
Conihal in lhe raw. Slugging it oui loe-to-toc in the confines of a lown is lhe dread of ih« crews of lighter,
faster American tanks. Blown out of his burning tank (hcneath clork). this crewman lived, bill lost a leg.

Rat Chase
to the Rhine

«y C

Ihere has never heen
anything lilvc it," reports a
Post war correspondent, and
that ahout labels the story of
the immortal 4th Armored
Division's stampede to glory.

ORKMANY, BY WIRELESS.
had betn a fitful night filled with the thunder

of hig guns and the rumb!e of German traffic
moving along the river road, but now the noise

had died away. The tankers sat waiting for the fog to
lift, so tbey could move across the last 1000 yarda to
where the Rhine swept around the big bend from
Cohlenz.

Then the explosions came—dull, muffled booms
that rolled up from the river and shouldered tbeir way
tiiTough the filmy mists hanging over the orchards
and gently rolling fields. Hidden in the fog, the
slender Crown Prince Wilhelm Bridge disintegrated
witb a roar as tbe center span collapsed into the river.
German soldiers and vehicles catapulted from the
hridge in a tangled shower of horses, carts and men.
A machine pistol spoke sharply in short sentences,
then stopped. The tanks moved.

At the river road, they swung right and crunched
over the hroken bodies and smashed vehicles strewn
along the tree-lined highway. They lumbered into
Urmitz, moved through streets still heavy with the
pungent smell of hattle smoke, then followed the road
out to where the ragged stump of the bridge stood in
a maze of twisted railroad tracks and girders hanging
down into the river. There the column halted and the
fabulous colonel who commanded the tanks turned to
the equally fabulous major who commanded the
armored infantiy, and said, "Hell, this is the Khine,

and we're just sitting here looking at it. Let's go spit
in it."

They had come a long,way. July, 1944, was hot
and the dust swirled across the beach in stifling clouds
when the fledgling 4th Armored Division's shiny new
white-starred tanks rolled up througji the surf and
started down the road to Ste. Mère Éghse on the
shattered Normandy coast. »

That was the first mue. The first prisoner was a
gangling, bedraggled SS deserter who shuffled across
a marsh to give himself up to the curious tankers At
Coutances, burly !VIaj. Gen. John S. Wood who then
commanded the division, strode hito the town durinp
a heavy artillery barrage and personally captured a
(jerman soldier.

Avranches was next. Pvt. "Red" Whitston of
Indianapolis, sat at a curve in the road, playing his
machine gun hke a garden hose until two dozen
vehicles were burning fiercely and four do.en German
bodies sprawled m the road where a plunging mass of
madderjed horses tried to wrench free from their

Then the division broke through the German

of France. days, three German infantry divi-
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Living legend. Ll. Col. Creighton Ahrams sets
his tanks rolling with: "It 's 'Kaly, har the door.' "

sions and four regiments from other divisions were
swept under the avalanche of clattering tanks. The swift
spearheads smashed fifty-four miles to Rennes, Breton
capital, hacking away at vital enemy communication
lines. They sped seventy miles to Vannes, One combat
command struck toward Lorient on the Brittany coast.
Another drove eighty miles to the cathedral city of
Nantes. Tbere has never been anything like it.

The 4th Armored Division became a shifting island
of armor in a sea of milling German troops. The tanks
moved so fast that fuel and ammunition had to be
flown to them from England. They ran off their m a ^
and had to have new ones rushed from England by
plane and dropped to the columns on the road. On
August fourteenth, they raced 153 miles to St. Calais,
refueled and within six hours were rolling again, to-
ward the city of Orléans on the Loire. Combat Com-
mand A attacked Orléans early the next morning,
took it by two-fifteen in the afternoon and turned it
over to the 35th Infantry Division. On the same day.
Combat Command B left the Lorient sector and
sprinted eastward 264 miles in thirty-four hours,
finally halting at Prunay.

In a little more than seven weeks, the 4th Armored
spearhead hurtled from Normandy to the Moselle
River, rolling up some 150ÛMpeedometer miles. They
threw a pincers around beautiful Nancy and in a roar-
ing fifteen-day battle knocked out 281 German tanks.
It was on the Moselle tbat Sgt. Constant Khnga, of
Brooklyn, made his classic observation, "They got us
surrounded again, the poor devils."

Typical .sciMit ot Iht chase lioni iNorniaiid) tu Ihf ¡Moselle iiivor. .\ lank ol tin- Fourth Armor«! DL\i-
sion rumhies past an enemy panzer that has heen knocked out of ihc war on a winding German road.

It was near Nancy that Capt. James H. Fields, oí
Fort Worth, Texas, an armored-in fan try platoon
leader, took fifty-five men up the bloodiest hill in
Lorraine. Enemy tanks crawled up the other sidt of
the hill and rolled down at the doughboys in their fox-
holes. The German tanks loomed over the desperate
infantrymen and fired point-blank into the foxholes
with their big 88's, The doughboys fought wildly, but,
one by one, tbe foxholes went silent. Shrapnel ripped
into Fields' face and filled his mouth with jagged steel
sphnters and bone fragments from his shattered ¡aw.
The young captain jammed a compress into his mouth,
held another over his gaping cheek, and continued to
fire with liis left hand. He directed the shrinking
platoon with hand signals and penciled notes passed
from one foxhole to another. When he staggered down
the hill twenty-four hours later with thirteen dazed
survivors, they carried him away to a field hospital
and awarded him the Congressional Niedal of Honor.

Then the division plunged into the Saar. A cavalry
troop stormed Gosselming and captured, intact, the
bridge across the Saar River, after which they mopped
up the viUage and took, among other prisoners, the
German demolition crew charged with blowing up the
bridge. They were sitting quietly in the local beer
parlor when the cavalry jteps burst into the town.

At Domfessel, the enemy road blocks werii strong
and well defended. So tbe leading Sherman charged
out of an orchard and bulled its way between two
houses, tearing down the walls on both sides of the
narrow opening. The other tanks churned over the

rubble in single file and then fanned out into the town
to complete the capture.

They were still slugging away in the Saar against
bitter Gernaan resistance when Patton called for
Gaffey, The 4th Armored swung away from the enemy
and raced north over the black-topped roads on the
famous "Fire-Call Run" to besieged Bastogne under
stern, aloof Maj. Gen. Hugh J. Gaffey, of Austin.
Texas, successor in Decejnber to General Wood, and
since promoted to corps commander. The tanks
rammed their way into Bastogne and left the battered
5th German Paratroop Division reeling helplessly in
its wake, 65 per cent of its strength smashed. The
siege was hfted.

The tanks drove on through Bastogne. Lt. Robert
Pearson, of Highland Park, Michigan, peered down
from the cockpit of liis tiny Cub artillery-observation
plane and spotted tank movements on the edge of a
woods. Pearson and his flimsy puddle jumper came
down through a storm of small-arms fire to seventy-
five feet to make sure the tanks were German. Then he
swept away, marked the spot on a map and dropped
it to the American tankers on the ground.

Under Lt, John Kingsley. of Dunkirk, New York,
six Shermans shppod into ambush, only tbe tops of
their round turrets showing above the thick foHage,
Tht Panthers poked tbeir long-nosfd 88's into the
open and alarted moving across an open field. The big
guns on tbe Shermans roared. The first German tank.s
burst into flamea, but the rest kept coming until eleven
bad strayed out to their (Cimiiiined on /'«ai' W)

• ^ • ^ ^ • ^ ^ ^ — •
' '. . . a shifting i.slaud of armor in a sea of milling German troops." The Foui-tli frequently
ran off its maps and took to the open fields during ils spectacular cross-country dash.
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IN A GLASS
OF WATER

FIRST THING
ON ARISING

Winning America! This new
natural way to keep regular

Over 8,000,000 now take lemon and
water, national surveys show. And no
wonder! This simple fruit drink in
most cases makes harsh laxatives en-
tirely unnecessary.
Most people find they can enjoy
prompt, normal elimination just by
taking the juice of a lemon in a glass
of water when they first get up in
the moming. And unlike harsh laxa-
tives, lemon and water is good ior you.

Lemons are Health Builders
Lemons are among the richest known
sources of vitamin C, and supply val-
uable amounts of Bi and P. They alka-
linize, aid digestion. Lemon and water
is surprisingly refreshing, too —clears
the mouth, wakes you up.

Whytake harsh laxatives wheniemon
and water offers healthful aid? Try it
ten days.

lET'S FINISH
THEJOB-BUV
WAR BONDS

LEMON and WATER
•••first thing en arising

NEW-
..a shave cream
made especially

Bringing "SOLID COMFORT" shaves to men who've "tr ied everything"

Here's a shaving cream that contains a special
"skin conditioner" for men with seniitive faces
. . . even sensitive faces witJi tough beards.
This groat Fitch's No-Brusf) Cream wilh its
soothing, lubricating effect prepares the
terdoreît face for a "solid comfort" shave.

And when you start shaving, you'll actually
FEEL the difference. For oven against the grain,
Ihe tazar glides along, giving you a closer,
cooler shave. It leavas your skin feeling soft,

BRUSH USERS! >\iUorPt<:/,'. firujfiSh.v.np
Clftm. It «/JO eontaini this sptcltl -¡tin con-
ditíentr" and i¡iver on abundancv of Uther.

cool and refreshed. No specioi after-shaving
lolîon is required. So — Fitch's No Brush
SUPFtlES AIL 3 SHAVING NEEDS . . . and
tests show razor blades last langer!

NO BRUSH SHAVING CREAM
and Fitch's Brush Shaving Cream

soldier in the open, while doing little or
no damage to their own men under the
protection o£ concrete and stone. They
Led counterbattery fire against the
American guns; they used harassing fiie
against landing parties and even some
iAporUnt command posts. They did not
move around.

But no contrast to the usual Japanese
custom 'was more striking than the evi-
dence of the end of this artillery battery.
Each foxhole in that semicircle below the
cliffs contained the bodies of some three
or four Japs. These weren't suicides t)y
their own grenades, nor had they died in
wud banzai charges. They'd simply
stayed in foxholes and had fought untü
every one of them was dead. Most had
died from small-arms fire. Many were
shot through the head as they craned out
to fire on advancing invaders. One man
lay across his rifle with his bands still
gripping the stock. Another had his out-
stretched band curled down—and in Ms
band was a grenade ready for throwing.

American marines are among the
world's most avaricious souvenir hunters
and are disinchned to make heroes out of
any enemy, dead or ahve. They have
long been accustomed to Japanese sui-
cides in the Pacific and most of them
recognized some time ago that botb sui-
cide and banzai charges, ratber than
forms of bravery, were actually signs of
cowardice, like tbe mass surrenders of
German platoons or battalions. But
these men in the Iwo battery weren't
suicides. They died fighting. The marines
looked at tbem, noted tbe manner of
their dying, and went on past. Possihly
there was no real feeling for a courageous
enemy, but there was no souvenir hunt-
ing either.

Over by tbe airfield at which tbe Japa-
nese gunner at Nortb Motoyama fired
occasionally, three transport planes
circled. They flew over low with their
side doors opened, and on tbe second
circle each dropped a number of small
parachutes with whole blood and other
badly needed supplies ordered up from
Saipan or Guam. The field still was not
ready for such large planes to land, but
the aerial supply line was open for land
planes as well as big seaplanes, which
made hazardous landings and take-ofFs
on tbe rough water off Suribachi—take-
offs with the aid of awe-inspiring jet-
propulsion chambers.

Below the guns was tbe command post
of tbe 9tb Marines, which had advanced
to the cliffs and on up over them that
same morning. Tbe advance bad been
rapid and tbere was still some mortar
fire and an occasional sniper's bullet from
some cave where a Japanese huddled,
firing his last rounds.

.TIioP.W.FItchCo.,DB>Moinai6,lowii-Bayonno,N.J.-totAnBi>loiîl,C=l"-Ti>ionloa,Conado

The Japanese cave theory ifl fine when
the principal attack ia by air or bom-
bardment, but it has one great weakness.
I t is unquestionably a. difiScult bueineas
to get the enemy out of a cave into which
he has scurried, but in the cave he him-
self can do nothing offensively. And, if
getting in is difficult, getting out is im-
possible. So American advances now
normally go right around caves, merely
leaving guarda at the entrances. Thus
snipers at tbe cave entrances need only
to be found to be eliminated. Once
driven underground, a Japanese ceases
to be a real factor in battle unless or until
he is able to force hia way into the open
again. The cave is a protection, but it is
also a trap. Why tbe Japs trap them-
selves, only Japs know.

At tbe 9th regiment command post,
few people paid attention to snipers.
They were the responsibility of weary
patrols, already throwing sticks of dyna-
mite into caves, blocking entrances or
driving out the occupants with smoke
grenades. The command-post personnel
was busy laying telephone lines, eating
and preparing for more advances. The
battle for Iwo was definitely breaking.

The advance had been so rapid, how-
ever, that not all the wounded were yet
evacuated to the rear. The dead men—
shrunken by tbe suddenness of deatb—
lay along the road which had been the
taxiway for Japanese aircraft, and sev-
eral were laid in groups near 9th head-
quarters. Some Japanese dead also lay
among hummocks wbich make tbe top of
Iwo look hke notbing so much as a
roadside gravel pit turned inside out.

From tbe ravine, tbe radio jeep and
marine truck emerged. The two prison-
ers still faced each other in the rear of
the truck and had been joined by the
cadaverous Japanese in tbe faded green
uniform. He looked even more emaci-
ated than before, and shook his head
sadly when tbe truck stopped long
enougb to disgorge the interpreter and
several other marines. AU looked des-
perately weary, as did most of the men
in the command post, and all were caked
witb dust and soot until their faces had a
pallor almost hke tbat of tbe men who
lay dead beside the road.

A marine shufñing in weariness vpalked
around the end of the cliff from the
moutb of tbe ravine. He was asked
whether tbe Japanese had succeeded in
getting any more of his fellows to sur-
render. "Naw," be said, " the damn
fools wouldn't come out. We had to burn
them, after all."

A sharp, violently unpleasant odor,
faint but unmistakable, came over the
edge of tbe cliff from the direction of the

RAT CHASE TO THE RHINE
(Continued from Page 19)

death. Kingsley leaned on his turret
and gazed wonderingly across the field
at the eleven smoking tanks. "If the
German who ctnnmands that tank com-
pany isn't dead," he said, " I hope they
promote him to battalion conamander.
We could use more like him."

The tanks were still attacking when
orders came to disengage. In one of its
most ticklish operations, the entire divi-
sion eased away from the enemy at night,
blacked out all its markings and quietly
moved aoutbward into position east of
Luxemburg, where German armor was
massing for an expected counterattack.
The 4th Armored waited patiently, but
in vain. Tbe counterattack never came.

Patton, ringmaster for this most potent
collection of armor, long had dreamed of
fighting on the Rhine. At a press con-
ference when the 3rd Army was still
grinding slowly ahead against stubborn
opposition in Eastern France, the "Old
Man" aiiddenly rose from his chair,

strode stiff-leggedly across tbe room and
drew the curtain back from his map
while newspapermen crowded around.
He waited until tbe room was quiet.
Then he pointed to the thin blue line
that marked the storied river and nodded
his bead slowly, as if in anticipation of
some great and deep satisfaction yet to
come. "That will be the day, gentlemen,"
he said. "Tbat will be the day."

A wet snow was falhng at seven-tliirty
m the morning wben the first light tank
of Combat Command B clattered across
^^''., " P °^ '̂" ^^^ ^y^ River near
Metierich, under diminutive, bespec-
tacled Brig. Gen. Hohnes E. Dager, of
Unimi New Jersey. The objective was
the Khme a^ty-six mUes away through
the rugged Sclmee Eifel and across the
undulating middle-RMne plain. The
n ght befor .̂, Lt. Col. Creigbton Abrams,
^ L î ^ r ^ f ^ ^ deceptively

f ^h^ 37th
Tmn» f f living legend
among tankers, told bis mon, "The
board of directors has met. We jump
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Fortified with a week's rations, in case
they outran their food-supply trains.
Combat Command B moved up through
the bridgehead wliich was established on
the east bank of the Kyll by the veteran
5th Infantry Division. Combat Com-
mand A was to parallel Combat Com-
mand B to the north. The orders were
Mmple: "Get to the Rhine." Abrams
didn't even bother to aak what lay be-
tween his tanks and the objective. "If I
plotted German divisions on my map."
he said, "I 'd be too frightened to move."

Five hundred yards out of its bridge-
head. Combat Command A bogged down
hopelessly in the mud. Its route was
hastily altered and Combat Command A
was ordered to fall in behind Combat
Command B. They tried to break Com-
bat Command A away again, but the
mud was too heavy on the alternate
roads available. So the 4th Armored
Division, Combat Command B leading,
rolled along one narrow road, strung out
along a sector sixty-six miles long and
twenty-five feet wide.

The spearhead slashed into the sur-
prised Germans from the south instead
of from the west, the direction from
which the enemy expected the attack.
For the first nine miles the tanks moved
parallel to the German lines, drawing
fire from both the west and the east, but
rolling up the enemy fiank as they went.
Then they turned east and the rat chase
was on.

Nimble light tanks and heavy assault
guns led the way over the narrow, twist-
ing roads through the pine-clad hills of
the Schnee Eifel. Half-tracks and other
vehicles became mired and the tanks bad
to tow them a part of the way. The snow
turned to rain at Badem and the enemy
attacked with tanks. Four of them were
knocked out in a brisk duel on the road
and Combat Command B pushed on
past the burning bulks.

Abrams raced up and down the column
in his jeep or jumped into the turret of
his Sherman, pleading with his men,
swearing at them, encouraging them. It
waa he who kept them going wben it
looked as though they might bog down.
Once tbe irrepressible young colonel
knocked General Dager's helmet off with
a blast from his big gun when the general
got too close to the muzzle. The cherub-
faced demon was never still. He ran the
gamut of vocal expression from steve-
dore to senator and back. He often used
an obscene battle cry that crackled out
of radios the length of tbe column hke
the snap of a whip. At other times he just
said quietly, when things were sticky,
"AU right, boys. Let's get a belpin',"

When the tanks couldn't do it. the
armored infantrymen climbed down off

the tanks and did it. Maj. Harold Cohen,
a hearty shirt maker îrom Spartanburg,
South Carolina—whose postwar plans
are wliimsical enoi^h to include shirts
with pockets in their tails—conunanded
the 10th Armored Infantry Battalion
attached to Combat Command B. With
complete faith that the particular tank
crew with whom they rode was the great-
est tank crew in the world, the doughboys
rode outside the same tanks every day,
chnging to the slippery Shermans by
means of special handles the tankers had
welded on for them. Nothing short of
death could make a doughboy change
tanks. When Cohen told Abrams how
proud his men were of the tankers,
Abrams said, "Cohen, my boys are fine.
But they never forget they're fighting
with a nice thick wall of armor plate
wrapped around them. The OD shirts
on your boys don't quite match it."

It was like that all the way. Even the
hght tanks did more than they were sup-
posed to do. Once they knocked out two
massive German Tigers by slipping
around to the rear of the enemy tanks
while assault guns laid down a thick white
phosphorous smoke screen. The httle
tanks darted in through the amoke and,
like blow darts, shot 37-mm, sheDs into
the unprotected engine boxes in the
Tigers' stems.

Casualties were astonishingly light,
but some never saw the river. A youthful
jeep driver died in Abrams' arms at a
crossroad after driving hig jeep, at sixty
milea an hour, back from an enemy vil-
lage tw ô miles away. His jeep rolled to a
stop and Abrams gently lifted him out,
his throat streaming blood from a half-
dozen machine-gun bullet holes. A young
platoon leader in a light-tank company
had his hand torn off by a bazooka shell
tbat went through the turret in which he
was standing. He looked incredulously
at his hand lying on the floor of the tur-
ret. Then he leaped from the tank and
with his one remaining hand he killed
the German kneeling by the side of the
road. The tankers said, "He didn't have
to do that, you know,"

The long armored snake wound
through the steep-aided canyons, through
the neat German villages where bed
sheets and pillowcases fluttered from the
upper stories in token of surrender, while
poker-faced men and women watched
tbe procession from behind lace curtains.
The white flags drooped from slender
white spear-tipped rods. Those were the
rods the Nazis had distributed for the
party flags that flapped in the streets in
better days.

The tanks stopped that night. Tbey
counted 1200 prisoners streaming back
toward the rear in ragged gray columns.

"How is that going to sound? Chers Special, franks and heans!"

H E R E ' S W H A T H E S A W

he's noi kidding, either. There's
a rusty, leaky muffler hiding under
t h e r e . . . a constant menace to the
life and limb of anyone who rides in
that car.

No one is immune to carbon mon-
oxide gas that leaks out of a worn
muffler and seeps right up into the
car. A few whiffs of this odorless,
tasteless, invisible gas causes head-
aches, drowsiness, dizziness... makes
you slow to react in emergencies.

Take the first step in preventing
tliis menace by driving to your Au-
thorized Walker Silencer Dealer for
a frpp miißlcr inspection. If your miif

fier is dangerous, he can tell you iii a
jiffy—and he will install an "Indi-
vidually Tuned" Walker Silencer
that's been scientifically engineered
for your particular maJœ and model
of car. Play safe—replace with a
Walker Silencer that gives you "Indi-
vidual Tuning" fur belter engine per-
formance and gasoline economy—
and safely. Walker Maimfacturing
Company of Wisconsin, Racine, Wis-
consin. Also inakerii of Walker Jacks
and Electric Lifts,

W I T H T H E P A T E N T E D L O U V E R E D T U B E
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Writer of Rights!
Scholar with profound knowledge

of stntecrafc, talented of tongue and
possessed ot' the persuader's gift. . .
James Madison drafted most of che
Constitution, was chief advocate of
the Bill of Right.s.. .clarified, met
obiection5, proved advantages...en-
dowed the nation with imperishable
instrument of government..,

Madison's epochal papers were
penned with quill . . . Now men have
finer pens—Inkographs, fast acting,
precision made, with I4kt solid gold
ball-like point that won't bend or
spread... writes wi|ti the ease of a
soft lead pencil . . . unfiiiling in use
...dependable for years.

Men in service prefer Inkographs.
If your dealer has none, Iry again.

The name Inkogrnpli on the barrel
marks the genuine . . . Sorry, no mail
orders^only dealers can supply you.

Inkograph Co..Inc.. 200 Hudson SI., N.Y. C. 13

FALSE TEETH
F/T TIGHT
Satten OENTYTE by warming
-spread H on your plate-
put in mouth and bite to
make a perfect Impression.
Remove ptale —and allow
lew minutes to "set." You get
anabsolutely perfect fit. Sore '
giimsvanÍ5h-nomore slipping
or loose teeth. OENTïTE is firm
but resilient. Each lining lasts lor
months, immediately removable
with fingers. Fuii size lai-Ia year's undreamed
of comlorl per piale 1. postpaid only $ 1 . Send
doliar biilat our risk. Easy lo ordei. Easy to
use. Uncondilionally Guaranteed.
Dental Products Corp.DepLSP-51. Manheim. Pa.

OET wop/( oar
FASTER

with Steel-Grip Gloves

pal

h, licavy. JH

d
ibbon

fiewed. Protect SKiiSnst cuts, bru ¡a
Or what",i your need? Over 4300
priH-eJ Sttcl-Grip SarceuLirda i .

£¡vc i mined ta te 009 wer. Used oy
Ig InduetrlQls since 1910. Wrila

Cor catalog or state your need today-

INDUSTRIAL GLOVES CO.
GZ3 Garfieid Blvd.. Danville, I I I .

CinflJfl. Sif"7 Supply Co., Tómalo
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[EpAGElS LIQUID SOLDER

While they waited for the sapply trains
to come up, the tankera brewed coffee
on httle stoves inside the tanks and
passed hot cups out to the doughboys
on the wet ground. It waa snowing again
in the morning when the tanks moved
out. They gathered speed and raced
through Daun, Darscheit and TJlmen,
faster than the Germans could warn the
towns. In Uhnen, a tank rolled up to the
railroad station to cut the telegraph
wires. A fat Fräulein was waiting on the
platform for her train, and almost
fainted with fright when she saw the
Americans. Inside the station, the tele-
graph key chattered: "Such and such
train has just left Coblenz." A tanker
hstened amusedly, then smashed the
key with a rifle butt and cut the wires.

Near Pützborn, the tanks had already
gone through when a supply train was
ambushed. The column halted and en-
gaged in a brisk skirmish with the Ger-
mans in the hills. After the battle, while
tbe tanks were still parked on the road,
a German staff car suddenly appeared,
speeding straight toward the column.
The driver had told the German general
that the tanks were American, but tbe
general, out inspecting his "forward
positions," had said, "Tbey can't be.
They must be ours." He was fifteen
yards away when he discovered his mis-
take and the car ground to a stop.

Hawk-faced Lt. Gen. Ernst George
Edwin Graf von Rothkirch und Tracb,
Prusaian commander of the 53rd Ger-
man Corps, looked around dazedly at
tbe Ansericana and the muzzles of their
guns pointed at his stomach. Lt. Bernard
Liese, tank-company commander from
Pittsburgh, nonchalantly leaned up
against his Sherman and waited w b̂ile the
general walked over to him.

" Where do you think you are going? "
Liese asked.

The Teuton looked around again.
Then, with a rueful smile, he said, "I t
looks like I'm going to the Axaerican
rear."

"That's a good guess," Liese said.
They took the genered away in a jeep.

Near Weidenbacb, a tire went flat. While
tbe driver and escorting Lt. Alfred Maul,
of Milwaukee, worked over tbe tire,
artillery fire began falhng near by.

Maul and the driver moved into a
ditch for protection, and Maul said to
Von Rothkircb, "That's yours, isn't i t?"

The German smiled sadly. "Don't
worry, son," he said. "There isn't much
left."

The column thruat deeper. Startled
enemy artillery units, accustomed to
being far behind the hnes, were overrun
before tbeir brand-new guns had time to
ñre their first shot in combat. Bewildered
prisoners came walking in from every
conceivable type of unit, including tbe
226 th S now-shovel Company and the
40 tb Wood chopping Command. Two
sailors from the merchant marine were
amazed to discover themselves prisoners
of an American armored division. A Ger-
man officer was taken as he leisurely
strolled around a town arranging biUets
for bis men, who had come to defend the
place.

At Mülheim, however, tbe aged Barge-
meister stood defiantly on the steps of
the town hall and challenged the tanks
with a pistol. He fired until the gun was
empty, then turned and ran into
the building. Infantrymen chased him
through the building. Tbe spry old gen-
tleman dodged nimbly from room to
room, ñnaliy skipping out the back door.
Tbe doughboys finally caugbt the winded
Burgemeister two back yards away.
Puffing mightily, be surrendered.

At Kehrig, an antiaircraft regiment
opened fire on the column witb 20-mm.
flak guns. Abrams ordered the hatches
buttoned, up, and the armored mass
rolled forward, crushing men and guns
alike. On tbe outskirts of the town, one
tank was hit by an antitank gun and
another by a bazooka as they nosed over

the brow of a hill. Ahrams sent out a dis-
tress call for "Tbe Mad Russian, a
division character.

Alexis Sommaripa rolled up to the
head of the column in hia light tank
with a special loud-speaker. For weeks
the Millwood, Virginia, evangelist had
practiced a speech designed to induce
Germans to surrender peacefully. He
also had spent considerable time prac-
ticing hi a tank, driving it through
people's back yards and testing the
various guns on assorted haystacks and
manure piles.

Abrams had asked him, "Why aU tbe
practice with a tank? I thought you
used psychology."

Sommaripa looked a little guilty.
"Well, to tell you the truth, colonel,
sometimes this baloney doesn't work."

Actually, Sommaripa's spiel had proved
highly successful. At Kebrig, however,
he didn't quite make it. Sommaripa
cleared his throat and edged his httle
tank up to the outskirts of the town,
where a fanatical German lieutenant
and fifty infantrymen were making a de-
termined effort to block the tanks.
"Come on out!" Sommaripa boomed out
of the loudspeaker. "Civihans, stay in
your bouses! The Fourth Armored Divi-
sion is prepared to destroy your town if
you do not surrender! Do not expect
to fire your last shell and then surrender!
Surrender now— ôr else!"

The tanks waited for five minutes.
Then, when there was no answer, they
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Is there any word that grips
Like a tremulous one spoken

Wht-n emotion rules the lips
Of a child whose heart is broken?
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hacked oif and division artillery moved
into position. They drenched tbe town
witb incendiaries and higb-explosive
shells untü it was blazing. Then the
tanks swept over tbe hill in a wave of
armor and plunged into the burning
town. The German lieutenant, who had
fired his last shell in defiance of the warn-
ing, stepped out to surrender. Unfortu-
nately, he met with a serious accident.

Tbe tanks moved on. Now the traffic
on tbe narrow road was slowing their
progress. Once division headquarters
told the tankers either to get everything
except combat vebicles off the roads or
eise to get staff officers out to direct
traffic. More German equipment was
being destroyed every day on tbe dash
to the Rhine tban on any single day
during the sweep across France, and at
nigbt the tanks and bulldozers bad to
push tbe smasbed enemy equipment off
tbe road to permit the jeeps and trucks
to get through the tangle.

They had nearly reached tbe river
wben a Cub plane hovering over the
road reported that a German column
was moving along a road near Coblenz.
"The column is two thousand yards
from your rear tank," tbe pilot called.

Ahrams switched on his radio and
called to Lieutenant Liese. "There's a
column of jerry vehicles two thousand
yards up the road," Abrams aaid.

"SbaU I ambush tbem?" Liese asked.
"Hell, no! " Abrams shouted. "They're

going tbe same directionyou are! Catch
'em!"

Liese's Sherman3 lumbered out ahead
of the main column at full speed. The
Cub pilot, watcliing from the air, called
down a play-by-play account.

"They're only fifteen hundred yards
from you now," he radioed. "Go faster.
Faster. . . . Now they're only a

thousand yards from you." He was
fiilent for a moment while the tanks
raced ahead after their quarry. Then he
called again, "They're around the next
curve. Go get 'em."

There was another moment of silence
while the straining Shermans hammered
down the road. Then Liese broke in ex-
citedly, "I see 'em! I see 'em! What'U
I d o ? "

Abrams jumped up and down in his
turret. He screamed into his transmitter,
"Slaughter 'em! Slaughter the so-and-
so's! "

Liese's tanks ran right up the back of
the surprised enemy column, big guns
and machine guns spraying the road.
Startled German soldiers toppled from
their vehicles into the road. Trucks ex-
ploded into flame. Writhing horses
tlirasbed about on the pavement. The
rampaging Sbermans reached the head of
tbe column and turned around. Then
they raced back the length of the column
a second time, destroying all that waa
left or living. Then it waa all over and
the tankers slowed down and stopped.

Young Liese, as famed for his inability i
to read a map as for his ability to flght,
looked out of his turret at tbe country-
side and scratched his head. He called
Abrams on bia radio, "Where am I,
colonel?"

"How do I know where you are?"
Abrams snapped. "All I know is that
you're at least flve miles past the place
you were supposed to turn, and you
better get back bere before you get more
lost than you are already."

They first saw the Rhine at 3:45 in the
afternoon when Combat Command B
moved into Kettig, overlooking the wide
river. Abrams had spread his tanks out
in a skirmiab line between the town and
the river. Tbe 8tb Tank Battahon, under
Lt. Col. Albin Irzyk, of Salem, Massa-
chusetts, attached to Combat Com-
mand A, fanned out in front of Malheim
and Karlich.

All that night fleeing German columns
streamed toward tbe Crown Prince Wil-
helm Bridge at Urmitz, last link with
the east bank. Tbe Shermans unhmbered
their big guns. A steady procession of
high explosive and incendiary shells
hurtled across the 1000 yards to the
river road, raking the German columns.
Wreckage jamnied the road, and flames
silhouetted the carnage. At 1:30 in the
morning, the tanks stopped firing and
called for the divisional artillery. Every
fifteen minutes until 6:30, a salvo of
artillery shells whistled over tbe tankers'
heads and dropped along the road where
the Germans were still struggling to
niove through the debris.

An eerie silence settled over the fog-
shrouded fields. Then the explosions
came. While the fleeing German foot
soldiers frantically stampeded to get
across the river before the bridge was
demohshed, SS troopers on tbe far bank
poured streams of small-arms fire into
them in an effort to drive them back
from the double-tracked raiboad bridge,
on which planks had been laid for the
vehicles. Dozens of Germans were
killed or wounded by the SS men The
others, stunned by the spectacle, turned
wearily away from the river and began
walkmg back up the road toward bkt-
tered Urmitz.

The tanks moved across the flelda
to tbe river road, swung tlirougb tbe
town and picked their way slowly through
tne smoking wreckage.

In tbe destroyed column they counted.
among other items, Üu-ee tanks, thirty-
six 88 s, twenty-two 75's. ten 105's, 137

SaliS
The tanks stopped where the fields

I ?^'*''^*'P" down to the Rhine'e
bTnff ?u ' " ^ ^^'^^P^y '^ ^teep gray
b uffs on the other side. Abrams picked
up ills radio transmitter and held it close
toliismouth. "We are on our objective "
lie said.




