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Introducing Private Carl Warren

By Jason Morris

NOTE:  This is an introduction to the antics of Private Carl Warren.  He is one of the most legendary folks in the Sixtieth Regiment.  Although not a model soldier, his story offers some interesting levity on the war and history happening all around this unit that you cannot find in any official records.  Although this story is about Carl, much of the story is a discussion about one squad of the Regiment led by Lieutenant John Doxsee.  The information has been gathered from two newspaper articles, one from the Chicago Sun Tribune, the other the Durant Daily Democrat, both dated 9 April 1943.  
Private Carl Warren is definitely not a name that we hear daily in the annals of World War II history.  He, as many others in the war, carried out their acts of heroism only to be caught too soon by the hands of fate.  As my grandfather always said, the only heroes of that war were the ones who did not return.  Private Warren was one of those men.  However, Carl had something special about him worth writing about.  That something would be referred to as “that crazy kind of bravery” by my grandfather.  Others would characterize Carl as a man who told a legend about himself, and then strived to make it come true.  


It was in the backyard of my grandfather’s home that I first came to hear of Private Carl Warren.  On that Sunday afternoon, surrounded by the pecan trees of Southeastern Oklahoma, my grandfather began to weave the tale.  As he spoke of Carl, I feverously wrote down his words, scared to death that I might miss something and it would be forgotten forever.  When he started to talk about a man named “Moletop” I looked up with a question mark on my face.  “Moletop” I asked?  “Molotov” he responded.  Again, I had a question mark in my mind, but for now I just wrote.  My grandfather spoke of his “crazy style of bravery” and how the two ended up on a hill top together.  

On the trip home I began to wonder about this Molotov character and what he had meant to my grandfather and the men around him.  In 1999 I was not able to find much information about him on the internet.  My grandfather could not remember much additional information as well.  It was not until around 2003 that fate threw me a bone.  While looking through some old stories of the 60th Infantry Regiment, I began to read about a man named Molotoff (Molotov).  As it turned out his name was also Private Carl Warren, he just liked to be called Molotov, Molotov the Great to be precise.


Molotov was a very young man from New York City.  He had joined the Army and ended up at Fort Bragg in North Carolina when my grandfather met him.  John, my grandfather, was fresh from Officer Training School and came into the 60th Regiment as an amphibious assault team leader.  Molotov was not in his company at the time, but that was not a problem, Molotov was everywhere.  He was not known to stick with his unit, rather he served as a free spirit in the Army.  Obviously this spirit and the Army would not mix very well.


In the summer of 1942 my grandfather and others came to know of Molotov as that one Private that would get any company into trouble.  Company Commanders who had the misfortune of having Molotov would inevitably end up one person short for their role calls.  The one missing person would be Molotov.  Usually he would be found out carousing with ladies and “big wigs” trying to impress them with his tall tales of how he is a big man in New York.

The time came for the unit to move out for North Africa.  During the opening battles of Operation TORCH, Private Molotov fought well enough to keep alive.  Always wanting to work smarter and not harder, he had a band of servants that followed him through North Africa, pitching his tent and helping him get materials.  Molotov fought well all the way through to Tunisia which is where he picked up with my grandfather.  


While in Tunisia, the 60th Regiment had dug in at the base of a hill somewhere near the town of Macknassey.  For a day or so the unit had been getting bombarded by German mortars and howitzers.  The Nebelwarfer was the most disliked “mortar” type weapon being used in the battle.  As my granddad always said, these weapons played with the mind.  Every morning the unit would wake up to the sound of these weapons coming in.  All they could do was hunker down in their fox hole and wait it out.  John usually read the 23rd Psalm to keep his sanity.

At the top of the hill was a position of Germans, defending their location with intensity.  The 60th had sent forward a couple of squads of men, and these squads were summarily cut to pieces.  The sides of the hill offered little in the way of cover from gunfire.  If you can imagine a desolate Tunisian landscape, with no trees and just sage brush that is something of what this looked like.  Running up a hill with enemy machine guns on top was nothing more than suicide.  None the less, squads had been ordered forward to reconnoiter and report back, with little success.


Finally, this morning, John and his squad were ordered forward to reconnoiter the hill for emplacements and report back.  Captain Barnwell, also known as Barney to the men in the unit, made this order.  Barney found John and explained the mission he was giving to his squad.  John just stared back at Barney when he finished.  Knowing that he had probably just sentenced John to death, Barney said “finish your breakfast first.”  John retorted “no thanks, I just lost my appetite.”  John felt this would be his last day on earth.

Now I will take a little artistic license at this point to comment that my grandfather made this exchange sound meaningless.   I am not sure if these comments were made in jest or if there was more tension to the situation.  I would like to think they were made in good humor, but I am not sure how I would respond knowing that I had been sent to face certain death by someone I had become friends with over the past 10 months of North African fighting.


Carrying out his orders, John gathered his squad together, and of course Molotov came over and joined in.  The plan was laid out for the group to press forward on the latest route of advance.  It would be done as carefully and professionally as possibly.  Scouts were one thing that John would need; asking for scouts was always a tricky process.  However, Molotov did not hesitate a second, before the question was even stated he asked John if he could be the scout for the unit.  John looked at him and said “yes.”


The unit began going forward at their specific time, under the heat of the spring time sun in Africa.  The squad filed past a few barbed wire entanglements as they went forward up the stony, sandy hillside.  The sun and heat had been decaying the bodies of previous squad members sent against the machine guns, turning them black and giving off terrible effluvia.  


Pressing on through the decaying distractions, John and the men of the unit gained yardage.  Vertically they came closer and closer to the hill top emplacement and were just waiting to be fired on at any time.  John was at the front with his scout Molotov as they passed the farthest point of the previous squad’s progress.  Molotov and John both knew that they would probably not live on past these few last moments.  The Germans, they thought, were just letting them get close enough for increased accuracy, or entrapment.  


The squad began to grow ever closer to the top, everyone sweating in the heat and stress of the moment.  No one knew what was happening, they should have been fired on by now and it wasn’t happening.  Were there now mines to deal with? Has a shift in weapons occurred that intelligence had not seen or heard of?  What was waiting at the top of this hill?  


John and Molotov came to the crest of the hill and carefully peered over the top to get a look at what was happening.  They saw nothing but a few wisps of sand blowing in the air.  Crawling forward on the hot gritty sand with their Garands at the ready, they strained their eyes to see any hint of where the enemy might be at.  


Seeing nothing on the hill top they moved forward cautiously.  Everyone searched high and low to see what they could, but nothing was found, except four war correspondents.  One of the correspondents interviewed John.  He asked what they were doing around these parts.  John looked at him and responded that he and his unit were trying to “knock out those damned German mortars” and howitzers that were firing down on them from this height.  The unit had lost three men in those bombardments and they all just wanted to get at the guys pulling those strings.

As they looked around the landscape, the men and the reporters watched as the British Eighth Army continued to push the German Army out of the area.  This action was exposed by the plumes of sand rising into the air in the far off distance.  The Germans had left the area, their business had been finished by the British who had them on the run.  
Coming down from out of the hills, the men of the squad met with another group of reporters for a question and answer session.  It was here that Molotoff is reported to have had carnations in his hat.  Weather or not he had the carnations throughout the battle is up for question, but the fact that he was wearing these in the middle of combat says a lot to how he liked to operate, as an independent.
This concludes the first small story about Molotov, more are to come in the future.  Again, his exploits, although not always heroic, offered something to the Regiment and to the Army, CONFIDENCE.  It will be illustrated in later stories, that the crazy heroics of Molotov yielded such great gains to the Regiment, that the entire Division gained confidence and focus.  Molotov was one private who led the pack in guts!  


Molotov was written about by other war correspondents and is even pictured on some National Archival Film.  More stories about Molotov, his taking of Italian Prisoners, his most heroic moment and his last court martial are still to come.        

