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TRANSCRIPT

I joined the army on November 5, 1942, and the reason I joined the army was that I was 115 pounds and in those days, people saw you walking down and asked, “Why are not you in the army? My son is in the army, why aren’t you in the army?” And we went to shows and saw the news reels of Hitler and his army shooting people and bombing or whatever, so I thought I got to go too. 
So when I went to the army, they checked you out and weighed you. I weighed 115lb and they said, ‘I am sorry son, you are too light.” I said, “You just add 2 pounds to it and I’ll be heavy enough.”  So that was that. I was in the army. 

We had small tanks, called Stuart tanks. They were reconnaissance tanks. And you went out and you found the enemy and then you pulled back and let the big tanks go in. And they’d drive around the island every morning, and the Germans were on another island and we’d do a little waving and shooting at each other…
When you’re in a tank - I was a gunner/operator, so I was inside the tank – you haven’t got a clue where you’re at. Because you’re driving, and when you stop, if they turn the turret around you’d be really lost because you didn’t know where you were at to start with… 

… At the Battle of the Bulge, I was in part of that. And what we had to do was move from one place and make lots of noise, move to another place and make lots of noise… to make the Germans think there was more people there than they thought. And one night, we were by a railway track… the Germans were on that side and we were on this side. And one night, a fella and I, we went to look to see what was going on... We thought we’d go and see what we could find... And there was this big tank, and it was as dark as all get out… you couldn’t see much, all you saw was the back of a tank. And there was a big box there (on the back), just like we needed. So I said, “Look at this… This is just what we need.” And I got the wrench out, ready to take off the box, and the tank moved. It wasn’t ours! So that was it, and it was scary in a way…
…I had a friend… we were good buddies. He got killed and I couldn’t believe it. For awhile... We were in a big battle… all the tanks lined up… And we had big Flail tanks going ahead, beating the ground to knock out the mines that were around there. And Boots – we called him Boots – he was ahead of us in his tank. And I can remember them driving along, and they went over a German gun that was coming up, and it lifted the tank right up. And then it fell down again. But Boots got killed then… and all you could say then was, and you felt bad about it, but, “Glad it wasn’t me.”
You had to have good times. We used to go in on a Sunday night, into action, and you’d pull back on the Friday. And Saturday you filled your tank with gasoline and ammunition and all that. And I remember Sunday nights we’d go… what you did with a tank … you dug a whole, pulled over the hole, and that’s where you slept at nights. You built up the sand around the tank. And we used to get under there on Sundays… sing songs, church songs, all kinds of songs. And then it was time to go into action. 

Another place we slept one night was a prison camp, I think. And around the camp was a big moat. And that’s where the Jews were… and they shot them… and… into the moat. And the water used to go on in the morning and you couldn’t shave because the water went off. And the lights went off. And the rooms were like [carmped], just enough to walk up… and one room had stretcher beds. Where they were laid on and their feet were pulled and their hands were pulled… torture beds.
When you were in the army, you used to say, “I’m glad it wasn’t me.” Although your friends got [pause]… you just said… “I’m glad it wasn’t me.”       

