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Part II:  The War Years … 1942 - 1945 
 

“In December 1941, I received orders to report to Fort Riley, Kansas.  February 25, 1942, to be as-

signed to a horse cavalry training unit.  When I left for Fort Riley, Dora went to Norman, Oklahoma. 

 

“While I was at Fort Riley, one Sunday morning we were grooming our horses.  The corral was a mix-

ture of snow and manure.  I was having trouble cleaning the rear hoof of the horse.  A young 2nd Lieu-

tenant pulled up in a yellow Buick convertible and told me to move away.  “I‟ll show you how to do 

this.”  He was in a dress uniform.  He pushed his shoulder into the rump of the horse and jerked the 

foot up.  The horse sat down on him and he landed in the muck and mire.  He got up and left and I 

never saw him again. 

 

“During the training with the horse cavalry I was called to the Personnel Office three times and was 

asked if I wanted to transfer to mechanized reconnaissance.  I told them I thought I would stay with the 

horses.  The third time they told me “You are going to a mechanized unit!”  I did. 

 

“Orders were published assigning me to the 26th Infantry Reconnaissance Troop.  As a 2nd  Lieutenant 

in the Cavalry, the Army didn‟t pay expenses until you reached your destination.  I went to a bank in a 

nearby town and borrowed $200.  I asked about a note.  They told me “An officer‟s word is his bond.  

Just sign here.”  (Things have changed) 

 

“I called Dora to meet me in Kansas City.  I had reservations for a compartment on the train, enroute to 

Hyannis Port, Massachusetts.  When she didn‟t board the train as 

planned, I rushed up to the waiting room to locate her.  In the mean-

time the train pulled out with my luggage and hat.  We caught the 

next train and spent the night in a hotel at the stations in St. Louis.  

They had my equipment at the station.  We had to lay over in New 

York City for a few hours.  We sunburned our tonsils looking at tall 

buildings, went to the top of the Empire State Building.  Neither of us 

had ever seen anything to compare with it.  We went on to Hyannis 

Port, Massachusetts. 

 

“The 26th Infantry Division was a Massachusetts National Guard unit 

that had just been called to active duty.  Housing was critical.  We 

finally located a unit in a private home, one bedroom with bath.  They 

had converted a small closet with a Dutch door into a kitchen.  The 

shelf on the door was our cabinet.  It was furnished with beautiful 

antiques.  The owners were great.  Dora was a true blessing.  She ad-

justed readily to the changes, a wonderful, pleasant person. 

 

“I reported into Division HQ.  A Major from Georgia and I were in-

troduced to General Eckfeldt.  I was dressed in full dress uniform,  
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highly polished Dehner boots, Sam Brown belt, saber chain, etc.  The  General looked at us and said,  

“We haven‟t had much luck with Southern officers and we dress like the men  do.”  The Major never re-

ceived an assignment in the Division.  I was assigned to the 26th Reconnaissance Troop.  Being the jun-

ior officer I was designated „motor officer‟.  My vehicle was a Harley 90 motorcycle.  Fortunately, Ned 

Trish, the motorcycle sergeant, was a good one.  He had been a test rider for the Indian motorcycle com-

pany and soon have me riding cross country.  Each troop had their own food service staff and kitchen.  

The Mess Sergeant and cooks for our unit were the staff from one of the major hotels in Boston.  The 

meals were outstanding.  A lot of the brass ate with us frequently. 

 

“ My Motor  Sergeant was from Missouri.  He would tell unbelievable tales to the men from the heart of 

Boston who had never seen a cow or chicken.  They did-

n‟t know where the milk came from.  The men would 

come to me and ask if the stories were true.  Example:  

„The way ou get cream is to make the cow sleep on its 

back so it would rise to the top and milk it off in the 

morning.‟  „Yankees are so wasteful.  They kill cattle.  

To get steaks at home we just pull the skin down, cut off 

a steak, and let the steer continue to graze and grow some 

more.‟  Etc...Etc… 

 

“We had a big, good looking, efficient Italian mechanic.  

He would line up for shots.  The men knew his weakness 

and would talk about how shots would hurt and the reac-

tions to them.  By the time he would reach the nurse he 

would faint.  It happened each time we were given shots. 

 

“Dora took a job with a savings and loan company and 

did real well.  In May 1942 I was sent to Motor Transport 

school in Holibird, Maryland.  They tried to get Dora to stay 

but we took off for Holibird together.  We rented a bedroom 

on the third floor of a residence with kitchen Privileges and near the school, within walking distance.  

The owners were getting married and moving in.  Most of the house was unfurnished.  They had the 

wedding in the basement.  They were descendants from Balkan countries.  The party lasted for three 

days.  We were invited down each day. 

 

“While I was at school, the Division was deployed for Coast Patrol from the Canadian border to South 

Georgia.  The Reconnaissance Troop was stationed in the small village of Ellworth, Main.  One platoon 

was near the Canadian Border.  I joined the Troop in July 1942.  We found a room in a boarding house.  

We had a good, well disciplined unit.  The town adopted us.  They would block off a street and have a 

dinner for the troop, approximately 120 men, five officers.  The troop lived in tents near the edge of 

town. 

 

 

“Maine is a beautiful state.  I enjoyed cruising the roads on a motor cycle, checking patrols.  I tried to 

smoke a cigar on one of the rides.  It burned like a fuse.  I put the motorcycle down in a ditch, laid down 

in the grass, and didn‟t care if I lived or not. 

 

“When I returned from a patrol one day, Captain Marcoullier had the Troop in formation lecturing them 

about the accidental discharge of firearms that had been occurring.  I went into the arms tent, unloaded  

Dora & John, Maine, 1942 
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my .45 cal. Pistol, but snapped the trigger and ejected the clip in one motion.  The only problem was that I 

left a round in the chamber and blew a hole in the top of the tent.  The Captain dismissed the Troop, shook 

his head, went into the orderly room and said, „I give up‟.  Nothing more. 

 

“We located an apartment in a home that was an exceptionally nice place.  Four of the officers‟ wives 

were there and we had pleasant relationships.  Dora really enjoyed it.  Lt. Davis and his wife, Allie, were 

from Georgia.  He liked  hi „Old Granddad‟ and talked about how smooth it was.  We laughed because we 

knew Allie liked a nip during the day and would add an equal amount of water to the bottle to replace 

what she had taken out. 

 

“While on patrol I met a World War I veteran in Bar Harbor, Maine.  He lost an arm in the war.  His of-

fice was on a huge pier that included a fish canning factory, fish market, and a huge lobster pond.  We be-

came well acquainted.  He would call in a couple of fish wardens, pour a drink, and sing old songs.  He 

showed me the attic of the pier.  There were cases of Golden Wedding Rye as far ass you could see.  Her 

said he never intended to run out.  He dressed in a sweater and slacks.  They processed thousands of 

pounds of fish a day and took in approximately 5,000 lobsters.  He steamed lobster (1 pound average) for 

the entire Troop at 25 cents each.  He said that was all he paid for them. 

 

“The summer weather was wonderful but winter was severe.  We contracted for the use of the local hotel 

(wood frame building) to provide quarters for the Troop.  We had adequate kitchen and dining room 

space.  We also leased a small dining room space.  We also leased a small building for vehicle mainte-

nance.  The winter was so cold the batteries in the vehicles wouldn‟t work.  We kept one vehicle indoors 

and used it to tow others to start them for the patrols.  We had side curtains for the jeeps.  People set up 

areas (proches, etc) and had coffee stops available for the patrols.  We wore wool uniforms and heavy par-

kas.  We would take off the parkas when it warmed up to 0 degrees Fahrenheit.  It seemed like Spring.  

There was one drug store in town that stayed open until about 10:00 p.m.  The owner kept a car running 

continuously in case of emergency and would occasionally provide transportation for us from the hotel to 

our quarters. 

 

“We had an outstanding maintenance section.  We had an average of 55,000 miles on our jeeps.  We had 

excellent support from the ordinance unit in Bangor.  Army Headquarters sent a 

civilian official to investigate us.  He said jeeps were not designed to last that 

long. 

 

1943 
 

“In January and February of 1943, the Division was to assemble at Fort Jackson, 

South Carolina, and start training for eventual deployment overseas.  Our unit 

was to move equipment and personnel by rail. 

 

“Dora was expecting our first child.  She and Allie Davis left two weeks early by 

car (we didn‟t want a Yankee in the family).  Dora located an apartment in Jack-

sonville. 

 

“The Division had a command inspection the day after we arrived.  There was no way anyone could be 

ready.  The National Guard General was given a third star and assigned to Washington D.C.  General 

White assumed command and we started training 7 days a week.  I seldom was able to get home. 

 

Dora, Maine, 1942 
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“The motorcycle sergeant had a practically new Plymouth convertible on blocks in a garage at his home.  I 

bought it for $850. 

 

“The Division moved to Fort Campbell, Kentucky to prepare for extended maneuvers in Tennessee.  We 

located an apartment in Hopkinsville, Kentucky.  It had the longest bathtub I have ever seen.  I could 

stretch out in it.  We were on maneuvers during the week but I was able to get home for Saturday night and 

a hot bath and a party at the Officer‟s Club.  I had been promoted to 1st Lieutenant and was a platoon 

leader.  During the maneuvers we traded our World War I „C‟ rations to the natives in the Tennessee 

mountains for fresh eggs, meat, etc.  We had a small one burner stove in each vehicle.  The General said 

„Every time I see you stop advancing, you start cooking.‟ 

 

“As time went on I learned more and more how fortunate I was to have Dora for my wife.  She was a 

blessing.  She took all the changes and made the best of things.  She enjoyed life, never complained, and 

made friends every place we went.  We actually enjoyed life.  After the maneuvers were over, some units 

were assigned to Fort Stewart, Georgia.  We located a house in a rural area near the Post.  I was able to ride 

a motorcycle to and from home. 

 

“In May  1943, I was sent to the Cavalry Mechanized Reconnaissance School at Fort Riley, Kansas.  We 

located an apartment in Manhattan, Kansas.  I commuted daily to classes.  The course was mostly basic 

Reconnaissance training.  We had to dig foxholes and they would run over them with a light tank.  After 

each run the dirt would fly as we dug deeper.  There was a full colonel Nick named „Bangolor Benny‟ who 

demonstrated how to assemble Bangolor torpedoes and shove them under barbed wire entanglements and 

detonate them.  The only trouble  was he was a little absent minded and forgot to push them under the 

barbed wire.  We were in a prone position nearby.  The explosion lifted us off the ground.  On another oc-

casion they were demonstrating a new amphibious jeep.  He told the driver to get out, he would show us  

how.  He drove the jeep into the pond.  The drain plugs had not been inserted and the jeep sank.  He waded 

out and left without saying a word. 

 

“There was another elderly Bird Colonel who gave a lecture on the „Ten Commandments of Leadership‟.  

He had a training aid with ten doors on it.  Each door was about 3 feet square, hinged at the top and latched 

back in a horizontal position out of view.  It resembled a big rabbit hutch.  Each time he would emphasize 

a commandment, a 2nd Lieutenant obscured behind the hutch would release a door and it would slam 

down with a bang.  There was a painting on the door to illustrate the point.  (More about this later).  In De-

cember 1943 I returned to duty with the 26th Infantry Reconnaissance Troop as a platoon leader.  We 

trained 7 days a week. 

 

“Dora was active in the wives‟ clubs; she became an excellent bridge player.  Saturday night was party 

night.  Dora was an excellent dancer.  I had two left feet but we enjoyed life.  She was a very special per-

son, a good manager, outstanding mother, and a wonderful wife. 

 

 

1944 
 

“In July of 1944, we were transferred to a newly organized 16th Armored Division located at Camp Chaf-

fee, Arkansas.  On the way we stopped in Loogootee, Indiana, to visit my grandparents.  They were so ex-

cited about our daughter, it was difficult to get away. 

 

“We located an apartment in Fort Smith.  I reported in to Troop A of the 23rd Mech Recon Squadron.  The  
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entire Division was in the field on a training exercise.  The troop clerk was in the Troop HQ, a short, 

stocky, pleasant individual.  He radioed the C.O> and explained the troop was in the field; all vehicles 

were stuck and for me to take it easy for a few days.  The clerk asked me to endorse a check for approxi-

mately $7,000.  I told him I didn‟t deal in those figures.  I later found out he was the president of the com-

pany that first developed dehydrated foods.  He volunteered for the service with intent of teaching the 

Army how to best prepare the food.  He could type a troop roster (approximately 120 men) from memory 

and eventually became the squadron personnel sergeant. 

 

“I couldn‟t imagine a Division being stuck until I experienced driving cross country when the soil was 

damp.  The soil would roll in front of the wheels and when you stopped, the vehicle would be on the axles.  

The other extreme was in dry weather en route  to training areas when the dust was so dense you couldn‟t 

see the vehicle in front of you.  In fact, one time the jeep I was riding in hit a pothole and the machine gun-

ner in the rear of the jeep bounced out of the vehicle.  We didn‟t know he was missing until we reached the 

assembly area.  He walked into the area later. 

 

“On August 20, 1944, I was transferred to Troop B as Troop 

Commander.  With the help of the officers and men we became 

an outstanding unit.  We treated the men like men and they re-

sponded like men. 

 

“One of the best things that happened was the assignment of 1st 

Sgt. Stroud.  He was an older man from Arkansas with regular 

Army experience but not a lot of formal education.  He had 

been through the Desert and Italian Campaigns.  He didn‟t have 

to go to Europe with us but said, „Why not?‟.  The men re-

spected him.  I didn‟t have to worry about administration or lo-

gistical problems.  We found out you could be strict as you 

wanted to be as long as you were fair and consistent. 

 

“In spite of the long hours and 7 days a week, we enjoyed life.  

We believed in what we were doing! 

 

“Every Saturday night the officers and their wives met at the 

Officers Club.  We enjoyed it, though Sunday morning after a 

cold shower came awfully early.  One Sunday we were having 

vehicle maintenance in the motor pool   I noticed one of the 

men under a 2 1/2 ton truck wasn‟t moving.  Hi arms were both 

up under the truck.  He was sound asleep but had made hooks 

out of coat hangers and attached them to the frame of the truck to hold his arms up.  They partied, too!  I 

was fortunate to have good officers.  Lt. Dalton, former FBI agent, was my Executive Officer.  I had two 

young 2n Lieutenants just out of school.  They didn‟t know a thing but learned fast.  The old 1st Sergeant 

took them under his wing.  They became excellent leaders.  The 1st Sergeant put them on KP roster the 

first day.  They reported to the kitchen at 5:30 a.m.  It was amazing how fast they developed.  Lt. Driscoll 

was a graduate of Texas A&M.  Texas A&M turned out a lot of good officers.  Lt. Tyndale developed into 

an excellent officer.  We had some good sergeants.  They are the backbone of any organization. 

 

“We joked about the most dangerous thing in the world was a Second Lieutenant with a Jeep and a road 

map. 
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“In September 1944, the Division received orders for assignment to the European Theater of Operations.  

Dora moved to Norman, Oklahoma, to be near her parents.  We were expecting our second child.  Dora 

was so competent and such a strong person that I knew I didn‟t have to worry.  I could keep a clear mind 

and concentrate on the job ahead. 

 

“The Unit left Camp Chaffee, Arkansas by rail.  We went through the deep South to the East Coast and 

North to Camp Shanks, New York.  I know we must have had a low priority.  We stopped on every siding 

en route.  The old coal burning engines generated a lot of cinders and smoke that filtered into the cars.  The 

units had to have their full compliments of personnel.  A Captain White was assigned as Troop B Com-

mander.  When we reached France he was transferred to the SQ Headquarters as S-4 and I assumed com-

mand.  We left Camp Shanks by convoy.  The ship we were on had been an Italian luxury liner.  It was 

First Class.  I don‟t know how many ships were in the convoy.  We were escorted by Navy destroyers.  We 

could hear the thump-thump of depth bombs exploding so we knew submarines were in the area.  The 

ocean was extremely rough.  I don‟t know how the men on the destroyers could stand it.  Their ships would 

disappear in the waves.  We landed at Le Harve, France.  The port had been heavily bombed.  Bulldozers 

had cleared paths through the rubble.  As we disembarked I saw the Red Cross for one of the two times 

during my Tour of Duty.  They gave us a cup of coffee which we appreciated.  Later they were selling the 

knit caps to wear under the helmets that had been made and donated by people in the United States.  We 

moved inland a short distance by rail to a staging area where we picked up our equipment.  One of the first 

things done was to weld a 1/4” steel plate on the bottom of the armored cars.  The next was to install ring 

mounts and .50 caliber machine guns on the turrets of the cars.  We had 30 armored cars.  I took a convoy 

of tank retriever vehicles to an ammunition dump near Verdun to draw our basic load of ammunition for 

the Squadron.  The complained about 3rd Army units drawing so much ammo.  The other armies were us-

ing 2.5 ton trucks.   

 

1945 
 

“While there I visited one of the cemeteries from World War I.  One memorial I will never forget was a 

trench in which Allied Forces had been buried by artillery fire.  Some rifle barrels and bayonets were still 

partially exposed above ground.  A concrete roof had since been constructed to preserved the site.  We vis-

ited the Magineau Line the French had constructed to defend against the Germans.  The only trouble was 

they could only shoot in one direction.  The Germans went around their flanks. 

 

“On the way back we were going through a village with narrow streets and met an oncoming column of 

tanks that were to be replacements for those lost by a battalion.  We met at an intersection.  The tanks had 

to make a right turn which was impossible to make in the space available.  I couldn‟t back up to make 

clearance.  The major in charge of the tanks said “No problem, just stand fast.”  The first tank broke the 

corner of a building.  The next tank some more, and by the time the last tank cleared they were rounding 

the corner at full speed.  They were in a hurry to get back to the front lines in Germany. 

 

“We moved forward through Paris and on to Germany.  We crossed into Germany at Sarrbrucken.  We 

gained immediate respect for the Germans.  The bombers were flying overhead 24 hours a day from Eng-

land to targets in Germany.  We went through Sarrbrucken just before dawn.  The people were cleaning up 

and rebuilding while the town was till burning. 

 

“The Division assembled near Nurnberg for about 10 days.  The Troop commanders received a coded mes-

sage in the evening to report to Squadron Headquarters which was in a black-out tent.  At first we thought, 

“This is it.  We are to be committed to actions,” only to have the Squadron Commander say, We located  
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of some of the best wine you ever tasted.”  We confirmed his opinion and returned to our units.  The water 

wasn‟t safe to drink.  The Squadron S-4 delivered several 5-gallan water cans of wine to the units each 

day.  The kitchen truck kept a good supply on hand.  Believe it or not, there was not a problem about over 

use of it. 

 

“We received orders to move on to Munich.  It was freezing weather.  The war was brought home to us 

when we sighted numerous dead German soldiers in the fields along the road.  The first night we pulled 

off the road, I threw my bedroll on the ground near the Headquarters armored car.  The next morning the 

1st Sergeant was waking us up.  There was a sheet of ice covering the ground and bedrolls.  Later we se-

cured a bridge over a river before it could be demolished.  The Squadron had its first casualty.  Capt. Pen-

dar, CO of Troop A, was shot in the elbow and eventually was evacuated back to the States. 

 

“We moved on toward Munich.  We had about 50 prisoners which was a problem.  It restricted our mobil-

ity.  We stopped in a small village for the night, put out our guard (we tried not to move armor at night 

unless necessary), found a feather bed in the Village Inn and went to sleep.  About two hours later an un-

known General and his escort wanted to know why we had stopped.  I told him that the next village was 

heavily defended.  We planned on waiting until daylight to advance.  He said that they were moving on.  

A short time later he came back through a lot faster than before.  He never stopped and we never heard of 

him again. 

 

“Just before dawn an infantry unit came through.  They had a long line of prisoners.  We fed our prisoners 

into the line to get rid of them.  A Major cam back swearing there were more prisoners than he had before.  

Of course, we didn‟t know anything about it. 

 

“I had a lot of fire power in the Reconnaissance Troop and had a platoon of light tanks attached along 

with a platoon of self-propelled 75mm artillery.  We had entered what they called the „rat race‟ stage of 

the war.  Just at dawn we saw a long line of tanks on the horizon.  They had long cannon on them with 

muzzle brakes.  To our knowledge the U.S. didn‟t have anything that resembled them.  They turned to-

ward us.  I wasn‟t sure we could handle it but we set up.  Fortunately as they approached we saw the with 

star on the front.  It was a new tank.  The Lieutenant said, „I‟m lost.  Which way is Munich?‟  We told 

him and he took off. 

 

“The next day our point armored car started around a road block and ran over a land mine.  I was in a Jeep 

just back of it and watched the front wheel go up until it was just a speck in the sky.  Fortunately the iron 

plate they had added protected the crew.  All were 

in a state of shock.  The radio operation had blown 

out of the vehicle but was not physically injured. 

 

“As we approached Munich, the Division was or-

dered back to Nurnberg.  The city had been heav-

ily bombed.  It was aid, “If you placed one brick 

on another and stood on them, you could see the 

entire city.” 

 

“However, the IG Farben works and surrounding 

apartments had been spared as future Headquarters 

for General Eisenhower.  My Troop was assigned 

a section of apartments.  We had sheets to sleep on Czechosolvakia:  The house in the right rear was our command 

post in Kosoluxy. 
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for the first time in months.  About 3 a.m. the first morning we were alerted and told Troop B was assigned 

to combat Command A and would be the point unit for a drive on Pilzen, Czechoslovakia. 

 

“The Lord was with us.  It was still dark and it was raining so hard you couldn‟t see the side of the road.  

We moved through a line of pill box gun emplacements.  We didn‟t know they were there and they could-

n‟t see us. 

 

“This was near the end of the war and the Germans were demoralized and it didn‟t take much to make 

them surrender. 

 

“We used all of our fire power as we advanced.  It wasn‟t long until we had so many prisoners, we just had 

to wave them on back toward the units following us.  We left a trail of burning vehicles, buildings, and 

some dead enroute. 

 

“By the time we reached Pilzen on May 5th 

the German military detachment there had 

thrown their weapons out into the street and 

surrendered without resistance.  We circled 

the square with our vehicles and were 

swarmed by people carrying fresh baked 

bread, wine, etc.  The largest hotel was lo-

cated on the square.  We made ourselves at 

home, posted a guard and had plans for some 

rest. 

 

“The Company Commander Adjutant (CCA) 

arrived and the Commander, Col. Abrams, 

wanted the hotel for a Headquarters so we 

moved to another hotel.  A few days later we moved back to Kut-

tenplan, Czechoslovakia.   

 

Lt. Dalton took one of the platoons and escorted personnel to Pra-

gue to accept surrender of commands. 

 

“Pictures of President Roosevelt were on display everywhere in 

Pilzen.  When the president died, down came the pictures and up 

went pictures of Stalin. 

 

“There was a period in which we relaxed.  We guarded a ware-

house of cigars and chocolate and had a brewery in our area.  We 

started playing volleyball and soon had a softball league within the 

Squadron.  Our troops moved into a wooded area and set up pup 

tents.  We sent the dark beer to division Headquarters and kept the 

lite beer for ourselves. 

 

 

Entering Pilzen, Czechoslovakia 

Pilzen, Czechoslovakia:  1st Lt. John C. 

Patterson, Gene Tyndall, Geralrd Dalton 
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“Soon after we moved into a chateau and ad-

joining buildings, we were playing the SQ 

Headquarters softball team.  I was pitching for 

my troop.  The SQ CO called time out and 

came to the mound and pinned Captain‟s bars 

onto my collar.  I walked the next four men. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Editors Note:  During the occupation of Pilzen, Lt. Patterson was 

heard to say that he “wished we had an American Flag to fly over 

the camp”.  A couple of his troops found a seamstress in the city 

who, in a very short period of time, hand-stitched a flag that was 

presented to the Lieutenant to raise.  His family has that flag to this 

day (2011) and it was placed over John‟s  coffin at his funeral. 

 

“Shortly after that, on the 19th of May, they had a formation and 

awarded me a Bronze Star for the drive we had made.  I accepted it 

as a reward for the men of my Troop.  They were the ones who 

deserved it.   

 

“A few nights later, May 24th, they woke me up and handed me a 

telegram that my son 

had been born and 

was named after me. 

 

“Col. Abrams was 

promoted to Briga-

dier General and was 

transferred to the 

Pacific Theater.  He 

wanted me to go 

with him.  It would 

have meant another 

promotion but I told 

him I had a son at 

home I hadn‟t seen.  

At that time I hadn‟t 

thought of the Army 

as a career.   

 

A postcard showing the Grand Smitka Hotel in Pilzen, Czechoslova-

kia…..the hotel they put us in after we liberated the city. 

An article posted in the Okmulgee, Oklahoma 

newspaper soon after. 
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“It wasn‟t long before redeployment 

started.  We moved into a resort at 

Marinbad, Czechoslovakia   , beautiful 

places, china and crystal and all the ex-

tras.  It didn‟t last long.  They set a point 

system for redeployment and started 

breaking up the units.  The first to go was 

1st Sgt. Stroud.  He was the best 1st Ser-

geant I ever knew.  He more than de-

served it.  It hurt.  Tears were in a lot of 

eyes as they broke up my Troop and as 

they drove off.  I was reassigned to sev-

eral units in a variety of jobs as part of 

the redeployment plan. 

 

“As S-3 of the 186th Field Artillery, I 

was supposed to develop a plan to move 

the Battalion by rail to the port.  All I did 

was establish the order in which they would board the train.  Not a person missed the train. 

 

“Later, I was assigned as C.O. of an Engineer Co. and sent to a staging area to await shipment back to the 

States.  The different areas were designated as „cigarette camps‟.  I think I was in the „Chesterfield‟ camp. 

 

“The transient officers were not allowed in the Camp Officers‟ Club.  

The commander was the Colonel (from Ft. Riley in 1943, now Gen-

eral) that had given the lecture on „Leadership‟  at the school in Ft. 

Riley, Kansas.  I told the doorman that I knew the C.G. and wanted 

to pay my respects.  I told the General how his lecture had helped me 

and how impressed I had been by his training aid.  Two of my 

friends and I had access to the Club until we left for the States. 

 

“The day before we were to board the ship I was given the cash for 

the company pay roll;  approxi8mately $40,000.  We couldn‟t pay 

until we were 3 miles out to sea.  I had the money in a back pack and 

used it for a pillow.  The next day we boarded a „Liberty Ship‟.  It 

stormed all the way on the return trip to Boston. 

 

“The canvas bunks for the men were stacked several high.  The 

ocean was so rough men tied themselves onto the bunks.  Most were 

seasick.  We still had to pay on time.  I didn‟t get seasick, but I was 

in doubt all of the time.  I had to go bunk to bunk  to pay the men 

and was glad to get rid of the money. 

 

“The ship was loaded with soldiers to get mother‟s boys home as fast 

as possible and had very little ballast.  The waves were so high the bow of the ship would come completely 

out of the water and when it would start down the wave the propeller would be completely out of the water.  

The propeller would cause a vibration felt throughout the ship.  By the time we got to Boston the decks and 

super structure were coated with ice. 

The American Flag hand-stitched by a Pilzen seamstress and  flown over the 

U.S. camp.  The stars remain unhemmed with frayed edges around the hand 

stitching.  This flag remains in the family care in addition to Captain  Patter-

son‟s Bronze Star and other medals from WWII. 
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“On the 28th of November, 1945, we left by rail for the Camp Chaffee, Arkansas, reception station.  I 

thought I would get out of the service and consider coaching.  Enroute representatives of the Camp Chaf-

fee personnel department boarded to process us.  They told us it would take several days to process at 

Camp Chaffee.  However, if we planned on staying in the Service, we could sign up and leave immedi-

ately on arrival without process and have 45 days R&R.  I said, “Where do I sign?” 

 

“Upon reaching Camp Chaffee I took a bus for Okmulgee.  Dora had rented a house on 6th Street.  The 

only problem was she drove to Fort Smith (Camp Chaffee) to meet me.  After a few phone calls we met 

in Okmulgee.  This was the first time I had seen my son.  He was a fine healthy baby.  I couldn‟t believe 

how my daughter had grown.  We enjoyed our 45 days.  We visited our families.  Dora decorated for 

Christmas.  My admiration of Dora increased.  The way she handled the affairs and problems of the fam-

ily while I was gone was special….and she was special. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Watch for Part III  ……   Post War & Korea … 1946  -  1952 


