War History of Ray Tuckett

I was drafted and inducted into the army at Fort Douglas, Utah in 1942 and was stationed at Camp Joseph T. Robinson in Little Rock, Arkansas.  It rained a lot and got down to zero, freezing the pipes so we couldn’t’ get anything to eat.  I went to Fort Meade, Maryland for about five months and on to AP
 Hill (by Fredericksburg where the slaves were freed) Virginia for maneuvers.  The mosquitoes and chiggers ate us up.  We hiked twenty five miles to the ocean beach.  I spent four months at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin where we dug fox holes, covered them with brush and let the snow fall over it to keep us warm.  We had fires in the daytime, but weren’t allowed to have them at night.  On January fifteenth, I arrived at Ontonagon, Michigan Lake Superior and stayed two months.  The snow was fifteen to eighteen inches deep when we came and five feet deep when we left.  We didn’t have tents or barracks here and we rolled our sleeping bags under the trees in 48 below zero weather.  We were experimenting with the bags, felt shoes, shoe packs and tank called a weasel.  We were sent back to Camp McCoy for a few days and then to Camp Shanks, New York and traveled overseas for fourteen days to England.  After a week in England, we took sixteen days to cross the English Channel in boats to France, on the seventh day I beached with the 30th Infantry Division.  I fought with the first and ninth armies.   [image: image1.png]


We had rough fighting through the hedgerows as the dirt dikes were three to five feet high with a row of brush on top.  We’d fire a few shots with our machine gun and move form on hedgerow to another.  They were about two hundred feet apart.  We waited while the Americans bombarded and on the second day, leveled St. Lo, killing as many of our own men as they did the Germans.  As I crossed the railroad tracks at Mortain a bullet went through my britches and burned my leg.  One of our outfits got cut off and it took a few days to break through to them.  No Frenchmen were there to milk the cows so they came in bawling and I grab bed some milk pails and milked six cows, strained it into every container we could find and that night and the next day everyone who liked milk had all they could drink.  We took Domfront and traveled straight ahead day and night on tanks and in jeeps.  Between Domfront and Paris, the French people were so happy to see us; they gave us eggs, waffles and champagne.  The women kissed us on both cheeks.  I saw a cute red head ahead of us and as I approached her, I jerked off my helmet, so it wouldn’t bump her and I’d get a good kiss.  She turned and ran in the other direction.  (Anyone who fraternized with the Germans had their heads shaved to distinguish them).  I had hacked my long hair off with a pair of scissors and my chopped head frightened her.  The men and women all asked us for guns so they could get the Labosche (Germans).  We gathered up German guns to give to them.  They lined the people they captured up against a straw stack and with the enemies’ hands over their heads, shot them, taking their big boots as they hit the ground.  (The Germans hadn’t let the French have shoes).  When we passed to the right of Paris we ran out of gas in the tanks and jeeps and wore blisters on our feet by walking twenty five miles the first day, twenty seven the next another twenty six and then twelve more to where we dug fox holes.  We had just taken our shoes off to releive our feet when orders came to take our gear and move out.  At Leige, the Belgians took us across the canals in boats as the bridges been blown up.  On top of the ridge the Germans shot at us.  We slept on top of the ground and a Mexican named Agapeto Morales would come looking for me.  He never carried a rain coat, so when it rained, he would take mine during the night and roll up in it and the next morning I would be soaked.  We advanced to the Siegfried line and on to Heerlen, Holland where we waited nine days for supplies.  On the second day of October, on his two year old son’s birthday, we lost our first man at the Elbe River in Germany.  On the Siegfried line, the Germans built their pill boxes with concrete and steel offering really good protection for us.  They held us there all night by shelling us with mortar and artillery and the next day made a counter attack coming through the forest to our right with their machine guns strapped to their hips.  Before I could position my machine gun, one of their bullets hit my traverse mechanism, so all I could do was pick up the trail let and swing it in their direction.  The mechanism exploded and it felt like I had a shotgun blast in the side of my face making pit marks that festered and came out for weeks.  I could just see the Germans legs so I pushed the trail leg of the gun over the foxhole and kept firing.  I used eleven boxes of ammunition with two hundred fifty rounds in each box.  A Mexican boy to the left used his machine gun and together we stopped them after they had walked through I Company.  (This incident is recorded in the 30th Infantry Division in World War II book written by Robert L. Hewitt).  For this action I was awarded the Silver Star for outstanding bravery in action.  We went on to take a little town called Kohlscheids to the left of Aachen.  We were cut off here for three days and the Germans marched right into town.  We fired away and had them screaming and the next day there were two dead enemies laying in the street.  Our final objective was to mop up the Aachen pocket where we met the First Infantry Division.  We were on a hill so we could look out over the whole city and see that there was only small arms and mortar fire.  We had the city surrounded and were waiting for them to surrender.  Mortar fire came in on use and I was wounded in the neck, chest and leg by shrapnel.  I was awarded the Purple Heart on the seventeenth of October 1944.  It was here that I lost the second boy from my squad, an eighteen year old name Green who had been in the service only six moths.  The same mortar shell that hit me blew a hole in his lungs and he was breathing from hole in his side.  The blood was dripping from my neck through two wool shirts and my field jacket, I was placed on a litter stretcher and transported to the aid station at Heerlen and on to the Liege Hospital.  They gave me some shots and when I woke up they were giving me plasma intravenously.  I was to have a shot of penicillin every two hours and I had fifteen of those shots.  I left the hospital and by train, traveled to the 202nd General Hospital in Paris.  Then, because my records hadn’t caught up with me, I was given another fifteen shots.  My rear end was so full of holes it was miserable to turn in any direction.  I was scheduled to go to England and be off duty for six months.  Bed patients were fed before those who could walk to the kitchen.  When they brought ice cream to my bed it tasted so good I hobbled out of bed and went to get more.  The doctor came in while I was gone and scratched on my chart and after only two months I was sent back on line to France and the Battle of the Bulge.  The Germans made it rough by coming from every direction.  They had walked through one battalion and our commander passed the word that we should hold at all cost.  We could hear the German tanks coming and we had a “greenie” tank outfit with us with a 155 self-propelled, good sized artillery piece.  They weren’t with us fifteen minutes till a tank came around the corner towards us and our tank zeroed in and knocked them out.  A couple of minutes later their second tank came around the same corner on the other side and our tank knocked it out.  The third tank couldn’t get on the same side so came around the other side.  The Americans were winding so fast trying to get another shot at him a bullet hit the pavement, glanced up and knocked it out from underneath.  In less than twenty minutes three tanks were laying out in front of us.  One of the crew stuck his head out of the American tank and said, “How’s that boys?”  They were lifesavers and the break we needed.  Those tanks would have crawled right over us.  We got into Malmedy, dug in with 30 degrees below zero weather in eighteen inches of snow.  There were mounds of snow on the ground and when we kicked them we found American soldiers who had been lined up and shot by the Germans. The ground was so hard we couldn’t dig foxholes.  We’d chunk out a little piece; put a rain coat down with a blanket underneath and on top of us.  The only place we felt warm was where we touched one another.  The quartermasters got wise and started sending up dynamite for us to stick in a hole in the ground to light and it would blow enabling us to dig down fifteen to eighteen inches.  We built little shelves, lit candles and sat down there at night to write letters.  We had it pretty easy after that using one stick of dynamite for a foxhole and two for a machine gun emplacement.  Even though the Germans heard our explosions we didn’t give away our positions as the enemy couldn’t tell if it was their shells or ours that were going off.  We got through the winter and re-captured all the ground they had taken.  We were sent across the Roer (Ruhr) River.  The Germans had broken the dam and flooded the area so we waited till the water went down before we crossed.  Eleven of us would pack our boat down to the river, cross in it and leave it on the other side.  We had to be by the river at one in the morning.  The river was really swift with a nine mile an hour current so it wouldn’t support a pontoon bridge.  It took all ten of us to Paddle while the man in the back would guide it with a rudder.  The battalion commander’s boat capsized because he just sat in the boat and didn’t help and his heavy gear caused him to drown.  We went into the town after crossing the river.  The company  behind us got pinned down in their foxholes in a cemetery.  We could see the enemy’s legs again, but no tops.  We started shooting, setting a few hay stacks on fire.  It was here at Selgersdorf that we captured a lot of our prisoners and took their pistols when they came in waving white flags.  We took a few more prisoners in the Argonne Forest and learned to use their weapons.  They had what we called burp guns because the shells came out of them so fast they would get red hot.  They would almost fire before you could put your finger on the trigger.  We learned to fire their anti-tank weapons.  At daylight as we came out of the forest the Germans had their mess gear and were going for chow.  They couldn’t get to their guns and we fired on them with their own weapons until we took them all prisoner.  We hit the Rhine River and again were told we would have to go no further because the 30th Infantry had done enough.  Our division had made their bridge heads and no other in history had this record.  Each regiment would have made on bridge head.  Here we had our first encounter with our navy as they shuffled a boat loaded with about forty men across the river and then returned for another load.  As the first wave of infantry beached, they would secure a position.  We were given CO2 life preservers for the crossing and as the artillery would hit a boat up the river; the men would get nervous and squeeze the two little tubes on the jackets under their clothes causing them to fill with air.  I wondered why the boat was getting so crowded.  When we got to the other side the men couldn’t undo their belts to drop the preservers.  I hadn’t squeezed mine so I dropped it with ease and was on my way.  As we darted from one building to another a machine gun bullet hit a brick window sill, went through my helmet and pinned the liner to the headpiece.  Another ricocheted and hit the K rations in my field jacket, bulging a can of cheese (the size of a small can of tuna) without coming out on the other side.  That was a good can of cheese!  They said because we took our last town so easily they (again) loaded us on tanks and hanging onto the back we traveled night and day getting off only long enough to clean out a pocket of Germans and go on.  The Germans put their eggs in five gallon glass jars in a liquid to keep them fresh.  We’d jump off the tanks, grab a fry pan and cook and eat the eggs, learned to suck eggs because we didn’t always have time to cook them.  If we moved out before they were cooked, I ate them anyway they came out.  The people would follow us till we finished eating to get their pans back.  We got to spend a night at the Weser River because all the bridges had been blown.  We made a bridge head and crossed to get to our last (Once more) objective only forty or so kilometers from Berlin in a town called Magdeburg.  There was a poison factory there and in case it got damaged they issued us new gas masks before they let us go in.  We had thrown our gas masks away earlier so we could put loot in the carriers.  We knew the war was almost over and we said that a bad time it would be to get hit. A young American messenger boy was trying to contact this lieutenant when a sniper’s bullet killed him.  We set up again on a garbage dump that was twenty five to thirty years old.  (The Germans would take wheelbarrows and dump their garbage over a bank and it would rot).  There wasn’t much activity in the daytime, but at night the enemy would cross the river to surrender.  We finally had to shoot at them to keep them back because they wanted to get away from the Russians and we couldn’t handle any more of them.  The German children would come to us and beg for “Shockolet for ish” (chocolate for me) and “ceegareetes” (cigarettes) for pap.  We had four Chesterfield or Fleetwood cigarettes in our K rations and they would read from our packages.  We’d respond, “Du haben sie eier for ish?” (Do you have eggs for me)? Or “Du haven sie grossa swister” (Do you have a big sister)?   The war ended for us on the eighth day of May in 1945 and we came back \through the little towns to France, then by boat to the United States to Boston, Massachusetts and to Forth Douglas, Utah where I was honorably discharged.  

