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Written by Lt. Ronald A. Milton
This History Is Dedicated to the Memory

...of...

Marion G. Harmon

Frank Valerian

Two of Our Comrades Who Died on December 24, 1944.


This is the history of the 603rd Quartermaster Graves Registration Company from the date of its activation on 30 January 1943, to the beautification of the US Military Cemetery, Henri Chapelle, Belgium on 30 May 1945.  Twenty-eight months of training, traveling, operating cemeteries and sweating out this man’s army.  Many men have come and gone.  Some of us (though not very many) are still here...Waiting.  All of us have seen a lot of places in the United States and in Europe.  Some of us may travel further.  All of us have had a lot of experiences (good and bad) in the Fighting 603.  There is not one of us who has not bitched about this company, its officers and its men.  But few of us regret that we have belonged to the 603 with all its faults (which are faults of the army as well).


The text of this book was written by Lt. Ronald A. Milton.  Lt. Milton spent hour after hour interviewing the members of the Company and writing the finished work.  To him should go all of the praise for making the history possible.  T/5 Grace volunteered to do the typing.  T/4 Ralston and  T/5 Korfhage assisted in compiling information from the Morning Reports.

Headquarters Q-179

Detachment “A” 52nd QM Base Depot



        APO 288                                 U.S. Army

201.22                                




               2 June 1945 

SUBJECT: Commendation

TO:  Captain Robert M. Ferrell, Commanding, 603rd QM Graves Registration
     

        Company, APO 230, U.S. Army.  

1. It is with a feeling of deep pleasure and pride that this headquarters take

this opportunity to commend you, your entire staff, and your entire enlisted organization, for the work accomplished in attaining the excellence towards beautification of Henri-Chapelle U.S. Military Cemetery in Belgium, that was necessary and evidenced at the first and unforgettable Memorial Day Service conducted there this past 30 May 1945.

2. It seems singularly fitting that your organization, which was the first Graves

Registration Company to work in that Cemetery, should be back from the forward war areas in time to immeasurably assist towards completing the beautification program which was scheduled for completion at the Cemetery before 30 May 1945.

3. It is but just and honest to admit that the beautification program would not 

have been met on schedule, without the cheerful, wholehearted and willing               cooperation displayed by your entire organization.

     4.  It is requested this commendation be brought to the attention of all of your command

       s/HENRY SHUMAKER







                   t/HENRY SHUMAKER








        Lt. Colonel, QMC








        Deputy Commander

Headquarters Channel Base Section

Com Zone, European Theater of Operations

Office of the Base Section Quartermaster

QM 330.13 






  APO 288,U.S. Army

SUBJECT:  Commendation                                                                 5 June 1945

To:  Commanding Officer, 603rd QM Graves Registration Co., 

       APO 228, U.S. Army.

        (THRU: Commanding Officer, 52nd QM Base Depot)


I wish to express at this time my personal gratitude for the splendid work accomplished by the 603rd QM Graves Registration Company in carrying out the beautification plans for the American Military Cemetery at Henri Chapelle, Belgium.


The cooperation and enthusiasm displayed on the part of the Officers and Enlisted Men of the 603rd QM Graves Registration Company in performing their duties, despite the adverse weather encountered and the readiness of the cemetery for the Memorial Day Service.


The beautiful appearance of the cemetery is truly an indication of the untiring efforts of the 603rd QM Graves Registration Company and warrants commendation.










           s/Charles A. Hoss








t/Charles A. Hoss








Colonel, QMC








Quartermaster

--1st Ind--


                                                                       
           RPN/nw

Headquarters, W-183, 52nd QM Base Depot, APO 288, US Army 7 June 1945
To: The Commanding Officer, 603rd QM Graves Registration Co.,  APO 228, US Army.


The Commanding Officer is gratified to read the superb commendation of the Base Quartermaster, Channel Base Section, and desires that it be communicated, upon receipt, to all personnel in your command at an appropriate formation.








        

               s/EDWARD L. WILSON








    t/EDWARD L. WILSON








   Colonel, QMC








   Commanding

Chapter I

THE CADRE

Outside of the 6th Regimental Headquarters at Camp Lee, Virginia, on January 24, 1943, the cadre of the 603 Quartermaster GR CO, was forming.  There were First Sergeant Maloney, S/Sgt. Peele, S/Sgt. Cannan, T/5 Gerald (Alamo) Dwyer, T/5 Gordon, Pvt. Joe Hurst, Charles Light, Ernest Webb, Show and Pezzot.  They were loaded on a truck and were taken to the railroad station at Petersburg.  At Hamlet, North Carolina, they had a short while and they all got off.  As they were walking down the street Pvt. Hurst started counting cadence and S/Sgt. Peele hit Hurst on the shoulder and said, “Look here, Jack, you’re no rookie.  You’re a cadreman now.”  And then on to Camp Sutton, NC.


Lt. Channing B. Rennie, Jr., came down to the tent the next morning just as they were getting up and then took them to the corner of Heath and Walkup Street where the Company Area was to be situated.  Lt. Cleon Wells and Lt. Harry Dubrov came on the 30th of January.  They were both just out of a special Graves Registration School and OCS class No. 11.  Then came Lt. Joe P. Falis and Lt. James L. Fleisher.  They were fresh from a 30-day course at the Cooks and Bakers School and OCS class No. 12.  Lt. Channing B. Rennie, Jr. was from OCS class No. 9 and had come from the 602nd Quartermaster Graves Registration Company located in Camp Sutton.


Camp Sutton was a Tent City.  The cadre put the tents up for the Company and ditched them and cleaned the area in general, while Cannan and Gordon set the kitchen up.  They drew bedding for the 160 men who were coming.  A new man was coming February 6th.  Sgt. Peele went down to the train station in Monroe to get him.  One soldier approached him when the train pulled in to ask the way to  Camp Sutton.  Peele slapped him on the back and said, “Jack, are you from Fort McClellan?”  “Yes, I am.”  “Well Jack, you are the fellow I am looking for!  Do you know where you are going or what you are in?”  “No, I don’t.”  “Well you are a Grave Digger now and I have 48 shovels in my supply room and one of them has your name on it.”  And Watt became a part of the 603.


About this time Sgt. Alcayde and Cpl.Ryall came over to be interviewed by Lt. Rennie.  Lt. Rennie explained the duties of the company to them and told them that they would both be promoted.  He asked them how they liked the idea.  Alcayde agreed that he would like it, but Cpl.Ryall said he would like a week to think it over.  Lt. Rennie told Ryall not to hesitate too long or the man might come in and the ratings would not be open.  Ryall went back to his unit and was asked how he got along.  Ryall said he told Lt. Rennie that he wanted a week to think it over....The reply was, “Hell, the thinking is already done, as far as the Army is concerned!  You are in the 603.”


Then T/5 Cragle arrived from the infantry; he came from maneuvers.  He met Lt. Rennie who told him what GR work was and he had a shock, but as he said to Sgt. Maloney, “I’d rather be in this than in the Infantry.  Cragle later said that he came into the Army with first degree flat feet, left the Infantry with second degree flat feet and would leave the Quartermaster with third degree flat feet.


Saturday a telegram came saying to expect 138 men on the train at 11 P.M., the 17th of February, from Camp Perry and Ft. Hayes in Ohio.

Chapter II

THE ROOKIES


There were the long envelopes for most of us from our draft boards, with Greetings, “You have been chosen by your friends and neighbors.”  Hell, most of us knew it was just a matter of time.  It was coming.  There were even some of us living on borrowed time, with deferments.


It was February 1943 when most of us of the 603 QM GR Co., were inducted into the service at either Ft. Hayes or Camp Perry, Ohio.  It was cold when we pulled in that afternoon, and before bed that night there was the physical.  One of the men turned to me and said, “If I had lost out on my physical it sure would have hurt.”  Later he told me that he guessed he was miserable because most of us had on our summer clothes and there weren’t any blankets.  It was so cold that I swear my socks froze.  At 0430 they got us up to eat.  That corporal thought that the sun got up before the chickens.  He would line us up for breakfast and then everybody would cut in ahead of us to eat.


That first day we got the routine shots, signed allotments and the usual things.  Then we went in to get our clothes.  I won’t forget stuffing all of my civilian clothes in that bag.  We were in a long line when all of a sudden some sergeant let out a bellow.  “Hey you!  What do you think you are doing?”  It was Kenneth Davis putting on his long-johns backwards.  I came out wearing my overcoat and that helmet liner.  I looked pretty sad in that uniform.  Boy, oh Boy, it was sad.


They got us up at 4 in the morning for KP and those Pfc’s chased us around as though they were four star generals.  That first KP wasn’t too bad even if they did work us until nine o’clock that night.  I just can’t help but remember the large quantity of food and all those beans.  Hell Fire!  I had a detail every day that I was there.  One day the corporal asked for a Utility detail.  I didn’t take long to learn not to volunteer for details.  There was a Lt. that told us always to ask for twice as much as you wanted in this man’s army...I’ll say we learned, “On the Double” and “Hurry Up and Wait.”  Why that first day we were there they kept us all waiting outside in the cold while they treated “Pop” for the crabs.


The next day we were in the gymnasium when they called out those to be shipped.  I held my breath, scared they would call my name.  I waited around all morning and finally they called mine.  I beat it back to the barracks for I was shipping.  The next morning around 4 they got us up, we got ready and waited around all day in the barracks and finally shipped out that night around eleven.


The train pulled out of Camp Perry at 4:30 A.M. with half of the men destined for the 603 QM GR Co., but we did not know our destination.  There was one man in the corner crying and there was Halem Haddad with his GI haircut smoking his cigar.  Kenneth Fox was telling Halderman about farm life and Halderman was telling him about wanting to be either a tank driver or a jeep driver.  Heil was telling about his dad being an Ace in the last war.  We lined up for chow and filed through the kitchen car, getting our food in paper plates.  Charlie Dwyer got out his papers to show me that he had been a Mess Sergeant in the CCC’s.  We could use one, for it was rough meal.  Joe Folio was there on the train to take the men over in a blackjack game.  A lot of us got acquainted playing cards and shooting crap.


I won’t forget John Sica telling fortunes with the cards.  We tried to make beds that night by taking off the backs of the seats, and some tried to sleep on the barracks bags.  That second night the MP’s came around and told us that we would be getting off soon.  It was then that we knew we would be stopping in Virginia or North Carolina.

Chapter III

CAMP SUTTON


At two o’clock in the morning we arrived in Monroe, N.C.  We piled off the train with all of our stuff and got into the waiting trucks.  When we got to the camp we piled off again and the non-coms told us to line up our barracks bags by the ditch and get our canteen cups out for coffee.  Robert McCullough fell over his bag into the ditch.  There was a lot of digging in bags to find the cups.  We all went in but John McLaughlin.  He was afraid to go in because he had a button off his blouse; he stayed out in the cold with Cragle and smoked cigarettes nervously.


Sgt. Maloney called the roll.  He had a hard time with some of the Polish names.  They would answer “Here” and Maloney would sound off with “Here, Sir!”  Then one Lieutenant said, “I’m Lt. Rennie.  I’m from Virginia and as far as I am concerned, you’re a bunch of Damn Yankees.”  When he said we were in Graves Registration I thought he was joking, but he wasn’t.  I was ready to leave right then, for to me it meant digging graves.  He went on to say that there were a lot of good ratings in the company and in general painted a rosy picture with the promise of furloughs within a few weeks.  He asked for men who could do this or that and Charlie Dwyer could do them all.


They routed us out for our first formation the next morning at nine o’clock.  Everybody fell out but Lachappell; finally he came dashing around the corner looking like Kaiser Wilhelm himself.  He was dressed in his long over coat and his steel helmet without the helmet liner.  Lt. Rennie reamed him and told him the proper way to fall out.


We were all washing up and the Captain who brought us down was taking a shower, when Sgt. Peele came into the latrine.  When he saw a man taking a shower he stuck his head in and said, “Look here, Jack, you don’t take showers around here until after duty hours.”  Then he looked up and noticed the Captain bars.


We learned that night that we would be on parade Saturday, and Lt. Rennie said that people would expert us to be just about perfect.  So, until Saturday, about all that we did was drill, drill, and drill.  Saturday came and we marched in our first dress parade for Col. Wheeler, the Post Commander.  I remember one unit came on the field and they did a right oblique and I could not figure how they did it.  We were doing our best and everybody said that we did splendid.  Actually we never did drill that well again.


Monday morning we started on our first phase of basic training.  We marched out on the drill field to do more drilling.  The ground was covered with snow most of the time and I had a hard time keeping my mind on it because I was cold.  It was left face, right face, about face, and forward march over and over again.  We had two borrowed sergeants from the 8th Engineers to help instruct us.  I couldn’t understand Alcayde, and Peele was about as bad with “to the Ript’ach.”  He would crawl me every time for taking such long steps, it just seemed that I couldn’t keep my feet straight.  The Officers lost their voices drilling us.


The first few days it seemed that the whistles were blowing all the time.  Formations and more formations.  At one of them Lt. Rennie asked who could blow a bugle and Carolyne was appointed because he had had a little music before.  I don’t know what it was, but you should have heard him out in the field practicing.  Finally he blew for retreat.  We were all standing at attention and he was doing a pretty good job until that high note and he went sour.  He stopped and said “Aw...”  It was too much, Halderman just laughed and as a result took a turn in the kitchen after super.  It was always the kitchen after supper for punishment.  Limpose spent most of his time there.


I did hate to hear the bugle blow for reveille at six in the morning.  I only liked the bugle when for Chow.  Back to drill field again to learn the manual of arms.  Weyrick and a few others just could not manage to learn it.  Lt. Falis took them over and after quite a while Weyrick said, “Lt. Falis, I can’t get this, I’m too dumb.”


While out drilling one afternoon Sgt. Tamborini came over to see Lt. Rennie who used to be in his old outfit.  It wasn’t long before he was transferred to us.  About this same time Lt. Baldridge joined the company.  Lt. Baldridge had a trick knee and he did not take many hikes, but when he did, Brother, he did.


We went out to the rifle range at Pageland for our first bivouac and to fire for familiarization, with the old Enfield rifle.  It was the first time I had ever fired a rifle and I was scared.  The rifle was so heavy that all I hit was the dirt in front of the target.  That night we built a bonfire and sat around it and sang.


Cragle was in charge of the motor pool because he had been in the motor pool in his old outfit.  When we got orders to pick our trucks up at Ft. Jackson, he formed a convoy and went for them.  Mail call was the thing I liked.  Sgt. Maloney was the mail clerk for the first two weeks but then they made Kitcko the mail orderly because he had been one in his company in the CCC’s  He wasn’t one long because he could not file.  They made Bailey the mail orderly.


Cannan was the mess sergeant and Gordon was one of the cooks.  Gordon was on shift the day we got fresh asparagus.  Johnson told him that he should cook the tops of the asparagus and throw away the bottoms but Gordon was sure you cooked the bottoms.


The drilling was progressing, but there were some that just did not take to drilling besides, Willie, Pezzot, Webb, and Snow would all come if you called one of them and all of them would have a hammer hanging out of their pockets.  It got so that we called them the three musketeers.  Willie did not like drilling either but he bore it.  Sgt. Maloney would have everybody change steps but Willie....


The day for tryout for sergeants came.  All were to get a chance to drill.  My time came but when I got out there I was scared and my feet got all mixed up.  It wasn’t long before I had half of the men going one way and half going the other way.  This was when Logan, Gayar and Witherspoon missed Retreat.  They were dressed ten minutes early, but they got to listening to the Lone Ranger and missed it.  In a few minutes Lt. Rennie walked into the tent, took a look around and said four fast words: “Report to the kitchen.”


We were called back to the company area one afternoon and told to fall out and fall in again, in raincoats and with a spoon.  Back out and line up to pass through the latrine for inspection by Capt. Burke when tear gas was released in the company area.  We madly scrambled for gas masks and clothing.  It even caught the office crew flatfooted.  Some of the men with sensitive skins went to the hospital for treatment as a result of the gas.


Lt. Dubrov was teaching the Supply school about his Dad’s grocery store and the history of his automobiles.  There was one Oldsmobile that would go 110 miles per hour on level ground.  He picked on Rinella because he was the most bashful one in the class.  One day after Supply school, Householder ran into Johnson and Bekierski.  they started shooting him a line about how nice the kitchen work was and convinced him to ask for a transfer.  The next day Lt. Rennie told him he would be the company baker.  Herbie was pretty bad at first, but by degrees the men quit cussing for he was getting pretty good.  Then Lt. Rennie put Herbie out in the field again.  


The kitchen crew would stand in the window during retreat and make faces at us.  Johnson was one of the main ones.  I was glad when Lt. Rennie finally let him out of the kitchen.  Right after retreat we had supper.  The officers had a table at one end of the mess hall and Pezzot was their dog robber.  While eating one night, Light, who was high went up to Lt. Rennie and brought his fist down on the table and said, “I’m being -----ed!”


We had four weeks of that beginning basic before our Technical training.  We had a formation to find out the classes we had been assigned to attend.  Names for the Motor School, the Supply School, Clerks School and Utilities were called out, leaving Bekierski and Earl Johnson just standing there.  Johnson said, “What about us?”  Lt. Rennie said, “Oh yes, I nearly forgot to tell you, you are going to be in the kitchen.”


One day we were practicing backing up to a loading platform represented by a 21/2-ton truck.  It came Rosa’s turn.  He was supposed to go forward but the truck was in reverse.  He hit the loading platform with a bang.”  That was the last of Rosa in the Motor Pool.


Hurst used to keep us out of the tent on cold mornings until some driver would tell him off.  Hurst was the dispatcher and Rust was the 21/2 truck driver.  One morning Rust threw gas in the stove to build a fire; the resulting blaze caught the tent on fire.  We ran for the fire extinguishers.  Every time I would squirt the fire with fluid the fire would jump fifty feet into the air;  the rest of the men would get the fire down, but when I tried to help, it sprang up again.  There was gasoline in the fire extinguisher I was using.


Capt. Burke was the Camp doctor and he believed in keeping the number treated to a minimum.  He thought it was a sign of a good dispensary.  When a man came in for sick call he would look at him and say “What’s wrong with you?”  The castor oil was taken freely in that dispensary. Capt. Burke said that the less time he had to spend with sick call, the more time that he would have to shoot crap.  The dice seemed to be in motion all the time.  One day around noon Krupp shooting crap with Capt. Burke, had won $55.00.  Noon came, he kept playing and he lost.  For awhile we called him “55 dollar Krupp.”


We had our first mascot, a little black puppy.  We named her Tombstone, but it wasn’t long before we lost her the MP’s took her.  $40 dollar John,” got his nickname about this time.  After payday he shot crap with some of the 8th Engineers and lost all of his 40 dollars...Then “Bubbles” took off a couple of days without permission and Paul Morris took his place as Mess Sergeant.  Things in general were running pretty smooth and we were the apple of the 19th QM Bn. Headquarters eye.


It was about this period when Lt. Dubrov got some of the men out of bed and gave them calisthenics.  They bitched so much that he gave them close order drill also.  Finally he let them go to bed only to get them up again, to give them a little double time for bitching.  Lt. Dubrov was famous for those afternoon lectures on burial of the dead.  He would march out to the woods, post guards and ask for bitches.  We’d bitch and shoot the bull all afternoon.  I remember on of the hikes Lt. Dubrov told Westlake he would race platoons the rest of the way to camp.  Then when Westlake’s  platoon won, Lt. Dubrov chewed him for running.  When the company was quarantined for measles all the officers disappeared every night except Lt. Dubrov who brought us eats from the PX.


We went into our third phase of basic training it was combination of the other two.  There was calisthenics one day, the obstacle course the next day and some sketching out in the field.  We last saw Hallis about this time and he was later killed in a truck accident in Mississippi.  Heil was back long enough to be famous for the way he stood Saturday morning inspection.  He just dumped everything on the bed and said if  they wanted to see it they can look for it, it was all damn foolishness anyway.  Then he went AWOL.  Cragle was sent after him and on the way back he jumped the train.  A week later Butte went to bring him back.  Then just before Easter he flew the coop again.  This time Kidney went to Ft. Knox, Kentucky, to bring him back.  Just couldn’t keep him.


The week before the ratings were handed out all the men went around saying they would not wear the stripes if they had them, but when they were given out those that got them could not get to town fast enough to have them sewed on.  The men with the loudest voices were the ones who made the grade.  Lt. Fleisher warned them that such rapid rising was unheard of in the army as quickly as they had been given.


About this time Lt. Baldridge left.  The night before he left, he gave his farewell speech on his favorite subject “Women.”


We built up to MTP for three weeks, with this going to happen on the test and that going to happen.  The night before the test the company was rearranged and the platoon sergeants were told that they had to know their men alphabetically by rank and by section the next morning.  Morning arrived and the formation was held; all went well until Westlake called one man’s name and he answered from another platoon.  Then we started out for the bivouac area at the same time.  We had classes in our different subjects.  One of the judging officers told Lt. Falis to stop prompting the men.  At the First Aid class, Capt. Burke asked the question, “If a man had a sunstroke and you had a bucket of water would you throw it on him?”  One of the men answered “Yes.”  The draftsmen laid out cemeteries.  There was some extended order drill and then calisthenics.  That was sad.  Lt. Rennie really snafued.  He stopped the company in the middle of an exercise and said, “You’re mixing me up?”  There was gas in the area that night and a mad scramble for gas masks.  That was MTP, but for the repercussions.  The mess and the administration had failed miserably.  The company was restricted for three days as punishment.


We were having company beer parties, and that is how Alamo got his nick name.  He could tell the wildest lies.  There he was telling us about being the last man to leave the Alamo, fighting with arrows stuck in his back but still fighting.  Riding on his white charger he fought and was the last man to leave the Alamo.  Alamo was a character.  One night out on a binge he found a little police dog, just right for a mascot.  He picked her up and kept right on drinking beer.  He got his hands mixed up and tried to drink the pup but just in time the damn pup took proper shape.  Morning found us with Tombstone, the company mascot, none the worse for the binge.


Ten Eyck just refused to bathe until one day we took him into the shower and gave him a GI bath with a GI brush.  He came clean but to have kept him that way would have meant to repeat performance just about every day.  That was some latrine, you just could not clean the mirrors for Saturday inspection and the latrine orderly was doomed for a restriction.  Until Earl Johnson decided to tackle them just as the inspecting party arrived.  After that the mirrors weren’t such joykillers.


Bankard was a prize problem.  On a spot inspection he borrowed Willie Weyrick’s things to replace his.  It didn’t bother him that he was caught.  He was always goofing off and being put in the kitchen.  It was no cure since he liked the kitchen when food was plentiful.  Then the night Danny Smith took off, Bankard had to sleep in his bed.  Bankard was just the prize; he couldn’t seem to do anything right.   He was even in restriction when his Mother came down to see him.


One afternoon at Retreat Lt. Rennie introduced to the company four new officers Lt. Hull, Miller, Milton, and Schaeffer.  They sure did look young.  Lt. Hull looked as though he wasn’t even twenty- he wasn’t!  That night in the showers we really had a topic.  We’d heard about those ninety day wonders and boy we thought we had gotten four dillies.  Supel said, “If you ask me they look like my little brothers.”  The next day Lt. Dubrov went in to tell Sgt. Peele to draw supplies for the four new officers.  He said, “My God, have we got to train four more officers?”  Lt. Dubrov said, “Just what in the hell do you mean by that?” Peele said, “What in the hell did you know when you got here?”


Our obstacle course was run for speed and we were timed.  First run up a ramp and jump off, it was a 15 foot jump into the sawdust pit.  Under a log, through some pipes, swing across a ditch, up a rope ladder and jump to make the ten foot wall, jump ditch, then hand over hand up the rope to the top of the fifteen foot wall and down the rope on the other side, walk the log and then the zig zag run to the finish.  Mike McCann and Carl Shim ran it the fastest.


We have been working up to that first big hike, finally it came.  We rode out to the rifle range at Pageland and did some firing.  There was a PX near where we pitched our tents and the juke box was playing, “Pistol Packing Mamma.”  We were not to start the hike until the night because it was so confounded hot.  Finally around six o’clock we all lined up to start and Lt. Falis told us that he had just made first Lt.  Those first few hours were not so bad, but then it started raining.  We walked with water as much as six inches deep on the road.  We couldn’t walk fast enough into the driving rain but when it stopped everybody quit singing and started bitching.  Every time we would clear the top of a hill there was that light on the water tower by our tent area.  It looked just a little way off and we would walk a few more hours.  That last stop just out of camp men slept where they sat but they all got up and walked that long hill to the finish.  The bed felt plenty good, I’m telling you.


That second long hike was rolling around.  Some of the men rolled No. 10 cans in their packs instead of the usual equipment, and some carried beer in their canteens.  We started and Peele with us, moaning because he had to go.  That first stretch to Wingate was not so bad, but from Wingate on the pace got faster.  Moffitt would doze off as he walked and give Lt. Falis a jab with the guideon.  The accordion motion and the connecting files got further apart; the men began to call for a break.  It was hot and Folio was offering to carry anybody’s pack for some water.  Sgt. Maloney kept saying it is not much farther.  Lt. Wells said he was going to take us on in without a break.  Lt. Milton and Lt. Miller said they were going no further than the turnoff for the break was overdue.  We stopped and Lt. Wells announced that all the men who rode in on the truck would be punished.  Also something about separating the men from the boys.  We got in around four in the morning and they told us we could have the next day off, but all sorts of legal excuses, even to taking a furlough.


During one of the breaks on the hike Grince had fallen asleep and we marched off and left him without missing him.  He woke the next morning and walked in to the gate.  He called for the company to send to the gate after him but the officer told him to walk back.  When he got back to the tent, he threw his pack against the side of the tent and said, “Tell those damned officers that I am back.”


The company caught the ration breakdown detail.  Lt. Miller had charge of it and Morris was his sergeant.  That was a good deal, they had lots to eat and that is all they did, course we ate better too.  We had so much food that at inspection time we had to hide some of it in one of the empty tents.  Kidney and DeLaurentis went to swimming school.  Lt. Wells and Alamo Dwyer jumped the bridge into the creek on the way to town to meet the train that Lt. Wells’ wife was coming on.  Alamo went to the hospital for awhile from that.  Paccasassi returned from the hospital, having missed all of basic training.


A lot of the men were leaving us.  We lost “3.2 Camel.”  Then we lost Rust; he put on his starving act.  We lost Pezzot, the officers’ orderly.  Regrut went to gunnery school and Bailey went to be a pilot.  We lost some more to ASTP.  Lt. Fleisher went to the Air Corps and Lt. Hull went to the 236 Salvage Collecting Company.


We were alerted to move to Camp Toccoa, Georgia.  We got up before day and got ready to go.  We ate outside the mess hall so that it would be clean when we left.  We formed in the convoy and pulled out just as it was light.

Chapter IV

KISKA, HERE WE COME


We pulled into Camp Toccoa in the late afternoon and the band was playing to greet us.  It was a paratrooper camp and the 516, 517, 518 Paratrooper Regiments were in training.  Lt. Dubrov was there to meet us and show us to our barracks.  After living in the tents, it was something to live in barracks.  We had a mess hall and we ate out of plates for the first time in the army...The next morning we found out that we did not need any bugler to wake us, for the paratroopers going by counting cadence would wake us in time for reveille.  They were pretty cocky running around hollering 1, 2, 3, 4, Airborne.  Soon we counted cadence 1, 2, 3, 4, GR... About the third day there the rest of the men left on furloughs.  Lt. Rennie told them that they might be called back.  It was at this time that everybody called us the Grave Diggers.  When people would ask some of the men what the GR stood for they would say, Government Records, and jokingly we would say Girl Reserve. 


We had a little trouble with the Paratroopers about going to the show, we told them if we couldn’t use the show because it was in their area, they could not use the PX because it was in our area.  Gordon and Folio coming out of the show and Paratroopers surrounded them when they saw the 2nd Army patches.  Gordon swore that he was only attached to the 2nd Army and not a part of it...  One night at the PX it started, the free-for-all, in our company street.  The MP’s were swallowed up in the mob.  Our Lt.’s came out and ordered us into the barracks.  Bankard was on top of the barracks and fell through the hole for the stove pipe.  One of the men was blackjacked.  Then it quieted down and we got along with them after that,


Sgt. Boies was in Toccoa getting a haircut and a barber asked him his outfit.  Sgt. Boies told him and he said he’d heard we were shipping overseas.  The orders came and they called for one officer to precede the company by air to the Seattle Port of Embarkation.  Lt. Wells left on the 7th of August for Atlanta to catch a plane.


We lost George Rich, Joseph Richards, Matthew Meecha, Charles Light and Joseph Skornick.  Then we lost Lt. Irven Millisor who had just been assigned to the company a short time before.  Lt. Rex M. Schaeffer was also transferred.


On the morning of the 10th of August all of us fell out in the Company Street for a last formation under 2nd Army.  Col. Morrow was there to talk to us and wish us luck.  The usual parting speech about the good work we had done with them, and the good spirit of the unit.  We loaded on the trucks and drove into Toccoa.  Some of the men’s wives had come to see the men off in spite of what Lt. Rennie had said about sending them home.  We were all feeling good when we pulled out, heading for Atlanta.  


We knew we were going to have a stopover in St. Louis, and Lt. Rennie decided to let all of us off for a bath.  We got off and marched to the USO only to find the showers broken.  Some of the men went to the YMCA for a bath but most of them headed for a bar.  At one of the bars Hujer threw a stool for Long to catch but Long did not see it coming.  At another bar Supel was eating watermelon and drinking beer.  But at the appointed time everybody began to show up, but plastered.  Schrock was having a hard time keeping the watermelon and his balance.  Some of them had to be carried onto the train.  The soupier ones caught KP on the train the next day.


The train pulled into Seattle in the morning of August 15th.  There were a lot of high ranking officers waiting to take over when we landed.  The men and officers were loaded on trucks and we had a siren convoy through a restricted area.  I looked at the town and wondered if I would be able to get in to see it before we shipped out.  Had a nice mess hall, which fed thousands.  I think they tried to set a new record in serving each time.  It was after our first meal that we heard about the beer tavern on the hill just above the WAAC’s quarters.  Some of the men made for the tavern on the hill and some of the men made for the WAAC’s.


The late men coming back from furlough arrived at Camp Toccoa, after the company had pulled out.  They had reported in the 19th QM BN. headquarters.  There were Adkins, Folio, Hamilton, D.A. Smith, Hurst, and Patrons.  Col. Morrow made Folio acting corporal.  Folio said that he was Pfc. now and acting corporal but would be a private when he got to Seattle.  He was right.


There was one pass to town and everybody spent all the money they had, as though they would never have another chance to spend any money.  Folio shaved his head but for a strip down the center.  Everybody bought supplies to last them for the next few months in the Aleutians.


The service records had an entry made of foreign service, and all of the men made out allotments, power of attorney and wills.  We lost Sgt. Arthur H. Vachon, Pfc. Gus Flesor, Pfc. Stanley, Soja, Pvt. Jackson K. Riley and Lester Murphy.  We thought we were going to lose some of the top non-coms because of the bad teeth but they sat in the dentist chair the better part of the day.  To come up to company strength we gained Ralph E. Hammell, Joseph Lehr, Robert Riesterer, William Sample, and Walter Semanick.  Charlie Dwyer was made Mess Sergeant and we were ready to ship out.


The company baggage was loaded on the ship in the morning and the troops were to load in the afternoon.  That day we learned that Kiska had fallen without the loss of a life.  Around noon Lt. Rennie called us out and told that our shipping orders had been canceled.  I felt half relieved and half cheated.  He said those not on detail assigned to getting our equipment off of the ship could take off on pass if they wanted to... That was a fatal night for some of the officers.  Lt. Falis got seasick and Lt. Rennie tried to pick up both feet at the same time to take his trousers off.  Sgt. Wylie fell and broke his collar bone, and Supel got locked up for looking rough.


Then we heard from Ohio that the 603rd was just back from Kiska.  Yep we had made it as the story goes but they had not needed us and had sent us back.  (This or some similar version.)

Chapter V

FT. LEWIS

Lt. Falis was the advance officer to Ft. Lewis to arrange for the arrival of the company.  Then on the 5th of September we motored down from Ft. Lawton to Ft. Lewis.  (It seemed that we always moved on weekends.)  We pulled into the Camp Murray section of Ft. Lewis at 1530 to our area on Grant and 6th street.  There were not many troops in this section of the Fort.  It was a brand new area and the buildings were all painted a “goose turd,” green color.  Our area was well situated.  The Service Club was just across the street, the bus station in the next block, two movies within a block and the PX just down the street a few hundred yards...


The next day we started straightening up the place, putting the loose rocks around the barracks and making walkways.  The carpenters, Brant, Matesick, and Weyrick, were kept busy.  We even made a fancy stone design to mark our Mess Hall as the 603rd.  Right across the street was the 519 Ambulance Co., of the 432 Ambulance Battalion.  They thought that we had just come back from Alaska.  One of the first things that Lt. Rennie did was to find out if the company could have furloughs.  The company went in two parts, 50% each time...There was a reserved day coach for the Company and we had a big time but it was a long ride, three days and four nights each way.  When we got back the camp looked pretty good, for we were all beat and tired.


Lt. Rennie bought and old Chevrolet and Lt. Dubrov bought another old broken-down car.  Willie Weyrick and Sgt. Boies were working on them a lot to keep them running.  Nearly every morning it was foggy but the OD could be sure of one thing at reveille and that was that Varner would be the first one out.  The company across the street held  reveille minus the men without the OD finding out about it because the fog was so thick.  The fog is thicker and more consistent than the fog in London.  That is what people in Tacoma told me.


When the fog cleared away you could see Mt. Rainer rising up from its foothills.  It was beautiful to see it rising into the sky, snow-capped.  At sunset the picture it made was unforgettable.  We made two trips up to the snow on Mt. Rainer; the first one was unsuccessful because of the weather.  The second trip the weather was nice.  We all fought in the snow and a group of us rolled a huge snowball.  The snowball got so large that we could not even move it, and we were warm from playing so much.  We went down to the lodge to eat.  There were some raccoons playing outside that we fed before we went in to eat and buy souvenirs.


Halloween night, Alex and Householder decided it was a good idea to scare the guard.  They started and on the way they met Palcos and asked him to come along.  They ran around back of the motor pool to scare the guard.  Gordon would flash on his light and holler for the Corporal of the guard.  It took the corporal ten minutes to come but he could not find them.  His shift was soon up and Freed came on post,  As soon as things quieted down they started to work on Freed.  Freed knew that Tamborini and Lt. Wells were there to catch them so he hollered “Halt!”  God damn it, Halt,” Palcos and Householder ran one way and Alex ran the other way.  They caught Palcos and Householder, who began the next day to dig the grease pit in the Motor Pool.  Next day they were put to helping Carolyne rake the stones off the drill field.  They stopped work and decided to hold a funeral for their Pfc. stripes.  First they dug a hole in the center of the field, and right in the middle of the funeral who should they see watching but Lt. Rennie.  That night they had to carry a bag of rocks around the barracks for three hours after supper, the current method of company punishment.


There were dances in Auburn that we went to in the ambulances with the company across the street.  There was a small orchestra that played while we danced in the Japanese church.  Watt met his fiancée here in this little town and then there was Bridget.


Those barracks sure were the thing but it did not always pay to go out at night.  You could not be sure in what condition you would find your bed at the time you came back from town.  Adkins found his bed tied up to the ceiling one night.  The usual thing was to put footlockers in the beds.  Not all of it was bad, out friends put barracks bags in the beds when we were late coming in to make it look full for bed check.


Each day there were new problems simulating battle conditions.  Some of them came off well and some of them were strictly SNAFU.  There was one where half of the company tried to rout out the other half of the company defending the hill.  The hill eventually fell but at a tremendous loss to the attackers.  It was hard for all of the men to simulate the battle conditions.  It was just about impossible to kill Kidney and Jennings.  Lt. Falis ruined another when he accidentally set off a charge to blow a bridge before the problem started.  Then Tombstone was entirely too friendly with both sides, she would give away the position of the ambusheres.  There were problems trying to simulate the GR problems that we might run into in the field.  There were the problems of finding the dead.  First we used part of the company to be the dead but when they were missed they would rise up and say “Hey, you missed me.”  This would not do.  Then logs were substituted for men but the men all took it as too much of a joke.


There were the problems of staking our cemeteries and other problems on sketching.  We sketched all of our part of Camp Murry and some of the  sketches were used on problems.  There was the famous night problem when part of the company was to take an island that the other part was defending. The blackening of the faces and the march out through the woods at night was hellish, wading through the water to get to the island to defend it.  Each one of us had our share of the tomatoes, which we used as hand grenades (though each tried to score a direct hit of the person).  We got all set on the island and then the enemy would come.  You could hear Cragle a mile away, his cackle carried like a bugle call.


Then we started Judo classes, which were held in the barracks back of our area.  Alex did a lot of instructing here, he could tie you in a knot quick.  Had to stop it for too many of the boys were going to the hospital.  Kines just didn’t know his strength, and he took it seriously.  One day we had a free-for-all but Lt. Milton did not even know it for we were always tossing each other around.


The PX was just down the street and each night the 603 held forth to the last drop.  Rosa would beat the juke box every time it played a piece he did not like.  The Dead End kids tried to remodel  the place.  They would get plastered and poke all of the windows out.  Red worked there.  She took up with some of the men and the men took up with her car.  Drinking parties were also carried on in the barracks... One night Tass got the idea to knock out the lights in the barracks.  Alamo cooperated by turning them on so that Tass would not miss any.  Then we had to steal light bulbs from all over camp to get replacements...Another night after killing a bottle of Scotch, it was decided that a funeral procession would be held to bury the  bottle.  Sgt. Boies played, with a slight jive swing, as the funeral procession weaved to the garbage can to bury the bottle.

There was a formation to present Sgt. Alcayde with the Legion of Merit for the work he had done laying out the desert training center for General Patton in 1942.  Took a lot of pictures when it was over.


Tombstone caught pneumonia.  Took her to the Post Veterinarian who treated her and told Carolyne how to treat her.  It was just too much for her, she died one night in the small hours of the morning.  We made a box for her and buried her in the Mascot Cemetery at Ft. Lewis proper.  It was just when the Physical Fitness test ended.  Missed her and her awkwardness.  She never did learn what to do with her big feet.  Dwyer used to put her in Peele’s bed every time Peele went on pass.  She never missed a chow call...Later we got Algae for a mascot.  She was a rat terrier and  plenty black.  Used to take pictures of her in an overshoe.  Supel and Cragle were her keepers along with Carolyne.  She had her box by the stove and stood each Saturday morning inspection with the rest of the men.


At our beer parties we had our company shows.  They were cooked up pretty strong for Lt. Dubrov and Capt. Rennie.  Charlie acted the part of  the first sergeant at one of them.  Halderman and Hammond sang.  Wasley played his violin.  We had a chorus of the main non-coms.  They had mops for wigs, they wore heavy makeup and with two helmets liners for breasts they were something.  Then there were the jokes of Sgt. Maloney and Sgt. Krupp.  It was the time when everybody celebrated and became inebriated.  Allshouse turned to Lt. Miller and said when asked where he was going, “I think I’m going to puke, sir.”


Then we started having preparations for the physical fitness test.  There were the dashes and the forced marches.  We were always having hikes.  Joe P. took us on one and we were supposed to be back for supper but Lt. Falis took a turn too late and we were an hour late in getting back.  There was that fast hike that Lt. Milton took us on through the woods.  A new platoon led it for each hour, with each one trying to outdo the one the hour before.  It was a rat race.  We passed the Engineers and they wanted to know if it was a practice march for the physical fitness.  One of the men said no we’ve been at this for three hours.  They nearly fell in the water.


Christmas came, Christmas in the Army.  We had a big dinner and a beer party.  Everybody exchanged small presents.  Cragle played Santa Claus and gave out the presents.  Robert McCullough got a big package wrapped in toilet paper, it took him a long time to get it undone and when he did there were two packs of------.  We got a lot of laughs out of the different gifts.  Sgt. Ryall got an Esquire calendar.  All of the gifts were like that.


Some of the men in the unit had girls in town and they told them their Aliases.  One day in the Orderly Room there was a call for Jack Taylor and Tommy Bell.  Lt. Milton told her there were no men in the organization by that name.  Just then Tamborini came in and said pointing to himself, “Me.”  He answered and explained to the girl that the Lieutenant was just a new on and did not know all of the men.  After that the company was more careful in saying no we don’t have him, to young women.


Dennis used to snore something awful at night.  One of the men got mad one night and stuffed one of his dirty socks in his mouth.  Another night we told Supel that Kidney had short sheeted him, and it made him so mad that he threw a bucket of water on Kidney’s bed.  Life in the barracks was never quiet.  Carducci talking about sharp zoot suits and Dials walking like a cowboy and simulating pulling a gun.  Charles Phillips was always catching the coal detail and all of the men kidded him about “Roading Troal.”  At an inspection, the inspector asked him what he did in the company and he said he “Roaded Troal.”



The air ground test came up early in January.  Capt. Rennie decided that we ought to eat “C” rations to get used to them so that when we got into combat we would not mind.  On the way out to the area the planes dropped bags of flour on us to simulate bombing, because the company was slow in identifying itself.  Capt. Rennie got sick as usual.  The first thing we did when we got to the bivouac area for the air ground test was dig foxholes.  It was rocky and sandy so most of the holes were wider than they were deep.  Grealis told Lt. Dubrov to dig his own __ing foxhole.  It started raining.  Everybody was wet to the skin.  At first there were to be no fires but the fires were built anyway.  Laker and Haddad pitched their tent under a pine tree and then they started a fire in front of it.  The tree caught on fire and there was Haddad calmly taking his tent down under the blazing tree.  Men sat around fires and tried to stay dry and warm.  Blagg would say to Palcos in front of Dubrov, “Go ahead, Louise, and tell him what you think about him.”  The next morning it was still raining.  The problem was SNAFU.


The physical fitness test came next.  It was nearer an ordeal than a test.  Starting that morning right after breakfast.  No food was served for breakfast.  We reported to the main fort to the cemetery where the test would be held.  We went in shifts, leaving the officers for the last.  For they would have to go from the exercises to the hike without a break.  Capt. Rennie caught the grip again.  We started off with thirty-three push-ups, got up and ran 150 yards, then 11 burpees in 20 seconds, piggy back for 75 yards, to creep and crawl all in short time.  Get up, put on your full field equipment and start the four mile hike in 50 minutes.  It was grueling and by the time that I was creeping I was so dammed tired I just didn’t think I could start on that march.  Lt. Miller had a bottle of smelling salts and that helped a lot of us to start.  Some said the first thing they remember was they were walking and they did not remember starting.  Lt. Milton was pacing it up front, and when we hit the mile mark we were a little slow.  It did not seem possible to go any faster.  Finally after a dozen hills, it seemed, we saw the sign for the end and we practically ran over the finish line.  The judges said they had never seen a better finish in all of the groups they had judged.  We finished in 48 minutes.  Our total was the second highest that the post had ever had.  


We were alerted for overseas shipment.  Lost Coborrubias and Masley.  There were show- downs every day, turn in clothing.  Then another inspection and turn in more clothes.  everyone hollering, dry run, dry run..  Turning in company equipment and trucks.  Capt. Rennie hollering to send your wives home, but the wives had a mind of their own,  The morning of the 26th of January we were up early and ready to go.

Chapter VI

Overseas


We arrived at the train siding and had to wait while a box car was reloaded.  We loaded on the Pullmans and pulled out around 10 o’clock for Tacoma.  The train trips were all alike, sightseeing and playing cards.  Poker games flourished with Wells and Rosa winning.  Rosa got on the train with nine cents and won enough on the trip to pay off all his debts and have money to spend when he finally got off.  The bull sessions flourished with Hurst having his say.  Hurst repeated again that he used to make 400 sandwiches in an hour.  The miles rolled past fast, heading all the time for Ohio.  We’re going through Ohio?  Maybe we’ll hit my hometown.  We got to the border within seeing distance of Ohio and shot north into Canada.  It was Canada and that was fuel for the bull sessions as to whether or not it entitled us to wear the American defense ribbon.


We pulled into Camp Myles Standish around 1030 on the 31st of January.  Into a railroad siding where the canned music came over the loud speaker system.  There was a Lieutenant to take us to our area.  He said it was just a little ways and we’d walk it.  It was like so much ______?  It was a mile.  There were three barracks for the men and one for the Orderly room and Supply.  The mess was a consolidated one.  It was crowded and the food was rotten.


There were phone booths by the PX near a big recreation building.  All of the men could make phone calls home, but were not supposed to say where they were.  It wasn’t strange that so many wives began to turn up in nearby towns.


Censorship began and our first shot at having our mail read.  Lt. Milton was the Censor Officer and some of those letters were pretty hokey.  The pointed statements about not being able to tell where they were but the Boston Baked Beans were wonderful or something to that effect.


Watt, Gordon and Freed were given a pass to go home for a few hours because they lived very close.  They had to make it back on time or else Sgt. Maloney and Alamo would not be able to get a pass home.  Capt. Rennie and Lt. Falis took off for New York, not relatives, just a good time.  They all came back on the train together.  Freed was in the station eating a sausage sandwich.  When they got back to Taunton, Capt. Rennie said, “You take care of it, Joe, I’m broke.”  So was Joe, so Watt had to pay..... Everybody got back in time but Maloney and Alamo were not allowed passes, some petty punishment.


The majority of the men got passes to Providence and Boston.  Drank all the liquor that they could find and came back to camp.  After such a night, the Reveille as usual found all out.  Sgt. McCullum dressed right on a tree and Sgt. Blagg counted the tree, reporting all present.  Another man appeared from the barracks.  Where do you belong?  I belong where the tree is, he said.  Kines held down by the men when he said he was a colonel.  


We lost Woodruff and Bankerd.  They were both sick in the hospital.  Grace and Burkett were the replacements that joined us.


We arrived at the railroad siding to entrain but the trains had not arrived.  We had to stand in the cold and it was snowing.  About an hour later the train arrived and we boarded it with our bags.  On each coach there was a box of bag lunches.  We ate on the train.  There were a couple of sandwiches, an orange and some hard candy in each bag.  It was only a short ride to the Boston POE.  We pulled up alongside some warehouses and unloaded there right by the boat.


The Red Cross gave us doughnuts and hot coffee.  The band played “Over There.”  The line moved slowly up the gangplank; it was hard carrying the equipment.  Alex was still hollering, Dry Run, Dry Run.  We carried our things up two decks.  We all got into what had once been the ball room.  We were crowed in like sardines and none of the officers could make up their minds how we ought to be placed.  There were bunks in tiers on four with little room for barracks bags.  We solved the barracks bag problem by tying them up to the rafters.


There were a lot of other troops on the ship of the 30th Inf. Div.  Their General was on the boat, General Hobbs.  Our ship had been built in Germany as was the sister ship of the Gripsholm.  It had been a Swedish liner named Kunsholm but had been renamed the USS John Erickson.  The sailors told us she could outrun a submarine.  She had been in the African invasion and in countless other convoys.


We did not pull out until the next day.  On 12 February 1944 we sailed out of Boston Harbor headed for England.  We were just one of many ships in the convoy.  The Brazil was on our right.  We were practically in coffin corner as it was called.  There were two aircraft carriers in the convoy, one of them had planes lashed down on the decks.  Some of the men got seasick before the ship even began to move and, we were no sooner on deck than Boies fed the fish.  Some of them were so sick they wished they were dead, they said.  One said that everything was going up and nothing down.  Folio, Carolyne, Long, Alamo and a lot of the others were really sick.


We found out the next morning that we would have to put our duffel bag in our bunk and make it up for a daily inspection.  All of us were bitching, for the duffel bags were in the bunks more than we were.  They made us get out of the bed and go on deck.  Some of us were OK after a few days but some of them were sick all the way over.

The officers stood guard in the compartments day and night, just to be on hand at any time in case of emergency.  The officers stayed and ate in another part of the ship.  That first day they told us that at dinner Lt. Miller and Lt. Wells were very hearty eaters.  Lt. Falis was not feeling up to eating but he was not leaving.  Pass that and pass this from the other two until finally Lt. Falis said, “Don’t be so dammed nonchalant about it.”


We ate down in the hold of the ship and the lines were miles long.  One day we got lost in one of  the turns and lost our chow.  The helpings were not large and some of the men had two and three mess tickets.  Each morning for breakfast there were hard boiled eggs.  Those eggs got greener and greener the longer we were out to sea.  Then there was only tea or soup for a noon meal.  Supper was the best and really only meal during the day.


We had a training program for each day.  The officers would crawl up on the rafters in the ballroom and lecture to us about England and the like.  After the lectures we would go out on deck and do Calisthenics and have Judo classes.  As if it was not hard enough to keep your balance as it was.  Capt. Rennie decided that we should have baths, so we lined up by platoons and marched off for cold salt water showers.  You just could not get any lather with soap out of that water.  All of us jumped when the abandon ship bell rang.  We got out on deck in a hurry.  One of the men in the outside compartment got mad and threw away all of his equipment overboard.  I won’t forget Halom Haddad bitching about having to come overseas.


Down through the Irish sea, past the Isle of Man and on into Liverpool.  We did not land that day but the next.  We pulled into the dock and the English band was playing for us.  Just before we got off the boat we had an inspection of K Rations.  A lot of barracks bags were worn out that night.  We got to the train and loaded our barracks bags.  We left Lt. Falis in Liverpool to look after the company equipment.  We got off around 2330 on 24 February.  We got into the compartments of the English train.  It was England all right, there was a Tommy walking in the light of a dim street light.  We had sailed on Lincoln’s birthday and arrived off the coast of England on Washington’s birthday.


The next morning we arrived in Chiseldon.

Chapter VII

England


It was the morning of 25th of February when we got off at Chiseldon.  A Lieutenant met us and said that he would take us to our camp.  He said, “It isn’t far.”  We could walk it.  We loaded our barracks bags on the truck and walked.  When we just came in sight of the camp and saw the Niesen huts and the tents, there were bets that we would end up in those tents, and we did.  There the Engineers just pitched the pyramidal tents for us in the field.  There were no floors and there was just a small coke stove in it to keep it warm.  The company street was mud and covered with snow and ice.  We set up cots and tried to make a bed that we might sleep warm in but it was practically impossible.  It was so cold that we went to bed early every night to stay warm.


The English latrines were something that I remember as all full buckets and no place to sit.  It was cold to add to the misery.  They called it the Honeybucket system.  I wonder where it could have come from.  The English empty cart came around about once a week to empty them.  There was a NAAFI here and we tried our first English beer, and it was terrible.  We were introduced to the English money system of pennies, shillings, and pounds.  We changed all of our money and were paid or screwed, depending on who said it.


The morning started with calisthenics and some classes.  There were a few hikes.  Lt. Milton was cussed for the rat race through Swindon, up and down the hills on that winding road.  Going up the hills, Lt. Dubrov’s knees were the conversation topic between Alamo and Maloney.  Alamo would say Knock, Knock and Maloney would say Knock, Knock back, as Lt. Dubrov labored up the hill.


Sica heard that he was the farther of a little girl.  The men all kidded him, for he was so sure it was going to be a little boy.  We got orders for two of the platoons to be shipped to different divisions.  We had a big beer party the night before.  Sure hated to separate the company.  Up the morning of the 3rd of March and got ready to go.  At one o’clock the company went in three different directions.  The 1st Platoon went to the 4th Division, the 2nd to the 9th Division and Company Headquarters 3rd and 4th platoons proceeded through Salisbury to Camp Ibsley, Hants, England. 


When we pulled into Camp Ibsley we saw Neisen Huts.  We joined the 692nd Battalion there with Majot Armstrong and Major Pollack.  Major Armstrong insisted that he was the ranking Major in the American Army.  The other Battalion officers were Lt. Carrigan, Lt. Drury, Capt. Wilder, Lt. Kolbe, Mr. Thrailkill, and Mr. Sullivan.  It was our first time to be a part of a battalion and we did not like it.


We soon learned to walk to the Pub in Ringwood, and drink bitters, and stout.  Enroute back one night Alamo, Davis and Maloney decided that it would be a good idea to drive a cow back to camp and let the cooks butcher it.  Alamo would run after the cow to chase it down the road.  The cow would stop and Alamo would run right past the cow, he was running so fast.  Davis then would repeat the performance.  The cow got away in the dark while they were trying to get a rope around its neck to secure it until morning.  Alamo was wet for he had sat in the creek to cool off in his borrowed trousers.


There were passes to South Hampton, Sailsbury and Bournemoth.  Bournemoth was a summer resort town.  Company vehicles took us in to the Red Cross club.  There were passes to London for the weekend.  We had special Service movies in the mess hall.  Each one was supposed to be Sea Wolf but it never came.  The mess hall was Charlie Dwyer’s domain but it looked as though Major Armstrong had set his mind to rule it.  He started with the mess kit water, it was never hot enough to suit him.  Build a fire pit, don’t build a fire at night but have boiling water by day.  Don’t dare change the menu and have hot plates for the officers.


Willie and the Major had round after round,  “Willie, have you kept my food on the stove for me?”  “Yes Sir.”  “Then why is it cold?”  “The fire was out.” 


“Willie tomorrow I want the stove red hot up to here.”  “Then you’ll have to get somebody else to do it.”


Then came the  bivouacs.  Out into the New Forest and pitch camp, stay the night and move to a new site the next day.  Stay the night and hike back to camp the next morning.  On  one of these at night Johnson was the sergeant of the guard.  He went out to be with Webber on post.  Started back to get the man to relieve Webber, and got lost.  He walked in a circle for nearly four hours trying to get back.  Finally he did get back to relieve Webber.  Things were always interesting to say the least.  Hammell and Hujer tied up about a  mess kit cup.  Lt. Miller got  in too close to part them, caught a blow on his adams apple and was speechless for the rest of the bout.


Our Commanding General came to Camp Ibsley to speak to us one afternoon.  He told us that he was Major General Collins and that he fought on Guadalcanal.  He made a big impression on us.  As he was leaving he shook hands with Charlie Dwyer.  Charlie still says,  “Shake the hand that shook the hand of General Collins.”  We started lecture tours to acquaint the Troops of the 7th Corps with GR work.  Traveled to Bognor Regis, Bournemoth, to the Norfork Castle, and Arundel and wherever there were troops....The third platoon left on the 11th of April for the 90th Division.


The German E. Boats hit the end of the convoy of the Exercise Tiger and a few hundred of our men were lost.  A call came down to the company for help.  Capt. Rennie took some of the men and reported to Brookwood.  It was the first time that the company did GR work.  It was not the type of work that we did later but later the work was nearer a mixture between the peacetime and wartime GR...The 4th Platoon went to the 82nd Airborne Division on the 18th of May.  And then Milton Krenz joined the company.


It was in the wee hours of the morning of the 5th of June we could hear the P-47’s taking off.  It was as we knew for France.  The planes for the past few days had been painted with special bands on the wings for identification and were not to be used until D-Day.  Was it D-Day, we wondered.  There was no mention of it on the radio.  The next day it was the same only the bombers and the gliders passed and D-Day was announced on the radio.  Lt. Milton awakened us and told us we were leaving, but in a short while told us to go back to sleep, we would leave in the morning .  Our headquarters and the two attached platoons from the 3041 GR Co., departed from Ibsley on the 10th of June for the Marshaling Area at Weymouth.

FIRST PLATOON


At 1300 on 3 March the 1st Platoon with Lt. Dubrov as Platoon leader departed for Camp Exeter to join the 4th Infantry Division.  When they arrived around 2000 and the first sergeant wanted to know where in the **!!!*! they had been all afternoon.  One of the men stuck his head out of the back of the truck and said, “You’d better watch it bub, we’ll bury you yet.”


The Platoon was supposed to have its own training program.  They went down to the motor pool every day and shot dice.  Sometimes they helped the QM company with the ration breakdown.  The main participation was the ten mile speed hikes.  Lt. Col. Steinbeck was an ex-football player and he said he had to have exercise to keep his leg from hurting him.  They put the GR platoon at the end of the column, for they thought they would fall out, but they did not.


The 1st Platoon handled the body of the 1st sergeant who had been shot by one of his own men.  The man came back in the barracks and said, “You won’t have to worry about him anymore, I just shot him.”


The Exercise Tiger as it is known took place on28 April 1994.  The platoons loaded on LST’s in Brixon Harbor near Tonquay.  Sat in the harbor several days before pulling out into the channel.  Sailed to within a few miles of France and returning to coast of England landing dry on the beaches.  All of the waterproofing a waste of time did not use it.  Went about a mile inland and set up bivouac.  There were enemy planes over and one of them was shot down.  It crashed in a nearby field.  The next morning the men in the platoon went to see the wreckage of the plane.  Haney started beating on the machine gun with a stick and the gun commenced firing.  Meech was barely missed by some of the bullets.


On returning to camp Watt told about the platoon of GR (607) that had been lost on the problem.  He had been sweating us out.  It had been reported as the 603rd Platoon.  The service units had been in the end of the convoy when the German E Boats struck.  It was like shooting pigeons off a fence they said, no protection at all.


Stayed at Camp By Pass long enough to draw clothes and then to the Marshaling area near Portsmouth.  The platoon was briefed for the invasion.  They said that the 4th Division was going on as support in the initial assault.  Lt. Dubrov told us it was more secret than secret.


It was Begot.  Then we boarded the boat in Brixon Bay.

THE SECOND PLATOON


On 3 March 1944 the 2nd Platoon left the Company to join the 9th Infantry Division.  Pulled into Winchester, rode up the hill to some huts.  That was not the area.  Rode to the tent area.  That was not the area.  Back down into town to some brick barracks.  The men could not believe it when Lt. Wells told them that they were staying there...


There were a lot of girls in the town, English ATS girls stayed in the town, WRENS, and WAFFS were in nearby towns.  Had a big fight with the men of the British Army about the women.  We were new to the English money and spent a lot of it before realizing how quickly it went.  The GR was excused from all formations, including Reveille.  There was not much of a training program.  Laid out a couple of cemeteries for Capt. Mason.  Our one duty was guard.  Later trimming Camouflage nets.  Grealis hit General Eddie’s dog.  He looked up and saw the General.  Grealis was speechless.  The Platoon saw Churchill and Eisenhower here.  Morris left the platoon to become the 4th Platoon sergeant and was replaced by Straley.  The Platoon found that Straley had a number of pounds and he was promptly shelling them out, like all day suckers.  The men were getting a lot of  London passes.


It was around midnight that Lt. Wells got word to proceed to the Marshaling area at Pontlefraith, Wales, immediately.  The jeep and one 3/4-ton truck filled with equipment drove all night and arrived the next afternoon at three.  Found out that once inside, there was no getting out.  Checked in and found out another platoon of the company was supposed to have come.  The rest of the platoon came by train.  The tents were on the edge of a swamp.  It was a mile up the hill for chow.  One of the men said  “I’ll see to my dying day, that chow line wound round that hill twice.”  Could not get enough to eat and one of the guys on KP stole food for the platoon.  The next day there was a notice on the bulletin board to the effect that food was missing from the mess hall.  Ballard slept in bed for six days without getting up.  The men in the platoon refer to it as the Siege of Pontefraith, Wales.


Lt. Wells received an order for himself and twelve men to report back to Winchester.  They took the truck and the equipment and motored back leaving the others to wait further orders with Sgt. McCullum in charge.  The remainder of the platoon waited for orders.  After a few days word was sent down for the one in charge to report immediately to headquarters.  Sgt. McCullum went.  The Colonel wanted to know if everything was in order for D-Day.  He asked Sgt. McCullum what in the !!***xzfifi he was wearing the Ninth Division patch for?  Then Sgt. McCullum called Capt. Rennie on the phone.  Capt. Rennie nearly fainted when he heard that the platoon was still in camp.  He got in touch with Major Armstrong who called the Camp Commander to release us and furnish transportation to Winchester.


In Winchester the division was ready for the invasion.

THE THIRD PLATOON


10 April 1944 the 3rd Platoon left Ibsley to join the 90 Infantry Division.  The Division was at Coton Hall between Kidderminister and Bridgenorth.  There everybody lived in tents. Colonel Nave was the camp commander.  He was an Army football star from Cleveland, Ohio.  He was killed in the invasion and buried in St. Mere Eglise, Cemetery No. 1.  He was one soldier who asked no more than he gave and showed no partiality.


The third platoon had training in the machine gun, mine detector, and bayonet.  Grince was the best performer in bayonet practice.  The platoon took hikes with the QM.  They put the platoon on the tail end of a forced march.  Made the five mile in fifty minutes.  The platoon counted cadence and sang all the way.  The platoon led on the way back and lost over half of the 90th QM.  The 603rd had done it again.


There were many passes to Kidderminister.  A section was allowed to go to town at a time.  Everything went fine until Rosa got plastered.  He fell out for Reveille just as he had fallen into bed a few hours before.  Lt. Falis restricted him for seven days. Rosa back into town, the same thing over again.  The next time that he went Butte went to keep him out of trouble.  Butte drank cider and Rosa drank whiskey.  Butte and Rosa both with blouse pockets bulging started back for the truck.  An MP captain stopped them and told them they would have to get rid of the liquor.  Rosa  started to throw it into the street, and the captain would not let him.  Back to the truck.  Butte drove making the seven miles in six minutes.  After that Lt. Falis said that an extra man had to go to town each night to drive the truck back.


A lieutenant called Butte into his office about writing so much.  Butte told him to do his job as a censor and he’d do the writing.  He could write 50 V-Mails at a sitting.


Moved to Camp Heath near Cardiff, Wales.  It was the Marshaling area.  Lived in wooden barracks.  Garnished the camouflage nets and got ready for the invasion.  The platoon was doing Boogie drill on the field.  A Major came up to Lt. Falis and asked him if it was his platoon.  He said yes.  Lt. Falis thought he was in for a chewing.  Instead the Major said that the General liked it.


The Boogie close drill was:



You had a good home but you left,



(answer) You’re right (as the right foot hit the ground)



Sound off



One, two



Sound off



(answer by the men) one, two.



Then the men did an automatic to the rear march twice.


The Boogie Rear drill was:



Command-Left step, right step, to the rear march

 

Execution of it-The men came to a halt.  Then two steps to the 





     right, two steps to the left and once to the rear





     march.


The Boogie March was:



If the cadence was given once the left foot was stamped twice.



If the cadence was given twice the left foot was stamped four times.


And then the invasion.

THE FOURTH PLATOON


 The 4th Platoon joined the 82nd Airborne in Leichester.  The camp was well laid out.  The band played every day at chow.  There was a dance every week.  Knowing the invasion was not far off, Sgt. Legg volunteered to go in by glider to set up a cemetery.  They gave the platoon flags to sew on their fatigues.  Then to the Staging area at Bridgend, Wales.

Chapter VIII

THE 603 INVADES FRANCE

Company Headquarters Hits the Beach


At the marshaling area at Weymouth slept one night.  The next morning we got up, ate breakfast, turned in money for exchange and then word came for the walking detail of Headquarters to be ready to leave at 1300.  Ate chicken dinner in hurry and received life preservers.


Filled canteens while waiting for the truck to the harbor.  Drove through a small village and then right to the beach.  Walked down along the beach to where the Red Cross was set up to give doughnuts and coffee.  Further along the beach we waited at the gate to be loaded.  The boat we were supposed to load on was not there.  They put us on another boat with some of the 9th Division Medics and some of  the AMG (American Military Government).  Folio got sick thinking about the trip over the channel.


Sat there in the harbor for nearly three days eating 10 in 1’s.  One of the sailors found out there were no infantrymen on the boat.  He felt sure we would all be killed in about an hour after we landed.  Late in the afternoon a motor launch came out and the Skipper of the ship found that one ship did not sail in the last convoy and we could have the place.  They brought the orders and we sailed to catch the convoy on the horizon line.


With the morning light we could see the shore of France.  We sailed into the British area, left the convoy  and sailed along the coast to the American area.  A little motor launch with a loud skipper was cussing us.  We sailed through a  minefield.  Everybody on the ship more or less held his breath.  The ship seemed to glide very carefully.  She had been at the Anzio beachhead.  This was old business to her.


The skipper of our boat did not mean to stay long.  He literally bummed us a ride into  shore.  The LCI(landing craft infantry) pulled up alongside and we dropped into it.  There were Lt. Milton, Hurst, Knepley, Folio, Storer, Hujer, Wylie, Monros, Cannan, Hammell, Bekierski, Lehi, Wishart, Krenz and Weyrick.  We were in the harbor just long enough to see the ship hulls, the busy ducks unloading the ship, and the battleships shelling shore installations.


The LCI gave us salt spray as we moved in.  Had a dry landing.  On the beach an MP (Military Police) kept us moving off the beach.  The place we were supposed to go did not exist.  We were supposed to go with the medics but they were not going our way.  Things had changed.  We moved off in the direction of the front.  An Infantry officer wanted to know if we were Infantry replacements. but Lt. Milton said no.


At each MP we would ask the way and each one kept us going up.  Finally and MP told us that up ahead was the Infantry.  We walked through the taped off paths through the minefields.  An MP stopped a duck and we climbed aboard.  Headed for the 7th Corps headquarters.  There at headquarters we contacted Capt. Rennie.  He would come immediately for us.  While waiting we were told that there was a crew of German dead soldiers down the road.  Watt passed in a jeep.  It sure was good to see him.  He had been hit by a piece of shrapnel but was O.K.

Arrived just in  time at Ste Mere Eglise on 14 July.


11 June 1944 just after the walking part of Headquarters left to embark for Invasion the riding part of headquarters went to the port.  The attached platoons under Lt. Sherwood and Lt. Foreman also left to embark.  It was Sunday in the early afternoon.  Thought we would be kept waiting on the beach but as soon as we finished the Red Cross doughnuts and coffee they kept us moving to the boat.  They were bringing casualties in as we were going out.  It gave us a funny feeling.  This was it.


We loaded on LST (landing ship tank) 369 and pushed to join he convoy.  There were boats as far as the eye could see.  As we neared the French shore we could see the debris of the wrecked ships.  There were dead bodies floating in the water.  A big rhino came alongside and we loaded.  Later went back on the ship for coffee but we spent the night sitting in the vehicles on the Rhino (A floating dock).  The German planes kept dropping flares all the time.  The Rhino pulled into shore the following morning.  Drove off into water up to the seats.  Capt. Rennie was not too happy over the situation.  He kept talking to the driver, but the driver was more interested in what was happening than in what he was saying.  Just as we hit the shore the ack-ack tore loose at a jerry plane and shot it down.


We moved off Utah beach to the de-waterproofing area.  We saw a lot of German dead and a lot of Actung Minen sign.  We found it after running around over a lot of country roads just outside of St. Marie De Mont.  The first thing was to camouflage the vehicles:  Capt. Rennie went to Jayhawk Forward to find the location of the cemeteries.  He came back and we moved to Ste. Mere Eglise.

The First Platoon Assault with Empty Rifles


The first platoon loaded into LST 499 in Brixham Bay.  Sat in the harbor for nearly two weeks.  On June 5th we sailed into the channel where the convoy formed.  We had been told that our boat would be the thirteenth boat in the convoy.  There were endless lines of boats as far as the eye could see.  About 2300 the convoy turned East from the Isle of Wright.  The Naval task force caught and passed us.  There was the Nevada, the Texas, the British Battleship, Rodney, and numerous destroyers and cruisers.  Mine sweepers were continually passing.  The naval escort fired on what they said was an E boat station on one of the channel islands.  In the early morning I heard the transports and gliders going over.  The battleships opened fire on the French coast.  All hell, it seemed, had broken loose.  This kept up all night and at dawn we could the first waves of troops going ashore in the assault boats.  It was D-Day.

Our platoon was supposed to hit the beach at H plus 12 hours and contact Lt. Raker’s platoon of the 607 GR.  Our ship pulled in to land us but the ramp broke and we were unable to get off.  We waited.  There was a machine gun company of the 101 Airborne and the 20 Field Battalion...due to ramp breaking the 101 and 20 F.A. were taken in on assault boats.  Only one of the guns got ashore.  The rest of the boats hit mines.  The wounded were being brought back to our ship.  Helped carry some of them to the hospital part of the ship.  There were a lot of rumors about what was going on shore.  None of them made us feel any better.


The harbor looked like a busy intersection of a town.  Planes were over all day.  Allshouse was sitting on top of a ventilator when he saw one of the planes drop an empty gas tank.  He thought it was a bomb and jumped for cover, dropped his helmet down the ventilator.


An E-boat sank a destroyer and it blew up.  We were ready to get off the LST when a plane dove in and dropped a bomb between two of the LST’s.  Lt. Dubrov told us to go in with our rifles empty.  “If there is any danger I will fire three time into the air.”  There wasn’t much talking going on.  A sailor in the front of LCT looking for mines.  He would have the skipper back up whenever he spotted anything.  I know I could not get out of my mind that the markers leading to the mines were not mines.  It took about an hour to get to shore.  A 1,000 yards from shore, dropped the ramp and Lt. Dubrov  said to hit the water.  Jumped into the water.  It went up to my armpit, and ice cold but I didn’t mind.  I was interested in getting ashore.


We all assembled on the beach and found that Allshouse was missing.  Some of the men had seen him sucked under the LCT as it backed from the shore.  They had gone back but could not find him.  There was not time to be wasted.  We loaded on the trucks.  We had been told that in case we were separated from the group to go to the predesignated town five miles inland where we would start a cemetery.  We asked the MP the way and he said, “You can’t go there, the Germans still have it.”


Started for the 4th QM area.  It was getting light.  We were riding through a minefield with tape on both sides of the road.  An ME-109 came hedge-hopping over soon after we got to the QM area, near Bouganville.  We ate and changed clothes.  Lt. Dubrov took part of the platoon and started out to pick up bodies.  There were some bodies on the road that the Infantry was using.  One of the bodies marked booby trapped.  Tied a rope to it and stopped the infantry while we pulled the body.  The rope broke but we got the body loaded into the truck.  Our first body had been a sailor.  PW’s were marching down the road all day.  We cleaned out some crashed gliders.  It was a mess.


Back to the Bivouac area where we stacked the bodies in the next field.  Asked Lt. Dubrov if we might see the maps and find out where we were.  He said lay the blanket on the ground and he would get the maps.  He was just about to unroll the maps as some planes went over and he said not now they might see us looking.

It became apparent that it was no use to try and contact Lt. Raker, so we set out to look for a cemetery site.  We found a place right out of St. Martin but it was decided not to start the cemetery until the next morning as things were still hot in that area.  We returned to the beach to pick up some ammunition.  We went to the dump but did not feel very comfortable and were glad to leave for the beach to pick up McIntosh.  We hadn’t been there long when he came in along with Allshouse.  Allshouse told about the skipper starting the LCT too fast, it had sucked him under.  He grabbed a rope and called for help.  A sailor pulled him back on the LCT.  Back to the 4th QM area for the night.  Had just gotten into bed when Lt. Falis, Tamborini and Cragle came looking for us.  They had just come in.  Talked to them for awhile.  They left and we went back to bed


the next morning, 8th of June, we moved to St. Martin to open the cemetery.  Thought we were further from the front than we were even though there were fresh killed Germans in the field.  Lt. Dubrov put up signs pointing to the cemetery and Jennings started laying out the cemetery.  Had no sooner arrived than bodies started coming in.  The Division QM had notified units where we were to set up.


June 9th we were able to get Frenchmen and some men from the 90th Division who had lost their equipment to dig graves.  Bodies were piling up and somebody got the idea that a bulldozer was just the thing.  Got one and started to dig a plot with it.  It had not work.  Had to cover it up and start digging the separate holes again.


Two guys pulled guard together.  Lt. Dubrov told them to lay down.  One laid on one side of the trailer and one on the other.  We did not fire at the shadows for fear they would fire back.  On the way back from pulling a shift the Germans started shelling.  Householder jumped into a hole with Long and said as he shook Long, “Long, this is Herbie.” Long said, “Herbie, this is Long.”


We had just finished working when the German planes came over.  Everyone edged towards their holes in the hedgerows.  The ack-ack opened up on them.  They hit one plane.  He circled and it looked like he was going to crash right where we were but he crashed in the next field.  I had just gotten into my hole when I heard the other plane come diving in.  I could hear it screaming.  It hit in the middle of the cemetery.  Dirt and shrapnel was thrown all over the place.  Watt was hurt.  Someone hollered gas.  There was a scramble for masks.  Shinn and Allshouse ran out to the line of dead to try and find one.  I wasn’t gas but the smell from the exploding bomb.


Westlake found out that his mask did not have a canister on it.  Supel went and told Lt. Dubrov that Watt was hurt.  He told Supel to take Watt to the nearest hospital.  McIntosh and Schrock went along.  They rode around inquiring from the MP’s for a hospital but the MP’s did not know where one was.  They ended up at an Aid Station located in part of a sea wall fortification.  The medics fixed Watt’s head and told him to report to the hospital the next morning.  On the way back to the cemetery a 50 cal. machine gun opened up on them but they managed to make it OK.  The next day Watt talked the doctor out of evacuating him.


The 3rd Platoon opened a cemetery in St. Mere Eglise.  Since it was to be a Corps cemetery we had to close ours and join the company at Ste. Mere Eglise.  It took a couple of days to clean up St. Martin.

Second Platoon Storms Normandy--on Foot


An advance detail of the 2nd Platoon left Winchester with the advance detail of the 9th QM.  Lt. Wells, S/Sgt. Kidney, Sgt. Grealis, Sgt. Krupp, T/5 Jack Paul, and Pfc. Laker, moved to Camp Hurley for briefing.  Grealis and Laker left the next morning for South Hampton.  They went right down to the docks and loaded.  The rest of the advance element loaded the next day at South Hampton.  They came over on a liberty ship operated by the “Limies.”  Went over the side of the ship into a Higgins landing craft on a rope ladder after throwing our barracks bags into the boat.  Stopped off shore when the boat hit bottom.  Walked off into water--,chest high on everybody but Lt. Wells and Sgt. Krupp; it was up to their necks.  Kidney disappeared under the water in a shell hole watching them and got drenched.  


Moved off the beach and started the march inland in those wet clothes to the 9th Division assembly area.  Looking for Notorious Forward.  Each MP told us it was a few miles further.  Arrived that morning wet and dirty.  We were tired from that long walk in the sand and laid down to sleep.  Paul was wanted to pull guard but when he said he was not supposed to pull guard the Sergeant kicked the next figure came to, it was the Colonel.  The next morning we found Jack Paul asleep with his feet in his dufflebag.


That morning we met Grealis and Laker.  They had been put off on a sandbar.  The truck had been in the water overnight and a landing craft had run into it before they got it out of the water.  Grealis had his stuff spread out in the sun drying.  Grealis said “Oh hello,” when he saw us.  “I’ve got bad news for you.”  Lt. Wells said he knew for he had seen Col. Buchannon.  Lt. Wells looked at the equipment and asked what was missing.  He mentioned item after item and each time Grealis said, “That’s gone.”


He asked about his bedroll.  “That’s gone too,” Wells  said:  “My God.  My wife paid $50.00 for that and I’ve only slept in it once.  Where’s my duffle bag?”  “That’s gone too,” he said.  “Jesus Christ!  I walked twelve miles last night and I haven’t even got a change of socks.”  Then he said, “You know, Grealis, I’m going to have to bust you.  It is not me but Col. Buchannon.  You should have stayed with the truck.”


Picked up bodies.  The first body was a GI lying on his face.  He had been shot in the back of the head.  The next body was a German killed sitting in his foxhole.  The third one we could not pick up.  He had been killed by a mine.  Took the bodies to Ste. Mere Eglise, where we saw those bodies lying in rows all over the place.  They said they could use us and we moved up to join them.


The rear element of the Second Platoon moved out of Winchester with the QM about 1400.  Half of the women in town were crying.  Arrived at assembly area at 2000.  Parked and camouflaged the vehicles.  Ten men were assigned to each tent.


The next night slept until 0230 when the guard rolled us out.  We policed the area and turned in our beds.  Told those who were to go in vehicles to fall out with them and, the rest fall out in the Assembly area.


The truck group pulled out first around 0400 and drove the six miles to the beach.  Arrived around 0600.  There were enemy planes overhead but the fog was so thick that they could not locate us.  There was no firing to give away our position.  The Red Cross served eggs and cereal for breakfast.


There must have been fifty graveled roads about twenty yards apart running to the beach.  We were on one of these with all of the heavy equipment in front and just jeeps behind.  Drove up the ramp onto the elevators which raised vehicles up on deck.  After the vehicles were all loaded the walking detail arrived in trucks and started loading.  We were told to go down and see if we could find a bunk.  The hold was sweltering hot and the bunks were 5 high.  I decided to sleep in the truck on deck.  The LST 265 was English.


Sat around in the harbor all day.  Sailed that night around 2300.  Crossed the channel at night.  Stayed on the water all day and unloaded that night.  The harbor had battleships firing at shore installations.  Ships with barrage balloons for protection against planes.  Came in to land around 2300.  It was a dry landing.  The walking detail got off after the vehicles.  Walking off in single file.


Captain McCormick had told the drivers that it would be too late to form a convoy.  They were to turn left and go up to road 5, which wasn’t far.  Had just hit the beach when Jerry came and started working over the beach and harbor.  A big curtain of tracers lit up the beach like day.  We hit the ditches.  Dials pulled Packy by the leg and asked him what he thought of the war.


We started walking, in single file, to find 9th QM area.  The Sgt. kept swearing at us for not keeping our interval.  One guy lit a cigarette and the sergeant crawled him.  We couldn’t get off the road for because of mines.  We were all wet.  The German bombers were over.  Ack-ack was going up after them.  Jump for cover, rise and commence hiking.  We were looking for Nugget.   Each MP told us that our destination was just five miles down the road.  Around 0300 we pulled into a field for the night.  We were so tired that we just lay down in the field and slept.


The next morning we found three crashed gliders in the field with us.  Some officer came down and directed us to the 9th QM area.  Found out then that we had been just a few miles from our destination.  Found that we had been walking in circles all night.  We met Blagg and Straley at the QM area.  Straley had driven into Ste. Mere Eglise where he had met Capt. McCormick.  He had parked on to square in Ste. Mere Eglise.  Halderman slept on the hood and Straley on the camouflage net on top of the truck.  Jerry planes strafed and bombed the town.  About 0300 Capt. McCormick found the area and came back and got them.


We ate German rations that morning.  Sgt. Kidney came and told us we would go to the company at St. Mere Eglise.

Third Platoon Hits the Graves


The 3rd platoon was in the Marshaling Area ready to pull out.  The 3rd of June we left the Marshaling Area on the 5 mile walk through Cardiff to the boat.  It was hot and we were carrying all we owned.  The trucks were already loaded.  There were thousands of men marching and the street was lined with weeping women.  There were guards along the road to prevent us from talking to any of the civilians.  We loaded on a liberty ship named Bienville.  The 357th Regiment and the 90 QM was on the same boat.  The truck drivers sailed on another ship with Capt. O’Hara.  Pulled out into the harbor where we sat for a few days.  Heard over the ship’s radio that the invasion had started.  We sailed along the coast of England and out into the channel for France.


A T/5 threw away a picture of his girl so that it would not got home in case he was killed.  Some of the men were kidding Swick about the time he came into the Army.  They swore that he came to the train with a ticket tied on him, saying, “Take care of him for his Mother.”  They even swore he had on short pants.


Briefed on the boat and told we would land on Utah Beach.  All of the  NCO’s had a map of the beach.  If we got lost we were supposed to go up a mile from the beach, hit a main road and turn right, follow that road for two miles and there would be the assembly area.  The news on the radio said we were a mile inland.  Our assembly area was four miles inland.  Sailed into the harbor.  The battleships were firing.  The beaches were smoking and the water was full of boats.  A spitfire rolled over and the pilot bailed out.  That afternoon we went over the side of the ship on a rope ladder.  Freed stepped on Pop’s hand and Pop thought the Lord was calling him.


The LCI pulled into the shore and lowered the front ramp some 200 yards off shore.  Jumped into water waist deep, for a moment I thought we had lost Swick, Freed was holding onto him when he got off into the water.  We threw off our lifebelts and started off the beach.  Saw the wounded being brought back.  There was a line of POW’s (prisoners of war) coming down the road.  Dead Germans were lying in the water by the side of the road.


We found the bivouac area near Revenoville, France.  The shells were coming in and going out.  We learned from the 90th QM boys that our ship had received a direct hit just after we got off.  A number of wrecked gliders were in the area, and the men were dug in.


Some sniper fire and the guard was doubled.  Guards were trigger happy.  One of our own machine guns opened fire on us.  Had just settled down when an order came to pick up some dead GI’s along the various roads in our locality.  Went to Regimental Headquarters to obtain a truck and a litter.  We were sniped at on the way.  Borrowed the truck and picked up ten or twelve bodies.  Drove past an Infantry outpost but got back in a hurry when the machine gun opened up.


We did not have a cemetery started but figured the 1st Platoon had one.  Found them around 2200 near St. Martin.  They were just starting the cemetery.  They were sleeping on top of the ground.  Returned to our area.  Cragle said he laid in a small hole all night thinking about what a little protection those guards at either end of the field were.  He said he wished he had remained a 4F back in the states.


Half of the platoon went down to St. Martin to help the 1st platoon, and the rest of the men started out for Ste. Mere Eglise, to find a site for a cemetery, 9 June 1944.  Had to wait for Ste. Mere Eglise to be taken.  There were just a few paratroopers and some civilians in Ste. Mere Eglise.  The paratroopers told us there were some Germans soldiers hiding out down by the road.  Went down to see if we could find them.  Did not find them but we did find their equipment.  Told some MP’s nearby and that night they caught them coming back to the farmhouse.


We picked a site just back of the civilian cemetery.  It would be large enough for the division cemetery the officer said.  Bodies were lying every place.  One of the bodies was a GI who had been killed in the landing.  The crew came back from the first platoon and told us that Supel and Kitcko were happy.  They had been stripping Heinie bodies all day to identify them.


On 9/10 June 1944, we moved up to Ste. Mere Eglise to open the cemetery.  Bodies started coming in fast.  The first night a bomb hit in the next field killing two cows.  Kline and Butte were on guard when it hit.  Butte was standing beside the slit trench and had to choose between the trench and the ground.  He chose the ground.  Could feel the dirt flying when the plane passed over strafing.  Butte started to rise.  Kline said to keep down.  Another plane is gliding in behind him to also strafe.  


That night Tamborini and Cragle were on guard.  Standing near the end of the cemetery around 2400.  One came whistling in.  Cragle fell off the ledge he was on and managed to squeeze himself into a very small hole.  Tamborini took off, tripping over the tent rope and slid into his foxhole.  Things quieted down until in the early morning hours, when we were walking through the cemetery, the first 88 shell went over our heads.  Took to the open graves.  Cragle landed in one with a permanent occupant but he did not mind.  The whistling was what worried him.


Company headquarters came in to join the 3rd Platoon.  It was decided to make the Cemetery a Corps cemetery.  All of the platoons were called back in to Ste. Mere Eglise but the fourth, which was to operate Orglandes.  This was the period when Jerry came over just after our planes pulled out at night.  You could set your watch by bed-check Charlie.  The theme song during this period was “Every Night About This Time.”

Legg Gliders In


Legg volunteered to go in by glider and start the cemetery for the 82nd Airborne.  They went to the airport in the morning.  One of the first planes off the ground, they kept circling the airport for two hours until the others got off the ground and the flight was formed.  It took an hour to fly over the channel.  Everybody was quiet.  They started shooting flak at the ships soon after they passed over the French coast.  Legg looked out the window, saw one of the gliders crash into a clump of trees.  The Major sitting next to Legg was hit with shrapnel.  They were coming in for a crash-landing.  Legg turned to help the Major.  That turn probably saved him from losing a leg for the glider snapped in two right where Legg was sitting.


They landed near a hedgerow.  Some of the men dug in right there by the glider and the others dug in by the hedgerow.  A man from one of the other gliders came over and said that a fair landing had been made.  The meeting place was a nearby farmyard.  Got the jeep out of the glider and started for it.  The burp guns opened up as the jeep passed the road.  The Germans attacked all night.  Some of the men started shooting at the strafing planes but the Colonel stopped them.  Gave them hell for giving away their position and getting themselves killed for nothing.  Legg said he curled up in his hole and wished it was deeper.  Slept in a silk parachute that night.  He did not have any blankets.  There were crashed gliders and parachutes lying all over the place.  The paratroopers were all gathering souvenirs.  The glider pilots who a few hours before were bragging about how many Germans they would kill were now interested only in getting back to the beach.


Early the next morning, 7 June 1944, Lt. Fraim took Legg to a field and said, “There it is, now get to it.”  There were bodies already in the field.  He did not know what to do, but since he did not want to look like a rookie he grabbed hold of one and went to work as though he had been doing it all his life.


The first couple of days they gave him prisoners to dig the graves.  Then he got French civilians to do the digging.  Some of the men of the QM CO were helping him.  One night a Captain got Legg to go with him to capture some Germans.  He posted Legg and a few other men about the field and walked into the field to talk 200 Germans into surrendering.


The 4th Platoon came in and took over the cemetery at Blosville.

Fourth Platoon Comes Fast--Five Days Late


The fourth platoon moved to Bridge-End.  Took the trucks down to be loaded on the boats at 0330.  The British showed up to load the trucks at 0800.  It was drizzling rain and they would not work until it stopped but sat in the shelter.  Around 1100 we saw them moving around and thought they were finally going to load the trucks but no they were just getting ready for tea.  They finally loaded them around 1630.


When we came down to load on the boat the guy walked us around the harbor two or three times before he decided which was our boat.  Pulled out into the harbor that afternoon.  Were delayed twice from sailing.  Once when a storm blew up and again when we locked anchors with another boat.  Sailed 5 June around No Lands End and met another convoy sailing from South Hampton.  As far as you could see were boats, tugs, battleships, LST’s.  Sailed along the coast of England and swung out towards France.  We had to wear our Mae West’s all the time for we did not know when we might need them.  Our ship got out of line one night but our Captain insisted that the convoy was out of line.  We slept on the hatch covers, for there were no sleeping accommodations on the ship.


Lt. Miller was the official cook.  We ate 10 in 1 rations.  We bartered with the cook to heat the rations and make coffee for us.  The water supply was tight and I felt dirty, all the more because of the impregnated clothing.


One night we were really scared.  The big flashes from the guns of the battleships.  The ack-ack and the flames, the jerry planes dropped.  One of the bombs just missed our ship.  It blew water in Conley’s face.  The concussion from the bomb knocked some of the men down.  We could not sleep that night.  The destroyers were having a battle with the E-boats.  The sailors said that two torpedoes just missed our ship.  We watched one of our ships go down in flames.


Changed anchors and moved the next day.  They pulled up and octopus with the anchor.  Moved in closer to the beach expecting to unload but things on the beaches had changed and they needed artillery.  They came alongside the ship and asked what type of troops we were.  They found out we were QM and they let us sit for awhile.  And the captain kept on pacing.


We tried to land on D+6 but they sent us a message.  Where we were supposed to land was not cleared.  Waited until the next day, D+7, June 13.  Around 1300 an LCI pulled up and asked for us .  We unloaded onto the LCI.  Went over on a rope ladder into the boat.  We got off the beach immediately and started for the dewaterproofing area.  There was a house with some kids in front of it.  We pulled into the dewaterproofing area.  There were some graves here of Americans and Germans.  Met a captain who would show us our area.  On the way the jeep got ahead of us, made  a wrong turn and ended up in a battalion aid station. We parked in a field and just then some of our 155’s opened up in the next field.  A Captain told us it was OK, they were ours.  We were soon on our way again.  Saw the Infantry moving into the line.  We drove past our area without knowing it to Ste. Mere Eglise, where we met some of the men from the company.


Back to Blosville just as it was getting dark.  There was nobody at the cemetery.  It was a big field with four or five wrecked gliders in it.  We looked the cemetery over.  It was sad.  An officer told us that Legg would be there in the morning.  It was so quiet that we decided to sleep on top of the ground.  Started early the next morning.  We set up the office a the glider.   Legg came in about 0900.  The form 1’s were just pieces of scratch paper.  The personal effects were tied up in just anything.  We were 325 forms behind to start with.  McCullough started on the P.E.’s, Korfhage and Wasley started on the GR 1’s.  None of the rows and graves were in line.


Frenchmen were digging the graves.  They drank only wine and cider.  No water for them, they did not believe in it.  Started going out that first day picking up bodies.  An MP reported a dead paratrooper a few fields down from us.  Went down to get him the next morning.  He was lying in a trench.  His dog tags were on top of his body.  Somebody had stripped him.  We were all afraid to touch him at first having heard so much about bodies being booby trapped.  Tied a rope to him and pulled.  The rope broke.  I was pretty sick and disgusted.  Wished I had gotten in the Infantry.  That Scotch (labeled Medical Supplies) we had brought from England helped out.


We were supposed to pick up bodies that day in Montebourg.  The Germans retook it that night but we did not know it.  We went riding in.  An Infantry Joe stopped us and said, “You better not go in there they are shelling it.”  We thought he meant the Germans were shelling it.  Said we had to go.  Got in and found the Germans there.  Hell it was the Americans doing the shelling.  Got in the ditch in a hurry.  Varner was under the truck, said we’d run over him if he didn’t get out from under it.  When he got in he was looking back.  The Germans were like we were, they were getting the hell out of there.


We heard that we were going back to the company and everybody was very unhappy.  Then word came that we were going to run the German cemetery at Orglandes.  Just before we left the General Staff of the 82nd Airborne came down to hold a memorial service.  General Ridgeway told Lt. Miller to get all of the platoon together, for he wanted to thank them for the work they had done.  He talked to the platoon and said he was glad to see us wearing the 82nd patch and he hoped that we would continue to wear it.


When we got to Orglandes there were some 40 Germans buried and no work had been done on the records.  The 607 were still working on the forms from their last cemetery.  They had just put the PE’s in bags and left them.  Raker’s Raiders were supposed to help us but we got more work done by working by ourselves.  We were getting around 400 bodies a day when Cherbourg fell.  German PW’s were doing the digging, the wrapping of the German bodies and the lowering.  The Frenchmen came each day to bring us fresh butter, meat and cognac.  Had our own kitchen with Conley doing the cooking.  We ate good.  Sciarra learned while here that he was the father of a son.


Out picking up bodies one day when some American soldiers on motorcycles came along.  They went into the woods.  Our sergeant did not see them and fired into the woods.  The GI’s came crawling out of the woods.  They were pretty pale when they said, “You sure do have it rough up here.”


The 4th platoon then rejoined the company at Ste. Mere Eglise No. 2.

Chapter IX

6 JUNE TO 24 JULY 1944


The 3rd Platoon opened Ste. Mere Eglise No. 1 on D+4.  Started laying out Plot B and started 8 Frenchmen digging graves.  The first thing that the men did when they got to the cemetery was dig in.  The new men were told to take off their stripes for snipers shooting at them.  There were parachutes in the trees.  Bodies lying in long rows waiting to be buried.  The stench was overpowering.  Everybody went to work immediately.  Lived and work right in the cemetery.  Mann and Knowlton kept records of burials.  The mess hall was just over the hedgerow.  We got a negro service company to help dig.  Lt. O’Brien came with another platoon of service troops.  Everybody worked from early morning until night.  When it got dark everybody just laid down in their clothes and slept.  Shells came in but everybody was dug in.


The 9th Division demanded a plot and it caused hard feelings.  It was an impossible thing to tell all 9th Division men but the company did  its best.  There were Colonels coming in every day saying to get the bodies buried.  Get them buried, “We don’t care how you do it, but get them buried.”  Kept right on working identifying them as fast as possible and not burying them until information was obtained.


Ammunition was all over the place.  It took a man collecting it all the time.  German and American grenades, bullets and sack grenades.  Hujer was handling it.  On June 18, there was a hand grenade lying near the fire pit.  Hujer told Folio to move it but Folio  walked off and left it.  Hujer picked up the grenade and there was an explosion.  A big cloud of smoke went up into the air.  Hujer was lying on the ground.  Not far off Rinella and Knepley had been hit too.  Hujer said to the men around him, “For God’s sake, won’t somebody help me?”  They were rushed to the hospital.  Rinella came back almost immediately but the others were evacuated.


We did not bathe for two weeks.  Then men started taking baths out of their helmets.  Bed Check Charlie came over just as soon as our planes left.  “Whit Lightning.”  One of the men said it was a good thing that he got into his hole before he started drinking it or he wouldn’t have made it.  There was a foxhole dug in the middle of the path that went from one field to the other.  There was shelling one night and Charlie Dwyer took to the hole and went to sleep.  He awoke and wondered what time it was.  A colored guard was stepping over the hole and Charlie asked the time.  The guard looked all around, saw nobody and said, “Fuzzy Rabbit!  Fuzzy Rabbit! and took off across the cemetery.


Ste. Mere Eglise was nearing its capacity and Crops decided  to open another one just out of Ste. Mere Eglise on the road towards Chief Du Pont.  Sgt. Ryall, Sgt. Alcayde, Hurst and Carolyne went over to lay it out.  The Hinies lobbed in a few shells and they took to the ditch.  Sgt. Alcayde saw a cow smelling of the transit and shells or no shells, out he went for the transit.  Got the cemetery laid out and started digging, but continued burying at Ste. Mere Eglise No. 1.  The company left part of the 3rd platoon to finish up No. 1.  The company moved to No. 2. on 22/23 June 1994, started to operate No.2 on 24 June 1944.


Colonel King was one of the first funerals that was held.  Cragle was mad because his body was wrapped in two mattress covers.  Showing special privileges.  Not much was said when General Roosevelt was buried with full military honors.  Even the body was taken on a practice run for the funeral.  There were a lot of stars present at the funeral.  The cemetery was cleared of the GR and PW personnel and the funeral held.  The town mayor’s wife won out on who would adopt and take care of the General’s grave.


Started having our first movies in a farmer’s barn just across from the cemetery.  Fleaca’s brother got down for one of the shows, we later buried him, it was really a sad time.   Since the theater in town was a better place to show the movies, we started having the movies there.  In the middle of one show Paul Morris  had a heart attack.  Thought that he was going to the states when he left the company.


A sign was put up in the motor pool for only the assigned drivers to drive.  At the bottom of the sign “This means Peele too.”


Nearly lost Shultz when a sock grenade went off that he had just laid down.


And then to Marigny.

Collecting Points


While at Ste. Mere Eglise, life at collecting points began.  Rough in those days.  Strafing planes, road junctions shelled as our trucks joined 4th Division Collecting Points (CP), 22nd Regiment, Sgt. Judson Logan, Sgt. John Collins, and Pfc. Clarence Moffit;  the 12 Regiment.  Sgt. Jack Long, Pfc. Royal Schrock, and Sgt. Wylie; the 8th Regiment, Sgt. Westlake, Pfc. Allshouse and Pfc. Rahrig, and Haddad.

The first site of the CP was between Ste. Mere Eglise and Montebourg.  The screaming meemies were coming in.  Haddad thought we should go back to the company but Westlake was the sergeant and he said no.  More meemies and Allshouse thought we ought to go back.  Westlake said no.  They started landing in the next field, and they grabbed equipment and headed for the cemetery.


Ninth Division CP--Grealis, Laker, later Rinella.  Then Blagg and Palcos, Perry and Osborne.


83rd Infantry Division CP--Grince, Limpose, Price and Gahan.  Later Butte and Waltz.  The Chaplain brought in the body of a man who had been shot in the head.  The body was on a litter on the back of the jeep.  Limpose saw the man move, and asked the Chaplain if he was sure the man was dead, he said that a doctor at the front had pronounced him dead.  He was in a hurry and wanted us to take the body off the jeep, so he could get back to his unit.  Sgt. Butte put a lighted cigarette in front of the man’s eyes and they moved.  Took the man to a field hospital at Carantan.  They gave him blood plasma and treated his wound.  The doctor said he had a 50-50 chance to live.  He lived a week and died.

Chapter X

THRU FRANCE INTO BELGIUM


On the 28 July Capt. Rennie and Major Harrison went into the vicinity of Marigny to pick out a site for a cemetery.  The next day Lt. Milton and draftsmen went to the cemetery site to lay it out and stake graves so that the German PW’s could start digging the next morning.  Cleaned the area around St. Lo of bodies killed during the bombing for the break-through.  Had movies in the big tent.  Grealis accidentally discharged his gun while with Capt. Rennie.  Company formation in front of the mess tent just as three P-47’s were fighting Me-109’s.  Everyone heard the machine gun fire and took off for the nearest place of cover, garbage pit included.  The Red Cross Doughnut Wagon came.  Cragle said you have to give the girls credit even if you don’t give the Red Cross a cent.  Had a police dog for a pet.  Folio had a duck and a goose.  Cooked the goose the last day.  The 607th GR Co., relieved us.  Then we had a week’s rest--nothing to do but sunbathe read and drink.  Next on to Gorron to set up another cemetery.  The company moved from Marigny to Gorron by motor convoy, arriving around 1500 on 14 of August.  Lt. Falis lived up to his reputation.  He got lost and brought part of the company through Mortain soon after it had been taken.  It was still burning and the dead were lying in the street where they had been killed.  The weather was hot and the bodies awful.  The Air Corps were building and airstrip down the road.  The people were very friendly.  An old man and woman wanted to shake McCullum’s hand while he was doing his business.  Whore baths in the area with audiences from the village.  Charlie did  the Calvados Crawl and then the four holes to Paris.  Had a USO show in the next field.  Bowling did his famous jitterbug act.  The road we were on was called Humps Delight.  Webb had a bee hive, which was destroyed just before we pulled out.


McCullum, Halderman, and Cragle went to visit a friend.  Enroute back they stopped at a small cafe to quench their thirst.  Mac started buying three bottles of each kind.  Back into the jeep with bottles all over the floor.  Stopped the jeep, everybody got out but Mac and he fell out.  “Mac how are you?”  “OK, how are you?”  The old man was dumbfounded.


The company left Gorron on 21 August and arrived at Les Champs.  We were in a big field down the road from battalion.  Didn’t do much but play ball, eat and sleep.  Just a big field, an apple orchard and another field for baseball.  Sekerak and Semanick were in there pitching.  Pitched the pup tents in the orchard and the kitchen in a clump of trees.  On 24 August Lt. Milton and Lt. Miller (with Cannan to feed the advance detachment) went to La Loupe.  Col. Armstrong showed them a dense thicket where the company was to stay.  Down the road they found a clear woods and set up.  About a mile down the road was a pond where bathing and swimming was possible.  The company arrived the next day around 1800 with crosses piled high on the 2 1/2  ton trucks.


On the 27th of August an advance detail went forward to find a spot for a cemetery.  Found a spot in the vicinity of Auverneau.  Dug test holes and bivouacked in what had been a German fuel dump.  The Infantry marched in to stay the night as they advanced back of the Armor.  Capt. Rennie and Lt. Milton with two men each to dig test holes went across the Seine to pick another spot for a cemetery, for already the one at Auverneau was too far behind.  Did not know where the enemy troops were.  The orders were to go as far as possible.  Went until they met the infantry with the fighting just a kilometer down the road.  That was far enough.  Back to Solers where a spot was picked.  No test hole digging that day.  Cemetery selected at 30 miles per hour.


The company moved up to Solers on 28th of August.  Set up in an orchard an laid out the cemetery.  That night the Germans bombed Melun, trying to get a bridge on the Seine River.  They made the bomb runs over the area.  The garbage pit filled up with men in a hurry.  Pop Slusarczyk had said that afternoon that he was going to dig anymore more foxholes.  That night, when the bombers started over, he felt differently about it.  After the bombers had gone, there was the sound of digging for the rest of the night.


Paris was just 35 kilometers away and many of the men reacted just as Capt. Rennie had when he took off.  Capt. Rennie told the men about his good times in Paris but would not let them go.  He did say they could go anywhere they wanted to so long as they were there during working hours for duty.  Sgt. Logan left to set up our first VII Corps CP at Cerny, France.  There were not a lot of bodies, but there was a lot of time to play cards.  The tanks were moving rapidly and the cemetery was far behind the lines before it was even open.  Charlie Dwyer left the area for rations and did not return.  The advance detail left for the new cemetery area leaving the rear unit without gas or food.  Found some captured gas and managed to roll.  Made apple cobbler out of the apples from the orchard and we had fresh vegetable soup.  No army issue but they ate good.


The company departed from Solers on 6th of September.  There were men AWOL to Paris at moving time.  Left word with the 607 to take charge of them when they returned.  the company would send for them later.


The gas shortage was on, but the company was able to get enough for a couple of trucks, which went on an advance party with Capt. Rennie to open a new cemetery.  The advance party proceeded to Ballencourt where the battalion was bivouacked.  Col. Armstrong gave a parade for the Mayor of the town, who was taken from the special supper by the FFI for being a collaborator.  The next morning Capt. Rennie left four men to bring the company up to Fosses.  Then he went forward, entering Belgium only a few hours after the Armored...Proceeded to Fosses, Belgium and selected a cemetery site.  The rear element at Solers arrived in Ballencourt around 0300 after driving blackout for miles, with Lt. Dubrov leading the convoy.  Lt. O’Brien found a new way of answering nature’s call while riding in a jeep.  Left the next morning at 0800 for Fosses, Belgium.  Driving through Charleroi the streets were lined with people throwing flowers and fruit.  They were also giving away bottles of beer and cognac.  Lt. Dubrov caught everything he could but Lt. Wells concentrated on the bottles.  There were still pockets of Germans around when we arrived in Fosses.  Some of the ack-ack men were killed when some Germans attacked their bivouac area a few miles down the road.


There were bodies on the ground before a hole was dug.  Had a hard time obtaining PW’s to do the digging. so we had our own stockade.  Sgt. Westlake handled it.  It was down in a hollow of the hill.  The people of the town would bring the guards hot drinks and things to eat.  There were no tents for the PW’s.  They were exposed to the rain and cold.  Most of the bodies were German.  There was always beer in the tent in the German cemetery.  Lt. Falis used to do quite a bit of visiting over there.  One day Dwyer and Kline were on their way to Charleroi to get rations when two women waved them down.  They thought the women wanted a ride.  The woman motioned up the hill.  Dwyer with no gun and Kline with a mud caked one walked up to the top and there were five German soldiers lying in the grass, all well armed.  The Germans surrendered and were turned over to the MP’s.

The Collecting Points


The collecting points, as usual, were the glamorous and exciting part of the work.  There was a lot of friction between the people who worked in the cemetery constantly and those who spent most of their time on collecting points.  The collecting points were the best deal- if they weren’t why were the men so anxious to go out on them?


Fleaca, Gordon and Adkins had a “hair-raising” experience at the 1st Division Collecting Point near Brecy, France.


Just as the CP pulled into the area.  MP’s hollering gas.  Gordon grabbed his mask and as it was still waterproof he started turning blue.  Another of the gas masks was leaking.  Were just fixing to get the ----out of there when the MP’s said it was a false alarm.


At the 2nd Armored Division Collecting Point Butte Whitehouse, Moss, Myers, and Blevins had a bad night of it on at least one occasion.  The German planes came over and dropped anti-personnel bombs in the field next to them.  They were also trying to hit the gas dump down the road.  People were hit in the field.  They were calling for medics.  Whitehouse got out of his hole and started to treat the wounded.  He found one man in a fox hole and carried him to the black-out tent for treatment.  Johnson replaced Butte and Whitehouse and tried to sleep in the hole Whitehouse had dug, but it was so deep he could not hear anything so he gave it up and slept on top of the ground.  Pulled out in convoy at night.  A German convoy fell into the middle of our convoy.  The tanks discovered it and blew the hell out of the Germans.  Back at the end of the convoy we wondered if we had run into an ambush.  The next morning muscle and bits of flesh were lying all over the place.


Westlake, Allshouse, Rahrig and Davis had the most unusual experience at their 3rd Armored Division CP.  During the dash across France the Division stopped at Le Sourd.  Set up the GR CP across from the medics.  Had just finished supper when down the road came a truck with German soldiers hanging on it.  The truck stalled in front of the CP.  Grabbed guns and hid behind the truck.  They did not shoot but got back on the truck and went back the same way they had come.  A German motorcycle passed up and down the road.  Saw buzz bombs that night.  The next morning Westlake went over and asked Lt. Peck if the road was open.  He said he did not see why it shouldn’t be.  The group decided to go back together in case the truck should run into Germans.  The four started back through the town they had been in the day before.  As they entered town, they saw a group of German soldiers standing by the road, because one of them looked like a GI and they thought they were prisoners.  But the Germans were armed.  Nothing to do but go ahead into town and it was full of German soldiers.  A German jumped in the middle of the road with a machine pistol.  Allshouse said, “I think we had better stop.”  Westlake said, “I think so too.”  They lined the GR men up in the middle of the road and frisked them.  A German Colonel stepped up and grabbed the maps and asked Westlake where the tanks were.  Westlake said he did not know, for his job was to evacuate bodies and he did not know the disposition of the tanks or the foot troops.  The Colonel took Westlake to a military cemetery of the last war and showed him where to bury the bodies.  The Germans drove the truck down to the cemetery and our men started unloading the bodies.  The Colonel took Westlake off for interrogation at Division.


Had just started digging graves when the Germans decided to take off.  Walked about twenty miles.  Stopped for a rest and some civilians came down and told them they were surrounded.  They discussed it and decided to give up.  Sent Rahrig out with two Germans to contact some Americans to surrender to.  Intercepted by the FFI.  A few well placed shots stopped the three.  The French searched them and then decided to help out.  Ran into the 22nd Regiment of the 4th Infantry Division and turned the Germans over to them.  Caught a ride back to Lille, France on the ambulance.  Davis said it would be better to stay at the front, so they went up and stayed with the Infantry.  The next morning they found out they were cut off again.  Sat around all day waiting for the way to be opened for the gas trucks to go back.  Left that night about 11 o’clock.  Thought the company was at Solers.  Went through Paris to Solers.  Found out the company had moved to Fosses.  Peele came down for blankets and took them back to the company.


Meanwhile Westlake was taken away from the group by the Colonel for questioning at Division headquarters.  Drove all that day hunting for it but could not find it.  That night he turned Westlake over to an SS half track crew.  He stayed with them for three days.  They were strafed every hour by P-47’s and at night the FFI would resist at every town.  At night they made him lie down in the half track and in the day they made him lie in the ditch by the side of the road.  All they had to eat was black bread.  The half track broke down and they blew it up.  The crew turned Westlake over to a truck crew.  It broke down and they blew it up.  They gave Westlake  their packs and started hiking.  The Lightning’s came, strafed and bombed.  Dove to the side of the road.  There was a Heinie in front and behind.  Westlake motioned to the Heinie that he was going over the hedge, in a little barn, he crawled into the straw under the wagon.  The Lightning’s came strafed and blasted away for half an hour.  After the raid they came looking for him.  They did not have much time and did not look very well.  After they left a civilian entered the barn with Heinie equipment he had picked up off the road.  Westlake decided to take a chance with him.  Told the civilian he was an American soldier and had been a prisoner.  He told Westlake  to stay in the barn.  That night he brought food and blankets.  Westlake  told him to bring him civilian clothes and he would stay in the house.  Stayed three days.  German convoys going past all the time.  The third day the tanks came.  The Civilian brought Westlake’s uniform after checking to be sure they were American tanks in town.  Then Westlake ran into a 7th Corps wire laying outfit and told them his story.  Back near Mons Westlake picked up a German automobile and he took off down the road for Jayhawk.  The Company set a truck to pick him up and bring him to the company at Fosses, Belgium.


Near Mons Belgium, things happened at the 1st Division CP.  Hanlon and Gray were sleeping in the truck while Varner and Gordon slept in a pup tent.  It was moonlight.  Heard something tinkling and saw something shiny.  Hollered and they broke and ran over the creek embankment.  Hanlon opened up and they heard one German who had been hit in the firing.  He lay down by the creek and called out that he couldn’t walk.  Varner had passed out under the trailer, dead to the world.  When he finally woke up he blew his top because some of his liquor had been given to the wounded German.

Chapter XI

HENRI CHAPELLE, BELGIUM


Moved from Fosses, Belgium on 15 September to Gelivaux, Belgium for a rest period.  Set up in an orchard.  Pitched tents on the side of the hill and ate the apples off the trees.  Operated a VII Corps CP.  In nearby Trooze there was an ice cream parlor.  Had movies in a barn in town.  Found showers at a mine nearby.  Passing through the ammunition dump enroute back the ack-ack opened up at a plane.  They hit him at the first burst.  Afraid he would land in the dump, everyone hit the dirt and Charlie Dwyer ended up in a pile of ----.  The ack-ack boys hit one of our planes one night and everybody cheered thinking it was an enemy plane.  Folio missed guard and dug a hole 6 by 6 the next day while the company played baseball.  Thomas gave a free performance in his tent during the noon hour.  Sgt. Ernest Norton was placed on DS with the company.  Departed from Gelivaux on 23 of September.  All of the village was out to see the company off and all of the girls were crying.


Pulled into the bivouac area at Henri Chapelle at 1430.  It was raining, and it always did at Henri Chapelle.  This was to be the last cemetery; there would be only about two American plots and one German plot, for the Seigfreid line had already been broken.  The work soon started piling up and we were short of help because there were so many divisions in the line calling for GR CP’s.  Donald Smith, Benford, and Koss were kept busy staking out graves.  It rained every day and the mud went over the top of the GI shoes.  From the cemetery you could see the planes dive-bombing Aachen.  Had picture shows in the cow barn at night.  Finally had “Cover Girl.”  Beer for the whole company.  Buried an American nurse, the first woman to be killed in the Army overseas.  Winter was coming and the men built huts and installed stoves and carbide lights.  Boise running the generator for lights in the day room, which was the cow stable.  Grealis became the official company barber after McIntosh became the driver of the Admiral’s Barge.  The Buzz Bombs became a regular thing passing overhead.  We were in a direct line of their flight.  One landed just back of the area.  You could hear it coming but it was like the other only lower.  The men in the day room dove for the floor.  It hit and the window glass shattered.  Straley and Korfhage were cut by some of the glass.


Southard and Thomas, members of our guard detachment, went AWOL.  Southard came back and was sentenced.  Thomas was found in civilian clothes, picked up and escaped the stockade.  S/Sgt. Morris, Ballard, Webber, and Knepley back to the company through the replacement pools.  Chapman, Walton, Street, Zalar, Michalski, Valerian and Robert Johnson were assigned to the company.  Adkins, Folio, McCann and Rosa were transferred to 92nd Replacements Bn.


There were passes for Paris and Verviers.  The 607th GR Co. took over the cemetery and for a few weeks the company did nothing.  Just before Thanksgiving Lt. Wells took 20 men to Holland for a disinternment job.  It was a long ride and the first night they stayed at a Monastery which was run by and order of monks who made good beer.  Heard the first V-2 that night.  Several hit in the vicinity.


The “Limies” ran all over the place with their vehicle lights on just as though there wasn’t any war on.  Found out that the place were the bodies were was under constant enemy observation.  The Germans would shoot at anything that moved.  Lt. Wells went up in an armored car and satisfied himself that it would be better to get them later.


An advance detail drove up to Aachen to clean up the barracks the day before the company moved.  Moved up the next day, which was 30 of November.  Were with Battalion again with lots of guard duty.  Capt.  Rennie said that next week we would lose two more---ups.  The next week orders came for Capt. Rennie and Lt. Bubrov to be transferred.  Lt. Ferrell joined the company as Company Commander and a few days later in the small hours of the morning the company was called out on alert to defend the area.  Col. Armstrong wanted to know why the company was deployed so far out.  Told him that he had drawn it up that way.  He said he did not realize it was so far out.  Had an outpost day and night on the alert.  The Germans had broken through.  Lt. Milton took a provisional platoon to the XVIII Airborne Corps.


The VII Corps moved back and on Christmas Eve the company pulled out with the battalion, leaving Lt. Miller to pull in the CP’s.  Hitler had promised the German people to take Aachen for Christmas.  There were very few troops in the town.  It looked like all of the American forces had pulled out.  Christmas day the CP’s pulled back and after a Christmas dinner of Vienna sausages and beans moved out to rejoin the company at Goesnes.  Enroute through Liege, Cragle ran into the back of a truck in front of him.  Jennings thought that a buzz bomb had hit and took off down the street.  Fixed the truck and proceeded to Goesnes.  Most of the company had moved back to St. Severin.  While moving back Harmon and Valerian were killed near Liege.  Peele, Bowling Whitehouse, Siatt, Haney, Schrock, Osborne and Paul were wounded.

The Collecting Points


During this period as always, things were not dull at the CP’s.  At a 3rd Armored Points with Sgt. Logan, Schrock, Harmon and Limpose.  Schrock shot at a German nurse flashing a light out of a window.  Did not know whether he hurt her or not but the flashing of the light was permanently stopped.  At another 3rd Armored CP Sgt. Long, Goldner, Waltz, and Bill Logan had an unusual experience.  The Germans shelled them during the day and night.  One night a shell landed in a foxhole with two men but only one was killed.  The other man lost a leg but the doctor said he would live.  Stayed here six weeks.  Did not have many bodies.


At the 104th Division, Sgt. Johnson, Hurst, Meyers, McLaughlin, Wolf and Goldner had quite a time of it.  They went into Brand looking for a home to set up in.  Finally they found a place.  It was the basement room that had been picked out for General Allen.  A Colonel came along and asked Meyers how much time it was before the hour. Meyers said, “Just eight minutes, twenty seconds and one vibrate.”  The Colonel was silenced for a moment be retorted, “You will be out of here in that much time.”  On another occasion, the Chaplain came in bitching about having to pick up bodies at night.  He kept crying about it until McLaughlin said, “Don’t cry on my shoulder, go see the General.”


Wolf wanted Johnson to run a medical unit out of a hospital so that the CP could have it to live in.  he said he was going to report Johnson to Capt. Rennie for not doing it.  It was here that Meyers was dubbed with the nickname of “Goebbels.”  On of the German girls said he talked just like Goebbels and then everybody started calling him Goebbels.  Meyers was having trouble contacting “Der Fuhrer.”  Arrived in Eschweiler, found a beat-up house and set up a CP.  It rained and Goldner was in a leaky part.  Wolf’s duffel bag was in a dry spot.  Goldner wanted to move the bag so the he would have a dry spot to sleep.  Wolf said no, his bag had been there first.  Johnson made him move the bag and Wolf said he was going to report Johnson to the Captain.  The CP moved to the other side of Eschweiler then the breakthrough started.  The Germans dropped paratroopers.  Meyers and Johnson shot burp guns at planes that came in the area.  The 1/Sgt. of the ack-ack outfit told us of the expected attack.  The CP sat up on guard that night.  At 2130 planes came over and a few minutes later the Infantry started shooting.  The house was piled with ammunition and all the guns that could be found were ready for action.  The ack-ack boys got 17 paratroopers on the hill, four out of the house next door, and two in the field behind the house.  McLaughlin shot a German with a burp gun.


The 5th Armored Division CP at Kleinhauer was one of the roughest the company ever had.  Butte, Eisenacher, Wishart, Waltz, and Kline had to load bodies into the trailer under mortar fire.  They were worried about the “dud” 500 pound bomb in the front yard.  “Colonel” Wishart went up forward in a tank to get a body and, complained bitterly when the officer made him close the hatch.  After the Battle of the bulge the same crew moved back to Kleinhaur and the 5th Armored Division, but finally had to moved to the “Luxury,” of Hurtgen to get out of the hot spot.  There wasn’t one building standing in the entire village of Hurtgen, just like Kleinhaur two clicks up the road.

Chapter XII

THE ARDENNES


A makeshift platoon with Lt.Milton left Aachen on 21 December 1944 for the VVIII Airborne Corps headquarters.  They were told that the Germans were reported to have taken some of the towns along their route of travel and for them to proceed with caution.  Stopped in Liege to ask about the road ahead and the MP said he did not know.  Stopped further along the road and the MP said that the Germans had the road junction a few miles down the road, otherwise he did not know.  Arrived at XVIII Corps headquarters and set up CP’s for the XVIII Abn. Corps, 7th Armored and 106 Infantry Divisions.


Cannan and Householder were doing the cooking.  It was; cold that night and Webber on guard could hear the machine gun fire.


One roadblock was holding with just three rounds of ammunition.  The 7th Armored was holding the point.  The Germans had taken St. Vith and their next point was Vielsalm.


Next morning the men left for the cemetery.  Down to  Beho to pick up bodies.  The Infantry was withdrawing from the town.  The roadblocks did not know what was left out in front of them, they were just holding.  The Infantry was set up back of Beho and the troops were still functioning.  The lines were being formed.  The 82nd Airborne had a good line just back of Vielsaalm on the right flank of the 7th Armored.  There were two roads out of Vielsalm and most of the time one of them was open.  They would hold the town that night if they could.  That night in the house the old woman played the piano and all the men sang.  Outside the small arms fire could be heard and the landscape was white with fresh snow.  The runners were down at the headquarters to come in case of a rapid retreat.  Around 0500 they came to say that we were to retreat the next morning at 0800.  It was still night but we loaded to move.  One of the trucks would not start.  Had to leave some of the bodies behind.  Just room for the men.


Pulled into the designated village and began to cook dinner.  An hour later a 7th Armored patrol entered the town to see if it was safe to move into.  Pulled back to Sprimont, on 23 December 1944.  The next day formations of our bombers were over.  The day was clear and then out of nowhere the enemy fighters came and shot down seven Forts out of one formation.  One of the Forts exploded in the air.  Some of the men got out of the planes, you could see them as the pilots held the plane on its course.


Christmas day Nellie helped Cannan and Householder to fix the Christmas dinner.  We had gotten turkeys the day before from the ration dump, and had Christmas dinner with all the fixings.


The company arrived at Goesnes and set up.  Moved out the next day because the Germans were reported a mile away with nothing between us and them.  Back to St. Severian.  Headquarters stayed in the farmhouse and the rest of the men stayed in a house down the road.  Set up the kitchen in their garage, and had Christmas dinner.  Buzz bombs were passing over all the time.  You could hear them coming and then they would shut off and go into glide.  Everybody would quit talking to listen.  After the explosion the talking would commence again.  Snow was on the ground and it was very cold.  The Battle for the Bulge was under control.  December 30 departed from St. Severian and back to Goesnes.  Lived in the chateau.  The kitchen in the main room with the men living upstairs.  Some of the men living in a nearby house and the officers living in the house on the court.  The Madam spoke good English.  Korfhage because acting mail orderly but was replaced by Krenz.  Dwyer swung at Conley and became ex-mess sergeant because of it.  Jennings because Mess Sergeant and Morris became the Supply Sergeant.  The men went hunting and the company had a meal of pheasant and rabbit.  Departed from here on 10 January.


10 January the company left Goesnes by motor convoy for Ocquier, Belgium.  Put the men in separate homes, two or three to a house.  The kitchen was on the stage in the schoolhouse and the mess hall in the auditorium, with the cooks sleeping in the class room.  Ran a Corps CP on the hill overlooking the town.  All of the 692nd Battalion moved up except the Colonel who could not find housing conditions good enough for him.  Varner was evacuated to U.S. Meyer stepped on a mine while out picking up bodies.  Beaulieu, Collins, and Haislop joined the company.  Left Ocquier on 31 January, by motor convoy for Stavelot.  The town had been beaten up during the breakthrough.  Slept in apartment buildings on the hill with some of the men in the attic.  The company went out into the surrounding area to clean up the bodies after the snow started melting.  the company took physical examinations to classify them for a possible transfer to the Infantry.  Moved to Aachen on 7th February leaving the 3rd platoon to finish cleaning up the bodies in the area.  The company arrived in Aachen the 31 of January and set up in  apartment buildings next to the 692nd Battalion.  The motor pool was on the corner in an empty lot and just a block away were tile mineral baths.  All the company did was pull guard on a roadblock where Shinn and Hanlon caught two SS troopers a German Woman told them about.  The fourth platoon ran the Corps CP in Merkin.  Tymosko, Lopez, Grince and Osborne joined the company from a replacement pool.  The Unit was awarded the Meritorious Service Plaque.  Laker was drooped from assignment.  Left Aachen on 8 March.

The Collecting Points

Ralston, Krupp, Grince, Knepley and Carolyne were with the 3 Armored. Division when the Division received secret orders to move to Hotton, Belgium.  Just before breakfast the Germans started throwing mortar shells into the town and continued the shelling for two hours.  The headquarters of the 23 Engineers, the Medics and a few Infantrymen were all the troops in the town.  One of the officers decided that we might be captured, so everybody started getting rid of their souvenirs.  The Medical Captain in charge said that all men with arms would have to leave the building and that meant the GR team.  Vehicles were still burning in the street and the Engineers were digging in.  The Germans were coming into the town when an Infantry lieutenant asked us what type of troops we were.  We said GR.  He asked us if we had rifles.  We said yes.  He said to get that machine gun and set it up in front of the doorway.  A Heinie tank was coming down the street firing.  A call had gone out for tanks to come to our aid.  Just then a German tank rolled up in front of the Treatment Station.  More tanks could be seen coming down the road firing.  At first we thought they were Germans but then we saw they were ours.  The town was quiet but for the burning vehicles and houses when--word came that the medics were pulling out.  Capt. Smith said that he would make a run for it and try to get the patients out, using all available vehicles for causalities.  A jeep went down the road to see if it was clear.  The drivers were told that upon leaving town to go like hell.  The leading vehicle, which was a jeep, just made the other end of the clearing when the Heinies started a crossfire with machine guns.  Some of the ambulances managed to make the run through the small arms fire but some of them were stopped.  The GR truck was still in town but in range of gun fire.  The trailer jackknifed and we could not clear the road.  Mortar shells were coming in when we started for the house.  Everybody was in but Ralston and Carolyne when a mortar hit behind them.  Carolyne shoved Ralston through the window and crawled in after him.  He told Krupp that Ralston had been hit, and Krupp said he did not have his kit.  Carolyne ran out and got the kit from the truck and then ran down the street to the medial station to get help.


But all was not exciting at the CP’s.  There were several amusing incidents at the 2nd Armored.  Grealis came out to cut hair and Lt. Falis had a round with Major Harlin as to where to cut hair.  Each night Maj. Harlin played pinochle and Hurst would win the Major’s money.  The Major always said he would win it back the next day.  Kimes was chewed at Simmerath by a Major General for not wearing his helmet.  The Commanding General of the 86th Infantry Division.

Crossed the Roer on the 25 of February moved into the outskirts of Duren and set up a CP in a building that was still burning.  McCullum claims to be the fastest man in the army.  A plane came over to dusk.  “Just an American plane,” he  said.  The plane went into dive, Mac ran but stopped a second at the corner to see if he was hearing right.  He was.  The bomb hit in the field across the street but only causalities were five men trying to get into the basement, all at the same time.


Straley, Billy Logan, Sample, Halderman, Dennis and Alex were with the 104th Division.  Later Rinella, Wolf, and Beaulieu joined the CP.  They moved to Sindorf near the Rhine.  Set up in a nice little house and had it all cleaned up when a 240 MM howitzer back of the barn started firing.  The plaster fell and out came the windows. Beaulieu jumped up, “Did that come in?”  Beaulieu’s eyes got big as saucers.  They shot three every hour.  The shingles started falling.  “We had better get out of here,” Beaulieu said.  “Must I make up my mind for all of us?”


The company move from Aachen to Bergheim on March 8.  Set up in what had been a Nazi headquarters, and operated a VII Corps CP across the stream, which ran in front of the house.  Sgt. Wylie was shot in the hand while on CP and was sent to the hospital.  The 4th platoon went out on CP with the V Corps.  Haddad was dropped from assignment, and Morris asked to be reduced to a Private.  Lt. Falis was awarded the Bronze Star.


The company left Bergheim 16 March.

Chapter XIII

CENTRAL EUROPE


After the 9th Armored Division, with the 4th Platoon attached, crossed the Rhine River at Remagen, the members of the company became a part of the rat race across Germany to meet the Russians.  The 1st platoon stayed with the 3rd Armored as the Division roared to Paderborn to close up the “Rose Pocket.”  The 4th platoon followed V Corps 2nd Division and  9th Armored and finally wound up with the XVIII Airborne Corps. in the Rose Pocket.  The rest of the company followed the 8th Division, the 1st Division, the 9th Division, and the 104th Division.  These were the days when the thought most frequently spoken was  “How’s looting?”  The troops were literally looting their way across Europe.


Meanwhile the company move from Bergheim to Frenchmen to Bad Godesburg to Altenkirchen to Marburg, to Bredelar to Eberschultz to Nordhausen.  In Nordhausen the company ran a VII Corps CP.  Dennis got burned from a mine explosion.  Saw the concentration camp, the underground buzz bomb factory that was air conditioned and had its own railroad, and the slave laborers who were looting anything and everything.  The Air Corps flattened most of the town.


17 April the company moved from Nordhausen to Eisleben.  Stayed in homes that had hot and cold running water.  Moved the civilians out that we might move in.  The company ran a roadblock for checking passes and caught some GI’s who were AWOL.  Operated a VII Corps CP in addition to the different Division CP’s and evacuated bodies back to Eisenach.  Martin Luther had been born here and the church in which he was baptized in was still being used.  Lt. Miller, Lt. Milton, Lt. Wells, 1/Sgt. Maloney, S/Sgt. Butte, S/Sgt. Cragle, S/Sgt. Morris, S/Sgt. Johnson, S/Sgt. Tamborini, were decorated with Bronze Stars by General Collins.  King, Killebrew, and Vest were assigned to the company.  Knowlton was shot in hand and evacuated.  Left Eisleben 1 May.


The company moved from Eisleben to Leipzig on 1 May into German barracks and set the kitchen up in a garage.  There was a hospital there filled with Polish men.  There was a gymnasium and a swimming pool.  The men cleaned it out and found German pistols in it.  The  men bathed and sunbathed on one side of the field with the German women on the other side of the field.  Both using field glasses. Played baseball on the square in front of the gymnasium every day.  Operated a VII corps CP in addition to Division CP’s and, went out on Search and Recovery and disinterring operations.  


VE Day came and the Chaplain gave services while a German plane buzzed over the camp.  Everybody said “What next?”  We started regular training programs with classes, calisthenics and close order drill.  Everybody sent home souvenirs through the APO whose sign over the door read, “The best loot in the world passes through these doors.”  A Russian General flew into Leipzig to see General Collins and landed in the field next to our barracks.  The camp was fenced completely and we were allowed out on official business only.  The theme song became, “Don’t Fence Me In.”  And it became known as either “The 692 PW Cage or  Stalag 168.”  The daily security run (which was just in case there should be any riots) and the movies were the only trips out of the stockade.  Freed and Burkett were transferred to Battalion while Hurst became the authority on the point system.  Then we found out that the company was moving back to Belgium to Henri Chapelle and there was a beer party with skits to celebrate.  We left Leipzig 18 May.  The company moved from Leipzig in two serials with Col. Hobgood seeing us off.  We traveled all day and arrived at Drolshagen that night, where we stayed in buildings that had been used by the displaced persons.  Started out the next morning and arrived in Henri Chapelle that afternoon 19 May.  We found out that we were to beautify the cemetery for Memorial Day.  We planted grass, painted crosses and made the place ready in spite of the impossible weather conditions.  Put flags on each grave and were ready when Memorial day came.


General Eisenhower was there for the services that were held and although the Belgian’s did not understand, they were there.  The company received commendations for the work they did getting the cemetery ready.  The first and fourth platoons moved to Margraten, Holland on 1 June 1945, to operate that cemetery while the rest of the company operated the Henri Chapelle cemetery.


And so ends the history of the 603 Quartermaster Graves Registration Company (Fighting 603).  It is a different 603 now.  Men leaving on points, men leaving for the CBI direct, and men in the occupation 603.  The Fighting 603 in now just a memory.

Supreme Headquarters

Allied Expedition Force

TO ALL MEMBERS OF THE ALLIED EXPEDITION FORCE:

The task we set ourselves is finished, and the time has come for me to relinquish Combined Command.

In the name of the United States and the British Commonwealth, from whom my authority is derived, I should like to convey to you the gratitude and admiration of our two nations for the manner in which you have responded to every demand that has been made upon you.  At times conditions have been hard and the task to be preformed arduous.  No praise is too high for the manner in which you have surmounted every obstacle.

I should like, also, to add my personal word of thanks to each of you for the part you have played, and the contribution you have made to our joint victory.

Now that you are about to pass to other spheres of activity, I say Good-bye to you and wish you Good Luck and God-Speed.





S/Dwight David Eisenhower

Company Roster

T/Sgt.  Alcayde, Saturino, 1505 Flores Ave., 


Laredo, Texas

Pvt. Aleksiejczyk, Joseph J., 1305 Arlington 
Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

Pfc. Allshouse, Clayton C., 537 N.


Arlington Street, Akron, Ohio.

Pfc. Ballard, William H., 1705 W.


6th Street, Ashtabula, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Beaulieu, Francis N., 300


Kearney Ave., Kearney, New 


Jersey.

Tec. 5 Bekierski, Michael J., 1213


Starkweather Ave., Cleveland 13,


Ohio.

Tec. 5 Benford, Royden E., 1217


Bank Street, Elyria, Ohio.

Sgt. Blagg, Tas H., 1728 Fulton Rd.,


Cleveland, Ohio.

Pfc. Blevins, Chester, Route No. 1.


Ft. Gay, W. Va.

Tec. 4 Boles, Fred O., 171 W. Martin


St., E. Palestine, Ohio.

Sgt. Bowling, Aguin A., 4091/2 Main


St., Wellsville, Ohio.

Pfc. Brant, Samuel H., 3659 Irma


St., Youngstown, Ohio.

Pvt. Burkett, Winfred K., Rockton,


Illinois.

S/Sgt. Butte, Charles D., 180 N.


Powell Ave., Columbus 4, Ohio.

Tec. 4 Cannan, Maurice E., 32 Catawba


St., Belmont, N. C.

Sgt. Carducci, Robert D.,410 Highland


Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

Pfc. Carolyne, William A., 252 Spring


St., Youngstown, Ohio.

Pfc. Chapman, Claude M., 3544


Lambert St., Marion, Indiana.

Pvt. Cobarrubias, Joseph A., 1532


E. 29th Street, Lorain, Ohio.

Pfc. Collins, Ernest M., 4853 Russell


Ave., Minneapolis, Minnesota.

Sgt. Collins, John M., Jr., 3981/2


Thoenton St., Akron, Ohio

Pvt. Conley, Harrison, Jr., 323 Samatra


Ave., Akron, Ohio

S/Sgt. Cragle, Ralph H., 437 E. Fifth


St., Berwick, Pa.

Pfc. Davis, Kenneth, 105 Bryan


Ave., Clarksburg, W. Va.

Pfc. DeLaurentis, Dominic J., 610


Spring Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

Pfc. Dennis, Roger E., 349 W. 2nd


St., Elyria, Ohio.

Pfc. Dials, Roger A., 734 Mc Pherson


St., Mansfield, Ohio.

Pvt. Dwyer, Charles, 269 High St.,


Grafton, W. Va.

S/Sgt. Dwyer, Gerald T., 218 74th 


St., Brooklyn, N.Y.

S/Sgt. Eisenacher, John A., 207


Hiawatha  Ave. Westerville,


Ohio.

1st Lt. Falis, Joe P., 5702 Biscayne


Blvd., Miami, Florida.

Chaptain Ferrell, Robert M., 112 E.


Hamtramck St., Mt. Vernon,


Ohio.

Pvt. Fleaca, Mike J., 2068 W. 45th St., 
Cleveland, Ohio.

Pct. Folio, Joseph A., Box 112, 


Nutter Fort, W. Va.

Pfc. Fox, Kenneth P., Route No.1,


Plymouth, Ohio.

Pvt. Freed, Harold, 4312 14th Ave.,


Brooklyn, N.Y.

Pfc. Gahan, George K., 224 Machen


St., Toledo, Ohio.

Pvt. Gayar, John, 193 Bowery St.,


Akron, Ohio.

Pfc. Gordon, Irving M., 4713 13th


Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y.

Tec. 5 Grace, Ben H., Sparta, 


Georgia.

Sgt. Gray, Walter L., 2476 7th 


Street, Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio.

Pvt. Grealis, Huey P., 4306 Whitman


Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 

Pvt. Grince, Donald W., 2730 122nd


Street, Toledo, Ohio.

Pvt. Haislop, Edward G., 1123 Lynn


St., Parkersburg, W. Va.

Pvt. Halderman, Harold V., Jr., 483


Columbus Rd., Bedford, Ohio.

Pfc. Hamell, Ralph E., 2465 E.


Geddes Ave., Decatur, Illinois.

Sgt. Hamilton, William L., 942 Golda


Place, Akron, Ohio.

Pfc. Hammond, James L., 706 Wilson


Street, Salem, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Haney, Charles W., Jr., 139


Beverly Ct., Elyria, Ohio.

Pfc. Hanlon, Charles J., Jr., 842 Main


Street, Wellsville, Ohio.

Mrs. Harmon, Elma (mother), Route No.


2, Liberty Center, Ohio.

Pfc. Householder, Herbert, 336 18th


Street, Wellsville, Ohio.

Pvt. Hujer, Joseph O., 3909 Bush


Ave., Cleveland 8, Ohio.

Pfc. Hurst, Joseph A., 122 N. Second


Street, Bardstown, Ky.

S/Sgt. Jennings, Orrel R., 716 Crawford


Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

S/Sgt. Johnson, Earl A., Box 309,


Salineville, Ohio.

Pfc. Johnson, Robert R., 


Beattystown, NJ

S/Sgt. Kidney, John T., Jr., Route


No. 1, Jacoby Road, Copley Ohio.

Pfc. Killebrew, Samuel R., Jr., Route


No. 3, McEwen, Tennessee.

Pfc. Kimes Raymond A., R. F. D.


No. 1, Hopedale, Ohio.

Pfc. King, Arnett, 929 1st Street,


Henderson, Ky.

Pvt. Kitcko, Frank, 5507 Franklin


Blvd., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pfc. Kline, Otto K., Route No. 5,


Bryan, Ohio.

Pvt. Knepley, Lester V., 213 


Meekison St., Napoleon, 


Ohio.

Pfc. Knowlton, Edwin, 202 E. Walnut


Street. Ashland, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Korfhage, Robert H., 3131


98th St., Cleveland, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Koss, Walter A., Jr.,1298 E.


Grand Blvd., Detroit 11,


Michigan.      



Tec. 5 Krenz, Milton A., 2609 N.


60th Street, Milwaukee


10, Wis.

Sgt. Krupp Harold E., 152 Oak Park


Drive, Akron, Ohio.

Sgt. Lachapelle, George A., 2310


Hamill Ave., Clarksburg, W. Va.

Pfc. Laker, Harry, 139 Mendel


Court, Elyria, Ohio.

Pvt. Limpose, Martin J., Box 2,


Salem, Ohio.

Sgt. Logan, Judson B., 113 Parkview


Ct., Elyria, Ohio.

Pfc. Logan, William J., 3809 Whitman


Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.

Sgt. Long, Jack R., 619 Jeanette Ave.,


Steubenville, Ohio.

Sgt. Lopez, Mario M., 604 E. Lachappelle


St., San Antonio,

1st. Sgt. Maloney, James E., 11 Ludlow


Street, Yonkers 5, New York.

Pfc. Mann, Paul E., 430 E. Clinton


Street, Napoleon, Ohio.

Pfc. Masley, John, 1902 Freeman


Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pfc. Matesick, Michael J., 151


Washington, Clyde, Ohio.

Pvt. McCann, Michael 1417 W. 52nd


St., Cleveland, Ohio.

S/Sgt. McCollum, Marion G., 425 E.


Pecan St., San Antonio, Texas.

Tec. 5 McCullough, Robert C., 339 N.


7th Street, Steubenville, Ohio.

Pfc. McIntosh, Frank L., Route No.


1, Salineville, Ohio.

Pvt. McLaughlin, John J., 1821 W. 


52nd St., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pfc. Meech, Walter E., Route No. 1,


Liberty Center, Ohio.

Pvt. Michalski, Walter J., 520 Otisco


St., Syracuse, N.Y.

1st Lt. Miller, Edwin H., 929 Sixth


Avenue, Bethlehem, Penna.

1st Lt. Milton, Ronald A., W. La Fayette


Street, Mariana, Florida.

Pfc. Moffitt, Clarence, 1786 Fulton


Rd., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pfc. Monroe, William J., Jr., 1813


Herman Ave., Norfolk, Va.

Pvt. Morris, Paul M., 524 W. North


Ave., East Palestine, Ohio.

Pfc. Moss, John H., Onloe, W. Va.

Pvt. Myers, Allen M., 2210 W. 41st


St., Cleveland, Ohio.

1st Lt. O’Brien, Everett M., 68-23


Groton Street, Forest Hills, 


L. I., N. Y.

Pvt. Osborne, Walter C., 521 Walnut


Ave., Fairmont, W. Va.,

Pvt. Paccasassi, Alfred O., 357 Kline


Ave., Akron, Ohio.

Pfc. Palcos, Louis F., 4606 Franklin


Blvd., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pvt. Paul, Jack K., Route No. 1,


Warren, Indiana.

S/Sgt. Peele, Francis W., 300 Haughton


St., Williamston, N.C.

Sgt. Peot, Wallace J., 1141 Chicago


St., Green Bay, Wisconsin.

Pvt. Perry, Vernard, RFD 2, Box


66, Colerain, N.C.

Pvt. Phillips, Charles O., 900 Feberal 


St., N. S., Pittsburgh, Pa.

Pfc. Price, Charles G., 3323 Taylor


Street, Ft. Wayne, Indiana.

Pfc. Rahrig, George P., 137 Fuller


Road, Elyria, Ohio.

Tec. 4 Ralston, Robert E., 413 Skinner


St., Delphos, Ohio.

Pvt. Ridgeway, Merle R., Stormville.


N.Y.

Cpl. Riesterer, Robert O., 18036


Elizabeth, Roseville, Michigan.

Sgt. Rinella, Frank, Jr.,372 W. Exchange


St., Akron, Ohio.

Pvt. Rosa, Angelo, 785 St. Claire


Street, Akron, Ohio.

T/Sgt. Ryall, Clifford S., Box 1218.


Bisbee, Arizona.

Pfc. Sample, William W., Route No.


1, Crescent City, California.

Pfc. Schrock, Royal W., 243 Dennison


Ave., Elyria, Ohio.

Pfc. Sciarra, Frank J., 3026 N. 21st 


St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Tec. 5 Sekerak, George W., 1808


Clover Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.

Sgt. Semanick, Walter M., 3961


Trenton Ave., Detroit 10, 


Michigan.

Pvt. Shinn, Carl R., 924 Commerce


St., Wellsville, Ohio.

Pfc. Shultz, George P., Jewett, Ohio.

Cpl. Siatt, Frank P., 5027 W. 24th


St., Cicero, Illinois.

Sgt. Sica, John P., 361 Euclid Ave.,


Akron, Ohio.

Sgt. Slusarczyk, Peter F., 3802


Walters Ave., Parma 9, 


Ohio.

Pfc. Smith, Daniel A., 891 S. High


St., Akron, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Simth, Donald F., 1677 E.


State St., Salem, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Storer, Wayne D., St. Joe,


Indiana.

Sgt. Straley, Eugene F., Route No.


2, East Palestine, Ohio.

Pfc. Street, J. T., Jr., Box 6, Ripley,


Miss.

S/Sgt. Supel Carl M., 1616 W. 19th


St., Lorain, Ohio.

Pfc. Swick, Howard V., Box 108,


Nutter Fort, W. Va.

S/Sgt. Tamborini, Jordan, Box 86,


Wainwright, Ohio.

Pvt.    Ten Eyck, Robert L., RFD No. 4,


Marion, Ohio.

Sgt. Tymosko, Frank D., 10 DeLaval


Road, Worcester, Mass.

Valerian, Alice F., 73 New York


Ave., Newark 5, N. J.

Pvt. Varner, Lester G., 219 E.


Washington St., Lisbon, 


Ohio.

Pfc. Vest, Orville G., 7th Street, 


Phillipsburg, Kansas.

Pfc. Walton, Wilbur G., Jr., RFD


No. 1, Box 365, Richmond


23, Va.

Pfc. Waltz, Merle J., 306 N. 3rd St.,


Steubenville, Ohio.

Pfc. Wasley, William G., 1469 W.


117th St., Cleveland 7, Ohio.

Sgt. Watt, Donald J., 18 Carroll St.,


Yonkers, N. Y.

Pvt. Webb, Ernest, Route No. 1,


Barnardsville, N. C.

Pfc. Webber, Edward J., 7808 Eve


Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.

Pvt. Wells, Alton, 2092 16th St.,


Apt. 9, Akron 14, Ohio.

1st Lt. Wells, Cleon E., 713 E. 


Gilmore, Angola, Indiana.

Sgt. Westlake, Harold F., 1411

Orchard Ave., Steubenville,


Ohio.

Pvt. Weyrick, William A., RFD No.


2, S. Zanesville, Ohio.

Sgt. Whitehouse, Robert E., 403


W. Martin St., E. Palestine, Ohio.

Pfc. Wishart, Frank, 182 W. Chestnut


St., Akron 7, Ohio.

Pfc. Wolf, Robert L., 3474 W. 56th 


St., Cleveland, Ohio.

S/Sgt. Woodruff, Alvah P., Ewington, Ohio.

Sgt. Wylie, Walter W., 1530 Ridge


Ave. Steubenville, Ohio.

Tec. 5 Zalar, Albert, Greensboro, Pa.
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