












































































December 3,1942- ... we're all so darn mad at the civilians here 

we're about to explode. We've been treated the nastiest here of any 

place we've been- no one will take our checks, they tell us they don't 

want the Arrny in Charlotte, and numerous other things. The wives 

who tried to get gasoline were told they had to have records sent here 

from Va. They did, and then were told they had to get books at camp. 

So they went out there and of course, there was no ration board. Going 

back, they were told they'd have to appear before a special board 

which will meet in about three weeks - and they have absolutely no 

gas. Now to top it off, they have decided all Army vehicles can have 

only a gallon and a half, a day. The big equipment can't even get 

started on that. A fine lot of training the boys will get. I'm beginning to 

believe the Army should just quit if that's the kind of thing we're 

fighting for. A little taste of Hitler's government would be good for 

them. 

December 7, 1943 - Who knows- things may go on for months 

the way they have been the past sever;al months. It isn't at all likely, 

but one never knows. Then too, there's always a remote chance that Bob 

would be transferred to some new unit - and would be permanently 

stationed for a time. I can't run out on him now- nor do I want to start 

something I'd have to stay with should it be possible for me to be with 

him instead. So-, I'm really in a pickle! 

Later - Bob came in at that point- so we have argued back and 

forth- vice and vice versa- etc and etcetera- and have decided I'm 

going to stay here until the last dog is hanged. The separation, when it 

comes will be too long anyway. I do appreciate your looking up all 

these things for me. . .. There will be work of some kind for me when I 

get back. Possibly I can do dental assisting until another something 

comes up. I'm confident my job is here for the present. 

In a letter written by JRN from Charlotte, North Carolina, to his parents: 

December 12, 1942 - It still rains here nearly every day and the 

mud is slick and gooey. We made a 12 mile tactical march yesterday 

and boy did I get a case of the sniffles. I can't get over this cold at all. 

All I need to do is get damp and my nose runs and runs. 

We got a big bang out of the clippings. One of the things I miss 

most is sound editorial comment. These radical southerners hate with a 
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blind passion or speak wild and foolishly. A rational person is an 

oddity in this part of the world. 

After this mess is over I would write a book if I could only spell. 

This army offers all the necessary background for an infinite number of 

stories of the O'Heruy style. Does your club, Mother, approve of 

O'Heruy? 

Dad, I still wear the same caps I wore when I joined in April 

'41. The only difference, they now cover a wealth of gray hair instead 

of jet black. The authority I exercise daily might lead one to believe I 

was a bit of a prude at times, but the effect on 700 or so of a wrong 

decision usually has first consideration, even though the decision is 

made in the batting of an eye. There is one thing for certain. You soon 

learn to think on your feet, or you fail miserably. I do not consider 

myself a failure yet. 

January 4, 1943 
99th Infantry Division began basic training 

, In a letter written by Joyce from Charlotte, North Carolina to JRN's parents: 

January 2, 1943- We have just found out that the government 

has ordered travel pay from California to Virginia illegal - and all 

those paid must refund it. That includes us. 

February 1943 
JRN - Back to Ft. Bliss, Texas, as ExO and then later CO of the 161st 

Engineer Squadron (changed to 161st Airborne Engineer 
Battalion) and moved to Ft. Carson, Colorado 

In letters written by Joyce from El Paso, Texas to JRN's parents: 

February 26, 1943 - We got here this morning at 5 am. 

March 1, 1943 - Both El Paso and Ft. Bliss are just the same as 

before. Both look awfully good to us, but we wish we knew what we are 

going to do. 
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March 9,1943- I met the troop train-the 8th has arrived! 

They certainly looked good to me! They have moved into their old 

area and the 161st is now down in Isleta with some Air Corps group. 

They get in every night though. Oh yes, Gen. Swift personally greeted 

the 8th and had the 5th Cav. band on hand. 

March 12, 1943 - OfficeJ;S have been traded back and forth 

between the 8th and the 161st until I don't know who is what anymore. 

They are try to bring the 8th up to strength. Lt. Col. Ellison wants as 

many bachelors as possible, so has taken all the bachelors and some of 

the married from the 161st (total of eleven). In addition,. we now have 

Roussel, Skaggs, Morrow and Lovett with us in the 161st. 

March 23,1943- Right now I have a bunch of unhappy wives on 

my hands. They're all new to the Army game and since Bob has taken 

over, have had their first taste of "overnight problems" and starting 

today, a four day field problem. They think it's horrible and I'm 

surprised the trouble I am having convincing them that it's better they 

know a little about how to fight in case they do see active service. 

April3, 1943 
99th Infantry Division completed basic training at Camp Van Dom, 

Mississippi 

April 3, 1943 - The 8th is in the field this week. Bob had 

planned to take the 161st back out next week, but has postponed it until 

after the 8th is moved back. 

April 8, 1943- Bob brought home the news, possibly you've 

already guessed; yes, we have warning orders for another move. We 

don't know just when- but soon. The orders are restricted, so don't "be 

telling." You see, although I can't tell you where we're to go, you'll 

know just as well as if I had it down in black and white -when I merely 

say it is the same place we went the last time we left here. Isn't that 

perfect hell! 

April1.4! 1943- As for the subject you are anxious to know more 

about, I have nothing to report. 

34 



April 22, 1943 - More darned excitement around here. 

Yesterday our warning orders for Indio were canceled . ... Also, today we 

got another set of orders. These came from Washington and await only 

the approval of the Commanding General of the 3rd Army to get us 

moving. Of course, he might not approve- and then here we'd be again. 

However it looks pretty definite and the Major has been packing his 

things tonight. These orders aren't restricted so I'll say we'll be living 

closer to you than we have at any time. The station is to be Camp 

Gruber, 18 miles from Muskogee. 

April 23, 1943 - Do you know of a nice, calm, quiet insane 

asylum where I could go for the duration- and jabber and rave with all 

the other maniacs? I'm in the mood!!! 

Yes, our orders for Camp Gruber, Muskogee, Oklahoma, were 

cancelled today. We "hear" that our orders for someplace else are in 

the mail and should be here in a day or two. 

The gals in the 8th aren't very nice about it anymore. You see, 

they have portioned out our houses among them- and are anxious for us 

to get gone. 

April29, 1943- This has been a horrible day - but it's about 

over. The packers and storage people will be here tomorrow morning. 

In a letters written by Joyce from Colorado Springs, Colorado, to JRN's parents: 

May 1, 1943 - End of the trail and a bunch of tired people after 

driving Thursday afternoon until Friday at 5:30pm - straight through. 

Don't know if Bob has arrived or not 

JuneS, 1943 
395th Combat Team demonstration by Col. A. J. Mackenzie, CO 

June 25,1943 
JRN - ExO of 324th Engineer Combat Battalion, Camp Van Dorn, 

Mississippi 
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August 1, 1943 
MG Lawrence departed to become the commander of the Infantry 

Replacement Center at Camp Roberts, California 

August 2, 1943 
BG Walter C. Lauer arrived at Camp Van Dom to become the CG 

from 3rd Division Chief of Staff Africa 

August 14, 1943 
"D" series maneuvers start 
BG Edwin L. Sibert, Division Artillery departed the 99th for G-2 

SHAEF 

September5,1943 
"D" series maneuvers completed 

September 16, 1943 
99th Infantry Division departed Camp Van Dom for Louisiana 

maneuvers 

September 20, 1943 
99th Infantry Division crossed into Louisiana, maneuvers began 

October 3, 1943 
Col. Paul R. Davison replaced Col. David Craig as Chief of Staff 
BG Frederick N. Black replaced BG Sibert as Division Artillery CO 

~ovember15,1943 
First members of the 99th Infantry Division crossed into Texas 

~ovember 1943 
99th Infantry Division arrived at Camp Maxey, Texas 
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January 1944 
JRN - Assumed command of the 99th Infantry Division's 324th 

Engineer Combat Battalion from Lt. Col. Roland Stenzel 

In a letter written by JRN to Frank Kyser- September 2, 1988: 

I remember the Bugs Bunny paintings of Baehr and Dickey that 

were to teach my soldiers to zip their lips. They were not too successful. 

Most learned to say "What's up, Doc?" 

March 1944 
3000 men from A.S.T.P. received to replace soldiers transferred after 

the Louisiana maneuvers 
Training for PQM qualifications 

In letters written by Joyce from Hugo, Oklahoma, to JRN's parents: 

May 3, 1944 -Bob got in tonight for the first time this week. 

The Camp was flooded, several roads damaged, etc., so the poor 

engineers have, as usual, been working 36 hours a day. 

May 9, 1944- Letters from the 8th arrived in a bunch - and we 

are plenty glad to see them. They all report just crawling out of fox 

holes, written April 1 to 15, and related various reactions. The 8th was 

. all split up, a small part going with each landing force. Lt. Col. Ellison 

wrote a nice general picture of the entire campaign and gave out with 

the simply amazing "casualty list." One officer had a slight foot 

wound, already back on duty, and five enlisted men killed. The first to 

fall was Bob's driver. The D.S.C.'s were being handed out generously­

one of the first going to an Old Time Sgt. of the Motor Pool who 

"mothered" Bob all the time he was with them. 

August1944 
"1Jox Factory" started, referenced Battle Babies, p 102 

System developed by JRN 

Basic box- 24 I x 24 I x 36 ',color-coded corners 

37 



Each type of company (unit) packed exactly the same 

After the 324th shut down the box factory at Maxey it turned in the two 

construction saws that were utilized to build the wood structures at the northeast 

Texas camp, just a few miles north of Paris. I packed my own gear in some of these 

same boxes and prepared to go overseas. 

September 10, 1944 
Departure of the 99th Infantry Division from Camp Maxey began 

September15,1944 
99th Infantry Division arrived at Camp Miles Standish, 

Massachusetts 

September29,1944 
JRN - Departed Camp Miles Standish for England on the SS 

Argentina 

Army transport - George W. Goethal 

Ex-freighters - Explorer, Excelsior, and Exchequer 

Luxury Liner - Argentina - 393th Infantry Regiment, 324th Engineer 

Combat Battalion, and 370th Field Artillery Battalion 

October 10, 1944 
Arrive in England 
Division assembled in Dorsetshire in Southern England 

October 19, 1944 
Staff and Command meeting - Crossing the Channel 

At Division Headquarters, a Staff and Command meeting was held to advise 
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the Commanders on the details of our cross-channel move to France and on to the 

east. The meeting was conducted by Services of Supply (SOS) personnel and its 

theme was, "Don't ask us, we'll tell you what you need to know." How un­

American. 

Our Chief of Staff, Col. Paul R. Davison, in the absence of Maj. Gen. Walter 

Lauer, presided over the meeting. When the SOS had completed its instruction, the 

Chief called an adjournment but announced only a ten minute break for the 

Commanders of the 99th Infantry Division. When the meeting reconvened the 

SOS personnel were absent and we received our instructions. 

Instruction #1: When you receive the alert for your unit, do as you are 

instructed. Don't ask questions; just comply, and trust these SOS people. 

Remember they have done this several times. 

Instruction #2: Don't think, don't question, and don't suggest. When you 

are on the soil of the continent, just quickly and quietly reassume your commands. 

Instruction #3: When you are reassembled and ready to travel, you will be 

furnished strip maps that will tell you where to go and how you will get there. The 

route will not be identified. Strip maps will be furnished one per vehicle. The 

route will end somewhere and there you will find your advance party. 

In closing the meeting, Col. Davison remarked, "You know as much as I do 

about when, we know in general where, we know why, but as of now we don't need 

to know how or what. I'll see you all on the other side, keep us inf<?rmed. 

You· are dismissed." 

November 1, 1944 
"Be ready to move" 

There was no apparent action for several days. Physical exercise and the 
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receipt of the last items of equipment occupied each day. Then on November 1, 

1944, from Division came the first word. "Be ready to move on six hours notice, 

that is all," signed for the Commanding GeneraL Norman G-3. Derrick's six hours 

started at 0930 hrs. At 1230 hrs. we received orders by motorcycle messenger to 

move to Camp-13, by route 13, ·Jnitial Point (IP) time 1400 hrs. What happened to six 

hours notice? A call to G-3 informed them of our alert condition. A return call 

"Corrects order." Time at IP was changed to 1800 hrs. The order went to Cpt. Art 

Harverstick's A Company (Able), Cpt. Bill Wasko's B Company (Baker), and Capt. 

Bernard Loftfield's C Company (Charlie). Able was to follow Cpt. Louis Eble's H/S 

Company (How), then Baker, and last Charlie. 

We crossed the IP at 1900 hrs. Able joined the column on schedule as did 

Baker, but Charlie decided to "eat on the ground" and was late. However, Charlie 

got into the column before How got to the final control point at the entrance to 

Camp-13. Camp-13 turned out to be a British operation that shipped out th!ough 

the port of Southampton. 

November2, 1944 
Camp-13, Southampton 

The luminous bands on my GI watch indicated that it was 0200 hrs., so it was 

now November 2, 1944. We passed through a pair of massive gates and parked 

bumper to bumper alongside a large warehouse-type building with a wall of new, 

large, roll-up doors. The doors were open but everything was blacked out. 

An Englishman with a cat-eye flashlight passed our vehicle, "Dismount all 

and enter at the nearest door, except the driver and the other in the seat next to the 

driver. Trailers will travel hitched to their truck, engineer heavy equipment on its 

own trailer counts as a vehicle." He repeated this same instruction at each vehicle. 
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A work party appeared and started measuring the trucks and trailers. They prepared 

a list with the vehicle hood number, the names of the two men who would travel 

with it, the trailer number, and the overall length. 

We dismounted and entered the building. We stood in the dark but before 

long the doors unrolled down. I glanced at my watch again; it was 0230 hrs. I heard 

the vehicles outside cranking-up and they left. I did not know it but they would not 

be seen again until daylight on the 3rd of November 1944, in France. 

The lights in the building came on, barely, and our eyes adjusted to the low 

light. A gentleman with a clipboard announced, "We will prepare a passenger list. 

You will fall in under the letter of your last name." I moved to the letter N. "You 

will arrange yourselves alphabeti.cally by last name, by second letter or third letter if 

necessary. Some names alphabetically by first names. You know, Bob Smith on the 

right of Richard Smith and so forth." This administrative action took until 0300 

hrs. and then our leader announced, "Follow n;te." 

The lights went out and we passed through a swinging door, walking for 

several minutes until we arrived at a group of small Quonset huts. Inside were 

wood-framed canvas bunks, two high. The man at the door counted in forty men 

and then said "No more, please. Breakfast will be at 0545 hrs., with mess kits. Sleep 

well, you will be called, knocked up in plenty of time." 

The outside door closed. American blacked-out flashlights appeared in 

increasing numbers as bunk space became occupied. 

The time between 0300 hrs. and 0545 hrs. passed in an instant. At 0600 hrs. I 

became aware that How Co., at least the part of it I was with was getting up, so I sat 

up and obtained my mess kit from my musette bag and my canteen cup from the 

canteen carrier on my pistol belt; shortly I was ready to traveL The mess hall turned 

out to be just a short distance away in another small Quonset hut. It was set up just 
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as a field kitchen was supposed to be. 

Hot soapy water first, with brushes for scrubbing as necessary, then a boiling 

hot first rinse, followed by boiling water again; all three in standard GI cans sitting 

on gasoline field heaters, under the roof of an open shed. After the boiling water 

burned your fingers and you waved the mess kit dry, you entered the dimly lighted 

kitchen mess hall through a blackout door. 

The breakfast was US Army menu as prepared by the British: pancakes, 

choice of sausage or bacon, toast and embalmed butter, jelly of choice, and coffee 

with cream and sugar or black. As each man finished eating he left the mess area 

through a blackout door at the opposite end of the tube. The same equipment for 

cleaning mess gear was provided with a fourth GI can added for scraps. An 

individual inspected your "leavings" for wasted food. If in his opinion you had 

been wasteful you were lectured: "Everything you eat here and over there has to be 

shipped. Do you want to be the cause of a ship being sunk? Take all you want, but 

eat what you take. Waste not." This individual made his speech every now and 

then, even if there was no one scraping. He certainly gave himself no chance to 

When I arrived back in the sleeping tube a new individual with a new speech 

, was getting us packed and ready to travel. He repeated his speech at frequent 

intervals, "Police up your gear; be ready to move out. You can't return for what you 

have mislaid. You will not pass this way again." 

At 0730 hrs. the door to the tube opened and a new escort instructed us, 

"Walk in file, and we'll be on with it." After a short interval of time, during which 

we walked in file, one behind the other with no particular interval between us., we 

arrived at the same structure, or one just like it, where we checked in earlier that 
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We entered through a blackout door and were guided to the sort out area. A 

.. new face was speaking. "Place yourselves under the letter of your last name, same 

game as when you arrived. At each letter is a box of special chalk, when you are 

checked off, you will receive your loading number. Put the number on your 

helmet, both sides, about five inches high with the chalk and then put it back in the 

box. II After this activity we had to keep our helmets on for the rest of the 

movement. 

Two individuals, one with a clipboard and one an interrogator moved slowly, 

starting at location A, then moving on to B, and then C, D, and E. I thought, "Gee, 

I'm glad my name's not Zumwalt. II 

After the helmet number exercise came the obliteration of our Dauntless 

insignia. Opaque tape was issued to cover the painted insignia on the front of each 

_ helmet The insignia on the shoulder of the field jacket could be either covered by 

tape or removed, individual's preference. 

The clock was moving very slowly and it seemed to move even more slowly 

as the men started moving to the available latrines to meet nature's demands for 

attention. 

Eventually, the dock indicated that it was 1145 hrs. and an individual arrived 

with sack lunches, drinking water, and coffee. The instructions were to eat in place . 

. ·Two sandwiches, one Spam and one corned beef, also an orange or an apple or two 

plums. We were to pack away that which was not eaten, to save it for evening. 

"Your next meal will be in France, if you make it." 

I managed to eat one sandwich, the Spam one, and the apple, and had a cup of 

the black coffee. I emptied my canteen and refilled it with Southampton water. 

The lunch period dragged on. It was approaching 1400 hrs. before any of the 

When the two with the clipboard reappeared, they 
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announced that we had ten minutes to police and pack up, but they didn't tell us it 

was only for dog tag conformation. Starting with the first A, each man presented his 

dog tags to the reader, who announced to the clipboard the last name and the army 

serial number. The last name had to match the helmet number and the alphabetical 

name on the clipboard's list. The clock read 1600 hrs. when this was finished. 

At 1630 hrs. we were instructed to fail-in in file with gear, weapons slung 

across the body and over the shoulder. The line formed and when completed, a 

roll-up door went up and we saw the side metal of what had to be a small ship. We 

turned left to the north and walked in file for ten minutes or so. We approached an 

unkempt ship, a true rust bucket docked with its bow to the south so that the 

starboard side was against the dock. A walk-up ramp was in place. The ship's name 

was the Empire Lance. For an instant the thought of going AWOL flashed through 

my mind. But then I reasoned, maybe it was a type of camouflage; it wouldn't be 

here if it wasn't a sea-worthy ship. By then I was at the top of the gangway and I 

turned sharp right and then left and then went down the short ramp to the deck. 

The solid rail was about four or five feet above the top deck. 

Somewhere along the line, someone noted my helmet number and that it 

was in the correct sequence. I was aboard a tramp steamer and it was to get me to the 

Le Havre Harbor during the night. As previously instructed, I didn't question 

anything, but my faith was severely tested. 

There didn't appear to be any other unit on board and that proved to be the 

case. The Empire Lance got underway about 1730 hrs. After casting off from the 

dock, a single small tug guided her into the lane of southbound traffic. 

The Empire Lance was the property of the East Indian Trading Company, on 

lease to the British Crown. The crew members were all natives of India; the ship's 

officers had all been educated in England. The public address system talked in "the 
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King's English. If Shortly after casting off, the polished voice of the Captain invited 

all the officers aboard to move to the deck cabin for the crossing. Everyone would 

stay inside until it was totally dark. We did not wish to make it easy for Mr. Hitler's 

submarines. 

The Isle of Wight slipped by on our starboard side and before long there was 

no England visible to the port side of the Lance, only water, the ocean water of the 

south end of the English Channel. By 1900 hrs. it was totally dark. The ship's 

engines came to life. A constant rhythmic vibration began as the torque turned the 

propeller at a greater RPM. We were under way, for better or for worse. 

Presently, the voice of the ship's Captain spoke. f!You may travel on the open 

deck but no smoking. I say again, no smoking in the open night. Go and come 

through the blackout door. We should stand off Le Havre Harbor just before 

midnight. You will be prepared to disembark at once on my instructions. If 

At about 2300 hrs. the ship's propulsion power was cut back and the Lance 

faced north. A bluish light blinked off the starboard bow. We had to be standing off 

Le Havre Harbor. A voice came on the loud speaker and as it spoke in a unknown 

tongue, selected crew members moved to the sheep pen on the bow deck. By the 

numbers in that unknown tongue, they removed the tarpaulin that covered a rope 

net. 

Yes, we were going to disembark over the starboard side. The crew team 

installed the netting. It was made of at least one-inch rope and was possibly twenty 

feet wide. They fastened it to the deck tie-downs, manhandled the bundle onto the 

rail, and then controlled its descent with two ropes that were attached at about the 

one-third points of its width. 

The captain spoke again in his Oxford English, f!Please, everybody line up in a 

column, ten wide. Be sure all your gear is slung over your shoulders so it can't slip 
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off because your neck is in the way. Check your weapon's sling, check the frogs and 

keepers. A landing craft of the sort available will tie up along side. How many it 

will carry, you will just have to wait until its skipper tells us. The crafts come in all 

sizes." 

The sound of an approaching craft completed the Captain's speech, but not for 

long. The Captain spoke again, "The Boche let us have a clean trip over. If you 

enjoyed your trip, recommend us to rour friends. But remember, we only transport 

passengers west to east. You have been splendid sports, let's see how you handle the 

net. " 

A face appeared over the rail and spoke to a crew member. It then 

disappeared and the crewman watched over the rail. He tumed and signaled the 

starter. The first ten men moved to the net, climbed up the rail, stopped at the top, 

turned about and started down. Looked easy, most of the troops practiced this at 

Camp Maxey. I now wished I had. 

The second ten moved out; they climbed. We of the third ten moved forward 

before the second ten was out of sight. We executed as if we had practiced for a 

week. At least the net was dry. The craft took on about eighty. The skipper signaled 

with a cut across his throat. The ninth ten was held up. 

The Lance crew pulled the net up out of the landing craft and we parted 

company. As we pulled out into the black night, a similar craft took our place. 

We traveled for about ten minutes. A bull hom spoke, "Brace for 

grounding." The motors sped up, then cut back to idle. The bow went aground. 

The jar wasn't too bad. 
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November 3, 1944 
Le Havre Harbor and on to Aubel, Belgium 

The bow ramp dropped. Since there was no splash, we should have dry feet. 

We did. A guide with a cat-eye flashlight awaited us. We moved out a ways and 

then waited for the others. I looked again at my issue watch, it indicated 0030 hrs. It 

was November 3, 1944. I was safely on the continent of Europe in the country of 

liberated France. 

By 0115 hrs. all the passengers who crossed on the Empire Lance were ashore. 

Our guide then advised, "We will take a little hike to get out of the Boche's port 

target area." It was not hard to move rapidly to get out of a bomb target area. Until 

that moment, though, the only American soldier I could remember referring to the 

German enemy as the ''Boche" was our commanding general, General Lauer. 

At about 0130 hrs. we arrived at an assembly area and parked there were most 

of our vehicles. It appeared that most of our equipment had crossed ahead of us. 

Maj. Sam Perrine (S-3) and Capt. Eble were requested to determine what, if anything, 

was missing. The guide instructed us to move out by 0200 hrs. for the bivouac at 

Forges, a distance of about 67 miles based on the strip map that CWO Alex Lindner 

(Personnel Officer) had been provided. (Appendix D). For the first time we knew 

where we were supposed to go next: Aubel, Belgium, about 16 miles northeast of 

Liege. The map indicated a total trip distance of 320.5 miles. 

We thanked the guide and at 0200 hrs. we started the motors. Capt. Eble and 

CWO Lindner led us out of the assembly area with headlights burning bright. Our 

map instructed us to turn them off at Namur, only cat-eye lights would be used 

from Liege to Aubel. Where did the guide with the cat-eye flashlight go? 

The trip moved slowly. We arrived at Forges at 0430 hrs. and followed the 

signs for highway N321, more or less to the south. The signs indicated the rest 
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point, (RP), and we turned off the road. Guides placed our vehicles in rows facing 

north, ready to continue on. We were issued C rations and were told we would 

have a hot meal at Bapaume, about 80 miles northeast. We were to depart for the 

Bapaume camp at 0600 hrs. and would pass from SOS to United States Army Europe 

control at a checkpoint east of Valenciennes at the French-Belgium border. 

We rolled on time. Although local traffic built up as daylight developed, by 

1100 hrs. we had arrived at the bivouac area at Bapaume. The hot meal of C rations 

was ready for us. The camp commander had no road clearance for us to continue to 

Aubel so he told us, "Settle down and get some rest. You still have about 160 miles 

to traveL" 

While eating my hot meal I was advised that Art Harverstick's Able Co. had 

arrived and was in the next section of the camp. Bill Wasko's Baker Co. arrived 

about 45 minutes later and Bem;:trd Loftfield's Charlie Co. was only a few minutes 

behind Bill's last vehicles. At about 1600 hrs. CWO John Hayes (Motor Warrant 

Officer) arrived with the 4-ton wrecker escorting three duece-and-a-halfs that had to 

fall out during the march. 

Word was received to be prepared to continue the motor march to Aubel at 

0600 hrs. on November 4th. The word was passed to CWO Hayes and before long all 

four motor sections were busy supervising the servicing of their vehicles. 

With the arrival of CWO Hayes at Bapaume, I assumed, erroneously, that all 

elements of the 324th were in camp. Short was the C Co. dozer, trailer, and prime 

mover as well as three other deuce-and-a-halfs. I did not learn of this shortage 

until late January, 1945. 

As evening turned into night only a few pup tents were pitched. Most men, 

it appeared, would just as soon sleep under the stars. At 0300 hrs. we were advised 

that "your motor march" would cross the IP at 0630 hrs. All elements were 
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instructed to feed breakfast, our first self-prepared meal in Europe, at 0430 hrs. and 

that kitchens would roll with the companies, as usual. 

By 0615 hrs. the serials of the march unit were ready to roll out and by 0630 

hrs. all were headed for Aubel. 

Most of the staff section jeeps were leading their deuce-and-a-half's. The 

battalion headquarters was following the headquarters company's kitchen and 

supply trucks. As the point reached Cambrai, the 324th was stretched out over about 

five miles of French highway N29. As we continued on to Valenciennes, still on 

N29, we crossed a World War I battle area that contained wreckage from World War 

II as well, mostly destroyed German armor. I saw nothing for CWO Hayes to strip 

for parts. 

We traveled on through Valenciennes on N29 until we were about four 

miles north and one mile east; there we stopped at the French-Belgian border. We 

had arrived at our last checkpoint. Somewhere between Bapaume and this 

checkpoint I had decided that I wasn't needed in the convoy, so I had AI Botti, my 

driver, pull up to the head of the column. I req~ested that CWO Lindner make a 

carbon copy of his strip map. Then I walked back along the vehicles to the S-3 

section and its lead jeep. Maj. Perrine occupied the right hand seat. Already, he had 

his pipe fired up. "Sam, it's rumored that you need additional training as a convoy 

commander and besides that, I don't want the job! At this point we enter the back 

door of First Army and leave SOS." 

"Well-Sir--can I have Thomas to help me?" 

"Well--yes, you may need some of his capabilities to interpret our enemy's 

intentions." 

"Well- tell him he has to ride with me. Then Sgt. Brown will get to ride in a 

front seat." 
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Capt. Thomas Feeney (S-2) left his jeep on the wave of my hand. "Capt. 

Feeney reporting, Sir." 

'Tom, you have been appointed deputy convoy commander to Sam and you 

will ride in Sam's jeep. Learn all you can, the next trip may be your's." 

"What happens to Sgt. Brown?" 

"He will ride in your S-2 vehicle. Any other questions?' 

Capt. Feeney, "No more questions." 

Maj. Perrine, "Just one more question, sir. What are you going to do and 

where will you be?" 

'That's two questions. Ahead on the road to Aubel or behind, with Hayes 

and the wrecker." 

"Sir. Don't you worry about a thing." 

"What, me worry?" 

As I walked back to my jeep, Botti was looking at the carbon copy strip map 

prepared by the most efficient personnel officer. "Botti, can we get there with that 

piece of paper?" 

"Yes, if it doesn't get wet." 

And so at the appointed hour, Capt. Eble's jeep moved through the IP and 

Botti with him. Very shortly, I gave the signal to break out of the column and pass 

the leader. I waved as we passed Capt. Eble's jeep, but was completely ignored. I 

looked back and Maj. Perrine and Capt. Feeney were placing their jeep in the space 

we had just created. 

In Belgium the road signs were still in French, but I noticed that the French 

highway N29 was now Belgium N22. In the draft of the jeep's 35 mph speed, I asked 

Botti for the map. In due course he removed it from his field jacket. The map 

confirmed that we were to be on N22 and would continue on it to Namur. I started 
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adding: 14 to Mons plus 10 to Binche plus 13 to Charleroi plus 24 to Namur, a total 

of 61 miles. We should be there in two hours. Then I noticed the title to the map, 

'Traffic Headquarters, First US Army. Bapaume to Aubel, 04-11-44, for Dauntless." 

"Botti, if this map is for us we must be Dauntless." 

"If you say so, Sir." 

"But all of the 99th will use this route, with the date changed. Therefore, the 

99th must be Dauntless." 

"If you think so, Sir." Then I noticed we were passing through Binche. A 

small sign, about 10 inches by 12 inches, displayed an arrow, pointing up, and the 

word, "Dauntless." 

"Botti, Dauntless is the route we follow to locate our advance party." 

At Namur, N22 changed to N17 and the signs guided us correctly and quickly 

through the city and on to Huy. At Huy the signs placed us on N43 headed for 

Liege. As we crossed the Meuse River to the south side, the countryside was no 

longer agricultural and we saw more and more industry as the ro~d followed the 

Meuse. ·At Liege we followed the Dauntless signs through the maze of this ancient 

city's intersections and came out as the map indicated on N3. We quickly covered 

the eleven miles to the village of Battice, where the Dauntless signs took us off of 

N3 to a local road for the five miles to Aubel, even though our map showed Aubel 

to be on N3. 

Moving slowly up the main street of Aubel, Mike Korley spotted a sign with 

an arrow that read "Dauntless AP." We turned in to a very narrow asphalt 

driveway which turned out to be the entrance to an estate with a large, a very large 

house-type structure. At the entrance was a small Dauntless sign. 

Botti stopped the jeep without instruction and I dismounted and entered. 

The first individual I saw was Lt. Col. Warren Simpson, Headquarters 
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Commandant, 99th Infantry Division. 

"Hey, Simp, where's Norman?" 

"You mean, Baldy." 

"Maybe, if that's what you call my Exec." 

'That's it. He's in the mess hall. He hasn't missed a meal with us since we 

left Maxey. Just follow your nose, we're having boiled cabbage for lunch. You 

know, practicing to live off the land." 

I smelled no cabbage but found the mess area without any trouble by tracing 

the odor of stove-burned gasoline to the kitchen and then turning left into a large, 

hall-type room. Sure enough, I saw Maj. Norman Lovett along with the G-3 and G-

4 of Dauntless, Lt. Col. Daniel Norman and Lt. Col. Roy Ross. Norm saw me and 

screamed out, "What are you doing here already?" 

My reply was not thought out. "Major, you know how fast I walk." 

"We had a call from Army when you left, Bapaume. You are about three 

hours early." 

"I just decided Sam needed more experience commanding Engineer convoys. 

So I turned the battalion over to him and came on ahead. You keep riding these 

advance parties and you'll wake up in S-3." 

Col. Norman decided it was time to interrupt, and so he did. "My good 

colonel, why don't you eat a bite and then go into Germany and visit with Col. 

Young, the Jayhawk Engineer, you will find him in Kornelimunster at Jayhawk 

Tac." 

"Sounds like it might be interesting. Is this a Dauntless order or just fatherly 

advice?" 

"Neither, but Roy and I can supervise Norm when your people get here. He 

already knows where they go and why, when they arrive. It's all advance party 
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business; that's what we came here to do. But you have time to eat. It will take only 

a couple of hours to go and come back; if you make it." 

A plate of heated C-rations and a cup of coffee was handed me. "Courtesy of 

CoL Simpson/ stated the kitchen orderly. I thanked the orderly and instructed him 

to extend my thanks to Col. Simpson. He "yes sir-ed" and departed as did Col. Ross 

and Col. Norman, with the lame excuse that they had work waiting. 

After the two G's disappeared, Maj. Lovett and I talked Engineer talk as I ate 

my lunch, particularly the trip through Camp-13 and the over-the-side of the 

Empire Lance. During this talk I asked Norman the why of his nickname, Baldy/ as 

Col. Simpson had identified him. "It's because of the lack of hair on the scar on the 

top of my head. The hair never grew back after the skin healed." With that 

explanation the conversation moved on to. my plans for the afternoon. 

"I think I'll locate Kornelimunster and Jayhawk Tac, go through the 

destroyed city of Aachen, turn right and go about six miles. Want to go along?" 

"Not particularly. I need to be here when Sam arrives. I'll show you where 

the battalion and H/ S will be when you get back." 

I finished the corned beef hash and coffee and we left the Dauntless AP and 

wandered out into Aubel. I noted that the jeep was parked beside a structure. It 

followed me as I walked with Maj. Lovett to the several buildings the Engineer 

Battalion would occupy upon arrival. Maj. Lovett explained that the men would 

pitch tents in the apple orchards. Having determined where I was to live, I turned 

and signaled Botti to close up. 

With an informal "See you after while," Maj. Lovett and I parted, me to the 

jeep and the Major, back towards the Dauntless AP. 

Botti's "Where to, Sir?" brought me back to the present. 

"Do you know how to get to Kornelimunster?" 

53 



Botti, "No, where is it?" 

"It's southeast of Aachen, so you turn around and go back to Battice. At the 

sign that reads "Aachen, Henri Chapelle~" tum left. At Aachen look for Jay hawk 

Tac signs. We're going to visit the V Corps Engineer's office. We'll just follow the 

signs." 

From the jeep's rear seat, our radio operator Walt Williams was heard from, 

"If the 99th is Dauntless and VII Corps is Jayhawk, who are we?'' 

"Who knows, I forgot to ask at Dauntless AP. I'll find out when I get to 

Jay hawk." 

At Henri Chapelle a road split from N3 toward the north and there was a sign 

that read, "Jayhawk Cemetery- 4 miles- Graves Registration Unit." As we 

approached the intersection a 2-1/2 ton truck going west on N3 turned right, its 

bumper identification read, "lA 7C GRll." Its rear opening canvas was in place and 

closed. 

"Anyone want to bet what's in that truck?" 

Botti, "It's probably not rations." 

From the rear seat, "They probably don't need rations any more." 

From me, "All bets are off." 

As we approached the German border, it was apparent that the Belgium 

countryside had been fought over twice. The old, weathered, unrepaired damage 

from the German advance through Belgium could be seen as well · as the very recent 

damage caused when the 1st Division, with the aid of allied air, drove the Germans 

back into Germany in September. 

At the German border we entered the city of Aachen. No one was manning 

the destroyed city gates. No civilians were seen. A Jayhawk Tac sign directed us to 

proceed east on the dozer-cleared road. Military bulldozers had stacked the rubble 
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from Aachen's destruction as high as the tops of the first floors on both sides of the 

street. Military traffic was moving smoothly in both directions. As Highway N3 

turned left to the NE, a road intersection through the right rubble pile pointed SE. A 

sign read, "Komelimunster- 6 km" and another sign read, "Jayhawk Tac" with an 

arrow pointing straight ahead. 

Soon we were out of the destroyed city and in open farmland again. We 

traveled past the village of Brand, or what was left of it. The next village sign read, 

"Korneli.munster." The Jayhawk Tac signs led to what appeared to be a three-story 

school building standing alone in an open area. 

Botti stopped at the entrance and I dismounted, telling him to find coffee 

and/ or gasoline and to return in about 30 minutes. The entry guard asked for the 

password of the day and I gave the correct reply. He then asked for my personal 

identification and I showed him my I.D. card with picture. He then asked who I 

wished to see and I answered that I wanted to see Col. Young, the Corps Engineer. 

The guard then asked for my unit. He stepped to an E-8 telephone, cranked the 

crank, asked something, and then hung up the phone. "A guide will show you to 

the Engineer Section." A fully armed soldier appeared from the doorway and said, 

"Col. Neale, follow me." I was inside. We climbed the stairs to the second floor and 

turned right down a short hallway. My escort knocked on the door, waited an 

instant and then opened it We entered the Jayhawk Engineer Section. A sign on 

the front of the first desk read, "Jayhawk Engineer, Welcome." 

The escort disappeared and a captain whose name now escapes me, looked 

up, stood up, and extended his hand. "Welcome to Germany, Col. Neale, do I have 

news for you. First, Col. Young is at a meeting in Spa, with CoL Carter, the 1st Army 

Engineer. He called about twenty minutes ago and advised us that Dauntless would 

not be coming to Jay hawk and that tomorrow we can expect a Colonel 
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Armored Division, the 85th Recon Group and the.102nd Cavalry Group. The 393rd 

Infantry moved into the center at Krinkelt on November 10th relieving the rest of 

the 39th Infantry of the 9th Infantry Division. Filially on November 11th, the 394th 

Infantry established its regimental headquarters in the south at Wirtzfeld. It 

relieved the 60th Infantry o{ the 9th Infantry Division. 

The 99th Division's SOP required that a platoon of Engineers be in close 

support of each regiment, attached for all practical purposes.except engineer supply, 

at all times. The companies, less any detached platoons, always operated within the 

regimental areas, but under operational control and command of the Engineer 

Battalion Commander. All of the 324th's Charlie Co. was attached to the 395th 

Infantry in Kalterherberg. Attached to the 393rd Infantry, Able .Co. was at Elsenborn 

with its 1st platoon in Rocherath. Derrick's Baker Co. was in Honsfeld attached to 

the 394th with its 1st platoon at Murringen. 

Upon arrival in the 99th Infantry Division area on November 11th, the 324th 

Engineer Combat Battalion established its headquarters in Butgenbach because the 

headquarters of the 15th Engineer Combat Battalion of the 9th Infantry Division was 

settled there. The Derrick Engineer paid a visit to 15th's commander, Lt. Col. 

Schermerhorn, and learned two things. First, he was leaving for a promotion and a 

new command and second, in his opinion his headquarters was "too close to the 

throne." I also noted from his situation maps, though it was not discussed, that his 

line companies had not been located in support of any particular regiment of the 

parent division, the 39th, 47th, or 60th Infantry. 

Lt. Col. Schermerhorn, talking to his wall map, explained that up front there 

were no troops in the first three miles south of the V Corps/VIII Corps boundary. 

However, it was his understanding that an armored cavalty group would soon be 

attached to the 2nd Infantry Division and fill in the Losheim Gap. He stated that he 
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understood that the 2nd Infantry Division had a company observation position on 

the rise west of Lanzerath and rotated the rifle companies of a regiment through the 

position on a weekly basis, but he didn't know whether it was the 9th, 23rd, or the 

38th regiment. He suggested that my three should get with his three and get copies 

of the south mine field plan and my four should get with his four on truck head 

responsibilities at the dump in Butgenbach. 

November 24, 1944 
First Action for the 324th Combat Engineer Battalion - The 

Kalterherberg Pilll;>ox 

In a letter written by JRN to Bailey Gunn- June 8, 1990: 

From memory and notes, your platoon leader, Lt. James Reaves 

was the battalion's first casualty. He went on an infantry patrol and on 

the return trip a gray suit burped a burp-gun at him and three slugs 

drifted into the calf of his leg. Capt. Harry Fischer (Battalion 

Surgeon) quartered him but he was not evacuated. Lt. George 

Sharpnack was the C Co. Executive Officer and he took over command 

of the first platoon. 

Later, Cpt. Loftficld and Lt. Sharpnack took out the first 

platoon on a mission to open a route to a German pillbox just east and a 

little south of Kalterherberg. It was believed that this box, though 

empty in the daytime, was occupied by the enemy at night and was 

utilized to direct mortar fire on American movements within 

Kalterherberg at night. The patrol's mission was a first step in the 

plan to elizni.natc the box. 

The village of Kalterherberg is on the German/Belgium border. 

It was totally included in the Siegfried Une, a belt of boxes at the 

border on the south and west and a second belt on the north and east. 

The troublesome box was therefore facing generally away from the city 

side and its rear was protected by wire and antipersonnel mines, 

principally the Schue (shoe) mine, a little cheap wooden box of 

death.) Narrow, shallow trenches connected it with other boxes to the 

east and south. 
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Almost as soon as the operation started, Lt. Sharpnack gingerly 

picked up a freed mine to safety it with a safety pin. It exploded. Lt. 

Sharpnack and Cpt. Loftfield went down, but both would live to tell of 

the event. Cpt. Loftfield' s wound was a huge nail embedded in his 

backbone parallel to his spinal cord. After x-rays at the evacuation 

hospital, he was placed on qu_arters, at his request, in the care of Capt. 

Fischer. Lt. Sharpnack was obviously very seriously wounded. He was 

evacuated through the Surgical Team at Waimes and on to the States 

by way of Africa and the Azores. To the best of my knowledge, the nail 

in Cpt. Loftfield's back was never removed. 

Lt. ·F. M. Henderson assumed the day to day responsibility for 

the fate of C Co. and the evening following the aborted effort he and I, 

took a patrol of Engineers to the box and destroyed it. 

Just at dusk, and in failing light we arrived at the site with 

each soldier knowing the distinct job he was. to do. First, security took 

their planned positions. Six soldiers, all good with the US Army 45-

caliber machine pistol, ready to cover and defend the work party. Two 

probers moved toward the wire, probing and marking the safe area 

with tape. No additional mines were found. 

Two additional soldiers with a pair of wire cutters joined the 

probers and with care they made a path through the wire and marked 

the route to the access trench with white engineer tape. Security 

moved into the trench away from the target box ready to stop any 

enemy approach from the east. 

Two additional soldiers delivered the M-l's of the entry team 

to them at the trench and they established a close-in security. Lt. 

Henderson and the platoon sergeant of the first platoon entered the 

pillbox at the steel blast door after checking its top, sides, and bottom 

for booby traps. Using clear flashlights they explored the structure. It 

went down several landings with only the gun room at the surface · 

fevel. 

Meanwhile seven cases of TNT were delivered to the trench 

and made ready. Two demolition men awaited the return of Lt. 

Henderson with instructions as to where to place the explosives so they 

would do the most good After what seemed like hours, Lt. Henderson 

opened the blackout door. The cases of TNT and the two demolition 

men disappeared inside as the door closed again. The demolition plan 

called for two instantaneous prima-cord systems and two identically 

timed, slow-burning delay fuses, measured for twenty five minutes. 
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Manual ignition was with fuse lighters. 

Eventually the door opened and out came the demolition 

soldiers, then the platoon sergeant, and finally Lt. Henderson. He 

gave the ready signal and a runner moved out to get the far out security. 

Their return by way of the trench was uneventful. They relieved the 

M-1 security and all but Lt. Henderson and one demolition soldier fell 

back through the gap in the wire. Lt. Henderson and the demolition 

soldier counted to three together and pulled the lighters. They 

waited, determined that the fuses were ignited, and then placed them 

carefully inside the door frame and dosed the door. 

Quietly these two moved away from the box and through the 

wire. Calmly the group returned to the C Co. headquarters and the 

company kitchen area where hot coffee and company-cook prepared 

cinnamon rolls awaited. The entire operation had taken too long­

about an hour and a half, but it had been done by the book, at least my 

version of it. If it went bang at 2120 hrs. as calculated, it would be a 

good show. It was now 2107 hrs. 

At 2Ul hrs. the ground wave of an explosion rocked the 

headquarters building and then a muffled boom, followed quickly by an 

incoming mortar barrage. Apparently the Hun was working over the 

area between the box and the company CP and they knew exactly 

where it was. 

This successful effort apparently settled C Co. for there were no 

more problems. Cpt. Loftfield returned to the company prior to 

December 12th and stayed until he became battalion ExO on December 

28th. 

After incurring these casualties in November 1944, I arranged with G-3 for 

nine patrols, three with each regiment, to go along as excess baggage to evaluate 

infantry support. I joined them. The outcome was that the engineers no longer 

handled Schue mines. We backed off and blew them using prima-cord braids to 

clear paths. 
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