THE

http://14thad.org/

LIBERATOR

VOL. 54 NO. 1

Official Publication of the

14th Armored Division Association

SPRING 2020

Message from our President
ROY ROBERTS

Here it is, time again for the An-
nual 14th Armored Division Asso-
ciation Reunion which will be held
again in Springfield, Illinois, in Sep-
tember. I happened to be President
in 2007, when our reunion was first
held in Springfield. Of course we
will be wondering if there possibly
might not be future reunions. First,
because of the Coronavirus, and
secondly, because there were only
four veterans who attended last
September in Bloomington, Illinois.
Our President, Larry Miller, was
too ill to attend, has since passed
on. The four who came were Chuck
Hurl, Robert McKeague, Stanley
Goldman, and me. How many
will be able to come in the future
is questionable. We encourage as
many other members of the 14th
Armored Division who are able to
please join us and enjoy the fellow-
ship that we have always had.

JOIN US IN SPRINGFIELD, IL
HAMPTON INN - SPRINGFIELD

We're returning to Springfield,
Illinois in September! Our 56th
Annual 14th Armored Division As-
sociation Reunion remains in the
Midwest, as determined at our 2019
reunion in Bloomington-Normal.
Our reunion dates are September
10-13, 2020, and we'll be staying at
the Hampton Inn in Springfield.
Generous guest services include
free weekday newspapers, safety
deposit boxes, coin laundry, indoor
pool and hot tub, fitness room,
in-room and lobby Wifi, 2 queen-
bed rooms, and 1 king-bed acces-
sible rooms. Our first floor meet-
ing room, just off the large lobby,
will serve as our hospitality room,
meeting room, and dining room.
Free hot breakfast buffet is avail-

able each morning!

We're looking forward to
showing you the sights of historic
Springfield. Abraham Lincoln re-
sided, practiced law, married, en-
tered politics, and was buried in
Springfield. The Abraham Lincoln
Presidential Museum & Library is
touted as the greatest presidential
site in America. The Dana-Thomas
Home, designed by Frank Lloyd
Wright, is outstanding.

More information is coming in
your July Liberator!

NOTE: We will contact you in
July regarding the final status of
this reunion, dependent upon the
well-being of our country and the
attendance of veterans.

55th Annual 14th AD Reunion in
BLOOMINGTON-NORMAL, IL

In the blink of an eye, we were cel-
ebrating our 55th reunion last Septem-
ber 2019. The years move on, our vet-
erans are older, families are busy with
vacations and school. Our gathering
last year was smaller, but we had won-
derful times with each other as well as
out and about. As always, veterans

spent hours talking and remembering.
We gathered at the Courtyard by
Marriott in Bloomington, IL. The lobby
was welcoming, with a variety of tables
and seating, television, and restaurant,
all just across the hall from our Hospi-
tality / Meeting / Dining Room! Ac-
cessible rooms for veterans were con-
(Continued on page 3)

56th NATIONAL REUNION

SPRINGFIELD, IL - September 10-13, 2020




FROM THE LADIES
AUXILIARY PRESIDENT

GAYLE SIEWERT
Greetings to one and all!

The 55th National reunion is
now in our past, and we had a won-
derful time! The 56th is ahead of us
in Springfield, IL, September 10-13.
More information will be coming
this summer.

We will be keeping the hospitali-
ty room going, so please don’t forget
to bring along some treats to share
and raffle prizes. Raffle ticket mon-
ey is returned to the 14th Armored
Division to support The Liberator
newsletters and reunions.

You may still call or write me
if you have any news to share. Re-
member we are always looking for
donations to help support the Asso-
ciation. Any money donations can
be sent to Ann Chelette.

Many thanks to all the great
people that keep this all going. We
couldn’t do it without your help,
support and time. My wishes for
good health to all, sympathies to
those who have lost loved ones, and
best wishes to all who have upcom-
ing birthdays and anniversaries.

Looking forward to seeing you
all in September!

Sincerely,
Gayle Siewert
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Past President Larry Miller Dies

We are saddened to learn of the
recent death of Larry Miller. Larry
loved the 14th Armored Division
and our reunions, never missing a
tour or event. He was often accom-
panied by his friend Tom Boyd or
his son Rusty Miller.

Larry eagerly accepted the of-
fice of Vice President in 2016. Upon
the sudden passing of President
Merlin McAllister prior to our 2016

reunion, Larry stepped up to com-
plete Merlin’s term as well as his
own in 2017. The following year, at
the age of 95, he drove alone to the
Bloomington IL reunion and volun-
teered to step back in as Vice Presi-
dent for 2019. Sadly, he became ill
before our 2019 reunion and moved
to the VA Home in Oklahoma to be
near his children.




Bloomington Reunion...
(continued from page 1)

veniently on the first floor. Families
enjoyed the work-out room and pool.

The 14th A.D. Assoc. Board, con-
sisting of the four veterans present,
met to discuss the status of our asso-
ciation, membership, Liberator, and
reunions. Vice President Roy Roberts
agreed to lead the current reunion, as
well as to be sworn in as President at
our Banquet. Further reunions will be
held if and when there is interest and
participation. At this time we plan to
conduct the 56th Reunion in Spring-
field, IL, September 10-13, 2020. We
also plan to continue sending Libera-
tors (with some regularity) beyond the
final reunion, with the support of con-
tributions.

We packed in activities and
free time, galore! Miniature Golf at
Chuck’s Caddy Shop was lots of fun!

Big winners and big losers enjoyed
the afternoon just the same! We en-
joyed the Mackinaw Vinyard and
Winery with its lovely grounds, acres
of Prairie Home and Gem & Mineral
Museum with their wonderful young
guide. Merlot and a Masterpiece was
a downtown artists’ studio where we
were instructed in painting our own
“Picassos”!  Included are pictures of
some of the good times experienced at
our Bloomington Reunion.

The annual Memorial Service
Saturday morning was a quiet time
of remembering. Richard Walker of
Waukegan read the words of General
Douglas MacArthur found on another
page. Ladies attached poppies to our
wreath for 42 veterans whose pass-
ings had been reported since our last
reunion.

Our 55th  Association Banquet
was a warm gathering! We feasted on
shrimp cocktail and appetizers, Roast-
ed Chicken and Swiss Steak buffet, and

assorted desserts. Vice President Roy
Roberts, Secretary-Treasurer Ann Che-
lette, and Support Auxiliary President
Gayle Siewert were installed. Raffle
items were on display, and tickets
drawn for the lucky winners —and vol-
unteers! A talented young pianist from
the area provided after-dinner music
from the past fifty years that was en-
joyed by all.

The Sunday morning Worship Ser-
vice concluded our reunion. We spoke
and discussed the words to the 1831
hymn, My Country Tis of Thee. As al-
ways, the service concluded with the
Irish Blessing:

May the road rise to meet you.

May the wind be always at your
back.

May the sun shine warm upon your
face,

The rains fall soft upon your fields,

And until we meet again,

May God hold you in the palm of His
hand.

It's a tiny act that means much more
than people seem to realize. On Fridays,
civilians back home wear an article of
red clothing — a shirt, a tie, anything
— as a reminder to all to Remember
Everyone Deployed. These Fridays be-
came known as R.E.D. Friday.

Today, you'll see this tradition hon-
ored by most AAFES workers, military
family members, and supporters of the
troops, but it actually got its start about
a dozen years ago. Let's talk about how
this patriotic way of showing your sup-
port for the troops that are in harm's
way got started and why it's an impor-
tant movement.

There are actually two competing
origin stories of this unofficial trend.
The first says it all began in 2005 with a
specific email that recipients were sup-
posed to forward to others.

That email had a very polite snip-
pet in it for a good cause:

If every one of our members shares
this with other acquaintances, fellow
workers, friends, and neighbors, I
guarantee that it will not be long before
the USA will be covered in RED — and
make our troops know there are many
people thinking of their well-being.
You will feel better all day Friday when
you wear RED!

Now, there's no telling if this chain
email tactic is really what got people
wearing red on Fridays, but if it was,
it has to be one of the only times that

WE ARE THE MIGHTY
By Eric Milzarski

people actually read one of those chain
emails.

In March, 2006, another more-tan-
gible movement began in Canada that
implored subscribers to wear red to
support the troops who are deployed.
Now, there's no telling if this movement
got its start from the previously-men-
tioned email chain, but they do credit it
as being an "American initiative."

Military spouses Lisa Miller and
Karen Boier organized an event and
rallied many of their fellow Canadi-
ans to show up wearing red. While the
"RED" is the color that fits the acronym,
it also happens to work perfectly with
the Canadian flag.

These events gathered steam and
grew continuously until, eventually,
its reach extended all the way up to
the Canadian Prime Minister, Stephen
Harper. On Sept 23rd, 2006, Harper
led a rally of thousands in a show of
solidarity for the Canadian soldiers

deployed to Afghanistan as part of the
Global War on Terrorism.

RED Fridays seem to wax and
wane in terms of popularity among ci-
vilians, but the core of the movement
is important: to Remember Everyone
Deployed. The Global War on Terror-
ism is now officially older than troops
eligible to enlist and serve in that same
war — it's important to remember that
we've still got men and women out
there fighting for us.

It's not hard to show your sup-
port for the troops: Simply pick some-
thing red from your wardrobe and be
ready to wear it on Friday, volunteer
your time organizing care packages for
troops who still need essential items, or
write a deployed troop. I know from
personal experience that every letter I
received was a boost to morale that I
happily honored with a reply. Simple
gestures go a long way.

Remember everyone deployed.
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* Thomas Boyd, 19 Inf Co A,
B, died at age 101 on Septem-
ber 17, 2019, in Evansville IN;
retired from U.S. Post Office;
worked at Evansville Regional
Airport, and enjoyed golf and
his afternoon group at McDon-
alds; survived by son, grand-
son, companion.

* Vernon Brown, Jr, 501 Arty,
HQ Battery, died at age 96 on
July 29, 2019, in Greenwich, CT;
following discharge, graduated
from Yale and took seat on NY
Stock Exchange; loved boat-
ing and the outdoors; devoted
to writing war memaoirs, sup-
porting animal causes, and con-
structing Rmodel train layouts;
survived by wife Annette and
family.

* Thurman Curtsinger, 25
TANK, Co C, died at age 66 on
September 7, 1992, in Muskogie
OK; chairman of board of Curt-
singer’s Qil Co, Curtsinger’s
Mall, and development and in-
vestiment properties; survived
by family.

* Drag Dutina, 68 INF Co B,
died at age 90 on April 24, 2016,
in Fremont CA; chemist for
GE; avid Giants fan, involved
in many community organiza-
tions; spent retirement traveling
the world with his wife; always
proud to serve as a Liberator;
survived by family.

Commander, participated in
Battle of the Bulge and libera-
tion of Dachau; suffered mul-
tiple wounds; avoided conven-
tions for many years; survived
by 4 children and grandchil-
dren.

* AW. Kratzke, 25 TANK
HQ Co, died at age 96 on Au-

gust 9, 2019, in Bellevue WA;
in Battle of the Bulge and lib-
eration of Dachau; suffered
multiple wounds; avoided con-
versations about war for many
years; survived by children and
grandchildren.

* Robert Kristopiet, 499
ARTY HQ Bty, died at age 97
on August 13, 2019, in Gilbert
AZ; in 499th, was a ‘human
computer’ working on the tra-
jectory of missiles; retired from
SC Johnson as senior buyer; en-
joyed fishing in WI and lapidary,
creating beautiful jewelry; sur-
vived by Rose Marie, his wife of
70 years, daughters, grandchil-
dren, great-grandchildren.

* Delmos Lamas, 47 TANK,
Co A, died sin September 2018,
in Frisco TX; called “Sad Sack”,
member since 1979.eron

* Fred MacNamara, 94 CAYV,
B Trp, died at age 93 on August
27, 2017, in  Austin, TX; re-
called to active duty as training
instructor during Korean War;
owner and operator of Rend
Lake Chemical Co, avid golfer.

* Willard Mann, 62 INF, Co
C, died at age 94 on October
31, 2018, in Orem, GA; severely
wounded in France on Novem-
ber 22, 1944; retired postmaster;
Church of Christ minister; life-
long member of Disabled Am-
Vets, VFW, American Legion;
survived by daughter, many
nieces and nephews.

* Lawrence Miller, 19 INF
Co C, died at age 97 on January
21, 2020, in Poteau, OK; aircraft
machinist; enjoyed church min-
istry, wood carving, and golf;
dear friend of Tom Boyd who
died 4 months prior; relocated

from Evansville, IN to VA Home
in OK to be near 5 children; for-
mer 14th AD Assoc President.

* Frank Reissner, 25 TANK,
Co C, died in 1987 in Indianap-
olis, IN. Survived by family.

* Donald Runceman, 48
TANK, Serv Co, died at age 86
on December 18, 2011, in Seattle
WA; chemical engineer; avid
hiker, outdoorsman, breeder
and trainer of hunting dogs; af-
ter retirement, became a Wash-
ington wetlands steward, work-
ing with children to resstore
streams for salmon population;
politically active; survived by
daughter and nephews.

* Biagio Rusciolella, 125
ENG, Co B, died at age 93 on
October 17, 2019, in River-
ton, IL; served as Chief of Po-
lice, County Sheriff's deputy,
member of Riverton Fire Dept,
County Highway Department
supervisor, owned Biagio’s Ital-
ian Restaurant, was land sur-
veyor; survived by sons, grand-
children, great-grandchildren,
extended family.

* Kaleel Skeirik, 501 ARTY,
HQ Bty, died at age 102 on Au-
gust 15, 2019, in Richmond VA;
postwar, assisted in establish-
ing new local governments free
from Nazi control; moved to
Washington DC to assist with
the Marshall Plan, focusing on
Luxembourg at the State Dept;
economist at Federal Trade
Commission and Small Busi-
ness Administration; survived
by wife, children, grandchil-
dren.

* Leonard Tarnofsky of the
94th Cav. No further informa-
tion available.
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Living a Focused Life

Have you ever enumerated the
number of decisions you make in the
average day? It is amusing how many
decisions are made by each of us in a
24-hour period. Some are minor deci-
sions, made and often forgotten. In re-
sponse to the wakeup alarm we make
a decision whether to arise from bed
or catch a few more minutes of sleep.
Then follow a series of decisions as to
what to wear. The contents of break-
fast may consist of several decisions:

John A. Burgess
From Spring 2005

THE
CHAPLAIN'’S
COMMENTS

toast or muffin, egg or cereal, milk or
coffee. Meeting the obligations of the
day will require many more decisions.
Some decisions throughout the day
are made without conscious thought.

Other decisions are major and af-
fect a larger portion or even our entire
future life. These may include attend-
ing college, selecting a profession,
marriage, preparing for a specific oc-
cupation, buying a home, settling in a
location for a permandent residentce.
Certainly one of the most vital deci-
sions any one of us must make.

92 YEAR OLD
PREACHER

While watching a little TV on
Sunday instead of going to church, I
watched a church in Atlanta honoring
one of its senior pastors who had been
retired many years. He was 92 at that
time and I wondered why the church
even bothered to ask the old gentleman
to prech at that age. After a warm wel-
come, introduction of this speaker, and
as the applause quieted down, he rose
from his high back chair and walked
slowly, with great effort and a sliding
gait to the podium. Without a note or
written paper of any kind he placed
both hands on the pulpit to steady
himself and then quietly and slowly he
began to speak.

"When I was asked to come here to-
day and talk to you, your pastor asked
me to tell you what was the great-
est lesson ever learned in my 50-odd
years of preaching. I thought about it
for a few days and boiled it down to
just one thing that made the most dif-
ference in my life and sustained me
through all my trials. The one thing
that I could always rely on when tears
and heartbreak and pain and fear and
sorrow paralyzed me...the only thing
that would comfort me was this verse.

"Jesus loves me this [ know. For the
Bible tells me so. Little ones to Him be-

long, We are weak but He is strong...
Yes, Jesus loves me... the Bible tells me
s0."

The old pastor stated, "I always no-
ticed that it was the adults who chose
the children's hymn 'Jesus Loves Me'
(for the children of course) during a
hymn sing, and it was the adults who
sang the loudest because I could see
they knew it the best."

"Here for you now is a Senior ver-
sion of Jesus Loves Me:"

Jesus loves me, this I know, Though
my hair is white as snow, Though my
sight is growing dim, Still He bids me
trust in Him.

Though my steps are oh, so slow,
With my hand in His I'll go, On through
life, let come what may, He'll be there
to lead the way.

When the nights are dark and long,
In my heart He puts a song... Telling
me in words so clear, "Have no fear, for
I am near."

When my work on earth is done,
And life's victories have been won. He
will take me home above, Then I'll un-
derstand His love.

I love Jesus, does He know? Have
I ever told Him so0? Jesus loves to hear
me say, That I love Him every day.

YES, JESUS LOVES ME.
YES, JESUS LOVES ME.
YES, JESUS LOVES ME.
THE BIBLE TELLS ME SO.

DAV Charitable
Service Trust

This article was published in the
Summer 2017 Liberator, but is reprinted
in part for your infomation upon the pass-
ing of Willard Mann.

Several years ago, Willard Mann,
62 INF Co C, found a way to support
his fellow veterans while also creat-
ing a lifetime fixed revenue stream for
himself and a legacy for his daughter.
He has enjoyed the benefits of receiv-
ing fixed payments for life and a chari-
table deduction each time he takes out
a new charitable gift annuity through
the DAV Charitable Service Trust. By
naming his daughter (who is over the
minimum age of 60) as the second an-
nuitant, Mann has ensured his legacy
will continue throughout her lifetime
and beyond, serving the countless
veterans who continue to need and
deserve our support. Mann said he is
proud to leave this legacy as he knows
what it’s like to be a disabled veteran
himself.

If you would like to benefit from
the fixed income payments of a chari-
table gift annuity (CGA) while also
leaving a legacy of hope for your fel-
low veterans, please contact the DAV
Charitable Service Trust Gift Planning
Department today. Call Stephanie
Vorhees at 1-800-216-9802, ext 1.

DONATIONS %% %

Mrs. Marilyn Baney

Esper Esau

William Everling

Terry & Jack Harvey

David Higgins

Chuck Hurl

Mrs. Laverne Klobucar

Robert McKeague

William Mitchell

Mrs. Carma Richens

Ruscilelli family — memory of
father, Biagiao Ruscilelli

James Russell

Gayle Siewert — memory of
family

William Walker
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The Rev. William D. Froeschner

1923 -

1998

by Doug Prindle

Editor's Note: This story is reprinted
in part as a tribute to Bill Froeshner who
served as Chaplain of the 14th Armored
Division Association for a number of
years.

The 14th Armored Division Asso-
ciation lost its chaplain and I lost an
honored friend and wartime comrade
on February 24, 1998 with the death
of the Rev. William D. Froeschner of
Lake Sherwood, MO.

Bill and his wife Shirley were tak-
ing a walk when a heart attack result-
ed in his transport to St. John's Mercy
Hospital in Washington, MO., where
death came unexpectedly.

It was after the Battle of Hatten
and Rittershoffen that Bill became my
platoon sergeant. That terrible battle
saw our Troop A of the 94th Recon
lose all except one commissioned of-
ficer and most of our noncoms.

But that was not the first time
Troop A had been committed as in-
fantry. Bill was a corporal when Lt.
Arnold (Bliss) Blakeslee announced
one morning we were ordered to take
Gambsheim.

It was overcast, barely daylight
when our men moved out. The en-
emy laid in mortar fire. Sgt. Michael
Kimko fell, and before he died, called
out, "Take over, Bill!" Years later, Bill
Froeschner remarked, "I was just a
corporal!"

Our men were pinned down in a
ditch, feet soaking in the cold creek
water, but when they saw fighter
aircraft overhead, they waved and
shouted welcome. The men stopped
waving, though, when the strafing be-

gan. The Luftwaffe still owned some
of the skies. The planes were Me-109s.

Often Bill and 1, a Pfc, rode togeth-
er in Second Platoon peeps. He never
appeared rattled. He never snarled an
order to anyone. He never had to pull
rank. Bill was so admired and respect-
ed, his men, I'm sure, actually enjoyed
following his orders.

At war's end, Bill entered Wash-
ington University, St. Louis, where
he received a BA degree. He earned
a Bachelor of Divinity degree after
studying at Eden Theological Semi-
nary, St. Louis, and Union Theological
Seminary, New York. He re-entered
the Army and served in Korea and
other places in the Chaplaincy. He was
a lieutenant colonel when he retired
from the Army in 1972.

He then became pastor of St. Mar-
tin's United Church of Christ, Dit-
tmer, MO., continuing there until his
retirement 16 years later. Bill will be
remembered by that congregation and
community for his work in rebuilding
the church.

The following is excerpted from a
tribute I wrote as a letter to the editor
of The Green Bay (Wis.) News-Chron-
icle, under the headline "A soldier dies
a hero in the eyes of a comrade":

"Unlike the drill sergeant persona
most often portrayed in the movies
these days, Bill Froeschner was the
kindest, gentlest human being one
could ever meet...

"It was on a day that our column
of wheeled and tracked vehicles was
fired on by Germans with a captured
English anti-aircraft gun that I said to

Bill, 'You are the bravest man I've ever
met!" I'm just as scared as you," he re-
sponded honestly, 'but I have a job to
do!"...

"Staff Sgt. Froeschner won the Sil-
ver Star twice. No mean feet. I have
always believed he earned the Medal
of Honor...

"He showed monumental com-
passion one day when Sgt. (George
A.) Chandler was horribly, mortally
wounded by artillery. Sgt. Chandler
begged Bill to 'shoot me! Shoot me.!"
Bill was about to do it when Sgt.
Chandler looked up and asked, 'Do
you think it'll do any good?' Then he
died...

"My friendship with Bill Froe-
schner was one of the war's few re-
deeming qualities. As our former
squadron commander, Col. George W.
England Jr, said to me, 'with the de-
parture into the Lord's hands of our
longtime comrade Bill Froeschner, the
world is diminished."

55th Annual Reunion
Attendance

Stanley Goldman
62 AIB Co A

Terry Harvey, daughter of
Fred Harshberger
62 INF HQ Co

Chuck Hurl
25TANK Co B
Daughter, Robin Klippert
Son, Scott

Son-in-law, Ken Vrtis

Karen & Don McAllister, son of
Merlin McAllister
62 INF Service

Robert McKeague
94 CAV F Trp

Roy Roberts
47 TANK Co A
Daughter, Ann & Jess Chelette
Granddaughter, Laura & John
Hawkins

Daughter, Sue & Rich Walker
Grandson, Joel Walker
Granddaughter, Jill Gaskell
Granddaughter, Kate Szczudlo

Daughter, Chris Mason

Gayle Siewert, daughter of
Bill Siewert
62 INF HQ Co

Dick & Claudia Booth, daughter of
Frank Critelli
68 INF Co C
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55th Annual Memorial Service - September 7, 2019

NOTE: At our annual Saturday
Memorial Service, Richard Walker,
son-in-law of Vice President Roy Rob-
erts, read the words of General MacAr-
thur that he shared 74 years earlier.

kkkkkkkk

Words by General
Douglas MacArthur at
the Japanese Surrender

Ceremony

September 2, 1945

Today the guns are silent. A great
tragedy has ended. A great victory has
been won. The skies no longer rain
death — the seas bear only commerce,
men everywhere walk upright in the
sunlight. The entire world is quietly at
peace. The holy mission has been com-
pleted.

I thank a merciful God that he has
given us the faith, the courage and the
power from which to mold victory.
We have known the bitterness of de-
feat and the exultation of triumph, and
from both we have learned there can be
no turning back. We must go forward to
preserve in peace what we won in war.

Men since the beginning of time
have sought peace. Various methods
through the ages have attempted to de-
vise an international process to prevent
or settle disputes between nations.
From the very start workable meth-
ods were found insofar as individual
citizens were concerned, but the me-
chanics of an instrumentality of larger
international scope have never been
successful. Military alliances, balances
of power, leagues of nations, all in turn
failed, leaving the only path to be by
way of the crucible of war. We have
had our last chance. If we do not now

devise some greater and more equita-
ble system, Armageddon will be at our
door. The problem basically is theo-
logical and involves a spiritual recru-
descence and improvement of human
character that will synchronize with
our almost matchless advances in sci-
ence, art, literature and all material and
cultural developments of the past two
thousand years. It must be of the spirit
if we are to save the flesh.

And so, my fellow countrymen,
today I report to you that your sons
and daughters have served you well
and faithfully with the calm, deliber-
ated determined fighting spirit of the
American soldier, based upon a tradi-
tion of historical truth as against the
fanaticism of an enemy supported only
by mythological fiction. Their spiritual
strength and power has brought us
through to victory. They are homeward
bound—take care of them.

2019 TAPS
Memorial Service

COMMAND
William Huffman
William Sweeney

499 ARTY
James Wuellner

500 ARTY
James E Dodson, EImo S Webb

501 ARTY
Bernard Wenger

94 CAV
Arden S Webster

125 ENG
Art Johnson
Daniel M Teves

19 INF

Frannk Wojarnoski
Raymond Strobl
Rev David Groves
Gray Thoron
Joseph Carrier
Joseph Wiegard

62 INF

Robert Highsmith

David S White

George Willis

Gordon Krents

Cordon ‘Gordy” Hoffman

Alfred Schultz
Ralph Davis

68 INF

LeRoy Kanlermanb
James F Kneeland
Frank Critelli

84 MED
Osby Lee Wilkerson
Walter Heiners

136 ORD

Lawrence Wilson
Henry Moskal
Duval Wiley

Eric Orsini

48 TANK

Harry Dowedzenka
Joseph H Heskett
Roger James
Richard Hillenbrand
Donald Williams

A Prayer

“Lord, Thou knowest better than I
know myself that I am growing older
and will some day be old. Keep me
from the fatal habit of thinking I must
say something on every subject and on
every occasion. Release me from crav-
ing to try to straighten out everybody’s
affairs. Make me thoughtful but not

moody, helpful but not bossy. With my
vast store of wisdom, it seems a pity not
to use it all - but Thou knowest, Lord,
that I want a few friends at the end.

“Keep my mind free from the recit-
al of endless details ... give me wings
to get to the point. Seal my lips on my
aches and pains. They are increasing
and love of rehearsing them is becom-
ing sweeter as the years go by ... I dare
not ask for grace enough to enjoy the
tales of others’ pains but help me to en-
dure them with patience.

“I dare not ask for improved mem-
ory, but for a growing humility and a
lessening cocksureness when my mem-
ory seems to clash with the memories
of others. Teach me the glorious lesson
that occasionally I may be mistaken.

“Keep me reasonably sweet; I do
not want to be a saint ... some of them
are so hard to live with —but a sour old
person is one of the crowning works
of the devil. Give me the ability to see
good things in unexpected places and
talents in unexpected people. Give me
the grace to tell them so. Amen.

- The Macon Times

Reprinted from the Winter 2001
Liberator
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NEVER SAY DIE ... NEVER GIVE UP

Editor’s Note: The following was
written about twenty years ago by
the author as a tribute to his friend
who very obviously defied the odds
of achieving his hopes for the future.
His friend was not unique, but rather
personified the determination of those
of the greatest generation who never
gave up on their country or them-
selves.

By most standards Kelly was a
young man, but in our Army hospital
ward-near Bristol, England-he prob-
ably was one of the "old" guys. After
all, he had a wife and two little boys
at home in Missouri, and he certainly
had not been drafted just out of high
school as many among us had. But
like all of us, he had seen more than
enough war to last him a lifetime.

The first day I saw Loyd Kelly
I wasn't too sure his lifetime would
continue on for long. When he was
rolled into the ward and put in the
bed beside mine, I tried to strike up a
conversation with him but I got no re-
ply. My first thought was that he was
an unfriendly cuss, but then I realized
that the man was too weak to speak
and, at the moment, probably wasn't
much interested in what I had to say.

But in a day or two Kelly regained
enough strength to speak-if ever so
softly-and soon we were exchanging
information which some may have
found less than uplifting. But we felt
more free to talk about our experi-
ences among those who had actually
experienced the horrors of war than
to tell others of such things. We also
began to tell one another about our
families back home, what we did for a
living before being called into service,
and how we optimistically hoped to
be home "before very long."

It was through these daily con-
versations that I learned much about
Kelly, his medical condition, and his
indomitable determination to eventu-
ally rise from his hospital bed and re-
turn home to his wife, Mary Jane, and
their two sons in Kearney, Missouri.

Most of us in Ward 22 had been
part of the last big push into Germany
during that spring of 1945. Some had
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gotten farther than others, but all of us
had fallen short of our goal to win the
war and then go home just as we had
come in the flower of our youth. In-
jured or not, it is safe to say that none
would go home just as he had come.
Kelly certainly would not go home as
he had come. He would never again
have the full use of his lower limbs,
nor would he ever again be pain-free,
but that wasn't going to stop him from
getting back to what he most wanted
to do back home.

Most of us in our hospital ward
knew that we would undergo skin-
grafting surgery to restore some part
of our legs, feet or arms, and when that
was done we would be able walk—per-
haps on crutches-out of the hospital
on our way home. However, it wasn't
that simple for Kelly. He had multiple
wounds and it had been determined
that it would be best if he were flown
back to the States for surgery and oth-
er treatment.

To protect his fragile body during
the trip back home, Kelly was put in a
body cast. Then he lay in bed, day af-
ter day, waiting for word that he could
be put aboard a homeward flight. Be-
cause a bullet had severed an artery
in one leg, which restricted the flow
of blood to the foot, gangrene had set
in and his toes turned black. As he lay
there, uncomplaining, I saw the end
of one toe laying in the bed beside his
foot. By this time it was obvious that
at least part of his foot would have to
be amputated.

But that would wait until he got
stateside, and that would not be very
long-he thought. Then the glorious
word came that the war in Europe had
ended. However this did not prove to
be particularly good news at the mo-
ment for Kelly. The word was that lib-
erated prisoners of war would be giv-
en top priority on all flights home, so
Kelly would just have to wait. But he
couldn't wait any longer in that body
cast. His wounds had festered, drain-
ing into the cast. It was a mess and the
stench permeated the entire ward.

The cast had to be removed but
this was no easy task, for Kelly or the

ward attendants who had to perform
the job. All the other patients were
moved as far away from Kelly's bed
as possible-some even were taken
outside. Somehow, their faces covered
with surgical masks, the two medics
did their job.

A while later word came down
that Kelly would be on the next hos-
pital ship leaving Southampton for
the States. We were happy for him
but wondered about his future. I sort
of felt that if I ever saw Kelly again
he would be walking on an artificial
leg and that his general condition
wouldn't be very good. I was wrong.

We had exchanged addresses so
somewhere along the line we began a
correspondence once a year—at Christ-
mas time. He said little about all that
had transpired after he arrived back
in the States but I knew he was in the
hospital a long time. Then one early
October morning in the mid-1950's, 1
looked out my kitchen window and
saw an unfamiliar car pull into the
driveway. There were two men and
two women in the car, I thought, but
still recognized no one. The driver got
out and sort of limped up to the door.
Low and behold, it was Kelly!

He and his wife, his brother-in-
law and wife had come to go pheas-
ant hunting-and this they continued
to do for nine years. Walking through
South Dakota cornfields on a stump
of a foot could not have been easy for
Kelly, but he approached this just as
he did everything else in life-with de-
termination.

I was to learn that Kelly wasn't
about to give up his dreams and his
goals because of any disabilities. He
wanted to be a farmer, and that's just
what he was doing.

Kelly loved to raise and show
purebred swine and he enjoyed hav-
ing some horses and other animals
about the farm. But most of all, he
loved-and continues to love-his fam-
ily above all earthly possessions. Loyd
and Mary Jane not only reared those
two young boys who saw their daddy
go off to war, but they had two more
sons and a daughter after he came

(Continued on page 9)




MEDAL OF HONOR RECIPIENTS

The Medal of Honor was created
during the American Civil War and is
the highest military decoration pre-
sented by the United States govern-
ment to a member of its armed forces.
The recipient must have distinguished
themselves at the risk of their own life
above and beyond the call of duty in
action against an enemy of the United
States. Due to the nature of this medal,
it is commonly presented posthumous-
ly.

World War 11, or the Second World
War, was a global military conflict, the
joining of what had initially been two
separate conflicts. The first began in
Asia in 1937 as the Second Sino-Japa-
nese War; the other began in Europe in
1939 with the German and Soviet inva-
sion of Poland. This global conflict split
the majority of the world's nations into
two opposing military alliances: the Al-
lies and the Axis powers.

The United States, and its mili-
tary, was drawn into World War II on
December 7, 1941, when Axis-member
Japan launched the attack on Pearl
Harbor and European territories in the
Pacific Ocean.

For actions during World War I,
472 United States military personnel
received the Medal of Honor. Seven-

teen of these were Japanese-Americans
fighting in both Europe and the Pacific,
many of which were upgraded from
Distinguished Service Crosses during
the Clinton administration. Addition-
ally, Douglas Albert Munro was the
only serviceman from the United States
Coast Guard in United States military
history to receive the Medal for his ac-
tions during the war.

The earliest action for which a U.S.
serviceman earned a World War Il Med-
al of Honor was the December 7, 1941,
attack on Pearl Harbor, for which sev-
enteen U.S. servicemen were awarded
a Medal. The last action to earn a con-
temporaneous Medal of Honor prior to
the August 15, 1945, end of hostilities
in World War II, were those of Melvin
Mayfield, on July 29, 1945 — though
several honorees may have been cited
for their Medal after Mayfield's recog-
nition on May 31, 1946. Additionally,
seven African Americans and twenty-
two Asian American veterans who had
received the Distinguished Service
Cross during the war were awarded
the Medal of Honor in 1997 and 2000
— most of them posthumously - af-
ter two studies determined that racial
discrimination had caused them to be
overlooked at the time.

There are currently 72 living re-
cipients of the United States military's
highest decoration, the Medal of Hon-
or. The Medal of Honor is bestowed
upon any member of the United States
armed forces who distinguishes him-
self "conspicuously by gallantry and
intrepidity at the risk of his life above
and beyond the call of duty while en-
gaged in an action against an enemy of
the United States."

At the writing of this article, of the
72 living recipients, four earned their
Medals of Honor in World War I, five
in the Korean War, 50 in the Vietnam
War, and 13 in the War in Afghanistan.
One earned his medal while serving in
the U.S. Air Force, 50 in the U.S. Army,
13 in the U.S. Marine Corps, and eight
in the U.S. Navy. The oldest recipient
is Robert D. Maxwell, aged 98, whereas
the youngest is Kyle Carpenter, aged
29. Two medal holders are still on ac-
tive duty in the U.S. military, War in Af-
ghanistan, soldier William D. Swenson
of the U.S. Army and Edward Byers of
the U.S. Navy. Among the recipients
are former U.S. Senator Bob Kerrey and
three retired generals: Patrick Henry
Brady and Robert F. Foley of the Army
and James E. Livingston of the Marine
Corps.

NEVER SAY DIE...
(Continued from page 8)

home. All have prospered and done
well in their chosen professions, and
no one is more proud of them than
Kelly.

But somehow it seems safe to say
that Kelly's family-which now num-
bers over 30 counting spouses, grand-
children and great-grandchildren-are
equally proud of this old veteran who
epitomizes that saying: 'Never say die
and never give up." It was, indeed,
a wonderful day this past summer
when the whole family gathered and
held an open house at the local church
honoring Loyd and Mary Jane on their
60th wedding anniversary.

Who said dreams can't come true—
handicaps or not?

JOIN US IN HONORING
A WWII VETERAN
WITH THE

FRENCH LEGION
OF HONOR

Darwyn W. Snyder

47th Tank Battalion
14th Armored Division

Ardennes - Alsace
Rhineland - Central Europe

Ceremony held on
Tuesday, February 25, 2020

Chapel at Friendship
Village Sunset Hills
12501 Village Circle Drive
St. Louis, MO 63127

SPRING 2020 - PAGE 9



REFLECTIONS FROM A SUNDAY MORNING AT DACHAU

Last May I visited Dachau Con-
centration Camp with my cousin
Claudia, a resident of Munich. My
grandmother was Jewish and fled
Berlin two weeks before the war broke
out. Her grandmother had converted
to Christianity in the 1920s and re-
mained, but that did not save her from
later being deported to Theresienstadt
Concentration Camp in 1944.

The morning my cousin and I left
Munich for Dachau was incredibly
gray and cold.

Although I knew Dachau would
be a difficult place to visit and walk
through, I owed it to the victims to
pay homage. It was hardly a “visit”
in the normal sense. My mother is a
Holocaust survivor and my father
Hershel Fogelson served with the 14th
Armored Division D Troop, 94th Re-
connaissance Squadron, Mechanized
Cavalry.

The 14th Armored Division has
been recognized as a liberating unit
by the US Army’s Center of Military
History and the United States Holo-
caust Memorial Museum. As the 14th
advanced into southern Germany, it
uncovered several subcamps of the
Dachau concentration camp. Operat-
ing near the towns of Ampfing and
Miihldorf, the unit discovered four
large munitions plants built under-
ground, some 15,000 tons of explo-
sives, and three large forced-labor
camps, housing thousands of Polish
and Soviet civilian workers. The 14th
also liberated two other camps near-
by, one holding 1,500 Jewish prisoners
and the other filled with Jewish fe-
male inmates. The unit reported that
of the 1,500 hundred prisoners in the
first camp, only 900 could walk and
that the lime pits were filled with the
corpses of inmates.

While you can see the guard tow-
ers just before you reach the camp,
there’s not much visible evidence of
the former killing grounds. The me-
morial visitors center for the camp is
right off a residential street. There is
very little in the visitor’s center that
prepares you for what you're about to
see so it is essential that someone give
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you the camp’s background before
you enter.

Tour guides were shepherding
small groups near the entrance and
speaking in hushed terms. My cousin
has worked as a volunteer leading
school groups and city delegations
through the camp. She took me aside
so we could speak privately and ex-
plained that Dachau was “a school
of cruelty where the personnel of all
future concentration camps were
trained. The camp was an island of
evil surrounded by a small town that,
for the majority of the camp’s exis-
tence, went about its ‘normal’ busi-
ness. It was the first Nazi concentra-
tion camp and literally a training
school for the SS. Opened in 1933, it
was the only camp to span the exis-
tence of the Third Reich. Its horrors
would be replicated throughout a vast
network of Nazi concentration camps
and sub camps.”

After the orientation we walked
down a path a few hundred yards un-
til reaching the gatehouse. Its entrance
was designed to create a sense of fear
and foreboding and it still has that ef-
fect on me. Arbeit Macht Frei is em-
blazoned on the gates translating to
“work makes you free;” not only Nazi
propaganda, but an outright lie as the
inmates would be working to their
deaths. The thought didn’t escape me
that I could exit the camp anytime I
wanted. My emotions switched from
rage to pride when I noticed a plaque
that honors the 42nd Rainbow Divi-
sion and other US Army liberators of
the camp.

[ faced a vast open field that was
the roll call area for anywhere from
6,000 to 32,000 prisoners. Each day,

they lined up for hours with little to
protect them from the elements, let
alone their tormentors holding them
captive.

IN HONOR OF 42ND RAINBOW DIVISION
AND OTHER U.S. TTH ARMY LIBERATORS
OF DACHAU CONCENTRATION CAMP
APRIL 29, 1945 AND IN EVERLASTING
MEMORY OF THE VICTIMS OF NAZI
BARBARISM, THIS TABLET IS
DEDICATED MAY 3, 1992

EN L'HONNEUR DE LA 42dme DIVISION
"ARC-EN-CIEL" ET DES AUTRES ELEMENTS DE L.

AR MER NE QUI ON 3
To the left are two reconstructed
bunkhouses. The foundations of the
other bunkhouses stretch out in two
lines behind. Thirty-four bunkhous-
es were used for about 6,000 people,
but by 1945 they housed over 30,000
people. Each toilet facility had only
a few basins and toilets serving over
200 people, but in the last months they
served 500 people or more.

The prison guards’ goal was to
demoralize and dehumanize. The in-
humanity of the S.S. officers was en-
couraged through violence. Particu-
larly vile was the Appell or roll call
where prisoners were forced to wake
before dawn and stand outside, to be
counted and recounted. The process
could go on for hours, sometimes in
the snow, sometimes in the blazing
sun. All the while SS guards were
moving through the lines, punishing
“infractions such as poor posture and
dirty shoes.” The arbitrarily set rules
made everyday life unbearable. For
example, before roll call, all beds had
to be made the same way with pillows
and blankets set in exactly the same
position. If they were a fraction off -
punishment.

The morning of my visit I wore
a sweater, a jacket, and a scarf, but
was still cold inside the bunkhouse.
I couldn’t imagine the privation of
those who had to live there with only
one set of threadbare clothes. Inside
the barracks you see vast images of
tragedy, torture, and masochism. Pro-
vided is information that isn’t emo-
tional or sensationalized, just laid out
matter-of-factly.

(Continued on page 11)




REFLECTIONS - DACHAU...
(Continued from page 10)

Punishments included detention
in the bunker, floggings, and standing
at attention for extremely long peri-
ods. One photo on display particularly
sickened me. It is of the so-called pole
hanging “tree.” A tree erected in the
courtyard was used to hang prisoners
from their arms for an hour or more at
a time.

Psychological torture was used by
the guards to dehumanize their prison-
ers. Coat hooks and shelves installed in
the barracks emphasized that no one
had a coat or anything to put on the
shelves. Exhibits explain how prisoners
were tortured in the dead of the night,
between midnight and three in the
morning. This was intentional so pris-
oners remaining in the barracks were
kept awake by the incessant screams.

Windows were left open to make
the sound louder. If a guard was found
to be the least bit compassionate, he too
could be imprisoned. I gradually be-
came emotionless and numb and had
to stop reading the survivor accounts.
My breathing became more difficult.

As I walked through the camp,
I noticed the buildings were laid out
asymmetrically, with trees lining the
walkways. Why was such care given
to creating a place only designed to in-
flict enormous suffering? I came across
the shooting range where after I looked
closely, saw the bullet holes. Past the
bunkhouses, at the far end of the camp,
we walked to the left and across a
bridge over a stream. I stopped to take
in the beauty of running water and for
a moment forgot where I was. But in
the next second I was face to face with
the crematorium with its four ovens.

Upon entering you find yourself in
the room where prisoners disrobed. In

the next room you immediately see the
showerheads. I hesitated before step-
ping into that room. Most visitors went
quickly in and out and stepped on as
little of the floor as possible. When
it was our turn to enter, besides our-
selves, there was only a young couple
taking photos of each other. I felt nau-
seous. I stepped to the side, and froze,
while they finished taking their photos
making sure they exited the room.

I hadn’t spoken much since I en-
tered the camp, but now turned to
my cousin and said “I see the shower
heads where the gas must have been
released from.” She answered “No, ac-
tually it was released from the wall be-
hind us through a spigot and depend-
ing on where you were standing in the
room determined how quickly you
would die.” 1 now saw the slots out-
side the "showers" where the poison
gas tabs were inserted. It was seventy-
five years later and I too was fooled by
the function of the shower heads. My
chest tightened. I exited thinking of the
millions who didn’t walk out of rooms
like this in the vast network of Nazi
concentration camps.

The next few rooms were where
the corpses were incinerated. There
were too many bodies toward the end
so they piled and stored the bodies in
an adjacent room until time was found
to get rid of the evidence.

On that same end of the camp are
various memorials and religious struc-
tures that have been built or estab-
lished including a Jewish memorial, a
Catholic convent, a Russian Orthodox
memorial and a Protestant Church of
Reconciliation. Looking upward to-
ward the main source of light in the
Jewish memorial you notice a menorah
at the top of the roof allowing light to
enter. You are no longer in darkness
and when the light appears your faith

is partially restored.

As I continued my walk-through
camp, | suddenly felt the presence
of someone walking behind me. But
when I turned to look no one was there.
The air became heavy again, and I felt
the sadness and grief of the place. The
negative energy was overwhelming.

Leaving the camp, you see a stat-
ue of a prisoner. Below are carved the
words, "Den Toten zur Ehr, den Leb-
enden zur Mahnung" - “To honor the
dead and warn the living."

This place is a warning, to all of us,
that nothing can long endure without
respect for human rights and human
dignity. Dachau stands as a testament
that nobody should be silent in the face
of atrocities. When a government tar-
gets, dehumanizes and strips a group
of people of their civil rights it is our
obligation to stand up and to declare,
Never Again. Truly a lesson for today.

RECEIVE YOUR

LIBERATOR BY EMAIL?

All Liberators have been mailed to members through the U.S. Mail - an efficient means of communications
but not always an effective way to send a Liberator! Many Liberators are returned to Ann Chelette, Secretary,
who maintains the roster of members, past and present. They are marked “Unable to Forward”, “No Such Ad-
dress”, or “Insufficient Address”. Despite online searches for correct information, these members are placed
in the “Unknown Address” category.

One solution for interested members is to receive your Liberator online, to your computer address! You
can print from your computer or just read it online. You can also save it to a folder titled 14th AD, Liberator,
or any other designation you choose.
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HISTORY OF THE SERVICE SECTION
of the 136th Ordnance Maintenance Bn. 14th Armored Division

On October 29th, 1944 a former
luxury, now the troop ship "S.S. James-
Parker," docked in Marseilles harbor,
after a fifteen day voyage from its start-
ing point in New York harbor.

Debarking on that city, were offi-
cers and men of the 136th Ord. Maint.
Bn, the 125th Armored Engineers, and
the 94th Cavalry Recon Sq. (Meczd).

This story will relate the experi-
ences of a handful of these men from
the day of debarkation until the present
time. The handful concerned will be
the Service Section of Company "A" of
the 136th Ord. Maint Bn. 14th Armored
Division.

The members of the service section
at that time when the 14th A.D. set its
G.L feet on the soil of southern France
were: S/Sgt Edward L. Hanish, as sec-
tion leader; T/4 Kenneth Williams, T/5
Victor Lagunas and Pfc. Fred Rotwitt
as machinists; T/4 Dewey Cook, T/4
Louis DeGirolamo, as welders; T/4
Russell LaPlaca, as Blacksmith; T/5
Frank Andrasik at carpenter; T/5 Keith
McConell as leather & canvas man; T/5
Andro Conteras as electrician. The sec-
tion has as officer in charge, 1st Lt. Rob-
ert Alexander.

The purpose of the service section
in an Ordnance Company of an Ar-
mored Division is, as the name implies,
one of service. The word service, cov-
ering the employment of skilled men,
building, repairing, developing and al-
ways thinking and improvising. Vehi-
cles and weapons in an endless stream,
come into the various maintenance sec-
tions for repairs and more often than
not, there is a part that has to be re-
paired or replaced, a spot to be welded
or a torn piece of canvas to be sewn.
Perhaps a part has to be replaced, with
the supply of such part impossible, this
then is the duty of the machinists and
welders, to duplicate the part needed
and so keep rolling the vehicles and
weapons of war.

Again, an idea for the improve-
ment of a weapon or vehicle has been
fostered by someone. The service sec-
tion generally is given the idea to de-
velop, thus bringing ingenuity and
skill into operation. During battle, with

by T/5 Sheehan
the urgency of speed and consequently
the need to travel light, the problem of
materials has to be overcome, and so
improvisation comes to the fore.

The service section has come many
miles since leaving the slaging area at
Marseilles on the morning of Novem-
ber 20th, 1944. That morning was the
start of a motor march north, through
the cities of Avignon, Valincy, Lyon, Di-
jon, Charmes and our first work area at
Rambervillers in Alsace. This was the
beginning of many days and nights of
effort, with the goal, many obstacles
away.

Our next move came on Decem-
ber 2nd, when we advanced north to
an area in the vicinity of Saverne. The
work began to come in at a faster pace
now, with the results of combat begin-
ning to show. The pace increased and
the section moved forward. again to
Biblisheim, north of Haguenau. This
period, from December 15th until De-
cember 30th, saw the winter really set-
ting in. Guard duty was almost an ev-
ery night job, with the work still to be
done in the daylight hours. Biblisheim
also gave us our first experience at be-
ing strafed, when three enemy fighter
planes swooped low over the area and
opened up. This period will also be re-
membered for our first Christmas days
on foreign soil. Everything connected
with past Christmas days was missing,
but an effort was made to celebrate the
occasion. The section acquired a Christ-
mas tree from a nearby forest and hung
ration chocolate bars and packages of
cigarettes on it as gifts. Hot wine was
the means of toasting the occasion. The
wine was donated by a neighboring Al-
sation family, Mr. & Mrs. Walters.

On December 30th, we moved to
Mertzweiler, where the machinists and
welders began to hit their peak. Fight-
ing was bitter then and consequently
work increased. Mertzweiler was the
area where the artillery began to search
for us (and very nearly found us).

There was the shaper in the ma-
chine shop of the stove factory, that
was being used by the machinists for a
particular job.

Incoming mail, that night, elimi-

nated both job & shaper. The two shells
that hit during the night, hit about one
hundred yards away from where we
were sleeping. We all assured each
other it was muzzle blast from our own
two-forties and went back to sleep.

The order for fifty bipods adoptiss
for the cal. 30 machine gun came in at
that time and the machinists and weld-
ers had an added burden. T/4 Dewey
Cook was later awarded the bronze
star, for his welding work and sugges-
tions in connection with the construc-
tion of the bipod modification. T/4
Dewey Cook and T/5 DiGiralamo at
this period were detached from the
section and sent to one of the tank Bn.
to weld armor plate on the bottoms of
tanks and to put cleats on the tracks to
combat conditions arising from the ice
and snow. The two welders were wit-
nesses to the bombing of Derbaurg, by
enemy jet propelled planes.

After moves to Phalsburg and
Steinborg, the section finally arrived
back in the Saverne vicinity at the town
of Zohrnhoff. From January 26th un-
til March 18th, the town of Zohrnhoff
was home for the section and provid-
ed some of our most exciting times. It
was while at Zohrnhoff, that we were
"sweating out" a nightly portion of
jerry 380 MM Shells, and more than
one of the members of the section de-
veloped a fatalistic feeling. T/4 Frank
Andrasek, however, respected sleep
more than fear and after opening one
eye and looking around the room, thus
assuring himself he hadn't been hit, he
would settle down and continue with
his favorite hobby.

Not all was work and artillary
however, there was something on the
brighter side also. T/4 Victor Lagunas,
perhaps sensing the coming non-frat-
ernization policy, proceeded to act as
a promoter of international good will
and could be seen every evening, whis-
pering sweet nothings into the suscep-
tible Alsation ear of Denice, the petite
brunette, so hard to guard post number
one.

Leaving Zohrnhoff for Haguenau
on March 18th, was the beginning of

Continued on page 14
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