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PROLOGUE

Z_;zere isn‘t too much difference between a good outfit and fust
another one that does its routine fob in its own routine way. |

It isn‘t the draft board, army selection, or luck; it‘s just a happy
circumstance when certain men are chosen as officers and others for
enlisted men - - and it‘s even a happier circumstance when they click
into a well geared machine.

But an outfit isn‘t a machine either. It‘s a group of 600 individual
personalities who are thinking 600 different ways towards getting the
job done.

It‘s the 600 different ways of thinking that makes an outfit good.
It's the American soldier with his self-initiative, imagination, intelli-
gence and ability. It's the American officer with his leadership and
[knowledge, and it's the American field commander with his patience
and restraint-that makes a good outfit.

We, the men of the 48 % Engineers, want to tell you the story of

our outfit - - - the 48% Engineer Combat Battalion.

Signed,
THE STAFF




"OPEN THE WAY”.

Open the Pay is a symbolic study in pastels of the route of
the ‘;!8 th Enginver Condbat Battalion. The view opens with the ocean
leading tv Africa. T'he sand of Africa leads to Italy featured by the
long stay of the 48th below Montecassino. To the left of thé moun-
Lain is the great goal of the Fifth Army in Italy, the arches of Rome.
The trail of the 48 th moves across water to the famous Red Beach
at St. Raphael where the 48th landed in Southern France. The
Battalion continued through France to Germany symbolized by the
view of the Heidelberg castle at top left and the bridge across the
Neckar River in the center of the rock arch. The massive rock domi-
nates the entire painting with the impression of the great obstacles
which have confronted the 48th Engineers, and the hewn arch in
the center provides the thought that the 48th has driven through

the greatest of hardship to ”Open the Way™.
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PICK AND SHOVEL MAN

_»ID ick and Shovel man.« That's all you are. Y ou‘re a Joe that knows
the stinging pain that knots your legs and cramps your back. You know
the driving rain that soaks you through and through and chills you till

your stomach feels like a chunk of ice. You 'know the bouncing hail

that beats a rhumba rhythm on your helmet until it drives you almost
mad. You know the endless, drifting formless white of snow, and the
jagged heat waves on the bubbling black asphalt of the road . . . the

swirling dust of a passing convoy as each truck kicks dirt in your face

until you want to scream.

You know the cold clear hours of early morning, and the dark, quiet
hours of deep night. You know the sodden, clammy heat of mid-day
and the silent stillness of midnight.

You know the thrill of mountaintops and the restful quiet of the valiey.

You know the sweet smell of clover and new mown hay, and the
decaying, festering odor of a shell-seared town.

You have sensed the dreamy sleepiness of a lonely town, and felt
your blood rush hot in a roaring, flaming city.

" You know well that sickening sensation when a shell comes in. Y our
brain is numb, your stomach is cold, and you grovel in the dirt as a shell
whistles, roars, fizzles and cracks with the roar of thunder.

You know the emptiness of defeat and the enthusiasm of victory.

Engineer? You have rode recon with a squad truck as your tank.
You have spent two months in a hole with an M-I as your bazooka.
You have been M.P.s inAugsburg, Quartermaster in St. Raphael, Ordnance
at Epinal, Cavalry at Terracina, Infantry in Ludweiler . . . . .
‘ You have planted your bridges across the Dolturno, the Rapido,
the Rhone, and the Saar. Y ou have opened the way to Cassino, Delletri,
Terracina, and Spigno. |

You took Mt. Porchia and St. Die, and you haven‘t lost yet.

You fought your way across four nations to plant your standard
on Hitler's doorstep on Dictory Day in Berchtesgaden.

»Pick and Shovel man?« - Soldier, you're a COMBAT ENGINEER!
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CHAPTER 1}

THE OLD COUNTRY

1t was July and it was hot. The hrown dust hung suspended over the road until a passing automo-
lrile wonld swirl more (st upward and outward, leaving an ever-expanding trail in its wake. It was
the Black Hills country af Qklahoma, but this particular spot seemed out of place. It was a high plateau
atul the brown dust trails over the roads lay flat as far as the horizon miles away. There were no hills
here. 'Phe plain was monotonously flat, for although Nature had decided to give this part of the country
a range of hills, somehow, she had made the job incomplete, and a high level plateau that gave a false
impression of plains country was the result.

Because it was high, it was dry, and because it was dry a group of men standing patiently by the
dusty road alternately brushed perspiration and dust from their faces. The men were old soldiers and
they didn’t complain, but their uniforms were shapeless masses that clung to them, and the brown
dust settled into every fold. In all, there were 52 lieutenants, 20 fresh from OCS at Belvoir, and
107 noncoms of all types. The noncoms were lately from the crack 20th Engineers of Blanding,
Florida, and had left two days ago for a secret job at a secret camp somewhere in Oklahoma. The two
days on the lurching train made them tired. Now the long wait in the wilting sun completed the job,
and the men were feeling just about as miserable as they could possibly feel.

.«The fresh new rows of white barracks looked inviting for the men, and they were wondering what
sort of conlusion was holding up their fate, and why they couldn’t get to where they were going and
get sume sleep. There weren’t many soldiers in the area for there were only about one thousand in the
whole camp. The Administration buildings were buzzing with things to come, but the men to make the
Army post were lacking. The only things on that flat plateau were the neat orderly rows of new barracks,
the American flag flying from the big pole, several dusty trails, and a group of tired men waiting for
orders.

Soldiers kept moving beween the buildings carrying sheafs of papers, and finally one harried ser-
geant with more papers than anyone else walked up to the waiting men. “Let’s go, men,” he said.

They walked carefully past piles of lumber and through dusty paths that led across the empty
spaces between the neat white rows of new buildings. The place smelled clean, like all new buildings.
There was the pungent smell of new tarpaper and the chalky-smell of new cement. Sand piles lay at
every corner and discarded small pieces of lumber lay where the carpenters had thrown them.

Camp Gruber was a new camp then and the men were to form a new outfit.

The long line of men picked their way through the buildings until they came to several that
Jooked like all the rest. There they peeled off, found bunks, and disappeared for 24 hours.

The next morning, July 25th, the 48th Engineer Combat Regiment was activated and the tired men
from the Twentieth were the cadre. '

The 48th Regiment immediately looked to its grounds. There was a lot of police work to be done.
Old Army custom demanded that noncoms and officers supervise work, but the cadre consisted only
ol supervisers, so the lieutenants and the noncoms formed long police lines and passed through their .
area. They picked up the wood scraps, spread the sandpiles, and soon had a neat looking regimental
area,

9



Wass, .
FoNT. . P nl'*"“ .
K. DAK, MINN, -
f . ) AR VT
ORrcg, ¢ . - - . ' :-._ AN S
. ’MHDI s ;IAK } ) ‘W|'3- . __-:12:"-'-':‘” FILES STARBIEK
. . o Con et S
wyo, 4 K M,u“ o= p——
ALy, wey S ' poA . NEEK ‘ -
. ) . Lt me
) o . . s
AH ui.
Cnm..l‘ . . ) .
KANSAS R MO TN v
oMt y . .
ARz, [ T . ARK. sc
N.MEX . . [ "'
MIss. ALR- N f" R
camt unbim & LT . ‘
CANM LK % T T
TI*AF : LA LADP BLAMOING W
* TlA.
L NEW YORK-B8 W 9. CALIFORMNIA- 22
P 3 A 12 N.CARDLINA- 11 : -
2 PENNSYLVANA-58 0 MICHCAN-22 16 ARKANSAS-1D B O JADKAHDMA-4 ¢ HO.OF MEN
3 b 11 HASSACHUSE TT5-18 19 CONNECTICUT-10 27 INDIANA-7 3410WA-3 FROM EACH
. 3 12 KENTUCKY-17 200 DUISIANA-18 58 COLO 35 MAINE-3 STATE
5. WISCONSIN-3 1 © 1L KANSAS-12 21 NEW JERSEY-10 ag&nm'ﬁ 38.0REGON-3
¢ AieScT s A Vegh S B s SRERE oo
. - 15 WVIACINIA-12 23 TENNESSEE-9 at A
M o . S.CARDUINA-S 39. NEW HAMPSHIRE-2
8. MISSOURI-29 18 MARYLAND-11 ﬂNEBRASKA‘B4z VERMONT-1 32 N.DAKOTA-& A0. MONTANA-1

41NEW MEXICO-1




b~

That was in the days when such a thing was commonplace, and it was considered-very military to
have a good looking company area. There were visiting colonels and generals who rode up and down
to cast a criticising eye over the barracks and decide, which were military and which were not.

So the noncoms and the lieutenants policed the area and cleaned up the sand, discarded the
wood, and the lelt-over paint, and cussed. It was July of 42 and it was hot and it was very degrad-
ing to attend pnlm call, ;

But the reginental area hegan (o look better and the eadre had more and more chance to learn a
little more .1lmul being soldicrs - - - which ronsisted of saluting cars with red tags and ignoring cars
with white ones, aml otherwise walking very upright, lining foot lockers up on straight boards and
huttoning up yvour jacket when you stepped ontside,

In October, Colonel Bond, the Regimental Conmmander of the 48th Engineer Combat Regiment
ordered the cadre to pick up 35 replacements, Shortly aflter, 105 new men arrived at the Braggs, Okla-
homa depot. The men were put to work immediately on the following day, and learned to hope that
Jerry would never use gas beeause it is very hot walking live miles with the suffocating contraption
over your lace. Tlhen (hey learned the difference hetween right face and left face, and could soen
give & very accountable parade.

But in between, they were learning engineer tasks like rigging, fixed bridges, and use of pioneer
tools. They were getting good training, too, for the entirc cadre for five companies was concentrated
on 140} men. They were getting almost individual assistance.

Colonel Bond, Commanding the Regiment, expressed his satisfaction after a Regimental Retreat.
"These men have the makings of the best Engineer Soldiers that this Army will ever see.”

A few weeks later, rumor spread that a large number of replacements were coming in. Company B,
the cadre company, could envision stripes and prestige and squads of their own. After a night ride
from Camp Wolters, Texas, over 800 men, fresh from Infantry training, were sent to the Regiment.
The original cadre Company “’B” was dishanded and the men were sent among the other companies of
the Regiment. A few days were spent in organizing and equipping the men, and then the new outfit
settled down to some engineer training. The old cadre found the new men, just as they werz, bewildered
for a while, and helped them over the rough ' spots-n “As the training wore on, the new Infantry became
Engineers.

Meanwhile, Colonel Bond was gwen another post. Lieutenant Colonel K. S. Andersson, his capable
executive offxcer, assumed command. ;

The ground work of engineer trammg -was complete now and the regiment began ‘a serious study
of advance work on niinefields, demolitions, and tank obstacles. The long training days were tough,
for Colonel Andersson believed that hard work would bring results. Training was rigorous through
the fall, and did not slack up too much as winter set in. The troops were now hardened and the men
were showing signs of expertness.

During the first few days of January, a bill was passed discharging essential war-workers over 38
years of age. The bill affected a lot of the men of the 48th, and over 400 new replacements were.
needed to fill the vacancies. :

. The new replacements were from New York City, and for a while felt rather confined in the town
of Braggs with its pre-war population of 125, But the men caught the spirit of the outfit and pltched in
wholeheartedly.

The spirit of the 48th was growing. The 48th was popular with the people of Muskogee and Tulsa,
and the men of the 48th were making a lot of friends there.

- The Ameriean Legion dance hall and Hotel Muskogec were the meeting places where the unattached
engineers gathered over weekends. Most of the married men and officers had located small apartments,
after a great deal of trouble, in Muskogee, and their weeckends were well taken up.

But the single men found friends in Tulsa and Muskogee and spent their afteinoons in the Tulsa
Zoo, the Muskogee City Park or Greenleaf Lake. Their evenings were well occupied in the night spots
that dotted the two towns or the movies and special entertainments that \151ted the camp or were at
the USO or American Legion.
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During this period, new groups of men came in from Fort Leavenworth, Kansas and Fort McClellan,
so that now the 48th had men representing the north, south, east and west and almost every one of the
48 States. Among the men were a few Chinese, who later proved to be among the best soldiers.

With the completion of basic training, furloughs were granted to a number of men, and they returned
to find a tough course in the M-1 rifle, obstacle and physical training in full swing.

In March, the 48th left for Louisiana Maneuvers.

The 48th Regiment pitched their pup tents on the side of a hill about a mile from Camp Polk and
began their test as a lighting team. Shortly after, the 48th Regiment was dissolved and from the old
regiment, the 108t Eogineer Conmbat Group was formed. Companies Able, Baker and Charlie of
the Regiment formed the 48th Eagineer Battalion and Dog, Easy and Fox Companies formed the
235t Kngineer Battalion, The 48th Kngincers were placed under the command of Captain Thomas
K. FPullerton.

The men lived in wmiserable conditions while the process of organization was completed. The lines
of pup tents hecame a pateh of brown in the smud and water ol Louisiana. To make it worse, the Bat-
talion was seheduled Tor a 25 mile hike.

The men weee aaot conditionsd Tor anything so strenuons and consequently there were many sore
and aching mnseles, The equipinent was full field pack, rifle, and one canteen of water. The battalion
moved onl, it two iu the alternoon on a rare hot day, under a blistering sun and marched over small
prehbled roads that had been baking through the day. The first five miles were completed in an hour
at a killing pace under the hot sun. The pace was reduced, but the first leg had taken the fight out
ol the men and they eontinued the gruelling walk under the sun pretty well beaten. The canteens of
water disappeared throughout the afternoon and when the half-way point was reached, most of the
men had no water left. To add to their discomfort, two sandwiches apiece were handed out from a
truck. But they were like pulp wood and the orange that was given each man made their need for water
almost desperate. The men’s feet began to blister from the hot pebbled roads and many of them were
limping along trying to hold the pace. The afternoen sun was waning, and offered the men some relief,
but after hours of walking, they were moving like automatons, quietly, holding their breath. In
the darkness, the men got off the right trail and covered more than 28 miles before they reached their
bivouae. The worst of all was that the last three miles were uphill on a steep incline that licked many of
the men. :

- Sergeant Trelear, holder of the Silver Star and Bronze Star for gallantry in aetion said, "The 25
mile hike in Louisiana maneuvers was the worst experience I had in the whole war.”

The following morning, as the men were lined up in front of the medical tent, and the Medics
were attempting to repair the damage of the hike, Major Andrew J. Goodpaster, our new commander,
arrived in the area. )

Major Goodpaster was a West Point Offieer. He was a soldier’s idea of what an officer should be.
He knew taetics and he knew men. There was something about him that could inspire men to go out
of their way to complete his orders. He had confidence in his men; and although he adhered rigidly
to rank, he spoke to the men as if he were one of them. There were many times when he would call
an officer aside and let him know what he was doing wrong in no uncertain words.

The Major seemed to sense the feeling of pride that this outfit had, and it fitted into his-plans
exactly. The men had worried about what type of Commander they would have to take with them
into the field when their time came. But now they were satisfied.

The 48th was ready for the first phase of Army Maneuvers. There was a quick series of moves
througl $swamps and over hills with scant food, and sleepless nights with swarms of mosquites and

wuoil ticks, The 48th was mostly coneerned with keeping roads open, although there were several
Lridges. and oue night as Infantry when the capture of a Corps Command Post seemed imminent.

W hile ihe 48th was acting as Infantry, the Operations Sergeant brought the situation map to Major
Gomdpaster on a hill. The map showed the location of all of the 48th’s positions ag well as all of the

known: enemy strong-points. When the Major saw the secret material that the sergeant 'had, he was
alarmed. "Sergeant”, he called, “you know better than to bring that map up here. Double time down .
the hill immediately. I the enemy ever captured that information there would be heck to pay!”
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The following day, the Major went forward with Pvt. Mattson in the command car. He was encircled
and captured by the oppusing force, and the map with the full information was found in his command
car. The Major. was rather quiet about the whole affair when he returned. :

The two phases ol maneuvers for the 48th passed surprisingly fast and the 48th returned to Camp
Polk and the lll\'ury of pyramidal tents with floor-hoards for awhile. There were camp shows and lots
of resting time. -

Passes were given every night and the men went to Camp Polk, to Manny or to Leesville.

One of the highlights of the 48th’s stay in Camp Polk was a battalion dance. All day the men worked
on a temporary -dance floor out under the stars, and by evening lights were strung across the space.
The men showered and put on their natty sun-tan uniforms to impress this new female army.

There were many WACs at Camp Polk, and vne evening a detachment of them were the guests of
the 48th for a dance under the stars. Some of the men just went for the show. They formed a big circle
around the dancers and made unsoldierly remarks about their sergeants as they watched the glamorous
engineers turn their charm on full steam.

ANP GRUBER

The stars, the soft light and the sweet music affected some of the more romantic men, and they
found that sun-tan uniforms doesn’t make a soldier. The WACs were just as swell as the civilians jand
were pretty good soldiers besides.

Leesville was a notorious town. Most of the town had moved in when the soldiers did at Camp Polk.
A lot of it was completely on wheels, for the soldiers had moved their wives into town, and trailer
parks covered the outskirts of town. Originally, the population was 5,000 but now every spare room
held a family and the population had swollen to well over 25,000. There was a skating rink, three
movies which ground out endless Westerns, and bars in every other house. The town overflowed with
soldiers, and there were street fights, brawls and tussles with the Military Police and civilians. The
town seemed to hold a spell over the soldiers and they were everywhere. There was a Red Cross Club
and the men would drop in for snacks or to listen to the music. But most of the men strolled along the
streets, hung around the carnivals or sipped drinks at the Green Frog Bar.

Then maneuvers were over and the 48th entrained for Camp Gruber again. There. were courses
under fire, like combat in cities, and combat tactics, and the men had extensive training on the rifle
range. Many promotions were made, among them were Major Goodpaster to Lieutenant Colonel, and
Captain Fullerton to Major as Executive Officer. Many of the men who had proven physically unfit
during the maneuvers were weeded out and replacements to fill the vacancies were sgnt from Camp
Shelby, Mwsnssnpp1, There was no doubt about it that everyone knew in spite of the earlier prediction
to the contrary, the 48ih was for overseas.
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The next day, Colonel Andersson, Group Commander, dispelled all doubts and rumors in a frank
message to the entire Group. He told the men that they had passed through a hard and extensive '
training period and they were now ready. The Group was prepared for the assignment that lay ahead.
"The 1108th Group,” he said, "Will soon be transferred overseas.” The Colonel, an old soldier who
had seen service in the last war, said that this was the great chance to right the great wrong that had
been done helore. I have waited twenty years for this,” the Colonel concluded.

The new men from Shelby were disappointed at first when they learned that they had just joined
an outfit that was already practically on the way, but they soon caught the increased tempo of prep-
arations, and the cxcitement of going overseas. The 48th had an air of tension that was mounting
daily as the rumor and truth sifted through the ranks. There were several fast gay weeks of parades
and parties, and some quick intensive training, and then it was over. On August 10th, the members of
ihe 48th Engineers hoarded a train at Braggs, Oklahoma - - - destination unknown.

The train rolied through the night while the men tried to figure it it was going East or West.
Fast mcant the European Theatre with action in Sieily, perhaps, while the West meant the Pacific and
Ausiralia and a few namcless little islands. The men were crossing their fingers for the East. It was
alimost an unanimons hope through the whole train. Someone caught a passing station name, but it
was w0 small that no one knew it, and then the rip ple of recognition spread through the train as more
place names flashed Ly, The 48th was moving east ... so far. The men went to sleep in the coaches. At
least that problem was solved. There would he other ones tomorrow.

It was late aftcrnoon on the 12th of August when we arrived at Camp Miles Standish located 35
miles southeast of Boston, Massachusetts. It was a nice camp, but the 48th didn’t come prepared for
a long stay, Equipment was checked again for the hundreth time. Names and numbers had to be in
the exact spot. Inspecting Officers came around with rulers to make sure that every piece of equipment
aul clothing fitted the specilications of long tabulated forms. Shortages were filled freely and the last
processing for overseas shipment was completed.
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CHAPTER 11

AFRICA

On August 20th, the 48th boarded a sealed troop train for New York Harbor and boarded the
U.5.8. Edmund B. Alexander.

The following day the ship sailed.

When the U.S.S. Alexander left the Statue of Liberty abeam she was carrying a specialized team
aboard. The 48th Engineer Combat Battalion was the product of long weeks of drill and months of
experience in engineer training. The 48th had never built a bridge under fire, but the men had a fair
idea of what it would be like. There were unknown rivers ahead, but after all, a river that was twenty
feet wide in Europe would be bridged in the same manner as a river that was twenty feet wide in
Louisiana.

The men knew their officers and noncoms better, too. They had confidenee in one another that
had formed them into a team that could look forward to their work with a feeling that the 48th would
be equal to the task.

The eonvoy closed in around the troopships, and moved out from the coast. Far on the horizon,
lithe grey destroyers and destroyer escorts moved up and down and flashed signals with powerful
lights. But the convoy moved slowly, and the men became accustomed to the gentle roll of the large
ship. There weren’t many easualties from seasickness among the 48th, for the weather was excellent
throughout the entire voyage. A few of the casualties were dysentery cases from the ehow. There were
so many men aboard ship, that ehow was served in sections, and the long line wound up and down the
decks and through the inside of the ship. It was stifling inside the ship and several men passed out
before they reached the spot where the ehow was served. At any rate when they finally did get near

the food, it was so hot that they eouldn’t eat.
Wlth the great number of men aboard, some sort of order was necessary at chow time. There were

red and blaek buttons that were handed out by the section leaders to the men as they passed. The
button bore the seetion name, and the “reds” and “blacks” would alternate “eating first” by days.
Offieers stationed near the serving table would yell "Tickets in your right hand. Mess gear in your
left! Hurry, hurry, hurry!!” The plans of the officers would go amiss, however, [or when the men
passed through the hatches with trayloads of food, the ship would roll and trays, tickets, and men
would go banging to the floor. After this calamity had happened several times, the floor would be
slick as glass, and it would take an amateur acrobat to reach the mess hall tubles sufely. Once the
tables were reached, a thin strip of wood fastened to the tables kept the trays from clattering to the
{loor, but now and then, they would float mysteriously to the other end of the tulile.

"Mae West” life preservers were worn eonstantly. They were hot and we couldn’t move our arms,
and they made us feel elumsy as we tried to pass up and down the narrow conmpanion ways.

Sleepmg was a problem. There were two shifts. One gronp oceupied the stacks of eanvas cots from
twelve noon to twelve midnight and then alternatzd with the serond group who took the reverse shift.

It was hot in the hold and it was crowded, for the hunks were lined in tizrs of twelve and reached
from the floor to the ceiling. The upper bunk was a much sought lor prize, for overhead the ventilator
shafts sent cool air into the stuffy hold. But everyone couldn’t get a top bunk, and after a little seramb-
ling, the men found a bunk somewhere else in the hold.
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At night, there was complete blackout on board, for the men knew only too well the terrific toll
of American ships that the German undersea raiders were taking off the Eastern Coast of the United
States. There.were few offenders, but there was a constant reminder, “Blackout is now in effect: all
lighting of cigarettes on the open deck is prohibitzd. Any infringement of these rules will jeopardize the
lives of all hands on board.”

The confusion and the cramped quarters weren’t the worst thing aboard ship. Perhaps worst of
all, was the spare time we had to think. There was a period of physical exercises in the morning, and
other than guard duty, it was the only detail that we had to stand. We amused ourselves by plaving
cards and signing out Red Cross Games, but most of us laid on the hatches or wandered up and down
the ship.

It was hard to realize that we were really on our way now, and there was no turning back. We were
part of all of those things that the newspapers were talking ahout. We were on our way to war.

Some of us were leaving wives and girl friends and a lot of big plans that would have to wait for
a while. We wondered how long it would take and how long it would be until we got home again. The
army still seemed a little unreal. Training had been fast and complete, and the USOlife in garrison was
over now. A lot of us had been hoping for this to happen. We thought that this would be the end of
saluting and policing up areas and falling out for reveille. But it would be the end of weekends in
Muskogee and nights at the movies and beer at the PX, too. We tried to weigh one against the other.

It was romantic, though. We would be seeing a lot of places that we had studied about, and a lot of
things that our friends back home had never seen. We were even a little anxious to try our hand. Soma
of us wanted to really get a bridge up under fire just to see if it could be done. A lot of us wanted to
make some real rank and be a sergeant or a squad leader.

But most of all we were anxious. We wondered what it would be like over there. We hoped we
could make the grade, and come home.

As the days wore on we were wondering when we would get off the ship. The ship seemed to be
getting smaller and smaller, for the first few days of travelling were new and exciting, but hy now
we were anxious for land and a chance to leave the ship’s hot hold.

After two weeks at sea, the stark white shaft of Gibraltar loomed into view, with the faint hrown
coastline of Spain on the left, and Spanish Morocco on the right. Somehow the fact that Gibraltar was
white astonished a lot of us. We were so used to seeing the Prudential Life Insurance advertisement in
black, that the white shaft gleaming in the sun off the port bow held us spell-bound.

The ship passed through the straits in the morning and the land fell away again. But we knew we
were in the Mediterreanean now and we were on our way to Sicily or Africa.

The following morning we were again off a coastline. The ship dropped anchor off a long quay that
ran out into the bay. The harbor had a strange oriental appearance. Rumor spread that we were waiting
for a Hollywood troupe of actresses who were going to give us a show right on the ship before we
landed, and for a long while we hung over the side looking for beautiful blondes among the palm trees,
but the show just didn’t materialize, somehow,

In the afternoon, the gangplank did rasp down, though, and we were treated to a better show. We
walked down the long pier to solid ground again. We assambled in a rock quarry in the early evening
and waited for the trucks that were to take us to & staging area. One of the men attempted to light a
cigarette, and an officer corrected him. "We are in a war zone now,” he said. "Put out your cigarettes.
"This place is bombed often.” The men adhered to the order rigidly. Alter ail, we were vut here in the
open, and this was a strange land. Germans probably were waiting [or the big convoy. When we passed
Gibraltar, they must have had people counting the ships. The Lieutenant was right. A bomber could see
the flare of our match, and even see our cigarettes, we had heen told. There was no smoking.

We didn’t wait long. A line of trucks drew up hefore the quarry and we piled aboard. We were
pretty solidly packed but we didn’t mind at all. It was getting dark pow, but in spite of the hushed
warnings about enemy aircraft, the trucks blazed their headlights. The convoy wheeled around and
dashed down the road. We passed quickly through the harhor town ol Mers El Kebir and rolled along
the coastal highway towards Oran.
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Although it was night, Oran was awake when we rushed through. The main road led through the
heart of the city, and the people were lined along the balconies to welcome us. The French and Arabs
waved and yelied, and little Arab boys raced beside the trucks and clamored for bonbons and cigar-
ettes. The buildings flashed white under the headlights as the big trucks roared through the narrow
streets.

Then we were through Oran and out in the open again, gathering speed as we followed the road.
It led upahill, and then the line ol trucks turned off to where there were pyramidal tents. We climbed
off the trucks and were formed into a ragged line. There five of us at a time were peeled off and led
through the darkuess (o the tents. Tt was so dark that we had no idea who our tent partners were. We
arranged our bedrolls and fell on them. We should have slept, for it was late, and we had had a busy
day. Bul sleep was dilficult, and we laid awake most of the night and talked. Africa was all so strange
anel- new that we talked lightly to create onr own atmosphere. We were amazed at the African city of
Oran, and the palm trees, and the Acabs. We were wondering when we could get into town, and how
long we would stay here in this place.

The sweet smell ol the night and the strange silence of Africa was alfecting us. We felt alone and
fonely in the tents,

The next morning, when we awoke, we found that we were near acres ol grape arbors that followed
the contours of the low hills in long twisting green trails that swept endlessly across the rolling hiils.

Colonel Goodpaster rescinded all standing courts-martials that had been accumulated during the
stay in the states. We were starting out fresh on a new continent and he believed, that the men should
start out with clean records.

Passes were frequent from Staging Area Number 2 during our stay at Fleurus. In all, we stayed
nine days from the second of September to the eleventh. We visited nearby Oran and wandered among
the bars and rows of dirty houses.

Oran was a military city, and was even more strict than those back in the states. There were standard
fines for unsoldierly mistakes, such as shirts unbuttoned, failure to salute, and improper uniform.
There was a bitter feeling between the men who had fought the campaign in Africa and the clerks and
the service troops who had followed after, and there had been many pitched battles in the streets, The
police had clamped down, and now there was red tape and regulations, and many of the streets were
*0Off Limits.”

Although Oran looked clean and white from a distance, actually it was unbelievably filthy. People
threw their refuse into the streets directly out of their front windows, and the many animals were
brought right into the houses. In winter, the animals helped to warm the rooms, but in summer, the
hot sun intensified the animal stench, and made the entire native quarters of the city smell like one
_big stable.

But some of the French in Oran had nice houses. Here some of the men of the 48th made Eriends,
but most of the families already had their own circle of American troops from among those who had
been stationed there for 2 long time.

Most of the men of the 48th just walked the streets and explored the quaint shops or dropped in at
the Red Cross or the popular "Joe’s Joint” for beer and drinks. Some of us tried passes at the native
Arab girls who would walk by with their faces veiled. They would coyly lift a corner of the veil at
us, and we would follow, but eventually the women would disappear.

The native kids ganged up on the American soldiers wherever they went. They were unusually
yuick to learn important words in the English language, and could gu1de us to the nearest bar or
carriage station, for a small fee of one cigarette or some bonbons. The shoe shine kids were a breed
of their own and they would pester a soldier until in desperation he’d yell, "All¢, allé!”

The carriages were the taxis of Oran. They were huge wheeled affairs pulled by a lonesome bony
horse, almost as intelligent as the driver. The horse would know from long practice where to go and the
driver was merely on top of the carriage to make decisions about the fare. This usually involved asking
three times the regular price of the ride and most often getting it from the Americans, who would rather .
pay than argue.
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Haggling over prices never appealed to the Americans, who would rather have someone set their
price and take the article or refuse it. But not the Arabs. They enjoyed name-calling, and the seller
would start off at three times what the article was worth. After a fierce argument that would often
last hours, he would drop the price, and the other Arab would buy. Then both would go off luvking
like they had been gyped.

We could see these business scenes all over town. Two Arabs with their fists clenched, standing
toe to toe and wildly yelling and gestulating at each other. At first we enjoyed the novelty; later it
disgusted us.

Present day Arabs are the greatest thizsves that we had ever encountered. Ali Baba and his 40 thieves
were amateurs compared to them. Nothing was safe around them. Corporal Hanson lost his wrist watch
right from his wrist without knowing it to somc Arab kid, and one night the leather straps on the
vehicles were stolen. Other men at the Staging Area told us many stories about the Arabs that were

“hard to believe, but after a couple of days experience we learned to accept their tall stories as the ab-
solute truth.

Arabs were unusually shrewd. We learned that gur mattress covers would bring the fabulous price
of twenty dollars, and suddenly many of them were missing. Cigarettes and almost any article of
clothing could be sold for five times what they would cost us to replace them. We didn’t stay long
enough to do much bargaining, but many of the soldiers stationed in Africa had a source of spending
money in their rations.

We learned about Africa fast. First, we lcarned the preciousness of good water, from the
unquenchable thirst which alkaline water never satisfies. A few men took to Vino, the sturdy Arab
wine, and soon learned that the harmless appearing liquid carried a powerful aftermath.

We learned about the African dust that billowed above every road and poured through every
opening. We soon took on the appearance of Arabs ourselves.

On the 11th of September, we convoyed to nearby St. Dennis du Sig where we were perched on
top of a high hill that gave us a panorama of the surrounding countryside. Large herds of sheep moved
slowly down the paths under the guidance of sure footed goats. The Arabs moved through the valley
perched sideways on minature donkeys that somehow seemed like they couldn’t hold the weight for
another step.

The 48th fought their first campaign in St. Dennis against overwhelming odds. Millions of soft,
squeamish bugs converged on the men of the 48th from all directions. We huilt {loors lor our tents,
but they crossed the boards. Then we dug trenches around our tents, but they crossed these obstacles.
.When we put water and oil in the trenches they swam across and trailed oil over our bunks. They were
everywhere. We stamped them out, we burned them out, we sprayed them out, we gassed them out,
but they kept coming. They thrived on insect powder, and went out ol their way to come to the tent
with the most preventatives. We tried everything, and then [inally surrendered. They crossed through
our mosquito bars and crawled into our mattrzss covers. The ground would be a mass of moving
brown as they outflanked us and converged. They didn’t scem to sleep. Their night attacks in force
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were worse than their daylight attacks. We attempted to sleep but they would erawl over our faces
and stand on our foreheads and deliberately stamp their feet. We tore up our beds and ruthlessly
stamped them out, but they surrounded us again, and hy night, several regiments of them would
crawl into our blankets with us.

The bugs had no sense of politeness. They were just plain greedy. We wouldn’t mind sharing our
quarters with them and splitting our rations two ways, but a battalion of bugs swarming over a
package from hone was enough to make a guy let them have the whole thing.

Eventually the bugs got use to us and accepted us as part of the landscape. Then they would just
crawl over us o reach other objectives. The 48th was outsmarted, outflanked, and outmaneuvercd. We
went down in defeat and lee the bugs crawl where they would.

While at St. Dennis, the 48th hegan a period of extensive bridge and mine training, coupled with
long hikes and physical exercise. [t was a rouglt dea! for the men. All during the period of training we
built and tore down bridges day alter day, There were a few night problems, too, We would work all
day long in the hot sun and come hack to the area thinking we would get a good night’s sleep. That
was where we were wrong [ov right alter chow we woulil be ealled out for a night problem.

We would lowl on trucks and speed to the Bridge Dump, load the Bailey Bridge on the trucks and
go down the road te our next site. This was all done in total darkness. Upon our arrival at the site, we
would unload the bridging as quictly as possible, being careful not to make any noise. There were
men all around us in the darkness and if they heard any noise they would send up a flare. If they saw
anyone move they would throw a half pound of TNT at him. After we had the bridge in we would
have to take it out and load it back on the trucks. Then it was taken back to the dump wheze it was
unloaded and stacked in their respective piles for the next day’s training. The next day we would be
given a lecture on the work done the night before.

The next school was on mines and booby-traps. Up until this time none of the men of the 48th had
ever seen any and they were very careful in handling them until they knew all about them. It was
in Africa that the men saw the new explosive, Compaosition "C”, for the first time. They weze shown
how to make it into hand grenades and various other ways of using it. There were schoo’s in the
setting of booby-traps and-the laying of hasty and deliberate minefields. We practiced probing,
marking, and lifting mines.

For a few days we had night problems. At night we would go to an area and meet the officer in
charge. He usually told us that there was a minefield down the road somewhere. That was our job,
to find it, and to clear a path through it. The field was marked by a single strand of barbed wire on
the ground. It was covered by fire from .50 and .30 ecalibre machine guns and the men would fire a
few bursts over our heads while we were working to keep us down and to get us used to breaching
minefields under combat conditions.

In the days that followed we were told that the army had a tank with an attachment on it called a
"Scorpion.” This consisted of two arms projecting from the sides of the tank about ten feet to the
front. Between the two arms was a drum with long iron flails on it that rotated as the tank drove
through the minefield. The objeet of the flails was to detonate the teller mines without injury to
the tank or its personnel. It didn’t work that way in the demonstration that followed. The men were
assembled on a high hill that overlooked the demonstration area. Three "Scorpions” were hrought out
and they started on their task. The first one got about three-fourths of the way through when it had
one of its tracks blown off. The second tank was a casualty when it was only half way through the
licld nnd the third had just got started when it was put out of action. The tank men brought out a

-T'-2 Fank Retriever, but they were a httl-ﬂ wary about sending it into the field before it was cleared,

thinking that it, too, might be blown up. ' The men of the 48th decided from the demonstration that
the method ol probing was the best. While it was hard of work and more dangerous, yet it was the most
sure Wily. -

We took up the art ol laying a hasty minefieid. After laying them down, picking them up again
several times, we hegan to think that we were pretty good. Take five paces out, two to the right, lay
a mine, {ive paces out, two to the right and lay a mine, five paces out, two to the left and lay a mine.
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It was so simple that we thought we could do it blindfolded. Upon hearing the word blindfolded, our
officer in charge conceived a game, We were to lay out the mines blindfolded. The first bunch, picked
up their mines, had a blindfold put on and began stepping out. The men’s sense of direction failed
them and before they had set down their second mine, they were hopelessly entangled. The men were
not so cocky after that exhibition, and once more without the blindfold attempted to achieve perfection.

Sergeant McGinnis of Able Company was the first casualty of the 48th. He was assisting in booby-
trap instruction when a demolition charge went off in his face. Fe received severe shrapnel wounds
and lacerations on his face, and was partially blinded. For a long while after, the men of the 48th
were more careful when they handled demolitions. They had suddenly become dangerous to all of us.

One day an order was posted that the following day all helmets had to have the name and rank of
the men painted on the front,

Sergeants Dawkins and Treloar of Charlie Company were among the many who appeared the
following day in a formation without the necessary paint. They were put in charge of a hike detail of
all men in the Battalion who had neglected their duty and required to hike up a nearby mountain.
They were given a demolition charge and were required to light a fire at the top of the mountain
when they reached it, to assure the officers that they had made the long climb. They started out late
in the afternoon, and later that night, a dull boom echoed across the valley, The waiting men could
see the faint glow of a fire far off on the very top of the mountain, The tired men arrived late at night,
and the following morning they were dutifully applying brushes to the front of their helmets.

Some time later, a battalion hike was scheduled up the mountain as part of the training program.
About ten o’clock at night the column of four companies moved out and started up the hill. Sergeant
Fosbinder and Corporal Westermann of Charlie Company were moving up the hill talking. When they
came to a narrow place where the trail dipped away, Corporal Westerrnann fell in behind Sergeant
Fosbinder. Through the darkness, Fosbinder tried to keep the man ahead in sight, and paid no atten-
tion to Westermann behind. All of a sudden Westermann stopped talking. Sergeant Fosbinder took
several more steps and then called to Westermann in the gloom. Fosbinder, upon hearing no answer
turned around and began looking for Corporal Westermann. He walked back down the trail and found
Westermann attempting to climb out of a hole. He had broken his glasses and could not sce. For the
rest of the hike, Sergeant Fosbinder led him up the mountainside.

There was a terrific French show one night to grace the 1108th Engineers’ theatre stage out under
the stars. The French girls wore tissue thin costumes and sang ”El Rancho Grande” prettily for the
boys. One particularly heavy girl singled out a handsome G. I. in the audience and attempted all
evening to get him up on the stage. She never did succeed, but in one of her acts, she began a gushing
dance that made the Chaplain quietly pick up his hat and leave.

The officers had a club fitted up for themaselves at St. Dennis, and they would spend the evenings
in happy companionship there. One night, Lieutenant Finnegan spent a little happier time than usual,
and while making his way back through the line of tents, somehow got into Colonel Goodpaster’s tent.
He was a bit unsteady and began knocking things around. "Give me a flashlight,” he demanded
angrily. The Colonel obligingly handed the Lieutenant his. The next morning Licuwenant Finnegan
eould only remember somewhat dimly what had happened and realized that there was a strange
flashlight in his tent. All during the day, he kept asking the noncoms aml junior officers, ”Whose
{Jashlight do I have?” Twe days later, the colonel in a passing remark, asked the lientenant politely,
"Would you mind returning my flashlight?”

The noncoms were not to be outdone by the officers, so they received permission to have a non-
coms club. After some tent pitehing, they had one ready for the binge. Four miaster sergeants, Hoopes,
Knight, Blankenship and Buekley were placed in charge to keep order and to watch the bar. The first
night the place opened with cognac, wine, and the native vino. Belore the evening was over there were
three very plastered noncoms - - Hoopes, Blankznship and Knight. The native wine was easy to drink,
It seemed like the vino was just like water. You eculd drink a quart of it without any cffect - - until
you stood up, and your knees would buekle. Vinn was likened (o the Medic who ponnded on our knees
with a rubber hammer,

22



The privates felt slighted. There was a club for the noncoms and a clib for the officers, but they '
were supbosed to be good. Actually there were a lot more sergeants by night than there were by day
in the 48th, but to make it look legal, the privates had to complain.

Extensive plans were laid to make the privates club bigger, better and more mterestmg than all
the rest, but while the ¢luly was still in the planning stage, it was called off. There wouldn’t be time.
The 48th hwl veccived its orders.

While in Alvica the 48th had trained hard, for this was the last training period before action. In
all, the 45’ stay in Africa was brief. The outfit landed on September 2nd, and a month later, we

_boareded ihe "Burbin Castle” at Mers el Kebir bound for Italy.
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CIIAPTER III

»WE WAITED 20 YEARS«

The 48th acted like old voyagers on the Durbin Castle. By this time we were quite familiar with
ships, and hesides we knew that this would be a short trip. The boat soon looked like a miniature Monte
Carlo. We had to step on the center of a hundred card games to make our way across the deck. The
flying fish still attracted us, and some of the men would spend hours gazing over the side watching the
marvelous skips that the little fish made across the waves. The flying fish were like skipping stones.
Often they would touch the waves two or three times before they would be engulfed by a whitecap.

We had to take time out for the English tea and crumpets, and we cussed the food that the
"Limeys” handed out, hut we weren’t on the ship long enough to really get steamed up ahout it.

But the Limeys did their hest to be good, although we distrusted them. They were continually
wondering ahout ”This Harry James person” and curious about how we managed to get so many good
cigarettes.

The morning of the third day dawned like a picture post card. The the green Mediterranean
reached for the deep blue sky. On our quarter an island was coming up. We gathered forward to look
at it and the sailors passed the word that it was the famous Isle of Capri. The island was terraced with
the grape arhors from which came the Capri wines, some of the best in all Italy. The houses were white
with red tile roofs, and the terraced roads wound around the island to the city and church at the top.
The entire island was small; just an island that rose from the sea, and the ship passed close enough
10 give us a detailed view of the place. '

Behind the island, Mt. Vesuvious was a purple patch against the light hlue sky. A trail of grey
reached across the heavens from its cone producing a picture of exquisite beauty. But the long white
line of erumbled villas along the shoreline cast a strange spell on the heauty of the scene.

Then we swept past the hay of Naples with its white patch of city hanked up against the purple
of the mountains and crossed the peninsula of Pouzzouli to the small harbor of Bagnoli, on Naples’
northern outskirts,

It was noon when the small landing bharges began to ferry us to the piers at Bagnoli We were
told to be careful where we stepped on the beach and around the city, for only this morning, over half
a company had heen killed hymines. We landed on the shore and waited for the rest of the
companies to make the four mile trip from ship t6 shore. Then we gathered into small march groups
and hegan a hike through the town. It was the 6th of October, and the great port of Naples had been
taken just a few days previously. But already, the Italians knew the sight of happy American soldiers.
We received our indoctrination of the discordant symphony, “Bonbons, cigarettes” that was to follow
us through Italy. As yet the Italian kids didn’t know the I.'..ngllsh eqmvalant for what they wanted, but
it did not take them long to learn.

The Pizons lined the path from the quay and waved us on happily. They had oranges to trade for
cigarettes, and bottles of white and red wine for a pack. They would run heside our march line and
grah us with entreaties to buy.

Bagnoli was a city of narrow twisting strects lined with lovely signorinas. We pointed out the
pretty girls to one another gleefully. It was a strange procession. The Americans were strung out along
the streets loaded down with their equipment. The small Italian children ran in and through the
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wlumn to grab a soldier’s arm and ask for bonbons or cigarettes. Now and then, one of the men
fell out of line momentarily to make a hasty trade of a few cigarettes for a bottle of vino or a handful
of nuts. :

We were quartered in Constance Collegio de Ciano, The university buildings had been built in 1938
from the pennies of school children which had been gathered throughout Italy for the project. The
school had originally been intended for orphans, but had been taken over by the Army. Later the
Germans had moved in and camouflaged the buildings with huge landscapes painted on the sides, that
reached the whole four stories high. Later the basement of the building had been tunneled and thous-
ands ol cases of ammunition moved in. The ammunition was still there in tunnels that penetrated as
[ar as a mile back into the hills. The ammunition had not been moved, for it was believed that tl=1e
casies had been booby-trapped and possibly time-charged. We heard rumors that some of the first
troops in town had found whole cases of the prized war souvenir - - German Luger Pistols. The idea
of sleeping over tons of hooby-trapped explosives worried us for a while, but most of us managed to
sleep that night,

We had a chance to explore the tangled mass of steel that had heen the railroad station before a
hig Awmerican air force bombed it with hundreds of Flying Fortresses frem Africa. There was nothing
lelt standing in the Bagnoli railroad marshalling station, and was beyond repair. Some of the
huge bombs landed in the town, and there were many complete blocks of rubble and lonely walls that
testified to the force of the massed bombing raids that were happening every night over some city

~ in Fortress Europe. ; :

We enjoyed the town, but we couldn’t leave the college during the early evening hours, It would
tiave been easy to slip out, and there would be a lot of interesting places to visit once we did get out,
but the trigger-happy guards had been spaced around the entire college to keep people away from the
tons of ammunition that were stored there. Naples was a town of Fascists, and there were stories that
German soldiers were still being picked up. There was a healthy fear around the college, that saboteurs
might slip in and blow the entire place skyhigh. All night long, shots from the guards rang out at inter-
vals, and there were yells and commands of “Halt, who goes there,” far into the early hours of the
morning.

We had slept in huge classroom chambers, about thirty men to a room during the night. It had been
a cool night, and the wind swept freely through the rooms, for a large percentage of the window glass
had been broken by the concussion of the exploding bombs which had wrecked the railroad station
and part of the town. : -

The following morning we were ordered out of the college entirely while a crew of bomb-disposal
men made a thorough check of the rooms and tunnels to attempt to find the booby-traps that had.
heen reported. Most of us were sure that the rumor had been false, for the engineers had explored
the whole building yesterday and nothing was found.
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On the 16th of October the Battalion borrowed trucks for a move because our own equipment
had not arrived as yet. The colored drivers raced through Naples and then turned North past the
battered town of Avellino to a large grove of hazelnut trees and grape vines where we pitched our
tents. The country nearby showed the effects of war, for there had been recent fighting in this arca.
Homeless people were living in caves and sheltered behind the rubbled walls of houses. We walked
among the rubble of the nearby town of Avellino and wondered what it would be like to work under
artillery {ire that could tumble villages into heaps of rubble such as this. We were awed by the whole
thing, and wondered how many towns we would see like this.

The kids of the town had hazelnuts and fruit for sale and passed through the area trading their

“wares lor cigarettes and candy. The nuts were growing ou the nearby trees, but for a cigarette we
could get whole handfuls of them legally without having to pick them. It was easier.

The Italian women were the most amazing of all. They would walk along with huge bundles
balanced expeértly on their heads. Sometimes there would be a fifty pound sack of grain, and other
times a huge hamper full of wash or a bucket of water. They had a tiny pad of cloth that they placed
on top of their hair, and then swung their load up on the pad and started off. Most of the Italians
were gathering poles about fifteen feet long for their grape vines during the early fall, and the women
would carry fifty or more at a time.

On the morning of the 18th, the 48th was moved to the vicinity of Caserta in the trucks of the 425th
Engineer Dump Truck Company. Caserta was a big town, and the King’s summer palace was the main
feature of the town. It was a spacious building, fully 200 _yards square with huge courtyard walls. The

- palace had over 500 rooms. Three of the rooms that had previously been the King’s receptmn room
had been made into a Red Cross Center for service men. Fifth Army had taken the Castle over as their
. heaadquarters Behind the palace was a formal walk on each side of an artificial lake which stretched
- for well over a mile. Water fountains, graceful statues, ascending steps and holly bordering each side
of the walk made a restful atmosphere for a soldier to spend an hour or two. The town had been
damaged during the fighting, but the palace was still intact.

In the evening of the same day that we had moved, Able Company received the first job of the
48th - - removing mines from a road north of Caserta. Lt. Munson’s platoon was given the assign-
ment. The next day a road maintenance request was received. We didn’t have our heavy eqmpment

‘as yet 8o the men began working with hand shovels filling potholes.

Most of us who had reasoned that garrison soldiering would soon be forgotten when we arrived

overseas, received a severe blow. Fifth Army published an order that all men of the army were to
receive three-hours drill and a lecture on military courtesy each week, and that in the future, saluting
would be an ahsolute necessity. One man in H&S was fined for not wearing his leggins while on
duty,

We were trigger-happy in Caserta. Two men were lifting a machine gun into the back of a truck
when it fired. It hit a loaded rifie of another man standing nearby and discharged the rifle. The
rifle bullet passed through the man’s body, and before help could be summoned, the man died. Another
man, fooling around with a pistol, wounded himself and had to be hospitalized. The 48th had one
man killed and two severely wounded, before the Battalion even got into action.

At 2130 on the 22nd of November the Townsend Harris, a Liberty Ship carrying a number of our
men and equipment pulled into Naples Harbor. Tle ship had sailed past Tunisia, then stopped 24 hours
at Malta. From there they travelled to Augusta, Sicily where they stayed for 24 hours. On the 22nd
of October they docked in Naples Harbor. Just then, the air raids started. The men were ordered below
decks. It was on this same night that the 48th had its first air raid alert. Men ran through the areas
warning everyone to take to their foxholes. Soon there were red lights moving slowly into the sky.
Then they were joined by more, and there were dull booms as 99mm ack-ack opened up. The Germans
were reaching for the fleet that was laying outside of Naples. Although, the raid was not in Caserta,
the men stayed in their holes and watched the show.

After the raid, the Battalion hegan to bolster air defense. A passive air defense was set up. Slgnals
were given for men to have warning to get into their holes and camouflage inspections were made.
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The next day, two enemy aircraft resembling Spitfires, strafed the first platoon of Company C.
Fortunately, a few minutes before, the men had left their trucks and had a chance to get in a small
defilade before the planes passed on their strafing sweep. The platoon was badly scared; a few of the
men were banged up in their hurried attempt to make for cover. Fortunately none of the platoon
had been killed for only a few yards away several soldiers and civilians lay dead. Pfe. McAuliff
Company C’s aid man who was with the platoon, was the first aid man in the 48th to administer
first aid under fire.

The 48th was at this time, piling up mines and a mine dump had been established at Caserta. Captain
Van Campen.found a fuzed 536 pound bomb and loaded it on his jeep. He had to drive miles over
bumpy roads and passed through narrow trails with race course traffic, and under constant air attacks
that had everyone worried. But he drove right into the dump and had the bomb unloaded. He even
offered to go back and get the rest of them, but his efforts weren’t appreciated.

The 48th was prepared for combat with all sorts of codes. Telephone talks were kept in code and all
reports to group were heavily coded. One report so confused Group Headquarters that several people
along the line were thoroughly bawled out and ended with a Group order that all criticism of the
Battalions would only be made by the Group Commander and his Executive.

The clerks of S5-1 were demoralized. When the equipment convoy finally came in, one small black
file box was missing. It seemed as though the Colonel was continually asking for papers that had some-
how been left in that little black box. Eventually the Colonel would ask the sergeant-major in a polite
tone, Do you have this paper, sergeant, or is it in the little black box?”* Then one day the box turned
up, and S-1 didn’t have any excuse for missing papers. '

The nights were unusually dark in the total blackout of Caserta. Sergeant Turpe was fumbling
through the dark line of tents one night to locate the guard post to pass some special orders to the
guard on duty. Sergeant Turpe had several stock expressions that were to be expected in any major
or minor calamity, and when he tripped over a tent rope in the darkness, he called out angrily, "Holy
Moses.”

'The guard standing in the darkness answered, ”Advance, Moses and be recognized.”

After a usual air raid that began each night of early November, the Battalion planned a move
to Alvignanoe the following day.

At Alvignano the rains began. Italian rain is a strange thing. We were used to storms that would
last for three or four days, but Italian rain would last for months. The rain would pound itself into
the ground in large drops, and then it would slacken off into a fine drizzle that would steam the
ground and form a haze over the valleys. Then perhaps for an hour or two, it would be damp and wet.
The sun might even come out temporarily, but the moment we removed our raincoats, the storm would
begin again. The rain was tough on us, for the engineers worked with the weather. A few days of
Italian rain would turn a road into a vast mudhole, where each passing vehicle would slosh brown
muddy water over us as we swept the shoulders for mines, or attempted to fill the potholes with mud.
The endless rows of passing trucks would hit the holes with each wheel and dig out a little bit more
of the slushy mud until after a few days of traffic, the holes would be deep and large.

Perhaps no one suffered more from the weather than the engineers in Italy, for they were con-
stantly out in the rain. There were daylong patrels in the rain, and there were many night jobs, too.
We would be soaked when we came in, for the Army raincoats would only hold off the water for a
little while, and then it would pass through the seams and the worn spots. We couldn’t keep our feet
dry, because our two pairs of shoes were soaked in mud and water, and it would take days to dry
them, even if we had dry days.

Lt. Reardon’s platoon of Charlie Company was given a tough assignment for green engineers while
at Alvignano. They went up front to assist the 120th Engineers in clearing mines for the 179th Infantry
Regiment. The first platoon reported to the 120th by 0330 and was under three bombing attacks at
0830, 0925, and at 1010. Corporal Kot injured his leg jumping off the truck to take cover in one of
the attacks. The next day the platoon worked under machine gun and rifle fire to remove mines, but
there were no casualties.
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The first platoon moved in on the following day with Baker Company of the 120th to build a
culvert so that tanks eould pass forward. The sound of picks was picked up at an enemy listening post,
and the men worked under 88 fire for some time. The first platoon moved into Venafro and began to
clear mines for the Fourth Ranger Battalion, while the third platoon of Charlie Company traveled to
Pouzzouli to clear mincs there. Both platoons bivouaced under heavy German fire. The first platoon
removed mines along the newly taken roads around the hot-spot at Venafro, while the second platoon
kept the only Fifth Army bridge across the Volturno open to traffic throughout five days of rain. The
second platoun clearing mines from the river bed, removed the bodies of American infantrymen who
had been killed by S-mines in the water, The third platoon was under constant shell fire as they
worked neur Pouzzouli. Pvt. Anderson, and Pvi. Milkovich were wounded by shrapnel in the Charlie
Company area while they were eating noon chow. Pvt. Milkovich was scratched under the eye, and the
fact that he was eating probably saved his life. He had just raised his full canteen cup to drink when
a shell came in and the flying shrapnel passed completely through his canteen cup and cut his face
below his eye.

The whole company was under fire at the time and during the day shells were coming into their
area. Charlie Company was getting battle-conditioned fast. Air raids were frequent; there were several
enemy planes sighted daily. Company C fired at one plane at 0930, and watched smoke pour from
another at 1630. Charlie Company could never prove that their small arms had brought dewn the
plane, but there were half a hundred witnesses to the fact that the Messerschmidt 249 went off smek-
ing. Charlie Company was given a probable.

The other Companies soon sent platoons to relieve the platoon of Company C that was working with
the 120th Engineer Combat Battalion. It was November 23rd near Venafro that the 3rd platoon of
Company B was thus engaged clearing mines from a field in which four men had lest their lives and
three others had each lost one of their legs. This was the first real mine field that this platoon had
encountered and the going was really tough.

About 40 mines had been removed witheut a mishap, until Cpl. Seabolt stepped on an S-mine. He
was hurled about four feet into the air and landed in the hole that once held the S-mine he had
stepped on.

Pfe. O’Neil, Company B’s aid man, dashed into the field and found three men laying on the ground.
Two of the men were hurt. Cpl. Seabolt, had lost his leg below the knee. O’Neil quickly applied
a tourniquet and administered first aid. Seabolt made the remark, I have always been so careful and
now this has to happen.” O’Neil then left the minefield to get a litter and upon returning placed
Seabolt on the litter with the help of S/Sgt. Recves.

The next day Sgt. Metcalf entered the minefield at the same spot used in the evacuation of Seabalt
and also stepped on a mine, losing his leg at the knee. O’Neil said, "I can’t understand how I missed
stepping on the mine that Metealf stepped on as I was in and out of the field at least three times.”

Baker Company was then relieved by the 1st plateon of Able Company. The first evening Able
Company got its first taste of enemy air action. There was a wild scramble for foxheles. Fortunately
no one was hurt.

The next marning, the platoon went to work in the same minefield which had taken such a deadly
toll. Everything was working smoothly until the mine-clearing team of Cpl. Campbell and T/5 DiPole
came to a gully. Cpl. Campbell, who was carrying the mine detector,started down the gully with DiPolo
some yards behind. Suddenly a loud explosion was heard by the men porking on other end of the mine-
field. All were stunned for a moment but quickly summred up the situation and rushed over to where
the explosion had occurred. Upon arriving, they found DiPolo, who had been hit by small pisces of
shrapnel from the S-mine, holding his eyes and head and they heard the cries of Campbell in the gully,
Pfc. Boye, Able Company’s aid man, started down to aid Campbell but Lt. Snyder brushed him aside,
dashed down and picked Campbell up and started to carry him out of the gully. It was a tough job
and Boye had to assist in getting Campbell up the slope. It was then that they found that Campbell’s
right leg was blown off at the knee and in addition had suffered severe internal injuries. Boye injected
morphine to ease the pain and then dressed the wounds. Just then an ambulance happened to be passing -
and they loaded the wounded man into it. The next morning Campbell died.
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While at Alvignano, the opportunity was given to many of us to visit the ruins of Pompeii. Mt.
Vesuvius had been erupting for a couple of days so there was an air of expectancy that we were
going to see a sight that would take us back many centuries. When we were past Naples we could see
that the fields and trees had taken on a greyish overcoat from the lava dust that was sifting down like
a snowfall. On arriving at Pompeii, the people were busy cleaning the sireets of the lava dust so that
the dust wouldn’t get ahead of them. About every four feet thay had piles two and a half feet wide
and as high as it could be piled up.

The pizons were doing a great business selling soap and water to soldiers that were coming from
all over the country. It was far too uncomfortable to run around without washing oneself.

We decided to walk toward the mountains so that. we could see the lava which was flowing from
the crater. All along the way Italians, almost in panic, were hurrying down the mountain carrying
whatever they eould, because their mud brick houses were dangerously close to the lava flow.

From the places where we were standing we could see the trees and shrubs burst into flames as the
slowly creeping mass of hot seething lava advanced. The whole spectacle gave us an eerie feeling for
- we could see that the volcano that covered up old Pompeii was attempting to cover up new Pompeii in
the present time.

We then made our way back to visit old Pompeii. The city was a remarkable feat of architecture,
lavishly built with Mt. Vesuvius as the scenic background. The homes and public buildings, despite the
centuries that had past, still had visible signs of lavishness, beautiful paintings, intriguing mosaic tiles,
and formal gardens. It was enlightening to see their public baoths with the built-in lockers, steam
rooms and practically all the so-called modernistic flourishes. The amphitheatre with the underground
tunnels and chambers with pens for the lions, their stadium, in fact all their buildings added up to a
city that would be the envy of any modern city of such a small population.

Pompeii had been a city steeped in wine, women, and lava. An integral part of the city was the
oldest house of prostitution known. The city seemed to have worshipped passion as their god.

Before leaving we went to new Pompeii and had a delicious spaghetti dinner which we washed down
with ciderish wine.

Next came Ailano. The rains which we had first experienced at Alvignano continued with constant
showers so that everything was a squeamish boggy mass. Daily, a reading was kept of the water guage;
the Volturne River was rising treacherously high. It was there we became so used to frequent calls of
Col. Musgraves of VI Corps to check a bridge that had been washed out. Off we’d go in a mad haste to
check.

Once 5-3 pulled a boner. They wrote a message to Company Cto take care of the ”Bride’” of Amorosi.
The littie letter ”g” had been omitted. What a disappointed bunch of soldiers when they found that
the bride turned out to be a bridge. But 5-2 was not to be outdone even in boners. They ordered 13
maps 1:50,000 No. 172 III. Major Winger of Group Headquarters sent a sardonic note. “This is all
water; do you plan some amphibious operations?” The result, S-3 was always being ribbed on the Bride
of Amorosi and S-2 questioned on their Amphibious Operations.

While at Ailano, a few hospital jobs came in. The dashing Engineer Officers were learning to
appreciate the talented American Nurses.

On Thanksgiving Day, the Battalion took a day off for celebration. All three companies had been
working hard, and their combat experiences were mounting up. They passed through the first big
test. Each of the Companies celebrated in their own way, but Charlie Company went out of their
way to celebrate the good work done during the past attachment to the Rangers and the 45th Division,
and -the accomplishments of the difficult task of keeping the heavy ponton bridge in and operating
under flood conditions at the Volturno. Charlie Company requisitioned a school house and had an
Ttalian Orchestra for music, and were served Thanksgiving dinner by a group of pretty signorinas.
Their menu was: Turkey, Celery, Olives, Brown Gravy. Apples, Nuts, and Dressing, topped off with
twenty gallons of Vino. In spite of all this, Col. Goodpaster found some men to pin on the red-and
white good conduct ribbon.
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On the 27th, the 48th moved to the vicinity of Colli, which was then the hottest spot in Italy. The
trucks moved into town three at a time widely spaced- in case of shellfire so that there would be a
minimum of casualties. While the convoy was passing through the town, the Germans opened up with a
forty minute barrage that caused many of the truck groups to stop and place the vehicles under sheltzr
of the rows of houses. Shells were landing within fifty yards of the men, but there were no casualties.
A German observation post was in plain view and the German patrols were continually slipping through
the hills and moving around the town. Only the previous evening, a Jerry patrol had been captured,
carrying enough explosives to blow the main bridge in the area sky-high. In order that the German
patrols wouldn’t pass through, a machine gun was dragged up 456 steps to the abandon flue of an
electrical plant. It took the gunners more than an hour to tussel the machine gun and mount up the
steps.

It was during this move past Colli that S/Sgt. Dawkins, Sgt. Boulas, Pvt. Thomas, and Pvt. Ramsay
were in the armored half-track wihen six Jerry planes came swooping low over the horizon, searching
out artillery pieees. Ramsay stopped the haif-traek short and he and Sgt. Dawkins took to a ditch.
Thomas on the 30 cal machine gun and Boulas on the 50 Cal machine gun, opened up. They eouid see
the swastikas plainly as the planes swooped swirled, and went into their dives. Boulas in the exeitment
after unloading his first belt fed the maehine gun so that the rounds were facing him. Realizing what
an exposed position he and Thomas were in, he jumped into the drivers’, seat and drove off the road to
where they had some cover. The planes made a sudden turn around and made a bee-line toward their
own lines. Two of the planes were trailing smoke.

Asajeep passed by, Boulas, badly frightened, quiekly jumped from his vehiclz and waved two fingers
excitedly at the jeep to indieate that two planes had been shot down, meanwhile shouting the news. As
the jeep passed he noticed that there was a general in it who was none too pleased and somewhat
puzzled that he had not received the salute due him.S/Sgt. Dawkins and Ramsey to!d Thomas and Boulas
that their fire had been direeted on the same plane, so they accounted for but one of the two planes.

The password was absolutely éssential in the blackout darkness. Anyone walking outside without
the word was taking his life in his hands. The patrol activities had the guards at a triggers’ edge, and
they would not hesitate to ehallenge anything that looked curious in the gloom. On the first night in
the area, Major Fullerton, Executive Offieer, stepped out of his shack to go toward the latrine. He
had not taken more than a dozen steps, than a guard’s strident "Halt” - - ”Arkansas” stopped the
major in his tracks. The Major was a bit flustered and answered “Train” instead of the correct
countersxgn, *Traveler”. The guard called Arkansas™ again, and his bolt snapped back. The Major
shouted, "Don’t shoot me, I'm Major Fullerton. Ask Sergeant Tschetters or Sergeant Tuerpe, they
know me!”

Sergeant Tschetters, who was ]ust outside the door called, I don’t know you in the dark.” The
guard told the Major, “Better go back inside and don’t come out again around here until you know the
password.” The Major obeyed.

On November 29th, Charlie Company was assigned the construction of a 130 foot Bailey Bridge at
Colli. By the following day at 1400 it was completed, and a group of Fifth Army photographers came
to the site and had the men re-enact some of the scenes in putting the bridge across the Volturno. The
scenes might be used in the Fifth Army picture "The Road To Rome,” the cameramen told them.

The bridge was named the *Ritter Bridge” after the only death suffered by the 48th during the
Volturno operations. A sign was painted and hung on both approaches of the 34th Division bridge.

At 0109 on the first of December, the 48th was relieved its attachment with VI Corps under the
1108 Engr Combat Group, and by the third of December, elements of the companies were working
towards the town of Mignano. Just outside of town, seven German aircraft jumped a Piper Cub that
was being used for artillery observation, and two elements of two companies fired small arms at the
enemy aircraft. The Piper Cub headed for the ground and escaped down the valley as the German
planes dove on it. The town of Mignano was being pounded by both sides and the sound of small arms
- fire came from each side of the hill in the valley. For some reason #r another, the Germans seemed
determined to- hold this valley. A squad, assigned to guard a small bridge below Mignano, carried
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machine guns and set them up. They were instructed to be on the lookout for three German soldiers
disguised as padres who were specializing in blowing bridges in that area.

Enemy artillery shelled the spot constantly, trying to hit the bridge. The Companies were working
with artillery and many shells were falling in their areas. Charlie Company CP moved into a cave so
that the reserve platoon could get some sleep. A number of men had shredded pup tents already. In
all, the town of Mignano looked like a very hot spot.
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CHAPTER 1V

HIGHWAY 48

The 48th began to work their way through the valley towards Mignano. To the left, one stubborn
hill presented a major obstacle to the Fifth Army, but it.was given a thorough saturation by artillery
fire, and then it was stormed by infantry. The hill, Mt. Camino, became known as the “million dollar”
hill for over a million dollars worth of artillery shells was needed to drive the Germans from its crest.

Enemy aircraft was extremely active over the valley. There were strafing sorties almost every hour,
and the men of the 48th would dive from the roads and open up with their M-1 rifles. It seemed as
though the planes were always there, and after a while, the men began to get a thrill out of banging
away with a clip at each strafing plane.

During the early days of December, the Germans hung to Mignano, but by the seventh, the town
was fairly cleared of small arms fire. The Germans were sitting on the second tip of Mt. Lungo, only
a thousand yards away with mortars, and German patrols crossed the railroad tracks to the left
to penetrate into a small valley between the town and Highway Six. Now and then a mortar
shell would cough into town or along the road. One shell broke into a bank below town where
Sergeant Robert Williams and six men were gathered. Although the sergeant was knocked flat by con-
cussion, and the shell landed in the midst of his men, no one was injured.

At 1100 hours on December 13th, the 48th opened a forward command post in the remains of a
small hotel along Highway Six not far from the town of Mignano. There were about twenty tall trees
scattered around the grounds all prepared for demolition, and there was a lot of demolition scattered
about the ground, along with a great number of enemy mortar shells and mines. Enemy planes gave
the forward CP quite a workout during the next day. First, at 0945, twelve Messerschmidt 109s_gave
the buildings a plastering, before the ack-ack épened up and drove them away. Around noon, the men
were trying to clean up the refuse left behind by Italian soldiers, who had used the buildings during
the night, when ten more enemy planes appeared. One of the planes dropped low behind the buildings
and raced in toward the kitchen. He opened up with bis machine guns and powdered the walls of the
kitchen and the rooms adjacent to it.

At four in the afternoon, the planes came back again and raced up and down Highway Six heside
the CP, shooting at anything they saw. All during the afternoon, shells were hitting in the northern

end of Mignano, and a few were falling along the railroad line that ran past the side of the CP build-
ing. Late in the afternoon, a German burp pistol was heard beyond the railroad embankment. The
communications section and S-3 with a few Italian soldiers grabbed their rifles and crawled out to the
embankment to attempt to reach the Germans. Although a thorough search was made, the pistol was
not heard again. During the night, the guard was doubled, for it was fcared that the burp gunner was
part of a patrol that may have worked his way behind the CP.

Major Fullerton, Battalion Engineer, was coming from the Charlie Company Bailey Bridge below
Mignano the following day when seven enemy planés dipped low over the highway on a strafing run.
Private Woodcox, his driver, stopped the command car and both ran for cover. The Major tripped and
fractured his knee cap.
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On the 13th of December, the Medical Detachment came up to the forward CP. They were welcomed
with 'a hot reception of 88s and the Medics rushed from their trucks for the nearest shell holes. The
Medics weren’t familiar with the lay of the land, and they were under fire for the first time. Captain
Dixie Snider, the Battalion Surgeon, rushed wildly around the small field behind the CP buildings amid
the bursting shells, looking vainly for a hole that was unoccupied. Everyone was directing him from
his hole and the doctor was fast getting confused. Eventually, he spied a rather deep hole and dove in.

- It was the forward CP’s latrine.

On December 15th, the Operations Sergeant, was alone in S-3. Lieutenant Schowalter was
inspecting the Bailey Bridge below Mignano and Colonel Goodpaster had left for Naples to wisit Major
Fullerton, who was in the hospital. Suddenly, the telephone rang, and Major Winger of 1108th Group
excitedly announced, "Make the railroad from G-992111 to G-923150 passable for two way, class 40
traffic without delay. The road will be needed in six days.” The Sergeant grabbed Private Woodcox
and his command car and started down the road to catch the Colonel. He found the Colonel at the first
bridge below Mignano, raced hurriedly up to him, and gave him the message.

Engineers have built hundreds of roads, but the strangest of all was Highway 48, the express
highway, built from Mignano to Cassino over the old railroad. Although the 48th was ordered to have
the six mile road open in six days, at the time, four or more miles of it were in German hands.

Colonel Goodpaster, Captain Busch, the Intelligence Offieer, and Lieutenant Schowalter, the
Operations Officer, spent most of that night meticulously studying maps and aerial photographs
which revealed the obstacles ahead. It did not take them long to realize the magnitude of the job. It
was the night’s study that decided Colonel Goodpaster on his plan of action. His Charlie Company
Commander was Captain Van Campen. Captain Van Campen thrived on jobs which would shatter the
nerve of most men. He had hielped his Charlie Company build a reputation which had spread like wild-
fire. When tankers or artillery units would need engineers they would specifically request Charlie
Company of the 48th. The Colonel made Captain Van the Battalion Engineer for the job.

Also two other officers in the Battalion had special training on the Bailey Bridge which would be
used to great advantage. They were Lieutenant Finnegan of Able Company and Lieutenant Schowalter,
the Operations Oificer. Colonel Goodpaster directed that these two be at the bridge sites through the
entire operations so that they could give the Company Commanders any technical advice needed.

The Germans had done everything possible to make sure the railroad would never be used by the
Allied Armies pressing up the Cagsino Valley. They had used a special railroad car with a large hook
which was dragged under the ties behind a train. The hook dug deep into the earth below the ties
like a huge plow, and ripped the ties and rails from 'the bed and flung them away from the road site bed.
Then tellermines had been buried along the right-of-way. Every bridge and eulvert had been blown
and mines sprinkled liberally on all of the approaches. Enemy patrols used the embankment for a path
during the njghts, and the whole embankment was an enemy stronghold all the way into Cassino from
a couple of hundred yards from the CP buildings. The usual group of fourteen Messerschmidt 109s
made their appearance and circled above the CP buildings and Highway Six and made several strafing
runs into the area. In the afterncon, there was a quick flurry of messages as the Companies were
ordered to assemble in the vieinity of Mignano, and the road and bridge maintenance assignments
were dropped. S-4 was ordered to prefabricate a culvert and have .it ready for Able Company to
install at first light in the morning. A group from Able Company was sent with gasoline saws, to cut
away the trees that had been blown across the road below the CP.

This was the first experience with gascline saws in combat. T/5 Hobert started the saw. It wasn’t
long before the men working there hit the ground. Evidently the Germans had heard the noise of the
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saw and laid down the barrage. The saw was quickly shut off, The trees were then removed by hand
cross-cut saws and axes; the sound from this method did not carry so far.

It would almost be a days work to reach the railroad from the CP, for trees had been blown across
the road, and there was a large crater where the culvert had been demolished when the Germans
retreated. .

The following morning, Able Company working on the first small culvert reported that ten feet
more were urgently needed. S-4 had no trucks available, but the culvert was manufactured and reached
Able Company by 1300 in the afternoon, and the culvert was completed. During the day, Colonel
Goodpaster pushed his reconnaissance past the Infantry outposts as far as he possibly could. The
following report of the recon was forwarded to the 1108th Group, “Railroad beyond Bailey Bridge site
at 974124 under intermittent, observed artillery, mortar and automatic weapons fire. Blown bridge at
960130 requires high-level Bailey Bridge approximately 110 feet. Blown bridge at 957132 required onc
span medium level Bailey Bridge approximately 100 feet long. Enemy minefield located at G-982123.
Fifteen number 4 tellermines removed {from field pattern. Distance between rows---five yards.
Complete field not removed but marked with tape.”

The 48th was beginning to appreeiate the size of the job that had been cut out for them to complete
in six days.

Meanwhile, Second Corps had informed the 48th that the Express Highway was to be used mainly
by British vehicles, so a British Major Campbell of the British Liason was consulted. The British were
optimistic about the power of their trucks. Although the road was constructed according to the estimates
and figures that he gave, a number of the British vehicles still had to be winched up the steep grades.

The next morning as the men began to work towards the minefield, they noticed an Italian woman
moving down the tracks on a mule. She approached to the white tape, but crossed on the wrong side.
The men were 300 yards away, but they began to shout and run towards her. She became frightened
and couldn’t understand that the men were trying to keep her away from the minefield. All of a
sudden, there was a cloud of black smoke and a thundering explosion. When the men reached the site
there was nothing in the field but a large hole. The woman and her mule had eompletely disappeared.

Baker Company was chosen for the first major obstacle in the railbed. Able Company had completed
their culvert, and the road had progressed to a cratered bridge site. There was a gap of 345 feet, which
was 48 feet above a small stream which crossed below. The embankments on each side led steeply
down to the stream, and on the far approach the earth had been heaped into a mound. Here was a
problem, for the British had said, that their "lorries” would not pass over more than a twenty perecent
grade. Baker Company had a tough assignment even if they could take their time, but this was a rush
job which would have to be completed less than 600 yards irom the Infantry outpost line.

The hlgh p1]es of earth would be a job for the bulldozers, but never before had bulldozers been
brought up to work close enough for the enemy to hit them with a well-aimed rifle shot. It meant
that the big machines would have to work under observed artillery, mortar and even small arms fire
to complete the fill. Highway 48 was a hot spot. The Germans knew what the 48th was trying to do, and
every time a group of ten or more men appeared, it was a signal for an artillery barrage. The Germans,
perched on mountains on both sides and high hills 600 yards in front of the bridge site, had a clear
view of the road and everything that passed over it from the CP buildings at Mignano to the bridge
site about a mile down the road. The bulldozer operators knew what they were in for. The men who
worked the dozers knew that they could not hear a shell above the roar of the motor. There was no
warning; they would sit tight and take whatever came. A bulldozer could pass through the biggest
barrage, and the man on top would not have the shghtest idea what was happening. The dozer operator
sat over six feet from the ground. The cab is an open space with a large seat, from which the operator
controls several handles that mdve the blade and operate the motor. There is no cover, and there is
not time to move from the seat at the first whistle of a shell and reach the ground by the time the
shell explodes--even if the operator did hear the first faint warning whistle. The dozer operators
prepared to work at night, realizing full well the task that lay ahead of them. Once they were in the
driver’s seat, there would be no retreat. They would movc about in spite of anything that came in.
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Captain Van Campen called T/4 Godell and T/5 Gularte into his office and outlined the work that
would have to be done at the site. Gularte and Godell looked at each other and moved over to their big
tractors. They checked the big machines carefully, tried the motors, and moved them out before the
CP buildings to await darkness. Meanwhile, Highway 48 was taking its usual pounding. The dozer
operatoss could hear the heavy shells crunching on the road where Baker Company was working. Each
bulldozer was going to have a machine gun squad for protection in case any German patrols crossed
along the highway during the night, but there was no protection at all from shellfire. At 1930 it was

dark enough. Sergeant Schreiner and Lieutenant Haley of Baker Company moved ahead of the bulldozers
to guide them through the darkness and the machine gun squads fell in behind them. The Germans
heard the noise as the two tractors moved up the highway and began to reach for them with aerial

bursts at the rate of 8 every 15 minutes. The operators sat tight, high above the ground, and the big
machines moved steadily toward the Infantry line. The men worried about the sparking exhaust of the
tractors and word was passed out that the fire would get more accurate when the Germans could spot
the flashes in the darkness. The two big tractors crossed over a steep grade and slithered along the
railroad ties and caught hold.

'I'hv Germans kept reaching for the big tractors with their artillery but most of it was fifty yards
ur mere witdle, :

The dozers reached the embankment and began work, while the two machine gun squads found
positions and set up their guns. The Infantry, squatting in their holes three hundred yards away,
coitld see the big tractors stand high on their heels, groan, and then disappear into the crater again.

Apparently the Germans could, too. Godell's dozer became mired in the mud at the creek bottom and
Lientenant Jonah moved up the embankment to bring Gularte’s dozer down to push it out. Godell
elitnbed ont of the cab and lay on the ground. Only then was he conscious of the shellfire. He heard
the sereaming whistles and saw a cluster of shells break a hundred yards behind Gularte, as he stood
up in his scat to talk to Lieutenant Jonah. Gularte moved his tractor down the side of the embankment
and dropped behind Godell. Together they applied the full power of their motors, and with a roar,
Gadell moved out of the creek bottom and began to clank up the fifty feet of embankment on the far
side. A new burst of shells dropped on the road, and the shrapnel thudded into the embankments, but
Godell and Gularte didn’t see the other men fall flat. Godell saw a group of red dots moving towards

hini wid sat frozen in his seat as he suddenly realized that they were machine gun tracers. He was six
leet ofT the ground, and fought to conquer an inner urge to dive headfirst for the ground. He dug his
blade indo the earth, swung up the embankment again, and headed right into the tracers.

Gularte, working on the other bank, couldn’t hear the tracers, but he sat spellbound and watched
theni, In a erouched position he stayed in his seat, keeping the huge machine at its task while the
tracers [lew viciously over his head.

Mcanwhile, unknown to the two operators, one of the machine gun squads had spotted a German
patrol, moving towards the two bulldozers. The squad Spread out, and the riflemen found positions
awl prepared to defend the bulldozers. The machine gunner squinted down his sights and waited for the
patrol to come within a sure range. The bulldozers grunted and roared behind them as the German
patreol spread out, and began to work toward the noise. The minutes passed endlessly, as the squad
lay tensely on the ground with fingers tight on their triggers. A dozen times the machine gunner
sighted down the barrel and felt the belt nervously. One of the nearby riflemen stirred, and the
sound echoed like a thunderstorm across to the gunner. Phe German patrol was getting closer now. The
men could make out some details through the darkness. A cluster of shells broke in close to the dozers,
and a star shell broke over the front lines. The patrel froze. When the gunner sighted down the barrel
again, the pairol was moving off. He tightened his finger on the trigger, and waited the 91gna1 to fire.
But none came. The German patrol moved off unmolesied.

Back on the embankment a shell had landed in close to Godell, and Sergeant Schreiner rushed in.
1l was sure that Godell had been hit, but the tractor roared, and Godell apparently did not even
realize that the shell had landed. He dug a big bite out of the crest of the hill and nosed it down the
stope. The German machine gun opened up again, and a burst came low over Gularte’s dozer.
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Lieutenant Jonah looked at his watch. It was getting near three in the morning, and the men had
been under continuous shellfire for over talg-ﬁ-~ hours. Godell had finished the far embankment, and
was teetering his bulldozer down the slope to help Guldrte with the tough mound of the near embank-
ment. Together the bulldozers heaved the earth down and scraped at the bank. In a short while,
it was completed, and the two tractors started back down the highway. The two squads were called in,
and the party crossed to the railmad and followed the tractors. It was three-thirty in the morning, and
the job was done.

The following morning, Baker Company moved to the site that had been prepared by the bulldozers
during the mght The site was deep in a defilade which the bulldozers had graded into a slope to the
stream below. Baker Company felt safe. They would be working far below the embankment level, and
they thought that only extremely accurate shellfire could reach them. Their first job was to prepare
the site with demolition, and the first platoon spread out with the call of "Fire in the Hole.” The
charge heaved dirt and rock from the creek bottom. One large rock hit Private Wykle in the back and
knocked off his helmet. Another roek hit him in the head, and flung him senseless to the ground. He
was given first aid and retired to the rear.

A pier had to be built on the far shore embankment to make it level with the bridge site, so the
men were spread out while a small crew went to the embankment and hegan work. By noon it was
completed, and the bridge trucks began to haul parts for the 110 foot span. The Germans saw the
trucks moving up the road, and dropped a smoke shell right on the near embankment into the defilade.
The men scattered wildly and hit the ground. A few seconds later, a barrage opened up on Baker
Company and pinned the men to the ground.

It was some time before the men could begin to get the bridge parts and start to carry them down
the hill. It was a tough job, but by evening, the bridge was almost ready for traffic. This bridge was
named the Siebolt Bridge after Corporal Siebolt, who was the first casualty in Baker Company.

While Baker Company was working on the first major obstacle, Able and Charlie Companies were
moving around the site to their work further along the route. Able Company was assigned a blown
overpass over a small donkey trail, and they began to fill the gap with a culvert. Charlie Company was
assigned a tough Bailey Bridge up ahead, and Able Company accomplished reconnaissance yet on
another bridge site further on.

By 1930, the Baker Company bridge was 90 per cent complete. Over 110 rounds had fallen around
the site and on the road during the building, but there had been no battle casualties. The worst injury
was Private Wykle’s, for Kreuzer and O’Neil of Baker Medics had to earry him on a litter over three
miles through bursting shellfire to the Third Division Clearing Station.

During the day, Colonel Goodpaster and Lieutenant Schowalter had pushed their reconnaissance
ahead of the Infantry outposts and had reached the foot of Mt. Lunge, one of the greatest German
strong-points in the Cassino Valley. The Colonel and Lieutenant were pinned down by machine gun
and aulomatic weapons fire and had to beat a hasty retreat on all fours. Lieutenant Schowalter had
a close shave when a bullet snapped a small sapling less than a foot from him.

The 36th Division could not believe that the road was progressing through “No Man’s Land,” and
tried to help all that they could with all of the information that they possessed. Colonel Harris of the
Liason Section would go over the reports of the liason officers with men of the 43th in order to give
~ them all of the information at his dlsposal Colonel Crowther of G-3, would go over the patrol reports
and outline the enemy strongpoints in the area. A record of minefields was kept on a large mine map,
and the latest information was marked daily, so that the engineers working far up on the road would
know every possible scrap of information. .

This was the German Winter Line, and the Germans intended to hold Cassine and the surrounding
country for the winter. They were making nightly boasts over the radiv that they would succeed. They
made the ground almost impregnable. Every knoll was a strougpoint, and they were lavish with
artillery. The mine map was a maze, for they had gone tono end to make the advance of the Americans
as costly as possible. The 48th had already located one large minefield and taped it. A short time later,
another outfit moved into the field nearby, and suffered several mine casualfies.
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Sergeant Torigian, who was bringing supplies to Charlie Company’s working party ahead of Baker’s
uncompleted Bailey, swung around the embankment with his truck and became mired in the mud, He
carried his winch cable to the far side of the site and fastened it to a tree and then winched himself
out. Three days later, a signal party, laying wire, followed his tracks and in the same spot wheru,
Torigian had been stuck, four of them were killed when a mine exploded.

The major obstacles had been assigned numbers and at each major obstacle a telephone had been
installed, so that trips through the shellfire to the CP would be cut to a minimum. Sergeant Treloar,
working on Number Nine obstacle, the Charlie Company Bridge Site, could not find a sheltered spot
for the phone, so it was placed in a nearby field. A man was kept at the telephone for a while, and
then all hands were necessary on the job. The Sergeant would try to replace the man as soon as possible,
but it seemed as though every time he would mention the word ”phone,” it would be a signal for a
German barrage. After he had tried unsuccessfully several times to get a man on the phone, he decided
that he had better take the phone himself.

It was just after evening chow that Charlie Company started down Highway 48. The men longed
to talk to one another, but their orders were to keep 10 paces apart. Silently; they continued down.
The men had not as yet been told what their job would be. But they did know that they were going to
the most forward end of the highway to work. They were carrying their machine guns and bazookas
ready to set up defensive positions. Night was fast approaching.

Back in the Battalion Headquarters excitement was high. A flash message had been received that
the Germans were launching a strong counter-attack down Highway 48 tonight. Would Charlie Company
be cut off? Plans were quickly changed. Charlie Company would not do the job tonight. Captain Scho-
walter grahbed the phone, "Corporal Mallen, hurry get me Last Lap!” If he could contact Last Lap,
which was the most forward point where we had a phone, Charlie Company could be stopped. "Sorry
Sir,” answered Mallen, ”"No answer from Last Lap.” “"Mallen, keep ringing and let me know the second
you contact them.”” Captain Schowalter then hollered to his Sergeant, "I'm grabbing a jeep to try and
stop them before it is too late. You keep on the phone.” Private Boyd and the Captain dashed out of
the office. :

S/Sgt. Treloar, who was in charge of the second platoon, was well forward with his men when he
got orders to. have the men lay down where they were. The men quickly took to the ground; they
had a premonition that they were in for trouble. Treloar then tried to contact the third platoon, but
in the darkness, he could not locate them. He reported this to Lieutenant Reardon. Lieutenant Reardon
then went silently forward. A little way up, he could dimly make out a platoon of men walking towards
him. His first impulse was to call for Sergeant Russell, who was in charge of the missing plateon, but
fortunately he did not permit the impulse to get the best of him. Instead he waited silently. He heard
a command given softly in German. Since Schowalter had told him that the Germans were counter-
attacking in strength, he quickly returned to where Sergeant Treloar was and hoth of them mancu-
vered the men out safely.

In the meantime, Mallen had finally contacted Last Lap. Quickly the operator there was told of
the attack that was imminent. He was to come back hut not until he had contacted Charlie Company.
He finally found Sergeant Russell and told him the situation. Russell and his platoon bad lost contact
with the rest of the company and were at a loss what to do. After searching in the darkness, Russell
could not locate the company. He moved his men back to where Supply had a dump located near
Battalion Headquarters, Charlie Company was already there.

During this time, the S5-4, Supply section was doing a magnificent job, for the road had been
considered so unsafe for travel, that telephones had been installed. But the telephones were constantly
ringing for supplies, and the S-4 men would ride at all hours during the night or day to dumps far
in the rear for the supplies, and then start up the road in their lumbering twe and one half ton trucks.
‘The highway was a constant battle of supplies and S-4 continued to win it. No jeb was too big or
too hard for the men of Four. They were the supply doctors always alert for any emergency.
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CHAPTER V

TEAMWORK

First came the minesweepers, moving over the railroad with fixed bayonets on rifles, and mine
detectors on the flank. Then came the demolition men who were breaking the rails with small charges
so that they could be removed, Following them was the bulldozer. Charlie Company had found a path
around the Baker Company site and moved the bulldozer down the steep embankment, across the small
stream, and back up on the railroad again. Amid occasional shells, the dozer began to hack at the
railbed and fill in the shell holes and craters that dotted the old railroad up to their bridge site,
Obstacle 8.

It was raining now, to make a tough job even more miserable. The men were constantly wet and
small deceptive holes might turn out to be a shell crater, causing a man to almost disappear if he fell
into one of them. .

Lt. Kratch was thankful for the wet ground that turned the road bed into a sticky mass. One shell
exploded ahout five feet from him but he was not touched by shrapnel. The wet ground allowed the
shell to penetrate the extra few inches that probably saved his life.

The shelling continued at the site with an occasional, sudden barrage that was intended for the
parties. Cpl. Coyer and his crew had finished their shift, and be had removed his wet shoes and placed
them under his head while he tried to get some sleep. A piece of shrapnel penetrated one of his shoes,
not more than two inches from his head.

Sergeants Plowman and Specker slipped through the mud to the bridge site to attempt to place the
heavy rocking rollers, over which the Bailey would move: The Germans had complete observation of
the site. Everytime the men would approach, they were driven off by shell fire.

On the 18th, during the afternoon, the weather broke. The sky cleared and Charlie Company
breught their trucks up to the CP buildings at the entrance of the road and waited completion of the
Baker Bridge.

Charlie Company brought their bridge train up at dawn on the 19th. By 0600, the men were
taking the Bailey panels from the trucks, and dropping them off the road to the embankment in order
to keep the road clear. Crews were organized and the men began work. The company worked
throughout the day as truck after truck worked its way up the road and the bridging was removed.

‘The men of Charlie Company had a tough day at the bridge. They reported being hotly shelled
four times during the morning, totaling thirty 105mm in the immediate vicinity. Closest hit was
approximately 25 yards away. From 1315 to 1330, twenty 105 shells fell in the vicinity. Closest hit
was judged to be about 25 yards. Between 1530 and 1545, thirty-seven 105mm shells landed in the
vicinity. Closest hit was appreximately 45 yards. Shells were judged to be coming from the northern
tip of Mt, Lungo.

The 71st Field Artillery Brigade was contacted for counter-battery fire, and the men at work on
the sites would report facts of the barrage. S-2 used ;nagnetic azimuths, and aerial phetographs to
attempt to outguess the Germans and have Field Artillery destroy the guns. Every time a dud landed
on Highway 48 the Field Artillery was notified and a man was sent to compute the angle of fire and
approximate the location of the gun. ‘
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Charlie Company was reporting a lot of shelling during the day as they worked, but as the eveu-
ing drew on, the German’s observation was obscured; the barrages grew less intense. Charlie Company
continued to work during the night through harassing fire, and reported their 110 foot bridge ready
for traffic by six in the morning, after 24 straight hours of work. :

The men were moved to their bivouac area and fell dog-tired into their puptents. They were told
that they would move back on the road again at 1300 in the afternoon.

The weather had played favorites with Charlie Company. After a day of clear weather that had
permitted Charlie Company to put their bridge aeross, the storm settled on Able Company.

It was early morning when Able Company moved out to work on obstacle Nine. All three spans of
a former 275 foot railroad bridge had bzen blown, leaving only the piers partially standing. It would
necessitate 80 feet of Double Single Bailey Bridge. The men decided that upon completion of this
bridge, they would name it, ”Red Campbell’s Bridge.” It was elected to cut down the steep embankments
at both ends of the span and build the bridge in the defile 20 feet above water level. Able Company
rode up as far as the Baker bridge site in their trucks and there they had to unload and shoulder
what tools they would need and walk the rest of the way. Able Company crossed to the left of the
embankment and by-passed the other two companies at work on their bridges, to reach Obstacle
Nine. In order to get the bridge down lower in the defile and save work on the eribbing, the abutments
had to be blown and the approaches cut down considerably. Fourteen hundred pounds of explosives
were used to blow the remaining piers, then bulldozers were moved up to cut down the appreaches.
The men were glad to have the bulldozers do the work, but as soon as the big cats appeared, it was
the signal for a German artillery barrage. The motors of the bulldozers were an automatic signal for
several rounds of artillery. _

While the bulldozers were cutting down the embankments, the men were sent for large trees to be
used as reveting material. There was a small woods across an open field several hundred yards to the
left of the highway, and the men carried their axes to the grove. The first several logs were carried
safely to the bridge site, but the Germans soon caught on to what the men were doing. Every time
the men would start across the open field with a log the Germans would throw a few shells at them.
Often the men would have to drop their logs in crossing the field when they heard the whistle of a
shell. It took all of the nineteenth and until noon of the twentieth for the men to complete the revet-
ments and fill them in with rock. :

Headaches on Highway 48




As was previously mentioned, a check was kept on the number of shells and the area in which
they landed. Pfe. Boye, who had the job of timing each shell, said, "The Germans had a set pattern
and deviated from it only once. They would always throw a.smoke shell followed by high explosives.
Some of Able Company’s men were eating chow in a large culvert under .the road. This eulvert was
being used by the Infantry as a changing point for their litter bearers that were carrying wounded to
the rear. Suddenly a shell landed about 20 feet from the opening, killing an Infantry medie, and
wounding two others. Pvt. Marston of Able Company had shrapnel in his right arm, which was so badly
fractured and lacerated that he never returned to the unit. The medics there were too stunned by the
concussion of the shell to render first aid, so Able Company’s aid men were rushed up.”

It had rained all during the previous night and through the morning. The freshly turned earth,
left by the bulldozers when the grading was completed, was churned into knee-deep mud as the men
struggled through it with the heavy bridge parts. The bridge had to be carried piece by piece, up
from the field below the bridge site. It was dark before the rollers were in and the building could
begin. The Germans had been shelling the ridges along the right during the day, but as Able
Company began work, the shells began to break close in on the left. When the men heard the shells
coming, they hit the ground and became partially buried in the soft mud. The men were on their
feet the moment the shelling had ceased. As night closed in, it became pitch black and two duds landed
between the ahutments of the hridge. Lt. Munson then phoned the Operations Section and told them
he was bringing the men in. Capt. Schowalter, asked "Why?” Just then a shell landed about 20 feet away
from Lt. Munson. ”That’s why,” answered Munson. The men had been twenty hours under continuous
shellfire, and had worked in mud to their knees the entire day. Every man in the company was
soaked and had eaten cold food that entire day. It was too much to ask the men to contmue working
during the night.

The next morning Able Company moved out early to continue work on the bridge. Due to the
heavy rains, the ground around the bridge was a quagmire, so the men had great difficulty in lifting
and carrying the various pieces of bridging. Able Company worked without delay and in a relatively
short time the bridge was completed.

We had just finished both approaches to the bridge when a direct hit was made on the bridge
killing Sgt. Marsink. The shell torec away several chess, damaged two stringers, cut away the sway
bracing and damaged one transom.

We had just finished constructing the bridge and were cutting down the approaches when one
of the dozers got stuck in the mud. Nothing we dld could get it out so we left it there for the might.
The next morning we had a T-2 Tank Retriever to help us pull it out. When we arrived there was a
mist that clung to the ground and kept the Germans from observing what was going on. Soon after we
started working on the problem of getting the dozer out the mist lifted. A smoke shell came in and
landed right alongside the T-2. This we knew from long experience was a signal for more to come. The
enemy always threw a smoke shell and then followed it with H. E. We also had a D-7 bulldozer there
helping the T-2 pull out the mired dozer. When the shell hit beside the T-2 all the personnel were
wounded. When the other shells started to come in, it was apparent that the T-2 had attracted the
enemy’s attention. One of the bulldozer drivers who was there got in the T-2 and drove it off. The Ger-
mans then focused their attention on the D-7. Sgt. Moore, who had been there all the time refueling
the tractors that were working noticed this, and jumped aboard the dozer and drove it away.
While driving the tractor away under intense fire he was wounded and for his voluntary action he
was awarded the Silver Star.

The Charlic Company hridge had been completed and Ahle Company crossed over. The storm had
flooded the Baker Company site and the men had to step off the far approach into swirling water
up to their waists. The men were so tired when they reached the long grade up from the bridge that
some of them actually crawled the last hundred yards uphill on their hands and knees in the mud and
water. The Tommies had placed 25-pounders to the right and left of the railroad track. The flash from
each gun, after it sounded off, lit up the roadway. The silhouette of men walking with their rifles
on one shoulder and their tools on the other is a picture that will live in the minds of many of the men
forever.
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More _ H eadachef _

When the men reached camp there was hot chow waiting for them. Most of the men were so tired
that they crawled into their sodden puptents without eating and were asleep before they hit the
ground. Many of the men slept in their wet, muddy clothes that night.

The road wore on the men’s nerves. Most every night there was a dozen stories making their
way around the companies about the men who had done strange things and had unusual luck. The men
began to call the 48th the "Lucky 48th” and wondered how they got away with what they were doing.

Pfc. "Red” White had left his truck on the road while the men unloaded rock, when a sudden
barrage found them. Everyone hit the ground and the only casualty was “Red’s” truck which had
been riddled by the flying shrapnel. Red picked himsclf up off the ground and looked at the truck.
“Hang it,” he said, ”just when I got the thing all fixed up.” . :

Pfe. Jacubac and Pvt. Milkovich were sent ahead to mark bad spots in the road so the tanks could
pass during the night. They advanced up the road a short distance above where Able Company was
working and began to tape off a small crater in the road. The Germans sighted them and the two men
hit the ground as a mortar barrage came in. A few seconds later they heard the chilling screams as the
Germans opened up on them with "Screaming Meemies.” It was the first time the men had ever heard
this weapon, and the horrible scream was something they will never forget. They were still on the
ground when they heard Cockney accents behind them. A British Patrol was working bchind them up
the road and the men crouched in a shell hole until the British caught up to them. The patrol leader
told them that they were far out in “No-Man’s-Land”, and less than a hundred yards away from the
‘Germans.

Corporal Peterson was trying to reach the two men in the meanwhile, and was caught in the same
barrage. One mortar shell exploded at his side, as he was lying on the road, Peterson was numbed
from the hips down, and layed there for several moments building up courage to feel the seat of his
pants to see if he was bleeding. He thought that he had lost his legs.

At 1200 on the 21st, Col. Goodpaster ordered his adjutant, by phone from the tield, to nonfy higher
headquarters that, ”The road was officially open for all classes of vehicles.”

~ In six days, the 48th had accomplished a miracle in m1lltary engmeermg Able Company had graded
and cleared two miles of railroad into a military road, and reduced six major obstacles. The obstacles
were (1) a stream forty feet wide and fifteen feet below grade, (2) a 118 foot overpass of steel and
masonry, which had been dropped across the railbed, (3) a stream 32 feet wide thirty feet below grade,
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(4) a craler Lwenly-six feet wide and eleven feet deep, (5) an underpass 32 feet wide and ten feet deep
into which the right of way had been dropped, (6)bridging and building approaches at a stream 43
feet below. grade where 275 feet of existing bridge had been destroyed. Enemy artillery fire was both
heavy and accurate Tor Able Company received more than 170 rounds of shellfire in three days. On two
occasions, the men ol Able Company worked 36 hours continuously in spite of the most difficult weather
conditions. :

Baker Company was assigned. (71 s completely destroyed bridge with a gap of 350 feet and a grade
85 feet above water level. They prepnred Tur class 4 traffic, two viaducts, (8) one 110 feet long with
a depth of 40 [ect helow grade, (9) one. 1200 Teet long, with a depth of thirty feet below grade. Both
viaduets were mmder diveet enemy abseryation ad aetillery and automatic weapons fire. Baker
Company eleared and grided one wile ul rondway, the forwand end of the mile being one hundred
yards past Tricrdly infantey ontpost positions, The work on thie viaduets was done under heavy hostile
artillery Fire at night, and the enciay would Tire at the sonl of the bifldozers working at the sites.
The wark i elearing the last handreed yards of the rond past forwned positions was accomplished in
a minimnm of time in the daylight wuler short eange avtillery Tire, machine gun fire, and rifle fire.
The carthwaork tasks of Baker Company were accomplished wuler the added difficulty of excep-
tionally hesvy raine. Baker Company worked unusually loug howurs on four consecutive days to
accomplish wll their assigned tasks in the time allotted.

Charlie t'ompany was assigned the task of, (10) bridging a 103-foot gap with a grade 48 feet above
water level. 'They cleared and graded two miles of railroad right of way, one mile of which was under
direct cnemy artillery fire. Charlie Company made passable, in one day, (11) a demolished stone arch
culvert 6Y) frer wide at water level, and 60 feet below grade. The Charlie Company bridge site was
high aml cxposed. and enemy artillery fire was almost continuous and accurate. During preparation of
the near hank. wore than forty rounds landed within fifty yards of the working party, and eight
roomls within twenty yards. The bridge itself was built at night and more than 130 rounds were
teceived v the sile during the construction period. The next assignment of Charlie Company was
(12) preparing « blown underpass for two way traffic. The gap was 120 feet wide and 20 feet deep.
More than 200 ronnds of enemy artillery fire landed in the areas of construction during the working
period. '

Still more Headaches




Fifth Army awarded the following commendation for the work of the men of the 48th on the:
Express Highway: '

"The 48th Engineer Combat Battalion is commended for the outstanding devotion to duty and
meritorious conduct, during the period 153 December to 21st December, 1943, This unit was assigned
the mission of converting the railroad between Mignano and Cassino, Italy, into a two-way highway.
The road contained twelve obstacles ranging from craters to destroyed bridges and constituted a high
defile, open throughout to direct -German observation and observed artillery fire, which was accurate,
continuing and concentrated, on all work parties and equipment. Obstacle sites, not accessible by the
road, were reached by routes opened and constructed through mine and trip-wire fields flanking the
railroad. The road was constructed to a point two hundred yards in advance of infantry outposts under
hostile small arms fire. On two occasions the officers and the men of the 48th Engineer Combat
Battalion carried on their work continuously for 36 hours, with highest determination and spirit.
Despite all the obstacles, the inclement weather, and intense artillery fire, they completed their
hazardous mission as ordered. The performance of the 48th Engineer Combat Battalion was an
inspiration to other units, and reflects the highest traditions of the Corps of Engineers.”

Although the Highway was open for traffic, the 48th continued to maintain and improve the high-
way for the next three months, The. heavy rains were continually washing out the by-passes, and the
military traffic and constant shellfire continually scarred the road with craters and potholes.

Shortly after the completion of the highway, Able Company was assigned the repair of a crater on
this side of the Baker Bailey bridge. The job required a lot of rocks. The men were sent with the trucks
to an open field on the right side of the railroad to get them. There were piles of rock there, where
evidently some Jtalians had been planning to build a house. The men had loaded three trucks when
the Germans started to shell. There were some Signal Corps troops in the vicinity and they had holes
dug in the banks of the railroad. It was in these holes that the men took cover. A British bivouac on
the left in an open field was taking an awful blasting. The first shells landed in the British area, but
the next ones started reaching for the Engincers at work on the road. It was natural for Pvt. Roland
and Pvt. Piscatelli to stay together when the shells came in for they were inseparable buddies. One-
would never be seen without the other. They did everything together. When puptents were pitched,
they would form one tent with their halves. When passes were given, it was automatic at Able
Company to give Roland a pass when Piscatelli received one. At night, they would get in the same
card games together or just wander around. When everyone else scattered, the two friends ran side by
side for the comparative safety of the other side of the railroad embankment. They reached the
‘highway embankment safely, and for a moment, they watched the shells break around the trucks and
buildings several hundred yards away. They started to run down to the CP, where they would find out
if they were supposed to go back to camp or not. They figured they were safe now, for the shelling
was more than a mile away. They were almost within calling distance of the CP-when there was a shrill
whistle; both men started to hit the ground. They were caught in a half crouched position, when the
shell h1t not more than a foot in back of the two men, The concussion and shrapnel blew Roland’s leg off
at the hip and filled Piscatelli’s back and abdomen with bits of shrapnel. Military Police at the entrance
of the road hailed a passing amhulance and the two men were quickly hussled onto stretchers.
~ Rolind stayed conscious all the way to the hospital and kept telling Piscatelli that.he would he all right.

Roland and Piscatelli reached the hospltai and Roland was immediately placed on the emergency
operating table. His last words were, "I didn’t wait twenty years for this.” By morning, word came
that Piscatelli had died, also. They were buddies to the end. The same shell killed them both.
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Highway 48 was a tough job for the Medics, too. During one of the hottest barrages on the highway,
the Starlight phone rang in the Battalion Aid Station, and a nervous voice at the other end told Capt.
Snider that two men had been hit by shell fire on one of the forward jobs. Capt. Snider and Cpl. Mac
Dowel dashed outside, climbed into a jeep and sped down the highway amid bursting shells. The Ger-
mans saw the jeep and attempted to hit the speeding vehicle as it bounced down the road. At least
eight shells burst within forty yards of the jeep, and fragments from one of the shells wounded Capt.
Snider. Despite his wounds he continued down the road and reached the spot where the men
were lying. By the time the ambulance arrived, first aid had been administered, and the wounded men
were quickly placed inside. As the vehicle drove away four shells burst within ten yards of it, and
although the ambulance was hit, no one inside of it was injured. Because of the unselfish action on the
part of the Medics, the lives of the two wounded men were saved. Capt. Snider and Cpl. MacDowell
each received the Silver Star for this action. ,

The Medics had doné a splendid job during the construction of the highway. There was a medic
with each platoon on all of the worl sites, and the Battalion Aid Station was often divided into two
torward aid stations, dispersed along the road between the work sites. The Medics treated all wounded.
British Infantry and American Engineers were often lying side by side awaiting the impartial aid
~ of the Medics. ;

One afternoon a sudden barrage opened up on the Headquarters Company and the Battalion CP.
The men were working on the trucks in the motor pool, and the offices set up in the buildings were
crowded with men working out the plans for the Highway. After the first two or three shells burst,
men began to scramble for cover. Sergeant Scavone from the motor pool ran towards the street holding
his arm and calling for the Medics. Sergeant Russell of the Medics grabbed his first aid kit and ran
for the area, although the shells were still coming in. Near the corner of the motor pool Sgt. Tisovich
and_Corporal Kantz had been working on a jeep. A shell fell behind them and killed them both in-
stantly. Sergeant Russell dropped to his knees and hastily examined the two men. There was nothing he
could do. Across the motor pool a soldier propped up against a tree was bleeding badly and
moaning. Sergeant Russell dashed across the open space and gave the man a shot of morphine. Then
he ripped away the man’s clothing and applied sulfa and a dressing. Russell noticed one of Able
Company’s men lying on the ground near a truck, watching him patiently, waiting his turn.
Sergeant Russell next moved to him and gave him morphine and was preparing a dressing for the
man’s wound when the shelling began again. Russell pulled him into a nearby hole and began ripping
the man’s trousers to get a dressing on his leg. His leg was broken, but no splint was available. The
only flat surface the sergeant could find was a nearby weapons carrier. The Sergeant called for help,
and lifted the man into the truck. The other wounded were gathered into the truck, and during a lull
in the firing, they were rushed to the hospital.

The Four section was flooded with calls and requests as the work progressed, and the supply trucks
dashed madly down the roads in a race against time to cut red tape and get supplies without holding
up the work. The supp]les had to be there in the right amount, or & whole company of almost one
hundred and twenty-five men would have to stand around idly and exposed to enemy shell fire until
the red tape could be untangled and the right supplies in the right amount could be brought forward.

The Four office was humming with details as drivers and noncoms reported in and rushed out with
their assignments. There were a hundred details a day - - and each one vitally important to some group
of wet engineers who were fighting in the mud up the road against a stubborn bridge or by-pass. It
was a big problem of co-ordination with which they were faced They had to get the right amount of
material at the right location at the right time.

*Company Baker will require another 1,000 pounds of dynamite. Send it back with the driver who
carries the message. Also 1040 linear feet of 2x12 lumber will be required and request you have it in
the dump by 1800, 18 December. Several kegs of nails will also be required. Lumber and nails will be
used for treadway on Bailey.” This was a typical message that came to Four on the 17th. On its heels
came another, "Will require 100 gallons of diesel oil, 100 gallons of gasoline, also spare plates for
treads on D-7. Send Mr. Swift or Sergeant Blankenship with heavy eqmpment repairman and mainten-
ance vehicle,”
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Four dispatched ten men on ten different errands and had the material at the time it was needed.
This meant long trips to the dumps around Naples and the time consuming impatience of processing
requisitions or by-passing the red tape, and getting the materials loaded The officers and men of Four
did a wonderful joh of supply.

The communications section, too, had survived their first real test. Originally, the communications
section had been recruited from members of field artillery communications and during the first three
months overseas, had done odd jobs around the battalion. There hadn’t been too much work along
telephonc or radio lines, and the men were required only to string lines from the Letter Companies
to Headquarters il they planned to be in a bivouac for several days.

Along Highway 48, the communications section came into its own, and the Battalion suddenly
Jrealized how important the telephone lines were. Every Company and Section was given a code name,
and the lines were laid quickly soon alter the assignment of the highway was given. Telephones were
placed at each major obstacle, as it was discavered by the recon, so that communication would be
almost instantaneous to the Battalion. As the barrages opened up on the road, the vulnerable telephone
line was constantly being cut, and repair crews walked the lines almost constantly. As fast as a line
went out, the crew would be dispatched, and would begin walking at the CP end of the road and
follewing the line through the fields and along the embankments past the working parties along the
five mile route. It was almost a daily five mile hike for the men, and often they had to walk the route
two or three times a day. It wasn’t an ordinary five mile hike, for the bursting shells and the deep mud
made the five miles a torture.

Anybody got-a asprm 7
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The Communications Section began work on the highway as a green group of men without any
experience and went into the toughest assignment possible for a telephone network. Passing tanks
chewed up their wire, and constant shellfire cut it. The rain and mud buried the breaks and the men
bad to grovel in the fields on their hands and knees to find it. Flash floods buried the wire under
water, and the men had to wade up to their knees through the icy water to follow the line. They went
out on repair parties at all hours of the night and day and managed to keep the phones open the
entire time that the highway was being built. When the harrowing six days of building was completed,
the 48th Engineer communications section was a wise, smooth working team who had met and con-
quered every obstacle possible. '

Colonel Goodpaster was tired but proud aud happy when the highway was completed. He had
taken a green engineer outfit into an engineer task that required the utmost skill on just about every
type of obstaele in military engineer training. He sent the following Christmas commendation to the
officers and men who had completed the tough assignment of Highway 48:

“During the siz days which ended at noon December 21, 1943, this
Battalion completed the mission of opening up for two-way passage of
Class 40 traffic, a five mile stretch of railroad containing twelve major
obstacles, all under observed enemy artillery fire from German “Winter
Line” prepared positions, the forward end being under automatic weapons
fire. On being assigned the task, I realized that it could be accomplished
in the alloted time only with the fullest all-out effort of the Battalion.
It was a job which could be done, although it would be as hard an
engineer test as any we will ever encounter.

The job was done in time. It was done because every man threw
all his stréngth, determination, and courage into the task, because every
officer put all of his skill, leadership, and valor into it, and because the
Battalion drove through to success as a hard-working, courageous team.

You know what I think of your work. I have told you on every job
what splendid work you were doing. Other Commanders have given their
warmest congratulations on your accomplishments.

I have served in and with some of the finest units of the army. You
men who constitute this battalion can take your place among them. Your
performance of the last six days, though many of you do not realize it
yet, matches the proudest accomplishments of the Corps of Engineers
through its brilliant century and a half history. '

Under artillery fire, I always think, these are the times that try
men’s souls. It is said, “Some people have got it and some people ain’t.
You men have got it.”

I am proud to share with you the privilege of serving in this
Battalion.”
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CHAPTER V1

38 FEVER

Suddenly, it seemcd, it was Christmas. Somehow, Christmas just wasn’t expected. The flurry of work
and incessant shelling of the past week on Ilighway 48 - -and the aftermath of strange, uncanny stories
made the men realize how lucky they were and what a big thing they had done. Christmas was dull,
for the reaction was setting in. The past week had been at a feverish pace and it seemed to everyone
that it was a confused memory of rain and mud and sleepless nights and the ear-splitting scream of
incoming shells. l

Most of us can’t recall that first Christmas overseas very well. The night before, American artillery
had given Mount Porchia a thorough plastering, and the ground had rocked with the thunder of the
guns. The dawn broke clear, but a storm began to appear before noon, and during dinaer it reached
almost hurricane strength. The men ran with their soggy turkey to their pup tents and had Christmas
dinner in the cold dampness of their tents. The wind ripped at the tents and found loose pegs in the
muddy ground. Soon, the tents were ripping and the blankets were soaked as the water poured through
the holes. Some of the tents went down, and the men crawled out into the wind and rain to find new
spots for the pegs and fight the tents up again.

Late in the afternoon, the rain turned into a light snow. The tired, worn men finally had their
white Christmas, but the earlier rain formed icy puddles in the fields, and as night approached, the -
cold became intense.

Orders came from Headquarters that work during the day should be as light as possible, so only
a fesv men had to go out in the chilling rain on the sloppy roads, but Charlie Company was assigned a
secret mission during the day. The night before Lt. Reardon had asked for some volunteers to go on
4 secret mission. Sgt. Williams, PFC Updegraff, T/5 Nedrick, PFC Jacubac, PFC Duffy, Pvt. Durko,
Pvt. Cowan, T/5 Lipay, and Cpl. Burns volunteered. They were given a brief outline of their job and at
five o’clock the next morning they started out. The men were a httle downhearted; what a way to spend
Christmas! But the lieutenant promised them that there would be plenty of tiurkey for them as soon
as the work was completed. They climbed a trail leading to the top of Mt. Lungo and worked on the
rock, preparing a dugout for an observation post. Although they were in plain sight of the jerries, the
day passed without mishap. It was late in the afternoon when they returned to their bivouac area. The
cooks had a hot turkey dinner waiting for them. It was then that the reason for all the secrecy of their
mission was disclosed. General Clark, Commanding General of the Fifth Army, and his staff were
going to use it as an observation post.

The situation report to 1108th Group at the end of the dull Christmas read, “Foxholes completed
us assigned. Assigned roads maintained. Number of shells comparatively low.”

A lone 170mm shell sailed into the Charlie Company. Bailey Bridge on Highway 48 and slightly
dainaged it. It was repaired in fifteen minutes and again opened for traffic,

On the 27th, the 48th was requested to examinc all Italfan civilians around the company areas and
nrake a thorough search of all Italians passing through the front and moving down Highway 48.
Inteiligence had heard a rumor that Italian spies in the vicinity of M1gnano were sending information
lo the Germans by a concealed radio.
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The Engineers hadn’t bothered much with the Italians from Mignano. They were constantly
coming down to Highway Six and the junction with the Express Highway at the CP. They watched
amazed as the long lines of military vehicles passed up Cassino valley. Everything going or coming
from the front passed the CP at Mignano, for there were only two roads leading to the town of Cassino.
Originally only Highway Six led to the town, but now the new Highway 48 led up to Mt. Porchia and
there was a lateral road, Knox Avenue, that led traffic back to Six. Knox Avenue was plenty hot, for
the Germans were thoroughly entrenched on Porchia, and the Infantry had moved to the far slopes of
Lungo, so Knox Avenue was used only at night by tanks and light cars-and even then it wasn’t used very
often by them. { '

But the Italians would stand fascinated at the apparent variety of English and American vehicles
that moved up and back. The men of the 48th began to wonder if the civilians couldn’t also count the
vehicles and report fairly accurately long in advance when an attack was scheduled. It would take only
a small amount of guesswork to estimate the numher of casualitics coming back, hy counting the
amhulances that had to pass the CP. Replacements, too, could be counted as the trucks rolled up. All of
the units fighting had their numbers on their vehiele bumpers aud an ohserver standing on the coruer
could get the complete battle order of the Allies as the vehicles swung around the corner.
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After the spy story, the 48th learned to watch the civilians more closely, and some of the men
chased the Italians away. :

Some time later, the 48th learned that two Italians had been captured with a complex German
transmitter high in a house on a mountain to the right of Mignano. The men wondered if this was
the reason why the shell fire had been so accurate on Highway 48, and if this might not be the ex-
planation of how the Germans seemed to anticipaie every move that the 48th made in the construction
of the road. :

For a while, it made the 48th spy conscious, and the men were unusually careful for a while not to
disclose any information that was restricted and a lot that wasn’t restricted. For a few days, the
Italians in Mignano didn’t have the slightest idea of how the war was going.

The 48th continued to work along Highway 48, amid occasional bursts of artillery that pocked
the roud with eraters. The road became a combination race course and proving ground for British
vehicles, which would stall in the middie and hold up entire convoys. The British didn’t mind stalling,
lor they were loathe to hurry, even in the worst shell fire. They would pull up at tea time and the
entire convoy would block the road and the bridges while the British would come to the side of the
road with their small stoves, and gather around for tea.

The British tea was good and it had a way of warming us through the bitter cold days that could
not be accomplished by our excellent coffee. Often the British would invite the engineers standing by
their fires, for tea, and the men of the 48th would trade their Raleigh cigarettes for a canteen cup
of tea.

Tea was a custom in the British army that was as strict as reveille in the American army. No attack
would ever be launched at tea time, and no matter how severe the shelling and no matter how close the
shells came the British would drink their tea unperturbed.




We admired the British foolhardy bravery, however. On one culvert a Britisher stood up on the
road amid a barrage and laughed at the engineers crouching in the hole below. The next few seconds,
a shell came in and he completely disappeared.

The British Infantry fought without their little steel helmets, and would often go into the assault
bareheaded. The Germans often did the same thing. We could never understand this, for an American
soldier caught in an artillery barrage, was really worried if he didn’t have the psychological protection
of his ateel helmet.

The British were magnificent. On the way to a Medical Forward Station, some of the 48th Medics
saw a British column of men moving up Highway 48. A barrage landed among them, and the first shells
hit right in the center of the group before they could get to the ground. It blew them more than ten
feet in the ajr, and there were clouds of black smoke in several wide slashes in the column. No sooner
had the barrage ceased, than the British moved back into file and continued as unperturbed as though
nothing happened. The British medics moved in to take care of the wounded, and the rest of the
column continued down the road. The dead remained on the shoulders of the road for days until the
British had time to collect them.

Another time, Sergeant Russell and Corporal Jolly of the 48th Medics was requested to come to the
aid of a British battery less than a hundred yards from the CP. A German large caliber shell had
scored a direct hit on the gun position, and the British gun crew had suffered severe casualties. Russell
and Jolly assisted in giving the men first aid, then called an ambulance to evacuate them. No sooner
had the men been evacuated, than the remaining members of the British crew had a fire going and the
water already boiling for some tea to help their nerves.

Many times the artillery came close to the CP, and the Headquarters men would lie awake at night
and listen to the big shells whine over their heads and break down the road, or among the British gun
positions that surrounded the CP buildings.

After the shelling that the motor pool took, the mechanics were touchy about making too much
nois¢c hammering the vehicles back into shape. They couldn’t hear the shells come in. Mr. Swift said
that he thought that the shelling had been caused by the flame of the arc welder. German observers,
seeing the flame from a distance, might easily confuse it with the muzzle blast of an artillery piece.
There was really no reason why the motor pool should remain in a position where harassing fire was
continually falling, so the motor pool was moved seven miles down Highway Six, so that the expensive
heavy equipment, gas and oil stores would be safe, and the essential werk could be accomplished
without the danger of artillery fire.

The Germans would pick crossroads for interdictory artillery targets and the junction of Highway
Six and Highway 48 at Mignano was getting popular with them. Fortunately, their aim was a trifle wide,
and most of the shells sped harmlessly over the CP and landed on the far side of the road. Apparently,
they intended to correct their errors, for onz day they walked a barrage down the highway and made
the turn in to Highway Six. The next shell hit in a small barn, close to the S-2, 5-3 office, the next blew
the officers’ mess tent high in the trees; the third buried Cpl. Smith and PFC Van Pembrouck and two
British soldiers in the kitchen. The next shell landed in a small building occupied by PFC Quern and
PFC Johnson. It was a delayed action shell which went through the wall and knocked a door flat
splattering the room with shrapnel. Another shell followed which killed a major {rom the Military Police
standing at the junction of the crossroads.

The shell that landed in the kitchen, powdered the rear wall and ki’t four men buried under the
rubble. Men ran from all directions and gathered about the roum. A line was formed and the men
pulled the rocks away. Strangely enough, none of the men fram the 48th were wounded. They were
bruised ‘and cut and shocked, but none of them were hit by shrapnel. The two British had fared worse.
Onc of them was badly cut and the other was uneonscious with probable internal injuries. Cpl. Hall had
been standing near the door behind a truck when the shell hit the kitchen, and he was badly shocked
from the concussion as the wall caved in beside him. For more than an hour he was in a dazed condition,
and was semi-conscious for more than a half hour. g
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PFC Quern had just brought back his messkit from chow, and hung it in the room where Johnson
was lying. Quern moved from the room, and a few seconds later the shell hit. His messgear was pierced
by twelve pieces of shrapnel. Johnson’s bed was close to the floor, and most of the big shrapnel rang
off the walls about him. One small piece of it caught him in the back and he staggered out of the room
dizzy with the shock of the concussion and the realization that he was bleeding. The driver of a passing
ambulance saw him on the road and noticed the blood. He stopped and hustled Johnson into the
back of the ambulance.

After the harrage, the company recovered and began to look at their losses. A crowd gathered around
Johnson’s room and asked Quern if he was safe. Quern said that Johnson had been inside when he left.
No one had seen him since. The Johnson mystery deepened, when he didn’t return to pick up his bedroll
aid move it to a safer place as the other men had done. The first sergeant ordered a search of the
area, and the men really worried when Johnson didn’t show up for evening chow. The next morning,
he was missing at reveille, so the first sergeant was perplexed. What would he be on the morning
report - - AWOL or MIA? Was Johnson frightened by the shellfire and “over the hill” or had he run
somewhere for a hole and been killed in the company area? The men fanned out and tried to find his
body around the company area, but he could not be found. The first sergeant decided that Johnson
must have run away, so he entered in his records that way for almost a week, when the hospital notified
the 38th that Johnson had come in as an emergency patient. '
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The 48th had a few casualties. There were always one or two wounded by shrapnel or someone hurt
by a truck every week. The winter dragged on and the weather grew colder. By New Years it was
snowing, and the men were doing their road patrol bundled in heavy clothing. Not many of us took
off our clothes to sleep at night. We would quickly throw off our wet shoes and socks, pull off our
coats, and slide quickly into our bedrolls. We would wear the same clothes for wecks. Sgt. Specker of
Charlie Company would frequently say, “How I would like to take off my clothes and go to bed.”
Changing was a problem which had to be faced bravely every so often. We would have to decide that
it was about time to put on a clean pair of ODs, and then build up our nerve for two or three days,
Then, we would lay out each article of our clean clothing in some comparatively warm spot, and
plan a quick change as carefully as some major campaign.

The Cassino Valley campaign was the highlight of the American papers during the winter. The
Americans were making slow but steady progress against the German winter line, the articles said, but
Montecassino would be the strongpoint. The valley was a military route from Rome to Naples, and
Hannibal had crossed through the same mountains where the Americans were now fighting. But the
newspapers had no idea of the slow agonizing personal war that the Infantry, Tankers, and Engineers
were fighting against the cold, the snow, the rains, and the Germans.

On New Years Day, the Germans still held Mt. Porchia, Mt. Trocchio and the town of Cassino. The
Americans had not moved more than five miles during the entire month.

There was entirely too much tensjon in the valley. The men of the 48th had an idea that something
would be brewing. They hadn’t long to wait.

On the night of the 3rd of January, the company phones were ringing. A meeting was scheduled by
the colonel at the CP in Mignano for 1800 that evening.

A tank attack was scheduled during the evening of the 4th and 5th of January to carry Mt. Porchla
and reach the Rapido River. An artillery ban‘age was scheduled to blast the Germans from their
strongpoints. Then the tanks would race up Highway 48 and the parallel Highway 6 and attack Mt.
Porchia with the Sixth Armored Infantry and the other elements of Task Force Allen. The mission of
the 48th was to open the way for the tanks and the tank destroyers so that they could move far up
Highway 48 and find firing positions off the road near Mt. Porchia. Baker Company was to prepare
Obstacle 13 on Highway 48 for tank traffic, pass the tanks, and then be prepared to defend the position
as Infantry. This meant that Baker Company would go to the far end of the Highway and prepare a by-
pass within hand grenade range of the Germans. Charlie and Able Companies were to assist elements
of the 701st Tank Destroyer Battalion and artillery units to new positions by sweeping the minefields
and building trails from Highway 48 to the firing positions.

On the night of the fourth, everything was ready, and there was a tenseness in the air as tankers
sat alerted on their tanks and waited nervously for H-Hour, which was at 1930. As dark set in Colonel
Goodpaster and Capt. Van Campen with Sgt. Attleson, a radio operator, started down Highway 48 to
establish an advance command post at the base of Mt. Lungo. To expedite messages between the
Colonel and the Companies, radio communication was to be used. As the radio went on the air the
Germans locators were kept busy tracking it down. They soon had the half track pin-pointed, for a
heavy barrage fell dangerously close. But radio communication was a must. Sgt. Attleson despite the
knowledge that everytime he’d send a message it would bring down a German barrage, continued
sending. There was no time to be lost; the lives of too many men were at stake. To add to this, small
arms fire started to crackle off the sides of the half track. One 30 caliber bullet hit Sgt. Attleson’s
helmet and dented it. But there was only one thing to do and that was to sweat it out.

Shortly before H-Hour, the British artillery opened up, and for a long while, Mt. Porchia burned in
an almost steady glow as the phospherous and HE shells exploded over the entire face of the mountain.
Then the tanks and the tanks destroyers hegan to move slowly up Highway 48.

On the lower end of the road all was noise and contusion, as the task force began moving, A column
of tanks roared around the corner of Highway 48 and made the night vibrate with the noise of their
motors. Nearby, the British gunners threw shell after shell into their hot guns to conceal the noise of
the tanks as they raced up the five-mile stretch of the Highway.
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But on the other end of the Highway, the men of Baker Company slipped silently towards Ohstacle 13.
They heard the roar of the sudden action behind thern and saw the confused flashes as the hundreds
of guns opened up. To the right of them came the crunch of the shells as Mt. Porchia lit up under the .
impact of the fire.

Baker Company had loaded the culvert into their trucks and started up the road at seven o’clack.
A half-track, bristling with machine guns, led the cumbersome convoy up the Highway. By eight -
o’clock, they were approaching their objective. The night was perfect, for there was no moon. The
night was so black, that the drivers felt the road rather then saw it. The trucks flinched at each small
dip, and the drivers hung far out of the cab to guide the big trucks through the dips that led to three
bridge sites of Highway 48. About a hundred yards from Site 13, the trucks stopped and the men
dropped from them silently. The officers and noncoms held a brief whispered conversation, and then
started for the site. They were only gone for ten minutes, but to the men, trying to see through the
inky blackness of the night, it seemed like hours. The noncoms told the men, that the Germans were
probably less than a hundred yards from the site, and that the back breaking job of earth moving for
the culvert would have to be done noiselessly or every mortar this side of Cassino would he down on
them. Riflemen were selected, and moved out on all sides of the culvert. Most of the noises from thz
picks and shovels were drowned out by the continuous rumble of tanks and artillery from the rear,
and the Germans seemed well occupied under the barrage that was covering Mt. Porchia. There was
no opposition from the enemy on the site yet.

It was nearly midnight when the trucks were eased back, and the men began to lift off the
prefabricated culvert pieces and place them in the prepared site. There was a lot of noise now. After a
man scraped a shovel or a culvert part was accidentally dropped, the men would freeze and wait a
minute before beginning again. The intense quiet and the darkness and the lack of movement on the
side of the enemy hegan to wear on the men’s nerves. The slightest noise would make them start and
then freeze. Their nerves were so tense that there were inore mistakes than usual. The men were too
quick and the parts would slip or jam.

Meanwhile, the roar of the tanks was getting louder behind them. By now the Infantry had jumped
off to the right. Things loocked as though they were going well. Once the hill was reached, and the
Infantry began to make progress, the tanks would begin to eross Site 13, trying to find firing positions
to lend support on the far side of Mt. Porchia as the Infantry chased the Germans from the top of the

‘mountains and down the other side. Lt. Haley wondered if the site would be finished in time, and

wondered why the tanks were not moving to find new firing positions. It shouldn’t take the Infantry
long if everything went well.

There wasn’t enough Infantry in Task Force Allen. The 6th Armored Infantry fought bravely and
managed to move partially up the mountainside, before it looked as they would have the strength to
take the rest of the hill. The fire from the artillery was accurate and the Tankers made the Germans
keep their heads down, but it was tough geing up in the mud on the mountainside. The Infantry were
giving the Germans all they had, and the tired men were dashing over the open spaces up the hill into
strong automatic weapons and machine gun fire.

At 0430 in the morning, Capt. Van Campen and his driver, Pvt. Boyd, came back to $-3 dog-tired.
Both looked beat; the attack had failed miserably. Capt. Van Campen woke up Pvt. Woodcox and told
him, “I'm going to send you forward. Have all our men pulled hack to their hivouacs immediately.
Tell the dozer operators to lose no time for if they do not returw by daylight the Germans will have
a direct bead on them. Likewise notify the medics who are half way up on Highway 48 with Pvt. Flory
and his weapons carrier and an ambulance. The half track which we used as the forward command
post is near the tip 6f Mt. Lungo, that too, is to pull back.” ‘

Woodcox, although outside was total blackimess, had no trouble keeping on the road for the _
continuous gun flashes lighted his way. The incoming shells however unnerved him. Woodcox said,
"I'm not ashamed to say I was scared.” But he kept his head low and drove at a race track specd down
Highway 48.
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Down on Site 13, Baker Company worked through the darkness. The culvert was fast nearing
completion. If the tanks came now they could pass over. But the tanks were busy elsewhere. They were
not having things their own way. Suddenly, from down the road, a vehicle was heard approaching, it
came to a stop and then there was an uncertain scraping of feet. The men froze in their tracks; thie site
was instantly silent. The men strained to listen above the rumble of guns and the faint crack of the .
exploding shells on nearby Mt. Porchia. A form materialized out of the darkness; it was Woodcox. He
called quietly for Lt. Haley, and said, ”Bring the men in.” Lt. Haley shrugged his shoulders, and the
men began to file silently down the road. They had a strange premonition that things were not going
well on Mt. Porchia. There were too few tanks in the forward areas.

Woodcox, having notified everyone, was getting ready to return when he was halted by three soldiers
who had been forward on reconnaissance. They told him about midnight they had passed a soldier
laying to the left of Highway 48 in an open field. They tried to get the First Aid Station near there
to help him, but the Medics were too busy. Woodcox had one of the men get into his jeep and guide
him to the spot. They could hear the agonizing sound of a man begging for help. They jumped out of
the jeep, cut across the field and guided by the soldier’s moaning, hurried to him. Woodcox quickly
asked the wounded man what had happened. The soldier had his leg run over by a tank destroyer and
in addition a piece of shrapnel had hit him. Woodcox asked him if he was bleeding. The soldier replied
that he thought he felt a trickle of blood, but that was a while back. Woodcox didn’t dare light up a
match to see where he was bleeding. But he quickly had the other man unload the soldier’s rifle, lay it
on the soldier’s left side and then used the entrenching spade as the inside splint for the man’s broken
leg. To make certain that the fracture would not develop into something more serious, they took the
soldier’s blanket and ripped it into strips and tied his legs together. Sanders was the wounded soldier’s
name, and he was from the 2nd Battalion of the 6th Armored Infantry, that was attacking Mt. Porchia
that night. He was in a pitiful state for he had laid shivering in the mud for almost five hours pleading
for help. He kept a tight grip on Woodcox’s arm and kept saying over and over, "If you hadn’t come
along, I’d still be laying here.” Sanders was one of the many that had been wounded in the assault
that night. ‘

Things were not going well on Porchia. It was nearly 0500 on the morning of the 5th of January,
and each Company Commander of the 48th was holding a small scrap of paper, on which had been
scrawled hastily .in ink... "Withdraw at once to vicinity Battalion Headquarters and prepare for
Infantry combat. Company Commanders report to me at once at Battalion Headquarters...” Signed,

Colonel Goodpaster.

A —
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CHAPTER VII

MT. PORCHIA

The rumor flew with the wind that the 48th was going in as Infantry, as the men moved back down
Highway 48. The night was bitter cold; and thz men had the strange feeling all through the night
that the attack was not going well. They had no official information, but everyone knew somehow.

Able Company continued to struggle with a tank destrover and two bulldozers, that had become
mired in a stream bed and were holding up a linc of TDs on the highway.

The Infantry continued to fight through the morning, and at 1335, the 48th notified the 1108th
Group that all work would be discontinued on Highway 48 so that the companies could comply with
the infantry combat order. Highway 48 would not hold up long without engineer maintenance, and
the tanks and tank destroyers could not maneuver through the forward areas without the assistance of
engineers to clear the mines and help the big vehicles over the tough spots. :

At a meeting at 1415, Colonel Goodpaster explained that the 48th would constitute the Task Force
Allen Reserve, ‘The Infantry losses had been severe, and there was a large gap in the Infantry lines. If
the Germans conntrr-attacked, they would have a clear path through the lines in this weak spot. The
48th would peobably be called «pon to fill this gap. The companies were to assemble in a forward area

near Mt. Porchin and await the call of the Task Force Commander.

The tempo wits inereased during the alterneon, as the men prepared their machine guns, and loaded
up with hand grenades, bandoliers of ammunition and mines.

At 1600, llu 1 108th Group Field Order 1 was published, ”The enemy holds a general line known
as the ”B” phase line. The Sixth Armored Infantry is attacking in the Task Force Allen zone of action.
The 91st Riconnaissance Troop has been directzd to take over from the British the hill in the vicinity
of 923144 (heiween Staz di Rocca d’Evandro and the northern tip of Mt. Maggiore). You will occupy
the high grotmed in the vieinity of 930138 (Mt. Maggiore) as Task Force Reserve, being prepared to occupy

a sector to the wist or northwest. You will move by march along Highway 48 and British road to
occupy posilions.”

The companirs moved slowly down the five-mile stretch of road leading to the forward areas near
Mt. Porchia. ‘Ihe night was cold, but the pace of the march and the pace at which events had tumbled
headlong on top ol the men throughout the past two nights kept them thinking and walking, and they
hardly noticed the chill of the night air. The three companies reached their area, which was to the

left of Higliwnyv 43 near the northern edge of Mt. Maggiore, and fanned out to occupy their assigned
ground. The mien «ug in and set up their machine guns and prepared for the expected German counter-
attack. Tt prew dack last on the hill, and with the darkness came the bitter cold of the January night.
The men lay in their damp holes tense with excitement and stared out into the gloom. Patrols were

sent out 1o cuntuet ull three companies of the 48th and the Sixth Armored Infantry and the 91st
Recon on the Manks.

The colonel aml his small staff had located a forward CP in a chicken coop in the valley below
Porchia. Tt il u horrible smell, but at Jeast a candle could be kept burning and the flimsy walls were
enough to stop the driving wind that raced across the valley. They weren’t enough, however, to stop
the shrapnel from the bursting shells that were continually raking the valley, and towards morning,
the colone! vlected] 10 move his staff into the shelter of a near-hy defile.
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Meanwhile the men on the hill were settling down to wait for the Germans. The original tenseness
began to wear off and the men were getting over their first feverish excitement. They became more
conscious of the cold and they were getting tired and sleepy. It was hard to ‘stay awake and wait.
Many of the men almost fell asleep in the holes and the burst of shells would shake them awake with
a start. The men were getting miserable and shivered throughout the early hours of the dawn. They
were tired nud getting hungry, but they were immensely relieved that the German attack did not eome
off. They were heginning to feel more sure that it would not come now. It had just been a bad night
and they began to have the feeling that they would soon be back in their pup tents. This night would
just be chalked up as a bad deal.

AL 0930 in the morning of the 6th of January, this message came over the air from Task Force Allen’s
Headguarters: ”Your Battalion is relieved of present assignment as. Infantry. Move out your com-
prinies at once. Notify us when move is eompleted.” Colonel Goodpaster, tired and worn from the
night of waiting, ordered the companies back, and ordered a recon of Highway 48 to estimate the
amount of work necessary to repair the damages done during the 24 hours that the 48th had been
away from the road. A recon of sites 13 and 14 was ordered, so that the Battalion could complete
these troublesome spots.

Details began to work the highway during the morning and as noon passed, the men were working
their way up the road towards the two sites at the far end.

The men were glad to be back at their own work again. They eould watch the shells falling in
the forward area with a bit of personal interest now. They knew what the Infantry was doing there, for
they had been a part of it all last night. The Infantry must be taking a terrible beating up on the
mountain. The men wondered if they would be called up again that night to hold again. Holding
wasn’t bad. It was just uncomfortable. Many of the men decided to take blankets along and make
themselves warm during the wait if they went up again. But then a lot of the men thought that new
Infantry would be brought in. That was only a one-night stand last night. There were plenty of
Infantry around. They would have more men up on the mountains by tonight. A lot of the men
laughed at the blanket plan. They were prepared to spend the night in their pup tents.

At 1330 on the Sixth, the order came that a lot of the men were expecting. ’Be prepared to move
out as Infantry on a hall hour's notice. One platoon from each company to be prepared to work on
Obstacle 13,7 |

Able Conpany was the last company to return from their Infantry mission of the previous night
s0 it was just about the time that they got back that they were again called out. The men were given
thirty minutes to get ready. Messkits were left dirty. The men hurried; it was a horrible feeling to know
that you had to go straight back.

While preparing to move out, Lieutenant Hollar gathered the third platoon of Able Company
around him to orient them on the mission facing them that night. The men, wearing packs, bandoliers,
and rifles, were standing around him in a large group. Just about the time he had finished speaking
to the men, a shell landed about 15 feet from the group. The ground was soft and for this the men
were thankful, for the shell had penetrated to a good depth before it exploded. Nobody was hurt, but
this was just & prelude. Just about then Sergeant Knipple, who had been cleaning his rifle, shot himself. -
The shot seemed to touch off a spark, for while first aid was being rendered him, several 170mm shells
came screaming into Able Company’s area. Sergeant Nyback and Pfc. Steinberg were fatally wounded
Iy large fragments from the same shell. Under thesc conditions the men moved out in single file with
every muscle tense.

The men had a hollow feeling. Not one spoke a word. They would sooner get back to their Infantry
[rositions for at least then they would be somewhat sheltered in their holes.

Obstacle 13 remained the thorn in the side of the 48th, and plans were changed to permit two
comipanics to move out to assist the Infantry and Baker Company to complete the work on the ‘culvert.

Able and Charlie Companies moved out along Highway 43, to occupy approximately the same
positions that they held the previous night. The Company Commanders were to report to the forward
CE which was a shellwrecked building to the left of the forward tip of Highway 48. It was then that
Able Company learned that they were attached to the 3rd Battalion, 6th Armored Infantry, commanded
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by Major Linville. Charlie Company was attached to the 1st Battalion. 6th Armored Infantry
commanded by Colonel Definbraugh, for the mission of consolidating Mt. Porchia. Colonel Goodpastet,

after assigning the two companies their mlssmn, asked gravely, ”Any questions 7. Then he wished the

officers, “’Goodluck.”

Mt. Porchia was not a big mountain. It was only 931 feet high. It crossed the Cassino V. alley from
Highway Six on the one side to Highway 48 on the other. Its sides were steep and rocky, and the
summit was a sharp line that ran the entire length of the mountain. There were large stretches of flat
reddish-brown shale in between small clumps of dark green bushes that managed somehow to hang
tenaciously to the sides of the steep mountain. Mt. Porchia lay axially across the valley and that factor
made it strategically valuable. Its approaches covered Highway Six to the right and Highway 48 to
the left, and the summit offered a clear view of the valley as far to the rear as Mignano, five miles
away. The steep forward slope of the mountain made it an almost impregnable defensive position,
and the Germans had little to add to make it a fortress.

There were only a few places along the forward slope where an attacking force could move up the
mountainside, and these spots were adequately covered with machine gun crossfire, from the guns of
the crack Hermann Goering Division. In all, Mt. Porchia would be a very difficult mountain to take,
and the Infantry was finding this fact out through the bitter experience of the first two nights of the
Task Force Allen Attack.

The Germans intended to delay along Mt. Porchia and hold until their final defenses could be made
for holding Mt. Cairo and the Rapido River Valley a mile to the north of the mountain. But if the
mountain held the Germans were not in a hurry to give it up. Mt. Porchia, itself, would be a difficult
problem to overcome, and the Germans would hold this excellent position as long as possible.

The open fields leading to the sudden, steep, slope of the mountain had been an excellent target
for the enemy artillery, and the attacking forces were being constantly hammered across the flat-
lands leading to the hill. The Infantry had to cross the fields in order to reach the mountain and there
had been many casualties before Mt. Porchia had been gained. The fields had been extensively mined,
and the supporting armor had to hack and clear a path everytime they changed firing positions.

" But the Infantry had crossed the fields and had driven the Germans from their first positions at
the foot of the hill. The Sixth Armored Infantry Regiment had wormed their way through the small
clumps of trees and brush around the large open cliffs and had managed to get part way up the
mountain. But here the murderous fire from the top had halted them, and as the casualties mounted,
the Infantry felt that they hadn’t the strength to move the rest of the way. This was their third night
and the progress had been extremely costly. The crack German troops were making the Americans
pay bitterly for each bit of ground gained. Unless the supumit could be taken, the Germans could be
reinforced and move down hill. There they could wipe out the slightest American foothold on the
mountain at will.

It was already dusk when Able Company received word that they were to move up Mt. Porchia to
support the 6th Armored Infantry. Captain Lester, the Company Commander, became sick, leaving the
company under the command of Lieutenant Munson. It left Able Company to an apparent disadvan-
tage for the licutenant was a platoon commander and never before had led a company - - especially an
engineer company as assault Infantry against a position that defied even the regular Infantry.

Lieutenant Munson picked six flank guards who were to prevent the column from being ambushed.
Two of the flank guards would move ahead of the column, two at the sides, and two along the rear
flanks of the column as it moved into position on the mountainside. The six guards were told to
follow the column at a distance of fifty to seventy-five yards and to contact each other by voice as the
column moved along.

Lieutenant Munson told the men that he realized that what they were about to do was tough and
that they were inexperienced at such a task. But they were to try and remember what they had
learned in training and to do the best they could. "Geronimo” he added, would be used as a signal
to stop and hit the dirt or to rise and move forward. Consequently, when the word was whispered
down the line, by the time it reached the rear, those men did not know whether to hit the dirt or to
charge forward.
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The password that night was "Puppy - - - Love.”

Able Company had been assembled near the tip of Mt. Maggiore, and the men had already begun
to dig in. An occasional sheli whistled over their heads and crunched into the road off in the distance
behind them. The men were not taking chances. They knew from bitter experience how the sudden
barrages could settle on the highway. It was a constant German interdiction target.

The men were told to roll up their bed rolls and pile them near the road where they could be
picked up later. Then they began to hand in any possible indentification that could possibly give
away the name of the unit. Most of the men had old letters, and handed them over very soberly. They °
searched their wallets, and went through their pocikets carefully. After a while, they stood around
nervously until the details had been completed.

Lieutenant Munson then picked Corporal Valentine as the point man for he knew from previous
incidents that Valentine had excellent judgement. Alse T/5 Cata, Pfc. Clatterbuck, Private Martelle
and T/5 Albers were to be with Valentine. These men could be depended upon to fight it out shouid
the Company get in a ticklish situation. He then asked if there was any question. Valentine said, "I'm
not sure that I can follow that route.” The route to be followed in the darkness, would have been diffi-
eult for even a scout that had been over it a number of times. Lieutenant Munson, then decided that
he would lead and that Valentine and the others would follow him closely. The platoon sergeants
were then ordered to lead their platoons and the platoon officers were to follow behind their eolumn.

As the eolumn slowly marched along, Sergeant Buekley walked up and down, ealming a man here
and there and urging all to put forth their best efforts. He spoke softly to the men that they were not
to worry, but to pray and trust themselves to God. His aetion did much to ease the tension of the men.

Sergeant Buekley then went to Lieutenant Munson to see what he eould do. He made the lieutenant
understand that it was as much his eompany as the lieutenant’s and wherever the lieutenant went he
would be with him.

Able Company followed the road to a stream at whieh point they erossed an improvised log bridge.
They then passed the 48th’s forward CP, crossed Highway 48, and continued for a short distance along
a dirt road. Then they turned left heading towards Mt. Porchia. As the eompany turned off the road
and started for the fields, they passed several farmhouses with groves of trees. Almost every
two trees had wires stretched neek high between them. Able Company saw the wires in the gloom, and
the quiet word “wire” passed from man to man as each man in the column would reach for the wire
and stoop under it, meanwhile warning the man behind him.

But Private Titcomb, working the flank guard on the Able Company rear was caught by surprise.
He had to run around the farmhouses and try to keep the company in view. He was well over a hundred
yards from the company now and had to cover almost twiee as much distance as the company did in
crossing the same ground. He weaved around the farmhouses and was racing across a farmyard trying
to see the company when one of the neck-high wires caught him while he was running. His feet were
jerked out from under him and he was thrown heavily to the ground. He lay there stunned for a mo-
ment, and then picked himself up and began running for the company again.

Able Company then came to another stream and the flank guards pulled in long enough to get
across the bridge. Lieutenant Munson, meanwhile, had gone out in front to reconoitre the path over
which the company was travelling, and 1st Sergeant Buckley waited in charge of the company. When
the lieutenant did not return after a short spell, Sergeant Buckley began to move the company for-
ward toward the mountain.

German artillery began to pick at the column as the men of Able Company began to move through
the open field behind the front line. The column had almost reached the far end of the last field when
the shelling began again. Everyone hit the ground.

Pfc. Meyer, the aid man for the 3rd platoon, was near Staff Sergeant Jacobs when a mortar shell
dropped close to the column. Jacob’s body was riddled with shrapnel.

When Charlie Company left for Mt. Porchia they were in a highly nervous state for Lieutenant
Katzheck had returned from the meeting at the forward CP and said to the men, "We are going into
the line. The Infantry is hard hit; be prepared for anything.”
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Charlie Company, when they first reported to Colonel Definbraugh at the Infantry CP, were told
that their mission was to reinforce the Infantry positions en the right flank of Mt. Porchia. They were
to wait for an officer, who was to guide them into position. The men sought the safety of ditches which
- were partially filled with water to protect themsclves from the shelling while they waited.

Meanwhile Baker Company was moving up to stubborn Obstacle 13, so that it could b= completed
to pass the tanks and tank destroyers around the mountain. If the attack carried, the other two
companies and the Infantry would be badly in need of their supporting fire. The Germans would be
sure to counter-attack, if the Americans carried the ridge. Baker Company realized the impertance
of their job that night. The Americans attacking the mountain during the night would have two jobs
to do and both of them would be tough. They would have to first carry the summit and then they would
have to hold it. It could not be held for any length of time unless the tanks could be maneuvered
around Mt. Porchia into new firing pesitions on the far side of the mountain. The hill, itself, would
effectively block off fire from their present positions.

Baker Company moved to the site, and quietly began struggling in the darkness with the culvert.

About nine o’clock, a call came into the Infantry CP from one of the company commanders that
was at the foot of the mountain, requesting reinforcements immediately. He had intercepted a Ger-
man radio message, "Counter-attacking with courriers and gun crews”. Charlie Company of the 48th
was then ordered to go up and reinforce the Infantry. An Infantry officer was designated as their
guide. All along the way, the men were harrassed by artillery fire. The men were shivering for they
had laid in ditches for over an hour and a half, and their feet were soggy and wet. At Knox Avenue,
near a knocked-out Mark V tank, they were suddenly stopped for an enemy patrol was sighted. The
patrol slipped away.

Charlie Company silently deployed along the hill when the hurried order to attack was received
from the Infantry company commander. Just then Lieutenant Kratch was wounded in the neck by
shrapnel when a mortar shell fell close to the hole where the Infantry had their radio set up. Lieutenant
Katzbeck sent a message back to the forward CP. "Going up to reinforce the Infantry to stop a
heavy German counter-attack. The Infantry battalion with which we are working has only 45 men
left. So this is it.” The German counter-attack was materializing around the right flank of the
mountain where the sheer sharp ridge dropped off into a steep rolling bank that reached almost to
Highway Six and across the high ground on the right flank of the mountain. If the Germans succeedcd
they would turn the whole {lank of the forces attacking Mt. Porchia.

Lieutenant Reardon took over Lieutenant Kratch’s platoon. In the attack the first platoon was to
be on the left and the secend platoon under Licutenant Thames was to be on the right. The. third
platoon, under Staff Sergeant Russell, was to remain in reserve and to provide security for the other
two platoons.

In the meanwhile, Able Company had laid down just before Knox Avenue where some of the
Infantry were dug in. Some aid men that were going ahead to their forward aid station offered to
guide Able Company through the first minefield. Lieutenant Munson then ordered, “Fix bayonets.”
Many of the men had used their bayonets to hack temporary holes in the mud, and now they couldn’t
get them on their rifles. The men were teld to run across the bright roadway as fast as possible for the
flat surface ol the road would reflect any figure that crossed the open smooth stretch. The men did not
lave to be told. Most of them ran quickly over the open spot to reach the shadows of the trees and the
high grass on the other side. There was a ditch on the far side, but the men found a small bridge and
crossed over. Then they began to move through the field. The path grew narrower until it became a
bare eight inches wide between the undergrowth that ranged along the sides. The order passed quietly
along the file to be eareful. The company was passing through a minefield. The men began to step
carefully along the path watching each spot in front of their feet as they walked. The medics soon
tnrned off to the left and the company continued straight, inching their way through the minzfield.

Suddenly up ahead of the line, there was an explosion. Everyone hit the ground and- clung to the
- patl, There was some confusion up ahead and someone called for the Medics. First Sergeant Buckley,
lending the company had hit a mine. Sergeant Buckley and three men were wounded. Sergeant Le
I‘everer was lving out in the field with blood streaming from his leg. Sergeant Pacquin and a medic
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headed out into the minefield after him. Le Feverer's leg was dangling contorted at his side. Sergeant
Pacquin pulled out his pocket knife and cut it off. The medic applied a tourniquet, gave the wounded
man & shot of morphine and sprinkled sulfamilinide on the raw wound. But the company was in the
attack and they could not wait. They continued through the field with the wounded Sergeant
Buckley in.the lead until they came to a small creek. There was no bridge to either side of them, so
Sergeant Buckley led the men across the creek and into a line about 150 yards away from the base of
the mountain.

Sergeant Buckley found Lieutenant Munson at the foot of the hill, and the lieutenant assumed
command of the company again. Sergeant Buckley hadn’t paused for first aid and was bleeding badly.
He was ordered to the first aid station, and led a detail on the way back, safely through the field to
where the other three wounded men were lying. Sergeant Le Feverer was evacuated on a stretcher
made from rifles and blankets, and the small party of wounded and medics started back for Knox
Avenue and the forward aid station.

At 2000, a message from Lieutenant Munson came back te the forward CP. ”I’'m convinced that
the Amerieans have left the road below Mt. Porchia. Acting as the point man, I caught a German
walking dewn this road. It was my first, I shot him.”

Lieutenant Munson then sent Lieutenant Finnegan back to contaet Major Linville to find out the
situation. The major told Finnegan that "H-Hour” was at 2300. Able Company, on the left flank,
was to attack, hitting diagonally for the right flank of the mountain. Able Company was to remain
in position until they heard fire. Then they were to attract as much attention as possible and to make
contaet with our troops to the right; our Charlie Company reinforced with a few infantrymen.

About 2300, the air cracked with fire.

Lieutenant Munson ordered his men to “Run at top speed for the mountain and try to find cover
behind rocks.” He started to rush up the mountain, and looking behind, saw that no one was following
him. He went back to his men and ordered them again to follow him. He dashed forward, but sgain
no one was with him. Lieutenant Munson was about to go back and find out what the score was, when
every man got out of his hole simultaneously and started to rush the hill, shouting at the top of his
lungs. The men had, for a few moments, what one might have ealled stage fright. The men expeeted
any minute to hear the sudden chatter of machine guns and the sparkle of small arms as they dashed
across the field. But everything was strangely quiet.

Able Company began to work their way up the hill. The men scrambled from rock to rock and
dashed behind clumps of trees wherever they afforded eoncealment from the Germans.

Still, there was no sign of the Germans. They seemed willing to let Able Company advance un-
opposed. The men grew careless, and there was the rushing, clattering noise of a man slipping on the
loose shale and sliding down the hill. The twigs snapped and rocks bnmped and bounced down the
hillside as the men slipped and crawled upward toward the top. Some of the men were beginning to
hold back, for they feared that it was a trap, Able Company was beginning to work too far to the left,
and Lieutenant Munson called to them to move a little to the right so that they eould attack from the
center of the hill.

Lieutenant Munson was working up ahead of the Company now, and he had almost reached the
top of the mountain.

All of a sudden, the darkness of the night was shattered as the red flashes [rom the top of the
hill darted toward Able Company. Now and then there was a few sharp cracks as the Germans opened
up with their machine guns and rifles.

The men scrambled for the cover of rocks and attempted to find a spot from which they could
fire. But before Pfe. Jankowski could find cover he was shot through the leg. Able Company had made
contact.

Lieutenant Hollar called for the machine gun. lle wanted to direct fire on the German gun and

keep the men down long enough for Able Company to take care of the Germans with the automatic
weapons fire and small arms, and surround the machine gun position. The only man around was the
man earrying the gun. The man with the tripod and the anununition had become separated. The men
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called his name several times, but he could not be located. He had gone with the wrong platoon in
the darkness. It would be tougher now to storm the gun, but it would only be a waste of time and life
to lie there in an exposed position and wait for the gun. Able Company began to work their way up
again.

As soon as the Germans heard a sound, they would spray the spot with their gun. Able Company
wormed forward through the rocks and hung low to the ground when the machine gun opened up.

Suddenly, Sergeant DeBoer saw something move in the shadows ahead of him. He waited tensely
" for a moment until it moved again. Sergeant DeBoer threw his rifle to his shoulder and called. There
was no answer, but the form disappeared in the rocks. Sergeant DeBoer aimed quickly and fired. Rock
splattered about Corporal Mays’ face and cut him on the nose. It was only then that he realized that
DeBoer had been calling to him. In the darkness, the second platoon had cut across the path of the
third platoon. When DeBoer found that he had almost killed one of his own men, the excitement and
shock made him sob softly. He wiped tears from his checks and knelt beside Mays while the tracers
ripped over his head. He assured himself that Mays was all right. He then went back to his platoon and
began leading them forward again.

Private Al Gouveia was moving carefully through the rocks, and came to an open space. He started
across in a crouching run. Ome of the Germans threw a potato-masher grenade, and Private Gouveia
tumbled into the rocks as it went off. Shrapnel and rocks hit him in the neck and body.

Meanwhile Corporal Pickula and a few men had maneuvered behind a large outcropping of rock.
When the German machine gun opened up the next time, the corporal thought he saw where it was
located. He called the other men and they crouched behind him. He told them that they would make a
break for it and the next time the gun would open up they would drop a volley into the position.
Corporal Pickula shouted, “Lets go” and dove outside the rock. A rifle shot rang out and he tumbled
back into the arms of his men with a bullet wound in his thigh.

One of the Germans could speak perfect English and called to the men of Able Company, "I want to
speak to your officer.”

The only officer near the spot was an Infantry lieutenant. The lieutenant stepped out of cover and
advanced halfway to meet the German. The German waited until the officer got in close, then raised
his gun, shot the officer several times, and dashed behind some overhanging rocks before the officer
fell and the men of Able Company could realize what had happened.

Lieutenant Munson had reached the crest of the hili and called to his men, ”Come up as quick as you
can.” Then his voice was drowned out in a flurry of small arms fire.

But Able Company could not advance. The German mortars were beginning to break among them
and the German machine gun at the top of the hill was raking them as they slid along the rocks on
the mountainside. German riflemen concealed in the darkness would open up on them from the heights
when they moved. Able Company could neither move forward or hackward without drawing down a
withering fire, and if they stayed where they were, the German mortars would cut them to pieces. Able
Company dug in.

mmmmm
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CHAPTER ViIl

ON THE CREST

Baker Company continued to work during the night on the stubborn culvert at Obstacle 13 on
Highway 48, The men had walked to the site silently and there had been no opposition on their way up.
They could hear the fire fighting dimly from Mt. Porchia off to their right and they wondered how the
other companies would fare during the bitter cold night.

The temperature had dropped to zero by midnight, and the puddles of water in the shell holes had
turned to ice. The ground crunched with frost when the men walked, and the wind whistling through
the valley, cut like a knife through the men’s clothing. It was the worst kind of working weather, and
the men of Baker Company went about their tasks hurriedly. They could not use their shovels on the .
mud, for the ice had turned it to sharp brown stone. Baker Company hacked a space for the culvert
with their picks, and trundled the wooden sections of culvert into the hole.

Back at the forward CP, Colonel Goodpaster was worried. He had tried everything he could to
keep his men away from action as Infantry. He had argued in vain, that the 48th could not be spared.
Highway 48 was vital in the plans of Task Force Allen, and the colonel explained that the new road
demanded constant attention before it could be completed. The long by-passes needed constant
maintenance before they could pass the heavy armor to the front. Finally he had managed to save one
company, but now the Infantry wanted that company, too. The losses had been severe on the moun-
tainside, and there was only a handful of Infantry left to fight.

Lt. Schowalter, operations offiecer, notified the colonel that Baker Company had been put in
reserve, but that he had left them at work until they were called. There had been no definite command.
The colonel then asked for a volunteer to go with him up to Mt. Porchia. Cpl. Forester of the com-
munications section, quietly said, ”I'll go, Sir.”"

Lt. Schowalter then sent a message back to 1108th Engineer Group. ”The British Major who is
liason officer with Task Force Allen has informed us of a probable tank move to the vicinity of 922140
tonight. If Baker Company is not called out as infantry I estimate that we will have route 48 and
turn-off in shape.” At 1005, that evening, a Lt. Swaney, the liason officer and Lt. Swaite, the 8-2, of
the 6th Armored Infantry came to the CP. They were to lead Baker Company up to Mt. Porchia. They
had just come down from the mountain and were both in a highly nervous state. Captain Mardin and
the officers were arguing with them over the foolhardiness of taking our Baker Company with them.
The officers were told that Baker Company had gone up that night to do engineer work and that they
werc not equipped to fight. The men were dressed for work and they carried engineer tools. It is true
that they had machine guns for security, but they had no hand grenades or rifle grenades. They were
in no condition to storm the mountain without assault weapons. Finally Lt. Swaite said, *There is no
need of your Baker Company coming. I'll report to the colonel that I didn’t get here till 1005 and since
the attack started at 1000 it was too late to use you.” But a short while after this, Colonel Andersson
bad phoned our rear headquarters, “Have Baker Company move out at once. March across to Highway
Nix  culvert on the left of the trail. Counter-attack under way. Meet guides at culvert.”

Baker Company began to pile their tools into their trucks while arrangetnents were*being mades
to aliain hand grenades and extra ammunition. They were just getting ready to pull out when Colonel
tiondpaster returned to the advance CP. He told Lt. Schowalter not to send out Baker Company until
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he saw what it was all about. He raced down in the jeep to 1108th Group Headquarters and in a short
time returned. Baker Company was needed. The colonel shook hands with Captain Mardin and wished
him luck. The colonel’s face was all clouded up.

The mortar shells were then falling about the CP in increasing numbers. The Germans had a
bead on the CP. Only a few minutes before one of the shells lobbed into the room next to the one that
the forward CP men used. This room was packed full of German 16 centimeter shells loaded with
high explosives. Providence must have blushed on those men for it was a dud. The colonel ordered
them to quickly move back to the rear CP. -

By this time Baker Company had moved out. Their assignment had changed some. They were to
move up on the left flank. Baker Company moved to the base of the hill without opposition and began
to move up. Off to their right there was a fire fight, and the men could see the crimson flashes of rifle
fire, and the string of tracers as machine guns on the hill raked the ranks of the men to their right.
Someone was taking a beating up on the hill.

It was getting light now as Baker Company waited dug in mear the mountain. Finally the company
moved. Enemy artillery picked at the column as Baker Company made its way to the mountain. They -
reached the bottom of the hill and started up through the half-light of dawn. Scouts roved ahead of
the company and moved towards the crest, while the main body nf men made their way slowly. ‘

The artillery that had been shelling Baker Company intermittently began in earnest as the morning
wore on. The men scrambled between the rocks and attempted to find cover. Suddenly at the right
there was a scatter of small arms. Several shots were exchanged before the men of Baker Company
found that they were shooting at Able Company men who were trying to move away from the mortar
and machine gun cross fire that had Able Company pinned down. For the first time Baker Company
had made contact with Able Company to their right.

Sergeant Tommy Googoo was sent out as a scout to-locate the German machine gun that Able
Company reported, so it would not pin down Baker Company as it had Able Company. He wormed
his way up the jagged rocks amid the relentless artillery and mortar fire until he reached the crest of
the mountain. He eould not see the machine gun from there, but he realized from his position, he
eould remain hidden and observe any German attempts to knock out his company further down the
stope. Meanwhile Pvts. Karlovich, Howell, and Nava, among others, had also reached the erest at several
places along the hill. Most of the men dug in or found cover to wait for the rest of the company to
work their way through the barrage below

Sergeant Florian Sehreiner and members of the third Squad of the f:rst platoon were far in front
of the main body of the company. Sgt. Schreiner began to work his way ahead of his men towards the
top. A friendly artillery barrage opened up on the upper slopes of the mountain, and the shells began
to burst dangerously close to the sergeant. One phosphorous shell almost covered him with white
smoke, and the burning partieles hit him. He found shelter behind a large rock and beat the burning
particles out. Then he eontinued towards the top.

Lt. Buckley and his platoon were well over on the left flank and began to work around to the rear
of the mountain. The lieutenant looked down the valley, and saw the railroad from where Highway
48 ended all the way to Cassino. He realized that he and his small force held an excellent observation
print, and that they could spot any counter-attack as it was forming on the rear slope or the valley
below.

The men were under terrific shellfire, so the lieutenant ordered them to dig in and hold. He
would consolidate the left flank of the hill and hold tight to the mountainsidc.

Baker Company on the forward slope of the mountain could see the artillery rake the erest of the
hill. The Germans were attempting to shell the crest of Mt. Porchia [rom the vicinity of Mt. Cairo,
and their shells would either break on the enemy side high up near the crest, or miss the crest and go
whizzing far down over Baker Company into the valley hefow.

Baker Company held the best possible position now. II they went any further up the hill, they
would be caught by the fragments from the shells hitting the slender crest of Porchia, and if they
attempted to hold the crest, the men would be under the pounding of enemy fire that was breaking
on the friendly side of the mountain high up near the crest where Schreiner, Googoo, and the other
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scouts were holding. Captain Mardin decided to hold the company where it was until he could -
straighten out the artillery and make liason with Able Company. Then the two companies could make
some sort ol a coordinated attack and hold the crest until reinforcements were brought up. Captain
Mardin ordered the men to dig in and set up their guns. Baker Company would hold what they had
and wait until this was consolidated until they took another big bite. Able Company was dug in to his
tight and the two companies now held a line.

Charlie Company had been sitiing between two fires. There was a counter-attack to their right far
up on Highway Six which seemied to be moving diagonally toward their center and right. Then on the
slope of Mt. Porchia there was a scattered fire of small arms and the sudden burst of German machine
guns. They believed that this was the Infantry and Able Company, although there was no liason.
There was no one at all on the right side of the mountain except Charlie Company, and the men as
well as the officers began to wonder what all the shooting was about and what was going on.

Charlie Company had to move up the hill just before Baker Company and Able Company began
to dig in under the constant pounding of artillery and mortars, and the German machine gun fire
that continually raked their positions.

Under the barrage of artillery, Charlie Company began to move up the slope. The company was
taking the mountain slowly and methodically. Sergeant Joe Specker asked permission to work ah=ad
of his platoon because the men had seen a machine gun firing up ahead. He didn’t want to lead his
squad into the possible direct fire of the gun.

Sgt. Specker returned to his squad and led them to a small outcropping of rock, where the fire of
the enemy gun would pass safely over their heads. Then he took the squad’s machine gun and a box
of ammunition and stepped out from behind the rocks.

Almost immediately, the German riflemen saw him. In the half-light of dawn, they began firing
at him. The bullets were banging from the rocks around him and were whistling over his head as he
ran along the side of the mountain.

Suddenly one of the buliets found him, and he sprawled to the ground. He attempted to get up
again, but could not. He continued to drag himself across the rocks as other bullets found him, until
he located a place where he could direct the fire of his gun in plain view of them and opened up on the
German nest before the Germans could change their position. His accurate fire destroyed the machine
gun nest and drove many of the riflemen further up on the slope.

After waiting for a while, his squad heard the fire of his machine gun, and then began to infiltrate
in the direction that he had taken. They could not find Specker during the night, and the men began
to think that he had gone further up the hill. They continued without him, and it wasn’t until late the
next day when they learned that Sgt. Specker was dead. His body had been riddled with machine gun
bullets.

The first platoon of Charlie Company on the lefi, under Lt. Reardon, continued to advance up the
slope despite the mortar fire and potato mashers that the Jerries were directing at them. A number
of men, including Lt. Reardon, Pfc. Duffy, Sgt. Olsen, and T/5 Santjer, reached the crest. The fighting
was now almost hand te hand. Sergeant Olsen reached the top of the hill in the confused fighting as
Chaslie Company men dashed among the rocks. He saw two Germans and shot both of them. Later
he and Lt. Reardon, accounted for three more as they directed their men in encircling the rocks. As
he was moving through, two German grenades were thrown at him and he was wounded in the chest,
arms, and leg. He continued to fight until his ammunition was gone. Then, when he realized that he
could not help stem the counter-attack, he mad= his way back down the mountainside alone. The
men of the first platoon would reach over and drop a grenade on the Jerries who were on the other
side of the rocks. The Jerries would answer each gremade with a barrage of potato mashers.
Lt. Reardon realized that the odds were too much against him; he was forced to withdraw and take
down all the wounded. About three o’clock in the morning, they slipped silently down, bringing with
them the men that had been hit. Pfc. Nelson, was already away from the crest of the mountain covering
the rest of the men with his fire, when a bullet caught him high in the chest and he tumbled down the
mountainside. When the first platoon of Charlie Company started their attack on the left, the second
platoon had attacked on the extreme right flank. Lt. Thames told his platoon, "We are going to pay
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a debt that we owe.” As they advanced up the rocky mountainside, scattered small arms fire harassed
them. One artillery shell landed about ten yards from the advancing men. To the right of the knoll
that they were going towards, they could hear the steady splutter of machine gun bullets. One of the
machine guns was firing from a cave-like hole, for its bullets gave ofl a hollow sound. As soon as the
platoon reached the top of the mountain a German soldier raised up and fired point-blank at Sergeant
Plowman. He missed. Lt. Thames returned the fire and the German tumbled over dead.

Lt. Thames said, ”Qur own artillery was directing a heavy barrage at this time. The shells were
just skimming the crest of the mountain and the men could feel the wind of them. Right below the
knoll, five enemy soldiers were in a group on their side of the mountain. One started towards the crest,
and as he was advancing, he turned around and spluttered an order in German to his men. The second
platoon succeeded in killing him and at least two others of that group. The remainder scattered. Just
then for some unexplainable reason, a Jerry some fifteen yards below us swung his machine pistol
and advanced towards us. We shot him point blank. By this lime, the Jerries well knew where we
were. They started to throw potato mashers at us. You could plainly hear them hit near us on the
rocks, puff and go off. They threw at least twenty-five of them at us and then let loose with machine
pistols. The bullets came over like a flame of fire.”

T/5 Santjer dodged through the rocks in a flurry of bullets that twice wounded him. He crouched
hehind shelter, got a good shot at a German, saw him {all, and then dodged away. Another German
soldier rose up, and Santjer did not have time to raisc his rifle; he dove at the German and put the
bayonet through him. There was firing all over the crest now, and the fighting was confused as both
sides threw their weight into the struggle for the crest of the mountain. Santjer got another German
and saw him tumble down the mountainside. He crossed a group of rocks and saw another. He fell,
took a steady aim, and shot the German. As he rose, a German with a burp gun, stepped out.from the
rocks and opened up on Santjer. Santjer took the whole blast of the automatic at point blank range
and fell to the ground, dead.

Lt. Thames then whispered to Sgt. Treloar to check the right flank. Pfc. Milburne, at that time,
crawled over to the lieutenant and told him that his gun had jammed. Behind the protection of some
rocks they finally got the gun working. It was just then that Pvt. Royce was hit in the shoulder and
was bleeding badly. Lt. Thames ordered Sgt. Plowman io get him down the mountain. No sooner had
he said this then a bullet hit the stock of Plowman’s rifle, and ricocheted off.

Treloar, who by this time was on the right flank, was completely isolated. Enemy movement was
noticed there. For twenty minutes the men waited, praying that in some way Sgt. Treloar would get
back safely. The moon which previously had made visibility possihle had now disappeared. It was
pitch black. To prevent complete encirclement, Lt. Thames gave the order for the men to withdraw
down to the Infantry CP. '

The Germans were standing on the rocks calling, ”American Swine” and throwing grenades into
the Americans as the small force tried to fall hack orderly. German riflemen kept up their pressure,
and raced from rock to rock to fire at the Americans. Charlie Company kept up a steady fire to cover
their withdrawal, and more than one German was seen falling to the ground and rolling over and over
through the rocks.

A grenade landed beside Pvt. Carroll and the concussion and shrapnel bounced hun against the
rocks, and knocked him unconscious. He was bleeding badly.

The Germans were quick to follow up their victory at the top of the mountain. They regrouped and
pressed the Americans hard below. Their mortars zeroed in on the Charlic Company men and began
to pound them as they tried to reach their former dug-in positions at the bottom of the slope. Cpl.
Wendel had one shell land beside him, but he came out untouched, althongh wobbly from the shock.
Another shell hit near him. He fell to the ground woundesl.

Some of the men in Charlie Company’s positions helow tried to work their way up to help the

men attempting to get down from the top. They were canght in ihe relentless mortar fire as the first
of the elements from the crest worked througl, and P’le. Dullv st up his machine gun to cover the
withdrawal. The machine gun helped for a while and the men Irom the crest hurried to get out of the

hail of bullets that were coming down from the erest and the Germans on their heels from above.
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The added reinforcements, although pinned down by the fire, helped to cover the few remaining
men that had survived the fire fight at the top of the h111 and together, the two parties attempted to
reach their positions.

German machine guns opened up on them again, and the Germans probed at the dark clumps of
bushes and the jumbled rocks with their tracers as the Charlie Company men, half crouching, darted
for cover.

The two parties reached the rest of the company and began to dig into the rocky ground with
knives, bayonets or helmets as they tried to escape the mortar barrage that the escaping party brought
down with them. The Germans followed up until the combined fire of the company drove them away.

The Germans must have estimated the strength of the firing line from the number of flashes.

After a few more sporadic exchanges of small arms, Charlie Company settled down for the rest of
the night sweatmg out the mortars.

Sgt Treloar had managed to slip through the Germans and returned to the company safely

Lieutenant Katzbeck had been wondering where the other companies were. He had not been able
to contact anyone during the entire night there on the mountain, although he had seen a great deal of
fire off to the left of his company’s positions and presumed it to be Able and Baker Companies further
down on the mountain. But there had been no one along his section of the crest except his own small

party which had caught the counter-attack and dulled it.
‘ Lt. Katzbeck was close to the Infantry CP when a shell landed in the center of a group of
Intantrymen, killing nine of them instantaneously. Lt. Kratch was again wounded, this time in the foot.
The concussion was such that it knocked Lt. Katzbeck flat on his stomach and for a few seconds he was
in a dazed condition. With the shrapnel that was cracking through the air was a large rock which
landed squarely on the lieutenants’ back. For a moment, Lt. Katzbeck thought that he had a large
shrapnel wound in his back but was much relieved to find out tbat it was only a large rock.

It was getting light now, and the lieutenant prepared to make liason in the morning so that the
three companies could coordinate an attack on the hill together.

The last of the Infantry had almost disappeared. Their bodies lay all over the face of the mountain
along with those of the Engineers. There had been only a handful of men from the Sixth Armored
Infantry left on the hill when the 48th went up, and these small sections had fallen in with the companics
as they advanced. There had been many casualties among them along the way, and after the last
attack, there were hardly any Infantry at all on the mountain.

The 48th waited along the hill. Baker Company was tied down on the left with friendly and enemy
artillery combing the high slope of the hill. Able Company was in contact with Baker in the center
sections of the mountain, but they could not move without drawing machine gun fire, and an accurate
moriar barrage walked up and down before their positions on the bottom slope of the mountain.
Charlie Company was far out on the right, without contact with the other two companies. They had
stopped a German counter-attack and had been hard hit. They had made the crest once, but had
been driven back. As the sun broke over the mountains to their left, all three companies were dug
in and pinned down on the lower slopes of the mountain. The Germans had stopped their first attempt
to take the hill. '

During the early light of morning, Lieutenant Munson had led some of the men from Able Com-
pany back down to the valley after he had ordered the rest of Able Company to dig in. He wanted to
get hand grenades and ammunition to take the nests up on the mountain, by passing down the rail-
road -above Highway 48, and cutting around in back of Mt. Porchia to attack from the other side. It
was foolish, the lieutenant reasoned, to attack the machine gun from the front. If they could get
around to the rear, the machine gun would be little trouble.

Lieutenant Munson warned the men to be quiet and not answer any shouts coming from the hill,
for the Germans had been yelling in English up on the mountain, trying to make the Amerieans
answer so that they would diselose their positions. The men had only gone a short way when there
was a shout from the mountainside. The company stopped and the voice again called to them and
asked them where they were going.

Lieutenant Munson called, ”Back to camp,” and the column moved on.
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The fields that Able Company had crossed to get to the mountain were taking a pounding. Shell
after shell exploded in the fields. Able Company would have to cross through the artillery fire to
reach Knox Avenue. Lieutenant Munson elected to follow the shelter of the base of the mountain to
the railroad, and then move down the railroad tracks to where they ended in Highway 48.

The company moved around the mountain fast. They were crossing a small knoll when there was
a blinding flash and a loud noise at the head of the column.

One of the Germans had thrown a grenade. As the grenade exploded, the flash momentarily blinded
Lt. Munson, and he was captured by an enemy patrol He turned to his men and called the warning
that sent his men into a skirmish line around the knoll. _

The men called in the darkness but there was no answer. They opened up with their M-1s and
sub-machine guns, but there was no answering fire. The grenade had landed near Lieutenant Munson
and sprayed shrapnel in his shoulder. He fe]l to the ground and pretended to be dead. The Germans
kicked him a few times, took his sub-machine gun, and ran back down the knoll. The licutenant waited
a while, picked up a carbine, and attempted to run. Able Company was moving up the knoll to try to
recapture their lieutenant. Cpl. Kobza saw a man dimly sneaking through the brush at his end of the
line. He dropped to the ground, and sighted down his rifle. He beld bis fire for a moment, trying to
find out if it was the lieutenant or not. He could not fire. He cursed softly and watched the man run
to cover. He never did find if it was the escaped lieutenant or a member of the German patrol.

Lieutenant Munson, dashed through the brush attempting to reach his company again, but he did
not know which direction to move. The Germans were on three sides of him, and Able Company
seemed to be advancing into a certain trap.

He bounced over a small knoll almost into the arms of two Germans. He brandished his carbine,
and the Germans threw up their hands. The lieutenant made his way back to the first aid station with
his prisoners, where he was sent back to have his wound tended. But Able Company was in trouble.
If they were not already encircled, they believed that they were now in a pocket with Germans on three
sides. The best route for them was to move in the direction that they had already taken. A path would
take them to the railroad tracks, and they could follow the tracks out.

Able Company had not moved far when a machine gun opened up, and there was the sound of rifle
fire on both flanks. Several men were hit by the machine gun. Able Company dropped to the ground
and opened fire. Sergeant Stern, near the center of the line, called for the Germans and Able Com-
pany to cease firing. He stood erect and told the Germans that they were encireled. There was a
pause, and then Stern continued to speak to the men in German. “’Come out,” he said, “we will not shoot
you. If you stay where you are, American troops in your rear will surround you in a few minutes.”

There was a short scuffle in the hushes ahead of Able Company, and then six Germans carrying
their machine guns, walked out.

Able Company found their wounded and placed guards over the prisoners and then made their way
to the road. There, an Infantry colonel found them and directed them back up the mountain again.

About ten o’clock in the morning, Charlie Company sent two volunteer parties to clear out the
snipers on the top of the mountain. Lt. Reardon went up on the right flank of Charlie Company and
with him were Sgt. Brahmer and Pfc. Duffy. To the left of Lt. Reardon went Lt. Thames and his party.
When Lt. Reardon’s men got a third of the way up the mountain they were pinned down by machine
gun fire. They lay there for a short while and then continued to work their way up behind the terraces.
It was about then that Lt. Thames spotted a machine gun which was about 300 yards away. He hurriedly
sat down behind some mesquite grass, zeroed in and fired, killing the sniper. Thames’ party then suc-
ceeded in flushing two more snipers. The Germans at that time, opened up at them from the crest of
the mountain. The3 returned the fire and succeeded in killing another, thus diverting the attention
of those on the crest from Lt. Reardon and his men.

The morning wore on, but there was no action on Porchia. The three companies lay in their posi-
tions, as an Infantry machine gun company came up to the mountain and set up at the base.. Then
orders began to reach the three companies. They were to move out at four in the afternoen and con-
solidate the mountain. Most of the men believed that if last night was any indication of how bad the
Germans wanted the mountain, the men of the 48th were in for a tough fight.
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CHAPTER IX

THE BLUE RIBBON

The three companies lined up abreast, and when the jump-off signal sounded, they began to move
up the hill, firing as they advanced. It was full afternoon, and a bright sun steamed at the frost of
the morning. The men moved around the rocks and passed through the hrush as the machine guns
below opened up over their heads. A few German riflemen and snipers tried to organize a resistance,
but they were speedily knocked out. Near the top, the going was tougher, and the tired men slipped
between the rocks with their guns ready. Some of the Germans did not attempt to fight. They stepped
out into the open with their hands above their heads.

Over on the right flank, Lieutenant Reardon was leading Charlie Company into the rocks where
they had fought off the German counter-attack the night before. Lieutenant Reardon slipped carefully
between the big rocks at first, and then turned and shouted to Lieutenant Thames who was nearing
the rocks with his platoon, ”Hey, Harry, come on up. There’s plenty of room. No one is up here.”
Lieutenant Thames and his platoon hurried to the top and outposted the rocks above. Charlie Com-
pany hurried to the crest of the hill and took up positions where they could have a clear field to fire
down the other side of the mountain.

Meanwhile, Able and Baker Companies were working abreast up the mountain. An 88 kept firing
at them, and came in every time the men bunched up. Finally some tank men saw a puff of smoke
coming from a house at the left rear of the mountain. The tankmen moved around to where they

could fire at the house and calmly put a round through the window. The Germans raced out of the house
and ran down the valley.

The companies up on the hill were meeting only scattered rifle fire and mortars as they
approached the top. They quickly crossed the sharp ridge of the mountain and moved down to posi-
tions on the other side. The Germans hegan to skim 88s over the ridge. The shells hroke on the far
side, and whistled over the heads of the crouching engineers to drop into the valley behind them.
After a while the shells dropped lower so that every now and then, a shell would break among their
positions with a loud roar. The men moved back to the top and took up positions on the far side
beneath the protection of the crest. There the shells would not hit them. Most of the shells were
whizzing several feet above their heads as the Germans tried for the ridge. Only a small outpost line
was held on top of the mountain. The men chosen to outpost the guard, dug holes hetween the rocks
and sweated out the shells that exploded into their positions.

Lieutenant Colonel Ringsack, who was the commanding officer of the 6th Armored Infantry, re-
quested that the 48th advise him on how to best lay cut fortified posilions su us to repulse strong Ger-

man counter-attacks that were expected. Immediately Colonel Goudpaster with Lieutenant Schowalter
went to the top of Mt. Porchia.

For a moment it seemed as if Colonel Goodpaster had a charmed life. For while he was at Porchia
a shell burst close to the window of the room at Battalion llcadquarters that he and Captain Van Campen
occupied. At that moment, Captain Van Campen was resting in his bed. Shrapnel whistled through
the window and pierced his foot. The colonel’s bed received the force of the shell, for his bed was
littered with shell fragments.
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Colonel Goodpaster was then busily engaged on Mt. Porchia laying out fortified positions. A mortar
shell broke close and shrapnel tore into his right shoulder. At the same moment, Colonel Ringsack was
so badly wounded that, it seemed improbable that he would live. Lieutenant Schowalter escaped un-
touched. Colonel Goodpaster, despite his wound, rendered first aid to the Infantry officer and saw
to it that he was evacuated. He and Lieutenant Schowalter then searched for the next in command and
spent several hours going over the defensive set-up. The colonel then made his way down the mountain
for treatment.

The men dug in for the first night. Although there was a rumor that they would be relieved during
the night, but as the sky grew dark, there was no line of reinforcements making their way across the
valley. The men prepared to spend another cold night on the mountain.

After 48 hours in the bitter cold, a number of the men had trench feet. Their shoes had been
soaked and the constant cold made them numb. The men walked without feeling to their foxholes,
-and lay shivering on the ground. Their strenuous climbing had made them thirsty. The only water
to be had was from the puddles that were in the bottom of the holes and mule tracks. They drank
it and shivered more. The night was without action. There was an occasional shell and one or two
snipers kept a steady fire on the outpost line. But most of the men were so tired that in spite of the
cold and the damp ground, they fell asleep in their holes. The guard was divided so that some of the
companies were constantly awake, and could give warning to the rest of the men if a German counter-
attack should materialize during the night.

The next morning, the Infantry walked to the positions with packs full of ”K rations. These
were issued to the men, who munched the dry crackers and the tasteless cheese as they watched the
sun come up.

Later in the day a couple of German planes came over Highway Six and the 48th watched the
show from grandstand seats as the airplanes skimmed over a bridge and dropped personnel bombs.
The men of the 48th wondered if they would be next, but after darting across the valley, the enemy
planes gained altitude over the mountains and moved away from the valley.

By afternoon, the men were so cold that they could hardly move. The Infantry had made the
climb again with fresh water and rations lor the 43th, but the two days of cold food had made them
all sick. They could hardly cat, and many of the men threw their rations away.

As the light began 1o Tade, a thin column of Infantry crossed the valley below, and moved up the
monntainside, ‘Fhe conmanders veported to the three engineer companies, and the relief was effected.

The +3th was going down.

When the companies reached their bivouac areas, casualties were considered severe. But men kept
coming in all day. Many of the men had been with the Infantry, or had been in positions on the hill-
side where they did not know about the relief, or had been involved in medical or other details. Many
of the men were hospitalized for trench feet and pneumonia from the effects of the three icy January
nights on the mountain-top.

It had been a tough battle for the 48th. In the past two weeks, a fresh outfit, had constructed a
road which was a final test, under fire, of every possible job that combat engineers could do. Then a
few nights later, they had acted as assault infantry to take a hill against all types of Infantry weapons.
The crack Hermann Goering Division was the flower of the German Army - -and the 48th had heaten

them,

‘ From here the 48th dropped back to Ceprani for 48 hours to lick its wounds and reorganize. The
men were given new equipment to replace that which had heen lost on the mountain, and they had a
day’s rest from the tough fight they had passed through. Many of the men had gone for three days
and nights without sleep, and all of the men had been three days without warm food.

For this action on Mt. Porchia the 48th received the Presidential Citation which reads as follows:

"THE 43TH ENGINEER COMBAT BATTALION is cited for its outstanding performance of duty
in action against the enemy, during the assault on Mount Porchia, Italy, between 4 January and
§ January 1944.  As part of an engineer combat-group, this hattalion was assigned the mission of
opening and maintaining axial supply routes for a task force assault to capture and occupy an enemy
totntain stronghold. The 48th Engineer Combat Battalion not only performed its normal engineer-
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ing tasks under fire from a fiercely resisting enemy, but also attacked as infantry during bitter fight-
ing to secure the objective. During the engagement a gap déveloped on the left flank of the task force,
and the engineers courageously fought to secure this flank and prevent enemy penetration. As the
attack progressed, infantry losses were severe, and all reserves had been committed to action in the
effort to destroy enemy resistance. All companies of the 43th Engineer Combat Battalion were then
committed to action as infantry in the final and successful assault to drive the enemy from the task
force objective. The courage and fighting determination exhibited by the officers and men of the 48th
Engineer Combat Battalion were vital factors in the successful accomplishment of the task force mission,
and their performance reflects the heroic traditions of The Corps of Engineers.” By command of
Lieutenant General Clark,

Then the men moved back to Highway 48 to give it the maintenance that it needed so badly during
the three days that the 48th had been taken off. Also to take over Highway Six from the 235th
Engineers who, too, were in need of reorganization.

Soon after Mt. Porchia, 96 replacements arrived to fill up the ranks of the companies. Almost a
hundred men had been lost through wounds and trench feet on the mountain.

After three days, the roughly cut by-passes had been churned into furrows by the tracks of the
passing armor, and the shelling had ripped huge craters in the road surface.

With Mt. Porchia gone, the Germaus had pulled back a mile to Mt. Trocchio, and the road had to
be built forward around Mt. Porchia. The men attacked Obstacle 13, which had been started and stop-
ped a dozen times, and licked it in one day. There was another half mile of track to he swept and ties
to be lifted. Then the bulldozers pushed away the earth and the graders moved up and down to
smooth off the crown. :

The 48th worked down the road in places where they could not have gone before. Now the moun-
tain was our friend, for it hid a lot of the road from the Germans. The end of the road near the CP
buildings at Mignano was no longer under observed fire. The Germans would throw an interdictory
shell every so often at the crossroads of Mignano, and drop a searching barrage into the British bivouac
area off the highway, but the road was more free of the endless barrages that had settled over the
area while the men were engaged in the first work of converting the road into a highway.

The winter was making work difficult. The men were frozen on the trucks when they reached the
sites, and were glad to get to work and move about. Their heavy clothing made working difficult, and
they were clumsy when they handled the culvért sections or attempted to run cables around the stalled
British vehicles in the long by-passes.

Many of the men, at this time, were receiving passes to Naples for a day, or to Caserta for five
days. Both towns were a relief for the soldiers, for somehow it did not seem so cold in the towns as
it did in the valley of Cassino.

The main feature of Caserta was the King’s Palace, a ranging square monument, that took up a
great portion of the town. ‘

Caserta was a nice town as far as Italian towns go. It lacked the glamour of a big city, but it had
almost everything that a man on pass could desire.

Most of the soldiers merely used the palace as a landmark to find their way back to the King’s
Stables where they were quartered for their rest period. It was a waste of space and stone to many
of us.

Caserta had many small shops where the soldiers would pay outrageous prices for small souveniers
to send home. The stores had almost everything we could ask for. There were small rings engraved
with “Naples,” "Cassino” or "Caserta” or "Pompeii,” and the visiting soldier could take his choice.
Then there were shell bracelets and millions of cameos. Cameos were in all sizes, shapes and d=serip-
tions. Some of them good, some of them bad, but ail of them were expensive. ‘

A GI bar was on one corner at the square, where the thirsty soldiers could stop for vino and red
wine, before exploring the rest of the town.

The main thing about the rest center wasn’t Caserta or the things that could be done there. It was
the rest. It was wonderful to know that for five whole days you would not hear the screaming shells,
and that you would spend the night in a building far in the rear, with nothing other than an occasional
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air raid to worry about. To most of the frontline soldiers, an air raid was a very good show and had
a movie beat. There was a-lot of difference in a good air raid and a shelling. Somehow, an air raid
wasn’t something to be afraid of. It was just a chance to let people far back in the rear know that a war
was going on up the valley.

Many of the men at the Caserta Rest Center would stay in Caserta for about two days to rest up,
and then take the next couple of days in Naples. At this time Naples was the main attraction in all of
Italy. There was no other town that could compare with Naples.

“See Naples and Die” the Italians would tell us. Whether they were talking about the effects of a
one week stay or the terrific odor that permeated from the closely-packed endless rows of houses, we
never did determine. But to some extent, they were partially right.

Naples is a beautiful place from a distance, but like the many paintings that picture the scene, it is
spoiled by a closer inspection.

The city lies comfortably on a curving stretch of land that stretches from Sorrento past the Isle
of Capri to Pouzzouli, where the land dips away from the sea. The purple mass of Mt. Vesuvius, rising
behind the town, provides an unrivaled background for the blue-green sea that leads to the white
houses with their red roofs, The whole thing is splashed with color, not gaudily, but with solid
whites and reds and blues trimmed against the deep purple of Vesuvius and the grey cloud of haze
that hangs perpetually above the mountain.

The Italians tried to make Naples live up to its reputation. There is an attempt at a park along the
water edge near Santa Lucia, but the famous fishing wharves were no longer romantic to the
visiting Gls.

Via Roma was far more romantic. The bustling afterncon crowd included a large proportion of the
attractive Neapolitan women, made famous by the old bards, who never did try Times Square in
Manhattan,

But the side streets provided the visiting soldiers on a day pass with amusement. Little kids in
broken English would surround the unwary soldier with offers of, "Hey Joe, champagne? You wanta
eat? -~ got bifsteak, potatoes, cognac?” and offered a variety of other wares.

Most GIs were content to spend a comfortable afternoon and a great deal of cash enjoying the
hospitality of some Italian family. Or else we could pound the streets, buy watches and shawls in the
thousands of tiny shops, or just look in an amateur sort of way for whatever adventure might be in store
in some part of the city where there weren’t quite so many soldiers looking for adventure, too.

‘There was a Red Cross club that attracted a lot of attention as a meeting place, and a snack bar
where we could get some coffee and a conple of cakes, but the Italian houses were far more popular
for a spaghetti dinner.
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Then, too, there were three movies in town. Most of us came a long way, and passes were some
what rare, so we preferred wandering than to spending the afternoon in a movie. But the afternoon
shows were always packed, and there was a long line for the evening performance:

But for the most part, the Via Roma, held some sort of spell over the Americans. The street would
be a mass of brown during the afternoons, as the soldiers threated their way going no where in par-
ticular.

After two or three visits, most of us had connections for amusement and dinner. Each of us knew
one or two houses somewhere in town where therewas a fair menu and the family knew us.

But the main [eature of Naples were its kids ... ragged, dirty, and in all sizes, who pounced upon -
the soldier with pleas for bonbons and chewing gum, and entreaties to visit his house, where there
were all manner of good things to eat and do.

No sooner would we climb over the side of the trnck, than the kids would swarm about us,
dragging us, pulling us, and begging us to go with them. They were a travelling Baedecker as a street
directory. They knew shart cuts and streets that were off limits and streets that were on. They
would lead us through alleys and liouses, across terrvaces, and up and down steps, urging us on with
cries about how swell it was at their house.

The Americans would have been lost without the kids.

The houses were filthy, but the people were happy and the streets were narrow and twisting. The
place had a horrible odor that permeated the whole city, and it was hot in the summer time and cold
in the winter, and there wasn’t much to do that wasn’t "Off Limits.” The prices in the stores were
exaggerated, the cognac and vino were bad, and the women were below our American standard of
beauty, but nevertheless they were still pretty. But a pass to Naples was as coveted among the 48th
as a bottle of red wine, and welcome as a package from home.

The 48th was keeping the Cassino Valley open for traffic. Highway Six and Highway 48 required
constant work. As the tanks and supply trucks needed more of Highway 48, the road was extended
to meet their needs. As the tanks would move up a hundred yards every two weeks there would be
another hundred yards of railroad track to tear up and mines to be swept, as well as an occasional
culvert,

The last culvert that Able Company completed was a tough one. The site was bad in the first place,
and everything seemed to go wrong there until the job was finished.

When the company arrived at the site, there was a lot of water backed up by the railroad embank-
ment and the blocked culvert, which had not permitted the water to drain. Drift wood had floated to
the small opening that the water had made i in the embankment, and the logs were piled up at the site
with debris built up behind them.

Able Company’s first job was to permit the water that had been dammed up to drain so that the
men could get down into the crater and work on the culvert. It was a cold wet job, for the men had to
get down in the water and loosen the logs so that the water could drain through the embankment.
At first the men thought that the site would need only one culvert, but it was finally decided that the
gap was far too long. Two culverts would be needed.

The men swept the shoulders thoroughly for mines, but none were found. The mine sweeping crew
then finished sweeping the embankments and reported that there were no mines, so the bulldozer was
ordered to move up. The first scoop of earth that the dozer took rolled a fat, black tellermine out
of the road. Luckily it did not explode, and the men quickly disarmed it. After that, the men worked
tensely, for they were afraid that the bulldozer might find another mine that the sweepmg crew could
not {ind.

The road level of the culvert had dropped below water level, and the men had to smooth out the
road surface, working in water half way up to their knees.

The men were just about sure that everything had gone wrong that possibly could, when a couple
of German planes began to circle the site. The men dispersed and awaited the bombs, but they did
ol come, However, a few aerial bursts broke over the site just to make the men more uncomfortable.

'The men decided that if they dug out the ground from where the water was spilling over the road,
they could piece their culverts, and then push the banks over the culverts with the bulldozer. This
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would make a gentle slope leading to the culvert, and there would be at least two solid feet of earth
over the top of the culverts.

Accordingly, the men splashed down into the water, and after a lot of hard work, most of the water
was splashing through a cut in the embankment. The men crawled out of the chilly water and moved
toward the culvert sections. All that they would have to do now was drop in the culvert and cave in
the banks.

Suddenly with a sliding crash, the entire bank slid downward and the rock and dirt rolled into

Eth_e: cut which the men had shovelled.

There was nothing to do now except shovel out every bit of dirt and try it over again. Besides that,
their plan of toppling the bank into the cut was gone. Now they would have to haul gravel to fill the
site.

The trucks were sent for gravel, and the men splashed once more into the water to dig out the bank
which had tumbled into the cut. After much hard digging, the cut was clear again, and the culvert
was placed. The gravel trucks poured their loads on top of the culvert and the bulldozer moved over
the finished culvert to complete the job.

The new culverts were much higher than the original culverts of the railroad, and even after that
there was a small lake along Highway 48.

The tanks and artillery were continually asking for by-passes as they maneuvered for firing
positions in the valley. Often the by-passes contained only the faint suggestion of a road, and the
path would have to be built over the soggy marshes of the lowlands in the valley. One of the best
methods of building & road was to wrap bundles of saplings together to make corduroy. These bundles
would be distributed over the ground, and then gravel would be thrown on the bundles to fill in the
rough spots and make the road a bit more even. After traffic passed over the corduroy for some while,
the road would make a reasonably hard surface.

Baker Company was called out on a by-pass job on the night of January 12th. The men heard
rumors that they would work during the night, and the rumors were always bad. There was a tank
by-pass needed right under the German’s nosz far up on Highway 6. At dusk, the 1st and 3rd platoons
of Baker Company loaded up and reached the site by seven o’clock in the evening. However, by nine
o'clock the officers realized that the task was too great for the two platoons and the 2nd platoon was
called up from Knox Avenue. It was a nice night to work, if the nights could be nice, mostly because
there was hardly any moon, and the hills that the Germans held were just dark blurs against the
blackness of the night. The men thought it would be a good job. The trucks carrying the corduroy
drove to the site, and the men unloaded them. They then began laying it. Everything went along fine
until eleven o’clock when the moon rose, and cast a brilliant white light over the entire valley. The
men now had more light, and they could see what they were doing. They had grown confident that
the Germans either could not seec them from their POHlthl‘lS or for some reason were conserving their
ammuunition for the night.

That was a bad mistake, for about ten minutes after the moon rose, the first shell came in, It
screamed towards the corduroy, and crunched about five feet from the road. Lieutenant Kincer and
Corporal Snodgrass were injured by bits of shrapnel. Sergeant Lucas, who was the closest to the
bursting shell, was dazed by the concussion and his nose and face were all bloody. The men scattered
and hit the ground. They knew that more shells would follow. They did not have long to wait, for the
next shell came in with a terrifying shriek that made the men’s nerves as tight as piano strings. After
a few more shells came in the barrage ended as abruptly as it had started, and alter a minute interval,
the men began work again. This time the men were alert and kept one ear open for orders and the
other open for the low whistle that would give them a second to hit the ground.

Soon a barrage settled again on the area and the order was given to load up and return to camp.

The next night Baker Company tried it again. The night was dark and the visibility poor. The
men worked hurriedly with the cordyroy, and it soon looked as though the by-pass would be com-
pleted. But a half hour after the men of Baker Company had started, the shells began to scream in '
again. After some debate, the officers decided that it was enough work for one night, as the Germans
would soon cause more casualties if the men worked any longer.
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Baker Company loaded up again, and resolved to finish the job the third night. The tankers said
that they would need the road the following night, so the men of Baker Company reahzed that they
would have to finish the road no matter how severe the shelling might become.

The third night, the number of men needed for the job was cut to a'minimum and the men returned
to the job once more. The men worked for an hour watching the fateful hill behind them and
measured in their minds the amount of work yet to be done against the time when the moon would
come over the mountain. All was quiet and still as the road continued. The men knew that it was
getting near the hour when the moon would rise.

Suddenly, the valley was flooded with hght as the moon broke through the clouds. For a split
second, all work stopped. Then it began again. The men strained their ears for the first whistle of
the incoming shells. The hours wore on, and the men were tense and nervous from listening for the
expected shells. More and more rolls of corduroy were laid, and when the last truck rolled up, they
were beginning to wonder what would happen. The last rolls were laid, and still there was no fire. The
road was completed with time to spare, and tanks rolled across to their appointed positions.

The 48th, in the Liri Valley, continued to work and wait and wonder when the monastery would
fall. The Infantry advanced across the valley between Porchia and Trocchio. They had a tough fight
going up Trocchio, but finally, that too was taken. Now there was nothing but the Rapido River and
the Monestary Hill to keep them from spreading out up the Liri Valley. Obstacles 13, 14, 15, 16, and
17 were completed as the 48th kept pace with the Infantry, and continued to make the change from
railroad to express highway along Highway 48.

At one time, Able Company located 39 mines under the gravel along the railroad bed. They thought
it was clear and sent a bulldozer up. The bulldozer found the 40th, and the roadgrader following, found
the 41st. The men were badly shaken up and slightly scratched, but the only casualties were the
pieces of equipment which were out of operation for some time after contact with tellermines,

The entire roadbed had to be swept for mines almost by hand. The men would fix bayonets to the
end of their rifles and move along slowly, probing each step into the gravel of the roadbed. A signal
man stepped on the three-prong igniter of an S-mine and bent it over without it going off, and another
group of Infantrymen wandered into a group of S-mines and almiost all were casualties. Pfc. Brissette
from Able Company, was probing for mines, and stood with his feet apart when one of his buddies
called to him not to move. Between his feet, was a tellermine. .

An occasional aerial burst sprayed the men at work, and the mterdlctory fire wauld fall on all of
the work sites periodically. As soon as a shell hit, the 48th would load up their shovels and move over
to the spot with a truckload of gravel and fill up the crater. The supply and ammunition trucks were
using the road now, and the 48th kept its fingers crossed that a shell would never hit one of these
vehicles, for they could imagine a lot of hard work filling up the hole. :

The 48th settled down to hard work while the rumers of  attacks and counter-attacks and
successes and defeats piled up in the news from home. But the 48th could see the same battle-line
every morning up on Highway 48. The frozen men settled down in the snow te griping and wondering
when they would get it-now or later. ‘

The Rapido River was about forty feet wide at the end of the railroad where Highway 48 was
working to the banks. It was a sluggish stream during the winter, and often it was iced over com-

pletely. It wasn’t quite cold encugh during the latter part of January to coat the surface with ice,

and there was enough water coming from the mountains to make it a little more swift than usual.
The Rapido was a natural tank obstacle, and the Infantry patrols that did get across, had to wade
the water both ways. Most often, the patrols’did not come back, for the Germans covered the far side
with fire and there were extensive mine belts across the entire valley. The Rapido lay in the center of
No Man’s Land, and marked perhaps, the dividing line for patrol activity. For a long while the Ameri-
cans were dug in on the forward slope of Trogchio near the base, and were willing to watch the Ger-
mans on the other side of the river and keep them away from any mischief on'the friendly side. The
Germans were pretty well content to remain on Monastery Hill and Mt, Cairo and watch the Ameri-
cans in the valley below. They felt safe behind the river and their minefields, but they realized that
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they could never relax their vigilance too much, or the Americans might attempt to cross the Rapido
in strength.

So the Rapido became a patrol landmark for over a month, as both sides would probe both banks
with patrols and drop an occasional star shell flare over the river to trap any patrol that mlght be
operating along its banks.

The Americans were depending on dug-in tanks for artﬂlery in their forward area, and the tanks
would fire either direct or indirect fire on the German positions. There was a constant duel in the
valley between the tanks behind Trocchio and the German 88s in their concealed positions behind
Cairo. Eventually the valley took on the appearance of hot asphalt as the scars grew across the
valley until there was hardly a foot of space that had not felt the impact of artillery. The earth
turned to a cluster of brown mud holes and the fields became pitted with craters.

“Cassino was in a state of stalemate and neither side seemed to be able to do anything about it. The
German patrols would pass through the American patrols and sometimes they would meet and there
would be casualties. Other times they would pass unnoticed, and the German patrols would get behind
Mt. Trocchio down Highway 48, and sometimes the American patrols would get almost into Cassino.

The Americans reasoned that if they could get tanks across the Rapido they could support some
of their patrols, and get into the town itself. The Rapido was not very deep. If its depth were only
two or three feet less, it would be no obstacle at all for the American tanks.

There was a stone revetment that kept the Rapido in its course, for after a heavy rain, the waters
would rise as the swift mountain streams drained the area, until it threatened to flood the valley. The
Italians had lime rock walls on both sides so that the water could rise and be retained within the
walls,

The tankers and the engmeers were talking. If the tankers could get a foot or so of bottom in the
river, and find a way of going over the walls, they could get their artillery on the other side. The
engineers thought that they could blow the walls into the river which would solve both problems
simultaneously.

Lieutenant Munson went up one day to take a Iook An Infantry sergeant led him through the
outpost lines. When they reached the Rapido at Highway Six and were working out some rapid
caleulations, a machine gun opened up on them from the other side of the river. There was only one
thing to do and they did it. They dove head first into the icy water and went down to escape the
machine gun as it played into the water above them. They half swaimn, half floated downstream where
the river bent back into the American lines. Then they struggled up the bank into the brisk wind,
anid made their way back to the Infantry line across the snow.

Lieutenant Munson reported that the walls could be blown, He thought that he could do it with

“one squad. They could pass through the Infantry and move to the site. Then they could work quietly
and prepare the charges. At a signal, they ‘would blow the walls and the tankers could run a couple of
tanks across supported by Infantry.

The second squad of the first platoon of Able Company was chosen for the job, and they schooled
themselves in the landmarks of the terrain that they would follow. The TNT was moved to within two
hundred yards of the site at night, and then the following night, the men moved up. They had barely
reached the spot when a flare raced upward and burst. Everyone froze, but the Germans saw them.
There was an instant chatter of machine guns as the men raced for cover. Then the mortars opened
up and the men moved back. They had made too much noise that night. They would have to try
again,

The second night, the men had dropped into the water, and were prepared to carry their charges
to the other side, when the same thing happened.

The third night, Lieutenant Munson had arranged for Infantry support. A patrol would cross
ahead and outpost the site while the engineers made trips hack and forth through the iey water with
the TNT.

The men slipped into the water and swam across with their loads of explosive. Then they dug

‘holes and tamped the large charges into the bank. The leads were brought back to the near shore,
and the squad brought up the rest of the explosives. The charges were buried and the squad retreated

88



G2 =

P i s

T




to a safe distance. They moved a long distance down the road, and then twisted the detonator.
‘A huge flash sent rock and gravel racing upward, as the walls bounced into the water. Instantly every
gun in the German Army zeroed in on the spot, for the Rapido was a sore spot. Everything from
mortars to 240mm banged away at the site as the squad scuttled down the road.

Pfc. Spears, on returning to the company, was questioned as to how he had felt while doing this
job. This job had been his first combat assignment as well as for Pvt. Arter, Pvt. Shepard and Pvt.
Arcure, They had just recently come in as replacements. Spears said, "We were wondering what was
going to happen next. I wanted to stay near "Doc” Boye, because he was a medic. Lt. Munson was
laughing and saying, "This will surprise the hell out of the Jerries.” That pepped me up. The
moment finally came when we set the charge off. The enemy threw everything at us. I had to go
back with the lieutenant to see what kind of a job we had done. Lt. Munson said, "It is a swell job,
well done’.”

Meanwhile, the 753rd Tank Battalion were in readiness bebind Mt. Trocchio. Captain Schowalter,
our operations officer and Colonel Goodpaster were waiting for word from Able Company. Just then
the Germans threw in a concentrated barrage. A piece of shrapnel pierced Colonel Goodpaster in the
right shoulder and disabled him so that he was never to return to command the 48th again.

When Able Company brought word back that the tankers could now cross, the tankers told them
that they would not cross that night as things were too disrupted by the shelling. It was too hot to
attempt it.

It was a couple of nights later when Major McCarthy, the new commanding officer of the 48th,
instructed Lieutenant Munson to report to Company C of the 753rd Tank Battalion and lead them to
where Munson had blown the walls of the Rapido.

It wasn’t until midnight when they found the tankers who were nervously waiting for them. Sgt.
Stern and Pvt. Coutz volunteered to go ahead of the tankers. As they were making their way towards
the Rapido they met a platoon of the 100th Infantry which had been given the mission of outposting
the site where the tanks were to cross.

As the tanks attempted to make the crossing the Jerries must have had the site zeroed in for
everything opened up at them. The tanks succeeded in backing out. But they had taken a beating.
There were small gaping holes in the side of the tanks and the shrapnel had loosened much of the
metal riveted on the tanks, for it was hanging loose. The tanks driving back up Highway Six could
be heard for miles and the Germans kept walking shells up and down the highway, trying to search
out the tanks. :

When Able Company inspected the site to see why the tanks had not succeeded, they found that
the shells that had landed directly on the site, had cut the side towards the Jerries straight away
forming an almost perfect tank trap.
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CHAPTER X

THE GERVARO ROAD

During the long cold days of January and February, all three companies were assigned work on a
frontline axial supply route which was unaffectionately called the “’Cervaro Road.” Where it began
and where it eventually did end, only heaven and the records knew, but the torturous mountain path
was headed in that general direction. When the company would be given a road maintenance assign-
ment on a cold January day, the men would mumble a few freezing curses in the direction of Cervaro.
The steady rain during the month left the road in the same condition over night, no matter how much
work was done during the day. At best, the road was a little better than a two-way mule trail.

Every day, the 48th trucks would pass the same sights. By the end of February, the men knew
every twist and turn along the route. They could measure the exact distance between San Vittore and
San Pietro in yards or steps or shovelfuls of gravel. The men knew the exact location of every gun
“ in the valley. They knew where the ack-ack was concealed and where the TDs were hidden at the

roadside. Every artillery piece was an old friend, and -the men would look at the guns a couple of
times a week to see if they were still there or if they had been hit.

The artillery seemed to pay a special tribute to the 48th, for every time the trucks passed, it seemed
that all of the roadside guns would lay in a simultaneous barrage on the town of Cassino or ring the
monastery with fire. The men would curse and swear at the serenade, but the guns would be for-
gotten when the truck hit the next bump in the road. The heat of their profanity would be turned
on the bump in the road and the truck driver would be accused of hitting it on purpose. He obviously
knew it was there, for he had been over the road a thousand times.

Then the company stretch of road would come into view; the same stretch of road that seemed to

© get no hetter or no worse no matter how much work was done on it. Sometimes in the morning, there
would be a new crater in the center of the road. It would be in the same spot the next day, for the
Germans did not change their guns often, either. Every day would bring the same tasks.

The drainage ditch would have to be cleaned out again, for during the night in the blackout
driving, a truck was sure to go off the shoulder and block up the ditch with mud and gravel. Then
the revetment would have to be repaired for the next night; a careless driver would probably ruin
that, too. The mud would have to be scraped off the road and some gravel spread over the spot.

Likely as not, all the work was done in the rain. It was irritating rain, that dripped gently down
the back of our helmets and sent cold chills racing down our spines. Then there were puddles that
would soak our socks and make us miserable. Our army raincoats were good for three hours, and then
we may as well have taken them off, for the water would pass right through them and chill us,

Somewhere down the line in a dried river bed, the gravel pit would be working full blast, and the
gravel would be loaded into the trucks. Occasionally the shovel would break, and then we would go to
the pit and load gravel by hand. These times were welcomed, for this broke the monotony of road
maintenance.

We made the ”Cervaro Road” into some sort of a game in which we always lost, but it made the
gravel spilling just a little less irritating. There was always a sense of competition between the
platvons. A sergeant or lieutenant would always be yelling, “Let’s go men, the third platoon loaded
43 loads yesterday, let’s see if we can make it 45 today.” So we would all pitch in and try to load
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Path of Destruction

45 loads of gravel just for our officer. Life was just one shovelful of gravel after another, and one
truck after another. We didn’t count time by the hours or by days, but by truckloads of gravel on
”Cervaro Road.”

Sometimes there were little funny things that happened, but it was hard to laugh. We were sick
of it all. But we did stop work long enough to watch what was happening.

One time almost all the gravel had been unsed, so a TNT charge was planted to blow out some more.
After a half hour, the hole was dug and the demolition was set. As soon as the leads. were brought
down we scattered, yelling, "Fire in the hole”. Suddenly around the bend in the road came ten
truckloads of French soldiers. We quickly flagged them to a stop and told them to take cover. Butno
manner of pleadmg, explaining, or gcsturcs in sign ]anguat"e could make them understand about the
blast. . - PO

‘There was about fifty pounds of TNT in the hole so it amounted to quite a big noise when it went
off. We divided our attention between watchmg the rocks sail upward and watching the French dive
from the trucks to the dirt. It was the greatest exhibition of speed we had cver seen.

- One day we were having chow along thé route to the gravel pit when a sheep came racing down
the dried river bed. We cheered it on but wondered why in the world it was running so fast. We did
not have long to wait, for a strapping bearded French soldier lollowed only a few yards behind
brandishing a murderous looking dagger. We could ull sce that it was only a matter of time when the
poor sheep would be the loser of the race. They passed oul of sight down the path, and a few minutes
later the Frenchman returned dragging the still form of the dmmal behind him. On his face, behind
ten days growth of heard, was a look of triumpl and a grin that threatened to split his face in two.
A lot of French Infantry had a hot dinner ol mutton that night. _
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British, French, New Zealanders and Americans. The road seemed to be an endless stream of vehlcles

" of all nationalities. Everyone had the same goal in mind - - that shining white monastery on the top of

the mountain,
The Sikhs were perhaps the most pmturesque of all. They were dressed in dark, somber umforms

" with a towel as their headdress. Their prized possession was a long curved knife that was always in

their belts. They were good soldiers, They would come walking or marching down the road with
their faces grim and determined. Rumor had it that their idea of fun, was to slip up on the sleeping
Germans and slit their throats. Their knives were not supposed to be replaced in their belts once they

* were drawn, without letting blood. They would often prick their own fingers when the knives were

drawn accidentally, helore replacing them.

The Ghoums werc strange soldiers too. They would pass smiling by in their long flowing robes, The
robes were in all colors and sizes and no two scemed to be alike. Their wives go everywhere except into
battle with them. The women are always close by, when the men are relieved from the lines.

Sometimes the road took on a tragic note for the mien of the 48th. There was one sharp turn, where
the Germans had complete observation on every truck as it went hy the corner. On February 15th, a
truck driven by T/5 Pedro was carrying men who had gone to church back to their work sites. They
were proceeding slowly because the road was in bad condition approaching “Hells Corner.” The
crowded men in the truck heard the shrill scream of an incoming shell and waited. They could do
nothing. The shell hit a few feet in front of the truck and showered everyone with shrapnel. Pedro
pulled the truek to the side of the road and everyone tried to pile out. Then another shell whistled
in before the men could move and landed in the center of the crowded men. There were eight

easualties.
K

Ghost Town
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Getting a Mouthful : Cleaning U

Pedro had managed to get out of the cab, and without a second glance he raced to the side of the
road, where men had bailed out of a jeep. He appropriated the jeep and raced down the road, heedless
of the shellfire that followed him. He found an ambulance along the road, and led it to the spot where
the truck was waiting on the corner. He helped the wounded into the ambulance, and then realized
for the first time, that he had been wounded in the hand. '

Day after day, the road would drag into the horrible monotony of the valley. We were constantly
on the same stretch of road in the same dirty weather. However, oceasionally, the sky would clear
and the sun would come out for a brief instant. The times when the sun would break out of hiding,
was an automatic ticket for us to watch an air show from our elevated positions on the hill across
from the monastery.

The first warning was a sort of dull droning that ever increased in tempo until the mountain
would vibrate with the sound. The planes would come in high and small against the clear sky. They
were shiny little spots of silver in the blue. They would move to the right of the Abbey, and then
nose over in an ear-splitting drone. They would come down with their machine guns spitting steel
until their target was centered, and then “Bombs Away’. Small, tiny objects would detach themselves
from the plane and hurtle towards the Abbey. Seconds later there would be a flash, a puff of ugly
black smoke, before the loud crash would thunder across to us. Then the smoke would clear away,

-and the Abbey would stand clear for the second plane to dive. Again and again the planes would
swoop low, drop their loads and be gone. Sometimes a patch of smoke would appear in close to the trail
“of one of the planes, signifying that one German gunner, at least, had worked up enough nerve to
crawl out of his foxhole and fire before he hurriedly retreated again.

We often wondered as we watched the show, why Jerry did not shoot at us more often. We were
in plain sight of the Germans, up high, directly across from the monastery. We thought that perhaps
he would study our faces through his glasses, and see our expressions. Il he did, he must have nodded
his head and ordered his artillery to shoot other places. Perhaps, in his gencrosity, he thought the 48th

~was having entirely too much trouble on the road without the added discomfort of dodging his
artillery. '

The Germans had probably met a common agreement. The ”Cervaro Road” was an ally of theirs.

- The Germans used to take advantage of the small breaks in the weather to send quick fighter
sweeps down over the valley. The Luftwaffe would sail down the valley, loop over Porchia and Lungo,
and dip down to strafe vehicles on Highway 48 or Ilighway 6. It was a frequent occurence and the
men were getting quite used to the quick target practice a diving plane afforded.
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During oné of those rare moments when the sun was lighting the valley brilliantly, Able Company
took advantage of the sunlight to relax for a moment and take the dampness out of their pup tents.
There were planes in the air, but Able Company did not give the faint drone of aircraft a second
thought. The German planes slipped over the mountain to the rear of Able Company and raced for
the flat land of the valley with a British Sp1tf1re on their tails. The planes were over and gone in a flash
but Able Company was tense after this incident. A few seconds later motors were heard in the distance
again, and soon the men saw five Messerschmidts moving high over the valley.

American ack-ack, British Bofors, and 50 caliber machine guns opened up on the planes as thongh
controlled by one trigger.

Lieutenant Finnegan and Sergeant Barker of Able Company raced to their half track and swung
the .50 caliber and the .30 caliber machine guns into position.

There was a crackling roar as the two men opened up on the planes and their bullets mingled with
the millions of others that were converging on the five aircraft. One plane disappeared smoking over
the hill, and another swept upward and the pilot bailed out. The other three flashed by and were
gone.

Suddenly Lt. Finnegan saw a movement high up in the air. He : swung his gun up and around and
nervously fired for several seconds, The tracers arched upward, and a few seconds later a crow crumpled
its wings and plunged for the valley.

Some say that Lt. Finnegan shot the crow and some say he didn’t. Some say he did it on purpose
and some say he was nervous. The final verdict remained a lasting argument in the company.

The tankers continued to fool around with the idea that if they could get tanks across the Rapido,
they could cause a great deal of damage. Elements of Able Company had dynamited the walls of the
embankment, but the tankers did not like the idea. They reasoned that if they could have a corduroy
road leading to the river, and if bundles were dumpedsinto the narrow stream, it would form a passage
long enough and good enough to get their tanks across the stream.

Now was a good time for an attack, for if the American tanks could cross the Rapido to the left of
Highway 48, they could drive the Germans across to Highway Six, where the French had hacked out
a salient up the ”Cervaro Road.”

Colonel Goodpaster and Lt. Carter took off on a recon of the stream bed of the Rapido in broad
daylight to search for a spot suitable (ur a tank crossing. The course they followed took them to the
right of Cassino,  Li. Carter said, "I expected to step on a mine at any moment or get blasted out by
artillery or even run into some Germans, but the colonel kept pressing on making notes on the route
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we had taken.” When they returned from the recon, Colonel Goodpaster contacted the tank com-
mander and told him the tanks could get to the Rapido and across. The Tank Commander was
skeptical at first and wanted to know why the colonel was so sure. Colonel Goodpaster snapped,
“Because 1 have just covered every foot of the ground!™ That convinced the tank commander and he
prepared to move out. '

All of the engineer units in the valley were enlisted in the corduroy crossing. The 19th, the 235th,
and the 109th as well as the 48th were to prepare bundles of corduroy and divide the road between
them. The road was to be built in a hurry, and then the last trucks would dump their loads in the Ra-
pido,.and the tanks would roll across the river on a road of wooden bundles.

- Charlie Company of the 48th was chosen for the job, and began to prepare bundles of corduroy until
there were many truckloads ready. It had been raining, and as usual, the valley was flooded. There
were from eight to ten inches of water and mud on the ground, and Charlie Company waded out into
the mud with their first bundles. Then as the road grew during the early hours of the night, the
engineer trucks would eross out on it and drop off their bundles at the end.

The Infantry was on one side of Charlie Company and the Germans were on the other, but for some
reason, the Germans did not fire. They were probably taken by surprise and could not afford to give
- their. positions away until they saw what was developing.

Twiee the Germans sent patrols. Once there was a patrol on the left, and another on the right of
Charlie Company, but they were both driven off by the Infantry. Apparently, the Germans could not
stand the suspense of what was happening out in front any longer. At first they sent a {cw exploring
shells, which developed into a barrage. The shells were landing in the soft mul amnd showering the
men. But the ground was so soft, that the shells did not explode. :

One of the shells did explode near Pvt. George Walsh, and he was severely wounded, but most of

the shells would go skimming across the ground, or bury themsclves with a hig splash.

Along the route were several tanks that had been knocked out belure on a previous attempt, and
Charlie Company piled their corduroy around them and passed them by.

Near daylight, the task was finished. The [l dashed up (o the river and threw in a double thick-
ness of the corduroy bundles. Seven tanks imace the {rip aeross and attacked the German positions,
from the unexpected left flank. The Grrmans were sueprised and retreated to the right, enabling the
French forces with their new saliend on the “Cervaro Road” to capture more than six hundred
prisoners. : '

The idea was a novel experiment, and as far ax we know it was never tried again at Cassino.
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MONTECASSINO ABBEY
By Courtesy of YANK, the Army Weekly, and Pvt. George Aaron



Cassino has been dimmed somewhat by the passing of time and the detailed reports of other great
battles like St. Lo and Bastogne, but it will never be dimmed in the minds of the American troops
that fought there.

. The dreary valley leading to the stark white monastery remains as clear to most of us as it was
during those months of January, February, Mareh, April, and May. Cassino was the focal point of the
world news then, for it seemed to us that the American Army consisted of the 3rd, the 34th, the 36th,
and the 45th Divisions. One division would relieve another with horrible monotony, and each would
launch an attack down across Purple Heart Valley, only to be driven back in frustration. It seemed
like there was only one engineer outfit too - - the 48th. For no matter who was holding the line, and

- where they would go, the 48th would still be in Mignano, San Vittore and Knox Avenue.

The lack of rest and the pitifully small American Army in Italy had us all down. We sat in the
snow and mud and shivered while we wondered whatever happened to the millions of men in England
who were going to make a ”Second Front.”

There were too many comfortable pictures of home, and the people were somehow not able to com-
prehend the terrific hardships that the American soldiers were going through that winter.

But we laughed and joked and froze and cursed and dug our trucks and tents into the good earth
that kept us warm at night and protected us during the day. .

We wrote endlessly and tried to think of things to say. We didn’t write to let people know how we -
were making out but just for the break in the dull monotony of the valley that a letter from home
.would bring. We harried the mail clerk until the letters were distributed and then sat and wondered
and worried if we weren’t among the lucky ones.

But the valley brought us all closer together-and helped to make us a working team. During the
long dull hours we would talk about anything. Everyone knew everyone else’s girl or wife and what he
did, and the fun he had back in the Bronx or $t. Louis or Terra Haute.

We found buddies and huddled around a candle or a gasoline stove and talked about what we used
to do or what we were going to do or what we ought to do...or just griped about whatever happened
to be the current injustice lately.

Or we would lie in our blankets and listen to the shells and the tanks moving up and back and the
wind and the snow. _

The freezing mornings were the worst. We would lie in bed and wonder whether it was worth
while getting up for the powdered eggs and cereal that would be cold by the time we found a sheltered
place to eat. .

Our one happy day was the Christmas turkey; but everyone had the stomach cramps the next
night.

¢ We couldn’t win and we couldn’t get out of that enclosure of mountains and we couldn’t get warm
and we couldn’t stand this army another month or we’d go bats.

We were tired, sore, cold, and low. Everyone was arguing about what the soldier was fighting for
and did he know. But we were so disgusted that we didn’t care if we knew.

There was always that dazzling white building on the top of that grey hill. Every morning it was

. there. It preyed on our minds and sunk low into our spirits. It would rain or it would smow or it
would be clear and cold and sloppy underfoot. But the building was always there. Even when it was
covered by the haze of snow or battle smoke, we could look at the hill and sec it, even if we couldrn’t
see the hill at all. _

There were three hills in the valley, Trocchio, Lungo, and Porchin, with llighway 6 going up one
side and Highway 48 on the other. At the bottom was Mignano and at the top, the Rapido River &.md
that damned mountain, That was our map. We didn’t nced any other. Any of us knew how to find
the railroad station or Knox Avenue, or Horseshoe Bend or Purple fleart Valley. We could tell it in
yards, feet, or miles. In the East were mountains, in the West were mountains, and we and three

" mountains in the middle. Three mountains, two HNighways, and three battered towns, Mignano, San
Vittore and San Pietro - - miles of shell holes and stinking brown-mud and the 48th Engineers.

When we got too disgusted with thinking we would go to Maria’s or Angelina’s over in the shattered
town of Mignano and drink some rotten vino.
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Or maybe we might get a pass to Caserta, not thirty miles away, where people wore campaign nb--
bons with stars on them, and there were movies and signorinas and vino.

But that is all we could do, unless we wanted to lose a month’s pay in a poker game or read Special
Service books to find out who murdered some guy. _

At night we could listen to the guns and figure “’that one went out, and that one came in.” Some-
times we didn’t have to figure. One barrage lifted the H& S officers’ tent into the trees and hit every
office in the CP. Another one plastered Able Company’s area from right to left.

But most of the time, it was just one or two guys, that got hit. Nothing sensational, just one or
two guys, or maybe three or four a week. Every three weeks the replacement truck would drive up
and ten or twelve clean soldiers would get out and mingle nervously among the dirty ones.

Some of the men of the 48th got hit doing something big like taking Mt. Porchia or bridging the Ra-
pido, and in the next month’s newspapers, there would be headlines. But most of the men got hurt
blasting rock, or sweeping roads or filling some sloppy hole with a shovelful of mud. There wasn’t
‘anything glorious about the way they got hurt.

But the replacements would come in and we would wonder who that guy was for a couple of days
and then get plastered with him some night and find out that he was all right and he had a lot to
worry about, too.

We wondered about the cigarette rations and whether we would have cold stew or hash for chow,
and why we didn’t have anything else, and about who was up for rotation and what happened to the
mail that wasn’t coming in, and if the next attack would take the town, and why they didn’t outflank
it, and when would the "SECOND FRONT” come and LORD, would it ever be over.

Cassino was a real war.
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Next to the CP building at the foot of the trail, a unit of French women ambulance drivers bivouaced.
They were very friendly at first and some of the men took over the diplomatic responsibility of being “good

. neighbors”. The French girls from Oran and Casablanca could speak a little English, and the men com-

pared notes on Oran and St. Dennis and their African adventures for a while. It was a refreshing sight for
the tired engineers, after a rugged climb up the dusty mountain, 1o see the lovely women reclining on the

" spolty grass of the mountain clearing. But the French girls preferred the company of the Ghonms and the

French officers of their unit far mare than the dusty engineers. The Ghoums worshipped the girls who
followed them in battle, and apparently, the girls admired the stout fighting qualities of the Ghoums.

Are yov Sure & 6
v,

Grobert? =Y

One American MP who was directing traffic up the mountai: lost contro! of himself and when he ordered

~a French nurse to stop her vehicle and she did not obey, he shot her, From that moment we could sense

a strong feeling of hostility between the nurses and the American soldiers. The nurses would tell the
Ghoums how we Americans had shot one of them. The way the Ghoums eyed us we felt that we were in
for trouble. That uight we doubled our guard.

The mule trains passing over the sharp tangled rock of the trail were constantly cutting the telephone
wires, that linked the companies and the dumps.  The mountain was just one long hike for the communica-
tions section men. They had hardly rested from their first night of crossing the mountain when the line was

- cut again.  They would move out, running along with the wire passing through their fingers, as they followed

the trail. The mules were constantly moving off the trail, and for some unknown reasons, they would jerk
straight up the mountainside, as if deliberately, to stamp out the telephone lines.
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The two men were tired from their long ride over
the hot dusty roads and their fruitless efforts to locate
mules. They turned their jeep around from the
valley and on to the ecirclicg road that led to the
mountain at Spigno. They were heaten and didn’t
know where to look. They had just turned the first
curve towards Spigno when they saw a long line of
mules slowly working their way up the mountain
road.

An Italian non-com walked at the head of the
column, Seiberling brought the jeep to a halt and
asked where the mules were going.

The Italians made it understood that the mules
were to report to Amerieans near Spigno, hut he didn’t
know the name of the umit. The two men lost little
time in convincing the Ttalian that the unit was the
Engineers working on the tough trail from Spigno.
The Italian was told to bring his train up the trail
and ask the oﬂ'icers.along the way if they needed
help.

After that, the 48th had more than enough mules
for the rest of our stay on Mt. Petrella.

Spigno was Ghoum territory. The happy French
territorials were pushing out far ahead of the main
hody of troops in the rugged mountain fighting. When
the Ghoums first reached Spigno,they appeared on the
mountain wearing the multi-colored bright hlankets
and shawls from the demolished Italian houses in the
rubbled town. They struck out across Mt. Petrella
and slipped through the mountains.

The Ghoums were supposed to receive a bounty for
the ears of German soldiers. They would eut off the
ears of each enemy soldier that they killed to offer as
proof to their officers. For a while, the 48th worried
about the fact that there might be some individuals
among the colorful desert fighters who might be
making a career out of the army, and we nervously
fingered our ears when the langhing hrown men smiled
at us. We were ordered to plaster adhesive tape over
our helmets, and wear tracing tape when we slept at
vight. The Ghoums hsad leen 1old that American

soldiers would have white on their helmets while the

Germans wonld not.  We took this word as law, and

we were wrapped in Iracing tape before we turned in
for the night. We placed our helmets carefully by
our heals, amd measured the visibility of the adhesive
tapee fram all angles, before we slipped intoe our
hedralls,

The Ghinns moved noiselessly among the shadows
during the night, and the guards started nervously at
cach fittle sound, but although we spent an uneasy
uight, the Ghoums didn’t bother our ears.



There was the constant cry, “Fire in the hole,”
which would sound faintly off in the distance at first,
then louder as other details passed the word along,
until all up and down the mule path the cry was
reechoed as the working parties took cover. Then
there would be a loud explosion and the rattle of
rocks clipping down the mountainside.

First came the outpost partiea along with men car-
rying rolls of tracing tape. They would recon the trail
aad find the shortest possible route. Then they would
push a nail through the tape, and hammer it into the
ground. Shortly after came the advance demolition
men who would hike along the trail until they found
a spot where the explosives would bhe necessary. They
would attack the spot with their picks and shovels
and dig a hole into the rock, clearing the way for the
demolition men. The demolition men would follow,
locking for the holes along the path. They would set
the demolition and take cover, shouting the warning
to the men below. Each working party below would
echo the cry all the way down the mountainside.
Behind the demolition party came the working parties
who cleared the underbrush and handled the hundreds
of tough details along the route. Following them were
the bulldozers which snorted and roared at the rock
and pushed the hillside away.

Behind the work parties were the ammunition
dumps and the supply parties. Then at the foot of
the mountain was the command post where the details
eriginated. The Communications Section was husily
hurrying about. . The 8.4 section was hucking the
traffic moving up with the dynamite and supplies.

On the morning of the second day, the men were
finding stretches of the trail where only mules could
carry the supplies. Jeeps and trailers tock the supplies
part of the way up the road to a forward duwnp, but
from there it was a back breaking job for the men to
carry them the rest of the way.

Sergeant Seiberling and Private Wynkoop were
detailed to find some mules. “We don’t care where
you get them or how you get them, but bring them
back,” the men were told.

The twe men atarted back down to the valley in a
jeep and began eircling out among the scattered farm
houses of the valley. All along the road, there were
dead mules, but the Germans had taken all of the
live ones with them. For miles, the men looked,
until they finally rpotted six mules far out by a farm-
house. Seiberling turned the jeep up the trail and
raced to the farm house. The six mules belonged to
an Infantry unit, and were diseased. They were going
to be ahot in the morning.




On The Trail



Somewhere far up the mountain, there was fighting,
for there were little groups of twenty to thirty pris-
oners being taken at a time, The prisoners were
collected along the side of the road, and then marched
dc?w;x ihrough men and equipment working on the
trail.

A hulldozer and road grader were urgently needed,
but they were hopelessly entangled in the heavy
traffic moving up the mountain road from Minturno.
The comparies would have te start in the morning
without the heavy equipment, and use hand shovels
to take the place of the hulldozer. This would take
time, and time was precious in this job. Colonel Swift
called Mr. Womble of 5-4 and told him, “Get the
other bulldozer from the Piper Cub Field that is using
it. Also collect up our other bulldozers. I don't care
what you have to do to get them.” That was the kind
of order Mr. Womble liked. He started immediately.
Late that same afternoon, when Mr. Womble came
with the heavy equipment to the turn whichk would
start up the long winding road te Spigno, he was
stopped by an MP who told him that his orders were
to let no heavy equipment go up the mountain roail.
“Orders my eye,” shouted Womble, “do as you please,
but my colonel’s orders are to get this equipment up
the mountain,” and np the mountain crept a grader,
three D-7 bulldozers and three R-4 dozers. Fifteen
jeeps and trailers that were attached to us as well
as some Alpine troops with their mules soon followed.
When the colonel heard this, he laughed, “Good job,
‘Womble.”

All three companies were on the trail as evening
approached. A plan was worked out so that the
companies could work on three seperate stretches of
the road and leapfrog each other as the road progress-
ed. The companies moved out, hiking with field
packs, for their stretches up the mountainside. It was
tough going, but the men passed through the mule
trains and refugees to reach their sites. They pitched
their tents and slept through the night. The morning
would bring a tough day.

Baker Company began at the first light of dawn
after a cold breakfast of “K” rations. The men began
"10 hack at the rough spots in the rock and shale with
their picks and shovels. ‘Other details started for the
bottom of the hill for dynamite and shaped charges.
When the detail returned, the explosive was set in
the prepared holes and blown. Baker Company had
a tough spot. All along the Baker streteh of road, the
“call was passed back, “Solid rock, send more explo-
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Spigno was an international crumhled mass of stone
and_ shattered wood where we could watch the world
pass by. There were French soldiers and their brave
women ambulance drivers, long lines of mules care-
fully tended by Italian Alpine troops. Then there
were strings of German prisoners coming down the
hills guarded sometimes by Americans and other
times by the French Ghoums, who would wave their
long cloaks to hurry the Germans along. In spite of
the rubble, and the strangeness of the war torn sur-
roundings of Spigno, the French would greet each
other with all the graces and formality as though they
had met along the main thoroughfare in Paris. The
French nurses reserved a frigid cordiality in meeting
the French officers and we would watch mystified as
they would shake hands and how, and then hurry onut
of the way of a passing jeep.

Meanwhile, Colonel Swift and a recon party had
traced a rongh route over the mountains. He reported
by radio *I am now at the top of the mountain on
reconnaissance of Petrella. Trail can he built but it
is tough. Able and Charlie Companies will start work
this afternoon.” The two eompanies moved to bivouacs
along the trail and hegan work immediately,

The trail was constantly in use. The Infantry was
being supplied by mule train, and the sure-footed
animals were picking their way up the twisting mule
trail during the afternoon and evening. When the
mules reached the working parties, the Engineers
would paunse hriefly to watch the Italians tug the pack
mules up the steep slopes.

Italian refugees had hidden in the hills high above
the town when the first momentum of the offensive
threatened to engulf the town. Now they were return-
ing in pitiful small groups that picked their way
slowly down the twisting trails to the shatiered town
at the foot of the mountain.

The refugees were a ragged lot. Their clothes were
tattered from their Hight through the brush, and dirty
after many days in the hiils. Many of the Italian
women and girls halanced their valuables on their
heads in wicker haskets that swayed gently from side
to side as they bounced lieedly over the rough rocks
of the trail,

Their legs were Dleeding from the rocks and
bhrambivs aleig the trail, and many of them were
withoual whoes,

Glunems along the trail waited for the small grounps
of refugees and then kept them moving hy waving
tlieir long black cloaks and shouting in their strange
lunguage. They langhed like happy children as the
frightened Ttalians ran down the path.



The communication men didn’t come in until near-
ly two in the morning, tired, wet, and dirty. They had
been pinned down once by amachine gun and a spiper
and had taken several pot shots at Lt. Williard as
he led his team up over the mountainside. But there

was communication over the mountain from Spigne -

~ 1o the rest of the army.

Lieutenant Williard asked the tired men if they
wanted to try to make Spigno that night. A straw
vote was taken, and the men elected to make the
town. They clambered aboard their truck and went
off down the road, in a tank harrage, to cross the
mountain during the night.

The truck reached the mountain road and was
starting up when a startled infantryman asked “What
are you doing here? There is a counterattack up
there. You car’t get through.” The men could hear
the sound of automatic weapons off dewn the road,
and the deep thud of a Browning Automatic Rifle.
The counterattack had carried momentarily across
the road, so the communication men elected to return
to the valley.

They had no sooner settled down in their sleeping
bags when a barrage setiled down on them. One shell
bhroke just outside the window of a room ocecupied hy
Cpl. Bob Forester, Sgt. Harold Rogers and two others.
The next morning, the wire team was able to cross
the road and take their truck around the twisting
road that wound its way up the mountainside to
Spigno. |

Meanwhile, a fire had started in Able Company’s
ammo dump and before it was put out, Ahle Company
had five casualties. Three of the casualties from the
flying shrapnel were cooka, so Able Company finished
the drive to Rome practically without cooks.

The open enthusiasm of the victory-flushed Amer-
ican and French soldiers at Spigno was infectious.
The Infantry was supposed to stop, but they refused
orders and pushed on. Now they were without food
and rations, somewhere in the mountain fastness.
Ohviously, somewhere ahead, the doughhoys were
doing a very creditable joh without the assistance of
phaselines and ohjectives.

It was a great day. We were rolling and the Ger-
mans were retreating. [t made up for that long winter
vhen we had lain near Cassino and Minturno and
hopéd and waited. Now we were almost running after
the Germans and Rome did not seem so far away.

This was an infeetious group of American kids wha
were winning a new game that someone had taught
them, and they were thrilled. They couldn’t be stop-
ped. They were on their way.
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heights of the mountains covered the half mile of
open space, and the Germans retreating from the
Winter Line formed here to defend the second range.

Every hour thst the Germans held the pass meant
another hour that the Germans further inlznd could
retreat up Highway Six and up the entire hoot of
Italy. Simultaneous attacks up the Liri Valley aleng
Highway Six along with strong pressure from the
English of the Eighth Army on the Eaatern coast
had the Germans reeling backward.

There were two main retreat routes. Highways Six
and Seven. The Germans were dashing up them as
fast as they could move out the cumbersome equip-
ment of their modern army. ,

Sinzce the pass was not going to fall easily by
direct assault, the Fifth planned to outflank it by
going over the mountains.

This was the 48th’s job.

Almost immediately, the compsnies loaded up, and
by evening, work had already started high up on the
mountain near Spigno, on the Spigno Road.

The Spigno Road was intended 1o croas mile-high
Mount Petrella and permit the Infantry to move
aronnd the pass to take the Germans hy surprise
several miles up Highway Seven when they attacked
from the unexpected direction.

The Infantry had hurried along without support
and were wiping out machine gun nests and snipers
Ligh in the mountains when the 48th arrived. Colonel
Swift looked at the huge expanse of mountain and
said to his officers, “It will he tough, hut we can
de it."” A :

Back at the CP that had been established in the
valley, a weeping, frightened, girl came dashing up
the twisting road. She had been attacked by a Ghoum
and her breast had been severely lacerated. Captain
Snider administered first aid o the frightened girl
aud bound up her wounds and beaten face.

The girl sat on the steps of the bnilding, and like
a frightened animal that has heen given shelter, refus-
cd to leave. The men of the 48th offered her “K™.
rations and candy and cigarettes. Presently she was
smiling and had a small heap of presents at her feet.

Meanwhile, the Communications Section had been
hiking over the mountain with their reels of wire,
and were expected in by ten at night. A guide was
left ‘at the- CP when the company pulled out for
Spigno, to wait for the tired team and take them
to Spigno. '

So the guide and the girl sat there in the valley
and listened to the rattle of small arms fire off. on
the mountainside as the company pulled out.
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German artillery was answering the batteries, feel-
ing out the strength that the Americans were gather-
ing for the second phase in the hattle. Now and
then the enemy shells would whistle overhead and
break on the slopes of the mountains or disappear
back into the Garigliane Valley behind us. Traffic
was slowed for a while, as the Germans threw shells
at the valley road, hut after the barrage lifted, the
crowded traffic working to the heigths was permitted
to filter down the road to the vallcy network that
led toward the second barrier.

Down below, the Infantry was fighting through the
plains. They had been fighting for three days now
through the worst type of battle, and they were tired,
hut they had the Germans running now and they
were anxious to press the advantage.

The ianks were pushing slowly up the roads in all
directions, taking advantage of the gentle rolling
plain that seperated the two mountain ranges. The
Infantry had started the Germans backward, and if
they could get moving faster there would be many
enemy casualties and heaps of wrecked vehicles lining
the road that marks a rolling victory and a costly
retreat for the enemy.

The Infantry, although they had passed through
three days of fire that had changed them almost
overnight from green troops to veterans, hurried on.

During the early hours of evening, they halted at
the foot of the second range of mountains and dug
little holes into the sides of the roads.

Fresh regiments took up the fight from there, and
the Infantry infiltrated through into the mountains
during the late aftercoon, and continved to press for-
ward during the night. By afternoon, the 48th had
crossed the first range of mountains and paused in a
forward command post in the valley. Patrols passed
over the roads to complete reconnaisance over the
valley, and by late afternoom, Spigno, was reported
cleared.

Meanwhile, Colonel Swift informed his staff offi-
cers that a supply trail was needed over the moun.
tains at once.

The valley extended laterally from east to west,
and the second range of high mountains formed a
barrier across the whole of the peninsula. Near the
western coast, the mountains dipped almost into the
sca, but there was a distance of a half mile from
the water to the range that terminated in a flat plain.
Through this plain ran the famous Via Appia, High-
way Seven.

The Germans held there and no amount of fighting
seemed to be able to move them. Fire from the






CIIAPTER X1V

THE SPIGNO TRAIL

No sooner had we reached our new bivonac when the tempo wae speeded up. Captain Foley left with a
mine clearing squad for the vicinity of the mountain town of Spigno to clear an area for a hivomac. At
0115 in the morning, the Battalion moved out. The early morning air was so dampish that odor seemed
to cling. Every once in a while we’d go through an area that had the most heavenly scent of lilaes; the
next few minutes we'd pass through an area that had the festering, decaying odor of dead men and hotses.
The towns of Minturno and St. Maria were stinking, crumhled masses.

The first squad, second platoon of Baker Company was proceeding up the road following what they
thought was another vehicle out of our convoy, when they were forced practically off the road by another
truck coming from the opposite direction. Just as they were making their way back on the road there
wae a deafening explosion and the truck rocked crazily. They had hit a tellermine. When the smoke cleared
zway the truck and trailer would never be used again. The men had suffered, too, there were four casualties,
One of the men, Pvi. Mendy, never came back to the ontfit; the others, suffering from ghock mostly, came
back in a few days.

The Garigliano was a tiny stream lined with a tangle of blown walls and gutted honses. We swept
over a smoked Bailey and plunged into the route of the new advance.

The road into the Winter Line was a mass of vehicles and men as the army moved forward. Miles of
vehicles clung hopefully to the mountainsides and waited, while somewhere up the liﬁe, there was a
traffic jam. Off in the north, there was another line mountains, and friendly artillery at the top of the
first newly-won ground was firing sporadically. The shells broke on the far slopes of the second line of
the German defense, and now and then the Germans would answer.

Some of the men that travelled that route during daylight hours counld see, along the sides of the roads,
new tanks, with their white stars still glistening. They were hardly a month from America but they lay on
their sides, or with their guns pointed at crazy angles where they had been knocked cut hy mines or enemy
artillery. The tanks testified to the bitter fighting that had characterized the first days of the new campaign
as the green divisions, fresh from the States, assanlted the positions of the much vaunted Winter Line.

There was a forwad aid station, rocked by shells, and scarred with shrapnel. Outside stood two or three
litters with a trace of dull red. The debris of war was along the road. There were endless little pieces of
equipment that the Infantry loses in battle, There were muddy, empty “K” ration cartons and canteens,
leggins, and now and then the shattered stock of a rifle. There were comhat packs piled high in places
where they had not as yet been picked up, and over all, there were clips from Mausers mingled with clips
from American M-ls. The ground was riddled with mortar craters and the trees were stripped of their bran.
ches. It was a sweet sickening spring day, and the 48th was Lack in the war again.

The Germans fought hard, and made the advancing Fifth Army pay bitterly for its ground. The new

divisions were fighting hard with all the spirit that they had lnilt np through their months of training
and they were proving what they had learneil in their {iest actian,
The furious battle continued over the mouniain chain, aud Ly the third day, the Germans were delay-

ing across the valley. The eager Infantry swept forward from the heights and the artillery moved in to

support the fight for the second mountain harricr,
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Through the months of March and April, and the early parts of May while the 48th was resting and
experimenting behind the lines, the front had remained stabilized. Cassino had held and Minturno
was still a hotspot. After the abortive attack of March 15th, when the Allied Armies had thrown
together everything at Cassino and it had held, there were no other great operations. The lines
settled down to waiting out the winter, while the Fifth Army brought up supplies for the spring.
There were rumors at first that later changed to fact, that there were two more divisions in Italy - the
88th and the 85th, The two divisions would work in the Minturno Sector. That meant the 48th would

work with them, and we were curious about how the new outfits would stand up. Everything pointed
to a real drive during May, and the 48(h felt that that they would be in it again shortly.

We missed the 45th, the Bedd, 1he 3600 and the 34th of the Cassino Valley, but we liked the idea of
starting a new operation with new divisions. We had grown weary of the stubborn fight in the valley.

On the thirteenth of May. 8-2 spent o sleepl-ss night. The section was told to prepare a huge map
of the Minturno scetor 1o be used by Colonel Swilt ot a leciure the following afternoon. The entire
section worked through the nighi. andd by abuost ooy the map wiis veady.

There was a Battadion review by ( olonel Swill, and the wen gathrred around a movie serecn in a”
near-by field. The map had heen placed on the sereen, and hung, towering above Golonel Swift,

Colonel Swill Tirst reviewed the history of the 48th for the men wul peaised them for their fine
work in the Cassine Valles, Then he tuemed to the map, and explained the -coming operations. The
map showed the twa paraliel rontes, [lighways Six, and Seven, that led up two valleys to Rome. The
attack would follow the two valicys with the objective as Rome. The 48th would share in the attack in

the Minturno Sretor, and would shortly move into position. “The mountain jeep trail,” the colonel
said, "is an indication ol same of the work that we will be doing.” The colonel thanked the men for
the long hours that they had worked to make the demonstration of the Snake and Tramway a success.
Based largely un the experiments and conclusions of the 48th Engineers, the Snake was acceptzd for
practical purposes by the army, while the iramway was returned for improvements.

On May cleventh, the big attack pushed off, anvl the fresh doughboys of the new divisions crossed
the Minturno and struggled for a foothold on the German Winter Line. For three days, the mountain
barrier held fast, and the bitterly contested ground changed hands many times.

On the Fifteenth of May, the 48th moved to an assembly area a few miles south .of Minturno on a
flat plain. During the night the entire Battalion was treated to one of the greatest air spectacles we
. had ever scen. Offshore, a heavily laden convoy was moving towards Anzio with reinforcements and
~ supplies. The convoy was close to shore and was heading up the coast, when German night raiders
appearcd. Both the anti-aircraft batteries on water, and those on land combined their attack on the
raiders, and the gky was filled with blood red dots that moved slowly upward.

Oflshore, there was the erunch of bombs, and the sky flared as the searchlights moved across the
heavens. Perhaps a ship was burning for the sky was red in the west. It burned dully for hours.
More and more raiders took the place of those who had dropped t thelr bombs and left, and the ack-ack
converged where the searchlights pointed.

i1t was a tremendous thing, for the raiders would pass over our heads with the trail of tracers
following, and then head out to sea. There would be the frightening sound of an airplane roaring in
a dive, the crunch of bombs, and then the white flash or brick red glow of the bomb itself. Meanwhile,
the yellowish white fingers of the searchlights would move across the sky, and the lines of red would
follow them.

The 48th spent the night watching as the battle moved slowly northward through the night. It was
a preview of things to come for the 48th.
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Every afternoon, a truck from each company left for nearby Speed}’ Beach, operated by Second
Corps, on the shore of the Tyrrhenian Sea.

Speedy Beach was a little chunk of home to a lot of the men of the 48th. The bright warm sand
and the sparkling blue water of the Tyrrhenian were enough to make most of us forget Cassino and
the war for a couple of hours.. A few miles up the road, a.Bailey Bridge was smoked to conceal it from
shellfire, and every now and then-a -thump bf-guns would boom -across: the roar of the surf. But
somchow the war seemed a lot further away than a couple of miles up the road.

Somewhere out there was home - - a lot clossr now. Soon the push would be on and Jerry would be
running and the war would be over.

The loudspeakers droned Benny Goodman and a cheerful chatter came from the volleyball court.
Just like home only there were no women on the beach. That is all the place lacked. If there had been
women in bright bathing suits, and maybe a couple of guys walking up and down the beach selling hot
dogs or.newspapers, the spot would have been identical to one at home. But the sand was warm and
the water swell, and this was the closest place to home we had found yet.

It was great to lie there and be warm all over and listen to the band and just think and dream.

The 48th was in a new sector now; the Cassino Valley was many miles to the right. But there was a
real war here, too. Ahout ten miles from the bivouac site at Selice was the war-torn town of Min-
turno, and behind it the towering mountains of the German’s Winter Line. The Germans held in this
sector, too. And in spite of many attacks that carried across.the Garigliano River and through the town,
the territory of the mountains was still very much disputed, and the Americans had made little or no
progress through the winter.

=far Enovgk, Grobert I'4
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There were a great many meore bottlenecks that had to be ironed out in the Tramway before it
could be assembled. There was an endless stream of trouble. Some pieces were not made right, thus
trouble was encountered splicing the cables together, and plenty of trouble pounding stakes into almost
solid rock. These and many more difficulties stood before us to bar our way to completion. There
were countless times when the work was at a standstill and the common thought running through
everyone’s mind was, “Fort Belvoir didn’t try tpo hard on this one,” ”Send it back to Belvoir” or
*Belvoir couldn’t do it themselves so they sent it over here to get rid of it.”” It was a bunch of mad
engineers who lost their sleep over this experiment.

Then the dawn broke through and it was complete. Next came the trial ran. But even here we
were doomed to have trouble. The cargo carrier was attached, and with the tramway motor racing, it
began to ascend. About half way up the mountain we saw it press the cables down and bounce along
the ground. The motor was instantly stopped and everyone put their heads together to get a solution
to this one. The only solution was to tighten up the cables but even that couldn’t be done. For if the
cables were tightened up anymore the pull exerted would lift the ”dead man” out of the ground. It
was finally decided to take the ponderous cargo carrier off and in its place put an improvised cargo
carrier made from an oil drum. After it was done, much to our amazement it worked.

Finally after all flaws were taken out, the official exhibition was held. It was a proud day for us,
and all the mashed fingers, backaches, and sore muscles were forgotten in the excitement of the
exhibition. General Keyes was there to extend his congratulations on a job well done. Then we knew
that our work had not been in vain. That in the future those attempting to assemble a tramway would
have the fruits of our labor, and so save much manpower and many manhours.

Able Company continued to struggle with the tough jeep trail to the observation post on Mt. Massico.
The route wound around the mountain over a torturous mule trail that twisted through the rock to
the mountain top. Able Company used Italian mules and Alpine troops to haul their supplies to the top,
and struggled with the stubborn mules and the temperamental Italians in a race against time to com-
plete the road. Able Company blasted the rock and worked the bulldozers high on the mountainside.
Slowly the trail progressed, and Able Company watched the schedule. The men wondered why they
were taking training in trails and whether they would have to build another one again. They knew
that there was a reason for their training and they wondered what it was. They guessed that some day
in the near future they might have to build a trail, they worked hard and wondered, Charlie Company
took a hand in the trail so that they could get a little experience in the rush job.

But the rest period was not all work and training, there were vino parties and passes. Every after-
noon, there were ball games, and inter-company volleyball games. '

Duars The Genernd Dunk "Em
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The Snake Goes Up Final Proof

When we first got there we just stood for a moment and gazed in wonder at the immense mountain
they had picked for this try-out. Then the work commenced.  The first step was to level of a spot for
the towers. It was a fairly simple job at the bottom but as we got into the mountain itself we found
it was practically all solid rock and necessitated blasting. So as promptly as the TNT arrived charges
-were set and blown. Even then most of the work had to be done by the gruelling hand method. Picks
and sledges were used to literally beat a smooth spot in the mountain for the first tower, and there
were two others to contend with. Next came the transportation difficulties. The tramway parts were
not heavy but they were clumsy, and it was a job tying them on the mules, There were parts that
could be transported by one miulé and there were big parts that could only be transported by two
mules could not work in close harmony, and they would buck and try to shed the -parts. So they
would have to be unloaded and two other mules selected. Then there were cases of lost equipment
coming up and all hours of the day men would be seen traveling the length and breadth of the
mountain looking for a lost bolt.

We began to suspect at this time, that this was going to be a very troublesome ]0])

The construction of the towers, offered some problem, too. When we constructed it before, it was
on level ground and with the use of ropes, raised it up. But here on the mountainside there were no
level spots or smooth places. What had to be used here was manpower and manpower alone. All day
and all night long the constant call of “Lay hold, heave it up,” could be heard drifting across the
countryside. At the end of the first day muscles were sore from lifting, and legs aching from con-
stantly traversing the mountain.

The biggest headache, though, was the cables. There were four cables; iwo were of a certain size,
and two of another dimension, and they had to be connected to cach tower. As the cable was unwound
the men would catch hold of it and start up the mountain until finally there were about fifty men climb-

ing with the cable. Up, up, up they went dragging the enble amd every step they took the cable grew
heavier. Finally with everyone sweating profuscly, they reae hed the last tower, looped. it through and
began their downward trek. It was a job, but aftes an hour of steady dragging they reached the bottom:.
That they thought would be the end of their dilticaltics with the cables. For the rest of the cables
could be hrought up by means of this one eable. They were wrong. The following cables became. so
hopelessly entangled that they had to he detached and the whole torturous process done over again.
Cpl. Hanson who was an expert oo eable splicing, was called in from the 5-3 section to help.
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S Colonel Swift, and . . . ' The Snake

A demonstration field was picked just outside of the town of Selice, and the Snake was hauled to
the area. The first M-2 Snake to arrive in the European Theatre of Operations was an item of much
curiosity among the engineer officers, and on the 1st of May, more then four hundred officers, which
included three generals, had gathered in the area at Selice to witness the demonstration.

When the Snake was detonated, a long path was blown across the minefield. Mines as far as fifteen
feet from the path were detonated. Then the tank rode through the gap to prove that the Snake had
detonated all of the mines.

An anti-personnel minefield was laid, and the men of the 48th demonstrated the use of primacord
attached to a rifle grenade. The explosive primacord was shot across the field with a rifle grenade and
then it was detonated. The explosive force made a discernible path across the field which enabled the
probers to quickly clear a path.

The officers gathered about the great length of the crater of the Snake and asked questions of the
men who had worked on the primacord

Colonel Swift rode on a weapons® carrier which had been fitted with an amplifying system by the
Communications Section, and narrated the experiments and explained the equipment as the demon-

stration progressed.
After the Snake and the Primacord demonstrations, the officers moved a few hundred yards down

the road to the site of the Aerial Tramway.

It was during the early part of our rest and training period that Baker Company first received a
shipment of gigantic boxes with the strange label Aerial Tramway”. Although everyone tried to guess
what it was no one seemed to know. Some said it was a new type bridge, others claimed it was a
treadway for an airport, and still others believed it was a new transportation device. But as yet it was
just rumors and wishful thinking. Then presently it was unveiled; it was a new device to bring supplies -
up through meuntainous country and bring the wounded down. It was huilt alung the lines of a ski-
lift. We didn’t, at that time, know all the headaches, and backaches we would experience with it; all
we knew at that time, that here was something new and interesting. There were -absolutely no notes
on it and all the flaws were to be worked out by the 48th. There were some blueprints from the

manufacturer, but nothing else. We were to make the official test overseas on rough terrain.

The next day the crates were ripped open on the ficld in {ront ol our bivouac area. The pieces
were taken out of the boxes, and we began to assembie jt. It reminded us of a.giant jig-saw puzzle,
pieces that didn’t fit one place would be taken off and tried somewhere else. That day, we assembled
it and tore it down just to get the feel of it and to get & little acquainted with its construction.

‘Then a few days later official constroction began on Mt. Massico. To assist us in carrying up the
parts was a platoon of Italian Alpine troops with their mules. ’
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CHAPTER Xini

REST, SNAKES, AND TRAMWAYS

Airola was a small town tucked between towering mountains far from the war and excitement of
the valley. It was spring when we moved and the days were getting warmer and longer. The valley
was sunny and the rainy season had passed. The men of the 48th settled down into a hard-earned rest
period of relaxation.

There was a training schedule, but everyone agreed it was just enough to make us remember that
we were still in the army. There were twenty percent passes to Caserta every day, and a lot of men
went to nearby Benevento.

Every night there was a session at ”Pittsburgh Joe’s” aeross the 'dusty road from our bivouac
area. Joe had worked in America for the National Biseuit Company in Pittsburgh, and he was anxious
to exchange views with his former neighbors,

Joe sold good wine, and his customers were many. His house was conveniently located to the men
of the 48th, and his ample cellar was filled with enough to supply the needs of the thirsty engineers,
tHis house became a popular meeting place in the town,

There was an Italian theatre in town, and although it played American movies several times a week,
a lot ol us went in to see an Italian show. We were amazed to see our American film stars apparently
letting go with some pretty good Italian. We kept watching the actors’ faces contort when the talking
stopped, and we got a kick ont of the sudden hurried burst of speech as an actor flashed across the screen
in the process of drinking a enp ol collce.

Charlie Company stayed in the Cassino Valley for a few days with the tankers, and then ]omed the
rest ul’ us in Airola in time for a big parade. General Keyes presented medals and decorations won
during our stay in Cassino, and told the men, "The more individual awards a unit receives, the better
over all, the unit becomes,” The 48th had become well known in the valley, and the combat troops of

“Cassino respected the hard-bitten engineers of the 48th. Highway 48, the attack on Montecassino, and

Mt. Porchia were subject of many tales that passed through to the United States from the soldiers and
from the correspondents in the valley.

On the 10th of April the Battalion moved from Airola to the vicinity of Mt. Massico on the western
coast of Italy in the Minturnoe sector. We pitched pup tents under cover of trees near the small town
ol Selice. 1t was a sleepy place, and the men were beginning to like the idea of staying behind the lines,
There were more passes, and a volley ball league was started. The 48th was playing and they were
beginning to enjoy life again.

While at Selice, the 48th was assigned experiments with new engineer equipment. Charlic Com-
pany picked up a load of rippled steel plates that amazed them at first. Then they hegan to tie the
plates together according to the manual of the new M-2 Spake.

Mueanwhile Baker Company began work on an Aerial Tramway up the side of the towering Mt.
Alassico,

Abl: Company began to pound out a ]eep trail up the rocky side of the mountain further along the
ridue,

A demonstration of the new equipment was planned for the 1st of May, and the companies rushed
through the latter half of April to perfect and experiment with the new equipment.
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A delicious rumor floated around the tired companies’ areas. The 48th was going back for a rest.
For a long while after the March 15th attack, there was nothing that could make us feel good. We had
given our last ounce of strength and will to put our hearts into the last big fight to get out of the valley,
and we had failed. .

Through the ranks there was a sense of despair. We had tried everything we had, but it had not
been enough. We were licked in the valley, and we knew it.

But the rumor heartened us. Rest would be a wonderful thing. If only we could get out of these
mountains that were closing in on us... if only, for a few days we could get away from this feeling
that the next night would bring the shells screaming into our bivouacs,

Private Gromalski heard the rumor and was happy. He was so happy that he started over to
Mignane for a bottle of wine to celebrate. He bought the bottle and was returning to his area to find
his buddies so that everyone could celebrate the fact that we were leaving the mountains and the sea
of mud.

He was crossing the area when a shell came in. He was dead before his buddies could get him to
the aid station. '

On March 24th, at 0330, the 48th left the Cassino Valley and convoyed to Aircla. In all, the 48th
Engineers had been at Cassino for 104 days with the exception of two days when we pulled back to
Ceprani after the Infantry assault on Mt. Porchia. During this time we had lost almost all of our top
commanders. Colonel Goodpaster, Major Fullerton, Executive Officer, Captain Van Campen, Battalion
Engineer, and many of the other officers had been hospitalized. During the 48th’s stay in the valley,
the 48th had four commanders: Colonel Goodpaster, Major Winger, Colonel McCarthy and finally
Colonel Swift. ‘

But the day we left the valley, it was the same as it had ever been. At 1245, enemy bombers hit the
second Bailey Bridge that we had constructed over the Rapido before Cassino. At 1800, enemy aircraft
flew low over the bivouac area and H& S Company opened fire with the machine guns mounted on
their trucks. . .

Even as the trucks gathered speed through the night and we hurried away from the valley we
worried about the shells. We did not consider ourselves safe until we were a long way from the valley.
Our first combat assignment had been given us on the 16th of October, ten days after we landed in
Italy, and we were a tired lot. The 104 days at Cassino had been almost a little too much.

AT
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That night, Graham Hovey of the International News Service happened to be with our Charlie
Company. He was taken up to Cassino by Captain Mark Reardon and his jeep driver, Corporal Earl
Hall. Hovey writes, ”I walked down Highway Six to hell tonight.” Hovey tells the story how he, Hall,
and Captain Reardon rode a jeep to the Bailey Bridge on the way to Cassino. Then they walked in
the darkness where death lurked in every shadow or came with a screaming German shell.

Hovey said, 1 looked around. We seemed to be in some kind of a square. There secemed to be
one fairly intaet building on the left and nothing but occasional white walls anywhere else. The bulk
of Mount Cassino loomed up, it seemed only a few yards off.”

”A few tanks and a handful of soldiers were standing guard as stretcher bearers labored through
the rubble with their burdens.”

"We waded through plaster and mud to a cavelike hole. I almost tripped over the body of a soldier
near the entrance. Then we got down on our hands and knees and crawled through a tunnel. My steel
helmet scraped the tunnel roof, but I didn’t think it was that sound that made shivers run up my spine.”

“Finally we stood erect again and by the light of a lantern I saw that we were in the cellar of a
ruined building. Wounded men lay all over the place. Most of them were sniper casualties. They
smoked and said little or nothing. It’s true that wounded men don’t cry.”

That same night, Pfc. St. Julian and Private Elliot of Able Company were guarding the Bailey
Bridge equipment across the Rapido. It was about one o’clock in the morning and the Germans had
thrown in an unusual heavy barrage near the equipment, so the two men decided to crawl into a fox
hole. They had just about settled in the hole when Lieutenant Snyder drove up, and finding the men
in the fox hole he started to chew them out. St. Julian, his teeth chattering and his body shaking all
over, just managed to say, "They’re- - - shelling,” when, "Wham,” a shell exploded nearby. With
arms and legs in motion the lieutenant dove into the hole with the men. The three men huddled in
the fox hole and sweated out the heavy barrage that followed. After alet-up in the shelling, Lieutenant
Snyder said, "Maybe you better stay put, but keep a sharp lookout.”

On the night of March 17th, we were ordered to build the sister bridge, a hundred yards north of
the present Bailey Bridge. Baker Company was to construet the bridge. Two layers of double thick-
ness corduroy were laid, to make vehicular traffic to the site possible. At about 0330 in the morning,
Baker Company blew two walls at the site so as to make construction possible. To divert the enemy’s
attention, a heavy artillery barrage was to open up at the same time. But this was snafued for the
timing of the explosion and barrage was not synchronized. As a result, shelling was persistent around
the site. Work however, progressed until first light at which time Colonel Swift ordered everyone
back.

Next evening, Baker Company continued to work on the approaches and at 2400 hours Able Gom-
pany began construction. The site was being shelled by heavy artillery. A number of the shells fell
into the Rapido River; the banks gave some protection to the men. A little past midnight, Lieutenant
O’Leary and Sergeant Schreiner were wounded by shrapnel and were evacuated immediately. The
whole atmosphere was electrified with a tenseness and expectaney of something forboding. Captain
Munson in aligning the bridge, kept whispering to his men in a fatherly tone, "Now men, all together,
push - -a little more, a little more.” Despite the shelling the men responded with all they had. Every
few minutes the Germans would shoot a flare overhead. The men would freeze: you could see a cold
grimness in their faces. The flare dimmed; we began again. Colonel McCarthy, then commanding officer
of the 1108th Engineer Combat Group, eame with Colonel Swift to the site. Alter taking to the ground

several times, he was more than willing to give his approval tv move (he mea back. In spite of
everything the Bailey Bridge had been put across the Rupido River (hat night. It was now 0330, the
moon had come out making observation by the enemy possible. Stringers, chest and ribands still had
to be put on. This was accomplished in very short order, carly the following evening.

To reeall to your mind the actual magnitude of the job accomplished under as difficult combat
conditions as possible - - here is what the count restaled on the second Bailey Bridge. Ninety loads of
gravel and 355 rolls of eorduroy hadl been wsed on the 280 yards of road approaches to the bridge.
One 36 foot culvert was completed on thé near sicks al two 14 foat culverts on the far side.

This was the Tale af the Twin Bridlges that opened the way to the very heart of Cassino itself.
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The men were hard at work when Colonel Swift came to the site and stood silently watching. Ser-
" geant Goeétz saw him. He, too, had never met the colonel before. . He came over to th_e: _gol_one] and in
an authoritative tone said, "If your detail isn’t working, get out of the way.”

‘When work first started everyone was quiet and cautious. At every sound the men would whisper,

"Quiet, don’t make any noise.” A hard rubber hammer was used to pound in the panel pins. But
after an hour, a sledge hammer was substituted for time was at a premium. The noise would resound
so that the men were jittery, expecting at any moment a concentrated barrage on the site. The sound
of the big guns must have drowned out the noise of the hammer. Then every so often the Germans
would drop two or three flares down near the bridge site. You could see the sweat c¢n the men’s faces
and the rain dripping from their helmets as the men froze. Just at 0505, as first light was creeping
in, the colonel sent this message to the New Zealand Corps, “Bridge completed " Colonel Hanson, Corps
Engineer Officer, knew only too well what those two words implied. He sent a message back to Colonel
Swift, ”Will you convey my congratulations to all ranks who worked on the task last night.”

But Cassino was not yet ours. The Second New Zealand, the 4th Indian, and the 78th British
Divisions supported by all the armor of Combat Command Baker had not as yet succeeded in taking
Cassino and the high ground to the west. The Germans had clung tenaciously and bad contested every
inch of the ground.

At 0915 on the second day of the attack, the Indians started to storm the monastery. At 1122, Ger-

man planes swooped down on the bridge but the 534th AAA was waiting. The crew bailed out as a
plane went down in flames. While the men werTe eating chow at noon-time, twelve Jerry planes came
- towards the bridge but the 534th AAA again warded them off.
At 1430, Captain Foley, who was in the Operations Section of Group, phoned that the bridge was
still intact. A few tanks had crossed and were going towards Cassino. He ordered our companies to
stand by in readiness. At 1600, the Germans attempted to knock out the bridge by lobbing meortar
shells into it. Private Kron was wounded during this barrage. The bridge was the thorn in the Ger-
man’s side. When the barrage cleared up, the bridge was still in. In the meantime, we were busy
preparing for the building of a twin bridge across the Rapido. Lieutenant Hollar, who went out to check
if the bridge was still in, decided that he would make his way into Cassino. The whole valley was
screened with smoke. While looking around in Cassino, he came face to face with General Mark
Clark, who asked him who had built the bridge across the Rapido River. What seemed to trouble
the General most was that he could not locate the Infantry in Cassino.-

The quarry at the Horseshoe Bend was to operate throughout the night. The 235th Engineers
had loaned us three bulldozers and with six of ours, we were ready to clear away the ruins of Cassino
and open the route for the tanks into the Liri Valley. But at 1905, a message arrived. “The Infantry
is not doing as well as was expected. Remain in alerted status.”

This Was Cass;'no
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After the Battle

During the time that Baker Company was clearing the way into Cassino, Able Company was
struggling against time to complete the Bailey Bridge. Colonel Swift had previously told Able Com-
pany to concentrate all its efforts on bridging the Rapido. He had requested that the 235th Engineers
bridge the Tank Road. It was several nights later while bridging this Tank Road, that the 235th
Engineers had nine men killed and forty-three wounded. A barrage had landed in the center of the
working party.

There was a gentle drizzle that made working uncomfortable and the men at the bridge site could
see the flashes of the shells as they came whizzing over their heads. Private Raphael, who had
recently joined the outfit, heard for the first time, a nebelwerfer shell as it came screaming in. He
quickly scrambled for cover and jumped into a bomb crater and almost drowned before the men could
pull him out. He lost his rifle and his helmet. Fortunately, the sheils would flop inty the soft mud
and sink in so that there was not too much shrapnel effect. Before the work could begin on the bridge,
two trucks and one jeep had to be rolied out of the way. About ten to liftecn dead soldiers had to be
moved to the roadside. Corporal Schrab stooped over to pick up a gunny sack with panel pins. Instead,
he found that he was fingering a dead Ghoum. Then small arms tracers, which Lieutenant Finnegan
thought were from a Mauser, came whizzing over their heads. But work still progressed.in dead
earnest. The men started to whisper for panels. The panel erew was not to be found, for the truck
had been knocked out by shell fire on its way down Ilighway Six. Beside their own jobs, the men had

to pitch in and do the job of the panel crew as well. Then came another bit of disheartening news,
instead ol 70 feet of Bailey Bridge, 90 fect wuuld e necded. Several of our owh bombs had increased
the width ol the gap. It was now a fight againsi time. The men knew that the bridge had to be in
belore daylight lor to be eaught in front of Cassino al dawn would be no less than suicide.
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‘Capta'in Schowalter, then spoke to the colonel. He thought it best that we did not commit the
treadway on the Tank Road for the time being. The treadway would be urgently needed for the
alternate bridge that was to be built next to the Bailey. The colone! listened thoughtfully. Yes,
Schowalter was right, so he sent orders down that the Tank Road was not to be bridged. In the mean-
while, Captain Munson was very busy. The Tank Road was a narrow, well defiladed road that had two
very high banks that gave unusual protection. But to turn the vehicles around on it, even in the day-
light, woulld Le practieally impossible. Yet on this night, when you could not see four inches ahead
vehicle alter vehicle had to be cleared off and the bridge train had to be turned around. This
took twe full hours. Woukl Able Company have the time to get the bridge in before daylight? Colo-

el Swilt, greatly coneerned, went out to check how everything was progressing along the Tank Road.
[le was dressed like an enlisted man and did not bave his rank showing. He came across Lieutenant
Finnegan, who hal never before met the colonel, blurted out, "Will you get out of here so I can get

the work done?
At the same time, the |nu|"( train was moving slowly down H1ghway Six, a small German patrol

was cautiously making its way across the Rapido to the left of Highway Six and then headed towards
the highway to sce what was underway. When the New Zealand . Infantry outposts caught sight of
them, they opened up with their machine guns. The enemy patrol retumed the fire, and then quickly
Fled.

It. wasn’t until midnight that the bridge train reached the bridgesite. The enemy must have had a
premonition that something was underway for they kept walking shells up and down Highway Six so
that by the time the bridge train had reached the site, three men had been hit by shrapnel.

With time so short Colonel Swift hurriedly decided that he would not wait until the bridge was in
before committing Baker Company. Baker Company was then ordered to clear their way into Cassino.
Pfe. Yeager said, "We from Baker Company were all prepared. We had stacks and stacks of corduroy
ready, mine detectors all set, demolitions prepared, bangalores ready and all trucks ready to haul
gravel. We had waited for darkness. It was a dark night but as we rode down Highway Six we saw
night turn into day as the shells burst on Monastery Hill, illuminating the surrounding terrain. We
pulled into our assembly area, set up our mine detectors and waited. We waited a little over four
hours and finally Colonel Swift’s orders came for us to proceed down Highway Six towards the Ra-
pido, We received our first shock of the night. The bridge was not in yet; we would have to wade across
the iey water. Invohuttarily, evervone shuddercd The first element to wade the icy waters was a
preliminary recon party consisting of Lieutenant Buckley, Lieutenant Jonah, Corporal Veronda, Cor-
poral Michel, Ple. Lute, Pfe. Savala, Pfc. Karlovich, Pfc. Howe and Private Murphy. The river at that
point was partially filled with rubble so it was about knee deep of gushing water. With this advance
party was some New Zealand Infantry, but they did not want to lead this recon party into Cassino.
As the party went along the road looking for barbed wire entanglements, the Infantry followed. The
road was filled with bomb craters and the barbed wire entanglements were torn up making the going
most difficult. They moved slowly and cautiously until they finally reached the crossroads Heavy
machine gun fire cracked the air. A pitched battle was going on just ahead. From the sound of it,
they reasoned that the Infantry was finding it plenty tough to gain control of the mountain. They
lay in a shell hole for awhile and then slowly made their way back to the Rapido where the minc
clearing detail had already started sweeping and probing for mines. The mine clearing work was
progressing satisfactorily. They finally reached “peach”. Each crossroad had been designated by a
code word and as each one was reached, headquarters had to be notified. ”We were then passing a
nwmber of blown trees, obviously used as a road block. With the limbs hanging everywhere, it made
sweeping extremely difficult. However, by probing carefully, we checked all the spots and then moved
right into Cassino. It was a ghost town; there was not a building standing anywhere - - just broken
hulks looming out in the pre-dawn darkness. We experienced a strange sensation walking into. this
Litterly contested town, but we could not get far because directly in froat of us was a bomb crater of
gignntic proportions. Two trucks could have easily been buried in it. It was useless to go any further
for the debris and earth was on the road almost two feet in depth. We turned off our mine detectors,
rciraced our steps and went back just as dawn was breaking.”
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Fire on the Mountain

At 1940, Captain Schowalter hurriedly came into the CP carrying a message from Major Currie.
”Send Sammy’s Boys when light is right.” This was a predetermined signal for us to get immediately -
into operation. Things began to bustle, Corporal Mallen was on the switch board and he quickly relayed
the message, "Send Sammy’s Boys when light is right.” Mallen repeated this message to the Supply
and the Medics. We were all tense, the moment had come at Iast. The drivers along the road were
in their cabs when the word was whispered from one to another, Send Sammy’s Boys when light is
right.” The motors were turned over, the bridge train started slowly and soon the great convoy was
underway. But up ahead something was wrong. There was great concern. Why did they not keezp
rolling? The drivers in the rear wondered what was happening ahead. ‘

Their only answer was a man running along the Tank Road towards the CP. Breathlessly, Captain
Munson entered the CP. Idis eyes, for a2 moment, were dazed by the candle light. He looked around.
Then Colonel Swift blared out, ”What in the world is wrong?” Captain Munson replicd, s he tried to

catch his breath, ”One of our bombers dropped a bomb and it has hit the Torward end of the Tank
Road. There is a 70 foot gap through which water is running.” Earlier that day, Able Company had
reconnoiterd the road. They had gone almost to the end of the Tank Road wlen thie Germans spotted
them and threw in a mortar barrage that had finally forced them to withdraw. They had reasoned that
the Tank Road was passable, for only the day before ihey hal seen ihe forward end.

Colomel Swift thought for a moment, and then ordered Munson to inumediately start getting his
bridge train back to Highway Six and down to the bridge site, "The big trouble was to get past the
other vehicles on the Tank Road which was but one wayv. In wldition, Captain Munson was to leave
a crew to gap the bomb crater with treadway. The captain hurried out to carry out these orders. At
the same time, Captain Folev left for the New Zealamd Corps Headguarters to inform them of this new

development.
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The Rapido, and . . . . . ‘ Montecassino Behind

The 43th’s mission simply read, ”To provide a crossing over the Rapido River at Highway 6 and
to open the route through Cassino for the passage of tanks.” On the completion of our bridge, Combat
Command Baker of the First Armored Division was to make a lightning thrust through the Cassino
bridgehead and exploit the Liri Valley to the west and southwest.

All watches were synchronized with the New Zealand Corps’ time. The night before the attack
the Communication Section had wired our forward CP with Supply, the Medics, and the cemetery where
Able Company would assemble. Also, wire was laid to the bridgesite. Captain Schowalter’s indtruc-
tions were to lay wire on both sides of the road so that if the shelling knocked out one side the other
side might still be intact,

Under cover of darkness, the 48th’s bridge trains began to move slowly up. The drivers’ eyes
were gradually becoming used to the darkness. A shell landed close by and knocked out one of Able
Company’s trucks. ¥Five men were wounded; two of them, Sergeant Manikko and Pfc. Pohja were so
badly wounded that they never returned to the outfit. At the German cemetery, the trucks turned left
and followed the Tank Road, which provided a defilade down to the assembly area near the Italian
cemetery. Following closely was the 534th AAA trucks that were to safeguard the bridge from air
attacks the moment it was in. Then came the trucks carrying men and ammo for the many tanks and
guns that were dispersed in the valley waiting for the bridge. Our corduroy and gravel trucks were
joined by ten trucks from the 235th Engineers that were fﬂled with gravel to be used on the by-pass
on the proposed treadway bridge. The ever growing convoy had swelled to an enormous proportion.
It seemed that all vehicles were headed for the Tank Road. The Tank Road was in the spotlight.
Everything was now in readiness.

Along the Tank Road, there were two small rooms in a lone house. One room was heing shared
with the New Zealanders and was the joint CP of the 1108th Engineer Group and the 48th Engineers.
Colonel McCarthy, Captain Foley, Captain Bowsher, Captain Flowers and other rank of the 1108th
Engineer Group were sprawled on the floor. Colonel Clark of the 235th Engincers, was there to give
whatever assistance was possible. From the 48th Engineers, there was Captain Van Campen,

Lieutenant Phelan and the liason officers from the respective line companies. Lieutenant Schubert
of the 534th AAA was also present. The rank was lightly jesting, reading by candlelight or munching
on a:K ration when Colonel Swift walked in. Colonel Swilt had just {lown over from the states to take
over the command of the 48th. It was his first day here andd he was faced with the mission of building
two bridges across the Rapido in front of Cassino. 'Phis wis no casy task even for a colonel that had
becn long in combat. Colonel Swift had not had the opportunity to meet most of his officers so an in-

troduction followed.
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girl stood, on a high bank hollering, "Momma mia”. 1 could see the forts over St. Marie. - The -bombs
landed in the town and in the valley between there and Yenafro. About this time, Paul Reamond,
Elmer House and I took off for the middle of the valley away from Venafro. Everyone on
Highway 7 and in Venafro had the same idea. Another 36 forts flew over our heads. We tried to run

_from under them: the suspense of waiting for the whistling bombs was enough to drive us crazy. None

were dropped. We came back to camp at 1330, and found our tent still up and the V still burning. The
farm girl was still screaming 'Momma mia’.”

A number of planes from the Air Corps had missed their targets and had bombed friendly territory,
but many of the 500 planes had accomplished their missions. The monastery, which was the German
OP and Cassino itsell was practically pulverized. At 1400, the signal was given. Every gun in the valley
resounded from mountain te mountain. Eight inch Naval guns, 90mm ack-ack, French 755, and
Italian rajlroad guns thundered into Cassino. The shells rocked the mountainside, and Monte-
casgino glowed as the shelling caused multi-colored lights to flicker on and off about the entire
mountain. Cassino had never witnessed such a demonstration of artillery. The shells walked up and
down the mountainside and the entire valley was lit up as every artillery piece for miles around was
zeroed in on the mountain.

The pian for the attack was a bold one. The moment the artillery barrage opened, the Second New
Zealand Division began a full scale attack from the north to mop up the enemy positions in Cassino.
Their mission was to establish a bridgehead around the southern limits of the town. Under cover of
darkness, the 4th Indian Division was to seize and secure the high ground to ihe east of Cassino. At
the same time, the 78th British Division was to demonstrate against St. Angelo, but was not to launch
a full scale attack.

- E

Bombs Bursting on Montecassino
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CHAPTER XU

THE TALE OF THE TWIN BRIDGES

The word flashed from headquarters to headquarters up and down the valley as messengers raced
with the sealed orders that ”Dickens is on tonight.”

In the cold placid light of early morning, the droning began. It rumbled louder and louder until the
whote valley rocked with the vibration. Out of the clear sky in the south they came..high above the
mountains. "There were groups of 36 B-25 medium bombers in the squadrons with tiny pursuit planes
etching vapor trails high above them. They droned on in close formation over the heads of the waiting
anxious men in the mud below. :

Five hundred of them droned relentlessly above the valley and moved towards the shining white
monastery on the mountain top. '

Then their bellies opened and black specks hurtled downward. The first bombs sent geysers of white
and black smoke rolling upward from the hill, and then the echo of the sound crossed to us like the
amplified burst of a burp pistol. Another flight moved in as the first flight made its bombing run
and turned to move away. The geysers of white and black tumbled higher and rolled out above the
hillside and more and more bombs landed on the mountainside and the monastery.

Three sullen little puffs of black smoke trailed each flight of bombers as they made their turn.
There were three, and then three again as the Germans opened up with three ack-ack guns. At first
the pufts were low, and then they climhed higher, until one plane took a puff in close on the tail.

But the planes droned relentlessly on. It was all very businésslike as the squadrons flew over the
mountain. After the medium bombers, came the flying fortresses with larger loads of bomhs. Each
flight would move down the line and then make their turn. Shortly after the smoke would climb
higher, and then the splattering explosion would echo down to us.

But suddenly the bombs were no longer falling on Cassino. They began to fall all over. One flight
dropped them near the CP buildings at Mignano far over near the mountains, and there were sudden
explosions from the gully to the left. High up on the Cervaro Road to Venafro, the Americans and
British were taking a beating. All of their equipment for the big push had been brought up close to
the piles of ammunition and their gun positions. R

‘Pfc. Minch, who was with a squad from Baker Company maintaining an aerial beacon near Venafro
relates the following: “The time 1000 hours. I was frying my eggs when the first hombs hit Venafro.
Taking the pan off the fire, I watched the hombs land in the city and hall way up the mountain.
The next forts dropped their loads on the mountain, bottom and top. The next bonbs landed between
Venafro and the Piper Cub Field. This field was 150 yards awajr from our tent. A colonel frqm this
field ran to us and asked how fast we could change the Z to a V to point to Cassino and how long it

would take to light it. In thirty-five seconds it was completed. The 36 forts that were over us, droppad
theirs. I could see and feel the concussion when they hit the field. Eleven Cubs took off and were in
the air just in time. One plane did not go to flight; its pilot was ardered to leave it on the field so
the forts could tell it was an American planc in Awerican tercitory, Bombs landed on both sides of
the road from Venafro to Campana where Amcrican, French, Indian, British and New Zealand troops
had their bivouac areas. The closest bomb wus 150 fect [rom our tent. All during the raid an Italian
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There was no word as yet about anything, but the 43th bad a sort of foregone conclusion, that
there would shortly be big thm.gs in the valley, and that the 48th would be right in the m1ddle of thmgs
when they happened.

Then, suddenly, in a 1108th Engineer Group field order, the whole plan broke. Five hundred
airplanes were to circle the monastery in the morning and bomb it. Then at another hour, thé thous-
ands of guns in the valley would open up and saturate the entire mountain. Then Able Company
was to rush to the Rapido and push a Bailey Bridge across. Baker Company was to hurry across the
bridge and clear mines from the extensive field on the other side into Cassino. Charlie Company was
to stick with the tanks and get them across, and get them out of the way when they were hit so that
other tanks could take their place.

The eompanies hegan preparation for their jobs. There were hundreds of other l1ttle jobs to be
done. Able Company realized that they might need a lot of corduroy to get their bridge trucks to
the site, and they began to make corduroy bundles. Baker Company held long sessions in mines, and
checked and rechccked their mine detectors. Extra mine detectors were sent to them. Charlie Com-
pany went over their equipment, for they would have to work fast to move the big tanks around. They
needed everything for their job, for they were not sure what they would meet. They prepared their
pioneer tvols, for the tanks might get mired, and they bujlt up a stockplle of corduroy to make a hasty
road in case it was necessary.

There were all sorts of codes to be studied, and the radio operators in each company went over
their assignments again and again. The radios were checked and made ready for use.

But then the weather turned against the Allies. It rained and the ground got soggy. The airplanes
could not get through the cover, so the attack was delayed. It was temporarily set for the next night,
but it rained again, and the tanks bogged down. The tanks were moved out on high ground, but it
rained ‘again. Day after day it rained, bringing with it the same stereotyped message from Group,
"Attack delayed for another 24 hours.” The companies would be notified, and they would turn in
or nervously inspect their equipment for another time.

Ot the night of the 14th of March, the men at headquarters learned that the air forcc weather fore-
casters predicted that the storm would hreak. It might happen tomorow. The airplanes would have
to.take off from a soggy field, and they might have trouble getting off the tarmac with their heavy
bomb loads, bhut they would risk it if the sun came up in the morning. The tankers looked at their
muddy vehivies nnd reasoned that the going would he tough, but the American tanks would be able to
craw!l through the fields.

The Inl'dntry spent the night quietly and hoped. It was getting too long now. They had been under
the strain too long. They wanted to attack and hoped for a break in the weather. If it had to come
they would just as soon get it all over with. It would be worth it, for the American papers had been
criticizing the Fifth Army and the forces in Italy, and everyone was generally sore because the Ger-
mans had held the hill for so long.

The 48th inspected its bridge train, tried the motors, tested the trucks, looked to its equipment
for the hundredth time and waited.

In the mght word came that the attack would begin in the morning of the fifteenth of March.

o
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Sergeant Buckley realized that he had a 24 hour a day job, and he would constantly visit the work

- sites, and check on the men at their work. He would lend a hand himself, and get right down with the

men at their work to learn for himself the problems that his company was meeting.

As a direct result of Sergeant Buckley’s influence, Able Company was a happy unit. Every man was
proud to be in Able Company and did his job better and faster than he did before.

Morale is a big thing in war. It will make the difference between a job well done and a job
muddled. Somehow, when the men work happily, the job is always ‘better. There is a lot of pride in
work, and work that is well done is the trade mark of a happy company.

Wken Ahle Company went up as Infantry on Mt. Porchia, Sergeant Buckley ran up against his first
ohstacle as a combat lender. Before the men had reached the mountain, Buckley had gone up and
down the line of men time and again in hopes to bolster their courage and morale. He constantly
wrged all the men Lo trust in God and everything would be all right. He always managed to be at the
head of the column when the going was taugh. Finally, though severely wounded, Sergeant Buckley
had to he ordered ta leave: the company for medical attention.

Upan returning from the hasprital Sergeant Buckley continued to work unselfishly for the benefits
of others amd constantly visited the men on their work sites.

One day, while retirning fram delivering a message to the forward elements of his company, Ser-
geant Buekley was caught in an enemy artillery barrage. The jeep was riddled and a smali fragment
of shrapuel pierced his throat. Sergeant Buckley died in a forward aid station.

The men heard that he had died when they returned from work that night and many couldn’t
helieve it. Many of the men failed to ge te supper that night, while others remained awake late that
night, because they realized that they had lost a real friend. They remembered then that nothing
uqed to please the sergeant more than if he could notify some weary soldier in the middle of a cold
black night that he had just been chosen to attend some rest-center for the next five days. There was no
errand too long, no condition too trymg, or no good deed too minor that wouldn’t merit his per-
sonal attention. :

On two occasions the sergeant gavé up his rest period so that someone else, beaten and tired,
could go instead. When a man went to the hospital, the job of taking care of his personal belongings,
which is the squad sergeant’s job, was taken over by Sergeant Buckley. e spent many hours gathering
personal belongings and taking care af the articles that belonged to the man.

Yes, every problem had an answer, every will had a way, nothing was impossible. He was never
kunown Lo swear, never once became excited, yet always present, always driving, always striving to do
smmething for someone else, and never expecting a favor in return.

Sergeant Buckley was a true Christian Soldier and died as such, known by alI who knew him as the
real hrst soldier.

it was long after pay-day but the men of Able Company managed to gather 400 dollars for Ser-
geant Buckley’s wife and baby yet to be born. The men of Able Company could do no more.

Rumors began to spread through the companies that a big all-out attack was going to start against
the enemy bastion of Cassino any day now. Gradually, most of the tired American troops had left the
Cassino Valley, and the 48th along with a lot of other supporting troops were attached to the Second
New Zealand Corps. The New Zealanders moved in with strange looking lorries and tiny little tracked
Bren carriers. There were a lot of troops in the valley now and they were all fresh. It looked like the
Germans up on top of their mountain were going to really take a mauling. The artillery in all sizes
moved in, and the big guns were set silently and secretly all along the valley. Whatever was coming
up was going to be really big.

We were pretty sure that if something was going to happen in the valley, the 43th was to be in it.
If they were going to get into Cassino, they would have to cross the Rapido, and that was an engineer
job. We reasoned that this automatically was the task of the 48th. It would be a tough one, but if
the mountain eould he taken, most of us were pretty willing to risk it.

The officers and headquarters personnel watched the guns and the strange equipment roll in. We
were building up supplies for some sort of a big operation, and the headquarters men put their heads
tugether.
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Frenchman was waving the gun“‘around and literally Sp_rlaying the ground with bullets. Beal was not -
touched. : ]

Haynie and Weller were over in a cave one night trading with an Italian family for vino. They had
bought three bottles and started back when they heard the whistle of a shell. They hit the ground as
the shell hit a cliff above their heads and sprayed them with dirt and rocks. The two men would have
to cross down the mountainside and move through the valley, and then up a steep hill to the CP build-
ings. The valley was a hot spot, for the Germans were continually firing there. The two men sat on
the hill and watched the shells break in the valley. They opened a bottle while they waited, and
eventually went back to the Italians to drink it while they waited for the barrage to pass.

The bottle slowly disappeared, and the two men picked up their other two bottles and started back
to cammp. Just as they reached the spot where they had been previously, another shell screamed in and
laneled eluse. The two [riends hit the dirt, and decided they needed a drink after that one. They ']ay
there and drank the other hottle as they watched the shells come in the valley in groups of three.

Ilaynie timed the shells as he watched. There were three shells, then an interval of 28 seconds, and
then three more. They sat therc several minutes and timed the shells as they drank. Each time it was
three shells, twenty-eight seconds, and then three more shells. After the second bottle had
disappeared, Weller turued to Haynie and suggested that in spite of the shells, they had better get
some chow. He suggested that they walk for eighteen seconds, and then spend ten seconds finding
cover. After the three shells came in, they could start walking again.

They tried this plan. They walked hurriedly down the hillside, counting off eighteen seconds, and
then scrambled into a crater. The three shells came in close, in quick suecession. Then the two men
hurried out of the hole for eighteen seconds. Soon they were laughing about the German time tables,
as they crouched in the craters and listened to the three shells scream by. It did not take long for
this routine to change to eighteen seconds and a drink, and then eighteen seconds more and a drink.

Three bottles of vino between two men is a lot of vino, and by the time the men had reached the
center of the valley under the eighteen seconds - - and - a - drink plan, they were rather unhappy about
serambling into a crater for a drink. They had began to take the drink in the open, and when the bottle
was gone, they could not find any reason for even stopping every eighteen seconds.

So they continued across the valley and up the far hill without bothering about getting into craters
every eighteen scconds. The shells continued to come in, and by the time Haynie and Weller reached
the Q1" they were showered with mud from the exploding shells although neither of them had been hit.

(=

First sergeant is a hard job in the army if a man is really conscientious about his work. The job
has no limits. A first sergeant is an arbiter between the officers and the men. He has to know everything

that is going on, and should be personally interested in every man in the company. He has records

like the Guard Roster, Sick Book and the Morning Report to keep, and must be capable of relieving
the company commander of many burdens and make decisions in the absence of company officers.

Able Company’s 1st Sgt. Buckley was a rare soldier, and at the same time a gentlemen and un-
doubtedly the most popular man in Able Company. The men of the company would not hesitate to
come to him with their troubles, and he would help them out anyway that he could. He was the real
first soldier and would fit into any crowd, yet hold the respect and admiration of every men present.

Sergeant Buckley was not afraid of officers or his job. He gained the trust of every officer in the
battalion and had as much a hand in running thé company as any officer present. :

In basic training, the officers noticed that one particular private stood out among the rest, and
he rose vapidly through the ranks, and when the company moved for overseas, he was their topkick.
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studied combat in towns, and the men were taught how to pass from house to house, and move around
corners with the smallest part of their bodies offering a target for snipers.

The recon team was getting to know the valley, and they were constantly out on hazardous mis-
sions. They didn’t hesitate on any job, and the men were gaining the respect and the admiration of
both offlcers and men of the 48th. Leisure hours were their own, and the men who were flirting with
death, developed a hungering thirst for vino. Nothing was too good for the recon team, and they had
the best of everything. Whenever they wanted time off, it was granted. In fact if they did not ask
for enough time off, the officers from S-2 and S-3 would go out of their way to suggest it. The men
would have to have plenty of leisure time to steady their nerves from the constant fire. Actually, the
five men chosen thrived on close calls, and they were anxious to be up at the front. Often when there
was no reason to be prowling around the front lines, some of the team would take off just to look
for excitement. -

A tank attack was scheduled and the 48th was asked to find a tank route that would allow the tanks
to pass from the upper end of Highway 48. The 48th had aerial photographs and maps of the area,
and the Operations Section studied them, and found a small trail that would be snitable for a road run-
ning in the right direction.

Most of the road was in No Man’s Land far up on the front, so the recon team was told to get the
dope on it. Haynie, Beal and Weller started out to the front. The men reached the lower end of the
trail and left their jeep. They checked the map, and looked for the spot. They walked through the
open fields within sight of the Germans and searched the ground for the road. Eventually, they came
to a ploughed field with a small path going through the center towards the German lines three hundred
yards away. The team sat down and reoriented their map. Surely, this was not the trail that showed
on the map. It was only a foot wide. They checked and rechecked, and finally decided that the trail
was the one they were to find.

When the team reported to headquarters, that the tank road was a cowpath that ran through a
ploughed field, the planning officers were stumped. They went over the maps again and again. Each one
of the team was questioned. Ahsolutely, there was no other path around. They knew, for they had
walked up and down through No Man’s Land for an hour looking for the road that looked g0 nice on
the map.

There was no other road anything like it up there. Never-the-less the planning officers thought the
team was wrong. So up the recon men went again, this time with Lieutenant Phelan, and repeated the
performance in front of the lines. There was just no other path. That tiny route was the road that the
tankers wanted to use.

They had walked boldly up and down right in front of the surprised Germans during broad daylight
and had not drawn so much as a rifle shot. When they returned to their jeep, however, and turned on
the motor, a barrage began to fall.

The téam had been asked to locate an aid station bivouac, so they started back down the road to
look for one behind a small rise in the ground. When they came around the knoll, they saw a small house
that would serve the Medics excellently.

Just as they were pulling up their jeep in front of the house for a closer inspection, they heard the
high-pitehed whine of a large calibre shell. The shell droned on as the men scrambled from the jeep.
Suddenly the whole house disappeared in an awful roar. The men were showercd with stone and wood
as a cloud of smoke rolled over them. Then they brushed themselves off, threw several large rocks
out of the jeep, and decided that the house would not do. They had to {ind another.

Such was the work of the recon team. It soon hecame an efficient deadly little outfit, that was as
closely-knit as a team could be.

They fought and played together, and regardless of rank, they were buddies and friends. The men
were experts in death. They could handle any weapon and had the nerve and the confldence to try
anything, ‘

When a drunken French soldier started shooting his tommy gun from a truck near the CP buildings,
Private Beal walked right up to the truck and tooL the gun away from him, although the glassey-eyed
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CHAPTER XI

SJMEN ”»

The valley was a strange place during the winter months. A man had to be an expert on the
valley and understand every landmark to get around the roads and mountains without sooner or later
bumping into a German patrol or blundering into the German lines.

There were places where the Germans would never shell like Highway Six below Mignano, and
places where every vehicle would draw fire from a hidden German gun like "Hells Corner” on the
Cervaro Road. There were places where there were lots of mines, and other places where it was safe
to walk,

In many places the Germans were sensttive, like the end of the railroad where it crossed the Ra-
pido, but American patrols could move up and down the banks of the Rapido further down without
drawing fire. The Cassino Valley from Mignano to the Monasterv was one landmark after another and
there was an SOP as to how they should be crossed. There were certain days when the Germans would
- shell and certain days when the front would be quiet, still, and cold.

Captain Van Campcn first thought of the idea. His junior officers were enthusiastic when thev
heard it.

The captain said that as long as the 48th was going to have so many strange little jobs in the valley,
that a special team should be taught just about everything there was to be known about warfare, and that
they should do all of the forward reconnaissance. He reasoned that a small group of highly skilled
men could accomplish their mission far better than a large patrol. '

These men would have to be hand picked volunteers. Each would have to be absolutely fearless.
They would not have any other work to do except hazardous reconnaissance work when it was
necessary. : C

A number of men were interviewed, but Captain Van Campen fmally decided that five men were hﬁst
He chose Scrgeant McCall, and Privates Weller, Haynie, Williams, and Beal. These men had the re-
putation in the company. of being unusually cool under trying circumstances, and there werz many
action stories about them c1rculatmg through the outfit. Captain Van Campen told these men that
there were no ratings open, and spared no words explaining how hazardous their job would be. He
ended by making it known that there would be no reflection on a.man if he did not wish to join now
that the facts were known to him.

Sergeant McCall had done all of the drafting for the railroad. !le would st up his transit in the
open while Corporal Hanson or Private Bulsa would hold his Philadelphia rod. McCall, after each
recon, was to collect all the information and enter it on an overlay for 8-2, )

All five men were then placed under the leadership of Licutenant I'helan, and then the recon team
began training immediately. Private Williams was used ax the driver. The men spent long hours under
thé leadership of Captain Busch, studying American and German mines, A riﬂe=range was located near

the side of a mountain, and the men would fire all day wilh all types of weapons. They experimented
with the bazookas until each man hecame a skilled marksum.
The Communication Section uncler Sergeant Womble, taught the men radio, and how to report and

use all types of army radios. Therc were long sessions in map reading and coordinates and fire. They
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Work continued through the 17th of May as the men sweltered up the mountainside. The road now
wound almost a mile into the sky and the tiny jeeps would unfurl a banner of brown dust as they moved
through the turns and circled upward to the top. The road was rough and the jeeps dipped up and down
and around the hairpin turns as they moved upward bringing trailers of supplies behind them.

The S-4 Section had opened up a maintenance and gas depot halfway up the mountainside, and the jeeps
were serviced after each hard pull up the mountain. The mechanics moved over the little vehicles, and
gassed them for the return trip down the mountain.

As the road progressed, the mule trains were able to move faster, and during the day, the uncompleted
toad became packed with trains of mules laden with “K” rations and ammunition working their way far into
the mountains in support of the fast moving Infantry.

As night grew on, permission was requested to use lights on the road and illuminate the work sites so that
work could continue uninterrupted. The road was leading out into enemy territory now and was working up
a salient held by friendly troops. The Germans continued to hold the small gap between the mountains and

. the sea along Highway Seven far to the rear of Spigno, as well as many of the valleys to the right. The out-

flanking move up the Spigno supply road was meant to be a surprise move to the enemy, and it was thought
that the lights would bring too much attention as well as a great deal of artillery fire on the road. Permis-
sion was refused. The Spigno road was too secret.

The men worked as long as they could into the nizht, and then crawled into their pup tents, dog-tired.

During the night, the Alpine troops and the engineers working on the supply detail used the break in work
to move up more demolition for the morning.

The mmules were being overworked. The Italian troops were constantly asking for more time and greater
rest for their animals but the engineers, impressed with the necessity of speed, spared neither an]mals or the
men who worked them. The mules were kept moving along almost constantly.

The 48th requested Italian troops to follaw Americans with shovels and straigthen out the road in the
rough spots. There were too few men and the job was teo big for the 48th to stop to do this. No Italians
could be found, hut eventunally a grouwp of Ghoums was located, and they cheerfully picked up the shovels
and picks and began to make the road a little less rough and bumpy.

The Ghoums wounld cheer each jeep and trailer as they raced around the sharp hairpin turns of the moun-
tainside, and chase each little frightened group of Italians as the refugees hurried aleng. o

The 18th of May was a hurried day. The road was moving along well up into the mountain. The men
could look down on the clouds in the valley below in imany spots. The engineers teamed up to roll huge
boulders off the trail hundreds of feet to the valley helow. There would be a shout, “Lay hold, heave,” and
the men would lean against the huge rocks. Then the stone moved, and there would be a long mournful,
“Look ont, below,” then the drop breathlessly for several seconds before it would sbatter far down in the
valley. The engineers would stand on the clif and watch, laugh, and tben move towards another boulder.

- Bulldozer operators would swing their macbine at crazy angles to attack the stubborn rock of the trail.
The big machines would stand on their blades while the tracks clattered on the shale. Then the track wouldl
hold momentarily and the roadside bank would crumble under the pressure. Then the eat would back off,
turn around and sweep the rock and debris off into 1he valley below.

There wasn’t a straight stretch of road to work. The dozers were always working tipped 1o one side or
the other, or else standing on their noses or rearing back nntil their cahle hoxes touched the groand.

It was tough bulldozer territory among the rocks, and the shale would rip the shoes froin the tracks. Bn:
the sturdy D-7s would badk off and charge into the tangled rock of the monntainside aud fight with all their
power. It was tongh work, but the big cats were slowly winning. Back lurlher on the road, the smaller R-4s
followed, eleaning off .the ledges, aad forming the road. They rcut down the hank and pushed the piles of
dirt and rock to the low spots wherc the road dipped away. Slowly they filled the low spots and eutl away
the high crowns until there was a semblance of a roal.

The men were in constant danger from the demolition. The ery “Fire in the hole,” would be repeated
down the hillside, and the men wenld look lor cover. There was very little cover where they needed it—over
head. The rock sbower from the blast hnndredls of [cet ahove was like an eerial burst, and the sharp rocks
of the demolition charges would whistle through the air like hot shrapnel and drop ameng the dispersed
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working parties below.. Tony Boyd, 48th Engineer cameraman, caught one rock right over the eyebrow that
knodied him spinning. He picked himself up, dazed. as the aid man hurried to help him,

But there were no serious casualties on the Spigno Trail. There were countless bumps and bruises, and
flying rodk dented more than one helmet during the work.

The road was a great venture. The possibilities were enormous. The road was to cut north through the
mountains and outflank the stuhborn resistance in the small gap on Highway Seven. The Germans would
be neatly pocketed between American forces at both ends and sheer trackless mountains on one side with the
sea on the other. .

But late in the afternoon of May 19th, the following message was received from 1108:b Group Head-
quarters, “Abandon all work on jeep trail. Move Battalion to within two kilometers in the vicinity of
M-7396 (Itri) by order of the Commanding General.” Work on the trail stopped immediately and the com-
panies assembled to move out before dusk. The Infantry had broken through the resistance near the sea and
the Germans were in full retreat up Highway Seven aloug the small coastal plain. The Spigno trail was n»o
longer needed. If the Germans had held another day, the trail would have been completed and would have

been one of the most daring military ventures in the entire Italian campaign.
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CHAPTER XV

TERRACINA

The Battalion closed in the area of Itri by 2000 hours. Headquarters was located in Castle Pellegrini on
the top of Mt. Scauri. The mountain extended out into the Tyrrhenian Sea.a few kilometres across the water
from the town of Gaeta, which was just coming under attack. '

Mt. Scauri hsd been a famous tourist landmark for the ancient Temple of Janus was located just a few
hundred yards hehind the castle. Janus was a two faced God that looked into the future with one face, and
into the past with the other. The immense steps of inlaid marble were still plainly visible, although there
was not a great deal of the temple left. Huge column sections lay scattered in the field to mark the immen-
sity of the once-proud temple.

The castle surroundings had heen prepared to repell a seaborne invasion. During the drive to Rome, the
36th Division had pulled hack to the vicinity of Naples to practice invasion tactics, and the whole thing had
prepared the Germans for an invasion somewhere along the coast, As a result, many of the German ecrack
divisions had heen held along the coast to repel the threat, so they did not have a chance to take an organized
part in the fighting until the remnsnts of the German Army came sweeping hack from the Winter and the
Gustav lines. '

Castle Pellegrini was one of the fortified places that the Germans had prepared. Barhed wire entangle-
ments had heen strung all along the coast of the Gulf of Gaeta, and minefields ahounded in the sand. There
were “Achtung Minen” signs all over the island, and the men of the 48th were careful where they walked.
Cement bunkers with 88s had heen hollowed out of solid rock and camouflaged so well that it would have
been almost impossible to see them from the sea. Stockpiles of ammunition had heen hauled to the island,
and had heen hidden in caves, where they could have easily been moved to support the guns.

The castle was an architectural feat of beauty. The owner and builder, Count Pellegrini, tock some of the
men and officers through the building, and the huge watchtower. The count was a graduate of Columbia
University and was the president of the Electrical Corporation of Naples.

The first work of the 48th was to sweep mines along the stretch of Highwey Seven. In the afternoon, the
men found a rubbled house in Fondi holding up traffic. A bulldozer was dispatched and speedily swept the
debris from the road. .

The following morning. May 21st, the Battalion moved past Gaeta Point to Fondi in the first marshland
helow the Pontines. .

The Infantry was having a tough time at the approaches to the town of Terracina and it looked as though
the Germans might make a stand there. :

During the night, enemy bombers came over the town. They circled casually for some time but all was
still. Then ome of the planes dipped slowly, and came in with a2 loud shriek. There was a low whistle
followed by an explosion that rocked the companies. The sky was suddenly filled with ack-ack as the guns
opened up on the enemy planes. There was an attack, and they were prepared to repel it. The whole Bat-
talion ducked for cover as the planes circled again and again at low altitude to make runs on a Cub Airport
just outside of the town. .

Most of the planes took their diving run from the sea to the field helow the mountains and pulled up the
steep slope a8 the guns reached for them, The enemy planes were releasing their bombs over Headquarters
Company, and the men could hear the whistling shriek as they carried downward. The speed of the hombs
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carried them over the railroad station where they were drc;pped and into the Cub field a few hundred yards
away. But it was a nervous night. The vehicles and equipment stood out in the moonlight, and the raiiroad
station with the shining rails made a sure target. The men lay in the basement or around the area outside of
the station and worried.

But the enemy planes confined their bombing to the airfield. The next morning we saw craters sixty feet
across and ten feet deep close enough to the railroad station to give most of the men the shivers. There had
been easualties among the personnel of the airfield, hut the eompanies of the Battalion bivouaced around the
field bad received nothing more than a sleepless night and a good seare.

Public interest is a fickle thing that s molded hy the sensational or the unexpected, rather than samples
of everyday usage and ingenuity. So it was with Terracina. Unfortunately, one of the most interesting engage-
ments in the whole of American military history seems to he going hy the boards merely hecause it hap-
pened at the wrong time. The battle at Terracina came too fast between the sudden surge of stories as the
American Army broke the Winter Line, and too soon before the dramatic meeting of the Anzio Beachhead and
the forces from Southérn Italy. ) :

The men involved were probably 1500 on the American side and possihly less on the German side. Terra-
cina was not a hattie of material or men. It was a chessboard battle of fast thinking. It was a battle of plans
and counterplans made hastily on the spot with objectives that held the entire campaigr ir the balance. The
Germans worked on the principle that tanks could go some places and other places they could not go, and that
artillery could reach some spots and other spots would be safe for days and months. It worked on the old
military axiom that a defending force can hold off any force from good positions for a considerahle length of
time. _

The German positions were a tacticians dream. The Germans could choose the battlefield. There was only
one road leading north and south—the famous Highway Seven that reached from Minturno in the South to
the Pontine Marshes on the North.

American military traffic would have to follow this road all the way to town. On opne side was the sea,
and on the other was a high range of mountains that followed along the ancient route paralleling the road
until the town of Terracina, where the mountain chain turned to the left and dropped off sheer to the sea.
The edge of the mountain had been blasted to permit Highway Seven to move toward the sea, following the
base of the mountain, and then around the end of the mountain through a thirty foot expanse of roadway that
had been blasted and hewed out of solid rock. Mount Croce, the mountain mass, commanded the whole of
Highway Seven for a distanee of several miles as it erossed the flat plain below, The mountain ended in a
sheer cliff near the sea where a hundred foot cliff dropped off to the thirty foot embankmeut where Highway
Seven skirted the base. First eame the sea, then a scaut twenty foot sheer embankment carrying the thirty
foot Highway Seven, then rising sheer, the hundred foot cliff sweeping back to Mount Croce. Here was a
problem—to see if the Fifth Army could pass through the eye of the needle!

The Germans well realized that Terracina might be the turning point in the current drive. Here was a
natural strongpoint. The battleground could not be more than a square mile in area and would be framed by
the sea on the left and the mountains on the right. In front of the Americans would he the natural rugged
mountain harrier of Mount Croce, and hehind them, nothing but empty flat marshes to maneuver their forces.
This would he no battle of overpowering materials, for only a few men could be employed in the narrow
valley. The Germans prepared Mount Croce as an impregnable position. Every foot of open space was covered
by a machine gun and every spot where Infantry could move upward was zerocd in with moertars. An assault

gun was hauled to the peak of Mt. Croce where it could sweep the open top of the hill with fire. Tank pits
were dug in the road and covered with bituminous, to slow down the tanks as they took the turn and make
them an easy kill for bazooka men and an anti-tank gon. Whea the fiest Americans appeared far down the
valley, Mount Croce was an impregnable fortress, for the Germans had completed the few little tasks that
nature had forgetten.

The fruits of victory were hauging just out of ceach lor the Americans. Around the hook of Terracina lay
the flat marshlands of the Pontines, withont a possible defense anywhere south of the beachhead. If they
could move into the Pontines. they conld hudiy outflank the German defenses to the south of the heachhead,
and forge ahcad to a junction with the Anzio forees 1|It’tl.l|g'll. the level Pontines. - The Germans were on their
last defensive position. If they could hald, their forces at southern Anzio could withdraw, and other German __
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troops, moving up through the center of Italy on Highway 6, could escape without incurring any great losses
when the beachhead broke laterally across Italy. A lot depended onm one little hill, i

The spearhead of American tanks moved up the valley without drawing fire and began to crawl around
the base of Mount Croce where it jutted out into the sea. Somehow, the tankers found the bitumineus covered
tank traps and missed them, but-it slowed the tanks down as they reached the blind curve. There was still no
enemy fire and the tanks had already reached the blind curve where the thirty feet of roadway lay under the
cliff to the right where the mountain had been blasted and the cliff dropping on the left to the sea. It was
just after six in the morning and it looked like a good day for the tankers. Fifty feet more and they would
be rolling across the billiard-table flatness of the marshes with good hunting ahead. This was the last of the
tankers nightmare—mountains. There was plenty of good tank country just around the bend.

The lead tank hesitated for a moment and then swung around the turn. It exposed its sides, and two
bazookas stopped it dead. The hatch flew open and closed as the tank barst into flames. Not a man came
out. ‘

The second tank moved out, partially protected for a moment by the burning ome, As it swung wide
towards the water, it hit a mine and burst into flames. The hatch on that tank stayed closed too.

The thirty feet of roadway was plugged now, and the bazookamen and the 88 could hit anything that tried
to move around the turn. The Gernans had the first round. It looked like the tanks wouldn’t make the
Pontines that day. )

Semeone suggested a tank dozer to topple the burned tanks off the cliffs into the gea. But the tankers
realized that it, too, would get hit. And even if they could get the road open again, they would be back
where they started from. No tank counld ever get through that open thirty feet of space withount getting hit
at least three times. Wise tankers told the Infantry that the bazookamen and the gun would have to be
silenced before tanks could help. The tankers had lost twe good tanks and eight good men in less than five
minutes. There was no reason to ask any more to try it. It was plain foolishress to turn that corner into
the face of an anti-tank gun and expose your sides to bazookamen.

But the Infantry couldn’t get around that corner, either, because there would be meortars zeroed in and
machine guns taped on that thirty foot stretch, besides a lot of Germans well dug in, waiting for them. The
only thing they could do was wait until night, and then rush the position. But precious time would be lost.
In one day, the Germans counld evacmnate a lot of men. The German flank at Anzio was turned and open, and
the main German forces were moving up Highway 6, badly sutflanked already.

Perhaps this position could be outflanked. The Infantry looked at the sheer hundred foot cliff and shook
their heads. May be back further... .

Mount Croce swept perpendicular to the line of the mountains from the hook of Terracina. It was rock
most of the way, but there where it joined the other hills, there was a steep slope.

By eight oclock, the 48th had been alerted to build a tank road up Mt. Croce. Lientenant Conklin snd
volunteers from Able Company were sent to recon a route, The recon party started moving up a gentle slope
of terraced grape vineyards that ranged along the mountain parallel to Mt. Croce and attempted te find a
method of getting to the top.

Meanwhile, out on Terracina hook, Company E of some unknown regiment of the 85th Division moved out
to storm the top of Mt. Croce directly. It wasn’t long hefore the doughboys found that the Germans had
anticipated that maneaver, too. A steady stream of machine gun tracers foumil the lrown figures as they
crawled and dodged through the rocks, dragging themselves mpward toward the nountaintop. Casualiies
were heavy. A forward aid station was taking a steady stream of sireichers. Anotlier company started after
the lead gutfit, and then another fell in behind them. Morlars opened up and blasted among the rocks, but
the Infantry continued upward. It was nothing but sheer guls that kept them moving against that fire.

Lieutenant Conklin’s men were moving along the landward side of Mount Croce now. The bulldozer had
already started in their rear to level the grapevines amil heave rocks aside far down the hillside. The dozer
had trouble getting through the rocky grape tevraces that lioed the first gentle slope of Mount Croce, but by
noon, the road was heginming to reaeh the approwches 10 the worn dome of Mt. Croce.

Lientenant Conklin had found a loeky break meanwhile. The 48th wasn’t the first group of men faced

with the problem of getting around Mi. Croce. The ancient Romans were helping Lieutenant Conklin to
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complete his reconnaissance, for there near the top of Mt. Croce, was part of the old Appian Way, with every
stone intact. The stretch led along for several hundred yards almost to the top of the mountain. The an-
cient Roman engineers like the 48th, had been looking for the easiest way across the mquntain, and the road
tock advantage of every little break in the contour of the hill.

The only break was at the bottom, where years of landslides had undermined the road and obliterated it
completely Apparently, it had followed the same route that the bulldozer was now patiently cleanng into a
usable road bed. .

Lieutenant Conklin hurried back to inform the bulldozer to connect into the aucient road, and to tell the
surprised tankers that they would have a paved road to the top of Mount Croce in an hour.

Meanwhile, the Infantry had wormed their way from rock to rock until they were approaching the
tahle-like top of the weorn mountain and had lecated two main points of opposition. There was a graveyard
nestled in the rumpled top of the mountain. It was surrounded by a sturdy stone wall. The Germans were
using the tombs and several small buildings inside the wall as natural firing points. Then, where Mt
Croce jutted out into the sea, there was a peak that commanded a view of the entire area of the top of the
mountain and a good portion of the slope. The Germans had pulled an artillery pieee into position hehind
the slope and were taking a heavy toll of Infantrymen, as the doughboye attempted to cross the rim of the
hillside and reach the rugged dome of the mountain.

Lientenant Conklin, too, was beginning, to draw fire as he led his men and the bulldozer forward. At
one spot on the Appian Way, the road took a sharp turn through a small defile that would have to be
opened for the tanks. Licutenant Conklin stood in the open to direct the hulldozer whea a flurry of small
arms kicked up dirt around him. He ducked back inte the shadow of the rocks and tried to find the smiper.
Every time a man wonld pass the opening between the rocks, a shot would ring out. The Engineers continued
on the road and waited for the Infantry to envelope the spot where the sniper was firing from somewhere
off to the left. _

Meanwhile, Captain Muonson and Colonel Swift moved ahead of the men and reached the summit of
the hill. The Infantry were pinned down there and a first sergeant and a few of his men were carefully
moving back down the road. They were whipped. They had gotten to the cemetery, but couldn’t get across
the wall, and the open fields reaching to the cemetery made excellent fields of fire for the defenders. There
was no method of getting near the cemetery to root the Germans out. '

The Infantry just didn't have the weapons and they couldn’t cross that open stretch of field under
direct fire of the Germans hehind the stout walls of the cémetery. There were no officers left in the ontfit
after that climh up the mountainside and the sergeant had very few men left. Then the sergeant saw the
first of the 24 medium and light tanks approaching the summit over the new road. That was all ke needed.
He was fighting mad now. He yelled at his men, made sure they all saw the tanks, and whipped them back
into file column and started up again to the cemetery.

Meanwhile, the first tank had thrown its track trying to get around the tight corner in the new trail,
and the Engineers were feverishly trying to get it out of the way.

Soon they had pushed it aside and the tanks hegan to round the corner, firing with everything they had.
The German mortars were strangely guiet, but a few startled German machine gunners opened up trying
despecately to stop the tanks. '

Tanks on the top of a mountain were something the Germans hadn't figured on. But the tanks that
were in the valley at eight in the morning were on the top of the impassable mountain by two in the after-
noon. '

The artillery piece up on the peak of the mountain was silent also. Perhaps, they too, had only figured on
Infantry, and had only HE shells, and not a hit of armor pierring. The sheapnel would dust off the thick-
skinned tanks like the futile German machine gun bullets werr doing now.

But periodically, the gun would fire at gronps of men as they crossed an open spot on the brow of the
hill,

The tanks moveil out arross the top of the hill and clarged towards the cemetery. The stone walls were
no match for the guns of the tanks, and the Infantry moaved across the open space as the tanks thundered
out ahead of them. o
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The startled Germans, caught by the surprise of the maneuver, attempted to race from the cemetery
and escape down the far slope of the mountain, but the tank machine guns opened up on them with deadly
effect.

The tanks found about twenty feet of level rock where the old Appian Way had skirted the peak of
the mountain and lined up to plaster the flatlands of the Pontines. It was late afternoon now, and the light
was getting dull, but the Germans could be seen running from their holes in the valley, and moving back
into the Pontines in hopeless confusion. .

The snipers and the gun were still causing trouble behind the tanks, but the Infantry was forming mop-
up squads to complete consolidation of the mountasin. Some of the men of the 48th went on a sniper hunt
slong the path of the road, but apparently, the troublesome snipers at the bend had been eliminated.

The road was to he ready for trucks in the morning, so Captain Munson and Corporal Gularte climbed
into the armored cab of the hulldozer to complete the road to the cemetery, where an excellent path led
down the mountain to the Pontines. The Germans seon saw the exhaust sparks and dropped mortar szhells
about the dozer. The oil lin: broke and spattered oil over the cah. The men inside, thinking that the dozer
had heen hit, hastily abandoned it as well as the finishing touches to the road.

The battle was over by eight o’clock that night. The real opposition had crumbled by three, and the
rest was mopping up pockets and outposting what had been gained. By morning, American troops had crossed
Mt. Croce and moved into the valley as recon forces moved unopposed past the two wrecked tanks on High-
way Seven. One day later, the- Anzio Beachhead was reached.
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C BAPTER XVI

CASSINO - ANZIO LINK-UP

It 'was the 24th of May and the 48th was running wild. Baker company had been attached to elements of
the 91st Recon with the mission of pressing the Germans fast through the Pontines so that they would not
have time to blow the meny bridges in the lowlands.The other two companies had reconnaissance duties in
the Pontines too, so the 48th Engineer trucks were rounding the hook of Terracina bumper to bumper and
fanning out in the flatlands of the Pontines in all directions.

1108th Group kept sending messages, “Push recon ahead. Prevent those bridges from being blown.”
Throughout the day, the 48th pushed. Captain Munson of Able Company spotted a motorcycle and three
truck loads of Germans moving northwest. Baker Company moved with the tank groups of recom in their
squad trucks, pacing the rolling light tanks and recon cars. The 48th jeeps were everywhere.

The radios of the recon squadron would keep blaring out, “Pebble pushers, pebble pushers, we need you
at once.” Pebble pushers was the code word they used for engineers. Frequently, they wanted Colonel Swift
to report to their headquarters. The air would then resound with, “Calling, Big Cheese, calling, Big
Cheese.” “Big Cheese” was the code word for Colone! Swift.

* Private Kall of Baker Company said, “We were passing through the small town of Serra Moneta when an
Itelian civilian ran up and told us that there were Germans hivounaced near the town., They were occupying
a monastery that had been turned into a hospital. We moved quickly for the monastery. The recon was in_
the lead as we approached the cluster of buildings cautiously. Suddenly, just about fifty yards from the
hospital, 2 machine gun opened up. Immediately, we all took for cover. Just then a jerry half-track pulled
out of the driveway, and one of our accompanying armored cars took out after it. It wasn't long before we
heard the sound of machine gun fire, and presently our car returned—victorionsly, Then more German machine
guns opened up, and a flak-wagon began to fire. Shells were beginning to land everywhere. Omne shell landed
about ten feet from the third squad, killed a soldier, wounded an officer and completely wrecked a jeep.
There was too much firepower against us, so we radioed for some light tanks for assistance. Four light tanks
rushed up presently, and began to spray the buildings with everything they had. For half an hour they blafed
away, Then the signal was given and we rushed the position. A recon car led our jeep as we moved in. A
machine gun began to fire at us. Private Pordy quickly turned the jeep off and made for a defilade. There
was a small tunnel nearby and Purdy ran for it. Just as he spproached, a German soldier stepped out. Purdy
swung hiz submachine gun on the German and called for the man to halt.*

“Lientenant O'Leary came running to the scene as more German soldiers came out of the rocks with
their hands held higli. Trucks were brought up and the Germans loaded on them. Meanwhile, the tanks
went after the flak wagon and knocked it out. Before the spot was cleaned out, Baker Company and the
recon had captured 108 prisoners and killed some, too.”

Pfc. Yeager described another skirmish with the Germans while with the recon. “It was during one of
the forward moves up Highway Seven that we noticed a huge colomn of smoke arise abount four miles to our
right. Immediately, the recon set off in that direction to investigate. Twenty minutes later they came back
with an assignment. The smoke we saw was Jerry blowing a bridge. So we were to build a by-pass around it.
Off we went, with the bulldozer close behind us, and fifteen minntes later we were hard at work on the
by-pass. Just sbout twe hours after we started work on the by-pass, we noticed an Italian civilian running
down the road towards us, The recon men had him covered so we continued to work. He came up to the
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recon and began jabbering in ltalian and alse gesturing toward the town. We finally made out that there were-
still Germans in that town up on the hill. We paid no attention to this bit of information hecause these
people would steer you wrong every chance they got. He was told in no uncertain terms to beat it. We resum-
ed work again and before long we had the job completed. By this time it was growing dark and we looked
around for a bivouac area. The second platoon of Baker Company found a house to sleep in while the bull-
dozer and the recon men stood by the by-pass for the night. We took out our. ten-in-ome rations and made
a good hot meal, the first one of the day, for we had travelled far and swiftly all that day. After we had
eaten, we talked a little and then went to bed.” :

“The next morning we were awakened by the shriek of an incoming shell. Immediately, everyone started
to look for a deep hole to dive in, but there were none arcund s¢ we stood, shaking in the house. The Italian
occupants of the house were even more scared then we were, and they looked to us for belp. All we could do
was whisper words of encouragement, more for ourselves than for them. Then through tbe open driveway
came three recon cars with the driver of the first car bleeding badly. Quickly our aid men came to the
rescue. From them we got the rest of the story. There were Jerries up in that town and what is more, they
had plenty of artillery and ammunition. They had dropped about nine shells in the recon hivuac area knocking
out two tanks from the recon, one jeep, and our R-4 dozer, and its accompanying four ton prime mover. It
had been a costly morning but luckily ne one was killed. [t was the one time that Privaie Clarence Owens
had really moved. He was sleeping soundly when the first shells came in, and in no time at al] he was out
of his bed roll and in a nearby culvert, leaving behind him shoes and all. He stayed there a good part of
the day until finally Lieutenant Phelan came and picked him up. That morning we had no appetite for
breakfast and without a pause for anything we left that hot spot. We were slightly worried at pulling
back because we were in the open most of the time on the road. The rest of the day was spent in getting
back our pmerve which had siuddenly deserted ws. That night we slept well and the next morning, with our
minds set, we went back to that fateful town on the hill. We were going down the road and every man was
tense and ready. Thirty-sevens, fifty calibre machine guns, and rifles were all pointed at that town. It was
all in vain, for the Germans had moved out of the town that might, and we entered the town of Sezze
without opposition. We didn’t relax our vigil, however, and we looked at the passing civilians with suspi.
cion. We went over that town with a fine tooth comh in the hopes that we might flush a Jerry, but they
were all gone. It was on one of these patrols that we ran into a sight that was so horrible that it is difficult
to descrihe. It was a church that was turped into a hospital. It had a big red cross painted on the roof, but
to us it was just one gigantic morgue. There were perhaps fifty dead people in this building, some men,
women and children. It was a ghastly sight and it turned our stomachs just to look at them. There were
small babies, barely tbree months olﬂ, laying alongside of their mothers. We thought it was tragic that one
so young should have to die like that. We could almost read the agony and torture written on their faces.
These people were killed in air raids and this, if nothing else, struck home to us the fact that bomhs have
no eyes. Those bombs obviously were meant for the fortifications across the read, but somehow had missed
the targets. Right there we offered a short prayer that this should never happen in America.”

“It was a short time after our trip through that fly infested morgue that a jeep, bearing Major General
Keyes, Commanding Officer of the Second Corps, and the Commanding General of the 85th Division, drove
up and parked right behind our truck. Immediately, our squad leader, Sergeant Shultz, reported to him.
After he held a brief conversation with the sergeant he left, and Sergeant Shultz came back with a message
from General Keyes. The General had said, “You are doing a fine job, keep up the good work.” At that
message we swelled with pride. We thought, “Imaginea two star general actually paying us that compliment.”

It was with those words that we turned our trucks northward and started once more on the “Drive to Rome.”

Pfc. Titcomb relates an incident of Ahle Company in the Pontine Marshes. “It was just about dusk one
night when the men of the second squad, secend platoon were told to roll up their bed rolls and get ready
to move oﬁt. They weren't told what they were to do until they had arrived at their destination. Thbe job
was to repair a by-pass that was still in, but due to long ussge by heavy vehicles, it had deep ruts in the
middle of it where it was wet. Everything was quiet while they were unloading their equipment from the
truck. They loaded the truck with rubble from the blown bridge and had it unloaded partially when the firsi
action occured. It was bright moonlight and the men beard an aeroplane circling around as though it was
hunting for a target. They finally spotted the plane and recognized it to be ‘German. The men stopped
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~ working and dispersed around the truck. The plane went on a little way and the men finished -unloading
the truck. Just as they were gelting the second load of rubble, the plane came back again and this time
he strafed the road. However, litere were no casualties among the men. The men beard the plane go over
and turn around and come back. This time they heard him drop bombs up zhead and to the left of them. The
plane was so low that it sounded like it was going through the houses that were in the immediate area.”

The 48th was fanniug out all through the level Pontines and there aeemed to be nothing in their way. The
Germans were heiug pressed fast.

The entire arca liad heen reclaimed from the sea in a series of projects by the Italian government Dykes
had been Dbnilt to keep the water out, and the fresh water canals laced the entire region. These canals were
controlled by u series of dams that crossed the entire countryside. )

If the Getmans were able to blow the dams, almost the entire countryside and the lowlands would be re-
turned to the sea. So the 48th was ordered to push and push hard.

The Germans were anxious to pull out of the-territery, for the Anzio Beachhead had jumped oﬁ and was
pushing, and the Fifth Army was rounding the hook of Terracina in a steady stream that overflowed into the
Pontines. The German divisions that were holding the right flank of the heachhead were being pushed from
the front end in vital danger of heing cut off from the rear in the next 48 hours. They were rushing out as
fast as they could under the constant pressure of the heachhead. The tables were turned and their time was

~short. The Germans tried desperately to save what they could from the remains of the former steel ring that
énclosed Anzio and Nettupo.

At 0731 on the 25th of May, Lieutenant Francis X. Buckley and Pfc. "Pancho” Savala of Baker Company
were roving ahead on a recon assignment, They had passed miles of undisturbed countryside when suddenly
up ahead loomed a blown bridge. Leaving their jeep, they proceeded on foot, They reached the outskirts of
the small town of Borga Grappa, when they notieed a group of men working on the by-pass of a blown bridge
on the far side of the town. At the slght of the men they stopped.

“They’re Americans,” Lieutenant Buckley tofd “Fancho,” and they moved forward again.

An officer detached himself from the group, and the men straightened from their work momeutanly

“Where in the devil do you think you're going?” he called to Lieutenant Buckley.

“We're contacting the beachhead,” Lieutenant Buckley answered.

“Well, hrother, you've done it,” the officer replied. “I'm Captain Ben Suza of the 36th Engineers.”

The Stars and Stripes of May 26th reports... “Things took on a more festive air when a convoy of jeeps
led by Lieutenant General Mark W. Clark, Fifth Army Commander, and full of photographers and correspon-
dents arrived at the scene. Lieutenant Buckley, who had made the sixty mile trip from the Sonthern Front to
Anzio in 14 days, approached the General, snapped to attention and reported, “Sir, Licutenant Buckley, Com-
pany B of the 48th Engineers making contact with the beachhead.” :

By afternoon, more than ten patrols of the 48th had made contact with the heachhead forcez at several
different spots. Even the air-force recon planes kept guiding onr most forward elements. The 48th had made
world history. The invasion of Anzic had occurred January 22nd, and now after 125 days had elapsed, the
forces had joined. The mud and the misery of Anzio were gone. The two fronts were united now against
_one ohjective—the Eternal City of Rome. _

The 48th rolled through the beachhead, and the men passed through the former German positions high on
the hills. We could understand now why Anzic was so rough. The beach had the appearance 6f a half-
saucer. The part of the historic battlefield that the Americans held was a flat vallej. All around on three
gides were hills where the Germans had ringed them. It was possible to see almost every single square foot of
the heachhead from the German positions. The Germans had clung to the hills and plastered anything moving
on the flat expanse of ground helow.

All around the hills outside of Cisterna was the wreckage of the hard fighting which had taken the Third
Division inland. The armor and equipment of the once proud Wehrmacht forces which had surrounded
Anzio for months were scattered hopelessly about in disorderly piles. The ground was chewed by artillery as
though some gigantic creature had clawed through the land ‘

Then the 48th turned inland. The big fight now was to close the gap hy cutting across country to Highway
Six and cutting off the delaying forces of the German Army who were holding up through the Liri Valley to
permit the rest of the Germans to escape.
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Then ‘came a series of fast moves for the 48th. From the 27th of May until the Sth of June, we moved six
times. We spent three nights in the model town of Ssbaudia in the heart of the Pontines. The first Ameri-
cans. that entered Sabaudia were Lieutenants Hammersirom and Wamsley and their jeep driver, Pfe. Floyd
Smith. The Italians went wild. They surrounded the jeep, decked it with flowers, shouted words of encou-
ragement and threw kisses at them as they took off ahead. Sabaudia had been the favorite town of Mussolini,
and the buildings were of modern design and fashionable taste. There was an excellent building with a huge
theatre. QOur Battalion Headquarters set up in an unfinished Naval Training School that was to rival Annapolis.

There was a quick stop in the mountain town of Sezze. It was perched on top of the flat peak of a
mountain, and a leng road wound arcund and around, until it finally reached the town at the top.

Our bombers had hit the town, and many of the houses were just piles of rubble in the streets. The
people, like all of the Italians, were happy to see us, and for a while, we enjoyed the first fruits of vietory—
Italian white wine. We were nearing the wine country now. The Frascati Wineries just outside of Rome
were famous throughout Europe for their blend of wines, made from grapes grown on the mountain terraces
of the surrounding region.

Then came a quick move to the vicinity of Cori. We perched in an orchard on the slope of a hill as the
85th Division assembled in a defiladed railroad track to jump off during the night. We moved in with full
equipment, and most of us slept under the stars without even digging a hole.

Most of us did not realize that we were so close to the front, but during the night, the Infantry moved into
the valley below and began to move up the far mountainside against scattered oppeosition. The flares arched
upward and outward and illuminated our entire bivonae area. We could plainly hear the sound of rifles and
tomﬁy-guns answered by burp guns and one stubborn German machinegun. There was the constant thud -
of hand grenades, and most of us lay awake and listened to the fire fight on the other slope.

During the night, we heard the uneven rumble of a German airplane. The plane circled the valley momen-
tarily and then turned back. Suddenly he came in roaring low and a line of red dots moved slowly down the
valley accompanied by the stutter of his machine guns. He was strafing the Infantry on the other side. He
made another pass and worked the road leading up to our orchsrd. Back and forth he flew, plastering amy- .
thing that moved. -

We held our breath and hoped that he would not see the pile of heavy equipment that we carried or the
trucks lined up beneath the trees. There were shouts snd a continual banging noise as the machine gun
bullets thudded into the vehicles on the road below. The plane made several more passes over the orchard and
we wondered where our ack-ack was. The order must have been given, for suddenly the sky erupted as
friendly ack-ack opened up om the plane. He wheeled and streaked off down the valley. By now it was
almost dawn. _

All three line companies worked to keep the road net leading to Velletri open. By June 2nd, Baker Com-
pany was hacking a road through the dense woods from a trail left by the 310th Engineers. The 85th Division
left a jeep trsil which the 48th wideued to permit two.way traffic. The bulldozers moved forward relentlessly
on the tail of the Infaniry and the division Engineers, and the Baker Company dezers were within small arms
range a great deal of the time. The road would carry the division traffic until Highway Six below Frascati
and the lateral road-net was open.

Then the 48th reached Lariano and plunged through to Rocea Georga. There we pulled out of the woods
and headed for Frascati.

Headguarters hivouaced in a gas factory on the northern edge of town, and felt very vulnerahle when a
Jerry plane came around during the evening. The men scattered as the German plane passed over. It crossed
inte the town and dropped “butterfly” anti-personnel bombs, The bombs sounded like a rifle range. They
are dropped in a single unit which explodes to throw the small bombs over a wide area.

Able Company received the cream of the assignments while at Fraseati—to patrol and maintsin the road
from Frascati to Rome.

Meanwhile, Baker Company working near Frascati ran into a fire fight and bagged 67 German prisoners
hefore they were finished. )

The 48th was showing the effect of the past two week’s contsct with the retreating Wehrmacht. The com-
panies had in excess of Table of Equipment, a German light tsnk, a doodle-hug and a volkswsgen, among

special gadgets of all types. But, we had paid the price for the march to the beachhead. An armored D-7 had
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been hit by shelifire, and its accompanying prime mover was knocked out while supporting the 915t Recon.
One of our six ton prime movers was hit by a mortar shell while repairing a culvert near Sezze, and a jeep
and an R-4 bulldozer were knocked out. The gains more than balanced the loss. The 48th Lad leen, very
much, in the fight, and the success of the operations had made our equipment losses almost insignificant.

In one of the areas while on the drive to Rome there were some Jerry harracks and among them was a day
room with a piano in it. Pfc. Spruce of Able Company was about the only one of the gang that could pluy
it, 50 he would bang away on it in all his spare moments. We were only there about two days when the time
came to move. There had grown an attachement between Spruce and the piano so it was decided by the
members of the Ist platoen to load it on the truck and take it along. Nobody kmew what they were getting
inte but that didn’t make any difference hecause the men were determined to take it with them. There were
some changes made in the carrying of the teol boxes so as to make room for the piano. It sounded like a
travelling U.S.0. show when we moved with Spruce playing the piano and all of us singing. While Rome was
falling, Spruce was banging away on the piano. The piano finally came te rest i 2 small church near Rome.

Baker Company tried to move up one-night further along their road, but had to fall back en Able Com-
pany for the night. Captain Kincer sent back the message “Too much artillery.” Baker Company was workmg
hard, and the captain wanted to give his men a good night’s sleep.

One of the most unpublicized and most essential jobs that the combat engineers do is clearing roads in an
advance. Supplies muat he quick to follow up an advance and the roads must be ready to receive the thous-
ands of things that keep the army rolling.

When an army advances, another army must retreat. and even a well organized retreat will leave the roads
littered with broken down equipment of all kinds. There are dead horses and men and trucks, ammunition,
guns and rations scattered about in hopeless confusion. The engineers are the clean-up squad, they must make
- sure that there are no wires and charges attached to the equipment, and that there are no mines or demoli-
tions left in the wake of the retreating force.

Bulldozers move up the road and sweep wrecked trucks, tanks and guns into roadside ditches, or tnmble
them off the road entirely, Men with mine detectors move up to sweep the road shoulders and ditches and
peer into culverts and around bridges. Still other crews gather up hazookas, hand grenmades and arms of all
descriptions and blow them up to keep them out of the hands of hostile civilians or small groups of the enemy
that have been by-passed. Other men run cables from jeeps or trucks and pull dead horses and wagons out
of the way. 7

All this is necessary before the supplies can begin to roll up to hold the new ground that has been gained.

Sometimes it isn’t an easy job. The Germans would mine their own dead and boohy-trap ‘their vehicles.
Their retreat, too, would he covered hy heavy artillery fire on the roads that the Amencan BI‘HIIBS were
moving on, and many times the engineers wonld be working ander fire.

But the boohy-traps were one of the worst worries.

During the break-through of the Gustav Line in Italy, Ahle Company had the assignment of moving hehind
the Infantry, clearing debris off the road to Rome, where the American Army had won a large section of High-
way Seven. Sergeant Valentine and his squad had cleared several vehicles and had just dragged a 75 mm
cannon from the road about a hundred yards inte a field nearby. After all the deliris had heen cleared, the
men began to inspect the vehicles and the guns for booby-traps. While several men were around tle gun; a
large charge was set off inside the harrel. The whole squad was knocked to the groand by the concussion; at
the same particular moment, General Mark Clark happened to he passing up the road nearhy. It was some
time before the groggy men could realize what had happened and come 1o the aid of Pfe. Mahon and Private
Axler, whe had been wounded hy the shrapnel. The men began to rip out their handages and call for the
medics. General Clark m.Jticed the excitement, stopped his jeep and came over to the squad. As the men
were preparing to evacuate the wounded engincers, the General walked over and said, “You must be calm at

times like .this. These things are to e expeeted” :

War Correspondents gathered aroind as General Clark spoke to the wounded men, and the next morning

the newspapers’ headlines read, *General Mark Clark Narrowly Escapes Injury In Frontline Visit™!

Water was a major problem while jushing through the woods. Sergeant Smith- and his four water puri-
fication units were heing constanily rushed. There were a lot of outfits moving up, and many were drawing
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from the 48th Engineer ivater points. He would recon a site, put in his pumps, and get a note a short while
later from his point leader that the holé was dry. Then he would have to go looking again.

With se many moves, his points were strung out all along the path of our advance, and he conld not
remove points in the rear until he had given notice to ‘the units that the points were serving. There were too
few engineers and not enough water for all of the combat units moving across to Highway Six from the heach-
head area. For the space of a week, Sergeant Smith and his men worked ind worried untit the forward
elements broke through to the important wine town of Frascati. Then the Army didn’t need water anyway.

On June 2nd, higher headquarters requested from the 48th, “One enlisted man, grade immaterial %o
volunteer for a hazardous mission. The man finslly selected from those volunteers must be able to take care
of himself and be desiring of honor and recognition which would probably result from the mission.” Later
we learned that these men, each from a combat unit, wonld be given the task of stopping the Germans from
blowing bridges and would be the first to enter Rome. This was done so that no unmit could eclaim itself s
the first to enter Rome, Thus, all could share equally in the victory. Staff Sergeant Reeves from Baker
Company was chosen from among all of the volunteers.

Before starting our spring drive for Rome, Colonel Swift had assembled the Battalion, and he told us that
in this new offensive we would face & foe which might well prove even more destructive than the Germans,
That foe was malaria. Past history had bronght out the fact that a number of armies besieging Rome were
defeated hy malaria. This disease had shattered Caesar’s army in the Roman Civil War. The Gauls under
Brennus were 50 weakened by this disease that they fled in disorder. In the 12th Century, Frederick Barba.
rossa’s army failed to take Rome because of malaria.

Our drive to Rome soon bore out Colonel Swift’s statements. The Pontine Marshes were the most clement
hreeding grounds for the Anopholes mosquito. We attempted to outsmart them. We smeared repellent over
ourselves, we wore headnets, we suffered the heat under mosquito bars and -we forced the bitter pills of
atabrine into our system. Yet malaria caused more casualties on our drive for Rome then did battle casual-
ties. We had 49 individuals dewned by it. _

It was June 4th when the colonel received orders to press a recon to the outskirts of Rome. The following
morhing several recon parties prepared to push the recon aiong all of the routes, and Sergeant Gustavsen and
Sergeant Fialkowski were told to get a look at the bridges over the Tiber and examine them for emplaced

demolition.
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CHAPTER XVII

INVASION TRAINING

Rome was a carnival city when the 48th passed through on Liheration Day. The streets were mohhed
with throngs of people pressed twenty deep, who engulfed the convoys and hrought the vehicles to a dead
stop. They were screaming, “Viva Americanos,” waving flags, and trying to catch the soldiers hands and pull
them out of their trucks and jeeps. There wssn't anything the men could do. They were canght in the
celebration and couldn’t move. )

People eugulfed the tiny jeeps and grahbed at the officers and men and waved Sags and hottles in their
faces. It was only hy hrute force thst the convoy started moving, even then, the crowd would surge around
and through the moving vehicles cheering and yelling as they moved through town.

The first visit to Rome astounded the G.I.s. Somehow they couldn’t comprehend that this town wasn't
like any other in the whole of Italy. The huildings were standing and the people were well dressed. The.
stores were open and there were hars and hotels with red-cushioned chairs and movies that were playing
three shows a day. '

The apartments were the greatest th.ing in Rome. There were rows of them, hlocks of them, and even
miles of great modernistic apartment bulldxngs, towering six and even seven stories ahove the streets and
giving the city a massive appearance,

The women were wearing silk stockings and make up, and thexr gay summer dresses gave the city streets
a metropolitan atmosphere. :

Shortly after, Rome was turned over to the Third Division and the 48th Engineers. The Third was getting
its reward from the Fifth Army for their magnificient fighting which broke the German hold on the Anzio
heachhead, and the 48th its rewsrd for the aggressive’ reconnmssance in the Poutines which didn't glve the
Germans time to blow bridges and camals. .

To MPs in the town, the magic password was, “Third Division, Bud” or “48th Engineers.” This was a
pass, signed and sealed, that would let us go unmolested. .

At first we wanted only to see the town. We wanted to see streets with lights, stores with windew dis-
plays, and pretty girls in sun glasses. Later, we wanted to see the Colliseum, St. Peter’s Cathedral and the
Vatican,

The first day, the prices were low, but the second or third; the prices had skyrocketed. By the fourth
day, they were impossible, and the GIs just walked around to find a chummy har and stayed ont of the broiling
sun. -

The Tiber River Park was popular. There the long lines of trees protected men from the sun, and the
men would sit on the henches and watch the city and wonder. .

Some of the men found an amusement park complete with a merry-go-round, scenic railways, and other
familiar carnival concessions. At night, the park was a fairyland of colored lights, and men of the 48th
would go dashing ahout with fistfuls of tickets like kids. on a holiday.

Rome was almost a little piece of the States. Thete were enough huildings to give it a big town appearance
and enough amusement to keep most of the men interested.

ANl were amazed hy the Colliseum, awed by the magnificence of St. Peter's and thrilled by the loveliness
of the Roman women. But most of all, they were thankful that this wss finally Rome and not Naples or
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Caserta. This war was getting someplace now. There were some nice towns up here. They looked forward
to Milan and Venice, the north of Italy and the industrialsection of the country.

Colonel Swift ordered Captain Snyder to follow the 85th Division through Rome and maintain recon to
the front lines. Sgt. Gustafson and Sgt. Fialkowski were sent to check on all roads and bridges in the Rome
area. The important bridges across the Tiber were left intact in the open city, and one railroad bridge was

damaged in the immediate vicinity.

But Captain Snyder went to work too enthusiastically. On tbe following day, the 48th received the
sarcastic message from Captain Bowser of 1108th Group, “Doing a great job in the 88th Division sector. The
19th Engineers thank you. Your roads are in the 85th Division sector.” After working with the 88th
Division through Rome, the 48th was trying to help them again. Our trucks were being used to hau! the
doughboys ahead. The front had moved so fast through Rome, that the doughboys had been left far in
the rear.

Baker and Charlie Companies drew assignments on the 85th Division Main Supply Road leading northward
from Rome to the small town of Monterose. The Air Corps had swept down on the retreating German
convoys just outside of Rome, aitd carnage was horrible. The dive hombers had dropped one bomb in frent of
the convoy, and another in the rear. The two craters held the convoy on the road. Then the planes swept
up and down along a five mile stretch jammed with men, horses and equipment. The road was one vast
tangle of dead horses and men and burning trucks and cars. The 48th bulldozers rolled up the road and
buricd their noses into the tangled steel. The trucks were pushed or shoved off the road, andthe big
" guus were toppled over off to the side. Cahles were fastened around jeeps and dead horses were pulled
into the fields. Bulldozers dipped their blades into the grass and dug long trenches in which the animals were
Luried. .

‘ On the seventh of May, Lieutenant Moritz and the recon penetrated to Monterose through the tangled

" mass of destroyed equipment on the road. Lt. Moritz said, “I counted two hundred destroyed trucks and
cars aleng that stretch. That wasn't all. I atopped counting before we were half way through. There
were many more,” : ' i

The 48th CP meoved from the Bank of Rome building at the southern outskirts of Rome to the Ministry
of Propaganda at the northern end, adjacent to the Mussolini Forum. Propaganda must have been working
24 hours a day during the reign of Mussolini from the appearance of the Ministry. Literally tons and tons
of leaflets and little facist flags were piled high in the rooms, and there were endless photographs of pretty
. girls doing Roman calisthenics. It was small wonder that the Italians had been so successfully duped.

On the twelfth of June, we were relieved from II Corps to rest. We had been only 27 days in action
from Minturno break-through to Rome. Charlie Company had built z sixty foot Bailey at Monterose, and
Baker Company replaced it with a wooden trestle by the time we were to be withdrawn from the Corps.

The 48th pulled out of the Corps and the companies moved along the road from Rome. A lot of us
had another chance to take a closer look at Rome for the few days that we remained in the vicinity of the"
city. The city had been untouched by war eicept for a few bombs that had plastered the railroad station.
The most remarkable huilding there, to many of us, was 5t, Peter’s Cathedral. The Cathedral was constantly
filled with GI sightseers. On entering, it did not sirike us as being so large, but after several steps, we
realized that the building was immense. Beautiful marble had been taken from Pagan Temples and hrought
from all over the world to give the interior a rich glow. Many famous paintings adorned the walls and the
central dome. Statues of kings and prophets were pedestaled in the alcoves throughout the building. Four
pillazs from King Solomon’s Temple were in the center of the Cathedral to make a square.

Everything was so artistically arranged and so beautiful that we came again and again just to stand in
the Church.

Many of us went for gaiety; we walked along the Tiber River Parkway arm in arm with a bella signorina.
The women were unneually friendly. Many of them were attractive, black haired, olive-skinned, with a form
like a pin-up girl. We strolled the houlevards with them and had smal} flirtations. It was a pleasant relief
to forget soldiering for the moment, ~

We began to send billeting parties to find a bivouazc for rest and training. Finally, a party.reported that
Liake Bracciane, north of Rome, supported an excellent wooded grove with open fields for haseball and
touch football. Another party reported an excellent spot along the ocean where we could bathe and loaf
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along the beach near the city of Citavechia. We pondered about which spot to take, until another bivouac
party reported the spot near the ocean also contained a minefield several hundred yards long. We decided
to take the lake. Soon on the 17th of June, the 48th passed down Highway Two past Monterose and on north-
ward to Lake Bracciano. We looked at the beautiful lake, the sloping green shores, the tiny hoats around the
small town and the hlue sky overhead, and decided this was really it. _

The Engineers have a special way of fishing. They are an impatient lot, and unusually hungry. With the
typical American custom of not wasting time, they like to get the job done. Fishing iz a means of adding to
the larder of spam and powdered egge, and the companies, whenever they camped near a stream, usually had
several parties with business ideaa. _

The men take a half ponnd block of TNT, a non electric cap and about eight inches of time fuze. This
comhination is guaranteed to produce results, if there are fish anywhere in the vicinity. _

We were getting ready to enjoy a real vacation. The men weant looking for boats, and a bulldozer hegan
to hack a baseball field out of a cow pasture. Our biveuac was peaceful and secluded. The war had passed
us by and traveled with a rush far up the boot of Italy. We were happy.

Suddenly, the operations Section began te travel on mysterious errands. We pumped them, but they
wouldn’t say anything. Then came a rumor that we established as fact. We were going back to Naples. The
48th Engineers had been attached to the Third Division and were to join the Seventh Army.-

Actually, the 48th was not scheduled to become part of the Seventh Army; II Corps was ordered to transfer

one Combat Engineer Battalion to the Seventh Army. At that particular time, II Corps had the 19th Engin-

eers and the 1108th Group, consisting of the 235th and the 48th Engineers. General Keyes had it so arranged
that the 48th would remain with II Corps but ‘the orders were reversed by mistake. The final order came
down from Corps that the 48th was to go to the Seventh Army. By the time the mistake was found, the 48th
was already on its way to report. .

Our departure from old II Corps was not unnoticed. Major General Geoffrey Keyes sent z letter addressed
to the officers and men of the 48th. “I have noticed with sincere regret, the departure of the 48th Engineer
Combat Battalion from the ranks of II Corps.”

“Your Service for this Corps was exemplary. The outstanding success of this Corps during the recent
operation was due almost entirely to the splendid manner in which you, who composed it, labored and fought
as individuals and as a team.” ' '

“For myself, as your recent commander, and in behalf of the nation we serve, I want to express to each of
you, a deep and sincere appreciation of vour courage, fortitude, and sacrifice, and a heartfeit wish that snccess
and victory will follow your every future engagement and enterprise.”

At 0700, June 20th we had started back towards Naples. We were now veterans of three campaigns, the
Crossing of the Volturno, The Italian Winter Line, and the Drive to Rome. It had taken us eight and one half
months to reach our bivounac north of Rome, but we were able to make the convoy back to where we started
in one day with time to sf)are. The distance we had traveled under peaceful conditions in one hour took ns
an average of 61,200 hours to travel when the ground was in dispute with the Germans. Even the names of
the towns through which we passed were more than just towns. Each was a separate epic of the hard war
which had won this ground. &

We cleared the IP across the Tiber River, passed through Rome, and then proceeded down Highway seven
througﬁ Velletri, Cisterna, Terracina, Fondi, Itri, Formis, Scauri, aud across the Garigliano River. Then we
turned off on Highway 714 for lunch. After chow of “K” rations, we continued through Mendragone, Can-
cello and Vill Litterno to our final destinatien just owtside the wnall town of Qualiano.

The companies found spots among shudy graves of hickory trees and pitched their pup tents before dark.
We did not know what our part in the eperation woufd be or even what the operation was. But we began a
training program to keep us in shape until we did il ont what it was all about.

For ten days we sweated oul routine training snch as a five mile hike in an hour each day and training in

machine gun, rifie practice nnd sconting and patrofling. While training in rifle grenades, Lientenant O’Leary

162



apd Pfe. Sagé from Baker Co"mpany were hospitalized when a grenade exploded prematurely on a carbine.
Lieutenant Q'Leary died in the hospital during the night.

On the evening of the 26th of June, a 20th Special Service outfit entertained us, spotlighted by Agnn, a
sweet, blushing Red Cross girl, who sang to the GIs, Most of the men knew Ann from the Naples Red Cross,
and the rumor about the outfit was that Ann would never date an officer. This made Ann immensely popular,
for a Red Cross girl who did not like officers was a rare, welcome novelty. Ann had such a sentimental voice
that the engineers requested song after song. After the show, Ann confessed to seme of the men that she
liked the 48th Engineers far more then the 48th liked her. _

We were getting passes once more to Naples, and the men dashed into town to visit old friends. We
laughed and joked and called each other "PBS“. This was the furthest the 48th had ever been behind the
fighting front. Naples was still the same old town, and it carried the same allure of a big city to the men of
the 48th. We compared it with Rome, and decided that Rome was a better pass town, but we knew Naples,
and it was sort of coming hack to a place that we had left long age. A little like coming home.

On June 30th, we became attached to the 40th Engiueer Regiment as an Engineer Shore Battalion and were
directed to report to the Invasion Training Center. At 0800, we moved to Battapaglia about twenty miles
south of Salerno to practice for an invasion. We had not the slightest notion of where the invasion would be,
and the rumors began to roll. First it was northern Italy, where we would cut across the plain from Bologna.
Then we decided that it would be Yugoslavia, mostly because the “Stars and Stripes” was carrying lots of
feature stories about the fighting there. Perhaps it was Greece, and we would cut up to meet Marshall Tito.
The Canadians did it in the last war, we remembered. It might be that we would go to England to make an
invasion slong France somewhere. France was a good bet.

A few of ns thought that it was a2 dry run to keep the Germans guessing. These men sat idly by with a
complacent look. A few deluded men reasoned that we were going back to America after all, we had done all
of the fighting so far. What had ever happened to the millions of men there? They could not all be in this
new invasion of France. The invasion of France had hegun the morning after Rome fell, and we had opti-
mistically waited for the Germans to ask for Armistice daily. We were through with this war now. In another
month, when the new armies in France got going, it would be all over. We might even be training for Japan.

One lady knew where we were going. Her name was affectionately known as “Berlin Sally,” and she spoke
constantly to the Gls in Italy. Usually, she had better recordings than our own radie, and she would tell an
off-colered joke for the men onmce im & while. Mostly, it was the voice of 3 woman speaking English that got
us. The winter up at Cassino had made us fast friends, and listening to Sally was a popular pastime ever
since. Sally seemed to think we were going to France. We weighed her words along with our buddies and
worked out our own separate ideas.

Our bivouac in Battapaglia was a pium orchard, and the ripe fruit dangled above our pup tents. We ate
plums constantly. Cecumbers and tomatoes were also in season. We had been weaned away from these delica-

The Boad Back
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The 48th was a Beach Force in itself now. There were sailors, signalmen, MPs, and Naval officers with
us. The Navy was to guide us in and supply us with screening smoke. The Engineers were to layout the
beach, and the MPs were to keep things moving across it. The signal tied us all in, and made us a working
tesm,

The last few days of July and the first few daye of August were anxious ones for we knew that we were
to leave soon for an invasion somewhere. The time was getting short. Naples, Salerno, and Pouzzoul, and all
along the coast line, boat after boat could be seen. The magnitude of this operation struck us. We knew that
the landing was to he three divisions abreast. Even the much publicized landing in Northern France had only
been two divisions abreast. We completed details such as waterproofing vehicles so that they conld bounce
through the epen mouths of LST's and churn through water up to the drivers’ necks. Our gasmasks were
sealed and waterproofed, or we drew assault masks in rubber casings. Each one of us was issued a small
bottle of atabrine, and a small American flag armband to prove that we were GIs so that we would not he
shot by mistake.

A beach control hand with the letters “SP” gave us permission to move freely about the beach. A vomit
bag M-1 made our equipment comnplete.

On D-Day, the Seventh Army was to assault the southern coast of France to seize the ports of Toulon
and Marseilles. VI Corps and the Eight Amphibious Force were to make a daylight assault on beaches from
Cap Cavalaire to Agay employing three divisions abreast The Provincial Airborne were to drop at 0430 to
seize Le Muy. Gliders were to land at 0800 and at 1800 D-Day.

The 48th Engineers were to be the Shore Battalion for the 142 Infantry Regiment of the 36th Division.
The 36th was to assault Green and Red Beaches at H-Hour on D.Day, seizing Agay, 5t. Raphael, Frejus,
aad Le Muy, making contact with the airborne troops. Green and Red Beaches were to be put in operation
by the 540th Engineer Beach Group with the 48th acting as their third battalion. Our orders were to land
on Red Beach and operate the heach if ordered, Otherwise, we were to open the Coast Highway 98 into
St. Raphael. At the earliest possible time, we were to replace a bridge over the Valesoure River, which would
probably bhe destroyed. Some of the other tasks outlined were to provide access to the small boat harbor at
5t. Raphael, and delouse the port area of mines, and initiate port reconstruction. We were to provide
traffic routes to and within the Red Beach dump areas, and accomplish work in bunker destruction, and
fire fighting within Red Beach areas. This was the plan if everything went according to Hoyle — — — but
as usual in the Army, things did not go according to plan. Red Beach of the 142nd ]Jeeame famous as the
one beach iu the entire operation where the Germans offered resistance.

&S
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CHAPTER XVIII

ZERO HOUR AT RED BEACH

Reveille sounded at 0300 on August 10th for Baker Company and elements of H&S Company. We headed
down the dirt road from our bivouac in the trees for the last time. We turned the corner with full packs
and headed towards a small clearing a mile down the road. Lines of quartermaster trucks were waiting for
us, and we peeled off and scrambled into the trucks with our full packs and equipment.

The tracks filed out and we passed quickly tbrough the early dawn toward the metropolis of Naples. The
city smelled almost clean as we moved through to the dock area.

There were hundreds of trucks moving toward the same destination, and we waited silently as thousands
of last minute details were worked out.

A couple of Red Cross girls were handing out doughnuts and lemonade when the silent column of men
marched to the pier on the quay in Naples. We juggled our armfuls of equipment as we took their offerings
quietly. Tbe harhor was packed with ships of all kinds. There were sluggish little barges, square LSTs,
tiny LCIs and huge Army troopships. All were bustling with activity as cranes moved equipment on to the
larger vessels and the small ones were rapidly filled with troops and equipment.

Then our column started forward. We crossed a floating ramp two by two with the men of the 142nd
InfaAntry. Qur minds were a blank now. There wasn’t mucb to think about. We were numb from weeks of
thinking and guessing and working out rumors and worrying about what Sally said from Berlin.

“I don’t know why you boys of the 45th tbe 3rd and the 36th are taking off your patches. We know
who you are and where you are geoing. That is more than you know. But don™ worry. We will be there
waiting for you to give you a warm welcome.” .

Sally was partially right. We didn’t know where we were going, but like Sally, we could guess fairly
accurately.

The ship filled up leisurely as the long column of troops filed aboard. Most of the vehicles were already
stored in the bold, the rest would come later. Everything in the buge machine of an amphihious operation
was being put aboard. Now all that was needed was the men to fill it out. All day they came to the harbor
in long lines of dusty trucks. They received their two doughnuts and followed along the wooden ramps until
they, too, were packed somewhere on the hupe fleet of ships.

Towards dusk, the USMT Nightengale with elements of H&S and Baker Companies pulled.away from the
dock and headed down the coast. Able and Charlie Compazies boarded the LST 5004 (HMS Karen) and
a few of the men boarded the LST 1012, and moved to join the couvay. The ships comlinued to join, until

during the night, hundreds of ships were lying off -Terrn Anunvimin  and  Castlemarre, within  sight of
Pompeii and Mt. Vesuvius.

To be aboard a ship bound for an early wave in an invasion is no pleasant thought. There was no
singing aboard the Nightengale. One group started, bt it soon dicd down. We were glad in a way to be
leaving Ttaly, and most of us thouglt that his invasion would mark a hig thin.g. This was one big step
pearer the end of the war. This would he the iust tough one lor us. ;

The song of the Nightengale soou hal ws all swiling as the loud speaker system kept insisting, “Sweep-
crs, sweepers, man your hrooms”™ or “on deek second watch, on deck second watch, Second watc}_l relieve

the watceh™.
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Early in the morning, the ship began to vibrate. We moved out on deck to watch Pouzzuli and Naples
move by for the last time. Then there was nothing but water. Other ships moved into join the line and
soon there was a formation of troopships, much like the Nightengale, carefully herded by destroyers and
destroyer escorts. The small naval escorts hung low in the water and disappeared over the horizon throughout
the day on little details of their own.

We plowed northward all through the day. The me 1 hegan to accept the fact that they were actually
there now and they were on their way. There was no turning hack. This was it. As soon as the men hegan
to realize this, they loosened up. There were a few card games started, but most of the men formed little
“bull sessions”. Sometimes the main topic was the invasion, but lots of times it would drift off about the
women of Rome or the wine of Naples, or some strange stories about the fight through the line. Most of the
mwen of the 36th had trained during the whole drive, and they were eager to listen to the Engineer stories
of Rome and the drive north.

The men of the 36th had a whole new crop of stories about Naples. We could drop into any group and
talk. We were all on the same job, and it made us all friends.

The next day Corsica swept by and Sardinia. We knew with some sort of resignation where we were
headed now.

Then it broke — Southern France! But it was no surprise now, it was just a confirmation. Maps were
handed about. We were to kit Red Beach with the men of the 142nd Infantry of the 36th Division who
were aboard with us. There were mines in the water at Red Beach and mines on the shore. There was a
seaplanc landing pier at one end and Hotel Conspicuous at the other. There were guns on the hills and wire
in the town and there were crack troops there to meet us.

There were two hours of attack. At H Hour the 1415t and the 143rd Infantry Reglments were to land on
the flanks and envelope the town of St. Raphael by taking the high gronnd in back. H Hour was late in the
morning — —eight o’clock. At two in the afternoon the 142nd was to smack the town head-on.

Rough? It was rugged!

D-Day broke dull and gray. The long grey lme of ships drifted on a mirror-like stillness of grey water.
The low grey shore line of Southern France reached for long grey streamers of clouds off in the haze. Now
and then a battleship would envelope itself in smoke, and minutes after, the dull boom of its guns would
echo across the water to us. A parade of aireraft marched across the sky, wheeled, and marched back again.

Little LCIs with banks of rockets covering their decks moved up, and tiny LCVPs skittered in hopeless
little circles in the rear of the big ‘transports, waiting for company. Then they formed a skirmish line and
rushed for the distant beaches. We couldn’t see the boats. They were too low in the water, but we could
follow the white spume in each beat’s wake as they hulled down with threttles wide open.

Beachhead!
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Then there was nothing to do hut wait. Reports and rumers trickled in. “Its strangely easy and it is

..rough. There are plenty of Jerries there and there are none. The 45th is pinned on the heach and they are

ten miles in and still going.” ‘

Then it was two o’clock — — — Z . Hour.

Our own LCVPs were swung out and down while we watched, mostly in silenee, but with scattered
attempts at humor, as the men climhed in. Then it was us. Over the cargo net we went, hand over hand, -
with our rifles swinging awkwardly up and down our arms. We checked our packs and equipment nervously
for the hundreth time as the boat moved out to get in formation with others already in the water.

But something was wrong. We cut our motors and lay dead in the water among all kinds of landing craft.
Then we saw the reason. Accurate 88 fire walked up and down the beach approaches. Sand and water
hounced upward, reaching for the boats waiting to go in. At 1400 hours a message was radioed that Red
Beach had not been taken. For two hours we drifted around in the water; the Jerries were throwing a
number of shells into the bay and on to the bheach.

The first wave waited for the second and the second for the third. Minutes became hours but the shelling
continued.

Finally, late in the afternoon, the shi-pmaster hollered, “Duek your heads, we are going in.” We were
going into Green Beach, already conscolidated by the 141st Infantry.

Baker Company got its feet wet going in, but practically everyone else walked off on to the beach. We
scrambled ahout two hundred yards up the beach and moved through a tank barrage along the coastal road
to Hotel Les Roches Rouges. The noise along the way was deafening; the tankers were feeding their guns
in rapid suceession. :

Then, for the first time, the 48th realized what a tongh landing Red Beach would have been. There
were hundreds of mines on the heach along with pillboxes covering the open sand. Then there was wire in
the town and underwater ohstaeles out in the water.

The 48th had planned to knock out the underwater obstacles in a novel way. They had sent the following
men to a navy school in Salerno: 1lst Lt. Peternel, T/4 Lauschner, Pfc. Schwartz, Pyt. Currier, Pfc. Finn,
T/5 Tate, Pvt. Piaizza, Cpl. Malon, T/5 Roetter, Pfc. Builder, Pvt. Marony, Pvt. Ewell, Pvt. Hamelin, Pvt.
Scatta, Pvt. Curran, Pfe. Nash, Pvt. Mitchell, Pvt. Lamb, Pvt. Dunn, T/5 Nedriek and Sgt. Torigian. These
men were formed into dermolition teams of sailors and men of the 48th. Eaeh team was to get small boats
loaded with toms of explosives into the beach defenses. Then the small boats were to be blown up.

The men spent two weeks in underwater demolition school at Salerno preparing for the job. They were
tanght how to prepare heavy satchel charges of explosives. The explosive boats were completely controlled
by radio, and would be exploded when they hit the beach.

Here is the story of one of the three groups of volunteers. Sergeant Nedrick of Charlie Company, one of
the volunteers for the hazardous mission deseribed the early action off Red Beach. “The night bhefore we
were to go into action, we were sitting on the deck of the LCP boat talking over the strange job that was
before us. Some of the navy men with us had never seem aetion hefore, and one of them was particularly
anxious to make the landing. ‘No matter how tough this thing may be,’ he said, ‘I'm going to set foot on
French soil and get some souvenirs out of this war.’ Private Curran looked up and said quietly, ‘“With all
of the stuff that Jerry throws at you, you will proably forget about that.’ So we sweated it out until the
morning of August 15th. Z-Hour for Red Beach was not until the afternoon, so early in the morning, the
erew went down to the LCP boats and made ready for the take-off. When we tried to start the boats, the one
with Sergeant Torigian aboard would not start. Another one wouldn’t start either. We were having all sorts
of trouble and the same thought was running through our minds. This thing looked bad from the beginning
and now it was getting worse.” .

“Just then the bombardment from the battleships and destroyers started. Pvt. Lamb shouted above the
noise, ‘The invasion is on.” He dida’t have to tell us, though. The noise was terrific. We were in close now,
and we could see the town of St. Raphael clearly. Everything was still as we moved in. The mechanics had
been working on the smaller hoats below and had them ready now. Any minute we would begin to let them
out. Suddenly, the Germans opened up on us with mortars and machine guns. That was a big suprise to us,
and for a moment, everyone lost his head. Shells were bursting all around us. There were plenty of Jerries
at our beaeh, and we knew our job was going to be a tough one. We kept moving in by taking a sig-zag
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course while the Germans continued to fire away at us. Our radio-controlled hoats were slipped out and they
moved along fine. We directed one of them into the heach at the exact spot where we wanted it to go. Then
we exploded it and turned aronnd. We were shaken by the explosions and the shells that came in clese, hut
no one was hurt. We had gotten to within a half mile of the enemy held beach.

After the boat was exploded, the fleet raked the heach with 20 milimeter cannons to explode mines and
some of our planes strafed and bombed the beach.

Then we started out with two more radio boats. This time we went even closer to the beach. The artillery
and machine guns were worse than before. We directed one of our boats in all right, but it did not explode.
The other boat got out of contrel and began to swing around in circles. It was about all we could do to stay
out of its way., The shells were getting closer and closer. The shells were so close, that all of ns except the
skipper of the boat lay flat on the deck to avoid getting hit with shrapnel. All of a sudden, our other radio-
controlled boat started heading for a destroyer. We could get out of the way, but the destroyer was too hig.
It couldn’t move fast enough, and tons of explosives headed at you on a speedboat is something to worry about.”

“The destroyer opened up on the boat with a twenty millimeter cannon but the boat kept coming. The
destroyer wheeled around its three inch gun and sank the hoat with one shot.”

“Meanwhile, shells were still coming in at us. One hit about two yards away from our boat, but it waa a
dud. During the barrage, Sergeant Torigian tried to jump from one boat to another as we passed but he lost
his balance and fell in the water. We moved over to him and almost stopped the boat, as we threw him a
rope. We dragged him out, and a naval officer yelled to the driver to get out of range of that artillery. Just
as we were picking up speed, five shells came in. One hit where we had just been -and two more bracketed
the little bpat. One of the Navy men yelled ‘I'm hit!”. Private Cunrran ripped out bis first aid packet and
bandaged the man’s head. There was no hospital ship near-by, so we ran out to one of the destroyers.

We met the first wave of Infantry moving in to Red Beach as we neared the destroyer. They were so badly
shelled that they had to return to their starting point. We were tnrned in to Green Beach later in the day
and joined Charlie Company which had already landed.”

We had no sooner reached the hotel, when three planes flying high, passed over the mountain and dipped
toward the fleet off-shore. There was a split second of silence, and then as if by pre-decision command every
anti-aireraft gun aboard the invasion fleet and many guns on shore began to fire. The night was filled with
the clatter of ack-ack, and the sky was etched with red balls drifting slowly upward.

Two of the planes wheeled, and moved back, hut one continued paralle]l to the beach. Suddenly a red
streak detached itself from the plane and nosed downward. There were shouts of “He’s hit, he’s hit” from
the men, but the streak nosed over gently to Green Beach where we had just came in. Suddenly there was an
ugly red flash and a loud explosion. An LST carrying guns, men and ammunition of the 36th Division was
hit. Tbe sky flared as the ammunition hegan to explode. Up on the hillside we conld see the flame glow
intense and then fade, only to sweep npward again as the flames found the powder.

We worried about the fire for a while, thinking that it would draw the enemy aircraft, for now they had
a beacon right on the beach that tbey couldn’t miss. But apparently, the Germans just dido’t have the
planes or tbe time to prepare a strike at the beach.

The next morning, word came that St. Raphael had not been taken. The original invasion plan called
for the 143rd and the 141st Regimental Combat teams to sweep in from the flanks and take the high ground
behind the town by two in the afternoon, on D-Day. Then the 142nd with the 48th were to hit Red Beach
in a direct frontal assault on the town.

But the fire on the beach was so severe that the 142nd was turned into Green Beach, wbich had been taken
earlier. The 143rd had assembled during the night, and were going to move through Frejus to outflank 5t.
Raphael on the mornicg of the 16th of August.

The Colonel was anxious to he moving. The 48th had a lot of work to do, and there was no time to he
lost. He called Lieutenant Finnegan, Battalion S-2, and the Reconnaissance Section to him. “Get into St
Raphael and find a CP”, he told them.

At the same time, Sergeant Smukler was told, “Infiltrate into town and get Operations ready to move.”

Lientenant Finuegan and his recon moved out, followed shortly by Sergeant Smukler, Corporal Saraniero

and Private Wynkoop.
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The Operations men were picked up by an Infantry Jeep and passed quickly through Agay and along the
coastal road until a Military Policeman halted them.

“You can’t get through up there,” he said, “The town isn’t taken and there is a pillbox on the road that
is holding things up.”

* Where did the [nfantry go?” the driver asked. _

“Everyone is turning up the road to Frejus. There doesn’t seem to be much opposition there,” the MP
answered. k

The jeep turned across the road leading to Frejus and climbed the hill to town. An Infantry mortar

platoon was passing through and the people were waving wildly.

The operations men dropped from the jeep, thanked the driver, and headed down the hillside leading to
St. Raphael. -

The town was full of wire entanglements and there were dragons teeth on the corner, but the men met no
opposition. They met Lientenant Finnegan, Sergeant Gustafson and Sergeant Tschetters near the heach and
combined to find a likely CP. The lieutenant led the men to the beach, appreaching from the rear, Hotel
Conspicuous, where they hroke open the door and moveéd in.

173



Yellow and Green Beaches

The men searched the hotel briefly and decided that it was vacant. Lieutenant Finnegan told the men to
hold the hotel, and he would bring up the Colonel. ' '

Colonel Swift, Major Munson and Corporal Mattson had arrived at the Hotel Continental a few hundred
yards away, in the meanwhile, and the CP was changed to the Continental. The companies were already
moving toward town, and by noon, the 540th and the 48th had taken over the famous vacation town of St.
Raphael. )

D plus one was a happy day feor the quaint vacation town of St, Raphael for Les Americans were back
again. It didn’t matter too much that the Americans were the tired, dusty men of the 48th, it just mattered
that Les Americans were here and Le Boche was gone, and the watery beer was flowing and the Tri-color
was flying in the square, and everyone was kissing everyone else on both cheeks, and Mon Dien, it was tres
bien!

Even now Les Americans were in the Hotel Continental and the Beau-Sejour drinking good champagne
and singing lusty songs like they used to do in the happy days. They were kissicg the pretty girls and giving
the little children candy and choeolate. Ah, Les Americans had not changed. But with what noise they
came! The big boats and the little ones making flashes and loud noises, and the airplanes zooming low over
the church steeple, and the loud crashes from up in the mountains from the artillery, and then the hig tanks—
like mountains they were, and the little cars, and then the Americans.

At first there were just a few soldiers. They would stick their heads arocund corrers and then rum like
mad and poke their heads around another corner. Then there were more in little cars and walking. They
came to the Hotel Continental and stayed and soon there was the sound of music and laughter.

Then they were out o the streets and there were toasts drunk at every house, and the pretty girls were
arm-in-arm along the streets with them singing “Madamoiselle from Armetierres” or “I'm going to huy a Paper
Dollie” or “Roll out ze Barrel” or listening to somebody explain about Harry James or this Frank Sicatra
person or this, what do you call it? Jitterhugging?

Ah, but it was wonderful. They took all of the wire out from the Boulevard Felix-Martin and we could
stroll down under palm trees, then they went down on the beach and took the mines out near the American
Bar and St. Raphael was like sew. Ah, the white houses were still white, and the Boulevaril still curved
around the hills and the hotels were like new again. There were a few houses without roofs, hut there was
not many and what did it matier? We are free again and the Americans are here und it is Cest Le Guerre!

The Americans. We knew would come here. Always did they come here 1o St. Raphael. It is beawtiful
here. We call it the town of sunshine, Here everyone is happy. There is nothing to be sad about. Here
is the beach. There are the bars, and ox the cool nights, the orchestra comes out and we dance under the
There are the great restaurants and there are the fine hotels. Behind are the big hills to protect us
Here we ltave everything almost everything but the Ameri-

stars,
and there is the ocean for sailing or swimming.
cans. And now even they are back. So it is a wonderful day, no?

Here you must stay. The war is almost over and here is a wonderful place to stay. Come to my house

tonight, for I have been saving a rare bottle of champagne for this occasion. And bring friends and we will
sing. I must find out what is happening in America. It has been so long,
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Link In the Invesion Lifeline



Lieutenant Peternel, in charge of underwater demolition teams, finished his job by D plus one and reported
to his company commander, Captain Sanyder of Able Company. Captain Snyder was excited and worried. “I

” the captain mourned.

have millions of things to do and no equipment. It's still out there on those ships,
“Peternel, I want you to get my bulldozer and get it fast. I don’t care if you have to see six generals and
fifteen admirals. Get that thing here.” '

Lieutenant Peternel had been given a tough job. At first he thought the captain was unduly worried about
a small litile detail, but when he attempted to contact the Beach Group Officers, he found that he was one
of a million officers trying to get things. The offices were a Aurry of people running out and in and type-
writers clashing and telephones ringing. The British were in charge of the ship, and Captain Snyder’s
urgently needed bulldozer was carefully wrapped in miles of red tape.

"This will never do,” the lieutenant thought. ” There must be another way.” Lieutenant Peternel found ont
what ship the dozer was on and enlisted the aid of a young Naval lieutenant who had an equal flare for ad-
venture and a kindred dislike for red tape. The two men decided to run the gauntlet of British wrath and
get the hulldozer in to the beach on their own. The two officers, hoarded an LST and headed ont te sea
where the transport was lying. Patrol hoats stsrted for them, and one pulled up alongside. A British voice
demanded sharply for them to explain why they were riding around in the middle of the invasion fleet.
Lieutenant Peternel explained the situation and was told that he would have to contact the British at Beach
Group. Lieutenant Peternel said that he couldn’t wait and that the war depended on the fact that he got the
bulldozer in fast. The British patrel told them to proceed to the transpert and wait there while thg Patrol
Commander went to their flagship to see the Admiral.

The two officers climbed aboard the transport and explained the situation to the captain. The hatches
were opened, and the deck crane dropped down far into the hold of the giant tramsport. It brought out the
first of Ahle Company’s bulldozers and dropped it neatly in to the LST alongside. The crane dropped again
into the vast'hold and brought up the second bulldozer.

Meanwhile, the young naval lieutenant tapped Lieutenant Peternel's arm. Off in the distance, the patral
hoat was hurryiﬁg 1o the LST with the British decision of whether they could move the hulldozers or net.
Lieutenant Peterne! got excited and tried to hurry the crane. He wanted to get out of there in a hurry. The
patrol boat pulled alongside as the crane set the second bulldozer inte the LST. The British patrel com-
mander losked up at the LST angrily, and pulied away.

Lientenant Peternel sat en a stump with Captain Snyder and watched the two bulldozers chewing away
ground for an ammunition dump.

“Did you have much trouble getting them,” the captain asked.

“There was a lot of red tape,” the lieutenant replied.

Here Comes The Dozer



Sergeant Stern of Able Company found a map listing the locations of all minefields in the Yellow Beach
area as well as pillboxes and gun positions for miles around. It was turned to the Yellow Beach Commander
who said enthusiastically, “This map will cut my work in two. I can have this beach in operation in half the
time we had estimated.”

On the 17th, Able Company had deloused the docks at St. Raphael of mines, blown two pillboxes at the
dump enirance, removed five tellermines, made the beach road two-way, removed obstacles and four electric
flame-throwers, and reimrted that all streets in the town of St. Raphael were cleared of obstructions, rubble
and wire entanglements. Baker Company reported that all beach roads were being worked, and that traffic
circulation plans had been set up in the beach areas. Charlie Company made another entrance into the
dump area and extended the Class V ammo dump. '

There were endless reports of mines and booby traps in St. Raphael. At first, men of the Intelligence and
Operations Sections went out to check them, but the reports came in so fast that a squad was brought in to
trace down ell rumors. More than twenty reports were taken in one day. Omne excited French woman
returned to her home and reported that there was a big mine in her bed. The squad dashed out to neutralize
it, and found a huge unexploded 8 inch naval shell lying gently in the woman’s bed. It had dropped through
without breaking the hed. The squad found everything from shrapnel to mole holes in front lawns, but there
were no hooby-traps.

The worst mined place was the airfield, which had been mined and obstructed in preparation for repelling
an airborne landing. Able Company had been ordered to clear it and began work. Pfc. Gardner stepped on
an S-mine while on the detail. Everyone hit the ground at the explosion. Pfe. Sorenson, seeing that Gardner
was hit, jumped up and ram over to help him. Before reaching Gardner, he himself stepped on another mine.
This one was a “Bouncing Betty” and shrapnel and pellets flew in all directions wounding several other men.
The cssualties were Pfc. Gardner, killed, and Pfc. Sorenson, Pfc. Melcher, Corporal Rydz, T/5 Heit, Corporal

" Chambers and Pfec. Stracener hospitalized.

Just a few days after the invasion of Southern France s few men with mine detectors from the 2nd
platoon of Baker Company, under the leadership of Sergeant Marnskin were sent out to clear a mine
field. Just aronnd the corner at H&S Company they picked up a truck load of French soldiers and started
out. It was a two hour ride out there but it was beautiful country and the men did not mind. When they
finally arrived, they dismeunted and started work. It seen became apparent that the use of mine detectors
was impossible, hecause the terrain was too rocky, and too steep. The only type of mines found were
German Stock.” We soon discovered there was more to it than just clearing a path trough a mine field,
we were doing it for a reason. It was on this hill that a group of about thirty French Commandos had struck
at German icstallations just before Day. It was in tbe dead of night and due teo the Stock mines and

Men and Egu.ipment Come Ashore
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trip wires, their losses had been terrific. There were thirteen men killed, and from all indications there
were many more wounded. There was all sorts of equipment laying around for these commandos had been
heavily armed. They had carried two knives, a pistol, a submachine gun, with ammo for both, a specially
made pack carrying demolition, cap and fuses. We removed the mines without mishap as the trip wires
were easily seen in the bright sun light. The odor of decaying flesh was strong and we worked feverish-
ly to complete our task and leave. Just then far cut at sea we heard a loud explesion, we looked up, and
saw an American cruiser standing off shelling the city of Cannes. Suddenly we noticed a great geyser
of smoke appear magically about 100 yards from the Cruiser. Immediately the cruiser turned tail and fled
to safer waters. After that exhibition we returned to cur work and it wasn’t long before we had cleared
the path. From there on, it was a job for the Frenchmen. They. kad brought along some mattress covers
to put the bodies in.” .

But our stay in St. Raphael was short. On the 21st of August, the following field order was received,
..... “One battalion of the 343rd Engineers will continue to support Sixthk Corps pending arrival of the
48th Engineer Combat Battalion. Effective 0001B, 22 August, the 48th Engineer Combat Battalion is relieved
from attachment to the 540th Engineer Combat Regiment and is attached to Sixth Corps™.

On the 22nd, the 48th headed after the fast moving Task Force Butler and raced through the mountains
to the Durrance River Plain. )

The trip was memorable for the men of the 48th. We travelled more than a hundred miles through
Southern France amid cheering crowds and gaily decorated towns. )

We liked the French instantly. These people did not beg for candy, chocolate or cigareties. They greeted
us with genuine warmth. They were along the highways with basketfuls of apples, pears, grapes, hazel
nuts, tomatoes and bottles of old vintage with glasses ready to serve us if we stopped. When we couldn’t
stop, they offered the whole bottle to uws, They waved at us, threw kisses, and saluted us. Most of all they
seemed anxious to touch us, as though they couldn’t believe their eyes. The lovely girls of France, dressed
in their gayest prints, waved happily to us. When we stopped momentarily in convoy, the girls would
clamor over us and laugh and thrill at the slightest things we said. They decked our vehicles with flowers

-of all description.

But our happy ride was not without mishap. The French, in their enthusiasm, threw fruit high in the
air a8 we passed. The men on the speeding trucks would snatch the tomatoes and apples at forty miles
an hour. One happy girl arched a ripe tomato high in the air. Colonel Swift was looking at the girl instead
of the tomato as Corporal Mattson speeded him along. The tomato splattered like shrapnel over the Colo-
nel’s face. But the Colonel took it happily and continued to wave at the passing towns with his helmet
low over his forehead.

D plus Seven was a happy day for the 48th Engineers.

=
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CHAPTER XIX

THE LOST PLATOON

The new assignment of the 48th was to apen the way for the Supply route from Aspres to Grenoble,
a distance of over fifty- miles. Trucks were canvoying through the twisting mauntain trail all the way
back to Sisteron and Mancaque to supply the fast moving divisions above Grenable.

Able Company began to tussle with a by-pass and a bridge at St. Julian, while Charlie Company worked
their way up a lateral road towards Crest. During the night of 27th of August, a flash. downpour caught
Charlie Company with a bridge only partially completed. The swift mountain streams began to overflow
their banks, and in a few hours, had destroyed most of Charlie Company‘s work. The company struggled
throughout the day in an effort to control the flood, but finally decided to sweat ont the cloudburst and
wait until the water level snbsided. The rcoads were covered with water in many placea, and an alternate
road had to be found. To add to Charlie Company’s ‘worries, enemy aircraft strafed working parties, but
the next day the Air Corps had a fighter plane swinging slow lazy circles over Crest. When Jerry came
down the valley again, there was a short rumpus and the American plane came out of the valley alone.

Back in Charlie Company‘s bivouac area, the men sleeping in puptents saw their barracks hags and
blankets actually start floating as a result of the downpour. Hail came down as big as a man‘s thumb nail.
But the worst tragedy of all was the 85 gallons of moonshine heer that Sergeant Torigian had made for
Charlie Company, The beer had heen placed in a nearhy river to ecol while the eompany went out to
work; then the raing came and the cloudburst sent the kegs of beer swirling down the river while the
heart-broken men of Headquarters Platoon stood Ly helplessly. When Sergeant Torrigian came in from
work he took off on a wet hut disappointing recon down the river. Later in the day he finally recovered
the beer about five miles down the stream. That night there was great rejoicing and celebratian among
the men of Charlie Company.

1i&S Company, during the downpour, will never forget Sergeant Taylor their cook. Rain or ne rain
his men were going to be fed. With a life preserver belt around him, he continued preparing chow. Finally
we heard him sing ount his familiar serenade, “Come and get your garbage.”

Meanwhile, many outfits were stalled for lack of gas; rations were short when they eame, and many
times they were out. The Army was showing the effects of the over-strained supply lines caused from the
sudden, unexpected quick drive inland. The supply road twisting through the Alps from Aspres to Greno-
bie was no place to make time, for it rose and fell along the mounntain sides and passed by mile.high cliffs
and hairpin turns,

Late ome afternoon, Major Clark, G-4 of the 45th Division, sent a message to the 48th that they would
have to supply 16 trucks to transport the 157th Infantry Regiment to the vicinity of Crest. American troops
were being hard pressed there and urgently needed reinforcements. Two companies of the 111th Enginecers
had already been committed as Infantry to stem the Gérman attack, But they had been pretty well cut
np. In fact the headquarters of the 111th Engineers had been captured.

At 1800 that night, we went to the 45th Division Gas Dump and loaded up. We drove wuh our lights
on to the assemhly area and there we formed a huge cirele and waited for the reat of the convey to form.
We were told to try to grab some sleep as we'd probably need it before the night was over. They knew
what they were talking about because we drove all that night. Finally, the rest of the trucks came and
we moved out,
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Along The MSR To Grenoble

We drove to a road that was seldom used and there we loaded up with men. There were so many
men to one truck that they had to stand up. On a move such as we were making the ride became tiresome.
We drove mostly hlackout lights and some times we were told to put out our lights entirely. The road
was mostly mountainous and it was pitch dark. The convoy traveled at such a rate of speed that a driver
either kept up the pace or he held up the whole convoy. Some of the time we used our full headlights and
we were very thankful that Jerry didn’t have too many planes. We had a mile of trucks in our convoy and
one could see the long line of vehicles winding along the road ahead.

When we came to an open streich of road we picked up speed and ran through like we were running a
gauntlet. Most of the time on the mountain trails the only guides that we had were the light colored
side of the mountain and the empty blackness of space on the other side. There were bridges that were
just wide Bﬁough for a truck to go over and tunnels that were pitch black. All these were obstacles that
had te be surmounted in our drive. I

The convoy commander told us where we were going when we started out but after we got going we
didn’t know what direction we were headed in or anything about what was up shead of us. We drove for
about six hours black-out and seldom stopped for a bresk because it was necessary to get the troops there
fast. We arrived at our destination just outside of & town where we could hear the tanks firing. The ‘place -
where we unloaded was a large field and we drove in and made a huge circle. There must have been
about 150 trucks in the field and we were constantly wondering if Jerry might throw a few rounds in to see
if he could hit something. ' :

We traveled the same route back that we had used getting up and it dido’t seem possible that we had
travelled at a terrific rate af speed and in total blackout over the same places that we were cautious about
going over now. It was morning now and the going was easier.”

The only bresk in the railroad along the whole line was s blown bridge at St.Julian. If the hridge
could be placed in operation, the railroad could well carry the supplies to Grenoble.

Although it was 2 little out af the 48th’s line, the railroad bridge at St. Julian was assigned to the Bat-
talion as 2 high priority job. ‘

Two spans of the bridge had heen dropped neatly off their ahutments and now hung from the span to
the river bed. French engineers had erected pilings to winch the spaus back into place. The 48th planned
to jack the bridge back on the abutment seats and place a wooden bent in the center, to earry the weight
of the one epan that had been blown out. Baker Commpany and elements of Able Company moved to the site
immediately. A generator was rigged for night work as the men started construction.

At six o'clock the French quit. They had union hours, but not the 48th. Another fresh platoon came
on to relieve the shift going off, aml the lights were turned on as darkness settled. Trucks were maneuvered
to the trzcks, and the men worked constantly on the jacks. The second day one span had been reset, and
the other span was being swuug into position with the crane. Rock was piled into the box crib and around
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the bent. At nine o’clock on the 31st, the engineers watched with anxiely as a locomotive with a string of empty
box cars approached the bridge. The men held their breath as the train moved over the bent, and cheered
ag it gathered speed and moved down the track. The railroad was now open from Sisteron to Grenohle —

(=

It was while at St. Julian that Able Company lost one of its best friends, a goat. The goat had been
with them for better than twelve months,

Shortly after the 48th landed in Italy, Lieutenant Hollar and Sergeant Kobza of Able Company bought
a lamb from one of the Italians who was tending his flock near an Ahle Company work site. At first, the

a distance of 91 miles.

lamb was intended for an addition to the Ahle Company standard menu of dehydrated eggs and potatoes,
but the little lamb was so0 cute and playful, that the two men could not carry out their original harsh
designs. The first night, the little lamh m’ssed its companions so much that nearly all night long he cried.
That ended Able Company's plans right there. We decided that the next time we passed the old work site we
would take it back to the flock and give it to the Italian again.

”Meanwhile, we pitched a pup tent for him, but he kept eating the mosquitoe net. Sergeant Kobza finally
dug the goat a foxhole, covered it with heavy paper, and put the little goat imside.

The little goat had already heen named. From his futile efforts to defend himself against his termentors,
the men called him “Buck™. It did not take the goat long to knmow that he had the entire company at his
heck and call, but his special friend hecame T/5 Nelleny, and the goat would follow him around like a
faithful dog.

When the 48th moved into Mignano to build Highway 48, Buck came into his own. He went to the
work sites many times with the men, and bore himself like a soldier thromgh many shellings. He was
promoted to T/5, by the authority of the Company Commander and he proudly wore his stripes on a jacket
that the boye had made for him.

The whole company became very fond of him, but Buck remained faithful to the third platoon, for this
"was Nelleny‘s platoon. At every formation, he would take his place and stand at attention beside the platoon
sergeant Every now and then he would turn his head and inspect the ranks to make smre that the platoon
was in order and remained at attention, '

Buck, while at Migrano, became used to shellfire ard learned very quickly where to be when the German
heavies began 1o drop in the area. When the shells atarted coming in Buck would look cover just as the men
did. He could find cover quickly and lie down as though he had been through basic training, He stayed
near his own foxhole when there was any danger, and he wounld not hesitate to dive in at the first whistle
of warning. - -

Buck soon learned the difference in shells. He knew which ones- were going out by the sound, and he
knew that a high pitched whistle meant that he should be on the ground or in the nearest hole in a hurry.
One day, Buck was some distance from his own hole, standing with a group of men in Ahle Company‘s area.
Suddenly reveryone heard the whistle of an incoming shell and goat and men started instantly for cover.
Nearby was a foxhole and Pfc. Cloason and the goat epotted it at the same time. The goat wae a little
faster and made the hole before Closson. Closson dropped to the ground as a German 170mm shell crunched
into Able Company‘s bivouac area.

While at Mignano, the men of Able Company began to push Buck on the head to make him buck. They
thought that this was a very clever trick, for Buck would rear up on his hind legs and charge, only to be
scooped up into the arms of his tormentor. While he was small, there wasn’t much that he could do, hut
he had an excellent memory, and many of the men who had tormented him, later regretted it. The sight
of certain men was the signal for him to charge. There wasn’t anything to do, but climh inte a truck or
tree and wait until Buck cooled off. You couldnt outeun him, and if you hit him you would have half a
hundred Able Company men on your neck. When Buck was really angry, he would back off about twenty
fecet, hunch his shoulders and lunge straight at vou. Buck weighed ahoul seventy pounds in his prime, and
it was a lot of force behind a pair of sharp horns that would be coming. A retreat was the best plan.
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When the 48th moved back from Mignano, the days began to get warm and the sun came out after the
dull winter of rain and snow. Able Company moved into pup tents, and Buek’s greatest delight was to climb
up on a pup tent and sun himself. It wasn't practical to try to chase him off. If you tried to discourage
him, he might buck your tent .down and tear it up. ‘Then he would climh up on some other tent.

The men began .to feed Buck candy, and he got so that he couldn’t get gnough of it. Whenever the men
had PX or there was a package from home, Buck was always on hand to get his cut. If there were times
when he was not invited, and the men were out to work, he would not wait to he asked. He would invade
a tent and sample the wares. One day he ate up an entire fruitcake. There were some men in Able Com-
pany that would have gladly shot him at times.

He used to make a lot of the men angry by getting in their way when we had close order drill. When
the company was marching along, he could keep in step and measure file with a soldierly eye, but when
theré was an order to execute a movement, he was always somewhere that he shouldn’t he.. .

The mating season came during the beginning of summer, and Buck hegan to get restless. The men of
Able Company were despondent, for Buck seemed to be angry at them all of the time. They decided that
Buck needed a girl friend. He needed about a five day rest period, and then he could come hack and be a
soldier again. The men kept looking for a herd of sheep where he could take a vacation, and finally found
a likely herd down near the water point. So one night, they bnndled Buck into a jeep an took him down 1o
the berd, and turned him loose. As with most of the “old goats”, he wanted a young female. Buck spotted
a lovely young sheep among the others and decided to nse strategy. He started the entire herd milling, and
had them moving in a tight circle as he started through them to the side of his lady-love. Just then an old
Italian woman came ronning up to the men and told them to pull their goat out of the ‘herd for che had
just separated her sheep from the rams. But the men weren’t paying too much attention to her. They were
gazing spell-bound as Buek worked to the side of the pretty sheep. The old lady looked at the Engineers
disgustedly and dashed out into the herd. She grabbed Buck’s horns and pulled him out. Then she hrought
him over to the men and waved a finger in their facea. The haffled Engineers loaded Buck inte the jeep
aod brought him back to camp.

When the 48th moved back to Salerno for invasion training, Buck came with Able Company. There
was no Army Regulation governing geata on an invasion, s0 the men of Able Company reasoned that it
was all right to bring him. They decided te put him in a crate and hide him on the back of a truck. The
sailors on hoard ship found him, and it was not long until Buck was walking through the wardroom to receive
the compliments of the Naval Officers and teetering on the deck to gaze in hewilderment ot the. ocean.
Buck -made the voyage without getting seasick and came in with the men on one of the early waves of the
Invasion of Southern France. We bhelieve that this is the first time that a goat-has ever gone on an.invasion.

Buck settled down into the environment of France. In fact, he settled too far. One day Able Company
pitched camp in a meadow at the foot of some wooded hills in the vicinity .of St. Julian, Buck spotted a
herd of sheep moving slowly up the trail to the mountainside and the call of his own kind welled ap inside
‘of him. He started up the path a few stepa and then looked back wistfully at the Able: Company.area and
the group of men who were watching him. - He wonld take a few more steps and look back, then walk a little
further on: He little knew the argument that was going on below. Some of the men wanted to run up and
get him. They could tie him up-and wait until they would move away in a couple of days. Othere standing
below wanted Buck to go. He déserved to be with hisr own kind. Now he was full grm'.\rn and his horns

stretched twice in clrelea He wis a- magnificent goat. Buck continued up the trail, and the men slowly hroke

up and started back to ‘their work. Buek had gone back to:his:.own. oo i .

" No sooner: had' thie- work: on--the vital :railroad: hridge : been: cdmpleted than the 4Bth drew another large
project—a floating bridge across the Rhone River. The 48th had bridged a lot of rivers—but never any like
the Rhone — 550 feet across at the narrowest point that the recon could find. VI Corps had debated all night
whether to commit the bridging that had been carried so far, and had finally decided that the bridge
was necessary. The companies rode all morning and .,r‘em‘:hed the site by noon. Immediately all of the trucks
in the Battalion were assigned to haul gravel for ‘two long approaches that were necessary. Elements of zll
three companies hegan to inflate the rafts and float them into pesition against the swift current. By eight
o'clock, on the morning of September 3rd, the southern abutment for the hridge had heen constructed

and twelve rafts were in position after a gruelling might of work, and a ride of over a hundred miles
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during the day fer the men. Fresh platoons came up in the morning to relieve the weary men and continued
construction throughout the day. At night, the bridge was across and nearing completion, hut it wasn't until
one o'clock in the morning when the first traffic passed over the span. The 550 feet of hridging was com-
pleted in 37 hours, against an unusually swift current that had bheen swelled by heavy rainfall.

That same day while the ponton bridge was being constructed, Lieutenant Wamsley, assigned 1o recon
roads as far as Lyon found the city outskirts with a récon armored car. The small party cressed into
town as a bus load of Germans started toward them. The M-8 armored car that Lieutenant Wamsley was in
opened fire with a fifty calihre machine gun and Lieutenant Wamsley and T/5 Wagner emptied their
carhines into the bus. The tracers ripped into the front of the bus and the motor. There was a roar as.
the gas tank exploded and the bus burst into flames. Startled Germans poured out of the windows and
raced for the protection of nearby buildings. Lieutenant Wamsley and the recon moved out of the street
and attempted to find another entry into the city. :

Meanwhile, Frenchmen were rounding np the Germans from house to house.

Later that morning, a detail was repairing a high suspension bridge over the Rhone when a Frenchmen
approached and asked in perfect English if he had permission to take some German prisoners out on the
bridge. The men wondered about the strange request, but told the Frenchman to go ahead. FFI, loaded to
the teeth with captured German pistols and Burp gnns walked a dozen Germans to the center of the span.
There, under the startled gaze of the Engineers, they calmly lined up six Germans and even more calmly
emptied their guns at them. As the Germans crumpled to the bridge the other prisoners were ordered to

pick them up and heave them over the side. Then the other six were calmly shot and given the same treat-

ment. It all happened ao fast and efficiently, that the sprpriscd men of the 48th hardly realized what was
going on,
From Cremieun, where we pushed across the ponton bridge, Battalion Headquarters moved to Neuville

~ then to La Pin near Lons La Saunier. At La Pin, Colonel Swift slept in a bed that King Henry the IVih had

used. .
It was soon after thiz that Colonel Swift was hospitalized as a resnlt of illness and Major Fuley took
over temporary command of the Battalion. ' _

A string of bridges brought the 48th through LonsLa-Saunier still hot on the trail of the Germans. At

_one point, we passed through Infantry along the sides of the road. “It mmst he safe up there”, ealled the

footsore doughboys as the 48th rode by. “I gness so0”, answered the 48th who didn't know either.
Lieutenant Finnegan, Private Woodcox and Corporal Neylon were ranging far ahead reconnoitering the
Main Supply Route as far as they could. On the 8th of Septemher, they arrived on a rise of hills and found

the Doubs River Valley spread out before them. Down the river about a mile, they could see the road bend- -

ing toward a blown bridge. They attempted to move down the road, and had just turned into the approach
‘when a German machine gun opened up on them. The Germans hit Neylon first and then hit Lieutenant
Finnegan as he attempted to get Neylon into the jeep. Private Woodcox, working under fire, turned his jeep
around, and helped Licutenant Finnegan and Neylon to pile in. Then he contacted a unit aid station far
down the road. ) N
Engineer recon is a strange. business and the men who practice it are a strange lot. The S-2 iz like a

- large family. The officers are like Pfc's and the enlisted men like officers. They know their business and

practice it daily. They are a fraternity from which the rest of the Battalion is excluded. They constantly
worry each other and treat each other like enemies, but let an outsider intrude and he will find himself
ranged against a solid rank of fire hardened experts. Ahout the only comp]imernt ever heard ahout the Recon
Section members is that “they are good boys.” This i the highest compliment among the reticent combat

Engineers.
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Most of the 48th harreled right through the lovely French city of Grenoble, but the first platoon of Able
Company took time off for a short visit to the Maritime Alps.
The platoon was attached to Colonel Bibo‘s holding forcz on August 27th. The rapid advance to Greno-

hle after the hig hattle at Montelemarre had left a large numher of Jerries in a funnel-shaped trap formed

by two chains of the Alps mountains. The Americans far to the south were working well into the mouth
of the tunnel, and the Bibe force was to plug the other end. Not only was this necessary but it was essential,
becanse the American main supply route ahove Gremoble was periously close to the roads the Jerries would
cross if they hroke out.

The Biho Force wasn’t large but it was considered that the force would hold and contain any attempt .
of the Germans to break out until more troops could be brought up to put the cork in tight.

The job of the first platoon of Able Company was to effect three major demolitions: tunnels at Col du
Galiber and du rif Blanc, and a wooden trestle bridge at Articol.

Corporal “Doc” Boye, first platoon Medic of Able Company said, “The platoon arrived in three trucks
prepared for any eventuality with a large amount of demolition, as well as ammunition and the usnal
engineering tools. Upon arriving, one squad went to work immediately, while the other two prepared a
bivouac area. The road was mined and the tunnel at Col du Galiber was prepared for demolition. Then the
blasting machine was turned over to men of the 83rd Chemical Battalien who were to blow the tunnel if

‘the Germans started up the road to take Brianeon from the rear. During the evening a conference was held

at a near-by fort overlooking the enemy town of Articol, and Lieutenant Schaherl told wus that the Com-
mander’s decision was to blow the hridge leading up to the fort the following morning.

On August 28th, Sergeant Clatterbuck and his squad left to contact an officer at the fort to hlow the bridge.
Lieutenant Schaherl and another squad left on a reconnaissance mission and the third squad was left in the
bivouac area in reserve. '

Sergeant Clatterbuck found men of the 83rd in the fort overlooking a long dip of road that led to the
Alpine town of Articol. The bridge was located at the bottom of the hill and could be clearly seen from the
fort, The Jerries could be plainly seen from the fort, too, for the squad counted thirty of them prowling
through near the houses.

The men pulled the truck up to the fort and scramhled out as Sergeant Clatterbuck walked up te the
entrance to contact the officer in charge. The Sergeant returned in a few minutes and the men clamhered
back on the truck. Pfe. Herron started to turn the truck around to head towards the bridge when there
was the swish and thud of a mortar and a German machine gun opened up. The fire was se sudden and
accurate that the men had barely enough time to fall off the truck to the ground before the bullets began
to find the truck. A mortar shell hit the truck, but luckily the hundreds of pounds of demslition and
mines did not explode.

The men crouched against the wall 2nd ducked the fire that was passing over their heads and banging into
the truck loaded with demeolitions. They could not go forward around the fort, for they wonld walk right
into the German field of fire. The fort was surreunded by a moat which led to the steep stone walls, so they
conld not get in the fort. Near-by was a sally port leading out. If the men could scale the wall, they could
drop to the other side away from the fire and escape through the woods. But the top of the wall was being
raked by German fire. Machine gun bullets were chipping the stone above the men’s heads and a mortar
shell hit the wall further along. But if the men stayed where they were the truck full of explosives might go up.

They decided to climb the wall. Private McCall started up and dropped over the other side. The next
man started up and so on till the last member of the squad was over. Sergeant Clatterbuck waited until
everyone was safely over, and then rolled over the top. The men paused to orient themselves and then started
for Briancon, The road was being raked with fire, and the men reagoned that a German attack was in progress.
[t would only be a matter of time before the town would fall. _

Sergeant Clatterhuck found Colonel Bibo in Briancon and reported for orders. He explained the situation
at the fort to the colonel and the colonel ordered them to pick up the squad in reserve and try to blow up
the bridge.

The aquad found the reserves huddled in any available cover as 88 fire walked through their lines of pup
tents. The men dashed for cover as the 88s zeroed in to give the bivouac a pounding. Pup tents sailed
through the air and were shredded to rags as the artillery scattered their equipment and belongings. Sergeant
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Dejml found Sergeant.Clatterbuck in a lull in the shelling, and Clatterbuck told him the Colenel’s orders.
Dejml calied to his squad and set out for the fort and the bridge, while Clatterbuck and his men started for
Briancon. It was apparent that they could not stay in the bivouae. The Germans apperently had observation
on the spot, and Briancon, itself, was being shelled. Clatterbuck did not want his squad left out in the open
high in the mountains, out of communication with headquarters, if the Germans moved to outflank the town.
Clattesbuck pulled up in town. Tlie other troops were pulling out. Vehicle after vehicle passed the squad
truck as Clatterbuck waited. He did not want to lsave town without Dejml and his men with the last remaining
truck. All of Sergeant Dejml’s men came in except thé sergeant and two meén. Meanwhile the German
shelling was getting more accurate. It was evident that Briancon could not bhe held. - Almost all of the
troops were through now. b

The men from Dejml’s squad reported that the’ sguad had been split up under fire, and there wae a strong
possibility that-Dejml and two of his men had been killed or eaptured. All of the American troops were out
of town now, and the Germans would be coming in soon. Clatterbuck could not risk his'men any longer. He
ordered the men ‘to pile on and the fruck started down the road that the other vehiclés had taken.

" Several miles down the road, Colonel Bibo had ordered a defense line-to stem the German‘*advanpe, and
the squad reported to him. There was no news of Sergeint Dejml and his two men, and the colonel had
given Lieutenani Sehaber] and his men up as lost. They had been sent ont on a recorinaissance into an area
that the Germans now totally controlled.

Colonel Bibo told the men that he was making his CP in a hotel further up the mountain, and told -Clatter-
buck to take the men to the hotel and get some rest.

Just as the men were about to meve away, a lone jeep.ceme up the road from the direction of Briancon.
The Colonel dashed down to the road with his staff. The men of the 48th dashed around the jeep a& Sergeant
Dejml and his two men jumped out. They had been the last men out of Briancon, and had run a gauntlet

" of fire as the advancing Germans pursued them through the town snd down the road. The colonel questioned

the three men about Americans in the town. The men had seen none, and apparently nll of the troops in
town had gotten away safely, except for casualties caused by shellfire. _

The 83rd Chemical Battalion in the fort had been engulfed with the initial speed of the Germsn attack;
and they had lost two officers and sixiy men. Sergeant Dejml had gotten away but he had not been able to
hlow the bridge. There was still no word from Lieutenant Schaberl and the aquad with him.

Mesnwhile, back at the 48th CP, the men had heard of the German attack, and of the hurried retreat from
Briancon. There were rumors of casualties, but there had been no word of the engineers. Colonel Darling of
Sixth Corps Engineer Section could get no word The engineers were presumed to bé lost. Word spread that
the entire platoon was lost. _ .

Captain Snyder of Able Company was determined to find out. He and Licutenant Conklin loaded up two
jeeps with rifles, blankets, food and mail and started out by two different routes to try to get throngh the
Germans in search of the platoon. After Licutenant Conklin had gone thirty miles, he was stopped and
turned back. The German attack had crossed the road from that point into Briancon, There was no word of
the engineers and the men there were fighting to hold a road block out of contact with the rest of the force.

Captain Snyder moved along through empty countryside without a sign of Germans or Americans. According
to his map, he was getting close to Briamcon, but he could find no cne. He did not know whether he was in
German territory or American. He rounded 2 bend in time to see the platoon stretching mines across the
read. The men were aa suprised to see him as he was happy to find them.

The lost platoon was no lenger lost. Lieutenant Schaber! had guided the aguad truck through the attack
by swinging wide through the mountains. The entire platoon had escaped without a casualty, except for a
lot of personal belongings and pictures from home that the army could not replace. ;

Baume-Les-Dames was a strange town when the 48th finally got their bridge in. It contained one of the
greatest stories of French patriotism of the entire war; a story with an action finish that would rival a dime
novel for thrills. _ -

The town nestles beside the Doube River, almoat completely ringed by high hille not quite high enough to
be called mountains. It was a. pretty town, but its misfortune was to be astride thé main road from Lyens
leading north, and alse to contain the only feasible valley for the railroad right of way for many miles around.
The river, and the railroad and the main highway soon made it a prosperous communication town, but the
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population did not change toc much until the Germans came to France. Then it became one of the regional
headquarters for security police who ventured in patrols from the town.

The French, underground had received word that the Americans would arrive on the evening of Septem-
her 8th. The FFI Chiefs passed among the men of the town and elected to strike that day. A German
ammunition train was passing slowly through the town and the French “methodically let it reach the
outekiris and then blew it up. That was the signal for the underground to strike, and the small German
Garrison force, caught unaware, was quickly rounded up. The French set up a position at the bridge to await
the Americans and set another at the far end of the town. ’

The ammunition train explosion mzy have sttracted the Germans or perhaps it was just circumstances,
but at any rate, the French soon found themselves attempting to hold off a large force of Germans .supported
by a considerable amount. of armor. The German force wheeled over the hill and approached the town from-
the North. At the same time, the long expected Americans crossed the hill from the South in the form of a
couple of jeeps and an armored car of a recon outfit. The two forces saw each other about the same 1ime.
The Germans with their armor were moving down one side of the valley as the Americans with their light
reconnaissance were moving down the other. The Germans immediately hrought their tanks to bear and the
Americans. having drawn some large caliber artillery fire, moveéd back up the hill to cover of the down
grade on the other side. Meanwhile, the Germans, unoppused, moved into town and methodically hegan -

= The Liberator '
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rounding up the FFI who had only small arms with which to defend their positions. A German tank rushed
to the bridge and wiped out the French machine gun post. German éoldiers, in retribution for the uprising,
hegan to burn the houses, and marched every man young and old, to the center square where they were
going to teach the French a hard lesson.

Meanwhile, the American recon, hidden from the town and the Germans, were frantically radioing for
tanks and armored support. After a short while, the tanks and artillery were on their way.

The Germans lined the 275 men of the town aloung the diurch wall in the center square and placed
machine guns manned by German soldiers before them.

The American recon column, now greatly reinforced, moved down the road again into town. With a
loud roar, the bridge acroes the river went up, followed by a second roar as one of the American tanks put
a shell through the Germar tank guarding the approach to the bridge. The column raced unopposed to the
foor af the hill as the artillery on the far side opened up. The Germans in the center square, caught in a
bursting harrage sbandoned their machine guns and raced for their tanks and trucks. Up the far hill they
traveled, covered by a delaying fire of their tanks. At least three more of their tanks and several of their
trucks were lost in the retreat. _

The next morning, the 48th crossed above Able Company’s Bailey Bridge past the shattered German
tank that guarded the town. Within the town there was a mass funeral for thirty men of Baume-les-Dames
who had died and a mass thanksgiving for the 275 mern who had been saved from slanghter by the hair rising
sudden appearance of the Americans. ' .

While at Baume«les-Dames, the bodies of dead Ghouma that had been killed up ahead, floated down to
the falls which was close to where we were bivonaced. Their bodies had begun decomposmg and the expres-
slon on their faces was horrible; they must have been in the water for many hours. One of the Ghoums
had been stripped of his clothes and shoes hefore being threwn into the river. Another Ghoum munst have
been shet while attempting te cross the river for he still had a wallet in his pocket. '

. The 48th continued to move through Western France, new in support of the Third Division., We were
moving slower now. Jerry was giving ground grudgingly te the Third, and there were more bridges now. The
Germans had more time to blow bridges and plan their withdrawal, Baker Company drew a tough fixed
bridge at Villersexel, and Lieutenant Butler was nicked by shrapnel at Able Company’s rough joh at Lure.
Charlie Company sweated out one above Lure, and the whole outfit waited for the Moselle River. _

- On September 21st at 2040, Captain Hayden, S-3 of the 10th Engineers phoned that the 48th would have

the job over the Mogelle. The type and span necessary were unknown. If the bridge now coming under

atiack was captured intact, no bridging would be necessary, bnt if it should be blown as was feared, the river
would have to he bridged as soon as pessible. The 48th went on instant alert, hut ai 2240, Captain Hayden
called again ta announce that the Infantry had just crossed the hridge and the 48th could dry their brows.

The Germans pulled a mean trick on Charlie Company while the outfit was at Luxeunil. Private Spam-
panate dug his shovel into a roadside gravel pile and detonated a booby-trapped mine. Spumpunato was
killed and five other men of his squad were hit by the flying shrapnel. The . incident was passed eventually
to Seventh Army Headquarters, where it was pﬂblished and every engineer soldier in the ETQO wag warned
of booby-trapped roadside gravel piles. Several irucks of Baker Company, pilling into their hivouac area,

narrowly missed tellermines placed under cow manure ahout this time,-too.
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CHAPTER XX

REMIREMONT

From Luxeuil the Battalion moved to Remiremont where Charlie Company finally did bridge the Moselle
River. But it was not the fiery assault crossing that the 48th had expected. An enemy plane swept low over
the hridge as Charlie Company was lannching their pontons in' the morning of September 29 th, but there
was no fire until 2230, when about 15 rounds of large caliber hegan to fall intermittently in to the water near
the site and in a factory a hundred yards down from the far shore approach. a

We turned in our assault bridgicg that day, and the life preservers that were on the Dukws attached te
us. We wondered what was coming np next — — — The Rbine? That would he the big crossing. We were
sure the 48th wounld be connected with it somehow. 7

It was getting chilly again and most of us were wondering if our second winter in Europe would be
like that first one at Cassino. The front was slowing up. Jerry seemed like he was going to make a stand
bere, or mayvbe even try to push us back, He had a lot of artillery and didn’t hesitate to toss a shell at
any unwary engineer. Things were definitely at a standstill. The fast drives through France were over. Either
we were building up, or about to get pushed hack. Maybe we ‘would spend the winter in Remiremont, which
wasn't a bad town, There were two movies, a 48th shower and beancoup de mademoiselles. It certainly bad
Mignano, San Pietro and San Vittore heat for bivonac spots. We waited and wondered what the outcome
would be. - ‘ '

All aleng the route, the 48th had been placing route signs with the names of the towns to direct convoys
along the main supply routes. By September 30th, more than 1156 signs of various types had been painted
or were on order. A separate paintshop had been set up which included carpenters from the companies to
make the signs, and with companj sign painters and helpers to complete the job. The carpenter and paint-
shop was under the supervision of Captain Morris of VI Corps Headquarters and under the direction of
S/Sgt. John Mailey of Baker Company.

VI Corps was heginning to feel the affects of the coming winter alse. The carpentershop reccived a big
urder on September 30th. The shop was ordered fo build a trailer for General Truscott, Commanding General
of VI Corps. Mailey and’ His crew began work, under’ constant visits from rawk in Corps Headguarters. The
trailer idea spread throughout Corps acd the news that the 48th had u carpenter shop spread almost as
fast. In the weeks tbat followed, Mailey found himself in hot water that was beginning to beil. He had 1o
less than fourteen deluxe cabinet-finish trailers on erder, and thirty interested colnuels inspecting the work.
Sergeant Mailey’s metabolism went down and his blood pressure weat np. lle wrole home and cancelled
his War Bonds. He worried about whiskey cabinets and plywood sl innerspring maltresses. He worried about
what his girl would think and raved about armies amil rolunels wail rauk apd the rising cost of vino. But he
and his crew plugged along steadily and the trailees slowly took form, Seon most of the visiting colonels
were satisfied. ) :

One of the most important jobs of the 48th. in the vicinity of Remircnont, was road patrol. The 48th
was to keep open a large road neiwork which supplicd 1he Corps from Luxeuil to the front above Re-
miremont. There were three arterial highways wimlwany sminnll rontes that carried the burden of the Corps
traffic, and the men of the 48th were required to travel lang distunces to keep constant reconnaissance amil

maintenance on the road nctwark.
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Almeost every soldier overseas is familiar with the engineer patrol that keeps a constant watch on the
supply roads. The patrol depends upon the size of the job, but an average patrol will consist of -three
squads. First comes the jeep with the platoon leader and the platoon sergeant. Following the jeep, the
squads ride in their trucks until the job is reached. If there is a hole in the road, the officer and platoon
sergeant will estimate the amount of work to be done. Then, one or two men will drop from one of the
trucks, receive their orders, and begin work, Further down the road, there may be a stretch of road that
has not been swept for mines. Twe men will be told te begin sweeping at one point and walk to the next
town or road junction. There the trucks will pick them up on the return trip. In this manner, the men are
dropped off in small gronps — — two or three or four, until the end of the assignment is reached. Every
place where the road needs sweeping or repair it is being worked simultaneously; there may be thirty men
#orking on ten different jobs along a twenty mile stretch of road.

After waiting at the far end of the assignment, the jeep and empty trucks will turn around, and will stop
along the route to pick up the men at their various jobs and bring them in for lunch. At each job, the

officer and sergeant have a chance to look at the work and make their recommendations as to what should

be done further in the afternocen.

Sometimes when the company bivouac is a long way off from where the men are working, the food is
brought to them. Arrangements are made to meet at a town or a spot on the map, and the cooks turn
navigators to bring the hot food to the men.

There is an hour or less for lunch, and then the men climb again into the trucks and move out to the
assigned road. As the patrol reaches the work sites, the men whoe worked on them during the morning drop
off, and begin work again. If the job has been finished during the morning, the men remain on the trucka,
or else drop off to help some of their buddies with other jobs.

Starting for the mill
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When the weather is warm and dry, a road patrol is an interesting assignment, for the work is not too
hard, and there are interesting things to see and do while walking patrol along the road. But when it is
snowing or wet, the patrol goes on anyway, and the men huddle in the back of the squad irucks as they
speed along. Then, the holes are sloppy with mud and the passing conveys splatier water and mud over the
working men. Often there is no place 10 get dry or warm, and the men wait patiently for the irucks 1o return
and pick them up.

Mzintenance 3z most neccessary near the front where the ronds have heen recently taken. It is essential
that they be swept for mines quickly, and that all debris he cleared so that supply iraffic can pass. After
a battle has passed over a road it is pock-marked with shell and mortar craters and is a litter of tangled
and broken equipment. Often the rosds are still under shellfire and there is a danger of mines and hooby-
traps and snipers that have been left hehind.

The Engineers hurriedly begin work, for their joh is urgent and it is esseniial that it be done quickly.
Vehicles and dead horses are pulled out of the way, or shoved from the road by a hull-dozer. Ammunition and
enemy arms are gathered up and tossed into a hole to he exploded with a TNT charge. Minesweepers go
to work quickly, and other men prod potholes and shoulders for mines. The patrol works fast,and a minimum
of traffic is held up. A good Engineer patrol can open a.road quickly, and complete the esweeping of both
sides of the road for mires in a short space of time. Koad maintenance patrols lack the excitemeni of many
eugineer johs but they are among the most important details of the ¢combat engineers.

Remiremont was a happy town. The 48th was beginning to congratulate itself for finding such a wonderful
place to hole up for the winter. There wasn’t any high-priority work, nor were there too many johs that the
men had to sweat out. All in all, Remiremont was a wonderful place. It was a little too goed te bhe true. "1
wasn’t like the 48th luck,” the old timers said. .

Major Foley returned from the Third Division with the bad news. e had just met with General McDaniel
tv discuss relief of Infantry and Engineer units holding the line on the right flank of the Third Division
sector. Charlie Company of the 48th was ordered 1o relieve Company B of the 10th Engineers in an Infantry
holding position. Baker Company of the 48th was ordered to move to St. Ame to act as division Infantry
reserve. All road assignments and maintenance duties were passed to Ahle Company. Charlie Company
moved inte position at night and reporied no contact with the enemy during the night of Qctober 5th, although
they received periodic harassing artillery fire. .

Able Company continned to struggle with a regimental supply trall through the mountsing near Eloyes in
increasingly had weather. Baker Company moved into Infantry position with Charlie Company. Charlie Com-
pany had patrols probe to the north, south, and east of their positions. Contact had been made with the
Infantry to their left, hut they failed 1o establish contact to their right, and there was still no contact with
the enemy, so Charlie Company had considerably improved their positions by morning.

Baker Company received another job at 2115 on October 7th. They were to establish secondary roadhlocks
with elements of the 60lst TDs. A German counter-atiack was in progress, and the 601st and Bsker Com-
pany were to hold and contain the attack if it broke through the first positions. Company B made contact
with elements of the Tth Infantry and sat tight during the nigh‘i. Meanwhile, Company C on the hilltop had
finally contacted the 15th Infantry on their right. -

The next morning Company C was puiled out of the frying pan inte the fire. Although they had suffered
no casualties during their Infaniry stay on the hill, and had even managed to gain a little ground, they were
more than anxions 1o get back to their own trade.

Company C congratulated themselves a hit too soon, for they were about to receive the most dangerous
assighment they had worked on since Cassino, when they were ordered to reconnoiter and estimate materisl
necessary for a wooden irestle bridge near the town of La Forge.

Captain Thames, Commanding Company C, reported that the hridge a1t La Forge consisted of two tweniy
foot siene arches. One of the arches was just slightly damaged hy shellfire, hut the other arch was completely
destroyed, The hridge was under enemy self-propelled fire and could only be approached at night. The road
leading to the hridge was in good condition, and had been opened for traffic, bui it too, was under direct
enemy observation from the heights above.

One platoon of Company C was released from their Infantry positions and prepared to begin work that
night.
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The first platoon made good time for about two hours, but the pneumatic drills began to spark, and at
2105, Lt. Connally, platoon leader, reported the first enemy- artillery fire on the site. The platoon removed
the handles from their picks, in order to muffle the noise, and sandbags were used to cover the steel to
prevent sparking. Demolition charges were soon placed to clear off the pier and one span of the. bridge.
When they were detonated, they touched off a large enemy charge that had been buried in the pier. The
entire pier collapsed, dropping the second span into the river. leaving a gap of sixty feet. This really let
Jerry know that the platoon was there, and he began pumping shells at them at a steady pace.

In spite of the complete blackout, and enemy artillery fire, by morning the platoon had dug out the near
shore abutment seat, cleaned off the center pier, and started the abutment seat on the far shore. A lot of
necessary building material had been transported up during the night and one PW was taken at the site.

At 1400, the next day, the first platoon started to complete its task. No sooner had work begun, than
five large caliber shells tore at them—one landing directly on the bridge, wounding one man. Again at
2000, nineteen large shells fell around the bridge-site.

On the twelfth, the platoon sent the following progress report on the bridge, “Pvt. Arno C. Lamb received
a slight nick on the nose from shell fragments. Two men were bruised when knocked off the bridge hy
enemy artillery concuasion.” In the morning, while Charlie Company was holding an Infantry position the
10th Engineers tried to work on the bridge, but were shelled off. The job was turned over to Charlie Com-
pany again. They reported, “Ten rounds of enemy artillery fire fell within a radius of a hundred yards of
the bridge from 0015 to 0410. Four or five rounds hit almost on the hridge, only forty to fifty feet away.”
After 2 45 minute lull, the men tried to resume work at 0330, but shelling again started. The bridge was
directly hit at 0415 after two close rounds at 0410.

Company C’s platoons alternated the next day, hut their luck didn’t change any, although a lot of work
was accomplished. Enemy artillery continued a steady harassing fire. At 1700, seven rounds fell, and De-
ginning at 1930, shells fell intermittently during the uight. Most of the shells were close, four or five in a
twenty foot radius. '

By morning the aext day, the bridge was nearing completion. Three times during the day, the men
attempting to place the side-rails, were immediately shelled off as soon as they approached. Bnt the flooring
was eompleted by 1230, and the bridge opened for traffic. The tired Engineers marked the lane for
night traffic, and erected a sign reading. “Caution, Bridge Under Observed Enemy Artillery Fire.”

Meanwhile Company B and the two platoone of Charlie Company being alternated on the bridge remained
in their infantry positions near Vagney. They had established contact with the Infantry on hoth flanks, hut
had not been able to contact the enemy by patrols. On October llth, a forward CP of H&S relieved the
Third Battalion of the Tth Infantry at Vagney, and attached te the two companies of the 48th, were a bat-
talion of 105mm, an antitank company, a company of tanks, a company of TDs, and a corn"pany of 4.2
chemical mortars. The Infantry battalion was completely relieved by 2100.

Although the 48th Engineers now looked like a special task force, and the men were beginning to wonder
just what was next, whatever was next fizzled out. The next day, the two companies reverted hack to en.
gineer tasks around Remiremont. ’

The 48th was in the French zone now, g0 we paused at Memenil long enough to catch-a lot of mine
clcaranee work. Road patrols from all three companies found a total of 205 Riegel mines, 18 S-mines, and
I8 Holz mines in five days of routine and dull road sweeping.

Now, it was November, and the Seventh was nudging its way slowly towards Brnyeres There was a
wooden trestle bridge at Haux and another at Prey, and there were endless road patrols and a few mines. It
was cold and rainy, and there wasn’t any wine left in the country-side.

One night it rained a little too hard. Silvestri, topkick of Company A was sent to dleck a report that
the hridge at Docelles was ahout to wash out. The repart was correct and Company A soon found itself
buried in a muddy wet job—a temporary Bailey.

Company A arrived at the site at 0700, but the Dukws with the bridging didn’t arrive until two hours
later, for each Dukw had to be winched ont nl Compauy ‘s bivouac area and helped down the muddy
stretch of road leading to Docelles. .

When the Germans retreated te the Vosges arca, they were moving slowly enough to- destroy all the
important bridges leading to the mountain passes. V1 Corps had dashed hurriedly through France, and
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found itself without timber or bridge materials to rebuild the important spans. The French lumber mills
in the VI Corps territory contained enough lumber for decking, but heavy timbers that would form the
stringers were lacking. Captain Lee of Sixth Corps Engineer Section contacted Captain Van Campen of
the 48th and zsked if it was possiBle for him te supply a French mill in Remiremont with logs heavy enough
lo cut into stringers so that a stockpile of timber could be made. Captain Van Campen replied that he was
a little doubtful of his ability as a logger, but thought it could be done.

Sergeant Linwood Tamner had been a former lumberman, and the Captain asked Sgt Tanner if he could
break in a squad for the job. Sergeant Fritz and his squad arrived to fill out the detail from Baker Com-
pany.

The stretch of lumber was located on a mountainside with the mill in the valley below. The two
sergeants found a house for the men and began the following morning to learn the rndiments of logging.

The squad carried a gasoline saw from their pioneer chest, and under Sergeant Tanner’s direction, they
hegan to fell thé‘huge trees. A bulldozer dragged the trees from the spot where they fell to a dirt road.
From there, they were placed on a twenty ton trailer and hauled to the mill.

Getting the big logs up on the trailer was a tough job. Finally a log remp was made, and an R-4 ball-
dozer winched the logs up from the other side of the trailer.

The D-7 was then coupled to the front of the trailer and the logs were moved to the mill. At the miil,
the logs were milled by French civilians who cut them to the required dimensions.

The French had unjon rates and hours, No matter how much the Americans impressed them that the
logs were urgently needed they still poked along, so after six days, the loggers were mueh ahead of the
mill. The French would fall out and take a loung brezk every time a log passed through, and to them every
other day seemed to he a holiday.

Loading up
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Private Joseph E. Palmer, writing in the “Beachhead News” about the logging operationa, tells the
troubles of the amateur loggers, “Don’t get the happy idea that the work ia without its element of danger
~—the foxy Krauts have been known to booby-trap the trees and plant mines in the paths leading to the
timberland. And jostling big logs around—eveu in pcaceful back-home areas-brought its share of cuts, bruises,
and smashed feet.” :

“Running the cats around on these mountains in this mud is a tough proposition but they really are
the bahies to do tbe job,” said T/5. Robert Sheldon, who piloted ome of the tractors, “but I admit this
ain’t the toughest spot I've been in during my oversess service.”

The 48tb’s crew in the forest bad as its straw hoss Sergeant John Gustafson of Headquarters Comp-
any. Those working with “Gus™ included: Pfe. William M. Gordon, T/4 Raymond D. Murphy, Sgt. Walter
Fritz, Cpl. Jobr Dean, Pfc. Ramon R. Juarez, Pfc. Richard Hack, Pfc. Cecil McCracken, Pvt. John E.
Caverly, Pvt. Walter Ewell and Pvt. Edward Turner. ) '

So if you sing that song about the dirt in engineer's ears, rﬁaybe you will understand why. They have

more important stuff on their minds than a wash rag.”

5!?/06‘[ CONVSTRUCTED NE4A7 LA CHARELLE, FRANCE ianoiises

Topogrephy af Bridge Sife

Prefite

In the space of two weeks, the logging detail had enough rough timbers cut and hauled to the mill to
supply the timber necessary for some time to come. Captain Van Campen wondered and worried about
union rates and hours and the strange patriotism of the French for days on end. But the mill finally turned
out the timbers when they were needed. In his report, Captain Van Campen recommended that in the future,
the Army take over the mill.

Meanwhile, the 48th was having sign worries. Colonel Thomas, the Sixth Corps Engineer, liked signs. The
Colonel did a lot of travelling himself, and he liked to have the name of a town so that be could orient
himself on the map. He reasoned that supply convoys coming from the rear would do likewise. So almost
every week the 48th would receive a large overlay showing the names of towns that would need signs.
Many of the towns were on the front line or else still in German hands.

Sergeant Mailey would be given the overlay and his sign painters would begin wurk When a town did
not fall as scheduled, the 48th would be stuck with ten or 1welwe huge signs four by four feet. Every time
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the company moved Sergeant Mailey requested an extra truck to haul the huge signs around. The detail
was passed from Able Company to Baker, and finally ended with Charlie Company.

A weapons carrier with a sergeant or lieutenant would report to Operations and the detailed man would
report, “I understand that the Stars and Stripes says 'Memenil fell last night’. Are the signs ready?” Or
“The radio said last night that Julienrupt fell. Give me the signs for that town.” The men would find

-the last overlay and see if the town was on it. If it was, the detail would report to Sergeant Mailey, who

would fill their vehicle with the huge signs, offer them a hammer and some raila and send them on their
way. .

It became quite common in the Sixth Corps sector to see the huge black and white signs hanging from
a shattered tree or the side of a battered wall, and the convoys had no excuse for getting lost.

One of the most lovahle of sll mascots adopted by the men of the 48th was SNAFU, a little brown and
white puppy who toddled into Baker Company area one day. SNAFU was an insignificant little bundle of
brown and white fur that could be tucked away in a comhat shoe for the might. When he first joined
Baker Company, no one in particular took care of him, and the result was that about ten men would hring

ARPGE CONSTRUCTED AT DOCELLES, FRANCE 8, NOV. /944

PROFILE, BLOWN BRIDGE

BRIDGE SITE

- PROFILE, BRIDG E COMILETED

back mesekits full of leftovers for him after every meal. That's how SNAFU got his first had habit. Appar-
ently he thought it was had manners not to accept whatever was offered him, and as a result he was
eating ten or fifteen complete meals a day. He could eat and eat, and never seem to he completely satisfied.
After a few weeks of this treatment, he no longer played with his usual vigor. Instead, SNAFU preferred
to lie in his shoe and sulk until he heard the rattle of messkits again. He grew round and fat and sleepy,
and'preferred to muach “C” ration biscuits all day to running on adventures with the men. Eventuslly,
the men decided to solve the problem of SNAFU for his own welfare. Private Damron was elected to take
care of him, and hy common consent, the men agreed to resist hringing SNAFU anything to eat, no matter
how cute he looked. Private Damron’a treatment took iuches off the waist line of SNAFU. He began to walk
arcund the company area and explore the platoon® bivouacs more often than hefore. It waan't long until he
had taken the entire bivouac over. Although 2 special bed was built for him, SNAFU ignored it. Regardleas
of rank, he would inspect the beds in the morning, and honor the owner of the most comfortahle one
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with his presence for the rest of the day. This bothered some of the men at first, but after many hard
experiences, he hecame a rather well-hehaved dog. '

SNAFU had a distinct personality. He had a complete eycle of moods. For a long while he would be
despondent and then he would break into a mischievous streak. He loved to hide socks and shoes, and
these tricks would hring an avalanche of protests and curses in Private Damren’s direction to teach that
pup some manners, But SNAFU didu't mind the rehukes of his huddies in Baker Company. He was living
life to the fullest.

SNAFU had the soul of an adventurer. Sometimes he would leave camp on mysterious excursions and
would stay away for three or four days. When he would come hack, he would he dirty and muddy and
full of cuts and bruises. Baker Company could mnever find out the ohject of these short furloughs, but

everyone was agreed that whatever it waa, it really roughed him up.

FIXED BRIDGE CONSTRUCTED AT GRANGES , FRANCE A NOV/9A4

Bricdem iite

Prafite, Completed Bridge

One day, he disappeared again. This wasn't an unusual thing for him to do, but somehow the men felt
uneaay ahout it. On his other trips, he would come back pretty well beaten. Perhaps this thing might
really get him sometime. The men of Baker Company worried about him during the afternoon, and agreed
to form a searching party after chow.

The men formed a line and moved out calling and whistling for him. There were no dog tracks on
the new fallen snow and the men were at a loss as to where he had gone. But they comtinued up the
mountain and down the other side until it became so0 dark that further gearch was considered useless.

It was almost two weeks later that the tragedy was diseovered. He was found not over a quarter of a
mile from the Baker Company bivouac, high in the mountains ahove Remiremont—frozen. No one could
imagine what he was doing there or what he was searching for, but SNAFU had made his last attempt te

beat what was mauling him.
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CHAPTER XXl

43th TAKES ST. DIE

The outfit was kept occupied at Bruyeres, with a great deal of mine work, and many bridges. Every day
for a week, the road sweeping parties were reporting mines on almost every stretch of road cevered.
During the afternoon and evening of November 13th, Charlie Company constructed a 60 foot dry

. treadway bridge below Biffontaine. The 111th Engineers had attempted to build the bridge, but their number

one Brockway had slid off the shoulder of the narrow read while enroute to the bridge. As daylight up-
proached, it became necessary to abandon the truck because of enemy action. -

The bridge site was located at the foot of Le Cours Mountain, which was in the process of being con.
solidated when Charlie Company began construction. However, there was no opposition, and the bridge
was placed and ready for traffic by 2145.

Baker Company drew two fixed bridges on the same day at Jussarupt and La Chappelle, A total of
nine squads were used on the two bridges, along with the Quickway Crane to launch the stringers. The 45
foot gap at Jussarupt was ready for traffic hy 1330, November 16th, and the other 45 foot hridge near La
Chappelle, huilt under a Bailey, was feady three hours later.

The 48th was in support of the 36th Division when the crossing of the upper Muerthe near Bruyeres
was planned. The 36th Division was to cross the narrow stream and secure the high ground on the right flank
of the Corps sector and to hold until the later phase of the attack could be formulated. The 48th was
notified that a bridge would be necessary in the near future, to carry the traffic of the advance. Able Com-
pany was given the assighment, .

Captain Snyder left for a recon of the site as soon as he received the message. He reported that the
bridge consisted of three parts. Omne small span crossed a flume which was separated from the main bedy
of the stream by a small wall which guided the water to a spillway. The main span of the bridge had heen
blown and the debris dropped into the stream. The third arch, a 25 foot span leading to the far shore
had heen left in good condition. The span over the flume would hold heavy traffic, but from past exper
iences with flat arch bridges, Captain Snyder decided to demolish the span on the far shore. This would leave
a gsp, from lip to lip, of 87 feet. The immediate necessity of a bridge was lessened by a by-pass that
wound through the town over the river and back on tothe highway at another paint on the far side of the town.
Because of the temporary by-pass, and the fact that the road could he used for some time as a supply
road, the 48th recommended a wooden trestle bridge to VI Corps Engineer Section.

The water in the stream bed was shallow encugh to permit a bulldozer to move under the span and
clear out the debris. Two steel beams which supported the former arch were cut into four pieces and
then dragged clear of the site hy the dozer. The first and second platoons of Able Company, relieving each
other, began work at 1300 on November 17th and the bridge was completed and open for traffic at 1745
on November 18th. All the time Jerry was close enough to direct mortar fire into the town, but there
was no fire directly on the site. '

Oun Novemher 18th at 1610, Major Petree, 5-3 of the 111th Engineers notified Major Munson that a
bridge would be necessary in the vicinity of Gademont, about a mile in advanece of Able Company’s bridge
in Granges. There was no Bailey immediately available, so Corperal Schrab of 5-3 was sent to Mirecourt to
guide a Bailey Bridge train of dukws to Bruyeres.
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Meanwhile, Baker Company had been assigned the jobh, and Captain Kincer reported to the CP for what
particulars that were available. By 1800, the road over which the dukws would travel during the night had
been swept, and a company of Infantry was promised to outpost the site and act as security.

According to the maps, the bridge site was over a mile in enemy territory, and there was a lot of
kidding about posting MPs to guide the Jerry eonvoys over during the night, But actually, there were so
many little details, and so little time to work them out, that most everyone didn't have time to worry,
although a few men showed signs of being a bit on edge. Lieutenant Smith, 5-2, slipped through and made
a reconnaissance of the site, reported that the gap was 78 feet. The enemy was said to have observation
on the site, but Lieutenant Smith reported there was no shellfire in the immediste area. By 1900, the dukw
train had reported and Baker Company had begun to move to the site.

There was no moon, and visibility was cut to less than two feet, by the darkness and a ground haze
that completely eovered the vslley. The dukws were guided slowly to the area. Major Munson, leading
the convoy, and Private Wynkoop, following, hoth hit the same shell hole in the darkuess and banged
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their heads on the windshield with enough noise to warn Germans for miles around that something big
was on the way through. But the dukws were guided safely around the hole and made their way to the site,
where Baker Company, working quickly and silently, hegan to slide the panels into place.

The men worked through the night, and by four in the morning, the bridge was reported in place.
Apparently, Jerry had been caught napping, for the hridge had been placed right on his doorstep without
opposition.

Bruyeres was a town of bridges, but perhaps the strangest was the Able Company bridge at Lavaline.

No more than two platoons of Infantry had crossed the small river that led past the town, and they
had moved down the road less than three hundred yards and set up outpost positions.

Able Compsany measured the gap, and decided. that it was definitely a Bailey Bridge job.

Because of the proximity of the ememy, Operations decided that Able Company should try the job during
the night. Able Company's Bailey was on dukws and the huge train of dukws would have to slip up almost
to the front lines while Able Company placed the bridge.

Able Company arrived at the site at dusk and took a quick look at the gap. They then moved into the
cover and concealment of a railroad station to wait for darkness. The men were told not to smoke, but
the order wae unnecessary. The men knew that if one man so much as tripped and fell, the sound would
carry to the enmemy outposts. The officers were really “sweating it out” for they helieved that any minute

the Germans would rock the site with mortars. _

It was almost nine o'clock when the first dukw started rounding the turn far off up the valley, and
the men stood in the shadows holding their breath. It was impossible to see the dukws as it was so dark
that they could hardly see each other, and it was getting darker all the time. The dukws were trying to follow
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the road, by just inching along and because of thef/darkneas they could not see the road or the men ten feet
ahead of them. They dared not use lights so they were travelling by sound more tham anything else.

Able Company stood silently by, straining their ears for the slightest sound. The dukws made a low
humming noise as they coasted down the road and it seemed to take hours for them to move. They wonid
inch ahead and stop, then inch ahead and stop again. Guides lay on the front of each dukw and listened
for the motor ahead of them and when they could not hear it, they would whisper to the driver and the
dukw would drop forward a few yards. Then the driver would cut his motor and the guides would - listen
again. The guides and the driver, six feet apart could not see each other. It was pitch black and the dukws
took almost an hour to move four hundred yards. Captain Snyder stopped the first dukw as it approached
a small factory leading to the site, and assembled the dukws prior to sending them on up the road to the
bridge site. Suddenly, there was a bright gleam of lights. Some dukw driver had accidentélly flicked his
lights on. Had Jerry noticed it? Able Com'panyAfroze and waited for the whistle of mortars. There were
several moments of anxious silence. No shells came in so the dukws started onm again. Each dukw was
led to the site seperately, and unloaded. There wasn't a whisper. Able Company was doing a bridge to per-
fection; so far it was an engineer dream job. . '

The night was so dark literally, that the men of Able Company could not see their hands before their
faces. The Infantry had outposted the town, and the Germans were less than three hundred yards away.
A Seventh Army Correspondent who was at the site, wrote in a press release to the United States. *With
the 48th Engineers of the Seventh Army in France, November 15—Company A of the 48th Engineers pulls
a fast one every once in a while. They did it again a few nights ago right under Jerry's nose.”

“The engineers were told that a bridge was needed just three hundred yards behind an Infantry outpost.
The Germans had complete ohservation of the valley from hills to the north and east, and they sent an
exploring shell at the hridge site every now and then. Company A prepared for a tough job that might.”

Now
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“The men were pretty sure that when they started banging a Bailey Bridge together so close to the
{ront, the Germans would round up every mortar in the vieinity to have a field day.”

“The men of Company A came up in the half-light of early evening and quickly looked over the bridge
site. Then they moved to the shelter of a nearby railroad station.”

“It was dark when the bridge equipment came in—very dark. A light snow was falling and the night had
become very cold. Lientenant Albert F. Moritz, of Niles, Ohio, and Sergeant Russell L. DeBoer, of Hick-
man Hills, Missouri, guided dukws through the blackout to the site. The dukws glided in, almost noiseless-
ly, to the guiet orders, ‘Right a little’; ‘Straighten her out’ and ‘Come on forward’. Two platoons moved awey
from the station and gathered around the dukws. Some of the men clamhbered aboard and began to pass
bridge parts to the men below.”

“Noiselessly Company A unloaded the bnrts and began to bolt their bridge together. It was so dark
that the men had to remove their gloves to feel for the bolt holes in the steel panels.”

“Slowly the bridge began to take form. By three in the morning it was finished. All hands joined in
to roll the bridge across the gap. For ten minntes, Company A pushed and shoved and then the bridge
moved across the stream and landed gently on the far émbankment.”

“It used to be quite a feat to put a rifle together blindfolded, hut Gompany A's two hundred men
surpassed all records when they .put together a hundred foot bridge at midnight close enough to Jarry to
tap him on the shoulder.”

The 48th was getting to be known as the unit that could put a bridge across despite all obstacles. Colonel
Thomas, V1 Gorps Engineer Officer, had directed that all bridges needed by the three divisions or Corps
would he built by the 48th.

Lieutenant Colonel Stovall of the 111th Engineer Combat Battalion sent the following commendation
to Colonel Swift for work performed for the 36th Division:

“It is my wish to commend you and the officers and men of your bhattalion for the outstanding manner
in which you performed your duties while you were working in conjunction with the 36th Infantry Division
and the 111th Engineer Combat Battalion during the month of Novemher ..

“At all times, when our own men worked personally with you or the men of your battalion, we were

”

struck by your gratifying spirit of cooperation and cheerfulness. We who worked with you are certsin
that your organization provided the most effective and the most thorough support in comhat operations that
our battalion has ever received; and are equally certain that this support made a material contribution to
the combat successes of the 36th Division during the month of November.” .

“On behalf of the officers and men of our battalion, I wish to express our appreciation for the fine
spirit in which you carried out your duties with us. And—it is my hope that you will have the greatest
possihle success in your coming operation.”

For a long while, the Seventh Army had huilt up its supplies along the plain before the Vosges Moun-
tains. Now they were ready. On the 17th of November, the 48th learned of the plan that was designed
to carry the Seventh to the Rhine. It was a hold plan and an ambitious one, for it would throw four divisions
against a prepared defense line of mineficlds and pillboxes overlooking a wide river—the Muerthe. That
river was the 48th’s to bhridge.

"The 36th Division on the right and the 45th Division on the left were to circle the city of St. Die and
capture the high ground on the flanks. Then the Third and 103rd Divisions, with the weight of added armor,
were to plunge through the center and drive straight to Straahourg through the Vosges Gap.

It was the old line buck and the 48th was the center, for the whole play depended on a 150 foot Bailey
Bridge in the heart of the enemy hastion of St. Die.

It was enough to make the hoys on the inside bite their (ingernails for two whole divisions would be
fretting about the bridge, and the success of the whole plan depended on the hridge going in and staying in
long encugh to get them over. '

In order to avoid the ponderous traffic of the two llivisions moving up, the 48th picked a protected spot
behind a towering hill about two kilometers sonthwest of St. Die as a forward assembly area.

The vulnerable bridge train and Companies Able and Charlie moved up and set up near the town of
Taintrux behind the hill.
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Baker Company went with a 36th Division “flying column™ that was going to jump off and swing morth-
ward to outflank the town.

The city was blazing now. The French had started an abortive uprising which had been speedily rooted
out. Then, in retribution, the Germans burned all of the ancient part of the city, south of the river, blew
up the three railroad and vehicular bridges, and pulled back to positions cverlooking the river.

The 411th Infantry of the 103rd Division was to jump off at 0645 on the 22nd, so Able Company and
the bridge train were alerted. Shorty after dawn, however, the plan was called off.

The 48th thought that putting in the bridge alone would be a hard job. Without a chance at a prelimin.
ary reconnaissance, they were moving in blindly without previous preparation. Able Company should really
know a lot of things, for the bridge had to go up speedily. If the approaches were blocked by rubble, or the
site under fire, the train certainly couldn’t be brought right to the site. Then if the span was still partially
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on the bents, there would have to be preliminary blasting that would endanger the span if it wasn't done
expertly. Under fire this would be a tough job. Able Company was taking a gamble—or in army terms,
a calculated risk.

The 48th asked for permission to send a patrol into the town to get a loock at the sites, but it was
refused. for security reasons. The Germsns might learn thst an attack was pending.

All Able Company needed was one look. The trained engineers could estimate a million things that
would save hours of time when the bridge train moved in

Major Munson, Private Naylor, and Sergeant Fred Fialkowski had been hoping to get a peek at the
bridge sites somehow to augment the aerial photographs that had been sent down to S-2.

They had gotten partially into town on the morning’s dry run, and the major wag convinced that if
he could get that far, without being shot at, he could get in the rest of the way.

A French civilisn had said that the only opposition in town was a few snipers and & roving Cossack patrol.
The major horrowed a French overcoat to cover his brass, took off his hat, and \walked into the city to two
of the sites with French civilians, but he had to beat a hurried retreat from the last one, when a sniper took
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a pot shot at him. If he caused too much alarm, he wounld give away the whole scheme.
" Major Munson met Lieutenant Butler, Captain Snyder and Sergeant Paquin just outside of the city, where
Able Compauy was beginning to move back and told them the story.

Everyone was amazed and a little enthused, and after a short deliberation the group moved baek into
town. A civilian told them that there were Germans on this side of the river, and a German maehine gun
was covering the river from a white house just on the other side. The eivilians guided the engineers to the
riverside and pointed out the spot. Stealthily, the men slipped through the houses until they had reached
a spot directly across from the house. Then they found cover and formed a firing line. At a signal from
Major Munson, they opened up on the house with tommy guns and rifles and blazed away for fully five
minutes. There wasn’t a sign of life or fire from the suspected German position. The engineers thought that

the machine gun bad been withdrawn. At any rate, the bridge site might now be safe.
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By ten o’elock, the Major had sent Corps a fully illustrated description of the three bridge sites, with
the recommendation that the eenter site be used for the bridge.

Major Munson then reported his reeonnaissance to Colonel Swift, and was telling about the unexpected
scarcity of Germans in the supposed enemy bastion.

“Colonel,” he said, “there doesn’t seem to he much opposition in town at all, Why, I think we could take
that whole town with one platoon.”

Colonel Swift looked up and smiled, “Well, you have my permission.”

“What?”, asked Major Munson.

“You have my permission,” the Colonel replied quietly.

The second platoon of Able Company was chosen for the job and they loaded up with machine guns, hand
grenades, bazookas and bandoliers of rifle ammunition.

Major Munson took one squad on a shooting expedition to draw fire and estimate the enemy strength, while
the other two squads remained on the outskirts of town to cover a possible retreat if it were necessary. The
squad eouldn’t find any Germans, but they did round up thirteen FFI to add to their small task force.
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The second platoon lipped down to the river and set up a firing line, while the FFI ran to the local fire
station and returned with ladders. Then with the help of ladders, they started crossing the blown span of
the bridge, while the platoon and FFI kept up a steady fire. Major Munson made the far bank safely, with
four of the FFI following, one of whom set off a large booby trap that wounded three of the FFI .men
superficially, Then the second platoon quickly crossed the river and moved to the far edge of town where
they ontposted all roads ieading to the hridge site.

Meanwhile, the rest of Able Company and the bridge train had been notified, and were already rolling into
town, ‘

By 1700, Sergeant Tschetter led the Infantry through to relieve Able Company’s outpost guards.

The next day, armor was crossing the St. Die hridge in a steady stream,
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CHAPTER XXII

TASK FORCE TRELOAR

“Task Force Treloar” left- Molsheim with one squad from the secend platoon, four Brockway trucks with
their drivers, and enough M-2 treadway to put the Combat Command of the 14th Armored all the way to
Colmar.

On the morning of the 28th of November, Lt. Hammerstrom brought two Brockways and a working party
to the vicinity of Geriwiller, where he left them in an assembly area and went forward with Captain Wallace,

CO of Company C of the 125th Engineers to make a personal reconnaissanee of a reported blown bridge still

under fire.

While on their way to the town, the Germans launched a counterattack that carried them through the
town. Lt. Hammerstrom had to pass through small arms fire to return to his men. Infantry countered the
German attack long enongh to permit Company C to get their big Brockways and equipment turned around
and retreat. The following morning, the American forces reorganized and recaptured the town. A strong
outpost was placed on the far side of town, long enough for the men to get the bridge across.

T/5 Meyer and Pfe. Baker, members of Task Force Treloar said, “We had just moved into Molsheim,
unloaded our equipment, ate chow, when word came that the first squad, second platoon would move out
right away. Our job was to follow wp the 14th Armered Division as a task force, which meant erecting
treadway bridges wherever needed. We drove to Gertwiller where our seven Brockways loaded with the
bridge equipment were waiting for the word to proceed to the bridge site. We expected the signal early,
for the bridge site was in American hands, the town having just fallen that afterncon. But the Germans
had driven our troops back and recapiured the town. We slept in a very comfortable house that might. It
had been occupied by German officers only 2 short time before. Everyone expected to be called out at any
moment. Towards the middle of the night we were awakened from our not too sound sleep by someone
yelling “Diana! Diana!” We grabbed our rifies wondering what was coming off. It so happened, it was only
our own buddy Gus having one of his habitual nighimares. We went hack 1o our interrupied sleep and nothing
clse nnusnal happened that night. The burst of enemy mortars was erooning a lullaby to us as we slept in
our insecurity.”

“Early that morning we learned that the Infantry had retaken the town and were warned that there
were still snipers around. We dismounted from our trucks and proceeded the rest of the way on foot. We
advanced cautiously and quite slowly, ducking into and hehind ruins whenever shells landed nearby. Luckily
we reached the hridge site without casualties and withont having to run the gaunntlet of snmiper fire, starting
on our task almost immediately. The gap was thirty feet wide and would require three treadways across, each
treadway being twelve feet long. We attached three together and had the Brockway pick them all up at one
time. While the Brodiway was picking them up the men had to stand on the hood of the truck to keep the
front end down. We had one side of the bridge across; a tank covering us while we worked suddenly opened
up with its thirty caliber machine gun at some snipers whe were spotted in a building down the street from
us. We grabbed our rifles, dispersed as best we could, and were ready to help the tankers out if possible.
After a few minutes of firing by the tank two Germans came out with their hands in the air. As the firing
guieted down we continued our work. We completed the other half of the bridge and our tanks raced aeross
to give support to units of Infantry on the other side. As the tanks were crossing the bridge, German
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artillery opened up again, but it waen’t long hefore our tanks had silenced these guns and everything came
out as we planned.” ' . o

Ag part of the 14th Armored’s Task Force, the 1st squad, 2nd platoon of Charlie Company waited at their
squad headquarters in Gersweiler for their next assignment. Pfe. Carroll said, “There were two locations, oue
somewhere across the hridge that we had just erected and the other was unknown. Whichever site was taken
first that was whére the bridge was to go in. It was found that heavy fighting was going on at the Geilen-
kirch site and it hadn’t been taken as yet, so it was decided to proceed to the other site which was some-
where near-by. It was one of those dark, moonless, winter nights, and the low-hanging fog hampered our
vision to a certain extent. Being in unfamiliar territory and driving among a network of roads, hoth good
and bad, didn't make our situation any too pleasant. The shelifire was monotonously regular and the men
were tense. After riding around for a couple of hours, and getting no place, the men became disgusted.
The Jerry artillery was coming closer when we pulled into a town where the buildings were still bhurning.
It was spooky driving through town, for the fires lighting up little areas and all the shadows from the flames
jumping around as if they were Germans. The men were on the alert in case some of these shadows did turn
into solid flesh, but we didn’t see a living thing on our tour through the town. The deathly quietness of it
had everyone on edge, wondering if we were riding into a trap or was some sniper drawing a bead on one of
us at this very moment? Were we seeing things or were those shadows really moving? Every rifle swung around
to where the movement had been. There was a person or persons unknown in that little dark street but
were they friend or foe? Our fears were calmed when four G.Ls stepped out and informed us that they were
on patrol. There was only a platoon of Infantry in the town patrolling it. It sure was a relief to know we
weren't alone in the town. The patrol meited into the shadows again. The trucks rumhied slowly along
among the many streets. On the edge of town there was a road hlock partially removed and the trucks eased
through slowly. While waiting for our turn to follow, a shutter directly overhead was opened slowly and
cantiously, just enough to allow a person to see into the street. Every rifle was aimed at the window while
the men strained their eyes trying to pierce the dark window. Then the shutter closed as silently as it had
been opened. Whoever it was didn’t know how close he came to being shot. We expected anything from
a hand grenade dropping inte our truck to machine gum fire. Our truck slowly moved through the road hiock
and the men were doubly alert and carefully watched all windows after that last incident. Further up the
road there was quite a hit of G. I equipment laying scattered about, packs, helmets, and a few jeep trailers.
We learned the following day that a wire patrol had been ambushed there that evening. We drove further
on and entered another small town. We came to the far end of town without seeing anyone when a civilian
was seen standing off the center of the road. The jeep stopped and the sergeant asked him if the road zhead
was clear. He said it was and we started slowly on again. The trucks all stopped and we could see a short
way in front of us a large road block in the middle of the street, still intact making it a dead emnd street.
Flying from the town hall huilding was a large Nazi flag. The Brockways turned around faster than imagin-
able and we drove as fast as was possihle hack the way we came. The civilian had disappeared and it was a
good thing for him that he had because he would have caught it for directing us down a blind alley. We
raced back towards Barr, and mortar shells started landing in the town we had just vacated. When in Barr
we stopped at an intersection and the truck dispersed. The men unloaded and Sgt. Treloar with the jeep
went ahead to recon the road and see if he could find where the bridge was supposed to be built. About
five minutes later the stillness was broken by the sound of about a dozen sereaming meemies coming over. They
were headed for the town we had just left. We thought to ourselves, what might have happened if we hadn’t

‘been able to turn those trucks around on those narrow streets. A civilian came down the street wearing an

FFI band, and he stopped by us and asked if we’d like aome wine. He said his house was -only a ten
minute walk from there. We said no and told him to Le on Lis way. He walked up about 200 yards and
turned into a building. This seemed funny, that was no ten minute walk and what was he doing roaming
the streets so late? Just then a shot came from the housr he turned into which hit the middle of the street
near where our truck was parked. He was either a poor shot or he meant to shoot our tires. That seemed
like the signal for everything to hreak foose. Shooting then eame from every direction. The men scatter-
ed out and I and a few others rounded a corner and ducked into an alley. A burp gun opened up aloug
with a few rifles. [t scemed cverywhere we turned there was someone shooting at us. The drivers had their
trucks turned around and were getting them out of there. There was only one thing to do, the trucks started
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to go out the way we entered Barr, the men sprinted across.the square and piled into the trucks. We
started to drive to the other side of town thinking we conld stop there, get organized, and wait for the jeep
to return but our minds were changed by rifle fire at us from a dark building. We had to keep low all the
way through town, because we were shot at all the way throungh town, and instead of stopping as we had
planned, we had to go clear out of town before we dared stop. A few bullets hit the trucks but not many
came close.. German artillery fire was stepped up too. We moved on further and stopped and counted noses.
Everyone wae there and we had no casualties. From the sound of things there waa a possible counterattack
to retake the town. Moving back about five miles, we waited until Sgt. Treloar arrived. He said we must
go bhack to the area as it was getting daylight, and no one liked riding around all night, eold and tired.
Sleep was the main thing, until somebody found cut where the bridge was wanted. We returned to camp and
just fell down dead to the world. Captain Finnegen made a sudden appearance and said we had to put the
bridge in immediately if no! sooner. We staggered out and loaded on the trucks and returned to Barr. We
waited in the same place where we were the night hefore. The buildings all had freah bullet holes in the
walls. We could hear Jerry artillery coming in, which was big stuff. We were instructed to proceed 10 the
hridgesite in a little town named Andlau, two miles uway. Ahout a mile from town there were sevenieen
American tanks knocked out, and a few still burning. A retriever was dragging one out. There were many
mortar shells coming in and the tanks were sitting on the road shooting into the town giving the Infantry
support until the bridge went in so they could cross.

We stopped on the narrow road once, while the tanks moved aside and a couple of machine guns firing

from the road were moved. We unloaded and took cover as best we could along side the tanks. Pvt.Townsend

aod I was laying beside a tank, firing 150 yards into town when there was a metallic ring on his helmet. I
thought he was hit at first but it so happened that this tanker was throwing the shell casings over the side
and one had hit Townsend. I can imagine how he felt hugging the ground while the shelling was going on

and suddenly get that jar on the head. T guess he thought he got it for a moment. We took off to a different

place after that. We loaded on the trucks and went past the tanks on forward. Then we ran the gauntlet. of
fire again, the bullets pinging off the Brockways all the way down. The treadways in the truck protected
us well and we had no casualties. The bridgesite was within 100 yards of the nearest Germans and the
Infantry was giving us cover and a squad of the 125thEngineers was providing ample security. Our artillery
was hursting only seventy five yards away as we worked on the bridge. The location was between two rows
of buildings so we had protection from small arms fire. The men really hustled then and soon had the bridge
completed. T/S Casto and another man started out to tell the armor it could roll across now but the jeep was
forced to turn back after going only 300 yards past heavy German fire. There was nothing to do but sit and
wait. Finally an armored car showed up, with the information that the bridge was ready for use. Tanks and
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other armored vehicles raced across to hold newly won positions.- We couldn’t move out until darkness had
come. It wae nice watching that armor roll across the bridge we had just completed. We conld hear the
harsh explosions of German mortars as we moved away from the little ruined town of Andlau. We were not
sorry to leave it either, and happy because we were going back to get some well deserved sleep. Task Force
Treloar consisted of the following men: 5/Sgt. Treloar, Sgt. Currie, T/4 Rohertson, T/5 Gotsopoulis, T/5 Casto,
Cpl. Waters, Pfc. West, Pfc. Milburne, Pvt. Townsend, Pvt. Baker, Pvt. Stallard, Pvt. Velturo, Pvt. Mitchell,
and T/5 Meyer.” - : :

On the Fifth of December, the 48th was notified that we wonld support the 45th Division. -Qur right
boundary would be the Vosges Mountains and our left, a line based on the City of Hagenan. The Battalion
moved to the vicinity of Ingwiller. '

Able Company had been ordered to build an BO foot Bailey at Mertzwiller, so they waited for night and
started up with their bridgetrain. At 2030, construction was started, but an enemy self-propelled gun wes

Treadway At St. Amé

firing directly on the site. At 0045, six consecutive rounds were pumped into the engineers from an estimated
range of 500 yards. The commander of the bridge train was seriously wounded. Colonel Swift called Colouel
Monier, division engineer of the 45th and explsined the situation to him; By order of the Commanding
General, 45th Division, work ceased at 0100, and was to be resumed on the night of the 6th of December.
By 0200, Colonel Monier had contacted our artillery and soon had several friendly artillery battalions searching
for the gun. Meanwhile, Company F of the 180th Infantry were outposting the knoll overlooking the site.

" Charlie Company reported a 30 foot fixed bridge open for traffic by 1730 in the vicinity of Gumbrechtshoffen.

Between 1400 and 1600, twenty 88mm shells fell near the site.

On December 9th at 1500, Colonel Monier notified Captain Thompson, liason officer, that the Infantry
had cleared the town of Neiderbroun down to the road running Northeast of the town. The main oppesition
seemed to have been sniper fire, and the enemy still had observation.

By 1745 Able Company began construction of a 36 foot treadway at the site, while Baker Company was
notified to begin construction of a wooden trestle bridge as soon as possible under the treadway at Neider-
broon. Later, two more gaps were reported in the vicinity of Gundershoffen, and Able Company was alerted
with its Bailey and treadway hridge trains, to bridge them as soon as the sites were cleared of the enemy.

Able Company waited throngh the night and attempted a reconnaissance of the site by noon. At 1745,
Captain Snyder sent the following message: “48 foot treadway bridge at Q-942 341 was in at 1700. Trestle
was constructed in the center. Other gap was O.K. Some sniper fire on the site, but no casualties. Several
topfmines were found, one of which was hooby-trapped. A few S-mines were found in the field next to the
bridge, whichk could be easily seen.”

212



k Of The 48th



|

i

I P B . ————— _
. -

1

1

i

!
;

Ponton Treadway



————

N

Wk s

&

Fill Bridge at La Bolle
Rocke Piering

Finished Product
Postoral

Held Tighs

Preporing the Abutments

7. Wooden trestles
8. Measuriug Up
9. Julienrupt
10. First Troffic
11. Ready for Actian
12, The Bailey Approach

17.
18

High Up

Repairs

4 Hat Job

Flaoded Out

Purple Heart Bridge
Bailey over Fized

13,
20.
21,

St. Aie

Bridge Guard
Class 1 traffic
Turning the tide
8y metry



On December 11th Major Billups, S-3 of the 120th Engineers, requested a treadway bridge in the vicinity
of Jaegerthal and by 0600 the next morning the bridge was completed and the traffic streaming across.

That same day Baker Company reported a two-way, class 40, bridge =t Nelderbronn was completed, and
during the mipe clearmg operations. on the new road asslgnments, 7 S-mines were deactivated, and 9 topf-
mines exploded in the Gundershoffen district. -

The front was still moving slowly and the Germans-had time, now, to blow the few remaining bridges and
plant mines, and in general make it a costly advance for us. On December 12th the bridge at Jaegerthal was
completed. The Gundershoﬁ'en -bridge was completed by 1230, a Bailey bridge was constructed in the vicinity
of Goetsdorf at 0900, and 18 topfmines were found and destroyed The next day two meore bridges were
under construcnon, one at Woerth, and the other under the. treadwny at Jaeg‘erthnl In the meantime Charlie
Company cleared mines on our road assignments.

Then at 1930 on the 15th Colonel Swift culled a Staff meeting. The 45th Division was placning an offen.
sive to hit the Slegfrled Line at its weakest point. In order to aceompllsh tactical surprise, the 120th Engmeers
and the 48th were going to ceordinate in building a supply line abont. ten miles in length, through part of the
outer defenses of the Siegfried Line so that the main attack would come at an unexpected pomt The Battalion
CP moved into a Maginot Fart southeast of Lembhach, while Compnny A completed one fixed hridge north of
Woerth and Charlie Company another.

Late in the efternvon, the 48th was notified that there were two. possihle bridgesites that might he reach-
ed during the night. Both were inside Germany,-but the situation was ohscure. -The Infantry was held up
by cross-fire from two plllboxes in the Slegfned Line, and did not want the hndge buiit until their lines
were consolidated. Company A was alerted for the joh lmt was taken off the alert later in the evening when
the 45th notified us that the hndges wauld net go in durmg the night.

On the morning of the 17th, Able. Compuny was alerted again, and moved their hridge train into the town
of Nothweiler at an assemhly point and awaited the order to huild, expected momentarily during the day.
Friendly Infantry troops had overrun two of the four. pllllloxes that controlled the site, but the situation was
still confused, and the Infantry did net want the hndge yet.

By the next day, more information -had been returned on the hridges near Nothweiler. There were two
sites. One was over an antl-tank ohstacle, and the other was a blown bridge. At the antl-tank diteh, one
pillbox had been reduced -hut another remlmed whlch stlll controlled the site. As yet there was no hy-pass
around the blown hrldgeslte- Infantry -had attempted to croas the river during the night, but had been
driven hack. Lieatenant Moritz and Sergeant Fialkawski ‘were pmned down hy mortar and machine gun fire
for two hours to find out this information. Able Company remained alerted.

Meanwhile, at 1615, on the 19th, Major Lowe, Executive Officer of the 120th Engmeers asked for another
24 foot treadway mear Nieder Schlettenhach. The situation around the site was nnknown, but a lisison
officer would guide the bridge train in. Fortunately, Charlic Company moved out with twe Brockway
trucks in case one should get mlred far the bridge turned out to be 36 feet long.

Pfc. Daniel P. Duffy of the third plataon of Cbarhe Company told the following story of the hridge:
“Charlie Company had heen following the Infantly closely for the few days preceding Christmas. We had
been clearing land mines and rubble so that the lnfantry eould get their suppl:es through. It was hard -vork
and the cold weather made the work even worse. The third platoon came in wet, tired and miserahbla to
dinner that night. We were hoping to bhave a fast dinner and get in hed in a horry. Bot Captain “Mike”
Finnegan had a job that night for the third platoon. He told us that night, that we were going te put up
the first bridge inside Germany for the 48th, and -it looked like a tongh job. There was a gap just over
the horder that was holding up our tank advance and two squads were to take twa Brockway trucks up 1o
the front under cover of darkness and try to hridge the gap during the night.

Sergeant Tarigian and Sergeant Feigel told the men to go to the front of the chow line for dinner and
then remain elerted to move out later in the night. The men were warned to make sure that they had
enough ammunition and grenades in case they ran into any trouble during the night.

The night was excellent for the work. There was no moon. It was cold and dark when the two trucks
carrying the squads, followed by the two Brockways, left the Charlie Company area and headed for Ger-
many. The men were silent on the trucks as they sped up the road. There was no sound except the noise
of the truck motors and the booming of the artillery. The convoy stopped at eaeh cross-rosd and Lieuten-
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ant Brooker checked his map with each road, for the convoy was close to the front now, far ashead of ihe
artillery, and one mistake of a road might in a very few minutes take them hlundering into the German
lines. ‘At one of these stops, an infantry mortar squad was firing from the side of the road. The 1en
looked up in amazement as the strange convoy drew to a halt beside the mortar. The Infantry sergeant looked
up at Lieutenant Brooker and said, “Hey, don’t you know this is an outposted zone? Keep moving and
don’t make so much noise.” ' '

“It took almost an hour to cover the distance from the Charlie Company area to the site, for the eatire
convoy covered the route over rough roads in complete hlackout. The site was in a valley under the
crossfire of artillery from both sides, and within a hundred yards of the foremost Infantry. It looked like
the third platoon was going to have a rough evening. This job had to be done fast and efficiently or the
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German artillery and mortars would be down on our heads. We wanted to get it in fast and get out of
there.” ’

“The men e¢limbed down from the trucks quickly and organized fast to get the hridge to the site. Some
of the men made remarks that German ground felt like all the rest, and a couple of the men spat ou the
ground just for luck.” :

“Tweo tanks rumbled up, but they were stopped momentarily by un antitank ditch. The men continued
to work on the bridge while a tank dozer was called up ta fill in the ditch. The Germans heard the noise
of the tank dozer as it chewed into the embaunkment, aml soon a few shells began to drop in the area of
the anti-tank ditch near the bridge site. A “lurp gun™ opencd up across the valley at the third platoon,
and the bullets hit the gromul just & few yaris rhort of the men. Lieutenant Brooker stopped the tank
dozer. It was causing tou mueh noise, aml was giving the position of the bridge away. He decided that
it was better to get the hmportzat bridge up and the men away from the site, than to save time by letting
the tank dozer and menr work nt the sumee time o 1he two ohstacles. The anti-tank ditch could wait nntil

later, and the dozer ecould {il]l it after the bridge was up and the men had been moved to safety.”
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“The work on the bridge ran smoothly. Pfc. Padgett held empty sandbags over the treadway pins to
prevent noise and to keep the pins from sparking while he hammered them into place. Corporal Zoss
was working under the bridge when he slipped in the darkness and fell into the creek. It was ouly kaee.
deep at the place he fell in, bnt he was afraid to move, for fear. thet he would step into s hole and go
ucder. He couldn’t swim. Pfe. Polit waded into the water and pulled him out, as the aid man went hack
to the trucks for blankets. The two men were wrapped in blankets and semt back to the trucks where
they waited partially shielded from the cold wind.”

“The men worked feverishly for two hours, and tlhen the bridge was in. The tank dozer moved up and
quickly filled in the anti-tank ditch. Then a line of tanks moved down into the valley and began to take up
positions for their advance across the anti-tank ditch and the Charlie Company treadway. Charlie Company
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had gotten away with the work. There were some shells in the area caused by the tank dozer, hut after the
dozer retreated there was no more shelling. The men climbed into the trucks thaukfully dnd the colums
ioved back as the tanks began to fire their first rounds of the attack.”

On the morning of the 20th, Ahle Company was still alerted awaiting to buill the ])ndge near Nothweiler.

Two earthquaking announcements for the 48th were made during the zftrrnoon. The first that Colonet
Swift would leave the 48th to assume command of the 1175th Engineer Group. Some of the officers and men
of the 48th would go with him. The second was that the 48th would revert to Army area for a rest. We had
been in combat without a break for a total of.‘]_.l."i days.
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CHAPTER XXII

HAPPY NEW YEAR

The retreat of the Seventh Army came to the 48th without total surprise. For almost two weeks, the 48th
bad formed the idea that something was in the wind. At first, the 48th was ordered to make a complete
reconnaissance of the permanent fortifications of the Msginot Line, Our reconnaissance jeeps circled through
the forts, and men of the Intelligence and Operstions Sections passed through the areas making detailed
plans and reports on all of the forts and bunkers. Other engineer units were doing the same work in their
areas, and the consolidated reports were tahulated to determine the defensive line of the Maginot. Shortly
after, the 48th was ordered to make a detailed reconnaissance of all bridges in our area and estimate the
total amount of explosives needed to prepare each bridge for demolition. Explosive dumps were set up
with traffic plans for the explosive laden vehicles to follow.

German paratroopers were being dropped hehind our lines. There were not many in the 48th’s sector
around Lutzelburg, but there were more around the Nancy area. Nevertheless, the 48th remained on the alert
to meet the threat. Uneasy Military Police stopped us along the highway and drilled us with all sorts of catch
questions. “Who won the 1944 World Series? What state are you from? And who is Mickey Mouse?”

Mesnwhile, there was a slight undertone of panic at the Seventh Army Headquarters. Most of the people
were calm, but they were frankly worried. The Americans had three divisions in tbe flat Rhine Plain with
the Germans pushing in the north, and the Colmar Pocket bulging in the south. If the two forces could
meet, they would neatly trap the Americans and make Strashourg another Bastogne. A total of 16 German
divisions had been built up in front of the Seventh’s frontline, and a rumored 20,000 troops in the bulge of
the pocket below made this a double threat. .

The Germans began to infiltrate our thinly-manned positions in the Hardt Mountains, and passed through
our Infantry companies. Towards ten at night, they had managed to pass considerable armor through, and
they were moving slowly forward. The Germans, apparently, could not be slowed with the amount of troops
available in the Hardt Mountain sector, and a few mo>re mountains would bring the attacking force into the
excelent tank country of the Rhine Plain.

It was New Year’s Night and the Germans were moving fast. Major Foley received a hurried call from
Colonel King of the Seventh Army Engineer Section at Saverne. The 48th was to prepare for defensive action
immediately in the vicinity of Saverne. The Germans had launched an attack in the Hardt region, and an
uncfficial report put the Germans ten miles from Saverne, beadqaurters of the Seventh Army. The mission
of the 48th was to man the defenses of Saverne while Seventh Army Headquarters withdrew from the town.
Major Foley made a quick dash to and from Army Headquarters to contact the 68th AAA Group whe would
remain behind with us. Then Able and Baker Companies were directed to establish nine roadblocks ringing
Saverne without delay. A boundary was established through the town from Q-712140 to Q-742174. Able
Company was to defend the west side and Baker Company the east. Each Company had 75 anti-tank mines
to use in their roadblocks, Charlie Company was kept in mobile reserve. '

' When the 48th reached Saverne, they found the Severth Army in a state of confused moving. The Head-
(uarters mer were hurrying the equipment of the Army inte trucks in the night, and enlisted men were
dashing ahout the gronnds attempting to find their equipment.

This New Years was breaking the same as the previous one. New Year’s Day wounld be another cold night
¢f waiting behind machine guns through the black hours of the night, waiting for daylight. It would be
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another night of excitement and uncertainty. Meanwhile, Seventh Army was making a hee-line for Lune-
ville over a hundred miles back across the Vosges Monntains.

We set up our guns aronnd the town, and made our mines ready, so that they could be hastily pulled across
the roads should tanks appear. Then we listened throngh the night, as the trucks carrying the Seventh
moved out. As the night drew on, we were alone in Saverne. Ahead of us somewhere were the advanving
Germans, and perhaps the scattered remnants of the old crack divisions that they had pushed back from
Germany.

But morning broke clear and cold and there were no Germans. The seasoned American troeps of the
Seventh were making an orderly withdrawal. The German success was not so spectacular as it had first appeared.

During the long night, plans had changed. It was rumored that the entire Seventh Army was originally
tn retreat behind the Vosges mountains. The Colmar Pocket would be allowed to advance until it reached
the Germans coming from the Siegfried Line. The two forces were to be permitted to meet and have the
entire Rhine Plain. That was all that the Americans could be expected to do, for the Germans had them
sutnumbered. The First Army Belgium Bulge was tsking all of the spare American forces to meet the on-
rushivg German panzers. The Belgium push had been slowed, stopped, and now the Americans were rolling
it back. But all of these divisions were two or three hundred miles north, and could not be released for some
time. There was no alternative for the Americans to do except to retreat to the Vosges Mountains to Bruyeres,
Remiremont and St. Die. Then there would be hard fighting again for these towns.

During the night, the French had asked permission to attempt to hold Strashourg. The town had a sen-
timental value to the French, although it was strategically worthiess for the present operations, The French
~ wanted to hold the town and wait until the Americans could regroup and return across the plain.

This would not fit in with the American plan to fall entirely behind the mountains, so the two armies
had te compromise.

The Americans fnally decided to hold a Moder River line that ran roughly between Bischhoffen and
Hagenau circling northwest into the lower Hardt Mountains. Accordingly, the Americans hegan to fall back
to the Hagenau Lines, while more reserves were requested to contain the Colmar Pocket. The ancient town
of Strasburg would be saved as well as most of the Alsace.

Morning broke cold and clear but there were no Germans. The streets of Saverne were empty until the
full force of the events of the night struck the Frenck population. Then the streets were filled with pitiful
groups of people rushing to pile their personal belongings on push carts and wheelbarrows. Horses and
wagons piled high with people and furniture headed west for the protection of the mountains. Houses were
nailed shut, and the throng hurried to get every bit of transportation that they could find. Then they started
down the roads leading away from town.

At 1030, we were relieved from our positions, and started back to our areas.

The Americans were retreating to the Hagenau Line along the Modor, the Schmidt and the Saar Rivers.
This would form a water barrier reaching from Bichwiller through Hagenaun to Bitche. The Seventh elected
to stand along the Hagenau position and await the Germans attack. l

Meanwhile, crack divisions from the Bulge area were racing throngh the night toward the Seventh Army
danger zone. The 101st Airborne Division of Bastogne, the 75th and the 14th Armored, the 63rd and the
42nd. Here was power to halt the push. _

The speedy planned withdrawal of the Seventh must have upset some German timetabies for it took them
some .time to get their supply working over the ground taken. By then it was too late. The Seventh had
moved new power into the Colmar pocket and had opened an offensive that was squeezing the pocket to the
Rhine. o

The crisis was past, and the whole Rhine Plain from the Swiss border to Hagenau was saved.

The 48th was “resting”. It had been 130 days since D-Day when the 48th was pulled back out of the
line. The men needed a break from front line jitters. It had been a hard grind and a tough one. The 540th
Engineers had taken over our positions near Lembach and were caught in the sudden German advance during
the following days. Word reached the 48th that the 540th had severe losses. One company of the 540th
had lost some of their personnel and much of their equipment in our former bivouac near Lembach.

.We had a relief of frontline tension in Lutzelburg, but the work snowed us under. There were better
than 125 miles of high-priority roads to be maintained and hotpatched, and a few days after we reached our
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new arez, heavy snows fell to make a tough job even worse. Lieutenant Moritz scoured the countryside for
saow plows, and finally managed to find three old horse-drawn plows. The companies began to throw together
Rube Goldberg contraptions for removing snow. Every sergeant and lieutenant had a different idea for a
plow, and most of them were tried and were dizearded, but a few of the weird plows were found useful and
were attaehed to trucks to plow the roads. The snow continued to fall, and the companies raced to get
stockpiles of gravel to he used as anti-skid material on all of the dangerous curves along the entire length of
our road assignment.

Baker Company drew the assignment of construeting a 340 foot fixed hridge for two way traffic to replace
the Bailey Bridge at Fenetrange.

Other jobs kept eoming in. One squad of Charlie Company worked forward of the 696th Petroleum Distri-
buting Company elearing the right of way for an oil pipe line moving through Sarrehourg, Phalshourg and
Blamont. At the same time, Lieutenznt Butler and a detail from Ahle Company checked more than 10,000
M-6 mines at ASP 418 and 420. There had been a number of casualties with the new mine. Ice had formed
in the igniter well,.and engineers serewing the igoiter into the well had pressed the pressure plate down hy
attempting to screw the igniter into the ice. In cheeking the mines, Able Company found that 15 per eent
of the mines had 2 sixteenth to a quarter ineh of ice in the igniter wells,

The defense line along Hagenau had become almost an engineer responsihility. Literally, there were
wiles of minefields to he laid and hundreds of gun emplacements to he dug. ANl of the available engineers
were working along the entire Modor River Line, and many more were needed.

On January Sixth, Colonel King of Seventh Army notified the 48th that ten new engineer hattalions were
arriving in the theatre from the British Isles in the near future. They would have to go into the line imme-
diately when they arrived, hut Seventh Army desired to pass them through a school supervised hy an old
engineer unit, 8o that the new men could learn first hand the prehlems that engineers were meeting in the
war from men who had been through the campaign. On January eighth, the 48th was selected to be the
school troops. On the 11th, une advance platoon of Charlie Company left for Fort De Longdwamp in the
vicinity of Epinal to begin preparation.

Before the 48th could hegin work at the school, relief had to be effeeted of the present assignment which
included a 125 miles of priority roads, some 62 bridges that had been prepared for demolition and 14 demo-
lition dumps. This was to he taken over by three separate parties: XV Corps, VI Corps and the 344th Engi-
reers, 80 it was not until January 15th that relief was finally completed. That same merning the Battalion
mmoved to the forts near Epinal. Four forts were uscid, Fort De Longchamp, Fort Razimont, Fort De Dogne-
ville and Fort De La Mouche. At hest the forts were nothing more then comcrete refrigerators. There were
not enough stoves to go around at first but the men took it in good spirits and provided heat by plastering
the walls with Putty and Varga girls. A few men were hospitalized in the first days due to the eold weather.
The forts were terribly damp for the only veniilation provided for the most part was slits in the walls,

Major Foley immediately ordered 300,000 lineal feet of lumber for winterizing the forts. This was the
heginning of a series of headaches for $-4. S.4 at thal time wae sending five prime movers and trailers
to the engineer dump in Epinal for lumber to complete the 340 foot two way fixed bridge that Baker Com-
pany was putting in at Fenetrange. The haul covered approximately 130 miles round trip. After 48 hours of
steady hauling another order was received for some 5,000 feet of flooring. Then on top of this eame the order
for lumber to winterize the forts and lumber for the fixed bﬁdge school, The engineer dumps at Epinal were
completely out. The only recourse was to requisition from civilisns. Lumber to supply one days needs
was obtained from Baumonde Mills at Remiremont. Sergeant Gustafsun was sent with a detail of five men
from Baker Company to operate a saw mill at Abreschwiller. The mill was located 13 kilometers from the
main road on top of a mountain. The road leading to it was too narrew and winding for anything over a two
and half ton truck. The mill had to be kept in operation for twenty-four hours each day. This necessitated
that “Gus” and his men work the mill by themseclves at might. The operation was under the most diffieult
conditions. Enough snow had fallen in twenty-four honrs to hlock the tramway which was used to hanl finished
pieces to the road. “Gus” and his men went to work with the shovel.

The forts needed winterizing, and electrieity. Class rooms had to be hurriedly set up; training aids made
ot ohtained. Foed and supplies had to he hauled in for the other three battalions for as yet they had no
transportation of their own. The $-4 drivers looked like dough-boys. They drove in dog-tired with a load at
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three in the morning and soon after breakfast were out again, For an entire week this pace continued
without a hreak.

By January 19th, only four days after the Battalion moved to Epinal, the school which had well over
two thousand students, comparable to any medium sized college, began. Able Company was in charge of the
Bridge School which was divided into Fixed, Bailey and Treadway bridges, Baker Company with the help
of Captain Thompson conducted the mine school. In connection with this Sergeant Schrah was in charge of a
mine experimental station. He set up a series of experiments to determine the effect of freezing on the
detonation of mines. The Office of Mines and Boohy Traps were highly interested in these experiments. The
last school was the Infantry School run by Charlie Company. To assist them in this, Captaic Witham of the
411th Infantry Regiment was attached to them. Captain Witham also planned a 24 day course in the 81
milimeter mortar. ’

Thé School was running surprisingly smooth considering the short time.for preparation. But no sconer
than things began working on all six cylinders than complications started to set in. First, Army ordered that
we release 16 two and a half ton trucks to two pounton outfits. Stripped'of transportation we were practi-
cally helpless. How would we transport the bridging? How would we transport the battalions from oue
fort to another which would have to be done at the end of each seven day period. Mine classes were held near
Bruyeres where the students had practical exercises in clearing or breaching known enemy minefields. The
firing ranges were also some distance from the schoul. To somewhat alleviate the situation we finally
obtained permission to borrow eight prime movers from the 1553 Heavy Ponton Company.

Before we ever pidied up the prime movers an order came attaching the 48th Engineers for operations
to XXI Corps effective 0001, 24th January. So at the end of six days our school days ended.

Army needed Engineers and needed them had. The Hagenau defenses had to be hurriedly strengthened
" 80 as to prevent a major break-through. Engineers werc needed to prepare defensive positions. Br.idges had
to be prepared for demolition, road blocks constructed by the hundreds, mine fields laid, gun emplacements
dug, and barb wire entanglements stretched. Who could be chosen 1o do such a job better than the Engineers
for they could quickly ecast aside their Castle and tahe on the Crossed Rifles of the Infantry.

Good Shot ! Ya gotta
General
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On January 23rd, Major Foley went to XXIst Corps located at Morhange and was informed that we were
attached to the 1185th Engineer Combat Group with the job of organizing defensive positions arouuwd $t.
Avold, and possibly to fight a delaying action along the Rosebruck, Hambourg, Haut, and St. Aveold road. The
mission of the XXI Corps was that of protecting the left flank of the Seventh Army. The 5thRanger Battalion
had previously manned the defenses around St. Avold; we could rework their defensive set up to suit
our needs.

At 0900 January 24th, we moved from the schools at Epinal having previously turned over all the
materials that we had ohtained for the schools to Charlie Company of the 11th Engineer Combat Battalion.
We traveled at a snail’s pace; our convoy speed had heen set at 15 miles per hour 2s the roads were
treachérous, due to the thin icy surface. Though it was only 81 miles, it took us fully seven hours to get
there. We had as a Banalion bivouac all the buildings of the Jaeger Caserne. St. Avold was part of
Lorraine, France. 7 ' '

Almost upon arrival word came down that the Narth, South Grid Line 25 would be used as a boundary
lietween us and the 2756 Engineer Comhat Battalion. The 48th Engineers were to defend the west side. Our
Able Company aleng with Baker Company would prepare the defensive positions while Charlic Company
would be used as the reserve company and as such would- maintain outposts and prepare temporary road
blodks well forward of the Battalion,

On the 26th of Jannary, the Battalion started au 81 milimeter mortar school with Captain Witham of the
103rd Infantiry Divisieon who had been with us at the school at Epinal, as the instructor. Each company
designated one squad as their mortar section and all these squads were put under the control of Captain
Scherr, That same day, Colonel Weiler, Commanding 1Mficer of the 1185th Engineer Combat Group, approved
the plan that we had submitted on the defense of St. Avold and set a two day dead-line for our gun
emplacements and other defenses to he eompleted. Work was immediately concentrated on this. Later that
day Colonel Weiler sent down a road assignment which ineluded some 40 miles of priority roads. Heavy
snow falls had made it neeessary to use the 48th in a dual capacity, Infantry and as Engineers.

On Janvary 24th, we were assigned to XXI Corps and on the 27th of January, only three days later,
we found ourselves and the Group atiached to the XV Corps.

Late on the evening of January 27th a flash message was reeeived that we were to maintain guards
continunusly to observe and report air landings direct to Corps hy flash message. There was some conster-
nation about this for it read in our “A Area”; “A Area” could have meant our Able Company avea, our
assigned area or anyone of a numher of things. Lieatenant Green immediately left for Corps to clarify this
message. Upon his return we learned that “A” stood assigned area. '

While the 48th was at St. Avold a lot of the men had a chanee to investigate life in a big city in
France. The 48th had been in some fairly large towns like Remiremont and St. Die, but thé towns were
still in "the confused state when the 48th went through and were close to the front. Most of the men had
never had a chance to see what happens to a French city after the war has moved on and it is left far
in the rear. i

Nancy recovered fast from the shock of war. At least from external appearances; it wasn’t long before
the stores had new plate glass windows and displays. The eash registers even kicked out little printed charge
slips like the big department stores back home. The city had not been hit hard. There were a few air raids
and several homhs were dropped on a hig faetory in the outskirts, but the center of the town was undamaged.

The eenter of town was the main attraction for the American soldiers. The *Main Drag” was lined with
all sorts of interesting shops to explore, interspersed with even more interesting bars. For a while the
Naney beer was the best in Franee hut it eventually took a turn for the worse after popularity spread
among the ranks of the Amerieans. There were other rare bottles to be had around the town if you knew
the intimate spots, and a lot of the visiting soldiers soon beeame an authority on the sabject.

Another popular plaee was “Slot Machine Joe’s” which soon took on the appearanee of a drugstore in
America. Joe had a lot of imported pin ball machines, eomplete with buzzers, bells and free games that
atiraeted a lot of Amerieans who had ventured up the small side street that led to his establishment.

The free games were easy for the tactical Americans who knew just how much to shove a machine without
flashing the “tily” light. The laughing G.Is would snrround a machine to watch a “drugstore acrobst” push
with his stomach, put his boots under the legs, and hammer the sides dexteriously. as he skillfully gnided the
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metal balls into the high s-coring channels. For one franc, a soldier could keep a machine going all afternoon
until he was tired of the sport. Then he would turn the machine over to a goggle-eyed kid who would attempt
vainly to mimic his methods and end up losing all the free games.

The Red Cross Club was popular for doughnuts snd coffee because the line moved fast and it was a
good chance 1o rest and watch” the Third Army move by. Whoe knows, yon might meet a guy from your
home town. Thousands of soldiers moved by but the chance meetings were rare. It was good diversion for
resting, though. :

Nancy was a city of heautiful women. A lot of them spoke English, and many of them spoke other
languages; in the dusk of early evening, the couples could be seen langhing as they strolled up to the apart-
ment section on the hill cutside of town. .

| - Manarourige

LEGEND

M"" ROAD! A annd
SE(W':R-A'I o™

R o B x

Rondblacks At Saverne.

Every block had its bar or caharet and the thirsty soldiers would drop in for a glass of beer everytime
they saw an interesting looking place. That was often for almost all of the bars looked interesting. The
pretty har maids wonld blush at the soldiers’ flattery and come to the tables with mugs full of the
foaming, delicions beer. Somber little Frenchmen, sitting in gquict groups around the tables would smile,
or else starc at the Americans and wonder. )

Nancy had been liherated the usual way. At first the Germans came in orderly marching columns and

‘boarded the trains at the central railroad station at night. Ther the group got smaller and finally there -

was & ragged group that came in the cold of winter with their feet bleeding and their arms in slings. A few
dropped out and stayed in town and more were helped by some sympathetic Frenchman. More hid in order
to give up to the Americans. The last train waited as long as possible and then pulled out hurriedly. The next
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morning, Naney awoke to find American M.P.s at the crossroads and Americans already strolling in the
streets. The city fell without much of a fight and the conqguest was complete. The Germans just moved out
as the Americans moved in. There was no pitched battle as at nearby Metz. .

The people didn’t really know war. They had heen far hehind most of the German oceupation forces.
Of course, the Germans had taken over the factorics, and food and clothing were a lot more scarce, and
they were glad to be free but the war was pretty uniforms and hrave deeds to most of the people of Nancy.

The city was glad to welcome the Americans with their new paper francs, and happy to see the train
loads ‘of foed roll in. An American would provide an interesting evening at home. All of the soldiers were
prized house guests, for they had a wonderful sense of bumor and could talk of the war and answer questions.

The people of Nancy liked the Americans and the town soon became a famous pass center. There was
a lot to do in Nancy and twelve hours went very fast.
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CHAPTER XX1V

LUDWEILER

On January 28th, orders were given to pack up and move to L’Hopital. It was a dismal afterroon
as the trucks were leaded and the convoy started for L’Hopital. Most of the men were bundled up
t¢ their necks, as it would be a cold ride, for snow had begun falling heavily and the intense cold
penetrated clothing as if it were paper. The convoy went slowly because the heavy snows had made the
roads treacherously slippery. The drivers proceeded earefully, but. even then they were forced to fight
the wheel eonstantly to keep the trucks on the road. The passing countryside had taken on a new appear-
ance with the falling snow, it seemed te blend in with the trees, and the tall shadows made the picture
more beautiful. The pine trees stood proud, and majestic, seeming not to feel the eold blanket that had
suddenly descended upon them. We passed a pill box with its open slit staring idly at us, and friendly
ninefields with their red triangular disks warning, “Mines”, hanging every few yards on a lone strand
of harbed wire.

It was late afternoon when we arrived at L'Hopital and we scarcely had time for chow hefore we
were rushed out to work on the roads. Onr task was to clear and open the roads for traffic beeause
the snow-storin had made the roads practically unpassable. It was a cold night; the stinging wind
whipped around into our faces, and the scow fell down our necks sending cold chills racing up and
down our spines. The road grader was ordered out and it was soon clearing the road of snow. Qur trucks
followed close hehind it spreading gravel and ashes on the icy roads. All night long we worked until dawn
broke through the clouds. When we arrived back in camp there were many cases of chilled backs and
frozen hands and feet. It was a real night’s work and everyone was glad it was finiched. No sooner hsd
we settled down in L’Hopital when it became apparent that our main mission in this town was not
engineer work but Infantry. We were to adopt the defensive plan previously used by the 337th In-
fantry Regiment. In case of a break-throngh we would be committed to counter-attack. We were to begin
digging emplacements and defensive positions immediately. Captain Thames made the necessary arrange-
ments with Major Wallace of the 289th Engineer Combat Battalion, whoe had taken over the defense
of St. Aveld, and our Able Company was - ordered to tie in with them on their flank.

An outsider travelling through L’Hopital in those days would have thought the Engineers were mad.
It was a town of unrest and contrary actions. In onc section of town, engineers were taking out road
blocks while in another section they were putting them in. We were taking explosives from underneath
some bridges and leaving them in place under cthers. We were digging emplacements and strong points,
and there were rumors of a coming attack. We were constantly getting orders contrary to each other, or
so0 it seemed. But we were all working towards a definite purpose. For instance, the 48th Engineers
had been ordered by the 10th Armored Division to remove all roadblocks in the route selected for am
American counter-attack in case of a Jerry hreak-through. But we built roadblocks in other sections
where it was thought probable that Jerry might attuck. The overall strategy was such that it meant
all sorts of strange contradictory orders to ns.

About this time the rains came. It rained steadily and scon the snow disappeared leaving swollen
streams an'd amall trickling brooks that materialized over night. This was the direct cause of the job
assigned to Baker Company. A network of streams merged at a culvert on Highway N. 6, but there
had been so much debris floating down the streams that it eventually stopped up the culvert; the water
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began to rise menacingly. When Baker Company first made a recon of the culvert site, they realized
it could only be fixed hy taking the whole thing out. Since N. 6 was the main supply route it had to
be done so as not to hinder the flow of traffic. They solved this problem by using two sections of
treadway to be used as a bridge while the men worked underneath it. They also called for some prefabricat-
ed ealverts to be used two abreast. Using the Barko Hammer they drilled onre side, removed the old
culvert, and put in the new one. Then they repeated the process on the other side. Working steadily for
a day and a night, the first platoon of Baker Company finally completed the job.

While Baker Company was putting in their culvert, Able Company was alse having their difficulties.
A bridge on their section of the road threatenred to break through unless a new flooring was put on.
Lumber was critical material, and they were informed by S5-4 that it would be some time before it
arrived. Immediately, trucks were semt racing down to Abreschviller io secure it. With the drivers going
at top speed, it wamn't long hefore the lumber arrived and the bridge was re-floored without incident.

Paging Bill Mauldin

Seon after our arrival in L’Hopital we received orders to put stack piles of slag along the highway,
so it could be quickly put on the road in the event that it snowed again. The slag pit was an enormons
place, with the slag piles towering about sixty feet high. Originally the trucks were loaded by a power
shovel, but the second day the shovel was moved to another gravel pit, making it necessary to load the
trucks by hand. Loading was begun at the bottom, and after days of steady work, there was quite a
dent in the mountain of slag. The hole scon became large enough to back three trucks.in and load
them simultaneously. It was here that tragedy struck. Three trucks were backed up, and loading was
in full swing, when suddenly the slag pile started to collapse. Tons and tons of slag slid down, almost
covering the trucks. Two of the trucks pulled away instantly, but the other one was trapped. Through
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the commotion of men ;ﬁnning here and there, came the sound of two men calling for help. They were
trapped in the back of the truck. Gears clsshed, the motor roared, and the truck attempted -to get from
under the immense pile of slag that had descended upon it. Finally it pulled away and the trapped men
were freed. In the meantime, the men were looking around 1o see if everyone was safe when someone
yelled, “Where is Clatterbuck?” Immediately we looked around for him, but there was no sign of him
anywhere. Quickly we grabbed shovels and began shoveling in the spot'he was last seen. Five, ten, fifteen,
twenty minutes passed and we had about given up hope when “Here he is”, rang throughout the crowd
of sweating men. We dropped our shovels and started to free his head so that he could get air. Finally
we extricated his limp, blackened body, and artificis] respiration was begun at once. Even as he was
silently loaded into a mearby truck and rushed to the aid station men were administering artificial
regpiration. We all knew, even before the final word reached us, that Sergeant Clatterbuck was dead. Able
Company was hit hard by his death for he was admired and respected by all who knew him. At his
last rites many men from Charlie and Baker Companies were present.

The 48th liked L’Hopital. We were among the first American troops to bivonac in the town and
with us had come prosperity such as L'Hopital had never seen before. There were hut a few “Gast-
houses” in lown and all of them had their doors wide open to admit the 48th. The proprietors of
these establishments always greeted us with happy, smiling faces. The bivouac areas were almost always
empty at night, for in this town, the people were very hospitable. They often invited uws to dine with
them or perhaps have a drink or two of schnapps, and they would smile and wave at us when we went
by on our trucks. In sall our desling with these people we noticed that although the German border was
scarcely 100 yards away, they tried to make it clear thst they were French and not German. It was an
accepted fact that the town of L’'Hopital had adopted the 48th Engineers.

There was an under-current preparing the 48th slowly for front line Infantry. A school for the 8lmm
mortar continued and the mortar squad scon knew the mortar better than their M-ls. Then the schnol
" started for officera and key noncoms on calling fire missions. We all began to realized how much the
Infuntry depended upon these 4.2 mortar boys. We listened intently when they told ue that their new
powder bundles gave them an additional half mile range. They had lost several men due to shells ex-
ploding in the barrel so they now fed their mortars by using a sleeve.like affair.

When should we use assault guns? When should we use 4.25 or 105mm Howitzers? These were a few
of the thinga we aoon leamned.

By this time, our platoons kept alternating one after another every three days in front line duties.
The platoon made small scale attacks, making contact with the enemy and giving an appearance of
strength. Other platoons of the 48th were alternating as roving patrols. Their orders were to turn over
any civilian found in the restricted area to the militsry government in Lauderbach, Germany. Tanks and
vehicles were placed in various spots to give an impression of strength. -

On the 6th of Fehruary we were ordered to attach one company to the 121st Cavalry Squsdron
for the purpose of relieving one of the Cavalry troops of their holding positions. This plan was to leave
the 48th Engineers in the line until the elements cf the 121st Cavalry Squadron had executed an organiz-
ed raid. For this operation Ahle Company was to be used. But on the heels of this messuge caine another
rescinding it. '

All these events slowly but inevitably -were leading us first as front linc iloughhoys and then as
assault Infantry. So it was no surprise to us when Major Foley said at a meeting held at 1300 on Febru-
ary Tth: “1 have been ordered to relieve B and C Troops of the 106 Cavalry Sqguadron and B iroop of
the 121st Cavalry Squadron of frontline positions on Feliruary 8th. The positions to be occupied hy
this battalion run East and West of Ludweiler, Germuny. (Jur mission is to man and defend these posi-

tions so at a later date cavalry elements can push through and unttack. Artillery, 4,2 chemical mortars, and

at least one platoon of assault guns will remin in their present positions for our support. Initially we
will use the positions already preparcd, but at u luter date we will change them to meet our needs.”
“Captain Kincer, will relivve B and € troaps of the 106Gtk Cavalry Squadron of their positions while
Captain Finnegan will relieve B troop of the 1281 Cavalry Squadron. Captain Soyder will move intu
Ludweiler as Battalion reserve. Reliel will siart on the morning of February the 8th, by infiltrating
small gronps wp lo Luodweiler to take over positions, making certain that prior to going forward the
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men have seen the film “Your Job In Germany.” The forward CP, with 85—1, 5—2. $—3 and part
of H&S Company will move inte Ludweiler in the afterncon or might of th» same day. The remainder
of H&S Company will move back to a rear CP at Zimming under the contr-l of §—4.”

Soon after the meeting, Captain Finnegan and Captain Kineer reconnoitercd their positions in their
respective sectors and ohtained the necessary informatien aund guides from the 121st and 106th Cavalry
Squadrons. In the meanwhile, Captain Thames contacted Major Cavanmaugh, cor:::nding officer of the
121t Cavalry Squadron, and worked out with him the necessary details for th> relicf. The final arrange-
ments were that the 342nd Field Artillery Battalion, one company of 4.2 mortars, one assault gun platoon
and the 419th Armored Anti-Tank Battalion were to support us. Two recon cars were also to remain
for our use.

At 1200 on February 8th, the 165th Engineer Combat Battalion reclieved us of our assignment in
the L'Hopital area. During the course of the day, the film “Your Job In Germany” was shown geveral
times in a theatre in L’Hopital. After each showing Major Foley spoke to the men, “We will soon enter
the Saar Basin. The region hy its own volition became a part of Germany after a plebicite of ten to
one. The Army policy of mon-fraternization with German civilians will be strictly enforced.”

Throughout the day one vehicle, and then mnother left for Ludweiler. After a few minutes. driving
we passed a concertina wire fence that marked the border-line hetween France and Germany. We then
drove through Lauderbach, Germany, where the MPs were carrying tommy-guns. This was the First
time that the 48th was entering a place where the people didn’t exchange greetings with us.

Ludweiler was a town that stretched north and south zlong the valley. The main highway ran direet-
ly through the town. On the left of the road the town went abruptly up hill. The hill was marked
with many caves that the town's people had dug to scurry iuto during a bombing. On the righthand
side of the read was a swampy flatland which was divided by a winding stream. We soon kaew the
hills, the monument, the school house and the guillotine road block,

Ludweiler gave us the shivers; it was a ghost town. You could walk through the houseas and find
them completely furnished, but-never meet a solitary person. The only inhabitants that still clung
to the town were ecats, dogs, goats, and other animals. The quiet was depressing. It seemed as if children
should be running or playing ahout. There should he pecple going to the stores. The place should have
been alive with people but here it was all emptiness. When we first cntered Ludweiler we felt as did the
Count of Moute Cristo, on his return from prison, “revengé is sweeti” We were fighting on German
soil, Every sheil we threw, every shot we fired would tear into Germany itself. The Germans in srder
to reach us, would have to destroy their own buildings and land.

We moved through the streets of Ludweiler siowly for the very stillness of the town seemed to
effect us. Making our way up the main street, we soon were at our positions. The first few hours were
apent in petting acquainted with our code names, positions, and the general layout of the defenses. Then
with a few paternal words of advice the Cavalry men left. The first night was as expected. Everyone heard
Germans ereeping up on them, machine guns firing all night. Many flares were sent up, and our mortars
and asszult guns were given a vigorous workout. All night long there were whispers, “Give me a flare at
32 pesition,” or “Give us a battery, one round, concentration 22, The men in the dugouts, trying to
sleep, were constantly in fear of heing awakened, and no one siept any too well. On the whole, everyone
spent a very restiess night. As the days passed, the tenseness left and the call for artillery and flares
became less frequent, and only cceasionally were machine guns heard. We came to know the surround-
ing countryside better than our own homes. Directly ahead of us, within shouting distance, lay Geislau-
tern, then came Wehrden and across the Saar rviver the industrial city of Volklingen — — all ia German
hands. Then came a succession of mouatains, huge and secmingly impregnable. In these towns zhead, an
occasional Jerry could be seen.

But the gronnd a few hundred yards in frant of us was wlat kept us at nerves edge from dusk to
dawn. We all knew the pill hox, the PW nage, the Brewrry, and the synthetic oil plant. We all knew

hill 283, for there the Germans wrre well dug in. The square of Geislautern was one of our mortar
targets as well as the road just above Ludweiler where noises resemhling tanks were frequently heard.

The night is  what aged us. We were beginning to iinagine all sorts of things. Then one night some
sort of creaturc was heard stealthily creeping vp the slope near the Able OP of Baker Company. The men
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- waited nervously until the figure could be dimly teen in the almost piteh hlack night. We opened fire.
Instantly there was a faint ery, closely followed by the drumming of hoofs of a very frightened horse!

One day.when Lt, Brooker of Charlie Company went out to his forward OP, having been previously
instructed on calling in fire missions. He quickly oriented himself on his map and wrote on one edge
of the map, the coordinates of his forward OP. Then suddenly he jerked erect as he saw some German
snooping around in front of him. He hurriedly wrote down the coordinates and excitedly called them in,
his first fire mission. Just then Captain Finnegan came and he noticed that Lt. Brooker’s face was all
clouded. Captain Finnegan bellowed out, “What the hell is wrong with you?” Lt. Brooker replied, “I'm
sweating it out. I just called in a fire misgion and I'm not sure which coordinate I gave, out there where
the Jerries are — — or right here!”

The night of February 14th was an eventful one and it caused many gray hairs in the Battalion. A
report came in to Captain Thames from the 116th Cavalry Squadron’s platoon that was attached to us,
“that a noise resembling wagons was heard.” Higher Headquarters immediately became concerned that it
might be horse drawn artillery. Lt. Maines, in charge of the 116th Cavalry platoon, who was at the road
block, phoned in a second time, “Tanks are coming down the highway towards the road block.,” Lit.
Maines then ordered his platoon to put on their combat packs and be ready to fight or evacuate, depending
upon the orders that followed. Meanwhile, Captain Thames with two phones, kept directing heavy con-
centrations of mortars, assanlt guns, and 105s, which just plastered the road up and down for well over
an hour. One battalion of 105s had their guns faced so that they could not fire our mission. They were
quickly given the order to turn their bhattery s It could fire on the target. Colonel Foley, who was
then in the 53 office, alerted Able Company, the reserve company, to be prepared to move out with
hazookas to meet a tank attack. Nothing more was heard about it until a little later when a report came
in “An enemy partol was flnshed! Wagon movement is heard going back.” We can just imagine the Ger-
man high command being rather elated about all the excitement this caused. A few days later, a Jerry
was captured and from him Corps learned that he had carried a message to one of their headguarters
to turn on a record on their loud speakers which simulated noises of wagons and tanks moving. A good
Hollywood sound director could really canse havoc on the front lines. Why the Army is missing a good
bet like that leaves many of us puzzled.

Early the next day, Sgt. Lucas and Sgt. Iden of Baker Company, leading two seperate patrols, filed
past Baker Company's OPs and headed out into Jercy territory. Their purpose was to probe enemy posi-
tions and return with vitally needed information. They hadn’t been gone long when we heard gﬁnfire
from the direetion of Hill 283. It kept up for some minutes, and then gradually it began to die down
until only an occasional shot could be heard. Finally, even that ceased. It seemed like an eternity
hefore the patrols came back. Sgt. Iden’s patrol came in first. They reported flushing five Germans in the
fire fight that occured, they killed four and seriously wounded the fiftb. Sgt. Iden’s patrol had re-
tarned intact and now all that remained was the other patrol. We waited anxiously for their return,
and finally after four hours had elapsed some of the men returned. They reported, “The officer took
three sergeants and went ahead, instructing us to wait for their return. We waited four hours. Then we
decided to take steps towards finding them, but we found no traece of them.”

That night enemy aetivity was greater than usual, but as far as practicahle we held our fire in hope
that the missing men might have been pinned down and would make their way back under eover of
darkness. Next morning, with the rising sun, our hopes for the safe return of the lost officer and the

three sergeants sank, and it had to be assumed hat they were “mnissing in action.” It came as a blow
to us for Sgt. Lueas was admired and well liked by everyone in Baker Company, and the loss eut us
deeply.

Meanwhile Able Company was having its traubles, ax was related by member of the third platoon. “For
some time the ememy had heen slipping inta a certain area in which we had built a road block, with
the purpose of neutralizing the wines we had plinte]l. The mission of our patrol whieh consisted of
one squad of the first platvor and one squad of e thind platoon, was to intercept and capture as many

of the enemy patrol as possible.™
“We left the forward CI* jusi before nightfafi, and made our way up to a house which overiookeil
the road block and alse a German held wown, We carefully planted booby-traps about 100 yards in front
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of the house, with the hope that when Jerry did rome, he would kick one off, and warn us. We then
took positions in the house.”

“Hour after hour went by, with nothing happening until dawn streaked the sky. At approximately
0545, feeling eertain that if Jerry was coming at all he would have been here by now, we got ready to
go back to our CP. Qur intentions were short lived, however, for just then we heard one of our booby-
traps explode. Immediately everyone dropped everything but their rifles and rushed to the windows, We
were instantly greeted with a withering hail of lead which came through all the windows. Pvi, Marus-
kin and Pvt. Taylor spotted a group of Krauts slipping up with some shape charges. Evidently Jerry
knew we were there and intended to demolish the place with us in it. Maruskin and Taylor also saw
the Krauts earrying American tommy guns, and employing them effectively to keep our squad pinned
down. In another room, Pvt. Johnson and Pvt. Meese managed to get off a couple of sheis. Further
down the hall, Corporal Carnes, fearing the possihility of being surrounded, took up a position in the
rear of the house. All of a sudden the Krauts opened up with bazookas. Two or thres shells ripped
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through the roof, just missing some of the men. Wheu their bazooka ammunition ran out, they hegan

te plaster the place with hand grenades. We c¢ould ‘hear them hounce off the roof and walls and then
fall harmlessly to the greund. However, the Jerries had more success with their grenades than they did
with their bazookas, because they succeeded in landing one in the room that Sgt. Meyer and Pfe. Mad-
den oceupied. The grenade landed underneath a chair which had recently heen evacunated by Meyer, ex-
ploded, wrecked the chair and sent fragments through the wall. One piece caught Meyer. Pfc. Bartkoviak
ran in to see if anyone was hurt and as he was ahout to leave we heard a whistle blow outside. Looking
out, he saw that the Krauts had departed. We waited awhile, and then ventured outside to lock around. -
Their demolition charges were still laying with sume of their unused grenades. It was our opinion that
the Germans thought it best to leave rather than fight it out in broad daylight. After making sure they
wouldn’t be back, we returned to our CP. After that hectic morning we were glad to go hack and get
some chow and a little shuteye.”

Most of the days passed by in dreary monotony, and the nights although long, were unusually quiet.
Except for a few nights like the one Pvt. Gatanis, of Baker Company, recalls: “It was on a dark Febru-
ary night and we were covering a draw with a 30 cal, machine gun when suddenly a mine detonated in
front of our position. Cpl. Scherger quickly let go with a hurst and then I took over and let go with
another burst where I thought the explosion came from. Everyone was out of bed looking for his rifle
prepared for anything. Pfe. Miller got on the phone and asked for a flare, and soon afterwards the scene
exploded inte a weird light. We didn’t see a thing but we did hear aome cats in the field having a goad
time. That is, all except the poer cat that had detonated the mine.” '

That aame night & German came up te a hele occupied by Pvt. Maruskin. It was so dark a night that
with the comhination of darkness and surprise neither of the men could teke advantage of the moment.
The Jerry recovered first and was gone in a {lash. The men on the position seon sprayed the arca in
front of the position with a deadly hail of fire. The German had disappeared, however, and the next
morning the men found the reason why. A tunnel had been dug from the top of the hill and it came
out at the base somewhere in town. Captain Snyder gave the order to seal the tunnel so that we
wouldn't be taken by surprise again. A few daya later he ordered it opened again for onr own use. Cor-
poral Marcon took care of blowing it and the men worked all night getting it opened,‘ but it was never
used. The tunnel didn't have any supports and the men figured that if a shell hit on the top of the
hill it would probably cave in and they would be trapped with no means of escape. '

N
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CHAPTER XXV

SCOOP BATTERY

Upon our arrival in Ludweiler we were confronted with many problems. We were ordered to have
our own mortar support, and at that time we had ne trained mortar men. So we had to nse the un-
trained men of the 48th. A squad was quickly called from Able Company. They began anm exhaustive
four day training period, which, under ordinary cirecnmstances, would have taken four weeks. The men
picked from Able Company were Sgt. Barker, T/5 gohnson, Pfec. Jenkins, Pvt. Zangara, Pvt. Schunk, and
Pvt. Gobin, all under the leadership of Captain Scherr. In theose four days were crammed all the possible
information that was available, and all that the men could ahsorb. The men worked and studied hard
and at the end of the four days they were ready to fire the mortar.

The men were anxious to try out their new found knowledge and were practically sitting on pins
and needles waiting for their first fire order.

Sgt. Barker relates, “With Captain Scherr as our chserver we were ready to fire. Qur first target was
an imprevised pill box that the Jerries were using for a machine gun emplacement. It was located 1000
yards in front of the QP., We were pretty excited when the OP gave the fire order hut we let go with
the first round, and much to our surprise and chagrin it landed ahout 100 yards in front of the OP.
We corrected our sights, to the accompaniment of a lot of cursing from the OP, and let go with another
round. This time we made a direct hit, and after that we made a succession of direct hits on the pill

box.”

“Later,” said Sergeant Barker, “we fired on dJifferent targets, one of which was a Jerry OP in a house
at the edge of town. After many direct hits the house caught on fire. Then Jerry threw in some counter.
hattery fire and with some luck tore half the roof off the OP. Ludkily, though, no one was hurt. It did
cause a few shaky hands and a few cases of nervous indigestion, and an ahundance of silent thanks.”

“One day OP 33 of Able Company reported a sniper constantly firing from a house down helow, ahout
four or five hundred yards in front of them. Occasionally the dirt would fly up practically in the face
of the observer and a hullet would rip inte the pill box. They alse noticed, that although there was
no wind, the shuiters were opening and closing periodically ahout every hour. So putting twe and two
together they figured out that the sniper was in that house. They immediately called for mortars, The
first two shells were close misses but the third one knocked the shutters off on the halcony window.
Just then Colonel Foley came up and asked where we were shooting. We had just poeinted at the house
when suddenly two more shells came in and the shingles seemed to. leap into the air. Other than that
there seemed to be no effect at alt from those shells. Then suddenly the whole rear end of the house
seemed to collapse all at once. We believed it just about stopped that smiper for the rest of the day
anyway.”

“Just a few minutes after this teck place Caplain Snyder came up to the OP. Seeing Captain Snyder,
Colomel Foley asked him if there was anything in particular that he would like to have shelled. Cap-
tain Snyder, pointing to the house with the pink shuiters replied, “That one is— — —"" That is as far as
he got when he saw how little of the house was still standing and no pink shutters left.”

The general mission of the mortar men was lo conmstantly hlast the enemy with harassing fire
throughout the night, while in the daytime, they fired on troop concentrations, sniper positions, and
Jerry OPs. The usual amount of shells used in one day was approximately 150 rounds and the sum total
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used all during the time the 48th was in Ludweiler was approximately 1500 shells. To the Germans, on
the receiving end, it totaled almost a million headaches. From a captured PW it was revealed that
once when the mortars shelled a CP of a platoon of German snipers, the bursting shells had killed twe
and wounded eight men of a ten man squad. This had taken place close to the PW camp, and it had
turned out that this PW camp was to become one of the two favorite targets of the mortar men. The
other was the Brewery at Geislautern, proving that we meant to keep the Germans from having any fun
at all. '

Captain Scherr, along with Corporal Kellum of Charlie Company, was at OP 33 one night when they
heard some strange noises coming from the direction of the road. Immediately he phoned for :he
mortars. Presently, he heard the familiar hoom of the mortars, They landed almost 900 yards away
from the target. Captain Scherr hecame angry and called down, “Get on the hall back there.” “Yes sir,
I'll get it right in your hip pocket if yom want it there,” came the angry reply. Captain Scherr called
for one round of phosphorous, 700 yards, no deflection. “Okay,” came the reply, “On the way." They
heard the whistling sound of the shell and all of a sudden they saw a huge geyser of phosphorous hurst
ahout fifty yards in hack of them. Indeed he had put that one almeost in the captain’s hack pocket.

One night, the OP called down to the mortars, I hear tanks coming down the road. Give us a iat-
tery ome round, and hurry.” Immediately the mortars swung into action, and three shells went seream.
ing over on to the road. Then silence. The OP reported, “All quiet, you must have hit it.” The next
morning, upon investigation of the spot where the noise of the armor had come from, they found——an
overturned wagom once filled with potatoes. Somewhere there is one civilian that won't use that wagon
again to loot the houses in the vicinity.

The fire orders of Scoop Battery were not orthodox. Listening in one time we heard the following
conversation:

Captain Scherr calling “Guns.”

- “Guns,” answering.

“Give me 300 more elevation, left 25, one round phosphorous, let me know when yon are ready to
fire.” :

“All ready, Sir.”

“Let her go.”

“On the way.”

The day was split hy a loud booming and the next minute a shell would come whistling overhead
to land somewhere in the Brewery in Geislautern., :

“Right in there! ’ .

These actions were the climax of two weeks of intemsive training: During those two weeks, the
students had mortars, mortars and more mortars. They had been promised that and that is all they rot.
Captain Witham, from the 103rd Infaniry Divisinn, was in charge of the mortar school, and his poliey
was, “Give them what is important and forget ithe rest.” A squad from each company had been desig
nated- as the mortar section and on February 13th the thrée squads proceeded to Epinal. They had we
sooner disembarked from the trucks when their ‘raining started. They were immediately given a lecture
by Captain Witham who told them time was short and there was much to learn. There were a thousand
and one details to master before they could even attempt to fire the mortars.

The days slipped by swiftly, and with the passing of time, their knawledge increased. They were
given' the nomenclature of the M4 sight, the 8lmm mortar, the score card, practice setting up the mortar,
range estimation, fire orders, sighting in, night firing, and rauniless ather necessities.

Then finally the training was over, and the ihree squads of martar men returned to Ludweiler The
pace set during the last two weeks hail heen fast and furious, but now was to come the acid test. This
was the time to put their trainiug intn effeer apainst the cvemy. Now would come the real thing.

They had two short harreled, bastardl mortars and alsu twa long range mortars capable of reaching
the Saar River. During the time the wen worked, there was a state of constant  competition on the
mortars. Lach nmiember of the four mortar squads tried 1o fice it the fastest.. Finally after weeks of obser-
vation il was deeided that Ple. Gatunis from Daker Company could load and fire a mortar faster and
more efficientty than anyone in the Battalion. One time Captain Scherr called down to change the range
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from 3400 to 1500 and change to 40 mils in deflection. Captain Scherr had just put down the phone
when suddenly the words “On the Way” came over it. In just a few seconds, Gatanis had changed
the elevation, deflection, and fired. It was oue of the many times that he astounded his superiors with
his speed and adaptibility,

Most of the days were just routine. The OP [inds the target, calls down for a battery one round, and
sets the range. Then would begin the hard job of waiting for the return mail. Usually the Germans
would throw back a few rounds of counter-battery fire. They hardly ever caused any damage, but occa-
sionally they did succeed in putting a qualm of fear in the men. It was just such a case that happened in
Baker Company. Pfe. Gatanis was bringing back chow to Pfe. Nigro, when the Germans threw in a [ew
shells. Gatanis immediately ducked under a nearby truck making sure he didn’t spill any of the food.
They were hitting pretty close and Gatanis was beginning to feel very uncomfortable in that awlward
position. When the shelling stopped, he crawled from underneath the truck. He had just started walking
again when he noticed a GI standing hy the loorway of a nearby house shaking like a leaf. Gatanis
recognized the symtoms and offered him some coffes. The GI greedily accepted and almost downed
it in ome swallow. Then he nonchalantly turned to Gatanis and said, “That coffee really hits the spot
on a cold day like this!”

Captain Scherr experienced a marrow escape one day whem he was sitting in the attic of a house. It
was during one of those almost daily counter-hatteries thrown over at us, when a 120mm mortar shell
came whistling over and landed im the room across from him. He thought that he had hetter make tracks
and make them fast, for he expected the next ume to come right over and land in the room with him.
The rest of the men were scattered throughout the house when the shell came in, and to this day no one
can explain how they got down to the bascment so fast. It was done with exceptional speed and it is
hard to determine what means they took to get dewn,

Scoop Battery
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The mortar section was often called upon to give support to the patrols going out each day. There
were many times when the patrols ran inte trouble, called back for mortar support, and received it
in a matter of minutes. Sometimes, before going out, the patrols would ask the mortar seetion io lay
down a barrage in some other sector, thereby diverting the Germans’ attention to that direction while
they probed the enemy’s strength and positions.

One German soldier, formerly of the 1lst Battalion, 860th Regiment, 347th Infantry Division, was a
little tired of our artillery coming over might and day, so he decided to let himself be captured. He
gave himself up to Charlie Company. e was more than willing to tell a few tales only he asked that ne
word be given out that he had given up. Retribution to his family would follow if the German Army
knew he had given up. He revealed valuable information. He told us the location of Helz mines. and the
CP of the 3rd Company, whieh was in the Brewery. The Brewery served as a food distribution point.
One man from each squad procured the next day’s rations at 2000 to 2030 hours. That night the Germens
drew their respeetive rations, but they were given an extra large helping of mortar shells with it. Cap-
tain Seherr and his mortar men attended to that.

Although the men of the mortar squad had heen given very little training, they performed as if they
were backed by years of experience. They could set the range, load, fire, and dismantle every prieee of
the mortar and put it back together again in a hurry. Above all, they were eool, and could handle any
situation that arcse in a calm manner. Take the case of Pfc. Miller and Pfc. Cole. They had just heen
ordered to fire a round from the 8Blmm long-range mortar. They got a shell and dropped it into the
barrel of the mortar and hit the ground. Nothiug happened, the shell didn’t go off. Quidkly Pfc. Cole
walked over to it, reached in and extracted the dud, placed it aside for further inspection, grabbed an-
other shell, dropped it down the barrel, and hit the ground again. This time it went off,

The men of the mortar squad were always on the alert, and no order commg through the phone bad
to be repeated. As scon as the phone buzzed, the men would head for the mortars, and await the range
estimations. The mortar squads that took part in the defense of Ludweiler had done a magnificent job;
it gave us a good feeling to be able to phone baek for some mortar support and get it in a matter of
seconds. .

To break the quiet, the Jerries would drop in some shells, mostly in a vain attempt to knock out the
mortars, There was much counter-battery fire then, for our mortars would rake enemy territory contin-
uouely and the only way for the Germans to retaliate would be through counter-battery fire. Most of
it was considered merely a nuisance, but occasionally they would turn out to be serious.. No one could tell
in what seetion of the town the shells were going to land; they seemed to probe the entire town, search-
ing for our mortars. No place in town was out af their reach; one moment their shells would be landing
in Baker Company’s area, and the next moment they would drop a shell in one of Able Company’s OPs.
The powder train from a rocket shell smashed through the roof of a house where a gronp of men from
the 822nd Tank Destroyers were quartered, wounding one of the men in the leg. Seocop Battery, tbhe
48th Engineers’ mortar squad, received, at intervals, counter-battery fire. On onme oceasion they reported
14 shells falling near the mortars. ‘

The greatest worry that everyone had was: Will there be hot chow tonight? Hot chow was a very
important thing to the men of the 48th up there on the hill. All night long they would look for the
sunrige, so they ecould go down and enjoy a hot cup of coffee to warm them up a little. The food was
the greatest morale builder then, You could measure the morale by the way the food was prepared, and
also the quantity. We were thankful that, uulike assault Infantry, we were alile to have bot chow brought
to us almost everyday, rain or shine. Ludweiler, being as barren of life as the Sabara Desert, gave us plenty
of room for an auxiliary kitchen, The food was cooked down in the company mess, and then transported
to our own platoon kitchen. Army chow as the facls go, is nourishing, but sometimes not too tasty. The
men were constantly on the prowl to seewre any kind of vegetables they ecould possibly find They
would sometimes come back with onions, lcttuce, or perhaps some tomatoes, in bottles or otherwise. We
gave thanks that the German civilians werc kinl enough to leave behind them well stocked cellars, Add
these ingredients to the army chow, and the cooks will scarcely recognize the results. There was an
abundance of potatoes and we¢ werc eonstantly having French fried potatoes at all hours of the day and
night. Sometimes between mcals you could laok down the street and notiee the smoke coming out of
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practically all the chinﬁeys. The men, to appease their between-meal-hunger, were cooking spuds again.
The men really went for the chow after two or more hours on an outpost in that cold weather. There was
always the feeling that you could go down aand enjoy a hot meal in a comparatively comforiable {7er-
man house. Sometimes, though, all was not mild and serene. Such was the case that happened in Alle
Company. Lt. De Boer, acting Burgermeister, requisitioned the house next to the forward CP for cur mess
hall. Able Company, living in style, christened the house “The Brown Derby”. Pfe.Anderson was zppointed
mess sergeant and immediately began his duties by gathering equipment from the neighboring houses.
Looting is “verboten”, and so this equipment was “requisitioned”, according to the army rules and regula-
tions. It included dishes, cups, silverware, pots, pans, and whatever else went to make up a mess
sergeant’s dream. Pfe. Anderson had things running smoothly but suddenly for no apparent reason, he
resigned, leaving the job of mess sergeant to someone else. At which point T/5 Tate assumed the duties
as chief cook and bottle washer. Being new at the job he made many mistakes, and as yet he could not
measure the amount of ingredients going into the meal; he put too many potatoes in this and too little
onions in that. His biggest mistake, however, was building too big a fire in the cook stove one day. The
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large amount of smoke spilling forth from this dimney must have attracted the wrong people, for it
wasn’t long before our chow wag being flavored Iy a dash of artillery and flak shells, which henceforth
-came at every meal. It became so bad that the men lost their zppetite and T/5 Tate received jeers and
curses wherever he went. Then one day after \Fnner while he was straightening thirgs up Ffor the
evening meal, three shells landed abmost in the hack door of the kitchen. For almost twenty :uinutes
the shells exploded- and sent shrapnel screaming around through the house. There were many more shells
landing, but the rest were scattered around the area. They caused little damage, but hy this time the
men were blaming everything on poor Tate.

The most important thing in Ludweiler was our communications. It hronght us closer togethar and made
us feel just a little bit safer. The terrihle nights ou post were made just a little easier hy the fact that
there were telephones in practically all of the dugouts. These phones were connected to the platoon CP,
from there to the company CP, and from the company CP, the mortarse could be notified o1 a flare
called for. It made the men less jittery to know that all they had to do was pidc up the phone and call
back, and almost immediately aid would he »n the way. The Communications Section of the 48th was
responsible for all lines running to these peositions. There were twenty-one different lines to attached
units and outposts. Day and night our lines were broken by enemy shell fire or cut by osur own tanks as
they swung around into position. Many ‘imes these wires hail to be repaired under direct enemy ohser-
vation. The men in the companies maintained their own line while the men in Headguariers Company
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maintained the lices to the eompanies and attached units. Besides these, the switch-board had to be operated
twenty-four hours a day and the radios were alse kepl in continuous operation with the rear CPs. The
importance of communieations here eou.d only be appreciated by those who depended on it, such as our
forward observers who directed artillerv, the outposts who reperted enemy activity, and those who
dirceted operations. '

There was hardly a time when the town was heing shelled hy the Germans that some of our
lines weren’t out. Many times T/4 Mallen aud Pfe. Mozingo returned with a piece of shrapmel that had
sliced the line. T/4 Teel of Able Company can also attest to the time that one of the company’s outpost
lines was cut at a place where it ran through the woods. Knowing there was no reason for it being Lroken
here, Teel, upon closer inspection, found faint marks of hob mailed footprints belonging to 2 German
soldici. This was the only report of Jerry tuiting our lines but there were probably several instances
where he tapped them-- an old trick by which the Germans could obtain first-hand information.

Patrols went ont quite frequently and at times they ran into some Germans; usually someone was
hurt. There were no medics along with the patrels, for they believed “the minimum amount of men
along, the better it is”. So the medics had to bhe handy ‘whea the patrols came in, to treat any wounds
sustained in battle. “One day”, Pfc. Pezzenti recounts, “I had just taken a bath, and had :lipped into my
old dirty elothes again, when there came a hurried eall to go up to Able CP of Baker Compsny with
my medical kits. I quickly gathered up my kits and raced up the hill. I was immediately shown tc the
scene of the accident, and administered first aid to these who were wounded. There were two men lhurt!
They had stepped off the path on their return from their patro}, and had encountered cme of sur anti-
personnel mines. The shrapnel from the mine had hit both men and they were lying in the field, writhing
in agony.”

There was just one small consolation abent all the sweating out we were doing up in Ludweiler. It
was a very small eonsolation, but still one we could be a little thankful for. We were up on the hill,
as Infaniry, and for the time were no longer engineers. We had left our engineer equipment Lack with
the supply room and kitchen. We no longer kad to worry about cleaning them. The tools had te he kept
tlean from rust, but there were no men available 10 elean them. All the men from the kitchen and supply
rooms were on the hill, and the ones left hehind were on guard constantly. Our tools would become our
worry again when we got off the hill, hut this matter would be taken care of when the time came.

245



CHAPTER XXVI

SWEATING IT OUT

The days were moving serenely past, and everyone, including the Germans, seemed to have sunk
into a state of inactivity. The men were heginning to feel a little hetter. Life once more was becoming
bearable. The weather was even co-operatihg with nice sunny days and moonlight nights.. We no longer
had to bundle up to our necks, in order ta go out. Thinge were definitely taking on a better complexion

The men on the hill were keeping excepliovally clean, F[here were shower details frequently, and
everyone would be looking forward to takiug a nice hot shower. When someone would yell, *Shower
Detail, let’s go™, it seemed the whole compauy, if noton pest, would respond. Laundry facilities even
improved. It seems that the company commanders were forever being asked for permission to¢ go o
L’Hopital to pick up laundry. It wae a very perplexing problem to the CO’s, for never in the hListory of
the 48th had there been such a demand on cleanliness.

Yes, things were definitely looking up for the 48th, Movies were shown in Lndweiler. It was nnusually
good for merale, and made us forget for a moment shout the war and the hell going on outside. Pictures
like “To Have or Not to Have” and “Hi'ya Beantiful” took us for an hour and a half back to America.

To top it off, one sunny day late in February, three men came walking up the hill close 1o our
dugouts, We paid little attention to them, for visitors were always coming up there to look over our
positions. For some reason these men seemed more interested in ns than the positions and soon we were
engaged in conversation with them. They told us something that set ng back on our heels. “We are USO
workers and have two girls down in Lauderhach waiting to come np and entertain you.,” With those
words our morale jumped sky-high; then his next words brought us down to earth again, “We were ready
to come up and entertain you, but the Colonel couldn’t take the responsibility of allowing the girls to.
endanger themselves.” With those words our Learts literally broke in two. Imagine real American girls
wanting to come up to the front lines! Such was the hand of destiny that rules all men.

Ope day we were issued a strange item ealled “Panels”. They were rolls of glossy oil cloth in
appearance, with one side colored yellow and the ather side pink. We were given definite instructions
to place them in the fields closest to the ene:éxy and placed so that they would he plainly visiblec from the
air. That was our first hint of things to come. The rext day we heard the steady drone of planes, causing
all eyes te focus on the sky. There they were, going into the same tactics they had cmployeil at Cassino,
only this time they were much closer. We first chedked to see if the panels were placed right, then sat back
and relaxed to watch the show. They came ix .ike strezks of silver lightuming, just alove our positions,
with their machine guns spitting. We saw the hombs fall away, then the platies turned znd climbed
rapidly, One after another they came in, dropped their bombs, and zoomed away., There were a few
answering ‘bursts of 20mm anti-aireraft fire but litile or uu diwage was done to the planes. For almost
an honr they circled, machine gunned, dive hembeld cnl then finully left. Presently we saw thick black
smoke rising slowly upward, signilying that the pilots had dene o geod day’s work, The next day the
planes were back using the same methads, only thiv time they wsed the $4ll burning objects as a beaeon
for the attack. Again they had a firkd day wnid we hoped they would continue te have it every day. We
later learned that the smpke wan eawsed by o direct hit on a large oil tank by the railroad, and we
also learned that the train supposeilly carrying in replacements and 88s wouldn’t run for guite awhle. The
planes kept coming budk almost vvery day rfter thut. It hecame almost an ordinary occurrence to 1ok
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up and see a couple of bomhs come whxsthnn— over our heads, and sce streaks of red leaping from the
planes’ eight machine guns.

However, on February 19th the men of Charley Company thought the world was coming to an end
“There were quite a few of us™, said Cpl. Van Winkle, “standing in front of the CP. We were watching
the airplanes bomb and strafe the Kraut's positions i'ust forward of our frontline when all of a sudden
there came a terrifying scream, and everyone took to the prone position. There were two dull thuds
almost simultaneously and we felt the ground under us shake with the shock. Instantly we headed for
better cover in case the hombs were delayed actien bombs. But ludk was with us and we came out of
our holes and continued to watch the air show. Some of the fellows directed a stream of curses at the.
planes overhead and we all kept a wary eye on them throughout the rest of the day. On later investi-
gation we found that the bomhs had landed less than a hundred yards away from our CP building. If they
ever went off there wouldn’t have been much left of us or our quarters.”

By this date, it was almost a certainty that a push was soon to begin. As yet “H.-Hour” was not set,
but the men of the 48th suspected it would not be long before it was. There was a feeling of tense antici-
pation among the men. That constant thought kept circling through their minds “Was this to be
another Mt. Porchia, or why do we have to push, we are engineers not Infantry?” )

Briefly we were told what our mission in the coming attick would he. We were to gap cur own
minefields, to make an attack nsing a platoon 10 draw enemy fire s0 as to assist the main attack cf the
101st Cavalry Squadron; to relieve elements of the 276th Infantry of positions that they wers to seize,
and to defend positions southeast of Furstenhausen.

Initially, Able Company was to hold its present positions. One squad at “H Hour” would he sent
forward to prevent any ememy infiltration. Able Company was then to move forward and establish a new
defense line. Baker Company, initially, was to hold its present positions and at dusk on the evening
preceding “D Day” they were to gap the friendly minefield just forward of them. After the 101st Cavalry
Squadron had passed through the Baker Company lines and secured its initial objective, and (llarlie
Company had moved forward and secured the right flank of the 101st Cavalry Squadrom, Baker Com-
pany would assemble in the vicinity of Ludweiler as Battalion Reserve. )

Charlie Company at “H Hour” was to wend out one platcon ajong the Ludweiler - Gieslautern road
and engage all enemy contacted. All weapons were to he employed to draw enemy fire, thus diverting
their attention from the main attadk on the 'eft flank. The remainder of Charlie Company was then io
move forward, tying in with the 101st Cavalry Squadron on the left and Able Company on the
right flank. :

On February ‘18, Able Company relieved a platoon of B Treop, 116th Cavalry Squadron of the road
hlock, hut almost immediately the Cavalry rematnined the road blodk, as the operation was to he de! ayed
until the 2lst or 22nd of February.

Able Company At the Saar




In preparation for the attack a number of patrols were sent out.. Some with the mission of deter-
mining the strength of positions and the location of mines, others to bring back PWs. On February 19th,
Charlie Company sent out a ten-man patrol led by Lt.Fahringer, Sgt. Plowman and Sgt. Currie, to recon-
‘noiter the buildings and bridges in the forward area. The patrol reported that the 80-foot bridge auross
the Rossel River was still intact and sandbagged on the friendly side. That same day at 1300, still another
patrol from Charlie Company advanced along the Ludweiler - Gieslantern road to the first road jonction
and they foond concertina wire stretched across the road and mines nearby. .

On February 24th, Lt Brooker, and Sgt. Brahmer led a patrol forward to recon enemy positions arnd -
defenses. The patrol consisted of two sections under Sgt. Harry Jirak, an expert tommy gnnner, and
Sgt. Arno Lamb. The remainder of the patrol consisted of Pic. P. John P.Updegraff, who carried an
automatic burp gun, Pfe. Richard Polit, carrying a tommy-gun, and the sharp shooting rifle men, Pfe
James Anderson, Pvt. Panl Dellospedale, Pfc. Panl Monzula and Pfc. Dan Duffy and the Browning Auto-
matic rifleman, Sgt. Edward Johnson.

Here is the account of Pfe. Duffy. “We were tu penetrate into enemy territory and reconnoiter the area.
That is to find ont where and how strongly the e¢nemy was dug in withont tipping them off. Tt was a
rather ticklish job, hut had to be done so that we would have the information for the coming operations.
We headed out into no-man’s land with the lieutenant in the lead. On his orders the patrol was split
in two. One half would look after the other and provide protection when they crossed an open section
or sny dangerous spot. Each man moved carefully and swifily, watching out for booby-iraps, mines and
snipers. They were ready to go into action in a split second in case an enemy machine gun opened up.
Tension was high. Our orders were not to fight unless attacked, or if there was mo other way out. We
double-timed scross open spots and crawled to a better position to observe and listen for signs of ememy
activity. The noncoms were noting features of the terrain and writing hastily on their maps.”

“It didn’t seem that our.luck could last forever, as we moved deeper into enemy territory, but by
this time the ememy’s gun positions, their road blocks and minefields had heen located on our maps.
The high tension we were all under had relaxed somewhat, and we were now getting ready to withdraw,
when the enemy opened fire on us. Being on the ground already was a break hecause the hullets went
whistling harmlessly over our heads. We waited for the command to fire or to withdraw, but neither was
given for a bullet had found its mark, wounding Lt. Brooker. Sgt.Brahmer, sensing that something was
wrong, crawled under fire to the lieutenant and then gave the orders to withdraw. He assisted Lt.Brooker
out of danger. Sgt. Lamb acted as rear guard with his half of the patrol and moved his men ount.”

Meanwhile, Able Company was having their troubles with anipers, too. “There was a sniper,” Pfe.
Titcomb reldtes, “who came up to our positions in an anti-tank ditch almost every night and fircd on
us. The ditch was so located that it was impossible to see into it from anyone of our positions. It gave the
sniper a perfect opportunity to harass us. He would creep up at night, fire a few rounds at any unwary
- engineer and then retire, We tried constantly to get a bead on him but he was as elusive as a shadow.
Our first warning would be the whine of a bullet followed by the sharp crack of a rifle. He was considered
a nuisance rather than a threat, for he caused no-injuriés. It was difficult to find his position from the
report of his rifle as the nearby houses aeted as a sonnding board and would throw the sound back and
forth, until we could but guess the direction. Then one day Cpl. Marcon thoughi he knew -the position
from wbich the sniper was firing, and set out to get him. The first day he look up a posttion a little

late and the sniper had slready left. However, determination burned strongly in Cpl. Marcon so the next
day he took up his position again overlooking the hounse wherr lie theuglht the German was concesled.
He aimed his hazooka, and fired a few rounds. He was laying there with  the hinoeulars to his eyes
observing the damage he had done with his eclbows restiug on the ground when the saiper got a bead
on him and fired. The bullet hit Cpl. Mareon in the arm, and the shot broke his forearm. During the
time he was there, until the medies |:l‘nn"hl hin batk, fe lead bowt n ennsidersble amount of blood. He
was quickly evacuated to the wil station.” ’ '

The days kept going by with constaul mumors ol the mmlug Jtlat'k. Fortunately for us, though, it
was being postponeil. We hegan to relax aguin aad woine even believed that it wouald never materialize.
Then, just as we were heginiing 1o beeathe easier, there canwe somne reports that started ns worrying again.
German patrols were mare active 1han usmal. They were getting Dolder and fire fights were occuring
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almost daily. The patrols were constautly probing our positions, testing our strength. Higher headquar-
ters again went into a dither, they began to suspect an attack by the Germans. Then on February 25th
their suspicions became a certainty. The 165th Engineer Combat Battalion, the unit on our right Aank,
captured a German soldier, Upon incessant interrogation he revealed that at1400 on the 25th of February,
the Germans planned to launch an attack on the hinge town. Higher headquarters helieved the hinge
town te be Ludweiler. The 48th was notified immediately and placed on the alert. All positions were
strengthened, the attached platoon and our artillery and mortar support were ready. Jerry would have
a nice reception waiting for him if he tried to break through here. Then, 1400 hours cume and went,

still all was quiet.

The weather at this time was fairly kind to us. It was dry weather and the men were thankful for
it. But sometimes a gift can also back fire. The countless vehiclea traveling Ludweiler’s broken streets
would suddenly find themselves engulfed in a huge’ cloud of dust. The dust rose in such huge propor-
tions that it could easily be seen by any vigilant German observer. Consequently, we often found
ourselves in the midst of an artillery barrage. Major Foley issued orders to Charlie Company to move
becaused they were bivouaced next to the main road, and sometimes shells meant for a vehicle would

plow through Charlie Company’s area.

Sometimes, even our own artillery would join in to break the gniet of Ludweiler., At dusk one
evening, fragments from 105mm shells kept landing on Ludweiler. The sound, and all the data we comnld
gather indicated that the shells were not coming from the direction of the Germans. A hurried check
revealed that the shells were coming from our own artillery and had been set off prematurely by their

Observation Post

249



N

Pogit fuze. The “Pozit Burst” was a new shell that worked on the principal of the electric eye. When
the shell left the gun, a mechanism created an electric wave around the projectile and when this wave was
broken ‘it burst the shell. '

At Ludweiler it didn’t work, as there were many hills and high tension wires on poles and the shells
would burst behind our lines. We believe the use of “Pozit Burst” was promptly discontinued after that
episode.

All this while, the attade was still in the back of our minds. We were literally sweating it out. The
hardest part was not knowing when it would come off. There were many rumors, but they proved to be
groundless. Each time an order came down giving the date, anotber one followed close on its heels
rescinding it. We considered each time it was called off just another 24 hours of grace.

Then on March 1st, orders were received which relieved us of the attachment to the 116th Cavalry
Squadrop, and we assumed complete responsibility for the defense of the sector we occupied.

On March 4th, we received a surprise in the form of a public address system being brought up to our
road blodk. The speech was preceded by a five minute artillery barrage from all of our support gunms.
When the barrage lifted, the announcer spoke eloquently in German urging all Germans to give up this
fighting for a useless canse, and to desert now. He went on to say, “We will give you the best treatment.
Don’t fight us any longer.”. Thea came another artillery barrage as extra encouragement. The German’s
answer was 29 rounds of 105mm and mortar shells., Soon after this, our artillery shot over spme
surrender passes. It was a niece stroke of undermining, but all in vain. The Jerries were not to be ont-
done, they fired about a dozen rodckets into Ludweiler with their propaganda leaflets. In their leaflets
they tried to convinee us how useless the stmggle was, How we were battering our heads against a stone
wall when we were trying to penetrate the Seigfried Line. Tbe leaflets were good reading.

That same night the Jerries were feeling us out in various places. The night was filled with sounds
of machine gun and rifle fire. Jerry probed and searched to find a weak spot in our lines, but in all plsces be
wag met with gunfire. Thea at 0545, S-3 received a hurried call from Baker Three at the road blodk, “Two
enemy patrols directly forward of us.” Immediately our assault guns went into action, they dropped
a number of shells in the vicinity of the patrols. They were thought to have left, but suddenly a green
and red flare shot up and burst almost directly over the road blods, and bathed tbe position, in a ghostly
purplish glow. This must have been a pre-arranged signal for artillery fire, for shortly after it, in came
ten rounds of 105mm which fell dangerously close to the road blodk. Close on the heels of the artillery
came one round from a bazooka directed at our machine guns, however, the projectile hit a post and .
discharged prematurely. In the morning, an enemy bazooka and a Very Pistol was found just a few
yards forward of our road blocdk. The men saw then, tbat if the post had not been there it probably would
have been tbe end of one of our machine gﬁna> and the gunners. The 48th’s luck was running true to

form.
On March 6th at 1640, the company commsndt_a_rs were gathered in Major Foley’s office, to get the
final details of the event that had been dreaded — — the Attadk! Briefly Major Foley outlined the plans.

“The 101st,” he said, “plans to carry on the attack in the early morning of the 7th of March. Able Com.
pany with one squsd from Baker Company would relieve the platoon of the 101st Cavalry Squadron of
the road block positions and by dusk they would also relieve Charlie Company on the 50 cal. machine
gun positions. Baker Company was to proceed at once to gap the friendly anti-personnel minefield in
front of its positions for passage of the 101st Cavalry Squadren. During the night enough men were to be
posted to keep the gaps adequately protected.”

At dusk that day Baker Company swung into action. The mine detectors were brought up, and while
the protective security moved out in all directions, the work hegan on clearing the gap. They proceeded
without a hitch, and then with darkness rapidly clusing in on them, they went badk into their own lines.

That night, since constant vigil had to be kept on the gaps, a patrol of three men was posted. It was
a terrifying experience to go forwanl past the forward oulpost into the bladk night, walk silently into
the even bladker forest, kneel for a fecw moments listening for any sound that might hetray the presence
of the enemy, and then silently make yonr way hack to your own lines again.

Everything was in readiness, the stage wss set; all it ladked now was the players for this fateful drama
of life and death. That night we wondered what would be the outcome of this “drive? How many men
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has Jerry got against us? Would we hatter our heads against a stone wall just as the Germans sdid
we would? Then late that night word came, “Attads delayed for at lemat 24 hours.”

Those words gave us heart, we could look forward to seeing another day dawn without fear of i
being “D Day!” ‘

Then on Marchk 7th Major Foley announced that the 8th of March had been designated as “D Day” and
“H Hour” was to be at 0706. An artillery barrage was to commence at “H Hour” and lifting at “H” plus
15 minutes. In addition, harassing fire was to continue on Hill 283. A platoon of 4.2 mortars was attached
to us for our support and was to reinforce the platoon from the 2nd Chemical Battalion, already attached
to us.

That night, ambush parties from Able Company took up positions fifty 1o seventy-five yards forward
of the front lines. They were to prevent the enemy recon parties from infilirating into our positions and
from obtaining information on the coming operations. - :

Meanwhile, at Baker and -Charlie Companies, the noncoms were briefed on what part they and their
men were to play and everyone was alerted for the jump-off in the merning.

We Lifted Enough Mines To Pass 17 Armored Divisions

During the night we heard the steady drone of a plane. We knew it was German from the threb in
his motor and we assumed it was the famous “Bed Check Charlie™ coming around to tuck the boys in. It
gave us food for thought as this was about the first lime he had ever paid a visit to Ludweiler. Were the
Germans on to our move? Were they expecting ws? Oaly thme would tell!

Late that night the orders were chunged again. A message had come in to Battalion Headquarters
reseinding the Mard: 8t “I} Day” brder and insiructing the 48th to be prepared for the same mission
on the 9th of Mareh,

On Mardy 8th, anpther one of these new daily company commanders and staff meetings disclosed
that the operations had leen indefiniiely vancelled, The men were overjoyed but their happiness was
short lived. They received the disconecerting news of “One platoon of the 1161h Cavalry Squadron plans
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a practice manenver through Baker Company positions on hill 247, Guides from Baker Company would
lead the platoon through the friendly minefield to their jump-off spot, remain with the platoon until the
mission was compleied and guide them back through the minefield.”

It sounded simple! What were the thoughts behind that scheme? What did they intend to gain hy
that practice maneuver? There did not seem to be any rhyme or reason behind it, we could only guess at
the outcome. Everyone suspected that it was just a move to draw fire, but no ome really knew. We did,
"however, know that we were to be relieved after this operation, and we hoped nothing in this coming
operation would go amiss,

“The next morning,” tells T/5 Frank J. Walker of Baker Company, “it came as scheduled, promptly
at 0730 the first gun fired! After that the whole heavens seemed to resound with the thunder of our
artillery. For thirty minutes they threw volley after volley into Geislautern, on enemy positions, and even
into Volklingen. Then afier the barrage lifted the tanks came rumshing up on the left of Able OP. The
second one became mired in the soft mud and only after racing his motor three or four times was
he able to get out. They raced up to the edge of the woods, fired a few rounds, and then hastily re.
treated. After they had gone everything suddenly became quiet, everyone was waiting for something we
knew was bhound to come. Then all at once it came, with a loud whistling scream, a latge shell, judged
to be 2 170mm, landed with a crash scarcely thirty yards from Able OP. The second one landed some-
where over by our 32 position, after that they began arriving by the dozens. They seemed to be landing
everywhere, we thought our number was up. We feverishly prayed for the end of this barrage, but still
they kept coming and we thought it would never end. Then finally it did stop and we all gave silent
thanks that no one was hurt. If this “practice maneuver” was to draw fire they suncceeded admirably.”

Charlie Company at that time was also having its trouhles. They were sleeping soundly at seven-thirty
when they heard the first sounds of battle, instantly they awoke and jumped out of their beds. Believing
it was the Germans counter-attacking, they hurriedly dressed, ran for their rifles and took off down the
stairs on the double. Down at the bottom of the stairs, they were confronted by a bunch of laughing
recon men. It seems that the Cavairy men were informed about the fake attack hut somehow it had
slipped their mind. They didn’t tell Charlie Coml;any about it. The boys from Charlie Company didn’t
think it was funny until a long time after they had a chance to cool off and think it over.

Later that day we reverted back to the control of the 1150th Engineer Combat Group, and were
relieved from our Infantry mission. We were veterans now and just as the 106th Cavalry had given us
a little advice on our arrival, we in turn gave our successors a few helpful hints. We felt very proud as
we went down the hill fer the last time. We had taken all Jerry could hand out and we could still come
ont with a smile and laugh it off. We had laid our shovels and picdks aside and had unslung our rifles,
to prove that we were combat soldiers not only in name. We had come through 31 nights and days of
uncertainties and once we were glad to get badk to our own trade — — Engineering.

On March 10th at 1010, we cleared Ludweiler and convoyed to Lixing — Les St.Avold, where we
enjoyed a two day rest before getting bacdk to engineering work once more.

SO
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CHAPTER XXVII

OPENING THE WAY

The 10th of March found the Battalion far behind the lines in the vicinity of Lixing, France. At least it
was far behind for the men of the 48th. With occupation of a rear area,the usual army details begaﬁ to come
in. The Battalion constructed over 2500 feéet of two-way road for the 59th General Hospital, salvaged con-
certina wire and pickets, removed artillery duds from a mine field near Falquemont and improved a ration
dump for the 93rd Quartermaster. '

But in spite of the engineer tasks that the 48th was receiving, there was an undercurrent of waiting for
things to come. A new attack was scheduled to cross the Saar River, and the men of the 48th rensoned that
they wounld be there when the attack came.

On the 14th of March, seven trucks with pole-type trailers were sent to transfer ponton equipment, It
was a hint of what lay in store for the 48th.

We did not have to wait long. At 1330 on the 15th of March, Colonel Foley arranged a meeting with
officers of the 1553rd Heavy Ponton Company to discuss the best possihle means of transporting heavy ponton
equipment on the 48th’s flat-hed trailers. During the day, M-1 treadway of the 88/16 Genie Company, a Freach
Heavy Ponton Qutfit, was attached to the 48th for future operations. There was enough bridging for 360 feet
of treadway, . ‘

The following day, Colonel Foley met with staff officers and company commanders, to discues the coming
operation. “An unopi:osed crossing of the Saar River is contemplated,” the colonel said. “If the crossing is
made, and the hridgehead is established without too much opposition, the 48th will construct an estimated 251
foot of treadway acroes the river, as soon after the nssault_troops have erossed as possible. An officer will
be designated to act as liaieon with the 70th Division Engineers located in Merlebach, and keep the 48th closely
informed on all developements. Baker Company will remain alerted, ready to move out for the construction
on a few minutes notice. An assembly area for the Baker bridge and for the bridge trucks must be located
during the evening of March 16th. Schu mines are reported in the vicinity of the hridge site. All men of
Baker Company are to be notified of the Schu mines and cautioned to stay on the roads.”

Baker Company readied their ponton equipment aud prepared to build the bridge zcross the Saar.

On the 17th, Baker Company was taken off the alert. The original plans to build a ponton bridge across
the Saar River were changed. The entire attack of the 70th Division 1o establish 2 hridgehead was called
off. Instead, Charlie Company would build a treadway.

On the 18th, the 70th Division announced their plan for attack They would cross the Saar River with
one regiment on D plus one, after the main attack had carried the Saarbrucken positions, south of the Saar
River. At first H Hour was set at 0700, but was changed later 1o 1230. Charlie Company was to move at
H Hour with the 270 feet of bridging to a forward assembly arez. Colonel Foley would remain with the
270th Engineers for the order to build.

At 0500 the 70th Division cromseil the Saar River. Two companies crossed East of Volklingen, but the
main push was near Louseuthal whrre one Battalion succeeded in crossing. The bridge train, waiting in
Merlebach was brought up innnediately and the construction begun. All through the morning, the big ruhber
rafts were inflated and the sieel treads placed aeross them. By 1430 in the afternoon, the 144 feet of M-2

treadway was open for traffic.
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Meanwhile, Able Company had gone with their Bailey Bridge train with the main push near Saarbrucken.

The big push had hardly started and the first doughboys were beginning to cross through the German line
near Saarbrucken when Able Company received the order to build a Bailey Bridge in the vicinity of the
town. :

Captain Snyder and Lieutenant Butler alerted their bridge train and left their company area to attempt to
get into town and make a recomnaissance for a bridgesite where the Bailey could be launched. One Infantry
Regiment blocked the road into town from the North, where the outfit had reached its phase line and was
waiting untit the others had reached their- objectives hefore pushing on. Regimental Headquarters told the
two officers that there were no Americans in town as yet and refused their request to pass through the In-
fantry into town for a reconnaissance of the bridgesites. :

Captain Snyder and Lientenant Butler stood on the low hills with the Infantry and looked at the town
for a moment. ' They wanted to get into town badly. Able Company needed a look at the site. It was had
business to take 2 cumbersome hridge train and a company into an unknown situation. The entire train with
all of the men would go blundering into the site without any idea of the work to be done or the amount of
enemy fire on the site that could he expected.

So Captain Snyder elected to try another route into town. Perhaps another Infantry commander might
permit him te pass through the front line. Another road led ir from the northeast, and by doubling back
and coming up again, the two officers were ahle to find the road, and start towards Saarbrucken from another
direction. An Infantry Battalion was waiting, en a hill about two miles from the town, for orders to move
in. The commander listened to Captain Synder’s plea for a few moments, and then gave him permission to

pass through the Infantry lines.

St. Marguerite
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The two officers started down the road -into town. A line of Dragon’s Teeth marched across the field and
the two men passed warily through a break in the line. The outer Siegfried defenses passed around through
Saarbrucken, apd the men moved through the obstacles. Down the road there was a minefield. It was un.
marked, but the officers could see the mines on the ground. There were pillboxes and gun emplacements,
but they were all unmanred. ‘

The Infantry were far behind now, and the two officers congratulated themselves that they had not drawn
fire. ' T : : ‘
Soon they were upon the first houses of the town. The two men walked carefully now, for they helieved
that if there was going to be any opposition, the German soldlers would have concealed themselves in the
first houses of the town in an attempt to defend it. But the houses ‘were completely empty. There was no
sign of life in the town. The civilian population had been evacuated when the new advance threatened to
engulf the town and had moved hack further inte Germany.

The two officers moved down the street to the first corner.. Upon turning the corner they froze against
the wall of a house. Just around the cormer there was a thick concrete air raid shelter, and just outside, a
stove was burning merrily. If a fire was burning, it meant that the man who lit it was not far away. With
no civilians in town, the fire could only belong to German soldiers. But how many, was the question that
hothered Captain Snyder and Lieutenant Butler. There might be a whole company or a platoon inside the
concrete bunker. _

The two officers stond in the doorway and debated whether to rush the place or not. Captain Snyder had
a carbine, and Lientenant Butler had only his sidearm and a hand grenade. They were beginning to think
the best thing to do was to heat a safe retreat and come in again with the Infantry.

Just then a German soldier stepped into the doorway of the bunker and yawned at the two officers
When he opened his eyes again he was looking at Captain Snyder’s carbine pointed at his stomach. The
officers ordered the German across to their doorway and asked him how many Germans were in the concrete
hunker. The German tnld them that he was a guard, and was alone. Lt. Butler dashed across the street and
ran into the hunker. There was some scuffling aronnd inside for a few minutes that worried Captain Snyder,
but.Lt. Butler finally appeared in the doorway with a German rifle.

The lieutenant" crossed the street and came back a few minutes later with a bieyele.

The small force started for the river again. First came the German with his hands over his head, and
then Captain Snyder with the carbine pointed in the small of the German's back, and then Lt. Butler, weaving
circles around the two men with the hicycle. o - . ' -

- The men were passing a row of houses when they heard noises in the cellar and as they stood covering
the house, the door burst open, and three Germans rushed out with their hands above their heads. They
were ordered into line with the other prisoner, and proceeded once more through the town in the direction
of the river. Another sﬁrprised German soldier was making his way across an intersection with a pail of hot
stew when the patrol cnme upon him, he didn’t argue. Hs rsised his hands and fell into line with the others.

Now Captain Seyder and Lieutenant Butler bad five prisoners and still n long way to go before they
reached the river. They stood in the middle of the street among their prisoners and held a council of war.
They decided that even if they reach the river and found the gap where the river could he bridged, they
certainly could not walk out among the rubhle of the blown bridge and string tracing tape to mark the gap,
while five German soldiers looked on interestedly. Besides, the man with the hot stew, that they had met at
the intersection, voluntered the information that there was a central chow kitchen somewhere in the direction
that they were heading. It would be a fine thing if they should hump inte a long German chow line.

They decided to walk hack. The procession wrned around and headed out of town through the same
streets that they had taken previously. When they reached the vosd outside of town, the first Infantry patrols
were moving down the road to start into the town,

The engineers turned over their five prisoners and explained the s:tuatlnn in the town to the Infantry.
Since the two 48th Officers had already heen in the town and were_ famlhar with the streets, it was decided
that they should jead the two Infautry patrols to the river. Lleutenant Butler took ome platoon, and Captain
Snyder the other, and the 1wo patrols decided to start down parallel streets to the river.

Meanwhile, Colonel Foley arrived on the outskirts of town and the twa nfficers reported their reconnais-
sance and their plans to him. And then, with the two platonns, they started into town again. Lieutenam
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Butler and his platoon reached the river without incident and crossed the blockhouses to the blown bridge
to await Captain Snyder and the others. Meanwhile, Captain Snyder and two Infantry scouts were ahead of the
main patrol moving down the street. At an intersection, they saw a German soldier a block away., They
called to the German to surrender, but the man started to run. They opened fire, and the German threw up
his hands. Another German soldier turned the corner up the block, and the two advanced with their hands
above their heads to meet the Captain and his men.

When Captain Snyder reached the blown bridge, be found Lieutenant Butler and his platoon waiting for
him. Two spans of a former concrete bridge were blown. There was a large gap that would require ninety
feet of bridging, and another gap that would need sixty feet.

The two officers left the Infantry at the site, and returned again through the town for their jeep, which
had been left on the outskirts of town. Omn their way, they reported again to Colonel Foley, and explained
the situation of the two bridges. Captain Snyder only had enough for one bridge, se Colonel Foley sent back
to Baker Company to bring up the second span.

Then the two officers began to look for a better road to the site, over which they could guide the big
trucks carrying the bridging. Shortly after, the company arrived, and the men began to remove a roadblock
that would allow the trucks to pass.

The Bridge train swung through town and reached the river as the Infantry was preparing to cross and
outpoat the site. The men worked through the night, and by seven in the morning, the two spans were complete
for Class 10 loads. The men who had worked throughout the night returned to their company for a well
earned rest, and a reserve squad was brought up to reinforce another shattered arch with a wooden bent.
This was completed by noon, and the bridge was open for Class 40 traffic.

The 48th rushed across the river into Germany. The new drive started slowly for the first few days, and

- then suddenly, it seemed that the Americans were everywhere. Armored Divisions made huge slashes into

the enemy lines and plunged through far into the rear. The Infantry followed behind fast. We were con-
stantly moving. There were endless miles of roada to be swept for mines, and miles of roads to be patroled
#nd maintained.

The orders were to push ahead, and all outfits were taking it literally. They were dashing ahead with
no thoughts of the supplies or proper tacties. The plan had been to have the XXI Corps flanked by the

VI Corps and XV Corps and then have them cut in front of the XXI Corps pinching it out of the kne. The

plan worked admirabl);, and the 48th, with other elements of the XXI Corps moved around to the right in
another sector near Bitche. Leaving one platoon back at Gersweiler to maintain a treadway bridge.

On March 22nd we received the usual orders to pack up and move. It was another one of those long
moves, 70 miles of dusty road. We moved slowly and caught the full brunt of the dust streaming back from
the convoy ahead of us. That night at 1830 we pulled into a large open area hedged in by trees, close to

. Hansviller.-

The next day found the 48th on the road again, heading towards Munchweiler. That night, orders were
received to open the main road from Munchweiler, Annweiler, Landaun, north to Neustadt without delay. The
gir corps had done 2 good job and had trapped a loﬁg line of horse-drawn German carta. Practically every
wagon in the column had been blasted. ‘The wreckage of this former German column was strewn over the.
entire length of the road. It completely blocked the concrete highway, gn(i_ it was necessary for this road to
be open for traffic as soon as possible. Baker Company worked all through the night with two D-Ts on the
road from Annweiler to Landau and Neustadt, while Charlie Company put two platoons and a D-7 on the road:
from Munchweiler to Annweiler. It was a gruesome job, for the heat had decayed the horses exceptiona.lly
fast angd the stench was nauseating. Quite a few men were taken sick, and everyone after that job had a
suspiéiously‘ greén face. By 0530 on the 24th of March the roads were opened for two-way traffic, except in

small towna between Annweiler and Landau, where only one-way traffic was possible.
. [

We no sooner setiled down in Mnnchweiler when the orders to move came. We moved to the tqj’n of
Ober Hochstadt. Our old assignment had been taken over by the 289th Engineer Combat Battalion, and we
were given another one. The new assignment waa the main road from Neustadt to Weingarten. It was
another rush job, and work began almost immediately. The road was swept for mines, fourteen road blocks
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were removed, debris was swept off the roads and two squads were sent out to collect all the brass the Ger-
mans had left behind in their disorderly retreat. Thcn once more, we were relieved by the 200th Engineers.
That same day we began a temporary attachment to the 1175th Engineer Combat Group, commanded by

Lt. Colonel Swift, former commander of the 48th. Our task with the 1175th Engineers was to help repair
13 blown culverts and bridges on a double track railroad, from Seinweiler to Leideshein. Colonel Swift took
a reconnaissance by plane and reported they could be repaired with two culverts and fills. For spans not
over 14 feet, timber stringers conld be used, and for spans over 14 feet, steel beams mmst be used. Upon the
arrival of this information the 48th started work. Corrugated culverts, steel beams, timber, and quickway
cranes were hauled in. The bulldozers ponderously roared into action, and everything was proceeding satis-
factorily. The cnlverts were being put in, Able Company confiscated all railroad cars, and bomb and shell
craters were rapidly being filled. Then suddenly on March 28th, word was received from Colonel Swift, “I
just got a call from XV Corps. They want the 48th in their hivonac area by 1500 today. Pull off your jobs
at once, leave track and other railroad tools and materials on the jobs, we'll pick them np. Send a liaisen
officer to your group headguarters at once to obtain further details. You have done a good job. Thanks
a lot.”

We were brought back te our bivouac area where the rest of the details were known. We were alerted
for a move across the Rhine River at 1930 to assembly area “A”. The traffic, however, was so heavy across
the Rhine that our convoy was delayed and it was almost one-thirty before we finally pulled out and erossed
the Rhine. We passed over a bridge, 1028 feet long over the Rhine River, built by the 85th Engineers.

Saai River Bailey
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The crossing of the Rhine! For many months this had held a certain dread, the words “Rhine River”
were always accompanied by thoughts of a fiery crossing, under artillery barrages, machine gun fire, and
planes strafing. But now we crossed the Rhine on a bridge built by another engineer outfit, and the night
was quiet and only the soft sound of water rushing against the ponton hoats could be heard. It was so vastly
different from what we had expected.

Aggembly area “A” turned out to be in the vicinity of a town called Sharof.
swiftly and everything was kept ready for instant departure. The trucks were always gassed up, rations kept
on the trucks. Bailey bridge equipment was also kept loaded on trucks ready to pull out and head for a

The front was still moving

bridge site. .
Thenr once more we were pulled back into our area and were ready to move again. We pulled into our

new area at Wohlgelegen at approximately 1700 on the 30th of March. The news from the front was en-
couraging. The 10th Armored Division and the 63rd Infantry Division were meeting very little organized
resistance.” The VI Corps had crossed the Rhine River south of Mannheim, and the XXI Corps had alse
pushed ahead considerably.

Then one of the higgest jobs in the history of the 48th came in. Corps wanted a ponton bridge put up
acrogs the Neckar River in the vicinity of Heidelberg. Immediately the equipment was gathered, and a re-
connaissance of the bridgesite was taken. The bridgesite at that point was 420 feet in length. We had
already picked a bridgesite in the vicinity of Ladenhurg, but Corps insisted on Heidelberg, so we had to
switch over. Major Munson went to guide the bridge train down to Heidelberg, and one platoon of Ahle
Company with a D-7 went to work on the comstruction of the approaches on the far side of the Neckar. Then

the hridge train arrived and Baker and Charlie Companies started to work. They unloaded the halk snd

chess, trestles, shoes and the boats. Omne after another set of ponton boats were launched, and the bridge

was steadily inching across the water. Able Company on the other side was building the far side approaches

and now they were also building trestles. The big lumbering trucks, carrying the bridge, drove up, were

unloaded and drove off. Then suddenly there were po more trucks and we siill needed an additional nipe

boats to complete the bridge. Quickly the boats were sent for, but in the meantime, there would be a delay,

and the construction of the bridge was at a standstill.

After a short while, the additional ponton boats arrived, and the bridge was rapidly nearing completion.
The traffic was crossing the river on a ferry, started and maintained by the 48th. It szlleviated the critical
traosportation problem somewhat. The ferry was doing a good joh, and many jeeps, trucks, and men were
being ferried across. A half track approached the ferry and every available man was rushed on to the ferry
to counter balance the half track. The hali track began to inch on the ferry when suddenly the whole rear
end seemed to raise np and the half track slipped off into the cold water of the Neckar. The half track was
too heavy for the small ferry. However, another half track came along and pulled the submerged vehicle

This was the oply incident that marred the perfect record of the 48th’s ferry.

out of the water.
It wasn’t long before it was completed, and

In the meantime the hridge was coming along in fine shape.
the traffic started to roll across. It was a good. job, hut a few minutes after the completion of the bridge,

Pfc. Steifer was standing up in a truck when a low hanging wire caught him under the chin and jerked him
from the truck. He fell under the wheels of a ponderous ten ton trailer. Everyome on the truck yelled for
the driver of the prime-mover and trailer to stop, but it was too late. The trailer had run over Steifer and .
killed him instaptly. Pfc. Steifer was missed a great deal by the men of Able Company for they couldn’t
replace all the swell laughs he had brought them, and all the fun they had had together.

A tired bunch of Engineers pulled into their bivouac areas to get some sleep that pight, for the 48th had
heen at work for twenty-four hours in one stretch. We were notified as soon as we arrived in our bivounac
areas that we were going to move again in the morning. We did not mind because as some fellow put it,
“Every move we make hrings us that much closer to home.” '

That same night, a Lt. Colonel from the 36th Engineers came into Headquarters in search of a boat to
evacuate some iojured men along the Neckar River near Mannheim. The Medics were notified and Sergeants
Mayo and Gustafson of S-4, were placed in charge of the boat erew. Captain Snyder, T/4 Kreuzer, and Pfe.
DeDominico went down to the sceme of the accident, leaving Captain Cassidy to arrange for ambulance
service and evacuation. They found that half of the Autobahn bridge had been blown, and in the darkness
four vehicles had rum off into the gap and had dropped thirty feet to a blown abutment, Ten men had been
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injured, five of whom had already been hoisted to the top of the bridge by rope. One man had been killed,
and the other four could only he moved by litters.

A quick examination was made to determine which patients needed to he evacuated first. It was difficult
toading and unloading, but finally after much sweating, the job was completed. This was the Medies first
experience at combined land and water evacuation and they were thankful that it was carried out without
any unfortunate ireidents. The injured men were all from the 7lst Infantry Division.

The next morning, in hetween the hours of nine and eleven, the Battalion moved to the vicinity of Beer-
felden. It was another long drive; a distance of ffty miles, and we had no sooner settled down in our new
area than our assignment came in. ’ . '

It was on this assignment that Lt. Weil and five men from Able Company had a narrow escape. Their
arsignment was to clean the road of debris and battered German vehicles and to fell any trees that appeared
in danger of falling. The 290th Engineers had the same assignment, theirs heginning where ours ended. Lt.
Weil took five men and a truck to show them the road they had to cover. Upon reaching the end of Ahle
Company’s stretch of road, they came upon the 290th engaged in the task of clearing a huge tree from the
road. A number of trees had been partially cut by the Germans but there hada’t been time for them to plant
charges. It was a very windy day and the huge trees swayed precariously. Lt. Weil stopped the truck, and
walked over to the officer in charge of the 290th’s working party. They were talking about their assign-
ments, when suddenly someone yelled, “Look out.”” The two officers whirled just in time to see a gigantic
tree ‘come crashing down on the road between them and Able Company’s trmck. Lt. Weil was just wiping
the sweat from his forehead and congratulating himself on his good luck, when three Germars stepped out

Meay Day At Dachau
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of the woods, waving a white fiag vigorously. Lt. Weil, never was one to let opportunity slip through his
fingers, he immediately put the Jerries to work on the tree that had fallen.

The next day we were on the move again, our next bivouac area was Waldurn. It was just another one
of those moves from one assignment to another, or so it seemed. It started out with the usual engineer jobs,
reinforcing a bridge, graveling a road into a hospital, sweeping the roads for mines, and maintaiping them.

Then on the fourth of March, we received orders from Colonel Downing, commanding officer of the 1150th
Engineer Combat Group, “Cease your present engineer work and prepare to move south. Assemble all com.
panies in bivonac areas and drop present work; you will be assigned another mission.”

It was another one of those Infantry moves that the 48th scemed destined to get. OQur task was to
withstand a possible enemy thrust from the South or East of Gerichstentten. We were to recon the roads
in that area and locate the ones that could be used for rapid movement of troops and to fnd locations for
road blocks in case the enemy thrust became imminent.

We cleared our old bivouac at 1500 and proceeded towards Gerichstentten, and arrived there after a hrief
ride. We spent one nmncomfortable night there, everyone alert, waiting for something to happen, but nothing
materialized, The next day we were relieved and sent hack to Waldurn. Once more the 48th’s luck had rua
true to form and we escaped without & casnalty.

Again we turned back te our engineer work, or so we thought. A report came in that there were some
isolated S5 guerillas in Able Company’s vicinity. Able Company was assighed the task of flushing them out.
Captain Soyder and his jeep driver, Pic. Manning, went on a recon in that vicinity. They had traveiled quite
a distance without mishap when suddenly they were shot at! Manning drove his jeep wide open down the
road when they encountered more of the $S troeps in a barnyard. Forced to stop the jeep, Pfe. Manning
and Captain Soyder jumped out and began firing at the Germans. The SS troops dashed for the farmhouse,
firing at the two Americans. Suddenly, there was no answering fire to the Germans’ guns. Realizing that
this meant the two Americans were out of ammunition, the SS troops came out and captured Captain Snyder
and his jeep driver.

“What followed was a strange thing,” said Captain Snyder, “considering that these men were from the
most hated and feared branch in the whole German Army. They treated us kindly, taking omly our G.I
equipment and American cigarettes, which they exchanged for German ones. They left our personal belong.
ings such as watches and rings, They burned our jeep and took ns to the farmhouse, putting a guard at the
entrance.” ‘

*“After a short time word came that American tanks were coming in our direction. The SS men were
afraid to leave us so they took us to the forest, where they kept us for several honrs, A German officer told
us we could leave, provided that we didn't return. He said, “If you had injured one of my men with your
shooting, you would have been shot before this.” They made me and my jeep driver leave five minntes apart.
At my request, they furnished me with a guide and I walked hack to camp in the pouring rain.” -

“The driver, who received no gnide, arrived at the bivonac area two hours before I did.”

Charlie Company sent out numercus patrols in an effort to find the location of the SS troops but they
proved to be as elusive as a shadow. The German civilians had not seen them since they left with Captain
Snyder and his jeep driver, Manning. Finally Charlic Company was forced to call off the search.

The following days were composed of Eungineer tasks and moving almost rvery day. We bivounaced in
Tauberbischofsheim, Rottingen, Rothenburg, Michelbach, Bopfingen, Dillengen and Crailsheim. Tbere were
innumerable engineer jobs done, filling pot heles, building culverts and hridges, strengthening shoulders, by-
passes were constructed and a host of other small jobs.

Everything was quiet and serene. The frent waa still moving along ut a fast pace, not meeting too much
resistance, and we were following closely hehind., We were unable, though, to actually catch up with the
front. We would move right up with the lufantry to build a bridge, and by the time we completed the
Lridge the Infantry would be iniles ahead of us again.

That is, everything was quict and serene until we moved close to Augsburg, and for a couple of days the
Infantry was having a tough time. The Jerries had fortified themselves well here, and they were not sparing
the ammunition. They meant to hohl here at any cost. This was the situstion when the 48th moved up.
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CHAPTER XXVIII

LEST WE FORGET

On the 28th of April, two columns of Infantry from the 42nd and 45th Divisions, riding on vehicles and
trucks of all descriptions, rolled down from the northwest and shortly after noon liberated 32,000 inmates
from the infamous Dachan Concentration Camp.

Dachau lay some 8 kilometers northwest of Munich and was one of the many camps of extermination that
had dotted German occupied Europe. Its grey walls towered well above ten feet, and its gigantic smoke
stacks were visible for many miles around. Endless streams of smoke were contmually pouring forth and
the dust of death wag blown around by the wind. The surrounding countryside was almost entirely covered
by the dust that floated to earth.

We were told by a Hollander who had heen a prisoner there for four years that the reason the Americans
had found so many prisoners at Dachau was hecause the SS troopers did not have a chance to move them
back. The Americans had advanced so rapidly that before word could come through to the prison camp,
they were already engulfed in a band of steel.

Better than a hundred men who had fought against General Franco in Spain had escaped from the camp
and managed to pick np weapons and actually engaged the SS troopers in a pitched battle. “Trusties™
working outside the barbed wire enclosure, Poles, French, and Russians, seized the 55 troops and exacted
full revenge from their tormentors. Scores of SS were taken prisoners and dozens were slain as doughboys
in a tearful rage at the sight of the camp’s horrors, went through the SS barracks spraying it with lead from

" their machine guns. However, many of the S5 troopers managed to escape before the Americans arrived.

On arriving at Dachau we parked in front of the gates leading to the erematory. We wished that every
German over here would have been forced to see what we saw. We wished that every complacent, smug
individual that was pursuing thé war for his own selfish end had been there. The magnitnde of the horror
and suffering could never be exposed in words snd even we, eye witnesses, found # almost unbelievable.
We were stunned and jolted. That men could have sunk so low that they could take the lives of others in
mass and in cold blood sounded maniacal, but such are the cold straight facts.

We had as our guide, one of the men who had stoked the furnaces of the crematory. His eyes blazed and
took on the grimmest expression as he described in detail what went on. First he guided us to where the
hodies were stored. There was no need of leading us there for the air was heavily laden with a2 most nau-
seating, decaying odor, coming from two large chambers. Whenever the wind blew from the north, the terrible
odor would sweep over to where the prisoners were kept and it would- strike fear inte their hearts. Would
they be the next scheduled to die? Heaped in these two rooms were hundreds of decaying human hodies, chalk
white, razor thin, with their faces showing the most horrible expressions, conveying what tortures
they must-have undergone. If you had seen disease ridden bodies stacked stark naked, each tagged around
the big toe as if they had been a flock of chickens that had been alanghtered and priced, the full horror of
this would have hit yon. B _

The prisoner who had been in charge of hauling the dead to the fqri;aces had, with his men, transported
more than 9,000 persons in the last three months, How many more had heen brought to the crematory will
probably never be known.

The Germans had systematized mass extermination. Three methods of mass murder had been perfected
by the SS. For those especially troublesome, the gallows were nsed. The second method was machine gunning.
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Those seatenced to be thus killed were forced to strip in a small wooden structure and thea were made to
walk down a path, stark maked, to one of two enciosures. It was in back of ome of these enclosures that
Corporal Breiner of our Battalion had been once confined. He had been tormented hy such treatment as '
being huag by his fingers, until he passed out from the constant pain. Once, in the enclosure, the condemned
men were forced to kneel against a prepared embankment, where S5 troopers gleefully and in cold biood
machine-gunned them. Other prisoners would then be used to haul the dead bodies to the large storage
rooms where they were kept until enough bodies had accumulated to warrant starting up the huge furnaces,
One of the many incidents described to us was that of 96 Russian Officers who had been forced to nndress
and thea made to kneel on slats which were over the blood seepage pit. They were then riddled from hehind
with machine gun builets.

The third and quickest method was that of the gas cbamber. Among those so commonly eliminated were
women. They were told to undress as though they were going to take a shower. Instead they were ushered
into the gas chamber, the door locked, and gas would come hissing into the room. There were a numher of
women at the camp that had just recently arrived. Fortunately for them, the train hringing them to Dachau
had been delzyed hecause of the American bombers. Just as they arrived the American Infantry broke throungh,
and liherated them. All these women had been scheduled for the gas chamher soon after their arrival

To make doubly certain that none of the prisoners would escape, a large numher of German police dogs
were kept. Like their masters, they were vicious and blood-thirsty, and roamed through the grounds. These

" dogs were highly trained in murder, and frequently they had the opportunity to put their training into use.

The 58 had diabolically made mass murder highly profitable. Near the gas chambers they had hundreds
of urn shaped pots. These containers were filled with ashes which supposedly were the remains of the per-
sons named on the covers. This, of course, was all a hoax, for each time they cremated they placed in each
of the furnaces three persons. To the family of the one cremated a letter was written telling of the death
of their loved one and for a price such as 5,000 marks his ashes could be had. The more marks the family
paid, the fancier the container and the more ashes placed inside.

An inmate scribbled on a wall, “This is the camp where you enter by the door and leave by the chimney.”
In those few brief words the inmate had condensed the whole system of Dachau.

The conditions in the camp defies all description. Typhns was rampant. We saw prisoners empty out a
pail that they had defecated in, then fill the same pail with water from the canal and drink it. The canal,

" itself, which flowed from the Amper River was contaminated by six thousand’ graves on the high ground.

The Germans had many ways of killing off the prisoners—starvation being common. We saw one prisoner
with a piece of hread and others took after him like madmen trying to g.l'jlb a piece of it. There "were
‘hundreds of cases where the inmates were so crazed with hunger that their animal instinets became pre-
dominate.

It is impossible to adequately describe these starving men, they looked scarcely human, and dull eyes
stared from gaunt faces,” There was nothing but bones beneath the taut skin of so many of them, there were
no swelling muscles which men usually have. They dragged themselves around zund some were about as ani.
mated as the barracks walls. They were like walking dead men with almost the last vestige of hope gome.

Even when you’ve seen it, it seems almost beyond comprehension. It is shocking to see human beings with
brilliant minds and skillful hands reduced to a state where only blind instinet keeps them alive.

The dsy that many of us from the 48th visited the camp was May Day but to the 32,000 inmates it meant
30 much more.”” They were celebrating their liberation. The camp wuas ‘international in that'every country
was represented there. One by one, the people from the dlﬂ'erent countnes would parade by, displaying
their flag at the head of the column. Many who seemed 50 lifeless, as if they 'had been brought back from
the dead, now walked with pride. The Germaus had tertured, starved and beaten their bodies, never-the:less
thcy were unahle to dampen the fire within them. Tluae"p'eople mnréhing by proved that the men and women-
of the free countries of the world posscssed z spirit that Germany could never take away from them even. m
the confines of Dachau. o

As we left the camp we pussed some fifty boxcars that were on a aldmg Car after ear was crowded
with dead who hLad died enroute. The cars were stacked high with the dead. On the ground outside of the
boxcars were also hodies, strewn around. In one car, corpses of men and women were entangled, showing
what conditions they had to endure in their transportation, One man had his leg amputated near the hip and
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a piece of paper was all that was wrapped around the stump. The faces of the dead were contorted in agony.
revealing the suffering they had been foreced to undergo. We who have seen all this will not forgetr. That
such horrors as Dachau had heen permitted hy the Germans showed us what course of action 1o pursue in
dealing with those responsible. _ '

Dachan and all the many other coneentration camps will hurn long in the memory and hearts of mankind.
If there are simple hearted foels whe still claim that the Germans are, for the most part, peace loving and
kind, they should have the opportunity to visit Dachau.

Dachau, though, was not the only place where German cruelties were perpetrated; there were countless
other tales brought to light with the liberation of American troops.

Geneva Convention—jyou've heard of it, hut have the Germans heard of it? This is what three American
PWs went through. They were three of a group of thirty, which in the rapid retreat of the Germans, were
left hehind or escaped somehow.

The first one questioned, Joseph Buckely, who is but a skeleton, kept repeating that they ought to shoot
every Gestapo memher. He had heen beaten and ridicuted by them. “The atrocities they committed should
mean their complete extermination”, he said. “This would be the proper disposal for their breed.”” Joseph
Buckely had this to say, too, “The front-line medics treated me and the aid I received from them was simi-
liar to that given to a Jerry soldier. Upon reaching the prison hospital at Eppenheim the German inhumanity was
encountered. The major at this place systematically starved the patients for he hated the Americans. Eight
to twelve men were rationed on a loaf of German bread per day, with little or nothing else. The bread which
was like sawdust, actually tasted like angel food cake to us-——we could never get emough of it. As for
medical treatment, the only treatment given us was from an American doctor there. This one doctor seem-

Finished Product

269



s

ingly went on forever without rest, all hours of the might he was up and on the go. Still he could not
give us all the care and attention our wounds required begause he was neot given enough medical supplies.
One patient, whose leg was amputated, died from gangrene hecause of ne antiseptics.”

When the American hombings became too persistent in Eppenheim, about seventeen of the PWs were
hitched to a wagen which normally would be pulled by two horses. This was to be a punishment; the harder
the hombers hit Germany the worse the punishment hecame. It was only because the will to live was so
strong in these men that they were able to aurvive.

They were marched from twenty to thirty miles from sunset to dawn. The men had heen so famished
that en seeing potatoes in the gutter or the fields, they would snatch them up and ravemously eat them.
Their stomachs became so shrunken that a couple of the men became deathly sick and began to get spasms.
During the nine days of walking, ouly five days rations were given to the men. During the day, they would
be so crowded in a barn that they would not have room to stretch out and sleep, 5o they would prop against
cach other and sleep. It was towards the end of this march that Buckely and eight others escaped and
hid out. The Germans were retreating but Buckely neticed that some German soldiers remained behind and
when the Americans came into the town, the German soldiers changed into civilian clothes. ‘

One thing that Joseph Buckely was especially bhitter about was that the Germans never registered him
as a PW, therefore, he never received a Red Cross package. The loss of the Red Cross packagea was. a blow
for on these the priseners were so dependent. Without these packages, and only existing on German rations
many of the American PWs would not have survived.

Two other boys told us a bit of what they went ihrough. They were from the 2nd Battalion, 314th In-
fantry, acd were caught on the south hank of the Rhine River on the 19th of January, 1945. The Germans

Piled Clothing A_t Dachau -
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in searching them would first feel the wrist for wrist watches and look for wallets hefore they would look
for a weapon. The fur liners from the American comhbal ]ackets were highly prized hy the Germans and
the shoe pacs were taken from most of them.

It wasn’t until one or two o’clock in the afternocon on the third day eof capture that the American
PWs got their first meal, consisting of harley soup, and this was poured into the Americans’ steel helmets,
four or five men eating from each helmet. After that, their diet consisted of thin harley or potato soup,

t “Try and chase the harley or potate down.” There was just enough in each helmet to let you kmow
that it was supposed to he soup and not dishwater. Seven men were given one loaf of hread a day. Accord-
ing to the Geneva Conventicn, a prisener is supposed to he fed equal to a German soldier. These men
estimated that they received one half to ome quarter, and at times even less, than a German soldier got.

Movements always meant added misery. It wasn’t unusual te he closed in a hoxear and held there for
thirty-six hours without food or water, and for a latrine a small hox was provided in the corner of the
car. Thacks to Polish or Russian workers on the railread, who sneaked water to them through the cracks

of the hoxears, thus they were able at times to get water 1o drink,

[ Douae hat /pié ya damnfoel [

_For a time, these two American PWs worked on a farm where they put in sixteen hours of strenuoua
work per day. There was no such thing as getting sick. If you were . sick, they would laugh at you and -
tell you to go hack to work and stop trying to get out of working. One PW had a hlister on his foot, hut
no treatment was given and it hecame badly infected. The only treatment, then given, was hot water that
was put in one of three huckets. These huckets were used during the night by some 25 Americans as a -
latrine, as the Americans wei‘é locked into two rooms. A handage was finally provided for the infected foot.
These prisoners said that this was typical of the treatment the Amencan PWs suffered at the hands of the
Germans.

On May 27th, 1945, Tth Army sent down a memorandum to the 48th Engmeers, reading, "'S_ergeant
Lucas was liherated recently and is well”. When Sergeant Lueas was captured on Fehruary 15th, 1945, B
while on patrol at Ludweiler, Germany, he was shot in the foot bnt unlike a great number of the Ameri-
can scldiers that were captured he received fairly goud treatment and it wasn't long before he was cured.

In July, 1945, we heard from Pvi, Charles Bushaw’s mother the welcome news that her son was coming
home. He had heen captured by the Germauys in the battle for Mount Porchia more than eighteen months

ngo.
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CHAPTER XXIX

BERCHTESGADEN

During the Seventh Army’s drive for Heidelherg, the Neckar River Valley promised to be the nest major
obstacle in its advance. The Neckar was not a large ¢tream, and there were many bridges, but if they were
hlown, the water ohstacle would he enough to slow the rapid advance of the Army.

Fred Fialkowski, recon sergeant of the 48th, was told to make a reconnaissance of the Neckar hridge
in Hirschorn some distance helow Heidelherg. The American forces had taken half of Heidelberg, hut the
Germans were still in control of the other side of the river. Pfe. Chapman and Sgt. Fialkowski swung their
jeep through a mountain road to the south, so that they would meet the Neckar River road well helow the
German-held city of Heidelherg. It waa one o’clock in the morping when they started to find out if they could
get through to the hridge during the morning. They rode for an hour through the mountains without a sign
of either Germans or Americans. Then, up ahead, they saw a recon column on the road. There was a road-
block, and the recon was waiting. The Germans had the road zeroed in, and the recon was going to wait
until the Germaus pulled hack or were flanked hy another column scheduled to start down the Neckar
River road from the direction of Heidelherg. The recon did not want to lose any men walking into a tightly
held position, when it was sure to he enveloped easily later in the day. Sgt. Fialkowski and Pfe. Chapman
agreed that there was nothing that they could do there. They could not get around the roadhlock, and they
did not want te wait all day for the enemy positien to he enveloped. Fialkowski and Chapman started
back to the 48th, and reported the situation to 3-2. The recon team was told to get some sleep because
they might have to try it again later, in the morning. . '

Sgt. Arthur Attleson was coming off guard. He chedked in at 8.2 in time to hear the last part of the
recon story hefore he turmed im to rest from his watch at the guard post. Sgt. Attleson was a little man
but he was powerfully huilt. He had bheen radic operator for the recon team for a long while. Attleson
liked to hox, and he would often take om two or three men for three rounds each aud tire them all hefore
he would begin to show signs of weakening. Attlesou was considered a good hoxer hy the men in the com.-
pany who knew the spert. He was fast and had a jabbing boxing style that would keep him moving in
circles around his opponents. Sgt. Attleson had a few fights hefore he came into the army, and press clip-
pings said that he showed a lot of promise. .

He entered the contest in the lightweight class for the 48th Engineers, and hoxed several times in Dijon,
France. Every week-end he would take off for Dijon, and come back a couple of days later. The men
would ask him if he had won, and he would smile and say yes. Then one day, orders came to 5.1 placing
Attleson on D. S. He was going to Marseilles te box ss Seventh Army Champion in the lightweight class.

The “Stars and Stripes” said that he won this fight, too, and announced that the winners would go
to Rome for the ETO championships. There were several write-ups ahout him in the “Stars and Stripes.”
He showed promise and looked like a good het for the lightweight crown, the papers said. Sgt. Attleson
hoxed in Rome and won. He was the ETO Lightweight Champion.

Some time lster, Sgt. Attleson returned to the :LBth and took up his old job agsin as radioman of the
recon team.

While Attleson was resting in S-2 after coming from guard, the recon was ordered out again. Information
on the Hirschorn bridge was vital, and the way might be oper now. Sgt. Fialkowski was sleeping after the
early morning recon, hut it was decided to send him ont again. Cpl. Weinberg, the second radioman of the
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team, was to go with him. Sgt. Fialkowki reported into the -Intelligence Section and said that Weinberg was
still asleep. He had gone with another team during the night, and had been without sleep, too. Sgt. Attleson
told Fialkowski not to wake Weinherg. Attleson put on his helmet, picked up his sub-machine gun, and fol-
lowed Fialkowski to the jeep. ‘ '

The two men started up the road that Fialkowski had followed earlier in the morning When they reach-
ed the roadhlock, they found that the recon column had moved on. The two sergeants removed some mines
around the roadblodk, and then got into their jeep and drove on. They caught up to the column a little
farther along the road.

After a short discussion, the recon agreed that the two teams were looking for almost the same objective,
80 two jeeps, and an armored M-8 fell in with the two men from the 48th to attempt to reach the Hirschorn
bridge.

The teams passed through Neckarsteinach and Nedkargemund. They were the first American soldiers in
both towns. In Neckarsteinach, they saw an unarmed German soldier moving across the street and captured
him, A short search of the houses produced eight mere, so the team loaded on their nine prisoners and

started again for Hirschorn.
The team reached a house on the outskirts of town less than two kilometers from the bridge. They

stopped at ‘a house to see if they conld get any information ahout the Germans. They had already liberat-
ed two towns and the lack of Germans along the river hank was beginning to wear on the men’s nerves.
They might go too far and get surrounded.

One of the recon men went over to the house and asked if there were any German soldiers in the vicin-
ity. The people answered that they hnd not seen any all day.

No sooner had the man returned to the team with this information, when the men spotted eight Ger-
mans shoving a wooden bhoat out into the river less than a hundred vards down the river from the house.

A sergeant from the 103rd Recon pulled his pistol from its holster and began to fire in the water ahead
of the Germans, trying to turn them around. As soon as he opened fire, everything broke loose on the other
bank. A German tank hidden on the far bank, dropped a 75mm shell into the team and the men scramhled
for cover. A German machine gun opened up and began to spray the vehiclea. The crackle of small arms
beat on the vehicles to cover the Germans crossing in the boat. )

The Americans were caught in a bad place. They were on the open road above the river with no cover
or protection, and the high bank of the mountain in back of them.- -

Attleson and Fialkowski leaped into a roadside ditch and opened fire on the Germans in the hoat. The
~ boat rolled over and the Germans disappeared in a flurry of fire that splashed the area. One of the jeeps
was mounting a machine gun, and a recon man jumbed to the jeep and opened fire on the other bank. He
" had gotten off about fifteen rounds when a bullet  hit him between the eyes and toppled him to the street.
Another recon man crouched low, picked him up, put “him ‘in the jeep, and attempted to turn the jeep
around. Bullets slammed into the jeep and hit the soldwr The jeep crashed inte the bank out of control.

. The M-8 armored car swung 'its 50 cal. machine gun on the Germana miachine gun nest on the other side

of the river and silenced it with a quick burst. The Germans put another 75mm shell into the M-8, low in

the chassis, and knocked it out. : ) i

Meanwhile Attleson and Fialkowski had made sure that none of the. exght Germans in the boat hroke
water after it turned over., Then they began to fire at’ the buddle of Gerinans on the other bank. Attleson
85W a tree mearby, put another clip in his submachine gun, and then start_e_d for the tree. He got off about
tweety rounds when one bullst hit him in the palm of his hand’ and drew a furrow up to his elhow where
the slug came out. Attleson dropped to the ground as FlalkOWBkI ran to him. The hullet had ripped Attle-
son’s watch from his wrist. : _ :

Fialkowski pulled Attleson to the caver of a jeep and put a t'our'hiquet‘ around his arm and poured su.'lfa
powder into the wound. Then he pushed Attleson into a jeep’ and turned- 1t around. Te Germans attempt-
ed to hit the jeep as Fialkowski sperl down the road, :

Along the road, Fialkowski ran into a recon CP and told the medics about the other wounded. One of
the medica gave Attleson morphine, but there was no doctor at the CP. Fialkowski hurried on. A little
while later, ke found a 63rd Division amhulance which took Attleson to the hospital.
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Sergesnt Attleson kept asking Fialkowski about his watch during the entire ride, and Fialkowski prom-
ised that he would return and lock for it.

The next day, Sergeant Fialkowski went to the spot and searched the entire area for Attleson’s watch.
He met the recon near the site and asked them about the watch, but they had not seen it. The recen told
him that they had lost one man killed and two severely wounded in the fire fight, hesides losing an
armored car and two jeeps. The recon estimated that the Americans had not only killed the eight Germans
in the beat, but an additional twenty on the far side. Attleson’s wateh was never found.

Augsburg is a name that will linger long in the memories of many men of the 48th for it wes there that
they had one of the roughest and tonghest jobs they had ever encountered. The Third Division planned to
outflank Augshurg from the north. In order to accomplish this they would need Infantry support rafts and
at least one hridge across the Leck River. This operation had been planned well in advance aad the 48th
was chosen to support the Third Division. Charlie Company was to build the bridge, while Able Company
was to construct and operate the Infantry support rafis.

Captain Scherr and Lieutenant Mority of Charlie Company were to make a recon of the Lech River and
canal about five miles north of Augshurg, to check conditions there. During their recom they came across
elements of the 7th Infantry Regiment. Despite the fact that he had no orders to do so, a Tech Sergeant
offered to take ten of his men and accompany the officers on the recon. His offer was gratefully accepted.
This offer is a standard example of the spirit of comradeship that exists strongly in the minds of all combat
troops. Each would go to any extreme to help the other out. Captain Scherr, with a word of thanks to the
. Infuntry, set out with the Infantry following close behind the two engineer officers.

Making their way along the river they came upon a bridge which was intact, but upon examiunation, it
was found that the bridge had already been set for demolition. A number of 100 pound bhombs had been used
for the purpose. The men continued to work their way along the river, ohserving the terrain as they moved
along. The road was in good condition and there wcre 20 foot hanks along the river. Another bridge was
aighted and they made their way towards it. Suddenly the lead scout spotted two Jerries on this side of
the river. The Jerries spotted the patrol, too, and took aff, making their escape good by plunging into the
thick underhrush. Close by the bridge was a house and the Infantry Sergeant outposted it to cover the
advance of Captain Scherr and Lieutenant Morig.

The officers then worked their way towards the bridge. After going a short distance, they could see that
the first span, on land, was intact, bnt they wanted to get bekind the first pier on the water's edge and
ascertain-the eondition of it and the rest of the bridge. - They ran--shout-70 yards across ah open stretch and
took cover behind some debris. Lieutenant Moritz stuck his head up to look. around when a bullet: whizzed by
his head. The Jerries then discovered the men govering the offlcers and ‘the twa men found themselves in the
field of fire from both sides. : ’

They -decided to vacate the position as soon as possihle. Dunng a lull in the shootmg, Lieutenant Mority
made a hreak for cover, about 50 yards distant, rifles and: maclune guzs opened up and kmked dust at his
heels but he reached a place of safety without getting hit. From his position, he motioned to Captain
Scherr to stay put. Things then quieted down a bit and the captaih deeided to chanee a dash for Lieutenant
Morig’s position. He studc his head up a little and twe bullets zoomed over his head, he dudked down aud
decided to stay put even if it meant waiting until darkness fell. The Infantry boys had bettered their posi-
tions by this time, and with them covering the eaptain. he .made a dash for safety. The Germaps opened
up with their machine guns but luckily he waen’t hit.The eaptain declded to push the recon no further and
‘turned sround and headed badk. On the way hadk, they de-activated the homhs at the first bridge. Then
the party broke up and Captain Scherr and Lieutenant Mority retarned.to the forward CP and made a report.

Late that night Lieutenant Peternel, Sergeant Silvestri and Sergeant Fialkowski were ordered to make
a further recon. They contacted the 7th Infantry Regiment and requested the Operations Section to furnish
a Battle Patrol, The Battle Patrol consisted of a Sergeant and five men equipped with BARs and hand
grenades. All reports from previous patrols in that sector hsd stated that the Antobahn bridge was totally
demolished.

The trio from the 48ih teamed up with the Battle Patrol and set off on the recon. Debris was scattered
all around and it was impossible to construct a fleating bridge. The gap was too great for a Bailey Bridge
as the gap was about 300 feet. Pressing the reeon on, they located a sight for a floating bridge, about two
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bundred yards down from the blown bridge. They weren’t altogether satisfied with the site so they decided
1o look further. At aboul one o’clock in the morning, the party discovered a dem intact about 500 yards
downstream. In an eerié stiliness that prevailed, they approached the dam under a bright moon.Lieutenant
Peternel spotted the figure of a man on the opposite shore, who scurried away before fire could be
directed towards him. Lieutenant Peternel then decided to check the dam to ascertain its usefulness in the
coming operations, Feeling somewhat like a clay pigeon in a shooting gallery, the lieutenant made a rapid
chedk of the dam and hastily scrambled back to land. The dam eould be used for Infantry grossing, but
vchicles would not-he able to drive over it.

Their next mission was to look for a spot where they could cross the canal and locate a site for an assault
erossing. They found a cat walk which had been used for a conveyor in a rock quarry, and they crossed
it without trouble aside from scaring two civilians at their approad.

The 30th Infantry was in a little town near and planned to place their men on the other side of the
river while the bridge was being constructed. The Infantry got acress and took up positions.

Meanwhile Lt. Peterne! contacted Captain Scherr and explained the situation also showing him the site.
The Infantry had evidently made contact with the Germans for small arms fire could now be heard. The
site was ahout three miles below the area Captain Scherr had been over earlier. After seeing the site Captain
Scherr went back for his company and Lt. Peternel left te report to Captain Thames of 5-3.

Lt. Peternel’s jeep had no sconer started off when the Germans opened up with a very heavy fire,
using 88s, ack-ack, and aerial bursts. There were approximately 100 shells during the time it took the jeep
to cover less than a half mile.

Replacement
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After explaining the situation to Captain Thames, Lt. Peternel went to inspect the bridge site again to
find out if it would be strong enough to carry tanks, after the gap was bridged.

It was planned to carry tanks across on the rafts while the bridge was being constructed. Lt Mailey
of Ahle Company accompanied Lti. Peternel and Sgt.Silvestri to the site. The location was too steep for
building a raft so further recon was made up stream. However, all the while, the near shore was sub-
jected to the deadly fire of 88s. The sound of the jeep starting hrought stinging machine gun fire towards
them. They quickly brought their jeep into comparative safety of a little sunken road ard parked for a
short time while the bullets whistled overhead, and thudded into the bank behind them. After a letup in
the firing they headed the jeep for the Autobahm, parked it, and set out on foot. They had not gone very
far when they found an excellent site, with gentle sloping banks, about 300 yards upsiream from the blown
bridge on the Auntobaln. Lti. Mailey went at once to get his platoon to begin construction on the rafts.

. Despiie the nearness of the enemy and the comstant shelling, the 48th was going to build a bridge
and an Tnfantry support raft. The men of Able and Charlie Companies knew they had their work cut ont
for them, and they were told in advance what their jobs would be, so there would be ne fumbling. 1t
wouldn’t be easy and the men were tense and pervous, expecting the worst.

As Charlie Company was walking towards their sitc they came to a hend in the read. Sergeant Plowman
was in the lead. As the sergeant rounded the bend, he almost walked into a tank with its gun pointed
directly at him. Freezing in his footsteps, he broke out in a cold sweat as he peered through the murky
darkness, looking for the markings on the tank. Recognizing the familiar white star, he relaxed and began
to breathe nurmally once more. Soon after, Charlie Company was already at work on the raft.

The third platoon of Able Company had drawn the assignment of building the raft and had quickly set
to work to negotiate the task. They worked hard, and fast, and soon the raft was completed. When they
decided to test it, the motor was started and the crossing began, but the raft had gotten only half way
across when the motor quit. The raft started drifting down the middle of the fast moving steam, hit the
blown bridge and became entangled in the mass of steel and wredtage. The men worked feverishly to
dis-cngage it for the Germans had commenced laying in 88s and aerial bursts. Shell fragments sent
geysers of water into the air, drenching the men. The men tried vainly to start the motor, hat each time
it was started it brought down another barrage. They finally gave it up and crawled along the blown
bridge for the shore. Shells were raining in now, and it kept up for an endless period, secming never to
stop. Finally it became apparent that further work was impossible, so at the first oppertunity the men were
sent back. '

Meanwhile down on the Charlie Company bridgesite a smoke screen had been laid down, to tempor-
- arily blind the Germans to our activities. The first. few hours everything was quiet and the men worked
at ease, under the cover of the smoke. One section of the bridge was already pnt in place and the second
section was about ready to be put in. The lumbering Brockways were backing up ‘when sud&en]y the
sky over head was blackened by a heavy barrage of aerisl bursts. The red hot- é.hrapnel] pierced the smoke
~ screen, thudded into the ground, bounced off the Brockways, acd smashed into the fleats. The men of
" Cltarlie Company held on and continued weork, but it was no use, the shelling was too heavy, Tanks
opened up nearby, firing point blank at the bridgesite. There was very little cover available and the
men dove under the trucks and cranes, huddling together, expecting at any moment to have 2 shell crash
into them. ' o

Thie barrage raised havoc with everything. Corporals Kellum and Mensack were wounded and imme- .
diately evacuated. At last the barrage lifted, and the men walked ilown to the site to .see the extent of the-
damage. Again the tanks opened up and laid down a vicious and accurate barrage. When the smoke
cleared once more, four more men were found to he injured. In addition to the loss of manpower, four Brock-
ways, a crane and an air compressor, and all hut ‘two floats were knocked out. The German fire had
beep deadly effective. Not many men ventured to leave their places of dubiouns safety but those that did,
found themselves canght in another barrage, the heaviest yet. The noise was deafening and the shells were
getting closer and closer. When the shelling ceased there was hardly a square foot of ground untouched by
shell-fire. It was impossible to huild the bridge now, becanse of the losses we had substained, so we were

forced to return to camp.
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The men of Ahle and Charlie Companies both agreed that it had heen the most merciless shelling they
were ever in, and were lucky to have come through alive.

Later, they received the only cheerful news of the night; the Infantry had captured a bridge intact and the
raft and bridge would not be needed. At that news many men breathed a sigh of relief, thinking they would
not have to go back te that hot apot again. 7

Our next taak was not long in coming. Orders came down from Higher Headquarters, “Two regimental
combat teama, one from the 7th Infantry and the other from the 30th Infantry, were taking off for
Munich in the morning, one platoon from the 48th will accompany each, with Brockways.”

Baker and Charliec Companies each furnished a platoon and immediately made their way towards the
task forces, o -

“It was a cold and stormy night,” relates Pfc.Minch of the 2nd platoon of Baker Company, “in April,
that §/Sgt. Mc Daniels rushed into our room with the news that we were headed towards Munich with a task
force. Most of us had already retired and it was with extreme displeasure and discomfort that we "got up
and rolled our bed-rolls. When we were ready to move out, we discovered six Brockways had been
attached to us for this operation and were right behind us. The night was fairly dark so we proceeded

B Co. Bailey-Berchtesgaden

slowly and it was two oclock when we finally reached our appointed meeting place in Augsburg. The

‘rest of the might was spent in getting twenty winks and then early the next morning we set out again.”

“About five miles ouiside of Augsburg we met up with the taak force and quickly fell in line. The
task force was going slowly and we had a chance to take in the sceuery. It was a beautiful country for it
wasn’t even tonched by the fingers of war. The only grim reminder was the white flags hanging out of the
windowi of houses. Slowly we crept along, and occ_:asionallj_we’d hear the distant rattle of a burp gun and
then the answering blast of one of our machine guns. There was a whole battery of Neblewerfers dug in a]ong;
side of the road. They had heen deaerted; but almost every gun was spiked and the breech on each was
bhlown apart. We saw groups of Jerries come out of the woods holding white flags of surremder high in the
air and others just walking unescorted down the road with sll the fight tsken out of them.”

“Sometimes we would gee some eiviliang, quickly taking advantage of the defeat of their country, looting
German vehicles that were left abandoned. During the afternoon we passed one of our half-tracks burning
along along side of the road. A reminder that we too must pay the price of victory. Then about four o’clock
we heard gunfire to our rear, we turned and saw red tracers streaming into the air towards four Jerry planes
that had appeared out of nowhere. We quickly dispersed in the fields and watched the. show. The planes
were seeking a hole in the aeemingly solid wall of flak going up at them, but try at they might, the planes
couldn’t penetrate the flak. Soon it became apparent to the pilots that it was a hopeless and suicidal tssk,
and they quickly did an shout face and weni back in the direction from which they had come. The rest of
the day was uneveniful and a dismal evening closed in on us.”
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“That night the heavens mmust have been angry with us for it was the worst night we ever spent. It
rained, snowed and hailed, and it was cold- and miserable. Then to add to our already miserahle situation
there came a report that the task force had heen cut off, and to he prepared for anything. A little later
we were told that the Infantcy was in the fields on our left ‘and again we were ‘told to be on the alert.
However, it turned out that both were false alarms and were probahly the producta of someone’s imagi-
nation. Then suddenly dawn came and with it came the welcome news that we were relieved of our
assignment. Still we could not help but feel a pang of regret that we could not be in on the final assault
on Munich, which was only eight kilometers away. So as scon as the platoon of the 165th Engineers relieved
us we turned around and proceeded back to our bivouac area.” )

Meanwhile Charlie Company, who by that time had already joined the second task force, was also having
trouble with the weather. The wind and the rain were beating down unmercifully on the men, and every-
one was chilled right to the bone. There was one consolation and that was, they were getting closer and
closer to the city where Hitler first started his famous “Beer Hall Putsch.” The men were looking forward
to driving through this infamous ecity. Then suddenly word came that they were also being relieved.
There was a lot of cursing, for they had gone through a lot of foul weather to reach the objective, and
now almost within sight of Munich they were forced to turn around and head back. The men in the
lst platoon of Charlie Company must have thought “Is there no justice in this world?”

The rest of the companies were being assigned the mormal engineer tasks. Filling pot holes, strength
ening shounlders, and just general maintenance of roads. With the return of the platoons on the task
forces we moved from our present bivouac areas in Augsburg to a town called Furstenfeldhruck. The
bivouac area in Furstenfeldbruck, for Charlie and Baker Companies, were through the courtesy of the
Luftwaffe Officers. They were large houses with spacious rooms and had all the comforts of home.

It was while the 48th was bivouaced here that XXI Corps started a PW czge almost directly behind
Baker Company’s area. Every day thousands of Germans poured into it, until the whole field was covered
with them. Liberal estimates on the amount of prisoners were approximately thirty thousand. Some men
feared having so many priseners so close to their bivouac area, for thirty thousand prisoners breaking out, even
though unarmed, could canse planty of damage before they were rounded up.

Or May 3rd, Able Compauy sent a platcon to accompany another task force. “The task force,”
recounts Sergeant Boye of Able Company, “was made up mostly of the famed *“Screaming Eagle Divi-
sion”— —the 101st Airborne. Their mission was to advance on Berchtesgaden along a mountain road.
This was the famous National Redoubt where Hitler had planned to gather ‘some of his crack divisions and
claimed he could hold out for many months. On one side of the good road the mountains rose up sharply;
sceming to touch the sky, while on the other side there was practically a straight drop, hundreds of feet
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bélow. It was a good two-way road amd it was spotied all along with bridges. Able Company followed
the Infantry with & bridge train that they hoped to neveruse. Before they had advaneed very far that
illusion was sadly broken., The Infantry had encouniered a blown bridge. It was not a long span and the
bridge was guickly put in without incident. We hoped that not all the bridges were blown, hut a silent fear
crept over us, that once more we would probably be wiong. All along the way we noticed the mountsins,
and thought it was very lucky for us that there were not many fortifications here. There were excellent
places to have built pill boxes and we were glad that the rapid advance of the American Armies did not
give the Jerries time to prepare any. The next day, after a short advance, we were held up once more
by two blown bridges. The one on the main road was a long span while the one on the side was much small.
er. It was decided to build a Bailey Bridge over the smaller span bhut it also meant building a by-pass
to the main road as the road to the side was narrow and curved. We started te work while the Infantry
advanced and soon we heard the familiar “mnsic” of small arms fire. It was a difficult site for a bridge,
but we got the job -done. A few hours later, it was found that a road going into Berchtesgaden from the
opposite direction was open as the 3rd Division had already entered the city. We packed np and took
off for Berchtesgaden in the early hours of the morning. We traveled all day up and down the moun-

taingides. The enow, at points, formed almost perfect road blocks. It had rolled down from the moun-
tainsides and had come to rest in the middle of the road. It was a heavy pull on some of our trucks but
we finally made it, and bivouaced in Berchtesgaden.”

“Then it came! It sent cold chills running up and down. our spines. Another blown bridge! We cursed
and swore but we got right to work, and a few hours later the. bridge was completed. The men of Able
Company named this bridge, “The Ernie Pyle Memorial Bridge,” as a tribute to the man who stood by
the combat soldier and who made it a lot easier for him.” _

Meanwhile, Baker Company was also given a Bailey Bridge to construct. The job was zn urgent one and
all the men were immediately called off their previous tasks, The bridge was a 120 foot, triple, single.
It was a tough job in-as-much as only twenty-five men were used to build it. The rest of the men were
at the loading point. The job was done with a minimum of bickering or trouble, and before many hours
had elapsed the bridge was up and ready for traffic.

The way to Berchtesgaden was open. The 48th had literally bridged the last miles to it. As we traveled
along towards Berchtesgaden we noticed bridge after bridge with that same sign, “Built by the 48th
Eugineers.” We had a perfect right to bivouac in Berchtesgaden.

All along the way we noticed sinall dejected groups of “Supermen,” wearily shuffling along, some were
staring in awe at all the concentrated might that opposed them. Mile after mile went hy and finally we
hit the last stronghold of Hitler-Berchtesgaden. There, Hitler used to come in his spells of meditation and
plan some new horrors to inflict upon the unsuspecting world. Now his home. gnd favoriie beer gardens
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were being used as American bivouac areas. Hitler's private stock of wine was invaded by a hunch of
thirsty G. 1. s. : : : o

That very night we received the word that sounded around the world. The Germans had surrendered
unconditionally. The war was over! The news the 48th had waited for .almest twenty months, at last
it was here. Hitler and all he stood for was dead. Throughout all of Europe there prevailed a spirit of
rejoicing. : :

However not in Charlic Company. There still remained routine work and new jobs to be done. On
the morning of May 7th, the second squad of the first platoon was told to get their 30 cal. machine
guns, ammo, rifles and load up on the truck with their bedrolls.

“We didn’t knew where we were going,” said Pfe. Joe D. Hall, “but we did get our first hint when we
were told to tie 2 white flag on the machine gun mount and one on the aerial of the jeep. This was te he a
“Truce Trip.” We were to make it known to those German soldiers who were in hiding, that their couutry
had accepted unconditional surrender.”

“We moved out of our bivouac area at about 11 o’clock, but before we were half-way io -our destination,
the squad truck broke down. Lieutenant Moritz called Updegraff, Shelley and myself to accompany him-on
a recon in his jeep. We left the rest of the squad and traveled for a long time, passing Baker Company and

many of our Lridges. We were stopped once and tuld that Able Company was still working on a hridge and
we couldn’t go on. So we turned around and moved up aunother road leading into the Alps mouutains. We
traveled quite a distance, noticinz there were no Gls or their vehieles, but it was nothing suspicious, as we
had gone many miles before without spotting an American vehicle. Suddenly, as we rounded a bend, we
came upon a jeep with a white flag, parked hy the sile of the road. As we came up to the jeep we were
halted by three German soldiers. We were, hy this time, sure this was a tieklish spot. What if these Ger-
mans did not want to surrender? They had us outnumbered, and I could see two menacing machine gun
snouts peering out of the underbrush further up the road. They could c'it us to pieces hefore we could turn
around. All except one, got out of our jeep and walked tc the other jeep. We found two Americains there,
mch to our relief, from the 101st Airhorne. They told us that we had bhetter get ont of there as their officer
was talking to the colonel of some S35 troops trying to get them to surrender, and was not making much
headway. One of the Germans on guard was a sergeant, and he told us in broken English that he was glad
to see us Americang and not the Russians. The sergeant -told us we could not pass so we obligingly turned
around and went back, We were glad to leave and round that hend for not until then did we feel safe from
those two machize guns., It was a relief to get back to the company area, for we thought our number was
up when we came across those SS trpopers, who had the reputation of never giving up.”

However, the end of the war didn’t mean the end of work for the 48th. Able Company found themselves
still engaged in completing their last Bailey Bridge. Baker and Charlie Companies were still maintaining
roads, clearing away dehris, spreading gravel and many other engineer tasks.
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The end of the war didn’t necessarily mean the end of hearthreaks either. For one more tragedy struck
st Able Company. It was while they were occupied wijih the task of opening a road for traffic, that the 1st
platoon ram into a bridge that had been blown over a swiftly moving stream. Immediately work commenced
on the hridge.. Tt was soon discovered that in order tp level out the abutment they would have to blast. The
charges were quickly set and blown, after which the men came and gave it the finishing touches. Suddenly
the ground beuneath them gave away and the men wer}: gent hurtling down to the water and rocks below. The
dazed and shaken men, who were able to struggle to their feet, found two of their buddies almost completely
covered with dirt and rock. The men dug feverishly to release the trapped men. After a hard struggle
they were finally uncovered and brought up to the road for first aid. Then it was discovered that one man
was missing.

The dazed men were tired but cnce more they began digging for their lost comrade. The men dug with
heavy hearts for it was almost a certainty that no one could live buried under all that rock and dirt. The
men dug for what seemed an eternmity, but in reality was only a few minutes; the hody was uncovered and
brought up to the road. One of the men had just recently transferred from the Medics and he reverted hack
to his old calling and rendered first aid once more. Despite the length of time their huddy had been covered
np, the men still hoped against hope, that by some miracle, he might still be alive. After an examination it
was found that he was dead.

So it seemed that even after the cessation of hostilities, the grim spector of death and injury hovered over
the 48th. One man was killed and seven injured, two seriously enough to make their return to the 48th
very uanlikely. '

On July 7th, Sniper was killed. Sniper was a good soldier. He was born under fire in the shattered remains
of the fertress town of Cassino, and spent the rest of his happy life flirting with death with Charlie Company.

One day, Captain Reardon, Charlie Company’s commander, was making a reconnaissance in the town of
Cassino when he heard muffled yelpe coming from the rocks of what had once been a house on the outskirts -
of town. He crossed over and began to dig in the rubble and uncovered a litter of four brown and black
mongrel puppies. He gathered them in his arms and brought them back te the company. They were just a
few days old, and their eyes were still closed, but under the faithful care of Pfc. Jaggard, they were nursed
until they could see. Then they were given out to cach platoon as mascots. “Duke,” the black sheep, went
to Headquarters platoon. “Peachy” went to-the Ist, “Sniper”™ went to the 2nd, and the other sister, “Berlin
Bitch,” went to the 3rd platoon. The men grew fond of the tumbling puppies and they began to grow like
weeds as several men in each platoon took over the added re.aponaihility of hringing their messkits full of
food back to the platoon area after each meal. Then things begar to _happen. “Berlin Bitch” developed
distemper and died at San Vittore. “Peachy” disappeared and was gone for a week before one of the men
found her tied up with & rope in a barn. She looked as though she had been deliberately starved. . The men
tried to nurse her back to health again, but to no avail. She could not regain her former strength and died
soon after. It was on the drive to Rome that “Duke” developed worms. The men consulted Captain Snyder,
the Battalion Surgeon, and tried all sorts of home-made remedics. One man hroke a cartridge of rifie ammu-
nition and fed the dog gunpowder in response to pleas that it was the best medicine. For weeks the men
struggled with the dog, but eventually, they had to get rid of him. “Suiper” was the sole survivor of the
litter, but he, too, had his troubles. “Sniper” developed fits and the men took him to a veternarian to get
him medicine. Sniper hated the medicine and seemed to know with uncanny instinct when it was medicine
time. He would make himself very scarce around the company area, but Sergeants Treloar and Robertson
would hunt him down relentlessly, and force the medicine down his throat. After a few weeks of this treat-
ment, Sniper was soon romping around the company area again.

The company was in the remains of San Vittore for some time, and the men of the company had devel-
oped a hungering thirst for vine, so it was only natural that Sniper should be addicted as were his huddies
in Charlie Company. Smiper soon legan to like the Italian wine, too, and the mer would pour him a drink
any time they took one themselves. For a while, Sniper could not comprehend his capacity, and after an
evening with the boys, he could not quite place his paws where he waunted them when he walked. He felt
very foolish and would collapse and grin at the men nntil someone took pity on him. Then the men would
gather him in their arms and carry him to his hed. They would tuck.the blankets under his chin, and pat
him softly, but Suiper wasn’t aware of this. He was already ssleep.
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“But Sniper was a smart deg. He soon learned his capacity and be would always become a little unsteady,
but he remained a gentleman about drinking.

Sniper was rated Master Sergeant by autherity of the company commander on a special erder for his “good
work and faithfulness,” but he was busted a few days later for going AWOL.

As the 48th moved, through Italy up to Rome, Sniper became less of a second platoon mascot. He would
stay close to the orderly room or go out with the other platoons to work. He became a company mascot, for
ali of the men were fond of him.

When the 48th left for invasion training, the men were worried. They could find no directives about
dogs in the water-proofing instructions, and it looked for a long while, as though Sniper would have to remain
m Italy. But the men had a vino session with Sniper one night and found a plan to take him on the invasion.

A second echelon was coming in after the assault waves, and some of the 48th’s heavy equipment would
come in with the later wave. So Sniper was given to Pfc. Helgeson and Pfc. Plaum to hide on the ship
until they could get the equipment off. ‘

Pflaum and Helgeson smuggled Sniper aboard shipand waited for the beach to he cleared and the second

echelon to move in. Sniper was really worried. He wanted his old friends in Charlie Company who were out
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on the beach, and he worried the entire vovage. He was a happy dog when he finally canght up to Charlie
Company about ten days after the invasion.

Seiper liked the French countryside far hetter than his Italian environmernt at Cassino, and he grew fat
and sleek as the 48th drove through France. At Baumes-les-Grottes he acquired a dislike for Sherman tanks,
and.after a five minute battle with one, he had 1o make a strategic withdrawal with a skinned leg. Corporal
MecAullife, a medic, took Sniper into his care for several days until Sniper was again placed on duty status.

With V-E day in Berchtesgaden came the point system and the men were wondering if Sniper had
enough to be redeployed back to his home in Cassino. He had been in four major campaigns in four differ-
ent countries, under fire for eighteen months, and had been wounded twice. The men figured out thai
Sniper had a total of 104 points.

The happy career of Smiper came to a sudden and tragic ending. Corporal Peck was helding Suiper in the
front seat of a truck while a detail from Charlie Company was speeding along to work. Suddenly, Sniper
saw something that excited him and he dove out of the window. He hit close in heside the truck, and the
rear wheels passed over him.

Sniper will always be remembered in Charlie Company for the many times he made them lzugh when they
nceded laughter more than anything else.

285



" The war was over for the 48th. Aside from accidents, there would be no more casualties. It was an
immense relief to know that there would be no more whistling 88s or bridges slipped up to the front lines
noiselessly as star- shells hovered overhead. ) .

The 48th prepared to enjoy Berchtesgaden. Baker Company moved into the barracks of the Elite S§
troops who had guarded Hitler. Across the valley Hitler's house, perched on the mountaintop, was in plain
view from Baker Company’s area. Headqaurters moved into the world-famouns Schifmeister Hotel at Kénig-
see, a few kilometers away from Berchtesgaden. Charlie Company was bivonaced on the shore of a beautiful
lake in Zell-am-See, Austria, and Able Company was hivouaced in the town of Berchtesgaden, itself.

The country was magnpificent. The snow-capped mountains rese sharply to the clouds, and tiny roada
twisted through the cool valleys. Alpine houses nestled among the mountains and interesting foot paths led
through the forest and mountains. The entire area was a place of serene peace and exquisite beauty. It was
a perfect place to celebrate the end of a long, hard campaign.

The 48th didn’t stay long in the vicinity of Berchtesgaden. Shortly after, the 48th moved into the Neckar
Valley in small towns near the city of Heidelberg to await redeployment. The Battalion was declared Class
Four—to return to America and be deactivated. Then a theatre policy was announced that troops who had
served in the Italian campaign as well as the fight through France to Germany would be used as occapational
troopé. This meant that for the men of the 48th, they would either returr home to be discharged or else
they would be called to serve in the Army of Occupation in Germany. At any rate, there would he no more
fighting for the men of the 48th.

During summer the swimming wns fine in the Neckar Valley. There wasn’t much work, and the men had
many hours to lie in the warm sun slong the banks of the river or go. swimming in the many pools in the
valley. There were frequent passes to Paris, Brussels, Nice, and London. There were schools and USO shows
and interesting trips and parties. ]

The 48th fought a tough war, and the men got the rest that they so richly deserved. No finer location
could have been chosen, than the Neckar Valley, for a place of rest.
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/AWARDS AND DECORATIONS

MEDAL OF HONOR

By directian - af the Presidenf, under the pravisions of the act af Congress, A Medal af Horar was
awarded pasthumously by the War Department in the name af Cangress ta Sergeant Joe C. Specker.

Sergeant Jae C. Specker, ASN-37383959, Company C, 48th Engineer Combat Batfalion, United Stales Army.
For canspicuous gallantry and Intrepidity at risk af lile, above and beyand the cail af duly, in action invalving
actual conflict. Onr the night af 7 Jenuary 1944, Sergeant Specker, with his company, was advancing up the slape
of Mt. Porehia, Italy. He was sent forward on recannaissance gnd an his return he reported ta Ris company cam-
mander the fact that there was an enemy machine gun nest and Several welf placed snipers directly in the path
and awaiting the campany. Sergeant Specker requested and was granied permission to place one ol his machine
guns in d position near the enemy machine gun Valuntarily and alone he made his way up the mountain with a
machine gun dand a box af ammunition. He was observed by the nemy as he walked alorng and and was severly
waunded by the deadly iire directed atf him. Though so seriausly waunded that he was unable to walk, he coatin
ued ta drag himself over the jagged edges ol rack and reugh terrain until! he reached the positlon at which he
cdesired ta set up his machine gun. He set up the gun so well and fired so accurately that the enemy machine gun
nest was silenced and the remainder af the snipers farced lo retire, enabling his pletoon ta obtain their ob-
jective, Sergeant Specker was faund dead at his gun, His personal bravery, self-sacrifice, and determination were
an inspiration to his afficers and fellow soldlers.'”

DISTINGUISHED SERVICE CROSS

Ben (NMI) Santjer., Tt5, 37307336, Campany “C", 48th Engr Cambat Battalion, is awarded the Dislinguised Ser-
vice Cross, pasthumausly, lor gallentry in action. On the night af January 7, 1944, in anr assault up the center af
Mt. Parchia, Haly, in full view of the eremy, T/5 Santjer was one of the first af his group lo reach the summil.
Once there, he immediately took part in a fire fight atclose range with enemy persannel in the rocks, T/5
Santjer exposed himsel! courageously time and aegain ta draw fire away from the resi of his party, allowing them
to maneuver advatageously. Although wounded twice by grenades thrown from a distance of no mare than 20 feet,
he continued to aperate his riffe and was seen to shool three enemy and bayonel a fourth. He was killed af clase
range by fire from a machine pistol. Hig guistanding courage in the face ol grea! odds was an inspiration to the
ollicers and men who were with him. His performance was in the highest tradition «f the Carps of Engineers and
of the military service. Entered service Bejou Minnesota next af kin: Kale Santjer, Mother, Rt. 1, Bejou, Minnesota.

Orville O. Munson, Majar (then' Ist Lt. with Campany A), Hyq., 48. Engr Combatl Baflalion. For extraardinary
heraism in action on 6 Janu'ary 1044, 1st Lt Munson led his company in darkness through mined and shelled
area’ to the loat af Mt Parchia, Italy. He acted a peint of the calumn and was aften far in advance and alone
in enemy terrilary. He encauntesed two enemy machine gun nesis from which he drew fire, bul he exiricated
his company by leading his men in a circular path around the -eremy pasitians. During this action he killed one
German at close range with his submachine gun. Lafer, he encduntered an enemy patrol and was capiured.
With a gun at his back he shouted a warning ta his men and prevented their walking inta ambush. At this time
a hand grenade expladed nearby, a fragment striking Ist Lt. Munson in the shoulder. He fell ta the graund and.
feigned death. His captars taok his submachine gun and left the area. Ist Li. Munsan rase, picked up a carbine,
and captured twa prisoners before returning ta his campany. The caurage displayed by Ist Li. Munson prevented
the ambush af his company and also enabled his men lo caplure six ol the enemy patrol. -His performance
reflects the herolc traditians of the Corps af Engineers.

Harry M., Thames, Capiain (then 2nd Lt), 0111§4?6, Company "“C", 48th Engr. Combat Battalian, for gatlan-
Iry in action. During the period Jan 7-9, 1944, for two days and fwa nights, Lt. Thames, commanding the 2nd
hiatoon of Co “C”, 48th Engr (C) Bn, was in greal measure respongible for the successful toking and holding of
ihe important crest af Mi. Porchia, Italy, in the Initial assqult upon the mauntain Lt Thames led and controlled
is plaloon up the righl slope of the enemy held crest, During this period he filmself killed three enemy, ane
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at point blank range, belore his carbine jammed into uselessness, Picking up a discarted ‘03 rifle, he shot [wo
maore enemy during this phase. On the loflowing day, Lt. Thames led a portian of a scouiing pariy on a success-
full raid ugainst enemy sn'ipers, and, al a range ol 400 yards, he killed a sniper with a shot through the lace.
Leler, the sniper was lound o have been armed with a LMG 34, and araund him were several belts of expended
annninition, He had caused considerable casualies among American iroops prior fo his death. On iwa separaie
accisions, allhough unwilling to leave the scene ol action bui obedient to the orders ol his Company Comman-,
eer, e fuok hnportani messages thraugh mined and shelled areas ta his Battaiion Commander. Throughout the
vatite engagement LI Thames' leadership and. courage were . in the highest iradilfon of the Corps Engineers and
at the gwihlary serviee. Entered service from Austin, Texas, '

SILVER STAR

Woodrow W. Reeves, 2nd Lt (then $/Sgt.), Company B, for hercism in aciion. As a volunieer for a special
combal patrol, Sgt. Reeves was among the lirst American tioops fo enter Rome, recording the time and place of
cntry al 1420 hours, 4 June 1944, at Poria Ferba, Via Tuscalana. His unit spearheaded the aftack on ithe city of
Rome, and by ils doring action secured valuable information for the attacking troops end lacilited their entry
imto the city. Throughout the engagemeni Sgi. Reeves distinguished himself by his coolness, bravery, and
ayyressive action.

Herman L. Crisup, T/5, 36425407, Medical Detachment, 48th Engr. Combai Baitalion, lor gallaniry in actjon.
During the assauit on Mt Porchia, Italy, an engagement lasting two deys and two nighis T/5 Crisup, Medical
Detachment, 48th Engr (C) Bn, disiinguished himseli by work ol a character above and beyond his ordinary

. duties. Without sleep for the entire period, T/5 Crisup set up an aid station at. the foot of the mouniain tntil

wounded. For the entire period of the battle, there were no Infaniry aid men on the scene, ali having been killed
or wounded. With only his personal supply of medical equipment, T/5 Crisup ireated every casualty brought to
him ol the mountain, leaving his improvised aid station only io go lo the assistance oi wounded who could no!
be moved. He and his patients were under constant enemy fire, and af one lime a mortar shell killed nine men
grouped, immediately adjacent ta his aid slalion. He organized litter parties and evactated wounded continu-
ally until he himself became a sniper casualty while ireating a paiient on the slope of thé mouniain. No exact
count can be taken of the wounded thai he ireated, inlaaniry and engineers aiike. For alnost the eniire engage-
ment, he was the only aid man functioning in the batlle area. His perlormance is in the highest tradition of the
Medjcal Corps and of the military service. Entered service from Decaiur, ilinois.

Fabian T. Godell, T/4, 31194834, Company "C” 48th Engr Comba! Balialion, for exceptionally meritorious
conduct in the performance of oulstanding services, from 15 Dec to 21 Dec 1943, northwest of Mignano, ltaly. He
operaied a D7 bull-dozer on hazardous, difficult and urgent engineer work, He worked exiremely long hours—
during all of daylight and through out the night on two occasions, His work was perforined on a high exposed

" raifroad right of way wich was being converled into a military road. The entire roadway wes a defile open fo

direci enemy observation and accurate observed artillery fire, His bull-dozer was g continuous targe! for enemy
fire, For three days weather conditions made earthwork exiremely difficult. Through the night Dec 79-20, 1943,
he performed bull-dozer work in an advanced locaticn reducing the obslacie presented by a demolished via-
duct. Enemy arlillery fire was direcied at the sound of his machine throughout the operation. Enemy infantry
patrols had been well inside this focation on previous nights. His determination to bea! the task, his courage
under artiflery lire, and his devotion fo duty evidenced by unhesitating and cheerful work for long hours were
an inspiration to the men oi the battalion and contribuled materiaily io ihe successful accomplishmeni of the
mission. Entered service from Waiton, Michigan.

Linwood Tanner, T/Sgt (then T/5), 34451668, H & S Company, 48th Engr Comba! RBatiailon, for exceptionally
meritorious conduct fn performance of oulstanding services, from 15 Dec lo 21 Dec 1943, northwesi of Mignano,
Haly. He operated a D-7 buil-dozer on hagzardous, difficult and urgeni engineer work, He worked extremely
long hours—during aii of daylight and throughout the night on two occasions, His work was periormed on a
high exposed raiiroud right of way which was being converied irfo a mijitary road. The entire roadway was a
delile open to direct enemy observation and accurate observed artillery fire. His bufi-dozer was a conlinuous
larget lor enemy lire. For thiee days weather conditions made earthwork extremely difficult. Enemy infantry
patrots had been well inside this location on previous nights. His determination to beat the iask, his courage
under artillery fire, and his devotion to duly evidenced by unhesitating and cheerful work for long hours were
an jnspiration to the men of ihe battalion end coniribuled materfally (o the successlul accomplishment of the
mission. Entered service irom Roseboro, North Carolina.
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Robert L. Sheldon, T/5 (then Pvt), 39826070, H & S Company, 48th Engr Combal Bailalion, for exceptionaily
merltorious conducl in the performance of outstanding services, Irom 15 De¢ to 21 Dec 1943, northwest of Mlgnano,
lialy. He operated a D-7 bull-dozer on hazardous, difficult and urgent engineer work. He worked extremely
leng hours—during the daytight and throughout the night on two occasions. His work was performed on high
exposed railroad right of way which was being converted into a military road. The entire roadway was a delile
open to direct enemy observation and accurate observed artilfery Hre. His bull-dvzer was a continuous target for
enemy fire, For three ddys weather conditions made earthwork "extremely difficuft, His determination ito beal the
task, his courage under artfllery flre, and his devotion to duty evidenced by unhesiating and cheerful work for
long hours were an Inspiration to the men of the battalion and contributed materially to the successiul ac-
complishment of the mission. Enlered service from Bojse, Idaho.

John H. Gularte, T/5 (then Pic.), 39104151, Company "B", 48th Engr Combat Battelion, for exceptionally merl-
torious conduct in the performance of oulstanding services from 15 Dec to 21 Dec 1943, northwest of Mignano,
Ialy. He operated a D-7 bulldozer on hazardous, difficull and -urgent engineer work. He worked exiremely long
hours—ail during daylight and throughout the night on two occasions. His work was performed on a high ex.
posed railroad right of way was being converted into a milltary road. The entire roadway was a defile open to
direct enemy observation and accurate cbserved artlllery fire. His bull-dozer was a continuous targe! for enemy
fire. For three days wedther condiftions made earthwork extremely difliculi, Through the night Dec 19-20, 1943,
he periormed bull-dozer work in an advanced localion reducing the obstacle presenied by a demolished via-
duct. Einemy artiflery fire was directed at the sound of his machine throughou! the operations. Enemy Infaniry pa-
trofs had been wefl inside this localion on previous nights. His delermination to beal the task, his courage under
artillery fire, and his devotion lo duly evidence by unhesiiating and cheerful work for long hours were an in-
spiration to the men of the battation and contributed materially to the successful accomplishement of the mission

' Entered service from Brentwood, Celifornia,

Maxwetl V. Jonah, Ist Lt, 0-1113281, Company ‘‘B"”, 48th Engr Combat Balialion, for gallaiiry in action. On
Dec 20, 1943, he supervised the operation of lwo bulf-dozers working during daylight to clear and roughgrade
raifroad right of way Into a military road. He was present on the site tRroughout the work. He voluntarily rode
and walked with the lorward buil-dozer during the most hazardous part of the work. The task took 6 hours,
during aff of which he was under direct enemy observation and intense artilfery fire and intense periodic aulo-
matic weapons fire. Al one point he was within 800 yards of enemy machine gun positions and was 100 yards
in advance of our infantry oulposis. Al one time he received a volley of 21 rounds of enemy artilfery In one
minute and thirly seconds; three minutes later he received e volley of 24 rounds in two minutes. He resumed
work al once after each volley. In spite -of the fire he coolly continued lo direct the operation ol the bufi-
dozers, finishing the task in a minimwm of time. He encouraged and gave hig operafors confidence, and had

" them resume work at once each time the artillery ceased.The pfain cold courage he displayed achieved the suc-
cessful accomplishment of his task, which was urgent and essentiaf to the fulfilfment of the batftalion’s mission.
and was an inspiration ta the men of the baltalion. His performance was in the highest tradition of the Corps
of Engineers and of the mifitary service, and was in accord with the highest standards of officer conduct in com-

bat. Entered service from Newionville, Mass.

Franeis L. Stall, T/5, 37307330, Company “C”, 48th Engr Combat Ballalion, for galiantry in action. During
the period Dee 15 Io Dec 21, 1943, he operaled a bull-dozer under enemy observation and artillery lire direcied
continuously af his equipment. On Dec 20, 1943, he operated his bull-dozer during daylight to clear and rough-
grade railroad right of way Into a military road. The task took 4 hours, during all of which he was under direct
enemy observation and intense artillery fire, In spile of the fire he coolly coniinued ta aperate his bulf-dozer,

* linjshing the task in minimum time. He ran his bull-dozer off the right of way (since there was no cover] only
when artillery became foo dangerous io the equipment and resumed work ‘at once each lime the artillery ceased
The plain coid courage he displayed achieved the successful accomplishment of his task, which was urgent
and essential to the fulfilimeni ol the ballation's mission, and was un inspiration to the men of the battalion. His
petformance was in the highesi iradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the military service. Enlered service

from Beaulieu, Minnesota,

Percy L. Hamm, T/5. 36425259, Company “B", 48th Engr Combat Batialion, for gallantry in action. During
the period ol Dee 15 to Dec 21, 1943, he operaled a bull-dozer under enemy observation and artiflery fire direcied
continuously ai his equipment. On Dec 20, 1943, he operaled his bull-dozer duting dayligh! fo clear and rough-
grade raflroad right of way into a mijitary road. The lask took 6 hours, during all of whlch he was under
direct enemy observalion and intense ariiflery fire ond intense periodic aulomalic weapons fire. Al one poinl
he was within 1000 yards of enemy machine gun positions. Al one time he received a volley of 21 rounds of
enemy artillery in one minute and thirly seconds; three minutes laler he received a vofley of 24 rounds in two
minutes., He resumed work at once alter each volfey. fn spite of the fire he coaly continued to operate his
bull-dozer, finishing the task In minimum time, He ran his bull-dozer off the right of way (since there was no
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cover} only when artiliery becanie too dangerous to the equipment and resumed work at once each time the
artiilery ceased. The piain coid courege he displayed achieved the successful accompiishment of his task, which
was urgent and essential to the fulfiiiment of the battalion’s mission, and was an inspiration to the tmen of the
battalion. His performance was in the highest iradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the miiitary service,
Entered service from Chapin, Iflinois.

Eimer D. Lucas, Sgt., 35445739, Company "B”, 48th Eng:r. Combat Battalion, for gallantry in action. On Dec 20,
1943, he operated his bufl-dozer during daylight to clear and rough-grade raflroed right of way into a military
road. The task iook G hours, during all of which he was under direct enemy observation and intense arlillery
fire and intense periodic automatic weapons fire. At one point he was within 1000 yards of enemy machine gun
posilions. At one time he received a voiley of 21 rounds of enemy arlillery in ore minule and thirlty seconds;
three minutes laler he received a vefley of 24 rounds in two minutes. He resumed work atence after each volley.
in spite of the fire he coolly continued to operaie his buil-dozer, finishing the task in minimum time. Me ran his
bull-dozer off the right of way {since there was no cover) only when artillery became too dangerous ta the equip-
ment and resumed work af once each time the artiliery ceased. The plain cold courage he displayed achieved the
successfuf accomplishment of his losk, which was urgent and essentiol to the fulfiilment of the batlalion’s mission,
and was a inspiration to the men of the battalion. His performance was in the highest tradilion of the Corps of
Engineers and of the military service. Entered service from True, West Virginion.

Harold G. Penders, T/5, 32845118, Company A", 48th Engr Batltalion, for gailantry in action. During lhe
period Dec 15 to Dec 21, 1943, he operaled a buli-dozer under enemy observation and arlillery fire directed con-
tinuousiy a! his equipment. On Dec 20, 1943, he operated his bufi-dozer during dayiight to clear and rough-grade
raifioad right of way into e military road. The task took 6 hours, during all of which he was under direct enemy
abservation and inlense artiilery fire and intense periodic aulomatic weapons fire. At one point he was within
800 yards of enemy machine gun positions and was 100 yards In advance of our iniantry oulposis. At one time
he received a voliey of 21 .rounds of enemy artillery in one minute and thirty seconds; three minuies later he
received a voiley of 24 rounds in two minutes. He resumed work af once ejfler each voiley. In spite of the fire
he coofly continued lo operate his buil-dozer, finishing the task in minimum time. He ran his buil-dozer off the
right of way (since there was no cover) only when arliflery became loo dangerous o the equipmenl and re-
sumed work at once each lime the arlillery ceased. The piain cold courage he displayed achieved the success-
full accomplishment of his tosk, wich was urgent and esseniial to the fulfillmenl of the battailon’s mission, and
was a inspiration to the men of the battaiion. His periormance was in the highest tradition of the Corps of
Engineers and of the mifitary service. Entered service from Rochester, New York.

Virgil W. Treloar, S/Sqt., 37307399, Company ~C", 48th Engr Combat Batlalion, for gailaniry in aclion. On
the night of Jan 7, 1044, §/Sgl. Trefoar was in the fore-front of his company in an assauli on ML Porchia, italy,
and by his courage and conduct was.an inspiration lo the men with whom he was associated. In colloboration
with his plaloon comunander, he coniroiled his assauft party im fts advance to the sumx_nit, directed rifie fire,
and encirclement agains! numerous enemy personnei thereon, and was a key man In loking and hofding the
enlire sumimnit ol the mounlain. Laler in the engagement he volunlarily octed as @ reconnoissance scou! alone and
under enemy sniper fire. Throughout sixty hours of constanl battle operations he served in muany capacilies,
accomplishing work thal wouid have been done by officers if the officers had no! become casualties. S/Sgt.
Treloar's courage, patience, and continual aleriness constituted a performance of great merit which was in the
highest tradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the military service. Enlered service from Aberdeen, South
Dakota.

Mark F. Reardon, Captlain, {then Ist Lt.), 01102005 Company “C”, 48th Engineer Combat Battaiion, for gallont-
ry in action. During the period Jan 7—9, 1944, inclusive, for iwo days and iwo nights, Li. Reardon was in greal
measure responsible for the successful taking and hoiding of the cenfer portion of Mi. Porchia, Itaiy. Commanding
the Ist and 3rd plateons of Company “C”, 48th Engr Combat Bn, he orgonized _and led the initial assauit line up the
‘center of the mountain. The advance was made in full view of the enemy. Reaching the swmmil the first of his
group, he direcled fire and encirclemen! against enemy personnel and positions in the rocks. He killed two enemy,
al a range of 20 yards before his carbine jammed, For the remainder of the night he was unarmed bul continued
to direct the fire fight, leaving the summi! early in the morning only lo obtain a weapon. Later in the engagement
he established and maintained defense lines along both left and right flanks of the mouniain and shoi one sniper
with an Mi ritie al a range of 200 yards. Throughout the engagement Lt Reurdon’s ieadership and courage were
in the highest tradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the military service. Enlered service from New York NY.

Courtney P. Hoitar, Jr, 1st Lt, 0-1101874, Company “A", 48th Engr Combat Baitaiion, fqr gallaniry in action. On
the night of January 6, 1944, in an essaul! on Mi Porchia, laly, Li. Holiar, as second in command of an engineer
company, distinguished himself by his personal valor and devetion to duty. He assembled and controlied both
flank elemenis of his piatoon in its advance up the hiii in the face of enemy mortar and smail arms fire. When the
company was embushed by an enemy pairol and the Company Commander wounded, Li. Hollar immedlately assumed
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command and direcled the successiul withdrawal of the company to another position. He himsell mainlained liaison
with the infaniry elemenis on the hill. He remained in the baitle and on the scene as commanding officer without
relief for two days and anciher night, continually disregarding his own safety to go up and down the line
reassuring and encouraging his men, When olfficially relieved he was the last engineer officer to legve the crest
of Mt Porchia. His performance was in the highest (radition of the Coips of- Engmeers and of the military servfce_

Entered service from Shippenburg, Penn.

John W, Kaizbeck, 1st Lt, 0-1101520, Company "C", 48th Engr Combat Batlalion, for gallaniry in action. From
January 7—9, 1944, for two days and two nighis, Lt. Katzbeck commanded his company in-ihe taking end holding
of ML Porchia, ftaly, and though injured, refused fto leave the scene of action unifl the mission was successiully
terminated. Alter bringing the entlre company through mined areas lo the base of the mouniain underheavy enemy
artilfery and mortar fire without a casually, he immediately directed his men in a successful assault which cap-
lured the summlt of the mouniain and held it all the following day and night On Jan 8, 1944, though injured
in the spine by mortar fire, he refused evacuation and remained with his company. Unable to walk, he dlrected
the protection of both flanks of the mountain agains! the threat of sirong counfer-attack for a night and a day
Only when his unit was oflicialfy relieved did he leave he scene, and then alier organlzing the entire column of
march. His devotion lo duty and perlormance under fire were in the highest tradition of the Corps of Engineers
and of the military service. Entered service from Chicaego, Hlinois.

Henry J. Paguin, Sgt., 36104843, Company "A", 48th Engr Combat Battalion, for gallaniry in action. On the
morning of Jan 6, 1944, Sgt. Henry J. Paguin, the Weapons Sgt of Company A", 48th Engr Combat Battalion,
was walking In Iront of his platoon as his company was advancing to make iis initial thrust on M! Porchia, Haly.
While crossing a sireamn one of the men in Sgt Paquin's platoon stepped on an S-Mine and injured his legs sev-
erely. Seeing that the Medical Aid man was working on some other injured men several hundred yards in the
jrear and heedless of the danger of other S-Mines in the area, Sgt. Puquin made his way to the injured man and
dragged him from the siream. He coolly administered FirstAid, severed the dangling foot from one leg and applied
tourniquets io both legs, and assigned several men the detai]l of carrying the wounded man to lhe rear, All
during this operation enemy mortar shells were exploding nearby. Sgt. Paquln's great courage and presence of
mind undoubtedly saved the life of this injured man. He then rejoined his platoon and moved on lo complete
his assigned mision with them. His gallant act under shellifire earned him the respect and admiration of the
officers and men of his batlalion and was in the highes! tradifion of the military service. Enidred service from lron
Mountain, Michigan.

Donald F. Buckley, Ist Sgt, 35418140, Company “A", 48th Engr Combal Battalfon, for gallentry in action. During
the night of January 6, 1944, 1s! Sgf Donald F. Buckfey, Company "A", 48th Engr (C) Bn, was in lhe leading ele-
menis with the compunyhomhahder on their advance o aitack Mt Porchia. During the advance lhe company
encounifered very harassing enemy artillery fire at which time two platoons were separated ifrom the leading
elements of the company. Sgi Buckley without regard to his own saiety, and acting on his own Iinitfative,
walked through o mine Held and led the lwo plaioons safely back. Upon his return to the leading elements of the
Company, Sgt. Buckley learned that the company commander had proceeded to the base of Mt. Porchia to recelve
further orders. Knowing (he objective of the company, and again acting on his own Initiative, Sgi. Buckley look
up the point fo lead the enlire company through arother mine field While passing through this mine field, an
5-Mine was gef off, injuring Sgt. Buckley and three other members of the company. Sgi. Buckley, heedless of his
own wounds, crawled back through the mine Held and reported lo one of the company oHicers the location of the
injured men and indicated a possible safe path through the field. As a result of his heroic actions the entire comn-
pany su!el}i cleared the mine field and conlinued on lo accomplish ifs- obfective; the injured men were evacudted
without loss of life, His performance was in the highest (radlion of the Corps of Engineers and ol the mllitary
service. Eniered service from Marion, Ohlo. .

Francis J, Brahmer, §/Sgt. (then Sgt), 36265359, Company “C”, 48th Engr Combal Battafion, for gallantry In
action. During the périod Jan 7 -0, 1944, for two days and two nights, during intense eneiny artillery barrages,
Sgt. Brahmer sklilfully lead his determined section through hazardous mined and mouniainous terrain. His
mission being to support the righ! flank of his company which was 10 aitack and lake the right of Mt Porchia,
Sgt.  Brahmer had been informed thaf somewhere near the summil of the hiil ¢ German machine gun nest was
emplaced. This machine gun nes! had caused harrassing Jire on (e company end wounded some of ils men.
It was necessary to rid the hill of this opposition in order for the companry lo advance and accomplish its ob-
jeclive, Immediately, Sgi. Brahmer set forth fo accomplish this mission. Nearing the top of the hill in complete
darkness, he located the enemy, He then hed two alternalives open lo him: one to take a defilade position sofe
for himsell, but without a satisfaclory Held of fire for his machine gun; ancther directly under the enemy's
keen observation in the open, affording an excelicnl ficld of fire, He chose the open position moved forward

298



[E]

“Twenty-Four Hour Service

»

“Near Shore Transom

Y

ion Underwa

*Construct

52

'Near Shore Transom I'n Place

k1)

“Fleet At Anchor”

299



tediously under consistent epemy fire, set up his gun and silenced the nest; thus enabling his company to advance.
After having accomplished his mission, he reporied to his company commander who ordered him fe get some resi;
however, for six hours ha voluntarty look part in a sedrch for snipers, who had been harrassing the compaiy
with small arms fire. His gallant action, without doub!, saved the lives of many of his comrades. Sgf. Brahmer's
untiring eflorts and cacfness under fire are a great credit to himself, and is in the highest tmcbtzon of the Corps
of Engineers.and of the military service. Entered service from Medford, Wisconsin.

Bianchard O. Olson, S/Sgt, 36194930, Compary " A", 48th Engr Combai Battalion, for gallantry in action. On
the morafng of Jan 7, 1944, 5/Sgt. Blanchard O. Olson, Campany "A", 48th Engr Cambat Battalion was with the
forward efements of his company ai they were withdrawing from an engagement on ML Porchkia, flaly. The point
of the company was then ambushed. by an enemy patral. Sgi. Ofson worked his way up to within twenty yards
of the German patrol and aflempied to fire on them, but lound thai his carbine woufd not operate. A grenade
thrown by a member of the German pairol exploded nearby, wounding him in the leg. Heedfess of his wound he
crawled forward and administered first aid to one of his company olficers who had been wounded in the face
by the same grenade. WRhile 30 engaged, he was further wounded by a gun shot wound in the arm. In splte of his
wounds he continued to assist the officer and guided him down the mouniaein to an aid station. The codlness under
fire and devotion to duty shown by S/8gt. Olson were in the highest tradition of the Corps of Engineers and ol
the military service. Entered service from Sagole, Michigan,

Richard F. Stern, Sgt, 32527983, Company A", 48th Engr Combat Bealtalion, for extra-ordinary hercism in
acfion. On the morning of Jan 7, f944, Sgi. Richard F. Stern, Company “A", 48th Engr Combai Battalion was in
the forefront of his company in its initlal assault on Mt Porchia, ltaly. During the advance the entire company
was pinned down by sirong enemy machine gun and rifle cross fire. A complele enemy encirclement of the
company seemed jmminent. Ajfer cansuliatlon with his company commander, Sgt. Stern stood erect in full view
of the nearest enemy machine gun rest and spoke loudly lo ifs crew in German, calling upon them fo surrender
and telling them that they were surrounded and outnuibered by American forces. The machine gunners refused
and as Sgi. Stern translated their answer to his commander, they resumed their intense fire. Sgi. Stern remained
erect under fire uniil ordered to take cover. Later in the engagement, the forward elements of the Company were
ambushed by en enemy patrol in the woods. The compeny commander, in the point, was wounded, and, with
severaf wounded NCO's, fay on the ground in heavy cross fire from German machine plstols and American small
arms. Seeking once more to save the situation by a ruse, Sgt. Stern ran Into the center of the contested area and
shouted to the enemy to cease fire in German. He told the men of his company also to cease fire. By so daing
he gained complete silence in the darkness of the wood at night. In German, he told the enemy he was frfendly
and asked them where they were from. They answered, “Poland”, “Austria”, “Yugoslavia”, etc. He told them that
further resisiance was useless since they were surrounded. At this point six of the embush party dropped their
weapons and came out with arms up to surrender, Stern then asked them where his company commander was.
They answered that one of their officers had taken him away q prisaner. This later proved o be false as the com-
pany commander escaped in the brush. Stern then marched his six prisoners off and the company proceeded
without further ambush. Sgt. Stern’s coolness and presence of mind under fire helped his company escape almost
complefe destruction or capture, and alded greaily in the successful accomplishment of the company’'s missian. His
periormance was in the highest iradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the military service. Eniered
service from Corana, New York.

Russell DeBuaer, Sgi. 37223459, Company “A”, 48th Engr Combai Battalion, for galfantry in action. 'Qn the
night ol Jan 6, 1944, Sgt DeBoer was with his compeny In iis initial assqult on Mt Porchia, Italy. During. the
advance fo the base of the mouniain and throughout the attack on the mountain itself, Sgi. DeBoer was ouf
in front instifling courage in the men and shouting words of encouragement as he urged them o advance. He
roved up and down the line helping each man to remain calm and reassuring ther as he passed. His resource-
fulness and skill in placing his men In posiifon undoubtedly prevented many casualties. He continually expased
himself to enemy mortar and smalf arms fire in order to assure himself that his men were safe and properly
pfaced. During the withdrawal from the hill he remained behind in vrder to assist one of his mer whe had
been wounded. Hls actions throughout this engagement not only exemplify his loyally to his comrades, but also
his skill and courage as an individual soidier. His performance is warthy of the highest emulation, Entered
service {rom Independence, Mo.

Steve J. Man:_'on, T/5, 36265160, Company “A", 48th Engr Combai Battalion, for gailantry in actian. On the
night ol Jan 7, 1944, Company “A”, 48th Engr Cumbatf Bn was atiached to the Gth Armored Infaniry and assigned
the mission of retaking Mt. Porchiu, !faly, after an enemy counter-attack. T/5 Marcon was one of the fist
men ta reach the crest of the hill in the edvancing wave of Americen fraops. He made his way up the moun-
tain, well in advence ol the other men of his compeny, in the face of deadly and accurate German small arms
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fire. Throughout the advance he continually shouted words of encouragement to the other troops and urged them
on. After the hill had been taken, he refused to rest, but made his way from ouifpost to oulpost through the
remainder of the night, relieving the other men in order that they might get some rest. On the folfewing day,
still without rest, he made several (rips o abtaln water and supplies for his comrades. His tireless efforts
inspired the men ol his company and were in greq! measure responsible for the successful accomplishment of the
company's mission. His performance is deserving of the highest praise and is an added enrichment to the heroic
traditions of the American Soldier. Entered service from Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

Dixie E. Snider, Capt, 01685273, MC, 48th Engr Combat Batialion, for gallantry in action. On the alternoon of
Jan 2, 1944, at about 1600, two enlisted men of the 48th Engr Combat Bn. were walking along the railroad righ! of
way which had been converted into a military road. Upon reaching ¢ paint about 300 vards north of the Mignano
Station, enemy shells burst close by; shrapnel injuring both men. Capl. Snider, being informed af the Incident,
immediately sel out lor the sile in a jeep, despite the fact that observed enemy artillery fre was brought io
bear upon any vehicle on the road. Upon reaching the Injured men he cooly proceeded to administer medical ald.
While administering first aid, at least eight shells burst within forty yards oi him, and he himsell was wounded
by fragmenis of shrapnel, When the ambulance which had been sen! out arrived on the site, he coolly super-
vised the loading of the wounded men. As the ambulance drove aff, four more shells landed within ten yards
of the vehicle, The prompt, courageous treatment administered by Capt Snider did the maximum that could be
done toward saving the lives of these men. His voluniary and unselfish actions were e credit lo the Medical
Corps and in the highest tradilions of the military service. Entered service from Frankfort, Keniucky.

Andrew J. Goodpaster, Lt. Colonel, 021739, CE, Hqs, 48th Engr Combat Batlalion, for gallantry in action. On the
morning of 8 Jan, 1944, when his Battalion was acting as Infantry in then assaull on Mt Porchia, he was requesied
by the Commanding Officer of the 6th Armored Infantry to advise upon the organization of the guard for
defense. While engaged in this mission, he and the Infaniry Battalion's Commander were wounded by the same
shell. Li, Colonel Goodpaster rendered first ald to the inlanlry afiicer and saw to his evacuation, then in spite
of his wound, searched for and found the next in command and spent several hours with him going over the
defensive situetlon before he made his way back for treatment, His action was above and beyond the call of
duty and was in the finest tradition of the Corps of Engineers and of the military service.

Charles M. Boye, 8gt. (then T/5), 32704450, Company A, 48th Engr Combat Baitalion, for gallantry in action.
T/5 Boye was a medical aid man in the initlal assquit on Mt Porchia, Italy. He advanced with his company and
siayed well fo the front during the assault and capture of Mt. Porchia for two days and two nights, Jan 6 and Jan
7. During the advance on the mountain and the aiteck on the mountain T/5 Boye was on the spot at all limes
making sure the wounded were being taken care of and evacuated. On three seperate occasions he advanced
acrogs open terrain under enemy smail arms and mortar fire lo render first aid to men who had been wounded.
Throughout the battle he exposed himself continually to enemy fire in order to stay wiih his company of
Engineers saldiers, rendering aid noi only to them but also to men of the 6th Armored Ianfantry who were also
taking par! in the assqult on the mountain. Later in the engagemen! as his supplies dwindied, he improvised from
German first aid bandages, which had been captured, and carried on his work until further supplies were ior-
warded. His devotion te duly and heroic and unselfish actions are a credit to the Medical Corps and to the military
service, Entered service from Brooklyn, New Yark.

Paul C. Manning, Pfe, 37384208, Company "A", 48th Engr Combat Battalion, for gallantry in action. On the
night of 17 March, 1944, Pfc. Manning was driving a jeep and was parked on Highway 6 between Mt Trocchio
and the Rapido River awagliing orders from his Commanding Officer. This area was under a withering enemy
artillery barrage at the time and Pfc. Manning haed pulled his vehicle to the side and had taken cover in «
ditch. A bursting shell seriously wounded a galdier working nearby. With complele disregard for his own sqgfety,
Pfe, Manning leit his position of comparative security and proceeded to where the wounded man lay. While
assisling the wounded man, at least five shells burst within thirty yards of him. He rendered emergency firat
aid to the wounded man and evacuated him to the nearest aid slation and then returned to his post. His
unselfish actions and coolness under fire which proably saved the life of the wounded man, are a credit to the
military service and are deserving of the highest emulation. Entered service Irom Qdessa, Missourl

Gordon L. Brooker, 1st Lt., 01112051, CE, Company "'C”, 48th Engr Combat Baitalion for gailantry in action.
On 20, 21, and 24 February, 1945, near Ludweller, Germany, Lt. Brooker led patrols into enemy territory to obtain
vital infromation regarding enemy installations. On 24 February, having reached the pairol obfective without
enemy contacl, he went alone deeper into enemy terrilory in order to secure more information. While making
observalions from a forward point, he was seriously wounded by enemy small arms fire. Motioning lo his men
not fo come lo his gssistance, he returned to them and, despife his wound, direcled a safe withdrawal without
further casualties. His unselfish actions were an inspirgtion to his men and in the Iugheai tradition of the Corps
of Engineers. Entered service lrom Amsterdam, New York,
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Leonard L. Olsen, Sgt., Company C, 48th Engineer Cambat Baitalion. For gallaniry in action on 7 January
1944. During a night essault on ML Porchia, ltafy, Sgt. Qisen led his smoll group of five men lo the summi! in face
ol enemy rifle end machine gun fire. He then assisted his officer in' directing fire and encircling enemy personnel
among the rocks, He personally shot six of the enemy with his rifle, bul wes wounded in the head, chest, gnd leg
by two German grenades thrown al cfose renge, He confinued io operale his weapon untii his ammunition wes
expended, ofler which time he made his way down the muntein alone. His coolness under fire provided an inspir-
ation to his men and his perfermance was an exampfe of courage and fortitude,

James W, MacDowefl, 35324429, Technician Fifth Grade, Medical Detachmen!, 48th Engineer Combat Baltalion,
for gallantry. in action. On the afternoon of 7 January 1944, two men of the 48th Engineer Combat Battalion were
injured. by enemy shell-fire about 300 yards north of Mignono Station on the railroad right ol way which had been
-converted inioc a military road. The Battalion Surgeon was informed ol the injury lo these men and, while getting
ready o go lo their aid, Technicion Fifth Grade MacDowell volunteered to go with him lo assist in treating and
evacuating the wounded men, He, with the Batialion Surgeon, proceeded to the sile in a jeep, in spite of the iact
tha! concentraled, observed, enemy driiflery fire was being brought io bear on any vehicle on this road. While
assisting the Battalion Surgeon, at least eight shells burst within 40 yards of him, shefl fragments wounding the
Batlalion Surgeon. When the ambuiance which had been sent out arrived on the sile, he coofly ossisted in load-
ing the wounded men. As the vehicle drove eway, four shelfs burst within len yards of it. The courageous as-
sistance rendered by Techniclan Fifth Grade MacDowell made it possible for the Beltalion Surgeon lo do the utmost
that ecould be done toward saving the lves of the wounded men. His voluniary, unseifish, and galfant aclions were
deserving of the highest emulation and were in the highest tradition of the Medical Corps and of the military ser-
vice,

Alired L. Kincer, 01101505, Captain (then first [feulenant), Company B, 48th Engineer Comba! Baticlion. For

ga!lamry in acuon on 7 January 1544, in lhe vicinity of ML Porchia, ilaly. Ceiled upon lo bolster an inianiry ai- -

lack on ML!. Porc.hm Lieutenant Kincer led his plaloon under inlense enemy arlillery and mortar fire to the crest of
a rocky slope which was under direc! enemy observation. Realizing the imporiance of his position to the defense of
whofe mounlain, and despite the fact that he had very few men and was low on ammunition, he held his position
through three heavy enemy artillery and morler bairages, for two deys ond nights until reinfarcements arrived, The
delermined action of Lieutenant Kincer, in holding this vulnerable posilion with his meagre force, contributed con-
siderably lo the successiul consolidation of the newly-won position. The high order ol courage and initiative display-
ed by.Lieulenant Kincer reilect credit upon himself and the enlire military service,

Robert L. Overcash, 35630287, Sergean!, Company B, 48th Engineer Combat Battalion, for gailentry in aclion, Dur-
ing an atlack on Mt. Porchia, Italy, on ¥ January 1944, Sergeant Overcash volunleered as a scoul to precede his
platoon up the slope on the left flank and search ou! machine gun positions. Upon reaching the top he wen! over
the summi! end proceeded down the far slope where he was- brought under intense and accurale artillery and mortar
fire. He remuained at his posftion en the far slope observing to the fronl until ordered lo return to a defensive posi-
tion hack down the sfope, with the remainder of his pfatoon, When the barrege ililed he volunterlly returned io
his forwerd position and heiped establish and held o machine gun position on the far side, The courege and initia-
tive displayed by Sergeant Overcash on this occasion reflect great credft upon himself and the entire mililary ser-

vice.

Sanford M. Toichinsky, 15322461, Corporal, Company B, 48th Engineer Combal Baltalion, for gallantry in action.
During an attack on M!. Porchia, laly, on ¥ January. 1944 Corporal Tolchinsky volunteered as a scout 1o precede
his pfatoon on the right fiank up the siope and search ouf enemy machine gun positions in his seclor. Upon reach-
ing the summlit he proceeded down the far slope where he was subjected lo inlense and accurale enemy mortar and
artillery fire. He held hls position under fire observing the front and walching for enemy movemen! until ordered
{o return io his plaloon back down the sfope. When the berrage fifted he vofuntarily returned to his position and
heiped estabfish and hoid a machine gun position in the face of enemy morlar lire in order lo prolect an important
observation point and lo cover a draw which was the probable line of approach of an impending enemy counter-
aitack, The courage and initiative displayed by Corporal Tolchinsky on this vccasion reflect great eredit upon him-
self and the enlire military service. '

Richard G, Pedro, 39104122, Private First Class, Company B, 48th Engineer Combal Baltalion. For gallaniry in
action on 15 February 1944, near San: Vitlore, ftafy. When a shell fell ubout three feet from the front of the fruck
‘he was driving, showering ils occupants with Hying shrapnel and wounding nine of the imen, Private First Cfass
Pedro, although he hod been hit himsell, managed lo gel the lruck lo the side of the raad, after which he proceed-
ed further along the road, still- under intense artifiery fire, secured an ambulance, supervised the leading of the wound-
ed and accompanfed them to the first aid stalion. Afler receiving treatment for his own wound, which he had
refused until the others were taken care of, he vofunlarily returned to the site of the sheliing, retrieved his truck
and defiladed it behind a buifding. The high order of courage and initialive dispfayed by Private First Class Pedro
on this occasion reflect credit upon himself and the military service.
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Francis X, Buckley, 01101758, First Lieutenan!, Company B, 48th Engineer Combai Baitalion. For gallaniry in
action on 7 January 1944, in the vicinity of Mt Porchia, Italy. Called upon withou! nofice 1o bolster an infantry
attack on Mt Porchia, Lieutenant Buckley led his plefoon under intense enemy arlillery and moriar lire to the crest
of a rocky slope which was under dlrect enemy observalion. Realizing that he held the commanding ohbservation
point to the probable route of an impending enemy counteratiack on the left flank of the mountain, he held and
delended this position with his meager force, for two days and nights, through three inlensive artiflery and mortar
barrages, until his position was consolidated, The high order of courage and initigtive displayed by Lieutenant Buck-
ley on this occusion reflects credit upon himself and the entire military service.

Tommy (NM!) Googoo. 18138498, Sergeant, Company B, 48th Engineer Combat Batlalion, For gallantry in action
on 7 January 1944, in the vicinity of Mt Porchia, Haly. Ordered by his pfafoon commander 1o lurnish a scout to
proceed in advance of the platoon !o search oul eneiny machine gun positions, Sergeant Googoo volunieered for
the mission, and worked his woy up the mounfaln, exposing himseff to enemy artillery, mortar, and machine gun
fire. Reaching the top he was immediately subfected to fire by a¢ German 88-gun, but despite the lact that four
shells landed within 50 yards of him, he remained at his post until ordered to return lo a defensive position back
down the slope. The high order of courage and initiative displayed by Sergeant Googoo on this occasion reilect
great credit upon himsell end the entire military service.

Florian H. Schreiner, 36265209, Sergeani, Company B, 48th Engineer Combat Batlalion, for gallaniry in action.
During an attack on Mt Porchia, Italy, on 7 January 1944, Sergeant Schreiner volunlered as a scouf fo precede his
platoon in the attack. Advancing across an open field which was mined and under enemy artillery and mortar fire,
he came so close to g friendfy barrage that he was showered with sparks from bursting phospherous shells. When
this barrage lifted he worked his way up the slope, exposing himsell to enemy artillery, mortar and machine gun
fire in order fo search out enemy machine gun emplacements. Although severaf shells burst dangerously close to
him he continued his advance until ordered to return fo a delensive position back down the siope. The high order
of courage and initiative dispfayed by Sergeant Schreiner on this occasion reflect credif upon himsel! and the enlire
military service. ‘ -

LEGION OF MERIT

Andrew J. Goodpaster, Lt. Colonel, Hg., 48th Engineer Combal Batlafion. For exceptionally meritorious conduct
in the periorinance of outslending services from 15 December fo 21 December 1943, northwest of Mignano, lHaly.
He organized, supervised, and carried to e successiul conciusion the diificull and hazardaus task of converting
e roilroad inte ¢ two-way class 40 highway, under adverse weather conditions, observed artillery fire, and small
arms aend eufematic weapons fire. His delermination, courage, and devolion to duly were an inspiration fo his
men and were directly responsible for the successiul accomplishment of the mission.

Dean E. Swift, Lt Colonel, Hq., 48th Englneer Combat Battalion (then 125th Armored Engineer Battalion,
14th Armored Division). For exceptionally meritorious conduci in the performance of ouistanding services in orga-
nizing and supervising rescue work in connection with the all-time high waier flood ol the Arkanses River, 11
May to 27 May 1943, in which his efforls and professiona! knawledge saved many lives and much property. He
planned and directed the construction of two ponfoon bridges over dangerous flood waters in order lo provide
support for teinporary waler mains fo carry water info Fort Smith, Arkanses, when that city's waler supply was
completely out off. By his zeal and energy Colonel Swili efficiently controlled his partially .trained baottalion in
these efforts, thereby displaying high professional and leadershlp qualities.

Joseph E. Foley Jr., Lt.Colonef, CE, 0460508, 48th Engr Combat Bettalion, for exceptional meritorlous conduct
in the performmance of outstanding services during the period 1 January, 1945 fo 11 March, 1945, L{ Colone! Foley
plunned for and supervised the operation of the Seventh Army Engineer School to train Engineer Battalions newly
arrived in the BEuropegen Theater, To implement the course ol instruction et the school he supervised the con-
ducting ol experimenis on the effect of Ireezing on mines. Shortly alier, while his battalion was being employed
as infantry, he supervised the formation of a batlelion mortar section, and, by hazerdous personal reconnaissance,
he organized and directed the sefling up of positiong for the defense in the assigned sector. His perlormance
throughout was in the highest tredition of the Corps of Engineers and the mifilary service. Entered service from
Philadelphia, Penna.
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PURPLE HEART

Pvi, James A. Anderson, Venairo

Pvi. Edward Sejboli, Venalro

Cpl. George Melcalf, Venafro

Sgt. Marvin Wright, Colli

Chester Campbell, Cpl. (KIA), Venairo

Paisy Di Paolo, Pfc., Venafro

Pvi. Michael J. Milkovich, Venafro

Pvi Joseph Wallace, Mignano

Pfe. Arthur Marston, Mignano

S/Sgt. Willlam I. Moore, Mignano

Sgt. Frank Maruskin, Mignano

Sgt. Theodore Marsink (KIA}), Mignaro

Pvt. Dennis ¥. Shannon, Mignano

T/4 Anthony G. Scavone, Mignano

T/5 Frank A. Kantz (KIA}, Mignano

T/4 Rudolph Tisovich (K1A), Mignano

T/5 Norman E, Brachman, Mignano

S/Sgt. R. C. Sumner, Mignano

Pfe. William H. Moyer, Mignano

T/4 Phillip L. Schmidt, Mignano

Pvi, Milton Rowiand (KIA), Mignano

Pvit. Dominic T. Piscalelii (K[A), Mignano

Pfe. Rufus W, Johnson, Mignano

Pic, Jack L. Shelley, Mignano

M/Sgt. Leonard T. Womble, Mignano

Pvt. Paul E. Posedly, Mignano

Pfe. David J, Sackman, Mignano

Pfe. Wiilis Carroll, Mt. Porchia

Sgt. Olen McK night, Mt. Porchia

T/5 Alvin Albers, Mt. Porchla

Cpl. Charles Hanus, Mignano

5/Sgt. John D. Castelloe, Mignano

T/5 Leroy Lyons, Mignrano

Pfe. Salvatore Merante, Mignano

Pvt. Henry P. Martln, Mignano

Pfe. John H. Gularte, Mlgnano

Sergt. Norman Nyback (KIA), Mignano

T/4 Everrett O. Stear, Mignano

Pfe. Dominic Bersano, Mignano

ist.Lt. Orville O. MuRson ¥*, Mt. Porchia

T/5 Rufus Steifer, Mt. Porchia

Capt. Richard J. Van Campen, Mignano

5/Sgt. Joseph H. Goetz, Mt Porchia

Pfe. Murry C. Kiser, Mt. Porchia

1st.5gt. Donald Buckley (KIA), ML, Porchia
' {Cassino Vailey)

8/5gt. Levi Jacobs (KIA), Mt. Porchia

$/Sgt. Blanchard O. Olson, Mi. Porchia

Pfe, Lawrence R. West, Mt. Porchia

.Sgt. Elmer Lefevre, Mt Porchia

Pvt, Isidore L. Pikula, M\i. Porchia
Pvi. Ralph Austin, Mt. Porchia

Pfe. Edward Jankowski, Mt. Porchia
Pie. Mosezell Hiett*, Mt. Porchia
T/5 Bernard Olsen, Mt. Porchia

2ndLt, Francis J. Kratch*, Mt. Parchia

Li.Col. A. J. Goodpaster *, M. Porchia
T/5 Herman L. Crisup, Mt. Porchia

Sgl. Leonard Olsen Mi. Porchia

Pfe. Glamann, Clarence, Mt. Porchia

Pvi John J. Szeker, Mt, Porchia

Pvt. Frederick A, Royce, Mt. Porchia

Sgt. Joe C. Specker (KIA), Mt, Porchia
Pfe, Harry J. Wendel, Mt. Porchia

Pvi Otto Stelnberg (KIA), Mignano

Ple. Har! Mayle, M!. Porchia

T/5 Ben Santjer (KIA), ML Porchia

Pfec. Ralph W, Leslie (K14), Mt Porchia
Sgt. Robert Salino, Mignano

Cpl. Vernon Snodgrass, San Pietro

Pvt, Tom M. Morris, 8an Pietro

2ndLt. Russell M. Finnegan *, Mt. Porchia
Sgt. Elmer W. Lucas*, Mt, Porchia, Italy
Pvi. Paul M, Mull* Mlgnano, Italy

T/5 Clarence Jackson, San Pietro, Italy
Pvt, Edward Turner, Pozziili, ltaly

1stLt. John Katzbeck, Mt. Porchia, Italy
1stLt. Alired Kincer**, Mt. Porchia, lafy
Pfc. Leonard C. Drezwicki, Mt. Porchia, Iialy
Cpi. Joseph H. May, Mt, Porchia, Italy
Pfc. Arthur T. Kalisewski, Mt. Porchia, lialy
Pvt. Francis Cunningham, Cervaro, Italy
Pvt. Jumes F, Shrum, Cervaro, Italy

Pvt. Anthony Riggio, Cervaro, Italy

Pvt. Keith Shoiner (K1A), Mt.Trocchio, Italy
1st.Lt. Tom W, Emerson, Cassino, Italy
2ndLt, Jerome W. Pribyl, Cassino Valley, Italy
Sgt. Leland E, Grossman, San Michele, lialy
Cpl. Harry J. Jirak, San Michele, Italy
Pvi. Lee O, Obar, San Michele, Italy

T/5 Charles O'Neill, Cassino, Italy

Pfc. Charley Bing, Cassino, Italy

Pfc. Richard G. Pedro, Cassino, Italy

Pvi. Bernard E, Keith, Cassino, Italy

T/5 John Maki, Cassino, ltaly

Pvt George W. Wykle, Cassino, Haly
Pvt. James Miller, Cassino, Italy

Pfc. Truman McCrackin, Cassino, Italy
T/5 Robert L. Sheldon, Cervaro, Italy
Pvt.Frank S. Bonanno, San Michelc, Haly
Ple. Peter J. Hustler, San Michcle, Itoly
Pvt Roland L. Mead, Cussino, Italy

Sgt. Onnie A, Manikke, Cussino, Italy
Pfe, Arne Pohja, Cussino, Italy

Pvi. Benjamin Presncli, Cassino, Haly
Pvt, Michacl Kron, Cassino, ltafy

Pvi. Paul E, Tavernaris, Cassine, Italy

S Sgt. Cecil E. Russell, Cassino, lialy

Pvt. Herman Bounds, Cassino, Italy

Pvi, Pele P. Navu, Cassino, Italy
Pvi. Parino Moss, Cassino, Italy
Sgt. Florian Schreiner, Cassino, Italy
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