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Casimer Vokal, Co.1411th

You know what was very interesting. After Bastogne, we got a new
commander, the “nuts commander.” We got him as a General. So anyway,
the next commander becomes our general and he greeted us. He reviewed
our platoon and I marched along side of him and he said, “I Company 411"
you were the first into Germany. Under my command, you will be first
again.” And we all slumped down. We were first again and he kept his
word because before I got hit I seen that he made a second star when he
joined us after Bastogne. He was a brave general because we were going
into Germany past the Siegfried Line and he pulled up in his jeep. I saw two
stars so | went to salute him and he said, “What’s the holdup?” Our mortars
and machine guns were right behind the platoon and so I saluted him and
told him. He said, “What is the hold up?” I said, "There is German machine
gun fire to the right, and we will get through.” He said, “Good” and he
asked my name and all that and he shook my hand. That was brilliant. So, I

was happy I met the guy and he put out his hand to me. I got memories.



One time, Col. Yeuell checked into my positions in the mortars. And
I had them lined up three guns in a quarry. He comes right up to me and he
says, “Sgt., where have you got these mortars firing?” I saluted him and said
we are firing 325 yards. He said, “Sgt., don’t you know we have a platoon
there?” I says, “Yes sir, we are dug in.” Sgt. Coe would be that kind of a
guy to say “fire closer, fire closer.” I had contact with the phones and I said,
“Yes sir.” Isaid, “I’m firing anyway.” Yeuell, he says, “Soldier, I found a
guy I could talk to and he is doing a good job.” I showed him my machine
guns. He walked with me to my machine guns. I showed him my machine
guns had set up to crossfire. My mortars were in position. “I met a guy
finally I could talk to,” Col. Yeuell said. I think he is the guy that turned me
in for my Bronze Medal. Later, I found we had piled up 150 Germans. 1
still can’t find out what battle that was? I can’t remember the name of the
battle. Also, I was put in for the French National Honor, Croix-de-Guerre.
So, I am wounded. So, I never got mine. And Sgt. Coe who was in charge
of 3rd platoon that we were firing mortars over. He said, “I did not get one
either.” But I think we deserved it. I was in the hospital so I did not get
those medals. The only thing that come with me when I transferred to the

45" was two Bronze Battle Star pins and a Purple Heart medal.



When you got hit in your right arm, was it shrapnel? Artillery? 1t
was those screaming meemies. Rockets? Yes. The screaming meemies
come over. We were crossing the hill and I hit the ground with my carbine
‘cause McAuliffe said you got to have a T.O. weapon. So, I got me a
carbine. I hit the ground and the explosion knocked the carbine out of my
hands. My helmet went another way but I still made it. I was bleeding like
heck out of my right arm. On my way back I stopped at a foxhole because I
was bleeding so bad. But, I seen too many weapons with the bayonets stuck
in the ground with helmets on them. So I moved out of there. But I was
bleeding like heck. I reached the rear area. They gave you 3 a day rations
on the jump off. Very unique, but then I seen a kitchen down by a tree.
They were cleaning up the kitchen where they fed us. Then a guy came up
to me and said, “Vokal, do you want a cup of coffee?” I said, “Sure.” So he
gave me a cup full of grounds. You know what [ mean. But I drank that
coffee and sharpened up. 1 “come back”. It was strong coffee. Who dressed
your arm? A Medic? Yes. They took me by a jeep. I barely hung on with
my left arm and it was a bumpy ride. They took me down to the bottom of a
hill. Then they sent you back to the rest area? No, | went to a hospital. It
was the 21st or 22" general hospital that was French. Then the war ended.

You were in the hospital when the war ended? Yes, I come back out of the



hospital. Some of the 103rd guys after the war ended were going to Japan.
So, they put me in the 45" Division. I had enough points and a purple heart,
and all that good stuff, so they sent me home with the 45™. I got my purple
heart and I earned two Bronze Battle Stars. The war ended and I was happy.
After you got back, did you go back to tool making? No, I worked for
Chrysler. My seniority counted. So I got hired in 1940 so I went back to
DeSoto mostly working on air conditions. I was a repairman, and ended up
in the inspection department. I had 35 years at Chrysler. I have three kids.
You met my daughter. Janet was the first one. When I was in combat on
maneuvers, Janet was born. My wife was patriotic, too. Cause when I went
in, she backed me up. I never seen Janet until the first time when she was
five months old on a furlough. I never seen her again until I got out in ’45.
She was 2 2 years old. That was the interesting part. Not been to many
reunions. My wife and I had been married for 61 years when she passed
away 2 months later. I got married February 14, 1942, Valentines’ Day. I

went into the army that same year in November of ’42.
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Forward from Janet A. Luther, daughter of Casimer L. Vokal

The first memory that I have of my childhood is of my father coming home from the War. I was only two
and one-half years old, so I’m surprised that I even remember it, but 1 do. I was at my Grandma’s house
when he walked in the door. I was shy, and I ran to hide in another room. Daddy came up to me, and he had
brought me a six pack box of Hershey Bars and a six pack of Double-Mint gum. I guess I was “Daddy’s

girl” from that moment on!

My father never talked about the War when I was growing up. 1think he was trying to forget the horrors he
had seen. When I was an adult, and my mother was still alive, I still didn’t hear much, because on the rare
occasions that dad would start to talk about it, my mother would make him stop. She knew him very well,
and she knew that if he brought up those memories, he would get very agitated and would not be able to

sleep for several nights.

It wasn’t until T accompanied him to a few of the 103" reunions that T really began to understand just what he
had been through. I met several men that my dad had served with when I went to my first reunion. One by
one, they were pulling me aside to tell me what a great soldier my dad had been. It was obvious that they all
respected him very much. That he was a brave, strong, loyal, and respected soldier did not surprise me.
That’s the kind of man he has always been in civilian life too. He has always been an example to his
children of what a real man is. He loves his family, his Country and his God. He is a man of faith, high
morals and integrity. My brother, Tom, my sister, Lori, and I feel blessed to have him for our father. He has
made a great impression on his grandchildren also. When they are given an assignment at school to write

about the person they most admire, somehow everyone picks Grandpal!

As dad is getting older (he is 93 years old as I write this) I thought it would be good to get some insight on
what daddy saw and did 66 years ago!

What follows here is not a history of WWIL What follows here are some personal memories of an infantry

soldier who spent many months on the front lines of WWII fi ghting for our freedom.

So, here are some memories of WWII from my personal Hero—MY DAD!




WWII MEMORIES OF CASIMER L. VOKAL
as given to his daughter, Janet A. Vokal Luther

I was a Tech Sgt. in the 103" Infantry, “Cactus” Division, 411™ Regiment, Company I. 4"
Platoon. We were part of the 7 Army.

I could have gotten out of going into the Army. I was doing War work at Chryslers,
working as a milling machinist operator on Bofor Cannons, and I could have easily
gotten a deferment. My wife, Adeline, was pregnant, but we were very patriotic, and after
talking it over, we decided that I wouldn’t try to get a deferment. So, I went in. Leo, my
brother, was already in. I was already getting pretty old (26), and they only took up to
28, so I could have gotten out of the whole thing with a deferment. I would have missed

going in completely, but everyone was really patriotic back then, so I went.

My training was at Camp Claiborne, Louisiana and Camp Howze in Gainesville, Texas.
was in Camp Claiborne December of 1942 to September of 1943. Janet, my daughter,
was born while I was there. One day, in July, I was on a long hike. We had a ten minute
break, and I laid down on my back. My friend, Joe Crowe, was next to me. I’'m looking
in the sky, and Joe said he saw a pelican in the cloud formation. I said, “No, that’s a
stork!” I told him my son was going to be born that day! After the hike was over, we
stopped, and I got a telegram from a jeep and it said, “Your daughter is born!” I said to
Joe, “Here’s my rifle, I’'m going back to camp! I have to see my daughter.” So, I hitched
aride back to camp and went to the office and asked for a pass to get home. I was really
excited, but they said the Red Cross had to get me the pass. I couldn’t wait to get the
pass! They made me wait one day in camp, and then my mother-in-law called me, and
she let me know that everything was fine. They made me wait another day, and then they

denied my pass. They didn’t consider it an emergency. So, I didn’t get to see my
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daughter until T got a furlough. By that time, she was five and a half months old. That’s
the Army for you!
I'was trained to use a 45 pistol, a 60mm Mortar, a .30 Caliber Light Machine Gun and a

Bayonet. I scored as a “Sharpshooter with my rifle, which was an M1.

When I first got to Camp Claiborne, I learned a good lesson. At chow time, I took a seat
at the end of the table. By the time the plates of food got down to me, they were empty!
After that, I made sure that I sat at the front of the table! I know the Army travels on

their stomach, but I wanted to make sure mine was full!

One time I was supposed to get a 15-day furlough. I picked up a pine needle in my boot
and got an infection in my foot. They sent me to Ft. Wayne. I spent 45 days home in Ft.
Wayne. Ihad a write up in the Camp newspaper. It said, “Vokal stretches 15-day
furlough into 45 days with infection.” They used to call me “Pops.” I was one of the

older guys there. I wasn’t a General, but I had lots of “General Knowledge” ha ha.

I’m lucky to have feet. First, I had that infection, and then, I had other foot problems. I
was picked for glider training. We were jumping off these scaffolds with parachutes, and
[ hurt both of my ankles. So, I got sent back to my Infantry outfit. After I got home, it
took a long time to clear up the problems with my feet that were caused from them

always being wet and cold.

We left Camp Claiborne in September of 1943 and trained in Camp Howze, TX for a
year. My brother, Leo, was training at Ft. Polk in TX. He was a Corporal in Field
Artillery. He carried the Flag. Just before he was to be shipped overseas, I got a pass, so
[ was going to meet him in Fort Worth. 1 even booked us a room there. Then, he called

and said he wanted to meet in Dallas instead. When we met, I told him that he better put

w
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our Ma on as his beneficiary before he shipped out. I wasn’t going to leave if he didn’t
sign the papers right then. A couple of his friends said, “You better listen to your
brother! He’s a Sergeant, he outranks you!” Leo did make Ma his beneficiary, but

luckily, he survived the war and came home.

One time before we shipped out of Camp Howze, we went on maneuvers. We were
doing a mock version of a battle, and I was camped up on a hill. I was out in the open, (I
should have been hidden better) so they tagged me as “out of action” and told me,
“You’re hit in the right elbow. You’re wounded, get to the back to the rear.” I went to
the rear and found an area where I could get some chow. Little did I know then that I
would get my Purple Heart for a hit to my right elbow in a real battle! And, that I would

find the cooks when I got to the rear then too!

I shipped out of New York harbor with the 103” on October 5, 1944. The ship, the
Monticello, was jam-packed. The Captain gave me the job of supplying candy for I
Company. He gave me Company money to buy candy. Then, I was in charge of selling
the candy. Everyone wanted the bars (5 cents a piece). No one bought the malted milk
duds candy. No one wanted them. Ipulled a good one. It got rough on the seas about
the 3™ day out, and everyone was seasick. I missed one chow line. I got seasick. I threw
up and then I was o.k. Guys were all lying in their bunks. English sailors were laughing
at our guys— “Yanks can’t take it”. Next day, even they were sea sick, but I was feeling
good. So, everyone asked why I wasn’t seasick. Itold them I was taking the malted
milk duds. So, they all started buying them, and they all got better. It must have been in
their minds. I tricked them and sold out the candy. Ihad $40.00 worth of money from
the candy sales when I landed on October 20, 1944. 1 told the Captain, “Here’s 40 bucks

that I made on the candy.” He said, “The books are closed--- that is your money.” So, I
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treated the boys at a bar. The bartender was tipped. I gave him a 50 cent tip. He was
happy. That was a lot of money then. I was enterprising. Anything for my guys!!!

We landed in Marseille, France. We went into combat in November. First combat, we
were point of attack. First battle was near St. Die, France in the snowy Vosges
Mountains. It was on November 17, 1944 and the Cactus Division was under Colonel

Yeuell. He was a real “Soldier’s soldier”, a hands-on Commander.

On the night of Nov.16, we tried to sleep under artillery fire. I couldn’t sleep at all that
night. After getting into position, the 103” went into action at 9:00 a.m. on November
17", We had to cross the Taintrux River. The river was supposed to be two feet deep.
When we crossed, I took the lead. There was a machine gun nest on the left-hand side of
the river. Ijumped in. I had to put my rifle over my head because the water was up to my
chest. So, I went in, and the other platoon was also in the water. We starting getting fired
on from the machine gun nest. So, one of the guys finally took out the machine gun nest,
but he got killed there. We followed with the mortars a little bit later. There was a lot of
fighting, and we took the city of Saulcy. At the end, we only had 45 left out of 1
Company.

That battle was my first action, and I found out that your Ma had prayed for me. 1 gota
letter from her telling me that she went to Confession and Communion on the day of the
battle. That was the first of several battles that I found out she was praying for me during
battles where we had lost lots of men. I always felt that my wife’s prayers got me

through the war.

The weather was the coldest it had been since the turn of the century. I carried a raincoat

on my back. Ireported to the captain how many guys I lost (only a couple from my
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platoon). I had my runner, he was a small guy, but he carried my Bunsen burner. 1
Jumped in a hole there that had been left by the Germans; I was all wet and freezing cold.
I put the Bunsen burner between my legs and my raincoat over the foxhole. I started
heating up some water and making coffee. That was the only dry spot on my whole
body. A couple of other guys came up and asked for coffee, I said, “ Sure.” The Captain
came over and said, “Vokal, what the hell are you doing?” 1 said, “Making coffee, Sir.”
Captain said, “I’ll never worry about you again!!” Then he said, “Make me a cup of
coffee!” I had a couple ahead of him. 1 said, “Put your canteen over there. You're the 4™
in line to get coffee from me.” I should have brown nosed—I’d been a General by now!!

Ha ha.

The next German strong point was Saulcy su Meurthe. The Meurthe River was the next

natural barrier. We attacked at dawn and captured the City of St. Die.

We fought through several towns in the next ten days. The battles never let up from St.
Die to the Mountain Exits at Selestat. We got to this town of Barr and went in to hunt the
snipers. We went into town, and I took my platoon. I sent some guys to search the
village. I had four or five guys with me up on the hill. We were prepared. I sent three
guys to a higher level into the upper story of a building. I got in a building and slammed
the door. There was an old French man in there. He didn’t want to shout or anything,.

He whispered, “I’ll show you something.” He took me to a cabinet. He had an American
Flag hidden. I saw it and said “Good man, Papa!” He said, “You want a drink?” I said,
“I’ll have a pear and a schnapps.” I took the drink and was chomping on the pear by a
window. The French guy started putting the American flag out the window. Then, a little
while later, the old man asked me, “Krauts come back?” 1 said, “Papa, I don’t know.” So
he started taking the flag back inside. Someone opened fire and started shooting right

over my head into the ceiling. The old man was frantic! He was on his stomach. I hit
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the floor too. Later on, I found out that it was our own Sgt. Murphy. He almost killed
me! He was shooting because when he saw the American flag coming down, he figured
it was the Germans in there. I found out all this later. T was SO mad, I could have killed
him! We went down to a big brick wall. All at once a big round hand-grenade came. 1
yelled,” DOWN!” We all hit the ground, and it went over my head into the wall. Again,
it was one of those days when Ma was praying for me. I was sure lucky I had her always

praying for me. I was spared twice in the town of Barr.

The 103" 4" Platoon, Company I was the FIRST to cross the German Frontier that

December.

On December 15, 1944 at 1:05 p.m., our Company crossed the German border. No other
American soldiers had yet to enter Germany. On December 17" Bobenthal fell to the

411™ but we paid with heavy losses for every foot of German soil we captured.

Later, we withdrew from the Siegfried Line and went back 75 miles. Troops were being

moved north to beat back the Battle of the Bulge.

General George Patton was asked to help with the Battle of the Bulge at Bastogne. He
said he could get there in three weeks. Everyone thought that was impossible. He was
picking up help from the best troops along the way. He picked up the mortars and

- i
machine guns from my 4"

Platoon. That is how I ended up marching to Bastogne,
Belguim. Patton had us carry so much ammo that we looked like Poncho Villa! We had
bad weather. We were on the right flank. The cold and snow were so bad. McAuliffe
was in charge of Bastogne. The German’s had asked for his surrender, but he answered
their demand with his famous “NUTS.” His men took a pounding. They were known as

“THE BATTERED BASTARDS OF BASTOGNE.” And, we were heading there. It was
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nasty, nasty freezing cold weather. When the weather finally cleared, the planes came
and dropped in food and ammo, and Bastogne was saved. So, Patton sent us back. We

were only a day away from getting there, but we never made it.

General McAuliffe became our commander after Bastogne. When he came and joined
our outfit, I was standing next to him as he reviewed my Platoon. We were the 4"
Platoon, Co. I. He said, “You were first into Germany, and you will be first again under
my Command.” All our shoulders sunk down. Who wanted to go into Germany again?
Cross the Siegfried Line again!? It was a bummer. Sgt. Safka from Chicago presented to
McAuliffe a German burp gun. The General said, “What do you think of our machine
pistol?” Safka said, “No God Damn Good, Sir.” (I thought, “There goes my stripes! And
his too!”) “Why not?” the General said. Sgt Safka said, “ By the time you get to fire one
of ours, you are too damn close to the enemy.” McAuliffe told him, “Carry your own
T.O. weapon (Table of Organization weapon) under my command.” Ours was a M1;
they weighed about 8.5 pounds. Ihanded Safka my M1. As Platoon Sgt., I had to carry a

carbine.

The Siegried Line was named by Hitler himself. It stretched from the border of

Switzerland to Belgium. It was a series of what we called “Pill Boxes.” They were like

concrete Forts or Bunkers. There were layers after layers of these defensive strong points.

As the Germans moved back, the area given up was mined and booby trapped. The
second time across the Siegfried Line, we had a hold up. There was a machine gun nest
on the right. I saw McAuliffe in his jeep. I saw two stars so I went to salute him, and he
said, “What’s the hold up?” I told him, “Machine gun nest to the right, but we will get
through.”  He said, “Good!” He asked my name and shook my hand. I was happy that I

met the guy, and that he put out his hand to me. It was surprising to see a two star
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General so close to the front lines. They usually stay in the back. He was a good General.

He brought two or three of his own guys from the 101%.

One time, I heard shooting going on. I crept up, pointed my rifle, and then I saw that one
of our guys had shot a German right there. He was sitting on the German, and eating the
German soldier’s bread. He took the German’s watch and tossed it to me. It was encased

in a watch holder. It was going to be a souvenir. But I lost it later.

Jan 19 - Town of Sessenheim, France held by the Germans—just across the Rhine River.
Col. Yeuell was our Commander. (Ma went to church on this date too.) Our outfit went
into Sessenheim. We had seven or eight tanks going with us. I had my guys in front of
the tanks. These tanks were firing bullets and every fifth one was a tracer bullet. The
tanks were going fast, and one of the tracers hit one of my guys in the back. He screamed
like heck. When I saw that, I waved my guys away from the tanks, to the left of the
tanks. Several of the tanks got knocked out. Some were throwing shells out of the tanks
when they got hit, and my guys were right there. So I waved to them yelling, “Get over
to the left, get over to the left! Get away from the tanks, they are taking too much action

on them!” My guys reached a big house with a brick outhouse. I set up my mortars.

Harold Coe was the best soldier I ever saw. He was from Michigan. He ended up being
made a Lieutenant right on the field. He goes in. His platoon, the 3™ went in with my
machine gun squad. He penetrated 75 yards into town. The tanks couldn’t reach the
town, but he did. T called in my mortar fire into the town. And he kept yelling, “Closer,
closer......” I didn’t want to knock him out, but I fired a few rounds, then a shell
exploded. I was yelling for more fire, and no one was answering me, so I left the
outhouse and I looked behind the building. My guys had gotten knocked out. One of my

guys said before we went into action, “Vokal, give this watch to my girlfriend.” I said,
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“No, I don’t want the watch. You won’t get hit.” I looked, and I swear, he was standing
against the brick building. Standing there, and he got hit right through the head. That’s
why I have a queasy stomach. You know, I still have a queasy stomach. He stayed right
there against the wall, but he was dead. Ilooked around at my mortar to the left of me,
and yelled, “How come you’re not firing?” The kid there said, “I don’t know, I put a
shell in, but it’s stuck.” Now, that’s a live shell. If it explodes, you’re dead. I went up to
him and said, “You pick up the barrel and I’ll catch the round in my hands.” If
something explodes, I’'m done! I catch the shell and put a pin in it so it won’t explode.
Then I looked at the barrel, and there’s a bullet hole. That’s why it didn’t go down. Holy
Mackerel!!! Then, someone started shooting at me. 1 was going to go back to see what’s
going on, but I looked back where I was before and the outhouse and everything was
blown apart. So, I didn’t go back there. One guy got hit in the foot. I picked him up and
put him through the window into the house. After the town, we were told to pull back. I
took the site case and went back 800 yards. They were still firing at us. I saw a shell

coming in, and the case I was carrying got nicked. I saw the shell land and blow up.

I counted my men. I only had 13 guys left. Sgt. Coe was still in town. We moved back;
and Captain Himick yelled, “Dig in!” Then, the Captain got hit. He had a sleeping bag
on his shoulders, and all I saw was feathers flying. So, I went up to him, and he said,
“You’re in charge.” He was out of action. We only had 28 guys total left. We started
with 45 in my platoon, but I only had 13 with me that withdrew. The Company had

started with around 200 men.

Col. Yeuell turned me in for one of my bronze stars. He wanted to know what I would
do if there were a counter attack. I said, “Well, I"d be firing 300 and some yards.” He
said, “Don’t you know Sergeant, that the 3rd platoon is over there? 1 said, “Yes, I’'m in

touch with them” (walkie talkies). I know the 3" (Coe) was in front of me, and he kept

10
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calling me closer to him. I said, “Well Sir, I know the 3™ Platoon’s in front of us, but in
case of gun attack, we’re dug in and I’'m going to fire.” He said, “Sergeant, let me
congratulate you. You are the first man I can talk to.” Then, he went to look at my
crossfire with my machine guns, and he praised me again. He liked my answers. He was

a Mortarman in WWI, and he knew how things should be done.

Sgt. Wells from the 3" Platoon and I had the most time in the field. They send ustoR &
R for three or four days. Wells had a 12 year old daughter that he talked about all the
time. We slept and ate. It was beautiful. When we got back, they told us we were
leaving for another attack at 5:30 a.m. We got ready. We went into the woods. I found a
tree, and I hit the ground when they started firing. I put my helmet against the tree. So
did Wells. A blast came between us. When it landed, the blast went his way instead of
mine. We were close—like just across the street. That’s how close we were, and the
blast went his way, and he got hit right in the head. The medic came running over to him.
I'said, “How is he?” The medic shook his head. He was dead. I was spared. At the
reunion, they had Wells as Missing in Action. I told them, “No, he’s dead, I saw it.” 1

listed him as dead.

A Sergeant from the 3™ Platoon was in a foxhole right ahead of me. He had been in the
hospital. When you’re in the hospital, you get two grenades on your lapel and a hat that
you wore on your head under the helmet. This guy dove into the foxhole, and there were
some roots sticking out of the dirt. When he dove in, the grenades went off right in his
stomach. The roots had pulled the grenades off of his collar. I dashed up there, and the
guy said, “Tell my wife I love her.” Then, he died. No wonder I have such a bum

stomach.
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One time, my guys and I took cover in a building in Germany that had been a doll shop.
There were some beautiful dolls in there, so I thought I would take one for my baby girl.
I'stuck it in my ammo bag. When the shelling stopped, we ran out in the road, but we
couldn’t get away because the shelling started up again. We ran back into the shop. This
happened several times. Finally, I thought, “I promised that I would only take one
souvenir from the war, and I have a silver letter opener.” So, I put the doll back. The

next attempt, we made it out. (I ended up losing the letter opener in the Rhine River!)

The second time into Germany was under General McAuliffe. I got hit across the
Siegfried Line on March 21 by a Screaming Meemie rocket. They were called that
because they made a loud, shrill, howling noise as they came in. I hit the ground and the
explosion knocked the carbine out of my hands. My helmet went another way, but I
made it. T was bleeding like heck out of the right arm. I reached the rear area and saw a
kitchen area. I was ready to pass out, but they gave me a cup of coffee (which was
mostly grounds) and I “came back.” It was strong coffee. A Medic dressed my arm. This
was the second time into Germany, and they took me back on a jeep to a Field Hospital in
Bobenthal! (This was the same place where I crossed the Rhine the first time into
Germany!) 1hung on with my left hand for my dear life. Next, they took me to the

hospital in Nancy, France for a few weeks to recuperate.

The guy that took my place got the French National Honor, the Croix-de-Guerre. I didn’t
get it because I was in the hospital, but I deserved it. We killed 150 Germans in that
counter attack. I was in the hospital when they passed out the battle stars. I know I got
two bronze stars, but I wasn’t there when they passed those out. They are on my record,
but I can’t be sure who put me in for them. I think Col. Yeuell must have done one of

them.
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Got out of hospital, and joined my outfit at Brenner Pass in northern Italy. I wasn’t even
on the roster yet, and the first three grades and officers were supposed to go see General
Patton. The Company Commander said I didn’t have to go because I wasn’t on the roster.
When the guys came back, they all had sad faces because Patton had busted them all!
They were sitting on their helmets to wait to hear him talk. Everyone was sitting on their
helmet, and Patton got mad and busted all of them!! Our captain said, “We will wait
another month or so and then put these guys back on their rank.” T was a Tech Sgt., but I

didn’t get busted.

On my first hike after I joined my outfit at Brenner Pass, we got word that President
Roosevelt had died on April 12", It was raining hard, and everyone said, “The World is

crying!”

After the war had ended, I saw Dachau, one of the Concentration Camps where the
Germans killed thousands of Jews and Poles. I saw the wooden benches where they
stripped them down for “showers” and gave them a bar of soap. Once naked and in the
“shower”, the Jews and Poles were gassed. The Germans dug trenches and threw the
bodies in. They threw lime on them when the Crematorium couldn’t keep up. When 1 was
there, I saw 3,500 bodies lined up in the trenches. The bodies were like skeletons. They
probably only weighed 50 or 60 pounds. Some people today try to deny the Holocaust
ever happened. I know it happened, I was an eyewitness. I saw the Gas Chambers and

the Crematorium. I saw the bodies. I saw it all.

Somewhere near Bavaria or the Black Forest, as we were clearing out buildings, we
found a building where Hitler’s high officers had been stationed. I quartered my troops
there, and we got to sleep in nice feather ticked beds! Sure beat the hard ground we were

used to! There were uniforms from Hitler’s officer’s there. I cut off two armbands. One
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of them said, ADOLPH HITLER, and the other one was from the number two man in the
SS, REINHARD HEYDRICH. These are the only souvenirs I brought home from the

war.

After I got to Paris, and the war was over, I was going home with the 45" because I had
over 85 points with my service time and my Purple Heart. I didn’t have to go to Japan. I

was discharged. My record showed I had two bronze battle stars.

Came home with the 45™ Infantry on the ship Aquatania, sister ship of the Titanic.

A Desk Jockey messed up and put down 180 infantry on my papers, but I was with the
103", He made some other mistakes too. He had my color of eyes as brown instead of
blue. I was a Weapons Platoon Sergeant, combat Infantry-Sharpshooter with rifle. I had
a Purple Heart and two Bronze Battle Stars, an American Campaign Medal, a European
Ribbon, a Good Conduct Medal, a WWII Victory Medal, and one Service Bar for time in
Rhineland Central Europe. Each Service Bar was for six months in combat. I was just

short of getting a second bar. I was there almost a year.

I traveled 500 miles in Europe from Bruyeres to Brenner Pass. We hit France, Germany,
Austria and Italy in 1945. We lost 135 officers. Three thousand two hundred twenty-one
enlisted men from the 411" Regiment had fallen during our six months of fighting. I was

one of the wounded.

Went I got home, I saw Dr. Mellinger at Henry Ford Hospital in Detroit, MI. Besides my
elbow and my foot problems, I had two matted disks (Lumbar five and six) in my back.
The doctor wouldn’t operate. He said, “I wouldn’t operate if you were my own son. It
could permanently disable you.” Instead, I had to wear a back support for many years.

Now I know why they called those electronically fired rockets “Screaming Meemies.”
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They sent out ten rounds at a time and they were not only loud, but had high explosive
powerful war heads that made the earth shake. Many guys had “shell shock” from them.

I got a bum elbow and a bum back from them.

People call us “Heroes.” Well, I think the real Heroes are the guys who gave up their
lives in the war. I was lucky. I was lucky to survive the war. I was lucky to have a good
wife, Adeline, for almost 62 years. Today, I’'m lucky to have three children, Janet, Tom

and Lori, 10 beautiful grandkids, and 11 great-grandkids. God has been good to me.
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OUR DEBT TO THE
HEROIC MEN AND VALIANT
WOMEN IN THE SERVICE
OF OUR COUNTRY CAN
NEVER BE REPAID. THEY
HAVE EARNED OQUR
UNDYING GRATITUDE.
AMERICA WILL NEVER
EORGET THEIR SACRIFICES.

FRESITE ST HARRY S TRUMAN
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