I landed on Omaha Beach D+20 as a Rifleman/Radio Operator Replacement. I know my Rifleman
MOS was 745, I do not recall the MOS for Radioman.  As a Replacement, we leap frogged behind
the "active forces" , immediately behind the heavy artillery.  My first combat experience was
a result of "Bed Check Charlie", the nightly flyover by German aircraft.  We were ordered
NOT to fire on the plane.  One night another group of Replacements moved up to a hilltop
behind us. They were apparently too tired to dig foxholes.  "Charlie" came over on the 
nightly flight and some stupid GI fired at him.  The plane circled, flew over and dumped
a load of anti-personnel bombs.  I dove head first into my foxhole flinging my rifle away.
The bombs caught the hill to our rear killing many of the troops sleeping above ground.
(I heard later, there was a Chaplin among the victims.)  At daylight someone asked if I
wanted to "go see".  I said, "No, I expect we will see enough of that sort of thing later on".
Of course, I was right.  I knew I would soon be assigned to an infantry division,   we had
heard about the 1st, 29th and 30th Divisions reputation, I wanted to join any one of them.
On Aug 4,1944 I was assigned to the 30th as they were in reserve (Edward G. Robinson
was visiting our unit, I chose not to go to see him, I would write letters.)  The Regt. C.O.,
Col. Johnson addressed our group (I think about twenty Replacements).  He was a little
short guy with a handlebar mustache and wore his 45 slung like a cowboy in the movies.
"Look to your right, look to your left.  One of you will become a casualty, the other two
will be damned good soldiers and will kill Germans". (or words very similar).  Several
of us went to 1st Bn.  The Sgt/Maj approached us as we were digging in and asked if any-
one could type.  I said I could.  I followed him to the Bn C.P., he said sit down and type.
I started, "Now is the time......."  "That’s good, you are the Bn Clerk". My predecessor had
been hit in the ass with shrapnel. Earlier, as we were digging-in one of the GIs said he had
a notion to crash his foot with his entrenching tool (a small pick).  I told him that would
not be a good idea, he would be sent to the rear with a "SIW" tag and, wounded from Self-
Inflected-Wounds were not welcome at Aid Stations.  He did not.
On August 7th we boarded trucks and shipped to the Mortain area, St. Barthelmy for us.
As we unloaded four planes circled overhead.  (Our planes usually flew in foursomes).  One
of the truck drivers said, "Man, look at em P-47s flying up der"?  A few seconds later the
planes pealed off, diving toward us and started strafing. Rata, tat, tat....."P-47s hell nigger,
gimme at shovel !!!". None of us was hit.  I think this was about noon and it MIGHT have
been Aug 6th, I am not certain.  Another Replacement and I took over a big, covered fox-
hole and settled in.  It was right against a hedgerow and big enough for us to lay down with
 only our lower legs exposed.  Later that night all hell broke loose, artillery and mortar fire
 was raining in.  My vivid memory was, "If this is combat, how the hell does anyone survive?
We had a tree burst hit just above our hole.  The next morning we looked at the ground
surrounding the hole, it was PEPPERED with shrapnel marks.  How we avoided getting hit
only God knows.  Then a Sgt approached out hole and said, "You two go up to that hedge
row  and take up firing positions, we are now the frontlines".  We did. Again, as I am peer-
ing at the hedgerow in front, I could hear the clatter of tank treads. (I still hear that sound
today when I hear a bulldozer or other tracked vehicle).  I recall thinking, if a German
soldiers comes through that hedgerow, NO PROBLEM, I will kill him, or them. but if a tank
breaks through, what the hell will I do.  There was a ditch going off to my right,  I will
have an excape route.  None came.  Evidently the tank was knocked out, no Jerry infantry
came into view.  Aside from occasional artillery (screaming-memmies) and mortars, it
became "quiet". I don't know if it was the same day or the next day we were extatic to see
English planes flying over a treetop height, strafing then, firing rockets to our front.  We
could see the pilots clearly and waved like children.  A day or so later it did get "quiet"
with less incoming shelling.  A strange thing, after a few days, we could tell by the sound
of incoming shells whether they were a threat to our position or not.  A few of us were
relaxing against the hedgerow eating K rations when a shell exploded some distance away.
One of the group suddenly jumped up dancing a jig.  A hot piece of scrapnel had landed
on his leg after clipping a tree overhead, it didn't even break the skin. 
Mortain, we saw our first wounded GI and the first live German and first dead German. 
One more Mortain memory so far as I know has not been recorded;  A couple days later,
I took a walk back to Regt Hq to see the German prisoners.  I walked past several 
exploded and one dud of a "screeming meemie". Dumby!, I walked over to the dud and
stood by it looking down curiously.  Anyway when I got to the shed that was Regt Hq
there were at least two, but I think three Jeeps with stars on the bumpers that had been
plastered with shrapnel.  I will guess one belonged to General Harrison, Asst Div Cmdr.
I haven't the vaguest idea who the others belonged to.  Mortain is over, we were, I think
Near  Domfront in reserve.  A Red Cross Doughnut truck was nearby.  One of our radios
was tuned to observation planes as they were witnessing the carnage of the retreating
Germans in what was to become the Falaise Pocket.  Obviously, we enjoyed the story.
Next, to Evreux France, a show by Dinah Shore there, then over the Siene, through
Belgium, and Holland to the German fortification, The Siegfried Line.
October 2nd, 1944, the 1st Bn led the siege of the Pill Box forts of the Siegfried.  The
Bn suffered many casualties in the breach of the Line.  The first night we were through
and once more we were told to man positions of the front line to repel a counter
attack.  It was stopped before it reached us.  Early next morning volunteers were asked
to go back down into the attack area and recover the bodies of our guys and carry
them out to the road so they could be transported to the rear later.  I and five others
dropped our packs and weapons, and put on Red Cross Arm Bands (the area was expected
to still be under German observation from the flanks). If so, they honored the "truce".
Next Ubach, I guess a mile or so from the Siegfried.  We were advancing forward at a run,
under heavy fire, when another memorial image was experienced. Of course I had seen 
 casualties before but, as I was running toward shelter, I had to jump over a fallen GI.
As I did, I glanced down at him and the sunlight hit the gold bar on his collar in a flash.

From Ubach and Zu Ubach the attack continued on to Alsdorf. ( Point of interest: After
Alsdorf was taken there was a lone Jerry tank wondering through the town for a few hours.
It escaped.). Several days in this town as elements of the other units were in Serious
Combat to complete the encirclement of Aachen as the 1st Inf Div was swing  counter-attacked
from the South and East.  Axis Sally reported on her radio show, "You boys in the 30th
Div want to know the password for tonight?  It is.. (Whatever)".  If the German propaganda
office thought her broadcasts were demoralizing, they were off 180 degrees.  We got
many laughs plus Big Band music from Sally. More later or her, from The Bulge. 

Next, the attack on Mariadorf.  A visual aid was prepared by 1st Bn Hq for the attach, a
sandtable. I forgot to mention we also had one for the Siegfried Line and later, for the
Rhine crossing.  The Bn OP in Alsdorf had a direct hit from an 88, a circular multi-
story building brick building, no one was hurt.  We also had showers in a building where
coal miners changed cloths.  They hung their cloths on the end of a line hanging from
above, then pulled them up with a pulley and could put a lock on the end. (Make sense?)
A slag pile in the distance must have been a good OP , we received Pot Shots now and
then.  During our rather lengthy stay in Asldorf, the Bn was relieved by elements of 3rd
Bn, 406th Inf of the 102nd Division newly arrived from the US.  We were trucked to a 
monastery in Kerkrade, Holland for Rest and Recreation.  It was GREAT !!  We slept in bunks, between white sheets; ate off china in a Mess Hall and Relaxed for several days.  Several
of us had our picture taken. Big Band music by Div Band and, USO shows.
Returned to Asldorf in early Nov. Mid Nov, the attack.  Following the Rifle companies, we
were crossing a beet field when mortar fire began to fall around us.  We "hit the dirt"  and
lay there for a few minutes when the 1st Sgt got up and told us to get the hell going
forward.  No casualties.  The attack continued forward to a town called Warden.  Many
losses during these ten days or so.. 
We are now in Warden and it is quiet after several nasty days.  I forget how long we
stayed in this small town.  Three things stand out; Mickey Rooney came to visit. He
carried his own sound system and set it up himself for an excellent one-man show.
Several non=coms from the Bn received Field Commissions as 2nd Lts.  I saw my
first and only German Jet plane.  He came zooming in from the German lines at what
I recall treetop level and charged toward our rear.  It was a small cigar shape with 
stubby wings.  I remember nothing but the image.  I do not know if he was shooting,
I do not recall anti-aircraft shots,  he did not drop bombs.  There was a single jet
out of the rear of the cigar.  No wonder the first jets our pilots saw was such a shock.
Well, on Nov 17 we received word we were being sent south, so we must have been
in Warden for about a month.  'Song of Bernadette"  and" Rapsody In Blue", two movies
we enjoyed in Warden.
I do not know what time our truck convoy got started South but by now it was dark.
All vehicles had tiny 'cats eyes" lights on and much of the time there was a guide, 
on foot, in front of our truck so we wouldn't bump into the truck ahead.  German
planes came overhead, everyone bailed out and hit the ditch. When I jumped off
the rear, my helmet crashed down on my glasses giving me a gash across the bridge
of my nose.  I wish now I would have gone back to the Ambulance for a patch-up,  I
could have received a Purple Heart (which would give me better VA benefits).  I have
heard some guys say Jerry dropped bombs,  I do not recall.  After riding all night
we arrived in Malmedy.  Word came through that Jerry had opened a major break
in the defensive lines but not much more info.  The 1st Bn was ordered to go to the
town of Stavelot and establish a defense.  Our trucks backtracked to Francorchamps
then toward Stavelot.  The convoy stopped on a hill short of town.  
I failed to mention, when our convoy was in transit Axis Sally broadcast that President
Roosevelt’s SS troops, the 30th Inf Div was on the way to stop the German offensive but
they would fail.  (Did you see the Old Hickory shoulder patch with SS symbol inserted?)
This item made the Stars and Stripes news.
When we detrucked at the top of the hill above Stavelot there were several GI taking a
break at the side of the road.  They said they had been forced out of town by the Germans.
The Bn CO ordered an attack formation, one company of each side of the road and one
company in reserve as we moved down toward the town.  I don't know how far we walked
before encountering the remains of a HUGH gasoline dump that had been burned and was
still smoldering as we worked out way through thousands of 5 gallon gas cans, we called
"Jerry Cans".  They were scattered all over the road and on both sides.  Bulging empty
cans, many split open I guess from an explosion.  We learned later it was the Belgian
army who, thank goodness, set the dump on fire. I guess it was something on the order
of a quarter mile short of town, the Bn Hq was established in a small house to the left of
the road and would be our rear CP for several days.  The Rifle companies attacked the
town and was surprised to meet rather light resistance before they drove to the north
shore of the Ambleve River.  NOTE: Peiper and his tank/Infantry lead elements had crossed
the Stavelot bridge earlier and were heading West.  The 30th had cut his supply line and
supporting troops coming up from the rear.  I think it was the same day we arrived when
a halftrack and a jeep, manned by Germans in US uniforms, crossed the bridge and opened
fire.  They were quickly dispatched.  That night two sets of GIs were encountered by
English speaking Germans in US uniforms; one pair was taken prisoner and the other
 pair was shot in cold blood.  From then on the order was, "shoot anything that attempts
to cross the bridge".  Of course everyone was on double alert.  Word was receive of what
would later be called the Malmedy Massacre. 

Meanwhile we in the rear at the Bn CP were receiving infrequent artillery fire. Several of us
were standing on the road at the front of the house as we heard "Incoming".  All but one
made it into the house for cover. The last GI caught a "Million Dollar" wound, a chunk of
shrapnel hit his foot.  Now comes the most unusual incident event;  Several of us were
outside the rear cellar door of the CP looking across the valley toward German held
ground.  Why?  I think we were watching our artillery falling.  Across our front, and below,
was the Ambleve River.  Suddenly from right to left, a single German Plane came roaring
over the river (I'm guessing, 100 feet high),,,,all I really know, it was VERY low.  It was a
single seated, single engine plane with a pointed nose.  Someone told me what model it was
but I’m not sure anymore,,,,,ME-109 ????? Anyway, he gets just in front of our line of sight
as we watching a few minutes earlier, then, HE RISES UPWARD IN A SLOW ROLL, AND FALLS
OUT !!!!!!! Over the years, I would have gone Bonkers thinking I had imagined this had it
not been for a comment one of my friends made, "A Company guys will have his flight
suit off him before he hits the ground".  (Actually, A Company was further to our right).
I have NO memory of what happened to the plane.  Did it crash?  How much further did
it fly?  Was there an explosion as it went down?  
A prisoner was brought to Bn Hq in GI clothing. Remember, we had news of the Malmedy
Massacre.  He was a young, firm jawed, arrogant mannered SOB.  "Who will volunteer to
take this Jerry back to Regt"?  I will.  I had thoughts of shooting the bastard on the way.
Would I have killed him in cold blood?  I do not know.  As it turned out, someone else
took him back.  I forgot to mention we also heard that many civilians were slaughtered
by the advancing SS troops.  Most of the other details of the Bulge are history that you
probably know about.  You have seen the painting I made of the five Jeeps charging
across the Stavelot Bridge on the 19th.  When we returned to the area in 1999, I was
honored to present the painting to the mayor of Stavelot.  My presentation was made
in French (Belgique).
As I started to make my presentation in French, a young lady was at my side to translate
the words into English for the benifit of the Americans present.  I started, she started,
except she was also speaking French.  "Moment, moment, I said".  She immediately
realized her error.  It was a good laugh for all.  While visiting, we crossed over the 
bridge to the "German side" for a fine lunch.  What a weird feeling it was to walk over
the bridge that we had contested years earlier.  Our Belgian hosts were wonderful.
Continuing the War Story:  Aside from one counter attack to the right which A Co.
repulsed, things were quiet in our area as fighting continued against Pieper’s lead
elements and off to our left near Malmedy.  Several days later the division again
started the attack South toward St. Vith.  Along the way, we encountered the site of
the Malmedy Massacre.  Troops were digging through the snow to recover the bodies
and loading them on trucks like cord wood to transport them to the rear.  North
of St. Vith we were again meeting resistance, and suffering casualties.  Many GIs
were lost suffering "Trench Foot", frozen feet.  We halted short of St. Vith as other
units went forward to recapture the town.  The division was being trucked north
to our Pre-Bulge area.  The move was supposed to be secret but once more our
gal Axis Sally reported, "The 30th Division is making a secret move north" (or words
to that effect). In early Feb, 1945 we were most happy to return to Kerkrade, Holland
for R&R, Rest and Recreation.  There is a blurred photo in our Bn history of several
of us playing Touch Football in the courtyard.. In 1995, or 1999 we again visited the
Monastery.  I went upstairs into one of the priests rooms and took a photo form the
same spot.  I do not remember much about the Roer River Crossing, all I recall is
crossing over on a narrow footbridge.  In late Feb I recall C Company capturing a
self propelled gun that fired giant shells and the loss of recently field-commissioned
officer, George Dail, B Company.  Fast forward to the Rhine. 
The Rhine.  Combat was "less intense" for a long time although we did lose a few.
Early March we were in the rear training for the Rhine River crossing.  Once more we
built a sand table of the assigned area for crossing, near the town of Wesel.  I cannot
tell you how valuable the sand table was.  We had maps, scouting reports and the lastest
aerial view photos for reference in constructing the table.  And once more, all command
units, down to squad leaders received an orientation of the planned assault.  I do not
recall the Intelligence reports but we, expected "serious resistance".  It was very dark
as we moved out in single file from the assembly area.  Along the way we passed several
vehicles, among them was a sedan with the windows rolled up. We learned later it was
Eisenhower and Army Comdr Simpson (Ninth Army CG). As we approached the dike
where the small assault boats were, the guide had us stand beside the boat. As I recall,
there were about a dozen men per boat. GO !!!  Each man grabbed the top edge of the
boat and pulled it up over the dike and into the River.  At he rear was a man to run the
motor.  We're off toward the far shore.. Machine guns were firing tracers to mark the
attack zone.  The motor operator said he was a Sailor. I asked him, "What the hell are
you doing here with the Infantry"?  "Yes, but I get to come back", he said. Up and over
the dike we go. NO resistance, a very pleasant surprise.  I forgot to mention the
artillery preparation.  I had gone but a few paces when I heard someone call for help.
I thought it was a GI but, it was a wounded Jerry.  He spoke good English.  I told him
to wait where he was and a Medic would be along in the next wave to help him.  My
first and only prisoner....Big Deal.  I continued on to the small village of Ork where
Bn Hq was supposed to be.  I cautiously entered a small house and went to the base-
ment. An old man, his wife and two girls were there.  I was ready to take a break and
took off my helmet and was going to toss it into a baby carriage nearby.  I stopped, 
guessing there might be a baby there.  There was. I decided I better find the other
troops.  I did. 
For years after, a friend I had bunked with through Basic Training, was listed in my Div
History as MIA, Missing In Action.  I thought he had been killed.  This past year, on a 
web site of Jim West from Camp Atterbury, Indiana, he had a small entry about Patsy
Liscio receiving a belated Purple Heart.  I am happy to report, I called Patsy and had
a great reunion via 'phone.  I am certain others from the 66th Inf Div, my Basic Train-
ing outfit were in the 30th.  Another one, Earl Alcorn, a classmate was killed Sep 18
or 19 near Kerkrade.  He was from L Co., 117th.  I visited his grave at Henri Chapell,
in 1999.
Not much color after the Rhine, except a few "shorties".  Munster, to Hamelin.  In the
latter, Lowell Thomas 40s. news commentator, visited the Bn.  I didn’t see him.  Here,
we found a crock of eggs, believe-it-or-not, I ate a DOZEN.... On to Brunswick, then
Magdeburg on the Elbe where we met the Russians.  After VE Day I and others decided
to go to meet the Russian GIs.  We met a small group and tried to communicate, No
Good.  But we did understand they wanted cigarettes, which we obliged.  I had lemon
powder/medical alcohol moisture in my canteen and offered them a drink.  They did.
Then they offered their canteen.  MAN !!! I will guess it was Vodka, I do not know but,
it was HOT.  We all enjoyed a good laugh.
We are now in one of the camps in France, on the way home.  We were billeted in the
long Circus type tents.  Let's celebrate.  One guy had Orange Liquor, One had wine, and 
one had "buzz-bomb fluid" (where that came from, God knows.) Needless to say, we were
smashed.  The next morning I was told, I walked into the tent, bumped into a central
tent post and my legs kept going.  I then got into one of the folding cots which was
occupied, kicked the guy out, and passed out.  We were aboard the Queen Mary in South
Hampton on V-J day. We thought they would take us off and load up with VIPs for the
trip home.  After a 4-day sail, we docked in New York. 
I was home in time for my mother’s birthday, August 29th.
I was now married, had a son and was attending Carnegie Tech (now Carnegie Mellon)
A friend calls to ask me to join the Pa Natl Guard. There were two companies in the
western Pa town of Greensburg, "I" Company and 3dBn Hq Company.  He knew I had
served combat in a Bn Hq Co and they needed an Operations Chief.  I was discharged
in '45 as a T/5, a rank I hated because there are no Technicians forward of Regt.
Anyway, he kept after me to join.  When they offered Master Sgt stripes, I accepted.
Newly married, a father, a student, the money for a fews hours at the Armory every
Monday ($10.00) would come in very handy.  My Junior year at Tech is completed,
comes the Korean War.  Yep, the Pa Natl Guard is federalized, I'm back in the US Army.
SHIT !!!!!!!!! Well, I signed the papers, without a gun to my head, make the most of it.
We were sent to Camp Atterbury, Indiana and spent a year training recruits that were
sent to Korea.  I look back on their training with much satisfaction because I knew
we had given them a good Basic Training to physically, mentally and soldierly prepare
them.  I regret, I have never heard from any of them.  Next. off to Bavaria (Ulm, Germany)
for the Cold War.  I enjoyed this tour in Germany.  
Came home, returned to Carnegie finished my Senior year in 1953 as an Industrial 
Designer..Finished my career as Manager of Industrial Design for American Standard
in 1988.  Hobbies; Golf, and Painting. (I used to love to deer hunt but my eyes are poor.)
