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MailCall No. 2457 
December 20, 2020 

 

517th Parachute Infantry Regiment 

460th Parachute Field Artillery Battalion 

596th Parachute Combat Engineer Company 

76 Years Ago – Heading to the Bulge 
 

 
Members of the 460th 
Field Artillery Battalion, 
on the way to the bulge 
 

 
 
Life Magazine photo 
 
Vehicles and infantry of 
the US 1st Army on the 
road during winter 
fighting in the Ardennes 
forest conflict known as 
the Battle of the Bulge. 
 
Location: Fosse, 
Belgium (Fosse-sur-
Salm is an area that is 
now part of Trois-
Ponts.) 
 
Date taken: 1944 
 
Photographer: John 
Florea 
 
 
Extra-large version 
 
Can you identify any of 
the men? 
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Soldiers of US 1st Army hacking at frozen 
ground to dig foxholes near their machine gun 
position during a lull in the last ditch German 
offensive through the Ardennes forest known as 
the Battle of the Bulge. 
 
 
Location: Fosse, Belgium 
 
Photographer: John Florea 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Members of US 3rd Armored Div. standing 
near partly concealed tanks at edge of forest 
during the Battle of the Bulge, the last ditch 
German offensive of WWII. 
 
Location: Lierneux, Belgium 
  
Photographer: John Florea 
 
Life Magazine 
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Cohasset (MA) Mariner 

November 10, 2006 

 
 

from Irma & Arnold Targnion  

 

Dear Ben, dear friends in America, 

Here there is the following of my souvenirs [memories]. 

December 1944, Battle of the Bulge 

Brux, Lierneux - Belgium 

  

Now, I shall try to tell you about my life during the war and during the Battle of the Bulge. It is 

just my childhood memories and I beg your pardon for the mistakes. 
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I was born in a very little village called Brux, near Lierneux (15 kms from Trois-Ponts) on 1940, 

august 22. My father was in Germany, from may he was prisoner in Altengrabau, Stalag XXI A. My 

mother was alone to work in the farm, my brother René was 18 months old. My father was an 

Ardenne Hunter in the Army but he was lucky to be in the medical staff. Because of that he came 

back in december 1940. His brother Joseph came back in may 1945 and his 4 children did not 

recognize him. The life for this family has been very hard. During the war, we never were hungry 

because of the farm but my mother helped many persons who came from the big cities where the life 

was so difficult, my mother gave bread, butter, eggs, potatoes and also, she welcomed at home some 

children from the towns to feed them. I can remember Lilianne and Georgette from Liège, Carlos, 

Christian, Pierre... from Brussels. Pierre staid 3 years with us. In Ardenne, the life was rather quiet, 

except the german administration and its rules and restrictions. I was too young to know how my 

parents suffered a lot in the war. 

 

SEPTEMBER 1944 

I am 4 years old. My father and my godfather Louis are picking the apples. My godfather Louis is my 

father's brother. My grand-parents died in 1938 and he is living with us. He seems to be very happy. 

Very soon he will marry his fiancée Louise, she is living near Soy, (Hotton) in Amonines. He is also 

very happy with a cheerful expression because there are so many soldiers in the villages with trucks 

and tanks and other machines. 

 

This day is september 27th. My godfather tells me "come with me to the Gilles' field. He has a big 

basket full with apples. All around the fields, there are many young beautiful boys, they smile, they 

talk to me but I do not understand, they call me "baby", I am not a baby because I bring the basket 

with the apples and I help my godfather, so I gave apples to the soldiers. They give me many little 

boxes and when we came back home the basket is full with chocolates, sugar, chewing-gum, many 

good things. I am happy and proud. 

 

December 1944, my mother is crying, my father and my godfather seems to be so sad. 
  

 
Irma's Story - Part Two 

 

Everybody is crying, they says "they are coming back", they are now in St Vith !. 

 

Our neighbour, Nestor, is 75 years old and he gets together all the men in his house and he says "go 

away immediately, I will stay with the women and the children" and then, my father, godfather, 

cousins and neighbours leave with their bikes. They wish to cross the river Meuse. 

 

My mother takes us and we go to stay with auntie Marie and auntie Pauline because their cellar is 

very solid and secure. My brother René is 6 and he wants to know what's going on. My mother 

answers : be quiet, shut up... she never speaks like that, she uses to be so soft with us but now we 

know that it is a very special day and we keep silent. The cellar is vaulted, Auntie Pauline and our 

cousin Catherine are in the basement already, they brought many things and in a corner, auntie 

Pauline put clean white sheets on the potatoes, She says, it is my corner so we cannot share this corner 
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with her, we are not careful enough. My mother says, once more : "be quiet" My little brother Roger 

(2) is sick. "lay down" says Catherine, we are running under the stone table (table for the butter). A 

big, big noise makes the house shake. Somebody knocks at the door, Nestor is coming with his 

family, a bomb blowed up on their house, no wounded. Now, we are 15 persons in the cellar. Helène 

is looking through the little window, "german are coming, I can see their boots" Everybody is praying, 

especially auntie Pauline, we are frightened to death. Noise, somebody is opening the door. A german 

officer is coming down in the cellar, looks around and says to Auntie Pauline "move away". Some 

soldiers are now bringing a wounded soldier, he is screaming, he is very dirty, he lost his blood, the 

soldiers let him in the so clean corner, auntie Pauline's corner. René, Roger and I, we are under the 

stone table and we are laughing because of the neat, clean corner. My mother looks ghastly pale, she 

murmurs "be quiet". 
  

 
 

Irma's Story - Part Three 

  

dear friends, 

I beg your pardon but it is not easy for me to express those souvenirs in english. As you may 

understand, the memories of a child are different. I forgot many things and I can remember special 

events. Best wishes and Love to all of you. Irma TARGNION from Ardenne. Arnold says hello to you. 

  

december 1944 - BATTLE of the BULGE 

 

...... The german soldier is gone. They all pray in the cellar, they pray more and more. Hélène says " I 

think that the americans retreated to Erria" she seems so sad. My mother says " I must go to the farm 

to feed the cows and we need fresh milk, it is a little more quiet by now". there was a sudden silent 

and my mother goes out. When she comes back, she doesn't look afraid, just a little pale. She brings 

back milk, eggs, biscuits, water... and when she can see that everybody feel reassured, she says " the 

bullets whizzed overhead, I think they comes from Beau-Ru (north/west)" Youppee, says, Marie-

Josée, the americans are coming back ! yes, says my mother, but it was also whizzing from the south, 

so, we are just in the middle of the battle. Silence. René, my oldest brother (6) asks "where is Pierre ? 

" Pierre is this boy who came from Brussels one year ago. He was very hungry in Brussels, when he 

arrived, he was 14 and he was looking like an 9 years old boy. For a long time, children from the big 

cities are living with us. When they are better, they go back home and others are coming. But with 

Pierre, things are different, his is like a brother for us, he tries to help my parents, he likes very much 

all the animals, especially, the horse Max and the dog Jacky. Mum, where is Pierre ? Pierre is in 

Hierlot with our grand-parents (Hierlot is located between, Lierneux and Erria. By now, nobody 

knows that the Germans took all the men as hostage and they are all in Verleumont as prisoners and 

Pierre is with them. Pierre is very thin and small, the Germans does not pay attention to him, so he 

escapes and from Verleumont, he comes in Brux at the farm, takes the dog Jacky and through the 

lines in the middle of the battle, he goes to Hierlot to see the families of the hostages, gaves the news, 

asks for food and comes back to Verleumont to join the hostages with the bread and milk. Some 

stories will never be written in the books but Pierre shuttled back and forth many times, telling to the 

families "they are OK, give me food for them", he was like a ferret. My uncles Léon, Camille and 

Alfred were in this group. Later, the Germans liberated them because of the advance of the american 
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troups, they put the german troups to rout. On december 27th and 28th, G Cy 508 th beat of the 

enemy to the Thier del Preux (Jos. KISSANE - 508° cy G) Thier del Preux, woods, 2 kms from Brux. 

Hélène is looking through the little window. "the boots, the boots, there are american boots. 

Everybody is crying in the cellar. My mother is taking us in her arms, "we shall go out very soon", we 

are still waiting and at least, the beautiful young soldiers are coming back. The boys who called me 

"baby" and who gave me chocolates and sugar. 
  

Irma TARGNION-REMACLE 

  

N.B. my mother's first name was Hélène, she was very courageous, generous and devoted but also 

self-effacing just like Helen in Savannah. I was in motion to see Helen because she looks like my 

mother and today, I would like to send my love to all of you who liberated us with a special thought to 

Helen with thanks for her kindness to us and her love for everybody. Irma. 

  

 
 

Irma's Story - Part Four 

  

Dear Ben, dear friends, 

I will try to follow to tell you what I remember from this so hard time. I am happy to read the note of 

Howard Hensleigh. In fact, a few years ago, we tried to find this family and the young girl. We were 

looking for her on the way from Stavelot, Hénumont, Logbiermé, Poteau... no luck. Arnold's cousin is 

living in Hénumont (near Logbiermé) he was 11 years old during the Battle but he is not able to 

remember who could be this family. Sorry. I am very touched that you are interested in this part of my 

life. Thanks. Irma. 

 

BATTLE OF THE BULGE 

Brux - Lierneux 

 

We are leaving the cellar. Nestor's house has been completely destroyed. They are upset but happy to 

be alive. They say that they will try to stay in the barn. Our house is not destroyed but everything is 

broken, all the windows, the doors. On the floor, there are many little holes and René says :"it is OK 

to play marbles". My mother does not like untidiness, she must be very angry but she only says "what 

a mess". Immediately, she begins to clean, to arrange, she is looking for the kneading trough. She 

goes to the fountain to get water and she tells us : I shall knead bread. There is a room downstairs 

which is rather saved; it is a kind of kitchen where my mother used to bake. This room opens on the 

farmyard where there are now many soldiers, trucks, tents and a big fire. A soldier calls us and he 

gives us soup and meat. It is good but there is a strange red sauce on the meat. I never eat such a 

gravy. The dough is ready, my mother is going to milks the cows and to feed them. She wants to bake 

the bread as soon as possible but the kind soldiers asks her to go into the house. They are gathering all 

of us in a room as my mother is coming with packages. Auntie Pauline and Auntie Marie join us. We 

cannot move and Auntie Pauline begins to pray again. I escape and I go in an other room which is full 

with soldiers. Surprise, they are also praying! A big boy called Willy takes me on his knees, he joins 

my hands and he talks to me but I do not understand so I begin to pray. I only know "Ave Maria" (not 
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very well) but I try, I think that Willy is glad, I see tears on his face. My mother is coming to pick me 

up, she looks angry but Willy says : Me...ci, Madam. Auntie Marie says in our dialect : they have 

children too... 

 

On the road, there are now many big trucks and we are in the doorway. We shall leave very soon... no 

news from my father, where is he ? 

 

 
 

Irma Targnion Part 5 

  

Bonjour Ben, hello dear friends, 

This evening, we shall go to Maria's as the Committee has a reunion to prepare all the ceremonies of 

december and especially the celebrations of january 7th. Of course, the spirit of 517th will be with us 

with all the memories. Now, I shall try to follow my little story but before this "english exercise" I 

would like to wish you a Merry Christmas and a very Happy New Year from all your friends in 

Ardenne. May all the joy and wonder of this holiday season remain with you always. With Love and 

gratitude. Irma, Arnold, Maria and the members of CADUSA (US Airborne Reception Committee) 

Trois-Ponts. Best wishes to Patricia, Roland and Robert. Joyeuse Fêtes. 

  

Belgium, Ardenne, december 1944 - january 1945 

 

Many trucks are now on the road and we have to get on. My little brother Roger is very sick, he is 

afraid. The soldiers are giving some blankets and so, we leave our little village and all the neighbours 

too. We are cold, we are sick, the way seems so long. Lastly, we arrive in a town called Prayon (near 

Liège). We are waiting in a big hall, the Casino, people called us : evacuees. A young lady of Brux 

(Yvette) is washing me but she has nothing to wipe me, so she uses her apron. We are still waiting in 

the room but some people of Prayon are coming to welcome the families. My mother is in a corner 

with her 3 children, nobody choose to take us with. Mummy seems so sad. And then, he comes, Mr 

Laval, he is telling a chief that he wishes to welcome somebody who is very demanding. He looks so 

kind and we leave the big room to go in his house. 

 

Mr and Mrs Laval are living in the main street in Prayon, at the back of the garden, there is a river : la 

Vesdre. Mrs Laval gives us a large bedroom and a kitchen which is opening on the garden. They have 

a very nice baby girl, her name is Michèle. 

 

Now, we are in Prayon for 2 weeks, no news from our area, no news from the men. What is happened 

in Ardenne. A cousin of my mother, Joseph Rixhon, is living in the area of Prayon, he has a farm and 

he is bringing fresh milk for us. He is very kind and sometimes, he comes with vegetables and food. 

He also tries to give some news of the war but he is not able to tell us about the situation in Lierneux, 

Vielsalm, Trois-Ponts... René, my elder brother is doing some clangers. 

 

Mr Laval has a big map on the wall, he is putting little american flags and german flags, every day, he 

changes the flags , he is drawing arrows. To day, there are more american flags, Mr Laval seems 
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happy. But René thinks to tease him and he changes the places of the flags, he mixes up everything. 

Mr Laval is not very pleased ! to day, once more, we listen the V1, we call that : robot. The noise is : 

tu ku... tu ku tu... tu ku...tu ku... but when the noise is stopping, we run in the cellar. 

 

Today, the noise is stopping very soon, we are afraid, an explosion, noises, dust, and everything is 

broken in the house. No panes of glass in the windows but nobody is wounded. The day after, cousin 

Joseph is coming, he went in Nonceveux, near Remouchamps to visit auntie Catherine, my mother's 

sister, she is living in a little farm and she has 8 children. She told Joseph that very soon, we may go 

to Nonceveux to stay with them. Weeks have passed, we are still in Prayon and when everything is 

quiet we go along the river Vesdre. We miss our father, we miss home. 
  

Irma 
 

 
 

Irma Targnion Part 6 

 

BATTLE OF THE BULGE - december 1944/january 1944 

 

We are still in Prayon, time is dragging but now, we receive some news from our area. They say that 

in Lierneux in a cellar an old man died in a corner as in the same time a baby was born in an other 

corner; baby's name is Jean-Pierre. They say that many houses are destroyed, burnt or ransacked, 

many persons were killed or disappeared. To day, our neighbours want to go back to our village. It is 

a long way, they decide to walk (about 55 kms) So, Hélène, Catherine, Jean, Victorine are leaving in 

the morning, they want to stop in Chevron to spend the night. My mother says that we shall go to stay 

a few days with auntie Catherine in Nonceveux (Remouchamps). The Battle of the Bulge was stopped 

in Stoumont and Nonceveux is saved. 
  

We leave the family Laval with a warm thank you and Mr Laval promises to visit us later as he is 

traveling a lot for his job. Cousin Joseph and his brother Emile drive us to the farm in Nonceveux. 

Auntie Catherine tries to calm my mother who wishes to go back to Brux immediately. She wants to 

go on foot (30 kms). After a good night, my mother is leaving early in the morning and we stay with 

the family Bodson. The younger girl is Rose, she is 5 like me, the elder brother is Jean, he is 15; the 8 

cousins are all very kind to us and uncle Joseph Bodson is funny and tries to amuse us with many 

games. 
  

Now I have to explain what happened to this beautiful family. In 1947, uncle Joseph died of a heart 

attack: the life has been very hard for all of them but my aunt was so courageous that she worked so 

hard on the little farm to pay school for the children. Jean became accounter, 2 boys served in the 

belgian army (major and captain) 3 girls became teacher, 1 had a restaurant and Paul became 

master at the University of Montréal (Canada) now, he is retired but still living in Montréal. 
  

For my brothers and me, this week in Nonceveux is a nice souvenir. Later, my mother tells us what 

about her way back to Brux. She walked, she ran, she was exhausted but went on to run and when 

she was arriving where she can see our house, she cried, she laughed, the tears are coming, she shaked 
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all over as she catched sight of a silhouette, she ran, she ran... the man is my father! he is just arriving, 

back from Leers et Fosteau. 

 

Many damages in the house, no windows, everything is broken and it is like after a tornado but they 

are alive and rather in good health. They begin to "clean" , to put millboard in the windows frames 

and suddenly my mother says : "where is my dinner service, no dishes, no plates left..."  my father is 

laughing, he just found it. Do you remember that when my mother left the cellar to go back in our 

house, the first thing she did was the dough for the bread ! the dough is green and rotten but all the 

dishes and plates are in the dough. The soldiers used them but as they cannot do the washing up, they 

put the crockery in the dough... even during sad situations, there is always something strange or 

funny. After many days of a hard work, the house was nearly ready to welcome us and we came back 

home. Our neighbours, family Demonceau are now living in the barn and they are going to spend the 

night with friends, Marie-Josée is sleeping at home. Some people are living in the stables but nobody 

is complaining. People of Ardenne seems to be primitive and boorish but they are stout fellows. 

Everybody began to work hard, to take care of the animals which is very important for the future life. 

I have never seen my parents groan or complain. Now, we are a stricken population and because of 

that I received the most beautiful dress of my life. Marie-Josée is a needle woman and is sewed for me 

a dress made with a parachute ( found in the woods) it is a silk dress, Marie-Josée also sewed shirts 

for my brothers. I am very proud to wear this wonderful dress when I go to the church with Catherine 

(I have to say that our beautiful old church is destroyed and that all the services are celebrated in a 

shacks) A wonderful souvenir of this time is the sound of the bells on sunday. The germen could not 

take them, somebody had hidden them during the war. 

 
 

Irma Targnion Part 7 

 

Bonjour Ben, hello to everybody, 

Now it is time to follow with my childhood memories. We are now in 1945. 

 

BATTLE OF THE BULGE - the end of the war - first days of Liberty. 

 

American soldiers left us. Just some of them stayed in our village. Some people say that it is for the 

munitions. They are very kind to us and are giving us food, chocolates and chewing-gums. As we lost 

everything, Marie-Josée is sewing, she makes shirts, dress, pants with all the material people can find. 

She uses the blankets (khaki) to make coats, capes, mantels, she uses the parachutes to sew for the 

children and the ladies. It is like a new fashion. For us, the children, there are many new games, we 

find many things to play with in the trenches. With René (6), Roger (3) and me (4,1/2) we collect the 

bullets. We knock them on a stone, we open and so we find some kind of pellets. When we have 

gathered a big pile, we are porrowing some pellets in a line and put the fire. wham ! psiiiitt ! boom... 

fire. My father surprises us one day and he did not find that very funny. He gets angry and put us in 

the cellar for 2 hours. I have to say that a few children were killed as they play with guns. Our 

neighbour Louis (14) and his brother Joseph (12) were killed as they are playing "war", some other 

boys were wounded with mines, one lost his arm an other became blind, and...; after that, we were 

afraid and we tried to be more quiet, we were building huts with all the loss in the fields. In my 
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village, all the men are farmers and the problem is to feed the cows, Everybody is waiting for the 

spring. During our stay in Prayon, my uncle Joseph of Hierlot and Pierre (the young boy from 

Brussels) came every day to feed the animals. Pierre was living in Hierlot with my grand-parents and 

family during our evacuation. In may, after 5 years, my uncle Joseph (my father's brother) came back 

from Germany where he was prisoner. His 4 children could not recognize him. My mother's brother 

Léon came back in the same time from a concentration camp in Germany (5 years too). He was 

captured as a member of the resistance movement. He was 29 years old when he came back but he 

was looking like a man of 70. 
  

During the summer 1945, we had many celebrations to welcome the prisoners, we had parades and 

the ladies sewed american and belgian flags with the material they can find, sometimes with curtains, 

sometimes they dye the sheets. In fact, all the floats, vehicles and horses, were giving a famous 

colored procession. In spite of the sorrow and the pains, the people of Ardenne trust in the future and 

celebrate the freedom with joy and hope. 
  

Irma Targnion 

Nov 2005 - Jan 2006

 
 

 
 

Arnold & Irma Targnion and Maria Gaspar 

 

 

Other MailCall News 
 

 
Bob thanks so much for your fine work in manning your post for the memory of the 517th PRCT.  Your 
dad and mine served together in the 3rd Battalion H Company.  My dad made it all the way to Bergstein, 
and I wish you and all the relatives of the 517th who read these weekly posts. 
 
Dennis Sura son of Mike Sura 3rd platoon, 2nd squad 1941 to 1945  
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KEITH CARLON HOBSON Born January 26, 
1925 in Alleghany, Ca. Keith Carlon Hobson 
died peacefully at his home in Chico, Ca where 
he has resided for the last 52 years. Keith was a 
loving father and stable rock for his family. He 
was, along with his wife, an early advocate of 
the Work Training Center, which his daughter 
had attended for 50 years. He was preceded in 
death by his wife of 69 years Jeanne M. 
Hobson, his Mom, Ona Z. Hobson, and Father 
Pete T. Hobson of Grass Valley, Ca. He is 
survived by daughter Patricia D. Hobson of 
Chico; sons, Roger (Danna) Hobson of Gig 

Harbor, WA and Don (Destiny) Hobson of Loomis, CA; three 
grandchildren, Carly Lema of Chico, Jessie Hobson and Rebecca Hobson of Reno, NV; and seven great 
grandchildren. Dad lived his life with dignity and honor. He enlisted in the U.S. Army after his high 
school graduation and 2 months after Pearl Harbor. He chose the airborne, not for thrill and glory but for 
the extra $50 a month pay that he sent home to his Mom. He was a part of Operation Dragoon, enduring 
94 days of combat chasing the Germans thru Southern France and culminating with the "Battle of the 
Bulge" in Northeast France and eastern Belgium in January of 1945. Dad returned to Grass Valley after 
the war and swept his high school sweetheart, Jeanne Abbott off her feet and married on February 22, 
1946. He worked at a lumber yard for a while and then started working for Pacific Bell in 1950. He 
started as a linesman and culminated to Northern Cal Toll Chief when he retired in 1987. He also served 
as a Little League coach for at least 5 years. He attended the 517th annual reunions all over the U.S. 
and I had the pleasure of accompanying him to Salt Lake, Palm Springs, & Portland. He also had the 
privilege of traveling on an Honor's flight to Washington DC with fellow WWII veterans. Keith lived a full, 
rewarding life and will be missed tremendously. He epitomized integrity, love and understanding. Rest in 
Peace Dad. 

 
 
Regret to inform you that Keith C. Hobson passed away on 10/29/20 peacefully in his home in Chico, 
CA at 95. He was in headquarters 3rd battalion. He is 3rd from left. – Don Hobson 
 

 
 
 
From HQ 
Company, 3rd 
Battalion 
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I see that the state of North Carolina has a searchable collection of military documents from ww2.   
 
https://www.ncdcr.gov/things-to-do/archives 
 
Included in the listings are: 

 
 
Box No. Contents 2 (cont.)  
 
517th Parachute Infantry Combat Team Papers. Contains issue of Thunderbolt, Jr. (June 1964), 
newsletter of the 517 Parachute Combat Team Association, and program for service of remembrance at 
the 1964 reunion of the association in Raleigh, at which then Gov. Terry Sanford, former member of 
the 517th, was the host. 
 
1st Lt. James Terry Sanford was in HQ/1 

 
 
Box No. Contents [30-31]  
 
David K. Brooks Papers. Papers reflecting the service of Lt. David K. Brooks of California (later 
Raleigh) in the 517th Parachute Infantry Regiment.  
 
30 Contains typescript reminiscence of training at Fort Benning, Georgia; photographs of training at 
Camp Mackall and Fort Benning; picture postcards from Camp Mackall; training exercise sketch map 
with pencil notes on back; graded test results from Officers’ Candidate School, 1945; certificate from the 
Cavalry School, Fort Riley, Kansas, 1946; correspondence, 1946, n.d., including letters from airborne 
pioneer Gen. Richard J. Seitz; newspaper and magazine clippings re. paratroopers; prayers and songs re. 
paratroopers; five issues of The Thunderbolt: August, December, 1943, October 1987, January-March, 
and July-September 1989; booklet of photographs, 1943 Parachute Training, Fort Benning, Georgia; 
booklet: In the American Spirit; recruiting brochure for parachute troops; instructional booklet re. 
parachute packing, Fort Benning, 1943; and brochure with photograph of Brooks as model for 
the Special Forces “Green Beret.”  
 
31 Contains newspaper and magazine clippings re. paratroopers removed from scrapbook.  
 
Sgt. David K Brooks was with E Company

 
 
[70-71] Paul T. Harris Papers.  
 
Papers reflecting the service of S.Sgt. Paul Theron Harris of Roanoke Rapids (Halifax County) in 
Company E, 517th Parachute Infantry Regiment, U.S. Army, European Theater. 
 
70 Contains certified copy of honorable discharge, December 26, 1945; photographs; scrapbook of 
photographs, 1944-1946; scrapbook titled “His Service Record,” containing official orders and 
correspondence, separation qualification record, identification cards, shoulder patch worn on jump into 
Southern France, letter of appreciation signed by President Harry Truman, photographs, newspaper 
clippings, and booklets: Road to Rome (n.d.) and 517 Parachute Combat Team (n.d.); newspaper and 
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magazine clippings removed from a scrapbook; map of steam distribution system at Camp Mackall 
[torn, n.d.]; booklet: General Marshall’s Victory Report [spiral bound, 1945]; miscellaneous; and two 
panoramic photographs: unidentified group of servicemen at Camp Toccoa, Georgia, Lt. E. F. Brooks, 
commanding, n.d. (Harris identified on photograph); and Anti-Aircraft Artillery Officer’s Candidate 
School, Course No. 76, Camp Davis, 1943 [removed and filed as MilColl.WWII.Panoramas.20-21]  
 
71 Contains materials relating to postwar reunions of the 517th Parachute Infantry Combat Team, 1964-
1991, n.d., including events in Raleigh (1964), Fort Bragg (1975), and Nashville, Tennessee (1989); 
materials from 82nd Airborne Division Review at Fort Bragg, 1989, including booklet: A Tradition of 
Readiness: Fort Bragg (1975); seven issues of The Static Line, 1985-1991; twenty-nine issues of The 
Thunderbolt, newsletter of 517th Parachute Combat Team Association, 1963, 1973-2000; and letter and 
certificate of appreciation from World War II Memorial Society, 2000. 

 
 
2005 videotaped interview with Paul Harris (E Company) 
 
Paul Theron Harris was born on January 14, 1924, in Halifax County, North Carolina, to Paul Edward 
and Flossie Mae Pearce Harris. By 1940, the Harris family was living in the town of Roanoke Rapids, 
North Carolina, where Paul E. Harris worked as an order clerk for a cotton mill. At the time of his draft 
registration for World War II, Paul T. Harris was described as being 5 feet 11 inches, weighing 160 
pounds, with gray eyes and brown hair. At that time, Harris was working for the Halifax Paper 
Corporation. Between his high school graduation and going into WWII, Harris was a freshman in 1943 
at North Carolina State College (later North Carolina State University) in Raleigh, North Carolina. 
Having to leave North Carolina State, Paul Harris served in World War II in the U.S. Army with 
Company E, 517th Parachute Infantry Regiment, in Europe. He served in the service from 1943 to 1945, 
reaching the rank of Staff Sergeant. He returned to college after the war. On August 1, 1951, Paul Harris 
married Ruth Lee in Halifax County, North Carolina;  the couple lived in Roanoke Rapids, North 
Carolina, where Paul worked as a salesman. At the time of the interview, Paul Harris was living in 
Roanoke Rapids, North Carolina. 

 
 
2005 videotaped interview with Wilburn Lewis (E Company) 
 
Wilburn LaVerne Lewis was born on February 6, 1924 in Ellerbe, North Carolina. Lewis was raised 
in Asheboro in Randolph County, North Carolina.  Lewis registered for the military on June 30, 1942. At 
the time of his registration, Lewis was described as being 5 feet 10.5 inches in height, weighing 140 
pounds, with brown hair, blue eyes. Lewis served in the U.S. Army during World War II during May 26, 
1943 to November 13, 1945. Lewis served with the 11th Airborne Paratrooper, 517th Parachute 
Regiment. After the war, he attended Wake Forest College. Wilburn LaVerne Lewis died on October 2, 
2011. 
 

 
 
I just wanted to get the above notes on the record, in case anyone ever contacts us looking for info 
about these men.   
 
Everything on the website, including all the MailCalls, are searchable at:  http://517prct.org/search.htm 
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Administrivia 
 

 
If you miss any MailCalls, they are all available online at http://www.517prct.org/mailcall/ 

▪ At any time, if you want to be added or removed from the MailCall list, just let me know, or just click 
on the unsubscribe link on the email. 

▪ Send any news, stories, or feedback to: MailCall@517prct.org 

▪ If you send me email that you do not want included in MailCall, just label it as FYEO. 

▪ I now understand how Ben could get confused about what he already posted and what he didn’t.  If I 
miss something, please just send it again. 

 
 
Website www.517prct.org 
Send MailCall news to MailCall@517prct.org 
MailCall Archives www.517prct.org/archives 
2018 Roster (updated!) www.517prct.org/roster.pdf  
Thunderbolt Archives www.517prct.org/archives 
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