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It all began in a small country village called Dumbartonshire. This is now a suburb of
Glasgow, Scotland. | was the third youngest of twelve children. | was only six years
old on the day my family and | left Scotland. | was filled with mixed emotions. A loud
whistle shrieked as the train roared into the station, and | remember the force of the
wind almost blew me away. My older brother, Jimmy, had been with the Gordon
Highlander Regiment and to honor him, the regimental pipe and drum band was
lined up on the train station platform to “pipe us off.” The pipes began at the same
time as the base drums crashed down and the sudden combination of sounds so
frightened me that | dropped my (first ever) bag of jellybeans. | wouldn’t get on the
train until | picked up every last bean; thankfully the boys in the piper band helped
me out.

The train went to Liverpool, England, where we boarded the HMS Caledonia
destined for New York City. A huge school of whales appeared off the coast to say
goodbye. The trip seemed to take forever, but | found things to occupy me. One day
| was excited to find a wrench on top of a fire hydrant. When | grabbed it, water
started to gush out, | turned the wrench to try to stop-it, but it didn’t work, and just as
panic started to set in a sailor came running toward me to fix the situation. That was
when | looked up and saw that | had been washing people and deck chairs down the
promenade and | hadn’t heard their screams. When we finally arrived | will never
forget the moment that we passed the statue of Liberty. Everyone was on deck
standing in awe at what they had only heard about or maybe seen in pictures. |
remember | was deeply touched by all the grownups crying out loud. Both of my
parents died of tuberculosis when | was twelve. For a few years | took turns staying
with married sisters. The feeling of being an orphan was always present. When |
started high school, my bother Pat got an apartment, in New York and made a home
for me and the two youngest sisters, Liz and Rose. These were among the happiest
years of my life, and we didn’t feel like orphans, we were a family again.

As “head of household”, Pat was exempt from the draft, that is, until | was drafted.
Pat also got his notice. Soon we were on our way to Fort Dix, NJ. My sister Liz had a
job in a restaurant, and my younger sister Rose, got a job in a beauty parlor, so they
were pretty self-sufficient.

After getting shots and being outfitted with uniforms in Fort Dix, Pat and | were sent
to Camp Butner, N.C. for basic training. We became members of the 78" (lightning
Division). Both of us took tests for radio school and we became combat radio
operators. After 90 days of basic training, we were ready for anything. Pat and | were



in two different regiments about five miles apart. My regimental commander was a
full Colonel called Ollie Reed. | got to work closely with him on maneuvers in the
Tennessee hills when several times | ended up as his radio operator. He was a guy
who stayed right up with the front-line troops rather than in the rear, where most
headquarters would normally stay. He would actually stand up on a stone wall and
direct our artillery fire at enemy troops and tanks by pointing at them. We all figured
that if this was combat, he would be so far in the rear, that you couldn’t afford the
postage to write to him.

When you start out in a new division, with thousands of draftees from all over the
country, you develop a bonding that doesn’t occur in normal life. Many were away
from their parents for the first time | became very close to a few guys. We would go
into town when we got free passes. We met and dated girls, some of whom would
write to us for a very long time. At mail call, these letters, and sometimes candy or a
homemade cake would be shared. One day, my regiment got orders to go home for
a one-week furlough. It was strongly implied that upon return to camp, we would be
shipped into action. After the week was over, | returned to camp and was strangely
abandoned and | began to feel that something was very wrong. Had | come back too
early? | decided to walk over to division headquarters, and report in.

After an hour of searching through the records, the clerk discovered that the army
had made an error. One-week prior, the division sent telegrams to everyone in the
regiment to return to camp three days earlier than planned. But because of a random
error, | was missed. The entire regiment had returned to camp three days prior and
they were shipped overseas immediately. | realized that | was totally alone. Everyone
| knew was gone. The barren feeling | was left with was appalling. | felt as though |
had lost my entire family. | slumped into a chair while the army tried to figure out
what to do with me.

| was assigned as a stockade guard. The prisoners were men from our division who
had committed some sort of infraction (which was usually one that |, myself, had
committed already or was about to commit). | felt a kinship with these men because |
talked to them on their level, so they befriended and trusted me. Regardless, | was
happy to finally be assigned to another duty.

Finally a sufficient group was assembled, and we were shipped out to Camp Kilmer,
NJ. We found ourselves undergoing very strenuous training. The worst was the four-
mile rat races, when we had to run as fast we could go, carrying a big “full-field” pack
along with the rifle and all the other paraphernalia. We were restricted to the camp
for this period of about four weeks. This was especially tough for me since my home
town; (New York City) was only a short bus ride away. One guy was a nightclub
singer from Boston named Tommy. We became very friendly, as he formed a group
of us into a band. The instruments were kazoos and | was the drummer, using
whatever | could find to beat on.

Tommy had a burning desire to see New York City. He kept asking me to go “over
the hill” with him for one night and show him the big city. This meant sneaking out of
camp without a proper pass. When | learned that | was assigned to KP duty that
night, Tommy and | hatched a plan. After dinner Tommy and | went to the company
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clerk’s office and while he distracted the clerk, | altered the record book, so that
instead of me, a soldier named R. Mortis should be awakened at 5:00 A.M. for KP
duty. As the “R” in that name stood for rigueur, he couldn’t answer the call for KP.
The reason this stunt worked, was that we were such a transient group that the
officers didn’t know us all. Tommy and | got the bus to New York. On the way, he
was telling me that he would love to see Greenwich Village, about which he had
heard so much.

We got to the village around 9 PM. The first club that we went to was Jack
Dempsey’s, which had a good crowd, many were stunning looking gals. A six-piece
band filled the air with lively music, and after a few drinks Tommy went over to the
band-leader and introduced himself. The leader introduced Tommy to the audience,
and said that Tommy had agreed to sing “I'll be seeing you” which at the time was a
very popular and nostalgic song about the sadness of lovers parting because of the
war. Tommy got a standing ovation. After he sat back down, we began to receive
gifts of bottles of wine, brandy and scotch. Our table was soon filled with bottles.
Pretty soon we had a swarm of girls around us. | don’t know what time the party
broke up, but the next thing | remember was waking up on a moving bus. After
asking questions | learned that | was on the bus to camp Kilmer. It was 5:30 A.M.
when the bus arrived at camp. | hurried to my barracks and shaved quickly as the
bugle called us out for reveille. | quickly dressed in the same uniform everyone was
wearing. Then | rushed out and got into formation. We had to run four miles after
which we had to put on our gas masks and go into a gas chamber. We were all
sweating profusely, and my face was burning from the many cuts, caused by the
hasty shave. In the gas chamber, we were ordered to remove the gas masks. The
men began to complain bitterly, as they gasped for breath. The PA system told us to
relax, and that we wouldn’t die. We had our doubts of this as the ten minutes ticked
on. As we left the gas chamber, | saw that the next group waiting to go into the gas
chamber was my platoon. | had no choice but to slip into their line. It seems that |
had fallen in with the wrong platoon when | rushed out of the barracks, because they
were the ones nearest to the barracks door. So | had to repeat the grueling
experience. | began to feel that this day would never end. Thankfully, it finally
subsided.

The next day we started our journey to Manhattan in a column of trucks to the
Hudson River. There were many big barge-like ferries, which took us across the river.
As we waited on the dock to board a Liberty ship, cute Red Cross girls handed out
hot coffee and donuts. We were all loaded down with huge barracks bags, rifles,
backpacks, water canteens, cartons of cigarettes and some fruit. We were all fairly
unknown to each other, as we had been assembled for this shipment, except Tommy
and me. We became very close after our night in Greenwich Village.

We didn’t know if we would remain together as a unit, or whether we would become
replacements for other units. Once we boarded the ship, we were led down the hold,
which had been converted from large open storage areas, to sleeping quarters for
hundreds of men. Hammocks were hung five high each with a hook for the barracks
bag. It was a tight squeeze moving through the aisles. We lived like sardines.

Moments before we left port, | got the devastating news that everyone in my old outfit
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had been killed. Apparently, that time when | returned to camp and learned that my
outfit had gotten telegrams to return three days earlier, they had been shipped
directly into unfortunately, when they began their assault on the beach, they were
met by a battle-hardened German “panzer” (armored) division. My buddies from the
78" division were shot to pieces by the German tanks as they struggled up the rocky
shore. These Germans had practiced in Spain, Poland, Holland, Belgium, and
France against Patton’s tanks. The German Armored division just happened to be
passing by Anzio, when my buddles Ianded | felt as though | had lost members of
my family. | had thought of the 78" as “my” unit, and | couldn’t imagine feeling
closeness or identifying as closely with any other outfit.

A couple of British commandos were assigned to us, to demonstrate the most
efficient use of hand grenades. For several weeks we did “forced marches” through
the lush and lovely English countryside in every kind of weather. During basic training
with the 78" division we had to * ‘qualify “on various types of weapons. | fell in love
with the one called a “B.A.R.” (Browning Automatic Rifle). | had a perfect “bull’s-eye”
with it every time. The weapon we were assigned to carry was the “M1” Garand rifle,
with which | just barely qualified. While we were on the firing range with the B.A.R, |
heard that there were two men from an elite ranger battalion coming along our line,
looking for good B.A.R. men. When | learned that they could pick whomever they
wanted, | tried as fast as | could to shoot badly, so | could stay with my buddies.

| sneaked into town with some guys a few times. To avoid detection, | would make
up a dummy in my bunk. We usually stayed until the Pubs closed drinking warm
British beer. Behind each bar there was a fireplace, and standing in the flames
would be a dozen hot pokers. When you ordered a beer, the bartender, using a mitt,
would grab a hot poker and plunge it into your beer, which would foam up nicely.
Invariably when the pubs closed there was always a fight out on the sidewalk. It was
usually between a British “Tommy” and an American. The fights were always about
girls because the girls knew that the Gls were better paid. They could afford better
drinks and the girls thought that the Americans were more fun to be with. After hours
we would always see a crowd with two guys banging away at each other. Without
fail, someone always pushed the American aside, and said “Step aside Yank. This
ain’t your fight.” and they would begin punching the Tommie. This could be an
Australian, a New Zealander, a Scot, or a Canadian. | never could figure out why
they all thought that fighting with the Brits was “their job, and not ours” after awhile |
began to feel sorry for the English, because they had already lived through so much
war.

| learned that the division we were joining was the 29" infantry, which was an old
National Guard outfit. They had been training in England, for the past two years.
They had all arrived on the Queen Mary, and in a mishap; she sliced an American
cruiser in half. | asked one of the 29" sergeants what was the reason that they were
getting so many new recruits into their division. | ran into a wall of silence. |
subsequently learned that the division had been practicing its final beach assault at
night before the big one on d-day.

General Gerhardt was on his command ship, believing that all was going well, when
suddenly; night was turned to day with many brilliant flares bursting over the fleet,
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only interrupted by the ear-splitting roar of many speed boats. A squadron of German
“E” boats from Cherbourg in France had gotten wind of our plans. An “E” boat is a
very fast torpedo boat, with two big Daimler—Benz engines, plus superchargers,
which can exceed 40 miles per hour. They attacked us from both sides while firing
torpedoes and cannons. The Americans were caught flatfooted and the carnage was
immense. What contributed to the heavy casualties were the American ships firing
into each other in the dark. Over 700 men died that day. The Americans involved,
and the British were sworn to secrecy, for the duration.

On June 4", we were suddenly issued very strange clothing. We all got
“impregnated” fatigue uniforms. We were told that they would protect us against a
gas attack. They would also resist soaking up water. The men reacted unfavorably to
the clothes, because they felt like they had been dipped in paraffin wax.

After chow at a field kitchen we were ordered to pull down and fold all the tents. It
was still raining and the darkness slowed us down. Each man used his tent-half to
roll up his blanket and everything he had into his backpack. We had been issued “K”
rations, which were breakfast, lunch, or supper, in little wax-covered boxes, which
also had four cigarettes to a box and we all carried “Zippo” lighters. Besides the extra
bandoliers of ammunition, and the hand grenades, | also carried a large SCR-284
radio on my back. My partner, Sam, carried the generator, which would power my
radio, in combat.

As the rain got heavier, men began to slip condoms over the muzzles of their rifles.
At least we were getting some use out of them. When we were all packed and
waiting, a row of 2 %2 ton trucks appeared and we climbed on board. We were all
surprised to see black soldiers for the first time. Every driver was a black guy. From
our campsite on the hill, we had been able to see German air raids on London. They
were too far away for the sounds to reach us, but we could see the searchlights
illuminating bombers, which turned them into silver. Our convoy lurched through the
wet countryside for about five hours. The men either dozed as they huddled against
each other, or they talked quietly. We finally pulled into a wide street, along the
docks, in Southampton, on the English Channel. A field kitchen had been set up for
what | learned would be our last hot meal before the D-Day assault.

Suddenly a loud roar of laughter rolled across our group. Sam pointed across the
wide street, and we all watched a very tall Canadian wireman, having sex with a local
prostitute. He was wearing a wireman’s belt, which featured two large hooks, for
carrying loops of wire, in combat. The girl he was holding had her back against the
building, with her legs around him, and her thighs supported by the two hooks. The
‘Aussie” was banging away as though this would be his last tryst on earth. | had
gotten to love all the Aussies | had met, but this fellow’s ingenuity topped them all.
An English boy was on the dock, selling boxes of Cadbury’s chocolates. We
descended on him and used our newly issued French currency to buy up his whole

supply.

After chow, we all washed our mess kits in hot soapy water then rinsed them in



another big can of clear, boiling water. We then followed a seaman up a flight of
stairs, and found ourselves out on a promenade deck. We were told to sit down on
the deck, facing the rail. | didn’t realize how warm | had gotten, wearing all that
equipment, so the falling rain felt good on my face. | noticed that the fatigues were
keeping the rain from soaking through.

As my eyes acclimated to the darkness, | became aware of much activity in the
harbor. Almost every ship had a barrage balloon tethered overhead at the end of
long cables. These were to discourage fighters’ planes from low-level strafing. My
watch read 11:30 p.m., and my body clock was yelling for some shut-eye. | pulled the
helmet down over my eyes and leaned back on my radio. | was just starting to doze
off, when | felt someone urgently tapping on my shoulder. | looked back, and in the
darkness, | saw a man in a turban wearing all white. He said, “Yank, do you like
scotch?” In my groggy state, this sounded rather incongruous, so | asked him to
repeat it. He said in anxious tones, “Do you like Scotch whiskey?” | answered
quickly,”’yes | do”. He said hurriedly, “Follow me and be quiet!”

| slipped the radio off my back, and left my rifle and ammunition belt. En route, he
picked two other GlI’s, urging us all to be quiet and to keep low! We followed him
through the bottom half of a French door, into the ship. We found ourselves behind
what appeared to be a bar. He quickly took a bottle of Haig and Haig pinch whiskey
from a shelf along with three glass tumblers. He quickly told us how much of our
French money he wanted per drink, which he would then pour into our glasses. He
poured each glass almost half full.

| was just finishing my second glass, when suddenly someone reached over the bar,
and began yelling and whipping the Indian over the head with a riding crop. He was
screaming, “You bloody Wog, stealing Her Majesty’s booze™? He chased us out, and
we returned to our places on deck. It seems that we had been behind the bar in the
British officer’s lounge!

| pulled the radio onto my back, and loaded on the rest of my equipment. When |
leaned back, most of the weight of the radio and my pack rested on the deck. My
pack was not the “full-field” type, which we carried on maneuvers, but the much
lighter “combat” pack. This contained a tent-shelter half, in which was rolled wool
blanket. We also had several meals of “K” rations, a trench knife and a folding
shovel. Most of us carried cigarettes and the trusty “Zippo” lighter.

| finally found time to open up the box of Cadbury’s chocolates, which | shared with
the guys in my radio squad. Each communications company in the army has three
squads, or “sections”. The wire section lays wire between units in combat, and hooks
phones on. The message center guys would use a machine to encode messages
which the radio operators would then transmit. The recipient would then have to give
the message to his message center, for decoding.

Because the Germans would have several listening stations on the front, they could
quickly triangulate on our radio operators. This enabled the Germans to pinpoint
allied radio positions. The Germans would then call down a barrage of artillery on the
American radio. The artillery was invariably 88-millimeter cannons because of their



extremely high muzzle velocity. Our infantrymen soon learned to stay as far as they
could from the radiomen. The men in each section became a family and like a family
there was some jealousy. The wire section thought of the radio guys as prima
donnas. This appeared unfounded to me. The only possible justification | could
imagine was the radio guys had to graduate from radio school to learn Morse code.

Sitting there, in the dark, Sam, my radio partner told me about his mother’s chicken
soup and “matzos with schmaltz” (chicken fat). In the Bronx many of my friends were
Jewish, so | knew about schmaltz. Many times at home | had served as a “Shabbat
Goy” or Sabbath Christian”. Because of their religious laws on certain days Jews
couldn’t drive a car, use any machines or turn on a stove for cooking. The Shabbat
Goy would render that service so that they could cook meals that day.

Some of the men were dozing off. The light rain persisted and the wind was very
blustery. Sam seemed very relaxed. He asked me what | thought it would be like
when we landed. My answer was (admittedly) affected by the booze. | said that we
will all have our own fears and concerns but we are all well trained to handle
anything that comes up. | noticed that his voice quavered a bit as though he had
been preparing himself for the worst. | tried to reassure him any fear we have is quite
normal. Isn’t it great the courage a couple of shots of Scotch can provide?

Two British Spitfires buzzed very low above us. Their Merlin Rolls Royce engines
sounded so loud and fiercely powerful that we all looked up in admiration. To these
R.A.F. pilots, Winston Churchill had said, “Never in the history of human conflict, has
so much been owed by so many to so few”. In retrospect, | now believe that, if not for
the indomitable spirit of Churchill, and the efforts of the royal air force, the people of
England would all be speaking German now. Without any fanfare or horns, our ship
began moving and we were on our way.

It was 12:30 A.M. on June 6™ 1944. D-Day had begun. We followed other ships
around the Isle of Wight, in the middle of Southampton Harbor. The blimps over
each ship seemed to glide along under their own power. There was a ghostly silence
over everything despite all the activity. As we moved out into the channel we were
astounded by the great number of ships in the harbor. The ships began to form into
columns. The outer rows were warships to protect the fleet against enemy action and
submarines. Some of the ships were completely foreign to me. They were huge
landing ships carrying jeeps, tanks and troops. There were also strange rocket-firing
ships but mostly there were the transports (like mine) that carried the meat and
potatoes of the assault, the troops. My ship was called a channel ferry, but to me, it
looked like an ocean liner. The prevailing sounds were of bombers of all sizes
headed for France. They would help to lay the groundwork for the invasion.

The entire night-scene seemed surrealistic to me. The men were all very silent and
contemplative observing the panorama unfolding. Sam said, “| pity those poor
bastards on the beach.” How like him to consider the feelings of the enemy. The sea
was covered with ships, in every direction. The sea was quite rough, but our ship was
big enough that our guys weren’t getting seasick. Suddenly we heard a desperate
cry; “Here come the paratroops!” The sky was filling with rows of C-47 transports.
They were filled with men of the 82" and 101* paratroop divisions. Sam said,
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"Those poor guys are going to make a night jump into enemy territory.” A cold chill
ran up my spine, thinking about what they might fall into.

We began to see many C-47s, towing gliders filled with airborne troopers. Groups of
our fighter planes weaved overhead. Several German planes came over but they
were promptly dispatched by American planes that swarmed like enraged gnats.
Suddenly, we heard intense gunfire to our left. | later learned that a flotilla of “E”
boats attacked our left flank. They were either sunk or beaten off before they could
do any damage! They were probably the same flotilla that had such “easy pickings”
at Slapton Sands.

We began to see landing barges circling near us. We were about ten miles from the
beach, when a loudspeaker advised us to prepare to board the landing barges.
Boarding nets had been cast over the side. We were cautioned not to step off the net
into the barges until the barge had reached the top of its wave, or we risked getting
mashed flat against the side of the ship. The sea was very rough and the barges
rose and fell about twenty feet. It was a tricky business climbing down the net
backwards loaded with equipment. The ropes were rough and hairy and, as always, |
had the big radio on my back. On my descent, | began timing the rise and fall of the
barge. When my barge reached the crest of its wave, | tried to let go, but | couldn’t
because an overweight sergeant was standing on my fingers. | screamed at him to
get off and when he did | found that with my load, my grip loosened, and | fell into the
barge. Luckily the guys broke my fall, and no one was hurt.

The barge rocked tremendously, and everyone was soaked by the spray coming
over the side. They had dropped us so far at sea because they feared that the
German artillery would sink our transport. Enemy shells began to splash everywhere.
The barges, when loaded, would then circle until a battalion was aboard them. Then
the barges would head for the beach. Because of their flat bottoms, the barges were
very unstable in a rough sea, and the men began to get sick immediately. They were
profusely vomiting over each other in the crowded boat.

As the entire fleet opened fire the sound was deafening. Muzzle flashes turned night
into day. Rocket firing ships launched whole sheets of rockets that made a weird hiss
and roar unlike anything | had ever heard before! We were headed for Omaha
beach. The First division would be on our left aimed at Utah Beach. We passed
close under the guns of the battleship “Texas,” which was hammering France with
18-inch broadsides. As we were passing her, she unleashed a full broadside. The
immense roar and the force of the shock wave were stultifying. The long flames
reached far out and we could actually see the huge shells spinning off towards their
targets. The shock wave gave me such a real feeling that my scalp was going to peel
off from the back forward. On our left, the cruiser “Augusta” was firing with everything
she had and it seemed as though the flames from her big guns almost reached the
shore. The enemy was beginning to find our range and my boat was straddled by two
huge shells. One struck the barge on my left squarely and the men began jumping
over the side immediately. The other shell struck a barge in the bow so that the
forward speed of the boat caused it to dive, like a submarine. We couldn’t stop and
help so, hopefully, the Navy provided some assistance.






There was a dense pall of smoke on the beach and on the seawall behind it. Artillery
shells rained around us and mortar shells exploded all over the place. A steady
stream of machine gun bullets cut bloody swaths through our ranks. The bullets
began to rain against our ramp and men in my barge were being cut down. Most of
our barges were either sunk or floundering on “Rommel’s Asparagus” which were
sections of railroad tracks, planted in cement. They protruded out of the water, so
that our boats got impaled on them. Some of these obstacles still had “Teller” mines
attached to them.

Two big German bunkers on top of the seawall had survived the naval bombardment
and were now concealed by the smoke. These bunkers “owned” our beach, and they
could fire straight down into our barges. They had perfect fields of fire, and they were
methodically slaughtering us! The sound of the bullets passing my ears sounded like
someone snapping his fingers. | had been leaning against the front ramp to keep my
balance because a guy was lying on the deck with his arms around my legs and
he was constantly vomiting on my boots. | had to remove my hands from the ramp or
the shock of the bullets would have broken my wrists. | couldn’t wait to get down into
the safety of the water. It began to look like nobody would survive Omaha beach this
day.

The sea was full of small geysers caused by the bullets and shell fragments which
filled the air. In addition to the cold fear | felt, | was aware of a seething anger rising
in me. | ached for a chance to hit back at this unseen enemy. | looked down and
Corporal Barnes was clinging to my legs and retching. | tried helping him up, and
saw that he was weeping. His body was wracked with heavy sobs and his eyes were
unable to focus. This had been the heroic figure who had bragged about how many
Germans he would “slaughter”. He was the wireman who most referred to the radio
guys as “effete snobs.” | figured that a dip in the water might soon revive him. Smoke
also covered the surf and beach, from all the burning boats. Suddenly our ramp
opened and | placed my hand on Sam’s shoulder. | didn’t want to lose him as he was
the power for my radio. We were now exposed to the direct machine gun fire. | heard
the terrible sound of bullets smacking bodies and others ricocheting off metal. When
we were half way down the ramp, Sam was hit in the center of the forehead. With his
heavy generator, he went down like a rock! | didn’t realize that our ramp had landed
atop one of the steel obstacles, so that when | jumped in, instead of hitting a solid
bottom, | went about seven feet under. The water was blood red. | hadn’t been aware
of all the dead bodies in the surf when | jumped in but now | had to claw my way up
through several layers. | grabbed an arm to pull myself up but it was not attached to
anyone! | finally reached the surface and gulped in some air. The surf was like blood
breaking around me. The water was alive with the splashes of bullets around me.
Keeping as low as | could with the big radio on my back, | moved in towards the
beach. | didn’t know if my rifle still worked. There were men in the water crouched
down behind the steel obstacles. These offered literally no protection but the
nearest man seemed frozen with fear. Bullets splashed closely around him. | told him
that staying here is certain death. | got a little angry and yelled at him. | reached out
and grabbed his shoulder. With that, muttering incoherently, he jumped up and
aimed a punch at my chin. A bullet entered his right cheek and exited the opposite
side of his face. He fell, face down in the surf. | dragged him up onto the beach and |



started to run. The beach was littered with bodies. | was unable to avoid walking
over some of them. There were enormous shell craters in the beach and some of
these holes were full of bloody men .At one point the fire became so intense that |
jumped into a crater, and got down under one of the bodies. The sand was more like
gravel, and the bullets kept pushing sand into my face.

Looking up at the bunkers, | could see several machine gun flashes. | rammed a
bullet home in my rifle. Then | jumped up and ran further while shooting from my hip
at the muzzle flashes. | seemed to be the sole survivor of my boat. | was suddenly
consumed by the loneliest feeling | ever experienced. | tumbled into a deep crater,
and lay there, trying to catch my breath. Bullets were still smacking around me so |
snuggled under a bloody corpse. | found myself looking into the face of a man. The
face was a bit dirty but unmarked. His blue eyes gazed back at me. He looked like
my brother Pat. | got the very eerie feeling that he was going to talk to me. | began to
shiver violently, and | wondered if | would be able to function. | closed my eyes and
tried to gather myself.

| reached for another clip of bullets, and found that | had already expended three
clips, while running up the beach. A bullet entered the ground near my face, and
filled my mouth with gravel. That woke me to the danger | was in and | jumped up
and scrambled up the beach. Suddenly the bullets stopped landing around me. | had
reached the level of the seawall and the Germans could no longer see me. | threw
myself on the ground gasping for air. | just noticed it was raining. | wondered it if had
it been raining the whole time. | heard men calling to me. When | looked up, | saw
about 20 men up by the seawall. | guessed this was what remained of the 1% wave
on Omaha beach.

One of the men, | recognized was General Cota, the assistant division commander of
the 29" division. He limped over to me and said “son, does that radio work?” | told
him that | didn’t know and my generator man was dead. We couldn'’t see if the radio
would work until we found a generator. | looked around and some of the men were in
pretty bad shape. We all carried certain medical equipment in our cartridge belts like
bandage, morphine, and sulfa powder. Some of these men had either treated
themselves or were helped by the others. There was no medic who had made it up
this far.

General Cota told me that a radioman had been shot in the first wave and possibly
some of his equipment might be around. | described what a generator looked like to
a couple of able-bodied men so they could help me look for one. | dug around where
some men had been digging foxholes. | unearthed a generator but it had one leg
shot off. | cleaned it up as much as | could and told General Cota that it might work. |
would need the help of two men, one to hold it up and the other to crank it. Then |
would be able to test the radio. Considering what the radio had just been through, it
would be a miracle if it worked. | set up the radio and connected it to the generator.
Now it was time to see if we could communicate. | asked General Cota for his code
name and also for the code name of General Gerhardt, on the command ship. We
knew that the Navy couldn’t see the bunkers up on the cliff because of all the smoke.
| told General Cota that we could see enough through the smoke to direct fire for the
naval gunners. The General wrote a message for me to transmit to the command
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ship. It told General Gerhardt that we could direct fire from our position if we could be
put in touch with a warship. After about 10 minutes we got the name of a destroyer,
U.S.S. Satterlee. We were in touch with their radio operator using their call sign. |
requested that they fire a red flare so we could identify her. When the flare went up, |
gave them directions how to come closer to our position. Our generator wobbled like
crazy, but it was doing the work.

The Satterlee had to negotiate around sunken ships and avoid running down men in
the water. Finally, General Cota told me to hold them up and he would give them
firing instructions for the 5-inch guns. He told a tall private by the name of Burns, to
find a spot where he could see up through the drifting smoke to the bunkers. We
then asked the ship to fire one round high up on the seawall. Private Burns took
cover when the gun sounded but as soon as he heard the shell strike the wall he
looked up and told me the shot was 30 yards too low and 50 yards to the left.
General Cota asked me to transmit that info and to request another ranging shot.
The next shot struck the edge of the bunker but did no damage. General Cota
ordered a full broadside at the last coordinates. Burns ducked out of the way until he
heard the explosions overhead. When he looked up he screamed ecstatically, “It's
gone! The bunker is gone and the 88 cannon is dangling on the edge of the hole”.

We then directed the ship south about 200 yards so she would have a direct line of
fire at the other bunker. She had to move very cautiously because of all the debris in
the water. When the Satterlee was positioned, we followed a similar procedure on
the other bunker. After several ranging shots and two full broadsides, the bunker was
blown off the side of the seawall.

We thanked the Satterlee and she turned out to sea. Suddenly she was straddled by
several enormous shells. A German battery of railroad guns had found her range. As
the ship moved further out, she was again straddled, but this time one of the shells
struck her near the funnel. Within minutes, the crew was battling a blaze amidships.
The General wrote a message, which | transmitted to the command ship, “We've
killed the two bunkers which were holding us up. Omaha beach is now open to the
public.”

More landing ships were safely coming ashore now. When | saw a ship landing
Sherman tanks | began to feel that this day might end a lot better than it started.
General Cota said, “Here comes my old friends from the 121 engineer combat
battalion.” He called over a Captain and asked him to blast a path through the
barbed wire, so that we could advance up the Vierville Draw.

With the forces, which were now streaming ashore, we knew that we would be
moving inland before nightfall. It was 7:30 P.M, June 6", 1944 and we still had plenty
of daylight left. We were soon joined by several other units which had come ashore.
There was the 5th Ranger Battalion, several companies of the 2™ Ranger battalion
and Company B of the 116" regiment. General Cota rallied these new arrivals. He
told them to prepare to advance through the draw as soon as the engineers had
blown up the barbed wire. Gen. Cota had a momentary concern about what these
boys might be running into but they were all fully trained and school was over. Now
was the time for the “final” test.
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