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I shall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter’d feebly. It is held

That valor is the chiefest virtue, and

Most dignifies the haver: if it be,

The man I speak of cannot in the world

Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years,

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought

Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator,

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight,

When with his Amazonian chin he drove

The bristled lips before him: be bestrid

An o’er-press’d Roman and i’ the consul’s view

Slew three opposers: Tarquin’s self he met,

And struck him on his knee: in that day’s feats,

When he might act the woman in the scene,

He proved best man i’ the field, and for his meed

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age

Man-enter’d thus, he waxed like a sea,

And in the brunt of seventeen battles since

He lurch’d all swords of the garland. For this last,

Before and in Corioli, let me say,

I cannot speak him home: he stopp’d the fliers;

And by his rare example made the coward

Turn terror into sport: as weeds before

A vessel under sail, so men obey’d

And fell below his stem: his sword, death’s stamp,

Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot

He was a thing of blood, whose every motion

Was timed with dying cries: alone he enter’d

The mortal gate of the city, which he painted

With shunless destiny; aidless came off,

And with a sudden reinforcement struck

Corioli like a planet: now all’s his:

When, by and by, the din of war gan pierce

His ready sense; then straight his doubled spirit

Re-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate,

Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if

’Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call’d

Both field and city ours, he never stood

To ease his breast with panting.

—Coriolanus, Act II, Scene 2


Foreword

Maurice Rose was an outstanding leader in World War II. He served in North Africa, Sicily, and northwest Europe. He showed his aptitude and skill at the head of an armored division’s combat command. He gained legendary status as commander of the 3rd Armored Division.

Like Manton Eddy, who commanded a corps, Maurice Rose was neither a West Pointer nor a college graduate. An armor officer like George S. Patton Jr., Rose knew how to use effectively in combat tanks and their supporting arms—infantry, artillery, and the rest.

Rose had a brief but telling contact with Patton. During Patton’s last few weeks as commanding general of the 2nd Armored Division at Fort Benning, Georgia, before Patton assumed command of the I Armored Corps, some time between December 7, 1941, and January 15, 1942, Maurice Rose was Patton’s Chief of Staff.

The relationship between a commander and his chief of staff is something special. The persons involved must be very close to and in tune with each other. The burden of accommodation rests with the chief of staff. He must know and understand at once what the commander, his boss, needs and wants in order to function. Thus, he oversees the staff members who are competent in a variety of areas, who are planners, administrators, information gatherers, bridge builders, regulators of supplies and communications, and who do other necessary tasks.

Patton could have chosen any number of officers for this important position. It is significant that he selected Maurice Rose. For a fleeting moment they fulfilled the demands of their respective posts. In the process Rose learned how Patton practiced his profession as a soldier and how he directed his division. This was Patton’s intention.

When Rose took the reins of the 2nd Armored Division’s Combat Command A, he exhibited his own mastery of armored warfare. His elevation to command the 3rd Armored Division was no surprise to the senior authorities in the European Theater of Operations.

The 2nd and 3rd Armored Divisions were structured according to an early and outmoded scheme of organization. They were thus different from those armored divisions formed later, the 4th, 5th, 6th, and so on. The 2nd and 3rd had twin Combat Commands A and B. They were also heavier, that is, had more troops and tanks—about 15,000 men and 254 Shermans in each division as compared to the 10,000 and 154 tanks in the subsequent triangularized armored divisions. The latter had Combat Commands A, B, and R (Reserve) to facilitate mobility. Because the 2nd and 3rd were overseas when the shift in organization took place, they remained unchanged. Maurice Rose’s appointment as division commander of the 3rd occurred in part because he was familiar with how these two older units operated.

Rose’s 3rd Armored Division operated in Courtney Hodges’s First Army, and Rose’s aggressive style of warfare made him a favorite tank commander. His performance allowed First Army veterans to claim equal proficiency and speed of advance with Patton’s Third Army, normally regarded as the premier armored force among the U.S. armies in the field. Rose’s division was part of J. Lawton Collins’s VII Corps, and Rose’s leadership contributed much to the success of the corps, often judged to be the best and most effective American corps in Europe.

The death of Maurice Rose shortly before the end of the war in Europe was a tragic event on two levels. The first was a feeling of personal loss of a cherished colleague. The second was the setback suffered by the U.S. Army at large, for the high-ranking officers had counted on Rose to be one of the giants of the postwar period.

Steven L. Ossad and Don R. Marsh have charted with sensitivity and skill the professional growth and achievements of Maurice Rose. They have made Rose come alive. Their biography is a moving tribute to the qualities and the behavior of a rabbi’s son who turned himself into an American military legend.

Martin Blumenson

Washington, D.C.

December 2002


“. . . and he drove out the inhabitants of the mountains, but could not drive out the inhabitants of the valley because they had chariots of iron.”

—Book of Judges, Chapter 1:19


Preface

For men like Maurice Rose, war is the window through which we can peer at their true being because the destiny of such men is written in the clash of arms. There is no way to really know them except in the world of battle, a world that exists by itself, and which offers only momentary portals of insight into its terrible reality.

Such men offer only fleeting glimpses into their true natures. They are often closed and not given to easy conversation, or the exchange of personal details of their lives. A letter, a remembered comment, a photo, a vignette recounted by an acquaintance—these are our only avenues into their souls. Had Rose left a mountain of documents, a diary, or a host of men who claimed to have known his moods and thoughts, we would still be mostly in the dark. He is revealed most fully in his deeds on the battlefield, through the witness of others. Time and the fog of war both hide and reveal his nature.

This, then, is a story about a very great, yet now unknown, American hero. It is a tale that begins with the stuff of legend, the symbols and language of myth, and is covered by the embellishments of old men’s dreams of lost and courageous youth. If the story were placed in a genre of literature, it would probably be closest to the tradition of the “saga”—grand in scale, passed on in the oral tradition by men who were there, and many who were not, but all agreed on the power of the saga’s hero. Each storyteller stands in awe of his deeds and the pathos of his end.

It is in that end, after the sun had fallen on a day that saw the hero’s greatest triumph, that the story reaches an almost unbearable crescendo. Cut down in the darkness in cold blood by the faceless enemy after raising his hands in surrender—so close to the war’s end—the hero’s tale gains its full power, and its most enduring myths. In unraveling the strands of time that bind the imagination, we see many things about how legends are born and how the truth is often obscured, or even brushed aside, by opinions, and by what well-intentioned people think sounds good.

As an effort of military biography, telling the story in a traditional way has been a daunting task, mostly because there is virtually no written record upon which to rely. Because of the circumstances of Maurice Rose’s death, and his family history, there is a paucity of papers, letters, journals, or other primary material. All that apparently survives of the written record are a few short documents: the general’s last letter to his son, two technical articles separated by a decade, and penned for professional journals (one of which is probably not even his work), and a letter to the SHAEF Commander, Gen. Dwight D. Eisenhower, about the strengths and weaknesses of American equipment. A few memos and reports; that is all there is. His many letters to his wife—the best portal into the soul of the man—apparently did not survive.

The rest is based on a sparse cache of official documents, newspaper accounts, what men saw, or thought they saw, what they heard from others, or read somewhere. Many personal mementos, including the physical relics of the Warrior—his sword, collection of weapons, decorations, and even his pen and Zippo lighter were reported “lost in a flood in Kansas” by his widow. What remains is the flag that flew over Cologne in early March 1945 when the city was conquered by the hero, a bronze bust of Hitler, a General Officer’s Colt .380 pistol, a typewriter, and a plaque taken from the wardroom of a U.S. Navy attack transport renamed in his honor. These war trophies are all that remain of the warrior’s physical legacy to his descendants and to us.

The photographic record is more extensive, including official U.S. Army Signal Corps photos of the World War II period, many of which, along with a few old family snapshots, are in an album started by Rabbi Samuel Rose, the general’s father, and now kept by his grandnephew Jeff Rose, MD. But, the most intriguing truly personal item of all is his widow’s photo album of their life together. It spans the time from when they met in Panama in the early 1930s until the time her husband went to war in 1942. It is filled with the small 1-inch square black and white images typical of the period. But even the album is a torment for the biographer, and more problematic than revealing. There is no one left to discuss the pictures, to identify the people and places, to remember the occasion that caused the smile, or to describe the locale of the horseback ride, or the pleasant cruise down a river.

No one remains to give intimate substance to the reality of the man as he was in the fullness of life before he became wrapped in the cloak of legend and the visions of the aged storytellers. Maurice Rose was born a century ago and died just fifty-eight years ago, but it is as if one set out to write a biography of Achilles, or Ajax, or some other mythic ancient hero, centuries after their deaths, when only fragments of their lives remained.

To this day, those who fought through Europe with him as young men speak his name with quiet respect, pride, and honor. Most still regard him not as some distant, or remote figure, but as one of them, a frontline soldier who did what they did, and suffered the same as they. The story of his death—cut down in the darkness and “fog of battle” by a blast from a Schmeisser machine pistol—became the focus of persistent myths, embellished after the fact, never corrected, and magnified by the telling of the tale over many years.

It is the enigma at the heart of the story. How could this “bullet proof” warrior of undeniable courage, who was oblivious to sniper rounds and who crossed bridges that should have blown up under him, get himself shot while surrendering? What is the answer? And not just to the question, how, but also why? Perfidious adversary? Cold-blooded killer? Friction of war? Nervous soldier with an itchy trigger finger? A sudden jolt of a tank that triggered an accidental stream of bullets?

The actual circumstances are best revealed in the official ETO War Crimes Investigation, the only such inquiry into the death of an American general in our history. The officer responsible, Colonel Leon Jaworski, decided that no atrocity had taken place, but that is still not clear. The recollections and testimony of the only surviving eyewitness—T/4 Glenn H. Shaunce, Rose’s longtime jeep driver—are not as dramatic as the many stories, but do not obscure the essential truth about the man. His name was, according to Martin Blumenson, one of the authors of the U.S. Army’s Official History of World War II, “already wrapped in legend even in his own time.”

Maurice Rose was the quintessential professional, the living embodiment of a warrior, and in the words of Major General Roderick R. Allen, his friend and confidante, godfather to Rose’s son, and future successor as Commander of 3rd Armored, “a real soldier’s soldier.”

This is also the story of a great military unit. The 3rd Armored Division that Maurice Rose led was one of an elite few whose like will never be seen again. Third of a series of sixteen armored divisions that were created for a unique task at a unique moment, its history and greatest deeds on the battlefield are intermingled with the last year of the hero’s life. In fact, if a military unit can be said to have a kind of independent life with different stages, then the Rose Period was unquestionably the most important historically.

Further, for a great number of the thousands of men who belonged to the 3rd Armored and wore its patch, this period was the most intense of any that preceded it, and for the survivors, any that would follow. More than 2,000 of them never returned; thousands of others bore the wounds of battle on their bodies and in their spirits. All great units are proud, and many have longer years of tradition, are richer in lore and their flags hold the streamers of more campaigns, but none was greater than the 3rd Armored—the “Spearhead” of “Lightning” Joe Collins’ VII Corps, battering ram and “fer-de-lance” of the U.S. First Army—and none contributed more to the final victory over Hitler’s Third Reich.

This is also the story of at least one truly great victory, and like the hero who was in command, it too is virtually unknown. The second Battle of Mons remains a footnote to other great battles, never studied in depth in the great military academies, or by any of the great historians, professional or citizen, in the more than five decades since VE Day. It was a battle that can be compared to the highest achievement of arms, and echoes the fabled victory of Hannibal over the Romans at Cannae on August 2, 216 B.C. It was a campaign of agile maneuver and innovative tactics, an engagement of encirclement and annihilation. Martin Blumenson and other great historians first thought it was simply a successful meeting engagement, in fact, an “accident.” Even after the disclosure of the Ultra Secret, which illustrated why it happened and its strategic importance, it received scant attention.

Finally, this is a story of a deep friendship between two men—one, now old, who was there and who rode with the hero, and the other who was born afterwards into the generation of the children of “. . . those who served.” From totally different worlds, by accident or by destiny, they became united in friendship, and in a mission to tell a great tale of what those who were there call the Brotherhood of War. The two men were haunted by an untold story. The younger was pursuing the rediscovery of a lost hero of childhood over a winding, eerie trail of thirty-five years. The veteran was unable for more than fifty years to exorcise the heroic image of his battlefield commander, and viscerally incapable of accepting the “official” explanation of his death. Each came to realize that only together could they tell the story.

Bred in America on the threshold of a new century, the son of hardworking immigrants, and raised on romantic tales of valor in a time of unabashed patriotism, Maurice Rose was prepared and molded by war and by long years of lonely and hard service. Toiling unknown, like thousands of others to whom we owe our lives and our freedom, he could not have known for what the preparation had been. Perhaps, he sensed at some point that a great test still lay ahead, but that would have been small consolation against the isolation and disappointments of twenty years of solitary service on dreary army posts all over our country.

But, when the ultimate test came, when the stakes were survival, he was ready, and the men he led were ready, and up to the terrible ordeal that none willingly chose. In the unforgiving and merciless crucible of war, the hero was found to be possessed of a fierce determination to succeed, and a drive for excellence, and victory, no matter what the odds, and regardless of the cost in men, machines, and most of all, to himself.

This then is the story of the life and the death of Major General Maurice Rose, one of only three American fighting division commanders to be killed in action during World War II. He was one of the greatest battlefield leaders ever produced by our country, and possibly our greatest armor commander. Often decorated, always at the front of his columns, he fell on March 30, 1945, near a castle at Hamborn, Germany. Just a few miles up the road, his 3rd Armored Division would, a few hours later, close the Ruhr Pocket, thus ending the greatest encirclement battle in American history, and renamed the Rose Pocket in the Commander’s honor.

He was a man who, in John Keegan’s phrase, wore the “Mask of Command” tightly. On the battlefield, however, his was the face and form of the pure warrior. There, he appeared like a modern day Caesar, who wrapped himself in a red cloak so all could see him, or an Alexander, surrounded by faithful companions who fought at his side. In combat along with his men, Rose was a soldier who by his physical courage, personal appearance—and even his garb—matched the very image of the heroic leader risking death with his troops. At the very edge of the front lines, in the company of soldiers with whom he personally engaged the enemy hand-to-hand, he was cut down at the pinnacle of his career. Like thousands of others whom he led to glory, he sleeps under a marble cross on foreign soil drenched and liberated by the blood of Americans, some of whom—fewer every day—still walk amongst us unrecognized as giants.


Introduction

Major General Maurice Rose was the youngest of three fighting division commanders to fall in battle in World War II, out of thirty generals and admirals lost, and the only armored division commander ever killed in action. To put this in perspective, our Civil War claimed a total of 160 general officers killed in action, split equally—ironically—between the Union and Confederacy. In just one single encounter at the Battle of Antietam on September 17, 1862—still counted as the bloodiest day in American history—three division commanders fell, out of a total of seven general officers lost on that day alone.

Perhaps it is not surprising that Rose should have met his end on the battlefield at the very “tip of the lance.” In the age-old debate about the proper place of a combat commander, Rose came down firmly as an advocate of leading from the front, and that is where he could always be found. The top Allied commanders, even admirers who thought his behavior somewhat reckless, viewed him as an effective, aggressive commander—fearless and hard on himself and his men—and this doubtless was a consideration in his rapid promotions once the war began.

Generals Omar Bradley and Dwight D. Eisenhower supported Rose’s advancement to general, and he was hand picked to command the 3rd Armored Division right after the Normandy Breakout. He had already attracted attention in Tunisia, where in May 1943, Rose negotiated and accepted the first large-scale German unconditional surrender to an American during World War II. It is not difficult to see why the senior commanders chose him. His record during the first two months of the European Campaign was a model of battlefield success.

As leader of Combat Command A, 2nd Armored Division, at the Battle of Carentan on June 13, 1944, Brigadier General Maurice Rose played a major role in holding that crucial beachhead position, thereby saving the 506th Parachute Infantry Regiment (of “Band of Brothers” fame) from being overrun by German armor. It can be argued, based on subsequent evaluation of the German plan, that he might very well have saved the entire Normandy beachhead from a catastrophic German counterattack. What was not known at the time—and remained hidden for more than twenty-five years after the war—was that Allied code-breakers had provided the crucial intelligence that led to the victory. Rose thus became one of the first ground commanders to effectively exploit Ultra intelligence tactically. He would do so again later in early September at the Battle of Mons, where he won even greater recognition and his second general’s star.

Rose’s performance during the oft-celebrated Operation Cobra in late July 1944 was even more impressive. His daring breakthrough of the German defenses was not fully appreciated at the time, or in the postwar studies. Famed Army Historian Martin Blumenson, however, credits Rose as the catalyst of Bradley’s decision to move towards Avranches. His successful attack was the “raw material” that military academies turn into history. When the senior commanders—Omar Bradley and “Lightning Joe” Collins—realized what was happening, they changed the plan and made the decision to head south immediately. As Blumenson concludes, “One could, I am sure, say that Rose propelled the Cobra’s fangs.”

But while we can credit Rose’s success largely to his leadership, he knew—as every true warrior knows—that in the attack, ultimate success or failure is determined down at the battalion and company levels. The men there follow orders, but they also can instinctively recognize a commander whom they would follow into hell. During Cobra, Rose did not wait safely in the rear for radio reports of the situation; he took position just behind the lead vehicles. In essence, he acted as his own scout and forward observer, and rode into battle alongside his troops in his thin-skinned jeep starting at the line of departure. There he went into combat with the men of the 66th Armored Regiment in their Sherman tanks and the soldiers from the 22nd Infantry Regiment riding on the rear decks, as he had trained them to do. While other high-ranking officers in the rear heard the thunder of the heavy artillery at a distance, Rose, ever the cavalryman, “rode to the sound of the guns.” There he personally observed the action up close; disregarding danger, his own casualties, and driving his tired and hard-pressed men—and himself—while constantly issuing radio orders, “Keep pushing. Keep moving” to crush the enemy opposition. It was because of this that Rose became the greatest, most decorated, battlefield Armor commander ever produced by our country, recognized as the American Rommel in the Armored Forces.

It was as the commander of the 3rd Armored Division that Rose became in Blumenson’s words, “a legend in his own time.” The selection of Rose was not without irony. General Bradley was gently pressed by his corps commander, MG J. Lawton Collins, to replace Bradley’s West Point classmate and friend, Leroy Watson, who had not performed to Collins’s expectation. The decision to select Rose, an “old” cavalryman who never attended college, had enlisted as a private in the National Guard, and had come up from the ranks, was daring and somewhat unconventional. The “Mustang” general had arrived at the pinnacle of command, and neither Bradley nor Collins ever had second thoughts. Under Rose, the 3rd Armored Division earned a reputation as the “Spearhead” of the VII Corps and the U.S. First Army. Veterans of that outfit still feel that while George Patton’s Third Army got the headlines, they earned the victory.

The division drove across France and Belgium, broke the Siegfried Line, suffered through the static battles in the fall of 1944 and the terrible ordeal of the Bulge, and captured Cologne in March 1945. Under Maurice Rose’s command the division made the longest, enemy-opposed armored drive in history—more than 150 kilometers—on March 29, 1945—a record that still stands. This resulted in the greatest encirclement battle in American history, the “Ruhr Pocket”—with over 350,000 enemy troops captured—renamed the “Rose Pocket,” the only major battle in World War II to be named for an American General. These achievements were heroic, but they came at a very high price. Rose’s division led all other American armored divisions in total casualties and loss of equipment.

Rose, like thousands of his men, paid the highest price, and it was in his death that his story truly becomes compelling and full of pathos. Rose was the only American division commander ever to be killed while a prisoner of war and the only American general to be the subject of a war crimes investigation. What actually happened on March 30, 1945, has been the subject of speculation, hearsay, educated and misinformed opinion, and much debate. This book is the first critical attempt to piece together the events of that night with as much detachment as authors passionately pursuing the dispassionate truth can summon.

Finally, while the debate about Rose’s death has generated much controversy, the questions related to his religion, burial, and fund-raising for the hospital named in his honor have also raised tempers and voices. One thing however, remains true. Whatever Maurice Rose decided about himself and his beliefs, he was born the son and grandson of rabbis, and became the highest-ranking American Jewish combat officer to serve in World War II, and the highest-ranking American Jewish officer ever to be killed in action.


CHAPTER One

March 30, 1945 (I)

“The devil was loose on the road.”

Hauptmann Wolf Koltermann, CO, 507 Sch.Pz.Abt.

The early morning was silent and calm, almost peaceful, but every man in the outfit, everyone except the general, was troubled. The dawn had broken cold, grey, and damp, with the sky heavily overcast. Fog and low clouds stretched from the ground to the far horizon. Such conditions contained an element of danger. Unless the day cleared, the P-47 Thunderbolt fighter-bombers would be unable to help the columns if they ran into trouble.

The general started his day with the practiced routines and rhythms of more than twenty-five years of military service. He shaved closely, dressed with his usual fastidiousness, and quickly drank a single cup of coffee.1 (A) Before he strapped on his belt and holstered .45 automatic, he checked to make sure he had a round chambered, a full magazine, and the safety on; his weapon was cocked and locked. Next, he lit a Camel. He was ready for whatever the day would bring.

Regardless of the weather and the Germans, Major General Maurice Rose felt optimistic. His elite 3rd Armored Division—the organization he had named “Spearhead”—had the day before carried out a spectacular achievement.2 (B) A sixteen-hour drive north from Marburg, Germany, resulted in a more than ninety-mile advance, the longest forward movement ever gained against enemy opposition in history. (C)

The record brought a sense of deep pride, but no satisfaction to Rose. Almost as soon as the march from the Rhine began on March 25, his boss, VII Corps Commander Major General “Lightning” Joe Collins, had been needling him about the achievements of Patton’s Third Army, 4th Armored Division, the heroes of Bastogne. (D) Three days later, Collins playfully reminded Rose once again of the rival 4th’s progress. The division was drawing a lot of attention in the press for having gone more than fifty miles in fifty-eight hours, and the commanders in the First Army, like Collins, were starting to bristle at the lack of publicity for their efforts.3

The comparison stung Rose. The subtle suggestion that 3rd Armored was somehow slacking off annoyed him greatly. He had been pushing his men—himself too—harder than usual since the jump-off on March 25. Having rushed more than fifty miles in forty-eight hours, as an experienced campaigner he could sense that the drive was about to intensify still more.4 Of course, as a division commander, he didn’t know exactly how, but he found out soon enough.

On the morning of March 28, the American strategy had abruptly changed. The 12th Army Group, headed by Lt. General Omar N. Bradley, ordered First Army, commanded by Lt. General Courtney H. Hodges, to halt its easterly advance, pivot 90 degrees, and attack to the north.5 The top American brass, especially Bradley, was now obsessed with making large encirclements to capture thousands of Germans. Politics, especially competition with the Soviet forces operating to the east of Berlin, no doubt played a part. The goal was now to close the “Ruhr Pocket.”6 (E)

To do so, Hodges’ First Army and Lt. General William Simpson’s Ninth Army would aim at a link up at Paderborn, more than 100 miles away. (F) Leading the First Army advance and forming the right pincer of the encirclement would be Collins’ VII Corps. Leading VII Corps would, as usual, be Maurice Rose’s 3rd Armored Division, the spearhead of the advance. At Paderborn, Rose would join hands with his old outfit, the 2nd Armored Division, commanded by Maj. General Isaac D. White, and a part of the Ninth Army’s XIX Corps. There was more than a little rivalry in the line up. Back in Normandy, White had led Combat Command B when Rose led Combat Command A. Now each had his own armored division.

During an afternoon conference on March 28 at Rose’s HQ near Marburg, senior officers from VII Corps, IX Tactical Air Force, and the division gathered to coordinate the shift to the north. Among them was the IX Tactical Air Commander, Maj. General Elwood R. “Pete” Queseda, (G) an old friend of Maurice Rose, who was responsible for providing close air support to First Army and its components.

Once again, Collins publicly needled Rose about the 4th Armored Division’s exploits. On the surface, Collins was indulging in a bit of schoolboy jostling—as if division commanders were football captains. Rose, always the respectful subordinate, had endured the previous needling in silence, but this time he couldn’t restrain himself. Especially embarrassed in front of Queseda, and in a moment of stung pride, Rose boasted aloud in front of the senior officers, including Collins, that he would be in Paderborn by midnight of the next day!7

The officers at the conference were stunned and immediately fell silent. Paderborn was more than 100 miles from Marburg! Later that evening, at a gathering with several news correspondents, Rose repeated the claim. To those at the gathering, he seemed obsessed. Within just forty-eight hours, what had started out as friendly banter and competitive boasting would have terrible consequences for Rose and the men of his division.

As March 30 began, he had missed the boastful deadline, but not by much. Rose’s leading column, Task Force Richardson (Lt. Colonel Walter B. Richardson) was only a dozen miles short of the tactical objective: the high ground around Paderborn’s airfield.8 The early morning mood at 3rd Armored headquarters remained upbeat in spite of the stiffening enemy resistance and overcast skies. As he reviewed the overnight intelligence and operations reports, radio messages, and situation maps, General Rose felt good. The 2nd Armored Division was moving steadily towards Paderborn; so was his outfit. He was sure that by the end of the day—it was Good Friday—the “Ruhr Pocket,” holding Field Marshal Walter Mödel’s Army Group B, would be surrounded.

With the war in Europe drawing to a climax, the pocketing of the Ruhr would be the crowning achievement of Rose’s career. There could even be another Presidential Unit Citation for the 3rd Armored Division. (H) Of course, the victory would be total if his division reached the objective one step ahead of his old command. To the long list of “firsts” and great feats of battle racked up by his men, would be added one more success: the largest encirclement battle in our history, an American Cannae. In this classic battle in 216 B.C., Hannibal encircled and annihilated a much larger Roman force sent to intercept him. (I) After closing the “Ruhr Pocket,” Rose and his men could move on to the next prize, reaching the Elbe River ahead of everyone else, and maybe even Berlin.

On the “other side of the hill,” the Germans were exhausted, but not yet finished. Paderborn had joined the long list of bombed-out cities on March 27, when more than 250 British Lancaster Heavy Bombers unloaded 1,200 tons of high explosive and incendiary bombs on it. The town was devastated, and the medieval cathedral was severely damaged. As soon as the bombers departed, the Germans emerged from the rubble and started to fortify their positions in preparation for the inevitable attack.

The Paderborn area was the site of a number of military installations. Sennelager, to the northwest, was a major Panzer training center and tank testing ground (Henschel, the manufacturer of the turret atop the King Tiger II tank, had an experimental station nearby at Haustenbeck). The village of Augustdorf housed the Waffen SS Panzer Training and Replacement Center. (J) Personnel from these facilities marched out to join the men holding the defensive line south of Paderborn.

At first light on March 30, 3rd Armored was ready to move. The engines of hundreds of tanks, guns, armored cars, half-tracks, trucks, utility vehicles, and peeps roared or sputtered to life. “Peep” was the Armored Force term for the more commonly used “jeep” to describe the ubiquitous quarter-ton utility vehicle. Thousands of men stirred, and steeled themselves to face another day of deadly peril along the gauntlet of fire and hell that lay ahead.

In the Headquarters Company area, T/Sgt. John T. Jones, of the Operations Section (G-3) was just finishing breakfast when he felt a tap on the shoulder.

It was Lt. Col. Wesley A. Sweat, my boss, and head of G-3 of the 3rd Armored Division. He said to me, “Sarge, the General wants you to join our advance group today as we may need a stenographer.” Members of G-3 had been on these missions before and they were usually long days, full of danger and excitement. Our leader, Major General Maurice Rose, always wanted to be at the head of his troops, and sometimes this meant that we would be at the front line quite close to the enemy.

I felt a premonition that something bad was going to happen that day, but since I had no choice, I grabbed an apple and an orange from the table, and quickly joined the general’s party. It consisted of one peep with Shaunce, the driver; Major Bellinger, the general’s aide; and General Rose. The other peep contained Col. Frederick Brown, Division Artillery, his driver (A. C. Braziel), and another soldier unknown to me (Lt. Col. George Garton). Finally our scout car, driven by a headquarters soldier named Henderson or Richardson, I believe, (actually, Pvt. James E. Stevenson of HQ Service Company), a radio man, name unknown, Lt. Col. Sweat, and myself, armed with a .45 pistol and a sub machine gun.9 (K)

Jones was known as “Africa Jones” because he had been in an advance 3rd Armored party that observed the fighting in North Africa, and also to distinguish him from another Sgt. Jones in the G-3 section. He had one last chore before boarding the M-20. (L) He went to see Master Sgt. Frank A. Koukl, the senior enlisted man in Colonel Andrew Barr’s G-2 (Intelligence) section. (M) Koukl, a former musician and infantryman, was about to get an incredibly lucky break.

I was awakened by someone (probably a guard) and told to eat an early breakfast as Col. Barr and I were to accompany the general’s party. On the way back to get ready, Jack T. (Africa) Jones informed me that a mistake had been made and that it was G-3 personnel that were to go with Rose.10

The 3rd Armored Division was poised for battle and ready to resume its march north. Jones’s presence in the M-20 was no accident. Rose, always mindful of the value of publicity and eager to make sure his achievement was recorded, wanted a stenographer along to chronicle the triumph about to be achieved. First Army intelligence officers estimated that as many as 125,000 German troops might be trapped between the converging pincers of the American forces. The actual total turned out to be closer to 350,000 enemy soldiers.11

By 0600 the four columns of 3rd Armored were positioned along parallel roads all converging on the Rhine-Westphalia town of Paderborn. (N) To the left were the two main striking arms of Combat Command Reserve. (O) Task Force Richardson (Lt. Colonel Walter B. Richardson) moved out first along Route #2. Rose was on the radio almost immediately urging Richardson on, “Roll ‘em! Load your doughs! . . . OK, men, let’s move out.”12
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0600 Hours, March 30, 1945

Axes of advance of Third Armored Division

Source: The Battle of Paderborn [British Army of the Rhine, 1985]

The spirited exhortations didn’t work. Richardson bogged down quickly. As the column neared the hamlet of Kirchborchen, it was hit by murderous anti-tank fire that destroyed the lead vehicles. Fighting raged all day, and the hard-pressed men—facing the fanatic Hitler Youth and SS men armed with deadly Panzerfausten and backed by tanks—soon had a new name for the village: “Bazooka-town.”13 (P) Task Force Hogan (Lt. Colonel Samuel E. Hogan), moving to Richardson’s left along Route #1, fared little better, and it was stopped cold at the village of Wewer.

Farther to the right, the two main units of Combat Command B (Brig. General Truman E. Boudinot) were approaching Paderborn from the east. Task Force Welborn (Col. John C. Welborn) moved out on Route #3, a serpentine road that ran north through several towns before passing through the small village of Etteln. There it turned northeast, traversing heavily wooded terrain before turning north once again towards Paderborn. On the extreme right flank, Task Force Lovelady (Lt. Colonel William B. Lovelady) had barely moved out on Route #4 before it had been stopped in the Wrexen area, southwest of the town of Scherfede. The units of Combat Command A (Brig. General Doyle O. Hickey) were in reserve behind Combat Command B, and were far from the action.
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Emblem of the 507th Heavy Tank Battalion

Meanwhile, the Germans were also on the move. Army Group B had organized a Kampfgruppe, or Battle Group, called SS Panzer Brigade Westfalen on March 29 to defend the area around Paderborn. It was placed under the command of Oberstuermbahnfuehrer Stern, a tough, stocky, and battle-hardened thirty-eight-year old Panzer officer who had won the Knight’s Cross for bravery in Russia. Since January 1944 he had been Commandant of the SS Panzer Junior Leaders School at Sennelager. In addition to the School’s faculty and students, his forces included the SS Panzer Training and Replacement Regiment (comprising two Reconnaissance and two Panzer Battalions), Panzer Battalion 501 (without tanks), and the main striking power of his unit—the crack 507th Heavy Tank Battalion (Schwere Panzer Abteilung 507). Altogether, Stern had fifty-five tanks, mostly Mark V Panthers and Mark VI Tigers, including some late model King Tigers of the 507th. At this stage of the war, this was an incredibly powerful formation and his tanks were more than a match for the American armor believed to be in the area.14 (Q)

Starting early in the morning hours of March 30, the Germans had been busy organizing their defense of Paderborn. Two hundred Waffen SS infantrymen dug in at Kirchborchen and 600 more fortified the road from the Borchen hamlets east toward Lichtenau. The King Tiger tanks of the 507th took positions on the high ground between Dahl and Nordborchen/Kirchborchen, where they could command the main access roads to Paderborn.

The 507th Battalion HQ, including a security platoon of Tiger I tanks under the command of Leutnant Dieter Jähn, was at Dorenhagen and the Second Company (CO, Hauptmann Wirschig) was based at Lichtenau. By 1500 hours, the Third Company, led by Hauptmann Wolf Koltermann, was in position about one mile east of Kirchborchen (near Kuhlenberg). It took position close to the fork in the road leading to Hamborn. Koltermann quickly sent out scouts who reported that the enemy had occupied parts of Kirchborchen and that fighting was also raging in Nordborchen.15

The 507th Battalion was well equipped, having just received more than a dozen brand new late model King Tiger II (Mark VIE) tanks to supplement their formidable Panthers (Mk V’s).16 They were supported by several 128mm self-propelled Jagdpanzers (Tank Destroyers) as well as highly motivated young foot soldiers from the Waffen SS Reconnaissance Training Regiment. The men of the 507th were tough, experienced veterans of armored warfare on the eastern front, where they had destroyed more than 600 tanks. On the battlefield that day were six holders of the coveted RitterKreuz (Knight’s Cross of the Iron Cross), including both of the 507th’s Company Commanders. (R)

[image: image]

Hauptmann Wolf Kolterman, Commander, 3rd Company, 507th Heavy Panzer Tank Battalion

(Source: Dr. Dieter Jähn)

As his peep weaved north through the columns of Task Force Welborn, General Rose instructed his aide, Major Robert M. Bellinger, to radio each of the of the Task Force Commanders to ascertain their positions. (S) Bellinger had been a platoon commander in the 32nd Armored Regiment and later an aide to MG Leroy Watson, Rose’s predecessor. He had a well-earned reputation as both efficient and discreet and that was why Rose decided to keep him when he took command. Major Haynes W. Dugan, the division Assistant Intelligence Officer (G-2) had many opportunities to observe Bellinger in discharging his duties. (T)

What kind of fellow was Bellinger? I found aides tended to take on the character of their masters. Bellinger was tight lipped, observant, one step to the left and behind the general. He had a hell of a lot of details to take care of, but not like a peacetime aide concerned with the social calendar, arrival of laundry (he didn’t have to do it, just see that it was done), etc.

He went where the general went, unlike Wes Sweat (G-3) or Frederick Brown (Divarty) who accompanied the general in the field. He was also known for what he did not do, such as lord it over anyone. I think he was useful in getting information from some who would not be so open with the general.17

T/4 Glenn H. Shaunce, the general’s driver, maneuvered along the narrow roads and dirt tracks and finally ended up just behind the half-tracks carrying the infantrymen of F Company, 36th Armored Infantry, at the end of Welborn’s column. Shaunce, a twenty-eight-year old farmer from Minnesota, had spent his war years driving generals and high-ranking staff officers. (U)

[image: image]

Robert M. Bellinger (left) and Col. John Smith (right) at dedication of the USNS Maurice Rose, February 26, 1948

(Source: Rose Family Album)

As their driver, you get to know them better than most people. And sometimes they let their hair down a bit and talk about things they would not otherwise. I think he was quite a man and he knew his stuff. I drove for about four other generals off and on, and he had them all beat. The other ones were over the hill for World War II. I could tell you a few stories about some of them. It’s a good thing some of them got sent back so they could take care of horses, as they were still fighting the wars when they rode horses.18

Shaunce had been Rose’s driver from the middle of August 1944, when he took command, except for a brief convalescence in England after Shaunce had been wounded near Stolberg. (V) While he and the general could hardly be described as close, he knew his commander’s moods as well as anyone in the division. No one actually spent more time with him, except maybe Bellinger. The general wasn’t a man given to idle chatter or easy banter, nor was he one to show emotion, especially fear, but every once in a while he smiled, or offered a word of encouragement. On a very few occasions, he came close to real conversation with his driver.

Shaunce thought back to the day the general decorated him with the Bronze Star and was sure he saw a smile as Rose pinned the ribbon on his chest and shook his hand firmly with words of personal congratulations. Mostly, though, the general was quiet, professional, checking his maps, or talking on the radio, and drinking lots of coffee from the thermos that Shaunce kept full. The general was a chain smoker and always seemed to have a Camel cigarette in his hand.

It didn’t take very long for everyone in the command group, including “Africa” Jones and the other men “buttoned up” in the M-20 Armored Scout Car to realize that March 30 was going to be a long and difficult day.

The Germans fought ferociously from cellars, trenches, and buildings, and our forces could make little headway. All morning Col. Sweat would ride with Gen. Rose toward the head of our column to observe the action. They would call in our Air Force to bomb German strongholds; then our tanks and infantry would follow and clean out the town. We sat in our scout car most of the day without actually seeing much real action. This type of fighting took place all morning and afternoon, and the Task Force had cleaned out two towns (names unknown).19
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T/4 Glenn H. Shaunce and MG Maurice Rose

(Source: Personal Collection of Glenn H. Shaunce)

Major Bellinger was jammed into the jump seat of the general’s peep, trying to find a comfortable way to sit in the midst of the radios, maps, and other equipment packed around him. It wasn’t easy as the ¼-ton vehicle bucked and rocked along the rutted dirt roads. After a relatively routine morning drive, the radio traffic reported increased activity after noon. Bellinger started to feel a curious mixture of anxiety and confidence.

A call on the radio indicates that the afternoon will be aggravating and exasperating. Resistance is being met by “Task Force Welborn,” at the point of the column.

We are riding in an open peep, with only small arms for protection, and no armored steel between us and the enemy fire.

This is a general who loves combat. This is a general who scorns anything but a bold front in the sight of the enemy. As we speed to the troubled spot, he is wearing a gray shirt, riding breeches, and highly polished boots. As usual, he is in complete command. We are moving through a wooded area, toward the cutting edge of the Division.

Now a conference with his Task Force Commander, and the general is returning to the peep with a half-smile on his face. He has done it again—prodded a stalled column into action. We are now in that column, here at the point, riding along where the action is the hottest. The general likes it here. In this position “brass” from higher headquarters never bothers him. They visit his rear command post, and leave him to direct his troops up front

When I am up here, I run my own show, the general frequently comments.20

What Bellinger didn’t know was that the hazing and embarrassment that Rose had suffered at the hands of Joe Collins was still weighing on his mind. The promise to reach Paderborn in record time, regardless of the price, was now almost a compulsion. It dominated Rose’s thinking, even on the battlefield, where emotions were dangerous.

By 1400 hours, the small Forward Echelon command group had reached the village of Etteln. Located along a forested ridge, it was six miles due south of Paderborn. They halted there while establishing contact with the various columns moving up the roads around them. Enemy resistance, which had initially been scattered, stiffened as the main elements of Task Force Welborn bypassed the town and moved north on Route #3 toward Paderborn.

Still focused on reaching Paderborn with the first men to enter the city, Rose tried to gauge which column he should join. After looking at his maps, and listening to the radio traffic, he concluded that Task Force Richardson, now fighting on the outskirts of Kirchborchen, had the best chance to get to Paderborn first. Rose was on a parallel road about five miles to Richardson’s right and before joining him wanted to make sure that the lateral route was secure. Bellinger radioed Richardson to ask for a peep and a CCR Liaison Officer to guide them to his Task Force. Richardson, however, was in a fierce firefight twelve miles south of Paderborn and the last thing he needed (or wanted) was the general showing up. He radioed back that he couldn’t spare a man or a peep, “Don’t send Big Six this way,” he warned and got off the radio.21 (W)

It was another indication that resistance was increasing, but Rose wasn’t deterred. He studied the maps again. Task Force Hogan was hung up at Wrexen and Task Force Lovelady was blocked far to the rear just south of Scherfrede. Neither looked likely to reach Paderborn soon. Instead of waiting for the combat picture to become clearer, and for the resistance to be overcome, Rose decided to push on. There was one choice left: to stay on Route #3 with Task Force Welborn all the way into the city.

Maurice Rose had a lot of respect for Jack Welborn. He was the sort of man a commander could rely on to get the hard jobs done. (X) Like Rose, Welborn began his career as an infantry officer, transferred to the cavalry, and joined the Armored Force at its birth. He had, according to intelligence officer Lt. George Bailey, “a real obsession” about killing Germans. His aggressiveness probably had something to do with living up to his father’s reputation. Ira Welborn had been a distinguished soldier, an early advocate of armor, and during the Spanish-American War had won the Medal of Honor. (Y)

At the head of Task Force Welborn were four combat companies, two of Sherman medium tanks (M4) and two of infantry mounted on M-3 armored half-tracks. Colonel Welborn was in a peep a few vehicles back from the front. Close behind him were the Battalion and Regimental Headquarters and the attached guns of the 703rd Tank Destroyer Battalion.22 (Z) Also riding in Col. Welborn’s column was Combat Command B Liaison Officer Lieutenant Walter W. May. He had the greatest respect for Welborn, whom he described as “one of the finest, ablest, and bravest commanders of the War.”

As we moved along a gentle tree-lined slope with a right turn at the bottom, I saw our Division Commander, Major General Maurice Rose, across the narrow road. He passed me while wending his way through the column on-and-off the road and well into the forward elements just before dark.

I had met the general when he pinned the Bronze Star with oak leaf cluster on me in a small ceremony in Stolberg, Germany, in October 1944. He gave a short “morale-boost” talk to our “loose” military formation. It was “loose” because the front line was just yards ahead in Stolberg.

General Rose’s face as he passed me in the column was without expression and he was dressed in what appeared to be a plain GI raincoat. At the time I thought his attire looked different from other times I had seen him. I wondered why he was so close to the hostile front. Later I read somewhere he had promised some higher ranking general that he would leave Marburg and be in Paderborn by nightfall! I thought that was a hell of a brag to make at our expense.23

Lieutenant May expressed what many others felt. While there was universal respect for the general among the troops, not everyone appreciated his aggressiveness and the price in blood that it sometimes entailed. Sure, there was a common sentiment that “the sooner it’s over, the sooner we’ll be back home,” but no one wanted to volunteer to pay the price of shortening the war. There was some grumbling that having Rose close by was dangerous, and that he was too willing to gamble their lives to make a big splash. The casualty rate at headquarters provided some evidence that this viewpoint was close to the mark, and that being at the “fer de lance” (‘tip of the spear’) with Maurice Rose was perilous. (AA)

The Germans were also moving. At 1515 hours, or an hour after Rose reached the village of Etteln, Koltermann’s 3rd Company, Pz. Bn. 507 was just one half mile east of Kirchborchen. From their well-concealed positions, the tanks immediately opened fire on Task Force Welborn, stalling their advance. By 1600 the skies had cleared sufficiently for Rose to call in an air strike. The men in Welborn’s column—Walter May among them—watched, and silently cheered, as the P-47s roared in at tree top level unloading what appeared to be 500-pound “tank-buster” bombs on the third platoon of Koltermann’s 3rd Company, Pz. Bn. 507.24

Most important to our survival and mission were the P-47 Thunderbolts (called “Jugs”) that buzzed like angry hornets at tree top level. Those brave pilots saved our skins more than once by knocking out enemy tanks or strong points, roadblocks, machine gun emplacements, etc. On occasion they strafed so closely in front of us that the belt links from their 50-caliber machine guns sprinkled down on us, pelting our helmets and backs. That is called “close air support.”

As dusk came upon us the “Jugs” had to leave and return to base. After they left it seemed as if the entire German Panzer force descended from the higher ground. King Tigers, Panthers, and other tanks must have turned everything available against us. We lost vehicles in column formation, along and off each side of the road. In a very short time it appeared that everything was on fire. The noise of combat was in the air and it was just plain Hell!25

Welborn’s column remained stalled for about an hour when, at 1700, Lt. Dieter Jähn’s security platoon spotted another American armored column advancing from Eggeringhausen, in a westerly direction, and coming up on the rear of Kolterman’s 3rd Company. General Rose and his party were in this second group of vehicles, which had passed through Etteln as the sun was setting. Exercising care to preserve security and not reveal his location, Major Schoeck radioed an alert to the whole 507th Battalion.26

The picturesque North Rhine-Westphalia village had been reduced to rubble and ashes. In the march across Europe, Jones had seen the sight many times before.

Like all towns where battles were fought Etteln was demolished. We slowly drove down a street and then to an open area that looked like a public square. After the square we proceeded up a steep hill into some forest, took a left turn through these woods, then a sharp left out of the forest where the road went down grade. It opened into a large field and I can still remember saying to Col. Sweat: look at that beautiful sunset! You would never imagine a war was going on.’ And he replied, ‘Yes, and it is appropriate because today is Good Friday.’27

As Rose passed the intersection of the road from Etteln and the road to Kirchborchen, Col. Welborn was preparing to move once again along the Eggeringhausen road before turning north toward Paderborn. He had received reports that the few German tanks still visible on the high ground to his front had been knocked out by the air strikes.28 In fact, the reports were wrong; one enemy tank had been hit with negligible damage. The cost of this misinformation would be very high.

At 1800 hours, Koltermann issued orders for his 3rd Company to redeploy. The second platoon, straddling the road, remained in place and opened up a covering bombardment, designed to conceal the redeployment from the enemy. The first and third platoons wheeled around, taking up new positions facing east, the new front direction. Hauptmann Koltermann personally reconnoitered the terrain right up to the edge of the forest, calculating the firing ranges. By 1900 hours, when twilight descended on the field, the movement was complete.29 Just a few minutes later, as the last rays of daylight were fading, the Americans appeared.

Task Force Welborn was now traveling west on the road toward Nordborchen, advancing in column. Because the U.S. Army Air Force had reported the destruction of the tanks they had attacked a few hours earlier, the Americans in the column were unconcerned as they advanced up the road. They hadn’t sent out scouts to reconnoiter the road or the woods. As the German veterans in their concealed positions watched in amazement, the enemy approached almost as if they were on parade, “offered up like food on a platter.” The Americans were perfect targets for the Panzers and SS infantry. Welborn turned at the intersection, but as his men approached the barn nearby they sensed trouble and began to deploy. It was too late.30

Welborn’s peep and the first three Shermans rumbled forward, concealed by a depression in the road, and were untouched. Within a few minutes after the Germans received the order to open fire, however, seven tanks in the first wave were ablaze. The supposedly “disabled” King Tigers of the 3rd Company, Pz Bn. 507 had engaged Task Force Welborn at a range of 850 meters with deadly accuracy. Koltermann’s personal reconnaissance had zeroed in the road and led to a near perfect ambush. Welborn and a small group of survivors barely made it to a large stone chateau near Hamborn (Schloss Hamborn), where he set up a perimeter defense and makeshift command post. Welborn ordered that a group of pregnant women housed in the chateau be escorted to safety in the basement.31

As Welborn’s tiny vanguard took cover, the rest of the stalled column was hit by an inferno of fire from well-concealed German tanks occupying the high ground. The SS infantry opened up with small arms fire from their positions all along the thin corridor running through the rapidly darkening forest.

General Rose was about a half mile behind the burning tanks when he learned that communications with Welborn had been cut. He was concerned, but still didn’t yet realize how precarious his own situation was. He and his companions had been cramped in the peep a long time that day and were tired and edgy. The sounds of battle were sharp, and while still off in the distance, they now seemed to be coming from every direction.

In the back of the peep, Bellinger sat uncomfortably, his limbs aching from the rough ride and from bumping into all the radio gear around him. His discomfort, however, distracted him somewhat from a growing feeling of nervousness. At least, he thought, now that it was getting dark, the advance would probably stop pretty soon. He was right, but not for the reason he thought.

At 1900 hours, just as the overwhelming force of enemy tanks moved to cut Route #3 in multiple locations, Rose’s tiny Forward Echelon headquarters group passed through the intersection of the Etteln road with the east-west route to Nordborchen. The small group numbered just fifteen men (five officers and ten enlisted), three peeps, two motorcycles, and a single M-20 armored car. The .50 caliber machine gun normally fitted to the M-20 on a ring mount had been removed to better accommodate the larger than usual number of passengers. All they had to defend themselves were pistols, rifles, and a few submachine guns.

After traveling several hundred feet towards Nordborchen, Shaunce stopped the general’s peep so that the officers could check their maps. At this moment, Rose—who was cradling a Thompson submachine gun in his lap—was himself cut off by intense small arms fire.32 The Second Company of the 507th, under command of Hauptmann Wirsching and supported by SS infantry, had moved south to cut the Eggeringhausen road behind Rose. It happened with a suddenness that threw every man into shock and some into near panic. Shaunce had been sitting in the peep waiting for the order to move.

We were setting along the road in column and something ahead held up the column. They were getting quite a little opposition up ahead I guess. We sat there for about fifteen minutes and then they started to open up with small arms fire from both sides of the woods.33

Bellinger had been following the action during the day by closely monitoring the radio and observing the impromptu battlefield conferences. His senses were more sharply attuned to the surrounding terrain than usual.

It is late afternoon; the sun is beginning to fade. The forest to our left and right seems to close in tighter.

“Paderborn must be only about two miles head, Major. Will you check your maps?”

We jerk to a halt; crossfire rakes our vehicles. We are completely exposed to searing fire from both sides.

Where the Devil did this fire come from?

My God, we’ve been cut off front and rear by German tanks and self-propelled guns! Many vehicles following us burst into flame. Some GIs caught in their vehicles will never dismount. We return fire with our meager small arms.

Hit the ditch!

Never was a command more welcome.34

The fire intensified and soon it was obvious that enemy tanks had joined the battle. A gap had opened between the last half-track holding infantrymen of F Company and a repair vehicle just to the front of General Rose’s party. As soon as this vehicle was hit, the rear of the column was engaged by a detachment of tanks from the 507th Battalion Headquarters Company, under the command of Leutnant Dieter Jähn, positioned on the forward edge of Eggeringhausen.35 Jähn’s Panzers shot down a tree, which then blocked the vehicles still in the Etteler Ort woods south of the intersection.36

All along the American column, men frantically jumped out of their vehicles and took cover along the road. T/4 Wesley D. Ellison was among the passengers in Lt. Col. Sweat’s M-20 armored car just behind General Rose’s peep. The twenty-one-year old Texan had grown up quickly while serving as one of General Rose’s personal radio operators. He was accustomed to being close to and sometimes actually in combat.

At about dusk anti-tank fire opened up on us and cut off about the first 75 vehicles in our column. Our 75 vehicles were then grouped together to protect themselves, and upon investigation we found that there was a road running perpendicular to the four roads that that our four columns were riding on. It was then planned that the general and his aide, Major Bellinger, the command car commanded by Lt. Col. Wesley Sweat (who was Division G-3 Officer) would go forward to this road and attempt to cut to the west a distance of some three or four miles in an effort to contact either Column A (Task Force Hogan) or Column B (Task Force Richardson).37

The infantrymen, riding in their half-tracks, were particularly vulnerable to the tidal wave of gunfire that suddenly engulfed them. Sgt. L.D. McQuade, already a seasoned veteran, was serving in F Company, 2nd Battalion, 36th Armored Infantry, and was in a group of vehicles just ahead of General Rose when the action began.

I was on point and in the lead half-track. We had entered a wooded area and took some intense small arms fire and returned same. We stopped to evaluate the situation when General Rose and his group passed us. They continued on down the road and entered another wooded area. I had just told my driver to move out, when “all hell broke loose.” The small arms fire from the rear started up again and small arms fire from the front, where the general had gone. We dismounted and took off to the left into a field that had small stacks of hay in it.38

Colonel Fred Brown, the division artillery commander, was riding, with his driver, PFC. A.C. Braziel, in a peep just in front of the general. (BB) Brown was a Regular Army officer who had come to
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“Ossad and Marsh . . . have made Rose come alive.
Their biography is a moving tribute to the qualities and the
behavior of a rabbi's son who turned himself into an American
military legend.” —MARTIN BLUMENSON, from his foreword
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