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Author Bob Murphy in Ste. Mère-Eglise, where a street is named in his honor.
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FOREWORD

BY MARK J. ALEXANDER

(COLONEL, USA, RETIRED)



OUR COUNTRY WAS AT WAR. AFTER years of warfare and planning, the Allied forces were finally poised to mount the Normandy invasion and free Fortress Europa from the Nazi yoke.

In the pre-dawn darkness of June 6, 1944, three Allied Airborne Divisions landed behind enemy lines, two in Normandy’s Cotentin Peninsula. Their vital mission was to hold off the expected counter-attack by Rommel’s panzer reserve against the Allied landing beaches. The 82d Airborne Division was assigned the mission of protecting Utah Beach and ensuring the exit from this American beach landing area would be free from enemy attack from the Normandy hinterland to the beaches.

The special mission of the 505th Parachute Infantry Regimental Combat Team (RCT) was to seize the town of Sainte Mère Eglise, with the road and communications network. The RCT consisted of the 505 Parachute Infantry Regiment, the 456 Parachute Field Artillery Battalion, Company B 307 Parachute Engineers, 80th Airborne Antiaircraft Battalion (equipped and acting as an antitank unit) and the 307 Airborne Medical Company. Their task was to prevent enemy forces from crossing the Merderet River and carrying out Rommel’s plan to destroy the Allied landing on the beaches where it was most vulnerable.
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Mark J. Alexander





Low clouds led to the dispersion of the incoming C-47 troop carriers, scattering the parachute drops widely over the Norman landscape. Only the 505th RCT landed with any degree of accuracy, avoiding the movement of individual and small groups seeking their parent units. This extra degree of cohesion was a good thing for the 505. The 1st Battalion, 505 RCT would soon be locked in a life-or-death struggle for control of the vital bridge at La Fière. German panzer and infantry forces struck hard at the defenders time and again. But at no time was the bridge to change hands until the “All American” soldiers handed it off to the Utah Beach American Relief Land Force, the men of the 357th Infantry Regiment, who headed across the Merderet River on June 9 after the 82d Airborne Division glidermen and paratroopers completely destroyed the enemy troops on the west side of the causeway and river at the Cauquigny church crossroads.

Author and soldier Robert M. Murphy has done a commendable job in collecting numerous accounts from his fellow La Fière combat veterans, the paratroopers and glidermen on the scene at La Fière. No Better Place to Die provides a complete story of these events from the perspective of the combat soldier who was there and fought in those battles.(1)
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Plan of the US airborne landing to the rear of Utah Beach

The 82d airborne Division was programmed to jump on drop zones (DZ) N – 508 PIR, T – 507 PIR and O – 505 PIR.

The 101st Airborne Division was programmed to jump on drop zones A, C and D.

The gliders transporting the 325 GIR of the 82d Airborne had to land on LZ W around Les Forges.

Those transporting the glidermen of the 101st airborne had to land on LZ E.






INTRODUCTION

BY IAN DAGLISH

CHESHIRE, ENGLAND



WE DRIVE WEST OUT OF A small French town. Passing under the autoroute, we follow a minor road through quiet countryside. Two kilometers on, the hedgerows grow thicker and our road crosses a bridge over a deep cutting with a two-track railway. Suddenly we are in true bocage, the lane winding between high hedgerows. A final bend and the road straightens, sloping down past the Manoir, a large farm on our left. We stop opposite the farm buildings. Ahead, a river meanders slowly, flowing under the stone road bridge. Further ahead, beyond the bridge, our road turns slightly right to follow a raised road traversing 730 meters (750 yards) of open meadows. Through this tree-lined causeway and the hedgerows on the far side of the valley, we can make out the roofs of the houses and small church of the hamlet opposite.
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La Fière Manoir today
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La Fière bridge, target of the 1st Battalion of the 505 Parachute Infantry Regiment





All is peace and tranquility. We have traveled hundreds of kilometers to visit this site, yet there seems to be nothing remarkable here. The locals, most of them elderly farming folk, are unused to visitors, and stare openmouthed at the historian laden with cameras and cam recorder, taken by surprise and curiosity when he asks permission to film their homes and their farmyards. Casual passers-by would see nothing but quiet, unremarkable French countryside. Unless they stop where we have stopped, and read the small sign over a hole beside the road, marking the foxhole where General Gavin fought on D-Day. Unless they talk to the master of the Manoir, Monsieur Possion, and hear his story and see his cache of antique weaponry. Or unless they come upon the stunning memorial, the Iron Mike statue at La Fière, standing sentinel to the memory of airborne troopers from bygone wars.

Monsieur Poisson ensures that no one is watching, then reaches his arms into the eaves of an old cattle shed. He pulls out an old mine, a grenade, the fossilized bag of a gammon grenade, its stockinette squares now stiff and its contact fuse rusted solid. lt was one such grenade that the first American to approach the Manoir on the morning of June 6 tossed in response to a German sentry’s challenge. The German instinctively tried to catch the thrown object, which ended, for the moment, the local résistance. Perhaps this was one of the grenades carried by men of the misdropped 507 Parachute Infantry Regiment, who crossed the causeway after the battle for the Manoir there, looking for friends, and ran into German tanks. Or maybe this was just one of the many gammon grenades whose owner gradually used up the Composition C plastic explosive charge, lighting tiny pieces to heat his coffee. In any case, the relic is a reminder of the days when this quiet valley was the scene of death and destruction, and a focus of the attention of the whole world.
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The Iron Mike statue
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Mr. and Mrs. Poisson, the present owners of La Fière Manoir





For the distant town was Ste. Mère-Eglise. The railway was an important rallying point for the misdropped regiments of the 82d “All American” Airborne Division on the night of 5/6 June. Where we stand stood Slim Jim Gavin and General Matt Ridgway and many more heroes of the 82d. Opposite, the hamlet of Cauquigny was bitterly contested by the German 1057th Grenadier Regiment. And the causeway, then surrounded by deeply flooded marsh, was to change hands as both sides sought to win the strategic crossing. Captured by 82d Airborne soldiers at 1100 hours on June 6, the La Fière bridge was never again crossed by German troops except as prisoners.

Most of the tourists gathering in the summer sun in the busy little town of Ste. Mère-Eglise have come to see a mannequin of a paratrooper suspended by his chute from the top of the church tower. They will visit the museum, buy some postcards, and leave for the Utah beaches, content that they have seen the key feature of the American paratroop landings. And they are right to think that Ste. Mère-Eglise was the key to the Allies’ right flank in the assault on Normandy. But in truth, the outcome at Ste. Mère-Eglise was only briefly in question. By midnight on June 6, though Ridgway and his men did not fully realize it, the threat to their defense of the liberated town was over. The frontline of the action was at the crucial bridgeheads, at Chef-du-Pont and especially the decisive battle at La Fière, where the Merderet River crossing became for four days and nights the focal point of both the German counter-attack on the 82d Airborne Division bridgehead and of VII Corps’ westward advance across the Cotentin Peninsula.
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Situation plan: La Fière Manoir and bridge and Cauquigny. The causeway joining the two hamlets emerged from the flooded marsh west of the Merderet river. This bridge was the first objective of the 1st Battalion 505 PIR. This and the other bridge at Chef-du-Pont were the only two routes by which the Germans could reinforce the troops which were opposing the landing on Utah Beach. Ste. Mère-Eglise is located a little over two miles east of the bridge.






Part I

“NO BETTER PLACE TO DIE”

By Bob Murphy








CHAPTER ONE

SOLDIERS TELL THE TALE



I WAS AMONG THE FORTUNATE PARATROOPERS and glidermen of the 82d Airborne Division who survived World War II and returned home from Europe. As a member of A Company, 505th Parachute Infantry Regiment (PIR), I am particularly lucky to have survived the battle for the small but crucial bridge and causeway at La Fière in Normandy, a vicious four-day battle beginning on D-Day which the US Army’s chief historian, S.L.A. Marshall, described as “probably the bloodiest small unit struggle in the experience of American arms.”

If you were not a participant in this epic battle you may choose to disagree with historian Marshall. If you took part in the battle I trust you would agree with him. The aim of this book is to cover the events of those momentous days, help complete the historical record, and explain an essential battle that remains to this day little understood, partly because most of the officers and so many other participants were killed.

Scores of books have been written on World War II regarding all the Allied forces in Europe as well as the intimate details of the planning and execution of the armed forces assembled for D-Day. Two of the foremost airborne accounts still remain Lt. Gen. James M. Gavin’s On to Berlin and Gen. Matthew B. Ridgway’s memoir, Soldier. My own book specifically targets the mission of my own company on D-Day, Company A, 1st Battalion, of the 505 PIR (A/505), and is not meant to cover the entire Normandy Campaign.
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Maj. Gen. Matthew B. Ridgway (right) commander of the 82d Airborne Division and Brig. Gen. James M. Gavin (left), Assistant Division Commander.
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Bob Murphy, age 18, at the 505 PIR tent city at Quorn, England in May 1944, a month before the Normandy jump.





The sole D-Day mission of Company A was to seize and hold La Fière bridge that spans the road west of Ste. Mère-Eglise and runs over the Merderet River to Cauquigny and Amfreville. This account is a personal memoir, but it is also very much about my comrades in arms, the heroic members of the 507 and 508 PIRs and the 325 Glider Infantry Regiment (GIR) who fought with A/505 in its assignment to take control of this particular bridge and hold it against every weapon the German 91st Division and 100th Ersatz Panzer Abteilung could throw against us. Our timeframe spans June 6 through 9, 1944, and includes combat action by all 82d units in the Ste. Mère-Eglise—Chef-du-Pont perimeter. Many of the men from other regiments at La Fière had been misdropped and were assembled into ad hoc battalions. Luckily, this was not the case for A/505, which had a good drop and fought as a unit, despite the tragic loss of so many of our officers.

La Fière and nearby Chef-du-Pont were the two essential bridges and causeways that permitted the Allies to move inland from the beaches and cut off the Cotentin Peninsula. My personal recollections in this book are greatly enhanced and enriched by the inclusion of first-person testimony from a number of other participants, often from other regiments, who were also vitally involved in the combat. I cannot too strongly emphasize the importance of these first-person accounts. All in all, 3,228 of my comrades were killed in action, and another 12,604 were wounded in action. Most were casualties of Normandy. Among the survivors, the average soldier spoke or wrote little about his personal combat experience. Higher-ranking officers censored his mail during the conflict. Few frontline combat soldiers kept a diary memorializing their day-to-day combat experiences; the Division and Regimental Headquarters staffs kept the only written records, reports prepared on a daily basis and now readily available at the US National Archives in Washington D.C.
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The author Robert M. Murphy at the end of his junior year at Roslindale High School, May 1942.

The author enlisted at 17 in the US Army on October 1, 1942.
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The author at Camp Croft, NC, November 1942 at age 17.
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Murphy (right), high school hurdle champion, shows his mettle in a race at Camp Croft, November 1942.





The US Army Historical Division has a detailed and thorough summary of the Normandy battles by all airborne and Utah Beach landing divisions. Titled Utah Beach to Cherbourg, these summaries, originally published in 1948, provide detailed maps prepared by the Cartographic Division. In my opinion, these maps are both phenomenal and priceless: many of their details come from officers who made personal notes and official entries in order to refresh their recollection years later when writing books or assisting military historians. Such map records have great value in telling the story of the 82d All American Division in Normandy, and I have reproduced those I consider the most helpful to the story of La Fière in the pages of this book.

But it was the low-ranking soldiers, the privates, sergeants and junior officers, who fought the war in the front lines. These were the men who fired the rifles, bazookas and cannons, and who were wounded and bled. They endured both cold and fever and lived from hour to hour, rather than day to day. These young combat soldiers were not taking notes or keeping diaries. They weren’t writers or correspondents. Most were in their early twenties, or even younger, with no more than a high school diploma, if even that.

These men did not write about history, they made it. And they rarely talked or wrote about combat during the war. I myself was 17 when I landed with the 82d at Casablanca, North Africa in May 1943; I was just 18 when we made the 505 PIR combat jump at Salerno, Italy, in September 1943. By D-Day I was an “old timer,” a seasoned combat veteran. I did write home and still have every single letter I sent to my mother while in the army, but very few of these have actual combat information. We didn’t write about combat in letters home to our parents.

Luckily for history, there were some exceptions among the veterans to the usual rule of silence. One that stands out in my mind is the excellent account written by my friend Roy Creek (Colonel, USA, ret.), of Lawrence, Kansas, who was a captain on D-Day in the 507 PIR, 82d Airborne Division. Their heroic defense of Chef-du-Pont, the other crucial bridge across the Merderet River, about three miles from La Fière as the flooded river flows, was accomplished with very few men. Colonel Creek wrote his recollections of the battle on June 6-7 for the Chef-du-Pont bridge and causeway as an assignment at the Officer Infantry School at Fort Benning, Georgia, during his studies there two years after the war.

As is well known, the US Army History Officer, Colonel S.L.A. Marshall, and his team interviewed the participants of the Normandy battles, beginning with the June 6, 1944 Normandy jump and continuing through the 82d’s release from battle and return to England in July 1944. This research produced, for the most part, an accurate airborne history, which was completed immediately after the Normandy campaign, although it does contain some errors that I shall correct herein. Marshall’s Normandy combat narratives were recorded during late July and August of 1944, and mostly taken from officers. These “after action” reports were put into final written form by the Army Historical Section. The interviews, conducted within 60 days of the actual battle experience, are all part of the documented history and have been used as the basis for biographies and by authors who have written extensively about the Normandy Campaign.

The battles in the area of the Manoir de La Fière, with its little bridge over the Merderet River, still, however, remain misunderstood. Authors who have written about the bloody events at La Fière and its surrounding area have made substantial errors. The material they researched was flawed or, even more importantly, they never visited the scene of the battles or talked to actual participants. Some apparently did not know the difference between a bridge and a bridgehead. In No Better Place to Die, I therefore thought it particularly important to center the account around first-hand experiences of participants who were deeply involved in the battle for La Fière bridge and the causeway running to the hamlet of Cauquigny and its surrounding bridgehead area: men of the 505, 507, and 508 PIRs and their courageous RCT units, as well as the 325 Glider Infantry Regiment (GIR), including the 2/401 (or 3/325), who came in by gliders on June 7, D+1, between 0700 and 0910 hours. I have woven other eyewitness accounts into this narrative as well, and have also provided corrections by Generals Ridgway and Gavin to the earlier recorded official history. (1)

Because of my personal camaraderie and friendship with the men in Company A, some readers may possibly think I have overstated the heroism of their actions in this book. Not so. The heroism of soldiers like Pfc. Lenold Peterson speaks volumes for itself. Peterson, a trooper of Swedish origin from Minnesota, was a bazooka gunner who stood up and knocked out two German tanks at a critical moment during the fighting at La Fière causeway. His assistant, Marcus Heim, Jr., was by his side, along with their teammates, bazooka gunner Pfc. John D. Bolderson, and his assistant, Gordon Pryne. All these men should have received the Congressional Medal of Honor, but the army doesn’t award that medal to four men at the same time. Peterson was nominated for the MOH, but Captain Dolan never received a response to his July 1944 recommendation for Peterson. All four men received the Distinguished Service Cross, second only to the Congressional Medal of Honor. (2)

I have also attempted to foreground the actions of men who have been more briefly mentioned in other works and, whenever possible, to include the extraordinary accounts they have sometimes written themselves. In On to Berlin, for example, General Gavin quotes a report by platoon sergeant William D. Owens in a footnote, describing La Fière battle and Owens’ heroic part in saving the day there. I am pleased to be able to provide more details on Sgt. Billy Owens, an older than average paratrooper who treated me like a young relative. I also have letters and tape cassettes going back over 40 years, including correspondence with Owens, Capt. John J. Dolan (A/505), and other participants of La Fière battles.
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Bob Murphy, now a combat veteran, at Garibaldi Square, October 1, 1943, at the surrender of Naples.





The men of the 505 RCT were seasoned combat veterans with previous frontline combat experience after parachuting into Sicily and Italy in July and September 1943. None of the 507 or 508 PIRs (82d) or the three 101st Airborne Division parachute regiments had seen any combat prior to the Normandy invasion, except for one small unit that was misdropped in Africa in 1943, but was not then part of the 101st. However, the 101st commander, Major General Maxwell Taylor, formerly with the 82d, had also made the combat jumps in Sicily and Italy.

There is a world of difference between the paratrooper and the regular infantry soldier. The constant rigorous training of World War II paratroopers, their mind-set and fanatic attitude, as well as their boots, parachute wings and airborne shoulder patches set them apart from ordinary soldiers. There is a difference between men that jump out of airplanes into combat miles behind enemy lines, and sometimes, as in Normandy, in the dead of night, and the American or British soldiers who landed on beaches as a cohesive unit with all their heavy artillery, tanks, supporting naval gunfire and communications. The D-Day paratrooper had only what he could carry in his musette bag and deep pockets. In Normandy he lost about 65 percent of what was dropped with him from the C-47 aircraft in para-bundle containers. The best thing he had, besides his gun, was his attitude.






CHAPTER TWO

A CHANGE OF PLAN



SUBSTANTIAL CHANGES TO THE ENTIRE MISSION and drop zones (DZ) of the 82d regiments were made only ten days prior to D-Day. The paratroopers of the 505, 507 and 508 originally had drop zones to the west of the Douve River near St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte. The three regiments were assigned to occupy the town and the surrounding hills and clear the way for the glider landings that would take place at dawn and on the evening of D-Day. They were also tasked with stopping German tanks and division-size troops from moving eastward toward Utah Beach. Detailed planning for these missions had gone on for months, and they were set to go on May 30, the original D-Day.

Then, on Friday, May 26, the airborne plan was suddenly canceled—and for good reason. Air reconnaissance photos showed many holes in the open fields and slices of earth dug out of hillside roadways; it was thought the Germans had made the latter to park and protect their army trucks and vehicles from the incessant Allied fighter and bomber attacks. The small holes were used to place tall poles called “Rommel’s asparagus,” which were interconnected with grenade-laden wire to defend against airborne and glider landings. This discovery caused the D-Day Command and General Staff to change all the 82d drop zones and glider landing areas in a hurry. The former St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte DZ was obviously packed with German troops, and was, moreover, 35 kilometers from Utah Beach and the 4th Infantry Division landing area. A quick change was absolutely necessary.

The Enemy

By June 1944, the Wehrmacht had evolved a sophisticated doctrine for opposing airborne assault. Said SS Captain Krafft: “The only way to draw the tooth of an airborne landing, with an inferior force, is to drive right into it.” The German 91st Luftland (air-landing) Division (for “air landing,” we should read “anti-air” landing) with its 1057th and 1058th Infantry Regiments, artillery and tanks had just moved in, using St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte as its division headquarters. The 91st was under the command of Generalleutnant Wilhelm Falley. Though only an ad hoc, improvised unit (formed in 1944 in Wehrkreis XII around Wiesbaden), and thus poorly equipped, the two infantry regiments of the 91st were nevertheless to have a major impact on the development of the American airborne bridgehead. Indeed, it was the identification of this newly arrived division in May which led to the major revision of the 82d drop zones a mere ten days before the launch of Operation Overlord.

As reports of the airborne landings came in to the German Seventh Army headquarters and the extent of the landings became apparent, General Dollmann ordered a series of moves designed to seal up and destroy the airhead. Assigned to this mission were the 1057th Regiment (91st Division) and the 100th Panzer Replacement Battalion. By means of concentric counter-attacks, Dollmann initially believed that he could cope with the Cotentin landings without moving in any additional forces. It was only during the evening of June 6 that his optimism waned, as the 91st Division reported that its counter-attacks were making slow progress because of the difficulties of maneuvering in the hedgerow country. In reality, the counter-attack had scarcely materialized at all, except in local actions along the Merderet.

The slow German reaction to the D-Day invasion is explained in part by the loss of the 91st Division commander. Generalleutnant Falley was away from the battlefront along with some of his subordinate commanders, attending a war game at Rennes. As the General was returning to his headquarters on June 6, paratroopers stopped his staff car in the road and promptly killed him.

Regimental and Divisional Missions

The discovery of German units at St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte resulted in a totally new airborne plan for all the 82d Airborne parachute regiments and their incoming glider landing force. This plan called for both the 507 and 508 Parachute Infantry Regiments to drop west of and astride the Merderet River at Amfreville and Picauville to block the German 91st Division from attacking to the east. The 505 RCT was to jump east of the river and capture the town of Ste. Mère-Eglise, a known German anti-aircraft headquarters area. The plan also called for the seizure of the two outlying bridges crossing the Merderet River at La Fière and Chef-du-Pont.

The final 101st Airborne Division D-Day mission remained similar to its original plan. Part of the “Screaming Eagles” were to jump east and south of Ste. Mère-Eglise to open and clear the four critical Utah Beach raised road exit causeways in an area of flooded marshland that was below road level. The 101st had other missions for D-Day, but the assignment to protect Utah Beach and keep the Germans from advancing from Carentan was most critical. The 4th Infantry Division, landing at Utah Beach, had the task of getting up, over and through the causeway exits leaving the beach. The 101st paratroopers cleared these exit roads after many sporadic and tenacious small group battles with enemy rear echelon and beachfront defenders.
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Picauville: The Allied bombing before the landing had set many buildings on fire which were still burning when the airborne fought the Germans there. (Photo Capt. Bob Piper)





At about 1100 hours on June 5, 377 C-47 aircraft and 52 gliders took off from the 82d airfields in England. Major General Matthew B. Ridgway, the 82d Airborne Division Commander, was in the lead plane with the 505 PIR. The other 507 and 508 C-47s, on flying over Normandy en route to their DZ, encountered low clouds that disturbed most of the aircraft and resulted in misdrops for 75 percent of the paratroopers. This is another story in and of itself.

The 4th Division, led by the 8th Infantry Regiment and followed by the 746th Tank Battalion, actually landed south of its intended landing area. The US Navy ships and low-flying aircraft laid down such a terrific bombardment on the beachfront before 0630 hours, that the pilots of the landing craft could barely make out the beach because of the dust the bomb blasts had raised. The tide also carried the 4th south of its intended landing zone. Nevertheless, the unit got ashore quickly with a majority of its equipment intact and with a minimum loss of lives. Just the opposite was true at the Omaha Beach killing ground, where confusion, death and devastation reigned all day. Many of those heroes who landed on “Bloody Omaha” now rest in peace at the beautiful Normandy American Cemetery and Memorial at Colleville-sur-Mer on the bluffs overlooking the battleground.

Pathfinders

I was a Pathfinder on D-Day. For this assignment, three or four men were hand-picked from each company. We performed double duty, training as combat infantrymen and also to jump as the very first men to land behind enemy lines, where we guided in the rest of our units using lights and radar and radio beacons. Once we finished the job, we returned to fight with our regular units. As Pathfinders we made approximately three times more jumps than other World War II paratroopers. We were very serious about our training and practiced making especially fast aircraft jump exits so we could land very close to our Pathfinder teammates.

Our training had begun in late October 1943, when the first official 82d Airborne Pathfinder School was established in Sicily after our combat mission from Salerno to beyond Naples. In Sicily we trained using British radar equipment, jumping with a very heavy radar equipment bundle attached to our leg. After our parachute opened, we pulled a ripcord on the bundle and it dropped down 15 feet and hit the ground before we did.

After this initial training, we left for Ireland then went over to England for more intensive training. There we received new American Pathfinder equipment including a smaller radar, which was strapped on the radar man’s chest, and new signal lights and BUPS beacons. On D-Day we were equipped with the Eureka, the new American radar chest packets; the C-47 radar receiver was called the Rebecca. The radar guided the oncoming C-47 pilots to the drop zones, where the pilots and paratrooper jump masters could see the Pathfinder lights we set up on the DZs.
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These 82d paratroopers are all members of the original US Army experimental Pathfinders developed in Sicily, in November 1943. The author is the second standing, from the right. Photo taken on June 4, 1944 at Grantham, England. His best friend Leslie Fries, kneeling in front, is buried in Madingley, USA Cemetery, England.





All 82d Pathfinders left England about 1030 hours, while it was still daylight, as did those for the 101st. We were certainly ready to go, especially as the mission had been scheduled for the night before, but was cancelled because of bad weather, which created a lot of anxiety. We in the 505 had been in combat before and knew and saw what can happen to a soldier and his comrades. Our experience was augmented by that of the senior US Army Air Corps pilots with whom we had trained since November 1943 in Sicily.

The Pathfinders from the 505 PIR and the few Pathfinders of the 504 PIR who jumped with the 507 and the 508 as security men were the best-trained combat troopers in the European Theater of Operation (ETO). This we proved on the 505th drop zone at Ste. Mère-Eglise on June 6, 1944. While other Pathfinders of the 507 and 508 PIRs and of the 101st Airborne did land on or near their DZ, they were in enemy areas and could not operate some of their radars and lights. I am proud to say that the 505 Regimental Pathfinders had the very best and most accurate drop of all the Pathfinders in the 82d and 101st Airborne Divisions on D-Day.
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Merderet Marsh Tragedy

On the west side of the Merderet River, running about 8,000 yards north and southeasterly at the La Fière Bridge area, the Germans had flooded the entire prairie by closing the La Barquette locks in 1943. American reconnaissance photo and map experts did not detect the floodwater, for reeds, tall grass and rushes had grown up out of the immense new marshland. These treacherous waters claimed the lives of many 82d paratroopers as well as tons of weapons and ammunition that were dropped in para-containers. The DZ selection for the 507 and 508 PIRs was one of the worst and most tragic mistakes that Allied pre-invasion strategists made. Describing this new, wide-open prairie drop zone, they simply commented: “ground here probably soft.” The Germans couldn’t have conceived a more deadly trap for the paratroopers and glidermen who landed there.
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A great number of parachutists landed in the flooded areas. In the darkness of the night, burdened by their very heavy equipment and tangled in the harness and risers of their parachutes, many of them drowned, sometime even in shallow water.





Almost all of the 82d paratroopers, including Maj. Gen. Matthew B. Ridgway and Brig. Gen. James M. Gavin, were without any working radios on D-Day. There was little or no contact or walkie-talkie radio communication between regiments or down to the squad level. There was absolutely no contact by the 82d commanders and the Utah Beach landing force until 2100 hours on the evening of D-Day. General Ridgway finally got a working radio and spoke in the clear to the 4th Division. Requesting immediate supplies of ammunition, medical aid and tank support, he plainly stated: “Get your tanks through to Ste. Mère-Eglise.”

Most 507 and 508 troopers landed after 0214 hours on June 6 and were totally scattered, unable to attack or defend as functioning cohesive battalion- and company-size units. The 507 and 508 landed, for the most part, all over the west side of the Merderet River DZ areas. Some of the more fortunate 508 men were misdropped on the east side of the swamp and joined the 505.

The 101st Airborne Division had 485 C-47 aircraft, which were also towing 52 gliders with cannons and Jeeps and combat equipment. The 101st paratroopers were also mostly misdropped, landing in small units about two to eight miles from their drop zones near Ste. Marie-du-Mont, and also north of the La Barquette locks, and around the St. Germain-de-Varreville district. The few 506 PIR, 101st Airborne men who landed in or near Ste. Mère-Eglise immediately made their way to the east in the direction of the 101st Utah Beach causeway exit assignments. Most paratroopers of the 101st, except for the 3rd Battalion of the 506 PIR, were gathered in small units consisting of five to 100 men in the area west of and behind Utah Beach and north of Carentan. No matter what regiment men were assigned to before the jump, they fought that night and day with whatever unit they ran into, whether it be a force of five, ten, or 100 men, and whether it be led by an officer or a sergeant. They got their job done, as is the habit of the airborne.

One reason that so many units were misdropped is because some unfortunate C-47 aircraft pilots had only undergone minimal training. A cloud cover encountered along the flight path at 600 to 900 feet altitude made matters worse as the pilots approached their assigned drop zones. Some pilots, after missing their assigned DZ, turned around and dropped their men on the way back, getting shot at both ways. Others, shaken by anti-aircraft fire, failed to slow their C-47s. Jumping at 150 mph, a trooper had much of his equipment ripped off his body or was injured before he even hit the ground. Despite all the hardships, some aircraft piloted by very experienced pilots like Col. Joel Crouch and Col. Charles H. Young succeeded in putting their men exactly on their drop zones.
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This C-47, flown by Stephen Oleksack, was hit by flak above Ste. Sauveur-le-Vicomte. The left engine caught fire and ceased to function after the paratroopers jumped. Oleksak hoped to reach the beach but was forced to make a crash landing in the Merderet marsh. All of the crew survived but were captured by the Germans. They all returned safely home.





[image: 31]

Each dot represents where a planeload of paratroopers landed. Note the wide spead of the drops. Only the 505 PIR succeded in having the great majority of its landings on or around its assigned drop Zone (DZ O).





The 505 Parachute Infantry Regimental Combat Team mission was to take and hold Ste. Mère-Eglise by the morning of D-Day and set up a roadblock on the main highway north of town, near Neuville-au-Plain. Additionally, their orders were to seize both of the small Merderet River bridges at La Fière and Chef-du-Pont. The 507 and 508 troopers were assigned to jump on the west side of the Merderet River (northeast of Amfreville and Picauville) and block the enemy from advancing over these extremely important river crossings or into the town of Ste. Mère-Eglise. Misdrops prevented the 507 and 508 from completing their early morning D-Day missions, and they fought on as scattered units wherever they landed. Yet despite the darkness and other difficulties, many of the men were indeed able to reach La Fière and Chef-du-Pont bridges.

Across the Merderet on the DZ of the 507 PIR, Col. George V. Millett, commander of the 507, took about 400 men to capture their target, Amfreville. A German 91st Division unit, fully armed and equipped, greatly outnumbered that 507 band, and after a battle, surrounded and captured many, including “Zip” Millett, who spent the rest of the war as a prisoner of war (POW).

General Confusion

The unfortunate D-Day pre-dawn disposition of 80 percent of both the 82d and 101st Airborne Division paratroopers curtailed their effectiveness. They could not fight as battalion- or regimental-sized attack forces until the men could locate and return to their units. Regrouping to at least battalion-size took almost two days. Some platoon-sized units were isolated even longer, some for four or five days. All of this unintended dispersion had one advantage. Before daylight the Germans reported to their respective superior headquarters, leading all the way up the chain of command to Berlin, that paratroopers had landed over a 25-square-mile area on the east side of the Cotentin Peninsula. This supposedly widespread drop area confused the enemy, for the Germans had no idea the paratroopers had been misdropped or how many Americans they faced: the magnitude of the airborne invasion force remained a mystery. Despite the confusion, the German war machine quickly responded in the pre-dawn darkness and after sunrise on D-Day. The first response was to engage the paratroopers and glidermen in each unit’s immediate vicinity. Hundreds of small firefights broke out amidst the hedgerows, resulting in many deaths on both sides before the Allied beach landings at 0630 hours.
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Glidermen of the 325 GIR waiting for the take-off inside a Horsa Glider.





Before daylight, the 82d Airborne Division was reinforced at 0400 hours by 52 gliders transporting Batteries A & B of the 80th Airborne Antiaircraft Battalion (80th AA), some 82d Division Artillery, 82d Division Signal, and Headquarters staff with 57mm anti-tank cannons, anti-aircraft weapons, radios, Jeeps, trailers and extra ammunition. Many of these heavily laden gliders crashed in the small hedgerow-surrounded fields and sank in the swamps. Many a gliderman and paratrooper died this way, and much cargo was lost, trapped inside the wreckage of the gliders.

General Gavin himself, misdropped with the 508 PIR, spent considerable time attempting to recover a Jeep and 57mm cannon out of a crashed Waco CG4A glider west of the Merderet River in the flooded grassy marshland. Intense enemy fire drove Gavin and his men from the effort before they could extricate the valuable armaments. Gavin’s little group of 507 and 508 misdropped troopers quickly returned to the east shore with a wounded paratrooper they encountered in the marsh. The General and his aide, Lt. Hugo V. Olson, looked across the swampy flooded fields and saw red and blue lights, the 507 and 508 signals. Gavin sent Olson across the swamp to make contact and return with news; when he came back with information about the railroad track and embankment, Gavin knew exactly where they were located. Having gathered a group of about 100 men, he headed south down the railroad track in the direction of La Fière bridge. They never did recover any Jeeps or 57mm cannon from the crashed gliders.
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This Waco CG4A US-built glider carries a load of artillery and mortar rounds. The shells are in their trasportation case tubes.





Mission Elmira would later land 176 British Horsa and Waco gliders on D-Day at 2110 hours during the remains of daylight and later in the darkness at 2300 hours. The rest of the 80th AA Battalion went to Normandy on Liberty ships; by June 8, Batteries D, E and F had transferred to Landing Craft Tanks (LCTs) with the bulk of the Jeeps, small quarter-ton trucks, trailers, all backup equipment and tons of cannon ammunition.

By 0430 hours on June 6, the third battalion of the 505 had captured Ste. Mère-Eglise, the first town in France to be liberated. The 2d Battalion 505, and notably one heroic D Company platoon of 47 men led by Lt. Turner Turnbull, who was killed in action the next day, was moved into a perimeter protecting the north side of the town near Neuville-au-Plain on the Cherbourg-Carentan main highway at 1030 hours. The third battalion then defended against entry into the town from the south. The 1st Battalion 505 fought along both sides of the roadway directly approaching the vicinity of La Fière bridge. By 1030 hours, the 1/505 had seized the bridge and the adjoining rugged stone residence, called the Manoir, and several large barn buildings, and had killed or captured all German defenders.

My company, A/505, assembled almost 98 percent of our men under the leadership of our hard-nosed 1st lieutenant, John J. “Red-Dog” Dolan, so named for his red hair and tenacity. Our sole D-Day mission was to seize La Fière bridge and hold it so that the armor of the 4th Division and the 8th Infantry Regiment, plus heavy artillery, could cross it fighting to the west, and that is precisely what we did. A Company along with part of the 1/505 and some supporting 507 and 508 troopers took command of this little bridge by 1030 hours on D-Day. No German ever crossed it again, except as a prisoner of war.

The west side of the so-called “bridgehead” at the Merderet River was anchored at the small hamlet and old church of Cauquigny, located approximately 750 yards (730 meters) from the La Fière crossing. The bridgehead consisted of the area between Cauquigny, running east across the raised causeway, to La Fière bridge and the Manoir. Some authors unfamiliar with this battlefield have confused the actual bridge and bridgehead locations. In military parlance, the bridgehead was the entire area around and east of Cauquigny. This area extended over La Fière bridge at the foot of the Louis Leroux family home, which was a substantial Norman stone structure, and farm buildings. The entire complex is called the Manoir de La Fière, and is not to be confused with the hamlet and château estate buildings, also named La Fière, located 1,000 yards northeast of it, near the flooded Merderet River road and the railroad tracks. Soldiers and authors referring to La Fière thus mean the little bridge and the Leroux Manoir, unless they specify that they are referring to the hamlet. We ourselves also called it “Kellam’s Bridge” in honor of Maj. Frederick C. A. Kellam, the 1st Battalion 505 commander who was killed in action near this bridge on June 6.






CHAPTER THREE

OPERATION OVERLORD:

A PATHFINDER’S VIEW



I HAVE OFTEN BEEN ASKED WHAT it was like to take part in the airborne preparations for Normandy as a pathfinder. All of us in the 82d Airborne, paratroopers and glidermen alike, were moved from our camp training grounds in central England to various major airfields at the end of May. We occupied cots set up for us in massive hangers emptied of their aircraft, and we were “sealed in,” confined to the airfields without leave, telephone or outgoing mail. The usual rumormongers actively spread invasion fables, while poker and crap games flourished. Chow lines were 75 yards long, and everybody was busy writing letters home or to our new girlfriends in Leicester, Loughborough and Quorn, where our 505 PIR “tent city” camp had been located.

At least 75 percent of our RCT were combat veterans. We knew exactly what to expect on the upcoming mission: incoming mortar rounds, the terrifying German 88s, machine pistols (burp guns), and one-on-one attacks against machine gun nests. The problem now was the waiting game, and I can tell you, it gave a soldier plenty of time to think. Those of us who knew the probability of getting killed or getting an arm or leg blown off experienced nervous anxiety and tension. We had seen “it” happen to our comrades while fighting in Sicily and Italy within the previous year, so death and injury was not fiction to us, but fact. The days leading up to the expected take-off on the night of June 4 were fitful and disquieting. We had all of our weapons, ammunition, grenades and K-rations ready, as well as everything else we could pack in our jump suit pockets and musette bag. Other combat necessities were stuffed in the gas mask bag, including gum and candy. Many of us left without the gas mask!
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Pilots and glider pilots of the 439th Troop Carrier Group are briefed on their mision.
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When the invasion was actually called off on June 4 and postponed one day, the great majority of us breathed a sigh of relief. The fear of being killed or horribly wounded in action was washed out of our minds and a sense of relief pervaded us. The old banter, kidding and games once again became the order of the day throughout the morning and afternoon of June 5. Although we knew we were going to Normandy within a matter of hours, there was a great mood change. We’d got back our old 505 RCT mind-set: Airborne! The “maybe I’ll get killed” tension and anxiety had suddenly been turned off at about 2100 hours on June 4, and now we were more than ready. This was perhaps particularly true for pathfinders like myself, who were trained and primed to go in ahead of the rest of the advance invasion force. We would depart on June 5 at 2300 hours (British time), to begin the largest invasion in the history of the world.
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The Pathfinder team of the 1st Battalion 505 PIR ready to board the C-47 that will drop them in Ste. Mère-Eglise, Normandy a half hour before the rest of the 82d Airborne Division where they will mark DZ O. The author Bob Murphy is the 3rd man standing from the right. The photo was taken on June 5, around 1800 hours.
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Glider troopers leave their tent camp to reach the embarkment airfields. Note: On the top picture, the first three soldiers of the left files are 82d MP’s.
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Each stick of paratroopers waited by the plane they were assigned. A stick usually consisted of about 18 men.





Eisenhower had postponed Operation Overlord on June 4 because heavy rain and high seas had made it impossible to land the 150,000 seaborne invasion troops at the various separate American and British beaches. Part of the invasion force had already embarked on June 4, when a full-blown storm struck the English Channel and Normandy beaches. Although the weather was still miserable, Eisenhower nevertheless made the final commitment at 2145 hours on June 5 with the famous words, “OK, we go!” The full force of the second front invasion was now launched in motion, with ships and landing craft of every type pointed in the direction of Normandy.

The Allies had been hard at work on Operation Fortitude, whose goal was to mislead the enemy by spreading disinformation about the time and place of the forthcoming landings. This campaign of obfuscation was highly successful, for it strongly led the Germans to believe that the famed warrior Lt. Gen. George S. Patton would invade the coastal Pas-de-Calais area, arriving from the east or southeast coast of England. In reality, the Allies had created an ersatz army for Patton, but the Germans so believed in its existence that they positioned their Fifteenth Army in Pas-de-Calais, the closest landing beach between England and France, in order to have top-notch panzer and infantry divisions waiting to strike back at the Allied forces. The Allied scheme, which included actual Allied Air Force bombings, intense radio traffic, silver foil drops to choke off radar signals and other disruptive measures, worked like a charm: Field Marshall Gerd von Rundstedt, Commander of Normandy, called Berlin at 0730 hours on June 6, when the invasion landings were in full progress, to request the immediate movement of two reserve panzer divisions, the 12th and the 21st Panzers, to counter-attack in Normandy as rapidly as possible, but the Germans were still so convinced that the attack would take place in Pasde-Calais, that von Rundstedt was denied the use of the panzer reserve.

In one of the most crucial and well-known blunders of the Normandy invasion, Gen. Alfred Jodl in Berlin refused to wake Hitler to ask his permission to release the panzers. As historians have often discussed, this German armor could have headed for Caen and the Omaha Beach areas without fear of attack by Allied daylight fighter planes because of the heavy cloud cover. Nothing was in the way to stop them until they hit the oncoming Allied invasion beach force. German blunders and failure to immediately commit this powerful force was the beginning of the end of the Third Reich, and an extremely lucky break for Allied combat soldiers on the ground. Not until 1600 hours on D-Day did Hitler finally grant permission to use the two highly trained combat panzer divisions that were sitting idly on stand-by in Pas de Calais.

For those of us back at the 82d and 101st Airborne Division airfields, serious business was taking place just outside our aircraft at 2030 hours. As troopers, we were each responsible for the equipment and weapons we carried into combat. Jumping from the C-47 aircraft in the pitch dark over Normandy, we took only enough gear to raise havoc with the enemy. And our courage. Most men had to be helped up the steps into the C-47 because of the tremendous weight of the combat material, which was compounded by the heavy rear parachute and the reserve parachute in the front. We also of course carried our Garand M1 rifle, and sometimes a smaller carbine or .45-caliber Thompson submachine gun. In addition to all of this gear, we pathfinders carried an extra 30 to 40 pounds of radar and radio beacon equipment and batteries needed for our light team.
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Time to go is approaching and the troopers begin to suit up. Help from a buddy is often needed to slip the parachute harness over all the equipment. When you land, that is all you own.
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With all their heavy equipment and parachutes, the men are so burdened they have to struggle to board the plane. Most of the time the C-47 crew has to haul the paratrooper inside.





The 505 PIR officers had previously acted as jumpmasters over combat targets in either Sicily or Italy. They were cautioned: “Look at the geography on the approach with extreme care, search for drop zone and Pathfinder lights, and be damn sure you know where you are before you yell “Let’s go!” They were well aware of the frailties of the young and sometimes inexperienced C-47 pilots, and of the dangers when separate navigators went through anti-aircraft fire, and knew they were likely to fly off course, taking an avoidance detour. In fact, the 2/505 had the best jump of all the airborne forces on D-Day because their commander, Lt. Col. Benjamin Vandervoort, positioned himself in the door of the plane to study the terrain: when the pilot precipitously hit the green light to go, Vandervoort sent the word back to shut it off, because he could clearly see they were nowhere near the 505 DZ.

Other highly trained jumpmaster officers and sergeants also had their heads out the door studying the terrain below, determined to get to their 505 DZ. Having experienced a terrible misdrop in Sicily in July 1943, they knew the consequences of a scattered regimental combat jump, and were determined not to repeat the mistake. Thanks to the vigilance of the jumpmasters and the US Amy Air Corps 315th Troop Carrier Group, most of whom had the terrifying experience of flying through ack-ack at an altitude of 600 to 700 feet, the 505 had an excellent drop; the few scattered misdropped men were for the most part able to join up with the regiment by mid-morning. My own group of 505 PIR pathfinders had, without doubt, the most perfect landing of all the Airborne forces on D-Day, parachuting down right on our DZ.
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Starting out for the big jump
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Approach flight over the ocean.
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Towed by C-47 transport, these CG4A gliders are arriving in Normandy by the east route overflying Utah Beach. This approach route was the reverse of the one taken by the paratroopers the night before. Note the flooded areas in back of the beaches.






CHAPTER FOUR

The Battle at La Fière:

THE MISSION OF THE 1ST BATTALION, 505 PARACHUTE INFANTRY REGIMENT



THE MAIN ROADWAY AND RAIL TRACK intersection located about 800 yards east of the Merderet River and Manoir de La Fière became one of the landmarks and focal assembly points for the widely dispersed 507 and 508 paratroopers. These included Brig. Gen. James M. Gavin, who dropped a mile off course with the 508 PIR, northwest of Ste. Mère-Eglise. Going back towards Ste. Mère-Eglise, the double-tracked rail line runs from Cherbourg to Paris; at the intersection a bridge above the tracks on the road runs east and west. The Germans posted guards on such bridges and had soldiers walking the tracks.

Regular German guards were indeed posted on and near the railroad bridge intersection the night of June 5. In a phenomenal stroke of bad luck that affected 82d paratroopers in general, and the 1/505 and A Company in particular, a platoon of Germans had been posted in and around the Leroux Manoir farm buildings and bridge. Monsieur Leroux later told historians that 28 German infantrymen roused him from bed at 2300 hours on June 5 to inform him that they would be out-posting his property. He was amazed by the news, because this was the first time that German soldiers had ever guarded La Fière bridge or the Manoir.

While the enemy was settling in around the Manoir and bridge, the 505 was airborne and well on its way, heading for the English Channel. So it was, 878 years after William the Conqueror had left Normandy for England with 13,000 fighting men, that 13,000 paratroopers took off for Normandy on June 5, 1944—and 146 of them were headed straight for the Leroux farmhouse. The 505 troopers jumped at 0151 hours on June 6, right smack on their drop zone in the middle of the 505 pathfinders.
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La Fière bridge at the same period before World War II. (looking west)
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La Fière Manoir as it looked before World War II. (back side)





Each battalion of the 505 PIR had its specific mission. The men immediately formed up in battalion strength. The only things missing that night were some para-container bundles that may have overshot their landing area. The rule was to pick up any bundle you found, take everything inside, and later find the rightful owner of the light machine gun, 60mm or 81mm mortar, bazooka or ammunition you’d acquired and make a swap. So it was that a machine gunner who found a bazooka man would later swap weapons and vice versa.

By dawn almost every 505 trooper had the right equipment plus the recoverable weapons and Jeeps brought in at 0405 hours by the 80th AA and 82d Division Artillery gliders. Several God-sent gifts like the small 57mm artillery cannon were hauled out and put to excellent use against the tanks from the 1057th and 1058th Grenadier Infantry Regiments and tank battalions of the enemy 91st Division. The 57mm cannon is like an oversized rifle. It is very accurate and can be fired from a short or medium distance: but the trouble with firing a 57mm is that once you have the enemy in sight, the enemy too has a line of sight on you. Generally, the guns did not long stay hidden behind the hedgerows, but were instead situated out front, where the crew (or any soldier) could get a direct shot at a tank or opposing cannon.

Corporal Francis C. Buck of Headquarters Company, 1/505 PIR, was in the same plane with our battalion commander, Maj. Frederick Caesar Augustus Kellam. After landing on the DZ, Major Kellam had Buck set up the 1/505 assembly light. On leaving the DZ, they moved along the road and at the hamlet of La Fière (not the bridge and Manoir area) they saw a light on in a house. Major Kellam sent a French-speaking trooper to get specific directions from a rather frightened but elated farmer, who pointed in the direction of La Fière bridge and said that there might be Germans on the railroad and by the road crossing. Kellam had not yet located his executive officer, Major McGinity, who was with A Company, so his group moved out, heading for the 1st Battalion objective, La Fière bridge. They were right on time and only a few hedgerows away from Red Dog Dolan and A Company.

Dolan, a veteran of the early 505 misdrop in Sicily, had ordered a training program on nighttime parachute assembly. Assembly was the key. He was law school trained and an aggressive combat leader of few words. But when he did converse, it was worthwhile to pay attention and follow his orders. He was one of the best, an out-front combat leader, not a follower, who commanded A Company through Normandy and part of the way through Holland until severe wounds at Mook caused a long hospitalization and his eventual retirement.(1)
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Major Frederick Kellam, commanding the 1st Battalion of the 505 PIR, killed in action at La Fière, 6 June.
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Lieutenant John “Red Dog” Dolan in Normandy hedgerows





Dolan and A Company had the best assembly of Operation Neptune with about 90 percent of the men accounted for. They landed about 0130 hours right on the edge of the 505 1st Battalion DZ and soon after approached the Pathfinder team. I talked with him about the terrain where the railroad tracks were located, La Fière bridge, and the east-west road, a probable location for enemy action. The officers gathered around Dolan while the A Company men put their weapons together and secured the para-bundles containing our 60mm mortars, bazookas and ammunition boxes for the .30-caliber light machine guns.

As Dolan himself later recounted the action in a letter to Gavin: “I don’t recall exactly what time the 1st Battalion jumped, but it was between 0100 and 0200 hours on D-Day. We hit our drop zone right on the nose, because within 20 minutes to half an hour, I knew our exact location. I was able to identify a T intersection, a dirt road eight to ten feet wide, near our drop zone. The upper arm ran generally east to west, the vertical arm running north to south to meet the road running from Ste. Mère-Eglise to our objective, the bridge at the Merderet River.
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Aerial photo of La Fière Manoir, taken from the northeast. The bridge is just at the right and out of the picture.





“We had the usual problems of reorganization in the dark; however, about an hour before dawn, Company A moved out from the drop zone with about 90 percent of the men accounted for. (This was not due to luck alone, but to the cooperation of my officers and non-coms (non-commissioned officers) and, last but not least, training. Men who have to fight in the night should be trained in night-time fighting, not just taken on a night march and digging fox holes.) We moved along this dirt road that I previously referred to as being the north-south arm of the T intersection, and just around here, I ran into Major McGinity. He moved out with us.”(2)

When I met up with Dolan, everyone seemed exuberant, high spirited and ready for action. There is a peculiar elation, a feeling that paratroopers experience after a combat jump. Their chute has opened, and they’ve reached the ground alive. I still vividly remember how my training camp tent-mate friend, Cpl. Darrell Franks, manifested that particular joy when he came looking for me to ask if I had seen our squad sergeant Bill Owens, which I had. Darrell, a good old boy from Ashville, North Carolina, jokingly said, “Hey, Moy-fee (Murphy), have you seen any of those Voulay-vous cooshares tonight?” I never forgot that question, and I leave the reader to interpret the famous words that most young paratroopers wanted to learn in French. At the very least, Franks’ facetious remark was proof of a spirited, not a fearful mood.
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Aerial photo of La Fière Manoir and bridge taken from the notheast.





Lieutenant Dolan requested that Pfc. Charles Burghduff of A Company, who had also jumped as a pathfinder, go with the entire company, because he spoke German. (3) A Company then moved out from the drop zone an hour before dawn along the north-south dirt road heading for La Fière bridge. As Dolan recounts in his letter to Gavin, he then ran into Maj. James McGinity, the executive officer and second in command of 1/505, who joined their march. McGinity told Lieutenant Dolan that he had discussed the good jump assembly and map location with the 3rd Battalion commander, Maj. Edward C. Krause (code-named “Cannonball”), who was already formed up and heading east to immediately attack the German-occupied town of Ste. Mère-Eglise.

Dolan’s letter to Gavin continues: “The order of march was 1st Platoon, Co. Headquarters, 3rd and 2d platoons, in that order. When we reached the road running east-west from Ste. Mère-Eglise, a German motorcycle passed us going toward Ste. Mère-Eglise. At this time, it was still dark, but daylight was starting to break. We crossed the road and started west toward the bridge, with a hedgerow to our right between us and the road. Just about this time, contact was lost with 2d Lt. James S. Collopy of the 1st Platoon, so the 3rd Platoon took the lead.

“About 700 to 800 hundred yards from the bridge, we came upon a dirt road running southeasterly from the road to the bridge. Hedgerows were on either side of the road; and beyond it in the direction of the bridge was an open, flat field, about 100 yards deep, and about 75 yards wide. It was here that I figured the Germans would defend if they intended a defense of the bridge.”

Dolan’s intuition would prove correct. A machine gun opened up, halting the advance: “I directed Lt. Donald G. Coxin to send his scouts out,” he stated. “This he did. He also went out with them. He had plenty of personal courage but he didn’t have the heart to order them out without leading them. First Lieutenant Coxin was a seasoned combat officer and well liked by his men, as he was a leader.” As Dolan reports, Coxin said to him: “Well sir, if I have to send someone out into that, I’ll go myself.”

Coxin took two scouts with him and led the way as they crawled forward along the hedge. Dolan’s account continues: “They got about 100 yards. A bullet killed one scout. Another bullet wounded Ferguson and Coxon. He was hit badly and started to come back. While he was moving along, another bullet hit him in the stomach. After that, he bled to death and 2d Lt. Robert E. McLaughlin took over the platoon. His radio operator, Cpl. Frank A. Busa, moved forward and was hit by a sniper’s bullet. McLaughlin thought Busa was alive and went out to get him, but before McLaughlin could make it, he himself was hit in the upper leg; the bullet went up through the lower part of his stomach and came out of his buttocks.

“I spotted the sniper and killed him. I then crawled to McLaughlin to give him first aid and carry him out. The lieutenant was in such excruciating pain he pleaded not to be moved. Later on, I went to get a cover for him, as it started to rain that morning.”

When Dolan returned to cover McLaughlin, the lieutenant was dead. By 0800 hours the action around the Manoir was getting intense, initiating the full-fledged beginning of the vicious, continuous four-day battle that was likely the worst killing ground in the airborne battle zones of Normandy.

Lt. John Dolan, Major McGinity, and everybody in the area immediately returned fire for a few minutes. After leaving a few men at the spot to return some frontal fire, they took the platoon and flanked to the left to come up on one side of a hidden machine gun nest.

At the same time, Dolan directed 1st Lt. George Wayne Presnell, the 2d Platoon leader and a tough combat officer seasoned in Sicily and Italy, to recross the road and get down to the river so that his platoon could approach the Manoir from the north side. Presnell and his men met no resistance until they moved along the dirt road that runs along the north hill side leading down to the Merderet and flooded prairie across the road from the Manoir. Dolan wanted Presnell to envelop the Manoir, and come from the north side to attack the Germans near the bridge.

Momentarily gazing across the north, the men saw the great number of parachutes lying on top of the grassy waters. The thought that they were lucky to have landed on dry ground no doubt passed through all of their minds. They also practically reasoned that if that many parachutes were in the marsh (and this was the first time they even realized it was a flood plain), it was obvious that the 507 or 508 regiments were probably not where they were supposed to have landed. This, as it turned out, was a correct assumption.

While Lieutenant Presnell and his platoon were approaching from the north side of the Manoir, Major McGinity, Dolan, and Dolan’s troops cut back after flanking the machine gun, and moved toward the spot where it was assumed to be located. Major McGinity was in the lead, with Dolan about four paces behind, and slightly to his right, with a high, thick hedgerow to their left. “It was here,” writes Dolan to Gavin, “that I figured the machine gun was located.”

As this group moved forward, the Germans, who obviously had them in plain sight as they approached, opened up on them with rifle fire and at least two Schmeiser submachine guns, the infamous “burp guns.” In the words of Dolan himself: “Major McGinity was killed instantly, hit many times before he fell. I returned the fire with my Thompson submachine gun at a point where I could see leaves in the hedgerow fluttering. Major McGinity was killed instantly. As luck would have it, there was a German foxhole to my left, which I jumped into and from where I continued to fire. I could only guess where to shoot, but I had to, as part of the 3rd Platoon was exposed to their fire. Lieutenant McLaughlin, the assistant platoon leader, was wounded and died later that day. His radio operator was also killed. The platoon by now was under fire from two directions, from the point where I was pinned down, and also from the direction of the bridge.”

The Germans had Dolan pinned down, but with him in that position the Krauts were not going forward. “I can’t estimate how long we were pinned down in this fashion, but it was at least an hour,” his account continues. “I made several attempts to move, but drew their fire. On my last attempt, I drew no fire. They obviously had pulled out.”

Meanwhile, enemy machine gun and rifle fire were steadily increasing from hidden hedgerow positions, firing at our A Company men trying to circle the Manoir. It was not possible to direct mortar fire, as no one knew where his buddies were located. Sgt. Prentiss I. Murry managed to drop a few 60mm mortar rounds on suspected machine gun positions. However, continuous mortar fire was no longer feasible due to the proximity of our men. A Company was in dire straits.

Col. Roy Lindquist, commanding officer of the 508 PIR, and his group of 508 paratroopers could hear the hear the rapid fire from their position, located at 800 yards to the rear and east of the Manoir and La Fière bridge at the railroad crossing. He and his group moved forward to the south of the enemy fire. About 100 yards from where Dolan was under fire, Lindquist stopped and decided to move way to the left, in a southerly direction, and flank the enemy. His men could creep up the riverbank and attack to the north.

As Dolan reports: “During all of this time [that I was pinned down], I could hear rifle and machine gun fire down by the bridge on the north side. This ceased about the time [I was finally able to move]. I returned to the rest of the 3rd Platoon, and instructed the non-coms to reorganize and to maintain their present position. I then crossed the road and located the 1st Platoon commanded by Lieutenant Oakley on the north side. They were moving toward the bridge, so I instructed them to continue and dig in on the right side. I went down to the bridge and found that we had received an assist from some of the 508 PIR. About this time, I ran into Colonel Ekman, and sent for my 3rd Platoon to dig in on the left or south side of the bridge. The 1st Platoon was already digging in on the north side.”

Unknown to anyone in A Company and the rest of the 1/505, after they had left the drop zone and just as the machine-pistol opened up on Major McGinity and Lieutenant Dolan’s men, a group of about 45 men, mainly from the misdropped 507, had collected that morning on the east shore of the Merderet just north of La Fière causeway. Capt. F.V. Schwarzwalder had assembled them on the east side railway tracks. (4)

Possibly an hour before Gavin came across the marsh with 300 men from the 508 and about 45 men from the 507, the Schwarzwalder party began to advance against La Fière bridge in order to get over the Merderet River to Amfreville, which was Schwarzwalder’s original DZ and target. They had moved only a little distance along the southern side of the Y formed by the two roads when they were brought under fire by a German heavy machine gun.

This was one of the enemy guns that had stopped Dolan and his men. Lt. John W. Marr, who was leading the point about 150 yards south of the bridge in advance of the small 507 group, looked back and saw that the men had stopped. He decided to try to find the gun and take it out by moving over to the left, hence coming at the Manoir from the south, way over to the left side of the farm buildings. His group had got down to the first hedgerow next to the river when gunfire broke out around them from a number of positions in and around the high stone buildings at the Manoir.

Lieutenant Marr decided that the spot was too hot, and led his point scouts back to the company. As he withdrew, the German gun also opened up on Schwarzwalder and his 507 men. Schwarzwalder ordered them to fire at the buildings and hedgerow. The enemy gun withdrew, but was suppressed only for a moment. They killed only one enemy sniper. During this solitary skirmish it seemed to Marr, as he watched and listened, that some of the enemy fire was being directed toward the opposite flank. He had no way of knowing that this was because A/505 was attacking from the other side and behind the Manoir buildings.

Meanwhile, we in A Company knew nothing about the 507 presence either. Schwarzwalder told Marr to take his men and attempt to move forward along the hedgerow, and get to a stone wall that flanked the farm road leading over the bridge. Marr started across the field with four men. Two of them were shot through the legs by a machine gun firing at ten-yard range as they closed on the hedgerow. They went down. T5 Escobar, one of the wounded men, opened fire on the German gun with his tommy gun, firing wildly. A German soldier rose out of the position with his arm cocked to heave a potato masher (grenade). Corporal Lawton holed him with his carbine. The German didn’t die and stood there, still struggling to get the grenade off. Lawton and Private Parletto threw grenades that together blew up the machine gun position and two Germans with it.

By this time, machine-pistol fire was raising hell against the hedgerow where the five point men lay. Corporal Lawton, who was bleeding badly from two wounds, spotted and shot a German officer who was casually looking at the action through binoculars from behind the bridge on the causeway. As Lawton was losing too much blood, Marr carried him several hedgerows back to the company, with the rest of his four point men following.

Lieutenant Marr went back to confer with Captain Schwarzwalder about approaching from the flank. It was at this point that Colonel Lindquist arrived on the scene with a large group of 508 men, who were actually led by Lt. John H. Wisner, the 2/507 G-2 officer. They all got off the road; at the same time, men of Company C/505, commanded by Capt. Arthur Stefanich, arrived by the lower road on the north side, right next to the flooded Merderet River, and met Presnell for a briefing.

Being the senior officer, “Stef” took a few men to nail the enemy machine gun that had been pestering Dolan and his men. Though he nearly got killed, he met with Dolan, who in turn said he would take it out. Dolan made the decision to flank the Manoir on both the north and south sides.

Meanwhile, the Marr 507 group on the south side of the Manoir building were oblivious to the combat action that had been going on over on the right flank involving the Company A/505 direct attack on the Manoir. They knew nothing at all about it, a seemingly incredible occurrence, which nevertheless happens frequently when you cannot see your comrades but can hear combat action nearby.

The Germans, holed up in the massive stone Manoir homestead and farm buildings, practically had a built-in fortress with small battlement-type rear windows. This enabled them to control a field of fire with little possibility of successful retaliation from our small arms fire. The foot-thick sidewalls could not be penetrated. The large, long retaining wall just off the south side by the bridge, as well as the thick trees were natural spots for the German defense. They used it well, but we knew it could be taken.

While Dolan had been pinned down, waiting for a possible enemy advance on his position, the continuous rifle and machine gun fire he heard coming from the north side of the bridge issued from Lieutenant Presnell and his men, located on the lower road next to the Manoir at the river’s edge. They were shooting down into the Manoir and barn building, along with back-up men on the side of the hill. The German defenders had automatic weapons, and riflemen traded round for round. Just before this skirmish started, Presnell and Pvt. Harold J. Paul approached the bridge. While inspecting it, Presnell was shot at by scattered rifle fire, which hit his canteen only. The men promptly returned fire.

Staff Sergeant John Jampa, Jr., the A/505 2d Platoon ranking sergeant, got a patrol to go down the hill just above the Manoir to check out the enemy gunfire on the right side of the road. Squad Sergeant Ralph W. Barr led this patrol of four men, including Privates Charles F. Wernicks, James J. Currin (who was also a pathfinder) and Harold Paul. They had only gone several yards from their now-exposed position when a machine gun opened up, killing all the men except Harold Paul, who was pinned down and exposed. Nearby, Privates George L. Bean and W. Stevenson, in a firefight with a big German, threw a gammon (high explosive) grenade at the enemy and killed him. At this point, Lieutenant Presnell got his platoon back to a less exposed position and readied his men for another attack.

Lieutenant Oakley, Cpl. Oscar L. Queen and their 1st Platoon patrol had gone down the hedgerows and hill to the left of the Manoir and reached the river edge on the south side. They never saw or encountered the 507 men, who were further to the south and more distant. Hedgerows lay between these two forces.

The A Company men were nearly on top of the Germans when they were fired on by machine and burp guns. Lieutenant Oakley and Oscar Queen killed three defenders, then ran around the river’s edge and barn buildings to the stone wall near the roadway and bridge, where they spotted a machine gun firing out of the Manoir into Presnell’s men. As Queen ran forward to knock out the machine gunner, a potato masher grenade exploded a few feet away from him. The force of the explosion knocked him down, stunning him slightly.

Oscar Queen was a fine combat soldier, a Texan as skilled at breaking in steer as he was at killing the enemy. Lying there, he heard a .45 pistol in rapid fire directly behind him; he spotted a German in a tree just above him and took the sniper out with his carbine. He then ran back across the Manoir, got behind the wall, and called for his machine gun. He talked to Captain Dale A. Roysdon, the Regimental G3. Roysdon had fired his .45 pistol at the German who threw the grenade at Queen, not at the sniper in the tree. The Captain had seen the soldier throwing the grenade at Queen from one of the nearby south side barn buildings, which was out of Queen’s view.
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Lt. William R. Oakley Company A, 505 PIR, KIA





After Queen got his .30-caliber light machine gun set up and firing, his crew eliminated the Germans on the right side entranceway to the Manoir and gained a direct field of fire from behind the stone wall at and into the Manoir property. We in A Company now had control of the north side and rear backyard of the Manoir, as well as the little bridge running over the causeway westerly to the hamlet of Cauquigny, across the enormous flood plain. This eliminated the Germans outside the Manoir buildings and surrounding grounds. There were probably Germans still trapped inside the Manoir, but we didn’t know that. It was at this point that the 508 squad, now coming into the south side backyard, took the Manoir with all assisting, within about 15 or 20 minutes, as recounted further below.

At approximately 0900 hours, while A Company was making their costly approach, working down both sides of the line towards the Manoir along the east side of the river, the 1/505 commander, Maj. Frederick C.A. Kellam, had just been approached by Slim Jim Gavin. The young, 38-year-old general was leading a group of 300 men, mainly from the 507, who had been totally misdropped and had assembled about mile away to the north and west on the other side of the marsh and flooded Merderet River.

General Gavin had located the railroad line on the east side of the river, and his pickup group knew where they were located: he could hear the noise of the 505 A Company firefight as he moved down the railroad toward the sound of the guns with a band of soaking-wet paratroopers who had just crossed over the north side of the marsh to the shore. Kellam told Gavin that he had everything under control and there should be no problem taking the Manoir building after a cautious approach. No enemy had tried to come over the bridge from the west, so Gavin was satisfied with Kellam’s report and assurances. As the former colonel and original 505 commander, Gavin had absolute faith and confidence in his 505 officers and paratroopers. They had proven themselves competent and aggressive soldiers in Sicily and Italy, and he knew they would prove themselves again at the bridge.

With satisfaction that Major Kellam had his 1st Battalion mission solidly under control, Gavin took off for the Chef-du-Pont bridge along with Lt. Col. Arthur A. Maloney of the 507, and Lt. Col. Edwin J. Ostberg, also of the 507. Both Maloney and Ostberg were battalion commanders without their battalions. (5) Gavin took them and their men to seize and defend the Chef-du-Pont bridge and causeway; he also possibly wanted them to occupy or at least scout Hill 30, which was part of the 508’s original mission, and defend the surrounding area. It did not take Gavin, who was a brilliant combat general, long to determine that the 508 had also been scattered and was not at regimental strength. The battle at Chef-du-Pont that ensued later in the afternoon with Lieutenant Colonel Ostberg and his pick-up group of about 150 paratroopers, and the battle that afternoon with Capt. Roy Creek of E/507 from Lawrence, Kansas, will be reported in detail in a separate chapter.

By the time Lieutenant Dolan was ready to make his final attack, Colonel Lindquist was in a field near the bend in the road, 300 yards above and behind the Manoir. He sent word to Dolan that his (Lindquist’s) men would attack from the left/south side, while A Company attacked from the right side. Dolan never received Lindquist’s message; moreover, he had neither seen nor heard from Lindquist or any other 508 trooper all morning.

At about 0900 hours, after General Gavin had talked to Major Kellam, he told Colonel Lindquist to set up a reserve force by the railroad crossing, about 800 yards behind the Manoir, then to take what he had of the men from B/508 and move forward to the south and rear side as a supporting force for A/505. Presnell, Cpl. Oscar Queen, and the 1st and 2d Platoons of A Company cleared the rear area, and the Manoir roadside yard and entrance on the north side in front of the bridge of all outside enemy.

By 1015 hours, a group of 508 paratroopers had come from around the last Manoir farm building to the rear on the southeast side, entering along the pathway between the barn and the fort-like Manoir homestead. This 508 group included 1st Sgt. Ralph Thomas, Pfc. Jim Blue, Lieutenant Hagar, and a small group of other enlisted men who were about to add the finishing touch to the fight to capture the Germans who were left inside the Manoir.

Approximately seven hours earlier, 1st Sergeant Thomas of E/508 had landed off course near the 505 DZ, and met Colonel Lindquist later that morning. They assembled at the nearby east railroad crossing, as did 600 other 507 and 508 misdropped troopers. By the time the A/505 attack was well in progress, approaching or at the Manoir, Sergeant Thomas took off with his E/508 mixed group on Lindquist’s order.

Another group under the command of A/508 Lieutenant Hagar, along with James Blue and Robert J. Broderick, F/508, were in on this Manoir clean-up crew. They heard the shooting from the rear and the northeast end of the farmhouse before they began entering the Manoir backyard. As they cautiously moved ahead, Sergeant Thomas observed dead Germans in the yard. Meanwhile, Lieutenant Dolan and Colonel Ekman, the 505 commander, were casually standing in the driveway talking over the situation while waiting for the German-speaking Charles Burghduff to arrive and convince any enemy soldiers that might still be inside the Manoir to surrender, because at that point no one was doing any shooting.
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The backyard of the Manoir from which 508 men made the final attack against Germans remaining inside the living quarters.





The moment that Dolan and others describe—when all the shooting stopped—occurred when an A Company bazooka man put a rocket through the front first floor window. The Manoir battle now was over as far as we in A Company were concerned; it was only a matter of capturing any Germans who remained trapped inside. Then suddenly shooting started in the backyard. Some ten or 12 Germans started firing out of the second floor windows of the Leroux homestead. Everyone in the 508 patrol and the 505 and 507 men returned fire. After ten minutes, one of the Germans waived a white sheet or pillow case surrender flag out the window. The Lieutenant told Pfc. Jim Blue to go up and tell the Krauts to come out, hande hoch— hands up.

Blue was not of like mind. He believed it was a better idea to have all the Germans come out of the building; while Blue made his point, a young trooper went forward with rifle in hand to accept the surrender. He was shot dead. The German who killed him most likely did not know the white surrender sheet flag had been waved out another window. More shooting ensued by everyone around the Manoir, and Sergeant Palmer emptied his tommy gun up through the cellar upstairs floorboards. A final surrender took effect, ending the battle for the Manoir. The bazooka round from A/505 into the Manoir had helped speed that decision.

Now 1st Sgt. Ralph Thomas spoke to farmer Leroux, who had been holed up in the wine cellar during the entire battle along with his wife and three children. The family left the Manoir that day, going to the home of another farmer friend; this was indeed fortunate, because a battle royal that would rage non-stop for three more days and nights would soon begin. Farmer Leroux would not recognize his homestead when he returned: nearly half of the front of the rugged stone family home would be blown away in the ensuing battle.

After the last round had been fired in the Manoir skirmish, Colonel Lindquist and Major Kellam set up the critical defense positions. It was the specific mission of Kellam’s 505 1st Battalion to seize La Fière bridge. General Gavin ordered Lindquist to go back and set up a solid reserve defense force at the railroad bridge area. It was Kellam’s men of the 1st Battalion 505 who were now holding tight on the easterly edge frontline of La Fière bridge. We in A Company were on both the left and right sides, with two bazookas on each side of the bridge. All available land mines were put on the west side end of the bridge. Presnell and a gang of A/505 troopers rolled a disabled German ammunition carrier open truck, parked on the edge of the Manoir property, onto the bridge. There was a break of about an hour between the time the Manoir fighting ceased and the defense of the bridge became the task of A Company and the 1st Battalion 505.

Last but not least, a 57mm anti-tank cannon had been brought to the Manoir area at about 0830 hours by Lieutenant David W. Connally Jr., troopers Finlayson, Robert E. Klein, and most of the men from the 3rd Platoon of Company B/307, Parachute Engineer Battalion. They worked all night and into early daylight to salvage that precious 57mm gun out of a wrecked glider. B/307 Para Engineers were a solid part of the 505 Regimental Combat Team and were assigned to Kellam to ensure that La Fière bridge would not be blown up in case it was rigged with German explosives. That 57mm gun would figure heavily in the battle that afternoon, but could not be used in the ongoing early morning attack to assist in the capture of the Manoir. As B/505 was without any officer, Major Kellam put B/307 Engineer Lt. David Connally in command of a small group of Company B/505 troopers who were down in the bridge area. Later that afternoon, a B/505 officer arrived and took over from Connally.

Forty-two 80th AA (Airborne Antiaircraft) gliders landed in or near the 505 Drop Zone O at 0405 hours, along with ten other gliders in the Detroit serial. Captain Al Ireland of General Ridgway’s 82d Airborne Headquarters landed with the ten Waco gliders to be sure that the 16 antitank cannons and Jeeps were delivered in support of the lightly armed infantry units on order of General Ridgway. Lt. Col. Raymond Singleton, the CO of the 80th AA, had parachuted with the 508 PIR. He was misdropped and did not join up with his headquarters until June 8th. By mid morning on D-Day, these artillerymen had four 57mm cannons set up with five good Jeeps. By noon, a fifth gun had been recovered.

By 1730 hours on D-Day, Capt. Norman G. Nelson’s overlay showed six guns in position and in operation. At least one 57mm cannon was located directly at the bend of the road on the east side, just above La Fière bridge. That gun was vital to our defense against the three German tanks later eliminated by A Company bazooka teams. Their cannon figured into the battle the next day, although it ran into bad luck with two direct hits through its shield.

As I look back in retrospect, almost 65 years later, I would like to emphasize that a battle for a particular area or objective such as La Fière Manoir, or a bridge, pillbox, or a hill, by separate groups of soldiers from different directions can result in many contrary or conflicting accounts by the men in different locations of the battle attack or scene of defense. For example, 507 and 508 pickup groups came in from the south side and back yard of La Fière Manoir. These men had eliminated one enemy machine gun crew, with Lieutenant Marr and Captain Schwarzwalder in command. The battle against enemy defenders who were fighting outside La Fière Manoir was over, except for some Germans holding out down on the causeway across the bridge, but those of us in the backyard conflict did not know they were there.

The 507 and 508 soldiers who now came into the backyard of La Fière Manoir did so after all the enemy soldiers defending the outside La Fière grounds had been killed and eliminated by A/505 and 1st Battalion troopers, thus fulfilling our mission on D-Day. The 507 men on the south side killed the hostile, deadly enemy machine gunner. The 508 squad saw the white pillow case or sheet surrender flag furled out of one window, and another German soldier, from a different room, started firing.
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Aerial photos of the Manoir and bridge after the battle. You can clearly see the damage suffered by the buildings, mostly the Manoir façade and roof.

Above: Photo taken from the west. Below: Photo taken from the east.
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Allen Langdon, C Company, 505 PIR was wounded by a machine gun bullet in his shoulder as soon as he arrived in sight of La Fière bridge early on D-Day morning. Allen was the historian of the 505 PIR and the author of Ready, the first history of the regiment in World War II. More recent is Phil Nordyke’s Four Stars of Valor.
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This Paratrooper didn’t have the same luck. As too many others, he ended his young life there.





Everyone, be they from the 505, 507 or 508, got involved in the shootout with the Germans inside the Manoir, some of whom wanted to give up. A lot of shooting took place for about 20 minutes, until our enemies finally surrendered and were taken prisoner.

Several different accounts have been reported concerning various regimental battles: I can attest that the battle for La Fière Manoir and bridge began about 0730 hours, at which time it involved only A Company and some 1st Battalion 505 men. There were no 507 or 508 troopers around until about 1000 hours, when the only Germans left were the ones inside the Manoir. In an erroneous account reported in a book about the 508 combat in Normandy and elsewhere, one 508 Pfc, who was involved in only the final shootout with the Germans inside the Manoir, had the audacity to state that: “from the high mound behind the Manoir, (I) observed men from the waiting 505 unit break through a hedgerow from the east as the battle ended.” That statement is actually an insult to the men of A Company and Major McGinity, who were killed several hours before the soldier quoted ever showed up on the scene. The so-called “waiting” 505th unit broke through the hedgerows three hours before any other units showed up at the Manoir backyard.

As I have stated, and as every experienced combat soldier I know will confirm, an attack by multiple units will all have somewhat different accounts. But you do not ever try to undermine the valor of another unit or their comrades who have been killed in action by trying to claim you won the battle or you won the war.

However, let me make it clear that the 507 and 508 troopers, as well as the 325/401GIR glidermen, demonstrated excellent valor and aggressiveness all through the Normandy battles. John Marr (Colonel, USA, ret.), 507 PIR, of Arlington VA, who was very much involved in the La Fière Manoir south-side battle, and who possesses an excellent memory today, can confirm the La Fière battle account.






CHAPTER FIVE

Across the Causeway



AFTER THE 1ST BATTALION 505 MISSION was accomplished on D-Day morning at dear expense to the A/505 and 507 and 508 troopers, Captain F. V. “Ben” Schwarzwalder determined that he and his group of 507 men would attempt to cross to the west over the 750-yard La Fière causeway to join the 507 PIR. This is where the misdropped 507th was supposed to be in the first place, on the west side of the Merderet River at their original DZ, Amfreville.
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As he had previously done on the south side of the Manoir, where he knocked off a sniper, Lt. John Marr again led the pack. This time he was joined by lead scout Pvt. James L. Mattingly, with whom he started across the causeway at about 1345 hours. A captured NCO prisoner had told Marr that German infantrymen were dug in and strung out along the causeway. They were apparently trapped between the east and west sides of the bridgehead; unknown to Marr, a group of 507 men, who had moved there later that morning after it was all clear, were already dug in at the old Cauquigny church wall on the west end of the causeway. Private Mattingly, being so forewarned, was quick to empty his M1 into the foxhole of a German who jumped up and fired at him. Mattingly also went flat and threw a grenade into the hole, killing one and wounding another enemy soldier. A total of seven Germans then rose out of their holes to surrender to him. He pointed his empty gun at them to move back east. He was covered by his backup pointman, Pvt. Jonnie K. Ward.

After clearing the enemy and walking along the causeway, they spotted two German MG-42 machine guns that could have mowed down the entire group. Obviously, these high-powered guns were the ones that had fired early on in the Manoir battle and later along the tree-lined causeway. While reveling in the accomplishment, one of Marr’s men was shot in the buttocks by a sniper firing from the southwest side of the causeway. On nearing the end, they broke out an orange flag because they thought they spotted Americans. Sure enough, they saw an orange smoke flare near the Cauquigny church. It was 1st Lt. Lewis Levy along with 2d Lt. Joseph Kormylo, both of Company D, 507 PIR, along with some 508 troopers.

This group of about 50 men from the 507 and 508 had landed on the western end of the causeway and set up a defense position around the perimeter of the Cauquigny church with one bazooka. Lt. Col. Charles J. Timmes, 507 PIR, had been pinned down with his men and stuck in an orchard about 1,200 yards distant to the north, but could get a runner in and out from time to time.

Early on D-Day, Timmes ordered Levy to stay at the church to guard the spot against an attack from the west and to protect his southern defense line. Everything went along fine that morning, and Levy even had a happy farmer bring his men milk and cider to wash down their K-rations. The group had only one problem: while the Germans on the causeway did not fire on them, they did take fire from the troopers on the east bank, although no one was hurt.

Lieutenant Levy gave Captain Schwarzwalder and Lieutenant Marr a report on all the positions with which he was familiar on the west side of the Merderet River, including Timmes’ now-dangerous orchard location, about a half mile northwest of the causeway on the edge at the marsh. After the briefing, Lieutenant Levy walked across the causeway to the Manoir and spoke with Colonel Lindquist, who immediately packed up and started to gather his 508 men in order to move to the west side of the causeway, where they were originally to have landed at Picauville.

Before Lindquist arrived, Schwarzwalder decided to go to the aid of Timmes’ trapped group north of Cauquigny. He took off with all his men, hoping eventually to attack Amfreville, and possibly locate Col. George V. Millet Jr., the 507 CO (who was captured by the Germans on D+3). When he left to look for Timmes, he was joined by all the 508 men, with the exception of two officers and eight enlisted men who stayed at the church—certainly too few men to defend the west side bridgehead. The other 508 men going over the causeway were accompanied by Pfc. Francis Buck, 505, on orders from Major Kellam to collect any 505 men and return them to the Manoir defensive position. It was a good time for the stragglers of all regiments to locate and join their units. While looking for 505 troopers, Buck walked beyond the church, where he heard the unmistakable clank of tanks coming from the west, along with distant but approaching machine gun fire. As a seasoned combat veteran, he knew what those sounds meant. The enemy was about to launch an attack.

As Buck hurried past the Cauquigny church, he saw a 507 officer and warned him and his men of approaching enemy tanks. The officer told Buck that the tanks were not his problem, and that somebody else would take care of them. Buck, though outranked, was a prudent combat soldier, who did not respond to this seemingly inexperienced officer. However, it wasn’t long before this small group engaged the enemy and then high-tailed it across the causeway. It was not crossed again for three days, except by enemy tanks and infantry.

When Major Kellam got the word on Buck’s rapid return, he immediately relayed the tank report to Dolan and all the other officers and sergeants in command around La Fière bridge: “Dig in deeper, and get ready.” A Company and the 1/505 troopers lined up and spread out on the east side of the causeway. We already had some land mines and the disabled German ammo truck sitting in the middle of the bridge as preparations against enemy tank or halftrack attack, along with experienced infantry.

Additional separate groups from C/505, led by 1st Lt. Jack Tallerday and Sgt. Sylvester Meis, had arrived earlier. Tallerday took command of C/505, because a sniper had earlier wounded Captain Stefanich. The balance of B/505 was present with one of its regular officers. The most powerful, yet still inadequate, of their defense weapons was a 57mm anti-tank gun (a British 6-pounder), on the corner of the road 150 yards uphill from the bridge and Manoir, that the 80th AA Battalion glidermen had brought in. In its solitary position, this gun was operated by the 307 Para Engineers.

Also by the side of the bridge were four of the toughest A Company bazooka team men in Ste. Mère-Eglise. These were the gunner Pfc. Lenold Peterson, located to the left of the bridge with his assistant, Pvt. Marcus Heim, Jr.; and the gunner Pfc. John D. Bolderson, with his assistant, loader Pvt. Gordon C. Pryne. The heavy weapons Headquarters Company, 1/505, backed them up with machine guns placed in strategic positions. Lt. John Otto, a fine soldier, was in charge of the headquarters weapons men.
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Aerial picture of the area of La Fière Manoir, the bridge and Cauquigny. The Manoir and the bridge are in the bottom left corner. The small curve in the causeway is where the German tanks were destroyed by the bazookamen of A Company 505. At the end of the causeway is the little hamlet of Cauquigny. The wrecked church and houses along the main road can be seen in the photograph. Beyond is the village of Le Motey and at the very top of the picture the edge of Amfreville appears. The orchard where the Timmes 507 group was cut off and held out for four days is in the top right corner. The flooded marshes of the Merderet covered the area from the river to the row of trees before Cauquigny. Only the causeway was above the water.
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The area around the Cauquigny church after the difficult fight by 507 and 508 paratroopers. The Americans were out-numbered ten-to-one by German attackers equipped with tanks. The photograph dates from late June or early July 1944.





The only way the German tanks were going to get through to Ste. Mère-Eglise or Utah Beach was over the causeway and La Fière bridge. Those of us in the 1st Battalion felt confident we could stop the enemy combined arms attack if we had artillery support and adequate ammunition. Pvt. Richard Reyes, A/505, brought in mortar, machine gun and rifle ammunition, hauling ammo back and forth from para-bundles down to the Manoir.

That afternoon, the seasoned paratroopers of the 1st Battalion had no idea if seaborne forces had even landed at Utah Beach, seven miles to the east. Nor did Generals Ridgway or Gavin have the slightest idea if the 4th Division had arrived. The 4th Division had indeed successfully landed at 0630 hours, but they were nowhere near La Fière bridge, and were of little or no help on this day or the next.

Across the now enemy-cleared causeway and near the Cauquigny church, Lt. Lewis Levy and Lieutenant Kormylo could hear the German tanks, as they walked west and ahead 200 yards to get a look and a onetime shot at them. A buck private, whose name was unknown to either lieutenant, was with Kormylo. On seeing the top of the tank turrets and enemy riflemen across the way, the two of them threw grenades and opened up with their rifles before running back beyond where Levy was covering them. As they ran past Levy, he yelled for them to keep on going, while he watched the Germans move in and set up a machine gun. He threw a grenade and disposed of the gun crew with his rifle.

Captain Schwarzwalder, who was determined to seize his D-Day mission, had left Levy, leading his 80-man group of 507 troopers along the marsh to the north, in search of Timmes. They made it to the orchard, 1,000 yards from the church, and settled in with Timmes and his group from the 2d Battalion, 507. This force numbered about 120 men. It was indeed unfortunate that they became trapped and isolated in this orchard for the next three days, until June 9. Meanwhile, back at the Cauquigny church, a mini-war was going on as a handful of courageous troopers determined to face the enemy on their own. They had M1 rifles or their carbines, one bazooka, and only one machine gun. So armed, they lay in wait for the 1057th Grenadier Regiment along with its supporting armor from the 100th Panzer Replacement Battalion of the German 91st Division.

At about 1600 hours, a few rounds of German artillery or mortars landed on the causeway in front of the church. The tanks shelled the Cauquigny church as the infantry closed up on the side of the road next to it. Both sides were now about ten yards apart, throwing grenades at one another. Private Orlin Stewart was on the west side of the church at the fork in the road when he saw a bazooka round hit a tank. Then two other Renault tanks tried to get past the damaged tank while a volley of rifle fire erupted along the enemy line.

To Stewart’s surprise, a 1st sergeant and a private, who were total strangers to him, began a battle with the enemy. This mystery sergeant and private had a handful of gammon grenades that they both threw against the tanks while Stewart covered them with his Browning automatic rifle (BAR). They disabled both tanks, and the unknown sergeant killed the crews with a fragmentation grenade as they tried to bail out. As a medium tank moved up from behind, Stewart and his buddies discovered they were out of grenades and ammunition, and decided they had only seconds to disappear behind the hedgerows. Levy, Kormylo and the six other men got out in a hurry and joined Timmes at the orchard defense zone, entering from along the waterside marsh. They were safe, at least for the moment. Levy was later killed in action.

The problem was now with Company B, 508 PIR, which was across the causeway. Some of them had turned left (south) at the Cauquigny church road intersection. When mortars and artillery hit your area, you go to ground or hit the road, fast.

While the Levy and Stewart band were doing their job with grenades behind the hedgerows, the Germans broke out of their hidden positions and poured into the area, firing with automatic weapons and light mortars. B/508 was caught wide open and could not get back along the causeway. They were overwhelmed with firepower and most of the survivors went into the marsh seeking the protection of the tall reeds, while wading or swimming through the flood plain back toward the Manoir east side. Some of the men were killed or died of their wounds while in the marsh. Observing from the Manoir on the east bank, we could clearly see them in the flooded marsh and also observe the German tanks and infantry over on the western shore. Colonel Lindquist had just walked back from his briefing on the west side of the Cauquigny bridgehead in order to set up his 508 regimental command post (CP). This had not been previously established due to the fast-moving battle for the Manoir de La Fière during the morning.

Just before the west bank attack had begun at about 1600 hours, we in Lieutenant Dolan’s Company A had wasted no time digging deep foxholes and setting up defensive positions following Francis Buck’s tank alert. Sporadic artillery and mortar rounds continued to come in. The 1st Battalion 505 men on the east side of the Merderet could not help the 507 and 508 men who crossed over the causeway earlier that afternoon, but almost everyone who looked up could see, especially on the south side, the poor souls wading through the marsh, trying to escape death. It was impossible for the 1/505 to come to their aid because our guns could not reach the far shore with any accuracy. Our bullets were of no use against enemy tanks. Only the 57mm at the bend of La Fière Manoir road was shooting back with any effect. Sgt. Joe Harald, Cpl. Glen Bell, and Private Vaught of F/508 made it back to the east shore riverbank, but a lieutenant was killed, according to Bob Broderick of F/508, who was on the east bank.

The Germans soon gave up the hunt against the men in the marsh, and their Renault tanks started very slowly to roll east out onto the causeway. Just then, German artillery and mortars took the offensive and poured fire all around La Fière Manoir, bursting shrapnel with a lethal radius of 100 yards in each direction. Tree-height shell bursts came down among the defenders. These are especially horrific because the exploding shrapnel can get right down into your hole, whereas ordinary rounds hitting the ground and exploding outside your dugout spread their shrapnel up and outward, and not directly on top of you.

La Fière Bridge Defense, 1600 Hours, 6 June

After their extremely heavy artillery bombardment, the Germans became very aggressive: at 1600 hours, three tanks moved very slowly forward in an easterly direction along the causeway, heading for us at the bridge. The panzers were followed by approximately 200 infantrymen, many of whom were intermingled with and between their supporting armor. The Germans lifted their artillery fire as their tanks and men approached our position. After the enemy barrage lifted, we of the 1st Battalion 505 fired our small arms and machine guns at the attacking German infantry. The first tank rolled within 40 yards of La Fière bridge, apparently spotting the mines out in front of the disabled German flatbed truck. The tank hatch opened, and the commander stood up for a quick look. That was the last look he ever took.

A bazooka team from either B or C Company was also on the south shore behind the Manoir. Three hours before the tank attack, a 57mm gun had arrived, and Dolan put it at the bend of the roadway above the Manoir. It was the 80th AA 57mm that had been picked up and operated by the 307th Para Engineers, who were an integral part of the 505 RCT. This gun was an important part of the defense of La Fière bridge on D-Day.

Dolan positioned Elijah Starr and Harold Rose (A/505) with a .30- caliber machine gun right next to the 57mm gun. The 57mm fired at the tanks until it ran out of ammunition. This 57mm gun had a direct view down the hill, but its view was partly obscured by the top of the truck on the bridge. The Germans also had a direct view of our gunners operating the 57mm. Private Clarence Becker, on the left flank, fired his machine gun at the exposed German tank commander. Every other rifleman took advantage of the German’s stupid blunder, opening up on him and the infantry. The bazooka men held their fire until that moment, because the thickness of the tree foliage at the bend of the causeway kept them from getting a clear view of the oncoming column.

The first two tanks were some 15 or 20 yards from each other, with the third tank 50 yards to their rear. When the lead tank approached to within 40 yards of the bridge, the two A Company bazooka teams, manned by Pfc. Lenold Peterson with assistant gunner Pvt. Marcus Heim, Jr. on the left, and Pfc. John D. Bolderson with assistant Pvt. Gordon C. Pryne on the right, got up and fired rockets from the edge of the road. They were under the heaviest small arms fire from the other side of the causeway as well as from cannon and machine gun fire from the tanks. Nevertheless, their bazooka fire had a training camp calm and accuracy about it. After being hit, the lead tank fired at the Peterson/Heim team, and snapped a concrete pole in front of them, sending flying chunks of concrete in the air. Peterson then ran 20 feet to get an unobstructed shot at the tanks, with Heim beside him carrying a bag of extra rockets.

To this day, I cannot understand why all four of them were not killed. They fired and reloaded with the precision of well-oiled machinery. I don’t think that either team wasted a shot. The first tank received several direct hits. A tread was knocked off, and within a matter of minutes it was on fire. This tank tried to get off the causeway by going to its left while the second tank tried to get around it. During all this bazooka action, our 57mm gun was firing from up on the hill, and the tanks were returning fire on it. The tank rounds even pierced through the gun shield.

The bazooka teams soon went to work on the second tank. Within 30 seconds, it too was on fire. Peterson put another round into the tank turret as it swung around to take a pot shot at him. Running out of rockets, Peterson sent Marcus Heim over the other side of the bridge to get extra ammunition. Heim ran through a hail of enemy bullets, only to find the Bolderson bazooka with a hole blown through it. He picked up a bag of rockets he found and ran back to Peterson’s side. They then hit the second tank seven more times. As the panzer crew tried to back away, their tank burst into flames, incinerating the crew. After firing every rocket they had, Peterson and Heim jumped into the cover of their foxholes. In the meantime, the 57mm continued firing and eventually knocked out the last tank. All four men of the bazooka teams were awarded the Distinguished Service Cross for this action.
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Two pictures of the causeway seen from the bridge as the men of the two A Company bazooka teams saw it from their firing positions. Because of the bushes and small trees on the sides of the road, the bazookamen had to wait for the tanks to arrive at the bend before they could shoot. On the photo below, the left parapet of the bridge is just below the electric pole on the left of the picture. (Photo taken end of June or July 1944.)
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Capt. Arthur M. Stefanich and Lt. Gerald N. Johnson, C/505, who both were combat veterans of Sicily and Italy, along with 70 men who had dropped some distance northeast of the 505 DZ, picked up their para-bundles by 0930 hours, and made a forced march directly for La Fière bridge, their assigned D-Day mission. They spread out, and on the way got in a quick lick against the enemy that morning by destroying a German armored truck with a gammon grenade. They also took two prisoners along the way.

When they reached the bend in the road near La Fière bridge, they heard the pitched battle and machine gun fire from several different directions. Stefanich went off to find Battalion Headquarters or anyone in command. He returned about an hour later and said Major McGinity had been killed, and that they better move forward. At the bend of the road where John Dolan had set up the 57mm gun, they crossed over and were immediately fired upon. They escaped into a deep roadside ditch along the hedgerow. Stef yelled to Johnson that he was on fire, and the lieutenant jumped on top of him to put out the flames. A bullet had pierced a smoke bomb in Stefanich’s pocket, wounding him. Johnson had to toss his smoke bomb in the roadway as a screen to get his company commander back to the C/505 troops and a medic.

Upon returning to the La Fière upper roadway near the 57mm gun, Lieutenant Johnson noticed that it was unmanned. Thinking that was odd, as there were no dead gunners or men near it, he dashed over to investigate. He had previous artillery school training and knew he could fire the weapon if there were shells nearby. Upon examining it, he found the firing pin missing, which was standard procedure by artillerymen if a gun is abandoned. It was obvious that the gun had been in use and fired. There were no 57mm shells around it. The gun was now useless, but it would do great service the next day (D+2). Johnson and his C/505 men fought on the top of the hill and placed a lot of 60mm mortar and machine gun fire down on the causeway. They also protected the A Company flanks from any infiltration attack that might come from the north or south side of the bridge.

When the two bazooka teams called for more ammunition, Major Kellam, Captain Roysdon and Private 1st Class Buck went hunting for extra rockets. While they were gathering ammunition, the Germans opened up with more mortar and artillery fire on the whole perimeter. Major Kellam was killed and Captain Roysdon was severely wounded and rendered unconscious from a concussion. Lieutenant Dolan took over command of the 1st Battalion, as he was the senior officer present. Dolan and a Lieutenant Weir from Regimental Headquarters carried Roysdon back to an aid station, but he died late that evening. Francis Buck stayed on until ordered out with shrapnel wounds.

During the close-up fight at the bridge, the men of Company A in the main line of fire along the embankment had concentrated on the large group of German infantry which had come along behind the tanks. From their dug-in positions, the paratroopers’ guns were able to put out grazing fire on the bridge and causeway. The result was like mowing hay. The leading files of oncoming enemy soldiers fell in their tracks along the causeway embankment. Those Germans still beyond the bend in the causeway (about 100 yards from the bridge) managed to retreat west to the vicinity of the Cauquigny church.

The infantry did not attempt to force the La Fière bridge crossing again during the evening or the night of D-Day. The first battle for this bridge was won by our men, but at great cost. And the Germans still owned the west side of the bridgehead.





[image: 75]

The bend in the causeway with three German Renault tanks from Abteilung 100 destroyed by the A Company bazooka teams and the 80th AA Battalion’s 57mm gun.





Company B 505 PIR was put into reserve in the perimeter of Company A, so that we had an almost 360-degree defense line. The rest of the early evening we spent under heavy mortar and machine gun fire. The mortar fire was very effective against the two forward platoons because of tree bursts. It took very little imagination on the part of the Germans to figure out just where we would be dug in. As Dolan later recalled: “There was less than a 75-yard frontage on either side of the bridge from where we could effectively defend. Accordingly, they could throw their mortar fire in our general direction with good results. During the late night the enemy fire let up slightly, but they started early the next morning and kept it up.” Dolan’s 3rd Platoon took the worst beating, as they were in a heavily wooded area.

General Gavin was on a reconnaissance mission to Chef-du-Pont with Lieutenant Colonels Maloney and Ostberg, and Capt. Roy Creek of E/507, along with Gavin’s aide, Captain Olson. The bitter fight in that area had not started by mid afternoon, so Gavin left Ostberg and his 507 men to attack the town and bridge and get to the Chef-du-Pont causeway as Maloney and Ostberg saw fit. Gavin returned to La Fière bridge late in the evening after the battle, to find almost all the officers dead or badly wounded. By that time, 1st Lt. John J. Dolan had taken command of the 1st Battalion, as the senior ranking officer.

At this point, Gavin sent for Lt. Col. Mark Alexander, a very courageous combat leader, to take over command of the 1st Battalion. General Gavin was of the correct opinion that the Germans would not mount another attack on D-Day night, and in believing that the 1st Battalion men were now secure in defensive positions backed up by Colonel Lindquist’s 508 force at the rear railroad embankment. All of the American dead and wounded were being carried out under darkness with assistance of stretchers and Jeeps beyond the bend of the road, just up from the Manoir.

While enemy artillery and rifle fire continued to pepper the area, Pfc. Thomas A. Bresch, a company clerk, volunteered to remove the seriously wounded in a Jeep he had recovered from a glider. Driving it to a spot hidden by the easterly bend in the road above the Manoir, he heroically evacuated 18 men during the ongoing battle. At the road bend was the big first aid station administered by a medical trooper and hero, Pfc. Kelly W. Byars of A/505. This was also the holding spot for our men killed in action. The most seriously wounded men who needed immediate attention were the first to be transported out by Jeep to the battalion or regimental doctors, presided by senior sergeant Fred Morgan (Colonel, USA, ret.), who had served in Sicily and Italy. A very respected combat medic who later served in Holland, Belgium and Germany, he treated me for wounds.

General Gavin went back to the railroad crossing and set up his Force A command post for the night. Unfortunately for him, a messenger woke him and said General Ridgway wanted to see him. Gavin and his aide walked in moonlight back to the Division CP, outside Ste. Mère-Eglise, and found it was a wasted trip: Ridgway was asleep. After waking the general, he passed on the message that everything was under control, and we should “just do what has to be done.” No doubt some nervous staff officer wanted Brig. Gen. Jim Gavin back at the Division CP, and had sent the message in Ridgway’s name. The astonishing occurrence was that Gavin and his aide Olson, while heading to see Ridgway, had passed a German battalion moving between Ste. Mère-Eglise and La Fière bridge; this battalion was probably heading to Neuville-au-Plain after the battle with Lt. Turner Turnbull’s heroic D/505 platoon.

It may have been Gavin’s battle-hardened sixth sense that led him to place most of Colonel Lindquist’s 508 Battalion 800 yards to the rear of La Fière Manoir at the railroad embankment that first afternoon. In any event, the choice was fortuitous. The 1/505, or what remained of it, could have been wiped out by another frontal attack across the causeway while simultaneously being hit from the rear, if the 508 had not been so-positioned. One 82d man, Captain Miller (who spoke German), did run into the German infiltration group that General Gavin missed by a very few yards. Miller was taken prisoner, but managed to escape two days later.

The 507 force of 121 men and 21 officers pinned down with Lieutenant Colonel Timmes north of Cauquigny now included the Marr and Schwarzwalder group, who had arrived that afternoon after crossing the causeway when the Manoir was captured. They were located in the orchard about one mile northwest of La Fière bridge and 1,000 yards from the Cauquigny bridgehead.

The Germans knew there was a sunken road right behind the orchard that led through the marsh and back over to the east side of the Merderet. They undoubtedly felt that Timmes’ men were an advance party that would attack them, so they kept constant pressure on the orchard positions. Although the enemy never actually charged this group of soldiers, they kept them under constant rifle, mortar and machine gun fire for the next two days. Although neither force attacked the other, they kept each other in check. Thirty-five of the American troopers became battle casualties during that time.

One can theorize that if Timmes’ men had not defended that orchard perimeter, the German 1057th Grenadiers could have crossed over the marsh on the northern sunken road at night, and attacked from the rear the 505 men dug in at La Fière, as well as the 508 troopers back at the railroad embankment. Although no one on either side knew it at the time, a better strategic location for Timmes’ force could not have been planned. Once again luck, or the intuition of veteran small unit commanders, broke our way.





[image: 78]

Paratroopers and glidermen from the 80th AA Bn with a 57mm gun similar to the one used at La Fière. The gun is towed by a Dodge 6x6 truck.
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Gen. James Gavin, Assistant Division Commander in Normandy, always led from the front and was much beloved by his men.
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Gen. Matt Ridgway, Commander, 82d Airborne Division, meeting with his officers in a Normandy orchard.






CHAPTER SIX

The Battle of Chef-du-Pont



AFTER GENERAL GAVIN ARRIVED AT CHEF-DU-PONT town center, he and his group had a firefight at about 1030 hours with a stopped armed train and its German guards. After repulsing this force, Gavin immediately went to find the other bridge running over the Merderet River. He found the Chef-du-Pont bridge and raised causeway over the flooded marsh one half mile outside of town, to the southwest. From there, he could see Hill 30 over to his right, about one mile away. It looked as if it was surrounded by the marsh (although this was not the case on its northwest side).

During the original approach to Chef-du-Pont, Gavin and Lieutenant Colonel Maloney split up into two forces of about 75 men each, later meeting about 100 yards from the bridge, but not before a little firefight on the way. General Gavin, Lt. Col. Ostberg, and their 75 507 men went straight down the railroad tracks and to the right, around the rear of the houses about 1,000 yards from the bridge.

A Frenchman along the way said there were no Germans in Chef-du-Pont. He was wrong. There were roughly 40 Germans in and around the houses, but after a short skirmish, the enemy took off for the causeway with the paratroopers in pursuit. General Gavin and his 508 group left Ostberg to seize the bridge at about 1100 hours on D-Day, for opposition seemed very light.

However, outside of town, the enemy had a solid defense line dug in at the Chef-du-Pont bridge and all along the causeway with machine gun emplacements and riflemen in foxholes. Some fleeing Germans dove into their dugouts east of the bridge, but most got across to the other side. Ostberg and his men stopped firing and waited a few minutes on the east side of the bridge. The remaining Germans could now only do one thing: fight to the finish. And that they did, because they could not escape.
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Chef-du-Pont bridge and causeway. At the top left of the picture is Hill 30.





The troopers then went ahead and picked off all the enemy on their (east) side of the bridge. As the bridge rose up from the road, there was no way of seeing the enemy on the other side. However, the Germans on the causeway ramp apparently saw the 507 paratroopers. They in turn were picked off if they raised their heads out of the dugouts formerly occupied by the Germans.

Ostberg and a small group of his men tried to rush the Chef-du-Pont bridge with bursts of machine gun and rifle fire. Ostberg was wounded in the charge, but fortunately fell off the side of the bridge into the safety of the marsh. While the afternoon wore on with continuing grenade duels and traded pot shots, Lieutenant Colonel Maloney and all of his men (except for 34 troopers) were ordered to get back to La Fière Manoir and bridge as quickly as possible. General Gavin was afraid that a massive attempt by German artillery and tanks might carry the bridge into enemy hands, and he needed every man he could collect in case of a second charge at La Fière.

With Ostberg wounded and out of action, Capt. Roy E. Creek of E/507 took command of the remaining defenders. The Germans, with all their 91st Division armaments in place or on call, moved up a light cannon within 600 yards of our lines. Shellfire from this enemy infantry gun took out 14 of our troopers. While the shelling and harassing from deadly rifle fire poured in on the 507 men, some of the troopers called out to Captain Creek to look to the rear. Creek saw a line of enemy infantry to the north of him, deploying 300 yards away amid the outer village farm buildings. He had to deal with an enemy assault from the rear as well as incoming artillery, with an obvious attack coming at him from across the bridge to his front. Captain Creek figured the Germans behind him must have hidden in the buildings and stayed there when the larger 507 Gavin-Maloney-Ostberg force had first arrived that morning and attacked the train and the village of Chef-du-Pont, bypassing them during the fight down to the bridge.

Like manna from heaven that evening (although it was still daylight), a glider landed intact at 2110 hours right in the middle of Creek’s men. The glidermen from Battery C of the 80th AA Battalion brought forth a 57mm gun, which was quickly turned against the German gun and put it out of action with two rounds. Meanwhile, more help arrived in the form of a division staff officer, who ran as fast as he could to get help for Captain Creek, who was now in command; he returned at the same time as the arrival of a glider with a platoon of troopers who systematically routed the 1057th Grenadier attacking infantry. The Germans ran and took positions all along the other side of the causeway in their dugouts. The 507 men with their newly arrived backup force stayed on their side of the bridge.

Roy Creek took a walk north along the Merderet River, now that it was getting dark, in hopes of finding a better defensive position. He found a spot where the lay of the land provided him a clear field of fire west across the marsh. His men jumped at this opportunity to redeploy and find better firing positions. They could see the Germans in their foxholes, and after ten minutes of withering machine gun fire across the marsh, they killed or wounded all the enemy defenders except two soldiers who fled as fast as they could run.

Creek and his 507 men moved across the Chef-du-Pont bridge and settled in to defend it. It had taken the entire day to seize the crossing with the small force at hand. As the causeway was at least 700 yards distant to the other end, they had a wide open shot at any tanks or infantry that might attack them that night or in the morning. There were 40 dead Germans in their holes or laid out on the embankment, compared to 13 dead and 23 wounded Americans. The 507 PIR paratroopers succeeded in seizing the second bridge at Chef-du-Pont, one of the priority D-Day missions of the 82d Airborne Division.
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Capt. Roy Creek, Company E, 507 PIR





The 507 PIR was first into Chef-du-Pont and seized the east side of the bridge on D-Day. Clearly that honor belongs to the 507 men under Lt. Col. Arthur Maloney of the 507 PIR along with Lieutenant Colonel Ostberg and Capt. Roy Creek (Colonel, ret.). There might have been a few 508 troopers that the Gavin force picked up along the way, but the 507 boys took Chef-du-Pont and held that little bridge over the Merderet all day and night of D-Day.

In fact, there are two interesting stories about Chef-du-Pont. There’s the one account of the men with Roy Creek being “saved by the bell” when the 80th AA glider floated in with the 57mm, as recounted above. The other incident concerns Maloney, who was a big 230-pound six-footer. He was fighting his way to the Chef-du-Pont bridge on the afternoon of D-Day. Under cover of a white phosphorus grenade he got onto the bridge. A German threw a potato masher grenade at him. He turned and ran to get out of harm’s way, but the enemy grenade exploded and threw Maloney up into the air. While up in the air his legs were still running, causing the men to laugh at the “old man” running like hell in mid air.

On the afternoon of June 7, Colonel Lindquist and his 508 force relieved Captain Creek and all his 507 men at about 1600 hours. The 508 men continued the Chef-du-Pont bridge seizure and then began the attack mission across the causeway. They were successful by the night of June 8. The 508 had forced the Germans across the Chef-du-Pont causeway so they could get to the surrounded, but aggressive 508 troopers on nearby Hill 30.

The D-Day action was concluded with the 505 Parachute Infantry Regimental Combat Team securely dug in at their triangular positions in the Ste. Mère-Eglise area. The 1st Battalion was dug in at La Fière bridge after their fight for the Manoir and their man-versus-tank battle. Most of the battalion officers in this area were killed or so severely wounded that they were out of action. First Lieutenant Dolan of A/505 was in command of the 1st Battalion until late in the day, when Lt. Col. Mark Alexander decided, along with Maj. John Norton, an S3, to get down to the Manoir, take command and hold that bridge at all costs after the loss of most of the 1st Battalion officers.
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Maj. John Norton (Lt. Gen., ret.), of the 82d Airborne Division staff.





Lt. Turner Turnbull (D/505) and his few brave troopers, who fought almost as a lost patrol for most of the day, had stopped the Germans from getting into Ste. Mère-Eglise from the main Cherbourg-Paris Route 13 highway on the Neuville-au-Plain north side. They were attacked by tanks, a self-propelled gun (SP) from 500 yards that got a direct hit on our D/505 bazooka man, heavy and light machine guns, mortars and 88s. Even though outnumbered four to one, not including German tanks and cannons, Turnbull and the 2d Battalion were not about to back down. And they didn’t.

The 3/505 that earlier rolled into the center of the town at 0400 hours, killing 11 enemy and taking 30 prisoners, later suffered the brunt of the efforts from those Germans who had managed to flee out of town. The 3rd Battalion was required to defend an attack coming from the south later that day as the Germans attempted to recapture the town of Ste. Mère-Eglise.

Finally, at 2100 hours on D-Day, as darkness was approaching, General Ridgway got a radio message, in the clear, to the 4th Division to get their tanks and infantry off the beaches and give the 82d some large 75mm and 155mm artillery support as well as ammunition. At the end of D-Day, while still broad daylight between 2110 and 2120 hours, 75 “Mission Elmira” gliders landed at DZ W in the Ste. Mère-Eglise area. Both the Waco CG4As and British Horsas also arrived after dark at 2300 and 2310 hours, with another 100 gliders flying in—some 175 gliders arriving in two hours. Along came additional artillery men of the 80th AA, 82d Division Artillery, 307 Medical Company, A/307 Engineers, 319th and 320th Glider Field Artillery, 82d HQ with vehicles, the 82d Signal Company with much needed communication gear, and the 82d Reconnaissance platoon and other units.

These gliders had no better luck than those 80th AA that had come in before daylight on D-Day at 0400 hours. The short fields led to many crashes into or through the hedgerows. But a good deal of their precious cargo was recovered and moved out to strategic points under the cover of night. Of the 175 gliders landing between those hours, 137 gliders were damaged or destroyed with death or serious injury to the soldiers on board.

At 0130 hours on June 7, the 80th AA Battalion official log shows that they had two 57mm guns from C Battery in position at La Fière bridge and one 57mm at the Chef-du-Pont bridge (presumably from the Horsa glider No. IG887 that landed in the midst of Captain Roy Creek’s battle for the Chef-du-Pont bridge). The 80th AA Commander, Lt. Col. Raymond E. Singleton, parachuted in with the 508 at 0214 hours on June 6 and reported in with the 508 PIR battalion that was dug in at the railroad crossing above and about 800 yards to the rear of La Fière bridge.

Except for the platoon outpost guards and the medical doctors, most 82d warriors were tucked in about as deep down as they could shovel, getting what rest they could after practically no sleep for over 44 hours. They would need the rest. The next morning the boys at La Fière would take part in one of the worst battles that A Company and the 1st Battalion 505 PIR would ever experience.

The 325 Glider Infantry Regiment had both American CG4A Waco and British Horsa gliders that carried infantrymen, 57mm guns, and Jeeps and trailers all loaded with small arms, ammunition and 57mm shells. Some of the Jeeps and ammo were for the parachute regiments, which can only carry what they jump with or equipment dropped in container parachute bags.

Many D-Day invasion air photos show gliders all over the area surrounding Ste. Mère-Eglise and in the hedgerow fields. The great majority of these crashed and were wrecked, killing or severely maiming the occupants. Representative is the landing of just two gliders carrying 325th Glider Infantry Regiment men that came in on D+1, June 7, near Ste. Mère-Eglise. These 325 GIR gliders came from the east coast of Normandy, over Utah Beach, heading westerly, which was the exact opposite of the approach the paratroopers and pre-dawn gliders took on June 6. (1)

The Company G, 325 Horsa glider was cut loose east of Chef-du-Pont and came in for a landing at 80 mph in a field planted with large posts, which ripped off part of the right wing. This caused it to crash into large trees at the end of the field, but only after it skidded over the wing of a just-landed CG4A Waco. The glider broke in half, the floor was torn up, and the nose was demolished. Delbert Humpston was thrown forward on top of the pilot, who had been killed on impact, but Delbert was all right. Lt. Guy Cowan, Pfc. Francis Higdon and Pfc. Thomas Roberts were also killed in the crash. Glen Lego, badly injured, died later that afternoon.

Another 2d Platoon, G Company 325 glider was carrying 2d Lt. Richard B. Johnson, a young Boston lawyer from Harvard Law School, who told his men stories during the flight and recited lines from Shakespeare’s Henry V: “We few, we happy few, we band of brothers. For who sheds his blood with me this day, shall be my brother.” But as they came in for a landing, they had to avoid another glider to the left, causing them to miss the field. They landed in the watery, flooded marsh at 90 mph and disintegrated. Lt. Johnson, the pilot, the copilot, and his runner flew out the front and landed face down in the water, still stuck to their seats and seat belts, which they removed before they caused them to drown. Luck was with these men and no one received any serious injuries. And Lt. Richard Johnson was going to need plenty of luck, for he would soon be one of the leaders to cross La Fière causeway on June 9, 1944. (2)
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Above: Waco Gliders spred out on landing zone E.





Below: Horsa gliders on the ground.
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Capt. Bob Piper, S2 of the 505 PIR, poses in front of a wrecked Horsa glider.
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Four members of the 80th AA Battalion in front of their demolished Waco Glider. This particular one has a Griswold nose towing point and an unusual radio antenna.
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Like this Waco CG4A, a number of gliders ended their course in a hedgerow, in trees or against other obstacles, killing or wounding most of the men aboard, or destroying all or part of the cargo transported.
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For this Horsa glider it was not too bad a landing in spite of crossing the hedgerow at the end of its landing course.
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Another crashed Horsa.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

D-Day Plus One:

JUNE 7, 1944



AFTER A NIGHT WITH A BRIGHT moon, the dawn of D+1 brought forth an early morning mortar attack on our A Company 505 positions on both sides of the Manoir near the foot of the Merderet River. About 800 yards further back, Colonel Lindquist’s 508 PIR men were dug in along the railroad embankment. The Germans owned the western real estate across the causeway in Cauquigny. They had been seriously mauled the previous afternoon by the A/505 bazooka team, the 57mm gun and the entire 1st Battalion 505 RCT troopers. It was just as obvious to any combat-wise buck private as it was to General Gavin that the German 91st Air Landing Division was going to mass its forces to get into and through Ste. Mère-Eglise and try to push the Americans off Utah Beach. They didn’t waste any time on that fateful Wednesday morning of June 7, 1944.

The battleground had been cleared of the dead and wounded. We had lost a quarter of our men in A Company, and would tie that amount again in the impending enemy attack, the worst of all we would face. But A Company had gained a lot of valuable experience in Sicily in July 1943, when we had taken on six tanks at one time, knocking out two, damaging two and driving off the remainder. Capt. Edwin Sayre (DSC, Colonel, USA, ret.), our former company commander, who had been seriously wounded during action in Italy, had had one simple, but tough philosophy: “Don’t back down.” Now leading the company, Lieutenant Dolan was cut from the same cloth, and Sayre’s attitude was engraved in the minds of all the A Company men.

During the night, enemy artillery and mortars were unrelenting. In the La Fière area, artillery took out six more A/505 men along with some of the supporting 507 and 508 troopers. Corporal Kelly Byars, a Sicily and Italy combat medic, took care of wounded men at the aid station during the night. Byars never slept and evidenced no fear of shelling while he went about his work. With daylight, 185 C-47 aircraft dropped resupply parachute bundles on DZ O, beginning at 0611 hours and completing the mission at 0629 hours.
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Colonel Lindquist, commanding officer of the 508 PIR.
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Lt. Col. Maloney in command of the 507 PIR after Col. Millet was captured.





At least half of the bundles were recovered, but many landed to the southwest and ended up in German hands. The 4th Division, which landed at Utah Beach on D-Day, had yet to bring any ammunition into the 1/505 area. No tanks had arrived anywhere near the La Fière Manoir area. The only resupply came from our patrolling men, scavengers who took ammunition from wounded men at the rear medical aid stations, and retrieved more from the innards of crashed gliders. The men of the 82d Airborne faced the enemy on D+1 on their own.

Lt. Col. Mark Alexander, who took over the 1st Battalion 505 after the Germans were defeated at La Fière bridge, got a thorough welcome aboard when enemy artillery started pounding the area. The orders for the 1st Battalion were to stay where we were and stop the next attack across the causeway. Every man in the unit knew Jerry was coming. The 507 company that Gavin had placed on the right (north) river embankment the previous night went to the flank of A/505 under the control of Capt. Robert D. Rae, 507 PIR. The other half of Maloney’s 507 reinforcements, who had come up from Chef-du-Pont after the 1st Battalion and A/505 La Fière Manoir tank battle, were positioned on the south side of the Manoir.

However, because of the signs of a likely attack just north of Ste. Mère-Eglise, these 507, who numbered about 200, were pulled out of both the right and left flanks of A/505 to join Colonel Lindquist’s 508 and 507 force, marching northeast on orders from Gavin. No one told Red Dog Dolan that these 507 men were on his flank, so they were not missed when they pulled out on June 7. Just as on the previous day, the men of A Company and all the other 1st Battalion 505 PIR and 307 Para Engineers had no idea that there were 507 or 508 troopers in the vicinity, except the few men with Lieutenant Hagar and Pfc. Jim Blue of the 508, who came into La Fière Manoir yard late in the morning of D-Day to help clear out the Germans who were trapped inside the Manoir.

A Company, which bore the brunt of the D-Day cross-causeway attack, had its 1st Platoon dug in deep, but in a wide open and exposed area above the river bank and in the hedgerow ditch right on the north side of the bridge. Corporal Dave Billington told 1st Sgt. Robert M. Matterson about the exposure of his men. Matterson and Lieutenant Dolan moved some men up the little hill back to a safer position, gaining a better field of fire in the process. At just about daylight, we were visited by a squad from Company B, 307th Parachute Engineers, with two machine gun crews from the 505 1st Battalion Headquarters Company. Second Lieutenant William A. Oakley had personally laid out the positions of these machine gun crews and the 307 Engineers now acted as riflemen inside the A Company perimeter so as to get maximum crossfire on the causeway during the attack we knew was shortly to come. Enemy artillery continued unabated as these redeployments went on. Platoon Staff Sergeant Lawrence F. Monahan was fatally wounded by mortar fire while we prepared for the enemy attack.

The previous day, we had observed German infantry coming toward us, huddled behind the approaching tanks on the causeway. When those tanks were destroyed, we had a field day shooting at the exposed infantry. In fact, most of us were practically out of M1 rifle ammo until Pvt. Richard Reye and a few hustlers distributed collected bandoleers of M1 rounds, bazooka ammunition, and boxes of machine gun ammo. Dolan was with us in the 1st Platoon. The 2d Platoon, with 1st Lt. George Wayne Presnell, was on the left of the bridge, partly behind the forward stone wall and also down on the south side of the river embankment in order to shoot crossfire onto the tree-lined causeway.

Just as daylight broke, about 20 misdropped 507 and 508 men began wading across the flooded marsh from the west side across from the Manoir. The marsh was three to five feet deep, and some of the men trying to get across had no weapons. German machine gun and rifle fire from the causeway embankment on the western shore easily cut about half of them down. We were forced to witness the tragedy as our men were killed or helplessly drowned after being wounded. They were clear targets for even the worst German riflemen.

The German tanks that were on the other (west) side of the causeway had been rumbling back and forth most of the night, and we could clearly hear the German soldiers talking. Obviously, they were digging in on the causeway, but after the flogging we had given them the day before, they were not about to come against us again in the middle of the night, especially as it was a bright, moonlit night except for the occasional passing cloud cover.

No Better Place to Die

At 1000 hours on D+1, the enemy attack across the causeway began. It was once again heralded by the slow approach of two of the same type of Renault tanks with another 200 enemy foot soldiers following behind and interspaced with the tanks. Two additional German tanks followed, for a total of four supporting the onslaught. The war was on again.

I was with the A Company men in the frontline, on the east side and next to the bridge, and 1st Battalion Headquarters, B and C Company men were still in the Manoir and hill positions. All of us waited alone with our thoughts. Since 0800 hours the mortars and heavy artillery had intensified, including the horrifying tree bursts. We were in our foxholes, but of necessity craning our necks looking out for the enemy approach. We were all thinking one thought—is today the day that I get it? Wet and shivering from the moist ocean and marsh air, we were dirty, thirsty and hungry. We had no water, our throats were very dry, and our K rations were all expended. On top of all of these debilitating factors, more Germans were attacking than our meager stockpile of ammunition could conceivably handle.

Unless you have faced the grim reaper in the form of an oncoming enemy, it is hardly possible to understand the fear and dread that runs through the mind of a frontline infantryman. You pray. You have the fear of death on your mind. You are watching armed men and tanks coming at you. Artillery and mortar explosions and shrapnel are flying through the air all around you. There is no thought in your mind to get out of your hole and run, because you know you would be cut down by rifle or shrapnel fragments. That fear doesn’t end or leave you until you get a chance to open fire with your weapon directly at the enemy—and in our case, an enemy who was no more than 40 yards in front of us. The only thought on your mind becomes sighting the enemy soldier and getting off two or three rounds until he falls. Then get another few rounds off. There are plenty of targets. You have no fear of death now—it is gone completely.

It is surprising, but while sighting and shooting you are oblivious to the mortar and artillery bursts around you. During the German attack, one piece of shrapnel hit the very rear part of my helmet and pushed my head forward into the dirt. Fortunately, I had my helmet pushed way back to get my eye right down on the sight of my Garand rifle. The Krauts were lobbing in mortars on the 1st and 2d Platoons above the riverbanks. The 1/505 men about 55 yards to the rear were still getting hit with artillery. It seemed to be pay back time indeed for the pasting the 1st Battalion 505 RCT had given Jerry the day before.

The first two tanks got no farther than the column of the previous afternoon had been able to advance. Peterson and the other three bazooka men met the attack head on, supported by a 57mm gun firing from directly above the embankment. It was an almost untenable position for an anti-tank gun, but it was no worse than the position A/505 Cpl. Felix Ferrazzi had taken over, acting as a stand-in machine gunner of the 1st Platoon. Ferrazzi was in fact a radio operator, but finding himself without a radio, he took over from Ralph Barr, a dead machine gunner, positioning himself directly under the 57mm gun so that both weapons would hold a line of fire directly on the bridge. The 57mm gunners told Ferrazzi to move, because he could not possibly take it there. He insisted on staying, and though the blast from the 57mm rounds shook him terribly, he remained at his post until his machine gun was knocked out by mortar fire. An earlier burst had showered him with fragments and cut him badly around the head and neck. But he kept firing as long as his gun was operable.

We stopped the enemy armor just before the bridge. By that time, the lead tank was already past the firing angle of the bazooka crew’s original position, but Peterson and Heim, Bolderson and Pryne had dropped back inside the rifle line. Hit by a rocket or one of the 57mm shells (or both), the first tank was disabled, causing the advancing column to pile up. Once again, the German infantry that had been coming on behind the tanks was held in check. Now, however, there was a difference in the German defensive situation. The pile-up of three dead German tanks and the burned-out German truck that Presnell and the bazooka men had dragged onto the bridge the day before formed a partial barricade, giving the enemy foot soldiers cover from which they could fight, and they made good use of it. Our forces became locked in a sudden to-the-death firefight from less than 40 yards. A deadly range.

The Germans crouched behind their tanks and in the causeway foxholes, and the Americans made the most of their ground cover. Suddenly, the mortar fire from the west bank doubled in intensity, most of it falling among Oakley’s men until they could scarcely raise their heads. Second Lieutenant Oakley was hard hit by a mortar burst, and spouted so much blood from a big hole in his back that they had to get him out in the middle of the fight. Sgt. William D. Owens, a squad leader, gave him a morphine shot and took command of what was left of the 1st Platoon. Oakley died behind a hedgerow; he was a heroic leader, who had led in combat in Sicily and Italy.

Our platoon strength was dwindling so rapidly from the bullet and mortar fire that Owens found it difficult to know whether any defensive line remained. First Sergeant Robert M. Matterson, who was slightly to the rear of the rifle line, was trying to steer the wounded back. He found them coming back in such numbers that he “felt like a policeman directing traffic.” Sgt. Russell O’Neal saw a new replacement trooper to his 3rd Platoon get half his head taken off by an 88. O’Neal did not even know his name. Pvt. John Ross also took a direct hit with an 88. There was nothing left of him but body-parts and dog tags.

Owens stood there, conspicuously in the open and no more than 40 yards from the bridge embankment, a quietly impressive figure. He rallied his men just by the example of his own fearlessness. The German close-up fire from behind the barricade of wrecked armor was taking a terrible toll on our men, and the enemy mortars continued unceasingly to pound the embankment. More than half of the 1st Platoon had become casualties. In Owens’ own 1st Squad only three men remained. The remainder of the A Company line was not in position where it could get a clear shot or give any strong support to the 1st Platoon’s position. We continued to fire at anything that moved, but we did so knowing that the issue would be decided on the ground held by Owens’ platoon. If his platoon broke, the whole position would go. We never left. We didn’t back down. Every man with Sergeant Owens continued non-stop firing.

The soaking-wet, new first-time-in-combat strays who had come into the line from across the west side of the river at dawn were the first to get out. Not all of them, but a few. Most of them had been shocked, wounded and exhausted by their experiences. Lacking the sense of personal identity or comradeship with the unit that is the final stabilizing force in moments of supreme emergency, the stragglers responded to their instinct for self-preservation. Owens was too preoccupied with other matters to make any attempt to dissuade them, but he could measure the effect on his own men. These small withdrawals weakened and worried them. Maybe Dolan could pull them in. Sergeant Matterson saw a lieutenant, a stranger to A Company, start for the rear. “I saw a whole battalion of infantry over there this morning,” said the Lieutenant. “We can’t stop them and it’s time to get out.” Matterson could not tell him to stay.

The machine gun ammunition supply in the frontline was now down to one box per gun. The guns remained active only by the persistence of the supply sergeant, S/Sgt. Edwin F. Wancio, who kept burrowing and crawling up to the fire line from the rear, carrying enough ammunition boxes to keep the guns fed. Elijah Starr and Harold Rose found a full box of machine gun ammo next to their position 100 yards to the rear of the Manoir, where the 57mm had been located the previous day and fired by the 307 Engineers. They never knew how it magically got there. There were no spare barrels for the guns. They were kept in such constant use that when the gunners stopped firing momentarily, the guns spat out ten or 12 additional rounds. Two of the machine guns in the company line broke down from over-heating, but Lt. John Otto cannibalized them on the spot and got one gun back into operation. Lieutenant Otto went to the top of the first embankment and yelled out over the din of falling mortar rounds, spotting enemy targets that he could plainly see, as well as firing at them.

Attrition to the men and weapons finally caused matters to reach the breaking point. Machine gunner Oscar Queen and BAR Sicily/Italy combat trooper Dave Bullington were just about out of ammunition. Queen had fired thousands of rounds. The wounded crawled on back. More of the non-505 strays quit the ground. Half the strength of the line was gone.

Owens, standing in the key position, had lost all but 15 men. At last these few began to waver, as it looked hopeless with ammo running out. They said to Owens, “Let’s get out, we’d better withdraw.” Owens replied, “No, we will wait for orders. We haven’t been told to go.” Yet he was uncertain of his own decision and felt the onrushing death of his men. He thus sent me, the 1st Platoon runner, over to tell Lieutenant Dolan that we were out of ammunition, could not stand another tank and infantry attack, and needed to move back. What should we do? I got out of my hole and ran back to the incline and across the road where Dolan was looking down at the bridge with a few wounded men nearby. I told him what Owens had said and asked if we could move back. “No, stay where you are,” Dolan said. He took a piece of paper from a little note pad, wrote something on it, and told me, “Here, give this to Sergeant Owens.” Ducking incoming shells and bullets, I ran back across the road to Owens and the remnant platoon and gave him the note. As he read the message, I told him what Dolan had said to me. When I asked him what the message said, he replied, “We stay. There is no better place to die.”(1)

German Truce

Owens and Dolan had previously sent a radioman, Cpl. Darrel J. Franks, to the rear to find Ridgway, Gavin or Ekman for help, but Franks had not yet returned from his search for the commanding officers. The war at the bridge was still on.

It was in these moments and in this die-hard spirit that the 1st Platoon, including all of us who remained in A Company, met and passed our crisis along with the 1st Battalion 505 men on the La Fière bridge perimeter. They stood their ground. Within a few minutes of Dolan’s stubborn and death-defying note to Owens, the Germans raised and waved a Red Cross flag and asked for a half-hour respite to take out their wounded. Lt. Col. Mark Alexander, Dolan, and every single defender were happy to grant this request. It gave us a chance to succor the wounds of our own men and to regroup with what little strength remained. We had a good chance to get ammo from the rear and take our wounded men out of artillery range to the rear by Jeep. It was “all quiet on the Western Front.”

We all rearmed and waited for the next attack when the ceasefire was over. It never came. During the heat of the battle with heavy artillery, mortar rounds and machine gun fire coming into a position, it is impossible to tell who is still alive, because of the distance between foxholes. During that half-hour armistice, the German effort to reestablish the position along the line of the Merderet River passed into decline.





[image: 99]

A 505 PIR CP with a radio operator somewhere in Normandy.





The enemy infantry did not come on against the 1/505 position defending the bridge. After the German first aid parties had carried away a great many of the wounded, there was no renewal of the close-up fight from behind the wrecked tanks and burnt-out truck sitting in the middle of the bridge. Sporadic mortar fire and 88mm artillery continued to fall into 1/505 and Company A ground throughout the remainder of the day, causing some further losses of 82d Airborne men. That night after dark, what was left of A Company and the 1st Battalion prepared to be relieved by the 325 GIR and elements of the 507 that had just returned with Lindquist’s 508 force from a long patrol to the area north and west of Ste. Mère-Eglise, far from the June 7 La Fière bridge battle.

The Germans still occupied the causeway embankments on the other (west) side of La Fière bridge and were securely dug in with all their machine gun emplacements, riflemen, and mortars. Out looking for wounded men, Lt. Col. Mark Alexander and medical aid man Kelly Byars both dived for the same small foxhole dug in the rocky riverbank, and were jammed in during a 45-minute barrage. It was uncommon for officers, let along high-ranking officers to do the same heavy physical work as enlisted soldiers. That is one of the reasons the enlisted men had such great respect for our airborne officers like Kellam, McGinity, Alexander, Dolan, and Generals Ridgway and Gavin. They were not averse to lugging heavy equipment, firing any weapon, or fixing a bayonet to a soldier’s M1 rifle for him. Our officers were in the thick of the battle.

The force at the Manoir and La Fière bridge remained without long-range firepower until late on the afternoon of June 7. Our few 81mm and 60mm mortar rounds had to be held in case of another serious enemy attack. About 1700 hours the 2/325 GIR was moved into a reserve position to the rear of the 505 and attached to the 1/505. The 1/505 still occupied and controlled the La Fière bridge area under command of Mark Alexander. More mines were placed on the bridge near the wrecked tanks and truck. Along with the 2/325 came a platoon of tanks from the 4th Division’s 746th Tank Battalion (attached), which was located out of enemy sight to the rear at the bend of the roadway 150 yards behind La Fière bridge and the Manoir. An additional 75 men from the 507 came into position on the left south side of the road on the knoll behind the Manoir. These were combined with the men under Lieutenant Colonel Maloney and Capt. Roy Creek and Capt. Robert Rae. Groups of misdropped troopers who had landed together, they now formed into three provisional company-sized units.

During the day on June 8, D+2, the 1st Battalion 505 PIR was relieved by elements of the 507 PIR. The 1/505 then moved on over to take the positions of the 3/505 north of Granville; the 3/505 was then put in reserve.

The 2d and 3rd Battalions of the 325 glidermen and 507 troopers had a day of rest from enemy attack, but on June 9, the decimation of the 3/325 (which was actually still named the 2d Battalion, 401 GIR) engaged in fierce battle on the La Fière causeway, where the 325 infantrymen led off and attacked to the west. The 1/325 (A, B and C Companies) had their own fight the night of June 8 and in the early hours of June 9.

The fight that Lindquist’s 508 troopers had expected on June 7 near and west of Neuville-au-Plain had never materialized. During the entire day, Lindquist’s force had seen and killed only one German, and only toward the end of the advance did the force begin to draw a scattering of mortar fire. He had reported these facts to Ridgway’s Division Headquarters by runner. Lindquist included in his estimate that there was no enemy strength to his immediate front or to the northeast that day. The runner returned with orders to withdraw, and in consequence, Lindquist had led his 508 men back toward the railway line at about the time the La Fière bridge fight cooled off and the Germans withdrew. At no time while his men were along the railway bank or operating beyond it to the east had they drawn artillery fire. On the late morning of June 7, Lindquist and all his 508 force were ordered to move to relieve Capt. Roy Creek’s tenacious 507 warriors at the Chef-du-Pont bridge. The 508 troopers arrived and held this bridge, and also attempted, without success, to get over to the trapped 508 men on Hill 30. The Germans were still dug-in and occupied the other side of the causeway just over the bridge.
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Paratoopers of a 82d unit in reserve get some rest in the shade of a Normandy orchard.
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Men in a command post (CP) receiving the first reports of the battle





Company A 505 prepared to move back from the Manoir and La Fière position on the morning of June 8. First Sergeant Matterson looked up and down the line of our company. “If people don’t think that men get killed in war,” he told us, “they ought to take a look at this company.” A Company had started with 137 able-bodied men on D-Day, but our strength was now 66 less from death and serious wounds. Of the men standing in front of Matterson, 20 were wearing bandages or were awaiting medical attention. These were the lightly wounded who had seen the battle through and refused to report to aid stations.

Survivor Sgt. William D. Owens, more responsible than anyone else for holding the Germans back, later sent his own account of the attack on June 7 to General Gavin, which he also sent to me. The account appeared in Gavin’s On to Berlin as follows:


I had the 1st Squad. We placed our anti-tank mines right on the top of the road where the Germans could see them, but could not miss them with their tanks. We placed our two bazooka teams where they had a good field of fire. There were two men to a team. As I recall it was about 8:00 a.m. when we first heard armored vehicles coming from across the river. We let them come on. It was an armored column with trucks of infantry. When the lead tank got approximately 40 feet from the mines, the tank stopped. Then our bazooka teams let loose and both got direct hits, disabling the first tank (they were old French Renault tanks with comparatively thin armor).

This blocked the road, and as there were deep ditches and water, the other tanks could only retreat. They tried to get the infantry though to knock us out. All we had was small arms and some 60mm mortars, but we succeeded in driving them back. The Germans pulled back on the other side, and in about a half hour or so, they began throwing 88s and 120mm mortars at us. They really clobbered us. All our communications were knocked out. And the fellow, Private Ross, without walkie-talkie, took a direct hit with an 88, so from then on, as far as we were concerned, we were a lost platoon. Then they sent the infantry again, and again we drove them back. Our platoon leader, Lieutenant Oakley, was badly wounded (and died a few hours later).

After he left, I began crawling around, getting all the ammunition and grenades from the dead and wounded, for I knew we would need every round we could get our hands on. I took stock of what weapons we had, and it turned out to be a good thing, for right after that the Germans hit us again. They must have received reinforcements, for the artillery shells and mortars were coming in like machine gun fire. I don’t know how it was possible to live through it. Then the infantry came again and we gave them everything we had. The machine gun I had was so hot it quit firing. I took Private McClatchy’s BAR (he had been wounded earlier), and I fired it until I ran out of ammunition. I then took a machine gun that belonged to a couple of men who took a very near hit. They were killed. The gun had no tripod, so I rested it across a pile of dirt and used it.

With this and one other machine gun and a 60mm mortar, we stopped them but they had gotten to within 25 yards of us. I really thought we’d had it, but then they threw up a Red Cross flag and stopped firing. I quickly stood up and stopped my men. I sent a man back to see if he could find some help for us. I moved to where I could get a good view of the causeway. I estimated that I could see at least 200 dead or wounded Germans scattered about. I don’t know how many were in the river. It took them about two hours to get their wounded out, then they started shelling us again, but not as bad as before. About two in the morning I heard a tank on the causeway and thought, here we go again. Then I heard them trying to push the disabled tank out of the way and I knew if they succeeded we would be through, so I took a couple of gammon grenades (plastic C) and crawled to approximately 30 or 40 yards from them. It was quite dark. The first grenade I threw missed and hit the disabled tank instead of the one that was trying to move it. The Germans didn’t take any more chances; they put the tank into reverse and moved back. They continued shelling us all day long, but it was sporadic. (2)



Thanks to the 1/505 and some 507 and 508 men, the La Fière bridge position on the east bank, which had been vigorously defended for two full days, again appeared well in hand on the morning of June 8. Now defended by the 507 forces of Lieutenant Colonel Maloney, and backed by the newly arrived 3/325 GIR, it was well supplied with ammunition and supported by tanks and artillery. Nevertheless, no attempt was made that day to cross at La Fière by either side of the causeway.

Colonel Lindquist’s 508 force had been shifted the day before, on June 7, to Chef-du-Pont in the mid-morning on orders to defend the bridgehead there and establish contact with Lieutenant Colonel Shanley’s men, who were isolated on Hill 30 across the Merderet causeway. It was also to secure the left flank of the division east of the Merderet. The latter mission was given to two companies which, without loss to themselves, cleared the Carquebut and Eturville area, taking 235 prisoners and establishing contact with the 101st Airborne Division to the south.

As mentioned earlier, Colonel Lindquist did not succeed in his principal mission to join or relieve Lieutenant Colonel Shanley’s force. From Hill 30, Lieutenant Colonel Shanley could overlook the Merderet and the causeway running west from the Chef-du-Pont bridge, but his only contact with the forces east of the river was by patrol. For purposes of supply and medical aid, he was cut off by enemy dominance of the western end of the Chef-du-Pont causeway. On D+1, when Lieutenant Colonel Shanley’s force had been augmented by stray parachutists with machine guns, a roadblock had been organized south of Hill 30. The block, manned by about 50 men, covered the northern and western approaches to the causeway, both of which had been mined with German mines found in the area. But on the morning of June 8, while the roadblock positions were being reorganized, the enemy attacked from the west. Unprepared at the time to defend the position, and threatened with heavy losses from continuous enemy mortar fire, the 508’s forces on Hill 30 were withdrawn. Lieutenant Colonel Shanley decided that the immediate tactical value of the lower Hill 30 position did not warrant large sacrifices, and that he was strong enough to retake the ground when necessary. And he did. The battle for Hill 30 by out-numbered 508 troopers is a story on its own.
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Medics of the 82d Airborne Division giving first aid to a wounded trooper on the field.






CHAPTER EIGHT

Advance across the Marsh



WHILE TIMMES’ 2/507 FORCE WAS STILL stuck in the orchard on D+2, a two-man patrol consisting of Lt. John W. Marr and Pfc. Norman V. Carter left the orchard in the afternoon and crossed from the west over to the northeast side of the marsh with the help of directions provided by a Frenchman. Marr got a Jeep, and while he was driving down the road, he came across General Ridgway; he explained the Timmes 507 position and the fact that they could not move in any direction and needed reinforcements. General Ridgway ordered the 1st Battalion 325, commanded by Maj. Teddy H. Sanford, to go across the marsh on the northeast sunken road and attack in concert with Timmes to take the western end of La Fière causeway at Cauquigny.

The 507 regimental commander, Colonel Millett, was also ordered by radio to join with Timmes in a joint 1/325 and 507 force to drive the Germans out of the Cauquigny bridgehead and clear the western end of the causeway. The Millett force had no success in their attempt to join with Major Sanford. They were separated and Colonel Millett was captured. (1)

At 2330 hours, in total darkness, Company C/325 was commanded by Capt. Dave Stokley, but SSgt. Carl Crabtree would lead the way along the border over the marsh, about a half mile north of La Fière bridge. The engineers laid out the way with tape through the shallowest part.

The 1/325 crossed over the west side of the marsh, and as it advanced it drew fire from a substantial stone structure we called “the gray castle,” overlooking the battlefield from a rise to the north. The men of Company C attacked the gray castle with a show of firepower that lit up the area. First Lieutenant Bruester J. Johnston’s Company C platoon were happy they had the Germans on the run. They did manage to subdue the enemy. The rest of the 1/325 went on to join the Timmes force, heading toward Cauquigny. They soon ran into strong enemy defenses and were thrown back before dawn with heavy losses to Timmes’ men. This was after a night of close-in fighting and the separation of the 1/325 force. By daylight the men remaining had to stay with Timmes, although some re-crossed the river. Lieutenant Johnston was killed.

The Germans who had been driven out of the gray castle now counter-attacked with the help of substantial reinforcements. It was now broad daylight. The 1/325 had been badly shot up and had orders to return back across the sunken road or stay in Timmes’ defense zone. This was not the first time the 1/325 had been in combat. They had been in battles in Italy; their comrades had been killed in action or had died of wounds, and many more had been wounded in action. The night attempt to infiltrate across the marsh and turn to the south to take Cauquigny was ambitious for the unit. It did not succeed against a superior enemy force during the early morning of June 9.
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One of the 82d Airborne Division’s most gallant heroes came to the fore during this firefight. Pfc. Charles DeGlopper (C/325) bravely defended his platoon while they were taking cover from a large enemy attacking force. DeGlopper told his platoon comrades to get on the other side of a hedgerow while he stood (all of six feet six inches tall) in the middle of the road firing his BAR directly at the attacking German infantry. Hit by enemy bullets, he continued to fire and reloaded another clip. He fell to his knees and was still firing as every German cut loose on him, killing him but allowing his comrades to withdraw. As a result of Charles DeGlopper’s heroic stand, at the loss of his life and above and beyond the call of duty, he was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor.

When Brigadier General Gavin heard of the failure of the 1/325 to capture the west side of the Cauquigny bridgehead, he made a final decision to attack and cross the Merderet at La Fière bridge causeway. The 3rd Battalion 325 Glider Infantry Regiment (technically the 2/401) spearheaded the attack, supported by Capt. Robert Rae’s reinforced 507 Parachute Infantry Provisional Company along with provisional companies under Captains Creek and Brockonecke, with Lt. Col. Arthur Maloney’s leadership in the event the leading 3/325 Companies faltered or were mowed down. They hoped they would have some American tanks to help them. However, the tanks of the 746th did not move until the 325 men were already across the causeway.
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Jeeps crossing a flooded area using a sunken road like the one taken by the 1st Bn 325 to cross the marsh and attack on the night of 8-9 June.





The Attack across La Fière Causeway, June 9

On the morning of June 9, the 3/325 (2/401) came out of reserve at the east railroad crossing and moved into and around the Manoir position. The 507 was placed on the Merderet River bank south of the bridge at the Manoir. Captain Rae was told to be ready and wait for a signal from Maloney to get up out of his position and take off across the causeway with his paratroopers. Maloney was to stick close to Gavin within 60 yards of the bridge. But the 3rd Battalion 325 Glider Infantry Regiment was to lead the attack and charge west across the bridge and the causeway against the numerous, heavily armed German forces.

General Gavin was in command of the attack. Both he and General Ridgway met with the 90th Division Artillery commander, Brig. Gen. John M. Divine, and got assurance that the 90th’s large-caliber 155mm cannons would rake the west side of the Cauquigny causeway and mortars would traverse the causeway east to west. At 1030 hours the artillery bombardment would begin and a smoke barrage was scheduled for 1045 hours. Gavin asked the tank commander to move his tanks up closer to the bend in the road where they could not be seen by the enemy but could fire their supporting guns.

The 3/325 (2/401) men were now in position all through the Manoir and behind the large stone wall close to the bridge. The enemy had spotted a hole in the wall and was firing through it. Company G, 3rd Battalion 325 was going to lead the attack with Companies E and F/325 to follow. The battalion commander, Lt. Col. C. Carrell, who was a West Pointer and always had the welfare of his troops in mind, knew the attack across the causeway was suicidal and did not agree with the attack plan. He was relieved on the spot by General Gavin, who ordered Maj. Arthur Gardner to take command. (2)

The outgoing artillery began at 1030 hours and the enemy immediately returned fire. The 90th Division 345th Field Artillery Battalion 155mm cannons fired continuously for 15 minutes. A/746th Tank Battalion Shermans moved behind the Manoir and fired. The Germans began a withering fusillade of machine gun fire from across the west side, raking our positions all over the Manoir and buildings. Heavy artillery again blasted the Manoir, blowing away the entire front section of the Leroux home. The sounds of the guns and artillery were deafening as the 3/325 moved toward the bridge to cross at 1045 hours under the cover of the promised smoke barrage. The Germans knew the Americans were going to attack, and had a reinforced regiment on the other side with many mortars and artillery pieces in support.

At 1045 hours, after a few smoke shells that gave out about as much smoke as a pack of Lucky Strikes, the attack began. Captain Sauls, G/325, had previously moved his men out of their protective ditches and around the back of the Manoir and the big shoulder-high protection of the stone wall. They had to run past a seven-foot gap in the wall while an enemy machine gun played its fire through the gap. The men were now piled up and in tight, so that two platoons were compressed into a 50-yard line. Enemy small arms fire was ricocheting off the wall from buildings and along the riverbank where the 507 men were deployed.

Just before jump-off time, Maj. Arthur W. Gardner, the new battalion commander, came out into the position to talk to Sauls at the head of the column along with Staff Sergeant Ericsson and Lieutenant Wason, who were to lead the 82d Airborne Division attack across La Fière Causeway. Sauls raised his hand and gave the signal, yelling out, “Go!” Captain Sauls ran forward and became the first man leading off on the east side with Wason and Ericsson behind him. Heavy enemy fire hit them from both flanks and from the front. These G/325 glider infantrymen had 750 yards to go across the causeway under mortar rounds and devastating German machine gun and rifle fire. Sauls told his men to run straight up as fast as possible, as it was the best chance they had to make it across. A BAR man from the 2d Squad went across right behind Ericsson. They all reached the western end, totally winded but unharmed. Shells were falling only 25 to 30 yards beyond them.

Sergeant Ericsson went to the left roadway with his BAR and the rest of the squad that got over with him. Captain Sauls stopped at the end of the causeway to direct the 30 men following him into new positions. For some reason, as far as he could see to the bend in the road halfway back on the causeway, the men of his company were not following. The trouble and stoppage occurred right after Sauls took off. Pvt. Melvin L. Johnson was shot through the head by the enemy machine gun firing through the big hole in the La Fière Manoir stone wall. His body, falling across the passageway, shocked and stopped the remaining G Company men and the entire battalion behind them. They stayed unmoving at this spot for nearly ten minutes until Lt. Frank E. Amino got up and yelled out at his crouching men, “Let’s go on and kill the sons of bitches,” and ran across the gap in the wall and out onto the causeway. Some of the men got up and followed, but others stayed glued behind the wall.

The ones who started out were bogged down by some of the dead and wounded now lying on the causeway road. Instead of running for the other side, some men stopped and lay by the roadside, where they were killed by the artillery and mortars raining down on them. Those following began to slow up, and almost stopped the advance when they saw the bodies. They couldn’t linger though, as the longer the fight on the causeway lasted, the more 3/325 men would be killed or wounded.

The 3rd Platoon of B Company, 307 Engineer Battalion and the 2d Platoon of A/307 were on the causeway during the attack across La Fière bridge on June 9. The 1st Platoon of A/307 at 1045 hours on June 9 worked on three German tanks that had been knocked out on June 6 by A/505 bazooka men, mines and other debris from the bridge and causeway under heavy indirect fire. The brave A and B 307 paratroopers were supposed to wait until the 325 GIR and the 507 had attacked west across the causeway to take the bridgehead at Cauquigny. They did their engineering job during the 82d and 90th Division artillery barrage on the causeway and Cauquigny hamlet. Unfortunately, they missed one of our mines on the embankment.





[image: 112]





An American Sherman tank had started its advance over La Fière bridge but struck the mine by the roadside veering around the first wrecked German tank. The explosion disabled the tank and wounded seven men from the weapons platoon. Staff Sergeant George F. Myers, who was a section leader of the mortars, was struck above the eye and almost blinded. Myers nevertheless jumped up off the ground, leading his men across the causeway. Myers’ soldiers begged him to go back because he was bleeding profusely, but he refused their entreaties.

There were soon 20 to 30 casualties strung out along the road while more men slowly crossed over, picking their way over the fallen. The enemy mortar fire continued to rain in along with small arms fire threading the causeway and Manoir area. The situation on the causeway soon became a problem for unit leadership from General Ridgway, the 82d Airborne Division commander, down to sergeant. Officers and non-coms were trying to get the wounded back off the causeway and at the same time get the faint hearted moving over the dead soldiers to clear the road of enemy.

The brave souls who were the first to cross all the way over were practically alone on the other side and at the mercy of the heavily armed and numerous enemy. Captain Sauls looked about him. He was aware that scarcely 30 men had come over with him to close with the enemy, and most of them had already disappeared into the fields and among the hedgerows to gain cover as they proceeded toward their assigned objective.

Lieutenant Donald B. Wason, of Portchester, Ct. (DSC), had gone straight up the main road with eight men following him at a safe distance.(3) During his dash across the causeway, Wason had seen an enemy machine gun firing straight down the road towards the bridge. He wanted that gun. The time soon came when getting it meant a straight dash across open ground toward the enemy emplacement. Wason told the other men he would go it alone. His initiative would succeed at the cost of his life. Wason’s grenade knocked the gun out just as one of the German gunners shot him dead.(4) Sauls’ runner, Pfc. Frank Thurston, had gone on with Wason’s party and, witnessing his death, noted another machine gun firing from farther up the road. He returned to Sauls and said, “Sir, I know where there is a machine gun nest. Can I go get it?”

Sauls told him to go ahead. He went on up to a position near the first road intersection, lay down behind a hedge, and shot the enemy crew dead one at a time with his Garand rifle. He returned to Sauls laughing out loud. “I got the bastards,” he announced.

In turning down the first trail leading left along the river bank, Sergeant Ericsson had motioned to his BAR man, Pfc. James D. Kittle, to take a position at the high corner of the first field on the right and get ready to fire. Ericsson and some others ran down the trail. Ericsson planned that he and his men would grenade the enemy from out of the fire positions behind the hedgerow running parallel to the trail. Then, as the Germans fell back through the field, Kittle could mow them down with his BAR. It almost worked that way.

Right at the beginning, two Germans popped out from behind the hedgerow with their helmets rattling and their hands up. Ericsson thumbed them back toward the causeway and they went obediently, without guard. The Americans went on a few more yards and then threw grenades over the hedges. The enemy responded in kind. Ericsson and his men dove flat. It seemed to them as the German grenades exploded that the concussion was extremely slight and could not do them much harm. Another dozen Germans came from behind the hedge, hands raised. They too were motioned back toward the causeway, and off they went. These developments built confidence in Ericsson’s men. There were more grenade blasts and more surrenders. In short order, the prisoner exodus from the field became general and all resistance ceased in that small area.

Sauls and other men had proceeded in the same way against the hedgerow positions along the main road. Some additional strength, which resulted in a large number of surrenders, had come with the belated arrival of Lieutenant Amino and his platoon, which had been delayed by the dead soldier incident at the wall. Sauls sent about two and a half squads along in the direction Wason had gone, thus establishing the right flank of G Company. They set up a fire position along the main road to cover the fields toward the southwest. They also placed some of their automatic weapons to counter the fire coming from the buildings to right of the road, around the Cauquigny church.

One of Amino’s men, Tech. Sgt. John P. Kneale, worked his way up to the first fork in the main road. He stood there waving his arms back and forth at the other men: “Come on! We’ve got the goddamn bastards on the run!” Sniper fire kicked up the dirt all around him. He paid no heed and kept on yelling. The men moved around and past him. To Sauls, Kneale’s stand was the “prettiest sight of the day,” and one of the most effective individual actions he had seen during the struggle. He knew that in his exposed position, Kneale was already pushing his luck and asking for a bullet. His own nerves became taut from this exhibition and he finally ran forward the necessary distance and gave Kneale a personal order to take cover.

Ericsson and his men made a temporary withdrawal after proceeding about 100 yards down the trail. They had just about exhausted their ammunition supply and Ericsson figured he needed a few more men. He had nearly reached the main road when a bullet hit him in the back and put him out of the fight.

Another platoon of G Company reached the west bank, and the company built a right flank anchor along the road while some of the men worked south along the edge of the swamp, clearing the enemy from the field. The men of E/325 were ordered to follow Company G across the causeway to the west under orders to deploy to the right of the main road and clear out the ground north along the flooded river marsh and around the Cauquigny church. Although its numbers were seriously depleted in the crossing, Company E carried out its mission with relative ease. The Germans, caught around Cauquigny by the supporting fire of the 507 Parachute Infantry from the far east shorelines, were eager to surrender. Company E then swept the few buildings on the north of the road and reached its objective line.

Company F had the mission of following companies G and E to mop up. However, when it crossed the causeway, the bridgehead had not been deepened to the extent where mop-up operations were required. On the initiative of its commander, the company therefore struck out west along the main road to push out the center of the bridgehead.

The Stall after Sauls’ attack

Meanwhile, at 1100 hours, when Capt. John B. Sauls led 30 or so G/325 men over the causeway without the rest of his company, General Gavin was at La Fière bridge, observing the hold-up and confusion. Gavin was concerned about the congestion and the very slow movement of his troops across the causeway. Over an hour had elapsed: in the absence of any radio or runner reports conveying Sauls’ successful heroic attack over on the west bank, Gavin concluded that the 325 GIR was faltering in its attack. Watching and listening to the actions across the causeway during the G/325 and E/325 crossing, he noted all of the dead and wounded strewn on the ground before the bend in the causeway. Many 325 men sought shelter on the embankment, a choice that actually subjected them to enemy rifle fire from both sides of the western shore as well as the devastating mortars and 88mm barrage falling on the Manoir and causeway. Gavin concluded that the 325 attack was not going smoothly, and, in his judgment, it was losing the initiative to carry the day. He could not afford to be pushed back. The ground to the west of the Manoir had to be taken that day.
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Above: 82d Airborne paratroopers and glidermen progress west after crossing La Fière causeway.
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Men of the 82d Airborne Division advance with Sherman tanks in support.





Because Gavin did not have the slightest idea of what was going on across the causeway at Cauquigny (which was in good, but too few, hands), he called to Capt. Robert Rae and told him, “All right, go ahead! You’ve got to go!” Rae took this to mean that the 325 charge had failed. Gavin had told Maloney and Rae previously that morning that if the 325 failed, the 507 men were to charge across the causeway and take anyone left on it across with them. Captain Rae could not know that G and E Company men were already across and beyond the Cauquigny church. On receiving a direct order from General Gavin, Rae took between 80 and 100 men of the 507 PIR into a hail of bullets and artillery. They immediately ran into stragglers knotted up under the protection of the destroyed tanks. The explosions were deafening, but Rae and his men hailed to the others to follow them across.

Another 325 officer, Capt. James Harney, F/325, was in the process of getting his men out from behind the wrecked tanks when Rae and his men approached, headed for Cauquigny. The narrow causeway road was so jammed with men and bodies it was almost impossible to pass with the heavy weapons of Headquarters Company. You had to pick your way along the causeway, zigzagging around and over bodies. A young 325 lieutenant, James D. Owens, who had his helmet blown off his head, was telling knotted-up groups of 325 men: “We’re all going to the other side. I think you had better come along. It will be better for all of us over there.” Owens’ straightforward advice worked well and encouraged some men to rise up and follow him.

Captain Rae and his men moved along the road as rapidly as they could. They knew speed was their best protection. Some of Rae’s men were wounded. Lieutenant Wisner, the 507 Regimental S2 officer who went along with Rae, said that the scene gradually began to resemble “an escalator, two streams of men on the inside trying to run forward and on the outer side streams of wounded trickling back.” It was difficult to distinguish between the corpses and litter cases as one went by. The medical aid men were treating the fallen, bandaging the wounded as fast as they could.

The German prisoners who were taken by the first of the G and E/325 men to arrive were now being directed across the causeway with their hands held high in the air. Unfortunately, confused soldiers killed some of the prisoners as they walked past the advancing 507 paratroopers. It did not occur to the 507 troopers that other Americans were up ahead and had captured these men. However, on reaching the west end of the causeway the 507 men drew rifle fire from the edge of the swamp, apparently from enemy missed by the G/325 group. The Germans were finally beaten off.

Captain Harney’s remaining Headquarters and F Company got across within 15 minutes and he took his force straight down the road to establish his group along the high ground at the Cauquigny side of the bridgehead. Rae and his men decided to push right along in the same direction since they were close to their D-Day 507 DZ. More 325 and 507 men arrived, directed across by Colonel Lewis (325) and both Ridgway and Gavin. In fact, when Lt. Lee C. Travelstead’s heavy weapons Company (325) started to cross, he saw General Ridgway at La Fière bridge trying to clear the wrecked US tank off the fire-swept causeway. With their heavy weapons, Travelstead’s men crossed over without stopping to fire. The Germans were now completely out, and the 82d Airborne Division now owned the Cauquigny bridgehead.
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Colonel Lewis, commanding officer of the 325 GIR, studying maps with an officer of a mortar section.





At this point in time, Colonel Lewis had put up such a squawk about the lack of tank support that the 746th Shermans were finally brought into play. At about noon the Shermans came down the hill over the little La Fière bridge and started across the causeway. The wounded were moved to the side of the embankment while stragglers followed behind the tanks. Some of the 325 command post officers were setting up the CP in a field on the west side when a friendly tank fired into the field, but did not hit anyone. Four Jeeps and trailers loaded with ammunition soon crossed over to the west side and dumped their loads. The Jeep supply column, with Sgt. Clarence A. Knutson in charge, made the resupply run most of the afternoon, and took the very seriously wounded back in Jeeps and trailers.

Although the 507 and 325 men were over on the west side, they had no cohesive force or overall commander. The men went about their work as separate units. Captains Rae and Harney sorted out the battle plan. Rae and his men would move down the road to the left and secure the high ground in a defensive position. Lieutenant White and his 18 men were to go to the right and try to locate some of the 1/325 that had been pinned down early that morning at dawn near Timmes’ trapped orchard position, and then take up a defensive position. Travelstead arrived with his heavy machine guns and mortars. Rae split his force. Some went to the left, while he and his group went straight down the road to Le Motey. Captain Sauls, G/325, the first to cross over, had also gone to the left-side road and was doing well except his men were low on ammunition. He had no communications except passing the word along from man to man. Sauls got word from a runner to report back to the end of the causeway where he met Colonel Lewis and Generals Ridgway and Gavin. While Sauls was giving his report, along came Pfc. Kenneth Lynn with 25 prisoners he had captured within 100 feet of the spot where the officers were talking. Both 82d commanders continued to elude death, even though they were in the middle of the battle.

Meanwhile, in Sauls’ absence, Sergeant Kneale and Pfc. Will E. Dickens were under heavy machine gun fire. They set up their machine gun and stopped the enemy fire. Dickens continued to fire and didn’t see a grenade lobbed at him. Shrapnel struck him in many places, and although he was bleeding profusely, he continued to fire until he died. Sauls ordered the 81mm to open fire across the hedgerow but Major Gardner, now the new CO of 3/325, countermanded the order because the 325/507 troops were too close and the mortar fire might kill our own men. Sauls got hit and was bleeding badly, but he stayed on duty until he lost too much blood. A Sherman tank arrived on the scene and began shooting up the hedgerows.(5)

A medium tank joined the group and moved along another parallel side road, shooting up the German positions as it rolled forward. Captain Sauls’ men were just about out of ammunition, so he sent a few stalwart soldiers back to get some from the wounded or any stragglers they came across. In the meantime, the enemy remained steadfast. It was bullet for bullet and life for life, and the enemy had to be shot in their foxholes one by one during the advance. SSgt. Roger F. Bertolini took five Germans and one officer as prisoners. Bertolini fired so constantly, his machine gun barrel burnt out and he went back and got another gun to deal with an enemy machine gun. Every time he or his men moved, that enemy gun would fire. When he stopped, it would stop, so as not to give away its position. Just as Bertolini dashed forward, a 60mm mortar wiped out the enemy machine gun that was spraying his location. Sergeant James Malak and Leo Kahlreiser had fired their 60mm mortar 25 yards ahead of the pinned-down 325 men and dropped their rounds in a 100-yard range between the 60mm and Bertolini’s machine gun. The Germans were either killed or didn’t like the Glidermen’s “attitude.” In any case that machine gun disappeared. Sauls’ wound was now so bad he turned the company over to Lt. Thomas E. Goodson, who carried on. (He was later killed in action.)

The tank assisting in the attack had its machine gun jam. It withdrew and dropped back out of the fight. A second tank was advancing in the gap when German mortars dropped a shell right in front of it. That tank commander figured they would eventually drop one right down his hatch, so he turned the tank around, heading for another spot that was not so exposed. Sergeant Knutson, a modern day Gunga Din, appeared again with his Jeep and a trailer load of ammunition. Knutson got the details on a German anti-tank gun location and reported it back to the artillery. The G/325 men went ahead for 300 yards and found no Germans, so they turned to the main road where they were again stopped by machine gun fire. Goodson sent Pfc. Leonard Reel on a wide sweep of the hedgerows and he came out at the rear of the German firing position. In ten minutes, Reel returned with 30 prisoners marching in columns of threes with their “Hande hoch” in the air. It was now 1500 hours on June 9.

While the 325 was having its many independent battles with the enemy after crossing the causeway, Capt. Robert Rae and his men, along with Capt. James M. Harvey, F/325, had been heading for the small hamlet of Le Motey, where a key crossroads was located. Before they arrived, the front of his column was hit with 88mm artillery, and a few men, who had sought protection around some buildings, were wounded. Rae immediately got out of the artillery target area and went looking for a tank to get a radio to our artillery. While looking for the tank, he ran into General Ridgway and Colonel Lewis at the Cauquigny church and gave them a report. Rae returned to Le Motey with the intent of trying to get to Amfreville, but had no luck. The 507 troopers finally drove out the Germans and occupied Le Motey.

General Gavin, who was in the area, reported: “The German fire was fierce. I was walking bent over in a grain field when I suddenly noticed the stalks being cut as though by a giant invisible scythe. I had not realized that the fire was quite that intense, and got down on all fours. I reached Captain Rae and told him what I wanted him to do, and he went ahead with the attack and occupied Le Motey. On the way back I encountered an 81mm mortar squad in the process of withdrawing. I turned them around and ordered them to report to Captain Rae, telling them where he was. It took about two hours to get the situation back under control. But we did succeed.”(6)

Unfortunately, Rae was later ordered to pull back into the Cauquigny church area to set up a line of his paratroopers as a defense against a possible German counter-attack in force. The enemy seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of mortar and artillery rounds. The 507 withdrawal out of Le Motey left a wide gap between F and G Companies of the 325 GIR, which constantly discovered German patrols slipping between gaps in their lines. In fact, F/325 found itself so exposed they decided they’d better move back a couple of hedgerows and form a stable firing line. The men of Company E mistakenly thought the F/325 was in retreat, and some men scrambled out as fast as they could go. The panic was checked when a paratrooper lieutenant, not with the Rae group, pulled his Colt .45 and ordered: “Keep your goddammed asses right where they are.” Once they got the word it was not a withdrawal, they went right back to E/325. Again, proof was on hand that lack of communication and one or two uninformed men can lead a pack to pull out. It was perfectly normal in combat and a “follow the leader” impulse.

Sergeant John Harrison was allowed to pass after he explained to the unknown pistol-waving lieutenant that he badly needed to set up his 81mm mortars at a better spot. During the movements of the 325 men, front to back and side to side, the German artillery did not cease. Throughout the fight it became obvious that it could be deadly to be fired at through a hedgerow, for an ordinary rifleman, lying still, can pick off two or three men before they see him. Then he’s gone before anyone can lob a grenade over the hedge or mount any reaction.
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General Bradley presents the DSC to Capt. Robert Rae for his action on 9 June 1944.
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Pvt. Shaeffner (left) and Pvt. Gerald Harnold (right) of the 325th Glider Infantry Regiment pose on the west side of the Cauquigny church, located at the end of the causeway, on June 9, 1944.





Captain Rae’s men had also made contact with Lieutenant Colonel Timmes’ immobile 507 force stuck on the west-side orchard 1,000 yards north of the Cauquigny church. As a result of the attack across La Fière causeway the German commander, who had Timmes pinned down in the same spot for four days, must have decided he needed additional forces to defend the 3/325 over the causeway attack. He pulled out the Germans holding Timmes inside the orchard. Rae just walked into Timmes’ position without any enemy in sight. Some of the 1st Battalion 325 who had gone across the marsh with DeGlopper on their first Normandy combat mission just before dawn and got caught after daylight were also dug in with Timmes’ 2/507 men. As they were in the right place to take up a defensive position on the right side of the causeway (north), they were ordered to stay put in the same spot they had been occupying.

Before the battle ended, the senior 82d commanders at Cauquigny saw a tank dashing easterly to the rear. They became quite apprehensive and got prepared for a mass exodus touched off by the retreating tank. Instead, some ten minutes later, the same tank returned at speed. It had been gathering all kinds of ammunition and guns from the far La Fière Manoir side. Fortunately, new supplies of ammunition were on hand to replenish the supplies to the men of the 325, who were just about fresh out.(7)






CHAPTER NINE

Last Enemy Attack and the End of the Normandy Campaign



THE FRONTLINES WERE ADJUSTED AND SETTLED by 1500 hours on June 9. The defense areas of the 325 (including the 2/401) and 507 were finally somewhat orderly while digging in. About 1800 hours, an enemy artillery barrage along the entire front occupied by the 325 and 507 began with heavy force of impact and explosions. A large amount of enemy mortar fire began raining in on Companies E and F 401/325 with most of it hitting Captain Harney’s men. Harney (F/401), in the front of the line, could see the German infantry crossing the open fields, forming up for a new attack. Major Gardner, 3/325, had promised more support in the form of reinforcements, but none appeared. The men ducked in their holes during the mortar fire, but when it ceased they quickly rose up and fired at the enemy, full blast. They beat off that attack even before the American artillery could help out. Fortunately, a tank gave them support with its machine gun and cannon.

They were a lonely group until the 1/325 (in the gray castle attack at 2300 hours on 8 June), now free to move about, came up to the line with G/325 ready to plug the gap. Captain Robert Rae, 507, and his men had been put in reserve, but they were also under mortar fire. Most of the Germans who got up close in this last attack were killed on the spot. By 1900 hours the 325 GIR men that were supposed to go over the causeway had arrived and were dug in. The men of the 3/325 (2/401) and 1/325 had been through as terrible a battle as possible and had whipped the enemy. Many found their last resting place in the American Cemetery with their 82d Airborne Division comrades at Colleville-sur-Mer, above Omaha Beach.

The Battle Winds Down

At 2100 hours, General Gavin found Captain Rae digging himself a foxhole for the night. Rae had most certainly earned his pay during the action of that morning and afternoon. The incoming mortar fire was still falling. Gavin told Rae, “I want you to take your men and go forward.” Rae asked “How far?” and Gavin said, “Go to town.” So Robert Rae left his position, got his 507 troops, and proceeded to Le Motey. He had no opposition except sniper fire. They arrived just before dark without any skirmishing and were not engaged that night. Most of Rae’s 507 Provisional Company paratroopers (a mixed pick-up group) had come through the day with little harm, but they accomplished every job assigned to them.

On the right, Captain Harney was making his final advance on Le Motey with three tanks and support to the right of the main road. This was the same area where E/325 had been shot up about noontime. Second Lieutenant Leo J. Fitzmartin had two tanks blast away at hedgerows and a few houses, but the German machine guns were still in operation. It was still clear and daylight. Fitzmartin decided that they could easily flank the gun, so he had four enlisted men follow behind him. In the center of the field (the worst place to be in a hedgerow battle), the German machine gun killed the four men and hit Fitzmartin, who then played dead. The gun did not fire again and no one tried to take it out that night. Fitzmartin could hear the Germans talking all night, but he couldn’t move or get back to his lines, and his men obviously thought he was dead. At 0700 the next morning on 10 June, his platoon moved across the field and found him alive. The enemy machine gun had vanished without a trace.

The occupation of Le Motey was otherwise without incident. Harney and Rae built a solid defense zone with heavy machine guns. However, after the battle and just as it was getting dark, the tanks took off due to sporadic enemy 88mm fire along the road. Although Le Motey was beyond the Cauquigny bridgehead, it was not attacked. However, both sides of the bridgehead were shelled all night.

Relief Force

At 0200 hours on June 10, Lieutenant Colonel Sitler, commander of the 1/325, was notified to provide guides to escort the newly arrived 357th Infantry Regiment of the 90th Division, which was going to pass through the 325 GIR positions and cross the Merderet. At 0400 hours, the 2/357 started across La Fière causeway and moved into as many foxholes of the 325 as possible. Just as A/505 and the 1st Battalion 505 had denied any German to cross over La Fière bridge easterly since 1030 hours on June 6, the 3/325 and provisional 507 company had, again, after June 9, never allowed the enemy access over the bridgehead from Cauquigny.

Lieutenant General Heinz Hellmich, commanding the German 243rd Division and elements of the 709th and 91st Division, was ordered to hold the Montebourg-Quienéville line at all costs. The German 84th Corps requested aircraft against the big US Navy guns that were assisting the 4th Division, which was progressing up the east coast. Hellmich got little air support, although German aircraft were present on rare occasion. The American supplies coming in off Utah, Omaha, and the British beaches were building up every hour, adding up to 150,000 Allied liberators, including naval personnel.

The 82d Airborne Division paratroopers and glidermen continued the fight westerly everyday until July 11, when they went into First Army reserve and were moved to Utah Beach for transport back to England. The 505 got many of its wounded and hospitalized men returned to the regiment. For some, it was just in time to return to the 82d/505 and get in on the beautiful sunny Sunday afternoon daylight combat jump over Groesbeek, Holland, as part of Operation Market-Garden on September 17, 1944.

I myself was wounded in the A/505 attack on Montebourg railroad station and spent over 50 days in the hospital. The large piece of shrapnel was removed on July 7, my 19th birthday, which I have kept until this day as a souvenir from the German army. On discharge from the hospital, I refused to accept a transfer out of the 82d to a non-airborne combat unit. I tore up the papers, got to a bus and went directly to my A/505 “family” comrades. Then we were on our way to Holland, the first men in on 17 September 1944.(1)

The Merderet River, the Louis Leroux Manoir de La Fière and the little bridge over the causeway elicit stirring memories for me and all of the survivors of the battle. We were the lucky ones. For many of our comrades, such sights were their last. I have visited the fallen in the American Cemetery in Normandy almost every year, to let them know we have not forgotten them. Since 1994, the Iron Mike paratrooper statue has also overlooked the restored Manoir, La Fière bridge and the causeway—now peaceful, but once the scene of long and vicious battle.
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Soon after landing on the beach, men, artillery and equipment rushed west on the Cotentin Peninsula to join the airborne troops in Ste. Mère-Eglise battlegrounds. Here a heavy artillery gun is towed by a M5 Intenational caterpillar tractor.
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Aerial photo of Utah Beach. Landing boats are disembarking men and suplies on the beach. Behind the beach we can see the flooded areas crossed by the exitways for the inland troop advance.
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Aerial photo of Ste. Mère-Eglise taken from the west: The main road from Carentan (right) to Cherbourg (left) crosses the town mid-picture. The church is situated just above the road in the right top section of the photo. The road running at the bottom left side goes to La Fière bridge. The other branch of the Y in the road (bottom) goes to Chef-du-Pont. The top center clearly shows the airstrip at La Londe made by US engineers just after the Utah Beach landing. Bottom photo: A few days after D-Day, fighters and transport airplanes were able to land on this airstip for support and resupply, and to evcacuate the wounded.
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Aerial photo of Ste. Mère-Eglise taken from the north heading south (top of photo) as an American convoy is driving north through the town. The main roadway coming from Cherbourg (23 miles to the north) goes in the direction of Carentan/Caen. On the left side of the road, the first building in the foreground is the hospice/hospital used by the 82d Medical Bn. A little further on left is the city hall and then, surrounded by trees, the famous church where John Steele’s parachute caught on the steeple. La Fière Manoir and bridge are situated four and a half kilometers away, on the right. At left is the road going to Utah Beach.
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The church in Ste. Mère-Eglise today, featuring the empty parachute of John Steele (F/505 PIR), who so famously landed on the bell tower on D-Day. Within the church, a stained glass window, designed by Paul Renaud, a son of the wartime mayor, honors the many paratroopers of the 82d Airborne who gave their lives to liberate France. The town has become the focal point for thousands of visitors who attend the annual D-Day jumps off La Fière causeway. Instrumental in establishing this tradition, author Bob Murphy, with the special help of Mme. Alexandre (Simone) Renaud, led the handful of World War II veterans who made the first commemorative jump for the 20th anniversary of D-Day in 1964.






Part II

EYEWITNESS REPORTS

Paratrooper Accounts








Landing Alone on D-Day

By Herbert Huebner



I WAS A 507 PIR PARATROOPER on D-Day. When I hit the ground in Normandy, I looked at my watch and by English time it was 0232 hours, June 6, 1944. I cut myself out of my chute, and the first thing I heard was shooting and Germans hollering, “Muckschnell toot sweet Americanos!” I landed about a block from a farmhouse the Germans used for a barracks, and about 200 feet from flooded fields that covered most of the area. If I had landed in the water I might not be here today, as I can’t swim. A lot of paratroopers drowned in the flooded area.

I got to the edge of the flooded area by some trees to try to figure out where I landed. I knew I was in the wrong place. We were supposed to jump 15 miles inland. I waited for about an hour, then I saw someone coming from the direction I landed. With the moonlight, I could see his helmet and knew he was an American. We later hooked up with about four pals from our plane.

When daylight came we met some 506/101st paratroopers. We had secured the area and the little town of Poupeville. An American tank came up the road from the Utah Beach invasion area about noon and all was well. We gathered the wounded and dead and had about 75 to 100 prisoners, whom we marched down the road from where the tank arrived. It seemed about two to three miles to the beach. We gave our friends the best seat in the house right on the beach, enclosed in their own barbed wire fence. It was something to look out and see all the equipment coming ashore and the ships in the water. They looked like a bunch of corks in the water.

One prisoner complained because the Germans were shelling us, saying we might be killed. I said to him, “You son of a bitch, you started this years ago, and now you’re going to get your belly full of it.” He was a German officer and I asked him where he learned English. He said he went to college in New York. I can remember a truck coming up on the beach loaded with ammunition and a German 88 shell hit it. It was the loudest noise I ever heard.

I stayed on the beach that night and left the next morning to find my unit. The next day I found my Company, C/507 PIR, getting ready to go across La Fière causeway on June 9, 1944.
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Scene on Utah Beach. (Photograph by Howard Heubner)






“The Hottest Single Incident”

THE 1ST BATTALION, 505 PARACHUTE INFANTRY REGIMENT AT LA FIÈRE

By Col. Mark J. Alexander,

Commanding Officer, 1/505 PIR (June 6 to 16, 1944)



I JUMPED INTO NORMANDY AS THE executive officer of the 505th Parachute Infantry Regiment of the 82d Airborne Division. After fighting in the invasions of Sicily and Italy, we had trained in Ireland and England for about six months in preparation for the invasion of Europe. Only a few of us knew that our next objective was Normandy, France. (1)

We displaced from our training areas in England to the airfields on June 3 with intent to jump into Normandy on the morning of June 5. However, stormy weather over the English Channel caused Eisenhower to delay one day, and the invasion was made on June 6, 1944. My regiment, the 505, jumped between 0130 to 0230 hours on the morning of June 6, preceded by our pathfinders with a lead of 45 minutes.

After we displaced to the airfields, I am proud that General Matthew B. Ridgway, the division commander, came to me and said that he had decided to jump into Normandy with my regiment rather than go by ship and boat. He asked me to pick a plane and jumpmaster whereby he had the best chance of landing in the chosen landing area. I picked an experienced jumpmaster, Lt. Dean Garber of Headquarters Company, and a plane on the right side of the flight formation, where the jumpmaster could best see the beckoning lights of the pathfinders. The General sat in with Headquarters Company for loading and jump instructions on the 4th of June. This, I believe, was to be the General’s fifth jump. The General jumped with Headquarters Company as planned, landing within 100 yards of proposed drop area where his field command post was planned, and was soon joined by elements of his division staff.

After a delay of 24 hours, General Eisenhower finally gave the order to launch the invasion on the morning of June 6. We had been nervously standing by at the airfields for some 36 hours and the men were ready to go. Training and timing an invasion by 150,000 men and support units was a tremendous undertaking. In addition to combat and service troops, thousands of ships and 821 C-47 airborne troop transports were involved. This included 20 Pathfinder ships and three hours later, 103 airplanes, each towing a Waco glider carrying glider troopers, Jeeps, anti-tank guns, and supplies.
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Lieutenant Colonel Alexander, commander of the 2d Battalion, 505 Parachute Infantry Regiment in 1943. Company commanders (from left) are: Capt. Neal Lane McRoberts (F Co.), Capt. Talton W. Long (E Co.), and Capt. Casey Rice (D Co.). (Photgraph courtesy of John Sparry)





Finally, on June 5, we received the anxiously awaited orders to “GO” on the morning of June 6, 1944. Takeoff and assembly of aircraft from several airfields, and circling to get into formation takes a great deal of time. We were circling in the air a half hour before heading for Normandy in a flight of V’s. In my ship with me as jumpmaster were 18 men from our Regimental Headquarters S2, Capt. Patrick Gibbons, my orderly, Chick Eitelman, and others. The other half of the regimental staff was in another plane with the regimental commander, Colonel Ekman, and our regimental S3, Maj. John Norton.

After assembly in formation we headed for Normandy. There was a quarter moon and an occasional cloud. Standing in the open door of the C-47, I could see thousands of ships below. We headed southwest to pass northeast of the islands of Guernsey and Jersey, turning back to the southeast to cross the Normandy coast between the French towns of Bricquebec and St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte to jump in the area immediately southwest of Ste. Mère-Eglise. We were subject to heavy anti-aircraft fire as we came into the vicinity of the two islands and intensive fire as we crossed the coast into Normandy. Intermittent clouds covered the 1,200- foot approach elevation at which we were flying. We were to fly lower to an elevation of 800 feet for the jump. Flying in the intermittent clouds caused the formation to begin to disperse—some higher—some lower.

In my plane we were in the clouds for almost all of the flight across Normandy. The red warning light came on, and I waited for the green jump light as we flew through the clouds. I was afraid to jump without the green light for fear the other aircraft might be flying right behind us and at a lower elevation. I was nevertheless about to jump without the green light, because I knew we had passed over the intended drop area. We were still flying in the clouds and rapidly approaching the north coast of Normandy when the green light finally came on. I led the jump into the clouds at an estimated elevation of 800 feet. We landed very quickly.

I landed on a stump in a highly forested area. The stock of my carbine, carried slung across my chest, hit the stump first and the gun sight raked across and cut a small gash in my left jaw. I had landed about 200 feet from a small house and barn. My jump stick of 18 men rolled back along the line of flight and soon joined me. Capt. Patrick Gibbons, our S2, spoke passable French, and after talking to the farm family, we calculated that we were about two and one half miles north of Ste. Mère-Eglise, and to the northeast of Neuville-au-Plain. After rounding up our jumpers and collecting all our equipment, it was still dark, but with an indication that morning light would soon be upon us, we moved out in column toward Ste. Mère-Eglise. As the sky began to lighten, we met Major Kellam with about 40 men who had also been dropped north northwest of Ste. Mère-Eglise and were headed for their 1st Battalion objective on the Merderet River at La Fière.

We had not gone far when we came to the main road leading northwest to Montebourg and Cherbourg. We heard motor vehicles approaching from the northwest. We ambushed about 20 Germans with a two-and-a-half-ton truck loaded with radio equipment, and eight or ten motorcycles, two of which quickly turned and escaped to the northwest. At this point in time and distance, my orderly Chick Eitelman and I headed for our regimental and division command posts to be located just southwest of Ste. Mère-Eglise. Major Kellam and his group of 1st Battalion men headed for their objective at La Fière.
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Wounded warriors: Benjamin Vandervoort (2/505) remained in battle, and Edward “Cannonball” Krause (3/505) came back into the action. Many other officers such as Majors McGinity and Kellam and Captain Roysdon of the 1/505 were killed on D-Day.





When I arrived at our regimental CP, I found that Major Norton, our S3, and three or four Regimental Headquarters men were there and in action with a radio. Colonel Ekman, the commanding officer of the 505th, had been there and had headed for Ste. Mère-Eglise and La Fière, which were our main regimental objectives. We had radio communications with Lieutenant Colonel Vandervoort and Lieutenant Colonel Krause in Ste. Mère-Eglise. They were being attacked from both the east and west. Major McGinity and Captain Roysdon with the 1st Battalion at La Fière had reported being attacked by strong German forces supported by Renault tanks.

In the morning, a small group of Germans had passed from east to west just to the south of our CP and they had been firing over our heads and causing leaves to fall in the CP area. About 60 or 70 glider pilots from the early morning flight had collected near the CP of the Division Headquarters. I went to General Ridgway at the adjacent division CP, and asked if I could have the glider pilots for a perimeter defense of the CP. He readily approved. I divided the pilots into four small squads, put them under command of a major pilot, and had them take up a defensive position with three units on the perimeter and a small squad of 10 glider pilots to go to the attack area.

At our CP, we were receiving reports that the 2d and 3rd Battalions were being attacked at Ste. Mère-Eglise (our main regimental objective), the 3rd Battalion from the southeast and the 2d Battalion from the northwest, along the main road from Cherbourg. The 1st Battalion at La Fière was being attacked by German Infantry supported by Renault tanks. Then we learned that the 1st Battalion executive officer, Major McGinity, was killed, and late in the morning that the Battalion CO, Major Kellam, and the Battalion S3, Captain Roysdon, had been killed.

We had been unable to make contact with Lieutenant Colonel Ekman. I talked it over with Major Norton, our S3, at the command post, and decided I should head for La Fière and the 1st Battalion defending the bridge at La Fière.

I took my orderly, Cpl. Chick Eitelman, with me. On the way, we had a scrimmage with several Germans, and Chick got one through his kneecap. Chick strongly objected, but I ordered him back to HQ, where he received medical treatment. I proceeded to La Fière.

On the way, I found a group of about 40 101st and 508th men lying in a ditch along the road. Supposedly, someone had held them as a reserve. I did not know who, so I rounded them up and took them with me to La Fière. We arrived at the railroad crossing above La Fière at about 1300 or 1400 hours. I scouted the position, and found that most of A Company with Capt. Red Dolan were well organized and in a good situation on the right side of the road facing the Merderet River and bridge. I approved Captain Dolan having moved his company back 150 yards from the intense mortar and machine gun fire along the riverbank.

On the left of the road was a mixed group of C/505 men occupying a house (called a “Manoir”), and some 507 men under the command of, I believe, a Captain Rae on the ridge above the Manoir. On the bridge was a disabled Renault tank from earlier fighting. The whole position was receiving heavy fire from the west bank around Cauquigny—mortar, machine gun, and occasionally 88mm. Through my binoculars I spotted two German tanks screened behind the buildings in the village of Cauquigny across the river.

I had located one of our 57mm anti-tank guns abandoned in a defilade position about 75 yards above the bridge and on the left side of the road. There were two holes through the shield, apparently from an earlier duel with the Renault tanks, and there was no gun sight. There were six rounds of armor-piercing ammunition. I put Elmo Bell and two other men on the gun. I told them that if there was another tank attack, to bore sight the gun and when they were out of ammunition, to abandon it. I headed back to the railroad junction with the dirt road just as General Gavin came in from Chef-du-Pont. Seeing that we were doing OK at La Fière, he instructed me to take command of the position. I asked him if he wanted me on this side of the river, both sides, or the other side. He instructed me to stay where we were on the east or near side, and to hold fast, not allowing passage to the Germans. At that time, he was more concerned about the situation at Chef-du-Pont.
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A dramatic portrait of a dynamic commander. Like Gavin and Ridgway, Alexander was noted for leading from the front. He was the only airborne commander in World War II to command three different battalions. (Photograph courtesy of John Sparry)





While I was discussing the situation with General Gavin, Lieutenant Colonel Maloney with about 75 men from the 507th came in from the direction of Chef-du-Pont. General Gavin attached them to me, and I instructed them to take up a position on the left side of the road facing the bridge above the Manoir. General Gavin and Colonel Lindquist, with about 50 or 60 men who had been held in reserve back from the road by General Gavin, headed for Chef-du-Pont. Later in the afternoon, General Gavin came back and took Lieutenant Colonel Maloney and most of his men on the double to strengthen the weak position at the Merderet crossing near Chef-du-Pont.

We organized the defensive position of miscellaneous men on the left side of the road: some C Company men forward in the Manoir, and about 40 men from the 507th under Captain Rae on the high ground above it. About that time, another soldier and I dug two 507th men out of a hedgerow where they had been hit and half buried by a 88mm round from the other side of the river. The men were still alive. I had previously agreed with Captain Dolan that he was right to move his men back where they were not under direct observation from Cauquigny on the far side of the river. The mortar fire was bad all over our position with sporadic machine gun fire as well.

We were heavily shelled with mortar, machine gun fire, and an occasional 88mm for the rest of the day. At one time in checking out our position and looking for wounded along the river bank with medic Kelly Byars, we were caught in an exposed position, and we had to lie in a foxhole previously dug in the shale by a company man for about 25 minutes while the Germans saturated the area with mortar fire. We had located an A Company man with a dollar-size piece of shrapnel of his skull blown off and still alive. We gave him a shot of morphine but judged it would be better to come back for him after dark with a stretcher. That medic, Kelly, was a real good man.
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An award ceremony in England shortly before the Normandy invasion. Sir Alan F. Brooke, Chief of the Imperial General Staff, faces Major General Patton, approached by General Eisenhower. Lieutenant Colonel Alexander is in the front line, second from the right. (Photograph Courtesy of John Sparry)





On June 7 we were constantly under fire. I could occasionally see German infantry moving about in the village of Cauquigny, but they made only a couple of half-hearted attempts to reach the bridge. We had no long-range firepower other than a few rounds of mortar, which had to be held in reserve for any serious effort the Germans might make to cross the bridge. Later in the day (D+1), the 2d Battalion of the 325th, which had landed by glider that day, moved into a reserve position to our rear. They were later attached to the 505th. June 8 (D+2), we, the 1st Battalion, initially remained in position and were, later in the afternoon, relieved by elements of the 507th. Later that day we were moved to take the position of the 3rd Battalion, 505th at Granville, the 3rd Battalion being put in reserve.

Incidentally, to indicate what confronted the 1st Battalion at La Fière and the river crossing, General Ridgway wrote to me in May 1972, and said that the taking of Cauquigny by the 325th on June 9, 1944 was (and I quote), “the hottest single incident I experienced in all my combat service both in Europe and later in Korea.”(2)






The Tank Attack on La Fière Causeway,

JUNE 6, 1944

By Marcus Heim



A LITTLE AFTER MIDNIGHT ON JUNE 6, 1944, I jumped out of a C-47 aircraft over Normandy with the 82d Airborne. Our objective was the crossroads of the town of Ste. Mère-Eglise and the Merderet and Douve River valleys. I was with A Company, 505 PIR and our objective was La Fière bridge over the Merderet.

I landed about 25 feet from a road. Before I could get my rifle assembled, I heard a motorcycle approaching and remained still and watched two German soldiers pass by. After they passed and I assembled my firearm, I found other paratroopers and our equipment bundle and set off for the bridge at La Fière. We were to hold the bridge until the soldiers who landed on the beach arrived later on D-Day, but it was three days before they reached our position.

As you stand at La Fière bridge looking in the direction of Ste. Mère-Eglise, the Manoir house is on the right. There are several buildings, one a large barn that was close to the Merderet. The Germans had occupied the Manoir and were driven out by A/505 after heavy fighting. As you pass the Manoir towards Ste. Mère-Eglise, the road goes up a hill and curves to the left. Across from the Manoir there was a pathway that was about four feet wide and is now a paved road some seven feet wide. As you looked across the bridge towards Cauquigny, the causeway was narrow and had brush and trees on each side, some creating a canopy over the causeway. The fields were completely flooded right up to the causeway. The village of Cauquigny lies about 800 yards from the bridge, and it was in German hands. The causeway curved to the right about 65 yards from the bridge.
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Pvt. Marcus Heim, Company A/505 PIR, as a young trooper.





When we arrived at the bridge, men were placed down the pathway to the right and left of the Manoir and out buildings. The four bazooka men, Lenold Peterson, myself, John Bolderson and Gordon Pryne, were given our positions. Peterson and I were deployed on the Manoir side facing Cauquigny, below the driveway. There was a telephone pole just in front of us and we dug in behind it. We knew that when the Germans started the attack with their tanks we would have to get out of our foxhole and reveal our position so we could get a better view of the tanks.

Bolderson and Pryne were on the right side of the road just below the pathway. I do not remember how many paratroopers were around; all I saw was a machine gun set up in the Manoir yard. On the right side down the pathway a few riflemen were placed. There was a 57mm gun up the road in back of us along with another machine gun. We carried anti-tank mines and bazooka rockets from the landing area. These mines were placed across the causeway about 50 feet on the other side of the bridge. There was a broken-down German truck by the manor house, which we pushed and dragged across the bridge and placed across the causeway. All that afternoon the Germans kept shelling our positions and the rumor was that the Germans were going to counter-attack.

Around 1700 hours, the enemy started to attack. There were two tanks with infantry on each side, and in the rear following them was a third tank with more infantry following it. As the lead tank started around the curve in the road, the tank commander stood up in the turret to take a look, and from our left the machine gun let loose a burst and killed him. At the same time we fired the bazookas, 57mm gun and anything else we had at the Germans, and they in turn were shooting at us with cannons, mortars and machine gun and rifle fire.

Lenold Peterson, the gunner, and I, the loader, in the forward position got out of our foxhole and stood behind the telephone pole so we could get a better shot at the tank. We had to hold our fire until the last minute because some of the tree branches along the causeway were blocking our view. The first tank was hit and started to turn sideways and at the same time it was swinging its turret around and firing at us. We (Peterson and I) had just moved forward around the cement telephone pole when a German round hit it and we had to jump out of the way to avoid being hit as it was falling. I was hoping that Bolderson and Pryne were also firing at the tanks, for with all that was happening in front of us there was no time to see what others were doing.

Peterson and I kept firing at the first tank until it was put out of action and on fire. The second tank came up and pushed the first tank out of the way. We moved forward toward the second tank and fired at it as fast as I could load the rockets into the bazooka. We kept firing at the second tank and we hit it in the turret where the body joins it, also in the tracks, and with another hit it also went up in flames. Peterson and I were almost out of rockets and the third tank was still moving. Peterson asked me to go back and across the road to see if Bolderson had any extra rockets. I ran across the road and with all the crossfire, I still find it hard to believe I made it across in one piece.
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Bob Murphy and Marcus Heim at La Fière in June 2000. The causeway at La Fière is now named “Marcus Heim Way.”





When I got to the other side I found one dead soldier. But Bolderson and Pryne were gone. Their bazooka was lying on the ground, damaged by what I thought were bullet holes. Not finding Bolderson or Pryne, I presumed that either one or both of them were injured. I found the rockets they left and then had to return across the road to where I left Peterson. The Germans were still firing at us and I was lucky again. I returned without being hit. Peterson and I put the new rockets to use against the third tank. After that one was put out of action, the Germans pulled back to Cauquigny and continued shelling us for the rest of the night. They also tried two other attacks on our positions.

Our job was to be in the forward position with our bazooka and stop the Germans from using La Fière bridge. This we accomplished despite the tremendous and continual firing by the enemy. When the Germans retreated, Peterson and I were still in our positions at the bridge, and as we looked around we could not see anyone so we moved back to our foxhole. Looking back up the hill, we could see that the 57mm gun and our machine gun had been destroyed. Then someone came and told us to hold our position and that more men would be coming to take up other positions. We found later that of the few men holding the bridge, most were either killed or wounded. (1)

This was one of the toughest days of my life. Why Peterson and I were not wounded or killed, only the Good Lord knows why.(2)






Letter to General Gavin

By John Dolan



DEAR GENERAL GAVIN:

Thank you for your letter of March 10, 1959. It had always been my intention to answer the questionnaire of Cornelius Ryan; but realizing that it would take considerable time to give a detailed and accurate account, I kept putting it aside and then completely forgot about it until Bob Murphy spoke to me about it a few days before receipt of your letter. (1)

I shall try to cover as much detail [as possible] without making this letter too voluminous, leaving it to your judgment and discretion to delete any portion that you deem unfavorable to the outfit.

You may recall that I was in command of Company A, 505 PIR, with the rank of 1st lieutenant. The specific mission of Company A was to seize and defend the bridge crossing the Merderet River on the road that ran east to west from Ste. Mère-Eglise, with the purpose of preventing the movement of German troops down to the beachhead.

I don’t recall exactly what time the 1st Battalion jumped, but it was between 0100 and 0200 hours on D-Day. We hit our drop zone right on the nose, because within 20 minutes to one-half hour, I knew our exact location. I was able to identify a T intersection, a dirt road eight to ten feet wide near our drop zone. The upper arm ran generally east to west, the vertical arm running north to south to meet the road running from Ste. Mère-Eglise to our objective, the bridge at the Merderet River.

We had the usual problems of reorganization in the dark; however, about an hour before dawn, Company A moved out from the drop zone with about 90 percent of the men accounted for. (This was not due to luck alone, but to the cooperation of my officers, noncoms, and last but not least, training. Men who have to fight in the night should be trained in night-time fighting, not just taken on a night march and digging fox holes.) We moved along this dirt road, which I previously referred to as being the north-south arm of the T intersection, and just around here, I ran into Major McGinity. He moved out with us.

The order of march was 1st Platoon, Co. Headquarters, 3rd and 2d Platoons, in that order. When we reached the road running east-west from Ste. Mère-Eglise, a German motorcycle passed us going toward Ste. Mère-Eglise. At this time, it was still dark, but daylight was starting to break. We crossed the road and started west toward the bridge, with a hedgerow to our right between us and the road. Just about this time, contact was lost with the 1st Platoon, so the 3rd Platoon took the lead.

About 700 to 800 yards from the bridge, we came upon a dirt road running southeasterly from the road to the bridge. Hedgerows were on either side of the road; and beyond it in the direction of the bridge was an open, flat field, about 100 yards deep, and about 75 yards wide. It was here that I figured the Germans would defend if they intended a defense of the bridge.

I directed Lt. Donald Coxon to send his scouts out. This he did, and he also went out with them. He had plenty of personal courage, but he didn’t have the heart to order them out without going with them.

A few moments later, a German machine gun opened up, killing Lieutenant Coxon and one of his scouts, Ferguson. Their fire was returned, and, with Major McGinity and myself leading, and a few men holding and returning frontal fire, the platoon flanked to the left. At the same time, I directed Lieutenant Presnell to recross the road and attack along the northerly side down to the bridge. This was done, and the second platoon didn’t meet with any fire until they arrived at the bridge.
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Capt. John J. Dolan, Company A 505 PIR, veteran of combat in Sicily and Italy, with Co I, and commander of Co A in Normandy and Holland.





The 3rd Platoon continued its flanking move and cut back in toward the road to the bridge. Because of the fire, we calculated that there was just one machine gun crew in our way. It later turned out that there must have been at least a squad dug in at this point, with at least two of them armed with machine-pistols. Prisoners captured later, in addition to the German dead, amounted to about the size of one of our platoons. There were no German officers captured. I don’t know whether or not any of their enlisted men escaped.

To continue, we cut back toward the road, traveling in a northerly direction. Major McGinity was leading and I was about three or four paces behind, and slightly to the right. There was a high, thick hedgerow to our left, and it was in here that I figured the machine gun was located.

When we had traveled about two-thirds of the way up the hedgerow, they opened up on us with rifle fire, and at least two machine-pistols. I returned the fire with my Thompson submachine gun at a point where I could see leaves in the hedgerow fluttering. Major McGinity was killed instantly. As luck would have it, there was a German foxhole to my left, which I jumped into and from where I continued to fire. I could only guess where to shoot, but I had to, as part of the 3rd Platoon was exposed to their fire. Lieutenant McLaughlin, the assistant platoon leader, was wounded and died later that day. His radio operator was also killed. The platoon by now was under fire from two directions, from the point where I was pinned down, and also from the direction of the bridge.

I can’t estimate how long we were pinned down in this fashion, but it was at least an hour. I made several attempts to move, but drew their fire. On my last attempt I drew no fire. They obviously had pulled out.

During all of this time, I could hear rifle and machine gun fire down by the bridge on the north side. This ceased about this time. I returned to the rest of the 3rd Platoon, instructed the noncoms to reorganize and to maintain their present position. I then crossed the road and located the 1st Platoon, commanded by Lieutenant Oakley, on the north side. They were moving toward the bridge, so I instructed them to continue and dig in on the right side. I went down to the bridge and found that we had received an assist from some of the 508 PIR. About this time, I ran into Colonel Ekman, and sent for my 3rd Platoon to dig in on the left or south side of the bridge. The first was already digging in on the north side.

I thought that all of the Germans had retreated; but unknown to us, there were about ten or 12 Germans holed up on the second floor of a stucco-type farmhouse. At the time they started firing, Colonel Ekman and I were casually looking the situation over. It lasted about 20 minutes with about ten or 12 Germans surrendering. About a squad of men from the 508 made the actual capture.

We dug in with the disposition of my company as follows: 1st Platoon on the north side of the road, the 3rd on the south and the 2d in reserve, about 400 yards back, so that it could also protect the rear.

Major Kellam arrived at the bridge with Captain Roysdon, his S-3. He had most of his CP unit with him. I don’t know whether the battalion CP had ever been set up as planned; at least, I don’t recall having had any communication with it. Down at the bridge now was most of Company A, about one platoon of Company B, a platoon of the division engineers (whose mission was to blow the bridge if necessary), about half of Battalion Headquarters Company with mortars and machine gun sections and several stray men from other regiments.

The company dug in well and quickly. I had just completed my inspection of the forward positions when we knew that an attack was coming. You will recall that in front of our position, west of the Merderet River, was a marsh at least 1,000 yards wide at its narrowest point. The road running west from the bridge could better be described as a causeway.

As I recall, the mission of the 508 was to occupy a position beyond this causeway. In addition to the men who assisted us in capturing the bridge, at least a company of the 508 passed through our position and moved over the causeway to their objective. They were gone at least an hour when we saw several of them retreating back across the marsh. I remember that we helped several of them out of the river, which was quite shallow.

The machine gun fire from the Germans was very heavy by now. We didn’t return their fire as there were no visible targets and our ammunition supply was limited. They attacked with three tanks, which I was unable to identify for sure; but they appeared to be similar to the German Mark IV-type, or maybe a little lighter. The tanks were firing on us with machine guns and cannons.

Just about a half hour before this attack, a 57mm AT gun was assigned to Company A. I located this gun about 150 yards from the bridge on the road where it curves to the right as you approach the bridge. Incidentally, this was my CP and later the battalion CP. This gave the gun excellent cover and a good field of fire.

On the bridge I had three bazooka teams. Two of them were from Company A and the third was either from B or C Company. The two Company A bazookas were dug in to the left and right of the bridge. Because of the fact that the road itself was the causeway type, they were as of necessity dug in below the level of the road, so that in order to fire, they had to get out of their foxholes. The third bazooka was over more to the south where better cover was available.

To continue, I had just completed my inspection of our defense and was 40 to 50 yards from the bridge. Major Kellam and Captain Roysden were nearby.

The first two tanks were within 15 or 20 yards of each other, the third was back about 50 yards. When the lead tank was about 40 or 50 yards away from the bridge, the two Company A bazooka teams got up just like clockwork to the edge of the road. They were under the heaviest small arms fire from the other side of the causeway, and from the cannon and machine gun fire from the tanks. To this day, I’ll never be able to explain why all four of them were not killed. They fired and reloaded with the precision of well-oiled machinery. Watching them made it hard to believe that this was nothing but a routine drill. I don’t think that either crew wasted a shot. The first tank received several direct hits. The treads were knocked off, and within a matter of minutes it was on fire.

Then they went to work on the second tank, and within about 30 seconds, it was on fire. They fired every rocket that they had and then jumped into their foxholes. The 57mm during this time was firing and eventually knocked out the last tank. The gun crew did an excellent job.

My two bazooka crews called for more ammunition. Major Kellam ran up toward the bridge with a bag of rockets followed by Captain Roysdon. When they were within 15 or 20 yards of the bridge, the Germans opened up with mortar fire on the bridge. Major Kellam was killed and Captain Roysdon was rendered unconscious from the concussion. He died later that day.

Both of the bazookas were destroyed by the mortar fire. Lieutenant Weir (Regimental Headquarters Company) and I carried Captain Roysdon back. I then took over command of the battalion, being the senior officer present.

Company B was put into reserve in the perimeter of Company A, so that we had almost a 360-degree perimeter defense. The rest of the day we were under heavy mortar and machine gun fire. The mortar fire was very effective against the two forward platoons because of tree bursts. It took very little imagination on the part of the Krauts to figure out just where we would be dug in. As I recall, there was less than a 75-yard frontage on either side of the bridge from where we could effectively defend, so they could throw their mortar fire in our general direction with good results. During the night, the fire let up, but they started early the next morning and kept it up. My 3rd Platoon took the worst beating, as they were in a heavily wooded area [and so suffered from] tree bursts.

The second tank attack came on the afternoon of the second day. I was over on the north side of the bridge with the 1st Platoon. For about an hour before the attack, they increased their mortar fire to the extent that the 3rd Platoon was just about knocked out, but not quite. I was not aware of this at the time. In addition to already heavy casualties, Sergeant Monahan, the platoon sergeant, was fatally wounded.

I learned second hand that some other troops had retreated through the 3rd Platoon’s position, and then through my CP. Rumors were around that we were going to give up the bridge. As a result of this, the 57mm AT crew took off. I didn’t have an executive officer at the time. Earlier that day, he (Tom Furey) was put in command of Company C. My 1st sergeant was a jump casualty, so my Company Headquarters at the time was non-existent except for runners and radio operators. I can’t recall why, but our radios were not working. The only way that we could communicate was through runners.

The 1st Platoon was under heavy fire also. The platoon leader, Lieutenant Oakley, who had been doing an excellent job, was fatally wounded, and Sergeant Ricci was leaving the junior squad leader, Sergeant Owens, command. You will recall that we have had some communication about Sergeant Owens in the past as to his personal courage and the way he commanded the platoon at this most critical time.

I recommended Sergeant Owens and my four bazooka men for the DSC. The bazooka men were awarded the DSC, but Sergeant Owens was not. This is a story in itself.

The second attack was with two tanks and infantry. I was unable to estimate the size. The tanks stayed out of effective bazooka range. (We had one bazooka left.) Not hearing any fire from the 57mm, I went over to it and found it unmanned. I tried to fire it, but the crew had taken the firing mechanism. I organized five or six men behind the hedge on the southerly side of the road with gammon grenades, and just about this time, two of the gun crew returned with the firing mechanism. They knocked out the two tanks. They were two youngsters not more than 17 or 18 years old, who returned on their own initiative. I recommended them for Silver Stars.

The rest of our stay at the bridge was uneventful, except for the continued mortar fire, and at the end artillery fire, which damaged the 57mm.

Lt. Col. Mark Alexander took over command of the battalion later that day and continued to command it for most of the operation. Without exception, he was the finest battalion commander I ever served under. My second son, Mark Alexander Dolan, was named after him.

In conclusion, we held the bridge until relieved. In Company A alone, in those days (three in all), we had 17 known dead and about three times that number wounded. The rest of the battalion also had heavy casualties.

I have tried to give you an accurate picture of what happened; however, after 15 years, the foregoing may contain some minor inaccuracies.

I will be glad to give Mr. Ryan any additional information he may require. You may assure him that I will be happy to cooperate with him in every detail.

P.S. Since writing this letter, I have read the account by David Howarth in the Saturday Evening Post, and I agree with you that it contains many inaccuracies. You will probably note that some of the events related tie in with what I have told you in this letter. The most glaring inaccuracy is about the bridge being lost. For the record, this bridge was held by Company A from the time of its capture on D- Day until we were relieved. There are a few other incidents that happened down at the bridge that I will relate to you, as it is my intention to drop in on you at some time within the next few weeks. (2)
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“Chief” Turner Turnbull:

THE ACTION AT NEUVILLE-AU-PLAIN

By Bob Murphy



THE 2D BATTALION 505 WAS COMMANDED by Lt Col. Benjamin Vandervoort, one of the top officers in the airborne command, a seasoned combat officer who made the 505 combat jumps in Sicily and Italy in 1943. He broke his ankle on the D-Day jump, got a quick makeshift cast put on, and walked around with a crutch, never leaving the frontlines. Under his command, the 2/505 had the responsibility to secure and defend Ste. Mère-Eglise from an obvious oncoming attack from the north.

The 3rd Battalion 505 PIR (3/505) and about 300 troopers had taken Ste. Mère-Eglise by 0430 hours on D-Day without much opposition, but they would get hit hard from the south of town later that morning by the advancing German infantry companies.

Normandy was a big cow country with many dairy farms. The Germans got a bunch of cows from a local field and drove them in front of their attack as a shield. But a young buck private, Dominick Ditullio, turned the cattle away onto a field and then threw grenades at the German “cowboys” driving the cattle. He killed one German leader, and the others who were not wounded took off. On June 7, Ditullio was killed trying to help his wounded comrades.

The 3/505 held off the Germans from retaking Ste. Mère-Eglise from the south. But while the vicious battle was raging at La Fière, with a regiment of enemy trying to cross the little Merderet River bridge, the Germans had a large force on the way to drive the 505 paratroopers out of Ste. Mère-Eglise. Lieutenant Colonel Vandervoort ordered a platoon of 44 men from D Company (D/505) to go to the hamlet of Neuville-au-Plain and set up a defense on the main route into Ste. Mère-Eglise. The platoon leader was a Native American named Turner Turnbull, nicknamed “Chief Turnbull.” A big man with a fearless reputation, Chief Turnbull positioned his men to the left and right of the route with a bazooka team to hit the oncoming tanks. They waited, but not for long.
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Lt. Turner Turnbull
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Sgt. Robert Niland, the brother of Fritz Niland of the 101st Airborne Division. Fritz was the model for Private Ryan in Saving Private Ryan. The true story of the Niland brothers furnished the inspiration for the film.





At 0900 hours, about 180 German Infantry of the 91st Air Landing Division came from the north, wide open on the roadside, singing and walking with their helmets off. Some were whistling as if they were on a training mission back in boot camp. When Lieutenant Turnbull’s men opened fire with a machine gun, the enemy scattered into the open fields and ditches. The war was on for these men, who were separated and far from any backup.

The firefight was loud enough to bring Lieutenant Colonel Vandervoort in a Jeep he had obtained from a glider, towing a couple of 57mm anti-tank guns. Turnbull advised Vandervoort by runner: “Everything is under control.” The Germans moved to the flanks, and many re-enforcements were arriving along with mortars and self-propelled guns. They intensified the attack with all their weapons. The bazooka man was killed and this intense fire drove the 57mm anti-tank men away from their wide-open positions for a short time. The brave D/505 men resumed their bazooka and 57mm weapon firing and knocked out the German self-propelled gun and the tank following that gun. The Germans got pretty well behind these boys and were now firing at them from the sides and partly from the rear. It was time to get the hell out of there or be killed or captured. The 2/505 would now be in a position further down the road to stop the onward attack by the well-armed enemy.
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Lt. General Omar Bradley congratulating Lt. Colonel Benjamin Vandervoort after presenting him a Distinguished Service Cross for his heroic action in the Normandy campaign.





Lieutenant Turnbull posed a question to the 23 men in his platoon who were still able to fight: “Should we charge them to the front or the rear?” Pvt. Joe Sebastian suggested they all try to get out before they were cut off completely and try for a breakout towards Ste. Mère-Eglise. Corporal James Kelly, the platoon medic, said he would remain behind, taking care of the wounded.

That said, Sebastian, who had recommended immediate evacuation, elected to stay behind with his lethal BAR (Browning Automatic Rifle). Cpl. Roy Smitson and Sgt. Robert Niland would stay and went to man the machine gun. Niland was killed instantly. Someone yelled, “Let’s go! For Christ’s sake, let’s go!” As they were heading out of the trap, they heard 60mm mortar rounds exploding into the German field position. (1)

The mortar was fired by Sgt. Otis Sampson of E/505, the most deadly accurate mortar sergeant in the 505th. They held off the Germans long enough to get back to their Ste. Mère-Eglise outposts. Lt. Turner Turnbull and his 505 platoon held off the huge German force coming from the north, which gave the 3rd Battalion time to defeat the enemy force coming from the south.

On June 7, Lieutenant Turnbull was killed when an 88 took off the top of his head while he was leading another attack outside of Ste. Mère-Eglise. Where do you find these stalwart heroes? Is it the training and the absolute mindset of the airborne soldier? (2)

The Neuville-au-Plain area and La Fière and Chef-du-Pont bridge battles proved that the out numbered paratroopers and glidermen, with inferior firepower and no tanks, had a superior, astonishing determination to accomplish their mission. And it is obvious that the men of the 82d Airborne Division did just that.






D-Day in Ste. Mère-Eglise

By Col. Spencer F. Wurst



THE 2D BATTALION OF THE 505 was leading the 82d Airborne formation. Coming in, our lead pilot saw heavy cloudbanks at a low altitude ahead. Being a smart commander, he thought he could fly over the clouds and have enough time and distance to be able to get down to the correct drop altitude and speed before we got to the DZ. From what I understand, he misjudged his time and distance. We did go over most of the clouds, but when he started leveling off, he was already over the drop zone.

We were much, much too high, and going much, much too fast. Instead of jumping at 600 feet, we were at 1,800 to 2,000 feet. Normally the pilot would slow down to about 95 miles per hour, and lower the nose of the plane when we jumped. This time he simply had to give the green light. Just before I jumped, I glanced at my watch, which was on the inside of my left arm, like I always wear it. It was an hour and 51 minutes after midnight, June 6, 1944.

The opening shock was the hardest I’ve ever experienced. It ripped my musette bag right off my body, despite the heavy fastenings. I lost that bag and everything in it, including my chewing tobacco. This left me at great disadvantage and put me in a foul mood for at least 11 days. The speed made it impossible for me to get the right position before my chute opened. My body was inverted—head down and feet up.
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Sgt. Spencer F. Wurst, F/505 PIR, 1944. (Photograph courtesy of Spencer F. Wurst)





The first thing I remember seeing as I descended was a large spire in a bunch of buildings that later proved to be Ste. Mère-Eglise. To my surprise, there were fires in the town. Almost immediately after—these things happen in microseconds—I started receiving very heavy light flak and machine gun fire from the ground. This was absolutely terrifying. The tracers looked as if they were going take the top of my head off, but they were actually coming up at an angle. Many rounds tore through my chute only a few feet above my body. The third thing I remember is the explosions on the ground, making me fear the Germans had already zeroed in on our DZ. I later found out that these explosions resulted from our mine bundles. Either the speed of the plane pulled the chutes off, or the bundles dropped faster than expected, and the impact bent the safety clips on the fuses, causing them to explode.

It seemed to me that it took forever to land. A combination of bad body position, heavy load and that damned ’03 rifle added to the jolt I experienced when I hit the ground. But how good it felt to be rid of those damn tracers.

Only many years after the war did I learn what I now consider the true story of what went wrong on the drop. The flights coming in behind the 2d Battalion, 505 went right through the clouds, instead of going over the tops and attempting to drop down through. Many of the pilots broke formation, scattering planeloads of troopers over the whole Cherbourg peninsula. I know for a fact that the pilots who broke formation and had no idea of their location were still under strict orders not to bring any troopers back. So no matter where they were, they gave the green light, and out the troopers went. As it turned out, the 2d Battalion of the 505 had the best drop of all six regiments in the American airborne effort. We knew exactly where we were, and we knew what we had to do. And we proceeded to do just that.

I landed in a small field. I remember cows over to one side. Because of the bone-rattling opening shock and a very hard landing, my back, hips and joints gave me pain for days. If it had been a training jump, I would have sought medical attention. As it was, I hardly had that luxury. Before even attempting to get out of my chute, I crawled over to the nearest hedgerow to get some cover. I pulled my pistol out, put it beside me, and went to work on the buckles of my chute. I had some trouble getting the snaps undone because everything was pulled so tightly.

I kept looking up, watching the planes. They were taking a lot of ack-ack fire from Ste. Mère-Eglise, and flying off in all directions. This created difficulties in regrouping, because about our only way of finding each other was to orient ourselves by the plane. Soon I caught sight of a green star-cluster flare and started moving in its direction. It shot high into the air and burst in a brilliant cluster. This was the sign that someone in the battalion command group had reached the battalion assembly location.

It was especially tricky to assemble at night, because Normandy was the first experience of combat for many of the men who made the jump. This was the case for two out of three regiments of the 82d, the 507 and the 508, and all the regiments of the 101st. The 504 did not participate, because they’d just got back to England from Italy in late April, and were in no shape to get ready for a new campaign in so little time. The 505 RCT was the only veteran American parachute regiment in the invasion.

Luckily, my group and I didn’t encounter any enemy while we were assembling. […] I brought in some people from our own battalion, assembling eight to ten men. I was surprised to discover that others I encountered were from the 101st Airborne, which had preceded the 82d into Normandy. They were four or five miles off their DZ, and I asked them to stay with me, but they all elected to go on their own. I don’t remember anyone in my group bringing in any bundles, and I didn’t hunt for them either. Even if we’d known their correct direction, the hedgerow country would have made it difficult to get to them. High banks full of trees and brush had been built up over the centuries, surrounding the fields, and were much more of a hindrance than barbed wire or a rail fence. We had to climb up through a tangle of bushes and trees to come out on the far side of a field. Loaded down as we were, this greatly hampered our movement.

One of my problems as a squad leader was to keep the men I gathered spread out. In combat or under any other kind of threat, humans, like all other animals, bunch up together. The herding instinct takes over. We all, myself included, instinctively wanted the safety of numbers, but I managed to keep the men as far away from each other as possible, without losing control. Finally we saw a green glass lantern hung in the tallest tree in the center of the battalion assembly area, a more permanent assembly marker than the flares. Closer in, we encountered troopers spotted around the perimeter, pointing out the general direction for each company. I was challenged along the way, and at various times I challenged in turn. It all turned out all right, and no one shot anyone else.
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Lt. Col. Benjamin Vandervoort, CO of the 2d Battalion, 505 PIR, broke his ankle on landing. He continued through the entire Normandy campaign as battalion leader with his foot in a cast and with the help of a crutch.





Signs of daylight were just beginning as we entered the assembly area. One of the first sights I saw was Colonel Vandervoort. He had broken his ankle in the jump and was hopping around on one leg, using a rifle as a crutch. […]

While the 3rd Platoon of F Company was assembling, we spied an individual down at one end of the field standing on the hedgerow trying to observe some gliders coming in. Our platoon leader, Little Joe Holcomb, said, “Go tell that asshole to get down and take cover.” We didn’t want to give our position away, so I went off in that direction, and hollered at some distance about getting down. I don’t know about the politeness of the language I used. The individual turned towards me, and I saw two big stars. It was General Ridgway. I quickly turned and reported to Lieutenant Holcomb. That was the first and last time I tried to chew out the General.

The glider troops that came in that morning took a terrific beating. This is one of the most sickening things I remember. The Germans still controlled the gliders’ LZ, and their landing had to be diverted at the last minute. There was a lot of confusion, and some of the pilots were forced to find the nearest available spot to land. They were under a lot of heavy small-arms fire and flak, and I think they misjudged the size of the fields. If we saw them, or heard them coming in at treetop level, we just crossed our fingers. There was nothing else we could do: within a few seconds, they’d slammed into the hedgerow at the other end of the field. In town, others almost hit the aid station and the schoolhouse, and one actually knocked out Company D’s CP.

I still can hear those gliders hitting the hedgerows, tearing off wings, smashing equipment, and mangling and killing the crews. We picked up only eight of our 57s, although 16 had been sent in. […] Colonel Vandervoort placed one of them near the battalion CP, where a former artilleryman, Pvt. John Atchley, single-handedly knocked out a German self-propelled gun only 50 yards away from the CP, and disabled the second one behind it.

Shortly after daylight, Colonel Vandervoort decided we had enough of the battalion assembled. We were about 600 strong and close to being completely equipped as we started moving toward our mission area. The 2d Battalion was to go into the defensive position at Neuville-au-Plain, which was key to protecting the right flank of the invasion beaches. […]
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The main street in Ste. Mère-Eglise, looking north, on June 7. The German tank knocked out by Private Atchley is at the bottom of the street. (Photograph by Bob Piper)
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This German Jagpanzer III from Abteilung 709 trying to enter the town from the north was knocked out by bazookaman Pvt. J. Atchley from Company H, 505 PIR. It is stopped dead now on the side of the road, still smoking (Photo US Army).





Below, another view of the same tank, taken by Bob Piper.
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The 3rd Battalion of the 505 had entered the town of Ste. Mère-Eglise at daylight or earlier, taking 30 prisoners among the occupying Germans and killing about ten more. […] The 3rd Battalion’s drop had been more scattered than ours, but they occupied the town with what forces they had and managed to hold it. They were subject to attack at almost any point in a circle, except toward the northeast, where the 2d Battalion had landed near Neuville. And receive attacks they did. Colonel Ekman, the regimental commander, ordered Colonel Vandervoort, our battalion commander, to move the 2d in to strengthen the town’s perimeter defense.

Colonel Ekman himself had been misdropped and was unable to radio through to the 3rd Battalion in Ste. Mère-Eglise. Our battalion met up with him and his group an hour or so after daylight, very close to our objective near Neuville-au-Plain, and he here decided to reverse our battalion’s course of march. At the squad leader level, all we knew was that now we were going into Ste. Mère-Eglise instead of defending it from Neuville-au-Plain.

As we neared the town, we began to see some of our fellow paratroopers hanging in trees limbs, shot and killed either on the descent or after they got tangled in the branches. This was all the more demoralizing because the majority of a stick from our own company had landed in Ste. Mère-Eglise and most of the men had been lost. For me, the sight of those dead men remains to this day one of the saddest, most vivid, and horrendous scenes of the entire war. As we got into town, one of my most striking memories is of a single dead body. One huge, blond German soldier, a stereotypical superman, lay in the church square. Twenty or 30 yards away, one of our troopers hung shot in a tree.

Among our own casualties, I had many friends and acquaintances. My friend and a former member of the squad, Blankenship, who had transferred to the 2d Platoon, was found in town, hanging in his chute. Lieutenant Cadish, a platoon leader who joined us just days before the operation, never got out of his chute. According to the regimental history [Ready], the trooper in the tree beside the square was Sergeant Ray, Big Ray. […] He had landed between the German guard and privates Steele and Russell, whose parachutes had both become caught up on the church. The dead superman figure we saw had been heading towards them when Big Ray shot him in a last heroic act, saving their lives just before he was killed. Like everyone else, I saw John Steele’s empty chute hanging from the steeple in Ste. Mère-Eglise as we passed through town.
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The 60mm mortar squad, 2d Platoon, F/505, Camp Quorn, England. From left to right: John Ray, Philip Lynch, John Steele, and Vernon Francisco. John Steele survived the war: the three others were killed in action. (Photo courtesy of Jean Francisco Critelli)





As we headed toward the cemetery, we started receiving some small arms fire to our right front. We waited a few minutes, and identified it as a German MG-42, a very rapid-fire light machine gun. I suggested to the lieutenant that we better try flanking. Soon we discovered that members of G Company had cleaned out some German machine gun crews and were now in the defensive position using the MG-42s. This was nice to know, especially as my squad was the right flank squad of F Company in our preliminary defense, tying in with G Company to our right. I told the troopers in G Company that the German machine guns made us a jumpy, that we didn’t know if the fire was friend or foe. But they kept right on using them.

My squad was positioned to the northeast, just outside the cemetery. We dug in two or three feet from the large stone wall surrounding it, meeting up with G Company to our right. For small arms fire, my squad had one of the quietest parts of the front. The situation was quite different for the 3rd Platoon from D Company, for example, which was positioned where the entire 2d Battalion had originally planned to take up the defensive, and my own squad had originally been designated to operate as an outpost.
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The main Street in Ste. Mère-Eglise looking north.

Above: Right of the Jeep is the churchyard where some paratoopers landed in the night of 5/6 June. The building on the right was (and is still now in 2008) a clothing store and next to that is the now-famous Stop Bar owned by Roger Coueffin, the president of the AVA (Friends of the American Veterans Assn.)





Below: Same street 50 yards further north. At the crossroads, the road going to the right goes to Utah Beach and the road to the left goes to La Fière and Chef-du-Pont.
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Normandy was Lieutenant Colonel Vandervoort’s first jump as CO of the battle-tested 2/505, but he soon proved to be a stellar leader of men. Gen. James Gavin called him “one of the bravest, toughest battle commanders I ever knew.” The 505 PIR credits Vandervoort with their excellent drop: standing in the door of the lead plane, he realized that they were still over water when the pilot gave the green light. Shouting “turn that thing off!” he studied the terrain until he saw the Pathfinder lights marking the DZ. Famously breaking his ankle on the jump, Vandervoort refused to be evacuated. Using a crutch, he was a familiar sight at the front, where he greatly inspired his men. In 1990, the US Army Command and Staff College’s Center for Army leadership selected Vandervoort as the “outstanding Ground Battle Commander of World War II.”





There was firing going on around the cemetery, but we had an outpost in daylight and listening posts at night, located at least one or two hedgerows out in front of our squads and platoon position. But no one in and around Ste. Mère-Eglise was spared intense mortar and artillery fire. The Germans fired everything they had on the town, from corps on down to division artillery. In our position, shells flew into the cemetery, hitting monuments, gravestones and walls. Bits of marble and gravestones were flying all around, in addition to the steel shrapnel. When I went around to inspect the foxholes, I’d tell the men who were digging down deep: “Another six inches and I’ll call it desertion.”

D-Day duties included patrols. I went out with some men to recover the dead. We’d go out as far as we could without getting into a firefight, pull the bodies out of the trees, then carry them back and lay them out on top of the ground in the cemetery. The best we could do for them was to cover their bodies with parachutes. As I remember it, we laid out nine troopers, most of them from F Company 505. […]

The artillery fire was heavy throughout the day from very early on. It increased in volume, then died down a little, then continued until well after midnight. That night we were on a high state of alert, expecting attacks. I was awake around midnight with my head and shoulders out of the foxhole, when I heard one particular round of artillery coming in, and misjudged it entirely. It landed a lot closer than I expected, but even then it was quite a ways away. I got hit in the left shoulder, spun around, and dropped in the hole. I felt my shoulder, trying to determine how bad it was, and it had gone completely numb. I had visions of the large chunks of shrapnel that I’d seen lying around from other artillery shell explosions, pieces of eight inches to a foot, sometimes.

I panicked a little, thinking I might lose my shoulder. This is the type of thing that drives men into shock. Shock is a big killer on the battlefield. It doesn’t matter if you’re hit hard or lightly, a man who goes into shock is in a dangerous situation. I hollered for a medic and Joe Carnecki, our aid man, also from Erie, came running over. He examined my shoulder and tried to calm me down, saying it wasn’t very bad. A small rectangular piece of shrapnel, maybe an inch and a half in size, had lodged in my flesh, but it hadn’t penetrated far. It was pretty well spent when I got hit. Many a time I saw Joe and others expose themselves to enemy fire to reach a wounded man.

Joe put a field dressing on my wound, gave me a shot of morphine, and asked if I wanted to go to the battalion aid station. I thought I’d be better off right there with the platoon. I was put in a prone position on the inside of the cemetery, just over the wall from my squad position. The one benefit of the wound was that I didn’t have to be on the alert. I could let the effects of the morphine take over, and I quickly dropped off to sleep. (1)
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A Brief History on Gliders

By Bob Murphy



AS PART OF THE AIRBORNE FORCES, paratroopers were volunteers. Gliders were also a part of this new force; however, glidermen were not volunteers. Unfortunately for many units, outfits were designated as glider (both infantry and artillery), and included in this new airborne army. To the dismay of many paratroopers, a ride in a glider was, at some point, inevitable. Thus, a brief history on gliders.

Gliders were designed to be towed into combat by the C-47 and were nearly as large as the craft towing them. The American version, the Waco CG4A, was manned by a pilot and copilot and fitted with a swinging nose section to facilitate loading and unloading cargo. It had a payload of nearly 4,000 pounds and could carry 15 soldiers or six soldiers and a Jeep or a wheeled gun, the 57mm or British six-pounder.

The theoretical advantages of the glider were several: it could air-land ordinary infantrymen, who did not require the long, expensive training of paratroopers, directly into enemy-held territory. It eliminated the possible landing injuries that paratroopers were prone to sustain. It could put a full squad down on the ground closely bunched in one place, eliminating the delay of forming up paratroopers, and it could bring light artillery and weapons or radio-equipped Jeeps directly to the battlefield.

In field tests, gliders proved to be far more difficult and dangerous than envisioned. Although the Waco had a strong frame of small-gauge tubular steel and a sturdy plywood floor (the whole covered with aircraft fabric), the gliders were structurally flimsy, unarmed and unarmored. Thus, they were utterly defenseless against enemy ground or air attack. They weren’t difficult to fly, but once they were cut loose from the tow ship, everything about the descent and landing had to be perfect. There was no second chance. Landing areas had to be smooth, or there was usually a disastrous crash landing in a heavily loaded vehicle not designed to withstand severe stress.

Most paratroopers—and gliderists—harbored a dread of gliding. Posters went up on barracks walls in the glider regiments with a montage of photos of crashed gliders captioned: “Join the Glider Troops! No Flight Pay. No Jump Pay. But Never a Dull Moment!” Someone even wrote a song aptly expressing the feelings of the men:



Once I was infantry, now I’m a dope,

Riding gliders attached to a rope.

Safety in landing is only a hope,

And the pay is exactly the same.



Later, glidermen would receive the same additional pay as the paratroopers. And if you saw what happened to them in Normandy, you would know they deserved it. We saw the crashed gliders and their dead bodies inside on D-Day and for several days thereafter.
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Artillerymen ready to go in a GG4A Waco glider.

An airborne 75mm pack howitzer is secured in the front of the cargo just behind the pilots seats.
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The same 75mm airborne howitzer when fastened in the airborne glider. The nose of the CG4A Waco is raised, allowing a large opening for the loading or unloading of either materiel, a gun, a Jeep or a trailer. Two side doors allow the men to board or exit the glider.






D-Day Glider Landing

By Clinton Riddle



WE WERE NOW IN OVER THE coast of Normandy. We had taken the southern approach from Ramsbury. The fighter planes were three layers thick overhead and the train of C-47s and gliders reached as far as the eye could see. Word had been received back in England after our leaving [that] we would not be able to land in the area as planned. The Germans had dug holes in the field and set posts upright with mines on the posts. The German forces had been cut off when the parachute units had landed ahead of us. They could not get in contact with their headquarters. They were still digging holes when we got there. We flew in over the coast for about two and half or three minutes. The release cut us from the tow plane and we were on our own. We were cut loose near the village of Ste. Marie-du-Mont at ten minutes of seven. The LZ was between Ste. Marie-du-Mont and Ste. Mère-Eglise.

The pilot wanted to get down as quickly as possible, yet he had to pick out a place large enough to land on while going down. As I raised up to look out the front, the pilot pointed toward a small garden spot enclosed by a hedge with trees growing out of the hedgerow. The pilot brought the glider in low over the first hedgerow, cutting the top out of one of the trees with the wing of the glider.
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Clinton Riddle from Sweetwater, Tennessee, Co. B/325 GIR, 82d Airborne Division.
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This Waco glider carries a Jeep with its crew, and supplies like ammo. This Jeep has the markings of the 320th Field Artillery Battalion, 82d Airborne.





The glider hit the ground quite hard, bouncing a time or two and then rolled to a stop. The pilot had done a great job in bringing the glider down in such a small area.

We were the only glider in the company that landed without crashing into a hedgerow or the front wheel of the landing gear coming up through the plywood floor, which would cut the men’s legs off. We lost 11 percent of the men in the 325th on landing alone.
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The landing of the glider and Jeep is not always as expected.





We assembled and started the long hike to our positions. We were not able to land where it was planned, so we had to hike to the positions the plans called for. About that time, two German Me109s came over with machine guns, spraying us good. I was down on my knees at the time, trying to put a makeshift antenna from a walkie-talkie radio on the SC-300 field radio I was carrying. All the radios had been damaged in landing. The makeshift antenna worked. It was all we had to keep in touch with the battalion until we got another radio. A news reporter came along about that time and took my picture while I was down on my knees working with the radio. The Germans strafed the road toward Ste. Marie-du-Mont. B Company was moving along the road west toward Chef-du-Pont from Les Forges. The first battalion took shelter behind the railroad embankment near La Fière.

Upon landing, [I saw] a Frenchman in a nearby orchard milking a cow. The Germans were shelling all around him in the area where we landed. I took some pictures of A Company’s gliders that had crashed into the hedgerows. We were moving slowly up the road in single file and watching for snipers. After the man finished milking, he came up the road and was about to pass when I held out my canteen cup for some milk from the bucket. It was still warm.

We were to block all the roads leading in from the coast and blow the bridges so the Germans could not counter-attack. Ste. Mère-Eglise was the first town taken in Normandy by the 82d Airborne Division. Hours before the beach landing took place, the town had been taken by 505 parachute troopers. I saw my first dead German lying in a doorway in Ste. Mère-Eglise. The 1st and 2d Battalions moved from Chef-du-Pont at 1700 hours. I slept the first night in a little gully in a briar patch.






Landing with the Tank Force at Utah Beach

By Lucias P. Young



I WAS WORKING FOR FORD MOTOR in Chester, Pennsylvania, when I was drafted in Philly. I went into the army on February 21, 1942 and was sent to the 26th Division, the Yankee Division. [I went] to Camp Blanding in Florida, then to Camp Gordon in Georgia, and then to Fort Bragg where the 101st was out on maneuvers. When they came back, I was assigned to F Company, 401st GIR, 101st Airborne Division. My thoughts went back to Ford and those Sherman tanks right before D-Day.

We left New York City on the S.S. Strathnaver, a British ship meant to carry 4,300 troops, but we had 5,800 on board in September 1943. My bunk was on the top deck under an exhaust fan. One motor broke down and with one escort we drifted into St. Johns, Newfoundland. We left there—twice—and arrived in Liverpool, England, on October 18, 1943, my 20th birthday. By train, we went to Reading, [where we] stayed until March 1944, when we went to Scraptoft and joined the 325th GIR, 82d Airborne Division. We kept using our 101st address.

[Judging from] my letters home, which my Mother saved and I [still] have, on May 26, 1944, I left Scraptoft along with others from F /401, 101st Airborne, and joined the “Howell Force” under Colonel Edson D. Raff and members of C Company/746th Tank Battalion at Kingswear. We, the glidermen, were to ride at the back of the tanks, four men on the back of each tank, I believe. The only man I know for sure was with me was Eli Sammuels. We loaded the LCTs on June 2, and joined a convoy on June 3. The seas were very heavy and we ate 10-in-1 rations.

I awoke on June 6 to a lot of noise. I had been sleeping in the “anchor chain house.” It was just getting light. I could see the beach and one house, and many large ships were pounding the beaches. I had never seen so many ships firing their guns at one time.

At last we landed on the beach. The tanks didn’t have to go through much water, and after they got near the house I had seen, they took off the waterproofing. We then drove inland through the 4th Infantry Division.

Our first objective was to clear a field for gliders to come in that evening. I, along with three other men, went out to the hedgerow nearest to the field on guard duty. One tank went up the road next to us and was hit by an 88. Another tank tried to make it and it too was hit by an 88. The third tank went around through the field, but I understood an 88 hit it as well. Just at dusk, gliders and C-47s started to appear over the field. One or two C-47s were hit and came down in flames. Of course, most of the gliders landed and crashed. A lot of the men were killed or wounded. I stayed awake all night. Just at dawn, I saw something moving at a right angle; it turned and came down the hedgerow toward us. The other men must have been sleeping, because I could not get any of them to answer. The shadow was just about to me, and my gun was ready, when out came a moo. Yes, it was a cow!

We then rode on the tanks, engaging in skirmishes and picking up stray troopers. One who told me we picked him up was Don Lassen, who had the monthly Static Line paper and also held the Airbone Awards each year in Atlanta. He was also the president of our 82d Airborne Chapter in Atlanta.
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A dramatic view of one of the many crashed gliders that littered the fields of Normandy.





On June 9, my tanks drove to La Fière causeway and parked facing the stone wall. There were three or four other tanks with us. We were told to get off the tanks, cross the causeway and take the other side. I know Eli Sammuels and I got off the tank and started to the causeway. We had no officers or noncoms with us. In fact, I had not seen any since we left England.

There was all kind of noise—enemy mortars and machine guns, burp guns, and rifles and our own tanks with their shells and machine guns. When I started out, there were some wounded, and one sergeant was lying on the ground talking. I stopped over to see if he was one of ours, but he was not. He kept saying, “Tell my wife I love her.” When I said I would, he closed his eyes and stopped talking. I ran on the right side of the causeway road and kept running with my rifle ready. There were plenty of wounded and dead soldiers in the road and ditch. When I was part of the way to the other side, others and I started yelling that someone was firing from the church steeple to our right. Many of us stopped and began firing at the smoke. That is when I felt a hot line [spread] across my shoulder and neck. Blood started pouring from my neck and I remembered what either our doctor or chaplain had said before we left Scraptoft: “If you get hit in your neck and your juggler vein is cut, just lie down and pray.” That is what I did after I went a little more down the causeway.

A soldier came along and asked me if my rifle was good. I could not speak but shook my head yes and handed it to him. I lay there for a short time. I was still bleeding but I didn’t think I was dying, so I got up and started to the other side. That is when Len Wiles, from my company and one of the group I ran around with, came up and put a bandage around my neck and made me take his raincoat even though I had one on the back of my belt. He also told me that our friend Howard Hill had been missing since D-Day. He went on and then some more of my Company F/401 passed me, running quicker than I. I was just about to the other side when I was stopped by a soldier and told to go back because the first aid station was in back of me.

I turned around and started back. Shells were still landing along with rifle fire, and four or five Germans came out of the ditch. I had no gun so I took one of my grenades and pulled the pin and motioned for them to run, which they did—faster than I. When I got back to the first aid station, the medics wanted to take the grenade from me. I could not talk, but I hung on to it until they saw there was no pin in it. Someone went and found a pin. They gave me a drink of water, and as I was thirsty I began to drink, but kept trying to see if any of it was coming out of my neck. I wasn’t. I was put on a stretcher and before long, I was put on the back of a Jeep with others and headed back to the beach.

The next thing I remember, I was in the bottom of an LST. The whole inside deck was full of stretchers. I lay there for some time, drifting in and out of sleep. The LST was rocking so I thought we were moving. I got up and found my way to the top outside. It was dark and we were still at the beach. I was told we were waiting for escorts to take us to England. I went back to my place and went to sleep. It was morning when I woke up and I found I was in South Hampton.

Again, I don’t remember how I got to a hospital. Then I was changed to another place where I was operated on after a month. Then I was moved to another hospital in England. I was scheduled to be sent back to the States when General Eisenhower said he needed men as MPs back in France. I was sent back and an MP unit was started with all ex-combat men except for a few regular MP officers. I stayed in France another year.

Howard Hill was killed, they said, on June 7, but he had a son he had never seen. I would send gifts to him and after the war, Len Wiles and I went to Howard’s home at the invitation of his wife. I stopped by, called or wrote to keep in touch several times. The last time I stopped, his Howard’s son Tommy told me he and his son had gone over to see Howard’s grave in France. When Jerry Richlak printed Glide to Glory, I told Tom he should get a copy. He could never understand why I kept speaking of the 82d Airborne, when Howard’s cross in Omaha Beach Cemetery at Colleville said “401st Glider Infantry, 101st Airborne.” I hope after he reads the book that he will understand.






The 325 Glider Infantry Regiment Attack across La Fière Causeway

By Lee Travelstead



IN THE SOUTH OF ENGLAND WHERE we were virtual prisoners waiting for the weather to clear so that the invasion of Normandy could begin, we ate, for the first time in some nine months, the best of food (like condemned men?) under not the best of circumstances. The men kept shooting craps when not on some kind of duty.

At 22, I had been in command of the heavy machine gun platoon for a year or a year and a half, joining it directly from OCS when it was with the 101st Airborne Division. (It was now with the 82d Airborne Division.) I knew the men well and I am sure they knew me even better, since I was one and they were many.

Early that D-Day, we climbed into our American CG4A cloth-covered, tubular steel gliders, with the later-to-be-proved death-dealing nose opening. We knew our “Hermanns,” which were safer than the English coffin-box plywood gliders, were to be towed across the Channel and cut loose, and we would be left to fend for ourselves. The big picture was to capture causeways leading inland across the flooded areas behind the Normandy beaches. Our little picture was to charge.

In the glider, in a purposeful show of cool, after listening to the unforgettable roar of the multitude of planes (of which I am reminded yet today whenever I hear a group of propeller aircraft) and after seeing the Armada in the Channel, I promptly went to sleep. I reminded the others that I was to be awakened when necessary. Flak spoke before words. Did they call it “ack-ack”? It was eerie to see the bursts and wonder if the next one would hit us, especially from the bottom of the craft.
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In Normandy, a part of the American gliderborne troops used British-made Horsa gliders. These gliders were heavier than the US Waco CG4A and could carry 28 men (instead of 18 for the Waco) and more equipment. However, being made of wood and plywood, the Horsa was more dangerous during a crash landing, as splinters and broken plywood flew all over, injuring the men. The US glider troops never used the Horsa again after Normandy.





Beyond the beaches, we were soon cut loose from the 300-foot nylon umbilical cord that tied us to the C-47 tow plane, and we plunged in a wildly gyrating pattern toward one of the little fields in Normandy. Landing roughly, but upright and safely, we clambered out. I bid the glider pilot goodbye (and he later inquired in my old home town in Texas whether I had survived). A German burp gun fired from somewhere, my introduction to a sound that can never be forgotten. Almost immediately, a lone American officer appeared on a bicycle. He told me to look out for snipers, and was gone.

Once we assembled, which was done easily, we were gradually broken in to the sounds and smells of battle, although not as abruptly as many paratroopers, especially those who had perished in St. Mère-Eglise. The next day we would be stunned by the real thing.

By then, night and day had become as one. The Merderet and La Fière were only names on a map when Lieutenant Colonel Carrell, our West Point battalion commander for some one and a half years, told us that we would soon attack an entrenched, reinforced German regiment that was across the Merderet causeway. As I had command of the heavy machine guns, I was under his direct order and, as he spoke, he seemed unsure in manner and speech, something foreign to his calm and stable nature. That should have been an omen.

As I understood the orders, our battalion was to sprint across the causeway squad by squad and platoon by platoon, company following company until we reached the other side. The mission was to capture the causeway area and to attack beyond. Failure had preceded us. It sounded like suicide, a Kamikaze charge if there ever was one, since the causeway was only some 20 to 30 feet wide and some 750 yards long. The entire span was exposed to concentrated small arms fire, artillery and mortar fire, and who knew what else. Since we were sort of an orphan outfit, having been taken from our own battalion and attached to the 82d’s 325, we thought we always got the dirty work, and it looked like this time we were to go through a meat grinder so the rest could follow more safely.

Spinning through my head were the thoughts that it would be dangerous enough for the riflemen and their officers, who would be like moving targets in a carnival shooting gallery. I especially was concerned about the “sitting duck” predicament of my own men. They would carry, in addition to their personal weapons, their heavy machine guns, tripods and ammunition, each man being laden with some 54 pounds of equipment. The riflemen could run and dodge: while extremely visible, they would be a fast-moving target for aimed fire, and the rest of the fire inferno was just a matter of luck if they passed through it. My men would be a bull’s eye kind of target. It did sound like a death sentence for them. Our officers took what the men took and, I think, even more, on every level. However, I would be armed only with my tommy gun. [It was] equipped with an old gangster-like round cylinder instead of a long 20-round “clip,” because it carried more rounds (50). [I also had] my own personal .45 revolver (against regulations), which I carried throughout the war and still have at home. I would be carrying about 50 pounds. That made me even more reflective on the set-up.

When I talked to my sergeants, they looked at me in disbelief. Immediately, they reminded me of the [weight of the] loads, something that made even long, tedious marches a struggle. But run? Forget it!

About that time I got the word that Lieutenant Colonel Carrell had been relieved. That was a shock, as I had known him so long and thought I knew him so well. As far as I was concerned, we had no battalion commander. (Immediately after Normandy, in England, I talked with Lieutenant Colonel Carrell, who said he had done as he thought best.) (1)

The rifle companies charged across the causeway. Of course, it was not one fast sprint. The dead and wounded littered the way. Some made it. Some did not. Some stopped. Some had to be prodded. Some had to be led. It is still a wonder that any made it.

The machine gunners and I waited.

I am not a drinker. Deep in my pocket, I had a small box of cherry-covered chocolates that I had carried from England for some special occasion. This was it. I devoured the entire box waiting for the order to jump off.

It came. Was it High Noon?

My orders were: “Keep your heads. Keep your equipment. Keep moving. That way we’ll make it.” (These exact words I do not recall; however, this is the way I talk, and S.L.A. Marshall’s Night Drop quotes those words, which he got from interviewing me and all of the survivors among my men in England after we returned from the Normandy invasion. I accept them.)

We moved through the fire like a mule pack train. We moved as did human mules, steeling ourselves so as not to run forward. Mules doing the job of racehorses is [more] apt. It was unreal: the men/beasts-of-burden could not really even defend themselves, [which is] something even beasts could have done. About all I could do was lead them and, anyway, that is what combat command, at any level, is what about.

Dead and wounded were everywhere as I moved steadily along. Then I saw General Ridgway in the causeway trying to remove a cable from the track of a tank to clear the way. It was bad enough for any of us to be there, but a two-star general? He neither looked up nor spoke, he was so intent. I looked. I said nothing.

The other heavy weapons outfit, the mortars, led by Lieutenant Shealy, was in our predicament. He was almost immediately seriously wounded. Some of our men were then and there killed; others were wounded. General Ridgway just kept working at the tank, apparently oblivious to all else.

General Gavin shortly came along, moving some tanks. I never saw the tanks again.

What was going on? It seemed like chaos in front, and here, almost by my side were both General Ridgway and General Gavin, division commander and assistant division commander of some 10,000 troops, down here on that murderous causeway. Was it so important? Where were all of the other troops? Who commanded them? Was there any communication? (2)

Without stopping to fire, most of my men and I got across the causeway. That was the first goal, just to get on the other side alive. Then we were to set up our guns to give the enemy withering fire.

Nearby me was Private Viera (who later became a line sergeant and transferred into a rifle company that I commanded). I fired away at a two-story building and its windows from which heavy fire was pinning us down. Something happened and we moved.

Then I saw Captain Harney, one of our company commanders (F/401) and a close personal friend of mine at that time, and a man on whom I would rely. He was trying to organize the attack. He was, not in fact, but in act, the battalion commander. He was taking hold of us and many paratroopers, from the 507, I believe. It was not every man for himself, mainly because men need leaders, but it was every group for itself. Captain Harney was trying to do something.

He sent me up the right fork with my guns and most of my men. Along the road, in the small ditches for a little cover, we moved steadily, looking for a good place to set up the machine guns to accomplish something, not just shoot to be shooting. There was enough noise.

Perhaps because of the exposed nature of the causeway, although I moved forward ahead of the machine gunners, I walked in the ditches beside the road. The advance slowed.

Suddenly, down the center of the road there came running toward me a helmetless (red-haired or curly-haired, or both) paratrooper lieutenant. He shouted something to me like, “Let’s go men! Let’s show ourselves and move ’em!” I stepped with him into the middle of the causeway where I remained until I was later blown out of the road. To me there was one big satisfaction because there were paratroopers and glidermen fighting side by side, and paratroopers, who were often a stand-offish lot from the glidermen, were willingly taking orders from me as though I were one of them. After Normandy, the paratroopers and glidermen had a sense of camaraderie that had never before existed, and I would hazard a guess that much of it had to do with that day on the Merderet.

The fire and blasts were withering. Soldiers pinned down shouted for the machine guns. Sergeant Sindad, who was with me, and I moved forward. His machine gun had no tripod. He had no ammunition. Without a word, he ran back through the rain of small arms fire, mortars and artillery some 150 yards to get ammunition. Back he came with the ammunition.

Sergeant Sindad, cocky and sure of himself, together with Sergeant Neinfeldt, a real solid young man, and Sergeant Lowe, calm and taciturn, were all with me. I am sure there were some other men such as Viera, who was always around.

Sergeant Sindad ran forward to set his gun at a high point, so he could rake the area. I do not know whether he had a tripod, or how he did it, but he was hard at work.

Just at that moment in the attack, two paratroopers stepped beside me in the center of the road, as if to be bodyguards; and as one, we were blown into a ditch to the left of the road. I lay motionless under them, waiting for them to get up. Not one moved. Then I knew they were both dead. Was I dead? I heard nothing. Under them, I saw nothing. I was stunned. Was that my heart that missed a beat? If so, I must be alive. I dug myself out from between the two dead paratroopers, who must have taken the brunt of the explosion and shrapnel, and, by fate or who knows what, had saved my life. I had never seen them before. I never knew who they were.

What was wrong? I was not dead, but the world seemed quiet. I realized I was deaf.

I reached for my tommy gun and noticed my arm was stiffening. I saw blood oozing through my upper sleeve. I started to get up to walk and my leg was stiff. I looked down and saw blood through my pant leg. (Luckily, I was not seriously wounded, and the deafness occasioned from the concussion wore off. Relatively inexperienced at that stage of the game, I thought it looked bad—lots of blood and deafness!)

Heavy artillery and mortar fire were falling directly on us. It was probably zeroed in on the fork or crossroads directly to our front. It seemed to me a combination of our own and that of the enemy. I sent as runners the fastest and most dependable men available to the rear to see if they could get the barrage lifted before it killed all of us. I know I sent two men and it might have been three, and I sent them in numbers for one reason—I did not think a sole man would make it. Maybe one [of the three] would. That was our communication set-up. There had been no change from 2,000 years ago.

My top sergeant, Sergeant Dwyer, raced to my aid. He, and it might have been Sergeant Lowe or Viera, looked at me in disbelief. Sergeant Dwyer, a hard-nosed Tennesseean, was shaken to see me. I guess I looked awful. He wanted to carry me back to the aid station personally, but it was not possible because he was now in command, which he continued throughout Normandy.

I worked my way back along the same ditches, now filled with dead and wounded paratroopers, glidermen and Germans. It was some 1,000 yards to the aid station, which turned out to be the same building that I had fired into when I crossed the causeway.

Propped up against the stone wall, I remembered then, as now, the phrase, “You never hear or see the one that gets you.” I noticed for the first time that my watch had been blown from one wrist and an ID bracelet from the other.
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Glidermen of the 325 GIR wainting for take-off inside a Horsa Glider.





I could not, and cannot, forget the two paratroopers who in a matter of a second, almost as angels, had stepped to my side, taken the explosion and shrapnel from me, and died instantly. Why?






A Medic in Normandy

By Chester Walker



I WILL BEGIN THIS STORY BY stating I was a member of the 401st GIR, 2d Battalion, Co. G from Normandy to Berlin. We were not officially in the 325th until some time in March 1945. We were part of the 325 but I will relate events relevant only to the 2/401 [which was in the first wave of attack across La Fière causeway on June 9]. I was a “first aid man” or medic for Company G.

We arrived in Normandy by Horsa glider in the morning about 1000 hours on June 7, 1944. We had a crash landing. We avoided a mid-air collision with another glider. The pilot changed directions and went between two trees. The wings were sheared off, leaving the fuselage to plunge into the ground. When it finally stopped, the floor was gone, my feet were on the ground, and my seatbelt was pushed up under my ribcage, making it almost impossible for me to breathe. I could not unbuckle it until someone cut the belt where it was anchored to the wall.

There were all kind of injuries—broken legs and arms, cuts and bruises. Both pilots were lying on the ground unconscious. There just happened to be two paratrooper medics nearby, who helped with the first aid that we could do. Out of 30 men, only 14 were able to move to combat. I remember some of the names of the men who were not injured: Dill from Georgia; Pat Black, from Newport News, Virginia; and Sergeant Ward, state unknown, who had a camera and took several pictures of the wreck. We heard later that one of the pilots and two glidermen died. I can’t say if this is true or false.

We landed somewhere between Chef-du-Pont and St. Mère-Eglise. The weather was fair, the apple trees were in bloom, and the countryside was all greened up, but the hedgerows were hell.

After doing some patrolling, we finally bivouacked near Chef-du-Pont in the late afternoon of June 8. After daylight on June 9, we learned we were going to attack over the causeway. What we did not know was we were going to get our baptism of fire. Not having any combat experience, we had no idea what lay ahead.

Prior to our jump-off time, Captain Sauls, our G Company commander, found a shorter route to the beginning of the causeway. It appeared to be a shortcut that farmers used. This was a wooded area and gave good cover. It was higher ground than the road. After it reached the ridge on top, it turned down to the level of the original road where the causeway started. On the right of this shortcut, just before coming to the road we left, were some buildings of stone and wood. On the left side there was a stone wall. At the end of that wall is where Captain Sauls made his move to cross the causeway.

After we entered the shortcut as far as we could go, everyone was ordered to get down as low as possible. The other medic with me for G Company was Raymond Michalski from Buffalo, New York. We were about halfway back from the head of the column. If I had been on the head end, there’s a good chance I would not be here to write this story.

The artillery support was to be supplied by the 90th Division, [which was] due to cross the causeway on June 10. I did not hear anything about tank artillery. At the top of the hill in the wooded area, an anti-tank gun started firing straight down the causeway at 1030 hours. At the same time, the 90th Division started firing. The anti-tank destroyed the German tank on the causeway.

At 10:45 hours Captain Sauls made his move, but there was no smoke cover. Machine guns were firing from different directions and mortar shells were plastering the area. About the time I reached the entrance of the causeway, the medic with me took a bullet in his wrist. I helped him bandage his wrist, and by that time wounded glidermen began to multiply. I encouraged anyone who could walk or crawl to get behind the stone wall, where it would be safe to patch up their wounds.

E Company was the next to come through, and the two medics with them were a big help with the wounded. It wasn’t too long until the machine guns were put out of action, but incoming mortar shells, artillery and sniper fire were still a problem. Jeeps with trailers bringing ammunition also came across the causeway. After unloading their supplies, they loaded wounded glidermen in their trailers and rushed them back to the first aid station.
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First aid station at the La Couture farm near La Fière. German prisoners are standing and sitting in the back of the yard. This farm was also Ridgway’s CP during the battles at Ste. Mère-Eglise and La Fière areas.
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Field Hospital under tents in Ste. Mère-Eglise area, set up about June 9.





With the two medics that joined me, we worked our way across the causeway giving first aid to the wounded. There were dead glidermen on both sides of the road. The burned-out German tank had the road partly blocked. It was leaning to one side, giving room for vehicles to get by.

When I reached the end of the causeway, the first gliderman I saw was Sgt. Wilfred Ericsson. He was lying on his stomach down in the ditch line. He had a wound on his mid-back, and one of his buddies had placed a compressed bandage on the wound. He said he would be okay and that there were more wounded men on up near the road. He was one of the first men to reach the other side of the causeway.

About 50 yards up, I met a G Company platoon sergeant. He pointed out two wounded glidermen in a field. One of them had a bullet wound in his right chest, and the other had a compound fracture in his leg and was in much pain. I gave him morphine and made contact with the aid station to get litter bearers to remove them from the field.

To this time, I had not seen any paratrooper wounded or dead. There was no problem in identifying them because we were dressed in completely different uniforms. The glidermen wore regular fatigue pants and a field jacket that was dyed green. Our shoes were just regular leather lace-ups and leggings that reached almost to the knee.

The paratrooper wore a special jumpsuit with many pockets and was of a light tan color. They wore regular jump boots with lace-up strings and no hooks. Our helmets were the only things that were identical. It was no problem to recognize a paratrooper and a gliderman at a 100-foot distance.

From here, I followed the road and met Captain Sauls. He had a bad wound in his hand and had lost a lot of blood. I put a fresh compress bandage on the wound. He pointed out to me where the G Company CP was, a large tree on the edge of a field. There I found 1st Sergeant Carr. He explained what the situation was. There were two wounded German soldiers nearby. He told me to do all I could do and when I finished, to dig my foxhole near the CP. We would probably be there a day or so.

By this time it was past noon, and I had used up all of my first aid supplies. Sergeant Carr gave me permission to go to the first aid station to get what I needed. I traveled the same road back that I had come up, and after going a half mile or so, I met two columns of paratroopers.

This was the very same road [on which] G Company had forced the Germans to retreat. This was about two hours or more after the battle on the causeway.

By this time, the 2d Battalion aid station had set up in a small house not far from the end of the causeway. The wounded were still coming in from E and F Companies, 2/401 (3/325). The causeway had been cleared by now, and one of the tanks that came in at Utah Beach with F Company glidermen came across the causeway and stopped after it traveled a few yards. The hatch opened up and a captain standing with about half his body exposed was looking the situation over. Suddenly a sniper bullet went through his head. His body fell limp and some of his brains splashed over the side of the tank. A brain surgeon couldn’t have helped that man.

The road that went straight on from the causeway was the one F Company (F/401) traveled. About 50 yards or so from the end of the causeway, there were many dead glidermen. To avoid them being run over by tanks, their bodies were stacked in the ditch line. I did not count them, but I would say that there were 20 or more at this end of the causeway. Just beyond this point, there was a team of horses in their harness dead in the road. With no way to remove them, the tanks and Jeeps had no choice but to run over them. This created a very unsightly scene. The Germans used horses to move heavy artillery.

By this time the 401st had taken many prisoners. I did not hear of any numbers called, so I will not make an estimate. I also heard talk of a German general coming close to being captured. His vehicle and driver were captured, but somehow he got away. Maybe some members of Company D and Company F, 2/401 could confirm this. After I had received the necessary first aid material, I returned to the C Company CP. By this time things had quieted down. There was still some sniper fire, but that seemed to be the norm.

After midnight the Germans launched a counter-attack. They hit hard in the E and F Company area around midnight. The 2/401 held their ground then pushed the Germans back, leaving the bridgehead intact.

The next day, June 10, the 90th Division moved through our lines in an attack and pushed the Germans farther back. In the afternoon, details were busy picking up the bodies of men killed during the previous day. I don’t remember hearing the number of men from the 2/401 that were killed on June 9. We held that position until the morning of June 14.

We were to attack and take a road junction. The hedgerows were almost impossible to get through. We did not get far until the Germans opened fire. It wasn’t long after the shooting started until word was passed back: “Medic up front!” The fire was heavy and the only way to move was to stay low and crawl. When I reached an opening in the hedgerow, I raised up by a tree and at that instant a mortar shell fell nearby. Shrapnel hit me on the right side of my face and I fell to my knees. The concussion halfway knocked me out, but I soon recovered. Blood was flowing freely, so I placed a compressed bandage over the wound and pressed firmly until I got the blood clot formed. Then I realized my helmet was gone. I searched but could not locate it; [it was] probably in that hedgerow somewhere. Then I understood why you did not wear the strap under your chin.

I had to give up on trying to find the wounded man, so I went toward the rear until I found an aid station. The doctor examined me, treated the wound and told me I would have to be evacuated because the shrapnel was lodged somewhere in my face. I ended up in a hospital in England. I was there for 20 days. Then I was discharged and sent back to Scraptoft out-base camp, and in a short time the 2/401 returned from Normandy. After getting replacements and bringing up the company’s full strength, we began training for the next airdrop, which was Holland.

I remember that a platoon of men and five or six tanks came through from landing at Utah Beach on D-Day. One medic from the detachment was with that platoon of men. His name was Sidney Johnson, and if he is still living, he could explain all of this. I have had no contact with Sidney since 1945. They were the first men of Company F, 401 GIR, and they saw the first action in Normandy, as they came in with the 746th tank battalion at Utah Beach, not on gliders.






The Fighting at Cauquigny and Le Motey

By Wayne Pierce



THE AFTERNOON OF JUNE 8, 1944, Maj. Teddy Sanford, CO 1st Battalion, 325 Glider Infantry Regiment, on orders from Colonel Lewis and Brig. Gen. James M. Gavin, made plans to cross the Merderet River and attack the Germans holding the west bank of the river at the La Fière-Cauquigny causeway. We were to be led across the ford by a 507 lieutenant who had come across the ford seeking assistance for a group of 507 men under the command of Lieutenant Colonel Timmes. The 100 or so men under Timmes had been holed up at a farm and orchard (later known as the Jules Jean farm), since landing on D-Day. (1)

Contrary to the report of some historians about this action, Sanford’s attack order was issued before darkness on June 8 and was not altered after the maneuver got under way.
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The sunken road by which the 1st Battalion 325 GIR crossed over the flooded Merderet marsh in order to attack the causeway coming from the northwest side. At the far background of the photo is the Paris-Cherbourg railroad bank. In the background, a few hundred yards away, stands the “gray castle.” On D-Day, this trail was flooded up to the point where the cars appear in the photo, to the right.





Teddy Sanford’s plan of attack was that we proceed in a column of companies in the order of Company C, A and B. Company C was to ford the river north of La Fière Manoir and turn slightly to the right and attack what we called the “gray castle” where German troops were known to be entrenched. Company C was to make a show of firepower against the gray castle, then fall back to the farm orchard (with Lieutenant Colonel Timmes).

Company A, next in line, was to proceed through the orchard, turn to the left and follow a country lane about one half mile to a road junction near Le Motey. Here they were to set up a blocking action to keep German reinforcements from the La Fière—Cauquigny causeway and protect the rear of the attacking force.

Company B, next in line, would pass through the orchard then turn almost 180 degrees to the left, and attack toward the Cauquigny Church, guiding on the road on their right flank. After falling back from the gray castle, Company C was to align on the right of Company B in the attack toward the causeway.

The battalion forded the river a little after midnight. Company C made their feint toward the gray castle and fell back in line for the attack. Although it was a dark night, companies B and C moved out in attack formation with good control.

Major Sanford and I, along with about four or five men (runners, telephone and radio communication men) followed the left platoon of Company C to try to be as near the center of the attacking force as possible. We crossed the road leading from Cauquigny to le Motey and proceeded over a slight rise through a wheat field.

In the darkness, Company C and B lost contact and Company C drifted slightly to the right from the road on their left intended as a guiding terrain feature. Although the time was almost 0400 hours, it was still very dark.

As Company C reached the end of the wheat field and entered an orchard, sporadic firing commenced. The company moved rapidly through the orchard until they reached a sunken road. We picked up one German prisoner in our CP group.

Firing in the sunken road became very intense, then became silent. German voices could be heard. The platoon that our CP group was following was completely committed in or beyond the sunken road. Our CP group was probably 30 or so yards back along the hedgerow in the orchard. Major Sanford inched forward during one of the lulls in the firing and almost became embroiled in the firefight, throwing a grenade, then trying to determine the situation. As dawn began to streak the morning sky, Sanford could see and hear only Germans.

He crawled back to where I was hugging the ground and whispered that it looked like Company C was “wiped out.” He told our CP group to start retracing our path back to the orchard where the 507 men were holding out.

By this time it was rapidly becoming daylight. The CP group moved back. Squat[ting] on my haunches, [and] not having looked down into the sunken road, I was not sure that it was time to move back. Looking back, I [saw] Sanford and the CP group along with the German POW topping the rise in the wheat field. Looking around me, I saw that I was in a German artillery position. A large howitzer loomed over me, but I seemed to be completely alone.

To try to determine for myself what was going on, I ran past the German howitzer, across the orchard to the hedgerow on the opposite side. Here I peered through the hedge and saw no living person. The activity in the sunken road and beyond began to grow louder. A vehicle was moving up the road from Cauquigny, perhaps a small tank. German voices could be heard but [there was] no sign of an American. At this point, I was as convinced as Sanford that Company C had been wiped out.

I moved out at a fast pace through the wheat field and there, after topping the rise in the ground, I found six or eight Company C men. They believed, correctly, that their company had been decimated and that some of the men had surrendered. They told of a German officer who tried to get them to surrender, but they had gotten away. While I returned to the orchard, I had about 20 men from Company C with me.

The 325 GIR prior to and through Normandy was “light infantry.” Each rifle company in this attack had only two rifle platoons; there was no maneuvering reserve force that could be held back. In this situation, Company A, located in a blocking action, was not free to come forward to help extricate Company C. A rifle company at full strength had 150 men. The companies of the 1st Battalion in this attack probably had less than 120 men each.

Sanford and I were undoubtedly following the platoon with DeGlopper assigned as a BAR man. The firefight in the sunken road and beyond was extremely fierce. There is no question—Company C was outnumbered and out-gunned in this fight. The platoon leader, Lt. Bruester Johnston, was KIA.





82d Airborne glider troopers posing with a wrecked German tank on La Fière causeway.
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Lieutenant Kinsey, leading the Company C right flank platoon, was awarded the DSC for his action in this attack. He, too, was wounded and captured, but while in a German hospital, he took a sleeping guard’s pistol and then escaped back to the American lines. Kinsey’s wounds were so severe that he was returned to the States. (He is now deceased.)

Major Sanford, when ordered to make this night attack, was told the Germans holding the bridgehead were estimated to be no more than one company reinforced with automatic weapons and possibly two light tanks. If this had been true, Sanford believed, the attack would have been a “pushover.”

Ridgway and Gavin did not alter their estimate of the German strength when they ordered the 3rd Battalion of the 325 to attack across the causeway the morning of June 9. After that battle, Gavin admitted that he had not realized the strength of the German force at Cauquigny.

Further comments about the action of DeGlopper would be hearsay on my part. The darkness and the heavy hedges surrounding the orchard and along the sunken road made it impossible for me to be an eyewitness to the action from my location. (2)






Part IV

EYEWITNESS REPORTS

French and German Accounts








The Opposition:

PANZER ERSATZ UND AUSBILDUNGS ABTEILUNG 100

By Bob Murphy



THE PANZER UNIT THE TROOPERS OF the 82d Airborne Division faced in Normandy was the Panzer Ersatz und Ausbildungs Abteilung 100. The Abteilung was formed in April 1941 as a training unit, getting new recruits inside of tanks without tying down frontline panzers. The unit had to make due with whatever tanks it could be spared. By the time the Abteilung collided with Gavin’s men on June 6, its Table of Organization and Equipment (TO&E) consisted of a collection of French armor of the Hotchkiss and Renault marks, plus one Somua. Theoretically, one Panzer III, likely of Battle of France vintage (1940), was on the unit strength chart. (See the following TO&E table for a breakdown of the composition of the Abteilung on D-Day.)

The Germans made some efforts to improve these tanks. In 1940, the French tanks were helpless in the face of German tactical superiority, much of it due to the use of radio communications between the panzers. The French tanks had no radios. The French tanks in German service were retrofitted with radios, and a two-meter rod aerial on the front fender. The commander’s cupola was modified with a German split hatch. And in the case of the 37mm gun, a recent piece of information based on German records is that an armor-piercing composite rigid, or “Arrowhead” round, was developed and provided for this weapon. The round was not a success. Despite the fact that the warhead on the APCR round was harder than the standard solid shot ammunition, low muzzle velocity led it to shatter upon impact with Allied armor plate, but killed soldiers.

With only these minor improvements and limited combat experience against the French maquis, the Abteilung, consisting of some 25 operational panzers, was sent to Normandy in May 1944. Under the command of Major Bardenschlager, the Abteilung was deployed between Carentan and Ste. Mère-Eglise. The unit was tactically responsible to Infantrie Division 91, which covered the central portion of the Cotentin Peninsula. There was little time for additional training, and the men of the unit joined French laborers in the frenzied construction of “Rommelspargeln” (Rommel’s asparagus), pole-shaped glider impediments ordered planted in the fields in the final weeks before D-Day.

Oberleutnant Weber, in charge of 1. Kompanie, is quoted reassuring his men on the night of June 5 that the tracers that lit the sky seeking the Allied aircraft were “Zirkus! Nicht für uns bestimmt” (a circus display, and nothing for them to worry about). The unit went about its business, apparently unconcerned, the following morning. It would be the unfortunate fate of the poorly trained and poorly armed Abteilung to face one of the most combat-ready units in all the Allied armies—the 505th RCT, a veteran unit whose men had seen action in Sicily and Italy during their combat jumps in July and September 1943. On the morning of June 6, 1944, parachutes were seen hanging from the trees, and the fields were dotted with the wreckage of Allied gliders. The invasion and liberation of France had begun!

Weber would be proved wrong: his life was cut short as he made his normal rounds on the morning of June 6, by the very paratroopers who came to Normandy in his so-called “circus display.” Meanwhile, dispatch riders raced around the unit. No radios were used. The Abteilung did not go over to battle readiness until 0900 hours. Major Bardenschlager, the commanding officer, promptly set off from the Château de Francquetot, toward the headquarters of Infantrie Division 91, about a kilometer away in Houtteville. He was never seen again. This command paralysis also affected the unit. The Abteilung was attached to commander Gen. Wilhelm Falley, who was shortly killed by paratroopers as he was returning to his headquarters from an exercise in Rennes.

After losing two important leaders, the unit was collected during the evening of June 6 to form a roadblock across the N803 highway running from Baupte to Carentan. The following morning, the unit was sent piecemeal to various parts of the Cotentin front. No. 1 Platoon of 1. Kompanie went toward St. Lô and No. 2 toward Carentan. We now know the unit engaged the men of the 82d Airborne Division in their strongholds along the Merderet River in the days that followed.

The Abteilung would be decimated during the Normandy battles. With so few tanks on its roster, and no replacements to be had, the Panzer Ersatz and Ausbildungs Abteilung 100 was reduced to the on-paper strength of an anti-tank company. Its sole anti-tank weaponry was the panzerfaust (bazooka) and the remaining panzer soldiers made their way on bicycles. On July 7, OB West disbanded the unit.

TO&E of Panzer Ersatz and Ausbildungs Abteilung 100, June 6, 1944

Battalion HQ 5: 5 x 35R

Sicherung Platoon: 3 x 35R

1. Kompanie:

1st Platoon

1 x Pz III

4 x Pzkw 38H (Hotchkiss 35H)

2d Platoon:

1 x Pzkw B-2 (Renault B1-bis)

4 x Pzkw 38H (Hotchkiss 35H)

3rd Platoon:

1 x 35-S (Somua 35)

4 x 35R (Renault R-35)

2. Kompanie:

1st Platoon

5 x 35R (Renault R-35)






The Battle of La Fière, Seen from the Manoir

By Madame Louis Leroux



IT HAD BEEN THREE WEEKS SINCE the bombing of the bunkers at St. Martin and St. Germain, and life was far from quiet. The roaring of bomber planes day and night told us to expect an imminent Allied landing. On the evening of June 5, the bridges at Moitiers-en-Bauptois and at Beuzeville-la-Bastille were bombed. This took place around 1100 hours German time, while it was yet light.

We climbed to the top of the embankment mounds (or the “buttes féodales,” or feudal mounds, as the locals call them) that surround La Fière Manoir, in order to better watch the bombers drop their bombs. In no time at all, the bombers were fired on by German Flak, installed in a small airfield in the Caponet marshes near Picauville. The bullets crossed far over our heads.

We returned to the Manoir and went to sleep, but we were shortly awakened by the noise of a great number of airplanes passing over our home. We went to look out the window, and saw the parachutists jumping from the planes. They looked like big falling mushrooms. We didn’t know what they were, but could see that they were landing in the marshes that had been flooded by the Germans and in the trees and in the fields.

The German Flak was firing at them, and bullets and shrapnel were falling on the roof of our house. We went to wake up the children and took refuge in the big stone stairwell of the house.

The Germans arrived at daybreak. They searched the stables and wanted us to close the outside window shutters and open the doors for them. At the first light of day we started to prepare breakfast, but we had no time to eat, because the Germans were bringing their wounded into our kitchen.

We then went up to the bedroom, not knowing where to find safe shelter. The battle was raging and the Germans were firing from all the windows on the side of the embankment mounds. The Americans, who had arrived in stronger force on the bridge, were firing in all the doors and windows from the side of the marsh. The dust was falling from the walls and ceiling. During a lull, we went downstairs, and stepped over the wounded German soldiers who were lying on the floor in the kitchen. We went down the stairs to the cellar and lined up along a wall to take shelter from the bullets. There were eight of us, and we had just lined up, one against the other, when a German soldier came down the stairs and aimed his rifle at us.

We raised our arms and yelled, “French, French!” Luckily, he let us go upstairs. As there were two cellars, we opened the door, and went out the other side to get into the yard. At this moment, an American trooper sighted us. We yelled to him, “French, French!” He answered us in the French language: “Stay were you are and close the door!”

Then we got back in the cellar, not knowing what would happen to us. After a while, the American advanced his men to be ready to fire with automatic rifles on the Germans. He came to open the door and told us, “Get out!”

We got out one after the other. Passing on the side of the soldiers we exclaimed,

“Vive les Anglais!” (Hurrah for the English!) They answered, “America, America!” and we responded, “Vive l’Amérique!” (Hurrah for America!) We were afraid to say this too loudly, as we did not want to warn the Germans, who were then holding their fire, as far as we were concerned. We talked to the American soldiers in a stable at the far end of the yard, and told them how many Germans were in the house and where they were. After we had given them this information, they placed us in a corner. The two American troopers then fired though the window until the Germans surrendered.

The noise took our breath away. The Germans placed some white bed linen at the window to say they were surrendering. Then the American troopers entered the house and drove the German soldiers downstairs with their hands raised above their heads. They lined them along a wall and searched them. Then they took the prisoners to the rear.

Afterwards, we got a good bottle of Calvados for the Americans; they asked us to drink some first, which we did. Then they all drank some Calva, and left us to go back to the fight. For them, the war was just beginning.
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The front of the Manoir after the battle.
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The same façade today.





We stayed a moment with some troopers, who told us to leave because it was too dangerous for us to stay. Then, at the risk of our lives, we went to search for some food and blankets for the night. We crossed the fields three kilometers from La Fière, going alongside the high hedgerows. We passed close to the American troopers, who were hidden under the hedgerows and in their foxholes. Around 1800 hours, we arrived at Les Noireterres, an area where there were no soldiers. Our neighbors there had helped a parachutist who had landed in a tree. After offering them his parachute, he had gone to join his buddies. The Americans were hearing a lot of firing on the La Fière side, and had no doubt that we were in the heart of the battle. They had dug a big shelter and covered it with bundles of firewood and earth. At night, all of us slept in this shelter. At his point there were 18 of us, all sitting on earthen benches carved out of either side of the shelter.

Throughout the night, we listened to shells crossing above our heads, hoping they would land a good distance away. None of us, and particularly the children, felt very reassured, but we were happy to all be together, a complete family without dead or wounded. Our house being in ruins, we stayed at Les Noireterres for several months. We went to milk what was left of our cows and feed the horses and calves that had survived the combat.

When the battle moved to the area around Pont-l’Abbé and La-Hayedu-Puits, we came back to La Fière and repaired the roof of the horse stable, the building which had suffered the least damage, and that is where we lived. The front of the Manoir had been blown away and destroyed.

We felt happy to be home. At the beginning we had to put up with some discomfort. The rats came out at night, climbing up on the table and our beds. We had been able to buy a stove, but when the weather was bad and we were unable to open the windows or door, we were unable to light the fire in it because it smoked so much.

This kind of life lasted for five years. The Manoir was finally rebuilt in the winter of 1949-1950. We moved back into the house for Christmas, where our family celebrated, happy, in spite of our misery, to all be back together without having suffered any dead or wounded, thanks to the American soldiers who fought to liberate and save us. (1)






Manning the Bell Tower at Ste. Mère-Eglise:

A GERMAN PERSPECTIVE

By Rudolph May



I would first like to recount what happened before that night [June 5-6] in France. I had been a soldier on the Eastern Front between January 1942 and July 1943, where I was wounded in 1943. After my convalescence and some time off, I was sent for a time to Holland. (1)

Early in 1944, around March or April, I became involved in the reorganization of a division that was sent to France in April. We spent several days in Brittany and were then transported to Normandy. I belonged to a reconnaissance unit that was attached to a combat element.

At first we stayed in the vicinity of Valognes/Montebourg. In May 1944, our combat element was stationed one or two kilometers from Ste. Mère-Eglise. Nearby is a château surrounded by fields of grass divided by hedgerows and narrow passes. There are also some farms. The combat element consisted of 300 to 400 men: infantrymen, 40 to 60 half-track motorcycle troops, and the reconnaissance unit to which I belonged. We slept in tents. We hardly came into contact with the local people, although we sometimes went on little shopping tours into the village and did some bartering with its inhabitants. Above all, we bought milk and cider.

We did our work in the camp; that is, we constructed our positions or drove piles into the ground, the so-called Rommelspargeln (Rommel’s asparagus), in order to deter glider and airborne troops. The command post of our group was in the château mentioned above. The commanding officer was Captain Fischer, I believe. As a reconnaissance unit, we were located around the combat element in order to serve as a reserve.

I was a corporal, and my group consisted of about ten men. An NCO (noncommissioned officer) was in charge of us. We were quartered in the bell tower of the church in Ste. Mère-Eglise. Thus, we had a roof above our heads and did not have to lie in tents, in which it sometimes was very cold and wet.
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June 7, 1944: Looking south, the main street in Ste. Mère-Eglise coming from the north. This photo was taken by Captain Bob Piper. In the foreground at left is the town hospice used as a hospital by US troops.





Guards were posted around the clock, one on each side of the tower. We placed our bicycles in a shed on the edge of Ste. Mère-Eglise. There was also a supply unit with heavy vehicles of the air defense group, whose anti-aircraft guns were stationed nearby (in the direction of Carentan). A central telephone was placed inside a corner house of the church area.

We spent the evening of June 5 racing our bicycles around the church grounds, feeling happy and enjoying ourselves. At about 11 o’clock in the evening, I went on guard on the side of the bell tower that faced the churchyard. Also located in the tower was the telephone that connected us to our combat element (through the central telephone). Everything was quiet and still.

At about midnight, some planes flew over us. I noticed that they dropped some objects. Our anti-aircraft defense shot at the planes. I reported this to our combat element, and their answer was: “Go on watching!” Then the fire-bell was rung because a shop or home on the edge of the village had caught fire. People ran over to it, and the ringing of the bell awakened my comrades.

More and more planes flew across Ste. Mère-Eglise, dropping containers with supplies that we found the next morning. The building was still burning, men were running around, and our air-defense positions became active too. I saw my comrades standing in the churchyard. The firelight illuminated the whole scene.

And then they came, waves of planes with parachutists jumping out of them, darkening the moonlit sky. They glided down and landed on the roofs, in the streets, and on the chestnut trees on the church grounds. I had already reported to my troop what was happening, but the answer was always: “Stay where you are and go on watching!” The guard who had been on the opposite side of the tower had already come over to mine. He was a very young soldier without any experience in war.

In the meantime, I had gone downstairs to discuss with my comrades what we should now do. Our NCO told me to call our combat element again to get their orders. While standing there, we came under fire and one young comrade was shot to death. I went back into the church and climbed to the tower. I could not establish a connection to the combat element again; the central telephone was disconnected. I also noticed that the heavy vehicles had gone.

More and more paratroopers jumped out of the planes. My young comrade and I kneeled down in the gutter on the tower and watched the scene. Suddenly it became dark and someone flew past us. Then we spotted strings straining across the balustrade. There was a man hanging there, suspended. He hung there like he was dead—but after a while he started moving. Then we also heard him sighing. My comrade took his gun in order to shoot him, which would have been understandable in our situation.

But I took the gun away from him and said: “Don’t be crazy! If someone discovers us here, we will never be able to leave this place!” I had a jackknife with me, and I started to cut through the strings of the parachute. But it wasn’t easy, because my knife was not very sharp. After I had cut through several strings and thrown them down onto the churchyard, I thought: “So, now you (the American soldier hanging in front of me) will not do me any harm and will not be able to climb up here!” The paratrooper, John Steele, could rope himself down the side of the church.

After a while, I activated two hand grenades and threw them in front of the portal of the church in order to keep the American soldiers from coming into the church and cutting off our withdrawal. I can’t remember what time it was. I can only say that no shot was fired from the roof of the church. (There was no machine gun either, although the Hollywood version wrongly claimed there was in The Longest Day, based on the account by Cornelius Ryan.) I would have liked to talk with John Steele about his version of our experience, but to my regret, he died in the meantime, as readers surely know.
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John Steele, F Company, 505 PIR.





Next, our NCO called us to get out of the church. My comrade and I left the church and discussed with the others the easiest way to reach our bicycles. Then something strange happened: we walked across the church grounds, and then crossed the street, keeping about five to ten meters apart. Dead paratroopers were lying on the road to Carentan, crushed by the big caterpillar wheels of the vehicles that had already left Ste. Mère-Eglise. It was an awful, horrible sight. Some American soldiers had cowered down in the entrances of the houses. We did nothing and they did nothing, either. But, please, keep in mind that we were familiar with Ste. Mère-Eglise and its environs, whereas the Americans had still to orientate themselves. We reached our bicycles, took them, and rode to our combat element, keeping five to ten meters apart. We gave our report to Captain Fischer, and advised him to mobilize quickly in order to make an assault on Ste. Mère-Eglise.

However, these gentlemen did not move from their command post. So we sat there in the narrow passes, in the hedges and the bushes, and listened to the chirping of the crickets and the rattling by which the Americans communicated with each other.

At daybreak we also found an American container with supplies in which we found nice things that we did not yet recognize. For example, there were some small packets whose labels we could not read, which we believed to be material used to light a fire. During our later imprisonment, we learned that this was chewing gum.

Then came the gliders. Within our zone, several of them smashed into the Rommelspargeln or the hedgerows. In an event I cannot forget, one cargo glider landed on the grass and slid right in our direction. We began to shoot at it, and it came to a stop only five meters in front of us. The pilot was shot in the knee, and we arrested the whole crew. Inside the glider were a Jeep and an anti-tank gun.
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Men from the Medical Corps of the 82d Airborne helped by German prisoners in front of the Ste. Mère-Eglise hospice, used as a hospital for wounded of both sides.





I searched their leader—I think he was a lieutenant—for arms, and put my hand on his watch. I looked that beautiful thing all over and handed it back to him. He bowed to me in thanks. Yes, strange things sometimes happen. We took our new American prisoners of war into the château. They weren’t there for long, I believe, before they were reunited with their troops.

We stuck there, but did not see anything of our officers. We decided to make a breakout from our reconnaissance unit, but we did not get very far. There was shooting, and I was wounded in my shoulder, so we pulled back to the château. This was in the afternoon of June 6.

During the night, our combat element broke out in selected groups. We were in a group of about 100 to 120 men. We marched across the fields and along the hedgerows in the direction of Carentan. At dawn on June 7, we reached the railway line between Cherbourg and Carentan, but the railway embankment had been blown up and the whole area was under water. We decided to wait until evening, and then try to pass over the ties and tracks that were hanging there. But it was not to be: American units discovered us and we were encircled and arrested. I believe that the house in which we surrendered is today a hospital or a home for the elderly.

In Chef-du-Pont we were searched for arms. Everything went very quickly for me, because I was wounded. A doctor bandaged me up, and I was transported by Jeep to the beach. There I sat down in the sand and watched the enormous navy anchoring along the coast. Afterwards I was loaded on an amphibious truck and taken onto an American ship. That was the end of the war for me. (2)






The Light of Day:

JUNE 6, 1944

By Alexandre Renaud, Wartime Mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise



THE SUN WAS RISING. MANY OF the inhabitants had come out onto their doorsteps. All was quiet; not a bullet, not a shell. In the trees and on the roofs of the church, of the poorhouse, of the Town Hall, the great silken parachutes, relieved of their loads, were floating softly in the breeze.

Others, on the ground, made great many-colored patches, and already the children were gazing enviously at them. Each person was telling his neighbor the tremendous night’s adventures. The paratroopers had dropped everywhere: in the courtyards, in the gardens, on the trees and the meadows, on the rooftops, on the top of the steeple of our 12th century church, where a paratrooper whose name has become legendary stayed hanging for nearly the whole night: John Steele!

Except in La Haule Park and in an inner courtyard where a flak unit was installed on the first floor, casualties were slight over Ste. Mère-Eglise. It really takes many bullets to kill a moving man at night.

I returned to La Haule Park. At the entrance lay a dead German infantryman. Near the pump our fire-fighting apparatus remained more or less intact. The fire was finishing off the house, its corn loft, and its stables.

In the trees of the park, bodies were hanging beneath their parachutes. Other men who had got rid of their bonds were lying on the ground, stayed in their flight by the Flak bullets. The poor fellow who had fallen into the furnace [of the burning building] had rolled some distance from the house during his struggles, and his charred body was still smoking. One parachute had come down on top of a giant cedar, and the man had contrived to clamber to the bottom of the tree.
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The mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise, Mr. Alexandre Renaud, talking with a GI.
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Those wounded men of the 80th AA Bn are resting at the corner of a street behind the Ste. Mère-Eglise church.
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Paratroopers used any means of transportation they could find. These 82d men are crossing Ste. Mère-Eglise using a German kettenkrad. The GMC American truck following them is from the 4th Infantry Division, which landed at Utah Beach.





In a small field that I visited next, two gliders had landed in a hedge. The great wings were splintered to bits, but the bodies of the gliders were intact, and the soldiers must have escaped injury. Through the window of one fuselage, a fully equipped Jeep was visible, and in the other a field gun.

A few yards farther on, a soldier was lying on the side of a ditch with a broken leg. A farmer was bending over him, feeding him with milk from a large bowl.

In the street, maneuvers were beginning. [American] platoons with their rifles under their arms were walking in lines, keeping close to the walls, smoking cigarettes or munching chewing gum. Others, belonging to the reserve sections, slept in the square and in the Manor fields.

On the heights of Capdelaine, a few bullets whistled past. A dozen German prisoners went by with their hands on their heads on their way to Chef-du-Pont. It was about eleven when a German shell exploded in a garden; a few others whirred by and lost themselves a little farther away toward Gambosville. The battle was about to begin.
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Children laying flowers on US soldiers’ graves at one of the temporary American cemeteries established in Ste. Mère-Eglise
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Madame Simone Renaud laying flowers on the grave of Brig. General Theodore Roosevelt, nephew of the president and Assistant Division Commander of the 4th Infantry Division, which landed on Utah Beach on D-Day. He died during the Normandy campaign and was buried in the Ste. Mère-Eglise US Cemetery






Part V

RETURN TO NORMANDY








Epilogue

By Bob Murphy



I TAKE THE READER BACK TO January 1961. I was working as a Boston trial lawyer and the local county campaign manager for newly elected President John F. Kennedy. Along with three other 505 PIR combat veterans I went back to Normandy (and Holland). At Paris we rented a car and then drove to Ste. Mère Eglise. We didn’t know a single person there; all we knew was that the mayor’s wife, Madame Renaud, had been tending the graves of Americans who had been killed in and around the town, and were buried in the small military cemetery nearby. Her husband, Monsieur Alexandre Renaud, was the mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise when the town had been liberated in 1944, and had continued in that office.

We parked our auto and visited the famous Ste. Mère-Eglise church, originally built at the time William the Conqueror of Normandy left for the shores of England in 1066. On the steeple tower of this very same church, our good friend John Steele of the 505 PIR caught his parachute at about 0151 hours on June 6, 1944. lt is a beautiful church full of history, and a lovely, quiet place to reflect on our comrades who were killed in action here, some sixteen years prior to my visit in 1961. Right then and there in that church I forgot my fifteen-hour work days, my wife and four kids, along with the bills and politics, while my mind brought forth the many different faces of my lost comrades as I prayed in the ancient, dark, cold church that January day.

That kind of nostalgia had not been part of my experience before this moment, even through I had been to many 82d memorial dinners to honor our dead. The eerie feeling during that prayer gave me the sense that I was closer at that moment to my buddies and could, in the eye of my mind, tell them what l’d been doing since VE-Day, and that I had not forgotten them, and never will.
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Mr. and Mrs. Alexandre Renaud in their home at Ste. Mère-Eglise





Later that afternoon, while walking down a local street, we encountered a lady outside her house. We inquired if she had been there during the D-Day battle. I have never forgotten her stunning response. She was indeed a resident on D-Day, and heard all the shooting when the paratroopers landed, at which time she hid in a fruit cellar and did not come out until daylight. When she did, she saw dead Germans and American paratroopers lying around outside her house. It was shocking to her and then, at that moment, to me, because being in combat as a soldier, neither I nor any of the rest of my comrades doing the shooting had ever been concerned as to what the area looked like to a civilian. I could only think of what my kindhearted mother back in Boston would have thought if she had ever been in a war area and walked out the next morning to see the bodies of both friendly and enemy soldiers. It was a horrible sight for the French lady and her young daughter from this peaceful and quiet town. We, the soldiers, had never thought about the emotions of the civilians during combat. I learned something that afternoon.

The next day, after inspecting the various battlefields, we visited with the D-Day mayor, Alexander Renaud, and his wonderful wife Madame (Simone) Renaud. Over coffee and tea we began to talk about the war and how Madame Renaud and the Mayor had dedicated their lives to the memory of the Americans who had liberated their town. We agreed we should stay in touch by mail and continue our discussion about helping her to make sure no one forgot what happened in their town as well as in all of Normandy, and that we especially would work to preserve the memory of our comrades who are buried there.

My close friend, John F. Lee, a Hq2/505 PIR 81mm mortar man from Worcester, Massachusetts, and I told Madame Renaud that we were experienced free fall skydivers, and we would love to come back on the 20th anniversary of D-Day in 1964 and “drop in” on them. She thought it was a marvelous idea and would be a great effort as a memorial and remembrance to our 82d Airborne Division soldiers.

We left Ste. Mère-Eglise and our new friends, the Renaud family, with promises to keep. And we did. John F. Lee and I left Boston for Paris on May 30, 1964, with our own parachutes and Madame Renaud’s prior assurance that she had arranged for a small airplane, pilot and drop zone. But it was in the French newspapers. All well and good, except President Charles de Gaulle thought we were a couple of American veteran “nuts,” and he had French customs confiscate our parachutes and gear. Monique Laroche, of Paris, the French woman’s skydiving champion, went with us to the airport and told the lone customs agent that Monsieurs Murphy and Lee had fought for his freedom and liberation 20 years ago, leaving some of their blood in French soil. The official tearfully opened the lockup and returned our parachutes.
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French parachute licence allowing Robert Murphy to jump in France, showing his American licence nimber. This one is dated in Paris, 2 June 1964.





On June 6, 1964, we went to see Madame Renaud. She had made all the arrangements to make the 20th anniversary jump, and hundreds of people flocked the field. That second visit in 1964 to Ste. Mère-Eglise was the beginning of our bond with Madame Renaud, Mayor Renaud (a World War I combat soldier) and their children, Paul, Henri-Jean and Maurice, that has lasted to this day. Friendly relations continue with their grandchildren Philippe, Bertrand and Florence, who have all visited with our families in France and America. We have many other friends too numerous to mention, but we are like family cousins. I began parachuting with my close friend Yves Tariel, the president of the Ligue d’Amitié Parachutiste in France, a practice we continued for many years. We used to jump from French Army Noratlas transport into Ste. Mère-Eglise. We would fly from the Evreux French military base and up the Normandy coast, over the Omaha Beach Cemetery where 9,800 of our American boys lay buried. We would stand in the aircraft and salute them from the door as we flew over.
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Bob Murphy talking with his friend, the French movie actor stuntman Gilles Delamare, after the 20th anniversary jump in Ste. Mère-Eglise.
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Souvenir 1964 picture just after the jump at the town sign 20 years after the D-Day landing. From L to R: Gilles Delamare and the veterans John F. Lee and Bob Murphy. Murphy and Lee started the now-famous jumps that take place every year during D-Day week.
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The 505 PIR veterans Robert M. Murphy and John F. Lee ( licensed skydivers) are welcomed by Mayor Duchemin on the DZ after their 20th Anniversary jump.





Yves Tariel arranged the annual D-Day jump for many years, and it was a great experience for me to jump with the young French Army paratroopers. My pal Yves planned and arranged with the military all these jumps for many years, including 1994, the 50th anniversary of D-Day. Thousands of tourists congregated at Ste. Mère-Eglise, as well as all the other cities, towns and beaches where battles were fought and men died. Veterans from America, Britain, Canada, and other Allied countries, from all different divisions, visit Normandy annually with their families and grandchildren.

We formed the exclusive C-47 Club, made up of veteran 82d Airborne Division men who had made a combat jump with the 82d Airborne Division from a C-47 aircraft. We traveled to England, Holland and Belgium to form subsidiary Friends of the 82d Airborne Division, C-47 Clubs. The friends associations have been going strong for over 40 years, with memorial exercises and friendship visits among members in the United States, Great Britain, France, Holland and Belgium chapters. We also have the same type of club for family and friends of the 505 RCT, with members all over the United Sates, United Kingdom, and Europe. New members are always welcome.

In England (Leicester), where Gen. Matthew B. Ridgway dedicated a park to the 82d veterans, we have a friendship club chaired by Deryk Wills, who wrote a self-published book about American 82d paratroopers and glidermen, Put On Your Boots and Parachutes, which is still in print. Deryk and his wife Ann travel frequently to America, and along with their skydiving son David visited our 505 RCT Association reunion at Fort Bragg in October 1999. The British chapter has its regular meetings in the Liecester-Oadly area.

In Normandy, each year seems to bring a larger crowd than the year before, with hundreds of reenactment men in World War II uniforms with Jeeps, trucks, guns and original equipment of all shapes and sizes. Generally, the 82d Airborne Division sends a large group of paratroopers who jump near the 505 RCT/82d World War II drop zones. Monsieur Roger Coueffin, President of the French Association des Amis des Vétérans; the current mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise, Monsieur Marc Lefevre; and Joe LePrieur provide meals and shelter for paratroopers during their jump-visit. These young troopers do not get on the overseas jump manifest unless they know the facts of the 82d battles during the 1944 Normandy campaign. Now, as I write this in 2008, they are all Iraq/Afghanistan combat veterans.
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Yves Tariel and Bob Murphy before their freefall jump in 1982 from the World War II C-47 which is now in the Ste. Mère-Eglise museum. The plane was put on display after their jump. They both continued to make anniversary jumps in Normandy for many years.
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Yves Tariel and Bob Murphy in June 2000 in the Ste. Mère-Eglise museum in front of the C-47 photo. They both worked to obtain the D-Day C-47 from the French navy and raise funds in conjunction with the town to put it in the museum.





In Ste. Mère-Eglise, there are two museum buildings that you must see during a visit, including a tour inside an original CG4A Waco glider, as well as hundreds of artifacts and photos. In the second building is an original D-Day C-47 Aircraft, outfitted and returned to World War II configuration by the French Navy and their Department of Defense. The project was the brain-child of my close French skydiving pal, Yves Tariel, who arranged to get a load of genuine World War II equipment and to have the C-47 repainted in the original 1944 colors, including hand painting the black and white stripes around the body of the aircraft. Inside and out, it’s all authentic.

Why do I feel so close to that particular C-47? Because I spent about seven years raising money to help with the Ste. Mère-Eglise C-47 building fund. Yves and I, along with a few other supporting skydivers, made the last jump from that C-47 in 1981, before it went inside the museum building forever. It should still be there 300 years from now, along with the documentary accounts of the greatest invasion armada in the history of the world. I thank the Ste. Mère-Eglise Museum Committee for taking such good care of the C-47 and all the precious souvenirs in those two museum buildings which they continue to improve each year.
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Bob Murphy and the mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise, Marc Lefevre, at one of the ceremonies in honor of D-Day veterans held every year.
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The plaque dedicated to A/505 is set at La Fière the day before the formal dedication. From L to R: Emile Lacroix, Robert Murphy, Marcus Heim and Howard Manoian.
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The dedication of the of the A/505 plaque, 5 June 1999. From L to R: Mr. Marc Lefevre, Mayor of Ste. Mère-Eglise, Robert Murphy, Marcus Heim and a French army veteran. Photo taken at the renowned Iron Mike statue.





Now, speaking about museums we can go to Holland where we have Father Gerard Thuring, a Catholic priest and pastor of the battle-scarred Saint Antonius church in Groesbeek. Groesbeek and the surrounding towns were the drop zones of the 504, 505 and 508 para-infantry combat teams along with the 82d Airborne Division glider troops. It was on a beautiful sunny Sunday afternoon at 1300 hours on September 17, 1944 that we jumped in to defeat the enemy and later captured the Nijmegen bridge across the wide Waal River. Tragically, ten miles north, the British Airborne lost almost 8,000 men at Arnhem, the “bridge too far.” Cornelius Ryan’s book of this title famously details the horrible British airborne misfortune of the war.

In Groesbeek, the Holland Liberation Committee is dedicated to those who fought in the area, and they have built a great Museum. Father Thuring and the entire wonderful Dutch group are dedicated to the memory of the horrors of enemy occupation and their liberation by American and British soldiers. Also, after the 82d was relieved from combat in this area and returned to Suippes (Reims), France, the Canadians and British replaced us and took our battle stations and front line positions. Later, in January 1945, they pushed off into Germany after the Battle of the Bulge. There are so many good, hard-working members of the Dutch Association that I hesitate to mention all, but they deserve much credit for the many years and thousands of hours they have worked to memorialize the suffering of their countrymen during the enemy occupation and honor the American airborne soldiers who liberated them on September 17, 1944. Their prayers were answered that Sunday afternoon and those of us who jumped on that date still visit Pastor Thuring’s church for our own prayers and reflection.

If you ever get a chance to go to Belgium at the end of January or in February you will find Emile Lacroix, the foremost leader of the Friends of the 82d Airborne Division All American Jeep Group and C-47 Club, Belgian Ardennes Chapter, leading a few veterans and about 600 to 1,000 Friends, reenactors and active duty American soldiers stationed in Germany in an annual 20-mile march, called “In the Footsteps of the 82d Airborne Division,” through the cold and snow. Each February, they follow the roads and paths taken by 82d troopers all across the World War II Ardennes battlefields. In February 2008, I participated in the 26th occasion of this historic march. Emile has been the chairmen and number one contact person for us in Belgium for 40 years. He has never said no to anyone asking for help on a Belgium memorial project.

In addition, Emile, who hails from Hambraine (Fernelmont), Belgium, has made all the bronze 505 RCT memorial plaques that are now found in Ste. Mère-Eglise, Trois Ponts, La Gleize and Fosse, Belgium, and in the Groesbeek City Hall (plus several in England). He was an honored guest of the 505 RCT Association at the home of the 82d Airborne Division at Fort Bragg in October 1999. We can now reflect on the hard work that Emile and the Belgium Friends of the 82d have accomplished, including the annual memorial exercises at the two American cemeteries located in Belgium and their work at the 82d Airborne section in the fine La Gleize Museum.

And where did it all start? You will recall that Johnny Lee and I asked Madame Renaud in January 1961 at her home behind Alexandre Renaud’s pharmacy shop, “Hey, how about if we drop in on you on D-Day, 1964?” Thus the friends of the 82d Airborne were formed and have remained steadfast over many years, with closer family friendships, that are now going onward even today with our grandchildren. That moment was the beginning of the wonderful United Kingdom, French, Holland and Belgium Friendship Associations. Thanks to their continuing dedication, it looks like there is no end in sight.
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Mass parachute drop by the 82d and 101st Airborne Divisions during the festivities of the 50th anniversary of D-Day in 1994. Bob Murphy and Frank Bilich, 505 combat veterans, celebrate together.
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Robert M. Murphy, 2008
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A happy reunion: the author with 505 PIR veterans and close Belgian friend Emile Lacroix, honorary member of the 505, at the Iron Mike statue. From left: Bob Murphy, Marcus Heim, Emile Lacroix, Howard Manoian, Bill Sullivan.






APPENDIX A

CITATIONS

Bronze Star Medal with Bronze V Device

Robert M. Murphy



CITATION:

FOR HEROIC ACHIEVEMENT IN CONNECTION WITH military operations against the enemy on 6 June 1944 in Normandy, France. Shortly after 0100 hour on D-Day these men dropped by parachute as members of small Pathfinder Teams with equipment and apparatus for guiding the incoming parachute and glider lifts to designated drop and landing zones. They were the advance elements of a mighty armada of airborne elements. They had no protection save their individual arms.

The very nature of their mission denied them the privilege of seeking cover and concealment after landing. The operation of their apparatus and the marking lights on the fields they occupied revealed their exact location to the enemy. They exhibited superb courage, cool-headed efficiency and daring of the highest order. They accomplished their hazardous missions with remarkable efficiency.

Many of them made the supreme sacrifice, many of them were wounded but all did their duty and contributed materially to the success of the greatest night airborne operation ever attempted by any army. His voluntary performance of this especially hazardous duty was a superb demonstration of the qualities which will bring Victory ever closer. (1)






Distinguished Service Cross

Marcus Heim



CITATION:

FOR EXTRAORDINARY HEROISM FACING THE ENEMY on June 6, 1944 near Ste. Mère-Eglise, France. Private Heim, assistant bazooka gunner, was in a position near the bridge on the Merderet River facing the enemy who was occupying the other side. This position was under the fire of individual and collective weapons, artillery, mortars and tanks. After an artillery preparation, the enemy launched an infantry attack supported by three tanks on the bridge. In spite of the withdrawal of a part of the elements holding the bridge, Private Heim stood at his position, waiting for the tanks to approach from about thirty yards. In spite of intense firing, Private Heim left his secure defensive position place and started to open fire with his gunner, destroying successively the three enemy tanks. The gallantry, the sense of the mission, and the daring displayed by Private Heim are to his honor and are in keeping with the highest traditions of the armed forces. (1)
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Gen. Bradley presents awards on the Normandy battlefields. From L to R: Col. Edward Krause (CO. 1/505), Col. Benjamin Vandervoort (CO 2/505, with a cane), Capt. John Rae (507), two unknown soldiers, and Marcus Heim.






Medal of Honor

Charles DeGlopper



CITATION:

HE WAS A MEMBER OF COMPANY C, 325th Glider Infantry, on 9 June 1944 advancing with the forward platoon to secure a bridgehead across the Merderet River at La Fière, France. At dawn the platoon had penetrated an outer line of machine guns and riflemen, but in so doing had become cut off from the rest of the company. Vastly superior forces began a decimation of the stricken unit and put in motion a flanking maneuver which would have completely exposed the American platoon in a shallow roadside ditch where it had taken cover. Detecting this danger, Private DeGlopper volunteered to support his comrades by fire from his automatic rifle while they attempted a withdrawal through a break in a hedgerow 40 yards to the rear. Scorning a concentration of enemy automatic weapons and rifle fire, he walked from the ditch onto the road in full view of the Germans and sprayed the hostile positions with assault fire. He was wounded, but he continued firing. Struck again, he started to fall and yet his grim determination and valiant fighting spirit could not be broken. Kneeling in the roadway, weakened by his grievous wounds, he leveled his heavy weapon against the enemy and fired burst after burst until killed outright. He was successful in drawing the enemy action away from his fellow soldiers, who continued the fight from a more advantageous position and established the first bridgehead over the Merderet. In the area where he made his intrepid stand his comrades later found the ground strewn with dead Germans and many machine guns and automatic weapons which he had knocked out of action. Private DeGlopper’s gallant sacrifice and unflinching heroism while facing insurmountable odds were in great measure responsible for a highly important tactical victory in the Normandy Campaign.






APPENDIX B

HISTORICAL NOTES AND DOCUMENTS

Timeline:

The 82 Airborne Division



THE DIVISION WAS ACTIVATED DURING WORLD War I and nicknamed the “All American” because it had members from all 48 states. It spent more days on the front than any other American division and was the home of such heroes as Alvin York and Jonathan Wainwright. After World War I, the division was inactivated.

1942:

The 82d Infantry Division is reactivated under the command of Maj. Gen. Omar Bradley. The division was reorganized and redesignated as the army’s first airborne division. It was moved to Fort Bragg under the command of Maj. Gen. Matthew Ridgway to train for parachute and glider operations.

1943:

April: the 82d began deployment to North Africa for airborne assaults into Sicily on July 10 and 11.

July: the 505 and 504 Regimental Combat Teams (RCTs) made parachute assaults against German and Italian forces in Sicily. These were the first major combat jumps of an American division.

September: the 504 and 505 RCTs jumped into the Allied beachheads at Salerno, Italy.

The 82d glidermen came in by boat and were also in combat. This airborne reinforcement saved the US 5th Army’s foothold in Italy.

November: the division (less the 504) embarked for Ireland to begin training for the invasion of Normandy.

1944:

January: the 504 RCT participated in assault landings at Anzio in Italy. The 504 would rejoin the division in April. The 82d left Ireland for the Midland, England.

6 June: On D-Day, the 82d, using parachutes and gliders, made a combat assault against German forces in Normandy. Thirty-three days of unrelenting combat followed, bringing great battle honors to the division, as well as a 49 percent casualty rate.

17 September: the 82d landed in Holland, some 50 miles behind enemy lines, by parachute and glider. Now fighting under the command of Brig. Gen. James M. Gavin, the 82d captured key river and canal bridges in the vicinity of Nijmegen. This was the division’s fourth and last airborne assault of the war.

17 December: The division was directed to move from base camp in France to the Ardennes region in Belgium, where the Germans had broken through the American lines. This began the Battle of the Bulge, a titanic struggle that saw the 82d successfully oppose elite German armor divisions in the fight to restore the American battle lines. Christmas and New Year were marked with freezing cold and snow.

1945:

The new year began with the 82d’s defeat of the German 62d Volksgrenadier and 9th Panzer Divisions and the capture of some 2,500 prisoners. By the end of January, All American troopers had penetrated the Siegfried defense line and attacked into Germany, fighting fierce battles with the enemy until late February.

Late March: the 82d began the final campaign of the war, which culminated on May 2 with the surrender of the German 21st Army—145,000 enemy troops and all their equipment—to (then) Major General Gavin.

July to December: the 82d occupied Berlin, earning the nickname “America’s Guard of Honor” from Gen. George Patton.

1946:

12 January: the 82d marched down Fifth Avenue in New York City in a colossal World War II victory celebration. The division then returned to Fort Bragg, where it is still stationed. All units have served in Afghanistan and Iraq.
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General James M. Gavin leads the 82d Airborne Division in the Victory Parade in New York.






The Activation of the 505th Parachute Infantry Regiment



THE REGIMENT WAS ACTIVATED AT FORT Benning, Georgia on July 6, 1942. Unlike two of the three parachute regiments activated prior to the 505 by building onto or by splitting existing battalions, the 505 was formed from scratch. The great majority of the officers and men came directly from the Parachute School. Nicknamed “The Panthers” because of the animal’s speed, courage and fighting ability, the regiment had a patch designed around this concept. The regiment’s motto was “Ready.”

The history of the regiment cannot be recounted without highlighting its commander, James Maurice Gavin, known as “Slim Jim.” He was tall, slim, athletic, handsome and brilliant. Gavin had been an instructor at West Point and volunteered for paratrooper training in August 1941. Later, he joined the Airborne Headquarters Staff and wrote the first manual for the employment of airborne forces. Upon activation of the 505th, Gavin was given command and promoted to full colonel at the young age of 35.

The 505 was probably the best trained and most highly motivated regiment in the army. One 82d Division staffer stated: “They were awesome, every man a clone of the CO and tough—not just in the field, but 24 hours per day. Off duty, they’d move into a bar in little groups and if everyone there didn’t get down on their knees in adoration, they’d simply tear the place up. Destroy it. God help the ‘straight legs’ they came across. They were a pack of jackals.”

Gavin set a tough example for the men to follow: he even did free falls out of planes, rather than using the static line. He also expected a great deal from his officers. As one young officer, reporting to him for the first time, recalled: “Gavin looked at me and snarled, ‘so, you’re an officer, huh? In this outfit that means you are first out the door of the plane and last in the chow line. Understand?’”

On February 12, 1943, the order was received to move the regiment to Fort Bragg to form the 505 Regimental Combat Team consisting of the 456th Parachute Field Artillery Battalion, elements of the 307 Airborne Engineers, the 307 Airborne Medics and the 80th Airborne Antiaircraft Battalion. On that same day, the RCT was assigned to the 82d Airborne Division. The 505, along with these elements, accomplished every mission put before them.
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An early regimental 505 PIR crest and motto bearing a leaping panther and the motto “Ready” was disapproved by the Quartermaster General in 1942, who stated that “the 505 has no history.” The crest and motto here depicted were not approved until several years after the war. As Allen Langdon, the first regimental historian, ironically noted, the 505 PIR “was too busy making history” in the intervening years to worry about devising a new crest. The four parachutes on the current design represent the unit’s four regimental combat jumps in Sicily, Italy, Normandy and Holland. The 505 made more combat jumps in World War II than any other US regiment.






Jump Training



If a trooper wasn’t unique prior to his airborne service, the training he received took up the slack. None of us who went through it will ever forget those first days of Jump School at Fort Benning. We were checked in and given a physical. Push-ups began immediately. How well I remember “pushing down Georgia” and “one more for Airborne.” We were constantly challenged to perform our push-ups one handed. “Gimme 50!”

Airborne training began with Stage A and proceeded from there for four weeks. During Stage A we were shown a German paratrooper training film, and had eight hours a day of physical training with everything done at double time: exercises, running, rope climbing, judo, grass crawls, log tossing, Indian clubs, and the obstacle course. There was constant physical stress, and you flunked out if you couldn’t take the punishment.

In Stage B, we had four hours of physical training in the morning, but in the afternoon, true airborne training. This consisted of the fuselage prop: we would stand up on the mock plane, hook-up the static line, and check the equipment of the man in front, responding to the commands of jumpmaster, before making a proper exit.

For the “landing trainer,” a student hooked up in jumper’s harness attached to a roller slid down a long overhead cable line. Involved in this stage of our training was also the mock-up tower, a platform with a long cable extending on an incline to a big, soft pile of sawdust. There were also the “trainasium,” a maze of bars, catwalks, ladders, and the free towers, 250-foot towers for making controlled and free jumps. We also were introduced to the wind machine and practiced rolling chutes.





[image: 239-1]

The “cut looze free tower” and “wind machine” are two of the joyful events of the third week of jump school. Next week out of a C-47 for 5 jumps to get your parachute wings.
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In Stage C, we continued four hours of physical training in the morning. In the afternoon, we had instruction at the packing shed, where we had to learn to pack our own chutes. In training, we all jumped the chutes we personally packed. More double-time and exercise were routine.

Stage D: Finally, we completed five qualifying jumps from an actual C-47 in flight. Upon completion, there was graduation from Jump School and the pinning of those coveted wings upon our uniform. We were now “Airborne, All the Way!”

How did it feel to make that first qualifying jump? Gen. Matthew Ridgway, the first commanding general of the 82d Airborne Division, said: “When the static line ripped the chute open, it was like the blow of a club across the shoulders. There followed a wonderful silence, but not for long. The ground rushed up at alarming speed. The landing impact was about like jumping off the top of a freight car traveling at 35 mph. onto a hard, clay roadbed.”

Because of our hard and dangerous airborne training, paratroopers became highly motivated, aggressive and physically fit soldiers who had already been exposed to the levels of stress that combat could bring. Because of the shared pride in our accomplishments, paratroopers would be able to maintain unit cohesion during battle, working together to get the job done. The challenges we faced in training instilled in us the desire to accomplish our mission against challenging odds and the ability to be flexible and adapt to any changing situation. (1)






The Parachutist’s Creed
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I VOLUNTEERED AS A PARATROOPER, FULLY realizing the hazards of my chosen service; and by my actions will always uphold the prestige, honor, and rich esprit-de-corps of the only volunteer branch of the army.

I realize that a paratrooper is not merely a soldier who arrives by parachute to fight, but an elite shock trooper, and that his country expects him to march further and faster, to fight harder, to be more self-reliant and to soldier better than any other soldier. Paratroopers of all Allied armies belong to this great brotherhood.

I shall never fail my fellow comrades by shirking any duty or training, but will always keep myself mentally and physically fit and shoulder my full share of the task, whatever it may be.

I shall always accord my superiors my fullest loyalty and I will always bear in mind the sacred trust I have in the lives of the men I will lead into battle.

I shall show other soldiers, by my military courtesy to my superior officers and noncommissioned officers, by my neatness in dress, by my care for my weapons and equipment, that I am a picked and well-trained soldier.

I shall endeavor by my soldierly appearance, military bearing and behavior, to reflect the high standards of training and morale of paratroopers.

I shall respect the abilities of my enemies, I will fight fairly and with all my might. Surrender is not in my creed.

I shall display a higher degree of initiative than is required of the other troops and will fight on to my objective and mission, though I be the lone survivor.

I will prove my ability as a fighting man against the enemy on the field of battle, not by quarreling with my comrades in arms or by bragging about my deeds, thus needlessly arousing jealousy and resentment against paratroopers.

I shall always realize that battles are won by an army fighting as a team, that I fight and blaze a path into battle for others to follow and carry the battle on.

I belong to the finest unit in the army. By my appearance, actions, and battlefield deeds alone, I speak for my fighting ability. I will strive to uphold the honor and prestige of my outfit, making my country proud of me and the unit to which I belong.

XVIII Airborne Corps

Airborne Procurement

Fort Bragg, North Carolina

“Home of the Airborne”






Notes on the 505 Pathfinders



THE 505 PARACHUTE INFANTRY REGIMENT FIRST used pathfinders in September 1943 during the jump into Paestum (Salerno), Italy. It was rather unusual, as they had cans filled with sand and gasoline to fire up so the oncoming pilots could see the C47’s carrying the paratroopers. The jump went off rather well and far than better the debacle of the July Sicily misdrops, where only a few landed anywhere near their D Z around Gela and the Allied beach invasion force.

After the 82d and the 505 concluded their combat in the Italian Campaign in late October and were in reserve in Naples, Generals RIDGWAY and GAVIN, as well as the C47 Troop Carrier Command, decided the lessons learned by the terrible Sicily drops needed correction and use of new radar electronic equipment and lights on the regimental DZs.

About 126 men from the 504 and 505 Parachute Regiments were hand picked for their ability and their officers knew them well enough to go through some difficult training and many night practice jumps. Our C47 Troop Carrier Pathfinder pilots had more experience than the younger new Air Corps men.

We departed Naples by C47 and landed at Comiso Airport, Sicily. There were many US Army aircraft at this base and we settled in for about ten days of training. Captain Jack Norton (Lieutenant General, USA, ret.) was one of the leaders, but he was so ill with yellow jaundice and malaria (which many of us got in Africa), he was on sick call most of the time. But we all trained with the British radar and halo lights, using all equipment in day and night jumps.

The British radar was in a big bag and very difficult to jump with strapped to your right leg with a ripcord and 15 foot static line to release after you jumped. It would hit the ground first, rather hard. The seven-man light team jumped with their lights strapped on so all our pathfinders equipment was on our body. Nothing was dropped in a separate bundle. All the men were from different regimental companies and we got to know all our comrades rather well. That was unusual as we usually only knew the men in your own platoon and company as close friends.

After Comiso Pathfinder training, we returned to Naples and in late November got on the US Frederick Funston for Belfast, Ireland, where the regimental officers and men were reorganized and then we were transported over to Quorn, England, where we landed in January 1944.

The pathfinders trained at the North Witham British and American airport Base with all new American equipment and lights. The radar was now much smaller, jumped as a chest pack weighing about 40 pounds. It was far better than the British leg pack and easy to assemble.

Our Pathfinder training in England was separate from our regular infantry company daily schedules. One week, each Pathfinder would be with his platoon doing his combat infantry training and duty. The next week, we would join the same C47 pilots and crew we had trained with in Sicily. This went on from February until the end of May 1944 when we went to our locked-in camps to wait for orders to jump into Normandy.

The training we engaged in at North Witham was excellent, and the 505 Pathfinder teams loved the job. We were as good as any team in the business. During the approach to the drop zone, the first four men were close to the officer jumpmaster, looking down at the DZ target. When the green light came on, we exited very fast and subsequently landed very close to each other.

In Ste. Mère-Eglise, on D-Day, we had three separate C47 aircraft for each battalion of each 82d regiment, i.e. the 505, 507 and 508 PIRs. Our 505 C47 pilots were very experienced and on entering the cloudbank cover and knew what to do—descend quickly.

On approaching the Ste. Mère-Eglise Pathfinder target for each battalion, the pilots immediately lowered their altitude from about 700 feet to about 400 feet. Flying above 500 feet was the disaster area, as the C47s loaded with jumpers were in a cloudbank and could not see the ground or the pathfinders’ lights. However, the 505 PIR pathfinders landed right on our DZ. Almost all other 82d and 101st Airborne Division pathfinders had some kind of problems which resulted in either their radar or lights not being activated.

The 505 PIR landed without much ground opposition, except for some men who were dropped in the middle of the town including John Steele, whose chute caught on the church steeple. We had the best, most proficient Pathfinder drops of both divisions in Normandy.

My A Company 505 PIR 1st Platoon officer and leader was Michael Chester. He was also the original commander of our 1/505 Pathfinder team. He was a courageous and fearless officer who made all four combat jumps and received Silver Star and Bronze Star decorations for valor. He was badly wounded in Normandy and (with Red Dog Dolan) at Mook, Holland. We became very good friends after the war and he stayed in the army. In later life, he became a college professor. He convinced me to go back into the US Army Reserve (1962) as I did, retiring as a colonel. You never forget a man like Mike Chester.
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Pathfinders of the 1st Battalion, 505 PIR (June 5, 1944), from L to R: C-47 crew members, first row, crouched: Unknown, F/O James W. Alwood, Capt. Samuel W. Suttle, 1st Lt. Frank Hayden, T/Sgt. Morris Brown Pathfinders, 2d row, standing: Pfc. John Ragle, Pfc. Philip F. Verduce, T/5 Maynard Meyers, Pvt. Julius A. Wyngaert, Pfc. Jasper Bowman, Pvt. Robert Murphy, Pvt. Charles G. Copping, Pfc. William Young 3rd row: S/Sgt. Simon H. Hannig, Cpl. Lewis D. Allen, Sgt. James E. Jones, Pvt. James J. Currin, Pvt. Edward Devonshuk, Cpl. George H. Purcell, Pfc. Leslie D. Fries, Pvt. Ralph Stout, Jr. In the aircraft door: Pvt. Charles Burghduff, 1st Lt. Michael C. Chester.






Pathfinder Employment for Operation Neptune

Headquarters 82d Airborne Division

Advance Command Post

APO 469 – In the field

11 June 1944



SUBJECT: Report of Pathfinder Employment for Operation NEPTUNE

To: Commanding General, 82d Airborne Division

1. Pathfinder teams of the 505th, 507th and 508th Parachute Infantries were scheduled to be employed on their respective DZs at H-30, D-Day, in accordance with field orders of these organizations. The regimental Pathfinder teams consisted of three battalion teams composed of two officers, two Eureka operators, one wire man, seven light men, and from four to six security men. The 507th and 508th Pathfinder teams had four security men per battalion assigned from the 504th PIR, plus one officer for each regimental team. The 508th regimental team, in addition to the above equipment and personnel, dropped two BUPS beacons plus the commanding officer of the Provisional Pathfinder Company.

2. All regimental Pathfinder teams flew in 3-plane flights, in V-formation. Take off airdrome was North-Witham.

3. The 505th Pathfinder team was commanded by 1st Lt. James J. Smith. Air Corps commanding officer Captain Kirkpatrick took off on schedule. Encountering little flak on the run in from landfall to DZ, they dropped within 400 yards of the previously designated pinpoint. The drop was six minutes early. The DZ was set up as per SOP [standard operation procedure], with the exception of one battalion light tee. This tee was not put into action due to faulty assembly. Eurekas were set up within ten minutes of drop time. Eurekas were first triggered 15 minutes from the time of the first element drop. Three serials dropped on and near the 505th pinpoint. All serials were approximately ten minutes early. The first serial dropped southeast of lighted tee, approximately one-half mile [away]. The second serial dropped directly over lighted tee. The third serial dropped north by approximately one-half mile. The third serial appeared to be traveling at a speed of at least 150 miles per hour at time of drop. Several jumpers sustained ruptures due to the excessive speed.

4. LZs in the 505 area were set up as per schedule. Eurekas for glider night landing were set up thirty minutes prior to landing time. Eurekas for LZ were triggered twenty minutes prior to landing time. Gliders were generously scattered over LZ areas.

5. The 507th was commanded by 1st Lieutenant Joseph, 507 PIR; the flight was led by Captain Mimor, Air Corps. The flight took off on time at North Witham and dropped on the designated DZ accurately, on tee. At the time of drop, Pathfinder personnel and Pathfinder aircraft were subjected to heavy anti-aircraft fire. The jumpers on reaching the ground found themselves in a German fire concentration. Due to aggressive action of enemy troops, the LZ vas not set up according to SOP. No lights were turned on. One Eureka was set up by this Pathfinder team 20 minutes prior to the scheduled drop of first serial. Eureka was triggered 15 minutes prior to the drop of the first scheduled serial. All elements appeared on time. These elements were widely scattered upon arrival, apparently due to action of enemy anti-aircraft fire. A maximum of 50 aircraft dropped their parachutists on the DZ. Eureka remained in action 20 minutes after the scheduled time of the last serial. A few strays dropped after the scheduled time.

6. The 508’s Pathfinder team, Air Corps Flight Leader Captain Miles, took off on time, from North Witham, and made landfall on time, encountering little flak until over St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte. Flak continued from St. Sauveur-le-Vicomte to the run-in for the drop. Anti-aircraft fire shifted from the planes to the jumpers at time of the drop. The drop was on time, approximately one and one-half miles south and slightly east from the previously selected DZ. Due to aggressive enemy action on the ground, lights were not able to be turned on with the exception of two, one of which was coded in the pre-designated code. The BUPS beacon was set up and operating 20 minutes prior to the arrival of the first scheduled serial. One Eureka was set up and operating 20 minutes before the scheduled drop time. The BUPS beacon was receiving definite tuning of homing planes. To ground observers it appeared that incoming formations were scattered due to intense anti-aircraft fire. One large formation was observed dropping approximately one mile directly north. Twenty planes dropped on the DZ with pathfinders. Twenty planes that dropped were approximately ten minutes late, of the first scheduled serial. No subsequent serials arrived over the DZ. Eureka remained on 30 minutes after the time of the last scheduled serial. No strays dropped during that time.

7. The 505th Parachute Infantry sustained no casualties due to enemy action. The 508th Pathfinders lost approximately two-thirds of their enlisted and officer personnel. The 507th Parachute Infantry is missing approximately 20 men. All navigational aids used by pathfinders were recovered and consolidated in the Division CP with the exception of those that were destroyed to avoid their falling into enemy hands.

8. For future Pathfinder operations, it is recommended:

a. That lights either be entirely eliminated or of such construction that they are not visible from the ground.

b. That Pathfinder teams stress in their training assembly under difficult terrain conditions at night.

c. That the size of Pathfinder teams be considerably lessened.

d. That security personnel be dispensed with.

e. That Air Corps pilots and crews be trained to such a degree that formations will be maintained in spite of intensive or anti-aircraft fire.

f. That the BUPS beacon, both antenna and receiver-transmitter set, be modified into a more compact unit for jumping.

N. L. McRoberts

Captain, lnfantry,

82d A/B Div Pathfinders






APPENDIX C

STORIES FOR THE NEXT GENERATION

In Memory of Bill Owens

By Bob Murphy



MUCH HAS BEEN SAID ABOUT the “band of brothers” relationship formed among men in frontline units. In my particular case, this memoir would be incomplete without a personal tribute to my friend Sgt. William D. Owens. Billy was approximately 35 years old when I came into A Company 505, 1st Platoon, in Africa at the age of 17, and he treated me like a son because of our large age spread.

We dug in and fought together in Italy, and bunked in the same tent in England along with co-radio man and runner Darrell Franks, who was a practical joker. During mid-May 1944, after a long, hot day of training exercises, Owens sat down by a tree, took off his heavy helmet, and put on his field overseas cap. He was shy because he was going bald. I, at Franks’ coaching, cut the long hair off a horse in the field and tucked it under the cap of the now-sleeping Sergeant Owens. The loud laughter from the squad caused Owens to wake. He saw the horsehair over his eyes and sleepily imagined it was his own hair until he saw the squad rolling in laughter, pointing their fingers at me. Fortunately, he could take a joke and the incident offered a moment of jovial relaxation for the co-conspirators in the squad and other platoon members.

Another incident, only a little more serious, occurred after our combat jump in Holland on September 17, 1944, when Billy and I got stuck behind German lines on patrol one night and the entire next day. We were in a tiny preserve cellar, about four feet square and four feet high, located beneath a house. Sitting with our backs to the wall and our legs spread, we were having a snack and cleaning our weapons, when Owens by error discharged his .45 pistol after putting a round in the chamber. The bullet ricocheted off the cement floor into my jacket and stomach. Owens turned white. I reached in to feel for the blood, but pulled out the .45 round, which had bounced off the German “Gott Mitt Uns” metal belt buckle I always wore with my captured German P38 pistol.

Owens never forgot that misfire, and he wrote to me about that incident (and others) in June 1964, after a news article was published about the 20th anniversary parachute jump I made in Ste. Mère-Eglise on June 6 of that year. From that time on, we corresponded and spoke frequently until Owens’ death.

Bill Owens was like a father to me and he should have been awarded the Medal of Honor, or at least the Distinguished Service Cross for his heroic action at La Fière bridge for two days. Courageous leadership, that’s why we followed Owens, “Red Dog” Dolan, and all our officers of A Company, 505 PIR.

Bob Murphy

Proud I was in the A/505






The Rabbit’s Tale

Or, How a Big French Jackrabbit Helped Win the War

By D. Zane Schlemmer



THIS SHORT TRUE STORY IS DEDICATED to my grandchildren and to all the children and descendants of a very brave French rabbit, about whom you are about to read.

The rabbit:

This particular French rabbit wasn’t a small, cuddly domestic rabbit; he was a big, bluish-gray wild rabbit, with large hind legs and long ears, which were either laid back or standing straight up, depending on what he was doing. He (and I say “he” because he was so large and athletic) was much like our American jackrabbit. He lived in the thickets of the French hedgerows and feasted upon the lush green pasture grasses in the Norman fields, where grazed the Norman cows with their large udders and big brown eyes. Whether he lived alone or with a rabbit family, I was never to learn.

The Norman field:

The field was a large pasture, about the size of a football or soccer field, alongside a small French country road. In more peaceful times, the field’s limestone soil grew rich, lush green grasses that the cows ate and turned into Normandy milk and cream, the finest in all of France. The field was surrounded by rocky earthen hedgerows full of trees, briar bushes and thickets, which over many decades became like walls. The hedgerows had a single opening with a gate so that the cows could enter the fields. These hedgerows were the home of our French rabbit.

The situation:

It was June 12, 1944. Six days earlier, we American paratroopers had jumped into Normandy and fought long days and nights before the beach landing troops reached us with necessary resupplies of weapons, ammunition and food. With these much-needed supplies, we could now advance further inland. Thus we were given the tasks of a night-time river crossing, assaulting and taking a little French town (Beuzeville-la-Bastille), then fighting our way forward some five miles to capture and occupy another French town (Baupte), where a German Panzer (armored) battalion was located. After we crossed the river, we would be without support until our engineers could build a river bridge.

Many years later, a French count, who lived in a large French château at Beuzeville-la-Bastille, thanked us for the fast liberation which had saved his château. For the German soldiers had, only the day before, piled all of his furniture to the ceiling of his great room and had told him that they would set fire to it, should the Americans come. Fortunately, we surprised them by our night attack and they didn’t have time to set fire to his home.

Knocking out two German tanks en route, we proceeded down a narrow French country road until early afternoon, when we reached “the field.” By this time, we were quite weary from having been up all night, from the river crossing and fight, and from carrying all of our weapons, ammunition and belongings. We knew as well that we would probably be faced with a pitched battle for the town of Baupte before we could complete our mission.

The encounter with the French rabbit:

We arrived at the field where the French rabbit lived in the hedgerows. Just as we fixed bayonets and formed a skirmish line to assault, the rabbit appeared at the left end of the field. With his large ears straight up and alert, he stood up to look around, probably made curious by the unfamiliar sounds of our preparations. The sudden realization that he was in the midst of many strangers must have panicked him, for he started running across the large field, zigzagging from left to right. Seeing him take off, and having our weapons at the ready, we all started shooting at the madly dashing French rabbit with our rifles, pistols, submachine guns, and automatic rifles.

He jumped and bounded, he leaped and dove, he skipped and vaulted, he whirled and twirled, he dodged and pirouetted, he spun and darted, he plunged and arched, in a display of broken field running that would put the finest of professional football runners to shame. Finally, with his ears laid straight back, and with one great bounding leap, he dove into the hedgerow bushes amid flying leaves and debris from the accompanying volley of bullets that followed him.

Everyone was both shooting and laughing, cheering for this very brave and daring rabbit who had just out-run and out-maneuvered the firepower of the better part of two companies of American paratroopers, most of whom were expert marksmen. I think each of us was secretly cheering for him as he neared the edge of the field in his flight. We all had a great deal of empathy and feeling for him, for he was an “underdog” and had won his battle with flying colors. It was also probably best for everyone that this French rabbit had won his race, for I am certain that had he been hit or stopped, each and every trooper who was firing at him would have claimed to have been the one who stopped him. And so it was he saved us many long discussions and arguments.

After the encounter:

The firing action, shouting, cheering and laughter, combined with command whistles blowing to cease firing and shouted commands, put an end to the weariness we all had felt, and the adrenal rush created a desire to now get on with the attack that we were facing.

Meanwhile, the German defenders of Baupte heard the sounds of our noisy encounter with the French rabbit, which evidently crested their fears and made them believe they were facing a far larger attacking force than our two companies of unsupported paratroopers. As they thought they were vastly outnumbered, their desire to fight wavered, while at the same time, our encounter with the rabbit had enhanced our desire to attack. With this difference, after a pitched battle, we drove the German soldiers from the town of Baupte, captured their armored motor pool with all their remaining vehicles and supplies, and dug in for an expected counter-attack.

So let’s hear it for one very brave French rabbit who did his bit to win the war!






Christmas in the Bulge, 1944

By D. Zane Schlemmer



December 24, 1944:

CHRISTMAS EVE CAME CLEAR AND FREEZING over the forested ridges of the Belgian Ardennes, the site of the Battle of the Bulge. There were thousands of Christmas trees and heavy snow, but the parallel with Christmas ended there. The only sounds were the crunching of the icy snow under paratrooper boots and the putt putt of the engines of the German V-l buzz bombs overhead on their pilotless flight to Liège or Antwerp, far to the rear. The scene was in total black and white, the whiteness of the snowy fields contrasting starkly with the darkness of the forests and the column of troopers struggling in line under the weight of all of their possessions.

We had been the tip of an eight-mile long thumb extended into the throat of the German onslaught. We had pushed into the area to provide an escape route for the weary and beleaguered American troops who had delayed and denied the German Army the use of the important road junction of St. Vith for five long days. The paratroopers had now been ordered to withdraw. We were unhappy with the order, for we had paid in blood to hold open the escape corridor and would surely again pay in blood to eventually regain this ridge. This thought, combined with the airborne doctrine of “never relinquish ground gained” made it difficult for us to think of withdrawal. To a man, we were certain that by the next day, which was Christmas, that we would be assaulted, and that the assault could come from any of the four German divisions to our front. With these thoughts, we struggled on our route march to a ridgeline seven miles to our rear, where our “not one step further” line would be established.

Precisely at midnight on Christmas Eve, we heard the unmistakable distant sound of artillery batteries. Each trooper immediately became elated with the thought that American artillery was providing cover for the withdrawal. It was only when the shells descended and burst among us that the reality of incoming German artillery fire became evident. Again, to a man, the silent columns quickened their pace to a running gait, despite our equipment loads. As the march continued, we heard the sound of distant diesel engines, indicating the movement of enemy armored vehicles following our path. Thus again prodded, we continued our rapid pace to our new positions.

December 25, 1944, Christmas Day:

As dawn came gray with low-hanging clouds over the trees in our new positions, the task of “digging in” was well under way. We feverishly grubbed the rocky, frozen, root-bound soil. Weary and worn, alternately sweating and freezing, we continued to dig and camouflage our holes, set up our weapons, stash back-up supplies of ammunition, and place antitank mines before the anticipated attack, which would surely come. Snow began to fall, masking our line, and our canteens of water froze solid. Each of us when finished sought the shelter of our foxhole for warmth and protection. There had been little time until now to think of past Christmases, of families or loved ones, or of gifts or mail, for there had been no letters or packages since we had been in battle.

Darkness came early that Christmas Day in the Ardennes and the outposts reported that a large concentration of German Panzer Grenadiers, supported by halftracks, was approaching our line. Thus alerted, each trooper silently readied for the onslaught. Out of the night, through the falling snow, came the German columns trudging in their heavy coats, rifles slung over their shoulders, along the road fronting our positions, some talking, some smoking, all completely oblivious to the paratroopers dug in mere yards away.

The wait for the signal to open fire seemed endless, and when it came, the firefight was both intense and devastating. The falling snow mercifully covered the remains of the two German battalions that, in that short time, ceased to exist. As we retrieved the usable enemy weapons, ammunition and equipment from the fallen ambushed column, we discovered a large wicker basket that had been carried on a pole between two German soldiers. To our amazement, we found that it contained butter.

Then, as if on cue, an American supply patrol from the rear found us and dropped off two food containers, one full of ice-cold coffee, the other full of sliced roast turkey, solidly frozen. Our Christmas feast had arrived! Using the captured German butter to heat the turkey and the coffee over small fires at the bottom of our individual foxholes, we savored the feast. No finer Christmas dinner has ever been relished more than that simple meal, for then we knew that we had not been forgotten there on a snowbound ridge in the Belgian forests.

Each Christmas since that day so long ago in 1944, I silently pause to reflect and remember that tragic Christmas Day in the cold and lonely forests of the Ardennes, and to give thanks for the joy and peace of each succeeding Christmas. (1)





[image: 256-1]

The yearly historical march “In the Footsteps of the 82d Airborne Division” in the Belgian Ardennes battlefields.
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Living History, Keeping History Alive

A TRIBUTE TO THE 82 AIRBORNE DIVISION

By Emile Lacroix



I WAS BORN IN MAY 1940 in the town of Maurage near the French border 13 days after the Germans invaded Belgium, and I was five years old when the war ended. We left my birthplace in June 1944 because of the threat of German retaliation after someone murdered one of their officers. Rumors were flying that they would arrest several men in the town, and maybe kill some or send them to camps in Germany. My parents didn’t wait for the strong arm of the oppressor to reach our home. They packed some light luggage and slipped out of town by train in the middle of the night. We took refuge at the home of one of my uncles in the hamlet of Hambraine near Namur where I am still living now, and never returned to Maurage.

Another uncle was living two houses away from where we were staying. He owned a barber-hairdresser salon that was also a café. A map was pined on the wall of the kitchen on which they followed the military operations from the Normandy landing to our liberation around September 7. I was very often at his home and we watched the soldiers advance.

There, for the first time, I had closer contact with the American soldiers we had watched passing on the main road of our little village every day since the liberation. It was during the Battle of the Bulge, when one unit was billeted in the castle at the edge of the village. Every evening, several GIs came to my uncle’s café to have a drink and listen to the music my two uncles played. They were both musicians, one a fiddler and the other an accordion player. I still remember now the flavor of the chocolates and the chewing gum that I received from those kind, friendly soldiers.

After the war, I religiously listened to the numerous comments and stories the customers of the barbershop recounted as they waited their turn for a haircut. The war, which had ended only a short while ago, was the main subject of conversation including, of course, the Battle of the Bulge.

Each year in December at the anniversary of the Bulge, the local daily newspaper commemorated the battles by publishing serialized accounts, one each day. I read them all several times, paying close attention, and carefully cut them out and saved them. I still have them in a file in my attic. I was very interested by all that had been written about the war since the Normandy landings, and most specifically by the Battle of the Bulge. These two events were the ones on which I focused my attention.

Of course in accounts of the Ardennes battles, the surrounding of Bastogne, the 101st Airborne action, and General Patton’s advance were the main subjects of discussion. The rest of the battles were mentioned here and there, but just briefly, as if Bastogne was about the only area where fighting had taken place. I was very impressed by these accounts, and by descriptions of the town, surrounded by Germans and covered with snow during the special period of Christmas, where the severity of the fighting so strongly contrasted the peace, fraternity and calm to which we all looked forward during the Christmas season.

Much later, in the ’fifties, The Longest Day was published. (I bought the first edition.) The book was then made into a movie. It was more about the 82d Airborne Division, which had distinguished itself in the Ste. Mère-Eglise area of Normandy. I remembered that that same airborne division had also fought valiantly in our Ardennes. I was very impressed by these paratroopers and their battles, and thought that I would some day like to meet at least one of the heroes who had witnessed such tremendous combat, to talk with him and ask about the battles and his frontline experience. But it seemed to be only a dream. How could I ever meet one of those troopers? It seemed to me to be something impossible, but I hoped to have the chance in the future.

Later, in the ’sixties, I visited the sites of the American battles in the northern sector of the Ardennes. This part of the great Battle of the Bulge is less known but, however, more important than the area around Bastogne. I also discovered the little December ’44 Museum at La Gleize, which at that time was an annual exhibition only open during the summer. I became involved in the exhibition-museum, and often went to the area, becoming more and more interested by the history of the battle sector where the 82d Airborne Division had fought, stopped, and defeated the German enemy.





[image: 259-1]

In 1994, the 82d Airborne “All American” Jeep Group – Belgian Chapter of the C-47 Club, founded by Emile Lacroix, was honored to be installed in the 50th anniversary program of Ste. Mère-Eglise as Honorary Member of the 82d Airborne Div. and 505 RCT Assn. On this June 1994 anniversary, souvenir photos of our Belgium/Ardennes 82d Airborne Division reenactor Club were made at the famous La Fière bridge.





Returning veterans of the 505 RCT are always welcomed by the “All American” Jeep Group, which organized memorial ceremonies for the 50th anniversary in 1994 at battle sites in the Ardennes.
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It was there that one fine day in June 1974, I was invited to meet not only one, but a group of veterans from the 82d Airborne Division—an entire busload! I began to exchange mail with a couple of them.

In 1975, I purchased a World War II US Army Jeep, and decided it would bear the markings of the 505 PIR and the 82d Airborne Division, whose historic battles were somewhat forgotten in accounts of the Battle of the Bulge, and whose history I was becoming more and more curious to learn. Then some friends and I founded the “All American” Jeep Group, a club centering on World War II vehicles and reenactment ceremonies. I decided to dedicate the club to the commemoration of the 82d Airborne.

Before going any further, I needed to review the history of the division. Our main activity would be to commemorate events as accurately and as seriously as possible, using all the means at our disposal to bring to light the division’s feats of arms, especially those performed in the Ardennes. Our members created exhibitions, published accounts in magazines, and undertook many other related activities. In the meantime, I made many more contacts with the veterans and publicized our activities in the United States.

We next began parachute jumping. In 1982, the entire staff of the club and some of the other members (seven in all) made a jump: we needed to know what we were talking about, and what it felt like to be a jumper—not simply to wear parachute wings that we had not earned on our reenactment uniforms. In March 1983, we organized the commemorative “In the Footsteps of the 82d Airborne Division.” The purpose was to undertake an historical winter march each year, retracing the trajectory of the different units that fought in the Ardennes. General Gavin had agreed to be our honorary president when I met him in 1982: I regularly kept him informed of our activities, and he seemed to very much appreciate our project. I became friendly with him and we exchanged a good deal of correspondence.

In 1984, we achieved an important goal by erecting four monuments to the 82d, one for each separate infantry regiment of the division. The ceremonies were part of the 40th anniversary celebration of the Bulge, which was a very important commemoration and a great event. More than 150 veterans participated in the dedication of the four monuments. We also had a 16-man honor guard with colors and eight officers from Fort Bragg, led by General French, the assistant division commander of the 82d Airborne Division at the time, as well as a big US Army orchestra. At our initiative, four other monuments and two more bronze plaques were later installed in the Ardennes to honor the division. I personally molded the bronze plaques for the 82d that were placed in England, France and Holland, where the division lost many men.
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Emile Lacroix and other members of the 82d Airborne “All American” Jeep Group jumped in 1982, to earn the wings on their reenactment uniforms by making the requisite five jumps.





As time went by, I made contact with hundreds of veterans of the 82d Airborne. I met maybe a thousand of them, and several, like Bob Murphy, became close friends, almost like members of my family.

In 1985, I was greatly honored to be named the 9th Honorary Member of the 82d Airborne Division Association. The first was President Harry Truman, followed by six high-ranking British officers and one Polish general. I also became an honorary member of several separate unit associations, and had the privilege to be the first Honorary Member of the 505 RCT Association. Our club also became the Belgian Chapter of the 82d Airborne C-47 Club, for whom we have organized a number of detailed trips back to Belgium as part of the 82d veterans’ European tours, bringing busloads of veterans to Belgium over the years.

With the financial help of C-47 Club members and the various regimental associations, we were able to complete the 82d Airborne section in the new permanent December ’44 Museum at La Gleize. There are 15 mannequins, including wax figures of Generals Gavin and Ridgway; we also have equipment, an 82d reconnaissance Jeep, a 75mm airborne pack howitzer, and various weapons and other items.

As I became increasingly involved in the history of the 82d Airborne Division, I came to feel that the veterans considered me as part of their fraternity. So, too, do they consider my friends Henri-Jean and Maurice Renaud and Roger Coueffin from Normandy, Father Thuring from Holland, and Deryk Wills from England, who promote various associations such as the 82d Airborne Division, the 505 RCT Association, and the C-47 Club in their respective countries. There are so many others in their clubs and associations that it is not possible to name them all here, but they are all friends. I thank them for their dedication and for remembering our liberation and the men who fought and died in our countries.
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In 1994, at the Ste. Mère-Eglise city hall, men of the 82d Airborne “All American” Jeep Group hold the bronze plaque dedicated to the 505 PIR to be placed at the entrance of the town. Emile Lacroix, who made the moulding for the plaque, is 3rd from left and Henri-Jean Renaud, son of the World War II mayor is 4th from left.





I was lucky enough to participate in the writing, documentation and illustration (through photographs and maps) of several books written by veteran friends, and to have also translated some of those books. Among them is the French translation of the current memoir, which is privately printed in Belgium. Along the way, I have had the pleasure of receiving several awards, including the Cornelius Ryan Award and the Allen Langdon Award, for my historical work.

Sometimes on my own, others in the company of fellow Belgian club members, I have traveled to the States to participate in airborne reunions. Each time we were welcomed like kings, and new friendships sprung up between our members and the veterans and their families. Some of the other members of our club also have good contacts with 82d veterans and keep in close relationship with them by letter and email.

The various unit associations of 82d Airborne Division veterans have expressed their appreciation of the efforts we have made over the past 40 years. We will continue to commemorate the history of their division in the Ardennes, and we shall always remember what we owe the men who suffered and died to win back our freedom and liberty.

The highlight of our activities remains the historical winter march, “In the Footsteps of the 82d Airborne Division,” which takes place each year in February. Over the years, many World War II 82d Airborne combat veterans have participated in the march, arriving in the cold, rain or snow of the wintry Ardennes to commemorate the intense and terrible battles where they lost so many comrades in arms. Judging from the comments of most of the participants, this march is the most important tribute, from an historical point of view, that they have received in Europe. Making their history come alive, it covers the real heart of the 82d Airborne battlefield by tracing the same roads, trails, and paths on which they marched, and following itineraries that include the exact places where 82d troopers and glidermen fought their bitter battles.

February 2008 was the 26th annual march, with almost 1,000 participants from France, Holland, England, the United States, Germany, and even Denmark, Italy and the Czech Republic. Following the battlefields for 26 years, and selecting the route of a different unit each year, we have walked some 650 kilometers in the steps of the valiant troopers of the 82d Airborne. About 7,500 people have participated. The reenactment groups in authentic World War II uniforms and vehicles who come from many different countries add much to the march, reminding the World War II veterans of a thrilling and unforgettable period of their young lives and of their achievements in combat. Parallelly, these younger march participants get an idea of what it was like on the harsh, frozen battlefields of the Ardennes by traveling the ground in the presence of the veterans. It is living history. Of all this, we can be proud.

I also add that each year in Ste. Mère-Eglise during the D-Day ceremonies, you may observe that the citizens of Normandy have never forgotten their liberators. The active-duty military paratroopers and Air Force crews who participate in the commemoration are a credit to their service, as are the reenactors who jump and participate with their Jeeps and World War II vehicles of all kinds.

It has been a joy for me to work with men like Bob Murphy who left their blood in our soil and have lived long enough to write their “on the scene” historical accounts. I have not forgotten all the many other friends who made these dreams possible, those who helped me with projects that sometimes seemed somewhat foolish or too difficult to be successfully undertaken by a small group such as ours. But we are a dedicated band of brothers.






Comments on Research

AND FURTHER READING

By Bob Murphy



MANY OF THE 82D ORGANIC UNITS did not do very well in compiling their history during World War II, which is a shame because each man in every unit is entitled to his part of recorded history. It’s a job to write down specific details, but it can be done through reliable testimony and comparison of one detail against another. Some authors really never took the time to do this. Most copied one mistake after another or relied on “tall stories.”

If readers desire to go to the books, I suggest they start with the US Army History, Utah Beach to Cherbourg, which has plenty of maps of the battle areas and the daily movements of the Normandy battles. Of course one will also want the Omaha Beach story. Next for daily general notations (not in specific detail), see 82d Airborne Division, Operation Neptune, Normandy, 6 June to 8 July 1944. This World War II booklet includes the tail numbers of every glider that landed in Normandy, what it was carrying, and whether or not it was damaged or its men were killed on landing.

A serious student may refer to Ready, the 505 PIR World War II history by Allen Langdon of Company C/505. (This book is currently out of print.) Langdon was wounded at La Fière on June 6 by an artillery blast, and hospitalized. Ready refutes some of the statements in Col. S.L.A. Marshall’s history of the 82d and 101st Airborne Division in Normandy. In fact, Allen said that Marshall took a lot of “literary license” in July 1944, when he wrote his historical narrative, documenting the battles one month after the struggle for Normandy. However, let us remember that if S.L.A. Marshall and his entire historical team had not interviewed men within 30 days of their return to England, we would have practically no day-by-day descriptions by frontline infantrymen.

Marshall didn’t mince words. He later wrote a book called Night Drop about the D-Day airborne battles waged by the 82d and 101st Divisions (Boston: Little-Brown). It is, in some places, almost word for word taken from his July and August 1944 Historical Section Reports. It contains details of the A/505 two-day battle at La Fière and Lieutenant John (Red Dog) Dolan’s “No Better Place to Die” chapter.

Don Jakeway has put together a good history of the 508 PIR, filled with personal stories by many men. Don went “all the way” with H Company 508 and has returned many times to Ste. Mère-Eglise, Holland, and his battlegrounds in the Ardennes and Germany. Two other books about the 508 by Ralph (Zig) Boroughs, from the demolition section of HQ Company 508 PIR, account the history of the regiment through many eye-witness accounts: The Devil’s Tale and The 508th Connection. Col. Wayne Pierce has also written an excellent book on the 325 GIR, Let’s Go, published in 1997. Wayne was a captain in the 1st and 2nd Battalions of the 325 during World War II. General Gavin’s On to Berlin tells the story of his World War II battles and personal involvement in each campaign from Sicily to Berlin. In many cases he does not elaborate on exactly what part he played in the battle, but I can assure you he was up front and as close to the enemy as any frontline soldier. In fact, after being in Holland for two weeks, I was in a frontline outpost (i.e., nobody was out in front but the enemy), and along came a Jeep from the German lines. I took aim to spray it with a BAR, but luckily held my fire. It was Gen. Jim Gavin and a driver. I stopped them and said, “You just came through the German frontlines!” He replied, “I didn’t see any Germans from where I came from and, oh, by the way, thanks for holding up on firing.” We would go to the wall and over a cliff for that man, one of the best generals in World War II.

The most detailed over-all factual history book on the Normandy invasion, written by the foremost expert and Normandy historian, Carlo D’Este, is Decision in Normandy (Penguin Books, 2004). It contains nowdeclassified top-secret documents by Eisenhower, Montgomery, Churchill, and Roosevelt, and diaries of behind-the-scenes and frontline commanders. I did not, however, rely on this source for any quotations or facts contained in my book.

The US Army Archives in Washington D.C., Carlisle Barracks in Pennsylvania, Army Museums such as the 82d Airborne Museum at Fort Bragg (a great one), and the Airborne and Special Forces Museum at Fayetteville, N.C. (founded by Gen. James Lindsey, 82d/18th Airborne Corps, with Curator Doctor John Duvall) have thousands of documents, photos and histories. The problem is that it takes a serious historian hundreds of hours before he can ever begin to start a detailed documentary or report. Those who have never written about history should be grateful for the authors who took the time to write about the famous battles, even though they may have made a few factual mistakes here and there.

There are a few Normandy accounts regarding the 505: one is Descending from the Clouds, the Company F/505 memoir by Spencer F. Wurst (Colonel, USA, ret.), which features on-the-ground daily details of the fighting from the 2/505 perspective in Ste. Mère-Eglise and other Normandy battles (Casemate, 2004; soft cover, 2007). During the Normandy campaign, the official battle report, day-by-day and hour-by-hour, was kept by my very good friend Capt. Robert Martin Piper (Colonel, USA, ret.), Adjutant 505, and contained the name of every 505 paratrooper KIA in the battle.

Phillip Nordyke has written four new books on the 82d Airborne Division. All American All the Way is a very complete history featuring many individual World War II stories and hundreds of eyewitness accounts; The All Americans in World War II is a big, illustrated history; and the excellent Four Stars of Valor is the history of the 505 (which also corrects some errors about the 505 found in the 82d history). Most recent is the history of the 504, the sister regiment of the 505, More than Valor. All are published by Zenith Press.






Editor’s Note

By Gayle Wurst



LESS THAN THREE WEEKS BEFORE HIS death on October 3, 2008, Bob Murphy signed a contact to publish No Better Place to Die with Casemate Publishers. He was exceptionally pleased that his memoir of the battle for La Fière bridge and causeway was slated to appear in time for June 6, 2009, the 65th anniversary of D-Day. In 1964, Bob was instrumental in establishing the first commemorative D-Day jump in Ste. Mère-Eglise, and he returned without fail every year thereafter to celebrate the occasion with his French friends, other veterans and their families. At the time of his final visit in 2008, he and his many his friends and loved ones knew, however, that illness would prevent him from returning to his “home away from home” in 2009, the last great reunion that surviving veterans of the Normandy campaign, now in their 80s and 90s, might be hoped to attend. Having known Bob from 505 RCT reunions I attended with my family, I felt honored by his trust in me as his literary agent, and I was especially happy to lighten his final weeks with the good news of the upcoming publication.

No Better Place to Die was initially published privately in Belgium, with the help of Bob’s good friend and colleague, Emile Lacroix. Unavailable commercially in the United States, it became a collector’s item among World War II specialists, because of its rarity and vital eyewitness accounts, many of which were available in no other source. It is safe to say that Bob regarded this book as part of his personal legacy; even more, it was a labor of love and a continually evolving project that reflected his fundamental esprit de corps, and the knowledge that he was both the lucky survivor and privileged spokesman for many fallen comrades. After the war, numerous veterans of La Fière and related battles in Normandy, often after a long silence, entrusted him with their first-person testimonies, as did French and even German participants and eyewitnesses. Thanks to his care, their contributions are now part of the historical record, enriching our knowledge of one of the bloodiest and most vital, but still least understood, battles of World War II.

At the request of the publisher, I also became Bob’s editor. I have respected his original contents, but rearranged the elements, grouping together eyewitness accounts by paratroopers, glidermen, French and German participants, and others. Bob approved the additional material in Part II, true to his spirit of inclusiveness. The work newly features an important first-person account by Bob’s close friend, Col. Mark Alexander, who came to La Fière from regimental headquarters to take command of Bob’s battalion, the 1/505, after the deaths of many of its officers. An account of the defense of Ste. Mère-Eglise on D-Day by Spencer Wurst (Colonel, USA, ret.), then a sergeant squad leader in F/505 positioned near the main square, helps to complete the mosaic, adding an American view of events in the town to those of German and French participants. For technical reasons, it was impossible to reproduce the list of glider serials Bob wished to include as an appendix, but the numerous first-hand accounts by members of the 325 GIR, as well as Bob’s own story, document their vital contributions to the battle. Throughout, all notes are by the author unless otherwise indicated; as editor, I have silently corrected grammar and syntax (especially in accounts by non-native speakers), and edited other surface details of the various accounts to render usage consistent.

I am indebted to several friends and colleagues who contributed to this work after the death of the author. Mark Patterson of Pathfinder Tours provided much-needed photographs of Ste. Mère-Eglise and helped to identify the contents of several troublesome photographs. Authors Jonathan Gawne (Finding Your Father’s War) and Mark Bando (The 101st Airborne: The Screaming Eagles in World War II, Avenging Eagles and numerous other titles) provided quick assistance with obtaining scans of authentic World War II patches and insignia. John Sparry generously provided photographs of Colonel Alexander, his grandfather, and agreed to the publication of excerpts from the Colonel’s first-person account, Thirty-Four Days in Normandy. The portrait of Spencer Wurst and his account of Ste. Mère-Eglise first appeared in Descending from the Clouds, and are republished by courtesy of the veteran and his publisher. Emile Lacroix drew many of the original maps, furnished scans and captions for the majority of the photographs, and furnished an electronic copy of the text. Many thanks to you all for the timely contributions that have done so much to make this work possible.

Gayle Wurst, Princeton International Agency for the Arts

February 2009





Foreword

(1) Colonel Mark Alexander commanded three airborne battalions in the 82d Airborne in World War II, including my battalion, the 1st Battalion, 505 Parachute Infantry Regiment. He led from the front and will always be remembered as a man with a gun, fighting on the scene, which is the way he fought at La Fière Causeway. He became my good friend and was one of the faithful members of our World War II 505 Regimental Combat Team Association. He passed away at age 92 at his California home in 2004, attended by his loving wife Mary. His mind and memory were very keen and concise. He was a great combat officer, tough but well liked by all soldiers. Throughout his life he was the best.

Chapter One

(1) Before Normandy, all the glider infantry regiments had only two battalions. At the time of the invasion, it was decided that the glider regiments would have three battalions. For that purpose, the 401st GIR of the 101st Airborne Division was split in two. Its 2d Battalion (2/401) was attached to the 325th GIR of the 82d Airborne Division to become its 3rd Battalion (3/325). The 1st Battalion 401 was attached to the 327th GIR of the 101st Airborne Division to become its 3rd Battalion (3/327 GIR).

(2) Marcus Heim (from New York) died in 2003 and Gordon C. Pryne (from California) died in Tucson, Arizona in January 2006. Both Peterson and Bolderson survived the war, and died in the 1970s and 1980s, respectively.

Chapter Four

(1) Red Dog Dolan practiced law in Boston and was a good friend of mine during my time as a trial lawyer in Boston and Cape Cod for over 50 years. Parts of his account are from personal interviews and correspondence.

(2) This quotation comes from Captain Dolan’s seven-page letter to General Gavin, written on March 23, 1959, which highlights his seizure of the bridge with A Company. Not being an egoist, he stated only the bare essentials. In his P.S. he noted: “for the record, this bridge was held by Company A from the time of its capture on D-Day, until we were relieved.” He also noted therein that he had written the letter to General Gavin at my urging, as he had never replied to the queries of Cornelius Ryan to record his role in the Normandy Campaign.

(3) Charles Burghduff, a fellow Pathfinder and later a sergeant, was killed in action next to me during an attack on the town of Mook, Holland on September 19, 1944. Charley was a good friend, intelligent and brave, with whom I shared German parentage. (My mother’s mom and dad were immigrants from Germany via Basel, Switzerland.)

(4) Captain Schwarzwalder notably later gained prominence as the head coach of the 1959 National Championship Syracuse University football team.

(5) Ostberg was later killed in action in Holland.

Chapter Six

(1) One of the best books about the 325 GIR is Captain Wayne Pierce (Lt. Col., Ret.) Let’s Go, Professional Press: Chapel Hill, NC, 1977.

(2) After the war, Richard Johnson, John Dolan, and I were good friends; all of us were lawyers in Boston.

Chapter Seven

(1) Company A later paid Owens the most remarkable tribute that the History Officer, S.L.A. Marshall, ever heard paid to any soldier in the ETO. When the company was interviewed as a body, all hands said, “The defense was saved by Owens. It was his courage and calmness which made us stick out. He carried the load.” Owens is not a conspicuous-looking soldier. He is a man of medium size, rather reserved and considerably older than the average paratrooper. In the presence of the whole company, he said, “We stuck because our leaders stuck and we knew they were sticking. Captain (promoted) Dolan was with us all the time. Such of the younger officers Alexander kept coming up into the fight. We saw General Ridgway up there and General Gavin. We knew what we were doing and that they would give us all the help they could. That did more to give us confidence than the power of our weapons” (Quoted from S.L.A. Marshall).

(2) This account is based on personal 1959 correspondence between General Gavin and Sergeant Owens, as well as the personal accounts of actions on June 6 and 7 told by the officers and men of Company A 505 PIR as part of the official US Army history. As a participant in the battle, I can also verify Owens’ account. Lieutenant Dolan recommended a Distinguished Service Cross for Owens, but he never received it.

Chapter Eight

(1) Millett was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor in Korea in 1951.

(2) General Ridgway relieved Lieutenant Colonel Carrell of command of the 3rd Battalion, 325 GIR.

(3) S.L.A. Marshall, July 1944 interview of 325 GIR men who had just returned from Normandy to their camps in England.

(4) Second Lieutenant Donald B. Wason, Company G, 325 GIR, was awarded the Distinguished Service Cross for his action.

(5) Lieutenant Colonel Gardner was killed in action on June 14. The commanding officer of the 2/325 GIR, Maj. Roscoe Roy, was killed in action on June 15.

(6) Captain Robert Rae, 507 PIR, was awarded the Distinguished Service Cross for his actions on June 9, 1944.

(7) In Normandy, the 325 GIR lost 270 men KIA and more than 700 WIA. The glidermen were issued jump boots (so far, they had been wearing leggings) on July 11 on Utah Beach just before to embarking for England. Previously, only parachutists were permitted to wear jump boots. As parachutist Buck Pendergast proclaimed to his friend from the 325th, Wayne Pierce, “You all deserved it!”

Chapter Nine

(1) The National Liberation Museum in Groesbeek, Holland, is a wonderful museum dedicated to the 82d Airborne. It is staffed by gracious and dedicated local citizens led by Father Thuring, pastor of Saint Antonius church of Groesbeck.

“The Hottest Single Incident”

(1) Editor’s note: Colonel Alexander’s account is taken from his excellent Thirty-Four Days in Normandy, which he wrote at the request of his son Mark. Before his death in 2008, Bob Murphy strongly expressed the wish that Colonel Alexander’s “diary notes on his life with the 82d Airborne Division” be published. The Colonel’s grandson, John Sparry, is currently editing the complete memoir of his grandfather’s World War II experiences, based on the transcription of numerous audiotapes they made together over a period of several years.

(2) Editor’s note: Colonel Alexander remained in command of the 1/505 until late on June 16, 1944, when Colonel Ekman called and ordered him to report immediately to Col. Roy E. Lindquist, commanding officer of the 508 PIR, as the regiment’s new executive officer. Colonel Alexander reports: “In a few minutes, the telephone rang again and General Ridgway confirmed the order. I said to General Ridgway that I was a 505 man—and then he said, ‘You WERE!’ So I jumped into a Jeep, left my duck dinner to Major Bill Hagen, my replacement, and reported to Colonel Lindquist.”

The Tank Attack on La Fière Causeway

(1) Marcus Heim, Lenold Peterson, John Bolderson and Gordon Pryne were all awarded the same DSC decoration for their heroic action at La Fière bridge. Not a single A Company or 1st Battalion 505 trooper withdrew from their positions. Other men not in the regiment headed for defensive positions back at the railroad bridge.

(2) Lenold Peterson and John Bolderson both died before 1993. Marcus Heim died suddenly in October 2003 after the 505 RCT Colorado Springs Reunion. Gordon Pryne died in January 2006 in Arizona.

Letter to General Gavin

(1) Editor’s note: Sections of Dolan’s letter are included above in Part I, Chapter Four, “The Battle at La Fière.” Other quotations from Dolan in that chapter derive from his interviews with Bob Murphy. The body of Dolan’s letter to General Gavin is here reproduced in its entirety. The letter is dated March 23, 1959.

(2) Editor’s note: The signature on John J. Dolan’s letter to General Gavin is here reproduced. Red Dog Dolan was a 1st lieutenant on D-Day, but was immediately promoted to captain as the A Company commander.

“Chief” Turner Turnbull

(1) Sgt. Robert Niland (D/505) was one of four brothers, three of whom were killed in action in World War II: one was KIA in the Pacific and another on Utah Beach on the D-Day landing. The movie Saving Private Ryan was made about these four brothers: when Fritz Niland (a.k.a. Private Ryan), a 101st Airborne Division paratrooper, came up to Ste. Mère-Eglise with a 101st chaplain, Father Sampson, he learned of his brother’s death on June 6. They were real band of brothers, not from Hollywood.

(2) Editor’s Note: Lieutenant Turnbull was recommended for the DSC for his action in Normandy. He received the Silver Star.

D-Day in Ste. Mère-Eglise

(1) Editor’s note: The above account by Spencer F. Wurst (Colonel, USA, ret.) is excerpted from Chapter 16, “D-Day Jump: The Defense of Ste. Mère-Eglise,” in his memoir of combat with F/505, Descending from the Clouds (Casemate Publishers, 2004; paperback 2006).

The 325 Glider Infantry Regiment Attack across La Fière Causeway

(1) I always wondered what General Gavin thought about the possibility of the success of the Normandy invasion, insofar as the airborne elements were concerned, especially in view of his exploits in Sicily and my later reading of Eisenhower’s statement of advice, which Gavin did not accept as it was given to him. Also, I always wondered why General Gavin (or General Ridgway) thought crossing the causeway was possible, whereas Lieutenant Colonel Carrell (and all three were West Point trained), sacrificed his career, at the very least, because he had not the faith.

(2) I read a newspaper article after World War II, which recounted that six days before the scheduled landing in Normandy, an adviser and personal friend of Eisenhower (British General Leigh-Mallory) pleaded with him not to send paratroop and glider units on the mission because he said casualties to glider troops would be 90 percent before they ever reached the ground, and that the killed and wounded among the paratroops would be 75 percent. Four days before the invasion, Eisenhower was still undecided. However, the fate of the war seemed to hinge on the control of the causeways between the beaches and the mainland. (The Merderet causeway was one of them.) Failure would have resulted not only in great loss of life, but loss of his position and reputation. Eisenhower decided to take the risk and won. Generals Ridgway and Gavin took the risk and won. Lieutenant Colonel Carrell would not take the risk and lost.

The Fighting at Cauquigny and Le Motey

(1) This crossing was made at the hamlet of La Fière located about 850 yards to the north of La Fière Manoir, as shown on the D-Day “Bigot” map.

(2) DeGlopper’s heroic action, which led to the only Congressional Medal of Honor awarded to the 82d Airborne in Normandy, occurred across the Merderet River, not far from the Cauquigny church.

The Battle of La Fière, Seen from the Manoir

(1) In 2003, some other troopers and I visited Madame Leroux at the Ste. Mère-Eglise hospital, where she was very ill. As soon as I said the words, “La Fière Pont, la guerre deux” (La Fière bridge, World War II), she immediately became wide-awake and we spoke a few more words. She remembered, but soon passed away.

Manning the Bell Tower at Ste. Mère-Eglise

(1) Editor’s note: Jorg Köhnen-May, Rudolph May’s son, originally translated this account into English, adding the following in a letter: “I left the above text in its original form as my father wrote it down.” I have made changes in grammar and syntax for the sake of clarity and style, but respected the sense and feel of the original.

(2) Rudolph May returned many times to Ste. Mère-Eglise, where he had many friends. His signature appears in the Gold Book in the Museum there. He regretted that he and John Steele were never able to meet again, as they would have had many things to discuss. He had another reason to return to Normandy: his brother, who was a pilot, is buried in the German Cemetery at St. Désir-de-Lisieux. Rudolph May died in October 1985, in the little village of Niederzier, located between Cologne and Aix-la-Chapelle, where he had lived since the end of the war.

Appendix A

(1) All 505 pathfinders received this medal for heroic (valorous) action, given their great success. All were very experienced combat veterans of the 505 PIR before they dropped into Normandy.

(1) Lenold Peterson, John Bolderson and Gordon Pryne were awarded the same DSC decoration for their heroic action at La Fière bridge. Not a single A Company or 1st Battalion 505 trooper withdrew from his position. Other men, not in our regiment, were heading for defensive positions back at the railroad bridge.

Appendix B

(1) Paratroopers tucked their pants into their jump boots, blousing them out to make “baggy pants.” Thus, non-jumpers were called “straight legs” because they of course did not do this.

Appendix C

(1) At the time this story takes place, Zane Schlemmer was a 19-year-old American paratroop sergeant with the 508 PIR. He is a good friend of mine, whom I last visited in February 2006 in Hawaii. He wanted the rabbit story and the Christmas story told.
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   	display:block;

	font-weight:    normal;

	font-size:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2.5%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

			}



.indexTitle	{

	display: block; 

	background-color: #000000;

	color: rgb(254,252,252);

	margin-top: 15%;

	margin-right:  5%;

	margin-left:  5%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: large;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent:22%

			}



.indexEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	margin-right:4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 70%;

		}





.indexSubentry	{



	display: block; 

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-indent: 3%;

			}



.indexSubSubEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-left: 10%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}

			

.indexSubSubSubEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-left: 15%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}





.contents	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before: always;

			}



.contentsEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 1%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

			}



.contentsEntry1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

}





.contentsEntry4	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2.1%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

		}







.contentsEntryName	{

	display:  block; 

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}



.contentsEntryNumber	{

	display:  block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: medium;

	font-weight: bold;

			}



.contentsEntryText	{

	display:  block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	text-indent: -3.8%;

	text-align: left;

	font-size: 100%;

			}



.contentsHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 12%;

	margin-bottom: 8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 140%;

	

			}



.copyrightAddress	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}



.copyrightPage	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before:     always;

	margin-top: 10%



			}





.copyrightHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;

	margin-bottom: 6%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: xx-large;

	font-weight: bold;

			}



.copyrightPageEISBN	{

	display: inline; 

	margin-top: 2%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}



.copyrightText	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	font-size:   100%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-bottom:   0%;

	text-indent:    0%;

	text-align:     left;

			}



.copyrightText1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size:   100%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-bottom:   0%;

	text-indent:    0%;

	text-align:     justify;

			}



.copyrightText2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 4%;

	font-size:   100%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-bottom:   0%;

	text-indent:    0%;

	text-align:     justify;

			}







.coverPage	{

	display: block;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.dedicationHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 15%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	font-weight: bold;

	margin-bottom: 5%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: large;

			}



.dedicationPage	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before:     always;

	margin-top: 18%;

			}



.dedicationText	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:     3%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 12%;

	margin-left: 12%;

	

	}

.dedicationText1	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:   3%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	}



.epigraphHead	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 10%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: x-large;

	font-weight:bold;

			}



.epigraphPage	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

	margin-left:    10%;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-top:     20%;

				}



.epigraphSource	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:     right;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-top: 3%;

	}



.epigraphText	{

   	display:block;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:  left;

	text-indent: 5%;		}



.epigraphText1	{

   	display:block;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:  center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-top: 5%;

		}



.epigraphVerse	{

	display:block;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:     justify;

	text-indent: -5%;	

			}



.extract	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-left:0%;

			}





.extracttop	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 5%;	

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

			}



.extractbottom	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

			}



.extractboth	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

			}



.extractDialogue	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: -5%;

			}



.extractHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: left;

	font-size: large;

	}



.extractHeadLeft	{

	display: block; 

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}



.extractHeadRight	{

	display: block; 

	text-align: right;

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}





.extractLetter	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	margin-right:5%;

			}



.extractLetterDateline	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}



.extractLetterPostscript	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}



.extractLetterSalutation	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}



.extractLetterSignature	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 58%;

	text-align: left;

			}



.extractLetterText	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 5%;

			}

			

.extractLetterTextNoIndent	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.extractSongLyric	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}

			

.extractSource	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:     right;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	}



.extractSource1	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:  normal;

	text-align:     left;

	text-indent:30%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	}



.extractSource2	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:    right;

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	}



.extractText	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: -0;	

	text-indent:3%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-align: justify;

	font-size: 100%;

	}



.extractText1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 3%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-align: justify;

	font-size: 100%;

}



.extractTextNoIndent	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size: 100%;

			}





.extractTextNoIndent1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 21%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size:100%;

			}





.extractTextNoIndent2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: -0;	

	margin-right: 7%;

	margin-left: 12%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent: -5%;

			}

			

.extractVerseIndent	{

	display: block; 

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-indent: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

			}

			

.noteBlock	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

			}



.footnote	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 5%;

	font-size:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}



.footnotePara	{

	display: block;

	font-size: normal;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:     0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	font-size:   80%;



			}





.frontMatterPage	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

			}



.glossary	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before: always;

			}



.glossaryDefinition	{



			}

			

.glossaryDefinition	{

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.glossaryEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	text-indent: 5%;

			}



.glossaryHead	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 10%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: x-large;

	font-weight: bold;

			}



.glossaryTerm	{

	display: inline; 

	font-weight: normal;

	text-indent: 5%;	}



.glossaryText	{



			}



.index	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

			}





.indexItem	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-left: 10%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     -5%;

			}



.indexHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 8%;	

	margin-top: 13.5%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 180%;

	font-weight: bold;

			}







.indexSubSubSubEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-left: 15%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	text-indent:     0%;

			}



.italic	{ 

	display: inline;

	font-style: italic;

			}



.italic1	{ 

	display: inline;

	





			}



.leftImage	{

	display: block;

	text-align: left;

	margin-top: 2.5%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	





			}



.lineSpace1	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom: 2%;	

			}



.lineSpace2	{



			}



.lineSpace3	{



			}

.link	{

        display: none;

			}



.listHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 10%;	

	margin-bottom: 8%;	

	text-indent:45%;

	font-size: x-large;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-left:5%;

	text-align:  left;

	background-color: #000000;

	color: rgb(254,252,252);

			}



.listItem	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 0.8%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}





.listItem4	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-top: 0.8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}











.listItem1	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2.5%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}





ol.ol-arabic	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: decimal;

	margin-left:5%;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:5%;

			}

ol.ol-alpha-upper	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: upper-alpha;

	margin-left:5%;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:5%;

			}

ol.ol-alpha-lower	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: lower-alpha;

	margin-left:5%;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-top:2%;

	margin-bottom:5%;

			}

			

ol.ol-roman-upper	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: upper-roman;

	margin-left:5%;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:5%;

			}

ol.ol-roman-lower	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: lower-roman;

	margin-left:5%;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-top:2%;

	margin-bottom:5%;

			}



.para	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.para1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-top: 3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:  justify;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	}





.para2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:  justify;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	}







.paraCenter	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}



.paraCenter1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}





.paraNoIndent	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paraNoIndent1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paraNoIndent2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paraNoIndent3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:7.5%;

	text-align:  justify;

}







			



.smallcaps {

	display: inline; 

	font-size: 80%;

}





.spaceBreak	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: 3%;

        text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.spaceOrnament	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	margin-top: 3%;

	text-align: center;

			}



.stanza	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

        margin-top: 3%; 

        text-indent: 0%;

			}



.subscript	{

	vertical-align: sub;

			}



.superscript	{

	vertical-align: sup;

			}



.table	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-indent: 0;

	}



.table1	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

}





.tableTitle	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 2%;

	font-size: 80%;

	font-weight: normal;

	margin-right: 2%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0.5%;

		}



.td	{

	display: table-cell;

			}





.titlePage	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always; 

	

			}



.titlePageTitle	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

			}



.titlePageAuthor1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 40%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: x-large;

	font-weight: bold;

			}



.titlePageCity	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  10%;

			}







.tr	{

	display: table-row;

			}



ul.unOrderedList	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: none;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

			}





.underline	{

	display: inline;

	text-decoration: underline;

			}

.verse	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: -0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 12%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  100%;

        }



.xrefURL	{

	display: inline;

        color: blue;

	



			}

.para3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left:5%;

	text-align: right;

			}



.space1	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	}











.font	{

        display: inline;

	margin-top: 0%;

	color: rgb(128,128,128);

		

}





.font1	{

      

	display: inline;

	font-size:100%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	color: rgb(128,128,128);

        	

}



.font3	{

      

	page-break-before: always;

	display: inline; 

	background-color: #000000;

	color: rgb(254,252,252);

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: x-large;

	text-align: right;

	margin-left: -5%; 

	margin-right: 7.7%; 

        	

}





      

.chapterHeadB1 {

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1.5%;	

	margin-top: 2.4%;

	margin-right: 2%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 130%;

	font-weight: bold;

	color: rgb(77,77,77);

			}





.chapterHeadB1-aa {

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1.5%;	

	margin-top: 2.4%;

	margin-right: 2%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 130%;

	font-weight: bold;

	color: rgb(77,77,77);

			}







.box	{

	display: block;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-top:2.5%;

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	background-color: #E7E7E8;

        border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	

			}



.box2	{

 display: block; 

 margin-top:1%;

 margin-bottom: 3%;

 margin-right: 5%;

 margin-left: 5%;

        border-style: solid;

        border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

        border-color: black;

	background-color: #DADBDD;

	color: rgb(0,0,0);

}









.contentsEntry2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-indent: -3.8%;

	font-size: 100%;

}



.contentsEntry3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align: left;

		}



.chapterTitle1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 8%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 13%;

	margin-left: 13%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;	

		}





.chapterTitle1-g	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 13%;

	margin-bottom: 8%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 2%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}







.boxTitle	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 2%;	

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 100%;

	}



.listItem2	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-top: 2.7%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}





.listItem3	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-top: 0.8%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}





.fontA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align:  left;

}



.fontB	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align:  left;

}





.fontB1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:2%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align:  left;

}





.fontB2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:1%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align:  left;

}





.chapterHeadB2 {

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1.5%;	

	margin-top: 8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 110%;

	font-weight: bold;

	color: rgb(77,77,77);

			}





.listItem5	{

        display: list-item;

	text-align: justify;

	font-size:90%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}

.chapterHeadD	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 6.8%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

			}





.paraNoIndent5	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 2%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}

.table2	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 8.5%;

	margin-left: 13.5%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}







.indexEntry1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	margin-right:4%;

	text-indent: 2%;

	font-size: 70%;

			}

.indexEntry2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	margin-right:4%;

	text-indent: 4%;

	font-size: 70%;

	}



.indexEntry3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2.2%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	margin-right:4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 70%;	

	}









.width	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 1%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	font-size: 90%;

	}







.altPara0{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-indent:-5.5%;

	text-align:justify;

	margin-right:5%;

	margin-left:3%;

				}



.indexEntry4	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3.7%;

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     left;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	margin-right:4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 70%;		

	}



.chapterHeadB3 {

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 1.5%;	

	margin-top: 7%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size: 90%;

	font-weight: bold;

			}



.footnotePara	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 80%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paraA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 12%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: left;

	}





.paraB	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: left;

	}





.paraC	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top:1%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 6.5%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: justify;

	}



.altParaNoIndent1	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	text-indent: -3.8%;

	font-size:100%;

		}

.paraD	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right: 1.5%;

	margin-left:0%;

	}



.boxText1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 2.5%;

	text-indent: 3%;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 3%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-left: 3%;

			}

.table3	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 8.5%;

	margin-left: 13.5%;

	font-size: 90%;



		}

.table4	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-left: 15%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}

.para4	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:3%;

	margin-left:0%;

	font-size: 90%;

			}





.endnote{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-left: 4.5%;

	font-size: 90%;

	text-align:justify;

	

}

.table0	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 2.7%;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-left: 7%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:justify;

	}



.paraNoIndentA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top:3%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.box1	{

	display: block;

	font-size:90%; 

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-top:4.5%;

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	background-color: #E7E7E8;

        border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	

			}



.boxTextNoIndent0	{

	display: block;		

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size:90%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.tableA	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

		}



.tableB	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 6.5%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align: justify;



		}



.paraNoIndentB	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight: bold;

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  left;

			}





.boxTextA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 0%;

	text-indent: 5%;

	text-align: right;

	margin-right: 5%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-left: 5%;

			}

.paraE	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-left:2.5%;

	text-align: left;

	}

.paraF	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 4.5%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: left;

	}



.paraG	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 2.8%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: left;

	}



.paraH	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 0.9%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align: left;

	}





.para0	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0.8%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paraI	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-left:0%;

	text-align:  left;

			}



.paraJ	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  right;

			}



.caption1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom:3%;

	margin-left: 5%;	

	margin-right:5%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 90%;

			}



.bulletList3	{

	display: block;

	margin-left:1.5%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

	font-size:90%;

			}



.boxHeadA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0.5%;	

	margin-top: 2%;

	text-indent: 3%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-right: 0%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-left: 0%;

			}





.centerImage1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-left: 4%;	

	margin-right: 4%;

			}



.tableC	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 11%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}





.table5	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size:80%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}





.table7	{

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}



.tableD	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 2.8%;

	font-size: 90%;



		}



.table10	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 19%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}



.table11	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 16%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}





.table12	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size:90%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}



.table13	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top:	2%;

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	font-size:80%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}



.para5	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 1%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:3%;

	margin-left:0%;

	font-size: 80%;

			}

.para6	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:11%;

	font-size: 100%;

			}





.table14	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 7%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}



.table15	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	font-size: 80%;



		}



.paraR	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-left:5%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.table16	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	font-size: 90%;



		}



.table17	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size:90%;

	margin-left: 5.5%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}



.tableG	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-left: 5.5%;

	font-size: 90%;



		}



.extractText2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: -0;	

	text-indent:5%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 11%;

	text-align: justify;

			}



.bulletList4	{

	display: block;

	margin-left:1.5%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

	font-size:90%

			}



.boxTextNoIndent2	{

	display: block;		

	margin-top: 1%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 3%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.bulletList5	{

	display: block;

	margin-left:9.6%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

	font-size:100%

			}







.table18	{

	display: table;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-size:90%;

	margin-left: 6.5%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	border-width: 1pt;        /* sets border width on all sides */

	border-bottom-style: solid;

	border-top-style: none;

	border-right-style: none;

	border-left-style: none;

	border-color: black;

		}





.paraA1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:11%;

	font-size: 100%;

	}



.tableA2	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 1.8%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align: justify;



		}

.paraNoIndent10	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2.7%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



ul.unOrderedList1	{

	display: block;

	list-style-type: none;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

			}



.tableG	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 3%;

	text-indent:0%;

	}





.fontA1	{

        display: inline;

	font-size: 70%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	margin-right: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

		

}



.paraNoIndent0	{	 

	display: block;  

	margin-top: 1.5%;	 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;	 

	margin-right:4%; 

	font-size: 100%; 

	margin-left:4%;	 

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.dedicationText2	{

	display: block; 

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-top: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	

	}



.tableA1	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

		}



.tableB1	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;



		}





.leftImage1	{

	display: block;

	text-align: left;

	margin-top: 2.5%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:2%;

	}



.para40	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0.5%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:9%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.para50	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:  justify;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:15.5%;

	}



.paraD1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right: 1.5%;

	margin-left:0%;

	}



.para10	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 4%;	

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:11.5%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.bulletList10	{

	display: block;

	font-size:100%;

	margin-left:17%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-top:0%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

			}



.table52	{

	display: table;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 80%;

	text-indent:0;

	}



.paraD2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left:0%;

	}



.paraED	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right: 20%;

	margin-left:0%;

	}





.paraNoIndent20	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.extractTextNoIndent3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: 2.5%;	

	margin-right: 7%;

	margin-left: 27%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}





.para51	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:  justify;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:21%;

	}



.extractTextNoIndent3A	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 2.5%;

	margin-top: 2.5%;	

	margin-right: 7%;

	margin-left: 27%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent: 0%;

			}



.paraD3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right: 1.5%;

	margin-left:0%;

	}



.bulletList10A	{

	display: block;

	font-size:100%;

	margin-left:17%;

	margin-right:0%;

	margin-top:3.5%;

	margin-bottom:0%;

			}







.chapterTitle-A	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 12%;

	margin-bottom: 5%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size: 140%;

	font-weight: bold;

			}





.font5	{

        display: inline;

	margin-top: 0%;

	color: rgb(128,128,128);

	font-size: 200%;	

}





.font6	{

        display: inline;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 145%;	

}







.para1-1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 2%;	

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	text-align:  justify;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	}





.font-K	{

        display: inline;

	font-size: 75%;

	

		

}







.chapterByline1	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 0%;

	text-indent:50%;

		}





.chapterByline2	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 35%;

	text-indent: 0%;

		}







.centerImage10	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 8%;	

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-left: 4%;	

	margin-right: 4%;

			}











.frontis	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

	margin-top: 2%; 

	}





.frontis1	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

	margin-top: 3%; 

	}





.para-1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 5%;	

	margin-bottom: 5%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 120%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.caption2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom:0%;

	margin-left: 8%;	

	margin-right:8%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: left;

	font-size: 90%;

			}





.chapterTitle-1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 140%;

			}







.chapterTitle-2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 13%;

	margin-bottom: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 180%;

			}





.chapterHeadD	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 4%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	text-indent: 3%;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 110%;

	}





.para-A	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.para-B	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.para-B1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:6%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.backMatterPage	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	}





.chapterTitle-Z	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 12%;

	margin-bottom: 8%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 160%;

			}





.paraCenter2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}







.Image	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

			}





.caption5	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-bottom:3%;

	margin-left: 5%;	

	margin-right:5%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 70%;

			}





.caption6	{

	display: block; 

	font-size: 70%;

			}







.caption7	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-bottom:3%;

	margin-left: 5%;	

	margin-right:5%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 90%;

			}





.extractTextNoIndent3-B	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-top: 2%;	

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:0%;

	font-size:90%;

			}





.chapterTitle-ap	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 12%;

	margin-bottom: 1%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}









.verse2	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: -0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 13%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  100%;

        }





.verse3	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  100%;

        }







.chapterTitle-au	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 10%;

	margin-bottom: 4%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size:  130%;

}









.chapterTitle-ac	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 2%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}





.verse1	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  100%;

        }





.backMatterPage-1	{

	display: block;

	page-break-before: always;

	margin-top: 6%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	}







.verse4	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	font-size:  100%;

        }





.adCardPage	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before:     always;

	margin-top: 15%;

			}



.adCardText	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:     3%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	

	}



.adCardText1	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:     0%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	}







.chapterNumber1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 110%;

	font-weight: normal;

			}





.chapterNumber2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 140%;

	font-weight: normal;

			}







.reviewPage	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before:     always;

	margin-top: 18%;

			}



.reviewPageText	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:     4%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 12%;

	margin-left: 12%;

	}







.reviewPageSource	{

	display: block; 

	font-weight:     normal;

	text-align:     center;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top:     2%;

	margin-bottom:     0%;

	margin-right: 8%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	}





.paraCenter-c	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}





.paraCenter-c1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}







.paraNoIndent4	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;	

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.paraNoIndent5	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:6%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.chapterByline-b	{

	display:block;

	font-weight:     normal;

	font-style:     normal;

	text-align:     right;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	margin-right: 5%;

	margin-left: 0%;

		}







.altParaNoIndent-s	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 7%;

	text-indent: -3.8%;

	font-size:100%;

		}





.endnotesHeadA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 90%;

	}





.endnote	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 90%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.centerImage-01	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-indent:0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-left: 4%;	

	margin-right: 4%;

			}







.space	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;	

	margin-right: 3%;

			}





.space-1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;	

	margin-right: 5%;

			}



.space-2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;	

	margin-right: 2%;

			}





.space-3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;	

	margin-right: 3%;

			}







.footnotePara1	{

	display: block;

	font-size: normal;

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:     0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size:   100%;



			}





.footnotePara2	{

	display: block;

	font-size: normal;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: -0%;

	text-align: justify;

	text-indent:     0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-size:   100%;



			}





.paraNoIndent1-m	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  left;

			}





.space-4	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-left: 0%;	

	margin-right: 2%;

			}





.chapterHeadA-1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 110%;

	}





.chapterHeadA-A	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	margin-top: 3%;

	text-indent: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 110%;

	}





.paraNoIndent-big	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 4%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.chapterTitle3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;	

		}





.chapterDateline1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 5%;

	text-align: right;

	font-size: 100%;

			}







.chapterTitle-1a	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 8%;

	margin-bottom: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:normal;

	font-size: 140%;

			}



.chapterTitle-1b	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}





.chapterDateline8	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 8%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:normal;

	font-size: 140%;

			}







.part	{

	display: block; 

	page-break-before: always;

			}





.partNumber	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 12%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 240%;

	font-weight: bold;

			}





.partTitle	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 8%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 150%;

	font-weight: bold;

			}





.partSubtitle	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 6%;

	margin-left: 6%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 140%;

	font-weight: normal;

			}







.chapterTitle-z1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}





.chapterHeadA-q	{

	display: block; 

	margin-bottom: 3%;	

	margin-top: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	text-align: left;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 130%;

	}



.altParaNoIndent-apb	{

	display: block;

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	text-align: justify;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 8%;

	text-indent: -3.8%;

	font-size:100%;

		}



OEBPS/images/73-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/73-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/177.jpg





OEBPS/images/173.jpg





OEBPS/images/172.jpg





OEBPS/images/174.jpg





OEBPS/images/203-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/203-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/62-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/62-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/181.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
<ade:template xmlns="http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml" xmlns:ade="http://ns.adobe.com/2006/ade" xmlns:fo="http://www.w3.org/1999/XSL/Format"><fo:layout-master-set><fo:simple-page-master master-name="full_page" margin-bottom="0pt" margin-top="0pt" margin-left="0pt" margin-right="0pt"><fo:region-body/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="single_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="two_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body column-count="2" column-gap="10pt"/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="three_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body column-count="3" column-gap="10pt"/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:page-sequence-master><fo:repeatable-page-master-alternatives><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="three_column" ade:min-page-width="80em"/><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="two_column" ade:min-page-width="50em"/><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="single_column"/></fo:repeatable-page-master-alternatives></fo:page-sequence-master></fo:layout-master-set></ade:template>



OEBPS/images/186.jpg





OEBPS/images/214-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/214-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/171-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/171-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/155.jpg





OEBPS/images/157.jpg





OEBPS/images/152.jpg
Very truly yours,

Lz





OEBPS/images/160.jpg





OEBPS/images/166.jpg





OEBPS/images/161.jpg





OEBPS/images/164.jpg





OEBPS/images/259-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/259-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ste. Mére-Eglise, June 1944
NO BETTER PLACE

TO DIE

The Battle for La Fiére Bridge

Robert M. Murphy

™

CASEMAT






OEBPS/images/127-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/127-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/116-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/116-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/239-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/239-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/193.jpg





OEBPS/images/196.jpg





OEBPS/images/128-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/61-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/61-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/128-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/92-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/92-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/222-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/222-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/256-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/256-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/7.jpg





OEBPS/images/8.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/18-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/18-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/90-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/259-3.jpg





OEBPS/images/90-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/224-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/224-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/212-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/212-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/101-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/101-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/39-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/39-2.jpg





