PEOPLE WILL SAY WE’RE IN LOVE
A forbidden relationship between a beautiful Cherokee maiden
named Nacoochee and a Chickasaw warrior name Sautee came
to the attention of tribal elders. Infuriated, they ordered a war
party to follow the lovers to Yonah Mountain in North Georgia.
Caught together, the war party threw Sautee off the mountain.
Brokenhearted, Nacoochee then joined her lover by jumping to
her death. So the legend goes, and the namesake of a nearby
North Georgia community called Sautee Nacoochee.
INDIAN BURIAL MOUND – SAUTEE NACHOOCHEE, GA

Perhaps more factual, Sautee is the anglicized name given to a
tribe of Muscogee Creek known as the Sawate, meaning the
“Raccoon People.” And Nacoochee is the anglicized name via the

Cherokee pronunciation of the Muscogee word, Nokose, which
means “Bear.” Therefore, in reality the North Georgia mountain
community should be called Raccoon People Bear. Personally, I
prefer Sautee Nacoochee, and didn’t even know the Appalachian
foothill community existed until I interviewed WWII combat
veteran Andy Negra. And this is his story.
“My father came to America in
1910 from Austria-Hungary so that
makes me first generation. There
were four kids, an older brother
and sister, a younger brother and
me. They’re all gone. I’m 94; I’ll be
95 on May 28 this year (2019).”
Asked where he was born and
raised, Andrew replied, “That’s
difficult to answer. We didn’t have
a home; we traveled from one
place to another until 1930. Dad was a coal miner. Back then
America was actually looking for coal miners. Recruiters visited
various countries to recruit miners. I’m assuming dad was one
of those guys.”
A permanent home: “We traveled all the time, but in 1930 we
finally settled in Brownsville, PA. It was a duplex with a kitchen,
two bedrooms upstairs, outside toilets, and nothing but a dirt
road out front. I always said we had our own United Nations,
people from Italy, the Philippines, Poland, African-Americans,

Russians…we lived side by side in a beautiful area. It wasn’t
much, everyone was poor, but we all got along. The Italians were
always yelling at each other, but that’s Italians.”
BROWNSVILLE, PA – CIRCA 1930s

The Great Depression: “I remember during the Depression we
were in a large tent; dad was there and I guess we were looking
for soup kitchens or something to eat, but I remember holding
onto his leg, all four of us around his body. We traveled a lot,
cousin to cousin. My mother’s sisters in western Pennsylvania
had homes so we’d go there and spend some time until finally
settling down in Brownsville.”
No car: “We didn’t have a car, and I don’t remember how we got
around, I guess we had friends who took us around. Dad spoke
broken English. My mother was good with English, but her mom

never spoke a word of English. I remember all that. But once in
Brownville my life really started.”
Education: “I was put in a school. My sister took me to school
every day, and I recall at six years of age telling my sister and
brothers, ‘I’m going to finish high school.’ Of the four siblings,
I’m the only one to finish high school. I was a C+ student, just an
average kid, but I excelled in basketball and football. I was good
enough to play semi-pro softball, but two weeks after my July,
1943 graduation, I was on my way to Fort Bragg, NC for basic
training. Uncle Sam drafted me right after high school.”
Basic training: “I remember
getting on the train and
heading for Fort Bragg. The
sergeant said, ‘Forget your
name, you no longer have a
name, you’re a number, and
always remember it.’ We got
off the train and started
marching, but some guy was
in trouble. The sergeant kept
yelling, ‘Hey you, in back, get
in step, left, right, left, right…’
and I kept thinking some
dumb guy didn’t know his left from his right. Then a guy tapped
me on my shoulder and said, ‘Hey you, left, right, left right…’
Well, that dumb guy was me. I wasn’t paying attention and

marching at my own pace. Actually, being athletic, basic training
wasn’t much of a challenge.”
The typist: “Basic lasted about
six or eight weeks. I could type
70 words per minute on a
manual typewriter so the Army
made me a clerk-typist. I never
saw a typewriter overseas. My
next assignment was Fort
Meade, Maryland, and there
my life really changed. I was
walking through an area and
heard music, so I went into this
dance hall. I looked across the
floor and saw this beautiful
young girl. I walked over and
asked her to dance. She looked at me, smiled, and said, ‘yes.’
The first song only lasted about ten seconds, but she stayed with
me for a second dance. The song we danced to, ‘People will say
we’re in love’ was from the stage show ‘Oklahoma.’ During that
dance I told her, ‘This is going to be our dance for the rest of our
lives.’ I knew within 15 minutes, it was that quick, her name was
Viola. From then on, as long as I stayed in Fort Meade I did a lot
of things against Army regulations.”
VIOLA

Breaking the rules: “The USO girls came up from Washington,
DC to dance with the soldiers then they were bussed back to DC.

Well, we weren’t supposed to visit the girls, and the girls were
told not to let us visit them because nobody knew what would
happen to these soldiers. At 19 years of age, you didn’t tell me
what to do. I went down to DC, met her grandmother, met her
formally, and we got friendly. After Fort Meade, I was
transferred to Camp Shanks in Orangetown, NY and boarded a
ship. I remember carrying a heavy bulky duffle bag, everything
you owned was in that bag, and an M-1 carbine slung over my
shoulder.”
The voyage: “Once at sea, I went topside and said goodbye to
the Statue of Liberty, not knowing if I’d ever see her again. I was
sailing with the 6th Armored Division. About four or five days out,
we were out on deck, I think in early February of ’44, and
showing pictures of our girlfriends. Well, I was showing the guys
my photo of Viola when one of the guys said, ‘Hey, wait a minute
here,’ then reached into his wallet and pulled out the same
photo. I said a few choice words, put Viola’s photo back in my
wallet, and that was that.”
Barre, Wales: “After we landed at Barre, I was sitting in the mess
hall when a guy asked, ‘Are you from Pennsylvania?’ I said,
‘Yeah, how did you know?’ He replied, ‘You said youin’s instead
of y’all.’ So, I’m transferred to the 128th Field Artillery Battalion.
I met a guy and told him about Viola, and he said, ‘I know that
woman. Does she have a sister?’ I said, ‘Yeah, her name is May.’
He replied, ‘Your girlfriend and my mother-in-law went to high
school together.’ And I’m thinking, ‘Wow, it really is a small

world.’ He was a good guy, a tank driver. I met some nice ladies,
one even wanted to marry me, but I behaved myself and that
didn’t happen. Southampton, England was our next port-ofcall.”
July 18, 1944: “We
couldn’t land on D-Day
because of all our
tanks and artillery and
halftracks, all heavy
stull. So, we landed on
Utah Beach on July 18
and I’m in a halftrack
when someone yells,
‘Hey, Andy!’ George
Dankovitch was standing right there next to the halftrack. We
grew up together in Brownsville. He lived four houses down
from me. I yelled back, ‘Hey, George!’ and we both smiled. I
never saw him again.”
ANDY, FAR RIGHT, WITH HIS HALFTRACK CREW

Sainte-Mere-Eglise, France: “We spent two weeks in SainteMere-Eglise then moved out to join the war. Patton wanted to
take Brest because of its port facilities and Lorient because it was
an enemy submarine base. I was in a halftrack for most of the
war with the 128th Field Artillery Battalion, 6th Armored Division.
We utilized tanks and halftracks, 105mm Howitzers, armed
jeeps, and three observation tanks. I was in a halftrack assigned
to a survey group. Our mission was to follow the recon leader.

He’d radio enemy positions back to us; we’d pull out our maps
and check the coordinates, then tell the artillery where to shoot.
I manned the .50 caliber machine gun when necessary.”
Avranches, France: “Avranches was our baptism under fire. We
were spotted by five ME-109 German fighters and they dove to
strafe us. We bailed out of the halftrack and ran behind a well
for cover. Don’t know how they missed us, but they did. When
they left, I looked up and noticed a round had split the well bar
and rope. That probably saved me from getting hit.
“There was a lot of war going on. We
headed to Brest, made 240 miles in
10 days which was amazing for that
time. We’d split the enemy and our
infantry was cleaning up behind us.
German General Spang was trying to
round up German troops before we
could capture them. Unfortunately
for the general, he backed right into
the 6th Armored Division and we
captured him and 25,000 of his soldiers. We arrived at Brest but
couldn’t capture it. The Germans had 44,000 troops defending
the area. After a couple of weeks they pulled us out. We later
found out it took over two months to capture Brest.”
Lorient: “We relieved the 4th at Lorient and that’s where I got my
second big experience in the war. I was ordered to go on a recon
patrol inside a Sherman tank. There were three of us in the tank.

I didn’t know the first thing about a tank but there I am inside a
Sherman as the loader. The tank commander, Sgt. Manerling,
told me not to open my hand when I shoved a shell into the
barrel, to use my fist. When I asked why, he replied, ‘Because
you’ll lose your fingers.’ So, I used my fist, and that was that. I
remember being outside the tank and the Germans started
shelling us, all kinds of shells bursting over our heads, so we
scrambled back into the tank. They had us zeroed-in, they knew
where we were. Shoot, we were being used as Guinea Pigs,
drawing fire so we could locate their guns! I didn’t care much for
that assignment. Anyway, we couldn’t take Lorient, either, so
we were told to move on.”
The three cent piece: “It seemed like we were always on the
move, driving, stopping to dig foxholes, jumping back in the
halftrack, all the way through France. That winter of 1944 was
one of the coldest in recent history, nighttime was especially
uncomfortable. One night we found this old farm house and
went inside to hopefully
keep warmer. We found
an old pot belly stove
and decided to build a
fire. While cleaning out
the stove, I saw a little
round object in the
ashes. I picked it up, a
coin, an American three cent piece dated 1856. I stuck it in my
wallet and still have it, although safely tucked away in a safety

deposit box at the bank. I have no idea what it may be worth,
but I show it to friends occasionally.”
Christmas Eve: “So, we kept going, stopping, using our maps,
telling the artillery where to shoot. When we arrived in Nancy,
France we were allowed a little R&R, a little time to take it easy.
Well, I ran into this woman with two really hungry kids. I gave
the kids some food then asked the woman if there was a nice
place to sleep for the night. She offered her apartment and I
accepted, but it’s not what you may think. I slept on the couch
and left the next morning, and that was that. Then we received
word about Bastogne and the Battle of the Bulge. Patton knew
trouble was coming and had us moving almost immediately to
reinforced and relieve Bastogne. On Christmas Eve we stopped
at Metz and had a pleasant surprise; Christmas dinner, with all
the trimmings, Turkey and dressing, it was great. It was so cold,
sleet and snow, but we had a good meal. The next morning we
were in bumper to bumper traffic en route to Luxembourg. We
were tired and worn out, so we got out of the tank and slept in
a bowling alley that night.”
Bastogne: “The next morning we’re heading north to Bastogne
and took up position near the south bank of the Sauer River. I
had been pulled off the halftrack again and was inside another
Sherman as assistant tank driver. I didn’t know how to drive a
tank, but I was familiar with a .30 caliber machine gun. So, I’m
inside a tank on the outskirts of Bastogne with a heck of a war
raging. The tank commander told us, ‘Don’t make any noise at

all, we’re inside enemy territory. The Germans are all around
us.’ One night before the siege lifted, we heard some Germans
talking outside our tank. We held our breaths, but they never
investigated our tank. I’ve always wondered why, but come
morning, they were gone. Bastogne was a horrific battle, but we
never fired a shot. I can’t imagine what those guys had to go
through inside Bastogne.”
ANDY’S HALFTRACK

Back in the halftrack: “After Bastogne I’m back in a halftrack
heading toward the Our River and we moved into Germany.
Going through France we were always welcomed, not so in
Germany, of course. While in Frankfort we went into this office
building searching for anything of importance. Well, one guy
found a bunch of pornography, but that was about it. Infantry

units ahead of us would leave food or cognac on the roads for
us. That was always a nice break, helped keep us focused.”
Buchenwald: “We saw the concentration camp at Buchenwald.
We didn’t go inside, we just passed it. The fences were about 30
feet high, we saw the prisons standing in the cold, but we kept
on going while other guys went inside to help with their
liberation. We ended up on the Mulde River and were ordered
to stop. Russians were on the other side. Then we got word the
war was over. It was sort of strange. We knew the war was
winding down, but when the word came that it was over we
didn’t celebrate or anything like that. I mean, we were young
kids, we just said, ‘okay, the war is over,’ and that was that.”

A few other things: “I remember going into a small village and
entering a house. There was an elderly couple, maybe in their
80’s, holding hands on the steps going upstairs, both dead. I’ve
always wondered how they died. And I saw Patton once. We
were shelling a town in
France and he was
standing on a ledge about
10 or 15 feet away with
his binoculars to his face.
One of my buddies said,
‘That’s Patton’, but I
really didn’t care. To me,
he was just another

soldier. I didn’t have any heroes at the time; shoot, I was just
out of high school and just did what I was told to do. I was a
Private First Class and Patton was a general. He did his job and I
did mine.”
Transferred to the 2nd Armored Division, Andy found himself in
Berlin with the army of occupation. In Berlin, packages started
arriving from Viola back in the states. “Shoot, I got cookies and
cigarettes. The Red Cross gave us cigarettes, too. Since I didn’t
smoke, I’d sell them to the G.I.s, but they finally got wise to that
so I started smoking. That’s about all we did, drank, smoked, and
played a lot of poker…but the Russians wanted American
watches. An American watch was worth $100 to $150 which was
a lot of money in 1945. They’d buy a watch, put it to their ear,
then say, ‘no ticky’. We’d take back the watch, wind it up then
give it back to them. They’d say, ‘ticky’ and were happy with the
watch, even if they didn’t know how to wind one.”
Eventually transferred to the 36th Infantry, Andy played football
for the division while he waited for his turn to go home. That
time finally came. He returned to Brownsville, Pennsylvania in a
blinding snow, and within a few days called Viola. “We did
correspond while I was in Europe and I guess we became fairly
attached to each other,” Andy said. “I went to Washington, DC
and asked for her hand in marriage. I still remember her reply, ‘I
will marry you….when you get a job.’ So I got a job.”
The marriage lasted for 70 year and ten months before Viola
passed. Andy said, “She had dementia for ten months, but I took

care of her at home. She took care of me for 70 years, so it was
my turn to take care of her.”
THE NEWLYWEDS – ANDY AND VIOLA NEGRA

Andy held various jobs but always earned a good living for his
wife and their three children. He retired in September of 1979,
almost 40 years ago. So what has he been doing for 40 years?
He said, “Well, I’ve been making speeches about my service in
the war, I’m a member of the Liar’s Club but I didn’t lie today,
and when I can I attend the Methodist Men’s Meetings. I love
the community activity here and….” He paused to look outside
onto his patio deck. “.…want to join me? My pet squirrels just
showed up for their lunch.”
A great interview with a combat soldier trained as a typist who
never saw a typewriter and slugged it out across Europe aboard

an Army halftrack. Written in his high school year book, Andy’s
ambition stated ‘raise my own family and be happy.’ It took a
world war, but mission accomplished.
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