


























Lewis and Tec/4 MacHumphrey perished from their bums. Tec/5
Maclain and Corporal Miracle escaped and crawled back, wounded,
to our lines.

Captain Stallings threshed the flames from his burning clothes and
body, ending up head downwards in a deep wet ditch. Gutteral voices
of the German tank-hunting patrol warned him to simulate death.
Not daring to move, scarcely breathing, and with the pain of second
degree burns on his forchead and arms, he lay motionless. The intruders
gathered round, talking and examining their prize. Once they an-
proached Captain Stallings, decided he must be dead, and after an
hour, their voices dissolved in the chiil night air. The Captain
alternately crawled, walked, and ran back to the vicinity of our task
force command post. He arrived at dawn, covered with black asphalt
spots in his hair, face and uniform. lle refused to be evacuated even
though his eyes burned like fire. He remained on duty and retained
his suggestion of cool dignity, which was to hold the respect and
admiration of all who fought with him during the bitter months which
followed.

Finally, the objective, a hill at Hauts Vents, was taken. Colonel
Dorrance S. Roysdon personally led the attack with the infantry,
carrying a tommy-gun, and shouting orders at the top of his lungs.

The following three days consisted of a holding action, during
which mortar fire kept everyone confined to their foxholes and under
their tanks.

Our brief experience had brought out the “hugs” in our organiza-
tion. We changed units somewhat, and became Task IForce #1, com-
manded by Colonel Roysdon. This was subdivided so that Task Force
2A was commanded by Lt. Colonel Lovelady and consisted of Second
Battalion Hq and Ilq Company,-33rt-Armfored Regiment, D" com-
pany of the same unit, “D” company of the 36th Armored Infantry
Regiment, a platoon from the 23rd Armored Engineer Battalion, and
a platoon of tank destroyers from the 703rd Tank Destroyer Battalion.

In the meantime, “Ii”” company had been attached to the 119th
Infantry Regiment in the 30th Division, and the 743rd Tank Battalion.
They launched a stiff attack south of Haute Vents, knocking out four
Mark 1V tanks, and two anti-tank guns.

We had been fighting for eight days, and withdrew for rest and
repair of vehicles into the dark shadows of Bois-du-hommet. We
received sporadic artillery fire which did some damage to “E” com-
pany, but we did catch up on our sleep, rearrange our vehicles, cat
regularly, and enjoyed relative safety.

Task Force Lovelady had been baptized in fire and blood. Its
sword was as the finest crucible steel for it had been tempered in the
flame of battle. We were warriors,. We were beginning to hate the
Germans. We knew that ours was a winning team. Greater tests would
come, and we were confident that we would pass them all with flying
colors.
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During which the staid, Victorian motto, “Always Dependable,”
is shed, and the Third Armored Division performs so admirably that

the world calls her “Spearhead.”
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practically no resistance. Instinct warned us that this would not last.
and we felt that Pandora’s box would soon be opened.

The droné of difplane motors lifted our eyes skyward to witness
a groun of black' dots, like migrating geese, approaching. As they
came closer, soraeone called, “My God! Look at the -51's!” Reason
enough for exclamation, for there were twenty of them and we had
seldom seen more than one or two P-51 Mustangs at a time. Within
seconds, black crosses under their wings revealed our delusion. Re-
flexly, muscles tenscd, hearts quickened, necks shortened, eyes searched
for prospective shelter along the sides of the sunken road. The terse
message, “Prepare to dis;erse vehieles on order,” came over our radio
sets. By then the Focke-Wolfe 190’ were only dimly visible behind
us, and we continucd unmolested. Their recornaissance must have
revealed valuable targets, for the task force in reserve was severcly
bombed and strafed during the evening.

Suddenly, we encountered intense mortar fire which was being
used to support an enemy infantry attack. Our own infantry cquickly
dismounted from the tanks and a counterattack was promptly launched.

., Resistance subsided as shadows lengthened and once again we
counted our losses. There were twenty-three wounded and one killed,
all within a few minutes. This little crossroads was nicknamed “Purple

Heart Corner” by “E” company of the 3oth Armored Infaniry Regi-

ment, whose losses were the greatest.

The gayest news of the afternoon was Licutenant Cleveland's
niessage that he had established contact with the 4th Armored Division.
He bhad indecd; and in the likeness of Major General Brooks, com-
mander of the division!

In this war it has been impossible to evade the so-called “brass.”
They have joined the fighting troops on many occasions, even when
the: going was roughest. A man must respect these leaders who will
share the hardships with those at the front.

Intelligence information suggested the probability of an’ enemy
counterattack being launched from the southeast. Quickly, our mission
was changed to avert this threat. Captains Jordan and Stallings con-
vinced: Colonel Lovelady that we should strike off on a.compass
course, rather than follow the circuitous route by country roads.
This would have been good, except the terrain had been changed by
heavy bombing since our maps were printed. We inched along through
muddy, shell-torn fields at less than a snail’s pace, sunk into bomb
craters and even forded a strecam. Those of us on the end of the
column did not reach bivouac until six o’clock the next morning. Then
to our great dismay, we found it was only a ten-minute drive from
our starting point, on relatively good, hard-surfaced roads.

There had been little enough sleep for three nights and we were
glad that at least today there were no new objectives. We moved to a
bivouac area south of La Chapelle, replenished our supplies of food,
gasoline, oil and ammunition, and performed what vehicular nainten-
ance was necessary.

"Many of us took turns riding Captain Stalling’s motorcycle, while
others drank frecly of cajtured cogrnac and champagne, and some did
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both. By the gaiety, laughter, and general atmosphere of well-being,
one would think it were carnival time instead of a long grim fight to
death.

From Colonel Boudinot to our Corps’ commander, C.C.B., com-
posed of Task Forces Roysdon and Lovelady, were congratulated for
an important job well done. Reconnaissance company will forever be
famous for their relentless drive which spearheaded us all the way,
and for their indefatigable, fearless company commander, Lieutenant
Cleveland, who led them every inch. Colonel Roysdon manifested his
extreme pride and appreciation by recommending him for the Dis-
tinguished Service Cross. “No one will ever deserve one more than
that man,” he remarked. Enlisted men and officers alike must agree
with that statement. Unfortunately, Lieutenant Cleveland’s life was
to serve his country only a few more days, for he was killed early in
August by artillery, as violently as he had lived.

Those of us who believed we would rest awhile were gravely mis-
taken. It was plain that the Germans were on the run, and we must
keep them running. We were reminded that no matter how tired we
were, the enemy was more tired. This added little to our strength. It
failed to relieve our bloodshot eyes, and our muscles aching from lying
in fo.x holes. But orders are orders and we moved the following
morning,

This time we drove south along a blacktop highway towards an
objective overlooking Villedieu les Poeles.

Crossing the Sienne River was the most exciting part of the day,
for the engineer’s bridge was under heavy artillery fire. Some vehicles
were hit by flying shell fragments but none irreparably, and there
were no casualties.

On the next day, Task Force Lovelady relieved Task Force Roys-
don, and started out for a new objective at five o’clock in the after-
noon. The enemy had blown the bridge northeast of Villedieu les
Poeles, and covered the sector with incapacitating artillery fire. It was
dark. We withdrew for the night, “E” company having lost one Sher-
man tank and two men. We were tired, but progress had been so good
lately that our spirits were light.

Now we were veterans of the Blitzkrieg, and we were destined to
teach the Germans something about this not-so-gentle art. The taste
of victory was sweet on our lips and we were just a little cocky. The
next few days would temper our exuberance and we would know that
the enemy did not intend to run forever in the opposite direction.

During most of the first day of August, there were no indications
that we were about to pursue another objective. Men lounged about
easily, doing whatever odds and ends they wished. Foxholes were
improved and lined with straw. A prominent tree which seemed to be
a base point for directing enemy artillery was felled. Sponge baths
were taken; men shaved and tidied their clothes. Most of us took
time to prenrare 10-in-1 rations, which reached the proportions of a
banquet after so many days of K-rations.

late in the afternoon we received orders to move out with all
speed. We were to by-pass Villedieu les Poeles on the west, then cut
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southeast to seize and secure La Chapelle Cecelin. Later, the desti-
nation was advanced to St. Pois.

The attack progressed very well, and opposition was light. The
moon was so full in a cloudless summer’s sky, that we continued
fighting during the hours meant for sleeping. This was a surprise
to the Germans who never could figure out the peculiar, impulsive
military tactics of American tankers.

More than twenty enemy supply trucks were knocked out on the
way. An unwary enemy motorcyclist rode blithely down the highway.
Rather than shoot him noisily, he was knockeid in the head by the butt
of a rifle. The column moved on.

At La Chapelle Cegelin the church spire and grey stone walls of
the village shops looked cold and lifeless in the pale moonlight. The
tail of our column halted here and townsfolk gathered round our
vehicles.

I'rench patriots gesticulatingly informed Captain Blinke!!, one of
our battalion surgeons and versatile linguist, that a German General
officer lay sleeping in a nearby house. The doctor relayed this message
through security channels to Major Travis Brown, who straightway
organized a patrol to investigate. However, thirty minutes had elapsed,
and we entered a very attractive white bungalow, to find a dishevelled
bed, still warm, but no prized prisoner.

Task Torce Lovelady closed bivouac on what is now the famous
Il 264, at midnight. Task Force Roysdon followed, and it was not
until four o’clock in the morning that their last elements coiled in the
tiny fields on the northern and western slopes of the hill.

The vehicles of both task forces were parked in the fields on the
right .side of the narrow gravel road. Dut to high hedgerows, the
available space was limited, and we were unable to disperse adequately.,
Most of us were well-night exhausted physically, making our thoughts
blurred by the one overwhelming desire to close our eyes.

The two hours before dawn were dark indeed, for the moon had
completely waned. Before the last vehicle crept off the road, others
were plainly heard on our lefi. For the first time, some of us heard
the metallic “clankety-clank-clank” of German tank tracks, maneuver-
ing into position. Those of us listening to our radio sets heard
gutteral orders heing issued just as plainly as though they were
coming from the mouths of our own commanders. Our only hope was
that somebody besides the Germans had a plan. I‘atigue made the
whale thing seem far away, intangible, realistically present, yet un-
touchable, like a dream. Individually, it seemed not to concern us,
yet each of us subconsciously hoped that the man next to him was
alert and would know exactly what to do. If we were sitting, our
heads dropped forwzrd on our chests. If we were already lying down
under tanks and half-tracks, we were oblivious to all extraneous noises.
“Sleep, sleep, sleep! Won't they please hold off their attack until we
can catch a nap?”

Suddenly a red ball of fire split the thick, pre-dawn air like a
bolt of. lightning. Fast and deadly accurate at such close range, it

26

E company ate good this day and that’s no loot.
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