“All Because of One Man’s Generosity” — Living by Grace
By David H. Hatch, Pastor

“Saukville—First Lt. Miles Rudolph, Thunderbolt fighter pilot is reported missing... over
Germany since December 23 [1944].”

Theink dried on this Saukville, Wisconsin
newspaper story 63 years ago this
December, but there were certainly wet eyes
at the family home for weeks to follow.
When a serviceman goes “Missingin
Action”, no one knows for sometime, if
ever, what became of them. Families cling to
hope, prod for information, they seek
answers, and they bargain and pray for the
life and well being of their loved one.
“When was he seen last, who was with him,
isthere any chancethat heisalive, ishea
prisoner of war, was he injured?’

A scarce few MIAs get to come home and
tell their story, and when they do, everyone
listens. Now we can. Pull up achair, find
some quiet time. It'sour turnto listeninto
the story of an MIA saved by grace.

What adelightful couple they are, Doris and
Miles Rudolf. You will see Milesfaithfully
dropping Doris off for worship, usualy on

Figure 1- MilesRudolf MIA newspaper article 1 hursday evenings. Milesis an active
member at Saint Philips Roman Catholic

Parish in Green Bay, Wisconsin. Together now for 60 plus years of marriage, they have
seen their share of life' strail and the Lord’s grace.

Asthis story is unfolding, we are sitting at the dining room tablein Miles’ and Doris
home. Thereis coffeein this writer’s mug and one bite out of afresh cinnamon roll. The
pen is busy asthe narrative is told.

Let’sroll back the film of their life stories, oh, 60+ years, shall we? Mileswas born and
raised in the Saukville area, Doris in the Antigo territory. The American family was still
wobbling and trying to catch it’s balance during the late thirties in recovery from the
Great Depression. Rations were common place; jobs were hard to come by. Thewar in
Europe was mercilessly steamrolling across international borders.



Figure2 - Milesin atrainer

Y oung Miles Rudolf, of
industrious German descent,
was hunting down work like
ahound after an illusive fox
with one certain catch at the
end of the day, the United
States Army Air Corp. He
was just 19 when he entered,
starting off as an aviation
mechanic, borrowing on the
skills he had learned from his
dad while working on
Wisconsin farm equipment.
Miles two brothers also
entered the service; al three

would face formidable
enemies on battlegrounds

and on the high seas around the world in this world war.

Miles told of the series of aircraft he
learned to fly in progressive steps,

advancing his skills to where he would

sitinaP-47D* Republic Thunderbolt,

eventually logging 81 missions against

aworld enemy.

Figure4 - Miles WWII ID card and logbook

Figure3- P-47D

In the days before D-Day, Miles sat in a briefing
tent in England. Directly in front of him stood a
giant of alegend, General George S. Patton.
Miles recalls those pearl handled side armsin
Patton’ s belt holsters and the rough verbiage the
general used to describe what he would expect of
these pilots, once they arrived in the mainland
and began their ground attack against the
Germans. Miles describes General Patton as,
likeable, confident and speaking with an
authoritative voice as he passed out descriptive
orders.



Miles and the other pilots would be close to the front line in France, making close range
dive-bombing missions into German occupied territory, taking out various targets
including bridges, supply depots, factories, enemy outposts, making train-busting
missions and the like. These were dangerous missions! Milestells of the German supply
trains having what appeared to be passenger cars behind the engine, masking sliding
roofs that contained anti-aircraft guns beneath them. Scoring a hit was risky business!

Figure5 - Bomb similar to the onethat failed beneath Miles P-47

Figure 6 - WWI11 aviator flight gear

Two days before Christmas
in 1944, during the Battle
of Bulge asthe Allieswere
trying to push the enemy
line, Miles climbed in his
Thunderbolt for his 81st
bombing mission. This day
would be different than all
the others! The routine was
for the Thunderbolt to carry
three bombs, and to release
all of them at once on the
intended target. Flying with
awingman, Miles dove-in
for histarget behind the
line. With the P-47’ s ability
to dive at over 500mph,
flying this machine was not
for the faint of heart.

He released his bombs to his target, pulled up, and his
wingman gave Miles some disheartening news... one
of his bombs did not release, worse, it was hanging
down, suspended by one of the two hangers, leaving
the bomb dangling precariously from the belly of the
aircraft. If Miles could not release it, he could not land
the airplane without an explosion!

From the 360 degree view of the P-47D’ s bubble-top
canopy, Miles could see enemy planes overhead, but
confident in his craft’s speed and his skill, Miles
climbed for altitude and went down for a second
attempt at the target, hoping to release the bomb on the

second run. Little did he know it, but there was a
German Focke-Wulf FW-190 on histail!



Figure7 - German Focke-Wulf FW-190in a dive

Miles put the stick
forward for the
diveto thetarget.
Somewherein the
descent he took a
hit, a“Kaboom”
he describes, and
with that his
normal 500mph
dive was slowed
down to maybe
350 mph.

The hit from the trailing German plane taking out a pin in hislanding gear, and at |east
one of the wheels was down, dragging his airspeed. Soon Miles and the German plane
were dog-fighting on the deck (near the ground). Another hit took out his instrument
panel, and another incoming shell rammed a metal plug through the aircraft’ s armament
into Miles' shoulder and neck. He was bleeding and flying by the seat of his pants!

AsMilesdescribesit, “I
was like a wounded rabbit
being chased by afast
wolf!” Now down at about
200 feet over ground,
everything was against
him, he could not land with
adangling bomb, he could
not parachute as he was too
close to the ground, and he
could not outrun the enemy
for he was way too slow. It
appeared his day was over
and thiswould be his last
mission, maybe the last
moments of hislifel

Fiaure 8 - Cocknit of a P-47D



Figure9 - German Focke-Wulf FW-190

The German pilot on Miles tail would find it irresistible not to make another deadly
score in hislogbook, taking that pilot ever closer to being an Ace! It was check-mate for
Miles Rudolf! Certainly the enemy plane would register the “Kill” on the built-in
cameras that rolled with the machine guns.

The Americans would blast the
enemy out of the sky in this
situation, and so would the
Germans. No mercy! “99 out of 100
pilots would shoot you down in that
situation”, said Miles.
And then a stroke of genius, with
milliseconds to spare before the
chase pilot would open his cannon
on him, while speeding over open
ground, Milesreports, “I slid back
my bubble canopy, pulled down my
oxygen mask and tore off my
leather helmet. | waved that helmet
Figure 10 - German Focke-Wulf FW-190 cockpit in the air above my canopy,
offering my surrender to the wolf on my tail, and | just trusted God.” Just asa
surrendering soldier would do on the ground in lifting hisrifle over his head, that’s what
Milesdid!!

What would happen next?

With the Focke-Wulf FW-190** aside of him, its pilot clearing having mercy on him,
Miles climbed up to 1500 feet, a safe parachute altitude. As Miles said, “ There were two
good Germans up there that day!” Rolling his P-47D on its side, Miles bailed out! But the
excitement was not over!



When Miles bailed out, and as he was
crawling out of the cockpit into the
open air, hisfoot got caught in the
canopy track, he was dangling in
midair attached to a doomed aircraft!
He managed to free hisfoot, only to be
released and slam into the horizontal
stabilizer at the tail of the airplane
injuring his back (an injury that
remainsto this day).

Figure 11 - Open canopy of a P-47D _ )
He pulled his parachute’ s ripcord, but

nothing happened. He let that cord go, slipping through his fingers, “What next?’ he
thought! Milliseconds |ater the chute opened and Miles was on a breezy suspended silk
ride down behind enemy lines! “Whiz, whiz”, was the sound Miles described, retelling
what he heard as he floated to the soil below! The Germans on the ground were shooting
at him! “The one that gets you is the one you never hear”, he said to me, as | took the
final sip of my morning coffee at his dining room table. “They missed me,” Miles said,
“but when | got to the ground | was rushed by German ground troops, soldiers who
wanted to kill me on site!” A German officer came over and stopped them, shouting,
“Fragen sie ab, fragen sie ab!”, (“Interrogate, interrogate”). Again, Miles' lifewas
spared!

After his capture, while
on atrain bound for a
prisoner of war camp,
Miles reports looking out
the side of therailcar and
noting that he wasin the
midst of a Nazi supply
depot! Hewasin the
middle of the very sort of
target he and his friends
would seek out as a
target! Herecalls seeing
Figure 12 - B-17 dropping it's payload scores of German tanks
and other equipment
surrounding him. Just then his ears caught trouble in the sky overhead, seeing a B-17
bomber dropping its bombs off in the distance, missing the very target Mileswas in the
midst of! Was this an accidental bomb drop, or perhaps the wind had blown them off
course? Again, hislife was spared!



Miles spent the next five monthsin a Nazi
prisoner of war camp until he and his
comrades were freed by the Russians. He
has a footlocker full of stories. God
preserved hislife!

Fiaure 13 - Notethe nen that survived Miles's

When asked what God
saved him for, Miles was
full of humility. His
attention quickly went to
hiswife, Doris. Miles and
Doris married sixty years
agoin May. They met at a
dancein Fredonia. A
relative had given Doris a
sketch of the perfect man
for her... littledid Doris
know, but at the time, that
man was behind enemy
linesin a POW camp! They
met after Miles returned

home. Figure 14 - Milesand Dorisin their Green Bay home

They have been blessed with grown children and grandchildren. When asked about his
medalsin the wall display casein their living room, Miles said, “Doris is the one who
deserves al the medals.”

* Republic P-47D: One Pratt and Whitney R-2800-59 Double Wasp e ghteen-cylinder
air-cooled radial, war emergency power of 2535 hp. Maximum speed was 429 mph at
30,000 feet, 406 mph at 20,000 feet, 375 mph at 10,000 feet, 350 mph at sealevel. Initia
climb rate was 2780 feet per minute. Climb rate at 30,000 feet was 1575 feet per minute.
Service ceiling was 40,000 feet, and range was 950 miles at 10,000 feet. Range with
maximum external fuel was 1800 miles at 10,000 feet at 195 mph. Weights were 10,700
pounds empty, 14,600 pounds normal loaded, and 17,500 pounds maximum. Dimensions
were wingspan 40 feet 9 3/8 inches, length 36 feet 1 3/4 inches, height 14 feet 7 inches,
and wing area 300 square feet.

** German Focke-Wulf FW-190

Genera characteristics: « Crew: 1 ¢ Length: 10.20 m (33 ft 5 1/2 in) « Wingspan: 10.50 m
(34ft5in) e Height: 3.35 m (11 ft 0in) « Wing area: 18.30 m? (196.99 ft?) « Empty
weight: 3,490 kg (7,694 |b) « Loaded weight: 4,350 kg (9,590 |b) « Max takeoff weight:



4,840 kg (10,670 Ib) » Powerplant: 1x Junkers Jumo 213A-1 12-cylinder inverted-Vee
piston engine, 1,287 kW, 1,544 kW with boost (1,750 hp / 2,100 hp) - Performance

» Maximum speed: 685 km/h at 6,600 m, 710 km/h at 11,300 m (426 mph at 21,655 ft /
440 mph at 37,000 ft) « Range: 835 km (519 mi) « Service ceiling: 12,000 m (39,370 ft)
* Rate of climb: 17 m/s (3,300 feet/min) « Wing loading: 238 kg/m? (48.7 |b/ft?)
 Power/mass: 0.30 - 0.35 kw/kg (0.18 - 0.21 hp/lb) Armament ¢ 2x 13 mm MG 131
machine guns* 2x 20 mm MG 151 cannons ¢ 1x 500 kg (1,102 |b) SC500 bomb



