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POW Experience
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French 100 Franc Note with names of D/203 POW’s, provided by Nancy Schellmann, daughter of Cpl. Schelmann
Uncertain Relevance

[image: image14.jpg]HURTGEN FOREST (ontinuec)

The other way was to keep to the woods and circle norchward
around Grosshau and the plain. Already Major George Goforth's
battalion was pushing over a series of wooded hills that bulged like
a ripple of muscle along che forese rim. That was on Monday, the
27th. For two days chey fought chrough those hills, with casualeies
bad on both sides.

In his gloomy CP,  lanternlit fog dugouc, Major Goforch talked
over the situation with his exec, Swede Henley. A company com-
mander had just come in to repore

“We're hunting for officers,” said the new arrival, slamping onto
a battered tin water can. G Company’s"got only two oficers lefe.
Lost three this afternoon. We can’t go on like this, Major.”” Go-
forch shook his head.

T know, boy, but where am 1 going to get them? Division says
we can commission any good man right here in the field. Buc who?™!
He looked around a circle of diry, unshaven fices watching him in
ing light, faces drained of colorflike those of drowned men.
McDermote,” said Swede
Can’c sparc him. Praccically runs
He's the Jast available sergeant. We've already commissioned

Guess we'll have o depend on replacements,” said Goforth.

The trouble with replacements is chat they don’t last long
cnough, obscrved the company commander. *“Trucks brought up
30 for me this morning; 18 were hit even hefore they could get into
the Jine. No percencage in that.”

As he spoke the blanket covering the dugout doorway was pushed
wide and three young licutenancs entered, saluted and said chey were
reporting for dury.

There you are, Jack,” said Goforth. “'Replacements for you.
Take ‘em with you when vou go back.”

The Americans come out of the weeds

Somehow all that day and the next Goforth's batealion, despite
is losses, managed to hump over the wooded hills, edging closer o
osshau with Gey. Another batcalion just held
onto their positions a litcle way ourside the forest facing Grosshau,
taking losses from artillery; too, bue hanging on. The sccond da
was when Sergeant Garcia charged into Grosshau and rescucd the
six engineers

During the night an order came down from higher headquarters
that Grosshau must be taken next day, the 29th. Maybe something
in the big picturc m.de it necessary. Nobody knew. But chose we
the orders, meaning froncal assault on Grosshau. Wearily the prep-
arations were made.

At ogoo under a low gray sky the first infancrymen raised chem-
selves from cheir shell holes inco machine-gun fire chat spurced from
the ruined village. Behind them came two Meto tank destroyers,
mounting thrce-inch guns. The tank destroyers rolled ahead where
infantry could noe make it through gusts of bullets, rolled near
enough to German positions t silence cheir guns, then on to the out-
skires of che village.

Ducking low, riflemen advanced 200 vards behind chem, using
what cover there was, firing toward che village ruins. When
tank destroyers had rumbled beyond four houses and a jagged frag-
ment of a church, the firse break came. Fifey Germans, bleary and
dust-covered, serambled from cellars shouting, ** Kanmerad”” ahove the
noise of battle. Plaoon Sgr. Stanley Ward from an M-1o rree
waved them back toward che infantry.

Then ic was a slow, house-to-housc fight, warily spraying cvery
doorway and shed with gunfire, hurling grenades inco cach cellar
opening, herding prisoners down the one muddy streee serewn wich
dead men and horses, timbers, bricks and dircy seraw. Neicher side

was shelling Grosshau, bur shells were scraping overhead toward
rear road junctions and supply depors.

In three hours the worst of the fight was over. A fow snipers
lurked in among the ruins bue che muddy Americans were able to
push heyond che village, set up mortars and co seare artacking Ge
man entrenchments in the open field. Grosshau was ours. Between
the edge of the woods and che village 250 Americans had died

While che fight for Grosshau was ac its bicter height, Major
Goforth's barealion had crossed the Gey road and pushed over more
hills. To che south Kleinhau and Harcgen, two ocher villages, had
fallen, Twice the Germans threw violent counterattacks against
Goforth’s men, but using his reserves and cooks, guards and engineers
from Colonel Lanham's headquarcers, cthe counterattacks were
stayed. The battle of the Hiregen Forest had drawn to its end
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Article on Hürtgen Forest (not sure what the relevance to D/203 is)
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