Chapter 13

IN THE ARMY - OVERSEAS
25 December 1944 - 12 March 1946

“New worlds to gaze upon
The strange excitement of an unfamiliar ghor
Sail Away - Noel Coward

|. FORT HAMIL TON AND NEW YORK CITY

The Army had opened the world to me in remarkable ways. First, charter
membership in the fraternity of the woddbiggest dfce building, The Pentagon.
Then | was suddenly in Quebec, doing my lowly bit in support of a prestigious heads-
of-state wartime summit conference. Hardly had | recovered, when | Wwas of
Cairo, of all places, for another summ#nd now this small-town kid was, for the
first time, in NewYork City itself, stopping-dfplace en route to God-knows-where!

The noisy holiday crowds on the B&O and Pennsylvania railroad trains that
Christmas night allowed little sleep. In Penn Station, | groggily foundrdneslers
Aid booth and asked how to get to Fort Hamilton, the interim destination specified in
my orders. | was told that it was in Brooklyn, a rather long subway ride. a@hy
no! | had no idea about subways and would need detailed instructions. Of course,
turned out to be fairly simple, but nonetheless grueling because of my two tons (i
seemed) of luggage. Eventually | reached the designated subway stop and found th
Fort Hamilton was several long blocks awalnstead of hailing a cab, | walked,
stopping to rest every few yards. | was a mastgesat but | was sometimes stupid.
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Fort Hamilton, in west Brooklyn ohhe Narrows, the channel that leads into
Lower NewYork Bay and thdtlantic Ocean, was a staging area for the shipment of
troops. It seemed to be well run, in comparison with Fort Belvoir and the food was
good. But there was little to do except read in the library and hang out in the service
club, which didnt have much to &¢r. So what? | wouldi’be here long. Surely |
wouldn’t have been made to travel on Christmas unless | was scheduled to ship ot
soon. Hah! | had fgotten “hurry up and wait.”

At a make-believe bar in Times Square, New York City, January 5, 1945: six soldiers killing time
while awaiting shipment overseas. From left: Bill Gish, D.C.; Bill Rohrer, Md.; Morris Marks, Pa.;
Ralph Provost, N.Y.; Charlie Keeley, Pa.; Bob Marietta, Ohio.

As a transient, | had no assigned duties and could come and go practically
as | pleased.Although there were hospitality centers nearbwvidly wanted to
exploit this unexpected opportunity to do Manhattan. Of the same bent were five
copasetic Gls whom | befriended - Bill Gish from D.C., Morris Marks from
Philadelphia, Ralph Provost from Neéferk state, Charlie Keeley from Pennsylvania
and Bob Marietta fromhkron. We had some good times, as evidenced by the photo
of us at the imaginary “Blitzkrieg Bar - Souvenirtimes Square, Nework” now
in my overseas photo album.

| saw 1944 becoming 1945 in old Neferk. It was a beautiful experience
to join in the services at Saint PatrigkCathedral, featuring a menthoir and
benediction by renowned Cardinal Spellman, archbishop of ¥l Then | found
myself actually a part of the NeWears Eve mob inTimes Square, that crgzy
exciting event | had seen in newsreels. (But having done it, | dec&led again.

Manhattan dered a lot to pamper Btluty service peopleThere was a
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Pepsicola Center and a Catholic Community Services Center that | went to, and ther
were others. Free tickets could be had, if one was |dokylays and shows, such
as the magnificent ice show on the stage of the Céditteater | saw my first
Broadway musical, Cole Porter’s “Mexican Hayride,” and movie after movie.
But after two weeks | had enough of the big city and was contented to enjoy the
more leisurely atmosphere of the Brooklyn USO near Fort Hamilton. There, one
night, | mustered the nerve to sing
“Don’t Fence Me In” (Gershwin)
and, thinking | did pretty well,
blurted naively, “Believe it or not,

| never sang through a microphone
beforein my life.”

On January 19, Mother and her
new husband of two days, Gger
Habig, came to Nework as part of
their honeymoon. After a little
sightseeing, we took a train to

, Teaneck, New Jersewhere they
were to spend a couple days with
Loretta Kelley (Geaye’s sister) and
her family It was a nice coincidence
that | was still in NewYork and

CWR'’s mother, Kathryn, and her second husband, could be in on at least a part of the

George Habig, June 1945 happy event.

Il. LE HA VRE

On January 24, | sailed on the Queen Mdtyvas a “nice ship,” | wrote Pat
en route, but the name | was not allowed to reveal, nor our destination. It was a rathe
boring journey My cabin mates were not especially interesting. | tried to read but
got sleepy easily So | walked the decks or hung on the rail, mesmerized by the
waves. | liked the starboard where the wind whistled through my clothing and arounc
my face, leaving a refreshing deposit of salt sptayent to Mass dailyas did many
others. Evelyone is awae of our hazatous position and with thaealization prayer
becomes instinctivé wrote. We were still at war

Boring perhaps, but who could complain, really® were only on the
Atlantic six days. It was a relief, nonetheless, when we docked at Greenock, in
southwest Scotland on the Firth of Clyde, although it was another full day before we
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disembarked.Then by train we went to the port of Southampton on the southern
coast of England. Southampton!? | thought | was going to London! Equally surprised
was a warrant @iter | had recently met who was also destined for the same outfit
cryptically identified on our ordersWe were ordered to board the Empire Lance, a
ship whose type | do not recall, but definitely not Queen Mary class, for a little trip
across the English Channel to Le Havre, France! Flghbexd, we concluded that
our outfit had simply moved on to France.

At Le Havre we were trucked to a reception center on the outskirts, where
officials eventually determined that a big mistake had been made: Lovakour
correct destination. Howeveit would be a while before transportation could be
arranged to take us there.

What an experience! Le Havre was in pretty bad shape from theAtvidre
reception center bomb craters were everywhere and there were piles of enem
ammunition that th&rmy wouldnt touch in case they were booby-trappéf. were
the occupants of a cheerless mud hole with tents for billets and stand-up tables in th
open air for a mess hall.

Absolutely nothing was provided to pass the time. | conversed with some
little French boys and was tickled that they could actually understand me. 1 killed
hours working on my current song - “Foolidthings” - and got into my usual
difficulties with key changes. | wrote Pat that | could probably not send her the music
when finished because of a censorship prohibition: the notes might be suspected to &
a coded message!

[Il. ENGLAND

i - Bushey Park

Those ten days in Le Havre were not a total loss; still | was glad on February
13 to take that LSTlanding ship, tank) to Southampton and the next day the train to
London. My warrant dicer friend and | still did not know where to reporiVe
tracked down arArmy organization headquartered in London, where d#iceof
helped us to ascertain that our unit was stationed at Bushey Park, in the Londol
outskirts. We contacted our unit by phone and were instructed to remain in London
until the next morning, when a jeep would come for us. | registered at the Red Cros:
centey grateful for a hot showea proper meal and a warm beks | lay there | could
hear the orchestra playing for tfialentine dance downstairs and | thought about Pat.
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The next morning at Bushey Park | reported to Colonel Charles Sands who
headed the secretariat of the U.S. Group, Control Council for Gerr(faorythe first
time, | knew the full name of my newganization.) | would be assigned to the
administration and records unit of the secretariat, whose chief was Magjear@er
Don Landvogt. One part of my job would be the management of classified Joint
Chiefs of Stdfdocuments, similar to my former responsibilities at the Pentagon.

Living conditions - for wartime - were not badVe were quartered in
barracks heated by small coal-burning stoves, and in the midst of a very colc
February that meant we slept in sleeping bags atop ouAtsdsthis was a bad time
of year to have to go to another building to showesimply to wash and shave. Not
quite Fort Myer or Fort Belvaitbut luxury compared with Le Havre!

No, the barracks was not a place to hang around in, except to tladettdr
while listening toAllied Expeditionary Forces radio network. One had to keep up
with the current pop song hits, British afwherican. It was also a good place to pick
up the barracks slang - the bawdy along with the innocuous - which Vil
from the Stateside variety

ii - Experiencing Greater London

On my first weekend, | eagerly headed for downtown London. | just
wandered around rather aimlessépaking up the ambiance so unlike any | had
known. | spent hours in Hyde Park and left the major sights for later visits. Naturally
| couldnt pass up the Saturday night dance at the Red Cross club, where | wa:
staying. The next day | went to Mass at St. James Church in Spanish Place.

At our camp at Bushey Park we had movies - and that was about all. One
Sunday two of us went by bus\Wimbledon to see the well-known tennis stadium -
although of course there no matches at that time of y&aother time 1 visited
Hampton Court Palacanith different friends | often spent evenings at Kensington,

a small town within walking distance, frequenting the pubs and the Red Cross cluk
where we could dance.with English hostessédter the dance one night, my
barracks mate Bill and | (with gentlemanly purpose, | presumed) walked sisters Jea
and Betty through the blacked-out streets of Kensington safely to their home. Inside
Bill (the other one) and Jean soon disappeafdgkn Betty - she couldnhave been
more than 16 - started making passemdtBut naturally | remained the faithful
engaged manWhy do | report thisAssuredly not to suggest that all English girls
were on the make witifankee Gls. I8 simply to confess my naivete, even at 24.
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In my little more than a month at Bushey Park, there was scarcely enough
time to do all I would have liked - especially in London propeut after all, | was
not there on vacation. Indeed, there was a war still raging on the contitestill
saw the enemy’ “doodlebugs36 fly over daily; none struck near while | was there.

On SaturdayMarch 24, without much warning, we packed up and left for
the European mainland where we would continue to prepare for the eventual move t
Berlin where the governance of Germany upon its defeat would be carried out.

IV. FRANCE

i - Versailles

After a brief stopover at Dieppe, on the coast of France, we proceeded to
Versailles, arriving late at night on March 25.

The next day we set up ouffioes in the Hotel of Reservoirs, near the Palace
of Versailles. It was the building occupied by the German delegates to the historic
Congress of Peace followingyorld War I.

Opposite the huge plaza in front of the palace itself were two imposing
buildings called “The Big Stables” and “The Little StableBhiere at one time were
housed the horses, carriages and attendants for the king andsqiispasal.And,
now, there were housed the enlisted personnel of the U.S. Group, Control Council
for Germany!We were assured that our rooms were those intended for people, not
horses. I'm not so sure about the larger rooms on the ground floor that
accommodated our cold-water lavatory/shower room and our mess hall.

My recollection of my work at this point is hazy after almost fifty years - |
could not talk about it in letters to Pat and we were not supposed to keep &ldiary
was six weeks before we were permitted to write that we were statiovedsailles.)
| do know that our dice workload inVersailles was heavy and continually increased.
More and more we worked late at niglhhe ofice was overcrowded, and that of
course was counterproductive tli@ency. So a month after we arrived, my unit was
among those that moved to the Hofklianon, providing much more room.
Unfortunately my unit was on the top floowhere it sometimes got quite warfhe

36German V-1's, the pilotless, jet-propelled “flying bombs” used chiefly against London late in World War II.
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Trianon was more distant from our quarters but it was spring and the 15-minute
walk was refreshing.

A typical workday that is, Monday through Saturdagegan with the
sounding of reveille at some early hour that my brain refused to record. Falling out
was required but not enforced, for there were too many men and women whc
sometimes worked until quite late «*
night and were automatically allowe
to report for duty later the next
morning. SO most people ignored
reveille, | among them. Normally wi
got a half day dfduring the week anc
all day Sunday

Each unit had a duty person
who served during the evening until
9:00, but often the workload demanded
that others as well work overtime (we
were often reminded that officially
there is no such thing as “overtime” in
the Army, in wartime particularly.) Also
on Sundays there was always someone
to cover each office.

After dury hours there wa:
not much to do irversailles.A Red
Cross club held dances regularly; tl
orchestra was adequate and there w
plenty of localjeunes fillesto dance
with, all eager to learrke jitterbug.
(Until the recent arrival of th&anks,
these ladies entertained the Germ
soldiers, to whom that American/ CWR and Ralph Provost by statue of Louis XIV,
British dance craze was apparenﬂy concourse of Versailles Palace, May 22, 1945
unknown.) Sometimes after supper we went to Marsetierner café. But more
often than not, | went back to thdioé to write letters, for our quarters at the stables
were just not conducive to that activity

But initially, at least, | was unabashedly thrilled to be in histdersailles.
Principally a residential suburb of Paris, population 75,000 Wexsailles was, and
is, “world-famous for its magnificent Palace, built for King Louis XH/the mid-
1600s. The seat of the French court for over 100 years, it was made a national
museum in 1837, and the palace and its formal gardens are one of $-gapegest
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tourist attractions.”37 Many pleasant evenings | walked through the gardens,
overwhelmed by their grandeuhfter one very trying day - a Sunday in mid-May -
some buddies joined me and we agreed that it would be awfully nice if our heart-
throbs could be there with us in that loyalymantic setting. (I wrote this sentiment

to Pat. Years laterwe did return there togethper

Hotel Trianon Palace, where CWR’s unit of the U.S. Group, Control Council for Germany, had
its offices. In this building the Peace Congress of 1919 had met.

ii - Paris in the Spring

OnApril 1, Easter Sundawfter Mass in the Palace chapel, | took a train for
my first visit to Paris, just 12 miles northeasMefsailles. My friends and | “picked
up” someWACs in order to get into a couples-only service club, which was about the
only place service people could buy something to eat (only hgetsur at ten cents
each). (Because of the food shortage, only French civilians could eat in restaurants
It was the third anniversary of my enlistment inAnmy, so my friends sang “Happy
hash mark to you.” (Hash marks are what soldiers wore on their sleeves, one for eac
year of service.)

37The New American Desk Encyclopedia, Penguin Books, 1989.
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Sightseeing in Paris from a letter to Pat:

“I was right underneath the big unattractive thing [Eiffe\er], but to be
truthful it's quite impessive when viewedm a distance. Thadcadeno is beautiful,
so huge and monumental. Inside the museum we looked at skulls and ships and ott
things which didn’greatly inteest me because | felt | should be outside in the sun.
We got abund on the Metr without any touble. On Champs Elysées, saw Place de
la Concode andArc de Tiomphe - another thing that looks much bettemira
distance because the stone has become quite dark and destolé visited Nog
Dame Cathedral on lle de la Cité . It was too late to go in but we spent a lot of time
gazing at the in@dible sculptug of the facade.

Stationened in Versailles, CWR took a train into Paris several times, including May 10, Victory
in Europe Day. Photo shows Bill and Ralph Provost at a Paris sidewalk cafe later that month.

“In spite of watime conditions, the women seem to go the limit to make
themselves attractive. The hats theywearing ae really striking. Most I've seen
are vew high, turban-like affairs and all in vergay colors. The hair styles take on
a lot of altitude, too, and aralso in vey gay colors. No fooling, | saw one ma’mselle
whose hair was tlee shades. #'nothing to see a coiffein lavender The platinum
blondes un amund a dime a dozen!

“Went in the Café de la Paix - not as attractive as some New York places.
Howevernow | can say | was there, so | won't have to sip their expensive wine
any more. Speaking of wine, they serve some excellent stuff at the Pershing Club,
and very reasonablyOf course, it's a service club and as usual the Armed Forces
get the best.”
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Later inApril | did the Louvre, the Tuileries Gardens and Notre Dame Cathedral.

On April 12, President Franklin Delano Roosevelt died. | was stunned
and saddened.

iii - Victory in Europe

May 10. “Flags,” | wrote, “are flying eveywhee in France today; they've
been flying since uesday and will no doubt continue to fly for many days. The
French love to celebrate, the spectacular istpaf their lives. This week’
celebration was merthan justified, anyone would &gr. Peace in Eope!

“The news affected us hein the office for a few shiohours. Thez wee
joking remarks such as ‘Letget the heck out of eer the wats over!’and ‘Whas
going to get dunk with me tonight™ut soon it was just another workday\e all
knew thee was still another gang of barbarians to be put in its place. So actually
our only emotional elief had to do with Ewpes warweary millions and our own
front-line men.

“Paris was gay Tesday night. | knew it would be, so | made yeéiot to
get thee. If only for an hour or so, | wanted to be able to say I'd celebratdry-
in-Europe Day in Paris. Six of us veem the cowd - one a WC. [I'll never foget
that evening. Fom the raiload station we walked dictly towad Champs Elysée,
whele almost eveone else would be.

“There was a ‘scene’ at every corner. First one we saw was a French
soldiey stripped to the waist, swimming in a fountain. Hundreds were watching
his clowning; the more they were splashed, the louder their screams and the
better they liked it.

“ Jeeps piled high with people drove the gendarmes mad. British soldiers
and French girls, dancing in the street, made the impatient French drivers sound
their funny horns louder than ever. Groups of soldiers (Americans, you might
know) got a big kick out of seeing how many ‘victory kisses’ they could get from
the jeunes filles. Airplanes swooped very low over the Champs, drawing long
‘Oh’s’from everyone.

“We walked and walked and gradually appched theArc de Tiomphe.
Five enormous flags wersuspendeddm beneath thérc. Hundeds filed past the
Tomb of the Unknown Soldjerhich was coved with huge sprays oéd, white and
blue flowers. One of the fellows took our pietwith theArc in the backgyund. The
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sun was then going down fast, but wefroping it comes out. It would make a nice
souvenir of the occasiorflt didn’t.]

“By now it was time for some champagnealkig a couple blocks past the

Arc, we came upon a small place called ‘Ping Pong’ Bame bottle, we thought,

would satisfy us. #thought! Suddenly we vegjoined by a rather attractive woman

who wanted to celebrate with someone who spoke her own language - she we
Australian. V& didnt object, for she
was vey geneous, bought the vegr
best champagne, and even hit up the
owner of the bar for a bottle! No use
denying it, it had its effects. When
one French girl, hearing all the
singing, equested ‘I'll Valk Alone,’
yours tuly insisted he do the honors
- tout seul. That stéed something.
Next she wanted ‘Lon§go’. Again
| obliged. It was a very gay
celebration, sure enough. [Obvi
ously that ‘gay’ had no sexual
connotation way back then.]

“ At 11:45 we left the Ping

Pong. By then, of course, it was

dark. Little had we known what had

been going on in the streets of

Paris. Thousands mobbed the

Champs for blocks and blocks on
each side of the Arc. A ceemony

On another Paris visit, Bill bought for Pat this song folio by thee had jUSt ended. The Arc wasa
French crooner Charles Trenet beautiful Sight, now illumi nated,

and the red and blue of the flags seemed to merge into a huge mass of purple.
Ovehead, flares were bursting into brilliant colors, lighting up the whole area. It
was a task to buck the crowd in order to reach the station in time, but we made it.

Good thing, for it was the last train.”

| was soon back again. With the rare luxury of a full day off, | decided
to resume the celebration under more subdued conditions. “Every shop window
is decorated in keeping with last week's event - la Victoire... It was early evening
and everyone was either homeward bound after the day’'s work or else just
stating out for an evening of entertainment. The Boulevard des Italiens was
alive; then the Place de |’ Opéra with all its traffic; the Boulevard des Capucines
comes next, equally populated. The boulevards are famous for their sidewalk
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cafés, and do the French love them. Thousands sit along the wide sidewalks
sipping wine or cognac before taking off for dinner. Even little kids are seen
sitting with their parents, usually gulping down a glass of some sort of colored
water probably mint (which I’ ve tasted - it's awful).... The show was excellent, as
are all those I’ ve seen at the beautiful Olympia.”

iv - Adieu, Versailles et Paris

Two of the friends | had met at Fort Hamilton back in January - Ralph
Provost and Morris Marks - cameVersailles to visit me. Unknown to me, they had
been stationed in Paris and somehow found out that | wdsrsailles. | showed
them our primitive living facilities, including lunch out of mess kits (I had to borrow
two for them), but a tour of “our” beautiful palace gardens surely compenddted.
off to Paris we went, had wine at a sidewalk café , and took the Metro to their camp
on the outskirts.What luxury!We were certainly short-changed on “quality of life”
at U.S. Group Control Council for Germany which | felt was by far a more
prestigious outfit than theiré&nyway, | was glad for Ralph and Morris and it was
great seeing them.

My infatuation with Paris was relentless and | found fulfillment again on
June 2 ir‘Montmartre, at the vey pinnacle of which stands the famous Sacré Coeur
church. Its a climb and a half! What &wad though! Befcg we entexd the chush
we sat on the teace and thrilled at the sight of Paris lying below use t@uld see
even mag from the dome, we weetold. So we ented, standing in the back at first
just looking, for the interior is one of those places whose grandeur leaves one awe:
stricken. But we werin stoe for even mar ecclesiastical eye-openefster seeing
Paris from one of the towers, we wetonducted to the balcony whialmns abund
the inside of the dome, similar to the Cap#talbme in \Ashington. Fom thee the
bird’s eye view of the chtlr was something I'll never fget. It took some effoto
drag myself away &ém the railing.”

June 6, the first anniversary of D-Day (marking the invasion of the continent
of Europe by thdllied Expeditionary Force), was a holiday joined a group from
my unit on yet another visit to Parig.his time we got dfat Invalides station (we
usually went to St. Lazare). | visited the nearby Hotel des Invalides, the building that
houses Napoleos'tomb, and was moved.

At Printemps department store | bought sheet music for Pat, notably a folio
of songs by crooner Charl&senet. In a millinery shop, | boughtchapeauor my
hat-crazy motherin letter after letter she had said what a thrill it would be to wear a
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stylish hat straight from Pare! It took a bit of nerve to do it, but my French served
me pretty well and the saleslady was helpful, so | was rather pleased with myself
The next dayMothers letter contained a clipping frofogue magazine on which
she marked her preferences among a group of Paris ats.little model | had
bought for her came close to her numbven choice. (Mother later told me that
Rosenbauns, where she worked, featured the hat in their main show wjniitiwva
placard telling all about it.)

The time went fast. On June 5, the foxation - United States, Soviet Union,
United Kingdom, FranceAllied Control Council became th#e factogovernment
of Germany That meantus Before | knew it we were packing to move on to
Germany Why, | had never even toured the Palace - had only been to Mass in the
chapel once - so on June 8, | took the limited, wartime tour

The next day, a truck took us from the Hotel of Reservoirs to the
Versailles airport. In the long wait for our plane, we had a bit of a party: coffee
and doughnuts in the canteen then aloll in the grassin the pleasant | ate spring sun.
| picked up a bouquet of tiny flowers for Pat. “What a paltry thing to be sending
to agirl,” someone said. “Well, she has a wonderful imagination - she’ll know it
was pretty once,” | said.

Just before noon, bive went in a big cgo plane - a C-47 - in which seven
out of twenty-five men got airsick - but not me.

V. HOCHST

i - Settling In

Hochst lies on the Main River in the German state of Hes&enndustrial
town, one of its major businesses was the |. G. Farbenindustrie, manufacturer o
chemicals, the corporatefioes of which were at Frankfurt, 25 miles nortfihe
extensive plant of I.G.Fat Hochst had been recognized Ayny planners as a
desirable first stop in Germany for the military governmeganization.

We arrived at 1:30 PM., June 9. We were given a good meal on ceramic
dishesnstead of messkits - that augured well, indeed. Not auguring well at all was
what followed: No one seemed to know for sure where we - the Office of the
Secretary General enlisted personnel - were to be quartered. Eventually the matter
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was resolved, happily to our advantage: We were assigned to a building at 37
Konrad-Glatt-Strasse, which consisted of ten three-room apartments, with five men
to each apartment.

Five men from my dice unit managed to be assigned to one apartment: Bill
Miller, Chris Larsen, Crist Mikkelsen and I, plus one athEor the first time in a
long while, we would sleep on real beds - those left behind by the former German
civilian occupants.We would be living out of real drawers and closets, not barracks
bags. We had a kitchen with a gas stove and a bathroom with hot running water
Pleased to have our own little place, we celebrated with instdeecad treat, rather
new at the time, sent from the U.S. by some kind parent.

Chow line at Hochst, Germany, July 1945. CWR is behind the handkerchief.

We understood that the civilian occupants were allowed to take only
personal belongings while they temporarily moved in with relatives or friends.
Temporarily or not, | felt sorry for them. It gave me a down, almost heartsick, feeling
to read familiar names on the apartment doors - Beckyniaan, Hofman - and to see
on a mantel or bt#t the photograph of a son or husband in uniform. “That gives you
a vague idea,” | wrote, “of what it is to be a soldier in a conquering army in the land
of the conquered. But in General Eisenhdwevords: ‘Vé come as conquerors, not
as oppressorsThe conqueror takes what he needs, administers justly; the oppressol
takes everything and enslaves the people of the defeated niteamivhile, | do
hope the little boy or girl whose box of toys was left behind has found others just as
nice where he or she is now staying.”
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| couldnt help realizing that my ancestral roots were in Germahyas
tempting to want to know these people. Howgewee were governed by a non-
fraternization policy - refusal to talk to a German excefitiafly or to shake hands
with a German. It meant being abrupt, superior in®©atitude, to even women and
children. 1 told Pat that | hoped that my compassionate tendencies would not be
affected. Well, | didn't expect to deal often with Germans anyway

In another month, the ban on fraternization eased somewhat. Now it was
apparently OK to talk tAnna Lotte Begman, the young lady whose family formerly
lived in our apartment. She came at least once a week to pick up and return oL
clothes, which she hadfefed to launderfor payment of courseAnna Lotte was
charming and poised, had studied dramatics and was about to continue in Berlin whe
war broke out. She didnspeak English, but she and | were able to communicate a
little in French. Bill Miller spoke German passably and was our interptaiehe
generally monopolized conversation withna Lotte for his own improvement.

ii - On Duty and Of

Our offices were in a genuinefafe building, not in converted hotel rooms
as inVersailles. Rooms were spacious, beautifully furnished and equipped with loads
of filing space. The Pentagon wagnthis grand!The job kept me very buswith
much night work. Then, to my surprise, Colondlom Hammond joined the
Secretariat. He was thefiokr in the then new Joint Chiefs of Stafganization in
Washington for whom | had worked briefly just before enlisting. He remembered my
work from then, inquired about my subsequent duties, and concluded that he neede
my experience in the new job of chief clerk of th&cef that he would be heading.
Setting up the new section and handling a heavy workload with an initially smiall staf
entailed even more overtime, but | felt good about being a “chief” again.

The early considerable expansion of the strength (population) of USGCC/G
brought on certain logistical problems. Our Chief of fS&figadier General Bryan
L. Milburn, spoke to the assembled contingent outside the Italian Barracks (so name
by the German army), renamed McNair Barracks by the UIe. topic was morale.
Bear with us, he enjoinedl'he problems are known and everfoefis being made
to solve them, etc, etc.

One of the problems was the wretched food, caused possibly by the fact tha
there were so many to feed in one mess Adle attempted solutioA separate mess
hall for men and women of the first three grades was set up in a former German caf
. But being farther from the fade, precious work time was lostVorse, the food was
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still bad. At least the brass were trying.

(What insensitivity to be complaining about food, when for many weeks
Pats brother, John Doerner, had been a prisoner of war of the Germans,
undoubtedly experiencing extreme deprivation! But now, with the defeat of
GermanyJohn had been released.)

In truth, the quality of life for the enlisted personnel soon became reasonably
satisfactory Then, like a bombshell, the brass decided we needed to be more “Gl.”
First, a 6:45 reveille formation was decre&dter breakfast we were to form ranks
andmarch to our duty placesThe brass soon realized, it seemed, that we were desk
soldiers and were at this point past the need for the type of discipline to be gained b
reveille and marching. In three weeks, the morning march was discontinued. Insteas
of a bugle or band sounding reveille (this reads like a movie spoofy@as¢icame
through the apartments and almost gently “advised” us that it was time to get up.
Eventually he stopped coming and reportedly told one mawu Hys are too much
trouble to get out of the sack. Sleep through reveille if you want but the first call we
get in the orderly room from your boss complaining about you guys being late, you'll
hear from the CO!”

iiil - Fun & Games

Long hours notwithstanding, it was not an all-work-no play situatibime
Army had worked fast to provide back-home entertainment and recreational facilities.
Right away they took over a movie theatee Casino.At the Red Cross club, only
recently a department store, an inaugural dance was held with music by a brand-ne
USGCC band. (\th 150 Gls and 18VACs, | didnt try to dance.p swimming pool
at nearby Soden was commandeeredifary use. An Army chaplain began saying
Mass at St. Josepghthurch. It wasih’long before the Red Cross installed a library
Later we had a beer tavern - after all, we were in Germanyuly a night club for
enlisted men and women was opened - facetiously named “The Section 8 Club” afte
the slang term for aArmy dischage for mental or physical unfitness.

In mid-June, on my first full Sundayfagince coming to Europe, flat-mate
Crist Mikkelsen and | took a bus to FrankfukVe found what we had knowithe
city had suflered extensive devastation. One of the buildings the bombers spared wa:
the former corporate headquarters of the I. G. Farbenindustrie, now Eisetshower
SHAEF (Supreme H@llied Expeditionary Force) building. From there we hitched
a ride 20 miles distant to the renowned resort towwieksbaden, nestled among the
hills - “another Cumberland, but far cleafiele went in the Red Cross club, a
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former resort hotel we guessed. “Thegiadining room was stigid by men who
served cdkee and doughnuts from silver urns and platters. Incongruous, but a treat
The terrace was run in the same manii&e lounge..was filled with an appreciative
audience who were being entertained by a rhumba b&vel took a shuttle to the
famous (we were told)Viesbaden swimming pool situated precariously it seemed on
the edge of a clif From there the view of the town was spectagutare so than

the view of Paris from Sacré Coeur

On another visit to Frankfurt, we attended an armed forces inter-unit track
meet. After feasting on all the hot dogs and cokes we could eat, we took in the
fairway with sideshows and gambling games - sort of a U.S. county fair
transplanted in Germany. Finally we watched part of a swimming/diving meet at
the Olympic style pool.

Allied Control Authority Building where CWR served during
Berlin tour of duty, August 1945 - January 1946

My final outing in HAchst, on July 24, was on the banks of the Main River
The water looked too dirty to swim in, so we just soaked up the sun in our trunks anc
played ball and did gymnastics with the German kids. One boy ¢fadl studied
English only a year but his pronunciation was fgafect. We werent sure if their
friendliness was materially motivated or not, but they did beg cigarettes “for Papa.”
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VI. BERLIN

Bombed-out section of the Berlin subway, August 1945

i - Arrival

While in England, we knew that our ultimate destination was Berlin.
“1"m not eager to go,” | told Pat. “From what | hear, there's nothing to do, water
must be purified, disease is rampant. 1I'm sure the Army will take pretty good
care of usin ageneral sort of way, but even so I’d much rather stay here.” But it
was inevitable. Indeed, as early asthe tenth, Chris Larsen was borrowed from my
unit to fly to Berlin with a small advance party to start setting up the U.S.
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Group Control Council/Germarg/’new headquarters and to commandeer living
guarters. Berlin was far from inviting, going by Clsitétters to me. (Please, read
now his first moving letterthe appendix to this chapfer

Toward the end of July our move to Berlin was not far in thagf For that
reason, it was ditult to comprehend whyon July 27, our commander inaugurated
a new training program: Reveille at 6:30 followed by a half hour of conditioning
exercises.To prepare us for the rigors of Berlin perhaps?

We arrived at Berlin's

Tempelhof Airdrome at 1:20

PM. on Monday, August 6. We

were trucked directly to the

Zehlendorf section where a

regimental compound had been

created by vacating the German

civilians from homes for use by

the Army troops. From the truck

we had our first glimpse of the

utter devastation of Berlin. | for

one was not anxious to see it

again. On that same day, al-

though we were unaware of it

CWR at 97 Riemeister Strasse, his quarters in Berlin, 1945 until later, a U.S. bomber plane

had dropped an atomic bomb on Hiroshima, Japan, destroying about three-fifths of

the city. Three days later a more powerful bomb was dropped on Nagasaki,
leaving it in ruins.

ii - Getting Established

Zehlendorf had been Igely spared - having been reserved, it would seem,
for our oganizational headquarters as well as our living quarters.

My organization, the Secretariat of thdlied Control Authority, had
temporary dices in the U.S.G.C.&building, which was the former headquarters of
the Nazi air forces (Luftwé) in Zehlendorf. In the meantime, a former court
building in downtown Berlin was being renovated - it too had been badly damaged in
the battle of Berlin - to accommodate the fpomwer governing bodythe Allied
ControlAuthority, including its Secretariat. First priority - the big conference room -
was ready byAugust 10 for an informal preliminary meeting of the four governors:
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General Dwight D. Eisenhower (U.S.), General Bernard L. Montgomery (U.K.),
Marshal Zhukov (U.S.S.R.) and General Koenig (Frantegir personal dices,
which they would use once a month on meeting days, were also compleéed.
Secretariat sthhad not yet moved in but were on hand for the inaugural meeting.
After the brass had left the post-meetingféifwe administrative and clerical types
got to sample the sumptuous spread.

1940’s entertainment personalities Ingrid Bergman, Jack Benny, Martha Tilton and Larry Adler
starred in a United Services Organization (“USO”) show that included a performance in
Berlin in August 1945

Meanwhile, | was comfortably ensconced in 97 Riemeister Strasse, which
Chris Larsen had selected for the Hochst apartment mates: himself, Bill Kailistr
Mikkelsen, me and one or two others from odicefunit. Clarence (Clardhiemann
joined us a little later when Bill Millerhis friend and former college mate, pulled
strings and got Clare assigned to our outfit.

No. 97 was a smple row house without the slightest architectural
personality but we were quite content with our three bedrooms, living room , kitchen
and bath. Chris and | shared they&st bedroom (rank had its privileges), which had
plenty of closet space, two most comfortable beds, two easy chairs, a book case ar
a huge tile stove - the house was not centrally heated. For a while we were withou
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gas, which meant cold baths and shaves. Every time the washbowl or tub wa
emptied, a faulty drain spouted a soapy stream which seeped through the floor ont
the living room wiring, blowing a fuseélhese household problems made us feel more

at home, | suppose, but we were glad to have them corrected after two or three week

On only our fifth day in Berlin we were heartened by an event that promised
a quite satisfactory dtluty life: At Onkel Toms Kine (UncleTom’s Cinema), which
the Army had taken ovemear our quarters, we saw a fantastic U.S.O. show with
comedian Jack Benpgctress Ingrid Bgman, singer Marth@ilton and harmonicist
Larry Adler. For afterthe-show hanging out, the Red Cross opened a pleasant little
place, not far from the U.S.G.C.C. building, where the usu#eaind doughnuts
were served.

The final phase of mgrmy tour might turn out all right after all.
iii - TheAllied ControlAuthority (A.C.A.)

Japan had surrendered on
August 15, a date that would be
commemorated as “V-J Day.” My
unit's first day at the A.C.A.
building, August 16, was bedlam.
The office was overcrowded by
typists, mimeograph (copy machine)
operators, clerks - and | was in the
middle of it al, trying to get
organized while responding to a
continuing stream of questions,
requests and orders from superiors.
The 17th was declared a holiday to
celebrate V-J Day, but my entire
office had to work because there was
a meeting of the Deputy Military
Governors. And we worked the
following Saturday and Sunday as
well inorder to preparefor Monday’s
firgt formal meetl_ng of the Mllltay Army enlisted staff members at Allied Control Authority
GOVGTF]OFS, which  would be Building, Berlin 1945. Front: CWR, Crist Mikkelsen,
preceded by aflag-raising ceremony. Chris Larsen; Rear: Clare Thiemann, Bill Miller

As it turned out, | missed that historic first because | had come down with a
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bad cold plus asthma (it had rained almost every day for two weeks). Chris assure
me that the ceremony wasimpressive and | quoted him to Pat: “The four big boys
just stood on the stairs in front of the building and watched the four flags go up. Not
a word was said.Then they turned on their heels and took themselves up to the
conference room and got down to busineBkat’s all.” | was present about a week
later when the next meeting took place. From an upper window | watched the four
generals arrive and acknowledge the salute and fanfare of the snappyirf@2mnade
Division’s Berlin honor guard.

Enlisted men’s Club 48, Berlin, 1945; housemate Clare Thiemann far left.

An international atmosphere prevailed before each Big Four meeting.
About one, | wrote: “The lobby of the A.C.A. building was flooded with
photographerdamps aimed at the main entrance. Marshal Zhukov entered first
and the cameras started grinding. Monty next, then McNarney [ he had succeeded
Eisenhower] and Clay and finally Koenig and Koeltz. It was all quiteinformal - no
bands or elaborate honor guard. Ike had done away with that, or at least the Con -
trol Council did on his suggestion.”

At least ten quadripartite meetings at various levels were held each day in
addition to the three meetings each month of the Military Goverridrat involved
an unbelievable amount of “paper pushiniyat my job had become more and more
demanding | attributed to poorly organized administration of personnel,
transportation, diice supplies, etc. 1 tried to take it in stride and be proud that once
again | was entrusted with an important assignment with a prestigious, top-level
organization. | wrote Pat: “B’interesting work, for right under our noses the policies
for governing Germany are formulated. It islwng after those policies are agreed
upon that you, too, know all about them, for the Control Council members are
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unanimously in favor of keeping the world informed as to how they are performing
the job to which they were assigned.” (Naive of me, no doubt!)

It was certainly true, though, that my assignment was often interesting.
“My French is getting aworkout these days,” | wrote. “The French section of the
Secretariat is in the chair this month so par conséquence the documents are
originated in their language. A translation section has been set up, but their work
to date has been sort of sloppy and they’ re getting terribly slow. So, to save time,
we who have some knowledge of French have been translating the shorter and
less involved documents.”

With personnel of four nations comprising the Secretariat, there were
inevitable areas of disharman@ne was the matter offie space. I'm not sure how
many times my unit changed location. Happoyr last move before | left was
advantageous, bringing all my people together at last. “Instead of a lot of running
around from the front of the building to the back, upstairs to down, etc., | merely have
a few yards to walk and there standing in front of me is the guy | wanted to bawl out.”
(I was joking.)Another improvement before I lefthree civilian girls fresh from the
States joined my unit and more were coming.

iv - TheArmy Takes Care of Its Own

Nice as it was to have a place of our own, so to speak, we were still
dependent upon th&rmy for many necessities. Meals, for example. Mess hall
eating in those days left much to be desired, excephanksgiving and Christmas.

We did see some improvement wheWAC lieutenant was put in clge of the
enlisted messWe in the Secretariat were fortuna#e:dining room for enlisted
personnel working in th&.C.A. building was opened for lunch, and although the
food was the same as in the regular mess halls, its preparation was far superic
Before, we took a bus back to the U.S.G.C.C. mess hall, stood in line, ate from mes
kits. At A.C.A., German waitresses served us tasty foodreal plates in an
uncrowded dining roomT he four nationalities ate there; few spoke any language but
their own, but it was nonetheless an interesting experience.

MostArmy members had their laundry done by German women, who were
happy to take on this menial job in return for cansltyap, cigarettes, etcThese
women were not permitted in our billet area to pick up and deliver the lasadmne
had to go to their homes, usually not far awéywas an experience to observe how
these people were existing at this time of severe deprivation.
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Other living amenities were made available by the Army much as though
we were living on an Army post. Near our house was a small shopping center with
a gift shop, post exchange, film shop, beauty parlor, barber shop, tailor, an ice
cream bar and a library.

Like any respectable Army organization, the Army did not let us forget
that this is the Army Mr. Jones! Reveille still sounded at 6:45 (if 1 stood
formation, | usually went back to bed). There were compulsory training films
generally shown first thing in the morning (one | remember was a Russian-made
documentary on life in Moscow); | sometimes, alittle guiltily, slept in, goofed off
from the film and went in to work later. | did attend a series of lectures by a Father
Powers who minced no words on the subject of venereal diseases, attacking sexual
promiscuity from the moral standpoint.

And of course with periodic regularity we underwent those infamous
embarrassing mass medical examinations!

The civilian economy of Berlin could provide little recreation and
entertainment, so it was crucial for troop morale that the Army provide or sponsor
its own. Opportunities were diverse. For participation, there was a theater group,
competitive athletics, including hockey, and a respectable newspaper, “The
Groopef For passive entertainment there were road shows like the riotous
burlesque version of “Carmen,” U.S.O.'s play, “Night Must Fall,” and the
smashing appearance by Marlene Dietrich, “who was wearing sort of an evening
gown and really wowed ‘em!”

In NovembeyU.S.G.C.C. opened its newly built “Club 48,” a night club for
enlisted personnel. It was roomyith a decent-size dance floor and decorated
modishly Sandwiches and all kinds of liquid refreshment were available. Our
commanderGeneral Lucius Claynd his deputyGeneral Milburn, came on opening
night and stayed until closing. “48” was a convenient place to party and observe
special occasions, like Clasepromotion to stéfsegeant and another time Larry
Wible and Larry Murphy’s promotions. A farewell bash was thrown when
Hannuksela (“Honeysuckle”) and my departure time approached.

v - Camaraderie at No. 97

We were always looking for ways to improve our digs. One night, Chris and
| developed a domestic streak and set out to redecorate the living room, where w
spent most of our time. First we transferred some draperies from an unoccupiec
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room. Then down came great-great grandfather Fahrigli-fashioned portrait in
favor of a lage winter scene in oils by another member of the Fahnrich thites.
quibbled over what pieces should adorn thddiwnd the sideboard.

One day one of the enterprising members of our group brought home a
radio! Now we would be able to keep abreast of popular music, as well as world
news, broadcast over themed Forces NetworkAll we needed now was @iano,
and Hallelujah! it was not long before a very adequate upright was moved into our
living room. | dont remember where it came from - it ditmatter!

Our next-door neighbors were Russian-speaking U.S. sahiépreters.
One of them was an excellent classical pianist and for weeks before we acquired ot
piano we had listened to his playing, often enjoying it but more often wishing he
would not play so long.

We wondered what our neighbors thought almutmusic-making. Clare
played the piano rather well and with considerable practice learned a few classica
songs from “Fifty-seven Song&u Like to Sing” that my mother had sent me. |
learned to sing them. Bill Miller also played a little. One evening he and Clare got
into a tiff over which one would play and it ended with neither playing. But a few
days laterMiller gladly sang his favorite “Lost Chord” to Clasgilaying and another
time tried “TheTwo Grenadiers.”

Since Le Havre | had worked sporadically on my songwritingvehsailles
| had received Pat’piano arrangement of “Fooli3lmings,” but without a piano or a
pianist | had to wait a while to hear it. It was then | started composing “Patricia.” In
Hochst a fellow-Gl named Charley tried “Foolighings” on the badly out-of-tune
piano in his apartment. It sounded pretty bad! Not to be discouraged | continuec
working on “Patricia” and finally sent it bfo Pat to do the piano arrangement. | had
ideas for other songs, but suddenly we were without a piano - Special Services needs
it. Not to be deterred, | turned out “In Spite of a Lonely Heart.” Next | started on a
boogie number about\WAC who manages to sway “tM#AC-hatingest guy in the
Army,” but it was never finished and not a trace of it exists.

In Berlin another pianist turned up - Joe Buttino. Joe could play the popular
songs distributed by Special Services (when | heard the haunting “Laura” for the first
time) but Pas tricky embellishments in my “Foolisfhings” were beyond his skill.

It wasnt until ClareThiemann joined us that | finally heard Basind my song, but
even for Clare it demanded a good bit of practice.

Our house was also the scene of those self-improvement projects | woulo
start and never finish. Miller and | started Army correspondence course in
harmony but did not get faAlthough | did not resume the German lessons started
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in Hochst, | did try to learn the language from a Linguaphone text - without the usual
recordings. (I showed the book to the German woman who cleaned our house an
she said, Ach, das ist nicht guor you - it's all in German!”) | even delved a little

into anArmed Forces Institute series on English literature, but by that time my days
in Berlin were about to begin winding down and | lost interest.

vi - Experiencing Berlin

| was almost a month in Berlin before | felt inclined to tour the-rasaged
city. Clare, Chris, Crist and | took a subway to mid-cMye wandered through the
ruins, came upon the only recognizable edifice, the Brandgithate. In its existing
context, | did not find it impressive. “Hitlex chancellory | reported, “is in no
bettter condition than the lowliest hovalVe went inside.What a job of looting the
Russians had done before they permitted the other armies even to enter. tAe city
beautiful messWe saw Hitlefs ofice. It was huge.Two tremendous chandeliers
now adorn the floor Little else is left of what was once a very importariicef
Kaput like its former occupant. Saw tAenerican embassyhe Foreign Gice, the
Propaganda MinistryTiergarten, now the infamous black market site. Had our
pictures taken on the review stand on Unter den Linden, witman, Churchill and
Stalin’s pictures in the background. I'm glad | went, but | wonder if the dust on my
shoes and the sightséefatigue were really worth it.”

One positive aspect of Berlin | found at Herz Jesu Kirche (Heart of Jesus
Church), a ten-minute walk from our house. | usually attended Mass there Sunday
evenings. One Friday evening after Mass and Benediction | wioteas the most
inspiring sewice I've attended since I've been overseas. The pious air of the priest
and altar boys was something | haddotten. Seeing those prayerful German
parishioners worship in exactly the same manner as you and | made me wonder ho\
there could be such a thing as war

Then this grim scene: Late one night on the way home from a Mgy
head sirens and saw a tefic blaze only a few blocks awa@®ne of the buildings of
the prisoner of war stockade was orefiBy the time weeached the scene, the
building was burned to the gund. The poor old PWivee all lined up in one section
of the stockade and armed gdarwee posted at evgrconceivable place. Someone
said today that one or methad escaped. | ddarknow whyfor the life of a German
PW is far superior to that of his e’countymen.”

And again: “1 took a wonderful walk in the snow today. We’re right on
the edge of the city, so in two minutes’ time | was strolling along what seemed to
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be a country road. The kids were out, too - sledding and skiing as though nothing
had happened since last winter. Onething is certain: Those kids are much warmer
while romping in the snow than they are in their homes. Wood al one must serve as
fuel this winter. The people are really cutting the wood too. That's all one sees
these days - men, women and children hauling wood on their backs, in dilapidated
carns and now on sleds. For some of them this experience must be galling. |
wonder whom they curse!”

There were other opportunities in Berinindamaged outskirt#\ subway
ride to the end of the line took us near to Lake Kumme, a small lagoon bordered b
a dance pavilion and cafeWe found it in bad shape, apparently due to lack of
upkeep, so our first visit was our last. More inviting was LAlnsee, with its
extensive beach, huge boat house, bath houses and restaurants. Said to have be
swanky place in better timeg/annsee was still in use for sailing but the polluted
water prohibited swimmingWe went there once for a Red Cross-sponsored picnic.
Another time, Miller and | took a rest stop \&annsee after a leisurely bike ride
westward along the highway to Potsdam. Lake Nicholassee was another popule
beach taken over as a Gl resort.

Berlin - after al it had been through - was still offering its world-renowned
Berlin Philharmonic! Clare Thiemann, then as now aficionado of classical music, took
the initiative for “our group” to attend the September 4 concert at the Titania Pdast in
downtown Berlin. Guest conductor would be Rudolph Dunbar, Negro journalist
stationed in Berlin. But it was aready sold out. Later the Philharmonic gave an
outdoor concert for the Services, which we attended. The next day, Clareand | - this
time with tickets - heard the concert at the Titania. We heard young, dynamic John
Bitter conduct, thefirst Americanto do so. It was our mutual love of music that, | have
no doubt, sealed the friendship between Clare and me that has |lasted all these years.

vii - The Girl Back Home

When we wereri’making music or reading or writing letters - or doing self-
improvement study - we talked. Millecarsen andrhiemann were three voluble
guys! Occasionally our discussions centered on our romantic involvements.

Indeed, Pat was deep in my thought$hrough England, France and
Germany | wrote to her often, impressing hdr trusted, with my interesting,
sometimes glamorous surroundings and the fascinating things | was doing. But m
letters were love letters, as wellVhile | found it easy to express endearment, |
managed to refrain from musfhe closest thing to intimacy was a remark in one
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letter that when we were married | would like our first child to be a son and would
want to name him Michael.

We occasionally exchanged thoughts regarding our future togBtitesnce
asked if | thought of going into songwriting professionalfgs, | had - but | was not
optimistic, considering my sparse musical education as well as the well-known
toughness of breaking into the fieldvhat about my post-hostilities agenda, she
asked, and | replied: (1) Get married, (2) return to my old job and at the same time
(3) continue my education in a specialized field as yet undecided - | was “interestec
in so many things.”

Once in a great while | enjoyed the opportunity of having No. 97 to myself.
“The fire’s beginning to make the room quite comfortable,” | wrote. *“I've just
finished a good cup of tea and am now ready to settle down to wanterupted
thoughts directed to my loving Pat.” In fact, | now wrote fairly frequent letters to Pat
from home rather than from thefiok during of-duty hours as | did iversailles and
Hochst. | wanted to keep my fiancée up to date on my doings and on my thought:
because | knew she was interested. | did not actively intend my letters to be the
indispensable source for these reminiscences they have turned out to be.
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viii - Vacation in Switzerland

Entrance to the Switzerland Leave Center, Mulhouse, France, where
CWR's vacation in Switzerland began.

In October | had a memorable vacation in Switzerland, thanks to the
Army'’s brilliant, gigantic program of tours in a number of European areas. My
fellow vacationer was congenial Sergeant Tom Cunningham. A truck carried our
tour group the 260 miles from Berlin to Frankfurt. (Master Sergeant Don
Landvogt - we worked side by side in London - rode as far as Frankfurt, en route
back to the States.) Our next stop was Karlsruhe, 80 miles due south, where we
visited the Seventh Army’s Transient American Soldiers Recreation Hotel. From
there we traveled 40 miles south to Strasbourg, France, for a brief stop; thence 65
miles to Mulhouse in Alsace, France.

Mulhouse, not far from the French-Swiss bordeas the staging area for
Gl's destined for vacations in Switzerland former military installation on the
outskirts of town was used for administration and billetiipile thereTom and |
walked to town and looked up the addres®uogéle Kuenemann, my high-school
pen pal, whom | had never met in persbine conciege of the apartment house told
me thatAngeéle no longer lived there but remembered wetiéle’s pen-pal days and
excitedly invited us into her apartmentfesing us some wine reserved for special
occasions. Angele had moved to another town during the ,wartown which
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ironically was harder hit than Mulhouse. She was now maifieoligh disappointed,
our visit with Madame was delightful.

A deek Swiss dectrica train whisked us 150 miles south to Geneva,
Switzerland, on Lac Léman. We stayed at a small pension, Mon Repos, near the former
League of Nations buildings. We walked around the grounds but the buildings were not
open to the public at that time. The scenery from the lake front was beautiful that crisp

October day. In the business
district | shopped for two “genuine
Swiss wrist watches’ to take home
to Pat and Mother and in a
chocolate shop sampled the touted
Swiss pastries and candies. In the
evening we went to a café, where
we were invited by two young
ladies to their gpartment for coffee.

On the train again, we swung
back along Lac Léman to
Montreux. Our lodging there was
the Hotel d’Europe. Hiking in the
surrounding hills, Rochers de
Naye, which overlooked the cjty
seemed to behe thing to do in
CWR in Montreux, one venue of Switzerland vacation Montreux, so that is what we did.

Northward to historic Berne we traveled@here we saw the popular tourist
spots: OldTower, Parliament Building, Protestant Cathediawn Belfry - and of
course the bear pit.

Next on our tour was Lucerne, where we were promptly ferried across Lake
Vierwaldstattesee to Vitznau where we stayed for two pleasantly active days. Touring
the countryside by bicycle, we encountered a small store owned by someone named
“Rohrer” (For thefirst time, it occurred to me that my forbears might have originated in
Switzerland; in fact, later geneal ogical research indicatesthat thisindeed isapossibility.)
We ascended by cable car into the mountain named Rigi-Kulm. At the summit we took
pictures in the snow and had refreshments at an inn. We walked down the mountain,
taking in the gorgeous views of the lake and soaking up the ambiance - chalets, goat
herds - that was so (what else?) SwissThe next day: two pairs of very sore shins.

Too soon, we had to return to Mulhouse. From there, it was a long truck ride
to Frankfurt - with one pit stop at Kassel - thence to Berlin.
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ix - Countdown and aulViedersehen

On Mount Rigi Kulm, Switzerland

For months we knew that our days in Berlin - indeed inAtlmy - were
numbered. In fact, they were quite literally numbered: Each soldier accumulated
points based on length of service, time overseas and combat service. In Septemb
the so-called critical score was 80 - | had 49. | estimated that | would be dgesthar
by the following June, possibly soonén October OMGUS (Ofice of Military
Government, Germany - formerly U.S.G.C.C.jeoéd soldiers the opportunity to
take early dischge in Berlin, staying on the job as U.S. Government civilians for an
extra year In a job similar to mine, | could earn a civilian salary of $3700 g je
billet rent and minimal-cost meals. It would mean skipping the replacement camps
and separation centers in the States. It was a tempting arrangement - but | wanted
go home as soon as possible.

In Novembey friends - includinglom Cunningham - started leaving. Four
men from my dice departed, depleting my stdfadly. In DecemberChris and Bill
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Miller took early dischage and converted to civilian status. | envied their new
uniforms and their new house with central heating and a maid, but still | resisted.

Forget departures, fget the impending breakup of our 97 Riemeister group,
forget that an era was about to end, for Christmas and¥Y¢ewwere at hand, and
we were sentimental boys bent on a lovely celebration since arrival of the first early
package from the U.SNe cut down a three-foot exggeen from a neighboring yard,
planted it in a flower pot and decorated it with homemade ornaments. Clare and |
pooled our excess candy bars, soap, fruit juice, etc. as a gift to our laundress.

The ofice staf had a pre-Christmas party at the AW Shack,” with
dancing to the radio and refreshments. Some of us adjourned to Larsen arid Miller
house for a beautiful spread of canned boneless chicken, tuna, sardines, pickle:
fruitcake and real (not instant) ¢éeé. It was the best food | ever ate!

On Christmas Eve we put gifts received from home under the tree and
decorated the living room, then had a dinner of cheese, crackers and sardines rath
than wasting time going to the mess hallfter a movie, “Her Highness and the
Bellboy,” Miller handed out the gifts, which we opened in turn, one gift at a time. Pat
gave me shave lotion and “Th&orld, the Flesh and Father Smith,” which | had
already read; Mother gave me a copy of same. Best of all wasfeatrait. At
midnight, Beuford Mills and | went to a standing-room-only Mass at Herz Jesu. It
was a solemn high Mas8ymy chaplains serving as celebrants and the German
pastor master of ceremonies. Bishop Shield of Chicago gave the seifemnvards
we joined the gang for breakfast at Miller and Larsdrmguse.

Christmas Day | slept till noon, then Clare and | had a big turkey dinner at
the mess hall. 1 wished | could take some of that food to our laundress, Frau
Neumann, when | went for a scheduled 4:00 visit, but the candy, etc. Clare and |
had set aside would have to do. Clare wouldn’t go with me for some reason, leaving
me, with my almost nonexistent German, a little uneasy. The Neumanns sons
fiancée was there, fortunately, for she spoke a little English. Frau Neumann had
baked a “sort of” cake - absent certain important ingredients it was barely edible,
but the coffee - made from my donation of instant coffee - helped it along. The
family gave me a card to which were attached a group of post-hostilities Berlin
postage stamps and bearing the greeting, “Frohliche Weinachten - glichliches
Neuss Jahr 1946 - Families Karl Neumann.” They also gave me a miniature edition
of Dickens's “ Christmas Carol,” in German. | wrote home about my rather
touching Christmas afternoon: “ There was I, an American soldier, once the enemy
of that family and of their son, who has not yet returned, nor do they know when
he will return, for a long, long time ago they received their last letter from him.
And his fiancée was there entertaining me, and seemingly without reluctance.
Surely on thisday they couldn’t keep from thinking about him, but his name wasn't
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mentioned. Such things really make you wonder...”

The group saw 1946 come in with a little light drinking, snacks and a lot of
gab. Iturned in at 3:08.M. Had breakfast at Larsen-Millsrand a turkey dinner
at the mess hall. Mass in the evening was celebrated by the newly created Cardin
of Berlin, who spoke in English.

The Holidays over, my count-down began. | kept hearing con-
fusing shipping-out criteria, lifting my hopes one day and letting them down the
next. Eisenhower then announced that nothing would stand in the way
of redeployment. Sure enough, | was told officially that 1 would depart on
January 23. Stop letters, | cabled Pat.

| might have predicted the next absaah sequitur It was due; there hadn’
been a screw-up since my misdirected arrival at Le Havre the preceding FeRmary
January 19, Clare and | were ordered to move from 97 Riemeister Strasse to anoth:
billet “to make room for a group of men whose former billets are being readied for
occupancy by U.S. civilian personnelfter the strenuous move, Clare and | were
too tired to do anything on this, my last Saturday night in Berlin. Maybe it was just
as well.We joined Chris at his house for a quiet evening and there stayed the night.

“I'm very anxious to get home, but, you knotheres a slight feeling of
regret in leaving behind what might well be called part of my Tifeat's what the
Army does - brings people together from all ouben close friendships are made
only to be broken up by alrmy order Well, maybe we can get together one.day
We’'ll say we will, anyway

A number of my friends had a farewell party for me at Chris andsRit¥
the 22nd. It began with a delicious faifsupper and ended with a lot of people with
very thick tongues saying goodbye.

VIl. GOING HOME

i - Geislingen

Departing Berlin by train at 4:00M. on January 23, we traveled all night
long at a nervewrackingly slow pace and with many stdysen we awoke at dawn
we were at Helmstadt, a mere 150 miles from BeWe traveled another day and
night, freezing all the way and subsisting on K rations (no big complaint there,
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considering the circumstances), eventually pulling into the station at Geislingen.

Ours was the first contingent to be processed at the newly established
“repple-depple” (replacement depot) at GeislingéiWe were billeted in a well-
heated, renovated factory buildinghe food was pretty good:here were no details,
such as KPclean-up, etc. No recreation opportunities were provided yet, so we
passed the hours by playing cards and reading.

The town did not dér much by way of entertainment either did see a
movie at the civilian theater - the smallest | had ever been in. Even the screen wa
proportionately in miniature. Showing: “The Maltese Falcon,” fortunately in
English. My one Sunday in Geislingen | attended Mass in the local Catholic church
where a section was reserved for us visitgkB.eyes were on usTo my surprise,
the congregation sang, unlike in the U.S. where the widespread practice of
congregational singing at Mass would not be seen for two decades.

We were told that processing here would be streamlined: clothing check,
physical examination, a couple other things - that wag akkre were predictions that
we would be at our shipping center by February 3, at the separation center in the U.$
by the 16th, and home five days to a week latdot bad.

On our last daywe were treated with a wonderful snowfall. More than,ever
little Geislingen, nestled in the hills, reminded me of Cumberland - to which | was
getting a little closer each dajltogether it had been a pleasant week.

ii - CampTophat, Antwerp

Another long, miserable train trip took us to Camp Tophat near Antwerp,
Belgium, on February 4. Right away we were hit with the information that we
would be there probably longer than expected: Bad weather had delayed the
arrival of ships, resulting in a tremendous backlog of men. There were then
10,000 to 15,000 men at Tophat!

It was cold, windy rainy Our tents, though “winterized,” were not very
effective.

“We will try to have no standing in line,” it was announced, “but there are
always chow hounds who never let their mess kits get d@he chow line passed
through the serving building, then outside to one of three mess halls. Outside, the
wind invariably blew bread from trays and eventually one learned to anchor it down.
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As though in compensation for our rather harsh living conditions, no
formations (like reveille) were held; in one's assigned area there was no prescribed
uniform (outside the area, fatigues or fully-buttoned olive-drab uniform was prescribed.)

The camp commander and his dtafiad done a monumental job of
providing comfort services, entertainment and diversions for their populougechar
There were barbers, a tailarpost exchange, ice cream bars, beer taverns, gift shops,
a penny arcade, table tennis and other ganié®re was a waiting line for many
things, so rather than waste time too often, | simply took advantage of the Red Cros
library. Jens Lund, one of my tent mates, introduced me to gin rummy

Waiting to board the Westminister Victory in Antwerp (Belgium) harbor for the
return trip to the U.S., February 25, 1946.

My single vidt to Antwerp was not enough to develop much of an impression.
Rather than seek out the places of interet, | did the easy, unimaginative thing: went to
the Red Cross club and wrote aletter and listened to some nostalgic piano renditions.

Impatient to be home, | found the wait at Cahephat interminable.

iii - The Last Leg

The wait ended on February 25 when | boarded/festminsteictory in
Antwerp harbar Then we sailed and sailed - for the next nine days! It was not the
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smooth Queen Mary we were on, so it was no wonder | felt queasy the whole way
Onthis Atlantic voyage, | had no desire to watch the waves and let the wind refresh
me, but stayed below and played bridge or read.

| arrived in NewYork harbor on March 7 and was taken to the receiving
center at Camp KilmeNew Jersey John Doernethen stationed there, had seen my
name on an arriving-passenger roster and surprised me with a familiar “Hi, Bill,” and
| knew for sure | was home at last.

At Fort Meade, Maryland, | was disclgad from theArmy. It was March
12, 1946, just days short of the fourth anniversary of my enlistment.

| arrived in Cumberland atli37 PM. that night. Mother and Gegg met
me at the Greyhound bus terminal and took me to my new home, the Habig residenc
at 324 North Centre Street. It seemed strange.

APPENDIX TO CHAPTER 13

From Sergeant Knud Christian Larsen in Berlin to
Sergeant Charleswilliam Rohrer in Hochst

BERLIN, GERMANY
13 July 1945 - Friday

Dear Bill:

| shall attempt this day to bat aline or two off to the home office this lazy
sunshiny day...l think that the office shall be very nice when everything gets fixed
up... Gen. [Lucius D.] Clay [chief of U.S. Group Control Council Germany] is
going to occupy what was Big Bad Boy Goring's office. Itisarealy big joint. If
everything is placed as Herr Larsen thinks it ought to be (ahem) we should receive
anice spot. Col Edmunds has promised Mgor Oulashin that we will get the
allotted space. The entrance to the building is alarge staircase just like the one at
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SHAEF in Frankfurt, with beautiful white and black marble walls. It was rather
badly beaten up by the Russians however. Seems that they used the ground floor
for a stable for the horses. In one corner of an adjoining wing, | surmise that there
must have been a hideout of some kind, for thereisalot of cartridges laying on
the staircase and all of the corner has been riddled with gun fire. About 25 feet
from this place is a grave of a Russian soldier. Seems that the Russians bury their
dead on the spot where they fell in battle. The entire grave is covered with red
cloth and alarge red cross is placed as a marker. In other parts of the city awhite
picket fence is built around it. It isindeed a grim reminder of what transpired here
only afew months ago.

As we said in a previous report, Baks, Johnson, Murphy and | had quite an
experience oNVednesday last. Capt Klie (who has been requisitioned by Col
Edmunds for billeting purposes - as well as Kobre) got us into the job. Being up to
the standards of Group CC, we went armed with a piece of paper to oust the
Germans from their homes. Pinning it on the da@ knocked, pounded, or as you
wish, until someone answeredHEN pointing to the sign, we stood - the

conquerors that we were (amen, it says here in small pive)l, | got a 71 year

old man, with his maid. He was Reichsbank Directdad a beautiful home,
obviously the home of wealth. He couldahderstand that themericans would

do such a thing. So, reminding him that his armies had been doing the same thing
all over Europe for the past five years, he only replied that he could not help that,
since they were forced into thatVell, carrying forth the reasoning a bit furthiér

he was forced into it, so was |. But, since he had only two hours in which get his
things together and out on the street, he diaste much time in idle chatter

They were not allowed to take any sheets, pillow cases, silver ware, or any furniture
- only food, personal clothing, blankets, and the like. Of course, we were on the
constant lookout for such contraband as cameras, guns, etc. Incidém¢adid

goat HAD a nice camera!! | wish you could have seen Johnson. He got the fortune
(I shall not label it with an adjective) of ousting a Nazi lawylde had his troubles

and it must come from his own tongue to really appreciate it. Hope that it shall not
be too old when you do arrive that he may recapitulate the tale in full. Baks got a
little old lady who cried upon his shouldeBoy, were we some hard cookies that
afternoon. It would be foolish for me to say that my heart did not go out to them,
for it did. However| wish that you could have seen the stores of goods which they
had in their basement$Vines from Jugoslavia, Black ®/hite Scotch “Made in
Scotland” and all kinds of canned fruits, vegetables, jams and preserves. In other
words these people had known the ‘right pecghel had consequently been living
from the fat of the land - from all Europ@hey had more clothes, and good ones
too, equalling what would constitute a ration for six years in Engldhére was

no evidence whatsoever that they hadesatl a particle during the years when

others were eating their last crumb of bread. | do feel sorry for them in that they
had to leave their homes - but | do not pity them.
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Not far from here is the church which Pastor Neimdller preached in prior to his
being placed in a concentration camp by the Nazis. It has received some battle
scars and | have not had an opportunity of getting to make a closer inspection. Nor
have | been to the heart of the city - Percy Montague has promised us that he wouls
drive us about on Sunday - balriving Mr. Heath$ car these days. (Seems that
Percy does not think too much of our Russian allies - guess he was trying to get a
bit of loot from a Russian bfer. He thought that he was progressing in a most
satisfactory manner - the Russian suddenly changed his attitude and proceeded to
tell him in no uncertain terms that looting was prohibited and all that was taken
should be turned in to a centrafioé where it would be distributediVell, that just

didn’t go with our Russian speaking Peré&pparently he took to heel and fled -

and now he has nothing to say in their favble only wants to go home....). In any
event, we can go into the Russian territory without any trouble whatsoaeer

have only to get by the 2nd armored.dwhich is guarding the boundary set out.

A lot of trading is being done there - the Russians being willing to pay a handsome
price for a pack of cigarettes. @¥hay only accept 100 mark notes which have

been printed by the Russians.)...

It was truly amazing, the incident which took place at the airport before we left on
Tuesday lastAs you know we were scheduled to leave at two and we left

promptly atTWO. Can hardly understand it yet. Maj Oulashin, Peandl Lt

Olsen and we four were the only ones aboard. It was a beautiful trip and one that |
shall not soon fget. Looking down on the lazy winding rivers, the many groups

of trees bunched together like scared sheep, Hitertobahn streaking from city to
city, and the even fields in the many harvest colors, made it a most picturesque
journey

Thus far | have nothing to report about the billétée are still in the old school
house.We do have a promise of better things to come, but until | see them | shall
remain a pessimist.

AsS ever

Chris
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