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My vulfit, the 103rd Inf. Div., went inte actian Nev. 11, 1044,

at §t. Dig, France. I was 19 years old at the time, a Pfec. in Co. L,
41}th Inf. Regmt, with a ncwly zwarded CIB.

The 103rd relieved the 36th Div, and took over the Zob of driving
the Germans out of the Vosges Mountains, The Vosges is heavily
foreseed, and was deep in enow at that time, it being the most severe
v
winter Furope had had for decades. The Germans held the valley towns
and the roads which connected them, so we left the roads and climbed
cver the mountains under cover ¢of darkness, and attacked the town
at. zhe bottom ot tre other side, at €awn. Moving a hody of troops
in darkness over unfamiliar and mountainous terrain is tricky. but
we managed it, successfully, until the Germans changed thelr tacties.
We'd attack, only to find that they had withdrawn to an already
prapared position, and were waiting for us down the road. In one
such town, shertly after we occupied it, the Germans started shelling
ts with 88mm cannon. <©Cur Platoon Syt., Syt. Bynum, ocrdered us into
the large hallway of a building, where we sat facing each other, our
hacks to the wall., The Sgt. took cover behind a 6xb& truck parked
next 1w the building, just outside the hallway éntrance. Suddenly.
there was a terrific explosion, with teryible concussion, raising a
cloué of dust in the hallway. When it cleared I saw the man next to me
holding up his bleody left hand, with several fingcrs missing, looking
2t it with nemb shock, Somehow, & piece of shraphel had come in
through the hallway entrance, and passing by mvself and several others
whe were betweon him and the entrance, had found hisz left hand. We
were lucky tﬁ} morning, and he wasn't. When we stumbled outside, we
saw Sgt. Bynunm lying next to what was left of the truck, which had
been loaded with exnlosives. He-wag.dedd; buteddid not hiave a’mdrk on him,
I will never forget his face, which was a ghastly gray color, like
the blood had Lbeen drained out of hin.

We gave up mountain climbing, and began to move down the roads,




hut the Germans were waiting for us, and knowino the ranges and
distances perfectlis, they would wait for the right time, and cpen up
with autcmatic weapons fire and an 88, which came cown the road

flat, about chest high. 71 saw what was left of a soldier who haprened
to get in the way of one of those BB shells. We cuickly learred to
advance in two columhs, ore at either side of the road, sp that

we could dive for the ditches when the shooting started. Thas
stepped the advance, nntil the Cermman vasition could he out-flanked.
by which time they had pulled stakes and moved to thelr next prepared
position,  This way, a few men and guns could hold up an advance all
dawv long. Air support would have helped, but we never cot any. why I
dar't know. ;

A great price wa:s paid by the men put on point during these stop-and-
g0 advances. The peint platoor would put two men cut irc front, and
when -he insvitable firing started, onme or both would ocften sao down.
It gor sc bad the platoons were rctated, and thelir scuacs would take
turns sending mer. out o the front of the column.

Tf you were in reserve that day, it was not hard tc read what had happen-
ed when yvou came up to that nlace in the road. Fiist, there wonld bwe

a decad American, or two, and then farther along, a dead German in a
ditch, and maybe a horse.

i was sure T was soing to be killed cut ¢n the poirnt one day, and my
chief werry was that I didn't know where I was, andéd I wouldn't know
where I had died, Seems c¢razy now, but it didn't then. To this day
I have a fear o not knowirg where T am, and T have hoth 2 ecallection
of mars and compasses.

After we cleared the valley, we went back inte the mountains, where

I was issued one of the early bazookas. For what reason I never
fathomed., Wwhere we were, jeeps couldn’'t opersate, much less tanks.

A1l sapplies had to be carried in by hand, ard it was a day's work

for a man to carry in a case of rations or of ammo.. But, I carried it
anyway, willi four roupds ¢f balegka shells, pius alyhy vther gear,

an M1 Garapd, and bandoliers of anmo for it, and what I needed to
survive in the bitter cold. I pleaded for smaller protection, like

a carbine, or, Hetter yet, 2 pistel, but never got either. The enly guy
who would switch off with me on long marches was the BAP man, whose gun
war ahout the sane weight as the hazooka, but rode much hetter an the
shoulder., One night, on the marech, my bagk went out. The Sergeant sent
me to a first aid station, toldhe to get a night's rest, and join up

in the mornirg. At the aid stdtion, 2 medic put his knee in my back,
~and jerked me upright, apd 1 was nkay, hut I tonk the SZqt.'s advice, and
got a night's rest in a warm room, and a hot meal. It was wonderful.-

When T got back to wmy ontfit, 1 learned that they had stumbled intec a
hot firefight the night befgre, and the acting Platoon Sgt. andiwo
others were cone, I felt an intense guilt over this, feeling that

I had let a small ailment keep me from being with the platoon when it
was in danger. I began to think I might ke 2 coward, and this deoressec
me further.

6n another night attack, shertly afterwards, I laid cutside a town




and watcheé what was called a TOT barrage hit it just before we
attacted at dawn. Watching the phosphorous shells BUCSt was like
watching a yala fireworks display. Entexring the town I saw &

dead German soldier lying in the street, whase body was still
smoldering from pits of phosphorous shrapnel embedded in ik, TIE was
caid “he scuff would buxn a hole right through you, if it wasn't
picked cut, piece by plece., When I see phosphorous shells in a

war documentary now, the wisps ot smoke and the swmell come back teo me.

Some days oaefore Chriskmas, 1944, we were confronting a bunker on
the Stecfried Line, with a deep tank crap duy alone its front. The
plan was for us to provide a distraction from the -—ank :rap while

a Sherman tarKenuipped wikh a bulldezer blade, filled in a path
across the trap oY some shermans walting in reserve. Wa got 0

the tank trap okay, anc the dozer Sherman workeé away at filling

up 2 path for the tanks to cross and go into the attack with us.
Just as the dozer tapk had filleéd a path acress the tranp. the
Cermans knocked it out, blocking the path it hac made. There

we were, with no place to go, and the CGermans started potiing mOLbdsr
shells preciselv into that tank trap. One burst rear twgof us.

and a piece of shraoneil went into my heel like a tot poker, knocking
me off my feet. Anotker piece went into the other man’s thigh, kuat
luckily didrn't hit an artery. My heel felt like hel’ . hut no hleood
was coming ouwt, so I wasn't about to take my hoot and all those socks
off cown in the tank trap as long as 1 could walk, so I gol &
packzae of sulfa powdder on the man's thigh wound, and a bancage.

He wes perfectly calm. He knew he had just bought his ticket home.
The last 1 saw of him, as a medic worked on him, he was eating a

can of Z-rations.

for some reason no one explained to us, wWe wWere pulled back from the
Siegfried Line to a little rillage, where we were suddenly celebrating
Christmas a week early. We got puxy mail, inciuding Chrisktmas presents,
ard were fad the prescribed G.I. tuckey dinner, and then, presents

and 211, wr lcaded onto 6x6's and drove north. We later found cut that
patton's Third Army had been sent porth to relieve Bastogne, angd our
Army had been ordered to stretch out to cover both army fronts.

We eaded up in the Saar somewhere, with about one scouad te a town,

I gusss the Germans had thrown everythipg in the Bulge Battle, so©

it was relatively gquist where we werc. When the Third Army came back
ta its own army front, we loaded up to ¢ back south to cur front.
Along the way, we were suddenly diverted to a spot ¢pposite to where
the Sermaen army, under Hitler's orders, had launched a final last
gasp attack. It was called the Little Bulge for awhile, and then
largely forgotten. We were literally run through lines ol supply
people who tossed us bandoliers of ammo, rations, and--blessed dayl--
down sleeping bags, which until then had enly been a rumocr on the
front lines. T




An officer bhriefed us on what was going to happen the rext morning,
We were going to start across abput 500 yards of open ground
betwsen us and a village the Germars were holding, just befere dawn.
Just as we got to the willage ovtskirts, an artillery barrage was
going to hit the town, giving us cover to get in the town.

Well, it is hard to imagine how things could have gone more wWrong.
The open ground turned oot to be about 1500 yards, not 500, and

dawn came whan we were about halfway across, and the barxyage,
scheduled for dawn opened up on the village, When the barrage ended,
we were left out there like sitting ducks, with no place te hide.
Alno, a force of wisx Shermsn tanks had timed their arrival to coincide
with our entry into the village, so their ergines wouldn't give

the attack dWwy. They alsc showed up in the middle of the field.

We got auvtomatic fire, and T remember the tracers scemed to

ke gathering us in to the town, like herding cows. But, with

the tanks with us, it seemed we wight be able tov Jdu something.

aheut two hundred vards out, three super Tiger tanks opened up

on the Shermans, and they were dead or burning in a matter of
seccnds.  Then they went ouiet, and the tracers kept herding us in.

That was it. We had been outgunned and thoroughly cutclassed, by
4 Pénzer cvubtfit that had fought Erom AErica all the way up the
Italian boob, and were now fighting largely to keep their self
respect. Hitler had ordered, as at the first Bulge, that no
prizoners be taken, but these guys——luckily--knew better than
tl-at. They knew it was all over except for the haggling.

The first thing one of them cut pff of me was my hrand new down
sleeping bag. 1 had slept in it exactly ome night,

I heard later that the 103rd was pulled back ard completely re—fitted
and re-organized. The civision endec up in Czechslovakia at the
end of the war

The town where I was captured was Bitche-Wiler, in France just
across the bhorder from Germmny. The date was Jan. 19th 1945,




As mrisosers, we were parched on foot througqh the Elack Forest

of Germanv, spending the first night in some kind of camp--perhaps

a Nazi vuuth camp—on top cf a mountain, The next Zay,. we were
marched through the streets of Baden-Baden, as evidence of

German success in the naw attacks on the Rllies. 1 remember

~here wasz absolutely no show of enthusiagm among the sullen

pecele gathered along the street, and thore was certainly

none among our hang-dog group. When we got to the railivad yards,
we were lecked 1n freight cars. '

After capture, T went into some kind of shock. IL oceurred to me
that the war was ever for me, and I felt intense guilt for even
think.no suzh a thing, when my cutfit was probably still qg=tiing
shet at. 1 alse felt guilty for sllowing myself to be captured

in the first place. I felt I should have done more to prevent this.
I fel- like beira tagged "out”™ in a game of tag, exceot this was war.

povhow I aot myself over into a corner of the very crowded freight
car and sort of passed out, for how long I don't know. I woke

when a ouy shuuk Te and said we warc being bombed by daylight

B-17's aloag with the rest ¢f the Murnburg railroad yards. The
guards had run away, leaving us locked in the freigqht cars. I
noticed that our car had agouired a sheet of ice all owver the ins:ide,
due t> the condensation of 2ll the POW's breaths. I also discovered,
very nainfully, that my feet were frozen.

The German railroads--parzicularly the yerds, were being systematically
bombed out of existence, so golng [rom one place to another Lovolved
traveling by circuitous routes. But after being Jlodged for awhile

in a stable in Ludwigshaven, where we were wWe were "wrocessed", we
finally ended up at Hammellwxg, Stalag-1l3-C, o very large POW

camp, also once stahles, I think, probably for cavalry troops.

We were assigned to one of the many three decker bunks in a very
large--and very cold--barnlike place. Our rations wexc onc slice of
nKredkbrat® fwar bread) and one bowl of thin soup a day. I would say
the Hread was abont 25% sawdust--someone said that il you put a

match to ii, it would catch fire. The date it was baked was stamped
in the top of the loaf. Sone of our bread was stampped 19%43.

We were issued with PCW dog-tags, and a number. I still have mipe.

I was still in pain frem my feest, which had swollen & lot. hfter
much effort, I finally traded my shoe-pacs off for a pair of GI
combat bocots that fit better, which helped.

The worst memory of Stalag 13-C 1 have, howevar (and there are
many) is of the ki€ ir the bunk above me, who traded his food for
cigarettes, and finally s€arved to death in his bunk.

As a matter aof fart, most of us were teenagers, and it occcurred to
me l:ter that the worst torture you carn inflict on a teenage boy
is to deny him food.




As prisoners, we were marched on fcot through the Black Forest

of Germany, sperding the first night in some kind of camp--pexnaps
a Mari vouth camp—on top of a mountaln, The next day, we were
marched throuah the streets of Baden-Baden, as evidence of

Ferman success in the new akttacks on the Allies., 1 remember

there was absolilely no show of entlbusiasm among the sullen

people gathered along the street, and there was certainly

none among our hang-dog group. V¥hen we got to “he railroad yards,
we were locked in freight cars. g
After canture, 1 went into some :ind of shock., It cccurred to me
that the war was over for me, and I felt intense quilt for even
thinking such a thing, when my cutfit was probably still getting
shot at. T also felt guilty for allowing mysell to be cantured

in the first mlace. I felt I chould have Aone mare Fo pravent this.
I felt like beirg tagged "out’” ir a gane of tag, except this was war.

Mrvhuw T ognt myself over into a corner of the very crowded freight
¢ar and sort of passed out, for how long I don't know, I woke

when a guy shook me and said we were being bombed bwv daylight

R-17's along with the rest of the Nurnburg railroad_ yards. The
guards had run awav, leaving us locked in the freight cars. I
noticed that our car had acouired & sheet of icve all over Lhe inside,
due o the condensation of all the POW's breaths. I alsco discovered,
verv painfully, that my feet were frozen.

The German railroads—-particularly the yards, were being systematically
bombed sut cf existence, so going from cne place to anather involved
traveling by circuitous routes, But after being lodged for awhile

irn a stable in Ludwigshaven, where we were we were "processed™, we
finallv ended up at Hammelburg, Stalag-13-C, a very large POW

camp, al=so once stables, I think, probably for cavalry troops.

We were assigned to one of the many three decker bunks in a very
largz--and very cold--barnlike place. Cur rations were cne slice of
"Exeilsbkrot" {war bread) and one bowl of thin soup a day., I would say
the fread was about 25% sawdust--someone said that il you put a

matey to i1, it would catch fire. The cate it was baked was stamped
in tie ton of the 1naf. Scme of ocur bread was stampped 1943,

We were issued with POW dog-tags, and z number., I still have mipe.

I was still in eain from my feet, which had swollen & lot. After
much effort, I finally traded my shoe~pacs off for a pair of GI
combat boots that fit hetter. which helped.

The worst memory of Stalag 13-C I have, howevor (and there are
many} is of the kid in the bunk above me, who traded his food for
cigarsttes, and finally starved to death in his bunk.

As a matter of fact, most of ve were teenagers, and it occurred Lo
me later thet the worst torture vou can inflict on a teenage hoy
is to deny him Zgod.




Several nights later, howevar, the British eame over At night, and
got their attention with cazrpet bombing designed te level the

whole place. We could roar the blasts clearly in Mafpfsteft, abouv
20 kilometers away. The next morning, the fields around Marktsteft
lanked like they were under snow. The bombing hac created great
firestorms in wurzburg, and millions of pieces of paper had been
rcarried at least as far as our town.

Later that day, we went in the truck Lo WHurzburg, to move the
Professor back ko Marksteft, since he  [and everyone else)l had

been bombed out. Warzburg was z very o.d city, and the mortar between
the Lricks in mosl ©f the buildings was rotten, The boembblasts

had caved in the Muildings, so that the first and second floors

were filled level with bricks, as were most of the streets, bhricks
piled from curb toe gurb up to the level of the scoond ctoxy

windows .

Kitzengen had also been bombed, and--against the protests of

our bosses, who were payine for our bread and hoard, urnder the
Conventicns-—we were marched every day over to the railyards there,
to clear out the damage. Thers were hundreds: of Serbs alcso
working in the yards. The Germans regarded them as a lower Form
of life, and cne day I saw a Cerman otficer pull his P-38 revolver
and shoot a Serb POW in the head, infa fit of Teutonic rage.

Some time later, ir the night, there was a great deal of firing--
canren, machire-gun, the works -— in the t®w%n close to ocurs on the
river. We had bosen hearing distant artillery fire for some days,
and evervone knew that the dreaded Patton and the Third Army

%as on the way. The firing increased to major propcrticons, and

we 211 assumed that Lhe advance was at our doorstep. Hext morning,
the German army had pulled out of Marktsteft, and our guard, who
we called Gus, told us that we needed to get ready to go with them.
The Frenchman had heen released to go his own way, but the Germane
had decided to hold onto all American POW's as a bargaining piece
at vhat everyone assumed would he the upcoming peace negeotiations.
Cus told us to be ready to go in two hours, and we would he walking.

We talked the situation over, and five of us decided to bug out and
take our chances of linking up with the American forces. B sixth
man decided to hide in the bacement of the lady he worked for, until
the Americans arrived in town. He and the lady, whose husband was
missing on the Russian front., had gotten friendly.

Wel! about twenty of the guys started walking {all the way tou
Czachoslovakia as it turned cut), the little Irishman went to ground
in his ladyfriend's basement, apd we took off toward the town where
all the firing was cuming from. When German soldiers, geing the other
way, stopped us, in our American uniforms. somewhat tattered by now,

oiﬁjd vhere we were going, one of us who could speak faixr German told them
that our gufipd had told us Lo stari walking and catch up with the




Much later, T leavoed that all the commotion in the next tewn
Fad been made by a group of volunteers from Patton's Thivd Army
who thought the situation was so0 fluid that they might break
through to Hammelbwrg, to Llberate the FOW's in the camp there,
among whon was Pattor's son,

I think the effort must have stalled alL Lhal town ACAr Marktssefc,




It tcok a 1ot of clothes to keep from freezing to death out in the
open, day after day, in the vosges Muuniains, thal terrible winter of
1944-45.

I have listed what we wore, day and nighk;

Next to the skin cotton shorts (boxer type) and undershirt, and
cotton socks., Hext came wool long johriz and wool socks., Then
a GT 0.D. weosl shirt and trousers, and a GI wooal sweater over
the shirtc.

Then heavy duky weather-resistant field pantg and fielé jacket,
with detachable hood.

A "Padar” type wool cap under the helnet liner anc helmet.
{We called them "fuck caps," for scme reason; I think the teraw
geces back ko 0ld Army lingo.

On the feet "shoe—pacs” with rubber botboms and lealhex uppers,
with several felt liners,

or the hands, leather gloves with wool inserts.

What I can't remember is how we met even the simplest call
of nature, havina t¢ delve through all those layers.

And on tor of that, we wore rifle belts with abgout 40 rounds of
.30-'06 awnc, a bayonet, a cantcen and first aid pouch, and heavy web
suspenders to hold all of that up. In the small of the back we
carried a folded-ep ponche, for rain, and for a groundcavel at

night, draped over the belt! Carried over the shoulder rolled and
tied with a tent rope, we carried a sleeping bag, made of GI
blankets, with 2 poplin cover. Over the cthexr shoulder, we

slumg our M1l Garand rifles. In a boot-tap we carried a GI spoon.

In addition to this, I carried, on the cther shoulder, sumehow, aleng
with the sleeping bhag, a bazooka, while draped over every thing

else was a canvas jerkin with four or six rounds of bazocka ammo,

We were usually also given a bandolier or Lwo of L30-10€ ammo, just
in case.

Oh yes, the entrenching shuvel alsc went on the rifle belt, where it
flopped with every step. ipd, that folded up poncho on the back

of the rifle belt alsc insnolated the butt whepn there was a chance

to sit Cown. The shovel wias used to dig a elit trench every night.
This was usually shallow, and two men used it, to keep warm together.
The arrival of incoming fire always energized the slit trench
occupants todiy much deeper.




