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SGT BEN LUEBBERT 
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Ben Luebbert was born in 1922 to parents Philip and 
Catherine Luebbert of Brinktown. He graduated from 
Dixon High School in 1940. He was drafted and inducted 
into the US Army on July 18, 1944, at Jefferson Barracks, 
MO and served 22 months in World War II. Almost 60 
years later, Luebbert wrote his memoir, spending four 
months to complete the project.  

 
(Editor’s note: some slight revisions in spelling and 
grammar have been made for clarity, and to facilitate the 
reading of Ben Luebbert’s exciting and touching memoir.)  
Below is his story: 

 
I spent 17 weeks basic training at Camp Robinson, Arkansas, near Little Rock, “IRTC” 
(Infantry Replacement Training Center), under hot, dry and dusty conditions. During 
training we did a lot of walking; 26 miles last day coming back from bivouac. They told 
us we had walked a total of 1,000 miles during training. We were housed in five-man 
huts in basic. After the end of the war, I learned that of my group of five, William Cisco 
was killed in action, Vernon Rackers was wounded twice. I didn't get a scratch, except 
for a piece of shrapnel through my field jacket collar that hit 
my steel helmet. I didn't hear from the other two men. 

After basic training we went to Ft. Meade, Maryland (delay 
in route, with one week at home). I left home at 3:00 AM to 
catch a 4:00 AM train at Newburg, MO. (When we said 
goodbye, Mom cried and said “I'll pray for you”--this hurt a 
little). On to Camp Miles Standish, MA., to board the ship 
“Thomas R Barry” in Boston harbor. A couple of us put a pinch 
of dirt in our field jacket pocket for good luck before sailing. 
We left at night, and next day joined another convoy from 
New York. Standing on deck a day or two later, I counted over 
100 ships in the convoy; five troop ships of 3,000 each. I was 
talking to Quinten Koetting from Jefferson City; we were both 

When we said goodbye, Mom  
cried and said “I'll pray for you” 

this hurt a little. 



 

in the first platoon in basic. 

After a few days at sea and getting a little fresh air on upper deck I noticed carvings on 
wooden railing (“JRB - Vienna, MO”). Almost certainly was John R. Birmingham, who went 
over a short time earlier and was killed in action only a few days into combat. It took 
thirteen days for our convoy to cross the Atlantic. (Nearly 100 years earlier my Grand 
Dad—whose name was also Ben Luebbert--at 19 had left Germany to find a new home in 
the USA, but it took them 12 weeks to make the voyage in a sailboat)  

On the way we had three submarine alerts; once about 2:00 AM. The Captain gave the 
order “prepare to abandon ship”, in case we were torpedoed; we all moved up two or 
three decks and waited. Our destroyers were dropping depth charges. A little later came 
the “all clear” signal. There were about 200 in our compartment, five bunks high. Our 
deck was at water level in the bow of the ship. I was about two feet from steel hull, and I 
could hear the water splashing at night when everything was quiet. Ship would roll Ieft—
right--up--down. Sometimes it seemed that we would never come back down; I was lucky 
to not get seasick. 

 

LeHarve, France 
We dropped anchor in Le Havre, France about 8:00 AM. I was sleeping very lightly and felt 
a hand on my wrist; when I awoke notice my watch was gone! Several of us went up on 
deck, a foggy morning, we could see only 400-500 yards distance. Rubble and twisted 
steel everywhere, not one building was left standing after months of Allied bombing 
before D-Day! In the far distance came the low and lonely sound of a church bell. We were 
anchored some distance from shore and had to walk on a floating dock. Late evening, we 
disembarked and marched over to what was left of the railway station, broken windows 
etc., past a modern train, I thought “Hey this 
won't be so bad”.  As we passed this train 
and around the station, we came to a string of 
French box cars, barely half the size of our 
freight cars here in the USA. This was to be our 
home for the next three days and nights. The 
weather was very cold as we crawled into our 
cattle car, thirty-three of us, so crowded that 
at night, we couldn't all rest on back at same 
time, some had to lay on side to make room. 
No heat at all, a little straw on floor. Two meals of C-Rations a day. Managed to get a little 
sleep, train moved very slowly. During the night, I awoke and one leg was numb from 

1940's French freight car. 33 soldiers rode in one of these 
for 3 days across France. 
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cold; my pant leg had pulled out of my combat boot. We traveled 74 hours from Le Havre, 
and North of Paris to Givet, a small town on the Belgian border. We spent about three 
days in a large factory building (still very cold). Slept on metal cots, straw mattress-(pull 
boots off, crawl into sleeping bag, cover up with field jacket and overcoat, sleep a little). 
Wash and shave outside in the cold, carry a helmet of cold water back and dump into a 
large boiler to replace water we had used. 

We left there in early morning, crawled into back of open Army truck, passed through 
small towns; Belgian children waving at us (“hello-hello!”) from open windows in the cold 
as we pass through. It helped our morale a little.  

 

The Big Red One  
About four hours later we stop, stiff from cold, help each other out of truck. Weather was 
clear as a whistle and near zero temperature, P-38 fighter planes overhead. We are 

assigned to the “1st Infantry Division” --- “The Big Red 
One”. The 1st Infantry Division was a Regular Army 
outfit; it was never deactivated after World War Two, 
and was in heavy combat in both World War One, World 
War Two; in combat in Vietnam, in Iraq in 1991 and 
2003. We saw plenty of action during the last hundred 
days of World War Two. (Ralph Hickey, who had worked 
with us on the farm a couple years earlier, served in the 
1st Division, and lost his life on D-Day at Omaha Beach).  

We then moved up to the front with the Artillery. Our 
American forces had been hit hard a few days earlier by 
the “German Breakthrough”; we were assigned to the 
northern hinge of the front to hold the line near 
Bastogne. We spent the night in tents; artillery gun 
nearby was firing during the night. Next day we moved 

up closer. In late evening we were assigned to Company L, 18th Regiment, 1st Infantry 
Division. Company L had run into trouble ten days earlier. Moving towards the Belgian 
town of Buttenbach, in deep snow, wearing dark uniforms, the men moved into a large 
field, the enemy (Germans) with five or six machine guns--well-hidden--waited until our 
troops were in range then opened fire. Company L, with about 115 men, suffered 86 
casualties that day; many were killed, some of the wounded froze to death during the 
night, but a few managed to escape after dark. Thirty replacements in my group, three 
days earlier were 45 replacements, 75 new men in the company, with no advanced 

Luebbert's uniform on display at the  
St. Charles County Veterans Museum 



 

training or combat experience. Most of us had been in 
Army about exactly six months when we went into combat. 
(During Battle of the Bulge, which lasted six weeks, the 
American Army suffered 97,000 casualties, 19,000 were 
killed in action.) 

As night was coming on a group of us were waiting in an 
abandoned house in a small town in Belgium. An officer 
came in and told us we were assigned do 1st squad in 
machine gun section, weapons platoon. In the room was a 
large pile of army packs, cartridge belts etc., some blood 
stained. We were issued battlefield pickup rifles, some 
rusty with shrapnel marks. Mulligan, a red-headed Irish lad 
of 18, not very tall, came in, feeling very low and said, “I 
guess I'm stuck with being first scout in first rifle platoon”. 
In combat, the first scout would be out ahead 40-50 yards, 
the 2nd scout about the same distance, then would follow 
rest of company in scattered formation. 

The last day before going into combat, several of us were walking a short distance to 
church. In a combat area, we were excused from fasting, given general absolution and 
could then receive Holy Communion. We met two GI's bringing back four or five 
German prisoners, two POW's were leading another who had been wounded, bleeding 
from mouth--a mess of frozen blood from head to foot. Another POW, young and strong 
looking, carried a half loaf of unsliced bread, nibbling on this like a rabbit would nibble on 
a carrot. 

Our Baptism of Fire—“First Combat” 
Company L had not seen action since the day they lost most of their men, today they 
brought up a battalion of tanks (745th, I believe). We were ordered to join them (first of 
many times we rode Sherman tanks). Five men with equipment crawl up on top of each 
of these 35-ton (70,000 pound) armored tanks behind the turret. We were on the 2nd or 
3rd tank, moving through a town that had been taken, look down at dead Germans, one 
with head blown off----our first taste of combat. As we neared the second town, we were 
fired on by their 88 mm gun. I heard the shell pass us; we all jumped off as our tanker 
knocked out their gun. The lead tank struck a mine and was disabled, and we walked the 
rest of way through snow into town of Hunningen, Belgium. This was the fourth time the 
town had changed hands. We had light casualties and picked up few prisoners. 

  

Men of Company C, 16th Reg, 1st Inf Div 
advance down a road in Belgium, wearing 

white sheets to blend in with the snow. 
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One Day at a Time 
Moving forward, late night and still dark, K-Company was in the lead, and we were 
following in reserve. A volley of small arms fire. Word is passed back “be on lookout for 
three women snipers”. They had fired on K-Company; one man, badly wounded, was 
carried past us; in foot-deep snow four men were needed to carry a wounded man on 
stretcher. Starting to get light now, one sniper that survived was marched past us. 

A few days later, we crawled out of our foxholes at 3:30 or 4:00 AM, in pitch darkness, 
into “no man's land”, near the German border, and crossed a mine field that engineers 
had cleared and marked with white tape visible at night. Starting to get light now, some 
of our men had moved out ahead. German machine guns opened fire. Mulligan was about 
30 yards past a trench, ran back looking for empty place in the trench to hide--stopped 
for a split second and was cut down by machine gun fire--he didn't have a chance. We 
then slid down a 10-15ft embankment, two or three of our men were killed there, and 
worked our way through the fortified “Siegfried Line” of pill boxes (tank barriers), and 
Dragon Teeth (concrete emplacements to stop tanks), to capture a small German town, 
Ramsheid. While on guard that night I watched the trails of fire as the Germans were 
launching their “V-1 bombs” towards England; a trail of fire going up, then leveling off on 
the way to London, a minute later we hear the sound, a distance of about ten miles. We 
were on the line in the Belgian Ardennes forest near Bastogne twenty-one days before 
getting a chance to move back and clean up a little, in bitter cold weather, we could not 
change any clothes except socks; we put wet ones under belt next to our body to dry. 

In our four-man squad I was number three, me and Walker each carried two boxes of 
ammunition, 500 rounds and 42 pounds each, three of us carry 1,250 rounds & 105 lbs. 
The ammunition we used would travel two miles and kill at distance of one mile. Winter 
clothes we wore--long johns, top and bottom, set of woolen OD's, fatigues, extra water 
repellant pants, woolen sweater, field jacket, woolen cap, helmet liner and two pound steel 
helmet, combat boots, four buckle oversees, carbine rifle & ammunition. On cartridge 
belt we carried canteen of water, first aid pack, 10-inch trench knife, shovel with folding 
handle. A pack with two to six cans of C-Rations, raincoat, mess kit, stationery, etc.: total 
weight of over 60 pounds. We walked and walked with all this stuff; you wouldn't believe 
how far you can run in five seconds if you have to! 

Memories That Don't Go Away 
The deep snow; bitter cold weather; long nights in foxholes; the smell of gunpowder, the 
crash of artillery shells hitting the treetops in Hurtgen Forest; one morning following a 
Sherman Tank, starting to get light, had taken the wrong road--our tanker spun his tank 
around and completely squashed a dead German, I nearly stepped on him, (you have no 



 

appetite for a few days), a pool of blood in middle of road. 

Moving toward the Rhine River in level country, our Captain sent out a patrol that went 
350 to 400 yards. They saw nothing, so that night about 7:00 PM and partly moonlight we 
were moving through a small town, a lone German “ME-109” plane started strafing us, 
dropped a bomb and a string of anti-personnel bombs. We took cover as best we could 
and then moved on as he went back for more fuel and ammunition. Farther along we took 
cover behind a pile of sugar beets; he came back again and turned on his wingtip lights to 
scare us a little more. From out of the dark a German said in broken English, “Ya--you see 
you are no velcome in Deutschland”. We had been taking a beating. Many places in towns 
etc., I had noticed the slogan “Duetschland-Duetschland—Uberalles”--meaning “Germany 
over everything” (“nothing for me---allies for the fatherland”).  

As we neared a road junction, our first objective, we ran into machine gun fire. Three 
Sherman tanks came up to help; in matter  of minutes all three were disabled, hit by 
German bazooka, one or two tanks burned. Then German artillery opened fire; we 
were told in basic training that if we hear a shell coming in, we hit the dirt; that is what 
most of us did. I fell flat on my face in road ditch which probably saved my life. Steve 
Urban (my foxhole buddy) a few feet ahead was lying on road and was killed, Myers was 
badly wounded by shrapnel, Walker and a man in second squad also wounded. When 
shelling finally stopped I got up and found that of the four men in my squad, “I am the 
only one left”, a sobering thought. Company L suffered over thirty casualties that night, 
don't know how many were killed. I was then the gunner, and carried a 38 lb. machine 
gun and 45 caliber revolver, a painful promotion! They pulled a man out of second squad, 
and so had two men in each squad, and waited for replacements. A young member of a 
tank crew suffered a badly broken leg when his tank was hit.  

We crawled into a dugout where a German tank had been and spent rest of night there. 
It took us about five hours to move maybe two miles. (That's how it was). The next 
morning we reorganized and brought up more tanks.  32nd Field Artillery lay down a 
smoke screen; we crawled up onto these tanks and barreled across open country through 
the smoke screen to next town. 

Another morning, still dark, moving through a field, they started shooting lantern flares 
over us, lighting up the area for about twenty seconds, (seemed a lot longer). We couldn’t 
move until they burn out; that held us up long enough that we got on tanks again to move 
faster. The German tankers were firing at us in the dark all this time, but we got into town 
okay.  

We then spearheaded into, and captured, Bonn, a German city on the Rhine River, and 
capital of West Germany for about fifty years. We dug in and spent three days and nights 
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on bank of the Rhine. During night they would train their anti-aircraft search lights on us 
from across the river to catch any movement we might be making. Much of the time 
British and American heavy bombers were flying over us. It was in Bonn that I saw Art 
Waltz, who was also in the third Battalion, from Jefferson City. He was with us in basic, 
and told me that Quinten Koetting had been killed in action, also Art's older brother, who 
was crossing the English Channel on Christmas Day, their ship was torpedoed and all 700 
aboard were lost. Quinten and Vernon Rackers were together in combat and one day 
German artillery opened fire. Vernon was able to jump into their foxhole and safety, but 
Quinten, about two steps behind, took the full blast of the shell, fell on top of Vernon, 
and was killed instantly. In basic I had learned that Vernon's sister and Quinten were 
sweethearts, had been dating. In Bonn we also experienced the German’s weird-sounding 
artillery shells – “screaming meemies” --- whoo-whoo -- whine and whistle, reportedly 
Hitler's idea, try to break down morale. 

We then moved south to area of the Remagen Railway Bridge, the only bridge on the 
Rhine that the Germans failed to destroy. Some of the 1st Division men crossed over this 
bridge; we crossed nearby by boat, spread out and moved away from Rhine River. A few 
days later, they counterattacked all along our First Division. Early night, I was going down 
to CQ to check with the Captain. In the dark there was a German tank about one hundred 
yards from our line. Our tanker was firing with machine gun, then used their 75mm gun. 
The German tank was disabled, but did not catch fire. (We saw the Krauts crawling out 
and running down the hill). Captain sent two of us along with the Jeep driver out into no 
man's land. The Jeep driver carried a five-gallon can of gasoline; he poured this on top 
and front of tank, struck a match and the tank burned. We ran back to our line. 

Later on, moving through the Harz Mountains, we were held up by machine gun fire. Air 
support didn't show for some time. Captain ordered us to move forward anyway under 
support of tankers on higher ground firing over our heads.  As we ran into town, as we 
crossed a small bridge, we passed a burning German tank; a dead tanker was lying by the 
tank burned to golden brown, only clothes were two socks. McBride, one of our riflemen, 
was wounded in calf of leg by burst of machine gun fire. Rough going, like Tennessee hills. 
Prisoners were taken, including an SS Officer, a tough looking customer. We waited while 
he pulled sniper cartridges from his vest pockets.  

Moving along with tanks we were attacked by our own planes, four P-47 Thunderbolts 
jump us--the tankers had failed to display their colored 1D--draped over back of the tank. 
Thinking we were the enemy, two planes came down strafing and each dropped a 500 
pound bomb. Everyone fled for shelter---off the road etc.---in half a second I again hit the 
dirt flat on my face in bottom of the road ditch. As I heard the bullets hitting the blacktop, 



 

I could actually feel them hitting my back and the thought flashed through my mind --- “I 
AM GOING TO DIE”! I don’t know how many were killed, but several men were hit. 

Another Good Friend Gone 
Moving forward again we were sent into Osterode, where 5,000 Germans were 
surrounded, ready to surrender, they said. (The overpowering uncertainty--you never 
knew what to expect, die-hard SS troops very seldom surrendered). We got into town 
without too much trouble, picked up as many POW's as we could handle, and were joined 
next day by other troops. As we were going house to house, I knocked on a basement 
door, and was greeted by a young Fraulien, looking into barrel of a 45 revolver. She was 
scared to death--shaking all over--- “nix-shee-sen” --- “nix-shee-sen” “don't shoot----
don't shoot”. I hadn't shaved in about two weeks and probably looked a little rough. (I 
thought, “now you know the meaning of fear too!”). One place where going house to 
house was rough; I stopped in front of a mirror, and saw how much fear showed. A healthy 
amount of fear can save your life. The same day a POW wanted to go back to get his 
overcoat, and promised to give me a pistol, a beautiful little Belgian 38 Walther, which I 
got, only to be betrayed by one I thought was a friend. Clank told the supply sergeant that 
he had bought it from me, before I knew what had happened, he left for home and took 
my pistol along---(such is life). 

On April 7, my Mother’s birthday, we made church services and in late afternoon reached 
a small town on the Weser River. While having our C-ration lunch, Hackett, a tall young 
guy of 18, from Pennsylvania, brought us a big metal key. “Here is your key to the city,” 
he said. He was very nervous, wouldn't eat, not hungry---he was killed in action the next 
morning before daylight. He carried a Thompson submachine gun; a good friend, we had 
made Church services together. Next morning about two hours before daylight we very 
quietly crossed the Weser River by boat and crawled up the riverbank. As it was starting 
to get light, we faced machine gun fire, saw the bullets hitting the garden wooden fence.  
We bent down low as we could and one by one made a mad dash across the garden. It 
turns out that we are facing SS troops -- not one would surrender. Ten of our men from 
Company L were killed in action, and 44 SS troops. In this little town of perhaps 1,000, 54 
men died there in little more than one hour--(mostly young men)--all by rifle and 
automatic weapons. We had no support from either Air Force or artillery. Moving house 
to house, Hackett stepped into a doorway, and was cut down by SS trooper with “burp 
gun”—a rapid firing machine pistol; another good friend gone. 

In another town, an SS trooper killed one of our medics. This was against international 
war regulations. I saw the trooper as we moved into town. He was standing near a 
building, happy, almost laughing, as if he had done something smart! Captain of the 
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medics took him around behind house and sent him to his eternal reward---(l didn't 
actually see this, but I do believe it).  

We got hungry in cold weather too. Once we found a basket of eggs, a buddy built a fire 
in the wood stove, and fried several eggs. I fixed 6 or 8 and ate them--added a little salt; 
got half a canteen cup of milk from a cow in barn, mixed with small pack of cocoa and had 
hot drink; this didn't happen often. 

Two Sniper Shots on the Last Day of the War 
About one week before end of the war, we had been moving forward and were about 80 
miles from Berlin. We pulled offline and moved south to just inside the Czechoslovakia 
border. On what turned out to be the last day of war, almost noon, we moved out and 
started taking machine gun fire. A tanker helped us out; farther along it happened again, 
so close that I hit the dirt and waited for something to change. There was light rain; I 
moved a little and saw three bullets dig up the dirt right along beside me. I jumped up 
and found cover farther along. Then we moved down a long hill--still taking sniper fire. At 
nearly the bottom of the hill, I was firing the machine gun. On my left and about ten feet 
way, Sgt Meyer turned around and looked directly at me--unforgettable expression--a 
premonition of death I thought---just like that he slumped over, shot through the head by 
the sniper! (Sgt. Meyer was about 30, and had just joined us a few days earlier, probably 
his first combat). As I started to get up, he shot at me too—I heard the nasty crack of a 
bullet that came too close for comfort. I made a mad dash into a big barn where riflemen 
had taken shelter. The sniper kept firing through the barn door. The Germans were 
masters of retreat, put up a fight, some would surrender when things got too rough, then 
rear guards would fall back and take up positions all over again. 

When it was almost dark, we start moving again, about 2:00 AM word is passed back---a 
rumor that war is over--we turn in for the night. Next morning nearly noon we are 
marching again, and word is passed back: “Official---THE WAR IS OVER”. No one said a 
word---no yelling--cheering or anything---had expected this for some time---and we were 
“Just too pooped to pop”. We all stepped across a road ditch, sat and rested for a few 
minutes.  

A short time after the end of the war a group of us had a chance to visit Therese Neumann, 
mystic and Stigmatist, who had the same wounds as Christ, born on Good Friday, April 8, 
1898, in the small village of Konnersreuth, Northeastern Germany. She died Sep. 18. 1962, 
eldest of ten children. We all made Mass and communion, after mass Therese and Fr. 
Nabor gave each of us a holy picture with German print, and a small packet of flowers 
that touched the true relic of St. Theresa--(which I still have). I saw the wound in the palm 
of one hand, covered with scotch tape. 



 

 

We then move back into Germany, near 
Nuremberg, and spend almost one year in the Army 
of Occupation. I transferred to the Personnel 
section after the end of the war and was able to 
check on battle casualties etc. Our 18th Regiment, 
with “Total Strength” of 3,049 men, suffered over 
1,500 casualties, including 550 killed in the 
Rhineland Campaign alone. Of my group of thirty, 
nearly four months later there were only eight of us 
left at end of war, and we can truthfully say that we 
have been shot at in three countries and lived to 
come back home. 

I spent five days in rest center in Nancy, France in 
late summer to rest and recuperate. In late winter I 
spent ten days in Italy and Switzerland with a buddy, 
Homer Wall, the only one I am still in touch with. In 
the fall of 1945, I was transferred to the Personnel 
Department, and worked on service records, 
communications etc. 

In early April 1946, a group of us were on our way back home. At Le Havre France we 
boarded the ship USS LeJune, formerly a German supply ship. Eight days later sail past the 
Statue of Liberty, New York, a great sight for us! After a short stay at Camp Shanks, I went  
on to St. Louis, and was discharged at Jefferson Barracks Sat. May 11, 1946, in time for 
Mother’s day.  

After being discharged from the Army I went back to farming. Nine years later, I bought 
half of the family farm, and spent next twenty-seven years at McDonnell Douglas Aircraft, 
eleven years as machinist and sixteen years in quality control, machine parts inspection. 
MAC built fighter planes for U.S. Government, the F-4, F-15, and F-18 for the Air Force, 
Army and Navy, and sold to many foreign countries. All of these planes are still in service, 
with the possible exception of the F-4. 

I served in combat in three countries, Belgium, Germany, Czechoslovakia; three 
campaigns -- Battle of Bulge, Rhineland, and Central Europe, awarded three battle stars, 
one for each campaign. Combat lnfantryman’s badge, Bronze Star medal, Army of 
Occupation medal, Good Conduct medal, Honorable Discharge, reached rank of Sergeant. 

Luebbert standing atop Kaiser Wilhelm's bronze 
monument in Nuremburg, Germany Sept 2 1945 
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Was it worth it? --- It was quite an ordeal, 
both mental and physical, there were times 
that you just had to sit tight and wait. There 
was much snow and cold weather in the 
Belgian Ardennes Forest, fifteen hours of 
darkness, 5:00 PM to 8:00 AM. We took a lot 
of artillery shelling, they would try to catch 
us after we left our foxhole and safety, with 
no shelter except we try to find a big tree to 
crawl behind; the shrapnel would come 
down on us, we lost a number of men that 
way.  

After all these years I can say YES IT WAS! Tis a noble thing to serve one's country.” 

In service in World War Two: (l-r) Bill, Ben, Leo, Ed -- December 1946 

Ben and wife Evelyn on D-Day tour in 1994. 
 "Our 35-ton Sherman tank. Many times we rode these tanks into combat.” 


