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know about it. Although he wasn’t as good a pilot as Rickey, f}e
was somewhat calmer. If he ever got excited, he never showed it.

George Rocco was the bombardier with a hilarious sense ©
humor. He was the type of guy who'd ask, “Why’d you duck?” if 2
75-mm. cannon was fired at you. George’s home was in Bostof®
Massachusetts. He was a short, dark-complexioned fella ¢
Italian descent, but his accent told you immediately that he w2
a Bostonian. George was pretty chummy with the navigator, an
the childish action and talk that went on between these two o'”
ficers used to scorch Bill Davis, but the rank there was all equal >
and Bill could only give them advice concerning their conduft
as officers, even though it was in an angry tone of voice. .

Bert Hanson was our navigator, and though he knew his nav'
gation like a book, he was a comical type of guy, somewhat 1il®
Rocco. Either one of them would play up to any silly convers?
tion you might start with them. But Rocco had more nerve, whi'®
Bert was the most jittery fella I've ever seen. He was always cat”
tioning Rickey to be careful. Bert was of medium height, with 2
sharp nose that was very obvious but also becoming to him. He
was a nice-looking chap and took a lot of ribbing from us.

~ Gary Smith was our radio man, and gave the impression th?t

hé& was brought up to be very religious. He came from Buffal®
New York. He was the most decent, sincere fellow I'd ever met
and was the only one who was true to his girl friend back hom®:
He'd get disgusted with the foul language we used purposely '*
his presence, but he never held it against any of us. He couldr' t
even talk to one of our officers for as much as a second withof't
one of us calling him a brown-noser. “Go on, you goddam browf
noser,” the tail gunner would often tease.

“I'm not brown-nosing,” Gary would argue back, “but thef®
are matters I have to discuss with them concerning the mission"

“Yeh, yeh, we understand, browny,” the tail gunner would g°
on teasing until he couldn’t keep from laughing. Gary would a’
gue back and try to convince us he wasn’t a brown-noser, anf>
truthfully, he was far from being one. But that’s what made it
all the more fun.

Jim Thomas, our engineer-gunner, was a short, fair-lookir'®

rebel from Mississippi, who liked nothing better than to aggrava'®
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sure been hard up to take you.” He was joking, of course—I
“theenk” My job was to man the left waist gun, while Sam
Jerome handled the right waist gun. Our ship’s ball turret was
operated by the assistant engineer, and the nose turret was
handled by the engineer. The following morning we took off
from this beautiful land of Scotland and headed into the south-
eastern part of the United Kingdom.

It was several hours later before our ship’s wheels touched
the ground of our final destination, Norwich, England, where we
became part of the 8th Air Force. This permanent base of ours
was located just a little to the west of the town of Norwich. It
covered quite a few acres of land, and there was no fence around
the base, making it fairly easy for unwelcome guests to get in.
There were the landing strips that were about three to four hun-
dred yards long. At the south end, where the road began, stood
the briefing-room building. Next to that, coming west, was the
supply room, and, moving on down the line, next to that was the
chapel, which was on the corner. The crossroad that ran up past
this road had barracks on both sides of it. These barracks looked
as if someone had taken a bunch of giant-sized oil drums and
sawed them in half, lengthwise. Each half served as a barracks for
a crew. If you traveled south now again for several hundred
yards, another road also ran west. A few barracks were on this
road, but mostly trees on both sides. The mess hall and recrea-
tion room stood at the far end of this road to the left.

Running north alongside the mess hall was another road that
ran to the left of the dispensary and officers’ quarters. At the end
of this road was a left turn, then a short right turn that took you
on the road where our barracks was located. There was a small
wooded area off to the right of these little turns that was often
used to short-cut from one road to another, and a very appro-
priate hiding place this wooded area would have made for some
unwelcome guests. The orderly room was about halfway up to
the right of this road, and at the very end of this road to the left
stood our humble barracks, with, of course, other barracks all
around and about all the way down the road.

The barracks that housed us was the only one that was built
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“Yes,” 1 replie‘d, “but take that gOddam SPOthght out of my
face. I didn’t kill anybody, yet.” .

“Okay, okay,” he answered, “don’t get the. balls of your feet in
an uproar,” as he flicked on the overhe;‘d'hght' He to}fl us "'we
were scheduled to fly our first combat mi¢Sion that morning. “Go
grab yourselves seme grub at the mess h'in’ .he COl'.ltlnlled, “and
be at the briefing room within an hour. With this final state-
ment, I depaxt@d and made his way to the. next barracks.
Everyone was awake and sitting on the edge of his bed for a mo-
ment of silence. Then the humor began. .

“Don’t look so worried,” said the engineer, Ilm Thomas, to
the assistint engineer, Pete Kruppa. “It looks like zrour father
won't even get your business, tsk, tsk, what a shame. N

“Ah, why don’t you shove your humef 11 your ear,” shouted
Pete, “and worry about your own hide, nPt mine.” ;

“Oh, I'm definitely not worried about Your hide,” remarked
Jim. “I'm just trying to figure out what ex!t of the ShiP. would be
the most convenient to push your carcass 0ut of, ance it gets full
of German hot lead. I'm teuing you,” he went on, give me your
girl’s address, and as soon as you bite thé dUSt’ I could go back
and"‘take care of her for you. She’d like me better than you, an)"
way—you know that.”

)‘,'qu stupid sen-of-a-bitch,” Pete arg'ued back, “T ought to
hammer you for that.” ]im smiled and departed through the
door. .

In spite of his aggravating humor, Jim wasn’t real.ly.a bad
guy. The angrier a person got, the more Jil wquld rub. it in, and
Pete seemed to be his favorite guinea pig. 1'>r evxous‘ly » ]1m‘ starfed
“riding” me along the same line, but, realiZ'"8 I enjoyed hstemn_g
to him rather tharl being angered, he ga'V'e 'UP and Ska to hlS
buddy, Pete. The two squabbled and arg’lled all the way to the
mess hall, and Jim kept up his humorous remarks.

“One of these days,” remarked Gary, a5 Ve entered the mess
hall, “one or the other is going to get hurt:

“What's that you say, browny?” Grahat™ .star,ted, but was cut
short by Gary, as he smilingly said, “For FIpes sake, don’t you
start now, let me eat my breakfast in peacey' .

“Piece, that's what I'd like to have a little of right now,” re-




i arks and, still smiling,
Graham. But Gary ig‘: z::;i. e

ec;led 2 thf, ser\:iinﬁlfi:;)ering sweet little evil nothings into
A Ci::l'sfi(:rln l:;eas we sAt down to eaf- When Gary brought
1 3

: began talking about
ot bite.of food to x:];? ‘T:,?::u;’f (t;;:i};a:ars. % don’t rergnember
rats with pus mnast %Pat morning, but after eating hash so
pede s breIa kf‘ok jf for granted that we had it on the
lzfthlst;"tny X td,able breakfast and interesting discussion
ad r::s tﬁe zg)e);ent crews straggled one after another to
-ieﬁng room. e m stood two giant-like M.P.’s
the door ?f this bneI-i:lv;g)‘yr:);:l B th% Dlace, Anyone
rere guarding the Qniln’t get in. The fliers gained entrance

aily by our pilet-
s;v;lrst r:i:’:slfietro :‘}fed;ogg,ggaﬁof had all assembled; the

s tere and Went to the head of the room where,
5 OsceRs enl lere m. they would talk to us. Behind them,
a stagelike p atfglfe deheet concealing 2 giant-sized map of
'ae w:&clﬁutr;lge yaus8 d ip pointing out the route we were to
or that particu(}ar g:ls.iiiznsense of humor as they spoke, and
iese officers h-; ?  we listened. But, 2!l kidding aside, they
tiled to be polite & njoyed having around in a situation
the type of boys you ®s with all the necessary information,

‘;eth;?ﬁ c;l;}:ei):; dcf:;rrzi:hv:puld pick up # stick and draw back

eet, exposing the ma;gi-p take,” he sai¢, pointing to the tape

his is the route ycu ? with thumbtacks.
ma
::St:;?(;};e?h ;t: g;ie stetched out from our base and over

T . o ovel the Channe! to the target which
lled Ponabault.a plac® located aboy twenty miles off the

: Ef Franceil o sai d the briefing pfficer, “and if anyone
I;r‘:uzgtl;on:vti) 1a’s‘k before I turn you over to the chaplain,

. to answer them to the best of my
;:; gaeh”e ;;1‘; glr;. i;g ;?(;ut the room lopking for raised hands,

19

but since no one had #ny questions to ask he turned us OVCI'- to

the chaplains, who we!® always welromed by us and would.gwe
us the last wo,rds of ki']dness before we left 'to board our s.hxp.

The fiers would tHED gather around their own f:haplam, de-

fs. It didn’t matter really which one gave

. . 1se the men were very fond of all the chap-

%;Oi;lshlieb]:rsgllzgs’ :feizlligiOD- After jiste'ning to a few words I;f

kindr’lessgfrom these z”rm y chaplains, it seen.lefl as thoxigh all

fears had left us. “We’j'l see you after s pussico, boys,” were

usually their departing words of encouragement to us.

pending on their belie

. room and hiked over to the supply room
We left the bneﬁng{es and other necessary flying elc)]lt)xi)[,)ment.
mbed into a near-by army truck that took
them down the ramp axjd into a revetment where a B-24 bomber
was loaded down with 3€VeR thousan.d p_ounds ok boml?s. Foady
to wo. Th p ; had the ship in hPtop shape waiting for
0 g0. 1he ground crew efore the officers did and acquainted our-

us. We arrived a little B

selves with the ground Jrew. Although everyone was nervous and

o .d to hide it by a display of corny humor.
The fiscuscon ftted 19 the ever popular subject of women.
“f wonder what the German anle,ms are hke.? ,(,luestioned
Bob Graham. “I hear f®™ rumors theyre prftty nice.
“They’re ;111 the sam® t© me,” said Sam, “dep ending on how

you look at them.”
The crew continuec
ornery. Gary Smith hSt»row up and falk sensible?”

“Why don't you guys g o ”» < »
“Why, we're talking_)very sensible, teased Graham. “What’s

’ ou wouldn’t want a litt]
the matter with you? I ont tell me y Bk & 1ke

. a chance.”
shafggﬂf:ugelfsi);f;”h?gﬂqa;ked Gary. “T've got more important

¢ than to be fooling around with the type

to pick up our parachu
From there the men cli

J on this subject until they got pretty
ened momentarily, then said in disgust,

things to occupy my timi
o T, o Grabarm went on teasing, “dont talk
that way about the girlg | associate with. You know as well as I

do that I go out with notLhing BUt virgins, and the first fresh move

they make I slap their P2 nds.
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t. “May-

» 3
reak for yourself, man, speak for yourself,” said Ber 1
secon

1 want to die young, but I'd like to hang onto every
I got coming to me.” hich
eyes focused on the ground signal tower from w ch a

vas fired, and our giant bomber started taxiing do™™ the

toward the take-off strip. .

e ships were no sooner lined up in single-file forx.rgat{on

another flare was fired, and the first bomber went fpping

the take-off strip. His wheel$ slowly lifted off the g;rourfd,
less than a minute the secorid ship started down th® stnP.
thers followed in the same manner. Moments later, our ship
zooming down the strip and began slowly rising © the
d. Together with the rest of the formation, we contir' uously
" the feld. The entire formation was completely formed at
tude of about ten thousand feet, but the circling pr¢cecure
ued until we got the okay signal from the ground poset 1o
:ad. The formation crept along over England tow? rd the
iel, and, upon reaching it, the deep roaring sound o* the
's hit a higher pitch, but changed back to their norm? I deep
s we passed by the coast of France.

sreat deal of activity was taking place in the Englist! Chian-
1is was D-Day! Although we Were unaware of it, our thOPS
»n their way to invade the coast of Normandy. All “}iS €x-
:nt soon faded out in the horizon behind us, as the forma-
sntinued on toward its selected target.

e navigator gave another nervous warning. “Keep yd!'F €Y€S
around this, area, because there’s a German fighter pase lo-
just a little ways off to our left wing, and they could be up
t us in a matter of minutes.” ]

kay, Berty-wirty,” mocked Rocco, “we will listen 19 Yo,
y, and do whatever your little heart desires.” .

e navigator made no comment, but everyone took his ad-
15 all eyes carefully combed the skies just waiting fof S0me-
to happen. Fortunately the German fighters didn't show
evertheless, their flak batteries sent up a few blasts of flak
xploded in the air off to the right, but too far awa/ B do
amage. This sort of flak was more or less nuisance fiak: but
it us on our toes.
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Roceo, the bombardier, then spoke. “Bomb-bay doors open,”
he said, as we pulled closer into formation with the other ships
and stuck together like glue.

We approached the target with our bomb-bay doors wide
open, the bombardier of the lead ship got his bead on the target,
then, “Bombs away” was the next order, and George Rocco’s
hand released the salvo switch sending our entire bomb load
toppling earthward. As the bombs went off in a chain reaction,
they looked like a bunch of toy firecrackers; they hit the target
and demolished it completely. It felt good to know that we had
a mission under our belt and were homeward bound. This sort of
mission With little or no opposition was referred to as a “milk
run,” and the entire formation made it back to England safely.

After our landing, we were all taken to the interrogating room,
where we were questioned by Army Intelligence about the mis-
sion, apd thus they were able to obtainvaluable information
from us- The crews were seated around a large table in this
room, with the interrogating officer sitting at the table’s head.
The corporal or sergeant in charge would pour a shot of whiskey
for each man of the crew, while an intelligence officer would
ask each of us questions. I liked this part of the missions best of
all, because most of my crew didn’t drink and I was usually the
one whe ended up with the extra drinks, provided I beat Rickey
and (;rgham to it. ’

2

We took life easy for the next few days that followed and, not
being scheduled to fly, we’d often take a walk down the winding
road behind our barracks and visit a near-by pub that was only &
short distance down the road from the base. It seemed that to
get anywhere in England, you always had to travel along 4
couple of winding roads and around a curve. Most of the streets
ran in circles, making it very easy to get lost. '

I remember the day Jim and I were wandering around the
town of Norwich looking for a pub we were already familiar
with. We went around a couple of bends and turns until we saw
a place that looked like it and, not paying any attention to the
switfiging sign that hung over the door, we entered and found
ourselves in a private living room. We were unnoticed by the
two children who were playing on the floor, but an elderly man
who was reading a newspaper looked up at us in surprise. The
two of us made an about-face and hustled out of there. I don’t
know what the sign above the door said, because we were in too
much of a hurry to look back. As I said before, those winding
roads always got me confused.

The English taxi driver was your best bet whenever this kind
of confusion occurred, but he always had a bad habit of taking
you around the same circle about a dozen times before reaching
your destination. However, although the price he charged was
very much quarreled with by the underpaid Britisher, to the
G.L’s it seemed a very fair price. The average Britisher had no
special love for the American G.I. For reasons such as the one
Tve just mentioned, they blamed the G.I. for the higher prices
they had to pay for everything, and they’d often tell us that we
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were being overpaid. We always struck back at then® S3Y1DE
“We're not overpaid; it's just that you are all underpal®- As a
result, arguments of this nature always came up bety€en the
English and the G.Is. _

However, the female sex took a different attitude tof’ards us.
As a matter of fact, they liked us better because they felt the
G.I’s weren't as cold toward them as their own boys, and they
were so right. I've never known a G.I. who was opP0sed to
women. If there are any, they should have their heads eX2mined.

I'm quite sure everyone is familiar, by now, with the name
Picadilly Circus. This was a very popular section of LonAon, and
what a section. It was a district you couldn’t walk a full block of
without at least once being confronted by some femalé hustler
with a proposition. This was a section of town where no 20 €Ver
got lonesome as long as he carried a few pounds in hi’ pocket
and wanted some company. Like everything else, the prifes Went
up here, too. One night I went out with Graham and Thomas,
and the three of us had a few pounds apiece in our poc#ets' We
were looking for women as we wandered three abreasF_ up the
streets of Picadilly. The blackout made me feel like a blind per-
son, but the natives of Picadilly were accustomed to it. TR€ VOices
of two women aroused our attention in the darkness. TR€Y Saw
us, but it wasn’t until we strained our eyes a little that W€ SaW
the silhouette of their figures step out from a doorway, ¢n€ was
pleasingly plump and the other was skinny beyond attractiveness.
I couldn’t make out their facial features, but the plur®P girl's
voice sounded pretty sweet and friendly as she question®® US:

“You boys looking for a little fun?”

“Yes,” replied Graham, “and a little wine to boot. It F€€mS as
though every place is closed up.”

“I can get you all the wine you want,” she said, “as lon8 8 Y0u
got the money.”

“What’ll it cost?” I asked.

“Oh, about four pounds,” was her reply.

“Okay,” I said, “here’s four pounds,” handing her the MOR€y.
“Let’s go.” )

“Oh, no,” she said, “you wait here, and we’ll be back 12 2 few
minutes with the wine.”
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“Just a second,” interrupted Graham. “You go get the wine.
Your girl friend will stay with us until you get back.’.’

“Hmm, you don’t trust us, sl?e said, “but all right, I'll be
right back.” And she disappeared into the darkness of the night,

The three of us backed into the doorway with the other girl,
and to help pass the time "© p]ayed the game of roaming hands,
with the girl as the main attracHon. The, only trouble was that I
kept running into Grahan's and Thomas’ hands, otherwise it was
all right. She di dn’t seem t© mind, because she made no attempt

to stop us, and before I knew it her dress was pulled up and

anxious hands were tuggi"8 2t :;',wr pants.
“Take it easy, one at & time, she wh15p_ered. - ;
Just then, the other wOman returned with the wine. “Here it

is,” she said. “Let’s go.” %

“Let’s go where?” I q]uesl':lonﬁ : w

“Up to our apa rtment> Sy, . she: answered, “where we can
enjoy a few drinks, and pesides it will be safer there.”

“Okay,” we agreed, a ¢d our happy little party started up the
street with the two \,;von’en walking between us. We walked
about one and a half circles before we reached another dark
doorway. ” said the plump one h hed

“Here’s th tment. S3i . one, as she reache

eres ‘he apartmen d out a key. She opened the door and

in her handbag and pulle!
our little par?yg ex?terg d ; was the first to enter and I stumbled

on some steps. . ) .

“Be careful,” she warr€d: and keep right on going up the
steps.”

P’Is:he herd started up tpe steps, fumbling in the darkness all
the way up. What a stairvay! It was so long I thought I was
climbing a stairway to tPe stars: Upen reac'hing the top, we
passed through another dP°F and entered their one-room apart-

ment. The dim li ght of the 100 outlined two old chairs and a table

that looked older than the five of us together. Over to the right
of the room, and drawn sPut tig‘ht, hung a pair of green drapes
that were so old and dirty ¢hat they could have stood up by them-
selves. On the other side of the Foom was a low sink piled high
with dirty dishes. There w250t #0Y bathroom in this apartment,
and the floor served as the Sleeping quarters for the girls. Graham




26
11 sat on the chairs while Thomas toc?k a seat on the floor.
an( girls walked over to the sink and rinsed out a few dirty
sses.
B124p1] 4rink mine out of the bottle,” said Graham.
“Me too, if you don’t mind,” added (I‘h(')mas.

I followed with, “So will 1.” Graham pxc.ked up one of the
bottles and took a few swigs, then handed it to e ,Whﬂe the
ot lled up their glasses from the other pottle and.]o.med us.
ir It didn’t take lon g Before the skinny dame was sitting on my
.  Thomas had already spread 2 sheet op the floor and had the

1 lﬂ mp dame well under control-
P e on» take off your pant$,
ed another sheet over himself. A
PWan right,” she agreed, “but it1l cost y°! 20 T
“Okay, okay,” he agreed, as he reached for his pants and took
two poundS and handed it to her. She placed it in the bf)som
ut er dress, and from the sound of things Thomas was satisfied
contented with his female companior, €Ven thm,lgh he was
pounds lighter. The rest of s, pretty well mt.oxxcatefl oo,
d chuckled. My lady friend w3$ getting a big kick
£ nd I didn’t realize how homely she was 'fnbl she
lzon'hed aloud and completely spl'a)’ed n’f face. 1 l}o_tlced l.uer
B8, vere just dark-brown stubs, but a feW Tore Swigs of wine
teeted all of that and soon she lgoked beautiful to me. Graham
€T35S Jastered and hard up, so he grabbed her from my lap and
was
w her to the floor.
-Gimme some money,” she said.
I'll give you a couple of blink

eplied. S T
he ﬁgon’t call me a tramp, you dirty son-of-a-bitch,” she shouted.
e, youll never leave

«r¢ ¢ tell certain people what you called ™

._place alive.” '
..Kh, shut you, you old bag” he contipted. “We spent four

1ds on wine. What the goddam hell els¢ do you want? No»’v
p(}:: off your % oddam pants or I'll tear them off, because I don’t
F a

» I could hear him say, as he

look:ed on an
a it all, a

to wait all night.”
bout this time the green drapes at th

were drawn back, revealing a bed, a ha

e other end of the room
ndsome blond-haired

ers and @ fat lip, you tramp,”
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fella, and sitting pext to him in bed was a beastly-looking dame
of about sixty years of age. He jibber-jabbered in a foreign
tongue. We didn’t understand a word he said, but Graham
shouted back, “Go jazz yourself, you bastard.” The fella glanced
about the Toom and saw three of us. The sight of us convinced
him to draw the drapes closed and go on about his business.

The skinny dame was now silent as she lay back on the floor
and pulled up her dress. I took one look at the thigh of her leg,
it was about the thickness of my forearm, which isn’t very thick.
This sobered me up enough to change my mind and Graham’s
too, but Thomas was long-winded and, as he was still goin
strong with his companion, I reached over and grgbbed the top
sheet and yanked it off him, revealing him bare, and to me it
looked like a half moon jumping all over hell.

«pah, why don’t you guys wise up and let me alone,” he
begged, pulling the sheet back over himself. We continued this
performance, but never once did he let up while this was going
on. He just kept pounding away like mad. .

The long evenipg and steady drinking soon showed their ef-
fects. '

«wWhere's your bathroom?” I asked.

«There isn't any,” replied the human skeleton,

“Okay, then I'll be right back,” I said.

“Me toe,” repealed Graham, as we started for the door.

«No, no, go right in here,” said the scarecrow, pointing to the
sink, We looked dumbfounded at one another for a moment.

«ph, what’s the matter with you guys?” she asked, as she
staggered over to the low sink. She hung over it, and the next
sound I heard resembled that of rain pitter-pattering on the
dishes, but it couldn’t have been rain because thére were no
leaks in the ceiling, and from the sound of things r'd venture to
say she was married about forty-nine different times. She got up,
and Graham and I stepped over to the sink and while laughing
aloud we washed the dishes, too.

«pm glad we didn’t use any of their glasses” Whispered

Graham laughingly.
“Me too,” said Thomas, as he got dressed, and the three of us

departed.




de back to camp and tried to catch a little
next mission, but we barely hit the sack when
p and go to it again. We shufled off to the
e briefing room and supply room, as we had
our final orders. This second mission of ours

daring missions, and we'd give them a fan-
rough it was, but little did I realize the
e.

ing we groggily entered the briefing room to
r our third mission. The briefing officer stood
room with a pointing stick in his hand. He
iant-sized map, drawing back the sheet. The
Il the way from England, up into the North
d Denmark and Sweden, and continued to

g to be pretty tough,” he warned. “Army In-
ed the best possible route for you so as to
sition as possible. However,” he continued,
age of intense flak for about three minutes
et area, but, once out of there, the going
h.” With these last words of advice, he bade
a routine manner we were fully equipped

g into the ship, then taxiing, and the take-
ound us roaring high above the earth. The
into the North Sea, as pointed out on the
owly around Denmark, Sweden, and edged
altic Sea into Germany. We no sooner came
der than the flak started to come up.

s of shrapnel hit the ship, but not enough to
r, it scared hell out of us, but we continued
ation bypassed to the right of Berlin about
17’s could be seen in the distance flying op-
also were making a run on the same target.
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We watched as they entered the target a’® and dlsafgfﬁ:i(:
completely into the solid black smoke of gak that the Cds and
threw up, but they managed to get rid of their bomb Ioa{he flak
in a very slow-appearing manner made theif Way ©ut of f]e Gnid
into safety. They continued unharmed on their way hon'®
now it was our turn to make a run on the t2rget. R —
Our entire formation banked over to the left until it 5)51;?:1
as though we were almost at a ninety-degre® angle,“ thenq Y
leveled out and lined ourselves up with the target Berhlfl;mes »
“Man your guns and keep your eyes opef® for fighter E}gom};_
warned Rickey, while the bombardier gave orders for,
bay doors open.” broke
We no sooner entered the target area than all hell thin
loose, and it seemed as though the jerries threw up ever_vve 1 %
but the kitchen sink. “Woof, woof, woof,” I could hear th ad
bursting all about the formation. It sounded like 2 bunch o ,-n::a
hound dogs trying to get in at you, and you Were up there dyou
trapped rat, with nothing but a lot of empty sPace all arour;'mz'tes'
This intense barrage of flak continued for a S°lid t{}ree n,na ain’
in which time shrapnel was flying all over hell> thert ~Woof ng '
a large one exploded several yards away undf? our ngh-t wi %nd
Fhe ship just about flipped over on its back but Rick ?'{1 At
Davis pulled her back immediately to a leve! flying P(.)Smde .air
that moment, I became the greatest fanatic fdf Prayer in th -
“If I ever get out of this alive, good Lord, 11 never do V(rang
again or hurt anyone in any way.” I think I had 2 lot of comlpam)ll
collaborating with me in my thoughts of pr2yer that day,
there must have been a lot of promising done t© Ged. min-
These three minutes were undoubtedly the longest ’t’hree i
utes in my life. The next order was, “Bomps aw?y,” and s
bombs went toppling down. I didn’t pay attefition © whe'r(sur
bombs hit because of all the excitement and gctivity, bu.t it cle °
felt good to be out of the target area and suryounded with Fiear
blue skies. ] heck
“Everything is all right now,” encouraged Jickey: but Hee
for damages.” h
I immediately hooked the portable oxygen bottle to the rsos;:
of my face mask and made my way to the pomb-bay doo™




.ad they were still open and cold air was gushing in. It was
degrees below zero, so the doors had to be closed. As I
1ced up at the far end of the catwalk, I saw Jim Thomas hold-
a rag wrapped around the broken hydraulic system. He was
sred from head to foot with this red fluid, and at first glance,
- made my way to him, I thought he was hit and covered with
1 0d.
" eWe'll have to ¢lose the bomb-bay doors by hand,” he shouted.
«0y,f hydraulic system is shot out.”

- “Well, I'm glad it’s only that,” I yelled back. “I thought that
raulic fluid all over you was blood.” I managed to reach him,
together we were able to get the doors closed by using a
d Crank- 1 theﬂ made my Way back to my rlghtful station and
rted the damages to Rickey. Rocco’s song of encouragement
the next tune that hummed over the inpéer-phone system.
" “While I'm there in the air with my head in my ass, I think
omeone I love.” He stopped singing, as he asked, “Hey, Bert,
how are you doing?”

~ “I'll let you knew as soon as I crawl out from under my steel
helnet,” joked Best.

~ “You guys are pretty brave now,” Rickey joined in, “but I
Jig2’t hear a peep out of any of you just a few minutes ago.”
~ ‘Well, that was only because there was s@ much noise going
on outside,” joked Rocco. “You didn’t hear me, but I was talking.”
" «You must have been talking to yourself,” said Bert, “because
[ g;dn’t hear you either.”
- «Maybe you didnt,” said Rocco, “but I was talking to the
same Man you wefe talking to, the Man upstairs.”
~ +he formation reached England safely, but our troubles
o0t over yet. Upon reaching the base, we were unable to
e the regular foutine landing with the rest of the formation
~use of our crippled hydraulic system. All other necessary

ing procedures had to be done by hand crank and, once we
hed the ground» we’d have no control over the ship bringing
1o @ stop. We circled the field with the gas indicator bobbing
on eMpty. However, Rickey kept the ship at a five thousand feet
ltitude to give us time to bail out. All the men were already
siraPped in their pamghmeﬁ when we received orders from the

ond tower.
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“Let your flaps down as much as possible and ease her down
1o the landing strip t0 the best of your ability. As soon as your
wheels touch the ground and roll a ways, throw out a couple
of fixed parachutes from each waist window. This will help slow
ap your ground speed-”

“Hurry up,” Rickey warned. “Get those chutes tied to the
structure of the plané, because I'm starting to drop.”

" Sam and I barely got our chutes tied to the ship’s structure
when Rickey banked her over to the left until he was in direct line
with the strip. Then he straightened her out again, and we were
on our way down. He had to make certain not to overshoot the
strip, because gas was so low; this was his only chance.

" “Everybody but the parachute men back to the rear of the
ship,” he ordered, just as the wheels were about to touch the
sround. Then bounce, bounce, bounce, and I knew we were on
solid ground. .

The entire crew except Sam and me were in the rear of the
ship, causing it to sprag. Then we threw out our chutes and hung
onto the ripcords. The chutes opened and, together with the
spragging, cut down most of our ground speed. The weird
sereaming of an ambulance siren could be heard as the ship con-
fji'med to roll down the strip’s end, ripping through a small fence
onto some farmer’s private property, where it lobbed firmly up
against a tree. Everyone piled out unhurt, as the “meat wagon”
(ambulance) pulled up to the end of the strip.

“Is anyone hurt?” questioned Rickey, a bit excited as he came
yunning to the rear of the ship.

“NO, no, no’” came back our reply.

“You might as well go back,” he shouted to the ambulance
Jriver. “We have no business for you today, and, believe me, I'm
certainly glad of that.”

During the questi(ming by the inquisitive crowd of soldiers
that gathered, Colonel Barker’s jeep entered the scene and picked
up the officers of our crew, while another truck followed and
sicked up the enlisted men, taking us to the interrogating room.
Ten drinks of whiskey had already been poured for the crew.
Wfine were still full, while an empty one sat in front of Rickey.
AS we entered to take a seat around the table, Rickey joked with
the interrogating officers.
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As they disappeared from view, all the onlookers.slowly wa‘llkig
away from the strjp to sweat out the long’ draggmg hours U
the bombers would return. . .

We met that evening at the stFiP to sweat out Bert’s rfit“rlléi
and it wasn’t lon ¢ before the weir'(.l humming of bombeys €04
be heard in the distance. The engines got louder as they drew
nearer and came into view. Now [hey were right above us, and
the first ship peeled off to make its Fun on the strip, then ancther
and another. Then bounce, bounce and they went rippiﬂg”PfSt
us. Among the ships coming in \ere the “Devil's Horns,” "Il
Fated,” “The Bat,” and the “Phanto™- They were all in put One.
Then we saw it coming in for a Iandlng:

“This must be the ‘Old Lady,’” I whispered, with very much
doubt in my mind. The ship’s whe'els“ touched t”he ground and
whizzed past us. It bore the insig3 Sky L.ark, and we k;:ew
Bert's ship had met with disaster. AT™MY I.ntelhgence informec us,
later that day, that the ship Bert Was in got a direct hit Pver
Belgium and exploded in mid-air. To their knowledge, all were
dead. . . il

“He was so nervous and jittery, said Ro?co tl?rough a simile
of tears. “It just doesn’t seem possiPlé, I can’t believe it.” Rocco
had ‘taken it to heart more seriously than the others, and just t0
look at him in his deep grief for HiS best friend made me feel
sorry for him, .

The following mission still didn’t involve us, but, nevertheless,
the men all took a stroll down to the take-off strip to see the boys
as they took off. Included on this triP Was a crew from Italy that
had just completed fifty missions ff0™ that theater. They were
supposed to go home, but volunteer€d to fly missions from Pur
theater of operations, This, however, WS the first and last mission.
they attempted from our base, for they no sooner got off ﬂ:le
ground than their ship barreled oV* and plunged earthwarcd,
exploding with a terrific blast, seno{lng all onlookers, including
ourselves, to our stomachs to avoid ﬂy ng fragments. Luckj}’ tr-lat
none came sailing in our direction, bu? the unfortunate podies
of the ship’s crew were ripped apart’ with bloody arms and legs

scattered all about. . . . 1
It was impossible to get all the p'€ces back t their rightfu
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What was next? My face was scorched gnd there was a hole
in my arm about the size of a silver dollar, The German guard
shoved me into a barred cell and said, “For you the war is over.”
He closed the door and left me alone, in thjs two-by-four hell-
hole for rats, with only my thoughts.

During my stay there, all my personal helongings were con-
fiscated and I was informed as to what happened to the rest of
my crew. They told me that Rickey, Jerome, Kruppa, and Graham
were killed, while the others all bailed Ggut and were taken
prisoner. Gary Smith was the lucky one; he managed to get into
the hands of the Hollander underground.

The meals in this place were wonderful, My breakfast con-
sisted of a slice of bread and a cup of ersaty coffee. This was a
substitute for coffee the Germans had invepted, and it would
have been better if the inventor hadn’t sycceeded. The stuff
smelled like a wet dog who needed a bath 3pq tasted twice as
bad. The other meals had a little more color tg them. The bread
was usually buttered or jellied, with a couple of spuds thrown
in. I never had it so good.

I had to pass my urine the first night and called for the guard.
“There’s a bottle in your room for that purpose ” he said. I found
the bottle, and it served the purpose well, byt it wasn’t until the
following morning that I discovered my beverages were served
in the same bottle. I took a few swigs of ersatz coffee and it
didn'’t taste any different. It still tasted and gmelled like a stink-
ing dog.

The Germans were quite clever about I'4tioning and preserv-
ing with methods such as this. They'd kill two birds with one
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stone, The only thing I didn’t like about it wa$ being the guinea

pig for their ingenious ide2s- )
I didn’t get interrogated» as I expected, but instead I spent
a whole week in this barred T0om. I thought they had forgotten

about me until one mornin€ When we were 2 Il brought out into

the beautiful sunshine, TPe krauts packed us all into a truck
that sfartéd to chug along the road like an icé Wagon. This truck

was operated by the powe? Of burning coal: Every once in a
while a guard would hop off the truck and throw a couple of
pieces of coal on the fire, ar'd the truck would (:'hug along a little
faster, I could have made Petter time by Wali!(mg on my hands.
The tyuck drove out into the lonely countrys de, and I realized
that Germany, too, had sor€ beautiful sights. The truck started

chugging up along a windif8 road that seemed as though it en-
circled a small mountain, When we reached ti€ top, I could see

the entire valley within that Vicinity. The vall¢y must have been
at least ten thousand feet Pelow, and if you olled off the edge

of the road up there, you c0uld have rolled ir the soft grass all

the way tc the bottom withgut getting hurt.
The truck chugged alof8 farther into thé country until it

reached a deserted-looking Monastery, which Was our destina-
tion. Everyone piled out of the truck and enter®d the monastery,
The ground was the only fgooring for the first floor, with bits of

straw scattered here and there- It looked more like a stable than

anything else. I noticed a pair of beat-up steps at the rear of the

room that looked more like 2 ladder than steps: These steps took
us to the second floor, and I didn’t see much more than the hall-
way because I was shoved igto another barred 700
My room was a simple square one, with a triple-decker bed
in it agginst the right wall as You entered. I don t know why they
had a triple-decker bed in heT® because I was locked in here all
alone, In direct line with the door was a windo” on the OPEOSite
side of the Toom. There wa$ 2 big oak tree standing right up
de of this window, ard I was going to climb down it to
but the bars on the Window were in the way. I didn’t
h because I didn’t have my climbing shoes on

alongsi
escape,
mind it so muc

anyway.
Y;’V n}(’) ticed a little peeph()le in the door, a0d the slightest
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«pjow much of a bomb load Was your bomber carrying on

your fatal mission, Sergeant?” he asked, as he flipped another
cigarette out of the pack and sffered it to me. I snatched the
e he’d change his mind.

ciparette and lit it quickly befoff
gare q Y im truthfully. He thought I was

«1 really don’t know,” I told B ,
lying, put little did he realize thét 1 couldn’t give him any valu-
able jnformation even if I want€d to, because I didn't make it

my business to know anything I was glad of that. If the

krauts Suspected you of knowin§ something, they ha_a methods
of getting this information out (@f you. There was an English
officer @mong us who must have known semething. The krauts

were dragging him out of his Feom every day, and one day,
;) I saw them bringing him back
to his room with his face beaten @ d swollen beyond recognition.

He was being worked over like his every day, but they couldn’t

make heads or tails with him, , .
I'm glad I didn’t know what B knew, because I might have
ting business all seeméd*sﬂly to

med to know much more about
told me the schools I attended
1 he showed me by tape method

the Soute We took on our fatal sion. Then on another map he
jon that was to take place that

showed me the route of the misi
gh they knew in advance how

day, byt admitted that, even tholi&]

our plaR€S Were coming, there wast't much they could do to stop
them. 1 hey could only hit them off guard, a$ they did us because
we had 50 much more than they F id. , ,
«1hen why do you people keeP on?” I asked. “You don’t have
a chan¢® and this continuous fig fing is only costing more lives.”
«Op» but you are the ones whO don’t have a chance,” he re-
lied. “Hitler has a new bomb wéapon that is not quite finished,
but when it is he will defeat Eng! and and the US.A. with it I
Iaugheél and told him he was talking through his hat.

He laughed back, and said, “vghy don’t we just wait and see?”
I mist have smoked about se¥en of his cigarettes durifg my

conferefce with him. Then I ques! ioned him again. “Why bother

7 1 asked. “You seem to know

questioping me on all this stuff )
more aPout me than I do. I'll be & thful with you,” I continued.
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o protect ourselves from the blood-thirsty C,rOst
,§ in the station. The point of a guafds gun
at held them off.

‘ded station-house docr, 1 could se€¢ 2 ter-
least a dozen krauts sitting around tables
¢cloths on them. They were guzzling nice
gly nazi bellies. This was a little td(’,m‘mh
only wanted water, and they wouldnt give
1 to take some actiort ourselves. Several of
the ball rolling by throwing insulting re-
The guards attempted to butt the™ with
.11 got up and moved tpward them in & slow

‘ked back the bolts on their rifles, and theiT ugly
- a mile a minute. Because we outnusibered
¢ dare try taking a shot at us. After all, what
g? Without water, we were dying # slow
7 we would at least eliminate some-krauts,
"bloodshed.

d this, because immediately an Efglish-
d, “Get back all of you, and we’jl have
ortly. If you don'’t gef back, well op®n fire

1e2d in our tracks and waited. He kept his
of minutes he had a large pail of Water
se of the guards. The pail was set right in
we all dove at one time, while some With
pands pawed into the pail scoopit§ UP
generous to us, going back several times
~pach time we would put on a terrifi¢ Per-
,Ans, as they stood bac%‘ and got a big bang
.ngered civilian population, who spat into
ing brought in to us, was being mu¢? €n-
Loping that our bombers would come OVer
Leém some more entertainment. Aftef my
1 started to crave food again, but jt wasn't
ater. Nevertheless, I'd have eaten a dead
handed me one.



bn came into view, and as we neared it I
ular wire fence surrounding the camp.
grass around each barracks, making them
is was peing well cared for by the pris-
er G.I.’s like ourselves, were neat and
easonably contented.
b it here, were the words shouted to us
nto the ¢camp. The Germans at this camp
id like it. They told us that it was up to
wers and grass. Then they took us to the
there the supply room, where, through
rican Reéd Cross, we were issued a com-
got a prand-new pair of G.I. shoes.
acks wasn't very attractive-looking, but
least, here we had straw mattresses on
Dur only means of food was supplied
parcels. These parcels were pooled in a
ppened vp three times a day in the mess
ten cigarettes a day. All this wasn’t too
to last. We stood formation there twice
hy there, an American colonel who had
ot to build our hopes up too much.
t camp,” he said, “and what the future
w. You’re only staying here a week, and
your permanent camp.”
king German guards showed no respect
of saluting, they were very friendly
have been satisfied to fill the colonel’s
d by and we hated to leave; but there
ad to make room for others, they told
t least pow I was clothed decently.
this camp to the train station wasn’t
were well fed and clothed, and in no
ached the station. Our train ride from
e southern part of Germany. The train
bed-out villages and towns. Cologne is
remember best; although large sections
ed away: the buildings were still being
as just g mMass of broken-up brick piled
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here and there. The R.A.F. had been concentrating op this town
so much that the jerries couldn’t get everything cleaned away
fast enough. I was only too glad to get through and oyt of these
bombed towns as soon as possible.

The Germans, mostly in towns of this type, all ran around
with brief cases under their arms and appeared to be some kind
of executives. They would sit down somewhere, Zip open the
brief case, pulling out a piece of salami along with some bread
and butter, and they'd start eating. So you see, we weren’t the
only comedians here. They acted like a gang of clowns them-
selves.

We reached our destination safely, and it didn’t take long to
realize that this camp, too, would be a hellhole to be in. The
camp, including the barn with garage-like doors on it, covered
an area of about a 150 square feet, with barbed-wire fences sur-
rounding it completely. One foot away from the fence on the in-
side was the warning wire. It was just a thin wire about a foot
high, mounted on small pegs. If you got on the other side of this
wire, you were liable to catch a machine-gun bullet from_one of
the four guard towers that surrounded the camp. There were
about three hundred of us in this camp, which was to be our per-
manent home for the duration. The camp was located about
twenty-five miles east of the town of Mainz. Whenever the air
force hit Mainz at night, you could see the terrific light flashes
in the sky, with no sound effects.

The Germans issued every prisoner a spoon and a clay powl
for soup. I remember the day I held my clay bowl under the
dipper to be filled with soup. At least, that's what it was sup-
posed to be. The contents consisted of several dead, slimy mag-
gots. This sight satisfied my craving for food. I no longer wanted
it, despite my hunger. Although the food was putrid and we
were crammed into a barn like sardines, I still didn’t think it Was
as bad as being in solitary confinement. A near-by prisoner, in
captivity longer than I, slobbered up both his soup and my scup.

“I like newcomers like you,” he said, wiping his mouth on his
sleeve. “But you'll probably learn after youre in here for a
while.”

When General Patton started to drive, he changed the Ger-
mans’ plans about making this our permanent home. Then ru-
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mors, one of a prisoner’s worst enemies, flooded the camp. Patton
was only twenty miles from here, and we were surrounded by
the American armies. These were the type of rumor that spread
among us daily. They were very pleasant to hear, but they would
only build up your morale for a great letdown. However, once in
a great while such a rumor was confirmed. It was true that
Patton’s armies were on the move, but we also were getting ready
to move. On our second week of stay here, the Germans told us
to pack and be ready to move again.

That evening, just a little after sunset, the entire three hun-
dred P.W.s were again marched to the town’s train station. I
have never before taken so many train rides in my life. This time
our destination was somewhere up in the northeastern part of
Germany. Most of the trip was detouring and backtracking, be-
cause our air force was knocking hell out of their railroad sys-
tem, and you can’t run a train without tracks, On this trip, we
were crammed into barred boxcars, with only one entrance, which
was so heavily barred that escape was impossible.

The B-24's were making a raid on this particular night while
our car was sitting idly by a near-by freight yard waiting for
track repairs up ahead. I could hear the deep, weird, growling
roar of our bombers in the distance as they neared in our posi-
tion. The Germans quickly had our car pushed right smack in
the center of this freight yard, which was usually an appropriate
target, as I remembered from my previous missions. They pulled
the engine car away from us and made sure the entrance of our
car was securely locked. Like trapped rats, we waited and
sweated out our bombers as they crept closer and closer toward
us, and a cold sweat came over everyone as the formation now
came directly overhead. Then a panic-stricken Voice among us
shouted, “Here they comel Here they comel” But nothing hap-
pened, and everyone gave a deep sigh of relief and watched the
bombers as they crept right on over us onto ancther unfortunate
target.

I could hear the guards as they assembled on the outer plat-
form of the barred dar. As the prisoners kept a pressed cheek up
against the bars and just gazed out into the shadows of the dark-
ness, a guard’s concertina enchanted the quietness of the night.
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The beautiful tune of “Lily Marlene” that he squeezed out soon
put me into a deep slumberland of dreams. I was just about to
take a nice big bite from a fat turkey’s leg, when the clickety-
clack of the train’s wheels awoke me. I rubbed my eyes as the
rising sun peeked in at us through the bars. We were on the move
again.

; Two days later the train approached a bridge on the Elbe
River, and again the American bombers were on their way. This
time they pushed our car out onto the center of the bridge and
left it there to be doomed. The good Lord must have been with
us, because the bombers passed right over the bridge and kept
on going. As soon as they were a safe distance away, the Ger-
mans hooked us up to the engine car and we started to move
again. There are snakes and rats in the animal world, but there’s
nothing lower than a human being who has turned snake. These
people were so low that they could probably have crawled under
a snake. We hated the Germans so much that, if it had been up
to us to pass judgment on them, we’'d have exterminated the en-
tire population. The young minds were so poisoned and influ-
enced with nazi propaganda that only God knows how long it
will take to teach them otherwise.

Berlin was the last big town our train passed through before
reaching its destination. Peeking through the drawn blinds, you
could see the angry mob, who suspected we were in the train
but wereﬁ'ﬁ-flite sure. Surrounding them on all sides waj suffi-
cient reason for their bitter anger. The town was as badly
bombed as Cologne. It was a great relief as the train continued
on its rails, through Berlin and on up into the northeastern part
of Germany toward Pomerania. This final camp was located
about sixty miles west of Danzig and was to be our permanent
place of stay. Near it was a very dense, primitive forest, which
the people in that region called “the Black Forest.” Walking
along the roadside and looking into the forest, you couldn’t see a
speck of daylight, that’s how thick the brush and timber is. It
was said that nobody knows what is in the Black Forest, You're
liable to run into most anything in there. I knew from a glance at
the place that I would never attempt escape into the Black For-
est. I would surrender first. Although opportunities presented
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packed from twenty to twenty-five men, Qur particular room ac-
commodated twenty-four men. The room *as about fourteen feet
Square, so you can imagine how uncomfertable conditions were
with two dozen men bedding in such a Small place. Although
some of the barracks had triple-decker peds, our barracks had
none, and the floor was our bed. A little black stove stood several
feet to your left after entering the room, and one large window
directly across the room from the door, whtich had blackout shut-

ters on it.

Going outside again, and facing left {fom our barracks, was
the mess hall, which stood near the entrance of the compound
three barracks away from us. Although we never ate there, this
was where the soup was prepared. Surrotding the compound
on the inside was the warning wire. The €ss-hall staff consisted
of a small group of G.I’s and a few of thei® Selected friends, and
the average prisoner, like myself, didn’t Pave a chance at K.P.
duty. Of course, we would have gladly accfPted K.P. duty at this
time. The mess-hall staff was more or lesS @ small clique, and
they held their jobs fast. These people would eat the most choice
portions of food, and what was left would Pe thrown in a large
vat to be cooked up for us. I hate to adplit it; but most of the
average prisoners didn’t have any special j0ve for this mess-hall
group.

Despite all inconveniences here, we h2d a8 wonderful news
committee. They went under the title of the Sanitation commit-
tee. Somehow or other, they got the up-to'da"e war news to us
in an undercover manner, Tl probably néVer know how they
did it. Each day an unknown G.I. would mingle right in with the
twenty-four of us in our fourteen-foot-sq#are room. Then he
would sprawl out on the floor among the caPtives, while each of
us in turn would go outside and watch fof the guards. He was
equipped with a perfect-looking hand-draw? map of Europe on
which he would point out the war news to the prisoners.

The month of October brought cool, nipP¥ weather to Stalag
Luft No. 4, so the jerries gave us each a Planket to use. The
blankets were old and unwashed. They had & crumby smell to
them, but the men used them anyway. SeVeral days later, the
undercover man informed us that these blajkets had been taken
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f the way the rest of us would argue. The boys mick-
“Tex,” and the name stuck with him. Tex and I be-
ood buddies, and if there was ever a trustworthy
found here in “kriegie land,” Tex would have been

was a tall, nervy fella. Tom was a bit bigger than
hat'’s how he got the name “Big Tom.” His hair was
ud curly. In spite of his nerve and the fact that he
ig guy, he made very little conversation. Everyore
ect toward him, and, fortunately, he and I became
He was a friend who was always ready and willing
s in any scheme I had for stealing food.
re was Speedy, who was a former policeman from
thio. The boys always ribbed him about his poflice
lidn’t mind it. He would just laugh it off and go on
'siness. He loved Western music and was forever
it. Speedy belonged to the same crew and was the
Is with John Siegel, the Jewish lad in our midst.
ien were as pleasant and easygoing as Speedy was,
ould never survive.
m took a discriminating ribbing while here in t.he
. There were several people who hated the ]ew’lSh
n though Siegel would have had the highest medal
y found fault with him and never hesitated to let
out it. But Siegel was the meek type of fellow who
itil Speedy would usually step in and take his part.
t liking to Speedy and myself. Several tines he
1e subject of discrimination when talking to me. He
ee to say what he thought to either one of us. He
ps, that he would be able to explain all this silly
ist upon him. I don’t know how the conversations
and Speedy went, but I couldn’t explain matters to
[ tried, because the whole crazy thing confused me
t did him. Our conversation would usually end up
ng him a few traveling salesman jokes, and he al-
listening to them. )
t forget my friend Lem Hine. Lem was from Cali-
as of German descent. Lem had his legs all scarred
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up. He had one scar that reached from his left ankle up to his
]hip. He got this as a result of air-to-air combat. He was a swell
guy, with a corny sense of humor. It sounds corny but true, nev-
ertheless, I've met quite a few boys during my experiences as a

:W. who had corny but pleasant personalities. I don’t believe
1’ve ever met a man who hated the Germans as much as Lem
'clid. “Exterminate them all,” was his opinion, “even if it includes

»

ne.

Although I ran into a couple of home-town acquaintances
Vvhile in prison, the fellows I just mentioned were the friends I
Shall always regard as being closest to me during my P.O.W.
lays.
¢ yThe German guards who continuously made their rounds
through our group were mostly air-force men in blue uniforms.
Iowever, the one most imbedded in my memory was a German
;fantry soldier. He wore a green uniform for which we nick-
amed him the Green Hornet. He wasn’t exactly ugly, but he
vasn’t cute either. He had a good-sized nose, and his forehead
almost ran in the same direction with his nose. He was short but
el built, and spoke English very fluently. He wasn’t too bad a
uard, and didn’t seem to hang around much when he suspected
ﬁe vasn’t wanted, but some of the other old wicked bastards
nnade up for him.

“You never seem peeved at us like the other guards are. Why
ot?” we’'d question him.

“Why should I be?” he’d answer. “Most of you are here be-
ause you have to be, not because you wanted to be. Well, it’s

e same with me. I don’t understand wars, but I am forced to
;erve just like all of you—and why? Because there’s a handful of
crew-loose jerks running the world.”

“Hitler’s the one everyone else seems to want to stop,” we’d

L]

[ ]

ay.
7 “Yes,” he'd agree. “I have no special love for him, but your
1(:aders are just the same.”
The Green Hornet was one guard with whom we could ca
0 a conversation of this sort. I don’t know why, but maybe the

zason was that he owned quite a few acres of land back in the
g ates.
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«T used to live in the States,” he'd tell us, “and I own 2 great
deal of land in Wyoming.” When we’d ask him what he was do-
German Army, he’d never give us a satisfactory an-

ing in th® .y s T
o5 t I'm going back there after the war,” he’'d always

swer. “Bt

romise. . D ’e
P Despite the fact that he was an easygoing guard, the P'W.'s

would al*ays remark aftet he was gone, ’:‘I’d better never run
into that Son-of-a-bitch back in the States. ;

“Ah, put he’s not such a bad egg,” others would defex’: .

“That’s beside the point,” the comeback would be. Hi W“P:
land back in the States. We're defending that land fgr him, :Oﬂb
has no g°ddam business being in the kraut army. The‘ bniwtz
Hornet was friendly toward the prisoners, even though several
had a hat'¢d against him which he never su§pected. SR

The vicious hounds that guarded us dun.ng the. mght; th | é
bad habit °f getting up on the window sill w1th’ their front E&fﬁs
but Lem Would always take care of that. He'd take thé;k ﬁéii p
razor blaéles he received through the Red (.Iross and b.reawfIi ;;;
up in pie®es: He'd force one sharp edge into Fhe \.vmd(iﬂi:ﬂu%*f
with the Pther sharp edge sticking out. The eptlre sill wc“:“?“ ) ‘W
lined with these blades. Then he'd scatter bits of meat‘fj@i!fﬁf‘j
tween to attract the hounds. At night when t}?e hounds sw“f»ﬁjv ‘
the meat they’d hop up on the sill and cut their Raws and Tm»
Early the following morning, at his first opportunity, Leml Wj?: B
remove the blades and wipe off the window sill. Hec? loolf ?1 0 }f‘ﬁ?;
the ground for bloodstains and would cover them with dir »\Sj;[ﬁ ?
to confus¢ the Germans as to where the dogs got butche{@i Ha‘
was a dirty trick, but no dirtier than those the krauts were al-

ing on us. ﬂ

wa);;g-lil? r%ny monotonous imprisonment at Stalag Luft NO- 44,3 a
popularl C-elebrity’s son was in captivity with us. I'll caﬁ ﬂmm
George fo' now. George was talented with the art of. hypgqﬁns@?
at least it looked very convincing to me. .He was in the{ f@:f%m
right acrd the hall from us. I entered his room one e\g}“’ﬂg»
after heari"g 2 bit of commotion and laughter from.the ha ﬂ»;d%f
George was performing his talents on a fellow prisoner, ??.uft,
oners looked on. I really got a big kick out of the whole

other pris' 4 o
thing PThe hypnotized prisoner was sitting on the floor with an
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empty plate and a spoon in his hand. “You're eating a nice, big,

t, juicy steak,” remarked George to the heavy-bearded victim.
prisoner dug into the empty plate with his spoon, as if he
were cutting a steak, and brought it to his lips, then munched
y at nothing with a very satisfied look on his face, George
1d always entertain the boys, and everyone respected him
highly. He was very intelligent and enjoyed humoring the pris-
oners:

The next time I heard a commotion come from his room,
there was no laughter, but instead the weird screams of a maniac,
Ceorge had gone completely off his nut, and it took five men to
hold him down as he squirmed, bit, and kicked wildly like a mad
dog. It wasn’t a very nice sight to see, and when he was finally
calmed down, the German guards came in to carry him out. His
eyes were sparkling like a couple of diamonds when they car-
ried him out. No one ever saw him after that.

Thanksgiving was just around the corner, so we all started
to skimp and save on our food ration in order to have that much
more to eat on this day of thanks. I managed to save a quarter-
loaf of bread, a can of Spam, two hog potatoes, some powdered
milk, and a few squares of sugar. On Thanksgiving Day, the
American Red Cross got through to us, and when I opened my
parcel, believe it or not, staring me right smack in the face, as
beautiful as ever, was a large can of turkey. I felt like a king
with all this wonderful food, and didn’t hesitate a minute in
stuffing myself like a pig.

The other prisoners did likewise, but it didn’t pay off. Our
stomachs had been so badly shrunken that a decent amount of
food like this only made everybody as sick as a dog. That night
I rolled uncomfortably in my sack and so did my stomach, I felt
as if I just wanted to die and never see food again; then it all
started to come up. I jumped up from my sack but I couldn’t
make it to the latrine at the rear of the barracks, I sprayed the
front door of the barracks, with puke coming out in the same
manner that water comes out of a fire hose.

The dysentery feeling drove me toward the rear of the bar-
racks, only to stumble blindly in the darkness into a line of al-
ready waiting G.Is, and the two bowls had already been oc-
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In a Place such as this every man is strictly for himself. This
sort of 1iving and hardship showed what a human being is really
made of If you didn’t look out for yourself here, nobody else did.
Tex waé the only man I remember in my entire captivity who
still sho"f’ed a bit of respect for others, and I wouldnt have
trusted PIm too far with any of my food. It just goes to show you
what stafvation can do to men, even the best of them. However,
if the krauts caught you stealing, they would shoot frst and ask
question’ later. Theft was considered one of the lowest crimes
among the Germans, but what did the stupid asses think a stary-
ing_ man Was supposed to do if the opportunity of stealing food
presenteri itself? In some respects, the krauts proved to be broad-
minded, On the other hand, they would lead you to believe they
lived cortinuously in the valley of ignorance.

A week had lapsed since our wonderful Thanksgiving din-
ner, in which time there wasn’t too much fuss or squabble over
food. The Dovelty wore off toward the end of the second week,
for when Jim Hopper was dividing the soup in our bowls, he
would make sure we got the thinnest portion and he got the
thickest, Murinsky called this to my attention, and the others
angrily aég;reed with Frank.

“This baloney has been going on long enough,” Murinsky
warned, “I don’t care what the other fellas think, but fill my
bowl up t the rim like yours.”

“You fé!las chose me to distribute the chow,” replied Hopper,
“and if yot ,don't like the way I do it, get someone else to do it”

He didn’t have to repeat himself a second time, because the
men immédiately selected two candidates, and, like the Dem-
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entertainment, I doubt very much if he'd sver mak? a real actor,
but that's what made it alliy the ml:)rlcfe lfl::x? }?fi" peor {8l in acting.
The men would often give him a rounc,l pf applaf'se, and he'd
bow and accept it as if he were some gréat celebFity who had
just won an academy award. He also took 2dvantag® BT
ing his humor with another small, stupid-lopking guard gap usu-
ally made the rounds through the barracks:- This B -
short air-corps man, who always had a silly-looking g his
face- Everyone was quite positive he copldn't SP'Bak Riish,
and that’s all Murinsky had to know.

“Was is losP” was what Murinsky would usually s o™
versation off With-

Then, “bla, bla, bla,” the guard would st2rt with, Sy it
that stupid-looking grin on his face. The t¥0 Would carry on a
conversation, with Murinsky speaking Engh.Sh and the guard
speakmg German, and neither could understand what the piher
was Saying.

“You no-good son-of-a-bitch,” Murinsky would say’ R
ing tone of voice, as if he were saying something S

“Ja, ja,” the guard would answer dumb}> and throw a few
wor.‘ds himself. All this time we were almost Splitting o th? fo-
side, trying to keep from laughing aloud, and Frank T
it up all the more. ’

“You like to suck, ja, ja?” he'd go on. “I geeve you R
good to suck, you silly-looking little bastard.’

The guard, still with the silly grin on his face, wigldirand
there conversing with Frank. What he was Saying, i? tumn, Ll
never know, but for all we knew he may hat€ been P ulling the
same routine on Frank as Frank was pulling o0 him.

'vé seen many a man in normal army life Sleep with his wal-
let of valuables under his pillow, and we kept this a ritle here at
Stalag Luft No. 4 also. However, instead of money; it was a
hunk of bread or a couple of hog potatoes or c'igarettes under our
pillows. I forgot what it felt like to pack a wallet, and it dido’t
make any difference because you couldn’t eat ™oney.

It was about this time that another enemy moved in on us—
lice. These were the most annoying little monsters in f‘he world,
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s such cakes. He'd throw some posvdered m.mf’
k bread, and anything else ke ¢ould lay his
can. Frank would mix all these ingredients t°-
t the can on the stove to bake. Regardless of h®W
arned out, he never wasted a crumb of it. FOT
i the housewives who'd like to have the recipe {or
and pepper soup, just fill a dirty old can wit
of salt and pepper, stir well while cooking to
~ then serve piping hot. For more delicicUs
rite to Frank Murinsky.

the time Big Tom and I peeped into the r¢3T
ss hall, and what we saw was very startliré:
ue, for whom we had no specia1 love, weT®
.Jves a meal. They had a small gr‘ill on which
large pieces of horsemeat in the same mann®T
d. They had gobs of mashed pPtatoes with
nd onion$ to go with it. A German guard joke d
them while they were preparing their med!
choice of meat cuts, they threw the rest into 2
. then added a few scraps of vegetables. Th'S
got and very little of it. These are facts th"?t
itnessed ourselves; that’s why I'm stressing th'S
to know the truth. The talent these jokers had
| have tarned up my dog’s nose at the sight ¢ f
looked half as bad if they were krauts, but

Captured prisoners like ourselves.
ng that little exhibition, the two of us walked
or side of the mess hall, where we discovered &
glass broken out and replaced by a piece of
st of the window was covered by a large piec®
ling whatever was on the other side- Big Tor"
ard loose from its tacked holdings, and I
my arm through and felt around uatil my fid®
e of neatly packed loaves of black bread. I
en Torh pushed his arm in and brought out 2
, the cardboard, burlap and all. Fortunately n®
nd we walked away from the scene at a slov’

t appear too conspicuous. )
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to spare, the majority of them wouldr't give you anything for
nothing.

I noticed an elderly lady in among them. I made my way to
her and began conversing with her in her native tongue. She
was old enough to be my great-grandmother, and, judging from
the wrinkles on her face and her hurched-over appearance, I
would say she was about eighty years ¢ld. She had no teeth, her
hair just ran wild, and her clothing Was a burlap sack. The
woman was uneducated and gave me the impression that she
was mentally ill. I couldn’t help feeling sorry for her, even though
there was nothing I could do. She knew nothing about her family,
or where they were or whether they were still alive. What little
energy was left in her the Germans accepted to aid in their
forced labor policy. I continued conversing with her as Tex
listened. But, truthfully, our conversation made no headway. She
offered a loaf of black bread for two bars of soap I had in my
possession, and I accepted without questioning.

“Why do people like this have to get all mixed up in this ugly
warfare?” questioned Tex. “It’s almost like putting an infant out
on its own to struggle helplessly along in the world.” I made no
comment, as the two of us entered the barn where we equally
divided the bread.

As the darkness of night blotched out the day, a guard’s voice .

rang out through the barnyard. “Everybody inside for the night.”

Then we were all crowded into the U-shaped bamn. Every
man teamed up with a bed partner because one blanket was
issued for every two men. Quite a few of the men had extra
blankets that they had stolen from the Germans, but the heat
from each other’s bodies would help keep them warm. Tex was
my partner on this march, and we agreed to share our food. That
night, though very cold outside, everyone was comfortably warm
because the barn was so jam-packed. It was warm, but we slept
with everyone else’s arms and legs sticking in our faces. Un-
fortunately, I had to go and go bad, but the exit door was about
fifty feet away from me, with prisoners piled all over.

I nudged Tex. “I've got an appointment to keep outside,” I
told him, “so how about staying awake s¢ you can guide me back
by talking loud?”
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The German guards showed more favoritism toward us in
cases of this kind, and the Russians almost always got the worst
end of the deal. After leaving this last place, I noticed one of
the Russian forced laborers mingling right in with our group.
After all, he’s an ally of our, we figured, so, in spite of it all, some
of the odds and ends we carried in the way of clothing were
given to him. He quickly slipped on the clothing and soon looked
like one of our own G.L’s. He was making an escape and, by
mingling in with-us, he would not be noticed or caught as easily.

When the strenuous day’s march brought the column to the
next farm to rest for the night, he showed his appreciation for
what we had doné for him. We could have gotten some food
from the forced laborers at this place, but he warned them in
his native tongue that we carried a lot of valuables such as rings
and wrist watches and we were desperate for food, that we
would trade our valuables for a mere loaf of bread.

“Don’t give ther anything for nothing,” he warned one of his
fellow Russians. “Make them pay for it with the valuable keep-
sakes they carry.” And that’s how it was.

The bitterness amongst the prisoners started up again, so the
Gerpans removed the Russians until we were ready to pull out.

It was Friday morning, I think, and the gap that the Germans
were so desperately trying to get us across was about thirty-five
miles away. The column began marching somewhat earlier than-
usual that morning. The position of the Russian armies were un-
certain, and it was now or never the Germans figured to get us
across this gap- I don’t know who it was that once remarked,
“An army marches on its stomach,” but here was one army that
definitely was not marching on anything but its feet.

The prisoners reached the gap all right, and a small boat was
waiting for us. They loaded about two or three hundred of us
at a time on this boat and took us across a small river. They
went back and forth in this manner until the entire eight thousand
of us were taken acyoss to the other side. Once on the other side,
and still dragging, falling, and crawling along, the men were
marched a few miles farther until the German captain in charge
was informed by some of the native inhabitants that the nearest
farm was still about twenty-five miles away. With a group of
weather-beaten, starved men like us, they would never make it.

S
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is,” I said to Frank, as we crawled back over the corpse. “He’s
probably better off than we are.”

“I don’t know and I don’t give a damn,” replied Murinsky,
“but I'm not gonna stick around and question him about it. Come
on, let’s get the hell out of here.” We made our way out of there
and back to the other barn in the same manner.

Frank, Tex, and I would often hitch onto the sick wagon with
one arm, and it would more or less pull us along as we walked.
This helped quite a lot in preserving our energy, and I thought
the idea the Germans had for confiscating a horse team and
wagon like this was a good one, until one day one of the wagon’s
sick patients changed that idea. I was pretty well exhausted as
I clung to one side of the wagon. I didn’t notice soon enough
one of the wagon’s sick patients hanging his head over the side,
and “burrup” he vomited, sending the foul stuff splattering over
the side, right in my face. ‘

“Oh boy, warm food,” I could hear one of the prisoners along-
side of me say in a joking tone of voice, while others laughed
heartily. I pulled my handkerchief out, which was almost as stiff
as a board, and wiped off the stinking slop at it trickled down my
forehead and in between the cracks of my lips. This taught me

a lesson I never forgot, and never again did I hitch on to the sick
wagon.
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farmer's livestock. The dust had almost settled when the German
commandant ordered the group back to the road. We proceeded
into the village where the column, as usual, was broken up.

The property owner where our group was stationed had all
the facilitics necessary to prepare meals for a large group of
men, These facilities, which included a large cooking vat, were
housed 2t the extreme rear of the barn. This section was par-
titioned off from the rest and had its own entrance. I didn't realize
it yet, but this equipment was to become of great use to yS

Less than fifteen minutes after our arrival, a dozen Grrman
guards ¢ame down through the dusty road from the direction
where the bombs fell. They were dragging the carcass of a dead
horse that was killed in the recent explosion.

“We have brought you some decent food, for cigatettes,”

they ProPOSitl'Oned us.
“How many cigarettes do you want for the horse?” questioned

Frank.

“One|hundred will be sufficient,” replied a guard. =

“Oka)’,” replied Frank, taking off his helnet liner, “I'll see
what I'ean do.” He passed it among us, the prisoners who still
had gigarettes in their I;ossession tossed one or two of them in
the Rat as it passed by: When Frank thought he had covered
everybody in the yard, he came forward with the hat and counted
the cigarettes in front of the guards. ‘

"Fifty-—that’s the best I can do,” he told the guards.

“Oh, but fifty is not enough,” argued the guard. “There are
twelve of us, remember.”

“Well] how about selling us half the horse?” Frank pleaded.

“ust g minute,” replied one of the guards, as they went into
a small conference, then agreed to sell us half. Their spokesman
pulled 0& his bayonet a]jd handed it to Frank.

“Here, cut him up and hurry—now give me the cigarettes.”
Frank gave him the cigarettes, then bent over the horse and
began carving, while a couple of us helped him by holding the
horse’s body-

He carved out a whele side of the horse, then handed the
bayonet back. We carried our portion into the barn and tossed
it into a lrrge vat, The guards picked up the remaining portion
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of the horse. and made their way over to another near-by barn-
ard to another group of prisoners.

y We threw so%ne ‘I,)vgtﬂl‘, potatoes, and other odds and ends
into the vat. then started 2 fire. Soon the pleasant aroma of soup
flled the ai;'. The men WET€ impatient, but in due time we had
a whole vatful of deliciors hors.e soup. I was enjoying my soup,
when Tex called to my attention a couple of beautiful Polish
D.P. gitls peefiﬂg in ag vs from behind some shacks just across
the road from our yard- The girls were dressed in burlap sack
clothing and motioned for us to come over, then ran back to
the shack.

There was a long woeden gate between us and the cobble-
stone street: the shack was o1 the other side of this street. It was

a little north of the gate with a side entrance that was hidden

f iew-
ron(l) l;):r v:.‘g’ was pading back and forth in front of the gate,

and in order to get to the girls, you had to steal past him. With
the thought of food always in our minds, Murinsky, Tex, and I
decided to get over to the girls. Each man would wait until the
guard’s back vas towa him, then one at a time we'd scoot
over the fence across thé road and into the female’s quarters.
I was the last to enter, and the girl closed the door behind me.
The only lighting in this yoom was from the rays of the sun that
came through the windoW- As I joined Tex and Frank at the
tabla; 1 noticedia cupbc’ard just above the homemade table.
The table was set against the left wall entering the shack; up
against the second wall WS 2 long bench with a window on each
side of it. There were three odd chairs, and the room measured

up to about twelve by fdurteen.feet in sizsa. .
“How long are you poys staying?” questioned one of the girls

in Polish.
“Just for the
ing,” answered

from?”

“Warsaw. but we've been forced laborers of the Germans for
three years ;] ow.” As the 0ne girl spoke to Frank and me, the

th ed herself Spugly up against Tex, who had just
QLLF ong seatpd found himself a seat on the bench. She started

night then our column moves on in the morn-
) R « .
Frank, then questioned, “Where are you girls

o1

:1°t understand a word she
1. but Tex didn

. . P Ohsh:
to speak to him in

said. ¢ her @0 q said, «gpvesie broad?” (Have you
He looked down at ¥
pread?) replied, motioning to the other

“Yes, we have bread,, $1€ ched acr0ss the table to the cup-
ther gifl e her tits to f
girl to get it. The other g Imost forced ber tits to all out from

board. The long siretch S verythi®8 but the nipples were
behind her burlap WrPP3 " loaf of plack bread and set it on
exposed. She drew Pack
the table.

t have @ Jeave in th® morning, if you don't
“You boys doﬂ,‘ a‘!

s with us,” added the other girl.

want to,” she flirted- :
“No, you can sty here quesﬁoned Frank, as his eyes showed

“Where will we sleep?” thay her. .
more interest in thé bre‘ada bedtimé> she persuaded, “but

“We'll worry about ¢ Jra while and rest.”
come now and sit down fs ad while She took my hand and
» Frantk :ﬁt right i?;ar@xtléh' TeX shoved over and we sat down,
ed me to the near-P) ! X . . .
with her in a snuggh“g r:;:;%» she went OB talking, while still
“You boys must Pe ’
hojg'lnng my hand. [ lied, getting up an r]g?_king my way
‘And hungry, tp(i);ran Ead glready fphuensaiz “Ylfe “_11;”:13 ‘:f
:ﬁvvzrd the brccalad.hile cutting the bread, , You girls don’t
e drawers and, w
mif{‘c;\l if 1 tak.e }z:. pi;g:g” 2 8S their reply: “We get all the bread
o, go right ahfad, .
we want.” , making his way to the table.
wa ieq TeX als¢ % Mgy~
Fine, fine,” re%]’"? Te}“ and I split tpe remaining portion,” I
“You won’t mind 1
. s Frank handed th
went on. 1id the one, a? : me the
“No, go right aj?g‘eacll],”r:c into pis bosor™ I _qumkly cut the re-
knife and stuffed his Sha anding Tex o€ Plece: Just as Frank
maining portion in balfy B 6aining share in our bosoms. I

had done, we cramme htly angered, but they tried not to

believe the girls weTe Shgvere Braving yOTance, but we were

show it. Evidently they W
craving food.
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¢ eyed the room all about thoroughly in hopes of finding

e food, but never once did we co-operate with the girls in
thegr Pleasant scheme, What f'ool,s we were, b}1t that’s a starving
man fOF You. The fairer sex didn't interest us in the slightest. To

o it Was like talking to an.ot}fe'r man, although the girls were
bea’llﬁfu]_ We accepte the girls m.v1tat10n to s.tay., but at present
it was only in the interest of escaping and satisfying our craving

“od. Then perhaps after a few days of decent eating, I be-

oc
flor f we would have started to take interest in satisfying their

crayil for romance.

"hey were still trying to promote themselves with us when
a lond knock came at the door. We immediately became silent
as the girl who hung ¢nto Tex got up. She walked over to the
door and opened it just a little bit. She was suddenly pushed
aside> and the door was flung wide open. Two German guards
foreed their way in, and while one held us at gun point the
r commenced searching the entire group. The bread we had
g r possession was taken from us and tossed on the table,
mh;) the two frightened girls huddled in the corner. The guards
w ]rted us outside and back across the road to our farmyard.
';‘sl;:: y then made their way back across the road and disappeared

into e gu‘ls’ quarters for the Dight.
wVell, anyway,” sighed Frank, “though we didn’t get what we
d, at least the girIS will.” Things of this sort went on quite
often during the march, where a guard would barge into the
jeis of a female displaced person to spend the night. And I
gg:,rt pelieve he was playing checkers with her all night either.
¢ changeable weather of March still saw our column mov-
. owly but surely into the eastern part of Deutschland. The
ng SS were terrific. Marching with the wind wasn’t too bad be-
. it would push you along, but for a weak, beat-up crew like
cause'ere’ it was plenty tough marching into it. It made the dis-
. seem twice as far, but we struggled along with guns at our
ey wind or no wind. There was absolutely no privacy here.
backi’mt pulled off to one side of the road, did what you had to,
assers-by looked on and usually giggled, but they were

;V]i‘isl&aljlgers to us, so it didn’t make a bit of difference. The big-

wantf
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est nuisance, though, in this situation, were the March winds. It
was hard to keep your balance unless you were an acrobat or
contortionist.

Dysentery was ancther great nuisance and killer. I felt sorry
for ap unidentified prisoner who had just contracted it- He dirtied
himself so that his trousers had to be changed, and here we were
way Qut in open country with no shelter within miles. He re-
ceived an extra pair of trousers from one of his comrades, and
he was permitted to pull out of ranks off to the side of the road.
To watch him as he quickly removed the dirty trousers was
humofrous, yet serious. As he shivered as he wiped himself off, the
wind persisted in blowing. As he held a clean pair of trousers
in his left hand, a strong gust of wind snatched thein from his
trembling grip and carsied them a short distance. Bare-assed, he
ran desperately after the trousers as the wind settled them down
on the ground. Everybody felt sorry for him, but couldn’t help
laughing as the tricky March winds still persisted in tugging at
the pants, making it difficult for him to slip them on. -

The next barnyard we stayed at accommodated mgre French
prisonérs than any other. Most of these places, throughout our
march, housed more of one nationality than of another. To the
right; entering through the large driveway gate into the yard,
was a fong rectangular-shaped garage. It was partitioned off with
two-by-fours into six sections, with each section large enough
for an average-sized automobile. Directly across the driveway
yard, running in line with the garage, were hedges. The hedges
ran from the road back to the barn. The barn extended from the
hedges on past the rear of the garage a little ways, with about
four feet of space between the barn’s front and the garage’s
rear, This alley ran into another side road. If it had not been for
the space, the two buildings could have formed a large L.

The French prisoners here were at liberty to roam all over
the entire village. One would usually come up as far as the gate
or around the side to the hedges, where he'd trade with the
American prisoners. The bread he carried would always attract
the captives, who would swarm to him like cattle as he would
schemingly examine the valuables they offered him in {rade for

the bread.
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“Suck my toe,” rep
paby elephant yourself if you wan
fof one night.”

The thumping continuf

ere was nothing anyone ¢
e of it all, even though o0
getting any sleep.

lied the southerner, “you go sleep by thy;
t, but I've had enough showe ¢

d and so did the complaining, by
uld do, so the G.L’s just made a b;
jof( ly a few were successful in the Way
of
the Green Hornet was still somewhat ¢
main attraction, even on the death march. He and a companiy,
1ard would always make it their business to stop and visit t}o
iing at the German farms. Most of tj,¢

female forced laborers stay!
Hme they’d make their way into the Frduleins’ quarters whe o
tl‘ey,d spend the night. But sometimes, depending on what sq ¢

of farmer we encountered, such a thing would be too risky. g,
se second best place to take a girl was up in the hayloft abqe

where we bedded.
Whenever any prison

The guard we called

ers were bedding in the hayloft at ,
gme like this, he'd tell them to go downstairs. The men woy;q
geually go willingly and pever told his superiors about it. Ty
-reen Hornet was clever énd SllCCeSSful with his pSYChOlOgy. He

ould often toss a coup]e of loaves of bread to us that he h{m_
Sélf stole from the farmers- Sometimes he’d give us a few ci a-
réttes from his own ration: For these reasons, the prisoners al-

ays co-operated with him in his sexy schemes. Most of e
women he had relationships with seemed to like him very muy},
ysually upon his departing from her, she’d show great sentimep ¢

r
going downstairs?” I heard him g

s one day, as Tex and I lay unnoticegq
ft, covered with straw from head 0
but we held our ringside seat 4,4

“How about you boys
s2veral of the other captiv®
.1 one corner of the hayl0

ot. The others went down,

vyatched what would happen.
It was beginning to get dark outside, but in the barn it v,.¢

till fairly light. Thinking he was alone with his companion, {,¢
s e 3 .
sed his feld pack over to one side, in our diLg,
king with the love. From where we W
ly see the top portions of the two bod;eg.

(2reen Hornet tos
tion, and began ma
feeping we could on

99
Their two heads were in o VieW for a few minutes, then his

head slid down to her alrE? dy nude breasts. Incidenta]ly they

were very nice. He sounded likz a baby who didn’t have its milk

for a month. His head soof disappeared from the picture, and

g up out of the hay was the top bare

now all we could see stickir8

portion of a beautiful wom?®
@ we were if her eyes were closed or

I couldn’t see from wher®
what color they were, but I ould sure hear her breathing. Her

arm was moving in a mannd® *° though she was caressing some-

thing below her waistline, & P€lieve it was his hair. Then her

d| to take firm hold of 'something. I

arm stiffened as it appearef
could see her large breasts B'°V¢ around like jello, then faster

faster, and faster. “Moan, B1°2"; b-m-m-m-m-m,” sighed from

her lips. Then everything silent and motionless as the dark-
2 from our view. Soon we couldn’t

ness of night slowly hid the®
see a thing in the pitch black"®Ss However, the rustling of ha
and the h eavy br. cathing wet O0 into the night. He was so busy
with his companion that he dif n't hear me as I crawled up to hj}sl
field pack and slipped out 2 Piece of salami and some German
cheese. Tex and I gobbled dewn the food, then soon dozed off
fagt asleep.
This woman also showe il great sorrow upon the Green

Hornet's departure. He must #12V¢ had a good time, too, because

he d1 dn’t miss his salami or cpécs¢- I looked at the Green Hornet
and it convinced me that he WS the greatest and most successfui

lover in the world.
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Tex’s predjction of colder days ahead came true as the column
mercilessly continued to penetrate into westérn Germany. The
mercury bobbed around zero, and I missed having my shirt
quite a bit- Our death march kept going until it came upon some
wide-open Spaces, where again we were at least twenty-five
miles away from the nearest village at bedtime. This time the
men were marched off onto a large vacant area of countryside.
A strong wind persisted in blowing as it carried with it a fine
dust of spow. As the snow continued blowing down through
your collar onto your bare back, the prisonérs quickly spread
their blankets on the ground and huddled under them. Tex,
Frank, and I teamed up while the guards encircled the area. You
could only lie on one side for a few minutes, because the cold-
ness of the ground came right up through the bottom blanket
like nothing.

“Why don’t these lapper dans just shoot us all and get it over
with?” bitched Frank, while gnashing his teeth so it sounded as
though they were being ground down with 2 file. “T'd crucify
every one Of these mother-loving, son-of-a-pig bastards if it was
up to me.” Then we shifted over to the other side. “God damn,”
he went on, “this ground should be getting warm from our body
heat soon,” but it didnt as we continued ¢ur shifting ordeal
through the night. My left hand was exposed to the biting wind
that night, and it commenced getting worse as we marched
along. Several days later my thumb developed a steady throb-
bing pain and swelled up to twice its normal size. Although a
captured American doctor was with the colum?, he was too busy
and it was difficult to locate him for the time being. I left things
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2 days and just hoped for the ]:ies,t. ;t only gtif
worse, and the paif* became so terrific that 1 coul.tgnt elp 1{10::),
ing in my sleep at night. The infection worked 1 larwayl pas o
elbow and to mYy armpit, where it developed a ‘arge UmP :
. The Germans ignored all this, and it wa

size of a golf ball "¢ o
up to eithegr me or MY friends to get the doptor t¢ me, otherwis

I could suffer the consequences.
“I think I'm o™ lose my arm,” I told Tex it

I'l be darn lucky 2t that”
“Don’t talk like @ fool,” he encouraged. “Yo

h 7e get the doctor for you. A
shape as soon as ‘g to go on awhile ba);k, he and Frank were

been too disgustec | ; i

now desperagel;y trying to locate the doctor fer me. tWhlle]ft:lri’

search for the doctor continued, I'd always mani#Ee to con’ BIt
| people in this

myself with th thoughts of the many successfa’ Sy
wt);rld minus li:ﬂas. These sort of thoughts \vere‘nt bad, until I'd

start thinking of Pgrhaps passing on to the next grord, tl{en iy
hair would almost ? tilmti (;:'in gdﬂg]e- 4 A bro
Tex finally manap€d to find the doctor and bret
Immediatel)): heardiigped a .Small pair of scissors i!;t(;natlob;ttli a(;f
iodine, then poked ¢ POIts in a ripping MADFC. i

loon-like thumb. he puss whipped past our fa .
about six feet into th€ 2l as the fingernail began fabbing around

go for several mpPr

my agony, “ and

o211 be in Pe‘rfect
jshough Tex had

ught him to me.

like jelly. >
“I don’t know how much good this’ll do,

while bandaging tpe wou.xlyli, “butthkeep your ai
ositio J, aS Possible so that it can :
5i dn’t ;]]:/se rtnirl;ce to stay around and give me any pr}fscclnptilznfi
because of the Couﬁtless number of other patient$ ?e Ag o t ,;
to throughout the column. The poison began dl'alm'lng very n:;—mz
from my system and the itching feeling that followe assure

that I was on the way to. recovery.
The firing and PO™PIng from our side were

heavier on Cerman)'» and American planes were -be‘;illghtseen ;n:::
often. Whatever the heavy bombers missed, the g] rp auld
would swoop down and strafe. The strafing of these P 2068 wo
chew up everything °° anything in their way-

sions they mistook ¢U movements for German t*

» he commented,

pow becoming

On several occa-
oPPS, WhiChf of




103 -

hanging ladders? In that way they could probably pull a lot of us
out of this hellhole into freedom.” On second thought, this was
no good either, because the prisoners were so desperate that
every man would probably have tried to climb up the same lad-
der at one time. This, of course, would have resulted in the pull-
ing down of the plane, thus adding another Prisoner to our
death-march column. Although escape was almost impossible,
this type of thinking would help keep up your morale, and I
went on doing s0 as the long, steady, dragged-out days of endless
marching progr@ssed-

When the column reached the next old, dilapidated-looking
farm, it didn’t take long for me to observe that we had been lorng
waiting for. The rear part of the yard was surrounded by a ten-
foot wire fence, supported by round posts that were about five
feet apart. The Germans took it for granted that the fence was
enough of a barrier at the rear of the yard, so the guards were all
concentrated on the front and outer part of the lot. Murinsky
noticed this oppertunity also, for he nudged me and said, “We've
always been looking for an opportunity to escape, and here’s our
chance. Once we get over that fence, the rest would be easy and
we q9uld be out of here and on our way. As soon as we get about
five miles away from this dump, then we can lay over for the
night and do all our traveling by day.”

It would have been quite simple to evade the Germans by day
traveling, because the night curfew forced all German refugees
to travel by daylight. Therefore, while the night was dead, the
daylight found all its many highways in Deutschland cluttered
up with these people. There were old and young, and most of
them were traveling by horse-drawn carts, while the less pros-
perous ones weré pulling hand-drawn carts and evacuating by
foot travel. Many of these people were clothed in American G.I-
clothing, and that'’s why we would have stood a good chance of
escaping.

Once on our Way, the food problem would be but a small
obstacle to us. We were desperate and planned to obtain food
from the displaced persons we'd encounter, whether through

friendliness or force.
Our plans were made, but Tex disagreed. “Don’t be foolish,”
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“Help me, Frank,” I shouted. “I stepped into some quicksand
something, but I'm not going down any More,”
“Ho-ho-ha-ha-ha,” he began to laugh 'hke 2 baritone cackling
. I was a bit provoked at him, but Sf}’d N0thing as he laugh-
ly spoke. “That’s manure from cattle,” he said, as I shook the
I off of my feet. I didn’t smell bad enough a5 jt was; I had to
) into that mess, but it was the least of ‘ny worries at the
2. They say poison fights poison. I thought perhaps the smell
ild do the same, but it didn’t. The .odors more or less col-
rated with each other. I smelled twice as had now.
T'his incident convinced us to changé our course a little until
came to another small fence, which We scaled, A short drop
from the embankment of the read tofk us Tight smack onto a
‘0ad track. The night was a bit nippy: S0 Frank and I decided
j0 on up the tracks a ways in hopes of finding shelter, The
ks led to a small station house to our left. We should have
ped and pulled off to the side then and t.h,ere, but we were
istent in getting past the station and finding ghelter,
Ve barely got past the station house when a guard’s voice
' out, “Halt]” stopping us dead in our tr.ac](s as he stepped
from behind the station. He said so,nethmg in German, but
only two words I could understand Were “American svine.”
is left hand he held a flashlight that he “ontinuously kept
ezing 50 as to generate the battery. AS the beam kept bright-
g and dimming on our scared faces, I noticed a German
er in his other hand staring me in the face. After he finished
ing us off, he ordered us to turn around and start back down
tracks. He kept kicking us both in the pants, jn turn. Evi-
ly his foot must have gotten tired, because he swatted us
the rear a few times with something that felt a lot more
than his foot. However, we made n0 attempt to dodge his
s, but kept our arms high in the air. It wagp’t exactly the
st thing in the world to dodge an 2ngered guard’s blow
 he swung at you. He may have become More angered for
ng and perhaps blow your brains out for it,
hank heaven, he finally got us back f0 our barnyard, where
rned us over to the proper authorities: They quickly checked
0g tags and were already planning oUr Pulijshment. I don’t
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outside though, and in between the L in order to be able to
peep in through the open window into the chicken coop. The
guards, of course, weren't aware of what was in this barn; they
were more concerned in watching that no one escaped.

It was fairly easy to climb through the large open window,
once the guard turned his back. I climbed into the coop, and
every chicken in the place began cackling and fluttering around.
They were excited and made me excited. I pushed several of the
hens from their nests and grabbed the eggs from underneath. At
the same time I was busy collecting eggs, Murinsky and a few
other prisoners had discovered a room above the hayloft where
the farmer kept his smoked meats.

I was successful in stealing four good eggs and a wooden
one, while Frank came down from the hayloft with several
choice cuts of meat, including half a ham. I noticed he stuffed
something under the hay beneath him, but it wasn’t until the
next day, when he couldn't carry it all, that I found out what it
really was. He gave Tex and me a share of it, and when we
reached the next village, we cooked it over an outdoor flame.
The ham was sizzling over the open fire, while other prisoners,
who were making salt and pepper soup, looked on in amazement
and envy. It was right after this wonderful meal that I felt an ir-
ritation in my throat, but I paid no attention to-it. I took it for
granted that the change of weather was just making me feel a
little uncomfortable. As I lay down to bed for the night, the ir-
ritation became more annoying. By the time morning rolled
around, it felt like somebody was using a welding torch in my
throat all night,

I marched all that day and the next with the burning sensa-
tion in my throat as steady as a toothache. The doctor was finally
contacted on the third day. He checked my throat and just
uttered, “H-m-m-m.”

“What is it, doc?” I questioned.

“I'm not sure but it looks like tonsillitis. You wait here until I
finish with the others,” he said, as he continued to care for the
other sick. I misunderstood him and returned to my group, where
I joined Tex and Frank in the barnyard.

The doctor went on checking all the others, and when he




7 ®here’s the fella whose throat I just
§ why, but at first I ignored him.

%" said Frank.

# replied. “I'll be all right, it’s only tonsil-

%hose throat I just checked?” repeated the
it of anger-in his voice. I still remained
man whose throat I just checked better
e’s got diphtheria, and if he doesn’t let
going to die.” He no sooner finished this
fny feet making my way to him.

9id the doctor.

: on some hay and lay down, to rest.
“=red and placed some spuds and bread

tella,” he encouraged, as he patted me on
ed through the door.

then got up and wandered outside where
t any guards posted about. I had every
ild right now to take off and make an
diserable. Despite the misery, I still had
The thought of the potatoes and bread
e back inside. By morning the food was
o 1d of the prisoners getting ready to move
B€€an to think, “It’s funny they’re getting
e seems to be concerned about me. Per-
leave me here to die; then, on the other
f guards drop behind and come in to
fhey'd bury me, then send back a report
tthese thoughts soaring through my mind,
Hfeet and made my way outside, where I

S
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squirmed in with the rest of the column who were just beginning
v ?(})):,ei)urnin ; sensation in my throat didn’t ease up the slight-
est as the marc% continued on its way. I've heard de)hthena was
a very bad thin to have, also hard enoug’h to pull Fhrough under
normal conditicDS, let alone the condition I was in, 'I was des-
perate, thinking that someday I might see home again; and the
remembrance of seeing the cold dead stare on the faces of other
men who passe(i on made me keep going that much more. I was
almost certain MY Dumber was up. Theré Were so many others
who had died, 20d I was no exception. It was only a mattef- of
time now, I thor'8ht, until they would be hauling my carcass in a
cart covered with German luggage. by th
As breathing became more difficult, I could see oy the ex-
pression on Tex $ face that he, too, t;hougflt I would kick off. Al-
though he didn* 52y anything, his attitude made me mad. “Why
does this jerk haVe to look at me as he does?” I thoug.ht. He's
probably in worSe shape than 1.” But Tex Was only feeling sorry
for me, and 1 knew he would give his right arm if there was
: 1d do to help.
anyqttngvjfoc:vt;; too disgusrt)ed and weak €ven to steal f°°f1 .f°1'
himself, was no#’ Snooping around and Successfully ob'taxmng
food from somevhere. He'd share this food religiously with me.
I guess it was because of actions like thié that I've ﬁ}ways had
the greatest respect for Tex. Even Frank, W.hO wasnt really a
bad guy, had disappeared into another section of the co.lumn
when the chips vere down. He left the two of us to stick it out
to .
git?‘:s so despérate to get out of this hellhole alive, and fought
the sickness so mUch, that it seemed as though the pain became
less annoying, even though it still felt as if the Empire State
Building was stuck in my throat. They say, in due time, 2 person
can learn to enjdy Poor health by getting used to the feeling.
This is what was happening to me. | .
Our struggling column of beaten prisoners marched until
finally we reached @ large transit camp. The camp was sevelcal
times larger than OUf permanent camp and accommodated pris-
oners of all nationS- The column was marched in and passed by a
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large warehouse, where we made a left turn and continued in
through several compounds before we reached ours. Our own
compound had no barracks, but large tents set up all around like
an Indian village to accommodate us. Although the compounds
of different nations were all partitioned off, you were at liberty
to visit them all. The British, however, were housed in the same
compound with us.

By the time our column reached this camp, many of the pris-
opers were minus their shoes because they had been traded off
for food, and the men walked around with burlap wrapped
around their feet.

“You are at liberty to visit all the compounds,” a German au-
thority told us, “and you can als0 go into the Russian barracks,
but I advise you not to.”

Prisoners evacuating from all over Germany were marched
into this camp daily, but, as usual, only to stay a while, then be
on the move again. During our week of stay here, we visited
the various barracks, such as the French, Slovak, and Russian.
The French barracks was the first Tex and I explored. Entering
from the rear, there was a big fifty-by-fifty square room. Built
in the wall to your left, about halfway inside, was a small room
used as a dispensary. There wer€ no beds or hallways; you just
stepped over and between the bodies to get around the barracks.
The French prisoners were all sprawled out on the floor, and
they looked worse than we did. They appeared to be in desperate
need of a bath, even though there were washing facilities in the
rear of the barracks. The aroma of dead fish was all about the
barracks, and there were no signs of extra food around. There
were no signs of bitterness betweén us, yet they weren't too talk-
ative. Perhaps everyone was too disgusted to say anything. We
left through the front entrance and wandered over to the Slovak
barracks.

I was the first to enter, and my eyes almost fell out from
what I saw. Here was a group of prisoners that were probably
better off in captivity than they were at home. This barracks was
spic and span. Their clothes were clean, with creases in them
that could cut your hand. Naturally, their equipment was all
American merchandise; the American food and cigarettes here
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were plentiful. Even though they dign't care for us or any other
prisoners to enter their barracks, the ¥aluablés many ‘_’f our pris-
oners still had in their possession al\Vays caught their eye. We
accomplished nothing there, so we left and lreaded over and into
the Russian barracks.

These barracks were just about 2l built on the same order.
The Russian barracks, though, didn’t $¢6m a$ bad as the French,
They at least had triple-decker beds i its and every bed was oc-
cupied. I thought of the Germans cqutioning s, ,bUt I had no
valuables to worry about, so Tex and 1 enteréd thel‘r barra}cks. It
was like being on Times Square on a PUsy da)- Their medical at-
tention was far worse than ours. I noticed siting on the edge of
a bed a Russian Mongolian, whose f¢t had been cut off about
two inches above the toes. It wasn't pandaged, and little string-
like veins dangled out of the rotten-looking wound. He looked up
at us through his ugly slanted eyes as if he would cut our .throats
just as soon as look at us. He didn’t 2y a word, but his stare
told us we weren't welcome. I didn’t feel sorry f or h.im_or ary
of his friends because of previous exper’ience‘s ‘,Vlth his kind..

We went on past this ugly creatu’®$ bed Ak Elre slec.epmg
quarters of another even uglier Mongcjh'an' This one had his I?g
kndtked off at the knee. Though I disliked these people, I will
give him credit for what he did. He had whittled by h:‘md with a
penknife a very satisfactory artificial 1iP to reP lace his real one.
He was about as friendly and talkati’® as 1S comrade, so we
wasted no time with him either. We 1ade ot Way over to an-
other corner of the barracks where a 8rOup Of, white Russians
were engaged in a game of cards. Everyoné just stood by in
silence while another group of AmericAD Priseners entered. Like
fools, we tried to strike up a conversation with these baboons,
only to be ignored. There was one may 2mong th?m who wasn’t
too homely, but the black patch he weT® OVér his left eye was
very becoming to him, because he and his friends looked like a
bunch of cutthroat pirates, ) .

As the card game progressed, one of the A merican prisoners
brushed by us and passed over to tP€ Mof)gohan.s. He then
flashed an attractive-looking pocket watch to them, in hopes of
trading it for food. The Mongolians ipmediarely showed great
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o in this country was in poor condition. They lookeél a lotngke
o id. You could count every rib in their bony bodies n it’a
jittle POtPelly popped out below. This may sound funay, bi'" *°
true, Normally, T didn’t have a potbelly, but I did here in P-
tivity’ and my joints seemed to expand to somewhat larger &
noral Yes, these animals and ourselves had a lot in com! Odn,
il when a prisoner died he was buried, but the hofse’s f;o Y
was always eaten up. The Germans didn’t waste anything. I L él )
s ‘”hy? So now, with the horse gone, this wagon had ti ©
ulled Py the puny prisoners.
A]&lough many of us were pulliﬂg and pushing, the wz 61
ved along like a turtle with a broken leg; nevertpelessrowg
' ana'géd to make it to a very busy T-shaped section in the ]‘oa
g the column was brought to a halt. The German ¢ ng
apder i charge called the American doctor out of ranks and
» tp him, as we all sprawled out to one side of the I‘D;-'
h fter @ Short conference, the doctof turned about, and, Withs-cl]j
bord? being relayed to us down the column, he said, “The L: 1
» will leave us here; they’re going to be taken to a hosp:l -
s not t00 long a distance from here, 50 any of you on the wa{g o
ho. f‘ee.l strong enough to walk, please get off and make m_s;n
or the sicker ones, and those who are able to walk will have °
elp ush the wagon.” *
«gp Show him your throat,” Tex said to me, and he did"
ave t0 25k me a second time, I quickly made my way to t ¢
octon who looked at my throat. He didn’t recognize me £
efore; DUt after taking one look at my throat he ordered me ir °
e sick 8roup to be marched to the hospital.
MuTisky was somewhere in the rear of the column that d:””
I gjdr't get to wave goodbye to him.
¢ it easy, Ed,” Tex shouted, as his lips revealed a Pleasagt
nile, “Maybe I'll see you back in the States some day,” he said’
i small column of sick slowly started to move up the ro;
ay ffom them. “It won't be long now,” I thought, “and I'll soc’"
b hopte: 1 turned and took one last look at the column as *
hwly moved past the intersection of the road. This was tt'°
lumpn that Tex was in. They should have just marched tH°
ole s;h(zbang along with us, I thought, because they all looke
o punch of zombies to me. Our beaten band of sick cor”
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114 oad, gesperately pulling the sick wagon.
tinu,ed up tlus side Irest,a pit, and inch by inch we made it to
We'd pull a bxt,' then ‘that was as yet untou’ched by war.
another small village ut noticed there wasn’t any hospital here,
I glanced about, b;here was a large barn that was the center
as promised. Infteafi, ge. Oyt in front of the barn was a giant
attraction of this vllhut on the ground. There was a driveway
Red Cross flag, laid o the Jeft of this barn. The yard was set in
that ran downhill o.ff t‘ﬁ;rom tpe barn was the estate of the farmer
a dip. Across the drive he end ©f the driveway ran into another
who owned the lot. Tn opept section something like a hallway
barn. This barn had alich E)ok you on the other side of the yard.
running through it, thcet in‘this section, with an entrance into
There was a water tal it. ThiS baxfﬂ was a long.one: with' many
e et 2 o 1 0 e o i
other drive that tock {211: \?Vl;S kept in the different partitioned-
The farmer’s livest? drive a little ways behind the Red Cross
off sections. Across th,e ara ’e' which housed an expensive black
barn, was the farmers eg Br?ti :h and American prisoners mixed,
sedan. Here there Welm Weﬁ unloaded and gathered around an
beddinhg in the t(\lvoﬁé)alr v;'ho pad & few words of encouragement
English captured office
to sgay to ulz. or noW? bo)rs,” he said, while twisting the
“Your worries all °Ve rou:nd' “The English tank division is
ball of his foot into 'tl’lls a%v ay from here, and they’ll be here to-
only about twenty mile wa Zn‘ing us, “You can wander around
morrow.” He contintue ;lon’t wvander off too far because you're
pretty freely here, but rmies know we're at this spot and

safest right around here" . é,g through, but if you wander off

they’rel gonnla be caf::lllia(i:)l?lt]o ge:, .hurt.” With these words of
someplace else, you 8 returne Jd to his own group. . .
advice, he left us an ed this property and his wife supplied
The farmer who 0 » very CNErdus; bringing us an inbetween
us with food. They were RA: w gnd then. There just wasn’t

snack hofhfresh x;);lkioevery n‘)in the way of hospitality. Living
enough they could «¢

f::e;st-hough it wasn’t a hospital.
here wasn’t bad at all, '

10

Two days went by, and still no tanks showed up, so on the
third morning, which was the 2Ist day of April, I wandered
around the yard for a while, thinking, “If they didn’t come yes-
terday or the day before, as predicted, they probably won't be
here for a week yet.” Then I glanced over at the lone German
guard who was slowly walking around with his hands clasped
behind him, and he was very friendly. He was an elderly air-
corps man and the only one of the German Army in sight. I
guess he was more or less left behind to turn us over to our own
authorities because I walked up to him and passed him by. He
nodded his head and smiled to me as I passed. He didn't say
anything, so I kept on going until I was out of the yard and on
the road. I made a right flank and started down the road, feeling
free as a bird.

I had a lot of time with nothing to do, or any appointments
to keep, so I went on exploring like Marco Polo. Several hours
later I came upon a small country bridge. A young German teen-
ager in uniform was walking guard over the bridge. The rifle
strapped to his shoulder was almost as big as he was. He slowed
down to a stop when he saw me, but made no attempt to bring
his rifle down from his shoulder, His appearance slowed me up a
bit, too. I looked at him, and his face had a puzzled expression
on it. He didn’t know whether to smile or not. He was just as
scared as I was, but he had the gun.

I grinned at him like a cat and said, “Haben Sie ZigarettenP”
He dug in his pocket and brought out a pack of Turkish ciga-
rettes, and offered me one. I took it and started a conversation
with him, reminding him constantly that the Allies were due there
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today, and he agreed with me, saying, “Nicht gut, Deutschland
kaputt.” 1 realized, then, why he didn’t shoot me in cold blood.
I'm only glad that this lad realized how close their defeat was.
I often wonder what he would have done if he thought other-
wise. Thanking him, I started across the bridge, still not certain
of what would happen. He didn’t bother stopping me, and, as my
back was to him, I crossed my fingers and prayed he wouldn’t
get any crazy notions. It was an uncomfortable feeling until he
disappeared from view behind me.

It wasn’t long before I came to a little dilapidated shack that
housed a family of Polish D.P.’s. They saw me coming and recog-
nized me as an American. An elderly woman stepped out of the
shack and invited me in. I entered the shack, and seated-around
the table ready to eat were the father and a son of about seven-
teen years of age. I was seated at the table on a wooden box, and
a big bowl of beans cooked in gravy was placed in front of me.
As we ate, the people began to tell me about the great love they
had for the Americans and how they hated the Germans. I don’t
know really what they were talking about, for I was too busy
eating. After stuffing myself like a pig, I picked up and moved
on to do some more exploring.

I didn’t get very far up the road when everything came up,
beans and all. Wiping my mouth on my sleeve, I continued up
the road until a nice-looking red brick home, which resembled
our own American homes quite a bit, came into view. I walked
over to the fence that stood between the road and the yard.
Standing alongside the fence I watched a young Frdulein who
was chopping wood with her back to me. When she turned and
saw me, she must have thought she was looking at a ghost. She
fumbled nervously for words as I asked for food, then, still very
much frightened, she smiled and called her mother, who quickly
came out of the house. She recognized by my clothes I was an
American. She quickly invited me into her home and set her
table with expensive ham and good rye bread. As I ate, she, too,
told me of the great love she had for Americans. She knew the
Allies were near by, so she pleaded with me to stay at her home
until they had gone by.

_ “They won't hurt us if they come through here, will they?”
she asked,
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“No,” I assured her, “don’t worry about it.”

“I'm really from Minnesota,” she told me. “I lived there for
some time until the war broke, then I came here.” She even
owned property in Minnesota and intended to return after the
war.

“What made you come back here?” I asked.

“T just came for a visit,” she lied, “and had to stay when
the war broke out,” she contradicted herself. I listened as she
talked, but my interest was more in the food I was gulping down
like a hog. '

Most of these people would lie and tell you anything to win
your friendship, knowing the Allies were near by. As.I was leay-
ing, she again begged me to stay, but I felt too free to stay in
any one place for any length of time.

“Don’t worry,” I told her, upon departing. “Nothing is going
to happen—just sit tight and wait.” Thanking her, I went on
about the village, exploring some more.

As I continued up the road I noticed seven figures coming
down the road in a hurry. It was too late before I noticed they
were German infantry soldiers. I had no alternative but to walk
toward them in hopes of they wouldn’t try to stop me. I didn’t
havé to worry, though, because they were half scared to death
and ignored me completely as they kept on going right past me.
Each one of them carried a tank-buster grenade in his hand, as
they continued down the road. They were very nervous and kept
looking back over their shoulders.

On the opposite side of the road, in bare feet, pushing a
wheelbarrow with their belongings in it, came a man and woman
who were Polish D.Ps. I yelled to them in their native tongue,
“How's everything going?” '

“Oh, half and half,” the man remarked, when a burst of ma-
chine-gun fire cut loose in the distance over the hilltop ahead of
me. The two people froze in their tracks for a second, and as
the firing ceased momentarily, I continued talking, but they
dropped everything and made a dash for the woods. I stood
stunned and puzzled for a minute, when suddenly a giant tank
made its appearance over the top of the hill ahead of me. They
were about three hundred yards away from me, and I didn’t
know whether to sing or go blind,
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> to 2 stop, and the medics jumped out and
the barn where the seven Germans had en-
he doors of the barn were all chewed to hell
bullets. They went in and came out with five
. gtrptchers. The other two were shot up, but
t to the meat wagon with the aid of the medics.
of these soldiers off the stretcher to get an-
see Where the bullet had entered his back.
ucked right into the wound, and you could
out the front of him where the clothing was
7 out in a pointed manner. He was still alive
As his eyes rolled sort of hazy-like and were
ht to myself, “It’s a damn good thing I didn’t
arn after all. I'd probably be laying on a
oside of him.”
ited to move on, these English boys hopped
e gasoline on the ground. They lit it, set a
- over the flame, and soon we were all having
1ding me, right there in the middle of the
re well supplied with everything. They even
em, #nnd 1 must have answered a million and
erning our treatment as prisoners.
” said one of the soldiers, “you guys must
A er‘.'”
er noW, Yank,” another encouraged. “You'll
»f now, and soon you'll be back home.”
e over here a minute,” others called, as they
own from the tank. I think I posed for pic-
in the English Army.
er stepped forward with a scale in his hand.
weigh before you were captured?” he asked.
ad seventy-five pounds,” was my reply.
t hepping on this scale?” he asked, “and
‘weight you lost.” I stood on the scale and
bob around and stop at one hundred and
worty, Yank,” he encouraged, “we’ll have
o time.”
pe cempared to some of the others,” I told
in.
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and jumping up and down with joy alongside the tanki :essf;),(‘);:

was handed down to them. These were the happiest f J joined
ever seen in my life. I hopped down from the tank ar l(l)t and
this happy group of mine. The men built fires all over th®
began cooking over the open flame. |

A small group of ugly Mongolians soon showed up
of nowhere and acted like they were doing us a favor b for an
the food and fires with us. While the rest were too pappf' bern ax);
kind of revenge, these Mongolians went into some of the b A
homes and began looting them. They stripped the fanﬂéls e. Al-
to- his underwear and wore his clothes out of the h¢ 11_ ratio o
though the English gave us and their own soldiers foc* b& oi
cards, they ignored these Mongolians and told them to)ression
their own, which was too good for them. From the i I,;d hao-
these few ugly baboons gave, I could just imagine what {1}1 e E nP-
pened to the towns the Russians had captured. I'm glad ' &

wETe our

lish reached us before they did because, though they Yated to

allies, the Russians disliked us and they never hesi
show it. :

There were souvenirs of all sorts picked up by all 'd::v I::(i
oners that day. From a near-by wooded area, every Iurender
then,'a group of German soldiers would come out and mlrlvenirs.
The men would take their weapons and keep them for s¢ ‘t o o:
The remaining Germans were afraid to show the slighte® d Pfis-
sition. A group of them even surrendered to an uﬂamfea vls)/ere
oner who went wandering into the woods alone. Thﬁ’g threw
seven of them, who immediately dropped their guns arf risoner
their hands in the air as he approached them. The pout on
picked up several of their own rifles and brought ther!
the road.

I was near by and he tossed me a gun, asking,
giving me a hand in guarding these krauts until I fin
ade?” arching

After searching them for other weapons, we starfed 1 e
them down around the road in hopes of finding a stoCkad'e;f thisis
unwelcome Mongolians attempted to loot the captives 1
cigarettes and valuable keepsakes. The Germans bégge

to let the Mongolians take their keepsakes, but I did be

from out
7 sharing

«pp.w about
H(_;) a stock-

us not
fter than
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that. I was holding a gun, so I made these slant-ey@d snakes give
back cigarettes and all to our German captives. There was a
slight resistance until I cocked back the level of my gun and
threw a shell into the chamber. I almost felt like killing them even
after they put everything back, and the other P.W. G.L fto"d
by with his gun ready for actio. They knew we meant buszness,
as they walked away grumbling in an angered tone of voice. I
had no special love for the Germans, but I just COflldnt see tak-
ing advantage of helpless men. We marched the prisoners ar.ound
for at least an hour looking for & temporary stockade until we
finally found one. )

Although most of the boys were picking up all sorts of weap-
ons for souvenirs, I didn’t bother to get anything because I was
worried about my throat and couldn’t even wait & few days, as
instructed, for the trucks to come and pick us up-

The following morning, with roads busy with G.I trucks, I
started on foot to make my way farther back into the lines. I
hitched a ride to the next village- In this village 2 bus—l:aulmg
system was already set up. They were hauling other P.W.’s back
to the Allied air base, and I got there just in time to join a
truckload of other unknown P.W.s. I barely climbed into the
truck with them when a bottle of cognac was handed to me. I
took a snip and got feeling pretty good. From this one bottle of
cognac the whole truckload was drunk.

We arrived at the air base singing like mad. The truck was
pulled alongside a Sterling English bomber. The engines were
already in action ready to take off. We quickly piled out of the
truck and into the bomber. Minutes later, with no loss of time,
the ship was ripping down the take-off strip and S}OWIY lifting
off the ground, taking us back o England to be shipped home.

A few hours later the plane was taxiing down 2 landing strip
somewhere in England, now far away from the war. It wasn’t
long after we departed from the plane that the whole group was
marched into a nice warm shower. As we left the shower and
entered another room, we were sprayed with white delousing
powder. This powder was spray'ed under our arms, between our
fingers, toes, and all other necessary places on our bodies. Our old
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clothes were all burned and new ones issued. Everything was
really happening fast. This was all done for us by the English
personnel, who couldn’t have treated us better. They did all they
could for us, then turned us over to our own authorities, who
immediately hospitalized us and put us under observation. Three
months later I was in a group being marched to Southampton,
England, port of embarkation, where, together with many other
ex-prisoners, I bearded a ship, and we were on our way home.

As I watched the ship cut its way through the waters of the
Atlantic and England slowly disappearing behind us, I heard
an unidentified prisoner say, “Yes, sir, we're going home now,
and everything is going to be just like it used to be. It’s all over
now. We may have gone through hell on earth, still I honestly
believe that I wouldn’t trade my experiences for a million
dollars.”

I turned to him and said, “Maybe you’re right, but I wouldn’t
take a million dellars to go through the same thing again.”

Our ship sailed into the night and slowly made its way toward
these beautiful United States of America.




