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To Amanda, Alex, Kristen, Isabel, Jack and Their Children to Come

All to soon, more than 50 yéars have passed since the Second World War, 1
believe that it is now the time to record my thoughts on paper, recollections that some
day you might want to tell your children. Inthe enclosed pages, I have recorded the role
that I played as a soldier in Europe in this great conflict,

I think the story of my experience is worth writing. 1 addressed it to you
grandchildren with the hope it will afford a picture of a part of grandfather’s life, of the
experiences that I endured while they are still so foremost in my mind. I hope that in
reading these words you will sense the undertones of my patriotism, idealism and love for
one’s country that I lived by.

May there never be a depreciation of the values of this great heritage that was left

to us by our ancestors, a part that in some little way I am passing on to you.

Gus Blass I1
Little Rock, Arkansas
September 30, 1999



FOREWORD

We are now approaching year 2000 and World War IT ended in 1945. T am well
aware that the once vast ranks of veterans of that war are rapidly thinning, but I hadn't
realized that those hostilities seem ancient history to two subsequent generations of our
people. Not long ago, one of my grandchildren idly inquired of me, "grandfather, what is
a ‘Dear John' letter?” T explained to her that the term began during World War II when
wives and sweethearts might find someone else, maybe closer to home, and write their
former loved one many miles away in the military the bad news. Service people began
calling those missives "Dear John" letters.

It suddenly dawned of me that my grandchildren never knew of such terms as
Kilroy was here, snafu, V-mail, USO, victory garden, ration board, the Nuremberg trials,
Axis Sally and Tokyo Rose; ones that grew out of the war. In fact, few young people
today know little of the conflict and my own grandchildren are only vaguely aware their
grandfather was one of those fighting the Germans at places like the Battle of the Bulge,
Remagen Bridge, Nordhausen, Cologne and Aachen.

I am not writing this piece to be published, but rather to enlighten my own
grandchildren and their coming children that this war had once been very personal to our
family. Our history books in school deal more in the overall picture and not the personal
events and experiences of the individual soldier.

I don't think any of us in the armed forces in the early and mid 1940s regarded
ourselves as heroes, but rather young men who responded when our country was
threatened and needed us. Believe me, there were times I was not only frightened, but
also scared to death, just as service people in all our wars have been.

[ remember the Remagen Bridgehead where we were fighting off repeated German
counterattacks, sometimes two a night. I was in the armored cavalry and we were the
outposts, well in front of our lines, Our armor in the World War I scheme of things was
the first line defense. I recall talking with my commander over the radio during one of
these intense combat actions, which I now record as an example of the tense situations
that my men and I often participated in;

"Blass, can you hold them?” Captain Norman radioed.

"We're holding, sir. They're not breaking through," I answered on the radio.

"Blass, how close are the Krauts now?" asked the captain a few minuies later.

"Just a minute, sir. I'll hand one my SCR-536's and you can talk te them."



I was cold, dead tired and had diarrhea. Of late, I'd had only a chocolate bar to
eat. Attimes, death seemed inviting. The war had become a very personal thing.
We all had several reasons for fighting, patriotism always being one of them. Without
acting presumptuous, I am enclosing am excerpt from a letter the captain wrote me afier
the war. He said for my part in helping hold the bridgehead at Remagen, I should have
been awarded the Silver Star medal. However, T never looked at the fight as any more
than doing my part. I lived through it and went on to have the wonderful family I have
today. That is rewarding enough for me.

There are several people I want to thank for helping me with this project.
Certainly, my wife Pat, who has supported me in all of my undertakings. Don Grisham,
retired columnist of the Daily Recing Form, worked right along with me in writing these
memories. Also John McEvoy, former editor of the Chicago edition of the Daily Racing
Form, who read the original proofs and made valuable suggestions. Finally, Dan Grisham,
Don’s brother and a former member of the 11" Armored Cavalry Regiment, who helped
edit the finally text.

Keeping in mind that 54 years have passed, I want to apologize for perhaps
forgetting someone’s first name, or maybe omitting a name, or detail, that should have
been included.



GI JOE FROM 1941 TO THE END OF WORLD WAR II

It all started so innocently. I was 18 years old and a student at the University of
Arkansas in the autumn of 1941. My buddies and I had driven home to Little Rock for the
weekend. T tell the story that we came home in a third-hand car since no one in our group
could afford a second hand car. This one was a Terraplane, which soon went the way of
the Hudson, Hupmobile, DeSoto and Nash.

I had traveled home specifically for my grandmother's birthday party on December
6. She was Mrs. Gus Blass and 1 always felt 1 was ber favorite grandson because I was
named after her husband. Mrs. Gus Blass was a wonderful person, refined, ever smiling,
gracious, a good cook who always had special lunches and dinners when someone came
home on certain occasions, like a visit from college.

On December 7 we were returning to Fayetteville and stopped at Conway to call
home to confirm news that the Japanese had just bombed Pearl Harbor. All of our big
battieships had been repeatedly hit. The Arizona, Utah and Oklahoma on battleship row
were lost, along with several others. We later learned that the Pennsylvania and West
Virginia were sunk, but in shallow water and could likely be salvaged later. The
Tennessee and Maryland were damaged. The Nevada was beached, but later salvaged.
My father said that an announcement about a declaration of war was imminent.

We students got back in the old car and returned to Fayetteville. We were all in
Reserve Officers Training Corp, known as ROTC. Being a land grant college, the
University at that time required ROTC of all its young male students. There was a
patriotic urge in us to rush right out and enlist in one of the services. But, after discussing
it with my family and faculty advisor, I decided to remain at the University, finish the
semester and complete the military training that 1°d already started.

Suddenly, our nation was at war. I remember men appearing in uniforms, shipping
out, draft boards being set up and draft numbers and classifications being assigned.
Women went for the men in uniform. A man of military age and not in uniform was
looked on as a 4F, or slacker. Those categorized 4F couldn't pass the physical and a
slacker was regarded as someone pulling strings to stay out of the service.

The slogan to keep the world safe for democracy quickly caught on and was about
all that was needed to arouse patriotism and idealism to the point that all Americans
wanted to do something, The old World War 1 marching song, "Over There", stirred
everyone's emotion, as did "God Bless America". No one could sing the latter with as
much feeling as could Kate Smith.

Rationing was a big thing, Families got booklets of stamps, some for sugar, others
for food, shoes, tires and gasoline. The more important a worker was to the war effort,
the more gasoline ration stamps he received.



That spring people began planting victory gardens for additional foodstuffs. In
what used to be a flowerbed in the back yard, now vegetables grew. The office of price
controls (OPA) was on everyone's lips. Prices were frozen on about everything. Most
boards were made up of women and older men. My mother was in charge of the Red
Cross here in Little Rock. One group made and rolled bandages, another group knitted
socks and scarves.

Everyone was war conscious. I remember the top radio program was Hit Parade,
sponsored by Lucky Strike cigarettes. It those days the Lucky Strike package was
predominately green. The green dye was needed for the war effort, so Luckies changed
its package to red and white and used the motto, "Lucky Strike Green has gone to war."

I remember the number one song was "I/l be home for Christmas”. Of course, I
would later spend two Christmases in the army in Europe. For me, home seemed very far
away both those yuletides.

Training for War

After semester, we all were shipped to Camp Walters, Texas, about 140 miles
from Dallas for 16 weeks of basic training. The barracks, hastily thrown up, were two
stories with some 60 men to a floor. We had cots, footlockers and a few hangers each
under a shelf. It dido't rain the entire 16 weeks that I was there, I remember we were
listed alphabetically in the barracks, and I bunked next to Ed Bauer, who was later killed
in the South Pacific. The food wasn't all that good, so we would volunteer for KP (kitchen
police), because the mess sergeant fed his help well.

Basic training involved a lot of hard physical work. We drilled every day but
Sunday. There were classes, films, guard duty, and the firing range. We marched
everywhere we went. Don't let me forget the hikes with full field pack, rifle and
equipment. The heat was always present, so we took salt tablets. After drilling or

marching, we would be soaked in sweat. Our clothing would be streaked in salt when it
dried.

We had to qualify with both rifle and pistol on the firing range. One group would
be shooting, while another group marked targets in the pit. If your shot went outside the
circle, the scorer would wave a flag, which we all called "Maggie's drawers."

Fall out, fail in, forward, about face, and halt. We marched and marched. Often,
we sang out our cadence:

"I got a gal in San Antone,
She doesn't like to be alone.

Hippo, hoppo,
Ring out the moppo.



Left oh right, or left."
We often marched and sang in cadence about Chicago:

1 used to work in Chicago

In a department store

[ did, but I don't anymore.

A lady came in and asked for a cup
I asked her what kind - at the door
"Mug", she said. And mugger 1 did.
I don't work there any more.

Sound off!

Woe be to the foul-up. Embarrassment, extra detail, etc. (example):

Plaioon halt! Private Jones, front and center!

Following a snappy salute, "Private Jones reporting as ordered sir."
"Take hold of your ears, Private Jones."

(The GI didn't seem to understand)

"You dummy, get a tight hold. Now pull your head out of your rear end!”

No basic training was complete without a 25 miles hike, full packs, a mortar barrel,
or part of a machine gun. The hike had to be completed in eight hours. We marched 55
minutes with a five minutes break per hour. "Get it right the first time men, " the sergeant
would order. "Else, you will have to do it all over again."

And the pay! We received $21 a month and didn't have any time to spend it.
When we did get a couple of hours off, we were too tired to go anywhere, The nearest
town was Mineral Wells, but we had no transportation. A run to the Post Exchange (PX)
was possible unless we were restricted to the company area. There was a little recreation
area where we could get 3.2 (percentage of alcohol) beer. It took a lot of 3.2 to give one
abuzz. We were called GI because we were “Government Issue”.

Maggie's drawers, GI, PX and KP. The military has its own lingo. A "head", or
latrine, was a toilet. When "the eagle flies" meant payday. The "old man" was your
commanding officer. He might be no more than 21, but he was still the old man. The
"C.0." also meant the commanding officer. The "top kick" was your first sergeant. Your
bunk was called the "sack". The OD was the officer of the day. The term "gung-ho" was
applied to an overly zealous person or outfit. Rumors, called "scuttlebutt,” seemed to
abound. From the first day in basic training and thereafter, scuttlebutt had us shipping to
this place or that when the 16 weeks of training were over.



The phrase "Kilroy was here" had its birth during the war. Even civilians picked
up on Kilroy. Snafu (situation normal- all fouled up) meant a mix-up, and was a much-
used phrase. Brass, or wheels, meant officers,

Officer Training

At last, basic training ended. We had earlier thought that, since we'd been in
ROTC, we would automatically progress to officer candidates' school, known in military
jargon as "OCS". This wasn't the case. We first were selected for OCS. We had to be
interviewed by a board of regular officers and there were written tests to be taken and
passed. Most of us did pass. I recall that all from Arkansas did.

We were sent to OCS school at Fort Knox, Kentucky near Louisville for a 15
weeks course in armor. Not only were those of us from the University there, but I
remember a number from Louisiana State University and Texas A&M.

Much of the course was math related to artiliery. We learned to fire 75-millimeter
guns, which were then on tanks, and we were taught to fire the 37-millimeter cannon. We
~ learned the Browning Automatic Rifle (BAR), the M1 rifle, .30 caliber carbine, the rifle
grenade launcher, the light and heavy machinegun, the 81 mm mortar and how to operate
the SCR 536 radio.

We learned how to take weapons apart and put them together in the dark. This
really helped us later on in Europe. Suppose you are crawling in the mud and suddenly
have to fire your rifle and it jams. You can't use a light or you could give away your
position. So you must clean the weapon and put it back together while lying there in the

dark. We also learned map reading, fire direction and plotting coordinates for calling in
fire.

I was happy to be near Louisville when the Kentucky Derby was run, Several of
us made plans to attend the great race since we were scheduled to be off on Saturday and
the Derby was to run the first Saturday in May. Would you believe that someone in our
group fouled up and, for discipline, we had to drill that Saturday from about 8 a.m, to 6
p.m. at night. None of us got to see the Derby.

We graduated, but there were no commissions in armor, only infantry, cavalry, or
field artillery. I was commissioned in the cavalry. At age 20, I felt a number of emotions
that day. I felt proud, tough, confident, patriotic, carefree, scared, but glad to get OCS
behind me and to pin the gold bar of a second lieutenant on my shoulder.



Stateside Duty as a New 2™ Lieutenant

After graduating from OCS, 1 was assigned to a cavalry unit at Fort Riley, Kansas.
At that time, Fort Riley was America's headquarters for cavalry and was one of the oldest
posts in the country. Fort Riley, still active today, dates back to May 17, 1853. It was
here that the storied 7th Cavalry was formed in 1867. George A. Custer was second in
command of the fort.

Located near Junction City, the main fort is up a hill We new officers were
garrisoned down in a flat region known as Camp Funston. We were required to pay dues
to the main officers' club even though we were not permitted to go there except at certain
hours or for specific occasions.

We had to look like cavalry officers and were required to buy breeches, boots,
hats, spurs and carry riding crops. I remember one night that there was a formal dinner at
the main officers' club. That evening my friend Zeke had a date with the general's
daughter. While dancing, Zeke caught his spurs in the hem of his date's long dress just as
he twirled her. Off came her skirt, right there on the dance floor!

Zeke was a fun guy, tall, angular and witty. We had been at OCS together in
Louisville, where a lot of whiskey is made. At that time, the distilleries were working
around the clock. One afternoon when we were on leave in town I asked him,

"Zeke, are you are trying to drink up all the booze in fown."

"No chance of that here, Blass,” he answered, "because I got them
working nights.”

At Fort Riley, I was assigned to the firing line to train young soldiers to use the
M1 rifle. One day a colonel drove up in his jeep to do an inspection. As he climbed from
the jeep, he caught a spur and fell face first on the ground. I laughed aloud and promptly
found myself assigned officer-of-the-day duties for the next three weekends.

I taught men to fire from various positions, such as prone, standing and kneeling,
We had several trainees from the Appalachian region of Kentucky and Tennessee. One
boy couldn't say fire, but instead pronounced the word "farr”, as in "farrwood".

The instructor would say, "Ready on the left! Ready on the right! Ready on the
firing line. Targets...Fire! You weren’t permitted to shoot, until the command "FIRE"
was given. One day this boy fired prematurely after I'd only said, "ready on the left!" I
called out, "who fired that shot?" Rather sheepishly, he looked up from his prone position
and answered: "I farred it.”



Shipping Out to Europe

Not long after that I was assigned overseas, but not until after I had taken a
furlough home. After my leave in Little Rock, I reported to Fort Dix, New Jersey, for
shots and indoctrination. Then 14,000 of us boarded the Queen Mary for Europe. It took
24 hours of constant loading to get us all aboard even though we had six gangplanks in
use the entire time.

England and America were allies now and to consolidate the alliance, Winston
Churchill offered the Queen Mary and Queen Elizabeth — the greatest liners in the world -
as troopships. General George Marshall, our chief of staff, asked Churchill how many
men to place on the liners per trip? Churchill replied that each ship had enough lifeboats
and accommodations for 8,000, but in an emergency could carry 14,000 troops. From
then on each liner was packed to the gunwales with military personnel.

The two Queens made the crossings alone instead of as part of a convoy because
both used their speed to outrun enemy submarines. A convoy, say of 50 ships, can move
only as fast as the slowest boat in the group. Slower ships in a convoy are much more
vulnerable to a torpedo than a fast moving liner like the Queen Mary.

Happily, no troop liner on the Atlantic run was ever lost. But, we were constantly
vigilant as thousands eyes continuously scanned the ocean around us. All of us worried
about German submarines or U-boats as they were called. They were known in the Kraut
navy as "unterseebooten,” roughly translated to undersea boats, or U-boats. They were
given a number when built, starting with U-1. After the war, we learned that 1,162 had
been constructed.

The U-boat was a fierce weapon - perhaps Germany's strongest arm. For example,
the most successful of the Kraut commanders was Otto Kretschmer, who commanded first
the U-23 and then the U-99. Commander Kretschmer sunk 44 ships and 266,629 in total
tonnage, yet sat out half of World War II as a prisoner of war in Canada.

The IXB class submarine was the most widely used type of German submarines
during the time I was on the Queen Mary bound for Europe. 1t carried a crew of 48,
which included four officers, three warrant officers, 14 petty officers and 27 seamen. It
displaced 770 tons, was 75 meters in length and 6 meters across at the beam. It carried a
maximum of 14 torpedoes. On deck, it had one 8.8-centimeter cannon and two anti-
aircraft guns,

But cramped quarters and seasickness on the Queen Mary were by themselves
sufficient to make the six days crossing the most wretched of some men's whole service
career. The constant changes of course at full speed (28.5 knots) which the largest liners
made as they zigzagged their ways across the Atlantic unescorted added to their
passengers discomfort. 1 remember there were eight of us in our 10x12-foot cabin. Down



below, men were stacked in hammocks eight high. The portholes were blacked out and the
seas very rough. There was a lot of seasickness and no one was sicker than I.

If you ever were nauseous for a few hours, imagine being that way for six days and
nights. Remember that we didn't have Dramamine back then. I recall being sick in my
bunk feeling fike I was about to die when an officer came an announced that I had duty to
perform on B-Deck.

“I'm sick, real sick. I can't go,” 1 replied.
"You go, or you will be court martialed," he warned.

"I'm so sick, tell the colonel he'll have to bring the court martial to me," 1
countered.

I didn’t hear any more about the incident. We arrived in England on the sixth day.
After disembarking, we boarded a train and traveled all night to Southampton. We then
took a boat the next night and landed in L.eHavre, France, located on the English Channel
at the mouth of the Seine River, some 110 miles northwest of Paris. During World War I,
the Americans and British had used LeHavre as a disembarkation and supply port.

The Germans had occupied LeHavre, which was badly damaged when I got there.
After we chased them out, the port was used by the Allies to unload troops and supplies.
We climbed a steep hill loaded down with equipment and full duffel bags. Getting up that
hill was one of the most physically demanding things I have ever endured.

When we finally got there and assembled, we were assigned to a “repo depo,”
short for replacement depot. From there, we were loaded into boxcars, which were called
"forty and eight” in those days. This meant that the carrying capacity was intended to be
40 men or eight horses. It took us a day and two nights to get to where we were going.
We had neither food nor toilet facilities during the entire trip.

My Unit: 24th Squadron, 4™ Cavalry Group

Arriving, I was assigned to the 24th Squadron of the Fourth Cavalry Group. The
Fourth Cavalry was in the First Army and attached to the Third Armored Division. The
name cavalry remained, but by now the army had mechanized. Armor had replaced
horses. I became a 2™ lieutenant platoon leader in Company A. My platoon (three
platoons to a company) was comprised of three armored cars and seven armored jeeps.
Each armored car had a driver, radio operator, gunner and commander. This was when at
full strength. When less than full strength, the vehicle commander doubled as gunner and
the driver as radio operator.

The company consisted of three platoons of armored cars, one platoon of light
tanks and one platoon of supplies, which included field kitchen, clothing, medical supplies,



etc. The supply platoon also transported shells, ammo, etc. Luckily, when I arrived some
enterprising people had welded steel shields on the front of the jeeps for protection.

Anytime any outfits of the First Army were to jump off and be a part of major
action, it seemed the Third Armored and a couple of infantry divisions were the ones
chosen as “point.” I thought they should take turns and divide up the danger as to which
outfit was to lead off, but it seemed our people were inevitably selected. Maybe it was the
same philosophy when a basketball game was on the line, you wanted your best man
drawing the fouls and shooting free throws. Surely, I thought, a couple of the other
groups could take a turn being first to start.

I had taken two years of French in high school and another two years of it in
college. Going over, I thought this would be very valuable to me in Europe, where French
is a common language. When I got to France and later Belgium, then Switzerland, I
discovered that the average citizen in those countries spoke better English than I spoke
French,

I was quite scared when joining the outfit. But, luckily T bad two seasoned
sergeants in Sgt. Miller and Sgt. Cauriveaux. Both had been with the Fourth Cavalry
almost the entire time. The Fourth Cavalry was a member of the Fifth Corps of the First
Army and was attached to the Third Armored Division. Fourth Cavalry always ran point
for Third Armored. This was the case until we got shot up and had to call the Third
Armored for help (on the point) in providing heavy fire.

General Patton came out of the war a national hero, but he wasn't all that popular
with our guys. Patton was known as "Blood and Guts,” but our soldiers were quick to
say: "some one else's blood and some one else’s guts!"

I did not have time to tarry because we were going into hard action. The Germans
had come out of the Ardennes and the Battie of the Bulge was underway. What a baptism
of fire I received!

The Battle of the Bulge

I doubt the Battle of the Bulge could take a back seat in the military career of any
soldier. Being a part of this battle was the most memorable event of my military career. It
came at Christmas time in 1944 and was Hitler's final offensive of the war. After it, the
Germans were on defense, fighting and withdrawing deeper into their homeland.

Hitler’s plan was to come out of the Ardennes in a swift move, break through the
Allies line, turn north and capture Antwerp. This would cut off the English Army from
that of the American one. The Ardennes is an area where Germany and Belgium join
along the Our River. Luxembourg and Belgium are to the south, and Aachen, Germany is
to the north.
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Somehow, Hitler thought he might take Antwerp and negotiate some kind of
peace. We had our gasoline stored at Liege, one of the German's main objectives. Hitler
thought that by making such a wedge in our lines he could create another Dunkirk.

The battle started on December 16. 1 remember most the cold and snow. The
temperature was about 10 degrees above zero. We did not have air support for several
days because our air force was “souped in” over in England. General Eisenhower had not
expected a German offensive in this area, so many of the units there were unseasoned.
One needs to understand the terrain of this area to properly imagine the battlefield. The
terrain consists of forested hills, steep twisting valleys, rushing streams, and tiny quaint
villages. There are few good or straight roads.

During the Battle of the Bulge, we were rushed to defend St. Vith, Belgium, 1
have always thought St. Vith was the most important town, even more so than Bastogne.
In stopping the Germans at St Vith, we had denied them an important objective. If the
Germans had a chance of succes$, it had to come in a lightning thrust. There was no room
in their game plan for delay, and yet we stalled them.

Harrison Salisbury, writing in History of World War II, noted: "All but cut off, the
Americans failed to yield St. Vith on the right shoulder of the German breakthrough. The
Germans drastically needed to overrun St Vith because it guarded the Allies’ oil and
gasoline supplies. In their quick strike the Nazis couldn't carry enough fuel on their own
to fight a long battle. Unable to take St Vith, the Germans finally split their force and
went around, which brought them to the crossroads town of Bastogne."

Bastogne was due west of us. The Germans encircled Bastogne and had it
besieged when Patton and his Third Army arrived from the South on a dead run. But
oddly it was the 101* Airborne Division, fighting a ground war, arrived first by an hour or
so and beat the large German panzer force of General Heinrich Von Luttwitz. Patton’s
forces came right behind them.

Later, Von Luttwitz wrote, "/ still don't understand how Gerneral Patton and the
airborne leaders maoved so many men and so much equipment as_far as they did in no
more time than they had.”

Eisenhower was quick to realize that this was a major German offensive. "Tell
George to send two divisions (of his 3rd Army)," Eisenhower told Omar Bradley. At that
moment, Patton was poised to strike into Germany's coal bin, the Saar. Patton's Army
was intact, not having been shot up like the First Army, whose infantry, armor and artillery
had really been hit hard. Discounting Patton, the only reserves that Ike had other than
troops in England, which were too far away to be a factor, were the 82nd and 101st
Airborne Divisions that were recovering from earlier fighting in camps located around
Rheims. Both airborne divisions were told to move out and fight as foot soldiers.

Meeting with Patton, Bradley and Jacob Devers, Eisenhower asked how soon
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Patton could wheel his army 90 degrees and strike north into the southern flank of the
Bulge?

"Two days,"” Patton answered.
"Sure, you don't need three?" asked Ike.

“Not my style," said Patton. "Me and my men can do anything, even change
direction. But, getting on with it is what we do best.” With a salute, he was gone.

There are many things 1 recall about the Battle of the Bulge. One thing was that
our Christmas presents were either lost or confiscated by the Germans. Another thing [
remember is the severe cold that never rose above 10 degrees. We had fur-lined combat
boots, which made your feet sweat. Often the perspiration froze and caused trench foot
disease. Because my group was equipped with armored vehicles, we could remove our
damp socks and dry them on warm equipment. The infantry outside did not have this
luxury. Instead, they would sometimes take off their wet socks and wrap them around
their waists or shoulders, hoping to get them dry. We had many cases where the nails
would turn blue and then the feet white as trench foot set in. A number of men lost their
toes, feet up to the ankles as a result.

Not. only were we fighting seasoned German troops, but adverse weather. In hot
weather, at least you usually got cool nights. But in ten-degree day temperature, the
nights are even colder. The ground was frozen, so you can imagine how tough it was to
dig foxholes for protection. Luckily, we had armored cars, so during the Battle of the
Bulge, I recall we slept under our vehicles. But we just couldn't get warm. And the
snow! One could have made a small fortune selling sunglasses because the glare on the
endless snow was unbelievable.

I really didn't realize we had a segregated army until I got in combat. The blacks
in our area were mostly in the transportation corps. This was what we called the Red Ball
Express, which hauled endless loads of ammo, food, supplies, etc. Why the name? The
maps were poor and printed in the metric system. So we devised a system of painting red
dots on poles, trees and landmarks for them to follow. That is how the name Red Ball
Express came about. There were many heroes among those black fellows driving, hauling
and fighting. At St. Vith, they got out of their trucks and fought side-by-side with us,

At the Bulge we also had to worry about English-speaking German troops who
dressed in captured American uniforms. They infiltrated our lines, cut phone lines, turned
road signs the wrong way, directed American columns down the wrong road, and used
other ruses to disrupt us. These counterfeit troops were the idea of SS Colonel Otto
Skorzeny and the undertaking was designated Operation Grief. At the time, the Allies
called Slorzeny “the most dangerous man in Europe”. Their activities got so bad that
MPs’ were stopping everyone and asking them questions that they believed only real
Americans would know. Two of the questions were: "How many home runs did Babe
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Ruth hit?" and "What's the capital of Maryland?" A correspondent said "Baltimore" and
was waved on before he could correct himself. However, MPs’ locked up Brigadier
Bruce Clark, of the 7th Armored briefly because he kept insisting the Chicago Cubs were
in the American League. The German infiltrators dressed in American uniforms were
eventually all captured and shot. Wearing an enemy uniform is considered spying and
totally against the rules of war. Once a soldier takes off his uniform to avoid discovery, he
loses his rights as a prisoner of war under the Rules of the Geneva Convention.

One tragedy of this battle was the massacre of 140 Americans at Malmedy, just up
the road from St Vith. The men, all of Battery B, 285th Field. Artillery Observation
Battalion, ran into a tank column commanded by SS Colone! Joachim Peiper. Not
equipped to fight, the spotters surrendered. Suddenly, several German machineguns
opened up, massacring the men standing there with their hands in the air. Some of the
Americans survived by feigning death,

Both Peiper and Skorzeny survived the war. Peiper was convicted of war crimes
and sentenced to death, but the conviction was later commuted to life in prison. He was
eventually released. Skorzeny was tried by a military court and acquitted.

The massacre at Malmedy had a sobering effect on the American troops. Until
that time, none of us were particularly mad at the Germans. They were doing their jobs
and we were doing ours. But after Malmedy, there was a change in the attitude and
behavior of our soldiers. It was hard to hold back some of our guys when they
encountered prisoners.

When the Germans went on the surprise offensive even airborne troops were
rushed into the breech. Private First Class Kurt Gabel of the 17th Airborne was fighting
near the village of Houffalize when he saw two medics shot as they crawled forward in the
snow to try and drag a wounded American to safety. Gabel, born in Germany but raised
in California, was guarding a half dozen German POWSs nearby when he witnessed the
shooting. He promptly herded his German prisoners ahead of him at gunpoint to use as a
shield while he rescued the three fallen Americans.

"That's not in the Geneva Convention Rules," yelled his lieutenant from behind a
fallen tree.

"Neither is shooting medics," retorted PFC Gabel.
There was no further firing as Gabel proceeded forward. Speaking in German and
holding his rifle steady, Gabel had his POWs carry the two medics and one fallen

infantryman to safety.

One of my good friends was Captain Barrett Dillow, who commanded Company
"C" of the 24th. He was one of the best, most fearless men I met during my time in the
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service. Wounded three times, he was awarded two Silver Stars, two Bronze Stars and a
Distinguished Service Cross.

As we were leaving the Ardennes Forest, Barrett was shot through the stomach.
He sent for me and 1 arrived to see him bandaged from his hips to his armpits.

"You are lucky, Barrett, because they will send you stateside to recover.
By time you're well, the war will be over," ] told him.
He gave me a wan smile, saying, "maybe, Gus, maybe.” A day or so later, I
looked up from my armored car and there stood Dillow. He had gone AWOL (Absence
without Leave) from the hospital and rejoined us.

“Barrett, what are you doing here? You had a ticket home," 1 said in
astonishment. Dillow answered, "Gus, I had to come look after you. Those
Jfellows on the other side are tough soldiers and mean! You are still green."

Combat Observations, Memories and Comparisons

Our equipment wasn't as good as what the Germans had. The Germans had 88s
millimeter guns on their Tiger tanks while we had less powerful 75s on our Sherman
tanks. Often you would see our shells just bounce off the 70-ton Tigers, which also had a
lot more armor than our tanks.

The Tiger was a formidable weapon. 1t was designed by the Porsche Company,
which today makes the fast and expensive automobiles. The Tiger had a flash suppressor.
When they fired at night we couldn't see the flash from their guns, so it was even more
difficult to locate the tank. We couldn't hide our flashes, so the Germans could readily
locate the Shermans. The best way to knock out a Tiger was for an infantryman to crawl
within a short distance and fire a bazooka (rocket launcher) at a track. You stopped a
Tiger by blowing off one of its tracks. American armor defeated German armor by
exchanging three Shermans for a Tiger in a battle of attrition. Back home, our
manufacturing plants weren't being bombed day and night but our air force was bombing
the German plants making the Tigers. So we had a lot more equipment available than the
Germans.

The enemy also had rockets, something we called them "screaming minnies." I
know that in the Ardennes they would fire those rockets through the trees over us and
spray shrapnel everywhere.

The Germans also had what we called the "Bouncing Betsy" landmine. Troops

crossing a field would trip a wire and the Betsy wound spring into the air about three feet
high and explode.
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Our outfit had a lot more firepower than called for the in the technical manual. We
had earlier cannibalized a P-47 American fighter plane that had been shot down. We tock
the .50 caliber machineguns from the fighter and welded them to our armored car and
jeeps. Ordinarily, we would only have .30 caliber weapons. People would sure scatter
when we opened up with the .50s. Every tenth round was a tracer because 50-cal. ammo
came with tracers since it was made for use in aircraft. With tracers, pilots could see the
effect of their shooting, which helped them "walk" it right into the cockpit, plane engine or
other target.

A tough part of combat was the anxiety of not knowing just when the next shot
would be fired or where the next German snipei’ might be hiding. Fear of the unknown is
always unnerving,

The Germans were very experienced. I remember that they would intersect, or
"crossfire,” their machineguns instead of shooting at a particular enemy. When advancing
soldiers would attack, no one in the area could escape being hit.

We in armored cars and light tanks learned the hard way about advancing in
vehicles. The roads were narrow, so the Germans would hide and let columns pass. Then
they would open up from the rear, knock out the trailers, and then take their time on
dealing with the leaders, who had to slow, turn and return to fight off the attackers.

Casualties are demoralizing and tough to take psychologically. The number of
casualties in my unit was very high. The turnover in our outfit caused by the loss of those
killed or wounded was astronomical. We experienced 175 percent turnover after I joined
the 24th Squadron.

We had twins in our outfit. For some reason in WW II, they were not separated.
They stayed together and fought together. One day, one of the twins was killed. The
surviving one “totally lost it”. He went off his rocker and we had to send him to the rear.
It was hard for all of us left behind to cope.

We had troops get “shell-shocked” from constant shelling. At that time, we had
no counselors. Today, one bad incident will bring about a team of counselors. But, all
this came after my combat days.

One thing we really needed was a barber. We finally came up with a Latino soldier
named Salcedo, who we turned into a barber. It took him a while, but he finally got to
where he could give a decent haircut. 1 wrote mother about this and she sent us a pair of
barber scissors.

Instead of United States currency, we were paid in scrip, which could be used for

money. When 1 got leave passes, one each to Paris and Switzerland, the scrip was
accepted in both locations. Scrip was used mostly for crap and poker games however.
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We officers received liquor rations of scotch and bourbon. We also received
cigarettes, I didn't smoke so I divided mine with my men. I did have cigars, which I
carried and chewed as a cover, perhaps so that these men wouldn't see my fright. I believe
that anyone who says they never got scared is being a little careless with the truth. A
popular comment among my men, and a lot of young men who were there, was:

“We're not old enough to vote, but we are old enough to die.”

The army newspaper was then, as is today, known as the Stars and Stripes. 1t was
a daily that carried news from home as well as overseas. One of the items it printed was
that Al Jolson had been in Hot Springs, Arkansas, doing a USO show when he met Earle
Galbraith. At that time, Earle was engaged to my good friend Frank Elliott, then overseas
with the 16th Armored Division. It wound up that Jolson married Earle, who moved to
California with the entertainer. A few days after reading about the wedding in the Stars
and Stripes, Frank Elliott received a "Dear John" letter from Earle.

A "Dear John" is a letter that servicemen receive when a wife or girl friend back
home writes that they have found someone else. Galbraith was one of four trips to the
altar for Jolson. The latter had made history in 1927 when his movie "The Jazz Singer"
was the screen's first talkie.

Mail call is usually the highlight of a serviceman's day. 1 remember that we would
wait days for a letter, even though mail often brought sadness. While overseas, I regularly
wrote eight friends in the service. Late in the war, four letters were returned to me as
"unable to deliver”. Ed Bauer was killed in the Pacific. Captain Raymond Sallee died in
Germany, and Bill Demerit, a member of the tank corps, was lost in the final days of
hostilities. My thoughts turn to Ed Bauer. We had been at the University together. Ed
was from Gillett and as good a sofiball pitcher as one could find. T don't recall Ed ever
giving u7p more than two runs in any one game,

Charlie Vestal, a good friend, was reported missing in action. Charlie’s MIA
(Missing in Action) status was so stressful to his family that his mom refused to accept the
fact her son was dead. She kept saying he would come back after the war and that they
would find him alive somewhere on an isolated island. For years, Mrs. Vestal kept a light
on her son's picture.

In 1968, the pieces of a World War II plane were found where years earlier it had
hit a mountaintop in a remote, inaccessible part of a South Pacific island. The skeleton
within the wreckage was the remains of Vestal. Charlie's dog tags were still around his
neck.

Thinking about Charlie, I remember an incident that happened to us during the
war. Charlie had been a good chum when we were growing up in Little Rock and had
joined the old army air corps. We happened to be home on leave at the same time and
decided to go out. Wearing our uniforms, we drove over to the Belvedere Club, located
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just outside Hot Springs. In those days, the Belvedere had gambling. Between us, Charlie
and T had $17, which we soon lost. As we were leaving, one of the Belvedere officials, I
think it was a pit boss, asked how we had done at the table.

"We busted out, lost our whole $17," said Charlie.

The man handed us $17, saying, "here is your money back, but I want you
to promise me, you will not return while wearing your uniforms. We don't want
people seeing us taking our service boys' money."

The Union General Sherman in the Civil War was right when he said, "war is
hell!” After the Battle of the Bulge, we went north through the Hurtgen Forest, a heavily
wooded area southeast of Aachen. This forest was known as the Argonne in World War
11 because it was the site of one of the bloodiest and costliest batties of the war. It was
attacked, fought, and captured by the 9th and 28th Infantry Divisions, among others,
comprised of 120,000 troops. The costly battle resulted in 30,000 casualties.

The Battle for Aachen

We continued on and captured, perhaps I should say recaptured, Aachen. This
was the first town captured in Germany. In Aachen, I took my first bath in a long time.
They had told us not to change our long-handle underwear because the oil in our skin
would permeate into our underwear and give us warmth. We also shaved for the first time
in quite awhile. We all had beards by then because it had been so cold. The beards
protected our faces. ‘

For food we had packaged combat rations, both C-Rations and K-Rations. We
seldom received hot food. Even today, I still can't eat marmalade, Spam, or chipped beef
on toast because I ate so much of it the service. We troops called chipped beef on toast,
"shit on a shingle". During the Battle of the Bulge, our cooks and mess help had taken
rifles and fought along side us in the lines.

As we moved into Germany we’d take a town and stop for a while. T always
picked a house with a basement and a strong roof. We slept in the basement because
enemy artillery shells frequently came in and the basement afforded us the most protection.
If a basement was not available, I'd try to sleep under a heavy table. We could also get a
light into our place unless we were real close to the Germans. We'd leave our engines on
and run a light into the house, taking it right off our headlights.

My Most Harrowing Combat Experience
Leaving Aachen, our mission was to capture Cologne, which meant crossing the

Roer River. Cologne is some 45 miles northeast of Aachen. There is a little town about
three miles from where we crossed the Roar. I remember that the land was flat as flat as
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the back of my hand. This was the type of land on which the dreaded Tiger tank loved to
engage.

"Tank counrry,” I mused to myself as we moved along the Germany countryside.
It wasn’t long until [ saw tank track marks. I halted my vehicles and studied the tracks,
which seemed a million miles wide. The Tiger tracks were much wider than those of our
Shermans, I touched the tracks and found that the mud was still wet. There was a Tiger
up ahead almost certainly in that little town, probably half-hidden and waiting to ambush
us. My stomach did flip-flops!

I called my superior officer, Captain Norman, and asked him for some firepower to

soften up things before we moved in. Sometimes, you could bring heavy artillery in on a
German tank and it would return fire, thus giving away its location.

"Blass, time is of the essence. Go ahead and take the town,” said Norman,

I told Sgt. Cauriveaux to lead the charge and I'd be in the third vehicle. The third

vehicle gives the one in charge the best vantage from which to command the entire

column. One can see everything and issue orders accordingly.

Cauriveaux, a veteran of some of our hardest fighting, just shook his head. He had

_made the D-Day landing at Normandy, but wanted no part of going after a Tiger tank in a

jeep. 1 told Corporal Fortner to get in the lead vehicle. He refused to budge. 1 called
Captain Norman and again requested heavy fire, needing it before anyone would take the
lead vehicle into town.

"Speed gets ‘em. After them, Blass,"” Norman commanded.

So I mixed a shot of grain alcohol and grapefruit juice, downed it, then had
another. I eased into the head of the column and we started down the road. I could just
imagine that Tiger lining us up in his sights.

Memories swirled in my mind. My thoughts were of mother. 1 wanted to see her
again. I remembered the times that I had caused her problems and pain. I wanted to tell
her that I had been wrong. I wished that I could tell mother that I loved her and
appreciated all that she had done for me. And there was the thought that I might never
see her again.

I thought of dad and wished I could thank him for putting me through school. 1
thought of the Razorbacks and how nice it would be see another football game. I knew
the odds were better than even money that I'd be killed or wounded. To be killed now at
age 21 was not an inviting thought.

1 told the crews of the two jeeps and two other armored cars to follow me and
we'd go in as fast as we could. If we were going to be a target, at least we would be a fast
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one. Off we went, revved up to as fast as we could go. Miraculously, no enemy shells
came as we roared into town. The awesome looking Tiger sat in the town center
unmanned. We captured the tank, but the crew wasn’t in sight. We soon found them
inside a nearby building eating lunch. When we captured them, they had the most sheepish
Jooks on their faces.

Looking back, that was my luckiest day of the war. I thanked God like I had never
had before. Certainly, his hand had been on my shoulder.

Cologne

We went on to Cologne over fairly flat ground the whole trip. We were the point
for the Third Armored Division. The 24th Squadron of the 4th Calvary Group was among
the first into Cologne.

The Rhine River runs through Cologne. The landmark of the town is the ancient
Cologne Cathedral. The city had been heavily bombed during the war but the cathedral
was only slightly damaged and the only big building still standing. This surprised me
because it was located next to a railway station that had been virtually obliterated by allied
bombers.

There were a lot of snipers firing from the heights and ruins that we had to clean
out. The main body of German soldiers had withdrawn and left the snipers as a rear
guard. I remember there were Germans in:the steeple of the cathedral and that it was my
unit’s job to climb the winding stairwell, fire and toss grenades in every little room as we
advanced. We managed to clean out the steeple, but 1 lost one man killed and had two
wounded in the action.

The Battle for Remagen

The battles to take Aachen and Cologne were costly. The 24th lost about 30
percent of its total strength. Afier taking Cologne we were told we could take a break
and that maybe the war was over for us. But we had hardly got to sleep when we were
awakened and informed that the Seventh Armored had surprisingly captured the bridge at
Remagen. The town of Remagen is on the Rhine River about midway between Cologne
and Koblenz. These events was a real windfall since the Germans had destroyed several
bridges earlier rather than permit them to fall into our hands.

The bridge itself was actually named the Ludendorff, but mistakenly called the
Remagen Bridge. It was the first bridge taken intact that led right into Germany. The
Germans had failed to blow it up and were now trying desperately to do so. They
continued bombing this bridge and also were tried to float explosives down the Rhine in
hopes of blowing up the bridge supports.
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The Allies desperately wanted to get some firepower across and into Germany, but
feared that the weight of heavy tanks might collapse the damaged bridge. Because my
outfit had armored cars and light tanks, we were sent across first to see if the bridge
would support our weight. We quickly formed up at Cologne with approximately 100
armored vehicles, including light tanks, armored cars, armored jeeps and others, then
headed south to Remagen, 60 miles away. It took us quite awhile to go that distance.

Our engineers put up a smoke screen well around the bridge. With so much
smoke, German planes had troubie locating the bridge from the air. The travel was
difficult and all the while we could hear bombing. But mostly, I remember all that smoke
getting thicker as we neared Remagen. We finally got out of our armored cars and guided
the vehicle behind us. You just couldn't see in all that smoke!

Why had the Germans failed to destroy the bridge when they had a chance before
the Seventh Armored arrived on the scene? Later, we learned the Krauts’ had mishandled
the explosives, compounded by a snafu in the chain of commands. As a result, a company
of the Seventh Armored had gotten across, killing or capturing the bridge defenders. The
Germans had delayed too long.

As the Germans desperately pulled levers and pressed switches on that March 7,
1945 day, Able Company, 27th Armored Infantry Battalion of the Seventh Armored
Division attacked across the bridge. Lt. Karl Timmermann of West Point, Nebraska led
the charge. While Able Company fought its way across, members of the 9th Armored
Engineer Combat Battalion under the leadership of Lt. Hugh Mott cut lead wires and
defused breakers beneath them on the bridge’s beams, catwalks and various other bridge
supports, Although the Americans expected the bridge to blow up any second, they
determinedly worked and fought on in anyway.

Firing from his hip, Lt. Timmermann haited briefly to shoot a German soidier firing
at them from one of the towers. A few yards in front of Timmermann, his platoon
sergeant, Joseph DeLesio and a squad leader, Sgt. Alex Drabik, were running forward and
firing. Miraculously, none of the three were hit. Their bravery inspired the rest of their
company to follow right behind them, Sgt. Drabik was the first American to reach the
German side.

Years later, from his Toledo, Ohio home, Drabik would recall that unforgettable
March day.

“Looking back at that run across the bridge.... I remember it just like a
scene from a John Wayne movie," Drabik said. “The Germans tried furiously to
explode the demolition charges, but it was too late. Toa many wires had been cut
and 100 many fuse boxes and charges had been tossed into the swirling Rhine
below.”
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Suddenly, Timmermann's group was across and the fighting slowed, then halted.
Captured defenders were soon herded into a tunnel on the German side. Quickly, the
engineers began putting up smoke. By late afternoon, the Germans were trying to destroy
the bridge through bombing,

Our (the Blass) group reached Remagen from Cologne on schedule and proceeded
across the Rhine River. We held our respective breaths as we drove up onto the bridge
and then crossed over through the dense smoke covering our move. Units that crossed
with us were the 52nd Armored Infantry Regiment, 14th Tank Battalion, 47th Inf
Regiment, and the 1st Battalion of the @0th Infantry Regiment, all of 9th Armored
Division. Others included the 311th Infantry. Regiment of the 78th Infantry Division and
Company C of the 656th Tank Destroyer Battalion. As we crossed we could tell that the
structure was obviously weakened.

Neither the Americans nor Germans had dreamed that a bridge would be taken
intact at Remagen. As a result, there was neither an American plan to exploit the sudden
success nor a German plan to rush reinforcement to plug the hole. Despite the absence of
a plan, more than 25,000 Americans and countless tons of equipment quickly crossed.
Ten days later, the Germans finally succeeded in destroying the bridge and I experienced a
lonesome feeling as I watched the bridge finally collapse. I believe capturing the bridge
and getting so many troops and equipment across quickly shortened the war by at least 60
days.

Hitler was so furious that the Americans had captured the bridge that he convened
a court-martial. As a result, five German officers were ordered shot for "dereliction of
duty” by failing to destroy the bridge and allowing it to fall into Allied hands. Only four
German officers were actually shot, because the German bridge commander, Colonel Willi
Bratge, had been captured during the battle. After the war, Bratge claimed to "have been
a most fprtunate POW "

Captain Karl Friesenhahn, the German engineering officer in charge of the
demolition, returned to Remagen with his wife after the war and happened across Coy
Clark, a visiting American. Clark had been one of Mott's engineers on the bridge on
March 7, 1945. Friesenhahn asked Clark what recognition the American Army had given
Timmermann, Drabik, DeLisio and Mott.

The former member of Company B, 9th Armored Engineer Battalion,
answered, "they all got the Bistinguished Service Cross.”

"They deserved them and then some,” said Friesenhahn, “They saw us
trying to blow the bridge, and by all odds it should have blown up while they were
on it. In my mind, they and several others with them were the greatest heroes in
the whole war!"
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Frau Friesenhahn asked the whereabouts of the four. Clark reported,
"Timmermann is dead. After the war, he took his discharge and returned to
Nebraska, where Remagen had made little news. In 1948, he returned to the
army. He fought in Korea, made the landing at Inchon, and died of cancer in an
army hospital in 1952. Drabik is working as a meat cutter in Toledo. DelLisio is
regular army. Like Timmerman, he fought in Korea. Li. Mott returned home to
Nashville, Tennessee, after the war and earned a degree from Vanderbilt, in
engineering, of all things."

Clark asked how Friesenhahn had escaped Hitler's wrath since he was the
demolition officer? Friesenhahn explained,

“The trial was held at Rimbach, down the Rhine from Remagen. "I had
been taken prisoner in the tunnel, but I was tried and acquitted ‘in absentia.’
General Huebner was there at the wial, as was Iield Marshal Model. The trial
was a dumb headed thing since none of the three people in charge had any legal
experience. I had always respected Model, but that changed after the irial, or
special court, as they called it. My assistant, August Kraft, ran away while we
were surrendering in the tunnel. Somehow he escaped. But as one who had
overseen placing the demolition, he was charged for high treason because there
was no explosion. After they led him into a room following a short hearing, he
was told by Model, "not to worry, things would be okay.” An hour later, Kraft
was taken into some nearby woods and shot. As I said, I have no respect for
Model, despite his many military honors and decorations. Kraft would have been
so much better off had he permitted himself to be taken prisoner,” concluded

Freisenk)ahn.

Hitler was so irate that the Americans had crossed the Remagen Bridge onto
German soil that the counterattacks were furious. The Germans tried to take back the
bridgehead and we were determined to hang on and not give an inch. We prevailed.

I remember the K-rations, the arrival of new people, and the fury of the
counterattacks. The Americans were so anxious to get troops and firepower across the
bridge before it collapsed, that no attempt was made to get the kitchens or a lot of heavy
equipment over. Because the bridge wouldn't support the weight of heavy loads, we had
to fight with the lighter stuff. We had been eating K-rations and chocolates since the
battles for Cologne and Remagen.

We held off the Germans with the help of a lot of green troops. We had suffered
so many casualties at the Bulge, Aachen and Cologne that replacements came to us in big
numbers. Most of them were my age or younger and very green. Few of them knew how
to fight, deploy, or were knowledgeable of German fighting techniques. Many couldn’t
use the 37 millimeters or operate the radio. At that time, we were only holding ground
and there was no room to back up. Some of the veterans were saying that it was better to
fight 30 percent short of troops than have to train the new kids. I agreed, even though at
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this stage I was looked on as only a semi-veteran. At the bridgehead, it was difficult to
fight off counterattacks and train new people to fight at the same time. It is very difficult
to protect yourself and train inexperienced troops at the same time. Combat experience is
a good teacher in warfare. If you live long enough to get it, you greatly increase your
odds of survival.

The 106th and 99th Divisions held the bridgehead with us. Some of those guys
had not fired a shot in anger until the Battle of the Bulge, but they had since learned their
lessons well. They could really fight. But like all of us, they had a lot of new
replacements.

The German soldier was very methodical. When he could, he loved to place his
machineguns in a certain piece of terrain such as a knoll under a tree to hinder a mortar
round coming in. He also preferred foliage for front cover. He often employed two
machineguns. Freguently, after firing one, he’d hold the second for surprise. When you
tried to flank the machinegun you knew about, you often walked right into the hidden one.
The Germans might also fire three machineguns, all in crossfire, and still hide one. If you
advanced even close to the brunt of that crossfire, you got cut in two.,

Of course, the weather remained cold and wet, We were hardly ever dry or clean,
Dirt was everywhere. 1 remember it being in my hair and foxholes. However, we had to
always keep our guns oiled and clean.

We often slept under our vehicles and in the mud. And there was the smoke. Our
engineers were still laying it down to obscure the bridge from the German air force.

After the Remagen Bridge had fallen, our engineers built several pontoon bridges
to bring across heavy stuff, especially artillery and big tanks. In the meanwhile, we had to
hold on. In other words, we were expendable! The fight was for time to get the big stuff
and more troops across the Rhine. Help was on the way to handle the attacks.

Our outfits formed a semi-circle around the bridgehead. Once we got outposts
established, we knew we could hold on. There was no route of escape available. We later
learned from prisoners that the German High Command had ordered that all Americans
around the bridgehead and those coming from it be wiped out. Our men stood guard six
hours on and two off around the clock, but everyone fought when the attacks came. We
were cold, tired, hungry, and in many cases, disillusioned.

At times it was kind of eerie, because the Germans made their counterattacks at
night and early morning, rarely later in the day. The Krauts knew the terrain, every hill,
knoll and stream. By comparison, we were strangers to the land. They might attack twice
at night or once at night and once early, then not again until darkness. We armor units
were the outposts. It was scary out there at night at the OPs (outposts). There would be
strange sounds and you knew one of the noises could be start of another attack. When I
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slept, T had a .45 pistol at my hand, an M1 on one side of me and a BAR on the other. All
were fully loaded with additional ammo close by. And I said prayers.

The Beginning of the End

After we finally got the Remagen bridgehead secured, we were ordered to
continue running point for the Third Armored. Tt was right after this that we lost General
Maurice Rose, commander of the Third Armored. T thought General Rose was the most
outstanding general that I ever met. He was tough, but a good man. He drove his men,
but not excessively. And he would never ask anyone to do something he wouldn't do
himself.

Being up front with his men cost Rose his life. After crossing at the Remagen
Bridge in Germany, his group ran into a superior German force that overran Rose's
headquarters, almost wiping it out. Rose was in the act of surrendering the few men he
had left when a young German soldier cut loose on him with a machinegun at point blank
range. His lose was a real tragedy because he was the most terrific general I had any
dealings with during the war. In my opinion, GGeneral Rose was braver and a better solder
than Generals Patton, Bradley, Hodges or Collins.

When the Germans suddenly started falling back we became the pursuers. The
British crossed to the north and we angled north toward Kassel. The 106th and 99th were
still with us and the plan was to form a giant pincer movement and trap a hundred
thousands Germans in the pocket. We were fortunate that Germany had good highways-
autobahns they were called, which allowed us to make good time. When we came upon
an intersection, we left a detachment for roadblocks to try to prevent the Germans from
escaping.

Our major problem was that we had outrun our supplies of food, fuel, ammo, etc.
But we took Kassel and pushed on. No rest for the weary. But now we were inspired,
gung-ho you might put it, because we had that feeling the war was about over. We were
thinking that if we could just survive three more months we would make it home. We
were told to take Leipzig, but to get to Leipzig we had to go into the Harz Mountains
where a lot of Germans were hiding.

The Germans also sensed that the war about ending. More of them now were
young kids and older men. The German term for them was volksturm, or "people's
guard.” The German home guard consisted of civilians organized for last-ditch fighting in
the final weeks of the war. All able-bodied males from 15 to 60 were conscripted. We
were capturing groups of them; some using wooden bullets instead of steel, lead or
copper.

In the Harz Mountains we captured a small town. That night we rigged up a

couple of bright lights and went into a dense area of underbrush where we killed two big
deer. Fresh meat after all those K-rations! We couldn't believe our good fortune. All the
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men in our group would share the food. We took the deer to our field kitchen and the
mess sergeant promised to have the big feed of deer steaks the next night.

The word got around in hurry and that evening we showed up hungry. The menu
turned out to be creamed beef on toast, the same old SOS instead of the feast we’d
expected. We learned that some brass, a colonel, a pair of majors and several captains had
taken our deer,

We sped on. In one small town, a group of Germans opened up on us. We
returned fire, killing a number of them. We [ost several men as well. Only then did we
learn that the offending Germans were 13 and 14-year-old kids. None of the officers wore
any insignias on their uniforms. Insignias were inviting targets for snipers. It seems the
seasoned German troops had withdrawn, been eliminated or captured, leaving the kids as a
rear guard element.

Nordhausen

I was wounded as we neared Nordhausen. I was standing up in my armored car
firing a machinegun when it happened. We don't know what kind of shell hit us, but it
contained a lot of shrapnel. The round came in from the passenger's side, killed my radio
operator, and hit me in the mid-right leg. They removed the steel pieces, gave me a
penicillin shot, put in some stitches, bandaged the leg, and then sent me back to my unit.
When I arrived, the car had been cleaned up and we continued the push forward.

Approaching Nordhausen, we smelled a stench that was almost unbearable.
Entering the town, we found there had been a lot of slave labor there: Poles, Czechs,
French and Jews. They were stacked in piles, many dead and still others more dead than
alive. Those still living were barely hanging on,

It is unimaginable how terribly the Germans had treated those slave laborers. We
learned there had been many more atrocities at Nordhausen as well. We made the town
people come out and bury the dead. A good number of our high ranking army officers,
including Eisenhower and members of the press corps, viewed the scene. It was awful.
The local people blamed the SS troops and the Gestapo. These groups were Hitler's
private elite army, made up of those who could prove their Aryan blood all the way back
to 1750 AD. Hitler had promised them that they would be the aristocracy of Nazi
Germany afler the war.

The End of the War

We were moving now and fortunate that we controlled the air. Our army didn't
have equipment nearly as good as the Germans. @ur tanks couldn't match up against the
Tiger, which had better armor and flash suppressors. The Germans also had rockets.
Their helmet offered more protection than ours did. We:lacked the cold weather foot
protection they enjoyed. The Germans had sunglasses for the snow, which we didn't have.
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I said right there that I hoped that no son, grandson, son-in-faw, or nephew of mine ever
had to go to war and not have equipment at least equal to that of his enemy,

We pot to Leipzig ahead of time and knew the war was almost over. The
Germans knew it as well and were surrendering to us in droves. Once, more than 100 of
them surrendered to just two troopers in a jeep. The Germans wanted to give themselves
up to the Americans rather than Russians. They knew that their own troops had
committed atrocities in Russia and feared that Ivan was bent on revenge.

We could have been in Berlin in no time, but instead we were halted at Leipzig.
The Russians, who had linked up with American troops down the road at the Elbe River,
were eager to take Berlin. They remembered Stalingrad and other Russian cities and were
anxious to take revenge on the German capital. So Ike told the Reds to go ahead and
ordered us to stop. The Russians took Berlin and Hitler committed suicide on April 30,
1945, The war in Europe officially ended on May 8, 1945.

With the war officially over anyone who had any kind of liquor, even our grain
alcohol-grapefruit concoction, went about tying one on. Our outfit explored the
possibilities of liberating a cask of German cognac, but nothing was uncovered.

The wet blanket to the festive occasion was thrown by our own Stars and Stripes
newspaper, which warned us not to celebrate, too much so soon. The paper warmed that
many of us might be transferred to the Pacific to prepare for the invasion of Japan. This
was very disheartening news and all of us began wishing for a quick finish to the Pacific
fighting before any of us could be sent to the Far East.

Occupation Duty in Germany

I served my occupation duty in Bad Mergentheim, Germany near Buchen, which
was in East Germany until the nation was reunited. During my time there, I remember we
had a ring of black marketers who were somehow selling stolen army supplies to German
citizens and American occupation troops. It started with stolen liquor and cigarettes and
grew to vehicles, tires, gasoline, etc. The black marketing group numbered around 20.
When we cracked the case and nailed the leader, she turned out to be a German woman
known as Buchen Bessie. 1 really got involved in this case because here were military
people who had risked their lives for freedom that were being taken advantage of for
profit. Two commendations grew out of solving this case. One was awarded to st Lt.
Gus Blass, the other to F/Sgt. Jack W, Brumfield, both of Troop D.

During my occupation duty, I took a three-day pass to Switzerland and was
amazed to observe how well the trains ran. Of course Switzerland had been neutral in the

war, so there was no damage to the cities. I stayed at the Hotel Richemond in Geneva.

While in Lucerne, I was able to call home. It was necessary to make an
appointment for the call and then stand in line several hours. The time difference, I
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believe, was seven hours. The calls were set up by the USO, which entertained our forces
during the war. The time limit of the calls was only three minutes, but at least I got to talk
to both my mother and dad. Those three minutes sure went by in a hurry!

For a long time, my mother had wanted a special large tablecloth at least 108
inches long so that the entire family could eat together at the same table. Tablecloths of
this length were not available in Little Rock. 1 had some money with me from my monthly
military pay as well as winnings from cribbage and crap games to make the purchase. At a
specialty shop in Geneva, 1 found and bought just the tablecloth mother had always
described. She had given me so much over the years that I was pleased to be able to mail
it to her.

I had always been very much concerned that we had a segregated army. The white
Americans had their divisions, battalions, etc. The black Americans had theirs. We were
all Americans and we had the same goals and reasons for fighting. But we were required
to do it separately in WW 11,

One day, while on occupation duty and at the Fourth Cavalry headquarters, the
adjutant handed me the personnel records of my group and asked me to review and update
them. While reviewing the records, I discovered that during hostilities I had been
recammended for a battlefield promotion. I also learned that when the recommendation
reached S-1 (the personnel staff division), it had been torn up by a certain officer. This
was really upsetting to me, so I asked a friend at headquarters to find out why. After
checking around, he learned that the reason was that I was Jewish. The offending oflicer
had openly commented as much.

This was very wrong! I realized then that discrimination in our army was really
more than I had first thought and that it went beyond color lines. Even though I was soon
promoted, I am still very saddened and hurt about the destroyed recommendation. Today,
there is no longer a segregated army, which is much better for everyone.

The method used to assign priority for servicemen to return home was based on a
"points" system. If you were married, you got 12 points. Additional points were given for
other factors such as the number of children, your age, length of time in the service, time
overseas, combat service, and decorations. Since I wasn't married and didn’t have any
children, I was well down the priority list for rotation. I wound up spending a full year
after the war ended serving occupation duty in Germany.

My good friend Barrett Dillow was stili with me, having recovered from the
wounds he received in the Ardennes Forest. Late in the fighting, we had captured some
Krauts with a female German Shepherd. Barrett “liberated” the dog and announced he
was goingto train her.

_ The dog, named Ilsa, was mean and not happy about leaving her master. I told
Barrett there was no way he could win her over. I warmed that she'd probably kill
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someone and that the dog would never become "totally Dillow". But in time, Dillow did
win over Iisa and she became a one-man dog. She would even fetch his slippers. She was
a top guard dog, and no one bothered our equipment, clothing, or anything else as long as
Ilsa was around.

One weekend, we went to Antwerp in a jeep with Ilsa riding in the back. We
found a place that sold beer, but it was in a no parking zone and there were several
military police (MPs) nearby. Barrett wheeled right into the no parking area anyway.

"Barrett, the MPs’ will confiscate our jeep and we are going to catch holy
heck back at headquarters,” I warned.

"Not with llsa guarding i1," he Jaughed.

An hour or so later, we returned to find that no one had bothered the jeep. Ilsa
was sitting up, watching every one who dared come close. A show of her teeth made
anyone walking near the jeep change course.

Now that we had time for picture taking, a camera was considered a valuable item.
Of course the Leica camera is a German product and the company had never shut down
during the war. At that time, the Leica was considered the finest camera made. The
military was aceuiring some of the Leicas and sending them down to the outfits; a few
each month intended for some of the most deserving men. 1 was placed in charge of
camera disbursement. Whenever I got a camera, I sent it to the next unit on our list. It
continued like this until each outfit had received a camera. I always sent the Leicas to the
unit commander with the idea that he would make an award of them, such as the unit’s
soldier of the month. I never kept one for myself.

One day I found out that Frank Delmonica, who had played football for the
Razorbacks before the war, was stationed about 20 miles from me. We made contact and
he invited me over for lunch where he was quartered in a lovely little house. After lunch,
while he was showing me the place, I saw 10 or 12 Leica cameras over the fireplace.
When I asked Frank how he got so many of them, he answered,

"We get four or _five every month send down_from group and it is my job to
distribute them. 1 always conduct a drawing to select the lucky men.”

I then asked him how he had personally wound up with 10 or 12.

"You can'l believe how lucky I've been,” he grinned. “Every drawing we've
held, my name has come out of the hat.”
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Coming Home

I spent Christmas of 1945 on occupation duty. Then in July of 1946, I received a
port call for the states. A port call, which in those days came by teletype, was an order to
pack and report to a certain port for shipment home. My ship sailed from LeHavre. We
could tell by the number of points we had accumulated just about when we'd go home. I
had been in Europe 19 months at the time I received by orders to return home.

Whereas I had come to Europe on the Queen Mary, 1 went home on a fruit
freighter. The first was a six-day trip; the return journey took 14 days. I was smarter on
the return trip and claimed a top bunk - the fourth up. This was because when you
suddenly got sea sick, the one in the bottom bunk suffered most. It really wasn't a bunk,
but rather a hammock. 1 recall that there was a pipe wrapped in asbestos about four
inches from my nose. In those days, there was no fear of asbestos. Luckily, I have
suffered no iil effects.

I remember three of us who had come over together happened to be on the same
freighter going home. One day, we sat on the deck discussing combat situations that we
had been in where we knew we just couldn't lose the fight. We had held firm when the
Germans were in a fury to break through us. Somehow, we held and finally we could
sense that each succeeding Kraut charge was a little less fierce than its predecessor had
been. Finally, the thrust went out of their attacks and they withdrew.

"Where did the we get the adrenaline, the intestinal fortitude to stand and
repel?” 1 asked. It is a question each man must answer for himself.

“I know that my country needed me," said the taller of the two. "Qutside
that, I don’t know, unless it was because I thought I was expected to hold on, or
else I would betray the trust of those men fighting along side me. There was some
feeling inside me thet I had to succeed, or lose respect of those around me."

‘When the two Jooked at me, 1 said, "/ think the Battle of the Bulge was the
American soldier's proudest moment. Before that, I had nothing personal against
the Krauts. But after I helped recover those bodies at Malmedy, guys frozen stiff
with their hands still in the air, then I hated all Krauts. And later, I saw all those
slave laborers - Poles, Czechs and Jewish folks - piled high at Nordhausen. I
wanted to kill every Kraut I could line up in my sights. I felt I must, just to save
my own ass.”

After we arrived in New York we were transported in trucks to Fort Dix, New
Jersey. One of the first things we all did was get haircuts. I recall that we thought the
price of $2 was simply outlandish. When I was discharged at Fort Dix my separation
certificate was dated 24 September 1946. I had earned ribbons for five campaigns. One
of my decorations was the Purple Heart for wounds received in action.
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I had mustering out pay and unused leave coming. Plus I had the money that I had
sent home each month, that my mother had put in a saving's account. When I arrived in
Little Rock to resume civilian life, I had some $4,200 - a goodly sum in 1946,

I still had one more year remaining at the University and fully expected to
complete my degree. I had always been a good student and I wanted to go back and
graduate “Beta Gamma Sigma.” At that time, Beta Gamma Sigma Fraternity in the
School of Business was the equivalent to Phi Beta Kappa.

But things didn’t turn out like I had planned. As you know, my family owned Gus
Blass & Company, which at that time was the largest department store in Arkansas. My
father sorely needed me in the store, so I went to work there instead of returning to
school. But the Beta Gamma Sigmas made a very unusual exception for me and about 40
others nationwide. Since my academic career had been interrupted when I had been called
to help defend my country as a junior, 1 was awarded the Beta Gamma Sigma. I am one
of the few people to ever receive it without having graduated from a university, or an
accredited college.
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EPILOGUE

Looking back today, more than a half century after the end of the Second World
War, 1 appreciate having had the opportunity to serve my country when it desperately
needed me. It was the greatest experience of my life. Since then, over the years at
various functions when we stood for the national anthem or "God Bless America,” no one
among those present sang with more feeling than I did.
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SCR-536

Some Kraut had just surrendered his column to us.
Naote this Cerman vehicle, somcthing likea combination

LN viA

half track and motorcycle.
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Of the IXB class the T1.120 was the most widely nsed of these Cerman
submarines quring the fime Gus Blass was on the Queen Mary bound for
Europe. The U-120 carried a crrew of 48, which included Your ofVicers,
three warrant officers, 14 petty officers and 27 seamen,

It displaced 778 tons, was 78 melers in Jengih and 6 melers across a
beam. This one carried a maximum 14 torpedos. On deck, it had one §.8 cen.
cannon and two cen. anti-air craflt puns.
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Bazooka

This was the best weapon we had
against tanks. Only thing, you had
to get clese before firing.

Ruacketen Panzerbuchse 43
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Tiger Tauk

The German Tiger Tanks carried only five days of fuel for the
Baitle of the Buige. Ii wasa’t enough. The Germans had (o
move {ast and get through us at St Vith, where we guarded the
Allies fuel suppiies. Had the Krautls got through us, they could
have confiscated our own gas and oil and used it. They never

made it. Desperate for time, they finally split their force and
went around us, winding up at a town called Bastogne.

Gernan figer knocked out by our troops. This one had a tmck
blown off, but it takes excellent marksmanshin todeit. A
second possibility is the gas tank located in the rear, but you
need an armor piercing shot, a lot of fuck and someone brave
epougit Lo get in reai ciose to attempi ihe shoi.
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Sherman Medivm Taok

The big 88 mm gun on the Tiger overshadows the 75 on our
Sherman. See the flash hider on the end of the German §§

tank gun. It hides the gun flashes at night. There are no hiders
on the Sherman. At night, the 'iger could fire at us and not give
away his position. Our Sherman gave away position when it
fired. The wider tracks made it easier far the Tiger to cross open,
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‘I'anks leave snow-covered tracks in the
Malmedy area

(Right) These are Patton's troops. Pation
wheeled his Army 90 degrees in oniy two days
to attack the neck of the Bulge,

L4

The snow was blinding to us. We didn't have sun
glasses. The German did. Below you see troops of
the 7th Armored Division wearing white camouflage
suits, hug the snow covered woods te St. Vith, My
outfit didn't have the suits. Instead, we took bed
sheets and cut cyc-holes in them, 5o as to be all
white in the snow.

All but cut off, Americans refused to yield St
Vith on the right shoulder of the German break-
through. The Germans had to divide around it like

a tide around an islet. But in two days their columns

penetrated up to thirty miles. Increasingly the
crossroads market town of Bastogne became an
obvious necessity for both armies. The 101st, the
Screaming Eagles, were ordered to rush there as
quickly as possible. The first paratroopers got there
at dusk on December 18, just beating out the
panzers of General Heinrich von Luttwitz.
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QOur soldiers uncover grim evidence of massacre of American POWs
at Malmedy

Malmedy was just up the road fraom St Vith. After the Batile of the
Bulge, dozens of Americans, who had been trying to surrender, were
found beneath the snow. They were frozen solid, many with their

| P Y T A AT
hands stild in the aiv.

Malmedy completely changed the feelings of our troops to personal
from impersonal. After viewing the resuits of the brutal massacre at
Malmedy, some of our soldiers didn't want Lo take German priseoners.
It was difficuit for officers to kept their men in line wien the enemy
wanted to surrender,
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2nd Lt. Karl H. Timmer-
mann led the attack across
the bridge (fop lefr). Sgt.
Alex Drabik, the first man
across the Rhine (rop right).
Sgt. Ist Class Joseph A. De-
Lisio, leader of the point
platoon (center,

an tanks and infantrymen crossing Remagen Bridge to the
east bank. (U.S. Ariny photo)

Remagen Bridge as seen from German side, showing damage (o
main truss. (U.S. Army photo)

IFsom this raitroad tunncl on the east bank, German soldiers fired
on troops attacking across the bridge. (U.S. Army photo)
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A sliot-up German fighter that w

as lucky to get home

175 Cornelison, who had just finished shaving. Interestingly,
that iz a camouflage net on his helmet.
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That's me with the binoculars, Taking a break up front is my
driver, T/5 Cornealson.
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An American jeep. Notice the vertical bar welded to the
froni bumper. It is to cut wire, The Germans had strung-
wire neck high throughout the area.
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YOU ARE ENTERING
GERMANY,

AN EKEMY COUNTRY. *

KEEP ON THE ALERT

ON THE GERMAN BELGIUM BORDER: We didn't need this

sign to teli us to be vigilant
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ON LEAVE IN SWITZERLAND - After the war 1
managed three days passes to Switzerland and Paris.
In Geneva, I stayed at the Hotel Richemond.
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The war has ended and we are parasing at Bad Morgentheim. This

-

is my platoon and I'm o the far right. Lefi to right are T/5 Daugherty,

SORRREERT ar SXRIERLE

T/3 Johnson, Plt Fedo, T/5 Corneliuson, 175 SBalcide, Pl Murphy, Sgl
Wright, Sgt Fornier, 1.£ Blass T1. Notice how everyone is in step.

S/Sot Miller, T/4 Darrisil, Pfc Qrone, Pfc Smith, Pie Lom, T/5 Ammons,




t Paragraph in a letter from Capt. Norman, my commander
| (l of 'A' Troop. I received it after the war.

¥ I am enclosing it in the captain's handwriting, but will also
| type the quote.

G ""The Ramagen bridge has got to be the greatest stroke of

b luck in WW I1. You may recall that 'A' Troop was one of the earliest
combat units to cross. You may also recall that I put you and your
platoon out front. I figured this would be a good time for my
youngest plat, Idr. to get a little cxperience. Turncd out, I was

right, you did extremely well. I've always regretted that I didn't

[ recommend you for a Silver Star for that performance. C'est la vie."
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"Orders" for our outfit to be indoctrinated before returning home, as
seen by our unit's newspaper, Hardly Able, at Ballenstedt, Germany.

HARDLY ABILE
B ; SUPPLEMENTAL EDITION

19 May 1945
AG 410 GSG(DEBGY

SUBJECT: Indroctiration Tor return to 4U.S.
TO: A1l members , & Trocp 24th Cav.Ren Sqgén.(Mecz)
i. IN compliAnce with current policiss for discharge of "4" Wroopers
with 85 voints or over,it js directed tha%t in crder to maintein the high
standard of choracter of thne american Cevslvyman end to praveny any dle~
honer to reilect on the Droop, all individuals eligidle Xor return to the
TS5, under current directives will undersgo
decd litarization prior to &pyroval
2. The
nation:

an indocirinaiion courac of
e arwilceation for ¢locharse,

following points will be emphevized on the wudbjzet indootri-

a. Ir America there are a remzarkable number oL .Deauvtifal girls,
Theae young ladies have not been llderated and many wre gainiully omployed
28 stenogrevhers,sales gilrle andé beauby operators or welders. A proper

greeting is"lsn't 1t a lovely day?" or "Heve you ever been in Detrolt?"
Dontt Sey, ‘"how muoh?"

b. A guest in a priyetc home 1s usually aWakeﬁé& in the morning-by
light tapping on his door and an invitation t& join hile host at breal~

fasnt. It is proper to Bay;?l‘ll be there shortly!" Do not say "Blow 1t out
FOuU O R S ‘." 5

&

¢. & typlcel Ameriodnnbreakfast consists of suoh strange foods as ca-
ntaloupe,fresh cggs,milk,hémetc. These are highly palatable and thaough

atrange in appearenc e ,are extermely tasty, Butter made from crean is
cPton served. If you

wish some butter,you turn to the nearest person and
gay quietly, "Plemee pase the butter." You do not say"Throw me the goddam
greagd,

d. Very natural wrges are apt to oceur when in a orowd. If 1t 1s fouic
neooesery to dcfecate, one does not gradb a shovel in one hand paper in the
cther &nd run for the gerden. At least 90% of American Homes have one roox

called the "Betnroom", 1,e, & room that,in most oasca,containg a beth-
tub,wapsh baein,medicine checet and n follet, 1t 1s tho Llatter that you will
uao in this oase. Lnetruoters should muke rure that all personal under-
gtand the oparatlon of a tollet, particularly the lever or bulton arrenge-
moen% that eorvoes to prepoare fhe doviece fpr reouse.

. In the evont the helmet s ratained vy theo lndividusl, ho will
refrain from wsing it as ¢ chalr,wash howl,foot heth or bvothtub. ALl these
dovices ere furnichod in thev wverage american home. It 4o not considered
good preacltlou to egurt Indlan foshlon in & ocorner dn the evont <11l chailrs

are ocoupicd. Thev host will udually provide switable chalrs.
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f.  Belebing or passing wind in coayany ic stwictly Trowned
APQideedf you. should forget about.it, howeper, wnd Pelich in theovriresence
of others a proper remerk is ”Exouse me." Do nmot sgy, "It miat be the
lousy chow we've been eating".

g. Lmerican dinners, 1n nogt casas,condidt of several items
eachserved in a separate dish. The commoun practice of mixing various
items guch as corr beef and pudding, or lea beans and puaCh s to make
it nmorepal= t3b~v,will be rerfrained froam. In time the separate dish ay-

stem will become enjoyable.

lal Americene nave a strangs teste fob stimdlants, The driaks
in common usage on the coantinent, such as under-ripe wine,alcchol and
grape-fruit juice or gasolene vitters snd water(commonly kneown dy the
Brench term "cognac") are not ardinarily nccepialle in the civiliar
circlos. These drinke should be served only to. those who are definitely
not within the inner -circle of frieads. A sguitable use for snch drinks is
for serving to one's lapdlord in owder -tc bresk on utndesiravle lease.

1l The returning soldiexr 1l ant too often %0 fjnd tils opinions
iffer from those of hig civilian as s 01 atug. Ore.should call upon hie
reserve of etiguette -and correct his sintance with such remarks aa
"1 believe you have made a mistake," or“I‘m gfraid you are in error on
that." Do not say, "Brother you're really w———— up." This is considered
impolite. - - '

ue

it is often nuccasary to epend the night. Heotels are provlacd for--this
purpode.and almnost anyone can give airections to the nearest hotel. Here,
for a snmall sum, one can regisﬂer and be saown t0 A room where he can
sleep for the night. The present practice of entering the nearest hcuse
throving the occupaqts in the yard and taking over the o“chse will

k. Whls(ey 3-8 coamon dmericen drink,. L”Y be O”Eerea o 8&“56
soldier on social occasions., Ig is considerd o reflection on"i*Yruop -
to snatch the battle from the hostess and drain the bottle,coxrk and
all. All individuals are caubioned Go exercise the extrene of control
in these o¢roumstanoes, ‘ ' .

jo . In. t*avelllng in the U. b,, pertiﬂularly 3 1?ngﬂ itV .

i, In aotJOA picture thoatres, seats .are prov¢afd Helme ts
arc not required. I§ ie not oonsiderbd goad Form co want¢e gverv tim
a fenzle over 8 or under 80 comes across .the screen. IT visioca is
imppi*eﬂ Ly the person in the seal in front, there are plenty of other
sea’ts whica can ba occupied., Do not ‘hi t ham across the back of the
hoad end say "Love your hunﬁ,JeerI can't Bee @ damn thlng""

m. It ils not proper to g0 around Aitt¢n ’Vcr ong of draft
age in civilien c]otheeo e night lave boen ralaasba from tle gervice

|, for medical reasons. Lsk for his credentiale; and if he can't shew any,
., then go ahead and slug hip.’



- e,

0. Upon .retiring, one-will.ofven- Tind g p Dalfmaf”paramas
1aid out on the bed. (Pajamas, it should be explained, are two piece
“1 cermenis whien are -duaned after all other clothing has been Temoved. )
Ll "Mhe soldicyr, confronted by these garments, should assume an air of
fapiliarity and act as though he were used to them., A casual remark
(1 such as "My what a delicate .shade of blue," will usmally suffice.

i 'Under no circumstances say,®How in the hell do you expect ne to sleep
‘linin a get-up like .thav?".

= Pls Natural functions Wlll comtdme . It may be necessary
| |to urinate frequently. Do not walk behind the nearest tree or autumobile

that you find to accomplish this. Tollets are prc"ldod in all public
buildings for this pv*posa.

Qe Beer ig. sometimes served in, bottles A cap remover is

usually avallable anéd it is not good Term to open th;s bottle with the
-yuse of one's teeth. :

R
Lt

| r. Always tip your hat before strlklng a 1ady

8. Air raids and enemy patrols age not epcowitered In America.
:Fﬁaﬁhéﬁemﬁ7}t—&S-notJneCGS$aIy to wear the helmet in church or at. socmal

laffairs or to hold the wsapon at the: readysloaded qnd cocked,wnhen’ talk-
ing to civilians in the streer.

]

I t. . Every American home and all hotels are equijped with
pathing iacll¢ules. When,it is desired toc take a bath, it is not ci-
nsidered goodform to find the nearest pool or stream,strip down and

;llndulge in e bath. This particularly is trues in heavily populated
{ areas. o

_ u.  With regaxd t> currency the returning soldiers must bear
'in mind that in most localities of the U.S. the coin of the realm,i.e.

t!dollasrs and cents, is She establisiied méans of commercial irade. Baﬂts
>f soep,cigarettes, candy and K rations will not be honored. To offer

'a young lady a bar of soap(especially Lifebuoy) would in all probability

sut one at the head of her so- oalled YBrown list" ingtead uvf producing
;he desired result.

.'!

v. A1l individuals returnlng to she U.S. will make every effort
Jp conform to the costoms end habits of the regions visited and to

v v themselves as incongpicuous as possible. Any actions which reflect
wouf the honor of "A"Troep will be promptly and severely dealt with.

So watch Your Step! !



TIE ORDER OF TIIE PURPLE IIEART

The Order of the Purple Heart is the oldest Americar military
decoration for war time bravery. It is awarded to menibers of the armed
forces of the United States, who have been liilled or wounded in action
again an enemy.

Attached to the piece of dark blue cloth is a purple heart of
sill, bound with braid and edged with lace. The cloth is believed to be
part of the uniform tunic worn by a solder in the Continental Arny.

George Washington designed and created the decoration. A
geieral aid ieiro of the Revolitionary War, and later first president
of the Unites States, he officially signed the medal into being in 1782.

On August 7, 1782 at kis headquarters, General Washington
designed two medals of distinction. (Une was named the Badge of
Military Merit. A very difficult honor to win, there would be only
ihiree recipients of it during the Revolutionaiy War,

No more Americans received the Badge of Military Merit
for moie than century. It was not until October 10, 1927 that Arimy
Chief of Staf], General Charles P. Summerall, directed the drafting
of a bill be sent to congress, "to revive the Badge of Military Meriz, "

Suck action moves slow in the military. The Army withdrew
the bill on January 3, 1928, bul with a notation to the office of the
adjutant general to "'maintain dialogue for possible future acceptance. "

In 1931 General Douglas MacArthur, who had succeeded
Summerall, reopened the issue. MacArthur wasited a medal issued
on the bicenntential of George Washington's birth.

The only change was that a sprig appeared near the profile of
Washington on what is now the Purple Heart. A plaster model was
made by the Philadelphia Mint in May of 1931,

The War Department announced the new medal on February 22,
1932, After the award became official, recipients of the Meritorious
Seivice Citation Certificate issued during World War I, along with other
eligible army people, could exchange their awards for the new Purple
Heart.

(More)
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At the saime time, revisions in army regulations defined the
conditions of the award as: "a wound which necessitates treatment
by a medical officer and which is received in action against an
enemy. 1t will, in the judgment of the commander authorized to
make the award, be construed as resulting from a singularly meri-
tarious act of standard service, "

At that time, the Navy Department did not authorizge the issue
of the Purple Heart to its people, but Franklin D. Roosevelt amended
that by an executrive order dated December 3, 1942, As a vesult of
FDK's decree, the Purple Heart went 1o all branches of the military,
those wounded beginning December 6, 1941,

President Harry Truman later retroactively extended eligibility
back ta April §, 1917, so as World War I veterans of all branches
woiild be covered.

What General George Washington wrote in his orderly book on
August 7, 1782 still stands today. "the road to glory is a patriot ariny
and a free country.”
-0-



lst Ind. TOR/ha

., S13T CAY RCH 30 (MECZ), AFO 25L, X.Y.d.Y., 15 March 1946,

O ORGAN\I!\HON

81ST CONSTABULARY SGDH

7. DAY OF ﬂl L"F l! [L\Cl OD SCIAI’AHOH

FROM ACTIVE DUTY

24 SEI 46 SEP CEN

0. PERMANENT ADORESS FOR MAILING PURPOSES

1900 SUMEIT AVE LITTLE ROCK ARKANSAS

10, D/TE or mnru H PLA(.E Or' DIRTH

31 HAY 23

LITTLE ROCK

ARRK

TC: Lst ut Gus 3lass, and 1lst Jgt Jack ¥, Brumfield, Troop “D",
i. This Jguadron wisies to add its appreciation and commendation to that of
the Militsry Goveranent at Buchen, §
2, Juch effort, intelligence and attention to duty not only bring credit to
Jou personally but adda zreatly to the prestige of your dguadron,
= // .
S O 4 /,/,4%' .
TiiChAs O, #ollBY j
b Solonel, vev .
UC. Lkl
MILITARY RECORD AND REPORT Ot SEPARATION
CERTIFICAT!: OF SERVICE
o b AN 11AEd! « TN e AU « MINDLE (1Al - Ta ". AItM( SHALAL AL . A x'.:;\l-;? A0 ANLE O “»I:“Vl(‘.l: A, COMPONENT i}
BLASS GUS } O._oﬁl o0 |1 LY GAY ) “I ORC

16, WEIGHT |37, NO. OF

20. DaTﬂ OF ENTI\Y ON ACYIVE i’)lITY

22 JUi, 44

ARIADREL RECOM l/tI

27. MILITAAY OCCHUPATIANAL SPECIALTY AND HO.

AJJ(,L UNU CUL llel])[&J( 1?04

28, BATILES AND CAMPAIGHE

_ BUROPLAL AFRICAN LiIDDLE EAST RIBEON

RIIHELAHD

A!(UIJNMES Cl“,n’J‘ J\L }lMJPL .

29 DECORAYIONS ARD CIVATIONS

PURPLE HNEART GO 15 Hy 24 COV RIC

REC SQDN 19 JuM 45

1z, ADDRESS FROM WHICH EMPLOYMENT WILL BE SOUGHT 13, coLon | 14. €O1,00-| I5. HEIGHT
EYEQ HAIR DEPEENDENTS
SEE 9 IAZEI] BLOMD | 6-11 | 180,,,| O
‘0. RACE 19. MARITAL STATUG w.ugcirizen| 2L CIVILIAN OCCUPATION AND NO, h
WHITE JNEGRO | oTHER (specify) SINGLE | MAArizn | oTwen (specify) | ves NO ’ )
X [ X X STUDENT COLINGE X-02
MILITAI'\’Y HISTORY
22. REGISTERED | #3- LOCALS. S 20, COUNTY AND STATE 25, HOME ADDRESS AY TIME OF ENTRY ON ACTIVE DUYY
SELECTIVE | BOARD NUIDER :
ves | No
ss:vwlcrp, i
X | | B PULASKYI ARK | SBE 9

30. WOUND3 NECEIVED IN ACTION

NORDIAGSEN GEIMANY 18T APK 45

3|. SERVICE SCHOQLI ATTENDED

| 2.

DATE OF DEPARTURLE I DESTINATINN

GER VY C2 OUTISIDE CONYINTI ATAW,. ﬂ_/_\ltD_RETUHH_ L
Fonmewyr Ac tasngee






