By Sgt. ED CUNNINGHAM
YANK Staff Correspondent

ALMEDY, BELGIUM—In a snow-covered field
M three miles from this town lie the bodies
of 100 or more American soldier-prison-
ers of war who were murdered there by the Ger-
mans on the first day of Marshal Karl von Rund-
stedt’s counteroffensive along the Western Front.
Their frozen corpses may still be where they
fell, with “some of the bodies lying across other
bodies,” as German PWs later described the
scene, We do not know whether the Nazis even
extended them a decent burial, for the region is
still in enemy hands. But we do know the details
of the massacre, carried out in open violation of
the Geneva Convention.

Early in the afternoon of Dec. 17, a convoy of
Battery B of a Field Artillery observation bat-
talion was moving along three miles south of
Malmedy on the road leading to St. Vith. About
300 yards beyond the crossroad of the cut-off to
St. Vith, the convoy was hit by enemy riflemen,
machine gunners and mortarmen hidden in the
surrounding woods. All the American vehicles
halted immediately.

The men jumped off and took cover in ditches
lining both sides of the road. Several minutes
later they were flushed out of their hiding places
by Tiger tanks from a German armored column
which lumbered along the ditches spraying ma-
chine-gun fire. Other tanks quickly knocked out
some 24 American trucks and other vehicles.
Armed only with small weapons, the Americans
were taken prisoner.

These Germans had earlier captured some
other Americans, among them five MPs, two am-
bulance drivers, a mess sergeant, several Medical
Corps men, engineers, infantrymen and some
members of an armored reconnaissance outfit.
All the prisoners—there were about 150—were
herded up the road where they were searched
and stripped of their pocketbooks, watches,

gloves, cigarettes and weapons, Their captors or-
dered them to line up in a snow-covered field
south of the crossroads.

Tank machine guns mowed down the U. S. prisoners.

Tiger tanks and half-tracks took its turn figing
on the prostrate group.

One tank ‘and several German soldiers were
left behind to finish off those who had not been
killed. The Nazi guards walked among the Amer-
ican soldiers shooting at those who lay groaning
in agony. They kicked others in the faces to see
if they were really dead or just faking. Those
who moved were shot in the head.

One American medic got up to bandage the
wounds of a seriously injured man from his own
company-aid unit. The Nazis permitted him to
finish the work, shot both
him and the patient.

Fortunately the guards
were not too thorough in
their search for Ameri-
cans who were pretend-
ing to be dead. Several
of the prisoners had not
been wounded at all and
others were only slightly
wounded. Abbut an hour
after the armored column
left, several of the sur-
vivors — i.nclud‘m'g some
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Eyewitnesses who escaped
from the scene describe
the German murder of 100
U. S. soldier-prisoners of
war captured in Belgium.

ported safe. There may be others but this is im-
probable, as the area is still in German hands.

As is customary in all atrocity cases, the In-
spector General's Department of the Army made
an immediate investigation to determine the au-

thenticity of stories told by survivors. Five
wounded soldiers were interviewed less than 12
hours after their ordeal when the details were
still fresh in their minds. Thirty-two men were
questioned thoroughly and their stories were
found to coincide in all except minor details, The
Inspector General’s Department has released
some of the survivors’ statements with the guar-
antee that they are an essentially correct account -
of what happened on Dec. 17 in the snow-covered
field 13 miles south of Malmedy. Questioning of
German prisoners later verified most of the story
told by the Americans.

“ ERE is the teftimo_ny og__'l‘h?qdore.: Jay Paluch,
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members of an armored reconnaissance outfit.
All the prisoners—there were about 150—were
herded up the road where they were searched
and stripped of their pocketbooks, watches,
gloves, cigarettes and weapons. Their captors or-
dered them to line up in a snow-covered field
south of the crossroads.
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The German officer in the car stood up and took deliberate aim with a pistol.

While the Americans were lining up, an enemy
half-track mounting an 88 gun tried to swing
around to cover them but couldn't. Instead the
Germans parked tanks at either end of the field,
where their machine guns had full sweep over
the prisomers. Just then a German command car
drew up.

The German officer in the car stood up, took
deliberate aim with a pistol at an American med-
ical officer in the front rank of the prisoners and
fired. As the medical officer fell, the German fired
again and another American dropped.

Immediately two tanks at the end of the field
opened up with their machine guns on the de-
fenseless prisoners, some of them noncombatant
Medical Corps men with medic brassards and Red
Cross-marked helmets. All of the prisoners in
the field were standing with their hands raised
over their heads.

When the massacre started, the unwounded
dropped to the ground along with those who had
been shot. Flat on their stomachs with their faces
pushed into snow and mud, the Americans were
raked by machine-gun and small-arms fire from
a column of tanks which had begun to move
along the road 25 yards away. Each of 25 to 50

Eilled. The Nazi guards walked among the Amer-
ican soldiers shooting at those who lay groaning
in agony. They kicked others in the faces to see
if they were really dead or just faking. Those
who moved were shot in the head.

One American medic got up to bandage the
wounds of a seriously injured man from his own
company-aid unit. The Nazis permitted him to
finish the work, shot both
him and the patient.

Fortunately the guards
were not too thorough in
their search for Ameri-
cans who were pretend-
ing to be dead. Several
of the prisoners had not
been wounded at all and
others were only slightly
wounded. Abbut an hour
after the armored column
left, several of the sur-
vivors — including some
of the wounded—decided
to make a break for free-
dom. Fifteen men made
the first attempt. While
the guards were some
distance ' away they
jumped up and ran north
along the road toward
Malmedy amid machine-
gun fire from their sur-
prised guards. At the
crossroads they were
fired on by another machine-gun crew stationed
there. This frightened 12 of the fugitives into
taking cover in a nearby house while the other
three continued to the woods.

The house was a death trap for the 12 Ameri-
cans. Closing in on their victims, the Germans
set up a machine gun in front of the building,
which they then set on fire. As the Americans
tried to escape through the door and windows of
the blazing building, they were mowed down. All
died there, buried beneath the falling walls.

The three who had continued running hid in
the woods until dark, then made their escape.

After the first break, several other prisoners
made similar attempts. Some succeeded in get-
ting back to the American lines while others
were killed. Most of the successful breaks were
made after dark. Some of the wounded did not
make the attempt until midnight, after lying in
snow for 11 hours or longer.

Of the approximately 150 American prisoners
rounded up as human targets for the Nazi marks-
men, only 43 are definitely known to have es-
caped the German slaughter, and more than
three-quarters of these were wounded. Only 25
men of Battery B's roster of 138 have been re-
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ported safe. There may be others but this is im-
probable, as the area is still in German hands.

As is customary in all atrocity cases, the In-
spector General’s Department of the Army made
an immediate investigation to determine the au-
thenticity of stories told by survivors. Five
wounded soldiers were interviewed less than 12
hours after their ordeal when the details were
still fresh in their minds. Thirty-two men were
questioned thoroughly and their stories were
found to coincide in all except minor details, The
Inspector General’s Department has released
some of the survivors’ statements with the guar-
antee that thex are an essentially correct account
of what happened on Dec. 17 in the snow-covered
field 13 miles south of Malmedy. Questioning of
German prisoners later verified most of the story
told by the Americans.

ERE is the testimony of Theodore Jay Paluch,
as recorded and certified by the Inspector
General's Department:

“Battery B of a ¥Field Artillery observation
battalion was in a convoy going south from
Malmedy. They stopped the convoy at 1330 when
mortar fire was heard. We got out of the trucks
and jumped in a ditch beside the vehicles. Then
some men took off when they saw they were be-
ing captured. They [the Germans] took watches,
gloves and cigarettes from prisoners, then put us
inside a fence. Tanks passed for 15 minutes.

“Everything was all right until a command car
turned the corner, At that time an officer in the
command car fired a shot with his pistol at a
medical officer who was one yard to my left.
Then he fired another shot to my right. At that
time a tank following the command car opened
fire on approximately 175 men inside the fence.
We all fell and lay as still as we could. Every
tank that passed from then on would fire into
the group laying there. At one time they came
around with pistols and fired at every officer
that had bars showing. An officer put mud on his
helmet to cover his bars.

“The tanks stopped passing about 1445. At
1500 someone said: ‘Let's go.” At that time 15

Juen got up and started to run north from where
we were laying on the other side of the road.
Twelve of the men ran into a house (at the north-
western part of the crossroads) and three of us
kept going.

“There was a machine gun at the crossroads
plus four Germans. When we got in back of the
house, they couldn’t fire the machine gun at us.
They burned the house down into which the 12
men ran.,

“When the three of us were in back of the
house, we played dead again because a German
in a black uniform came around with a pistol,
looking us over. We lay there until dark when
we rolled to a hedgerow where we weren't under
observation. Laying there was a staff sergeant
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" ditch which was nearby.

from —— Division, shot in the arm. We started to
walk but stayed 200 to 300 yards from the main
road. In about a quarter of a mile we met a medic
who was shot in the foot and also a fellow from
my outfit. Four of us came into Malmedy.”

A first lieutenant who was wounded and
therefore must remain unidentified was the only
Battery B officer available for questioning by
the IG Department. Here is his summary:

“We made a turn to the right of the crossroad
to head toward St. Vith. We got about 300 yards
down the road and at that time artillery, mortar
and small-arms fire opened up on our echelon.
The fire seemed to come from the east and south-
east. Some of the men got out on the road with
their hands up. They told me a [German] tank
was coming down the road. Naturally, small arms
was all we had. We put our hands up and they
approaehed.

‘One of the officers in the tank stuck his head
out and was going to shoot me, but I changed my
position and he started to shoot at the captain
instead. He missed both times. I jumped into a

Massacre

“At this time about three or four tanks came
down the road. They told us to take off to the
rear of the column and questioned some of the
men about watches, jewelry and such things. My
medical corporal requested permission to give
first aid to the wounded but was refused.

“While we were in the field, an officer shot
into those of us who were not wounded. We fell
to the ground and lay there motionless while
they continued to shoot into, the crowd. It was
withering fire. I was wounded twice in the foot
while lying on the field. Apparently satisfied, that
group left. Then after a while more German
soldiers came up the road. ‘As they passed the
field they took pot shots at us.

“We were lying in the field about an hsur or
hour and a half. Then we made a break for it.
1 found shelter in a barn.

“No man in our group tried to make a break
before we were first fired upon. We had our arms
over our heads. None of us had any weapons
while in the field.” «

prisoners. I submerged myself in the stream and
covered myself with grass and mud so that I
wasn’t captured. All during this time I was lay-
ing in the stream and playing dead. I don’t know
whether they saw me or not. For about an hour
after they first started firing into the group of
prisoners, all of the tanks that passed fired into
them. Forty half-tracks that passed fired also.

“] lay in the stream for approximately two
hours and after that time was so numb that 1
couldn’t move the lower half of my body, but by
crawling and dragging myself I made my way to
some woods. 1 rubbed my legs to get back circu-
lation and then by means of my compass found
my way back to the road. I went down the road
until T was halted by a friendly guard and was
taken to an aid station.”

William Reem is another of the few Battery B
men who escaped uninjured. The Germans took
his watch and ring after routing him out of a
ditch where he had taken cover. Reem said that
some of the Americans who didn't have their
hands up when the Germans approached were
summarily shot. Reem said under oath:

“Some of the boys were moaning, and they
[the Germans] came around and shot them again.
1 couldn’t understand what the Germans were
saying, but they laughed and talked and then
they shot. They shot one fellow twice in the leg
while he was laying there. They took something
off of him; he is a T-5. He was laying about 15
feet away from me and I talked with him while
I was laying there. I heard them shoot him. The
Germans were standing right at his head. I think
they took his wristwatch or something; he was
hollering ‘No, No’ and then they shot him. I
asked him if he was hit and he said ‘Yes." But he
came in with me. . . . There were two others
[who escaped] who were medics; I didn’t know
them as thez weren't from my outfit. They [the
Germans] shot three of our medics; some other
medics were also shot. There were three or four
lieutenants from my battery; I think one got
away. When I looked around, I saw one with a
green raincoat and a white stripe on his helmet,
runnin don’t know whether he got away or

g 1
not. I couldn’t tell how many men got away. Me:

in a circle for about 10 or 15 minutes. One Ger-
man- pulled out his pistol and fired point-blank
into the crowd, and a fellow to the left of me
dropped. He fired again and someone at my back
dropped. Then almost immediately they opened
up with their machine-gun fire.”

The account of how two Medical Corps men
were shot in cold blood after one had treated the
other’s wounds was given by Sgt. Kenneth
Ahrens of Erie, Pa., a member of B Battery.
Ahrens knew both men and their names are list-
ed in his official statement. '

One American soldier was held prisoner in a
German half-track for three hours before being
herded into the slaughter field. A mess sergeant
from an Infantry outfit, he was captured by
a German tank while driving his jeep along the
road near Waimes. The mess sergeant was put on
the Nazi half-track, and he rode around with his
captors for three hours. Finally when the Ger-
mans had rounded up their victims, he was forced
into the field with the other Americans. He was
wounded in the arm by machine-gun bullets,

but eventually he man-
aged to escape.

HE testimony of the
H German PWs captured
after the massacre has
substantiated the account

of the atrocities given by
the Americans who es-
caped. Here is an extract
of the testimony given by

one German prisoner, a
member of the 1st SS
Panzer Division:

“On Dec. 17, 1944, at
about 3:30 p.m., I saw ap-
proximately 50 dead

American soldiers lying in a field near an in-
tersection where paved roads radiated in three
directions. This point was near Malmedy and be-
tween two and three kilometres from Stavelot.
The bodies were between 30 and 40 meters from
the road and were lying indiscriminately on the
ground. In some instances the bodies were lying
across each other. There was a burning house at
the intersection and a barn and a shed. I also
saw a line of disabled jeeps and trucks on the
road near this house. I did not stop at the scene,
but continued on with my organization.”

Questioning of the German PWs, together with
the description of SS uniforms and insignia sup-
plied by the Americans, has convinced First
Army officials that members of the SS Panzer
Division are responsible for the atrocity at Mal-




“At this time about three or four tanks came
down the road. They told us to take off to the
rear of the column and questioned some of the
men about watches, jewelry and such things. My
medical corporal requested permission to give
first aid to the wounded but was refused.

“While we were in the field, an officer shot
into those of us who were not wounded. We fell
to the ground and lay there motionless while
they continued to shoot into the crowd. It was
withering fire. I was wounded twice in the foot
while lying on the field. Apparently satisfied, that
group left, Then after a while more German
soldiers came up the road. "‘As they passed the
field they took pot shots at us.

“We were lying in the field about an haur or
hour and a half. Then we made a break for it.
1 found shelter in a barn.

“No man in our group tried to make a break
before we were first fired upon. We had our arms
over our heads. None of us had any weapons
while in the field.” «

One member of a Field Artillery unit, T-5
Warren R. Schmitt, escaped the massacre by
crawling into a small stream and covering him-
self with grass and mud. After his convoy was
stopped, Schmitt jumped into a ditch along with
his battery mates. But as mortar and machine-
gun fire increased, he sought shelter in a stream
only one foot deep. He reached this stream, 40
feet from the road, by crawling on his stomach.
Estimating that the Germans had 40 Tiger tanks,
Schmitt said in his sworn statement:

“They stopped our convoy, and men in black
uniforms dismounted and began rounding up

They shot both the medic and his wounded patient.

“Some of the boys were moaning, and they
[the Germans] came around and shot them again.
I couldn’t understand what the Germans were
saying, but they laughed and talked and then
they shot. Theg shot one fellow twice in the leg
while he was laying there. They took something
off of him; he is a T-5. He was laying about 15
feet away from me and I talked with him while
I was laying there. I heard them shoot him. The
Germans were standing right at his head. I think
they took his wristwatch or something; he was
hollering ‘No, No’ and then they shot him. I
asked him if he was hit and he said ‘Yes." But he
came in with me. . . . There were two others
[who escaped] who were medics; I didn't know
them as they weren’t from my outfit. They [the
Germans] shot three of our medics; some other
medics were also shot. There were three or four
lieutenants from my battery; I think one got
away. When I looked around, I saw one with a
green raincoat and a white stripe on his helmet,
running. I don’t know whether he got away or
not. I couldn’t tell how many men got away. Men
were running in all directions. Quite a few ran—
10 in the bunch that I was in.” .

Pvt. Roy B. Anderson, an ambulance driver
from Austin, Ind., was driving his ambulance
south of Malmedy on his way to Waimes when
he had to stop behind a convoy. It was Battery B’s
antiaircraft guns, trucks and jeeps. Pvt. Anderson,
who wore his Medical Corps brassard on his arm,
was rounded up in the fenced field with the artil-
lerymen. He said under oath that there were sev-
era] other medical soldiers in the group who were
also wearing armbands. He told how an Ameri-
can medical officer, wearing a Red Cross bras-
sard, lay next to him in the field, shot in the
stomach. Anderson also testified that before the
first shots were fired into the group, he saw no
one trying to make a break and saw no Ameri-
cans with weapons.

When machine guns first opened up on the con-
voy, T-5 Charles Fappman, who was driving one
of B Battery’s %-ton trucks, thought they were
friendly gunners firing at buzz bombs, which
were then coming over very low. But when the
bullets got closer, the men in his truck yelled for
him to stop. He did. This is his sworn account of
what happened after that:

“We all dove into a ditch on the right-hand
side of the road, where we continued to receive
machine-gun fire and a few mortar shells. One
or two tanks then came along the road and
strafed the ditch with machine-gun fire. Another
man and I got up and raised our hands. We were
motioned to get out on the street. We were then
formed in a circle, and as the tanks went by they
would stop and call us over individually and re-
lieve us of our wristwatches and gloves.

“They genned up the whole of B Battery in a
circle and then told us to go over a fence into a
field southwest of the house. Th

ey had us there ~
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about 3:30 p.m., I saw ap-
proximately 50 dead
American soldiers lying in a field near an in-
tersection where paved roads radiated in three
directions. This point was near Malmedy and be-
tween two and three kilometres from Stavelot.
The bodies were between 30 and 40 meters from
the road and were lying indiscriminately on the
ground. In some instances the bodies were lying
across each other. There was a burning house at
the intersection and a barn and a shed. I also
saw a line of disabled jeeps and trucks on the
road near this house. I did not stop at the scene.
but continued on with my organization.”
Questioning of the German PWs, together with
the description of S§ uniforms and insignia sup-
plied by the Americans, has convinced First
Army officials that members of the SS Panzer
Division are responsible for the atroeity at Mal-
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medy. Most of the Germans in the particular
company involved are believed to have been
killed in the recent battle against American
forces in eastern Belgium.

One German prisoner, a member of the 1st
SS Panzer Division but not of the particular out-
fit that carried out the massacre, when asked if the
appearance of the bodies had made any impression
on him, replied: “It was such an unusual sight,
I thought it was murder.” Another German, told
of the killing by fellow prisoners, said: “I have
no idea why it was done. There are people among
us who find joy i h atrocities.”
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During the big German offensive,
Allied traffic went both ways in
Belgium—toward the front in TDs,
tanks and half-tracks; toward
the rear in anything that moves.

By Sgt. ED CUNNINGHAM
YANK Staff Correspondent

OMEWHERE IN BELGIUM—There is the same
S feeling about the evacuation of a town as

there is about a wake: you go in, mumble
some incoherency to bereaved relatives, take a
brief, self-conscious look at the corpse and then
tiptoe into another room to whisper with fellow
mourners, even though you know you cannot
possibly disturb the person you came to see.

A frightened Belgian woman here tearfully
asks if the Americans are leaving the town to
its fate before the advancing Boche. She does not
understand that combat men are staying behind
to fight, and that this whole evacuation is just
a consolidation of the American lines to stop the
German advance before it gains too much mo-
mentum. Rear echelons and consolidated lines
and the wisdom of moving back to take ad-
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vantage of natural defensive terrain mean noth-
ing to her. She only remembers the four years
the Nazis spent in her town and what their re-
turn will mean to her and her people.

It is hard to look at the clusters of old ‘men
and women and children standing silently on
every street corner, watching the U.S. Army
six-by-sixes, command cars and jeeps assem-
bling in convoy for evacuation. They remind you
of a bereaved family at its father’s bier.

Then suddenly there is the sound of planes
overhead and bombs being dropped on the con-
voy road that runs west of the town. On a street
corner nearby, a little girl with blond curls buries
her head in her mother's coat and cries. The
mother pats the blond curls tenderly and keeps
repeating: “C’est fini. C’est fini.” But there is no
belief in her voice.

A little farther down the street is a U.S. Army

hospital, formerly a Belgian schoolhouse, which
was evacuated this morning. The wounded and
sick who slept there last night are now in ambu-
lances and trucks, bouncing over that road which
has just been bombed. In the main corridor of
the schoolhouse, a stoop-shouldered old man and
his gray-haired wife patiently fill wooden boxes
with cracked dinner plates, teacups without
handles, books, magazines and other articles.
Across the street from the hospital are three
trucks with Red Crosses painted on their sides.
The drivers—Pfc. Harry R. Poss of Buffalo, N. Y.;
Cpl. Stanley Smith of Trucksville, Pa., and Pvt.
James Myers of Revere, Mass.—were captured
by the Germans this morning in a town 15 miles
east of here. Two SS lieutenants had roared into
town on motorcycles, grabbed the unarmed med-
ics and forced them to wait at a crossroads while
they baited the trap for more prisoners. Half an
hour later an American counterattack forced the-
SS ‘men to flee, leaving their prisoners behind.
Now the three drivers with their truckloads of
hospital supplies were looking for the field hos-
pital that had been in this town. “First we get
captured,” said Poss, “then we lose our hospital.”

HE whole population of the town seems to be
lining the cobbled streets to watch the Ameri-
cans leave. The men stand silently, but some of
the women and young girls cry softly. Only very




small children still smile and wave as their elders
did a few short months ago when the Americans
first came to town.

Out on the convoy road the traffic going west
is already jammed. Stretched for miles ahead
are the six-by-sixes, ‘half-ton trucks, command
cars, ambulances, jeeps, weapons carriers and
heavy-ordnance vehicles linked in the moving
chain of the bumper-to-bumper escape caravan.

Our jeep stalls beside a bomb crater on the
right side of the road. Hanging bn a fencepost
is a pair of torn and muddy OD pants. Half
buried in the mud below are the remains of a GI
shirt, matted with blood and torn as if whoever
took it off was in a great hurry. In the muddy
crater are two American bodies and an aban-
doned stretcher. They have been pushed off the
road so that the passing vehicles would not run
them over. An Army blanket covers each corpse.
Beside one body is a helmet with the medic's
Red Cross painted on it. There is a hole drilled
clean through it.

On the other side of the road, going east, is
a long convoy of tanks, TDs and half-tracks of
an armored unit moving up to the front. Our
jeep passes slowly through a village, wedged be-
tween a weapons carrier and an ordnance truck,
and the people of the village line both sides of
the street, watching the movement of war. The
people on our side are silent and grave, and their

eyes have a mixed expression of dread and re-
proach. They look at our column without warmth,
because it is going west. But on the other side
there are young girls waving and laughing at
the Americans in the tanks and half-tracks who
are going east to meet the Germans. Older men
and women smile behind their fears and give
the V-salute to the men in crash helmets and
smiles at everything. An old lady stands in the
doorway of a house by the road, urging a little
boy by her side to wave at the Yanks.

T the edge of the village, still going west, are
long lines of refugees, carrying suitcases and
blankets and tablecloth packs, plodding slowly
and painfully along the shoulders of the road.
Some of the more fortunate ride bicycles with
their packs balanced on the handlebars. Others
push carts loaded with lamps and favorite chairs
and loaves of bread and sacks of potatoes. A baby
too young to walk sits on a sack of potatoes and
smiles at everything.

There is a feeling of security along the road
when it gets dark and there is no longer the fear
of planes. The convoy travels blacked out, with
only cat’s-eyes and tail lights to mark its prog-
ress, and the drivers are very careful to avoid the
tanks and half-tracks on the left and the long
lines of civilians on the right. Suddenly there is
a murmuring from the human line on the right.
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Everyone turns to the east. There is a low hum-
ming sound that grows gradually more ominous,
and a long fiery streak flashes through the black
sky. It is a German buzz bomb headed toward the
Belgian cities to the west. Everyone breathes in
half-takes until the flaming arrow has passed
over the slow-moving convoy.

Finally the rolling country gives way to scat-
tered black buildings, which can be sensed rather
than seen. A city is coming up, far enough away
from the lines to be a city of refuge. But it’s not
that now. Enemy planes are overhead; sirens are
moaning and red and yellow and green antiair-
craft tracers are reaching up through the black-
ness. They make you think of a giant Christmas
tree in an enormous room, blacked out except
for the red and yellow and green lights on the
tree. The lights suddenly shoot up, spend their
brilliance and then sink back into blackness.

Now you start to think about the people who
said so confidently that the European war would
be over by Christmas, and when you think about
them you begin to laugh. You can laugh now—in
spite of the ack-ack Christmas tree before you,
the little blond girl who cries at the sound of
bombs, the old men pushing rickety carts on a
convoy road running west, the Americans in
crash helmets and combat overalls who ride east,
and the people of an evacuated town that gives
you the same feeling you get at a wake.
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