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I know of no other group that has endured more for freedom than the American Ex-Prisoner of War. Every one 
of these individuals lost their freedom. Many were tortured, their emotional and physical health affected, yet 
they came away from the experience with a better understanding of what is important in life.
No other single group has paid a higher price for freedom than the Ex-POW. That said, almost everyone who 
spent time as a prisoner of war comes away from the experience with a greater appreciation for life and wisdom 
that is only forged by the fire of great adversity.
The old adage is true: "To really live, you must almost die. To those who fight for it, life and freedom have a 
meaning that the protected will never know." Freedom is not free!

Col Jim Coy (Ret)
Army Special Operations

Author of:
A Gathering of Eagles
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Cecil Craig
U.S. Army
World War II - European Theater 106th Infantry Division
Captured: Battle of the Bulge, Germany December 19, 1944
Liberated: April 1945
Interned: four months
Camps: Nuremberg and Stalag 4-B

Cecil entered the service at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, on July 9, 1943. Assigned to the 433rd Aircraft 
Battalion, he went to Camp Hahn, California, for basic training. He trained on the 40-millimeter anti-aircraft 
gun and equipment. Following that, he joined the 106th Infantry Division.  He was married on March 30, 1944,
during a two-week pass. This is his story.

"After completing additional infantry training, we went to Camp Atterbury, Indiana. In route, our troop train 
was in a head-on collision in Kansas. I don't remember the exact location. We remained at Camp Atterbury for 
eight to ten weeks getting ready for overseas duty. Then they sent us to Camp Miles Standish, Massachusetts, 
for final preparation for shipment overseas. After six weeks, we moved out at night with full field equipment to 
a waiting ship, the Queen Elizabeth, in New York harbor.

We departed under cover of darkness for a destination that was unknown to the rank and file. We had an escort 
for about half a day and then we were on our own for the rest of the voyage. The ship changed course frequently
to keep the German submarines from getting a bead on them. Many of us were seasick. After five or six days, 
we landed in Glasgow, Scotland. We debarked and traveled by troop train to a camp at Toddington, England, 
about forty or fifty miles north of London. We remained there for several weeks, housed in barracks made from 
metal Quonset huts.

We finally shipped out to Liverpool where we boarded LSDs to cross the English Channel. We landed in Le 
Havre, France. The LSDs ran up as close as possible to the shore, lowered the front and we waded ashore. We 
were instructed to keep our backpacks and rifles dry, even though we got wet up to our shoulders. We walked 
through the mud until we reached a hard-surface road where we climbed onto trucks. I think this was in late 
November 1943. After two or three days en route, we ended up in a little town called St. Vith, Luxembourg, just
over the border from Germany, and not far from the Siegfried Line and the Ardennes Forest where our troops 
were located. We remained there in ready mode until about the 12th of December when we moved to the front 
lines to replace the First Infantry. Everything was quiet for the first few days. Then all hell broke loose. The 
Battle of the Bulge had begun. We were hit from all sides with heavy artillery, infantry and German Panzer 
tanks using tree bursts. This lasted until we ran out of ammunition. We knew that Patton was on his way, but it 
was too late for us. The Germans overran our positions and our Commander told us to destroy all weapons and 
bury any ammunition that we had left. He then surrendered to the Germans on December 19, 1944.

This was the beginning of my days as a German POW. We marched for a day or two through snow and very 
cold weather. My feet and hands froze. When we reached a rail line, they loaded us into boxcars. We spent 
several days without food or water. This was a sample of what was yet to come. We arrived in a rail yard at 
Nuremberg, Germany, on December 25, 1944, Christmas night. The RAF (British) bombed the rail yard. 
Although they were very close, we were lucky that no bombs hit our boxcars.

They moved us from Nuremberg to Muhlberg Stalag 4-B for interrogation and work camp assignment. They 
transferred us to a camp near Dresden, Germany, and put us to work cleaning the rubble from the streets to 
make them usable. We cleaned human remains and litter out of air raid shelters without the benefit of masks or 
gloves. We were in Dresden during the Blitz by the RAF and U.S.A. Air Forces that flattened the city.
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Because the trip from base camp to our work location was very long, they moved some of us to an old 
slaughterhouse located right in the center of Dresden. Hitler Youth troops guarded us. Most were only fourteen 
or fifteen, but they were very tough kids. We stayed there until the Russians got close. Then the guards 
disappeared and we were on our own. We all took off in the direction of the American troops. The Russians left 
us alone when we told them we were Americans.

Our diet in the morning consisted of about an ounce of black bread. Although we didn't know it at the time, it 
was made from sawdust. Made from something other than coffee beans, the coffee tasted bitter and bad, but it 
was hot. In the evening, we had a bowl of soup made from the peelings of potatoes. We were supposed to get 
Red Cross packages, but we never saw one at our camp.

I traveled from Dresden with two other men - Ernest Endless from Mississippi, and C.J. Watson from 
Johannesburg, South Africa. C.J. spoke German and Russian. That was a tremendous help in finding food, 
transportation and getting directions to the American lines. We hopped an open coal car on a train and reached 
Prague, Czechoslovakia. I'm not sure how we made it from there to Camp Lucky Strike, but I remember my 
first breakfast of eggs and bacon there. We all got diarrhea because none of us could eat such rich food. At the 
time of my induction, I weighed one hundred and sixty-five pounds. When I reached Camp Lucky Strike, I 
weighed one hundred and fifteen.

We stayed there for several days while they secured our names, rank and serial numbers, what outfit we were 
with and when we were captured. They then sorted us out by country (U.S.A., France, England, South Africa, 
etc.). This is where I was separated from my traveling buddies from Dresden.

I went by cargo plane to some port in France. There I was loaded on the ship, U.S.S. Explorer, and we departed 
for home on June 7, 1945. It was a very rough and stormy voyage. The ship pitched and rolled all the time. My 
bunk was in the bow, so it was up and down all the way. We arrived at Norfolk, Virginia, on June 18, 1945. We 
stayed there for about two weeks being checked out by doctors.

I went on furlough for four weeks before reporting to Ft. Sam Houston, Texas. I was honorably discharged as a 
Corporal on December 3, 1945. I received the American Theater Campaign medal with two bronze stars, the 
Good Conduct Medal, Victory Medal with one overseas bar and the Purple Heart for my frozen feet and hands."
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