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Dedication

    To the forty-one members of Company C who gave their lives as we fought through Europe we dedicate this little book, with the hope that we may succeed in bringing about the lasting peace they dies for.
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Foreword

“Vitamin Charley” was the code name designating our Company in the war.  We used it in talking of ourselves, and so got to thinking of the Company as “Charley”, and hence almost a personality.

  Of course, for the men who went through the war with “Charley”--either all the way, or only part--this foreword is unnecessary, unless to explain that there are probably many incidents missing from the book that should be in it.  There are probably some others that are not quite right as to detail.  To the old hands we say we did the best we could with the material available to us.

  To the readers who weren’t members of the Company, may we say that although we had men from almost every state in the Union in our outfit, representing all walks of life and many branches of the national economy, we just didn’t have an author among us, to get things right for posterity.  If we’d had one, we sometimes wonder if he’d have found time to do a good job.

  For we were a tank company in support of 

(iv) (End of Page)

infantry-our good friends the doughs, and particularly those of the 23rd Infantry regiment-and we fought all hours of the day or night, or both.  We started when the infantry began its advance, and stopped when the enemy gave up or we were ordered out of action.  During the Battle of the Bulge we were lucky to get any sleep at all—it was our lot to be on the northern hinge with the 2nd Infantry Division, while the Germans tried with everything they had to get through and to widen the bottleneck.  If they every mounted a fiercer offensive then we didn’t see it.

  Our Company, numbering normally one hundred twenty-five officers and men, lost forty-one of them in battle, had well over twice that many wounded.  Company men were awarded two Distinguished Service Crosses, eleven Silver Stars, thirty-five Bronze Stars, one hundred twenty six Purple Hearts.

  To those readers who lost men in Battle with our company, to whom some of the story may be puzzling, we wish to say that we have tried to explain a bit as we went along, and to put things as clearly as possible.  We shall be glad if they get from this book the thought that their men were in good company, fine soldiers in a fine outfit, and that what they did was of inestimable value to our country.

(v) (End of Page)

  Much of the time we were attached to divisions on the secret list, hence censorship of our mail was far stricter than in most instances.  So there wasn’t much said, in letters home, about what we were doing or how we were faring; most of our men didn’t want to make the family uneasy, and their letters were about anything but the war.  Perhaps some readers will find information here and there in the story that might explain gaps in letters home, or amplify such sentences as “It’s pretty cold here these days.” Or “We’ve been awfully busy lately.”.

In conclusion, we hope that all our readers will like this little book.  As we said before, we have tried to get down everything we could as clearly as we could.  We wish to thank two men for their help with the book; Vic Schleich, for typing the original manuscript, for assembling the rosters, and for countless other things; and George K. Cuthbert (whose son is on the Honor Roll) for editing the manuscript, co-coordinating all the endless details and arranging the printing and binding so that Vitamin Charley could be published.



George M. Smith



Richard Meacham



George Hillner
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Chapter 1

Genesis

This story really begins on March 17, 1942.  On that day the company (which hereafter shall have a capitol C) was activated at Fort Meade, Maryland.  There, for four months, we were the guests of Uncle Sam, undergoing basic training—that leisurely time devoted to changing us gently but firmly from carefree and flabby civilians to hardened, experienced fighters.  That’s what they told us.

  We all survived, and went on to what was really tough desert training at Camp Young, California.  In March, 1943, we went to the redolent swamps of Camp Louisiana, doing infantry-tank maneuvers that were quite amphibious.

  In cosmoline (the heavy grease the Army uses to protect its machines and vehicles and to teach the tanker how to put his heart into swearing) up to our necks, we accompanied our vehicles to Camps Picket, Virginia and Bradford, N.J., for amphibious training.  Then we were off northward to Wellsfleet, Mass., for anti-aircraft firing.

(End of Page)

  Although it takes so short a time in the telling, all this training had consumed the best part of eighteen months—and it was thorough training, too.  So when we were ordered to Ft Dix, N.J., for final outfitting we knew they considered us ready for our overseas service.  Sure enough, on October 22, 1943 we left Camp Shanks, N.Y., for an undisclosed and secret destination that we all managed to guess with great accuracy.

  Liverpool welcomed us to England with a brass band, hot coffee, doughnuts- -and a peasoup fog.  Herded on trains at once, we traveled through a blacked-out England to Ogborne St. George Wilts.

  Ogborne St George isn’t on the usual map; it’s quite small, and is eight miles from Swindon, four from Marlboro.  Here we received our tank equipment, had some training, waterproofed our vehicles- -and spent Christmas.  It wasn’t much like Christmas at home, but the people were nice, and they spoke English.

  Next we were sent to Torquay, a port on the west coast of Devon.  We started special training here, but the program was dropped shortly afterward and we move back to Ogborne St. George.  Arriving there on January 4, 1944, we trained with English Valentine tanks (14 or 18 tons) until the

(End of Page)

End of the month, when we went, along with Baker (B) Company, to the peace-time resort town of Great Yarmouth.  At the time, it was crammed full of Navy, being a port in Norfolk, on the North Sea.  Sworn to secrecy, we spent two wet weeks of invasion training there, which we thought at the time, approximated the real thing closely.

  Spending a day at Barton Stacey, in Hants (Barton Stacey is a small town between Winchester and Andover, and twelve miles from the latter), we went on to Fort Monkton, at Gosport.  On the English Channel, southwest of Southhampton, Gosport, looks across the water to the isle of Wight.

  For two more weeks we went through intense training at Monkton.  We used the English Valentine light tanks mentioned above, known as DD because of special equipment enabling them to launch from comparatively deep water.  Then on March 3rd we left for Barton Stacey, where we stayed until the 23rd, relatively inactive, before pushing on to Pembroke, in South Wales, where we took a course in combat firing that lasted from the 24th to April 5th.

  We had rather liked it ay Barton Stacey.  It was a good thing, for we went there again from Pembroke; this time we stayed an entire week.  

  If one follows our wanderings on a map of England,

(End of Page)
He’ll see we covered quite a bit of the island during our stay.  April 15th found us on the road to Camp MacDevon, Torcross for more DD training, but this time with American M4 (Sherman) tanks.  This lasted until late in May.  We practiced landing after landing in preparation for the invasion we felt could not be far off—and in odd moments we did a little serious thinking about how things would be on D-Day.

  We loaded our M4 DD tanks on LCTs* (*Typist note Landing Craft, Tank) on Thursday, May 25th, and rested at Camp D-2, Dorset.  These D camps were highly secret, and were here, there, and everywhere.  D-2 was near Weymouth, and was our marshaling area.  It was here that we got our first taste of German bombs, when some of the planes aiming at Weymouth dropped their eggs too near us for comfort.

  Waiting there, with our tanks aboard the landing craft, we realized that this was the lull before the storm, the pause before the main event, for which we had trained so hard and so long—two years.

  Tension was high.  We all realized that the actual combat was perhaps only hours away.  We’d often heard the expression “sweating it out”.  Now we knew what it was to sit and wait.  Of course, much of the time most of us were being briefed on the 

(End of Page)
coming operation, but there was still a bit of time for movies or other relaxation—and for wondering just how we would react under fire.  Food was good, and one heard the statement that troops were being fattened like pigs for---well, who knew.

  Charley (C) Company, Our Company, was one small cog in the gigantic machine of invasion, as we moved out to sea on Saturday, June 3rd.  The world now knows about the one-day postponement of the invasion.  All we knew was that the sea was very rough. And that we were recalled and spent the day ay Weymouth.

  The next night, Sunday, June 4th, we again boarded the LTCs.  The first start and the recall had done nothing to relax our nerves, and everyone felt the increased pressure of this second start.  The sea was very rough, too, and it was not uncommon to see men draped over the rail in the familiar position.  We’d had three months and more of amphibious training but we weren’t sailors!

  In ankle-deep salt water, vehicles were checked and rechecked, Bibles were read, French conversation books opened—and then and there was a pause for those appetizing 10-in-1 rations we loved so.  Our checking and preparation completed, we were ready for the big day—we hoped.

Chapter 2

D-Day

June 6, 1944.  It is doubtful if many of the men involved in this operation realized its significance, or comprehended how much it meant to the world.  Our best writers have described it from every angle, and at great length.  There are as many stories as there were men standing off shore, or landing.

  Our Company C men, on their LCT, were surrounded by all sorts of landing craft and Navy ships; LCIs* (*typist note Landing Craft, Infantry), LCTs, LSTs* (*typist note Landing Ship, Tank) , destroyers, transports, cruisers, flak-ships, battleships—all the tremendous and efficient power necessary to land a strong combat force on a shore the Germans had described as “impregnable”.  We couldn’t see many of the craft, and we would have been amazed to learn how many there were.

  Our attention was centered mainly on our LCT.  Looking around one could sense the hearts beating a little faster (along with ours), could notice the faces, thoughtful and suddenly drawn and pale—could see the common chain smoking.

(End of Page)
Vows were made between some men to write loved ones in the event they didn’t come through.  Between others bonds were cemented that would never be broken.  Men talked to each other of the days together in England, or of the days before the war, at home, that now seemed so long ago.  Others talked to the veterans of the African and Italian invasions, asking what it was like.  All of us glanced frequently and uneasily at the extremely rough Channel.  Launching tanks, our DD Tanks, in a sea like that would not be easy.

  In the small hours of D-Day we began to hear the thunder of our great naval guns.  Rockets from warships and LCIs could be heard whining their ways toward their targets.  One could feel as well as hear the drone of thousands of aircraft overhead—ours, we hoped nervously.  It had been hard to believe that one day we were going into battle.  Now there was no doubt.  This was it.

  The sky at dawn was a mass of scudding clouds.  Against it, red and green flares stood out, and rockets left a deep blue background pinpointed with white stars.  

  The hardest thing for us was to sit and wait-to sweat it out.  Tension was at its peak at 0530 hours (5:30 A. M.) when the order was given to launch.  Vehicles had their last minute check; personal

(End of Page)
equipment was checked once more—the last of many, many checks.  As the order to launch was passed down, it pushed all our thoughts from our minds.  The engines of our DDs were heard as one after the other left the LCTs and then there was more to think about.

  Our uneasiness about the sea had been well grounded.  It was so rough that misfortune resulted.  One after the other, as they rolled off the LCTs, Charley Company’s DDs, which had not been designed to withstand the terrific pounding of the heavy seas, were in distress.  Struts were broken, canvas ripped to shreds and the big thirty-ton tanks foundered, while crews scrambled to escape before it was too late.  Some tank commanders had time to inflate the rubber life-rafts they carried; other crews were just able to bail out in time.  A few were at the bottom before they got free.  Many—too many—didn’t escape.

  All the while the 1st Infantry Division was landing, and Jerry was throwing everything he had at us: artillery, mortars, machine-guns, strafing fighters.  It was really tough going.

  With fear in their hearts and prayers on their lips, the fortunate ones were kept afloat by their life-preservers until rescued.  Heedless of enemy fire, small Navy craft skimmed in and out of the huge armada, picking up survivors and transferring them to hospital ships which returned them eventually to the United Kingdom.

  Just one Charley Company tank reached shore that morning.  Commanded by Sgt Neidrich (later Lt Neidrich), it was attached to A Company, which had been more fortunate in launching.

  The reconnaissance “peep” made it, too, driven by “Smitty”, which shows the versatility of the vehicle—and the driver.  Lt Aaron, with Tec-4 Blair and the radio, came in also.  These nine men were the only Charley members who put foot on France that day.

(Typist note-My dad didn’t talk about the war, especially the combat, very much as I was coming up.  One story that he told was about being picked up in the channel by a passing boat.  The guy that pulled him in was from Greenwood, SC, 42miles from home.  What are the chances of that?)

Chapter 3

Omaha Beach

The few C Company men who made the beach on D-Day were incorporated into a provisional company containing men from the entire Battalion.  The Battalion had landed in support of the 1st Infantry Division, and our men helped establish the beachhead.  Their courage in the face of such resistance as the Germans put up won the admiration of everyone.

  Somewhere there might have been a beach better defended by men and arms.  The Germans had spent years in fortifying Omaha Beach.  First there were tank obstacles, tank mines.  Atop the bluff were hundreds of strong-points, mounting guns of all calibers, skillfully placed to cover every inch of the beach.  There were huge guns that rose on elevators to fire, then sank into protected holes to escape return fire.  There were other guns that ran up and down the bluff on railroad tracks, parallel to the coast, so they could be fired from almost anywhere,

  Fox-holes were indispensable that first day, and 

(End of Page)
the next few ones.  One never knew what the next minute would bring.  It was best not to guess.  But we took the “impregnable” beach, and we held it, and gradually we pushed the enemy back-first off the bluff, then inland.

  As the beachhead expanded, little by little, in the face of terrific resistance, contact was made with the Norman natives.  They were glad to see us and only too ready to exchange fresh milk, chickens, and potatoes for our K, D, and 10-in-1 rations.  These were a welcome relief from the Army “box” diet.  We were impressed by the hospitality of these French people.

  There were no more Charley Company men in France until Jun 15th.  Those lucky ones who had been rescued from the Channel had been returned to hospitals in England, suffering from shock, broken ear-drums and numerous other injuries.  While recovering they worried constantly for their friends who had made the beach, and mourned the others who had lost their lives at sea.  For themselves, they thanked God they had come through.

  It didn’t take long for the hospitalized men to get back to their feet.  They left the hospitals, drew new equipment and assembled at Marshaling Area C-8, Hants, on June 14th.  Here they boarded 

(End of Page)
LST 527 and again embarked for the Continent.

  Omaha Beach, as they landed, was a scene of indescribable confusion and destruction.  It was being cleaned up, but there were still many taped-off areas.  There were silent hulls of knocked-out tanks, and many German eighty-eight gun emplacements that the men who had landed had helped to silence.

  On the bluff, overlooking the beach, was a soldier cemetery, which seemed to grow as they watched; the crude white crosses seemed literally to sprout from the ground.  A part of our Company lay there, and we began to realize what price war.  Men died that other men may carry on.  For what? We sometimes wondered. (Typist note-Grammar in the last part of this passage seems odd to me but is exactly as it is in the book)

  Charley Company rejoined the Battalion at Cerisy-la-Foret on June 16th.  This small town land from Omaha Beach.  Faces lighted up as friends sighted each other, and told of their experiences.  Hearts were heavy too, as many were found to be missing.  We seemed to have known it would be this way, but the actuality was a shock, nevertheless.

  We found that the Battalion was now attached, as of 15 June, to the 2nd Infantry Division.  New

(End of Page)
Tanks were being received, and new replacements were coming in.  Platoons were reformed and we were again at full company strength.

  We left Cerisy and moved to an advanced bivouac.  On the way our replacements went through their baptismal enemy artillery fire.  Upon reaching the new area no one had to be told to dig fox-holes.  They started right in.  This was indeed a change from the security of England.

  Our second encounter as a unit began June 18th, with Lt Brown’s platoon occupying an area not far from St. Georges d’Elle, in support.  The enemy mortar fire was so intense that some crews dug holes under their tanks, while others didn’t even get out of theirs.  They preferred the cramped, hard steel as sleeping quarters.

  After this action by Lt Brown’s platoon, the boys went into a vigorous tank-infantry training schedule with the 2nd Division doughs—an association that lasted a long time.  It was our job to show the doughs our values, learn theirs and perfect the teamwork.  About a week was spent in this training.

Chapter 4

Hill 192

  While we were training with the infantry the “Staff” had been devising a plan of attack on the famous “Hill 192”.  This was in the hedge-row country, not at all suitable for tank warfare.  There was no room for maneuver; the hedges, age-old, were thick and high, and behind each was a sunken road, affording the enemy ideal protection.  As one hedge was broached he fell back to the next, and our job started all over again.

  We had learned, in preliminary action, that a bulldozer could open a passage through the hedges, affording an entrance for tanks and infantry.  But in Hill 192 we had an objective not only protected by hedges, but on a steep rise of ground, well fortified.

  At about 0600 hours (6 A.M.) on July 11th we were all set for the attack, and our barrage started.  It lasted half and hour, and under it we moved out.  On our motor decks we carried demolition charges for the engineers who accompanied us to blow holes in the hedges.  Ours was a deafening and

(End of Page)

devastating barrage, but it wasn’t too long before the Germans answered with one of their own that wasn’t light.

  Company A had run into trouble, being unable to maneuver on the soggy ground, and had to find a different route.  B Company had also run into fierce resistance, uncovering two Mark III assault guns which they put out of action.

  We were in it from the start, too.  As eddy Rued and Kenny Miller were folding the tarpaulin on Lt Brown’s tank a shell came in killing them both instantly.  Lt brown, carrying many shrapnel splinters, continued through the entire day, revenge in his heart.  Eddy and Kenny were well avenged that day; all crews dedicated each round to them, and did a great deal of damage with most of the rounds.

  By platoons, our tanks moved up in single file, intent on our mission.  On our way we passed a group of dead doughboys, lying there God knows how long.

As we started up the hill the engineers took the demolition charges from our decks and started leveling hedgerows so we could got through.  We signed with relief, for the TNT on our decks was a great hazard under the intense enemy fire.  Jerry had spotted our loads and did everything he could,

(End of Page)
naturally, to set them off while we were carrying them.

  Our climb was not without accident. Lt Neidrich, then a sergeant, was hit in the hand.  Looking around, one could see Sgt Zeniewicz sitting atop his tank, .45 in his hand, shooting at any Kraut he could see.  He got plenty.  Reaching the top, we stopped so our flanks might catch up to us.  When “Skin” Crisler’s tank stopped, Willie Schmidt got out for reasons of nature, only to be hit in the back by shrapnel from a mortar shell.  Johnny Suydam picked up a lead souvenir in his finger.

  Noon saw us practically at the top of the hill, after hard and painful fighting for each inch of advance.  We were very lucky that day.

  At approximately 1500 hours (3 P.M.) that day the infantry dug in at the top of the hill, in positions overlooking the St. Lo road.  Upon orders, one by one, we moved back leaving the doughs in their consolidated positions.

  Descending the hill a bazooka Kraut fired into the rear of Lt brown’s tank.  Luckily the hit was half an inch too low to harm the crew, and all escaped unhurt.

  Surveying the ground on the way down, we began to realize what we had been through, and wondered how we had made it to the top.  We had been

(End of Page)
fighting the cream of the German army, Heinrich Himmler’s proud SS troops and they had the advantage of position.

  Reaching our area, we gassed up, refilled with ammunition and ate a hot meal.  We were exhausted, and it seemed as if the day would never end.  We fell into our sacks, and were soon asleep.

  We had found that carrying TNT on tank decks was costly.  Tanks, at all times, drew heavy enemy fire.  But when Jerry found we were carrying demolition charges—well, he just redoubled his efforts.  If hit, the TNT was sure death for the tank carrying it, and frequently for those near it.  The battalion lost several tanks in this way.

  A new system was devised whereby heavy steel prongs were welded to the front of the final drive.  They were solid, and proved effective at breaking down our first enemy, the hedgerow.  We dubbed them “Jerry Cutters”.

  On the 12th, our second day at Hill 192, one platoon went out with the infantry to cover them as they bettered their positions.  The other platoons remained in the area as reserves.  But the enemy resistance was much weaker.  The first day had bewildered and beaten him.

(End of Page)
  We waited for the expected counter-attack, but it didn’t come.  Then we realized that the Hill, after fierce fighting was ours!  The natural barrier to St Lo was in our hands.  Now our supplies could move in comparative safety as we prepared for our thrust to liberate St Lo.

Chapter 5

St. Lo

  After the fighting for Hill 192, our tanks were in great need of maintenance.  We stayed at St. Georges d’Elle, and while the tanks were being overhauled we worked out the most efficient way to use our “Jerry Cutters”.  It worked out that this was to send the tanks forward ahead of the infantry, and to use the “Jerry Cutters” to bite huge chunks out of the hedgerows.  (The prongs had been fashioned from the tank obstacles we found on Omaha Beach, and we found on trial that they were very efficient at their new job.)

  Once they had opened breaches in the hedgerows, the tanks returned, picked up their doughboys and led them through the breaches.  We found further that in breaching the hedges the “Jerry Cutters” broke up and covered over many machine-gun nests emplaced behind them.  Any Jerries left above ground were not very belligerent.  The attack routine was called a “Sortie” officially—we called it a “sashay”.

(End of Page)
  While at St. Georges d’Elle we took advantage of every chance to relax, as we did whenever we weren’t in the lines.  Pepe, optimist that he was, was always trying to win a game of baseball.  No matter who mad up the impromptu teams, Pepe managed to lose almost invariably.

  But all good things must end.  At 0500 hours (5 A.M.) on July 26th, we tackled our next objective, the St. Lo road.  We moved our tanks into position for a “sashay”, and ran into difficulties almost immediately.

  Our maps were incomplete, and they failed to show the numerous small hidden and sunken roads, behind the hedgerows.  The enemy had very cleverly taken advantage of all these roads, as usual, as had carefully emplaced anti-tank and machine-guns.  We really caught it.  The enemy artillery fire was terrific also.  We had to turn back.

  We tried once more as soon as Capt Young was able to get the Company together again.  This time we got across the road, and as we crossed it we could see Hurt driving his tank, wide open, up and down St. Lo road.  He was lost, and there were German eighty-eight (mm) shells falling in front and in back of him.  His blade took a direct hit, luckily—that is, it was lucky the shell hit the blade and not the tank; because of it the entire crew escaped injury.

(End of Page)
  Our progress that day, was terribly slow, due to the enemy’s well-concealed positions and his accurate fire.  Doughboys near the tanks suffered severe casualties.  Tanks always draw heavy enemy fire, as they made excellent targets, and Jerry was always anxious to knock them out.

  One of the first to be wounded was Sgt Reynolds, now a Lieutenant in B Company.  As Tommy Belleman jumped from his tank, he landed in the middle of a severe mortar barrage, and dove automatically for a near-by fox-hole.  Once in he took inventory, like a good soldier, and found that he had a companion—a Kraut.  Acting on instinct, Tommy let him have all 20 rounds from his Tommy-gun.  He maintains it isn’t nice to share a fox-hole with a German one has just shot, especially if the stay is ten minutes or longer.

  As Paul Rubsam, our communications staff, rounded the corner with Capt Young and Col Hightower, he was hit in the leg, sustaining a compound fracture.

  On our second day of fighting, the 27th (still for the St. Lo road), S/Sgt Zeniewinz, Sgt Patton, and Sgt Markin all had their tanks knocked out. Markin was wounded and bailed out.  Tarnow, his driver, was pinned in the driver’s hatch, as the 75 was traversed over his head, blocking his escape.

(End of Page)
The assistant driver had been killed when the tank was first hit.

  To make it worse, the tank was on fire, and in danger of exploding at any moment.  Bill Johnston, seeing Tarnow’s Plight, left his tank, jumped in the burning tank, and elevated the 75.  Pulling Tarnow out, Johnston carried him to the safety of a hedgerow, as coolly as could be.

  Tarnow, after his rescue, died anyway.  He had been terribly burned.

  Fighting on this second day was very hard, and there was no rest.  That day (the 27th) E.O. Padgett’s “Traveling Pill-Box” sustained a hit in the upper part of the final drive.  Pearl Ross and Kitchen (his driver and assistant driver), were both killed instantly.  E. O. still carries around shrapnel from that deadly bazooka.  (Typist note:  Dad died in 1971 and every so often he would pick a small piece of shrapnel from his legs.  I understand that he was evacuated to England and returned to the company at a later date but I don’t know when.  He missed the Paris Parade)

  The third day of the battle, July 28th, Lt Jacobs was killed while we were taking St. Jean des Baisants.  While his radio operator, McKnight, was leaving the knocked-out vehicle, he was machine-gunned.  Vidal, better known as “Pancho”, was wounded while attempting to aid the mortally wounded man.

  The two tanks had to stay out that night, to guard against counter-attack.  It came, with the Krauts getting so close we could hear them talking.  We
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figured that was close enough, so they didn’t advance any further.

 Eventually the remaining elements of the company were able to move up into an area that we were in.  It was very soggy, and tanks bogged down.  So our advance was halted, and the tanks returned to the Company C.P. (Typist note Command Post) one by one, to refill with ammo and gas.  Those of us who remained fired at most anything that presented itself.

  The tanks again assembled on the fourth day of bitter fighting.  Lt Covington was the spearhead, and as he moved out he was confronted not only with a mined road but also a bridge that was known to be heavily mined.  His advance was covered with a smoke screen, concealing him from the nearby enemy.  We all suspected that there were many anti-tank guns zeroed in on the narrow span across the stream.  Lt Covington went across anyway, and so did we.  No mines were hit—but it was a long time to hold your breath.  No guns opened up on us, either.

  The operation was a complete success, and the following platoons came swiftly forward.

  Up to this point, although we did not realize it at the time, our forces had crushed the main German resistance; we knew, however, that our own small operation had been victorious, and felt that  
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our morale was much better than Jerry’s.  But we were tired out, and we were happy to see D Company come trooping up, with their light tanks and little 37s, to relieve us.

  As quickly as we could, we returned to our assembly area atop our hard-fought-for Hill 192.  After three days of battle everyone was dead tired.  With senses dulled, we didn’t care whether tomorrow came or not.  We didn’t even think of food—if we had thought of it we’d have been too tired to chew it.  We fell on the ground just as we were and were asleep at once, many a man without the protection of a fox-hole.  

  Charley Company remained in the area for three days, doing maintenance—and dreading the next operation.  Then we got news that lightened up every face—we were to be placed in Corps reserve, at once.

  We were in corps reserve—for exactly seven hours.  Then came: “Move out, men, we have to go after the bastards again.”  We moved out.

  We could guess the reason for the sudden change of plans.  The enemy, thoroughly defeated at St. Lo, and with his best divisions cut to ribbons, was falling back south and east as quickly as he could.

  Patton’s Third Army had gone though the hole we made at St. Lo, his divisions fresh and fast as
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only a mechanized army can be.  He was running wild through the disorganized Jerries, starting a gigantic end run that was designed to cut off an entire German army.  Our First Army had made the hole; Patton was carrying the ball.

  We gave the enemy no respite.  Traveling at a good pace, we started for Vire.  Jerry was leaving, and we were hot on his trail.  Capt Young said: “keep right behind them; give them no rest; don’t let them dig in.  Every foot of ground we take in this manner is that much less to slug out with him inch by inch.”

  The Captain was right.  There weren’t many casualties, and most of them were not serious.  We didn’t mind much being wounded, but we hated the thought of dying.  And this was ever present in our minds, especially after the heavy action at St. Lo.

  We spent a hectic night trying to cross the Vire River, while regiment kept the radio hot with calls to “get those damned tanks up here—get them across the river if you have to fly them”.

  But the engineers had only one small bridge across, and that was reserved for one-way traffic to the rear, which consisted of wounded, entirely.  The main bridge had previously been knocked out by the dreaded “American Flyer”, and wasn’t repaired
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until 0500 hours the next morning.  We made our crossing then, and arrived in an area about five miles south of the town of Vire.

  Here we met the “master race” head on.  As usual, they had selected good defensive positions overlooking most of our area.  The country definitely was not suited to armor, either, though most of the country we had just come through had been.

  But we started the old routine, giving them three rounds for their one.  We started up the hill, with the infantry trying to find cover beside and behind the tanks.  Due to the intense small-arms and mortar fire the doughs became confused, and led us into marshy fields, sunken roads, etc.  These proved death-traps for our tanks, and the Jerry Cutters” held many tanks in an almost vertical position.  They were useless and had to be abandoned.

  We were again dog-tired, in this second day of the operation, and the Company was depleted.  Many men were so battle-weary and shaken that they were sent to the rear, diagnosed as “combat fatigue”.

  That was our personal hell—“combat fatigue”.  Brave, clean-cut Americans, with sound bodies, they were reduced, under the strain of continuous combat, to mental collapse; mostly they had fits
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of hysteria, but some were men without minds.  We dreaded and hated “combat fatigue”.

  The infantry finally took the hill alone—which they should have done in the first place.  Using us, they had suffered more casualties anyway, as tanks always drew such heavy fire that the infantry with them suffered heavily.

  The Krauts, beaten again, took off as only they can do, looting and stealing as they went.  We didn’t pursue this time; we left that glory to another outfit.

  We were now at Ste. Marie Laumont, and it was August 3rd.  We stayed in this area for some time, doing heavy maintenance work: Replacing engines, fixing tracks and doing the thousand and one other things that were needed.

  We had been placed in Division reserve, and for several days we had no artillery to fear.  Balls and bats were dug out, and we enjoyed some more baseball.  When Pepe’s teams lost, as they always had, we felt happily that we were pretty close to normalcy.  If Pepe’s team lost, we were O.K.

  A big thrill was ours here, too.  This was a U.S.O> show, with two real, live American girls.  They will never know how beautiful they looked, or how much relaxation they brought us after the long weeks of heavy fighting we’d been through.
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All our old memories of pre-war days at home came back, and we realized just how much we had to go back to.  We just looked and looked.

  On August 11th we were on the move again, through Coulonces and Vire.  The latter was a completely devastated city—It was flattened.  Enemy opposition was light, and no casualties were suffered.

  Two platoons halted just outside of Truttemer le Grand.  Lt Covington took his platoon into the town.  And then occurred one of those strange, snafu things that happen in war.  The British on our left flank started to lay down one of the rolling barrages for which they were famous.  They called them “Montgomery Barrages”.  They are terrible and they are thorough.  We Know.  We were there, under it!

  We just had to sit and take it, to sweat it out.  Miraculously no one was hurt.  After it was over, all Company tanks were withdrawn.  Later we learned that the British didn’t know we were there.  They though we were somewhere else.  Wherever that was, we wished we’d been there.

  On August 19th, at 0330 hours (3:30 A.M.) we left our area and traveled all night in complete blackout.  Next morning half of our tanks were at

(End of Page)
Sees, a town in which there were wine, women, and food in profusion.

  We knew we were on our way to Paris, and we looked forward to it.  Paris!  We’d heard so much about it; now we were going to see it.

  Nevertheless, we were sorry to leave Sees.  We did so on August 22nd, and moved to Le Cercueil, where we stayed for four days.  Nothing exciting happened, except that Pepe’s team lost again.

  Once more we made our way towards Paris, passing through numerous towns: Limour, Janvry, Malabry.  Arriving at Malabry on the 27th, we found ourselves detached from the 2nd Infantry Division and attached to the 28th.

  At Malabry our stay was an enjoyable one, for we had a chance to observe the French mademoiselles—at close range.  And they seemed equally interested in us.  We were like a three-ring circus as an attraction.  Hundreds of people came in from nearby towns to see us—to see what the Americans in this war were like.  We really enjoyed ourselves—had quite a time.

Chapter 6

Paris!

It was now twelve weeks since D-Day.  Most of this time we had been in combat, just coming out of combat, or just about to reenter combat.  We had lived days of bitter, tiring battle, and nights of the same, or of short, uncomfortable naps that were far from relaxing or resting.  We had enjoyed few respites, and those for the most part were taken up with mechanical work such as repairs and maintenance.

  Of course, we hadn’t thought that our stay in France would be pleasant.  On the other hand no optimistic young American could have imagined it as it actually was—and still stay an optimistic young American.

  Somehow, though, the knowledge that we were fighting ever closer to Paris made it all the easier to bear.  We’d heard from our relatives who had served in the First World War, or from “retreads” we had met in the army (there were veterans of the first war who had reenlisted for the second) all
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about Paris.  It was the wonder city of the world!  It was incomparable!  One had to see it to appreciate it!  They all agreed on this last point, no matter how they may argue about the details.

  All day Monday, August 28th, we were polishing up.  We had learned that we were to parade through Paris the next day.  Frankly, we didn’t like the idea of cleaning up.  We’d fought through mud, and the tanks looked just as they had in St. Lo; we didn’t see why they should be cleaned up, to give the Parisians the idea that war was pretty business, waged in a condition of spit and polish.  But our opinions had no weight.  We cleaned up anyway.  Later we were rather glad we had.

  We not only went over the tanks, but cleaned up personally; shoes, uniforms, etc., came in for careful inspection and attention.

  Early, Tuesday, the 29th, we moved into the Paris woods.  Here we removed the sandbags from the tanks, cleaned them off again, and got on our O.D.s in preparation for the great event.  Just before noon we moved our tanks into formation on the world-famous Champs-Elysees.

  Immediately men, women, and children gathered and romped about the great M-4s.  Cognac, wine, and other potables were pressed upon us by the deliriously happy Parisians and Parisiennes.  Beautiful
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women hugged and kissed us; some even ventured to climb up and look into the tanks.

  It was like a dream.  You had to pinch yourself to realize it was true.  After all the weary fighting and slugging, the happiness and manifest gratitude of these French people made us all feel it was worthwhile.

  The word to move came at last, and the huge parade started forward.  Many wished for a movie camera as the tanks rolled down the wide avenue, four abreast.  Others, more practical minded, wished they had more cigarettes to exchange for cognac.

  As the tanks moved slowly ahead people fought to get to us and to shake our hands.  Others cried openly at the joy of seeing Americans after four long years of German domination.  Perhaps the liquid celebration accounted for a bit of the happiness, but the most of it was honest, we were sure—and it was most flattering.  The parade was a great success, and we shall never forget it.

  After the parade some of the tanks were retained in Paris; the rest of us found our way to a bivouac area at La Courneuve, which is near the famous Le Bourget airport.  It was at Le Bourget that Col Lindbergh made his landing after the never-to-be-forgotten flight from New York.
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  We stayed at La Courneuve for two more days, packed full of excitement.  As many of the men spent some time in Paris they had a chance to see Le Bourget.  These three days spent in and around Paris can never be forgotten by the men who were in the parade and enjoyed the hospitality of the warm-hearted Parisians.

  Thus the first part of the struggle—from Omaha Beach to Paris—ended on a note of happiness and optimism.  It had been a long and exhausting struggle, but it was behind us; ahead was what we thought to be a light victory, faint but discernible to the optimistic eye.

  We had paid a high price: many good men had fallen on the way, many more were still in hospital.  To many it was the end of a chapter; to others it was the rebirth of France.

  The next few days were happy ones for us.  The enemy was in headlong retreat, and as we followed him, every town, village, and hamlet greeted us like long lost sons returning home.  Senlis, Verberie, Guiscard, Villiers, Rethel—they all showered us with fresh garden vegetables, fruit, wine.  And there were more kisses and hugs from the pretty French girls.

  “Skin” Crisler ran into a typical French welcome
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When his tank blew a bogie wheel, as luck (and we do mean luck) would have it.  “Skin” contrived to stop in the village square.  Inside of two minutes the entire town had turned out to view the proceedings.  They brought along hot water to wash up in, fresh bread to eat, and beaucoup de fresh vegetables and fruits.  Each of the men had a warm invitation to spend the night.  Typical French hospitality.

  It seemed to us, wishfully thinking those days, that combat days might well be over.  We were over-optimistic again; we still had some breath-taking experiences ahead of us.

  On a steep hill, one day when we were rolling right along, Bernstein’s tank broke the right track.  Because of this the huge M-4 veered sharply toward the left side of the road.  The left brake held, but because the right track was broken the right brake could not be applied.  Just beyond the soft shoulder of the road was a drop of about 200 feet.  Luckily the tank crashed into a tree large enough to stop it, and the lives of the crew were saved.

  On the out skirts of Rethel we moved into a bivouac area.  Here we changed motors, and either repaired or exchanged our tank tracks.  Some tracks were entirely metal, and most of us didn’t care

(End of Page)
very much for them.  They were too slippery on icy roads, and on pavements.

  At Rethel our recon sergeant, Vizacaro, found the places where champagne was most abundant.  With the champagne it was easier to imagine our pup-tents were New York night-clubs.  We had the fizz—but no floor shows

Chapter 7

The Siegfried Line

While we were on the way to Uflingen, plans were already being made for our next job.  Supplies had been rolling forward in large quantities, and the word filtered down to us that we were going to be part of the great assault on the Siegfried Line.

  This was not good news, for we had been hearing for some time just what a hard proposition that line would be.  We had seen how cleverly the Kraut took advantage of everything available in the natural topography.  We shuttered to think what he could do when he had set out to build a fortified line, taking years at it.  Just to think what the results would be, with everything just where he wanted it to do the most damage, was to get a headache.

  September 13th found us preparing once more for combat.  As darkness approached we moved out to an area just south of the town of Bock, Germany.  We weren’t yet in Germany—that was across the Our River.  Our hair stood on end that night as we
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realized that next morning we would take a whack at the Siegfried Line.  As far as we knew we were the first armored outfit to do so.

  We woke the next morning to find it raining cats and dogs—the dogs predominating.  Gunner’s sights were fogged, visibility was about zero.  It was quite obvious that we were not to have the advantage in the fighting that day.

  But we crossed the Our early in the morning, anyway.  Entering Germany for the first time, we felt our way ahead cautiously, if one can be said to do that in a tank.  We began to run into the pill-boxes, strategically set to provide interlocking fire, and to find out that each pill-box was a small-sized fort.  These were the outer defenses of the Siegfried Line.

  It was amazing, as we first hit this outer line, to find how cleverly the Germans had taken advantage of camouflage.  We would fire into hay-stacks, only to see the AP (armor-piercing) shells bounce off!  At times the hay would burn off, or fall away, and we could see the scarred concrete pill-box in had cleverly concealed.  

  There were great numbers of these “haystacks” and other strong-points to be knocked out.  They faced all ways, to cover the maximum terrain, and each of them was a job to reduce.  Our maps were
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woefully incomplete, naturally, as many additions had been made since the maps were procured and printed.  In the confusion that resulted, we realized what a hell of a fight we had on our hands.

  Mortar and artillery fire was intense, very intense.  We lost two of our old men in the first engagement; Clements and Kovar.  S/Sgt Bernstein’s tank suffered a direct hit in the turret from an anti-tank gun as he was coming to the aid of Dedmon’s tank, also hit by anti-tank fire.  The hit severely wounded Bernstein and his loader, and instantly killed his gunner.  Pulley, the driver, after dragging “Fearless Fosdick” (as Bernstein was known) to the corner of a knocked-out pill-box, made two daring trips back to the disabled tank for medical supplies and water.  The terrific enemy fire made it impossible for the medics to venture out to serve the wounded.

  At this point Lt Covington grabbed a stretcher somewhere, took his tank to the pill-box and loaded the wounded onto his tank.  He got them back safely and quickly to the aid station, and his quick thinking and prompt action was directly responsible for saving Bernstein’s life.

  On the first day we had attempted to pierce the “dragons-teeth” in the vicinity of Gross-Kepenberg.  These “dragons-teeth” were huge concrete
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pillars extending some four feet out of the ground, and God knows how far underground.  There was a belt of them, symmetrically placed to stop tanks; the belt was at least ten yards deep and ran for miles parallel to, and immediately in front of, the Siegfried Line proper.

  One the second day we swung left and penetrated the “dragons-teeth” near Hochesheid.  We did this by taking cover and laying down a barrage with our 75s, under which the engineers went to work to blow a path through the “teeth”.  Lt Miller then led us single file and we took the first group of pill-boxes.  By this time it was dark, and we were relieved to refuel and reload.

  We said above that we took the first group of pill-boxes, and it was so easy to write it.  It was quite different in the doing.  To most people the word “pill-box” suggests a concrete emplacement, about ten to fifteen feet in diameter, and containing some five soldiers.

  Not in this war.  Most of them were far larger than that; some of them large enough to accommodate an entire platoon of men—almost big enough to bring tanks in.  Reducing one of these was no small task, we assure you.

  By the third day we were feeling the strain.  Our
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attack was proving costly to us as well as the Germans.  It probably was on this third day that we learned we learned a new way to dispose of the “dragons-teeth” most efficiently.  Lt Dew drove his tank right up to them, fired a 75 AP shell into one, and it was out.  It was much quicker than our previous method, and much more efficient in ammunition and lives.  No barrage was necessary to cover the engineers, and those brave men did not have to work under murderous machine-gun and mortar fire from the Krauts.  The engineers’ casualties had been high before this new method was discovered.

  It was the third day, also that we penetrated approximately 1 1/2 miles and captured some 75 pill-boxes.  Believe us, that was a day’s work.  That was the day, too, on which Bill Jonson was shot through the arm while wiping off his gunners sights.

  All during this action in the Siegfried Line, we had been troubled with holding captured enemy pill-boxes.  We’d take them and move on.  Then, next morning, we’d find that the Heinies had infiltrated during the night and reoccupied them.  So we had to take them all over again.  

  This got tiresome, so we worked out a new technique.  As we took the boxes, we’d call Norwood,
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who would bring up his ‘dozer and cover them up.  That night the Jerries would tire themselves out wandering about trying to find them.  They soon tired of that.

  By now we were well into the attack, which lasted nine days—nine long, grueling days.  It was probably on the 18th or 19th of September that we had perfected our way of removing “dragons-teeth”.  That, and the method of covering up the captured pill-boxes with the ‘dozer gave us a little respite.  We had to do the job only once now.

  The relief came just in time.  Nerves were wearing thin, we were tired out, and we were beginning to realize we were going nowhere fast.  Besides this, our tanks were beginning to need maintenance badly.

  By September 23rd tank maintenance had become a must.  Also, by that time the supply problems had become acute.  There were only two narrow roads to feed the American front.  One of these two roads was used for one-way traffic.  Supplies could not be brought up in sufficient quantity to support the break-through attempt.

  So, while one platoon stayed up forward as a holding action in case of enemy counter-attack, we went ahead with our much needed repairs.

  The Krauts seemed to be perfectly satisfied to
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stay where they were.  There was no counter attack.  So we set about building some semi-permanent cabins.  It was getting cold, and we were so used to working hard that we considered working on the cabins as so much fun.  We vied among ourselves in building and furnishing them, and became expert at doing a lot with a little.

  Demolished German homes nearby provided a little furniture, in surprisingly good condition.  Tanks furnished power for the lights.  Beds were moved in or built, mirrors hung, wash-basins set up and stoves improvised.  Our cabins were substantial--and comfortable.  

  Soon a “garrison” mess-hall arose.  And, to show the ingenuity of the American GI, “Cowboy” Guest built himself a shower, which anyone else who didn’t mind shivering was welcome to use.  “Cowboy” even had an arrangement to heat the water!  But you had to be pretty rugged to take a shower outdoors in that cold winter, and it was surprising how few of them felt it necessary to take.

  Sometimes around October 5th we were detached from the 28th Infantry Division, which was part of the 9th Army, and returned to the 2nd Division, 1st Army, with whom we had fought previously.  We’d learned to work with the 2nd,
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and there was a mutual respect that made for good teamwork.

  For the benefit of any reader who is not familiar with the methods of mechanized warfare, it might be well to state here that throughout the European War our Battalion was attached to and supported infantry divisions.  We did not follow the procedure of the armored divisions in the Third army, for instance, who specialized in breaking through enemy lines, with accompanying infantry in trucks and armored vehicles, and running riot behind the enemy lines.

  We were attached to foot infantry; when they rode, during action, we carried them on our tanks.  But we did not have the mobility of armored divisions; our pace was that of the infantry we worked with.  When we broke through, we stayed with the doughboys until they had secured and consolidated their positions.

  We stayed at “Snow Mountain”, as we called it, until the 11th of December.  By that time we were wondering just what was doing, and what part we were to play in future moves.  There were lots of “latrine rumors”, but no one knew.  Maybe it was better that way.

Chapter 8

The Bulge, December 16th 

We left “Snow Mountain” on December 11th and moved to Robertville, Belgium.  There we did nothing until the 15th.  On that day the second platoon moved out to an assembly area in the vicinity of Butenbach, Belgium.  (Later we heard that a day or so after we left “Snow Mountain” the Krauts launched a surprise attack from the Line and captured a regiment or two.)

  Word came down to us to be on guard for something, and the second platoon spent the night out in the cold and snow.

  By morning it developed that we were to attack in support of the 2nd Division, with the 99th Division Infantry Division on our right flank.  The 99th was a green outfit, without combat experience, and we were a bit nervous about it.  Dawn found us moving along a narrow road deep with snow.

  That was the morning of Saturday, December 16th.  By a strange coincidence it was the day Field Marshal von Rundstedt chose to open the Battle of the Bulge.  It was bitter cold, too.
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  Von Rundstedt had been building up supplies behind his lines and in forests for some time.  Due to the vile weather our reconnaissance was grounded all along the line, and the attack, in great strength, caught us off balance.

  The attack found us, in support of the 2nd Division, on the northern hinge; the 4th Division was at the south hinge at the time.  In an attack designed to break through, the enemy applies terrific pressure at the hinges; they must be loosened and forced apart if he is to exploit his breakthrough. Secure room for maneuver and establish supply lines with enough capacity to feed the tremendous needs of the attacker.

  We learned this the hard way.  We were there.  The enemy turned it on, and the momentum was so great that it was impossible to stop them at once.  

  Launched so near Christmas, von Rundstedt probably figured the attack would lower our morale.  It did.  We were thoroughly scared.  We started to fight as we never had before; the fight lasted a long time.

  Hundreds of German tanks and vehicles poured out of enemy lines.  In spite fo the weather, the Luftwaffe appeared in great strength, strafing, bombing and dropping parachute troops behind 
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our lines.  For the first time since D-day the 741st was on the defensive.  As we said before, we were moving up a narrow road deep with snow.  Due to the condition of the road, and the snow, Lt Covington’s tank threw a track and went off the road.  This held up the platoon temporarily, while Service Co. was called up to fix the track.

  Capt Young took advantage of the delay to take all tank commanders forward to reconnoiter the ground we were going into.  Upon reaching the area (later named “Suicide Valley”, aptly enough) it was decided that an attack by tank was impossible.  All our experience told us it wouldn’t work.  Later it was proven that capt Young’s final decision not to attack was well taken: out of a full company of infantry sent into the “Valley” only a handful returned.

  The second platoon sat on the road until Service co. could come up and fix the broken track.  It was 1630 hours (4:30 P.M.) before they could move out to an area 300 or 400 yards from :”Love-Nut Corners”, where we took up defensive positions.

  (Love-Nut Corners was the junction of the towns of Krinkelt and Rocherath, about which most of our fighting raged for many days.  The Germans
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wanted to get through badly, to open up the hinge.)

  In the meantime our remaining tanks moved up.  Many were unfit for battle—some were formerly deadlined*—but we threw them in anyway.  Many of the crews were random—one tank had a kitchen mechanic, another a maintenance man—quite unused to the big M-4s; we don’t know whether they wanted to go along or not, but they did, anyway.  (*Typist note- Deadlined is a military term for a vehicle that can not perform its intended use due to mechanical deficiencies.  Only the commander can over ride this condition and authorize the use of the vehicle.)

  We spent a nervous night, and a cold one, only to learn that a counter-attack could be expected at 0600 (6 A.M.) next morning.  So at that time the boys moved to the “Corners” again, placed their tanks in the best defensive positions and awaited developments.  They sat all day Sunday, December 17th, under an artillery barrage.  That night infantry patrols were out front, while we kept the tanks in readiness for any surprise attack.

  On Monday, the 18th, orders came to withdraw about one and one half miles northwest, as we had no communications whatever, and we couldn’t find out what was happening at other places.  Finally some doughboys from the 2nd Division showed up and we accompanied them back to the “Corners”.  Here we continued to contain the enemy attempts to penetrate.
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By now Jerry had thrown all he had at us.  He wanted to crumple that hinge, and we had to hold it if the offensive were to be contained.  We held.  No one could hope to describe the fighting those days.  Jerry sat outside Rocherath and made it impossible for us to hold it.  But he never held it himself, either, for long.

  Tuesday, the 19th, saw the tide begin to turn.  Rundstedt had thrown all he had, including his precious reserves, into the Bulge, and it hadn’t been enough.  The flanks held, his momentum slackened, andour forces began to push him back—at the flank, where it hurt most.  The Americans began to close the bottleneck the Germans had tried to widen.

  That day, the 19th, we withdrew to Berg for minor maintenance and the breathing spell.  We’d had precious little sleep since the night of the 15th, and were pretty well tired out.  

  Next day, the 20th, found the second platoon taking up defensive positions at Camp Elsenborn.  There we sat all night exchanging direct fire with enemy tanks.  Nobody was hurt luckily.

  The next day, the 21st, at about 1300 (1 P.M.) Company A of our battalion came up and relieved us.  We were a grateful and tired bunch of boys.
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  While the second platoon had been going through all this, the other platoons were doing more than their share.  A platoon consisting of Lt Miller, Sgts Crisler, Vernon, Welch and Padgett were formed to attack with the 23rd Infantry Regiment.  Upon reaching a cross-road two and one half miles from Rocherath they split.  Vernon and Welch went with Lt Miller.  They were to be prepared to meet enemy armor that was approaching too rapidly.  Padgett and Crisler took a fork to the right and proceeded one and one half miles to form a road block.

  As Welch was moving into position to fire upon the enemy tanks a direct hit broke his track.  Lt Miller then moved into position to fire, and another direct hit got him in the turret, killing Lt Miller.  It also killed Dedmon and Lanier, his gunner and loader, respectively.  Welch’s crew was able to escape on Vernon’s tank.  Vernon took them to Rocherath and then returned to the infantry and the battle.

  During this time Padgett and Crisler had found their hands full.  Word had gotten around that they had been knocked out, but it was just the opposite.  They had knocked out more than a few German tanks.  And this in a very hot spot, with German eighty-eights zooming overhead and landing behind
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and in front of them.  After a bit of this they were able to withdraw.

  On the way back they ran into an enemy patrol of bazooka men.  They killed some and the rest escaped.

  One of the tanks that E.O. (Padgett) got was the one that killed Lt. Miller. Revenge was sweet for E.O.

  Meanwhile four tanks were up at the C.P., guarding it.  They consisted of Lt Dew, Kurt Hall and Sgt Neidrich, all in tanks, and L.B. White’s 105 howitzer, which was in a ditch.  They were placed in strategic positions to guard the entrances to Rocherath.  On the first day they had time to observe several dog-fights overhead.

  That night they moved near a barn, and attempted to get some sleep.   While there they encountered enemy tanks.  Just how many of them they knocked out nobody knows, but they got their share.

  The following morning things were moderately quiet, and in the afternoon they were able to ammo up.  When they were in town the night before it had been cut off by Jerries, but in the meantime the doughs had been able to open the road, allowing supply trucks to get through.
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  The night of the second day fighting was again resumed.  This time it was in the vicinity of the church.  Good positions were hard to find, as the town was well lighted by burning houses.  The Germans showed a fanaticism those days that we had never seen before.

  The third morning found us undergoing an artillery barrage.  It continued off and on for the entire day.  About 1800 hours (6 P.M.) that day word came from headquarters that we had to move out.  As we feared, the 99th Division, on our flank was weakening.  So we kept our tanks in town, loading them with their records and other valuable equipment, so it wouldn’t fall into enemy hands.  We burned as much of what remained as we could.

  Our tanks were the last Americans to leave town.  In a way, we hated to leave; we’d held it for two days and three nights, practically by ourselves.  But with our tanks loaded, as they were, with the 99th’s stuff, we couldn’t have traversed our guns—we were not in any condition to fight.  So we were damned glad to get out, finally.  Luckily, we weren’t called on to fight.

  It seems funny now, but at the time during the fighting the Germans must have been under the impression that they held Rocherath; we could see
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them smoking and looking at our knocked-out tanks.

  Never since St lo had the Company been through such fighting, suffered such losses or felt such utter weariness and exhaustion.  After five nights without sleep and only enough food to keep the body going, we reached berg under the cover of darkness, and were immediately asleep.  Buzz-bombs, four at a time, were going overhead; artillery from both sides fired constantly through the night.  We slept right through it all—most of us in a barn.

  At Berg we maintenanced our vehicles in between artillery barrages.  Most of our time was spent in fox-holes under our tanks.  The Germans knew by this time that they couldn’t reach their objectives in the Bulge, and seemed to pour it on for spite.

  One never knew just when a barrage would start, or how long it would last.  During one of them T/Sgt Becker was killed.  We slept under the tanks, with deep snow on the ground.

  Christmas Eve found us in the same situation.  We didn’t sing and carols, but lay in our fox-holes, praying silently.  Christmas day was ushered in by an artillery duel that began at midnight and lasted until morning.
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  We held religious services that Christmas morning in a straw-roofed house that acted as our C.P., communications center, kitchen, and aid station.  But our cooks, not feazed too much by the artillery, prepared a real Christmas meal.  Turkey and all the fixings.  Complete.  Super. If only we had been able to eat it in peace.

  At noon we started for the kitchen, a few at a time.  Some men, more thoughtful than others, took their meals to their tanks, to eat undisturbed by less than a direct hit.  The rest of usate in the “Mess-hall” (That being anywhere in the vicinity of the seconds line—Yes, war or no war, there was always a seconds line for a hot meal).  Shortly after noon Jerry sent over his Christmas presents—some shells from the artillery the 99th had left behind in Rotherath.

  Some of the boys left their meals for the protection of a nearby potato cellar; the others, determined to eat this meal regardless, sat in cow-stalls, under trucks.  Most of the food was seasoned with shrapnel, but no one was wounded or hurt from the four different barrages with which the enemy saluted us that day.  So the dinner was swell.

  By now the weather had brought below-zero temperatures, and zero weather in a tank is something.  But nothing special happened for a week.
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  In spite of the weather, however, on the 3rd of January, 1945, the tanks of C Company moved out on a diversionary attack—A feint to bewilder the enemy.  The fog and mist was so thick that we had to fire indirectly into Rocherath from a direct-fire position on a hill overlooking the battered town—that is, a direct-fire position on a day with visibility.  It was so cold that day that some of the guns couldn’t fire.

  Shortly after this attack we left Berg and its bone-stiffening iciness.  On January 13th we arrived back at Robertsville, and spent the better part of two nights getting thawed out in warm houses.

  It was the 15th before we were committed to battle again.  Then the second platoon was attached to the 23rd Infantry Regiment for an attack.  The rest of us were supposed to stay in reserve, but five hours later it was necessary to bring in the rest of the company.  We had been expecting an attack from the direction of Weismes, and it developed.

  During this attack S/Sgt Johnny Suydam, better know as “By God Suydam” for some reason, got his nose broken when his driver, Schneider, hit a hidden Jerry Land-mine which blew off a track and hit Johnny’s nose with shrapnel.

  When a tank hits a land mine, the men inside don’t know just what hit them.  It could be a bazooka, or an anti-tank projectile, or artillery
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shell.  The accepted practice was to get out, but quickly, and find out later what did it—after they could see the tank from the outside. When Johnny’s tank was hit, four of the crew got out in record time.  Ralph Kelley was the assistant driver at the time, and he didn’t come out.

  Sizing up the situation as it actually was, the crew began wondering what had happened to Kelley.  They shouted down the turret for him, and got a muffled answer.  Then, minutes later, Kelley showed up from under the tank.  He’d come down the escape hatch, thinking it was an artillery hit, and had to dig his way out of deep snow.  He was shoeless.  It seems Ralph had taken off his shoes and wrapped his feet in sacking to keep them warm, and had (Typist note: not?) taken the time to find his shoes—or tried to.  But he is still Superman. (Typist note:  I am not sure what he meant by “Superman” but it is typed as it is written.)

  We took Weismes, moving in on the 18th.  Here, and in the neighboring towns, we ran into some of our roughest fighting.  Not only was the German resistance stubborn, but we were forced to fight in sub-zero weather and snow.  Many days we wondered if we would ever get thawed out.

  We will never forget one morning when the boys went out to relieve four tanks that had spent the night out on guard.  The wind was high, the thermometer was low, and the snow was falling so thickly that visibility was next to nothing.
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  When we finally found the tanks, and it was a darned hard job to find them, too, they were so covered with snow—when we finally found them, their turrets were frozen, breech-blocks in the 75s were frozen, and the men stiff from intense cold.  It took many hour to find them, and when we saw them we were glad the Germans hadn’t gone looking for them during the night.  They wouldn’t have been able to fight in that condition.  The crews finally got loosened up before fires, but it took some time.

  However, the attack continued, and we slowly but surely pushed the stubborn Krauts back.  E.O. Padgett had a close call that day.  An AP (armor-piercing) shell passed directly over the turret of his tank and struck the building alongside, filling the turret with bricks.  After we got our breath back we had to laugh at E.O., watching him throw bricks out of his turret.  You think you’ve seen everything, and then something like that happens.

  One by one the towns in our path were taken, and we found ourselves deeper into the neck of the Bulge.  During this operation we were part of the 23rd RCT (Regimental Combat Team) and were aiming at St. Vith.

  We had many close shaves in those days.  Snipers’
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bullets almost got Johnny Welch in one town.  In another an S.P. (German self-propelled gun that looks a lot like a tank) almost finished off Crisler and Neidrich.  That was a very hot little town for a while (the name of it escapes us, but we didn’t have much time to notice) but we finally got it under control.  We later learned that through our action in this town the second battalion of the 23rd Infantry was saved.  We were glad, as the 23rd was a grand outfit to fight with.

  So well performed was our task in this particular area that Gen Roberts, Commander of the 2nd Division, presented us with a commendation for our service in the RCT.  It was a campaign well fought, and successfully ended, but we were glad it was over.

  January 22nd saw us on the outskirts of St Vith, our objective.  The 7th Armored Division passed through us that day to carry on.

  We spent five days resting up at Robertsville, our old stomping ground.  That is, we rested up in between getting ready for the next move.  The tanks were painted white to be inconspicuous in the snow, and supplied with new devices to give them better traction on the snow-packed, icy roads.

  Once more we were preparing to attack.  Jerry
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Was spent, there was no doubt of that, and we were all set to kick him back into Germany—this time for good.  New tanks were brought in to replace those lost in the Battle of the Bulge.

Chapter 9

The Bulge, December 31st 

We began our drive back into Krinkelt-Rocherath on January 31st.  Because of the freezing weather, and the inability of the infantry to move rapidly in hip-deep snow, the doughs followed our tank tracks to the outskirt of town, then continued over mine-fields until they entered its shell-torn remains.

    While securing the far end of Rotherath a Panzerfaust (bazooka) hit Chrisler’s tank.  Kurt Hall attempted to abandon the tank and was machine-gunned to death.  Bosold was luckier, being wounded in the neck.  The rest of the crew was able to reach the safety of our lines.  (Later the same evening four tanks—Covington, Fitts, Vernon, and Mariani—took the territory that Crisler had attempted to take previously).

  We came to the crossroads.  Although it was 1000 hours (10 A.M.) the visibility was poor.  Lt Covington led the tanks single file through this entrance to the Ardennes.  Upon entering it he blew 
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a track—his right one.  Fitts, believing that he had been hit by anti-tank fire, moved up to aid him.  He, too, ran over a mine and broke a track.  Later Lt Covington blew his left track while trying to advance.

  In spite of all this, we eventually took and held this vital entrance to the Ardennes Forest, after silencing numerous machine-gun and anti-tank positions.

  We spent the night in the same C.P. in Rocheraft that we had left weeks before.  Next day we pushed off through the Ardennes.

  It was here, in mid-afternoon, that Capt Young while on foot reconnais-sance, was wounded seriously.  He was near Lt Dew’s tank, on a road, when shrapnel hit him.  Lt Covington took command of the company here, and we moved on, through Schoneseiffen and on to Helenthal. 

  February 9th found us back at Rocherath.  We had a short rest here while we were reinforced with men and received more new M-4 tanks mounting 76s.  While we rested we familiarized ourselves with our new weapons.  The 76 fired new hypervelocity shells that were superior to the old 75 ammo.  The new guns had a muzzle-blast that was terrific, but we liked the feeling of power they gave us.
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  Once more we loaded up our tanks.  By now they had come to resemble gypsy caravans because of the accumulated loot piled on them.  On the 22nd of February we took up defensive positions on the Roer River, near the dam at Wellseifen.  We were now living in captured German pill-boxes, many of which were large enough to house a platoon, and a few houses that had been practically untouched by artillery fire.

  We crossed the Roer on March 5th, in the wake of the 9th Armored Division.  We spearheaded the left flank of their attack and began our dash to the Rhine.  We passed through Floisdorf and arrived at Nothem, where we ran into enemy resistance.  This turned out not to be great, and on March 7th we left Nothem and went to Kreuzberg.  Infantry again loaded up onto our tanks and we continued to Sinzig.  Here we found great quantities of schnapps, wines, and cognac.  With the help of these spirits the third platoon took the town of Neiderbreisig during the night.

  Lt Covington was commissioned a captain at Sinzig, where the promotion caught up with him.  We had at Sinzig the chance to take a much-needed rest, and made the most of it until March 22nd.  On that day we entered Oberbreisig, where some of
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us had the distinction of being guests of a Junker Baron.  His Rhine estate was something you’ve read about in books, breath-taking in its beauty.  We hope the Baron invited us in.

  However, our stay wasn’t long; we crossed the Rhine on March 24th, on a pontoon bridge at the town of Neiderbreisig, not far from the Remagen Bridge.  The 9th Armored had taken the famous bridge some days before this.

  We were still with our old friends, the 23rd Infantry Regiment, and our spearheading brought us through the towns of Gebranteho and Stromberg.  We didn’t know it the, but we were starting a series of actions and moves unparalleled in military history for speed and effectiveness.  We did know that the Kraut was being licked, and soundly, and we had a lift in spirits.  He wasn’t fighting with his old zest, and seemed to be falling back too quickly for his own good.  His usually well organized warfare seemed a bit frayed around the edges, and in his rear-guard action he seemed much more anxious to get away than to stay and make a fight of it.  Occasionally a small group would fight it out to the death, but this didn’t happen too often.  Almost invariably they turned out to be S.S. troops, or groups strongly laced with them.  Where the enemy forces were Wehrmacht, completely or predominantly, 
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he gave up when he found himself outmaneuvered or licked.  But not the S.S.

  We were on the road to Limburg when Lt Henkelman and his crew suffered severe injuries.  His tank was creeping along a dangerous road leading out of Montabaur—a cobblestone road with a soft shoulder, and with a cliff just beyond—when half the road gave way and the tank slid toward the cliff.  Before infantry could dismount the tank had crashed through the stone fence and gone thundering down, side over side, landing right side up at the bottom.  The crew suffered injuries, but Lt Henkelman died.  He was a friend to everyone, a cool, capable man in battle.  His death was a loss to all who knew this friendly, good-natured officer.

  After this mishap we arrived eventually in Limburg, where hundreds of American prisoners of war were liberated.  This town later became the crossroads of the 1st, 3rd, and 7th Armies.

  We were advancing at the rate of a town a day now.  Our Company optimists were prophesying a quick end to the war, some of them early in April.  We could sense Jerry was weakening, that he was disorganized in his fighting and his supply lines; when we say Jerry we mean the entire German Army, not just the potion we were in contact 
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with.  Our hearts were lighter, and somehow we didn’t feel so tired, even after a day of fighting.

  As we left Limburg by motor convoy we followed the path of the 9th Armored again until we came to Helsen; as we said, we were advancing at the rate of a town a day, and we were in Dietkirchen, Geilshausen, Wega, and Volkhardinghausen on successive days while on the way to Helsen. 

  After a stay of a few days we were again fighting.  Hofgeismar was the scene of the battle.  Just outside of the town we encountered Hitler Youths, S.S. troops, and Tiger Royal tanks.  Here Lamberson was hit with deadly anti-tank fire.  His tank immediately burst into flames, killing Fields, his assistant driver.  The other four members suffered severe burns about the body, but were able to return to safety.

  Just a word here about tiger tanks.  There has been a great deal of controversy in the public press about the comparative values of the German and American tanks.  May we say here that the Tiger tanks, much heavier and better-armored than our Shermans, and armed with the famous 88 mm guns, were no fun to fight head on.  We had more speed and maneuverability, but our shells just bounced 
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off the Tigers unless we could get in back of them.  Luckily for us, they were too heavy to leave the paved roads and go cross-country, so our technique was to go around them and get in our shots at the rear of the tank, which was vulnerable.  One of our men ironically described the relation between the Tiger and the Sherman as that between a battleship and a destroyer; the destroyer has the speed, the battleship the range and power.

  By night we had secured Hofgeismar, and the next day we were off again, on our way to Vaake.  With Sgt Neidrich spearheading, we ran into more German Royal tanks.  An eighty-eight bounced off Fred’s tank, slightly wounding Rowe, his driver.  The fighting was hot for a while, with heavy tank fire coming in.  Capt Cinquina, Company B Commander, “Skin” Crisler, Lt Covington, Vizacaro, and Smitty were trying to look inconspicuous behind a haystack, with calling-cards falling too close for comfort.  They certainly looked like people wishing to go somewhere, but fast.  We didn’t envy them, but it was relaxing to watch them for a moment.

  Spring was well started as we approached the Weser River.  Days were mild, the weather mostly fair.  We were still in support of the 23rd Infantry,
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and crossed the Weser River with them, arriving on April 7th outside Ellenhausen.  Our attack on the town was coordinated, with tanks, infantry and strafing P-47s participating.    

 The attack was successful, and we pushed on to the village of Drausdorf.  Our pals the doughs were riding on our tanks.  Just outside the village, and without warning, a machine gun nest opened up.  Before the doughs could get off the tanks many of them were killed or wounded, those on Meacham’s tank among them.  The Germans who had done this were captured; those who were there know what happened to them.

  We kept on, still on the town-a-day schedule.  As we said before, we had thought the enemy pretty well disorganized; now we knew it.  He was licked, and was retiring as fast as he could. Of course, he still left a strong force here and there for a suicide stand; of course he left mines and booby-traps everywhere he had time to set them.  But Fritz didn’t have the old spirit.

  We reached Gottingen, but didn’t stop there, pushing on to Teistungen.  There we spent the night—and again the 9th Armored moved through us.

  Our advances were now bringing us into an industrial section, which the enemy chose to defend
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more stubbornly.  He had there many flak guns and other anti-aircraft artillery.  Our air forces had named it “Flak Valley”.

 As we approached the enemy lowered these anti-aircraft weapons to a nearly horizontal position and used them against us as anti-tank and artillery pieces.  Too often they were effective.  We found these emplacements too costly to take in the daylight, as we worked out tank-infantry combinations to take them at night.  These ant-aircraft pieces ranged from 30mm to 130mm—potent pieces to face at point-blank range.

  We called these night excursions “Spearheads”, and it was on one of them that Lt Dew’s tank was hit.  We were ambushed perfectly by the Krauts, and it was a bazooka, not anti-aircraft, that knocked out the tank.

  The direct hit on Lt Dew’s tank not only killed a number of doughs, but also his driver, Sgt Fryer.  Although mortally wounded, fryer managed to drive the tank off the road and into what cover was available.

  The three remaining tanks supported the infantry in there attack on the town, whose name escapes us now.  Things were really hot there for awhile.  Eventually we got into the place, and after darkness the infantry went up to take the guns that
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were holding us up.  Meanwhile the rest of the company took cover in the next time, and sweated out a severe barrage from the guns until they were captured and put out of action.

  We finally were able to push on.  It was again a new town each day—or night.  We reached Bad Lauchstadt on April 13th, and helped liberate about 6,000 Italian and French prisoners.

  April 15th found us entering the town of Merseberg under the cover of darkness.  We stayed there that night, and at 0430 (4:30 A.M.) next morning moved out under a half-hour artillery barrage.  We met very little opposition and the town was completely ours.  It seems the place was named Tragarth, but we wouldn’t bet.  That night we supported the crossing of the Merseberg Canal.

  Once more we were on the road.  Now our objective was Leipzig, and our morale was high.  Jerry was licked, but completely, and able only to lash out in the savage, short attacks of the mortally wounded beast.

  The morning of April 18th found us creeping along the roads leading to Leipzig.  It was a famous industrial center, and as we entered the outskirts we were greeted as we had been in Paris.  This surprised us, until we realized that the cheering

(End of Page)

people were slave laborers.  They weren’t Germans.

  As we moved farther into the city we encountered strong enemy action, during which we lost Cuthbert and his entire crew.  Along with Welch, he was attempting to take an important intersection in the city.  “Cut” had advanced to the cross street to fire down to the left.  In doing so a bazooka got his tank in the right sponson (typist note: I am not familiar with this term but it is spelled that way in the book), killing the entire crew.  

  Meanwhile, as the first platoon entered one section of the town, the second and third platoons were coming in from different points.  Schneider’s tank, as he was covering an infantry advance over a bridge, was also hit by a bazooka, but luckily no one was hurt.  Guest, the driver, left the tank in reverse as he bailed out; as fate would have it, the tank came back to the spot where he was standing.  Hillner was so mad that he just sat in the safety of a gulley strafing the road with his P-38.  The crew climbed back into the tank and carried on.

  About 1700 hours (5 P.M.) that night we were relieved, and returned to billets in town.  When we got there, we found that Padgett had found three cases of champagne somewhere.  We had quite a time that night!

  April 21st found us once more on the road.  This
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time we ended up in a small town called Leisenau.  There we did maintenance on our tanks and got ready for inspection by Col Skaggs.  We were supposed to meet the Russians at Leisenau, but plans were changed and we didn’t get to see our vodka-drinking friends, at least not there.

 We left Leisenau on May 1st in battalion convoy, bound for Schonsee, Germany.  At 0650 hours (6:50 A.M.) on the morning of the 5th we crossed into Czechoslovakia.  

  No resistance was encountered, although we picked up any number of German prisoners; we believe there was a regiment or more.  We gathered cigarettes, schnapps, and chocolate by the carload.  

  We entered Pilsen, Czechoslovakia on May 7th, and that night had a mild celebration of the ending of the European war—not a real party.  We stayed at Pilsen about a month, during which some of the tanks went to neighboring towns for security purposes.  There the boys at last had the chance to get acquainted with their Russian allies, and to try out their beloved vodka.  When they could first talk after drinking it, the usual remark was “Oh, my God!”.

  The part of the Company that stayed in town was housed in an apartment building that was quite nice, especially after all the sleeping places we’d
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seen during the war.  Living in style, by comparison, we had an opportunity to see the town and the ruins of the famous Skoda works, where a great deal of the German armament had been made.

  We liked Pilsen, which was a charming old town, and we liked the Czechs, who treated us like kings.  Anything they had, and they thought we wanted, was ours.  We learned to like and to respect them, as we realized the hardships they had undergone during the German occupation.

  As this story is written, “Vitamin Charley”, our Company C, is just outside a small Czech town called Mrakov.  We’re in tents, and all of the old men are sweating out their 85 points.  For the rest of the boys—who knows?

Epilogue

It is no military secret that the old men (Most of whom had attained the venerable age of 23 or 24) sweated out their 85 points, finally got their orders, made their slow way to the Atlantic coast, sweated out a couple of camps around Marseilles, and at long last got aboard the “George Washington”, heading west toward New York.

  The ship seemed to go quite slowly, but eventually steamed into New York Harbor.  To the men aboard, Miss Liberty looked as beautiful as she always does to men who haven’t seen her for what seems a terribly long time.

  This was on the morning of Friday, October 26, 1945.  We went to Camp Kilmer at once, and there were shuffled into groups destined for camps nearer home for discharge.  These left the next day or so.

  Finally, at local camps near home, there were the final ceremonies, the last standing in line.  And finally, that wonderful paper that told us that once more we were civilians, privileged to change into civilian clothes—if we could find any—and not stand in line unless we wanted to.  Who, we asked you, would want to?

FULL INTERIM ROSTER
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	Ward, Benjamin F.

	Pristo, Anton P.
	Wardlow, Clinton C.

	Pugh, John M.
	Warnock, Edward W.

	Quire, Floyd D.
	Wayne, John J.

	Radakovich, Dan
	Webb, Marvin lL.

	Ray, Jack
	Webster, John O.

	Reynolds, Malcolm A.
	West, Charles W.

	Rickords, Lindel B.
	Wheeler, William R.

	Romm, Yale
	Wilkinson, William

	Rubsam, Paul F.
	Wilson, William M.

	Schiller, Irving
	Witkowski, Leo R.

	Schmidt, William S.
	Witthans, John E.

	Schmidt, Willie A.
	Wood, Walter O.

	Schneider, Arthur E.
	Woolridge, Richard D.

	Schuller, Simon L.
	Zeniewicz, Hanry J.

	Scott, Leo T.
	Zimmerman, David F.

	Senf, Richard A.
	Zodda, Philip J.


Roster on V-E Day

	Capt Covington, J. H. Jr.
	Fitts, Philip L.

	1st Lt Aaron, Roy M.
	Fors, Oscar Jr.

	1st Lt Dew, Joseph H.
	Fox, Micheal W.

	2nd Lt Chrisler, Norman K.
	Galambos, William F.

	2nd Lt Neidrich, Fred A.
	Ganger, george w.

	Apotheker, David
	Genaro, Maurice M.

	Archer, Francis F.
	Gill, George L.

	Belfiore, Paul S.
	Gleason, Kenneth C.

	Berry, Charles E.
	Green, John S.

	Berry, Lewis E.
	Guernsey, Roy E.

	Blahnik, Frank W.
	Guest, Verdie M., Jr.

	Boothe, Charles E.
	Hendryx, Lyle R.

	BoSold, Raymond H.
	Henry, Mack

	Brown, William T. Jr
	Hill, J.C.

	Browning, Virgil L.
	Hillman, Edward W.

	Brownson, Ernest M.
	Hillner, Edward w.

	Buckholtz, Robert C.
	Hintz, Howard C.

	Burnett, Henry B.
	Holtz, Edwin R. Jr.

	Butterfield, Robert J.
	Hornbuckle, Eaton D.

	Cambron, George R.
	Hubbard, Theodore C.

	Combs, Hascal
	Hulsey, Woodrow W.

	Correll, James A.
	Hurt, Lynn E.

	Crum, William N.
	Irwin, John R.

	Cruse, James H.
	Jones, William R.

	Czachowski, Vincent P.
	Kain, David T.

	Damron, Fletcher
	Karlewicz, Edward J.

	Dauer, John J.
	Kelley, Ralph G.

	Detz, Joseph F.
	Kirkpatrick, Harold R.

	DiClementi, Louis J. Jr.
	Kostacka, Robert W.

	Dittmar, Marshall W.
	Kostelnik, Andrew

	Divers, Andrew W.
	Koteski, Mathew J.

	Dodd, Charles O.
	Kraft, Raleigh E.

	Dorsett, Richard J.
	Krasicky, Peter T.

	Dwinchick, Russell R.
	Kreklow, Alvin W.

	Elliott, Claude
	Krunsberg, William J.

	Eubanks, Charles W.
	Lamnerson, Robert J.

	Fahey, James F.
	Lamoreaux, John L.

	Falck, James K.
	Lampley, Avil E.

	Fardella, Peter J.
	Laskowski, Bolus J.

	Fiandaca, Rocco, Jr.
	Lee, William


	Levinsky, Maurice H.
	Rowe, Howard C.

	Long, Floyd D.
	Rusnak, George

	Mains, Arthur W.
	Schleich, Victor E.

	Mangold, Leonard
	Schneider, Norman N.

	Mariani, Enrique
	Schuh, Shirley R.

	May, Willie M.
	Skelton, Charles E.

	Maynard, leo A.
	Skerchock, George

	McCoy, Everett w.
	Smith, George M.

	McGowan, John R.
	Sollars, James M.

	McKellar, Francis P.
	Stahnke, Walter W.

	Meacham, Richard
	Starck, Robert P.

	Meinen, Walter H.
	Stern, Milton

	Melton, Dillon L.
	Suydam, John G.

	Metzger, Donald R.
	Svrcek, Martin

	Miller, Russell B.
	Telford, Robert L., Jr.

	Nagy. Joseph J.
	Vidal, Gilberto B.

	Norwood, Clayton W.
	Vizacaro, Thomas J.

	Otte, Edwin E.
	Walker, Sam E.

	Padgett, Ernest O.
	Wallace, Albert R.

	Patton, Robert D.
	Watkins, George

	Pellegrino, John J.
	Welch, John W.

	Pepe, Ernest R.
	Wetzel, Glen L.

	Prentice, Frederick G.
	White, Leonard B.

	Pulley, Cleveland T.
	White, Ulysses G.

	Rains, Lee C.
	Woodrow, Elmer V.

	Reser, Ray M.
	Woodward, Ralph A.

	Young, Thomas E.


(Typist Note-The following was an enclosure to the book along with several pictures.  It is the unit citation for support rendered to the 23rd RCT.  I am sorry that the format is not correct but I had no way to scan the document.)

Certificate of

Commendation
Headquarters

(Unit Patch-Indian head inside of a star)
Second Infantry Division

For outstanding and especially meritorious service, this 

Certificate of Commendation is awarded to:

Company “C” 741st TANK BATTALION

Citation:  Company “C”, 741st Tank Battalion is commended for outstanding performance of duty in action against the enemy during the period 15-20 January 1945 in Belgium and Western Germany.  Placed in direct support of the 1st Battalion, 23d Infantry when that organization launched an attack, Company “C”, in the face of heavy enemy fire, adverse weather, through heavily mined areas, rendered the constant support which proved to be of immeasurable value in securing the battalion’s objective.  The disregard for personal safety and high sense of devotion to duty demonstrated by the organization reflects highest honors upon them and the United States Army.



/////////////
Signed\\\\\\\\\\\\\



     W. M. ROBERTSON

 

  Major General, U. S. Army
                  

    Commanding

Letter to members of RCT 23 before V-E Day

HEADQUARTERS COMBAT TEAM 23

A.P.O. #2 U.S. Army

20 April 1945

To the officers and men of RCT 23:

    It is difficult to attempt to express adequate appreciation for what you have done during the past few weeks.  Another page of gallantry and heroism has been added to the history of the 23rd Combat Team.  Recognition of your achievements from higher headquarters, other units, and the press is most gratifying and well deserved.

    Your highly important and history-making drive from the Rhine covered over 350 miles, captured over 600 towns and 6,078 prisoners of was with 13,000 others prisoners in German hospitals that were over run.  You liberated over 700 Allied PWs in Duderstedt, including 50 Americans, and freed countless thousands of Poles, French, Russians, and other slave laborers who were forced to live in the squalor of concentration camps and work farms.

    Centers like Duderstedt, Gottingen, Merseburg, and finally, Leipzig fell before your spectacular spearhead.  This drive was accomplished over difficult terrain which included three bridgeheads; the Weser river (over which the entire Corps followed), the Seale river and the Merseburg canal.  The night assaults and capture of the anti-aircraft and artillery defense of the Schkopau industrial area of Merseburg was a brilliant though exhausting operation that will rank with any accomplishment of this war.  Well over 200 flak and artillery guns had to be captured and silenced and their hard-fighting, stubborn crews overcome in order to pave the way for the final assault on Leipzig.

    Your achievements, however, were not without a price.  Some of your comrades fell along the way and others are now recovering from wounds in hospitals in the rear.  Their contribution and their courage will be remembered by all of us.  It is our obligation to follow through and strive for the lasting peace for which we are fighting.  It is that goal that each of you, I know, desires.  Now, more than ever, it seems to be closer and almost in our grasp.

    Please accept my congratulations, I am indebted to each of you for the way in which you performed.  I’m proud to be the commander of such an efficient, Hard-fighting group.



     J. B. LOVLESS



Colonel, 23d Infantry



      Commanding

Letter to members of RCT 23 after V-E Day

HEADQUARTERS COMBAT TEAM 23

A.P.O. #2 U.S. Army

16 May 1945

To the officers and men of RCT 23:

    From D plus 2 to V-E Day, this combat team has advanced 1665 miles against a clever and vicious enemy, has taken 17253 prisoners, has never once been driven from ground once gained, has consistently defeated all enemy units in its path.  No combat team in the E?T.O.,* (*Typist note-I think this was a typo on the original E.T.O. would have been European Theater of Operation and I think that is what was intended) has a  better record of thoroughness, skill, speed, and never-ending success.

    It is most fitting now, on the completion of war in Europe, that full tribute be paid too all present and former members of this combat team. It truly has been a team, magnificent in ever-willing, cooperative, eager, and intelligent teamwork that has bought success repeatedly and without fail.

    Bitter, dogged fighting against any imaginable adverse combination of terrain, weather, and enemy forces has resulted in thinning the number of company and battery rosters.  Always, however, the ranks have been filled and the baton passed to capable new hands.

    Some have remained on the team throughout the war in Europe.  Many have fallen bravely.  Many have joined the team along the way as reinforcements, quickly becoming veterans.  In every action, however, teamwork has been improved, and the smooth efficiency of the fighting machine has been more deadly in conquering the enemy.

    I am deeply and humbly proud to be your commander.  Each one of you, I know, is justly proud of your own fine part played on the team and of the splendid feats of your comrades and each of the component units.

    I know you all join me in gratitude that we have finished this chapter of the war with such honor and glory.  If we are called upon to repeat our performance on other battlefields, we shall be ready.

   

     J. B. LOVLESS



Colonel, 23d Infantry



      Commanding

Final typist note:  This has been a labor of love and has helped me more aware of my heritage.  I am going to give this transcript to anyone that wants a copy and I hope you do the same.

    In an attempt to better explain the difference between the 23rd Infantry Regiment and the 23rd Combat Team, I will relate my experience with the 3d Armored Cavalry Regiment in Iraq.  The 3d ACR has squadrons (same as a battalion but a little larger) that belong to them all the time.  The 1st, 2nd, and 3rd Squadrons are Cavalry Scout squadrons.  The 4th Squadron is Air Cavalry with scout helicopter (Kiowa Warriors), attack helicopters (Apaches), and transportation helicopters (Blackhawks).  The last squadron is the Support Squadron and they have the mission of logistical support including food, fuel, ammunition, etc..

    The 3d ACR Combat Team consisted of all of the above plus other units that were attached to them to help them complete their mission.  The additional units included the 251st Rear Area Operations Center that helped with command and control, the 122d Engineer Battalion that controlled all the engineers in western Iraq, a Fire fighting Detachment from Kansas to provide fire fighting on the base and at the airfield, a transportation unit from Iowa to haul the needed items to our base, a field artillery battalion from Ft Hood to provide fire support if needed, a laundry unit to keep our clothes reasonably clean and they also repaired rips and tears that were always happening and I am sure that I have missed some more units that were attached.

    So the bottom line is the 741st was part of Combat Team 23 but not a part of the 23rd Infantry Regiment.

    The engineers under our battalion included combat engineers both mechanized and wheel units, vertical construction units, horizontal construction units, and a bridge company for a while.  We did everything from base improvements to constructing road blocks, to bridging the Euphrates River for a combat operation, to destroying tons of captured enemy ammunition, to pulling guard duty on the base perimeter, to constructing earth berms around the base for security, to building flooring for tents, to providing security for our combat patrols to other cities.  We were very busy to say the least.  Fortunately we had few soldiers wounded and none killed in combat.  

    I now wish that I had kept a journal so maybe I could write a book about that year in my life and the accomplishments of my Battalion.  I know my Dad would have been proud that I served with tankers!

JOSEPH E. PADGETT

