
		
			[image: Cover for The Dead and Those About to Die]
		

	
		
			ALSO BY JOHN C. MCMANUS

			September Hope:
The American Side of a Bridge Too Far

			Grunts:
Inside the American Infantry Combat Experience, World War II Through Iraq

			American Courage, American Carnage:
The 7th Infantry Regiment’s Combat Experience, 1812 Through World War II

			The 7th Infantry Regiment:
Combat in an Age of Terror, the Korean War Through the Present

			U.S. Military History for Dummies

			Alamo in the Ardennes:
The Untold Story of the American Soldiers Who Made the Defense of Bastogne Possible

			The Americans at Normandy:
The Summer of 1944—The American War from the Normandy Beaches to Falaise

			The Americans at D-Day:
The American Experience at the Normandy Invasion

			Deadly Sky:
The American Combat Airman in World War II

			The Deadly Brotherhood:
The American Combat Soldier in World War II

		

	
		
			

			[image: 76380.jpg]

		

	
		
			

			Dutton Caliber

			An imprint of Penguin Random House

			penguinrandomhouse.com

			Previously published as an NAL Caliber hardcover and trade paperback edition

			First Dutton Caliber edition: June 2019

			Copyright © John C. McManus, 2014

			Maps illustrated by Rick Britton. Copyright © 2014 Rick Britton

			For insert photo credits, see pages 357–58.

			Penguin supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin to continue to publish books for every reader.

			Dutton Caliber and the D colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

			THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS HAS CATALOGUED THE HARDCOVER EDITION AS FOLLOWS:

			McManus, John C., 1965–

			The dead and those about to die: D-Day:

			the Big Red One at Omaha Beach/John C. McManus.

			p. cm.

			Includes bibliographical references and index.

			1. World War, 1939–1945—Campaigns—France—Normandy.

			2. United States. Army. Infantry Division, 1st—History—20th century.

			3. World War, 1939–1945—Regimental histories—United States. I. Title.

			D756.5.N6M37 2014

			940.54'21422—dc23 2013044309

			Ebook ISBN 978-0-698-14278-7

			PUBLISHER’S NOTE

			While the author has made every effort to provide accurate telephone numbers and Internet addresses at the time of publication, neither the publisher nor the author assumes any responsibility for errors, or for changes that occur after publication. Further, publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party Web sites or their content.

		

		Version_4

	
		
			Contents

			Also by John C. McManus

			Title page

			Copyright page

			Contents

			Epigraph

			Dedication

			Map Key

			Maps

			Forward

			 

			Prologue: SHOCK

			Chapter 1: BACKGROUND

			Chapter 2: INTENTIONS

			Chapter 3: H-HOUR

			Chapter 4: SURVIVORS

			Chapter 5: BRASS

			Chapter 6: REINFORCEMENTS

			Chapter 7: INLAND

			Chapter 8: SUPPORT

			Chapter 9: BEACHHEAD

			Chapter 10: MEANING

			 

			Selected Bibliography

			Endnotes

			Index

			Photo Insert
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FOREWORD

			Desperate. Hellish. Disastrous. Catastrophic. Traumatic. Shocking. Bloody.

			Anyone who was at Omaha beach on June 6, 1944—especially in the morning or early afternoon of that momentous day—is likely to have used one or more of those powerful words to describe it. At Omaha beach, the stakes were so high, and the fighting so bitter, that the very name evokes something legendary, even iconic. Originally dubbed “Beach 46” by Allied planners in the spring of 1944, this four-and-a-half-mile strip of rocky Norman coastline is now hallowed ground, as is the sprawling cliffside military cemetery that broods over it like a melancholy sentinel. The battle fought at Omaha beach is among the most famous in American history, occupying a solid niche in the cultural memory alongside such iconic bloodlettings as Bunker Hill, Antietam, Gettysburg, the Bulge, and Iwo Jima. Omaha beach is a symbol, a powerful tale of extreme adversity and ultimate victory.

			Amid the sand and stone of this troubled, fire-swept beach, a drama played out that helped decide the future of humanity. Indeed there is something so compelling, so significant, about Omaha beach that all my life I have been irresistibly drawn to it, like the proverbial moth to a flame. I have spent a quarter century studying it intently, first as a young tourist, later as a Normandy scholar, eventually as a battlefield historian and author of a book on the Normandy invasion. And I have come to believe that Omaha beach is better known than it is understood; that in spite of several outstanding works by excellent historians, and at least one brilliant film portraying the fighting, there is actually more to the story. The battle for Omaha—not to mention the Normandy invasion of which it was just one part—was such a vast, complicated, multilayered saga that it is still possible to gain new insights about it. I think the key to these new insights centers around the 1st Infantry Division and the ferocious battle it fought to secure the eastern section of the beach. By the spring of 1944, the Big Red One was arguably the most combat-experienced, and certainly the most cocksure, division in the Army. Only the equally accomplished 3rd Infantry Division could match—or exceed, in the view of that division’s self-proclaimed dogface soldiers—the combat record of the 1st Infantry Division. Though the Big Red One had suffered heavy casualties in North Africa and Sicily, plenty of veterans remained to lead the way at Omaha, along with a vast array of combat-tested leaders, staff officers, and specialists. As a result, the division carried with it a distinct identity as rebellious and resentful (even mischievous in garrison) but extremely reliable and effective in combat. The division could fight and it could produce results. It was perceived by the American high command as the first string, tempestuous perhaps, but talented and dedicated, a go-to outfit. Twenty years after D-Day, General Omar Bradley, in retirement, would write, “Thank God for the First Division. Any inexperienced division might not have made it that day.”1

			Yet, curiously, the 1st Division’s critical role at Omaha beach has tended to be overshadowed—at least in historical memory—by the equally serious fight of the 29th Infantry Division and U.S. Army Rangers elsewhere at Omaha. The most famous example is Steven Spielberg’s masterful, searing portrayal of the fighting at Dog Green beach, located in the heart of the 29th Division sector, in his enormously influential film Saving Private Ryan. This inclination toward the 29th’s side of the beach actually began with the first chroniclers of D-Day, the Army combat historians who conducted after-action interviews with survivors. They produced 372 pages of interviews and reports on the 29th, and 300 more on the Rangers, as opposed to 83 pages on the Big Red One. This set the tone for the many fine works historians have written on D-Day over the subsequent decades, from Cornelius Ryan’s The Longest Day to Stephen Ambrose’s D-Day. Indeed, my own book The Americans at D-Day includes only 8 pages on the 1st. Even the great Joseph Balkoski, in his seminal work Omaha Beach, leaned toward the 29th for the perfectly logical reason that he is the historian of that division and knows more about it than any other human being on the planet (he has since written a multivolume history of the 29th). Only Flint Whitlock, in his splendidly written volume The Fighting First, has specifically focused on the Big Red One. My hope is to build upon the foundation that he and the other accomplished historians have established, not out of some esoteric, misguided, and ultimately useless desire to prove the superiority of the 1st over the 29th, but with the goal of improving upon our knowledge and understanding of the battle for Omaha beach.

			For this purpose, I have drawn upon what I believe is a strikingly rich blend of sources. This book is based on every relevant contemporary and postwar source, including after-action reports, combat interviews, historical narratives, historical studies, unit journals, unit critiques, letters, diaries, unpublished memoirs, oral histories, personal interviews, staff rides, articles, analytical papers, photographs, diagrams, books, Internet sources, as well as my own multiple surveys of the battlefield and a nice cache of veterans’ accounts, interviews and correspondence with veterans that I have collected over many years of studying the invasion. Needless to say, D-Day was a heavily documented event and there is thus no shortage of good source material for historians, enough to penetrate many layers of legend and get to the heart of what actually happened at Omaha and what it was like. My hope is to produce a fair and compelling portrait of the stark and mortal drama that unfolded along that beach all those years ago. Moreover, I believe the details of this story can yield answers to many questions still unanswered about Omaha beach: Why did the 1st Division succeed amid such horrendous circumstances? How did the division train for the invasion and was that training useful on D-Day? What sort of personalities tended to triumph over this kind of adversity? Did veterans fight better than replacements or vice versa? Who were the real leaders on that bloody beach? How much effect did senior officers have, if any, on the actual fighting? What kind of decisions led to success and what kind led to failure? What impact did the Big Red One’s battle at Omaha have on the Normandy invasion as a whole?

			At the height of the fighting, when utter disaster at Omaha seemed a real possibility to nearly everyone who was there, Colonel George Taylor, the commander of the division’s lead assault regiment on D-Day, strode along the beach—risking death and dismemberment with every confident step—and uttered the day’s most famous words: “Only two kinds of people are going to be on this beach, the dead and those who are going to die. Now get moving!” He knew that he had to lead by personal example, with clear orders, conveyed with the most inspiring demeanor he could conjure up in spite of his acute fear. In fact, the phrase had been bouncing around in his mind for many months; he did not make it up on the spot. But it did yield some insight into this man and perhaps even the division as a whole. Taylor inherently understood that in war the human factor was paramount. “Personality is the most important element in the conduct of war,” he once wrote; “it may be said that it affects almost everything.”2

			Omaha beach was a prime example of this truth and also of a recurring pattern in American military history—the tendency to place too much confidence in technology, firepower, and matériel for the fulfillment of important objectives. At Omaha, practically all of the preparatory firepower failed miserably, as did some of the top secret inventions designed to assist the assault troops. The battle came down to individuals carrying out extremely valorous acts of the sort that were useful for the success of the mission. Taylor and many thousands of other soldiers on the beach that day came to know this, not out of any keen historical insight, but because their very lives depended upon it. This is their story.
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Prologue

			SHOCK

			All the beauty of the world was gone. Nothing mattered now except this brutal moment, and survival. It was almost as if everything that came before—home, childhood, family, maybe even previous battle experiences—had never really happened. Or perhaps all of that simply no longer had any significance. The same could be said of the future—if indeed there was to be a future for any of them. Actually, to some, the very idea that there could even be a future seemed absurd in the extreme. Instead, there was only the ugly, overwhelming, drab, miserable here and now, and it was stunning beyond imagination. Death lurked everywhere—in the rough waters, on the ramps of wobbly landing craft, in every wet grain of sand, behind every log or steel obstacle, alongside every mine, buried or unburied, near the blanket of smooth stones that composed a bizarre-looking shingle. There was nowhere to hide, at least not for any real safety, and certainly there was nowhere to escape. They were trapped, quite possibly even doomed.

			Such moments of extreme, imminent physical danger produce a distinct set of physiological symptoms, generally known as Condition Black, in human beings. The heart rate shoots up dramatically. Stress hormones surge through the bloodstream. The intense fear constricts blood vessels, diminishes hearing, narrows vision, even paralyzes the nervous system, leading to loss of motor skills. Faces turn white. Hands shake. Eyes blink uncontrollably. Voices quaver. Bowels empty or constrict painfully. The ability to reason and think critically is gone. The terror produces a state of physical shock, reducing the person to little more than a panicked animal, desperately trying to survive yet capable only of cowering or hiding.1

			Few, if any, of the leading assault troops at the Easy Red and Fox Green sectors of Omaha beach on D-Day morning thought in such terms, though most of them experienced the symptoms to some degree. These men knew only that they were in real trouble. The volume of German fire on the beach and at the waterline was staggering—50-millimeter mortars, machine guns, uncannily accurate rifles, artillery, including at least one 88-millimeter gun, antitank guns, and plenty of mines. “The situation on the beach was critical, and at times looked very black,” one company after-action report related. Another spoke of men who “waded and struggled ashore by crossing two hundred yards of open beach under intense enemy fire. Many men were hit and injured while still in the water.” To Lieutenant John Spalding, a platoon leader in E Company, 16th Infantry Regiment, “it looked as if they were walking in the face of a real strong wind.”

			The “wind” in this case consisted literally of bullets and fragments in such volume as to physically hinder normal movement. All along the haphazard landing spots where soldiers struggled ashore, German fire laced into and around them. “Men . . . could be seen wading ashore into the face of intense fire,” Captain Edward Wozenski, the commander of E Company, wrote in an after-action report. “Due to the heavy sea, the strong cross current and the loads that the men were carrying, no one could run. It was just a slow, methodical march with absolutely no cover.” He watched helplessly as a couple of his men set off underwater mines that blew them out of the sea, into the air, only to splash back down into the waves. “You’re up and down, you’re in water and then you’re ducking,” he added years later in an interview. “Small arms and everything’s flying all around so you duck down. You’re terrified as anyone could be. It was bloody awful.”

			Nearby, one of his sergeants, Lawrence Fitzsimmons, saw two men in his squad, Privates Peter Walsh and Robert Spencer, run past the waterline, flop down into the sand and “then be blown bodily into the air by mines buried on the beach.” Both were killed instantly. Lieutenant Rob Huch was scrambling mightily just to make it out of the water. “The machine gun fire was intense—it came from so many different directions and places, it’s unbelievable. The water was deep—the only thing to do was go in. All the way in through the water, the bullets were splashing right in front of my nose, on both sides and everywhere.” He made it to the beach—praying fervently every step of the way—only to come under even more accurate fire as he weaved his way around clusters of obstacles, stopping and starting every few yards. “At one point when I hit the sand, a burst went through my pack, radio and canteen. At another point a mortar hit about ten feet away—the concussion knocked me out for a few seconds.”

			Elsewhere, Private Frank King, a radio operator, started moving deliberately across the beach, only to enter right into the sights of an unseen German machine gunner. “You could see . . . those machine gun bullets hitting in that . . . wet sand. You couldn’t hear it, you could see the sand flop up.” Somehow the enemy gunner did not hit him. Many others were not as fortunate. As Staff Sergeant Donald Wilson of F Company thrashed through chin-high water, he looked back and asked Private First Class Peter Loney, a machine gunner in his unit, if he was okay. “No sooner had he said that he was, when he seemed to be driven backward by some unseen blow, slowly sinking under water” (Loney was wounded but survived). Wilson kept going and stumbled onto the sand only to witness something detonate a TNT satchel charge on the back of Private First Class Norman Spechler, obliterating him in an instant. “The burlap, used to strap the TNT blocks together, fluttered down and lay smoldering on the sand.” Small pieces of Spechler lay in every direction for ten feet. “The biggest was as big as my fist and just as white as snow,” Private William Funkhouser, a mortarman who was pinned down nearby, recalled. Funkhouser was transfixed and terrified by the gory remnants of Spechler in front of him. “I can’t crawl through that,” he thought. He tried to get up and run, but he was so frightened that his legs gave out and he fell down. “You can’t imagine how scared I was,” he later said. He threw away his mortar tube, closed his eyes, and crawled over the body parts.

			At nearly the same instant, Lieutenant Howard Pearre, the company executive officer, took a direct hit from an antitank gun. “Most of his torso lay just where it happened, but his helmet sailed upward, almost in slow motion, finally landing,” Staff Sergeant Wilson said. Staff Sergeant Ben Telinda watched in horror as one of his good friends, Technical Sergeant John Plichta, got blown apart by yet another direct hit from an antitank shell. Earlier that morning Plichta had brashly told Telinda and several other buddies: “The Germans haven’t made the bullet yet that would get me.”

			Looking for any surcease from the overwhelming firepower that was sweeping the expanse of the beach, some men sought the dubious cover afforded by obstacles. Private First Class Onda Murphy, a Browning Automatic Rifleman (or BAR man), settled alongside an upright log obstacle—designed to impede or destroy landing craft, they looked like horizontal telephone poles to the Americans—and began unleashing bursts at the unseen Germans on the high ground that loomed over the beach. “All at once, he practically disappeared with the post,” Private First Class Paul McCormick recalled. “A German mine was on top of the post and exploded” when a bullet struck the mine. Private Clarence Cox clustered alongside a couple of other soldiers behind a steel tetrahedron, but soon noticed two disquieting things: the obstacle was mined and German gunners were using it as an aiming point. “Another buddy beside me raised his head up, and a bullet entered the side of his steel helmet and traveled around and got the tip of his ear on the other side as it came out.” The close call had the effect of enraging the stunned man. “He got up on his knees and started giving the enemy a stern lecture. I shouted for him to get down; to lay still before he got us both killed.”

			The bodies of men who had been hit in the water or at the waterline of the beach began washing ashore with the rising tide. Some were dead. Others were wounded. In some places they lay two and three deep, rolling and ebbing with the surf. Merciless strands of machine-gun bullets stitched the sand and fizzed the water into and alongside them. Staff Sergeant Wilson saw one of the bodies thrashing in the water, desperately trying to get ashore. He recognized the wet lump as a BAR man from his outfit and ran to the water to drag him onto the beach. “He must have been weakening fast because, as I got there, he sort of collapsed on me.” Wilson was overwhelmed by the task of dragging the big man, plus the twenty-pound automatic rifle strapped to his back, out of the sea. They bobbed in and out of the waves and washed ashore because of the tide more than anything else. “I pulled him up on the bank as far as I could. He seemed conscious, eyes open and moving.” Then Wilson rolled him over onto his back and saw a gaping wound in the man’s abdomen. He emitted a loud sigh and died. Wilson managed to unstrap his BAR, grab a few cartridges, and crawl several yards up the beach. “I came upon Lt. [Glendon] Seifert, flat on his back, just staring blankly, shot through the throat, just below the Adam’s apple. His chest was covered with blood, which was continuing to pump slowly from the wound.” He knew there was nothing he could do for the lieutenant. He died in a matter of moments.

			In another spot, Private Clayton “Ray” Voight, a BAR man, came upon his friend Private Eddie Saucier, a flamethrower man, lying behind a log obstacle. Saucier was wearing two sets of clothes to ward off the wet and cold (a fairly common practice on D-Day). Like many other men that terrible morning, Saucier needed to empty his bowels—immediately. Yet he could not free himself of his heavy clothes and equipment. “He wanted me to cut his pants open so he could relieve himself,” Voight said. He promptly retrieved his knife and cut open the seat of Saucier’s trousers, something that the young BAR man thought back on later as a surreal example of the stupor permeating him and so many others. “Yet they say I wasn’t in shock,” he said of doubters whom he had encountered in his life. “I had to be in something.” After cutting open Saucier’s trousers, Voight advanced a few yards up the beach, only to look back and watch as the flamethrower man took a fatal hit. “He put up his arms sideways, and then just went in a round circle and slowly just went right on down . . . and that was where he stayed.” Voight had promised Saucier that if he got killed, he would retrieve his wallet and send it, along with a consolation letter, to Saucier’s fiancée in Harper, Connecticut. But Voight could not bring himself to go back into the killing zone where Saucier had been hit.

			Medics had no choice but to circulate into the worst places, right within the most devastating cones of fire, especially near the waterline, where so many wounded men lay writhing and flailing for life. Some had already weakened and drowned. Others were half dead. “The tide was rising and many of them were doomed to drown if nobody came to their help,” Private First Class Charles Shay, one of the F Company medics, later wrote. “I left what I was doing and returned to the sea which was red with the blood of the dead and wounded. I began pulling the wounded up beyond the waterline by grabbing them under their armpits.” He successfully extracted several stricken men and administered first aid, sprinkling sulfa powder onto wounds, bandaging them up, often injecting delirious men with syrettes of morphine. “I do not know where my strength came from.” Most likely, adrenaline accounted for his enhanced muscle power and resolve. “I cannot really describe the horror and words cannot do justice to the suffering, the heroism, the chaos on that beach.”2

			The ferocious enemy opposition was bad enough, but the assault troops were dealing with other serious problems as well. Most were carrying onerously heavy loads of equipment, seventy to eighty pounds on average. In many cases, this was equivalent to half or more of a man’s body weight. A few were even lugging two-thirds of their own weight. Some units had been issued special olive-drab-colored amphibious assault vests (generally called invasion vests), a load-bearing garment similar in appearance to a hunting vest. “The staggering loads of equipment and ammunition would be almost impossible to carry with our conventional straps and bags,” Lieutenant William Joseph wrote. As a communications specialist, he lugged 130 pounds of gear.

			The average man carried extra shoes, extra clothing, rations, a haversack, a web waist belt, blankets, tent equipment, an entrenching tool, and such personal items as books, cigarettes, cameras, and the like. Private First Class John MacPhee was a telling example. The young rifleman/demolitions man weighed all of 125 pounds, yet he was hauling about 85 pounds of kit. “I always felt we were burdened down with too much weight,” he said. “We became pack mules on the first wave. Our life expectancy was zero.”

			To some extent, this considerable burden was a necessary evil because the assault troops needed heavy weapons such as bazookas, flamethrowers, Bangalore torpedoes, TNT, and mortars to fight and survive once ashore. They also needed ammo and lots of it. More than that, though, the unreasonably heavy loads stemmed from the flawed notion that once the troops got ashore, it might be difficult to resupply them during the fight to secure a beachhead in Normandy. This was in spite of the fact that the Allies enjoyed complete mastery of the sea and air, with a fleet of more than five thousand ships and ten thousand airplanes, not to mention a logistical buildup of matériel in England unsurpassed in world history. This concern over supply during the early stages of the invasion was really a hangover from the failed Dieppe raid of two years earlier when the Allies enjoyed none of these advantages and a Canadian raiding force was more or less annihilated. These concerns no longer applied in the summer of 1944, yet the planners acted as if they did. The Allies intended to land so many troops and vehicles under such a relentless timetable, and with so much shipping available, that men on the beach—even those who were pinned down—would not be likely to run out of supplies. Even if they did run low on food or water, this paucity of provisions was unlikely to last for long under such circumstances. It really only made sense to load up on ammunition. All other needs were ancillary. Nonetheless, the assault troops paid the price for this flawed planning. “Soldiers were having a difficult time trying to wade ashore burdened with their equipment, which consisted of weapons, extra ammunition, packs, rations and gas masks, while being subjected to small arms and artillery and mortar fire,” Captain Fred Hall, the operations officer (S3) of 2nd Battalion, 16th Infantry explained. Thus, at the very moment when the troops most needed agility and quickness, they could hardly move, especially since they were soaked to the skin and covered with sand.

			Moreover, most had become very seasick during the two-hour ride into the beach aboard their bobbing and bucking Higgins boats. The experience was absolutely miserable. Waves of nausea engulfed them. Many vomited in their relief bags or onto the deck of their boat or even onto one another. They felt weak and shaky, with spaghetti legs and chalky faces. In one landing craft, a soldier lay immobilized with seasickness, impervious to any command to get out of the boat. A fellow soldier promptly picked him up and hurled him over the side, into the chest-high water.

			The seasickness and the dread of combat weakened their bowels, too. “It was far more than just sickness,” Captain Wozenski said. “Men loaded their pants and everything else.” The stench of diesel fumes, feces, and vomit was disgusting. The men were wearing specially impregnated amphibious uniforms to protect their skin in the event that the Germans used poison gas against them. The protective chemicals made the uniforms look and feel slick and shiny. They also made them stink like sour milk, thus earning the nickname skunk suits, and this only added to the soldiers’ nausea. Nor did the sickness abate once they reached the beach—if anything, it grew worse as it evolved from seasickness to the gut-stabbing cramps of primal fear. “Some of the men froze on the beach,” Sergeant Fitzsimmons said, “wretched with seasickness and fear, refusing to move.” Lieutenant Joseph was deeply struck by “the apathy of the men toward death. As we lay on the beach, shoulder to shoulder, with our feet in the water, the tide kept rising . . . and I saw men watch their comrades die and not reach out a hand to pull them up. They had a dazed and unreal look. In all our combat operations . . . I never saw the shocked condition repeated.”

			Private First Class MacPhee, like so many of his comrades, was young and in excellent physical condition, yet it hardly mattered under these woeful circumstances. “I could walk for miles, could endure a great deal of physical hardship . . . but I was so seasick that I thought I would die. In fact, I wished I had. I didn’t care if Adolf Hitler was waiting for me. I was scared to death.” Like so many hundreds of other men who were flailing around in the water or along the beach, he was completely exhausted, in nearly the worst possible condition to fight. Quite a few were so sick and so spent that they hardly cared if they lived or died. They crawled forward or simply lay still, hoping just to feel better, even if that meant death. Those who were able to keep moving and shoot back often found their weapons fouled or inoperable from sand or seawater. In many cases, they huddled behind obstacles, stripped their weapons down and, usually with shaky hands, cleaned them as best they could. Sometimes waterlogged or sand-choked radios failed, hindering communications. The men needed all their strength, physical and otherwise, to fight against a well-fortified enemy now, but instead they were at their lowest ebb, in their worst fighting trim.

			Perhaps the greatest shock was the abject and total failure of the supporting preparatory fire. The Air Force had dropped its bombs too far inland. The naval bombardment had damaged some of the German pillboxes and frightened many of the enemy soldiers, but it had done little else. Rocket-bearing ships had unloosed their loads either short of the beach or in scattered, useless patterns. Most of the supporting duplex-drive amphibious tanks had sunk in the rough seas. In total, the pre-invasion bombardment in the 1st Division sector had slightly wounded one German soldier, probably caused a few others to flee, and wrecked two of their automatic flamethrowers; otherwise the effect was next to nil. “Supporting fires were of absolutely no consequence on Omaha [Easy] Red beach,” Lieutenant Colonel Herbert Hicks, commander of the 2nd Battalion, 16th Infantry wrote in an after-action critique. “The Air Corps might just as well have stayed home in bed for all the good that their bombing concentration did.”

			Yet the troops had been briefed to expect great results from all the pyrotechnics, prompting hopes of an open, undefended beach, or at least a beach honeycombed with craters that could be utilized for cover. “As the men came onto the beach the greatest disappointment to them was discovery that it had not been touched,” Major Edwin Elder, the operations officer of the 3rd Battalion, 16th Infantry later wrote. “Finding no craters, those men who lived to reach the beach started desperately to dig holes in the sand, but the high waves filled them with water.” For those who were new to combat, this divergence between theory and reality was stunning and demoralizing, only adding to their terror. Cynical, skeptical veterans, like Brooklyn-born Sergeant Vincent Michael McKinney, who had fought in North Africa and Sicily, felt nothing but resentment when they emerged from the water and realized the truth of the situation. “They [briefers] told us [we’d] probably be able to walk in there unmolested. There wasn’t a hole on that beach. Not one did I see. Not a bomb. [The] barbed wire was still there. Everything was still there.” He shook his head angrily and thought to himself, “You sons of bitches!”

			Captain Wozenski, pinned down on the beach, watching his men die all around him, wondered bitterly what exactly had happened to the 186 tons of “pinpoint” bombs the Air Force was supposed to provide for his E Company objective alone, along with nine thousand rockets that were supposed to have saturated his section of the beach. Nothing of the kind had materialized. “The prime lesson  . . . was that the theorists still give undue weight to the actual effects of supporting weapons—Army, Navy, and Air,” he later summed up perfectly.

			At Omaha beach, the American planners fell prey to a long-standing pattern in their history—the tendency to overestimate the effectiveness of firepower and technological savvy. In reality, on D-Day morning, the preparatory bombardment failed miserably. Instead of walking over the wrecked remnants of enemy beach defenses and policing up the stunned survivors, the soldiers of the Big Red One found themselves involved in a death struggle with profound implications for the outcome of World War II and, in a larger sense, for the future course of world history. “To cross 400 yards of low water beach and climb a formidable bluff to the enemy’s main defenses was little short of murder,” Wozenski opined. Maybe so, but it was the brutal reality at the Easy Red and Fox Green sectors of Omaha beach. Wozenski and the others would either succeed or die. There was, for most, nowhere to retreat, nowhere to hide. The beach offered two main outcomes—death or victory. No one in the 1st Infantry Division was truly prepared to deal with this nightmare, but they were trained for it, and that was about to make all the difference.3

			

		

	
		
			[image: Chapter-Orn]
Chapter 1

			BACKGROUND

			Seven months earlier, almost to the day, a gloomy autumn mist blanketed the docks of Liverpool. The early November air was chilly but crisp and invigorating. By the thousands, soldiers of the 1st Infantry Division, many of whom were hard-core survivors of bitter fighting in North Africa and Sicily, descended wooden gangways and set foot upon the venerable soil of England. A band played “Dixie,” followed by “The Sidewalks of New York.” As the soldiers made their way to troop trains, a bevy of sharply contrasting emotions pervaded their ranks. Some were just happy to be out of combat. Many daydreamed about the pleasures Britain offered—pubs, beer, liquor, sightseeing, shelter, running water, but most of all, women. Some of those who had been with the division during its pre-combat training in Britain the year before looked forward to renewing acquaintances with British friends. In several instances, men were so excited that they let out spontaneous whoops of joy. “You can imagine the crescendo that crushed the ears of all within miles,” Captain Joe Dawson, a company commander, wrote to his family in an attempt to describe the exaltation of his men.

			But there was an undercurrent of tension and gloom, too. The return to England could only mean one thing: the Big Red One was returning to combat, probably in the forthcoming invasion of Hitler’s Europe. After nearly a year of fighting, and a slew of victories in the Mediterranean theater, many of the soldiers felt they had earned the right to go home. Already fiercely proud of their outfit, and resentful of most outside authority, they had developed a cynical world-weariness that, for some, bordered on self-pity. After the Sicily campaign, hopeful rumors had spread that the division would be rotated back to the States to train new recruits. When the men boarded ships and found out they were heading to England, and thus eventually back to action, “it caused,” in the recollection of one rifleman, “a lot of trouble among the soldiers, a lot of unrest and anger.” For Lieutenant John Downing and his men, “the hope of going to the States . . . died hard. We could be sure . . . if we didn’t go home this time, we wouldn’t go home until the end of the war.”

			Many of the veterans felt this was unfair and unnecessary. They complained bitterly about the idea of going back into combat. After all, they had been fortunate enough to survive to this point; more prolonged action almost certainly meant that their chances of survival would be diminished. A man could evade the law of averages only so long before his luck ran out. “Their feeling was there must be other infantry units in the United States Army that could be utilized in the assault on Western Europe,” Private Steve Kellman explained. There were, of course, other units, but none quite like the Big Red One. The division’s experience in amphibious assaults made it indispensable to invasion planners (not to mention its familiarity in the very sort of town fighting, river crossings, mountain fighting, and combined arms maneuver warfare that would follow in the months after the invasion). Among the American infantry divisions available for the coming invasion of Omaha beach, none had actually assaulted a hostile shore. Lieutenant General Omar Bradley, commander of the First Army, with control over all U.S. ground forces in the coming invasion, knew this all too well. “Although I disliked subjecting the 1st to still another major landing,” he wrote, “I felt that as commander I had no other choice. My job was to get ashore, establish a lodgment, and destroy the German. In the accomplishment of that mission, there was little room for the niceties of justice. I felt compelled to employ the best troops I had. As a result the division that deserved compassion as a reward for its previous ordeals now became the inevitable choice for our most difficult job.” In essence, they could not be spared. The task ahead was far too important and far too challenging.
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			At Liverpool, the troops boarded trains that took them to southern England, where they would settle in and begin a new round of training. Many were miffed at the standing order to remove, for reasons of secrecy, shoulder patches and all other indicators of their unit affiliation. The lack of identifying unit insignia made them look like newly arrived stateside replacements instead of proud combat veterans. It seemed a direct affront to their pride and status. Lieutenant Colonel Jimmy Wright, the division quartermaster, was so incensed at the order that he simply refused to follow it. Military police caught him, wrote him up, and referred his case to the First Army Provost Marshal. His defiance eventually evaporated, but only after the threat of a court-martial. He and thousands of other like-minded veterans grumbled, but swallowed their pride and complied with the order.1

			Even worse, in the view of many Big Red One soldiers, was something else that had happened near the end of the Sicily campaign. Bradley had decided to relieve Major General Terry de la Mesa Allen, the 1st Division’s popular and colorful commanding officer. Allen was a soldier’s soldier, a down-to-earth cavalryman who loved polo, whiskey, and earthy language. The son of a West Point graduate and the grandson of a Civil War officer, he was born to be a soldier. As a young man, Allen had washed out of West Point because of his independent nature and maverick tendencies, a dismissal that must have smarted for the scion of such a distinguished military family. True to his resilient nature, though, he rebounded from the setback to earn a degree from the Catholic University of America and a subsequent Regular Army commission. Allen’s personality meshed perfectly with the independent professionalism of the 1st Infantry Division.

			In combat, he was the embodiment of an inspirational commander—courageous, relentless, and energetic—the sort of general who circulated easily among subordinates from the lowest-ranking private to staff officers. On the Tunisian front, he had made a point of regularly visiting the forward positions and speaking to each man personally. “There is nothing that is more inspiring than to have a general walking about the front lines when the bullets are flying, talking with the men,” one of his aides wrote about him in a letter home. “He doesn’t know what the word fear is and he is just like a hypodermic to the men of his command.”

			He had little patience for niceties. In action, he dressed in a simple, rumpled olive-drab uniform, helmet often askew or at his side, smoking cigarettes, grinning, tossing around one-liners. He was a natural backslapper and storyteller. He enjoyed an easy familiarity with his men, yet he managed to maintain a strong command presence. Almost everyone who served in the 1st had encountered him firsthand and had come to love him, in part because of his magnetic personality, in part because of his competence, but mostly because of his obvious concern for their welfare. “Do your job,” he once told his division. “We don’t want . . . dead heroes. We’re not out for glory. We’re here to do a dirty, stinking job.” Over the many months of combat in North Africa and Sicily, he had inculcated an aggressive spirit in his division. True to his cavalry roots, he believed in swift maneuvers, slash and dash, night attacks and esprit de corps.

			He cared little for his own promotion or his postwar military career. Command of the unit was the limit of his ambition. The men sensed that they were his first priority, and they loved him for it. “General Allen was loved by his soldiers because he really cared about them,” Corporal Sam Fuller once wrote. “He didn’t give a damn about playing politics or being famous.” Allen had no tolerance for anyone who messed with his boys, whether that meant the Germans or higher command. In combat, this attitude contributed to success, but when the unit was off the line, it sometimes led to disciplinary problems. In the Mediterranean, the 1st earned a reputation as a hard-fighting outfit on the line, but a hard-drinking, rebellious, troublemaking group away from combat, contemptuous of rear-echelon troops, higher authority, and, for that matter, anyone who wasn’t affiliated with the division. Allen seemed not only to tolerate this attitude but to encourage it, at least in the view of Bradley, George Patton, Dwight Eisenhower, and other senior officers in the theater. The most notorious example occurred in the spring of 1943, after the Tunisia campaign. The combat-weary men of the division yearned to visit the bars and brothels of Oran, a city they had actually captured during the initial invasion of North Africa back in the fall of 1942. However, only soldiers in rear-echelon-style khaki uniforms were allowed into the city. The Big Red One soldiers were still clothed in the same filthy olive-drab wool uniforms they had worn all winter during the hard fighting among the hills of Tunisia. The combat men felt that if anyone should enjoy the pleasures of Oran, it should be the front-line soldiers who routinely risked their lives. Therefore, they deeply resented being excluded from the city at the expense of the “typewriter commandos,” as they often referred to the service troops.

			Allen was clearly sympathetic to the views of his men. He defied the off-limits order and issued passes for his soldiers to enjoy some R&R in the city. A substantial amount of brawling, drinking, and mayhem ensued, involving both officers and enlisted men. “I can still remember the feeling I had when I landed a punch to some fat major’s belly,” Captain Edward Kuehn said. “We had taken Oran before, and we had lost a lot of good men doing it. Rearguard troops were not going to keep us from taking it this time, either.” When Patton complained to Allen about the behavior of his soldiers, and demanded that he rein them in, Allen backed them to the hilt. “The troops have been in the line for six goddamned months,” he exclaimed. “Let them celebrate getting back alive. It will stop soon.” This was a revealing reaction and decision on Allen’s part. A more career-conscious officer would have been eager to do the bidding of his superiors, regardless of what his men might have thought about that. Allen was different. Certainly his soldiers came first on his list of priorities, but perhaps he was also eager to remain popular among them even if that meant alienating the higher-ups.

			In the view of senior officers, the Oran clashes represented more than just the usual tension between combat soldiers and rear-echelon types. Bradley, for instance, came to believe that a distinct whiff of parochialism, self-pity, and disregard for discipline and the chain of command emanated from the Big Red One. The soldiers had become a little too loyal to Allen and his equally charismatic assistant division commander, Ted Roosevelt, son of the former president. “Roosevelt was too much like Allen,” Bradley wrote. “They looked upon discipline as an unwelcome crutch to be used by less able and personable commanders.” The intense loyalty the troops held for these two generals was, in Bradley’s estimation, coming at the expense of the greater loyalty soldiers owed to the Army as a whole. “Under Allen the 1st Division had become increasingly temperamental, disdainful of both regulations and senior commands,” Bradley wrote. “It thought itself exempt from the need for discipline by virtue of its months on the line. And it believed itself the only division carrying its fair share of the war. Allen had become too much of an individualist to submerge himself without friction in the group undertakings of war.” For the low-key Bradley, a duty-first man who disdained talented mavericks and nonconformity as a whole, the only sensible course of action was to remove Allen. In August 1943, near the end of the Sicily campaign, he fired him. Roosevelt also got the ax, in part because Bradley felt that he, too, had failed to enforce proper discipline and also because “Allen . . . would feel deeply hurt if he were to leave the division and Roosevelt were to remain.” Both Patton and Eisenhower concurred with the decision.

			Word of the firings hit the division like a sledgehammer. It was hard for the men to understand why such a successful commander had been cashiered. Some were resentful over Allen’s relief; their bitterness hardened into anger at the brass and, ironically, an even more insular attitude about their division’s greatness and the uselessness of all outsiders. Those who were a bit more even-tempered, like Lieutenant John Downing, simply thought of it as “a bad omen. If a new general took command, we could be sure we would continue on somewhere in combat.” These suppositions were, of course, absolutely correct. Other men were simply mystified or sad. “He was the best liked commander that we ever had,” Captain Charles Murphy, a company commander, told an interviewer decades later. On the evening Allen left to go home, Captain Dawson, who had worked closely with him, wrote to his family about the melancholy mood that pervaded the ranks: “Terry left tonight, and with him went a record unequaled by any general officer in the divisions of the U.S. Army. We’ve been through a lot and we all feel keenly sad about his going.”2

			Under these circumstances, a lot was riding on Bradley’s selection of a replacement for Allen. Fortunately, he made a very wise choice in Major General Clarence Huebner, a man whose personality could hardly have been more different from Allen’s, but whose competence and courage were every bit his equal. Whereas Allen was born to soldiering, Huebner was drawn to it. While Allen’s success was a testament to resilience and charisma, Huebner’s was a testament to the Army’s culture of meritocracy (at least for white men). Born to a non-military Kansas wheat-farming family, Huebner was educated in a one-room school of the sort that pervaded frontier lore. Hardened by an outdoor life of farm chores, he was an athletic youth, though he was only of medium build and height. He played football, baseball, and basketball in high school. During track season, he was a pole-vaulter. At the age of twenty, with a high school diploma to his credit, he went to work as a railroad secretary. He had no desire to spend his life as a clerk, though. In 1910 he left the job and decided to join the Army, enlisting as a cook in the 18th Infantry Regiment, a unit that became part of the 1st Division seven years later. Huebner discovered that he was a natural soldier. Over the next seven years, he rocketed from private to master sergeant. In 1916, he passed a competitive examination to become an officer and was commissioned as a second lieutenant in November of that year. By the time the division deployed to France in the spring of 1917, he was a first lieutenant. His combat record in World War I was one of the finest of that or any other war. In eighteen months of frontline leadership, he rose from a first lieutenant, leading a platoon, to a lieutenant colonel, leading a regiment at the tender age of thirty. He earned the Distinguished Service Cross, the nation’s second-highest award for valor, as well as the Distinguished Service Medal, for outstanding service. He also received a Silver Star, the Purple Heart (for a bad shrapnel wound above his right eye during the Battle of Soissons) and numerous French decorations. Huebner’s success as a commander came from personal bravery, his calm demeanor, and a keen intelligence. After the war he served in a variety of battalion and regimental commands, within the 1st Division and other outfits. He also attended numerous Army training schools including the Command and General Staff School and the Army War College. By the summer of 1943, the fifty-five-year-old Huebner was a two-star general serving on British Field Marshal Harold Alexander’s Fifteenth Army Group staff in the Mediterranean theater. His hair had thinned out and gone gray, but his square jaw and bright blue eyes hinted at a remnant of youth.

			Huebner, of course, had a tough act to follow in succeeding Allen, especially under the circumstances. “Anyone who replaced the Allen-Roosevelt team was sure to incur the wrath and disdain of the entire Division,” one veteran wrote years later. In the estimation of Lieutenant Colonel Robert York, a battalion commander in the 18th Infantry, “Huebner seemed old and bland” compared to the colorful Allen. Huebner never made the mistake of denigrating Allen, for he held him in very high regard and respected the record he and his division had attained. He simply felt the division had gotten away from certain fundamentals of soldiering and must now relearn them. Likewise, Allen made sure not to poison the well for Huebner. He actually met one-on-one with Huebner, gave him a tour of the division, and introduced him to every battalion commander. The new commander never forgot the simple decency and professionalism of that gesture.

			In the aftermath of the change of command, ignorant rumors soon spread among the resentful ranks that Huebner was merely a desk officer, a “stateside johnny,” an outsider with no real battle experience. The rumormongers obviously had no idea of Huebner’s brilliant combat record, nor of the ironic fact that he had actually logged more time with the division over the years than the beloved Allen. Huebner was far too understated, mild-mannered, and self-effacing to defuse such falsehoods by bragging about his background or his accomplishments. Rather, he sought to earn the respect of his soldiers through his actions in combat, not by making a speech or issuing a press release touting his résumé.

			In truth, Huebner cared less about his own reputation than about the discipline, health, and preparation of his troops for battle. Upon taking command near the end of the Sicily campaign in August 1943, he implemented a regimen of strict, by-the-book discipline. He mandated proper dress and military comportment. No one was exempt, as Lieutenant Colonel George Pickett, the division signal officer, found out one day when the general noticed he was unshaven. “Anybody in my outfit shaves every day!” Huebner barked. “Yes, damn it, I mean you, too, Colonel!” He routinely chewed out colonels and privates alike for the slightest infractions. “I got the reputation of being an unreasonable and mean old bastard,” Huebner later told an interviewer. The general mandated close-order drill, physical training, and regular inspections. The proud veterans felt terribly disrespected, as if the general were treating them like nothing more than raw recruits. “Everybody hated him! Absolutely hated him!” Captain Dawson later said. Huebner was perceptive enough to understand and accept that the notion of him as a mean, loathsome taskmaster was the price to be paid for good leadership (or what a later generation would call tough love). He actually did not have a mean bone in his body. He was a martinet, not out of any sadistic impulse to bully or dominate subordinates, but because he knew this was the best way to save lives and succeed in battle. “When you take over a command, you can start off being an SOB and later become a good guy,” he liked to say, “but you can never start off being a good guy and later become an SOB!”3

			Huebner was a special stickler for saluting. Shortly after assuming command, he ate lunch individually with key commanders and members of his staff. When the meal was finished, he would have a military policeman demonstrate a proper salute to each officer and then order that officer to teach his troops to do the same within twenty-four hours. “I saw officers of all grades going through the hand-salute routine sometimes once, sometimes three or more times with a giant MP stationed at the entrance of the Headquarters,” Edwin Sutherland, a staff officer, recalled. Because saluting in combat was a true no-no (for the obvious reason that snipers looked to kill leaders), most of the division’s battle-hardened troops thought the order amounted to little more than stateside chickenshit. “We all felt like we were being harassed over something that was of no consequence at all,” Colonel Stanhope Mason, the division chief of staff, wrote. Mason and the other soldiers quickly realized that Huebner was dead serious about it and intended to make sure everyone complied. The general soon made a habit of turning up anywhere and everywhere asking men for a salute. One hot afternoon he caught Lieutenant Franklyn Johnson and his antitank platoon lounging in a field during a break in their firing practice. Huebner ordered them to get up. He turned to Johnson and asked him to demonstrate how well his platoon could salute. The result was a ragged blend of eyebrow touching and loose fingers. “Terrible!” General Huebner shouted. “Johnson, how long will it take you to teach these men how to salute?”

			“Twenty-four hours,” Johnson replied.

			“I’ll give you three minutes,” the general said curtly. He turned on his heel and walked away, leaving Johnson to make it happen.

			Huebner’s fixation with saluting was not so much about military courtesy as it was about two things he considered of paramount importance in combat: attention to detail and compliance with orders. “No order is ever complete until it is finished,” he told his commanders in a conference soon after assuming command. “Therefore, it is incumbent on the officers who issue the orders to check to see that the orders themselves are completed.” If they failed to do that, then it would be the same “as if you had issued no order at all.” In Huebner’s view, good teaching was vital to all effective leadership. “The only way you can get someone to do what you want them to do,” he told his commanders, “is to teach them how to do it.” Of course this meant that leaders had to know what they were talking about—a teacher must be well ahead of his students in competence. Any officer or noncommissioned officer (NCO) who did not know his stuff risked relief on the spot. This emphasis on teaching, in tandem with his high regard for athletics, had earned Huebner the nickname “Coach” throughout the Army.

			The moniker described him perfectly. He understood that his greatest impact on the division would be in its preparation for landing on Omaha beach, not necessarily in leading the way himself. Like a coach, he set about the task of teaching his men and preparing them for the dangers they would soon face, all the while knowing when to chew people out and when to instruct them. By the end of the Sicily campaign, he had come to believe that the infantrymen were overrelying on their artillery support, at the expense of individual marksmanship. The Coach was not the type to take action simply on the basis of a gut feeling. He ordered his G3 (operations) and G4 (supply) staff officers to check on rifle ammunition expenditure levels during the last phase at Sicily. Sure enough, they reported surpluses. Huebner was an expert rifleman with a true passion for marksmanship. He believed the men were not shooting enough because they lacked confidence in their own abilities. When he checked the division personnel records, he found that more than two thousand soldiers—many of whom were actually veterans of both major campaigns—had never even qualified with their rifles. No wonder they lacked confidence! He set about correcting this appalling deficiency in their basic training by ordering the entire division to learn proper shooting techniques. Firing ranges and field target combat courses were built. Anyone who did not qualify as an expert on the range would not serve as a rifleman. The general himself routinely circulated during the training, offering advice on proper body position and firing techniques. “When he made corrections, General Huebner never raised his voice,” one soldier later wrote. “He made it plain that there was nothing personal in his criticism of a man’s firing technique, but it was just a job that had to be done.” Sometimes when he noticed something wrong with a rifleman’s shooting, he would ask his squad leader to identify the problem. If he did not know, then Huebner would consult the platoon leader and then the company commander. Eventually these leaders—knowing they might be quizzed at any time in front of their men—began to take a keen interest in learning proper techniques.

			Often Huebner shouldered a rifle and showed off his own impressive shooting skills. One day, in the aftermath of bitter fighting at Troina, he collared an entire battalion and demonstrated a unique squatting marksmanship position that he had personally invented. “Then and there across a nearby ravine . . . the battalion had rifle marksmanship practice in the ‘squatting’ position . . . demonstrated for us by the General himself,” Lieutenant Colonel Joseph Sisson, the battalion commander, recalled. Many times Huebner went through the combat firing course with individual rifle squads. Seldom did he miss his targets. He demonstrated proficiency with all infantry weapons and training, the same as any private. This did not escape the notice of the men. One day, after watching Huebner crouch in a foxhole and remain there stoically while a tank ran right over it, an infantryman sidled up to Brigadier General Clift Andrus, the division artillery commander, and said, “The ‘Old Man’ surely knows his business.”

			He also possessed a sly, good-natured sense of humor that revealed his essential decency. When he complained one day to Andrus that one of his artillery majors saluted crookedly, Andrus laughed and told him that the man had a broken hand. Huebner grinned, joined in the laughter, and shook his head at his own ignorance. On another occasion, he entered a command post and picked up the phone to listen in on a conversation between the commander and his supply officer. The commander wanted to know when his unit would receive new coats and shoes. The supply officer assured him that General Huebner had already made the necessary arrangements. “Well,” the CO replied, “it’s about time the old SOB did something for us fighting soldiers.” Huebner put the phone down, grinned, and said, “Well, eavesdroppers never hear anything good of themselves.” Beneath his gruff exterior was “a soft general who talked gently,” recalled Captain Daniel Lyons, his aide-de-camp. Lyons, who spent much time at the general’s elbow, came to think of him as a kind and thoughtful man.

			Nor did Huebner take himself too seriously. He knew he could err just like anyone else in the outfit. After the division had left Sicily and boarded ships bound for England, Lieutenant General George Patton told Huebner that he was going to board a launch and personally see them off. Huebner told Colonel Mason, his chief of staff, to issue orders for the troops to line the rails of their ships and cheer Patton as he sailed past them. Mason had been with the division since the beginning of the war, so he knew firsthand how much the Big Red One soldiers disliked Patton. Part of the animosity stemmed from their belief that Patton favored armored units; part of it came from disparaging comments about the 1st that they attributed to Patton; the rest came from the relief of Allen, which many Big Red One soldiers blamed on the flamboyant army commander. Basically, there was no way the men were going to greet Patton nicely, especially since they were no longer under his command and would thus fear no reprisal from him. Mason knew trouble when he saw it, so he asked Huebner to reconsider. “I recommended that he not have the troops line the rails—and I filled in all the background which led me to believe the troops would neither applaud nor cheer.” Mason felt that their hostility would reflect poorly on Huebner. The Coach heard him out, but told him to go ahead with the order. At the appointed time, Patton appeared on his boat in a resplendent dress uniform adorned with his many ribbons and medals. As the boat cruised around with Patton prominently displayed, the Big Red One soldiers simply stood and stared at him. “Silence was total,” Mason recalled. “Every ship had its rails solidly lined with soldiers as deep as space permitted. But not a cheer was heard. No applause. Nothing but sepulchral silence.” Huebner was embarrassed and disappointed. Instead of blaming his soldiers for Patton’s frosty reception, and punishing them accordingly, he blamed himself for not listening to Mason.

			If there was one thing Huebner detested, it was the improper care of weapons. He understood that in combat, a man’s weapon was equivalent to his life. A soldier with no workable weapon was little more than a useless burden, incapable of accomplishing any mission, a danger to his own life and the lives of others around him. “I have found many weapons in this division in a bad state of cleanliness,” he told his commanders in 1943, “plain neglect on the part of some lieutenant. Weapons can’t get in very bad shape if they are inspected every day.” Huebner stressed that all squad and platoon leaders should ensure proper cleaning of weapons. Further, they should know the strengths and weaknesses of their men: “who needs training, who has careless habits . . . they must learn their men and learn them thoroughly. Those who are slow should be given extra work.” He was so serious about clean weapons that he fined any lieutenant whose men did not properly maintain their rifles and machine guns. “A number of lieutenants ‘bought’ pretty good fines till they learned
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