



































































































































The “CO”, Capt. Robert E. Deyo. H&S lost him to Charley Company
in May 1945.
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to have an English band greet us at the dock. The ride on that quaint Eng-
lish train following donuts and coffee was another experience never to
forget.

At Delemere Park, we discovered that H&S would have to function as
Post headquarters. Administration was handled by S—1; the communi-
cations section operated the post switchboards while the maintenance
and supply sections performed their functions on a post-wide basis. There
were close to 5000 troops there too.

The traditional games had to be played with pounds, shillings and
pence, causing great confusion at first. This was only the beginning, for
we were to play, later, with French and Belgian francs, Dutch guilders
and pennies and German marks.

It was coldand the long wools felt good that morning in December when
we left Delemere for C—13, a staging area. We waited for our shipment
to the continent there in the mud, eating “‘C” rations and finally, on Christ-
mas eve, found ourselves, aboard a Liberty ship, after one good “dry run,”
of course.

Those “*C”’ rations were our Christmas dinner and we had more of the
same for the next five days until we arrived at Rouen and met up with the
advance party. We slept in pyramidal tents, if you could call it sleeping
in that freezing weather, that first night at Area “X.” The next day, we
convoyed to Block “B”’. Here we set up headquarters and a pup tent city
and bogged down in the cozy mud for the next week.

We froze some moreon thelong convoy thatfinally brought usto the
Maginot line. Living 70 feet below ground in the heated fort was a genuine
thrill after the previous few weeks. Sleeping bags and newly issued arc-
tics helped a lot to keep out the cold that constantly gnawed at us.

AtBouzonville we began to operateagain from our CP atthe old court-
house. It was good to have a warm billet. Of course, we won’t ever for-
get sweating out those 380 MM shells that Jerry lobbed in on us those
nights. That was our first air shelter experience. The only bad casualty
was Sadocchi who told us he was hit by a piece of falling plaster. There
were other versions to that story, though.

The next move brought us to Echt, Holland,and Spring weather. Here,
Col. Pearce undertook to “solve the billeting problem” by having the
motor pool construct him a deluxe house trailer that became the envy of
all who saw it. We always knew that the trailer would serve some useful

97



H &S relaxes in Ascheberg, Germany, April, 1945,

Motor pool buddies.
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purpose and it did, after the Col. left; it became a dispatcher’s office in
the motor pool.

A week in Germany early inMarchfound usliving inalarge castle. Lob-
berich seemed like a ghost town and the men in the motor pool will vouch
for-that, recalling their guard duty experiences in the big machine shop,
where they were billeted.

From Lobberich,we moved to Sittard,where the CP was set upinamona-
stery. Here we prepared for Operation Flashpoint (Rhine crossing). Then,
a secret convoy to Repelen where headquarters were set up in a house at
number 187 Adolf Hitler Strasse. Everything was so top secret just before
the crossing of the Rhine that it was rumored we’d have to remove the
house number from the CP.

There 'were many things to be done before the big operation and
many lectures and briefings, but finally, as in a dream, that terrifying
artillery barrage opened up and the big push was on.

From Repelen, we crossed the Rhine to Dinslaken where we were
billeted in duplex bungalows. Here we went to church Easter Sunday in a
shelltorn German church which wasstill decorated with wreathsand swasti-
kas. From Dinslaken bungalows to Bottrop apartment houses was next.
We stayed here just long enough for Boyer to develope his resounding
“Heh!” This was a noise he discovered he could make by breathing deeply,
cutting off his wind and jarring his stomach. He used that noise plenty
after that, too.

From Bottrop, we moved to a quaint little town, Ascheberg, where we
spent lots of time playing volley ball and baseball. We had some good
teams and came out well in the Battalion leagues. We rested here for
two weeks and then took off down the autobahn for Hamerstorf on April
27th. We crossed the Elbe, stayed overnight at Neu Gulze and proceeded
on to Gammelin, where V-E day found us.

Bockenem, our next home, was, by far, the nicest place we had lived in to
that time. Quarters were good and the food was fine, especially eating it
from real plates with civilians to wait on us. This didn’t last very long and
by the 7th of June we found ourselves living in quarters formerly occupied
by the German army, near Braunschweig.

Then, of course, there was Dessau, but the less said about Dessau, the
better. After all, you can nevertell who might get to read this story. The
Dessau “dry run’ was followed by another long trip to Alsbach and then
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S-4 Section shenanigans during the Rhine operation,

H &S Company's Battalion league volleyball champs.
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to Viernheim where the Battalion was finally scattered to the winds.

Now, it’s all overand the few of us who are left sit around like old men
and rehash all of the incidents that went into making our time spent in
H&S a lot of fun, all things considered. We’re sorry everything ended as
it did, but for many of us, civilians in uniform, our careers in the army en-
ded soon afterward. As civilians, we find that the memories of the old
outfit are more valuable now than ever before. But let’s hope they need
never re-activate the 187th again!
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MEDICAL AID MEN SERVED FAITHFULLY AND WELL ON EACH OPERATION,

THE STORY OF THE MEDICAL DETACHMENT

For the first six weeks of the Battalion’s existence medical needs
were met by medics of the 35th and 145th Engineers, sister battalions
in the 1122nd Combat Group.

On December 7, 1943, two years after Pearl Harbor, the 187th’s
medical detachment was activated by Capt, Walter Pendleton, MC, and 15
enlisted men transfered in from the 1st Medical Group, also stationed
at Camp White. So started the “pill rollers.”

Personnel turned over rapidly in the detachment thosefirst few months.
Capt. Pendleton was followed by Capt. ]. A. Van Beber and he turned over
his syringes to Lt. Charles Millard soon afterwards. “‘Doc” Millard became
well known in the Battalion as a man who could spot a goldbrick at 100
yards, Sick call suddenly levelled off the mornings of hikes or other ar-
duous training.

The New Year was ushered in with a bang at Camp White when
cavalrymen discovered they didn’t like engineers; a rough time was had
by all. The next day, a dental officer, Capt. Edward Benson, joined the
detachment, just in time to do a lot of work on loose teeth,

But he didn’t stay very long eitherand latein January of "44,2a new med-
ical officer, Capt. Glen Kent, and a new dental officer, Capt. Chester
Olson joined the detachment to carry on with basic training of the medics.

In:February, “Doc’’ Benson left for a cavalry group and 1st Lt
Thomas Witten joined the detachment to take permanent command.
While all this adjustment of officers was going on, the enlisted men of the
detachment were coming and going with all the regularity of a sick call
on the morning of an inspection. But by the end of February, the person-
nel of the medics became stabilized and medical basic training progressed
smoothly afterwards.

“Basic training for the medics was nothing like that of their fellow engin-
eers. Instead of firing M1’s, men of the detachment became sharpshooters
with 10cc syringes. A 19 gauge needle served them for “bayonet” prac-
tise, on a very professional level. Medics, too, hiked, pitched tents, dug
slit trenches and learned the rudiments of bivouac discipline.

By the:time the Battalion moved to Camp Howze, Texas, basic training
was finished and nine men of the detachment were declared full fledged
aid men to be attached one to each platoon of the line companies. They
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German officer “You can’t shoot me; I'm a medic!”’

The near shore from thé dike of the Rhine river, the morning
following the crossings.
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“Doc” McKay allegedly waved his medical identification card at this ‘

accompanied the platoons on barbed wire and mine field problems and
trudged aimlessly through the woods on those famous ‘‘let’s get lost”
problems.The other six medics manned the aid station, but all 15 contin-
ued their lessons in first aid and medical technique from “Doc’” Witten.
It was from Camp Howze, that Tec. 4 Koski and Pfc Ritter were sent out
as medical cadre for the activation of the 1272nd Eng’'r.Combat Bn.at Camp
Carson, Colorado.

In theWest Virginia maneuver area, the medics got their first taste
of field life and found that it was entirely bearable. Social life became the
order of the day, or rather, the night. A celebration was held when “Doc”
Witten made captain; the medics kept celebrating night after night at
the Rhythm Club. Delmar Thompson, Lyle Webb and Dick Sorrell soon
became fixtures at the bi-weekly American Legion dances. While at El-
kins, two of the medics, Kenneth Swec and John McConnell became: ill
and were sent to a general hospital.

Then came the move to Camp Pickett, and as usual the unit arrived
in a down-pour. At Pickett, the detachment lost its “topkick,” §/Sgt. Paul
Fort who was replaced by S/Sgt. Carl Blomquist. “Pappy” Fort was one
of the original members of the detachment, but so was “Bloomie’ and
all agreed that a better man couldn’t have been found for the job.

Medics went along for the ride to AP Hill and Staunton River park,
getting their fair share of rain, more rain, heat, dust and insects of all sizes,
shapes and varieties. This not being enough, there was the mock village
and close combat course to work out on.

Furloughs for the fortunate few became the order of the day, the last
before overseas shipment. A paternity sweepstakes also started and Capt.
Witten and Sgt. Blomquist raced across the finish line, the fathers of boun-
cing boys. Sgt. Haasch limped in a poor third, the sire of a pretty little
girl. Cigars all around for a week, celebrating, unknowingly, the addition
of 36 discharge points.

In September, Capt. Olson traded jobs with Capt. Warren McKay of
the 380th Eng’rs. and “Doc” McKay became our dentist from then on.The
combination of docs, Witten and McKay, was a perfect one for the detach-
ment. The two of them maintained morale at a high level throughout all
that followed.

Time for another move, this time to Fort Slocum, N. Y. All the
way up on the train,a voice shouted,“‘Hey doc, they’ve got lots of women
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“Mon Dieu, un autre fleuve!” - English translation: “My God,

“Bloomie”’
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another river!”

Braunschweig, Germany.
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there.” A more subdued voice answered, “Yeh, and they've got ships
there, too, big ones”. And so to the staging area.

At Slocum, it was “‘turn in this - check out that,” so the medics turned
in Delmar Thompson to the station hospital and checked out for New York
city. After taking several blood counts and killing two guinea pigs with
his blood, the hospital released Thompson and proclaimed him fit for over-
seas duty.

With typhus shots still stinging the arms of the medics, proving that
they could take it as well as dish it out, the detachment walked the
plank — destination unknown, but rumored aplenty.

“Merry Old England” was the next stop and a long train ride through
the night brought the detachment to Camp Delemere. Pfc Sorrell celebrated
by getting in the way of a draft and ending up in a hospital for a month.
Everyone agreed that it was only because Sorrell was in the medics that
he stayed as healthy as he did.

Medics found the girls of Weaverham very sociable. The “‘Hokie Pokie”
dance, a current rage, put a dent in linament stocks at the aid station.
London was another attraction, The story goes that Louis Sova visited
the Peek-a-Boo in London. When some shapely chorine danced to the
front of the stage, Louie hissed, “Any gum chum?”

Next came the transient camps. Medics drifted from one to another
and in the process, “‘drifted” acrass the English channel to Le Havre. Finally,
after what seemed like months of cold, freezing weather and mud, the
Battalion got to Bouzonville. Here was experienced the first shell fire,
but luckily there were no casualties.

Instead, the detachment worked night and day treating frostbite
and a siege of strange virus-borne sickness which started in Charlie
company and swept through the Battalion.

At Echt, Holland, the next long stop, the detachment picked up Pfc
Erwin Werth and lost “Gramps” Winn and Sgt. Richardson. Pfc. Fisher
joined about 2 month later, about the same time that Sgt. Haasch broke
his leg playing volly ball at Maeseyck, Belgium.

The big day of the Rhine crossing found the detachment’s aid station
set up in a sour kraut factory. The medics proved themselves on this
operatjon. Tec. 5 Maddox was wounded on the river bank;Tec. 5’s Delmar
Thompson and Webb did outstanding work in evacuation of the wounded
from the opposite shore. All warked like mad those first, bloody hours.
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CWO Donald Smith

Lt. Donald Knox

A PAIR OF “DONS"!

Depleted aid station supplies were no sooner replenished when the de-
tachment set up in an old store on the Rhine-Herne canal as the Bat-
talion attempted to bridge it in a sudden move with the 79th Division.
“Doc’” McKay and Pfc Fisher were later awarded the Silver Star medal
for their outstanding valor in bringing in the casualties under heavy
fire. All of the aid men performed magnificently; several of them went
sleepless until the entire job was completed.

The war speeded on to its conclusion and the medics kept moving
at the same rapid pace; Ascheberg, overnight stops on both shores of
the Elbe river, the war’s end at Gamelin, then Bockenem, Braun-
schweig and Dessau. Finally, to Alsbach and Viernheim.

In July, 1945, the detachment started todwindle away as Sgt. Blomquist
left for home to be discharged. Pfc Joe Sullivan and Tec. 5 Delmar
Thompson transfered to Seventh Army special service with the Batta-
lion show, Afl fa Fun “Sully” led the orchestra while Thompson stole
the show with his imitation of Frank Sinatra.

Early in Septemer the end came. “Doc” McKay and the other high-
pointers left for the States. “Doc” Witten joined a medical battalion.
The other medics were scattered among the detachments of several
other engineer battalions. The 187th Engineer Medical Detachnemt had
died, but its mourners were consoled by the fact that soon they would all
be part of a bright new endeavor that represented their futures in a world
at Peace.
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fg 187th ENGINEER COMBAT BATTALION
presents
" A MUSICAL COMEDY

ALL IN FUN

Eldon Rollo occupies bandléader Sullivan’s atten-
tion 100 per cent as “Sully’s Steady’.

E At the MUSIC HALL, Seckenheim, Germany, July 13, 14, 1945
2
% Produced and Directed by
5T}
|:1_: Tec. 5 Frank Orlando and Cpl. Eldon Rollo
Z
% Script by: Costumes by:
2 Cpl. Eldon S. Rollo Pfc William T. Pasceler, Jr.
% Tec. 5 Frank Orlando Pfc Joseph J. Spishock
i E’- Pfc William T. Pasceler, Jr. Tec. 5 Delmar E. Thompson
Tz
E E PROGRAMME
= 4
< = “Home Sweet Home” Opening Chorus
E = Ziegfield Dreams South American Way
o
9] < His Last Song Day at the Races
< The Gay Waltze One More, Please
}E} Lili Marlene Harlem Queen
2 Park-Tree-Bench Zee Artiste
§ Sully’s Steady Grand Finale
b
E
& ‘
= ‘B
&
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Gypsy Rose had nothing on Bill Nemeth

Delmar Thompson doés a Frank Sinatra

when it came to stripping!

ALL IN FUN ACCLAIMED AS SUPER SOLDIER SHOW !

complete to the vitamin pills!

.

ALL IN FUN CAST

Pfc David L. Brown

Cpl. William D, Clark

Pfc Kenneth W, Cummings
Pfc Valentine A. Czech

Pfc_ William E. DiBias

Pfc Guy W. Greene

Pfc Ralph V. Judd

Pfc Bill Nemeth

Pfc William T. Pasceler, Jr.
Tec. 5 Frank J. Orlando

Tec. 5 Jose ]. Rios

Cpl. Eldon S. Rollo

Pfc Carl F. Scheidenberger
Pfc William G. Shumake

Pfc Kenneth Spigarolo

Pfc Joseph Spishock

Cpl. Dale E. Thomas

Tec. 5 Delmar E. Thompson
Pfc Gustave F. Wagner
T/Sgt. Robert W. Wolfe

Master of ceremonies: Lt. MELVIN L. EPSTEIN

Specialties

: Lt. DONALD W. MATTHIAS

THE HERDBOOK ORCHESTRA

Pfc Joseph E. Sullivan, conducting

Violin:
Pfc Samuel Perlman

Trombone:
Sgt. Arthur Robitaille

Saxophones;
Pfc Osvaldo Cavazos, Alto

Pfc Frederick Goldyn, Tenor

Pfc Walter Cothary, Alto

Trumpets:
Tec. 5 Richard Krieger
Pfc Frankie Webster
Sgt. Derrel Lee

Rhythm:
T/Sgt. Ralph Howitt, Piano
Pfc Robert Fowler, Guitar

Pfc George Rivera, String Bass

Tee. 5 V. C. Johnson, Drums
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