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May 23, 2015 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
Their names are Quinn, Scott, and Barron, and they came from Pennsylvania, New Jersey, and New York. During 
1942 they had come to Camp Shelby, Mississippi, where the 85th Infantry Division was being reactivated. This was 
a Selective Service Division, and as a result, the Division personnel were draftees and enlistees from all over the 
country—from almost every state of the Union and every walk of life. There, among many, many others, they 
joined Pvt. Joseph Skrabak from Pennsylvania and Pvt. Alex Claiborne from Tennessee. Together, these five men 
were assigned to the 85th Reconnaissance Troop, attached to the Division. Their recruit platoon sergeant told them 
that one key criterion for assignment to the Recon Troop, in addition to scoring well on the IQ tests, was that their 
psychological test results indicated they were also less likely to break under questioning by the enemy. 
 
On March 27, 1944, after three-plus months in North Africa, they arrived with other elements of the Division, at 
Naples. After almost a month near the front lines—40 miles north of Naples—in Mr. Skrabak's own words, "all hell 
broke loose." The May 11-12 assault on the Gustav Line south of Rome had begun, and the 85th Recon Troop was 
in the thick of it. Some time in the future, I hope to be able to tell their full life stories—but over the 11-month 
period of May 27, 1944-April 21, 1945, Pvt. John J. Quinn Jr., of 1st Platoon, 1stLt. James M. Scott, commander of 
2nd Platoon, and Pvt. Eddie Barron, 3rd Platoon, were lost—near places with names like Priverno, Firenzuola, and 
Verona. 
 
On December 31, 1942, while John Quinn was en route to Casablanca aboard the USS General William A. Mann, 
the Philadelphia Inquirer had reported his engagement to Miss Helen Mae Soulas, of nearby Yeadon, 
Pennsylvania. She never forgot her fiancé, and some 60 years after his death in Italy, she honored him with a photo  
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in the National WWII Memorial, Registry of Remembrances. Her remembrance says, "Honored by Helen Mae 
Soulas, Fiancée," ... for all time.   
 
James Scott led 2nd Platoon, which included Pvts. Skrabak and Claiborne. As Mr. Skrabak wrote, many years later,  
 
 Lt. Scott was a competent, respected leader and well-liked. On one occasion, he, Jim Berka and I were out 
 scouting along a narrow road that was closed in by hills on both sides. Artillery fire was exploding, vehicles 
 were burning and soldiers were taking cover as best they could. Lt. Scott just walked up the road as though it 
 were just a fireworks show.  
 
In 1998 my Dad recalled one occasion, 
 
 On June 3, 1944, ... Our Troop was called up to clear the Germans out. From 3rd platoon Soderman, a 
 sharpshooter from Montana, and his young buddy, Eddie Barron, set up their machine gun on the side of a hill. 
 ... About 30 years old, Soderman was one of the oldest men in our troop. However, he and the much younger 
 Barron were always together and always looking after one another. ... While I did not see the actual action, 
 word of their heroism quickly spread as they started bringing up the prisoners for us to guard.   
 
In June, 2007, I was researching the American Battle Monuments Commission (ABMC) web resource, and to my 
amazement I discovered the graves of Quinn, Scott, and Barron, honored and maintained by ABMC at the Sicily-
Rome American Cemetery and Memorial (Pvt. John J. Quinn Jr.) and at the Florence American Cemetery and 
Memorial (1stLt. James M. Scott and Pvt. Edward J. Barron). Through the ABMC offices in Arlington and in 
Rome, I was able to order flowers for each man's grave. ABMC staff placed the flowers, took the color photos you 
see above, and mailed them to me. The Dates of Decoration for all three men was Saturday, June 23, 2007. Seven 
days before, on June 16, I had been present as T/5 Alex Claiborne, 2nd Platoon, 85th Recon Troop, had been laid to 
rest at Tabernacle Cemetery, Brownsville, Tennessee, joining Norman Edward Lane Jr., Marion Thornton Jr., and 
so many others throughout the land—all of whom we remember—not only on Memorial Day, 2015, but each and 
every day. 
 
The highly-respected World War II correspondent Ernie Pyle was himself killed in combat during the Battle of 
Okinawa, in April of 1945, three days before Pvt. Eddie Barron's death in Italy. The following month, 70 years ago 
now, a collection of his columns detailing the fighting in Europe over 1943-1944 was published, with the title, 
"Brave Men." The book's Foreword reads: 
 
 I heard of a high British officer who went over the battlefield just after the action was over. American boys 
 were still lying dead in their foxholes, their rifles still grasped in firing position in their dead hands. And the 
 veteran English soldier remarked time and again, in a sort of hushed eulogy spoken only to himself, "Brave 
 men. Brave men!" 
 
This morning, after a lapse of 2-3 years, I called Mr. Joseph Skrabak— World War II combat veteran with 2nd 
Platoon, 85th Recon Troop, and recipient of the Bronze Star Medal—of Venice, Florida. As we closed the brief 
conversation, I told him that I wanted him to know that I was thinking of him on Memorial Day. I would be very 
glad to be able to say that my voice did not crack as these words came out, but I cannot. 
 


