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10 mai 1940 au Luxembourg nemi peut à tout instant nous barrer la 
route, il faut partir!

Document Maj. Brahms

Brusquement réveillé par une poig­
née de gravier qui crible la fenêtre de 
sa chambre à coucher dont les vitres 
reflètent les premières lueurs de l’aube, 
M. Fernand Loesch se penche au- 
dehorset reconnaît M. Delahaye, frère 
de sa femme. «Impossible de télépho­
ner! lui crie celui-ci. Les Allemands 
viennent de franchir la frontière! » Il est 
4 h 30du matin, le 10 mai 1940. M. Fer­
nand Loesch s’habille en hâte, sachant 
ce qu’il doit faire. «Si une telle éventua­
lité venait à se produire, lui ont dit l’an 
passé son autre beau-frère, M. Joseph 
Bech, délégué du Luxembourg auprès 
de la Société des Nations, et M. Pierre 
Dupong, Premier ministre de ce minus­
cule État qu’enserrent la Belgique, la 
France, et le Troisième Reich, la 
Grande-Duchesse Charlotte se rendra 
sur-le-champ à la frontière française 
pour se soustraire si besoin est aux 
atteintes de l’ennemi. Nous comptons 

sur vous pour prendre les précautions 
qu’il faut.»

«J’obéis», murmure 
la Grande-Duchesse

Courant à son garage, M. Loesch en 
sort son auto et file vers Rodange. 
Devant la gendarmerie de cette petite 
cité industrielle stationnent quatre voi­
tures qui, outre des agents de la sûreté 
luxembourgeoise, des domestiques et 
de nombreux bagages, transportent, 
avec la princesse douairière Marie- 
Anne, la Grande-Duchesse Charlotte, 
son époux le prince Félix, et leurs six 
enfants. Le poste frontière français de 
Longlaville est à un kilomètre et demi. 
«Où est mon gouvernement?» deman­
da la Grande-Duchesse à M. Loesch.

— Votre Altesse, répond celui-ci, 
j’ai le devoir de veiller sur vous. L’en-

— Je désire savoir où est mon gou­
vernement, répète la Grande- 
Duchesse.

La poste centrale de la Ville de 
Luxembourg reste sourde aux appels 
téléphoniques lancés de la gendarme­
rie de Rodange. M. Loesch consulte sa 
montre, qui marque Z h 30. Sous ses 
yeux s’écoule un flot incessant de véhi­
cules emplis de familles luxembour­
geoises qui fuient vers la France où le 
prince Félix vient de faire passer par 
précaution son fils aîné Jean, prince 
héritier, ainsi que ses autres enfants, 
sous la garde de son aide de camp, le 
capitaine Konsbruck. Cédant aux ins­
tances répétées de M. Loesch, la 
Grande-Duchesse Charlotte accepte 
enfin de les suivre, mais au moment 
d’atteindre la frontière elle fait stopper 
sa voiture. Le prince Félix descend sur 
la chaussée et, entraînant M. Loesch, 
entre dans un café proche où la radio 
est en marche. Il est 6 heures du matin. 
«Maintenant, clame une voix alle­
mande dans le haut-parleur, j’ai une 
bonne nouvelle à vous annoncer! Nos 
troupes viennent d’occuper le Grand- 
Duché!» Faisant de grands gestes du 
bras, un gendarme luxembourgeois 
survient à bicyclette: «Vite, vite, par­
tez! Ils arrivent!»

M. Loesch se précipite vers la voiture 
d’où la Grande-Duchesse n’a pas 
bougé. «Je l’ai prévenue qu’il n’y avait 
plus une seconde à perdre, m’a-t-il 
raconté, mais elle a répliqué, avec un 
visage bouleversé: «Je ne veux pas 
quitter le Lxembourg.» Alors, oubliant 
les règles du protocole, j’ai insisté: 
«Altesse, vous devez partir! Nous dis­
cuterons quand nous serons à 
Longwy.» Elle m’a regardé, puis a 
murmuré: «J’obéis.»

De l’autre côté de la barrière abais­
sée en travers de la route s’aligne une 
compagnie d’infanterie française en 
avant de laquelle se tient son capitaine, 
auquel M. Loesch fait un signe.

«La barrière s’est levée, et j’ai 
entendu le capitaine crier à ses hom­
mes: «Présentez... armes!» Puis l’auto 
de la Grande-Duchesse est passée 
devant ces soldats français qui lui ont 
rendu les honneurs, avant d’entrer au 
Grand-Duché pour y livrer bataille 
contre l’envahisseur.» M.S
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Kriegserlebnisse 1942-1945
Ich, Joseph Strotz aus Bondorf, 

geboren am 23.10.1922, wurde am 6. 
Oktober 1942 in den Deutschen 
Reichsarbeitsdienst gezwungen und 
auf die Halbinsel Peenemünde an der 
Ostsee dienstverpflichtet. Wir mussten 
Gräben ausheben, Kabel ziehen, 
Rasenstücke abheben und auf die un­
terirdische Fabrik auflegen, wo zur 
Zeit die neue Wunderwaffe VI gebaut 
und ausprobiert wurde. Wir sahen die 
ersten Raketen in den Himmel hinauf­
schiessen und dann verschwinden.

Die Verpflegung im R.A.D. Lager 
war knapp, doch die Pakete aus der 
Heimat liessen uns keinen Hunger 
leiden.

Am 27. Dezember 1942 aus dem 
R.A.D. entlassen, wurde ich am 17. 
Januar 1943 nach Ansbach zur Wehr­
macht eingezogen. Der revoltierende 
eigene Willen wurde gebrochen und 
durch das Denken der deutschen 
Machthaber ersetzt. Ich wurde ausge­

bildet am S.M.G., als Panzergrenadier 
und am Granatwerfer. Unsere Einheit 
bestand zum Teil aus 1/3 Luxembur­
gern, sowie 1/3 Elsässern, der Rest 
waren deutsche Soldaten.

Nach Beendigung der Ausbildung 
und nach einem Kurzurlaub kam ich 
Ende April 1943 an die russische Front 
zur Entlastungsarmee, welche bei Sta­
lingrad geschlagen worden war. Im 
Viehwagen fuhren wir bis zur Krim­
halbinsel, setzten in Booten über die 
Meerenge von Kersch und marschier­
ten im 60 km Tagestempo durch den 
Kaukasus bis in die Gegend von Ama- 
wir, wo wir in Stellung gingen.

Die erste Begegnung mit der Front, 
sowie der erste Kontakt mit Toten und 
Verwundeten war schrecklich. Nach 3 
Monaten dauerndem Kampf in den 
ersten Linien, wurde ich am 26. Juli 43 
durch eine Panzergranate verwundet. 
Ich bekam einen Stecksplitter in die 
linke Stirnseite, sowie einen Granat­

splitter durch den Mund, wobei neun 
Zähne herausgerissen und die Zunge 
gespalten wurde. Ich verlor das 
Bewusstsein, erwachte erst in einem 
Erdbunker hinter der Front, aus mei­
nem Munde quoll dunkles, halb geron­
nenes Blut und auf dem Kopf hatte ich 
immer noch den Stahlhelm mit dem 
darin steckenden Granatsplitter. Als 
ich die ersten Lebenszeichen von mir 
gab, wurde ich sofort operiert. Ohne 
irgendeine Betäubung wurden mir die 
zersplitterten Zähne gezogen und die 
gespaltene Zunge genäht. Dass ich 
dabei das Bewusstsein wieder verlor, ist 
kein Wunder. Am gleichen Tage wurde 
ich mit einem Flugzeug (Storch) vom 
Feldflughafen Noworossijsek nach 
Sewastopol auf die Krim geflogen. 
Im Lazarett wurde meine Kopfwunde 
operiert und eine kleine Goldplatte an 
der linken Stirnseite eingesetzt sollte 
das Gehirn am Anstossen hindern. 3 
lange Wochen konnte ich nicht spre­
chen, nichts essen und wurde dann 
durch Spritzen ernährt. Nach 4 
Wochen, als ich transportfähig war, 
wurde ich zum Bahnhof gebracht zum 
Abtransport via Heimat. Im Bahnhof 
von Sewastopol traf ich auf meinen 
Bruder Nick, der mich von sich stiess, 
als ich ihn umarmen wollte. Er 
erkannte mich nicht, weil mein Kopf 
verbunden war und mein Kiefer mit 
einem Apparat zusammengehalten 
wurde. Erst durch meine Armband­
uhr, die er als die seine erkannte, und 
durch den Sanitäter, der ihm meinen 
Namen sagte, wurde ihm alles klar und 
wir fielen uns in die Arme.

Dann traten wir gemeinsam die 
Heimreise durch die Ukraine an. In 
einem Lazarett bei BRESLAU wurden 
wir gesund gepflegt, was 7 Monate 
dauerte.

Den Genesungsurlaub in der Heimat 
Bondorf nutzten wir um im Unter­
grund zu verschwinden. Eltern und 
Geschwister sollten wegen unserer 
«Fahnenflucht» umgesiedelt werden 
und entzogen sich der Umsiedlung 
durch das Untertauchen. Bei Nach­
barn und Freunden waren wir im 
Dorfe selbst versteckt und kamen bei 
der Befreiung am 10. September 1944 
alle 6 gesund und munter wieder zum 
Vorschein.

Während unserer Abwesenheit 
wurde durch die Deutschen eine Fami­
lie aus Kroatien in unser Haus einquar­
tiert, die aber kurz vor der Befreiung 
wieder abzog. Jos. Strotz



General Patton’s 
Prayer

«Sir, this is Patton talking: The last 
fourteen days have been straight a hell. 
Rain, snow, more rain, more snow - 
and I'm beginning to wonder what’s 
going on Your headquarters. Whose 
side are you on, anyway?

For three years my chaplains have 
been explaining this as a religious war. 
This, they tell me, is Crusades all over 
again, except that we’re riding tanks 
instead of chargers. They insist we are 
here to annihilate the German Army 
and the godless Hitler so that Religious 
freedom may return to Europe.

Up until now I have gone along with 
them, for you have given us Your unre­
served cooperation. Clear skies and a 
calm sea in Africa made the landings 
highly successful and helped us to eli­
minate Rommel. Sicily was comparati­
vely easy, and You supplied excellent 
weather for our armored dash across 
France, the greatest military victory that 
You have thus far allowed me. You 
have often given me excellent guidance 
in difficult command decisions and You 
have led German units into traps that 
made their elimination fairly simple.

But now, You’ve changed horses in 
midstream. You seem to have given 
Von Rundstedt every break in the book 
and he’s been beating hell out of us. My 
army is neither trained nor equipped for 
winter warfare. And, as you know, this 
weather is more suitable for Eskimos 
them for southern cavalry-men.

But now. Sir I can’t help but I feel 
that I have offended You in some way. 
That suddenly You have lost all 
sympathy with our cause. That you are 
throwing in with Von Rundstedt, and 
his paperhanging-god. You know 
without me telling You that our situa­
tion is desperate. Sure, I can tell my 
staff that everything is going according 
to plan, but there’s no use telling You 
that my 101st Airborne is holding out 
against tremendous odds in Bastogne, 
and that this continual storm is making 
it impossible to supply them even from 
the air. I’ve send Hugh Gaffey, one of 
my ablest generals, with his 4th Armo­
red Division, north toward that all 
important rand center to relieve the 
encircled garrison and he’s finding 
Your weather much mor difficult than 
he is the Krauts.

I don’t like to complain unreason­
ably, but my soldiers from the Meuse to 
Echternach are suffering the tortures of 
the damned. Today I visited several 
hospitals, all full of frostbite cases, and 
the wounded are dying in the fields 
because they cannot be brought back 
for medical care.

But this isn’t the worst of the situa­
tion. Lack of visibility, continued rains, 
have completely grounded my air force. 
My technique of battle calls for close- 
in-fighter-bomber support, and if my 
planes can’t fly, how can I use them as 
aerial artillery? Not only is this a deplo­
rable situation, but, worse, yet, my 
reconnaissance planes haven’t been in 
the air for fourteen days and I haven’t 
the faintest idea of what’s going on 
behind the German lines.

Damned, Sir, I can’t fight a shadow. 
Without Your cooperation from a wea­
ther standpoint, I am deprived of an 
accurate disposition of the German 
armies, and how in hell can I be intelli­
gent in my attack? All this probably 
sounds unreasonable to You, but I have 
lost all patience with your chaplains 
who insist that this is a typical Arden­
nes winter, and that I must have faith.

Faith and patience be damned. You 
have just got to make up your mind 
whose side You’re on. You must come 
to my assistance, so that I may dispatch 
the entire German Army as a birthday 
present to Your Prince of Peace.

Sir, I have never been an unreasona­
ble man. I am not going to ask You for 
the impossible. I do not even insist upon 



a miracle, for all I request is four days 
of clear weather.

Give me four clear days so that my 
planes can fly; so that my fighter­
bombers can bomb and strafe, so that 
my reconnaissance may pick out targets 
for my magnificent artillery. Give me 
four days of sunshine to dry this blas­
ted mud, so that my tanks may roll, so 
that ammunition and rations may be 
taken to my hungry ill-equiped 
infantry. I need this four days to send 
Von Rundstedt and his godless army to 
their Valhalla. I am sick of this un­

necessary butchery of American youth, 
and in exchange for four days of figh­
ting weather, I will deliver You enough 
Krauts to keep Your bookkeepers 
months behind in their work.

Amen.»

C’est le texte de la savoureuse prière que le 
Général G. PATTON Jr. prononça lors 
de l’offensive d’hiver allemande 1944-45, 
en la chapelle de la «Fondation Pescatore» 
à Luxembourg quelques jours avant Noël 
1944.

Is* Platoon - Co. B. 37lh Tank Battalion - 4th Armored Division Patton - 3d U.S. Army 
Photo - Devizes, England May 1944 Prior to the Envasion

4th Armored Division
FROM THE DAY IT WAS ACTIVA­
TED, the 4th Armored Division has 
scorned a nickname.

Let the other outfits give themselves 
tricky, blood-curdling, or humorous 
nicknames, but not the 4th Armored. 
All the way down the line, form the big 
brass to the buck private, the men feel 
that «4th Armored» is sufficient.

Nevertheless, the 4th Armored Divi­
sion does have a nickname. It was 
thrust on the Division by outsiders who 
fought along with it in France, Ger­
many and Czechoslovakia. It is known 
as the «Breakthrough» Division. It 
hammered and slammed at Nazi defen­
ses from the time of the Normandy 
invasion until the collapse of the Wehr­
macht; and it never failed to break 
through.

There is one name that will always be 
associated with the 4th Armored.

Bastogne!
The 101st Airborne Division had 

been surrounded at Bastogne by the 
Nazis’ last great counteroffensive. The 
acting commander of the 101st had 
thrilled the Allied world by his reply of 
«Nuts! » to the German demand to sur­
render or be destroyed. The desperate 
troops of the Airborne outfit, subjected 
to a merciless pounding, had to have 
help. Someone had to break through 
the German ring of steel and men and 
effect their rescue.

Four medium tanks from the 4th 
Armored rolled up to a forest-lined 
roadway, all guns firing. The comman­
der of the lead tank unbuttoned the tur­
ret and called to the worn soldiers in a 
ditch: «It’s all right boys - this is the 4th 
Armored.»

«Hot damn, we’re mighty glad to see 
you,» the men of the Airborne Division 
called from their positions. The contact 
with the heroic defenders of Bastogne 
was made by the 37th Tank Battalion 
and the 53rd Armored Infantry 
Battalion.



After six months’ training in 
England, the 4th Armored went into 
action in Normandy. It started breaking 
through from the day it landed. It 
played a key role in cutting off the Brit­
tany peninsula, made a lightning sweep 
across France north of the Loire River, 
defended the Moselle bridgehead 
against crack panzer units, and made 
the first crossing of the Saar River.

The 4th Armored did not rest on its 
laurels after the brilliant rescue of the 
101st at Bastogne. After Bastogne, the 
Division drove its way through the Eifel 
Mountains, secured the high ground 
over the Kyll River, and shelled and 

captured Bitburg. Then the «Break­
through» outfit really shifted into high 
gear. In an all-out blitz it roared 65 
miles in 48 hours, coming to a halt 
opposite Coblenz. Here the Division 
joined the Seventh Army and began a 
successful hunt for V-l rocket laun­
ching sites.

Working with the Seventh Army, the 
4th Armored crossed the Rhine near 
Worms and gave the territory in that 
vicinity a terrific pasting. It aided mate­
rially in the rapid advance of the 
Seventh Army by seizing intact a bridge 
across the Main River, and then drove 
on to Hanau, 10 miles east of 

Frankfurt-am-Main. Here the 4th 
Armored fought off numerous counter­
attacks by the heaviest German armor.

Six months after they had been in 
combat the men of the 4th Armored 
Division had received 1.959 
decorations.

The 4th Armored moved so fast that 
it often stretched its supply lines to the 
breaking point. But it never slowed 
down. In one day it took 8.000 priso­
ners. At the close of the war the 4th 
Armored had joined the 90th Infantry 
Division and moved with it into 
Czechoslovakia. K.F.

Colonel James H. Leach
Reports on the capture of Bondorf
By Jean Milmeister

On December 22,1944, the 4th U. S. 
Armored Division under the command 
of Major General H. J. Gaffey attacked 
with three combat groups in the direc­
tion of Bastogne. Combat Command A 
(CCA) advanced along the main road 
towards Martelingen; Combat Com­
mand B (CCB) pushed forward on the 
left flank on side roads towards the 
north, while Combat Command R 
(CCR) attacked on the right side. (1)

The icy streets hindered the move­
ment of the tanks and SPWS, so that 
the column reached the advanced post 
of the 25th cavalry reconnaissance bat­
talion at Hof-Flatzbourhof with consi­
derable delay. Here the reconnaissance 
unit of Lieutenant Marion Harris broke 
ranks and gave the street to Captain 
Leach and his B Company. From the 
positions of the 25th CRB up to Flatz- 
bourhof lay several kilometers of no 
man’s land.

Captain Leach took over the lead 
with his Sherman «Blockbuster 3d» and 
with raised arm gave the sign to prepare 
for battle. The tank guns and machine 
guns were loaded, and the column 
moved forward. In the foot-high now, 
enemy tracks suddenly appeared, in the, 
direction of the position of the 25th 
CRB and then turned in the direction of 
Hof-Flatzbourhof. Radio silence was 
first broken after Captain Bill Dwight, 
the acting S3, reported that U. S. recon- 

Let us follow the reserve command 
of Colonel Wendell Blanchard, which 
included the 37th Tank Battalion, the 
53d Armored Infantry Battalion, and 
the 94th Armored Field Artillery Bat­
talion. (2)

On the evening of December 22, 
1944, Combat Command R in Quatre 
Vents had received the order to attack 
the next day in the direction of Hof- 
Flatzbourhof. Combat Command R. 
moved out in the following order: the 
reconnaissance platoon (37th TB), 
Company B (37th TB), Company B 53d 
AIB, the staff of the 37th TB, Com­
pany A (37th TB), Company C (37th 
TB), the rest of the 53d AIB and the 
94th AFA. The commanding officer of 
Company B of the 37th TB was Captain 
James H. Leach whose report we will 
follow. (3)



naissance aircraft had reported enemy 
contact was imminent.

When Company B approached 
Flatzbourhof, Captain Leach allowed 
the tanks and the infantry to advance 
on a wide front in order to direct maxi­
mum fire power on the railroad and the 
railroad station. When the Americans 
reached the railroad, they were imme­
diately hit with rifle, machine gun, and 
grenade fire. An armored scout car of 
the infantry was destroyed. Captain 
Leach requested artillery support to sus­
tain his attack along the railroad to the 
left of Flatzbourhof. The artillery bar­
rage fell short causing the American 
infantry to suffer casualties. Sergeant 
John Fitzpatrick was badly wounded 
and tank commander John H. Park 
died in his destroyed tank.

As several German tanks (including 
a captured M4 Sherman) attacked 
Company B, Lieutenant Colonel 
Creighton W. Abrams, the commander 
of the 37th TB, came immediately over 
to B Company. The Americans succee­
ded in warding off the German counter 
attack, while Captain Leach destroyed 
the enemy Sherman with «Blockbus­
ter». Colonel Abrams sought to main­
tain momentum, and he ordered Com­
pany A at the cross-roads in Flatzbour­
hof to advance through company B’s 
positions and to attack. The snow lay 
knee-high and as the attack of Com­
pany A progressed, it ran on to tank 
mines which damaged several tanks, 
including the one commanded by Cap­
tain John Whitehill, the commander of 
Company A of the 37th.

Colonel Abrams became uneasy as 
darkness approached. He gave Captain 
Trover the order to attack, with Com­
pany C of the 37th on the right flank of 
Company B, and wheel to the left on to 
the road from Flatzbourhof to Bon­
dorf. The attack of Company C made 
good progress and pushed on past 
Flatzbourhof when the fearless Trover 
was killed by a sharpshooter. With that, 
the advance of Company C came to a 
halt and Colonel Abrams decided to 
take up positions for the night and to 
continue the attack on Bondorf at 
dawn.

During the night of December 24, 
Captain Leach together with First Ser­

geant Louis Gaffey, who had joined 
Company B in Flatzbourhof, held fast 
to the area and replaced their losses with 
newly arrived replacements. Staff Ser­
geant Walter P. Kaplan volunteered to 
take command of a tank to replace fal­
len Platoon Sergeant Fitzpatrick. He 
was also to fall the following day in 
Bondorf.

Colonel Abrams ordered Company 
B of the 37th TB and Company B of the 
53d AIB to lead the attack on Bondorf. 
The tanks of company B worked their 
way towards Bondorf, led by Lieute­
nant Cook accompanied by dismoun­
ted armored infantrymen. The speed of 
the advancing tanks was determined by 
the infantry. The infantry mopped up 
on the paratroopers of the 5th FSD 
house by house. These paratroopers 
had prepared a hot reception for the 
Americans. (4)

Captain Leach left his tank twice to 
encourage the infantry to mop up the 
town faster. Then he was told by Lieu­
tenant Cook that he, Cook, was badly 
wounded. Leach asked whether Cook 
could leave the tank and make his way 
to an ambulance at the end of town. 
Cook said that he was too badly hit. A 
bullet has passed through his chest and 
back. Platoon Sergeant Max Morphew 
directed Cook to the ambulance where 
he was captured, but then left behind. 
Finally, he needed medical assistance. 
Lieutenant Bob Cook, who left the 
Army as a colonel, was to receive the 
Silver Star for his bravery.

Captain James Leach, who was very 
concerned by the slow advance of his 
infantry, was also hit by a bullet pier­
cing his steel helmet into his head. Cor­
poral John Yaremchuck and T/4 Jef­
feris helped him to regain consciousness 
and bandaged his head. Immediately 
after that he was hit again. James Leach 
was to receive the Distinguished Service 
Cross for his action in Bondorf.

Although «Team B» had already 
crossed through half of Bondorf, Colo­
nel Abrams gave the order for Com­
pany B of the 37th TB, less infantry 
which was still in the area, to mop up 
the houses and move to the western 
edge of town. The unit was to erect a 
barrier to prevent the Germans from 
escaping to the north. Sergeant Mor­
phew beat back some who tried to 
escape. (5)

Colonel Abrams then let Company A 
of the 37th TB move into Bondorf, in 
order to establish contact with Com­
pany B in the north. Meanwhile, four 
LJ. S. P-47 Thunderbolt fighter bom­
bers appeared in the sky and twice mis­
takenly attacked Company B despite 
red smoke signals and clearly seen 
cherry-red covers on the tanks. You can 
imagine that the tank crews were not 
happy about the two attacks by the 19th 
Tactical Air Force, although the four 
bombs missed their targets.

Towards midnight, Colonel Abrams 
brought together his company com­
manders at his command post south of



Bondorf. He ordered an immediate 
breakout in the direction of Neufcha- 
teau, where CCR near Vaux-les-Ro- 
sières would move into position for a 
new attack in the direction of Bas- 
togne. (6)

After the taking of Bondorf, the GIs 
from CCR, who had hoped to prepare 
for a calm Christmas Eve complete with 
turkey, were relocated during the night 
40 kilometers to the northwest. In the 
morning hours of December 25, the 
37th TB of Lieutenant Colonel Creigh­
ton W. Abrams, the 53d AIB of Lieu­
tenant Colonel George Jaques, and the 
94th AFA of Colonel Robert Parker 
with the attached 177th FA and 704th 
TD reached the area of Neufchateau.(7)

The positions in Bondorf were taken 
over by the 26th U. S. Infantry 
Division.

CCR was set in motion again on the 
morning of 26 December and by 1500 
in the afternoon had reached Clochi- 
mont. On the knoll in front of Clochi- 
mont, 29 year old Abe Abrams, the 
future Chief of Staff of the LI. S. Army, 
and «Jigger» Jacques discussed the 
attack on the town of Bastogne still six 
kilometers away and decided to 
advance directly northward via the vil­
lage of Assenois towards Bastogne in­
stead of going through the stubbornly 
defended Sibret.

As dusk approached, Lieutenant 
Charles Boggess, who had replaced the 
dead Captain Trover in Bondorf as 
commander of Company C of the 37th 
TB, rolled towards Assenois with five 
Cobra Kings, the new 36 ton Sherman 
tank. With firing cannons and rattling 
machine guns, the tanks, armored scout 
cars, and half-track vehicles stormed 
through Assenois and reached the 326th 
Engineer Battalion of the 101st LI. S. 
Airborne Division at approximately 
1645 hours. The ring around Bastogne 
was broken. (8)

Jean Milmeister

(1) Jean Milmeister. The 4th «Break­
through» Armored Division in the Ardennes 
Offensive. The Bulge No. 1 1983, pg 2.

(2) A. Harding Ganz. Breakthrough to 
Bastogne. Armor. November-December 
1981, pg 12.

(3) Colonel James H. Leach to Jean 
Milmeister, July 25, 1983.

(4) Were we dealing here with the 13th 
Parachute Regiment under Major Goswin 
Wahl? General Major Ludwig Heilmann, 
the Commandant of the fifth FST writes in 
his report about the Ardennes Offensive. 
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