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Dick Lacey was drafted in December 1943 and took his basic training at Camp McClellan, Alabama.  Once he completed his training, he was sent to the ETO as an infantry replacement.  He arrived in France in July 1944 and was assigned as an assistant machine gunner in M Company, 120th Infantry in the 30th Division.  Mr. Lacey was later wounded in Belgium and was briefly hospitalized in England before returning to M Company just prior to the Battle of the Bulge.  He continued to serve with the Division for the remainder of the war and returned to the US in August 1945 and was discharged in October.  
I graduated high school in June of 43, turned eighteen in September and I got drafted a week before Christmas.  I went to basic training at Camp McClellan, Alabama for seventeen weeks of infantry training.  We worked with the M1 rifle, the Browning machine gun and the 81mm mortar.  I qualified with all those weapons, with the M1 I shot a score of 180, which I believe was sharpshooter.  I only used the water-cooled .30 caliber machine gun, I can’t remember how I did with it, but I did OK.

After basic, I went home for about ten days and then I spent about month at Fort Meade, Maryland, they were getting us ready to go overseas.  Then they transferred us up to Camp Kilmer and I was there on D-Day.  Right after that, we boarded a troop ship and went across the Atlantic.  We landed in Liverpool on the 28th of June, then I crossed the Channel on the 16th of July, landed in France and we didn’t even get our feet wet.  We went to a camp set up in a field for a few nights and on the 20th of July, we loaded in trucks and they sent us to the 30th Division.  The 30th had been fighting since early in July and were up near St. Lo.  I joined the 2nd Platoon of M Company, 120th Infantry, which was a heavy machine gun platoon.
At that time they had taken many casualties, there was only a Lieutenant, a Platoon Sergeant, four Squad Leaders and one other fella who had bad eyesight, so he was an ammunition bearer.  They made me an assistant gunner.  I said to this other fella in the squad, “I’m glad they put me with a veteran” and said “What do you mean, I came up with you!”

In our squad, you had a squad leader, gunner and assistant gunner and three ammunition bearers and they each carried two boxes of ammunition.  Most of the time, we were lucky if we had two ammunition bearers, we were always shorthanded from people getting killed or wounded.  The squad leader had an M1, the gunner and I had .45’s and the ammunition bearers carried the carbine.  
I never had to use my .45 in combat.  You know the guys didn’t like to have to carry their rifles when they went to USO shows, so if I wasn’t going to the show, they’d borrow my sidearm.  You had to have a weapon when you went to those shows.

As assistant gunner, my duties were to feed the belts into the gun when the gun was fired.  They were canvas belts that came in boxes with handles on them, I believe there were 250 rounds in each box.  The ammunition belts had black tipped armor piercing rounds and tracers, every fifth bullet was a tracer. That’s the way the belts came, but we didn’t like that, you didn’t need that many tracers. The tracers gave away your position when you were shooting.  So what we’d do is pull out most of the tracers and replace them, we’d leave only one in every twenty rounds or so.  

As assistant gunner, I carried the gun and the gunner carried the tripod.  We did a lot of walking, that gun weighed about forty five to fifty pounds and there were times we would walk fifteen or twenty miles a day carrying the machine gun.  The gunner and I worked together on keeping the gun in good shape.  It was a good gun, it was pretty reliable although sometimes it would jam up.  But you’d just open the breech and clear the jam.  
The company’s eight heavy machine guns never fought together.  Each platoon had four guns and they would usually split up the platoon, but we usually kept two guns together.  Maybe two guns would go with one rifle platoon and two guns would go with one of the other platoons of riflemen.  The third rifle platoon would be in reserve.  Our 1st platoon would be supporting another rifle company.  

At night our guns were used mainly in defensive positions.  Two of our guns, or maybe all four guns, would be dispersed along a defensive line to stop any counterattacks.  Sometimes when one of our units would be advancing to take a position, we would fire our guns, although not at anything in particular.  We would fire to keep the enemy down and at a certain point we’d stop our firing because our riflemen were coming in to our field of fire.  Something they taught us in training, the machine gun would shoot 450 yards and the bullets would not go over the height of a man standing.  

In Holland, they picked our section of machine guns to go across the Albert Canal with K Company in rubber rafts.  There was a lock there and we set up our two guns on the lock, aiming down the road.  There was a platoon of K Company riflemen in a house to our left.  The next morning, when it was just about getting light, the Germans came up to blow up the locks and flood the city of Maastricht down river.  There was a whole company of them, about a hundred men and they didn’t know we were there.  When they got close enough, about seventy five yards from us, we opened up with our machine guns.  We had a perfect field of fire and they didn’t have any place to go.  We were shooting through an iron railing on the side of the bridge going across the canal and we made bullet holes through those iron railings.  The fight only lasted about ten minutes and they surrendered.  We killed eighteen, wounded thirteen and captured about seventy five of them.  When I went back to Holland for a visit in 1994, I went back to where we had that battle and that railing is still there and there are still bullet holes in it we made back in 1944.  

I was wounded just north of Aachen, not bad, I got shrapnel in my hip.  They sent me back to Leige and they operated and then I flew back to England and was off the front lines for two months.  On Thanksgiving day I crossed back over the Channel from England to Le Harve.  They tried to get you back to your own outfit if you were still capable, so I went back to my old platoon as assistant gunner.  
That’s when the Germans broke through in Belgium, they loaded us on trucks and sent us down to Malmedy on the north shoulder of the Bulge.  We set up positions just outside of Malmedy and on the 21st of December, the Germans came down off this hill with about ten tanks and a company of infantry.  One platoon of machine guns was down near this paper mill and we were up a quarter mile up the road, so we could cross fire with them.  The German overran their positions and Frank Curry of K Company got the Congressional Medal of Honor there for operating different guns and rescuing soldiers.
When we were fighting in the Bulge, they often sent us out with K Company, we always got in trouble with K Company.  We came to a crossroads and they had us set up defensive positions there.  The riflemen were out near the crossroad and we set up our two machine guns back in the woods, covering the crossroads.  Out came a German armored vehicle like a tank and somebody fired a bazooka at it.  They hit it, but they didn’t knock it out and these two Germans started climbing out of it.  My gunner fired at them and we saw them drop back in the vehicle.  They just sat there and didn’t do anything, so we sat there too.  We waited there until after dark and our Platoon Sergeant came up and got us around midnight.  The riflemen had already pulled back and we were out there all alone.

We were all ready to cross the Elbe River, when the Russians entered Berlin and were only forty miles from us.  They decided to keep us at the Elbe so we wouldn’t be running into and fighting the Russians.  Then May 8th came and the Germans surrendered.  We went down to southern Germany and pulled occupation duty for May and June.  We left there around the 1st of July, they picked our Division to come back and go to Japan.  We were in England when they dropped the atomic bombs and Japan surrendered.  We got to New York on the 22nd of August of 45.  They gave us a forty five day furlough and when I got back I got my discharge.
