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BLUE DEVIL RICHARD LINCOLN

By Betsy Connor Bowen

BLUE DEVIL RICHARD LINCOLN was a young man of 18 not yet
having begun his senior year at Winthrop High School when he was
drafted. It was 1943, and the world was at war.

His was a Wayne family. His father was Vance Lincoln, Postmaster in
Wayne for 28 years. There were four sons and a daughter: Vance, Robert,
Waldo, Richard, and Helen. The senior Vance Lincoln served on the draft
board. To prevent accusations of favoridsm he transferred the names of his
sons to other boards. Richard entered the service on Oct. 5, 1943. His three
other brothers ended up in combat, too: one in India and Alaska; one in
Guam; one in Japan.

There were seventeen weeks of basic training. On St. Patrick’s Day,
March 17, 1944, Richard Lincoln called home. "I'm going overseas but I
don’t know where."

Landing in Africa, the Blue Devils traveled across the continent in
"forty or eights,” box cars in which forty men or eight horses could fit.
There was Casablanca, then Algiers. Then they went north into Italy. By the
end of the war, these foot soldiers had walked the length of Italy, deep into
the Apennines, the mountains that form the country’s northern border.
"Marching" is what it is called, but it was nothing more or less than
walking, putting one foot in front of another, and one step after the other.
There were battles in Montecatini and Bolzano, Florence and Pisa.

By the end of the war Richard Lincoln would be in the Brenner Pass.
But on April 25, 1944 he was in Volterra with the Blue Devils. The 88th
Infantry Division lost 100 men in the liberation of that city from German
occupation.

He remembers running with guns into a city. Buildings were being
bombed and planes were strafing. There were "partisans,” Italians who
aided the Allied forces. He was a map carrier and a platoon runner, taking
messages from the platoon to the company commander. He was a first
scout, trying to detect where the enemy was. He would fire tracer bullets in
their direction, be it in fields or forests or towns. "The screaming mimis
were a real morale breaker. The concussion lifted you off the ground. I
never knew from day to day whether my name was on one of those shells."

By June 4 he was in Rome. There was pressure on the Allies and the
Axis to do as little bombing as possible, to preserve the city. Montecatini
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and Bolzano were hot spots. There was Bologna, and Mt. Bataglia. Volterra
had been just another battle, a city south of Florence. "As we moved on,
the people came up and took care of the dead."

His company commander was Albert Romano from Canton, Maine.
Albert Romano and he had an agreement. If anything happened to either of
them, they would tell each other's folks about it. Something did happen.
The Germans found them. The two buddies were in a second story of a
building. The last Romano saw of Lincoln, he was jumping out the window.
The Germans captured Romano, and then the Russians captured the Ger-
mans.

So Richard Lincoln continued on fighting in Italy, and the captured
Albert Romano was sent home.

Back in the states, Romano told Lincoln’s folks the two had been
together the night he got captured. Since that jump out the window was the
last Romano had seen of Lincoln, he couldn’t tell the Lincolns whether
their son was safe or not.

But there were letters home. "They kept tabs on where I was by a code.’
I would change the middle initial of my father’s name each time I wrote."
Each letter got a newly changed initial. It was probably unnoticeable to any
one else, but back home they would crack the code. The letters spelled out
the names of the cities in Italy where Richard Lincoln was fighting,

The campaign to liberate Italy was a success. Finally the Axis sur-
rendered, soon after the dropping of the nuclear bomb on Hiroshima.
"Everybody was real joyous. It was like a nightmare and all of a sudden the
sun statted to shine."

After Iraly, this foot soldier got to go home. He flew from Italy to
Florida to Fort Devens in Massachusetts. He was discharged on Dec. 12,
1945.

There followed many years back home in Maine for a proud but war-
weary veteran. He worked as a manufacturer’s representative and traveled
throughout the state. He lives in a house on the Pond Road in Wayne, has a
wife and family.

But the war left him changed. Some of it was for the better. "Nothing
fazes me," he says. However, "at first there were sweats. Nightmares. 1
would wake up dreaming about some experience from the war." Once on
the Fourth of July at the sound of fireworks, "I ran off the porch. It makes
you shaky." It didn't last.

There are his memories, and they come back some times. He has a
stack of honorary medals kept carefully in their cases. He won the Bronze
star and many other good conduct medals and infantry combat badges. The






