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  Training


  [image: chpt_fig_001]

    At the camera section of the Boston Store in Chicago, 1939. (FCB)


  In five years of active duty, I spent only a bit over a year and a half overseas, as I kept getting stateside assignments, mainly to attend classes or schools. Much of this was a matter of the timing of the orders I received. For example, one morning I was assigned to the 8th Armored Division and ordered to a thirty-day gunnery course at Fort Knox, but that same afternoon I received orders for overseas shipment as a casual officer—a general replacement assigned to no specific unit. The orders to the gunnery course took precedence, as they were issued before the overseas shipment order. If I’d received the orders to go overseas first, there is a very good chance that I would have taken part in the invasion of North Africa.


  I kept getting sent to various training schools, Advanced Tank Tactics for three months, for example. I was part of the cadre that was assigned to form the new 14th Armored Division at Camp Chaffee, then assigned as the executive officer of Company B, 47th Armored Regiment, and later became the commander of a light tank company for over a year. As it worked out, those courses and that experience were of real value when I finally got involved in combat operations.


  I worked in the camera department at the Boston Store in Chicago and got great experience using cameras and working with film. This would turn out to be a lifelong hobby.


  For lunch, I would often go to the nearby Nanking Restaurant. A new waitress there stopped me in my tracks, definitely a “love-at-first-sight” kind of thing. I made sure to sit in her section every lunch, and I finally asked her out on the first of many dates.


  15APR1941
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    (FCB)


  I received my notice of 1-A Classification from my local draft board. The day I received my classification, I knew what I had to do. With induction no doubt soon to follow, I decided to ask Helen M. Charette of Marinette, Wisconsin, to marry me. Much to my delight, Helen answered, “Yes.”


  The induction process began soon thereafter. I vividly recall one part of the physical. We were in a line of maybe twelve men waiting to have blood drawn, and it was obvious that the technician drawing blood was a novice at it. Everyone in line stared as he made repeated jabs in each draftee’s arm in attempts to find veins. When I got to be fourth in line for this procedure, the fellow two in front of me flat out fainted and hit the floor with a thud. I am lucky that I have fairly evident veins; it only took the technician three times to hit one correctly.


  09JUN1941


  Drafted. The United States was not officially at war and would not be until 8 December 1941, the day after Pearl Harbor was attacked. At the time, I saw this as a just-in-case measure.


  13JUN1941


  I was inducted into the U.S. Army. It is interesting to me now that I was drafted six months prior to the attack on Pearl Harbor. I was processed through Camp Grant, Illinois, becoming one of the fillers (because we “filled out” units with our bodies) for the activation of the 3rd Armored Division at Camp Polk, Louisiana.


  14JUN1941 POSTCARD HOME


  Dear Mother and Dad,


  It’s O.K. So many things going on. We were just issued our summer uniforms, pack, canteen, meat pan, fork, etc. Good food. Everything is so new. They say we will be out of here in three days. I have a swell bunk. Slept like a log or soldier last night. Love, Frederick
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    We were run through heavy calisthenics every day! Here I am in my calisthenics shorts standing on our barrack’s “patio.” (FCB)
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    This was not one of our official exercises, but it made us laugh. (FCB)
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    Palmer Maroni of Chicago in the barracks. (FCB)
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    I am standing third from the left. Steve Kelly, my best-man-to-be, is seated in the first seat on the left. (FCB)
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    Each of us was issued a complete set of these clothes, one of each, including wrap-around leggings (see the wrapping below the knees of the fellow looking down—that’s me; the leggings were extremely itchy), very heavy woolen trousers, a backpack, helmet and more—all surplus from World War I. Steve Kelly is fourth from the end. (FCB)
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    An early version of the Dodge WC series half-ton truck designed for reconnaissance, called “jeeps” even before the Willys MB quarter-ton truck came along. Turns out that the word “jeep” likely originated in Elzie Segar’s comic strip Thimble Theater, best known for Popeye the Sailor and Olive Oyl. In March 1936, a new character was introduced named Eugene the Jeep, a rodent-like character the size of a small dog whose only sound was jeep! Eugene the Jeep became very popular, and the exclamation “Jeep!” was applied to this vehicle and the quarter-ton truck because, like Eugene the Jeep, this vehicle could “go anywhere.” (FCB)


  30JUN1941 LETTER HOME


  We were issued pair of galoshes (big uns!), mosquito net, and two pair of coveralls, nice ones of a green color. It’s hot here today; calisthenics really pulled sweat out. Then this p.m. I played volleyball. Now I’m just sittin’ in shorts and still sweatin’. Mother—will you send me my camera? I think it will be nice to have.


  02JUL1941 LETTER HOME


  It’s 9:30 a.m. Today I am on K.P. duty; it isn’t so bad. Washed out a couple of big iceboxes, cleared some tables, ground some meat. I’m not off duty until 10:00 p.m.


  I can hear the various groups outside drilling. To help keep fellows in step and develop keeping together; the man in charge gives the command, “In cadence—COUNT!” All the fellows call out—“Step 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4!” Left foot should touch ground at 1 & 3, right foot 2 & 4. Then they continue marching, not counting until the next command, whatever it might be, is given. Hot and sweaty; that’s me.


  [image: chpt_fig_009]


    Me on cleanup duty after a heavy rain at Camp Polk. (FCB)


  3:15 p.m. We peeled 100 pounds of potatoes. Were we lucky! It started to rain, torrents, and other fellows had to go sloshing around while we were in the mess hall. K.P. was a pleasure today. I wish you could see it rain here; it just digs out the earth; rushing rivers all over the place. It’s hard to buy stamps here. I’ve been borrowing them from the fellow next to me.


  10JUL1941
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    I am out there in the crowd somewhere as Brigadier General Alvan C. Gillem Jr. addressed the entire 3rd Armored Division. (U.S. Army Photo in the Author’s Collection)
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    Two M3A1 scout cars are part of the general’s entourage. Note the bulldozers parked by the buildings. We did not have tanks yet, but we used these to learn how to drive tracked vehicles. (FCB)


  28JUL1941 LETTER HOME


  10:15 p.m. It’s past lights out, and I’m sitting in the regimental office, where I started a new job today. I’m in the Intelligence Office of the 32nd Armored Regiment (Light Tanks). (Intelligence office? Hmmmm, unbelievable.) It will probably be just plain clerical work; later, as I learn more about it, it will no doubt be more interesting.


  In actual combat, we would be at the field headquarters and take information from scouting parties, observation squads, planes, etc. and seek information about the enemy, such as their location, strength, equipment, and activities. We would take this information, consolidate it and see that it gets to the proper authorities. One thing which should be interesting is the map work, especially studying aerial photos. For example, an observation plane will take a picture of a certain area one day and the next day take another photo of the same area. The two photos would be compared to see if any differences show up, such as trails or vehicle tracks, which weren’t there the day before. If a difference shows up, something is going on!


  They held a court-martial tonight. Some fellow had an accident with a motorcycle; also there was something about someone who took money which didn’t belong to him. After court was over, I walked into the regimental recreation center where the trial was held. I found a paper with random doodling on it, evidently the work of one of the officers serving on the court.


  Sergeant F_______ was our supply sergeant at the time. He was nasty. I went in to requisition toilet paper, and he pointed to some brown craft paper, telling me to grab some of that. He got called away, so I jumped over the counter and grabbed a bunch of real toilet tissue off the shelf and took it back to the barracks.


  Sergeant F_____ was one to resort to fisticuffs, and I remember him punching Private Strefling once while the sergeant was a bit intoxicated. I walked in and told him that he if was going to act like that, he should stop drinking. Mind you, I was a private at that point, and I do not know what you would call what I did—moxie or stupidity! I got out of there fast.


  30AUG1941
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    Sam Weinberg getting ready to go home; he was definitely over twenty-eight years old! I think he was actually in his thirties. (FCB)


  Ordered to attend Division Intelligence School from 2–20 September 1941.


  19SEP1941 LETTER HOME


  Releases for men over twenty-eight years old are coming through. Things can’t be so tough if they pass out discharges at this time. Sounds good to me; however, they are subject to recall in case of any emergency. Surprising how many are getting out. I’m only twenty-two, so I am here for a while.


  I was called up to regimental headquarters (HQ), and as I entered, I was told to report to Technical Sergeant Cascio.
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    Here I am in front of the same door as Sam at Camp Polk. At least I had lost the leggings! (FCB)
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    Seemed like we were always running somewhere. (FCB)


  “Brems,” he says to me, “G-2 [intelligence] informs me that you worked for a paper, and they would like you to interview two men in the regiment; one is an accomplished pianist and the other is a journalist. Find out how they feel they are getting along in the army.”


  My response was “I’m sorry, Sergeant, but I never worked for a newspaper.”


  He said, “You must have. G-2 says so!”


  It dawned on me what had happened. I told Sergeant Cascio that I had worked for a wholesale paper company selling paper to printing companies, not at a newspaper.


  “!#$*7^,” he responded. “I guess I’ll have to write it myself!”


  I thought fast and told him I had worked for school papers and done a bit of reporting on different occasions and that I would be willing to take a shot at it.


  “Hey,” he said, “I’d appreciate that.”


  I talked to the two guys, wrote up a couple of short paragraphs and gave them to Cascio. A couple of days later, he saw me in the company area and told me that G-2 liked what I had written, and he thanked me. A week later, nine of us in the HQ Platoon were called up to regimental HQ to report to Sergeant Major Hunt. He lined us up and told us we were in line for a lot of good assignments. All the positions called for promotion from private to what were various levels of private first class.


  Now Technical Sergeant Cascio sees me in the line and beckons for me to come over to him.


  “Brems, how would you like to work for me in the S-2 Section?”


  I know I said something like “Sarge, I don’t even know what S-2 means!”


  He looks at me kind of sour like and says, “Well you can type, can’t YA?”


  “Yes, Sergeant.”


  “Okay, I’ll tell Hunt I want you to work for me.”


  It turned out S-2 was the intelligence section.


  [image: chpt_fig_015]

    This is what the smile on a new buck sergeant looks like, the 3rd Armored Division patch prominent on my left sleeve. (FCB)


  The position was the only opening of the nine spots that called for three stripes, a buck sergeant! So after only three and a half months in the army, I’m promoted to sergeant, but I was a so-called “jaw-bone” sergeant because you had to have been in the army four months before you could be paid at full rate for that grade. So for a half month I got $21.00, and then on the fourth month I moved up to $40.00. When Cascio left for Officer Candidate School (OCS), I got his job.


  One of the smartest things I ever did was take typing in high school. Among the first things I typed was a list of experiences officers had had with tank accidents. Tanks could be very dangerous even in peacetime.


  25SEP1941


  [image: chpt_fig_016]

    No one had checked to see whether the bridge could hold the weight of the tank. This was an early Sherman, which was a medium tank and not one of the early light tanks. The top hatch is open, so at least some of the crew was able to get out on their own despite their no doubt bruised condition. (EF)


  Appointed sergeant, Headquarters Company, 32nd Armored Regiment (Light), at Camp Polk, by Lieutenant Colonel R. R. Allen. If you know anything about tanks, you will have a hard time seeing the purpose of an entire regiment of light tanks. Speed but no firepower. This was changed not too long after.


  These were the days when, in training exercises, trucks became “tanks”; large signs were attached to the trucks that read, “TANK.” In those early days, wood rods became tank guns.


  I remember one of the fellows coming into the barracks and announcing, “Hey! There’s a tank in the motor park!” We all rushed down there, and, I must say, I was not very impressed.


  A mere draftee, what did I know about tanks other than the very sturdy toy tank I had received from Santa one Christmas? It was very solid. I could stand on it without damaging it at all. To me, my toy looked more like a tank than the one I first saw in the motor pool.


  The M2A2 was powered by a Continental W670-9A air-cooled radial engine. Very soon we received the M2A4 with the Guiberson T-1020 Series 4 diesel engines. You started the M2A4 engines by firing a shotgun shell to get the pistons turning. It sometimes took an entire box of shells to get one going. After you got one or more of the tanks started, you could use those tanks to pull start the others, certainly not an efficient process. Only 375 of the M2A4s were produced, all used for training by both us and the British, who got some through the Lend-Lease program. Production of the M2A4 ended in April 1942.
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    I am washing the bogies of an M2A3, the tank that followed the M2A2, with its distinctive octagon turret and longer track base. (FCB)
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    Here I am with a “peep,” the more popular name we had for the “jeep.” (FCB)
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    Two of my messmates standing next to an M2A2. (FCB)


  Radio communications among units and vehicles were very primitive, nearly nonexistent. For quite a while, motorcyclists had to act as couriers to carry all orders up and down a march column. An armored division on a road march could extend eighty or more miles, making for a long ride and a long delay in receiving messages and orders, with all the accompanying consequences of delay to command and control.


  When a commander in the column needed to contact any of the units on a march, he would fill out a message form, attach the message to a wooden rod with a clip pin, give the rod to a motorcyclist and send the message on its way. The cyclist was able to deliver the message to the person on top of the highest vehicles by extending the rod to the recipient.
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    What the motorcycle looked like overseas; this in Schulenberg, 1944. The bike is loaded down with gear while the rider makes a repair. (FCB)


  This was hazardous duty for the motorcyclists, with many accidents, injuries, and some deaths. As there was no option, cyclists were used come rain or shine, dark or light, and often over dusty or muddy secondary roads. Add to that the threat of civilian cars that would on occasion recklessly attempt to pass the column.


  After the war, the Saturday Evening Post carried an article noting that, in spite of the danger, the division never lacked for volunteer motorcycle riders. I could see why.


  Without any radio/intercom communication within a tank, alternative ways to send orders and give directions had to be developed among a tank’s crew members.
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    I learned to ride a motorcycle at Camp Polk, Louisiana, in 1941. I took every opportunity I could get to ride a bike. I slipped a few times but never fell. Notice the 3rd Armored Division triangle on the front fender. (FCB)


  The “tap” method was adapted in light tanks and worked like this: If the tank commander standing in the turret and looking out of the hatch wanted to turn right, he signaled the driver below him by stepping on the driver’s right shoulder; a tap on the left shoulder meant turn left; a tap or kick on the gunner’s head meant to fire the main gun. A kick to the lower back meant to back up. Various types of taps signaled any other directions that would be required to move the tank.


  At some point, the tank company commander received FM voice radio for contact with battalion HQ and his platoon leaders, but this was initially limited, with individual tanks only being able to receive, not transmit.


  Eventually, almost all tanks and vehicles had the capability of two-way receiving and transmitting and could even establish contact with air support and artillery forward observers. This change was accelerated by tankers who cannibalized knocked-out tanks for their radios and improvised with what they found. Eventually, the radio became a crucial component of a tank’s equipment.
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    Tap practice, Fort Benning, Georgia, March 1942. Here the sergeant is giving the signal to go forward. Even though intercoms and radios were introduced in November 1941, touch signals were still useful to light tank crews in the noise of battle. (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)

  
  [image: chpt_fig_023]

    It wasn’t all training! (FCB)


  Bill Munch was with me in basic training at Camp Polk. He became an officer, then a communications officer in the reserve and eventually a major general. We were old friends. Years later, we were marching our battalion on parade. I yelled out, “Left turn. . . . March!” and from the side of the reviewing stand comes, “Hey Freddie! How the hell are you!” It was Colonel Munch, temporary commanding officer of our regiment! The guys in the ranks got a big kick out of that.
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    Driving in the mud, a given at Camp Polk. (FCB)


  A long time after the war, I ran into Bill in Chicago, and he had made brigadier general. As we talked, he said, “Remember that no good Sergeant F_______?”


  “Sure, I remember him.”


  “Well, I took care of him.”


  I assume he had him busted.


  Because I was assigned to the Headquarters Company, I decided to keep a daily log. My first entry is on 29 September 1941 and tells of our preparations for the many upcoming maneuvers, but the rest of that first day was inauspicious. The biggest thing was sewing sergeant chevrons onto the rest of my shirts and going to a movie. 30 September was payday and another slow day, with some letter writing and a shower thrown in. However, 1 October changed all that, as we undertook a mounted march, covering 102 miles through dust, mud and woods, followed by a much-appreciated shower, a letter home and a very solid sleep. The next day I celebrated my first week as a sergeant with my third tetanus shot.


  The subsequent log entries chronicle tactical problems, mock battles, blackout movements, map and photo work, application of planimetrics, rain and sun (“war weather”), occasional twenty-four-hour or weekend passes, full-dress parades, entire days in half-tracks, riding motorcycles, firing weapons, attending Mass when I could, tear-gas training and lots of dust and sweat, but I was a “happy goon.” I learned I could sleep anywhere, even in a moving half-track or all night on pine boughs. When in camp, I wrote letters to Helen, went to movies with Ed Furman and Steve Kelly (including Dive Bomber and Charley’s Aunt) and enjoyed ice cream. Helen sent me cookies, assorted nuts and salami, all very welcome.


  13OCT1941


  I celebrated four months in the army and decided to write to my Boy Scout buddy Frank Capos, who was posted to the Philippines.
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    I’m leaning on an early version of the half-track. This design did not change much over time. (FCB)
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    Sergeant Pareid’s tank platoon is ready to move out. These look to be M2A4s with the 37mm gun, the prototype for the M3 series, which would be designated the Stuart light tank. Notice the use of signal flags. We had no tank-to-tank radio communication yet. (FCB)


  It seemed we were always going on tactical marches in all kinds of weather (but mostly bad), over increasingly rough terrain and in various unit sizes from platoon up to battalion. The marches included all the vehicles we had, from tanks to half-tracks to “peeps.”
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    Maneuver observers. (FCB)
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    Half-track coming and Dodge recon vehicle going. (FCB)
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    Manning the Browning .50 caliber machine gun that faced front on the half-track. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_030]

    USO show at Theater #1, Camp Polk, Louisiana, featuring the Three Dennis Sisters with emcee Clarence Stroub. (FCB)


  23OCT1941 LETTER HOME


  [image: chpt_fig_031]

    (FCB)


  Been considering purchasing a better camera when I get home . . . but I want to pick it out, nothing expensive, don’t know exactly what. Might not even do it. The rumor of our being transferred to Fort Meade, Maryland, has again been revived. Right now I am in the orderly room taking Ed Furman’s “charge of quarters” while he goes to the movie. I am going later; Bob Hope in “Caught in the Draft.”


  08NOV1941 LETTER HOME


  Another week fades away. We have recovered almost completely from our field trip. They are anything but picnics. Most of us sport red and swollen eyes from wind, dust, cold; we all have bright rosy cheeks.


  Started squatting on my cot at 2:00 p.m. Left for chow at 4:30 p.m. (we eat a half hour earlier on Saturdays, Sundays and holidays), came back after chow; it is now 6:45 p.m., and I’m still squatting on my cot. Nice to just sit. Listening to Wayne King; sounds nice. Praying for furlough to be home for Christmas. Have a feeling it will come through.


  13NOV1941 LETTER HOME


  My cot has been moved. I now have a spot in the corner of the barracks; they want a non-commissioned (non-com) officer in each corner. Have cot right up to a window and can look out as I lay here. Also a window at head of the cot. Ideal spot—I like it. I’m next to the fire-escape ladder.


  We were issued winter combat uniforms; they look much like an aviator’s or parachutist’s outfit. Very good and very warm. We also wear a wool-lined helmet with flaps for over the ears and a big flap which hangs over the back of the neck. Itches like crazy . . . but very warm. Still I believe I will sew a lining in it.


  17NOV1941


  I finished my physical for OCS with X-ray, blood tests, everything. Because of the physical, I missed the bivouac, which broke my heart.


  29NOV1941


  The 3rd Platoon was organized into squads; Furman, Dillard and I each got a squad.


  There was no soap to clean the greasy silverware, so I talked to the company commanding officer. My first official gripe. Also saw Captain Ludes, the dentist, and got four fillings! He checked the fillings using the “stoop” method: You bend over, open your mouth and shake your head. If the fillings stay in your teeth, you’re okay.


  07DEC1941
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    Steve Kelly helping his friend figure out how to work his new camera. The 3rd Division Armored patch is on his sleeve. (FCB)


  I went to Mass and took communion in the morning and heard that Japan had bombed Pearl Harbor. I think we all knew we were going to be at war, considering all the preparation we had been going through. Many of us worried about getting our Christmas furloughs approved, as this might be our last chance to be home for a while.


  08DEC1941


  United States declares war on Japan. Furloughs???


  14DEC1941 LETTER HOME
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    A Christie T3E2 tank was on display at Camp Polk. The Christie suspension was not adopted by the U.S. Army, but the Russians liked the suspension and used it on many of their vehicles, including what was arguably the best tank in the war, the T-34. (FCB)


  My furlough blank has been signed by the regimental commander, the Colonel; so far so good. Steve Kelly left last night for Detroit. That is a very good sign that I shall be able to go, but that can still change.


  Saturday we received a shipment of new men. Selectees. I worked from 7:30 a.m. until 9:00 p.m. First Lieutenant Crawford (swell fellow) and I had the job of assigning the men to the various companies in the regiment. No kidding, I really enjoyed it; made the day go by much faster. It was interesting to meet all these new fellows. I know just how they feel, not knowing just what they are getting into, not knowing in their minds. I know since that’s just how I felt. I had a good time just kidding them along. When I first joined, if somebody had some kind word for me or just shot a line of bull at me, it helped, I think. They all seem rarin’ to go.


  Things go along the same, but now perhaps with more purpose in each act. You can just feel that unity. It’s great! We’ll win! This world won’t be the kind I will want to live in if we don’t. Even if we do win, I’m sure that we are all in for many changes in life as we now know it. Those who lead us after this is over, truly, their job will be gigantic.


  15DEC1941 LETTER HOME


  We went out on the shooting range before dawn again. Fired a “Tommy” gun for the first time and made a score of 11 hits out of 15. Wasn’t at all difficult to shoot. I can’t help but admire how perfectly that gun functions.
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    Here I am shouldering a .45 caliber Thompson submachine gun. (FCB)


  The instructor came over and asked me where I had learned to shoot a Thompson like that.


  I immediately responded, “I’m from Chicago! What do you expect?”


  I have never seen an instructor laugh like he did.


  19DEC1941


  My furlough began! I took a train to Chicago and made it home: 2210 North Lamon Avenue (the house is still there). In the Brems family tradition, Mother, Dad, Helen and I celebrated Christmas on Christmas Eve with gifts, a tree and all the fixings.
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    On 27 December, I spoke at the Order of the Arrow Banquet about how scouting skills helped in the U.S. Army. Very good crowd! Note the Sam Browne belt. (FCB)
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    (FCB)
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    In the snow in Chicago. (FCB)
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    With Mother in our backyard. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_039]

    With Helen in the same spot. (FCB)


    [image: chpt_fig_040]

      (FCB)


  On 28 December, Helen and I went to a Sonja Henie ice show and were inspired enough to go ice skating ourselves two days later. Dick Jergens, Frank Capos with his date and Helen and I went to the Aragon Ballroom to celebrate New Year’s Eve.


  03JAN1942


  Left for Camp Polk and was kept busy enough that I did not miss home too much. I had to fill out my application for OCS and was assigned to help the athletic and recreation officer, assist the new morale officer, set up sand tables demonstrating areas where training exercises were to be held, and got to work at S-2 (Intelligence) again. I saw lots of movies (including The Bugle Sounds, much of which was shot at Camp Polk, and we saw many places we all knew) and held bull sessions with Steve Kelly.


  21JAN1942 LETTER HOME


  Steve and I are going to see “Tarzan” tonight. Hope he yells tonight. I collected my furlough ration money—allowance comes to $.44 a day.


  05FEB1942
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    (FCB)


  Went before the OCS board.


  12FEB1942


  OCS application accepted; selectees announced during a radio show.


  21FEB1942


  Promoted to technical sergeant by order of HQ, 32nd Armored Regiment, Camp Polk, Louisiana, by order of Colonel Jones and signed by Captain H. W. Gardner, 32nd Armored Regiment Adjutant.


  Before I left for OCS, Captain Streater, S-2, said, “Brems, if you had stayed, you would have made technical sergeant, so we might as well give it to you.” Streater was a West Pointer and a good guy. I was off to OCS as a technical sergeant!


  11MAR1942


  1700: Left Camp Polk for OCS at Fort Knox, Kentucky.


  12MAR1942–12JUN1942


  I spent three months at Officer Candidate School Armored School at Fort Knox. I graduated one year to the day that I entered the army. The army was growing mighty fast after 7 December and here I had been a technical sergeant with only nine months’ experience in the army! So what did I really know about the army? Being in such a short time did not exactly work to my advantage at OCS, but it all ended well.


  We had families and girlfriends visiting the barracks all the time, and I was concerned about the language the guys were using, mostly the “f—” word with the “mother” variant. At one morning inspection I told the gathered troops that we had to be more mindful of our language, considering mothers and girlfriends were so frequently within earshot.


  Worst mistake I ever made. Every other word out of anyone’s mouth was now “f—” this and ‘“f—” that! Once on maneuvers, while in the cab of the truck, I counted the “f—” word and variants used thirty-seven times in four minutes. Interestingly, it was also used as a positive. One fellow said, “You know what my f— wife did? She went and put $4,000 in our savings account!”


  A salesman I worked with told the story of his first meal with his parents right after he had just gotten home from the war, “Pass the f— salt and pepper, please.” You got to a point where you just shut off your ears and lived with it.


  [image: chpt_fig_042]

    An army picnic: my right foot and full plate in foreground with Ed Furman and Steve Kelly, our best man to be! We’ve had many road marches and two weeks of tank driving as well. (FCB)


  17JUL1942


  We took Company C out on a road march and overnight bivouac. The weather was extremely hot and humid, so much so that several members of the company succumbed to heat stroke. If nothing else, they learned the importance of water.
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    (FCB)


  For a reason that escapes me to this day, I had to be discharged from the army in order to convert to a second lieutenant in the army. The Enlisted Record on the back noted that I had been a noncommissioned officer, a technical sergeant, and that my specialty to that point had been chief clerk. The record also noted that I had no horsemanship skills. The answer on the blank space: “Not Mounted.” Also on the back was a note that I would lose no service time because of the discharge. I was happy to see that.


  13JUN1942–04SEP1942


  Transferred to tank platoon leader, 80th Armored Regiment, 8th Armored Division, located at Camp Chaffee, Arkansas.


  The 8th was a training division with the task of forming units and readying them for overseas shipment.


  [image: chpt_fig_044]

    There was no relief from the heat except to drink water. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_045]

    The man on the ground with his head in his hands is just coming around from sunstroke. (FCB)


  08AUG1942 LETTER HOME


  Received my orders tonight relieving me from assignment to the 8th Armored Division [AD] and assigning me to station at Camp Bowie, Texas and the 14th AD upon activation. First I report to the Armored Force School for the purpose of pursuing (that’s what it says here) a course of instruction. Probably be on tank maintenance (and imagine . . . I have to pursue the thing yet). Upon completion of the course, I shall proceed to my new permanent station reporting there at not later than 10OCT1942.


  I actually went to Camp Chaffee, Arkansas, and not Camp Bowie.


  05SEP1942–31DEC1942


  Transferred to executive and company motor officer, Company B, 47th Armored Regiment, 14th Armored Division.


  [image: chpt_fig_046]

    (FCB)


  One day, as I walked down the middle of the bachelor officers’ quarters, I met face-to-face with First Lieutenant Lewis, whom I considered a fine officer and who had been in charge of the platoon in which I had received my basic training at Camp Polk. He took a quick second look at me and my shiny new gold bars and said, “This man’s army is sure goin’ to hell!” He laughed and shook my hand, slapped my back and wished me well.


  03OCT1942–10OCT1942


  Leave granted to go to Fort Knox.


  06OCT1942


  Tent City Chapel, Fort Knox


  Helen and I got married! The ceremony was performed by Father Tom A. Bartley (to the right in the photo). My best man was Steve Kelly, and the maid of honor was Lucy Fleming. We received twenty congratulatory telegrams. I know because I still have all of them.


  [image: chpt_fig_047]

    I didn’t take a photo of the Tent City Chapel at the time of the wedding, but we went back to Fort Knox in 1954, and the chapel was still standing. It has long since been demolished. In the photo on the right, our six-year-old son Fred (Rick), Helen and I stand in front of the chapel. We had silhouettes made of us when we got to Camp Chaffee in Arkansas. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_048]

    A typical tent barracks, perhaps at Chaffee. The shoulder patch on the jacket hanging in the middle rear is definitely a triangle, indicating an armored division. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_049]

    Helen and I opted to rent a house in nearby Fort Smith, Arkansas. (FCB)


  My next assignment was to join the cadre forming the 14th Armored Division, stationed at Camp Chaffee in Arkansas. Chaffee was a new camp that had only been activated March 27, 1942. From that date until 1946, the 6th, 14th and 16th Armored Divisions trained there. The camp was named after Major General Adna R. Chaffee Jr., an artillery officer who, in Europe during World War I, determined that the cavalry was outmoded and, unlike other cavalry officers, advocated the use of tanks. Probably Chaffee is remembered best as the post where Elvis Presley received his first military haircut in 1958 in Building 803! He was in the 3rd Armored Division.


  [image: chpt_fig_050]

    On parade in Camp Chaffee: this is the M2A4, introduced in early 1941, with the 37mm gun, co-ax, .30 machine gun plus two more machine guns in the side spon-sons, one machine gun in the hull front and a fifth on an anti-aircraft mounting on the turret. The number of machine guns indicates the concept was to support infantry. (FCB)


  05DEC1942


  I was promoted to first lieutenant. At the time, I was serving as motor officer for Company B of the 47th Armored Regiment, 14th Armored Division.


   [image: chpt_fig_051]


    Dad lettered the footlocker showing my change in rank. It went overseas with me. We had to change the branch from INF. to ARMOR, though. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_052]

  01JAN1943


  [image: chpt_fig_053]

    A Stuart tank charging. (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  Appointed company commander, Camp Chaffee, Company B, 47th Armored Regiment, 14th Armored Division.


  Untrained men in large vehicles they were not used to driving led to numerous accidents. While our company was on night maneuvers, Lieutenant Heist’s light tank drove over the side of a bridge and fell into a river, rolling completely over. We went back and got the men out of the upside-down tank. Amazingly, they were all safe. Lieutenant Heist was surprisingly calm, even telling us baseball stories. On another maneuver, a tank commander rolled his tank while he was half out the turret, killing him instantly.


  01FEB1943–12FEB1943


  Camp Chaffee, Arkansas


  I conducted tank crew training while waiting to be assigned overseas.


  01JUL1943


  Reappointed company commander, Company B, 47th Armored Regiment, 14th Armored Division.


  21SEP1943–31DEC1943


  Appointed company commander, Company B, 25th Tank Battalion, 14th Armored Division.


  [image: chpt_fig_054]

    Those may be tanks lined up along the far edge of the field. (U.S. Army Photo)


  After we had some training under our belts, we gave several demonstrations for the division cadre and visitors. During one demonstration, we maneuvered the tanks from column to line, and I gave the signal to charge up a ridge to our front. The Stuart was fast, and we tore across the field and up the slope, declaring victory at the top.


  Afterward, I was approached by several of the observers who must have been old cavalry officers. Each declared that the charge I had conducted was exactly the way armor was supposed to be used in battle.


  Although the charge was exhilarating and the response from the observers good for the spirit, experience made it clear that if we were to actually do this in combat, we would all be knocked out. As it turns out, we did make an old-style cavalry charge once, and its result was predictable. Nine of our seventeen tanks were knocked out. See chapter 7 and our attack on Kaldenhausen.


  The following are Signal Corps photos from the twelve-day “Tank Formation Class” I conducted at Camp Chaffee, Arkansas, with a mix of M2A4 and M5 light tanks. These are part of an instructional series taken by members of the 164th Signal Photo Company.


  Proof of the value of the leather helmet came during the war from Lieutenant Goodnight, battlefield commissioned, who wore the football helmet under his steel helmet. A projectile pierced the front of his “pot” and ran around inside without any damage to him. I talked to him afterward and asked, “Hey Good-night, you gonna turn that pot in for a new one?” His response: “Hell NO! This is my good luck piece!”


  [image: chpt_fig_055]

    Camp Crowder was a U.S. Army Signal Corps Replacement Training facility and probably where the film was developed. Sergeant Randolph mislabeled the unit, calling it a “Btry” (battery). The unit was part of Company B. (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  [image: chpt_fig_056]

    As the instructor, I got number-one tank. Here I am on the upper left. Errors were common, as we were all new at what we were doing. The M5 had a 37mm gun, not a 57mm gun. (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  [image: chpt_fig_057]

    The differences between the M2A4 and the M-5 tanks can be seen here. The M2A4, on the left in the photo, is boxy with two hatches below the turret. On the M5 to the right, the front hatches have been replaced by a slanted glacis plate designed to deflect enemy shot upward. (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  After a reorganization, we became the 25th Tank Battalion. Andrew W. “Wini” Winiarczyk (he and I graduated from the same OCS class) was my executive officer. Other officers were William A. Reed, Lloyd G. Price, John A. Houlihan, and Edgar Heist. First sergeant was Bernard Oldinsky.


  Other members were C. P. Koster (NCO Maintenance), Charles Craig, Edgar Derbin, K. G. Farnan, A. Gladding, E. Lebanowski, S. McLaughlin, A. E. Clary, E. Shafer, G. T. Smith, B. A. White and D. C. Midyette. For the most part, these men made up the original cadre of the new 14th Armored Division.


  Sometime after the war, I met a member of the 14th Armored Division Association at the Marine Exchange at Quantico, Virginia. He knew Wini and told me Wini was very active in the association.


  I was able to locate Wini, and we talked for quite a while. He partially answered one pressing question I had: “Whatever became of ‘Tough Guy’ Captain L______?”


  [image: chpt_fig_058]

    (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  Let me explain. I was one of three first lieutenants who were company commanders in the battalion. Lieutenant Colonel Hart, the battalion commanding officer when I first arrived, was, I suspect, over age in grade. He was shortly replaced by Lieutenant Colonel Maulsby.

  
  One afternoon all three of us were called to battalion HQ where Lieutenant Colonel Hart announced, “I am not accustomed or used to working with such young company commanders, but I am submitting your promotions to captain. If you will take your example from Captain L______, you will . . .” I do not remember his exact words, and I mean no disrespect to Lieutenant Colonel Hart, but I know my thoughts went something like this: “If I have to operate like that guy, I don’t know if I want to be a captain!” Not really true (but a real thought); Captain L________ was the only company commander with the appropriate rank, and we did not like the way he operated.


  [image: chpt_fig_059]

    I am on the left with Quinto Chelli and Andrew “Wini” Winiarczyk at our rental home in Fort Smith, Arkansas, while stationed at Camp Chaffee. (FCB)


  One example: If a soldier screwed up, he would be required to dig a six-by-six hole and then fill it up. I also heard that he had “busted” a tank commander to sergeant for chewing gum while in his turret, although it is hard to believe that one.


  But this one I know for sure. We were on a night problem. All companies were off the narrow road that led to our route of advance and in the woods. Captain L______ moved his company onto the road, blocking my entrance to the road. I had to maneuver my company around to get on the road and therefore was late crossing the Initial Phase line (IP). However, it gave L_______ an open road. I was standing in the turret of my tank when I finally hit the IP.


  The battalion executive officer called up to me as my tank rolled by, “You are X minutes late!”


  I was ticked, and I shouted back to the major, “If my ‘sister company’ had not blocked my entrance onto the road, I would not have been late! SIR!”


  I still get my hackles up thinking of it. We were called up to battalion headquarters and lectured on the fact that, I don’t really know how it went, but we “have to be a team” would sum it up.


  I heard rumors when I had my pass to Paris after Kaldenhausen that “Captain Tough” had been sent home in “irons.”


  So I asked Wini whether he had heard anything about that.


  Now you have to know Wini. He stayed in the army and retired as a colonel, and he didn’t usually talk like this; his response: “That son of a bitch!” venting the old resentments from our training days. Apparently L_______ had seen one of his officers blown to bits in combat, and he lost it. Certainly a horrible experience, but many of us saw this happen and were able to—had to—continue. He was not sent home in irons, but his toughness now appeared to be a veneer.


  As you can guess, we did not get our promotions at that time.


  25DEC1943


  I have a copy of the Christmas Menu of Company B when it was still designated as part of the 47th Armored Regiment. The menu includes a roster of all 105 men who had recently been sent to the division to fill out the company. Of some interest might be what made up the Christmas Menu: roast turkey and sage dressing, cranberry sauce, mashed potatoes, giblet gravy, buttered peas, candied yams, creamed corn, buttered cauliflower, hot rolls and butter, white or rye bread, apple pie, ice cream, coffee, lemonade, mixed candy, mixed nuts, cigarettes and cigars!!! No complaints here.


  [image: chpt_fig_060]

    Gas mask training—just in case. (FGB)


  The armored school sent a batch of captains to the division for hands-on experience in leading troops. The division had a surplus of captains, so we continued as first lieutenants.


  NOV1943–JAN1944


  14th Armored Division takes part in the intense training at the Tennessee Maneuvers.


  01JAN1944–04FEB1944


  Assigned as Battalion S-2, 25th Tank Battalion, 14th Armored Division.


  01FEB1944


  Granted leave of absence.


  05FEB1944–06MAY1944


  After Tennessee Maneuvers I was sent to Fort Knox to attend the three-month Officers’ Advanced Course (Tank) at the Armored School. I graduated from this school on 6 May 1944.


  11MAY1944–08AUG1944


  Casual officer now assigned the address FFRD No S, APO 545 CP 11, meaning I was off to Europe.


  03JUN1944


  [image: chpt_fig_061]

    (U.S. Army Signal Corps Photo)


  Departed for Europe.


  After three years in the army, I finally got orders to go overseas. I was as prepared as I could be.



  

  2


  From the United States to the 2nd Armored Division


  While I was in Boston waiting to board the RMS Mauretania, the ship that would take us to the European Theater of Operations, I telephoned my dad primarily to tell him I was in Beantown but also to ask permission to buy a pipe. Here I am, twenty-four years of age (at least chronologically), calling my father to ask his permission to buy a pipe.


  His response was “Go ahead and enjoy, Frederick.”


  I smoked the pipe for a while, but then it became cumbersome, so I put it aside, doing nothing to replace it. It was some time afterward that I smoked my first cigarette. Four Viceroys came as part of each box of K-rations. Good marketing by Viceroy to a captive audience.


  03JUN1944


  I departed for Europe on the RMS Mauretania, bound for Greenock, Scotland.


  06JUN1944


  [image: chpt_fig_062]

    The RMS Mauretania in her gray paint scheme.


  We were on the North Atlantic when the captain of the ship announced that the Allies had landed on the Normandy beaches. It was D-Day. A big cheer went up. I thought we were cheering because the invasion had started, we were on the Continent and ready to destroy Hitler and his cronies, but later a second thought occurred to me—that we on the ship might be cheering because we had been spared from having to make what was surely going to be a very costly, very deadly operation, as it proved to be.


  09JUN1944


  The Mauretania docked in Greenock, Scotland, and we traveled by train to England.


  11JUN1944


  [image: chpt_fig_063]

    My washday at Tidworth Barracks. We had sunny weather and my whites dried right away. (FCB)


  We arrived in England, and I ended up at a replacement depot just outside of Frome. From there we went on to Tidworth Barracks, where we waited to be sent to Southampton to get on ships to cross the Channel. When I say we, I am talking about an entire shipload of perhaps as many as seven thousand men: enlisted men, noncommissioned and commissioned officers, with almost every military occupational specialty available in the army. It was a sobering realization that we were all replacements for soldiers who had gone before us and been wounded or killed.


  The Tidworth Barracks had been built around a nineteenth-century mansion—Tedworth House—on that estate’s extensive tracts. A number of barracks were completed in 1905, all named after battles of the Indian Mutiny and of the Afghan wars. Starting in 1944, the barracks became a temporary home to various units of the U.S. Army. The 7th Armored Division was there at the same time as my group of replacements.


  To keep us officers busy, stacks—and I mean stacks—of mail were given to us to censor. We knew none of the men whose letters we were censoring, so we had to be serious about it, not like when we censored men in our own units back in the States. The men there had learned what information was allowed in their letters and what was not allowed and were very careful. Not so with this group.


  At Frome, we got a lot of “I haven’t heard frome you for a long time.” Cut.


  At Tidworth, one incident stands out in my mind. An officer on the first floor called out, “I have a guy here who writes he is in love and has been engaged to and loves, well, six women already.”


  Another officer chimes in, “So what? I have a guy that is married to three women.”


  [image: chpt_fig_064]

    Stonehenge, located only thirteen miles away from Tidworth. (FCB)


  [image: chpt_fig_065]

    Salisbury Cathedral was sixteen miles to our south. We went here the same day as Stonehenge. (FCB)


  I ran into the same thing. We got together to compare notes and found out it was the same guy. I cannot remember how many women he was engaged to, married to, or in love with, but it was quite a high number. We considered switching letters but thought that wasn’t the proper thing to do. We just censored them (actually there was nothing we had to cut out), but we all agreed that the best thing that could happen to this guy would be if he were killed in action.


  I had no idea that we would be able to sightsee at all before being assigned to a unit. After seeing my photos from the trips we took while barracked in England, I decided that I would make sure to keep my eye out for a better camera. I have always wished that I could have gone back to these places to photograph them again and do them justice.


  09AUG1944–24AUG1944


  Appointed casual officer with the mailing address Repl (Replacement) Depot No 2 APO 117.


  12AUG1944 LETTER HOME


  Do you remember that little seven-year-old girl I wrote about? Her aunt is the one who gave me the Sacred Heart medal she had obtained at Lourdes many years ago. I never saw their home in Swindon, although I did see the town. Little girl’s name was Janet Knighton.


  22AUG1944


  We sailed from Southampton for Normandy. Southampton was in bad shape. The Germans had bombed the city hard during the Blitz, afterward aiming at the Spitfire factory located there.


  25AUG44–29AUG1944


  Appointed casual officer (meaning unassigned) at the 19th Replacement Depot.


  25AUG1944


  We arrived in Normandy, and I frankly do not remember how we disembarked at Omaha Beach. I know we didn’t have to go down nets, nor do I believe we unloaded on the piers, but somehow we got on smaller boats, or we could have taken a landing ship, tank, all the way across the Channel.


  By the time we got to Omaha, the beach had been well policed, two months having passed since the landings. German bunkers were still recognizable, though all showing signs of hits by artillery or ships’ heavy guns. Our engineers protected the beach by sinking merchant ships; in addition, a good number of ships had been sunk and placed to serve as landing docks. The concrete piers constructed in England and floated over to the beach were now in place as well. It was a busy port, bringing in mountains of supplies. I found out later that by D+60 (sixty days after D-Day) ten thousand tons of supplies were being unloaded everyday at Omaha. I remember walking up a long sloping road on the left side of the beach as you faced the land.


  We loaded onto two-and-a-half-ton trucks for transport to the replacement depot, or “repple depple,” as they were called.


  The carnage from the invasion was all around us. The notorious hedgerows still trapped burned-out tanks and vehicles from both sides. Bodies of bloated cattle were scattered about. Our truck hit the main road east, N13, just before Bayeux.


  [image: chpt_fig_066]

    An early GMC CCKW two-and-a-half-ton, six-by-six closed-cab, short-wheelbase transport, Pontiac, Michigan, United States, 1940–1942. (U.S. Army Photo)


  N13 (now E46) was located just inland from the D-Day beaches. The route I took to the front passed through Bayeux and to Caen, where our truck convoy turned north to Rouen and eventually Liège. I ended up 450 miles from where I’d landed. Although I had no idea at the time, I was close to my future unit, the 2nd Armored Division, then in action to the north and east of Aachen, Germany. This was a very long ride in that two-and-a-half-ton truck.


  Replacement depots were roughly equivalent to a brigade or group headquarters and usually attached to one of three armies (First, Third or Ninth). Each depot controlled, in theory, a number of replacement battalions, each battalion of men being assigned to a specific division. The depot headquarters was supposed to be an administrative entity that controlled the movement of replacements as they arrived from the United States and forwarded them to the replacement battalion where they were readied for combat and eventually sent to the units that requested replacements for wounded and killed GIs.


  The system worked fairly well in England, but once operations on the Continent began, it quickly fell apart. Casualties were much higher than expected and more heavily concentrated in infantry, while manpower limitations (and mistakes in manpower planning) limited the number of replacements available.


  The expansion of the Normandy bridgehead began to really speed up in late July, the rapid advance lasting until mid-September. This caused the replacement system basically to collapse. It would take months to rebuild it, and a lot of us got caught in the massive confusion.


  Transportation was a huge problem. Replacements were loaded on whatever vehicle was available, frequently open trailers or “cattle cars” towed by trucks; the replacement battalion headquarters were left in place to receive and pass forward more replacements, while the repple depples moved on, essentially becoming traveling mobs of officers and men that were herded randomly from place to place without any permanent accommodations. Our accommodations were our shelter halves pitched each night in soaked farm fields. Soldiers stayed with the depot until frontline units requested troops. We were sent off to those units “by the numbers.”


  That arrangement led to the well-known phenomenon of the “f—ing new guy,” or FNG, the poor guy whose name nobody knew or wanted to know because, with no experience, he was likely to be a casualty in his first action.


  Finally, by late September, the frontline did not change much, which allowed the replacement battalion to catch up to the repple depples and move into more permanent quarters behind the front, but by then the replacement shortage was so dire that most men went directly from U.S. ports to Le Havre, got onto a train and were trucked to a repple depple or replacement battalion, where, if they were lucky, they had time for a meal before they were sent on to a unit.


  The time spent in the replacement depot system was, I believe—I am trying to think of the proper word—the most “disliked” period I spent in the army. My fellow officers and enlisted men were all of the same opinion. It was certainly not typical of what we expected from the service, and it was the most degrading period in all my twenty-seven years of Active Duty and Reserve time. Ask anyone who has gone through the experience, and I am almost certain that they will agree with that assessment. I include colonels and enlisted men of all grades who I am sure shared that feeling.


  Although I was unaware of it at the time, as I moved through the repple depple system
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  APPENDIX My Visual Short Snorter


  [image: bck_fig_011]

    General John “Pee Wee” Collier, commanding officer of the 2nd AD (June–September 1945), awarding medals to tankers from the 2nd AD. Five stripes on this man’s left sleeve indicate two and a half years overseas. (EF)


  [image: bck_fig_012]

    Colonel Stokes, 66th AR commanding officer, at the 2nd AD dismounted review in Wolfenbüttel. (FCB)
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    Lieutenant Colonel Carl Parker, 1st Battalion commanding officer. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_014]

    I’m on the left, Captain Fawks is on the right, probably at a rest stop on one of our trips out of Gelnhausen. (EF)


  [image: bck_fig_015]

    Lieutenant Trinen, commander of the 1st Platoon, winner of three Silver Stars and a battlefield commission. A feisty guy in every positive sense of the word! Sadly, he was killed in Korea. (FCB)
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    Lieutenant Don “Critch” Critchfield, commander of the 3rd Platoon. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_017]

    First Sergeant Harris and Captain Fawks; Harris was my platoon sergeant, a good ’un, cool as can be. Here at Lebenstedt. (FCB)
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    Schnapps! At Lebenstedt. When we left, he went AWOL. (FCB)
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    Steve Jutras, my gunner while I was with F Company, and Ralph Melchior sitting on Fay, the tank. (FCB)
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    Critch in front of his M4 Sherman with the 75mm howitzer. (FCB)
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    I’m on the left with Lieutenant Di Simone. (DAC)
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    Chaplain Luke Bolin at the 2nd AD review in Wolfenbüttel. (FCB)
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    Mike Marino and Ray Stewart of F Company. (RS)
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    Steve Jutras hanging out in Berlin. (RS)
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    Standing (left to right): Ramos and Stewart; sitting (left to right): Conner, Shafer and Marino. All of Company F. (RS)
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    Ray Stewart at one of the reunions. (FGB)
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    Kurt Eisenmann, me, Steve Kelly (our best man) and Ed Furman at Camp Polk in 1941. (FCB)
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    Steve Kelly. (FCB)
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    Steve Kelly and me. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_030]

    Ed Furman standing second in from left with me standing on the far right. (FCB)
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    Kurt Eisenmann at ease in the barracks. (FCB)
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    Left to right: English, McBride, Payne, Mieczynski, Eisenmann, Strefling, Whittington, me, Sandy, Olson, Furman, Kelly, Heape, Prass, Maroni. The upper window was my corner, with the mailroom, where Kelly worked, just below me. (FCB)
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    Steve Kelly and Ed Furman. (FCB)
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    “Tiger” Hanson, Green and Bobbit. (FCB)
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    On the right, Sergeant Hunt, sergeant major of the 32nd AR. (FCB)
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    Lieutenant McClung, formerly of F Company, outside our HQ in Lebenstedt. (FCB)
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    William R. “WR” Harris had been my platoon sergeant and became our first sergeant. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_038]

    Sergeant White, our mess sergeant, with a motorcycle and two enlisted men standing behind our barracks in Lebenstedt. I am not sure whether we got any vegetables out of what was left behind by the previous occupants, but White would have found what was there to be had. (FCB)
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    Tec 5 Ray Stewart, from my platoon, in a German winter camouflage jacket. Great thing about it, besides being warm, is that it was reversible: white and camouflage. He is standing in front of Critch’s tank Fancy Pants; not sure where this photo was taken. (RS)
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    Captain Raines. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_041]

    Ed on the left and Chaplain Luke Bolin on the right in Frankfurt. Beth Cooper, Chaplain Bolin’s daughter, had never seen this photo. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_042]

    Company F commanding officer wounded at Amonines and returned to Company F before we entered Berlin. (FCB)
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    Ed on the lake near King Ludwig’s castle. (FCB)
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    At a town on the Elbe River. Notice the white flag hanging out the window. Ed is in the middle. (EF)


  [image: bck_fig_045]

    Ed with his command tank Fawks Family at the beginning of the Bulge. Soon after, he was wounded. (EF)


  [image: bck_fig_046]

    Ed on one of the ubiquitous piles of bricks in Berlin. Multiple bullet strikes are on the wall behind him. (EF)


  [image: bck_fig_047]

    Ed in front of our 66th AR sign noting our campaigns. (FCB)


  [image: bck_fig_048]

    Ed (center) with his crew and the identification flag taken from one of the two tanks they knocked out with one shot. Anytime a German tank was under its own air cover, it would drape the flag over the rear deck of the tank to make sure its own planes would not shoot or bomb it. (EF)
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    A wrecked German column somewhere in France. (EF)
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