Dedication

In grateful appreciation to the 847 men of the 103d Infantry Division who made the supreme sacrifice on the battlefields of Europe during World War II.  Their contribution is a part of our nation’s history for which we will be forever indebted.
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 “A Call to Duty”

103d Division Memorial located at TXDOT Center

North of Gainesville, Texas
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Looking Back

During World War II I experienced a few embarrassing moments that deserve explanation.  The Germans once took my machine-gun away from me and shot at me with it.  I mistakenly spent a night sleeping with German soldiers in their bivouac, and I had to jump out of an airplane because I failed to read carefully.  These are not the kind of things you boast about to your friends and family.

I suspect some of these stories may puncture any romantic views my eight grandchildren may have had about their grandfather.  They are meant to add an insight into the lot of the citizen soldier during World War II.  Perhaps my grandchildren can be charitable.  World War II forced my generation to live in both the best and worst of times.  We had more exciting lives than we might otherwise have had.  It was a time that united our nation more than ever before. 

My five-year-old granddaughter, Bennett, climbed up in my lap one afternoon, looked me in the eye and asked with innocent curiosity, “Were you really a warrior Poppa?”  I had to think about this word “warrior”.  This is not the word that I would have chosen to describe myself.  I think of a “warrior” as a career choice performed by fearless professionals who love their work.  I was not fearless, and I did not love this work.  Like thousands of others in my generation, I did what I was asked to do, but I don’t think of myself as ever having been a warrior.  General Patton once said, “I don’t want any dumb bastards who want to die for their country.  I want men who will kill dumb bastards who want to die for their country”.  

The line between valor and foolhardiness can be very thin.  A moral principle can make foolhardiness appear to be valor.  In keeping with the spirit of General Patton’s remarks, during World War II my goal was to avoid both foolhardiness and valor and still get this job done.  There were heroes in this war, but I was not one of them.

In 1941, when Japan attacked Pearl Harbor, I was a seventeen-year-old college student.  I had a willingness to be led into mischief by any passing stranger.  If temptation didn't find me, I was determined to hunt it down and insist that it have its way with me.  I felt                  
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then, as I do now, that fighting and winning World War II was a necessary thing.  The Reserve Officers Training Corps, in which I was enrolled at the University of Florida, was at that time training with “horse-drawn artillery” that pulled a rather small World 

War One 75 millimeter cannon.  Can you imagine such a thing?  A well-trained

mechanized German army was slicing through Europe, and we were still training with horses as if we were going to fight World War One all over again.  Our nation was woefully unprepared for war, and I later discovered that I was more unprepared for war than I thought I was.

In February 1943, when I was barely nineteen, I was asked, “Do you wish to be in the Army or the Navy?”  For some reason the thirteen buttons on Navy pants came to my mind along with the mental picture of what a daily inconvenience this would present.  This rather frivolous thought, not founded in fact, discouraged my choosing the Navy.  I became a Private in the Army because of buttons on Navy pants.  From this whimsical choice, my world took a fork in the road.  I ended up in the Infantry.  Infantrymen shoot people and they get shot.  These are two things that I least wanted to participate in or felt qualified to do, but I did enjoy more convenient bathroom habits with army buttons.

I discovered that in war we tend to revisit what we once thought to be of value.  The superficial and shallow diminish in importance.  This was a time that quickly pushed more meaningful goals into an immature, unfocused mind.   A commitment of some magnitude was called for.  World War II became my “time of passage” from childhood into adulthood.  Like it or not, I was forced into becoming an adult.
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Hurrying off to adventure
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