












































solitary thoughts not wanting to voice them for fear they may discourage the other
crew members. After five or six minutes we were feeling more comfortable and Ted
interrupted the relative silence with: "Keep an eye into the sun. We are at 11,000
feet which is a perfect position for fighters to come from above out of the sun. Keep
alert!!"”

A short time later, Walton our tail gunner quietly and calmly stated: "Fighters off in
the distance at 6 o'clock. I can't tell if they are.....wait a minute....they are coming
our way."

Ted said. "Walton, watch them and tell me when we have to duck into the clouds. I
don't want to let down unless it is urgent. We don't have enough power to pull back
up once we commit ourselves into the clouds."

"OK ....Now!!" Shouted Walton. "They're coming in fast. There's two of them!!
Me210's I think!"

Within seconds the white fluffy clouds were all around us. The blue sky was gone
and we were letting down at 135 knots. I had my eye on the altimeter.
10,500......10,000. Going down with almost zero visibility. I could see the inboard
engines, one was propelling and the other had the sharp edges facing directly
forward cutting the wind so no rotation was produced. Beyond the engines, the
vague shape of the wing tips were visible.

"Navigator to crew....we're below 10,000 feet. We wont be able to climb to altitude
on two engines so remove your oxygen masks and try to relax. We're in the Bremen
area of Germany. If we are forced to bail out for any reason it is a good long walk to
Luxembourg which is roughly southwest of this position. Beyond that is France and
the Maginot Line which is occupied by the Germans. If you head directly east

you will come into the Netherlands. I have no information on whether they have an
underground to assist Allied airmen.

9,000 feet....8,000 feet. Ted asked me to look at the wing tips to see if we were
gathering any ice in the clouds. Peering through the haze of the clouds straining to
see, a frightening series of explosions shocked me. "BANG!" sharp and crisp. a
"BANGBANG..... BANG..BANG." Without our oxygen masks the sharpness of the
explosions were nerve shattering. I had never experienced the sound of 88 mm
explosions without the dampening effect of the masks. At 7,400 we were seeing flak
bursts. Hearing and feeling the explosive "BARUMPH!!" when the bursts are close
fo the plane we experienced the disruption of the air and we felt the plane shudder.
The flak was quite accurate. They had our altitude and close enough for us to see the
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confusion in my mind. I was shocked to see about 300 yards away four concrete flak
towers. They were partially concealed by large trees. I could imagine the twenty
millimeter guns belching from the oblong slots in the tough concrete. My mental
image became real when I saw the tracers coming in our direction. About the same
time I saw tracers my fifty cal. was in action. I didn't answer Ted's question as to
who was shooting and at what. It happened much too fast and it was all over not too
soon.

Walton called from his position in the tail that the flames from our right wing were
sweeping fifty feet beyond the tail. Reed received a slight flak wound, Ted picked up
a few splinters of metal. All of this happened in seconds. Ted announced that he was
going to set the plane down before it blew up. I kicked the forward escape hatch out
and crouched beside it facing aft with my back pressing a bulkhead. I wondered if |
could get out of the plane through this hatch. 1 felt my right hip burn when the plane
eased onto the earth but I soon forgot it as our plane started to drag along the
ground. I sat beside the open hatch and watched the soft mud come through the
hatch. It continued to come in and pile up beside me until I thought that [ might be
buried under the mud! Finally the big plane ground to a halt and we all scrambled to
get out and away from the inferno. The co-pilot's window had jammed shut due to
the distortion of the structure. The bomb bay was burning furiously. We feared that
the fuel might ignite. There were five of us forward of the bomb bay. Luckily Ted had
opened his side window to aid him in the landing. Judging the distance to the ground
through the front windows presented a more difficult picture on when the body of the
plane would come into contact with the ground. As it happened Ted's window was
one of two exits for escape. I was sitting besides the other. It was filled with mud to a
height of two feet. Ted being closest to his window climbed out first and fell head
first into the mud. Reed followed and then the co-pilot, Martin was waiting his turn.
All this time which seemed like an eternity, I was standing below the flight deck
expecting this fuel tanker to blow up in my face. Grilli experiencing the panic that
we were in was pounding on my back trying to hurry me. He then started to
burrowing into the soft mud hoping to get out through the escape hatch that I had
kicked out. By the time I fell out through the pilot's window, Gilli's tunneling was
bringing him out. Ted saw that he was stuck and despite the inferno, ran back to
assist him. During this time the five men in the rear of the B-17 left through the waist
door and were scrambling across the mud toward a road that was about seventy five
yards away.

As I started toward the road waddling in the mud [ managed to ask Ted if we all got
out. His answer cheered me considerably. He said that they were all moving under
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their own power. The soft gooey mud piled up on my sheepskin lined flying boots.
With each step they became onerously heavy. The extra weight made me realize that
there was pain in the region of my right hip. I dismissed it in my anxiety to put some
distance between the plane and myself. I jogged along until I fell exhausted on the
paved road. About that time a member of the Wehrmacht home guard came riding
up on a bike. We were too tired to move or say anything for a few moments.

Ted noticed that I was favoring my right leg and asked about it. "My right hip hurts
a little." I mumbled. "Is everyone else all right?" "Walton sprained an ankle and
Bier got his face cut up a bit. He wasn't on intercom when I announced that we were
going to crash land. The fire in the bomb bay drove Bier back into the waist. The
rest haven't reported any problems."

"Ted, that was a sweet landing you made. I hardly felt any jarring at all.”

The German soldier {I guess he was military} was off his bike and waving his old
rifle ordering us to line up, five on each side of the road and no talking. On second
thought he must have been a member of the home guard. I think he was too old to be
in the wehrmacht.

The machine gun bullets were beginning to explode due to the fire. Our poor old
GOIN' DAWG was burning furiously. The old guy asked with his few words of
English if the bombs were still in the plane. We made him understand that we had
dropped them. He asked. "Where?" We told him that we released them into a body
of water. He thought for a fleeting moment, then with a nod of his head and a
knowing grin he echoed. "In the water.” He couldn't have been more eloquent in
explaining that he 'heard that one before'if he had been able to understand and
converse in our language.

Next he wanted to know if we carried side arms on us. We promptly assured him that
we didn't. By this time a soldier appeared and starting shouting orders to us to
starting marching. We soon got used to having German soldiers shout at us
especially when they had an audience of civilians about them. In Germany the
military was the supreme authority and they kept the civilian populace well
regimented to take orders and jump when they were told to do so. He was proud to
be able to issue orders to American officers with little fear of rebuttal. He told us to
maintain a meter interval between us. With five of us in one lane and five in the
other lane, he shouted. "Forward march!"

The pace was too much for me so Ted came up to give me a hand. Walton needed

23











































outside the announcement to return to our rooms came down through the formation.
There was to be a thirty minute delay.

LEAVING SAGAN
HEADING TO
SPREMBERG

It was quite dark. The excitement and the stillness of the night softened the intensity
of the cold. The snowflakes drifting lazily to the ground reflected the available light
easing the intensity of the darkness. For the first few miles we had company slinking
along the side of the road in the small trees and bushes. The townspeople were
gathering the discards of the kriegies who found that they were carrying too much
and were forced to lighten their loads. Cans of margarine were the first to be
dropped. Later other canned foods were tossed along the side of the road.

The night was not severely cold and the exertion kept our bodies warm. The ten
minute rest breaks after two hours of marching became too frequent. The stops were
welcome but to get our muscles going after the breaks was becoming more difficult.

We were still marching at daybreak. About ten thirty A.M. we entered the small
town of Freiwaldau. We were told that we would take a four hour break. It was cold
enough for the snow to have crusted over. Blankets were unrolled on the snow which
had stopped falling sometime during the night. As tired as I was I could not sleep.
The town's people were kind enough to bring hot water to us so we could have some
coffee and a bite to eat. At four thirty in the afternoon we were ordered to get ready
to move on. We rolled our blankets which were damp jrom the snow. I was weary
and feeling not quite up to going on. Nevertheless we marched on into the darkening
day. About two ten minute stops later, I guess it was about nine P. M., we were
moving through a forested area. Trees lined both sides of the road. The snow that
had fallen was planked down and a bit icy making walking more difficult. The cold
and the fatigue added distance to the few miles we had covered . Suddenly out of the
darkness a terrible clatter and din struck terror into our senses. We scrambled off
the road into the woods and hit the ground to get away from the cause of the fear. As
1 lay in the deep snow near a large tree about thirty feet from the road my heart was
beating wildly. There was mass confusion. Some of the kriegies thought we were
under a tank attack. Others thought that a low flying aircraft was in the act of
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very nutritious soup along with the ever present black bread. Our spirits were lifted
and we felt that everything was taking on a different complexion. We were told that
we would spend the night here which cheered us. We slept on our blankets on the

floor.

The next morning after some food the Germans prepared for us we were marched
about two miles to the freight yards and loaded into small boxcars. These were the
notorious forty and eight cars of WW I which were featured in movies of that war.
They were used at that time to carry forty men and eight horses to the front lines.
The boxcar that my friends and I were squeezed into left no room for anything but a
guard, his rifle and a oversize bucket. We had some men that were weak from illness
and dysentery. There was not enough room in the car for all the sick to sit on the
floor. We were packed in so tightly that a person needing to use the bucket could not
make his way to it through the crowd. The bucket was passed from hand to hand
over the heads of the standing men to the unfortunate guy who needed it. I can't
recall how we managed to sleep or if indeed we did sleep. Nature, fortunately, has a
way of blotting out many of our most unpleasant memories. I do remember that late
in the afternoon the train pulled into a siding and we were allowed about ten minutes
to stretch our legs and seek a solitary moment to relieve our burdened excretory
organs in the field along side the track. On the second day we might have been given
another 'siding' break but my memory fails me on this item. I do remember that on
one occasion the excrement bucket being passed was near enough to me to see that
it was very close to being full and in danger of slopping over the sides. Each time it
was passed angry growls came from the kriegies cursing the pitiful Germans and
their stinking freight car. We were worse off in this car than any pig in a confined
pigpen that I had ever seen. I don't recall if we had any fluid to drink during this
Jjourney. Perhaps it was better not to eat or drink which would increase the need for
elimination. When we finally arrived at the freight yards of Niirnberg we had been
truly baptized in hell. After we were settled in Stalag XIII-D, a broken down filthy,
vermin infested prison camp I asked some of the kriegies who had made the trip with
us but in one of the other boxcars and learned that some of the cars carried fifty
kriegies and a guard. I am positive that we had at least eighty in ours. C'est la
guerre! Or as William Tecumseh Sherman stated in an address at Michigan Military
Academy in 1879: "I am tired and sick of war. It is only those who have neither fired
a shot nor heard the shrieks and groans of the wounded, who cry aloud for blood,
more vengeance, more desolation. War is hell!" It is the fat cats who send brave
youths out to die in order to protect their money and power. It has always been thus.
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Stalag Luft III 28 February 1945
Niirnburg-Langwasser
Germany

Subject: Complaints respecting the conditions of captivity.
To: The Kommandant, Stalag Luft 111

L Under the provisions of the International Convention relating to the treatment
of Prisons of War (POW) published at Geneva, Switzerland 27 July 1929 of which
The U.S.A. and the German Reich are signatory powers, The Senior American
Officer (SAO) of Stalag Luft Ill, Niirnberg, Germany presents in writing those basic
requirements violated by the detaining power at this camp citing its authority is
contained in the Convention and by subject. Violations are as follows:

A. P'sOW Camps: (Part III Sect. II Article 9)
1. Proximity of Military Targets: Stalag Luft 11l is within approx.

three (3) kilometers of a major railroad choke point and marshaling yard. During
the last two weeks the local area has been bombed by heavy aerial main efforts with
apparent attention to the railroad targets. The dispersion of bombs, both day and
night, has been close to this camp. There no slit trenches or shelters which the POW
are permitted to use during raids. Prisoners are kept in the overcrowded huts at the
point of guns. The location of this camp and local air raid precaution policy is
unjust and untenable and a protest of the strongest nature is hereby registered for
present and future consideration.
B. Food and Clothing: (Part Il Sect. Il Chap.II Articles 11 & 12)

1.Inadequate Diet: The present German ration to the POW according to

medical opinion is less than that required for basic metabolism and will

inevitably lead to loss of weight and starvation. Under the present

unhygienic and unhealthful conditions resistance of the men will become so

lowered as to render them highly susceptible to any disease.

2. German Issues: Dehydrated vegetables are consistently wormy. No ersatz
Jjams or honey is issued. As closely as can be figured not more than twelve
hundred and eighteen (1218) calories per man per day, which is insufficient to
sustain existence for a protracted period. It is impossible even with an inflated
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imagination, to consider the present German issue as 'depot troop ration’.
3. Communal Issues: Permission is requested to distribute food from kitchens
during an air raid in order that such preparations as are possible, may be served
warm.
4. Clothing Replacements and Repair Facilities: There is no stock of clothing nor is
there replacements of repair facilities provided as required of the detaining power.
The majority of the men from the Sagan area with only the clothing in which they
stand. New Purges from the Italian Theater are destitute. Clothing and shoes now

being worn are rapidly wearing out. Booty overcoats and trousers are suggested.
C. Installation of Camps: (Part IIl Sect.ll Art. 10)

1. Overcrowding of Barracks: At the present time there is only 19 sq. ft. of
floor space and 119 cu. ft. of air space per man. In this minuscule area our
men must eat, sleep and live. This is a serious condition of overcrowding
which may lead to epidemics such as cerebral-spinal meningitis, pneumonia,
influenza, etc. aggravated by no heat,
malnutrition and filth, as are the present conditions apparently condoned
by responsible authorities
2. Lack of Heat: No coal is provided for the barracks and a shortage in the
communal kitchens. Present ration is being used in seven kitchens. Two
kitchens have been closed and still only 180 kg. per day per kitchen is
available. This condition enhances the unhealthfulness of the barracks.
Dirtiness of food, utensils and containers and means cold or lukewarm
foods are supplied to the men. A minimum of 400 kg per day per kitchen
is required.
3. Shortage of Bedding: Many men do not have the depot troop issue of
blankets. Many have no beds of any kind and must sleep on the cold damp
floors.
At present there are 1246 men sleeping on the floor in camps 5, 6, and 7.
Stuffing and pallets are vermin-ridden with no replacements and no opportunity
to clean those in use. It is felt that no 'depot troops’ of the detaining power are
subject to this treatment.
4. Poor Lighting: Lighting of the barracks and aborts is below
standard for depot troops and no convenience of accessibility is afforded
between the hours of 2300 & 0600.
D. Hygiene in Camps. (Part IIl Sect.Il Chapll Art. 13)
1. Inadequate Bathing and Washing Facilities: It has been planned but not
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executed in fact, to give showers to POW once each two (2) weeks. The shower officer
reports that the Abwehr Dept. has interfered unnecessarily and better facilities are
necessary in order to utilize the few facilities available. No laundry facilities, the lack
of hot water, soap and space necessary for washing and drying clothes, dishes and
food containers lead to infection and dysentery. Wash houses have not more than two
(2) water faucets and due to overcrowding means that 400 to 500 men must depend on
two (2) faucets.

2. Vermin: Rats, mice, lice, bedbugs and fleas are prevalent throughout the

camps. Anti-vermin powders and disinfectant are too sporadic to be effective.

The present disinfectant is too weak to destroy the vermin eggs and doubtful

even that it liquidates living organisms indicative of the filthy conditions. 4

blow torch is necessary for elimination of eggs.

3. No Cleaning Material: There are no cleaning materials available for

cleaning the barracks, kitchens and aborts, clothing and the POW's.

Soap is not available. Brushes, mops, and brooms are non-existent. Disinfectant

and anti-vermin powders are not issued. Fifty (50) rolls for 5,000 men for over

one month has been the issue of toilet paper.
G. Entertainment and Recreation. (Part Il Section II Chap IV Art 17)

1. Entertainment: Books are practically non-existent and congestion

of billeting in camp necessitates utilization of space originally and normally

used as a theater and chapel, for barracks. Intellectual and spiritual welfare is

suffering under almost insurmountable obstacles.

2. Recreation: General space for calisthenics or organized athletics is not
available. The total lack of facilities adds to the mental and physical
discontentment of all concerned.

H. Canteen Supplies: (Part III Sect Il Chap II Art 12)

1. Canteen inoperative: No provisions are available for purchase ofarticles
such as razor and blades, soap, toothbrushes, combs, matches, barber
tools and mirrors. These items are badly needed.

2. Authorities of the detaining power having announced their helplessness in
alleviating these present deplorable circumstances due to transportation
and material shortages.

The Senior American Olfficer suggests the following course of action subject to the
approval of the German Reich, The United States and the Protective Power
(Switzerland):
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A. Parole March and Internment.

1. Prisoners of War of this camp will undertake (under parole not to escape) a
march of twenty kilometers per day to the Swiss border where they will be interned
for the duration of the war with Germany.
2. Food would be provided according to the German march rations or one Red Cross
parcel per man per 75 kilometers.
B. Parole March to New Location.
1. Pow's of this camp will undertake a march of twenty kilometers per day to any
location out of the military target area more accessible to the Red Cross supplies of
food, clothing and medical equipment. Given the proper tools and materials they will
do what construction work is necessary.
2. Food will be supplied in accordance with A. 2 (above).
3. It is requested that a representative of the protective power be permitted to visit this
camp and confirm the veracity of these statements.

(signed) Darr H. Alkire
Col. United States Army Force
Senior American Officer

I am not aware if any good resulted as a consequence of this communication but it
was heartening to see our thoughts recorded in this manner. For a while we felt an
expectation that a march of this nature might become a reality.

Life in this camp never reached the level of being humdrum. We were happy to see
that some of the sergeants that were shot down with us were moved into this camp. It
appeared that many of the POW camps in Germany were converging on Niirnburg as
a central point. The Russians were moving in from the east and the Allies from the
north and west. These reunions lent a feeling of excitement that the end of the war
was fast approaching. A pilot, I believe his name was Brown, wandered into our
barracks one morning. He was an acquaintance of Ted Goller. They had gone
through one phase of pilot training together. Brown had been shot down and
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managed to evade capture. He was under the control of the 'French underground'
awaiting the necessary connections to be able to return to England. He was enjoying
a rather pleasant life in Paris as a guest of the French while waiting for the means to
be transported to Spain. As the American Army drew closer to Paris, the Germans
were packing and making preparations to leave. The day before they abandoned
Paris Brown was picked up by the German Security Police. Being in civilian clothes
with no evidence of being an American flyer he was hustled off to Buchenwald, a
concentration camp near Weimar in central Germany. He was held there for a
number of months until they could establish his true identity. He then was moved to
Nurnburg and into our Stalag. His stay in Buchenwald was long enough to produce
the look of starvation that was typical of many long term prisoners held in
concentration camps. From what he described we assumed that he was subjected to
all the discomforts we were suffering in Niirnburg. Cold, hunger, squalid filthy
barracks and some abuse from the guards were his daily routine. He described the
simple pleasure he enjoyed when the sun shone. He could lie on a large rock and
enjoy the warmth of the sun. He was happy to be in this camp with us. He did not
mention any brutal treatment or discrimination against any particular group. He felt
that all in his camp were treated impartially.

The German news broadcasts into our compound kept us informed of the progress
the Allies were making. Hitler's speeches to the people carried the message that they
must never give up. New weapons were in the mill and that soon Germany will turn
the tide and be victorious. He spoke of one secret weapon that in retrospect we
believe that must have been the development of an atomic bomb. It could not have
been the V-2 bombs that he was promising because these were already in use. Their
effectiveness was minimum. In the progress of the war the destruction they wrought
made no appreciable difference. They knocked out a few buildings in England but
compared to the destruction the British and American bombers caused German
industry, the V-1 and the V-2 were not much more than a nuisance. It would have
been a different situation if he had been able to come up with an atomic bomb and
could deliver it to knock out London completely as we did to Hiroshima and
Nagasaki later in the war. Hitler didn't mention atomic warfare. At that time we were
not cognizant of the concept. He spoke to his people in the strongest terms that very
soon this nightmare would be over and Germany would dictate the terms of the peace
treaty. We felt that many Germans were tired of the war and would welcome anything
that would bring it to an end. In 1944 while we were still in Sagan an attempt on the
life of Hitler failed. Some of his most trusted officers plotted to assassinate him by
placing a bomb in the room where he was to meet with his advisors. It failed and thus
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from conflicting news from other countries.

Typical were cartoons depicting the flying American gangsters; Another cartoon
shows that the American Army Air Force consisted of a large proportion of African
cannibalistic Negroes. Another portrayed Jewish controlled England, Russia and
America sending their native sons to their bloody death while the fat Jewish
financiers sit in the safety of their homelands making more money.

By employing a smattering of truth to the ideas that the Europeans had formed over
the years from our Jewish controlled Hollywood motion pictures, the German
cartoonists have skillfully and forcefully hammered home these messages. To a
people whose world news for the past decade had been filtered and distorted by
experts in mass psychology it had the desired effect.

One cartoon that appeared in the VOLKISCHER BEOBACHTER portrayed a P-38
fighter aircraft strafing women and children. On the fuselage of the plane was
inscribed '"MURDER INC'. In the background President Roosevelt holding a Bible is
instructing two pilots with an emphatic "ONWARD CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS!! The
character of the Pilots left no doubt that our Air Force is 50% Negro and 50% white.
The Negro pilot has his teeth ground to sharp points. A U.S. Flag was on his left
shoulder instead of Air Corps patch. The white pilot was a comic strip gangster with
a black patch over his right eye. Both are scowling in their best stage manner.
Another cartoon had two terribly obese individuals sitting in the sand of Miami
Beach with their backs to the reader. Their bathing suits are decorated with stars and
stripes and they are wearing enormous sun hats which form the apex of a pair of
triangles whose bases are their buttocks. They are discussing the war in Europe. The
man's hand sparkles with flashy diamonds and the woman has a string of pearls
about her neckless neck. He says, "See my little Mickey Mouse, over there (in
Europe) are the Boys, like good Americans, and here we_are in America like good
Jews"

I didn't remember more. I must have fallen into a grateful sleep. °

During the day the American bombers in rigid formations came over to bomb the
same targets. Generally we were not permitted to be outside the barracks during a
bombing alert. After the first experience our SAO appealed to the Germans to permit
us access to the slit trenches in our compound. I remember one occasion during a

*see German Propaganda in the Addendum
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daylight raid when the bombers high in the cloudless sky, in beautiful formation,
were leaving the target area heading back to their base. The German Captain who
was with us through all our tribulations from Sagan to the present Stalag VIIA was
looking upward into the sky he remarked. "What a magnificent sight!"

On a previous daylight bombing raid, (it might have been the first by the Americans
since we arrived) we were in the barracks watching and counting the seconds. It
was in mid-morning when the most terrible explosive sound sent us to the floor. We
landed face down in the filth and sand on top of each other. My thoughts were that
one of the planes had dropped its bombs early and they had landed in our midst. In a
few moments we realized that the terrible sound was the firing of the heavy artillery
that was located very close to our compound in conjunction with the descent of a P-
51 that came screaming across at tree top level on its way to a crash landing
moments away. This was no humdrum existence.

Later in the day the young fighter pilot who had been shot down was ushered into our
prisoner of war camp.

A few days later in early March we were informed that we were going to have the
luxury of a hot shower. We were advised that the hot water would be on for no more
than three minutes. It was a refreshing three minutes but it ended too soon. Some of
the men still had soap on them when the water was turned off.

The daily news report brought exciting news of the proximity of the U.S. Third Army
under Gen. Patton. He was fighting to take Wurzburg about 55 miles to the
Northwest. The camp was abuzz with rumors and expectations of imminent liberation.

In early April, I think it was Easter Sunday, we were informed by the German
command the we were to get ready to move out with a few moments notice. Patton
was getting close to Niirnberg. The Germans were not ready to allow us to be
liberated. This march was unlike the march out of Sagan. It was much warmer, the
sun was shining and we were exhilarated by the pleasant pine scented air and the
expectation that we would soon be freed. We had very little to pack. Just our
blankets and towels. We had no extra clothes just those we had on. There was little
food to divide. We were very happy to know that we were getting out of these vermin
infested quarters. Living here for about two months was an ordeal comparable to the
train ride from Spremberg to Niirnberg. Both were circumstances of intensive
discomfort and misery. Our small group stayed together. We marched out just before
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noon and covered about thirteen miles before halting. We found shelter in barns
located in small towns in the vicinity of Neumarkt. We were given a cup of soup and a
slice of the heavy black bread. As we passed through Neumarkt we saw some of the
devastation wrought by our bombers.

The railroad freight yards were a clutter of bent and dislodged track and railroad
ties in sharp rapier-like splinters. It is hard to remember what happened on each day
of the march. Small episodes stand out such as the heavy rain that soaked us to the
skin one late afternoon. We found shelter in a barn, unrolled our blankets and slept
until daylight and sunshine awakened us. Later in the day the Red Cross trucks
intercepted us and we were issued a parcel of food for each two men. The two
German guards who were part of our group participated in the food distribution.

Our marches after the second day were short. One day's march ended before the
back end of the procession started to march. Qur group was near the rear of the line.
The road was straight with a slight upward grade. About a mile forward it took a
slow curve to the right. We could see that the front end was disbanding and moving
into barns. We at the rear of this contingent had just begun to join the formation.
Three of us left the formation to visit a farmhouse about a couple of hundred yards
off the road. The farmer lady was grateful for the cigarettes we gave her in return for
three eggs. She said she had nothing else to share. We didn't press her. We knew that
these poor civilians were having a tough time and that it was going to get worse for
them as the war drew to a close. We could look forward to many pleasant days ahead
back in the U.S. I didn't know what to do with a raw egg but good sense urged me to
break a small in the top of the shell and swallow it. After I swallowed the egg I was
sorry 1did. No time in my life no matter how hungry, would I ever entertain the idea
of swallowing a raw egg again.

When we arrived at the small town where we were going to camp for the night we
found space in a large barn. The food that we had been given by the Red Cross trucks
was pooled so we could prepare a meal of Spam stew. While two of our roommates
set about preparing the food I wandered out of the barn. The farm machinery, plow,
mowing machine, planter and harrow were old and out of date but were reminiscent
of the farm machinery we had in the late twenties in Delaware County, New York. I
lifted the cover of the planter to see the type of grain they were planting. It was a
mixture of grains including many weed seeds. There wasn't much grain in the seeder.
As 1 lifted a handful to look more closely the thought struck me that a boiled mess of
this would make a good breakfast cereal with some milk made from the powdered
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whole milk we had. I went back to my group and got a container that Bob Blaise had
made from the sheet metal by hammering out the empty food cans. I went back and
gleaned most of the small amount of grain left in the seeder. I rinsed it a few times to
get rid of the dust that was part of the mixture and filled the pot with fresh water. The
cooks put it on the makeshift stove to cook. In about an hour most of the water was
absorbed and the grain was tender and mushy like oatmeal. We all enjoyed breakfast
late in the day. The next morning we received word that the Colonel persuaded the
German guards to put off moving until the next day. The weather was beautiful and
another day's rest was the nicest gift we could have received at that time. Some of the
men wandered into town to trade cigarettes for food stuff. I wandered through the
barn. Up in the loft I found a nest of 13 hen's eggs. I felt a twinge of guilt as I
scooped them up and brought them down to Bennett and Whidby, our cooks.

Cyrus P. Bennett impressed me as a quiet gentleman who was our chief instructor in
contract bridge. He came from Short Hills, NJ and had the air of a person who was
accustomed to a higher life style. Monroe T. Whidby was a good natured redneck
from Fort Lauderdale, Fl. He was a police officer and a fireman prior to his stint in
the Air Corps. Prison camp life made cooks of them and eggs sunny side up made a
delicious breakfast.

It is difficult to remember the correct order of the events and which day each
happened. The Danube wasn't blue, just an ugly gray. In the center of the bridge
were two large bombs which we assumed were to be used to blow it up as the Allied
Army approached. The civilian populace lined the road through the city to scowl at
the 'terror fliegers' who were the direct cause of their discomfort. As we neared the
outskirts of the city we entered a good size area used as an athletic field for football.
The sun was shining and the grass under our feet was soft and green. We started to
unroll our blankets to get some rest and have some food. About a mile away we could
see fighter airplanes attacking some target. Almost immediately a very large PO W
sign made of sheeting appeared in the center of the field. Col Alkire's staff were 'on
the ball'. We were uneasy about the proximity of the aircraft so we moved to the
perimeter of the grounds. Our fears vanished when a P-51 and two P-47s flew over,
waggled their wings and left.

With that we were ordered to move on. (we guessed that Col. Alkire requested the
move.)We certainly weren't moving very fast. I doubt that we averaged more than
eight miles a day. Our SAO probably was stalling with the hope that Patton might
circle around and liberate us. At this point I believe that our German guards were
not giving any orders.
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On the 12 April while getting ready to hit the road again we received word that
President Roosevelt had died. It was a sad day because he was more than our
commander-in-chief, he was a father figure. The sadness amongst us was shared by

all.

A small road sign that indicated that Moosburg was eleven kilometers away. Early
that afternoon we arrived in Stalag VII-A which was on the outskirts of Moosburg.

Bob Neary's map of
the route from Sagan
to Moosberg where
our distress and
suffering ended

Stalag VII-A
Moosburg

This camp had
accumulated many
POWs before we
arrived. Prisoner of
war camps from all of
German occupied
territory were being
consolidated in this
region. All the
barracks were
occupied with more
than they were
designed to hold.
Consequently we were
accommodated in
some very large tents
that measured were
approximately 30 x
110 feet. There were
Jour parallel rows of

STALAG LUFT 0T EVACUATION MAD

men head to head with about a two foot aisle at their feet to allow each kriegie
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access to his location in the tent. Each man had about a two foot berth which was just
about room enough to be able to turn over without disturbing his neighbor on either
side of him. Each tent accommodated three hundred men.

Life in Stalag VII-A was tolerable. We had food supplied mostly by the Red Cross.
Our combine set up an outdoor stove and we managed to prepare the canned food.
Once we became used to the sleeping arrangement we liked it much better than
sleeping in vermin infested barracks which we had in Niirenberg.

Each day some military activity that kept us occupied and aware that liberation was
near. It appeared that we were not supervised by the German guards. There were one
or two still around but most had vanished into the night. We guessed that they were
reluctant to be taken by the approaching American Army.

The radio news informed us that Niirenberg had been taken and that Gen. Patton was
heading to Munich which was about thirty miles beyond us. The rumble of distant
artillery was getting closer. There was an occasional German aircraft seen flying low
past our encampment. We wondered if it was being moved to some less critical area
where it might be used in a final battle to survive. Munich was now under heavy
bombardment from the air. This was the softening up process to make the city easier
to capture.

We lived this way from the 13th to 29th of April. It was an exciting couple of weeks.
On the 28th the artillery became ominous and threatening. Fear of being in the path
of the oncoming army contrasted with the shining hope of imminent rescue confused
our emotions. Later in the day small spotter planes with US markings circled very
low over our camp to send radio information to the their artillery. Excitement
brought wild cheers from the kriegies.

Sunday, 29 April brought the General George Smith Patton’s Third Army into the
outskirts of Moosberg. Machine guns chattered from time to time. An occasional
rifle was fired. Perhaps it was the Moosberg home guard putting up a brave last
stand. Early after noon the firing ceased. General Patton came into the camp.
Somehow I was able to squeeze into the room to listen to him tell us that we were
great soldiers and would soon be transported to France. His single pearl handle
pistol hung jauntily from his hip. We had heard that the other pistol was given to
Dinah Shore.
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Thid ipF taken fyrom my aghbes I made during my captivity
in STALAG LUFT IV.,at GROSS~-TYCHOW at that time GERMANY.
"‘Thase agre the names of bowns we were marched around
or throngh in my eighty days on the SLACK HUNGER MARCIH,
FEB=.6-1945 We left STALAG LUFT IV at GROSS-TYCHOW-

BOISSIN UFSEDOM ARCHIM

ARNHAUSEN ANRLAM SPORNITZ

STOLZENBERG | MEDOW WIGSLUST

PETERHAGEN NEW~-BRANDENBURG ELDERA

KOLPIN BPENZLIN OMITZ

GREIFENBERG | MOLLEN-HASEN DANNENBERG

WOLIN HWAREN GUILDEN

EWINDE-MUNDE| MALCHOW BEFEHSEEf’ﬂ,AuARCH-ZB—45
BENZ PLAD UELZEN-~ZTwo day train ride

in 40 & 8 hox cars through STENDEL ko P.O.W.CAMP at
ALTON-GRABERC,; just east of the town of MAGDEBURG.He

left ALTON-GRABERO hy foot march on APRIL-12-45 past

the towhs of GORZKE, 8ELZIG, BRLONSLORT, SEYDA,JESSEM,.PRETTI?
TORGAD, DUBER, DELITZSCH, SOLLICHAU TO A LITTLE BURG BY THE
KAME OF krina.We waited here two days while the GERMNANS
and the AMERICANS got together znd agreed to turn us
over.They had to clear a mine field so we could walk
single file through & miles to BITTERFELD,GERMANY.This
wag APRIL~26-45.The AMERICAN TIMBER-WOLF DIVISION WAS
WHO TOGOK CHARGE OF Us.

APRIL~-27-4% He were Lhapn taken by ARMY TRUCK to HALLE
GERMAMY air rield(what waz left of jit)and atayed there
in a barracks till MAY-10-45

MAY-10-Taken Ly truck te MERSEBURG AIR FIELD and
flo¥n Lo RHEIMS,PRANCE in C-47 aircraft.

This was the flrst place ve vere showered,deloused,
and showered again.theno glvin a complete set of new
slothing,alsc shoes that fit.After 94 days travel we did
feel mare human and s=mellad a 1ot better.

MAY-12~1laft RHEIMS,FRANCE by C-47 and landed ot LEHAV
'RAVNCE and then by truck to CAMP LUCKY-STRIKE,vwhere all
:eturping P.D.W"s were to s5tay in big tenks till it was
:ime to be shipped back tc the UNITED STATES OF AMBRICA.

MAY-30-1 was taken by truck to the dock at LEBHAVRE
md boaxrded the USS EUGENE HALE a liberty ship.

HMAY-3l-After cne day on ship wag sailed for AMERICH,
[t toock 13 days.some were bheautiful and far about 3 dzays
 =torm it was oot 50 good.But we did arrive past the
;tatue of LIBERTY on a very clesar day,on the 13th of JUNZT
945

We came intp an empky pier,except for a small band
lane nf our relatives knav where we were,baécause most
{id not have any mail since CHRISTMAS of 44.We wers trucke
;0 CAMP SHANKS,NEW YOZRK.

T laft CAMP SHANRS,NEW YORX after a 3 day stay by
;rain to FORT SHERIDAN,IL.l1 stayad there 1 day and left
'or MICIGAN on the CHICAGO & NORTHWESTERN RR AND got ko

‘SCANAHR,MT. the next morning.After hiltech niking to CORNEL!

found the bhoma boacded up,a cousin came and told me
wvery one had moved to near DETROIT.But tharse was nne
ister & husband in BESCANAPBA visiting his parents.I
wentacted them and then I felt like T had come home.
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Supplemental RED CROSS PARCEL distribution from FEB 6 to
APRIL 26 45

© FEB.6- 45--;;;354; ----- _1- PARCEL PER MAN.‘nﬂ
L . ‘FEB. 23--—--;-f,,4,+_~-1/3 ‘PARCEL, PER MAN.
- 'FEB. 28-—ee—,+-—;av,—r~1 PARCEL PER MAN.
. MARCH.19——<ioiiommmmmm .1/5. PARCEL PER MAN.:
f_APRIL;I—éﬁfé-?Q-f——-ﬁ-Z/ll PARCEL -PER MAN.
" APRIL.4-———w——=Ze-—=-—=1/2 PARCEL- PER MAN. .
APRIL.12-~=s-—=iullizi-2/5 PARCEL PER MAN. -
. APRIL.1B-ii--leiiem=<-1-- PARCEL -PER MAN.
'~APRIL 21-~-;f+-+=ff77-1/7 'PARCEL. PER MAN.

Total PARCEL AMOUNT for Journey of- estimated 550 mllestj
Germany. furnished no. meat for ‘all .this.time,and most of
the bBread was bartored’ from'the _guards,for c1garettes."
No chance to bath- except to’ wash hands .or face ‘when we-
got enough water to. do. so, which was 90331b1y once a week.
1. came down. with ‘body lice- about. ‘the .middle of 'MARCH, near
BRANDENBURG, and did not - get. ‘deloused £ill I got to RHEIMS
FRANCE,.MAY~10-45.1. also.got my. first real. change of. cloth
at that time since the cloths I got at STALAG pa'a p0551bly
in JULY or AUGUST-44. .
We'were given. no superv1s1on from the time we Were trucke
to 'a GERMAN AIR. FIELD at HALLE, GERHANY APRIL, 27-45, till
we. were moved out MAY-10-45 The ARHY did glve us’ ARMY
RATIONS R-and ¢, ..

They trucked us to. MERSEBURG GERMANY then by c-47 tran--
spcrt to.- RHEIMS FRANCE. o :

FROM HY NOTES FROM MY BOOK I CARRIED FROM STALAG
LUFT Iv GROSSTYCHOW POLAND.. ...~ o .
' ARTHUR H.WAY:
8307 M LANE. ”x-.,”-
GLADSTONE MIG .
o . .. 49837 .
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(Ed. Note)

General A. P. Clark ret.
former POW of Stalag
Luft Hi& former Supt. Of
the Air Force Academy
received a copy of Col.
Cittadini’s 20" Mission
from Armold Wright,
Author & Historian of
World War il.

General Clark’s kind
comments in this short
letter to Col. Cittadini
have been added in late
September 1997.

ko T. SLANK
13189 AMBARIAUGA DA. #3073

COLORADG EFAINGS. CO 4092 q‘} Q,‘! q 7

Qe fr .

Coned. Wasfiote tiis focossd
MM%M”M‘X’L
biictd G Ouibcleof F) The Ghetrs

Lol lrat1i,

Pradervrtpd elomms ;.;za.a“f",-u.,m.f.«-
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Hilfswillige russische Kriegsgefangene (HIWIS) brachten die Muni-
tion von einem abgelegenen Munitionsbunker in die Flak-Stellung.
Datfiir bot man ihnen angenehmere Lebensbedingungen und eine

Die , fliegende Festung” B 17 im Anflug.

reichhaltige Verpflegung an.

schussheteiligungen” ersonnen.
Wenn ein Bomber von der Flak
getroffen und zum Absturz ge-
bracht wurde, konnte man na-
tdrlich nicht mit Sicherheit aus-
sagen, welche Batterie oder
welches spezielle Geschiitz die
todliche Granate abgefeuert
hatte. Es lie sich aber nach-
traglich durch die dokumenta-
risch festgehaltenen Schuss-
werte feststellen, ob die Batte-

Josef Liibken vor der Tafel mit
den Abschussbeteiligungen der
Schweiburger Flak. Er iiberleb-
te diesen Einsatz nicht.

rie ihre Geschosse so platziert
hatte, dass diese eventuell zum
Absturz des betreffenden Bom-
bers hatten fihren oder dazu
hatten beitragen kénnen. Das
zdhlte dann als ,,Abschuss-
beteiligung”, und die Batterie
wurde daftr mit der Verleihung
eines Wimpels belohnt. Am
Fahnenmast der Batterie Schwei-
burg flatterte die Reichskriegs-
flagge und darunter eine Reihe
von Wimpeln, Dokumente Uber
Abschussheteiligungen als

Erfolge im Abwehrkampf bei
der Reichsverteidigung. Am 7.
Mai 1944 sollten die Loninger
Jungen endlich einen eigenen
direkten Abschuss erleben. Um
11.25 Uhr wurde der ,,Anflug
einer B 17 Flying Fortress in
geringer Hohe aus Richtung
Brake, Kurs Nord-West”
gemeldet. Der Bomber kam
genau auf die Schweiburger
Flakbatterie zu!

Sofort wurden alle Waffen
gefechtsmaRig besetzt. Auch
die vier grofen 10,5 cm
Geschitze. Doch diese durften
nicht eingreifen. Immerhin flo-
gen ihre Granaten bis zu 17 km
weit, und das hatte groRRen
Schaden im Lande anrichten
kdnnen.

Dann kam das viermotorige
Flugzeug in Sicht, eine B-17
Fortress, eine ,,Fliegende Fes-
tung”. Ganz offensichtlich war
sie beschadigt und hatte daher
den schutzenden Verband ver-
lassen mussen. In 70 bis 80 m
Hohe néherte sie sich der
Schweiburger Batterie. Diese
hatte zum Eigenschutz eine 2-
cm-Flak, Modell 30. Das war
zwar nicht mehr die modernste
leichte Kanone. Sie verschoss
aber sehr wirkungsvolle kleine
Granaten mit einer Feuerge-
schwindigkeit von 120 Schuss
pro Minute.

Der riesige Bomber kam in 70
bis 80 m Hohe auf die Schwei-
burger Batterie zu. Die Solda-
ten an der leichten Flak eroff-
neten das Feuer und trafen die
»Fliegende Festung” mehrfach.
Diese schoss mit ihren schwe-
ren Maschinengewehren
zuriick. Dabei wurde der

Notlandung aufeiner Wiese in Diekmannshausen. Die Flieger unver-
letzt gerettet, das Flugzeug kaum beschddigt. Da steht die Bl17
plotzlich in hellen Flammen. Die Besatzung hat den Bomber ange-
steckt, damit er den Deutschen nicht unversehrt in die Hdnde

fallen konnte.

Verbrannt. Das blieb von dem grofien Flugzeug aus Amerika.

Loninger Gregor Kramer, der
im Kommando-Gerét stand,
durch einen Splitter verletzt.
Das Flugzeug verlor sichtlich
an Hohe, aber die Amerikaner
wehrten sich weiter, sogar noch
bis kurz vor ihrem unvermeidli-
chen Absturz.

Uber der Stellung der Schwei-
burger Batterie schwenke der
Bomber in sud-westliche Rich-
tung. Wahrscheinlich furchtete
der Pilot einen Absturz im
Jadebusen. Kurz darauf gelang
ihm eine Notlandung auf einer
Wiese in Diekmannshausen.
Glucklicherweise konnte die
gesamte Besatzung das Wrack
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lebend verlassen. Trotz des wil-
den Schusswechsels gab es
auch hier nur einen Leichtver-
letzten.

Kurz vor ihrer Gefangennahme
steckten die Amerikaner ihr
Flugzeug in Brand. Sie wollten
es nicht ihren Feinden unbe-
schadigt berlassen.

Spéter gab es noch Arger mit
dem Batteriechef, wie Robert
Kramer, der Zwillingsbruder
des verletzten Gregor berichte-
te. Auf dem Kommandostand
tat immer ein Luftwaffenhelfer
als zusatzlicher Ausguck Dienst,
um den Luftraum zu beobach-
ten. Man sa dann oben auf der






Stahlkuppel und lieR seine Bli-
cke schweifen (ber das brett-
ebene Land, das Meer hinter
dem Deich und den weiten,
weiten Himmel. Neun Zehntel
seines Lebens wartet der Soldat
vergebens, heil’t es ja. So auch
hier. Trotzdem war dieser Pos-
ten beliebt, denn man konnte
sich durch eine Offnung in der
Kuppel gelegentlich mit Luft-
waffenhelferinnen unterhalten,
die dort ihren Arbeitsplatz hat-
ten und bei einem Luftangriff
die Messdaten des Kommando-
gerats weiterleiten mussten.
Nun hatten aber auch die Man-
ner am schweren Maschinenge-
wehr auf dem Deich den
Befehl erhalten, das Feuer auf
den anfliegenden Bomber zu
eroffnen. Aber die Soldaten
gaben keinen Schuss ab. Unver-
standlich! Da besetzt man vier
Jahre lang eine vollautomati-
sche schwere Waffe als Objekt-
schutz, ohne dass sich ein Geg-
ner zeigt, und nun, da ein vier-
motoriger US-Bomber auf die
Batterie Schweiburg eindreht
und diese mit Bordwaffen an-
greift, schweigt das Maschi-
nengewehr! - Feigheit vor dem
Feind?

Und das war des Ratsels L6-
sung: Der Ldninger Junge, der
als Luftraumbeobachter oben
auf der Stahlkuppel des Kom-
mandogeréts sitzt und fasziniert
den Schusswechsel zwischen
der 2-cm-Flak und dem anflie-
genden Bomber verfolgt, befin-
det sich genau in der Schuss-
bahn des schweren Ma-
schinengewehrs!

Die Soldaten der Schweiburger
Flakbatterie nahmen die ameri-
kanischen Flieger gefangen.
Bei der Durchsuchung stellten
die Deutschen mit Erstaunen
fest, dass die Amerikaner eine
erstklassige Ausrustung fir
eine eventuelle Flucht besalRen.
So hatten sie deutsches und
niederlandisches Geld, einen
Kompass in einem Uniform-
knopf eingepasst und buntbe-
druckte Seidentucher, auf
denen ganz Deutschland und
die benachbarten Staaten exakt
als Landkarte abgebildet wa-
ren, eine erstklassige Fluchthil-
fe. In der Tat wurden viele alli-
ierte Flieger von den Hollan-
dern versteckt und anschlie-
Rend mit Hilfe der Wider-

standsbewegung tber Frank-
reich und Spanien zuriick nach
England geschleust.

An der Gefangennahme hatten
sich die Flakhelfer gern betei-
ligt, aber auch hier wieder ein-
mal ihre kuriose Situation:
Einerseits standen sie Tag und
Nacht an einer der komplizier-
testen und gefahrlichsten Waf-
fen des Zweiten Weltkriegs,
andererseits aber durften sie
noch nicht einmal einen ganz
normalen Karabiner fuhren.

Das Finale

Im August 1944 wurden die
Jungen der ersten Gruppe ent-
lassen, und im Januar 1945
kam die zweite Gruppe nach
Haus. Nun trennten sich ihre
Wege. Einige hatten das ,,Ein-
jahrige”, also ihre Mittlere Rei-
fe, erworben. Die anderen wa-
ren in die Klasse 7 (heute Klas-
se 11) versetzt worden und
konnten flir kurze Zeit das
Gymnasium in Cloppenburg
besuchen. Einige vom Jahrgang
1927 zog man sofort zum Ar-
beitsdienst ein. Nach einem
halben Jahr wurden sie Solda-
ten, nahmen an den verlustrei-
chen Endkédmpfen in Deutsch-
land teil und gingen den bitte-
ren Weg in die Kriegsgefangen-
schaft. Fr viele dauerten diese
Einsédtze mehrere Jahre. Josef
Libken und Franz Lange verlo-
ren dabei ihr Leben.

Andere hatten mehr Gliick,
aber allen hatte man ein Jahr

Sehr exakte Landkarten von Mitteleuropa - auf hauchdiinner
Seide gedruckt - besafien die US-Flieger als Fluchthilfen.

ihrer Jugend genommen und
sie in den gnadenlosen Krieg
der Erwachsenen eingebunden.
Und mit den Loningern viele,
viele weitere deutsche Jungen.
Insgesamt gab es 220.000 Flak-
helfer bei Marine und Luftwaf-
fe. Sie alle erlebten in viel zu
jungen Jahren Schreckliches.
Viele wurden verwundet, zu
Kriippeln geschossen oder

beim Dienst an den Kanonen
getdtet. Man hatte sie in den
Zentren des Bombenkriegs ein-
gesetzt, da wo Bombenteppiche
vom Himmel fielen, wo Stédte
unter Explosionen und Brénden
in Schutt und Asche sanken, wo
Menschen von Bomben getétet
wurden. Wo nach den Angriffen
tagelang Brande geldscht, Men-
schen aus den Trimmern gegra-

Zehn Amerikaner, ,,baumlange Kerle”, wie Robert Kramer sagte, auf dem Weg in die Gefangenschaft.

Fiir sie ist der Krieg zu Ende.
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Small wood didn’t exist in 1944
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Mr. Heinrich Bartels House
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B-17 came in at Low-Level

Direction Picture 1 was taken from



Picture 1

Rough estimation of B-17
= = - - endposition

Mr. Heinrich Bartels House
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