
Chapter 20 – CLOSING ACT – Liberation [v6] 

On 30 April, 1945 the New York Times reported; "Huge Prison Camp 

Liberated...27,000 American and British prisoners of war at a large 

camp at Moosburg." The report was correct, the camp was huge, but it 

was also wrong. The following day, the Times printed a correction; "The 

Fourteenth Armored Division liberated 110,000 Allied prisoners of war 

at Stalag 7A at Moosburg, instead of the 27,000 prisoners previously 

reported. This was Germany's largest prisoner of war camp." 

________________________ 

 



When summarized in a few short paragraphs the liberation of Moosburg seems simple –  

On the morning of April 29, 1945, elements of the 14th Armored Division of Patton's 3rd 
Army attacked the SS troops guarding Stalag VIIA. Prisoners scrambled for safety. Some 
hugged the ground or crawled into open concrete incinerators.  Bullets flew seemingly 
haphazardly.  

Finally, the American task force broke through, and the first tank entered, taking the 
barbed wire fence with it. The prisoners went wild. They climbed on the tanks in such 
numbers as to almost smother them. Pandemonium reigned. They were free! 

However, this was the liberation of POW Hell – and the devil is indeed in the details. 

Jim Lankford, Deputy National Historian   

Note: An edited version of this article was published by the Army 

Historical Foundation in the Fall 2005 issue of On Point: The 

Journal of Army History. 

On 28 April the 14th Armored Division crossed the Danube River at 

Ingolstadt.  It passed through the 86th Infantry Division, which had established the 

bridgehead on the previous day, with the mission of securing crossings of the Isar River at 

Moosburg and Landshut. Combat Command A (CCA) was on the right of the division's line 

of advance, Combat Command R (CCR) was on the left, and Combat Command B (CCB) 

was in reserve. 

Large numbers of German troops were falling back on Moosburg to cross the river. Among 

them were the remnants of the 17th SS Panzer Grenadier and 719th Infantry Divisions. It 

was, as it had been for much of the way across France and Germany, a race to capture a 

crucial bridge before retreating German units got safely to the other side, and blew it up in 

the faces of the oncoming Americans. 

Under its commanding officer, Brig. Gen. 

C.H. Karlstad, CCA moved quickly towards 

Moosburg. The order of battle consisted of the 

47th Tank Bn., the 500th Armored Field 

Artillery Bn., D Troop, 94th Cavalry 

Squadron, C Company, 125th Armored 

Engineers Bn., B Company, 68th Armored 

Infantry Bn, and B Battery, 398th Antiaircraft 

Bn.  Total strength of the command was about 

1,750 men, including support units. With only 

one company of infantry at its disposal, the 

combat command was significantly under 

strength in infantry. 



The combat command advanced nearly 50 miles on the 28th, against sporadic resistance. 

CCA Headquarters settled in for the night at Puttenhausen at 2300 hours. The main force, 

including the 47th Tank Bn. and the infantry of B-68, was eight miles to the southeast at 

Mauern. They were only four miles from Moosburg.   

The entry into Mauren had not been an easy one. Not long before midnight, the infantry went 

in ahead of the tanks to clear the town, and were ambushed by SS soldiers using 

machineguns and automatic antiaircraft guns. The enemy resistance was eliminated in a 

short, but intense fire fight. B-68 lost several men before the town was finally secured. 

During the early morning hours of the 29th, a car approached a roadblock on the southeast 

side of Mauren from the direction of Moosburg. The car was not fired on as it was seen to be 

flying a white flag.  In the car were four men who asked to speak with a senior officer. They 

were escorted to Lt. Col. James W. Lann, the commanding officer of the 47th Tank Bn. 

The party included a representative of the Swiss Red Cross, a major in the SS, Col. Paul S. 

Goode (U.S. Army), and Group 

Captain Kellet (RAF). The latter 

two were the senior American and 

British officers from Stalag VIIA 

at Moosburg. The SS major 

carried a written proposal from the 

area commander, which he was to 

present to the commanding officer 

of the American force. After a 

brief discussion, Lt. Col. Lann 

escorted the group to Puttenhausen 

to meet with Gen. Karlstad. 

The combat command's 

intelligence officer (S-2), Major 

Daniel Gentry, was on duty in 

CCA headquarters when Lt. Col. 

Lann arrived. Lt. Col. Lann went in, leaving the delegates to wait outside. He told Major 

Gentry about the delegation, and asked if Gen. Karlstad was available. Major Gentry told 

him that the general had just awakened, and would be in the command post shortly. Gen. 

Karlstad walked in a few minutes later, and heard Lt. Col. Lann's report before the delegation 

was brought in. 

The delegation entered the command post just before 0600. Col. Goode and Gen. Karlstad 

immediately recognized each other. They were old friends, and greeted each other warmly by 

their first names. Major Gentry was somewhat dismayed at Col. Goode's appearance. His 

jacket was not the right color, and was made of  coarse, poor quality wool. The rest of his 

uniform was badly worn, and in generally poor condition. Col. Goode was wearing a single 

insignia of rank which was pinned to his jacket collar. It was crude, and appeared to have 



been cut from a piece of tin. In contrast, Group Captain Kellet's uniform was in excellent 

condition. He was even carrying an officer's swagger stick. 

After the introductions, the Red Cross representative and the SS major discussed the German 

proposal with Gen. Karlstad.   Col. Goode and Group Captain Kellet did not take part in the 

discussion, and for the most part, spent their time talking with various officers in the 

command post. At some point during the discussions, Col. Goode left the room to get 

something to eat. Since it was actively engaged in combat operations, and far ahead of 

Division Trains, the combat command was on C Rations. Learning that Col. Goode was a 

prisoner of war, some the men, who had acquired a few fresh eggs for their personal use, 

cooked him a breakfast of fried eggs, bacon, and toast. 

The German proposal was written in English. It called for an armistice in the area around 

Moosburg, using as a reason, the presence of a large prisoner of war camp. It also called 

"...for the creation of a neutral zone surrounding Moosburg, all movement of allied troops in 

the general vicinity of Moosburg to stop while representatives of the Allied and German 

governments conferred on the disposition of the Allied prisoners of war in that vicinity." 

Prior to this, no one in the division had even known there was a prison camp at Moosburg, 

much less how large it was.  

On learning the details of the German proposal, Gen. Karlstad sent a radio message to 

division headquarters at Manching, asking the division commander, Maj. Gen. Albert C. 

Smith for instructions. It was clear that if accepted, the proposal would prevent CCA from 

capturing the bridge across the Isar River, as it was located within the proposed "neutral 

zone." It would also give the retreating Germans more time to withdraw across the river, and 

provided them with the opportunity to move at least some of the Allied prisoners with them. 

Gen. Smith rejected the proposal, and added a demand for the unconditional surrender of all 

German troops at Moosburg. Gen. Karlstad relayed Gen. Smith's response to the SS major. 

He did not issue a deadline by which the German commander must respond or make any 

allowances that might further delay the combat command in the fulfillment of its mission. 

After the delegation left the command post to return to Moosburg, Gen. Karlstad issued 

orders for the attack on Moosburg to proceed. 

In his message, Gen. Smith had ordered Gen. Karlstad to: "Lead your troops into Moosburg." 

The order was unusual, and not in keeping with the way Gen. Smith typically worded orders 

to his officers. As a result, there was some discussion in the command post regarding Gen. 

Smith's meaning. Gen. Karlstad decided that it was his superior's intention that he was to 

actually lead the attack. He subsequently climbed into his peep (jeep), along with his aide, 

2nd Lt. William J. Hodges, and accompanied by Lt. John Sawyer of D Troop, drove to the 

47th Tank Bn. headquarters at Mauren. There he joined Lt. Col. Lann, and with him, moved 

with the tank battalion in its attack on Moosburg. 

There was no further discussion regarding the prison camp or its capture. The combat 

command was to continue with its primary mission of seizing a useable bridge across the Isar 

River.  Regardless, the liberation and security of the Allied prisoners of war was clearly of 

great importance, and the combat command would take the necessary steps to ensure this was 



accomplished. The men of the division had done this sort of thing before. Three weeks 

earlier, they had fought their way into Hammelburg to liberate Stalag XIIIC and Oflag XIIIB. 

As soon as its units were in position, CCA attacked down the main road between Mauern and 

Moosburg. The infantry platoons of B-68 were attached to the tank companies. The tanks of 

C-47, along with the 2nd platoon of B-68, were in the lead. They were followed by the tanks 

of B-47, with A-47 in support. Simultaneously, a platoon of tanks from C-47, and a platoon 

of infantry executed a flanking maneuver on the right of the main line of attack. Lt. Col. 

Lann took command of the main force, and Major Alton S. Kircher, the 47th's Operations 

Officer (S-3), led the flanking force. Since there were so many Allied prisoners of war in the 

area, the risk of casualties due to "friendly fire" 

was high. As a result, the attack was made 

without the powerful guns of the 500th 

Armored Field Artillery Bn. 

The main force advanced without meeting any 

resistance to a point about 1 mile west of 

Moosburg, where the road crossed the Amper 

River. It was there, on the east bank of the 

stream, that the SS decided to make their stand.  

The first tank to move across the bridge came 

under intense small arms fire from SS troops 

located on the far side of the stream. The 

infantry quickly took cover behind the tank, 

while the rest of the tanks and infantry took up 

positions along the bank of the river, and 

opened fire on the enemy positions. Several 

infantrymen on the bridge were wounded by the 

first bursts of enemy fire. After they were 

evacuated from the bridge, the American tanks 

and infantry moved forward into the fight. 

The SS fought from dug-in positions in the 

fields leading to the town, and from positions 

behind a railroad embankment on the American's left flank. The embankment was about 500 

yards from the bridge, and lay on a direct line between it and the prison camp. Resistance 

was stiff, even fanatic, but short lived. The SS had no tanks or antitank guns, and were armed 

only with small arms, machineguns, mortars, and panzerfausts. The battle-hardened 

Americans fought their way through the SS positions in the fields with relative ease, while 

returning the fire coming from the railroad embankment. The Germans surrendered when the 

Americans reached the edge of Moosburg, and by 1030, "... the SS were lying dead in their 

foxholes or going to the rear a prisoner...." 

The tanks of C-47, and their supporting infantry, moved out at once to seize the bridge across 

the Isar. They raced through the streets at 20 miles an hour without meeting any resistance. 

On arriving at the bridge, the force came under small arms and machinegun fire from the far 



side of the river. The infantry dismounted from the tanks, and returned fire while the lead 

tank rolled out onto the bridge. Just as the tank got fully onto the bridge, the Germans set off 

the demolition charge, and the center of the bridge disappeared in a massive explosion. The 

section of the span under the tank began tilting precariously down, towards the water. The 

driver brought his 32 ton vehicle to a halt, and slammed its transmission into reverse. With 

the tank's treads spinning, he skillfully backed the tank off the tilting portion of the bridge, 

and onto firm ground, before it slid into the river. 

Col. Goode and Group 

Captain Kellet had arrived 

back at the camp shortly 

before the engagement at 

the Amper River bridge. 

They told their fellow 

prisoners that an armored 

unit was coming to free 

them, and while the German 

resistance was expected to 

be light, they should keep 

their heads down. The 

prisoners and guards 

watched as the SS took up 

defensive positions in the 

area. It was not long before 

the sounds of battle came 

from the distance. The fight 

for Moosburg was 

underway.  

 

 

Two of the POWs recalls the intensity of the moment. 

 

Bill Ethridge, April 29:   “Daybreak brought the sound of shouting and gunfire at the 

front gate. From our barracks we could see German troops near that gate, and they were 

firing in! We were ordered to stay inside as the Germans began fighting each other. We 

found out later when bodies were being loaded onto a truck that the Gestapo had 

attempted to take the camp from the Wehrmacht. Little did we know at that time, but 

Hitler had issued an order to kill all of the prisoners in the camp. The Gestapo and the SS 

troops attempted to carry out that Order, and the German army had saved our lives!”  

 

Lt. Harold W. Gunn: “Sunday - April 29, 1945 10:04 - The time we have been waiting so 

long for has finally come. I am trying to record the events while sitting in rather cramped 

quarters in our barracks kitchen, the only place with brick walls. Bullets are flying, the 



chatter of machine gun fire and spasmodic rifle reports, punctuated by the heavy 

explosions of large guns makes a fitting background for our long anticipated liberation. 

The “Goons” are making a last stand at our gates. Rumors are flying as thick as the 

bullets. Two men have been victims of stray bullets. The whole camp has been taken in by 

the rumors. Inadequate causes and long stored up feelings makes the moment a dramatic 

one. Low flying Mustangs and Thunderbolts have been doing their bit to make it a “good 

show.” Tanks have been sighted on the hill close by and are believed to be ours. Many 

“Kriegies” are eating what we hope to be our last “Kriegie” meal behind barbed wires. 

A heavy explosion just brought down a spray of plaster from the ceiling and walls. Air 

Force officers are receiving a lasting impression of a ground battle and feeling very 

much out of place.  

I am now crouched in the abort where many Kriegies have taken shelter. The steady hum 

of excited conversation reflects the pitch of the moment. We are all nervous, but our 

morale is very high. There is no sign of panic. Smiles are worn by all, and in spite of the 

apparent danger, we all agree that it is a “good show.” A direct hit in Moosburg, the 

nearest town, sent up a cloud of smoke.  

The heavy traffic from barracks to abort shows that nature will have her way, even under 

these conditions. Even Kriegie burners are going full blast. Food is still an important 

item. We are all determined to eat. A Kriegie has tasted hunger and does not find it to his 

liking.  

I am now standing in the sunshine at the corner of our block. Many are now outside 

watching the show. Our camp guards have made us go to the slit trenches . Too many 

have been injured. Those in the tents are very vulnerable to flying bullets.  

The “Goons” are firing from a visible church steeple in Moosburg, a good reason for 

damaged cathedrals that we read so much about in German propaganda. We Kriegies 

have been under the German heel too long to be fooled by their propaganda and feel 

much sympathy for them at this time.  

Most of the fire has been moved south into the town, but this slit trench is still a 

comfortable place to be. We jump up occasionally for a quick look, then back into the 

trench when close fire increases.  

Until additional excitement arises, I will close this erratic account and enjoy the show.  

Capt. Daniels was hit in the stomach by a 30 caliber bullet. His injury was slight thanks 

to an iron bar on the dispensary window.” 

 

Fire from the American tanks and infantry, aimed at the SS who were firing from behind the 

railroad embankment, came into the camp. Prisoners and guards alike hurriedly sought cover 

in ditches, under buildings, and behind brick walls. Adding to the commotion was the sound 



of the demolition charges exploding as the Germans destroyed the bridge across the Isar. As 

soon as it had started, it was over. The firing ceased except for the occasional sounds of small 

arms and machinegun fire from the direction of the bridge. 

 

Frank D. Murphy: “Roughly an hour after it began the shooting abruptly stopped 

completely. The silence that followed was an almost deathly quiet, too quiet, strange and 

unnatural. It was short-lived. About fifteen to twenty minutes later we heard the 

unmistakable rumble and clanking of heavy armor approaching the camp from 

somewhere outside our perimeter fences. Moments later, without fanfare or warning, 

three Sherman tanks of the 47
th

 Tank Battalion, Combat Team A, 14
th

 Armored Infantry 

Division, United States Third Army, came crashing through the fence near the front gate. 

Amid the shouting, screaming, and cheering of the newly freed prisoners, the tanks drove 

a short distance down the main street of Stalag VII A and halted. Kriegies immediately 

swarmed all over them. 

Feelings not expressed for long months and years were finally being freely released. 

Frantically trying to defend himself against being crushed by the mob of ragtag rabble 

climbing all over his tank, the besieged sergeant driver of one the 14
th

 Armored Division 

Shermans declared that he had never seen such “a crazy bunch of ragged ass people. 

 

Lt. Gunn’s notes continue. 

“The American flag went up over Moosburg at 12:15 and our camp hoisted the same at 

13:05 – a truly wonderful sight !!  

At 1:45 2 jeeps and a tank rolled into camp, barely recognizable because of the men 

clustered upon them. They received a deafening ovation. This account was begun by 

P.O.W. 1613, but is being finished by Lt. Harold W. Gunn, U.S.A.A.F.” 

Vernon Burda: ““Then, suddenly for no apparent reason a hush fell over the compound, 

and all eyes turned toward the town in which stood two high church steeples…and then it 

occurred, a scene, the happening of which brought tears streaming down the face of 

every American prisoner-of-war there, and a sob from every throat – we saw the greatest 

sight, the most emotional moment we would ever witness – raised before our eyes and 

flying defiantly above one of the church steeples was the symbol of our beloved land – 

The American Flag. Yes, the tears flowed from over tens of thousands of faces that day – 

over tens of thousands of  unashamed faces, as that flag shocked us back with memories 

of the place we all held most dear – our beloved land, our home.”  

 

 



    
 

While the effort to capture the bridge was underway, Gen. Karlstad went into Moosburg with 

the main body of his force. "Large numbers of German prisoners were being rounded up by 

Lann's tank and infantry platoons, including one large group that stated it was the guard of 

the prison camp." Gen. Karlstad and his staff questioned some of the German officers 

regarding the prison camp, "... and selected a German captain to act as his guide to the prison 

camp." 

Gen. Karlstad:  “With 1st Lieutenant Joseph P. Luby of the 68th Armored Infantry Battalion 

and 2nd Lieutenant William J. Hodges, and their 3 "Peep Drivers", this party started out 

across town, guided by the German captain. As this little convoy, carrying one mounted .30 

caliber machine-gun, approached the camp gate, the alarming sight of a large number of 

armed "Heinies" in the outer yard of the great camp was noted, but Lt. Luby took exactly the 

right action. Without slackening his speed but with both hands on the business end of his 

machine-gun he rolled into the middle of the German formation, brought his peep to a 

sudden halt and called "Actung." [sic] The German guard of 240 men was ordered to line up 

and to drop their weapons in front of them. The two young officers and 3 drivers went rapidly 

down the line receiving the pistol belts from officers and making a quick search of arms in 

the pockets of the guards.  

Moments later, a battle-scarred medium tank joined them at the main gate. Still others, 

carrying infantrymen on their backs, took up positions outside the camp. 

Gen. Karlstad called for the German Camp commander [Col. Otto Burger] and received an 

unconditional surrender of the German garrison and the camp.”  

 



                 

This photograph was taken by Capt. John Bennett of South Camp with a clandestine camera. It 
shows the Camp Commandant, Maj. Gustav Simoleit (left), Major Alton S. Kircher, Executive Officer 
47th Tank Battalion (center), and Group Captain Kellet, RAF, senior British officer (right). This is the 
moment of official surrender and Major Simoleit is establishing the time needed to get his men in from 
the many guard posts around the camp, disarm them, and form them up to be trucked away to POW 
camps. 

 

                           

        German garrison is packed in trucks and taken away. Note the camp chimneysweep in top hat.  

 

General Karlstad continues: “The first allied prisoners to present themselves were Group 

Captain Kellet and Colonel Goode, .... In a few moments an enterprising American produced 

a United States Flag – from where, perhaps only he knew – and amid thunderous cheers 

from the prisoners, ran it to the top of the camp flag pole. It was a dramatic moment."  

 

That dramatic moment  in history was the gift of 23-year-old 1
st
 Lieutenant Martin Allain, a B-

26 bomber pilot who became the 121
st
 prisoner of war when his aircraft was shot down over 



North Africa in January of 1943.  His family and Lt. Col. Renita Foster recreate this American 

spirit story. 

After being captured by Arabs and turned over to German soldiers, Allain was sent back to 
Germany where he was interrogated and held in solitary confinement.  

During an initial search, Allain cleverly hid under his tongue, a sacred heart medal, given to him by 
his mother. It was the first of two prized possessions he would guard with his life during his years 
as a prisoner of war.  

"My mother presented Martin with the medal that first Sunday in December of 1941," said Allain's 
sister, Net Garon. "Everyone gathered together that day to spend as much time with him as 
possible before he reported for flight training. It was just a few hours later we learned about the 
bombing of Pearl Harbor, which made us feel all the worse."  

While serving as a security officer at his initial POW camp in Stalag Luft III in Sagan, Poland, Allain 
received his next treasure; a huge American flag smuggled into the compound to be displayed for 
identification, should the constantly prayed for Allied planes appear. For safe keeping, Allain 
immediately sewed the flag between two German blankets.  

The renewed threat of the Russian winter offensive in January 1945 caused the Germans to 
evacuate Stalag Luft III kriegies. When the order came, Allain was determined to keep the sacred 
icon he'd been entrusted with and quickly grabbed the blankets for a six day forced march in 
horrendous weather and sub-zero temperatures from Poland to Germany, arriving at Moosburg in 
early February.  

"I don't think at the time Martin knew just how significant that flag would become," said Lila, who 
became Allain's wife a few months before he left for overseas in 1942. "He simply felt it was his 
responsibility to make sure it was available if needed."  

… Sunday, April 29, the Moosburg kriegies awakened to brilliant sunshine, restoring their belief 
freedom just might be near. "McGuffy," the code name for the BBC (British Broadcasting 
Company), heard by kriegies over hidden radios had announced General Patton's 3rd Army was 
northeast of Munich. This startling revelation sent many prisoners scurrying to examine their secret 
maps, confirming Moosburg was indeed close to that area. As the morning progressed, so did 
excitement in the camp. Men grouped together, whispering, planning, and praying this just might 
be the day.  

The kriegies heard the long awaited, soul stirring signs of freedom before seeing them. Just over 
the horizon was the unmistakable chugging sound of a Piper Cub. As the observation craft every 
combat soldier knew so well came gliding over the Bavarian evergreens, it began wagging its 
wings over the camp as thousands of voices boomed up to greet it. The powerful engines of two P 
51s followed the Cub, enhancing the already spectacular scene with victory rolls over barracks and 
tents for the exhilarated POWS.  



And then the most revered sound of all; one holding thousands of kriegie eyes and ears spellbound 
with anticipation that seemed to last as long as the war itself; the deep rumble of diesel tanks 
approaching from beyond the surrounding hills. From the second they were spotted to their arrival 
at the main gate, the rescue machines were literally drowned out by the deafening kriegie 
jubilation.  

It was the 14th Armored Division, storming the main gate of Moosburg that late Sunday morning. 
To this day, its veterans claim the cheering of captured servicemen being liberated, "is the most 
moving sound we've ever heard."  

And in that moment, when impassioned kriegies began climbing over tanks and celebrating their 
deliverance, Allain realized the destiny meant for the highly coveted flag he'd protected for so long.  

"I was standing at the front gate," said Robert Hartman, an infantry platoon leader with the 78th 
Infantry Division before his capture the year before, "when Allain began shinnying up the German 
flagpole. Everyone knew immediately what he was going to do, and there was no doubt in our 
minds he would make it despite his malnourished appearance. I think when called upon, 
Americans just have tremendous esprit de corps to accomplish whatever they need to. And the 
recollection of this grimy, skinny but smiling GI tearing down the ugly swastika and replacing it with 
the beautiful Stars and Stripes has never wavered or grown dim. I've never seen this soldier before 
or since, but it's the kind of memory that only gets stronger with time."  

As for the veteran Moosburg kriegies, the ones who had been imprisoned for more than three 
years and "sweated out" every major World War II event from North Africa to D-Day to Bastogne; 
the ones surviving for so long by making German rations edible and turning tin cans into tools and 
utensils; the ones who would not allow themselves to feel hope that day because of so many near-
but-not-quite rescues; witnessing Allain's display of American patriotism at its best, was nothing 
short of miraculous.  

"As hardened as they were, seeing that glorious Stars and Stripes sent tears rolling down their 
cheeks," said another former Moosburg POW, "and they were not ashamed to be seen crying. 
Being set free can do that to people when they have been behind barbed wire and don't know if 
they will ever see their families again." Like most soldiers who keep souvenirs from their Army 
adventures, Allain brought home the swastika flag, but left Old Glory at Moosburg.  

"He liked to believe it stayed hanging on that flag pole long after he'd left," Lila Allain said, "as a 
reminder when freedom came to the prison that day. And I think it was just marvelous he had the 
foresight to keep it and accomplish something so remarkable with it."  

Martin Allain, Jr. vividly remembers hearing the "flag story" as a youngster and can easily picture 
his father climbing up the pole. He also views it as a bunch of young men trying to keep their sanity 
with the flag incident reinforcing the sense of who they were. "Freedom didn't exist for so long for 
those POWs, and when that flag appeared, that's the moment they knew freedom really was theirs. 
And to this day it's a favorite family bedtime story. Especially the part where my father hid the flag 
between the blankets to keep the Germans from finding it"  



Most Americans never learned of Allain's symbolic contribution to the end of World War II until a 
decade ago when former Moosburg kriegies wrote to columnist Ann Landers sharing that 
unforgettable Sunday. But Allain didn't identify himself as the flag raiser until nearly five years later, 
a shot time before his death.  

                        

The liberators had arrived, and the prisoners were now, finally safe. As the realization of this 

sank in: 

Scenes of the wildest rejoicing accompanied the tanks as they crashed through the double 10-

foot wire fences of the prison camps.  

 

 

There were Norwegians, Brazilians, French, Poles, Dutch, Greeks, Rumanians, Bulgars. 

There were Americans, Russians, Serbs, Italians, New Zealanders, South Africans, 

Australians, British, Canadians, - men from every nation fighting the Nazis. There were 

officers and men. Twenty-seven Russian Generals, sons of four American Generals. There 

were men and women in the prison camps .... There were men of every rank and every 

branch of service, there were war correspondents and radio men.  

This is the first of the 14th Armored Division's 

tanks into camp-- front row, left to right: tank 

crewman, Lt. Col. A.P. Clark, Lt. Col. R. M. 

Stillman with a big cigar and a lap full of 

German officers' dress daggers, and Capt. 

Dick Schrupp, who spoke German and 

photographed the events of Liberation 

morning.  

 



They rushed to greet their liberators. So many flowed around and over the tanks, peeps, and 

half-tracks, that even the huge Sherman tanks completely disappeared beneath a mass of 

jubilating humanity. 

"You damned bloody Yanks, I love 

you!" shouted a six-foot four 

Australian and threw his arms around 

a peep driver. 

A weary bearded American 

paratrooper climbed onto a tank and 

kissed the tank commander. Tears 

streamed from his cheeks. 

Italians and Serbs, tired and drawn, 

jammed around the vehicles, eagerly 

thrusting out their hands to touch their 

liberators, weeping. 

An American Air Corps lieutenant kissed a tank. "God damn, do I love the ground forces," 

he said. 

 

Here the 14
Th

 Armored Division found many of its own soldiers, some of whom had been 

listed as Missing in Action since mid-November when the division first went into combat. 

The tankers of C Company were thrilled to see eight of their comrades who had been 

captured the previous January. Tech 5 Floyd G. Mahoney, also of C Company, "... was 

particularly overjoyed upon finding that his son, an air corps lieutenant, was a prisoner 

there." 

Most of the American soldiers who fought at Moosburg never actually saw the prison camp. 

They did not have much time to join in the celebrations or even to reflect on what they had 

This is the happiest day of my 

life!""You were a long time 

coming, but now you are here!"  

"Endlich frei, endlich frei," 

[“finally free, finally free”] 

 



accomplished. That would come later. That afternoon the infantry of B-68 crossed the Isar on 

a footbridge built by the engineers, and began patrolling the far side of the river. They took 

some more casualties when they came under sporadic fire from small arms, mortars, self-

propelled guns, and artillery. The rest of the combat command set up a defensive perimeter 

around Moosburg, and began patrolling the west bank of the Isar. Virtually everyone became 

involved in the task of rounding up the thousands of German soldiers who had been trapped 

in the area when the bridge was destroyed. Even Gen. Smith brought in a prisoner. Early in 

the afternoon he arrived at the CCA command post in Moosburg with an SS major riding on 

the hood of his peep. In one of those strange coincidences of war, it was the same SS major 

who had led the delegation to CCA headquarters early that morning.  

CCA failed in its mission to capture a bridge across the Isar, but this was soon overshadowed 

by the magnitude of the liberation of Stalag VIIA. It did not hold 27,000 prisoners of war, as 

was originally reported, but over 110,000. Among them were 30,000 American soldiers, 

sailors, and airmen! Word of the massive liberation spread quickly, and two days later even 

General Patton visited the prison camp with an entourage of high ranking officers, arriving in 

his jeep garbed in his usual uniform with four stars on everything including his ivory handled 

pistols. He was a sight to behold. 

 

 

   

One of the more poignant stories written by Sharon Nicholson about POW Cameron Garrett 

excerpted from the text of a book in progress, Through Hell and Back, recounts the reunion of 

two brothers. 

“May 1, 1945, dressed a fresh uniform and wearing his non military issue wide black 

leather belt with a grandly polished silver buckle, his famous ivory-handled six-guns 

stood the infamous General George S. Patton. Major General Albert C. Smith, 

commander of the Fourteenth Armored Infantry Division, and Major General James A. 

Van Fleet, III Corps Commander were at his side as were a number of lesser ranked aids. 

 



There was no doubt in the minds of nearly 110,000 men, regardless of nationality, 

standing, sitting or on a Red Cross stretcher that didn't know which one was "Old Blood 

and Guts". 

The cheering lasted as long as General Patton would stand for it. Like the orchestra 

leader that he was, when he dropped his arm there was immediate and complete silence. 

With a brief address to the ex-POWs and "Liberators" of the U.S. Third Army, General 

Patton led his entourage through the camp. Occasionally he stopped to talk with groups 

of American prisoners, though friendly to the men, ferocity, rage, and revulsion radiated 

from the General as he continued his inspection. Those of us who could stand, stood at 

attention. 

Ex-POWs, ex-slave labors, ex-concentration camp inmates, soldiers and civilians, men 

and women of various nations of Europe wept, cheered, saluted, waved tear-stained rags, 

and shouted with unadulterated joy while they watched the troops paraded through the 

camp.   The infantrymen of the 68th Armored Battalion stoically marched in formation 

trying to move German POWs in columns of four men wide and a half mile long. 

This is not a parade that can easily be visualized unless you were lucky enough to be 

there at the time. It felt to me like the furnaces of hell suddenly flickered for the last time 

in my heart. I had yet to learn that it wasn't my heart but my head that would not forget 

or forgive….” 

“… I had to be a thousand feet from him, but I would recognize that walk of his 

anywhere. Tears flowed from my eyes, I tried to cry out to him but my dry throat would 

not respond. He turned and followed the general as the Gen. Patton changed directions. 

Pushing and shoving my way through the crowd proved unsuccessful. Too many others 

were just as anxious to be near the generals, in hopes of hearing a word or two cast in 

their direction. "God help me!" I pleaded. 

Then it came to me, putting my two little fingers to my mouth I gave what called back 

home in Nebraska, "One hell of a horse whistle." Gen. Patton, being a cavalryman at 

heart, he stopped short, turned and a slight smile appeared momentarily. One of the 

lesser officers in the entourage drew the attention of the general, and he nodded his head 

in approval. When I saw him put his two fingers to his mouth, I knew I hadn't been 

mistaken when I saw my brother, Clint. His whistle was strong and true in response to 

mine. But he was confused looking into the massive milling crowd until I let out another 

whistle and another. 

When the ex-POWs parted like the Red Sea for Moses, Clint ran toward me. I was not the 

only one bawling like a baby. It was the first time I ever saw Clint with tears in his eyes. 

Those around us wept for joy when Clint picked me up in his arms like a June bride. 

"God you smell good!" That's all I could think of to say. His response was equally tender, 

"You smell worse than horse shit and you look like hell!" He intended to put me down, 

but I was too exhausted now to stand. So, he carried me through the parting waves of 

cheering men. After introducing me to the three generals as his baby brother Cameron, 



they laughed and shook my hand gently. I think they were afraid they could crush my 

bony fingers. Clint requested to be dismissed, which was granted immediately by Patton 

himself. Then he carried me directly to his tent with his commander's blessing. I was too 

embarrassed to look directly at anyone, especially Patton, but I felt his eyes penetrate my 

shame as if I lay naked before him. 

After reaching a tent, Clint casually laid me on a real army cot, and started heating 

water. Quietly he started removing my filthy rags, then tossed them outside the tent. I 

could not bear to look at the pain in his eyes. Clint fought back tears as he heated helmet 

after helmet of warm soapy water. Between washing the layers of grime, he tried 

unsuccessfully to entertain me with small talk. The antiseptic soap stung in the open sores 

on my body, but it was little price to pay for this bit of heaven. 

Suddenly I felt extremely humiliated to know that I lay naked before my brother on his 

cot. I was feeling the same shame that our brother Donner must have felt when he was 

too weak with typhoid fever to wash. Clint and I had to wash his feverish, soiled and 

sweaty body. Clint tried to ignore the cadaverous condition of my body. I knew what he 

saw, for I had seen the walking dead in and outside of my own barracks, at the latrine, 

and fighting over Red Cross packages like dogs over a single bone. Suddenly I felt 

ashamed for my ingratitude, and I thanked God for the compassion in his touch and the 

love in my brother's eyes. 

After a long silence, I had the courage to ask him about Donner, anticipating the worst. 

Clint flashed me one of his rare wide smiles. Donner? "To hear him tell it, he's fathered 

one the handsomest nephews you're likely to meet, according to his last letter. Donner's 

working full time as a male nurse in the Veteran's Hospital and his discharge from the 

Army. Donner met a cute spunky blonde named Maggie, who was the head nurse in the 

emergency room in Seattle, Washington. She convinced him to go to nursing school after 

he recovered from his surgeries. Naturally I inquired about the surgeries. 

He had been stationed up in Alaska, and spent enough time as a snow bound infantryman 

somewhere in the Aleutian Islands. Weather and constant freezing temperatures caused 

more casualties than the Japanese. Medics revived our brother after his feet froze. After 

spending an entire day under enemy fire in an ice filled trench, medics revived our 

brother when he feet were frozen. I don't know the details, but it was bad enough to get 

him out of the war and into the arms of a sweet little Army nurse. I have some photos of 

him up in Alaska in my pack somewhere. 

Anyway after a couple months, she had to proposed marriage to him; he was too shy to 

ask for a date. She waited until he was able to get up and able to start physical therapy 

then she took him out on a date to the commissary. Maggie had said, "She was tired of 

waiting, and they were going to the court house for a marriage license before he was 

able to run away. All Donner could say was, 'Yes dear" when she handed him his 

crutches. 



"When their baby was born, they baptized him Bryce Cameron Garrett. According his 

grandmother and grandfather he's very bright. Not like his Uncle Cameron who chose to 

fly around Europe in a B-24 until the Germans shot him down." He stopped there with 

his story, after reassuring me that Mom and Dad were fine too. The gentle scrubbing was 

like a massage that caressed each malnourished muscle. I knew he wanted me to eat 

before I fell asleep but I was too tired. I had eaten more the last two days than in the last 

month, my stomach was in a knot. So he fixed me some real coffee before I fell asleep.” 

Combat Command B closed in on Moosburg that afternoon, along with elements of the 395th 

Regiment. The following night they crossed the Isar River on a bridge which had been built 

by C-125th Armored Engineers Bn. and the 998th Treadway Bridge Company. "... tanks and 

endless lines of silent infantrymen, ..., faces set and hardly seeing the weaving scene about 

them, eyes straight ahead ...." moved forward, across the Isar River, and deeper into 

Germany. Behind them the war was over, but ahead, although it was entering its final days, 

the war was still very much alive. For the soldiers of the 14th Armored Division, there was a 

little more fighting and liberating, and some dying, left to be done. 

    

              



_______________________________ 

REILMAN'S FAREWELL – Recollections of Major General W.E. Arnold  

A few days after Patton's troops took over the camp, an Army captain who was 

loaded with German equipment walked up to Col. Arnold. The American officer 

handed over a saber, pistols and a pistol belt, and told Col. Arnold that he had been 

asked to deliver them by a German guard named Reilman. Col. Arnold asked the 

officer to take him to Mr. Reilman, and the two set off to a gate at the far end of 

the camp. "By the time we got there, Mr. Reilman had already been taken away and 

I never saw him again. I thought it was sad that we didn't get to say good-bye." To 

this day, General Arnold often thinks of Mr. Reilman. "I knew he was an insurance 

salesman before the war, but I really didn't know much else about him. I never 

even knew his first name." “I was very honored that Mr. Reilman chose me to 

surrender to. He kept us alive on the march and I had great respect for him.” Col. 

Arnold gave Mr. Reilman’s things to some guys who were interested in those sorts 

of war souvenirs, but often wishes he’d kept some memento of Mr. Reilman’s for 

himself. 

 

_________________ 

                                                                                                            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soon afterwards their bodies were carried up the stairs to a small garden outside the door to the 

bunker complex. Hitler's driver, another of those interrogated, helped carry Eva's body some of 

the way and noted that once there it was placed on the ground beside Hitler's. He told his 

interrogators he had noticed that she had been wearing a blue summer dress made of real silk, 

that her shoes had cork heels, and that her hair was "artificially blonde". 

The day after liberation, April 30th, Hitler and his 

mistress, Eva Braun, committed suicide in his 

bunker in Berlin. Ironically, the concentration 

camp at Dachau, near Munich, was liberated the 

same day. 

  



           

                            

Moments later the same witness saw a party including Goebbels and Bormann gathered beside 

the bodies. One of them poured petrol from a can over the bodies. They then retired to the safety 

of a doorway with the sound of Russian artillery all around them. Hitler's adjutant lit a petrol-

soaked rag and threw it on the bodies, which immediately burst into flames. The group made the 

Hitlergruss (the Nazi salute) and withdrew. 

 

One of the bunker guards arrived late on the scene. He described how he was greatly startled to 

see the two bodies burst into flames as if by spontaneous combustion. He had been unable to see 

the Goebbels party concealed in a doorway and only later was told the true circumstances. 

 

The bodies were only partly destroyed by the fire and were later hastily buried in a shallow bomb 

crater. According to Russian reports, the bodies were exhumed by Soviet troops and taken to 

Magdeburg in East Germany where Hitler's body was said to have been finally destroyed in 

April 1970 by the KGB. Two fragments of the body, a jawbone and skull, were preserved. They 

were displayed in an exhibition at the Russian Federal Archives in Moscow in April 2000. 



By the time the YMCA was prepared to publish the April edition of “the War Prisoner Aid 

News” it was all over.    

     

 



 

 

 

 



 



The final YMCA publication was delayed and a combined April/May issue was released in 

May.  Now there was plenty of news. 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

 



And then the long awaited news arrived – George was free and coming home. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NOTE:  The massive return of POWs and 

the associated record keeping and 

notification of their progress had to be a 

daunting task for the War Department.  The 

telegram above is a good example of this as 

it arrived on May 23
rd

 and announced 

George’s liberation of April 29
th
.  On May 

23, 1945, George was already halfway home 

on a ship in the middle of the Atlantic! 



An appropriate and fond farewell to war in Europe from a bombardier and his B-26 crew. 

 

Hmmmm!   I wonder who that is?   ---   Nah! 

____________________ 

Postscript - In its advance across Germany, the 14th Armored 

Division liberated approximately 200,000 Allied prisoners of war 

from German captivity. Among them were more than 30,000 Americans 

or about forty percent of the total number held in Germany. The 

division also liberated some 250,000 "displaced persons," as well 

as the large Dachau sub-camp at Ampfing. Shortly after the end of 

the war, the nickname "LIBERATORS" was suggested for the division 

in an article which appeared in Army Times. Understandably, the 

nickname stuck, and "LIBERATORS" became the division's official 

nickname. 

 


