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DEDICATION

 This true story of my enlistment in the Army in 1940 at the age of 
seventeen, and subsequently, participating in seven campaigns and two 
major landings in WWII as an infantry platoon sergeant is humbly dedicated 
to those members of my platoon who did not survive and to my son, Paul 
Joseph Andert, who served in the Army for three years during the Vietnam 
Era. He drowned in Alaska in 1989. 
 I also wish to dedicate these writings to my wife Gurney, my children 
Gail and Ruth Ann, my grandchildren Jack Riddle, Beth Powell and Sterling 
Riddle, and my great-grandchildren Cynthia Riddle, Clay Riddle, Chelsea 
Powell, Dawson Powell, Casey Hall and Justin Hall. 
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FOREWORD 

 This is the personal history of Mr. Paul J. Andert.  In the infantry, 
Mr. Andert participated in seven major campaigns plus making two major 
landing invasions.  Paul Andert enlisted in the U. S. Army in 1940 at the age of 
seventeen.  He was assigned to the 2nd Armored Division in which he served 
as an infantry platoon sergeant during most of his five-year army career.  He 
received numerous medals, awards and citations for his service.  A list of some 
of the awards and medals awarded to Paul Andert is given below.      
 My tour of service during World War II covered about the same period 
as did Paul Andert’s.  Both Paul and I ended up in Armored Units.  I joined the 
1st Armored Division upon activation at Ft. Knox, Ky., in 1940.  I was assigned 
to the 27th Armored Field Artillery as a platoon leader, and subsequently, as 
Battery Commander.  Later, I was assigned to the Armored Force Replacement 
Center on the special staff of Brig. General  Jack Herd.  I was transferred to 
XX Corps Headquarters and we arrived in Scotland in February 1943.

MEDALS AND AWARDS
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 1.  Silver Star (7/30/44) 11. Liberation of Belgium Medal         
 2.  Bronze Star (1944) w/  V Cluster 12. French Normandy Medal
 3.  Purple Heart  w/ Oak Leaf 13. Badge from Sultan of Morocco
 4.  Battle of the Bulge Medal  14. Presidential Unit Citation
 5.  Victory Medal 15. Combat Infantry Badge
 6.  Good Conduct Medal 
 7.  American Defense Medal NOT SHOWN ON COVER
 8.  Europeon Campaign Medal Disabled Veterans Medal
 9.  French Croix De Guerre w/ Palm Liberation of France Medal
 10. Liberation of Holland Medal Belgium Fourrage Cord
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We were assigned to the Third Army (commanded by General Patton) and 
given additional training in battle casualty, awards, reporting, etc.
 We arrived in Normandy in early August and went active with the 
2nd French Armored Division and with the 35th Infantry Division.  Almost 
immediately, other armored divisions, artillery, tank battalions ordinance, 
signal, medical, engineers, were assigned as necessary to accomplish our 
mission.  By the time the war was over, the XX Corps had captured over 
475,000 Germans, committed to action eleven armored divisions and nine 
infantry divisions.  
 Being in the XX Corps and going through the various campaigns in 
Europe, I still do not know the exact details of the day to day life of the infantry 
soldier that Paul Andert experienced.  I do, however, believe that I have a 
much better understanding of his “infantry life” than the average individual.      
 This account of Paul Andert’s day-to-day life as an infantryman is 
highly recommended.  Here is the opportunity to read of the humor, valor, 
cowardice, loneliness and comradeships of the infantry soldier.  This personal 
account proceeds from the enlistment of a seventeen year old boy in 1940, 
through training in 1940 with wooden mortors, the invasions of North Africa, 
Sicily and Normandy, plus the day-to-day fighting in Europe.  Details of being 
wounded twice, transfers to hospitals in England, sinking of the LCI transport 
he was on and subsequent rescue in the English Channel, the infamous 
replacement depots, etc. are just a few of the many parts of Paul’s story. 
   In 1994, Paul assisted Mr. Al Price, the initial founder, in establishing 
“WW II Vets of Tulsa.” This group is composed of veterans from World War 
II.  The members (from all branches of  the armed services)  forming this 
group participated in nearly every aspect of the armed conflict of World War 
II.  Typical of such participation includes veterans who:  (1) Flew the “hump” 
in the CBI, (2) Was on the USS Battleship Nevada on December 7, 1941, (3) 
Was on the USS Aircraft Carrier Hornet during the 1942 bombing of Tokyo, 
(4) Were Marines who participated in nearly all of the Pacific campaigns, (5) 
Was one of the original Comanche code talkers, (6) Who were fighter and 
bomber pilots who served in the air war over Europe, (7) Who served in the 
combat infantry, engineers, artillery, tankers, etc. and participated  in nearly all 
World War II campaigns, (8) Were Naval pilots who served in various naval 
engagements, (9) Made the Normandy D-day landings, (10) Naval and Coast 
Guard personnel who served on various ships in the Pacific and Atlantic., and 
many more.
 The “WW II Vets” primary mission is to inform and educate the young 
people of today about the actual history of World War II.  To accomplish this,  
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the members actively participate in giving talks, seminars, demonstrations, 
visit veterans homes and aid in veteran’s funeral services.  The  program for 
telling school children, business associations, churches, etc. about World War 
II has been most successful.  
 The members of this group serve to aid, encourage and assist the 
veterans and their families.  The association is attempting to gather and 
document data from WW II while it can still be obtained from the actual 
participants of World War II.  Personal accounts of the events of our history, 
like this, should be preserved while currently available.
 World War II veterans are dying at a rapid rate.  Personal accounts of 
the events of our history, like Paul Andert’s experiences, should be preserved 
while currently available.   
I have personally known and been a friend of Paul’s for the past many years.  
For me, this has been a great privilege and honor and hope it will continue for 
years to come. 
Vern R. James,  Lt. Col. AUS, Retired. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
November 1, 2002
 I was a reserve officer, commissioned in the infantry, and called 
to active duty June 14, 1942.  I was assigned to the 531st Engineers Shore 
Regiment of the 1st Engineer Amphibian Brigade.  During World War II, I 
served in North Africa, Sicily, Italy, Normandy and throughout Europe.  Many 
times I was in the same area as Paul Andert (though we did not know each 
other at that time.)  
 Being quite familiar with the infantry actions in all of these operations  
I highly recommend this book as a “Been there; Done that” expression of a 
platoon sergeant’s experience in the discharge of his responsibilities in action.  
The humorous events mentioned that were always welcome in the combat 
areas, lighten things up quite a bit.  
Jack R. Fredenberger, Captain (AUS during WW II)
Company Commander, 1st Amph. Brigade.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 I was an operation officer with the 7th Armored Group that was the 
headquarters for the separate tank battalions.  These battalions were attached to 
infantry divisions of the Corps. My position also served as advisor to the Corps 
Commander as to the usage of Armored Units under various situations.  My 
Corps, the XIX Corps, commanded the 2nd Armored Division, and the 29th 
and 30th Infantry Divisions, as the basic combat units.  Other units came under 
the XIX Corp’s jurisdiction upon assignments to complete certain missions.  
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 I have read Sgt. Andert’s book three times.  To me, it is a classic.  The 
2nd Armored Division was with the XIX Corps from June 1944 to April 1945.  
I am well aware of Sgt. Andert’s very descriptive experiences from Normandy, 
France to Munchen Gladbach, Germany.  
 Paul originally wrote his WW II experience to pass on to his family.  
He was urged  to go into publication after many veterans and others read 
his unedited writings.  This book, I highly recommend to veterans and non-
veterans. No one can really know how it was without having been there.  Paul 
is an unusual person and he has the admiration of our Tulsa WW II Group that 
meets weekly with him as our program monitor.  
Colonel Max R. Wise, USAR, Retired.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 I highly recommend Paul Andert’s book, “Unless You Have Been 
There” for the vivid description of day-to-day events that occur to a platoon 
sergeant during the battles of World War II.  I enjoyed reading the way this 
infantry platoon lived through the many campaigns to final victory in Europe.  
 The author’s description of the conditions he faced against enemy 
action in all sorts of weather and the humorous events that happened make this 
book a “must” for World War II readers.  I felt that after reading this book, 
“That I had been there.”
 I was in B-26 bombers, 9th Air Force, 344th Bomb Group in Europe.  
This book opened my eyes to the tremendous courage of the infantry soldier.
Jerry McKinney, Lt. Col. AUS, Retired.
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PREFACE 

 This book documents the impressions and memories of my experience 
during World War II, covering seven major campaigns and two major landings 
made in the European Theater of Operations against the Germans and Italians.
   I tried to restrict myself to what I remember, know, and what I 
experienced at that time.  This story is about a seventeen year old boy, leaving 
home, joining the army in 1940, to later participate in most of the major battles 
in Europe and Africa.  
 The training during the peacetime Army (pre-1941) is described 
showing our use of wooden boards for mortars, etc., is not meant to disparage 
the Army but to show how fast the Army trained and mechanized when 
necessary.  My observations of the officers and non-commissioned officers run 
from those that were brave and  truly outstanding to those that were absolute 
cowards.  Fortunately, the officers in an Armored Division quickly settled 
down to those that were capable and truly good leaders.
 It must be clear to all that where I quote my words or other people’s 
words from World War II, it is only the gist of the meaning and not the 
actual words.  
 To make it easier for the reader to follow, I have documented my 
experiences under the following areas:  (1) Enlistment, (2) Basic Training, (3) 
Advanced Stateside Training, (4) African Campaign, (5) Sicily, (6) England, 
(7) Normandy and the War on the Continent, (8) Battle of the Bulge, Through 
Germany to the End, and (9) Conclusion.  I have included some data on the 
organization of an armored division and how an infantry platoon works.   
In order to be in proper sequence, I referred to the 2nd Armored Division’s 
history for dates, putting towns in proper position, and some big picture figures 
(causalities, tank losses, enemy losses, etc.)  In cases where information was 
gathered from such sources I mentioned the source
 Why did I name these writings “Unless You Have Been There?”  I find 
that very few understand what war is really like.  This applies to many who 
served in our forces during that time.  Most do not realize that fewer than  10% 
served in actual face-to-face combat.  It is documented that it took nine people 
to support one front-line soldier.  Very few have any idea what it is like.  A 
regular GI Joe moves across the ground living from one hole to another.
 All of the brutalities committed by both sides cannot be told.  The 
public as a whole would be shocked to know how vicious we really were.  
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Whenever you try to tell of a certain event, you are looked upon with total 
disbelief.  What I am really trying to convey is that there were some things that 
can not and should not be talked about.  So I skipped over them.

 Our division history book was used to verify dates and sequences of 
some events as they happened.  The preceding  preface from the 2nd Armored 
Division is quoted herein.  
To give the reader some appreciation of the physical areas in which the 
2nd Armored Division traveled and fought, I have included two maps.  Figure 
0-3  depicts the areas from the United States to Africa,  Sicily, England, across 
the English Channel and through Germany.  Figure 0-4 is a more detailed map 
showing  the areas in Africa and Sicily in which the 2nd Armored Division 
fought.      
 Both of these maps have been taken directly from the History of the 
2nd Armored Division.  This history was printed in about 1947.  At that time 
we were given permission to use facts and figures from the book.  It is with 
grateful appreciation that I acknowledge the permission to use these maps.
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND ARMORED 
DIVISION HISTORY

The history of the 2nd Armored Division 
has been written, for the most part, without 
attempt to describe the holocaust of combat.  
This outline of events is meant primarily 
for the veterans of the division who needs 
no description of battle.  A true picture of 
the heroism and self-sacrifice displayed by 
the “Hell on Wheels” men could never be 
adequately covered in the space allocated.  It 
is believed, however, that sufficient data has 
been included to enable the Division veterans to 
recall his own contribution to the final victory.  
If the history so serves, our mission will have 
been fulfilled.



Figure 0-3

Map showing the overall travels of the
2nd Armored Division in World War II

Figure 0-4

General travel areas of the 2nd Armored Division during the 
African and Sicily campaigns
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CHAPTER 1
ENLISTMENT AND TRAINING

Why It Happened That Way
 Early 1940, I was attending Vocational School in St. Louis, MO.  I was considered 

to be a well-behaved student.  (Who wouldn’t be after serving time in a Catholic orphan’s 

home during the grade school years?)  It came to pass one day I was called to the Principal’s 

office.  After exchanging greetings he informed me that I had been accused by an elderly 

female teacher, of standing outside her classroom, making faces at her, and disturbing her 

class. Considering all my classes were elsewhere, I replied, “That is not possible as I was 

never on that floor.”  The Principal showed me whose side he was on by instructing me to go 

to each of my classes and turn in my books.  I was also to ask each teacher to comment, in 

writing, on my performance.  At each class, I explained the situation and turned in my books 

as instructed.  I returned to the Principal’s office to turn in the comments from all of my 

teachers.  He asked me to consider apologizing to the teacher.  I refused as I had done nothing 

to apologize for.  He decided to call the teacher to his office for further discussion.  He had 

her read all the reports.  He then told her I would not apologize as I insisted that I did not do 

that of which she had accused me.  Her answer:  “Well, I will not change my mind unless I 

see his double around here.”  With that, she left.   It was decided that I could return to classes 

and be reinstated.  I said, “Forget it” and left school.  My mother was not pleased about my 

quitting school.  She set out to ensure my time was fully occupied.  Since she was a fanatic 

about house cleaning, she signed me up to house cleaning duties.  Her cleaning requirements 

could drive a good Christian to be a lost soul.  It wasn’t very long before she had me cleaning 

the bathroom wallpaper, floors, light fixtures, windows, all base boards and moldings.  Now, 

God love her, but she was a tyrant when it came to supervising.  It was just like being back in 

the orphanage with the Nuns standing over me!  So, I quit and told her I was going to join the 

Army.  Her answer:  “So long soldier boy.”                                                                                                                         

Enlistment
 During the forties, the primary mode of transportation in St. Louis, Missouri, was 

the street-car, the fore runner to busses.  A network of electric cables were suspended over 

all major streets.  These were much like telephone wires on poles along the streets.  A long 

metal pole extended from the roof of a “bus looking” vehicle.  The pole was connected to the 
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suspended wires.  Plastic tokens were used to insert in a machine upon boarding.  One could 

purchase the tokens from the conductor of the street-car.  These were known as “car tokens.”                                                                                                       

 In those days it cost but a dime to travel downtown.  So off I went to the Army 

Recruiting office.  With the war in Europe being a little over six months old, the Army was 

in a big build up mode.  The draft had not been instituted as yet, so it was still voluntary 

enlistments.  I was among a group of about twenty men.  First came the interview, some of the 

guys told me that I would be judged “to young” to be accepted.  The first question asked was, 

“How old are you?”  I said, right away I was born in 1922 instead of 1923.  Next they offered 

three areas in which I could serve:  Coast Artillery, Medics, or Infantry.  Right off, I chose the 

Coast Artillery, because I thought, “Oh Boy!  Big Guns!”  The recruiter laughed at me and 

said, “You can’t select that because, when one of the cannons goes off you would be blown off 

the platform and they won’t be able to find you!”  This was said because I weighed only 118 

pounds.  I did not want to be a Medic.  So I chose the Infantry.  Next came the embarrassment 

of the physical.  Fellow enlistees and I, were put in the one room and were told to strip down 

to bare skin.  What a sight!  There was tiny me among all those big guys.  We were lined up 

and moved towards the Doctor.  He said, “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”  Then 

he said, “Now turn around and bend over and spread cheeks.“  Since I had put my birth year 

as 1922 instead of 1923, they wanted me to have my mother sign that I was 18 years old.  I 

arrived home while my brothers and mom were having dinner.  Mom looked up at me and 

said, “Well, soldier boy did you  make it?”  I thrust the paper at her and said, “Sign it and 

I’m in.”  Of course,  she did not refuse in her state of dismay.  She had been sure that I would 

not be accepted.    I was about to embark on a mission, which I had no idea what it would 

involve.  The next morning I went back down town and took the Oath and officially became 

a GI.   They gave us car tokens (our first “government paid for item.”—all ten cents worth.)  

So, we were off to Jefferson Barracks just outside St. Louis, MO.   Thus, I was assigned to the 

Sixth Infantry, Company F.
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CHAPTER 2
BASIC TRAINING

Basic Training With Corporal “Hog Jaw.”  

 Early 1940, before the draft, new recruits were trained by the company to which they 

were assigned.  Seven of us were in the group assigned to F Company.  Our drillmaster was a 

corporal that everyone called “Hog Jaw (H.J.).”  He was big and stout (to be kind) and mean 

as hell!  We would be trooped out early each morning for exercises, running, close order drill 

and simulated skirmishes.  He would march us up and down the parade grounds.  Every time 

anyone got out of step he would boot them in the butt.  His favorite was the runt of the group, 

“ME.”  He saw to it that I got plenty of extra duties. His favorites were KP (Kitchen Police) 

and spittoon cleaning.  Each squad room had spittoons, brass ones at that.  I had to empty, 

clean and polish them.  I became nauseated more than once, but I made sure he never knew it.  

He would say, “You volunteered into this army, so you asked for it.”  He could not understand 

why I did not give up!

 One day soon after we arrived, we lined up and were to pass by a table to be handed 

something.  I asked, “What are we lining up for?”  Someone said, “To get paid!”  My reply 

was, “You mean we are having all this fun and we get paid too?”  (Twenty-one dollars a month 

was a private’s pay in those days.)  Old Hog Jaw heard me and “sort of” beat me up some.  

Thinking back on it reminded me of Beetle Bailey and Sgt. Snorkel.

 Sometime in June we received the new M1 30 caliber rifle to replace the 1903-30 

caliber Springfield.  We were taken out to the range to fire the new weapons.  I qualified as 

Marksman.  This was the lowest you could score without failing.  (Later on, I did qualify 

Expert on more than one weapon.)  During the range exercise, my friend, the Corporal, handed 

me a Browning 30 caliber automatic rifle.  Now, I had never handled one of these.  My friend 

said, “Fire on that target from a kneeling position.”  Well, no one bothered to tell me (the 

Runt) that the weapon would pull up and to the right.  By the time I emptied the clip I was in 

a standing position, firing into the air.  Everyone was laughing, except me!  I only got mad at 

what I considered a deliberate omission of instructions by the corporal, in his bid to humiliate 

me.  I knew he had endangered others by his lack of instruction.

First Guard Duty
 Guard duty always started off with a Guard Mount.  This was when the new guards 
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were presented to the old guards.  It was considered to be quite formal.  The first thing which 

happened, while in formation, was the Officer of the Day (OD) would ask for anyone bucking 

for orderly to take one step forward.  Now I had no intention of stepping out, but one of the 

guys behind “volunteered” me by pushing me out.--”front and center.”  There I stood for the 

whole world to see.

 The orderly duties job was a soft one but you had to pass rigorous inspections by the 

OD; sometimes clear down to your underwear.  I never got that far.  The first thing he said 

was:  “Soldier when did you shave last?”  Now he could tell that I never did have to shave.  I 

only had peach fuss.  I said, “Sir, I never did have to shave.”  He called out for the Corporal of 

the Guard and said to him, “Take this man right now and shave him!”  Well, so happens my 

best friend, Hog Jaw was the Corporal of Guard.  While everyone waited, he took me into the 

latrine and shaved me almost raw!  The whole thing took about ten minutes.  The OD looked 

me over and ordered me to shave every day from then on, whether I needed it or not.  (I never 

made orderly.)  

 On this post there was a Brig and one of our details was to guard the prisoners while 

they worked during the day.  Each guard was assigned two prisoners to watch while they did 

their assigned duties.  We were issued shotguns with bayonets welded to the end.  The word 

was out that if you let anyone escape you had to serve their time.  Now, on purpose my friend 

the Corporal assigned two sort of rough looking cons to me.  They were to go out and clean up 

along side of a certain road, while I stood guard.  These two jailbirds taunted me all day long.  

They said, they were going to take that shotgun and stuff it up my butt and take off on me.  

Being just a little guy all of five foot seven inches (5’-7”) and one hundred eighteen pounds 

(118), I figured they could do it too.  I was scared for sure!  I wondered how I would react if 

they decided to escape.  Close to quitting time that day, the ugliest one of them said, “Now, 

it’s your time and here I come.”  I thought “Oh Shit!!  What do I do now?”  I figured the first 

thing is to shout “Halt.”  I did but he ignored me.  He was closing in rapidly.  In self-defense, 

the next thing I did was to thrust the bayonet at him and it stuck him in the arm.  It looked 

pretty bad; he backed off screaming.  His partner never moved.

 I did not have to call out for the Corporal of the Guard because his yelling brought 

him, and many others to see what was going on.  H.J. said, “What in the hell did you do to 

him?”  I replied, “Well, he was going to shove this shotgun up my ass and take off on me, so 

I stuck him!!”  I’ll be damned if I was going to serve his time.
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 For a long time I believed that old H.J. wished that the guy would have shoved it in 

me.  The OD questioned me about the incident later and was apparently satisfied that I had 

done well.  After that incident my Corporal seemed to change his attitude towards me.

Walking Guard At Night  
 Now came night post walking.  We walked our post for two hours a shift and was off 

four hours.  I studied my orders very carefully, as I was determined that no one was going to 

trip me up.  Just about midnight the OD approached my post and I challenged him perfectly.  

He asked me to recite my General and Special Orders.  I breezed right through them, in doing 

so I guess I appeared cocky.  He displayed an attitude of “I am going to get you.”  Suddenly 

out of his mouth came, “Soldier, how many windows are there on the PX (Post Exchange)?”  

I answered in a surprised and squeaky voice, “Windows on the PX.”  He smiled and said, 

“That’s right soldier, windows on the PX.”  “Sir, I don’t know” was my reply.  He said, “Go 

and count them right now!”  Then he left.

 This was an old, big, two-story building that was very difficult to see and count 

windows.  I walked around it several times and each time came up with a different count.  I 

just knew he was going to come back and catch me with the wrong answer.  Well, I lucked out!  

He never came back that night.  Some guy told me that he was asked:  “What would you do if 

any enemy battleship suddenly appeared on the parade field?”  He said he told the OD that he 

would sink it with his submarine.  The OD asked, “Where did you get your submarine?”  He 

said, “The same place you got your battleship.”  Of course, none of us believed him, because 

no West Point officer in that day would have allowed a private to get the best of him.

The Runt And The Trash Can  

 I was a runt among all others in our Company.  I weighed one hundred eighteen 

pounds (118 lb.) and was five foot seven inches (5’-7”) tall.  Of course, everyone tried their 

best to run me into the ground.  I was in but a month when during one of my cocky spells, 

they decided to give me a bumpy ride in a trash can.  Four of them picked me up and tried to 

stuff me into the trash can.  I was kicking and screaming.  It did not help because they finally 

succeeded in getting me in.  They tied the lid down and began to roll me down the company 

street (a bumpy brick one).  I almost suffocated as I was pushed along.  They let go in a short 

while.  On I went in one bump after another, yelling my head off.  Soon the can hit a tree.  The 

lid popped off and out I flew.  My head was spinning and my ears were ringing.  I caught my 

breath and noticed the guys gathering around laughing.  I thought I almost died and they are 
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laughing.  I got up and to their surprise I jumped on them and started to beat up on anyone I 

could reach.  They had to calm me down by sitting on me.  A while later they let me up and 

seemed to realize that they could have inflicted serious damage to my well being.  I was treated 

with a bit more respect after that (just a bit).  I also realized that I needed to grow up fast.  I 

had to develop weight, muscle and stop the cockiness.  Those can rides could kill a person. 
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CHAPTER 3
ADVANCED STATESIDE TRAINING

Assigned To the 2nd Armored Division For Training
 The Army began its expansion program with a certain amount of gusto, during the 

fall of 1940.  My Regiment, the 6th Infantry, was divided up to help in forming the 1st and 

2nd  Armored Divisions.  My battalion was sent to Fort Benning, Georgia to become the 41st 

Armored Infantry of the 2nd Armored Division.  Our other battalion went to Fort Knox, KY. 

to be designated as the 6th Armored Infantry of the 1st Armored Division.  

Motorcycle Scouting And Maintenance School    
 Soon after arriving at Fort Benning, GA., some of us were selected to attend 

motorcycle scouting and maintenance school at Fort Knox, KY.  I really didn’t care for this 

assignment but you dare not refuse in those days, particularly if you were a volunteer in the 

regular army.  At Ft. Knox we spent our mornings learning all about the mechanics of the 

cycles.  Our afternoons were spent learning to ride, “Army Style.”  It was cross-country, up 

and down hills, through creek beds and scouting problems.  Two cycles would form the point, 

and move out until a flag was waved, to signify you were being fired upon.  At this point we 

were to spin our cycles and hit the ground behind it, using them as cover.  We would pull our 

“tommy” guns out of the scabbard and take up a firing position.  Right then I knew that I was 

not going to be a scout.  I always wanted to be a hero, but, not a dead one!  The cover that 

we were using to hide behind was the cycle’s gas tank.  I wondered who ever thought a man 

would hide behind a tank of gas, and expect they were going to live to tell about it.  We soon 

were to find out that all this energy and training was a wasted effort, as the jeep was to replace 

the cycle by the time we were to be in combat.
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Figure 3-1

Paul Andert in early 1941
(Note:  The 1918 helmet and old style dust mask)

 Thinking back I can remember our first day learning how to ride.  One fellow froze at 

the throttle and headed straight for a post (the only obstacle on the course!)  He crashed into it 

and flew through the air.  We assisted in gathering him up and putting him into the ambulance.  

We never saw him again.  Our first night exercise was to ride in and out of a blacked out tank 

column.  One of our guys ran right into the back of a tank.  He was seriously injured.  We 

really had not had enough training or experience yet to be riding like that.  During our time at 

this school, nine or ten guys were injured.

Missing First Christmas Away From Home
  At Christmas time, 1940, most of us expected to be able to spend time at home.  This 

was not to be.   We had a First Sergeant assigned to us.  His job was to ensure we made all 
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our classes.  Now, he had a habit of blowing his whistle for a long spell each morning.  He 

apparently got a kick out of it.  This morning one of the guys got fed up with it and shouted 

out of the barracks window:  “Now, blow it out your ass.”  The Sgt. became a raving maniac.  

He wanted to know who shouted that.  No one would answer him.  He got us all restricted 

for the Christmas and New Year holidays.  As a result I missed my first Christmas at home.  

But, little did I know it was not going to be the last one.  I would miss 1941, 1942, 1943 and 

1944 also.

Training At Fort Benning   

 In mid January we graduated and returned to our units at Fort Benning.  We got back 

just as the Army was sending about half of all our units out to form the 3rd Armored Division 

at Camp Polk, Louisiana.  I took this opportunity to get out of the motorcycle unit.  I remained 

at Fort Benning and received a promotion to corporal.

 I was assigned as a corporal in charge of a 60 millimeter mortar squad.  I was given 

a manual and six men to train and supervise.  Moreover, we were given three pieces of 2x4‘s.  

We were to nail the lumber together to form a tripod and this was to be our mortar.  I would 

gather the crew and explain to them that this lumber configuration represented a 60mm 

mortar, muzzle loaded, smooth bore, high angle fire weapon.  We would then follow the drill 

as outlined in the manual.  The rifle squads would stand by and laugh at the bunch of nuts 

playing war with 2x4’s.  Now at that time our company had one weapons platoon assigned to 

it.  Besides the mortar section we had two light machine gun squads.  Also, we didn’t have any 

light machine guns so we used the 30 caliber, water-cooled machine guns instead.  Eventually 

we received the proper weapons.

 In the early part of 1941, it was necessary to send additional NCOs to Camp Polk, 

LA.  The 3rd Armored Division was not happy with the NCOs we sent them because they were 

older NCOs about to retire.  The 41st, our outfit, had to send younger NCOs, that would be 

around to do some of the fighting.  Our platoon sergeant was transferred to Camp Polk, which 

left me to take his place.  I had only been a corporal about three months.  I was promoted to 

sergeant and put in charge of a platoon.

General Patton - My First Encounter 

 Colonel Patton was appointed the 2nd Armored, Tank Brigade Commander at the 

rank of Colonel in July 1940.  He was soon to be the world famous General Patton.  He had 

moved on very rapidly to promotion to Major General in Command of the 2nd Armored 
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Division.  Little did any of us know how long we would be under his command.   In November 

1942, he commanded the Western Task Force at the time the 2nd Armored Division landed in 

Africa, and also the Seventh Army in July 1943 when we invaded Sicily.

 Lets go back to my first personal encounter with General Patton.  At that time the 

draft was in force, my platoon consisted of at least 75% draftees, some of them proved to be 

difficult to handle.  I had a New Yorker in particular who could never pass inspection.  I was 

used to having him hide out during inspections instead of falling out with the troops.  General 

Patton visited our tent city area.  He was a Brigadier General at that time and I was  a heavy 

weapons platoon sergeant.  General Patton, along with the battalion and company commander, 

inspected our ranks early on a Saturday morning.  As he approached my platoon, I saluted and 

reported to him.  Then I dropped in beside him while he looked over my men.

This particular day, Pvt. New Yorker got past me somehow.

Figure 3-2  

Col. George S. Patton, Jr. addressing the 67th Armored
Regiment after taking command of the 2nd Armored Brigade
(From “A History of the United States Second Armored Division,1940 to 1946“)

 There he was right up front and what a mess he was!  The General could not miss 

him.  General Patton looked at me and said;  “Sergeant, bust this man!”  I said, “Sir, he already 

is a private.” General Patton didn’t miss a beat, as he said, “ Make him a corporal and then bust 

him.”  Once again it was proven that you could never “stump” a West Point pro.  They would 
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never let an enlisted man get the advantage. We never did do anything to Pvt. New Yorker.

 The first training maneuvers we were in, was in the state of Tennessee.  Up to this 

point all training maneuvers were conducted without armor.  Our division, being the only 

armored unit in that exercise, was assigned part-time to the Blue Army Team.  At other times 

we supported and trained with the Red Army Team.  Our tactics developed by Patton were 

copied after the German Armored Corps.  That meant breaking through enemy front lines 

somewhere, and racing to the rear of their defenses and raising hell back there.  The old style 

army was used to fighting on stable fronts and engaging in frontal attacks.  So, they had a hard 

time adjusting to Patton’s new way of doing things.

 In the beginning of the maneuvers in Tennessee the umpires had a hard time keeping 

up and figuring out how to judge our accomplishments.  We would get to the rear of enemy 

defenses, and cut phone lines.  (Supposedly only military lines.)  But of course we cut any 

wires in site.  At times we cut off civilian phones and electricity.  This caused havoc among 

the civilian people!  We had to be stopped more than once, and was told to cut out the pranks, 

and to get down to business.  It was common knowledge, in a real situation all of the above 

would be considered proper.

 I recall an occasion during Louisiana maneuvers, where we were responsible for 

holding up a full battalion of Red troops.  We started out with just eight men in my heavy 

weapons platoon.  We carried 45 caliber revolvers as side arms at that time.  They didn’t 

supply us with blanks for them, so we made our own by removing the ball from the brass 

cartilage.  We were hiding out in a typical mid-western farm barn.  The red barn, hog pens, 

fenced in cattle area and an old two-story farm house was all in place.  A major part of any 

farm is a cistern from which to draw water. Within a short time there we discovered the Red 

troops coming up the road.  I figured I would fire off one shot, before pulling out.  By accident, 

I fired a shot over the “well” that I was hiding behind.  This 45 caliber blank produced a loud 

BOOM.  Whenever you fire a weapon or make any other loud noise over a well the noise is 

magnified a great deal.  It was loud enough to sound like an antitank gun going off.  This 

caused the enemy column to stop dead in their tracks, then they rapidly dispersed.  Being that 

we had them “buffaloed,” I continued to fire off a few more rounds.  Sure enough a jeep with 

the white umpires flag flying came sailing up the road.  The umpire asked me to point out my 

“antitank gun,” so that he could assess the damage to the enemy column.  So I fired off another 

round over the well to demonstrate.  Then told him, “This is all we had.”  He “darn” near fell 
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out of the jeep!  He could hardly keep from laughing.  He gave us five minutes to get the hell 

out of there.  He said, “Move fast because, when I tell the colonel down there, that a sergeant 

with a 45, was what caused his whole column to stop, he is going to be mad as hell and will 

want your scalp.”  General Patton eventually found out about the incident and mentioned it 

during the Division After Action Review (AAP) after the games.

 General Patton developed an armored forces uniform.  It was green and he wanted 

the brass to approve of it for his armored units, but they did not, so he wore it anyway.  That 

is where he got the name of “Green Hornet.”

 I suppose the encounter that stood out the most during the games was the creek 

crossing in Louisiana.  On this day we were part of the Blue Army moving along a country 

road.  We came upon a bridge that was marked with a flag to denote a blown out bridge.  We 

had to pass this obstacle, we were dismounted at the time so we checked the stream out and 

gathered, we could wade across it without much effort.  The creek, was only waist deep, once 

we got to the other side we rested a while to dry out.

 After a short time we heard a siren.  Now, that could only mean  the Green Hornet 

was approaching.  General Patton usually traveled in a double turret light tank.  This was 

called his command car.  We wondered what he would do when he arrived at the bridge.  

Sure enough, he stopped and observed the flag.  He saw us on the bank on the other side and 

ordered his driver to ford the creek.  Now, we felt sure that he would have someone check the 

area out before attempting to cross.  But according to his own words:  “Whatever you do, do 

it gloriously.”  His driver charged right into the creek, of course, at the deepest point.  The 

command car was stuck.  What we should have done, when we heard him coming, was to 

scramble!  But no, we wanted to see what he was going to do when he got to the bridge.  We 

soon found out that he had no intentions at that time of getting wet!  He stood up on the tank 

and shouted at us to get off our asses and get him out of there.  We went in and carried him 

out.  Now while all this was going on, General Patton’s nephew, Colonel Patton, who was 

our battalion commander at the time came along sailing down the same road and flew right 

across the blown bridge.  The General was aghast!  He shouted out,  “Get those SOBs and 

bring them here.”  The Umpires caught them and brought them over to the General.  He was 

on a screaming binge.  He called his nephew every name in the book and then grounded him 

for the rest of the games.  While this was going on we quietly moved out of sight, for we knew 

not what was coming next.  The last words we heard was:  “If I can’t cross that bridge no other 

28

Unless You Have Been There



SOB is going to.”

 Later at Fort Benning, he reviewed the games and our part in it.  He had Colonel 

Patton come up on stage and explain what had happened to his battalion.  Now, his relative 

was smart enough to say he could not report as he was declared a casualty during the exercise.  

The Green Hornet said:  “You’re damn right you were, tell them why, Colonel.”  So the 

colonel did and was quite embarrassed.  Patton sure got a big kick out of it.

Fort Benning -- Late 1941 and Early 1942  

 While at Fort Benning a steep hillside was being converted to an assembly bowl, an 

area with wooden seats around.  This bowl could hold a division of around ten thousand men.  

General Patton would summon the division to the bowl quite often for his famous pep talks.  

He would ride up in his limo and his wife would stay in the car.  He would step out and the 

band would start playing Ruffles and Flourishes.  Then they would go into the division march.  

(Many times I wish I had a copy of the words as it was an inspiring tune.)  General Patton 

would strut up to the stage, and begin by letting out a string of cuss words.  After calling us 

things like, “You are nothing but a bunch of waffle asses”,  then he would go into his famous 

sayings,  “When we meet the enemy we are going to grab him by the nose and kick him in the 

ass.  If you die, you will die gloriously.  You will excel in the heat of the battle because you 

are the “fighting’s”, meanest, toughest, SOBs in the Army.  I’m going to make you that way!”  

Then he would tell us, with the help of huge maps on display, about the up coming maneuvers 

and what his plans were.  One thing about him, you always knew where you stood with him 

even though most of the time it meant that you were in trouble.  

From Corporal to Private.
 I recall another humorous event.  One of my corporals had just come off guard duty 

and was sitting on his cot cleaning his 45 caliber revolver.  He began snapping the trigger.  

I asked him if he was sure it was unloaded.  “Yes” he said as he fired a round off.  It went 

right through the floor.  A scream came from the latrine below!  We dashed down there, and 

we found one scared as hell GI.  He was still sitting on the commode making a deposit.  He 

couldn’t move; he was frozen in one spot.  What saved his life was that he was reading a 

magazine and had it spread out on the floor.  Being bent over, the shot went right over his head 

and put a good size hole in the wall.  The shot, which was fired from a so-called “empty gun,” 

would have killed him if he had been sitting upright.  My corporal became a private that night.
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Boxing and Bayonet Training
 For additional exercise or recreation we used to draw boxing gloves from the supply 

room and challenge one another.  The gloves were 16 oz. so that they couldn’t hurt too much.  

One of our officers, we called him Lt. J., was a very high-strung type of guy.  He would come 

out and watch awhile.  Then he would take off his shirt and go a few rounds with one of us.  

On this particular day I was his target.  He was very fast and was giving me a good going over.  

I was very frustrated, as I couldn’t lay a glove on him.  I noticed that we were fairly close 

to the sewer drain cover sticking up in the yard.  I decided to try to back him up towards it.  

When his heel hit the rim he turned a bit and let his guard down.  I reached from the ground 

and brought up a right, hitting him squarely on the jaw.  He was dazed, and spun around and 

fell on top of the culvert.  I knew damn well if I kept the gloves on he was going to murder 

me.  I immediately took them off and declared the bout over.  He was very unhappy about this 

situation.  I figured that was the end of it; at least that was what I thought. 

     The next day I was running the platoon through bayonet drills.  We conducted these 

drills by paring off, with one person giving signals to the other as to what move he wants 

him to make.  The partner would follow the signal, move forward thrusting out with his 

bayonet.  We had them keep a scabbard on the bayonet to avoid a serious accident.  Lt. J. was 

watching the drills.  He came forward and called a halt to the training.  He borrowed a rifle 

from someone, faced me and said, “The Sergeant and I will show you all how it is done.”  He 

removed the scabbard from the bayonet.  As he did so, I figured, “Oh No!  Now I am in for it.”  

He had fire in his eyes.  I was sure he hadn’t forgotten the boxing match.  He led me through 

the whole sequence.  The moves included:  long thrust, short thrust, jabs, smashes and crashes.  

I signaled the first move and he lounged forward and almost hit me.  I figured I needed to move 

backwards much faster or he would sure as hell injure me.  By the time I got to the last move 

he was not paying an attention to my signals, he was just lunging at me.  It all ended when he 

ran his bayonet through the arm of my field jacket.  I was not hurt, but I think that it scared 

him as much as it did me, and he backed off.  Some thought that I should have reported the 

incident to the company commander, but I did not.  The lieutenant seemed to simmer down 

after that.  Shortly thereafter, my association with lieutenant J. came to an end.  We both went 

our way with separate assignments.       
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The Sinking Raft And The Same Lieutenant.
 The Infantry Officer Candidate School (OCS) was located on the main post of Fort 

Benning.  Brigadier General Omar Bradley was the school Commandant at the time.  Our 

platoon was selected to conduct mortar and other training classes and perform demonstrations 

for the school.  On this particular occasion we were to demonstrate how the infantry floats 

equipment and personnel across the waters.  We had practiced this project several times and 

very confident that we could do this without a hitch.  It required taking two shelter halves 

buttoned together, (which was normally used to make a tent) and using the extended tent poles 

as supporting members to make a raft.  Lieutenant J. was to be the narrator.  The stands were 

full of OCS students and their instructors.  General Bradley was also there watching.  The eight 

men of my machine gun squad were the ones to perform the demonstration.  They were going 

to have to perform twice that day.     

 The first group of four men, with their packs on, one machine gun, and ammo, moved 

up the Chattahoochee River.  The exercise included, removing their packs then two men would 

button their shelter halves together, affix the tent poles in a crisscross fashion.  Then they place 

the weapon on the improvised made raft, adding the ammo and some of their gear.  Then the 

four men picked the raft up, to place in the water.  While they were performing, Lieutenant 

J. was describing their actions.  Now, when placing the raft into the water the overlapping 

sections of the shelters had to be placed with the overlap facing the bank of the river.  After 

all the pre-drilling, they screwed up, and had the overlap facing the wrong way.  This was 

going to cause the water to rush into the raft instead of floating.  I did my best to signal the 

lieutenant that a giant catastrophe was about to happen.  He gave me a dirty look, which meant, 

“shut-up,” so I did.  The raft was in the water, two men got in the water to move it across.  It 

really looked good for a minute or two.  But just when Lieutenant J. said, “Notice how well she 

floats,” the catastrophe hit.  Down she went to the bottom.  The stands roared with laughter!  

 General Bradley dismissed the classes for the rest of the day.  He told the lieutenant 

to dive and recover the equipment, and when he was done recovering the equipment, to report 

to him.  It was in our favor, that when the raft sunk it was not too far out, and to our relief we 

had an experienced diver in our squad.  It took almost two hours to find and recover all the 

equipment.  The lieutenant went off to report to the general.  We did not see much of him after 

that.  About two weeks later, we rescheduled the project and made a successful crossing.  
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The Exploding Canteen
 The draft was in full force and we were no longer sending out people to form other 

divisions.  Our companies were able to build up to full strength.  Among the “Selectees” (as 

we were instructed to call them because no one liked the name Draftee) were a few odd ones 

assigned in every group.  While in the tent area at Fort Benning, we had a little episode 

worth mentioning.

 The weather was quite cool and many of the guys would place their canteens of water 

on the heating stove to heat the water for coffee and shaving.  We constantly had to remind 

them to loosen the cap to prevent expansion.  They were told that a canteen would cause quite 

an explosion if they were not careful.  Of course, there was one who didn’t believe any thing 

you say.

 This particular morning, we were in formation in the company street.  Roll call 

had just started when, “BAAAM”, a loud explosion rang out.  One of my squad tents was 

completely blown away!!  One of our boys had left his canteen on the stove with the lid on 

tight.  We were lucky that day that no one was hurt.  The recruit responsible for this explosion 

was assigned to permanent latrine detail for as long as we would be in that area.  This was a 

very disagreeable assignment for him.  A few weeks later he was found in the latrine with his 

wrists slashed.  He just could not adapt himself to army life.  We had him transferred to the 

post hospital and eventually he received a medical discharge.    

 Another one of the Selectees was an older man who was an ex-boxer.  We found out 

right away that he was punch drunk.  I tried to convince the CO that he should not have been 

drafted.  The CO replied laughing, “The reason he was assigned to the infantry is because he 

is punch drunk.”  We soon found out, that if our boxer heard a whistle, bell or if someone 

was horsing around and goosed him, he would come out swinging.  If you happened to be the 

closest one, you would be the one to receive the blows.  This embarrassed him, but he could 

not help it!

 One night Cpl S., Pvt. Boxer and I were in town drinking it up.  When we were 

returning to the barracks from town, the OD stopped us.  This time it was Lt. Mac, one of our 

company officers.  It was late and he wanted to ensure that we made it in time for lights out.  

While standing there talking, Cpl S. goosed our boxer, and he automatically slugged the OD.  

He really knocked him on his butt.  I stood there with my mouth open in shocked disbelief.  I 

thought “Oh Shit!”  Now I will be the one busted to private.  The OD called out for the guard 
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and we both were locked up in the guard-house overnight.  We were release the next morning 

to the company without charges being pressed.  If it had been any other officer besides Lt. 

Mac, we would have been brought up on charges.  But Lt. Mac knew the circumstances and 

was understanding.  Lucky me!  I really didn’t want to be a private again.

 As a result of this incident our boxer received a medical discharge.  Later, I found 

out that he had not been draftee, but volunteered as he wanted to serve and do his part for 

our country.

The Second Christmas
 By December 1941 we were in newly built wooden barracks.  Many of us had already 

got the approval to go home on furlough for Christmas.  Sunday, the 7th of December, started 

out very calm.  We were allowed to sleep in a little later than usual.  Some of the early birds 

would go to the recreation room and turn on the radio on Sundays.  (Remember TV was not 

yet developed.)  This morning one of the early birds tuned in the radio to WRBL Columbus, 

GA.  The Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor, and war had been declared!  The GI rushed 

out shouting, “We’re at War!” “We’re at War!”  One by one we got up and headed for the 

recreation room to hear what had happened.  We were all surprised, up to this time all our 

training was focused on how to combat Germans and Italians in Europe and Africa.  Now 

here was a new situation, Japan attacked us and Germany and Italy declared war on us at the 

same time.  Now you had what was called the Axis Powers, Japan, Germany and Italy, lined 

up against the Allied Powers, U.S., Britain, Canada, Australia, India, and others in the British 

Commonwealth plus what was to be later called the Free French Forces.  Before the day was 

over we were all restricted to the barracks.  All furloughs were cancelled.  This cancelled my 

trip home for the second time in a row.  

 Word traveled fast that General Patton would talk on the radio the next morning.  

Everyone in the division was waiting for this.  We all knew that he would be mad and wouldn’t 

be able to control himself.  In fact, we were all hoping he would lose his temper.  WRBL 

Columbus, Ga., was broadcasting his speech that morning.  He didn’t disappoint us.  They 

introduced him and he started out with:  “Those yellow livered SOBs.”  That statement began 

and ended our chance to hear his full wrath.  The radio station had cut him off the air.  We all 

thought, “That’s our General!”  Everyone felt quite proud of him.    

 It was not long before he called the division to the boxing bowl.  Patton really was 

in good form.  He could not wait to go into combat.  He wanted to be in the lead tank and 
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challenge Rommel himself.  (Rommel was the German General.)  Rommel was giving the 

British a beating in Africa at the time.  We never forgot some of his remarks.  One remark 

most outstanding to me was, “When you hit the beaches, don’t slip on the guts, and save some 

of the blood for me.”  Hence the term, “Blood and Guts.”      

 During early 1942, our company was reformed in order to gain more firepower while 

dismounted.  We were formed into three platoons, each with three rifle squads and a heavy 

weapons section.  I was promoted to Staff Sergeant in charge of Second Platoon, B Company, 

41st Armored Infantry.

 Nineteen forty-two (1942) brought us many more days of intensive training.  More 

maneuvers were conducted in Louisiana and in North and South Carolina.  In late summer, or 

early fall, we were moved to Camp Jackson in Carolina.  We were put in an isolated area of 

the post, and none of us knew exactly where.  What we did know for certain was we were to 

be deployed overseas.  

 At Jackson we did a lot of obstacle courses and rope ladder climbing.  We also 

trained in climbing this three-story structure to simulate the side of a ship.  We climbed these 

rope ladders every day with full packs on our backs, which loaded weighed 90 pounds.  We 

climbed up one side and down the other side.  This was hard, but was not too bad because the 

structure was stationary (It was not like climbing the outside of a ship bobbing up and down 

in the water.  More about that later.)

 During this same period, all the platoon sergeants which included me, were sent to 

Norfolk, VA.  We were to be trained how to direct cranes, to load tanks and half-tracks into the 

hold of a ship.  We lived like kings for two weeks on a Liberty ship.  They put two of us to a 

“state” room.  We got the best grub we had ever had in the service.  Right then it would have 

been easy to say to hell with the infantry and join the Navy.  Of course, this was unthinkable. 

 General Harmon had been appointed our division commander on Jan. 15, 1942.  

General Patton, at that time, assumed command of the First Armored Corps, consisting of the 

First Armored Division (Old Ironsides) and the Second Armored Division (Hell on Wheels.) 

 I recall Major Cabot Lodge visiting us at Norfolk.  He had just returned from Africa, 

where he had been assigned as an observer with the British 8th Army.  The division was 

assembled and Major Lodge told us about his experiences fighting Rommel in the desert.  We 

all were sure by then that Africa would be our destination.  Years later, Cabot Lodge would 

unsuccessfully run as vice president candidate with Nixon, against vice president candidate 
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Lyndon B. Johnson.

 We were soon to be divided into what was called combat teams.  Our team included 

our company, a battalion of tanks, a battery of artillery, a platoon of engineers, and a recon 

team.  Colonel Stokes, who was liked by all GIs, was going to command this combat team.  

He was at this particular time the tank battalion‘s commander.

 We went to Newport News, Virginia, and boarded ships.  We were not to be told 

where we were headed until three days out to sea.  We loaded up everything just as though 

we were leaving the USA for the real thing, but they fooled us.  We had a practice landing on 

an isolated beach somewhere in Virginia.  It went off like a BOMB!  We stunk!  The Navy 

dropped some of us off too far away from the beach shore, so we had to do some swimming.  

Worst of all, the vehicles, including the tanks, were water proofed (so we thought.)  They had 

periscope looking things projecting out of the rear to keep water from entering the engines.  

Well, as we watched, the tanks were dropped off too early into deep water and in most cases 

they looked like submarines with periscopes sticking up.  This exercise didn’t go off too well.  

We returned to camp where we were living in PUP tents.  We learned that there wasn’t going 

to be any more games.  There was no time left to get it right, before we would have to do the 

real thing.  

 It was back to the drawing board, to work things out.  While the big brass was 

straightening things out, we were given seven days leave.  I traveled by Greyhound bus to St. 

Louis to spend a few days at home.

 Back at camp we were allowed to go into the nearby town to spend a few hours.  We 

were sure that this outing would be the last before departure.  We would rotate a few men at 

a time.  This was to give everyone the opportunity to have a good time.  Eight of us set out to 

go to the local beer hall.  We all agreed to order the biggest steaks we could find, and wash 

the steaks down with beer.  It did not matter what brand the beer was.  The first part of our 

brilliant idea held no threat.  The second part proved to be quite another story.  The beer was 

served in pint size bottles.  We told the waitress, “Every time we start to sing, ‘Praise the Lord 

and pass the ammunition,’ you are to bring us another round”.  When it was time to return to 

camp, someone commented that we had consumed forty-seven pints of beer.  Among the eight 

of us, that made an average of six pints per individual.  We all were in serious shape.  

 The officer in charge of getting us back to camp was sober, and so was the driver of 

the truck.  These two men, with effort above and beyond the “call of duty,” herded us back 
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into the truck.  One of the guys with us was the mess sergeant.  Well, he lived up to the mess 

part that night!  He was the last one to be loaded into the truck, and he decided hat he wasn’t 

going to ride in the back.  So, he went to the front and pulled the officer out of the truck and 

said, “If I don’t get to ride up here, no other SOB is going to.”  The Lieutenant had only one 

thing in mind and that was to get us back in one piece.  So, he gave into the mess Sergeant, 

and crawled in back with the rest of us.  The lieutenant, all things considered, figured it was 

better to let the mess sergeant have his way.

 

Figure 3-3

            Pup Tents and Halftracks during training

 I do not remember the ride back to camp.  Neither do I remember arriving in camp.  

In the morning when I awoke, I was sleeping on top of a caved in tent!  The guy on guard the 

night before said, when I got back to my tent I stood there weaving back and forth.  He asked 

me, “What are you doing?”  He said I told him, “The next time the tent comes around I am 

going to jump into it!”  Apparently the tent spun around again.  I jumped and landed on top 

of it.  My tent mate never woke up.  He slept under the tent and I slept on top of the tent.  I 

believed that never again would I be so pie eyed!  Our “play” time had ended. 
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CHAPTER 4
AFRICA

Crossing Over
 We were ready, ten months and seventeen days after Pearl Harbor was bombed.  

Now it was our turn to get acquainted with the real thing.  We were to set sail for Africa.  

October 24, 1942 was the target date for departure to Africa.  We arrived at Hampton Roads 

Virginia, a few days prior to the 24th.  Our time was spent doing as we were trained, loading 

our equipment on a ship called the “Calvert.”  Before loading the ship we had to go through a 

ritual that included lining up and going through an intelligence check.  Agents from the CIC 

would call out our name, and we were to answer with our first name, middle initial and serial 

number.  They would then check through some kind of record they had in order to clear each 

soldier boarding the ship.  I repeated the drill when my name was called.  I was told to step 

aside.  I stood there while my platoon was cleared and boarded the ship.  When they got on 

board some one reported to the company commander that I was pulled aside.  He came to the 

rail and hollered down, “What the hell are you doing down there.”  Of course, I had no idea!  

He came down to talk with security.  They told me that, since I had a Grandmother in occupied 

France, they thought I might object to killing Frenchmen if they fired on us.  The CO and I 

were able to satisfy them that I was an American and owed no allegiance to any country other 

than my own.  Much later when times got rough, I thought, “What if I had said that I wouldn’t 

shoot Frenchmen?”  I probably would not have been sent there.  I’m sure though they would 

have had some Japs for me to fight.          

 October 24th we were ready to move out of Hampton Roads.  As we approached the 

bay, the sight was unbelievable.  Ships of all kind were lined up as far as the eye could see.  

There were battleships, troop ships, cruisers, destroyers and aircraft carriers.  We figured the 

show to which we were going was to be the main event.  Just a short ways out, our ship, the 

Calvert, stopped dead in the water.  We had to be towed back to port.  We were told that the 

boilers were running too hot and that they wouldn’t be able to make the trip.  There was a new 

liberty ship (Titania) in port that was still being painted.  This ship was to be our new ship.  All 

the hours we spent securing tanks, and halftracks in the hold of the Calvert was for nothing.  

There was not much time spent in transferring all the equipment over to the other ship.  Our 

37

Unless You Have Been There



group was to be the most important part of the landing at Safi, French Morocco.

 General Patton was aboard the Augusta.  This was a cruiser with a seaplane on board.  

So here he comes and, believe me, no one stopped moving to get the new ship loaded.  

 While we were loading, one of the painters working high above us fell and was killed.  

There was hardly a break in tempo while they removed his body.  We learned that the convoy 

of ships sailed on without us.  We were to follow as soon as we could get loaded and under 

way.  Two of our most modern destroyers were assigned to wait to escort us at full speed 

without taking any submarine evasive actions.  Since the main body was on a zigzag course, 

it was figured that we would catch up in time to participate in the invasion.  We caught up 

with the convoy within three days.  After we were underway, we were given full details of our 

mission.   

 We were part of the Western Task Force with General Patton as Force Commander.  

We were divided into three invasion groups.  These groups would invade French occupied 

Morocco on the tip of North Africa.  One group was to take Casablanca and another to take 

Port Lyautey where an important airfield was located.  We were to take the port of Safi.  

General Harmon was in charge of our operation.  Our code name was “Blackstone,” and 

consisted of four thousand troops with 1500 being from the 2nd Armored Division.  Our 

infantry company along with the 47th Infantry was part of the armored group.  We were to 

take the port of Safi and secure it.  It was estimated that there were about a thousand French 

troops in the Safi area.

 Then we were to move 140 miles north to assist in the capture of Casablanca.  The 

armored column was to intercept and stop the foreign legion troops moving up from Marrakech 

to meet us  as soon as they heard of the landing.  Since it was expected that most all resistance 

would come from the French, President Roosevelt radioed us, stating strict orders we were not 

to fire unless fired upon.  The code names we used were “Batter Up” if fired on, “Play Ball” 

to signal we were returning fire.  We wore American flag arm bands and each platoon carried 

a 3x5 American flag to enable the French to rapidly identify us as Americans.

Why Did We Fight The French
 Some might wonder why we fought the French.  When Hitler defeated the French, he 

required France to agree to protect the French fleet to keep it from falling into allied hands.  He 

also had them agree to defend North Africa against any allied takeover.  The British, wanting 

to be sure that Germany would not have use of the French fleet, captured the ships in Egyptian 
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ports and attacked those in African ports, but were not able to destroy all of them.  France’s 

Vichy Government was very angry about these attacks, and as a result, France would resist 

any further attacks by Britain.  So it was decided that any action against the French should be 

American led, even though the United States and France were almost always on friendly terms.

 Two old WW-1 destroyers were refitted, with cut down smoke stacks, to give them a 

low profile.  These were called assault destroyers.  The submarine, Barb, carried a few infantry 

scouts.  The scouts were to find the landing spot and direct the assault group into the port.  The 

submarine was to drop off the infantry while using their guns to assist in the landing, but, the 

assault destroyers couldn’t see the submarine’s signals so they got lost.  An ensign in a scout 

boat took over and directed the two destroyers into port.  Shortly after coming into port, a few 

Frenchmen on shore decided to resist the landing. 

 It turned out that the French had four 130mm guns on shore and they began firing on 

our ships.  The battleship, New York, opened fire with a couple of rounds.  It was reported 

that their second salvo knocked out the 130mm guns, killing 50 French soldiers.  The cruiser, 

Philadelphia, opened fire on some 75mm guns that were in emplacements just south of Safi. 

 While this racket was going on, we were climbing down the rope ladders on the side 

of the transport and started getting into the lighters (small boats) that would take us ashore.  

Our thoughts were pretty much concentrated on getting down safely.  The lighters were 

bouncing quite a bit and so that made it very difficult to board them.  Naval personnel were 

directing us into the lighters with bullhorns from the ships bridge.  With all the firing going 

on it created a very chaotic situation.  The loads we were carrying on our backs were around 

90 pounds, and were supported by a haversack.  These straps of these haversacks   went over 

our shoulders. The waist buckle was left unbuckled so that if you fell into the water, you 

could just wiggle your shoulders out and discharge the load so it wouldn’t take you under the 

water.  This did not always work.  We had men fall off the rope ladder and disappear into the 

ocean.  They never came back up to be rescued!  One reason they fell into the water was that 

the lighter below would pull away before another was ready to pull up and under us.  We were 

very upset about this hurried up action.  This hurried up action was causing causalities.  One of 

our officers fired a shot near the bridge to get their attention.  They took notice after that and 

they kept the lighters in place until an empty one was ready to pull up.  That way if someone 

did fall they fell into the lighter.  One person fell breaking his leg and another fell breaking his 

back.  What a way to start out. Losing men before we even got ashore!
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 The lighter took us ashore, dropping us off in shallow waters.  We waded ashore and 

joined the 47th Infantry.  They were already drawing sporadic fire from the homes and hills 

around the port area.  We moved through the area meeting a small amount of fire.  This was 

what we termed as harassing fire.  In some instances they did aim to inflict causalities.  For the 

most part, however, it seemed the French just wanted to make a statement by putting up some 

resistance.  This was for the benefit of the Germans and the Vichy Government back home in 

France.  We set up defensive positions outside the town for the first night.  During the night 

a few shells dropped in our area.   These shells caused no casualties.  Moreover the shells did 

not damage our equipment.

 A bit of humor occurred when a French plane came over and dropped a bomb nearby.  

One of our guys was out in the open making his deposit over an open trench latrine.  Looking 

out from our trenches we could observe him squatting making his delivery, when the bomb 

hit.  It lit up the area.  We watched as he made a complete turn about facing in the opposite 

direction but still depositing his load.  You could hear laughter ringing out from the trenches 

from every one that was privileged to view the scene!  This was the first of many humorous 

events to happen in the next two and half years of campaigns.  I don’t know if we would have 

survived emotionally without humorous moments.

 Once Safi was secured, we moved back to the port to unload our halftracks.  As soon 

as a halftrack was unloaded, it’s crew mounted up and moved out.  During unloading, an old 

French bomber, made in the U. S. by Martin Company, wandered over and dropped a bomb 

near our ship.  We dove for what cover we could find!  It was shot down right away!  After the 

bombing, some of us took notice at what we had dove behind -- crates of bangolore torpedoes!  

Now that would have been quite an explosion if the bomb had set them off!  Of course, I would 

not be writing this if it had.  After all halftracks were unloaded, we moved out on the road 

towards Marrakech.

 General Harmon had received word that a column of the Foreign Legion, consisting 

of 70 truckloads of legionnaires, was moving up the road to Safi, toward us.  Since the aircraft 

carrier, Ranger, was not too far off shore, General Harmon gave the order for an air strike on 

the column.  They responded by sending out three fighter planes.   

 We had dismounted by then and were moving out along the side of the road.  Our job 

was to engage the legionnaires.  There was a lot of anxiety on our part, as we had heard a lot 

40

Unless You Have Been There



about the fighting abilities of the legion.  We were not sure how much fire-power they had.  

While proceeding down the road, the fighters from the carrier appeared coming in very low.  

We knew then the enemy was close.  The planes opened fire on the French column, and the 

noise from the explosions were deafening because we were so close.

 Needless to say everyone was on edge as this was our first real experience engaging 

an enemy while were being aided by air support.  This is where all the stateside training and 

practice came to use for us on the ground.

 As a platoon sergeant, I had been drilled over and over what actions to take when 

coming under fire.  I found that my reactions were automatic.  Later I realized that I would not 

have been able to display a picture of calmness, which help the line soldiers to control their 

fears and maintain level headed actions, had it not been for all the NCO training.  In truth, I 

was as uptight as my men were.

 We took up positions where we could fire on those escaping the air strike.  Their 

trucks were scattered all over the place, with some on fire and others overturned in the 

ditches.   At that point we wanted to drive the legionnaires into the hills away from the area.  

We accomplished this without any problems.    The trucks that were not destroyed retreated and 

headed back to Marrakech.  We allowed them to, as it appeared that they decided to give up.  

However, they were able to set up a few 75mm guns in the hills and started firing on our position.  

 General Patton was calling on General Harmon to get us started on our way to 

Casablanca to aid in the situation there.  Patton had decided that elements of the 47th Infantry 

Regiment with its air support could contain the opposition at our present location.    

 Four thousand troops took part in the operation at Safi.  It was reported that we 

suffered 200 dead or wounded.  This was considered to be very light for that type of operation.  

In other words we lucked out!  We all thanked God that the landing was not a tough one! 

 I remember well, my personal thoughts as we moved out towards Casablanca:  What I 

was thinking of when I volunteered, and how long was it going to be before it’s all over with, 

and whether or not I would go home alive! 

 The first objective on the way to Casablanca, was to take the town of Mazagan, a 

small port town 90 miles north of Safi.  We moved out at night so we had to travel in blackout.  

The road was very narrow and this caused problems for us.  Every now and again a vehicle 

would go off the road into a ditch.  Of course, others following the blackout light in front of 
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them would end up in the same condition.  We met a couple of roadblocks on the way.  These 

roadblocks were only symbolic; a few trees cut down and placed across the road with no fire 

support attached.  We just moved the downed trees aside and continued on.

 We met no opposition upon arrival in Mazagan.  We were, however, told the French 

were set up in a defensive position just across the bridge outside of town.  They apparently 

were not sure that they wanted to give us any resistance because they did not fire nor attack 

us.  This was on Nov. 10, 1942.  It was decided that we were to attack their position in the 

morning.  We were checking the area out when we were approached by a black Moroccan in 

white garments.  “Hi” he shouted out.  He told us he was originally from Philadelphia, and that 

he came here in the nineteen thirties with three hundred dollars in his pockets.  They made him 

chief of Mazagan.  He escorted us around the town and the port.  This port was shallow and 

could take on small ships.  General Harmon and the Navy already knew this information.  

 The Navy wanted to use Mazagan for bringing in fuel and supplies.  This would give 

the southern group a refueling and supply base nearer to Casablanca.  We rested the night of 

November 10, and prepared to attack the French positions across the bridge on the morning of 

November 11, 1942.  

 As we moved out to engage them, word came down that the French had agreed to 

sign an armistice (Arms truce) ending their operations against us, in all of North Africa.  

We lucked out again!  Oddly enough, November 11 was the same date as the World War I 

Armistice in 1918.

 Our force then moved on past Casablanca and Rabat, the capital of Morocco.  We 

settled down and set up camp in the Cork Forest near Rabat.  Our mission was to be the rear 

guard for the American troops moving further north to engage the Germans.

 It was feared that there might be reprisal attacks from the Spanish Moroccans.  Franco 

of Spain, while being neutral, was beholden to Hitler for his assistance during the Spanish 

Civil War.  General Harmon invited the commanding General of the Spanish troops in Spanish 

Morocco, to visit the division.  This visit was to let them know that they would be met with a 

powerful armored force if they decided to cooperate with Hitler.  As a result, an attack from 

Spanish Morocco never came about.

Camels 

 Soon after the French gave up, we moved into a temporary assembly area and pitched 

tents.  It was dark when we arrived in the area.  My radio operator and I shared a tent.  We 
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set up and put our blankets and raincoats on the ground and crawled in for a nights sleep.  (So 

we thought!)  A few hours passed when we began to hear a clumping noise approaching our 

tent.  It got closer and closer until it passed right by our tent.  What in the hell was that, we 

wondered?  More clumping continued and it was passing right by the tail of our pup tent.  We 

finally decided that we had better check it out.  “OK,” I said, The next one that comes close, 

lets jump out and challenge whatever it is.”  Weapons on the ready, we jumped out and pointed 

our weapons right at the noise.  I was staring open mouth right into the face of the biggest 

camel I had ever seen (I thought.)  We were witnessing what turned out to be a camel caravan, 

loaded down, herded by Arabs.  They were in single file about ten yards apart.  No one said 

a word.  We moved our tent out of the way at once.  Later we learned that these caravans 

traveled along the same paths for hundreds of years.  It was clear to us then why our African 

maps had lines on them designating the important camel trails.  They always stayed right on 

the paths.  We had set our tent up right on the edge of one of these trails.  If we had set up 

another foot closer they would have walked right over us and would have erased us from the 

human race as if we were piss ants.  Throughout the remainder of the African Campaign we 

made sure to treat all camel trails with deep respect.       

Arabs and Turkeys 

 Late November 1942, found us still held in reserve in the Cork Forest, near Rabat.  

As it got closer to Thanksgiving, we received a shipment of frozen turkeys, brought over from 

the United States.  They were for us to enjoy a good Thanksgiving dinner.

 SNAFU!  It was discovered that all the turkeys were spoiled by the time they got to 

us.  We set about digging deep trenches and burying the smelliest ones (about 20 in all.)  The 

morning after, we found only empty holes where the turkeys had been buried.  We learned 

how stealthy the Arabs could be.  They were able to sneak in and dig up the mess without our 

guards even detecting them.  We began to be missing many other things, i.e., blankets, food, 

etc.  Even with doubling the guard they got by unnoticed.  General Harmon did not want us 

to have trouble with the natives.  He talked to the Sultan and he furnished perimeter guards 

on Arabian horses to keep the villains away from our camp.  These guards on giant Arabian 

horses took no S--- from their fellow countrymen when they caught them.  

           Getting back to the turkeys, I often wondered what they did with the spoiled turkeys.
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Arabs and Their Meetings
 Soon after arriving in Africa we noticed that the Arab men had a habit of gathering 

around in a circle in a squatting position, usually near the side of a road.  They would be 

chatting away (I imagine they were getting the latest news from each other.)  This would go 

on every morning right on schedule.  They wore long robes (they were probably white at one 

time.)  We were near a group as it was breaking up.  We soon found out something else that 

was going on during these meetings.  As they got up and left there was several piles of deposits 

left where they squatted.  Why not?  They had no inside plumbing!    

The Rest Of The Division Shows Up
 The remainder of the division was to arrive around Christmas.  I was among the 

NCOs designated to meet the division in Casablanca.  We were to guide them in to an assigned 

assembly area near Casablanca.  A memorable incident happened at that time. 

 I was standing on the dock viewing the destruction that occurred during the attack 

on Casablanca.  The French battleship, Jean Barte, was in the port dead in the water.  Also, a 

cruiser (I believe, it was the Geneau) was aground near by.

 While I stood there, a large tugboat approached.  Someone behind me said, “How 

would you like crossing the ocean in that?”  I replied, “Shit, I would be sick all the time!”  

I turned around and stared right into the face of General Harmon and his executive officer, 

General Gaffey.  Harmon was wearing informal garb, while Gaffey was very formal, all 

spit and polish.  I straightened up and saluted.  General Harmon smiled and General Gaffey 

frowned.  “Come with us on that tug.  We are going out to welcome the remainder of the 

division,” Harmon said.  Of course, I obeyed immediately.

 The tugboat took the three of us out to the ship that carried the remainder of the 41st 

Infantry.  (Of the two thousand soldiers, only four hundred of the regiment had participated 

in the invasion of North Africa.)  As we boarded, the troops bombarded us with questions 

as to how things were going.  They had heard rumors that those of the 41st and the 47th 

who had participated in the first North African Landing had been wiped out!  We reassured 

them we were alive and well.  (We learned rapidly to doubt all first reports received from 

any battlefront.)

 The new troops were given the same orders that those already on the ground had been 

given;  “Do not interfere with the local customs.”  Now, GIs are not noted for giving their 

undivided attention to such directives.  At best, the general attitude was, “How different can 
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the customs be?”  Trouble was waiting around the corner for a lot of guys, including myself.

 The division was together now in the Cork Forest.  We settled down to more training 

and some relaxation.  During one of our relaxing periods we had taken a break near a beautiful 

orange grove.  We had been told not to interfere in local customs but nobody mentioned fruit 

orchards or groves.  Some of us had never seen fruit trees.  No thought had been given to the 

fact that they belong to somebody.  We were not using common sense.  We were on our way 

to meeting “Trouble waiting around the corner.”  The oranges were the biggest I had ever seen 

and the best tasting.  It can be said that the grove was nearly bare by the time we moved on.  

It wasn’t long before we found out that we had raided the Sultans Gardens.  A protest was 

delivered from the Sultan’s to General Harmon.  Our tasty oranges cost the US Government 

several thousands dollars restitution.  We received a stern warning to leave our hands off 

the Sultan’s properties.  The Cork Forest was also part of his realm and we had to treat it 

with respect.

 On our ventures into the township we did our best to be gentlemen and mind our 

own business.  Most customs did not warrant undue notice.  However, one in particular drew 

attention.  On a couple of occasions we saw men riding donkeys, while the women were 

walking behind carrying heavy loads.  This custom simply did not impress us as “the thing 

to do.”

 One afternoon a group of us came to the brilliant conclusion this was one custom in 

serious need of correction.  We promptly pulled a man from his donkey, picked up the woman 

and placed her on the donkey.  We made the man carry the load.  During the next few days, 

this procedure became common for all of us.  The towns people accused us of terrorizing them.

 Boy, what a commotion we had created!  The terrorized town’s people notified the 

Sultan.  The Sultan notified Headquarters and Headquarters notified us.  We really were 

clamped down on.  We were told in no uncertain terms that anyone caught harassing the Arabs 

or allowing harassment would be brought up on charges.  

 When the locals found this out they began to raid our supplies, and we were to stand 

there and watch them.  The Sultan responded by having his mounted Cavalry patrol our area.  

They showed no mercy when they caught someone raiding our supplies or belongings.  They 

treated them like dogs!  We would have been much easier on them.

 General Kingman, one of our brigade commanders, had the French unit in our area 

visit us.  We got along very well.  He was working with them to prepare them for their future 
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mission in aiding to defeat Hitler and Mussolini.

The Third Christmas
 Christmas 1942 was upon us.  Bob Hope had started his Armed Forces USO tours.  

On this particular tour, we had the privilege to be entertained by Bob Hope and others.  Such 

great entertainers as Bing Crosby, Martha Ray, and Francis Langford were with him with 

their songs, dances, skits and jokes.  They really lifted our weary spirits.  Their presence let 

us all know we were not forgotten back home.  What I remember most about this time was 

Bing Crosby singing White Christmas to us.  This was my third Christmas away from home.  

I wondered, “How many more will go by before I get home.”

 One thing I did know is that we ate really good most of the time we were in the 

Forest.  We bought eggs and hogs from the Spanish Moroccans and butchered and roasted 

them over our camp- fires.  The mess sergeant didn’t have to worry about us liking his food, 

as we had our own to go back to.

The Casablanca Conference
 Mid January 1943 brought us to the Casablanca conference.  With the advent of 

American troops being involved in combat on the African continent, it was time for the Heads 

of State to get together and make future plans.  We were ordered to spruce up our equipment 

and our military bearing.  We were to be ready to be called upon to stand Honor and Security 

Guard for our visiting VIPs.  We figured the VIP would be General Patton.  The division 

was lined up on both sides of the highway (small road compared to today’s highway.)  Our 

company’s position was located near where the meeting was to be held.  We didn’t know who 

was coming until about an hour before they were scheduled to arrive.  It soon became apparent 

that there were going to be more than just “Old Blood and Guts.”

 General Patton was near the front of the column.  With him, we recognized General 

Marshall, Chief of Staff, General Arnold, the Air Force Chief and General Mark Clark.  

(General Mark Clark would eventually lead the 5th Army in the invasion of Italy.)  President 

Roosevelt, his closet advisor Harry Hopkins and General Dwight D. Eisenhower, Supreme 

Allied Commander, followed them. Representing the French Forces were General DeGaule 

and General Giraud.  Winston Churchill had arrived by different route.  During this same 

time, King George the Fifth of England, was in the area and he also reviewed the division.  

Various meetings were held over a ten-day period.  (We later learned that Stalin was invited 

but declined, as he was being hard pressed by the Germans.)
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 Stalin wasn’t pleased with the American and British efforts to take the pressure 

off his forces.  Stalin wanted them to invade Europe at once, instead of Africa.  It was 

apparent that we were not ready to invade Europe at that time due to lack of experience 

and supply shortages.

 It was at this conference that the term “Unconditional surrender” was adopted.  Many 

Historians were later to say that it was a mistake to make a “surrender” unconditional as the 

war could have been over sooner if some conditions were allowed.  Of course, we the peons 

knew nothing about a lot of this at that time.  We just knew we were there to do the bidding 

of the high “Brass.“  

Back To The Forest
 All the dignitaries were now gone and we were back to the Forest for further training.  

During this time we were allowed a few men at a time to go on passes to Rabat.  One of my 

prizes, Pvt. D., got himself in a drunken stupor while in town.  He came upon a car parked at 

a curb and decided to open the door and jump in.  In the backseat was none other than General 

Harmon.  Pvt. D. said to the General, “Hi Buddy!  How about a lift?”  He got one all right, 

back to the camp pronto!

 I received a call from the company commander to meet him at battalion headquarters.  

There sat Pvt. D. in his alcoholic splendor.  I was given the full story and was told to keep him 

in camp from now on.  About a week or two later Pvt. D. was assigned to a guard post.  Since 

we were in a rear area only one man stood guard at a time.  If we had been close to a combat 

zone, two men to a post would have been required.  When Pvt. D. was given his orders, he 

was told to challenge anyone approaching after dark.    Pvt. D. asked me, “What do I say to 

them?”  I said, “Ask them to identify themselves and find out what the hell they are doing out 

there at that time of the night.”  Well sure enough someone showed up.  It was the Regimental 

Commander, Colonel Hines (later General Hines.)  Pvt. D. shouted, “Halt.  What the hell are 

you doing out this time of night?”  The colonel wanted to know who told him to challenge that 

way.  Of course, he named me.  Once again I was on the carpet.  I asked Pvt. D., “What am I 

going to do with you?”  He said, “I suggest that you join me on passes and on guard duty from 

now on.”  (More about this man’s exploits later.)  

 One moonless night, our company commander had been out on the town.  He was 

moving along slowly in his jeep trying to sneak into camp, hoping the battalion commander 

would not hear him.  Now the first sergeant had washed some things out and had stretched 
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a rope between a couple of trees to hang his clothes up.  Well you guessed it!  The company 

commander decided to park right between these trees.  (In the forest we traveled with the 

windshields down.  We also dug trenches in case of an enemy plane dropping by.)  The CO 

was almost decapitated by the “clothes line.”  He lost control of his jeep and it went right into 

the first sergeant’s trench.  He screamed and the horn started blowing.  Needless to say he 

woke up everyone in the area including the battalion commander.  GIs with their weapons at 

the ready, came from everywhere. We thought we were under an attack.  

 Our CO never lived it down!  For us, it was one of the most hilarious moments we 

had while in the Forest.

Bed Check Charlie and Axis Sally
 While in the Cork Forest we became acquainted with Bed Check Charlie and Axis 

Sally.  Now Charlie was a Kraut Focke Wolfe that flew over late at night.  Once he started, 

he didn’t miss a night.  He was almost always on time around 11 pm.  You couldn’t mistake 

a Focke Wolfe because of the drone of his engines.  It would come on loud and fade out, and 

then, come on again.  We were to hear him many times during our campaigns in Africa, Sicily 

and Europe.  No one would fire on him as he was a lone plane attempting to draw our fire to 

expose our positions.  We just smiled and let him drone on.  Some thought he was sent to create 

anxious moments among us.  We got to where we looked forward to his plane flying over.

  Axis Sally was their propaganda gun.  She came on the radio after dark.  We would 

tune her in because she played “Good ole American music.”  This was to get our attention so 

we would listen to what she had to say.  After playing several songs, she would start say, “Hi 

there Americans.  You know what the 4F’s are doing to your wives and girlfriends while you 

are over here fighting a war, which you are surely going to lose!”  One night she mentioned 

our armored division.  She said, “We know where you are hiding out in the Cork Forest.  When 

are you going to come out take the punishment that you came for?  Our brave soldiers await 

you.  You will meet your death before long!”  After a while most of us paid no attention to her 

ranting.  However, we sure enjoyed her music. 

Monade School Of Mines
 Along with other NCOs from my unit, I was designated to attend a school on Kraut 

and Ginnie mines and explosives.  The school was located in an area called Monade.  When 

we arrived we found out there were about fifty of us altogether attending.  The first day we 

assembled outside to listen to a bird colonel, who  told us about the mines and explosives.  
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There was a table by him approximately 4ft x 12ft.  It was loaded with the mines, explosives, 

grenades, etc. of the enemy.  We were told how to disarm the mines and how their grenades 

worked, as well as, how sensitive some of their explosives were.  Italians used an explosive 

called Tolite.  That stuff could blowup just by looking at it.  Then at other times it would be 

temperamental and lay around a while after fusing before going off.  We were to experience 

its complexities in Sicily.

 During a break period in the afternoon, students were gathered around the table.  I 

noticed several began handling various items.  The NCOs that came with me from the 41st 

decided we would move far away from that table and sit down to BS a little.  It was not too 

long before a loud BANG came from the table area.  That sure got our attention.  A grenade 

or mine had exploded wounding at least a dozen soldiers, some right in the groin.  We rushed 

over and pulled them away from the table in case something else blew up.  We used their first 

aid packs to stop the bleeding on some of them before the ambulance took them away.  I didn’t 

hear of anyone dying, but it was a trip home for many of them.

 In cases like that it was called “wounded in action” as no one wanted the people back 

home hearing what actually happened.  Only one thing came out of all that.  “Never hold a 

class on explosives without first disarming them.”  We never did finish that class.

Temporary Duty
 It was late in February 1943.  The war was not going too well for our guys in Algeria 

and Tunisia.  German Field Marshall, Rommel, had arrived in Tunisia.  It was said that he 

decided it wouldn’t be too difficult to attack the green American troops.  (Green because they 

had not yet met up with a strong German attack.)  He attacked the Americans near Gafsa and 

proceeded towards Kasserine Pass.  Here he defeated the 1st Armored Division commanded 

by General Ward.  Rommel knocked out over ninety vehicles and captured more than two 

thousand troops.  

 The whole front almost collapsed.  Now, the 1st Armored  can not be faulted.  

Before the attacks, Intelligence gave the wrong information to the British General Alexander, 

Commander of the Tunisia front.  It was thought that the attack would come further north, 

so General Alexander, ordered some of the 1st Armored units north and thus weakened their 

forces.  The big picture as mentioned here was not known at the time.  We were to hear about 

it later.  This was to go down as the worst defeat of the Allies until the Battle of the Bulge.  

General Patton loaned General Harmon and some of us temporarily to General Fredendal, 
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Commander of Second Corp.  The Second Corp was comprised of all American units at the 

front.

Forty And Eight
 Our trip towards the war front was by train.  We were herded into box cars aboard 

the French North African railroad.  They were called 40 and 8 because that is what was posted 

on the outside of the cars in French, meaning the car would hold forty men or eight horses.  

We traveled two or three days on the narrow railroad.  It took longer that it was supposed to 

because every now and then a German fighter, or two, got through and attacked the train.  We 

had to bail out each time and take cover away from the train just in case they hit the train.  We 

had anti-aircraft protection with us, set up on flat cars.  They did a good job in keeping the 

fighters far enough away.  Thus, the accuracy of the fighters was not good.  If several planes 

at a time would have attacked, I believe our transportation would have been knocked out. 

 On the second day during one of our rest stops, our box car was stopped near a trestle.  

The weather was bad. There had been a lot of rain in late February 1943.  We noticed three 

Arab women huddled in the mud.  They were trying to take cover from the weather.  A couple 

of us approached the women and we noticed one was very pregnant.  She apparently was not 

far from delivering her baby.  One of the women was trying to tell us they needed help.  We 

decided that we could put them aboard the box car to give them shelter from the rain and 

strafing from the fighters.  As we helped the women to board the box car the signal came to 

mount up and prepare for the train to move out.  We figured we would at least be able to give 

them a lift to the next town where they could get help and reasonable shelter.

 Within a brief period of time it became obvious our box car was to be the delivery 

room.  Needless to say we were ill equipped in every sense of the word.  The box car was as 

cold as a deepfreeze, wet with rain and filthy from our muddy boots.  (Africa was damn cold 

and wet during February.)  Considering I was the ranking NCO who had decided to “help” 

the woman, it was now up to me to decide what we were to do about this imminent birthing.  

There had not been anything mentioned in the training manuals regarding delivering babies.  

Not in “My” manual at any rate.  This meant I was basically on my own.

 I asked all the guys to dig in their field packs for their blankets to give all the warmth 

possible for these women.  Next I asked the boys to form around the women in an effort to 

ward off as much of the cold air as possible.  To give as much privacy as possible I suggested 

all the guys turn their backs from the goings on.  It became obvious it was too dark for the 
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women to see what they were doing.  The unanimous vote was that I would be the hapless 

soul to “illuminate the scene” by holding the flashlight.  Being a one man lighting crew meant 

I had to be involved in cursory glances.  At this point in life, I preferred an encounter with the 

enemy.  I thought, “Thank God women know what to do.  This is not my department!”  

 After what seemed to be a lifetime, we were presented with a warmly wrapped baby 

boy.  It would still be several hours before we could bid farewell to the women and baby.  In 

the meantime, all of us had plenty of time to enjoy and coo over the baby.

 I was teased a lot by the guys; stuff like, “Hey Dad” and “How is the Doc?”  That 

was the first and last time I saw a baby being born.  I imagine that was the closest to any of 

the other guys in that box car ever got to a delivery room.

  After we left our “Charges” in safe hands in a Muslim village, we continued on our 

journey.  As we drew closer to the fighting our thoughts turned to what we were to be faced 

with upon arrival.

 Now comes one of the reasons why I titled this writing, “Unless You Have Been 

There.”  It is very difficult to accurately detail the feelings one gets as you near the action.  

First you see the distant flashing in the sky of cannon fire and explosions.  It is quite a sight 

at night!  You don’t hear the noise the flashes make at first.  As you get closer you hear the 

heavy explosions (and the lump in your throat makes it harder to swallow.)

First Recon Patrol in Combat
 We dismounted from the train and loaded up onto trucks to continue forward.  Now 

we began to hear the chatter of machine gun fire and other small arms fire.  Put it all together 

and the sound will terrify you if you let it.  On the way to the assembly area we saw some of 

the wreckage and the horrifying sight of trucks hauling dead out of the area.  (In those days, 

we put the dead in mattress covers.  Body bags were not in use at that time.)  Of course, many 

of us wondered if we would be coming back the same way. 

 Once we arrived at the assembly area, we waited for orders.  We were told that 

General Harmon had arrived about three days before.  He had issued orders for all who were 

retreating to stop where they were, regroup, and await orders to attack.  From the look of things 

it appeared to us that his orders were obeyed.  We observed no one retreating, only the dead 

and wounded being taken to the rear.

 In the morning, approximately March 1, 1943, my group was called upon to prepare 

a few guys to go on a recon mission that night.  We were to go through our lines and scout out 

51

Unless You Have Been There



the area directly to the front of the 6th Infantry.  Our job was to move quietly into No Man’s 

Land, and attempt to establish where the enemy had their outpost set up.  We were to proceed 

beyond the outposts and determine where the main line of resistance was set up.  

 When I described the mission to my platoon, it was apparent that no one was going 

to step up and state, “I’ll go.”  It was clear to me that if I wasn’t going to lead the patrol I 

wouldn’t get any volunteers.  Since I was the sergeant in charge of our group I was to select 

four men to do this job.  I told the guys that I would lead the patrol and take three others 

with me from the first squad.  The squad leader said, he would go and would select two of 

his men to join us.  We had about four hours to prepare.  None of us had ever been on actual 

combat recon.  We just prepared as if it was just going to be another exercise.  Our faces were 

blackened and we discarded our helmets in favor of black stocking caps.

 I went over a map the colonel had given me, and tried to establish some identifying 

landmarks that we could use for guides.  We decided that when we were past our lines, we 

would move in a tight box type formation.  I would be the front man in one box, and the squad 

leader would be in front on the other side.  It was important that we kept one another in sight 

because one lost soul could cause all to be captured or killed.

 Darkness took over and it was time for us to make our move.  We were directed to 

the frontline and told how to proceed to contact the outpost for that section of the line.  Four 

GIs with a light machine gun manned this outpost. We had decided the password would be 

Bizerte.  This password was to be given to all outposts along the near front in case we missed 

coming back through our lines at the designated spot. 

 We left almost all our equipment behind in order to make the least amount of 

noise.  We were traveling light with trench knives and small arms only.  I can honestly 

say I was scared shitless.  I had no idea whatsoever what we were going to do if we met 

up with any Krauts.

 We were crawling for a short distance feeling our way.  It rapidly became apparent 

if we were going to find out anything and get back before daylight, we had better move along 

by standing or crouching until we came upon something to be concerned about.

 After about fifteen minutes away from our outpost we detected something a short 

distance to our right front.  We got down low and moved a little closer.  It was a Kraut outpost.  

It looked like they may have three or four men there.  We marked the spot and moved on 

around them, all the time hoping they would not hear us.  We now had to see if we could come 
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across their mainline. It didn’t take long before we heard goings on just a short distance ahead 

of us.  We got as close as we felt we could without getting caught with our pants down.  We 

could hear someone talking; we thought we heard German and Italian both.  This would not be 

unusual as Ginnies and Krauts were both in that area.  We figured that it could be a Kraut unit 

replacing an Italian unit, or the other way around.  I thought it was most likely that the Ginnies 

were replacing the Krauts.  Figuring that the Krauts outpost would be next to be relieved, we 

marked the slope that the unit was dug in on, and got out of there before the outpost relief 

caught us between them and the Krauts being relieved. 

 We were moving at a fast pace.  We had also become aware that we were behind the 

schedule we had set with our own outpost as the approximate time that we would be returning.  

Suddenly we were almost on top of the Kraut outpost.  We were too close to skirt around it.  

It became a reality we would be trapped if we did not take out this outpost.

 We had never experienced what was required of us next.  My mind was moving fast 

and I said to myself, “There’s no doubt there will be other times we will have to do this before 

it’s over.”

 The squad leader, Sgt. C., and I decided that the hole closest to our route should 

contain two men.  We could see one of them facing out toward our lines.  We knew that he 

had not seen or heard us yet.  Since we couldn’t see the other one, we felt sure he probably 

was dozing off.  I, being the senior one, was to take out the man that was awake and Sgt. 

C. would take out the sleeping one.  If we botched things up, someone needed to report to 

battalion on what we had found.  I whispered to the two privates with us, “Be prepared to 

make a dash for it!”

 I thought back to the Cork Forest when we were told to turn in our WW-1 type trench 

knives.  They were equipped with brass knuckles and it was against the Geneva Convention to 

use brass knuckles on an enemy.  I thought, “You can’t knock a man out, but it is OK to stab 

him to death.  What a stupid thing.”  Trench knives in hand and crawling on our elbows and 

knees we moved up to the outpost.  

 We didn’t see any movement coming from the other hole about ten or fifteen yards 

away.  We figured them to be asleep.  I was moving very quietly, but my heart was pounding 

so loud that I felt it would give us away.  I was less than twenty feet from my subject when 

he got up out of his hole and moved a little forward.  He seemed to be concerned about some 

thing out front toward our lines.  I knew that this was the best time to make my move while 
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he was in the open.  I was so scared that I feared that I might collapse before I ever reached 

him.  I heard myself saying, “Oh God, Oh God, help me!”  I was right up on him now and 

performed automatically.  As taught, I grabbed his helmet rim over the top of his head and 

pulled back on it as I pushed the knife up under his ribs and moved it sideways.  My knee was 

in his back, and as I pulled him over, he groaned and collapsed.  I don’t believe he ever knew 

what happened.  Sgt. C. had taken care of the sleeping one while this was going on.  We just 

laid there a second or two to get our breath, and to see if the others responded to any noise 

we might had have made.  The only thing we heard was our own pounding heart beating and 

heavy breathing.

 We moved out rapidly in our bid to put as much distance as we could between the 

outpost and us.  We approached the same US outpost that we had left from.  They challenged 

us as we approached, and we gave the password and came in.  When we got a little past our 

lines we collapsed on the ground and lay there for about fifteen minutes.  As soon as we settled 

down some, I got up and went to battalion to report.  They woke the CO and he came out to 

hear my report.  I told him what we had observed and that I felt that the Ginnies were replacing 

the Krauts in front of his position.  

 He said, “That could mean they are going back on defense and that the Krauts are 

withdrawing to prepare for something elsewhere.”  This seemed to be the Germans plan 

whenever they expected us to counter attack.  They will leave the Italians to take the assault 

while they conserve their forces for attacking purposes.  (I was getting a lesson on how the 

Germans treated their Allies.)

 The colonel said, “Sgt. you were told to send out a patrol, not to go on it yourself.  

You are responsible for the platoon and not just a few men assigned to go on patrol.”  Right 

away something that General Patton said to us in training came to mind.  I told the colonel, 

“General Patton told us to remember: You can not get behind spaghetti and push it as it won’t 

go anywhere.  You need to get out in front and pull it.  As a leader you are to show your 

soldiers that you will not have them do anything you wouldn’t do.”  I mentioned to the colonel, 

“This was the first time that we had to do a patrol in combat, so I felt it was my job to be one 

of ones to go.”  He answered, “Do you mean to tell me that you were not scared?”  I told him, 

“I was so scared that my heart was in my mouth.  If anyone shot me in the heart it wouldn’t 

have killed me because my heart wasn’t where it was suppose to be.”  Much later, I learned 

that the colonel had put me in for the Legion of Merit.  But it was not yet approved for enlisted 
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men.  I was later given the Bronze Star instead.   

Temporary Assignment To The Second Corps
 The next day we were assigned to the infantry units that were to attack in the area our 

patrol had checked out.  It was decided that the attack would be made with riflemen with fixed 

bayonets and no round in their chambers.  The officers were to carry Thompson 45 caliber 

sub machine guns.  They were the ones to lead and make first contact with the enemy.  It was 

said, that a previous assault was messed up due to some riflemen firing their weapons during 

the confusion that is always present, on the initial contact.  As a result the men following the 

platoon sergeants, shot some of our own troops in the back.

 The element most in our favor would be that the Krauts would withdraw.  We were 

about to meet the Ginnies.  We knew that almost all Italians had relatives of some sort in the 

USA.  We felt that most of them were not real happy about the USA coming into the war.

 Mussolini conned the Italians into believing the U.S. would not be able to join the 

Allies because we were so unprepared.  They seemed to enjoy fighting the British but not us.

 We moved up to our objective as soon as our artillery completed their attempts to 

soften them up a bit.  Those of us who carried Thompson machine guns began to spread fire 

along the well dug in positions.  One of the entrenched soldiers stuck his arm and head up as 

though to throw a grenade.  I automatically fired on him nearly blowing his right hand off, 

before I realized he was trying to surrender.  Simultaneously shouts of “Biszono! Biszono!” 

were heard coming from the trenches.  The realization came that these men were shouting 

“friend.”  Approximately two hundred Italians surrendered and the hill was ours.  

 While our men rounded up the troops from the trenches and assisted in the care of 

their wounded, an interesting conversation took place with the Italian major.  Being one of 

those in charge of our troops, I was in on what the major had to say.

 With what appeared to be a sense of relief, the major told us the majority of the 

Italians liked Americans and had no desire to fight us.  But the Germans were in command, 

thanks to Mussolini, and the Italians troops were force to fight against the Americans or 

would be killed.  Only one group of Italians was  to be seriously feared.  They were known 

as Mussolini’s “Black Shirts.”  (We would experience his truths when we finally reached 

Sicily.)  He went on to tell us the Krauts had withdrawn the day before because the British 

Eight Army was putting serious pressure on the German African Corps.  The Krauts hoped to 

slow down the British advances in order to prevent the Axis forces from being cut off from a 
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Mediterranean Port.  They knew there might be a real need to rescue their forces if the situation 

continued to deteriorate for them.

 Our temporary assignment to the Second Corp was terminated shortly after the fore 

-mentioned engagement.  We were reverted back to 2nd Armored Division, in Morocco on or 

about March 9, 1943.

Training For The Sicily Invasion
 It was not long after our return, we all moved on to the location of Arzew and Oran 

in Algiers.  Here we would undergo extensive training in preparation for the invasion of Sicily.  

Of course, as was the desire of those running the show, we peons were the last to know we 

were headed for Sicily until the last minute.  Having come from the shelter of the Cork Forest 

we now felt somewhat naked and vulnerable in Arzew and Oran.  There were no trees to hide 

from the enemy or to seek relief from the sweltering heat.

 New landing crafts had been developed following the African invasion.  These crafts 

were known as LCIs and LSTs.  The LCIs (Landing Craft Infantry) were equipped to carry a 

company of infantry.  The LST (Landing Ship Tank) was set up to carry an armored battalion, 

including tanks and halftracks.  The crafts had been designed to draw very little water.  This 

enabled them to move in considerably closer for a beach landing of men and equipment 

minimizing loss of both.  

 Our objective was to practice loading and landings using these new crafts.  

Primary practice took place with the LST.  We would load up in the harbor at Arzew and 

head out to sea a short distance.  Our return involved a mock attack landing on beaches 

outside the township.

 Our stay in the Arzew area between April and May of 1943 would last approximately 

six weeks.  During this time, constant repetitive practice took it’s toll on our nerves and 

stamina.  We sought relief in minor ways.  The primary means consisted of simply, “sleeping 

in total exhaustion.”  However, there were other options at our disposal for those of us who 

had some semblance of energy left.

 Arzew was not exactly a metropolis.  A sleepy quiet town is more descriptive.  The 

main attraction consisted of a small movie house.  A few of us decided to check it out.  We 

were in for quite an eventful night.

 The movie offered was in French and stared Mickey Rooney.  Mickey had a series of 

movies starring as a teen-ager who confronted the typical problems of teens.  This was one of 
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his series known as “Andy Hardy.”  For us it was funny, and strange, to hear Mickey speaking 

in French.  Never the less, we were fully engrossed in the action on the screen when all hell 

broke loose.

 Now the GIs were more familiar with the sound of “Charlie checking in.”  The town’s 

people were not.  Good ole “Bed check Charlie” had decided to buzz the movie house in his 

Focke Wolfe.  

 Pandemonium hit.  Some one yelled, “Air raid” in French.  We did not understand 

what had been yelled at the moment but we fully comprehended what came next.  People 

were climbing over each other in their panic to get out of the movie house.  It was obvious to 

us many were being badly wounded.  While we felt confident “Charlie’ would not inflict any 

harm, none of us possessed enough knowledge of the language to take charge of calming the 

citizens.  As a result, we stayed put in our seats when our initial efforts were ignored. Much 

later we were able to assist some of those injured, and helped get them to the local hospital.  

To say the least, our night had been of a nature we had not bargained for.

 Training continued.  During one of our LSTs maneuvers we had a “hair raising” 

experience.  We had ventured out a few miles and were preparing to return for a routine 

practice landing.  Suddenly, some one on the bridge shouted, “Submarine!”  A couple seconds 

later he shouted, “Torpedoes!”  Those who did not know God, made his acquaintance in short 

order.  We could do nothing but hold our breaths and pray the torpedoes would miss.  Twice 

more, “Torpedo,” was shouted from the bridge.  With all shouts of warning there was complete 

silence from the troops as we waited for a hit to be made.

 All torpedoes missed.  By God’s grace we were on a craft that  was safe, at the 

moment, from torpedoes.  Fearing further sub attack, our Captain radioed to Oran for air 

cover.  Three Grumman fighter-bombers were circling above us within minutes to assist us.  

Apparently the sub captain felt he had no time to reset his firing range and chose to abandon 

the attack on us.  Doubtless there was serious confusion aboard the sub.  

 The ships captain came on the intercom to relate to us that the torpedoes had passed 

under us.  The torpedoes had been set too low for a strike on an LST craft.  The captain figured 

our craft was so new that the German sub was not familiar with the fact LSTs did not sit as low 

in the water as other marine vessels.  Thus, his torpedo settings were aimed too far beneath our 

craft.  Once again we lucked out!  But we all knew the Lord had to be on our side.

 Shortly after the sub attack we were allowed passes to venture forth into the fair sized 
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city of Oran.  Despite Oran’s size there was virtually nothing by the way of entertainment.  It 

is surprising how enjoyable a peaceful walk among the local citizens can be. 

 Most of us had learned from past experience to faithfully abstain from interfering in 

local customs and to follow any rules set forth.  There are always the ”Die Hard” idiots in any 

group of GIs.  The temptation of the women proved too much for some.

 There were two types of women in Oran.  The one was the well-guarded natives, and 

the other was of European extraction.  To even try to fraternize with the native women brought 

serious consequences.  More than one GI was disciplined with all privileges suspended.  A 

rare few faced formal charges.  Those who had followed local laws sought out the European 

women who practiced their age old profession.

 A lot of us enjoyed the local beach.  It felt great to lay around on the sand and take 

frequent swims in the cool waters of the Mediterranean Sea.  These were peaceful relaxing 

moments in our young lives.

 Around May 20, 1943, we moved to General Patton’s headquarters in a town called 

Mostaganem.  We resumed our beach landing practices.  Patton made it a point to observe 

many of these landing practices and invariably became involved.  While we felt we were 

doing a great job, General Patton thought otherwise.  In short order we learned he would find 

something wrong and insist we do the maneuver all over again.   

 As a rule we did not fix our bayonets to our weapons due to the danger of inflicting 

injuries.  Troops were packed like sardines on the LST, and as we would jump in to the water 

it was a sure bet arms would be going in every direction in the effort to maintain our balance.  

General Patton was less than impressed with our logical reasoning.  He ordered us to fix our 

bayonets.  He expected us to damn well learn in a hurry how to avoid killing each other.  

Needless to say, our landing skills improved considerably in short order.

 General Patton’s theory for landing with fixed bayonets had merit.  He believed if 

the enemy saw us hitting the beaches with fixed bayonets they would be terrified.  What he 

didn’t realize was that we were also terrified at the image he planted in our minds of a hoard 

of enemy racing towards us for hand-to-hand combat!  To our way of thinking it was a hell of 

a lot easier to fire our weapons than it was to personally encounter any body with our bayonets.

 The second week of May 1943, we moved from the beach landing to training for 

street fighting.  Our engineers moved in to construct a mock up town.  When completed the 

town consisted of approximately ten houses on each side of the street.  The street itself, as 
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typical of European village streets, was not much wider than an alley.

 A machine gun squad was to be positioned at the head of the street to represent the 

enemy.  Friendly fire would be directed from the opposite end of the street.  The fire from these 

two points was to get us reasonably adjusted to being fired upon while we were attempting to 

over take occupied towns or cities; not to mention how to protect our butts from becoming a 

name to add to the obituary column in the hometown newspaper.

 The German machine guns were carefully positioned with stakes to guide the fire to 

no more than within three feet of any one charging down the street.  Our job would be to stay 

close to the building and not wander into the street in line of fire.  Our incentive to hug those 

walls was the fact that live ammo would be fired.

 We were walked through the paces as to what we were to do.  We teamed up in pairs.  

Each pair had to “overtake” a house by running into the town, avoid enemy fire and toss a live 

grenade into the house, after we broke down the door.  Some doors would be open and this had 

to be considered in our moves.  Our friendly fire would be aimed at the building until each pair 

reached the far edge of chosen building.  This would represent our “cover” as we approached.

 Once reaching the building we would hug the wall as we made our way to the door.  

One man would suddenly kick the door in, and the other man would toss the grenade in.  

Both would hit the dirt as the grenade exploded.  Immediately one man would charge into the 

building firing his weapon while closely followed by the second man.

 Having been walked through the paces a couple of times we got down to the real 

training.  Nobody felt at ease with this, due to the live ammo.  One careless move might very 

well be our last move.  We went through our live fire training a couple of times per day for 

three or four days before we were told we were to demonstrate for Patton and his guest.

 General Patton’s guest was the British General, Alexander.  General Alexander 

would be in command of all troops during the invasion of Sicily.

 On May 25th we made a landing under mock battle conditions and received an “Atta 

Boy” from both commanders.  They were impressed with our performance.  For once, General 

Patton found no faults.  He was quite proud of us.

 The following day, May 26th, we put on our just learned “Street Fighting” demo.  We 

managed a good fake job with some damned terrifying moments.

 Soldiers are taught and learn to do things by “The Book.”  Everything goes like clock 

work as practices are perfected.  In real life nothing goes by “The Book.”  Common sense 
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takes over.  The demonstration started out reasonably well.  Everybody was in position ready 

to go.  Our cover fire commenced as the enemy fire opened up down the middle of the street.  

My radio operator was to be my partner.  He stood about five foot, five inches tall.  Soaking 

wet he might have weighed in at one hundred pounds.

 Pvt. L. and I were the first to move out.  Within seconds, I realized something was 

very wrong.  I threw myself against the building as I shouted to my partner, “Hug the building!  

Hug the building!  They were firing too close!”  Private L. had already seen my unusual 

actions and looked like he was glued to the wall.  Things were only to get worse.  As we inched 

our way to the corners of “Our House” the friendly fire ceased as it was supposed to.  Enemy 

fire continued too damn close for comfort!  We proceeded with the next moves expected of us.  

There was no reason to believe anything else would go wrong.  The fact friendly cover fire had 

ceased on cue, we assumed the remainder of the demonstration would proceed as planned.   

 I rushed past the door and automatically noticed the door was ajar.  I tossed the 

grenade in and hit the ground on the opposite side of the door.  Pvt. L., instead of hitting the 

ground to wait detonation, yelled a battle cry as he charged through the door.  Instant thought 

for me was, “Oh my God!” as I screamed, “Get the hell out of there!”  He came flying out the 

door and almost ran straight into the on going enemy fire.  He instantly dropped and rapidly 

crawled in his desperation to regain the safety of the wall.  I felt sick at heart as I thought, “He 

is going to die.”  If the machine gun fire didn’t kill him, the grenade blast would.  By some 

miracle, Pvt. L. reached the wall just as the grenade exploded.  

 As soon as the grenade exploded, Pvt. L. jumped up with me and we charged into the 

building.  In the building, the little guy completely collapsed on the floor.  He was shaking 

so badly he couldn’t stand up.  I was not in much better shape.  He looked up at me and said, 

“Sgt., I almost got killed out there.”  I told him, “Out there!  Hell, you almost got killed in 

here.  If that grenade had exploded in your face you would be dead.”  As we gathered our wits 

I silently thought, “You lived because you are so small and can move fast.”

 The rest of the platoon had observed our initial problem of the street fire being too 

close and allowed for the problem as they moved out in pairs.  Thus, their nerves had not been 

assaulted quite like ours had been by the unexpected.  As a result they had far fewer foul ups.  

As we regrouped I said to the company commander, “I wonder what Patton and Alexander 

thought of the foul ups.”  Our CO replied, “They will think that it was all part of the game.”  It 

was at this point that the CO told me he nearly had heart failure when he realized the machine 
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gun was set wrong.  He prayed none of us would die. 

 A demonstration this may have been; however, the glitches involved taught us to 

respect the fact nothing would be cut and dried for the real thing.  It helped us judge every 

situation as we came to it in the future.

 Years later I purchased and read the book, “Patton Papers.”  With great pleasure I 

read his memory of that day, May 26th, 1943.  In a letter to Army Chief of Staff, General 

Marshal, General Patton said, *”We also put on a street fighting demonstration with actual 

firing support.  The bullets pass extremely close to the people’s heads.  When I went through 

it, personally, it frightened me half to death.”

 This was a man who never displayed any signs of fear.  All these years later, it was 

a real pleasure for me to read, Old Blood and Guts had actually know times of fear –sort of 

made him more human in my memories. 

 We spent the rest of May and June 1943 preparing for Sicily.  Before going on to the 

Sicily adventure, I want to go over the big picture as to what happened in Africa as a whole.

 The War in North Africa can be divided into three parts.  The first began in September 

1940.  A huge Italian Army under Marshal Grazini, invaded Egypt from Libya.  There wasn’t 

much fighting until December 1940.  The British Army of the Nile, under General Wavel, ran 

the Italians back 500 miles into Libya.

 Part two is when Hitler sent his Africa Corps under General Rommel to Africa.  He 

fought the British back and forth over the Libyan Desert, winning some and losing some.  In 

Figure 4-1

Sgt. Carlin and squad taking a break in North Africa
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the summer of 1942 Rommel was within seventy miles of Alexandria.  The British began to 

hit back hard and Rommel began to be short of supplies.  His supply base was far off and the 

RAF was playing hell with his supply line.

 Part three was when the Americans came into the picture.  We invaded Morocco and 

Algiers.  The British and Americans that landed in Algiers moved to the east to threaten the 

Africa Corp’s rear.  The British 8th Army, now led by General Montgomery, was attacking 

Rommel allowing him no time to recoup his loses and go on the offensive.  The Africa Corps 

retreated 1700 miles in 80 days.  Rommel left tanks, trucks and all kinds of equipment and 

dead bodies scattered all over the desert.  At the end of his retreat he ran into the British First 

Army and the American 2nd Corp coming in from the west.  As written before, Rommel 

decided it was easier to fight the green American troops.  Thus, he fought the Americans at 

Kasserine Pass.  We suffered heavy losses at Kasserine pass.  The Americans lost a total of 

about twenty four hundred in all.  Most of these were captured.

 General Harmon and some of us were sent up for a short period.  We reverted back 

with Harmon to 2nd Armored during March 1943.  Harmon was asked by Eisenhower to take 

command of the Second Corp.  He asked not to be assigned there because it would look like 

he “bad mouthed” a fellow General.  General Harmon recommended General Patton to lead 

the Americans.  * Patton was up there during March and April 1943.  General Patton’s deputy, 

General Omar Bradley, then replaced Patton. Patton came back to Mostaganon to prepare for 

Sicily.  During this time mid-May, 1943, the Germans and Italians were defeated in Africa.  

It was then we once again was to lose our best Division CO.  Harmon was sent to command 

the 1st Armored Division and prepare for the invasion of Italy.  We were not to see him again 

until the Battle of Germany.  

* “Patton’s papers” page 255

* This information is from Combat Commander Bio of General Harmon, p 120.
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Lessons Learned 

Things we learned from our actual experiences and others, during the

North African campaigns:

• Do not keep your helmet chin strap under your chin while in combat.  
 The force waves from the explosions could get under the helmet and 
 snap your head back breaking or severely injuring the neck.  Fasten the 
 chin strap to the rim behind the helmet.

• We learned that our 37mm anti-tank guns were useless against German 
 tanks.  They were nicked named “paint Removers.”

• Do not attempt to examine or instruct anyone about mines, grenades, or 
 explosives, etc., without first disarming them. 

• Do not take a break upon reaching an objective, after driving the enemy 
 off.  Immediately dig in and be prepared for any counter attack that 
 may come.

• Do not attempt to disarm an enemy buried mine manually.  Use a rope 
 and tie it very carefully to the bracket of the mine.  Back off a good 
 ways, take cover and pull.  Many times they bury an anti-personnel 
 mine right under the top one and when you lift 
 top mine out, the bottom one goes off and you are gone!

• Do not fall for Krauts giving up by running out to meet them.  Many 
 times they have created an ambush.  Stay put and let them come to you.

• Do not fire on enemy night patrols by single planes.  It will just give 
 your position away.

• Do not use tracers in your 45 cal submachine gun.  They have a habit 
 of rupturing and jamming the weapon.

• The German 88mm gun is the most accurate and destructive weapon in 
 their Arsenal.  At times they would fire it at a single soldier and blow 
 him to bits.  This is a very demoralizing thing to witness.
 
• Our Sherman tanks are no match for their tanks one on one.
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Figure 4-2

Certificate of award of Bronze Star to Paul Andert
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CHAPTER 5
SICILY

Sicily
 July 1943:  It was now time to move on to another venture.  General Patton was to 

command the Seventh Army composed of troops from the 2nd Armored Division, 1st Infantry 

Division,  3rd Infantry Division, 45th Infantry Division, 82nd Airborne Division, Darby’s 

Rangers, and others.  The operation was under the name of “Husky.”

 On July 8, 1943, we boarded, Orizaba, our ship in Oran, Algiers.  We were sort of 

surprised as it was an old liner converted into a troop ship.  This ship had a group of Marines 

aboard to man antiaircraft batteries and perform the necessary guard functions.

 Our tank brigades were then loaded onto the LSTs.  All of our practices had been on 

the new LSTs.  It was then that we learned that we would go on as regular infantry instead of 

armored infantry.

 Our halftracks and the drivers were left behind.  We later found out that our halftracks 

were turned over to the French who were forming a French 2nd Armored Division.  The 

French General LeClerc was to command this newly formed division.  He was to see quite a 

lot of action in Europe.

 Since my name began with “A” I was assigned to be the army sergeant in charge of 

the army guards aboard ship.  I would be reporting to a Marine 2nd Lieutenant.  The army 

in the European Theatre called these Marines “Sea Going Bellhops.”  This in no way was a 

reflection on the Marines who carried a large share of the burden in fighting the Japs in the 

Pacific.  These Marines covered themselves with glory on many occasions in that Theatre of 

War.  The Bell Hops on board the troop ships in the Atlantic were not well thought of by the 

army because of their pompous attitude.

 I was given a list of orders and directions as to where to place the army guards.  Some 

were assigned to stair landings that contained watertight doors that had to be secured whenever 

a battle station alarm would be sounded.  These doors were to be sealed tight and no one 

allowed to move in or out during an attack.  The orders required that two men be assigned to 

each post.  We knew that the trip to Sicily would be a short one and that we would be going 

ashore to meet whatever.  I told the men assigned to these posts that one man could sleep 

while the other stood watch since we were not in combat mode ourselves.  The Corporal of 
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the Marine Guard looked me up that first night and wanted to review the post.  We set out on 

our rounds.

 Now this Corporal was a “spit and polish” soldier, while we were dressed for combat 

and were anything but military in bearing.  He sort of turned up his nose at us.  He told me to 

order that both men be awake on the post below deck.  I told him that I disagreed with him 

because when we get off this ship we were going to be fighting a war and that the men needed 

a rest to be prepared.  He said, “I am a Corporal in Marines and I order you to do as I say.”  I 

replied, “I am a Sergeant in the Army.  Like hell I will.”

 Before I knew it I was ordered to the officer’s lounge for a meeting with Colonel 

Hinds, our Regimental Commander, and the Lt.  and Corporal of the Marines.  The corporal 

told the story just like it happened and said that I refused to obey his orders.  I gave my side 

using the same words as before.  The Colonel seemed to be enjoying it.  The Marine Lt. 

supported his Corporal.  The Colonel said that since he was the senior officer aboard he would 

make the decisions.  He had the corporal and me leave and he and the marine officer worked 

it out.  I did not have to change what I had my men doing.  I guess the army won that battle.

 We were to make our landing in the area of Gela.  The 1st Infantry Division and 2nd 

Armored Division were assigned to this area.  The 1st Infantry Division and Darby’s Rangers 

with the 1st  Battalion (our Battalion) of the 41st Regiment landed on the beach to secure 

enough territory for the LSTs to unload the 2nd Armored Division tanks.  We once again 

climbed down the rope ladders fully loaded and headed for the beaches.  The Navy was putting 

a lot of shells on the beach to silence the enemy fire.  As we approached we experienced very 

little hostile fire.  For this we were thankful as our navy pilot started to drop us off.  Right 

away, we found out that we were too far from the beach and in too deep of water.  It was very 

apparent as soon as my radio operator who was right in front of me stepped off the ramp and 

disappeared under the water.  Without even knowing what I was doing I reached down in the 

water and touched the top of his head.  He placed both of his hands over mine and SWOOSH!  

I lifted him right out of the water and plopped him right back on board.  I have thought about 

that incident many times and it had to have been “buoyancy” that saved that boy’s life.  We 

had the pilot pull up the ramp and back off the area and approach the beach in another area 

where we would be much closer. 

 We had no trouble in getting closer on the second try.  The only problem about this 

whole operation was that if there had been a lot of enemy fire, without a doubt, we would 
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