 1943. I was
drafted out of high school and went
through Basic Training at Camp Wheeler,
Georgia. I departed from the United States,
Camp Shanke, New Jersey, on May 12,
1944. We arrived in England on May 25,
1944, and were assigned to Company 5,
357th Infantry. I served with this unit
during the Normandy Invasion, North
France, Ardennes, Rhineland, and Central
Europe. I received five battle stars for
these five Campaigns.

I'was wounded from a German Bulletin
my right hip and side for which I was
presented the Purple Heart Medal. My feet
were frozen during the Battle of the Bulge
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in Belgium. I served during these battles
as a light machine gunner. We were fight-
ingin Czechoslovakia when we learned the
War was over by reading the May 9, 1945,
daily news publication of the Fighting 90th,
The Sniper, V.E. Edition.

Serving my country in Company G of
the 357th Regiment, 90th Division under
Gen. George S. Patton was a memorable
experience in itself. I served with some
of the greatest soldiers that ever wore
the U.S. uniform who referred to me as
“Mississippi.”

I was discharged from service in De-
cember 1945, After finishing high school,
and some college, I was involved in selling
hardware and paint. I have spent the last
twenty years in automobile sales. The
first ten years were spent in Chevrolet
sales and the last ten years to present
have been spent in Oldsmobile and Ca-
dillac sales.

On January 15, 1949, [ married Gwen
Cleveland. We have had a great life and
the wonderful privilege of raising a
daughter, Sheila. She is married to Phil-
ip Marshall who is pastor of Mt. Vernon
Baptist Church in Newton, Mississippi.
They have two beautiful daughters. Lau-
ren, 4-1/2, and Marilyn, 3 years old.
Gwen and I are residing in Decatur, Mis-
sissippi, where we have lived for the past
thirty years.,

WILLIAM E. THUMMA

William E. Thumma

I waded ashore after D-Day on Utah
Beach as a private first class rifleman
replacement, and was assigned to the
1st Platoon, G Company, 358th Infantry
in Normandy. | was wounded later and
still fought in all of the five major battles.
I remember our G Company taking Fort
Konigsmacher across the Moselle River
in November 1944, through the back. A
Sgt. Patterson from Texas and I were the
first into the trenches and the fort, while
our 3rd Platoon covered us, a perfect
tactical maneuver.

After disposing of a machine gun nest
and others in the trenches, I kicked on a
door into the fort, while the rest of our
platoon came up. A white [lag appeared
from the door and one hundred twenty-
four German soldiers surrendered to us.
Another battalion was trying to take the
fort from the [ront. Later, we moved into

a town at night and the Germans
counter-attacked. Capt. Lodge and hall
of G Company were caplured. Another
unit came up later and drove the Ger-
mans out.

Later, Capt. Blue made me technical
sergeant of our 1st Platoon and I was put
in for a battlefield promotion, but was
evacuated the next day to a hospital in
Nancy, France, for six weeks. I returned
to the unit and in March platoon sergeants
could go back to Fountainbleau, France,
and be commissioned.

I returned to the United States in De-
cember 1945 and I remained in the active
reserves and retired as a lieutenant colo-
nel. I completed the Army's Command
and General Stall College.

I enjoyed the trip to Europe on the
fortieth anniversary of D-Day with the
90th Division. I have been postmaster of
Millersville, Pennsylvania, for thirty years.
[ have a wile, three married children, and
two grandchildren.

NICK TOTH JR.
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Nick Toth Jr.

I was born on September 8, 1922, and
spent my childhood in Weirton, West
Virginia. I later moved to Tiltonsville,
Ohio, where I lived until I went to Balti-
more, Maryland, for employment. I
worked as a welder in the Baltimore
Shipyards repairing ships that were
damaged in combat.

I was inducted into the Army on Oc-
tober 11, 1943, at Fort George G. Meade,
Maryland. I was sent to Camp Croft,
South Carolina, for basic training and
on to Camp Kilmer, New Jersey. From
there I was shipped overseas to Glas-
gow, Scotland, and then we were sent by
train to England. I was part of the force
that landed in Normandy in 1944. As a
radio operator, I was assigned to D Com-
pany, 359th Infantry Regiment, 90th Di-
vision. [ was discharged from service on
January 10, 1946, at Indiantown Gap,
Pennsylvania.

I returned to Tiltonsville, Ohio, and
found employment with Wheeling Steel
Corporation. I retired on April 7, 1984,
after 38 years with the company and I'm
enjoying every minute of my retirement.

My wile, Teresa, and I love to travel
and have seen most of the United States
and parts of Europe. When I'm home in

Tiltonsville, I can be found out on the golf
course. We are the parents of three chil-
dren, Kenneth, Nicholas and Joyce, and
the proud grandparents of three, Ashley,
Nicholas IV and Emily.

GILBERT A. TOUMBS

Gilbert A, Toumbs

I was born August 30, 1919, in Farmers-
ville, Texas. I attended grade school and
high school in Farmersville, after which 1
worked at various jobs until I was induct-
ed into the Army on March 4, 1942,

I completed basic training at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, and from there trans-
ferred to the 90th Division, 315th Med-
ics, Company B, and remained there un-
til June 6, 1945. We joined the overseas
forces on Easter Sunday 1944 and re-
mained in combat until May 9, 1945.

While in combat I was awarded the
Purple Heart, the Good Conduct Medal,
Five Campaign Stars, and the Combat
Medic Badge.

After my tour of duty, I entered the
grocery business in Dallas, Texas, and
am still active in it to this day.

R.E. Trantham

I was born near Hico, Texas, in 1917, and
later moved to Fairy, Texas, where I went
to school. | was one of nine children, four
brothers that served overseas. | went in
the CCC in 1939 and got out in 1940. I
went to Burnet, Texas, after coming out
of the CCC in February 1942. [ was draft-
ed and was in the 315th Engineers, 90th
Division, and stayed in it until the war
was over. I was discharged October 1945.




personnel. I was wounded again when we
crossed the Moselle near Fort Koenigs-
macher. I think this was one of the
roughest times I spent in combat. I was
treated at the aid station and returned to
the unit. When we were relieved from the
line we had 28 men left in our company:. I
was one of the few original members left
at the end of the war.

I was separated in December 1945. |
married Harriet Galbreath in 1946 and
reenlisted in the Army in 1948. [ served
in assignments in the United States,
Germany, Japan, and Vietnam. I served
as command sergeant major of the 7th
Field Hospital Japan, 12th Evacuation
Hospital, Vietnam, and the 15th Medical
Battalion, 1st Calvary Division, Vietnam.

I retired in May 1972 and purchased
a horse farm near Felton, Delaware. My
wife and I are now enjoying the fruits of
our labor. We have one married daugh-
ter, Bonnie, and three grandchildren.
They reside in Virginia.

BERNARD L. TURNER

¥

Bernard L. Turner

I was born and raised in New York City of
immigrant parents from Russia and Po-
land. I joined B Company, 359th Regiment
of the 90th Division at Trois Vierge, Bel-
gium. I ended the war at Vseruby, Czech-
oslovakia, May 1945.

I earned a bachelor’s degree at Colum-
bia University and a master’s degree at
Hofstra University. Post-graduate work
was taken at the New School for Social
Research. After working as an economist
with the National Industrial Conference
Board, I then spent six years in the labor
relations field, and taught in public
schools and college for the next 14 years.

Since 1970 I have been the president of
Walden University, and have provided
public services such as serving on state
and local boards. I continue to be a board
member of Citizens National Bank in Na-
ples, Florida, where I have lived since 1972
with my wife, Rita, and our three children.

LEON TURNER

I was born July 31, 1922, in Jonestown,
Pennsylvania. I was one of seven children,
son of Willilam R. and Catherine Turner.

Leon Turner

I was inducted into the Army Air Force
in January 1948. I had basic training in
Miami, Florida. I was shipped to Roswell
Army Air Force Base and attached to the
90th Division in January 1945. 1 was
with the 358th Infantry until the division
was sent home. I patrolled the Blue Da-
nube River until I was dent home in March
1946 and discharged.

I married Wanda Doris Green, daugh-
ter of Noel F. and Mary B. Green of Ro-
swell, New Mexico, on April 10, 19486, at
Roswell. We have two children and four
grandchildren. Our son, Jack B., is mar-
ried to Sharon Wiles, They have two sons,
Harley D. age ten, and James Leon age
five. They live in McAlester, Oklahoma.
Our daughter, Jolene Catherine, is mar-
ried to James “Jim” Salsman. They have
two children: son, Beau Steven, eleven,
and daughter, Shawna Anne, seven, They
live in Panama, Oklahoma.

I started to work for the Roswell
Morning Dispatch Newspaper in 1947 at
Roswell, New Mexico. I joined the Carlsbad
Current Argus Newspaper in Carlsbad,
New Mexico, in 1951. With the last press
run on December 31, 1987, I retired after
forty years. My wife, Wanda Doris, and 1
call Carlsbad, New Mexico, home.

To the men of the 358th—1I think of
you often.

STEPHEN J. VAJDIK

Stephen J. Vajdik

The memory of my Army days which has
been in the back of my mind is the fol-
lowing clipping and episode for which I
received the Bronze Star and the Purple
Heart.

“Company C, Stephen J. Vajdik
35919899, staff sergeant (then private

first class), infantry, 359th United States
Army. For heroic achievement on De-
cember 9, 1944, in the vicinity of
Dillingen, Germany, during an attack on
an enemy observation post, the assault
platoon was pinned down by heavy ma-
chine gunfire.

(L-R) Steve Vajdik, Nelson, Hunt, Mick, Maxfield

Staff Sgt. Stephen J. Vajdik, wounded
by shellfire, crawled to within a short
distance of the gun position and threw
hand grenades into the emplacement. He
maintained fire with his rifle which neu-
tralized the enemy's fire and allowed the
platoon to continue to assault and cap-
ture the position. His heroic achievement
was in accordance with military tradition.
He entered military service from Ohio and
received Bronze Star and Purple Heart
for his achievement.”

When I left the Army I got married and
had seven children, one boy and six girls.
We bought a farm and raised the children,
horses, cattle, and chickens.

I am now retired with four children
married and living all over the U.S.A. Two
are still single and one is at home. Now
my wife and I travel and fish and visit the
children and six grandchildren, three boys
and three girls. We are trying to enjoy our
retirement, grandchildren, and old age.

WILMER O. VENABLE

Wilmer O. Venable

I am Wilmer O. Venable (Tex). I was draft-
ed in October 1942, went to Camp Walters
in Mineral Wells, Texas, and on to Camp
Barkeley in Abilene, Texas. The 90th was
organizing there. I made maneuvers in
Camp Barkeley, Louisiana, at camp in
Leesville, Louisiana, and back to Camp




Barkeley, then on to Camp Granite, Cali-
fornia, in the desert for maneuvers. From
California I went to Fort Dix, New Jersey.
It was the first time in the barracks in
two years. Then on to New York to sail to
England and we landed in Liverpool,
where we were still making preparations
for combat.

On June 4, 1944, we were ready for
combat, and went in on the beach on
June 8. I was a heavy machine gunner,
30 caliber, and stayed on the front lines
until June 19 when [ was taken prisoner
by the Germans. Starvation was on noth-
ing to eat.

I received four Red Cross boxes in ten
and one half months; they were British.
I was liberated on May 8, 1945, by
Americans. I arrived back in New York
and on to Fort Sam Houston in San An-
tonio. I arrived at Fort Sam Houston on
June 19, 1945, and was discharged in
October 1945.

[ am proud to fight for my country and
to be a part of the 90th Division. May the
Lord bless those that died and did not
come back. I now live at Cedar Creek
Lake near Gun Barrel City. My address
is: Wilmer O. Venable, Thunderbird
Shores Addition, 104 Pawnee St., Mabank,
Texas, 75147.

JOSEPH VESPASIANO

Joseph Vespasiano

I was born in Little Falls, New York, in
1925, son of Anthony and Josephine
Vespasiano. Upon graduation from high
school in 1943 I was inducted into the
Army. I did my basic training at Camp
Croft, South Carolina, and went to En-
gland in March 1944.

Several days after D-Day I was as-
signed as a replacement to B Company,
357th Infantry. I served in five campaigns
and left my company in May 1945.

I returned to Little Falls, I worked as a
carpenter for four years before entering
teachers college. I earned a B.S. degree
from Oswego State Teachers College in
1954. I received a master's from Albany
State Teachers College, University of New
York in 1955, I taught Industrial Arts for
34 years at Mohawk Central School, Mo-
hawk, New York.

I retired in 1989. I married Beverly
Walrath in 1954 and have one daughter
and two sons.

Charles E. Walters

I entered the Army at Indiana’s Fort Ben-
jamin Harrison. I was trained as a ma-
chine gunner with the 63rd Division with

13 weeks of basic and 17 weeks of ad- -

vanced training.

I came to the 90th after the Normandy
invasion, the infamous hedgerow country.
We had many casualties and from a pri-
vate first class [ took over a machine gun
squad at Beau Coudray. I recall the bridge
at Mayenne that was lined with 500-
pound bombs set to explode and the
88mm aimed at our crossing. After May-
enne we rode tanks of the 712th Tank
Battalion. What a unit!/I have the highest
praise for those tankers.

Through Verdun and Argonne Forest
and on to Maiziéres-lés-Metz and the
swollen Moselle, the crossing of the Saar
and A Company was on German soil. We
pulled back from Dillingen and moved
into Luxembourg.

The Ardennes offensive started with
deep snow and bone-chilling below-zero
temperatures. My combat experience
ended at Berle Luxembourg on January
9, 1945. A well hidden tiger tank wiped
out my squad. I was in hospitals in
France, England and stateside, and was
discharged on August 28, 1945, from
Wakeman General Hospital.

I retired from Chrysler Corporation af-
ter 31 years as an inspection supervisor.
We have four grown children and are en-
Joying our retirement.

LAUGHLIN E. WATERS

Judge Laughlin E. Waters

I was in G Company, 359th Infantry Reg-
iment, and was honored to tell my memo-

ries of the action that took place in
Chambois on August 19, 1944. (See pag-
es 54-57.)

H. GLENN WEBSTER

H. Glenn Webster

I was born on November 2,1919, in War-
saw, New York, but lived most of my life
in Rochester, New York. I joined the NYA
in Woodstock, New York, after high school
in 1938, was married in May 1942, and
now have two married children and two
grandchildren.

I was inducted into the Army on May
16, 1942, and had basic training in Camp
Croft, South Carolina, where I was in a
heavy weapons battalion, radio company,
and NCO school. I was sent to Fort Ben-
ning, Georgia, and was commissioned an
officer on December 23, 1942.

I was sent to the 6th Motorized Divi-
sion in Desert Center, California, as an
extra officer and after a few months I
was transferred to C Company of the
359th Regiment, 90th Division, at
Abilene, Texas, and I went right back to
the California desert with them. We were
eventually shipped to Fort Dix and the
POE at Camp Kilmer, New Jersey, and
on April 8, 1944, we landed in Camp
Standage Park in Wales.

I entered France on Utah Beach on D-
Day and was wounded on July 4, 1944,
near Hill 122. About 3 years later I was
released from Valley Forge General Hos-
pital and received a disability retirement.

I became a teacher in the Germantown
Central School, Germantown, New York,
after getting my degree on the GI bill. I
was also a town justice for 20 years in
Germantown. After 30 years of teaching I
retired to Bayville, New Jersey.

LESTER M. WEINBERG

I was born in Camden, New Jersey, in
1924, | was a member of C Company,
359th, 90th Division from July 6, 1944,
to April 1945. 1 was a member of the 4th
Platoon.

After my leaving the Army in 1946 I
attended Temple University in Philadel-
phia, Pennsylvania, from where I gradu-
ated in June 1949. My employment career
has been with the New Jersey Racing
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Association as a pari-mutuel teller since
1946. In fact, in 1990 I'll be employed at
Garden State Racing Association in Cherry
Hill, New Jersey, and I will be starting my
sixth decade, and I will be starting my
45th year at the race track.

Lester M. Weinberg

I have never married, but I'm not a
confirmed bachelor. I have a lot of good
friends and a fine family who are a good
support group. My activities have been
outdoors, such as bike riding, brisk
walking, jogging and volleyball. Looking
Jforward to the next reunion.

RAY J. WERNKE

Ray J. Wernke

I was born May 21, 1924, in Indianapo-
lis, Indiana. I was inducted into the Army
at Fort Harrison, Indiana, on October 2,
1943. 1 was shipped to Pine Camp New
York to a heavy-maintenance ordinance
company. | went to Europe in March 1944
and was assigned to a demolition pla-
toon, 3rd Battalion, 359th Infantry, 90th
Division. I received 4 Bronze stars. I was
discharged January 20, 1946, at Camp
Atterbury, Indiana.

I got married in 1947 and have three
children. I have been a builder from 1956
through 1987. I built houses and apart-
ments and am now semi-retired, taking
care of my apartments. It has been a
family involved operation.

HUBERT WEYER

1 was born November 26, 1909, at Ferdi-
nand, Indiana. I was the fourth oldest of
10children, son ofJoseph and Anna (Fleck)
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Weyer. My father died in 1924 when my
youngest brother was 6 months old.

1 went to work on a farm at Louisville,
Kentucky, and then spent 12 years work-
ing at a furniture factory at Jasper, Indi-
ana. I came to Dyersville, lowa, on March
22, 1938, and worked as a farm hand.

Hubert Weyer

I volunteered for the service and left
from Dubuque, Iowa, and was inducted
April 2, 1942, at Fort Des Moines, lowa.
I took my training at Camp Barkeley,
Abilene, Texas. I served in Europe with
the 358th Infantry, Antitank Company,
90th Infantry Division. I was sent over-
seas and landed at Liverpool, England,
April 9, 1944, and served overseas until
October 14, 1945. I was in the Spear-
head Division of Normandy Beach on D-
Day and also served in the Battle of the
Bulge. I helped liberate some of the con-
centration camps. I was discharged Oc-
tober 20, 1945.

I returned to Dyersville, lowa, and
worked as a farm hand. I married Frances
(Bonert) Johannes, a widow of Dyersville,
lowa, November 5, 1952, and we had our
own farm. I farmed until suffering a stroke
in 1974. My wife passed away January
14, 1983. I have a stepdaughter, Verna
Mae Johannes, with whom I reside with
on the family farm. Having recovered from
my stroke, I plant a large garden and
tend to that. I also do crafts of all sort.

HARRY T. WILKINS SR.

Harry T. Wilkins Sr.

1 was born in Baltimore, Md., on June 6,
1922. 1 am married and have three chil-
dren and five grandchildren. I am a former
professional baseball player and retired
special agent with the Treasury Depart-
ment, State of Maryland, for 32 years.

I joined the 90th Division at Camp
Barkeley, Texas, in 1942 and was placed
in the military police platoon. After being
shipped overseas, I landed on Utah Beach
on D-Day-plus-2. My assignment was to
direct troop traffic to their proper desig-
nated areas. I directed beach traffic for
thirty-six straight hours under less than
desirable conditions. Later, outside of
Metz, 1 was assigned to Division Head-
quarters as a bodyguard for Gen. Van
Fleet. | was then assigned temporarily to
G-3, because I could take shorthand.

Harry Wilkins Sr. pinning his own 2nd Lieuten-
ant bars on his grandson, Jeffery Hayman, a
helicopter pilot with the 82nd Airborne

While I was alone on duty one night, in
walked Gen. Patton asking for Gen. Van
Fleet, who was sleeping at the time. I
offered to awaken Gen. Van Fleet, but
General Patton said, “Let him sleep.” He
then sat next to me and began talking
about the war. Patton said to me, “Son,
this war is about over and you should be
heading home soon.” A few days after he
left, the Germans broke through at Bas-
togne and the war continued. I received
my commission as a second lieutenant at
Fontainebleau, France, in 1945 and re-
mained with the 90th Division in the Army
of Occupation until December 1945, |
was discharged at Fort George G. Meade,
Maryland, in January 1946.

JAMES G. WILLIAMS

James G. Wllliams

1 was born on March 20, 1917, in Saline
County in southern Illinois. I spent my
childhood growing up on farms through-
out Illinois as my family was required to
move a few times because of my father's
job.




being commissioned a second lieutenant
the same year, I was assigned to the 359th
Infantry. My first assignment was with
the antitank company. My second was
with the S-3 Section. Not long after my
arrival in the 90th, I was nicknamed
“Junior” by Clarke Fales, Sam Williams,
Dick Stilwell and just about everyone else
in sight because of my age. I worked for
three of our general officers during com-
bat. They were Jay MacKelvie, Sam Wil-
liams and “Wild Bill" Weaver. [ left the
90th (G-3 Section) as a captain on its
return to the U.S.

I was integrated in the regular Army in
1947, serving twice in Korea, once with
KMAG and once with the 27th Infantry
“Wolthounds.” Later I served in Europe
with the 15th Infantry. I retired at the age
of 39 in 1963 as a lieutenant colonel.

Since then I have had a career as a
stockbroker in Frankfurt, Germany, Par-
is, France, New York City and Denver,
Colorado, and as a commercial real es-
tate appraiser in Denver. I have been
married twice and have four children,
Clare, Shelly, "ames and Hayden. I cur-
rently reside in Denver, Colorado. I ski,
play golf, and enjoy the mountains and
my 90th Division friends.

ADOLPH “Dutch” YOST

Adolph “Dutch” Yost

I was born in Coplay, Pennsylvania, in
August 1915. Later my parents moved to
Whitehall, Pennsylvania, where I still re-
side. After graduating from high school in
1932 during the Depression, | held vari-
ous jobs. In 1938 I went to work for a
meat packing company, learned about
meats, and became a meat cutter. Then I
went into the grocery business. I retired
from the grocery business in 1979.

I was inducted into the Army on De-
cember 9, 1942. | was sent to Camp Bar-
keley and was put in the 90th Military
Police Platoon. I was discharged from the
service on November 3, 1945,

I married Frleda Marx of Whitehall,
Pennsylvania, in 1946. We have two sons
and a daughter. Our oldest son is a vice
president of a motor home company in
Michigan. Our daughter is a specilal-edu-
catlon teacher. The youngest son is a
supervisor of salesmen in eastern Penn-
sylvania. I am a charter member of VFW
Post 7293 in Egypt, Pennsylvania. I also

was a school board member in the White-
hall-Coplay School District for 18 years.

JULIUS “Duke” YUHASZ
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Julius “Duke” Yuhasz

I was born on March 20, 19186, in
Youngstown, Ohio. I left high school
during my junior year and served two
years with Civilian Conservation Corps
from 1934 to 1936.

I was Inducted on January 15, 1942,
at Fort Hayes, Ohio. On January 22, 1942,
1 was transferred to Fort Sill, Oklahoma,
for basic training. On June 27, 1942, I
was transferred to Headquarters Battery,
343rd Field Artillery Battalion, 90th In-
fantry Division, at Camp Barkeley, Texas.
On January 28, 1943, 1 went to Louisi-
ana maneuvers. On September 8, 1943, |
went to desert maneuvers at Camp
Granite, California, and on January 5,
1944, 1 was sent to Fort Dix, New Jersey.
On March 22, 1944, I left Camp Kilmer,
New Jersey, for England aboard the Do-
minion Monarch.

On April 2, 1944, we debarked at Liv-
erpool, England, and went to Camp Dav-
enport near Bridgenorth. On May 1, 1944,
we went to Sunnybridge, Wales, and on
May 14, 1944, to Chepstow, Wales. On
June 3, 1944, we boarded Liberty Ship
Clara Barton, and on June 9, 1944, |
landed on Utah Beach, Normandy, France,
departing from Cardiff, Wales.

1 participated in the following cam-
paigns: Normandy, Northern France, Ar-
dennes, Rhineland, and Central Europe.

I received the following decorations:
American Theater Ribbon, EAME Theater
Ribbon with five Bronze Stars, Bronze
Arrowhead, Victory Medal, Army of Occu-
pation Medal with German Clasp, Merito-
rious Unit Emblem with Numeral, and
Good Conduct Medal.

On October 27, 1945, | boarded the
USS Hermitage at Marseilles, France, to
Camp Kilmer, New Jersey. On November
11, 1945, at Camp Atterbury, Indiana, I
was discharged with the rank of sergeant.

On September 30, 1950, I married Mary
Toda of Hubbard, Ohio. We have three
children, Sandra, Ronald and Michael,
and three grandchildren, Tina, Michael
and Ronald Jr. My wife, Mary, of 37 years,
passed away on July 28, 1987. Our home
of forty years is in Hubbard, Ohio.

EMIL ZAKOVICH

I joined the 90th Division shortly after D-
Day in the area of St. Lo. After a few
weeks | became a heavy machine gunner.
I went through until December 6, 1944,
when I was wounded after we had crossed
the Saar River at Saarbrucken. We were
surrounded on a hill top with a pillbox
being used as a battalion headquarters
and first aid station.

Emil Zakovich

Eventually we got out with only a small
number walking out, many were dead
and litter cases. [ was sent to Thiensville
and a couple of days later evacuated by a
C47 plane to Badda Hospital near Liver-
pool, England.

I was a “lucky” casualty. I missed the
Battle of the Bulge, in which the 90th
Division was a part. By the time I re-
turned to D Company, the Battle of the
Bulge was history. I was again assigned
as a machine gunner and we went to
Merkers, Germany, where the loot the
German's stole was later discovered in a
salt mine.

I was given another siripe and became
the platoon runner for the first platoon.
This remained my job in addition to be-
ing an interpreter in Czechoslovakia in
the town of Stribirne Hory and also as a
barber for the battalion after the war
ended. Then we went to Waldsassen,
Germany, as an occupying force until we
were sent home, but not with the divi-
sion because of a miscalculation of the
point system. I was discharged from the
service at Fort Sheridan, Illinois, on Jan-
uary 10, 19486.

JOSEPH ZARCONE

Joseph Zarcone




I entered active service in December 1942.
I received my basic training in 13 Ar-
mored Division in Camp Beale, California,
and later moved to Camp Bowie, Texas.

I went overseas on June 4, 1944, and
landed in Scotland on June 14. Later I
was sent to a camp in England to await
shipment to France as a replacement for
anyone who got killed in my category.

I joined Company C, 773rd Tank De-
stroyer Battalion in August 1944. 1 was
attached to 357-359 Infantry Battalion,
90th Division. We fought many battles.

After discharge I went to Chicago, Illi-
nois, and got married to a wonderful girl
in 1946. We were married for 17 years
and had five children. Catherine had a
fatal heart attack in 1962. A year later I
met another girl, Anna, and we were
married in 1963. She gave me three more
children. We have been married for 27
years. I have eight children and 16
grandchildren.

I am a member of the VFW, and I am
on the rille squad at all the ceremonies.

I would love to see the rest of the crew
from my T.D.: Sgt. Rayburn, commander,
James Thomas, assistant gunner, Ralph
Walls, gunner (the best), and Almo Bauer
from Texas, our driver.

ALFRED D. ZIMMERMAN

e oy

Alfred D. Zimmerman

I, Sgt. Alfred D. Zimmerman, White Cloud,
Kansas, was inducted into the Army at
Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, on April 1,
1942. I became part of the newly reacti-
vated 90th Division and after basic train-

ing at Camp Barkeley, Texas, made both
Louisiana and desert maneuvers.

I went overseas on an English ship,
the Athone Castle, in April 1944 to train
more in England. | was a sergeant in the
Intelligence and Reconnaissance platoon
attached to Headquarters Company of the
359th Infantry Regiment.

I made the D-Day landing with part of
the 90th in support of the 4th Division,
landing on Utah Beach. My squad was to
man outposts, handle German prisoners,
and do patrols into enemy territory.

Iwas wounded and out of action on July
12, 1944, in the battle of St. Lo. After being
in various hospitals, I was discharged
from the reconditioning center at Camp
Barson, Colorado, in April 1945,

I heard Patton make his famous
speech prior to D-Day. He said, “We need
not apologize because we weren't shovel-
ing shit in Illinois; we were there.” I had
been there.

In my 36 days of combat we had moved
forward maybe 50 miles, too much loss
for too little gain, so we were criticized.

I have since had a career in soil con-
servation. My hobbies are woodworking,
collecting collectibles, and doing magic.

My wife, Jean, and I live at Troy, Kan-
sas. We have been married 48 years.

MARTIN M. ZUBA

' I

Martin M. Zuba

I was born on January 26, 1922, in
Hicksville, New York. I was the youngest
of three children. My sister, the next
youngest, currently resides in Littleton,
Colorado. My brother, the eldest of the

three, saw service as a U.S. Navy chief in
the Pacific Theater during World War II.

Our unit, C Company, 1st Battalion,
357th Infantry, waded into France on
June 8, 1944, We took up positions and
were conscious of continuous rifle fire
for the next day and a half as U.S. para-
chutists engaged German troops at St.
Mere-Eglise.

When the firing ceased, we went
through St. Mére-Eglise. We crossed a
rivulet where a parachute lieutenant
suggested how best to go through the
hedgerows. Toward evening of the tenth
of June, in our first firing of a Browning
automatic rifle, I received a gunshot
wound in the right knee from a sunken
road gun emplacement. The next morn-
ing I was taken to the beach and evacu-
ated to England.

On discharge from the service, I signed
a baseball contract with Tampa, Florida,
of the Florida International League. From
1946 through 1951 1 was in organized
baseball, playing as a catcher with Union
Cily, Tennessee, then back to Tampa,
then Sanford, Florida, Ogdensburg, New
work, Springfield, Illinois and finishing
an interesting time at Fargo, Moorehead
and Duluth, Minnesota of the Northern
League in 1951.

Icompleted 41 years and eleven months
in government service last fall, the majority
in the U.S. Postal Service; 38 months were
in the Army of the United States.

In Memory of
SAM ZULAUF

Sam Zulauf
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We regret the following story is placed out of sequence due to publisher’s oversight.

ARTHUR B. CARLAN

Arthur B. Carlan

I was among the first replacements to

arrive on Normandy while rifle fire was }
still a danger coming on shore from an

LCI. I reported to the 90th Division and

was assigned to Co. E, 357th Infantry, on

or about June 15, 1944, and was sent to

the 2nd Platoon which turned out to be

for the duration except for hospitalization

from two wounds, both from shrapnel

injuries.

The hedgerows, the canals, snipers,
88s, 120mm mortars, burp guns, rifle
fire, artillery barrages, nebelwerfers, five i
major- river crossings and all the hell
spelled with capital letters that the infan-
try was exposed to was an accepted part
of our daily lives during combat.

During the 175 days that I spent on the
front lines during combat I earned all five
ETO Battle Stars, a Silver Star, two Bronze
Stars for bravery and two Purple Hearts
for wounds received in action.

I am proud to have been a part of a
unit that put troops on shore D-Day, was
the first back on German soil to end the
Battle of the Bulge, was the first to cut
Germany by entering Czechoslovakia.
Many rewarding things happened during
those combat days. One of the most touch-
ing was a letter I received while in the
hospital from the mother of a boy and his
bride-to-be from Connecticut. He had writ-
ten to them praising me for bravery that
he felt had helped him in battle. He was
later killed during the time I was in the
hospital.

I treasure the medals I received be-
cause I did not know I was to be given any
recognition until the awards were made. ]
do not know who made the recommenda-
tions except that someone thought I had
done something to deserve them.

I never got a promotion and did not
expect one as long as we had two cap-
tions in my company. After VE Day I was }
offered the promotion that I felt I de- |
served. However, it had a “Go to Japan” |
attached. I felt that my points would get
me home in one piece eventually— I didn't
take it.
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