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Against Starvation.

Grass Soup Tastes Good |

either food or water, Nu«m de-
clares:

“In our particular cnmp they
weren't mean to us and I donm't
think they meant to starve us, |
But the communications in Ger- |1
many were So disrupted that they |[!
Jjust eouldn’t distribute supplies to |*
everybody., The German civilians |/
in the lown where we were ate
almost as badly as we. Trans-
portation was so bad it took us
seven days to iravel 100 miles,”

S M-

EE’EH grass soup tasted mighty
good when the alternative was
istarvation, Pvt. Harry Nixon Jr.,
son of Mr, and Mrs. Harry Nixon
{Sr., 214 Tra svenue, discovered after
four end a half months as a pris-
oner of the Germans,

Liberated by the 4th Armored
divislon and now home on a 60-
day furlough, Nixon recalls how na
and his buddies spent many of their
prison days working out elaborate
menus of food that they were going
to eat when they got back to the
United Btates.

He lost 50 pounds during the im-
vrisonment bub has now regained
most of it, thanks to very calory-
and vitamin-potent meals which
the army has provided since his
liberation.

A formers student of St. Mary's

5.A Neag—— Aug. 1que:
,Serv:ce Men |

university and a former employe of

The Light, Nixon went overseas

with an infantry division in Oa-

tober, 1944, and landed at Marseile,
;[France. He worked as a stevedore
unloading focd and munitions for
several weeks before his unit went
inte action with the Tth Army in
the Vosges molntains in Alsace-
Lorraine,

Over-anziousness en the pard of
s company to overtake the re-
treating German army caused his
capture. The men had been told
that if they took a sMertain village
called St. Die, they wonld be able
to sleep in the homes of that town
that night. The weather was bit-
ter cold, and Nixen's company, wici
warm beds on their mind, advanced
five miles during the day, crossed
a river and entered St Die at
nightfall,

They fortified several houses and
prepared to spend the night there.
But the Germans blew up tha
bridge behind them with .88 milii-
meter artillery, and then counter.
attacked with Mark IV tanks, Nixon
was in the attic of one of the
homes with a light machine gun,

side of the tanks, Meanwhile, Nazl
shells were crashing into the house
and there was no alternstive but
for the Americans to surrender,
The trip to the German prison

ut the bullets just pioged off the|

FPYT. HARRY NIXON JR.
Grass soup main dish,

Then they were transported al-
ternately in trucks, box cars and
regular German passenger cars to
Glanchan in the center of Ger-
many. American and British planes
bombed them en route, and while
friendiy planes were a welcome
sight, they also caused lot of
atxious moments for the prisoners,
who narrowly missed being hit by
the bombs several times.

In Glauchau. they worked at a
lumber mill which was manufac-
turing fabricated houses for the
bombed out cities of the reich.
They also planted potatces, which
the prisoners liked hecause they
could always hide a few in their
jackets to make potato soup later,
| Nixon states:

“When we were freed, I had
more than 50 pounds of potatoes
hidden in the camp for an emer-
gency, I had worked so hard
speaking them in that T sure

‘camp .where he was finally in-

ing. The Americans got no foon
Jfor three days, but were put

work digging machine gun e"-‘

terned was sporadic and harrow-|
ol stituted

{ trenchments on the Siegfried line!

hated to leave them.”

on the French side of the Rhine.|

Grass, potato and pea soup con- |}

the main dishes when|'
meals were served at all. Many
times the pnrisoners went without
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Visit College
During Leave

Five St Marys University ex-
students now going® through the
army specialized training pro-
gram at other colleges, were
among a dozen or more exes who
visited the campus last week.

The five, all San Antonians,
are Pvts. Wendell - Llenhard

+Franeis -Baker, 1MJliermHu1knaI- ;

ter and Harry Nixon, all attend-
ing Texas A. & I. at Kingsville, |
and Pvt. Robert Clarkson, at- |
tending Sam 'Houston S.T.C. at
Bunisville. All are at home now |
on short hetween-zsemester fur-l
loughs,

Others who wv:led the campus
were Lt.Col. Joseph B. McShane, |
just back from the battle of Sa- |
lerno. Capt. John Salter, medical |
corps, returned on leave from the]
North Pacific area; Ensign Qliver
C.-Bosbyshell, back from destroy-
er service in Lhe Pacific; Lt. Lyle |
Branstetter, returned from the |
Aleutians and on his way to a
new assignment; Lt. Sam Davis, |:
marine air corps’ instructor; Lt.
Vincent Kitowski, newly commis-
sioned navigator; Pvt. Sam Qv
shine from L.ouisizna State Uni-!
versity; Pvt. Claiborne Vernon
from Ohio State University, and
Pvt. Jack  Brown from Ldmp
Shelby, Miss.

l
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Kelly ‘lost company’ surviver retires

By JIM MARTIN
STAFF WRITER

A member of World War 1I's
“lost company”  resurfaced to
put in 32 years of federal service.

Harry Nixon's tour with the
federal government, both in and
out of uniform, closes out this
weel.

The 59-year-old leaves his post
as chief of media relations at
Kelly AFB Friday to join Trinity
University'’s  public  relalions
staff.

Nixon's federal career began
in 1942 when he enlisted in the
Army.

Two years laler, what was left
of Nixon’s company was cap-

tured in a small town in France,

“The Germans aclually lured
us into the town, then burned the
bridge that was the only escape
route,” Nixon said.

1t was under shelling by Ger-
man tanks that Nixon earned the
Purple Heart for a broken wrist.

“1 was going down the stairs of
a farm house (o get the lieuten-
ant when a shell blast knocked
me down,” Nixon recalled.

The men in Nixon's outfit
swapped roles with 15 German
prisoners they were holding in
the farm house basement.

“We became known as the lost -

company hecause we disap-

peared into caplivity overnight,”
Nixon said.

Nixon was listed as missing in
action for more {han three
months before he was allowed to
send a letter 10 his parents from
a prison camp in Glauchau, Ger-
many.

ths memories of his five
months as a prisoner of war are
tinged with a certain fondness
for his captors.

“One of our pguards was 70
years old” Nixon said. “On
Easter, his wife brought us a jar
af goose meat.”

The gesture made an impres-
sion because the Germans were

running out of food.

“You can tell the stalus of a
town's food supply by looking in
the trash cans,” Nixon said. “The
trash cans in Glauchau were al-
ways emply.”

Forward elements of Gen.
George Patton's drd Army rolled
into Glauchau on April 15, 1945,

“We were lucky because Pat-
ton had orders to pull up at
Glauchau,” Nixon said. “The
next town down the road was lib-
erated by the Russians. They
held the American POWs a
month before sending them back
to our lines."”

Nixon's injured wrist, which

healed without medical atten-
tion, earned him a discharge
from the service.

When the San Antonio native
returned  home, he worked
briefly as a sporiswriter for the
Express-News and the Light.

Nixon cut short his newspaper
carcer 10 become the adminis-
{rative assistant 1o San Antonio’s
first city manager, C.A. Harrell.

“IL was exciting work for a
year; bul our side lost the
mayoral race and we were out*
Nixon said.

Nixon went to work at Kelly in
1853 after a brief stint as director

of public relations at St. Mary's,
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HARRY NIXON & POW UNIFORM '
.- . one of WWII'S ‘lost company’
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By HARRY NIXON

We were going all the way.

We were going to be the first Al-
lied unit to cross the Rhine River
into Germany.

We were going o invade the Nazi
home demain and help put an end to
the war in Europe.

It was Dec. 2, 1044, 1L was cold as
we crossed the Muerthe River and
entered the Rhine plain of Alsace.

The Vosges Mountains and the ac-
tion there in the snow and ice were
behind us, The roadblocks, the land-
mines and booby traps on the moun-
tain passes were now Lo the rear.

Enemy activity had been harsh as
we 1ook several towns, but now
things seemed still as we approached
the small city of Selestat.

The weather was clear, but dark-
ness was beginning to prevail as our
Company B unit of the 409th Infantry
Regiment entered the city. We were
spearheading our 103rd Cactus Divis-
lon drive, less than a dozen miles
{romn the Rhine.

Then the Germans gave us opposi-
lion as we pushed toward the oppa-
site side of Selestat. We overcame
this and fought our way over the Lil
River, There were no barricades
ahead of us except the Rhine — we
thought

It was dark. That's when they hit
us hard. They knacked the bridge out
behind us with their vaunted 88s. We
were manning the houses, using all
available windews and other outside
operings to defend ourselves,

We could hear the heavy roar of

HARRY NIXON
. .. POW finally free

engines and clinking of tractor-tanks
approaching, Although I was a mor-
tar man under regular conditions, I
was in the attic of a house, using my
carbine to help hold our position
against the oncoming infantrymen.

Then there were two Tiger tanks
in our company area. Heroically, but
foolishly, a machine-gunner 1n an at-
tic window opposite me opened up on
the tanks.

That was all the Tigers needed to
set them off. It-was like the Fourth
of July on the second of December
as the tanks bombarded us. Shells
blasted through our attic. Guys were
getting hit all around. Our gallant

|
\
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HARRY NIXON
.+ crossed the Rhine

machine gun that had battled insur-
mountable odds was silenced.

There was quiet. Our valiant oppo-
sition had ended. “Handy-ho” was
the shout outside, as the Germans
told us to surrender,

Our company commader, seri-
ously wounded, dirdcted us to “fight
to the last man.” I wondered if that
“last man" could be me

Fortunately, our first sergeant,
uninjured and with a clearer head,
prevailed on him to let us surrender.

One by one, we filed uown the mu-
tilated slairway. Angry Bosch infan.
irymen outside, with their fingers

War over ear!y fo_.r reluctant POWs

ready at the trigger, repeated the
“handy-ho” instructions

As we glanced over at the Tigers,
with their turrets rotating toward us,
we needed no further reminder. We
Complied, with our hands behind our
heads.

The war was over for us

We were almost in sight of the
Rhine, but we were not to cross it in
glory. We indeed were some of the
first American troops to cross the
Strearn, but it was not in the manner
we imagined. It was as prisoners of
war.

Ahead of us was a slow, tedious
and dangerous five-day, 175-mile box-
car ride, undergoing American air-
craft bombing, up the Rhine and
through the Ruhr to the stalag (POW
‘camp) at Limburg-on-the-Lahn, near
Frankfurt

In another camp, we later spent
iour months of forced labor, in a lum-
ber mill at Glauchau, near Leipzg,
Dresden and the Czech border,

On April 15, 1945, clements of the
B0th Division of Gen George Pat-
ton's army invaded our town and lib-
eraled us, just ahead of the Russians
advancing from the other direction

We had gene “all the way" We
had been among the first American
troops to cross the Rhine We had
“invaded” the heart of Nazi Ger-
many. But it was not in the way we
had wished.

However, we had survived the
war and were able to get back home
to our loved ones.

It had indeed been a gaod “home
appreciation course."




My War—— -..0ctober 1996

REMEMBERING WORLD WAR II —-- 50 YEARS LATER

..-0ct.-Dec. 1944 ~ (P#¥c.) Harry W. Nixon
Co. B, 409th Inf.
103rd Division

—-Weapons Platoon,
Mortarman

I remember leaving Camp Shanks, N.Y., and New York City, and
landing on the Troopship S.S5. Monticelle at Marseilles, France...
A long night march from the dock to the hillside outside the city,
where we camped in tents...A heavy rainstorm then washing our
tents down hill...Going back to the Marseilles wharves several times,
where we unloaded ammunition from cargo ships that were in our convoy.

I remember riding in trucks through Lycn and Dijon into the
Vosges Mountains, where we went into combat action against the
Germans .

I remember the hardships in the Vosges, our bedding down in
foxholes in the frozen earth on the mountains--My foxhole mate was
Pvt. Lexie Weeks of Kentucky--and waking up in the morning after a
night of uncertain sleep to find several inches of snow on top of
the shelter-half over our foxhole...The slush from the snow infiltering
cur shoe-packs so that our feet stayed wet and we could feel
approaching frost-bhite.

1 remember passing the captured city of St. Die, and the heavy
enemy action at Stiege, with the Germans attacking down the mountain--
and Lexie Weeks among those being wounded and sent back to a front-line
hospital...Sgt. Ed Crossley of Michigan helping some of the guys carry
their weapons so they could keep up with the company.

-

I remember our fighting our way out of the Vosges into the
beginning of the Rhine Valley...A night crossing of the Meurthe
River, single file over a narrow foot bridge...Going through the
shattered Alsatian villages...Col. Teal Therrell, our battalion
commander-~-from South Carolina--leading the way in his jeep...and
on foot...barking out his grders.

I remember vividly the fateful night of Dec. 1 (and the early
morning of Dec. 2) before our capture...Moving along the 'I1l River
on the outskirts of Selestat...Hearing the eerie sound of a German
motorcycle on the other side of the river, as we were inching our
way along...Moving across the river, and fighting our way into the
town...Capturing 10 or 12 GCerman soldiers and placing them under guard
in the basement of the house we had occupied...While on sentry duty
outside the house, having a German soldier approach toward me--and
surprising...and capturing...him...and placing him with the other
prisoners.

I remember artillery shells going over our house (and apparently
knocking out the bridge we had crossed to get into Selestat)...Then




(2)

the ominous grinding scund of several tanks coming down the street

in front of our house...Trying to "dig-in" the onions and potatoes
in the attic of the house...as the Gerry tanks rotated their turrets
in the direction of the houses we were occupying...A B-A-R man in our

attic (trying to be a hero) "opening up" on the tanks...The tank

shells pilercing through the roof above us (reminding us of the 4th of
July...on the 2nd of December)...A sergeant next to me sending me
downstairs (between shell bursts) with a message for another sergeant...
but the firing resuming--and my getting knocked sprawling down the
stairway and landing heavily on my left hand (my wrist later turned

out to be fractured--after an examination following my liberation

from a German prisoner-of-war camp)...A German tank commander yelling

at us to "handy-ho"...and realizing our hopeless situation, filing

out of the house with our hands in the air...The German tank guns--

and the infantrymen's rifles--pointing at us as a warning not to do
anything foolish...Our entire company (those who had survived) had

been captured...Since communications had been knocked out, we
disappeared from the "face of the earth"...We have been called the

"Lost Company of the 103rd Division." I was "missing in action" three menlhs,

I remember being lined up in the snow on the street outside the
house, and the dozen or so liberated German POW's coming out of the
basement and telling their comrades that some of our guys had taken
their watches from them after capture...Demanding that one of our
Jewish-American buddies, Pvt. Samuel Berkowitz, who could speak German,
tell us that the liberated Germans wanted their watches back...Although
it was a bitter cold Alsatian night in December, Berkowitz apparently
almost was svweating as he told us, "For heaven's sake guys, if any of
yvou have their watches--give them back!" After several watches were
returned, the Gerries,apparently being satisfied, started marching us
behind their lines to the rear.

I remember the Germans bedding us down in a barn just outside
Selestat...Waking us the next morning (with no food) and bussing us
downstream to the ferry to cross the Rhine to Breisach, Germany,
where they forced us to dig machine gun emplacements on the other side
of the river to be ready for the anticipated early invasion of the
Reich homeland by the Americans...(Seeing no wounds, or blood, the
Gerries would not believe I had an injured wrist, and forced me to
dig--with the others-~the emplacements along the east bank of the Rhine)
...Being bombed by our own planes in the town--on our way back from
our unwanted (and illegal, according to the Geneva Conventi®n) digging
duties...With no food on the second day--finding an old, stale piece
of brown bread in the hay of the barn in which we were sleeping, and,
in hunger, eating the bread even though it had teeth marks in it--
probably from the horse or cow that munched on it before me...

We had hoped to be the first U.S. military outfit to cross the Rhine...
We did cross the river, but not in the way we had envisioned...It was
not on our own, but in the hands of the eneny-.

I remember several days later (after finally getting some food
from the Germans) being loaded on box-cars in the Breisach rail yard,
and beginning our slow, painful ride (crammed in the cold, airy
box-cars with only straw on the floor) through Karlsrue, Heidelberg




and Mannheim toward the PCOW camp at Limburg--near Frankfurt...A
friend to all of us, Pvt. Carlton Neumeister of Minnesota, who was
"recruited" as an interpreter since he could speak German, being
killed when the burp-gun of our German guard inadvertently discharged
when the train lurched suddenly--shooting the little guy through the
head...0ur German guard frequently "taking off" and heading to the
nearest air raid shelter in some of the bigger cities on the way...
leaving us out in the rail yards, bouncing around like an egg-shell
as Allied planes bombed the area around us...Five days (and several
hundred miles) later, arriving at Limburg, and beginning our 4%-month
stay in two German POW camps...and a final work detail in a lumber
mill at Glauchau, Germany, from which I was liberated by General
Patton's Third U.8. Army o0 April 15, 1945...

NOTE: Colonel Therrell, who we looked upon as a "tough cookie"
in final training at Camp Howze, Tex., and in combat in France.,
ultimately gained our respect, aleong with those who followed him to
the end of the war with the 103rd in Austria, as a real leader of
men...Many of those who made it all the way through, say he was
greatly responsible for their survival. At a 103rd Division Reunion
a2t Hot Springs, Ark., in 1984, a GI who had served under him in
Europe, was heard to say, "Colonel, I used to think you were eight-feet
tall, but now I see you are no taller than the rest of us!"...The
good colonel, who joined us at many of our reunions, died in 1994...

——Harry Nixon
231 Veda Mae Drive
San Antonio, TX 78216

(Phone: 210/342-7616)




Addition to:

REMEMBERING WORLD WAR II —- 50 YEARS LATER

T remember not being able to use our mortar in the Vosges
Mountains, even though this was our primary role. Since ve
could not secure a "field of fire" to fire our weapon, we became
"carbine infantrymen." The heavy foliage in the mountains did
not give us an open area from which to fire our mortar.

Recognized for military service by receipt ofs

--Bronze Star
~--Purple Heart
~~-Combat Tnfantryman's Badge

.Prisoner-of-war mementos, such as French Army uniform
issued by Germans to replace U.S. GI combat gear, are

displayad in the World War II Memorial Museum, adjacent

to the Steven Stoli Playhouse at 11840 Wurzbach Road

{and Lockhill-Selma)...Later at National World ae T Museum
In New Orieans, LA




Jacket Worn by Harry Nixon as a POW

Pvt. Harry Nixon of the 409™ Infantry Regiment, 103" Infantry Division, was captured on December 2,
1944. After Nixon was stripped of his US uniform and combat gear, he was given this World War I-style
French Army uniform, which he wore while imprisoned near Glauchau, Germany, until the camp was

liberated by the US 3 Army on April 15", 1945,

Gift of Harry Nixon, The National World War Il Museum, 2010.257

Harry Nixon (center) and fellow prisoners on the April 15, 1945, the day of their liberation.

Pasteard from Harry Nixon to his parents in San Antonio, Texas.

WWil

THE NATIONAL
WWII MUSEUM
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PVT Harry W. Nixon with fellow former prisoners-of-war and captured
German POWs in field following liberation on April 15, 1945 by General
Patton’s Third U.S. Army.



by Harry Nixon R )
Pvt., Co. B /
409th Inf. Regt.
103rd {(Cactus) Div.
...World War II...

ALl the Way

foward the Hhine Merchel Coupany B of the OGnehbandrel-sndebhree;
4 ray oFf joy fiiled the hearits of the heughby Infentey,

4z the Captein eriede-

“Gome on men, OJormany’s Just on the odher side.”

Honths ol hope and feer ware abond to be ressrded;
vHome Ly Zmaber,® & rew-vecreld retorted,

For the reoruit bad fust jolned the Coempany,

From & Peareeschelon sres wheve all wes not jempy.

Gh, bhe hald heard the stories

G2 breve fmfiantry men snd all thélr glavies,

Bot bhe had never seen the Ilash of pocksis in the shy,
Hox Pelt the rumblo of hot sbeel landing noarby.

an arizzlied vebarana bogen {0 ghare the hope,

Fhengh, long sines they had found that wer was no Jokej

Oourades whe hed fellenTnsath the pall of smoke,

i08 nizhba when they thempelves bthought thoyvd nelse see the
Iight of day's slosk.

Int now on this o0ld day of December Birst, 1944,

Thelr nevek np the fhone from Jereeililes was sbout %o be no moreg
Zhe hedgerors had beun srogged, snd the snowy Vosges engrossed,
dnd Bt lend of Sleglwicd was ToXy €losd.

Yhe aigh on the posl sald THtrepbourge-10 hi,®

To the Yank this meant the long trail wes about to endg
The hoppleat Yuletlide Ln yenvs

%es about to replacs theiv fears,

Zhen the Cepiain seldy "Gobia meske Celesbat before we go Lo bed,”
That 4idr} pound ge bed, Lfor Sslesdat was Just ahsad,
ind after. being on the zo for deys

Lot chow and & ghek WoULLd Zind e Welsome pleces
The seiwma-ofsIiles mureh inlde Selesiat,

Sesmed glra ailent with no rat-tat-tat
From Heinle buy gum ol bhe way, ‘
Hor barensm eadly Cerry 86 to £lay.

But theughis of the Hun wers aseonfany

%o men who were going te the land of the Gerry
it sbent midnight desolete Selestat wae resched,
Hot & sount or movement greeted the myohing fesk.
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Agter weaxy ron had bedded down for the night,
WEbh m token putpost to oSt end rights
Ihe stillnese of the oold ilsatian nizht

Gave ne somblence of a mighd flghi.

Little 418 the slumbering seldiers know,
Thwes resdly the eslm befpre the blow:
¥or war ia not a guiet, pescemml af '
Ag the green vegwuil was soon to bo avere,

¥ith rembling cssucu opd sreshing shell,

Uilton hed Arawn the pebiing well inm his pleturve of Hellp

Tithout werning the dreems of slespying dovghbeye wewe m&g&aﬁﬁ;
Woary wen postpuned their ale@p, n dete with deatiny for to keep,

the startled men of Company 5 grebbed their gans,
2o meet the threst off the vengeful Manmp

ihe ahelling come mel onmky frem the front,

Zut Zven the pide and resr glse eams the Lrunt,

Uinptes peomed 1ike houve Lo ook and ved slike

As the drecded rumble of tnnks aounfsd theovgh the nights
ihe reav of E8's stopped, but the Tigere of ihe Ceryy jumgle,
Eept right on osming with their steandy vanblc,

Year olung to the heards of pen,
®he only houvs eprlier thought only of the plovier of 4he wite
The Captain said: "Got vepdy, zurs,”
Don't Leb Yam tuke ng by surprice.”
- &
But &% wes teo lete for purprise, S
Yo socudd tell thet by ons look iz hie ALYy CVRY eyes,
¥en of all fslthe began %o pray,
To thelr Gof, ench in hig own way,

The Cerry Tigers arept stealthily boward
Their Amerieon prey tp forvard:

Then Lrom nerth, eapt, senih, and west
They come ppon some ef Unele fem's dbest,

ddke brave, {rue soldiery theyr vpened Iive,
Bt Hel and DebeR coulé not eonspire,

To boet 021 copnon gnd hesvy zun,

Hounted on Ruhr sieel of meny ton.

Crys of engnish end of pain

Came from officer and privebec the snme,
As American bleod begen te flow,

So thet Democrauy 800N hight grow.
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The Captain hixmgelf wep rob inmmuns

%o the hot lemd of %he maching-gun tuns,
in torturq.he eried enon,

FRever zive up, neu, Tight ou.®

Bub o esnneliics mounied emd the tenks camo on,
The Tep Sargs implored, "Ib'p our one,

our fae aud only chanse,

Te kesp frop resbing forever in Irance.”

fe, to hews the llves of his Tellowemen,

Ho orfeved a halt o fuille rifie sud pistol &in.
Boon the German tanka ghopped their fire too,
ind an eneay oificer ardered all (o Rhundoy-hoo.”

411 whoe gould walk despped Shelr arms of stesl,
ind wenth forvard S¢ mect the Germau's meml:
Yith herds ralsed high in the air,

Thedr fear~filled siore mi the @erries slave,

In breken Boglish, e surviving Lew
Were tol& to mureh to the rear, and knew
That the war wee over D¢y thea,

ig 1t was fow thelr beave Caplain.

The boy who wes & vookie ouly & Tow hours before
Wap now a hardened veieran bal wanted ns mores
A1) Bid a silent and solemn Hadisn" %o $hely Triengs
Who wonld never see the bright daylishd egain.

-~

They mmiehed back throwgh enemy Line,

Past sunesring Hednies aost of the time,

Filli guon they seen on = sign,

dJust sne move kllometer to get to the Rhine.

Their sbjeetive was now slusst withds sight,

D% their drcem wes as derk ag the blackest nishsg
They hai hoped and praysd Lo thies fap,

Bub nod to realise 1% ip this way.

Yhen vhey vesme teo the bread, speseding river,
and many ¢f the men kad s noticseble guiver;
Bad only s cold, enmply deeling

Like that of faz-oil volce paaiime

The vesin of a loved-ons &l home,
Ur one yon®ve culy met in & poam.
"Could bhie be just & poem now,
Thy, I just don't ses howe=
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It couldn't happen to me;

Hhy Juet an bhouy ages o2 Ywo, o Lhres

1 was thinking aboul arossing this river
In honor sad gloxy, bud aow oconsldepes*

They cressed the Rhine, the boyn of ﬂgm*g@.w B, Cue~O~thres,
8

Thouzh aot with jay and thouvghta of viotory,
But witﬁ%&ﬁa@l boyouets et Bholr beoky,
And ondy sppair $¢ pashe '

Fot poon the despalir wes %0 pase awey,

Ag Spring comé aod Ged produced & bright aew Gaye
ihe theughts of wer 2ud baitle ware elmost fovgotten,
Though in strenge saud enony land,

Only the thoughis of Lelfter days thet were sherd
Came to the men in thelr bhede,

sud soon thely way wos won

By tke all zood and meralfal ono,

The war wap over and men went heck to thoir home,
Hever more feor L0 reamj

Pren the 1ad who hed beoen o rewsreoruil

Goh veok Loy meny Bastars o restlbube.

As hops wes restored lo the world,
Ard the flag of peacs uwnfurled

Let ne all peeay b6 Fiu 1% shall stay
Flying Righ to zuife us on By way.

-

Shatierad Troams

"It'y chocolete ceke for me when I geb home,”

rrust give Be some lewmon ple snd I'1l nover more roam.”
Thoze 20 other visfens Filled the ould, dssm sir .
Le nen, American men, sab pair in peir :

Dregning of the day whem they'd e home sgain,

Buing agein where nen arc men, 5

Jud not vesasls of a'master® pacs and stete,

48 wes now tholr unheppy lusk and fate.

Yhese men wére once happy anlt free,
Talked mnd leughed Just Like you or me.
Butihet was before they went to war,
Po £ind what 2 democracy really was ZLor.
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hey hed not known in days nov past,

Eat now they were finding oni at lasthy

In imgyios thare waed plenty throughout the country,
Bul here thene men were prisconers of ihe eneny.

They hed fought hard da Meaee snd Thaly,
Fonght wnbil espbured by the dreaded snemy,
And hustled off to dingy prisen canyp,

Vhare vermin wee Lhick and ground weg Gawmp,
And a high bvarbed-wivrs Lence,

Fplled svery thovght or froedom pretense,
Where German senquerpr phood oulsile,

And snsrded el bhe pluce whers the Yaak sbidc.

Bt with wastrmonateble fmerican splrdd and prile,

The ¥anks Shought net of tholr wonbimely euboile,

Gply of belighier deye chead,

Waon thers willhbe 2o moere dresd,

And people will sgala Lo heppy aad froe,

Bot Lorved to bow to Hitler on bended Lnse,

Bub eble vo pit down ab o manesized meal,

And think when theyTve saten cuonghbhow full they Jesl.

Bu% now theughis of food were ell ip dresns,

Of piex and cekes aad gandica, it svems:

Yor & "krlegagelengen” in‘Deutehlend had little,

A hank ok blaek bread and soup from a hetileg

Dot ae long ms o Yank had Shoughts of hie lnpd,

#here there was plenby for all, 2o emply paxn,

e wep pallalied Loy he knew he'd couwcdmy be beek

anay frow disdese and starvanlion, but whes was ms% EEaUE

Hhat mesls thoss Youks 444 soneent,

Choskn, etewn, maf roaple with grevy om top;.

They hed thelr menus fized up for & yaaw,

When taok bo e V. &, onde more they would shesrs
Heuths would water at, the mentiom of fvied shioken

i% the thoughb of Aot fozn they'd drood lilke She ofckenss
Shen the Germen gusrd pushed in the tin,

CHihet Iz ifeeno, nob grens mouyn Bepine”

Christmas Yass in o Jernan IPrison Camp

The day dawned colé znd desr,

dupt kike eny obher time of the yeaw,
When anow 1s on the ground, )

ind pleet and iee is o be founmd.
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Bat thers was something gpeolsl abous this day,
At no other tine dAid one feel guite this wey:
¥ith dheankfwelipess in his heord

To Hin above for the joys he does Lnpert.

Then someone ie the erowded romm zsid, "Herey Christmas,”
And the feeling of happinens dnside woo imprsusels

Ter, 4% wag Christmes Day hore,

But, atrengely, some shel o tesre

0n this hepplest of days, why would onme fesl pal?

Well, zeybe i1 waz not one of the mozd merry he hed hed;
ot ouly wag he avey Pfrom homo cnd fanlly,

Int fur fron countyy and fa the elutch o2 the enemy.

Thegs Were ftnerican prisoacrs=of-wer,

Ceptured in sfrios, Pranoce, and the Ssar

While Tighting for the country the hold dear,

Ang tbhe right to oselebrate this holdeat day of the vesr.

The eold, woodon bullding took on an aly a8 hapsy as ccn be,
When there le ap pence In the world and pou ave wot frecg
Anf the ghout wee hespd, "let-mesl Ter breakfmst,”

Thiz one doy of the yose even the Germans were compussed.

After The pamli tin oF Swb-masd was caien
tont of the sslnens wog besien,

Pt there was sbill on eopidlness of zoul,
Thet mere Lood could noy conitrel,

48 all est srourd on cold, demp fioor,
Thainking of Cheisttenpges of yesrs belore,
& Youk GY ocome inte the robn

And salf, "Satholle Mass noxt door soou.™

The Kellys, Wotikskis, auf lomberdis all were czlled o their falth,
And even Lyther Jones end Calvin Smith 818 enbwesg

The gﬁiﬁ‘k 01 the dny and went righbualons,

To join the ethers in proyers devoud sod oizonse

The the prisst wes Jrom London
And whe words wese In datln,

AL were unlted in one gonmon ceune,
To give thenks %o Ood end his lavs.

That faith in pesce snd Lrsedom

Had no beunde in zeet or religion,
But encompaceed the whels group,

ig they preyed snd kneld in & &%o6p.
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Thep the lagl "Amen™ was camplste,

AL had a ¢o0d feeling That wus rceplebs
With hapny fullnase of bpdy amwd goul,

That ondy ooe Selug couwrd wighlly control.

So n fay thal started off with nome sadness,

Endnd wiih & singere "Marey Chuls bmas" and mush gladaesas
&

Adthwonsh the clrewnslences Wene Jdank,
With God'a holp ssoh bed o uew joyliul sparke

7
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