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At last, I hear you say.
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read about Toyland (Toland?) & his proposed book

on the GI’S. I do not have a copyright,

but will be willing to make a deal with 

him, if he should have to use some of it.

Please feel free yourself to use anything 
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SINCERELY 

PAUL W. CAVANAUGH, S.J.
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PREFACE

COPY OF LETTER 

DATED SEPTEMBER 17, 1984

MR. SHEROD COLLINS

625 CHANNING DRIVE N.W.

ATLANTA, GA 30318

DEAR MR. COLLINS:

I AM ENCLOSING A COPY OF A BOOK WRITTEN BY FATHER PAUL CAVANAUGH A FORMER CHAPLAIN OF THE 422 INFANTRY REGIMENT. FATHER CAVANAUGH HAS BEEN DEAD FOR ABOUT 5 YEARS.

AFTER HE RETURNED FROM OVERSEAS HE WAS RUNNING AN OBSTACLE COURSE AT THE UNIVERSITY OF DETROIT HIGH SCHOOL AND FELL AND BROKE HIS LEG.  HE SHOULD NOT HAVE BEEN DOING THE SAME AS HE WAS NO SPRING CHICKEN AT THE TIME.

DURING THE TIME HE WAS HOSPITALIZED WITH HIS BROKEN LEG HE WROTE THE ENCLOSED BOOK. HE ATTEMPTED TO GET IT PUBLISHED WITHOUT ANY SUCCESS. APPARENTLY PRISONER OF WAR BOOKS WERE A DRUG ON THE MARKET AT THE TIME.

THIS COPY IS ONE THAT I HAVE RE-PRODUCED A NUMBER OF YEARS AGO. HE HAD SEVERAL COPIES OF THE BOOK TYPED AND THEN LENT THEM OUT TO PEOPLE TO READ AND ALL BUT ONE COPY DISAPPEARED. I HAD SEVERAL COPIES MADE FOR HIM AND KEPT THIS COPY WHICH I AM SURRENDERING TO YOU AS DIVISION HISTORIAN.

FATHER CAVANAUGH WAS A JESUIT PRIEST. AS I RE-CALL IT HE CAME OUT OF THE CLEVELAND OHIO AREA AND DID HAVE FAMILY CONNECTIONS THERE. HE HAD A NEPHEW WHO LIVED IN THE DETROIT AREA FOR A TIME BUT I DO NOT RE-CALL HIS NAME NOR DO I KNOW HOW TO REACH HIM.

I BELIEVE A COPY OF THIS BOOK SHOULD BE MADE A PART OF OUR DIVISION RECORDS.      VERY TRULY YOURS,

ROBERT E. RUTT

FORWARD

Father Paul W. Cavanaugh, a Chaplain in the European Theater during World War II, represents those Chaplains who dedicated themselves to their faith and tried to share that faith with the Prisoners of War in the various camps throughout Germany and Poland.

There were perhaps upwards of 275,000 * Allied soldiers who were POWs and were marched from their camps in the early months of 1945. It is not known why the German Government instituted these marches other than Allied Armies were approaching from the West and East. Perhaps Germany hoped to use them as hostages in the event of the German defeat; however, there does not seem to be any specific evidence to corroborate that assumption.*

The indignities and suffering endured by these prisoner groups is unimaginable and in many cases equivalent to the Holocaust.

Father Cavanaugh, Father Hurley, Father Madden, Chaplains Moore, Koskamp, Neel, Stonesifer and others mentioned in this book exemplify the dedication of these men to supply spiritual guidance and comfort to their men.

Robert E. Skopek
* “The Last Escape”, John Nichol and Tony Rennell

The Untold Story of Allied Prisoners of War in Europe

1944-45 (Page 466 and Appendix 12)

* WINSTON CHURCHILL ARCHIVES

MARCH 22,1945

“The object of this maneuver might be either to avoid unconditional surrender or to save the lives of the more important Nazi gangsters and war criminals, using this threat as a bargaining counter, or to cause dissention

among the Allies in the final stages of the war.”

*Prisoner of War Camps in Germany

 Internet Web Site: http://www.fleetairarmarchive.net

 /Roll of Honor/POW/Camp_list.htm
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INTRODUCTION

“WE BETTER NOT GO TO SLEEP TONIGHT, PAUL.” I SAID TO CORPORAL DALTON, MY ASSISTANT.

WE WERE BUMPING ALONG IN OUR JEEP OVER A WELL-PACKED FROZEN ROAD BETWEEN THE SECOND AND FIRST BATTALION COMMAND POSTS. IN A QUIET, WOODED SPOT A FEW HUNDRED YARDS BACK FROM THE FRONT LINES I HAD JUST SAID MASS. A GROUP OF ABOUT THIRTY MEN FROM B COMPANY WITH RIFLES SLUNG FROM THEIR SHOULDERS HAD KNELT IN A SNOW TO RECEIVE HOLY COMMUNION. THOUGH NOT YET FIVE O’CLOCK IN THE AFTERNOON, DUSK WAS FADING INTO DARKNESS ALONG THE SNOW COVERED RIDGE UNDER THE THICK GROWTH OF TALL EVERGREEN TREES. IT WAS THE 15TH OF DECEMBER, 1944, AND OUR INTELLIGENCE SECTION WAS AWARE THAT A GERMAN OFFENSIVE APPROACHED THE HOUR OF ITS MOUNTING.

PAUL DALTON AND I OBTAINED SOME SUPPER AT THE FIRST BATTALION HEADQUARTERS’ MESS WHERE WE LEARNED THE PASSWORD AND PICKED UP SOME MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE ANTICIPATED BATTLE. WE RETURNED TO THE CHAPLAIN’S HEADQUARTERS, A SMALL LOG CABIN BUILT OVER A DUGOUT BY SOME SOLDIERS OF THE SECOND INFANTRY DIVISION. ABOUT TWENTY YARDS AWAY LOOMED THE SIEGFRIED LINE BUNKER WHICH HOUSED THE COMMAND POST OF THE FIRST BATTALION OF THE 422 REGIMENT.

WITH NIGHT CAME FOG. SEVERAL MEN FROM BATTALION HEADQUARTERS COMPANY CROWDED INTO OUR CABIN TO MAKE COFFEE AND TOAST AND TO DISCUSS THE SITUATION. SOMEHOW WE HAD A STRANGE FOREBODING OF CATASTROPHE.

THE MILITARY SITUATION, AS WE KNEW IT, WAS THIS. OUR 106TH INFANTRY DIVISION (GOLDEN LION SHOULDER PATCH) HAD MOVED OVER TO THE CONTINENT FROM ENGLAND EARLY IN THE MONTH. WE HAD BEEN ASSIGNED TO VIII CORPS, FIRST ARMY. DECEMBER 9TH TO 11TH THE 106TH REPLACED THE SECOND INFANTRY DIVISION, UNIT FOR UNIT, ALONG A TWENTY-SEVEN MILE FRONT IN THE SCHNEE EIFEL. THE EIFEL FOREST IS ON GERMAN SOIL JUST ACROSS THE BELGIAN FRONTIER EAST OF THE ARDENNES. FOR ABOUT TEN WEEKS OF AUTUMN THIS HAD BEEN A QUIET SECTOR OF THE FRONT. AS OUR DIVISION WAS YET UNTRIED BY ENEMY FIRE WE WERE ASSIGNED TO THIS LOCALITY THAT MIGHT BE MERCIFULLY SEASONED TO WHAT OUR REGIMENTAL COMMANDER, COLONEL GEORGE E. DASCHENEAUX, JR. HAD TOLD US AT STOW-ON-WOLD (ENGLAND) WAS THE FILTHY, DIRTY, BLOODY, DISGUSTING BUSINESS OF MODERN WAR. FOR FOUR DAYS PAUL DALTON AND I HAD BEEN TRAVELING BY JEEP ALONG THE SNOW COVERED ROADS THROUGH FORESTS OF SPRUCE TREES TO COMPANIES ON THE STATIC FRONT. THERE I HAD SAID MASS IN COMPARATIVE SECURITY NEAR THE COMPANY COMMAND POSTS AND UNALARMED VISITED THE FOXHOLES AND DUGOUTS ALONG THE LINE OF OUTPOSTS.

OUR REGIMENT - 422ND - WAS THE FARTHEST NORTH IN OUR DIVISION SECTOR. TO THE SOUTH OF US IN ORDER WERE THE 423RD AND 424TH, THE OTHER TWO COMBAT TEAMS OF THE 106TH DIVISION. THE BELGIAN TOWN OF ST. VITH WAS SITUATED ABOUT TEN MILES TO OUR REAR. THIS TOWN WAS THE CENTER OF COMMUNICATION AND SUPPLY TO OUR COMBAT POSITIONS.

BEING A CHAPLAIN AND UNTUTORED IN THE SCIENCE OF MILITARY STRATEGY AND TACTICS, IT IS NOT MY PURPOSE HERE OR THROUGHOUT THIS BOOK TO DISCUSS THE MILITARY SIDE OF THE WAR. I MERELY RECOUNT WHAT I SAW AND HEARD. UNDOUBTEDLY THE DOUGHBOYS I WAS WITH KNEW AND UNDERSTOOD, EVEN AT THAT TIME FAR BETTER THAN I DID THE REASONS FOR THE EVENTS THAT LED TO OUR CAPTURE BY THE ENEMY, THE STRATEGY EMPLOYED BY THE HIGH COMMANDERS ON EITHER SIDE AND THE SUCCESSES AND REVERSES IN THE LOWER ECHELONS. IT IS FOR THIS REASON THAT I PASS OVER HURRIEDLY THE FIRST THREE DAYS OF THE BATTLE OF THE BULGE.

THE OVERALL PICTURE (UNKNOWN TO US AT THE TIME) BUT COMMON KNOWLEDGE NOW) WAS BRIEFLY THIS. EARLY IN THE MORNING OF 16TH OF DECEMBER, 1944, THE GERMAN OFFENSIVE STARTED. A HEAVY ARTILLERY BARRAGE WAS DIRECTED AGAINST THE 14TH CAVALRY GROUP WHICH JOINED OUR REGIMENTAL SECTOR ON THE NORTH. THE BARRAGE MOVED SLOWLY SOUTHWARD. THE 589TH FIELD ARTILLERY BATTALION, WHICH WAS PART OF OUR 422ND COMBAT TEAM, WAS SEVERELY SHELLED AND CRIPPLED.

SUCCESSIVE GERMAN ATTACKS DURING THE DAYLIGHT HOURS FORCED A WEDGE BETWEEN THE 14TH CAVALRY AND THE 422 REGIMENT; THEN ANOTHER OPENING WAS MADE BETWEEN THE 423RD AND 424 REGIMENTS. 

THROUGH THESE CORRIDORS COLUMNS OF PANZERS - THREE GERMAN ARMIES, IT WAS BEEN SAID - BEGAN A FAN-SHAPED BLITZKRIEG MOVEMENT TOWARD ST. VITH, BASTOGNE, AND THE MEUSE RIVER. 

THEIR OBJECTIVE WAS TO SEIZE THE BRIDGES ACROSS THE MEUSE, THEN IN QUICK SUCCESSION TO OVERRUN THE ALLIED SUPPLY DEPOTS AT LIEGE AND ANTWERP, SIMULTANEOUSLY CUTTING OFF THE BRITISH AND AMERICAN CONCENTRATIONS OF TROOPS ALONG THE NORTHERN FLANK OF THE WESTERN FRONT. THE 422ND AND 423 REGIMENTS WERE SURROUNDED. TO THE SUPREME ALLIED HEADQUARTERS WE WERE LOST REGIMENTS. 

THERE WERE NO SUPPLIES COMING THROUGH, NO FOOD, NO AMMUNITION, AND NO REPLACEMENT. AS INDIVIDUALS WE WERE “MISSING IN ACTION”. MANY WOULD LATER BE DISCOVERED TO HAVE BEEN “KILLED IN ACTION”, MANY MORE OF US WENT DOWN INTO THE LIMBO OF NAZI PRISONS.

CHAPTER ONE

CAPTURED IN THE BULGE

FIELD MARSHALL von RUNDSTET’S LAST MAJOR OFFENSIVE, WHICH MONTHS LATER WE WERE TO LEARN WAS CALLED THE “BATTLE OF THE BULGE”, STARTED ON THE MORNING OF THE 16TH OF DECEMBER, 1944.

CORPORAL PAUL DALTON AND I HAD KEPT A PRAYERFUL VIGIL DURING THE PRECEEDING NIGHT SO THAT WE WOULD BE READY TO MOVE OUT OR TO ADMINISTER TO THE WOUNDED IF NEEDED. IN THE MORNING FOG WHICH ENVELOPED THE ENTIRE AREA WE MADE OUR WAY TO THE BATTALION AID STATION IN A BUNKER THREE HUNDRED YARDS FROM THE COMMAND POST. ALL DAY LONG MEDICAL AID MEN WERE EVACUATING CASUALTIES FROM THE AREA OF THE LINE COMPANIES. AMBULANCES WERE BUSY SHUTTLING BACK AND FORTH TO THE REGIMENTAL EVACUATIONN POINT. BY EVENING THE 422DN REGIMENT HAD BEEN CUT OFF; NO CASUALTIES COULD BE REMOVED THEREAFTER TO HOSPITALS IN THE REAR.

A LITTLE LATER THE HILLY ROAD TO THE REGIMENTAL COMMAND POST WAS IN DIRECT LINE OF FIRE. THE SECOND BATTALOION SWUNG BACK FROM OUR LEFT FLANK AND FORMED A PERIMTER DEFENSE TO THE REAR OF OUR POSITION. THE GERMANS CEASED FOR A TIME TO ASSAIL OUR AREA. OUR FORWARD LINES HAD HELD THEIR GROUND.

B COMPANY, IN WHOSE AREA I HAD SAID MY LAST MASS, HAD SUSTAINED THE HEAVIEST ASSAULT. LT. WILLIAM B. BRICE, A GOOD FRIEND OF MINE, HAD BEEN KILLED DURING THAT FIGHT. THE PLATTOON HE COMMANDED WAS HOLDING WHAT WAS PERHAPS THE FARTHEST EASTERN POINT IN THE SECTOR THAT WAS CALLED, “THE BULGE”.

THE FOG LIFTED ON DECEMBER 17TH, THE SECOND DAY OF THE BATTLE. OUR REGIMENT HAD BECOME A POCKET OF RESISTANCE THAT WAS BYPASSED BY THE ENEMY. FROM OUR POSITION ON A HEIGHT WE SAW LONG COLUMNS OF VEHICLES MOVING WESTWARD THROUGH THE GAP THE GERMANS HAD MADE TO THE NORTH. OUR COOKS WERE RELIEVED FROM THEIR COMBAT POSTS AND PUT TO WORK IN THE KITCHENS. THEY ISSUED QUICK BUT MEAGRE MEALS FROM THE FOOD STORES ON HAND.TOWARD EVENING THE JERRIES SHELLED US AGAIN. THE ARTILLERY SOUNDS BEGAN TO LAND IN THE AREA OF OUR BATTALION COMMAND POST. A RUNNER ARRIVED OUT OF BREATH AT THE AID STATION.


“COME QUICKLY! THE COLONEL HAS BEEN HIT.”


“WHERE IS HE?”


“IN THE CP!”

LT. DIAMON, OUR BATTALION SURGEON, AND I JUMPED INTO A JEEP AND HURRIED TO THE BUNKER. THE INTERIOR UPPER SECTION OF THE CONCRETE STRUCTURE WAS IN TURMOIL. THE BATTALION STAFF HAD BEEN HOLDING A MEETING WHEN THE BARRAGE OPENED UP. 

“KEEP COOL!” SAID LT. COL. THOMAS KENT, OUR BATTALION COMMANDER, AS THE FIRST SHELL LANDED CLOSE BY. WHILE THE OFFICERS WERE MAKING THEIR WAY INTO THE LOWER AND MORE FORTIFIED SECTION OF THE BUNKER, A DIRECT HIT ON THE COMMAND POST UPSET TABLES AND CHAIRS, AND STARTED FIRES INSIDE THE PILL BOX. COL. KENT’S HEAD SLUMPED ON THE TABLE AT WHICH HE WAS SITTING. A POOL OF BLOOD POURED OUT ON THE MAPS OVER WHICH HE WAS WORKING. 

THE DOCTOR AND I FOUND THE COLONEL UNCONSCIOUS. AFTER HAVING HIM CARRIED TO THE LOWER SECTION, DOCTOR DIAMON WORKED OVER HIM FOR AN HOUR. MEANWHILE ARTILLERY FIRE CONTINUED TO FALL IN THE AREA.

EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, THE 18TH, LT. COL. JOSEPH C. MATTHEWS, JR., THE EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF THE 422ND REGIMENT, TOOK OVER COMMAND OF OUR BATTALION. HIS ORDERS WERE TO DISENGAGE THE BATTALION FROM ITS DEFENSES AS PART OF A TACTICAL REGIMENTAL MANEUVER. THE VEHICLES, LOADED WITH EQUIPMENT, WERE TO RETIRE INTO CONCEALMENT AND AWAIT FURTHER ORDERS. THE FOOT TROOPS WERE TO PROCEED ON A DIRECT LINE TO THE SOUTHWEST. ADVANCING THROUGH THE FOG WITH THE AID OF COMPASSES THEY WOULD HAVE TO BE PREPARED TO FIGHT IN CASE THEY ENCOUNTERED OPPOSITION.

MY DUTY WAS CLEAR IN THIS DANGEROUS SITUATION. “I MUST GO WITH THE FIGHTING UNITS AND I BETTER NOT BE BURDENED WITH EQUIPMENT.”

COL. KENT, STILL ALIVE BUT UNCONSCIOUS, WAS PLACED IN AN AMBULANCE WITH SEVERAL OTHER SERIOUSLY WOUNDED MEN. THE DRIVER OF THE AMBULANCE WAS A CATHOLIC BOY NAME HADDEN, I PUT MY MASS-KIT ALONGSIDE COL. KENT AND SAID OT THE DIVER, “HERE, TAKE GOOD CARE OF THIS. IF YOU GET TO THE AMERICAN LINES, GIVE IT TO ANY CHAPLAIN. IF THE JERRIES GET YOU, INSIST THAT IT BE GIVEN TO A CATHOLIC PRIEST.”

MY OWN JEEP HAD BEEN SHOT UP. COL. KENT’S DRIVER HAD BEEN WOUNDED. OUR BATTALION MOTOR-OFFICER, LT. TURNER, ASSIGNED THE COLONEL’S JEEP TO ME. PAUL DALTON AND I LOADED THE JEEP AND TRAILER TO OVERFLOWING WITH OUR OWN AND OTHERS’ PROPERTY.


“SO LONG, PAUL. GOD BLESS YOU!”


I MOVED OFF WITH THE LINE COMPANIES INTO THE FOG.

THE REGIMENT EXECUTED THE STRATEGIC WITHDRAWAL FROM ITS POSITIONS IN THE SIEGFRIED LINE TO THE OUTSKIRTS OF SCHOENBERG. WE COMPLETED ROUGHLY THREE-QUARTERS OF THE DISTANCE BEFORE THE FOG DISPERSED IN THE LATER PART OF THE AFTERNOON. UNDER COVER OF DARKNESS WE FINISHED THE MANEUVER AND PASSED THE NIGHT IN PERFECT SILENCE IN A WOOD. ORDERS BY RADIO WERE THAT WE ATTACK THE TOWN AND HOLD THE SCHOENBERG-ST. VITH ROAD.

THE ATTACK WAS EXECUTED BY THE 422ND AND 423RD INFANTRY REGIMENTS OF THE 106TH DIVISION AT NINE O’CLOCK ON THE 19TH. AS THEY ADVANCED BY BATTALIONS OUT OF THE COVER OF SCATTERED PATCHES OF TALL NORWAY SPRUCE TREES, CUT OFF FROM SUPPLY LINES, LACKING AMMUNITION AND FOOD AND ARTILLERY SUPPORT, THE REGIMENTS ENCOUNTERED INTENSE ARTILLERY AND ANTI-AIRCRAFT FIRE AND OVERWHELMING OPPOSITION FROM GERMAN TANKS. THE FIGHTING UNITS OF OUR BATTALION ENGAGED IN ACTION WITH ENEMY TANKS, WERE CUT OFF AND CAPTURED.

LT. (DOCTOR) RICHARD C. DIAMON, CAPTAIN JULIUS HENE, AND LT. CLIFFORD F. BLACKE, THE OFFICER COMPLIMENT OF OUR BATTALION MEDICS, HAD SET UP THE AID STATION IN A NARROW STRIP OF WOODS AND WERE CARING FOR THE HANDFUL OF WOUNDED MEN BROUGHT BACK FROM THE FORWARD LINES. AMONG THEM WAS LT. RAYMOND F. HAWTIN OF CHICAGO, HIS ARM IN A SLING.

THE GERMANS HAD FAILED TO DISCOVER OUR ISOLATED GROUP UNDER THE TREES. WE WERE DEBATING WHETHER TO GIVE OURSELVES UP TO THEM OR WAIT FURTHER DEVELOPMENTS. WHEN TEN TO FIFTEEN ARMED SCOUTS APPROACHED OUT OF THE MIST TO OUR REAR. THINKING THEY WERE ENEMY TROOPS ENCIRCLING US, I SNATCHED A WHITE TOWEL AND RAN TOWARD THEM WAVING IT.

“MY GOD, FATHER, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?” ASKED THE AMERICAN SERGEANT OF THE SCOUTS.

“OUR BATTALION HAS BEEN CAPTURED AND ALL WE HAVE LEFT IS THE AID STATION AND THE WOUNDED.” I SAID. “WHAT ARE YOU UP TO?”

“WE GOT A CONVOY AND ABOUT 200 TROOPS BACK HERE IN THIS DEFILADE - WE ARE TRYING TO GET OUT.”

“WELL, DON’T BRING THE VEHICLES OVER THIS HILL.” I COUNSELED. “THE JEFFIES HAVE A BUNCH OF TANKS LESS THAN A THOUSAND YARDS FROM HERE ON THAT NEXT HILL.”

BY NOON THE RAGGED REMNANTS OF OUR BATTALION, THE CONVOY. A FEW ANTI-TANK GUNS, AND THE FOOT GROUPS HAD ASSEMBLED IN THE PATCH OF WOODS WHERE WE HAD SPENT THE PREVIOUS NIGHT. TO THIS DAY NO ONE PROBABLY HAS AN ACCURATE COUNT OF OUR NUMBER, FOR WE HAD NO TIME TO ORGANIZE. WE HAD JUST BEGUN TO DIG IN WHEN AN ARTILLERY BARRAGE FORCED US ALL TO HUG THE GROUND IN THE WOODS. FORTUNATELY, THE ENEMY DID NOT CONTINUE THROWING HEAVY SHELLS AT US FOR LONG, AND MORE SATISFYING TO US, NO FURTHER CASUALTIES WERE SUFFERED.

“WHO HAS A MAP O THIS AREA?” THIS WAS THE QUESTIONING UPPERMOST IN THE MINDS OF ALL. THE VEHICLES WERE SEARCHED IN THE HOPE THAT SOME OVERLAY MIGHT BE FOUND TO GIVE US OUR BEARINGS AND TO PLAN A RETREAT.

“HOW MUCH AMMUNITION HAVE WE?” THOSE WHO CARRIED SMALL ARMS HAD JUST A FEW CARTRIDGES IN THEIR CLIPS AND FOR THE HEAVY ANTI-TANK GUNS THERE WERE NO SHELLS TO BE HAD.

“HEY, FATHER, YOU NEED SOME RED CROSSES ON YOUR HELMET.” THE VOICE CAME FROM SERGEANT WINTERS, A MEDIC WHO HAD AN AMBULANCE NEAR-BY. “WE HAVE TO TRY TO GET OUT OF HERE WITH OUR WOUNDED, AND THE MORE WE CAN DISPLAY THESE RED CROSSES THE BETTER CHANCE WE WILL HAVE.” SO RIGHT THERE IN THE WOODS HE DID HIS BEST TO MAKE ME LOOK LIKE THE PRIVILEGED CHARACTER THAT I WAS. OUT OF THE TOOL CASE OF THE TRUCK HE PULLED A CAN OF RED PAINT. HE TOOK MY STEEL HELMET AND WITH A TWIG OF EVERGREEN AS A BRUSH MADE FOUR ROUGH CROSSES ON MY HEADGEAR. IT WAS A RATHER SORRY SUBSTITUTE OF THE FOUR WHITE CIRCLES SIX INCHES WIDE WITH RED CROSSES OF PERFECTLY EXECUTED LINES AN INCH IN BREATH PAINTED ON THE HELMETS OF NON-COMBATANTS.

WITH THE PAINT STILL WET I PUT BACK THE HELMET ON MY HEAD AND DASHED OFF TO CONTINUE DIGGING MY FOXHOLE. THE SPOT HAPPENED TO BE UNDER A LOW HANGING BRANCH AND EVERY TIME I CAME UP A SHOVELFUL OF DIRT; MY HELMET GENTLY PUSHED THE BRANCH ASIDE AND SMEARED THE RED PAINT OVER THE HELMET IN MOTTLED SPLOTCHES. STOPPING TO TAKE A REST I STOOD UP STRAIGHT AND THE BRANCH SWEPT ACROSS MY SHOULDER STREAKING MY COAT WITH RED STAIN. I ABSENT-MINDEDLY TOOK OFF THE HELMET, HELD IT IN THE CRADLE OF MY ARM, AND SMEARED RED PAINT ON THE SLEEVE AND FRONT OF MY COAT. MY FOXHOLD WAS NOT VERY DEEP AND I DID NOT HAVE MUCH ENTHUSIASM FOR EXPENDING PRECIOUS ENERGY ON IT BECAUSE I FELT IT WOULD NEVER BE USED ANYWAY. IN THE MIDST OF MY SLUGGISH EFFORTS AT DIGGING AND WHILE TRYING TO DECIDE THAT I COULD SPEND MY TIME MORE PROFITABLY AT, SOMETHING ELSE, SERGEANT  BERNARD VOGLE, OF PITTSBURGH, PENNA., HAPPENED ALONG. 

“HERE, FATHER, HAVE A PIECE OF CANDY.”

“NO THANKS, BERNIE, YOU KEEP THAT FOR YOURSELF. I HAVE 
A COUPLE OF BARS IN MY POCKET.”

WE SAT DOWN ON THE BUMPER OF A JEEP TO TALK OVER THE SITUATION AND TO EAT THE CHOCOLATE. WE BOLTED THE LAST SQUARE WHEN SOMEONE SHOUTED FROM TWENTY YARDS AWAY, “COME ON; WE’RE MOVING.”

A SERGEANT HAD APPEARED IN THE WOODS WITH THE WORD THAT WE WERE TO ASSEMBLE AND FOLLOW HIM OUT OF THE TREES. HE SAID HE HAD ORDERS TO LEAD US AROUND THE TOWN OF SCHONBERG AND BACK TO THE REAR. WE WERE TO START IMMEDIATELY, NOT WAITING FOR THE COVER OF DARKNESS. IT WAS ANYBODY’S GUESS IN WHAT DIRECTION WE WERE MOVING. UP STARTED THE MOTORS AND WHAT PERSONNEL COULD FIND SPACE ON THE VEHICLES DID SO. SO RAPID WAS THE TAKE-OFF THAT A HUNDRED OF US FORMED A COLUMN OF BUNCHES AND STARTED ON AFTER THE VEHICLES OUT OF THE FOREST. IT WAS A SORRY LOOKING CONVOY THAT EMERGED INTO THE OPEN, ROLLING FIELD IN WHICH THE PREVIOUS SUMMER CROP OF GRAIN HAD GROWN.

TO OUR LEFT WAS THE HEAD OF THE VALLEY THAT DROPPED DOWN IN A CURVE TO SCHOENBERG. TO THE RIGHT, ROLLING HILLS AND FORESTS. AHEAD THERE WAS A SLIGHT RISE WITH MORE TREETOPS APPEARING BEYOND. NOWHERE WAS THERE ANY DWELLING HOUSE VISIBLE.

ONCE OUT INTO THE OPEN WE COULD SEE THE FULL EXTENT OF OUR EQUIPMENT. SIX OR EIGHT JEEPS, A HALF-DOZEN WEAPONS CARRIERS, A COUPLE OF ANTI-TANK GUNS ON THEIR CARTS, ONE AMBULANCE, AND A THREE-QUARTER TON TRUCK WITH THE SIDE FLAPS BEARING THE LARGE WHITE CIRCLE WITH THE RED CROSS; ABOUT 200 MEN IN COMBAT UNIFORM,. WITH US WENT ONE PRISONER, A GERMAN CAPTAIN, IN HIS SOMBER GRAY UNIFORM. HIS LONG COAT AND HIGH BLACK HAT MADE HIM VERY CONSPICUOUS IN OUR GROUP, DRESSED, AS WERE ALL AMERICANS, IN OLIVE DRAB JACKETS AND STEEL HELMETS.

THE AFTERNOON WAS CLOUDY; HEAVY DARK CLOUDS ROLLED RAPIDLY AND LOW; THE GROUND WAS COVERED WITH PATCHES OF SNOW. THE OPEN SPACE INTO WHICH WE EMERGED WAS A LARGE FIELD WITH FURROWS MUCH LIKE THE RIDGES IN WHAT HAD BEEN A PLOT OF CORN. THERE WAS FOR THE MOMENT NONE OF THE SOUNDS OF BATTLE WHICH WE HAD BEEN HEARING ALMOST CONSTANTLY FOR SEVERAL DAYS. TO THE LEFT OVER THE HILL GUSTY CLOUDS OF BLACK SMOKE ROSE FROM THE BURNING BUILDINGS OF SCHOENBERG WHERE THE 

BATTLE BETWEEN 106TH DIVISION UNITS AND GERMAN TANKS HAD OCCURRED EARLY IN THE MORNING. WE HAD HOPES OF CIRCLING THAT TOWN AND TAKING THE ROAD THAT LED BACK TO ST. VITH.

PLODDING ALONG AT THE REAR OF THE COLUMN I PRAYED FOR THE MEN OF THE 422ND REGIMENT WHO HAD DIED SINCE WE CAME UP TO THE FRONT LINE, AND I EARNESTLY HOPE THAT WE HAD LEFT NONE BEHIND STILL SUFFERING FROM WOUNDS; PERHAPS LYING IN THE SNOW OR IN SOME WOODS WAITING FOR MEDICAL AID MEN TO COME TO GET THEM SHOULD I GO BACK AND LOOK? WHAT ASSISTANCE COULD I GET? HOW COULD I AGAIN MAKE CONTACT WITH THE AMERICAN 

LINES? IT WAS A SINKING, COWARDLY FEELING. CONFLICTING THOUGHTS VIOLENTLY CAME UPON ME. SHOULD I CARRY OUT THE OBLIGATION EVERY PRIEST HAS TO RISK HIS LIFE EVEN TO THE POINT OF HEROIC ACTION TO SAVE ONE SOUL, OR SHOULD I FOLLOW THE LIGHT OF HUMAN PRUDENCE AND MAKE THE BEST OF SAVING MY OWN LIFE FOR ANOTHER DAY OF BATTLE.

MY PERSONAL SCRUPLES WERE SOLVED DEFINITELY AND ABRUPTLY WHEN A RIFLE SHARPLY BARKED A FEW YARDS AHEAD. THERE WAS A COMMOTION IN THE COLUMN. THE VEHICLES STOPPED QUICKLY; MEN WERE JUMPING OUT AND THROWING THEMSELVES TO THE GROUND. RAPID FIRE FROM MACHINE GUNS STARTED. IN A QUICK GLANCE AS I DROPPED INTO A FURROW I SAW COMING OVER THE RISE IN THE TERRAIN FOUR GERMAN TANKS ALL FIRING AT US.


“THIS IS IT.” A THOUSAND TIMES THE EXPRESSION HAD BEEN USED, FROM THE DAY WE WERE ALERTED IN THE STATES, THROUGH THE PREPARATION FOR OVERSEAS’ MOVEMENT, THE STAGING AREA, THE PORT OF EMBARKATION, THE GANG-PLANK AT NEW YORK, THE LAST PREPARATIONS FOR FRONT LINE DUTY THAT WERE MADE IN ENGLAND AND FRANCE, THE CONVOYS THROUGH FRANCE AND BELGIUM, THE PILLBOXES OF THE SIEGFRIED LINE.  “THIS IS IT,” WE SAID WHEN THE EXCHANGE OF ARTILLERY FIRE OCCURRED FOR THE FIRST TIME ON THE FRONT. “THIS IS IT,” WE SAID WHEN THE WATCH POINTED TO H-HOUR FOR ATTACKING SCHOENBERG. “THIS IS IT,” I SAID TO MYSELF WHEN AN ENEMY TANK OPENED FIRE IN MY DIRECTION FROM A LITTLE MORE THAN A HUNDRED YARDS. THE FURROW INTO WHICH I FELL WAS NO FOXHOLE TO SHIELD ME FROM ENEMY FIRE. I TRIED TO MAKE MYSELF AS FLAT AND AS SMALL AS POSSIBLE. NEVER BEFORE HAD MY HEAD AND FEET SEEMED SO BIG. ALL AROUND ME I COULD HEAR THE SLUGS HITTING THE TURF. ANY SECOND ONE WOULD SURELY PIERCE MY ARMS OR LEGS OR A STILL MORE VULNERABLE SPOT. YET IT NEVER OCCURRED TO ME THAT I MIGHT BE MERELY WOUNDED. ALL I COULD THINK WAS THAT THE NEXT SECOND MIGHT BE THE END AND THE BEGINNING FOR ME, THE END OF TIME AND THE BEGINNING OF ETERNITY. COMBINING THE ACT OF CONTRITION AND PERFECT LOVE AND ALL THE OTHER SENTIMENTS OF THE HOUR OF DEATH INTO ONE SHORT PRAYER, I REPEATED ALOUD SEVERAL TIMES: “HEART OF Jesus, SAY UNTO US: I AM YOUR SALVATION.” “MARY, MY MOTHER, HELP ME.” “JESUS, MARY, AND JOSEPH, I GIVE YOU MY HEART AND MY SOUL.”

STRANGEST OF ALL, THE THOUGHT STRUCK ME, “I AM NOT AFRAID TO DIE.”

HOW LONG THE BARRAGE FROM THE TANKS LASTED I DO NOT KNOW. TIME STANDS STILL IN PERIODS OF SUSPENSE AND MINUTES MAY SEEM LIKE HOURS. EVENTUALLY, THERE WAS A CURTAILMENT OF THE FIRING AND A CRY OF “KAMERAD.” SLOWLY AND CAREFULLY, I TURNED MY HEAD AND RAISED ONE EYE HIGH ENOUGH TO GET A WORM’S EYE VIEW. A MEDIC NEAR THE AMBULANCE WAS WAVING A WHITE CLOTH FROM HIS PRONE POSITION. BETWEEN ME AND ONE OF THE TANKS STOOD THE GERMAN CAPTAIN, OUR PRISONER NO LONGER.

A FEW MORE ROUNDS OF MACHINE GUNFIRE AND THEN SILENCE. FOR US THE FIGHTING WAS OVER. WE HAD BEEN LED INTO A TRAP AND THE RUSE WORKED. THE ENEMY HAD CAPTURED ANOTHER 200 MEN.

WITH TEARS OF SHAME AND FRUSTRATION IN OUR EYES WE RAISED OUR HANDS OVER OUR HEADS AND ADVANCED SLOWLY TOWARD THE TANKS. THE COMBAT TROOPS WERE DESPOILED OF THEIR WEAPONS AND WERE BEING LINED UP QUICKLY AND SUPERFICIALLY SEARCHED. OUR MEDICS WERE ALREADY AT WORK ON THE WOUNDED. ALL THE LITTERS WE HAD AVAILABLE WERE USED TO CARRY THE DOZEN MEN WHO WERE HIT IN THE ACTION.

AWAKENING FROM A DAZE OF SHAME, I RAN AS FAST AS I COULD WITH ARMS ALOFT TO A GROUP OF GERMAN SOLDIERS WHO WERE ALREADY RIFLING OUR JEEPS FOR THE SPOILS OF CONQUEST.

“I AM A PRIEST!” I SHOUTED. I POINTED TO THE CROSS ON MY COLLAR. “LET ME GO TO TAKE CARE OF THE WOUNDED.”

THEY LOOKED IN WONDER AT THE SMEARS OF RED PAINT ON MY HELMET AND COAT AND AT THE GENEVA BRASSARD ON MY SLEEVE.

“YA, YA,” ANSWERED ONE OF THEM, “PRIESTER, CATHOLICHER”

“YA, YA” I ANSWERED. “LET ME GO TO THE WOUNDED IN THE FIELD.”

I TRIED TO CONVEY THE IDEA WITH WILD GESTURES AND TOOK FROM MY POCKET THE OIL STOCKS CONTAINING THE OLEUM INFIRMORUM (OIL FOR THE SICK). ONE OF THEM STARTED TO TAKE IT FROM ME, FOR IT DID LOOK LIKE A BULLET OF SOME SORT.

“NO, NO, OLEUM SANCTUM CHRISMA - HOLY OIL” (ONE OF THREE HOLY OILS) I SAID AS I MADE THE SIGN OF THE CROSS IN HIS DIRECTION WITH MY THUMB.

WITH A WAVE OF HIS HAND HE BID ME GO. I TOOK ONE LOOK AT LT. DIAMON, OUR BATTALION SURGEON, AND ASKED HIM IF ANY OF THE WOUNDED HE WAS CARING FOR WERE IN A CRITICAL CONDITION.

“NO. THEY’RE ALL RIGHT, FATHER.” SO I RETRACED THE FIELD IN SEARCH OF DEAD AND UNCONSCIOUS MEN. INSIDE A HOLE TEN FEET IN DIAMETER AND THREE FEET DEEP - THE SCAR LEFT ON THE EARTH BY AN ARTILLERY SHELL OF A PREVIOUS ENGAGEMENT - I FOUND A SOLDIER WITH A BULLET THROUGH HIS HEAD. THE SHOT HAD PENETRATED HIS SKULL JUST BETWEEN THE EYES. HE WAS UNCONSCIOUS AND BREATHING HIS LAST. I ANOINTED HIM QUICKLY; THEN PULLING OUT HIS DOG-TAG I SAW HIS NAME AND RELIGION; HAROLD GREENSPAN, HEBREW. HIS BREATHING STOPPED, HIS HEAD SLUMPED, AND HE LAY LIFELESS IN MY ARMS.

FORTUNATELY, THERE WERE NO OTHER DEAD ON THE FIELD. IT WAS EVIDENT THAT THE GERMANS WERE MORE INTENT UPON CAPTURING OUR VEHICLES INTACT THAN THEY WERE IN KILLING OR WOUNDING AMERICANS. ALL OVER THE AREA GERMAN BOYS WERE HAVING A FIELD DAY DRIVING OUR JEEPS AROUND IN CIRCLES, STARTING AND STOPPING THEM, TINKERING WITH THE MECHANISM AND OTHERWISE ENJOYING THOSE TOYS OF WAR. OTHERS HAD TAKEN EQUIPMENT FROM THE VEHICLES AND WERE RUMMAGING FOR SOUVENIRS AND CIGARETTES. ONE OF THE PIECES ON THE GROUND WAS A FOOT-LOCKER OF CAPT. SPADOLA. A NAZI TOOK A WRENCH AND FORCED THE LOCK. OVER THE GRASS HE STREWED DRESS UNIFORMS, SHOES, COATS, SUMMER OUTFITS AND SUNDRY SMALL ARTICLES. THE EQUIPMENT WAS ALL SCATTERING TO THE WINDS AS THE BOY WALKED OFF WITH A TUBE OF TOOTHPASTE IN HIS HANDS - HIS PRECIOUS SOUVENIR.

IN A COLUMN OF FIVE THE CAPTURED WERE NOW LED OFF DOWN A COUNTRY ROAD. THE CAPTORS WERE IN A GREAT HURRY TO GET US OUT OF SIGHT. IN A CORNER OF THE FIELD OUR AMBULANCE, THE TRUCK WITH THE RED CROSS, THE MEDICS, PLUS THE WOUNDED WERE GROUPED TOGETHER. DIAMON, BLACKE AND HENE, THE ONLY MEDICAL OFFICERS WITH US WERE ADMINISTERING FIRST AID. NONE OF THE WOUNDED WERE IN A CRITICAL CONDITION. A FEW BANDAGES AND SPLINTS SAVED THE SITUATION TEMPORARILY AND INJECTIONS OF MORPHINE RELIEVED THE PAIN. THE GERMANS, WHILE RESPECTING THE NEED FOR CARE OF THE WOUNDED, WERE INSISTING THAT WE MOVE OFF QUICKLY.

I SLIPPED AWAY FROM THE GROUP TO TAKE ANOTHER LOOK AT THE FIELD. AS I DID, A GERMAN BOY CAME UP WITH SIX CARTONS OF AMERICAN CIGARETTES IN HIS ARM.

“HERE, YOU ARE A GOOD PRIEST,” HE SAID IN ENGLISH AS HE 
 ME WITH A FULL CARTON.

“DANKE, MEIN HERR,” I SAID AS I TOOK THEM. KNOWING THAT IT WOULD NOT BE LONG BEFORE SOMEONE WOULD BE HANKERING FOR THEM.

THE WOUNDED WERE LOADED ONTO THE AMBULANCE AND TRUCK; THOSE ABLE TO WALK WERE JOINED TO THE TAIL OF THE COLUMN OF PRISONERS. A GERMAN TOOK THE WHEEL OF THE AMBULANCE AND FELL IN AT THE REAR OF THE LINE. AFTER “DOC” DIAMON SAW THAT ALL THE WOUNDED WERE LOADED, THERE WAS STILL A LITTLE SPACE LEFT IN THE TRUCK.

“COME ON, FATHER, COME WITH US. THERE IS NO NEED OF YOUR WALKING.”

LT. DIAMON AND I WERE THE LAST TO HOP ON THE REAR OF THE TRUCK. I SAT WITH MY FEET DANGLING OVER THE AIL-GATE.

“WELL, WE’RE PW’S, FATHER. YOU CAN START TO TIGHTEN YOUR BELT NOW.”

AS WE MOVED OFF, THE DOCTOR SAW THAT THE WOUNDED WERE MADE AS COMFORTABLE AS POSSIBLE UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES. THEN THERE WAS SILENCE. BEWILDERMENT AND DEJECTION CAME OVER US. ALL HAD TRIED HARD AND FOUGHT COURAGEOUSLY AND FROM THE FIELD OF HONOR WE WERE LED AWAY CAPTIVE TO AN UNKNOWN DESTINATION.

A FEELING OF COMPLETE FRUSTRATION IS THE CONSEQUENCE OF FALLING INTO THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY. WAR IS A UNITED EFFORT AND EACH MAN IS PART OF THE TEAM. COURAGE IS INSPIRED BY THE THOUGHT THAT THE VERY LIVES OF OTHERS ARE DEPENDENT UPON THE ACTION OF EACH SOLDIER. TO PROTECT THE LIVES AND SAFETY OF OTHERS AT THE RISK, EVEN AT THE LOSS, OF ONE’S OWN LIFE IS A NOBLE THING. FEAR IS VANQUISHED IN THE CONTEST THAT DEMANDS THE STAKING OF EVERYTHING ON THE OUTCOME OF BATTLE. WITH THE SWELLING TIDE OF VICTORY MORALE IS HIGH. BUT TO BE CAUGHT BY THE ENEMY, TRAPPED, DESPOILED OF THE PROTECTION OF ARMS, HERDED IN RANKS BY THOSE WHO REPRESENT WHAT THE SOLDIER HAS LEARNED TO HATE, ENGENDERS A COMPLEX OF EMOTIONS THAT IS AKIN TO DESPAIR. FOR THE NEWLY CAPTURED PRISONER OF WAR HIS BATTLE IS LOST. HE HAS FAILED IN HIS MISSION. HE HAS PROVED HIMSELF A FAILURE AND HIS EFFORTS HAVE COME TO NAUGHT. HIS SOUL IS CRUSHED WITH THE WEIGHT OF IGNOMINY AND FROM HIS MANLY EYES FLOW TEARS OF HUMILIATION AND DEFEAT.

NO WONDER THEN THOSE STRONG MEN WEPT. SMALL WONDER THAT THERE WAS SILENCE.

FOR US OF THE 106TH DIVISION THIS DEPRESSION WAS UNIVERSAL. BUT RECENTLY COMMITTED TO ACTION, WE CRUMBLED BEFORE THE FIRST ENEMY ATTACK. AS A TEAM WE HAD FAILED AND EVERY INDIVIDUAL SHARED IN THAT DISGRACE. THE GOLDEN LION WHICH WAS INTENDED TO PORTRAY COURAGE AND UNCONQUERABLE SPIRIT WOULD HENCEFORTH BE A MARK OF SCORN, BLIGHTED SYMBOL. SUCH WERE OUR THOUGHTS ON THE DAY OF CAPTURE. LATER ON, HOWEVER, WHEN EACH LITTLE STORY OF RESISTANCE AND COURAGE WAS PIECED TOGETHER WITH THE OVERALL PICTURE OF THE BATTLE AND COMPARED WITH THE MAGNITUDE OF THE GERMAN COUNTER-OFFENSIVE, SPIRITS ROSE OUT OF THE DEPTHS OF DESOLATION. MEN SAW DIFFERENTLY; UNITS TOOK A NEW ESTIMATE OF THEIR VALUE AND THE VIRTUE OF THEIR EFFORTS. WHEN COMMENDATIONS FROM HIGH PLACES CAME DOWN THROUGH THE RANKS, WITH THEM CAME NEW LIGHT ON THE HEROISM OF DEFEAT. WHAT AT ONE TIME APPEARED A SHAMEFUL OVERTHROW IN REALITY WAS A GALLANT RESISTANCE. THE GOLDEN LION SHOULDER PATCH COULD BE WORN WITH HONOR, FOR NOW IT SYMBOLIZED A “GLORIOUS COLLAPSE”.
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CHAPTER TWO

PRISONERS OF WAR

SLOWLY THE TRUCK MOVED ALONG BEHIND THE COLUMN OF MARCHING MEN, BUMPING OVER THE RUTS AND RIDGES ON THE NARROW FROZEN ROAD. THE ROUGH SPOTS JARRED THE WOUNDED. A HALF-HOUR LATER WE WERE PASSING THROUGH A SMALL CLUMP OF HOUSES WHICH MAY HAVE BORNE THE NAME OF A VILLAGE. HERE THE INFANTRY TROOPS AHEAD OF US ENCOUNTERED A CONVOY OF GERMAN VEHICLES MOVING UP TO SUPPORT THE BATTLE OF THE BULGE. THERE WAS A DELAY DUE TO THE CONGESTION OF THE TWO COLUMNS TRYING TO PASS WHERE THERE WAS ROOM ONLY FOR ONE. THE TROOPS THEREFORE WERE SHUNTED OFF ON A TRAIL THROUGH A WOODED AREA WHERE VEHICLES COULD SCARCELY TRAVEL. HENCE OUR TWO MOTORS WERE SIDETRACKED TO ALLOW THE CONVOY TO PASS. IT WAS MOVING SLOWLY AS ALL CONVOYS DO OVER BUMPY ROADS. AS WE SAT ON THE ROADSIDE WE SAW THE MASTER CAMOUFLAGE OF THE ENEMY. EVERY PIECE OF MOTORIZED EQUIPMENT WAS DECKED WITH LARGE AND SMALL CHRISTMAS TREES OR COVERED WITH LARGE WHITE CANVASES TO MAKE THEM LOOK LIKE SNOW-COVERED KNOLLS FROM THE AIR. THEIR EQUIPMENT CONSISTED OF ARTILLERY PIECES, LONG RANGE GUNS, HALF TRACKS, WEAPONS AND AMMUNITION CARRIERS, AND A FEW AMBULANCES. TO US THE MOST AMAZING SIGHT WAS THE KITCHENS THAT WERE SCATTERED THROUGH THE TRAIN-TWO-WHEELED HORSE-DRAWN CARTS WITH A WOOD BURNING STOVE BUILT UNDER BARREL-LIKE VATS.

WE IN THE RED CROSS TRUCK WERE LIKE A CIRCUS SIDE-SHOW TO THE GERMANS MOVING ON FOOT WITH THE CONVOY. MANY OF THEM PAUSED TO LOOK AT US, A FEW TRIED TO CONVERSE ABOUT THE WAR, ONE OR TWO TAUNTED US WITH THE GREAT GERMAN VICTORY THAT WAS ALL BUT ACCOMPLISHED.

“WE HAVE CAPTURED GENERAL EISENHOWER.” SAID ONE IN ENGLISH.

AN UNTEROFFICEIER, PERHAPS MORE PRACTICAL-MINDED THAN THE REST, WITH GRUNTS AND GESTURES SIGNIFIED THAT HE WANTED MY WRIST WATCH.

“NO, NO,” I TOLD HIM, EMPHASIZING MY REFUSAL BY POINTING TO THE RED CROSS ON THE BRASSARD I WORE ON MY LEFT ARM. HE RESPECTED IT AND WALKED AWAY. ANOTHER GROUP GATHERED AS THE CONVOY HALTED AGAIN. A SOLDIER WHO COULD SPEAK A LITTLE ENGLISH TALKED ABOUT THE WAR AND INTERPRETED FOR THE OTHERS.

“ON CHRISTMAS DAY WE WILL SEE THE GERMAN VICTORY. ON JANUARY FIRST HITLER WILL BE IN LONDON.”

“HEIL HITLER!”, THE REST OF THEM CHORUSED AS THOUGH TOUCHED BY SOME ELECTRIC BUTTON AND GIVING AN IMMEDIATE RESPONSE.

THE CROWD INCREASED UNTIL THERE WERE A COUPLE OF DOZEN MEN TALKING AND LAUGHING WITH US. AN OFFICER CAME UP, BURST INTO A TIRADE AT HIS SUBORDINATES, AND ORDERED THEM OFF. HE HIMSELF, WITH A SCOWL ON HIS FACE, THEN STOOD GUARD WHILE MORE LONG RANGE GUNS AND TRUCKS WITH AMMUNITION PASSED.

DARKNESS WAS COMING ON AND SNOW WAS STARTING TO FALL. WE MOVED A FEW YARDS AND WAITED AGAIN. THEN ANOTHER SHORT MOVEMENT AND ANOTHER HALT. AND ALL THE TIME WE STUDIED THE ENEMY PERSONNEL AND EQUIPMENT AND LISTENED TO THEM SHOUTING OUT ORDERS. IN THE DUSK WE MOVED ALONG APPROXIMATELY ANOTHER MILE. ON EITHER SIDE OF THE ROAD LAY SEVERAL DEAD, SOME OF THEM LEFT WHERE THEY FELL, OTHERS WRAPPED IN CANVAS OR BLANKETS AND PLACED BACK FROM THE ROAD. SCATTERED ALONG THE SIDE OF ROAD WERE ALSO BURNED OUT VEHICLES AND DISABLED TANKS PAINTED WITH THE MOTTLED GREEN, BROWN, AND GRAY CAMOUFLAGE OF THE GERMANS. WHERE THE ROAD CROSSED A SHALLOW GULLY AN ENEMY AMBULANCE PAINTED ENTIRELY WHITE LAY ON ITS SIDE IN THE DITCH. IT WAS EVIDENT THAT WE WERE TRAVELING HALLOWED GROUND, GROUND LOST BUT RECENTLY TO THE AMERICAN FORCES IN THE FORWARD LUNGE OF NAZI CONCENTRATED POWER.

JUST AS THE TWILIGHT FADED WE TURNED OFF INTO A SIDE ROAD AND BEGAN CLIMBING A HILL. WITHIN A FEW HUNDRED YARDS WE OVERTOOK A COLUMN OF MARCHING TROOPS, ALL AMERICAN PRISONERS, TAKEN THAT DAY IN THE ACTION AROUND SCHONBERG. ALL OF THEM WERE IN COMBAT DRESS, FEW HAD OVERCOATS, AND NONE CARRIED A WEAPON. A SAD, DEJECTED LOT OF MEN, WORN, TIRED, PLODDING ALONG IN A NEAT COLUMN FIVE ABREAST. A FEW FROM OUR REGIMENT RECOGNIZED ME.

“HEY! THERE’S FATHER CAVANAUGH”, SHOUTED ONE.

“AND LT. DIAMON”, SMILED ANOTHER, GLAD TO KNOW THAT WE WERE NOT INJURED IN THE ACTION.

THE GERMAN GUARDS SHOUTED TO THEM TO BE QUIET AND ORDERED OUR TWO VEHICLES TO PASS ON QUICKLY. IN THE MURKY DARKNESS WE LEFT THEM, BEWILDERED, SILENT, FILLED UP WITH THOUGHTS OF WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. “IF ONLY WE HAD...,” BUT THE FACT WAS THEY WERE CAPTURED, PRISONERS OF WAR, A REALITY TO WHICH EACH INFANTRYMAN STRUGGLED INWARDLY TO RESIGN AND RECONCILE HIMSELF.

DRIVING BLACKOUT FOR ANOTHER HOUR OVER AN UNEVEN ROAD WHICH CAUSED THE WOUNDED MEN NO LITTLE PAIN, WE TURNED INTO A PRIVATE ROAD AND STEPPED IN FRONT OF WHAT LOOKED LIKE A BARN IN THE INKY NIGHT. IT WAS A LARGE SHED WITH SEVERAL ROOMS IN IT. INTO ONE OF THESE ROOMS, EMPTY OF ANY FURNITURE OR SUPPLIES, WE WERE ORDERED TO BRING THE BOYS ON THE LITTERS. THE LESS SERIOUSLY WOUNDED WERE TAKEN INTO A TENT OUTSIDE THE BARN. ACROSS A NARROW CORRIDOR ANOTHER ROOM SHOT OUT STREAKS OF BRIGHT LIGHT AS THE DOOR CONTINUALLY OPENED AND CLOSED. THIS WAS A GERMAN FIELD HOSPITAL. I VENTURED INTO THE LIGHTED ROOM AND FOUND SEVEN OR EIGHT DOCTORS PERFORMING OPERATIONS AND ADMINISTERING MEDICAL AID. MOST OF THE PATIENTS WERE GERMANS. BUT THE ONE ON THE OPERATING TABLE WAS AN AMERICAN LIEUTENANT WHO HAD BEEN HIT IN THE STOMACH THAT DAY AND BROUGHT INTO THE HOSPITAL UNCONSCIOUS. THREE OR FOUR DOCTORS WERE WORKING ON HIM.

“ICH BIN PRIESTER KATHOLICHER.” MY GERMAN WAS PICKING UP.

“YA. ICH BIN KATHOLICHER”, SAID A SOLDIER NEAR BY. I HAD FOUND A HELPER IN THE WORK I WAS THERE TO DO.

“IS THAT MAN DYING?” I SAID POINTING TO THE MAN ON THE OPERATING TABLE.

“NICHT VERSTEHE”, CAME THE ANSWER WHICH I HAD LEARNED MEANT INCOMPREHENSION.

I LED THE BOY BY THE ARM OVER TO THE OPERATING TABLE.

“TELL THESE DOCTORS THAT I AM A PRIEST”, I SOMEHOW CONVEYED TO HIM. THE DOCTORS LOOKED UP ANNOYED AND SIMPLY CONTINUED THEIR WORK. I TRIED TO REMONSTRATE, BUT SOMEONE TOOK ME BY THE ARM AND ESCORTED ME OUT OF THE ROOM.

IN THE DARKENED CORRIDOR A GERMAN SOLDIER TUGGED MY COAT SLEEVE AND SAID, “COME.” HE TOOK ME OUT OF THE BUILDING, THEN ALONG A ZIG-ZAG OF BOARDS PLACED OVER PUDDLES OF MUD. AT THE END OF THE BOARD WALK WAS A LOW TENT INTO WHICH HE CONDUCTED ME. A TINY LITTLE STOVE IN THE CENTER THREW OUT CONSIDERABLE HEAT. ON AN UPTURNED WOODEN CRATE TWO WAX CANDLES WERE BURNING. ALONG BOTH SIDES OF THE TENT WITH THEIR FEET TO THE MIDDLE FIFTEEN OR MORE AMERICAN WOUNDED LAY ON STRAW LIGHTLY STREWN UPON THE GROUND. ONE OF THEM RECOGNIZED ME.

“FATHER, WHERE DID YOU COME FROM?”

“OH, I GOT MYSELF CAPTURED TODAY. I CAME HERE JUST A FEW MINUTES AGO WITH A TRUCK LOAD OF WOUNDED. “THEN I SAT DOWN BESIDE HIM AND WAS ORIENTATED ON THE SITUATION.

THERE WERE THREE OF THESE TENTS FILLED WITH WOUNDED AMERICANS WHO HAD BEEN TREATED OR WERE WAITING FOR TREATMENT IN THE HOSPITAL. THE MEN HAD BEEN THERE SINCE EARLY AFTERNOON, AND THE MORE SERIOUS WERE BEING TREATED FIRST. SOME HAD BEEN INTO THE OPERATING ROOM AND HAD BITS OF SHRAPNEL REMOVED FROM THEIR LIMBS. NEARLY ALL OF THEM WERE FROM THE 106TH DIVISION AND HAD BEEN PRISONERS LESS THAN TWENTY-FOUR HOURS. IT WAS A GREAT CONSOLATION TO ME TO SEE THE LIGHT IN THEIR FACES AND THE HAPPINESS THEY EXPRESSED THAT A CHAPLAIN AND A PRIEST WAS WITH THEM. GOING FROM ONE TO THE NEXT AND THE NEXT, I SHOOK HANDS AND ENCOURAGED THEM. FORTUNATELY ONLY A FEW WERE IN SEVERE PAIN, AND EVEN THOSE BORE UP UNDER IT NOBLY AND MANFULLY.

I SLIPPED OUT OF ONE TENT AND WENT INTO THE NEXT. HERE WAS THE IDENTICAL SITUATION, EXCEPT THAT AT THE TABLE WHERE THE CANDLES WERE BURNING THERE SAT TWO GERMAN SOLDIERS WRITING IN A LARGE LEDGER. THEY WERE TRYING TO REGISTER THE WOUNDED, DOING THEIR BEST TO GET THE NAME, RANK, AND SERIAL NUMBER OF THE MEN AND APPROXIMATE ESTIMATE OF THEIR WOUNDS. AGAIN I WENT FROM MAN TO MAN, COMFORTING AND CONSOLING AND DOING WHAT I COULD TO HELP THEM BEAR THE PAIN.

IN THE THIRD TENT I REPEATED THE PROCESS. AN AMERICAN BOY THEN ENTERED THE TENT.

“FATHER, THERE IS A GERMAN PRIEST OUT HERE. HE WANTS TO SEE YOU.”

I STEPPED OUTSIDE AND FROM THE MAN IN A UNIFORM OF A COMMON SOLDIER CAME THE WORDS, “ESNE SUCERDOS?” (ARE YOU A PRIEST?).

“YES, YES.” I ANSWERED IN LATIN; AND FROM THERE WE CARRIED ON PERFECTLY UNDERSTANDING EACH OTHER. HE WAS ONE OF THE TWO GERMANS WHO HAD BEEN RECORDING THE NAMES OF THE WOUNDED IN THE SECOND TENT.

“YOU CAN HELP ME,” HE SAID. THEN FROM ENGLISH, THROUGH THE MEDIUM OF LATIN, WE SOON HAD THE NAME, RANK, SERIAL NUMBER OF THE PATIENTS, AND NATURE OF THEIR WOUNDS ALL IN SPLENDID ORDER IN THE GERMAN LEDGER.

WHEN WE HAD FINISHED THE ROUNDS OF THE THREE TENTS AND RECORDED ANOTHER AMBULANCE LOAD WHICH HAD ARRIVED, WE HAD TIME TO SPEAK TOGETHER. I ASKED HIM, “FATHER, DO YOU HAVE THE BLESSED SACRAMENT NEAR HERE IN A CHAPEL?”

“YOU WISH TO RECEIVE HOLY COMMUNION?” HE ASKED.

I HAD NOT THOUGHT OF MYSELF, BUT I ANSWERED, “YES, AND THE CATHOLIC MEN IN THESE TENTS.”

HE REACHED INTO HIS LAPEL POCKET AND WITHDREW A WHITE CLOTH WHICH WRAPPED A SMALL GOLD PYX (SMALL POUCH TO CARRY THE EUCHARIST TO THE SICK). REVERENTLY I KNELT IN THE STRAW AND RECEIVED THE PRECIOUS PARCEL FROM HIS HANDS. THEN I WENT THE ROUNDS OF THE TENTS AGAIN, AND GAVE THE BREAD OF LIFE TO THE CATHOLIC BOYS. GREAT WAS THEIR AWE AND GRATITUDE FOR SUCH AN UNEXPECTED GIFT. WHEN I HAD FINISHED, I KNELT DOWN AND TRIED TO PRAY TO THE CHRIST I HOLD IN MY HANDS. THE THOUGHT RECURRED TO ME THAT I TOO COULD USE THE PRIVILEGE OF COMBAT ZONES TO RECEIVE HOLY COMMUNION AT THAT HOUR OF THE NIGHT. I RETURNED TO THE GERMAN PRIEST. AFTER GIVING HIM THE PYX, I WENT TO CONFESSION AND RECEIVED HOLY COMMUNION.

IN THE FEW MINUTES I TRIED TO SPEND IN THANKSGIVING, I COULD ONLY THINK OF THE GOODNESS OF GOD AND THE MYSTERY OF THE SINS AND INDIFFERENCE OF MEN. HERE WE WERE PRISONERS OF HE ENEMY AND YET ALL BARRIERS OF RACE AND IDEOLOGY WERE BROKEN AND CROSSED IN THE SUPRANATIONAL LOVE AND CHARITY AMONG THE MEMBERS OF THE CATHOLIC CLERGY AND CHURCH.

THERE WAS STILL WORK TO BE DONE IN GETTING OUR BOYS COMFORTABLE AND PROVIDED FOR AS BEST WE COULD. SOME OF THEM WANTED A DRINK OF WATER, OTHERS WERE COLD AND NEEDED COVERINGS, STILL OTHERS JUST WANTED CONSOLATION AND CLARIFICATION OF HAZY IDEAS.

“FATHER, WAS IT OUR FAULT THAT WE LOST THE BATTLE?”

“HOW DID THE REST OF OUR DIVISION GET ALONG IN THE FIGHT?”

“DO YOU THINK THE GERMANS WILL WIN THE WAR BY CHRISTMAS?”

“HOW SOON WILL MY FOLKS FIND OUT THAT I AM MISSING IN ACTION?”

“DO YOU THINK THEY WILL GET WORD ON CHRISTMAS DAY, WHICH IS ONLY A FEW DAYS OFF?”

“DO YOU THINK WE WILL BE ABLE TO WRITE HOME OR GET ANY MAIL HERE?”

TO ALL SUCH QUESTIONS I COULD NOT GIVE A SATISFACTORY ANSWER. IT WAS HOWEVER CONSOLING WORK TO BE ABLE TO HELP IN A SPIRITUAL AND EVEN IN A MATERIAL WAY THOSE COMRADES IN ARMS WHO HAD HAD THE MISFORTUNE OF SUFFERING THE EFFECTS OF ENEMY MARKSMANSHIP.

THE GERMAN PRIEST CALLED ME OUT OF THE TENT TO SHOW ME A 

V-1, WHICH THE BRITISH CALLED A BUZZ-BOMB, PASSING OVER. WE HAD BEEN HEARING THEM ALL EVENING. IF YOU FORGET FOR A MOMENT THAT THEY ARE DESTRUCTIVE WEAPONS (WHICH YOU CAN NEVER DO UNTIL THEY HAVE PASSED OVER; YOU CAN NEVER JOKE ABOUT THEM, FOR THEY FLY SO LOW THEY ALWAYS APPEAR TO BE ABOUT TO GIVE THEIR LAST CHUG AND DROP) THEY REMIND YOU OF A WALT DISNEY ANIMATED CARTOON. AT NIGHT THERE IS A COMET-LIKE TAIL OF EXPLODING GASSES AND A RED GLOW TO THE NOSE.

“AD LONDINIUM,” (LONDON), SAID THE GERMAN PRIEST. IN MY HEART I PRAYED THAT THIS ONE AT LEAST WOULD NEVER GET THERE.

IN THE DARKNESS I NOTICED A CHURCH SPIRE A BLOCK AWAY.

“IS THAT THE CHURCH WHERE YOU SAY MASS?” I ASKED HIM.

YES, IT WAS, BUT NOT EVERY DAY DID HE HAVE THE TIME TO WITHDRAW FROM HIS OTHER WORK TO OFFER THE HOLY SACRIFICE. HE PROMISED THAT HE WOULD ARRANGE FOR ME TO SAY MASS THERE THE NEXT DAY. BUT WHEN DAYLIGHT CAME I WAS TO BE FAR AWAY. I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT THIS FIELD HOSPITAL LOOKED LIKE IN THE DAYLIGHT. WE TALKED IN THE DARKNESS A LITTLE WHILE ABOUT THE WAR, BUT DID NOT GET FAR BECAUSE NEITHER OF US WAS WILLING TO CONFIDE IN THE OTHER ANY MILITARY SECRETS WE MAY HAVE POSSESSED.

”IS HITLER DEAD?” I ASKED HIM. “THERE IS A RUMOR THAT HE IS.”

“IT DOESN’T MAKE ANY DIFFERENCE,” THE PRIEST REPLIED. “HIMMLER IS THE CHIEF NAZI NOW.”

WE FINALLY GOT TO THE MATTER OF FOOD. IT WAS FOUR DAYS AT LEAST SINCE I HAD HAD ANYTHING LIKE A FULL MEAL. HERE AND THERE WE HAD PICKED UP A K RATION, A JELLY SANDWICH OR A CHOCOLATE BAR, BUT THERE HAD BEEN NO WARM FOOD BECAUSE OF SCARCITY OF SUPPLIES AND FACILITIES FOR COOKING. I TOLD THIS TO THE PRIEST AND ASKED HIM ABOUT THE POSSIBILITY OF GETTING SOMETHING THEN AND THERE. HE LEFT ME AND RETURNED IN A FEW MINUTES WITH TWO POCKETS FULL OF APPLES. THESE I DIVIDED AMONG THE SICK MEN IN THE TENTS. IN RETURN I GAVE THE PRIEST THE CARTON OF CIGARETTES I HAD.

“HERE, TAKE THESE BEFORE SOME OTHER GERMAN GETS THEM.”

IN APRIL, 1943, LONG AFTER MY IMPRISONMENT WAS OVER, I RECEIVED A LETTER FROM THIS PRIEST. HIS NAME IS HUBERT PERLITIUS, AND HIS RANK EQUIVALENT TO THAT OF PRIVATE, SAMITATS SOLDAT. IN MARCH, 1945, HE HIMSELF FELL A PRISONER TO THE INVADING AMERICAN FORCES AND MONTH LATER WAS ASSIGNED AS CATHOLIC CHAPLAIN OF A GROUP OF GERMAN PRISONERS IN ALLIED HANDS. HIS HOME IS IN EASTERN GERMANY, IN THE SECTION NOW OCCUPIED BY THE POLES. IF HE WERE TO RETURN, HE WOULD BE TAKEN PRISONER AGAIN BY THE RUSSIANS.

SPEAKING OF HIS PREDICAMENT HE WRITES, “IT IS DIFFICULT FOR ME, BUT WHEN I SEE THE LOT OF OTHERS, THEN IT IS NOT SO HARD.” AMONG THE AFFLICTED WE CAN ALWAYS FIND THOSE AGONIES ARE MORE ACUTE THAN OUR OWN. WE DERIVE SOME CONSOLATION FROM THE THOUGHT THAT OUR OWN MISFORTUNE COULD BE WORSE. IN THE SAME LETTER HE MENTIONED THAT THE NAME OF THE PLACE WHERE WE MET WAS ROMMERSHEIM.

WHEN I LOOKED AT MY WATCH FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HOURS, IT WAS SHORTLY AFTER TWO IN THE MORNING. SLEEP HAD CAUGHT UP WITH MOST OF THE MEN IN THE TENTS AND I THOUGHT IT WELL THAT I GET SOME ALSO. ANOTHER GUARD WAS KIND ENOUGH TO ALLOW ME TO LIE DOWN ON THE STRAW. THEN I DISCOVERED THAT MY FIELD COAT WAS MISSING. I LOOKED IN ALL THE TENTS AND ON THE SICK MEN IF PERCHANCE ONE OF THEM HAD TAKEN IT TO USE AS A BLANKET. NO WHERE WAS IT TO BE SEEN; I HAD VISIONS OF FREEZING TO DEATH IN THE COLD THAT WAS COMING ON. ONE OF THE GUARDS FINALLY SHOWED ME AROUND THE BACK OF THE TENT AND THERE ON THE GROUND I FOUND THE COAT THAT WAS TO KEEP ME WARM FOR MANY DAYS TO COME. I WAS HAPPY TO HAVE RECOVERED IT EVEN WITHOUT THE SEVERAL PACKAGES OF CIGARETTES AND A FEW CHOCOLATE BARS, PLUS A PAIR OF GLOVES, I HAD HAD IN IT.

I had just settled down to what I hoped would be some rest when an ugly guard came in and kicked me.

“kommen sie schnell!” he ordered me out of the tent to an ambulance which stood by the barn. I was told to get in and soon found myself packed tight with seventeen american enlisted medics who had somehow found their way to this field hospital. some of them were drivers, others strethcer-bearers; all non-combatants like myself. I missed the three medical officers who were captured with me. the last time I saw them they were helping with the surgical care of the wounded. only after I was liberated did I learn that all three were killed in a bombing at limburg three days later.

a german soldier took the wheel of our ambulance and drove out onto the road. there we saw a convoy of german ambulances moving toward the front. we took the opposite direction and soon were moving up a long hill - black-out driving. snow was falling and the road was poorly visible. to the left there seemed to be a sharp drop and any minute we expected to be toppling over it. to add to our worries, the jerry was driving with the emergency brake partly on. no amount of exposulation or urging could get him to listen to our suggestion to release the brake. beside him sat another guard with a rifle pointed in our direction and he manifested plainly that no prisoner was to put even his hand beyond the front seat.

at four o’clock in the morning the ambulance stopped. there was much discussion and shouting between the drivers and the soldiers they met on the road. eventually matters were settled and we were ordered out of thE ambulance to a house on the side of the Road; then upstairs to a small kitchen, really not much bigger than the ambulance. we were all put inTo the little room, the door closed and locked behind us. a few smouldering embers in the stove supplied heat and a biT of light. we found the remmants of a recent meal; a piece of a loaf of bread, a half-pot ofcoffee (ersatz) and a small piece of butter. Where we were was a myustery; so we decided the best thing to do was to Get some sleep. by a shift of table and shairs all found a fairly comfortable position, thougH only three or four managed to stretch out to full length on the floor. the medics were respectful in giving me a kitchen chair to sit on. Their courtesy however had its reward, for the wooden floor was much more comfortable than a chair. I put my head and arms on the kitchen table and fell asleep.

at that time of the year the days are short, so it was eight o’clock or after when the first light aroused us. from the window we could see that we were in a small village. up and down the street we saw members of an enemy unit moving about. from their nonchalaNt attitude we knew that we were not very near the front lines. in the house next door to us they were setting up a mess. sacks of potatoes, a side of beef, and some vegetables were being carried in. we turned to the half-lOAf of bread in the cupboard and dEcided to eat. each of the eighteen of us got about tWO mouthfuls. a few still had water in their canteens, so we each had a sip of that.

the door to the room was unbolted by a guard who posted himself at the head of the stairway. he said we might go outside to the latrine one at a time. then we learned that in the only other room on the second floor of the house were twenty prisoners of war who had been locked for two days. after an hour or so we were all taken downstairs and lined up two abreast. we were marched to a kitchen a couple of doors away where each one of us recived a small piece of boiled beef, a helmet full of boiled potatoes and a hanDfulL of salt. it was necessary to go back to the crowded kitchen to eat. later a pot of ersatz tea was brought, which we drank for the sake of the liquid and the heat. hungry as we had been, none of us could eat all of his potatoes.

we had scarcely finished eating when we were ordered downstairs again. unaccustomed to the life of prisoners of war in nazi hands, we innocently thought that this was to be another dole of food. instead we were lined up and marched about four blocks down a muddy street, then round a corner to be JOINED up with literally thousands of prisoners of war. some of them had been captured forty-eight hours and had been marching constantly ever since. they were HAGGARD looking, but glad to see us. here I found many of the men of the 422ND infantry regiment. it was a joy to learn that so many had passed through the action at schonberg unhurt. my greatest delight was to find my ASSISTANT, corporal paul. b. dalton of madison, wisconsin, unhurt, weary, but still smiling. his big brown eyes sparkled as he told me how he had been driving my jeep in a convoy which they were trying to get out of the POCKET when the first vehicle hit a land mine and stalled the entire train long enough for the germans to overtake them and capture the men and equipment.

roth was the name of the town we were in. this crowd of two to three thousand was famished for food and water. some of the medics and I tried to go back to the house where we had left our potatoes, but were quickly stopped by the guards. in the center of the village was one well where drinking water was obtainable, but because of the large number of prisoners all could not get a drink. many of the men were so weary they had not the energy - thirsty as they were - to get up off the cold stones on which they were lying to go to the well. we tried to get some pails to carry water, but none would be given us.

about one o’clock in the afternoon we got word that the column was to march again. but before moving all those who had overshoes were to put them in places designated. not many were anxious to give up their warm footwear, especially since They knew it was going to front line german troops. when we saw there was no chance of getting away with them, we took them off and instead OF piling them up neatly, the pairs were mismated, two rights were tied together and two lefts, a size thirteen with a size seveN. knives were used to SLASH the insteps and soles. when at last there was quite a heap and the scattered groups were inspected to see That no american had overShoes, the march was on. for the medics and myself who had just arrived this was OUR FIRST experience of walking under guard. a long DISCONSOLATE column slowly wound out of roth that afternoon of december 20th into rolling country ON A well-paved two-lane highway. HILLS WERE PARTICULARLY DIFFICULT TO THE FOOTWEARY SOLDIERS, AND THE PACE AT FIRST WAS RATHER BRISK. 

AFTER AN HOUR AND A HALF WE RESTED ON THE SIDE OF THE ROAD. WATER WAS OBTAINED BY EATING SNOW THAT STILL LAY IN LITTLE DEPRESSIONS ON THE HILLSIDES. AFTER A BREAK JUST LONG ENOUGH TO CHILL AND STIFFEN SORE MUSCLES AND JOINTS, WE WERE OFF AGAIN. AT FOUR O’CLOCK WE PASSED THROUGH THE TOWN OF PRUM. IN THE RECENT CAMPAIGN THIS TOWN HAD BEEN TAKEN BY THE ALLIES AND RECAPTURED BY THE GERMANS. BROKEN WINDOWS WERE EVERYWHERE, BUILDING WERE GUTTED BY ARTILLERY FIRE, THE RAILROAD RIPPED BY BOMBINGS. IN STARK REALITY THIS WAS A DESERTED VILLAGE. NO CIVILIANS WERE IN EVIDENCE FROM ONE END OF THE CITY TO THE OTHER; ONLY A FEW SOLDIERS LOUNGED LAZILY AROUND THE ENTRANCE TO AN HOTEL WHERE THEY LIKELY HAD A HEADQUARTERS.

RUMORS STARTED THAT THIS WAS THE END OF THE MARCH AND THAT WE WOULD BE PUT UP IN THIS TOWN. BUT THE HEAD OF THE COLUMN CONTINUED ON DOWN THE MAIN STREETS, PASSED HOTELS AND BANKS, A COUPLE OF CHURCHES, SOME WAREHOUSES, TO THE RAILROAD STATION AT THE BOTTOM OF THE HILL. “WE ARE GOING TO GET A TRAIN RIDE OUT OF HERE,” WAS ANOTHER RUMOR THAT FADED WHEN WE SAW THE RAILROAD YARD COMPLETELY BOMBED OUT. NOT A SINGLE TRACK BUT HAD IT RAILS SPLIT APART OR TWISTED BY A BOMB.

THE COLUMN KEPT MOVING; OUT OF THE TOWN WE WENT, ACROSS A SMALL STREAM AND THEN UP ALONG WINDING HILL. THE HIGHWAY WAS PREPARED FOR DEFENSE. AT APPROXIMATELY HUNDRED YARD INTERVALS WERE TANK BLOCKS READY TO BE PUSHED ONTO THE ROAD; GUN EMPLACEMENTS WERE DUG IN THE SIDE OF THE HILL; FOXHOLES FOR MACHINE GUNNERS ON THE ROAD LEVEL. SOME PRISONERS WERE SUFFERING SEVERELY FROM THE CLIMB. THEIR LEGS WERE SORE AND STIFF FROM THE COLD AND MARCHING; EVERY STEP WAS A TORTURE. SLOWLY THE COLUMN KEPT MOVING. DARKNESS AND WIND CAME TOGETHER. SOON IT STARTED TO DRIZZLE AND IN OUR MISERY WE EVEN STOPPED COUNTING THE KILOMETERS WHICH MARKED THE DISTANCE ALONG THE HIGHWAY.

ABOUT SIX O’CLOCK WE HAD ANOTHER BREAK TO ALLOW A CONVOY TO PASS. IN THE BLACKNESS WE SAW THE OUTLINES OF HEAVY AND MEDIUM TANKS, ARMORED CARS, TRUCKLOADS OF AMMUNITION, WEAPONS CARRIERS AND AMBULANCES, AND MORE OF THOSE TWO-WHEELED KITCHENS.

SOME PRISONERS HAD PICKED UP SUGAR-BEATS ALONG THE SIDE OF THE ROAD AND WERE PEALING THEM AND CUTTING THEM UP. MANY OF US WERE HUNGRY BUT DECLINED TO EAT THEM ON THE SCORE THAT OUR MISERY MIGHT BE MADE WORSE WITH RAW BEETS IN OUR STOMACHS. HOWEVER, I HEARD OF NO ONE WHO SUFFERED ANY AFTER-EFFECTS AND I LEARNED FROM LATER EXPERIENCE THAT THEY WERE JUST AS GOOD TO EAT AS RAW CARROTS.

“five more kilometers,” the rumors from the guards said. after another hour’s march, “funf KILOMETER” was still the answer to our question, “how much longer?” all were silent now. it was an endurance test for everybody. my heart went out to those who had been PLODDING thus for the better part of two days. the pace was slowing and the feeling of numbness came over us. plop,plop,plop. we can always do one more kilometer, I thought; and so it was. near midnight it was still rumored, “five kilometers more”, but this time the rumor EXAGGERATED, for in a few minutes we stopped between a row of houses on the road. no lights were visible except the faint glow of a few german flashlights which were operated by turning a key much like the winding of a spring on a child’s toy. “they are going to feed us,” was the word passed down the column; hopes and spirits revived at the prospect of something warm to eat. we tolerated the long delay in the rain and wind. some fellows stretched out on the pavement in sheer exhaustion. five or six would huddle TOGETHER for mutual support and protection from the wet. another hour dragged on and word came that there was not enough food for so many; hence none would be served until morning. but we were going to be housed in a large building up ahead. “no more marching anyway,” we sighed in relief. the column moved off the pavement onto a side road that was a mass of mud. up on an incline appeared what looked like high prison walls. at least we could get in out of the cold, we thought. however, we soon were disillusioned when word CAME THAT the place was already overcrowded with pw’s and we would have to stand out in the mud for the rest of the night. there was nothing to do but make the best of the situation and try to find comfort in dire misery. many lay down in the mud, huddled together and fell asleep. as the hours of the night WORE ON, more and more took to the muck or the ditches and went to sleep. the drizzle turned to rain. the night seemed interminable; REALLY it would not have been longer, for it was the winter solstice and the longest night of the year.

THE FIRST STREAKS OF LIGHT FOUND ME STILL STANDING OR WALKING AMONG THE PROSTRATE FORMS. WHAT KEPT ME ON MY FEET WAS THE THOUGHT THAT PNEUMONIA OR WORSE WOULD BE THE RESULT OF GOING TO SLEEP ON THE WET GROUND, AND I MUST DO MY BEST TO KEEP WELL FOR THE SAKE OF ALL THOSE WHO WOULD NEED A PRIEST. THE OMINOUS FORMS THAT LOOKED LIKE PRISON WALLS IN THE DARKNESS TURNED OUT TO BE TURRETS OF A WAREHOUSE AND A FEW ADJACENT BUILDINGS. WITHIN A SORT OF ENCLOSURE OR COURTYARD SEVERAL HUNDRED PRISONERS WERE STRETCHED OUT ON THE FLAGSTONES. A SMALLER COLUMN THAN OURS HAD ARRIVED HERE BEFORE DARK THE NIGHT BEFORE. EVEN ALL THESE WERE NOT GIVEN SPACE TO SLEEP ON THE FLOOR OF THE WAREHOUSES, SOME HAD TO STAY OUTSIDE. WE WERE NEAR THE TOP OF A HILL THAT LOOKED DOWN ON THE TOWN OF GEROLSTEIN. ABOUT FIVE THOUSAND PRISONERS OF WAR WERE MILLING AROUND THE AREA WHEN THE DAYLIGHT FINALLY CAME. WHETHER THIS IS AN UNDER OR AN OVER-STATEMENT, I HAVE NO MEANS OF KNOWING. SOME EFFORT WAS MADE TO FEED THE MULTITUDE, BUT AS ALWAYS HAPPENS IN DISORGANIZED CROWDS, SOME GOT MUCH AND SOME GOT NONE. IT WAS EVIDENT THAT WE WERE ALL UNEXPECTED, AND FOR THE CIVILIAN POPULATION, UNWANTED “GUESTS”.

SPIRITS PICKED UP WITH THE PROSPECT OF SOMETHING TO EAT AND THE NECESSITY OF GOING IN SEARCH OF IT GAVE NEW LIFE TO HUNGRY MEN. MY OLD FRIEND, SERGEANT JOSEPH KERSKY OF MEMPHIS, TENN, SUPPLY SERGEANT OF OUR BATTALION, CAME TO MY AID AS HE HAD SO OFTEN DONE IN THE PAST. HE TOOK ME AROUND SEVERAL CORNERS AND INTO A SMALL ENCLOSURE WHERE THERE WAS A KITCHEN. HE GOT ME A COUPLE OF PIECES OF BREAD AND A CUP OF ERSATZ COFFEE. GOOD OLD JOE, I’LL NOT FORGET THE DAY ON THE LINES WHEN THE GROUND WAS COVERED WITH SNOW AND A SUPPLY OF OVERSHOES ARRIVED FOR THE BATTALION. I TOLD HIM IT HE NEVER CONTRIBUTED TO THE SUPPORT OF THE CHURCH FOR THE REST OF HIS LIFE HE WOULD BE EXCUSED FROM SIN IF HE COULD FIND A PAIR OF OVERSHOES THAT WOULD FIT THIS PASTOR OF SOULS. jOE DID.

STANDING OUT IN THE RAIN COULD NOT BE A PERMANENT ARRANGEMENT; BY NOON WE LEARNED THAT THE LONG MARCHES WERE OVER AND THAT WE WOULD BE TRANSPORTED BY RAIL FARTHER BACK FROM THE FRONT. THE GERMANS STARTED COLLECTING US IN GROUPS OF SIXTY AND MARCHING US AWAY TOWARD GEROLSTEIN TO BOARD THE TRAINS. AS EACH GROUP MOVED OUT, THE MEN WERE GIVEN RATIONS FOR THREE DAYS - A POUND OF CHEESE (IN A CAN) AND TWO BAGS OF CRACKERS FOR EVERY THREE MEN. BECAUSE I WAS MOVING FROM ONE GROUP TO ANOTHER AND LISTENING TO A STORY HERE AND A STORY THERE, I GOT AHEAD OF THE POINT WHERE THE RATIONS WERE BEING ISSUED; A GUARD SUPPOSING THAT I HAD ALREADY BEEN COUNTED AND ISSUED RATIONS, REFUSED TO LET ME GO BACK; BUT THERE WERE ENOUGH PRISONERS WHO DID NOT LIKE CHEESE AND THERE SEEMED TO BE PLENTY OF CRACKERS, SO I FARED WELL. THE SMALL RATION FOR THREE DAYS BECAME A LAUGHING MATTER AND WITHIN TWENTY-FOUR HOURS THERE WAS NO MORE CHEESE AND CRACKERS IN EVIDENCE.

THE FOOD AND DRINK (LITTLE AS IT WAS) REVIVED US. THE CESSATION FROM MARCHING WAS A REST IN ITSELF. THE SHOCK, DISAPPOINTMENT AND APPARENT DISGRACE OF BEING CAPTURED WORE OFF. THE RESILIENCY OF AMERICAN BOYS SHOWED ITSELF IN THE LAUGHTER, THE HORSE-PLAY, AND THE BANTER WITH GERMAN CIVILIANS AND GUARDS. THIS DAY MARKED THE BEGINNING OF OUR BARTERING. FOR A FEW CIGARETTES OR A CHOCOLATE BAR WE COULD BUY A LOAF OF BREAD OR A RING OF WURST; ATONE HOUSE ALONG THE ROAD SOME COMPASSIONATE FRAU HAD MADE A BIG POT OF ERSATZ COFFEE AND FOR ON CIGARETTES WAS SELLING A CANTEEN CUP OF THE BEVERAGE. COFFEE ENOUGH FOR THOUSANDS OF MEN IS NOT MADE IN ANY HOUSEHOLD UTENSIL. THIS IS WHY SO MANY WERE DISAPPOINTED.

A FEW YARDS’ MOVEMENT AND THEN A HALT; STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD AND THEN OFF TO THE SIDE TO ALLOW A VEHICLE TO PASS. THIS PROCESS KEPT UP FOR HOURS, AND ALL THE WHILE CIVILIANS PASSED SINGLY OR IN GROUPS WITH WHOM WE TRIED TO CONNIVE IN OBTAINING FOOD. MANY WOMEN AND OLD MEN FROWNED ON US; OTHERS LOOKED SYMPATHETICALLY AND EXPRESSED A WILLINGNESS TO HELP WERE IT NO FOR THE GUARDS.

EVENTUALLY THAT PART OF THE COLUMN WHERE I FOUND MYSELF MOVED STEADILY. THROUGH THE BUSINESS DISTRICT, OVER A BRIDGE IN THE CENTER OF THE TOWN, THEN DOWN AN INCLINE TO THE RAILROAD STATION. ALONG THE PLATFORM WE WERE AGAIN DIVIDED INTO GROUPS OF SIXTY, THIS TIME TEN ABREAST. THE GUARDS BECAME PARTICULARLY EXASPERATED AS PALS AND BUDDIES WHO HAD BEEN SEPARATED IN DIFFERENT GROUPS JOCKEYED FOR POSITION OR JUST MISCHIEVOUSLY GOT OUT OF LINE.

I BECAME THE FOCAL POINT OF ATTENTION AS A GRAND CROWD OF FELLOWS TRIED TO GET ME IN THEIR GROUP OF SIXTY. SOMEWHERE UP AHEAD OF US THERE HAD BEEN A MISCOUNT WHICH NECESSITATED A NEW GROUPING. AND THE SPLIT THIS TIME CAME RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF OUR PARTY. I FOUND MYSELF SEPARATED FROM THE FELLOWS WHO WERE MOST ANXIOUS TO BE WITH THE pADRE. THE GUARDS BECAME MORE INDIGNANT AS THE JOCKEYING AND SHIFTING OF THE MEN STARTED ALL OVER AGAIN. A GERMAN OFFICER GAVE A LOUD AND MOVING SPEECH, WHICH WE RESPECTFULLY LISTENED TO, THOUGH WE UNDERSTOOD NO WORD OF IT. WE KNEW WE WERE THOROUGHLY “EATEN OUT” ABOUT SOMETHING, MOST PROBABLY FOR MAKING A GAME OF FARMER IN THE DELL OUT OF A VERY SERIOUS SITUATION. I WAS STILL NOT WITH THE SIXTY WHO MOST WANTED ME WITH THEM. DURING A COMMOTION AND ANOTHER TEAR-JERKING SPEECH DOWN THE LINE, I EXCHANGED PLACES WITH A GI IN THE NEXT GROUP. ALAS, I WAS SPOTTED. AN OFFICER CAME RUNNING UP TO ME AND STARTED A GERMAN TIRADE THAT ALMOST MOVED ME TO TEARS. I DID NOT ANSWER HIS QUESTIONS, NOT SO MUCH BECAUSE THEY WERE UTTERLY INCOMPREHENSIBLE AS THAT I THOUGHT THEY WERE RHETORICAL. A CIVILIAN BYSTANDER WHO KNEW SOME ENGLISH SPOKE TO ME.

“HE WANTS TO KNOW: ARE YOU THERE OR HERE?”

“I AM HERE,” I ANSWERED INNOCENTLY.

“ARE YOU THERE,” HE DEMANDED.

“NO, I AM HERE.”

“ARE YOU GOING FROM THERE TO HERE?”

“I AM NOT GOING ANYWHERE,” I REPLIED STILL PLEADING INNOCENCE.

THERE WAS ANOTHER TALKING DOWN IN GERMAN DURING WHICH SOME MORE SHIFTED THEIR POSITIONS. THEN ANOTHER COUNT BEGAN. BY THIS TIME EVERYBODY SEEMED SATISFIED TO BE WHERE HE WAS; A FINAL AND DEFINITE COUNT TOOK PLACE AS WE BOARDED THE TRAIN.

A FEW BLOCKS UP THE TRACKS TWO SMALL ENGINES WERE SWITCHING BACK AND FORTH. THEY FORMED THEIR TRAINS AND PULLED INTO THE BANHOF ON PARALLEL TRACKS. THE COMPONENTS WERE ALL FREIGHT CARS, LITTLE MORE THAN HALF THE SIZE OF AMERICAN BOXCARS, AND AT THE END OF THE TRAIN A SMALL CABOOSE. ON THE SIDE OF SOME OF THE CARS WERE THE FAMOUS FRENCH MARKING, “40 HOMMES - 8 CHEVAUX” (40 MEN - 8 HORSES), KNOWN FROM WORLD WAR I AS THE “FORTY AND EIGHT’S”.

LOADING BEGAN AT THE CAR IMMEDIATELY BEHIND THE ENGINE, EXACTLY SIXTY MEN TO A CAR; AND ONLY ONE CAR WAS LOADED AT A TIME, THREE OR FOUR GUARDS CHECKING THE NUMBER OF PRISONERS. IN DUE COURSE THE CAR NEXT TO US ON THE TRACK WAS REACHED. THE SLIDING DOOR WAS PUSHED ASIDE AND SIXTY OF US LOADED. WHEN ALL WERE ABOARD, THE DOOR WAS ROLLED BACK AND PADLOCKED.

CHAPTER THREE

CHRISTMAS IN A BOXCAR

WE NOW HAD A NEW SITUATION TO MEET. SIXTY MEN IN AN AREA DESIGNATED FOR FORTY AND THAT IN A COUNTRY WHICH CLAIMED THAT LIVING SPACE WAS OVERCROWDED TO BEGIN WITH. IN ADDITION THE CAR HAD RECENTLY BEEN USED FOR ITS ALTERNATE PURPOSE OF CARRY HORSES - MOST LIKELY TWELVE INSTEAD OF EIGHT - AND HAD NOT BEEN CLEANED. THE MANURE HAD BEEN PUSHED TO EITHER END OF THE CAR IN NO ESTHETIC HEAPS. A SMALL AMOUNT OF STRAW THAT HAD NTO BEEN SOILED THE HORSES WAS LEFTIN THE MIDDLE. ON EITHER SIDE OF THE CAR NEAR THE ENDS WERE SMALL WINDOWS, NOT QUITE LARGE ENOUGHT FOR A MAN TO POKE HIS HEAD THROUGH, OPERATED ON THE SAME PRINCIPLE AS THE SLIDING DOOR. IN OU CR WOODEN SLATS NOWFILLED THE SPACE WHERE GLASS PANES HAD ONE BEEN. WHEN THE WINDOWS WERE SHUT, THE INSIDE OF THE CAR WAS VERY DARK; WHEN OPEN, THE CHILL WINTER BLASTS RUSHED IN.

AT FIRST WE ALL SAT DOWN, OR RATHER TRIED TO DO. OBVIOUSLY NO ONE WANED TO SIT AT OR NEAR THE ENDS OF THE CAR. IN DUE TIME, HOWEVER, WE WERE ALL SOMEHOW SEATED ON THE FLOOR. IT WAS A RELIEF TO SIT DOWN AND A GREATER BLESSING STILL TO BE HUDDLED TOGETHER AWAY FROM THE COLD WIND. IN A FEW MINUTES MEN DROPPED OFF TO SLEEP. TIRED AS THEY WERE, THEIR SLEEP WAS SOUND AND DEEP. THE DEEPER THEY SANK IN SLUMBER, THE LARGER THE SPACE RELAXING LIMBS OCCUPIED ON THE FLOOR. NO SOONER DID A RESTLESS SOUL STAND UP THAN THE UNOCCUPIED SPACE WAS FILLED WITH SLUMPING BODIES. ONE WHO WISHED TO SIT-DOWN WOULD YELL, “OPEN THE WINDOW SO I CAN SEE WHAT I’M DOING.” WHEN THE WINDOW WAS OPENED, ANOTHER WOULD CRY, “CLOSE THE WINDOW, its COLD!” THEN WE HEARD ORDERS SUCH AS THESE, “MOVE OVER, GIVE ME SOME ROOM.” “KEEP YOUR KNEES OFF MY BACK.” SOMEHOW, SOMEWAY, WE ALL MUST HAVE FOUND A POSITION TO SLEEP IN. I FOR ONE DID NOT HEAR THE TRAIN PULL OUT OF GEROLSTEIN. 

WE DID NOT KNOW IT AT THE TIME, BUT OURS WERE THE LAST TWO TRAINS TO LEAVE THAT STATION. THAT VERY NIGHT AND DURING THE NEXT DAY GEROLSTEIN WAS BOMBED, THE RAILROAD YARDS MADE A SHAMBLES, AND SOME AMERICAN PRISONERS KILLED. THOSE WHO LIVED THROUGH THE ORDEAL WALKED FROM GEROLSTEIN TO KOBLENZ ON THE RHINE RIVER. THE DISTANCE IS ABOUT ONE HUNDRED KILOMETERS AND IT TOOK THEM THE BETTER PART OF A WEEK, INCLUDING CHRISTMAS DAY. DURING THE MARCH MANY PW’S WERE UNWITTINGLY KILLED IN STRAFING BY AMERICAN AND BRITISH PLANES.

AT SOME WEE HOUR OF THE MORNING I AWOKE. THERE WAS DARKNESS AND DEEP SILENCE; ALL WAS STILL SAVE THE HEAVY BREATHING OF DEEP SLEEPERS. THE TRAIN WAS NOT MOVING. I WAS COLD, CRAMPED, STIFF, AND ACHING IN LEGS AND BACK. HALF LYING, HALF SITTING, MY HEAD AND ARMS WERE ON SOMEBODY’S HIPS; THREE PAIRS OF LEGS WERE TANGLED UP WITH MINE AND A HEAD RESTED AGAINST MY SIDE. WERE I TO MOVE VERY MUCH, I WOULD SURELY WAKEN THE OTHERS. WERE I TO STAND, THERE WOULD BE NO PLACE TO SIT DOWN AGAIN. YET I WAS SO UNCOMFORTABLE I HAD TO DO SOMETHING. I TRIED TO SHIFT MY POSITION WITHOUT LOSING FLOOR-SPACE. DRAWING UP MY FOOT, TWO HEAVY SHOES MOVED INTO THE SPACE WHERE IT HAD BEEN. I TURNED A BIT FORWARD THE HEAD ON MY SIDE SLIPPED ONTO MY LAP. I STRETCHED OUT AN ARM AND POKED IT INTO A FACE.

“HEY! WHAT’S THE IDEA?” CAME A VOICE.

“SORRY, SON.” I WHISPERED.

I LEANED BACK AND FELT THE FROZEN SIDE OF THE BOXCAR ON MY BACK. I LIFTED THE HEAD FROM MY LAP, PULLED UP THE OTHER FOOT AND PUT THE HEAD WHERE IT HAD BEEN, RAISED MY KNEES UP TO MY CHIN, ROLLED OVER SIDEWAYS AND TRIED TO GO BACK TO SLEEP. SLOWLY SLEEP CAME WHILE I PRAYED THAT THIS CAR OF HUMANS PACKED LIKE SARDINES MIGHT SOON BE OPENED AND FURTHER MISERY AVERTED. TWICE AGAIN I AWOKE DURING THE NIGHT. ONE OR TWO CIGARETTES GLOWED IN THE DARKNESS, BUT NO ONE SPOKE. JUST DEEP SILENCE, PIERCING COLD, AND THE SWEET REPOSE OF SLEEP.

DAYLIGHT FOUND ALL AWAKE. RESTED BY THE LONG HOURS OF DARKNESS AND SLEEP, WE NOW STARED MOVING AROUND THE BOXCAR. EXCEPT FOR OUR FEET WE FELT WARM. MOST CASES OF COLD FEET WERE CURED BY REMOVING THE SHOES AND MESSAGING THE FEET BRISKLY. DRY SOCKS, WHICH MOST OF US CARRIED IN OUR POCKETS, HELPED ALSO. THE ROOF AND METAL JOINTS OF THE CAR WERE FROSTED LIKE THE INSIDE OF A FRIGIDAIRE. A LOOK OUT THE LITTLE WINDOWS REVEALED THAT THE TRAIN WAS STANDING ON A SINGLE TRACK IN THE MIDST OF A FOREST. THE GROUND AND TREES WERE COVERED WITH SNOW. WHETHER WE WERE ON A MAIN LINE OR A SIDING NO ONE COULD TELL. A FEW GUARDS PACED UP AND DOWN OUTSIDE THE TRIN, THEIR FACES KOTTED WITH THE COLD. CRACKERS AND CHEESE WERE ALL ANY OF US HAD FOR BREAKFAST

THE TRAIN GAVE LURCH AND WE WERE OFF AGAIN. WE PASSED THROUGH SOME VILLAGES AND AFTER A FEW DELAYS WERE IN KOBLENZ ON THE RHINE. FOR SEVERAL BLOCKS FROM THE RIVER FRONT THE CITY HAD BEEN REPEATEDLY BOMBED. WE SAW WHAT HAD ONCE BEEN BEAUTIFUL BUILDINGS, NOW GUTTED, BURNED, AND LEVELED; STARK SPECTERS OF THE TRAGEDY OF WAR. THE TRAIN STOPPED IN THE RAILROAD YARD FOR AN HOUR, RUSSIAN SLAVE LABOR HAD BILLETS IN DERAILED CARS IN THE YARD AND WERE WORKING UNDER GUARD A REPAIRING TRACKS AND FILLING TIN BOMB CRATER. WE MOVED UP TO THE RIVER. “LOOKS LIKE THE OHIO AT PITTSBURGH. EXCEPT FOR THE COLOR,” SOMEONE REMARKED. SPANNING THE RIVER WERE SEVEN BRIDGES, TWO OR THREE OF THEM APPARENTLY STILL USEABLE. ONE HIGH, CONCRETE STRUCTURE HAD TWO SECTIONS COMPLETELY KNOCKED OUT. A RAILROAD BRIDGE HAD BEEN HIT WHILE A TRAIN WAS ON IT, AND TWO OF THE CARS WERE DANGLING OVER THE EDGE OF THE BROKEN SPAN. 

OUR TRAIN MOVED VERY SLOWLY UP TO THE RIVER; THEN ALMOST WITH THE CAUTION OF A ROPE-WALKER SMOOTHLY MADE THE CROSSING. ONCE OVER THE RHINE WE MOVED WITH LESS PRECISION. STOP AND GO LIKE THE HEAVY TRAFFIC ON A CONGESTED THOROUGHFARE, BUT ALL AROUND US NO OTHER TRAINS MOVED. TENEMENT HOUSE AND MIDDLE CLASS RESIDENCE SECTIONS OF THE CITY WERE BOMBED OUT. YET WHEREVER A FLAT OR A FEW ROOMS WERE LEFT WITH A ROOD, THERE WAS EVIDENCE OF OCCUPANCY. MORE STOP AND GO AND THE DAY WORE ON. TWICE THE CITY WAS ALERTED BY THE SOUND OF AIR-RAID SIRENS.

THE GERMANS HAD THREE SIGNALS IN CONNECTION WITH AIR-RAIDS. THREE LONG BLASTS OF FIFTEEN TO TWENTY SECONDS EACH MEANT THAT ALLIED PLANES WERE WITHIN A THREE HUNDRED MILE RADIUS; THIS WAS THE CAUTION SIGNAL. TWELVE SHORT BLASTS OF FOUR SECONDS EACH SIGNIFIED THAT PLANES WERE IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD AND SIGNALED ALL PEOPLE TO TAKE COVER. A LONG STEADY BLAST OF SIXTY SECONDS WAS THE ALL-CLEAR SIGN.

THIS DAY THE SKY WAS CLEAR AND OVERHEAD WE COULD SEE THE VAPOR TRAILS OF SQUADRONS ON THEIR MISSION TO SOUTHERN GERMANY. WE DID NOT KNOW AT THE TIME, BUT SOME OF THOSE PRISONERS WHOM WE LEFT BEHIND AT GEROLSTEIN WERE BEING KILLED BY BOMBINGS THAT TOOK PLACE THIS AFTERNOON.

WHENEVER THE TRAIN STOPPED WE HAD MEN ON THE LOOKOUT FOR CIVILIANS WILLING TO BARTER FOR FOOD. WE FAILED IN THE ATTEMPT, FOR NONE WOULD RISK THE ANGER OF THE GUARD TO COME CLOSE TO THE TRAIN. LATE IN THE AFTERNOON WATER WAS PROVIDED US IN A MARSHALING YARD. SIX MEN WERE TAKEN FROM EACH CAR - BUT ONLY TOW CARS AT A TIME - TO A PUMP AT THE HEAD OF THE TRAIN AND ALLOWED TO BRING BACK AS MANY STEEL HELMETS FULL OF WATER AS THEY COULD CARRY. BY THE TIME THE THIRST OF THE HUMAN CARGO WAS SLAKED IT WAS DUSK AGAIN AND WE WERE BOLTED IN FOR THE NIGHT. CRACKERS AND CHEESE WERE GONE NOW, SO WE SETTLED DOWN TO THINK ABOUT FOOD. GOOD FELLOWSHIP AND NEED FOR COOPERATION INDUCED US TO MAKE ADJUSTMENTS IN THE SLEEPING SITUATION. THE CAR WAS NOT WIDE ENOUGH FOR TWO MEN TO LIE COMFORTABLE FEET TO FEET ACROSS ITS WIDTH. BY TIGHT SQUEEZING ALL BUT TWO OR THREE COULD SIT ABREAST DOWN THE TWO SIDES OF THE CAR. NO ONE WANTED TO SIT NEAR THE ENDS, FOR THERE THE WINDOWS LET IN THE COLD AND THE FLOOR WAS STREWN WITH MANURE. BY SOME WIZARDRY OF HOUSING, WE ALL FOUND A SNUG POSITION FOR A TIME; HEADS WERE ALONG THE OUTER WALLS AND FEET, LEGS, STEEL HELMET, AND SHOES SCRAMBLED TOGETHER IN THE CENTER.

WHEN ONE STOOD UP TO GO THE END OF THE CAR, HE GINGERLY PICKED HIS WAY TO HIS DESTINATION. ON HIS RETURN HIS PLACE WOULD INVARIABLE BE SWALLOWED UP BY THE STRETCHING OUT OF LIMBS. THIS WENT ON INTERMINABLY.

BUDDIES TALKED OF THE INCIDENTS OF THEIR CAPTURE, THE PROGRESS OF THE WAR, THE CONDUCT OF OFFICERS AND MEN, AND THE MYRIAD THINGS THAT MAKE UP THE THOUGH-COMPLEXES AND SPEECH OF SO MANY OF THE ARMED FORCES.

DURING THE DAY SEVERAL HAD ASKED, “FATHER, WILL YOU CONDUCT A SERVICE FOR US?” “SURELY,” I SAID, “ANY TIME YOU THINK IT CONVENIENT.” WHEN EVENING CAME AND THE TRAIN STOPPED AND ALL WERE RELAXED FOR THE TIME AT LEAST, I GAVE A SHORT TALK ON THE PROVIDENCE OF GOD, SAID AN IMPROMPTU PRAYER FOR PROTECTION, FOOD, AND THE SAFETY OF OUR COMRADES EVERYWHERE, NOT FORGETTING THE DEAR ONES AT HOME. THEN WE SANG “GOD BLESS AMERICA” AND “SILENT nIGHT”.

THE SERVICE WAS ENDED, BUT THE SINGING OF SONGS CONTINUED WITH “OLD KING COLE”, “I’VE BEEN WORKING ON THE RAILROAD”, “THE ARTILLERY SONG”, “THE AIR CORPS SONG”, “THE MARINE SONG”; THEN “THE SIDEWALKS OF NEW YORK”, “CARRY ME BACK TO OLD VIRGINIA”, “MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME”, “BACK HOME AGAIN IN INDIANA”, “BEAUTIFUL OHIO”, “MISSOURI WALTZ”, “DEEP IN THE HEART OF TEXAS”, “SPRINGTIME IN THE ROCKIES”, “CALIFORNIA, HERE I COME”, AND SO ON AND ON. WE FORGOT THAT WE WERE HUNGRY, OLD, AND WEAKENING; SOMEHOW THE SINGING WARMED US; THE THOUGHTS OF HOME AND THE PRAYER AND THE MUSIC PREPARED WEARY BODIES AND RESTLESS MINDS AND NERVOUS SOULS FOR THE PEACEFULNESS OF SLEEP.

THE SECOND NIGHT ON THE TRAIN PASSED WITHOUT INCIDENT.

DAWN OF DECEMBER 23RD REVEALED THAT THE FROST ON THE METAL PARTS OF THE CAR HAD GROWN DURING THE NIGHT. ALL THAT DAY THERE WAS THE SAME WATCHING FOR CIVILIANS TO BARTER WITH, THE SAME LACK OF FOOD, THE SAME DOLE OF WATER AS ON THE PRECEDING DAY. ONE INCIDENT CHANGED THE ROUTING. ONE CAR AT A TIME WAS OPENED AND THE MEN ALLOWED OUT ON THE ROADBED TO STRETCH THEIR LEGS. THERE WAS NO AIR-RAID ALARM DURING THE DAYLIGHT HOURS. 

BY EVENING THE TRAIN HAD MOVED AS FAR AS LIMBURG. HERE THERE WAS A LARGE MARSHALING YARDS FOR SUPPLIES AND EQUIPMENT DESTINED TO BE RAILROADED TO THE WESTERN FRONT. WITHIN A MILE OF THE CENTER OF THE AREA WAS A BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE FOR PRISONERS OF WAR. THIS PRISON CAMP WAS THE BASE FROM WHICH PRISONERS WENT OUT TO WORK AS SECTION GANGS ON THE RAILROAD AND AS PACKERS IN FOOD DEPOTS. THE ORIGINAL PLAN WAS THAT OUR TWO TRAINS OF CAPTIVES WERE TO BE HOUSED IN THIS COMPOUND AT LIMBURG. HOWEVER, BEFORE WE WERE REMOVED FROM THE TRAINS, THE CAMP AUTHORITIES EXPRESSED THEIR UNWILLINGNESS TO TAKE ANY MORE PRISONERS, FOR THE COMPOUND WAS ALREADY OVER CONGESTED. OUR TWO TRAINS WERE PULLED ONTO SIDINGS FOUR TRACKS APART WITH THE MAIN LINES RUNNING BETWEEN THEM. IT WAS NOT UP TO THE okw (OBERKOMMAND WEHRMACHT) IN BERLIN TO SAY WHAT DISPOSITION WOULD BE MADE OF US. ALL THIS WE LEARNED FROM THE TRAIN GUARDS WHO BECAME VERY DOWNHEARTED WHEN THEY SAW THAT THEIR GUARD DUTY IN THE COLD WAS PROLONGED AND PROBABLY WOULD EXTEND OVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS INCLUDING CHRISTMAS.

THREE BLASTS FROM THE SIREN MARKED HE FIRST ALERT WE HAD HEARD THAT DAY. THE WARNING SIGNAL SOUNDED ABOUT SIX O’CLOCK, MORE THAN AN HOUR AFTER DARK. WE HAD A PRAYER SERVICE SOME FEW MINUTES LATER, SAND SOME MORE HYMNS AND SONGS. THE STRICT ALERT OF SHORT BLASTS RANG OUT SHRILL IN THE MIDST OF OUR SINGING. YET WE CONTINUED THE SONGS, LITTLE KNOWING THE DANGER THAT WAS APPROACHING ON SINGS OF STEEL. SOON WE HEARD PLANES OVERHEAD AND AN ANTIAIRCRAFT BATTERY OPENED UP. THERE WAS SHOUTING OUTSIDE THE TRAIN AND OUR CAR WAS IN GREAT COMMOTION. A DIVE BOMBER ZOOMED LOW TO DROP THE FLARES WHICH MARKED THE TARGET. THROUGH THE LITTLE WINDOWS WE COULD SEE THAT THE ENTIRE AREA AROUND THE RAILROAD TRACKS WAS LIT WITH A RED GLOW.

“we’re right on the target!”

fear and helplessness gripped us all.

above the din of planes and the excited talking in the car I yelled at the top of my voice, “at ease! at ease!”

there was a respectful silence.

“now everybody repeat after me these words: ‘o my god - I am most sorry for having sinned against you - because you are so good.’” then the words of absolution quickly, as a bomb exploded: “ego wos obsolvo ab omnibus censuris et pecoatis in nomine patris at FILLI et spiritus sancti.” and I too hit the floor.

zoo-o-o-om! whoomp!  zoo-o-o-om! whoomp!

plane after plane came down; the oninous crescendo of the whine of the dive always terminating in the crash and explosion of a bomb. THERE WAS no doubt the bombs were hitting very close to us, for with each EXPLOSION the car bounced on the track like parts of a toy train in a child’s nursery. we clung to one another as we LAY ON the FLOOR of the car with faces buried in our arms or whatever we could find to shield them. 

“father, say some more prayers!” somebody screamed.

“o god, have mercy on us! mary, help us! st. joseph, pray for us!”

OUTSIDE THE CAR WERE LOUD VOICES CALLING IN ENGLISH, “O’FLAHERTY! SULLIVAN! DRUSBBICKI! TRIVISONO! JONES! SMITTY! BILL, WHERE ARE YOU?” PRISONERS FROM SOME OF THE OTHER CARS HAD BROKEN DOWN THE DOORS AND ABANDONED THE TRAIN. BUDDIES WERE BEING SEPARATED ONE FROM ANOTHER AND THEY WERE TRYING TO REACH SAFETY.

A PANIC-STRICKEN BOY NEAR ME YELLED, “LET’S GET OUT OF HERE. COME ON, BREAK DOWN THE DOOR!”

PERHAPS IT WAS GOOD JUDGMENT, PERHAPS IT WAS JUST A WILD GUESS, BUT I PREFER TO LOOK ON IT AS AN INSPIRATION THAT WAS AN ANSWER TO OUR PRAYERS. I SHOUTED: “AT EASE! AT EASE! STAY WHERE YOU ARE. WE HAVE PROTECTION HERE FROM ALL BUT A DIRECT HIT. LIE LOW AND KEEP OUR HEADS COVERED.”

THE BOOMING AND CRASHING BEGAN AGAIN. ANOTHER WAVE OF BOMBERS WAS ON US.

“FATHER, SAY SOME MORE PRAYERS.”

“LET’S SAY THE ROSARY,” I SAID. “ANSWER AS LOUD AS YOU CAN, BUT KEEP YOUR FACES COVERED. ION THE NAME OF THE FATHER AND OF THE SON AND OF THE HOLY GHOST. AMEN”

BY SHOUTING LOUD WE COULD HEAR ONE ANOTHER ABOVE THE DIN OF THE BOMBING. I CANNOT HELP REMEMBERING THE RESPONSE TO THE HAIL MARY’S.

“HAIL MARY, FULL OF GRACE ....”  ZOOM!

“HOLY MARY, MOTHER OF GOD, PRAY FOR US SINNERS ....”  WHOOMP!

WE FINISHED THE FIRST DECADE.

THE EXPLOSIONS AND THE SHOUTING OUTSIDE THE CAR CONTINUED. 

THE SECOND DECADE PASSED AND THEN THERE WAS A LULL.

“IT’S OVER!” CAME A SHOUT.

“SHUT UP!  BE STILL” I INTERRUPTED SOMEWHERE IN THE THIRD DECADE. “GLORY BE TO THE FATHER ...”  ZOOM! IT STARTED AGAIN.

WE BOUNCED THROUGH THE FOURTH MYSTERY AND INTO THE FIFTH.

PLOP!  PLOP! LUMPS OF SOMETHING WERE LANDING ON THE ROOD OF OUR CAR. FRAGMENTS OF DEBRIS HURLED INTO THE AIR BY THE EXPLOSIONS.

THE OUTSIDE NOISES CEASED AND VOICES DROPPED IN VOLUME AS WE CAME TO THE END OF THE LAST DECADE. THE ROSARY FINISHED, WE WAITED TO THE NEXT WAVE TO COME IN. HOLDING OUR BREATH IN FEAR THAT IT WOULD BE OUR TURN TO BE HIT, WE WAITED. THE INTERVAL WAS LENGTHENING. PERHAPS THE RAID IS OVER. WE ALL HOPED THAT IT WAS. MINUTES PASSED AND WE BREATHED WITH GREATER EASE AND REGULARITY. SOME ONE STOOD UP TO THE WINDOW.

“LOOK! THE WHOLE TOWN IS BURNING.” THEY OPENED THE FOUR LITTLE WINDOWS AND THE FLICKERS FROM THE GREAT FIRES LIT UP OUR FACES. BEWILDERMENT, FEAR, RELIEF, HOPE, ALL EXPRESSED THEMSELVES AT ONCE.

“CLICK, CLICK, CLICK,” BARKED THE ANTI-AIRCRAFT BATTERIES AGAIN. “SHUT THE WINDOWS! GET DOWN!”

“CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, CLICK.” WE HELD OUR BREATH IN EXPECTATION OF ANOTHER DIVE AND EXPLOSION OF A BOMB. BUT NO MORE PLANES SWOOPED IN AND NO MORE BOMBS FELL. THE RAID WAS OVER. THE BATTERIES CEASED FIRING. THE GLOW FROM THE FIRES BRIGHTENED AND WE COULD SEE COLUMNS OF SMOKE AND FLAME RISING TOGETHER EVER HIGHER AND HIGHER. THERE WAS LITTLE TALKING. WE SAT ON THE FLOOR IN SILENCE, EACH MAN WITH HIS OWN THOUGHT.

“THANK GOD, WE WERE NOT HIT, FATHER.” CAME A WHISPER.

“YES, JOE, AND THANK OUR BLESSED MOTHER TOO.”

WE SAT OR STOOD DAZED FROM THE RAID. IT’S HARD TO SAY HOW LONG.

THEN SOMEONE SAID, “WHO WANTS SOME CHEESE AND CRACKERS?”

THAT BROKE THE SPELL. WE LAUGHED, AND JOKED, AND RELATED TO ONE ANOTHER THE EMOTIONS EXPERIENCED IN THE BOMBING.

A SQUAD OF GUARDS CAME DOWN EITHER SIDE OF THE TRAIN EXAMINING THE LOCKS ON THE CARS. SOME ONE SHOUTED A DERISIVE OATH AT THEM, “GET OUT OF HERE, YOU GOONS!”

“HEY! THEY’LL SHOOT YOU FOR THAT. REMEMBER OUR ALLIES DID THIS BOMBING AND WE ARE AT THE MERCY OF THESE PEOPLE,” WAS THE REBUKE WE GAVE HIM. THEN I SPOKE TO MY FELLOW PRISONERS URGING THEM TO BE CAREFUL HOW THEY TREATED THE GUARDS. “JUST PUT YOURSELF IN THEIR PLACES. HOW WOULD YOU TREAT A BUNCH OF ARROGANT GERMANS IF YOU HAD THEM PRISONER IN YOUR HOME TOWN AFTER IT WAS BOMBED AND BURNING LIKE THIS? DON’T THINK I AM SOFT-HEARTED. THIS IS JUST COMMON SENSE.”

THE NIGHT WORE ON; WE RECOVERED FROM THE NERVE-RACKING EXPERIENCE OF THE EVENING; HUNGER MADE ITSELF FELT AGAIN. SOME MEN LAY ON THE FLOOR EXHAUSTED. THE RAGING FIRES WERE TAPERING DOWN; AROUND MIDNIGHT THE ALL-CLEAR SIGNAL BLEW. WE WENT THROUGH THE PROCESS OF ARRANGING SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS; EVENTUALLY ALL DROPPED OFF TO SLEEP.

THE DAWN OF CHRISTMAS EVE WAS BRIGHT AND COLD. WE WERE FEELING THE COLD ALL THE MORE BECAUSE OF LACK OF FOOD. THE TRAIN HAD NOT MOVED DURING THE NIGHT, NOR COULD WE MOVE IN DAYLIGHT FOR LACK OF TRACKS. THE BOMBING OF THE PREVIOUS NIGHT HAD GUTTED THE ROAD-BED AHEAD OF US. IN THE COURSE OF THE MORNING WE LEARNED THAT SEVERAL OF OUR MEN HAD BEEN KILLED DURING THE RAID AND OTHERS INJURED. ALL WERE MEN WHO HAD BROKEN OUT OF THE CARS AND TRIED TO FLEE THE TARGET. ONE CAR SUFFERED A FEW MINOR CASUALTIES WHEN A LARGE BOULDER LANDED ON THE ROOD AND THEN CRASHED THROUGH TO THE FLOOR. 

AFTER OUR LIBERATION WE SAW THE LIST OF SIXTY-FIVE AMERICAN OFFICERS WHO WERE KILLED THAT NIGHT BY A DIRECT HIT ON ONE OF THE BARRACKS IN THE LIMBURG PRISON CAMP. AMONG THEM THE THREE OFFICERS OF MY BATTALION MEDICAL STAFF, DOCTOR DIAMON, CAPT. HENE AND LT. BLACKE. HOW THEY WERE TRANSPORTED FROM THE GERMAN FIELD HOSPITAL WHERE I LAST SAW THEM, I’LL NEVER KNOW. WE HAD HAD MANY PLEASANT AND SOME HARROWING EXPERIENCES TOGETHER. ALL THREE WERE SPLENDID MEN AND FILLED THEIR POSTS WITH EXCEPTIONAL DEVOTION.

AT NOON WE WERE TO GET SOME FOOD. BEFORE ANYTHING WAS DONE ABOUT IT, HOWEVER, THE SIRENS ANNOUNCED THAT PLANES WERE OVER THE COUNTRY. THERE WAS GREAT FEAR OF ANOTHER RAID ON LIMBURG. SOME OF THE SENIOR OFFICERS WHO KNEW THERE WERE CHAPLAINS ON THE TRAINS ASKED IF WE MIGHT SAY A FEW WORDS TO THE MEN LOCKED IN THE CARS. CHAPLAIN MARK MOORE STARTED THE SEARCH FOR US AND THEN ASSIGNED EACH ONE A NUMBER OF CARS TO VISIT. A GUARD UNLOCKED THE DOOR AND LET ME OUT. 

IN ORDER TO BE HEARD WITHIN A CAR IT WAS NECESSARY TO CLIMB UP THE IRON LADDER ON THE OUTSIDE OF THE CAR UNTIL THE FACE WAS LEVEL WITH THE LITTLE WINDOWS. WHILE ALMOST CHINNING MYSELF, I GAVE AN EXHORTATION TO PATIENCE, COURAGE, AND PRAYER-.....

TWO ANNOUNCEMENTS WE HAD TO MAKE: WE WOULD BE WOULD BE GIVEN FOOD WHEN THE PRESENT ALERT WAS OVER, AND WE WOULD MOVE ON TO ANOTHER PRISON CAMP AS SOON AS THE TRACKS WERE REPAIRED. AS I WAS CLIMBING THE SIDES OF THE BOXCARS I COULD SEE SOMETHING THAT WAS NOT VISIBLE TO THE MEN AND WHICH GAVE THE LIE TO EVERYTHING I WAS TELLING THEM. CIVILIANS BY THE HUNDREDS WERE SLOWLY MOVING INTO A LARGE AIR-RAID SHELTER WHICH WAS DUG INTO THE SIDE OF A HILL. THEY CARRIED BLANKETS AND BASKETS OF FOOD. IT WAS CLEAR TO ME THAT THEY EXPECTED ANOTHER RAID BEFORE THE DAY WAS DONE. AFTER VISITING ABOUT TWELVE CARS AND ANSWERING MANY QUESTIONS ABOUT THE SITUATION AND THE PEOPLE I HAD SEEN IN MY TRAVELS UP AND DOWN THE TRAIN, I HAD TO GIVE UP. THE JOB OF SUPPORTING ME AND TALKING AT THE SAME TIME BEGAN TO TELL ON ME AND I FELT WEAK. THE SUN WAS SINKING LOW WHEN I RETURNED TO MY CAR HOPING AND PRAYING THERE WOULD BE NO RAID THIS NIGHT.






---------------------
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“On December 24 (Christmas Eve) we convinced the guards that it would be to their advantage if they would let the Chaplains talk to the men. So Chaplains Neal, Paul W. Cavanaugh and I went to the eighty box cars and spoke to the men.”






----------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

IN THE GATHERING TWILIGHT SOME WOMEN CAME BESIDE THE TRAIN WITH BREAD. THEY WERE CONDUCTING WHAT PRACTICALLY AMOUNTED TO AN AUCTION. MOVING FROM CAR TO CAR THEY ASKED WHAT THEY COULD HAVE IN EXCHANGE FOR A LOAF OF BREAD. THEN, WITHOUT CONCLUDING A BARGAIN THEY WOULD MOVE ON TO THE NEXT CAR. WHERE THE OFFERINGS WERE GREATEST THEY TRADED THEIR WARES.

AFTER MUCH HAGGLING AND COLLECTING THE BOYS WITH ME OBTAINED FOUR LOAVES OF BREAD IN EXCHANGE FOR SEVERAL BILL-FOLDS, SOME FOUNTAIN PENS, AND A FEW PACKAGES OF CIGARETTES. FOUR LOAVES OF BREAD FOR SIXTY MEN, “WHAT ARE THESE AMONG SO MANY?” THEY BROUGHT THE LOAVES TO ME, PERHAPS IN THE HOPE THAT I MIGHT PERFORM A MIRACLE OF MULTIPLICATION. I APPRECIATED THE COURTESY, BUT SUGGESTED THAT WE GET A MESS SERGEANT TO DO THE DIVIDING. 

WE HAD A DANDY FELLOW WITH US IN THE CAR, T/4 JOHN BARBEAU, COOK FROM ANTI-TANK COMPANY OF THE 422ND REGIMENT, WHOSE HOME IS IN DAYTON, OHIO. UNDER THE LIGHT OF A FEW MATCHES AND THE BEAM FROM A FLASHLIGHT WITH A VERY WEAK BATTERY JOHNNY DIVIDED THE BREAD INTO SIXTY EQUAL PARTS AND ALL WERE SATISFIED - NOT SO MUCH WITH THE QUANTITY AS WITH THE FAIRNESS OF DIVISION. WITH THE TWELFTH OF A LOAF OF BREAD IN US FOR THE DAY’S SUPPLY OF CALORIES, WE FELT WARMER AND HAPPIER.

“FATHER, JUST THINK, THIS IS CHRISTMAS EVE. YOU WILL HAVE TO SAY A GOOD PRAYER WITH US TONIGHT. AND LET’S SING ALL THE CHRISTMAS SONGS WE KNOW.” I MUST CONFESS THAT REMARKS LIKE THIS MADE ME VERY HAPPY. IT WAS REALLY WORTH THE PRICE OF SUFFERING TO BE WITH THIS GANG OF GRAND AMERICAN BOYS, THOUSANDS OF MILES FROM HOME, PRISONERS IN THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY, BRAVE, COURAGEOUS SOULS WHO HAD DONE THEIR PART AND NOBLE PART TO PRESERVE THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS FOR AMERICA AND THE WORLD.

WHEN ALL WERE SEATED AND SLEEPING ARRANGEMENTS WERE FINISHED TO THE SATISFACTION OF ALL, AND THE FRIENDLY ARGUMENTS AND JOKING QUIETED DOWN, I BEGAN OUR CHRISTMAS EVE DEVOTIONS THUS:

“AT EASE.”

“FELLOWS, WE ARE IN A TOUGH SPOT ON A NIGHT LIKE THIS WHEN OUR THOUGHTS CANNOT BUT CLING TO OUR HOMES, OUR DEAR ONES, AND THE JOYS THAT SHOULD BE OURS AT CHRISTMAS. YOU HAVE BEEN VERY THOUGHTFUL IN ASKING ME TO PRAY WITH YOU THE PAST FEW NIGHTS, AND I APPRECIATE YOUR RESPECT AND REVERENCE FOR THE THINGS I STAND FOR. I WILL TRY MY BEST TO FORMULATE IN WORDS THAT YOU ALL WOULD LIKE TO SAY TO GOD TONIGHT. TRY TO FOLLOW ME THOUGHTFULLY AND REVERENTLY IN THE PRAYER THAT I SAY.

“IN THE NAME OF THE FATHER AND OF THE SON AND OF THE HOLY GHOST.”

“ETERNAL FATHER, WE REALLY AND TRULY BELIEVE THAT YOU ARE HERE PRESENT AND CAN SEE INTO OUR HEARTS. WE ASK YOU TO HELP US TO PRAY IN THE MANNER WORTHY OF YOUR INFINITE MAJESTY.

“WE ARE YOUR SONS, AND WE KNOW THAT YOU LOVE US, FOR THIS VERY NIGHT MORE THAN NINETEEN CENTURIES AGO ANOTHER SON OF YOURS WAS BORN IN A STABLE IN BETHLEHEM. HE WAS YOUR ETERNAL SON, AND YOU SENT HIM INTO THIS WORLD TO BE BORN IN POVERTY, TO LIVE IN SUFFERING, AND TO DIE A PAINFUL DEATH IN ORDER THAT HE MIGHT TEACH US HOW TO LIVE AND HOW TO PUT UP WITH OUR SUFFERINGS.

“TONIGHT THE WORLD IS COMMEMORATING THE BIRTH OF YOUR SON, JESUS CHRIST. WE WISH TO GO IN SPIRIT TO THAT CAVE IN BETHLEHEM AND UNITE OURSELVES WITH THE ANGELS, WITH MARY, THE CHILD’S MOTHER, AND JOSEPH, HIS FOSTER-FATHER, WITH THE SHEPHERDS WHO CAME TO SEE HIM. WE ADORE HIM. WE UNITED OUR ADORATION WITH ALL THOSE WHO ACKNOWLEDGE THAT JESUS CHRIST IS GOD. ETERNAL FATHER, HE WHO WAS WITH YOU FROM ALL ETERNITY HAS BECOME A BROTHER TO US THIS CHRISTMAS NIGHT. WE ARE DEEPLY GRATEFUL TO YOU THAT YOU HAVE GIVEN US THIS GIFT. THIS CHILD IS THE FIRST CHRISTMAS GIFT TO THE WORLD; HE IS THE GREATEST AND MOST PRECIOUS GIFT. SO FIRST OF ALL WE THANK YOU FROM THE BOTTOM OF OUR HEARTS FOR THIS SIGN OF YOUR GREAT LOVE OF US.

“LORD, THERE ARE SO MANY THINGS TOO THAT WE WANT TO THANK YOU FOR. WE THANK YOU THAT WE ARE STILL ALIVE AFTER THE DANGERS AND NARROW ESCAPEE WE HAVE BEEN THROUGH DURING THE PAST FEW DAYS. WE THANK YOU FOR THE SUCCESSES WE HAVE HAD IN COMBAT AND THE VICTORIES ALL OVER THE WORLD WHICH OUR FORCES HAVE GAINED. WE THINK YOU FOR THE COURAGE OF OUR MEN IN THE ARMY AND THE NAVY, AND FOR THE MATERIALS OF WAR THAT YOU HAVE PLACED AT OUR DISPOSAL TO GAIN THESE VICTORIES. WE THANK YOU FOR OUR COUNTRY AND ITS CITIZENS WHO ARE WORKING TOGETHER TO MAKE THIS WORLD A BETTER PLACE TO LIVE IN. WE THANK YOU FOR ALL THE BLESSING S YOU HAVE GIVEN TO THIS WHOLE WORLD, TO OUR COUNTRY, TO OUR FORCES, TO OUR FAMILIES, AND TO OURSELVES.

“TO SHOW OUR GRATITUDE WE PROMISE THAT WE WILL LIVE BETTER LIVES IN THE FUTURE. IN THE PAST WE HAVE NOT ALWAYS DONE WHAT WE KNEW WAS RIGHT AND WHAT WE OUGHT TO HAVE DONE TO MAKE OURSELVES PLEASING TO YOU. YOU ARE SO GOOD IN YOURSELF AND INFINITELY WORTHY TO BE SERVED. LORD, WE ARE SORRY FOR THE SINS WE HAVE COMMITTED AND WE WISH THAT WE HAD NOT DONE THE BAD THINGS THAT HAVE GRIEVED YOU AND CAUSED SO MUCH SUFFERING TO YOUR SON, JESUS CHRIST. IT IS BECAUSE PEOPLE WHOM YOU CREATED HAVE FAILED TO SERVE YOU IN THE RIGHT WAY THAT THERE IS SO MUCH SUFFERING IN THE WORLD TODAY. THIS WAR WHICH IS THE CAUSE OF OUR PRESENT SUFFERING HAS COME ABOUT BECAUSE MEN AND NATIONS HAVE FAILED IN HEIR DUTY TO YOU AND TO THEIR FELLOW MEN. LORD, AS A SIGN THAT WE ARE REALLY SORRY FOR OUR MISDEEDS WE ACCEPT THE COLD AND HUNGER AND THE MISERY WE NOW ENDURE AS A PUNISHMENT THAT WE REALLY DESERVE. ON THE FIRST CHRISTMAS NIGHT THAT OTHER SON OF OURS WAS LYING ON STRAW JUST AS WE ARE TONIGHT. HE SUFFERED FROM THE WINTER COLD AS WE SUFFER NOW. HE WAS FORSAKEN.

“HE WAS FORSAKEN AS WE ARE FORSAKEN TONIGHT, LORD SOMEHOW OR OTHER WE FEEL CLOSE TO THAT INFANT CHRIST, CLOSER THAN WE EVER WERE BEFORE AND THAT CLOSENESS TO HIM BRINGS HAPPINESS AND JOY TO OUR HEARTS AND COMFORTS US IN THE MISERY WE NOW ENDURE.

“BECAUSE WE ARE SO LIKE TO CHRIST TONIGHT WE KNOW THAT YOU WILL HEAR OUR PRAYERS. LORD, THERE ARE MANY THINGS WE HAVE TO ASK FORM YOU. OUR MOST PRESSING NEED AT THIS TIME IS FOOD. FOR SEVERAL DAYS WE HAVE NOT HAD ENOUGH TO EAT. WE ASK YOU EARNESTLY, THEREFORE, TO SEND US SOME FOOD SOON TO STRENGTHEN US AND WARM US. WE ASK THAT YOU MAY SOFTEN THE HEARTS OF THESE PEOPLE WHO CAN HELP US, ESPECIALLY AT THIS TIME WHEN ALL MEN’S HEARTS SHOULD BE MOVED TO HELP THOSE WHO ARE IN DISTRESS.

“WE aSK YOU TO CONTINUE TO BLESS US AND PRESERVE US FROM HARM. WE ARE STILL IN THE DANGER ZONE OF WAR AND HELPLESS TO DEFEND OURSELVES. WE RELY ON YOUR PROTECTION ALL THE MORE.

“WE PRAY ALSO FOR ALL THOSE WHO ARE IN NEED OF YOUR HELP. FIRST OF ALL, LORD, BLESS THOSE WHO ARE NEAR AND DEAR TO US; OUR HOMES, OUR MOTHERS AND FATHERS, OUR BROTHERS, AND SISTERS, OUR WIVES AND OUR CHILDREN. GIVE THEM THE STRENGTH THEY NEED TO BEAR THE GRIEF THAT IS SOON TO COME ON THEM WHEN THEY LEARN THAT WE, THEIR LOVED ONES, ARE MISSING IN ACTION. GIVE THEM THE COURAGE THEY WILL NEED TO ENDURE THE AGONY OF UNCERTAINTY WITH OUR SEPARATION FROM THE MEANS OF COMMUNICATION WILL CAUSE THEM. LET THEM HAVE A HAPPY CHRISTMAS AT HOME. WHILE WE ARE THINKING OF THOSE HOMES, PLEASE BLESS EVERY ONE OF THEM AND PRESERVE THEM FROM THE RUIN WE HAVE SEEN IN THIS COUNTRY. BLESS ALL THOSE WHO ARE RESPONSIBLE FOR KEEPING THEM INTACT. BLESS OUR PRESIDENT, OUR CONGRESS, AND OUR FEDERAL AND CIVIL OFFICIALS; BLESS OUR ARMY AND NAVY AND THOSE WHO ARE ENCRUSTED WITH THE LIVES OF SO MANY MILLIONS OF OUR COUNTRYMEN DURING THIS TERRIBLE WAR. 

“ONE LAST REQUEST WE HAVE TO MAKE AND WE MAKE IT WITH ALL OUR HEARTS. LORD, GRANT PEACE TO THE WORLD. WE HAVE SEEN ENOUGH OF THE TERRIBLE THINGS THAT WAR HAS BROUGHT TO UNDERSTAND THE GREAT BLESSING OF PEACE. GRANT THAT WE MAY SON GAIN A TRIUMPHANT VICTORY OVER OUR ENEMIES AND GRANT THAT THE PEACE WHICH CHRIST, WHO IS CALLED THE PRINCE OF PEACE, CAME TO BRING US MAY BE ESTABLISHED ALL OVER THE WORLD. AMEN.

“NOW LET US SING.”

WE SANG SILENT NIGHT, ADESTE FIDELES, LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM, THE FIRST NOEL, GLORIA IN EXCELSIS DEO.

THEN SOMEONE SUGGESTED JINGLE BELLS, AND FROM THAT WE WENT ON TO THE POPULAR SONGS OF THE ARMY AND THE HIT PARADE AND THE FAVORITES OF LONG AGO.

WHEN THE SINGING TAPERED OFF INTO HUMMING AND THE INTIMATE CONVERSATION IN LITTLE GROUPS, IT WAS SUGGESTED THAT I TELL A STORY. NOW I WAS NEVER SUCCESSFUL AT STORY-TELLING, HENCE I TRIED TO BEG OFF AND URGED THAT SOMEONE ELSE DO THE HONORS. BUT ALL WERE INSISTENT. I CONSENTED FINALLY WITH THESE WORDS: “THE ONLY STORY WORTH TELLING ON CHRISTMAS EVE IS THE STORY OF CHRISTMAS, SO IF YOU ARE WILLING TO LISTEN I WILL RELATE THE EVENTS OF THE BIRTH OF CHRIST.”

SO WITH AN AUDIENCE OF FIFTY-NINE GI’s WHO WERE PERHAPS CLOSER TO ME THAN ANY AUDIENCE I HAD EVER HAD AND YET WERE INVISIBLE BECAUSE OF THE TOTAL DARKNESS IN THE BOXCAR, I BEGAN TO RELATE THE SWEETEST STORY EVER TOLD. IT WAS A UNIQUE OPPORTUNITY TO EXPLAIN THE MYSTERY OF GOD’S DEALING WITH MEN. I STARTED WITH THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION (WHICH NECESSITATED A FLASH-BACK TO ORIGINAL SIN), THE ESPOUSALS OF MARY AND JOSEPH, THE ANNUNCIATION AND INCARNATION, THE DECREE OF CAESAR AUGUSTUS, THE JOURNEY TO BETHLEHEM, CULMINATING IN THE EVENTS OF THE VIRGIN BIRTH. 

ALL THIS TOOK PERHAPS AN HOUR. THE QUIET OF THE CAR WAS GRATIFYING. ALL SEEMED TO BE LISTENING IN RAPTURE. I PAUSED AND WAITED FOR SOMEONE TO SPEAK, PERHAPS TO ASK A QUESTION OR SUGGEST SOME FURTHER DEVELOPMENT. NO ONE SPOKE.

“WELL,” I SAID. “WE CAN CONTINUE THE STORY.” I RELATED THE MYSTERY OF THE SHEPHERDS AND THE COMING OF THE HILL-PEOPLE TO THE MANGER OF THE CHRIST CHILD. ANOTHER PAUSE AND STILL NO ONE SPOKE. SO I WENT ON WITH THE ACCOUNT OF THE COMING OF THE KINGS FROM THE EAST. THAT FINISHED, THERE STILL WAS SILENCE. I WAITED A LONGER TIME FOR SOME ONE TO STIR OR BREAK THE MAGIC SPELL. THERE WAS NO EVEN THE GLOW FROM A CIGARETTE. I WHISPERED TO PAUL DALTON WHO WAS STRETCHED OUT SOMEWHERE NEAR ME, “PAUL, ARE YOU ASLEEP?” THERE WAS NO ANSWER. IN A LOUDER VOICE I ASKED. “IS EVERYBODY SATISFIED?” NO RESPONSE. IN A MODERATE TONE I INQUIRED, “IS ANYBODY AWAKE?” NOT EVEN THE ECHO OF MY VOICE. ALL WAS STILL AND CALM AND PEACEFUL. IT WAS IN TRUTH -

SILENT NIGHT, HOLY NIGHT,

ALL IS CALM...

I IMAGINED THE ANGELS EVER SO SOFTLY SINGING,

SLEEP IN HEAVENLY PEACE,

SLEEP IN HEAVENLY PEACE.

AND I WAS VERY HAPPY. IT WAS A CHRISTMAS I’LL NOT SOON FORGET.

NEAR MIDNIGHT WE WERE JOLTED WITH A KNOCKING AT THE DOOR OF THE car.

“raus!  raus! open up the door. do you want to eat?”

some american officers and german guards were bringing us food that had been promised hours before. “let us have four men, and bring some helmets.”

in a short time the four MEN returned with twelve loaves of bread and two helmets full of something that might be called a hybrid of jelly, jam, marmalade and molasses. it was sweet, stringy, sticky and lumpy.

“o boy! father, you sure did good with that prayer.”

“what a feast! and so soon after we prayed for it.” were the comments.

and what a time we had with the food. first we selected food HANDLERS, and here JOHN barbeau again come in for the job of chief mess SERGEANT. then there was need for a solid base on which to spread the jam. my flashlight still gave the faintest beam of light. the SPIRITS OF ALL were lifted with the sight of food, and the joy of a little CHILD’S discovery of the christmas tree faded in contrast with our joy of eating bread and jelly at MIDNIGHT in a german boxcar. we laughed with DELIGHT as the sticky THREADS and drops of jam got all over OUR faces, our hands, and our clothes as we passed the precious morsels DOWN the zig-zig lines of dirty hands to the men at the ends of the car; then to those nearer the middle, and finally to the center. there followed the second round, and then a third until someone said, “enough; save the rest for tomorrow.” but theN to prevent any EMBARRASSMENT or cause for complaint, the bread was divided equally among all, and the remains of the gooey liquid we left in the helmets only for want of containers to portion out each man his share. cigarettes (we still had a SUPPLY of those) and chatter and wise-cracks and the spirit of christmas helped us FORGET THE COLD, THE cramped conditions , the hard wooden floor, and the fact that we were prisoners of war lOcked for the fourth night on the train. I think I was the first to drop off again to sleep.

when I awoke it was daylight, the sun shining, the ground covered with a fresh layer of snow, and the train was still STANDING IN the railroad YARD at limburg. church bells were ringing, the merry christmas bells summoning the german folk to mass. shrill and CLEAR they SOUNDED IN the CRISP, cold air and over the snow-covered city. how we would have liked to escape from the train and steal silently IN TO some neighborhood church. in medieval times on days like this warriors proclaimed the truce of god and mingled TOGETHER in prayer at the crib of the prince of peace. but THERE was no FREEDOM for us. the cars remained locked and up and own the track paced the guards ready to fire at any prisoner who should attempt to escape.

before noon the damage done by the bombs to the TRACKS ahead of us was repaired and the train started moving. we stopped at a station (I have forgotten the name) and were given water to drink. attempts to BARTER with civilians along the tracks failed. we switched from the main track onto a spur and by two o’clock on christmas afternoon were at the end of the line - bad orb.
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AIR OPERATIONS (HOME)

 23/24 DEC NIGHT OPERATIONS

157 AIRCRAFT DISPATCHED

ON FOLLOWING OPERATIONS:

--
 BITBURG RAILWAY CENTER


MOSQUITOS

 `
(22 MILES EAST OF KOBLENZ)

--
 LIMBURG RAILWAY CENTER


MOSQUITOS

 
(7 MILES N.E. OF BONN).

--
 BREMEN, HANNOVER, OSNABRUCK

MOSQUITOS



AND MUNSTER.


37 BN
BOMBER SUPPORT


27 MOSQUITSO










13 STERLINGS










9 HALIFXES











5 FORTRESSES










5 LIBERATORS

--  WEATHER RECONNAISSANCE


MOSQUITOS


RESULTS
LIMBURG RAILWAY CENTRE


50 MOSQUITOS ATTACKED, BETWEEN 1805 AND 1831 HOURS,


DROPPING APPROXIMATELY 51 TONS H.E. (INCLUDING 25


X 4,000 LB). AND 24 X 250 LB. MARKER BOMBS IN ONDITIONS 
VARIOUSLY REPORTE AS FROM NIL TO 7/10THS THIN LOW


STRATO-CUMULUS OR HAZE.







-----


THE MARKING THROUGHOUT WAS GOOD AND PRACTICALLY ALL

THE MAIN FORCE AIRCRAFT WERE ABLE TO BOMB IN THE MARKERS,

AND BOMBING APPEARED TO HAVE BEEN WELL CONCENTRATED.

TWO GOOD EXPLOSIONS AND SEVERAL FIRES WERE OBSERVED




VERY SLIGHT HEAVY FLAK WAS ENCOUNTERED

SIEGBURG RAILWAY CENTRE. 


38 MOSQUITOS ATTACKED, BETWEEN 1728 AND 1750 HOURS,

DROPPING APPROXIMATELY 50 TONS OF H.E. BOMBS

(INCLUDING 19 X 4,000 LB) FROM BETWEEN 23/27,000 FEET 

IN CLOUDLESS CONDITION BUT SOME GROUND HAZE.


THE AIRCRAFT ATTACKED EITHER ON THEIR LEADERS OR FAILING THAT, OWNING TO APPROACHING DAKNESS, ON

NAVIGATIONAL AIDS OR BOMB FLASHES. NO ACCURATE ASESMENT OF BOMBING RESULTS CAN BE MADE.


VERY SLIGHT HEAVY FLAK WAS ENCOUNTERED


ONE MOSQUITO ATTACKED COLOGNE DROPPING 1 X 4000 LF

H.E. BOMB AT 1738 HOURS

CHAPTER FOUR

BAD ORB

IT WAS A BRIGHT, SHARP CHRISTMAS AFTERNOON. WE DETRAINED AT BAD ORB AND LINE UP FIVE ABREAST NEAR A QUAINT LITTLE RAILROAD STATION WHICH PROBABLY SAW GAY PARTIES OF TOURISTS AND HEALTH SEEKERS COMING AND GOING IN THE DAYS WHEN THE GERMAN PEOPLE WERE FREE TO ENJOY THE LEISURE OF MINERAL WATERS AND SULFUR BATHS. WE MARCHED DOWN A BROAD STREET LINE WITH SUMMER HOTELS WHOSE NAMES READ LIKE A LITANY OF THE SAINTS AND THEN INTO A NARROW STREET WITH CLEAN-LOOKING, SUBSTANTIAL, MIDDLE-CLASS DWELLINGS. HERE WE HALTED, AS WE LATER FOUND OUT, TO WAIT FOR THE SECOND SECTION OF THE PRISON TRAIN TO BRING IN THE REST OF THE PRISONERS. ORDERS WERE GIVEN THAT NO PRISONER WAS O STEP OUT OF LINE ONTO THE SIDEWALK. IT WOULD BE HARD TO SAY WHETHER THE CIVILIANS OR THE PRISONERS WERE MORE WIDE-EYED WITH ASTONISHMENT AS WOMEN, CHILDREN, AND OLD MEN WALKED UP AND DOWN WHISPERING TO ONE ANOTHER, “AMERICANISCHE”, AND WE LOOKED AT THEM DRESSED IN THEIR SPLENDID CLOTHES AND SAID, “IT DOESN’T LOOK LIKE THESE PEOPLE ARE SUFFERING FROM THE WAR.”

I WAS STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE COBBLESTONE STREET DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF A FRENCH WINDOW SIX FEET UP FROM THE GROUND LEVEL. FRAMED IN THE WINDOW WAS A TYPICAL GERMAN FAMILY - A MIDDLE AGED LADY, THREE CHILDREN, AND AN OLD MAN. A GI ASKED THE LADY BY SIGNS TO FILL HIS CANTEEN WITH WATER. THE LADY BECAME FRIGHTENED AND CLOSED THE WINDOW AS SHE SIGNED BACK THAT SHE WAS AFRAID OF THE GUARDS. HER TEARS WERE EVIDENT AS SHE MOVED BACK INTO THE INTERIOR OF THE ROOM. SHORTLY AFTER, ANOTHER GI WAS SO WEAKENED BY THE EXHAUSTION HE SUFFERED THAT HE STEPPED OVER TO THE CURB STONE AND SAT DOWN WITH HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS. THE SADDENED FACE OF THE FRAU APPEARED AGAIN IN THE WINDOW FOR A MOMENT, THEN DISAPPEARED. PRESENTLY SHE RETURNED, OPENED THE WINDOW, LOOKED TO SEE IF ANY GUARDS WERE WATCHING HER, AND HANDED DOWN A SMALL PITCHER OF WARM MILK FOR THE SICK BOY. HE DRANK IT SLOWLY, FELT REFRESHED, AND HIMSELF GRATEFULLY SMUGGLED BACK THE PITCHER TO THE CHARITABLE LADY.

WHEN WE WERE WEARY WITH STANDING AND CHILLED THROUGH AND THROUGH. THE SECOND SECTION OF THE TRAIN ARRIVE AT BAD ORB. THE PRISONERS DETRAINED; ANOTHER COUNT WAS MADE OF US. FORMING A LONG COLUMN OF ABOUT 1500 WE WERE ON THE ROAD AGAIN. IT WAS A RELIEF TO BE OUT OF THE BOXCARS, TO STRETCH OUR LEGS, TO TAKE DEEP BREATHS OF FRESH, COLD AIR. WE HAD NO IDEA HOW FAR WE WERE GOING TO WALK AND TO WHAT DESTINATION. THROUGH A BUSINESS DISTRICT WE MOVED, PAST SOME MORE HOTELS, THEN INTO A RESIDENCE SECTION, AND FINALLY OUT OF THE TOWN. HERE WE FOUND OURSELVES AT THE FOOT OF A LONG BEAUTIFUL VALLEY WITH THE HILLS ON EITHER SIDE COVERED WITH CHRISTMAS TREES. THE ENTIRE LANDSCAPE WAS SNOW-COVERED. ON SOME OF THE OPEN SPACES LITTLE BOYS WERE SKIING DOWN THE GENTLE SLOPES. UP THE LEFT SIDE OF THE VALLEY ALONG ROAD STRETCHED AHEAD OF US. WE STARTED THE CLIMB. UP, UP WE WENT AND AFTER AN HOUR RESTED. UP WE WENT AGAIN; THE HILL SEEMED INTERMINABLE. ANOTHER REST AND LEG MUSCLES STIFFENED; YET UP WE CLIMBED.

THE ROAD LED THROUGH A FOREST NOW. ON EITHER SIDE TALL PINES SHOT SKYWARD TO FORM CHASM WHICH DWARFED US AND SEEMED TO SWALLOW US UP, AS IF TO SEPARATE US FROM THE WORLD OF WAR. TOWARD DUSK IN A SMALL CLEARING TO OUR RIGHT WE PASSED A LARGE TWO-STORY STONE BUILDING, CASTLE-LIKE WITH TURRETS AND GABLES - A GERMAN OFFICERS’ CLUB. SOFT LIGHT AND FROM THE WIDE WINDOWS IN THE BAYS MINGLED WITH THE SOFTER LIGHT OF THE DYING DAY TO PRESENT A PICTURE THAT MIGHT GRACE A SEASON’S GREETING CAR; “A MERRY CHRISTMAS.” THROUGH THE WINDOWS WE COULD SEE MEN IN UNIFORM AND LADIES ENJOYING CHRISTMAS DINNER. WERE THEY EATING WILD BOAR ROASTED OVER THE YULE LOGS ON AN OPEN HEARTH? OR DID THEY ALSO EXPERIENCE THE PRIVATIONS OF WAR AT THEIR FESTIVAL BOARD? THE PICTURE WAS ALL A MOCKERY TO US WHO HAD TASTED NO FOOD THAT DAY SAVE THE SCRAPS OF BREAD THAT WERE LEFT OVERS OF OUR MIDNIGHT CELEBRATION.

THE ROAD TURNED AGAIN INTO THE SILENT FOREST. AT THE TOP OF THE HILL IT BROKE OUT INTO AN EXTENSIVE, BARREN PLATEAU THAT OVERLOOKED A BROAD HORIZON. ON THIS HILLTOP SPRAWLED THE BARBED WIRE FENCES, WATCH TOWERS AND ONE-STORY BARRACKS OF THE PRISONER OF WAR ENCAMPMENT - STALAG IX B, BAD ORB.

WE DID NOT ENTER BY THE MAIN GATE, BUT WERE LED AROUND TO A SIDE ENTRANCE TO THE ENCLOSURE. ON THE WAY AROUND WE SAW HE DOG KENNELS WHERE HE POLICE DOGS WERE KEPT O TRACK DOWN ANY ESCAPEES AND THE DOUBLE ROW OF BARBED WIRE FENCES AND THE WOODEN WATCH TOWERS WHERE GUARDS WERE ON DUTY AND SEARCHLIGHTS READY TO BE TURNED ON AT NIGHT. STUMBLING OVER THE FROZEN GROUND WE ARRIVED AT A SECONDARY GATE. HERE A GROUP OF TEN GERMAN OFFICERS CONSTITUTED A SORT OF RECEPTION COMMITTEE FOR PRISONERS OF WAR.

FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE OUR CAPTURE A DISTINCTION WAS MADE ACCORDING TO RANK. WE WERE SEPARATED INTO THREE GROUPS: OFFICERS, NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS, AND PRIVATES. OFFICERS WERE ADMITTED FIRST, AND AS WE PASSED THROUGH THE GATE IN SINGLE FILE SEVERAL GERMANS COUNTED US.

WITH A GROUP OF SIXTY-SEVEN OFFICERS RANGING IN RANK FROM SECOND LIEUTENANTS TO COLONELS I WAS ASSIGNED TO THE FIRST BUILDING TO THE RIGHT - BARRACK 23. THIS BARRACKS WAS A ONE-STORY FRAME STRUCTURE ABOUT FIFTY FEET LONG. FROM THE OUTSIDE IT LOOKED AS COLD AND DESTITUTE AS IT WAS FOREBODING. THE ONLY ENTRANCE OPENED INTO A LARGE ROOM ALMOST THE FULL LENGTH OF THE BUILDING. INSIDE THE DOOR WERE TWO DIRTY KITCHEN TABLES AND TWO BROKEN CHAIRS. IN THE CENTER OF THE ROOM STOOD A BASE-BURNER WITHOUT ANY FIRE OR MATERIALS FOR MAKING ONE. DOWN THE TWO SIDES OF THE ROOM LAY ROWS OF DOUBLE DECK WOODEN SHELVES - THE PRISON BEDS. AN AISLE SIX FEET SIDE DOWN THE CENTER CONTAINED ONE SIX FOOT WOODEN BENCH. THESE WERE THE FURNISHINGS OF THE ROOM. THE WOODEN FLOOR WAS GRIMY WITH SAND AND COAL DUST. THE TEN WINDOWS ON EACH SIDE WERE SO DIRTY WE COULD SCARCELY SEE THROUGH THEM, AND WHERE THE GLASS HAD BEEN BROKEN, CARDBOARD OR PIECES OF DISCARDED LUMBER PATCHED THE HOLES. DOWN THE CENTER OF THE CEILING HUNG FOUR SOCKETS, ONLY TWO OF WHICH HELD LOW-POWERED ELECTRIC LIGHT BULBS. AT THE FAR END OF THE BARRACKS WERE TWO DOORS OPENING INTO SMALLER ROOMS; ONE THESE CONTAINED A SINGLE TOILET SEAT, ANOTHER A KITCHEN SINK. THIS WAS HOME FOR THE TIME BEING.

SHORTLY A GUARD PRESENTED HIMSELF TO SAY THAT WE WOULD EACH BE ISSUED ONE BLANKET AND THAT A MEAL WOULD BE SERVED IN ABOUT AN HOUR. STACKS OF THIN WOOLEN COVERLETS WERE BROUGHT AND SOME CANVAS STRIPS TO BE PUT UP ON THE WINDOWS AS BLACK-OUT CURTAINS. SINCE THERE WAS NOT ENOUGH CANVAS--- THE REST. A MOTLEY ASSORTMENT OF LITTLE PAILS AND BATTERED GERMAN MESS-KITS WAS BROUGHT IN TO BE USED AS DINNER SERVICE. NO TABLEWARE WAS GIVEN US.

WE WAITED EAGERLY FOR THE ARRIVAL OF OUR CHRISTMAS DINNER. IT CAME IN TWO BADLY TARNISHED FIVE-GALLON MILK CANS AND AN OLD WOODEN WASHTUB. THE RUSTY LOOKING CANS CONTAINED OT SOUP AND THE TUB, BOILED POTATOES. WE EACH RECEIVED AS OUR PORTION A LITER OF WEAK SOUP, WHICH WAS MADE OF GROUND-UP CABBAGE AND RUTABAGAS AND FROM THE TUB OF POTATOES THE INDIVIDUAL SERVING, AMOUNTED TO THREE OR FOUR SMALL BLACK SPUDS. THIS SUMPTUOUS CHRISTMAS DINNER WE ATE OUT OF OUR HANDS AND DRANK FROM THE TINS WHILE WE TALKED OF STUFFED TURKEY WITH CRANBERRY SAUCE, MASHED POTATOES AND GRAVY, PLUM PUDDING AND BRANDY, AND ALL THE TRIMMINGS THAT GO TO MAKE UP THE DINNERS WE HAD KNOWN IN OTHER YEARS.

CHRISTMAS DINNER OVER, WE SAT AROUND THE SLIM FIRE WE HAD BUILT IN THE STOVE, TALKED OF THE WAR, THE PROXIMITY OF VICTORY AND HOME. DURING THE EVENING WE WERE VISITED BY A GROUP OF GERMAN OFFICERS WHO INSPECTED THE BARRACKS, GAVE US THE ORDER OF THE DAY WE WERE TO FOLLOW AND RECEIVED OUR COMPLAINTS. FIRS OF ALL, WE BEMOANED THE FACT THAT THE WOODEN FRAMES WE WERE TO USE AS BEDS HAD NO MATTRESSES AND THE BLANKETS PROVIDED WERE INSUFFICIENT IN SUCH COLD WEATHER. ABOUT THIS NOTHING COULD BE DONE. SECONDLY, WE DID NOT HAVE ADEQUATE FUEL FOR THE FIRE. THIS WAS DEPLORED, BUT AGAIN NOTHING COULD BE DONE AS THE ENTIRE COUNTRY WAS LACKING SUPPLIES OF FUEL AND THE AMOUNT ON HAND HAD TO BE CONSERVED FOR THE LONG WINTER AHEAD. THIRDLY, THE FOOD WAS TERRIBLE. “BUT YOU WERE UNEXPECTED, AND WE CANNOT GET FURTHER SUPPLIES UNTIL AFTER THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” WAS HE ANSWER TO THAT. LASTLY, THERE WERE NO UTENSILS TO HEAT WATER FOR WASHING OUR MESS-KITS OR FOR SHAVING. THIS COMPLAINT WAS DEEDED AND SOON WE HAD SEVEN OR EIGHT WASHPANS DELIVERED TO THE BARRACKS. AT EIGHT O’CLOCK MORE GUARDS CAME, MADE A COUNT OF US, THEN ON LEAVING LOCKED THE DOOR OF THE BARRACKS BEHIND THEM. NOW WE WERE DOUBLY SECURE BEHIND BARRED DOORS AND BARBED WIRE, AND THE GUARDS, WE WERE TOLD, HAD ORDER TO FIRE ON ANYONE OUTSIDE THE BARRACKS AFTER DARK.

THE FIRE GRADUALLY DIED DOWN; THE BARRACKS GOT VERY COLD. ONE AFTER ANOTHER WITH AL HIS CLOTHES ON CURLED UP INTO THE GERMAN BLANKET ON A WOODEN SHELF. A FEW OFFICERS LINGERED AROUND THE STOVE AND TALKED IN LOW TONES. ONE OF THEM, LT. COL. FREDERICK W. NAGLE, EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF THE 423RD REGIMENT, TOOK FROM HIS POCKET THREE BOUILLON POWDERS, THE LITTLE TIN FOIL PACKAGES THAT CAME WITH K RATIONS. HE MIXED THEM WITH WATER IN A MESS-CAN AND PATIENTLY BOILED THE SOUP IN THE SMOLDERING EMBERS OF THE FIRE. THE WARM BROTH WAS THEN PASSED AROUND TO THOSE WHO WERE STILL AWAKE, A FEW SIPS FOR EACH MAN. THE NIGHT WORE ON UNTIL ONLY THE TWO OFFICERS ON GUARD (WE TOOK THIS PRECAUTION THE FIRST FEW NIGHTS IN PRISON) HUDDLED CLOSE TO THE STOVE IN SILENCE. THE REST OF US FELL OFF TO DREAMLESS SLEEP.

THE SUN WAS UP THE MORNING OF THE DAY AFTER CHRISTMAS BEFORE THERE WAS MUCH STIRRING IN THE BARRACKS OR ANY ACTIVITY OUTSIDE. THE FIRE WHICH WAS STARTED AGAIN FURNISHED SOME HEAT TO THOSE WHO COULD CROWD AROUND IT. THE REST OF THE BARRACKS NOT ONLY LOOKED BUT FELT LIKE A DILAPIDATED BARN. IN THE MIDDLE OF THE MORNING THE DOORS WERE UNBOLTED AND WE HAD BREAKFAST, WHICH CONSISTED OF A RATION OF BREAD AND ERSATZ TEA. 

THE BREAD ISSUED TO PRISONERS OF WAR WAS A DARK, COARSE BROWN BREAD. IT IS SAID (AND I EASILY BELIEVE IT) THAT THE PRINCIPAL INGREDIENTS WERE THIRTY PERCENT POTATOES, THIRTY PERCENT WHOLE GRAIN, THIRTY PERCENT ACORNS, AND FIVE PERCENT SAWDUST. THE RATION WAS FIGURED OUT BEFOREHAND SO THAT EACH BARRACKS RECEIVED AS MANY SIXTHS, OR EIGHTHS, OR TENTHS, OR TWELFTHS OF A LOAF AS IT HAD PRISONERS. WHOLE LOAVES WERE DELIVERED AND IT WAS UP TO THE GROUPS TO DIVIDE THEM EQUITABLE. OUR FIRST MORNING THE INDIVIDUAL PORTION WAS ONE-EIGHTH OF A LOAF, SO FOR THE SIXTY EIGHT OF US WE RECEIVED EIGHT AND A HALF LOAVES. THE ERSATZ TEA WAS PORTIONED OUT A HALF-LITER TO A MAN (A LITER IS APPROXIMATELY A QUART). IT HAD ONE SAVING QUALITY, IT WAS HOT. WHETHER THERE WAS ANY STIULATIVE OR NUTRITIVE VALUE IS DOUBTFUL. IT TASTED NOTHING LIKE WHAT WE WERE ACCUSTOMED TO CALL TEA. THIS MORNING AND EACH TIME THEREAFTER THAT THE DRINK WAS SERVED THERE WAS TEA LEFT OVER, FOR NO ONE TOOK A FANCY TO IT AND THE AVERAGE MAN HAD ALL HE COULD DRINK WHEN HE HAD DOWNED THE EQUIVALENT OF A TEA-CUP.

BROOMS WERE PROVIDED FOR SWEEPING THE FLOOR, THAT IS ANCIENT PEASANT BROOMS MADE OF BUNDLES OF TWIGS AND SMALL BRANCHES OF TREES TIED TOGETHER WITH TWINE. THEY HAD NO HANDLES. AFTER THE MESS-GEAR WAS WASHED AND THE FLOOR SWEPT, WE WAITED FOR INSPECTION. WHEN THE INSPECTING OFFICER CAME WE LINE UP IN TOW ROWS DOWN THE MIDDLE OF THE BARRACKS FACING THE CENTER. AGAIN WE WERE COUNTED; AGAIN WE COMPLAINED OF THE LACK OF FOOD AND FUEL. THE ONLY ANSWER GIVEN WAS THAT WE MIGHT LEAVE THE BARRACKS AND WALK AROUND THE CAMP.

STALAG IX B CONSISTED OF FIVE COMPOUNDS OR ENCLOSURES FOR PRISONERS OF WAR. EACH WAS SEPARATED FROM ITS NEIGHBOR BY TWO BARBED WIRE FENCES SIX FEET APART, EXCEPT WHERE A PRISON STREET RAN FROM ONE COMPOUND TO ANOTHER; AT THESE POINTS WERE WOODEN GATES WITH PADLOCKS AND A SHELTER FOR THE ARMED GUARD STATIONED THERE. THE FIVE COMPOUNDS AT BAD ORB WERE OCCUPIED BY RUSSIAN, FRENCH, ITALIAN, POLISH, AND AMERICAN PRISONERS OF WAR.

IN THE AMERICAN COMPOUND WE HAD A DOZEN BARRACKS AND A SEPARATE BUILDING FOR A KITCHEN. THE BARRACKS WERE NOT ALL ALIKE IN SIZE OR CONSTRUCTION. THE TWO LARGEST WERE CONCRETE STRUCTURES WITH HIGH ROOFS./ EACH OF THESE BUILDINGS HAD TWO VERY LARGE ROOMS WITH A SECTION OF THREE SMALL ROOMS BETWEEN THEM TO BE USED AS WASHROOMS. THE LARGE ROOMS WERE FILLED WITH TRIPLE DECK WOODEN BEDS PROVIDED WITH STRAW IN LIEU OF MATTRESSES. THREE TO FOUR HUNDRED OFFICERS OCCUPIED ONE OF THESE COMPARTMENTS. THE THREE OTHER DORMITORIES OF THE CONCRETE BUILDING HOUSED NON-COMS. TWO OF THE SMALLER BUILDINGS WERE ALSO MADE OF CONCRETE, AND ONE OF THESE WAS SET ASIDE AS A DISPENSARY TO TAKE CARE OF THE SICK. DOCTORS WHO WERE PRISONERS WERE ASSIGNED QUARTERS IN THIS BUILDING. ALL THE OTHER BUILDINGS WERE BUILT OF WOOD MUCH ON THE SAME PLAN AS BARRACK 25, THE ONE WE SIXTY-EIGHT OFFICERS USED. PRIVATES WERE ASSIGNED TO THESE BUILDINGS. IN THE BARRACKS NEXT TO OURS 300 PRIVATES WERE QUARTERED. ITS FURNISHINGS COMPRISED ONE SMALL STOVE ABOUT EIGHTEEN INCHES HIGH AND TWO LITTLE TABLES; NO OTHER FURNISHINGS. THE 300 HAD NO PLACE TO SIT OR SLEEP EXCEPT ON THE BARE WOODEN FLOOR. THEIR STEEL HELMETS SERVED FOR SOUP BOWL AND DRINKING CUP.

THE ENTIRE AMERICAN COMPOUND WAS BUILT ON A GENTLE SLOPE IN THE MIDDLE OF WHICH THE GROUND HAD BEEN LEVELED OFF IN AN OPEN SPACE SOMEWHAT LARGER THAN A TENNIS COURT. THIS WAS THE PLAYGROUND, THE SPORTPLATZ, TO BE USED FOR GAMES WHEN THE WEATHER WAS “FAIR AND WARMER”.

THE KITCHEN BUILDING, WHICH ASSUMED GREATER IMPORTANCE DAY BY DAY, CONSISTED OF THE KITCHEN PROPER AND SEVERAL SMALL STORE ROOMS. THE OUR STOVES WERE MASONRY, BUILT UP FROM THE EARTH WITH FIRE BOXES UNDER LARGE VATS. FLUES CONNECTED ALL THE STOVES TO A BRICK CHIMNEY IN THE CENTER OF THE ROOM. THE KITCHEN IN THE AMERICAN COMPOUND WAS OPERATED BY RUSSIANS FOR THE FIRST WEEKS OF OUR IMPRISONMENT. LATER OUR OWN GI’S UNDERTOOK THE COOKING. 

ON MY SECOND DAY AT BAD ORB I WAS DELOUSED. NOT THAT I WAS LOUSY IN THE LITERAL SENSE, UT THIS WAS STANDARD OPERATION PROCEDURE FOR ALL NEW ARRIVALS AT PRISONER OF WAR CAMPS. I SHIVER NOW AS I THINK OF THAT COLD DAY. WE WERE TAKEN IN GROUPS OF FIFTY TO A BUILDING IN THE ITALIAN COMPOUND. IN THE FIRST LITTLE ROOM WE TOOK OFF ALL OUR CLOTHES AND STOOD ON THE COLD CONCRETE FLOOR. OUR WEARING APPAREL WAS TAKEN THROUGH A WINDOW INTO ANOTHER ROOM. WHEN WE WERE THOROUGHLY CHILLED DOOR OPENED AND A GUARD ADMITTED US TO THE SHOWER ROOM. FROM THE CEILING HUNG TEN NOZZLES. THE TEPID WATER WAS TURNED ON FROM A CONTROL OUTSIDE AND THE FIFTY OF US TOLD TO HURRY. AFTER THE WATER HAD RUN FOR A PERIOD OF ABOUT TWO MINUTES WE WERE WELL SOAPED, THE FLOW STOPPED, BUT WE SCRUBBED ON UNTIL OUT HANDS AND FACES WERE CLEAN AND OUR FEET, TOO. THE WATER CAME ON AGAIN FOR THIRTY SECONDS AND WE WERE SUPPOSEDLY CLEANSED OF ALL LICE AND DIRT.

IN THE NEXT ROOM THE DRYING PROCESS TOOK PLACE. THIS MEANT STANDING AROUND A STOVE WITH A WEAK FIRE IN IT UNTIL DRY. NO TOWELS WERE FURNISHED. IN THE LAST ROOM OUR CLOTHES CAME BACK TO US THROUGH A WINDOW. THEY AHD BEEN SPRAYED WITH A DISINFECTANT THAT SMELLED STRONGLY OF SULFUR. AFTER ALL WERE DRESSED WE MARCHED BACK TO OUR OWN COMPOUND AND TRIED TO FIND A WARM PLACE TO RECOVER FROM THE CHILL.

WHILE GOING TO THE DELOUSING UNIT A WOOD PILE WAS DISCOVERED IN THE ITALIAN COMPOUND. UNDER A GALVANIZED TIN ROOF SUPPORTED BY POLES WERE SEVERAL LOGS, A SAW-HORSE, AND SOME AXES. AMERICAN INGENUITY FOUND A WAY OF OBTAINING EXTRA FUEL. THE ITALIANS WATCHED ONE DIRECTION THE AMERICANS ANOTHER, AS SMALL GROUPS IN LONG OVERCOATS NONCHALANTLY PASSED THE GUARDS AT THE GATE. SOME GUARDS LET US PASS, OTHERS REFUSED. ARRIVING AT THE WOOD-PILE IT WAS SIMPLE ENOUGH TO HOLD TWO OR THREE PIECES OF WOOD CONCEALED UNDER THE OVERCOAT WITH THE HANDS THROUGH THE POCKETS. RETURNING WITH THE WOOD, WE NEVER HAD ANY DIFFICULTY GETTING PAST THE GUARDS, FOR WE WERE GOING TO OUR OWN PRISON, BUT THERE WAS ALWAYS THE POSSIBILITY OF MEETING A GERMAN OFFICER WHOM WE WERE OBLIGED TO SALUTE. THIS ACTION WOULD HAVE BEEN IMPOSSIBLE WITHOUT DROPPING THE LOG FROM THE RIGHT HAND. OVER A PERIOD OF SEVERAL DAYS WE OBTAINED QUITE A BIT OF EXTRA HEAT BY THIS MEANS, BUT THE WOOD PILE DWINDLED AND THE GUARDS BECAME MORE STRICT ABOUT ALLOWING US TO PASS THE GATE.

EACH AFTERNOON A HAND-DRAWN CART WAS BROUGHT INTO OUR COMPOUND LOADED WITH BRIQUETTES OF COAL. THESE WERE DIVIDED EQUALLY INTO LITTLE PILES, ONE PILE FOR EACH STOVE IN THE COMPOUND. EACH PILE RECEIVED FIFTEEN TO TWENTY BRICKS, APPROXIMATELY A POUND APIECE. BY USING THEM CAREFULLY WE WERE ABLE TO KEEP THE BARRACKS WARM AT LEAST PART OF THE DAY AND ESPECIALLY DURING THE EVENING. WITH EACH DAY’S SUPPLY OF COAL WE ALSO RECEIVED A FEW TWIGS AND BITS OF WOOD TO BE USED IN GETTING THE FIRE STARTED. 

ALMOST DAILY WE SAW SQUADS OF RUSSIAN PRISONERS PASS THROUGH OUR COMPOUND AND TRAMP OUT INTO THE FOREST TO GATHER THE DEAD BRANCHES FROM TREES. THESE RUSSIANS, MANY OF THEM MERE YOUTHS, WERE THIN, BUT HEALTHY LOOKING. HAVING BEEN PRISONERS FOR TWO OR MORE YEARS, THEIR CLOTHES WERE IN TATTERS, THEIR SHOES WARN OUT. MANY OF THEM WORE WOODEN SHOES WHICH THEY TIED ON WITH RAGS. RAGS ALSO TOOK THE PLACE OF STOCKINGS TO PROTECT THEIR FEET AND LEGS FROM THE SNOW AND COLD.

EACH DAY MORE AMERICANS TAKEN IN THE BULGE WERE ARRIVING IN THE CAMP. MANY THOSE FROM OUR OWN UNITS WERE KNOWN TO US. OTHERS FROM THE 28TH AND 99 DIVISIONS HAD BEEN ON THE FLANKS OF THE 106TH IN THE SIEGFRIED LINE. BEFORE AND AFTER THEIR CAPTURE ALL OF THEM HAD BEEN THROUGH DANGERS THAT TRY MEN’S SOULS. oN DECEMBER 28TH TWO MORE AMERICAN PRIESTS ARRIVED, FATHER ALAN P. MADDEN, A CAPUCHIN FROM PITTSBURGH, AND FATHER EDWARD T. HURLEY, OF THE DIOCESE OF DETROIT.

FATHER MADDEN WAS CHAPLAIN WITH THE 112TH REGIMENT OF THE 28TH KEYSTONE, OR AS THE GERMANS CALLED IT, BUCKET OF BLOOD - DIVISION, AND THIS WAS HIS SECOND EXPERIENCE AS A NAZI PRISONER. HE WAS CAPTURED THE FIRS TIME WITH HIS BATTALION AID STATION IN THE BATTLE OF HURTGEN FOREST.* THERE WERE OVER SIXTY SERIOUSLY WOUNDED AMERICANS IN THE AID STATION AT THE TIME. THE GERMANS AT FIRST REFUSED PERMISSION TO EVACUATE THE WOUNDED, BUT AFTER SEVERAL DAYS OF DICKERING ALLOWED A HOSPITAL TRAIN TO ENTER AND REMOVE THE CASUALTIES WITHIN THE AMERICAN LINES. THE ENEMY CONTINUED TO HOLD FATHER MADDEN, TWO MEDIAL OFFICERS, AND ANOTHER CHAPLAIN, BUT TWO DAYS LATER THESE MEN MADE THEIR ESCAPE BACK TO THE AMERICAN LINES. FOR HIS ACTION IN THIS ENGAGEMENT FATHER MADDEN RECEIVED THE SILVER STAR.

FATHER HURLEY WAS THE CATHOLIC CHAPLAIN WITH THE 423RD REGIMENT OF THE 106TH DIVISION. HE HAD BEEN CAPTURED IN THE VICINITY OF SCHOENBERG. AFTER MANY TRIALS SIMILAR TO THOSE I HAVE RELATED, INCLUDING THE BOXCAR RIDE, EXCEPT THAT THE GROUP HE ACCOMPANIED SPENT EIGHT DAYS INSTEAD OF FOUR ON THE RAILROAD, HE ARRIVED AT BAD ORB COLD, HUNGRY, BUT NOT AT ALL DISPIRITED. FATHER ED HURLEY WAS ONE OF THE FINEST CHAPLAINS WITH WHOM I WAS PRIVILEGED TO SERVE. HIS GOOD SPIRITS IN THE FACE OF TROUBLE AND DISAPPOINTMENTS WERE ALWAYS ADMIRED BY HI MEN. HE BECAME KNOWN TO THE OFFICERS AND MEN OF THE REGIMENT WITHIN A WEEK OF HIS ARRIVAL AS THEIR CHAPLAIN. FROM THEN ON HE WAS POPULAR, FOR CROWDS FLOCKED TO HIM FOR COUNSEL AND HELP AND HE WAS EVER THINKING UP SOME PLAN FOR THE SPIRITUAL BETTERMENT OF THE REGIMENT. AT BAD ORB IN SPITE OF HIS WEAKENED CONDITION HE KEPT A CHEERFUL COUNTENANCE AND WAS EVER READY WITH HIS JOVIAL CONVERSATION TO LIFT UP THE HEARTS OF THOSE WHO WERE WORRIED OR TROUBLED OR JUST DISGUSTED WITH THEIR PRISONER-OF-WAR CONDITION.

SOMETIME DURING CHRISTMAS WEEK WE WERE ALL FORMALLY REGISTERED AS PRISONERS OF WAR. WE WERE WARNED THAT THIS VERY IMPORTANT CEREMONY WAS COMING, AND THAT ONE OF THE DETAILS WOULD BE A THOROUGH SEARCH AND CONFISCATION OF ARTICLES THAT MIGHT BE A DETRIMENT TO THE DISCIPLINE OF PRISON LIFE. THIS INCLUDED MONEY.

SMALL GROUPS OF PRISONERS WERE TAKEN TO THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING OF THE CAMP. IN A LARGE ROOM WAS A SEMI-CIRCLE OF TABLES AT WHICH SAT SOLDIERS OF THE GERMAN ARMY. EACH PRISONER WAS ASSIGNED TO A TABLE AND ASKED TO GIVE HIS NAME, RANK, AND ARMY SERIAL NUMBER.* WE WERE INSTRUCTED BACK IN THE STATES THAT THESE THREE ITEM OF INFORMATION COULD BE DISCLOSED TO FRIEND OR FOE, BUT THAT FURTHER INFORMATION MIGHT NOT BE GIVEN UNTIL WE MADE CERTAIN OF THE PERSON’S AUTHORITY TO ASK AND RECEIVE IT. THE ENEMY IN ANY EVENT WAS NOT TO BE GIVEN INFORMATION OF MILITARY NATURE BECAUSE IT MIGHT AID HIM IN THE PROSECUTION OF HIS PART IN THE WAR. AT BAD ORB IN ADDITION TO NAME, RANK, AND SERIAL NUMBER WE WERE ASKED THE NAME AND ADDRESS OF OUR NEAREST RELATIVE, MOTHER’S MAIDEN NAME, NATIONALITY, AND DATE OF CAPTURE. THESE QUESTIONS THEREFORE AROUSED GRAVE DOUBTS IN OUR MINDS. WE FOUND OURSELVES IN THE DILEMMA OF HAVING TO BETRAY FORBIDDEN SECRETS OR DENYING OUR DEAR ONES AT HOME THE KNOWLEDGE THAT WE WERE STILL ALIVE, TO SAY NOTHING OF THE SUFFERINGS WE MIGHT BRING UPON OURSELVES. MUCH DISCUSSION WENT ON AS TO THE ADVISABILITY OF EITHER COURSE. IT WAS POINTED OUT BY A GERMAN OFFICER THAT THESE FORMS WERE NOT REGISTRATION BLANKS OF THE WEHRMACHT, BUT HAD BEEN DESIGNED BY THE INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS AND WOULD BE RETURNED TO THEM FOR PURPOSES OF COMMUNICATING WITH RELATIVES AND HANDLING MAIL BETWEEN ENEMY COUNTRIES. (NOTE)

*JOHN MALONEY IN “LET THERE BE MERCY (1941) ON PAGE 25 SAYS: “AS PROVIDED BY TREATY, BELLIGERENT POWERS SUBMIT THE LISTS OF PRISONERS THEY HAVE TAKEN AS SOON AS HUMANLY POSSIBLE. THE (INTERNATIONAL) RED CROSS ITSELF PROVIDES A BLANK CARD FOR PRISONERS TO FILL OUT; NAME AND UNIT, DATE AND PLACE OF BIRTH AND DATE OF ENLISTMENT, AND THE ADDRESS OF THEIR FAMILIES. MASTER LISTS ARE MADE FROM THESE CARDS AND SENT TO THE RED CROSS IN GENEVA. IMMEDIATELY UPON THEIR ARRIVAL THERE THE LISTS ARE PHOTOSTATTED AND SENT ON - FREQUENTLY BY DIPLOMATIC POUCH - TO THE OTHER COUNTRY.

OUT OF ALL THE ARGUMENT AND PROTEST TO THE DEMANDS FOR THIS INFORMATION, IT WAS DECIDED BY THE AMERICAN OFFICERS THAT WE COULD REASONABLY FILL OUT THE BLANK FORMS WITHOUT PREJUDICE TO THE MILITARY STRATEGY OR COWARDICE AND DISLOYALTY TO THE ALLIED CAUSE. THE REGISTRATION PROCEEDED THEN IN ORDERLY FASHION. WE WERE ASKED IF WE HAD ANY AMMUNITION OR OTHER PROPERTY OF OUR OWN GOVERNMENT. THIS WAS TO BE HANDED OVER. FURTHERMORE, ANY MONEYS WE CARRIED WERE TO BE SURRENDERED AND RECEIPT WOULD BE GIVEN.

HAVING FIVE POUND-STERLING NOTES I HANDED THESE OVER TO THE CLERK AND RECEIVED MY RECEIPT, A SMALL SLIP OF PAPER THREE BY FOUR INCHES ON WHICH WAS WRITTEN IN PENCIL:

RECEIPT

FROM THE PRISONER OF WAR 23629

5 PFD STERLING

IN WORDS, FIVE POUNDS STERLING

RECEIVED 

WEGSCHEIDE  30.12.44

(AND AN ILLEGIBLE SIGNATURE)

I WAS NOT ASKED TO DECLARE OR SHOW WHATEVER ELSE I HAD IN MY POCKETS.

THIS WAS OUR FORMAL REGISTRATION AS kRIESGGEFANGENER (PRISONERS OF WAR). CHARACTERISTICALLY THE LONG GERMAN WORD WAS ABBREVIATED TO KRIEGIE, THE TITLE BY WHICH WE DESIGNATED OURSELVES THEREAFTER. EACH KRIEGIE WAS GIVEN A SERIAL NUMBER ON METAL “DOG-TAG” WHICH HE WAS TO WEAR ON A STRING AROUND HIS NECK TOGETHER WITH HIS AMERICAN IDENTIFICATION TAG. 

FOR FIVE DAYS THE REGISTRATION OF THE SEVERAL THOUSAND MEN WHO WERE IN THE CAMP WENT ON. UNFORTUNATELY THE DIFFICULTY ABOUT THE INFORMATION ASKED OF US CAUSED MUCH DISCUSSION AND WRANGLING. ONE DAY A LARGE GROUP OF ENLISTED MEN WERE KEPT STANDING OUT IN THE COLD FOR THREE HOURS BECAUSE THEY REFUSED TO GIVE MORE THAN NAME, RANK, AND SERIAL NUMBER. I DO NOT KNOW WHETHER THEY HAD NOT BEEN TOLD THEY MIGHT GIVE MORE OR WHETHER THEY INSISTED THAT FURTHER INFORMATION WA AN ACT OF DISLOYALTY.

THE BONE OF CONTENTION IN THE MANY ARGUMENTS ABOUT THIS INFORMATION EVENTUALLY SETTLED DOWN TO DISCUSSING THE REASON FOR GIVING THE MAIDEN NAME OF OUR MOTHERS. RUMORS SPREAD THAT THE GERMANS WERE ENDEAVORING TO DISCOVER THE JEWS AMONG THE PRISONERS, EVEN THOSE WHO MIGHT BE JEWISH ON MATERNAL SIDE ONLY; RUMORS THAT THOSE OF GERMAN DESCENT WOULD BE SEGREGATED AND HARSHLY TREATED FOR FIGHTING AGAINST THE LAND OF THEIR ANCESTORS; RUMORS THAT ITALIANS AND HALF-ITALIANS WOULD BE SENT TO NORTHERN ITALY IN ORDER TO HOLD THE LOMBARD CITIES FROM REVOLTING AGAINST THE AXIS; RUMORS THAT RUSSIAN AND SLAV SABOTEURS WERE ENTERING GERMANY FROM THE WEST AND COULD BE DETECTED IN THIS WAY. FANTASTIC AS SOME OF THESE REPORTS WERE, NOTHING WAS DONE WHICH SHOWED ANY DISTINCTION IN TREATMENT RESULTING FROM THE DISCLOSURE OF THE MOTHERS’ MAIDEN NAMES.

LIFE AT STALAG IX B SETTLED DOWN TO A ROUTINE OF TRYING TO KEEP WARM AND TO MONOTONOUS WAITING FOR THE NEXT MEAL. THERE WAS NEVER ANY ACTIVITY IN THE CAMP BEFORE DAYLIGHT, WHICH AT THIS TIME OF THE YEAR IS ABOUT EIGHT O’CLOCK. MOST OF US TRIED TO SLEEP OR AT LEAST STAYED IN BED UNTIL THE MORNING TEA WAS SERVED. THEN THE BARRACKS WERE TIDIED UP AS NEATLY AS POSSIBLE, THE FLOOR SWEPT WITH THOSE BACKBREAKING BROOMS, THE BLANKETS FOLDED, THE REMAINING SUPPLIES OF WOOD AND COAL CAREFULLY HIDDEN FROM VIEW.

 A GERMAN OFFICER ATTENDED BY THREE OR FOUR ENLISTED MEN THEN MADE THE DAILY INSPECTION. ON THEIR ENTRANCE INTO THE BARRACKS WE STOOD AT ATTENTION NEAR OUR BEDS WHILE THE INSPECTORS WALKED THE LENGTH OF THE ROOM AND SCOWLED AT EACH ONE OF US. WE ALL HAD ONE THOUGHT IN MIND, ‘WOULD THEY FIND THE FUEL THAT WAS HIDDEN AWAY OR DISCOVER THAT PARTS OF THE BEDS HAD BEEN BROKEN UP AND USED IN THE FIRE?’

ON ONE OF THESE INSPECTIONS THE HAUPTMAN LOOKED AT ME AND THROUGH HIS INTERPRETER ASKED,

“HOW ARE YOU GETTING ALONG?”

“WE ARE NOT GETTING ENOUGH TO EAT,” I SAID, “NOR DO WE HAVE ENOUGH FUEL, AND WE NEED MORE BLANKETS.”

“TOO BAD,” WAS THE ANSWER I RECEIVED. “THE GERMAN PEOPLE ARE ALSO COLD AND HUNGRY.” WHEN THIS WAS COMMUNICATED THROUGH THE ENGLISH-SPEAKING AIDE, ANOTHER QUESTION WAS ASKED,

“HOW LONG DO YOU THINK YOU WILL BE HERE?”

“I HAVE NO IDEA. THIS I KNOW: WE DO NOT WISH TO STAY HERE LONG. WE WOULD LIKE TO RETURN TO OUR HOMES VERY SOON.”

“WHERE IS YOUR HOME?”

“IN THE UNITED STATES.”

“YOU CAN GO THERE AFTER THE GERMAN VICTORY!” 

THESE LAST WORDS WERE DRAMATIZED WITH SPARKS FROM HIS EYES AND A SWEEPING GESTURE. WE DIDN’T KNOW, AND I DOUBT THAT HE DID, THAT JUST ABOUT THIS TIME GENERALS EISENHOWER, BRADLEY, AND PATTON HAD STOPPED THE ADVANCE OF von RUnDSTET TOWARD THE ALLIED SUPPLY DEPOTS AT LIEGE AND ANTWERP AND WERE INITIATING THE DRIVE THAT WAS TO END A FEW MONTHS LATER IN THE CRUSHING GERMAN DEFEAT.

AFTER INSPECTION WE WERE FREE TO LEAVE THE BUILDING AND TO WALK AROUND THE COMPOUND OR VISIT WITH FRIENDS IN OTHER BARRACKS. MANY GRAVITATED TOWARD THE KITCHEN TO FIND OUT WHAT WAS ON THE MENU FOR THE NEXT MEAL. SOMETIMES AN OPPORTUNITY AROSE TO BRIBE THE RUSSIANS WITH CIGARETTES FOR BREAD AND POTATOES OR A BOWL OF SOUP. ONE DAY HOWEVER AN ARGUMENT STARTED IN THIS LITTLE BLACK MARKET. ONE AMERICAN WAS JUST ABOUT TO “CLOSE A DEAL’ WITH A RUSSIAN COOK WHEN ANOTHER AMERICAN OFFERED A FEW MORE CIGARETTES FOR THE SAME HANDOUT OF FOOD. THIS AL BUT STARTED A FREE-FOR-ALL BETWEEN RUSSIANS AND AMERICANS. 

TO PREVENT INTERNATIONAL COMPLICATIONS THE GERMAN OFFICERS PUT THE KITCHEN ‘OFF LIMITS’ TO AMERICANS UNTIL THE RUSSIANS WERE RELIEVED OF THE JOB OF COOKING FOR US.

WE MET OLD FRIENDS AND MADE NEW ONES IN THIS DAILY ROUND OF SOCIAL CALLS. NEW REMORAS WERE PICKED UP AND OLD ONES SPREAD FROM BARRACKS TO BARRACKS. IT AMOUNTED TO BELIEVING WHAT YOU LIKED AND REJECTING WHAT YOU DID NO LIKE. MOST ACCEPTABLE WERE THE REPORTS THAT WE WOULD BE ISSUED FOOD PARCELS FROM THE INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS. THERE WAS CONSTANT SPECULATION AS TO THE CONTENTS OF THE PACKAGES, THE QUANTITY OF EACH ITEM, AND THE FREQUENCY WITH WHICH HEY WOULD REACH US.

ALMOST EVERY DAY I WAS SURE TO PICK UP A GOOD RUMOR WHEN I VISITED THE NON-COMS BARRACKS WHERE MY ASSISTANT, PAUL DALTON, LIVED. 

FREQUENTLY I FOUND HIM SITTING ON THE TOP SHELF OF A TRIPLE-DECK BED WITH HIS BUDDIES, CORPORALS DONALD REGIER OF LINCOLN, NEBRASKA, AND LESTER SHERMAN OF CUMBERLAND, MARYLAND. WITH WISPS OF STRAW BUNCHED AROUND THEIR FEET TO KEEP WARM THEY LOOKED LIKE BIRDS IN A NEST. THESE THREE WERE THE CLERKS AND DRIVERS OF THE CHAPLAINS OF THE 422ND REGIMENT, TECHNICALLY CHAPLAINS’ ASSISTANTS; IN THEIR JARGON THEY CALLED THEMSELVES “DEACONS”. AS DEACONS HEY DID FINE WORK IN CONDUCTING RELIGIOUS SERVICES FOR THEIR FELLOW PRISONERS IN THE ABSENCE OF CHAPLAINS.

CONSTANTLY WE CHAPLAINS WERE ASKED IF WE HAD A PRAYER BOOK OR A ROSARY OR A NEW TESTAMENT TO GIVE AWAY OR LOAN. TIME HUNG HEAVY ON PRISONERS’ HANDS, U HERE WAS SOME CONSOLATION FOR THE MINISTERS OF GOD IN THE INTIMATE CONVERSATIONS AND WORDS OF ENCOURAGEMENT WE WERE ABLE TO GIVE IN THE SHORT DAYS AND LONG NIGHTS AT BAD ORB.

LIEUTENANT COLONEL JOSEPH C. MATTHEWS, JR., OF RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA, WAS EXECUTIVE OFFICER OF THE 422ND REGIMENT. HE WAS CAPTURED ON THE DAY OF OUR UNSUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT TO RECOVER SCHOENBERG. THROUGH THE SUFFERINGS OF THE MARCH TO GEROLSTEIN AND THE RIDE ON BOXCARS TO BAD ORB HE EXCISED THE FUNCTIONS OF SENIOR OFFICER WITH THE GROUP HE WAS WITH. HE DEMANDED FOOD AND COMFORT FOR THE CAPTIVES OF THE 422ND AND 423 REGIMENTS. AT BAD ORB HIS SOLICITUDE FOR THE MEN OF HIS FORMER COMMAND WAS LIKE THAT OF A CHAPLAIN. IN FACT, I OFTEN TOLD HIM JOKINGLY THAT HE MISSED HIS BRANCH OF SERVICE BY GETTING INTO THE INFANTRY INSTEAD OF THE CHAPLAINS’ CORPS. I USE TO MEET HIM DAILY TALKING OVER THE DETAILS OF OUR PART IN THE BATTLE OF THE BULGE WITH SMALL GROUPS OF COMPANY GRAD OFFICERS AND ENLISTED MEN. MANY A MAN WHO WAS DOWNCAST AND ON THE VERGE OF BREAKING BECAUSE OF THE SEEMING IGNOMINY OF DEFEAT WAS LIFTED FROM HIS DESPONDENCY BY THE ENTHUSIASM OF COL. MATTHEWS AND THE PRIDE OF UNIT HE IMPARTED FOR THE HEROIC ACTION OF THE TWO LOST REGIMENTS OF THE 106TH DIVISION.

CIGARETTES WERE AT A PREMIUM AFTER THE FIRST FEW DAYS AND EVEN THE STUBS WERE WELCOME. SELDOM DID A MAN SMOKE A WHOLE CIGARETTE ALONE. THERE WERE ALWAYS OTHERS WHO WANTED JUST A PUFF OR WHAT WAS LEFT WHEN THE FINGER BEGAN TO BURN. I REMEMBER NEW YEAR’S DAY HAVING THREE CIGARETTES. I BELIEVE I RECEIVED THEM FROM COL. MATTHEWS. HOW NEW YEAR’S IS ALSO THE TITULAR FEAST OF THE SOCIETY OF JESUS, SO I DECIDED ON AN APPROPRIATE CLERICAL CELEBRATION IN KEEPING WITH THE MEANS AT HAND. I PAID A VISIT TO FATHERS HURLEY AND MADDEN AND TOLD THEM WE WOULD CELEBRATE THIS GREAT JESUIT FEAST TOGETHER BY EACH OF US SMOKING A WHOLE CIGARETTE.

“OH, NO!” THEY SAID. “WE’LL SMOKE ONE TODAY, ONE TOMORROW, AND ONE THE NEXT DAY.” WE LIT THE ONE AND PASSED IT AROUND AMONG OURSELVES AND SEVERAL OTHERS WHO HAPPENED TO BE IN THE VICINITY OR WHO WERE DRAWN TO THE SMOKE LIKE MOTHS TO A LIGHT. THE SECOND AND THIRD DAY OF THIS TRITIUM SAW A REPETITION OF THIS PERFORMANCE. AFTER THAT WE WERE LUCKY TO GET A PUFF FROM ANYONE WHO WAS LUCKY ENOUGH TO HAVE A CIGARETTE.

EARLY EACH AFTERNOON WE WERE ALL IN OUR PROPER BARRACKS FOR THE SECOND AND USUALLY THE LAST MEAL OF THE DAY. FOOD CARRIERS (ABOUT ONE FOR EVERY TEN MEN) WERE APPOINTED BY EACH BARRACKS’ LEADER TO GO TO THE KITCHEN AT THE DESIGNATED TIME AND BRING THE FOOD. THEY RETURNED CARRYING THE OLD MILK CANS AND WASHTUBS OR BUCKETS FULL OF SOUP WHICH WAS ALWAYS AN ITEM ON THIS BILL OF FARE. THE MONOTONY OF SOUP AND THE VARIETY OF KINDS DID NOT PREVENT US FROM REJOICING AT THIS TIME OF DAY. NONE OF OUR MOTHERS WOULD CARE TO ACKNOWLEDGE THE RECIPES AS THEIR OWN. IF WE HAD POTATO SOUP WITH HORSE MEAT WE HAD A FEAST. OTHER CONCOCTIONS WERE CARROTS AND RUTABAGAS, RUTABAGAS AND BEETS, CABBAGE AND WATER - MOSTLY WATER. THE ALL-TIME LOW IN FOOD OCCURRED WHEN WE HAD WHAT WE CALLED “GREEN HORNET”. IF A BROTH WERE MADE OF DRIED AND WORMY DANDELIONS, THE RESULT WOULD PROBABLY BE MORE APPEALING IN AROMA AND TASTE, THOUGH NOT IN LOOKS, THAN THIS MEAL OF BOILED GRASS. ON DAYS WHEN GREEN HORNET WAS SERVED WE THOUGHT OF THE SUBSTANTIAL FOOD THAT WAS BEING WASTED IN AMERICA OR THAT WE HAD OURSELVES WASTED IN THE PAST AND RESOLVED THAT WE WOULD NEVER COMPLAIN OF AMERICAN FOOD AGAIN AND MORE PARTICULARLY NEVER WASTE IT IN OUR HOMES.

AT SOUP TIME WE LINED UP DOWN THE NARROW AISLE IN THE BARRACKS WITH OUR BATTERED MESS TINS IN OUR HANDS. EACH MAN RECEIVED HIS FIRST DOLE OF SOUP AND STILL KEEPING HIS PLACE IN LINE WAITED FOR THE SECOND ROUND. THIS WAS A SMALLER PORTION BUT OFTEN THICKER AS THE HEAVIER PORTIONS SANK TO THE BOTTOM OF THE BUCKET. WHEN NO MORE SOUP REMAINED IN THE BIG CONTAINER, THE LINE WAS BROKEN. FOR THE MOST PART WE DRANK THE BROTH FROM THE KITS WE HAD; A FEW MEN HOWEVER FOUND BITS OF WOOD WHICH THEY WHITTLED INTO SPOONS OR FORKS FOR EATING PURPOSES.

LATER IN THE AFTERNOON ERSATZ TEA, ON RARE OCCASIONS ERSATZ COFFEE WAS GIVEN US WITH THE DAILY RATION OF BREAD. WE RECEIVED ON THREE DAYS A WEEK A SMALL PORTION OF OLEOMARGARINE, OR CHEESE, AND ON ONE OR TOW OCCASIONS DURING OUR STAY AT BAD ORB A SLICE OF WURST.

BEFORE DARK WE ALL HAD TO BE IN OUR BARRACKS. THE BLACKOUT CURTAINS WERE PUT UP, THE FIRE STARTED ANEW, THE DOORS BOLTED BY THE GUARDS AND THE MOST PLEASANT TIME OF THE DAY BEGAN. IN THE DIM LIGHT FROM THE FIRE AND THE DULL GLOW FROM THE CEILING LAMPS STORIES WERE TOLD, INFORMAL DISCUSSIONS CARRIED ON, ARGUMENTS ENGAGED I. EACH EVENING A FEW MINUTES WERE DEVOTED TO A RELIGIOUS SERVICE, A HYMN, A PRAYER, AND A SHORT SERMON. LT. HERBERT JOHNSON OF MACON, GEORGIA, WOULD OFTEN ENTERTAIN OUR BARRACKS WITH STORIES OF THE SOUTH AND OF ALASKA WHERE HE HAD SPENT TWO YEARS WITH THE ARMY AND LT. JAMES MORRISSEY OF NEW YORK WITH SONGS THAT WERE POPULAR IN THE PAST AND PRESENT, SONGS THAT HE HIMSELF HAD SUNG OVER THE RADIO IN HIS CIVILIAN DAYS. THEN WHEN THE FIRE DIED OUT AND THE BARRACKS GOT COLD WE CRAWLED INTO BED AND WENT TO SLEEP. OFTEN ON NIGHTS WHEN THE SKY WAS CLEAR WE WERE AROUSED BY THE SOUND OF AIR-RAID SIRENS.

SQUADRONS OF BOMBERS ROARED OVER HEAR. THE BRITISH ON THEIR NIGHT MISSIONS PENETRATED DEEPER IN THE ENEMY COUNTRY THAN WHERE WE WERE. THE TARGET ON THE NIGHT OF JANUARY 3RD, HOWEVER, WAS NOT FAR FROM US. SOME THOUGHT IT WAS FRANKFURT. FROM THE PECK-HOLES IN THE BLACKOUT CURTAINS WE SAW THE SOUTHERN SKY RED WITH THE FIRES LIGHTED BY THE BOMBS AND SPANGLED WITH THE BURSTS OF ANTI-AIRCRAFT GUNS.

ONE MORNING IN JANUARY AS I WAS MAKING A TRIP TO THE WOOD PILE IN THE ITALIAN COMPOUND, I MET AN AMERICAN GI OF ITALIAN ANCESTRY WHO SPOKE THE LANGUAGE. HE TOLD ME THAT AN ITALIAN PRIEST WAS LIVING IN THE BARRACKS NEXT TO THE WOOD PILE. I GOT MY AMERICAN FRIEND TO ASK THE ITALIANS TO BRING OUT THEIR PRIEST. IN A FEW MINUTES HE CAME AND WE WERE ABOUT TO INTRODUCE OURSELVES WHEN A SIGNAL CAME FROM OUR STOOGES THAT A GERMAN OFFICER WAS APPROACHING. NEXT DAY I WATCHED FROM THE WIRE OF OUR ENCLOSURE UNTIL THE PRIEST WAS OUTSIDE AGAIN. HE ALSO WAS ON THE LOOKOUT FOR ME. THIS TIME WE WERE ABLE TO GET TOGETHER FOR A FEW MINUTES.

THROUGH THE MEDIUM OF LATIN HE TOLD ME HE BELONGED O THE DIOCESE OF MILAN AND HAD BEEN A PRISONER WITH HIS NATIONALS SINCE THE CAPITULATION OF ITALY IN THE SUMMER OF ‘46. I ASKED HIM ABOUT MASS, AND HE TOLD ME THAT HE WAS ABLE TO SAY MASS ONLY ON SUNDAYS, AND IN A CHAPEL IN THE FRENCH COMPOUND, WHERE ALSO WERE TOW FRENCH PRIESTS WHO HAD ALL THE ACCESSORIES FOR THE CELEBRATION OF MASS. WITH GREAT JOY I TOLD FATHERS MADDEN AND HURLEY OF THE DISCOVERY AND RESOLVED TO CONTACT THE FRENCH PRIESTS AS SOON AS POSSIBLE

THROUGH MILITARY CHANNELS I ASKED PERMISSION TO VISIT THE FRENCH PRIESTS FOR THE PURPOSE OF GETTING SUPPLIES FOR MASS. IT TOOK TWO OR THREE DAYS FOR THE RED TAPE TO UNRAVEL; THEN EARLY ONE MORNING BEFORE BREAKFAST I WAS CALLED BY A GERMAN GUARD TO THE HEADQUARTERS OF THE AMERICAN COMPOUND. HERE I WAS ISSUED A PASS AND THE GUARD CONDUCTED ME TO THE FRENCH PRIESTS. 

IT WAS THE SIXTH OF JANUARY, THE FEAST OF THE EPIPHANY. IN A SMALL BUILDING THEY HAD ERECTED A FINE ALTAR; THERE WERE CRUDE WOODEN BENCHES AND A CHRISTMAS CRIB BANKED WITH SEVERAL EVERGREEN TREES. IN THE SACRISTY THE TWO FRENCH FATHERS HAD A SORT OF OFFICE WITH A SMALL LIBRARY AND A WARM STOVE. HERE, WHILE THE GUARD WAITED, THEY PREPARED A MASS KIT FOR ME FROM THE SUPPLIES WHICH THEY HAD. THE KIT THAT I CARRIED BACK WITH ME CONSISTED OF A SMALL ALTAR STONE, THREE SMALL ALTAR CLOTHS, A CORPORAL AND PURIFICATOR, A SMALL MASS BOOK, TWO CANDLES AND CANDLESTICKS, A CHALICE, A SMALL VIAL OF WINE AND ABOUT A HUNDRED SMALL HOSTS. HAPPY WERE ALL THE AMERICAN CATHOLICS AND ESPECIALLY GRATEFUL WERE WE THREE PRIESTS THAT WE POSSESSED THE MINIMUM ESSENTIALS FOR THE CELEBRATION OF MASS.

SINCE THE SUPPLY OF WINE AND HOSTS WAS SO SLIM, WE DECIDED WE WOULD SAY MASS ONLY ON SUNDAYS. TWO DAYS LATER WAS THE SUNDAY WITHIN THE OCTAVE OF THE EPIPHANY AND ALL THREE OF US SAID MASS. THE SATURDAY BEFORE WE ADVERTISED IN ALL THE BARRACKS THAT WE WOULD HAVE THE THREE MASSES, THEIR TIME AND PLACE. IN ORDER TO ACCOMMODATE ALL THE MEN WHO WISHED TO ATTEND WE URGED EACH BARRACKS TO ATTEND A CERTAIN MASS.

IN BARRACKS 25 A RATHER SMALL GROUP OF NON-COMS WAS HOUSED AND VERY LITTLE FURNITURE OBSTRUCTED THE ROOM. HENCE THERE WAS SPACE FOR OUTSIDER TO CROWD IN. HERE ON THAT SUNDAY AFTERNOON WE THREE PRIESTS TOOK TURNS AT SAYING MASS WHILE THE OTHER TWO HEARD CONFESSIONS IN CORNER. IT WAS NO CATHEDRAL; BUT NO CONSECRATED CHURCH EVER HELD A MORE GRATEFUL CROWD OF WORSHIPPERS THAN THE COLD BARRACKS AT BAD ORB, WHERE THE PRIEST LACKED VESTMENTS AND THE DIRTY TABLE OF AN ALTAR LEFT MUCH TO BE DESIRED IN THE WY OF FINE LINEN, CRUCIFIX AND ALTAR CARS, TO SAY NOTHING OF SUCH LUXURIES AS FLOWERS AND LIGHTS. YET AROUND THAT RUDE SETTING MERE HEARTS FILLED WITH FAITH, HOPE, AND LOVE; FAITH IN THE SUBLIME MYSTERIES ENACTED UNDER THE VISIBLE FORMS OF BREAD AND WINE, HOPE IN THE POWER OF THE REDEEMING SACRIFICE TO FREE US FROM THE HANDS OF OUR ENEMIES, AND LOVE BORN OF FELLOWSHIP WITH THE SUFFERING CHRIST IN COLD, HUNGER, AND PRIVATION.

CHAPTER FIVE

HAMMELBURG

RUMORS CIRCULATED THROUGH THE CAMP AT BAD ORB ON JANUARY 9TH AND 10TH THAT THE AMERICAN OFFICERS WOULD BE MOVED TO ANOTHER PRISON. FATHERS MADDEN, HURLEY, AND I DISCUSSED THE RUMORS AND ALSO THE OBLIGATION WE HAD OF DOING ALL IN OUR POWER TO GET PERMISSION FOR ON OF US TO REMAIN WITH THE TWO THOUSAND OR MORE ENLISTED MEN IN STALAG IX B. THE DUTY OF LEAVING SOME OFFICER PERSONNEL BEHIND WAS ALSO TAKEN UP BY THE PROTESTANT CHAPLAINS AND THE DOCTORS WHO WERE WITH US. ON THE NIGHT OF THE TENTH IT WAS OFFICIALLY CONFIRMED THAT THE OFFICERS WOULD BE TAKEN AWAY WITHIN THE NEXT FEW DAYS. AT THE REQUEST OF THE SENIOR AMERICAN OFFICERS, THREE DOCTORS, A CATHOLIC PRIEST, AND A PROTESTANT CHAPLAIN WERE PERMITTED TO REMAIN AT BAD ORB. EVERY MAN ELIGIBLE UNDER THE THREE CATEGORIES OFFERED HIS SERVICES TO STAY. FATHER HURLEY INSISTED THAT HE WAS THE LOGICAL MAN TO SUPPLY THE POSITION OF CATHOLIC CHAPLAIN, SO FATHER MADDEN AND I ACCEDED TO HIS DESIRE.

FATHER ED HURLEY (*) AND CHAPLAIN NEAL (THE PROTESTANT WHO REMAINED WITH HIM) DID SPLENDID WORK AT BAD ORB. SO DID THE DOCTORS WHO WERE LEFT WITH OUR GI’S. IN FEBRUARY THE NON-COMS WERE MOVED TO ZIEGENHEIM. EASTER MONDAY, APRIL 2, STALAG IX B WAS LIBERATED. AMONG FATHER HURLEY’S MEMORABLE ACHIEVEMENTS WAS THE ESTABLISHMENT OF A HOLD NAME SOCIETY IN THE PRISON CAMP. OF THIS PAUL DALTON, MY ASSISTANT WRITES, “WHILE AT BAD ORB FATHER HURLEY STARTED A HOLY NAME SOCIETY AND PROMISED THE FELLOWS THEY’D RECEIVE MEMBERSHIP CARDS WHEN THEY GOT HOME. SURE ENOUGH, A SWELL LETTER FROM FATHER HURLEY CAME TO THE MEN ALONG WITH A CARD WHICH READ LIKE THIS:  THIS IS TO CERTIFY THAT.... IS A CHARTER MEMBER OF THE HOLY NAME SOCIETY OF STALAG IX B, BAD ORB, GERMANY. THE FELLOWS ARE CERTAINLY PROUD OF IT AND SAY IT’S THE MOST VALUABLE SOUVENIR THEY HAVE OF PW DAYS.”

* SEE APPENDIX: 
FATHER HURLLEY’S LETTER PROVIDED BY





CORINNE PRAY.





JOHN ROBB’S LETTER ON FATHER HURLEY.

AT DAWN THE MORNING OF JANUARY 11TH, WE WERE AROUSED EARLY BY THE GUARDS WHO TOLD US THE OFFICERS WOULD BE MOVED IMMEDIATELY. WE SCARCELY HAD TIME TO GET OUR MORNING CUP OF TEA. WE NEEDED NO TIME TO GATHER OUR BELONGINGS, FOR NO ONE POSSESSED ANYTHING HE COULD NOT PICK UP IN A MOMENT. IN THE SPORTPLATZ IN THE MIDDLE OF THE COMPOUND WE WERE ASSEMBLED, COUNTED, AND CALLED BY NAME: THE ONLY TIME IN ALL OUR KRIEGIE LIFE WE WERE RECOGNIZED AS INDIVIDUALS WITH NAME AND RANK. IT WAS A COLD WINTER MORNING AND WE WERE KEPT STANDING AT LEAST AN HOUR IN THE SNOW. A GERMAN OFFICER FINALLY CAME WITH THE LIST OF NAMES. WE WERE TO BE ARRANGED IN THE ORDER DESIGNATED BY THE LIST. THE DIFFICULTY CAME IN TRYING TO RECOGNIZE OUR NAMES FROM THE PRONUNCIATION USED BY THE GERMAN. AFTER MUCH BUNGLING WE AT LAST WERE LINE UP. THERE WA A FINAL COUNT AND ROLL-CALL AS WE MARCHED OUT OF THE GATE OF THE AMERICAN COMPOUND.

NEAR THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING OF THE STALAG WE WERE ASSIGNED TWO EMPTY BARRACKS IN WHICH TO AWAIT THE MOVEMENT ORDERS. THE BARRACKS PROTECTED US FROM THE WIND AND SNOW, BUT AFFORDED LITTLE RELIEF FROM THE SEVERE COLD. AT NON WE WERE ISSUED RATIONS FOR THREE DAYS: A HALF LOAF OF BREAD AND POUND OF CANNED CORNED BEEF FOR TWO MEN. FATHER MADDEN AND I TEAMED TOGETHER. 

EARLY IN THE AFTERNOON WE ASSEMBLED AGAIN AT THE MAIN GATE OF THE CAMP. THERE WAS FURTHER DELAY AS WE WERE HANDED OVER TO A NEW COMPANY OF GUARDS WHO WERE TO ESCORT US AWAY. THE NEVER-ENDING COUNTING TOOK PLACE AGAIN AS ONE COMMANDER CONSIGNED US LIKE SO MANY CATTLE TO THE OTHER. THEN WE WERE ARRANGED IN GROUPS OF SIXTY - THE OLD BOXCAR NUMBER - AND SIX GUARDS ASSIGNED TO EACH GROUP OF PRISONERS. AS THE DELAY AND CONFUSION GREW, SOMEONE REMEMBERED THAT FATHER MADDEN COULD SPEAK GERMAN. HE WAS THEREFORE SUMMONED TO HEAD OF THE LINE TO ACT AS INTERPRETER. BUT HE HAD MY BREAD AND I CARRIED HIS CORNED BEEF. THEREFORE WE COMPLAINED ABOUT BEING SEPARATED. I WAS THEN PERMITTED TO GO TO THE HEAD OF THE LINE AS AIDE-DE-CAMP TO THE INTERPRETER.

COLD AND NUMB FROM STANDING IN THE SNOW, WE OFF DOWN THE LONG HILL TO THE TOWN OF BAD ORB. EASIER AS IT WAS GOING DOWN HILL, THE TRIP WAS HARD ON US DUE TO OUR WEAKENED CONDITION AND THE EXTREME COLD OF THE DAY. AGAIN WE LOOKED AT THOSE HILLS COVERED WITH CHRISTMAS TREES; SAW THE CHILDREN SKIING DOWN THE SLOPES. AND CAME INTO THE TOWN WITH THE SUMMER HOTELS NAMED AFTER THE SAINTS. FATHER MADDEN AND I WERE NEAR THE HEAD OF THE COLUMN AND AS WE CAME THROUGH THE BUSINESS DISTRICT WE NOTICED THE SHOPKEEPERS RAISING THE METAL SCREENS WHICH PROTECTED THE PLATE GLASS WINDOWS FROM FRAGMENTATION DURING BOMBINGS. WITH WHAT SEEMED TO BE A CERTAIN AMOUNT OF PRIDE THEY STOOD AT THE DOORS OF THEIR SHOPS TO WATCH US PASS. SAD TO SAY, HOWEVER, BAD ORB EXPERIENCED THE DESOLATION OF DESTRUCTION BEFORE THE WAR WAS OVER.

AT THE RAILROAD STATION THERE WAS ANOTHER WAIT. THE RAILROAD YARDS WERE FILLED WITH SEVERAL LINES OF BOXCARS, BUT NO LOCOMOTIVES WERE IN SIGHT. “THERE IS AN ENGINE!” SOMEONE EXCLAIMED. “AND THERE’S ANOTHER!” SEVERAL LOCOMOTIVES HAD BEEN MOVED ONTO SIDINGS AND VERY CAREFULLY CAMOUFLAGED.

OUR TRAIN AT LAST ARRIVED AND PULLED IN A STRING OF THE FAMILIAR “40 AND 8’S”. AGAIN IT WAS SIXTY MEN TO A CAR, EXCEPT THE FIRST ONE TO WHICH THE SENIOR OFFICERS, THEIR INTERPRETER, AND HIS AIDE WERE ASSIGNED. WE WERE ONLY TWENTY-FIVE, BUT THAT DID NOT MEAN MORE SPACE PER PRISONER, FOR IN THE MIDDLE OF THE CAR WAS A CRUDE BARBED WIRE SCREEN WITH A LITTLE OPENING IN IT. WE PRISONERS WERE ALL CROWDED BEYOND THE SCREEN. THE REST OF THE CAR WAS RESERVED FOR A SQUAD (TEN MEN) OF THE GUARDS. IN THEIR HALF THERE WAS SOME CLEAN STRAW AND A LITTLE STOVE.

THE TRIP WAS UNEVENTFUL. WE WERE FAIRLY COMFORTABLE WITH A LITTLE HEAT FROM THE STOVE AND THE BREAD AND CORNED BEEF WE HAD FOR RATIONS. IN THE EVENING WE TRIED TO ENGAGE THE GUARDS IN CONVERSATION AND GET THEM TO TELL US WHITHER WE WERE GOING, BUT THEY WERE NOT ANXIOUS TO COMMUNICATE MUCH WITH US. WE GOT TO SINGING AND BY CHANCE SANG “HOLY NIGHT”. IT WARMED THE GERMANS’ HEARTS TO HEAR A MELODY THEY LOVED SUNG IN A FOREIGN TONGUE. WE SANG IT AGAIN, THEY IN GERMAN, WE IN ENGLISH. THEN THEY SANG SOME OF THEIR FAVORITE MELODIES WHILE WE LISTENED. WE ALL LAUGHED AND JOKED AND THEY TURNED OUT TO BE TOLERABLY CONGENIAL TRAVELING COMPANIONS. ALL NIGHT LONG THE TRAIN STARTED AND STOPPED, JOLTING US WITH EACH CHANGE OF MOTION. SOME COLONELS AND MAJORS DROPPED OFF TO SLEEP, BUT THE CRAMPED QUARTERS AND JOLTING MADE SLEEPING MUCH WORSE THAN ON THE WOODEN SHELVES IN STALAG IX B.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING WE DETRAINED AT HAMMELBURG, ON THE MAP A DISTANCE OF TWENTY-FIVE MILES FROM BAD ORB, THOUGH THE TRAIN NO DOUBT COVERED MUCH MORE THAN THAT. PERHAPS IT WAS ONLY THE BRIGHT SUNLIGHT AND THE CLEAN SNOW THAT HEIGHTENED THE IMPRESSION, BUT HAMMELBURG APPEARED A MOST PICTURESQUE VILLAGE. THE HOUSES AND SHOPS WERE ALL BUILT OF STONE IN THE BAVARIAN STYLE AND ALMOST EVERY ONE OF THEM HAD A NICHE OVER THE DOORWAY OR IN THE CENTER OF THE FRONT WITH A STATUE OF OUR BLESSED MOTHER, ST. JOSEPH, OR SOME OTHER SAINT. AT THE STREET INTERSECTIONS SHRINES WERE BUILT IN HONOR OF THE SACRED HEART, THE GUARDIAN ANGELS, AND PATRON PAINTS. A BEAUTIFUL CATHOLIC CHURCH, WITH SCHOOL, PLAYGROUND, AND CONVENT, OCCUPIED A PROMINENT POSITION ON THE MAIN STREET. WEEKS LATER LT. ROBERT FRASH, OF SOUTH BEND, INDIANA, AND REGIMENTAL ADJUTANT OF THE 422ND INFANTRY, ARRIVED AT HAMMELBURG WITH ANOTHER GROUP OF PRISONERS. HE TOO WAS IMPRESSED WITH THE STATUES IN THE VILLAGE. “OUR LADY SEEMED TO SMILE.” SO HE SAID, “AND SAY”, “SEE, I AM WITH YOU. WHY SHOULD YOU FEAR?”

AT THE FAR END OF THE TOWN THE MAIN ROAD BRANCHED, THE RIGHT FORK GOING OFF PARALLEL WITH A LITTLE STREAM, THE LEFT SPANNING THE WATER AND WINDING UP THE SIDE OF A LONG HILL. AT THE FORK IN THE ROAD STOOD A HUMBLE WAYSIDE SHRINE, A BAS-RELIEF DEPICTING CHRIST CARRYING HIS CROSS, AND OUR LORD WAS FACING THE ROAD UP THE HILL. HE SEEMED TO SMILE (AND MANY REMARKED THIS TO ME), “LIFE IS AN UPHILL ROAD FOR ANYONE IN THE HANDS OF HIS ENEMIES AND EACH MAN MUST CARRY HIS CROSS. I AM THE WAY, FOLLOW ME.” IT WAS A SPIRITUAL UPLIFT THAT RELIEVED THE AGONY OF THAT ASCENT. SLOWLY, SLOWLY, ON AND UP WE TOILED, STOPPING NOW AND THEN TO EAT SNOW TO SLAKE THE THIRST WE SUFFERED. AS WE WOUND AROUND THE SIDE OF THE HILL WE LOOKED DOWN ON THE “VILLAGE OF THE LAMB”, HAMMELBURG, QUIET, PEACEFUL, NOT YET TOUCHED BY THE RAVAGES OF WAR.

IT WAS FIVE KILOMETERS WHEN THE ROAD LEVELED OFF ON A RIDGE AND THE VIEW OPENED INTO A ROLLING COUNTRY OF SNOW-COVERED MEADOWS, FOREST-COVERED HILLS. OFF TO THE RIGHT ABOUT ANOTHER KILOMETER WAS THE PRISON CAMP, NUMBER THIRTEEN, MANY LONG ONE-STORY STUCCO BUILDINGS SPRAWLED OVER THE HILLSIDE; IN THE MIDST OF TREES FINE STONE STRUCTURES WERE HALF CONCEALED AND A STONE WATER-TOWER LIFTED ITSELF MORE THAN A HUNDRED FEET. AROUND THE ENTIRE GROUP OF BUILDINGS WOUND THE FAMILIAR, HIGH, BARBED WIRE FENCES, INTERRUPTED EVERY HUNDRED YARDS WITH THE WOODEN WATCHTOWERS.

AS WE APPROACHED NEARER TO THE CAMP, THE ELEGANCE OF THE BUILDINGS CONVINCED US THAT THIS PLACE HAD NOT BEEN ORIGINALLY INTENDED FOR PRISONERS OF WAR. WE LEARNED LATER IT WAS A TRAINING CAMP FOR THE REGULAR ARMY, BUT FOR THE LAST TWO YEARS HAD BEEN USED AS A PRISON STOCKADE FOR RUSSIANS, POLES, FRENCH, YUGOSLAVS, AND DUTCH CAPTURED IN THE WAR. NOW THE FIRST AMERICANS WERE ARRIVING. THE HEAVILY WIRED GATES SWUNG WIDE TO ADMIT US. WE WERE COUNTED AGAIN. THE GATES WERE LOCKED BEHIND US AND WE REMAINED STANDING IN THE SNOW. LATER WE WERE TAKEN INTO A LARGE INDOOR RIDING ACADEMY, THE FLOOR OF WHICH WAS COVERED WITH TANBARK. HERE WE WERE LINED UP, LOCKED OVER, AND STARRED AT BY A CONTINGENT OF SOME FIFTEEN HIGH RANKING OFFICERS OF THE WEHRMACHT. FATHER MADDEN INTERPRETED FOR US THAT WE WERE NOT TO BE LODGED IN THIS STABLE PERMANENTLY, BUT THAT LATER IN THE DAY WE WOULD BE ASSIGNED BARRACKS. DURING THE WAIT WE FOUND A HYDRANT WITH FRESH WATER, SAT DOWN ON THE TURF AND ATE SOME MORE BREAD AND CORNED BEEF.

AT THREE O’CLOCK IN THE AFTERNOON EXACTLY ONE HUNDRED OFFICERS WERE TAKEN AT RANDOM AND REMOVED FROM THE RIDING FLOOR. AN HOUR LATER THE SECOND HUNDRED, WHICH INCLUDED FATHER MADDEN AND ME, WERE CONDUCTED PAST A ROW OF BARRACKS THAT HOUSED SLAV PRISONERS, THROUGH TWO GUARDED GATES INTO A COMPOUND THAT CONSISTED OF TEN ERSTWHILE BARRACKS FOR HITLER’S PICK OF THE MASTER RACE. THIS WAS OFLAG IX B. WE WERE LED ONTO THE FIRST FLOOR OF THE ONLY TWO-STORY BUILDING IN THE ENCLOSURE. THIS BUILDING WAS FORMERLY USED AS A DINING-HALL, WITH A WELL APPOINTED KITCHEN AND TWO SPACIOUS, LIGHTSOME DINING ROOMS. NOW THE ROOMS INTO WHICH WE CAME WERE FREE OF ALL FURNISHINGS, EXCEPT A FEW BATTERED BENCHES, AN OLD PIANO, AND A STOVE WHICH HAD NOT HELD LIVE COALS FOR A LONG TIME. WHAT WINDOW PANES WERE LEFT WERE VERY DIRTY. THE BROKEN ONES WERE PATCHED WITH CARDBOARD AND WOOD. A CLOSED DOUBLE DOOR OPENED INTO ANOTHER LARGE ROOM THE SAME SIZE AS THE ONE IN WHICH WE WERE. IN THIS SECOND HALL THE EQUIPMENT AND PERSONNEL WERE SET UP FOR PROCESSING THE LATEST ARRIVALS. A GUARD AT THE DOOR ADMITTED ONE OR TWO AT A TIME. CURIOUSLY WE SIZED UP THE SITUATION IN THE NEXT ROOM. AS EACH MAN WAS ADMITTED HE WAS ASSIGNED TO A PLACE AT A LONG COUNTER OR TABLE AND GIVEN A STOOL OR CHAIR TO STAND ON. HE THEN REMOVED EVERY STITCH OF CLOTHING HE WORE AND HANDED IT OVER TO THE INSPECTING OFFICIALS. WHEN THEY WERE SATISFIED THAT ALL DOCUMENTS, MAPS, SECRET WEAPONS, OR PARTS OF RADIO SETS WERE NOT LEFT IN THE POCKETS OR SEWED IN THE LINING OF SHIRTS OR PANTS, THE CLOTHES WERE RETURNED TO THEIR OWNERS WHO THEN DRESSED AND LEFT THE BUILDING BY ANOTHER DOOR. ALL OF US HAD THINGS WE VALUED PERSONALLY AND DID NOT CARE TO HAVE FALL INTO ENEMY HANDS. EVERY EFFORT TO CONTACT MEN WHO HAD GONE THROUGH THE PROCESSING TO WHOM WE COULD SLIP THOSE ARTICLES FAILED. SO IT WAS EITHER DESTROY OR SURRENDER WHAT THINGS WE HAD ON US. AS WE GLANCED AGAIN AND AGAIN DURING THE INTERMITTENT OPENINGS OF THE DOOR IT WAS ALL TOO EVIDENT THAT THIS SEARCH WAS THOROUGH AND COMPLETE.

A DEEP SECRET OF MY OWN WAS NOT IN JEOPARDY. SEVERAL WEEKS PREVIOUSLY I HAD SEWED INTO THE HEM OF MY TROUSER LEG ONE TEN AND THREE TWENTY-DOLLAR BILLS, NICELY CONCEALED FROM ANY SUPERFICIAL INSPECTION. COULD I NOW TAKE A CHANCE OF HAVING THEM DISCOVERED, AND I A PRIEST? MY BETTER JUDGMENT PROMPTED ME TO PUT THE MONEY IN A PLACE WHERE IT WOULD APPEAR THAT I WAS NOT ATTEMPTING TO CONCEAL IT. I RIPPED OPEN THE SEAM AND TRANSFERRED THE MONEY TO A SECRET POCKET IN MY WALLET. I WAS THEN READY TO EXPOSE MYSELF AND ALL THAT I CARRIED ON ME OR IN MY POCKETS TO ENEMY VIEW. THE DOOR OPENED; IT WAS MY TURN TO ENTER.

ASSIGNED TO A PLACE AT THE COUNTER, I SAID, “I AM A CATHOLIC PRIEST, ”PRIESTER, KATHOLICH.” A FEW EYEBROWS RAISED AND A GROUP OF GERMANS GATHER ROUND. TO PROVE THE STATEMENT I WITHDREW FROM MY POCKETS THE WINTER VOLUME OF THE BREVIARY, A SMALL RITUAL, MY STOLE AND THE TRIPLE OIL-STOCKS. THE BREVIARY AND RITUAL WERE PASSED FROM ONE TO THE OTHER GERMAN AND ALL NODDED ASSENT THAT THEY WERE EVIDENCE OF THE CATHOLIC PRIESTHOOD. THE OIL-STOCKS WERE SOMETHING NEW TO THEM. FOR ALL THE WORLD THIS BRASS CYLINDER, THE SIZE OF A SMALL ARMS’ CARTRIDGE, MIGHT BE A BOOBY RAP, A SECRET WEAPON, A RADIO.

“NOW THESE ARE THE HOLY OILS,” I SAID, “USED IN THE ADMINISTRATION OF BAPTISM AND EXTREME UNCTION.”

“OIL FOR SACRAMENTS,” ONE OF THEM SAID IN AN UNDERTONE.

THE SERGEANT HELD OUT HIS HAND TO TAKE THEM FROM ME.

“NO”, I SAID, “YOU CANNOT HAVE THIS. THIS IS A SACRED THING. THESE OILS ARE CONSECRATED, AND MAY NOT BE PROFANED.”

“GIVE ME,” HE INSISTED.

“NO,NO, ONLY FOR PRIEST” I WAS MORE INSISTENT.

“YA,YA.” ANOTHER SOLDIER CAME TO MY AID. “FOR 
SACRAMENT, FOR PRIEST.” and he made a gesture in my direction that showed he understood the predicament I was in.

and they motioned me to put the oil-stocks on the counter.

the emptying of my pockets proceeded. out camE my flashlight with the worn out battery, a wooden spoon, a pen-knife, two pocket notebooks, gloves, some dirty HANDKERCHIEFS, a dirty pair of socks, an overseas’ cap, a piece of soap, some toilet paper, my watch, a comb, pen, and pencil.

all these things were looked at with mingled disappointment and indifference. then came the wallet. that was seized quickly and set apart with the notebooks and flashlight. holding my breath and looking at them WITH an air of suspense I felt the last pocket in my pants and slowly pulled out the contents in one handful - three dollars and forty cents in american, british, french, and belgian coins,  a rosary, and a pair of dice. they all gazed at the little pile in silence and amazement. then the sergeant picked up the dice. “you are a hell of a priest,” he said in english and walked away.

“helmet,” said the clerk. and my steel helmet and fiber helmet liner were passed back to a pile near a window, leaving me with only a little knit cap.

“take off your clothes!” and beginning with my field coat, I removed field jacket, woolen od shirt, woolen undershirt, and cotton undershirt, shoes, woolen socks, COTTON socks, od pants, woolen drawers and cotton drawers. I stood there in my dogtags, pow identification tag and scapular medal. the clothes were thoroughly searched ot make sure nothing was hidden in them.

before long I was fully dressed. my breviary and ritual were stamped “gepruf” (passed y censor) and returned to me. I picked up the oil-stocks casually, as a division was being made of the other things on the table. everything was returned to me except the helmet, the flashlight, the two notebooks, my wallet, the coins and the PAIR of dice. these placed in a manila envelope, marked with my name and pow number, and carried to a desk at the end of the room. I filled my pockets and left the inspection room by the other door. across a corridor a group of about twenty officers were waiting. this room had once been the cocktail lounge or gar - more properly, perhaps, beer hall - in the nazi HEYDAY. the walls were painted with LIFE-SIZED cartoons of drinking parties and characters from german stories. a legend in german script was woven into the pattern of the pictures.

“the Heinies will take us to our barracks when we get thirty men here,” was the latest news. we fell to discussing what we had lost and what we had retained and SPECULATING what DISPOSITION would be made of the things taken from us.

it was not long before the required thirty men came through the inspection ordeal and were marched from this building to barracks eleven, room seven. “seven come eleven.” I had played by dice well, for I landed in a room with thirty (later increased to forty-five) of the grandest fellows I have ever lived with. in this room we were to live TOGETHER for more than two months in closer quarters then is fit for man or beast, excepting of course sixty men in a boxcar.

barracks 11 was one of six buildings in the compound all built on the same plan. at one end were two small rooms on either side of a narrow CORRIDOR, then four or five large rooms one after another down THE LENGTH of the building. Room 7 was like all the rest, one DOOR OPENING into a camp street, two windows facing the street and three at the back of the room. the room was approximately square, fifty feet more or less each way. on the WINDOWLESS sides double deck and triple deck beds stuck out from the wall its entire length. in the space down the middle were a brick chimney, a stove, three kitchen tables, and a few benches and chairs. two dirty electric lights hung by cords from the ceiling. TWO DIRTY ELECTRIC LIGHTS HUNG BY CORDS FROM THE CEILING. 

THE THIRTY OF US ENTERED THE BARRACKS AND WERE LEFT TO OURSELVES BY THE GUARDS. EACH MAN SELECTED HIS BED AND ALL WERE SATISFIED WITH THE LODGING ACCOMMODATIONS, FOR THERE WERE SEVERAL BUNKS LEFT OVER. FATHER MADDEN AND I HAD ADJACENT BEDS ON THE SECOND SHELF ABOUT THE MIDDLE OF THE LEFT. SIDE.

BEFORE DARK GERMAN GUARDS CAME AGAIN TO BRING US BLANKETS AND EATING UTENSILS. THE BLANKETS ARRIVED ON A CART AND WE WERE EACH TO RECEIVE TWO. AS THE SUPPLY WAS SHORT, IT AMOUNTED TO THREE BLANKETS FOR TWO MEN. THIS CHALLENGED AMERICAN INGENUITY AGAIN. WE PUSHED TWO TIERS OF BUNKS TOGETHER MAKING A SORT OF DOUBLE BED. THEN BY SPREADING ONE BLANKET OVER THE TWO BUNKS AND THE PALLETS OF WOOD SHAVING AS FAR AS IT WOULD REACH, THE TWO MEN SLEEPING ADJACENT TO ONE ANOTHER HAD TWO BLANKETS TO COVER THEM OR ROLL UP IN. DURING OUR STAY AT HAMMELBURG THERE WERE FEW NIGHTS WHEN THE COLD WAS SO SEVERE AS TO KEEP US AWAKE. OF COURSE, WE PILED INTO BED CLOTHED WITH JACKETS, OVERCOATS, AND ALL THE WEARING APPAREL WE POSSESSED.

THE ISSUE OF TABLEWARE MADE US ANTICIPATE SOME NOURISHING MEALS. EACH MAN RECEIVED AN EARTHENWARE BOWL, A THINK PORCELAIN MUG, A PEWTER KNIFE, FORK, AND SPOON. WHATEVER THE QUANTITY AND QUALITY OF THE CHOW THAT WAS TO COME WE AT LEAST COULD EAT IT LIKE CIVILIZED MEN AND NOT WITH OUR HANDS OUT OF TIN CANS. THAT FIRST EVENING WE WERE TO BE GIVEN NO FOOD, FOR ON LEAVING BAD ORB THE RATION OF BREAD AND BULLY BEEF WAS TO LAST FOR THREE DAYS AND THIS WAS ONLY THE SECOND DAY. FOR THOSE WHO HAD SOME FRAGMENTS OF A HALF LOAF OF BREAD AND HALF POUND OF BEEF THERE WAS SOMETHING TO RESTORE A BIT OF THE ENERGY LOST IN THE CLIMB FROM THE VILLAGE TO THE CAMP. AROUND THE WARM FIRE WE GATHERED, TOASTED THE SLICES OF BLACK BREAD WE HAD, AND ABSORBED SOME HEAT.

THE SENIOR OFFICER OF OUR ROOM WAS CAPTAIN JOHN J. MADDEN (NOT FATHER ALAN P. MADDEN, ALSO A CAPTAIN’S RANK). CAPTAIN JACK MADDEN IS A CHICAGO LAWYER AND HOLDS A COMMISSION IN THE NATIONAL GUARD. AT THE TIME OF HIS CAPTURE HE WAS AN ARTILLERY LIAISON OFFICER WITH THE 423RD REGIMENTAL COMBAT TEAM. TO HIM AS RANKING OFFICER FELL THE TASK OF PRESERVING ORDER AMONG THE PRISONERS OF BARRACKS 11, ROOM 7 IN MATTERS PERTAINING TO DOMESTIC DISCIPLINE? HE APPOINTED MEN TO SPECIFIC TASKS - TENDING THE FIRE, CARRYING FOOD AND WATER, SWEEPING THE FLOOR AND OTHER DUTIES OF AN OCCASIONAL NATURE. THE SPLENDID COOPERATION AND COMRADESHIP OF THE MEN IN 11-7 RELIEVED THE BARRACKS-LEADER OF THE NECESSITY OF ISSUING ANY HARSH COMMANDS OR PLACING BURDENSOME TASKS ON UNWILLING SHOULDERS.

JACK MADDEN SAW TO THE EQUITABLE DISTRIBUTION OF THE BLANKETS AND TABLEWARE, THEN GAVE US VERBALLY THE FEW REGULATIONS RECEIVED FROM HIGHER HEADQUARTERS GOVERNING THE ORDER OF THE ROOM;-


THE BLACKOUT CURTAINS MUST BE PUT UP BEFORE DARK.


LIGHTS MUST BE OUT BY TEN O’CLOCK.


ANYONE WANTING WATER TO SHAVE OR WASH SHOULD CARRY IT 
HIMSELF FROM THE HYDRANT ON THE STREET.


ONE PAN OF WATER WOULD BE HEATED AFTER MEALS TO CLEAN 
THE MESS EQUIPMENT.

THE SITUATION THAT FIRST NIGHT AT OFLAG XIIIB FOREBODE A LONG SOJOURN TOGETHER IN THE CROWDED AND ILL-EQUIPPED QUARTERS IN WHICH WE FOUND OURSELVES. ALL OF US REALIZED THAT WE COULD MAKE LIFE PLEASANT FOR ONE ANOTHER IN PROPORTION TO OUR MUTUAL COOPERATION and FORBEARANCE. SELFISHNESS, PETTINESS AND JEALOUSY, SUSPICION AND RECRIMINATION JUST HAD TO BE OVERCOME IF OUR LIFE AS KRIEGIES WAS TO BE MADE BEARABLE.

SUFFERING WITH A FELLOW-MAN IS THE ROOT MEANING OF SYMPATHY AND ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE BACKGROUND OF FELLOW SUFFERERS IS THE FOUNDATION OF FRIENDSHIP. HERE WE WERE, A GROUP OF MEN THROWN TOGETHER BY THE VICISSITUDES OF WAR AS FELLOW PRISONERS AT THE MERCY OF OUR ENEMIES. THE FIRST GATHERING AROUND THE FIRE THAT COLD JANUARY NIGHT OFFERED THE NATURAL OPPORTUNITY TO GET ACQUAINTED, FOR, THOUGH WE HAD ALL BEEN PRISONERS FOR SEVERAL WEEKS, WE HAD ALWAYS PREVIOUSLY BEEN IN MUCH LARGER GROUPS  AND KNEW ONE ANOTHER ONLY BY SIGHT AND NOT BY NAME. CAPTAIN MADDEN SUGGESTED THAT WE HAVE A ROUND OF INTRODUCTIONS. EACH MAN OF THE THIRTY TOOK A FEW MINUTES TO ACQUAINT ALL THE REST WITH HIS NAME, HIS HOME TOWN, HIS CIVILIAN BACKGROUND, HIS ARMY CAREER AND THE HIGHLIGHTS OF HIS COMBAT EXPERIENCE AND CAPTURE. LATE INTO THE NIGHT WE UNCOVERED MUTUAL INTERESTS, MUTUAL FRIENDS, AND OPENED UP NEW APPRECIATIONS, NEW SYMPATHIES. WHEN THE FIRE SMOLDERED AND THE WIND HOWLED OUTSIDE WE CLIMBED INTO THE HARD BEDS TO GET SOME SLEEP.

THE FIRST ROLL-CALL, OR ‘APPELL’ WAS HELD IN THE MORNING. ALL THE PRISONERS IN THE COMPOUND WERE LINED UP IN A COLUMN OF FIVE’S ALONG THE MAIN STREET - THE HERMAN GOERING STRASSE - BY PLATOONS ACCORDING TO BARRACKS. EACH ROOM LEADER REPORTED TO THE SENIOR OFFICER OF THE BUILDING GIVING THE NUMBER OF MEN PRESENT IN HIS ROOM; EACH BUILDING LEADER GAVE THE STRENGTH OF HIS BARRACKS. THE SENIOR AMERICAN OFFICER IN TURN REPORTED THE TOTAL TO THE GERMAN CAPTAIN AND HIS STAFF WHO CAME TO MAKE THE COUNT. WE THEN WERE COUNTED TO VERIFY THE NUMBERS. THIS PROCEDURE WAS REPEATED DAY AFTER DAY AT EIGHT IN THE MORNING AND FIVE IN THE EVENING, RAIN OR SHINE, SLEET OR SNOW. THERE WERE TIMES WHEN WE FELT THE COLD WIND BLOWING THROUGH OUR THINNING ARMS AND LIMBS AND WERE CHILLED TO THE MARROW WHILE THE CAMP WAS SEARCHED - BARRACKS, KITCHEN, LAZARET, AND LATRINE - FOR SOME MISSING KRIEGIE.

 ON WARMER DAYS WE PROLONGED THE COUNTING IN BRIGHT SUNSHINE WHEN OUT OF MERE DEVILMENT, LITTLE MEN HID BEHIND BIG MEN TO MAKE THE NUMBER FALL SHORT OF THE TOTAL, OR SPACES WERE LEFT VACANT IN THE RANKS TO STEP UP THE COUNT BEYOND THE REPORTED NUMBER. SMILES OF MISCHIEVOUS DELIGHT RIPPLED THE FILES AS BACK AND BACK AND BACK AGAIN CAME THE GUARDS TO COUNT THE SPOILS OF WAR, EACH TIME ARRIVING AT VARIANT FIGURE UNTIL THEY WERE SO CONFUSED AS TO CALL ONE ANOTHER NASTY NAMES IN SHARP SOUNDING PHRASES IN THE VERY PRESENCE OF THEIR CAPTIVES.

OUR SECOND DAY AT HAMMELBURG WAS THE THIRD FOR WHICH WE HAD BEEN GIVEN RATIONS. THEREFORE WE WERE NOT STRICTLY ENTITLED TO AN ISSUE OF FOOD. NOBLE CHARITY AND INTERALLIED COOPERATION CAME TO OUR AID. IN THE COMPOUND NEXT TO THE NORTH FENCE AND SEPARATED BY A SINGLE BARBED WIRE BARRIER FOUR THOUSAND SERBIAN OFFICERS LIVED, PRISONERS OF THE NAZIS FOR ALMOST FOUR YEAR. HITLER HAD BEGUN THE INVASION OF YUGOSLAVIA ON APRIL 6, 1941, THROWING HUGE FORCES AND MECHANIZED EQUIPMENT IN THE CAMPAIGN. IN TWELVE DAYS THE BATTLE WAS OVER. OVER A HUNDRED THOUSAND PRISONERS OF WAR WERE TAKEN, PRACTICALLY ALL OF THEM SERBS. A VERY HIGH PERCENTAGE OF THEIR OFFICERS WERE IN THIS CAMP. 

BEYOND THE SOUTH FENCE ANOTHER GROUP OF SEVERAL HUNDRED SERBS WERE QUARTERED IN THE SERBIAN LAZARET OR HOSPITAL AND A FEW ADJACENT BARRACKS FOR THE OLD AND INFIRM. SOME OF THESE OFFICERS WERE AGAIN MEN WHO HAD SPENT UP TO FORTY YEARS IN THE ARMY, HAD BEEN IN ACTION IN THREE WARS AND BEEN PRISONERS IN BOTH WORLD CONFLICTS. ABOUT A HUNDRED OF THEIR NUMBER WERE ALREADY BURIED IN THE MILITARY CEMETERY AT HAMMELBURG. KNOWING THE RIGORS OF CAPTIVITY THROUGH LONG MONTHS AND YEARS OF WAITING, THEIR PITY FOR US MANIFESTED ITSELF IN A MOST REMARKABLE MANNER. FROM THE MEAGER STORES OF FOOD THEY HAD INDIVIDUAL SERBS SERVED SMALL GROUPS OF YANKS HOT COFFEE IN TINY TIN CUPS AND THIN SLICES OF BREAD AND SUGAR THROUGH THE BARBED WIRE FENCES.

IT WAS ON THIS DAY THAT I MET CAPTAIN MIHOTOVICH, A SERB WHO SPOKE STORY BOOK ENGLISH LIKE SO MANY OF HIS COMPATRIOTS. THEY HAD LEARNED ENGLISH FROM BOOKS AND FROM A FEW OF THEIR NUMBER WHO KNEW SOMETHING ABOUT THE PRONUNCIATION.

 CONSIDERABLE RIVALRY HAD EXISTED BETWEEN TOW ENGLISH SPEAKING TEACHERS; ONE HAD SPENT SOME YEARS IN LONDON, THE OTHER IN CHICAGO. HENCE THERE WAS A MARKED DIFFERENCE IN THEIR PRONUNCIATION, ESPECIALLY IN THE SOUND OF “A”. THE CHICAGO TRAINED SERB WAS VINDICATED WHEN WE ARRIVED AT OFLAG XIII B. IN FACT ALL THE YUGOSLAVS WERE THRILLED WHEN REAL AMERICANS CAME TO LIVE NEXT DOOR TO THEM AND HAPPIER STILL WHEN THEY FOUND THEY COULD UNDERSTAND AND BE UNDERSTOOD BY THEM. CAPT. MIHOTOVIDH SERVED A SMALL GROUP WITH WHOM I HAPPENED TO BE AT THE MOMENT TWO CUPS OF BLACK COFFEE AND A SLICE OF BREAD.

IN ADDITION TO THEIR INDIVIDUAL BENEFACTIONS, THE HIGHEST RANKING SERBIAN GENERAL (THERE WERE SOME TWENTY GENERALS HELD AS PRISONERS AT HAMMELBURG) ARRANGED TO SEND US THROUGH THE GERMAN AUTHORITIES ENOUGH POTATOES AND SALT TO MAKE A THIN BUT DELICIOUS SOUP AS AN EVENING MEAL FOR THE FIVE HUNDRED OF US AMERICANS. OUT OF THEIR PENURY THEY GAVE GENEROUSLY, THESE NOBLE MEN OF A CONQUERED COUNTRY BUT OF UNCONQUERABLE SOUL.

IT IS DIFFICULT TO PORTRAY ADEQUATELY THE REMARKABLE MANLINESS OF THIS BALAKAN RACE. COURAGEOUS AND DEEPLY HONORABLE EVERY LAST MAN OF THEM THEY POSSESSED STRONG, ABIDING PATRIOTISM TOWARD THE LITTLE NATION ON THE ADRIATIC WHERE FOR EIGHT GENERATIONS THERE HAD NOT BEEN A SERB WHO DID NOT EXPERIENCE THE HARDSHIPS OF WAR. IN ITS RESORT TOWN OF SARAJEVO THE SHOT WAS FIRED TO OPEN WORLD WAR I. IN APRIL 1941 THE MECHANIZED ARMY OF NAZI EXPANSION RODE ROUGHSHOD FROM LJUBLJANA THROUGH BELGRADE AND DOWN ONTO THE GREEK PENINSULA.

ORTHODOX CHRISTIANS FOR THE MOST PART, THEY HATED WITH SLAVIC HATE COMMUNISM, ATHEISM, AND MATERIALISM, AND ALL THAT THE PHILOSOPHY PERSONIFIED BY HITLER AND STALIN STANDS FOR. SO GALLANT WAS THEIR DEVOTION TO KING PETER, THE EXILED BOY MONARCH, THAT THEY HONORED HIM WITH THE SAME ACCLAIM AS CHURCHILL AND ROOSEVELT. THEY WERE ALSO STAUNCH ADHERENTS OF GENERAL DRAZH MIHAILOVICH, THE LEADER OF THE CHENIK FORCES, AND EQUALLY BRAVE IN THEIR DENUNCIATION OF TITO AND HIS PARTISANS. UNWAVERING IN THEIR LOYALTIES TO GOD AND COUNTRY, THEY STRIKINGLY BROUGHT HOME TO US THE TANGLED MIX OF EUROPEAN POLITICS IN WHICH PHILOSOPHY, RELIGION, NATIONALITY, TRADITION, TOGETHER WITH ALL THE NOBLE AND ALL THE BASE MANIFESTATIONS OF HUMAN NATURE ARE SO INEXTRICABLY INTERTWINED. A HUMBLE FRENCH PRIEST IN NORMANDY EXPRESSED THE SITUATION PERFECTLY BEFORE I WAS CAPTURED WHEN HE TOLD ME, “YOU AMERICANS ARE SO NAIVE TO THINK YOU CAN SOLVE THE PROBLEMS OF EUROPE.” POOR EUROPE - LAND OF STRONG CONVICTIONS, INTENSE LOVES AND DEVILISH INTRIGUES; YET FROM THE MINGLING OF ITS DIVERSE RACIAL STOCKS AND CULTURE HAS THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA RISEN TO ITS POSITION OF POWER AND WEALTH AMONG THE NATIONS OF THE EARTH.

WE HAD ARRIVED AT HAMMELBURG ON THURSDAY. SATURDAY THE REGULAR SCHEDULE OF MEALS WAS BEGUN. THE KITCHENS OF THE ONE TIME SPOTLESS DINING HALL OF THE COMPOUND STILL HOUSED THREE SEVENTY-GALLON VATS. EVERYTHING WARM THAT THE WEHRMACHT SERVED US WAS COOKED IN THESE BOILERS; HENCE WE SUBSISTED ON HOT WATER, COFFEE, SOUPS AND STEWS.

FOR BREAKFAST THE USUAL DRINK WAS ERSATZ COFFEE, WHICH, SUBSTITUTE THOUGH IT WAS, FAR SURPASSED THE ERSATZ TEA OF BAD ORB. TOW MEN WERE DETAILED TO THE KITCHEN TO CARRY UP TO BARRACKS 11-7 THE GALVANIZED EIGHT-GALLON POT WHICH WAS WELCOMED AS OFTEN AS IT CAME WITH THE BOISTEROUS CRY, “HOT STUFF!” SELDOM WAS THE POT FILLED TO THE BRIM. AT BREAKFAST TIME WE WERE OFTEN FORTUNATE TO HAVE IT MORE THAN HALF FULL, FOR THEN WE HAD A SECOND DEMI-TASSE OF COFFEE. THE ARRIVAL OF THE POT ALWAYS OCCASIONED PLEASANT SUSPENSE UNTIL WE SAW FOR OURSELVES THE LEVEL OF THE LIQUID AND TESTED ITS FLAVOR. THE BIG CONTAINER WAS PLACED ON A BENCH IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, THEN ALL FILED PAST TO RECEIVE THEIR CUP OF COFFEE OR TEA.

BREAKFAST OVER, WE CLEANED UP THE BARRACKS AND SWEPT THE FLOOR WITH THOSE MISERABLE TWIG BROOMS, WHICH SEEMED TO FOLLOW US FORM BAD ORB, EMPTIED THE ASHES, AND WASHED THE TABLES. I SAID, “WE”; I SHOULD HAVE SAID THE REST OF BARRACKS 11-7, FOR TO THE ETERNAL CREDIT OF OUR FELLOW PRISONERS THEY NEVER ALLOWED THE PADRES TO USE A BROOM OR CARRY CHOW UP FROM THE KITCHEN. “FATHER, THIS AIN’T NO WORK FOR YOU TO BE DOING.”

ON THIS SATURDAY MORNING THE CHAPLAINS (PRIESTS AND MINISTERS) THOUGHT SERIOUSLY OF SUNDAY SERVICES. FATHER MADDEN AND I PAID AN OFFICIAL VISIT TO THE OFLAG COMMANDANT, WHO HAD A SMALL OFFICE IN BARRACKS 10. WE ASKED FOR A MASS-KIT SO THAT WE MIGHT HAVE MASS FOR THE CATHOLIC MEN. THE OFFICER, OBERLEUTNANT SCHMIDTBAUER, WA COURTEOUS ENOUGH TO PROMISE HIS HELP IN SECURING ONE. WE FURTHER INFORMED HIM THAT MASS KIT OR NOT WE WANTED TO HOLD A SERVICE FOR THE MEN.

“YOU WILL DELIVER A SERMON?” HE ASKED SHARPLY.

“YES, OF COURSE,” WE REPLIED.

“THEN YOU MUST SUBMIT A COPY FOR CENSORSHIP TODAY,” HE SAID.

“OH NO,” WE ARGUED. “ONE OF THE PRINCIPLES FOR WHICH WE ARE FIGHTING THIS WAR IS FREEDOM OF RELIGION, AND IT WOULD NOT BE RIGHT FOR US TO SUBMIT SERMONS TO YOU TO BE CENSORED.”

“THEN YOU MAY NOT HAVE A RELIGIOUS SERVICE,” HE SAID.

“OH YES, WE CAN. WE CAN HAVE A SERVICE WITHOUT A SERMON. SERMONS ARE NOT ESSENTIAL. IF WE HAVE MASS, THAT IS EVERYTHING. IF NO MASS, WE WILL SAY THE ROSARY AND OTHER PRAYERS.”

“VERY WELL. I SHALL ASK THE GENERAL.” GENERAL von GOECKLE WAS THE COMMANDING OFFICER OF ALL THE STALAGS AND OFLAGS IN THE HAMMELBURG AREA.

FATHER MADDEN AND I LEFT THE OFFICE AND WANDERED THROUGH THE COMPOUND. AT EVERY BARRACKS WE MET CATHOLIC PRISONERS WHO ASKED US WHERE WE WOULD HAVE MASS ON SUNDAY. WE COULD ONLY TELL THEM THAT THERE WAS MUCH UNCERTAINTY AS YET AND IN ALL PROBABILITY THERE WOULD BE NO MASS, BUT WE WOULD HAVE A PRAYER SERVICE IF AT ALL POSSIBLE. AND WE REPEATED OVER AND OVER AGAIN THE ACCOUNT OF OUR INTERVIEW.

LATER IN THE DAY WE STOPPED AT THE BLOCK HEADQUARTERS. THE OFFICER ON DUTY AT THE TIME SAID THERE WAS NO MASS-KIT AVAILABLE BUT THAT SOMETHING WOULD BE DONE TO GET ONE. WE COULD HOLD A SERVICE IF WE SUBMITTED OUR SERMON IN WRITING FOR HIM TO CENSOR. AGAIN WE STUBBORNLY REFUSED WHILE INSISTING THAT A SERMON WAS NOT NECESSARY FOR A CATHOLIC SERVICE.

THE GERMAN OFFICER FINALLY AGREED TO A SUNDAY GATHERING, BUT WARNED US THAT A REPRESENTATIVE OF THE COMMANDING GENERAL WOULD BE PRESENT. WE SET THE TIME AND PLACE - HALF PAST NINE IN THE BEER-HALL, THE ROOM WITH THE WALL CARTOONS OF DRINKING BOUTS, BEER SONGS, AND UNGAINLY GERMAN CARICATURES. TWO SOUR FACED GUARDS STOOD AT THE DOOR WHILE SIXTY TO SEVENTY CATHOLICS STROLLED IN AND GATHERED IN SMALL GROUPS TO DISCUSS THE SITUATION. SEVERAL DEPLORED THE LACK OF MASS EQUIPMENT AND ASKED QUESTIONS ABOUT WAYS AND MEANS OF OBTAIN IT. 

“WHY DON’T YOU WRITE TO THE POPE, FATHER?” SUGGESTED ONE.

WHEN THE GUARD BEGAN LOOKING A LITTLE ANXIOUS ABOUT THE MEETING AND COMPLETELY BORED BECAUSE OF HAVING TO SUPERVISE SUCH A FUNCTION WE STARTED THE ROSARY. THIS WAS FOLLOWED BY THE LITANY OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN AND THE HAIL, HOLY QUEEN. THEN JUST AS IF IT WERE PART OF THE PRAYER, I PREACHED THE FOLLOWING SERMON.

“ALMIGHTY, EVERLASTING GOD, WE ARE GATHERED HERE THIS MORNING TO HONOR AND ADORE YOU. WE WOULD PREFER TO GIVE YOU THE INFINITE PRAISE THAT COMES TO YOU FROM THE HOLY SACRIFICE OF THE MASS, BUT BEING AT THE MERCY OF OUR ENEMIES, WE ARE DEPRIVED OF THE MEANS OF CELEBRATING THESE MYSTERIES. WE UNITE OURSELVES WITH ALL THE MASSES WHICH ARE BEING CELEBRATED TODAY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. PLEASE ACCEPT THIS DESIRE OF OUR IN PLACE OF THE SACRIFICE WE WOULD OFFER, IF WE COULD. YOU KNOW, LORD, THAT WE ARE NOT ---- YOU BY OUR FAILURE TO ATTEND MASS SINCE IT IS IMPOSSIBLE FOR US TO DO SO.

“HERE WE ARE, LORD, COLD AND HUNGRY. WE ARE SUFFERING VERY MUCH, BUT WE ACCEPT IT ALL AS COMING FROM YOUR HANDS. WE KNOW THAT YOUR DIVINE SON WAS ALSO COLD DURING HIS LIFE AND MANY TIMES WAS HUNGRY. ALL WE ASK IS THAT WE MAY BE PATIENT IN OUR SUFFERINGS AND COURAGEOUS TO BEAR THEM GENEROUSLY. MAY THESE PRIVATIONS SERVE TO BRING US CLOSER TO YOU, TO MAKE US BETTER MEN, AND MORE PERFECT SONS AS YOU WOULD LIKE US TO BE. SO, LORD, GIVE US THE GRACES AND BLESSINGS THAT WE NEED.

“WE ARE SORRY FOR OUR SINS BECAUSE THEY HAVE OFFENDED YOU WHO ARE SO GOOD. HERE IN THIS CAMP ARE TWO PRIESTS WHO ARE READY TO HEAR CONFESSIONS AT ANY TIME. WHENEVER AND WHEREVER WE MEET THEM THEY ARE READY TO LISTEN TO OUR SINS AND GIVE US THE ADVICE THAT WE NEED.

“BLESS ALSO, OF LORD, OUR DEAR ONES AT HOME ACROSS THE SEA. BLESS OUR ARMIES THAT ARE STILL FIGHTING ON THE FRONTS AND ALL THOSE IN THE SERVICE OF OUR COUNTRY. LORD, GRANT THAT YOUR PEACE MAY BE RESTORED TO THE WORLD, YOUR PEACE WHICH WILL UNITE ALL MEN IN THAT BROTHERHOOD OF THE HUMAN FAMILY WHICH IS YOUR CREATION AND WHICH YOU SO DEARLY LOVED AS TO SEND YOUR DIVINE SON TO BE OUR BROTHER. HAVE MERCY ON OUR ENEMIES AND PREVENT THEM FROM DOING ANY HARM TO US AND THE MANY THOUSANDS THEY HOLD CAPTIVE. HAVE MERCY ON ALL SINNERS AND ENLIGHTEN THEM IN TRUTH THAT THEY MAY SEE THE ERRORS OF THEIR LIFE AND REPENT. HAVE MERCY ON THE SOULS OF THE FAITHFUL DEPARTED, ESPECIALLY THOSE WHO WERE WITH US ON THE BATTLEFIELD AND LOST THEIR LIVES DEFENDING THE THINGS WE HOLD SACRED. WE ASK YOU TO BLESS US IN THE NAME OF YOUR SON, JESUS CHRIST, WHO LIVETH AND REIGHNETH WITH YOU IN THE HOLY GHOST, WORLD WITHOUT END.”

AND ALL ANSWERED A FERVENT “AMEN”.

THE GUARDS WERE OFF AS QUICKLY AS WE WERE. AS WE RETURNED TO OUR BARRACKS, SOMEONE REMARKED, “GEE, FATHER, THAT PRAYER WAS BETTER THAN A SERMON.”

THE FIRST SUBSTANTIAL MEAL - AS FULL MEALS SENT IN OFLAG XIII B - WE HAD THAT SUNDAY. IT WAS A SOUP, ALMOST A STEW, OF POTATOES AND HORSEMEAT.

THE METAL POT CAME UP FROM THE KITCHEN HEAVY AND FULL. BEFORE ITS ARRIVAL THE TABLES WE HAD IN THE BARRACKS WERE ARRANGED IN A U-SHAPE AT THE BACK OF THE ROOM. A FEW BOARDS SPREAD BETWEEN CHAIRS STRETCHED OUR SEATING CAPACITY TO MEET THE NEEDS OF ALL. OUR ISSUE OF THE EIGHTH OF A LOAF OF BREAD APIECE HAD BEEN SENT UP EARLIER. OUR EARTHENWARE BOWLS, PORCELAIN CUPS, AND PEWTERWARE WERE SET OUT. LT. MATTHEW J. GIUFFRE OF NEW YORK CITY TOOK CHARGE OF DISHING OUT THE INDIVIDUAL PORTIONS. A BULLY BEEF CAN WIRED ONTO THE END OF A WOODEN SLAT MADE A FANCY SOUP LADLE. NO SPEEDIER AND MORE EQUITABLE DISTRIBUTION WAS EVER MADE THAN THE DIVISION ACCOMPLISHED BY MATTIE. FIRST A FULL TIN OF SOUP WENT INTO EACH BOWL, THEN A HALF-CUP AND LASTLY A FEW DROPS UNTIL THE BOTTOM OF THE POT WAS CLEAN WITH THE LAST MAN RECEIVING THE FINAL DROPS. SO FAIR AND EXPEDITIOUS WAS MATTIE’S SERVING THAT WE ELECTED HIM THE OFFICIAL DIVIDER OF SOUPS, AND OFFICE HE HELD AS LONG AS WE WERE AT HAMMELBURG.

WITH THE BOWLS OF SOUP STEAMING AT EACH PLACE WE PAUSED AS FATHER MADDEN SAID GRACE AND GAVE THANKS FOR THE MEAL WE WERE ABOUT TO RECEIVE THROUGH THE BOUNTY OF GOD AND THE WEHRMUCHT. 

IT WAS A FESTIVE OCCASION AS WE ALL SAT AT TABLE TO PARTAKE OF COUP AND BREAD. WE EVEN HAD A SMOKE TO TOP IT OFF. THE SERBS HAD BEEN GENEROUS IN GIVING US A FEW CIGARETTES AND Y CUTTING THEM IN HALF, WE HAD ENOUGH FOR ALL THE SMOKERS.

THUS LIFE SETTLED DOWN TO ROUTINE HAMMELBURG PRISON, TWO ROLL-CALLS A DAY AND THREE SO-CALLED MEALS. AND IN BETWEEN EMPTINESS, EMPTY STOMACHS AND EMPTY MINDS. BUT IT WAS NOT FOR LONG. IN A SHORT TIME WE FOUND MEANS OF FILLING THE VOID.

CHAPTER SIX

KRIEGE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS

a prisoner’s life hangs by a thread, for in all, the phases of our life is cheap; his liberty is hemmed in by barbed wire fences, watchtowers, and guarded gates; but the “inalienable right to the pursuit of happiness” cannot be taken away even by solitary confinement. in hammelburg prison camp we sought and found many ways to make our lot a happy one.

our first Sunday afternoon at the wire between the serbian compound and our own we were meeting and talking with the serbs in various languages. those who had studied english during the long years they had spent in prison found great delight in speaking with americans. father madden, lt. col. joseph c. matthews, jr. and I became acquainted this afternoon with a remarkable serbian officer, colonel alexander kostic of the yugoslavian engineers. though he had studied english and also could read and write it, he hesitated to speak it. he spoke german fluently, and so did father madden. this was the language used in our meetings with him. he told us he had been a chemical engineer in civilian life, had studied at the military institute in france, had fought as a young man in world war I, was married and had a lovely wife and two grown daughters. a robust, graying soldier of fifty year, his sparkling brown eyes and hearty laugh endeared him to us. col. matthews, also a chemical engineer in civilian life, found much to talk about in common with the serbian colonel.

it was cold that Sunday at the wire and our feet were more than ORDINARILY chilled standing in the snow. colonel kostic wanted to go and make us some coffee, but we agreed to put off his hospitality until the following morning at ten o’clock.

Monday morning was cold and the snow was deep, but col. kostic was waiting for the three of us when we arrived at the wire. he greeted us pleasantly, shook hands (a ceremony never omitted, though friends might meet several times the same day), then left to get the food from his barracks. he returned running with a little blue pot of coffee and three small cups made from american tin cans. in a paper wrapper he had three slices of toasted bread with a CHOCOLATE frosting. it was a DELICIOUS BREAKFAST and the first taste of genuine coffee we had had since our capture. after coffee and toast col. kostic gave us a small wooden plaque of the dimensions of a postcard on which was chiseled in relief the portrait of saint saba, the national patron of the serbs. on the back he had written in pencil, “en souvenir et mon devouement et sentimente cretiens - ing. a. kostic.” 

this little work of art was just one of many such carvings that were the occupational THERAPY of those clever men from yugoslavia in the days of their forced idleness. without precision tools they produced excellent pieces of high grade workmanship from small chunks of wood and old tin cans. the popular souvenirs of hammelburg were cigarette cases made of wood and engraved with fancy designs or inlaid with tiny bits of tin of various colors, a MONOGRAM or mosaic of some noble personage. the serbs themselves TREASURED small pictures of their king peter either carved in wood or inlaid WITH pieces of tin.

this meeting with col. kostic was eventful not only because it marked the beginning of many such gatherings and tete-tetes over tea cups, but also because from him father madden and I learned of the presence among the german guards of a catholic priest.

“breiner, do you know breiner?” col. kostic exclaimed. “he is a priest.”

“what does he look like?” we asked.

“he is a little man and always smiling.”

now our task was to find breiner unostentatiously and casually as it were. all we knew from kostic was that breiner was an unterofficier who worked in the serbian LAZARET, that he was A LITTLE man with a smile. from the HOSPITAL to the german enlisted men’s barracks OUTSIDE the prison the shortest route led through our compound. we had seen guard going back and forth daily. to meet breiner therefore we loitered along the herman goering strasse keeping our eyes set for a short smiling guard. now and then a german soldier would stop to say a word or two, but not often as they held aloof in keeping with the REGULATION for all guards of prisoners of war. for three days our search brought no results. then cone morning father madden came in to the barracks all bright and happy.
“I met BREINER and he is a capuchin,” he said.

from that day the two sons of st. francis became fast friends and had much in common to talk about. not understanding german I missed many of their franciscan jokes. one pleasantry I did enjoy was that NEITHER of them wore beards according to the CAPUCHIN fashion, father madden because he had been exempt from the time of his entrance into the order, father breiner because of the exigencies of war.

the next day I, too, met father breiner, or as he was known in HIS order, father erluin. he answered col. kostic’s description perfectly, “a little man with a perpetual smile’. as pharmacist in the hospital, he had a little office where he mixed and dispensed medicines to the prisoners of war. we told him of OUR desire to say mass and our request for a mass-kit.

“it will come,” he said, ‘but not very soon.’

“could you bring us holy communion?” we asked.

“yes. tomorrow morning. watch for me in the street, then follow me into the dispensary.”

next morning we were up early and on the watch. he came along quietly a little after SEVEN, BOWED recognition and walked ON TO the dispensary. we followed at a casual distance and entered the building a few steps BEHIND him. he went upstairs to a narrow corridor on the second floor. unlocking the door of a SMALL room he ADMITTED and locked the door within. we knelt in SILENCE beside a small table, the sole piece of furniture in the room. he laid his brief case on the table, unstrapped his pistol-belt and laid the weapon beside his case. then out of his pockets came a small crucifix, a ritual, a piece of candle and candlestick, his STOLE and the pyx wrapped in a corporal. he genuflected as father madden and I began to recite the confiteor

(I CONFESS-) together. we got out of unison when father madden mentioned “our holy father, st. francis.” father erluin said the prayers for communion of the sick and gave us holy communion. then silently he replaced the pyx (SMALL POUCH TO CARRY THE EUCHARIST TO THE SICK), the candle and crucifix in his pocket, buckled on his arms, and cleared The table of everything save the brief case. this he opened and gave to each of us still kneeling at the table an apple and a german muffin, saying wittily the words of the prayer he had just recited, “tam animae quam corpori” (AS TO THE BODY SO TO THE SOUL). we left the room and building separately, erluin to his day’s work, alan and I, in OPPOSITE directions, to make and appropriate thanksgiving. this SWEETLY CONSOLING and charmingly simple CEREMONY took place every three or four days for the next two weeks.

THE FIRST TWO OR THREE DAYS IN BARRACKS 11-7 WE BURNED COAL AND WOOD EXTRAVAGANTLY FOR A PRISON CAMP. WE KEPT A LOW FIRE GOING CONTINUOUSLY DURING THE DAY, ADDING SEVERAL MORE LUMPS IN THE EVENING TO HEAT WATER FOR WASHING OUR SOUP BOWLS AND TOASTING BREAD. TOO LATE ONE DAY WE LEARNED THAT WHAT WE THOUGHT WAS A DAY’S ISSUE OF COAL HAD TO LAST FOR THREE DAYS. NECESSITY BEING THE MOTHER OF INVENTION, FUEL HAD TO BE FOUND SOMEWHERE. IN SAUNTERING AROUND THE COMPOUND OLD BOARDS IN WOODEN BOXES FOR HOLDING SAND TO BE USED IN ICY WEATHER WERE SPOTTED. UNDER COVER OF NIGHT A SMALL GROUP LED BY LT. MANNIS SCHLITT OF AKRON, OHIO, LEFT THE BARRACKS AND RETURNED BY WAY OF THE REAR WINDOWS WITH A SUPPLY OF WOOD. LARGER PIECES WERE BROKEN UP AND THE WOOD NICELY CONCEALED UNDER THE THIN MATTRESSES OF THE EMPTY BEDS. 

AS TOO MANY COOKS SPOIL THE BROTH, SO TOO MANY STOKERS RUIN A FIRE, OR WORSE STILL, IN PERIODS OF SCARCITY, USE UP TOO MUCH PRECIOUS FUEL. BY UNANIMOUS AGREEMENT THE BEST FIREMAN WE HAD IN THE BARRACKS WAS LT. MANNING KESSINGER, A SCIENTIFIC FARMER FROM CARLINVILLE, ILL. SOMEHOW  OR OTHER KES MANAGED TO GET MORE AND MORE HEAT OUT OF LESS AND LESS FUEL THAN ANY FIREMEN EVER DID; HE WAS APPOINTED SOLE CUSTODIAN OF THE STOVE. WHEN OTHERS HAD FAILED EVEN IN LIGHTING THE FIRE, KES SUCCEEDED IN GETTING GLOWING COALS FROM DAMP WOOD. BESIDES DISCOURSING ON THE MERITS OF STOVES AND FUELS, HE COULD ENTERTAIN BY THE HOUR WITH HIS KNOWLEDGE AND EXPLANATION OF BREEDING OF CATTLE, MECHANIZED FARM EQUIPMENT, AND STORAGE OF PRODUCE, BUYING AND SELLING OF MEATS, FERTILIZATION, IRRIGATION AND ROTATION OF CROPS. KES WAS ALWAYS BUSY. PARTS OF THE STOVE HAD TO BE REPAIRED, NEW GADGETS MADE FOR TOASTING BREAD, BOILING WATER; WOOD BROKEN UP TO FIT THE STOVE; ASHES AND CLINKERS TO BE DISPOSE OF. WITH ALL HIS WORK HE KEPT HIS MIND OFF FOOD AND REMAINED THE SANEST OF US ALL.

DAILY INSPECTION OF THE BARRACKS HAD BEEN ROUTINE AT BAD ORB. THE RARE INSPECTIONS AT HAMMELBURG WERE EVENTS. ONE DAY LATE IN JANUARY WE WERE WARNED THAT HERR GENERAL von GOECKLE, THE COMMANDER OF ALL THE PRISON CAMPS IN THE HAMMELBURG AREA, WOULD MAKE A CAREFUL INSPECTION OF FLAG XIII B. IN BARRACKS 11-7 THE BOARDS WHICH HAD BEEN CONFISCATED FOR FIRE WOOD WERE CONCEALED WITH SOME ANXIETY BEHIND BEDS AND UNDER BLANKETS. THE U-SHAPED DINING SECTION WAS METICULOUSLY ARRANGED AND EVERYTHING THAT MIGHT AROUSE GERMAN SUSPICION CAREFULLY COVERED. IN THE AFTERNOON THE INSPECTING PARTY ARRIVED IN CAMP AND MADE THE ROUNDS OF EVERY BARRACKS. 

THEY SOLEMNLY ENTERED OUR ROOM AS WE STOOD AT ATTENTION IN TWO NEAT FILES. TWO OR THREE ENLISTED GERMANS SCRUTINIZED THE CORNERS OF THE ROOM WHILE THE GENERAL AND HIS OFFICERS STOOD AND STUDIED THE HORSESHOE ARRANGEMENT OF OUR BANQUET TABLE. THE HEARTS OF ALL OF US SANK AS WE THOUGHT ABOUT WHAT WAS BEING CONCOCTED IN AN UNDERTONE BEFORE OUR VERY EYES, “THERE GO SOME OF OUR TABLES AND CHAIRS.” THEN HERR GENERAL BRIGHTENED UP AND SPOKE TO US, “THIS IS THE MOST ORDERLY ROOM I HAVE SEEN. YOU DINING ROOM IS VERY FINE. CONGRATULATIONS!” OUR CHESTS SWELLED WITH MINGLED PRIDE AND RELIEF. WE ROARED WITH LAUGHTER AFTER THE INSPECTING PARTY HAD LEFT.

BY SLOW STAGES GNAWING HUNGER AND GASTRIC PAINS SUBSIDED AND HUNGER BECAME MORE OF A MENTAL OBSESSION IN REGARD TO FOOD. THE EONS OF TIME BETWEEN SOUPS BECAME MORE AND MORE A MENTAL FANTASY OF GOOD FOOD. NO MATTER WHAT THE SUBJECT OF DISCUSSION, UNLESS WE WERE WARY, IT TURNED INTO TALK ABOUT FOOD. A FEW MEN REFUSED SIMPLY TO SPEAK OF FOOD. IT ANNOYED THEM AND MADE THEM IRRITABLE. OTHERS FOUND A CATHARSIS OF A SORT IN TALKING ABOUT IT. AT TIMES WE PLAYED A GAME OF DIETETIC CHARADES. SITTING IN A CIRCLE AROUND THE FIRE EACH MAN IN TURN WOULD ORDER AN IMAGINARY DINNER FROM AN IMAGINARY KITCHEN. FROM HORS D’OUVRE TO LA PALINAS THE GAMUT OF AN A LA CARTE MENU WAS RUN THROUGH. IT WAS AN ANTICIPATION - ANTIREALIZATION GAME, BUT IT WAS FUN.

SOMETIMES IT WAS THE PREPARATION OF DELICACIES THAT TOPPED THE CONVERSATION. 

“THIS IS THE WY MY MOTHER MAKES THE STUFFING FOR THE TURKEY.”

“THIS IS THE WAY MY WIFE MAKES ICE-BOX COOKIES.”

IT WAS NEVER AGREED JUST WHAT WERE THE INGREDIENTS AND METHOD OF MAKING APPLE STRUDEL.

AGAIN IT WAS THE RESTAURANTS AND CAFES OF NEW YORK, CHICAGO, LOS ANGELES AND TIMBUKTU THAT WERE NOTED FOR THEIR STEAKS AND FRENCH FRIES, CORNED BEEF AND CABBAGE, WAFFLES AND SAUSAGE, VEGETABLE SALADS, BANANA SPLITS AND COCONUT PIES, ALL “OUT OF THIS WORLD”.

ANOTHER PASTIME CONSISTED IN FILLING NOTEBOOKS WITH RECIPES AND MENUS. FOR MANY KRIEGIES THE CHERISHED SOUVENIRS OF HAMMELBURG ARE THE LITTLE COOKBOOKS THEY COMPOSED IN THE DAYS WHEN STARVATION WAS AT THE DOOR. HERE ARE SOME SAMPLES OF THE RECIPES THAT WERE TRANSCRIBED FROM NOTEBOOK TO NOTEBOOK.

KING EDWARD TOAST. SLICE OF WHITE OR RAISIN BREAD - THICK. DIP IN SWEET WINE, COVER WITH MIXTURE OF BROWN SUGAR AND CINNAMON; DIP IN EGG AND MILK BATTER AND FRY.

BAKED POTATOES. PARTIALLY BAKE. SLICE LENGTHWISE AND MASH. ADD BUTTER, CHEESE, STRIPS OF RAW BACON AND RAW EGGS. MIX TOGETHER AND BAKE.

WAFFLES. CHIP CHOCOLATE AND ADD GRATED CHOPPED NUTS TO WAFFLE BATTER. SERVE WITH SYRUP OR ICE CREAM.

SCHWEIN FUS SALAD. GET WOODEN BOWL AND RUB WITH GARLIC. CHOP IN RAW VEGETABLES AND THIN SLICED PIGS’ FEET. MIX. USE MAYONNAISE AND OIL FOR DRESSING. FOR SERVING GARNISH WITH PIMENTOS, CHOPPED OLIVES, RAW CARROTS.

PIE A LA MINT. COLD CHERRY PIE; PUT CHOCOLATE COVERED MINTS ON TOP AND PUT IN OVEN UNTIL MINTS ARE MELTED. SERVE WITH ICE CREAM.

FRUIT ROYAL. THREE SCOOPS OF ICE CREAM MIXED WITH FRUITS, DATES AND PECANS. COVER WITH WHIPPED CREAM AND CHERRIES.

DATE PUDDING. LAYER OF GRAHAM CRACKERS, LAYER OF CHOPPED DATES, LAYER OF WHIPPED CREAM. KEEP ON PILING INTO DEEP DISH. PLACE IN REFRIGERATOR UNTIL READY TO SERVE.

VEAL A LA CHILI. PUT PRECOOKED MACARONI IN A CASSEROLE. COVER WITH GRATED CHEESE, PUT IN SMALL PIECES OF VEAL, ONIONS AND ADD BOTTLE OF CHILI SAUCE OVER DISH. BAKE UNTIL VEAL IS DONE.

BARLEY BREAKFAST. BARLEY SOUP COOKED WITH RAISINS, PRUNES AND FIGS. THICKEN WITH CORNSTARCH. SERVE IN BOWL WITH SLICED BANANAS, CREAM AND SUGAR.

THUS PAGE AFTER PAGE WAS FILLED WITH RECIPES. IT WILL BE NOTICED THAT THE VAST MAJORITY OF DISHES WERE DELICACIES CERTAINLY OUT OF THE ORDINARY RUN OF PREPARATIONS IN A NORMAL HOUSEHOLD. MUCH EMPHASIS WAS PLACED ON THE SUE OF PROTEINS AND FATS, SUGARS AND CONDIMENTS, IN THE PLANNING OF MEALS. IT IS INTERESTING TO OBSERVE THAT THESE WERE THE VERY THINGS WE WERE LACKING IN OUR PRISON DIET AND FOR WHICH OUR STOMACHS CRAVED. INDEED, A STEADY DIET OF THE RICH COMBINATIONS SUCH AS WE CONCOCTED AT HAMMELBURG MIGHT WELL HAVE DONE A HEALTHY MAN MORE HARM THAN THE AUSTERE FARE OF SOUP AND BREAD ON WHICH WE SURVIVED.

THE WEATHER BECAME COLDER AND THE NIGHTS CLEARER IN THE LATTER HALF OF JANUARY. THIS MEANT FREQUENT AIR-RAIDS OVER GERMANY. AT HAMMELBURG THE REGULATIONS PROCLAIMED THAT WHEN THE STRICT ALERT WAS SOUNDED BY SHORT BLASTS FROM THE SIREN NO ONE WAS TO GO OUT INTO THE OPEN. BY DAY AND BY NIGHT THE GUARDS WERE PREPARED TO FIRE UPON ANY PRISONER OUTSIDE THE BARRACKS DURING AN ALERT. AS THE TEMPO OF BOMBING MISSIONS OVER NAZI TERRITORY INCREASED, THE ALERTS LASTS LONGER. IT WAS COMMON ENOUGH FOR THE MEN TO BE CAUGHT IN THE LATRINES AT THESE TIMES OR IN BARRACKS OTHER THAN THEIR OWN. TO REMAIN IN A COLD, WINDSWEPT LATRINE FOR SEVERAL HOURS WAS DEFINITELY A HARDSHIP AND TO REMAIN LATE INTO THE NIGHT IN A NEIGHBORING BARRACKS WAS AT LEAST AN INCONVENIENCE AFTER TEN O’CLOCK. IT WAS NOT TOO GREAT A RISK TO SLIP FROM ONE BARRACKS TO ANOTHER IN THE STREETS NOT VISIBLE FROM THE TOWERS. TO CROSS THE HERMAN GOERING STRASSE IN VIEW OF TWO TOWERS AND THE MAIN GATE WAS A HAZARD EVEN IN THE BLACKEST NIGHT.

ON THE NIGHT OF JANUARY 25TH IN TOTAL BLACKOUT LT. VARION VENTURED TO RUN FROM ONE BARRACKS TO ANOTHER ACROSS THE MAIN STREET. IN THE NEAREST TOWER WAS A GUARD BLIND IN ONE EYE AND CLASSIFIED AS UNFIT FOR FRONT LINE DUTY BECAUSE OF HIS POOR EYESIGHT IN THE OTHER. THE CLATTER OF FEET ON THE PAVEMENT ATTRACTED HIS ATTENTION AND HE FIRED INTO THE DARKNESS. LT. VARION DIED THE NEXT MORNING.

THAT SAME NIGHT A FAIR NUMBER OF KRIEGIES BEGAN TO SUFFER FROM A FORM OF DYSENTERY. DAY BY DAY I BECAME WEAKER AND THINNER AND MORE LANGUID FROM THE INTERRUPTIONS IN SLEEP AND HURRIED TRIPS TO THE LATRINE. THE AMERICAN DOCTORS BERNDT, LINGUITI, AND DEMARCO IN THE DISPENSARY WERE PLAGUED WITH FELLOWS IN THE SAME PLIGHT AS ME. HANDICAPPED BY LACK OF MEDICINES, THEY TRIED TO LITTLE AVAIL ALL THE DRUGS SUPPLIED THEM. THOSE OF US WHO SUFFERED WORST RECEIVED TEN DROPS OF AN OPIATE ONCE A DAY UNTIL THE SUPPLY RAN OUT. DOCTOR JAMES YAMASAKI OF CHICAGO PAID ME A DAILY VISIT TO BRING ME A PILL OR TWO THAT HE HAD ACQUIRED SOMEWHERE IN HIS TRAVELS AND TO CHEER ME UP WITH HIS PLEASANT CONVERSATION. FATHER BREINER ALSO BROUGHT ME A FEW LOZENGES, BUT THE FIFTH, SIXTH, AND SEVENTY DAYS PASSED WITHOUT ANY RELIEF. THE EIGHT DAY WAS THE WORST OF ALL AND I WAS RESIGNING MYSELF TO BEING COMPLETELY LIQUIDATED WHEN AL OF SUDDEN THE INCONVENIENCE CEASED AND I WAS NEVER BOTHERED AGAIN. THOUGH I REMAINED THIN, I GAINED BACK MY STRENGTH IN A FEW DAYS.

DURING MY SIEGE OF SICKNESS THE GOOD FATHER MADDEN CARRIED ON THE CAMPAIGN TO GET A MASS-KIT FROM THE GERMANS. TWO AND A HALF WEEKS HAD PASSED SINCE OUR FIRST REQUEST AND STILL WE WERE PUT OFF WITH VAGUE PROMISES. FOR THREE SUNDAYS WE CONDUCTED SERVICES WITHOUT MASS. WE SAID A ROSARY AND A PRAYER TO GOD TELLING HIM WHAT WE WANTED THE MEN TO KNOW. ON THE 31ST OF JANUARY WE DECIDED ON A DRASTIC STEP; WE WROTE A FORMAL AND URGENT LETTER IN LATIN TO THE APOSTOLIC NUMCIO IN BERLIN.


TO THE PAPAL NUNCIO


THE APOSTOLIC NUNCIATURE,


BERLIN.


YOUR EXCELLENCY,


IN OFLAG XIII B THE TWO UNDERSIGNED AMERICAN PRIESTS HAVE BEEN PRISONERS OF WAR FOR THREE WEEKS. WE HAVE REPEATEDLY ASKED THE OFFICIALS OF THE CAMP TO PROVIDE US WITH THE ESSENTIALS FOR THE CELEBRATION OF MASS. OUR PATIENCE IS EXHAUSTED. IN THE NEIGHBORING VILLAGE THERE ARE TWO CATHOLIC PRIESTS WHO CAN HELP US, BUT NEITHER WE NOR THE GERMAN SOLDIERS ARE ALLOWED TO APPROACH THEM.


WE THEREFORE ASK YOUR EXCELLENCY TO HELP US. THUS YOU WILL AID NOT ONLY US PRIESTS BUT THE CATHOLIC MEN WHO ARE OUR FELLOW PRISONERS TO ENJOY THE CONSOLATIONS AND FREEDOM OF RELIGION, WHICH THE GERMAN GOVERNMENT, ACCORDING TO THE GENEVA CONVENTION, HAS PROMISED.


WE COMMEND OURSELVES TO YOUR HOLY SACRIFICES.



YOU EXCELLENCY’S SERVANTS IN CHRIST,





PAUL W. CAVANAUGH, S.J.





ALAN P. MADDEN, O.F.M. CAP.

THIS LETTER WAS PRESENTED OPEN (WE HAD NO ENVELOPE TO PUT IT IN) TO THE BLOCK-COMMANDANT, HAUPTMAN STAMMLER. HE READ IT WITH INTEREST, TRANSLATED IT INTO BROKEN ENGLISH AND REMARKED PLEASANTLY, “YOU HAVE A FINE LATIN STYLE.” HE BROKE OUR BOLD FRONT WITH THIS REMARK AND WE ALL LAUGHED. WE THEN DISCUSSED ECCLESIASTICAL CEREMONIES, LATIN LITURGY, AND GERMAN CATHEDRALS, DISCOVERING IN THE COURSE OF THE CONVERSATION THAT THE GERMAN CAPTAIN HAD A BROTHER A PRIEST IN BAVARIA.

ON THE EVENING OF THE NEXT DAY, FEBRUARY 1ST, A GERMAN GUARD DELIVERED WITHOUT COMMENT TO FATHER MADDEN A KNAPSACK CONTAINING COMPLETE EQUIPMENT FOR MASS. WE WERE DELIGHTED AND SPREAD THE GOOD TIDING TO THE CATHOLICS IN PRISON. THE FOLLOWING DAY WAS THE FIRST FRIDAY OF THE MONTH AND THE FEAST OF THE PURIFICATION OF OUR LADY. WITHOUT SAYING A WORD TO THE GERMANS WE PASSED THE NEWS AROUND THE CAMP THAT THERE WOULD BE MASS AT FOUR P.M. IN BARRACKS 11-7 AND THAT THE MEN SHOULD COME IN QUIETLY WITHOUT MAKING ANY APPEARANCE OF HAVING AN OBJECTIVE IN VIEW OR SEEMING TO BE CONGREGATING. AT THREE-THIRTY THEY BEGAN TO DROP IN SINGLY AND IN TWOS. BY FOUR O’CLOCK WE HAD A CONGREGATION OF SIXTY MEN.

WE HAD MOVED THE TABLES TO ONE SIDE EXCEPT THE ONE WE USED AS AN ALTAR. THE CHAIRS, BOARDS AND BENCHES IN THE ROOM WERE ARRANGED IN THE FORM OF A CHURCH. IN THAT RUDE AND LOWLY SETTING THE GREAT EVENT OF THE FIRST MASS IN OFLAG XIII B BROUGHT ALL THE PARTICIPANTS GREAT CONSOLATION. SURELY WE KNEW THAT THE SCARED HEART AND OUR BLESSED MOTHER HAD ANSWERED OUR PRAYERS. WE HAD MANY REASONS TO BE GRATEFUL TO THEM. WHEN MASS WAS OVER AND SINCE NO GUARD WERE PRESENT, I PREACHED A LITTLE SERMON URGING THE MEN TO COME TO DAILY MASS AND TELLING THEM HOW WE WOULD CONDUCT IT. 

“WE RELY ON GOD TO HELP US IN REMAINING UNDISCOVERED. EVERY DAY WE SHALL HAVE MASS, BUT EVERY DAY WE MUST HAVE IT IN A DIFFERENT BARRACKS. IN THIS WAY WE WILL NOT ATTRACT ATTENTION. NOW DON’T COME IN BUNCHES, NOT ALL AT THE SAME TIME. URGE ALL THE MEN TO COME. TOMORROW WE SHALL HAVE MASS IN BARRACKS 11-7, ROOM 5.

THE SETTING WAS ROUGH, BUT FAITH WAS THERE. THE IMMACULATE WHITENESS OF THE CLEAN ALTAR LINENS WAS INTENSIFIED BY THE DIRTY ASPECT OF THE MEN, THE FURNITURE, AND THE BARRACKS. IT SEEMED ALMOST LIKE A DESECRATION TO PUT THE SPOTLESS WHITE ALB OVER MY DIRTY CLOTHES. THE WHITE SILK CHASUBLE HAD EVIDENTLY BEEN MADE BY SOME NUNS WHO WERE SUFFERING FROM THE POVERTY CAUSED BY THE WAR. THEY HAD NO GOLD BRAID TO HEM THE EDGES BUT JUST ENOUGH TO OUTLINE THE LARGE CROSS ON THE BACK. IN THE CENTER WAS AN INSCRIPTION, “CHRISTUS IST MEIN LEBON” (CHRIST IS MY LIFE). THE LETTERS FORMING THE LEGEND WERE CARVED OUT OF WOOD, THEN COLORED WITH A SILVER PAINT; EACH INDIVIDUAL LETTER WAS GLUED SECURELY TO THE CLOTH. AS MASS BEGAN THE SKY CLEARED AND THE LOWERING SUN SHONE IN UPON THE ALTAR THROUGH THE DIRTY WINDOW. IT ALMOST SEEMED THAT GOD WAS SENDING A VISIBLE TOKEN O HIS GOOD PLEASURE. MATTIE GIUFFRE EXPRESSED IN WRITING WHAT THOUGHTS WERE IN THE MINDS OF THE MEN WHO KNELT AROUND THAT ALTAR:  “I CAN’T EXPRESS MY GRATITUDE ADEQUATELY ENOUGH TO YOU AND FATHER MADDEN FOR THE SPIRITUAL GUIDANCE YOU GAVE US ALL, FOR THE SYMBOL OF HOME AND GOOD LIFE YOU REPRESENTED IN THE UNUSUAL CIRCUMSTANCE, FOR THE COURAGE YOU IMBUED US WITH, FOR EVERYTHING GOOD YOU BOTH REPRESENTED, I SHALL NEVER FORGET YOU BOTH AS YOU SAID MASS IN YOUR VESTMENTS, THE SUN SHINING IN OVER THE ALTAR AND YOU IN AN AURA OF HEAVENLY LIGHT THAT SPOKE ELOQUENTLY OF GODLINESS AND GOO FAITH.”

LEST ANY GOOD CHRISTIANS SHOULD BE SCANDALIZED THAT WE HAD MASS IN HOLY COMMUNION IN THE AFTERNOON, LET ME EXPLAIN HERE THAT OUR HOLY FATHER, POPE PIUS XIII GRANTED PERMISSION TO AL MILITARY PERSONNEL TO ATTEND MASS AND RECEIVE HOLY COMMUNION IN THE AFTERNOON OR EARLY EVENING. ORDINARILY FOUR HOURS’ FAST FROM SOLID FOOD AND ONE HOUR FAST FROM LIQUID WAS REQUIRED, BUT SINCE WE WERE IN A DANGER ZONE AND IN CONSTANT DANGER OF DEATH FROM BOMBINGS, WE CELEBRATED MASS WITHOUT FASTING AND GAVE HOLY COMMUNION TO THE MEN UNDER FORM OF VIATICUM. WE ALSO GAVE GENERAL ABSOLUTION. 

WHEN MASS WAS OVER AND SINCE THERE WERE NO GUARDS PRESENT, I PREACHED A LITTLE SERMON URGING THE MEN TO COME TO DAILY MASS AND TELLING THEM HOW WE WOULD CONDUCT IT.

“WE RELY ON GOD TO HELP US TO REMAIN UNDISCOVERED. EVERY DAY WE SHALL HAVE MASS, BUT EVERY DAY WE MUST HAVE IT IN A DIFFERENT BARRACKS. IN THIS WAY WE WILL NOT ATTRACT ATTENTION. NOW DON’T COME IN BUNCHES, OR ALL AT THE SAME TIME. URGE ALL THE MEN TO COME. TOMORROW WE SHALL HAVE MASS IN BARRACKS 11, ROOM 5.”

“A FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENT. TONIGHT AT SEVEN-FIFTEEN IN THIS ROOM WE SHALL BEGIN TO HOLD A CATHOLIC STUDY CLUB. WE HAVE BEEN FORBIDDEN TO PREACH, AS YOU KNOW, BUT WE HAVE NOT BEEN FORBIDDEN TO DISCUSS RELIGION. WE CAN SIT AROUND THE STOVE AND AFTER THE FASHION OF A TAVERN HANG-OUT GET OUR MINDS OFF FOOD FOR A WHILE EACH EVENING. YOU GET THE IDEA. GOD BLESS YOU ALL.”

AT SEVEN-FIFTEEN WE HAD A GROUP OF TWENTY-FIVE FROM OTHER BARRACKS GATHERED AROUND THE FIRE WITH MANY OF OUR OWN THIRTY-FIVE COMPANIONS OF BARRACKS 11-7. WE HAD PREVIOUSLY ARRANGED WITH THE GRAND CROWD IN OUR ROOM TO HAVE A HALF-HOUR OF QUIET AND A GANG OF VISITORS IN THE ROOM. ALL OF THEM WERE SINCERELY WILLING AND COOPERATED MAGNIFICENTLY. THAT FIRST EVENING WE FELT OUR WAY, THOUGH WE HAD A PLAN IN MIND. WE BEGAN BY GIVING SOME INCENTIVES FOR WANTING TO ATTEND A COURSE OF INSTRUCTIONS AND HOW EXCELLENT WAS THE OPPORTUNITY WE NOW HAD OF LEARNING SOMETHING ABOUT RELIGION. OUR PLAN CAME FROM THE MEN THEMSELVES - FIFTEEN MINUTES OF EXPLANATION FOLLOWED BY A PERIOD OF DISCUSSION AND QUESTIONS. WE WOULD FOLLOW THE BROAD OUTLINES OF THE CATECHISM AS A FRAMEWORK OF TOPICS. BEGINNING WITH THE APOSTLES CREED, ON THE FIRST NIGHT WE EXPLAINED AND DISCUSSED WHAT IS MEANT IN THE CATHOLIC SENSE BY “I BELIEVE.” THE MEETING WAS GRATIFYING TO FATHER ALAN AND ME AND VERY SATISFACTORY TO THE MEN.

THE STUDY CLUB GREW IN POPULARITY AND THE NUMBERS INCREASED UNTIL 11-7 WAS NIGHTLY JAMMED WITH MEN. WE SPENT TWO OR THREE NIGHTS ON EACH ARTICLE OF THE APOSTLES’ CREED, EXPLAINING THE THEOLOGY UNDERLYING IT AND ITS RELATION TO THE WHOLE FIELD OF CATHOLIC DOCTRINE AND PRACTICE. WE GOT INTO SOME LIVELY DISCUSSIONS ON THE PROOFS FOR THE EXISTENCE OF GOD, THE ABSOLUTE GRATUITY ON GOD’S PART OF THE INCARNATION AND REDEMPTION, THE CERTAINTY OF FAITH REGARDING THE ONE, HOLY, CATHOLIC, AND APOSTOLIC CHURCH, THE MYSTICAL BODY OF CHRIST, AND THE NATURE OF HEAVEN AND HELL. OFTEN ENOUGH SOMEONE WOULD PREFACE HIS REMARKS BY, “FATHER, YOU SAID...”

IF THE STATEMENT HAD ANY BEARING ON MATTERS OF FAITH, FATHER MADDEN AND I INSISTED THAT WE WERE TEACHING NOT SOME PIOUS OPINIONS OF OUR OWN BUT THE INFALLIBLE TEACHING OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH THAT WAS INCLUDED IN THE ACT OF FAITH WHEN WE SAY, “I BELIEVE THESE AND ALL THE TRUTHS THAT THE CATHOLIC CHURCH BELIEVES AND TEACHES.” THE APOSTLES’ CREED FINISHED, WE HAD A FEW SESSIONS ON THE SACRAMENTS OF BAPTISM AND PENANCE, SPENT APPROXIMATELY A WEEK EXPLAINING THE THEOLOGY, CEREMONIES, AND PRAYERS OF THE MASS. WE HAD SOME VERY INTERESTING MEETINGS ABOUT MARRIAGE, DIVORCE, BIRTH CONTROL, THE DUTIES OF HUSBANDS AND WIVES, THE TRAINING OF CHILDREN. IN THESE MATTERS THAT PERTAINED TO SEX AND THE PHYSICAL ASPECTS OF MATRIMONY, FATHER MADDEN AND I WERE OFTEN AIDED BY HE EXPERT ADVICE OF TOW DOCTORS, MAJOR CHARLES SERBST OF CHICAGO AND CAPTAIN EUGENE F. GALVIN OF ROSENDALE, N.Y. AFTER THE SACRAMENTS WE TOOK UP THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. WE WERE DISCUSSING THE SEVENTH WHEN OUR STUDY CLUB MET FOR THE LAST TIME ON MARCH 26TH. WORDS OF APPRECIATION FOR THE STUDY CLUB HAVE COME TO ME AGAIN AND AGAIN SINCE LIBERATION. LT. TED ALTIER OF ROCHESTER, N.Y. PUT HIS THOUGHTS IN THESE WORDS: “FATHER, YOU KNOW ALL OF US FISH-EATING KRIEGIES LEARNED SOMETHING FROM YOU SPIRITUAL LEADERSHIP WHILE IN THE JUG. WITHOUT IT I THINK I WOULD HAVE CRACKED WIDE OPEN. WE GOT PRETTY CLOSE TO THE LORD WHEN THINGS WERE TOUGH AND YOU DID THE MIRACULOUS IN KEEPING US GOING. THANKS, I SUPPOSE, ARE BEST EXPRESSED BY WHAT WE DO WHEN THINGS ARE BACK TO NORMAL.” DOCTOR GALVIN WROTE FROM HIS HOME IN NEW YORK WORDS THAT WOULD WARM THE HEART OF ANY CATHOLIC RELIGION TEACHER: “VERY FEW PEOPLE, I FEAR, IN POW CAMPS WERE AS LUCKY AS WE WERE AT OFLAG XIII B ESPECIALLY IN RELIGIOUS MINISTRATIONS AND INSTRUCTION. I SHALL NEVER FORGET THE INFORMALITY AND SERIOUSNESS OF THOSE EVENING MEETING, NOT SHALL I FORGET, I HOPE, THE INNUMERABLE THINGS I LEARNED ABOUT MY RELIGION WHICH I NEVER KNEW BEFORE. I DO NOT KNOW HOW IT COULD BE POSSIBLE TO INTEREST PEOPLE IN THAT TYPE OF INSTRUCTION HERE AT HOME - BUT IT IS EXACTLY WHAT THEY NEED.”

AMONG THE SPLENDID MEN WHO SUSTAINED AN INTEREST IN THE EVENING SESSIONS AND KEPT THE MEETINGS GOING WITH THEIR FIDELITY IN COMING (BESIDES MANY OTHERS WHO’S NAMES ARE MENTIONED ELSEWHERE IN THIS HISTORY) WERE CAPTAINS MAX SHAVER (CHIPPAWA FALLS, WISC.) AND CHARLES GIBBONS (LAWTON, OKLA.), CAPTAINS AL MENKE AND PAUL --- OF CINCINNATI, OHIO. JAMES SAILER AND JOSEPH BUHR (ALSO CINCINNATI), ROBERT FLEEGE (GALENA, ILL.), MELVIN MADERIS (SAN JOSE, CAL.) HARRY GLEASON (TRINIDAD, COLO.), FRED GARDNER (LONG ISLAND), CHARLES KELLY (KIRKSVILLE, MO.) ROBERT KELLY AND ROBERT RUTT OF DETROIT, LEO CHAMPAGNE (BREAUX BRIDGE, LA.) HARRY ROLLINS (CHICAGO, iLL.), BRANDAN FULLAM AND STANLEY KASPER OF BROOKLYN, WILLIAM BOGAN (WILLIAMSVILLE, N.Y.) ED BURLEIGH (VILLE PLATTE, LA.).






-----------------

“Prisoner of the Germans” by Chaplain Mark R. Moore

Page 35 “CHAPLAIN AT WORK IN PRISON”

The work of the chaplain did not stop when he became a prisoner. It increased rather than lessened our responsibilities and opportunities for doing spiritual work. There were seven Protestant and two Catholic Chaplains in Hammelburg. --

We had four types of services. Sunday Worship, Evening Devotions, Morning Devotions, and Bible Study. --

The Morning Devotions were started to help the chaplains in their inner lives. We were giving out in the services and felt we needed a time of inspiration for our selves. Chaplain Ralph E. Maness, (Baptist) of Springfield, Missouri, was put in charge but after several services was sent to Stalag XII-A and I was appointed to his place.”






-----------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

SATURDAY AFTERNOON, FEBRUARY 3RD, FATHER MADDEN SAID MASS IN 11-5 WHILE I HEARD CONFESSIONS AND RECEIVED HOLY COMMUNION WITH THE MEN. THIS PLAN WE FOLLOWED THEREAFTER ON WEEKDAYS, EACH OF US SAYING MASS ON ALTERNATE DAYS UNTIL IN ONE BARRACKS AFTER ANOTHER WE OFFERED THE HOLD SACRIFICE IN EVERY ROOM IN THE OFLAG WHERE THERE WERE PRISONERS LIVING. 

NEVER WAS THERE THE SLIGHTEST COMPLAINT FROM ANY OF THE NON-CATHOLICS AND EACH DAY THE GROUP IN THE ROOM DESIGNATED FOR MASS HAD THEIR QUARTERS NEAT AND CLEAN (AS FAR AS THAT WAS POSSIBLE) AND THE FURNITURE ARRANGED ORDERLY FOR THE CONGREGATION. LT. LEVENE J. WEIGEL, A TEACHER FROM ST. JOSEPH’S COLLEGE, HAYS, KANSAS, ID FAITHFUL WORK BY COMING EACH DAY FOR THE MASS-KIT AND SETTING UP THE ALTAR IN THE BARRACKS WHERE MASS WAS TO BE SAID. AFTER MASS HE PACKED IT ALL UP AGAIN AND RETURNED IT TO 11-7 WHERE IT WAS KEPT IN A CARDBOARD BOX ON A SHELF NEAR MY BED.

THAT SATURDAY WE WONDERED NOT A LITTLE ABOUT WHAT WOULD HAPPEN ON SUNDAY. DID THE MASS-KIT, BROUGHT US SO QUIETLY COME THROUGH THE CAMP AUTHORITIES, OR HAD IT COME THROUGH SOME QUASI UNDERGROUND? WE DETERMINED TO HAVE MASS AND TRUST THAT THE GOOD LORD WOULD TAKE CARE OF US. THE BEER-HALL WAS INCONVENIENT FOR SEVERAL REASONS. IT WAS VERY COLD, TOO SMALL, DID NOT CONTAIN EVEN A TABLE; AND THESE GROTESQUE CARTOONS ON THE WALL WERE NOT APPROPRIATE CHURCH ECORATIONS. 

ALL OUR MISGIVINGS WERE CLIMAXED THAT SATURDAY EVENING WHEN HAUPTMAN STAMMLER SUMMONED US TWO PRIESTS TO THE BLOCK HEADQUARTERS. TO OUR ASTONISHMENT HE HAD ANOTHER MASS-KIT FOR US. THIS ONE WE HAD TO SIGN FOR AND CHECK THE CONTENTS AGAINST A LIST THAT CAME WITH THE PACKAGE FROM THE CATHOLIC PASTOR OF HAMMELBURG, DR. MAHR. SUNDAY MASS WAS NOW AUTHORIZED, SANCTIONED, AND ATTENDED BY GERMAN AUTHORITIES AND GUARDS. “CATHOLIC MASS TOMORROW AT NINE O’CLOCK IN BARRACKS 11-7.” WAS THE ANNOUNCEMENT MADE TO THE ENTIRE DETACHMENT OF KRIEGIES AT ROLL-CALL SATURDAY EVENING IT WAS MENTIONED AGAIN ON SUNDAY MORNING?

OUR SUNDAY CONGREGATION NUMBERED ABOUT A HUNDRED. THE PRISONERS IN 11-7 OUTDID THEMSELVES IN MAKING THE BARRACKS TIDY AND NEAT. FATHER ALAN AND I EACH SAID MASS AND THE MEN STAYED FOR THE SECOND SERVICE. THERE WERE NO SERMONS BECAUSE GUARDS WERE PRESENT.

LT. JOHN J. MURRAY, ONCE A ROLY-POLY, JOLLY NEW YORK MAIL CARRIER, BUT NOW THINNING TO SCARECROW TRIMNESS HAD A WORN LEAFLET WITH THE PRAYERS FOR THE NOVENA TO OUR LADY OF THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL.
“FATHER, HOW ABOUT SAYING THESE PRAYERS AFTER MASS? MANY OF OUR WIVES AND MOTHERS AND SISTERS ARE MAKING THE NOVENA FOR US BACK HOME.”

“SWELL IDEA, JOHN,” I SAID. “WE CAN HAVE THE NOVENA EVERY DAY AFTER MASS. IT WILL ONLY TAKE A COUPLE OF MINUTES TO SAY THE PRAYERS.”

BEGINNING THAT SUNDAY WHENEVER WE HAD MASS WE CONCLUDED WITH THE NOVENA PRAYERS. THE FERVOR AND THE VOLUME AS WE SAID THE MEMORARO (IMPERATIVE FORM OF ‘TO REMEMBER’) TOGETHER WAS VERY GRATIFYING. 

LT. MURRAY WROTE ME AFTER OUR RETURN TO THE U.S.: “I’M POSITIVE THAT OUR LADY DID A THOROUGHLY GOOD JOB ON US. WHEN I THINK OF SOME OF THE THINGS THAT HAPPENED I’M CONVINCED THAT, AS MY MOTHER USED TO SAY, HER BLUE MANTLE COVERED US.” JOHN NOW HAS THE OLD BATTERED NOVENA BOOKLET AND TREASURES IT AS THE FINEST TROPHY OF HIS ARMY SERVICE.

AND LT. BILL GARDINER OF BALTIMORE: “I AM NOW MAKING THE NOVENA TO OUR LADY OF THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL WITH MY WIFE EVERY MONDAY NIGHT BECAUSE WHILE WE WERE MAKING IT AT HAMMELBURG SHE STARTED MAKING I EVER SINCE SHE READ ABOUT THE 106TH BEING ALL BEAT UP. IT WAS ON THE NINTH MONDAY OF THE NOVENA WHEN SHE HEARD THAT I WAS NO LONGER MISSING IN ACTION BUT A PRISONER. THERE IS SOMETHING STRONGER THAN COINCIDENCE THERE.”

THOUGH IT IS JUMPING AHEAD A LITTLE IN THE STORY, THIS SEEMS TO BE THE PLACE TO MENTION OUR ASH WEDNESDAY SERVICE. ON FEBRUARY 13TH I SAID TO FATHER MADDEN, “TOMORROW IS ASH WEDNESDAY. WHAT DO YOU THINK WE OUGHT TO DO ABOUT ASHES?”

“OH, JUST TAKE SOME OUT OF THE STOVE,” WAS HIS REPLY. “ANY KIND OF WOOD ASH WILL SATISFY THE PURPOSE.” WE FOUND A SMALL PIECE OF FLY SCREEN AND SIFT SOME ASHES FROM A WOOD FIRE. ASH WEDNESDAY BEFORE MASS WE DISTRIBUTED THE ASHES GIVING EACH MAN A GENEROUS BLACK CROSS ON HIS FOREHEAD. WE REMINDED THE MEN PRESENT OF THEIR CATHOLIC DUTY TO DO SOME PENANCE.

THE DIET SUPPLIED BY THE WEHRMACHT WOULD NECESSITATE THAT WE CONFORM IN THE RIGOREST MANNER TO THE CHURCH’S LAW OF FASTING WHAT WE SHOULD  DO THEREFORE WAS TO ACCEPT THE SITUATION IN THE SPIRIT OF PENANCE AND OFFER OUR PRIVATIONS TO ALMIGHTY GOD IN REPARATION FOR OUR PAST SINS. PERHAPS IN THE YEARS GONE BY WE HAD NOT ENTERED INTO THIS PENITENTIAL SEASON WITH MUCH GENEROSITY; NOW WE HAD A CHANCE TO ACCEPT WITHOUT COMPLAINT THE SUFFERINGS IMPOSED UPON US AND TO SANCTIFY THEM FOR OUR OWN BENEFIT AND THE GLORY OF GOD.

WE ALSO CALLED THEIR ATTENTION TO THE RELATION BETWEEN PENANCE, ESPECIALLY FASTING, AND PURITY OF LIFE. UNRESTRAINED EATING AND DRINKING OPEN THE DOOR TO TEMPTATIONS AGAINST THE FLESH. MORE OFTEN THAN NOT TEMPTATIONS TO IMPURITY ASSAIL A MAN WHO PRACTICES LITTLE OR NO SELF-DENIAL IN THE MATTER OF FOOD. IT WAS TO COMBAT SUCH ASSAULTS THAT THE SAINTS UNDERTOOK THE HEROIC PENANCE’S THAT WE READ ABOUT IN THEIR LIVES, ABSTAINING ENTIRELY FROM MEAT, LIVING ON BREAD AND WATER, SLEEPING ON BOARDS, CHASTISING THEIR BODIES. INDEED FROM PERSONAL EXPERIENCE WITH THE RIGORS OF PRISON LIFE WE DISCOVERED THE TRUTH OF THE STATEMENT OF ASCETICAL WRITER AND THE FATHERS OF THE CHURCH, “JEJUNUM FACET CASTES” (FASTING MAKES CHASTE MEN).

RUMORS FLOW FAST AND FURIOUS THROUGH THE CAMP ON FEBRUARY 4TH THAT WE WERE TO GET FOOD PARCELS FROM THE AMERICAN RED CROSS THROUGH THE INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS. THE REPORTS WERE AFFIRMED, DENIED, BELIEVED, AND DOUBTED ALL THAT EVENING. IT WAS A RED LETTER DAY FOR THE KRIEGIES OF OFLAG XIII B. THE NEXT AFTERNOON OUR EMOTIONS AND JUBILATION SHOT SKYWARD. A WHITE ANGEL - THE NAME AFFECTIONATELY APPLIED TO ANY OF THE 53 AMERICAN TRUCKS USED BY THE GENEVA RED CROSS TO DELIVER THE FOOD PARCELS TO PRISONER OF WAR CAMPS THROUGHOUT GERMANY - DREW UP TO THE WAREHOUSE OUTSIDE OUR COMPOUND. DREAMS OF CHOCOLATE BARS, REAL COFFEE AND SOLID FOOD RUFFLED OUR NIGHT’S SLEEP. THEN CAME A GREAT SURPRISE. 

THIS SHIPMENT OF BOXES OF AMERICAN FOOD WAS NOT SENT TO US AMERICANS, BUT TO THE FOUR THOUSAND SERBS NEXT DOOR. DUE TO THE DISRUPTIONS OF COMMUNICATIONS THE INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS AT GENEVA HAD PROBABLY NOT HEARD AS YET THAT THERE HAD BEEN A CONTINGENT OF AMERICAN PRISONER AT HAMMELBURG FOR THREE WEEKS. BUT WE WERE NOT DISAPPOINTED FOR ALL THAT. 

ONCE AGAIN THE MAGNIFICENT GENEROSITY OF THE YUGOSLAV OFFICERS MANIFESTED ITSELF. BY POPULAR VOTE THEY AGREED TO SURRENDER 150 BOXES TO THEIR AMERICAN FRIENDS. THEIR SENIOR GENERAL COMMUNICATED THIS DECISION TO THE GERMAN AUTHORITIES WHO AGREED TO THE PLAN. FURTHERMORE WE WERE TO RECEIVE THE PARCELS BEFORE THE SERBS WERE GIVEN THEIRS.AS THERE WERE APPROXIMATELY 500 OF US AMERICANS AT THAT TIMEL, ONE PARCEL WAS TO BE DIVIDED AMONG FOUR MEN. STARTING WITH THE FIRST BARRACKS THE MEN FOURED OFF DOWN THROUGH THE LAST ROOM AND EACH FOURSOME CHOSE A REPRESENTATIVE TO GO TO THE WAREHOUS TO GET THE BOX. THESE REPRESENTATIVES THEN WENT UNDER GUARD IN GROUPS OF TWENTY. SO COMPLICATED WAS THE METHOD OF DISTRIBUTION AT THE WAREHOUSE THAT IT TOOK TOW DAYS TO ISSUE ALL THE PACKAGES.

BARRACKS 11-7 GOT THEIRS LATE IN THE AFTERNOON OF THE FIRST DAY WHEN CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN (I REPEAT AGAIN THAT THIS IS THE ARTILLERY OFFICER AND NOT THE CHAPLAIN, FATHER MADDEN) WENT AS THE REPRESENTATIVE OF LT.’S KESSINGER, JONES AND MYSELF. HE TOOK WITH HIM TWO SOUP BOWLS, TWO CUPS, AND AN EMPTY PASTEBOARD BOX. AT THE WAREHOUSE THE RED CROSS PARCELS WERE STACKED BEHIND A LONG COUNTER. EACH PRISONER TOOK HIS TURN TO RECEIVE A BOX FROM A GERMAN GUARD. IN HIS PRESENCE THE GUARD OPENED THE BOX, HANDED OVER THE TWO BARS OF SOAP UNWRAPPED. THEN OPENED EACH AND EVERY ITEM IN THE BOX. INTO THE MIDDLE OF THE CAN OF POWDERED MILK AND THE TIN OF COFFEE HE PLUNGED A KNIFE. THE TINS OF MEAT, FISH, AND JELLY WERE OPENED AND THE CONTENTS POURED INTO THE BOWLS AND CUPS. ONE OF THE DOZEN CRACKERS HE BROKE IN TWO; ALL THE CIGARETTES WERE REMOVED FROM THE PACKAGES AND TWO OR THREE TAKEN AT RANDOM AND SPLIT DOWN THE MIDDLE. THE MIXTURE OF SALT AND PEPPER WAS CONFISCATED. THIS WAS THE NORMAL PROCEDURE IN PW CAMPS AND WAS DONE PRESUMABLY TO PREVENT WEAPONS AND INSTRUMENTS OF ESCAPE FROM BEING SMUGGLED INTO THE CAMP. THE TINS WERE WITHHELD BECAUSE THEY COULD BE USED TO FASHION INSTRUMENTS OF ESCAPE; AND THE PEPPER TAKEN BECAUSE IT COULD BE USED TO BLIND A GUARD IN AN ESCAPE EFFORT OR TO PREVENT THE DOGS FROM TRAILING THE SCENT OF AN ESCAPEE.

CAPTAIN MADDEN AND THE REST RETURNED TO THE BARRACKS WITH OUR SUPPLY. LOUD AND LONG WERE THE CHEERS THAT GREETED THEM AND BUSY WAS THE EVENING AS WE DIVIDED EACH ITEM INTO FOUR EQUAL PARTS. THE DOZEN CRACKERS, A HALF-POUND OF DOMINO SUGAR, A BAG OF CHOCOLATE DROPS, POUND OF PRUNES, AND 100 CIGARETTES WERE EASY TO DIVIDE------ WERE REQUIRED TO PORTION OUT EQUALLY, A POUND OF POWDERED MILK, TWO OUNCES OF POWDERED COFFEE, A POUND OF BUTTER, INDIVIDUAL POUNDS OF TUNA FISH, PORK LOAF, AND SPAM, CANS OF LIVER PASTE, SARDINES, AND AN EIGHT OUNCE PIECE OF CHEESE, PLUS A SMALL AMOUNT OF JELLY. THE ASSORTMENT OF CONTAINER THAT TURNED UP THAT NIGHT WAS AMAZING; IMPROVISED PAPER BAGS, TIN CUPS, BOTTLES, AND CIGARETTE CASES.






------------------

“Prisoner of the Germans” by Chaplain Mark R. Moore

Page 27 “LINE UP FOR BOXES”

“We drew boxes from the warehouse by rooms. Our room sent one man for each box we were allowed. Thus if we had forty men and were allowed a half box per man only twenty men went after the boxes. Chaplain Stonesifer and I drew together. He went after the first box and the next time I went for the second.”






---------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

IT WAS A TRIAL OF WILL POWER TO RESIST EATING OUR LIVES SICK. IN FACT SOME MEN DID GET SICK FROM THE DOSE OF CONCENTRATED FOODS SUDDENLY THRUST UPON HALF-STARVED MEN. THE NEXT DIFFICULTY WAS TO KEEP SOME OF THE THINGS FROM SPOILING. THE BUTTER WAS SPECIALLY TREATED TO KEEP IN TROPICAL CLIMATES, HENCE OFFERED NO DIFFICULTY IN COLD HUMMELBURG. THE MEAT AND FISH SEEMED MOST LIKELY TO SPOIL SO THEY WERE EATEN THE FIRST FEW DAYS.

THE PLAN OF THE RED CROSS WAS THAT EACH PRISONER OF WAR RECEIVE A FULL BOX EVERY WEEK. IF AND WHEN IT WAS CARRIED OUT (AS WAS DONE IN THE EARLIER YEARS OF THE WAR IN MOST CAMPS) THIS FOOD ALONE SUPPLIED SUFFICIENT CALORIES FOR A MAN LEADING AN INACTIVE LIFE. TOGETHER WITH THE FOOD PROVIDED BY THE ENEMY COUNTRY IT MADE AN ADEQUATE, THOUGH MONASTIC AND MONOTONOUS DIET. 

AT HAMMELBURG WE RECEIVED A QUARTER OF THE NORMAL SUPPLY WITH THE HIGHEST PROBABILITY THAT MORE THAN A WEEK WOULD ELAPSE BEFORE ANOTHER SHIPMENT ARRIVED. HENCE THE STERN NECESSITY OF SPREADING WHAT WE HAD OVER AS LONG A PERIOD AS POSSIBLE.

LITTLE CHILDREN WITH THEIR TOYS AND TRINKETS ON THE FLOOR AROUND THE CHRISTMAS TREE NEVER WERE FILLED WITH MORE JOY THEN WE EXPERIENCED THAT DAY. WHAT SIMPLE THINGS CAN GLADDEN THE HEARTS OF SERIOUS-MINDED MEN WHEN THEY HAVE BEEN DEPRIVED OF THE COMFORTS AND LUXURIES THEY HAD GROWN TO TAKE FOR GRANTED. NO WONDER THAT WHERE A HIGH STANDARD OF LIVING PREVAILS, ADVERTISERS MUST EVER SEEK NEW SUPERLATIVES AND PREFIX A SUPER TO EVERY KNOWN ADJECTIVE IN ORDER TO ATTRACT PEOPLE TO BUY THEIR PRODUCTS. CERTAINLY GOD’S INTENTION IN SCATTERING THE WORLD WITH RAW MATERIALS AND ENDOWING MAN WITH THE GENIUS TO DESIGN LOVELY THINGS AND THE PRODUCTION LINES OFF WHICH THEY ROLL, NEVER INTENDED THAT HALF THE WORLD SHOULD STARVE WHILE THE OTHER HALF BECAME BORED WITH HIS ---.

THE POSSESSION OF PRIVATE PROPERTY MADE ALL EQUALLY WEALTHY, BUT ALL DID NOT PLACE THE SAME VALUE ON EACH ITEM THEY POSSESSED. SMOKERS, FOR INSTANCE, PUT A HIGH APPRECIATION ON CIGARETTES, WHILE NON-SMOKERS FOUND NO PERSONAL SATISFACTION IN THEM. THAT MOST HUMAN OF ALL SOCIAL TRAITS TRAIL IN MATERIAL WEALTH- VERY NATURALLY GREW OUT OF THIS SITUATION. TRADE AND BARTER BEGAN.

“HOW MANY CIGARETTES WILL YOU GIVE ME FOR EIGHT SARDINES?”

“I’LL TRADE YOU MY CRACKERS FOR YOUR COFFEE.

“WHO WILL GIVE ME MEAT FOR POWDERED MILK?”

“CHEESE FOR PRUNES?”

“LIVER FOR CHOCOLATE DROPS?”

“TUNA FISH FOR SUGAR?”

SUCH WERE THE CALLS THAT PRECEDED THE “DEALS” WHICH CONTINUED FROM THAT NIGHT UNTIL WE WERE BACK ON THE DIET OF WORMY SOUPS AGAIN. EXPERTS IN BARGAINING EVEN WENT SO FAR AS TO TRADE ON MARGIN. WHEN CIGARETTES WERE PLENTIFUL THEY TRADED SMALL AMOUNTS OF FOOD FOR LARGE NUMBERS OF CIGARETTES; THEN WHEN THE CIGARETTES INCREASED IN VALUE BECAUSE OF SCARCITY, A FEW CIGARETTES WERE TRADED FOR BIGGER QUANTITIES OF FOOD. THE BASIC LAW OF SUPPLY AND DEMAND GOVERNED THE TRADING VALUE OF ALL ARTICLES AND STRANGELY ENOUGH CIGARETTES BECAME THE NORM TO WHICH OTHER THINGS WERE PREFERRED AS TO MONETARY STANDARD.

NECESSITY IS THE MOTHER OF INVENTION. NECESSITY FOR STOVES AMONG PRISONER OF WAR MOTHERED A GENERATION OF IDENTICAL CHILDREN. I DOUBT THAT THERE WAS AN OFLAG OR STALAG OR DULAG THROUGHOUT GERMANY WHERE LITTLE STOVES MADE OF TIN CANS WERE NOT A HOUSEHOLD APPLIANCE. “HERKY FERKIES,’ “SMOKEY JOES”, KRIEGIE KOODERS”, OR WHATEVER THEY WERE BRANDED, WERE CONSTRUCTED BY PRISONERS OF WAR EVERYWHERE. SOME STOVES WERE CRUDE, SOME WERE FANCY, BUT THE PRINCIPLE OF OPERATION WAS THE SAME AND UNRESTRICTED BY PATENT.

IN SIMPLE FORM TWO TIN CANS WERE FASTENED ONE ON TOP OF THE OTHER. THE TOP CAN HAD HOLES PUNCHED IN THE BOTTOM OR THE BOTTOM WAS REPLACED BY A WIRE GRATING. THE LOWER CAN HAD AN OPENING IN THE SIDE WHICH FURNISHED THE DRAFT AND ALLOWED THE ASHES TO BE EMPTIED. THE TOP CAN WAS THE FUEL BURNER. OVER THE STOVE WAS PLACED THE POT (USUALLY A THIRD CAN) IN WHICH WATER WAS BOILED AND THE FOODS COOKED. THE BEST FUEL WAS WOOD-SHAVINGS, CARDBOARD OR NEWSPAPER WOULD DO.

WITH THESE VERY EFFICIENT FURNACES A PINT OF WATER COULD BE BOILED WITH A CUBIC INCH OF WOOD SLIVERS OR A COUPLE OF PAGES OF NEWSPRINT. THE MAIN DRAWBACK WAS THAT THE SMOKED BADLY, BUT THAT WAS NEGLIGIBLE IN KRIEGSVILLE.

OUR SERBIAN FRIENDS HAD AN AMPLE SUPPLY OF SMOKEY JOES, SOME OF THEM CAST-OFFS OF OTHER YEARS, OTHERS RECENTLY CONSTRUCTED WITH TENDER CARE FOR THEIR AMERICAN FRIENDS. WITH THE ADVENT OF FOOD PARCELS, THE STOVES MULTIPLIED THROUGHOUT THE DAMP. THE VALUE OF WOOD AND PAPER SKYROCKETED. 

EVENINGS BECAME THE POPULAR TIMES FOR SMOKE AND THE USE OF THE KOOKERS.AT FIRST WE HAD FOUR OF FIVE STOVES IN BARRACKS 11-7, BUT AS TIME WENT ON THE NUMBER GREW TO FIFTEEN OR TWENTY. WITH A DOZEN OF THESE GOING SIMULTANEOUSLY THE ROOM BECAME FILLED WITH SMOKE AND SET US ALL TO COUGHING. 

IN TIME THE WALLS, THE BEDS, THE TABLES AND CHAIRS, OUR CLOTHES, EVEN OUR HANDS AND FACES BECAME BLACK WITH SOOT, BUT WE ENJOYED IT, FOR MANY A DELICIOUS MORSEL WAS HAPPILY PREPARED ON THESE WONDERFUL LITTLE FURNACES.

HOT COFFEE, HOT MILK, HOT SOUP WERE THE STAPLES OF THE EVENING BILL-OF-FARE. TOASTED CHEESE SANDWICHES, MEAT LOAF, STEWED PRUNES, KRIEGIE CANDY AND KRIEGIE PUDDING WERE COMMON ENOUGH.

THE INGREDIENTS OF KRIEGIE CANDY WERE SUGAR, BUTTER, POWDERED MILK, CHOPPED PRUNES AND A BIT OF CHOCOLATE. IT COULD EVEN BE MADE WITHOUT ANY HEATING BY BEATING THE MIXTURE LONG ENOUGH, BUT IT WAS EXTRAVAGANT AS A DELICACY.

KRIEGIE PUDDING WAS MADE WITH VARIED RECIPES. HERE IS LT. ROBERT FRASH’S:

ONE RATION OF BREAD(NORMALLY AN EIGHTH OF A LOAF) 
GRATED.

2 SPOONS OF COCOA

2 SPOONS OF POWDERED MILK

2 LUMPS OF SUGAR

1 SPOON OF JAM

RAISINS AND/OR PRUNES, CHOPPED AND STEWED

MIX TOGETHER AND LET HARDEN.

SOMETIMES A FROSTING WAS MADE WITH POWDERED MILK AND SUGAR.

----------

WAS KRIEGIE ICE-CREAM. TO A LARGE BOWL OF PACKED SNOW WAS ADDED A DAB OF BUTTER, A LUMP OF SUGAR, AND A BIT OF JELLY. THE LONGER THE MIXTURE WAS WHIPPED THE CREAMIER IT GOT. THEN OUT ON THE WINDOW SILL THE BOWL WAS PLACED TILL THE FROTH CONGEALED INTO A SAVORY ICE-CREAM.

TO SPEND HOURS PREPARING A LITTLE SNACK, WHICH WAS EATEN IN LESS THAN FIVE MINUTES, WAS AMUSING, SATISFYING, AND VASTLY CONTRIBUTORY TO THAT WILL0O-THE WISP, KRIEGIE MORALE.

MANY HANDY SMOKEY JOES OCCASIONED ANOTHER ODD CUSTOM. WHENEVER A THICK SOUP WAS SERVED US BY THE GERMANS, ESPECIALLY ON A THURSDAY OR A SUNDAY WHEN ONLY ONE MEAL CAME UP FROM THE KITCHEN, SOME OF THE LIQUID WAS “STASHED”, THAT IS, SET ASIDE FOR A LATER HOUR. ANY OLD CAN WOULD DO FOR THE CONTAINER. AS WE SAT AT TABLE, IT FREQUENTLY WAS ONE SPOONFUL INTO THE MOUTH, THE NEXT INTO THE CAN. THE SELF-CONTROL IN HOLDING BACK AT NOON WAS REWARDED IN THE EVENING WHEN THE STOVES WERE BLAZING AGAIN. THEN HOURS COULD BE SPENT IN HEATING THE SOUP OR USING IT WAS AN INGREDIENT FOR SOME OTHER CONCOCTION. LT. OZZIE BROTHMAN OF CHICAGO USED TO SAVE THE LUMPS OF POTATOES AND IN THE EVENING HAVE GERMAN FRIES. LT. DONALD PRELL STASHED THE MEAT AND MADE A MINIATURE HAMBURGER. STASHING GREW IN POPULARITY TIL IT BECAME UNIVERSAL. ONE DAY LT. GARNETT PRIOR OF HUNTINGBURG, IND. ASKED LT. NORMAN SMOLKA OF NEW YORK, “WHAT IS YOUR WIFE GOING TO SAY WHEN YOU GET HOME AND BRING AN OLD TIN CAN TO TABLE TO STASH SOME OF HER COOKING?”

sTASHING WAS A MEANS OF STRETCHING THE FOOD SUPPLY. PROWLING WAS A METHOD OF INCREASING IT. THE CATS and CHICKENS WHICH SLIPPED UNDER THE BARBED WIRE WERE KRIEGIE PREY. ONCE THE GERMANS BROUGHT IN THREE CATS TO COMBAT THE RATS AROUND THE KITCHEN. LTS. DONALD DUNKELBEGGER OF VAIL, IOWA, AND JOHN MIX OF ALMA, MICHIGAN, CAUGHT ONE AFTER DARK. THEY SKINNED AND CLEANED IT UNDER THE OUTSIDE WATER TAP, THEN SPENT THREE FREEZING HOURS IN THE BATHHOUSE MAKING A DELICIOUS WHITE MEAT STEW. LT. DUNKELBERGER WILL ALWAYS CONTEND THAT A LARGE TOM-CAT PROPERLY BOILED IN SMALL PIECES IN A “KLIM” TIN OVER A FIRE MADE OF “KRAUT” SHOWER ROOM BOARDS IS A DISH UNEQUALED - FOR A KRIEGIE.

NOW THAT WE HAD FOOD OF OUR OWN AND ESPECIALLY COFFEE OUR CONTACTS WITH OUR SERBIAN FRIENDS ACROSS THE WIRE BECAME EVEN MORE CORDIAL (IF SUCH WERE POSSIBLE) WHEN WE FIRST ARRIVED AT HEMMELBURG GUARDS WOULD FREQUENTLY PATROL THE INNER FENCES AND BREAK UP OUR SOCIAL VISITS. GRADUALLY THE PATROLS WERE DETAILED TO OTHER DUTIES AND WE WERE UNMOLESTED WITH THE DANGER OF DETECTION RELAXED, PROLONGED ONVERSATIONS AT THE FENCE WERE REPLACED BY CLIMBING OVER THE FENCE AND VISITING OUR FRIENDS IN THEIR BARRACKS. A SERB WOULD BRING A YUGOSLAV HAT AND COAT WHICH HIS AMERICAN FRIEND PUT ON AFTER JUMPING THE WIRE. THEN DOWN THE STREETS OF THE SERBIAN COMPOUND THEY WOULD WALK TOGETHER, EVEN PAST THE GERMAN GUARDS.

MY FIRST VISIT TO THE SERBIAN COMPOUND WAS AT THE INVITATION OF COL. KOSTIC. COL MATTHEWS, FATHER MADDEN AND I WERE HIS GUESTS. AT EIGHT O’CLOCK WHEN OUR STUDY CLUB WAS OVER WE MET OUR HOST AT THE WIRE AWAY FROM THE LINE OF SIGHT OF THE WATCH-TOWERS. WITH GREAT CAUTION WE SCALED THE EIGHT FEET OF BARBED WIRE IN THE DARKNESS, SLIPPED INTO SERBIAN HATS AND COATS AND WALKED BOLDLY TWO BY TWO TO THE BLACKED OUT BARRACKS. AT THE DOOR WE WERE GREETED BY A SERB SENTINEL AND IDENTIFIED BY COL. KOSTIC. WHEN WE CAME INTO THE DIM LIGHT OF THE INNER ROOM, THE COURTLY GENTLEMEN WITHIN ROSE FROM THEIR CHAIRS, BOWED, SALUTED, AND SHOOK HANDS WITH US NO DIPLOMATIC TEA WAS EVER MORE CEREMONIOUS. THE COLONEL SHOWED US TO A SECLUDED TABLE WHICH HAD BEEN COVERED WITH A BEAUTIFUL BLANKET. WE SAT AROUND THE TABLE TO CHAR. IN THE SOFT LIGHT WE SAW COL. KOSTIC AT HIS BEST. HIS STEEL GRAY HAIR WAS FRESHLY CUT AND GROOMED, HIS RUDDY FACE SHAVED AND POWDERED. HE WORE A FULL DRESS SUEDE MILITARY JACKET WITH RE PIPING BUTTONED UP TO THE NECK;’ HE WAS A PICTURE OF BALKAN ELEGANCE AND GRACIOUSNESS WITH HIS BROAD SMILE AND HEARTY LAUGH. IMMEDIATELY HE SERVED TINY TIN CUPS OF COFFEE AND CIGARETTES. FOR THE FIRST TIME WE MET THE COLONEL’S FRIEND, CAPTAIN MILAN PANTICH OF BELGRADE, A YOUNG MAN OF 34 YEARS WHO SPOKE ENGLISH WELL. AN ORCHESTRA CONSISTING OF TWO BANJOES AND AN ACCORDION ENTERTAINED US WITH MUSIC AND SONGS; SONGS OF THE HOMELAND ON THE ADRIATIC, SPANISH, ITALIAN AND AMERICAN SONGS; SONGS WITH A MELANCHOLY NOSTALGIA FOR THE BRIGHTER DAYS OF LOVE AND LIFE AND LAUGHTER AND PEACE. POOR PANTICH WEPT. NOR COULD WE HOLD BACK THE TEARS. ANOTHER ROUND OF COFFEE WAS SERVED AND THE MUSIC CEASED.

A FEW NIGHTS LATER COL. MATTHEWS ENTERTAINED THE SAME CROWD IN HIS BARRACKS. WE MET KOSTIC AND PANTICH AT THE FENCE, HELPED THEM OVER BARBED WIRE, DRESSED THEM IN AMERICAN FIELD COATS AND STOCKING CAPS AND MERRILY LAUGHED AS WE PASSED A GERMAN GUARD IN THE SNOW-COVERED STREET.

COL. MATTHEWS SERVED DAINTY, SANDWICHES, COFFEE, AND CIGARETTES. WE DISCUSSED BALKAN AND AMERICAN FOODSTUFFS AND FAMILY CUSTOMS, TALKED ABOUT THE WAR AND ALL THE LATEST RUMORS.

FATHER MADDEN A FEW DAYS LATER HELD A SIMILAR PARTY; PANTICH RECIPROCATED. THEN IT WAS MY TURN. THUS ALL THROUGH THE PRISON EVERY NIGHT THERE WERE LITTLE VISITS GOING ON WITH AS MANY SERBS ON OUR SIDE OF THE WIRE AS AMERICANS ON THEIRS.

CAPT. JOHN MADDEN’S FRIEND, CAPT. ANDRE, INVITED JOHN AND MYSELF TO A PARTY TO MEET THE SERBIAN ORTHODOX PRIEST. THE PRIEST WAS A SMALL THIN MAN, ASCETIC LOOKING WITH HIS TRIMMED BLACK BEARD AND DEEP PIERCING EYES. WE HAD NO COMMON IDIOM TO CONVERSE IN, BUT ANDRE DID THE INTERPRETING AND WE GOT ALONG SPLENDIDLY. ANDRE’S BARRACKS WAS BRIGHTLY LIGHTED. OVER CLEAN TABLES THROUGHOUT THE ROOM GENERALS AND COLONELS BUSILY STUDIED MAPS AND CHARTS OF THE FRONTS. A MESSENGER ARRIVED WITH A HAND WRITTEN COPY OF THE DAY‘S BULLETIN FROM THE OBERKOMMAND WEHRMACHT. SOME MINUTES OF QUIET STUDY FOLLOWED, THE MILITARY STRATEGISTS SMILE. THE WESTERN AND EASTERN FRONTS WERE PUSHING HARD ON THE GERMANS. IF YOU WERE TO READ THE COMMUNIQUÉ OF A SINGLE DAY, THE POSITION OF THE ALLIES LOCKED BAD BECAUSE EACH BULLETIN WAS PROPAGANDIZED TO SERVE THE GERMAN HOPES, BUT BY STUDYING THE BULLETINS FROM DAY TO DAY AND MARKING THE LOCI OF THE REPORTED ACTIONS ON A MAP, THE VICTORIES THAT WERE MAKING HEADLINES IN ALLIED NEWSPAPERS SHOWED UP. 

EACH DAY THE GOOD TIDINGS WERE SPREAD FROM ROOM TO ROOM THROUGH THE SERBIAN CAMP AND RELAYED BY THE GRAPEVINE OVER INTO OURS. DURING FEBRUARY AND MARCH WE LEARNED IN THIS WAY OF THE RUSSIAN DRIVE TO THE ODER, THE FIRST CROSSING OF THE RHINE, AND THE ESTABLISHMENT OF BRIDGEHEADS ALL ALONG THE VALLEY.

THIS NEWS TOGETHER WITH THE AIR-RAIDS OF WHICH WE WERE INFORMED BY THE CAMP SIRENS ALMOST DAILY IN THE FINE FLYING WEATHER OF FEBRUARY AND MARCH RAISED OUR HOPES FOR A SPEEDY TERMINATION OF OUR IMPRISONMENT. BETTING POOLS WERE STARTED ON THE DATE OF OUR LIBERATION, THERE WERE DATES RANGING FROM THE END OF FEBRUARY TO CHRISTMAS, 1945, AS EACH MAN IN ----

DICTATE THE DATE OF HIS CHOICE.

WHEN THE CITIES OF SCHWEINFURT, WURZBURG AND FRANKFURT ON THE MAIN WERE BOMBED WE COULD SEE THE RAIDS. ON A CLEAR COLD DAY THE SQUADRONS OFTEN CIRCLED NEAR HAMMELBURG LEAVING THE SKY MARKED WITH VAPOR TRAILS AS FLIGHT AFTER FLIGHT MOVED IN OVER THE TARGETS. SOMETIMES THESE RAIDS LASTED WELL INTO THE AFTERNOON AND WE GOT HUNGRIER AND HUNGRIER WAITING FOR THE ALL CLEAR SIGNAL SO THAT OUR CHOW COULD BE BROUGHT UP FROM THE KITCHEN. NEVER ONCE HOWEVER DID A RAID TAKE PLACE IN THE LATE AFTERNOON AND CAUSE US TO POSTPONE OR CANCEL OUR DAILY MASS AT FOUR O’CLOCK.

BRAVE ATTEMPTS WERE MADE TO ORGANIZE SMALL GROUPS FOR EDUCATIONAL AND MORALE PURPOSES. A GROUP OF ABOUT TEN OF US, FOR INSTANCE, GOT TOGETHER TO LEARN FRENCH BY THE DIRECT METHOD FROM A FRENCH OFFICER, WHO WA A FELLOW PRISONER. WE MET DAILY FOR TEN DAYS AND LEARNED A FEW EXPRESSIONS AND WORDS, BUT THE CLASS BECAME SOMETHING OF A DRUDGERY AND DIED A NATURAL DEATH. ONE GROUP I KNOW OF FORMED AN “OFLAG XIII B TOASTMASTERS’ CLUB” AND UNDER THE LEADERSHIP OF LT. ROBERT KING OF LOS ANGELES PRACTICED PUBLIC SPEAKING. mEETING TWICE A WEEK THEY TOOK TURNS GIVING IMPROMPTU AND PREPARED TALKS; AND DERIVED SOME PROFIT FROM THE FRIENDLY CRITICISM AND OPPORTUNITY TO EXPRESS THEMSELVES.

SO PASSED THE DAYS OF FEBRUARY AND EARLY MARCH. FOR ME AND FOR MOST OF THE KRIEGIES THE EMPTINESS OF WAITING FOR THE NEXT MEAL WAS FILLED WITH ACTIVITY AND TIME WAS ROLLING RAPIDLY.

“WELL, ANOTHER WEEK GONE BY,” CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN WOULD REMIND ME EVERY SATURDAY NIGHT AS WE WENT TO BED.

CHAPTER SEVEN

SAINT JOSEPH ANSWERS A PRAYER

WASHINGTON’S BIRTHDAY, FEBRUARY 22ND, WE RECEIVED ANOTHER ISSUE OF RED CROSS PARCELS, AGAIN ONE PACKAGE FOR FOUR MEN. ABOUT THE SAME TIME WE HAD A CLOTHING ISSUE. WE ALL WANTED SOCKS AND UNDERWEAR, BUT NOT TOO MANY RECEIVED THEM. HOWEVER, EVERYBODY TOOK THE OPPORTUNITY TO VISIT THE CLOTHING WAREHOUSE AT THE FAR END OF THE SERBIAN COMPOUND. WE WERE TAKEN THERE UNDER GUARD IN GROUPS OF ABOUT FORTY. SERBIAN OFFICERS WORKED IN THE STOCK ROOM WHERE ASSORTED CLOTHING FROM ANY NATIONS WAS NEATLY PILED ON SHELVES. EACH MAN FILLED OUT A CARD WITH THE ITEMS HE NEEDED AND IN HIS TURN HAD MOST OF THEM SCRATCHED. ONLY ONE OR TWO ITEMS WERE GIVEN EACH MAN. SOME GOT SOCKS OR PIECES OF FLANNEL TO BE WRAPPED AROUND THE FEET IN PLACE OF SOCKS. THERE WERE A FEW SHIRTS, TROUSERS, JACKETS, AND A LITTLE UNDER WEAR. I RECEIVED THE QUEEREST LOOKING FUZZY PANTS TO BE USED AS UNDER-GARMENT. THERE WERE STRINGS TO TIE THE ENDS AROUND THE ANKLES. THESE I SOON RIPPED OFF.

WHILE WAITING IN A SORT OF ANTI-ROOM AT THE WAREHOUSE A LARGE BOX OF COAL WAS DISCOVERED NEAR THE STOVE. IT WAS EASY TO SLIP TWO BRIQUETTES OF COAL INTO THE OVERCOAT POCKETS; THUS WE PROVIDED OURSELVES WITH A LITTLE MORE HEAT AGAINST THE BITTER COLD. 

FEBRUARY RAN OUT LEAVING US WITH LITTLE OR NO FOOD OF OUR OWN. FURTHERMORE THE CHOW SERVED BY THE JERRIES WAS GETTING THINNER AND MORE BITTER. THE THINNING OUT OF THE SOUPS WAS ACCOUNTED FOR BY THE FACT THAT THE NUMBER OF OFFICERS IN THE CAMP WAS MOUNTING ALMOST DAILY. SOME WERE BEING MOVED IN FROM OTHER CAMPS; OTHERS WERE FRESH FROM THE FRONT LINES AND HAD NEWS FOR US ABOUT THE ALLIED DRIVES ON THE WESTERN FRONT.

AN OFFICER SAID TO ME, “YOU BETTER START PRAYING HARDER FOR FOOD, FATHER. WE’RE REALLY HURTING.” IT WAS THE FIRST DAY OF MARCH, THE MONTH OF ST. JOSEPH, AND THE GREAT PROVIDER OF TEMPORAL NECESSITIES. FATHER MADDEN AND I HURRIEDLY TRANSLATED FROM THE BREVIARY THE LITANY OF ST. JOSEPH AND WE ADDED IT TO THE PRAYERS OF THE NOVENA OF THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL WITH THE SPECIFIC INTENTION THAT ST. JOSEPH SUPPLY US WITH FOOD.

THE NEXT DAY THE SOUP WAS THICKER AND SUBSTANTIAL, BUT IT WAS QUITE A BLOW TO HAVE IT ANNOUNCED THAT THE GERMANS WERE CUTTING OUR BREAD RATION: ON ONE DAY A WEEK WE WOULD HENCEFORTH RECEIVE NO BREAD AT ALL. THE BOMBING OF THE BAKERIES WAS GIVEN AS tHE REASON FOR THIS. THERE WOULD ALSO BE ANOTHER CUT IN THE AMOUNT OF VEGETABLES SUPPLIED THE KITCHEN. MORALE SANK TO A NEW LOW. ON SUNDAY MARCH 4TH FATHER MADDEN REMINDED THE MEN AGAIN OF THE SEASON OF LENT AND URGED THEM TO PATIENCE AND HUMBLE ACCEPTANCE OF THE PENANCE IMPOSED ON US.

we continued to say the litany of st. JOSEPH daily and on march 6th had our first “breadless Tuesday”. two days later father alan madden and chaplain mannes were TRANSFERRED, on a half-hour notice, to stalag xiii c, the american enlisted men’s prison a mile away from the oflag. it was the answer to several requests the chaplains had made that we be permitted to take care of our comrades in the other camp. the two Sundays previous, father madden one Sunday and I the next, were granted permission to go there to say mass for the catholic men.

our gi’s were lodged in what had once been cavalry stables. the buildings were clean but the bunks in tiers of four beds CROWDED THE space unmercifully. in fact when it came to saying mass a small table at one end of the stable and massed humanity standing down the long narrow aisle or SITTING on bunks was the church setting we had to tolerate. there was no time to hear confessions, so general absolution had to suffice. before and after mass I was besieged with men asking if their officers were in the oflag. to many I could give and affirmative answer, but many more could only be answered with an, “I don’t know.” it surely was gratifying to see these men solicitous for their company commanders and platoon LEADERS. MAINLY officers too asked us to try to locate their sergeants, corporals, and privates among the enlisted men. HAD THE chaplains been allowed to go back and forth to the stalag much could have been done to bolster the morale of officers and men, but the uplifting of spirits was not in the wehrmacht’s plan for the handling of prisoners of war.

the guard who accompanied me hurried me away and took a short cut home. but the short way was the hard way, for it led over a hill. that climb was exhausting and I had to stop to rest a couple of times. once as I was sitting on the roadside a four-WHEELED pushcart passed with the chow for the stalag, pots of soup, tubs of potatoes and loaves of bread. as the gi’s were trying to keep the wagon from rolling out of control on the hill it swerved, hurling four of five SMALL potatoes off to the side of the road. I picked them up and ate them. this is the depth of humiliation, I thought, a priest eating half-rotten potatoes out of the gutter. but they supplied the ENERGY to get me back to 

11-7. I stayed in MY bunk for the rest of the day.

after moving to the stalag father madden and CHAPLAIN mannes lodged in the dispensary with the american doctors and a serbian orthodox priest. for the next month they did much to help the enlisted men by way of administration of the sacraments, personal contacts, and their physical presence. father madden and I sent notes to one another once or twice by a devious underground postal service, but we did not meet again until we spent a few days together at the capuchin friary in PITTSBURGH after the war was over.

the day father alan madden left for stalag xiii c a shipment of red CROSS parcels arrived for the americans. it was a generous allotment of boxes. we were issued then the following day - a box for two men. CAPTAIN JOHN madden and I PAIRED for a box. at mass that afternoon we said the litany of st. joseph with a new INTENTION: THANKSGIVING FOR WHAT HE HAD SENT US. NOR DID WE FORGET TO EXPRESS OUR APPRECIATION BY PRAYING FOR ALL THOSE WHO HAD ANY PART IN THE WORK OF THE AMERICAN RED CROSS BY handling these boxes or by contributing funds to aid that splendid organization of mercy. when we were enjoying the contents of the boxes we often spoke of the red cross and its WORK and in our hearts hoped THAT THE day would soon come when we would be able to do our share of charity towards helping people in misfortune.

on march 9th a contingent of five HUNDRED american officers arrived at hammelburg under the senior officer, colonel paul d. goode.* THIS group had been imprisoned in oflag 64 at szubin IN POLAND. EARLY IN JANUARY THEY WERE MARCHED THROUGH SNOW AND COLD AND RAIN FIRST UP TO THE BALTIC sea, then down past berlin to NUREMBERG. then by train to hammelburg. one our of every three men who began the march dropped out along the way from sickness, exhaustion or starvation.

* SEE APPENDIX: 
COL. PAUL D. GOODE
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they had had two priests with them at szubin: father stanley c. brach (*) of the diocese of newark whom they left behind in oflag 64 with those UNFIT to travel, and father john j. glennan of the congregation of the MOST holy REDEEMER who fell out on the road from sickness. the officer who came to hammelburg in this group never tired of telling me about the wonderful work that these two priest prisoners did for the kriegies with them. more THAN once during their march the russian lines moved so close to them they WERE in imminent danger from soviet guns, so imminent in fact that the german guards had fled. among those who arrived in this company were many officers of the 422nd regiment who had been captured with us in the bulge. we had been together at gerolstein but separated when the trains we boarded set out for different destinations. those who survived the long march were in FINE physical condition. in recent weeks they had fared well enough and the long marches in the WINTER climate toughened them.

COLONEL PAUL D. GOODE (*) WAS A SOLDIER FROM HELMET TO BOOT-TIPS RUGGED, HUSKY, AND BRONZED BY THE WIND, HE PRESENTED A FRONT THAT WAS DYNAMIC. HE HAD TAUGHT AT WEST POINT AND AT THE TIME OF THE NORMANDY INVASION WAS REGIMENTAL COMMANDER OF THE 175TH REGIMENT OF THE 39TH INFANTRY DIVISION. HE WAS CAPTURED IN FRANCE SHORTLY AFTER THE LANDING IN JUNE 1944. IMPERATIVE IN HIS DEMANDS FOR DISCIPLINE AND ORDER IN HIS RANKS, HE WAS MORE DEMANDING OF THE WEHRMACHT THAT HIS MEN BE TREATED AS HUMAN BEINGS, AS SOLDIERS AND AS GENTLEMEN. UNDERNEATH HIS ROUGH EXTERIOR HE HAD THE HEART OF A FATHER FOR EVERY MAN IN HIS COMMAND. HE LIVED AND THOUGHT, NOT IN TERMS OF HIS OWN PERSONAL SAFETY, BUT IN TERMS OF HIS RESPONSIBILITY FOR THE HEALTH, MORALE, AND WELL-BEING OF HIS COMRADES WITHOUT ARMS. FOR THESE QUALITIES HE WAS RESPECTED, APPRECIATED, AND HONORED BY HIS MEN. WITH THESE QUALITIES HE COMPELLED RESPECT AND RECEIVED BETTER TREATMENT FOR US FROM THE GERMANS. HIS ARRIVAL AT HAMMELBURG CHANGED THE CONDITION OF THE CAMP. MEN WHOSE SPIRITS HAD DROOPED, AND THEIR SHOULDERS WITH THEM, STRAIGHTENED UP AND LOOKED AT LIFE WITH NEW HOPE. MEN WHO HAD LOST TO A DEGRADE THEIR SELF-RESPECT IN THE UNNATURAL ENVIRONMENT OF PRISON LIFE CLEANED THEIR CLOTHES, SHINED THEIR SHOES, SHAVED THEIR BEARDS, AND LOOKED THE SOLDIERS THAT THEY WERE.

see appendix: 
col. goode





father brach
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COL. GOODE INSTILLED IN THEM A SENSE OF DISCIPLINE. ASSEMBLIES WERE MORE MILITARY, BARRACKS WERE CLEANER, EVERYBODY WAS HAPPIER. BECAUSE HE DEMANDED IT, THE FOOD IMPROVED, APELL WAS CANCELED IN INCLEMENT WEATHER, THE SICK WERE BETTER PROVIDED FOR, AND THE FACILITIES OF THE CAMP OPENED UP TO BETTER USE.

FIFTEEN HUNDRED OFFICERS NOW TAXED THE CAPACITY OF OFLAG XIII B. THE NINE BIG BARRACKS WERE CROWDED. WE HAD FORTY-FIVE MEN IN BARRACKS 11-7. THE WINDS SHIFTING FROM THE COLD CURRENTS OFF THE ALPS TO MILDER BREEZES FROM THE FAR ATLANTIC MITIGATED THE CONSTANT FEELING OF COLD. CLEAR SKIES AND WARM SUN DREW US OUT OF STUFFY BARRACKS INTO THE CAMP STREETS. SOME DAYS IT EVEN GOT WARM ENOUGH TO SIT IN OUR SHIRT SLEEVES ON THE LEEWARD SIDE OF BUILDINGS. CHAIRS AND BENCHES LINED THE STREETS AS MEN GATHERED IN GROUPS TO TALK AWAY THE HOURS. LAUNDRY WAS DONE IN THE OPEN NEAR THE HYDRANTS WITH COLD WATER BLANKETS WERE HUNG OUT FOR AIRING. UP AND DOWN THE STREETS PRISONERS STROLLED, BANTERED WITH THE GUARDS, AND FORMED NEW FRIENDSHIPS WITH OCCUPANTS OF OTHER BARRACKS.

RED CROSS PARCELS CAME AGAIN. ST. JOSEPH’S DAY IT WAS. THIS TIME ONE APIECE. IT WAS ALMOST GLUTTONOUS TO POSSESS AN ENTIRE BOX, COFFEE, CIGARETTES, MEAT, BUTTER, CHEESE AND CHOCOLATE, ALL FOR ONE’S SELF. YET IT WAS NOT A SELFISH JOY, WHICH IS NEVER SATISFYING ANYWAY, BUT A COMMUNITY REJOICING. MERKY FERKY STOVES BURNED ALL DAY LONG NOW. BARTERING AND TRADING REACHED A STOCKMARKET LEVEL. FRIENDS GOT TOGETHER TO PARTAKE OF ONE ANOTHER’S HOSPITALITY. I LOOK BACK NOW WITH FOND MEMORY TO THE MANY INVITATIONS TENDERED ME DURING THOSE DAYS OF MARCH. 

“COME ON, FATHER, LET’S HAVE A CUP OF COFFEE.”

INDEED, HAD I NOT RECEIVED A BOX OF MY OWN I STILL COULD HAVE BEEN THE BEST FED MAN IN THE CAMP, SO GENEROUS WERE MY HUNDREDS OF FRIENDS IN ASKING ME TO SHARE THEIR BOXES WITH THEM. WELL REMEMBERED ARE THE COFFEE SESSIONS WITH COLONELS JOHNNY RAY AND JOE MATTHEWS, MAJORS GARNER AND MCKEE, DOCTORS CHARLIE SERBET AND GENE GALVIN, CAPTAINS MAX SHAVER AND CHARLIE GIBBONS, LTS. BOB FRASH AND TOM GALLOWAY. THE LIST COULD GO ON INDEFINITELY.

THE SWEETEST RECOLLECTION OF IS A FEW EVENINGS SPENT IN BARRACKS 9-5 WHERE SOME THIRTY ENLISTED MEN LIVED.  SERGEANTS HUGH BRADY AND RALPH NORDMAN, AND PFC JACK ADAMS WERE THE INSTIGATORS. NOTHING STINGY ABOUT THAT CROWD.

“COME ON, FATHER, ANOTHER CUP OF COFFEE.” NOT LITTLE TIN CUPS, BUT BIG MUGS.

“ANOTHER CIGARETTE, FATHER.”

“NO THANKS, I’VE HAD ENOUGH.”

“AW, COME ON, WE GOT LOTS OF ‘EM.”

MAY GOD BLESS THEM ALL, THAT SPLENDID BUNCH OF GI’S.

THEN THERE WAS CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN (*) WHO BUNKED AND SHARED EVERYTHING WITH ME. NEVER DURING THOSE DAYS DID I GET NEAR A SMOKEY JOE STOVE. HE DID ALL THE COOKING FOR BOTH OS US. EXPERIMENTING WITH CULINARY FORMULAS HE PREPARED SOME DELICIOUS DISHES. AN OLD BULLY BEEF TIN WE TREASURED HELD TWO HEAPING MUGS OF WATER. TWO AND SOMETIMES THREE TIMES A DAY JOHN FED HIS TIN STOVE WITH WOOD SHAVING TO HEAT WATER FOR OUR COFFEE OR MILK. SOMETIMES I WOULD BE OFF TO ANOTHER BARRACKS AND COME HOME TO FIND JOHN PUTTERING OVER THE STOVE. “I THOUGHT YOU WOULD LIKE SOME COFFEE, FATHER.” THREE IN THE AFTERNOON (WHICH WAS AN HOUR BEFORE MASS), AND EIGHT O’CLOCK IN THE EVENING (WHICH WAS AFTER THE STUDY CLUB MEETING) WERE SACROSANCT COFFEE HOURS. AND OUR SUPPLY DID NOT RUN OUT. JOHN WAS PLAYING THE MARKET WITH CIGARETTES HE DID NOT SMOKE.

SO INCESSANT WAS THE EXERCISE OF THE GASTRONOMIC ART THAT THE STOVES WERE GOING LONG INTO THE NIGHT. THEN ONE DAY AT APPELL A REPRIMAND FROM GENERAL VON GOECKLE WAS READ TO US BY A GERMAN OFFICER:

“THERE WILL BE NO KOO-KING ON THE LEE-TLE KOO-KERS AFTER THE LIGHTS ARE OUT.”

ST. JOSEPH HAD CERTAINLY ANSWERED OUR PRAYERS AND WE THANKED HIM BY LARGER NUMBERS AT MASS AND MORE FERVENT HOLY COMMUNIONS. WE CONTINUED TO SAY THE LITANY FOR A CONTINUANCE OF HIS FAVORS.

* see appendix: 
FATHER CAVANAUGH photo and inscription TO 




capt. john madden, John madded jr., letter 



regarding his father’s career

THE BLOCK COMMANDANT SAW THE CROWD COMING OUT OF BARRACKS

8-5 ONE AFTERNOON AFTER MASS. WE HAD FOR SOME TIME GIVEN LITTLE THOUGHT TO SECRECY IN HOLDING OUR AFTERNOON SERVICE, THOUGH WE CONTINUED TO HOLD MASS IN A DIFFERENT ROOM EVERY DAY. IT WAS ALWAYS A BIG EVENT FOR THE PRISONERS WHO OCCUPIED THE PARTICULAR ROOM WHERE MASS WAS SAID. THE OBERLAEUTENANT INVESTIGATED AND DISCOVERED WE HAD JUST FINISHED MASS. HE SENT FOR ME A FEW MINUTES LATER.

“HOW OFTEN DO YOU HAVE DIVINE SERVICE?” HE ASKED.

“EVERY DAY,” WAS MY BOLD REPLY.

“DOES GENERAL VON GOECKLE KNOW THAT?” HE ASKED.

“I DON’T CARE WHETHER HE DOES OR NOT,” I ANSWERED.

“I SHALL HAVE TO INFORM HIM,” HE STATED HESITANTLY.

“NO, LIEUTENANT, YOU WILL NOT HAVE TO SAY A WORD TO HIM. THIS HAS BEEN GOING ON FOR SIX WEEKS, AND YOU HAVE JUST FOUND IT OUT TODAY, AND ONLY BY ACCIDENT. WE ARE CAUSING NO DISTURBANCE; WE ARE PLANNING NO HARM TO ANYONE. WE JUST HAVE MASS AND COMMUNION, SAY SOME PRAYERS TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN AND TO ST. JOSEPH AND THEN DISMISS. IT IS AGREEABLE WITH THE MEN IN DIFFERENT BARRACKS, AND WE ALL DERIVE MUCH GOOD FROM IT. WE EVEN PRAY FOR YOU AND THE GENERAL.”

THE OBERLAUTENANT WAS TORN WITH INDECISION. THE NEXT FEW DAYS WE WERE JUST A LITTLE MORE CAUTIOUS IN LEAVING THE ROOM WHERE MASS WAS SAID. THEN THE OBERLEUTENANT SENT FOR ME AGAIN. HE HAD SOME GOOD NEWS. I TOLD GENERAL VON GOECKLE ABOUT YOUR DIVINE SERVICE EVERY AFTERNOON. HE WAS VERY GLAD TO HEAR IT AND APPROVES OF IT HIGHLY.”

“THANK YOU, SIR”, I SAID. “I WILL BE VERY HAPPY TO HAVE YOU AND HERR GENERAL COME TO MASS ANY DAY WITH US.”

WAS THIS A VOLTE (FACE, CONTENANCE) OR HAD WE BEEN TOO SUSPICIOUS OF A HOSTILE ATTITUDE TOWARD RELIGION ON THE PART OF THE HIGH COMMAND OF HAMMELBURG PRISON? IT MAY WELL HAVE BEEN THAT THE IMPENDING DOOM OF NAZI GERMANY SOFTENED THE POLICY OF THE WEHRMACHT IN ITS TREATMENT OF US. YET IN FAIRNESS TO OUR CAPTORS IT CANNOT BE SAID THAT OUTSIDE OF THE DEMAND TO CENSOR SERMONS WE WERE OFFICIALLY DENIED THE FREEDOM OF WORSHIP FOR WHICH WE FOUGHT.

AFTER THIS INCIDENT WE CHANGED OUR METHOD OF CONDUCTING MASS FROM THE SECRECY OF DIVERSE BARRACKS TO THE LARGE PUBLIC HALL IN THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING. WE EVEN ADVERTISED MASS ON THE BULLETIN BOARD.

THIS BULLETIN BOARD WAS AN INNOVATION THAT CAME WITH COL. GOODE AND HIS FAR-MARCHING KRIEGIES. THE COLONEL HAD A STAFF OF OFFICERS ASSIGNED TO SPECIFIC TASKS FOR THE GOOD OF PRISONERS. LT. COL. CHARLES WATERS WAS G-E; ON THE ARMY STAFF, DIRECTOR OF PLANS AND TRAINING; IN KRIEGIE ORGANIZATION, DIRECTOR OF RECREATION AND ENTERTAINMENT. INSTEAD OF HOLDING A BULL-SESSION WITH ANYBODY THAT WOULD LISTEN TO YOUR FAVORITE TOPIC OR HOBBY, YOU COULD NOW DRAW A CROWD OF INTERESTED --- SUBJECT YOU MIGHT BE URGED TO TALK ABOUT. JUST ARRANGE WITH COL. WATERS FOR A TIME ON THE LECTURE SCHEDULE. YOU AND YOUR SUBJECT WOULD BE ADVERTISED TO THE ENTIRE CAMP.

THE SCHEDULE OF LECTURES FOR A DAY MIGHT RUN LIKE THIS:



0900 HRS. IRRIGATION OF CROPS



100       HOW TO MAKE ICE CREAM



1100 
  ECONOMIC GEOGRAPHY



1300      CHILD PSYCHOLOGY




1400      ROLLER COASTERS



1500      GLEE CLUB



1600      CATHOLIC MASS




BRING YOUR OWN CHAIRS.

HAVING DAILY MASS IN A SPACIOUS HALL WAS MUCH MORE IN KEEPING WITH THE DIGNITY OF THE RITUAL. AND MORE MEN ATTENDED. THEY WERE RELIEVED OF THE EFFORT OF HAVING TO INQUIRE WHICH BARRACKS WOULD HAVE MASS. THE BALMY DAYS OF MARCH FEED THEM FROM THE TORTURE OF TRYING TO KEEP WARM, AND AIDED THEM TO DEVOTE THEIR MINDS TO SPIRITUAL THOUGHTS.

ON MARCH 16TH LT. JOHN WEEKS WAS KILLED BY A GUARD. IT WAS THE FIRST DAY WE HAD BEEN PERMITTED TO GO TO THE LATRINE DURING THOSE PROTRACTED AIR-RAID ALERTS. AS THE RAIDS WERE BECOMING LONGER AND MORE FREQUENT. COL. GOODE ARRANGED WITH GENERAL VON GOECKLE FOR THE PRISONERS TO GO TO THE LATRINE WITH THIS PROVISION THAT THEY GO ALONE AND NOT IN GROUPS. THE SIREN ANNOUNCED THAT PLANES WERE NEAR ABOUT NINE O’CLOCK THAT LOVELY MORNING. ALL OF US WERE CONFINED TO OUR BARRACKS AND WISHED WE COULD GET OUT INTO THAT WARM SUNSHINE. I WAS PLAYING BRIDGE IN A TOURNAMENT GAME IN BARRACKS 11-7. SEVERAL MEN FROM BARRACKS 10 AND 11 HAD USED THE NEW PRIVILEGE AND GONE DOWN THE STREET, TURNED RIGHT TO THE LATRINE AND THEN RETURNED. FROM THE WINDOWS SOME OF THE KRIEGIES NOTICED THAT THE GUARD AT THE GATE FIFTY FEET FROM THE CORNER OF THE BUILDING, BUT ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE BARBED WIRE, WAS MUTTERING SOMETHING TO THE MEN AS THEY PASSED. 

LT. WEEKS LEFT HIS ROOM ACROSS THE STREET, WALKED DOWN TO THE CORNER WITH HIS HANDS IN HIS POCKETS. HE HAD JUST TURNED HIS BACK TO THE GUARD WHEN THERE WAS A SHOT. THE GUARD HAD LEVELED HIS RIFLE ON A STAND OF THE WIRE AND HIT WEEKS IN BACK OF THE NECK. WE HEARD THE RIFLE-SHOT AND LOOKED OUT THE WINDOW. AT THE MOMENT WE DID NOT KNOW WHO FIRED THE SHOT OR AT WHAT. IMMEDIATELY ANOTHER GUARD CAME RUNNING TO THE FENCE. THE TWO WERE GESTICULATING AND LOOKING TOWARD THE END OF OUR BUILDING. THERE WAS A HUBBUB IN ALL THE BARRACKS.

“don’t go outside!” was the warning someone kept repeating.

“what happened?”

that guard fired his rifle!”

“did he aim at a kriegie?”

someone came from the back of our room. “they say there is an OFFICER lying around the corner.” he said.

when I heard that, I went to the back of the room, jumped out this window, and ran along the edge of the building to the corner. from the barracks back of ours someone yelled, “hey, father! don’t go out there!”

I was concealed from the view of the guard at the corner, but could see weeks lying face down, his hands still in his pockets, and a stream of blood trickling four or five yards down the gentle slope of the walk. it was not the sight of blood that frightened me, but the way that kriegie blood was acting. natural healthy blood does not flow like MILK, but congeals and coagulates. “is this the condition all of us are in?” I THOUGHT to myself. I peeled around the corner and saw that there were several guards now congregated at the gate. no pw’s had come out of the barracks. there was no doubt about weeks’ being unconscious; most probably he was dead.

“hey, father, get inside! do you want to get shot?” someone yelled.

I crept back along the barracks’ wall, and climbed back through the window. after crossing the room to the WINDOWS from which we could see the guards, I noticed col. goode and several other americans with some german officers passing up the street. it was safe to go OUTSIDE now. I jumped out the back window again, ran to WEEKS and anointed him. there was a hole in the back of his neck at the top of the spine.

when the alert was over, weeks was picked up and taken to the morgue on a stretcher. next day general von goeckle apologized to col. goode for the action of the guard, but that did not restore life to a fallen hero, nor erase cold blooded murder. we buried weeks with military honors.

SPEAKING OF FUNERALS, WE HAD SEVERAL OF THEM AT HAMMELBURG, SERBIAN AND AMERICAN. ON FEBRUARY 5TH, LT. COLMAN DIED OF PNEUMONIA IN THE CAMP HOSPITAL. HE WAS THE ONLY AMERICAN OFFICER TO DIE FROM NATURAL CAUSES DURING OUR STAY AT HAMMELBURG. WEEKS AND VARION HAD BEEN SHOT.

FEBRUARY 17TH I WAS SUMMONED TO CONDUCT THE FUNERAL OF PVT. ROBERT D. SIMMONS OF CARLISLE, OHIO, WHO DIED OF PNEUMONIA IN THE STALAG. HE WAS ONE OF SEVERAL AMERICAN ENLISTED MEN FROM STALAG XIII C TO DIE AT HAMMELBURG. SGT. TOOTHMAN, THE MAN OF CONFIDENCE FROM THE STALG MET ME AT THE PRISON GATE-HOUSE. A MAN OF CONFIDENCE, BY THE WAY, IN THE PARLANCE OF THE GENEVA CONVENTION, IS NOT A CROOK. BUT THE REPRESENTATIVE OF A GROUP OF PRISONERS OF WAR IN THEIR DEALINGS WITH ENEMY OFFICIALS. I WAS ISSUED A PASS TO IDENTIFY MYSELF AND MY MISSION. WITH TOOTHMAN I WENT TO THE CAMP HOSPITAL WHERE A DETAIL OF TWENTY-FOUR ENLISTED MEN WERE WAITING. A GERMAN NON-COM LED US TO THE ROOM WHERE THE BODY OF SIMMONS LAY. IT WAS A MORTUARY CHAPEL WITH A FEW POTTED EVERGREENS BEFORE A WALL FRESCO OF CHRIST INSCRIBED WITH THE WORDS, “ICH BIN DIE AUFERSTEHUNG UND DAS LEBEN” (I AM THE RESURRECTION AND THE LIFE). THE BODY OF PRIVATE SIMMONS LAY ON A TABLE WRAPPED IN BLANKETS. ON THE FLOOR WAS THE WOODEN COFFIN IN WHICH HE WAS TO BE BURIED.

OUR INSTRUCTION WERE TO PLACE THE BODY IN THE COFFIN, NAIL IT SHUT, AND RETURN THE BLANKETS TO THE GERMANS. THIS WE DID WITH TENDER CARE REALIZING THAT WE WERE DOING OUR BEST FOR A HERO THAT HAD GIVEN HIS LIFE FOR THE CAUSE WE HELD MOST DEAR. THE ARRANGEMENTS COMPLETED, SIX OF THE BURIAL PARTY LIFTED THE COFFIN TO THEIR SHOULDER AND WE FORMED THE FUNERAL PROCESSION. DOWN THE ADOLF HITLER STRASSE WE SLOWLY WALKED, I LEADING THE COLUMN WITH THE PURPLE STOLE FLUTTERING AROUND MY NECK. IT WAS A BITTER COLD DAY AND SNOWING. ABOUT EVERY FOUR HUNDRED YARDS WE HALTED TO ALLOW SIX OTHER MEN TO CARRY THE PRECIOUS BURDEN. AFTER WALKING A LITTLE MORE THAN A MILE, WE REACHED THE MILITARY CEMETERY.

THERE WERE PLOTS AND MONUMENTS TO THE DEAD OF WORLD WAR I, ENGLISH, RUSSIAN, ITALIAN, POLISH, AND GERMAN SOLDIERS. AT THE FAR END WERE SECTIONS WHERE THE VARIOUS NATIONS BURIED THEIR FELLOW PRISONERS OF THIS WAR. SIMMONS’ GRAVE WAS THE SEVENTH IN THE AMERICAN PLOT. ANOTHER GROUP OF AMERICAN ENLISTED MEN HAD JUST FINISHED DIGGING THE GRAVE BEFORE THE CORTEGE ARRIVED. THEY STOOD AT ATTENTION IN A NEAT RANK, AS DID THE GERMAN GUARDS WHO ACCOMPANIED US, WHILE THE COFFIN WAS PLACED ON ROPES AND LOWERED INTO THE GRAVE. I READ THE FUNERAL SERVICE FROM THE RITUAL AND SPOKE A FEW WORDS OF ENCOURAGEMENT TO THOSE PRESENT. THEN THE GRAVE WAS FILLED IN AND MARKED WITH A WOODEN CROSS.

IN THE SAME MANNER I BURIED SGT. LADISLAO LOERA OF NEW GULF, TEXAS, ON FEBRUARY 23RD, AND CPL. JOSEPH J. SHERNIGO, OF WINBER, PENNSYLVANIA, ON MARCH 4TH.

OBERLEUTENANT SCHMIDTBAUER SUMMONED ME TO THE BLOCK HEADQUARTERS ONE AFTERNOON IN MARCH TO TELL ME THAT I WAS TO REPORT TO THE CAMP HEADQUARTERS ON A MATTER OF BUSINESS. WITH SOME UNCERTAINTY I FOLLOWED THE FELDWEBEL WHO WAS SENT TO ACCOMPANY ME TO THE FINE STONE STRUCTURE WHERE THE INTERVIEW TOOK PLACE. ON THE WAY I EXAMINED MY CONSCIENCE SOMETHING LIKE A SCHOOLBOY WHO IS CALLED BY HIS DISCIPLINARIAN. I REMAINED COMPLETELY IN THE DARK. AT THE OFFICE OF THE WEHRMACHT INTELLIGENCE BUREAU A HAUPTMAN SAT AT A LARGE TABLE COVERED WITH THE MANILA ENVELOPES INTO WHICH OUR CONFISCATED BELONGINGS HAD BEEN PLACED THE DAY WE ARRIVED AT HAMMELBURG. HE SPOKE ENGLISH AND BADE ME SIT DOWN. HE PICKED UP A PLAIN WHITE ENVELOPE. IT WAS THE ONE ON WHICH I HAD MARKED THE COORDINATES OF THE GRAVE OF A GERMAN SOLDIER I HAD BURIED IN THE SIEGFRIED LINE AND IN WHICH I HAD SEALED THE HALF OF HIS DOG-TAG. GERMAN DOG-TAGS HAD NO NAMES STAMPED ON THEM, JUST A NUMBER AND A FEW LETTERS. THE HAUPTMAN QUESTIONED ME FOR SPECIFIC DETAILS OF THE LOCATION OF THE GRAVE, THANKED ME FOR HAVING BURIED THE MAN AND SAID HIS RELATIVES WOULD BE NOTIFIED OF THE CIRCUMSTANCES OF HIS DEATH AND BURIAL. THE BOY HAD BEEN WOUNDED WHILE ON A PATROL NEAR OUR BATTALION AREA THE NIGHT THE BATTLE OF THE BULGE BEGAN. HE WAS BROUGHT BY OUR MEDICAL AID MEN TO THE BATTALION AID STATION WHERE HE WAS TREATED BY DOCTOR DIAMON. HIS DEATH AND BURIAL OCCURRED DECEMBER 17.

A FEW DAYS AFTER THIS INTERVIEW MUCH OF THE MATERIAL CONFISCATED BY THE GERMAN AUTHORITIES AT THE SEARCHING WHEN WE ARRIVED AT HAMMELBURG WAS RETURNED TO US. NOTEBOOKS HAD PAGES TORN FROM THEM. PHOTOGRAPHS OF WIVES AND SWEETHEARTS WERE STAMPED “GEPRUF”. BILLFOLDS WERE GIVEN BACK CONSIDERABLE SLIMMER. I LOOKED INTO THE SECRET POCKET OF MINE AND FOUND MY SEVENTY DOLLARS UNTOUCHED. “THE TREAT WILL BE ON ME, WHEN WE GET TO A PLACE WHERE WE CAN BUY FOOD,” I TOLD THE CROWD IN BARRACKS 11-7.

AFTER MASS ON ST. PATRICK’S DAY I BAPTIZED LT. GERNOTT JOSEPH PRIOR OF HUNTINGBURG, INDIANA. A FAITHFUL MEMBER OF THE STUDY CLUB HE EMBRACED THE CATHOLIC FAITH WITH A LIGHT AND HAPPY HEART. IT WAS SIMPLE CEREMONY IN THE EMPTY ROOM OF THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING. LTS. LEVENE WEIGEL AND JOHN LOSH ACTED AS SPONSORS; THE NEWLY BAPTIZED JOSEPH HAS TWO GODFATHERs, SINCE NO GODMOTHER WAS AVAILABLE. LT. PRIOR MADE HIS FIRST COMMUNION THE NEXT DAY, PASSIONS SUNDAY.

ST. JOSEPH’S DAY, THE 19TH, THE CULMINATION OF THE APOSTOLIC WORK OF LT. JOSEPH SEREMET OF WEST HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT, CAME IN THE BAPTISM AND FIRST COMMUNION OF LT. WILBUR BUSEHOW OF SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS. JOE SEREMET AND LAVENE WEIGEL WERE THE SPONSORS OF THE BAPTISM. WILBUR WAS HAPPY AND SO WAS JOE WHO HAD DONE MOST OF THE INSTRUCTING IN THE ELEMENTS OF THE CATHOLIC FAITH.

THE EVENING THAT WE BURIED LT. WEEKS, COL.GOODE SENT FOR ME TO COME TO HIS ROOM STRANGELY ENOUGH IT WAS THE SAME ROOM FATHER BREINER HAD USED TO BRING FATHER MADDEN AND ME COMMUNION DURING THE FIRST DAYS WE SPENT AT HAMMELBURG. SOME INCIDENT IN CONNECTION WITH THE FUNERAL OF WEEKS HAD BROUGHT TO THE COLONEL’S ATTENTION THE FACT THAT FATHER MADDEN AND I HAD REFUSED TO SUBMIT SERMONS FOR GERMAN CENSORSHIP.

“I WANT YOU TO KNOW THAT I HIGHLY APPROVE THE ACTION YOU TOW PRIESTS TOOK.” HE SAID.

“WE ONLY DID OUR DUTY, SIT” I SAID.

“COME ON AND HAVE A CUP OF TEA WITH ME, PADRE,” HE CHANGED HE SUBJECT.THEN OVER THE CUPS OF ENGLISH TEA AND ENGLISH CIGARETTES WE DISCUSSED THE MURDER OF WEEKS AND THE MORALE OF THE CAMP. 

“KEEP UP THE FINE WORK, PADRE,” WERE HIS PARTING WORDS AS I LEFT TO CONDUCT A MEETING OF THE STUDY CLUB.

CHAPTER EIGHT

THE LIBERATION OF HAMMELBURG

WE HAD A LARGE CROWD AT MASS ON SUNDAY, MARCH 25TH. IT WAS PALM SUNDAY, BUT WE HAD NO PALMS TO DISTRIBUTE. FOR THE FIRST TIME I PREACHED A SUNDAY SERMON. “LET’S SANCTIFY THE COMING WEEK AND UNITE OUR SUFFERINGS WITH THE SUFFERING CHRIST,” WAS THE GIST OF IT. I ANNOUNCED THAT WE WOULD HAVE SPECIAL SERVICES DURING THE LAST DAYS OF HOLY WEEK AND THAT THE DETAILS WOULD BE PUBLISHED DURING THE WEEK. IT WAS MY DESIRE TO HAVE A MISSION OR RETREAT IN PREPARATION FOR THE FEAST OF EASTER, BUT I HESITATED TO ANNOUNCE IT DEFINITELY, STUPIDLY DOUBTING THAT I COULD STAND THE STRAIN MYSELF.

LT. ARTHYUR HOELL OF GREEN BAY, WISCONSIN, WAS ORGANIZING A CHOIR TO SING AT HIGH MASS ON EASTER; ANYONE WISHING TO SING IN IT SHOULD COME TO THE REHEARSALS EACH AFTERNOON AT ONE O’CLOCK.

ON TUESDAY MORNING, THE 27TH, WE DISTINCTLY HEARD THE SOUND OF FIREARMS. MEN STOOD ALONG THE BARBED WIRE FENCE AT THE EDGE OF THE CAMP LOOKING OUT OVER THE MEADOWS DOTTED WITH GRAZING FLOCKS OF SHEEP. ACROSS THE HILLS THEY SAW COLUMNS OF GERMAN TROOPS MANEUVERING AND VEHICLES AND AMBULANCES MOVING DOWN THE ROADS. BY NOON RUMOR WERE SPREADING THAT AN AMERICAN FORCE WAS APPROACHING HAMMELBURG. THE RUMBLE OF FUNS GREW LOUDER; EVEN THOSE WITH POOR HEARING WERE SURE THEY COULD DISTINGUISH THE CALIBER OF THE WEAPONS; MACHINE GUNS, BAZOOKAS, MORTARS, TOMMY GUNS, PANZER FAUSTS, ETC.

COL. GOODE AND I MET ON THE HERMAN GOERING STRASSE AT TOW O’CLOCK.

 
“PADRE, THAT’S THE WAY A TANK BATTLE STARTS. I’VE HEARD ENOUGH OF THEM TO KNOW. GENERAL PATTON’S BOYS ARE GETTING CLOSE, AND THE GERMANS ARE GOING TO MOVE US OUT OF HERE. THEY FIRST WANTED TO MOVE US AT FIVE O’CLOCK THIS MORNING. I GOT THEM TO PUT IT OFF TILL EVENING. NOW I’M HOPING TO HAVE IT POSTPONED TO FIVE O’CLOCK TOMORROW MORNING. IF WE CAN STALL THEM OFF LONG ENOUGH, THE AMERICANS WILL GET HERE BEFORE THE GERMANS MOVE US.”

TO MY AMAZEMENT THE COLONEL ORDERED ME NOT TO GO. “YOU WON’T BE ABLE TO STAND THE MARCH, PADRE.”

”BUT COLONEL, IT IS MY DUTY TO GO;’ I MUST STAY WITH THESE MEN AS LONG AS I AM ABLE.”

“YOU GO TO THE HOSPITAL THIS EVENING AND TELL MAJOR BERNDT TO PUT YOU TO BED. WHEN THE LIBERATING FORCE GETS HERE, YOU GET WORD THROUGH TO THE AIR CORPS AS FAST AS YOU CAN THAT A COLUMN OF PRISONERS IS MARCHING BY WOODED ROADS IN THE SOUTHEASTERLY DIRECTION, AND TELL THEM, FOR GODS SAKE. NOT TO STRAFE US.”

I REPORTED TO THE MEDICS IMMEDIATELY AND TOLD THE MAJOR THAT IT WAS THE COLONEL’S ORDER THAT I BE PUT TO BED IN THE HOSPITAL. I WOULD REPORT AFTER DARK. THE DOCTORS PUT MY NAME ON THE LIST OF THOSE WHO WERE TOO WEAK AND SICK TO TRAVEL.

THE ATMOSPHERE ABOUT THE CAMP WAS TENSE WITH EXCITEMENT. THE NOISE OF BATTLE GREW LOUDER. THE INFANTRY OFFICER PRISONERS WERE CONVINCED THAT OUR FORCES WERE MAKING RAPID HEADWAY AGAINST WEAK OPPOSITION. 

THERE WAS GREAT ACTIVITY IN THE KITCHEN ALSO. AS THIS EVENING’S SOUP WAS TO BE OUR LAST AT HAMMELBURG, THE SUPPLIES THAT WERE ON HAND COULD BE USED UP POTATOES WERE BEING PEELED FURIOUSLY; CANS OF MEAT WERE OPENED; VEGETABLES - EXCEPT THE RUTABAGAS - WERE BEING PREPARED.

THREE-THIRTY:  TIME TO GET READY FOR MASS. I STARTED HEARING CONFESSIONS AND WAS INTERRUPTED AT TEN MINUTES TO FOUR BY A SERIES OF SHORT BLASTS ON THE AIR-RAID SIREN. “ALL MEN STAY IN THE BARRACKS WHERE YOU ARE!” THE COMMAND WAS SHOUTED ACROSS THE COMPOUND FROM DOORS AND WINDOWS. A FEW CAME RUNNING AS FAST AS THEY COULD TO GET O MASS. FORTUNATELY MANY HAD COME EARLY TO BE PRESENT AT THE LAST MASS IN OFLAG XIII B.

“SINCE NO MORE CAN GET HERE, I WILL START MASS IMMEDIATELY AND FIVE YOU GENERAL ABSOLUTION BEFORE HOLY COMMUNION,” I SAID. WHILE I WAS VESTING SEVERAL SHOTS LANDED VERY CLOSE TO THE CAMP. I BEGAN THE PRAYERS AT THE FOOT OF THE ALTAR WITH TREPIDATION.

AT THE GOSPEL A SHELL EXPLODED IN OUR CAMP. WE ALL DROPPED FLAT ON THE FLOOR, I UNDER THE TABLE WE USED FOR AN ALTAR. A FEW TENSE MOMENTS WAITING FOR ANOTHER ROUND TO HIT; BUT IT DID NOT COME. I STOOD UP, TOLD THE MEN TO BE CALM (THOUGH I DID NOT GIVE THEM VERY GOOD EXAMPLE) AND TO REMAIN KNEELING. “IF ANYTHING HAPPENS, JUST STRETCH OUT ON THE FLOOR. I’LL GIVE YOU GENERAL ABSOLUTION NOW.” WITH TREMBLING HANDS I MADE THE SIGN OF THE CROSS OVER THE KNEELING CONGREGATION. 

AT THE LAVABO (WASHING OF THE HANDS) THE BUILDING SHOOK WITH ANOTHER EXPLOSION - A DIRECT HIT, IT SEEMED. AGAIN WE WERE ALL PRONE ON THE FLOOR.

A FEW MORE MOMENTS OF TERRIFYING WAITING AND A DEAD SILENCE. I REALIZED I MUST FINISH THE MASS QUICKLY. I STOOD UP

“MEN, BE CALM.” I SAID TO THE PROSTRATE FORMS. “I AM GOING TO SHORTEN THIS MASS AS MUCH AS POSSIBLE, SO THAT EVERYONE MAY GET TO HOLY COMMUNION; WE WILL HAVE ONLY THE CONSECRATION AND COMMUNION. THEN I WILL DISTRIBUTE HOLY COMMUNION.”

FACING THE ALTAR I READ THE “HANC IGITUR-” PRAYER (FIRST TWO WORDS OF A PRAYER FROM THE lATIN mASS ‘THIS THEREFORE...’. IN THE TENSENESS OF THE SITUATION THE WORDS WERE PACKED WITH MEANING. “GRACIOUSLY ACCEPT, O LORD, THIS OFFERING OF OUR SUBJECTION TO YOU. GIVE US PEACE TODAY. SAVE US FROM ETERNAL DAMNATION AND NUMBER US IN THE FLOCK OF YOUR CHOSEN ONES, THROUGH CHRIST OUR LORD.”

THEN THE TWOFOLD CONSECRATION AND ELEVATION. 

THE RINGING OF THE BELL WAS ACCOMPANIED BY ANOTHER EXPLOSION IN THE CAMP. QUICKLY I SAID THE THREEFOLD, “DOMINE, NON SUM DIGNUS,” “O LORD, I AM NOT WORTHY THAT THOU SHOULDST ENTER UNDER MY ROOF, BUT ONLY SAY THE WORD AND MY SOUL SHALL BE HEALED.”

THE HOST AND CHALICE WERE CONSUMED. ON THE CORPORAL LAY tHE PILE OF SMALL PARTICLES. FILLING THE PATEN WITH THEM, I TURNED TO THE CONGREGATION.

“BEHOLD THE LAMB OF GOD; BEHOLD HIM WHO TAKES AWAY THE SINS OF THE WORLD.”

BURP, BURP-BURP WENT A GERMAN GUN. PUT-PUT-PUT A MACHINE GUN ANSWERED. 

I BEGAN DISTRIBUTING HOLY COMMUNION; EVEN HERE THE CEREMONIES WERE MUTILATED. THE RUBRICS CALL FOR THE FORMULA OF VIATICUM IN A SITUATION LIKE THIS, “RECEIVE, BROTHER, THE VIAICUM (WHICH MEANS PROVISION FOR A JOURNEY) OF THE BODY OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST, WHO, WE HOPE, WILL PRESERVE YOU FROM THE TREACHEROUS ENEMY AND BRING YOU TO ETERNAL LIFE. AMEN.”

THE FORMULA WAS TOO LONG TO REPEAT WITH EACH COMMUNION, AND MY TREMBLING HANDS MADE ME FEAR DROPPING A CONSECRATED HOST. I GAVE HOLY COMMUNION AS FAST AS I COULD, WHILE THE MEN PRESSED TOWARD THE SEMICIRCLE AROUND THE ALTAR.  THEY WERE COMPOSED AND ORDERLY, BUT I COULD NOT HELP NOTICING HOW THE TENSENESS OF FEAR RELAXING THEIR FACES AS EACH ONE RECEIVED THE BODY OF CHRIST.

THERE WERE APPROXIMATELY A HUNDRED MEN AT MASS. JUST AS I FINISHED THE LAST LINE OF COMMUNICANTS, A TREMENDOUS SHOUT OF JUBILATION ROSE FROM THE WINDOWS ACROSS THE STREET. LOUD TALKING, SHOUTING AND LAUGHING CAME FROM MEN WHO HAD RUSHED FROM THE BARRACKS INTO THE STREET. I LOOKED AT MY CONGREGATION; THEY WERE QUIET AND ABSORBED IN THEIR THANKSGIVING PRAYERS. WITH RELIEF I TURNED TO THE ALTAR AND FINISHED THE MASS. AFTER MASS WE SAID THE NOVENA TO OUR LADY OF THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL AND THE LITANY OF ST. JOSEPH. THEN I TURNED TO THE KNEELING CROWD.

“WHAT HAPPENED?” I ASKED.

“FATHER, WE’RE FREE!!  WE’RE FREE! WE’RE LIBERATED! “

“THE GERMAN GENERAL HAS SURRENDERED TO COLONEL GOODE.”

“THE STARS AND STRIPES ARE FLYING FROM THIS BUILDING.”

IT WAS THE RAISING OF THE AMERICAN FLAG THAT OCCASIONED THE SHOUTING FROM THE OTHER BARRACKS AND WITH IT WENT THE ORDER TO CEASE FIRE.

mAJOR FRED OSETH SPOKE THE SENTIMENTS OF CROWD: “WASN’T IT WONDERFUL. WHILE MASS WAS GOING ON WE WERE LIBERATED. YOU’RE NOT A KEIEGIE ANY LONGER, FATHER”

LT. PAUL MOYNAHAN OF ROXBURY, MASS., WROTE ME OF THIS INCIDENT MONTHS LATER, “A PRETTY EMOTIONAL MOMENT; NOTHING WILL EVEN COMPARE WITH YOUR ‘SHORT MASS’ OF MARCH 27TH AT HAMMELBURG. I STILL USE THE WELL-THMuBED PRAYER BOOK I HAD THEN, AND BELIEVE ME, FATHER, THE MASS HAS TAKEN ON A nEW MEANING FOR ME THAT WILL NEVER FADE.”

AS I STOOD BEFORE THE ALTAR, STILL CLAD IN THE VESTMENTS AND HEARING THE STORY OF THE LIBERATION, AND AMERICAN TANK RUMBLED TO A STOP ON THE STREET JUST OUTSIDE THE WINDOW. LIBERATED PRISONERS CORWDED AROUND IT. IT WAS A GRAND SIGHT. BETTER STILL WAS THE APPEARANCE OF AMERICANS IN COMBAT DRESS, THE TANKERS WITH THEIR STEEL HELMETS, AMUNITION BELTS, FIELD JACKETS AND BOOTS, AND WITH RIFLES IN THEIR HANDS. THEIR RUDDY FACES AND LITHE BODIES CONTRASTED STRANGELY WITH THE DRAWM LOOKS AND EMACIATED FRAMES AND THE DIRTY CLOTHERS OF THE KRIEGIES. FROM THE WONDROUS RECESSES OF THE TANK CAME CASES OF K-RATIONS, WHICH WERE DISTRIBUTED PRODIGALLY TO THE SKINNY HANDS THAT REAHED OUT FOR THEM.

SLOWLY I REMOVED THE VESTMENTS AND PACKED THEM AWAY FOR THE LAST TIME IN THE CARDBOARD CARTON WHICH LT. WEIGEL, FAITHFUL TO THE END, SPIRITED AWAY TO THE STORE ROOM WHERE WE HAD KEPT IT SINCE WE BEGAN TO HAVE MASS IN THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING. AS I STEPPED OUTSIDE THE BUILDING A STRANGE SIGHT CONFRONTED ME. FROM ALL THE WINDOWS OF THE BUILDINGS FACING WEST, WHITE SHEETS WERE DRAPED; ALSO ALONG THE BARBED WIRE FENCES WHITE STRIPS WERE HUNG. THESE WERE THE SURRENDER FLAGS THAT AMERICANS AND GERMAN ALIKE HAD HUNG OUT. IN THE COMPOUND AMERICANS AND SERBS MINGLED TOGETHER IN GROUPS AND SHOUTED THEIR JOY, SHOOK HANDS AROUND AND AROUND. THE FAMILIAR SCENE OF PRISONERS CARRYING THE TUBS AND CANS OF CHOW TO THE VARIOUS ROOMS FROM THE KITCHEN WAS ENACTED FOR THE LAST TIME. I BEGAN TO MAKE MY WAY ALONG THE HERMAN GOERING STRASSE TO MY BARRACKS.

THE LAST MEAL AT HAMMELBURG WAS AN EVENT TO BE REMEMBERED BY THE OLD GANG IN BARRACKS 11-7. MATTIE GIUFFRE DIVIDED THE BRIMING POT INTO EQUAL PARTS FOR US AND WE STOOD AROUND THE TABLES FOR THE LAST TIME TOGETHER. AS USUAL I SAID GRACE:  “BLESS US, O LONRD, AND THESE THY GIFTS WHICH WE ARE ABOUT TO RECEIVE FROM THY BOUNTY THROUGH CHRIST, OUR LORD - AND THANK YOU FOR DELIVERING US FROM OUR ENEMIES.”

“AMEN!”THEY ALL SHOUTED.

THE SOUP WAS RICH, SATURATED WITH VITAMINS AND THOROUGLY SATISFYING. WE SCARCELY NEEDED TO TOUCH OUR RESERVE SUPPLY OF RED CROSS FOOD TO FEEL FULL. HAD WE ACTUALLY BEEN SERVED A NORMAL MEAL, WE COULD NOT HAVE DONE JUSTICE TO IT; OUR STOMACHS HAD SHRUNK SO MUCH. DURING SUPPER WE RECEIVED MARCHING ORDER, NOT FROM THE GERMANS, BUT FROM THE AMERICANS WHO LIBERATED US.

AS NIGHT WAS CLOSING IN WE FORMED A COLUMN OF FIVES ON THE HERMAN GOERRING STRASSE AND PROCEEDED WITH BLANKETS ON OUR BACKS, THE EXTRA FOOD AND KEEPSAKES OF PRISON LIFE IN OUR BULGING POCKETS AND IN THE MOTLEY ASSORTMENT OF CONTAINERS WE CARRIED. I HAD AN OLD FLOUR SACK WHICH A SERB HAD GIVEN ME FOR A TOWEL WHICH CONTAINED AN EXTRA PAIR OF SOCKS, A WOOLEN SHIRT, A BATH-TOWEL, MY BREVIARY AND TWO OR THREE POUNDS OF FOOD. CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN BROUGHT THE REST OF OUR FOOD AND THE OLD SMOKEY JOE.

THROUGH THE SERBIAN COMPOUND WE MOVED LIKE A TRIUMPHAL PARADE, CHEERED AND FARWELLED BY THOSE STALWART SOLDIERS WHO HAD MADE OUR STAY AT HAMMELBURG SO INTERESTING AND SO COMFORTING. 

ONE OF THE BUILDINGS THAT WAS USED AS A RECREATION HALL BY THE SERBS HAD RECEIVED DIRECT HIT AND WAS STILL BURNING. THE FIRE THREW A RUDDY GLOW ON THE FACES THAT SMILED FOR THE LAST TIME ON US. WE MARCHED OUT OF THE PRISON STOCKADE, THROUGH THE HOLES MADE IN THE FENCES BY THE TANKS.

WE CROSSED A FIELD AND THEN ASCENDED A HILL ON TOP OF WHICH A STRAW STACK WAS FURIOUSLY BURNING. NEAR THE PYRE LAY THE CORPSES OF THREE GERMANS, MOST LIKELY THE TEAM THAT MANNED A GUN EMPLACEMENT THAT WAS COVERED BY THE STRAW. A MILE OUT ON THE HILLS FROM THE CAMP WAS THE MAIN BODY OF LIBERATING FORCE. THE EXCITEMENT OF THE AFTERNOON AND ESPECIALLY THE EXERTION OF CLIMBING THAT HILL EXHAUSTED MOST OF US. BUT THERE WERE K-RATIONS AND CIGARETTES FOR US IN THE TANKS THAT EQUATED LIKE GIANT DUCKS ON TOP OF THE HILL.

AS FREE MEN WE SAT DOWN ON THE DAMP EARTH. THE CHILLY NIGHT BECAME COLD. THE SHOTS FROM SMALL ARMS WERE FIRED IN THE DARKNESS NEAR US. TALKING AND LAUGHING CEASED. TENSENESS CAME OVER US AGAIN AND WHEN WE SPOKE WE WHISPERED. IT WAS THE FIRST FOREBODING OF TROUBLE AHEAD. ORDERS WERE PASSED ALONG, “NO SMOKING, NO LIGHTS”. THE FULL MOON WAS OBSCURED BY CLOUDS, AND ONLY GLOWING EMBERS FROM THE BURNING BUILDING AND STRAW STACK WERE LEFT. TWO HOURS PASSED AND STILL WE SAT. 

THEN THE TRUTH CAME OUT. THIS TASK FORCE HAD COME SIXTY MILES AHEAD OF THE LINES TO LIBERATE WHAT WAS UNDERSTOOD TO BE 200 AMERICAN OFFICER PRISONERS AND BRING THEM BACK IN THE TANKS. 1600 COULD NOT POSSIBLY RIDE ON THIRTY-FIVE TANKS WHICH WOULD HAVE TO FIGHT THEIR WAY OUT AS THEY HAD FOUGHT THEIR WAY INTO ENEMY TERRITORY. 

THERE WAS A COUNCIL HELD SOMEWHERE IN THE HILLS OF THE LIBERATED COLONELS AND MAJORS WITH THE COMMANDERS OF THE TANK FORCE. THEN IT WAS OVER THE DISAPPOINTING WORD WAS BROUGHT DOWN TO US. 

“WE HAVE BEEN LIBERATED AND ARE FREE. BUT UNTIL WE CAN GET WITHIN THE AMERICAN LINE EACH MAN IS ON HIS OWN. SIXTY MILES IS THE DISTANCE WE WILL HAVE TO MAKE - WITHOUT FOOD AND SUPPLIES, WITHOUT TRANSPORTATION, AND WE ARE IN A WEAKENED CONDITION. HENCE, IT IS THE OPINION OF THE FIELD-GRADE OFFICERS THAT ANY MAN WHO THINKS HE CANNOT MAKE THE TRIP GO BACK TO THE BARRACKS AND AWAIT DEVELOPMENTS. EACH MAN IS FREE TO DO AS HE THINGS BEST.”

IN DESPERATE SITUATIONS LIKE THESE A MAN DOES NOT ORDINARILY ACT ON HIS OWN. HE LOOKS TO SEE WHAT HIS BUDDY WILL DO AND THEY ACT TOGETHER.

“WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO?”

“DO YOU THINK WE CAN MAKE THE SIXTY MILES?”

“WILL IT BE SAFE TO GO BACK TO OFLAG?”

such questions as these were in the minds and on the lips of all. a half-hour passed and there was only aimless strolling around the field. the tanks sat on the hilltop, their motors silent. gradually the retreat to the prison camp began. in small and large groups many of the liberated, now stiff from their rest on the cold ground, AND SLOWLY wound their way along the hillside, past the darkened silouhettes of the tanks and down the hill. from my point of view this is what seemed to be happening and hence my duty was CLEAR. I must GO BACK TO and see this thing through with them. 

in reality only a third of the liberated returned before one-thirty in the morning. most of the others remained for the time being in the hills. another third returned during the rest of the night and early dawn. of the remaining third very few were not recaptured during the nest day or two. none of the tanks, it is said, got back to the american lines.

captain john madden and I reached the gaping hole left by a tank in the barbed wire fence shortly after midnight. as the line of stragglers found its way through the compound of our serbian friends, there wasn’t an atmosphere of tension; the joyous spirit that animated the serbs when we marched out five hours before was changed to silent gazing and dejection. THERE was scarcely a word spoken as we trudged along. in the compound we had inhabited for over two months an american officer on guard at the gate told us to go directly to our barracks and remain inside. madden and I found our way to barracks 11-7. we were NEITHER THE FIRST TO ARRIVE THERE NOR the last of the old group who had lived so happily together. col. seeley was the senior officer of barracks 11. he ordered all the connecting doors between the rooms to be opened so that we would have inside communication in case of trouble. no one was to remove his CLOTHES if he LAY down to sleep.






----------------------

“Prisoner of the Germans” by Chaplain Mark R. Moore

Page 45: “OLD GLORY WAVES AGAIN”

“I heard some of my comrades calling and as I looked out of the door I saw a scene that I shall never forget. There in formation was the German General and his adjutant with a white flag of surrender. He was turning the camp over to the Americans. Beside them I saw our Colonel (Col. Goode) and our Adjutant and they had something I had not seen for some time. It had been saved for just such an occasion. There, held high in her rightful place, we beheld Old Glory waving in the breeze.” 

Page 47: “TIME FOR DECISION”

“We walked past the tanks and on over the hill and were ordered to stop and get down. After a wait we began to sense something was wrong and the word reached us the tanks would not be able to carry so many and we would all be left to do what we thought best. Since most of the 1,500 were officers, the decisions were individual. --

So I ran and caught up with Stoney (Stonesifer) and 500 others and we went back into camp. I was so tired that I went to my old bunk and even went to sleep.






----------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

and there were signs of trouble. after the liberation at four-thirty o’clock and the surrender of our compound to the liberating task force, the german guards had been withdrawn from the SERBIAN and american enclosures. under cover of darkness some of the serbs had gone to the magazine and armed themselves. they held a few german officers and enlisted men hostages in one of their buildings. there were reports that the germans were preparing fight. we sat in the dark for an hour or more discussing the situation.

SEE APPENDIX 20a: dON pRELL’S LETTER ON HIS EXPERIENCE AFTER 



THE TASK FORCE BAUM ‘LIBERATION’.




 20B: hERNDON iNGE JR. ARTICLE ON TASK FORCE 




BAUM.

“we are not free yet, father.”

“well, let’s get some sleep anyway,” I said and rolled into my bunk.






--------------------- 

“Prisoner of the Germans” by Mark R. Moore

Page 41: “DAY OF LIBERATION” (refers to Task Force Baum and the liberation of the camp on March 27, 1945)

“On March 27 I had written, (diary) ‘Nothing unusual,’ and when I wrote again on April, I had to change it. Then I wrote, ‘I held service under tank fire. Liberation and marched out.’ It happened like this. We had been hearing artillery shells for a week or more in the distance and then it sounded like tank fire. 

On March 27, the German General in charge told us we would have to leave camp March 28 at 5:00 a.m., but many doubted that he would march so many of us out like that.--

I found that the Catholics were going to have Mass and several men said they wanted at least a prayer service so I went to the Senior Chaplain and the Colonel and got permission to hold the service which had been called off. Both services were at 3:45 p.m. --

Tank fire sounded almost like it was over the hill. We remarked to one another, ‘Doesn’t that sound like music?’ But it was time to start services, so I went inside and others gathered. Chaplain Paul W. Cavanaugh was to conduct Mass in the room beside ours. The Catholic men were already in and the service was about to start.

I believe we had 250 to 300 Protestant men for our service and I had asked Chaplain Stonesifer to help me. Just as I stood up to begin, I noticed a flash to my right at the windows and an explosion. The windows shook and every man hit the floor. Since we didn’t have a pulpit I had placed a pool table in front of the room and was standing behind it. When the explosion occurred, I started under it but those in front had gotten there first and I found shelter under the organ. In a moment I looked up and saw Chaplain Matthews, a six-foot-four-inch chaplain from Minneapolis, Minnesota, standing there. I had been told that he was the bravest chaplain on the line and he had been in combat for some time, so I crawled out and stood beside him. I asked him what he thought we ought to do and he said to go ahead with the service. So I said, ‘Men, you may know more about shells than I do but I think we are just about as safe here as anywhere so we will go on with the service.’ --

To my left was Chaplain Stonesifier  and I called on him to lead in prayer. Half way through the prayer we had another explosion close by and this time I made it first under the pool table. When I looked out Stonesifer had dropped on his knees and had not missed a word. He was still going strong, --

When we got outside the guards had put up everything they had that was white so the tanks would not shell the camp too much. We heard that the camp was surrounded and that the Americans would soon be in. The Catholic service was over and I made my way through the crowd to Chaplain Cavanaugh and told him what had taken place. He said it was wonderful and we made the announcement to his men before they went out. I went back into the room where we had had services and since we were ordered not to leave the building the men were still there and Chaplain Koskamp, at their insistence, was leading them in a prayer of thanksgiving. A number of the men too were praying.

(Chaplain Koskamp was killed during the bombing raid at Nuremberg on April 4, 1945)






--------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

I was there but a few minutes when I heard a command, “get ready to march. the germans have taken over and are marching us out of here. be ready in fifteen minutes.”

at one-thirty in the morning we lined up quietly in the herman goering strasse - about five hundred americans under a guard company of forty officers and men. some of our number had passed the kitchen and brought up a few dishpans of cold boiled potatoes. we stuck these into our pockets and were QUICKLY off. through the headquarters area of the prison grounds, down the adolf hitler strasse, then out into the open country to the east. I was on the march that col. goode had ordered me not to take and HE was not with us. COL. c.c. cavender was the senior american officer.






---------------------

Prisoner of the Germans” by Chaplain Mark R. Moore

Page 49: “MOVING DAY”

“At 3:30 a.m. March 28, I was awakened and heard that the Germans had returned and were marching us out. --

We marched past a great number of German soldiers and started our journey which lasted thirty-six days. The other 1,000 men were recaptured, put on box cars and shipped to Nuremberg and marched eighteen days to camp at Moosburg.






---------------------

CHAPTER NINE

WAY OF THE CROSS

IN THE DARKNESS OF THE EARLY MORNING HOURS WE PLODDED ONCE AGAIN ALONG A GRAVEL ROAD. THE COMPARATIVE EASE OF LIVING BEHIND BARBED WIRE WAS REPLACE BY THE PRISONERS’ MARCH. FROM OUR OWN EXPERIENCE WE KNEW THAT FORCED MARCHING UNDER GUARD WAS NOT A COMFORTABLE WAY TO LIVE. THERE WAS A MIST IN THE AIR AND THE CHILLY DAMPNESS DISHEARTENED US. JUST OUSTED THE CAMP AREA TO THE EAST A VOLKSTARM UNIT WAS BUSY WITH PREPARATIONS FOR COMBAT. ALONG THE SHOULDER OF THE ROAD, IN CLUMPS OF TREES, AND IN THE LEE OF KNOLLS AND RIDGES GROUPS OF SOLDIERS, HORSES, WAGONS, TRUCKS, AND ARTILLERY CAISSONS WAITED FOR THE HOUR WHEN THE FIGHTING WOULD BE RESUMED. GENERAL VON GOECKLE HAD SURRENDERED THE AMERICAN OFFICER PRISONERS TO COLONEL GOODE AND THE TASK FORCE WHICH HAD REACHED HAMMELBURG. HE HAD NOT EVACUATED HIS TROOPS FROM THE REST OF THE CAMP NOR ABANDONED THE DEFENSE OF THE SECTOR. IT IS NOT LIKELY THAT HE HAD MUCH AUTHORITY IN THE TACTICS THE WEHRMACHT WAS ADOPTING IN THIS CRISIS.

ANOTHER MOTORIZED UNIT TURNED FROM A SIDE ROAD HEAD ON TO OUR COLUMN A SHORT DISTANCE FROM THE CAMP. WE WERE SHUNTED TO THE SIDE TO ALLOW THE CONVOY TO PASS. IT MOVED SLOWLY. SOME VEHICLES MOMENTARILY STOPPED AND THERE WERE SHORT CONVERSATIONS IN UNDERTONES BETWEEN OUR GUARDS AND THE TROOPS IN CONVOY. THE GERMANS APPEARED TO BE AS BEFUDDLED AS WE WERE. WHEN THE ROAD WAS CLEAR WE PUSHED OFF AGAIN. SMALL PEBBLES TORTURED OUR TENDER FEET. PEBBLES OF ANOTHER SORT TORTURED OUR MINDS. “WAS IT THE BETTER THING TO HAVE GONE BACK TO THE OFLAG? WOULD IT NOT HAVE BEEN SAFER TO STICK WITH THE AMERICAN TANKS?”

OUR COLUMN MOVED SLUGGISHLY FOR AN HOUR. A TEN MINUTE REST AND WE TRAMPED FOR ANOTHER HOUR. A SORT PAUSE, THEN ON AGAIN. THE FIRST LIGHT OF DAWN WAS BREAKING THROUGH THE CLOUDS. GERMAN ARTILLERY AND TANKS MOVED SWIFTLY PAST US ON THEIR WAY TO HAMMELBURG. AT SIX O’CLOCK WE BEGAN TO HEAR THE RUMBLE OF BATTLE BEHIND US, A TANK BATTLE THAT OCCURRED NEAR THE PRISON CAMP THIS MORNING. AT LEAST SEVENTEEN AMERICANS WERE KILLED. FATHER MADDEN, WHO HAD REMAINED IN THE ENLISTED MEN’S STALAG, BURIED THEM A FEW DAYS LATER.

STALAG XIIIC, BY THE WAY HAD NOT BEEN LIBERATED BY THE AMERICAN FORCES THAT HAD REACHED HAMMELBURG. IT REMAINED IN ENEMY HANDS FOR ANOTHER WEEK UNTIL THE EXPANDING FRONT OF THE THIRD ARMY MOVED UP AND FREED THE ENTIRE AREA, INCLUDING YUGOSLAVS, RUSSIANS, FRENCH AND POLES.

AT EIGHT O’CLOCK IT STARTED TO RAIN. WALKING WAS A HARDSHIP NOW. BUT LIKE INFANTRY TROOP, WHICH MOST OF US WERE, WE BECAME NUMB TO THE PAIN AND CONTINUED SHUFFLING ALONG OVER THE STONY HIGHWAY. WE TURNED SOUTH ONTO A NARROW DIRT ROAD INTO ROLLING COUNTRY. UP THE SLIPPERY SLOPES THE GOING WAS ROUGH AND THE COLUMN SEEMED BARELY TO MOVE. BY TEN O’CLOCK WE HAD WALKED FOR EIGHT CONSECUTIVE HOURS WITH ONLY FIVE OR SIX REST PERIODS OF TEN MINUTES EACH. WE HAD HAD NO SLEEP AND NO FOOD HAD BEEN ISSUED US. OF COURSE, THE PACE WAS SLOW, PROBABLY NOT MUCH MORE THAN TWO MILES AN HOUR. THERE HAD BEEN LITTLE TALKING AMONG THE PRISONERS.

THE GUARDS OCCASIONALLY MUTTERED THEIR GRIPES TO ONE ANOTHER. THEY WERE EQUIPPED WITH LONG HEAVY OVERCOATS AND A FULL KNAPSACK; A COUPLE OF HAND GRENADES, WHICH WE CALLED “POTATO MASHERS”, AND A MESS KIT WERE STRAPPED TO THEIR BELTS. OVER THE SHOULDER THEY CARRIED THEIR LONG, HEAVY RIFLES. ALTHOUGH OUR PHYSICAL CONDITION WAS MUCH WEAKER THAN THEIRS, THESE GUARDS WERE NOT THE BLUE-EYED, BLOND APOLLOS WITH BROAD SHOULDER AND BARREL CHESTS WHOM WE HAD SEEN BEHIND BARBED WIRE IN THE PRISONER OF WAR CAMPS IN THE UNITED STATES. MOST OF THEM WERE OLDER MEN, STOOP SHOULDERED, FLAT FOOTED, UNFIT FOR LAST STAND FIGHTING. MARCHING A COLUMN OF AMERICAN PRISONERS OF WAR WAS DEFINITE HARDSHIP FOR THEM. BY TEN O’CLOCK THEY WERE MOROSE AND SULLEN, SPLUTTERING ONLY UNINTELLIGIBLE IMPRECATIONS TO THEMSELVES.

WE LEFT THE DIRT ROAD, CROSSED A SOGGY MEADOW AND ENTERED A WOODS. IN LITTLE GROUPS WE WERE ASSIGNED PLACES TO REST ON THE WET LEAFY MOLD OF THE FOREST. GUARDS WERE POSTED AROUND THE PERIMETER OF THE WOODS. WE WERE TOLD THAT THIS WOULD BE ALONG REST, POSSIBLY TILL EVENING. HUNGRY AND TIRED WE TOOK OFF OUR SHOES AND RUBBED OUR ACHING FEET. COLD BOILED POTATOES FROM OUR POCKETS MADE THE BREAKFAST MOST OF US HAD. ALONG A WAGON TRAIL SMALL BONFIRES WERE BUILT TO BOIL WATER WHICH WAS BROUGHT TO US FROM A NEIGHBORING FARM. CAPTAIN MADDEN, THE WISE PROVIDER, HAD BROUGHT ALONG HIS SUPPLY OF FOOD AND EVEN HIS SMOKEY JOE STOVE. HE BOILED SOME WATER AND MADE COFFEE FOR US. BUT FIRES HAD TO BE KEPT FROM SMUDGING. SMOKE WOULD REVEAL OUR LOCATION AND PLANES MIGHT COME OVER TO STRAFE US.

I THOUGHT OF COL. GOODE’S INJUNCTION AND WONDERED HOW SOON HE HIMSELF OR SOME OTHER AMERICAN MIGHT GET THE INTELLIGENCE TO THE AIR CORPS THAT A COLUMN OF PW’S WAS MARCHING BY BACK ROADS TO THE SOUTHEAST. DURING THE DAY A PLANE OR TWO PASSED LOW OVER US. WE WERE NOT FIRED UPON. FORTUNATELY FOR US THE AIRCORPS WAS PREVENTED FROM COMING OUT IN FORCE BECAUSE OF THE OVERCAST.

DURING THE LONG REST THE FIVE HUNDRED OF US WERE ORGANIZED BY OUR SENIOR AMERICAN OFFICERS. WE FORMED FOUR COMPANIES, EACH WITH A LIEUTENANT COLONEL IN COMMAND. EACH COMPANY WAS DIVIDED INTO FOUR PLATOONS, EACH PLATOON INTO THREE SQUADS. LT. COL. THOMPSON COMMANDED OUR COMPANY. MAJOR SANDA HELMS BECAME OUR PLATOON LEADER AND JOHN MADDEN CAPTAINED OUR SQUAD OF EIGHT MEN: LTS. SMOLKA, PRIOR, KEOUGH, LOSH, RUOFF, KESSINGER, JONES AND ME. THE ARRANGEMENT WAS TO PROVE VERY SATISFACTORY IN ACCOUNTING FOR OUR OWN MEN AND IN THE DISTRIBUTION OF FOOD.

SOME PRISONERS SLEPT ON THE DAMP CARPET OF THE WOODS. AT THREE O’CLOCK WITH THE SKY STILL OVERCAST WE STARTED MARCHING AGAIN; THE DANGER FROM THE AIR WAS REMOTE. NOW IT BECAME FORTY-FIVE MINUTES WALK, FIFTEEN MINUTES REST. JUST AT DARK AT THE END OF THE FOURTH HOUR WE CAME TO A SMALL TOWN NAMED SCHWANKENWERTH. HERE WE STOPPED FOR THE NIGHT.

ON THIS MILLION DOLLAR TOUR OF BAVARIA WHICH WE PAID FOR IN BLOOD SEAT AND ACHING LIMBS WE WERE PROVIDED EXCELLENT ACCOMMODATIONS FOR THE NIGHT IN THE SPACIOUS BARNS OF BAVARIAN FARMERS. THROUGHOUT THIS COUNTRY THE VILLAGES ARE VERY TINY, PERHAPS A FEW DOZEN HOMES PACKED CLOSELY TOGETHER, THEN OPEN FIELDS WITHOUT A FENCE, NOT EVEN A SHED FOR FARM IMPLEMENTS; A MILE OR TWO AWAY ANOTHER VILLAGE. THE CATTLE LIVED UNDER THE SAME ROOF AS THE PEASANTS WHO OWNED THEM, USUALLY AT THE REAR OF THE BUILDING. AT RIGHT ANGLES TO THE HOME WAS A LARGE BARN THAT HOUSED FARM MACHINERY AND BINS FOR GRAIN ABOVE WAS A LOFT WHERE HAY AND STRAW WERE STORED. EACH FARMER’S L-SHAPED ESTATE TOUCHED HIS NEST-DOOR NEIGHBOR’S SO THAT TWO HOMES FORMED A COURTYARD IN THE MIDDLE OF WHICH WAS A REFUSE HEAP. IT IS SAID PERHAPS SERIOUSLY THAT MAN’S WEALTH IS MEASURED BY THE FRAGRANCE AND SIZE OF HIS MANURE PILE. THE HAY LOFTS BECAME THE “ROOM AND BATH” FOR THIS GROUP OF AMERICAN TOURISTS SEEING BAVARIA UNDER DURESS.

ONE BARN ORDINARILY FURNISHED ENOUGH SPACE FOR A COMPANY, SOME TIMES TWO COMPANIES, SO THAT THE GUARDS HAD ONLY TWO OR THREE QUADRANGLES TO WATCH DURING THE NIGHT. ARRIVING AT A BARNYARD, EACH COMPANY WOULD BE ASSIGNED A LOFT, EACH PLATOON ITS SPACE AND EACH SQUAD A SECTION MORE OR LESS ROOMY ENOUGH FOR EIGHT MEN. IN THIS CROWDED CORNER, CAPT. MADDEN WOULD DESIGNATE EACH OF HIS SQUAD A FEW SQUARE FEET OF SLEEPING SPACE. AS WE CARRIED OUR OWN BLANKETS, WE WERE ABLE TO MAKE A SOFT BED ON THE HAY OR STRAW. OCCASIONALLY SHEAVES OF RAIN FURNISHED THE MATTRESSES, BUT EVEN THESE WITH A LITTLE ARRANGING COULD BE MADE AS COMFORTABLE AS A SIMMONS BED. IN EVERY CASE THE BARNS WERE SOFTER SLEEPING QUARTERS THAN THE FLOOR OF BOX-CAR OR THIN PALLETS ON A WOODEN SHELF IN A PRISON CAMP.
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“Prisoner of the Germans” by Chaplain Mark R. Moore

Page 49: “THIRTY-SIX DAYS MARCH THROUGH GERMANY”

“In our group we had a guard company of fifty officers and men. This is how they worked. A forwarding party went ahead and made arrangements for us to sleep in barns. Then the kitchen truck would catch up with them, get a stove or two and have a soup cooked by the time we arrived.”






------------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

WE ARRIVED AT SCHWANKENWERTH ACHING ALL OVER FROM THE FORCED MARCH. SINCE TWO O’CLOCK THAT MORNING WE HAD BEEN ON THE ROAD FOR TWELVE HOURS, NOT COUNTING THE FIVE HOURS REST IN THE WOODS. WE WERE KEPT STANDING FOR WHAT SEEMED A LONG TIME IN THE MIDDLE OF THE VILLAGE; THEN EACH COMPANY - ABOUT 125 MEN - WAS TAKEN TO A BARN FOR THE NIGHT. THE BARN OUR COMPANY WAS ASSIGNED HAD A SINGLE ELECTRIC LIGHT IN THE LOFT. BY ITS SOFT GLOW WE ARRANGED OUR SLEEPING QUARTERS AND SPREAD OUT BLANKETS OVER THE HAY. IT WAS ONLY COMMON SENSE NOT TO STRIKE MATCHES IN SUCH AN INFLAMMABLE PLACE; HENCE IN THE SEMI-DARKNESS MEN WERE STEPPING ON ONE ANOTHER OR FALLING INTO THE DEPRESSIONS IN THE HAY.

WE WERE SERVED A BROTH OF POTATO SOUP. A LARGE VAT, USED BY THE FARMER TO PREPARE FEED FOR HIS LIVESTOCK, WAS PLACED OVER A WOOD FIRE IN THE FARMYARD. THE POTATOES WERE COOKED AND MASHED IN THIS. IF IT HELD SIXTY GALLONS EACH PRISONER RECEIVED ABOUT A PINT OF SOUP - NOT VERY MUCH TO RECUPERATE THE ENERGY WE HAD EXPENDED IN MARCHING. WE LINED UP IN THE RAIN AT THE BIG POT TO RECEIVE OUR PINT OF “HOT STUFF” IN THE TIN CANS WE CARRIED. THE AMERICAN RED CROSS BOXES FOR PW’S HAD NOT ONLY SUPPLIED US WITH EXTRA FOOD AT HAMMELBURG BUT ALSO PROVIDED US WITH THE EATING UTENSILS FOR THIS MARCH. THE CAN IN WHICH A POUND OF POWDERED MILK WAS SHIPPED MADE AN EXCELLENT SOUP BOWL FOR BARNYARD MESSING. THE POTATO SOUP, INSUFFICIENT THOUGH IT WAS, SATISFIED US. IT WAS NOT LONG BEFORE WE WERE ALL FAST ASLEEP.

AT FIVE O’CLOCK THE NEXT MORNING WE WERE SERVED A CUP OF HOT TEA AND AT DAYBREAK WERE ON THE MARCH AGAIN. THE RAIN HAD CEASED, BUT THE DAY WAS CLOUDY. ALONG A BACK ROAD WE WALKED FOR TWO HOURS, THEN CAME TO THE MAIN RIVER. THE BRIDGE WE CROSSED WAS PREPARED FOR DEMOLITION ON A MOMENT’S NOTICE, FOR IN THE CENTER LAY TWO VERY LARGE BOMBS. WE ENTERED THE CITY OF SCHWEINFURT. THIS CITY WE HAD SEEN BOMBED FROM HAMMELBURG. FACTORY AREAS AND SOME RESIDENCE DISTRICTS SHOWED THE RESULTS OF TERRIFIC POUNDINGS, BUT THE HEART OF THE CITY SEEMED UNTOUCHED. IT TOOK TWO HOURS OF STEADY PLODDING TO GET THROUGH SCHWEINFURT. 

IT WAS HOLY THURSDAY. ALONG THE STREETS WE PASSED SOME CATHOLIC CHURCHES; PEOPLE WERE COMING IN OR GOING OUT FOR THE SOLEMN COMMEMORATION OF THE LAST SUPPER. LITTLE GIRLS IN WHITE VEILS AND LITTLE BOYS WITH WHITE COLLARS REMINDED US OF THE HOLY THURSDAY PROCESSIONS THEY WERE PARTICIPATING IN THAT MORNING. FOR THE MOST PART CIVILIANS TOOK LITTLE HEED OF US, EVEN CHILDREN HARDLY STOPPED IN THEIR PLAY TO GAZE AT THE PROCESSION OF WEARY PRISONERS PASSING DOWN THEIR MAIN STREETS. NUNS AND PRIESTS LOOKED ON US WITH COMPASSION AND THEN WENT ON THEIR ERRANDS OF MERCY. ONLY AT THE RAILROAD CROSSINGS DID WE SEE ANY WARLIKE PREPARATIONS ALONG THE TRACKS WERE ARMED SOLDIERS AND ON THE FREIGHT CARS AMMUNITION AND SUPPLIES READY TO BE HAULED TO THE FRONTS.

ONCE OUT OF SCHWEINFURT WE WERE IN THE OPEN COUNTRY WITH THOSE INNUMERABLE LITTLE VILLAGES. EARLY IN THE AFTERNOON WE LEFT THE ROAD AND WENT A HALF-KILOMETER INTO A WOODS FOR A TWO HOUR REST. A STONE’S THROW FROM WHERE OUR SQUAD WAS LOUNGING I NOTICED A GROUP OF ENLISTED MEN WHO’S FACES WERE UNFAMILIAR. I WENT OVER TO SPEAK WITH THEM. THEY HAD BEEN PRISONERS IN STALAG XIII C AND HAD BEEN OUT ON AN ARBEIT KOMMANDO (WORK PARTY) IN HAMMERLBURG THAT DAY THE TANKS APPEARED ON A HILLTOP AND THEIR GUARDS FLED. THE AMERICAN BOYS WERE PICKED UP AGAIN DURING THE NIGHT BY THE JERRIES AND JOINED TO OUR COLUMN AS WE MARCHED AWAY FROM HAMMELBURG.

IN THAT CROWD I MET TWO GRAND NON-COMS WHO BECAME VERY DEAR AND HELPFUL FRIENDS. SERGEANTS JIMMY MILLER OF LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY, AND WALDO SMITH OF LIMA, OHIO. THEY HAD WELCOMED FATHER MADDEN TO STALAG XIII C AND DID NOT TIRE OF TELLING ME WHAT A BLESSING HE WAS TO THE ENLISTED MEN THERE. JIMMY AND SMITTY HAD WITH THEM EVEN THEN A SUPPLY OF FOOD THEY HAD PICKED UP IN HAMMELBURG AND WHICH THEY WERE CARRYING ALONG IN A BLANKET. THEY GAVE ME A CAN OF SARDINES AND SOME CIGARETTES. FROM THAT DAY ON THEY SAW TO IT THAT I DID NOT GO HUNGRY. BEFORE MANY DAYS THEY WERE DETAILED TO THE MESS CREW AND GET OT RIDE AHEAD ON THE TRUCK TO THE DAY’S RENDEZVOUS WHERE THEY HELPED PREPARE OUR MEALS. WHEN JIMMY OR SMITTY WERE DISHING OUT THE SOUP I NEVER LEFT THE LINE WITHOUT A FULL CAN OF FOOD.

THE GERMAN GUARD COMPANY HAD THREE VEHICLES, A STAFF CAR, A TRUCK, AND A WAGON. THE STAFF CAR WAS USED BY THE GERMAN COLONEL TO GO AHEAD EACH DAY AND COMMANDEER BARNS FOR US TO SLEEP IN AND POTATOES FOR OUR RATIONS; THE TRUCK CARRIED THE IMPEDIMENTA OF THE GUARDS AND THE POTS FOR COOKING. OUR MESS OFFICER, MAJOR HAZLETT, WITH FOUR OR FIVE ENLISTED MEN WHO DID THE COOKING ALSO ROAD AHEAD ON THE TRUCK. THE WAGON BROUGHT UP THE REAR OF THE MARCHING COLUMN, PICKED UP THOSE WHO FELL BY THE WAYSIDE, AND CARRIED THE BAGGAGE OF THOSE WHO COULD BARELY WALK.

FROM OUR RESTING PLACE IN THE WOODS WE MARCHED OFF AGAIN FOR FIVE HOURS UNTIL DARKNESS CAME ON AND WE WERE QUARTERED IN BARNS AT HERLHEIM. POTATO SOUP AND BREAD WERE GIVEN US THAT NIGHT.

GOOD FRIDAY MORNING WE WERE AROUSED BEFORE THE SUNRISE TO CONTINUE OUR WAY OF THE CROSS. THIS DAY WE TRAVELED DEEPER INTO CATHOLIC BAVARIA. EVERY STEP WAS PAINFUL ON THIS THIRD DAY OF FORCED MARCHING, BUT AT EVERY CROSSROADS AND OFTEN IN BETWEEN WE WERE REMINDED OF THE INFINITELY MORE PAINFUL WAY OF THE CROSS BY WAYSIDE CRUCIFIXES AND SHRINES. THERE WAS SILENCE IN THE COLUMN AS WE TROOPED ALONG AND MUCH PRAYING. IT WAS A DAY OF MEDITATION AND SUFFERING WITH CHRIST ON HIS JOURNEY TO CALVARY. AT THE CLOSE OF THE DAY WE ARRIVED AT THE BARNS OF OBERSWARZBACH WHERE SEVERAL MEN REMARKED TO ME WHAT INSPIRATION AND ENCOURAGEMENT TO GOON FOR ANOTHER KILOMETER THEY OBTAINED FROM THE IMAGES OF CALVARY THAT THEY CONTEMPLATED THAT GOOD FRIDAY.

I REMEMBER HOW JOHNNY LOSH NEAR ME IN THE STRAW THAT NIGHT, HIS FEET AND LEGS ACHING FROM THE MARCH, SAID, “I HAVE LEARNED TODAY A LESSON I SHALL NEVER FORGET; HOW CLOSE WE CAN COME TO CHRIST WHEN WE SUFFER AND HOW OUR SUFFERING BECOMES EASY WHEN WE LOOK AT HIM.” JOHNNY WAS HAVING HIS PURGATORY ON EARTH. BEFORE A WEEK WAS UP HE MET HIS DEATH. I HAVE NO DOUBT THAT IN THAT DEATH HE WAS WELCOMED BY THE CHRIST WITH WHOM HE SUFFERED.

AT NIGHTFALL THE FIRST FOOD SERVED US BY THE JERRIES THAT DAY WAS A CAN OF SOUP WITH HORSEMEAT IN IT.

“FATHER, CAN WE EAT THE MEAT? IT‘S GOOD FRIDAY!” LT. EDWARD CASSIDY OF MEDFORD, MASS. EXCLAIMED. YES, ED, WE NEED EVERY BIT OF FOOD WE CAN GET,” WAS MY ANSWER. THE LAW OF THE CHURCH REGARDING FAST AND ABSTINENCE WERE NOT MADE FOR STARVING KEIEGIES. WE ARE EXCUSED; IF YOU HAVE ANY SCRUPLES, I GIVE YOU A DISPENSATION.

IT WAS A SOMBER, LONG-SUFFERING LET OF KRIEGIES THAT SLUMBERED IN THE HAYLOFTS THAT GOOD FRIDAY NIGHT.

HOLY SATURDAY THE SUN ROSE IN A CLOUDLESS SKY AS WE WERE LEAVING OBERSWARZACH. FROST WAS ON THE GREEN FIELDS AND THE HOUSEHOLD GARDENS OF FLOWERS AND VEGETABLES ALONG THE WAY. WE WERE IN A VALLEY OF THE STEIGER WALD NOW AND IT PRESENTED A NEW PICTURE TO US. BROAD AND OPEN, ABOUT FOUR MILES WIDE, IT WAS LITERALLY DOTTED WITH TINY VILLAGES ABOUT A MILE APART. BUILDINGS WERE ALL MADE OF GRAY STONE WITH RED TILE ROOFS. ABOVE EACH HAMLET ROSE THE SPIRE OF ITS CHURCH. WALKING SEEMED EASIER THIS MORNING BECAUSE NO DOUBT WE WERE WEARING OUT THE MUSCLE PAINS WITH CONTINUED USE OF OUR LEGS.

THE SUN WARMED US, DISSOLVED THE FROST ON FIELDS AND GARDENS, PERKED UP THE GAY COLORED FLOWERS. THE BIRDS BEGAN TO SING. BUT THE CLOUDLESS SKY CAST A RESTIVE SHADOW UPON OUR SPIRITS. THE WEATHER WAS PERFECT FOR FLYING AND NONE OF US DOUBTED THAT OUR OWN AIR CORPS WOULD BE ON THE JOB AFTER THREE DAYS OF CLOUDS AND RAIN. WHAT IF WE SHOULD BE MISTAKEN FOR A GERMAN COLUMN AND STRAFED? WE PRAYED FOR PROTECTION FROM THE TERRORS OF THE SKY. I REALIZED THE ABSOLUTE SINCERITY OF COL. GOODE’S REMARK, “AND TELL THEM, FOR GOD’S SAKE, NOT TO STRAFE US!” FROM HAMMELBURG WE HAD BROUGHT A SUPPLY OF CLOTHS AS LARGE AS SHEETS. THESE HAD BEEN TORN INTO STRIPS TWO FEET WIDE IN SUCH SIZE THAT THEY COULD BE SPREAD ON THE GROUND TO FORM THE LETTERS u s p w. EACH MAN WHO CARRIED A PIECE OF THIS CLOTH KNEW WHICH BAR OF WHAT LETTER IN THE SIGNAL HE CARRIED.

SOMETIME IN THE MIDDLE OF THE MORNING WE SIGHTED A FEW PLANES OFF THE HORIZON TO OUR REAR. LOOKING BACK TO THE WEST WE COULD SEE THEM WHIRLING IN GRACEFUL CURVES AND NOW AND THEN SWOOPING OUT OF SIGHT. WE KNEW THEY WERE OUR OWN FIGHTERS ON RECONNAISSANCE AND NUISANCE RAIDS. ALONG THE OPEN ROADS THERE WAS NO COVER AVAILABLE. WE SHUDDERED ALL THE MORE AS THE SOUND OF THEIR MOTORS INFORMED US THEY WERE GETTING CLOSER. A LONE PLNE SWUNG AN ARD A MILEOR SO AWAY FROM US, VEERED ROUND AGAIN, AND HUMMED IN OUR DIRECTION.

GUARDS AND PRISONERS TOOK OFF TO THE OPEN FIELDS AND DITCHES. THE PANELS WERE SPREAD OUT AND WE ALL LAY IN A CROUCHED POSITION WATCHING THE MANEUVERS OF THE PLANE. THE PILOT FLEW UP TO A HIGHER ALTITUDE, CIRCLED OFF, THEN TURNED TOWARD US AGAIN. A GERMAN GUARD NEAR ME UTTERED SOMETHING ABOUT LUFTGANGSTERS (AIR GANGSTERS) AND GAVE US A WORRIED LOOK. LUFTGANGSTER WAS AM OPPROBRIOUS WORD USED COMMONLY BY THE GERMANS TO DESIGNATE THE FLIERS WHO - AS THEY SAID - INDISCRIMINATELY BOMBED WOMEN AND CHILDREN, HOSPITALS AND CHURCHES.

OUT OF THE WEST CAME ANOTHER PLANE. THE TWO NOW SWUNG HIGH UP OVERHEAD. TOGETHER THEY WHEELED AROUND AND CAME DOWN BROADSIDE FOR A CLOSER LOOK AT US. THERE COULD BE NO DOUBT THAT WE WERE SPOTTED; BUT COULD THE PILOTS READ OUR SIGNAL? AS THEY FLEW IN PARALLEL TO THE ROAD WE HELD OUR BREATHS AND PRAYED. WE FELT SURE THEY WOULD OPEN UP THEIR MACHINE GUNS TO STRAFE OUR COLUMN. INSTEAD THEY SHARPLY TURNED, FLEW IN LOW AGAIN, AND TIPPED THEIR WINGS IN SALUTE. WE ALL STOOD UP AND CHEERED, THANKFUL THAT WE WERE RECOGNIZED BY OUR OWN. THE GERMAN GUARDS MADE NO PROTEST, AS OUR SIGNALS WERE THEIR PROTECTION ALSO.

ONCE AGAIN DURING THE MORNING WE WERE LOOKED OVER BY THE AIR CORPS. WE WENT THROUGH THE SAME NERVE RACKING EXPERIENCE OF SPREADING THE PANELS AND WAITING FOR THE STRAFING, FOR WE DID NOT KNOW WHEN SOME TRIGGER HAPPY GUNNER MIGHT FAIL TO SEE THE SIGN OR MISTAKE US FOR ENEMY TROOPS.

BY NOON WE CLIMBED WITH RELIEF OUT OF THE VALLEY INTO A WOODED AREA IN THE EATEN HILLS. WE LOOKED BACK FROM THE TOP OF THE HILL OVER A SCENE OF PEACE AND TRANQUILLITY. I COUNTED TWENTY-ONE CHURCH STEEPLES IN TWENTY-ONE CLUSTERS OF RED ROODS UP THE LENGTH OF THE VALLEY. IN THE EVERGREENS WE WERE SHIELDED FROM THE EYES OF PILOTS GAMING OVER THE REICH. WE FELT SECURE AND LAUGHED AND TALKED AGAIN.

WALKING WAS SLOW AND PAINFUL THAT AFTERNOON ALONG SAND TRAILS THROUGH THE FOREST. WITH THE FORMATION OF AN OVERCAST sky, THE WIND CAME BITINGLY COLD. WE WERE WEAK FROM HUNGER, AND ONLY A FEW HAD SOME SCRAPS OF BREAD TO EAT. LATE IN THE AFTERNOON WE WALKED ALONG A CONCRETE HIGHWAY FOR FOUR KILOMETERS, THEN A HALF-KILOMETER OFF THE MAIN ROAD TO THE VILLAGE OF HEUCHELHEIM. WE THREW OUR BLANKETS OVER THE STRAW IN THE BARNS AND COLLAPSED.

“AND TOMORROW IS EASTER” AND JOHN MADDEN EXCLAIMED.

IT WAS AN EASTER NONE OF US WILL SOON FORGET. HOLIDAY SATURDAY NIGHT WE RECEIVED WONDERFUL NEWS. “WE ARE GOING TO STAY HERE TILL MONDAY AND WE’RE GETTING RED CROSS BOXES TONIGHT.”

IT WAS ALMOST UNBELIEVABLE UNTIL WE SAW THE GERMAN TRUCK PULL INTO HEUCHELHEIM LOADED WITH PACKAGES OF FOOD. BY THE LIGHT OF THE PASCHAL MOON WE EACH RECEIVED A BOX FOR OURSELVES AS THE LAST DAY OF MARCH FADED AWAY. ST. JOSEPH MUST HAVE SMILED IN HEAVEN AS HE LOOKED DOWN ON THE MATERIAL MEANS HE HAD PROVIDED FOR US TO CELEBRATE IN A MODEST WAY THE TRIUMPH AND JOY AND RESURRECTION OF HIS FOSTER SON.

HAUPTMAN STAMMLER, ONE OF THE OFFICERS OF THE GUARD COMPANY, WAS A CATHOLIC. AFTER RECEIVING THE NEWS THAT WE WOULD REST ON EASTER, I SEARCHED FOR HIM TO ASK THAT HE MAKE ARRANGEMENTS FOR US TO HAVE MASS IN THE VILLAGE CHURCH ON EASTER-DAY. HE PROMISED TO DO WHAT HE COULD.

IT WAS DAYLIGHT WHEN I AWOKE TO HEAR MEN CALLING: “FATHER CAVANAUGH! HERE IS A HEINIE WANTS TO SEE YOU.” IT WAS STAMMLER. “YOU MAY HAVE MASS IN THE CHURCH AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK. THE PRIEST DOES NOT LIVE IN THIS VILLAGE. ALREADY HE HAS BEEN HERE FOR MASS. THE SACRISTAN OF THE CHURCH WILL BE THERE TO HELP YOU.”

I SPREAD THE NEWS TO THE KEIEGIES AND WARNED THEM TO BE READY WHEN THE GUARDS CAME TO CONDUCT THEM TO THE CHURCH TWO BLOCK AWAY. WITH LTS. TED GORNEY AND DOUGLAS O’DELL I MADE MY WAY TO THE CHURCH WITHOUT A GUARD. WALKING DOWN THE STREETS OF A GERMAN VILLAGE WITHOUT ARMED ESCORT WAS A NEW EXPERIENCE FOR ME. THE CHURCH, SMALL, BUT SOLIDLY BUILT, WAS DEDICATED TO ST. JOSEPH. WHEN I STEPPED INSIDE AND KNELT BEFORE THE BLESSED SACRAMENT I THANKED THE RISEN CHRIST FOR THE SUFFERINGS WE HAD BEEN ALLOWED TO ENDURE WITH HIM. I THANKED HIM FOR HIS PASSION AND RESURRECTION AND FOR THE JOY WE WOULD ALL HAVE IN CELEBRATING HIS TRIUMPH WITH MASS IN A CHURCH AND AMERICAN FOOD IN A BARNYARD.

AS I LOOKED AROUND THE FIRST CATHOLIC CHURCH I HAD VISITED SINCE THE DAYS BEFORE OUR CAPTURE, I WONDERED HOW WE WOULD GET ALL THE MEN IN. PRESENTLY AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN AND LADY ENTERED THE CHURCH AND BOWED GRACIOUSLY TO US.

“ICH BIN DER PRIESTER” WAS ALL THE GERMAN I SPOKE, BUT IT WAS ENOUGH. BY MEANS OF SIGNS WE ARRANGED EVERYTHING FOR MASS. LATER A BOY OF TWELVE WHO COULD SPEAK SOME ENGLISH APPEARED. FROM HIM WE LEARNED THAT THE CHURCH WA SEVEN HUNDRED YEARS OLD. MAYBE AN EXAGGERATION, BUT IT’S PLEASANT TO THINK THAT IN THE THIRTEENTH CENTURY WHEN CATHOLIC EUROPE WAS BUILDING ITS GREAT CATHEDRALS, THIS LITTLE GEM WAS ALSO THE MANIFESTATION OF THE FAITH OF THIS SIMPLE BAVARIAN COMMUNITY. ANCIENT TOO WERE THE HEAVY GOLD VESTMENTS WHICH THE OLD LADY UNWRAPPED FROM MUSTY CLOTHS FOR USE AT MASS.

AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK EIGHTY MEN PARADED UNDER SIX GUARDS INTO THE LITTLE CHURCH AND FILLED IT TO OVERFLOWING.

TED AND DOUG DRESSED IN BLACK SKIRTS THAT HUNG FROM SUSPENDER OVER THE SHOULDERS AND CLEAN WHITE SURPLICES OVER THEIR DIRTY SHIRTS. I VESTED IN AN IMMACULATE WHITE ALB AND SPARKLING CLOTH OF GOLD CHASUBLE. I ALSO HAD FOUND A BIRETTA WITH A HUGE BLACK POM-POM TO WEAR TO THE ALTAR. EVERYTHING ABOUT THE ALTAR WAS CLEAN AND NEAT, SUCH A CONTRAST TO THE DIRT AND GRIME WE HAD GROWN ACCUSTOMED TO. EVERY HEART WAS FILLED WITH CONSOLATION AS MASS BEGAN. BEFORE THE CREDO I READ THE EPISTLE AND GOSPEL FROM TED GORNEY’S SUNDAY MISSAL, WHICH HE HAD TREASURED THESE MANY MONTHS OF PRISON LIFE. THEN THE SERMON:


“MY DEAR KRIEGIES: - THIS IS THE DAY THAT THE LORD HATH MADE; LET US BE GLAD AND REJOICE IN IT.” AND EIGHTY PAIRS OF EYES DANCED WITH HAPPINESS AND JOY.

“WE HAVE A LOT TO BE HAPPY ABOUT AND A LOT TO PRAY FOR. WE REJOICE THAT GOD HAS BLESSED US WITH THE PRIVILEGE OF MASS TODAY. WE ARE ESPECIALLY GLAD THAT ST. JOSEPH HAS PROVIDED US WITH FOOD TO EAT, AND WITH MASS IN A CHURCH THAT IS DEDICATED TO HIS NAME. WE ARE HAPPY WITH CHRIST IN HIS GLORIOUS RESURRECTION FROM THE DEAD. CHRIST HAS SUFFERED AND DIED AN INGLORIOUS DEATH, BUT NOW HE IS IN HEAVEN. HE IS HERE ON THE ALTAR IN A STATE OF ETERNAL HAPPINESS, AND HIS JOY IS OVERFLOWING INTO OUR HEARTS. WE HAVE SUFFERED WITH HIM DURING THE PAST MONTHS, AND ESPECIALLY THIS PAST WEEK. NO DOUBT IT HAS BEEN THE LONGEST AND MOST PENITENTIAL LENT WE HAVE EVER LIVED THROUGH. DURING THE PAST FOUR DAYS WE HAVE SUFFERED OUR WAY TO THE CROSS AND WE HAVE SUFFERED WITH THE CHRIST WHO WAS REPRESENTED IN THE WAYSIDE CRUCIFIXES THAT FLANKED OUR LINE OF MARCH. TODAY WE ARE HAPPY WITH THE HAPPINESS GOD WANTS EVERY SON OF HIS TO ENJOY. AND WE ARE BETTER SONS OF GOD BECAUSE WE HAVE DRUNK DEEP OF THE CHALICE OF SUFFERING AND SANCTIFIED THAT SUFFERING BY DAILY PRAYERS AND OFFERING OF IT TO HIM.

“LET US OFFER THIS MASS TOGETHER (I AM OFFERING IT FOR THESE INTENTIONS) IN THANKSGIVING FOR THE SUFFERINGS AND DEATH AND RESURRECTION OF JESUS CHRIST; IN THANKSGIVING TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN FOR HER MOTHERLY PROTECTION OF US; IN THANKSGIVING  TO ST. JOSEPH FOR THE FOOD HE HAS SENT US IN ANSWER TO OUR PRAYERS.

“WE HAVE MANY BLESSINGS ALSO TO ASK OUR LORD FOR. WE ASK HIM TO CONTINUE HIS PROTECTION OF US, TO KEEP US FREE FROM SIN, TO HELP US TO BE BETTER MEN. THERE ARE OUR LOVED ONES, OUR MOTHERS AND FATHERS, OUR SISTERS AND BROTHERS, OUR WIVES AND OUR CHILDREN, WHO NEED OUR PRAYERS. THERE ARE OUR COMRADES IN ARMS WHO ARE FIGHTING ON THE FRONTS, PERHAPS DYING TODAY IN ORDER THAT WE MAYBE LIBERATED. THERE ARE THE RULERS OF NATIONS WHO NEED THE GUIDANCE OF THE HOLY GHOST TO ESTABLISH PEACE IN THE WORLD.

“EASTER IS THE FEAST OF PEACE - PEACE BETWEEN GOD AND MEN, PEACE BETWEEN NATIONS, PEACE IN POLITICAL LIFE, PEACE IN HOME LIFE, AND PEACE IN THE HEART OF EVERY CHILD OF GOD. LET’S OFFER THIS MASS AND HOLY COMMUNION THAT PEACE MAY COME QUICKLY TO THE WORLD.

THERE WERE TEARS RUNNING DOWN SOME FACES, AND MY EYES WERE NOT DRY THE MASS WENT ON. I GAVE GENERAL ABSOLUTION AND ALL RECEIVED HOLY COMMUNION. WE HAD BENEDICTION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT AND THE SINGING WAS WONDERFUL. THE INCENSE, THE FLOWERS, THE CANDLES, THE COPE OF GOLD CLOTHE, THE SMALL MEDIEVAL CHURCH ALL ADDED TO OUR SENSIBLE CONSOLATION. OUR JOY WAS OVERFLOWING AS WE SANG, “HOLY GOD, WE PRAISE THY NAME”.

THEN WE WENT BACK TO THE HAYLOFTS AND THE REFUSE PILES AND COOKED AND ATE AND RESTED FOR THE REMAINDER OF THE DAY.

“GOSH, FATHER, WE’LL NEVER FORGET THIS EASTER, AND ESPECIALLY THAT MASS” WAS THE COMMENT I HEARD AGAIN AND AGAIN. 
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“Chaplain Koskamp and Curtis were elected to take the Worship service. Stonesifer and I conducted the Communion service immediately following.

We represented the following faiths: Dutch Reformed, Disciples of Christ, Lutheran, and Nazarene.






-----------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

IN THE AFTERNOON THE AMERICAN AIR CORPS GAVE US ANOTHER SCARE FOR A HALF-HOUR. THREE PLANES FLEW AROUND THE AREA ON A RECONNAISSANCE MISSION. FROM THE PATTERN OF THEIR FLIGHT WE COULD TELL THAT THEY WERE SEARCHING FOR SOMETHING. WE HAD OUR PANELS SPREAD ON A SMALL KNOLL AWAY FROM THE BUILDINGS, BUT WE WERE JUST AS GLAD THAT THEY DID NOT COME NEAR ENOUGH TO BE ABLE TO READ THEM. PERHAPS IT WAS OUR FRIEND FROM YESTERDAY WHO WAS TRYING TO KEEP TRACK OF OUR MOVEMENTS. IF IT WAS HE DID NOT FIND US.

WE WERE ROUSED BEFORE DAYLIGHT ON MONDAY, APRIL 2ND AND SERVED HOTWATER FROM AN IRON VAT WITH WHICH WE MADE COFFEE FROM THE SUPPLY WE HAD. WE WERE LINED UP AS USUAL THREE ABREAST AND WERE COUNTED. A FEW KRIEGIES WERE MISSING, BUT WERE SOON FOUND BACK OF A BARN COOKING BREAKFAST. WHEN THEY JOINED US, ANOTHER COUNTING TOOK PLACE. AT LAST CAME THE SIGNAL FORM THE REAR OF THE COLUMN: “WIETER MARSCHERIN” (FORWARD MARCH). IT WAS RELAYED FROM GUARD TO GUARD UP THE LINE OF KRIEGIES, BUT WE DID NOT START. THERE WAS SOME FUSSING AMONG THE GUARDS AS AN OBERLAEUTENANT CAME DOWN THE LINE CHECKING GUARDS. IT SEEMED THAT SOME OF THEM WERE NOW MISSING. “WIETER MARSCHERIN” WAS SHOUTED FROM THE REAR A SECOND TIME. AMERICANS TOOK UP THE COMMAND AND PARODIED IT, “CRANK THE MACHINE!” “START THE ENGINE!” THEY SANG IN A MONOTONE. 

WE LEFT HEUCHELHEIM BEFORE DAYLIGHT. UP ANOTHER VALLEY ALONG A ROAD THAT FOLLOWED THE RIVER LEVEL WE STROLLED THROUGH MANY VILLAGES AND PASSED AS MANY CHURCH STEEPLES. IN THIS VALLEY THE TOWERS WERE MOORISH IN DESIGN AND THE TURRETS LOOKED LIKE GIGANTIC BLACK ONIONS PLACED ON TOP OF PILLARS. THE ROAD WAS FAIRLY CONCEALED; THOUGH THE DAY WAS CLEAR, NO ALLIED PLANES WERE OVERHEAD, JUST ONE OR TWO LUFTWAFFE PILOTS FLEW LOW IN AND OUT OF THE VALLEY. IN THE AFTERNOON WE TURNED FROM THE VALLEY TO CROSS OVER A RANGE OF HILLS. AGAIN A LONG CLIMB UP A SIDE ROAD. WALKING ON THE LEVEL HAD BECOME ALMOST A PLEASURE; HILLS WERE STILL A TORTURE FOR MOST OF US.

WHENEVER THERE WAS A HILL TO CLIMB, I BECAME A STRAGGLER. OFTEN I SLOWED UP MY PACE TO SUCH A DEGREE THAT THE ENTIRE COLUMN GOT OUT OF SIGHT. BUT I WAS NEVER A LONE STRAGGLER. ON GOING UP A HILL THERE WAS ALWAYS SOME CHARITABLE KRIEGIE WHO HELPED ME BY CARRYING MY PACK AND BLANKETS. THESE STURDY, THIN KRIEGIES WOULD HAVE BEEN WILLING TO CARRY ME HAD THEY THE STRENGTH TO DO SO.

AT THE END OF THE LONG CLIMB THIS EASTER MONDAY WE HID AWAY IN A FOREST FOR FOUR HOURS WHILE RAIDS AND STRAFING WERE IMMINENT. THE AIR CORPS WAS OUT IN FORCE DURING THE AFTERNOON. SQUADRONS OF HEAVY BOMBERS SPUN THEIR VAPOR TRAILS HIGH ABOVE US LIKE SPIDERS IN THE SKY. FIGHTER PLANES CAME LOWER BUT FROM THE DIRECTNESS OF THEIR COURSE WE KNEW THEY WERE NOT INTERESTED IN ANYTHING IN OUR VICINITY. DURING THE FOUR HOUR REST WE OPENED OUR RED CROSS BOXES, MADE SOME SANDWICHES WITH THE BREAD THAT HAD BEEN ISSUED US AND SMOKED AMERICAN CIGARETTES. WE WERE FORBIDDEN TO BUILD FIRES AS A PRECAUTION AGAINST THE NOTICE OF OUR AIRMEN. SINCE WALKING NO LONGER DREW FROM US THE LAST BIT OF PHYSICAL AND MENTAL ENERGY WE GOT TOGETHER IN LITTLE GROUPS TO COMPARE OUR EXPERIENCES AND SPECULATE ON THE DATE OF OUR LIBERATION.

THE DISTANCE WE HAD WALKED BECAME THE SUBJECT OF PLEASANT POLEMICS. SOME SAID WE WERE A HUNDRED KILOMETERS FROM HAMMELBURG, OTHER THAT WE WERE ANYWHERE FROM FIFTY ON UP. OVER MOST OF THE ROADS WE TRAVELED STONE MARKERS MEASURED THE DISTANCES BETWEEN POINTS IN KILOMETERS. WE ASKED THE GUARDS, “WIE FIEL KILOMETER? (HOW MANY KILOMETERS?)” THEY ALWAYS HAD AN ANSWER, BUT IT TURNED OUT THAT THEY WERE AS MUCH IN THE DARK AS WE WERE ABOUT THE LOCATION OF THE NEST STOPPING PLACE. EVEN WHEN THEY KNEW THE NAME OF THE OBSCURE TOWN WHERE WE WERE TO STOP FOR THE NIGHT, THEY HAD LITTLE IDEA WHERE IT WAS OR HOW FAR AWAY. IN THE EARLY EVENING WE WALKED ALONG A PLATEAU TO THE TOWN OF WEISSENBURG. A CANFULL OF POTATO SOUP, A RATION OF BREAD, AND SPACIOUS HAYLOFTS AWAITED US. 

TUESDAY MORNING WE LEFT WEISSENBURG BEFORE DAWN, CLIMBED FARTHER UP THE STEIGER WALD BY DIRT ROADS WITH LOW GRADIENTS. WE RESTED AGAIN DURING THE MIDDAY HOURS IN THE CRISP CLEAR AIR OF THE HILLTOPS. SURROUNDED AS WE WERE WITH FOREST OF EVERGREEN, THERE WAS LITTLE FEAR OF DANGER FROM ABOVE. IN THE AFTERNOON WE BEGAN THE DESCENT OF THE RANGE OF HILLS. WE PASSED A FEW HILL TOWNS AND SCATTERED HOUSES ON THE HILLSIDES. LITTLE CHILDREN FROM THIS BACKWOODS PART OF BAVARIA CAME OUT TO WONDER AT US AND TO GIVE US THE NAZI SALUTE, “HEIL HITLER!” IN THIS OUT-OF-THE-WAY LOCATION THESE YOUNGSTERS PROBABLY KNEW LITTLE OF THE SUFFERINGS OF WAR. 

WE SLEPT THAT NIGHT IN VACH AFTER TRAVELING EIGHTEEN KILOMETERS BY ACCURATE MEASUREMENT. IN PREPARING AN EVENING SNACK WITH CAPTAIN MADDEN AND LT. SMOLKA ON A BLANKET SPREAD OUT IN A HAYLOFT, I DROPPED BY PENKNIFE IN THE HAY. SEARCH IN THE SEMI-DARKNESS WAS THE NEST THING TO LOOKING FOR A NEEDLE IN A HAYSTACK.

WE CONTINUED DOWNGRADE ON WEDNESDAY UNTIL WE CAME TO THE MAIN RIVER AGAIN. THIS WE FOLLOWED INTO THE TOWN OF FURTH, THE LARGEST TOWN IN WHICH W REMAINED FOR THE NIGHT. HOWEVER, EVEN THE BIG TOWNS HAD THEIR BARNS AND HAYLOFTS; IN FACT, THE ONE WE STAYED IN WAS BIGGER AND BETTER THAN ANY WE HAD SLEPT IN. THE BARN AT FURTH WAS A TRIPLE-DECKER AND THE UPPER LOFTS WERE REACHED BY LADDERS. IT WAS NOT HOWEVER WITHOUT ITS HAZARDS. IN THE DARKNESS THE WIDE OPENINGS WHERE THE LADDERS WERE COULD EASILY BE MISSED OR FROM THE SLICK SURROUNDING HAY UNCONSCIOUSLY SLID INTO. EVERYONE LOOKED FOR A SAFE PLACE TO SLEEP, WELL REMOVED FROM THE HOLES IN THE FLOOR. 

BIVOUACKING IN A LARGE TOWN BROUGHT WITH IT THE LIKELIHOOD OF NIGHT AIR RAIDS. WE BANISHED THE THOUGHT OF WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN IF A NEAR MISS SHOULD NET OUR THREE-STORY HAYMOUND BURNING WITH FIVE HUNDRED AMERICANS SOUNDLY SLEEPING. THERE WERE RUMORS THAT OUR MARCH WAS COMING TO AN END AND THAT WE WOULD BE TAKEN TO A PRISON COMPOUND NEAR NUREMBERG. THE FACT IS THAT THE ORIGINAL PLAN OF THE GERMANS WAS TO TAKE US TO STALAG XIII D OR STALAG LUFT 3, BUT THE NUREMBERG PRISONS WERE ALREADY SO CROWDED THAT THE AUTHORITIES THERE REFUSED TO TAKE US IN.

THE MORNING OF THURSDAY, APRIL 5TH, WE GOT STARTED A T TWO A.M. IN A DRIZZLE. THROUGH THE THINLY SETTLED AREA BETWEEN FURTH AND NUREMBERG WE MARCHED IN THE DARK, THEN INTO THE NAZI STRONGHOLD ITSELF AT DAYLIGHT. WE DID NOT GO THROUGH THE CENTER OF THE CITY BUT ALONG THE EASTERN PART THROUGH THE GREAT INDUSTRIAL DISTRICT. WE SAW ENOUGH OF THE DESTRUCTION FROM BOMBINGS TO CONVINCE US THAT THE AIR ATTACKS ON GERMAN CITIES WERE VERY EFFECTIVE. THE I.G. FARBIN INDUSTRIES WERK WAS A SHAMBLES THAT HAD BEEN PARTIALLY CLEARED UP AND AT LEAST PARTIALLY OPERATING AGAIN. THE PEOPLE WALKED THE STREETS OR RODE BICYCLES. SHATTERED STREETCARS, BUSES, AND AUTO TRUCKS STOOD IN THE PLACES WHERE BOMB FRAGMENTS HAD SMASHED THEM.

CHILDREN WERE CONSPICUOUS BY THEIR ABSENCE; EMPTY PLAYGROUNDS AND DESERTED SCHOOLS. ALL CHILDREN HAD BEEN EVACUATED TO THE COUNTRY AREAS. IT WAS A CONTRAST TO THE LITTLE VILLAGES WE HAD PASSES THROUGH WHERE EVERY HOUSE WAS BULGING WITH CHUBBY GERMAN YOUNGSTERS. THE OFFICER WHO SAID, “DON’T THESE GERMAN WOMEN DO ANYTHING ELSE BUT BEGET CHILDREN?” REVISED HIS OBSERVATION.

THE RAIN HAD CEASED AND THE SKIES WERE CLEARING AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK AS WE REACHED THE SOUTHEASTERN EDGE OF THE CITY. IN A SPARSE CLUMP OF EVERGREENS WE STOPPED FOR A BREAK.

“TAKE AN HOUR TO EAT,” WAS THE ORDER PASSED DOWN THE COLUMN. 

AT THE BASE OF SOME SPRUCE TREES OUR SQUAD SAT DOWN IN THE WARM SUNSHINE, OPENED OUR RED CROSS BOXES AND LUNCHED. AFTER A SMOKE WE SPREAD OUT TO RELAX. WE WERE APPROXIMATELY AT THE CENTER OF THE GROUP OF KEIEGIES WHO SPRAWLED A LOCK’S DISTANCE IN EITHER DIRECTION A FEW YARDS BACK FROM THE ROAD.

AT 11:45 THE FIRST AIR RAID SIREN SOUNDED AND WE THOUGHT WE MIGHT START MOVING. HEARING THE WARNING IN THE PROXIMITY OF AN INDUSTRIAL AREA CAUSE SOMME TREPIDATION ALONG THE COLUMN. “LET’S GET GOING!” SEVERAL SAID.

THE HOUR OF REST WAS JUST ABOUT UP WHEN THE SIRENS SHRIEKED A SERIES OF SHORT BLASTS. NOW WE COULD NOT MOVE. WE SAT UP AND LOOKED AROUND. TO THE SOUTH OF US A RAILROAD ON AN ELEVATED ROADBED RAN DIAGONALLY TO THE STREET NEAR WHICH WE WERE SITTING. BETWEEN US AND THE RAILROAD STRETCHED A LARGE OPEN SPACE THAT WAS MOSTLY SAND. NO HOUSES, NO VEGETATION ON IT. IT WAS MARKED HERE AND THERE BY LARGE DEEP HOLES, PROBABLY SAND PITS; SOME OF THEM PERHAPS BOMB CRATERS. ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE RAILROAD WAS A LONG ROW OF FACTORY BUILDINGS, CHIMNEYS AND STORAGE TANKS. 

SCARCELY HAD THE ALARM SOUNDED WHEN CROWDS OF GERMANS, MANY IN MILITARY UNIFORMS CARRYING RIFLES, BEGAN TO SWARM OVER THE RAILROAD EMBANKMENT AND RUN PERPENDICULAR TO THE RAILROAD AS FAST AS THEIR LEGS WOULD CARRY THEM. 

“LOOK AT THOSE JERRIES RUN”

“HEY, LOOK HERE COME THE PLANES” AND HIGH UP IN THE BLUE, JUST FLYSPECKS IN THE SKY, APPEARED ONE FLIGHT AND THEN ANOTHER OF FOURTEEN BOMBERS EACH. 

“THERE’S A THIRD FLIGHT!”

“AND HERE COMES THE FOURTH!”

THEY WERE APPROACHING IN CURVES, TWO OUT OF THE WEST, TWO OUT OF THE SOUTH. STEADFASTLY THEY MOVED IN FROM THE HORIZON UP OVER OUR HEADS.

“MY GOD, WE’RE ON THE TARGET!” SOMEBODY YELLED AS HE POINTED DIRECTLY OVERHEAD. 

THE THIN WHITE TRAILS OF THE TARGET MARKERS WERE COMING DOWN ALMOST PERPENDICULARLY UPON US.

“LET’S RUN.” BUT WHERE COULD WE RUN TO? THERE WERE NO SHELTERS NEAR, NOR EVEN HOLES CLOSE ENOUGH TO GET INTO.

I JUMPED TO MY FEET, AND YELLED IN EITHER DIRECTION, “MAKE AN ACT OF CONTRITION!” I REPEATED THE SHORT FORMULA OF GENERAL ABSOLUTION FIRST TO MY RIGHT AND THEN TO MY LEFT.

AS I DID SO ...BANG! BOOM, BOOM, BOOM!

BOMBS WERE LANDING ON THE FACTORIES ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE RAILROAD. I FELL PRONE AND PULLED MY BLANKET OVER MY HEAD AND BEGAN TO PRAY.

BANG..BANG..BANG..BANG.. TO THE ACCOMPANIMENT OF MY EJACULATIONS. “HEART OF JESUS, SAY UNTO US, I AM YOUR SALVATION.”

I COULD FEEL THE EARTH TREMORS ROLLING UNDER ME.

THE BOMBS CONTINUED TO LAND FOR A FEW MORE SECONDS; THEN A LULL.

I LOOKED UP. BILLOWING CLOUDS OF SMOKE AND FLAME CAME FROM THE FACTORIES. MEN WERE STILL RUNNING AWAY LIKE PYGMIES FROM THE TARGET.

“KEEP DOWN! KEEP DOWN! CAME A SCREAM.

ANOTHER FLIGHT WAS MOVING IN. THE ROAR OF ACK-ACK GUNS WAS DEAFENING AND THE SKY WAS DOTTED WITH THE BLACK PUFFS OF THEIR BURSTS.

THUMP..THUMP..THUMP..THUMP.. THE SECOND FLIGHT WAS RELEASING ITS CARGO OF DESTRUCTION. THE BOMBS, THE ACK-ACK, THE EXPLOSIONS OF CHEMICALS IN THE MUNITIONS WORKS, ALL COMBINED INTO A REVERBERATING THUNDER OF DEMOLITION.

THE THREE FORMATIONS PASSED OVER THE TARGET. THE CRACKLING SOUND OF FIRES AND FALLING WALLS WAS ADDED TO THE SURGING RUMBLE. “THIS MUST BE THE END,” I THOUGHT AND PEEKED OUT FROM UNDER THE BLANKET AT THE MEN SPRAWLED OUT NEAR ME. THERE WAS A STRANGE DARKENING OF THE ATMOSPHERE. MADDEN, SMOLKA, KEOUGH, PRIOR, LOSH, EVERYONE SEEMED TO BE CLINGING TO THE GROUND AND TREMBLING. THE EARTH BENEATH US SHOOK AGAIN AS THE FOURTH FLIGHT EMPTIED THEIR BOMB-BAYS.

BY NOW THE ATMOSPHERE WAS DUSTY AND HEAVY. FRAGMENTS OF DEBRIS AND SAND WERE LITERALLY RAINING ON OUR SIDE OF THE RAILROAD. 

“STAY DOWN! THERE’S A FIFTH FLIGHT UP THERE.”

THE BOMBS WERE ALREADY ON THEIR WAY DOWN. 

BOOM... A GEYSER OF EARTH AND SAND SPOUTED ON OUR SIDE OF THE TRACK.

BOOM..

BOOM... AND EACH TIME WE FELT THE EXPLOSION WAS NEARER 
TO US.

CLICK,CLICK,CLICK,CLICK. FIVE BOMBS LANDED ALMOST SIMULTANEOUSLY ON THE AREA WHERE WE WERE. THE NOISE WAS TERRIFIC; THE HEAVING OF THE EARTH STAGGERING, A RAIN OF SAND, GRAVEL, AND DIRT CAME DOWN UPON US. MEN SCREAMED:

“DOCTOR! DOCTOR!”

-------------------
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“On April 5 we were marched near Nuremberg and were taking a ten-minute break. --

As we finished we heard the air alarm and then saw our B-17’s and B-24’s coming our way. We all hit the dirt and waited. The first wave moved in and dropped their loads about five hundred yards from us. --

The second wave hit hearer. -- The third moved in nearer and then the fourth and firth came quickly.-- The sixth wave dropped back on one of the other targets. The seventh wave hit the ammunition plant again and must have had all incendiaries for the plant caught on fired.--

The eighty waves, instead of coming in from left to right, came in from the front. --

After a few seconds I crawled out and looked around. I saw a number of lifeless bodies. I wanted to run, hide fly, or anything, to get away.--The guards moved all of the able-bodied out and left thirteen of us there to care for the wounded and deceased - four chaplains, three medics and six others. 






---------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

I YANKED THE BLANKET FROM MY HEAD. THE THICK DUST AND RAINING SAND MADE EVERYTHING DARK. I TOOK THE HOLY OILS FROM MY POCKET, STOOD UP AMONG THE PROSTRATE FORMS AND FALLEN TREES AND STARTED TO WORK. THERE WAS CONFUSION EVERYWHERE. DEAD MEN LAY AMONG THE INJURED. THOSE UNHURT REVIVED FROM THEIR FRIGHT, STUNNED TO FIND THEMSELVES ALIVE.

BEGINNING WITH THE NEAREST MANGLED BODY I ANOINTED EVERY DEAD AND PROSTRATE FORM I COULD FIND. I RAN FROM ONE TO ANOTHER ON THE SPUR OF THE MOMENT, NOT NOTICING WHERE I WAS GOING NOR PAYING ANY ATTENTION TO THE SHOUTS THAT WERE MADE AT ME. THE THUNDEROUS INFERNO OF RAGING FIRES AND EXPLOSIONS KEPT MANY MEN PINNED TO THE GROUND. THE TARGET HAD BEEN GASOLINE DUMPS AND AMMUNITION FACTORIES. SECTIONS THAT HAD NOT RECEIVED DIRECT HITS WERE IGNITED BY THE HEAT AND EXPLOSIONS FROM THE PARTS THAT DID.

I PAID SLIGHT ATTENTION TO THE IDENTITY OF THOSE WHOM I ANOINTED. FEW WERE RECOGNIZABLE WHERE THEY LAY. THE FARTHER I WENT THE MORE DENSE THE DEAD AND DYING BECAME. I REACHED THE HEAD OF THE COLUMN. BY THEN EVERY ABLE MAN WAS UP AND WORKING WITH THE DEAD AND WOUNDED. I COLLECTED MY SENSES FOR A MOMENT IN THE MIDST OF THE PANDEMONIUM.

“I SURELY HAVE MISSED SOME... “I THOUGHT, “...AND THERE IS THE OTHER HALF OF THE COLUMN.”

A YARD OR TWO FROM THE HEAD OF THE COLUMN LAY A MAN IN A GERMAN OFFICER’S UNIFORM. IT WAS STAMMLER, CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD COMPANY. RUNNING OVER I SAW THAT HIS HEAD WAS ALL BUT SEVERED, AND I ANOINTED HIM. HE WAS A CATHOLIC AND HAD BEEN VERY DECENT TO ME AS A PRIEST.

THROUGH THE FERMENT AND TERROR I HURRIED; JUMPING OVER FALLEN TREES AND FALLEN BODIES. TO ADD TO THE EXCITEMENT, A WATER-MAIN HAD BEEN BROKEN AND THE BOMB CRATERS AND LOW PLACES WERE FILLING UP WITH WATER. SOME WOUNDED MEN WERE IN DANGER OF DROWNING.

“FATHER, COME AND HELP US GET THIS MAN OUT!” SHOUTED THREE OFFICERS, WHILE NEAR THEM THREE OTHERS LOOKED ON STUPEFIED. I SHOOK TWO OF THEM OUT OF THEIR DAZE, “COME ON, GET BUSY! HELP THESE FELLOWS HERE. I HAVE OTHER WORK TO DO.”

I JACK-RABBITTED ALONG THE DISORDERED LINES, PERHAPS ANOINTING A SECOND TIME MEN WHO HAD BEEN MOVED. HOW MANY ANOINTING THERE WERE IS IMPOSSIBLE TO SAY, PERHAPS FIFTY, PERHAPS OVER A HUNDRED. EVENTUALLY I REACHED THE OTHER END OF THE COLUMN. THERE WERE NOT SO MANY HURT IN THE PART OF THE AREA. HOWEVER, TWO GERMAN SOLDIERS WERE KILLED THERE.

SATISFIED THAT I HAD DONE MY BEST FOR THE DEAD AND DYING (THOUGH I MUST CONFESS THAT THERE HAVE BEEN TIMES WHEN I 

HAVE HAD DOUBTS WHETHER I ANOINTED ALL; SO CONFUSED WAS THE SITUATION) I TURNED TO THE LIVING.

RUNNING TO THE AREA WHERE THE BOMBS HAD FALLEN, I FOUND THE TREE TO WHOSE ROOTS I HAD CLUNG DURING THE AGONIZING DURATION OF THE BOMBING. FIVE FEET AWAY LAY JON LOSH ON HIS STOMACH. HIS BUDDY, JIM KEOUGH, WAS SITTING BESIDE HIM. JOHNNY SMILED IN HIS PAIN, “HELLO, FATHER, I’M GLAD YOU DID NOT GET HIT.”

“JOHNNY GOT HIT IN THE SIDE, FATHER.” SAID JIM.

AND I LOOKED AT THE BLOOD-STAINED SHIRT THAT HAD BEEN WRAPPED AROUND HIS ABDOMEN TO HOLD HIS VITALS IN.

I PAUSED TO SPEAK WITH HIM, GIVE HIM ABSOLUTION AGAIN AND TRIED TO CONSOLE HIM.

“DO YOU THINK I’LL BE ALL RIGHT, FATHER?”

“I SURE HOPE YOU WILL BE, JOHNNY. WE’LL GET A DOCTOR HERE FOR YOU IN A FEW MINUTES.”

JOHN LOSH WAS HEROIC IN HIS PATIENCE AND WAS WILLING TO HAVE OTHERS TREATED BEFORE HIM. DOCTOR DWORKIN CAME AND GAVE DIRECTIONS NOT TO MOVE HIM UNTIL A LITTER COULD BE PROCURED. JOHN LAY ON HIGHER GROUND AWAY FROM THE RUNNING WATER AND WAS NOT MOVED UNTIL AN HOUR LATER A LITTER ARRIVED TO PLACE HIM ON. HE HAD BEEN A MODEL CATHOLIC BOY DURING THE MONTHS OF OUR IMPRISONMENT AND WAS A DAILY COMMUNICANT WHEN HE COULD GET TO MASS. A FEW DAYS LATER HE DIED IN THE BRITISH HOSPITAL FOR PRISONERS OF WAR NEAR NUREMBERG.

THEN THERE WAS DOUGLAS O’DELL. I FOUND HIM SITTING ON A BOMB CRATER WHILE TWO MEN APPLIED A DIRTY TORN SHIRT SLEEVE AS A TOURNIQUET ABOVE HIS KNEE. THE REST OF HIS LEG LAY A COUPLE OF YARDS AWAY. “WELL, FATHER, IT LOOKS LIKE I’M NOT GOING TO MAKE IT.” HE SMILED AS HE POINTED TO HIS SEVERED LIMB, “THAT’S PART OF ME OVER THERE.” BUT DOUG DID MAKE IT. HE RECOVERED AND GOT BACK TO THE STATES AND NOW WALKS WITH AN ARTIFICIAL LEG. AFTER GETTING HIS PROSTHESIS AT WALTER REED HOSPITAL HE WROTE ME: “I’LL NEVER BE ABLE TO THANK YOU ENOUGH FOR PUTTING ME AT EASE AFTER I WAS IT.” DOUG, YOU HAVE FELT MORE SECURE WITH ME THERE, BUT I SHALL NEVER FORGET THE COURAGE WITH WHICH YOU INSPIRED ME BY THE SINCERITY OF YOUR SMILE AND THE CALMNESS OF YOUR VOICE.

ANOTHER BOMB CRATER WAS ABOUT EIGHT FEET DEEP AND THE SIDES WERE STEEP. IN THE WATER THAT WAS SEEPING INTO THE HOLD SEVERAL VALIANT SOULS WORKED TO REMOVE A DEAD MAN AND TWO WOUNDED. THE WORK WAS HARD AS THE WALLS OF SAND WERE SLIPPERY. FROM THIS CRATER I MEASURED WITH MY EYE THE DISTANCE TO WHERE I HAD LAIN. IT WAS ABOUT SIXTEEN YARDS. WHY WE WERE NOT ALL KILLED WITHIN THAT RADIUS IS EXPLAINED BY THE SANDY CONDITION OF THE TERRAIN. THE BOMBS PENETRATED DEEP AND THUS LESSENED THE LATERAL FRAGMENTATION . NEAR THAT HOLE WERE SEVERAL TREES SPLINTERED AND GNARLED BY THE BOMBS, SOME BROKEN OFF, OTHERS WITH THEIR TOPS BENT TO THE GROUND. IN THAT TANGLE WERE THREE MORE WOUNDED WHO WERE HAZARDOUS TO EXTRICATE BECAUSE OF THE WEIGHT OF THE TREES AND THE RUNNING WATER. THERE ALSO WERE TWO HORSES WHICH HAD BEEN HITCHED TO A WAGON THAT HAD PULLED UNDER THE TREES AT THE TIME OF THE ALERT. BOTH ANIMALS LAY DEAD AND SPLATTERED ABOUT. THERE WERE FOUR MORE BOMB CRATERS IN THE AREA, MANY MORE MANGLED TREES, AND POOLS OF BLOODY WATER. WITH SUPREME EFFORT THE DEAD AND INJURED WERE REMOVED FROM THAT LOCATION TO THE ROAD.

CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN CAME UP TO ME, “FATHER, ONE OF THE PROTESTANT CHAPLAINS HAS BEEN KILLED AND THE OTHERS WANT YOU TO COME OVER HERE.” I WENT WITH JOHN TO THE SITE WHERE CHAPLAIN KOSKAMP LAY. CHAPLAINS MOORE, CURTIS, AND STONESIFER WERE WORKING OVER HIM AND HAD JUST IDENTIFIED HIM. HIS FACE WAS CHARRED AND WHEN FIRST THE CROSS WAS NOTICED ON HIS SHIRT-COLLAR, THEY HAD SAID, “OH, IT’S FATHER CAVANAUGH.”

“NO, IT ISN’T FATHER CAVANAUGH,” SAID JOHN MADDEN. “HE 
IS OVER THERE GIVING THE LAST RITES TO THE WOUNDED.”

“WELL, PLEASE ASK HIM TO COME OVER HERE,” THEY SAID.

AS I STOOPED TO ANOINT HIM THE MARK OF THE OILY CROSS ON HIS SOOT-COVERED FOREHEAD WHERE I HAD ALREADY DONE SO WAS PLAINLY VISIBLE.






----------------------
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“I was put in charge and it never occurred to me that I was senior chaplain until I reached down for a dog tag. When I held it in my hand I read, ‘Rowland A. Koskamp.’I dropped it on his chest and took hold of the left side of his shirt collar. There was the cross! I looked into the face and surely enough there was Chaplain Rowland A. Koskamp! --

I had the personal belongings of twenty-four officers who had been killed. --

Twenty-four officers were killed the first day. We heard that five died the next day. Three Germans also were killed.






-----------------------

THE FOLLOWING ARE PORTIONS OF TWO DOCUMENTS OBTAINED FROM THE 

NATIONAL ARCHIVES

-----------------------

SECRET

EXTRACT

AIR INTELLIGENCE SUMMARY NO. 76 FOR WEEK ENDING 22 APRIL, 1945



INDUSTRIAL TARGETS

NUREMBERG:


THE MARSHALLING YARD, THE SIEMENS ELECTRICAL PLANT, THE M.A.N.WORKS, AND GAS WORKS WERE ALL TARGETS FOR EIGHTH AIR FORCE HERE ON 5 APRIL WHEN 309 B-17S UNLOADED OVER 900 TONS, AND PHOTOS SHOW MOST OF THE BOMBS TO HAVE FALLEN IN THE SOUTHERN PART OF THE TOWN DAMAGING ALL THESE ESTABLISHMENTS.

THE SIEMENS WERKS SUFFERED THE MOST SEVERE DAMAGED, WITH FIVE LARGE WORKSHOPS AND SEVEN MAIN SHOPS IN THE ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT PLANT, DAMAGED SEVERLY.

-------------------------------

CONFIDENTIAL

10 APRIL 1945

IMMEDIATE INTERPRETATION REPORT NO. K. A223
LOCALITY: NUREMBERG



A. MAIN RAILWAY STATION AND GOODS YARD.



B. RAILWAY MARSHALLING YARD.



C. RAILWAY WORKSHOPS.



D. SOUTH STATION AND GOODS DEPOT.



E. ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT WORKS OF SIEMENS, 

   


SCHUCKERTWERKE A.C.



F. TRANSFORMER WORKS OF SIEMENS SCHUCKERTWERKE A.G. 

G. M.A.M. WORKS.



H. GAS WORKS.



I. TOWN.

PERIOD COVERED: BETWEEN 1030 A HRS. ON 21 MAR 1945





 AND 1500 B HRS. ON 9 APR 45.

ATTACK:




DATE 
S.A.

REPORTED WEATHER
U.S. 8TH AIR FORCE
5 APRIL 1945
3506
  8/10 CLOUD TO CLEAR

PROVISIONAL STATEMENT ON DAMAGE:


MOST OF THE BOMBS FELL IN THE SOUTHERN PART OF THE TOWN AND ALL THE PLACES LISTED ABOVE HAVE BEEN DAMAGED. MANY RAIL TRACKS WERE OBSTRUCTED BY CRATERS BUT AT THE TIME OF PHOTOGRAPHY, 4 DAYS AFTER THE ATTACK, REPAIRS ARE ALMOST COMPLETE. LARGE NUMBERS OF LABOURERS ARE SEEN WORKING ON THE FEW CRATERS LEFT IN THE MAIN YARDS. THE HEAVIEST DAMAGE IS SEEN WORKING ON THE FEW CRATERS LEFT IN THE MAIN YARDS. THE HEAVIEST DAMAGE IS SEEN IN THE TWO WORKS BELONGING TO SIEMENS SCHUCKERTWERKE A.G. FIVE LARGE WORKSHOPS IN THE TRANSFORMER WORKS AND SEVEN MAIN SHOPS IN THE ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT SHOPS ARE SEVERLY DAMAGED.

(FOLLOWING LISTS THE LOCATIONS A - I, SEEM ABOVE AND THE DAMAGE OBSERVED.)

FOR EXAMPLE -



I. TOWN


MUCH NEW DAMAGE IS SEEN TO BUSINESS/RESIDENTIAL PROPERTY IN THE SOUTHERN HALF OF THE TOWN BUT THERE ARE NO LARGE AREAS OF NEW DEVASTATION AS THE BOMBS HAVE FALLEN IN ALREADY SEVERLY DAMAGE DISTRICTS. INDUSTRIAL PREMISES IMMEDIATELY WEST OF THE MAIN STATION GOOD YARD ARE SEVERLY DAMAGED.

(Father Cavanaugh’s manuscript continues)

WITHIN AN HOUR AFTER THE BOMBING THE GUARDS GATHERED THE LIVING TOGETHER AND MARCHED THEM OFF - A COLUMN OF FOUR HUNDRED. FIFTEEN OF US STAYED TO CARE FOR THE WOUNDED AND THE DEAD, THREE DOCTORS, FOUR CHAPLAINS, AND SEVEN LINE OFFICERS. THE WOUNDED NEEDED OUR ATTENTION FIRST. A TRUCK AND TRAILER CAME FROM NUREMBERG AND TRANSPORTED AS MANY AS COULD BE CARRIED IN ONE LOAD TO A GERMAN HOSPITAL. SOME GERMAN RED CROSS WOMEN CAME WITH SYRETTES OF MORPHINE AND STERILE BANDAGES TO ADMINISTER WHAT FIRST AID THEY COULD. LATER TWO MORE OPEN TRUCKS ARRIVED FROM THE BRITISH PRISONER OF WAR HOSPITAL TO REMOVE THE WOUNDED. WITH THEM CAME 

CAPTAIN FRANK R. LAUVETZ OF OMAHA, NEBRASKA, WHO HAD BEEN WITH US FOR A FEW WEEKS AT HAMMELBURG BEFORE BEING TRANSFERRED TO NUREMBERG TO DO MEDICAL WORK. HE HAD BROUGHT SPLINTS, LITTERS, AND BANDAGES. WE LOADED THE TRUCKS WITH THE MOST SERIOUSLY WOUNDED. SOME TWENTY OR MORE INJURED MEN STILL REMAINED. WE GATHERED THEM TOGETHER IN A GRASSY SPOT, COVERED THEM WITH BLANKETS AND TRIED TO MAKE THEM COMFORTABLE AS POSSIBLE.

WE FINALLY TURNED TO THE DEAD. TWENTY-FOUR BODIES WERE LINED UP IN ORDERLY ROWS ON THE GRASS, IDENTIFIED, AND TAGGED. CHAPLAINS MOORE, CURTIS AND STONESIFER DID THE GRAVES REGISTRATION WORK HERE; THEY REMOVED BILLFOLDS AND KEEPSAKES THAT THE MEN HAD HAD ON THEIR PERSONS AND MADE A RECORD OF THEIR DEATHS.

ALL THIS TIME THE AMMUNITION FACTORY AND DUMPS KEPT BLAZING VIOLENTLY. COLUMNS OF BLACK SMOKE ROSE INTO THE SKY; THUNDERING EXPLOSIONS OF CHEMICALS INTERRUPTED OUR WORK AND TERRORIZED US. OCCASIONALLY FRAGMENTS FROM THE EXPLOSIVES LANDED NEAR US.

AFTER FOUR O’CLOCK ANOTHER TRUCK CAME TO REMOVE THE SCORE OR MORE OF LESS SERIOUSLY WOUNDED. WE COMBED THE BOMBED AREA FOR THE LAST TIME TO MAKE SURE THAT NO ONE WAS MISSED. TWO CARDBOARD BOXES THE SIZE OF BUSHEL BASKETS WERE FILLED WITH HUMAN PARTS, LEGS, FEET, ARMS AND CHUNKS OF FLESH. WE PLACE THESE NEAR THE ROWS OF DEAD THAT THEY MIGHT HAVE PROPER BURIAL.

OUR WORK WAS DONE. FOR THE FIRST TIME WE REALIZED HOW FATIGUED WE WERE. UNTEROFFICER BERGMAN, A SERGEANT OF THE GUARDS, ASKED ME FOR A CIGARETTE. “YES, HERE, TAKE ALL YOU WANT, BUT GET ME A DRINK OF WATER.” I HANDED HIM AN OPENED PACK OF CIGARETTES AND SLUMPED TO THE GROUND. BERGMAN SOON BROUGHT THE WATER AND REVIVED ME. HE SAT DOWN ON THE GRASS BESIDE ME AND WE LOOKED OVER THE SCENE OF CARNAGE. EACH OF US FOUND NO WORDS TO SAY. ONE OF THE DOCTORS CAME OVER, “WHAT ABOUT THE BURIAL OF OUR DEAD?” “WE ARE TOO WEAK TO DIG GRAVES,” I SAID. “BESIDES, THIS IS NO PLACE FOR EVEN A TEMPORARY CEMETERY.”

SOME CIVILIANS CAME TO MAKE ARRANGEMENTS FOR THE FUNERAL. THEY ASSURED US THAT OUR DEAD WOULD BE GIVEN A REVERENT BURIAL. NEXT DAY SOME AMERICAN PRISONERS WHO WERE IN THE AREA BURIED THEM IN SUDFRIEDHOF CEMETERY IN NUREMBERG.

LT. JAMES A. SAILER OF CINCINNATI WAS WITH A COLUMN OF EX-HAMMELBURGERS AND AIR CORPS PRISONERS WHO WERE MARCHED OUT OF STALAG LUFT 3. THIS STALAG WAS NOT MORE THAN TWO MILES FROM THE SCENE OF THE BOMBING AND THE KRIEGIES HAD NOT MARCHED FAR WHEN THE MIDDAY RAID TOOK PLACE. THEY TIMED ITS DURATION AT FORTY-FIVE MINUTES. SOME OF THEM SAID THAT IT WAS THE HEAVIEST RAID THEY HAD EVER WITNESSED. PROBABLY SOME OF THE ATTACKS ON THE RUHR DISTRICT AND BERLIN WERE HEAVIER IN POINT OF NUMBER OF PLANES USED, BUT THIS STRATEGIC RAID ON NUREMBERG AT HIGH NOON ON APRIL 5TH MAY WELL HAVE HAD MORE AMERICANS CLOSE TO THE SIDELINES THAN ANY OTHER RAID.

AT FIVE O’CLOCK WE WEARY AMERICANS WERE GATHERED TOGETHER BY THE SIX GUARDS WHO HAD STAYED WITH US. WE WERE SILENT AND PENSIVE AS WE MOVED AWAY FROM THE ROWS OF DEAD DOWN THE ROAD TO THE SOUTH. CHAPLAINS MOORE AND STONESIFER AND I WALKED ALONG TOGETHER.

“WE THREE HAVE GONE THROUGH MUCH SUFFERING TOGETHER,” REMARKED MARK MOORE. “WE WERE IN THE SAME CLASS IN CHAPLAINS’ SCHOOL, SERVED IN THE SAME DIVISION, WERE CAPTURED AT THE SAME TIME, HAVE BEEN KRIEGIES IN THE SAME CAMPS.”

AFTER A TURN TO THE RIGHT WE REACHED THE AUTOBAHN TO MUNICH AND THE AUSTRIAN FRONTIER, A MAGNIFICENT HIGHWAY FOUR LANES EACH WAY WITH A PARKWAY IN THE MIDDLE. IT WAS ALL BUT DEVOID OF TRAFFIC. TO OUR RIGHT WAS THE HUGE ENGINEERING PROJECT OF THE ANTI-AIRCRAFT SITES BUILT FOR THE DEFENSE OF THE CITY.

THE EVENING WAS CLEAR AND WARM AS WE PULLED OUR TIRED FEET ALONG. FOUR TIMES WE TOOK TO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD AT THE SOUND OF PLANES APPROACHING, FRIGHTENED AT THE DANGER OF STRAFING.

TWO OPEN TRUCKS SPED SOUTH, PILED HIGH WITH HOUSEHOLD GOODS, MATTRESSES AND BEDDING, ON TOP OF THE CHATTELS, CLUNG A DOZEN NUNS WITH THEIR WIMPLES FLAPPING IN THE WIND. HAD THEIR CONVENT BEEN BOMBED OUT? OR WERE THEY DRIVEN BY PENURY AND THREAT OF STARVATION TO SEEK REFUGE ELSEWHERE?

WHATEVER THE OCCASION FOR THIS UNCONVENTIONAL MOVEMENT OF A NUNNERY AT THE HOUR OF VESPERS ACROSS OUR PATH THERE FLASHED A GLIMPSE OF ONE OF THE MINOR TRAGEDIES IN THE VAST CATASTROPHE OF EUROPE.

AFTER THREE HOURS OF VERY SLOW WALKING, THE LAST HOUR THROUGH A WOODED AREA ON A WAGON RAIL, WE ARRIVED AT THE BARNS OF FEUCHT. A CUP OF COFFEE WAS ALL THAT I WANTED. THEN I THREW MYSELF ON A BED OF STRAW AND FELL ASLEEP - OH BLESSED SLEEP, AFTER THE HARROWING EXPERIENCES OF THAT DAY.

CHAPTER TEN

BAVARIAN TRAIL OF AMERICAN TIN CANS

FEUCHT IS A MODERNIZED TOWN WITH SHOPS, STORES, FACTORIES AND APARTMENT BUILDINGS. LYING, AS IT DOES, A FEW KILOMETERS DIRECTLY SOUTH OF NUREMBERG, I SUPPOSE IT COULD BE CALLED A SUBURB OF THAT CITY. THE SHED WHERE OUR COMPANY WAS LODGED FOR THE NIGHT WAS NOT A CATTLEBARN BUT A STORE HOUSE FOR HIGHWAY CONSTRUCTION MACHINES. IT WAS RATHER NEW AND CLEAN, AND WHAT LITTLE STRAW THERE WAS TO BED DOWN THE FLOOR CAME FROM BAILS THAT WERE STACKED TO THE SIDE. THIS SHED WAS SET BACK ABOUT FORTY YARD IN A NARROW ALLEY ONTO WHICH OPENED THE DOORS OF POORER CLASS FAMILY DWELLINGS.

WHEN I AWOKE FROM THE HEAVY AND BLESSED DREAMLESS SLEEP, FOLLOWING THE BOMBING, IT WAS ALREADY LIGHT. IN THE ALLEY GERMAN CHILDREN MINGLED WITH THE KRIEGIES. ALREADY AND BEGGING HAD ALREADY BEGUN. SOME KRIEGIES HAD EVEN SUCCEEDED IN BEGUILING THE HAUSFRAUS ALONG THE ALLEY TO INVITE THEM INTO THEIR KITCHENS FOR BREAKFAST. WHERE THE ALLEY OPENED INTO THE PUBLIC STREET TWO GUARDS WERE POSTED. BUT THEY WERE EITHER TOO DISHEARTENED OR TOO KINDHEARTED TO KEEP THE KRIEGIES WITHIN THE CONFINES OF THE ALLEY.

 BY BRIBERY, PERSUASION, OR GUILE AMERICANS WERE GETTING PAST THE GUARDS AND “OPERATING” IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD FOR FOOD. “I’M HUNGRY,” I SAID TO JOHN MADDEN AND NORMAN SMOLKA IN THE SHED.”HAVE YOU ANYTHING IN YOUR BOXES? I LOST ALL THE FOOD I WAS CARRYING AT NUREMBERG.” JOHN AND SMOLKY SHARED SOME OF THEIR FOOD WITH ME AND WE SAT ON THE FLOOR DRINKING COFFEE AND EATING CHEESE SANDWICHES WHILE I ANSWERED ALL THEIR QUESTIONS AND TOLD THEM WHAT HAD HAPPENED AFTER THEY LEFT THE SPOT WHERE WE HAD SAT DOWN TOGETHER THE NOON BEFORE.

THE FEW OF US WHO HAD REMAINED BEHIND WHEN THE GERMANS MARCHED OFF THE MASS OF PRISONERS HAD WHAT DEFINITE INFORMATION WAS AVAILABLE ON AMERICAN CASUALTIES OF THE BOMBING. CHAPLAIN MARK MOORE AND MADE AN ACCURATE LIST OF THE DEAD, AND I HAD SUCCEEDED IN COMPILING A PARTIAL LIST OF THE WOUNDED THAT WERE TAKEN TO THE GERMAN AND BRITISH HOSPITALS. 

THE FIRST TRUCK HAD GONE BEFORE WE THOUGHT OF DRAWING UP A ROSTER; HENCE OUR LISTING OF THAT LOAD WAS MADE FROM MEMORY AND THERE PROBABLY WERE OTHERS WHO ESCAPED OUR NOTICE BEFORE BEING CARRIED AWAY. TWENTY-FOUR AMERICANS AND THREE GERMANS WERE PICKED UP DEAD. BETWEEN FORTY AND FIFTY WERE TAKEN TO HOSPITALS IN MORE OR LESS SERIOUS CONDITION. PROBABLY FIFTY OTHERS, WHILE STILL ABLE TO WALK, HAD MINOR CUTS AND BRUISES. I SPENT MOST OF THE MORNING DISCUSSING THE BOMBING AND SHOWING THE LIST OF DEAD AND WOUNDED TO GROUPS IN THE SHED.

A FEW BLOCKS AWAY THERE WAS A DISPENSARY WHERE THOSE WHO DESIRED THE ATTENTION OF A DOCTOR COULD BE TREATED. SOME RETURNED WITH THEIR HEADS OR HANDS IN CLEAN WHITE BANDAGES.

BY NOON IT BECAME EVIDENT THAT THE GERMANS WERE IN A QUANDARY AS TO WHAT TO DO WITH US. THE ORIGINAL PLAN WAS THAT WE WERE TO BE IMPRISONED AT ONE OF THE TWO AMERICAN COMPOUNDS JUST A MILE OR TWO SOUTH OF THE SITE WHERE WE WERE BOMBED, BUT THESE LAGERS WERE BEING EVACUATED AND THE PRISONERS MARCHED OUT ON THE COUNTRY ROADS IN COLUMNS LIKE OUR OWN. WITH THE RUSSIANS CLOSING IN TO THE NORTHEAST AND THE AMERICAN AND BRITISH FORCES TO THE NORTHWEST THE ONLY DIRECTION OPEN WAS THE SOUTH. 

THE REASON FOR THE DELAY IN MOVING US I DO NOT KNOW, NOR WAS THERE ANY INFORMATION AVAILABLE AS TO HOW SOON WE WOULD BE ON THE MARCH AGAIN. SIGNS OF THE IMMINENT DEBACLE OF THE NAZI REGIME AND NATIONAL CHAOS APPEARED IN THE UTTERLY FORLORN FACES OF THE GUARDS AND THE CONCILIATORY TREATMENT BESTOWED ON US BY THEIR OFFICERS. THE TRUCK WAS DISPATCHED TO THE PRISON AREA NEAR NUREMBERG TO FETCH US RED CROSS FOOD PACKAGES. TOWARD EVENING WE EACH RECEIVED A FULL BOX AND PART OF ANOTHER. THESE ARRIVED JUST AFTER WE HAD BEEN SERVED A SUBSTANTIALLY THICK SOUP OF POTATOES AND MEAT FROM A WASHTUB IN THE ALLEY. CIVILIANS WERE ANXIOUS TO TRADE BREAD AND OTHER SOLID FOOD FOR CIGARETTES AND COFFEE. A BLACK MARKET FLOURISHED AT THE ENTRANCE TO THE ALLEY AND, WHEN THAT BECAME CAME TOO EMBARRASSING TO THE GUARDS, OVER THE WOODEN FENCES ALONG THE SIDE STREETS.

SOMETIME DURING THE DAY THE AMERICANS REORGANIZED AND COMPILED NEW ROSTERS OF OUR NUMBERS. COL. CAVENDER WAS INJURED IN THE BOMBING AND WAS NO LONGER WITH US. IN HIS PLACE, COL. PALMER, PARATROOPER, TOOK OVER THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF SENIOR AMERICAN OFFICER. COL. THOMPSON, OUR COMPANY LEADER, HAD ALSO DROPPED OUT. MAJOR SANDA HELMS MOVED UP FROM PLATOON LEADER TO COMPANY COMMANDER. IN OUR SQUAD OF EIGHT MEN, LT. JOHN LOSH WAS THE ONLY MAN MISSING.

DARKNESS CAME ON AND ALL FIRES THAT HAD BEEN BUILT IN THE ALLEY OR THE YARDS WERE ORDERED EXTINGUISHED. IT WAS STILL UNDECIDED WHETHER WE WOULD MOVE ON OR REMAIN IN FEUCHT FOR ANOTHER NIGHT. WE ALL WERE SATISFIED TO SLEEP OUT THE SECOND NIGHT IN THE SAME SHEDS.

ON SATURDAY MORNING, APRIL 7, THE GERMANS MADE UP THEIR MINDS TO MOVE US SOUTHWARD. IN THE MORNING THEY BROUGHT US A TUB OF HOT WATER WITH WHICH WE MADE COFFEE IN INDIVIDUAL CUPS AND BREAKFASTED FROM OUR RED CROSS BOXES. BY NOON OUR REORGANIZED COLUMN, REDUCED IN ROUND NUMBERS FROM 500 TO 400 PRISONERS OF WAR, WAS ON THE ROAD AGAIN.

WE WENDED LEISURELY UNDER CLEAR SKIES ON UNFREQUENTED ROADS, PASSED SCATTERED FARM HOUSES ALONG THE WOODED HILLS. THE TERRAIN SLANTED GENTLY UPWARD. WE WERE IN THE FRANKISCHE ALB, A LONG RANGE THAT REACHES OUT ACROSS BAVARIA LIKE A FINGER FROM THE SWISS ALPS. AS WE RAMBLED ALONG WE REALIZED THAT WE WERE NOT THE FIRST COLUMN OF PRISONERS OF WAR TO PASS THIS WAY. EVERY FEW KILOMETERS ALONG OTHERWISE CLEAN AND RUBBISHLESS ROADSIDES WERE SCATTERED FOR SEVERAL HUNDRED YARDS SARDINE CANS, CHEESE BOXES, MILK TINS, CHOCOLATE AND CIGARETTE WRAPPERS FROM AMERICA. WE RESTED PERIODICALLY UNDER COVER OF WOODS AND STREWED SOME MORE DEBRIS ALONG THE TRAIL AS WE “BASHED” THE CONTENTS OF RED CROSS BOXES AND DISCARDED THE TIN CANS. SIXTEEN KILOMETERS WERE PACED OFF FROM FEUCHT TO BUCH WHERE AN OLD BARN ALMOST BURSTING WITH HAY WAS COMMANDEERED FOR US.

THE SLEEPING QUARTERS WERE RATHER CROWDED, BUT THE BARN WAS IN A CENTRAL LOCATION IN BUCH WHERE TRADING WITH THE CIVILIAN POPULATION WAS FAVORABLE. I FOUND JIM KEOUGH OF PHILADELPHIA SITTING ON THE FLOOR OF THE BARN WITH A FAR AWAY LOOK IN HIS FACE. “FATHER, DO YOU WANT SOME BREAD?” HE UNSELFISHLY ASKED ME. “HOW MUCH HAVE YOU GOT, JIM?”

“PLENTY! I MADE SOME GOOD TRADES TONIGHT AND DID WELL. COME ON, FATHER, HAVE SOME GOOD CIVILIAN BREAD.” AND HE PULLED OUT A LARGE ROUND LOAF OF WHOLE WHEAT BREAD. WITH SOME JELLY HE HAD WE MADE SANDWICHES AND IN THE DANK CORNER OF THE BARN TALKED ABOUT OUR BUDDY, JOHN LOSH. PERHAPS IT WAS THAT DAY THAT JOHNNY DIED.

WE QUIT BUCH ON SUNDAY MORNING AT SIX O’CLOCK. IT WAS THE FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EASTER AND I HAD HOPED WE MIGHT STAY IN THE TOWN LONG ENOUGH TO ARRANGE A MASS. THERE WAS A SLIGHT HAZE IN THE ATMOSPHERE AND A LIGHT FROST ON THE GROUND THIS CRISP, CHILLY MORNING. WE PASSED A FEW PEOPLE TRUDGING ALONG THE ROADS ON THEIR WAY TO MASS. FARTHER OUT IN THE HILLS FAMILIES IN HORSE DRAWN BUGGIES WERE RIDING TO CHURCH. ACROSS THE FIELDS WE SAW THE SPIRES OF DISTANT CHURCHES POINTING UP FROM THE DEPRESSIONS IN THE LANDSCAPE AND WE HEARD THE CHURCH BELLS RINGING THE HOUR OF MASS.

WE RESTED FOR FORTY-FIVE MINUTES IN A SCRAGGY WOODS FOR BREAKFAST. SMOLKY, MADDEN AND I ATE SARDINE SANDWICHES AND RAW ONIONS, A RATHER SATISFYING BREAKFAST. WE REACHED A PLATEAU WHERE THE VILLAGES WERE FEW AND WIDELY SCATTERED. THERE WERE CLUMPS OF FOREST THROUGH WHICH RAN WAGON TRAILS. ALONG THEM WERE THROWN AMERICAN TIN CANS, AS YET UNRUSTED BY RAINS; THEY REMINDED US AGAIN THAT OTHER COLUMNS OF KRIEGIES WERE NOT FAR AHEAD OF US.

AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK WE CAME DOWN INTO THE TOWN OF SELIGENPORTEN, IN WHICH THERE IS AN ANCIENT CISTERCIAN MONASTERY AND A MORE RECENT ABBEY-CHURCH. WE HALTED FOR A FEW MINUTES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE VILLAGE. I PRAYED THAT ACCOMMODATIONS MIGHT BE FOUND FOR US HERE SO THAT WE COULD HAVE MASS IN THE BEAUTIFUL CHURCH. INSTEAD WE MOVED ON FOR THREE KILOMETERS OUT INTO THE COUNTRY TO A FARM WHICH BELONGED TO THE SAME MONKS. ON THIS FARM WAS THE LARGEST BARN WE HAD SEEN, SO LARGE THAT IN THE HAYLOFT THERE WAS AMPLE ROOM FOR 400 OF US TO SLEEP. BESIDE THE BARN WERE FOUR SMALL DWELLINGS AND A VERY TINY CHURCH.

“FATHER, DID YOU SEE THE CHURCH? CAN WE HAVE MASS? TODAY IS SUNDAY.”

I VISITED THE LITTLE BUILDING SET APART ON A KNOLL TO SEE IF IT WERE EQUIPPED FOR MASS. THE CHAPEL WAS DEDICATED TO THE MYSTERY OF THE SCOURGING OF CHRIST AT THE PILLAR. OVER THE ALTER WAS A GRACELESS STATUE OF CHRIST CHAINED TO THE PILLAR. ALONG THE SIDE WALLS WERE ABOUT TWO DOZEN EIGHT-BY-TEN INCH DRAWINGS, ALL OF THE SCOURGING. EACH WAS DATED WITH THE YEAR OF ITS ERECTION, RUNNING BACK TO THE SEVENTEEN HUNDREDS - VOTIVE OFFERINGS OF PIOUS PEOPLE. THE SANCTUARY WAS VERY SMALL. ON EITHER SIDE OF THE NARROW AISLE WERE FIVE PEWS THAT WOULD SEAT THREE PEOPLE EACH. A VESTING TABLE WAS ON ONE SIDE OF THE FRONT DOOR AND A CONFESSIONAL ON THE OTHER.

“WELL, WE CAN’T GET THEM ALL IN HERE,” SAID TED GORNEY WHO WAS WITH ME.

“THE LATE COMERS CAN STAND OUTSIDE. THEY MAY LEARN TO COME EARLY FOR MASS.”

EVERYTHING NECESSARY FOR MASS WAS THERE EXCEPT THE WINE AND HOSTS. HAUPTMAN MINNER, A CATHOLIC OF THE GUARD COMPANY, WHO WAS BECOMING FRIENDLIER SINCE I ANOINTED HIS FRIEND HAUPTMAN STAMMERL, SAID HE WOULD CONTACT THE MONKS AT THE ABBEY IN SELIGENPORTEN. HAPPILY A CISTERCIAN BROTHER WAS ON THE FARM FETCHING A WAGON LOAD OF POTATOES AND HE PROMISED TO SEND SOME WINE AND HOSTS FROM THE MONASTERY FOR MASS.

“TELL HIM WE WANT TO HAVE MASS THIS AFTERNOON, SUNDAY.” I TOLD MINNER, TO MAKE SURE THE GOOD BROTHER UNDERSTOOD THE URGENCY.

LATE IN THE AFTERNOON A MONK IN HIS WHITE HABIT WITH BLACK SCAPULAR AND WALKING STICK WAS SIGHTED COMING UP THE DUSTY ROAD TO THE FARM HE BROUGHT WITH HIM THE WINE AND HOSTS FOR THE MASS I CELEBRATED AT SIX O’CLOCK THAT EVENING. FATHER THEOBALD KNELT IN THE SANCTUARY AND THE MEN PACKED THE CHURCH EVEN TO OVERFLOWING. 

IT WAS A DEVOTIONAL MASS AND I SAID A FEW WORDS ON THE GOSPEL OF THE DAY - THE APPEARANCE OF CHRIST TO THE APOSTLES ON THE EVENING OF THE FIRST EASTER AND HIS GREETING TO THEM, “PEACE BE TO YOU.”

THAT EVENING WE LEARNED WE WERE TO STAY HERE ANOTHER DAY.

“LET’S STAY A WEEK,” WAS MY SUGGESTION.

“LET’S STAY TO THE END OF THE WAR,” SAID LT. SMOLKA. “NOBODY WILL EVER FIND US HERE.”

“YES, THE WAR WILL BE OVER AND WE WON’T KNOW IT,” CAPT. MADDEN SAID.

THE PLACE WAS TRULY A SECLUDED SPOT UP IN THE MOUNTAIN REGION, BUT, AS HAUPTMAN MINNER EXPLAINED TO ME, WE COULD NOT STAY MANY DAYS IN ONE SPOT BECAUSE OF THE FOOD PROBLEM. FOUR HUNDRED UNEXPECTED GUESTS WOULD EAT UP THE POTATO SUPPLY OF ANY SMALL VILLAGE EVEN WITH THE SLIM RATIONS WE WERE FED.

THE NEXT MORNING, WE HAD MASS AGAIN AT NINE O’CLOCK. IT WAS THE TRANSFERRED FEAST OF THE ANNUNCIATION. ANNUALLY CELEBRATED ON MARCH 25TH, WHICH THIS YEAR HAPPENED TO BE PALM SUNDAY, THE FEAST WAS POSTPONED UNTIL AFTER THE EASTER OCTAVE. ‘TWAS ANOTHER FEAST OF PEACE AND I PREACHED A SHORT SERMON ON HOW PEACE WAS RESTORED BETWEEN GOD AND MAN BY THE INCARNATION OF HIS DIVINE SON. I URGED THE MEN TO RECEIVE HOLY COMMUNION FOR PEACE, NOT ONLY THE PEACE THAT FOLLOWS THE ORDER TO CEASE FIRE, BUT A JUST AND LASTING PEACE FOR THE WORLD. FATHER THEOBALD WAS PRESENT FROM THE ABBEY. AFTER MASS HE TOLD ME IN LATIN THAT THE FATHER ABBOT WISHED TO INVITE ME TO DINE WITH THE COMMUNITY AT NOON. I LAUGHINGLY THANKED HIM AND THE ABBOT, BUT EXPLAINED THAT I WAS A PRISONER OF WAR AND WOULD NOT TAKE THE CHANCE OF GOING THREE KILOMETERS IN MIDDLE OF THE DAY ALONE. I PICTURED HOW SWEET IT WOULD BE TO EAT IN A RELIGIOUS HOUSE AGAIN AND ON THIS DAY TOO, THE FEAST OF THE ANNUNCIATION.

 I WAS RESIGNING MYSELF TO EATING SOUP OUT OF A TIN CAN WHEN HAUPTMEN MINNER CAME RUNNING UP EXCITEDLY.

“DO YOU WANT TO GO TO THE MONASTERY FOR DINNER?”

“OF COURSE I DO,” I SMILED.

“I WILL GO WITH YOU AS YOUR GUARD.”

“FINE, I’LL GO.”

I QUICKLY GOT TOGETHER SOME CLEANING EQUIPMENT. I SHAVED, WASHED MY HEAD, AND TRIED TO CLEAN MY DIRTY CLOTHES AND SHOES. FOR THE FIRST TIME I BECAME EMBARRASSED AT MY FILTHINESS. WALKING MUD ROADS, SLEEPING IN BARNS, EATING IN AWKWARD SITUATIONS, NOT TO MENTION THE SOOT FROM THE SMOKEY JOES THAT STILL SLUNG TO US, ALL CONSPIRED TO MAKE US FEEL AT HOME WITH TRAMPS AND VAGRANTS. NOW SUDDENLY T BE INVITED TO DINE IN A MONASTERY - THE VERY THOUGHT OF WHICH SUGGESTS CLEANLINESS - FILLED ME WITH SHAME. I SCRUBBED HARD, BUT WAS NOT TOO SUCCESSFUL IN MY EFFORTS. IN SPITE OF MY SQUALID APPEARANCE I SET OFF FOR THE CISTERCIAN ABBEY WITH HAUPTMAN MINNER IN THE SPRING SUNSHINE.

“HEY, FATHER, WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” SOME SOLICITOUS KRIEGIE CALLED TO ME DOWN THE ROAD.

“I’LL BE BACK. DON’T WORRY ABOUT ME.”

AT THE DOOR OF THE CHURCH FATHER THEOBALD MET US AND SHOWED US THE NEW ABBEY-CHURCH AND THE OLD CLOISTER WHERE CISTERCIAN NUNS HAD SUNG THE MIDNIGHT PRAISES OF THE LORD AS LONG AGO AS THE THIRTEENTH CENTURY. THE PART OF THE BUILDING ONCE OCCUPIED BY THE NUNS WAS NOW AN HISTORIC RELIC PROTECTED BY A GOVERNMENT COMMITTEE FOR THE PRESERVATION OF HISTORICAL MONUMENTS.

WE ENTERED THE MONKS’ CLOISTER AND PRECEDED TO FATHER ABBOT’S ROOM. HIS DESK WAS PILED HIGH WITH LETTERS, HIS TABLE WITH MAGAZINES AND PAPERS, AND HE WALLS WITH SHELVES OF BOOKS. THE ABBOT WAS AN ASCETIC LOOKING PRIEST WITH BLACK BEARD. I TOLD HIM I HAD TO COME ALL THE WAY ACROSS GERMANY TO MAKE MY FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH A CISTERCIAN ABBOT. I EXPLAINED IN LATIN HOW PLEASED I WAS TO COME AND HOW KIND OF HAUPMAN MINNER TO BRING ME.

“BONUM ET JUCUNDUM EST HABTARE FRATRES IN UNUM,” SAID THE ABBOT.(BEHOLD HOW GOOD AND HOW SWEET IT IS TO LIVE AS BROTHERS IN UNITY)

(*) SEE APPENDIX: L.MARTIN JONES LETTER

FATHER THEOBALD SPOKE LATIN FLUENTLY; FATHER ABBOT HAD SOME DIFFICULTY BUT MANAGED TO REMEMBER SOME VERSES FROM THE PSALMS. I EXPLAINED THAT I WAS AN AMERICAN JESUIT PRIEST.

“QUOMDO CANTABIMUS CANTICUM DOMINI IN TERRA ALIENA.” (HOW WILL WE SING A SONG TO THE LORD IN A FOREIGN LAND)

THAT I HAD BEEN A PRISONER AT BAD ORB AND AT HAMMELBURG WHERE WE WERE LIBERATED FOR A SHORT TIME.

“LAQUEUS CONTRITUS EST, ET NOS LIBERATI SUMUS.”

(THE TRAP IS DESTROYED AND WE ARE FREE)

THAT WE HAD BEEN WALKING FOR TWO WEEKS FROM HAMMELBURG.

“BEATI IMMACULATIIN VIA.”(BLESSED ARE THE PURE AS THEY TRAVEL THEIR WAY)

THAT WE HAD LOST TWENTY-SEVEN MEN IN A BOMBING.

“REQUIESCANT IN PACE.” (MAY THEY REST IN PEACE)

THUS IT WENT ON. THE BENIGN OLD MAN HAD A QUOTATION FOR EVERY TOPIC. THEN WE WENT TO DINNER. TWELVE OF US SAT AT THE T-SHAPED TABLE, SIX BROTHERS, THREE ON EITHER SIDE OF THE STEM; THE ABBOT, THE THREE CISTERCIAN PRIESTS, HAUPTMAN MINNER AND I ON THE CROSS-BAR.

REMEMBER IT WAS A FEAST DAY, A DAY OF SPECIAL MEALS IN EVERY RELIGIOUS COMMUNITY. AFTER FATHER THEOBALD READ THE GOSPEL OF THE DAY IN LATIN, THE ABBOT SAID, “DEO GRATIAS” (THANKS BE TO GOD) AND WE BEGAN A CROSS FIRE OF CONVERSATION IN LATIN, GERMAN AND ENGLISH. MINNER COULD NOT UNDERSTAND THE LATIN, I FAILED TO GRASP THE GERMAN, AND THE MONKS MISSED THE ENGLISH. HOWEVER WE ENJOYED OURSELVES. FIRST A BROTHER BROUGHT IN A LARGE TUREEN OF POTATO SOUP, THE LIKE OF WHICH WE HAD BEEN SERVED DAILY. BUT TO SIT AT A CLEAN TABLE AND EAT FROM PORCELAIN DISHES MADE THE SOUP TASTE MUCH BETTER THAN HAVING IT DUMPED INTO A TIN CAN FROM AND IRON POT AND EATEN AT THE EDGE OF A BARNYARD. THEN CAME A SMALL PORTION OF ROAST PORK, BOILED POTATOES AND CARROTS. THERE WAS A SLICE OF BREAD FOR EACH AT HIS PLACE AT TABLE. NO DESERT, NO WINE, NO COFFEE, NOT EVEN A GLASS OF WATER. 

YET FOR ALL MY DUBIOUSLY MERITORIOUS FASTING OF THE PAST MONTHS, IT WAS MORE THAN I COULD EAT. IT PROVED WHAT I HAD BEEN TELLING MY FELLOW STARVELINGS FOR SEVERAL MONTHS, “IT’S NOT THE LACK OF FOOD NOW THAT WILL DO US PERMANENT INJURY, BUT THE ABUNDANCE OF GOOD FOOD THAT WILL BE AVAILABLE AFTER WE ARE LIBERATED.”

AT THE CONCLUSION OF THE MEAL, STILL SITTING AT THE TABLE, FATHER ABBOT AND HIS COMMUNITY BID FAREWELL TO US; A STRANGE PLACE, I THOUGHT, TO SAY GOOD-BYE TO GUESTS. WE STOOD UP AT TABLE FOR THE GRACE AFTER MEALS, INSTEAD OF THE LAUDATE, THE ABBOT INTONED THE MISERERE, SLIPPED HIS COWL OVER HIS HEAD AND LED THE PROCESSION OF HIS COMMUNITY INTO THE CHURCH TO SING THE PRAISES OF GOD. HAUPTMAN MINNER AND I STOOD AT OUR PLACES IN THE EMPTY REFECTORY.

“WELL,” HE SHRUGGED HIS SHOULDERS, “SHALL WE O BACK TO THE BARN?”MINNER AND I WALKED OUT OF THE MONASTERY INTO THE WARM SUNSHINE OF THE AFTERNOON. HE WAS AS DELIGHTED WITH THE VISIT AS I WAS. WE BEMOANED TOGETHER THE WICKEDNESS OF THE WORLD AND THE HORRORS OF WAR. HE TOLD ME HOW HE HAD BEEN A SCHOOL TEACHER IN VIENNA AT THE TIME OF HITLER’S RISE TO POWER. EVEN IN 1931 HE FORESAW THE CRISIS THAT THE NATIONAL SOCIALIST PARTY WOULD PRECIPITATE AND SAID, “WE SHALL HAVE ANOTHER WAR.” ASKED ABOUT THE PRESENT SITUATION, HE PREDICTED THAT THE WAR WOULD END IN ABOUT TWO WEEKS; THEN WOULD COME THE COLLAPSE OF THE GERMAN PEOPLE AND CHAOS. HE HAD A CLEAR IDEA OF WHAT THE RUSSIAN VICTORY WOULD MEAN FOR EUROPE.

IN THE SHADOW OF THE BIG BARN THAT AFTERNOON I WAS BOMBARDED WITH QUESTIONS “FATHER, WHERE WERE YOU? DID YOU GET ANYTHING TO EAT? DID YOU ASK THE MONKS FOR SOME BREAD?” I DESCRIBED THE CHURCH, THE ANTIQUITY OF THE NUNNERY, THE CONVERSATION WITH THE ABBOT, AND THE MENU WE HAD FOR DINNER. “I HAD THOUGHT OF ASKING FOR SOME BREAD, BUT WHEN I SAW THE POVERTY OF THE MONKS AND THE SCARCITY OF BREAD, I WAS ASHAMED TO DO SO. AFTER ALL, WE ARE EATING FAIRLY WELL RIGHT NOW AND WON’T BE PRISONERS TOO MUCH LONGER. THINK OF WHAT WE HAVE TO GO HOME TO! BUT THESE PEOPLE WILL CONTINUE TO LIVE ON INADEQUATE RATIONS FOR A LONG TIME TO COME.


WE PASSED OUR SECOND NIGHT IN THE MONKS’ BARN. AFTER BREAKFAST ON TUESDAY WE DEPARTED FOR THE SOUTH.

THE COUNTRYSIDE WAS RUGGED AND SOME HILLS WERE STEEP, BUT OUR PACE WAS POKY AND THE REST PERIODS LONG. ONLY ONCE WERE WE HURRIED AT ALL AND THAT WAS WHEN WE HAD TO CROSS A BALD KNOB ON WHICH WE MIGHT EASILY HAVE BEEN SIGHTED FROM THE AIR. ONCE WE PASSED A CAMP WHERE HITLERJUNGEND WERE IN TRAINING. A CLOSE-UP VIEW REVEALED THEM TO BE MERE BOYS SCARCELY IN THEIR TEENS, AND THEIR INSTRUCTORS SEEMED NOT MUCH OLDER. THEY WERE UNDERGOING MILITARY TRAINING IN THE NAZI TRADITION. POOR KIDS! THEY HAD NEVER KNOWN ANYTHING BUT WAR AND PREPARATION FOR WAR. AND WHAT A LEGACY THEIR GENERATION WAS SO SOON TO INHERIT.

A KILOMETER BEYOND THE CAMP, RESERVATIONS IN SEVERAL BARNS HAD BEEN MADE FOR US. THE GUARD WERE NOT STRATEGICALLY PLACED, SO THAT EXIT TO THE NEIGHBORING HOUSES WAS EASY. I MET A GROUP OF CHILDREN ALONG A BACK STREET AND TRIED TO TALK WITH THEM. IN MY FALTERING GERMAN I TOLD THEM I WAS A PRIEST AND ASKED IF THEY HAD A PASTOR IN ERASBACH. LATER, IN THE GATHERING TWILIGHT I WAS SUMMONED TO THE SAME SPOT BY A CROWD OF TOWNSFOLK, CHILDREN AND THE VILLAGE PRIEST. I TALKED WITH THEM FOR HALF AN HOUR WHILE THE PRIEST INTERPRETED IN LATIN FOR US. BEFORE I LEFT THEM TWO WOMEN BROUGHT ME SOME EGGS, AND AFTER DARK THE PRIEST OF HIS OWN ACCORD ASKED A GUARD TO BRING ME TO HIS HOUSE A BLOCK AWAY. THERE HE SHOWED ME HIS CHURCH AND PRESENTED ME WITH A LARGE SIZED LOAF OF WHEAT BREAD AND A RING OF WUERST.

THE GREAT PROBLEM HE WANTED TO TALK OVER WITH ME WAS THIS. “WHAT SHOULD WE DO WHEN THE AMERICAN FORCES ARRIVE” I TRIED TO ALLAY HIS FEARS OF A BARBARIAN ATTACK. “WHEN THE FIGHTING IS GOING ON, GO TO YOUR CELLARS AND STAY AWAY FROM YOUR CHURCH, FOR VERY OFTEN THE CHURCH STEEPLES ARE USED TO ZERO IN THE GUNS. WHEN THE FORCES COME INTO YOUR TOWN, TREAT THEM CIVIL AND YOU WILL FIND THAT THEY WILL DO YOU NO HARM. IT IS NOT LIKELY THEY WILL ASK FOR MUCH, BUT WHAT THEY ASK, GIVE WILLINGLY.” “WHAT ABOUT OUR WOMEN AND NUNS?” HE ASKED ANXIOUSLY.

 
“THE AMERICAN SOLDIERS WILL NOT HARM YOUR GIRLS AGAINST THEIR WILL,” I ASSURED HIM. “AND YOUR SISTERS NEED NOT FEAR. AMERICANS ARE RESPECTFUL OF RELIGION AND THOSE WHO REPRESENT IT.” HE WAS SO RELIEVED AND SHOWED HIS GRATITUDE BY WHAT HE GAVE ME. I TRUST THAT THE AMERICAN TROOPS WHO SHORTLY ARRIVED AS CONQUERORS LIVED UP TO THE REPUTATION I ESTABLISHED FOR THEM.

ON THE MORNING OF THE 10TH OUR WANDERING COLUMN WENT SOUTH FIFTEEN KILOMETER IN THE RAIN TO KEVENHULL. ON THE WAY WE PASSED THROUGH A WALLED CITY. WITH ITS BATTLELMENTED ARCHWAYS, NARROW COBBLESTONE STREETS, ITS CENTRAL COURTYARD FLANKED BY CLOSELY PACKED STORES AND RESIDENCES, IT LOOKED LIKE A HOLLYWOOD LOCATION FOR A MEDIEVAL DRAMA. ‘SS’TROOPS IN THERE MODERN UNIFORMS SEEMED OUT OF COSTUME. KNIGHTS IN ARMOR AND LADIES IN RUFFLES AND FARTHINGALES WOULD HAVE SEEMED VERY MUCH IN PLACE.

AT KEVENHULL I MET ANOTHER PRIEST, FATHER STROBEL, AND IN COMPANY WITH SERGEANT BERGMAN OF THE GUARDS VISITED HIS HOME. HE GAVE ME A LOAF OF BREAD, SOME SPEC (A KIND OF BACON) AND MOST ACCEPTABLE OF ALL A BAG OF SALT. OUR SQUAD ENJOYED THE EXTRA FOOD.

KEVENHULL WAS A VERY DIRTY VILLAGE. THE HOMES WERE POOR LOOKING AND THE YARDS AND STREETS HAD THAT DINGY APPEARANCE SO CHARACTERISTIC OF THE DAMP, DARK DAYS OF EARLY SPRING. WE STAYED IN THE TOWN FOR TWO NIGHTS.

ON ACCOUNT OF THE OVERCAST THERE WAS NO ACTIVITY IN THE AIR. WE BUILT SMALL FIRES IN THE BARNYARDS TO COOK FOOD FOR OURSELVES. KRIEGIES, IN THEIR CHRONIC SEARCH FOR FOOD, FOUND A NEW SOURCE OF SUPPLY. IN MANY OF THE BAVARIAN BARNS THERE WERE BINS OF GRAIN - WHEAT, MILLET, OATS, AND BLEI. WHAT ITS PURPOSE WAS NO ONE EXACTLY KNEW OR BOTHERED VERY MUCH. POSSIBLY IT WAS SAVED FOR SEED, MAYBE FOR FEEDING LIVESTOCK AND CHICKENS. WHEN THE GRAIN WAS GROUND IN THE FARMER’S POWER MILL (WHICH WE HAD TO OPERATE BY HAND) A MIXTURE OF FLOUR AND CHAFF CAME OUT AT THE BOTTOM. THIS WHOLE GRAIN CEREAL COOKED IN POUND TINS WITH A LITTLE SALT. SUGAR AND POWDERED MILK MADE THE TASTIEST BREAKFAST FOOD WE HAD EVERY EATEN. IN FLAVORING SUCH CULINARY PRODUCTIONS FATHER STROEL’S SALT WAS MOST APPRECIATED. POTATOES TOO WERE AVAILABLE TO THE INQUISITIVE EXPLORERS OF CELLARS AND SHED, WHILE CREATIVE IMAGINATION SUGGESTED WAYS OF PREPARING THEM

FOR SOMETIME NOW THE STRICT CUSTODY OF THE GUARDS WAS SOMEWHAT RELAXED. SOME GUARDS WERE MORE INDIFFERENT THAN OTHERS IN ENFORCING THE REGULATIONS THAT KRIEGIES STAY WITHIN THE LIMITS OF THE BARNYARDS ASSIGNED THEM. PROVIDED AMERICANS DID NOT APPEAR TO BE ENTIRELY CONTEMPTUOUS OF THE REGULATIONS THE GUARD WINKED AT THEIR VISITING THE HOMES OF GERMAN FAMILIES IN PURSUIT OF FOOD. AMERICANS OF COURSE WERE A CURIOSITY TO MOST FAMILIES IN THESE POOR MOUNTAIN VILLAGES AND SOME OF THEM MADE CAPITAL OF THIS TO PROFIT FROM THE HOSPITALITY OF THESE GOOD SIMPLE PEOPLE. THE PEOPLE THEMSELVES WERE GENEROUS; ONLY THEIR POVERTY KEPT THEM FROM GIVING US MORE THAN THEY DID.

IN ONE OF THE BARNYARDS OF KEVENHULL I MET A MIDDLE-AGED FRAU WHO SPOKE A LITTLE ENGLISH. SHE TOLD ME SHE HAD A SON WHO WAS PRISONER OF WAR IN THE UNITED STATES. HE HAD WRITTEN HER THAT HE WAS WELL TAKEN CAR OF AND THAT THE FOOD, SHELTER, LIVING CONDITIONS WERE WHOLESOME. SHE HAD HER DOUBTS ABOUT THE TRUTH OF HIS STATEMENTS. I TOLD HER OF MY OWN EXPERIENCE WITH GERMAN PRISONERS IN ONE OF OUR CAMPS AND ASSURED HER THAT ALL HE SAID WAS TRUE. TEARS CAME TO HER MOTHERLY EYES, TEARS OF JOY THAT HER SON WAS WELL PROVIDED FOR. TO SHOW HER APPRECIATION SHE GAVE ME A LOAF OF BREAD. POOR LITTLE MOTHER! HOW DIFFERENT WAR LOOKS FROM THE POINT OF VIEW OF THE INDIVIDUAL WHOSE LITTLE WORLD IS ENCOMPASSED BY THE CONFINES OF AN OBSCURE VILLAGE AND THE AFFECTIONS OF HUMBLE FAMILY LIFE.

THOUGHT WE NEVER SIGHTED ANOTHER COLUMN OF PRISONERS, THEIR PRESENCE IN THE VICINITY CONTINUED TO MAKE IT EVIDENT BY THE TIN CANS AND FOOD WRAPPERS SCATTERED ALONG THE ROADS. WE HAD FURTHER CONFIRMATION FROM THE AIR-CORPS KRIEGIES WHO WERE ALMOST DAILY JOINING OUR COLUMN. THEY HAD BE IMPRISONED IN STALAG LUFT 3 NEAR NUREMBERG, BUT EVACUATED DURING THE FIRST WEEK IN APRIL. THEY HAD FOUND IT EXCITING TO SLIP PAST THE GUARDS OF THE LARGE BODY OP PRISONERS TO SCROUNGE FOR FOOD IN NEARBY VILLAGES. ONE OF THESE WHO BECAME A FRIEND OF MINE WAS LT. HOWARD FISH OF MINNEAPOLIS. HE HAD BEEN SHOT DOWN OVER VIENNA IN JANUARY AND IN SPITE OF A WOUND IN HIS FOOT, HAD DONE CONSIDERABLE WALKING IN AUSTRIA AND BAVARIA. 

AT KEVENHULL, HE SNEAKED PAST THE GUARDS INTO TOWN WHERE HE MET A POLISH GIRL NAMED ANNA. SHE WAS ONE OF THE MANY POLISH WOMEN WHOM WE SAW DOING HEAVY FARM WORK IN PLACE OF THE GERMAN MEN WHO WERE FIGHTING FOR DER FUEHRER. ANNA WAS TWENTY YEARS OLD AND HAD BEEN A FORCED LABORER FOR ALMOST SIX YEARS. WHILE SHE WAS SURREPTITIOUSLY GETTING LT. FISH SOME FOOD, A COUPLE OF GERMAN OFFICERS CAME NEAR. ANNA HID FISH IN A CUBBY-HOLD WHILE THE OFFICERS STOPPED AT THE HOUSE; THEN AFTER THEY WERE GONE SHE SENT THE AIRMAN OFF WITH A GOOD MEAL AND A LOAF OF BREAD.

ON FRIDAY THE THIRTEENTH WE TRAVELED SIXTEEN KILOMETERS FROM KEVENHULL TO ZELL. STILL IN THE FRANKISCHE ALB WE CLIMBED SOME VERY ROUGH HILLS. MANY KRIEGIES WERE FORCED TO STRAGGLE BEHIND THE COLUMN. EVEN THE WAGON WHICH ALWAYS BROUGHT UP THE REAR HAD DIFFICULTY ON THE SHARP ASCENTS. THE HORSES WERE WEARING OUT AND COULD NOT PULL A LOAD OF WORN-OUT KRIEGIES UP THE HILLS. EVERYONE HAD TO CLIMB ON HIS OWN POWER, BUT BY SLOW STAGES ALL HILLS WERE SUCCESSFULLY SURMOUNTED. SOMETIME DURING THE DAY THE GUARDS BROUGHT US THE NEWS THAT PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT HAD DIED. WE REFUSED TO BELIEVE IT. AT ZELL I MET THE PARISH PRIEST, FATHER XAVER MAYER, WHO TOLD ME THE REPORT WAS TRUE. I BELIEVED HIM AND TOLD HIM WE MUST PRAY FOR THE DEAD PRESIDENT AND FOR HIS SUCCESSOR, MR. HARRY TRUMAN. 

FATHER MAYER WAS PLEASED TO HAVE US OFFER MASS IN HIS CHURCH, AND WE WERE HAPPY TO HAVE THE OPPORTUNITY TO PRAY FOR OUR DEAD COMMANDER IN CHIEF. I ANNOUNCED THE MASS IN ALL THE BARNYARDS WHERE KRIEGIES WERE CONFINED AND INVITED EVERYONE TO THE SERVICE AS A TRIBUTE TO THE LATE PRESIDENT, THE CERTAINTY OF WHOSE DEATH I CONFIRMED IN THE MINDS OF MANY. A LARGE NUMBER TURNED OUT FOR THE MASS. THE CHURCH WAS BIG ENOUGH TO HOLD THEM ALL. FATHER MAYER ASSISTED IN THE SANCTUARY AND MARVELED AT THE DISPLAY OF AMERICAN DEVOTION. AS THERE WAS A SOUP ABOILING IN THE BIG POT I DID NOT DETAIN THEM WITH A LONG SERMON.

WE STAYED TWO NIGHTS IN ZELL. IT RAINED MOST OF SATURDAY, THE FULL DAY WE SPENT THERE. A RAW WIND BLEW FROM THE SOUTH AND CHILLED US, THOUGH WE STILL WORE OUR HEAVY CLOTHES. UNMISTAKABLE PROOF THAT THE GERMANS WERE NOT IN A HURRY TO GET US ANYWHERE WAS THE DESULTORY COURSE OUR JOURNEY HAD RECENTLY TAKEN.

WE WERE MOVED ONLY EVERY OTHER DAY NOW AND FOR COMPARATIVELY SHORT DISTANCES. I RECALLED WHAT HAUPTMAN MINNER HAD TOLD ME ABOUT A LARGE CROWD OF PRISONERS EATING UP THE POTATO SUPPLY OF A VILLAGE. THE CIVILIAN WHO FURNISHED OUR FOOD AT THE ORDER OF THE MILITARY WERE SAID TO HAVE BEEN GIVEN RECEIPTS WHICH COULD BE REDEEMED AT THE NATIONAL BANKS. NO FARMER WAS GULLIBLE ENOUGH TO BELIEVE THAT THE VOUCHERS OF THE TOPPLING NAZI WAR MACHINE WOULD BE HONORED BY THE BANKERS. SOME EVEN FEARED THE RETALIATION THEY MIGHT SUFFER IF THEY ATTEMPTED TO RECLAIM THE VALUE OF THE CONSCRIPTED FOOD STORES.

EARLY SUNDAY MORNING WE LEFT ZELL TO MARCH ABOUT TEN KILOMETER ACROSS A MOUNTAIN RANGE. “FIVE KILOS UP AND FIVE KILOS DOWN,” WAS THE WAY SOMEONE PUT THE DISTANCE IN HIS LOG. THE GUARDS AT THE HEAD OF THE COLUMN PICKED THEIR WAY ALONG MOUNTAIN TRAILS FOLLOWING THE GENERAL DIRECTION OF A HIGH TENSION LINE. BY TEN O’CLOCK WE WERE IN SCHAFAHILL, WHERE WE HAD TO STAND IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET UNTIL THE BURGOMASTER AND THE COMMANDANT OF THE GUARD COMPANY DECIDED WHICH BARNS WOULD BE USED AS TEMPORARY PRISONS. WHEN THE DECISION WAS MADE WE WERE LED BY COMPANIES INTO SMALL BARNS WIDELY DISTRIBUTED THROUGH THE TOWN HERE WE BECAME AWARE THAT THE GUARDS WERE WEARING OUT AND BECOMING STILL MORE DISCOURAGED. THE NEWS OF THE APPROACHING END OF THE WAR DAMPENED THEIR SPIRITS. MARCHING WAS DIFFICULT FOR THESE RELUCTANT SOLDIERS, PERHAPS MORE SO THAN FOR US, FOR THEY HAD TO CARRY THEIR HEAVY RIFLES AND KNAPSACKS WITH AMMUNITION AND “POTATO MASHERS”. 

WE HAD A REPORT THAT GENERAL EISENHOWER HAD ANNOUNCED THE JUNCTION OF THE AMERICAN AND RUSSIAN FORCES SOUTH OF BERLIN, FROM THE EAST AND THE WEST THE ALLIED ARMIES WERE MAKING RAPID PROGRESS AND IT WAS ONLY A MATTER OF DAYS BEFORE THE TOTAL COLLAPSE WOULD COME.

AMERICAN KRIEGIES WERE QUICK TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE GUARDS’ LAXITY. AS OUR OWN SUPPLIES WERE RUNNING LOW, ANY MEALS OR HANDOUTS FROM THE SIMPLE PEOPLE OF THE TOWNS WERE EXTREMELY WELCOME.

THAT SUNDAY AFTERNOON I VISITED THE CHURCH ABOUT A BLOCK AWAY FROM OUR BARN FOUND THE CARETAKER, AND ARRANGED TO SAY MASS. WORD WAS SENT TO THE VARIOUS BARNS AND FOR THE THIRD CONSECUTIVE SUNDAY THE CATHOLIC MEN WERE ABLE TO FULFILL THEIR OBLIGATION OF HEARING MASS. WE STAYED IN SCHAFAHILL FOR TWO DAYS. ON ONE OF THE DAYS WE HAD A LIGHT SNOW.

AT FIVE O’CLOCK TUESDAY MORNING WE MARCHED AGAIN. IT WAS A CLEAR COLD MORNING. ALLIED PLANES WERE OUT IN FORCE, NOT IN SERRATED ECHELONS WITH TARGETS IN THE BIG CITIES, BUT ON NUISANCE RAIDS OVER THE ENTIRE COUNTRY. OUR LINE OF MARCH BEGAN AND CONTINUED THROUGH A FOREST. THREE TIMES WE TOOK TO THE WOODS OFF THE HIGHWAY TO HIDE FROM PLANES OVERHEAD. THE ROAD DESCENDED ABRUPTLY OFF THE HIGHLANDS DOWN THROUGH ROCKY CUTS UNTIL AT NOON WE EMERGED FROM THE FOREST ONTO A BEAUTIFUL HIGHWAY THAT SKIRTED THE DANUBE RIVER.

THE DANUBE WAS “BLUE” AS IT TUMBLED AROUND AN OX-BOW TURN AGAINST HIGH PERPENDICULAR BLUFFS OF LIMESTONE. ON THE OPPOSITE SANDY SHORE CLOSE TO THE RIVER STOOD AN OLD MONASTIC CHURCH AND CLOISTER, NOW USED AS A REST HOUSE FOR GERMAN OFFICERS. ALL OF US CROWDED ONTO THE HIGHWAY TO GAZE AT THE GREAT WATERWAY OF CENTRAL EUROPE. THE SURPRISING THING TO US WAS THE SPEED OF THE CURRENT. THOUGH IT WAS ONLY ABOUT A HUNDRED YARDS WIDE AT THIS POINT, THERE WAS AN ASTONISHING VOLUME OF WATER RUSHING PAST US. THE SCENIC CONCRETE ROAD AT THE BASE OF THE CLIFFS MADE A WIDE GRACEFUL ARC AROUND THE BEND IN THE RIVER. THE SUN WAS HIGH IN THE HEAVENS AND ILLUMINED EVERY DETAIL OF THE VIEW. OUR SPRITES LIFTED WITH THE GRANDEUR OF THE PICTURE BEFORE US, FOR IT RAISED US - MOMENTARILY AT LEAST - THOUGHTS OF FREEDOM, BEAUTY, AND PEACE.

NEITHER UP NOR DOWN THE DANUBE, AS FAR AS WE COULD SEE, WAS THERE A BRIDGE. THE GERMAN OFFICERS SEEMED BAFFLED AS TO WHAT TO DO WITH US. THEY HELD A CONSULTATION; THEY ORDERED US TO MOVE ALONG THE HIGHWAY TO OUR RIGHT, WHICH WAS UP STREAM. AS WE PROCEEDED IN THE BRIGHT SUNSHINE, WE ADMIRED THE PLAY OF COLORS - THE BLUES OF THE RIVER, THE GREENS OF THE FIELDS BEYOND, THE GRAYS OF THE STONE WALLS, AND THE SOFT BROWNS OF THE BUILDINGS AND ROOFS OF THE MONASTERY ACROSS THE RIVER. A HALF-KILOMETER UP THE RIVER THE BLUFFS TAPERED OFF TO A STEEP TREE-COVERED SLOPE. UP UNDER THE TREES WE STOPPED FOR AN HOUR’S REST.

A REST WAS NEEDED, FOR WE HAD BEEN ON THE ROAD FOR SEVEN HOURS AND HAD ALREADY COVERED TWENTY KILOMETERS, THE LONGEST DISTANCE WE HAD WALKED DURING THE MONTH OF APRIL. ALTHOUGH IT WAS MOSTLY DOWN HILL, SUCH WALKING WAS MORE EXHAUSTING THAN OVER LEVEL; STRETCHES. OUR FOOD SUPPLY WAS GETTING LOW; IT HAD BEEN ELEVEN DAYS SINCE A RED CROSS BOX HAD BEEN GIVEN US. NO FIRES COULD BE BUILT ON THE SLOPE FOR FEAR OF ATTRACTING THE ATTENTION OF PILOTS WHO CONTINUED TO FLY OVER AT IRREGULAR INTERVALS. THERE WAS MUCH SPECULATION DURING THAT HOUR AS TO WHAT DISPOSITION WOULD BE MADE OF US. WOULD THEY TAKE US ACROSS THE DANUBE? SHOULD WE REFUSE TO GO? COULD WE PERSUADE THEM TO KEEP US ON THIS SIDE OF THE RIVER IN ORDER TO MAKE THE DAY OF OUR LIBERATION NEARER? AFTER ALL, THE WAR WAS LOST, SO WHAT WAS THE USE OF KEEPING US PRISONERS ANY LONGER. EVENTUALLY THE AMERICAN FORCES WOULD CATCH UP WITH US.

DURING THE AFTERNOON WE CROSSED THE RIVER. WE WERE TAKEN OUT OF THE WOODS IN GROUPS OF SIXTY, MARCHED A HALF-MILE UP THE RIVER AND FERRIED ACROSS THE SWIFT CURRENT. THE FERRY WAS A VERY INGENIOUS CONTRIVANCE THAT COULD ONLY BE USED IN CONJUNCTION WITH A STRONG FORCE. ACROSS THE RIVER WAS STRUNG A HEAVY STEEL CABLE TEN FEET ABOVE THE WATER. TO THIS WAS FASTENED A RECTANGULAR BARGE. THE FORCE OF THE WATER AGAINST THE LONG RUDDER IN THE STERN OF THE BOAT SUPPLIED THE POWER FOR ITS MOVEMENT. SIX OR EIGHT CROSSINGS WERE MADE BEFORE ALL WERE ON THE SOUTHERN SIDE.

IN THE CROSSING MADE BY OUR PLATOON A TEAM AND WAGON CAME ALONG WITH US. THE FERRY PILOT WAS A GIRL OF SIXTEEN WHO MANIPULATED THE RUDDER WITH SUCH SKILL THAT THE HORSES DID NOT EXHIBIT THE SLIGHTEST SIGN OF FRIGHT OR PANIC WHICH COULD EASILY HAVE RESULTED IN THE CAPSIZING OF THE BARGE AND THE LOSS OF THE SIXTY OF US IN THE RUSHING CURRENT. THE FERRY EASED INTO THE RUNWAY ON THE OPPOSITE BANK WHERE TROOPS AND HORSES STEPPED ASHORE.

WE WERE LEFT UNDER THE IMPRESSION THAT WE WOULD CONTINUE OUR MARCH SOUTH OF THE DANUBE THAT DAY. MANY OF US WERE EXCEEDINGLY TIRED AND EXHAUSTED AFTER THE TWENTY KILOMETER DOWN HILL WALK. IT HAD ALSO WARMED UP CONSIDERABLY DURING THE DAY AS SO OFTEN HAPPENS IN THE EARLY SPRING. SPRING FEVER ATTACKED US IN EARNEST. WE SAT DOWN AT THE ROADSIDE AND COMPLAINED TO A GUARD THAT WE WERE TOO WEARY TO WALK ANY MORE. THOUGH HE LOOKED BEDRAGGLED HIMSELF AS HE CARRIED HIS HEAVY OVERCOAT AND RIFLE, HE HAD NO ALTERNATIVE BUT TO PROD US ON. HAPPILY IT WAS SCARCELY A KILOMETER TO THE TOWN OF WELTENBERG WHERE WE LODGED IN BARNS ALONG THE PAVED ROAD THAT LED TO THE FERRY ACROSS THE DANUBE. BEHIND THE BARNS WAS AN OPEN GRASSY SPOT EXPOSED TO THE WARM AFTERNOON SUN. HERE WE SPENT SOME LAZY HOURS DELOUSING OURSELVES.

HITHERTO IN THIS NARRATIVE I HAVE NOT MENTIONED THE LICE. TOWARD THE END OF FEBRUARY WE BEGAN TO NOTICE THEM IN OUR CLOTHES AND TO FEEL THEM WHEN WE SAT OR LAY QUIET. AS LONG AS WE KEPT MOVING THEY CAUSED US NO INCONVENIENCE, BUT WHEN WE WENT TO BED THEN THEIR FIELD DAY BEGAN. USUALLY WE WERE TIRED ENOUGH TO SLEEP IN SPITE OF THE CREEPY FEELING WE FELT ALL OVER US. WASHING THE CLOTHES DID NOT DESTROY THEM; SHAKING AND AIRING UNIFORMS DID NOT FREE THEM; THE ONLY EFFECTIVE MEANS WE FOUND OF RIDDING OURSELVES OF THEM WAS TO SMASH THEM INDIVIDUALLY BETWEEN THE THUMB NAILS. IF THE TEMPERATURE AND TIME ALLOWED, WE WOULD REMOVE OUR CLOTHES AND WORK ALONG THE SEAMS SQUASHING THE EGGS AND INSECTS. FOR MOST OF US THE TIME THUS SPENT WAS REWARDED WITH ONE OR AT MOST TWO NIGHTS OF SCRATCHLESS SLEEP, FOR THE COLONIES OF LICE WE CARRIED WITH US MULTIPLIED SO RAPIDLY. IT WAS PRACTICALLY IMPOSSIBLE TO KILL ALL THE EGGS AND BUGS. BESIDES WE ALL CARRIED THEM IN OUR CLOTHES AND IT WOULD HAVE BEEN NEXT TO IMPOSSIBLE TO KEEP FROM PICKING THEM UP IN THE ENVIRONMENT IN WHICH WE LIVED.

BARTERING AND BEGGING IN WELTENBERG WAS HAMPERED BY THE PRESENCE IN THE TOWN OF GERMAN SOLDIERS WHO WERE NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR OUR CUSTODY. NOT ONLY WERE THE KRIEGIES AWARE OF THE DANGER OF WANDERING ABROAD AND MEETING AN SS.TROOPER IN SOME OBSCURE SPOT BUT OUR GUARDS ALSO WERE MORE ALERT TO CHECK A STRAYING KRIEGIE IN ORDER NOT TO BETRAY THEIR DESPONDENCY BEFORE THOSE WHO STILL HAD A LAST DITCH BATTLE TO FIGHT.

CIVILIANS HOWEVER IN THEIR CURIOSITY GATHERED ALONG THE HIGH BOARD FENCE THAT SEPARATED US FROM THE STREET. SOME OF THEM ENGAGED IN BANTER AND THEN IN BARTER WITH THE AMERICANS. LT. KESSINGER FOR ONE CONTRIVED TO GATHER A FEW POCKETS FULL OF ONIONS BY GIVING CHILDREN LITTLE PIECES OF SOAP FOR A HANDFUL OF ONIONS. IT WAS QUITE A GAME UNTIL SOME PARSIMONIOUS MOTHERS DISCOVERED THE SUDDEN DEPLETION OF THEIR ONION BINS.

JUST AT TWILIGHT CAPTAIN JOHN MADDEN AND I WERE USING THE LAST BIT OF DAYLIGHT TO ARRANGE OUR BLANKETS IN THE LOFT. A GREAT SHOUT WENT UP FROM THE PRISONERS IN THE BARNYARD. IT WA SHOUT OF JOY AND EXALTATION. THE NEWS SPREAD LIKE LIGHTNING, “HERE COME TWO WHITE ANGELS!” I SAID TO JOHN, “NOW WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THAT? TOMORROW IS THE FEAST OF THE PATRONAGE OF ST. JOSEPH.” WE JOINED THE CROWD OF EXCITED KRIEGIES AT THE GATE OF THE FARMYARD AND WATCHED THE TWO VEHICLES PAINTED ENTIRELY WHITE LOOM OUT OF THE DUSK. THEY DREW UP ALONGSIDE US ON THE HIGHWAY AND STOPPED. THEY WERE TWO GERMAN AMBULANCES, THE FIRST CARS OF A LARGE CONVOY WHICH PASSED THROUGH WELTENBERG DURING THE NIGHT. TROOPS AND HEAVY ARMAMENT WERE MOVING UP TO ESTABLISH A LINE OF DEFENSE SOMEWHERE NORTH OF THE RIVER. ALL NIGHT LONG THE GRINDING OF BRAKES AND SHOUTING OF ORDERS WENT ON IN THE STREET OUTSIDE THE BARN. IN THESE CLOSING DAYS OF THE WAR THE GERMANS MOVED THEIR TROOPS AND VEHICLES BY NIGHT, CAMOUFLAGED THEM BY DAY OR HID THEM IN FORESTS.

WE HAD CROSSED THE DANUBE SOMEWHERE BETWEEN REGENSBURG AND INGOLSTADT. 

EARLY THE NEXT MORNING IT WAS EVIDENT THAT OUR GUARDS WERE NOT AT EASE IN THE PRESENCE OF COMBAT UNITS. UNCEREMONIOUSLY WE WERE HURRIED OUT OF WELTENBERG BEFORE SIX O’CLOCK. A FORCED MARCH OF EIGHTEEN KILOMETERS BROUGHT US INTO ROLLING COUNTRY AND OUT OF THE PRECINCTS OF NAZI DEFENSE ACTIVITY. ON OUR WAY WE SAW IN THE BARNYARDS OF SMALL TOWNS WEHRMACHT TRUCKS AND KITCHENS CAREFULLY CONCEALED. THROUGH THE OPEN BARN DOORS WE COULD SEE GERMAN SOLDIERS SLEEPING DURING THE DAY ON THE HAY AND STRAW AS WE WERE ACCUSTOMED TO DO AT NIGHT. OUR LONG MISSHAPEN COLUMN WANDERED ACROSS SOME FIELDS OVER A SLIGHT ELEVATION AND CAME INTO A RESTFUL LOOKING VALLEY WHERE LAY THE CLEAN LOOKING TOWN OF HELCHENBACH. IT WAS A CLUSTER OF NOT MORE THAN FIFTY WHITE STUCCO HOUSES EACH SURROUNDED BY A WHITE PICKET FENCE. SPRING WAS BURGEONING IN THE LITTLE GARDEN-PLOTS AND ON THE TREES. A HALF MILE ACROSS THE MEADOWS THROUGH WHICH GURGLED A LITTLE STREAM RESTED A GROUP OF BUILDINGS - THREE LARGE BARNS AND TWO COMFORTABLE DWELLINGS. ROOMY SLEEPING QUARTERS WERE SUPPLIED US BY THE BARNS, LOCATIONS FOR FIRES BY THE OPEN SPACES AROUND THEM, AND PLEASANT LOUNGING SPOTS BY THE GRASSY KNOLLS THAT WERE EXPOSED TO THE SUN. WE STAYED AT HELCHENBACH FOR THREE DAYS AND TWO NIGHTS.

GRAIN AND POTATOES WERE OPENLY GIVEN US THE PEASANTS. THE MILL IN ONE OF THE BARNS WAS KEPT CONSTANTLY TURNING. THE KITCHEN IN ONE OF THE HOMES WAS TURNED OVER TO US DURING PART OF THE DAY AND A FEW OFFICERS APPOINTED TO SEE TO THE COOKING OF THE CEREALS AND POTATOES THAT WERE BROUGHT IN POUND TINS AND WERE LINED UP ON THE STOOP AT THE KITCHEN DOOR. THE THREE DAYS AT HELCHENBACH WERE LIKE A PICNIC. WE HAD NOT WATER SERVED US TWICE A DAY (IN THE MORNING AND IN THE EVENING) FOR MAKING COFFEE AND ONCE EACH AFTERNOON A THICK SOUP AND BREAD WERE ISSUED. WHEN NOT EATING OR PREPARING SOMETHING TO EAT THERE WAS TIME SPENT IN GOING OVER OUR CLOTHES SQUEEZING LICE.

ON THE SECOND DAY I ARRANGED THROUGH HAUPTMAN MINNER TO MEET FATHER FUZ GEORG, THE PARISH PRIEST WHO MINISTERED TO THE SURROUNDING VILLAGES AND WHO HAD COME TO HELCHENBACH THAT DAY. WE HAD MASS AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK IN THE TIDY LITTLE CHURCH IN THE MIDDLE OF THE VILLAGE. AFTER MASS I TALKED WITH PRIEST AND MINNER IN THE SUN-WARMED CHURCHYARD UNTIL I BEGAN TO FEEL HUNGRY; THEN STROLLED BACK TO THE GROUP OF BUILDINGS ON THE HILLSIDE TO FIND SOMETHING TO EAT. AFTER GETTING SOME CEREAL COOKED IN THE KITCHEN I WAS SITTING IN THE SUN CHATTING WITH A GROUP OF KRIEGIES, FOUR AIRMEN WHOSE NAMES I’VE FORGOTTEN, BUT WHO CALLED ONE ANOTHER “DUKE, HERKY,RICK AND SMITTY”. THE VIEW UP THE VALLEY WAS ENCHANTING.

TWO MILES AWAY A PLACID RED-ROOFED VILLAGE WITH TWO RED BRICK CHURCH STEEPLES PRESENTED A PICTURE OF PEACE. ON THE WHITE LIMESTONE ROAD LEADING TO THE VILLAGE A FEW WAGONS AND PEOPLE ON BICYCLES LAZILY MOVED ALONG. WE ALMOST FORGOT THERE WAS A WAR ON, BUT WE WERE SOON REMINDED OF THE FACT. SQUADRONS OF HEAVY BOMBERS APPEARED OUT OF THE SOUTHWEST AND FLEW HIGH ABOVE US. A SHOWER OF “CHAFF” GLISTENED IN THE SUNLIGHT. THIS WAS THE TINFOIL STRIPS DROPPED FROM THE PLANES TO OUTWIT THE GERMAN RADAR. KNOWING THAT SUCH FLIGHTS WERE NOT ON THEIR WAY TO TARGETS IN COUNTRY DISTRICTS WE WATCHED THEM WITHOUT TREPIDATION. A SAFE DISTANCE TO THE EAST AND NORTH OF US LAID THE CITIES OF REGENSBURG AND INGOLSTADT. THESE WERE THE OBJECTIVES OF THE MISSION THAT AFTERNOON. THE BOMBERS CIRCLED FOR THE RUN IN; THE SILVER FISH PLUNGED ON THE TARGETS; BILLOWING CLOUDS OF BLACK SMOKE ROSE INTO THE AIR AND A FEW  MOMENTS LATER WE DISTINCTLY HEARD THE LOW RUMBLE OF THE EXPLOSIONS. AN HOUR OR TWO AFTER THE BOMBING RECONNAISSANCE PLANES FLEW OVER THE CITIES. IN THE DIRECTION OF INGOLSTADT SOME LUFTWAFFE PLANES CAME UP TO MEET THEM. THERE WAS A DOG-FIGHT OR TWO AND A COUPLE OF PLANES WENT DOWN IN SMOKE.

WE WERE NOW ONLY A DAY’S MARCH FROM MOOSBURG, WHERE THERE WERE LARGE STALAGS OF ALLIED PRISONERS AND UPON WHICH MANY COLUMNS OF PRISONERS LIKE OUR OWN WERE CONVERGING. MOOSBURG WAS ALSO A DEPOT FROM WHICH RED CROSS PARCELS WERE DISTRIBUTED TO PRISON CAMPS. OUR GERMAN COMMANDERS HAD MOTORED TO MOOSBURG, SEEN THE CROWDED CONDITIONS AND DECIDED TO KEEP US ON THE MOVE. IT WAS PROBABLY JUST AS AGREEABLE TO THEM AS IT WAS TO US. HOWEVER WE WANTED A SUPPLY OF AMERICAN FOOD. COLONEL HUFF, ONE OF OUR SENIOR KRIEGIES MADE A TRIP IN THE WAGON TO MOOSBURG ON THE 19TH BUT WAS UNABLE TO GET THE LOAD OF PARCELS. THE TRIP PROVED PROFITABLE NONETHELESS, FOR OUR PRESENCE IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD AND OUR LOCATION BECAME KNOWN TO THE  INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS WORKERS AND THEY CONTACTED US TWO DAYS LATER.

AFTER NIGHTFALL ON THE 20TH WE WERE SITTING AROUND QUITE CONTENTED TO REMAIN HERE TILL THE END OF THE WAR AND DISCUSSING HOW MANY MORE DAYS IT WOULD BE UNTIL WE WERE LIBERATED, WHEN WORD CAME THAT WE WOULD CONTINUE OUR JOURNEY BY NIGHT.

AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK AS WE FORMED ON THE COUNTRY LANE, A BODY OF TROOPS MARCHED UP IN THE DARK AND STOOD NEAR US, SEVERAL HUNDRED OF THEM. THEY WERE TO OCCUPY THE BARNS WE WERE VACATING. SOME SAID THEY WERE RUSSIANS. WHATEVER THEY WERE THEY HAD SOME PRIORITY OVER US. WE MOVED OUT, STOPPED FIFTEEN MINUTES OUT OF EACH HOUR UNTIL SUNRISE, WITH AN HOUR’S REST BETWEEN THREE AND FOUR O’CLOCK DURING WHICH WE BECAME CHILLED AND STIFF FROM THE NIGHT AIR AND DAMP GROUND.

IN THE FIRST LIGHT OF THE NEXT DAY, THE 21ST OF APRIL, WEARY AND ACHING AS WE WERE FROM MARCHING AND LOSS OF SLEEP WE ENCOUNTERED OUR GERMAN TRUCK LOADED WITH RED CROSS PARCELS. EACH OF US RECEIVED TOW BOXES, TWENTY-TWO POUNDS OF CONCENTRATED FOOD. THE TEMPTATION WAS GREAT TO DROP ONE OF THEM BY THE ROADSIDE, BUT WE MANAGE TO HOLD ON TO THEM UNTIL WE FINISHED THE NEXT EXCRUCIATING KILOMETER AND THREW OURSELVES AND THE FOOD IN THE HAY AT BOGANHAUSEN.

A FEW HOURS’ SLEEP REVIVED US AND WE FEASTED THAT DAY, KNOWING THAT THE MORE WE ATE THE LIGHTER OUR PACKS WOULD BE. I TRIED TO HAVE MASS THAT AFTERNOON AND DID SUCCEED IN VISITING THE CHURCH WITH SERGEANT BERGMAN AND MEETING THE PASTOR, BUT THE EXCUSE WAS GIVEN THAT THERE WERE NO GUARDS AVAILABLE TO ACCOMPANY THE MEN TO THE CHURCH A HALF-MILE AWAY. IT IS A PITY WE COULD NOT HAVE HAD THE SERVICE BECAUSE OF THE HUMAN INTEREST THE CHURCH. IN THE SANCTUARY WERE SEVEN ELABORATE RELIQUARIES CONTAINING THE SKULLS OF MARTYRS - ONE OF THEM THE HEAD OF ST. VALENTINE. AN ORNATE SHRINE TO ST. CONRAD OF PARZHAM, ONE OF THE TWO GERMANS CANONIZED SINCE THE REFORMATION, AND AN ALTAR DEDICATED TO THE BLACK MADONNA OF ALT OPTTING WHERE BROTHER CONRAD LIVED. ST. CONRAD WAS A CAPUCHIN LAY-BROTHER AND HIS PICTURE REMINDED ME OF MY TWO CAPUCHIN FRIENDS, FATHER ALAN MADDEN AND FATHER ERLUIN BREINER. I SAID A PRAYER FOR THEM AND HOPED THAT THEY WERE STILL UNHARMED. I WOULD HAVE LIKED TO PREACH FROM THE VERY HIGH PULPIT WHICH WAS REACHED BY A COVERED STAIRCASE OUTSIDE THE CHURCH WALL. 

AFTER A RESTFUL SLEEP ON THE SOFT STRAW WE LOADED UP OUR HEAVY PACKS FOR THE MARCH NEXT DAY. FORTUNATELY FOR ME, MY FRIEND JIMMY MILLER TOOK PITY ON ME AND CARRIED TWENTY-TWO POUNDS OF MY FOOD SUPPLY ON THE TRUCK WITH HIM. THE DISTANCE WE COVERED THAT DAY WAS MERCIFULLY SHORT, TEN KILOMETERS TO A LITTLE MOUNTAIN TOWN WITH A LONG EUPHONIC NAME MARGARETHENRIED. HERE WE STAYED FOR FIVE DAYS AND FIVE NIGHTS. OUR ACCOMMODATIONS WERE SATISFACTORY AS ACCOMMODATIONS WENT AND, MOST CONSOLING TO US CATHOLICS, A CHURCH WAS JUST NEXT DOOR TO OUR BARNS. DURING THOSE DAYS WE HAD MASS THREE DAYS IN A ROW. I ALSO BAPTIZED LT. FRED GIGGEY, OF WATERTOWN, MASS. AND ENTERED HIS NAME IN THE MUSTY BAPTISMAL REGISTER. TED GORNEY AND DICK HEIL WERE SPONSORS.

ON THE LAST DAY ABOUT THE MIDDLE OF MASS THE CHURCH SHOOK AND THE WINDOWS RATTLED FROM AN EXPLOSION NOT FAR OFF. A FEW SECONDS LATER ANOTHER LOUD REPORT AND VIOLENT SHAKING OF THE BUILDING. I MOMENTARILY STOPPED THE MASS, TURNED TO MY CONGREGATION AND SAID, “STAY WHERE YOU ARE. WE ARE AS PROTECTED HERE IN CHURCH AS WELL AS ANYWHERE.” AFTER MASS WE LEARNED THAT A PLANE HAD PASSED NEAR AND DROPPED TWO BOMBS SOMEWHERE IN THE VICINITY, BUT WE NEVER FOUND OUT WHAT THE TARGET WAS.

THE DAY THE INTERNATIONAL RED CROSS SENT US THE TWO PARCELS OF FOOD APIECE, SOMEONE ASKED FOR DDT POWDER TO COMBAT THE LICE. THE REQUEST WAS HEEDED AND TO MARGARETHENRIED CASES OF THE MIRACLE INSECTICIDE WERE SENT. EACH OF RECEIVED A SMALL CAN OF IT. WE GENEROUSLY SPRINKLED OUR CLOTHES AND OUR BLANKETS AND FOR THE FIRST TIME IN TEN WEEKS OR MORE FELL ASLEEP KNOWING THAT THE LICE WOULD NOT RUN THEIR RACES TONIGHT.

MAJOR HELMS BORROWED A CLIPPERS AND SHEARS AND PRACTICED THE TONSORIAL ART ON US. WITHIN THE PAST FEW WEEKS WHILE OUR DIET IMPROVED OUR HAIR STARTED TO GROW AGAIN. ONE OF THE EFFECTS OF THE STARVATION DIET WAS THE RETARDING OF HAIR GROWTH. THOSE WHO ORDINARILY SHAVED EVERY DAY FOUND THAT TWICE A WEEK WAS OFTEN ENOUGH FOR THE FUSSIEST INDIVIDUALS. A HAIRCUT WAS A LUXURY IN PRISON LIFE, BUT AS IT HAPPENED NOT MANY WORRIED ABOUT THE LACK OF FACILITIES.

THESE WERE THE DAYS WHEN THE HAUSFRAUS OF MARGARETHENRIED WORKED OVERTIME COOKING CEREALS AND PUDDINGS AND MEAT LOAF FROM OUR AMPLE SUPPLY OF FOOD. AMERICAN CANS WERE STREWN EVERYWHERE. TYPICALLY AMERICAN WE DROPPED THEM WHEREVER THEIR USEFULNESS ENDED; KLIM, MILKO AND DAIRY MAID CANS; SPAM, PORK AND BEANS, AND ARGENTINA BEEF CANS; KRAFT CHEESE BOXES; DOMINO SUGAR AND CALIFORNIA PRUNES AND RAISIN WRAPPERS; ALL-COFFEE, BARRINGTON HALL, NESCAFE AND HASTY MAID COFFEE CANS; CHESTERFIELD, CAMEL, RALEIGH, MARVELS, AND OLD GOLD CIGARETTE PACKAGES; AND ALL SORTS OF OTHER CONTAINERS.

“FATHER, SOME DAY YOU WILL HAVE TO WRITE A BOOK ABOUT THIS MARCH,” REMARKED CAPTAIN JOHN J. MURPHY OF CHICAGO TO ME.

“YES,” I SAID, “AND THE TITLE OF IT MIGHT WELL BE THE BAVARIAN TRAIL OF THE AMERICAN TIN CANS’”.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

“DER KEIEG IST KAPUT”

	FATHER KARL GOTZ, THE PASTOR IN CHARGE OF SEVERAL VILLAGES IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD OF MARGARETHENRIED, WALKED OVER THE HILLS FROM HIS HOME TO PAY US A VISIT ON THE AFTERNOON OF THRUSDAY, APRIL 26TH. HE WAS A TALL, MIDDLE-AGED MAN WHO WORE A FROCK COAT AND HEAVY GOLD WATCH CHAIN. IN THE WARM SPRING SUNSHINE WE TALKED IN LATIN FOR AN HOUR. FROM HIM I LEARNED THAT THE AMERICAN FORCES HAD JOINED WITH THE RUSSIANS AT THE ODER RIVER, AND THAT SOME OF GENERAL PATTON’S UNITS WERE ADVACING BY POWERFULL DRIVES INTO SOUTHERN GERMANY.  ONLY TOKEN RESISTANCE WAS BEING OFFERED AT SCATTERED POINTS. IT WOULD ONLY BE A MATTER OF HOURS UNTIL MOOSBURG, THE CENTRAL CITY OF THIS AREA, WOULD BE TAKEN. AT MOOSBURG THERE WERE LARGE CAMPS FOR PRISONERS OF WAR, FRENCH, ENGLISH, POLES, RUSSIANS, ITALIANS AND SLAVS, IN ADDITION TO A GREAT NUMBER OF AMERICANS. VERY SOON YOU WILL BE FREE.

	“


THAT EVENING WE DISTINCTLY HEARD CANNONADING IN THE DISTANCE. IT DEPEND OUR CONVICTION THAT IT WAS ONLY A MATTER OF TIME NOW BEFORE OUR LIBERATING FORCES WOULD ENCOMPASS US. WE CELEBRATED IN ANTICIPATION BY MAKING HEAVY INROADS ON OUR FOOD SUPPLY. MANY KRIEGIES GAINED ENTRANCE TO CIVILIAN HOMES AND HAD A MEAL. OTHERS TALKED IN GROUPS ABOUT THE FUTURE, THE TRIPS THEY WOULD MAKE, THE PLACES THEY WOULD EAT, AND THE HOMES THEY WOULD BUILD. BARTERING AND TRADING TOOK SECOND PLACE TO THE POLYGLOT DISCUSSION OF IMPENDING VICTORY OF THE ALLIES. FOR THE FIRST TIME I HEARD THE EXPRESSION, “DER KRIEG IST KAPUT.


“THE GERMAN WORD “KAPUT” HAD BEEN FAMILIAR TO US FOR A LONG TIME. THEY USE IT CONSTANTLY. IT SCARCELY HAS AN EQUIVALENT IN ENGLISH, FOR ITS MEANING COVERS A WIDE EXTENSION - FINISHED, DONE FOR, BROKEN, USED UP. IN MANY USAGE’S IT CORRESPONDS TO OUR SLANG EXPRESSION “BUSTED”. IN THE PHRASE “DER KRIEG IS KAPUT” IT MEANS “THE WAR IS UTTERLY LOST.”

OUR RETENTION BY THE ENEMY, IF IT COULD STILL BE CALLED SUCH, ENTERED ITS FINAL PHASE - FIVE DAYS OF SUSPENSE, TENSE MOMENTS, HIGH HOPES, CAREFREE HOURS, CONTRADICTIONS OF ALL SORTS. BECAUSE WE HAD ALREADY OVERTAXED THE FOOD SUPPLY OF MARGARETHENRIED, WE WERE COMPELLED TO MOVE; ALSO IT SEEMS, ORDER HAD COME FROM HIGHER HEADQUARTERS TO KEEP THIS CONTINGENT OF 400 AMERICAN OFFICERS IN NAZI HANDS AS LONG AS POSSIBLE. GENERAL VON KESSELRING WAS COMMANDING THE DYING EFFORTS IN BAVARIA. A BODY OF AMERICAN OFFICERS MIGHT PROVE AN ASSET TO HIM IN THE DEATH AGONY OF A VANISHING EMPIRE.

IN POURING RAIN OUR COLUMN TOOK THE GRAVEL ROAD OUT OF MARGARETHENRIED EARLY FRIDAY, APRIL 27TH. BY MIDMORNING THE RAIN HAD STOPPED, BUT OFF IN THE DISTANCE THE BOOMING OF ARTILLERY FIRE INCREASED. OUR GUARDS WERE INDIFFERENT, PERHAPS HOPELESSLY DESPONDENT, IN THEIR DUTY OF KEEPING US TOGETHER. OUR PROGRESS LACKED ANY SEMBLANCE OF FORMATION, FOR IT STRUNG OUT IN DETACHED GROUPS WITH LONG GAPS IN BETWEEN. IN THE SMALL VILLAGES WOMEN AND OLD MEN FLOCKED OUT TO TALK WITH OUR GUARD, WHO SEEMED TO WELCOME THE DISTRACTION. THEY CONFIRMED THE NEWS, AND TO MANY GERMAN HEARTS, “DER KRIEG IST KAPUT.”

I WAS FEELING SICK THIS DAY, NOT SO MUCH FROM HUNGER AS FROM THE RICH FOOD AT MARGARETHENRIED. I WAS STRAGGLING ALONE. AHEAD OF ME WALKED A LITTLE GUARD WITH A RIFLE TALLER THAN HIMSELF. HE WAS FIFTY YEARS OLD AND LESS ABLE TO WALK THAN I WAS. AT A TURN IN THE ROAD HE SAT DOWN AND WAITED FOR ME. AS I SHUFFLED UP ME MOTIONED TO ME TO SIT BESIDE HIM. AFTER I DID SO, HE SAID,
“WOLLEN SIE COFFEE?” 
“YA, YA. HABEN SIE COFFEE?”

BY HIS TALK AND HIS GESTURES HE CONVEYED TO ME THAT THE GUARD FOLLOWING A SHORT WAY BEHIND WAS “NIX GUT”. I WAS TO PRETEND THAT I WAS QUITE SICK AND UNABLE TO PROCEED. THE GUARD APPROACHED, STOPPED A MOMENT TO CONVERSE WITH MY NEW FOUND PATRON. IT WAS NOT DIFFICULT FOR ME TO PLAY THE PART OF A DISABLED WALKER. I MADE A WRY FACE AND EMITTED A STAGE MOAN. THE GUARD WHO WAS “NIX GUT” WENT ON; I BRIGHTENED UP AND SAID, “WELL, WHAT DO WE DO NEXT?”

“KOMMEN SIE!” AND WE WERE OFF DOWN THE ROAD TOGETHER. THE NEXT VILLAGE WAS SCARCELY A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY. MY GUARD LED THE WAY TO THE FIRST HOUSE. AS THE DOOR WAS OPEN, WE STEPPED INTO A HALLWAY. THE DOORS OF THE SEVERAL INNER ROOMS WERE CLOSED. THERE WAS A CHAIR IN THE HALL ON WHICH MY FRIEND TOLD ME TO SIT. WHEN NO ONE APPEARED TO INQUIRE WHO WE WERE, HE BEGAN RAPPING ON THE DOORS. AT THE END OF THE HALL AN ELDERLY WOMAN CAME OUT. I UNDERSTOOD FROM THE CONVERSATION THAT THE GUARD WAS TELLING HER I WAS A SICK PRIEST WHO NEEDED SOME COFFEE. DURING THIS EXPLANATION A WELL BUILT MAN OF ABOUT THIRTY YEARS IN A DISHEVELED STATE ISSUED FROM ANOTHER ROOM, GAVE SOME PEREMPTORY ORDERS, THEN WENT UP THE STAIRS AT THE FAR END OF THE CORRIDOR. THE LADY TOOK US INTO HER KITCHEN WHERE I SAW THE UNIFORM OF A SCHUTZSTAFFELN OFFICER SLUNG ACROSS THE BACK OF A CHAIR AND A RIFLE IN A CORNER. I HOPED THAT THE MAN UPSTAIRS WOULD NOT SOON REGAIN THE FULL USE OF HIS WITS. IN A NEAT AND TIDY KITCHEN, WHICH WAS ADORNED WITH PIOUS PICTURES AND A CRUCIFIX, THE LADY PUT THE POT ON THE STOVE AND PREPARED SOME SANDWICHES WHILE THE GUARD REHEARSED THE SAD TALE, “DER KRIEG IST KAPUT.” A HALF-HOUR LATER WE LEFT THE HOUSE REFRESHED, WALKED THROUGH THE TOWN TOGETHER, THEN STOPPED AT THE LAST HOUSE ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF TOWN FOR ANOTHER SNACK AND A RETELLING OF THE SAME STORY. 

KRIEGIES AND GUARDS STILL SAUNTERED ALONG MUNCHING THE FOOD THEY HAD ACQUIRED. MY MAN FRIDAY - HE SEEM TO HAVE BECOME MY PERSONAL BODYGUARD - STOPPED FARTHER ON TO TALK WITH A GROUP OF THREE WOMEN WHO PROVIDED EACH OF US WITH A THINK SANDWICH OF BREAD AND MEAT. RAMBLING ALONG EACH OF US TRIED TO OUTDO THE OTHER IN SETTING THE SLOWER PACE. EVENTUALLY WE ARRIVED AT THE DAY’S HALTING PLACE, UNTERMARCHENBACH. IN SPITE OF OUR STRAGGLING WE WERE NOT THE LAST BY ANY MEANS TO ARRIVE. SIX HOUR LATER AMERICANS AND GERMANS ALIKE WERE STILL CATCHING UP WITH THE UNIT. THOSE WHO HAD ARRIVED EARLY TOOK ADVANTAGE O THE OPPORTUNITY TO “OPERATE” IN THE NEIGHBORING VILLAGES. HOWARD FISH, FOR EXAMPLE, HAD A MEAL THAT INCLUDED EGGS AND MEAT AND BROUGHT BACK WITH HIM A LARGE AMOUNT OF BREAD, CHEESE AND TOW BOTTLES OF WINE. “ALL THE WINE SHOPS ARE GIVING AWAY THEIR WINES BEFORE THE AMERICAN TROOPS COME.”

FRED GIGGEY AND CHARLIE NIETMAN WENT TO A VILLAGE A KILOMETER OR SO AWAY TO “SCROUNGE FOR FOOD.” THEY RETURNED WITH THIRTY-TWO ODD AND VARIED-SHAPED PIECES OF BREAD RANGING FROM LIGHT GRAY IN COLOR TO THE STANDARD BLACK; ADDED TO THESE WERE A BOX OF SACCHARINE TABLETS, A BAG OF SALT, THIRTEEN EGGS AND A HALF BOTTLE OF RARE GERMAN SCHNAPPS. IN ADDITION THEY HAD BEEN SERVED A MEAL OF SAUERKRAUT AND SAUSAGE.

LT. GARNETT PRIOR APPROACHED A COTTAGE IN UNTERMARCHENBACH AND COURTEOUSLY RAPPED ON THE DOOR. WHEN THE LADY OF THE HOUSE OPENED IT, HE MADE HIS PROPOSAL, “SEIFE FUR BROT” (SOAP FOR BREAD)? THE LADY WAS HESITANT AND SEEMED NOT TO COMPREHEND. GARNY REPEATED HIS REQUEST. FROM THE INTERIOR OF THE KITCHEN CAME A VOICE WITH A BROOKLYN ACCENT, “NO, WE DON’T WANT ANY SOAP TODAY. COME AROUND SOME OTHER TIME.” CAPTAIN GOULD HAD ARRIVED BEFOREHAND AND CURRIED FAVOR WITHIN.

THAT NIGHT THE GUARD COMPANY BROKE INTO THE LOCAL BAR-ROOM AND KAPUTTED A FIFTY LITER BARREL OF SCHNAPPS. OUR BARNYARD HOSTEL WAS LEFT UNPROTECTED, BUT WE SLEPT AS SOUNDLY AS EVER. THE FOLLOWING MORNING, SATURDAY APRIL 28TH, WE WERE NOT SERVED HOT WATER FOR BREAKFAST, BUT TOOK TO THE ROAD FASTING. OUR GUARDS - SYMBOLS OF OUR BONDAGE - FELL OUT STAGGERING. THERE WAS SOME DELAY IN GETTING STARTED ON THE TWENTY-TWO KILOMETER TREK DUE TO THEIR HANG-OVER, BUT AMERICANS OBLIGINGLY CARRIED THE RIFLES OF THE MORE INEBRIATED ONES AND THE DAY’S MARCH WAS ON. WHEN THEY RECOVERED THEIR WEAPONS, THERE WERE NO CARTRIDGES IN THEM.

THE JOURNEY STARTED IN A DRIZZLE; THE RAIN INCREASED IN INTENSITY AS THE MORNING LENGTHENED. IN PEAT BOGS ALONG THE WAY WE RESTED PERIODICALLY. THE PACE WAS FASTER THAN USUAL AND MORE AND MORE OF US FELL BEHIND. BUT THE REAR-GUARD WAS LESS TOLERANT THAN USUAL WITH THE STRAGGLERS AND WERE FIRM IN PUSHING THEM ALONG. ARTILLERY FIRE NOT FAR BEHIND US MADE THE GUARDS NERVOUS; FOR THE MOMENT IT RENDERED AMERICANS NOT QUITE SO NONCHALANT.

WE CROSSED A CONCRETE BRIDGE WITH LONG APPROACHES OVER A CANAL. AT LEAST IT LOOKED MORE LIKE A MAN-MADE WATERWAY THAN THE NATURAL COURSE OF A RIVER, FOR IT HAD A CONCRETE BOTTOM AND SIDES AND RAN ALONG A STRAIGHT LINE THAT WAS BANKED WITH LEVEES. THE WATER WAS CLEAR AND GREEN, BUT THE FLOW SLUGGISH. SOMEWHERE IN THIS PART OF GERMANY WE CROSSED THE IZAR RIVER, BUT THIS CANAL DID NO CORRESPOND TO THE DESCRIPTION IN THE OLD ELOCUTION PIECE, 

 DARK AS WINTER WAS THE FLOW

OF IZAR ROLLING RAPIDLY.

ON THE BRIDGE OX-DRAWN WAGONS WERE HURRYING MILITARY EQUIPMENT TO THE NORTH. IN THE DIKES ALONG THE FAR SIDE OF THE CANAL SOLDIERS AND CIVILIANS WERE BUSILY SETTING UP MACHINE-GUN EMPLACEMENTS, EVIDENT PREPARATION FOR RESISTANCE. ON THE CENTRAL SPAN DEMOLITION BOMBS WERE IN READINESS TO LOW UP THE BRIDGE. 

BEYOND THE CANAL THE COLUMN RESTED. IN THE TEEMING RAIN THE VANGUARD WAITED FOR SOME EVIDENCE OF THE REAR OF THE LONG DRAWN FILE OF STRAGGLERS.

THE MISERABLE RAIN INTENSIFIED THE UTTER DEJECTION OF THE GUARDS AND THE UNEASINESS OF THE PRISONERS. THE MANIFEST HASTE THAT CHARACTERIZED THE ACTIVITY AT THE CANAL WAS PROOF ENOUGH THAT A LOCAL SKIRMISH WAS EXPECTED SOON.

THIS HALT IN THE RAIN TOOK PLACE JUST OUTSIDE OF WARTENBURG, NOT A VILLAGE, BUT A SMALL CITY SIMILAR TO OUR AMERICAN RURAL TOWNS. IT HAD A WIDE MAIN STREET, STORES, SHOPS, FIVE AND SIX STORY COMMERCIAL BUILDINGS. THERE WAS TENSENESS ABOUT THE TOWNS FOLK AS THEY RUSHED FROM PLACE TO PLACE AND PAUSED MOMENTARILY TO LOOK AT US. GUARDS WERE SO LAX IN THEIR DUTY THEY PRACTICALLY LEFT US TO OURSELVES. THE BEER-HALLS WERE CROWDED, FOR THE PROPRIETORS WISHED TO CLEAR THEIR STOCKS BEFORE THE AMERICAN OCCUPATION. MANY KRIEGIES OBTAINED A MEAL IN THE HOMES ALONG THE ROUTE AND AT SOME POINTS WOMEN WERE OUT AT THEIR FENCE GATES WITH PITCHERS OF MILK AND COFFEE. EVERYWHERE THE LOUD WHISPERS ECHOED, “DER KRIEG IS KAPUT.” AT NOON A VIOLENT EXPLOSION NOT FAR BEHIND US MARKED THE DESTRUCTION OF THE BRIDGE WE HAD LATELY CROSSED.

THE WALK THROUGH WARTENBURG WAS INTERESTING ENOUGH, BUT BEYOND THE TOWN WALKING BECAME A TORTURE AGAIN. I REMEMBER SITTING DOWN ON A STONE BALUSTRADE IN MY HEAVY WET CLOTHES WONDERING WHETHER I COULD GO ANOTHER KILOMETER. BUT NO MATTER HOW HARD THE GOING BECAME, WE SAID, “WE CAN ALWAYS DO ONE MORE KILOMETER.” SO IT TURNED OUT THIS DAY FOR ME.

WE TURNED OFF THE CONCRETE HIGHWAY INTO A SIDE ROAD THAT WAS A SLIPPERY MASS OF MUD AND WATER. AT THE ROAD JUNCTION THERE WAS A PLATFORM SUCH AS WE SEE IN OUR RAILROAD TOWNS, WITH SEVERAL TEN-GALLON MILK CANS ON IT. THE KRIEGIES SOON DISCOVERED THAT THE CANS WERE FULL OF MILK AND TWO OR THREE HILARIOUSLY SET THEMSELVES UP AS BUSS BOYS AT THE ROADSIDE REFRESHMENT STAND, FILLING OUR CUPS AS WE PASSED BY. “FRESH MILK, ALL FOR FREE!”

NORMAN SMOLKA AND I STEPPED INTO A FARM HOUSE WHERE RUSSIAN SLAVES (FOUR BOYS AND TWO GIRLS) WERE HAVING COFFEE AND BREAD AROUND A KITCHEN TABLE. THEIR OVERSEERS WERE OFF TO TOWN, PROBABLY TO SAVE WHAT THEY COULD FROM THE COLLAPSE THAT WAS IMMINENT. A REST AND A WARM DRINK QUICKLY MADE US FORGET OUR PAINS AND WE WERE OFF AGAIN IN THE MUD AND RAIN. 

HIDDEN UP IN THE HILLS AWAY FROM THE PATHS OF HEAVY TRAFFIC WAS HINTERAURBACH, A LITTLE VILLAGE OF A DOZEN HOUSES AND A SMALL CHURCH.

HINTERAURBACH, A LITTLE VILLAGE OF A DOZEN HOUSES AND A SMALL CHURCH. THE BARNS WERE SPACIOUS AND THE SUPPLY OF POTATOES GOOD. WE SPENT THE AFTERNOON TRYING TO DRY OUT, HOPING THAT THIS WOULD BE THE LAST POINT OF INTEREST IN OUR BAVARIAN TOUR. THAT SATURDAY NIGHT PASSED PEACEFULLY ENOUGH; THE NOISE OF BATTLE HAD CEASED EXCEPT FOR THE OCCASIONAL RUMBLE OF A HEAVY GUN.

LODGING AS WE WERE UNDER THE VERY SHADOW OF THE CHURCH IT WAS ONLY RIGHT THAT WE HAVE SUNDAY MASS. NO PRIEST LIVED IN THE HAMLET, BUT I FOUND THE OLD LADY WHO WAS THE KEEPER OF THE KEYS TO THE CHURCH. SHE WAS SO DELIGHTED TO HAVE A PRIEST COME ON SUNDAY THAT SHE BEGGED WE DELAY MASS UNTIL SHE COULD ASSEMBLE THE CIVILIAN CONGREGATION. WE SET THE HOUR AT ELEVEN O’CLOCK AND FOR THE FIRST TIME I SAID MASS WITH PRISONERS, SOLDIERS AND CIVILIANS PRESENT. THE CHURCH WAS DEDICATED TO ST. SABASTIAN, PATRON OF SOLDIER AND PROTESTER AGAINST PESTILENCE. THIS LITTLE COMMUNITY HAD CHOSEN ITS PATRONS WITH A PRACTICAL BENT. THERE WERE STATUES OF ST. ISIDORE, PATRON OF OCULISTS, ST. FLORIAN, PREVENTOR OF FIRES, AND ST. DASMAS, THE GOOD THIEF. THE GUARDS, CIVILIANS AND PRISONERS “FRATERNIZED” IN THE CHURCHYARD AFTER MASS. “DER KRIEG IST KAPUT.”

THAT SUNDAY AFTERNOON THE AMERICAN FORCES WERE ON THE MOVE AGAIN. GERMAN ARTILLERY UNITS WERE MANEUVERING IN THE HILLS AROUND US, SETTING UP THEIR HIGH CALIBER GUNS. NOT TOO DISTANT CONCENTRATIONS OF FIRE SOUNDED AND CAME NEARER AS THE NIGHT CLOSED IN. AFTER DARK, FIRING STARTED FROM THE ADJACENT HILLS, AND WE SURMISED THAT THE CANAL WAS BEING CROSSED IN SPITE OF THE DESTROYED BRIDGE. THE GUARDS LOOKED UNEASY AS THEY TOOK UP THEIR POSTS AND SEEMED TO BE MORE INTENT IN PONDERING THEIR OWN SAFETY AND ESCAPE THAN IN GUARDING US. KRIEGIES GATHERED IN GROUPS TO DISCUSS THEIR OWN PLANS OF ACTION THEN AS THE TEMPO OF THE FIRING INCREASED THE ORDER CAME, “HURRY UP! WE’RE MOVING OUT IMMEDIATELY.” WE PUSHED UP A STEEP VALLEY OVER MUDDY FIELDS, THE LEADERS OF THE COLUMN PICKING THE WAY IN THE DARKNESS.

ALL OF US WERE ALERT TO THE DANGER WE WERE IN, AND ALL THE AMERICANS WERE AWARE THAT THIRTY OF OUR NUMBER HAD STAYED BEHIND, EXPECTING TO HIDE OUT UNTIL THE TERRITORY WAS OVERRUN. FOR THREE HOURS WE PACED OFF THE KILOMETERS ALONG AN OPEN PLATEAU MOVING AWAY FROM THE SCENE OF BATTLE. AT ONE O’CLOCK IN THE MORNING OF THE LAST DAY OF APRIL WE APPROACHED A CHURCH WITH IT STEEPLE RISING INTO THE SKY AGAINST A WANING MOON. THE CLEAR TONE OF THE BELL RANG OUT THE HOUR OF ONE AS WE SAT IN THE CHILLY AIR A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY. A HALF-HOUR LATER THE CHURCH LIT UP AND THE ROMANESQUE AMBER WINDOWS MATCHED THE PALE YELLOW OF THE MOON. A PICTURE OF PEACE; BUT THERE WAS WAR NOT FAR FROM THAT SCENE. GUNFIRE AND ROCKET BURSTS BROKE THE SILENCE OF THE SPRING NIGHT. 

WE WERE TAKEN INTO THE CHURCH, THE FIRST TIME A CHURCH HAD BEEN USED BY US AS A SHELTER FOR THE NIGHT.

 
“WE ARE GOING TO STAY HERE UNTIL DAYLIGHT AND THEN MARCH AGAIN. EVERYONE IS TO BE CAREFUL NOT TO DAMAGE THE BENCHES AND ALL MUST KEEP AWAY FROM THE FRONT OF THE CHURCH BEYOND THE RAILING.” THESE WERE THE ORDERS. THE CATHOLICS KNELT DOWN TO SAY A PRAYER. I ENTERED A PEW WITH CAPTAIN MADDEN AND THE REST OF OUR SQUAD. ALL WAS SUBDUED, YET IT SEEMED ALMOST SACRILEGIOUS TO ME TO TRY TO SLEEP IN A CHURCH. I SAT ON A BENCH AND COULD NOT EVEN SIT COMFORTABLY.

“DID YOU EVER SIT IN SUCH UNCOMFORTABLE PEWS?” I ASKED.

“THAT’S WHAT WE’VE BEEN TRYING TO TELL YOU, FATHER. DON’T YOU REMEMBER US TELLING YOU NOT TO PREACH LONG IN THESE CHURCHES? ALL THE JERRY CHURCHES ARE LIKE THIS.”

A PRIEST CAME INTO THE SANCTUARY VESTED IN SURPLICE AND SOLE, AND ACCOMPANIED BY TWO LADIES CARRYING CANDLES. HE REMOVED THE BLESSED SACRAMENT FROM THE TABERNACLE.

“I’M GOING TO TRY TO SEE THAT PRIEST,” I SAID. AND I SCRAMBLED FROM THE PEW AND OUT THE DOOR OF THE CHURCH. GOING TO THE SACRISTY, I FOUND IT DARK, BUT A COUPLE OF MEN OUTSIDE TOLD ME THAT THE PRIEST HAD GONE OVER TO HIS HOUSE. THE RESIDENCE WAS BACK OF THE CHURCH AND EACH DOOR WAS GUARDED BY A GERMAN SOLDIER. THE GUARD AT THE FRONT DOOR KNEW ME AND ALLOWED ME TO KNOCK. FATHER GEORG FALTERMEIER RECEIVED ME KINDLY, TOOK ME TO HIS KITCHEN WHERE HIS HOUSEKEEPER BROUGHT OUT A BOTTLE OF WINE AND SOME ROLLS. THE PRIEST WAS CALM IN HIS JUBILATION BUT THE HOUSEKEEPER DANCED AS SHE SPOKE OF THE COMING OF THE AMERICAN FORCES. “IN TWO DAYS AMERICANS WILL BE HERE,” SHE EXCLAIMED DELIGHTEDLY.

THEY OFFERED ME A COUCH IN THE KITCHEN TO SLEEP ON. I ACCEPTED IT GLADLY AND LAUGHED AT THE THOUGHT OF MY PALS TRYING TO SLEEP IN THOSE AWKWARD PEWS.

	

	“DO YOU HAVE MASS IN THE MORNING, FATHER?” I ASKED.

	
“OH YES, AT EIGHT O’CLOCK,” SAID FATHER FALTERMEIER.

	“WHEN DO YOU GET UP?”

	
“SIX O’CLOCK.”

	“WELL BE SURE TO CALL ME BECAUSE WE WILL BE LEAVING EARLY.”

	THEN THEY BID ME GOODNIGHT, AND I LAY MYSELF AND ALL MY LICE DOWN ON THE SOFA AND FELL ASLEEP.



	IT WAS BROAD DAYLIGHT WHEN I OPENED MY EYES AND SAW THE HOUSEKEEPER MOVING ABOUT THE KITCHEN. SHE HAD BEEN THERE FOR SOME TIME WORKING QUIETLY, FOR THE WOOD FIRE HAD BEEN LIGHTED, THE COFFEE BOILED, AND THE TABLE SET FOR BREAKFAST. I SAT UP WITH A START, AND SHE LAUGHED AT MY BEWILDERMENT.

	“HAVE THE AMERICANS GONE?” I ASKED EXCITEDLY.

	“NO. THEY ARE STILL HERE, YOU HAVE TIME TO EAT SOME BREAKFAST.”



	SHE FIXED ME SOME EGGS, TOAST AND COFFEE; THEN WENT OUT THE KITCHEN DOOR AND LEFT ME ALONE. IN A FEW MINUTES SHE RETURNED AND ASTOUNDED ME WITH HER PERPLEXING REMARK, “DIE KIRCHE IST SCHTEENKEN - SCHTEENKEN. OU! OU!”

	I UNDERSTOOD WHAT SHE MEANT WHEN I WENT OVER AND LOOKED IN. 


THE STENCH WAS HORRIBLE. THIS CROWD OF UNWASHED HUMANITY HAD COME INTO A CLOSED BUILDING AFTER SPENDING OVER FOUR WEEKS LIVING WITH ANIMALS. FOUR HUNDRED ALIENS EATING BREAKFAST OUT OF DIRTY CARDBOARD BOXES AND TIN CANS WAS A SIGHT FOR ANGLE’S TO BEHOLD. HOWEVER, IT DID NOT STOP FATHER FALTERMEIER FROM SAYING MASS FOR HIS PEOPLE. SOME TWENTY-FIVE OLD FOLKS AND A FEW CHILDREN CAME FOR MASS AND WERE ASSIGNED PLACES TO KNEEL IN THE SANCTUARY.

MASS BEGAN AND THE CONGREGATION, PRISONERS AND CIVILIANS, ASSISTED REVERENTLY. MY GOOD CATHOLIC BOYS KNEW THEY COULD GO TO HOLY COMMUNION, EVEN DURING BREAKFAST IN THIS CASE, AND F FEW DID SO. I ALSO RECEIVED HOLY COMMUNION, HESITATING TO SAY MASS BECAUSE OF THE UNCERTAINTY AS TO WHEN WE WOULD MOVE. AFTER MASS I RETURNED TO THE PARISH HOUSE AND HAD ANOTHER BREAKFAST WITH THE PASTOR. IT WAS NINE O’CLOCK WHEN THE MOVEMENT STARTED.

THE GUARDS WARNED US AT THE BEGINNING OF THE MARCH NOT TO ATTEMPT TO RUN AWAY. THIRTY OF THE MEN, THEY SAID, WHO STAYED BEHIND AT WARTENBURG TWELVE HOUR BEFORE HAD BEEN KILLED. THE STORY WAS TOO PREPOSTEROUS TO BELIEVE; NOR WAS IT TRUE, AS WE LEARNED LATER. THE FACT IS THAT THOSE THIRTY ----

“DER KRIEG IST KAPUT.”

INNING IS THE NAME OF THE TOWN WHERE WE HAD SPENT THE NIGHT. WE REACHED A WIDE HIGHWAY OT THE SOUTH AFTER WALKING A KILOMETER. ALONG THIS ROAD CAPTAIN MADDEN SAW A SMALL WAGON LIKE THE TOYS CHILDREN PLAY WITH IN OUR CITY STREETS. HE AND SMOLKA AND I PUT OUR PACKS IN IT AND TOOK TURNS PULLING THE VEHICLE ALONG THE ROAD. A GUARD WAS ABOUT TO TAKE IT FROM US, BUT MADDEN BRIBED HIM TO LET US KEEP IT BY OFFERING TO CARRY HIS PACK ALSO. BEFORE LONG WE HAD CARTS AND WHEELBARROWS AND SLEDS ALL ALONG THE COLUMN. WE CALLED THEM OUR CONVOY.

A TWO HOUR WALK BROUGHT US TO TAUFKIRCHEN WHERE THE ROAD BLOCKS WERE BEING CLOSED AND PREPARATIONS MADE FOR RESISTANCE. TAUFKIRCHEN WAS ANOTHER LOCAL METROPOLIS WITH FIVE STORY BUILDINGS AND A COMMERCIAL DISTRICT. A COMBAT UNIT WITH A FEW TANKS AND MOTORIZED EQUIPMENT SIGNIFIED THAT THE PLACE WOULD ALL INTO AMERICAN CONTROL ONLY AT THE PRICE OF BLOOD. A LARGE HOSPITAL, PROBABLY A CONVERTED SANITARIUM, SET BACK FROM THE STREET IN A LANDSCAPE OF BEAUTIFUL LAWNS AND SHADE TREES. FROM ITS ROOFS AND WINDOWS FLEW GREAT WHITE BANNERS WITH RED CROSSES, THE SIGN OF ITS IMMUNITY. WE WERE TO SEE TAUFKIRCHEN AGAIN.

THE HEAVY CLOUD BANKS HAD BLOWN AWAY AND LEFT THE SKY FAIRLY CLEAR AS WE STROLLED OUT ON THE HIGHWAY AGAIN. RECONNAISSANCE AND COMBAT PLANES FLEW OVER THE LOCALITY. WE WERE AWARE THAT A MARCHING COLUMN ON A GRAY COLORED OPEN ROAD WAS PLAINLY VISIBLE TO THEM. REMEMBERING THAT THIS WAS NOW A COMBAT ZONE, WE HAD TWO HAIR-RAISING SCARES WHEN THE PLANES SWOOPED LOW AS THOUGH COMING IN TO STRAFE US. CONTRARY TO THE ORDER SS SAID TO HAVE ORIGINATED WITH GENERAL VON KESSELRING, THE PANELS U S P W WERE SPREAD OUT. WE JUMPED INTO THE DITCHES. AFTER THE SECOND HORRIFYING THREAT TWO FIGHTERS SWUNG AROUND AGAIN AND TIPPED THEIR WINGS TO LET US KNOW THEY RECOGNIZED US. WITH CONSIDERABLE RELIEF WE MOVED OFF THE HIGHWAY TO A SETTLEMENT NAMED MOLTEN. FROM THE SAFE CONCEALMENT OF BARNS WE WATCHED THE PLANES MANEUVERING IN THE AIR AROUND US. HOPE OF AN EARLY RELEASE LIFTED OUR MORALE. “ANY DAY NOW WE WILL BE FREE.”

THE SOUP SUPPLIED US THAT EVENING WAS RATHER THIN AND WE RECEIVED NO BREAD. KRIEGIES GRIPED, OF COURSE, BUT TURNED THEIR ATTENTION TO GATHERING AND COOKING FOOD OF THEIR OWN. A GENEROUS SUPPLY OF FUEL LAY IN A WOODPILE NEAR ONE OF THE BARNS, SO THAT BY TWILIGHT BONFIRES WERE BLAZING FURIOUSLY. a fitful wind blew. one fire got out of control and spread to an unoccupied hen house. a corps of firefighting kriegies was on hand to extinguish the blaze before much damage was dane. a CRESTFALLEN guard looked on INDIFFERENTLY and muttered something that seemed to mean “go ahead and burn the town, and see if I care.” strange sign of our impending freedom was THE lessening of the number of guards and the apathy of those who held on. yet as long as we continued to play at this phase of warfare our guards were our PROTECTION should german fightinG units come upon us, and we were their protection in case american forces overran our location. an occasional booming or crack beyond the horizon kept us conscious of the fact that actual fighting must come much closer before we could be free.

as if the weather too were drawn into the inconsistencies of those last days of the war, the month of may was greeted next morning with a blinding snowstorm and biting wind. aroused before dawn we set out into the teeth of the blizzard at five o’clock. along a WINDSWEPT ridge the storm made walking very uncomfortable. furthermore we realized the jerries were making a sneak move away from the direction we had been going. twenty kilometers in eight hours, which was fair enough marching under those weather conditions, brought us to obertaufkirchen. this was a typical german village built around a gorgeous byzantine church.

the snow had ceased to fall when we arrived there and the visibility IMPROVED greatly. I went to the church and prayed to OUR blessed mother that she would protect us JUST a few days more. the time of our liberation was surely at hand, but with it came the danger of being caught between the lines or in the cross-fire of opposing armies. 

“this is your month, dear mother; BRING us all unharmed into the hands of our own countrymen and send peace to the world.”

the pastor of the church, father obermeier, found me kneeling in the church. he invited me to his house. I WENT with him and had supper with himself and a lithuanian refugee priest who was hiding out in that part of bavaria. while we were eating, artillery fire landed close to the village.

“what about the church?” said father obermeier.

------that his church would not be hit. I sincerely hoped it would not. HE CANCELED HIS SERVICES FOR THE EVENING, (DIE MAIANDACHT), THE MAY-DEVOTIONS IN HONOR OF THE MOTHER OF GOD, WHICH ARE SO POPULAR WITH THE BAVARIAN CATHOLICS. 

BEFORE DARK THE SOUNDS OF BATTLE INCREASED AND I RETURNED TO MY APARTMENT IN THE BARN. HERE THERE WAS GREAT EXCITEMENT AND NO LITTLE TREPIDATION ON ACCOUNT OF THE FIRING THAT CONTINUED TO GROW LOUDER.

“SOUNDS LIKE TANKS TO ME,” SAID CAPTAIN MADDEN.

GERMAN TROOPS WERE MOVING HURRIEDLY THROUGH THE VILLAGE, AND CONVOYS WERE RUMBLING ALONG THE ROADS IN THE NIGH. NONE OF US TRIED TO SLEEP. THE FIRING CONTINUED INTERMITTENTLY AND SHELL BURSTS COULD BE SEEN THE NORTHERN SKY. A FEW ROUNDS LANDED VERY CLOSE TO OBERTAUFKIRCHEN. ABOUT MIDNIGHT WE WERE TOLD TO GET READY QUICKLY, FOR THE GUARD WERE GOING TO MARCH US AWAY DURING THE NIGHT. WE GATHERED OUR FEW CHATTELS TOGETHER (CAPTAIN MADDEN STILL HAD HIS WAGON) AND NOT UNWILLINGLY WE LET THE GERMANS LEAD US DOWN A VALLEY ROAD INTO A FOREST. THE SNOW WAS DEEP AND PLODDING ALONG IN THE DARK WITH THE SKY LIGHTING UP BEHIND US WITH SHELL BURSTS WAS OMINOUS. THE SNOW, WET AND STICKING TO THE TREE TOPS, FELL DOWN ON US IN LUMPS WHEN THE WIND STIRRED THE BRANCHES. ONE VALLEY OPENED INTO ANOTHER AS WE WENT ALONG. WE WERE DESCENDING LOWER AND LOWER INTO A WIDE RIVER BASIN. OUR SPIRITS WERE TENSE.

AT DAYLIGHT OUR LEADERS SIGHTED A DETACHMENT OF VEHICLE, TANKS AND TROOPS IN BATTLE FORMATION MOVING THROUGH A CLEARING A FEW HUNDRED YARDS AHEAD. WORD WAS PASSED BACK TO GET INTO CONCEALMENT, TO REMAIN QUIET, AND NOT TO STRIKE ANY MATCHES. THE TENSENESS GREW. IT WAS DISCOVERED THAT THE COLUMN WAS GERMAN. THAT INTENSIFIED OUR ALARM. WHAT IF IN THE MORNING MIST THEY SHOULD MISTAKE US FOR COMBAT AMERICANS/ FORTUNATELY THEY IDENTIFIED US BEFORE FIRING AND WE WERE SAFE FOR THE HOUR. WHEN THE TASK FORCE HAD MOVED ACROSS OUR PATH, IT WAS DAYLIGHT. WE HAD MADE A FORTY-FIVE MINUTE HALT, WHICH PROVED TO BE THE TIME ELEMENT THAT SAVED US FROM A LONGER CAPTIVITY.

WE EMERGED FROM THE FOREST ONTO THE MUNICH-PASSAU HIGHWAY ON WHICH SOME GERMAN MILITARY TRAFFIC WAS MOVING. WE STARTED WEST ON THE AUTOBAHN STRINGING OUT IN A LONG FILE ON THE EDGE OF THE ROAD. THE CEILING OF CLOUDS WAS BEGINNING TO LIFT. LOW FLYING PLANES, SHOULD THEY APPEAR, WOULD FIND US AN EASY TARGET. THERE WAS SOME RELIEF AS WE APPROACHED A GROUP OF BUILDINGS WITH GIANT RED CROSSES ON THE ROOFS, AND ORPHAN ASYLUM OUT IN AN AREA BY ITSELF. LESS THAN A KILOMETER BEYOND WE TURNED OFF THE HIGHWAY ONTO A NARROW SIDE ROAD TO THE SOUTH. THIS ROAD SKIRTED A WOODS. THE GUARDS TRIED IN VAIN TO GET US ALL TOGETHER UNDER THE TREES. MANY AMERICANS WERE STRAGGLING AND STOPPING ALONG THE SIDE OF THE AUTOBAHN. NOT ONLY THE LAGGARDS, BUT ALL THE REST OF US WERE INTERESTED IN DISCOVERING THE LOCAL DISPOSITION OF THE FIGHTING FORCES. AN AMERICAN ARTILLERY LIAISON PLANE FLEW AT LOW ALTITUDE OUT OF THE NORTH, ZIGZAGGED OVER THE HILLS AND FORESTS, THEN DISAPPEARED IN THE DIRECTION WHENCE IT HAD COME. A DENSE COLUMN OF SMOKE BEGAN TO BILLOW UP FROM THE WOODED AREA WHERE WE HAD SIGHTED THE GERMAN CONCENTRATION OF TROOPS AND VEHICLES.

“THEY MUST BE DESTROYING THEIR EQUIPMENT,” AND AMERICAN OFFICER SURMISED. “THEY KNOW THEY’RE LICKED. AMERICAN TANKS CAN’T BE VERY FAR BEHIND US.”






-------------------
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We knew that the end was near because we could hear tank and artillery fire on either side. --

When we arrived at Gars on the Inns River, we stopped. They were going to march us across. Our colonel told us to be hard to find, and we disappeared.






--------------------

(Fr. Cavanaigh cont.)

“PLEASE, WE MUST BE MOVING ON,” SAID A SERGEANT OF THE GUARDS WITH AN UNUSUAL POLITENESS THAT BETRAYED THE INSTABILITY OF HIS POWER TO COMMAND.

WITH EXASPERATING SLOWNESS THE KRIEGIES BEGAN TO DRIFT ALONG THE SNOW-COVERED ROAD. NOT MUCH MORE THAN A MILE DIRECTLY AHEAD AND DOWN IN A VALLEY A TREMENDOUS EXPLOSION THOROUGHLY DISCONCERTED US. WHITHER WERE WE HEADING? ONLY A SMALL AMOUNT OF WHITE SMOKE ROSE UP TO GIVE US THE EXACT BEARING OF THE DEMOLITION A FEW PRISONERS STOPPED IN THEIR TRACKS TO AWAIT FURTHER DEVELOPMENTS; THE OTHER MOVED ON CAUTIOUSLY FOR A SHORT DISTANCE AND CAME TO THE BROW OF A STEEP DESCENT. HIDDEN UNDER THE PITCH OF THE HILLSIDE WAS A LITTLE TOWN OF GARS-AM-INN. AS WE CAME TO THE EDGE OF THE SHARP SLOPE OVERLOOKING THE TOWN WE SAW THAT IT WAS AN OPEN CITY. ALL THE LARGER BUILDINGS HAD WHITE ROOFS WITH RED CROSSES. AT THE BOTTOM OF THE VALLEY, ANOTHER HUNDRED FOOT DROP BELOW GARS, FLOWED THE INN RIVER, BROAD, SMOOTH AND DEEP. THE INN RIVER MARKS THE BOUNDARY BETWEEN BAVARIA AND THE NATIONAL REDOUBT. AT THAT TIME THE REDOUBT WAS A PLACE WE FEARED TO ENTER, FOR THERE WERE RUMORS THAT HITLER WAS WITHDRAWING WITH AN ARMY INTO THE CRAGGY REGION AROUND BERCHTESGADEN FOR HIS LAST STAND. A BAG OF AMERICAN OFFICERS WOULD HAVE BEEN A VALUABLE PRIZE TO HOLD AS HOSTAGES.

WE COMMENCED THE DESCENT INTO GARS. ON THE ROAD JUST SHORT OF THE VILLAGE, WE STOPPED AND WERE ARRANGED IN RANKS; THEN MARCHED INTO THE TOWN WITH SOME SEMBLANCE OF FORMATION. THE COLUMN HALTED AGAIN IN THE MIDDLE OF A NARROW STREET OF THE PRETTY GERMAN VILLAGE. THE PEOPLE, WITH ANXIOUS LOOKS ON THEIR FACES, WERE GATHERING AT DOORSTEPS AND WINDOWS. WE SOON FOUND OUT THE CAUSE OF THEIR APPREHENSION AND OF OUR OWN DELAY. WORD WAS QUIETLY AND CAUTIOUSLY PASSED FROM KRIEGIE TO KRIEGIE.

“THE JERRIES CANNOT TAKE US ACROSS THE RIVER BECAUSE THE BRIDGE HAS JUST BEEN BLOWN UP. DO WHAT YOU CAN TO SCATTER THROUGH THE TOWN SO THEY WILL HAVE TROUBLE ROUNDING US UP. COL. PALMER SAYS WE WILL STAY HERE AS LONG AS WE CAN.”

I STOOD WITH THE REST IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET. GRADUALLY THE NEAT FORMATION BEGAN TO DISINTEGRATE AS KRIEGIES CASUALLY STEPPED OUT OF SIGHT. I FOUND MYSELF IN FRONT OF A TWO-STORY STONE HOUSE WITH THE MONOGRAM OF THE SOCIETY OF JESUS WORKED IN METAL ON THE DOOR. TOW PRIESTS WERE LOOKING OUT OF AN UPPER WINDOW. PERHAPS THIS IS A JESUIT HOUSE, I THOUGHT. I QUICKLY MOUNTED THE STEPS AND RANG THE BELL. THE DOOR OPENED IMMEDIATELY AND I QUICKLY SLIPPED INSIDE. THERE I WAS CONFRONTED BY A NUN.

“ICH BIN PRIESTER...KATHOLICHER...JESUITA.” I EXCLAIMED.

THE SISTER LOOKED AT ME FOR A MOMENT IN SURPRISE; THEN SHE LAUGHED. “OH FATHER, COME IN!” SHE SPOKE IN PERFECT ENGLISH. “WE ARE GLAD TO HAVE YOU COME. COME UPSTAIRS TO SEE THE FATHERS.” “IS THIS A JESUIT HOUSE?” I ASKED HER.

“NO. THE FATHERS HERE ARE REDEMPTORISTS. BUT YOU ARE A JESUIT?” “YES. FROM CHICAGO.”

“OUR FOUNDER IS A JESUIT.” SHE SAID WITH EVIDENT PRIDE.

“SO IS OUR FOUNDER.” I SAID. “WHO IS YOUR FOUNDER?”

“FATHER RUPERT MAYER. HAVE YOU EVER HEARD OF HIM?

“THE GREAT ORATOR OF MUNICH, WHOM HITLER PUT IN CONCENTRATION CAMP?” “YES. YOU KNOW ABOUT HIM.”

“WHAT IS THE NAME OF YOUR CONGREGATION?” I ASKED HER.

“SISTERS OF THE HOLY FAMILY.”

UPSTAIRS THREE REDEMPTORIST PRIESTS SEEMED TO BE EQUALLY ALARMED ABOUT THE BLOWING UP OF THE BRIDGE AND THE ARRIVAL OF AMERICANS IN GARS. THEY WERE SURPRISED THAT I SHOULD HAVE COME INTO THEIR HOUSE AS A PRISONER.

“THAT’S ALL RIGHT, FATHERS. DON’T WORRY. THE GUARDS KNOW ME. I WILL STAY WITH YOU ONLY A SHORT TIME.”

SISTER PASCHALIS, WHO HAD OPENED THE DOOR TO ME, ASKED IF I WANTED SOMETHING TO EAT.

“YES, I WILL TAKE A MEAL.”

SOON SHE BROUGHT A CAKE (ONE OF THOSE SUGARLESS POUND CAKES), A BOWL OF SOUP, SOME BREAD AND CHEESE. IT WAS A JOY TO BE SO HOSPITABLY ENTERTAINED. THE FATHERS RECOVERED FROM THEIR DISMAY AT HAVING AN AMERICAN SOLDIER AT THEIR TABLE. WE TALKED FREELY IN A THREE LANGUAGE CONVERSATIONS, LATIN, GERMAN AND ENGLISH. SISTER PASCHALIS COMMUNICATED HER GAIETY AND JOY TO ALL OF US. BEFORE I HAD FINISHED MY LUNCH, SHE BROUGHT ME A LARGE PAPER BAH OF SANDWICHES. “THESE ARE FOR YOUR FRIENDS,” SHE SAID. BUT MY FRIENDS WERE AT THE DOOR.

SMOLKA AND MADDEN CAME IN TO TELL ME THAT SOME OF THE STRAGGLERS HAD MADE CONTACT WITH THE 80TH DIVISION AND THAT A TASK FORCE WAS BEING SENT TO LIBERATE US.

THE ALL CONVINCING PROOF THAT LIAISON HAD BEEN ESTABLISHED BETWEEN AMERICAN PRISONERS AND FRONT LINE TROOPS WAS THE BOX OF KING EDWARD CIGARS WHICH LT. A.C.STEIN OF CLEVELAND BOUGHT WITH HIM INTO GARS. SMOLKA WAS TOO EXCITED TO STAY IN THE REDEMPTORIST HOUSE. HE TOOK THE BAG OF SANDWICHES AWAY WITH HIM, WHILE MADDEN STAYED FOR SOUP AND CAKE.

AFTER HE FINISHED AND TO STALL FOR MORE TIME, I SAID, “SISTER, LOOK HOW DIRTY WE ARE. WE HAVE NOT HAD A BATH FOR OVER THREE MONTHS.” “YES FATHER, I WILL HEAT THE WATER.”

CAPTAIN MADDEN AND I HAD A BATH AND SISTER GAVE US SOME CLEAN SOCKS. WITH THE EXCEPTION OF SOCKS AND UNDERWEAR I WORE THE SAME CLOTHES WHICH I HAD PUT ON THANKSGIVING DAY. AND SINCE LANDING ON THE CONTINENT DECEMBER FIRST I HAD SCARCELY SPENT A NIGHT THAT I DID NOT SLEEP IN THEM. THE BATH WAS FORETASTE OF BETTER THINGS TO COME. FOR GOOD MEASURE WE SPRINKLED DDT POWDER OVER THE BATHROOM FLOOR.

FROM OUR HOSTS WE LEARNED ABOUT THE TOWN OF GARS. ONE OF THE FINEST BYZANTINE CHURCHES OF GERMANY WAS LOCATED HERE. NEXT TO IT WAS A LARGE SEMINARY OF THE CONGREGATION OF THE MOST HOLY REDEEMER. IT HAD FORMERLY HOUSED THREE HUNDRED STUDENTS, BUT NOW WAS USED AS A HOSPITAL. NO COURSES WERE BEING TAUGHT BECAUSE OF LACK OF STUDENTS. THERE WERE ALSO TOW OTHER HOSPITALS IN THE TOWN CONDUCTED BY TWO DIFFERENT SISTERHOODS. THOSE THREE HOSPITALS EXPLAINED THE REASON FOR THE RED CROSSES ON THE ROOFS OF THE BUILDINGS.

SMOLKA CAME AGAIN TO TELL US THAT THE GERMANS WERE TRYING TO ROUND US UP, BUT THAT OUR OWN MEN WERE WELL SCATTERED ABOUT THE TOWN. IT SEEMED TO THE GERMAN SOLDIERS THAT A BOTTLE WAS AT HAND. THEY WERE TENSE AND EXCITED, NO DOUBT BECAUSE THEY KNEW ONLY TOO WELL THAT THEY WOULD SOON EXCHANGE PLACES WITH US AND THEMSELVES BECOME PRISONERS. OF WAR. AFTER THREE O’CLOCK THEY MADE NO FURTHER EFFORT TO GUARD US. THEY TOO WOULD ENJOY THE BRIEF MOMENTS OF FREEDOM THAT REMAINED TO THEM EATING AND DRINKING AND VISITING WENT ON THROUGHOUT THE ENTIRE VILLAGE. AMERICANS AND GERMANS FRATERNIZED OVER CUPS OF COFFEE AND MUGS OF BAVARIAN TEA, WAITING FOR THE END.

AT HALF PAST FOUR O’CLOCK A CONVOY OF TEN AMERICAN TANKS LUMBERED DOWN THE STEEP SLOPE INTO GARS. NOT A ROUND WAS FIRED. SHOUTS OF JOY WENT UP ALL OVER THE VILLAGE. “WE’RE LIBERATED!”

“WHAT OUTFIT DO YOU BELONG TO?” THE TANKERS WERE ASKED.

“THE 14TH ARMORED DIVISION”






------------------
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“Contact was made with the 14th Armored,






-------------------

(Fr. Cavanaugh cont.)

THEIR AIR RECONNAISSANCE HAD SPOTTED US AND THEIR TANKS HAD ARRIVED BEFORE THE 80TH DIVISION COULD GET TO US.

ALL THROUGH THE TOWN THERE WAS JUBILATION ON THE PART OF GERMANS AND AMERICANS ALIKE. THE REDEMPTORISTS IN THE SEMINARY WERE SERVING MEALS TO OUR MEN AND OFFERING THEM UTILITIES TO COOK THE FOOD THEY HAD WITH THEM. THE SISTERS IN THE HOSPITALS WERE DOING THE SAME FOR THE MEN WHO DROPPED IN THERE. IN THE HOMES OF THE PEOPLE AMERICANS WERE PARTAKING OF THE HOSPITALITY OF THE TOWNSFOLK AND GIVING THEM IN RETURN REAL COFFEE WHICH THEY HAD NOT TASTED IN YEARS.

CATHOLICS, AMERICANS AND GERMANS, WERE VISITING THE GREAT CHURCH, THE MOST BEAUTIFUL OF ALL THE BYZANTINE STRUCTURES WE HAD SEEN, TO THANK GOD FOR LIBERATION AND PROTECTION OF THE CITY.

IN THE MONASTERY AT SUNDOWN FATHER WEISHAUPT CANDIDLY STATED THE FEELINGS OF THE GERMAN COMMON PEOPLE: “FATHER, THIS IS THE DAY OF YOUR LIBERATION and OURS. WE ARE FREED FROM TWELVE YEARS OF THE DENIAL OF FREEDOM, JUSTICE AND OF TRUTH.”

AFTERMATH

WITH THE CAPITULATION OF GARS-AM-INN WE CEASED TO BE KRIEGSGEFANGENER AND POSSESSED THE FREEDOM OF THE CITY. THE TANKERS COMMANDEERED QUARTERS FOR THE NIGHT, BUT ORDERED THE ENTIRE LIBERATED AMERICAN TO SLEEP IN BARNS NEAR ONE OF THE HOSPITALS. I HAD TO DECLINE THE OFFER OF A BEDROOM FROM THE REDEMPTORISTS BECAUSE ARMY TRUCKS WERE EXPECTED TO EVACUATE US DURING THE NIGHT.

THE NEXT MORNING, MAY 3RD, HOWEVER, FOUND US STILL IN GARS. THE VEHICLES HAD BEEN DELAYED. THEY ARRIVED LATE IN THE MORNING AND WE WERE LOADED IMMEDIATELY. BUT NOT BEFORE WE ALL HAD EATEN AT LEAST TWO GOOD BREAKFASTS AND GATHERED OUR REMAINING SUPPLIES OF AMERICAN RED CROSS FOOD TO GIVE TO THE SISTER WHO HAD BEEN SO KIND TO US.

WE SAW THE GERMAN GUARDS, WHO HAD RESTRAINED US WITH RIFLES FROM THE NIGHT WE LEFT HAMMELBURG, MARCHED AWAY DESPOILED OF THEIR ARMS UNDER AMERICAN MP’S TO BECOME PRISONERS OF WAR. THE LITTLE GUARD WHO HAD TAKEN PITY ON ME WHEN I WAS STAGGERING UNDER THE STRAIN OF CLIMBING HILLS WAS TOO FOOTSORE TO WALK. THE LAST TIME I SAW HIM HE WAS SITTING INSIDE AN AMERICAN HALF-TRACK EATING K-RATIONS WITH A NOISY CREW OF TANKERS. HE SMILED AS HE WAVED GOOD-BYE TO ME.

OUR CONVOY OF TRUCKS WAS OFF UP THE HILL. FROM THE PEAK WE LOOKED DOWN AT THE BROKEN BLASTED BRIDGE - STRIKING SYMBOL OF THE TOPPLING NAZI TYRANNY.

WE RETRACED MANY OF THE ROADS WE HAD WALKED DURING THE LAST DAYS OF OUR CAPTIVITY. AT TAUFKIRCHEN WE STOPPED TO CHANGE VEHICLES AND WERE DELAYED AN HOUR. THE QUIET AND WELL KEPT CITY WE HAD PASSED THROUGH THREE DAYS BEFORE WAS NOW A BATTLE SCARRED SITE. THE LEVEL ROADS HAD BECOME ROUGH AND RUMPLED AND FURROWED WITH DISABLED TANKS AND BURNED OUT TRUCKS. THE STONE BUILDINGS WERE SCRATCHED WITH RIFLE AND MACHINE GUN FIRE. A FEW FRAME BUILDINGS WERE SMOLDERING HEAPS OF ASHES.

WITHIN A HASTILY CONSTRUCTED WIRE ENCLOSURE, THOUSANDS OF GERMAN TROOPS, NOT PRISONER OF WAR, WERE MILLING AROUND AND COOKING OVER SMALL BONFIRES. AMERICAN DOUGHBOYS PATROLLED THE STREETS AND FILLED THE BEER HALLS. FOR BRAVARIA THE WAR WAS OVER. MUNICH HAD FALLEN ON THE LAST DAY OF APRIL AND AL RESISTANCE CEASED. NOT TILL FIVE DAYS LATER, HOWEVER, ON V-E DAY, MAY 8TH, WERE HOSTILITIES OFFICIALLY OVER IN EUROPE.

WE MOTORED TO MOOSBURG WHERE AN ESTIMATED 70,000 RECOVERED ALLIED PRISONERS, RUSSIANS, YUGOSLAVS, ITALIANS, FRENCH, ENGLISH, POLES, AND AMERICANS, WERE CELEBRATING THEIR REDEMPTION AND VICTORY. IN WHAT WAS LABELED A CHEESE FACTORY, BUT IN REALITY A STORE HOUSE FOR AIRPLANE PARTS, I CELEBRATED THE MASS OF LIBERATION WITH A MASS-KIT BORROWED FROM FATHER MCVEIGH, AN ENGLISH PRIEST WHO HAD JUMPED WITH THE BRITISH AT ARNHEM. AT MOOSBURG WE RECEIVED A NEW DESIGNATION. INSTEAD OF KRIEGIES WE WERE CALLED RAMP’S (ABBREVIATION FOR REPATRIATED ALLIED MILITARY PERSONNEL).

THE AMERICAN RAMP’S WERE FLOWN IN B-17’S AND C-47’S TO RHEIMS AND RAMP CAMP, NEAR ST. VALERY EN CAUS. HERE WERE THOUSANDS AND TENS OF THOUSANDS OF AMERICANS FROM THE STALAGS AND DULAGS AND LAZARETS OF LIMBURG, BAD ORB, ZIEGENHEIM, NUREMBERG, SZUBIN, SAGAN, NEUBRANDENBURG, MOOSBURG, AND MANY OTHER GERMAN OWNS. THEY WERE SHOWERED, DOCTORED, CLOTHED, BANQUETED AND ENTERTAINED AS LONG LOST BROTHERS.

TRANSPORTS AND LIBERTY SHIPS WERE OVERLOADED A LEHAVRE TO BRING THEM HOME - HOME TO AMERICA, TRULY THE LAND OF FREEDOM, FREEDOM FROM WANT AND FROM FEAR, FREEDOM OF SPEECH AND OF RELIGION. THE AMERICA WHICH, IN SPITE OF WARTIME RESTRICTIONS, ABOUNDED IN GOOD FOOD, AND THE CONVENIENCES AND LUXURIES OF LIFE. THE AMERICA WHICH WAs FAR REMOVED FROM MECHANIZED COLUMNS AND TERROR IN THE SKIES. THE AMERICA WHOSE ROSTRUMS, RADIOS, AND PRESSES ARE FREE MEANS OF COMMUNICATION AND OPEN TO THE EXPRESSION OF EVERYONE’S 

PRIVATE OPINION. THE AMERICA, WHOSE CHURCHES WELCOME ALL WHO WOULD WORSHIP THE GOD WHO MADE US, AND THANK HIM FOR HIS BLESSINGS, THE AMERICA WHOSE FUNDAMENTAL GOODNESS THE KRIEGIES HAD LEARNED TO APPRECIATE AND WHOSE SECURITY THEY HELPED TO PURCHASE EVEN WITH THE COLD AND HUNGER AND LICE OF NAZI PRISONS.

L.D.S.

ITINERARY OF CHAPLAIN PAUL W. CAVANAUGH

OCT.12, 1944 - LEFT CAMP ATTERBURY (INDIANA)


14
-
ARRIVED AT STAGING AREA NEAR TAUNTON, MASS


20
-
SAILED FROM NEW YORK ON AQUITANIA


29
-
FEAST OF CHRIST THE KING. LANDED AT GUROCK, 



SCOTLAND, IN FIRTH OF
CLYDE


31
-
ARRIVED GUITING POWER, LITTLE VILLAGE IN 




CENTRAL ENGLAND.

NOV.5 -
MOVED TO FAIRFORD, ENGLAND


15 - MOVED TO STOW-ON-THE-WOLD. VISITED HEYTHROPE, 



OXFORD,CAMBRIDGE. SPENT 5 HOURS IN LONDON. 



TRAVELED BY JEEP TO MANY PLACES IN CENTRAL 



ENGLAND, MINISTERING TO MEN OF OUR REGIMENT.

DEC.1 -
LANDED IN LeHAVRE FRANCE



2 - 8
BIVOUACKED NEAR SAN LAURENT, NORMANDY



8 - 10
TRAVELED IN CONVOY THROUGH FRANCE





BELGIUM AND INTO THE ZIEGFRIED LINE.



10 - 18
LIVED IN A GERMAN PILLBOX



19
- 
CAPTURED



23
-
BOMBED IN R.A.F. AT LIMBURG



25
-
ARRIVED AT BAD ORB 





(FIRST PRISON I WAS IN.)


JAN.8
-
SAID MASS FOR FIRST TIME SINCE CAPTURE.



11 -

MOVED TO SECOND CAMP NEAR HAMMELBURG

FEB.2
-
GOT MASS KIT AND ABLE TO SAY MASS DAILY 




UNTIL MARCH 27.

MAR.27
-
ATTACK ON HAMMELBURG BY AMERICAN TANKS. 





NO LIBERATION.


28
-
(2 A.M.) BEGINNING OF 5 WEEKS WALK THRU 




BAVARIA.

APR. 1
-
EASTER. FIRST MASS ON THE MARCH. SAID 





MASS 10 OUT OF 35 DAYS.


 5
-
BOMBED BY AMERICAN PLANES AT NURNBURG. 




500 POUNDER LANDED 20 YARDS FROM ME, - BUT 



DID NOT GET A SCRATCH.

MAY
3
-
LIBERATED BY AMERICAN TANKS AT GARS am INN 


 
20 MILES EAST OF MUNICH.

MAY 6
-
MUNICH


18
-
PARIS


22
-
RHEIMS


24
-
ST. VALLERY (St. Valery en Caux - near 




Dieppe on English Channel)

JUNE 21 - 
LANDED IN BOSTON, MASS.
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