The Pall seccount of The Battle of the Beulye

By

ROBERT E. MERRIAM

‘c‘ﬁf'n;q ;:“‘

= M >
CHICAGO & & NEW YORK
EMQ
WG <







Foreword

E0 TOLSTOY, IN THE GREATEST PIECE OF MILITARY HISTORY
yet to be composed, War and Peace, ably sketches the con-
fusion and uncertainties which have plagued every battlefield
from time immemorial. He points up the inexorable forces at
work which dwarf the decisions of men commanding at a time
when life and death are at stake. Tolstoy ably sketched how
legends grow up around certain men and incidents, and he
noted how these legends are compounded as a battle sinks into
obscurity. As one who recognizes the utter validity of these
criticisms of battle reporting, I approach with great humility
the task of outlining the greatest pitched battle on the Western
Front in World War II. No book of some two hundred pages
can adequately recreate the utter confusion and chaos which
gripped the forces that were locked in a titanic struggle in the
frozen forests of the Ardennes during the wintry weeks of De-
cember, 1944, and early January, 1945. I have humbly picked
and pieced together isolated bits of information which, when
fitted together, may offer some explanation of the cause and
effect of that chaos, knowing that true comprehension of the
myriad factors influencing such a gigantic struggle of over a
million men can never be adequately transferred to the writ-
ten word.
The origin of this book traces back to the early days of the
war when a group of farsighted historians, recognizing the in-
evitable weaknesses of official military reports, convinced the
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which said that the crust of German defenses was thinner than
ever before. As we were talking, the assistant operations officer
dashed in to say that the division was alerted for immediate
movement to First Army where they were to fight a small coun-
terattack somewhere in Belgium. Inasmuch as the division was
soing to another army, I returned to Ninth Army headquarters
for new orders, unaware of the harrowing week which lay ahead
for the division. When I rejoined them six days later, the men
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