Lt. Dole
struggling
for life

Lieutenant Bob Dole of Rus-
sell, then 21 years old, got his or-
ders in February, 1945 to join
U.S. Army troops fighting the Ger-
mans in Italy,

By Richard Ben Cramer

pril 14, 1945, was a day-

' time nightmare of cannon,
ortar, machine-gun fire

— flesh in uneven contest with the

“instrumentalities of war.” A sec-

ond lieutenant named Kvam tried

to take cover from German artil-
lery, dived into a shallow ditch, and
tripped a Kraut booby trap. It
was a steel pipe, cut on a diagonal
and filled with explosives, so
when it blew, it would spray burn-
ing steel in a wide, deadly swath.
But Kvam took the whole load.
When his men got to the hole, it
looked:like someone had dabbed
the lieutenant a hundred times

on his face and body with. a tiny
black paint brush. He was perfo-
rated.

Bob Dole got his men down to
the low stone wall, and started to
advance in British formation. The
lead squad, maybe fourteen men,
followed two scouts at the point
of advance. Two smaller squads
were behind on the flanks, Far-
ther behind, at the rear point of the
diamond, came the weapons
squad, with machine guns and light
mortars. The top sergeant would
move in the middle as a belly-
crawling, rolling headquarters,
Dole could have stayed in the mid-
dle too. But he knew his job, and
he did it. He was out front, with the
lead squad.

They were pinned down quick.
The whole company didn't make a
quarter mile that morning. Third
Platoon got over the wall, but the
sergeant told the men'to advance
across the field before they'd got
engineers to check for mines. So
the men of the Third made about
forty yards and started stepping
on mines. Some were killed right
there, many wounded. The rest
were pinned down in the field,
when a farmhouse on the left
opened fire: a Jerry machine-gun
nest; the men in the field were
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+~Dole had to get that machine |
gun. The lead squad was going to -
have to flank that house and get:
the nest of Krauts. Sergeant =
Frank Carafa assumed he'd be go-
ing out with the squad, but Dole =
said, “Sergeant, I'll take 'em.” Car-
afa stayed behind to cover. He
got the rest of the guys in position
to fire at the farmhouse, then
célled for mortars, while they
opened up with BARs — Brown-
ing automatics, the light machine

guns. _
i-Dole went ahead on the steep,
field. With the morning’s
bombardment, the mortars, and
machine-gun fire, the ground was
littered with bits of metal. There
were still shells flying in from the
slope behind the farmhouse, and
German mortars dug in on the
backside of the hill. Dole made
fifty or sixty feet before they spot-
téd him from the farmhouse,
?ned up on him and his squad.

e yanked the pin from a gre-
riade and lobbed it, but it fell short.
Romberg,,the first scout, was
closer. He half stood to let loose a
grenade, but they got him. He fell
face forward and his helmet rolled
off in front of him. Dole couldn’t
see the second scout. Jerries might
Have got him, too. Dole dived for
a shell hole, made it, but his run-
ner, Sims, did not, he was down.

le scrambled from the hole on

belly, slothered out on the
focked dirt, while shells tore the air
over him, and he grabbed little
Sims by a handful of shirt, dragged
Him back, but he was dead- :
weight, it was too late ... and now
the Jerry gunners sighted Dole,
who was scrambling from his hole
... had to get out, his guys were
getting chewed up there ... and
Dole was on all fours, moving, .
tearing up his hands on the ground,
and then ... he felt a sharp
shock of sting in this back, behind
the right shoulder, he twisted in
the air and went down on his face
in the dirt, he couldn’t feel his
arms, they shot off my arms, he
couldn't feel ... couldn't see, face
on the dirt, can't get up to see,
can't lift ... have to get out of
here!

\~Fhe others could hear him
moaning. Carafa thought he heard
Dole calling to him, heard it
plain between the roar of the guns
. Sergeant Caraaafa. ... Dole
dnly knew they were dragging him,
dragging him back into a gully, a
ghallow depression, rolling him over
.. .he tank jacket was shredded
o*&n near the neck and shoulder.
Yol could see into Dole through
the Jacket. through the shoulder,
like’a gouged fruit, see down to
the core, and they folded the lieu-
tengnt's arms on this chest, they
get out . ... The sergeants
they were going to push to
t, to the east, where the
?neers were tripping mines.
ére was another company to the
éast, breaking through the Ger-
man line, They'd get by the hill and
the Krauts to the east. They had
get moving. Dole was just lying
re, staring up at them, the
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Bina Dole nurtured her son Bob at their home in Ruseell after
he returned from World War Il in

ics know he'd had a shot — another
would kill him, overdose ... if a
medic ever got there ... if McBryar
could spot one ...

McBryar was scared to death.
The medics were never gonna find
them, down there, in the ravine.
There was cover, but no one'd
come. Dole was still right where
they left him, on his back with his
arms crossed over his chest, still
conscious, moaning, trying to talk
... but he couldn’t unclench his
teeth, He wasn't cryin' or anything.
But McBryar was listening to the
guns, couldn’t catch what' was
trying to say. It seemed like for-
ever till that Kraut machine gun
quit. Artillery was still comin’ in.
He tried to keep Dole talking, keep
him going, afraid he was gonna
give out.

McBryar had a bandage

- pressed onto Dole’s wound, had to

try to slow the bleeding. Blood

was soaking his jacket and uniform,
turning the dry ground dark un-
derneath, “How bad is it?" Dole
said through his teeth, M pe
pulled the bandage away., tever
hit Dole had ripped everything.
McBryar could look into him, see
right down to Dole's back. His

1945 with debilitating injuries.

arm was connected by a couple or
three white stringy ... Jesus,
they blowed his arm off.

McBryar pressed the bandage
down again. “You gonna be fine,
Lieutenant.” McBryar cradled
Dole’s head, gave him the soldier’s
mix of sulfa and water, trying to
hold off infection. He rubbed water

them. Jesus, we're gonna die out

" here. Artillery was still coming in.

Couldn’t tell anymore whose it was.
McBryar got hit. Hit, or knocked
down. He got a concussion, they
said. He was still woozy hours
later, had just enough sense left to
show 'em where Dole lay, in

hear, Bina would cry like a baby.

:She'd stand at the kitchen sink
' sobbing. “I'm afraid we brought
' him home to die.”

At night, Doran would sit with

" Bob, read to him from The Salina

Journal, Or he'd have Chet Daw-
son and his wife, Ruth, over to play
bridge late at night after the
drugstore closed, so Bob could listen
through the open French doors to
news of the town and farmers. Chet
would call in the afternoon:

“Bina? What're you cookin'? ...
Well, save some for me. I'll be by -
sometime.” Bob didn't mind the
Dawsons, but he didn't want any-
one else to see him. He was so
ashamed of the way he looked.
There'd be time enough for them to
see, when he was whole again,
when he could play. That was the
dream that kept him going. He

was going to play ball for Coach

' (Phog) Allen. It was more than a

dream. It was a plan. He'd count off
months in his head, what he'd be
able to do with his arms and legs
two months from now, four
months, six ... how he'd start to
run, build his endurance .... But -
then, whén someone came, even a
good friend, he'd see in their
eyes: “Poor Bob!" Their eyes made
him see himself as they did ...
“Poor Bobby Joe!" .... And then
nie plan was only a dream, a
pipe

Bina let talk on about how
he'd play ball ... whatever he want-
ed. What was the point of telling
him anything else? For her part,
talk of the future was bright, and
immediate. :

How about his favorite, liver
and onions, tomorrow?

Bob, will you wear your new

' sweater this Sunday?

Or Christmas! ... Christmas

' was always a big deal in that house,

and this year, it would have to be
double-special. :

But by Thanksgiving, Bob was
gone again. He went to a special

.- Army hospital in Michigan,

where they did modern miracles in
' dics, It was Uncle Sam's |
.center for paraplegics and

_ amputees, Why should he wait

around for Christmas?

' More movement, more feeling

in’his left arm! The strength to walk
on'his own legs for ten minutes, '
twenty, an hour! To run! And a
miracle for his right arm, to let
him play ball. To be whole again.
That's what he wanted for Christ-

"/ But there was'no miracle for
Bob. On the fourth day before
Christmas, he woke with a savage
pain in his chest. It was a blood clot
in his'lurig,‘the price of lying
immobileé so long. The doctors in
Michigan started treating him

with dicumarol, a vicious drug to
thin the blood. It turned him,
temporarily, into a hemophiliac.

But there was no choice. If the
blood clot loosened from the wall of
his lung and went to his heart, he
was a dead man. He was strictly
confined to bed again. This time
he demanded that doctors tell the
outlook, straight. And they told
him, it was fifty-fifty he'd live.

So he stayed in bed for weeks,
then months, while all his strength
ebbed away. As the new year
stretched into its second month, he
was weaker and weaker, and
now the fever was back. The doc-
tors tried cutting off the dicu-
marol. But the pain returned, and
chills .. . the fever was eating
him away. So they started the drug
again, with penicillin, but the
antibiotic couldn’t stop this infec-
tion. He was and rat-
tling in his bed. Pneumonia was
filling his lungs.

Bina and Doran drove back
and forth from Kansas to Michigan,

but they could see that the doc-
tors had no plan. They couldn’t stop
the fever, so they packed him in -
ice, They had Bobby Joe packed

like a fish in the market! By the

end of February, Bob grew worse '
and the hospital called again, but
Bina couldn’t bear to go back...
when Bob didn’t know her, when -
the fever had him, So Kenny went ..
to Michigan, He figured he was -
going just to pick up the body. It

. wasn't even Bob in that bed. It

was just a shell of him.

“Is there any hope?” Kenny >
asked. They told him about an ex- -
perimental drug. The Army had '
the only supply, a thirty-day dose .
for three patients. Bob would be
the third. Would Kenny authorize
the treatment? .

“Well, what happened to the
others?”

One died and one went blind,
but he lived.

m“Whal are his chances without

Without it, nothing.

So Kenny called home, and
Bina and Doran came back to Bat- *
tle Creek, to sign the form, to
watch the treatment. They had Bob”
tied down in bed, so he'd be still -
while the new drug took hold. Doc- -
tors told them not to expect r
much. Even if it worked, there was.
no guarantee he'd know them, be -
able to move, get the strength back-
he had before. No one really ;
knew what this drug would do. It
was called streptomycin.

So, beginning of March, they -
put him on it. Four days later, he -
sat up in bed, asked Kenny togo .
downtown and get him a milkshake:

Monday: Dole enters Russell =
County politics in 1952. o
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