The Story That Can’t Be Told
  Every day starts a new story, and this one begins with a visit to the Anderson Lion’s Club.  I found them to be a welcoming group of people who care about each other and enjoy good laughter and fellowship.  One of the characters who stood out at that meeting was a fellow who walked up and said, “Hello, I’m Lion Ernie.  It wasn’t long before we found ourselves in Ernie and Pearl’s home to record Ernie’s story of Omaha Beach and his service in an anti-aircraft unit.  Three years later Ernie was gone.  It was a busy night, but I made the good decision to go to his visitation.  I didn’t know if Pearl would know me from that one visit, but she did, and she went on about how much the interview meant to her and the family.  I enjoyed my visit with her.  Ernie and Pearl were a wonderful couple and literally inseparable.  Despite the fact that Pearl seemed in good health, she died less than a month later.  Both were hard losses for me as both were people one gets close to quickly.

  When Ernie found out that we were going to Texas he asked us to hook up with his longtime friend from service Larry Andrews.  Larry lives in Onalaska, which sounds like a place that should be 4,000 miles north of where it is.  Onalaska, Texas is almost as far south as Houston.

  Larry’s youth was spent on a tenant farm in Texas.  It was a life simple in possessions, but rich in family and fun.  His story is a testament that family love makes up for hard work and frugal meals.  
  Like many of his time Larry joined the CCC, a paramilitary unit that did conservation work during the Great Depression.  It was cloaked as a jobs program, but was also used by FDR to prepare young men for the military life that he knew was coming.  Larry soon found out that beautiful Estes Park, Colorado wasn’t so hot come October.  He and another Texan went AWOL and struck out on an amazing adventure to get back to the warmth of Texas.  It was the stuff of survival movies.  
  Larry and Ernie drove onto Omaha Beach just as our troops were cresting the hill.  There was still plenty of danger as Larry recalled a German 88 round landing in one of the LSTs and destroying a truck full of soldiers.  Larry and Ernie both told us of having to drive over the bodies of our dead soldiers in one of those dreadful but unavoidable necessities of war.

  We’ve heard much detail of the many battles of WWII, Korea, Vietnam, and even Iraq, but the story of Omaha Beach on D-Day seems to be the story that can’t be told.  The devastation in men and material was so vast and so concentrated that it defies description.  So far we’ve interviewed four Omaha Beach Veterans and none of them could give us much detail of the event.  Their focus was by survival and comprehension narrowed to a swath maybe only ten yards in any direction.  Elias French gave us as much detail as anyone, but even he was limited.  Mack McCarel said less with his words than his eyes, but he put it in solid perspective.  I asked him if there was a moment when he thought we would be pushed back into the sea.  Mack said that he never gave that a thought.  He said that there were so many of us there that he figured someone would push through.  
  Our adventure with Larry Andrews was too soon over and we were on our way for the final interview of this tour with Mark McCollom’s Uncle Ray.  We had traveled 655 miles that day in 10 hours on 4 hours sleep.  Around 9:00 PM we pulled into the Motel 6 in Sallisaw, Oklahoma to give ourselves and the horse a well deserved rest.  The next day we were on to Belle Vista, Arkansas to find a mystery and record a good Marine story.
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