
Dear Sir, 

It was with a great deal of 
pleasure that I recently received 
a complimentary copy of Cana­
dian Military History, Volume 3, 
Number 1. 

I was most interested in the 
article, "There Must Be No Holes 
in Our Sweeping: The 31st 
Canadian Minesweeping Flotilla 
on D-Day" by Michael Whitby. 

During Operation Neptune, 
prior to and until she was hit by 
an acoustic mine, I served in 
HMCS Mulgrave and was part of 
that historic event. My position 
was Leading Telegraphist and 
thus was privy to most of the 
information prior to and during 
that initial crossing and the 
hectic days of continuous 
sweeping for the following 
convoys. 

The fact that Mulgrave was 
not named nor was there any 
mention of her eventual 
decommissioning due to dam­
age caused by the mine was a 
personal disappointment, but 
then it was only an article and 
not a book. In my memorabillia 
I have a clipping from 1944 that 
reports the loss of J313 HMCS 
Mulgrave. 

I am looking forward to 
future editions of Canadian 
Military History. 

Sincerely, 

John J. Trafford 
ex-L. Telegraphist W/T 2 
V22496 
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Dear Sir, 

I have just finished reading 
"The Defeat of the 12th SS: 7-10 
June 1944" by Oliver Haller in 
the Spring 1994 issue of Cana­
dian Military History. I found 
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the article to be very interesting 
and factual. I was there! I was 
attached to "B" Company dug in 
just north of Norrey. I was 
especially interested in the 
description of the tank attack by 
12SS (p.22) when our Sherman 
tanks got the six or seven 
Panthers in just a few minutes. 

I would like to tell you my 
story of that attack as I experi­
enced it. My name is Elof 
Granberg (L27548) and I was a 
Sergeant with the support 
company anti-tank platoon. I 
had been with the Regina Rifles 
since they formed in June 1940. 
"D" Company was recruited in 
Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, 
and I joined the regiment there 
on June 18, 1940. 

My story: June 9, 1944 was 
a beautiful day, the sun was 
shining and the Normandy 
countryside was just beautiful 
(as it was fifty years later, when 
we went back for the 50th 
anniversary). 

My gun crew was attached to 
"B" Company just north of 
Norrey, about three or four 
hundred yards, in a grove of 
trees. We had two days to dig in 
so we were quite secure, that is, 
so far as holes in the ground 
were concerned. Later, those 
holes proved to be my salvation, 
along with others in "B" Com­
pany. 

For two days on and off, we 
had taken mortar fire. My gun 
had taken a hit and was inop­
erative. Of my gun crew, three 
were wounded. Only two of us 
were left, my driver and me. 

As I remember, the time was 
about mid-afternoon when we 
saw several enemy tanks 
heading straight for our grove of 
trees. They came within about 
a hundred and fifty yards and 
then stopped. Then I saw two 
tanks crossing from south to 
north of us at about twenty 
miles an hour. The other 
sergeant's gun was directly 
pointed in that direction, but no 
one was tending it. I really 
don't know what made me do it, 
but I crawled over to that gun. 
All by myself (usually it takes a 
crew of four), I fired three shot 
at two tanks and to my disgust 
and disappointment all three 
shots missed, just inches ahead 
of each tank. Why did I miss? I 
was a good shot. The reason 
was that just before we em­
barked from England we had 
been issued new ammunition. 
The stuff we had been trained 
with during our time in England 
had a muzzle velocity of 2,700 
feet per second. On a moving 
tank we had been trained to 
take a lead (like duck hunting). 
The new stuff, which had a 
muzzle velocity of 5,200 feet per 
second, was so fast we were 
supposed to aim dead on, 
whether the tank was moving or 
stopped. So that's why I 



missed. We had never trained 
with the new ammunition, so 
what I did was mor by instinct 
from years of training. By the 
time I had fired three shots, 
they were out of view. Then I 
realized I was in plain view of 
several tanks and they looked 
plenty menacing. All of a 
sudden like coming out of a 
dream I realized the danger I 
was in. I crawled back to my 
fox hole (sorry, slit trench). 
Sergeant Smith of the carrier 
platoon was already there. 

A short time later, the tanks 
north of us started to move 
towards us and as they came 
within a few yards of my hole, I 
thought this is it for me. I just 
knew I was going to die. They 
came right over to our slit 
trench (a hole made for two, it 
had three in it now. One John 
decided that he didn't want to 
dig a hole even though he had 
been ordered to do so.) So he 
jumped into our hole. Fortu­
nately, the tank straddled our 
hole perfectly but with forty 
tons of weight in that soft farm 
land, it squashed the hell out of 
us, but we weren't hurt. As the 
tank passed over us, I thought 
they were going to drop gre­
nades, but they kept going. (If 
that tank had swivelled only 
slightly, we would have been 
goners.) They passed on 
through "B" Company about a 
hundred yards and then all of a 
sudden all six tanks wer disa­
bled or on fire. I couldn't 
believe what I saw. I later 
learned that our Shermans 
tanks had a turkey shoot. 

"B" Company was certainly 
lucky. They (the Panthers, Kurt 
Meyer's boys) couldn't have 
known we were there. I don't 
know why, because the Ger­
mans firing mortar shells into 
us certainly knew where we 
were. Why they hadn't commu-
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nicated that information to the 
tank commanders, was our 
good luck. 

Early the next morning, "B" 
Company got orders to with­
draw from our position in the 
trees to Bretteville (where the 
Regimental HQ was situated). 
We left in such a hurry that I 
didn't take my gun (as it was in 
my opinion totally useless) and 
with my driver and myself along 
with as many others that would 
fit in the carrier, we ran the 
gauntlet to Bretteville. 

The next day Colonel 
Matheson ordered my to go 
back and get the gun. He sent 
my driver and myself and 15 
other men. He thought it was a 
risk worth taking. I didn't 
agree, but you do as ordered. 
We had to drag it back. The 
tires were blown and all bent 
up, and it was a mess. I sup­
pose they later used it for parts. 

In Bretteville was the first 
time we experienced the Ger­
man rocket, we called Moaning 
Minnies, because they had a 
loud mournful sound that was 
scary as hell. (The sound as 
well as the damage it could do.) 

I survived Norrey and 
Bretteville and lasted another 
94 days before I was wounded 
in the village of Wissant, a few 
kilometres south of Calais. 
That was the end of the war for 
me. However, the most exciting 
and scary time was the first 
three or four days from the 
beach to Bretteville and Norrey. 
After that we were veterans and 
became used to the horrors of 
war. 

But all these years I have 
had this "if only" feeling. If only 
I had taken dead aim at those 
two tanks. 

Sincerely, 

Elof Granberg 


