
Rough transcript of interview by the Surviving Generations of the Holocaust on July 14, 1995, at a 
reunion in Seattle 50 years after the liberation of Dachau 

I was a mortar man in a rifle company, G Company of the 242nd Infantry Regiment, 2nd Battalion of 
Rainbow Division. Initially an ammo bearer in a five-man squad: squad leader, gunner, assistant gunner 
and two ammo bearers. Carried pretty heavy-duty ammunition in “apron” with 6 in front and 6 in back, 
60 mm mortars, pretty good size shells, quite a bit of weight. I was a mortar-gunner, 30 yards behind the 
machine gunners. 

Unit shipped over as a division from Camp Kilmer. Our initial combat was securing area around 
Strasbourg. There was a breakthrough and we were sent up to block that hole, as I understand it. You 
have to understand, I was a Pfc., threatened to be broken down to a buck private a couple of occasions—
we’ll talk about that off-camera. [Chuckles.] 

We plugged the holes and did what we could to stop that movement, referred to by our enemy as 
Nordwind, one of the last great offenses that Hitler had kind of personally become involved in, as I 
understand the history. We went in at company strength of 187; some three days later we were down to 
47, many many wounded, prisoners of war.  

I lost three comrades in three days; they were close to me: Pat Patterson, driver Mark Markowitz, and 
Scotty. I’d like to be able to address their families, and I have not. I’d like to talk to them and express 
what I knew about them, especially Scotty, was a very personal relationship. [Pauses; struggles to 
continue.] 

We reached a finger of woods in Gambsheim, one of our major conflict areas. My platoon became more 
of a rifle unit than mortars because we couldn’t use our mortars. Got up there with our carbines and M1s 
and fought alongside the riflemen and were moved up to an area known as the Ice Pond, where we lost 
so many troops. We held our position but finally had to pull out. I have great recall of at least 12 of us 
piling onto one Jeep, one of the only mobile facilities of getting out of there. We were attacked by tanks, 
had no support, no great deal of artillery, so we went into an area of woods, and those woods were just 
leveled above us. Tree bursts were just cutting, shearing trees. We were within two or three hours of 
getting back to what was referred to as the Landgraben Canal, and there we dug in and held our position 
for three days with a lot of shelling and a lot of misery, sending out a few squads into a combat arena to 
find out if the enemy was still around. We were relieved by the 79th Division and went immediately into 
another conflict at Hatten. 

Hatten, it was even worse than Gambsheim for me personally, my only personal conflict, eyeball to 
eyeball you might say, with the enemy. We secured the first few houses at Hatten, and in an alleyway—
we’d attacked from a place called Wiederschofen [?]—night fell and up the alleyway came the German 
troops, not knowing we were there; they weren’t even at arms, with their shouldered weapons. They had 
these white capes on. I immediately hollered out, Halt! Hande hoch, which was something we’d been 
taught to do, sounded logical: Stop! Hands up. They just went in every direction. I had a carbine and 
emptied all my magazine at them as they spread and three were right in front of me in some shrub, and I 
emptied my first clip in that area. By this time my sergeant, Phil Schaefer, who had been sleeping, was 
wide awake. He stood by the window and I went outside and emptied another carbine in that general 
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area. Unfortunately, hard for me to remember, there were some bodies out there. That was my personal 
involvement at that time, in Hatten. 

From Hatten we pulled out into Niederbetschdorf and Rittershoffen, one combat after the other. Finally 
got 14th armored division in and they came in and whipped butt, if you’ll excuse the expression. We 
pulled back into a little village [unclear] in Alsace, and brought troops back in and rebuilt our units, so I 
went back into combat as a gunner on the mortar squad. My buddy Willy Willson, we were still in the 
same squad together and on the first night out, on March 15 [1945] in what we referred to as the Push, 
we were attacking and the Germans were on the run. Our unit was going up a hill and the Germans were 
on the far side with tanks with 88 mounts and they were firing down howitzers and a tree burst hit right 
above me, so I took shrapnel in my back and my butt and my leg.  

One of my buddies along with Ray Schumacher, who I believe was my squad leader at the time, helped 
me get down the hill. I wasn’t hurt badly but was losing a lot of blood. I or one of them accidentally put 
a hand into the open wound and shock hit. I was taken to a gravel pit at the base of the hill, a lot of 
troops just laying there. One fellow who wasn’t moving who I had cuddled up to get some warmth. I 
was in and out of it. Saw troop movement and thought, Thank God, I’ll be picked up, but realized it was 
the enemy. I passed out again and don’t remember anything until I woke up, this time looking at some 
boots and they were of German origin. 

One fellow had a bad case of bronchitis; they made him take his jacket off and put rifles in the sleeves 
and put me in this hammock and they carried me off the field. I only had one more moment of 
consciousness and I seem to recall clearly one of the rifles had a white flag in it and they were waving it 
back and forth. I might have been with them for a couple of days at most. Next thing I knew I’m in an 
American field hospital near Ynette (?), France. From there I was transported to another field hospital. 
My war really literally ended for me without danger in Nancy, France. I was there for a month, then 
went to a replacement depot. That’s where my involvement with Allach and Dachau began. 

I’m searching for people who know more about Allach than I do. It’s right outside Dachau. It was either 
a camp in itself or was a satellite camp or it was a [unclear] Allach gate and someday somebody’s going 
to be able to fill in those places. A lieutenant came into this replacement depot specifically looking for 
Rainbow Division veterans. I went forward and he said, We’re going to do something and it may have 
some historical value. 

He didn’t talk about concentration camps. We didn’t know the words “Holocaust” or any of those terms. 
We knew displaced persons and prisoners of war, but that was about our knowledge of the camps. We 
knew those camps existed. They implied there wouldn’t be any danger, that we were going in as a 
combat unit but the war was literally over and we wouldn’t have any problems. Our arrival, I believe, 
was by trucks, or else we walked from the replacement depot. Had to be a very short distance. My first 
recall in Allach was the sign—and they’re still there in the small villages throughout [unclear]—and 
they have the town name on them. I remember very clearly seeing “Allach” and noting it was double L.  

Two hundred yards out and I started seeing the fence and people on the fence. Younger boys reasonably 
in good health; they were standing. I was on the right flank pretty much by myself. I heard some shots 
being fired to my left, maybe half a dozen. As we approached I could see these people behind four-inch 
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mesh fence, they were calling out American! Cigarette? I heard the word Polski. The lieutenant hand-
waved me over to an outbuilding, 20x40 shed that might have been an infirmary of sorts. As I was 
moving toward there I could see the tracks and the 40 and 8s and obviously stacked bodies outside. I 
have recall maybe by having seen a photograph of the doors being open on the side and I could see the 
bodies inside, but I have a difficult time in the real world of remembering having gotten that close to it. 
The sights were horrible enough. 

I was to secure that building. I opened the door and there was nobody in, but as I went to the right there 
was a window and I looked down through the window and saw a man laying on a pallet in what could be 
referred to as a loincloth, couldn’t have weighed 60 pounds, his head was shaved, his eyes were just 
orbs, inset in skin taut across cheekbones, elbows and knees were probably three times normal size, 
connecting to thighs no bigger than my wrists. He looked up and smiled. [Thompson’s voice cracks; he 
trembles and tears appear.] 

He couldn’t speak. I expect that he  lived. I stayed with him minutes; had to report to the lieutenant so 
somebody could get to the man.  

It was just a matter of hours from when we arrived and left. They were starting to bring up portable 
kitchen and showers, hospital unit. That was our duty and we were no longer there after that; other 
troops came in. Saw evidence of combat prior to our getting there; may have been suicide, or at the 
hands of people there. I did see two guards at one of the towers, 150 yards from gate. 

Noel Wallenberg [? doesn’t match list on commission], President’s Commission on the Holocaust 
chair, was the only person I ever met who was in Allach. I met him recently in San Francisco where we 
were receiving the Yom HaShoah medal for liberation. He said numbers he heard were 33,000 at Allach.  

What message would you like to leave for future generations? 

We as a people don’t want to forget that that happened. It’s the only way it won’t happen again. Problem 
is it’s kind of happening now. Bosnia, African nations. Where man’s consideration of man seems so 
insignificant and so weakened. Right now I’m involved in and want to address groups in the middle 
school years. My message is one more of the fact of what happened and let them recognize in 
themselves what they might do. They are so interested; they need to understand and have tolerance of 
one another; we’re not all the same—different ethnicities, different beliefs. Why should we have such 
destruction in the name of a religion or any other cause? They are more informed than I was as a kid. 

In my 23 months in service I became an adult. There was a lot of patriotism then, but I wonder about 
that patriotism; is it because it was a word we learned to express or was it built on tolerance and love for 
other people? I don’t think so. I don’t think we really knew. 
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