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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
th

It was great to see so many of our members and their lovely spouses at the 15 Infantry Regimental Dinner, 7 Sep 06,
during the recent Society of the Third Infantry Division Reunion in Nashville, TN. We were especially delighted to host the
current Commander of the First Battalion LTC Jack Marr and his Command Sergeant Major, CSM James Pearson. Also
joining us from the Battalion were the NonCommissioned Officer and Soldier of the Year. The Third Infantry Division
Color Guard performed superbly posting and retiring the colors.
Third Battalion Cases Colors. While most of us were on the ground or headed to Nashville for the Society Reunion, on
6 Sep 06 a ceremony was held at Fort Stewart, GA to transition the Third Battalion to the First Battalion, Thirtieth Infantry.
This was part of an Armywide restructuring and intended to retain representation of those battalions, like 130 Infantry)
who fought in combat with the Third Infantry Division. The colors of Third Battalion, with two recent combat tours of duty
in Iraq and combat duty in Saudi Arabia and Iraq during Desert Shield and Desert Storm, were cased for an indefinite
period of time. LTC Ken Adgie, Commander of the Third Battalion had only taken command of the unit earlier in the
summer. During his remarks, he heralded the heroic exploits of Third Battalion and their exemplary service during period
of peace and war. Our own Pat Schado, who resides in nearby Richmond Hill, GA was kind enough to attend the
ceremony and represent the Can Do soldiers of the Regiment, past, present and future. Pat is also working closely with
LTC Adgie and LTC Marr to facilitate the transfer of Association Memorabilia from the Third Battalion to the First Battalion.
Executive Board Meeting. While in Nashville, the members of the Association’s Executive board met to review our
current financial status, discuss old business and discuss any new business. The highlights our discussions included
establishing a goal of achieving a membership of over 1,000 members by this time next year (currently just over 700 on
our rolls), and agreeing to hold a Regimental Rendezvous in late April/early May 2007 at Fort Benning, GA. Start
planning now to be with us in the Spring Rendezvous. We will provide details in the next Dragon. Additionally, once
available, we will post on our website, www.15thinfantry.org. The Executive Board also agreed to a proposal to establish
a Scholarship Fund. Several concepts to implement the Scholarship Program are under review; details to follow in the
near future.
Thanks once again to each and every one of you, for your service and your commitment to the Regiment and our
Association. We need each and every one of you to move out and support our membership drive. Please keep the active
members of the First Battalion and their families in your prayers as they continue to serve this great Nation of ours. Can
Do! Tad Davis

“…And so, my fellow Americans, ask not what your country can do for you;
ask what you can do for your country….”
President John F. Kennedy Inaugural Address, January 20, 1961
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The following Members Were Called to Formation on Fiddler’s Green:
SPC Raymond A. Salerno III
April 18, 1979 – July 16, 2006
Memorial Ceremony held on July 27, 2006
Kelley Hill Chapel

SPC Raymond A. Salerno III was born on 18 April 1979, in Pittsburg, PA and was the proud son of Ray and Robin
Salerno. Some of his hobbies included playing basketball, football, and baseball. SPC Salerno enlisted in the United
States Army on 4 May 2004. He attended and completed Basic Training at Fort Benning, Georgia as an Infantryman.
Upon completion of Basic Training he was assigned to Alpha Company, 115 Infantry Regiment on August 28, 2004. On
January 15, 2005, SPC Salerno deployed to Iraq to participate in Operation Iraqi Freedom III as part the 3rd Brigade
Combat Team. During the deployment he served as a M240 Gunner and a Team Leader. On October 17, 2005, SPC
Salerno suffered third degree burns from an IED blast while conducting a combat mission in Iraq. He survived this attack
and was immediately redeployed stateside for extensive treatment. After returning home SPC Salerno continued to serve
his country proudly despite the injuries received during combat. His military awards include the Purple Heart, Army
Commendation Medal, Global War on Terrorism Service Medal, National Defense Ribbon, Army Service Ribbon and
Combat Infantryman Badge. SPC Salerno is survived by his parents, Raymond and Robin Salerno, 23559 Bellaire Loop
Land O Lakes, FL 346309 (Reported by 1LT Patrick Holliway, HQ, 115)
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Henry F. Mount Jr.
Roswell, GA
CPL, HQ, 115, WW II
DOD August 12, 2006
Henry F. Mount Jr. was hardly called by his real name. Even the patch on his electrician's shirt said "Rooster." Small and
scrappy, Mr. Mount used his natural feistiness to his advantage in World War II. His service with the 115 included the
campaigns through North Africa, Anzio, France, and Germany," Corporal Mount was awarded the Silver Star, Bronze
Star, Purple Heart, and Combat Infantryman Badge. His life long friend and fellow WW II comrade, Arnold "Frog"
Throckmorton of Augusta, GA, said “We were together at Anzio and all through France and Germany. I won't say he
wasn't scared, because we were all scared. But he stood up. He was a man." (Reported by his son, Jim Mount, of
Cleveland, GA)
Edward W. Perry
Sussex, NJ 07461
Co I, 315, WWII
DOD February 2006
(Reported by his daughter, Cheryl)

Harlan R. Mowrey
Freeport, IL
CO E, 2`5, WW II, 19431945
DOD May 10, 2006

Herbert Sarver
Gibsonia, PA
PFC, Regt HQ, 19431946 WWII
1993 Charter Association Member
DOD April 10, 2006
(Reported by his wife, Helen Sarver)

Lawrence R. Eivers
627 150th Place
Whitestone, NY 11357
Med Co, Korean War
DOD December 29, 2005
(Reported by his Wife, Barbara)

James D. Quay
634 Via Bolivia
Vista, CA 92083
Co I, 215, WWII
Association Charter Life Member
(Reported to Chuck Trout
by Karen James)

Robert L. Brown
Grovetown, GA
Former CO, Co. A, 115
Participated in OPERATION
INTRINSIC ACTION 981
Current Active Duty at Ft. Gordon
DOD September 16, 2006
(Reported by MAJ Blair Sawyer)

(EDITOR’S NOTE: The remarkable and eloquent photo used for the issue’s TAPS column was supplied by our own
Association President, Tad Davis. In the foreground, COL Robert (Bob) Pricone, former 115 Inf CO and now the
Commanding Officer of the Third US Infantry, "The Old Guard", renders his personal honors during the funeral at
Arlington National Cemetery for CPT Joel Cahill, CO, B/115 Inf. CPT Cahill was KIA on 05NOV2005 during OIF III.)
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Raymond J. Flaherty
Merritt Island, FL
SGT, L Co, 315, Korea
DOD September 11, 2006
Ray Flaherty retired as an Army Master Sergeant in 1967 but, he didn’t retire in the true sense of the word. Instead, he
began a new career as an avid writer, veteran’s association organizer, and Pulitzer Prize nominated author for his novel,
He Didn’t Say Goodbye. Master Sergeant Raymond F. Flaherty, soldier, patriot, and author was called to formation on
Fiddler’s Green on September 11, 2006. Born in Boston on August 6, 1927, he was the eldest of nine children and
attended public schools there until World War II interrupted his education. He served aboard ship with the Merchant
Marine until he entered the U. S. Army in 1945. During the Korean War, he was a member of the 9th Airborne Ranger
Company and saw ground combat with Company L, 315 Infantry Regiment. There he was awarded the Silver Star,
Bronze Star, Purple Heart, and his first award of the Combat Infantryman Badge. In 1962, Flaherty went to Laos on
Operation White Star as a team sergeant of an ‘A’ Detachment of the 7th Special Forces Group. He rotated to South
Vietnam as a team sergeant of an ‘A’ Detachment of the 1st Special Forces Group in 1963, where he was awarded his
second Combat Infantryman Badge. Ray returned to South Vietnam in 1965 to serve as intelligence sergeant of the 4th
Battalion, 173rd Airborne Brigade; then, as operations sergeant of a ‘B’ Detachment of the 5th Special Forces Group.
According to Col. Richard O. Sutton, M.D., author of the book Operation White Star, the character known as “Flag” is
based on Master Sergeant Raymond F. Flaherty. Back in July during one of my phone conversations with him, I asked
Ray if he’d care to send me his memoirs of Korea for the Dragon’s Operation Recollection column. He respectfully
declined saying that he’d probably overstate his case! Obviously, Ray’s humility was peppered with a nice touch of wry
humor. However, his long time friend and Korean War buddy, Dan Wolfe, obliged me with the following: “Some very
brave and crazy Paratroopers came to Co. L when we were in reserve. Among them were Sgt. Ray Flaherty and
our new company commander, Lt. W. A. Sidney. They were integrated with some veterans and a bunch of green
draftees. By the time we returned to the MLR we were a combat machine. On the night of Aug. 8, 1952 we were
ambushed before we reached our objective, Hill 117. All the KIAs were returned except Hector Camacho. On the
following day the F.O. for artillery told Lt. Sidney he spotted Camacho's body lying at the point of the ambush. Lt.
Sidney asked Ray Flaherty to pick two other men to help retrieve Camacho's body. Ray exchanged his M1 at an
outpost for a BAR. Before the men arrived at Camacho's body they were engaged in a firefight. They retrieved
Camacho and waded down the Imjin River. The men returned to their bunkers and Graves Registration took care
of Camacho. On a raid through a valley to Hill 121, there was no use for a runner. Therefore I was selected to fire
a flare to indicate to the artillery and supporting tank to cease fire so that we could go into the attack. I knew
nothing about firing a flare. I didn't know how to attach the launcher to an M1. A carbine was my weapon. Ray
showed me how to attach it and fire it. When we went into the attack, I saw Ray leading his men towards the
Chinese who were firing burp guns and throwing concussion grenades. I saw a gigantic blast then left to join the
attack. When we were given the order to withdraw, I saw Sgt. Flaherty being carried down the hill by our Korean
Chiggie Bears (stretcher bearers). Ray was lying on the stretcher. His jaw was macerated. It resembled a bloody
mass lying on his chest. About 40 years after I was discharged I heard from Ray. He spent three years looking for
the men from Company L. I wrote a Newsletter and as a result we had our first reunion (organized by Ray and
then Col. Sidney) at Camp Stewart. Unfortunately, Ray could not attend because he had bypass surgery. We had
many more reunions thanks to Ray Flaherty.” A funeral Mass was held on 9/15 at Divine Mercy church on Merritt
Island, FL. Afterwards, a graveside ceremony with full military honors was held at the Florida National Cemetery, 6502
SW 102nd Av, Bushnell, FL 33513 with the honor guard from Fort Stewart presiding and, in fitting tradition, a lone
bagpiper rendering Amazing Grace. If our Association members wish to purchase a copy of Ray’s book, simply log onto
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the publisher’s website www.terrasanctapress.com. (Reported by his son, Brian, and Ray’s publisher, Pat McDonough, of
Terra Sancta Press, Melbourne, and FL).
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

THE CHAPLAIN’S CORNER

BY
Chaplain Chuck Trout
It was great seeing so many good friends at the reunion in Nashville. Each year seems to travel a little bit faster. Next
month we will be celebrating Thanksgiving, and since the next Dragon is scheduled for January, I decided to take this
opportunity to talk about "Turkey Day". That is what we called it when I was young boy. It was mainly a day to eat and be
with friends. Now, many, many, years later, I realize how much more I have to be thankful for; not just on Thanksgiving
day, by ever day. I am blessed to live in this, the best nation in the world. I am also convinced that God has chosen
America to receive so many of His blessings. Yes, I've had some rough times in my life, as all of you have; health
problems, family problems, and the loss of loved ones. Then I think about the birds, how they come out singing, even
after the worst storms. If I ever feel sorry for myself, all I have to do is turn on the news and hear about all those who are
suffering and starving throughout the world. I am also very grateful for our military and how they serve so unselfishly as
they go about their business. I can assure you that I do not take my freedoms for granted, but fully realize that a very high
price was, and is being paid for that privilege. Let's not wait each year until Thanksgiving to say a special prayer. How
about saying one now: Dear Heavenly Father; thank you for the way that you have blessed this great nation. Thank you
for the foresight of our founding fathers, for the men and women who served and are serving in our military, and for their
loved ones who are waiting for their safe return. Give us strength and hope when we cannot understand why you elect to
take a loved one from us or why troubles come our way. Constantly remind us that You are in charge, that You are the
Creator and we are the creator; that You are the potter and we are the clay. We ask that you would open the eyes and the
consciences of the news media; that they be motivated to spread the truth rather than deviating from the truth for
economical reasons. We pray for those who demonstrate against our government because it seems that their hatred for
our president is greater than their love for our country. May they realize what every soldier knows; "War is ugly, but not
the ugliest of things. Uglier yet, is the person who feels they have nothing to fight for and leaves the fighting to others"!
Thank you, Lord. Amen!
May you all have the best Thanksgiving, ever,
Your Chaplain, Chuck Trout
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Call for Nominations for Election Of Officers
In accordance with the Constitution and By Laws Association Officers are elected every two years. The next election will
be held during the Annual Business Meeting in 2007 at the Can Do Rendezvous. Nominations are sought for a full slate of
officers as follows:
·
·
·
·
·

President
Vice President
Secretary
Treasurer
Four (4) Trustees

The term of office for elected officers is two years. The President is limited to one term. The Vice President and Trustees
are limited to two terms. There is no term limit for the Secretary or Treasurer. A term begins with installation at the
Regimental Dinner during the Society of the Third Infantry Division Reunion. As an exception the Treasurer’s term of
office shall begin on January 1.
Any member in good standing (current year’s dues paid) is eligible for office. Only members who have accepted
nomination in writing will have their names placed on the ballot.
Members are urged to give serious consideration to this important part of the Association’s organization and the selection
of management to carry on with future growth and the execution of daytoday operations. If you know someone that
would serve the Association well in one or more of the positions, please encourage them to allow you to place their name
in nomination. If you are interested in filling any office, please come forward, ask to be nominated, or nominate yourself.
We want two or more nominations for each office.
Nominations will be accepted from this date through December 15, 2006 to allow an absentee ballot to be published in the
January 2007 edition of The Dragon. Under unusual circumstances as determined by a 2/3 vote of members at the annual
business meeting, nominations may be accepted from the floor.
Submit nominations to the following:
Bartolo Viruso
116 Harriet Road
North Babylon, NY 11703

2007 CAN DO RENDEZVOUS
Initial plans are underway for the 2007 Can Do Rendezvous. The Rendezvous will be held at Columbus/Fort Benning, GA
in the spring. Our 115 Infantry at Fort Benning will host the event. The dates have not been locked in at this time but will
be within a week or two of the Regimental Organizational Day, May 3rd, and will depend on the operational and training
commitments of the Battalion. Specific dates and events, hotel accommodations, etc., will be announced in the January
edition of The Dragon. Plan now to attend this great event and take advantage of the opportunity to join once again with
Regimental veterans of the past and the current Dragon Soldiers of today.

15TH INFANTRY REGIMENTAL DINNER A HUGE SUCCESS
The 15th Infantry Regimental Dinner was held on Thursday, September 7, 2006 at the Sheraton Nashville Downtown. The
event was a huge success and there wasn’t an empty table in the room. The event was preceded by the posting of the
rd
colors by the 3 Infantry Division Color Guard from Ft. Stewart. Following the invocation by our own Chaplain, Chuck
Trout, everyone enjoyed a delicious dinner prepared by the hotel staff. Association President, Tad Davis, delivered his
opening remarks by thanking all the attendees and recognizing the presence of 115 Commander, LTC Jack Marr, and
Battalion CSM, James Pearson. Tad reminded us all that the commanders and the Color Guard had travelled a long
8
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distance to share in this occasion with the Association members. LTC Marr took the podium and thanked all the members
of the Association for their service to their country and for being the inspiration and mentors of the present day troops
under his command. Such recognition, given with heartfelt sincerity by LTC Marr, was deeply appreciated by everyone in
the room. We wish to thank LTC Marr and CSM Pearson for their time, effort, and involvement with the 15th Infantry
Association. The featured speaker for the evening was LTC Mark Johnson. LTC Johnson was commissioned from the US
Military Academy 1986 and served in 215 IN 19881990 and has been an Association member since 1998. He is
currently an advisor to the Wisconsin National Guard at Camp McCoy, WI. LTC Johnson is the author of "That Body of
Brave Men", published in 2003 that chronicles the experiences of the 15th Infantry and other Regular Army Infantrymen in
the Civil War and the West. His presentation was both informative and well received all everyone in attendance. Many of
us learned a lot about the 15th we never knew thanks to LTC Johnson’s painstaking research and the ultimate publication
of his book.

NCO Of the Quarter, SGT Gerome R. Davis and Soldier
Of the Quarter, SPC Christopher E. Demman Accept Their Awards
Awards for NCO of The Quarter and Soldier of the Quarter were presented by LTC Marr and CSM Pearson to SGT
Gerome R. David, C Company and SPC Christopher E. Demman, E Company, of the 115 Infantry Regiment. Raffle
winners included Chaplain Chuck Trout (Home PA System for Sermon Practicing) and a beautiful handmade quilt
donated by Jerome & Kathelene Daddato went to Bart Viruso
The evening concluded with the Retiring of the Colors by the 3rd Infantry Division Color Guard, followed by Chaplain
Chuck Trout’s benediction.

AUDIE MURPHY PLAQUE ENSHRINED ATOP MT. SOLEDAD

(L – R)
William Kellogg (Mt Soledad Pres)
Jesse Ugalde OP22 & OP22 President, Andy Scullion
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On Memorial Day, May 26, 2006, a plaque dedicated to 1LT Audie L. Murphy, B Co, 115 INF, 3rd I.D. was enshrined and
embedded permanently in the walls of the Mount Soledad Veterans Memorial in La Jolla, CA. Members of OP 22 of the
Society of the Third Infantry Division were honored guests. This included Howe Meador who fought with the 15th Infantry
Regiment throughout WW II. OP 22 President, Andy Scullion, delivered the following dedication remarks:
Honored Guests and Ladies and Gentlemen; I have been asked to comment on the life of a true American hero,
Audie Murphy, who today we honor with the installation of a plaque in his name. What can I say that already hasn't
been said about this highly decorated soldier, successful movie actor and successful businessman? Books have
been written about him, there is even a movie made about his exploits with the Third Infantry Division called "To
Hell and Back". The one word that comes to mind, time and time again is his persistence. Beginning as youngster
in a family of 12 children, he persisted in helping put food on the table for his poor sharecropper parents. As well
as plowing and picking cotton for a dollar a day, he was an expert hunting rabbits and squirrels with his .22 caliber
rifle. In 1936 his father deserted the family, when he was just 16 his mother suddenly died. He persisted in taking
care of the family until at age 17 after the attack on Pearl Harbor he tried to join the Army, they told him to come
back when he was old enough at 18. Once more, showing persistence he went back to join the Army when he
turned 1 8. Because of his small appearance, he was just 5foot 5inches tall and 110 pounds at his enlistment, the
Army wanted to send him to cooks school: Once again, Murphy persisted on becoming a combat soldier and ended
up being sent to Fort Meade, Maryland for advanced infantry training. In early 1943 he was shipped overseas to
join the 15th Regiment of the 3rd Infantry Division just in time to get his first taste of combat in the liberation of Sicily
in July 1943. During the invasion of Italy Audie Murphy showed his persistence in his natural ability as a combat
infantryman by distinguishing himself in many actions, thereby gaining decorations and promotions for himself
eventually earning a battlefield commission. Through all the misery and rigors of the combat infantryman's life,
Murphy showed his persistence in every thing he set his mind to do. His fearless heroism was a natural outgrowth
of his persistence at doing things that needed to be done. A primary example was his persistence in breaking up a
German attack near Holtzwihr in France. Commanding "B" Company, 15th Infantry Regiment, 3RD Infantry
Division. His unit was attacked by 6 tanks and wave after wave of infantry. Lt. Murphy ordered his Company to
withdraw to the comparative safety of prepared positions in the woods while he remained forward to direct artillery
fire on the advancing Germans, which killed large numbers of them. He then climbed onto a burning tank destroyer
and using the 50 caliber machinegun to great effect killed and wounded scores of enemy causing them to hesitate
in their attack, he suffered a wound at this time but persisted in organizing his company in a counterattack which
forced the Germans to retreat before he finally sought medical aid. For this he was awarded the Congressional
Medal of Honor. By the time Murphy had spent three years in the Army he had grown to 5 feet 7inches and
weighed 145 pounds. His persistence had paid off. He epitomizes the adage that I will paraphrase; "It's not the
size of the man in the fight, but the size of the fight in the man". Audie Murphy spent 29 months overseas and just
under 2 years in combat with the Third Infantry Division, and all this before he turned 21 years of age. So where
ever you happen to be and you think of him, if you have a drink in your hand whether it's a cup of coffee or a glass
of beer or a can of soda, raise it to the heavens where Murphy is looking down smiling at you, and toast him with,
here's to you Murph; you're the best.
Editor’s Note: We wish to thank Martin Markley and combat photographer, Jim Jarboe, for supplying the material for this
article. We, also, wish to thank the Citizens of San Diego, Rep. Duncan Hunter (RCA), American Legion National
Commander, Tom Bock, and last but, certainly not least, President George W, Bush, for their efforts in transferring
ownership of the 90 year old, 29foot high Mt. Soledad Cross to the federal government in an effort to preserve the cross
as a war memorial and, thus, nullifying the 15 year old lawsuit to dismantle the cross initiated by atheist Phil Paulson and
the ACLU.
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Annual Members  Check Your Address Label!!!
If your address label shows 2006 your dues payment
for 2007 is due now. This is the last notice by The Dragon.
Please mail your dues to the Treasurer right away.
Address and amounts on page 2
Check Your Address Label!!!
If 2006 is shown, your 2007
Annual Dues are past due.

ANNUAL MEMBERS TAKE NOTE!!!
If your address label indicates 2006, your dues are past due. Annual dues are payable prior to
October 1st each year. A grace period permits a limited time for late payment of dues before a
member is dropped from rolls and the mailing list of The Dragon. Please remit your dues to the
Treasurer right away. (Address shown on page 2) Annual Regular and Associate dues continue to be
$10.00. Current active duty is $5.00.
MEMBERSHIP REPORT
In a meeting at Nashville on 7 September, the
Board of Trustees established a goal of
increasing the membership to 1000 during the
next year. Hats off to the 115 Infantry for 147
new members in September.
Current Membership By Type
Regular Life
Regular Annual
Associate Life
Associate Annual
Total:

235
621
6
13
875

Periods Represented
China Hands
5
World War II
158
Korea
311
Cold War
87
After CW/Current 295
Associate
19
Total:
875
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NEW 15TH INFANTRY ASSOCIATION MEMBERS
AGUILERA
ALDERMAN
ALIKSA
ARANDA
BARNES
BARRETT
BELL
BELL
BELL
BETANCOURT
BIDDLE
BLACK
BLISS
BLOW
BONNEY
BORISH
BREIVOGEL
BRICKEY
BROWN
BUEHLER
BURCH
BUSH
BUTLER
CHISHOLM
CLARK
CLARK
CONNER
COOK
COOMBS
COSCA
COTTON
CRAIG
CRENSHAW
CRIMMINS
CROWELL
CROWELL
CRUZ
CUTTER
DANIELS
DAVIS
DAVISON
DENMAN
DENNIS
DENT
DIX
DIXON
DOUGLAS
DOVER

SAMUEL
CHRISTOPHER
GLENN
SIMON
DENNIS
TODD
DANIEL
JEREMY
JOHN
JONATHAN
CLINTON
PETER
PAUL
AMBER
JONATHAN
MYER
JOHN
SCOTT
TOBY
LEO
JACOB
DOUGLAS
ROBERT
ZACHARY
ELBERT
WILLIAM
JAMES
BRADY
JONATHAN
CHRISTOPHER
JOHNATHON
ANDREW
STEPHEN
DANIEL
DOUGLAS
STEPHEN
DANDY
NATHANIEL
RAY
GEROME
RYAN
CHRISTOPHER
REGINALD
PAUL
SETH
GEORGE
JASON
CHRISTOPHER

464 N. OAKLEY DR APT E304
8715 WATKINS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 2081
102 D SISLER LP
510 BROADWAY APT 407
45 LEE RD 2029
6363 FLAT ROCK RD APT 264
1701 37TH ST APT 300J
4426 MISTY LANE
8715 WATKINS AVE
2120 SUNSET DR
1235 LEE RD 227
112B ARROWHEAD RD
12371 ARROWFIELD LN
46 CHURCH LN
127 MANCHINEEL CT
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 339
57A DOANE LP
148 A ARROWHEAD RD
23 LEE RD 501
2807 21ST AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE # 544
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 435
90 PERSIMMON CT
7005 LONESOME PINE DR
4324 ERRUN LN APT 7
184 DERRICKSON ST
45 LEE RD 2029
116 HARRIET RD
6540 THEA LN APT P7
219 68TH ST NW
2807 21ST AVE
B CO #206 8715 WATKINS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 11
3807 PEMBROOK CT APT C2
3940 MACON RD APT 101
8715 WATKINS AVE B 1/15
5058 AARON LN
6520 THEA LN
6363 FLAT ROCK RD
D/115, 8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 356
1800 LAKEWOOD DR Q3
469 CRAIG DR APT B
641 BURROUGHS
26 EDDY DR
451 D CRAIG DR
1805 40TH ST
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COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
PHENIX CITY
COLUMBUS
PHENIX CITY
LYNN HAVEN
FORT BENNING
PARIS
SMITHSTATION
FORT BENNING
JACKSONVILLE
WAYNE
ROYAL PALM BCH
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
PHENIX CITY AL
PHENIX CITY
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
MIDLAND
MIDLAND
CINCINNATI
FORT BENNING
PHENIX CITY
NORTH BABYLON
COLUMBUS
BRADENTON
PHENIX CITY
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
PHENIX CITY
FORT BENNING
COLLINSVILLE
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
PHENIX CITY

GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
AL
GA
AL
FL
GA
KY
AL
GA
FL
NJ
FL
GA
GA
GA
AL
AL
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
OH
GA
AL
NY
GA
FL
AL
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
AL
GA
IL
GA
GA
AL

31906
31905
31905
31905
31901
36870
31907
36864
32444
31905
40361
36877
31905
32225
7470
33411
31905
31905
31905
36870
36867
31905
31905
31905
31820
31820
45217
31905
36840
11705
31907
34209
36867
31905
31905
31909
31907
31905
31907
31907
31907
31905
36867
31905
62234
31903
31905
36867
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DOVER
DREW
DUKE
DURBROW
EASTMAN
ENO
EVANS
FIGUEROA
FILLINGS
FIVECOAT
FOREMAN
FOSS
GALLE
GARCIA, JR
GARVIN
GARZA, JR
GASPAR
GEORGE
GIBSON
GIVENS
GONZALEZ
GOULET
GOW, JR
GRAEVE
GREEN
GROVE
GUENTHER
GUTIERREZ
HALIK
HAMILTON
HATHAWAY
HATHORNE
HAYNIE
HEITTER
HEWLEY
HIGH
HITCH
HOLLIWAY
HUINKER
INGERSOLL
INSANI
JACKSON
JEMISON
JENKINS
JERNIGAN
JOHNSON
JOHNSON
JOHNSON
JOHNSON
JOHNSON
JONES

ROGER
MATTHEW
DONOVAN
SCOTT
LINDA
IVAN
ROBERT
FREDDY
KARL
DAVID
JAMES
DAVID
RAY
ENRIQUE
WILFORD
JESSIE
ADAM
CURT
KYLE
MATTHEW
ROBERT
JEFFREY
DALE
TROY
WILLIE
ROBBIE
JASON
JOSE
DEBRA
ANDREW
JIMMY
BRANDON
TRAVIS
AUDIE
PHILIP
JOHN
THOMAS
PATRICK
AARON
KILEYSCOT
JOHN
CHARLES
MATTHEW
RUSH
LANDON
KEVIN
LOUIS
LYLE
ROBERT
KEVIN
WILLIE

3911 STEAM MILL RD # J16
1260 MIRAGE DR
2986 SLIPPERY ROCK CT
12 DAWN DR
70 VAN VOORHIS
6363 FLAT ROCK RD APT 276
5001 RIVER CHASE DR APT 714
2700 DOUBLE CHURCHES RD APT 603
HHC BOX 420 8715 WATKINS AVE
214 MILLER LOOP
8715 WATKINS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE
3201 1ST AVE APT 121 B
8715 WATKINS AVE
1024 WHITESVILLE WALK
6801 W 19TH ST SPC 593
147 TROTTERS RIDGE RD
6119 ABBEY DR
38 LEE RD 443
2909 DOTTIE DR
17 MOTT ST
2227 24TH AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 87
HHC 115 IN (M)
1316 BUNKER RIDGE LN
8715 WATKINS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE B 1/15
136 PLAIN VIEW RD
5 MOUNTAIN TRAIL
4119 15TH AVE
4300 DEWEY CT
145 MITCHELL RIDGE PL
8715 WATKINS AVE A CO BOX 158
3415 FIELDS AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 332
7100 WINTERS CT
569A HARDSOCK LP
101 ZUCKERMAN AVE
4914 BEECH AVE
8715 WATKINS AVE #449
1235 N. PICKETT ST.
520 TRACY LN
226 LOGAN ST
8715 WATKINS DR A CO 115
8715 WATKINS AVE
2163 SNELLING DR
615 GIBSON CT
3126 LANSING AVE
3080 LEE RD 430
3355 WHIPPOORWILL DR
405 SPURLIN
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COLUMBUS
BARSTOW
COLUMBUS
CARTERSVILLE
PITTSFORD
COLUMBUS
PHENIX CITY
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
LUBBOCK
CUSSETA
COLUMBUS
PHENIX CITY
PHENIX CITY
PATCHOGUE
GULFPORT
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
WOODBURY
SPARTA
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
COLOMBUS
FORT BENNING
DEXTER
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
ST ANSGAR
FORT BENNING
ALEXANDRIA
CLARKSVILLE
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
SMITHSTATION
TALLAHASSEE
COLUMBUS

GA
CA
GA
GA
NY
GA
AL
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
TX
GA
GA
AL
AL
NY
MS
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
NY
NJ
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
MI
GA
GA
IA
GA
VA
TN
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
AL
FL
GA

31907
92311
31909
30121
14534
31907
36867
31909
31905
31905
31905
31905
31904
31905
31904
79407
31805
31909
36870
36870
11772
39501
31905
31905
31907
31905
31905
11797
7871
31904
31907
31907
31905
31907
31905
48130
31905
31905
50472
31905
22304
37040
31905
31905
31905
31905
31905
31907
36877
32310
31907
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JONES III
JORDAN
KERSH
KILCREASE
LA BELLE
LANDRON
LARKIN
LEAKS
LEONARD
LEYDECKER
LOHMEIER
LOPEZ
MOLINA
LYNCH
MAHURIN
MARSHALL
MATTSON
McCLENAHAN
MCKISSOCK
MENDOZA
MESIS
MONHOLLEN
MONTEMAYER
MOORE
MORROW
NEALE
NEMEC
NEWBAUER
NGUYEN
OAKLEY
OCASIO
OFFHAUS
OGURA
OWENS
PEARSON
PEARSON
PERRY
PETTWAY
PIPKIN
RANDLE
RAWUNG
REAVES
REYES
REYES
ROBINSON
ROBLES
ROYAL
SAMS
SEXTON
SIGEARS
SMITH
SMITH

JAMES
RODNEY
DANIEL
LYNDON
ISAAC
JUAN
WILLIAM
KENDRICK
JARRED
MELVIN
ERIC

3557 BOBY DR
6351 HARRISON
8715 WATKINS AVE
18070 HWY 134
211 GARRETT ST
526 D SOUTH VALDEZ CT
8715 WATKINS AVE F CO BOX 458
1800 LAKEWOOD DR APT N4
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX # 32
10842 HILLHAVEN AVE
B CO #245 8715 WATKINS AVE

COLUMBUS
SILSBEE
FORT BENNING
ENTERPRISE
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
PHENIX CITY
FORT BENNING
TUJUNGA
FORT BENNING

GA
TX
GA
AL
GA
GA
GA
AL
GA
CA
GA

31907
77656
31905
36330
31905
31905
31905
36867
31905
91042
31905

IVAN
JEFFREY
BRANDON
PHIL
ELMER
BOBBY
STEVEN
ALDO
SEAN
THADDEUS
MICHAEL
NICK
EVERETT
JASON
JOHN
WIL
KHAI
BOBBY
JUAN
MICHAEL
ROBERT
TERRENCE
CHRISTOPHER
JAMES
ROBERT
ANTHONY
JOHNEL
WILLIAM
HEARTHUR
ROBERT
OSCAR
SERGIO
WILBER
JOSHUA
MATTHEW
JOEY
MICHAEL
WILLIE
JERMIR
STEVEN

2444 W. BRITT DAVID RD APT 1907
675 KANDLE DR
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 339
33 MARTIN RD
50 OLD MARLBOROUGH RD
451 D CRAIG DR
5095 NW 51ST
1800 LAKEWOOD DR
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 438
4 D DEVORE CT
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 608
3700 GROVELAND
7400 MACON RD
7 LEXINGTON CIR
8756 FRANCISCO
7 MYRTLE WALK
106 CARBON ST
8715 WATKINS AVE HHC BOX 428
8715 WATKINS AVE B/115 #316
607 WINTHROP
8734 MARNE RD
6300 MILGEN RD APT 1212
1533 DIXON DR
244 LEE RD #739
709 54TH ST
5500 IRONSTONE DR
778 LEE RD 294
49 BRIAR LN
2009 BRUNSWICK DR
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 707
8715 WATKINS AVE #85
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 452
3911 STEAM MILL RD
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 205
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 216
8715 WATKINS AVE B 1/15 #539
6300 MILGEN RD APT 1318
5220 KINGSBURRY ST
4539 OLD CUSSETA RD # W3
18823RED ADLER CT

COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
HAMILTON
MAYNARD
FORT BENNING
COCONUT CREEK
PHENIX CITY
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
WYOMING
MIDLAND
PHENIX CITY
EVERGREEN PARK
SAVANNAH
SYRACUSE
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
ADA
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
OPELIKA
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
SMITH STATION
ROCKFORD
LEBANON
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
COLUMBUS
MAGNOLIA

GA
GA
GA
GA
MA
GA
FL
AL
GA
GA
GA
MI
GA
AL
IL
GA
NY
GA
GA
MI
GA
GA
GA
AL
GA
GA
AL
IL
TN
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
GA
TX

31909
31905
31905
31811
01754
31905
33073
30803
31905
31905
31905
49509
31820
36869
60805
31419
13208
31905
31905
49546
31905
31907
31906
36804
31904
31907
36877
61103
37087
31905
31905
31905
31907
31905
31905
31905
31907
31902
31903
77355
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STREETMAN
STRIZAK
TAYLOR
TENA
TUCKER
VASQUEZ
VAUGHN
VERGA
VICENT
WADE
WELCH
WHEELER
WILLAN
WILSON
WITZENBURG

F. DANIEL
CHARLES
SEAN
ALBERTO
JUSTIN
JESSIE
JACOB
PATRICK
JODY
CHARLES
JOSHUA
JEREMY
JEFFREY
COREY
JOSHUA

3086 PESCARA PL.
116 MULBERRY ST PO BOX 138
1341 KATY KNOLL CT
5250 S 7TH CT
8715 WATKINS AVE
136 DERRICKSON ST
68 EIGHT POINT CT
1701 37TH ST APT 294
PO BOX 736
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 429
8715 WATKINS AVE
6201 RIVER RD #105
2687 RAYMOND DR
PO BOX 53627
8715 WATKINS AVE BOX 113

EL DORADO HILLS
MT. PLEASANT
HOUSTON
PHOENIX
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
PINE MOUNTAIN
PHENIX CITY
HAWTHORNE
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING
COLUMBUS
LODI
FORT BENNING
FORT BENNING

CA
OH
TX
AZ
GA
GA
GA
AL
NV
GA
GA
GA
WI
GA
GA

95762
43939
77082
85042
31905
31905
82282
36867
89415
32905
31905
31904
53555
31905
31905
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OPERATION RECOLLECTION

Emil Trautman – 1941

Emil Trautman – 2005

Emil Trautman  1945

IKE, PATTON, AND ME; 7 YEARS WITH THE 15TH
Ask any WW II vet what their chances would have been of getting their discharge papers on December 7, 1941. Better
yet, ask our featured Operation Recollection Can Doer, Emil Trautman of Naples, FL. His answer; Next to none, Bub! But,
that’s exactly what Emil was doing on that Sunday at Ft. Lewis; relaxing and waiting for his discharge papers to come
through! However, somewhere out in the far off Pacific at a place called Pearl Harbor, Admiral Yamamoto and the
Japanese Navy had other plans for Emil for the next 4 years; 3 amphibious landings and some of the most hellish combat
experienced in the European Theatre of Operations; and all with the 15th Infantry Regiment. But, I’ll let Emil tell the story.
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It is very hard for me to believe, I spent the years of my life, from age thirtyone to thirty five in war for the most part as an
infantryman. In September 1938 at Fort Lewis, I began seven years of unplanned service, having enlisted for only three
years. In fact, I was relaxing on Sunday, December 7, 1941 waiting for my discharge papers to be processed when the
Pearl Harbor took place. After enlisting, I was trucked to Fort Lewis and assigned to a barracks with other soldiers who
had been in the army for many years. There were three of us who came in at the same time and the first full day after
receiving our army clothing, we started drill practice: This went on for three weeks and then we were assigned to squads
in a machinegun company. I was given a bugle and began learning bugle calls. I shall never forget my first tour of duty,
when I had to blow the calls so all the regiment could hear it. I was scared and did I make a mess of it! My days in the
bugle business lasted about a year. I was a private first class in about three months after I became a full fledged bugler.
After that, I became a gunner, promoted to Corporal, and made a Squad Leader. This was in H Company, 215th Infantry
which had just come back from China and was way under strength. I must mention that a guy named COL Dwight
Eisenhower was our Regimental Commander at the time. SGT Grice was our training NCO along with three other
noncoms, Carriatti, Palone, and Trautman. We trained six hours a day with SGT Grice screaming at us the entire six
hours. We made a hundred mile hike, a three day event camping in the woods overnight. We all marched with full field
packs and weapons. Every evening we pitched pup tents for the men and ate supper from mess kits, and later drank beer
and listened to the band. A few of the band members had a jazz orchestra. They were really tops as players. We had
parades, and always marched with the band, wearing band type belts of white material, and white leggings. We marched
a total of five parades in Tacoma and Seattle. We would get up at 3:30 AM, load on trucks, drive to the city, and wait until
the parade started. Our breakfast was usually a sandwich after we arrived. We were always on the street at six and
waited sometimes until nine before our group would begin the five or six mile march. We would get back sometimes as
late as eight in the evening. Sometime, we would get three day passes, which usually started on Fridays, and we had to
be back for Monday morning fall out. I sometimes hitch hiked to Yakima and would visit my folks. There were other
activities besides war preparations, such as roller skating, in which we often became to rough for even safety regulations.
I turned out for the regimental boxing team, but gave it up, because it was to hard on my nose, which seemed to bleed sit
around all night and drink and talk. Then, there were also baseball games between company teams, movies on base, just
from the wind of a glove. Many times we would buy a keg of beer and carry it intothe woods, and three of us would end
up drunk. The draftees were coming in by the thousands. H Company was about half strength when I joined, and two
years later, it was at full strength. The regulars did not like the draftees because it was called the temporary army and the
regulars were professional soldiers, which is what I was classified at my discharge. The regiment stayed at Fort Lewis
until 1941 when we moved to Camp Ord near Monterey to begin amphibious landing training. The tank boys trained
under General Patton at that time when the heat was 100 degrees plus on the outside and probably 120 plus inside that
tank. Compared to them, we had it made. At Monterey, we made the first amphibious landing ever made by the Army,
even though it was a dry run. We had a regular tent city at Camp Ord and I was on the crew which built the first wooden
kitchens there. One for each company in the regiment; that was a row of twelve kitchens and from these the tents
extended in rows of two for each company. It was the 3rd Division of the U.S. Army which established Camp Ord as a
permanent army camp. Back then, the 3rd Division was comprised of the 7th, 15th, and 30th Infantry Regiments, plus
some artillery units. We wore wrap leggings and breeches when I enlisted in the army and it was about 1939 when these
were changed to just plain trousers. Also, the draft started in 1939 sometime just prior to WW 2. The first few days of my
army career was spent learning to wrap the leggings on. This process went like this; first, the bugle woke us up at six, a
person got up, went to the bathroom, shaved, combed hair, went to the bed and made it then, we swept under and around
the bed, mopped the same area and dressed; or a reverse of this procedure, getting up, dressing, which was put on
breeches, then shoes, then wrap leggings, sweep, mop, then go shave and come back and finish shirt and coat and fall
out for morning inspection. This was all done in less than fifteen minutes; that’s why some dressed first, while others hit
the latrine. We just could not all do the same thing at the same time. Fifteen minutes passes quickly and there were NO
excuses accepted. After fall in for inspection, we went to breakfast, then at eight fell in again for training. We had lunch at
noon, back to training at one until four, then supper at five, and after supper, we had free time. After a few days, and
many tips from the regulars, it wasn't too bad or even hard to meet the daily schedule. As the days turned into weeks,
then months, the army took on a different look for me. The war in Europe and Asia was having its affect upon the military
mindset in the U.S. and the regular army was changing fast as the draftees were coming in by the thousands. H Company
was about half strength when I joined, and two years later, it was at full strength. The regulars did not like the draftees
because it was called the temporary army and the regulars were professional soldiers, which is what I was classed as at
my discharge. After about six or seven months, this dislike for trainees, as the draftees were then called, no longer
existed. At Camp Ord, we trained quite frequently at Camp Pendleton near San Diego and up at San Luis Obispo. We
did this by moving whole regiments by truck that taught the army the concept of mobility in how to move troops quickly by
a truck convoy. We made a full trip by truck from Ft. Lewis to San Luis Obispo, and then back to Camp Ord. In 1940, our
unit was sent to Los Angeles for strike duty at the North American plane factory. I remember we were there for a month.
The first confrontation with strikers was a bit scary because they said to load our guns, then, later we were told NO rounds
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in the chamber and now how was I going to unload my gun, when I was already on the line? It took some maneuvering
on my part but, I did get it done before I could get caught. After the first time it sort of settled into a routine; and we got off
to visit the city. On some days, they took us to the movie studios for promotional pictures. At Twentieth Century Fox
Studios, I met actors John Payne, Tyrone Power and several others. They had a luncheon for us and across from where I
was sitting, the chairs were filled with these actors and actresses and pictures were taken. At Culver City Studios, I rode in
a jeep with Jane Wyman and another actress and our picture was taken. Somewhere over time, I lost it that picture.
Finally, the day did come and we went to Norfolk, VA to embark. It was October and we were at sea for a week when they
told us we were going to North Africa. They gave us booklets to read about the people, the climate, and the country. It
was the largest armada of troop ships and warships ever assembled in one convoy. It took us until November 7th before
we made our landing. We landed at Fedala, Morocco, and three days later we took Casablanca November 11, 1942.
When we hit the coast, the call came for our platoon to prepare to go over the side on cargo nets and into the landing
craft. I remember as I was about to let go, I looked down and the landing craft was some twenty to twentyfive feet below
me, so I had to time my letting go, as the craft came upward, and I let go, just as it reached its top, and fell into the
landing craft. It was then, I learned, we were some twenty miles away from shore. Then, all landing crafts formed a line
and headed for the landing sights. Then, the craft hit the sandy beach, then the ramp dropped and I started down the
ramp into the water, which I thought was shallow. To my surprise I sank to my waist in the water, and began walking
toward dry ground. Now, we were on shore, and getting our troops together, in field formation, to advance, and still no
gun fire. We marched for a few miles when I saw a fruit tree. I crawled up the tree, to pick some fruit, and as I reached for
fruit, a rifle bullet passed my right ear, I felt the speed, and wind of that bullet, I let go and fell to the ground and I am sure
that the sniper thought he had killed me. Were we scared, no! Surprised, yes! Then, we began the march toward
Casablanca, which we saw, early that afternoon. We were on a hill overlooking the city, while gazing at the city, all of a
sudden the scream of artillery shells, so we retreated out of sight and no one was really hurt, or hit. Shortly we advanced
in battle formation, and took the city, though we were later told, we did not take the city but, that some General took that
honor, by saying He drove into the city, and took the mayor captive, thus capturing the city. Now, that is WAR. The
newspapers in the states said the Marines took Casablanca which made us all angry because the Marines didn’t land
until 3 days later. We watched them unload from their ships in Casablanca harbor because we were camped right there.
We left Casablanca and headed north towards Rabat. There, we camped in cork groves. We were in that cork grove for
a month or so, training the French Moroccans and the French Foreign Legion in the use of our weapons. At
Christmastime, our battalion decided to buy some pigs from a French farmer. Each company supplied two enlisted men
and one officer to butcher the pigs. Since I had experience in butchering beef and pigs, I and Corporal Prigge were sent
with them. It took us all day to do this because we were butchering eight pigs. The LT who came along knewnothing
about butchering, so, we delegated him to roast a chicken over an open fire while we did the dressing of these pigs. He
didn't like how slow the chicken was cooking, so, he took gasoline and poured on the chicken and that ruined our lunch.
The farmer had mercy on us and gave us some food. The LT wasn't exactly popular after that. After three days, we
moved out toward Algeria, and either walked, or rode trucks, in leapfrog style, till we were near the coast of the
Mediterranean Sea. Somewhere in Algeria, our division became the honor guard for President Roosevelt. I was the
sergeant in charge of the flag detail and I had to carry the U.S. flag in the parade as we marched before the President. It
was real windy and it was all I could do to keep the flag straight up. This is where I rode a very good German army horse
all day, rounding up some two hundred horses; the Germans turned loose because we were to near them and they didn’t
have time to load them on ships. These were some of the desert troops of Rommel’s Panzer Corps, leaving North Africa,
in defeat.

Ike & Georgie

Field Marshal Rommel
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Then, the chase began across Sicily, trying to catch up with a retreating German army followed. After the Germans were
chased out of Africa, we immediately began to train for the amphibious landing on Sicily. We made several trips into the
Mediterranean Sea on shallow water troop carriers and did we ever get seasick. One time a storm hit us and everyone
was sick, and we had peanut butter sandwiches for lunch which tasted the same coming up as they did going down. I
thought I would die and so did many others. After several weeks of training, we set sail for Sicily. Our unit landed in the
dark as did all front line troops with only the skyline outlined ahead of us, it was hard to tell how deep the water was
where we were to get out. Me being the first, I felt for the bottom and finding it, I sat down in the water as it was only
about eighteen inches deep. So, I was wet up to my hips in the cold water. On shore, we started up the hill and were
shelled by our own Navy! The shells exploded all around us and were so accurate and destructive. Another outfit was
shot down as they were making parachute landings and lost almost three quarters of their men by our own artillery. So it
can and does happen. Up to this point in time and our involvement in war had only been an initiation into what we were
going to receive, and be under. On the north shore of Sicily, near the high mountains, the Germans stopped running, and
took up positions across a steep sided valley, where we were stopped, and they looked down on us from their very high
position, picking us off every time we dared to move. Every move brought a deadly accurate shower of artillery fire, and
we learned of their deadly, fast 88 gun. Shells coming at rifle speed, with a sound very soon recognized that is impossible
to describe. We lay in our very small slit trenches, unable to move, for every little move near the top of a slit trench
brought an immediate result of intense 88 fire which covered us with dirt from explosions of these high speed shells. I
have seen soldiers’ after a direct hit by an artillery shell, when only a shoe, or bits and pieces were found of either
clothing or body parts. These were always gathered into a box, or bag, and sent to the rear, with the dog tags. I
remember standing and, talking to someone, when I heard that gun some twenty miles aw/ay boom, and the whine of that
incoming shell, I dived foe a slit trench some five to six feet away, I hit the hole, with two others landing on top of me. My
platoon medic, a Jewish boy, was standing talking to a new replacement, when the shell exploded; they never heard it
incoming. I lost some four, or five men there, I do not remember the exact number. In all, I lost some thirtythree plus
buddies from North Africa to Sicily to Southern France to Germany and, finally, to Austria, In fact, I had lost my entire
original platoon. It was though, that I became a Platoon Sergeant. The next day, we started our drive north towards
Palermo and the enemy was retreating again so fast we couldn't keep up with them on foot. They began a leap frog
formation by truck. We would walk; then ride as some as others walked while we rode. We entered ahead of General
Patton though our Division Commander, General Truscott, had received orders to wait for Patton. Our General was as
news hungry as Patton, so he did not wait. I do not remember how many troops entered into Palermo, but I do remember
the graves which were bombed and the coffins lying around. I also remember the cheese we found in caves and the
cognac, which we made use of. After we reached Palermo, General Patton ordered us to halt, hold positions, where we
were, while he rode in on his horse. Of course that affected our opinion of him somewhat, but we all knew he was a great
general, if given his way. As we moved east on the north shore from Palermo, we walked all the way, pushing the
German Army ever eastward, and they always moved to the highest peaks, and mountains, thus seeing everything we
did, and shelling us constantly, being able to hit us, because they saw all of us. It was there, I lost a great number of my
platoon, and it was there, they wanted to ship me to the rear, because I had malaria, and I said no, so was put into a
camp for a week, or more. When I returned to my platoon, they had been under fire, and lost several men, and could not
move in daylight, for any movement brought 88 shelling instantly, and accurately. One whole rifle company was
annihilated because a Major ordered them to attack, even though the Germans could see every man, every move; it was
certain death, yet the Major would not change his order, so the Captain told his cook to cook only for himself because
none of them were coming back. So the company started down the steep grade, and all were killed by 88 shelling; no one
survived.

Kraut 88 MM Screaming Meemie

The Germans finally retreated because other Allied troops had come
behind them from the south, and we were to the west of the Germans. So
we moved around the north side of the mountain towards the beach and
Italy, As we rested, I thought to investigate the area ahead, and while in an
orchard, our artillery must have thought I was a German soldier, so they
shelled me, with at least ten rounds, as I jumped from shell hole to shell
hole, remembering that two shells never hit the same place but, it was
scary. Exploding shells always do that. Then after that, we were called back
for a rest in a lemon grove where we set up camp. Someone and brought
us a keg of Cognac taken from a cave. The cognac was so strong we
couldn't down it, so, we started to experiment with lemons and German
sugar. It took seven lemons and fourteen lumps of sugar to make it
drinkable. The next morning, I woke up some three hundred feet from my
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drinkable. The next morning, I woke up some three hundred feet from my tent and as I was walking back to my tent, I saw
soldiers everywhere, in all kinds of positions, out cold. That was some cognac!! We started for the front and marched
through towns, along mountain edges, and through towns on top of mountains. I still dream of towns on mountain edges
from time to time. On our march eastward, I came down with malaria and was taken back to Palermo to an Army tent
hospital. After three days, they were going to send me back to Africa but, I asked to stay, so, I was given pills and sent
back to my outfit. The pills were quinine pills and did they make my ears ring. When I was within a hundred feet of my
outfit, the Germans laid an 88 artillery barrage on us. I was near an ammunition dump, so, I took off running toward
where my platoon was along a dirt trail. I was some fifty feet away from the dump when it was hit and exploded all over
the place. What a welcome back that was! When I reached the platoon, there were only about half of them were left. The
others were dead or wounded. It was several days before we could fight our way across the ravine to the Germans on the
other side. We called that hill, The Million Dollar Hill, because that was supposed to be what it cost in artillery shells. The
Germans were higher than we were, so they could see us but, we couldn't see them. So, during the day we had to lay still.
In the night, one could hear the action across the ravine and I still hear the scream of a German soldier and the cursing of
an American soldier as he bayoneted the German. Those kinds of night noises made it impossible to sleep. Companies
would take turns sending soldiers over in the night to harass and kill Germans. I volunteered for a night patrol by boat that
was to go behind the Germans and attack their rear, but was refused. It did, however, break the German position so we
could begin moving ahead. After that, there wasn't much resistance anymore in Sicily. Our next move was to be another
amphibious landing on the beaches below Naples. It ended up that we were not inthe initial landing on the mainland
which suited us just fine. When we left Naples to fight our way north, we were held up many times, often walking all night,
in heavy rain, with raincoats on, so dark, we could not see the man ahead of us, so we held on to the pack of the man
ahead. I was leader of my platoon, because my Lieutenant was killed. I refused a battlefield commission even if under
threat of prison or ordered by a General. And that’s exactly what happened, General Patton arrived one day to hand out
battlefield commissions, including mine; but, I came down with 104° fever and medics refused to let me return to my unit,
even for my razor. So again, God took care of me and General Patton left minus one new 2nd LT. After we were taken off
the front line and making ready for the landing in Southern France, the 1SG told me to pick up my gear. I was now 1SG of
HQ Company, 2nd Battalion, 15th Infantry Regiment. So I did as I was told and moved over that afternoon.
In Italy, we did some more leapfrogging and fighting with some other divisions; they took our place then, we took their
place. We by passed Naples and moved inland towards the Volturno River. We passed through small villages, and then
halted for a rest and regrouping. Our first real contact with the enemy in Italy was at the Volturno River. Some of the
other battalions had made contact earlier but, now it was our turn. Early in the evening after dark, we started to move up
to the river in preparation for the night time crossing. As the LT led us over the brow of the hill, he exposed us to the
skyline and the Germans, who were on the river bank, could see us and opened fire killing my buddy named Rants with
their first burst of fire. That held us in position for the rest of the night. They shelled us with artillery and mortar fire. My
hands were fairly well cut up from the mortar shells exploding all about us but, that was all I suffered. I did pick up a rifle
and would fire at any tracer rounds coming our way in the night. I shot at a machine gun position for a long time and
finally stopped it from firing anymore. Whether they were killed or just gave up, no one will ever know. In the night, the
LT ordered me to go find the rest of the platoon which had been assigned to a rifle company. I told him we had nothing
to do with that part of our platoon but, he insisted so I took off. Somewhere on that hill, I did give up because it was so
dark I couldn't find my way over the cliff. My runner and I lay down behind a large boulder and went to sleep. The next
morning, we awoke and the whole battalion was gone. My company commander and I had sat on the hillside in the
night and watched the artillery shells come in and land all around us but, we were so tired we didn't even move to cover..
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There is a point of tiredness that overcomes all fear of death or of being wounded. As my runner and I were going down
to the river the company commander, Capt. Murtagh was there, also. So, we went across the river together and after
some seven or so hours we found our company again. There we found out we had been reported missing in action. We
really were not lost but, the company was. After crossing the Volturno River, we passed through Avellino, Caserta, Pietra
Vairiano, and on to Mt. Lungo where we were stalled for about two weeks. Actually the Volturno River was north of
Caserta but, these were the towns in Italy we had gone through so far. At Mt. Lungo, I got seven new replacements for
the platoon and they were just eighteen year old kids and had been in the army only a few months. I had been overseas
longer than they had been in the army and they were scared because the cooks had filled them with phony stories. After
seven days only one of these was left and he just said that he’d been with us a whole seven days and was an old timer
now. Just then, I heard this railroad gun shell coming and dived for my fox hole and someone landed on top of me just as
the shell exploded some ten feet away. The LT, who was from New York and this kid w«re both hit. The kid took a piece
of shrapnel through his helmet and it took off the top of his head and my medic placed a pad on it and was screaming,
“Medics, Medics!”, at the top of his voice as the blood oozed out between his fingers. The kid lived for three days and
died. The LT was killed instantly because he took a piece of shrapnel through his stomach and under his chin which
came out of the back of his head. My medic went to pieces after that because he had just spent a week treating wounded
men on Mt. Lungo, and his nerves gave out. He went to sick call and I never saw him again.
I went to Mt. Lungo area with fortytwo men, and three days later had lost seventeen of them, in one way or another, and
we were surrounded there for three days as well. After Mt. Lungo, there were only two of us left, which had made the
initial landing on North Africa. This was in late 1943 sometime and we had been at it for two years now. There, we ran
out of food and cigarettes and I hunted for wet snipes to smoke as it rained something horrible. It was raining so hard,
three of us dug a large slit trench and put a shelter half above it and I could see the lightning run along the ground for
about a quarter of a mile. One time, it hit us, coming through the other two men, then up my legs, and out through my
head. We all thought we had been hit by an artillery shell. We left Mt. Lungo to get new dry socks and a hot meal and
that is where the kid and the LT were killed. I hadn't taken my boots off in two weeks and they had been continually wet.
It is a wonder they didn't fall off with rot. After the hot meal, we started moving to the front lines again. We had been away
from any firing, except for those big railroad guns and as we drew closer to the front, we could hear the machine guns.
We were held up at the base of the hill or mountain on which sat Monte Cassino. The Germans held Cassino all that
winter. We were eventually drawn back and sent to Naples to train again for an amphibious landing at Anzio. At Naples, I
was in the hospital with yellow jaundice and where General Patton came to give me my commission. I was sent back to
Sicily by plane and then on to North Africa to a large field hospital where I spent three months. While there, I was
operated on for fissures in my intestines as I had been bleeding for some three months already from them. After I
recuperated from the operation, which was done on my thirtieth birthday, I was shipped back to my outfit. Many changes
had taken place while I was gone those three months. Some of my junior noncoms were now my seniors having been
promoted. Still, they assigned me to a 1st SGT job because the acting 1SGT was wounded and I was the oldest one left
in the company. When we broke out of Anzio and drove on to Rome, I was so busy trying to locate MIA's I only had a half
day to sightsee in the three days we were there. Then, we headed back to Naples again. I missed the worst of the
fighting at Anzio because I was in the hospital. When I arrived at Anzio, they were fairly well surrounded and living in the
slit trenches and ditches. About a month or so after I arrived, we started he push to Rome. This took us through Cisterna,
Cori, Artena, Valmotone, Calnna, and then, Rome. It seems now as I think back, we were on the move continually until
we arrived at Rome. I do not have the slightest idea where we were camped in Rome. I only remember being there for
those three days and then going back to Naples to train for the amphibious landing on Southern France. Being in the
Naples area, preparing for Southern France Landings, gave us some relaxation time. Again, we repeated the North
Africa scenario by loading on ships, circling in The Mediterranean Sea, to rendezvous with all the other ships and sail to
the beaches; only this time, I was in the second wave, not the first wave to land. We embarked for France at daylight
and set sail for the southern coast and landed at St. Tropez. After we made the landing, it was to move inland on trucks,
a far cry, form those other three landings, I had already made. We headed north after the retreating Germans but, we
only caught up with them near Alsace Lorraine. I was riding in the front with the driver now, as I had the rank, when no
officer was with us, and we drove so long, and all night, the driver would get so sleepy, I would drive for him. Driving at
night, with only to very small lights to follow and no headlights anywhere became a skill. We were on the edge of a deep
canyon with an almost perpendicular edge. There were turns so sharp that the tail lights would vanish and I had to guess
where the road was at speeds of thirty miles per hour; but we did it and without any accidents, which speaks volumes for
those army truck drivers and Sergeants like me! Of course we did stop and camp some nights in the forests at Alsace, I
had to dig into a foot of snow, and deeper, and when I hit the ground, it was frozen so hard that I gave up, and went to
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sleep. In the morning, we were buried with snow so deep that no one could see where anyone else was dug in. It was
below zero and we were in a deep valley in the Swiss Alps between Switzerland, and France. The Germans shelled us at
night but, we dug into the snow and I was so tired that I slept through those barrages without waking up. The shelling had
cut the trees level at about thirty feet high, showing how terrific the shelling was. By now, the Germans were running so
fast, we couldn't catch them, except when they fought us in a retreating action to slow us down; but we went through
Alsace so fast, I only remember a couple of towns which I have now forgotten.
From there we hedge hopped our way through France. We
walked awhile, then, rode awhile. There were so many towns
it was hard to remember where we were. The Germans were
running now and we had a hard time catching them. I
remember driving the truck at times to help out the drive. We
drove all night without lights; just a tiny peep hole in the tail
light to guide us and keep us on the road. I lost that peep
light several times on curves in the road. From St. Tropez, we
went north through Avignon, Montelimar, Chambery, Lyon,
Besancon, Eemiremont where the snows came upon us. It
was at the Colmar pocket where I slept through an artillery
barrage so big it cut all the trees above us. From there, we
One Good Nazi (Captured Photo by Emil Trautman) took over a big house, four stories, and I found two hams and a
case of Champagne tat was twenty years old by the label. We drank that all night and ate all the ham which was
fabulous. Those people must have been angry when they got their house back for we slept in their beds which were thick
mattresses with sheets no less. We did live it up for the night. At Strasbourg, I met a lady who had been in a German
torture chamber and did she hate them! Coming out of the Colmar pocket, we stopped at a town for several hours and I
remember staying at a house, and was hoping we would be staying all night but, it did not pan out that way. I think the
town was Beisheim. From there, we started for the Rhine River but, first we had to receive the Order of the Croix de
Guerre from the French generals. This was a 3rd Division honor and we all wore that arm rope (French Fourrigere). It was
also here that I got a letter back which I had sent to a buddy of mine from the States, Henry Rosenfelter. He had been
killed during the Ardennes Offensive. It was at Bamberg when in the night everyone was standing around smoking,
when a plane flew overhead, then, coasted down and dropped antipersonnel bombs on us and it blew me over
somebody as I tried to jump through a door into the building. For just a second, I thought this is it but, it wasn't. We had
several dozen German prisoners lined up in front when the attack hit us and many of them were wounded badly. I can
still hear one saying “wasser, wasser” (water), and another saying help me, all in German and I had to tell them they had
to wait until our wounded were treated first. I also went to the hospital that night to find out how many of my men were
wounded as well. At another town, we went into underground storage areas where there was food of every kind and
liquor by the case and who knows what all. The tunnels were more than that; they were huge rooms in which trucks
could drive to deliver and pickup things. It was amazing to me. I took several bottles of liquor with me but, only what I
could get into my back pack. Things were happening to fast for one to have memories of them. We were on our way
towards Salzburg when we heard that part of our regiment had captured Hitler’s mountain retreat at Berchtesgarden. We
were in Austria south of Salzburg when the war ended. We stayed there until I returned to the states from there and my
unit was still there so far as I know for some time. The war ended in May of 1945 and I arrived home in June 1945 to be
discharged. I stayed as long as I thought I dared because I had enough points to outrank any of the others who might
have high points.
Friends were made after that first landing Fedela in North Africa long ago; more so than when we were in the states,
though, I had several buddies there, too. As time went on, there were only three close buddies and they are all buried in
Italy. I still wonder why I made it through and they did not. There are many friends, who were not really buddies, but, we
talked together a lot, so, I would consider them close friends, I guess; and all but, one of them is, also, buried in Italy.
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Transmission trouble Again!! Captured photo
By Emil Trautman

The aftermath of the Third Reich, courtesy of the
th
rd
15 Infantry Regiment, 3 Infantry Division

After the war, Emil entered the commercial and heavy construction industry where he spent the next 50 years
traveling the country building dams, bridges, and roads. Emil sought to relieve himself of the ghosts of his
horrific combat experience by writing into a journal all the feelings and emotions of what he saw, what he
experienced, and the brothers in arms who never returned. Of his original platoon that landed in North Africa,
Emil is the sole surviving member. At 95 years young, Emil and his lovely wife, Joyce, are as active as folks half
their age. By the way, don’t bother calling them on Thursday, Saturday, and Sunday. That’s when they’re out
dancing!
«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

ATTENTION ALL ASSOCIATION MEMBERS
THE CONTINUANCE OF OPERATION RECOLLECTION
The feedback form the general membership is that all of you would like to Operation Recollection
column to continue. Naturally, I am most happy to comply and I enjoy editing and assembling this
column more than I can tell you. It has become a labor of love for me, as well as, a valuable history
lesson. So, far, the Can Doers who have stepped up to the plate to work with me are all WW II vets.
However, these wonderful guys do not bear the responsibility of keeping this column going by
themselves. Many of you are 15th vets of the Korean War, the Cold War, Gulf War I, Kosovo, and
most certainly OIF III. This column is dedicated to the everyday G.I. who served with the 15th. There’ll
never be another Audie Murphy, so, you don’t have to have a chest full of “Fruit Salad” to be featured
in Operation Recollection. Whatever you did is valuable and it needs to be told. Even I as your Editor
am a Cold War vet and have some stories that are definitely not dull. If you believe that what you did
while in service to the 15th is not interesting or not valuable enough to be placed on these pages,
you’re absolutely wrong. You don’t have to be Ernie Pyle, either. Simply supply me your written/typed
recollections, your photos (on loan, of course), and anything else you’d care to submit. I’ll do the rest.
I always conduct one or two phone interviews before the column is put to bed. I need your help,
Gentlemen, if this column is going to continue and you’re the ones who tell me that you want it to.
Let’s face it guys, our WW II and Korean War vets are leaving us by the scores each day; and with
them goes history that we’ll never know about. Actually, the ranks of our early (60’s70’s) Cold War
and Vietnam Era vets are thinning, too. As you rose to the occasion to serve your country, please do
the same now. I need your help; otherwise Operation Recollection will fade into history with so much
left untold and that would be a shame. I leave it in your capable and willing hands as members of the
15th Infantry Regiment Association.
Thanks and Can Do. Dave.
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BOOK CORNER

The United States 15th Infantry Regiment in China, 19121938. Alfred Emile Cornebise. MacFarland & Company
Publishers. 273 pages; photographs; index; $45.
Alfred Cornebiese’s recent book on the exploits of the 15th Infantry Regiment in China provides a fascinating glimpse of
the unit’s activities in a faraway land during a period of enormous civil unrest in Mainland China. A must read for those
interested in the history of the Regiment and that of the Army between the First and Second World Wars. Active duty
members of the Regiment can also glean some valuable lessons learned to apply to current conditions in Iraq and
Afghanistan; to include: duty in an austere environment, constantly changing hostile conditions, warring internal factions,
joint operations with the Marines, and coalition activities with a host of other countries.
Of particular interest is the portrayal of life in the Regiment that includes everything from drill and ceremonies, to annual
training exercises, to social life in a foreign country to the execution of real world missions and protecting US interests half
way around the world. The discussions on leadership within the Regiment serve as a reminder of the Regiment’s
significant contributions to the leadership of our Army and the Nation in the years that followed the Regiment’s quarter
century of service in China. Duty in the Regiment was much sought after by many in the small Army of the time;
consequently, the 15th was able to draw many of the best men and top leaders in the Army to service in China. Marshall,
Eisenhower, Stillwell, Ridgeway, Wedemeyer and many others gained tremendous experience during their service in
China that enabled them to face many of the challenges of the Second World War and PostWar eras
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