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			Preface: The Setting

			You embody what is best and most kind in all of us.

			—Col. J. P. McGee, former commander, Bastogne Brigade, 101st Airborne Division

			This story is set in the small Ardennes town of Bastogne, Belgium. The first mention of Bastogne dates to 634 CE, and, like the rest of what is now Belgium, it changed hands many times over the centuries. It had been part of the Roman Empire and would later fall under Spanish and French rule. When Belgium gained its independence from the Netherlands in the nineteenth century, Bastogne became a prosperous market town known for its cattle and farm produce. 

			Today Bastogne is a town of around fifteen thousand. One can walk from one end to the other in about fifteen minutes. It heaves with visitors most summer weekends, during which the parking lot on McAuliffe Square quickly fills and the cafes and snack bars in the vicinity do a roaring trade. In a corner of the square there’s a Sherman tank that was taken out by a German 88mm gun during the Battle of the Bulge. Everywhere there are reminders of what occurred during the fateful winter of 1944–1945. 

			About forty-nine yards from the main square on rue de Neufchâteau stands a Chinese restaurant with a series of pillars at its front. On one of the pillars is a plaque that bears an inscription in both French and English that can give a reader pause.

			The plaque identifies this as the site of a World War II military aid station of the US 20th Armored Infantry Battalion. The building was struck by a German bomb on Christmas Eve 1944. More than thirty wounded US soldiers being cared for inside were killed. One civilian also died: Belgian nurse Renée Lemaire, remembered today as “The Angel of Bastogne.” What the plaque doesn’t say is that the bomb that scored a direct hit on the aid station was dropped by the German Luftwaffe early in one of the bloodiest and most decisive clashes of World War II. The plaque also fails to mention a second nurse who could have just as easily been killed in the bombing. That nurse was Augusta Chiwy.
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					Bastogne before the war. Credit: Unknown

				

			

			The Stars and Stripes hanging outside the town hall (the hôtel de ville) and various other establishments serve as a reminder of the debt of gratitude felt by local residents. Most of Bastogne’s visitors aren’t on a nostalgic World War II pilgrimage. They’re there to do a bit of shopping and enjoy some Ardennes specialties washed down with a glass of good beer. There are enough monuments and memorabilia to keep the discerning war tourist occupied, though, and it’s worth going off the beaten track to find them. 

			There’s an unambiguous atmosphere of real history pervading the streets and buildings, and one doesn’t need to be a historian to absorb Bastogne’s unique ambience. Some of the town’s elderly remember the days and long nights when Americans lived with them through a terrible struggle, but they’re in no hurry to talk about it. Soon, like the veterans who were there, they will all be gone. 

			Although decades have passed since the last world war, visible scars remain. Near McAuliffe Square there’s a dilapidated house on the rue du Docteur Chiwy. Paint is peeling off the door and graffiti covers the triplex-boarded windows. On closer inspection it’s possible to see exposed, scorched bricks and timbers awaiting refurbishment or replacement, silent testaments to another time. There’s no plaque, but in any other country this house would be a national monument. This is the house where nurse Augusta Chiwy lived. 

		

	
		
			Introduction: The Spark

			One night some years ago I was watching the “Bastogne” episode of Band of Brothers, the series based on the best-selling book by Stephen Ambrose. The character of nurse Renée Lemaire was featured in this episode. I knew her story well—or at least I thought I did. In one shot, a black nurse is working on a wounded soldier behind Renée. The character playing 101st Airborne medic “Doc” Roe asks Renée, “Who’s the black nurse?” “Oh that’s Anna, from the Congo,” replies Renée dismissively. That is it. That is all we see. Where did Ambrose get that, I wondered? 

			I hunted frantically for the remote and eventually found it under the grumpy dog. Remote extricated, all fingers fortunately preserved, I pressed rewind, then pause, and shouted for my Belgian wife to come take a look. She doesn’t normally watch this kind of thing, but there have been exceptions. These have often involved coercion and duress, but that’s the price we pay for marrying nurses. 

			“Look at the nurse behind Renée,” I said, pointing. 

			“Yes, what about her?” my Belgian wife retorted. 

			“Well, she isn’t mentioned in any history book in my collection. Who was she, and what was she doing there?”  

			“Why don’t you get off your backside and find out?” 

			While those weren’t her exact words, over the years she’s developed a remarkable capacity for using my vernacular, and you get the gist. 

			When I first began asking around about this black nurse, absolutely nobody knew who she was. Moreover, Stephen Ambrose had taken some serious liberties with the story of Renée Lemaire. Renée was in the same town, but she never worked for the famed 101st Airborne. She was on the other side of town, working for the 20th Armored Infantry Battalion, attached to the 10th Armored Division of Patton’s Third Army. There were one or two vague references, but nobody could provide any concrete answers. 

			My mother was a nurse, and my wife and sister are both nurses. At the time of this writing, my daughter is also training to be a nurse. I’ve been around nurses all my life. I think if there’s any group of people in public service who deserve our respect and admiration, it’s nurses. So when I learned about a nurse who’d basically been ignored by history, of course I was going to zero in on her. I wanted—needed—to know more about this woman. I had no idea what I was getting myself into, or the story I was about to uncover. 

			Here was a person who deserved credit and had gotten none for what she’d done in 1944–1945. I would discover the circuitous route that led this woman from her birth in 1921, in what was then the Belgian Congo, to Bastogne and the Battle of the Bulge twenty-three years later. I discovered sometime later that the nurse’s name wasn’t “Anna.” It was Augusta Chiwy. 

			Who was this African nurse? 

			In December 1944 she was visiting her father and adoptive mother in Bastogne. She had come home for Christmas from Louvain, where she worked as a nurse, unaware that Bastogne would soon become a city under siege. In a last-ditch effort to win the war he knew he was losing, Adolf Hitler had ordered his armies to launch a massive assault on the Allies’ front line in Belgium. Bastogne was right in the crosshairs. It was defended by poorly equipped and badly outnumbered American troops who would soon be tested in one of the bloodiest confrontations in US military history. Augusta Chiwy would selflessly volunteer to help US medic Dr. Jack Prior for nearly a month of sleepless nights, numbing cold, and relentless bombing in a place of abject terror, where anyone could be killed at any time. 

			This story is not only one of remarkable courage and compassion in the face of appalling inhumanity. It’s also the story of a black Belgian nurse, a white army doctor, and the circumstances that drew them together and pulled them apart. It takes a lot to melt the heart of an irascible historian, but mine melted when I discovered their histories. I needed to know more. What had happened to Augusta? 

			It wasn’t easy to uncover the stories of two “ordinary” individuals during the Battle of Bastogne; that’s the writer’s tale, and you can read it at the end. But everything described here happened. I interviewed dozens of people and read hundreds of pages of primary source material, including letters and diaries. While the characters in this story may not have said every word as recorded here, where I have filled in dialogue, it is psychologically and historically true to the record.

			I’ll confess that a sort of ménage à trois evolved. I’m much more comfortable talking about military events than emotional ones, but I fell in love with these people. I’m very protective of Augusta in particular, but she deserves to have you know her story. It starts in the Belgian Congo in 1921.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Going Home for Christmas

			December 16, 1944

			It was early morning, a Saturday, when Augusta buttoned up her cumbersome nurse’s gabardine and wrapped a bulky hand-knitted black scarf around her neck. Her father had invited her to Bastogne for Christmas, and she was looking forward to returning to what she considered her hometown, about ninety miles south of Louvain. 

			Augusta’s eagerness to go home could have been enhanced by the prospect of a good feed. The monasteries and convents in the Bastogne area cultivated their own vegetables and kept their own livestock, and would occasionally have needed Henri Chiwy’s services. Consequently, her father was never short of meat thanks to his veterinary activities. Apparently the only vegetable that wasn’t available in abundance, however, was potatoes. 

			Among the planted pine forests and rolling hills, no one would have noticed a solitary figure pedaling along the route de Clervaux from Bastogne on a rickety old bike the previous evening, on the night of December 15. As the evening mist settled in, Henri Chiwy did his best to stay balanced on the icy and uneven cobblestone road, avoiding dips and drops on a surface that was originally intended for horses and carts. The haze made it hard to see, and poor visibility was compounded by approaching dusk. Henri often worked long hours around that time of year, but that night he was on a foraging mission for potatoes. 

			Finding meat hadn’t been a problem; the local veterinarian had real advantages when it came to acquiring meat. People would usually take such a qualified man at his word, and when he said with gravitas, “That lamb looks ill and needs to be isolated from the rest of the flock; let me take it home for examination,” nobody blinked. Who would dare to contradict a qualified veterinarian? He could later lament about how the poor beast had died under anesthetic, or while trying to escape, or whatever the reason. He had a solid reputation, and in most cases the locals would have believed him. 
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					Troops and vehicles in Bastogne before the siege. Courtesy of Mike Collins

				

			

			As he reached the junction just before the village of Marvie, he applied the hand brakes. When they didn’t perform quickly enough, he took his feet off the pedals and scraped the cobblestones, creating a shower of sparks with his steel-toe boots until he managed to fall off and tumble into a plowed field. 

			Before leaving home that evening Henri had indulged in a large glass of calvados. It would have comfortably immunized him against the biting cold as he lay there between the frozen furrows. Like most residents of Bastogne, he wasn’t against the occasional alcoholic libation. Under normal circumstances these people were bon viveurs who enjoyed life to the full, and there was never a shortage of good beer and spirits in the Ardennes. Moreover, they didn’t need much of an excuse to indulge to the max. Henri was no exception. He actually found some abandoned potatoes in the field, even though he had almost broken his arm.

			Oblivious to her father’s nocturnal foraging, that Saturday morning Augusta stood in the aisle of a packed tram ambling lethargically to Brussels’s southern station. The dim light inside the tram was subject to regulation “blackout” lighting which left the interior barely illuminated. Under the circumstances this wasn’t necessarily bad, as most of the trams hadn’t been cleaned since 1940. 

			On arrival at her first destination, Augusta left the tram and stepped into the cavernous Gare du Midi station echoing with commuters going about their daily routines with the accompaniment of rancid tobacco smoke, cold air, and a resounding cacophony of lively human and mechanical noise. Above the commotion the overhead public address system was relaying information about trains, platforms, and destinations in an almost unintelligible high-nasal monotone. 

			Augusta would have seen a hive of activity typical for a Saturday morning at the station, as crowds of passengers eager to enjoy the weekend thronged the platforms and waited expectantly for their trains. One of the announcements in French and Dutch concerning departures for Luxembourg or Bastogne said, “The 8:45 for Bastogne and the 9:15 for Luxembourg will both terminate at Namur.” There was no reason given, and most commuters would have been blissfully oblivious of the savage fury that was being unleashed against four thinly spread US divisions along the whole Ardennes front. 

			Until that calamitous point everything had gone relatively well for the Allies. Since the breakout from Normandy, Paris had been liberated at the end of August and the Belgian cities of Tournai, Brussels, and Antwerp had been liberated by British troops in early September. US divisions had liberated Mons, Namur, Liège, and the Ardennes during the same month. German units had made a necessary tactical retreat and established their defenses way behind the Siegfried Line. 

			The First Army of Gen. Courtney Hodges had succeeded in capturing Aachen, while General Patton’s Third Army was preparing to invade the Saarland. The general consensus of opinion at Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary Force (SHAEF) headquarters was that the difficult terrain and the onset of winter made it highly unlikely that the Germans would launch an attack on the Ardennes region. The great disparity in opinion that existed between the US and British High Commands at the time only exacerbated their lack of readiness. General Eisenhower was considering the option to invade Germany along the whole length of the front line, while British Field Marshal Montgomery was demanding a lightning breakthrough over more favorable terrain from the Netherlands to Berlin.

			Meanwhile, the German army’s high command, the Oberkommando der Wehrmacht (OKW), had earmarked Bastogne as a strategic location. The city rests on an elevated plateau in the province of Luxembourg, a few miles from Luxembourg’s national border in the south of Belgium and about twenty-two miles west of the German border. Seven roads converged in Bastogne, and according to archival documents it had been a popular market town for many centuries. It was regarded as one of the most important towns in the Ardennes region. Surrounded by gentle rolling hills, prime agricultural land, and a few planted forests that were used mainly for logging, this was the heart of a prosperous farming community. 

			Bastogne was now relatively quiet save for a few troops from the 28th “Keystone” Division who were still hanging around town and entertaining the locals. A part of Gen. Troy Middleton’s US VIII Corps, the 28th Pennsylvania National Guard, were still in the process of replacing casualties incurred during the terrible Battle of Hürtgen Forest, which had reduced the division’s number by four-fifths. Due to the massive casualties in the Hürtgen campaign, the Germans had renamed the 28th Division’s Keystone arm patch the “Bloody Bucket.”

			A few miles south of Bastogne in Diekirch, the 28th Division’s 109th Regiment was enjoying a USO show that included Marlene Dietrich wowing the troops with her husky Teutonic just-below-the-tone vocals and shapely legs. The “in” joke after the Battle of the Bulge was that the 99th Division strung out on the northern shoulder was expecting Marlene Dietrich but got Schutzstaffel (SS) general Joseph “Sepp” Dietrich and his 6th Panzer Army instead. 

			[image: ]

			In late November and early December Jack Prior found his talents to be in great demand. After a rain-soaked November in Alsace-Lorraine, sickness in the army was rampant. One division had more than three thousand severe cases of trench foot. His other problem was a direct consequence of being within driving distance of Paris. Many GIs opted to spend their furloughs there, and quite a few returned with STDs.

			On December 14, 1944, Capt. Jack Prior was assigned as surgeon to the 20th AIB to replace their regular officer, who had been evacuated with pneumonia. That was the official reason. Unofficially the replacement had been made because the officer in question had taken a liking to hard liquor and was failing quite dramatically in his duties.
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					Official army photograph of Capt. Irving Lee Naftulin. Credit: US Army

				

			

			Jack’s appointment gave him command over his colleague, dental surgeon Capt. Irving Lee Naftulin, himself no stranger to intoxicating libations, and about thirty enlisted men who had been trained as litter bearers and first-aid men. The 20th AIB was part of a combat team composed of a tank battalion, an engineer platoon, and a reconnaissance squadron. This team would become known as “Team Desobry” after its infantry commanding officer, the then twenty-six-year-old Maj. William R. Desobry. Desobry was a strong and highly respected combat leader who would ultimately serve thirty-four years, spend time in Vietnam, and retire as a lieutenant general.

			Captain Naftulin, known as “Naf” to his friends, was born in Romania in 1907, but his family immigrated to the United States the following year. He had graduated with a dentistry degree from Ohio State University in 1931. He enlisted on December 9, 1941, when he was already thirty-six; had he not volunteered, he never would been drafted, due to his age. He had tried to join an airborne unit and at the time didn’t regard being a dentist or being too old as potential deterrents to this ambition. Before he was sent overseas, Naftulin had a reputation for being very keen on physical fitness. He was considered quite militant in his opinions as well as very defensive about anti-Semitism. Joining up was his way of fighting back.

			Although Naf and Jack Prior hadn’t had much to do with each other up to that point, they acknowledged and respected each other’s professions. Jack was given command of the medical unit even though Naftulin had seniority and a higher rank because military regulations stipulated that the post should be held by a doctor or a surgeon, not a dentist. 
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			As Augusta was walking to the bus stop across from the train station in Namur she noticed that large open cattle trucks were being provided to take passengers farther south. There was a large crowd at the bus stop jostling to get on board. It took a long while to load the human cargo onto each truck, and every vehicle that left the station was packed to maximum capacity. The old Bedford truck Augusta boarded rocked and jolted along the cobbled streets as it meandered south in the wake of various US military vehicles.

			It eventually terminated at Marché, where Augusta disembarked in search of transport for the last twenty-five miles to Bastogne. She walked a few miles out of the small city, trying to flag down a vehicle going south. A Willys jeep pulled over to the side of the main road and offered her a lift. Augusta gratefully accepted and jumped into the backseat. This took her to Martelange, about thirteen miles south of Bastogne. In retrospect it would have been better if she’d walked from Marché, as due to a slight communication problem with the soldiers providing the transport, she went farther south than she expected. After waiting a few hours in Martelange she managed to find a bus heading in the direction of Bastogne, but prolific military traffic in and around Bastogne meant the bus stopped about two miles short of its destination.

			At that point Augusta noticed an unlocked bicycle apparently abandoned by the side of the road. The reason for its abandonment became obvious when she tried to ride it. The front tire was completely flat, but she decided to ride it anyway. After pedaling strenuously for a couple miles Augusta had no option but to discard the truculent bicycle and walk the rest of the way. She was hungry, cold, and totally exhausted, but with great effort she trudged laboriously toward Bastogne, arriving at her father’s home on the rue des Écoles around 11:00 p.m. Her long, arduous journey home to Bastogne had involved tram, train, truck, jeep, bus, bicycle, and shoe leather. 

			At precisely 5:30 that morning in 1944, the Battle of the Bulge had begun as German armies launched simultaneous attacks along an eighty-seven-mile front. There were only four US divisions in the line at the time, and two of these—the 99th and the 106th infantry divisions—had never fired a shot in anger; they were completely green. The other two divisions, the 28th and the 4th infantry divisions, were refitting after fighting in the punitive, bloody Hürtgen Forest campaign. German intel and recon was good; they knew that these divisions were overextended, and where the gaps were. Ten days before the offensive, the OKW had imposed radio silence to hide the massing of German troops and armor in the west. Although Bletchley Park had intercepted messages prior to the radio silence indicating that German units were being moved from the Eastern Front to the west, this information was dismissed by SHAEF. The general assumption was that the Ardennes was the quiet area, and an attack there was considered unlikely. 

			On the way to her father’s house Augusta would have passed stationary military vehicles parked ad hoc beside the road along with columns on the move. The Americans had been in Bastogne since September and had made their presence known among the locals, particularly the girls. Many good friendships had been sealed both vertically and horizontally. As far as most residents were concerned, after four rigid years of Nazi occupation these handsome young soldiers were a breath of fresh air.
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					Germans advancing through the woods near Bastogne, December 1944. Credit: US Army Signal Corps

				

			

			Winter in the Ardennes always transformed Bastogne from a nondescript market town to a pre-Christmas wonderland. It would never have looked prettier than it did at that moment in 1944. Holiday decorations would have been displayed in shop windows and along the streets, where the old sodium streetlights would have given faces a greenish hue.

			Henri Chiwy stood beside his sister-in-law at the door where they’d watched and waited expectantly for Augusta for hours. When she finally arrived, the first thing she noticed was the temporary, self-applied plaster cast on his left arm. He’d wanted those potatoes for a “welcome home” dinner of Flemish stew and fries for Augusta. 

			Later, after an excellent dinner with the family, Augusta went up to bed. On the wall of her bedroom was a National Geographic Society map of the world, dotted with little red marker flags showing the route to Belgium from the Congo. A blue flag was stuck in the place where she was born. She put her purse and ID card on her bedside table next to an autographed picture of her favorite music artist, Charles Trenet. Briefly revived at being back in her room, she walked over to the shelf that held her record player. Above it was her small collection of vinyl discs. She reached for one and carefully removed a Charles Trenet recording from its sleeve while opening the lid of the player. Within a few seconds, the song “Boum!” drifted from the old machine, filling the room. 

			She went to bed that night not knowing this would be her last good night’s sleep for a long while.

		

	
		
			Chapter Eleven

			The Ghost Town

			December 25, 1944

			Jack left before dawn on Christmas Day to see what he could salvage from the aid station. Augusta’s family returned home around nine in the morning, and she spent the day with them in the cellar of their home on the rue des Écoles. Augusta’s father and Mama Caroline were absolutely delighted to see that she had survived the recent bombardments relatively unscathed, except for a few cuts and bruises. When her brother Charles descended the steps, he stopped immediately when he saw Augusta and shuffled across the basement floor to give her a hug. Before long he was cleaning his recently acquired Lee-Enfield rifle by candlelight. The small family was reunited for the first time in quite a few days. 

			Augusta sobbed as she told her father about the recent events at the aid station. At that moment she was unsure about what she was going to do next. She told them that she hadn’t slept a wink, and just sat quietly in the corner of the candlelit cellar, contemplating her next move and whether or not she would be able to continue working for the US Army in Bastogne. The bombing had taken its toll on her resilience, but there was another matter on her mind: She was becoming too attached to Jack. She would shake uncontrollably for a few minutes every so often but then it would pass. 

			It was the saddest Christmas Day that Augusta had ever experienced. At no other time in her young life had she felt as completely desolate as she did at that moment, sitting there in the corner of that putrid cellar. Her mouth was dry and her body felt as if it hadn’t been washed for months, let alone days. Outside she could hear the bombs falling and the occasional agonized cries of the afflicted. She winced when a rat ran over her bare feet. Her father suggested that she should make herself useful and return to the crowded cellars beneath the Notre Dame School, but Augusta wasn’t sure if this was a good idea. Either way, whatever her next move, it would be entirely her choice and hers alone. 

			After a meager breakfast with her family she decided to go and attempt to find Jack. All the remaining wounded had now been moved to the Heintz Barracks, and Augusta would have known about the location because it was a prominent set of buildings that straddled the roadside at the beginning of the Route de La Roche. 
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			Adolf Hitler himself had given the order to attack Bastogne on Christmas Day. Sometime during the night before Christmas Eve, commander Hasso von Manteuffel of the 5th Army had arrived at Gen. Heinz Kokott’s CP to deliver the plans on how the attack was to be organized. At least two regiments of the 15th Panzergrenadier Division would be taken from the reserves and be in position to attack by 3:00 a.m. on Christmas morning. The attacks would be orchestrated from the west and northwest of Bastogne, on Kokott’s assumption that the US Army wouldn’t expect an attack to come at them from this direction. 

			In retrospect he had gauged the situation quite erroneously, because the northwest was actually quite well defended, according to 101st records. It was the southwest that was vulnerable. On the other hand, Kokott knew that an approach from the northwest of town would provide him the opportunity to operate his armor in firmer and more open terrain due to the nature of the countryside around there. He now moved his divisional CP from Bras to Gives, and consequently moved most of the units of the 26th Volksgrenadiers into this sector. The attack would come in the area near the junction of the line held by the 327th Glider Infantry Regiment (GIR) and the 502nd Parachute Infantry Regiment (PIR), with units of both 15th Panzergrenadiers and 26th Volksgrenadiers pushing toward Bastogne in a traditional three-pronged attack: from Givry toward Champs; from Flamizoule, just east of Flamierge, toward Hemroulle; and farther south from Senonchamps in toward the main Bastogne-Marche-en-Famenne road. 

			Christmas morning in Bastogne was much like the preceding days. In the cellars beneath the Sisters of Notre Dame School, however, some fortunate GIs were treated to a concert of Christmas carols by the school choir. There are few things as emotive to someone far away from home as spending Christmas in unfamiliar surroundings. At about 3:00 a.m. a few German planes droned over the city and dropped bombs indiscriminately. This appears to have been Luftwaffe support that had been promised to General Kokott, who was planning a major attack that day. A couple minutes later the German gunners and mortar crews started to work. Out on the front lines the first barrages crashed against US Army positions, and minutes later, clad in snow camo, the first German grenadiers crept forward against these lines, supported by tanks. As the ground shook under the impact of the heavy shelling, the snow-covered battlefield soon became a spectrum of bright flares, deafening explosions, and machine-gun tracers. As mortar rounds exploded in front of and behind the GIs out in the foxholes, enemy activity gathered momentum. 
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					Anthony McAuliffe and his staff gathered inside the Heintz Barracks for Christmas. Credit: Unknown

				

			

			Christmas Day brought no relief to the battered defenders of Bastogne. In fact, the enemy attacks on that day were among the heaviest and most vicious they’d had to endure so far, but the German artillery was now focused on the American units around the perimeter and less on the actual center of Bastogne. The 4th Armored of General Patton’s Third Army had suffered heavy losses in men and tanks on its advance north from Neufchâteau, and by Christmas night they were within five miles of Bastogne. General McAuliffe often said that his best Christmas present ever was receiving a message from General Patton informing him that the Third Army was close by.

			The bombardment earlier in the day hadn’t inflicted much new damage in the already-shattered city, and the ensuing inclement weather had stemmed the shelling considerably. In a paltry attempt to maintain the momentum, the Nazis had been reduced to lobbing random artillery and bombs on Bastogne ad hoc. The defenders and residents were oblivious to the fact that the Germans had been facing stiff resistance all along the Bulge, and to those in the know, it was becoming overtly apparent that Hitler’s last offensive in the west was doomed. 
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			With the bombardments abating, the residents of Bastogne were now daring to leave their cellars for short periods in search of food and whatever else they could lay their hands on.

			Jack Prior had caught a restless few hours’ sleep at Henri Chiwy’s house before sluggishly extricating himself from beneath a pile of coats and blankets and stepping outside into the freezing cold. A short while later, on his way to the site of the former 20th AIB aid station, he was approached by an officer from the 10th Armored Division’s CCB and given orders to continue his work over at the 101st HQ at the Heintz Barracks, where the remainder of his patients had been rehoused. 

			Before he headed there he decided to go and have one last look at the site of the former aid station. He sadly scanned the carnage and destruction caused by the previous night’s bombing and hung his head in despair. Along the street there were craters in the road, devastated buildings, and the deathly pall of decomposing corpses that sullied the freezing winter air. It was now no more than a pile of smoldering, pungent rubble covered with a layer of fresh snow. 

			A group of GIs was standing around looking at the still-smoking wreckage of the former aid station when Jack walked over to them and asked if they’d help him clear up so that he could get better access to the cellar beneath the wrecked building. One of the GIs told Jack that he thought he’d heard a voice beneath the rubble. This was all the impetus Jack needed; he grabbed a shovel and began digging furiously in an attempt to locate any further possible survivors. 

			A colonel in a jeep stopped on the street in front of the debris and asked Jack what he was doing. While Jack explained to him what had happened the previous night, the colonel tried to listen but was distracted by a group of GIs farther along the street horsing around with apparently nothing better to do. The colonel leapt out of the jeep and charged up to them, shouting, “Get your commanding officer out here right now, or so help me, God, I’ll have you all on a charge.” 

			A major promptly appeared and received the biggest dressing-down of his career for allowing the soldiers to idly stand by while others were working hard to clear the rubble. Within minutes his men were assisting the other GIs clearing away the remains of the former aid station. They eventually managed to haul two more survivors from the wreckage. 

			Convinced there were no more survivors, Jack called a halt to the work, sat down beside the road on his haunches, and buried his head in his hands. Then he looked up and in one long sigh he expelled a cloud of frozen breath. A few days previous he’d been watching a thunderstorm from the doorway of his aid station. Jack always enjoyed a good storm, but being a spectator on this occasion damn near killed him. While watching the storm, a shell exploded in the road and Jack was hit by a piece of shrapnel that sent him flying clear to the back of the room on his back. Naftulin was expecting to find a gaping chest wound. After ripping off his flight jacket and many other layers he found a piece of shrapnel the size of a half-dollar on top of Jack’s favorite wool sweater that his mother had made for him. 

			Sitting there outside the demolished aid station, he reexamined the small hole in his overcoat just below the right lapel. Opening his coat for closer inspection he saw again how that small piece of shrapnel had singed right through to the hand-knitted woolen pullover beneath. It was only thanks to the multiple layers of clothing that it hadn’t wounded him, but he registered some dismay at the damaged garment. 

			Augusta had left the relative safety of her the cellar beneath her father’s house and walked over to the rue de Neufchâteau. As she arrived she saw that Jack was meticulously inspecting the penny-size scorch mark on his pullover, and offered to fix it for him. Jack gratefully accepted the offer, adding that his mother had knitted the garment and would be furious if she saw that he’d ruined it. 

			Shortly after, Jack gathered his belongings and prepared to leave the site on the rue de Neufchâteau for good. He wouldn’t return there for fifty years, but he kept that small piece of shrapnel in his wallet for the rest of his life. Augusta waved good-bye and returned to her father’s house. 

			She had yet to make up her mind about what to do next. The bomb that had dropped on the aid station had definitely unnerved her, but her emotions appear to have been in suspended animation at that time. She had seen so much suffering in those few days that it drained her. Nevertheless, as a fully qualified nurse Augusta still felt a sense of duty to practice her vocation, even if it was voluntary. Despite all the hardships she’d endured there was one other overriding consideration that she couldn’t suppress. She was hopelessly in love with Jack Prior, and she would have followed him to the ends of the earth.

			Meanwhile, Lee Naftulin was receiving some basic medical treatment over at the 101st aid station at the Heintz Barracks. He hadn’t sustained any serious wounds, just a few minor cuts and bruises, but to avoid the risk of these becoming infected he’d gone over to have them seen to. 

			Maj. Martin S. Wisely, MC, regimental surgeon of the 327th Glider Infantry Regiment, was in charge of an ad hoc staff there made up of doctors and aid men from the division antiaircraft, engineer, artillery, and tank destroyer units. In an effort to acquire a more spacious location and better protection from artillery and air attack for his patients, Wisely had moved the hospital to the basement garage of the Heintz Barracks. As the hospital population increased, he placed incapacitated patients in the rifle range and Riding Hall, and used another building for trench-foot cases. 

			These facilities were primitive to say the least; the main ward had a dirt floor, no bathroom facilities, and only a single electric light. A field kitchen set up at one end of the large room fed both staff and patients. The wounded “were laid in rows on sawdust covered with blankets. Each row had a shift of medical assistants, and an attempt was made to segregate incoming cases into specified rows depending upon the seriousness of their wounds.” Those deemed unlikely to survive lay nearest the wall. “As they died they were carried out to another building where an impromptu Graves
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