Sain T Ofle Burnay

Attorney
15 Arlingren Street
Fawtucket, Khode Island 025085

{801) 725-4730 - (+01) 722-3190

April 1, 1996

Mr. Luke Martin
45 Salty Way East
Selbyville, Delaware 19875

Dear Mr. Martin:

In accordance with the instructions from secretary,
Betty Elsworth, I hereby submit the following experience
December 10th and . 1lth, 1944 of three individuals from Company
E 411th regiment in the town of Weerth-Alsace, France.

Sincerely,

e

ohn F. McBurney
JFM/ kmm
Enc.



John F. McBurney
EXPERIENCE - 1944

At daybreak, December 10, 1944, after an all night patrol of
Company E 411lth Regiment of the 103rd Division a fire fight erupted
with the enemy outpost one mile south west of Woerth-Alsace, France.

Suddenly and surprisingly the enemy bolted from his fortifications
and retreated into the town.

BAR man, William Chick, Private Harold Spinner and Private John
McBurney gave chase.

As it turned out they were being led into a trap as the Town was
still enemy occupied.

When McBurney reached the main street he was met with a demand
to surrender by several of the enemy. Without responding, McBurney
ducked back into the courtyard and bolted the door of a high woodeHd

fence.

McBurney then hid in the house of the mayor where he joined up
with Chick and Spinner.

The trio took up positions on the second floor giving them an
unlimited field of fire.

Although surrounded, Chick killed the enemy commander with a
burst of the BAR.

His body lay in the street for the remainder of the day, but was
removed under cover of darkness.

That night no one slept in the small room. The sounds of enemy
activity could be heard through most of the night.

Before dawn, loud hob nail boots ‘could be heard coming up the
stairs and believing this to be the enemy, firing positions were
assumed. However, it only turned out to be the mayor himself. He

came with the news that the "Boche" had moved out during the night.
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Attorney

15 Artington Street
Pawtucket, Rhode Istand 02860
(401) 7254730 - (401) 722-5190

May 23, 1996

Mr. Luke Martin
45 Salty Way East
Selbyville, Delaware 19975

Dear Mr Martin:

In accordance with the instructions from secretary,
Betty Elsworth, I hereby submit the following incident
of December 7, 1944 between E Company 411lth Regiment and
the enemy . in the vicinity of Griesbach, Alsace, France.

Sincerely,
jﬂ C -
ohn F. McBurney

JFM/ kmm
B,



A MEMORABLE INCIDENT

At noon, December 7, 1944 E Company of the 411 regiment of the
103rd division, under the command of Lt. William Kasper, was in a
North easterly advance in Alsace toward the German border. After

crossing the Zintzel Riwver in Griesback, a unit of the enemy was

-observed in an open field about one half mile away -

Lt. Kasper believed they were Roumanians because of their uniform
colors and believed they wanted to surrender.

Lt. Kasper took the rifle from Private John McBurney and ordered
him to go out and take the surrender. When McBurney met with the with
three of them at the middle of the field they were armed and had no
intention of surrender, and thought instead the Americans were
surrendering.-

One of them raised his rifle and fired point.blank at McBurney
and missed. At that point a heavy weapons platoon machine gunner
opened fire and Lt. Kasper, Sgt. Ralph McManus and Private Conrad

Hermann rushed out.

The enemy retreated and that was the only shot they fired that

day.



S ‘ Attomey

. 15 Arhngton Street .
Pawtucket, Rhode Island 02860
(401) 722-0800 (401) 722~ 5190

. March'5,2001
Lucas Martin T
75 Salty Way East -
g <Selbyv111e, DE 19975

Dear Luke.

s ThlS isa record whlch Was recently maxled to me 55y years ]ater by Alonzo Bryant

) +"of 10 days that the three of us, Alonzo Bryant, Anthony C. Hranek and myself, from e

>~ Company E, 2n platoon, 411", We were in enemy terrltorywhen we got separated durmg
‘__;.theattack on St Dle ; ,' S :

' .; I thought you Would be 1nterested =

hn F. McBurney .-



o mm D.ec. 27 ZOOW/( 25 7
Francis!':

That's how 1 knew vou, and it was my Grandfather’s name, and
I Joved him dearly, so if you don’t care, I’1l go that way.

We had Just taken a little village on the slopes of the

Vosges overlooking thu Rhine Plain, and were standing around
walting for Ffurther orders. A medlcal unit had caught up

with us and orders were given for the outfit to form a line
and get checked out. nNow that it’s over, it might have been
typhus they were looking for. You and 1 were at the end of
that line Formed by soldiers going into a typical French
whorehouse. I went in just before you, and the Major in
chairge, standing beside s collapsible steel table, told me to
get out of my raincoat, combat jacket, sWeater; . woolen shirt,
and. upper woolen underwear. I .shed it all and got on:the
table. The Major was listening to my heart while: ‘Brobing:
under my chin and arms, when a medic ran in.and sald “"Fold
up!  We’re moving out.” The Major ordered me off the table,
told me to get my clothes on, folded his table, closed his
numarous medical chests, and wWwith the help of ‘his.staff,
carried everything out. I got dressed, stepped out51de, and
the only soldier I could spot was Francis McBurney.iiiThe big
red cross an the back of a meat wagon was dlsappearlng 1n ‘the
distance. Shortly, a few other socldiers showed, '
much discussion it was determined that the Compan
mounted into 2 1/2 ton trucks and ridden off into:
blue yonder, supposedly moving on Strasbourg.. Yol

elected to ge after them while the others preferr
in the village.

We headed north, following the cobblestone road that
intersected a two lane highway. The world was empty but for
vou and me, and a cold night was coming on fast. We went to
& house on the east side of the road, and it was deserted.

We did not go in, but chose to try a secluded farmhouse to
the west sids. It was the last building in view. We beat on
the door, and you talked to the Frenchman that answered.

In a few minutes we were eating potato pesling soup, and
drinking warm liguid. It was good for two hungry GIs without
food. We traded cigarsttes for the favors, and after eating
we want through a side door into the barn, and climbed into

a frozen loft and buried ourselves in the hay. I remember
taking my boot packs off and putting on dry socks before I
went under. I looked but couldn’t see vyou.

We left in the early morning. I don’t remember saying
“Goodbye," to the people therse. The road had filled with two
andg & half ton brucks loaded with troops, all going north
toward Strasbourg. It was not the 103rd. Faintly I recall
the E%EE)DLV1CLOH We walked quite awhile, and because we
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were walking Faster than the trucks were rolling,. we
wccasiondaly had words with the soldiers, and eventually
climbed into one of the carriers to share their rations and
ride, This slow iroll went on for hours, and the sun moved
into the west. Then it happened. Trucks, loaded with
infankry, drove past us, going south. Same trucks, same men,
that had previously goie north. In an hour or so, we. too
reached the point of Lurnback. MPs were signaling like
George Scott, playing Patton, as they turned the convoy
around and back to the south. You and I got off. We talked
to an MP and learned that their move on Strasbourg had been
cancelled, He did not know if the 103rd was in an attack, and
encouraged us to go south. The road from that point to the
city hidden in the hazy distance was empty, and it was
afternoon. We chose to continue north with everyone else
turning south. Alone in a hostile world we walked :and
walked, passing lonely looking habitats, searchingiythe river
plain on one side and the mountains on the other in an-eiry
silence that made you think there was no war. Finally the
distant sound of explosions proved that the Ffighting was
still going on. We eventually reached a brewery .where.a few
Amer ican Vehicles were parked, and stood by, watching. P47s
dive bomb a monstrous bunker built on the face jof;a.cliff..
oveirlooking the plain. The outfit there wasacQQrdlnéting{the
bombing attack, and it wasn’t too long before Word came.down
that seventy or eighty Germans had waved the white.flag. ' You
and T got something to eat and kcontinued our lonely trek to
the north. Night was just a stone’s throw away . )

We came upon the railyards south of the city. " They seemed
vast and unending, but as we crossed them, we discovered, in
thae fading light of day two, a quiet tree lined street with a
Cathedral facing the Lracks. We went in and in a few moments
4 Priest appreached us. You, with your fluent French, and a
few cigaieltes, achieved two successes. Food and permission
to sleep in the church. The Priest made it clear that no
Aamerican broops were in Strasbourg. We were the liberators.

On the third day, we roamed the small cobblestoned allys and
went through streets where you could shake hands From .
opposite balconies. All on the outskirts of the larger city.
No =zign of other soldiers. Especially 103rd troops Gunfire
was isclated and rare, but as we cautiously entered a large
boulevard lined with small shops, wWe spotted a tank sitting
against the curb. 1t was not manned, and strapped to the
rear deck was & couple of cardboard boxes labled "10 in 1."
At that time we figured it was American, but it turned out to
be American in the hands of the French. Unexpectedly,
automatic fire broke out along the street in front of us, and
we ducked 1nto a narrow allyway close by. The ally ended in
& small courtyard at the rear doors of the streetside shops.
ﬁEthd\thE blackout of one place we heard voices singing,. and
recogm}zed French. We knocked at the door and it was. opened
by & nice looking guy, dressed in civies, holding a glass of



Tizz and we were invited to come in. You did all the
Lallaing, bull 1L Lurned out that they were having a party.
About eight or nine Frenchmen and women were celebrating the
liberation of Strasbourg, which hadn’t yet taken place. We
had drinks with them, and they sang the French National
Anthem. The fizz musht have gone to our heads, and we sang it
in English. The French applauded and cried. They were
dumb Founded that fmerican soldiers could sing their Anthem.
I had learned 1t in scliool before I reached the sixth grade.
FMilled the Marselllaise, the anthem was written in
Strasbourg.We had a couple of drinks and they crowded the
door, waving goodbye to us. Back to the tank, we used
bayonets to break the steel strap to the Ten in ones and
helped ourselves, cigarettes and all, and went along the
boulevard, carrying what we could. A& few civilians were on
the walks and somehow you struck up a conversation with a
middle aged French woman, and we ended up in her room,
shairing the food with her, and giving her cigarettes to
parley for other food on the black market. We spent the
evening with you and her talking about things that I did not
understand, and then ws went off to sleep to the sound of
sporadic and sometimes close gunfire.

. o RATIONS
We had a breakfast on the goodwill of the American Armyiand
went Iinto the streets on day four hoping once more to find
another American soldier. 1In the heart of the city we stood
on the perimeter of & large Plaza split by a canal running
through, and watched Fiench women, on the lower waterside
level, pound their clething with large wooden clubs. Over at
the northeast corner of the Plaza, the Notre Dame. du
Stresbouryg was standing like it had a twin in Paris.  We went
there and vou walked arcund.it like a realtor about to buy .
The rear had been hilt by the war, and there was damage,
though not extensive. While we were conducting our.
inspection, a couple of German shells landed in the Plaza,
and all the civilians went in different directions. We later
discovered that the Gerimans shelled each day at the same
tiing, as if to let everyone know that they had not yet given
anyone the keys to the city. We also discovered that the
neighborhood fighting was between the Free French Maguis and
a Tew German rear guaids. In the early part of the night, we
had entered what appesated to be large school, having hallways
bordered with multiple doorways that seemed to open into what
could have been classrooms. We were looking for a secure
place to spend the night. I remember going into a hugh
office labled administrator and looting a genuine copy of
"Mein Kampf," bearing Hitler’s personal signature. I also
took & pewtor pitcher with the Swastika. It was surprising
that the place was bLolally unsecured. Just about that time
we heard the heavy clatter of tank treads, and taking cover
we waited for the first to appear. A bearded French soldier
was sitting on the front of an American made Sherman, and
pulling on a very large bottle of wine. It was the first of
the French First Army. The Americans had been turned back by
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N Ike, Lo let Lhe alory of liberation go to the
French. We didn’t know this at the time, but it was a good
thing Lo see the tanks with the French emblem on them.

Day Five was an experience. The city was at peace except for
shelling from across the Rhine which came prompty. at. five PM.
On this day we met our first American soldier. HeiwWas:an
officer of the 79th Division, who incidentally haditgsshis
patch, the cross of Lorraine which in turn was the'emblem of
some of the French Forces. He invited us to his apartment
whare we cleaned up and made ourselves more presentable.
AaftLei cleaning up we watched him candle dope in a saucer and
put it in a drink and at that time we left.

Somehow we got the information that the Third Division had
located headquarters guite some distance south, and.we headed
in that direction along the same highway that we had traveled
coming north. It was at this time that General Patch came
along in his jeep, sporting a thirty caliber machine gun at
his right hand. He stopped to give us a Llift. He asked us
how we were doing, how our boot-pacs were doing, and talked
like a Ffather all the way to Third Division. He pulled up,
and we got oufb in a hurry so we could salute him. He gave us
directions to the communications department, wished us luck,
and returned our salutes. After the troops of Third.Division
recovered from the shock, they got & jeep and hauled us south
for quite some distance. We finally turned east toward the
Rhine and on the road above a sawmill, they unloadedius and
said the Tront was straight ahead. Then they hauléd. ass. We
walked the remaining distance to Dambach, passing dead German
soldiers, in the road, where they had been gunned down as
they retreated to the Colmar pocket. aAbove the road’
embankment and toward the forest, soldiers were looting =&
small nylon factory of stockings to send home to their loved
ones. The enemy, with their backs to the wall, and making
nylons for their swesthearts? We walked through the.ancient
wall gate of Dambach, went to Headquarters and reported to
Lt. Kasper. He was washing his feet and was glad to see usy
and asked where we had been. We gave him an accounting and

in a few hours we were in the attack on Selestat which is
another story all together.

This has been quite an experience,

reliving that time we were
together, the only two Smer

_ > . ican soldiers in Strasbourg. a
welcoming committes For bhe French forces. Maybe the French
Govafnment would like Lo know about i1t. I hear they are
1UOklﬂ9'FOF American vets who fought on French soil.

There may be a day when I will see You again. I remember sz

minute with_you al the Miami terminal when I took a break and
ve had a drink. I also remember =z time at Camp Howze when

yog hid & camera in fhe coal bin. Other things come to mind

2nd 1t would be an interesting night wi 1 |
: 1 rest ith @

and Lime to Lalk. ¢ ® Gouple of drinks



We sire in Lhe midst wlf a record breaking drought, and one of
Lhe mosl mise) ably “9diavating winters I have seen in a long
Lime for Florida, but 1t can never compare with the cold
foxtioles filling with water, slowly but steadily rising as
Lhe heat robbed From our bodies defrosted the frozen earth.
Bubk we endured and it had to be for a reason, which may not
be quite clear unrlil wugr vision of things and events is

much belber than it has been to date. I will call vou in &
mabter of btime, bul wmeanwhile let me know what you are doing
and how you Tesl. There’s an old saying that men who fight
Logether, comiades or enemies, become brothers. Maybe it’s
true,

Deep Affection.




HEADQUARTERS 103d INTANTRI DIVISION
. Office of the Commanding General

AP0 470, U. S. Arxy
1 June 1945,

GEIIRAL ORDEXS)
oeR - 159)

AWARD OF BRONZE STAR MEDAL

Under the provisions of Army Regalations 60045, 22 September 1943, a8
amecded, the Bronis Star Medal is svarded followiag named individuals:

* #* * .

Private First Class John F. MaBurney, Jr., 31385085, Infantry, Esedquarters
, Second Battalionm, L11th Infantry Regiment. PFor heroiss in sotion. On

11 December 1944 in & village near Woerth, France, Private McBurney moved 0
the side entraoce of & courtyard adjoining a house while a comrade coverwd the
reer enirance in an attsEpt to locate an enexy machine gun emplacement. Ob~
sarving two epemy soldiers dash across the Yirset and hide behind the bouss,
Private McBurrey sttempted to rum scross the courtyard only to be forced to take
Gover from héstile machine gun firs. He then cravled the repainder of the dis-
tance to the house and, discovering the snexy about to shoot his comrade, fired
his veapon, killing obe of the enemy and forcing the other to surrender. His
actions reflected the highest traditions of the military service. Residencs:
Pawtucket, Rbode Island,

- - » *
BY COMMAYD °F BRIGADIER GENERAL PIERCE:

G. 8. MEZIOY, JL.,
Colomel, G.38.C,,
Chisf of Staff.
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/s/ A ¥ Croll
A, W. CROLL
Lt. Col., A.G.D.,
Adjutant Generul. ' !




