
 
 

The whole thing started on September 29, 1944, at eight o’clock in the evening when the 

ship left Boston and joined the convoy when we had three sub attacks.  At the beginning 

of these attacks a voice came over the loudspeaker, “All men on the port side stay on the 

port side.  All men on the starboard side stay on the starboard side.  Men on the port side 

look for torpedoes”.  Upon hearing this, the men on the starboard side immediately 

rushed to the port side and then looked for torpedo wakes. 

 

On October 11th, we landed at Gouroch, Scotland and from there we entrained to 

Southern England.  We spent the next three weeks in England training and trying to find 

something to eat, as our supplies had gone to Cherbourge.  On November 1st we left for 

Le Havre, France.  On November 2nd we arrived at Le Havre.  From November 2nd to 4th, 

1944, we moved across France, Belgium and into Germany.  I was a substitute driver 



from Le Havre to Leige.  We drove mostly at night, had one stop in France where we 

slept in a cow shed.  As the Kitchen was lost, we had trouble in obtaining food but finally 

lived off the country. 

 

When we arrived in Belgium, we stayed in an orchard belonging to a prosperous farmer 

around in those parts.  After one day of snow, mud, ice and rain, we appropriated the 

house of a millionaire of Belgium who made soap for a living.  We stayed there for one 

day and then moved on to eight miles from the Front.  We lost the house in Belgium and 

our last instructions were given to us before leaving for the Front.  That night, we made 

the eight mile hike to the Front in two and a half to three feet of snow.  About two miles 

from the Front, our captain missed the turning and we would have continued into the 

German lines if the Colonel had not come along.  The next day was spent in taking over 

from the holding troops.  The next month was spent in living in dug outs and on two hot 

meals a day.  About every three days we would go up to the Outpost which was two 

hundred yards from the Germans.  My Platoon Sergeant had a mania for booby traps.  

Every afternoon at 4:30 he would put us to bed and would string up his booby traps 

without telling us where they were.  We got up in the morning at about eight o’clock, 

after the Sergeant had deactivated all the traps.  The lines on which we were were static 

and the only activity was some artillery, patrols and sentry duty.  On one of the patrols, 

our Captain, the Company Commander, was lost when he stepped into a machine gun 

land.  While on the lines, I had one shower in three weeks.  That lasted for two minutes 

and forty-five seconds. 

 

When we went up to the Outpost, we had to cross a stream which we covered by machine 

guns.  Crossing was quite simple when the stream was little.  But during the flood period 

it was a very wet and cold procedure.  On December 8, 1944, we moved back to a rest 

area.  In this area, we shaved, washed, ate very heartily.  Late on the night of the 15th of 

December, the Germans began to shell our position. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We moved from the house in which we were staying onto a hill overlooking a small 

valley.  We frustrated the attacks of several German patrols and forced them to retreat.  

The night of the 16th of December, we moved to a new position and dug in.  We stayed 

there until the morning of the 17th and then the Platoon moved to rejoin the Company in 

the woods.  Just after we had arrived at these woods, a large body of Germans 

approached and forced us to retreat through the woods and down the road.  After three 

miles of hot double timing, we took up an excellent position on a hill overlooking the 

road.  The night of the 17th was uneventful, but when morning dawned, at 5:30, we 

noticed a horse drawn caisson moving across the opposite hill.  We discovered then that 

our Platoon had been left on the hill as holding action.  At that time, there were twenty-

nine out of forty-six men left.  The Platoon momentarily halted the Panzers Battalion for 

five hours.  Fortunately, a mist came between us and we were able to retreat with only 



one casualty, although there was a murderous cross fire.  We retreated to the wooded hills 

and for three hours wandered between barrage and counter barrage of the Germans and 

Americans.  We lost one more man there.  At the end of three hours, we met up with the 

German patrol.  As the Platoon retreated across an open space, there were three of us as 

rear guard.  Before the three of us could cover this open field, three burb guns opened up 

on us and forced us to drop to the ground.  We decided then and there that discretion was 

the better part of valor.  We flipped coins to see who would stand up first to show our 

readiness to surrender.  Fortunately, I lost! 

 

 
 

The German’s stripped us of all our watches, pens, cigarettes, chocolate and forced us to 

carry machine gun barrels, ammunition, food and water for them.  That afternoon and 

night, I walked over mountain roads covered with tons of provisions.  We covered about 

twenty-five to thirty miles that night, all of this thirty miles was covered solidly with 

Panzers.  We spent that remainder of that night in a barn.  The German Lieutenant in 

charge brought us food two days later.  About the day after receiving food, we marched 

thirty miles to Flamersheim.  This was on December 22nd.  On Christmas Day, I was very 

busy lifting flour sacks weighing 250 pounds apiece.  The also had us working in the 

railroad stations around Red Cross trains carrying meat and ammunition and wounded 

patients and in these railroad yards we were strafed and bombed by P-47’s.  We spent on 

week in ad around Kuchenheim working for the German’s and stealing all the food we 

could get our hands on.  If a hundred pound bag of cookies would come in, one of us 

would break the bag open and pass the word around that there was food to be had.  In no 

time at all, the cookies had disappeared.  It worked the same way with all the other 

materials. 



 

In Flamersheim we lived in an old barn, six hundred people in a room 80’ x 40’ with no 

lights, heat or sanitary conditions.  Or guardian was an insane Corporal who used his 

Lugar freely whenever we did not move fast enough for him.  During the time we 

worked, we got approximately two-thirds of a pound of bread a day and one small piece 

of cheese weighting about 35 grams.  We left Flamersheim on December 29th, walked 

thirty miles to an old prison camp outside Bonn.  There we got one little bowl of cabbage 

soup per day and nothing more.  On January 5th, we walked through Bonn which had just 

been bombed by the Allies three or four days before hand.  The people of Bonn were still 

digging out from the raids.  The reception there consisted of spitting and horse manure 

and a few stone brick bats.  At Bonn we crossed the Rhine and continued to Siegburg 

which was approximately thirty miles.  We boarded the box cars during an Air Raid and 

were locked in.  At that time we had ninety-five people per car and as there was no sitting 

room we had to stand for the entire trip of eight days and eight nights.  We left Siegburg 

at 2:10 that afternoon, two days later we were at Linburg where we were fed, searched 

and returned to the box cars.  We spent two days in the Marshalling Yards at Linburg 

during which time we had an Air Raid.  The engines would hook onto our cars and take 

us for about twenty-five to thirty miles and then unhook and go to ship some other fright 

cars.  A few of the fellows became mentally deranged and we had a little trouble with 

them.  We talked mostly of food and what we wee going to do when we got home.  The 

passage of the train, that is , what towns we went through I do not know except we 

headed generally east, passing through Linburg, Frankfort-on-Maine, Leipzig, Dresden, 

Riesa and finally Muhlberg on January 13th, 1945. 

 



 
 

In M-Stamlager-4B, we were registered,, deloused, typhus shot, questioned and a few 

other things.  I had a talk with the German Major there who told me what I had done from 

October 28th, 1942, until the time I was captured.  It was a very complete record.  We 

were housed in the Russian Barracks which was about 90’ long and 32’ wide.  We had 

275 people in that hut.  Most of the time we lay on straw mattresses which had plenty of 

live stock.  Most of the time we slept on our sides as there was no room to lie on our 

backs.  This Camp had a feeding schedule which is as follows.  At 7:30 in the morning, 

morning tea would come in, which I usually used for shaving purposes.  At 10:30 the 

soup which sometimes would turn up with rudibaker, sometime dry vegetables, pea soup 

or the delicious angle worm soup which was water and flour and fresh angle worms.  We 

also received six small rotten potatoes with the soup.  At 1:15 the afternoon tea with two-

thirds of a pound of bread, eighteen grams of sugar and twenty grams of marge would 

arrive to be consumed immediately.  Thusly, were we fed. 

 

Every morning at 7 o’clock, we would have roll call with the German guards to count us 

off.  The weather during the winter was unusually severe with two to two and a half feet 

of snow and ice.  We had no heat and only one blanket per person.  Naturally, we slept in 

all our clothes all the time and as close to one another as possible. 

 

After I had been there for about a week and a half, we received a medical parcel.  One 

parcel between eight men.  After we had consumed that, we went back to sleep as was 



our usual procedure between meals.  Besides sleeping we could do nothing because we 

had nothing to do. 

 

On January 28th, 1945, I was put on a working called a Kommando.  Before I went out 

the gate, however, I was crossed off the list by the Germans.  On February 3rd, I moved to 

the British Barracks where I was lucky enough to find a space to sleep on the brick floor.  

The reception there in the British Barracks was rather chilly to say the least.  The food in 

the British Barracks was a little better than before but it still did not satisfy.  I became 

friendly with one Englishman, two South Africans, one New Zealander and several 

Australians.  We pooled our food and were able to satisfy our wants better that way.  In 

the Camp they had a theatre on which they put on the latest plays they know of.  At one 

time, they put on the play “The Women”.  Of course, here were no women in the Camp 

but that didn’t make any difference.  They also had a fifteen piece swing orchestra and a 

thirty piece symphony, both of which were good.  At least once a week there would be 

either a play, swing banc or a symphony orchestra playing. 

 

The technical library in the Camp was unusually good but it was extremely difficult to 

obtain the books.  To obtain fuel for the food which we had, we would go out on wood 

parties and clear the dead wood from the burned forests.  On my first wood party, I was 

still feeling the effects of twenty-four hours a day of being locked up on a box car with 

only five minutes a day allowed out.  The guards as a whole were a rough bunch usually 

about 50.  However, there were a few Wehrmacht guards about 30 to 35.  These 

Wehrmacht guards had heard that they were going to be sent to the Russian Front to 

supplement the lines, so they shifted their records with the records of the old men of the 

mountains were sent to the front instead of the Wehrmacht to the satisfaction of all. 

 

The Camp Market was where all the buying and selling of goods and food was 

transacted.  Cigarettes were the medium of exchange, each cigarette being worth between 

eighty cents and one dollar.  A 21 jewel Hamilton in perfect running condition would sell 

for around three hundred cigarettes. 

 

In this Camp there were approximately 2500 Americans, 12000 British, 6000 Russian 

Slave Laborers and the rest where from all over Europe and Asia.  The Russian Slave 

Laborers were the only ones who were treated roughly.  The rest of us the Germans just 

ignored.  In the Middle of February, I was put on another Kommando and taken off 

again.  At the end of February, I was shifted to the Vorlager where we lived in the same 

sized huts with about 225 people.  The Italian Officers were also living in the same 

compound.  We would bargain with the Italians for their rice and whatnot which they 

received from Italy.  The Sergeant Major of that Compound had a game of monopoly 

which he very kindly lent to us.  We played monopoly eight hours a day from then on 

until the end.  In the middle of March we could detect a change in the attitude of the 

German guards.  From then on they began to treat us with consideration and even civility.  

Life in the Vorlager was very much nicer than life in the British Barracks.  In the 

Vorlager we did exactly what we had little worse but we were used to it by then.  About 

every two weeks we would get showers and delousing which we needed very much.  



During one of the showers, a P-47 strafed the road outside the prison camp and killed 

about fifteen Americans and British. 

 

On April 9th, the troops entered the Area.  This was indicated by five minute signals from 

the air raid sirens in Muhlberg.  This signal meant they were at Leipzig.  From that day 

on, we were just waiting for the troops to come in the gate. 

 

On April 13th, Friday, the 13th, we had a bad day.  On this day of Friday the 13th, we lost 

three salmon cakes, our main meal for the day.  Also over the news, on Friday the 13th, 

we learned of Roosevelt’s death.  We received the BBC news every morning at 8:15.  

The British had five radios, home made, stationed throughout the Camp.  The Germans 

know of it and had been hunting for them for the last four years but had been 

unsuccessful in finding them.  As a last resort, the Germans turned off the power at 11 

o’clock at night which was when the British received the news over the radio.  As a result 

of this, the British just shifted their news time 11:30.  At 7:30 in the evening we would 

receive the German news.  Toward the end the German news became astonishingly 

accurate.  On April the 15th, we held a memorial service for Roosevelt, all of the 

Americans, 2500 strong, turning out.  There was a representative from every Nationality 

in the Camp. 

 

The week of April the 15th was extremely interesting.  The Allied Bombers would come 

across the camp and use the Camp as a turning point and assembly point for all flights.  

We had three air fields around and Camp and they wee kept busy digging out from the air 

raids.  We always knew when the Allied planes were coming because the jet propelled 

cargo planes would take off from the Air Fields around the Camp and head in the 

opposite direction.  These German planes would come back after the Air Raid was over.  

However, one cargo plane, one time, came back just a little bit too soon and two 

escorting P-51’s chased it down behind a fifty foot bunker so that we could not see either 

of the planes.  The lower P-51 took away part of the cargo plane.  Also that week, an 

ammunition train was blown up.  Later on I went out to look at the spot and found a train 

truck three hundred yards away tied up in a half-hitch.   

 

Also during this week, the German guards were replaced by Hungarian guards, a fine 

looking bunch.  On Saturday of that week, the German Commandant called all the 

representatives of the various Nationalities together and asked if they would like to go to 

the American lines under a flag of truce.  All but the French and Poles decided that they 

would stay in the Camp.  Saturday afternoon and Sunday morning, the Poles and French 

departed. 

 

At five of seven Monday morning, April 23, 1945, a troop of Russian Cossacks rode into 

Camp with a Colonel at their head.  They raised the Russian Flag over the gate and said 

“You’re free”.  Early Tuesday morning, a recon, patrol of the 9th Division came into 

Camp and secured information about all the Nationalities in the Camp.  Later Tuesday 

afternoon, Red Cross material began to pile in.  As soon as the German guards left, they 

were caught and killed by the Russian Slave Labor; the fellows in the Camp broke out 

through the fences and began to loot the farms nearby.  They had more food than they 



know what to do with.  The Vorlager Compound became like a slaughter house with all 

the ducks, pigs and chickens being brought in alive, slaughtered right there and eaten 

immediately.  All those who ate heavily wee sick for the next week.  Andy and myself 

accepted cereal as much as we hated it and, of course, we were all very glad to get away 

from the German cheese which is cured in horse manure. 

 

One of the German guards, named George, was quite peeved at the German Government.  

He was the remaining man alive of his Regiment on the Russian Front; he had come back 

and had been promised his discharge from the German Army.  He was given a farm up in 

Northeast Germany, the Russians took that.  He was then given a farm down in Southeast 

Germany, the Russians took that.  Then his discharge did not come through.  He did not 

know where his family was, so he didn’t care what happened to him or to any of the 

German populous.  He was very patient with us all. 

 

On May 2nd, we left the Camp.  The Americans left first, all 2500 of us.  We were 

supposed to go to an air field northwest of the Camp but the pontoon bridge across the 

Elbe was not finished by the Russians.  We marched down to Riesa about twenty-two 

miles and were quartered in the Herman Barracks.  As usual, we went out through the 

houses for food and during one of these trips came across a Russian field kitchen.  The 

Russians invited us to sit down and eat with them.  They handed each of us a spoon and a 

loaf of bread apiece.  There was a big common pot out of which each one dipped his 

spoon.  Soup, a mulligan stew, was scalding hot and just as Andy and I were about to 

help ourselves, one Russian picked up the remaining two-thirds soup pot, empty the pot 

and went back to the Field Kitchen to get more.  So we started out on hot stuff again.  

This went on for a time until we were full.  When we left, the Russians gave us two loafs 

of bread apiece, two pounds of butter apiece, and one pound of tobacco apiece.  The 

Russian cigarette which they rolled for us, takes one-half of a sheet of newspaper, one 

pound of tobacco, put the tobacco in the paper, lick the paper, glue it down and light it.  It 

smells like something you never smelt before! 

 

When we wanted to get out of the German Barracks, we would bribe the Russian guards 

at the gates to get passed them, by giving them one cigarette and the guard would open 

the gate, bow to us, and close the gate behind us.  It was all very simple. 

 

On May 10th, four U. S. Army trucks came into the Camp to take us up to Halle were we 

would be registered by the American troops.  However, the Russians would not let us go 

as they wanted to exchange Russians for Americans.  Another fellow and myself decided 

we wanted to be in Riesa, so we piled on the rear truck and swore up and down that the 

trucks had picked us up along the road.  By the time we left town each truck was filled 

and ours had sixty-five men.  Andy and I got off at Grimma where we had our first G. I. 

Meal.  We then went up to Trebsen and lived with the Regimental M.P.’s for two days.  

We got five meals from them.  We then hiked it to Naunhof where the Division M.P.’s 

picked us up and fed us royally.  That morning I had twelve pancakes, five sausages, 

three glasses of milk, two bowls of cereal, many slices of bread and butter and jam and 

two glasses of fruit juice.  The Division M.P.’s took us onto the Autobahn Highway and 

into Halle where we were registered, clothed and fed.  We stayed there until the next 



morning and they took us down to Mersebergand from Merseberg we boarded a C-47 

which took us to Reims.  From Reims we went to St. Valerie which is fifty miles north of 

Le Havre.  Three miles out of St. Valerie there is Camp Lucky Strike where we were 

examined, registered, clothed, fed and our families notified.  We stayed twenty-six days 

in Camp Lucky Strike.  We then motored down to Le Havre. 

 

The trip to Le Havre went by trailer truck.  As we were a little late in starting from Lucky 

Strike, the drivers went down to Le Havre on a high crowned two lane highway sixty-five 

miles an hour.  I was never so glad to get off a truck as I was that time.  At Le Havre, we 

went into the city on the same road as we went out nine months before.  We boarded a 

Navy Transport from Le Havre and made an eight day trip across the Atlantic.  The trip 

was extremely uneventful, the weather was beautiful.  As we came close to the U. S. the 

weather became hot and below deck it was rather warm. 

 

I arrived at Camp Patrick Henry near Newport News on June 20, 1945.  I spent four days 

in Patrick Henry in being examined, clothed, fed and registered then they shipped us up 

to Fort Dix.  I arrived at Fort Dix at 9:15 Monday morning and was out of Fort Dix by 

8:15 Monday night, after being processed, registered, shaved, fed, and clothed and all the 

other little things.  I arrived in Carlisle, Tuesday morning after approximately nine 

months overseas, 145 days of which was prisoner time. 

 

The events of this fabulous tale are not necessarily in sequence nor has every little thing 

been told.  As far as I can remember the details here are correct, although the dates may 

be either one day ahead or one day behind, so thusly hangs a tale, believe it or not! 

 



 
 

 

  


