Vet keeps memories of 705th alive
By Brad Hoopes for the Reporter-Herald
“Sir, there’s a hole big enough that I could stick my fist in it!”  That was the response Wayne Tennant got from one of his men when he asked the soldier to check a wound he received in his back when hit with shrapnel during an artillery attack.  That piece of metal that tore into his back and imbedded itself in his chest cavity is now in a picture frame on a wall in his office.
That picture frame also contains other mementos of Wayne’s service during World War II: the Purple Heart, Bronze Star, other medals and patches and his dog tags.  It is a service that started in the pre-war draft prior to Pearl Harbor and didn’t end until 5 years later.
Wayne grew up in rural Nebraska and received his draft notice in Feb. of 1941.  It was suppose to be a one year service, but when Pearl Harbor was bombed it was extended to “open-ended”.  With a rush to build up an army, coupled with Wayne’s time already served, he was given the opportunity to go to officer’s training school.  He was then given a command in Company C, 705th Tank Destroyer Battalion.  After training, Wayne and the battalion shipped off for Europe.  

Arriving in England, they began training and planning for action on the Continent and Wayne remembers when D-Day began.  “Looking up into the sky, it was nothing but solid airplanes of all kinds flying east”, he recalls.  His battalion followed shortly after, landing in France and began what would be a journey that would take them into Belgium, the Netherlands, Germany and finally Austria at the war’s end.  When the Battle of the Bulge began, the 705th raced to Bastogne to help out the 101st Airborne.  It was here where Wayne was injured, and being completely surrounded by the Germans it took 7 days to get him evacuated back to England for proper treatment and surgery.  
Wayne spent two months in the hospital recovering from his wounds.  During this time, the hospital received a letter from General Eisenhower’s headquarters.  Because of the respect and admiration they had for Wayne, the men of his battalion had sent a letter directly to Eisenhower requesting that Wayne be returned to their outfit if he was able to return to duty.  It was a request unheard of before, but it was granted and Wayne did recover and rejoin his battalion.
Wayne returned though to a battalion he barely recognized.  1/3 of the 600 man battalion had been either injured or killed.  Three of his fellow company commanders had all lost limbs and were gone.  The battalion continued on through Germany, saw the horrors of concentration camps when it liberated the Mauthausen Camp and finished up in Austria with mop up and occupation duties when the war in Europe finally came to and end. 
The memories of the war will never end for Wayne though.  He was haunted by these memories for a long time after he returned home and over time it has gotten somewhat better.  He now describes it all as a bad nightmare.  While he tries to forget these bad memories, the memory of his battalion is one thing he wants to keep alive for others to know.  He is the president of the 705th Association.  He keeps in touch with surviving members and/or their families, puts out a newsletter and is the keeper of the battalion’s history.  Like he did during the war, he is doing his part to keep his battalion together.
