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Dedication

TO OUR FALLEN COMRADES

NOT BECAUSE THEY WERE BRAVE:

Tho' they showed no fear in the murderous Iron Hail of War.

JOT BECAUSE THEY LOVED COUNTRY MORE THAN LIFE:

Tho' they willingly left their homes and families when their

country called.
OT BECAUSE THEY WERE WILLING:

Tho' they never hesitated to walk into the mouth of the cannon.
OT BECAUSE THEY WERE SKILLFUL:

Tho' they were unsurpassable as soldiers, as fighters and as men.
OT BECAUSE OF THEIR SACRIFICES:

Tho' they layed down their lives that their comrades might live.
UT BECAUSE THEY WERE OUR COMRADES:

Because we fought with them, lived with them, suffered with them

and laughed with them.

D BECAUSE WE LOVED THEM:

We shall never forget them.
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Hale, Martin
Jones, Robert M.
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Glass, Edward R.
Miller, David J.
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Lawrence, Harrison J.

Launo, Giovanni N.
Essy, Ernest
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Goggins. Hugh
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Rosakomski, Alexander
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HONOB ROLL OF DEAD

RANK

PFC
Pvt.
Pvt.

2nd Lt.

Pvt.
S/Sqt.
PFC
PFC
PFC
T/5
PFC
Pvi.
T/4
Sgt.
Sgt.
Pvt.
Pvt.
PFC
Sqt.
Ist Lt.
PFC

2nd Lt

Cpl.
Pvt.
Pvit.
Pvt.
PFC
Pvt.
Pvt.
Pvi.
Cpl.
PFC

Rosales, Antonio G. PFC
Owen, Ben E. Ist Lt.
Zitzner, Stanley L Sqt.
Stahl, Raymond F. PFC
Scallon, Leo PFC
Small, Russell B. Pvt.
Jacobson, Jacques E. PFC
Rasmussen, Emil A. Pvi.
Petronaci, Joseph PFC
Humphrey, Sam A. PFC
Palty, Isadore J. PFC
Rogers, Charles F. PFC
Sochovit, Lawrence Cpl.
Brancato, Frank PFC
Camp, Eddie H. Pvt.
Munnings, Charles F. PFC
Kraus, Francis O. PFC
Crystal, Hyman L. Pvt.
Blach, Richard A. Ist Lt.
Perrone, Anthony PFC
Ridgeway, Wallace A. PFC
Dillon, Edward F. PFC
Harzynski, Anthony F. 1st Lt.
DeWitt, William J. Capt.
DePalma, Charles A.  Pvt.
Korpi, William G. Pvt.
Sosa, Israel G. PFC
Finnegan, Herman L.  Pvt.
Weiler, Ioseph Sgl
/ AL /

PLACE
Arzew, Algeria
Bizerte, Tunisia
Paestum, Italy
Acerno, Italy
Certa, Italy
S. Clemente, Italy
S. Clemente, Italy
Dragoni, Italy
Naples, Italy
Venatro, Italy
Traverce, Italy
Traverce, Italy
Venatfro, Italy
Venafro, Italy
Venairo, Italy
Venafro, Italy
Aquafondela, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, ltaly
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Anzio, Italy
Rome, Italy
Rome, Italy
Laiatco, Italy
Montopoli, Italy
Tavernelle, Italy
Loiano, Italy
Loiano, Italy
Monzuno, Italy
Monzuno, Italy
Savazza, Italy
Savazza, Italy
Loiano, Italy
Loiano, Italy
Loiano, Italy
Loiano, Italy

Gaggio Montano, Italy
Gaggio Montano, Italy

Farne, Italy
Farne, Italy

Castel D'Aino, Italy 6 April 1945
Torrella, Italy 18 April 1945
Torboli, Italy 2 May, 1945
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AQ ) / R e \

DATE
6 June 1943
26 July 1943
16 September 1943
27 September 1943
11 October 1943
14 October 1943
14 October 1943
21 October 1943
21 October 1943
10 November 1943
21 November 1943
21 November 1943
27 November 1943
6 December 1943
10 December 1943
10 December 1943
24 December 1943
2 February 1944
3 February 1944
6 February 1944
7 February 1944
13 February 1944
13 February 1944
16 February 1944
February 1944
March 1944
March 1944
March 1944
March 1944
March 1944
March 1944
22 March 1944
23 March 1944
26 May 1944
26 May 1944
26 May 1944
26 May 1944
26 May 1944
30 May 1944
7 June 1944
2 July 1944
12 July 1944
20 July 1944
12 September 1944
6 October 1944
6 October 1944
9 October 1944
9 October 1944
20 October 1944
31 October 1944
10 December 1944
10 December 1944
10 December 1944
10 December 1944
16 February 1945
18 February 1945
9 March 1945
9 March 1945
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LT. COL. HARRISON S. MARKHAM
Battalion Commander — 6/15/42 to 4/15/44 5



LT. COL. FORREST E. LOVE
Battalion Commander — 4/15/44 to 9/1/45



To the Soldiers of the 84th Chemical Mortar Battalion:

This is your book, written by you, for you; but it is not your history.
Your history was written in powder and steel, not by sentences on paper;
your history was written in blood and sweat, not in printer’s ink. Yours is a
history of deeds not words. Yours is a history of action, fear, fatigue, hunger,
cold and hard, tiring labor, not a book of pictures and regimented words

marching in orderly progress on white paper.

Your history needs no recording; your valor and skill is recorded per-
manently on the hearts of the doughboys whom you supported. Your accom-
plishments are recorded across the long mountainous terrain of Italy. Your
deeds of skill and courage are recorded wherever a German soldier lies
buried. Yours is a bloody history, one written in the din of battle, amid the
cries of the wounded and dying. It is a history of sacrifice, a vivid record of
the price free men must pay to remain free.

This then is a book written about your history to help us to feel again
our triumphs, to remember our fears, to remind us of our part in the most

terrible struggle in the history of man.

I am proud to have commanded you in battle. I can ask no greater honor.
We have fought the good fight. We have met the best the German Army could
throw at us and we have brought honor to ourselves and our country. You
can always say with pride that you fought with the 84th Chemical Mortar
Battalion.

May God bless all of you.

Forrest E. Love
Lt. Col.,, €. W. ‘8.



Qoreword

This is not an official history of the 84th Chemical Mortar Battalion—the
Official History is kept in the Archives of the War Department at Washington,
D. C. It is simply a narrative, written by officers and men of the battalion,

telling the story of the unit’s activities since its activation.

The language used in this book may not be the best; but it is the lang-
uage of GIs who made the battalion famous and who, through their deeds,
brought fame and distinction for the Chemical Warfare Service.

This book has not been censored by any authorities; so it is essentially

as the various writers submitted it to the editor.

No professional writers were used; it is entirely the work of members of
the 84th Chemical Mortar Battalion.

I want to express my appreciation to all who made the production of
this book possible.

Paul F. Flamm
Capt., C. W. S,
Editor



OFFICIAL RECORD
OF THE
84TH CHEMICAL MORTAR BATTALION

Activated at Camp Rucker, Alabama — 15 June, 1942

Left New York Port of Embarkation for overseas — 29 April, 1943
Entered Combat — Salerno, Italy — 9 September, 1943

Last Day of Combat — Riva (Lake Garda). Italy — 2 May, 1945

Deactivated — Rome, Italy — 25 September, 1945

Number of Days in Front Line 512
Number of Missions Fired 5,320
Number of W. P. Shells Fired 62,797
Number of H. E. Shells Fired 118,244
Total Rounds Expended 182,041
Number of Battle Stars (Major Campaigns) 4




Inirveduction

(Capt. Paul F. Flamm)

Before going into the combat history of this battalion—let us see how
and where the battalion was first formed.

Some of the cadremen were in the Army in December 1941 but most men
were inducted in February, March and April 1942. Those were uncertain
days — the disaster at Pearl Harbor was still fresh in our memories and the
defeat suffered on Bataan did a lot to speed up enlistment. Gas and sugar
were rationed — almost every family had a member in the armed forces —
industry was knuckling down to the big job ahead. This was the setting
for the formation of the 84th Chemical Battalion Cadre.

It was on May 21st 1942 that six officers and some 150 enlisted men were
brought together under the command of Major Harrison S. Markham at
Edgewood Arsenal, Md. The officers were Ist Lt. Ernest H. Davis, Adjutant;
Ist Lt. C. P. Schafer, S-3; 1st Lt. Wade P. Eagle, Co. A; 2nd Lt. Wilbert H.
Butts, Co. B; 2nd Lt. Richmond, Co. C; 2nd Lt. Paul F. Flamm, Co. D.

This was a new type of unit being formed — no one could tell us what
our task would be in combat. At that time who could have realized or imag-
ined that at the end of the European War the 84th would have 512 days of
combat behind it. Everybody was far from experienced and the job of making
a unified command was a real one. The five companies were formed — a
Hgq. Co. and four weapons companies; A, B, C, and D, and the necessary
paper work was begun in each one. The men in the companies at the time
were to be the future NCOs so the first job was to give them the routine that
they later would enforce on the new men. There was the normal Army
housekeeping, policing, calisthenics, close order drill, etc.

HUT, TWO, THREE, FOUR AT CAMP RUCKER, ALABAMA
Sketch by G. Schoenberger
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On June 3rd the cadre moved by train to Camp Rucker, Alabama. A
band played and Brig. General Shekerjian saw us off at Edgewood Arsenal.
When the train pulled into Camp Rucker not many men had smiles on their
faces. Rucker, on that day, was a hot, cheerless place — the heat was
terrific and before each man appeared the barren scene of yellow bar-
racks with green roofs, no trees and that red Alabama sand.

It didn't take long, however, to get the barracks in shape and soon Bat-
talion Headquarters and the five companies were in operation. Basic training
was in full swing now — and after hours the PX was the favorite spot. It
was during this period of basic training that each man was given the op-
portunity to lecture and command troops — which would be his job when
the fillers arrived! Although June 15, 1842 was the official date of activation
of the 84th, our fillers did not arrive until early November.

The cadre was more than ready to get down to the real job of molding
copbat units from a heterogeneous group of officers and men. The usual
basic training and unit training followed and few 84th men will forget the
long hikes over the red, dry roads, the engineer’s obstacle course, the rainy,
cold week in mid-December 1942 spent in bivouac on the rifle range, the
infiltration course, review of 5th Detachment Special Troops of Second Army
by Lt. Gen. Ben Lear, radio and wire school, long motor convoys, visits to the
gas chamber, the quick trip to Camp Young, California and back.

April 19th 1943 found the battalion on its way to Camp Myles Standish,
Mass., preparatory to a trip overseas. After a hectic period of showdowns, re-
fitting, passes etc., the battalion boarded the Santa Elena in New York
Harbor and left the Continental limits of the United States on the 29th of
April 1943. Our destination was still unknown but it wasn't long before news
was obtained from the ship’s crew that the convoy was headed for Oran,
Algeria. The convoy was a large one and a beautiful sight to behold as we
zig-zagged across the Atlantic! Much speculation was prevalent as to whether
the Tunisian Campaign would be over by the time we could get into action.
Boat drill, fatigue details, and just lounging around took up our time on the
boat during the voyage.Only a few alerts were sounded — our escort kept
the submarines under control.

The thrill of seeing North Africa was felt by all and for awhile the pangs
of homesickness left us as we made our way through the Strait of Gibraltar
and into the Mediterranean Sea. Disembarkation at Oran took place on the
afternoon of May 11th, and as we rode through the streets the cries of
“Cigarette, Jo" by hundreds of little kids ushered in a strange world. A
bivouac was established on "Goat Hill” amongst the rocks and dust, with
everyone thinking of the lizards, scorpions and snakes they had read about in
the “Soldier's Guide to North Africa”. The next few days were spent in ex-
periencing "“C" rations, the new climate and homesickness — with a climax
on the 15th of May when news of the surrender of the German forces in "’
Africa reached us. '

After a short training period with the Sth Infantry Division at Magenta the
battalion made a 1000 mile motor march to Bizerte. It was here on the night
of July 4th 1943 that we experienced our first airraid — and what an initi-
ation! — the German planes spotlighted overhead — flak falling all around
us — a plane going down in flames — bombs exploding in the harbor — it
was an experience that none of us will forget! The next day was spent
digging foxholes and setting up a semi-permanent camp. The night of the Sth
was a hectic one with 2 or 3 airraids and a cluster of incendiary bombs
dropping about 800 yards from the bivouac — few of us slept much that
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night! The battalion was scheduled to make the Sicilian invasion but plans
were changed at the last moment and we stayed behind in Bizerte. Everyone
was disappointed at that time and it was difficult to return to a training
program while reading about the action in Sicily.

Leaving the Bizerte areq, the battalion moved to Raf-Raf, overlooking the
Mediterranean, and continued its training there. It was from Raf-Raf that
passes were given to Tunis and Carthage — and right near our area Bob
Hope and Frances Langford gave us a very welcomed performance.

Late in August the long trek back to Oran was made, where, much to
our disgust, we bivouacked on “"Goat Hill"” once more. After such preparations
as waterproofing vehicles and equipment — Hg. Co. and Cos. B, C, and D
embarked for the invasion of Italy on 1 September 1943. Co. A was left be-
hind because of lack of shipping space.

The trip across the Mediterranean was quite peaceful except for one air-
raid at night. Some of the ships stopped one night in Bizerte Harbor and
experienced a sizable air-raid there. The battalion landed near Paestum on
the Salerno beaches on D-Day, 9th September 1943 and was baptized by
several ground-strafing Focke-Wolf 190s. No order was needed to hit the
ground — everyone was hugging old mother earth for all he was worth. A
one hour march brought us to our assembly and it was there that Co. C
flushed a dazed German machine gunner out of the woods. He had been by-
passed by the 36th Infantry Division and was found cringing in his hole with
two machine guns and ammo. His only words were "Hitler Kaput”.

REMEMBER THAT NIGHT NEAR BIZERTE?
Sketch by Schoenberger
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SALERNO TO ANZIO

(Capt. Paul F. Flamm)

By nightfall 9 September 1943 the entire VI Corps was ashore and meant
to stay. There was stiff opposition, but we were moving inland at a very
slow pace. VI Corps consisted of the 36th Infantry Division with attached
troops. (84th Chemical Mortar Battalion, 751st Tank Battalion, 191st Tank Bat-
talion, 636th Tank Destroyer Battalien, 645th Tank Destroyer Battalion.) To
our left was the British 10th Corps, consisting of the 46th and 56th Infantry
Divisions, also moving very slowly inland.
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ANCIENT GREEK TEMPLES OF PAESTUM — INLAND FROM THE Signal Corps Photo
SALERNO BEACHES

12 THE ROAD TO BATTIPAGLIA Signal Corps Photo
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There was terrific fighting as we tried to force our way into enemy-held
territory. The next few days were the deciding ones. Even though the Fifth
Army was strengthened by the arrival of the 45th Infantry Division (U.S.)
the 82nd Airborne Division (U.S.) and the 7th Armored Division (British),
the powerful German Army was determined to drive us into the sea and
forced us to give ground until a strong defensive line was manned, which
finally stopped the tremendous attack.

Signal Corps Photo . GREEK TEMPLES AND SALERNO HILLS

In this defensive line the 84th played an important part — its mortars
stopping many an infantry and armored attack — as vouched for by the
infantry we were supporting. It was our first action but everyone performed
like a true soldier and brought honor to the 84th Chemical Mortar Battalion
— a newcomer in the Army, but a Battalion which they were to hear a lot
about all the way up the boot of Italy. ;

Finally the British Eighth Army came up from the toe of Italy and joined
forces with us. Together the two armies started a powerful attack — the
first objective, Naples, was just a short distance to the North. Fifth Army
needed this port of Naples to supply it for the campaign ahead. The advance
was slow because the enemy left every imaginable obstacle in our path.
Nearly all bridges were blown; there were mines and booby traps everywhere.
The going was plenty tough and our hats are off to the Engineers who
worked night and day to keep the roads passable. : 13




TOWN SQUARE OF ACERNO — NOTICE GERMAN 88 Signal Corps Photo
IN BACKGROUND

It was on the lst of October that Naples fell to the Fifth Army. It was
badly damaged, both by demolitions and our own bombs.

The 6th of October saw the entire Fifth Army occupying the southern
bank of the Volturno River — reorganizing for the crossing. It was at this
time that the Command Post of the battalion occupied the beautiful Palace
Grounds of the King of Naples' Palace near Caserta, Italy. The 84th was to
have the job of screening the crossing by the 3rd Infantry Division —it was
a big order, but well executed! One company fired more than 2,800 rounds
of white phosphorous between daylight and dusk. H. E. concentrations laid
down by 4.2 inch mortars helped drive the enemy from his strong-points.
The infanfry, aided by this support, crossed the river and pushed on. The
Germans retreated like seasoned troops would and the going was mighty
tough for our troops.

Then the weather decided to aid the enemy — rain fell in torrents day
and night, and few will forget the miserable days and nights spent in the
mud which was everywhere. The roads were hub-deep with slimy mud —
and the ground was usually’ covered with one to two inches of water. Aided
by this weather, the terrain, and demolitions, the German Army gained
valuable time to prepare their winter line, which we ran into in the mountains
above Mignano and Venafro.

The next six weeks, during which the 84th supported the Fifth Army, were
tull of bitter fighting. Every type of unit from Rangers to the 2nd French
Moroccan Infantry Division learned about the terrific fire-power of our Chem-
ical Mortar. It was the worst kind of weather and terrain, taxing the en-
durance of every soldier. Men suffered from trench-foot and all the hardships
of mountain warfare in the winter.

On January 3rd, 1944 the 84th was relieved, after 118 consecutive days
of rough going, supposedly for a rest near Naples. Upon arrival near
Pianurq, Italy, the battalion was attached to the 3rd Infantry Division and
trained for the coming landing at Anzio. The trip from Naples to Anzio was
uneventful, but everyone was more apprehensive now because they were
battle-wise and battle-hardened to combat and realized what could happen if
Jerry got wind of our plans. The landing took place on the 22nd of January
1844, luckily without any serious mishaps, although the vaunted Luftwaffe

14 was out in strength harassing our every move!
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ANZIO TO THE ARMISTICE

(Lt. Col. Forrest E. Love)

Much has been written about the Anzio Beachhead and its effect on the
tactical situation during the winter of ‘43 and spring of ‘44. The 84th landed
on D-Day. All was quiet. Opposition was negligible and the companies as-
sembled more or less according to plan.

MEN AND EQUIPMENT COMING ASHORE AT ANZIO _ Signal Corps Photo

16 ANQTHER VIEW OF LANDING OPERATIONS AT ANZIO Signal Corps Photo
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The landing force, composed of the 3rd Division (American) with at-
tached troops, and the British 1st Division, was supposed to secure a beach-
head at the resort towns of Anzio and Nettuno and cut Highway #7, the
German supply line from Rome to the winter line in the mountains above
Naples. It was thought that with this threat to their rear the Germans would
pull back to a defense line further north. The threat didn't work. After a
couple of days ,during which the beachhead was firmly secured, the Germans
regrouped and formed a ring of steel around our little beachhead. Our sit-
uation was aptly shown by one of Sgt. Bill Mauldin's famous cartoons after
we had broken out—"Willie and Joe” are shown in the German defenses
looking down on the flat ground of the beachhead and remarking: "My gawd,
they wuz here and we wuz there.”

In the companies’ histories Anzio is explained very well. The Germans
were on the surrounding high ground and we were on the swamps. They
could shoot and hit any spot on the beachhead with their artillery. We lived
for four months with the feeling that someone was looking over our shoulders.
It wasn't all bad, in fact most of us had a pretty good time in a restrained
sort of way on the beachhead. Headquarters section had a pretty good soft-
ball team and defeated all comers to win their league. Games were played
so close to the front that some of the boys swore that they had seen Krauts
arise from their foxholes and yell “Kill der Umpire."”

During our stay at Anzio, air raids occurred nightly but they must have
been very discouraging to the Krauts as our fighters and AA fire accounted
for an average of 20%, of all planes sent over.

The original force on the beachhead was continually augmented until
the time of the break-out. The Sixth Army Corps had assumed Command of

CHURCH AND PILLBOX AT NETTUNO — ANZIO BEACHHEAD Signal Corps P

hoto
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\
| Sigphal Corps Photo A "LONG TOM" COMES IN AT ANZIO

the forces which included the 3rd Division, the 45th Division, the 34th Divi-
sion, all strongly reentorced by artillery, mortar, TD, Engineer and other

units. The British on the left flank consisted of their 1st and 5th Divisions
also reenforced.

Signal Corps Photo

PART OF THE ANZIO BEACHHEAD AS SEEN FROM A SECOND-
STORY WINDOW
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Along the Garigliano River facing the formidable Adolph Hitler and
Gustav Lines, the remainder of the 5th Army troops were under II Corps and
French Expeditionary Corps. The French Corps was composed of four colonial
divisions including an armored division. II Corps included the newly arrived
88th and 85th Division. The 36th Division was in army reserve.

On the beachhead we studied and prepared for the “Grasshopper Plan”,
the "Turtle Plan”, the "Elephant Plan” as well as the "King” and
“Queen” plans. On 12 May we received news that the forces along the

b .""7\. e
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THIS DRAFT BOARD TURNED HIM DOWN Photo by ]. Zatwarnicki

W. P. BURSTS AS SEEN FROM A D COMPANY OBSERVATION POST  Photo by P. F. Flaj
ON GARIBALDI'S TOMB

19



Garigliano has pushed off the night before. The advance was watched with
more than a passing interest. We knew we would also push at the proper
time, but we also knew that we would have to push through the heavily
mined roads and fields and attack strongly fortified positions against an
enemy who was determined to hold Rome if at all possible. The advance was

DAIRY ON ANZIO AFTER COUNTLESS SHELLINGS Photo by P. F. Flamm

(JKING TOWARD ENEMY-HELD MOUNTAINS FROM THE Photo by P. F. Flamm
ANZIO BEACHHEAD




swift and certain and the Gustav line and the Hitler line crumbled before
the lightning-like thrusts of the French and American troops.

The 36th Division sailed from Naples for Anzio and augmented the beach-
head force. At 0630 on the morning of 23 May the ground shook with the
thunder of the massed artillery and mortars of the beachhead and the break-
out was on. Here indeed was an irrestible force. No army on earth could
have withstood the force that jumped off that May morning. Certainly the
German army could not. Slowly and stubbornly, at first, the Germans gave
ground but once past their mines and heavily defended positions the battle
turned into a rat race.

THE BEACHHEAD NO LONGER EXISTED.

On the push-off the battalion less B and C was attached to the 3rd Divi-
sion. Company A was attached to the 30th Infantry Regiment and D was
attached to the 7th Inf. Regt. Company B was attached to the lst SSF and
C was under direct control of VI Corps for a smoke pot detail. Later during
the push Company B was attached to the 168th Inf. Regt. and Company C

~ attached to the 133rd Inf. Regt., both of the 34th Division. On 28 May the 3rd
Infantry Division was attached to II Corps. On 31 May D Company was
attached to the 15th Inf. Regt. On the first of June B Company was attached
to the 34th Inf. Division.

THESE GERMAN VEHICLES DID NOT GET AWAY — ANZIO Photo by P. F. Flgmm

The companies, during the breakout, were so widely scattered, fighting
under two army corps and attached to different regiments in two divisions
and the special service force that it was indeed difficult to maintain any
system of communication. The roads were.deep in dust and all of them were
jam packed with every kind and description of vehicle. But as Augustus
Caesar said “All roads lead to Rome,” so we didn't mind the dust even
though breathing was difficult. We didn’t mind the snail’s pace we had to
travel, nothing mattered, we were going to Rome after so many months of
waiting and fighting and hoping. It was a dirty, tired but happy group of
men who received the roses, kisses, cheers and other greetings of the Italians 21




THE PEOPLE OF ROME
WERE GLAD TO SEE US

22 ROMANS CONGREGATE BEFORE THE VICTOR EMMANUELE MONUMENT




on the history making day of 5 June. In Rome we bivouacked not far from
the city and reorganized and "trained” for 30 days.

The thirty days in Rome were to most of the battalion what they had
dreamed of—sidewalks, electric lights, girls, bars, rest camps, girls, company
parties, and of course, girls. The battalion relaxed. We could breathe again.
The war was forgotten.
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THE COLOSSEUM AS SEEN FROM THE FORUM Photo by P. W. $mith

THE COLOSSEUM IN ROME Signal Corps Rhoto
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FOUR
GHRMAN SOLDIERS
CAPTURED IN ROME
BEING QUESTIONED
N THE PIAZZA
DEL POPOLO

ST. PETER'S CATHEDRAL
IN ROME

dhato by P. W. Smith

ANOTHER VIEW
OF ST. PETER'S
CATHEDRAL
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THE PONTE VECCHIO — A COVERED BRIDGE ACROSS THE ARNO
RIVER IN FLORENCE

The combined forces of the 5th Army now joined together and, stronger
than ever, chased the Germans across the rolling terrain north of Rome and
almost to the Arno River. But the 84th wasn't forgotten, the Army Commander
remembered us one day while making his plans for a push across the River.
We received a notice from II Corps, IV Corps and 5th Army Headquarters to
start at once to join IV Corps. We left Rome on 8 July at 0730 P.M. and at
12 o'clock noon 9 July we were attached to the 88th Division.

The Krauts were retreating across the Arno but slowly and stubbornly.
Many of the divisions had been pulled out of the line for the invasion of
southern France, so the fighting was tough. The battalion fought with the 88th
Division until 21 July when we were attached to the 34th Division.

On 27 July we were attached to T. F. 45 which consisted of antiaircraft
artillery recently converted to infantry. The fighting here was mostly of a
harassing and defensive type. The enemy had been slowly pushed across the
river but we lacked the manpower to keep him on the run.

On 1 August the battalion assembled near Volterra and was attached
to II Corps. Companies A and B were attached to the 85th Division and C
and D to the 88th Division. Plans were being made for the crossing of the
Arno and the capture of Florence. The companies trained and studied river
crossings and learned the secrets of packing mortars on mules—lessons that
were used later in the mountains. Some fighting was done but the American
troops on the left were mostly waiting for the British on the right to bring
their flank up to the Arno. On 24 August the companies were shifted again—
C and D were attached to the 91st Division. Co. B was attached to the 34th
and Company A remained with the 85th.

On 26 August A Company was attached to the 34th Division. We were
now ready to cross the Amo and capture Florence, "“the city of flowers”,
“the gem of Italy” according to reports from south of the Arno. The Arno was
forded and Florence was taken. The Germans had retreated across the flat

Photo by P. W. Smith
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ground north of Florence to the mountains—there they had built a winter
line that should have held an army twice the size of the one attacking. IV
Corps was holding the left flank while II Corps, consisting of the 34th, 85th,
88th and 91st Divisions, was to break the winter line with a frontal assault.
There were two roads leading to Bologna and the Po Valley beyond. These
twisted and turned through narrow passes and between dense woods. Tanks
were useless. It was a case of slugging and slugging with artillery and then
a hand to hand attack by the doughboys. The defensive positions were
strongly built and strongly manned.

The entire area for miles was mined. Tank traps under construction since
September 1943 stretched for miles parallel to the line of advance. It was
called a LINE but it should have been called a BELT or BLANKET because
. when one line was penetrated the Germans fell back to another equally as
strong. This stretched all the way to the Po Vadlley.

The battalion was attached to four different divisions for the attack, one
company to a division. The companies were split and attached as platoons.
The platoons were with the leading battalions and as a battalion was pulled
back into reserve the mortar platoon was detached and attached to the at-
tacking battalion. There was no rest. This was some of the toughest fighting
the battalion had seen and cold weather was starting. We still were using
2% ton trucks—that is we were trying to use them on the narrow, twisting,
mountain roads. The companies were spread so far apart it was almost im-
possible to keep any kind of dependable communication. The supply prob-
lem was enormous and due to the age of the mortars and the rain it was «a
herculean task to try to keep the mortars shooting.

THI$ HUB-DEEP MUD SOUTH OF BOLOGNA SLOWED US DOWN Signal Corps Photo




The attack progressed slowly, inch by inch, hill by hill, and the rain kept
falling. It was with joy in our hearts that the battalion was moved to the
rest area at Montecatini and then to a bivouac area outside Florence for a
rest and reorganization. 5

The attack for Bologna had slowed to almost a standstill when the bat-
talion was again sent into the line on the 3rd of December attached to II
Corps. The battalion was to fire a battalion concentration on two hill masses
that stood between the II Corps and Bologna so the guns were emplaced
practically on the front line. A fire direction center was established. A for-
ward CP was established in the shell-torn town of Sabbione and the battalion
and company rears were encamped in pyramidal tents near Futa Pass. We
were to discover later that this was probably the coldest spot in all Italy.

BASE CAMP IN THE FUTA PASS Photo by P. W. S|

Very few rounds were fired during this period as it was hoped our
massed fire and “surprise” effect would be enough to neutralize the two main
hills for the doughboys when they again pushed off for Bologna.

Christmas arrived and still we sat in the snow and mud. On 26 December
the battalion commander received an urgent phone call from II Corps saying
"hell has broken loose on the left flank” and that the battalion was to move
to IV Corps sector at once. With really super human efforts and endurance
the companies hauled out their guns and ammo from their positions in front
of Bologna during the night and were ready to roll the next morning.

The battalion left its winter home and moved across half of Italy to the
coastal sector in support of the 92nd Division during the day of 27 Decem-
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COMPANY PARTY IN THE COASTAL SECTOR
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ber. Two companies went into position that night and were ready to fire by
the morning of the 28th.

The fighting on the coastal sector was a soldier's dream. A and B com-
panies were in villas with the guns set up in the palm-tree shaded patios.
Hot rations were available at the gun positions and at the company rears

.

donces and movies were available almost every night. There weren't many
incoming shells to dodge and the firing was of a harassing nature with plenty
of Italians to do the heavy work. C Company had it a little tougher. They
were spread out in two gun and four gun sectors all over the Serchio Valley
set up for defensive fires. It was colder in the mountains but most of the
company was in houses and villas so no one complained. D Company was
lost in the reorganization at Florence, the battalion consisting of three letter
companies and headquarters company. Headquarters Company was nicely
set up in Lucca, a beautiful old city where IV Corps had its headquarters.

The battalion participated in the big push of the 92nd Division, though,
gﬂer the push, things remained at the status quo both as to location and

uties.

In February the battalion was attached to the 10th Mountain Division.
This division freshly arrived from the States, well trained, and especially
equipped for mountain fighting. When the division attacked in the latter part
of February the quns of the battalion supported the attack. With the ex-
ception of a period of one week when B Company assisted the 442nd Infantry
Regiment in an attack on the 92nd Division section, most of battalion re-
mained with the 10th Mountain until the end of the war. The only exception
was. A Company which fought with the Brazilions in the mountains to the
left of the 10th Mountain Division Sector.

Signal Corps Photo



The 10th Mountain made two attacks during February and March but it
was easy to see that the disintegration had set in, in the Gerrhan ranks.
Patton was racing through Germany, the “Battle of the Bulge” in France had
been won, and the once powerful Luftwaffe was a feeble force. For the first
time in the history of the Italian campaign the Krauts failed to counter-attack
when we took a hill away from them.

The Krauts weren't giving up easily. They still had plenty of artillery and
they gave stiff opposition most of the time, but prisoners were coming in
faster and more willingly now. The signs were there to be read. The end was
near.

Finally in April the time came for the big push for the Po Valley and the
defeat of the German Army in Italy. The British on the right pushed first.
Then the 92nd Division with the help of B Company pushed up and captured
Massa and started to La Spezia. The 10th Mountain Division and the lst
Armored in IV Corps pushed off on 14th of April. Resistance at first was
strong, but after a day or two of bitter slugging the attack got underway
never to stop rolling until the surrender. II Corps, consisting of the 85th, 88th,
34th, and 9lst Divisions jumped off for Bologna a few days after IV Corps
started. The race was on. Who would be the first to cross the Po? Original
plans called for II Corps to exploit the breakthrough and cross the Po but
IV Corps was not to be denied their share of the glory after defensive fighting
for so long. Divisions were switched from one corps area to the other until
it was indeed difficult to know who was who.

Both corps crossed the Po at about the same time. During the drive across
the Po Valley the attack never slowed down. Prisoners were taken by the
thousands. The incidents of this crazy war were so numerous that they would
require an entire book. It was not uncommon to see squads, platoons, and
companies of Krauts marching down the road, their hands clasped behind their
heads in appropriate manner, unaccompanied or with perhaps one wildly
excited Italian "Party Johnnie” or “Party Jane", gesturing with his rifle or
Tommy gun.

There was some resistance, of cowrse, and some casualties, when the
10th Mountain Division reached the banks of the Po at San Benedetto. The
Krauts unloosed an air burst from their anti-aircraft quns that was marvelous
to behold. ;

B and C Companies had the only cannon in place on the river bank,
except for a battery of armored artillery. We managed to lower the boom
gn C}he lot of guns and the engineers were able to go ahead and build their

ridges.

When we reached Lake Garda, it was found that the tunnels through
which the road ran to the north were blown by the retreating foe. This called
for an amphibious operation so B and C Companies mounted DUKWS and
set up operation in Riva and Tarbole. Here several of the officers barely
missed getting hit by the lone 88" that killed Col. Darby, famed leader of the
Rangers, and at that time assistant division commander of the 10 Mountain
Division.

The German Army surrendered on 2 May while we were on Lake Garda.
V-E day was the occasion of no great celebration in the battalion because
we knew it was bound to happen in a short time and we were still “sweat-
ing out” the Japanese War.

After the cessation of hostilities the battalion moved to Desenzano, a
small resort town on the southern end of Lake Garda, to await our fate. The
battalion engaged in guard duties from the Brenner Pass to Modena, but
with enough time off to enjoy the swimming and boating pleasures offered
by Lake Garda. ;

The enlisted men’s club started soon after the battalion settled in Desen-
zano and proved to be a very popular place situated in the “Lido”, a former
Italian bathing and drinking establishment. The club was filled to capacity
every night. Beer from many excellent breweries in northern Italy helped to
slacken the thirst of the men and the local girls made excellent dancing

partners as the men danced to the music of local, civil, and military
orchestras,
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THE CATHEDRAL IN MILAN Photo by P. W. Smith

In May and June the battalion lost all of its high point men, men with
a critical score above 85. These men were shifted from outfit to outfit all
summer. Some of them were still in North Italy when the battalion went to -
Rome in the latter part of August.

The war with Japan ended about the 17th of August and orders were re-
ceived to go to Rome to get ready to go home. On or about 25th September
1945 the Battalion was deactivated and the men were sent to Ledghorn to
await shipment home. '

The majority of the battalion crrived in the states 12 October 1945 and
were on their way home in 48 hours. _

The Company Histories which follow give a more detailed account of

what the Battalion went through in its 30 months of overseas duty in World
War II. '



CURIOSITY OF THE ITALIANS

Signal Corps Photo
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REMAINS OF A CHURCH

Signal Corps Photo

PEOPLE LIKE THESE COULD BE SEEN
IN EVERY TOWN

Signal Corps Photo

3y RESULTS OF BOMBING Signal Corps Photo



AN ITALIAN WOMAN PUTS A WREATH OF ROSES OVER THE Signal Corps Photo
BODIES OF AMERICAN SOLDIERS WHO PAID THE SUPREME
SACRIFICE

BLOWN BRIDGE BESIDE AN AMERICAN PONTOON BRIDGE SiGHGHICorpsL PAOISES 38



SOME EXAMPLES OF THE MASTER RACE . Signal Corps Photo

PART OF AN 84TH CONVOY PASSES WHAT IS LEFT OF A Signal Corps Photo

o GERMAN SOLDIER
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THE 4.2 INCH MORTAR IN A TYPICAL FIRING POSITION Photo by M. Orshetfsky
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THIS IS WHAT RAIN DID TO A GOOD MORTAR PIT Photo by M. Orshefsky
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MOVING THE MORTAR CROSS-COUNTRY WAS STRENUOUS WORK
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COMBAT HISTORY OF COMPANY "A"

(Cpl. John Gallagher)

Well, Mac, — here's your outfit, and to refresh your memory we'll start
off in Africa. Remember, we were in Battalion reserve when the other four
companies left for Salerno. That was early in September. We were on a
dusty, windy, rocky hill then; the same one we went to when we first arrived
in Africa in May of ‘43, This was September now, and after completing a
tour from coast to coast, Oran to Tunis, we were back in the same spot five
months later. We didn't stay there long, but moved out a ways to St. Barbe
where we lived a comfortable life with other detachments of units that had
embarked for Salerno.

Finally, we received our orders to move. The vehiclés drove to Algiers,
but the rest of us went to Oran. We loaded with a group of paratroop re-
placements and a handful of nurses. If you remember, the ship we sailed on
was British, and that's the first time any of us ever had tea, fish and potatoes
three times a day. The trip didn't take too long, and on October 10 we were
ready to make our first amphibious landing. The LCI that carried us ashore
was certainly a drastic change from the 23rd street ferry, but it served the
purpose. Remember big, long Simpson rolling up his pants as we prepared
to walk in. Sgt. Cote and Don Gillenkirk did the same thing. Simpson made it,
but Cote and Gillenkirk came in like submarines. They both took one step
and disappeared, and about three yards further on they came up head first.
After assembling, we moved on to the College at Bagnoli and were happy

to learn that Naples was only a.few miles south. It took a few days to get

organized, but after that everyone could be found in Naples immediately
after roll call.

It was there we were first conscious of the dangers involved in an air-
raid. Others, in Africa, we had watched in amazement; but this one was too
close for comfort, and left a crater in front of the building fifty feet across.
Here we lost the first memker of the outfit, Bob Campbell, killed during this
same air-raid, while in a hospital a few miles from the College.

Our spree ended when the vehicles arrived. Off we went to join the Bat-
talion and receive our first taste of combat. We joined the Battalion in a
little town named Dragoni. Don't confuse this with the Albergo Dragoni in
Rome; that comes later. As we drove in, Gutenberg was shouting greetings
to Joe Gulino and Klee, and Sammy Feranti was yelling frantically to John
Farley and John Figlioli. Just like old home week. We were still green; though
we were up front. The big guns fired and we shook. We were strafed for
the first time, and we shook again. This made everyone dig in. No sooner
had we finished than we received orders to move. Loaded on trucks, we
rolled away. It was raining and dark — Hallowe'en Eve. Eventually, we
reached the “no truck line"”, so we unloaded and started to walk, pulling our
little carts behind us — up mountains and down, night and day. What «a
time! We were caught in the open and strafed, but we had it easy. The group
that rode trucks was unlucky. While unloading a truck full of ammunition on
November 4th, a WP ‘shell exploded and sent King, Fenwick, Holland and
Simons to the hospital. Charlie Little did a good job in straightening things
out; for his work he received the Soldier's Medal.

On the night of November 4th, we marched down a dark road, excited
and expectant, to move «a little past Venafro. There we assembled in an olive
grove and awaited orders. Jerry artillery overshot us all day, and his planes
paid us five or six visits. Harrison Hale was a@ BAR-man at the time, and
claims credit for shooting down one plane, after emptying a full magazine
into it. That evening we moved forward again, once more a dark, rainy night.
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If you remember — we were instructed to step easy, for the entire area
was heavily mined. Our destination was only a few miles north, but it took
us half the night to get there — over blown-out bridges, through by-passes
and finally through a town — over the rubble of fallen houses — still pulling
our little carts behind us. It was still raining the next day, and we set our
guns in a creek bed. Everyone was leary of entering the houses. We were
still green and suspected booby traps. From here we fired several rounds, and
received a great deal of counter-battery fire. In this area, Pat Ferrucci, Ehl-
berg, Dubs and Jake Hackman were wounded. In combat two weeks, and we
already had a fistfull of purple hearts.

We were now out of range, but the rain had made travelling difficult and
we moved very slowly. A few days passed and we were in position. It was
a small town named Traversa. We had houses again, so rather than stand in
the rain we moved in. From here we fired a great deal and also received
several barrages in return. It was one of these barrages, on November 21, that
killed Bob Jones and Harley Johnson, and sent Sgt. Glass, Glasscock, Pappy
Green and Eve to the hospital. During the shelling, the houses crumbled and
these casualties were the result. This made us move to an alternate position
up the road and on the side of a hill. All his time we'd been eating “C”
rations, in case you've forgotten, and for the first time in weeks hot chow
was brought up. It was here that twenty-five men were to be picked to go
on pass to Naples. Remember, standing there in the rain, with the water trick-
ling off your helmet and down your back, hoping to be one of the lucky ones
to have your name picked from a hat? If you won, you probably won't re-
member it; but if you lost, that day must still be clear in your mind.

Thanksgiving rolled around right after that, but we didn't have a big
meal until the next day. When it arrived, it was complete. We had no mess
gears that day, so “K’ ration boxes served the purpose. That was our first
Thanksgiving overseas, and most of us were surprised to see such an elab-
orate meal. Anyway, it was a change from "C" rations. It was here that we
received our winter combat suits and overshoes, and for the first time felt a
little comfortable.

Remember the order that followed early in December, to move north a little
more? That's where the guns were set along the road and everytime we fired,
the civilians would come out to watch. For their benefit, everytime we had a
fire mission, we'd run out like the.first team in an Army-Notre Dame game.
That's where McAndrew and Ben Hucks were at the OP, and Hucks swore he
heard a German in the bushes above him. He picked up his rifle, fired, and a
dead sheep tumbled out and rolled down on them. We also dug in and pitched
shelter halves; the rain had turned to snow. Half of us awakened before
morning, suffocating; for the snow had collapsed the tents. It was here in the
snow and collapsing pup-tents that we spent our first combat Christmas. A
complete meal arrived. But complete meal or not, how could anyone be happy
at a time like that? Also in this spot, the Red Cross arrived with a truckload
of doughnuts, coffee, music and girls. When the news drifted up that they
were coming, we all shaved and washed, some of us for the first time in
weeks. It's surprising what a few doughnuts can do!

Shortly after Christmas, we heard the rumor that we were to be relieved,
and sure enough it came true, on January 5th. From Salerno on up, the Bat-
talion had been on the line continually; as wars go, that should have set
some sort of record. Remember riding to that little town just north of Naples,
Mac? We put up big tents there, and were attached to the 3rd Division. We
were only there twelve days, then pushed off for Naples and the LSTs that
were to take us on another trip. Before we went aboard, a large group was
unloaded right next to us. Fresh from the States. We all went over to try and
talk them out of any candy they’'d brought in with them. Few of us succeeded,
and we were hustled off to our own ship. After loading, we all went on deck
to look things over. There were the old Italians rowing round and round be-
tween the ships, selling oranges and nuts, cherry brandy and cognac. We were
anxious to know where we were going, and paid little attention to the maritime
fruit peddlers. No one knew, but everyone thought they knew. We left Naples
the following morning, in convoy. Card and crap games sprouted like mush-
rooms; twenty-four hours at sea found us at our destination — Anzio-Nettuno.



THE ANZIO BEACHHEAD

Yeah, Mac, it was January 22, 1944 that we arrived at Anzio, after twelve
days rest. The place looked pretty good at the beginning; flat lands after that
session in the mounains in southern Italy. Anything flat looked good. As we
waited to go ashore, the news reached us that the infantry had landed un-
opposed. We were pleased to hear that, but those planes that came over at
noon sure put the damper on our pleasure. They dropped several bombs in
our area, and the ship next to us was hit. One dropped between us and the
next vessel. Our LST was credited with one plane shot down. _

About 3:00 p.m. everyone followed Captain Seigling ashore. It was dif-
ferent this time than it had been at Salerno, and we didn't have to wade very
far. The Seabees had built a ramp for the vehicles, leading from the ship to
the beach. On shore, we marched to a wooded assembly area and dug in.
The planes paid us a few more visits that day, but caused no damage.

The next day, after everyone had done elaborate work on their foxholes,
we received the word to move out. After a wild night ride, going every direc-
tion but the correct one, we arrived at the crossroads near the grainery. Here
we unloaded and moved forward, p'ulling our carts behind us. That's where
we set up on both sides of the road near the farmhouse. We didn't get many
rounds off before we were out of range. Out of range or not, we had to spend
another night at that position. Everyone bedded down around a large hay-
stack, and about two o’clock in the morning some were startled to hear John
Flanagan calling for help. A few of the light sleepers ran around to his side
of the haystack, and found that his section had caved in and half the com-
pany was slowly smothering. A pitch fork could not be used, (who knew
what would come up on the other end?) so the hay was removed by hand.
After working frantically for several minutes, the bodies were recovered. No
casualties, and half of them were still asleep. _

The following morning, we moved to a railroad bed. Here we spent two
days and did some very effective firing. After two days, we were once more
out of range and moved to the celebrated Mussolini Canal. We weren't at
this position three hours, when things started happening. First, three prisoners
were taken from the ditch behind our guns. Milt Fichtenbaum returned to the
company after an absence of six months. Henry Eve located a house across
the road (later the famed Podere 647 — sister to Ferrucci’s Castle), rounded
up all the chickens in the neighborhood, and locked them in a room. This
went well until a reserve infantry company moved near the house and cleaned
him out. It was at this position that Lt. Baker found the 25 gallon jug of wine
and set it up with the guns.

In case you've forgotten, we stayed here a week and on the last Saturday
night in January 1944 there was to be an attack: naturally, to come off at
midnight. We moved out at 10:00 p.m. this time with jeeps. We advanced a
mile; then stopped and waited, while the Rangers and elements of the 3rd
Division passed us. We waited and waited and nothing happened. Suddenly,
as we stood on the road, a ship exploded in the harbor and midnight became
noon. It was then that we knew we were in for a time. Bullets started kicking
sparks along the road and everyone fell in the ditches along the side. Nat-
urally, everyone dug in after this. As we dug, the bullets whined overhead
and everyone dug deeper. After four hours of sweating it out, it steod to
reason that sooner or later dawn would come, and in daylight we wouldn't
have a chance. At 5:00 a.m., just as the sun was attempting to rise, we heard
those happy words, “'A’ Company, on the road and back.” There we were,
on the road, muddy and tired, moving back to the Mussolini Canal and trying
to appear casual and unconcerned; while way down deep everyone was
whispering a silent prayer of thanks.

On this same night, part of the outfit moved forward from the Canal. They
were forced off the road and had to travel cross-country to reach their
destination. This was known as the rabbit farm. Reaching the farm, this section
discovered that they were 200 yards from a fire-fight being staged by Jerry
and the forward companies of an infantry battalion. They were pinned down
for eight hours, and finally moved to the rear a short way and set up the
mortars. At dawn the next morning, numerous smoke shells were fired at
enemy-held sirongholds, pointing them out for our artillery.

When we returned to Mussolini Canal it was like coming home. Here we
set the mortars up and zeroed in on defensive targets.
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A few days later we were ordered to move forward again. Off we went
that evening to an open field. Here we carried the mortars and ammunition
in, and set them in a drainage ditch. We dug in, and by dawn everything
was complete. The ground was poor here, but luckily we weren't called upon
to fire. Also we could be thankful that the weather was poor, making it diffi-
cult to observe us. In this open field we remained a week; on a rainy night
we were called back. Everyone was happy, for the position was very poor.
Back to the Mussolini Canal once more; only to hear that same night that we
were to move forward to the Dairy, a group of buildings just behind our old
position and on the other side of the road. It was still raining as we piled
back into our jeeps and moved off.

As we drove into our new position, it was none too cheery in the dark
night. The mortars were set up, and everyone dug in behind the buildings.
As time went on the foxholes improved. Roofs were added, and many were
lined with cast off sheets, to keep the dirt from trickling down upon the oc-
cupants. It was here that we were to be the second line of defense and play
a great part in warding off the many counter-attacks that were to come our
way. After five days of waiting patiently for the much publicized drive to
push us to the sea, we decided to operate with four-man gun crews. The re-
mainder of each squad was sent a short way to the rear and formed an un-
official third line of defense.

The Dairy turned out to be quite a place, a war within a war, and even
won recognition in Ernie Pyle's column. Constant shelling was the main at-
traction at this cluster of buildings. At noon, on March 1st, Hugh Goggins and
Bob Guthrie were killed in one of these barrages. The Dairy continued to
receive a solid pasting every day, and at one time received a barrage of
screaming meemies every fifteen minutes for eighteen hours.

Lt. D’Amore, with the assistance of McAndrew and Pritchard, operated an
OP up the road known as “Femina Morta” (Dead Women's Curve). It was in
a group of buildings known as “88 Alley”. Our tanks would come out from
between them every once in awhile and bang away at Jerry. Naturally, there
would be return fire. Slowly but surely the OP was crumbling away. Early
in March, on a moonlight night, a counter-attack was launched, with tanks
playing a prominent part. A strong barrage was laid down everywhere, in-
cluding the OP. The observers were forced to crawl outside in the rubble and
direct fire. Following their directions, an effective barrage was delivered,
slowing five of the enemy tanks enough so that they could be knocked out
by our TDs.

Early in April, a truckload of ammo received a direct hit in the court-
yard. Several men were wounded, and for their quick work, Bob Fehl, Mc-
Andrew, Rezac and Fenwick were awarded the Silver Star. The Dairy was
too hot by this time, so we moved several hundred yards to the rear. All
guns were dug in behind houses on both sides of the road. It was here that
everyone saved the rice from the 10-in-1s to give to the Hawdaiians from the
100th Infantry Battalion.

Now let us consider the men at the unofficial 3rd line of defense. Here
life had become a frifle more pleasant. Rather than live in foxholes on the
Mussolini Canal, while it rained, everyone moved into two houses, the famed
Podere 647 and Ferrucci’s Castle. Casino games were the main diversion.
Sand bags were filled here and sent to the Dairy, and the walls of the two
famous houses were also lined. Several days a week, both houses sent rep-
resentatives to the rear. Their purpose was to visit the QM dumps and hos-
pitals and round up all the food they could carry. This was indeed a change
from the “C" rations we had been receiving.

At these positions, we were relieved by “D" Company; to take ten days
in the Battalion rest area. Showers, clean clothes, hot food and the opportunity
to move about unobserved were ours. All this and our first beer ration. Here
we received several replacements fresh from the States. The beer was made in
Naples and didn't appeal to them, but any kind of beer, for the first time in
a year, tasted good to us and was welcomed with open arms. After ten days,
we returned to new gun positions; taking over “B” company’s location. The
quarry was fine, but up the road about 500 yards things were different; just
dug in behind a slight slope. This was the section of Campo Morto and the
Purple Path, both having won recognition with Ernie Pyle. Here many rounds
were fired, but not for long. Orders came to leave the quarry and move to a
different sector and prepare to give grand-scale support to the coming attack.



The guns were moved next to an outpost, and set in a ditch. Here 2000
rounds were delivered to us and we all sat around waiting. Artillery had
been firing continually for three weeks. In our ditch were litter bearers, aid
men, rifle men and engineers. The mortars were dug in and ammunition
prepared. On May 23, 1944, after four months of sitting tight, we pushed off.
Over 3000 rounds were fired by our guns alone, and the race was on.

THE PUSH TO ROME

Well, Mac, it was on May 23, 1944 that the push began. You mus_t stilll re-
member; firing continually, the tanks rumbling by in a never ending line,
and Infantry waiting for the word. Everything came off successtully, and one
‘by one the other outfits moved from our big ditch, the engineers, medics;
and on the 24th we were out of range, preparing to leave. Finally, we too

" teed off and the race was officially on.

As we made our first move from our final position on Anzio, we all heaved
a sigh of relief. While preparing for the push, there had been a feeling of
excitement and expectancy among us. Now the moment had arrived, and no
one left with regrets. Al

In a mad attempt to keep up with the Infantry, we raced cross-country.
It's remarkable that anyone could walk as fast as the Infantry, whose advance
towards Rome was increasing in rapidity. Our . first fair-sized town, after
passing the remains of Cisterna, was Cori. There wasn't too much to look at
here. It had received numerous shellings from the big guns of the Navy.
While driving through this wrecked city, you must have a recollection of the
accidental bombing. Evidently we had moved too fast, for our own planes
swooped down and bombed our column, only a dozen or so vehicles ahead
of our own convoy. Racing along, souvenirs were collected eagerly; helmets,
medals, insignias, pistols, etc. Barrels of wine were unearthed and distributed.
Everyone was flush with victory.

The drive was halted momentarily at Velletri; a little more high ground
needed to be taken. Here, we were again reminded that there was still a
war going on. The mortars were set up and fired. Strong counter-battery
fire was received, and we were checked for a few days. Finally, the high
ground was taken and off we dashed. Racing along the road, trying to keep
up with the Infantry, was indeed a headache. Once right behind them, and
then twenty miles away. Eventually, we assembled with practically the entire
Third Division at a large farm a few miles from Rome. Everything was there;
observation planes, artillery, tanks and Infantry. After a few hours to re-
organize and eat, we pushed off for the Big City.

On June 4, 1944, in we went. What a reception; people throwing flowers
and offering drinks, and young girls in light colored dresses. Though they
weren't American beauties, they were indeed a welcome change from farm
girls and no girls at all. A soldier without flowers stuck all over him, or a
jeep without two or three excited civilians, looked out of place. Weary In-
fantry sitting along the side of the road, surrounded by jabbering civilians,
were too tired to move. June 4th was a Roman holiday, created to provide
a Royal welcome for the 5th Army.

Through the city we drove, cheered on by liberated Romans. At the out-
skirts we halted; time for an overdue rest, and the beginning of five wild
weeks. Here, Mac, we slept opposite modern apartments and made new
friends. Many of these friendships were to be carried on through our stay
in the Italian Capitol. Naturally, everyone dashed off to look the place over.
Here the Albergo Dragoni came into its own; a clean room, soft bed and
sheets for a small fee. Sleeping in a bed was, indeed, a novelty second to
none. Sarti’s Cognac was plentiful for the first few weeks, and prices were
moderate.

From the streets of Rome, we moved to an area a stone’s throw from the
Tiber River. A training schedule was introduced, which consisted mostly of
calisthenics. The Fifth Army Rest Center was opened, with movies, swimming,
dancing and the Snack Bar; we were daily visitors. Trips to the movies every
evening and two company parties, made this a rest to be remembered. Nat-
urally, all good things must come to an end, and after five weeks the news
arrived that we were alerted. These gloomy words were received with a

great deal of muttering under the breath, but on July 8, 1944 we packed up and 43
once more “hit the road”.
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NORTH FROM ROME THROUGH THE GOTHIC LINE

Yeah, Mac, the Rome rest was brought to a close, and once more we were
going to be “on the line”. All night our convoy sped up the coast road, high-
way #1. Everyone was feeling good when we left, but the long night ride
chilled our feelings. Reaching our destination, we were attached to the 88th
Infantry Division, just another outfit to add to our long list of units supported.
Here with the 88th we fired continually, mostly harassing missions, and it
looked like a half-hearted attempt to fight the war. Three weeks was the
time we spent with them, and then we were called back to our Battalion area.

From Battalion area we moved to the famed San Giorgio. That was the
fown just before the Arno River, to the right of Pisa. Here, in support of an
ack-ack Battalion converted into infantry, guns were set up right in town and
a good time was had by all. Eggs every morning, tomatoes fresh from the
garden, and wine everytime we turned around. The people were glad to see
us, and offered us rooms in their houses and the use of their beds. Here the
ack-ack Battalion sent their own men to be instructed in the use of the 4.2"
mortar, and everyone was wearing sweaters and socks from the Fascist-con-
trolled mill. All went well here for two or three weeks, but good things must
come to an end; so we were called back to the Battalion area again.

Back at Battalion, we received the long-awaited shoulder patches which
announced to everyone that we weren't an ordinary Fifth Army unit, but
special front-line troops.

From Battalion area we cruised to Volterra, where everyone set to buying
alabaster decorations, ash trays, book ends, flower pots and door knobs.
These were sent home from here, many arriving in sections. We were with the
88th Division here. They gave us a Commendation for the good work we did,
and many of us received our first pair of combat shoes. From the 88th we
went to the 85th. Here we attended a large memorial service, and medals
for heroic deeds were distributed to members of the Company.

Next we went to the 34th Infantry Division, old friends from Anzio, and
for two weeks we were inactive with them. The area we stayed at may
be remembered as Bruna’s. She was one of the girls that did our laundry.
Here we also received all the extra beer. We drew from Division and Batta-
lion; a double ration. This went well until Battalion caught up with us and
made us split. An Army orchestra came to serenade us; all in all we lived
like kings, basking in the sun.

Suddenly all this came to an end, and we were reminded of the horrors
of war again; mainly, rain, no sleep, and cold food. Florence had been taken,
and early in September we moved out with the 34th Division. Moving to the
other side of the city, we lived in a settlement of English and American-
owned homes for a few days. The houses, if you recall, were very elaborate
for Italy and were just like an American home should be. This short vacation
was ended by the dull words, "“roll up,” and again we moved out in the rain.
This was the beginning of the long, cold, wet drive up Highway #65, through
the Gothic Line.

Driving up 65 with the 34th was no picnic. We didn't move fast and it
rained continually. The roads were poor and our transportation scarce. All
through September we moved with them, very rarely finding a house to live
in. Remember moving up and down the side of a mountain four or five times,
building the roads as we went, or digging in and huddling up to the side of
the hole to keep dry; moving into the barn with the family of Italians and the
wounded cow? The rainy months in Italy were, indeed, the toughest.

All through September it rained, and October didn't change things a bit.
Things even got worse. Moving into a position called Munzuno — a large
house on the crest of « hill — we received the greatest shock possible. Red
Munnings was killed by a defective shell, on October 9, 1944. Ed Camp got
it the same day, and J. V. Ellis was wounded. Morale was pretty low after
this accident, and everyone was glad to leave this position.

From Munzuno we jumped from position to position, still with the 34th.
This carried us practically through the Gothic Line, and eventually we wound
up in the last position of this session, known as the “Bowl".

The “Bowl"” was a position a mile or so to the right of Highway #65.
The day we entered, the small dirt road was in fair condition, but incessant
rains changed it to a medium-sized stream. The road was then impassable,
and all vehicles were stranded. That's where the mulepack came into its own,



and we labored day and night with twenty mules. Remember plowing through
the mud, floundering dizzily as you guided the Italian teamsters that hauled
our ammunition and rations? At this time, rumors of relief were strong and
finally on November 1, 1944 we were officially relieved. As we piled onto
trucks to drive to the Company rear, it continued to rain. We stayed overnight
there and rode south with the rain still pouring down. We were on our way
to a rest area, and we were certainly going to make a wet entrance.

Driving all day, we arrived late in the afternoon at Montecatini, an Italian
health resort, famed for its sulphur baths. Living in a large building, away
from the rain and mud, was seventh heaven. Hot showers and a change of
clothes were just two of the many luxuries we enjoyed. After all equipment
was checked, everyone set out to see the town. Movies were numerous, and
the Red Cross was visited by all. Ten days was the allotted time in this
health center, and our time went much too fast. From Montecatini we moved a
few miles south of Florence, just in time to celebrate Thanksgiving. Naturally,
there was a short training schedule, but there were many passes and the city
was given a good going over. Thanksgiving rolled around, and a restaurant

was rented in Florence. An elaborate meal was served, and the setting was.

just the opposite of the preceding Thanksgiving. All the things that go with
a rest period were enjoyed until early in December, when once more we were
alerted.

FUTA PASS TO THE PO VALLEY

Finally, on December 5th, we moved out once more, up Highway 65 to
a tent assembly area in Futa Pass. The weather was poor, snow or rain came
down continually. Forward, pits were dug and the guns set up. Skeleton crews
remained at the position, just in case, while the remainder of the Company
enjoyed daily passes to Florence. Christmas rolled around and another holiday
meal was devoured; this time in the heart of the Futa Pass on a cold, bleak
day. A few half-hearted attempts were made to decorate the area in true
Yuletide style, but who could be normal in days like that.

Christmas had hardly passed, when we received the order to move. All
the plans we had made were cancelled. This move was greeted with a great
deal of grumbling and everyone thought we were getting a dirty deal. On
the 27th we rolled away, not knowing where we were going. Remember the
surprise we got when we drove up Highway #1, the coastal road; along the
seashore and past Viareggio to the small town of Forte-di-Marmi. The Italian
Riviera was to be our gun position. What a break! The guns were set up in
back yards and gun crews lived in houses. Hot meals were brought up every
day, and life was very comfortable. In this area, we fired harassing missions
and prepared to support the crossing of the Cinquale Canal. For six joyous
weeks we operated in this sector; it was heaven. Continual sunshine was
enjoyed, the roads were good, and except for one instance, enemy artillery
fire was very light. Movies were shown twice a day, and twice a week there
was a dance. All in all, conditions were ideal.

In the middle of February, we received our orders to move away from
the seashore and into the mountains. With a great deal of grumbling, we
loaded the vehicles and took off. We rode cross-country for a few hours, then
south and cross-country again. Finally, we turned north, drove for a few hours
more and were back in the mountains. Highway 64 was the road we used,
and as it wound and unwound among the snowy hills the weather became
bitter. At Poretta, a large shelltorn town, we stopped to assemble.
Getting organized and fed took quite awhile; so it wasn't until the next eve-
ning that we moved into position.

The snow was too deep for a jeep, so we moved in with Weasels. Painted
white, they were a small tracked-vehicle that moved over the snow instead
of through it. When we reached the position, all that could be seen was snow.
In this snow, the guns were set up and foxholes dug. From this crude position
not a round was fired, and in a few days we moved to a more comfortable
location, not more than half a mile away. Here we came in contact with the
newest division in Italy, the 10th Mountain. Two days after we were attached
to them, they jumped qff to take Riva Ridge and Mount Belvedere. This small
attack was easier than anticipated and very few casualties were suffered.

This gun position was known as Vidiciateco, the name of a small town
a few miles in the rear. For ten weeks we stayed here. The guns were dis-
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persed, dug in, and houses were abundant; there was one for every squad.
Eggs were numerous, as were potatoes, therefore, many good meals were
served as a pleasant change from the same dull rations. In these houses,
dances were held three nights a week. Everyone crowded into a small room
and danced to the music of the finest little band in Italy, the String Group of
Vidiciateco. Two mandolins and an accordian. :

In this sector, our OP was established; just a short walk and you were
there. A six-hour climb up a mountain and a twenty-minute ride on a Tram
car brought you to the OP; for twenty minutes you hung 4500 feet off the
ground.

Life in this gun position was enjoyable and healthy. Hardly any enemy
artillery, plenty of sunshine, and as time went on we waiched winter change
to spring. The snow melted and disappeared; the green grass began to grow.
For the time we spent there everything was’ perfect, with one exception, Early
in March, we had our first casualties for this position. Two men were killed
and several wounded, among the wounded was McAndrews. This was caused
by a faulty shell. All men were evacuated to the hospital in Pistoia, and
every day five or six of the gun crew would ride back to see them.

After the initial assault, when Riva and Belvedere became ours, everyone
went back on the defensjve. Therefore, for the period that followed, we fired
numerous harassing missions. The Brazilian Expeditionary Force relieved the
10th Mountain and the sun continued to melt the snow. As time
went on, the weather became more pleasant; no more rain or snow, and a
few more hours of sunlight. Therefore, with all these favorable conditions,
common sense said that soon we would move, and move we did.

Early in April, we waved farewell to the farmers of Vidiciateco and moved
to the right of Mount Belvedere, in support of the Brazilian Expeditionary
Force. Here, behind a small hill, the guns were dug-in and elaborate foxholes
prepared. An OP was established and the Mortars zeroed in. For three days
harassing missions were fired, and for three days the date of the attack was
postponed. Finally, H-Hour came around, and for 12 hours we laid a smoke
screen for the Brazilian Infantry. For a while everything was uncertain; every
hour brought a new rumor, “Objective taken”, “Objective not taken”, and
heavy casualties resulted. The advance was slow for two days; then suddenly,
like water bursting from a paper bag, we eased out of the mountains and
tumbled into the lap of the Po Valley.

The Po Valley was the promised land. For 18 months everyone had been
hearing about it; flat land, good roads, and no mountains were the attractive
points. Once in the valley, opposition ceased, and day and night we rode
cross-country. As we moved north, the once-powerful German Army col-
lapsed before us. In defeat, they were anything but happy. Entire units sur-
rendered. There were so many that they came in unescorted, bringing all
their equipment. - :

This rapid advance brought disorder to the unit, and near beautiful Lake
Garda we stopped to reorganize. A large house on the edge of the lake was
to be our resting place for a day or two. Suddenly, the war crumbled be-
neath us. On May 2nd, V. I. Day was announced, and on the 8th of May
came V. E. Day; nothing spectacular, and not the least bit the way everyone
thought and dreamed it would end. No flags, no hands, no speeches, no final
shot; it just stopped as if a radio had been turned off after playing for five
years. There were no wild celebrations or big parties. More than anything,
it was a solemn moment; we all thought of the friends who didn’t make it,but
gave everything so that the going would be a little easier for the rest of us.



COMBAT HISTORY OF COMPANY “B”

(Sgt. Dean O. Haley)

(SALERNO—September 9, 1943 to September 18, 1943)

On the moring of September 11, 1943, the Liberty Ships BUSHROD WASH-
INGTON AND DANIEL WEBSTER arrived off the Salerno Beaches carrying
Company B to engagement in the Italian Campaign. Early in the morning the
hills south of the beaches had come in view and before noon the anchor
dronped "off the battlefield”. During the day the company enjoyed the ques-
tionable privilege of being a prime target while awaiting its turn to land.
Corporal Lefler, a self-styled expert who had aspirations for the air corps,
called the attention of bystanders to a flight of “P-38s"” just as they decided
to become Focke-Wolfe 189s and dive on the cruiser SAVANNAH. The result-
ing commotion did much to cover Lefler's confusion. A well-laid egg pointed
the SAVANNAH'S front turret to the sky as the ship keeled over and became
very sick. Sister cruisers, destroyers, corvettes and minesweepers boiled past
with all of their dual-purpose armament pointed at the sky and barking with
the vehemence found only in antiaircraft artillery which has sniffed an en-
emy plane. Big, small and intermediate boats rushed to the stricken vessel to
offer assistance. Transports left the area as if burned by poison waters. With
the passing hours however, it became apparent, even to a land lubber bound
for the wars, that the cruiser would live. The harbor returned to normal and
Lefler resumed his watch for “P-38s".

Interest was naturally focussed on the beach and the plain behind it.
The battle being fought there was soon to become a part of the life of nearly
every man on board the ship. Rumors made the rounds. The battle was being
won and lost in the same breath. The first men aboard from the beaches
brought garbled stories of the tremendous “"D” day fight of the 36th Infantry
Division but few took much stock in them. On the 11th of September the sand
of the beaches was in little danger of erupting from the force of anything but
aerial bombs, and the optimism of the American soldier not in the fight
would accept no compromises with success for the beachhead.

The first men of the company started over the ship's rail just before
sundown. They set the scheme of things by leaving the vessel to the tune of
an air raid. The remainder following during the evening, could never quite
be sure whether a boat or green water would be at the bottom of the landing
net. The landing craft all left the vicinity of large vessels rapidly when an
air alert was sounded. This resulted in more than one GI being left suspended
in mid-air, praying to the mercy of the wind and the waves while another
aerial raiding party was discouraged. The fate of Sergeant March differed
somewhat from the normal. He suffered not from an air raid but from an in-
experienced and greatly excited boat operator who chose the moment he was
ready to board his craft to shear away from the ship. March, an ‘03 rifle
and a fifty pound pack were left dangling within reach of the charging mon-
ster, while March's wrists became weaker and weaker. Quick action by a
couple of boys, who shed their packs and went over the side on the double,
averted tragedy.

The company was supposed to land on Green Beach from where it could
move directly inland to an assembly area assigned to the battalion, across
the road from the Temple of Neptune. The first load from the DANIEL WEB-
STER landed at the appointed place, but could find no one who had the
slightest idea where the outfit was located. (The battalion arqa was almost
within sight of the water's edge). Taking the bull by the horns, the little
party started inland and stumbled over a sign put up by advanced elements
which had come ashore during the latter part of “D” Day. Those who fol-
lowed were not so lucky. The bulk of the men from the DANIEL WEBSTER
had to plow through streams and over stone walls and brier paiches to get
home, when they were landed too far south on Yellow Beach. Those from
the BUSHROD WASHINGTON landed far to the north and did not close with
the battalion until after a ten mile hike the next day.

The drivers and motor pool personnel came off of the boats one or two at
a time and raced through “dewaterproofing” to get away from the beach,
with its air raids, as soon as possible. Each driver then had to find the as-
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sembly area by himself with only the minimum directions that could be given
by the mechanics, who had never been there themselves.

By noon on the twelfth, the personnel of the company had been untangled
from the maze of am invasion-army service area and began to reassume the
semblance of an outfit. There remained, however, the job of locating equip-
ment. The drivers had each come ashore with his own vehicle and so brought
it to the battalion motor pool, but the trailers came from the ships in whatever
space was available. If pulled off of the landing barges by a vehicle from
another organization they were dropped in the beach area and left to the
mercy of the army. Members of the lunatic fringe added to the confusion by

“appropriating a, trailer now and then, when the right one could not be found.

The company, new to invasion, searched for days before it gave its last
trailers up for lost.

During the first day on shore the company remained in the original as-
sembly ‘area. Not much news or rumor from the front reached it, because
the battalion was still very self-contained, with only a few persons making
outside contacts at supply dumps. Those searching for equipment were as-
sociating with people whose attention was directed toward the sea rather
than the land. Later in the day there was some speculation about the in-
creasing rumble of artillery but no one connected the difference to the idea of
difficulties ahead.

On the thirteenth, the battalion left Paestum and moved north to an area
near where the engineers were sweating an airstrip into usability. The word
was given that there would be two or three days in which to get organized.
The battalion had come to Salerno attached to the 36th Infantry Division.
Many understood that its first mission would be in a drive southward toward
the British Eighth Army coming up the peninsula. The original schedule called
for arrival at the beachhead on “D” plus two. Arriving on that day “B” Com-
pany found itself shoved aside, while material loaded in the holds below it
was dug out and sent ashore. Action being imminent, the company made
such preparations as were possible and awaited further developments. All
during the afternoon the search for equipment continued, while Captain Butts
made his first business reconnaissance. Finally, in the early evening, instruc-
tions were received. The move would come about midnight, but in the mean-
while, a work party would go forward to prepare a roadway into the selected
position. The work party left, and the remainder of the company settled down
to wait. Suddenly the work party was back, except for Private First Class
Lang and Private Conway, who had been left by mistake. Plans were changed.
The company was to move into position within walking distance of its pres-
ent area. In the middle of confused preparations for a new approach march,
a final change sent officers into the night to hope for a position. The company
was now thoroughly aroused to the fact that all was not well.

At four-thirty on the morning of the fourteenth of September the company
was on its way to combat. It moved north along the main highway to the
Sele River; then eastward on the road to Albanella to a point near its junction
with the road coming south from Persano. Here it detrucked and hauled its
morta