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THE BATTERED BASTARDS OF THE BATTLE OF 
BASTOGNE WW II 

 
 There is much that can be written about the bravery of our men in World War II, 
and the story that I’m going to tell you about is one that was previously reported in the 
November 2000 newsletter but needs to be repeated again, especially at this time when so 
many of our soldiers have been fighting in other wars.  Our cousin, Henry J. Schueneman 
Jr. was in the Army in WW II and this is his account of one of the toughest battles of that 
war.  

   Henry, or Hank as we knew him, had been 
drafted into the army for one year in January of 1941. 
He was assigned to General Patton who sent him to 
Fort Knox to Officer’s School where Hank became a 
Lieutenant.  At the time of this story he was the liaison 
officer between armored divisions and army 
headquarters.  
 American forces at Bastogne in Belgium had to 
keep the Germans from seizing all the roadways there 
so that they could get to the harbor.  So Belgium had 
been mercilessly bombed and Bastogne had been 
decimated.  It was a dismal place.  The Germans had 
surrounded the American unit that was defending this 
key crossroad.  The Nazi commander sent notice to the 
American commander to surrender.  Our commander 
sent back one word – “NUTS!” 
 The story is best told in Hank’s words as it was 

reported in the Chicago Times, Friday December 29, 1944.   
“I came into Bastogne December 18 though it seems 10 years instead of 10 days.  

I’ve slept in basements and had a nice cellar at one time but it got a direct shell hit one 
day when I was out and two men got killed.  Then I moved my bed to a coal pile and slept 
about two or three hours nightly.  For chow we had K ration crackers and coffee, but we 
didn’t care how much food we had as long as we got ammunition. 
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 On the afternoon of December 24 it looked kind of bad.  We had 25 rounds of 
ammo left per gun - enough for about five minutes concentrated fire.  Our total reserve of 
gasoline was 350 gallons.  Tanks were about a quarter full.  
   That was the day we saw a lovely sight when 400 C-47s dropped 2800 bundles 
of food, ammo, gas and medical supplies.  And from then on we never looked back. 
The next two days we were supplied again by air and then we knew we could hold, 
though we never had lost faith.  I had my share of 
narrow escapes like when I was cut off.  I called 
for a tank to cover my jeep withdrawal and got 
back okay.”   
 Hank described how he was at one advance 
command post when five German tanks overran it, 
and “…the boys came right back with bazookas, 
knocked out all five tanks and went back to their 
original units.” 
 The Bastogne highway and town itself 
were quiet after ten days of bloody fighting and 
constant pounding.  The encircled Yanks (WW II 
term) had held out.  They had refused the 
ultimatum to surrender regardless of the incessant 
Nazi armor and infantry attacks.  Finally after ten 
days General Patton’s Third Army came to their 
assistance.  For his bravery Hank received the 
Bronze Star and his group became known as the 
BATTERED BASTARDS OF BASTOGNE. 
 After the war, Hank stayed in Germany in 
charge of a sports division and enjoyed being 
flown all over Europe to see our troops. 
 He was on the verge of being promoted to 
major but he felt that after six and a half years he 
wanted to return home and take up his life as a 
civilian, and so was discharged with the rank of 
captain. 
 Hank survived but wasn’t the only cousin, 
to my knowledge, that received a medal for 
bravery in WW II.  Paul Kristan received the 
Silver Star with one Oak-Leaf Cluster.  
Unfortunately Paul was killed in action on 
November 19, 1944 and is buried in Henri-
Chapelle, Belgium. 

For years so many of our immediate and 
extended family have served bravely in all our 
wars but this story is only about two brave cousins who received medals for their bravery 
in WW II.  Hank made it out and Paul did not, but I was told the people of Belgium are 
eternally grateful for those who saved their country. 
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