D-DAY – THEY DID IT FOR YOU
On the night of June 6, 1944, President Roosevelt took to the
airwaves to address the nation, a speech that became a prayer.

“My fellow Americans: Last night, when I spoke with you about
the fall of Rome, I knew at that moment that troops of the United
States and our allies were crossing the Channel in another great
operation. It has come to pass with success thus far. And so, in
this poignant hour, I ask you to join me in prayer.
“Almighty God: Our sons, pride of our Nation, this day have set
upon a mighty endeavor, a struggle to preserve our Republic, our
religion, and our civilization, and to set free a suffering humanity.

Lead them straight and true; give strength to their arms,
stoutness to their hearts, steadfastness in their faith.
“They will need Thy blessings. Their road will be long and hard.
For the enemy is strong. He may hurl back our forces. Success
may not come with rushing speed, but we shall return again and
again; and we know by Thy grace, and by the righteousness of
our cause, our sons will triumph.
“They will be sorely tried, by night and by day, without rest, until
victory is won. The darkness will be rent by noise and flame.
Men’s souls will be shaken with the violence of war.
“For these men are lately drawn from the ways of peace. They
fight not for the lust of conquest. They fight to end conquest.
They fight to liberate. They fight to let justice arise, and for
tolerance and good will among all Thy people. They yearn but
for the end of battle, for their return to the haven of home.
“Some will never return. Embrace these, Father, and receive
them, Thy heroic servants, into Thy kingdom.
“And for us at home, the fathers, mothers, children, wives,
sisters, and brothers of brave men overseas…whose thoughts
and prayers are ever with them…help us, Almighty God, to
rededicate ourselves in renewed faith in Thee in this hour of great
sacrifice.
“Many people have urged that I call the Nation into a single day
of special prayer. But because the road is long and the desire is
great, I ask that our people devote themselves in a continuance

of prayer. As we rise to each new day, and again when each day
is spent, let words of prayer be on our lips, invoking Thy help to
our efforts.
“Give us strength, too…strength in our daily tasks, to redouble
the contributions we make in physical and the material support
of our armed forces. And let our hearts be stout, to wait out the
long travail, to bear sorrows that may come, and to impart our
courage unto our sons wheresoever they may be.
“And, O Lord, give us Faith. Give us faith in Thee; Faith in our
sons; Faith in each other; Faith in our united crusade. Let not the
keenness of our spirit ever be dulled. Let not the impact of
temporary events, of temporal matters, of but fleeting moment,
let not these deter us in our unconquerable purpose.
“With Thy blessing, we shall prevail over the unholy forces of our
enemy. Help us to conquer the apostles of greed and racial
arrograncies. Lead us to the saving of our country, and with our
sister Nations into a world unity that will spell a sure peace, a
peace invulnerable to the schemings of unworthy men. And a
peace that will let all men live in freedom, reaping the just
rewards of their honest toil.
“Thy will be done, Almighty God.
“Amen.”
In the hazy morning of June 6, 1944, an English coastguardsman
on the Dorset Cliffs watched in silent amazement as a massive
armada of Allied warships faded over the horizon. Returning

home, he solemnly told his wife, “A lot of men are going to die
today. We should pray for them.”

The 5,000 warships, 170,000 Allied soldiers, and 10,500 aircraft
heading for Normandy would need all the prayers their nations
could muster.

Robert Wright and Kenneth Moore:
On the night of June 5 and into the wee early morning hours of
June 6, elements of the 101st Airborne Division parachuted into
Drop Zone D behind the exits to Utah Beach. One of their vital
objectives was cutting the main Cherbourg/Paris road near the
tiny village of Angoville-au-Plain. As the paratroopers dug in to
prepare for the fight, two medics of the 501st Regiment, Robert

Wright and Kenneth Moore,
set up an improvised aid
station in the village’s
Romanesque 12th century
church. As the town was
taken and retaken by
opposing forces, Wright and
Moore never left the aid
station and continued to give comfort to the dying while saving
what lives they could, both American and German. When the
Germans stormed the church and kicked the doors open, they
lowered their weapons and stood in stunned silence as they saw
the aid being given by American medics to German soldiers.
A German officer arrived. Observing the compassion tendered,
he asked if more of his wounded soldiers could be brought in for
treatment. Wright and Moore agreed without hesitation. As the
Germans left the historic church, they posted a Red Cross on the
doors to properly identify the emergency medical facility.
Vicious fighting continued in and
around Angoville-au-Plain for
three days, the town changed
hands several times, yet Wright
and Moore kept administering
comfort to the wounded and
dying. Injured soldiers congested the aisles, blood soaked into
the wooden pews, pews still in use today, and the wounded and

dying kept pouring in. A grievously wounded French child was
brought in; Wright and Moore saved the child’s life.

On June 8, a fierce assault by the 506th Regiment of the 101st
Airborne pushed the Germans out of Angoville-au-Plain for the
last time. Medics Wright and Moore were credited with saving
and treating over 80 combatants and the one child. The village
renamed their town square “Place Toccoa” to honor the town in
George where the airborne troopers trained. Both medics
received the Silver Star for their humane endeavors. It would be
one of the few acts of compassion on a day in June most
remembered for man’s inhumanity to man.

Morton Waitzman:
Nineteen year old communications expert Morton Waitzman of
the 115th communications unit scrambled onto Omaha Beach
approximately 30 minutes before the first wave landed. In his
own words: “We climbed down the cargo nets about 0500 on the
morning of June 6. I carried a radio on my back, grenades, a rifle,
and a spool of wire; my equipment weighed more than I did. We
hit the beach around 0600, about a half hour before the first
wave landed. I had a team of combat engineers with me to help
get through the obstacles and booby traps. The navy guns had
supposedly lobbed shells on the beach to create instant foxholes
but their rounds were either too long or fell too short; no
foxholes, so we did the best we could.”
NOTE: Among the first soldiers to hit the beaches of Normandy
were 14 Native American Comanche code-talkers. With radio
messages going back and forth in Comanche, the Germans had
no way of interpreting the communication.
Waitzman continued: “I spoke French so my job was to contact
the French underground. They provided reliable intelligence on
German troop movements and equipment moving toward the
beaches. The first wave started landing. It was murderous, an
absolute slaughter. I lost a lot of comrades.”
Asked how long it took him to reach safety, Waitzman grinned
then replied, “There was no safety. We needed to reach the

seawall by 0630, which fortunately we did, and I contacted the
French underground. I fired at the enemy when needed as the
light of dawn made objects a lot clearer. Throughout the day,
we worked our way from Omaha Beach to the hills beyond the
beach and dug foxholes for the night. But during those first 12
to 15 hours, my God, a lot took place, too much for me to give
you the details or we’d be here all day. I was a 19 year old kid,
and it was an appalling experience. I didn’t get wounded nor
injured….I was scared as hell, and I saw a lot of guys who did get
hit, but I was very lucky at the time….I got my share later on in
the war.”
AMERICAN DEAD ON OMAHA BEACH
THE COST OF FREEDOM

Describing the battle: “We knocked out the German pillboxes
the hard way, bungalow torpedoes and flame throwers. The
Bangalore torpedoes blew holes in the concrete fortifications
then we rushed through the gaps with flame throwers leading

the way, but we still engaged in hand to hand combat; that was
pretty intense.”
Morton Waitzman lived on to fight
in the Battle of the Bulge and
other battles across Europe
which will be the subject of a
later article, but in closing for
his D-Day experiences he
made one thing very clear: “I
want to comment on the people
who deny the Holocaust. We were
eyewitnesses to the Holocaust, we saw
it, smelled it, saw how those poor captives looked and suffered
and died. You can’t tell us it didn’t happen, it did; we were there.
Some people even say Nazism wasn’t all that bad and that there
were good Nazis, as someone in Charlottesville said recently.
There were no good Nazis on D-Day, there are not any good
Nazis now….there never will be such a thing as a good Nazi.”

Dave Andrews, Jr.:
His home in McDonough was easy to spot: an Army Air Corps
flag fluttered in the gentle warm breeze beneath an American
flag on a flag pole in this front yard.
Dave Andrews, Jr. flew into history on D-Day, the story told by
his son, Dave Andrews III, and from extensive record research.

This D-Day pilot, a survivor of 65 total missions over occupied
Europe and a true American hero, is in failing health and too ill
to marshal the strength for an interview. He, too, will be given a
proper version of his WWII experiences in a later article, but for
now his D-Day accomplishments will be the main focus.

As told by his son: “Dad was a backwoods sort of fellow, and I
always enjoyed his story about not willing to eat a certain food
while crossing the Atlantic on a French luxury liner. He read it as
a Phillip Minion. They were only two days out from England
when he finally understood it was Filet Mignon, only twenty five
cents a serving.”

ANDREWS NAMED HIS B-20, JACKIE, FOR THE
‘GIRL BACK HOME’ WHO BECAME HIS WIFE

His 44th mission: “Dad served as a B-20 Havoc pilot during the
war with the 9th Air Force, 416th Bomb Group. He also had five
mission flying the B-26 Invader. Propaganda, what’s call fake
news today, convinced Hitler the landings in Europe would take
place at the closet point to England across the English Channel,
the Pas de Calais region. Hitler ordered hundreds of Panzer
tanks to be stationed in the Pas de Calais region to repel any
invasion. When Hitler finally except the fact that Normandy was
the main invasion, he gave orders for the tanks to be put on rail
cars and rushed to the beaches of Normandy.
“When word was received from the French underground that
Panzers were on rail cars and heading to Normandy from the Pas
de Calais region, Dad’s unit was assigned the task of making sure
they never reached the invasion beaches. Their target was the

railroad marshalling yard at Sergveux, France. Dad said he was
a little apprehensive about the mission at first, flying at 200 feet
across the channel and countryside until his flight of 37 B-20s
reached the marshalling yard at Sergveux. As they were pulling
up to around 2,500 feet for their bomb run, Dad spotted a
German officer firing at him with a Luger pistol. Dad thought it
was amusing, and relaxed after that incident.”

A B-20 FROM ANDREWS UNIT
TAKES A DIRECT HIT IN THE BOMB
BAY – THERE WERE NO SURVIVORS.

Officially, the results of the Sergveux attack were ‘unobserved’
but not for the pilots and crewmen. Under intense enemy fire
from 88mm anti-aircraft guns, other weapons, and one pistol,
the Havocs racked havoc on the marshalling yard and train load
of Panzer tanks. The yard was destroyed as well as the tanks.
The cost was heavy. The flight of 37 B-26s lost four aircraft and

only four returned without damage. Dave Andrews’ Marauder
escaped without a scratch.
His son continued: “Yeah,
Dad was lucky on his D-Day
mission, no Purple Heart,
no damage, no injuries to
his crew. However, on
another mission when they
came back everyone was
looking and pointing at his
plane. A deadly 88mm
anti-aircraft round had gone through his plane about 18”
behind his head without exploding. Jewish forced labor would
often produce ‘duds’ for their German captors, so it was
surmised that’s what saved my Dad’s life.”
NOTE: The French Consulate in Atlanta is scheduling a bedside
ceremony to present Dave Andrews, Jr with the ‘Ordre National
de la Legion d’honneur’, the Legion of Honor Medal, France’s
highest award for merit in the military or as a civilian.

Wayne Shellnutt:
Offshore, Pearl Harbor survivor Wayne Shellnutt was aboard the
USS Gherardi providing cover fire for our advancing troops on
Utah Beach. Shellnutt was no stranger to combat. On Dec. 7,
1941, he was nursing a hot cup of coffee when the Japanese

attacked the 7th Fleet anchorage. Shellnutt sprinted to battle
stations on the battleship USS California to man a 5” .51 caliber
broadside gun. Over 100 of the California’s crew would die, 62
others would be wounded. He kept watch while the gun crew
went below to
TORPEDO DAMAGE TO USS CALIFORNIA
retrieve ammo. A
Japanese torpedo
slammed into the
battleship below
its armor belt:
Shellnutt’s entire
gun crew perished.
At 0806, he heard a thunderous explosion. The USS Arizona’s
ammunition magazine had taken a direct hit and all 32,000 tons
of the doomed battleship lifted from the water before settling to
the bottom. Of 1,512 crewmembers, only 335 men survived.
Returning stateside, Shellnutt eventually reported for service
aboard a new ‘tin can’, the destroyer USS Gherardi. She would
see action in the South Pacific later in the war, shelling enemy
positons and fighting off Japanese suicide planes for over three
months off of Okinawa. She was among the first ships to sail into
Tokyo Bay for the Japanese surrender.
But on June 6, 1944, the Gherardi was offshore at Normandy
firing non-stop at German positions on Utah Beach. Shellnutt
recalled, “We ran out of shells and had to return to England to
replenish our ammunition. Then we returned to Normandy to

take another whack at the Germans until we ran out of ammo
again. As German General Rommel reportedly said, ‘It was the
Longest Day, for the Germans and the Allied forces.”

Robert “Punchy” Powell:
If necessary, the flight surgeon was authorized to give pilots pep
pills to keep them flying. The men on the beaches were to be
protected at all costs.
A former Golden Gloves champion, thus the nickname ‘Punchy’,
Powell strapped into his P-51 Mustang “The West ‘by Gawd’
Virginian” then completed his preflight. He was airborne at
0400. Their orders: ‘not one German plane is to get through to
the beaches’ – none did.

Low on fuel and out of ammo, Punchy returned to his fighter
base, rearmed and refueled, and was back in the air for his
second mission: patrolling a section of Normandy at 2,000 feet.
His orders: ‘If it moves toward a beach, kill it.’ He did just that,
then flew back to rearm and reload for his third mission.
Airborne for the third time, his orders were simple: ‘Destroy
trucks, trains, convoys, buses, even motorcycles heading to the
beaches.’ And he did just that.

Punchy returned to England, out of fuel, out of ammunition, and
totally exhausted. He had been in the cockpit for over 16 hours;
had fought in the Battle of Normandy and flown into aviation
history. His legs were cramping so severely he couldn’t move
them. The ground crew, including his armorer, a Native

American Indian from the Wampanoag Tribe, lifted Punchy out
of the Mustang and set him down on a wing: his ‘Longest Day’
was finally over.
During the interview, Punchy asked me, “Did you ever wonder
where the expression ‘the whole nine yards’ came from? Well,
our gun belt was nine yards long. You could go through the
entire belt in about 30 seconds, in other words, we used up ‘the
whole nine yards.’ Now you know.”

Robert ‘Punchy’ Powell completed 87 combat missions. He has
flown 22 different aircraft during his flying career. His official
record against enemy aircraft: four destroyed; six probable, and
seven damaged. In closing Punchy said, “I wasn’t flying that

airplane, God was. I was blessed, and like my Mom told me, it’s
better to be lucky than good-looking.”
A one third scale replica of Punchy Powell’s P-51, “The West ‘by
Gawd’ Virginian” is on display in front of the 57th Fighter Group
Restaurant at DeKalb-Peachtree Airport.

Richard ‘Dick’ Bailey:
Dick Bailey piloted the ‘widow- maker’,
the hard to handle but reliable and
rugged B-26 Marauder. Assigned to the
322nd Bombardment Group, 9th Air Force,
just north of London at Braintree, like
Punchy Powell, Dick would fly three
missions on D-Day.
He recalled, “On our first mission we followed a Pathfinder
aircraft because of the low cloud ceiling and dropped from
10,000 feet on German fortifications plus create ready-made
foxholes for our troops. The first mission lasted a little over two
hours. (Bailey returned for the 50th Anniversary of D-Day and
flew over the grass and brush-covered craters created by his
bomb group. They all missed the fortifications and not one
landed on the beaches to create foxholes).
The second mission: “More of the same. I didn’t even know the
target. We followed a Pathfinder and dropped our bombs on his
cue. That was another two hour plus mission.”

The third mission: “We got a report that a German flat car train
loaded with Panzer tanks had stopped at a rail center ten miles
inland from Utah Beach. We were ordered to take it out. We
had to bomb on visual, but couldn’t see at thing at 10,000 feet.
We circled back and came in 5,000 feet but the target was still
obscured. We circled back and came in at again at 2,000 feet;
couldn’t see a thing. On the fourth try we came in under the
cloud base at 500 feet. We blasted the rail center and tore it up
pretty good, but no train. After the bomb run, we spotted the
train with the tanks about two or three miles down track. We
reported it but don’t know if it was ever hit. We bombed from
such a low altitude our planes were damaged by shrapnel from
our own bombs.”

Richard “Dick” Bailey completed 65 combat missions, including
the Battle of the Bulge. During one engagement, he received
credit for being the only bomber pilot to down a German ME109 fighter. (His B-26 Marauder was armed with two .50 cal
machine guns on each wing, the firing button positioned on the
pilot’s yoke (control wheel).

THE MORRIS TWINS:
Twin brothers Bill and Jack Morris had never been separated
until WWII. Horror-stricken that her boys had been separated,
their mother wrote a blistering letter to the Secretary of War and
President Roosevelt insisting her ‘boys’ be reunited. They were.

The ‘boys’ learned the art of stringing communications wire and
mastered heavy weapons at Fort Leonard Wood, MO. Bill said
of Leonard Wood, “It’s not Missouri, it’s the state of Misery, if
you ask me.”

After additional intense training in England, Bill and Jack Morris
twins boarded an LST and sailed across the English Channel on
D-Day, but were not scheduled to hit Omaha Beach until D-Day
+1, June 7. Bill said, “We were among 5,000 ships and for some
reason that night every gun in the armada opened up. Jack and
I had been taught to ‘get low and get in a hole’ but let me tell
you something, there ain’t no foxholes on a dang ship! What we
saw in the way of firepower that night was awesome.”

Early morning on June 8: The twins, the crew, and their 2½ ton
communications truck hit Omaha Beach. Bill recalled the scene,
“We started stringing wire beyond the rocky bluffs. Some Army

engineers told us to ‘back off’ to a safe area because land mines
were in the area. We moved back before things got really ugly.
A mine detonated and killed all those engineers.”
The lasting images: “It was so
sad, our boys, hundreds of them,
stacked up like cords of wood on
Omaha Beach. That horrible
image has stayed with me my
entire life.” Then came a place
called Buchenwald. “We were a
mile away from Buchenwald, the
infamous concentration camp.
You could smell it from that far
away. It was awful, those poor
people walking or standing
around like zombies. It was hard to believe they were human.
I’ve tried to forget Buchenwald and those boys stacked up like
cords of wood on Omaha Beach, but it’s impossible. I saw too
much and have too many memories, but the Good Lord let me
and Jack live, and now we live for him.”
So, these people referred to as The Greatest Generation, why did
they do what they did? Out of patriotism? A revenge for Pearl
Harbor or their hatred for Adolph Hitler? Was it a death wish to
fly into skies filled with deadly flak or go down with the ship in
Iron Bottom Sound or Leyte Gulf or end up on a beach stacked
up like cords of wood? Perhaps G.K. Chesterton had it right

when he stated, “The true soldier fights not because he hates
what is in front of him, but because he loves what is behind him.”
In simpler terms; They did it for you.

