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OMAHA BEACH: EASY RED SECTOR

BY LT. COMMANDER JOSEPH P. VAGHI

BEACHMASTER, UNITED STATES NAvVY, OMAHA BEACH

At the outset, permit me to define what a
BEACHMASTER was and what his duties were. A
Beachmaster is much like a traffic cop at a very busy
intersection. All sorts of activities were taking place
all around you and it was your responsibility to
establish and maintain order. The

A secret report by Lt. HK Rigg, the Skipper of LCI
(L) 88 (our LCI) to the Commander in Chief, United
States Fleet of 12 July 1944 contains this statement:
“This vessel beached on schedule at 0735B, 6 June,
the first LCI(L)) on Easy Red Beach.” Platoon C-8 of
the 6" Battalion arrived in France at

Beachmaster controlled all traffic
coming onto the beach — men and
material — and arranging for all
movement from the shore to ships at
sea. It was the Beachmaster’s
responsibility to establish radio
communication between the beach
and the ships at sea. We were
responsible for rendering medical aid
to injured personnel until they could
be evacuated to the ships offshore.
In addition, we provided
hydrographic assistance to incoming
landing crafts — instructing them
where to land, placing markers, and
such. We had a boat repair section which provided
temporary repair to disabled landing craft.

The Beachmaster for each sector of the various
beaches, of which Easy Red was one sector, was
responsible for all activities between the low tide
mark and the high tide mark. The rise and fall of the
tide amounted to some 18-20 feet twice a day in the
English Channel. Our 6™ Beach Battalion was re-
sponsible for most of Omaha Beach.

I was the Beachmaster of Easy Red Sector on
Omaha Beach, Normandy. I was a Platoon Com-
mander of Platoon C-8 which was one of nine
Platoons in the 6™ Naval Beach Battalion. The
Battalion was composed of three Companies: A, B &
C, with each Company having three platoons — my
Platoon was one of the three in C Company. The
landing craft that my Platoon was assigned to for the
crossing of the English Channel was a Landing Craft
Infantry (large) or LCI.

7:35 AM, British Double Time on
June 6, 1944, one hour and five
minutes after H-Hour.

My platoon, along with the Com-
mander of the 6™ Beach Battalion,
Commander Eugene Carusi, USN,
some Army personnel, and A.].
Leibling, a writer for the New Yorker
magazine, were aboard the LCI 88
when it beached on Easy Red, some
1000/1500 yards from the dune line
of the beach. Our ship kissed the
sands of Normandy when the tide
was at its lowest. As noted above,
the tide would rise and fall some 18-20 feet twice a
day, thus the greatest distance to the dune line was at
low tide.

I was the first person to leave the LCI after beaching,
The craft had ramps on each side of the bow for
purposes of discharging the passengers. Shortly after
leaving the craft, the right ramp was blown away by
an enemy shell, causing several casualties both on
the craft and in the water.

D-Day, needless to say, was a day of memorable
events. I shall attempt to recount a few that were
extraordinary. These events occurred along that
sector of the beach known as Easy Red Beach which
was assigned to our platoon.

The beach was cluttered with thousands of beach
obstacles placed there by the Germans to thwart an
invasion attempt by the Allies. A Navy Underwater
Demolition Team (UDT) had landed prior to our
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arrival and was successful in clearing away some of
the obstructions, so as to permit movement into the
beach by various landing crafts assigned to this and

other beaches.

My first awareness that what
we were doing was for real
was when an 88mm shell hit
our LCI(L) and machine gun
fire surrounded us. The
Germans were in their
pillboxes and bunkers high
above the beach on the bluff
and had an unobstructed
view of what we were doing,

The atmosphere was depress-
ing. The top of the bluff
behind the beach was barely
visible; the sound of screech-
ing 12 and 14-inch shells from
the warships, the USS Texas
and the USS Arkansas, offshore were new sounds
never heard by us before; the stench of expended
gunpowder filled the air and rocket launchers
mounted on landing craft moved in close to the shore
and were spewing forth hun-
dtreds of rounds at a time onto

money on June 19, 1944 to Villagers of St.

organizing ourselves and planning the next move as
we had done so many times during our training
period. The principal difference was that we were
pinned down with real
machine gun fire with very
little movement to the right
or the left of our position
and absolutely NO move-
ment forward.

Because the UDT had
opened gaps through the
underwater obstacles into
Easy Red, most of the
personnel and vehicles came
ashore on my beach with the
result that we were very
crowded and became “sitting
ducks” for the enemy fire.

Laurent Sur Mer, France

I believe the most dramatic

event I experienced that
morning on Easy Red was when an Army officer
came to me and asked that I, as the Beachmaster,
pass the word over my powered microphone that the
soldiers were to “move forward.” As a consequence
of this request by the Officer, I
gave the order after which an

the German defenses. The sea

was rough. Purple smoke ema-
nated from the base of the
beach obstacles as the UDT
prepared to detonate another

explosive in the effort to clear a

path through the obstacles to the
dune line — this was the state of
affairs as the Platoon made its

way to the dune line oh, so many
yards away.

Using the obstacles as shelter,
we moved forward over the
tidal flat under full exposure to
machine-gun fire as we finally
reached the dune line. All C-8s
made the long trek including Commander Carusi.
God was with us!

Having reached the high water mark, we set about

50 years after D-Day, Joe Vaghi meets with
the young boy and girl from the photograph
above

Army Sergeant pushed a “banga-
lore” torpedo through the
barbed wire at the top of the
dune, exploded it, which then
opened a gap in the mass of
barbed wire. He then turned to
his men and said “follow me.”
The men rushed through the gap
onto the flat plateau behind the
dune line to the base of the
bluff, a distance of some 50
yards or so through heavily
mined areas where many lost
their lives or were seriously
wounded. The Sergeant said,
“Follow me.” He did not order
his men forward, but actually

went in front himself, which is the sign of a leader.

Once this heroic act of the sergeant was accom-
plished, the Army began its offense against the
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Germans as the GI’s began to attack the Germans’
strong points and began to fan out for their move-
ment into the countryside of Normandy — the Battle
of Normandy was underway.

As a component part of our C-8 Platoon, our Com-
munication section established contact with our
control vessel offshore and reported all the condi-
tions on the beach as furnished by our Company
Commander Lt. George
Clyburn, our Battalion Com-

Platoon, born in 1909, suffered an instant death due
to the explosion. Prior to leaving England for D-Day,
Isbir confided in me that he would not come back
alive — how prophetic!

As Beachmaster, I had the awesome responsibility of
being very much entwined with the overall aims of
the landing operations and the safety of those whose
lives would be affected by carrying out my duties.

At one point, I ordered Sea-

mander, Commander Carusi
and elements of the 5" Engi-
neer Special Brigade to which
we were attached.

Because we were sending so
many messages via radio, it
was later reported to us that
the Germans “zeroed” in on
our radio frequency and
proceeded to pinpoint our
exact location.

man First Class Jim Gately to
go out some distance in the
turbulent waters to assist a
soldier who was floundering
while pulling a large Army
weapon. Gately followed my
orders only to come back and
report that he had been hit by
machine gun fire in the shoul-
der while giving assistance.
His expression was, “I did
what you told me to do.” He

As best as 1 can recall, it was
mid-morning when an Army
first-aid man came to the area
on the beach where I was
standing and attempted to roll
a soldier who was dead off a
stretcher. I told him not to do
that but to take hold of the other end of the
stretcher and together we would place the body away
from the area where trucks and jeeps were passing
for travel to the openings in the German defenses.

As I bent down to pick up the stretcher, a very large
explosion occurred. I was momentarily stunned;
when I regained my senses, I discovered my clothes
were on fire. After regaining my bearings and extin-
guishing the fire off my coveralls, I noticed that a
jeep close by was burning, I turned to one of my men
and told him to come with me. We went to the jeep
and removed two 5-gallon cans of gasoline and a
number of boxes of hand grenades. I was concerned
that if these two elements were to explode, more
deaths would occur in addition to those that were
already dead due to the explosion. Amin Isbir,
Seaman First Class, who was the oldest man in my

Beach to a young Marine just returned
from Iraq in the summer of 2003

was evacuated later in the day.

Joseph Vaghi explains the Top-Secret
“BIGOT” map he used in directing the
landings on Easy Red Sector of Omaha

Another incident that I re-
member because of its humor
was when an Army bulldozer
reached a point some 20 to 30
yards from the high water
mark even though there was
no operator on it. I ran out to the “dozer” and after a

few moments got it running and started towards the
beach.

I had not traveled more than 10 to 15 feet when one
of my men ran up to me and reported that Com-
mander Carusi wanted me off the bulldozer — “I was
more valuable as a Beachmaster than a bulldozer
operator,” was the message. A short time later we did
get the “dozer” off the beach area. I say it was
humorous only because I had always wanted to
operate a bulldozer but on this day I was denied the
opportunity.

Perhaps the most touching moment that day was
when a young soldier lay dying on the beach. I bent
over him and told him to hang in there and that I

OMAHA BEACH CONTINUED ON PAGE 22
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