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HEARTBREAKING NEWS

On July 28, 1944, General Patton was given control of the troops of the
Third Army then on the Continent of Europe.

The First Army had begun its St. Ld push on July 26. Gaining in
momentum in the succeeding days, it came to a climax when General Patton
exploded his Third Army onto the Brittany Peninsula on August 1.

In two weeks, troops of the Third Army had driven the fleeing Germans
into the ports of Lorient and Brest and had cleared the Loire River to Angers.
The drive of the Third Army to the east had bypassed Paris and had reached
Reims, Verdun, and Commercy.

By the end of August, the Germans were on the run. At this point, General
Patton presented his case for a rapid advance to the east for the purpose of
cutting the Siegfried Line before it could be manned. Bradley was very
sympathetic, but SHAEF, Supreme Headquarters, Allied Expeditionary Force,
did not concur.

All supplies—both gasoline and ammunition— were to be thrown into the
First Army’s move north so Patton’s Third Army had no gas with which to
move; he was heartbroken.

“It was my opinion then that this was the momentous error of the war.”

—General George S. Patton
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“My sword 1 give to him that shall succeed me in my pilgrimage, and my
courage and skill to him that can get it. My works and scars | carry with me, to
be a witness for me that | have fought His battles who now will be my rewarder

So he passed over and all the trumpets sounded for him on the other side.

PILGRIM’S PROGRESS
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INTRODUCTION

General George S. Patton, Jr., kept a full diary from July, 1942, until Dec.
5, 1945, four days before his fatal accident. His entries sometimes were made
while the froth and emotion of battle were still upon him. They are always
candid, frequently critical, and occasionally caustic, though they never are
savage in the sense that they damn everybody who did not agree with him. The
spirit of the diary is that of a commander who believed that a continuous bold
offensive would end the war before the snow fell on the Ardennes in the winter
of 1944-45. Every obstacle to such an offensive had to be overcome; every
leader who opposed it must be challenged to show why the drive would not
succeed; silence or dissent appeared in Patton’s eyes as overcaution or
concession to Allies.

This dominant tone of General Patton’s diary is so unmistakable and so
clearly patriotic that it will not be misunderstood by historians; but because
General Patton used words as he employed fire—to get decisive results quickly
—he said many things in his diary that would hurt the feelings of individuals
whose devotion and ability he would be quick to acknowledge. The diary
includes more than one reference to leaders whom Patton himself criticized
sharply and, as he thought, justly; but when those same individuals were treated
unfairly or were blamed by others where Patton considered them correct in their
action, he instantly became their defender. All this will be plain when time gives
perspective. For the present, those military writers whom Mrs. Patton has
consulted about the publication of the diary of 1942-45 agree with her that it
should be withheld from publication.

This decision might be disservice to the study of the West-European
campaign of 1944-45 if General Patton had not written War I Knew He
undertook this small book after the close of hostilities and he drew heavily from
the diary for detail. Some pages of the narrative are almost verbatim the text of
the diary, with personal references toned down or eliminated. Because the
General himself had made extracts from the diary, the possibility of
incorporating other parts of it in this volume had to be considered. This applied
particularly to the account of the Battle of the Bulge, which is treated much more
fully in the diary than in this text. Experiment showed that the inclusion of
expurgated diary-entries might mislead the reader, and that printing those items
in full would be doing what General Patton apparently had decided not to do
when, with the diary on his desk, he wrote War As I Knew It.



The text as here printed is, then, precisely as it came from the General’s
swift pen with the single elimination of a criticism of one officer who, if he
erred, most splendidly atoned. That incident was of no large importance in
relation to the operations of the Third Army, and of none whatever in its effect
on the campaign. For the rest, assurance may be given that, so far as somewhat
careful comparison of the two documents has disclosed, the diary contains
nothing of significance, with respect to the planning and the execution of the
campaign, that is not summarized by the General in this volume. The reader
loses only the strong flavor of the diary; the student may be confident that when
the day-by-day is printed, it will not refute any sound conclusion based on this
narrative. Something in addition may be learned from the diary by future
soldiers concerning the morale of the Third Army. The vital subject of integrated
command may be illustrated by other entries. Meantime, national defense loses
no lesson that Patton thought America might learn from his experience. It is
gratifying to be able to state this and thereby to justify withholding the diary
itself at a time when Patton’s forthright criticism of individuals might offend
their sensibilities without contributing to military security.

General Patton had unfailing humor, soldierly-sharp powers of observation
and interest that ranged from horses and yachts to archaeology and ethnology.
He wrote with judgment and enthusiasm of much that he saw and he was most
delightfully himself in his letters. These papers fall into two groups—those that
were meant for the eyes of Mrs. Patton only, and those she quite properly had
called “open letters,” which she was free to show the General’s friends. By good
chance, some of the most charming of the “open letters” relate to the period of
operations which General Patton covered lightly, or not at all in War As I Knew
It. To introduce the man who appears in Normandy, it has seemed appropriate to
publish the letters that relate to the campaign in Africa and in Sicily. These are
not, strictly speaking, military papers, but they have interest in themselves
besides showing what manner of man George Patton was.

Including these letters, War As I Knew It represents a type of early narrative
—one might say of provisional narrative—that had a place in the historiography
of the Second World War. TTie present book corresponds, for example, to the
memoirs that Jubal A. Early, John B. Hodd, Richard Taylor, and Joseph E.
Johnston issued a few years after the collapse of the Southern Confederacy, with
the happy difference that Patton had no defeat to excuse, no grievance to vent.
Those early Confederate books were undocumented and in some particulars
inaccurate but they have great historical value because they were written while
some of the impressions of war were fresh.

About 1960 Americans may expect more deliberate works of a character



similar to the memoirs of Grant, of Sherman, and of Sheridan. Some of those
future volumes will be more accurate historically than the military
autobiographies issued immediately after the war. Gain in this respect may be
offset by the failures of memory and by the treacherous and ineradicable impulse
of a certain type of mind to read into the planning of military operations a
purpose that could not have been foreseen. After 1965 or 1970 glamor will begin
to envelop memoirs. Few will be valuable; most of them will deceive more than
they will enlighten.

By that time, it should be possible to write measurable accurate biographies
of the leading figures of the war. The official source material for those “lives” is
so vast that if only the more important army reports of the Second World War
were printed, they would fill, it is estimated, 1000 volumes of the size of the
Official Records of the Union and Confederate Armies. As no comprehensive
publication of the reports of 1941-45 is contemplated, some documents of value
may be lost and not be recovered again within the next twenty-five or thirty
years. In spite of this, the picture of the leaders will be clear enough in two or
three decades for the biographer to undertake his task. It is to be hoped that
General Patton will be among the first to attract a competent biographer and that
others will leave him alone. He was a man to win, to intrigue, and sometimes to
enrage his fellow-commanders. Always he fulfilled the Napoleonic mandate of
supplying by picturesque conduct the causerie de bivouac that makes soldiers
swear at their commander and then swear by him. In the larger qualities of
leadership, Patton’s daring reminds one of “Stonewall” Jackson. His
determination to push straight to the Rhine of course recalls Sherman’s march to
the sea. Patton was cast in the mold of great American soldiers; his personal
papers are among the fullest left by an American General. He will be an ideal
subject for a great biography.

DoucLas SoutHALL FREEMAN Westbourne, Richmond, Virginia, July
26,1947



PART ONE

OPEN LETTERS FROM AFRICA AND
SICILY






OPERATION “TORCH”

Although the material that follows on the African Campaign has little to do
with the actual fighting, because of the restriction imposed by censorship at the
time it was written, a brief summary of the military campaign will perhaps prove
useful to orient the reader.

On November 8, 1942, three task forces, of which Western Task Force was

one, landed on the north coast of Africa.! Its ground forces were commanded by
Major General Patton and its headquarters were based on an Army table of
organization, to be designated Fifth Army Headquarters dfter landing. A
Western Task Force was composed of three task units: the northern, under
Major General Lucien K. Truscott, landing at Port Lyautey; the central, under
Major General Jonathan W. Anderson,

Ahe following story was told me by the Public Relations Officer of the War
Department, Major General A. D. Surles. On the evening of November 7, 1942,
his office was invaded by the press. They begged for news; some even
threatened the officer in charge. Finally, one said. “Come on, boys, let’s go to
the White House; they’re always good to us there,” and the newsmen left the
office in a body.

Mr. Stephen Early, the President’s secretary, met them at the door of the
White House office with his usual cordiality, invited them in, and urged them to
be seated. When he had done the honors, he excused himself, saying, “I’ll be
back in a minute.” Fifteen minutes went by; then half an hour, and the press
began to wonder. Someone tried the door, They were locked in.

At last, Mr. Early came in, waving a dispatch. “It’s all over boys!” he
shouted. “Our troops have landed. Turn on the radio.” B. A. P.

Subsequent orders changed this.

landing at Fedhala;! and the southern, under Major General Ernest A.
Harmon, landing at Safi. The Army air elements were commanded by Brigadier
General John K. Cannon. The task force consisted of about thirty-two thousand
men. The armada was under the command of Admiral H. K. Hewitt until such
time as the ground and air forces should be firmly established ashore. The
Admiral zigzagged his convoy of approximately one hundred vessels across the
Atlantic for fourteen days without incident, and assisted in the landings with



bold support and tireless effort on the part of his entire personnel.

The landings were a complete surprise to the French, and the fighting, as
evinced by the casualties, was severe. The French Navy, both at sea and on land,
fought viciously and heroically to the end.

On November 11, as ground troops were alerted and the planes were over
the target, the French signaled “Enough,” thus missing by minutes She probable
destruction of Casablanca, which was only stopped by a miracle of
communication.

The peace was signed at Fedhala that afternoon, and General Patton
toasted the heroic dead of both nations with the wish that they fight side by side
to the destruction of the Nazis.

Rehabilitation of the harbor, roads, and railroads was started at once, and
within two weeks American units were training the French in modern weapons
of war.

Early in March, 1943, General Patton was ordered to Tunisia to command
the II Corps, which had suffered a serious setback at Kasserine Pass. This corps
was a part of the Eighteenth Army Group, under General Sir Harold Alexander.
The purpose of the operation was to assist the advance of the British Eighth
Army, under General Montgomery, by threatening General Rommel's rear in the
vicinity of Gafsa. Late in April, Major General Omar N. Bradley took over the I1
Corps and General Patton returned to his interrupted work of planning the
invasion of Sicily.

P.D.H.
General Patton landed at Fedhala.

North Africa

October 29,1942

I am sending this back by Captain Gordon Hutchins of this ship, the
Augusta. By the time it reaches home, everything that has happened will be in
the papers. We left Norfolk at 8:10 a.m. of the twenty-fourth and the sortie was
remarkable for its orderly, and apparently faultless, efficiency. We moved in
column through the mine fields and out the swept and buoyed channel, where we
joined a line of five columns with the Augusta leading.

November 2



This mess is the best I have ever seen. I fear I shall get fat. I take lots of
exercise each morning, including chinning myself and running in place four
hundred and eighty steps (one quarter mile) in my cabin. In the morning, at
battle stations, we put on rubber belts and tin hats, but as my battle station is my
cabin, I don’t have to hurry. Then I go up on the flag bridge till it gets light and
then have breakfast. Just finished reading the Koran—a good book and
interesting.

Have been giving everyone a simplified directive of war. Use steamroller
strategy; that is, make up your mind on course and direction of action, and stick
to it. But in tactics, do not steamroller. Attack weakness. Hold them by the nose
and kick them in the pants.

November 6

In forty hours I shall be in battle, with little information, and on the spur of
the moment will have to make most momentous decisions, but I believe that
one’s spirit enlarges with responsibility and that, with God’s help, I shall make
them and make them right. It seems that my whole life has been pointed to this
moment. When this job is done, I presume I will be pointed to the next step in
the ladder of destiny. If I do my full duty, the rest will take care of itself.

November 8

Last night I went to bed, dressed, and slept from 10:30. This was hard to do.
I went on deck at 2 and saw the Fedhala and Casablanca lights burning, also

shore lights. Sea dead calm—no swell. God is with us.!

We have had a great day so far and have been in a naval battle since eight.
At 7:15, six enemy destroyers came out of Casablanca; two were on fire. All
ships in range opened on them and they went back. The Massachusetts had been
shelling the Jean Bart for about thirty minutes. I was going ashore at eight and
my boat was on the davits with all our things, including my white pistols. I sent
an orderly to get them, and at that moment a light cruiser and two big destroyers
came out of Casablanca, tearing up the coast close to shore, to try and get our
transports. The Augusta speeded up to twenty knots and opened fire. The first
blast from the turret blew our landing boat to hell, and we lost everything except
my pistols. At about 8:20, enemy bombers attacked the transports and the
Augusta went to protect them. Then we went back into the fight with the French
ships, and fired hard for about three hours. I was on the main deck when a shell



hit so close it splashed water all over me, and later, on the bridge, one hit even
closer, but I was too high to get wet. It was hazy and the enemy used smoke
well. T could just see them and make out our splashes with our ships all firing
like hell and going in big zigzags and curves to keep the enemy from our subs.

Admiral Hall, Chief of Staff to Admiral Hewitt, my Chief of Staff, Colonel
Gay, Colonels Johnson and Ely, on the Staff of the Amphibious Landing Force,
Atlantic Fleet, my Aides, Jenson and Stiller, and Sergeant Meeks and I went
ashore at 12:42, and as our boat left the ship, the sailors leaned over the rail and
cheered. We hit the beach at 13:20, getting very wet in the surf. There was still
quite a fight going on, but I had no bullets.

Harmon took Safi before dawn, though we did not get the news until noon.

Anderson had both rivers and the high ground by noon and captured eight
of the German Armistice Commission. They only heard of the landing at six, so
it was a complete surprise.

While we were still in Washington, Colonel W. H. Wilbur volunteered to
go to Casablanca to demand the surrender. He landed in the first wave and drove
to Casablanca in the dark with a white flag. He was shot at several times en
route, but at Casablanca the French honored his flag, although they declined to
surrender.

‘When Operation “Torch” was being planned, it was ascertained from local knowledge that there are
only twelve days of the entire year when a landing is even possible.

November 11

I decided to attack Casablanca this day with the 3rd Division and one tank
battalion. It took some nerve, as both Truscott and Harmon seemed in a bad way,
but I felt we should maintain the initiative. Then Admiral Hall came ashore to
arrange for naval gunfire and air support and brought fine news. Truscott has
taken the airfield at Port Lyautey and there are forty-two P-40’s on it. Harmon is
marching on Casablanca.

Anderson wanted to attack at dawn, but I made it 7:30, as I wanted no
mistakes in the dark. At 4:30 this morning, a French officer came to say that the
forces at Rabat had ceased firing, and all the Staff wanted to call off the attack.
However, I said it must go on. I remembered 1918, when we stopped too soon. I
sent the French officer to Casablanca to tell Admiral Michelier, in command at
Casablanca, that if he did not want to be destroyed, he had better quit at once, as



I was going to attack—I did not say when. I then sent word to Admiral Hewitt
that if at the last minute the French quit, I would radio “cease firing.” That was
at 5:30. At 6:40 the enemy quit. It was a near thing, for the bombers were over
their targets and the battleships were in position to fire. I ordered Anderson to
move into the town, and if anyone stopped him, to attack. No one stopped him,
but the hours from 7:30 to 11 were the longest in my life so far.
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At 2 o’clock, Admiral Michelier and General Nogu&s came to treat for
terms. I opened the conference by congratulating the French on their gallantry
and closed it with champagne and toasts. I also gave them a guard of honor—no
use kicking a man when he’s down.

Nogues and I are calling on the Sultan in a day or two.

Visit of the Commanding General and Staff to General Nogues and the
Sultan of Morocco



HEADQUARTERS WESTERN TASK FORCE
November 16,1942

We left Casablanca, a city which combines Hollywood and the Bible, at
9:45, and proceeded towards Rabat. The country after passing Fedhala is the
finest tank country I have ever seen, being rolling and open with here and there
stone farms which would make infantry strongpoints, but would be useless
against the 105 mm. gun.

105 mm. Howitzer

The country in general is reminiscent of the Kona coast of Hawaii. The
trees are identical, and the sea is the same startling blue. We passed large flocks
of sheep and herds of cattle, all of them of nondescript breeds. All the road and

railway bridges were guarded by a type of Moroccan irregular called “Goons”L
—at least that is how it sounds. They are dressed in a black-and-white striped



bathrobe, with a turban which was, some years ago, probably white, and are
equipped with very ancient rifles and bayonets.

After passing Fedhala, the power of the Navy-Air arm was frequently
evinced by destroyed trucks and armored cars which littered the road. On

reaching Rabat, General Harmon? had provided an escort for me consisting of

scout cars and tanks. However, I felt that to arrive at General Nogues’3
Residency with such a force would appear boastful on my part, so I dismissed
them.

Upon reaching the Residency, we were met by a battalion of Moroccan
cavalry, only the officers mounted. Also, the bodyguard of the Governor
General, who are Moroccans, dressed in white uniform with red leather
equipment. The pistol and cartridge pouch was fastened in the middle of the
stomach with cross-belts.

Both guards were very impressive, and each had its own field music,
consisting of French trumpets, drums, and a brass umbrella with bells around the
edge which continually rotated during the playing of the ruffles and flourishes.

We inspected both guards and complimented the French officers,
commending them on their appearance, which was truly soldierly in the 1914
meaning of the word. It was rather pathetic to think that one of the light tanks in
the escort which I had turned down could have easily destroyed all of the
splendid creatures standing at salute.

The Residency is a beautiful marble structure, built on the lines of the

Alhambra, by Marshal Lyautey,! and I could well see why General Nogues did
not want to leave it. He received us very cordially, and we talked for about
twenty minutes, when it was time to proceed to the palace of the Sultan.

The palace grounds, which comprise several hundred acres, are surrounded
by a wall some twenty feet high, alleged to have been built in 1300. This I
seriously doubt, although it is certainly very old.

After passing through the wall, we went for about half a mile through the
native huts, which apparently housed the retainers and their very numerous
progeny. The palace itself is a tremendous three-story white building of Moorish
architecture, which you enter through a gate just wide enough to permit the
passing of an auto.

Inside, the palace guards, composed of black troops dressed in red coats,
red bloomers, and white gaiters, and armed with rifles, were drawn up
completely around the square. I should think at least four hundred men were
present.

We dismounted, and another field music, equipped with drums, cymbals,



horns, and the metal umbrella, played with great abandon.

On the left side of the gate as you entered was the green flag of the Faithful.
It is made of velvet, has a gold border, and certain Arabic words in the center.
Having passed through this second gate, we came into the Old Testament, a
large court which was completely encircled by men dressed in white Biblical
costumes. Here the Grand Vizier, or so I took him to be, met us. He was dressed
in a white robe with a hood and wore underneath it a silk headdress embroidered
in gold. He had the most enormous set of gold inlaid teeth I ever saw, and a
scraggly beard. He told us that the Sultan had graciously consented to receive us,
which, in view of the preparations, was already evident.

We mounted three flights of stairs, and on reaching the top, our guide
removed his shoes. We then entered a long room with the twelve apostles and
some reserves along the left side, and on the right side were a large number of
gold chairs, Louis XTV model.

!Marshal Lyautey, 1854-1934.

The floor was covered with the thickest and most beautiful rugs I have ever
seen. At the end of the room on a raised platform sat the Sultan, who is a very
handsome young man, extremely fragile, and with a highly sensitive face.

When you first enter, you halt and bow from the hips. You advance halfway
up the room and repeat the operation. You then advance to the edge of the
platform and bow a third time. The Sultan got up and shook hands with me and
with General Nogues, and we all sat down.

The Sultan, talking in Arabic, although he has a perfect command of
French, told the Grand Vizier to tell me in French how glad he was to see me. I
then talked to him through two interpreters, expressing my contentment that his
people and the French and ourselves were again reunited, and assured him that
our one desire was to unite with his people and the French in making common
head against the enemy. It was very amusing to see that he could understand the
French conversation perfectly, but had to wait to have it translated into Arabic
because his dignity did not permit him to admit that he knew a foreign language.

When the initial conversation had terminated, he informed me that, since
we were in Mohammedan country, he hoped the American soldier would show
proper respect for Mohammedan institutions. I told him that such an order had
been issued in forceful language prior to our departure from the United States
and would be enforced. I further stated that since in all armies, including the
American Army, there might be some foolish persons, I hoped that he would
report to me any incidents of sacrilege which some individual soldier might
commit. He replied that no such incidents would happen, but that if they did, he



would bring them to my attention through General Nogues.

I finished by complimenting him on the beauty of his country, the discipline
of his citizens, and the splendid-looking cities. We then rose, he got off his
throne and shook hands and invited me to come on Wednesday to a tea,
celebrating his ascension to the throne. It had been originally intended for me to
visit him on that day, but I had informed General Nogues that, since I
represented the President of the United States and the Commanding General of
the Allied Forces, it would be inappropriate for me to come to an audience. His
inviting me to the audience indicated clearly that he appreciated my position.

When this conversation was finished, we met the twelve wise men and their
reserves, about sixteen in all. They were the Pashas of the various provinces and
cities of Morocco. Apparently a Pasha is a lifetime job, the senior member being
ninety-two years old; the junior, I should think, was about seventy. They were all
dressed in white and in their stocking feet, and were a most distinguished-
looking group of men, evidently habituated to command.

We then left the palace and were again saluted by the Red Guards. We
proceeded to General Nogues’ Residency, where we were entertained by
Madame Nogues and her niece, and treated to a most sumptuous lunch in the
best taste. General Nogues impressed on me that at no time during the German
occupancy had any German occupied his house or sat at his table.

After a short conversation at the end of the meal, we left, reaching
Casablanca at three o’clock.

The Sultan’s Anniversary



HEADQUARTERS WESTERN TASK FORCE
November 22,1942

The second visit to the Sultan was similar to the first, except that we had an
escort of a squadron of cavalry from the Residency to the palace. The men were
mounted on white stallions, with white capes and blue hoods thrown back, white
turbans, red coats with brass buttons and brass frogs. Three officers rode with us,
one on each side and one behind the car. The mounted trumpeters played during
the whole course of the ride.

On reaching the palace, a whole regiment of cavalry was drawn up. One
squadron was equipped with lances. This regiment and the escort had the finest
mounts I ever saw. Inside the outer courtyard, we had the Black Guard, which
consists of huge Senegalese, with red coats and red fezes, red leather equipment,
and white spats. We also had a band similarly accoutered, which played the
Moroccan national air and the Marseillaise.

We were met by the Grand Vizier, or Mufti, who took us into the inner
court, where two very old gentlemen with staves, as in Biblical plays, preceded
us. Each of these men had some sort of cartridge box tied around his stem and
was also armed with a very long curved scimitar in a red leather scabbard.

The throne-room and the vestibule outside were crowded with chiefs: the
farther away from the throne, the lesser the chief. The high chiefs, who were
arranged on the left as one approaches the throne, were very fine-looking men,
and all of them quite old and quite large.

The Sultan was accompanied by the Prince Imperial, one of his sons, about
fourteen years old. The Prince Imperial sat in the first chair, Nogufes in the
second, and I in the third. On the previous visit, I had sat in the first and Nogues
in the second, but this arrangement was quite proper. General Nogufes then read
a long prepared oration in French, which was translated into Arabic by the Grand
Vizier, who already had a copy of it in his possession. He then very solemnly
presented the Sultan with his—the Sultan’s reply—neatly written in Arabic
longhand, which the Sultan read and which the Grand Vizier translated into
French from a paper he already held in his hand.

While this was going on, I became more and more impressed with the fact
that the United States was playing too small a role, so when Nogufs stopped
speaking and stepped from the front of the throne, I stepped out without asking
anyone’s permission and spoke, as nearly as I can remember, as follows:

Your Majesty, as a representative of the great President of the
United States, and as the commander of a huge military force in



Morocco, I wish to present the compliments of the United States on
this occasion, the fifteenth anniversary of your ascension to the throne
of your ancestors, and I wish to assure you that so long as Your
Majesty’s country, in co-operation with the French Government of
Morocco, co-operates with us and facilitates our efforts, we are sure,
with the help of God, to achieve certain victory against our common
enemy, the Nazis.

I am convinced that Your Majesty and the French Government of
Morocco share this opinion. So long as we are in accord on this point,
we have only the brightest future to look forward to. I am impelled to
the belief in this mutual accord when I remember that one of Your
Majesty’s great predecessors presented to our famous President,
George Washington, the buildings now occupied by the American
Mission at Tangiers, and when I also remember that since the days of
the great Washington, the accord and friendship with the French has
been equally profound.

I wish to take this occasion to compliment Your Majesty on the
intelligent co-operation which his subjects have accorded to the
Americans and also to express again my profound appreciation of the
excellent bearing and splendid discipline of Your Majesty’s soldiers.

One point of interest about the Sultan is that he is supposed to wear a beard
but prefers to go cleanshaven, with the result that he gets by by using either hand
clippers or a razor, and has a beard not over a thirty-second of an inch long. His
mustache is equally abbreviated. He is also not supposed to wear European
clothes, but has been seen by some of our officers and numerous French officers
riding about the country on horseback, unattended, in English riding clothes. I
am certain he speaks French and almost certain he speaks English. In fact, I have
heard a rumor that he was graduated from Oxford under an assumed name.

The tea on the afternoon of the ascension celebration was attended by
nearly everybody of any importance. As I was unable to go, I asked General
Harmon to attend for me. During the tea some screams were heard followed by
two shots. The Sultan excused himself and walked out with great dignity and
after a while returned. General Nogues asked him what happened. He said that
one of the panthers in the museum had made a very beautiful leap of twenty feet
and had gone through a hole and started to eat up one of the ladies of the harem,
but some of the guards had shot it. The lady was only cut on the throat, and it
made little difference, as she was not a wife, but a concubine. With this slight
interruption the tea went on.



The old kashas or forts are very interesting and really quite formidable
obstacles. There are a good many of them in the country, particularly in the
mountains. They have the Moorish type of crenelation, and have out-jutting
towers about every two hundred yards of front. Some of the walls are ten feet
thick.

Some of these forts are alleged to be of Roman origin, but as yet I have
never seen one that looked that old. The fort at Port Lyautey, which held out
against us for three days and was finally taken through the use of a self-propelled

105 mm. gun, blasting breaches through which the 2d Battalion, 60th Infantry,?
assaulted with grenades and bayonets, is a very tough proposition. It had resisted
six-inch naval fire, trench-mortar fire, and dive-bombers, and only yielded to the
ever-victorious doughboy with the rifle and grenade. I did not go too closely into
the question of who survived in the garrison, but doubt whether any of them did.
In such a close fight a soldier has no time to change his mind.

Owing to the fact that there is very little you can buy in Morocco, money
has ceased to have value, and it is very difficult to employ help. We are making
arrangements to sell the commodities which the Arabs mostly desire, namely:
sugar, tea, rice, coffee, and cloth at a low price to Arabs who work for us. We
will pay the Arabs in francs, and in this way rehabilitate the value of money.

This morning General Keyes? and I went to the Catholic Church, which was
very crowded and unquestionably contained a large number of widows of men
we had killed. Most of these people were quite young and dressed in black and
were weeping, but seemed to have no animosity against us.



Madame Hardion, the wife of the Minister for Civilian Affairs, explained
the situation by the fact that, after 1940, the French were so ashamed of
themselves that they had no pride, and the women were more ashamed than the
men; therefore, when we came they were delighted to fight with us in what she
termed was a friendly manner. Seeing that they certainly lost between two and
three thousand killed on shore, and at least five hundred killed at sea, while we
lost better than seven hundred ashore in killed and wounded, I do not think that it
was a very friendly sort of war. She insisted that it was, and that it had done a
great deal to raise the morale of the French people. Particularly was this true of
the French women, who formerly had been so disgusted with the men that they
would not live with them. In view of the number of children on the streets, I can
hardly credit this last statement.

So far I have only seen one drunken American soldier, and he was being
taken care of by two of his friends in a very creditable way. Our men have had a
hard time, because only on the twenty-first did we get kitchens ashore, and we
have no tentage except pup tents. However, they are in very good spirits, and the
health of the command remains excellent except for a little diarrhea which lasts
about a day and is, I believe, attributable to the water.

It is very interesting to note the change coming over the soldiers. When
they first got here, they were extremely sloppy, probably because of excessive



fatigue, but within the last two days our efforts at smartening them up have
borne fruit, and shortly, I believe, they will be a credit to any country.

In the fields the plowing is done with the most peculiar combinations of
animals. The peasants either use a horse and a camel, a burro and a camel, a bull
and a camel, or a bull and a horse. I am informed that they cannot use two
camels because they fight each other. Any animal hooked up with a camel
becomes disgusted and loses interest in life.

The French Army, particularly General Martin at Marrakech, has been
extremely friendly. General Martin has given two parties to officers of the 47th

Infantry! from Safi, and has invited me and any of my staff to come and stay
with him for an indefinite period. I am planning to visit him shortly.
During 1940, General Martin commanded the 67th Moroccan Division,

which was beaten. When General Anderson? called on him, he brought out the
flag of the division, which he no longer commands, and asked General Anderson
to remove the crepe with which it was decorated. This was to be done as a sign
that the shame of the division had been removed by the fighting which General
Martin had done against us. He then cut the crepe in two and gave half of it to
General Anderson. It was a very touching and, I believe, significant gesture.

It is of interest to note that, on the twentieth, we unloaded thirty thousand
men in thirteen hours, and since that time have been unloading supplies at the
rate of forty-seven tons an hour in spite of the very bad condition of the harbor.
The American Navy and the French Navy have done and are doing a splendid
job. This naturally also applies to our own Supply Section.

LColonel E. H. Randle.

Major General J. W. Anderson, 3d Infantry Division-

Requiem Mass, Honoring American and French Dead

Held at Casablanca



HEADQUARTERS WESTERN TASK FORCE

November 23 1942
General Keyes, Admiral Hall,! and T met General Nogu&s, Admiral

Michelier,” and some of his Staff at the Casablanca Residency at 8:45 A.M.
From there we proceeded with a police escort to the Cathedral of the Sacred
Heart. The streets were lined with French and American soldiers and military
police. The Cathedral was crowded to the doors.

The Bishop of Morocco, in full red robes, covered with a richly
embroidered surplice and wearing a foursided red cap, met us at the door and
conducted us to the front of the Cathedral. Here there were two biers: the
American on the right, covered with an American flag, and with a guard of six
American soldiers, and the French on the left, with a French flag and a similar
guard.

At the termination of the Mass, we followed the clergy out and entered our
cars. A rather incongruous feature to me was the fact that in front of the people,
when we entered and left, was a guard of Mohammedan cavalry on foot, armed
with sabres.

After waiting an hour in the Residency in order to give the people time to
walk to the cemetery, we proceeded to the cemetery, where there was a battalion
of American infantry and a battalion of French African infantry drawn up
outside of the gate, preceded by a group of people of the French Legion, a
counterpart of the American Legion. We walked about half a mile through the
cemetery and halted between two flagpoles, American on the right and French
on the left, each with the colors at the truck.

1'Rear Admiral John Hall, Chief of Staff to Admiral Kent Hewitt, later in command of the ports.
2Admiral Michelier, in command of the French Navy at Casablanca.

General Nogues and I then placed a huge wreath on a tablet
commemorating the heroic dead, and a red wreath was placed by the French
Legion. When this ceremony was completed, the French band played our
equivalent of Taps during which the flag was half-masted. Following this, they
played the Marseillaise and the flag was run up to the truck. Our band then
played Taps and the flag was half-masted. Following this, our band played the
Star-Spangled Banner and the flag was run up to the truck.

We then inspected the graves, American and French, stopping in the middle
of each group of graves to salute. We were followed by a large crowd of people
—several thousand, I should think.



Each grave was properly marked with a cross, and in the case of our dead, a
dogtag was on the cross. The names will be subsequently painted. We then
returned to the gate, entered the automobiles, and proceeded back to the office.
The whole affair was very solemn, and when I made the remark to General
Nogues that I thought the intermingling of French and American blood had
produced a very sacred sacrament, he seemed pleased and moved.

Lunch with General Nogues, Rabat, Morocco



HEADQUARTERS WESTERN TASK FORCE
December 8,1942

General Nogues asked me, General Keyes, and eight other officers to lunch
at his house to meet His Excellency, M. Boisson, the Governor of Dakar.
General Fitzgerald, Air Corps, flew us up in his plane, as he was also invited to
the luncheon.

We were received with the usual honors. In addition to ourselves, M.
Boisson and the French generals, the Grand Vizier of the Sultan and the Chief of
Protocol were both present. The Chief of Protocol is the man I had previously
thought was the Grand Vizier. The Grand Vizier is the man who stands on the
Sultan’s right at the head of the twelve apostles. He is a very smart old
gentleman of ninety-two, and he speaks about the same amount of French that I
do.

When we first arrived, no one was paying any attention to him, so I went
over and talked to him. During lunch he sat on Madame Nogu&s’ left, and I sat
on her right. Again nobody talked to him. In leaving and entering the dining
room, I was supposed to precede him, but took particular pains not to do so,
which seemed to have an excellent effect on the old man.

After lunch he sent the Chief of Protocol to ask if I would talk to him,
which I did. One of General Nogues adherents was present and also an American
naval officer who spoke French, but I talked practically directly to the old man.
He said that His Majesty was very anxious for me to know that the whole life of
Morocco depended upon maintaining peace. I assured him that I was a profound
student of history; that since my earliest infancy my whole idea had been to
maintain peace in French Morocco, and that I intended to do so by consulting the
wishes of His Majesty through General Nogues. He said that when His Majesty
heard these remarks from me he would be overcome with joyous emotion. I told
him that I felt that whenever I could make His Majesty happy I myself was
doubly glad. He then talked about the race antipathies—Jews—existing in
Morocco. I told him that I fully understood those things because as a child I had
been raised on a large ranch, which had the governance of twenty thousand
sheep—which was not quite true, but had a good effect on the Arabs—and as a
result of my acquaintance with sheep, I understood perfectly about race
antipathies, and therefore I would do nothing about it because I felt that, since
the Sultan’s ancestors have handled such questions for thirteen hundred years,
they were better fitted than I was to continue their management. He said this was
completely to his way of thinking and that no racial or tribal troubles would ever
stick their heads above the surface.



I then told him that it was very important for me to know what was going
on in Spanish Morocco, and that I knew that he and the Sultan had better
information on what went on there than anyone else. The Grand Vizier replied
that there were certain natives living in Spanish Morocco, miscalled Arabs, who
were always the cause of trouble, and that the Sultan would make it his special
task to keep me informed of what these miscreants and their Spanish masters
were planning, and that such information would be given me as if I were a
member of the family.

I then told him that, in spite of my most diligent efforts, there would
unquestionably be some raping, and that I should like to have the details as early
as possible so that the offenders could be properly hanged. He said that this was
a splendid idea, and that the hanging of such miscreants would unquestionably
bring great joy to all Moroccans.

This conversation took about fifteen minutes, at the end of which time the
Grand Vizier assured me that my complaisance had given him the happiest
fifteen minutes of his life, to which I replied that if I had afforded happiness for
fifteen minutes, I felt that I had not lived in vain.

This all sounds very funny when you write it down and must have sounded
a good deal funnier when expressed in my French, but it is exactly the way the
Arabs like to talk.

The Grand Vizier ended up by saying that it was necessary to converse with
a great man fully to realize his greatness, and that there was an Arabic saying to
the effect that those who said all men were equal were either fools or liars, and
that he and the Sultan were neither.

‘““Fete Des Moutons” (Sheep Festival) Held at Rabat

HEADQUARTERS WESTERN TASK FORCE
December 19,1942

The Sultan invited me, the division commanders, and forty officers to
attend the ceremony at the palace. It was felt that it would be more appropriate if
the escort of honor should be furnished by the Americans. To this end I informed
General Nogues that I would arrive at the airport at 2:15 and inspect the escort of
honor,



which was a company of the 82d Reconnaissance Battalion,! then proceed
to the Residency and pick up him and his officers.

General Nogues and I rode in a reconnaissance car with top down, and we
stood up. The escort of honor had a profound effect on the populace, it being the
first time I ever heard the Arabs cheer.

At the entrance to the palace enclosure, there was an escort consisting of a
company of tanks, a battery of 105 mm. self-propelled guns, and a battery of 75
mm. assault guns, with the band from the 3d Division.

We halted at the front of this force, which presented arms. The band
rendered the usual honors and played the national anthems of Morocco, France,
and the United States in succession.

We then proceeded to the palace, leaving the escort outside. At the palace
the usual ceremony with the Red Guard took place. We then paid our respects to
the Sultan, who insisted on talking to me at considerable length, expressing his
satisfaction that I, as a representative of the President and General Eisenhower,
had been able to be present at the chief political and chief religious feast of his
empire. I expressed the satisfaction which I felt the President and General
Eisenhower experienced as a result of being represented, and that I felt that these
fortunate instances were another illustration of the help which God had given our
cause. I found that the mention of God with the Sultan is a one-hundred-percent
hit.

Two new Caids were commissioned, and when this was over, we moved
outside the palace to a grass plot about as long as a polo field, but only about
half as wide. This was completely surrounded by a crowd of Moslems with some
French. A tent was provided for the visiting officers, and I, as representative of
the United States, was given the principal seat.

The Prince Imperial sat next to me, and he told me in excellent French that I
was about to witness the most exciting spectacle in the world. The exciting
spectacle was somewhat of a flop, but the ceremony preceding it was extremely
interesting and ornate.

Lieutenant Colonel P. A. Disney.

To our left, as we faced the arena, were the chief officials of all the large
cities and tribes of the Empire of Morocco, arranged in a column of platoons, so
to speak. The band of the Black Guard played continuously, and besides the
palace guards there was a regiment of cavalry, half of whom were lancers.



Presently, a large number of Arabs, wearing red caps, rushed out of the
palace gate and ran shouting toward us. They were followed by two men on foot,
with about twenty-foot lances, held vertically; then came the Sultan dressed in
Arab costume and mounted on a beautiful white stallion. The saddle and
trappings were of pink silk, and a man walked behind him carrying a huge
umbrella.

As he approached, the Arabs all shouted and yelled, and the foreign officers
saluted. When he reached the head of the column of platoons of the city
delegates, he halted and a man on each side of his horse waved a white
handkerchief. This apparently was the signal for the leading platoon of citizens
to bow from the hips three times and chant something in Arabic. As soon as they
had done this three times, the men in red caps rushed behind them and hustled
them to the side, and the process was repeated with the next group, and so on for
about twenty groups.

The retinue of the Sultan was interesting. The Sultan is supposed to have
seven horses, therefore he rode one and had four remounts, each caparisoned in
silks of different colors, yellow, red, green, and purple. In addition to this he had
a gold coach of the vintage of about 1400, I should think, with huge lamps on all
four comers, and a place behind for two footmen. This was pulled by two horses,
which were led by grooms. This accounted for the seven horses necessary for the
Sultan’s state.

Behind the coach came a cart covered with white boxes, then a camel
loaded with white boxes, and then a mule similarly loaded. As far as I could see,
the boxes were empty, but apparently they represented the provisions which His
Majesty had normally carried with him. The significance of the ceremony is that
in the old days the Sultan made a yearly progression of his realm and moved by
the means indicated in this ceremonial show and was met at the gate of each city
by the City Fathers, who are now moved to the palace for this ceremonial
repetition of the visit.

Upon the completion of» this part of the show, the Sultan returned to the
palace and then the great occasion arose of which the Prince Imperial had been
telling me. It consisted of groups of from three to twenty Arabs, mounted on
horses, with old-fashioned muskets.,, At a given signal, one of these groups
would charge violently up the arena, doing a sort of manual of arms mounted,
one movement of which was to hold the gun over the head in a horizontal
position, muzzle to the front. This was apparently the start.

After this they would whirl the gun in various ways and finally attempt to
discharge it. Since these guns are flintlocks, not over thirty per cent went off. On
three or four occasions which they did, the Arab shooting it also went off, and



when an Arab, usually a venerable Arab, falls—“Oh, what a fall is here, my
countrymen”—his hat comes off, his shoes come off, and several bags and
sacks, which he carries concealed under his robe, are scattered. The show is then
halted while retainers push him onto his horse and collect his paraphernalia. In
all, about three hundred Arabs passed in this way.



CASABLANCA
January 1, 1943

Early this morning we had our first air attack. The first explosion of three
bombs occurred about 3:15 and woke me from a perfectly sound sleep. I lit in
the middle of the floor, pulled the curtain across the window, got on some
clothes, and was on the roof in about five minutes.

There was a low ceiling of some twenty-five hundred feet, with rain and
wind, and all our searchlights—almost as many as George! has years of age—
were working, probing holes in the clouds.

General Patton's son

Presently the light antiaircraft began going off at a great rate, with tracers
looking like fireflies. This continued for about five minutes and suddenly there
was a tremendous flash from which came long octopus-like tentacles of fire with
bulbs along them. The fire from this incendiary blazed very brightly for about
twenty minutes during which time nothing happened.

Then we distinctly heard airplanes, and the heavy antiaircraft began firing
by the use of a device which makes it unnecessary to see the plane.

The noise continued, and pretty soon, from over the house to our back, a
large four-motor enemy bomber appeared and was immediately caught in the
range of two searchlights. As soon as this occurred, apparently every antiaircraft
gun in the vicinity opened fire, and the plane was literally outlined with tracer
bullets and surrounded by the white bursts of high explosive, which immediately
changed into a small black cloud. Although this bomber was not over two
thousand feet up, and probably because of it, she passed clear through without
being hit, or at least I do not think she was hit, although some others think she
was.

We could hear other planes above the clouds and occasionally the explosion
of bombs. Once a fragment whined by on its way down, but apparently our
house was not in the line of the returning fragments.

While this was going on, I sent officers to various points to get information,
and they kept telephoning in. So far as our defense was concerned, it was
working correctly so there was nothing for me to do but worry.

About a quarter to five, we heard another bomber from behind us, another
four-motor job. She came over still lower than the first one, and again was
surrounded by tracer and high explosive. I am sure that this plane was hit at least
twice and disappeared in the direction of Europe.



Just after she passed, we heard the whine of bombs, which struck near an
antiaircraft battery, about half a mile to our right. My Aide, Lieutenant A. L.
Stiller, went over to ascertain the exact location and damage, but no one had
been hurt.

Things then quieted down and I decided to go to bed, as the raid was
apparently over. At about 5:30, firing recommenced, and I returned to the roof,
as I had not undressed. There were quite a few explosions and a tremendous
antiaircraft fire from our guns and also from ships. It was better than the greatest
Fourth-of-July demonstration possible to imagine.

Presently a bomber was picked up by the searchlights crossing directly in
front of us at about four thousand feet, as the ceiling had lifted. The antiaircraft
shells were bursting all around her, but suddenly she fell about two thousand
feet, upon which there were loud cheers from all directions. However, she
straightened out and continued her course, and in about three miles again took a
tumble, almost to the level of the sea. Smoke trailing from one or two of her
motors could be seen distinctly, and I believe she was a dead duck, but she
disappeared into the mist before hitting the water.

As soon as it was light, I went out to inspect the holes and talk to the
soldiers. They were very calm, and one gun crew I talked to, who had been
within fifty yards of a crater, said that it had not knocked them down, but had
bruised them with mud and rocks.

The holes were about the size of an average bedroom, and there were in the
craters quite a lot of bomb fragments, which we collected in order to get the
numbers. In this we were fortunate, and thereby learned the type of bomb and
type of fuse.

Although there were quite a number of bombs dropped, no soldiers were
killed and only a very few wounded. The Arabs were less fortunate. One bomb
in one town close by killed more Arabs than I am years old and wounded others.
I wrote a letter of condolence to the Pasha, which may help him, but will not
restore the Arabs.

About ten o’clock I had a meeting of all aviators and antiaircraft officers to
discuss the scheme of defense and to make the necessary corrections. We were
of the opinion that everything had gone satisfactorily, but that a few changes
were desirable. These have now been made. Material damage was zero. The
bombers deliberately seemed to pick out open fields or the middle of the streets.
Nothing hit the harbor.

When the last bomber flew over the house, George Meeks! said, “Sir, if I
had my saddle, I could throw it on him and ride him.”



The Sultan’s Visit to Casablanca

January 12,13,1943

About two weeks ago, the Sultan’s uncle, who lives in Casablanca, asked
me if I would like to inspect the Sultan’s palace here, and said that the Sultan
was very anxious to be here when I visited it, but that he could not come to
Casablanca without a reason; so we decided to give a demonstration of all
weapons and motor vehicles in this command in his honor, and also to invite the
French.

The purpose of this demonstration was twofold. Primarily, to impress the
French and Arabs with our power and also, by showing our power, to take away
the stigma of defeat from the French, for obviously with their weapons they
could not fight such weapons as we displayed. We did not stress the fact that
none of our heavy equipment was ashore when the fighting took place.

On the afternoon of January 10, I went to the Sultan’s palace and was met
by the Grand Protocol. Presently, the other officers, including some French,
arrived and we had an audience with the Sultan, with me doing all the talking,
which was indicated by the Grand Protocol, who kept looking at me to start the
conversation. We still went through the rigmarole of my talking to the Protocol
in French and the Protocol talking to the Sultan in Arabic, and back the same
way. We had a guard of honor consisting of a company of light tanks, a number
of French motorcycle infantry, and some motorcycle military police. The Sultan,
his son, and the Grand Protocol got in the first car; General Keyes and I in the
second car; then the twelve apostles, who were all Viziers as I have discovered.
Then the rest of the American and French officers. In all, about thirty cars.

The field was very handsomely arranged by Colonel Williams.2 The crews
stood at attention with their side-arms at each vehicle, and the ammunition for all
weapons stacked in front of the vehicle.

When we arrived at the grounds, I had my command car for the Sultan, and
after the band had rendered the honors and played the three national airs, I
helped the Sultan get into it. He indicated that I should join him. General
Nogues, which had informed me that no foreigner ever rode with His Majesty,
protested to the Sultan. The Sultan said that that was his business, and that I
should ride with him, which I did, on his right. He then asked Nogues to come in
on his left, and the Prince Imperial sat in front holding on to the handrail. This is



alleged to be the first time in history that a foreigner has ever ridden with the
Sultan.

We passed very slowly in front of each vehicle, and I explained it to the
best of my ability, by talking in direct French to the Sultan—who speaks it better
than I do. When we got to the laundry truck, I could not remember the noun in
French and so I said, “I cannot remember that name.” He said in perfect English,
“You mean laundry truck,” thereby spilling the beans that he could not speak
English.

From this exposition, we drove to the airfield where Colonel Beam'! had
arranged a very fine demonstration of the various types of airplanes. These the
Sultan inspected with great interest, and the Prince Imperial climbed into all of
them and worked the controls.

From there we proceeded to the port and made a tour of the wharves. Then
Admiral Hall took the Sultan and the senior members of the party, including the
Viziers, to the destroyer Wainwright, where they had a battle station drill.

Most of the Viziers are around ninety, so could not climb up the ladder, and
I remained with them and we got very intimate and told jokes. The theory that
the Arab has no sense of humor is absurd.

We returned the Sultan to his palace and re-entered the audience chamber,
and as soon as we got there, I had to speak French to the Grand Protocol and the
Protocol in Arabic to the Sultan and so on. The Sultan then, with a happy smile,
suggested that it would be a great honor if I would have breakfast with him the
next day, the thirteenth. I said I should be delighted and asked if I might bring

General Clark.! We then went home.

Shortly after supper, the Protocol called up and said that General Clark
should not come. I was very much upset and offered not to go myself, but Clark
told me to go ahead. This was very fortunate, as I found out today that the reason
they had not wanted Clark was that they felt he was of too high rank to be asked
so casually. I was very much gratified to learn this.

We arrived at the palace at 1:30 and were met outside by a battalion of
French native infantry, with two bands and a company of the Black Guard
inside.

I was conducted to the audience room alone, and I started the usual
rigmarole, but the Sultan immediately cut out the interpreter and talked to me in
French. After we had conversed for what seemed to me a terribly long time, the
others were allowed to come in.

About this time breakfast was announced with the opening of two
enormous curved wooden doors. I believe of rosewood. The breakfast room is



the most beautiful room I have ever been in. It is black-and-white modeled
marble to a height of about fifteen feet; above that is very fine white stucco, and
above that is a curved wooden roof, gilded. The floor is black marble and the
four sideboards are marble. There are white-fluted Doric half-columns all around
the room. I told the Sultan it was the most beautiful room I had ever seen—and
he admitted it.

I sat down between the Sultan and the Prince Imperial, and the rest of the
people were separated in Arab, French, and American groups. We had a regular
French breakfast of about ten courses, ending up with the Kus-Kus and ice
cream. During this meal, which lasted three hours, I talked continuously in
French to the Sultan and the Prince Imperial, who both understood me.

After lunch we walked through a truly beautiful garden to a pavilion made
completely of mosaic, both walls and floor, inside and out, and decorated with
carved rosewood. All the banisters were of curved bronze. Having drunk some
coffee here and talked some more, we proceeded through a double rank of Black
Guards to a second marble building, called the Pavilion of Joy. This is entered
from a sunken garden in which a fountain plays.

1Major General Mark W. Clark, Commanding General of the Fifth Army (just activated).

Inside, the Pavilion of Joy is of white marble with stucco and is divided in
the middle by a raised platform with Doric columns of white marble. We sat in
the right-hand half and some of the lesser people in the left-hand half where
there was also a native orchestra.

In front of the Sultan and myself, there were nine different types of
sweetmeats, at least a couple of hundred of each. These were in curved silver
dishes or trays. The trays are raised on four legs about a foot from the ground.
After we had talked some more, the servants placed these trays within our reach.
No one that I saw, including the Sultan, took more than one sweetmeat. While
this was going on, they served us with hot mint tea.

When we had drunk the second glass of mint tea, the sweetmeats were
removed and the official photographer came in and took pictures. I was just
about to leave when the Sultan got up on the steps and asked me to stand in front
of him. He then decorated me with the Order of the Grand Cross of Ouissam
Alaouite, on a pumpkin-colored ribbon with a white edge that goes over the right
shoulder with the medal hanging over the left hip. The ribbon is about four
inches wide. There is also a huge silver star which you wear normally, only
using the ribbon for full dress. The Sultan stated that he was decorating me with
this on account of what I had done for Morocco, and I told him in reply that
nothing I had done for Morocco could compensate for the honor Morocco had



done me in presenting me with the ribbon, which seemed to be the right thing to
say. The Citation read, “Les lions dans leurs tanires tremblent h son approche.”?

General Keyes, General Wilbur,?2 and General Wilson and Admiral Hall
received the same order in the next lower grade, the Grand Officer Order.

Colonel Gay? 2 and Colonel Conrad® received the next one, which is a neck
ribbon, and is known as the Commander Order.

1«The lions in their dens tremble at his approach.”
2eBrigadier General W. H. Wilbur, on General Patton’s Staff.

We then went to the swimming pool which is beyond the reception room.
This was the finest pool I had ever seen, with red-and-green submerged lights,
and a diving board in polished duraluminum. The height of the diving platform
can be regulated by an electric switch, operated by the foot. There are also
rowing machines and punching bags. One of the Viziers, who seems to be
especially fond of me, said they had them all over Morocco, as the women could
not go out and had to have exercise, and these were the only places where they
could get it.

We then returned through the double rank of the Black Guard, entered the
audience chamber, where the Sultan immediately lapsed into Arabic, and, after
staying two minutes, I started to leave. As I got up, the Sultan said he hoped this
was the beginning of a long and permanent friendship between him and me and
our countries. I replied that I would do my uttermost to make the end of this
friendship as fortunate and happy as the beginning.

Visit to Marrakech and Boar Hunt



CASABLANCA
February 1,1943

The Pasha of Marrakech had been insisting for a long time that I pay him a
personal visit, so on the afternoon of February 1, I, General Wilbur, Colonel

Gay, Colonel Williams, Colonel Davidson,” and Captain Jenson flew to
Marrakech. We were met at the airfield by a battalion of infantry, a French
General, and the Pasha. We first called on General Martin, the French District
Commander, and then went to the palace.

The palace of the Pasha occupies about two city blocks and is completely
walled in. To approach it, you walk through a street where two vehicles can just
pass, and in through a very narrow gate. From this you enter a beautiful garden,
with a marble fountain and two very beautiful white marble lions.

The Pasha has three guest houses, each one of which, in my opinion, cost
probably a million dollars. The one assigned to General Wilbur and myself has
on the first floor a museum and the Pasha’s private office. This museum contains
everything from Roman coins to the latest type of firearms. The collection of
swords is remarkable, and I am sure that one of the weapons I saw is a
Crusader’s sword. It was impossible to admire any of these, because, had I done
so, they would have immediately been presented to me. However, they were
very interesting. I saw a suit of chain mail in the most perfect condition of any
suit I had ever seen, probably due to the dry climate, which had prevented it
from rusting. There were also a backplate and a breastplate of around 1400,
which was remarkably good and very heavy, completely chased in gold. Among
other things in the museum was a set of china presented to the Pasha by the
President of France.

On the second floor of this house was a large room about thirty feet square,
with a lot of booths around the sides, such as we see in soda fountains, except
that the partitions were made of carved and painted wood. As you entered the
room, there was a movable bar with every kind of liquor, but which nobody
seemed to drink.

My room was on the next floor and consisted of a bedchamber, a dressing
room, and a very complete modern bathroom. The walls were white up to about
ten feet, and above that were stucco. I had a sitting room forty feet square with a
sofa completely around it, with the most beautiful ceiling and walls I have ever
beheld. The entire wall above six feet was made of Arabian stucco work, as fine
as lace. The Pasha told me it took a year to make, and I believe he was not
exaggerating.

The lower part of the wall was a mosaic of white, red, and yellow tiles.



At the end of the hall leading to the apartment and bedroom was an Arab
whom the Pasha referred to as a slave. He was very amiable and armed with a
dagger, and spent his time trying to find out how he could do something for me.

The house occupied by the other officers was similar to mine, but had more
bedrooms, four, I believe. The beds were covered with velvet, over which were
laid real lace counterpanes. Each bedroom had a modem bathroom.

After we had washed for half an hour, which apparently was the rule, we
went into the third house, built on similar lines, where we drank tea. When this
was finished, the Cadi, who is the Pasha’s son, took us on a tour of the city and
surrounding country, all of which belongs to the Pasha.

They have several very large concrete tanks, I should think about two
hundred yards on a side and about ten feet deep. At one of these tanks the guide
informed me a Sultan had been drowned, although he personally thought he had
been murdered; and he showed me the boat in which the accident had occurred.
It was a large steam launch with a steam engine, dated about 1880. The boat was
about thirty feet long, in a fairly dilapidated state, but once had been painted
yellow and green, with a gold design laid on.

The “diffa,” at which only about twelve people were present, was along the
usual fines except that everything was more elegant. In fact, General Martin,
who has served in Morocco for forty years, said he had never seen such a
banquet. After dinner we went to a room and had two sets of dancers entertain us
for about an hour. These women would seem to be about thirty, and are, I
understand, very highly trained. Each one wears a pastel-colored dress and over
it a sort of surplice of lace. There are six women in each group with one male
fiddler playing the single stringed instrument which always accompanies these
dances. Four of the women beat time and squeal, while two go out and do a sort
of duet. They waltz around for a little while, then kick the front of their dresses
about three times, stamping their feet in time to the music, and then do one
minute of a violent hula. They then return to their place in the line and two other
girls do the same thing. This continues without alteration until the end of the
show.

We were called at six on the morning of the third for a light breakfast. The
light breakfast, which Wilbur and I ate, took five men to serve, and consisted of
coffee, toast, three kinds of preserves, tea, four kinds of candy, and some cakes
that looked like scones, only not so well cooked. Afterward I found the five men
eating what was left, which was ample for about fifteen.

We left the palace in the pitch dark about seven o’clock. I rode with the
Pasha and his personal bodyguard in a Rolls-Royce. The others followed in two
other cars accompanied by the son of the Pasha. We drove for about two



hundred miles through desert gradually changing into the foothills of the Atlas
Mountains. This was the country in which as a young man the Pasha had fought,
and it was very interesting to hear him describe the fights which had taken place.
He is a Berber, and for three hundred years his family has ruled this part of the
country as absolute chiefs. I have never met a man in whom the hereditary
qualities of leadership are so apparent. The idea of his superiority is so inbred
that he does not have to show it. Wherever he passes, the Arabs bow and give a
modified Hitler salute. So far as he is concerned they do not exist, and yet at the
table he will help clear off a course and pick up the crumbs. In profile he looks
very much like an Egyptian mummy with a cafe-au-lait complexion on the dark
side. His hands are beautiful.

He said that Arabs would never fight against Berbers except in buildings;
and in his early days they had very few weapons except muskets, so the only
way he could kill Arabs—of whom he had destroyed many hundreds—was by
sneaking up to a defended house at night and putting a bomb under it. In this
operation they would make a fuse out of hairs from their whiskers and threads
from their coats, impregnating them with powder; and when the sun came up,
they would tell the Arabs they would blow up the house if they did not come out.
If they came out, they shot them, which the Pasha described with appropriate
gestures. If they refused to come out, they blew a hole in the wall and stormed it
and killed them with swords. He described one fight in which he had attacked
with two platoons for about twelve hours against a thousand Arabs.

The road we drove along was the one where he had had this fight.
Apparently this time the Arabs were not in the houses. He had one platoon attack
by fire, and he led the other one in a mounted charge from the flank. He said it
was very gay, and that nearly all his men were killed as well as the Arabs. He
also showed me an olive grove where he said there were so many dead Arabs
that the jackals got sick eating them.

The country is full of almond trees, which are really beautiful. Viewed from
the air, they look like ghost bouquets or like bits of cobweb covered with dew.
When you get close, they look very much like cherry trees, only more beautiful,
and more numerous than any cherry trees I have ever seen. There is an Arab
custom that when a man is married or has a birthday, all his friends come and
each brings five almond seeds which they plant. This account for the large
number of trees.

After driving one hundred and twenty miles we came to a tent where a
second breakfast of cake, wine, and coffee was served and where we were met
by six French officers. There were a number of Goums present, armed with
carbines, and riding one horse and leading another. I drew a very nice Arab



stallion. He was about fifteen-two and probably weighed a thousand pounds. The
saddle was an exact copy of the military saddle I bought of Jannin at Saumur in
1912. The Pasha rode a mule, large and black, with a red saddle shaped
something like a bathtub. When we were all mounted, we proceeded up the
mountains for about an hour. In addition to the mounted grooms, there were an
equal number of footmen, who carried shotguns for the mounted men, or simply
went along for the fun. We were moving at a good hound trot and these men
kept up with perfect ease, barefooted, over sharp rocks and a few cactus.

When we reached the place for the drive, the Pasha personally placed the
important guests. I was on the left in unquestionably the best place. Wilbur was
next beyond me, and on the Pasha’s right were Colonels Gay and Williams.
Each post was in a blind made of cut brush about three feet high. I could see to
the front about forty feet.

When everyone was in position, the beaters, of whom there were about a
thousand, started to work. First, jackals and foxes came running very fast
through the trees, and I missed three shots, but so did everyone else. Then a very
large boar charged immediately in front of the Pasha, who missed him, and then
turned with his Mannlicher rifle and opened fire at the boar and the retainers,
who were all getting out of his way. Fortunately, no one, including the boar, was
hit.

About this time the largest and blackest boar I have ever seen came straight
at. me over rocks, and downhill. I hit him in the left eye with a slug at about
fifteen feet, and his momentum carried him so that he fell close enough to splash
blood on me. It was really quite exciting, because, had I failed to stop him, he
would probably have hit me, and he had very fine teeth.

Another boar came whom the Pasha shot through the body, but failed to
stop until he had pursued a number of Arabs. Everybody except me turned and
shot at this one, and again no one was hit except the boar.

At the completion of this beat, we moved downhill, about five hundred
yards, and had what they called a “contrebattu,” which means that they drive the
game back over the ground they have just passed. This time I shot a jackal, but
did not have a shot at a boar. The Pasha killed two more boars, still with his rifle.
In all, we killed fourteen boars, five jackals, three foxes, and two rabbits.

We drove back to the tent where the cars were waiting, had some more
food, and were informed that the local chief was holding a diffa for us. We got to
his place, which was a one-building village like Ouarzazate, only smaller, with
about three hundred inhabitants, all of whom lined the courtyard, dancing and
singing during the entire meal.

Owing to the fact that I had to get a plane back before five 0’clock, this was



a short affair lasting only an hour and a half, but not during one moment of this
time did the inhabitants stop singing and dancing.

Flying back in the evening, I was struck by the fact that the whole country
is pockmarked with old Arab tent emplacements. They give one the impression
of leech bites on horses. The number of these indicates that this country has been
tremendously inhabited for a very long time.

It has always been my ambition to meet a robber chief in his own country,
and also to have an exciting hunt with little danger. The Pasha and my wild boar,
which was the largest killed, satisfied my two ambitions.

Victory Parade Held at Tunis, May 20,1943!

HEeEADQUARTERS I ARMOURED CORPS
May 20,1943

On the night of the eighteenth, General Eisenhower phoned and asked

General Bradley2 19 and myself to be present at the parade, probably feeling that

we had something to do with its existence.

B-25 Mitchell

We secured a B-25 from General Cannon and flying at better than two
hundred and forty miles an hour, with a tail wind, reached Tunis at 9:45 a.m. The
flight up was particularly interesting to us, as we passed over most of Bradley’s
battlefields. We also passed over the ruins of Carthage, which are only visible on
the map— -on the ground there is nothing to see. However, the mountains back
of it, of which I read a description in some old book, were perfectly familiar.

Our bombing of Tunis had been extremely accurate, because, while the
waterfront was largely obliterated, the *other portions of the city were hardly hit



at all. All the airfields were covered with destroyed German planes, probably
several hundred.
When we reached the field, General Eisenhower had just arrived, driven by

Kay.ll We both shook hands with him and congratulated him, but he was so
busy meeting high ranking officers of the French and British Armies that we had
no time to talk to him.

Shortly after we arrived, General Giraud? came and was warmly greeted by
everyone. After a while the “sacred families” got into automobiles, escorted by

British armored cars, and we followed behind the escort with General Catroux>
as our companion. He speaks the clearest and most beautiful French I have ever
heard, and we had quite a nice conversation.

Bradley and I were put on the right of the reviewing stand, which was
largely occupied by French civilians and minor military officers.

Immediately in front of us was the line of French Colonial Infantry, of a
very dark color, although I do not believe they were Senegalese. Just across from
us was a battalion from one of the British Guard Regiments, who put up an
exceedingly fine appearance.

On my immediate left was a very large French ecclesiastic with a purple
sash around his middle, which acted as a background for a tremendous cross
with an amethyst in it. I do not know who this man was, but he was apparently
much beloved, as many French officers and enlisted men came up and shook
hands with him and called him General. I think he spoke English, as he
apparently understood what I said to Bradley.

Presently, there was a great fanfare of trumpets and much saluting,
followed by what the French call “A fire of joy.” It was very amusing to notice
the change in people’s expressions—practically all of whom had been bombed—
when they found out that it wasn’t an air attack.

All this noise heralded the arrival of General Giraud and General

Eisenhower, accompanied by Admiral Sir Andrew Cunningham,! General Sir
Harold Alexander,12 13 General Anderson,* Chief Air Marshal Tedder,22 Air
Marshal Conyngham,® Mr. Macmillan,'Z the British political officer, and Mr.

Murphy,18 the American. Mr. Murphy and General Eisenhower were the only
two Americans on the stand.

The next event was a march-past by a band of Highland pipers, I think from
the 42d Regiment. They came by in the traditional half-step, counter-marched,
and re-passed. It was a very splendid sight.

When they had cleared the front, the band of the Foreign Legion, with the
traditional white caps and red epaulets, numbering at least one hundred



instruments, marched by leading the French contingent.

Then, for nearly an hour, the French troops, who had participated in the
battle, marched by. As usual, they marched magnificently. They have an innate
capacity for ceremonial marching, and, as far as that goes, for any other kind of
marching. They consisted of French white troops, French Senegalese, Goums,
and the Foreign Legion. The Foreign Legion was very resplendent, with
enormous whiskers, many of which were red or blond. In fact, it seems to me
that the French Foreign Legion is largely composed of Germans and Swedes.
They are very fine-looking troops.

One impressive thing was that these troops, who had participated in a
victorious campaign, were armed with Model 1914 equipment, in spite of which
fact they had done well. Of course, now, they will be immediately re-equipped
with American Lend-Lease materiel. However, during the fighting, the only
American equipment they had were some Thompson sub-machine guns and
some Bazookas.



Each French regiment and separate battalion carried the Tricolor, with the
battalion honors written on it. This caused almost continual saluting on the part
of the spectators.

After the French had passed, a battalion of the 34th Infantry Division came
by. Our men were magnificent physical specimens, very well turned out, but
there were no flags, not even company guidons; and regimental commanders
marched on the right of the file closers of the leading company.

In spite of their magnificent appearance, our men do not put up a good
show in reviews. I think that we still lack pride in being soldiers, and must
develop it.



Following the Americans came the British contingents with a representation
from every division in the First Army, each led by its division or corps
commander. The Guard units were big men; the others were very small. All of
them were dressed in shorts, except the Gurkhas, who are very small, and, in
addition to their bayonets, carry a huge knife something like the Philippine bolo.

The British also understand the art of ceremonial marching and really put
on a splendid show. There was one sergeant major who should be immortalized
in a painting. He typified all that is great in the British noncommissioned officer,
and he certainly knew it. I have never seen a man strut more.

Following the British infantry came the American tanks manned by British,
and the British Churchill tanks, also a number of field guns.

The whole march-past lasted about two and one-half hours. When it was
over, about thirty of us were asked to a lunch at the French Residency, given by
General Giraud. It was a very formal affair, but there were no toasts. Afterward,
most of us had to leave at once in order to get back to our stations before dark.

I hope this is only the first of many such triumphal processions in which I
shall participate.

The flight back was very fast because the wind had changed, and again we
had about a thirty-mile tail wind, with the result that we got in half an hour
before we were expected and had to wait.

At the lunch I met my friend General Briggs, who commands the British 1st
Armored Division, and had a chance to introduce him to General Harmon, who
is commanding our 1st Armored Division. They are very much alike and both
very successful.

General Giraud remembered me at once and was extremely complimentary
in his remarks. He is a very impressive man and looks exactly like a modernized
Vercingetorix.



Bazooka

Notes on the Arab



CASABLANCA
June 9,1943

It took me a long time to realize how much a student of medieval history
can gain from observing the Arabs.

All members of our oil-daubed civilization think of roads as long slabs of
concrete or black-top, or at least as dragged and graded thoroughfares full of
wheel ruts. As a matter of fact, roads, or perhaps it is better to call them trails,
existed thousands of years before the earth-shaking invention of the wheel was
even dreamed of, and it was along such roads that our sandaled or barefoot
progenitors moved from place to place just as the Arabs do today.

Viewed from the air, the Arab road is a gently meandering tracery of
individual footpaths. Where the going is good, this collection of paths may
spread to a width of twenty to forty yards, while, where rocky outcroppings must
be circumvented or defiles pass through the wandering tendrils, they come into
focus and form a single path, only again to spread out when the going improves.
Nowhere is a wheel track or a heelmark, because the Arabs wear heelless
slippers or go barefooted; their animals are unshod—there are no vehicles.

In the waterless districts, the roads are generally straight, but not in the
brutal mathematical meaning of the term. They are straight only as a man would
walk from one point to another, or as the dried slime path where a snail has
crossed the sidewalk.

In the coastal lands where there is rain, we have alternative roads. The
principal track follows the ridges for the same reason that, in our West, the
Indian trails and buffalo paths, and even the highways made by the pioneers,
stick to the high ground. In the dry season, the meanderings of the crestlined
road are short-circuited at times by trails leading across low ground which would
be useless in the rainy season.

In the forest, the roads are even more sinuous. The men who made them
could not see very far, so the trail wanders largely and keeps only a general
direction.

It takes little imagination to translate the Arab on his white stallion and the
men and women on donkeys into the Canterbury pilgrims, while the footman,
equipped with a large staff and poniard, can easily be mistaken for Friar Tuck,
Little John, or Robin Hood. This similarity not only applies to their dress, save
the turban, but also to their whiskers, filth, and probably to their morals; and
they are all talking, always talking. They have no other recourse. Few can read,
there are no books, no newspapers, no radios, to distract them. Only the spoken
word, and truly they are “winged words” with a daily rate of from forty to sixty



miles, as we learned during the battles in Tunisia by checking the known origin
of a rumor against the time we heard it.

Of course rumors were not factual, but were in general little less garbled in
transmission than some of those received by radio. In the rumors, tanks often
were reported as trucks and trucks as tanks, and always the number attained
astronomical proportions; but that is natural. Once I asked a farmer in Virginia
how many

soldiers had passed him, and he replied, “Ah don’t know for sure, but Ah
reckon about a million”—and he could read and write and had a radio.

For a long time I was greatly intrigued by constantly seeing groups of
Arabs squatting in the dust or mud—how they avoid piles is a mystery—
gossiping. Then I got the answer from a chance remark by a soldier who referred
to such a group as “the morning edition of the daily news.”

The agricultural habits of the Arab are a strange mixture of old and new.
Mowing machines and combines work side by side with Ruth and Naomi —
many Ruths and Naomis — cutting wheat with a sickle and carefully tying each
bundle with a wisp of straw. But even when using modern machinery, the
influence of the trail road is apparent because the Arab has never learned to hitch
animals abreast; therefore, we see a mowing machine or a header being pulled,
not by a span or two of horses, but by four horses in tandem, each horse
personally conducted by an Arab, while one, or, more often, two, handle the
machine. They actually also have gleaners as in Biblical times.

The threshing is done on a dirt floor by horses walking or trotting in a circle
and spreading manure as they go. Sometimes the animals simply move at liberty.
At other times they pull a small roller. After some days of this operation, men
armed with three-pronged wooden forks throw the chaff into the air and the wind
blows it away. Finally, women, using large tray-like baskets, throw the
remaining grain and manure into the air in the final stage of winnowing and get
rid of at least half of the droppings and some of the dirt.

The burial customs too are strange. In many places, usually on hilltops,
there are small, square, white buildings with a dome-shaped roof which contains
the remains of a holy man. These graves of Marabouts are not churches nor even
shrines, simply tombs, but it is the custom to plant the dead near them without
any markers or even mounds. In fact, our men have unwittingly walked on these
graves with resulting unpleasantness.

From the air, the graves can be easily seen clustered around the Marabout
tomb or simply grouped on some low hill. Apparently the Arabs are as much
afraid of water in death as they are in life.

One day I saw a funeral which, for its rugged simplicity, was outstanding.



In the leading cart were several elderly men sitting on the floor, while between
their feet was the body, wrapped in white cloth, with half of its length sticking
out of the tail of the cart and dangling in the wind. Behind this came other carts
and one four-wheeled wagon, some bicyclists, and then men and women on foot,
perhaps thirty in all.

The Arab influence on Spain and Latin America is again emphasized as
summer weather approaches. There is a regular epidemic of sombreros made of
particolored straw, exactly like those we know at home, except that, since they
are worn superimposed on the turbans, they are much larger.

I have never had a satisfactory explanation for the turban—the one usually
given that it is a tropical headdress does not hold, in view of the fact that many
Arabs, particularly in the army, wear turbans which consist simply of a rag
wrapped around the head, leaving the whole shaven crown bare.

Another similarity between the Arab and the Mexican is the utter
callousness with which both treat animals. Neither an Arab nor a Mexican would
think of unpacking an animal during a prolonged halt. If the beast is chafed raw,
the Arab does not even bother to treat the wound with lard, which is the
invariable panacea with the Mexican. He just lets it bleed and trusts to Allah.
Because a horse is dead lame is no reason for not working him.

All the animals are head-shy and many are blind as a result of the cheerful
custom of beating them on the head with a stick.

The method of castrating sheep and cattle is unspeakably cruel. I think that
the reason that the horse and donkey are not altered is due to their architecture,
which forbids the employment of the Arab method.

One cannot but ponder the question: What if the Arabs had been Christians?
To me it seems certain that the fatalistic teachings of Mohammed and the utter
degradation of women is the outstanding cause for the

arrested development of the Arab. He is exactly as he was around the year
700, while we have kept on developing. Here, I think, is a text for some eloquent
sermon on the virtues of Christianity.

Ceremony Held at Headquarters I Armored Corps

June 19,1943

Colonel Chauvin informed me that he would like to confer upon me and



two other officers designated by me, who had served with me in the Tunisian
Campaign, an honorary membership in the 2&me Regiment de Marche de
Tirailleurs Algeriens, together with the regiment’s Fourragere of the Legion of
Honor.

I named General Bradley and General Gaffey,! and then asked if it would

be possible to confer the same honor posthumously upon Major R. N. Jenson,?
which request was granted.

The ceremony was as follows. The 1st Company of the 1st Battalion of the
2eme Regiment de Marche de Tirailleurs Algeriens, preceded by the French
colors and the French band, arrived at the courtyard of our Headquarters at 4:35
in the afternoon. Inside the court was one of our platoons and the band of the
36th Engineers.

When the French were in position, our platoon came to present arms and
the band played, “To the Colors,” in honor of the French flag.

Colonel Chauvin then accompanied General Bradley, General Gaffey, and
myself to inspect the French company. When we arrived in front of the colors,
which were posted on the left, the French band played the Marseillaise. At the
termination of this, Colonel Chauvin, accompanied by his Chief of Staff,
Commandant Gerrier, took a position in front of us and in a loud voice said,
“Lieutenant General G. S. Patton, Jr., is hereby made an honorary member of the
Deuxieme R6giment de Marche de Tirailleurs Algeriens and is presented with
the Fourragere of the Legion of Honor.” He repeated this announcement in front
of Bradley and Gaffey.

Brigadier General, later Major General Hugh J. Gaffey, at that time commanded

the 2d Armored Division. _
General Patton’s Aide de Camp, killed in action in Tunisia.

He then stated, “Major R. N. Jenson, dead on the field of honor, April 1,
1943, is hereby made an honorary member of the Deuxieme Regiment de
Marche de Tiralleurs Algeriens and is presented with the Fourragere of the
Legion of Honor.”

Colonel Chauvin then took a position on my right, and the regular
American Retreat was played, the flag lowered, and then our band played first
the Marseillaise and then the Star-Spangled Banner. This terminated the
ceremony.

The French Color Guard consisted of Lieutenant Biard, who carried the
flag, and four tirailleurs. Each of these four men was decorated with the Military
Medal, which is the highest award a French soldier can receive, it being



restricted to enlisted men and army commanders. The Lieutenant had the Grand
Cross of the Legion of Honor, and the Croix de Guerre with a number of palms.
The officers in the French company were all Frenchmen. The men were all
Berbers and were extremely fine-looking.
It is always amazing to note the difference between a Berber dressed in his
normal costume of a bathrobe and a Berber dressed in uniform. Their appearance
changes for the better.

1

Goumiers.

Commanding the 2d Armored Division, part of which landed in Morocco.

8General d’Armée Auguste Nogues, French Resident General of Morocco.

2

Colonel F. J. de Rohan.

*Major General Geoffrey Keyes, Deputy Commanding General, Western
Task Force.

3

Colonel J. J. B. Williams, Chief of Artillery, Western Task Force.

4

brigadier General Arthur Wilson, Chief of the Service of Supply supporting
Western Task Force.

5

Colonel H. R. Gay, Chief of Staff, Western Task Force, with General
Patton throughout the war.

6

Colonel A. B. Conard, on-General Wilson’s staff.

7

Colonel, later Brigadier General G. H. Davidson, Assistant Engineer of
Western Task Force.

8

BCaptain R. N. Jenson, Aide to General Patton.

9

This has already been covered in the newspapers and newsreels; what I am
saying is simply my impression. Author's note.

10

At that time Major General O. N. Bradley commanded the II Corps.

11

Captain Kay Summerby, W.A.C., Army of the U.S.



General Henri Honore Giraud.

>General Georges Catroux, Deputy for General de Gaulle in Africa.

12

Commander of the Mediterranean British naval forces.

13

Commander of the British 18th Army Group, composed of First and Eighth
British Armies.

14

Aajor General A. N. Anderson, Commander of the British First Army in
Tunisia.

15

Air Marshall Sir Arthur Tedder, Air Commander under General
Eisenhower.

16

Wice Air Marshal Sir Arthur Conyngham.

17

Representative of the British Foreign Office in Algiers.

18

APolitical and civil affairs adviser to General Eisenhower.



OPERATION “HUSKY”

The I Armored Corps, which planned the Sicilian Campaign, was what
remained of Western Task Force Headquarters after furnishing men and officers
for the newly created Fifth Army. Corps Headquarters was reinforced for the
invasion, and upon landing in Sicily, was renamed United States Seventh Army
Headquarters.

The Allied Ground Forces were commanded by General Sir Harold
Alexander and comprised the British Eighth Army, under General Montgomery,
and the United States Seventh Army, under General Patton. The American and
British naval forces were commanded by Admiral Sir Andrew Cunningham, and
the air forces by Air Chief Marshal Sir Arthur Tedder.

The armies were landed on July 10, 1943,' with the British Eighth Army
taking the southeast side of the island and the American Seventh, the southwest.
Troops of the 7th Infantry Regiment, 3d Division, Colonel H. B. Sherman
commanding, entered Messina on the night of August 16. On the morning of the
seventeenth, General Patton entered the city, and Sicily fell. The campaign had
lasted thirty-eight days.
P.D.H.

General Patton was lying in his bunk the night before the Sicilian landing when he heard two
doughboys talking outside his window. “Well,” said one, “when we go ashore in the morning, I reckon
we’ll hear that the marines have landed.”

The Invasion of Sicily

July 11,1943

General Gay, Captain Stiller, and I, and some soldiers left the Monrovia in
the Admiral’s barge at 0900 and reached the beach at Gela at 0930.



Standing on the beach, I noticed two Dukws,! destroyed by personnel
mines, and about seven small landing craft beached. While I was making these
observations, the enemy opened fire with what was probably an 88 mm. or a 105
mm. gun. The shells hit the water about thirty yards from the beach, but could
not get into the beach on account of the defilade afforded by the town.

After our scout car was de-waterproofed, I intended to go to the
Headquarters of the 1st Division, about three miles to the southeast along the
coast road. As we got into Gela, we noticed a flag on the left and decided to call
on Colonel W. O. Darby, commanding the Rangers. This was very fortunate,
because, had we proceeded down the road, we should have run into seven
German tanks, which at that moment were advancing along it toward the town.

! Amphibious two-and-a-half-ton trucks.

As we arrived at the Rangers Command Post, Colonel Darby and the town
of Gela were being attacked from the northeast by quite a number of Germans
and Italians. Darby had a battery of captured German 77’s, “K” Company of the
3d Battalion of the 26th Infantry, two Ranger battalions, a company of 4.2
chemical mortars, and a battalion of the 39th Engineers.



4.2 Chemical Mortars

He was cut off from the 1st Division on his right by the seven tanks, which
now closed in to one thousand yards of the right side of the town.

We went up to an Observation Post, about a hundred yards behind the front
line, where we could plainly see the enemy moving across the field, perhaps
eight hundred yards away.

Darby had the roads patrolled by groups of three halftracks. These
halftracks, intended, not for combat, but to carry engineers’ equipment, worked
very well, greatly annoying the Italians, who apparently had no mobile artillery
with them.

The Italian advance seemed to stick at about 1150, and we went back to
Darby’s Headquarters to find out what was taking place on the right, which we
could see from the town of Gela.

About the time we got there, two Hurricane Bombers dropped bombs in the
town. Then German artillery, apparently 88 mm. all-purpose guns, opened fire.
They hit the building we were in twice, and also made a hole in the roof of the
building across the street, but no one was hurt except softie civilians. I have
never heard so much screaming.

About that time an officer from the 3d Division came in with ten tanks,

having made the trip by the shore road from Licata! to Gela. Two tanks of



Combat Command “B” also arrived.! 2

I told Gaffey to close the gap between Gela and the 1st Division and to send
a company of tanks to help Darby. This was done. Darby counter-attacked at
once to his left and took five hundred prisoners. We also destroyed the seven
tanks east of Gela.

After I got the situation of the 3d Division from the officer who had made

the trip, General Roosevelt2 arrived and I talked to him about the failure of the
1st Division to carry its objective last night. The chief reason, as far as I can see,
is that the division attacked without anti-tank guns and without moving up their
artillery. When they were counter-attacked by the German tanks, they did very
well and accounted for quite a few of them.

The bag of enemy tanks for the day is, I think, about fourteen. I have seen
eleven.

I then decided to go down and see General Allen?

and General Gaffey. While we were driving down the road, we met Allen
coming in and halted on a hill. This was about 1530. While we were there,
fourteen German bombers came over and were attacked by the anti-aircraft. We
got off the road, but as it was parallel to the line of flight of the enemy airplanes,
quite a number of fragments from the anti-aircraft hit along the road. One piece
struck within, I should think, five to ten yards of General Gay and myself.
During this attack, we saw two bombers and one other plane shot down.

After this, we mounted our cars and drove to the Headquarters of the 2d
Armored Division. While we were there, a German battery kept shelling us, but
not very accurately, or else the hill behind was too high to clear, as nearly all of
the shots were overs. We arranged for Allen and Gaffey to take Ponte Olivo
Airfield in the morning.

We then drove back to Gela without incident except that I think it is quite
unusual for an Army Commander and his Chief of Staff to travel some six miles
on a road parallel to the fronts of two armies and about equally distant from the
two.

On the way back to Gela, I happened to be looking out to sea. From a
Liberty freight ship, which the Germans had bombed about a half-hour earlier,
smoke was issuing. Before our eyes a tremendous explosion threw white and
black clouds several thousand feet into the air. The ship was literally blown in
two, but at the present writing, some six hours later, the rear half is still afloat.
Most, if not all, of the army personnel on board, who numbered only one
hundred and fifteen, were saved.

While we were on the beach at Gela, waiting for a boat to take us out to the



Monrovia, 1 saw the most stupid thing I have ever seen soldiers do. There were
about three hundred 500-pound bombs and seven tons of 20 mm. high-explosive
shell piled on the sand, and, in between the bombs and boxes of ammunition,
these soldiers were digging foxholes. I told them that if they wanted to save the
Graves Registration burials that was a fine thing to do, but otherwise they’d
better dig somewhere else.

About the time we got through explaining this to them, two Hurricane
Bombers came over and strafed the beach, and all the soldiers jumped right back
into the same

holes they had dug. I continued to walk up and down and soon shamed
them into getting up.

We got back to the Monrovia at 1900, completely wet. This is the first day
in this campaign that I think I earned my pay.

July 18, 1943

Since the initial successful assault on the beaches before daylight on the
tenth, we have continued to push along several days ahead of our assumed
schedule. This has been due to the fact that having once got the enemy started,
we have not let him stop, but have, so to speak, kept on his heels.

It is also due to the fact that the Italians and Germans spent tremendous
effort in time, labor, and money, building defensive positions. I am sure that, just
as in the case of the Walls of Troy and the Roman walls across Europe, the fact
that they trusted to defensive positions reduced their power to fight. Had they
spent one-third as much effort in fighting as they did in building, we never could
have taken the positions.

On the other hand, the Italian troops, most of whom are from Northern
Italy, have fought very desperately. The German troops have not fought as well
as those we destroyed in Tunisia. This is particularly true of their tanks. They
have shown gallantry, but bad judgment.

The tally of prisoners, guns, etc., speak more forcefully than words as to the
success of the operation. While comparisons are odious, I believe that up to
yesterday the Eighth Army had not taken over five thousand prisoners.

The enemy has been booby-trapping his dead, firing on us from the rear
after we have passed through him, and using dum-dum bullets. This has caused
us some casualties, but has caused him a great deal more.

On the field south of Biscari Airport, where we had quite a fight, I could
smell dead enemy while driving for at least six miles along the road.



The Germans have, on several occasions, put mines in behind the Italians,
so that when the Italians attempt to run, they get blown up. This naturally does
not make the Italians love the Germans.

There have been several very gallant instances. On the tenth, some Italian
tanks entered the town of Gela,

which was defended by Colonel Darby and two battalions of Rangers.
Darby personally engaged one of the tanks at fifty yards with a light machine
gun from his peep. When he found that these bullets would not penetrate, he
hurried down to the beach, under fire of three tanks, got hold of a 37 mm. gun
just unloaded, split the box of ammunition with an axe, hurried back up the hill,
and went into position with his gun less than a hundred yards in front of a tank
coming down on him. The first round failed to stop the tank, but the second did
stop it. However, the enemy crew did not get out until Darby put a thermite
grenade on top of the tank and roasted them out.

The other day this same officer was offered the command of a regiment
with an increase of one grade in rank, but he refused to take it because he wished

to stay with the men he had trained. On the same day, General Wedemeyer!
requested to be reduced to a Colonel so that he could take command of a
regiment. I consider these two acts outstanding.

During the landing, an artillery lieutenant flew his Piper Cub off a landing
boat with a run of about fifty feet of chicken wire. During the rest of the day, he
circled the town under continuous fire. His plane was hit several times, but he
kept the Commanding General of the 3d Division informed of the situation.

A naval officer bringing in an LCT 175-foot landing craft, found the water
too shallow to get his bow in, so he broached it to the beach and engaged the
enemy machine guns with his two 20 mm. cannon and silenced them, thereby
permitting the troops to get ashore.

The naval gunfire support—that is, naval fire put on the beaches from
vessels at sea—has been outstanding. We have even called for this support at
night and got it on the target on the third salvo.

The people of this country are the most destitute and God-forgotten people I
have ever seen. One day, when I was in the town and the enemy nearly took it,
some shells and bombs killed a few civilians, and everyone in the town screamed
like coyotes for about twenty minutes.

The animals are much better cared for and fatter, and also larger, than the
animals in Africa; otherwise, everything here is much worse than in Africa.

Brigadier General Albert C. Wedemeyer.



The carts are very peculiar. They are in the form of a box about four feet
square with things that look like bedposts at the comers and along the sides. The
panels between these bedposts are painted with pictures. Under the cart there is a
scrollwork built up between the axle and the bottom of the box, just like the
porches of houses built around 1880.

The collar of the cart animal has a spike projecting upwards about two feet,
and many of the horses wear plumes on the crown piece of the bridle.

During the first two or three days, when we were having fighting close to
the towns, the inhabitants were, to say the least, not friendly; but since we have
demonstrated that we can destroy either the Germans or Italians, they have
become quite Americanized and spend their time asking for cigarettes.

The Capture of Palermo

July 23,1943

On the afternoon of the twenty-first, we secured a position northeast of

Castelvetrano from which to launch the 2d Armored Division,! which heretofore
had been held back near the middle of the island so that the enemy could not tell
which way it was going.

The troops moved into position, beginning at 4 p.m., and were all set by
dark. In the morning they started their relentless advance.

The first act was to break through the enemy on his immediate front. This

was done by the 41st Infantry,? supported by a battalion of medium tanks from

the 66th,> This started the enemy rolling back. From then on, it was a question of
attacking him with converging tanks whenever he tried to stop us, which he
attempted on three occasions.

lCommanding, Major General Hugh J. Gaffey.

’Commanding Officer, Colonel, later Brigadier General
S. R. Hinds.

3Commanding Officer, Colonel, later Brigadier General
J. H. Collier.

In one case a 75 mm. assault howitzer in a halftrack engaged a German 105
at five hundred yards and destroyed him. This act was as lucky as it was heroic.



The last stand was made in the mountains southwest of Palermo, which was
a most difficult nut to crack, but was finally done with artillery fire and tanks.

We met some of the most ingenious tank traps I have ever seen. The
Germans would dig a hole about eighteen feet long and ten feet deep halfway
across the right side of the road and cover it with chicken wire and dust to make
it look like the road. Then, about thirty feet beyond, on the lefthand side of the
road they would make a similar pit. In front of each pit they would put a wire
entanglement with the hope that our tanks would disregard the wire and crash
into the holes. Fortunately we did not do so. In other places they dug traps about
twenty feet wide and fifteen feet deep for distances of several miles, but by
sticking to the roads and blasting our way through, we had no trouble with them.

I drove up through the column and received a very warm reception from the
2d Armored, all of whom seemed to know me, and all of whom first saluted and
then waved.

As we neared the city, it was dark, so I picked up Colonel R. F. Perry, Chief
of Staff of the division, to act as a guide. He stated he believed the town had
fallen, and we therefore decided to go in and see.

As we approached, the hills on each side were burning. We then started
down a long road cut out of the side of a cliff which went through an almost
continuous village. The street was full of people shouting, “Down with
Mussolini!” and “Long Live America!”

When we got into the town, the same thing went on. Those who arrived

before dark, among them General Keyes,! had flowers thrown on the road in
front of them, and lemons and watermelons given them in such profusion that
they almost became lethal weapons.

The Governor had left, but we captured the two Generals, both of whom
said that they were glad to be captured because the Sicilians were not human
beings, but animals. The bag in prisoners for the day must have been close to ten
thousand. On the morning of the twenty-third, when I was inspecting the harbor,
I passed a group of prisoners, all of whom stood up, saluted, and then cheered.

Major General Geoffrey Keyes was Deputy Commanding General of Seventh Army
and also Commanding General of a Provisional Corps in Sicily.

The harbor is not too badly damaged, but the destruction around the lip is
really appalling. For about two blocks in depth practically every house is a pile
of rocks. Some ships, small fishing steamers, were apparently blown completely
out of the water and landed on the dock; at least I can account for their being



there in no other way. A good many of the small craft in the harbor are sunk,
several of them being cut completely in two.

We took over the so-called Royal Palace for a Headquarters and had it
cleaned by prisoners for the first time since the Greek Occupation. We are also
having the prisoners remove the rubbish from the streets and plug the holes in
the dock.

The Italians here are much better-looking than the ones we took in the rest
of Sicily, being bigger and older.

The Cardinal’s Vicar came to call on me, and I assured him that I was
amazed at the stupidity and gallantry of the Italian Army: stupid, because they
were fighting for a lost cause, and gallant, because they were Italians. I asked
him to tell them that and to spread the rumor. I further said that we had
demonstrated our ability to destroy them, and that if they failed to take the hint
and surrender, we would certainly do so. As a matter of fact, I called off the air
and naval bombardment we had arranged, because I felt enough people had been
killed, and felt that with the drive of the 2d Armored Division we could take the
place without inflicting unproductive losses on the enemy.

I believe that this operation will go down in history, certainly at

Leavenworth,? as a classic example of the proper use of armor, and I also believe
that historical research will reveal that General Keyes’ Corps moved faster
against heavier resistance and over worse roads than did the Germans during
their famous Blitz.

We did not waste any time, however, and started this morning, capturing
the north road and also moving artillery to support the final effort of the II Corps
which will begin in a few days.

Headquarters Seventh Army

APO 758 U.S. ARmy
August 1,1943
GENERAL ORDER
NumBER 10

TO BE READ TO TROOPS



Soldiers of the Seventh Army and XII Air Support Command:

Landed and supported by the navy and air force, you have, during
twenty-one days of ceaseless battle and unremitting toil, killed and
captured more than 87,000 enemy soldiers, you have captured or
destroyed 361 cannon, 172, tanks,

928 trucks, and 190 airplanes—you are magnificent soldiers!
General Eisenhower, the Commander-in-Chief, and General
Alexander, the Army Group Commander, have both expressed pride
and satisfaction in your efforts.

Now in conjunction with the British Eighth Army you are closing
in for the kill. Your relentless offensive will continue to be irresistible.
The end is certain and is very near. Messina is our next stop!

G. S. PATTON, JR.,
Lieut. General, U.S. Army,
DistriBuTION: “D” Commanding

HEADQUARTERS SEVENTH ARMY

APO 758 U.S. ArRmy
August 22, 1943
GENERAL ORDER
NuMBER 18

Soldiers of the Seventh Army:

Born at sea, baptized in blood, and crowned with victory, in the
course of thirty-eight days of

incessant battle and unceasing labor, you have added a glorious
chapter to the history of war.

Pitted against the best the Germans and Italians could offer, you
have been unfailingly successful. The rapidity of your dash, which
culminated in the capture of Palermo, was equalled by the dogged
tenacity with which you stormed Troina and captured Messina.

Every man in the Army deserves equal credit. The enduring valor
of the Infantry and the impetuous ferocity of the tanks were matched
by the tireless clamor of our destroying guns.



The Engineers performed prodigies in the construction and
maintenance of impossible roads over impassable country. The
Services of Maintenance and Supply performed a miracle. The Signal
Corps laid over 10,000 miles of wire, and the Medical Department
evacuated and cared for our sick and wounded.

On all occasions the Navy has given generous and gallant
support. Throughout the operation, our Air has kept the sky clear and
tirelessly supported the operation of the ground troops.

As a result of this combined effort, you have killed or captured
113,350 enemy troops. You have destroyed 265 of his tanks, 2324
vehicles, and 1162 large guns, and, in addition, have collected a mass
of military booty running into hundreds of tons.

But your victory has a significance above and beyond its physical
aspect—you have destroyed the prestige of the enemy.

The President of the United States, the Secretary of War, the
Chief of Staff, General Eisenhower, General Alexander, General
Montgomery, have all congratulated you.

Your fame shall never die.

G. S. PaTTON, JR.,
Lieut. General, U.S. Army,
Commanding.

Sidelights on the Sicilian Campaign

October, 1943

Now that sufficient time has elapsed, it is permissible for me to give you a
general idea of the lighter side of the Sicilian Campaign and subsequent
incidents.

The first intimation I had that we were in the transport area was when the
davit for a landing boat gave way and the boat crashed into my porthole. For a
moment we thought that a bomb had hit. As we were sleeping in full pack, we
went on deck. The whole coastline as far as we could see was a mass of flames.
In some places they looked like burning mountains; in other places, simply like a



line of fire.

At intervals along the flaming shore, searchlights would suddenly flare and
sweep the water. This was very interesting, because, while the lights made it so
bright on deck that we could read a paper, the enemy was apparently unable to
see us from the land. I think this had something to do with refraction and the
haze caused by the fires.

Whenever one of these searchlights flickered on, innumerable tracer bullets
from our destroyers and patrol boats hurried toward it like bees returning to a
hive. That searchlight immediately went out.

The fires along the shore, we discovered, were caused by our high
explosives igniting the wheatfields. Fortunately for the Sicilians, the wheat had
been harvested, but the stubble was still there and that is what burned.

The southern Sicilian is, if possible, the dirtiest of all Sicilians. There were
actually cases in which they lived with corpses in their houses for several days
because they were too lazy to remove them. Yet, when we used posthole diggers
to bury them, they were very angry and said the dead should be buried
horizontally and not vertically. We gave them the opportunity of horizontal
burial by “permitting” the civilians to dig the graves.

In the courtyard back of the house I occupied, I once counted eight
children, eleven goats, three dogs, a flock of chickens, and a horse, all picking
up filthy scraps

from the pavement. None of them seemed to die. I suppose people that have
been raised on tomato sauce made after the Sicilian manner are immune. Their
method of preparing this sauce is to collect tomatoes, many of them overripe,
and squeeze them out with their hands onto old sheets, or pieces of paper, or
doors, or anything else they can find. They leave this bloody-looking mess for
several days, and then put it on trays, usually lying on the sidewalks, to dry.
Since the streets are never cleaned, there is plenty of germ-laden dust to mix
with the sauce. This is the thing with which they eat their macaroni.

The Italians, under German tutelage, were extremely clever in the
construction of pillboxes. In fact, in many cases they were too clever, because
they camouflaged them with hay or bushes and our first phosphorous shells set
them on fire.

In other cases they went to the trouble of building stucco houses outside of
the pillboxes. In order to put the latter into action, they simply gave the wall a
kick and there was the pillbox. In spite of the tremendous number of these
things, we had practically no trouble in destroying them. One battalion alone got
thirty-nine in one day.

Owing to the lack of water and other causes, we decided to drink



champagne while at Gela and secured a case, which would seem ample, but
owing to the large number of visiting firemen, it disappeared in about two days.
It was then necessary to secure more champagne. In order to do this, the dealer,
who was a bootlegger, had to be got out of jail through the interposition of the
Bishop. After he was removed from jail long enough to sell us more champagne,
he obligingly returned to his cell.

Agrigento was one of the earliest Greek cities, as later it was to be one of
the earliest Carthaginian cities. At Agrigento there are three very beautiful Greek
temples —one to Juno, one to Concordia, and one to Hercules. There is also a
sacred way connecting these temples, bordered on each side by rock-hewn
tombs, now all pilfered.

The Mayor of the town, who was by way of being an archeologist, took me
to look at these temples. When we came to the temple of Hercules, which was
the biggest but in the worst state of repair, I asked him had it been destroyed by
an earthquake. He said, “No, General, it was an unfortunate incident of the other
war.” When I asked which was the other war, he said that this temple was

destroyed in the Second Punic War.!

The emergence of the Carthaginians at Agrigento, in 470 B.c. is of interest
as showing that global war is not new. At that time Carthage owed a sort of lip-
service alliance, or in fact vassalage, to Xerxes, King of Kings. This was the
time when Xerxes was planning to cross the Hellespont and attack Greece. In
order to prevent the Greeks from Syracuse and the cities in the heel of Italy from
sending reinforcements to the mother country, Xerxes ordered the Carthaginians
to land in Sicily and in the heel of Italy for the purpose of keeping the colonial
Greeks at home.

When one thinks of the staff work and prevision necessary to arrange such
an operation, when it probably took the courier a year to get from Sardis to
Carthage, we can give ourselves, with our instantaneous means of
communication, less credit for good planning. On the other hand, the
Carthaginian Army, which landed at Agrigento and points west, and which
numbered some three hundred thousand men, took five years to get to Syracuse,
and having got there suffered complete defeat and total annihilation.

At a small road junction called Segesta, Hugh Gaffey and I saw the most
beautiful Greek temple and theatre that I have yet encountered. With the
exception of the fact that the roof of this temple no longer exists, it is in a perfect
state of preservation and has been very little repaired. Since the Greeks were
driven from this part of Sicily in 470 B.c.—that is, some twenty-five hundred
years ago — the temple must have been built at an earlier date.

There is one rather peculiar thing about this temple. The columns are not



monolithic, or composed of two or three blocks, as is usually the case, but are
built up of a i number of small stones. It is further noteworthy that, after the
lapse of two and one-half millenniums, you cannot get a sharp knife edge
between the joints and the stones.

When I was about eight years old, a minister named Mr. Bliss told me that
when he visited the Parthenon he had put his silk hat on one end of the steps, and
having gone to the other end had sighted across and could not see the top of his
silk hat, indicating that, in order to secure agreeable lines, the straight lines of
the Greek temples were actually curves. Gaffey and I tried the same thing at
Segesta with two steel helmets, one on top of the other, and were unable to see
them over the curve of the steps.

1
218-201 B.C.

The theatre, capable of seating perhaps two thousand people, is on top of a
very high hill, so that in addition to the view of the actors, the spectators also had
ever before them a magnificent seascape. Apparently, the Greeks who built this
theatre had lived in a village back of it, but owing to the inevitable cannibalism
of all ancient things by succeeding generations, the town no longer exists and
can be traced only by the fact that nearly all the stones lying over the hill show
traces of having been worked. Speaking of cannibalism, I read that a great deal
of Pisa is constructed with stone taken from Carthage.

The city and harbor of Syracuse are to me of particular interest because this
place probably has been the scene of more amphibious operations than any other
harbor in the world. When looking over its water I could almost see the Greek
triremes, the Roman galleys, the Vandals, the Arabs, the Crusaders, the French,
the English, and the Americans, who, to mention only a few, have successively
stormed, or attempted to storm, that harbor.

When we first came to Sicily—and the same thing is true of Sardinia and
Corsica—we were surprised at the large number of small towers dotting the
coastline. These towers were apparently built between 1500 and 1600 under the
influence of Genoa. The system consisted of a man picking out for himself a
good spot for a tower and building it. He would then go to the government and
offer to garrison the tower, usually with himself and family, if he were paid. The
pay was not excessive—in our money, about fifty dollars a year. Apparently
that, and not the Arab pirates, is the origin of the towers.

Another very striking characteristic, particularly of Sicily, is the fact that



nearly all the towns cling like limpets to the tops of the precipitous peaks. On
closer examination you will find that the highest building on these peaks is the
ruin of a Norman castle.

The Normans captured Sicily between 900 and 970, and then apparently
each Norman gentleman built himself a tower—for that is what most of them are
—on the highest peak he could find. In the course of time, as his riches
increased, he sometimes added an inner and then an outer bailey, but this is not
the general rule. The town then grew from the descendants of his soldiers and
from the local people who came close to the castle in order to secure protection.

The Palais Royal at Palmero (“The Paleopolis” of Polybius) had such an
origin. Its site was a volcanic outcropping, surrounded by two streams on which
the Arabs erected a castle called a “ksar.” This outcropping, much manicured,
still exists and the original ksar, built by the Arabs around A.p. 700, still forms
part of the central keep of the palace. Unfortunately the palace also has been
overmanicured, and only in the basements and inner walls can one see the
original building.

In the basement of the old keep we found the Norman treasury. It consisted
of two stone rooms based on bedrock, one room completely within the other. In
order to get into the inner room, it was necessary to open two doors and pass
through a short vestibule. These doors were constructed so that when the outer
door was opened giving entrance to the hallway, the inner automatically shut.
When the inner door was opened, the outer door was shut. Inside, there is a pit
about ten feet deep and twenty feet square with a monolithic block in the bottom.
On this block was piled the largest treasure, such as vases, dishes, and the like.

In the four corners of the room are huge wine jars, which are suspended
from the ceiling so that a sentinel going down through a door could see that
nobody had cut into the bottom of them. It was in these wine jars that the money
was kept.

When we were storming these towns or driving past them, I could almost
picture in my mind’s eye the small groups of knights and men-at-arms who, by
virtue of occupying these strong points, ruled the world as they knew it, and how
pitifully weak in numbers and armor they were in comparison with our guns,
tanks, and infantry, which rolled by them in endless streams.

However, there were some things which the ancient knights and their ill-
smelling companions would have understood and have laughed at — that was
our Improvised mule cavalry. In order to move over the terrific country through
which we had to fight, we had to improvise mounted units. These men rode
whatever they could find — mules, burros, and occasionally bullocks. The
saddles were either of local construction, captured Italian equipment, or simply



mattresses.

Once I met a young soldier with a captured Italian saddle which he had
casually placed on the horse’s neck in front of the withers. When I stopped him
to question his ideas in so placing the saddle, the horse lowered his neck and the
soldier rolled off. He said that he thought that was the place to put a saddle. I
suppose that the only time he had ever been on a quadruped was at a circus when
he rode on an elephant’s head.

Nevertheless, this improvised horse cavalry was a tremendous advantage.
In fact, we could not have won the war without it. We all regretted that we did
not have a complete American cavalry division with pack artillery. Had we
possessed such a unit, not a German would have escaped.

The home life of the natives is very peculiar. Apparently they have never
decided to cook in any special place, so that all cooking is done in the streets.
The cooking equipment has improved considerably since we came, as they now
use our discarded five-gallon oil cans. Not only do they cook in the street, but sit
in the street, and, what is more distressing, sing in the streets at all hours of the
day and night. Owing to the fact that they live primarily on garlic, which is sold
by old men carrying garlands of garlic over their shoulders, the singing not only
impresses the ear, but also the nose.

The Sicilian takes much better care of his animals than does the Arab, and
he practically never uses a bit, all the horses and mules being controlled by a
hackamore. Also the Sicilian animals, being house-raised, are the most docile
creatures I have ever seen. This also applies to the mules. To encourage these
animals to pull or move forward, the Sicilian emits a noise between a belch and a
groan. He has no verbal means of checking the horse because, whenever he stops
groaning at it, the horse automatically halts.

One very funny thing happened in connection with the Moroccan troops. A
Sicilian came to me and said he had a complaint to make about the conduct of
the Moroccans, or Goums, as they are called. He said that he well knew that all
Goums were thieves, also that they were murderers, and sometimes indulged in
rape—these things he could understand and make allowances for, but when

they came to his house, killed his rabbits, and then skinned them in the
parlor, it was going too far



Since the greater portion of the Sicilian life is spent in sitting, it would
naturally seem that after thousands of years he would have thought of making
comfortable seats, but no, he sits on rocks, mud, boxes, or anything but chairs.
However, they are a very cheerful people and seemingly contented with their
filth, and it would be a mistake in my opinion to try to raise them to our
standards, which they would neither appreciate nor enjoy.

Corsica looks exactly as if you had taken the worst part of the Rocky
Mountains and submerged it in the ocean. It is nothing but a succession of high,
absolutely barren hilltops, composed of polished granite in the majority of cases.
However, it has two striking characteristics; it is wholly French, and it has not



suffered from the air. It is a distinct shock to arrive in a city which has not been
blown up. Ajaccio is just as it was.

Naples, on the other hand, has been very badly raided, but, owing to the
absolutely marvelous performance of our people, the docks are in fair working
order.

Pompeii comes up to the highest ideals of what a ruin should be. It also
gives you the highest idea of the type of men who built it. It is very unfortunate
that during our attacks it became necessary to bomb the ruins. Luckily, no very
great damage was done.

‘““The Flight into Egypt”

Since it has been announced over the radio and also in the press that I have
been to Cairo, I can now write about it.

Colonel Codman,® myself, and eight other members of the Staff of the
Seventh Army took off from Palermo at 0715 December 12 and flew first to
Benghazi, where we stopped to re-gas and to lunch.

The airfield is about fifteen miles from the town and is covered with small
bomb and shell fragments, but otherwise is in fine condition. The country, while
devoid of

landmarks of any sort and practically without vegetation so that it requires
navigational methods, is nevertheless quite rolling, and I believe there are few
places where at a distance of fifteen hundred yards troops would not be invisible.
It occurred to me that had it been possible to use them, observation balloons, or
even the old battery commanders’ ladders, would have been very useful. The
surface is a sort of hard-baked mud of a brownish color and is much easier to

traverse than is the sand around Indio.! However, after several vehicles have
gone on any one track, the surface breaks up. This accounts for the fact that we
were informed that in desert movement vehicles should not follow in trace.
However, in Indio, we found that it was much better to have them follow in
trace. Certainly the country seems to me very much easier to operate in,
particularly with armor, than is our own desert.

From Benghazi we flew straight across the desert to Tobruk, which is a
very small and badly banged-up town with an artificial harbor full of wrecks.

From Tobruk we flew along the railway to El Alamein, and, although we



came close to the ground, we could see very few wrecked vehicles or guns, and
practically no wire.

From El Alamein we flew along the coast to Alexandria and then up the
Nile Delta to Cairo. There is a very striking demarcation between the green of
the Nile Valley and the brown of the desert. I was informed that, except for the
Delta, which is about one hundred and fifty miles wide; the rest of Egypt is less
than thirty miles wide and some twenty-five hundred miles long.

It was quite a thrill, as we approached Cairo, to see the pyramids. We were
met at the airfield by General Sir Henry Maitland-Wilson’s Aide de Camp,
Major H. Chapman Walker. The Aide took Codman and myself to the General’s
house, where we stayed during our entire visit. The General himself was absent
when we arrived, but his former chief of staff and several officers lived at the
house, which, while very unpretentious, is quite comfortable. It is situated about
a twenty minutes’ drive south of the city in a section called Madi. Major
Chapman Walker had arranged a very complete program, which, after
inspection, we approved.

ndio, California, United States Desert Training
Center.

December 13,1943

Codman, myself, and Major Chapman Walker, accompanied by Lady
Ranforly, secretary to General Wilson, went on a shopping trip in the morning.

Cairo is really a disgusting place. It looks, and the people act, exactly as
they did in New York in 1928. Both sides of the street are solid with automobiles
and there are other automobiles parked in the middle of the streets. All the stores
are running full blast and seem to have plenty of goods to sell, but at terrific
prices. For example, I priced a pair of silk stockings which cost four pounds.

The Egyptian peasant, who abounds in large numbers, is distinctly lower
than the Sicilian, whom I had previously considered at the bottom of the human
curve. When the Assuan Dam was constructed, it gave a certain type of fresh-
water snail a chance to develop in large numbers. This snail is the host for a sort
of hookworm, which, since the construction of the dam, has become a menace.
As a result of this hookworm, the Egyptian peasant constantly suffers from the
bellyache and has his sexual vigor reduced. In order to relieve his pain and
restore his vigor, he has taken to smoking hashish. This has the desired results



for a few months and then becomes impotent, and the peasant even more
susceptible to the attack of the hookworm, so that he is in a vicious circle. Prior
to the war, the traffic in hashish was well under control, with the result that the
natives were quite discontented; but since the war they have been able to get all
the hashish they want and are now very happy. They are unspeakably dirty in
their habits and in their dress. On the fresh-water canal I saw a man defecating in
the water, while below him, at a distance of not more than ten yards, women
were washing clothes; and a short distance farther downstream a village was
drawing drinking water.

Of the whole population of Egypt, some twelve hundred own practically all
the land except for a few million peasants who own approximately four-fifths of
an acre apiece, while the rest own nothing. The average pay of a peasant is fifty
dollars a year from which he has to rent his drinking water.

The sailboats on the Nile have the same lines they had in the days of the
ancient Egyptians, but since A.n. 762 they have adopted the Arab lateen sail in
place of the square sail which they formerly used. In spite of their awkward
appearance, these boats sail very well, and it is said that, when an English
company brought out some specially constructed sailing barges which they
thought would beat the native craft, the natives sailed circles around them. As far
as I could determine, the native boats have no keel, but a huge rudder which, in a
sense, acts as a centerboard as well as a rudder.

After we got through shopping, we had cocktails at the famous Shepheard’s
Hotel. The cocktails were good, but cost about a dollar and a half apiece.

In the afternoon we visited the British Tank School, which is interesting but
not anywhere as well arranged as our schools at Knox or Benning.

The Holy Land

December 14, 1943

We took off by plane for Jerusalem at 0700 and crossed the canal just south
of Lake Tenes, which is near where the children of Israel crossed.

It never occurred to me until this flight that, at the time the Jews crossed, it
was unnecessary for them to ford anything, because there is a stretch of desert



from Bitter Lake to the Mediterranean which had no water on it. However, they
did get across and Napoleon crossed at about the same place and also lost his
baggage when the wind shifted.

From the canal we flew along the line of Allenby’s advance and crossed at
Wadi El Arish at the spot where the battle occurred. It is a much less formidable
obstacle than I had gathered from the books.

Beersheba and the surrounding country do not look too difficult, but
certainly away from the wells the country is an absolute sand sea, and it is
difficult to understand how Allenby ever moved a cavalry corps across it.

From Beersheba we flew over Hebron and Bethelehem and turned
westward just south of Jerusalem, finally landing at Aqir, near the coast, where
we were met with some cars and driven thirty miles to Jerusalem.

The only reason for calling Palestine a “land of milk and honey” is by
comparison with the desert immediately surrounding it. It consists of nothing but
barren stony hills on which a few olive trees eke out a precarious existence. We
did not see a single beehive, although there were quite a number of mimosa
trees.

On reaching Jerusalem, we were met by Major General D. F. McConnell,
who commands the district. He gave us a British priest, who had lived a long
time in Jerusalem, as a guide to see the sights.

We entered the city through the gate which Tancred stormed when the city
was first taken (A.n. 1099). The Church of the Holy Sepulchre covers both the
Tomb of Christ and also the place where the Cross stood. It is run by a
composite group consisting of Catholics, Greeks, and Copts, and by a strange
freak of chance, or British political insight, the doorkeeper is a Mohammedan.

It struck me as an anomaly that, during my entire visit to Jerusalem, I was
guarded by four secret service men, and the oddest part of it was that, when I
entered the Tomb, the secret service men came in with me. People must have
very little confidence to fear assassination in such a place.

From the Tomb we went to the Crusaders’ Chapel where those who became
Knights of Jerusalem were knighted. In this chapel is the sword which is
supposed to have been used on these occasions. In my opinion it is a fake, since
the pummel is not of the correct shape, nor has it sufficient weight. The pummels
of Crusaders’ swords were usually carved in the form of a stone or a piece of
lead, which in an earlier date had actually been tied there. This pummel was in
the shape of a blunt acorn. The crossguard and the shape of the blade were
correct.

From here we went to the place where the Cross had stood. Most of the
mountain was cut away during the Roman occupation, when they filled up the



Tomb and erected a Temple of Venus over both the Mount and the Tomb.
However, there is an altar which is supposed to be on the exact spot where the
Cross was erected.

While I was in this chapel, I secured a rosary for Mary Scally! and had it
blessed on the altar.

After we left the church, we followed the Way of the Cross, which is a dirty
street, to the point where the Roman Forum had stood. I should think the
distance is less than half a mile. In addition to the Stations of the Cross used by
the Catholics, the Greeks have a number of extra ones, so that it is practically a
day’s trip for a Greek priest to walk down the street, as they have to stop in front
of each station.

From the Forum we got into the cars and drove to the Garden of
Gethsemane, where there are still olive trees which just possibly may have been
in existence at the time of the Crucifixion.

After lunching with the Commanding General, we drove back to the airfield
and flew back to Cairo along the coast, passing over Gaza. Although I looked
very carefully, I could see no indication of the fighting, but I did recognize the
cactus hedge where the tanks got stuck. We reached Cairo just at dark, having
completed in one day the trip which took the Children of Israel forty years to
accomplish.

On the fifteenth, it had been arranged for an eminent scholar to show us the
sights, which we presumed were the pyramids. We went to Shepheard’s Hotel to
pick up this genius, but when I told him I wanted to go to the pyramids, he was
shocked, and said that, though he had lived in Cairo for forty years, he had been
there only once, and that the only things worth seeing in Cairo were the
mosques. I told him I had seen all the mosques I wanted to and would have to
dispense with his services.

We drove to the pyramids and picked up a fairly fluent but very ignorant
native guide. To me the pyramids were quite disappointing. They are not as big
nor as impressive as those around Mexico City. The Sphinx is in a poor state of
preservation and rather smaller than I had expected. However, the rock temple at
the foot of the Sphinx is a remarkable construction. Apparently they piled up the
rocks and then cut the chapels or tombs out of them.

One of the tombs has a slab roof about twenty feet long by six feet wide by
two feet thick which has been slipped into notches and upright walls and is very
highly polished. This polishing and chipping was all done with bronze chisels,
the Egyptians having some method of tempering bronze which has now been
lost.

At 5:30 I made a talk on landing operations to all the officers of the Middle



East Command, some five hundred in all. I believe that the talk went off quite
well as, contrary to the British custom, they applauded and several of them wrote
me letters, one of them saying that in all his previous military career he had not
learned as much as in my thirty-minute lecture.

December 16,1943

Major General Beaumont Nesbitt, in charge of visiting firemen, took me to
Shepheard’s Hotel, where we picked up the rest of the Staff and drove for two
and one-half hours along the fresh-water canal to the Combined Operations
Training Center which is on the shores of the small Bitter Lake. Apparently the
British were so interested in the talk I had given yesterday evening that they
asked me to repeat it to some two hundred student officers and Lieutenant
General R. M. Scobie, who commands the British training there.

The Training Center, while not nearly as large or as good as the one we had
at Mostaganum, had one or two improvements over our methods. They had
mock-ups of the sides of ships built out into the water so that actual landing
boats could come alongside, and the men could have the practice of going down
the nettings into moving boats.

On the way back we had a regular dust storm, and it was quite hard to see.

General Sir Henry Maitland-Wilson had returned and was at dinner. He is a
very large man and quite jovial. I was more impressed with him than with almost
any other British officer I have met. All of them, including the General, were
very much interested in my reaction to General Montgomery, but I was very
careful in what I said and refused to be drawn out.

On the seventeenth, General Nesbitt took me to meet General Anders, who
commands the Polish II Corps. Accompanied by General Anders and the rest of
our Staff, we drove to the Polish camp near Faqus, which is on the eastern side
of the Delta. We had a guard of honor of a very fine-looking group of soldiers.
We then had lunch. At lunch, General Anders pinned on me the insignia of a
Polish Lieutenant General and the shoulder patch of the II Polish Corps. Not to
be outdone, I gave him one of my United States insignia and the shoulder patch
of the Seventh Army.

He struck me as very much of a man. He was Chief of Staff of a Russian
division in World War I. He has been hit seven times and won the Polish
decoration for valor twice. His troops are the best-looking troops, including
British and American, that I have ever seen. He told me, laughing, that if his
corps got in between a German and Russian army, they would have difficulty in



deciding which they wanted to fight the most.

After we had inspected the II Polish Corps, Colonel Cummingsl and I
drove to Alexandria where we had been invited by the Commanding officer of
the Levant, Vice Admiral Sir Arthur Willis. We crossed the whole of the Delta
to get to Alexandria, but unfortunately most of the trip was in the dark so that we
did not see a great deal.

December 18,1943

At ten o’clock, Colonel Mosely, who has ridden in the Grand National four
times, called for us and took us to the Yacht Club, where we were met by an
Admiral and taken in a barge to inspect the harbor.

We then visited the British Tank Repair Works, which is very imposing in
size and uninspiring in organization and maintenance. Among other things, we
found gaskets were made by hand.

We drove back to Cairo across the desert, a distance of about one hundred
and fifty miles.

Colonel R. E. Cummings, Adjutant General for General Patton during entire service
overseas.

December 19,1943

We left Cairo at 0700 and flew up the Nile to Karnak. General Wilson had
provided us with a Major Emory, who is a very distinguished Egyptologist in
civil life and was number two in the Carter Expedition which dug up Tut’s
grave.

Kamak is on the east bank. Here we took some dilapidated Fords from the
airfield to the river and then crossed in a native boat. We then took three other
Fords and drove first to the Valley of the Kings. This was most interesting, as
Major Emory had made many of the excavations there himself.

We first entered King Tut’s tomb, which, according to Major Emory, is
very small. There were originally three sarcophagi beside a stone casket. At the
present time only the number two sarcophagus is in place, and in it are the
remains of King Tut. The number one sarcophagus, which was of solid gold, the
bullion value of which is seven thousand pounds, is in the Museum at Cairo. The



one in which the King reposes is of wood, but covered with gold plating. The
third outside wooden one is also in the Museum at Cairo.

Major Emory stated that the tomb of the King is built more or less as a
replica of his house, and that in each room of the tomb there were the
implements appropriate to that room in the house. He pointed out that, whereas
an enormous amount of valuable objects were taken from King Tut’s tomb, there
must have been a vastly greater number in some tombs through which he led us,
because, in comparison to the tomb of some of the Rameses, King Tut’s was just
a cubbyhole.

From the Valley of the Kings we drove to Thebes and inspected the tomb of
a Prime Minister who lived in the next reign following King Tut. This was a
most interesting tomb for two reasons: first, it had been discovered and opened
by Major Emory; and second, it is one of the few places in Egypt where the
stereotyped form of bas-relief does not exist. On one side of the entrance to the
tomb the bas-relief is of the old type. On the other side it is quite modernized.
The reason for this was that during the tour of office of the Prime Minister the
reform religion came in, so that, while half of his tomb was cut before he was
reformed, the other half was cut afterwards.

Another point which is very interesting was to see how the Egyptians
worked. On the wall of this tomb, which had never been completed, you could
see the line drawings of the artists who drew the sculptures, next you could see
where they had been roughly chiseled out, and finally as they were completed.

We then drove to the temple and dwelling of Rameses II. There is a very
interesting thing there. During his fighting in Syria, Rameses had come across
crenelated battlements and had crenelations on the battlements of his palace.

We crossed the river, had lunch, and then visited the Temple of Luxor and
that of Kamak. These two temples are about half a mile apart. Certainly, anyone
who is interested in ruins should see all the non-Egyptian ones first because the
Egyptian ruins make others look like nothing.

In the courtyard of Karnak there is a Roman Forum, which if viewed by
itself would be quite impressive, but to* which you have to have your attention
called in order to see it, on account of its being so much overshadowed by the
Egyptian monuments.

There is still in one part of Kamak the inclined plane which the Egyptians
used to move stones for the erection of their buildings.

There are several obelisks in the temple. Major Emory called our attention
to the fact that in the obelisks in New York, London, Paris, and Madrid, when
our skilled engineers tried to erect them, they always chipped the base by not
having them land perfectly perpendicularly on the pediment, but these obelisks



at Kamak, which weigh at least seventy-five tons apiece, are in perfect position
and alignment on the bases with no chipping.

We returned to Cairo, landing after dark. The next day, the twentieth, we
flew to Palermo.

MaALTA

Field Marshal Lord Gort invited me to visit him at Malta, so after a trip to
Algiers, Colonel Codman, Captain Stiller, and I took off on the morning of
January 4, 1944. As we were not to reach Malta until three o’clock, we had time
to fly over the battlefields where the II Corps fought last spring.

When we were about sixty miles northwest of Constantine, the pilot,
Captain Hetzer, told me that he had once seen a Roman ruin in that vicinity, so
we hunted for it and presently found it. It is quite a large city with a big temple
in a good state of preservation and a fine theatre, and yet its name is not shown
on any map which I have been able to find.

As we approached Tebessa, we flew over the places where I had first taken
command of the II Corps. In my mind’s eye I could still see the fields covered
with tanks, guns, and tents, but even in so short a time every trace of those
troops had been obliterated.

The great dumps at Tebessa, which were the object of the German thrust
through the Kasserine Pass, have now been completely cleared up and there is no
indication that they ever existed. The same is true at Feriana where we had a
Command Post, and also at Gafsa.

Looking over the country where we fought during the battle of El Guettar
gives one a definite idea of the greatness of the American soldier. The mountains
are impossibly difficult. I am glad that when I fought this battle I did not know
how hard the country was, since we could not get an airplane from which to look
at it and we had to make our decisions from the map. Had I known how difficult
it was, I might have been less bold—but it is always well to remember that the
country is just as hard on the enemy as it is on you.

On the other hand, the gum-tree road which penetrated our position, and
over which I spent many anxious hours, is not anywhere as dangerous an avenue
as it shows on the map, and had I been able to look at it from the air, I might
have slept better.



After leaving El Guettar, we flew over Maknassy, where, too, all the
wreckage and tanks we lost there have been completely removed.

Malta, which we reached at three o’clock, is quite different from the way I
had pictured it. It is almost completely covered with villages and the areas
between them are crowded with tiny fields. The only place where this crowding
does not exist is on the airfields.

The island is made out of a soft porous stone which works as easily as
wood when in a quarry, but which hardens when exposed to air.

In order to protect themselves against the German bombardments, a great
many of the vital installations at Malta have, as the world knows, been buried in
caves, but I do not believe the world knows how big these caves are, nor how
relatively easy it is to construct them. Certainly, the clean-up job which the
British have done since the Blitz is worthy of the greatest praise.

All the Air Corps installations, including the caves, were shown us by my
friend. Air Marshal Park, who had commanded the RAF in Malta during the
fighting there and had done a very wonderful job. The RAF in Malta is the best-
dressed and best-disciplined Air Force that I have ever seen, whether it be
American or English.

On the next day, Captain Holland, Lord Gort’s Aide, took us on a
sightseeing trip around the island during which we visited forts, the harbors,
several churches, and other points of interest.

The forts are of a different type from any I have ever examined, being pre-
Vauban, but nevertheless artillery-proof. This means that the walls are from
eight to sixteen feet thick and the crenelations are for artillery rather than for
small arms.

During the Siege of 1528, the three forts, one on the island and the others
on the two peninsulas, were held by about four hundred knights and some eight
hundred mercenaries against some forty thousand Turks.

In the construction of these forts, the nature of the island is again of
advantage and has been exploited, as it is simply necessary to cut away the rock
to produce a wall, while the rock thus cut away is utilized to project the wall
farther up.

The most interesting thing I saw is the library of the Knights of Malta. We
were taken through this by the librarian. He speaks and reads in script nine
languages, so he is perfectly capable of translating the valuable collection of
manuscripts in the library.

One codex, dating from 1420 and depicting the life

of Saint Anthony, who spent his time being pursued by devils in the form of
beautiful women, was particularly interesting to me because in one of the



pictures it showed an armorer’s shop in which suits of armor, varying in date
from early 1100 to 1400, were hung up for sale just as one hangs up clothes now
in a pawnship. The point of interest is that most historians are prone to classify
armor by dates, whereas here we have visual proof that as late as 1400 all types
of armor, both mail and plate, were still being used.

Another codex which was interesting was one of the original printings of
the Bible, using wood type. In this case all the capitals were omitted and
subsequently illuminated by hand.

In order to be a Knight of Malta, it was necessary to have sixteen crosses of
nobility, so that when anyone came up to be a knight, he had to present his
genealogy, which was then studied by a college of heralds, and, if proven
correct, permitted him to join. Since all these genealogies, covering the knights
from sometime in 1100 to date, are preserved in the library, it gives the greatest
historical family tree in the world.

In addition to the requirement of sixteen crosses of nobility, a knight had to
spend eighteen months at sea on the galleys as a fighter, and then work in a
hospital.

The knight also had to take four vows—Poverty, Chastity, Humility, and
Obedience. The vow of Poverty required him to give four-fifths of his then estate
to the Order. However, if he was a successful knight, he received from the Order
more than a hundredfold over what he gave, so that most of them died very rich.
This was particularly true before 1800 when the knights had a sort of
stranglehold on the privateering business in the Mediterranean and used their
hatred for the Turks as a means of veiling their personally conducted piracy
against Turks and against anyone else whom they could catch.

The vow of Chastity was not enforced except by one Grand Master, who, in
order to discourage the amorous activities of his dependents, required that all the
girls live across the harbor from the forts, so that when a knight wanted to see
his lady-love, he had to row across and thereby bring discredit upon himself.
Apparently the discredit consisted of the other knights cheering him.

The vow of Humility was got around by the simple expedient of washing a
poor man'’s feet three times. The vow of Obedience was rigidly enforced.

It is interesting to remember that the average Maltese has never seen a
mountain, a river, a lake, a forest, or a railway train, and, according to my
friends, he has no desire to meet any of them.



PART TWO

OPERATION “OVERLORD”



This brief account of the actions of the Third Army and the XIX Tactical Air
Command, commanded by Brigadier General, later Major General, O. P.
Weyland, in the conflict just terminated, is a hastily written personal narrative
for the benefit of my family and a few old and intimate friends.

I apologize for the frequent appearance of the first personal pronoun, and
since I have criticized numerous individuals without knowing their side of the
question, I must add that the story is as factual as it is possible for me to make it
from my personal notes and at the time it is written.

G.S.P., Jr.
July-August, 1945



1 THE CAMPAIGN OF FRANCE,
AVRANCHE3, BREST TO THE MOSELLE

1 August to 24 September, 1944

On July 28, 1944, General Patton was given control of the troops of the
Third Army then on the Continent of Europe.

The First Army had begun its St. Lo push on July 26. Gaining in momentum
in the succeeding days, it came to a climax when General Patton exploded his
Third Army onto the Brittany Peninsula on August 1.

In two weeks, troops of the Third Army had driven the fleeing Germans on
the peninsula into the ports of Lorient and Brest; had cleared the Loire River to
Angers; and had moved beyond Le Mans and Alengon in its drive east. {See
Map, pages 102-103.) By the end of August, the Germans were still contained in
the Brittany ports, and the drive of the Third Army to the east, gaining in
momentum, had by-passed Paris and had reached Reims, Verdun, and
Commercy. {See Map, pages 118-119.)

As early as the fifth of September, Third Army elements were in Metz and
Pont-a-Mousson, and by September 15 (see Map, page 138), elements of the XU
and XX Corps were along the Moselle, and, in some places, across the river.
Plans from above anchored the Third Army progress to the east and lack of gas
and other essential supplies brought the all-out advance to a standstill.

As the campaign ended on September 25, the Third Army had cleared the
enemy from the west bank of the Moselle, north of Metz, and had gained
substantial bridgeheads east of the Moselle, south of Metz. Luneville and
Rambervillers were well within the Third Army’s front lines.

During the period covered in this chapter, the American Seventh Army
landed successfully in Southern France and moved north with speed and daring,
contacting elements of the Third Army on September 11, north of Dijon.

The First American Army and Second British Army made parallel drives
across Northern France, reaching the Belgian border, and in early September
captured Antwerp and Namur. The Russians and Rumanians crossed Bulgaria,
and the Russians opened a new offensive south of East Prussia. The American
Ninth Army was formed on the Continent and took over from the Third Army the
reduction of the ports on the Brittany Peninsula.



The American and British Air Forces continued their support of the ground
forces and their bombing of the inner Reich.

As the period ended, the British had made their ill-fated paratroop drop at
Arnhem; the First Army was breaching the Siegfried Line in and around
Aachen; the Ninth Army completed operations on the Brittany Peninsula, except
for Lorient and St. Nazaire; the Seventh Army, after clearing Epinal, was
approaching the Belfort Gap.

P.D. H.

Touring France with an Army

When I was at Peover Hall, the initial Headquarters of the Third United
States Army in England, in March, April, and May, 1944, it became evident that
the Third Army would land either on the Cherbourg Peninsula or in the vicinity
of Calais. Personally, I favored the latter place, because, while the landing would
have been expensive, the subsequent price would probably have been less. In
amphibious operations we should land as near the objective as possible. Calais
was nearer this objective7 than was Cherbourg.

Thinking over the probable course of events, I picked out certain points
which I felt sure would be the scenes of battles or else be very critical in the
operation. In fact, I told Mr. J. J. McCloy, the Assistant Secretary of War, when
he visited Peover, that the first big battle of the Third Army would be at Rennes.
Actually it was the second big battle.

I also picked Laval, Chateaubriant, Nantes, Angers, Tours, Orleans, and
Bourges and Nevers, because at that time I felt we should go south of the bend
of the Loire. I am still not sure that we should not have done so.

Many other points, at most of which we subsequently fought, were selected;
but since I have not my map here, I cannot name them all. I do remember that
Chartres and Troyes and, strange to say, Worms and Mainz, were marked. It is
of interest to note that this study was made on a road map of France, scale
1:1,000,000, and if “The greatest study of mankind is man,” surely the greatest
study of war is the road net.

It is my opinion that, in the High Command, small-scale maps are best
because from that level one has to decide on general policies and determine the
places, usually road centers or river lines, the capture of which will hurt the



enemy most. How these places are to be captured is a matter for the lower
echelons to determine from the study of large-scale maps or, better still, from the
ground.

I also read The Norman Conquest by Freeman, paying particular attention
to the roads William the Conqueror used in his operations in Normandy and
Brittany. The roads used in those days had to be on ground which was always
practicable. Therefore, using these roads, even in modern times, permits easy by-
passing when the enemy resorts, as he always does, to demolition.

We? left the United Kingdom on July 6, taking off by plane at exactly 1025.
That was a year to the minute from the date on which we left Algiers on the road
to Sicily. As we flew down the east coast of the Cherbourg Peninsula, there was
a tremendous mass of shipping lying off shore. After we landed and drove along
the beach, the sight of the destruction of vessels was appalling. Some of this had
been done by enemy action, but a great deal of it was due to the storm which
raged for several days just after the initial landing. The beach defenses,
particularly the pillboxes, were impressive. The fact that the Allies made a
successful landing demonstrates that good troops can land anywhere.

Leaving Omaha Beach, we drove to General Bradley’s Headquarters south
of Isigny, where I spent the first night in the midst of the most infernal artillery
preparation I have ever heard. Bradley’s Headquarters was well in front of the
corps artillery and right amongst the batteries of the divisional units.

Next day we drove to our first Command Post on the Continent at Nehou,
southeast of Bricquebec. This chateau, Bricquebec, is supposed to have belonged
to one of Caesar’s lieutenants, and is interesting in that the principal tower is
eleven-sided and shows the transition from the early square tower to the round
tower. In driving to the Command Post, we had to cross the bridge at Carentan,
which was supposed to be under fire and had to be crossed at high speed with
big distances between vehicles. When I went over, I saw four of our soldiers
sitting on it, fishing. However, every visiting fireman whom I subsequently met
told me of the dangers he had encountered crossing the bridge.

Our Command Post had been very well laid out by General Gay1 in an old
apple orchard.

While there I took occasion to examine the German defenses around
Cherbourg both from the ground and from the air. I also had the Army Engineer,
Colonel Conklin, make drawings of them, as I felt that the Germans, being a
methodical people, would probably use the same form of defenses wherever we
should meet them. In my opinion, these defenses were not too formidable and
the results proved me correct.



Brigadier General, later Major General, Hobart R. Gay was General Patton’s
Chief of Staff throughout the war with the exception of a brief period in England and
the initial months on the Continent. See Appendix F.

The whole northern tip of the Cherbourg Peninsula was covered with
launching sites for V-1 bombs. These were very interesting. Usually a small
concrete road, camouflaged to look like dirt, led off from a main road and
eventually came to a concrete slab about the size of two tennis courts.

On the edges of this slab were semicircular points where trucks could be
left. Down the center of the slab were a number of holes. At some of the sites
were caves or dugouts in which rockets could be stored. In others these were
absent. The method of procedure was that, during the night, a convoy containing
a certain number of rockets and a knocked-down ramp moved up. The ramp was
erected by placing the uprights in the holes previously mentioned. It had an
angle of about thirty degrees to the horizontal. The rocket was placed on this
ramp, which had been carefully pointed to reach a certain area of England, and
was then discharged. When the supply of rockets was exhausted, the whole outfit
picked up and left, while a detail remained to restore the camouflage. Very few
of the sites I visited had been successfully bombed.

There was another enormous construction, the reason for which has, so far



as I know, never been explained. It consisted of a concrete block approximately
a mile long and about sixty to eighty feet square. In the hills at either side,
wedge-shaped excavations, approximately one hundred feet deep and two
hundred feet wide at the top, had been made and filled with concrete. It is my
opinion that there was more material in this construction than in the Great
Pyramid. Some three thousand slave laborers had worked on it for over two
years, and it was not more than half-completed.

On July 12 General Teddy Roosevelt! died, and while we were attending
his funeral services at the cemetery near St. Sauveur our anti-aircraft guns
sounded a fitting requiem for a brave soldier.

Secretary of War Stimson, accompanied by Mr. Bundy? and General
Surles, visited us on the seventeenth.
On the twenty-fourth, Colonel Flint* was killed, and he and General

McNair! were buried on the twenty-sixth. Paddy would have been pleased with
his funeral. We had a special coffin made for him and he was carried to his grave
in a mechanized cavalry half-track. He had an Army Commander, three Corps
Commanders, an Army Chief of Staff, and a Deputy Chief of Staff, and all the
cavalrymen around Headquarters for his pallbearers.

General McNair’s funeral, on the other hand, was, for security reasons, a
small affair. Only Bradley, Hodges, myself, Quesada,2 and his personal aide
were present.

Brigadier General Theodore Roosevelt, Assistant Division Commander of the 1st U.S.
Infantry Division at the time of his death.

2
Mr. Harvey H. Bundy, Special Assistant to the Secretary of War.

Major General Alexander D. Surles, Chief of War Department Public Relations
Branch.

4
Colonel Harry A. (Paddy) Flint, Commanding Officer of the 39th Infantry Regiment
of the 9th Division at the time of his death.

On the twenty-fourth, General Henry3 spent the night and we had a very
pleasant time examining the launching sites and spoke to the 6th Armored
Division.

The first Sunday I spent in Normandy was quite impressive. I went to a
Catholic Field .Mass where all of us were armed. As we knelt in the mud in the
slight drizzle, we could distinctly hear the roar of the guns, and the whole sky
was filled with airplanes on their missions of destruction . . . quite at variance



with the teachings of the religion we were practicing.

I shall always remember very unpleasantly the time spent in the apple
orchard, because I was obsessed with the belief that the war would end before I
got into it. I was also certain that, by pushing harder, we could advance faster. I
stated at the time, and still believe, that two armored divisions, preceded by a
heavy artillery concentration using air bursts, and followed by two infantry
divisions, could have cut straight down the west coast to Avranches without the
necessity of waiting for an air blitz.

My belief in the practicability of this operation was greatly strengthened
when the 3d Armored Division invented the hedge-spade for tanks, which was
subsequently improved by Colonel Nixon.4 All the Cherbourg Peninsula

1
Lieutenant General Lesley J. McNair, Chief of the Army Ground Forces.

Lieutenant General, later General, Omar Bradley, Commanding General of the
Twelfth U.S. Army Group in Europe. Lieutenant General C. H. Hodges, Commanding
General, First U.S. Army. Major General E. R. (Pete) Quesada, Commanding General, Ninth
Tactical Air Command.

3
Major General Guy V. Henry, War Department Staff.

4
Colonel Thomas F. Nixon, Chief Ordnance Officer for General Patton throughout the
war.

“Bocage” country—that is, it is composed of innumerable and a great deal
of eastern Brittany is what is called small fields separated by banks of earth from
four to six feet high surmounted by hedges. These form ideal delaying positions
for infantry. The tank spade, however, cut through them like a spoon through
warm butter.

An arresting sight were the crucifixes at road intersections; these were used
by Signal personnel as supplementary telephone posts. While the crosses were in
no way injured, I could not help thinking of the incongruity of the lethal
messages passing over the wires.

While the Third Army did not become operational until 1200 on the first of
August, General Bradley appointed me to command it by word of mouth on the
twenty-eighth of July and explained the plans for the initial use of two corps, the
VIII (Middleton) on the right and the XV (Haislip) on the left.!

In conformity with this plan, I visited the troops near Coutances on the
twenty-ninth and found an armored division sitting on a road, while its



Headquarters, secreted behind an old church, was deeply engrossed in the study
of maps. I asked why they had not crossed the Sienne. They told me they were
making a study of it at the moment, but could not find a place where it could be
forded. I asked what effort they had made to find such a place and was informed
that they were studying the map to that end. I then told them I had just waded
across it, that it was not over two feet deep, and that the only defense I knew
about was one machine gun which had fired very inaccurately at me. I repeated
the Japanese proverb: “One look is worth one hundred reports,” and asked them
why in hell they had not gone down to the river personally. They learned the
lesson and from then on were a very great division..

The morning of July 31, we moved our Command

VIII Corps (Middleton)
4th Armored Division 6th Armored Division 8th Infantry Division 79th
Infantry Division

XV Corps (Haislip)
5th Infantry Division 83d Infantry Division 90th Infantry Division

The remainder of the Third Army, consisting of the XII Corps (80th
Division) and XX Corps (2d French Armored Division), was not ready for action
at this time.

Post to a point north of the Granville—St. Sever—Lendelin road. It was
here that Willie contracted a violent love affair with a French lady dog and also
exhumed a recently buried German, to the shame and disgrace of the military
service.

Gaffey, Gay, and I stayed in the old Command Post until 1545, but were
not idle, because during that time we succeeded in talking the Communications
Zone out of three cavalry groups which we badly needed. After supper, Gaffey
and I drove to the Command Post of the VIII Corps at Brehal. Middleton was
very glad to see us, as he had reached his objective, which was the Selune River,
and did not know what to do next. I told him that, throughout history, wars had
been lost by not crossing rivers, and that he should get over at once. While we
were talking about how to bridge it in the vicinity of Pontaubault, the telephone
rang and we were told that the bridge, though damaged, was still usable. At the



time I considered this an omen of the future success of the Third Army. We also
heard that the 4th Armored Division had just captured the dams east of the
bridge, which also served as crossings and that they had taken four thousand
prisoners. As a result of this news, I told Middleton to head for Brest and
Rennes, with the 6th Armored Division and the 79th Infantry Division on Brest,
and the 8th Infantry Division and 4th Armored Division on Rennes and also to
create a task force under General H. L. Earnestl to go along the north coast of
the Peninsula.

Returning to Headquarters, we passed one of the deadest Germans I have
ever seen. He was half-lying, half-sitting, under a hedge in full uniform with his
helmet on his chin strap in place, and was perfectly black. I had never before
seen this happen to a corpse.

On the morning of August 1, everyone was busy at our camp except
Harkins8 9 and myself, so at high noon he and I decided to celebrate the birthday
of the Third Army with a drink. The only thing we could find was a bottle of

alleged brandy given Harkins by Campanole'! We tried to drink this, but gagged.

The passage of the two Army Corps (VIII and XV) through Avranches is
one of those things which cannot be done, but was. It was only made possible by
extremely effective use of veteran staff officers and by the active part taken in it
by corps and division commanders who, on occasion, personally directed traffic.
It was very evident that if a jam occurred, our losses, particularly with truck-
borne infantry, would be terrific, and I had to say to myself, “Do not take
counsel of your fears.”

The immediate mission of the Third Army was to secure and maintain a
bridgehead over the Selune River between Avranches and St. Hilaire-de-
Harcouet. I conceived this had best be done by the immediate capture of Brest
and Lorient and proceeded on that assumption.

By evening of August 1, the 6th Armored Division had taken Pontorson

where Beatrice? and I spent a night in 1913, when we visited Mont St. Michel. In
this operation the 6th lost a battery of self-propelled guns, due to stupidity. The
guns were too far to the front, too close together, and had no security
detachment. The officer responsible for this was killed in the action. On the
same day the 4th Armored Division was near Rennes. Here a very amusing thing
happened. About an hour before sundown we received a report that an armored
column was fifteen kilometers southwest of Rennes, moving in rapidly. I asked
General Weyland, commanding the XIX Tactical Air Command, to send some
fighter bombers to stop it. The bombers were unable to find the column, because
it actually was the 4th Armored Division moving in from the northeast.



However, the planes did do some very effective work knocking out enemy
resistance ahead of the 4th Armored Division and this was the precursor of many
other such jobs. It was love at first sight between the XIX Tactical Air
Command and the Third Army.

On the second of August, Stiller and I joined the column of the 90th
Division marching east from Avranches, and walked in ranks with them for
some hours. At that time the efficiency of this division was extremely dubious,
but had just secured the services of General McLainl and General Weaver.1
When we got to a point where the road turned south to St. Hilaire, I met McLain
and Haislip, and was informed that the fighting down the road was caused by
Weaver personally leading an assault over a bridge.

1
Colonel N. W. Campanole, Chief Civil Affairs Officer, Third Army. See Appendix F.

2
Mrs. Patton.

This was the beginning of the making of one of the greatest divisions that
ever fought, and was due largely to these two men. The division subsequently

had a series of great commanders.!

Driving back to Army Headquarters with Haislip, I saw a young officer
leap wildly out of a peep and into a ditch. I went up to find out what was the
matter and they said an enemy plane was overhead. That was true, but it was so
high it was practically innocuous; just another instance of the nervousness of a
first fight. They got back into the car even faster than they got out.

Coming back from Avranches, sometime around the second of August, I
saw one of the worst accidents I have ever witnessed. One of our engineers had
fallen off a bulldozer and been run over lengthwise, so that he was practically
split in two. He was still alive, and I stayed with him and gave him morphine
until an ambulance came.

During this period we had a great deal of enemy air over us, although in
comparison with what we gave them it was probably quite paltry. I remember
one night distinctly hearing a hundred different explosions in about an hour. Of
course, the fact that I could hear them showed that they were scattered.

Another night the enemy deliberately bombed and strafed their own
prisoners in one of our cages. The Provost Marshal in command there turned
them loose, and out of several thousand, all but fifty came back. Those who
returned were extremely mad with the Germans and talked very freely.

On the fourth, Codman, Stiller, and I decided to find the 6th Armored
Division. Stiller rode in the armored car to lead the way and Codman and I



followed in the peep, moving via Avranches, Pontorson, Combourg, and
Merdrignac. We met a very excited liaison officer who told us that the road was
under fire. Afterward we found out that the poor boy was slightly touched in the
head. However, proceeding down a road for over fifteen kilometers in country
known to be occupied by the enemy, and not seeing one of our soldiers, was
rather exciting. Finally we caught up with the Command Post of the division.

1
See Third Army Organization Appendix H.

Next day, at the briefing, I learned with considerable perturbation that I had
driven right through a German division. I did not wish to chagrin our G-2 by
telling him I had not been able to find it.

As we advanced into the Breton Peninsula, the attitude of the people
became much more friendly. I think this is because there had been less fighting
there and less bombing. The Normans in the Cherbourg Peninsula were certainly
not particularly sympathetic. However, since both we and the Germans had had
to bomb their towns, perhaps they should not be criticized.

On account of the great distances I had to cover, most of my travel was
done in an L-5 Liaison plane and I saw hundreds of crashed planes. Around each
one of these wrecks there was a path beaten by curious ghouls. The sight
reminded me of dead birds partly eaten by beetles. The gliders with their big
heads and wings far forward were reminiscent of dragonflies.

One day, on visiting Twelfth Army Group, General Bradley’s
Headquarters, I passed through St. Lo, where Beatrice and I spent a night in
1913 and bought some furniture. Up to that time it was the most completely
ruined city I had ever seen. Since then my education has been improved.

The seventh of August was the heaviest air bombardment we received. I
think they were light bombs, probably about two hundred pounds, and some
personnel bombs. During this operation they got one of our ammunition dumps
to the tune of about one thousand tons. It was still going off three days later.

As of the seventh—that is, the beginning of the second week—the 83d
Division of the VIII Corps was in the outskirts of St. Malo. The 6th Armored
Division was close to, but not in, Brest. Dinan had been captured by an infantry
combat team of the 8th Division, which then moved on up the Peninsula west of
St. Malo to attack Dinard. The 4th Armored Division was in Vannes and was
approaching Lorient. The 79th Division was across the river at Laval and the
90th across at Mayenne, while the 5th Armored was near Chateau Gontier and
reconnaissance elements of another part of the 8th Division were in



Chateaubriant.

At 0830 an American Air Corps officer, who had been shot down near
Angers and rescued by a member of the French Forces of the Interior, came in
and told us that he had driven from Angers to Chateaubriant on the back roads
and found no large formed bodies of Germans —only a few Signal Corps men
taking up wire and moving east. He stated that the bridge at Angers was intact. |
sent General Gaffey, the Frenchman, and Colonel Carter1 of the Staff to Vitry to
pick up a combat team of the 5th Infantry Division with some tanks and a
reconnaissance troop, and attack Angers. It was a slightly risky operation, but so
is war. In this case it was successful, except that the bridge was blown up in their
faces just as they reached it.

Late on this day we got a rumor that the Germans had several Panzer
Divisions and would attack west from the line Mortain-Barenton on Avranches.
Personally I thought this a German bluff to cover a withdrawal. However, 1
stopped the 80th and 35th Infantry Divisions and the 2d French Armored
Division in the vicinity of St. Hilaire in case something should happen.

On the eighth, Hughes? and I drove to Dol, which is supposed to contain the
largest phallic symbol in the world, although I could not find it; then to see the
VIII Corps. Next on to near St. Malo, which the 83d Division was attacking. I
found Macon, who commanded the division, well up in front. When he saw
General Hughes in the car with me, he turned white, and I realized he thought I
was about to relieve him, so I called out, “Fine work.” As a matter of fact, the
division was doing well, but not too well. They had already lost eight hundred

men and had taken thirteen hundred prisoners.>

1

Lieutenant Colonel B. S. Carter, Assistant G-2, Third U.S. Army.
2

Major General E. S. Hughes of General Eisenhower’s Staff.

At the time General Patton visited General Macon and the 83rd Division in St. Malo,

the fighting had degenerated to a sniping contest. Though there wasn’t much noise, it was
dangerous to stick one’s neck out. Because of the quietude, General Patton suggested that
General Macon take General Hughes and himself closer to the front. General Macon is
reported to have replied, “General, if you just move up there forty yards, you’ll be in the
enemy front line.” Nothing else was said

This was the day we ordered the XV Corps to attack on the line Alengon-
Sees. On the eighth, St. Malo fell to the 83d and the last resistance to the 5th
Division in Angers ceased.



General Spaatz,! Tedder, and Bradley came to Headquarters. This was the

first time we had all been together since GAFSA,? the day the Germans bombed
the main street in broad daylight just after Spaatz had told me that the British
had complete mastery of the air. Tedder laughingly said, “I’ll bet Patton laid that
on as a wheeze.” I told him I had not, but if I could find the German who did the
bombing, I would certainly decorate him. As a result of this bombing, we also
had the unique experience of seeing Arabs and camels run.

I became worried because there was a big hole in the American flank from
St. Hilaire to Mayenne; also a second gap southwest of Alengon. The only thing
I could do to safeguard these gaps was to assemble the 8th Armored at Fougeres.

On the eleventh, Codman and I visited Headquarters of the XV Corps
northeast of Le Mans, then the 79th and 90th Infantry Divisions and the 5th
Armored Division. I could not find General LeClerc of the 2d French Armored,
as he was running around up in front, although I followed him farther than
caution dictated. The 2d French Armored and the 5th Armored had had quite a
fight the day before in which they lost between them some forty tanks.

An amusing incident occurred on this trip. I have always insisted that anti-
tank guns be placed where they can see without being seen. I came to a crucifix
in the middle of a three-way road junction, and sitting exactly under the crucifix
was an anti-tank gun completely unconcealed. I gave the non-commissioned
officer in charge the devil for not having carried out my instructions. When I got
through he said, “Yes, sir, but yesterday we got two tanks from this position.” So
I had to apologize. Perhaps the sanctity of the location saved the gun?.

Lieutenant General Carl Spaatz, Commanding General, American Air Forces, under
General Eisenhower.

2
GAFSA—General Patton’s Headquarters in Tunisia.

We made plans for the 7th Armored Division to cross the Mayenne River at
Mayenne and move on Alencon, while the 80th Division moved north to join
them on the Laval-Le Mans road. Whenever the 35th Division was relieved by
the First Army, it was to close up on these divisions to form the XX Corps,
which then would go in on the left of the XV Corps. The 5th Infantry Division,
less a combat team which was still at Angers, assembled at Le Mans and was to
be joined by the 4th Armored as soon as it was relieved. These two divisions
were to form the XIII Corps, prepared to move northeast—that is, on the south
of the XV Corps and on the right flank of the army.



The islands off St. Malo were still giving trouble, firing at our troops on
shore with their long-range guns, but so far I had had no success in persuading
the British Navy to do anything about it. We also decided to ask for the air on
Dinard, because we were having too many casualties trying to avoid bombing
towns.

In driving to our new Command Post, six miles northwest of Le Mans,
Codman and I stopped at the Chateau Fougeres. This is the best chateau from a
military point of view, I have ever seen, because the dwelling part of it was
destroyed by Richelieu and no people have lived in it and improved it since this
day. It has been taken only twice, once about a.d. 1100 and once when we took
it.

On the thirteenth, it became evident that the XX Corps was hitting nothing,
so we moved it northeast of Le Mans, using the 7th Armored Division and the
5th Infantry Division and sending a combat team of the 80th to Angers. This
permitted us to make the XII Corps out of the 4th Armored and 35th Infantry,
which was now assembled. The XV Corps, consisting as before of the 5th
Armored, 2d French Armored, 90th and 79th Divisions, had taken the Alen$on
—Sees—Argentan line. It could easily have entered Falaise and completely
closed the gap, but we were ordered not to do this, allegedly because the British
had sown the area with a large number of time bombs. This halt was a great
mistake, as I was certain that we could have entered Falaise and I was not certain
that the British would. As a matter of fact, we had reconnaissance parties near
the town when we were ordered to pull back.

Owing to the resulting necessity of halting the XV Corps, the XX Corps
now moved on Dreux and the XII Corps on Chartres. From this formation the
army, consisting of four corps (VII, XII, XV, and XX Corps), could attack in
any direction without crossing columns and, in fact, did on the twelfth and
thirteenth and also later.

Thanks to the foresight of Colonel Cummings,10 the Adjutant General, the
system of administration in the Third Army passed direct from divisions to
army, leaving the corps in its proper sphere as a tactical unit. Because of this
arrangement we had perfect facility in shifting divisions without losing a
moment’s time. We never had to regroup, which seemed to be the chief form of
amusement in the British armies.
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The 3d Division and Combat Command “A,” 2d Armored Division, landed
at Licata.

2

Combat Command “B,” 2d Armored Division, landed at Gela on D + 1.

3

gBrigadielr General Theodore Roosevelt, Assistant Division Commander.

i/laj or General Terry de la M. Allen, commanding the 1st Division.

%he Command and General Staff College.

(ﬁlolonel Charles R. Codman, Aide de Camp to General Patton and with him
throughout the war.

%he heart of Germany and the destruction of the Reich.



2«we”—General Patton was accompanied by Major General H. J. Gaffey,
then Chief of Staff of Third Army, his Aides, Lieutenant Colonel C. R. Codman
and Major Alexander Stiller, Sergeant Meeks, his orderly, and “Willie,” the
General’s dog.
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See Appendix H.
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Colonel Paul D. Harkins, Deputy Chief of Staff for General Patton
throughout the war. See Appendix F.

10

Colonel Robert E. Cummings, Adjutant General of the Third Army
throughout the war.



As of August 14 the Third Army had advanced farther and faster than any
army in history. The night of the fourteenth was the first night we had not been
bombed since starting, but in the morning we were attacked by an American
plane which had got lost.

Codman and I flew to Le Mans, and I never recall getting into a plane with
more reluctance, because I had been assured by all the Staff that, if the Germans
failed to shoot me from above, the Americans would get me from below, as they
were trigger happy, due to considerable bombing. It was one of the few days, in
fact, that I have had a premonition of impending death. It failed to materialize.

We landed beside a road and immediately secured a medical peep which
happened to be passing. Before getting into it, I had them take down the Red
Cross flag, as I did not wish to travel under false colors. After seeing McLain of
the 90th, we went to the XV Corps to orient Haislip on what was going on. He
agreed with me that, with two divisions, he could move on Dreux and hold the
Falaise Gap with the other two. Later, I saw Bradley,

who approved the plan, so we started the XV Corps on Dreux, the XX on
Chartres, and the XII on Orleans. He also let me keep the 80th Division for the
eastern march, replacing it in the VIII Corps with a division from the First Army
which had been pinched out. To sum up, at the close of this day the
arrangements were that three corps would attack east at 2030 and the VIII Corps
would continue mopping up in Brittany.

Just east of Le Mans was one of the best examples of armor and air co-
operation I have ever seen. For about two miles the road was full of enemy
motor transport and armor, many of which bore the unmistakable calling card of
a P-47 fighter-bomber—namely, a group of fifty-caliber holes in the concrete.
Whenever armor and air can work together in this way, the results are sure to be
excellent. Armor can move fast enough to prevent the enemy having time to
deploy off the roads, and so long as he stays on the roads the fighter-bomber is
one of his most deadly opponents. To accomplish this happy teamwork two
things are necessary: first, intimate confidence and friendship between air and
ground; second, incessant and apparently ruthless driving on the part of the
ground commander. A pint of sweat saves a gallon of blood.

The spirit of the men in the Evacuation Hospitals was improving and the
incidence of “battle fatigue” and of self-inflicted wounds had dropped
materially. Soldiers like to play on a winning team.

General LeClerc came to see me, quite upset because he and the 90th
Division were standing fast, while the 5th Armored and the 79th Infantry
Divisions were moving on Dreux. I explained to him that that was the quickest
way to shuffle the troops, and that I was not interested in the political



repercussions of who got to the Seine first. In spite of a little rough talk, we
parted friends.

There was another scare about five Panzer Divisions at Argentan, so I was
ordered to halt on the line Dreux-Chateaudun. However, I talked my way out of
this and started again in the morning.

On the fifteenth, Prince Felix of Luxembourg joined us.

On the sixteenth, Stiller, Codman, and I drove to Chartres, which had just
been taken by Walker whom we met at the bridge, still under some fire. The
bridge had been partly destroyed by a German hiding in a fox hole who pulled
the detonator and blew the bridge, killing j some Americans, after the leading
elements had passed. : He then put up his hands and surrendered. The Americans
took him prisoner, which I considered the height of folly.

From there, we visited the Headquarters of the XV Corps at Chateauneuf-
en-Thymerais. General Haislip had a very bad eye, due to an accident with a
French truck, but he and the troops were in good spirits.

At 1830 on the sixteenth of August, Bradley called and told me to attack
and capture Trun, in the Falaise Gap, with the 2d French Armored and the 90th
and 80th Divisions. He also said that General Gerow, whose V Corps in the First
Army had been pinched out, and whose divisions had been sent to my VIII
Corps in the attack on Brest, would take over these troops (2d French Armored
and 90th and 80th Divisions) as a corps, Bradley also intimated that Gerow
would take over the new attack on Trun.

In the meantime, I sent Gaffey to Alen$on to carry out Bradley’s order and
start the war; and as Bradley had sent for me, I arranged with Gay that if Gaffey
was to be replaced by Gerow, I would telephone Gay the words “change horses™
and add the time of attack.

Next morning I learned that Gerow and Staff had arrived at* Third Army
Headquarters. I called Gay, and gave what I believe was the shortest attack order

ever issued to an army corps: “Change Horses 0600.”1

In place of the three divisions we lost, we got two pinched out from the
First Army and also two Ranger Battalions.

In the meantime I told Haislip to attack and take Mantes-Gassicourt with
the 5th Armored and 79th Infantry Divisions. In this way we would control the
German barge traffic on the Seine.

On the seventeenth of August a very sad thing happened. Major General
Gilbert Cook, who commanded the XII Corps and had been Deputy Army
Commander during the movement of the army from England to the Continent,
became so ill from circulatory disorders that he could no longer retain command.
This was a great blow to



both of us, and I acceded to medical opinion only after a very soul-
searching time. Cook was, and is, a fine soldier and an audacious leader. He had
hung onto command longer than a proper regard for his health justified. On the
nineteenth, I secured Major General Manton C. Eddy to replace him. Eddy had
commanded the 9th Division in Tunisia and Sicily and in the cross-Channel
landing.

Colonel Odom! was wounded by a sniper while passing through the same
woods I drove through on the sixteenth. He was standing up in his peep, having
just remounted, when he felt a blow over his heart and heard a shot. He put his
hand up and it came away covered with blood. When the driver saw it he said,
“We will get the hell out of here,” and turned so fast that Odom was almost
thrown out. The bullet followed a rib and did not go into the lung cavity. Had it
done so, it would have killed him. Disregarding his own medical education, he
returned to duty three days after being hit.

The Sicilian Campaign had ended a year before, on the seventeenth.

On the nineteenth, in company with General Wyche of the 79th Division,
we went to Mantes and saw the Seine River. I was strongly tempted to order the
79th across, but did not do so until I had seen General Bradley. When I did see
him that evening, after a long flight in which we twice had to turn back on
account of bad weather, he not only approved the crossing of the 79th, but
ordered the 5th Armored Division of the same corps to attack north along the
western bank of the Seine, while the XIX Corps (Major General C. H. Corlett) of
the First Army came up on its left rear. Furthermore, he sanctioned my plan to
cross the XX Corps at Melun and Fontainebleau and the XII Corps at Sens. It
was evident that when these crossings were effected, the Seine and Yonne
became useless to the Germans as military barriers. The Melun crossing is the
same as that used by Labienus with his Tenth Legion about 55 b.c.

Colonel Codman went to Vannes and brought back my old friend, General
Koechlin-Schwartz of the French Army. In World War I he was one of the
leading instructors at the Army General Staff School at Langres. We had a very
pleasant evening talking over old times and he said, among other things, that had
he thought, much less taught, at Langres what I had been doing, he would have
been put in the madhouse. He also stated that when he heard an armored division
was heading for Brest, he knew I was in command. I asked him why the French
Army had done so badly in 1940. He replied at once that for ten years prior to
that time the French Army had thought, taught, and practiced defense—never
attack.

On the twentieth, one combat team of the 79th Division, XV Corps, forced
a crossing at Mantes. At the same time the 5th Armored Division, same corps,



started north on Louviers. Just as it was clearing Evreux, it was struck in the left
rear by some German armor. The 7th Armored, which was at Evreux at the time,
joined in the fight and the Germans lost ten tanks and withdrew. However, this
fight delayed the move of the 5th Armored.

In consonance with the plans I had already made on the twentieth, I fixed
the time of attack for the XX and XII Corps on Melun, Montereau, and Sens
respectively as of daylight Monday, the twenty-first of August, so that no one
would be up in time to halt me. However, to play safe, I gave them the code
word “Proset” which, if it came over the radio, would mean “Halt in place.”

I always had a very funny feeling at such times. The plans, when they came
into my mind, seemed simple, but after I had issued the orders and everything
was moving and I knew that I had no reserve, I had a feeling of worry and, as
usual, had to say to myself, “Do not take counsel of your fears.” The sensation is
very much like that I used to have steeplechasing. I was always very anxious to
ride the race, but when the saddling bell rang I felt scared. When the flag
dropped and the race was on, my fear left me.

When this move started, Eddy of the XII Corps asked me how much he
should worry about his right flank. I said that that depended on how nervous he
was by nature. Of course, there was nothing to cover his right flank, but by
advancing in depth—that is, one division following the other—this lack of
defense was immaterial. If I had worried about flanks, I could never have fought
the war. Also, I was convinced that our Air Service could locate

any groups of enemy large enough to be a serious threat, and then I could
always pull something out of the hat to drive them back while the Air Force in
the meantime delayed their further advance.

Having completed these instructions, we moved the Army Command Post
to Brou, fifteen miles northwest of Chateaudun. It was in these woods that Willie
was attacked by a large number of ferocious hornets. It took the Commanding
General, the Chief of Staff, the Deputy Chief of Staff, several soldiers, and about
five gallons of gasoline to bum out the hornets. Willie was very sorry for
himself, and we put soda and water on his wounds.

About this time Colonel Nixon secured three complete fuses for the V-1
bombs from materiel we captured at the airdrome northwest of Orleans.

As of August 21, the end of the first three weeks, casualties for the Third
Army were:



Killedie ot e e 1,713

WoInded xS 7,928

1% LAt e R el 1,702

Non-battle casualties ............ 4,286
Tolal bt ol S 15,629 *

Our replacements during the same period had amounted only to 10,622.
This was the beginning of our constant dwindling in strength, caused by lack of
replacements, which did not terminate until about halfway through the Bastogne
fight.

During this same three weeks’ period we estimated that the enemy had lost:

T eai L e e SRS 85 11,000

Prisoners .of War .......cc..... 49,000

Wonnded o 48.000
Fotal T iamin L0 o 108,000

From our experience in Tunisia and Sicily our estimates were very accurate.
Materiel losses were as follows:

Third Army Enemy
Liight tanks............c 70 Medium tanks ............ 269
Medium tanks ............ 157 Panther or
BN e g Tiger-tanks ... ... 174
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While we were at this camp, Judge Robert P. Patterson, Under-Secretary of
War, and General Brehon E. Somervell, Chief of the Army Service Forces,
visited us.

The crossings over the Seine and Yonne Rivers were successful at
Montereau and Sens. The XX Corps had not yet got across at Melun, owing to
the fact that there had been a very severe fight between our 2d Infantry (Colonel
A. W. Roffe) of the 5th Division and several thousand Germans at Bauillet. I felt
at this time that the great chance of winning the war would be to let the Third
Army move with three corps, two up and one back, to the line Metz—Nancy—
Epinal. It was my belief then, and still is, that by doing this we could have
crossed the German border in ten days. The roads and railways were adequate to
sustain us.

Elements of the 5th Infantry Division ran into some Gestapo in Orleans,
who, unfortunately, attempted to escape. They also captured a very fine Cadillac
car, which they presented to Third Army Headquarters.

I flew to Bradley’s Headquarters to sell the above plan to him, but found
that he had already gone to see Generals Eisenhower and Montgomery on a
similar plan, the only difference being that he proposed to use two armies, the
First and Third, whereas I proposed to use simply the Third.

The citadel at St. Malo fell to the 83d Division on the twenty-first, allegedly



because an American-born German, who had been captured, was put on cook
police in the citadel and had persuaded the two German cooks on duty there,
who were also from Brooklyn, that the best way to end the war was to punch a
hole in the water tank. This was done, and the garrison was forced to surrender
because of lack of water. Whether true or not, this is a good story.

On the morning of the twenty-third, we had great excitement when it was
reported that a group of Frenchmen were in camp with a proposition. I
immediately thought they were asking for surrender and so had the conversation
taken down. However, it turned out they simply wanted to get a suspension of
hostilities in order to save Paris, and probably save the Germans. I sent them to
General Bradley, who arrested them.

Just after they departed, my friend, General Juin,® came to see me. He was
extremely complimentary and said that my daring was Napoleonic. He also said,
and this was more to the point, that the easiest way through the Siegfried Line
was the Nancy Gap. I had come to this same conclusion from a study of the map,
because, if you find a large number of big roads leading through a place, this is
the place to go regardless of enemy resistance. It is useless to capture an easy
place that you can’t move from. In order to make my plan for the movement on
the Nancy Gap more workable, it was desirable to secure two extra divisions.
Neither the 90th nor the 80th would get up in time, so I tried to persuade

General Bradley to let me have two divisions from the VII Corps (Major
General J. L. Collins) of the First Army, which I thought had closed on Chartres.
When I talked to Bradley, I found out that this was not the case, so I had to
proceed east without them.

Colonel Muller! and I then flew to Laval to see Bradley on the question of
supply. He was at the airport waiting for me, as he had to go to see Generals
Eisenhower and Montgomery. Bradley was very much worried, as he felt that
Montgomery was over-influencing General Eisenhower and would cause all or

part of the American armies to turn north. Air Marshal Sir Leigh-Mallory? had
been talking to Bradley all day trying to sell the idea. After Bradley left and in
the short period of time, about ten minutes, which was necessary to ride from the
airport to the Headquarters, I had what I believe was my greatest tactical idea—
namely, for the Third Army to turn north, the XX Corps from Melun and
Montereau, the XII Corps from Sens. This could be done faster than anything
else. We would head initially on Beauvais, and could have picked up the 4th
Infantry Division, First Army, which was closing in on Paris, the 79th Division,
also First Army, from Mantes, and possibly the 5th Armored Division. After
reaching Beauvais, we could have paralleled the Seine River and opened it to the



British and Canadians, and thereafter have taken our supplies across at Mantes,
saving at least fifty per cent of the haul necessary to take them via Montereau.
General Leven C. Allen, Bradley’s Chief of Staff, was enthusiastic, so we
decided that when Bradley returned, if he telegraphed me “Plan A,” I would turn
north and if “Plan B,” I would continue east.

If the doings of the Third Army and its General are subject to inquiry by
future historians, the two points just mentioned should be a warning. In the space
of two days I had evolved two plans, wholly distinct, both of which were equally
feasible. The point I am trying to bring out is that one does not plan and then try
to make circumstances fit those plan. One tries to make plans fit the
circumstances. I think the difference between success and failure in high
command depends upon the ability, or lack of it, to do just that.

1
Colonel, later Brigadier General, Walter J. Muller, G-4, Chief of Supply for General
Patton throughout the war.

2
Air Marshal Sir Leigh-Mallory, Commander in Chief, Allied Expeditionary Air
Forces.

The French 2d Armored and the 4th Infantry Division entered Paris on the
twenty-third. On the twenty-fourth, the British Broadcasting Company
announced that Patton’s Third Army had taken Paris. This seemed to me poetic
justice, as I could have taken it had I not been told not to. Later, I found that
when the French 2d Armored entered Paris, they told everyone they belonged to
the Third Army and not to the First.

On the twenty-fifth of August, we moved the Third Army Command Post
to a point between Orleans and Pithiviers. Just before starting for this point,
Bradley wired me to come to Chartres. The Cathedral, from which all the glass
had been removed, was not hurt in any way, and, to my mind, was more
beautiful than ever, because there was enough light inside to appreciate its
architecture.

Monty had won again, and the weight of the operation was to be turned
north rather than east. The First Army with nine divisions was to cross the Seine
at Melun and Mantes, both of which places had been captured and bridged by
the Third Army. Upon crossing, the First Army would move on Lille. The Third
Army, with seven divisions—namely, XII Corps, 4th Armored, 35th and 80th;



XX Corps, 7th Armored and 5th Infantry; and XV Corps, 2d French Armored
and 90th Infantry—was to advance alone in the direction of the line Metz-
Strasbourg. So far things were not too bad, as we still had seven good divisions
going in the direction in which Bradley and I always wanted to go.

Returning from this conference, I reached the new Command Post rather
late and decided to fly to the XX Corps, which I had not seen for a few days. My
regular pilot (Major W. W. Bennett, Commanding Officer, 14th Air Liaison
Squadron, Third Army) was not there, so a sergeant pilot flew me. Presently it
became very clear that we were lost, but we kept wandering around until we
flew right over a German field hospital in a woods. This convinced me that we
were at least fifteen miles in the rear of the German lines, so we climbed and got
out as fast as we could.

On the twenty-sixth, the Signal Corps sent people around to take “A Day
with General Patton.” We first drove to the XX Corps, which was at
Fontainebleau, then via Nemours to beyond Montereau and found the 5th
Infantry Division. I complimented General Irwin on the splendid work which his
division had done and had the good luck to be able to decorate several of his
men with Distinguished Service Crosses.

When, early in the campaign, I had issued orders that at least one
regimental combat team of infantry should ride on the tanks of an armored
division, the 5th Infantry Division complained most bitterly, stating, among
other things, that there was nothing for the men to hold on to. I told them that
was the men’s hard luck, but I was sure soldiers would rather ride on anything
for twenty-five miles than walk fifteen miles. I remember that on this day Irwin
was loud in his praise of tank-borne infantry. The professional soldier is
certainly conservative.

We retraced our steps and crossed the Seine at Melun in company with
elements of the 3d Armored Division, First Army. When they recognized me, all
these men stood up in their tanks and cheered.

After leaving them, I found the Headquarters of the 7th Armored Division
and told the Commanding General in very incisive language that I was not
satisfied with him nor his division as to appearance or progress. This is
important, because it was later necessary to relieve this officer.

I then returned to Fontainebleau and flew to the XII Corps, which was
situated on the Sens—Troyes road. While there, General Wood came in to state
that the 4th Armored had just captured Troyes. This capture was a very
magnificent feat of arms. Colonel, later General, Bruce Clark brought his combat
command up north of the town, where a gully or depression gave him cover, at
about three thousand yards from the town. The edge of the town was full of



German guns and Germans. Clark lined up one medium tank company, backed it
with two armored infantry companies, all mounted, and charged with all guns
blazing. He took the town without losing a man or a vehicle. Later, it was
necessary to re-attack to get him out, because the Germans closed in behind his
small force.

In reading over the account in the preceding pages of the places I went in
one day, I am impressed with my own agility. Perhaps some day I shall figure
out the number of miles I drove and flew trying to direct the campaigns of the
Third Army. I’ll bet it was about a million.

On the twenty-seventh, the XX Corps took Nogent and continued to move
on Reims, while the XII Corps moved out on Chalons via Vitry. Higher
authority compelled me to leave the 35th Division east of Orleans covering my
right flank, although personally I did not believe you could have persuaded a
German to cross the Loire in a northerly direction. I flew to Orleans, which was
being shelled from across the river in a very moderate manner. The airport
northwest of the town was doing a roaring business. The day before it had
dispatched six hundred airplanes and was doing about the same this day. These
airplanes carried gasoline and ammunition for our troops.

On the twenty-eighth, we took Chateau-Thierry and closed in on Vitry-le-
Francois, Chalons, and Reims. General Bradley came about 1030. I had
considerable difficulty in persuading him to let me continue the attack to the
Meuse. He finally assented.

The twenty-ninth of August was, in my opinion, one of the critical days in
this war, and hereafter many pages will be written on it—or, rather, on the
events which produced it. It was evident at this time that there was no real threat
against us as long as we did not allow ourselves to be stopped by imaginary
enemies. I therefore told Eddy of the XII Corps to move on Commercy and
directed Walker of the XX to do the same on Verdun. Everything seemed rosy,
when suddenly it was reported to me that the 140,000 gallons of gas we were to
get that day had not arrived. At first, I thought it was a backhanded way of
slowing up the Third Army. I later found that this was not the case, but that the
delay was due to a change of plan by the High Command, implemented, in my
opinion, by General Montgomery.

I saw Bradley, General H. R. Bull (General Eisenhower’s G-3), and Allen,
Bradley’s Chief of Staff, at Chartres on the thirtieth. I presented my case for a
rapid

advance to the east for the purpose of cutting the Siegfried Line before it
could be manned. Bradley was very sympathetic, but Bull and, I gather, the rest

of SHAEF’s* Staff, did not concur.



It was my opinion then that this was the momentous error of the war. So far
as the Third Army was concerned, we not only failed to get the back gas due us,
but got practically no more, because, in consonance with the decision to move
north, in which two corps of the First Army also participated, all supplies—both
gasoline and ammunition—had to be thrown in that direction.

In addition to this, the air lift, on which we had previously counted for a
good proportion of our supplies, was being diverted to feed the Parisians; while
other transport planes were being assembled, unknown to me at the time, for an
air drop in front of the Twenty-First Army Group. Finally, as a last straw, Com

Z? used several truck companies to move their Headquarters from Cherbourg to
Paris at this very date.

After receiving the above heartbreaking news, I went to our new Command
Post at La Chaume, near Sens. There I found that Eddy had obtained permission
from Gaffey to halt at St. Dizier, because he said that to continue beyond that
point would find his tanks without any gasoline. I immediately called him and
told him to continue until the tanks stopped, and then get out and walk, because
it was mandatory to get crossings over the Meuse. In the last war, I drained
three-quarters of my tanks in order to advance the other quarter, and I felt Eddy
could do the same. I was sure it was a terrible mistake to halt even at the Meuse,
because we could continue to the Rhine in the vicinity of Worms. It was a good
time to quote Kipling’s poem. “If.” “If you can fill the unforgiving minute with
sixty seconds’ worth of distance run.. .”

To add to our troubles, General DeGaulle attempted to detach the 2d French
Armored, which was badly needed to relieve the 35th Division, then guarding
our right flank.

Supreme Headquarters, Allied Expeditionary Force. Communications Zone,
commanded by Lieutenant General J. C. H. Lee.

On the thirty-first of August, I flew with General Bradley to Morlaix on the
northwestern end of the Brittany Peninsula. From there we drove to the
Headquarters of the VHI Corps and then on to Plougastel—Daoulas Peninsula,
which is just southeast of Brest, and met Middleton. He was not sanguine about
the capture of Brest, and was full of complaints about the lack of daring on the
part of the infantry. Also the Com Z had failed to bring up the amount of
ammunition they had promised. I told him the explanation concerning the
infantry was that they were tired out from having fought so long. On the way
back, I told Bradley I could not fight on four fronts indefinitely and would like
the VIII Corps turned over to someone else, Bradley, as usual, had been thinking
the same thing. It was quite remarkable during this war how often the same ideas



struck both of us. Spent the night with Bradley and Simpson.! Simpson was to
take over command of the troops in the Peninsula, with the idea of using the 94th
Division, when it arrived, to relieve the 6th Armored Division.

On the second of September, at Chartres, General Eisenhower gave
Bradley, Hodges, and myself his plan, which was to support Montgomery in
clearing the Pas de Calais area. We told him that the Third Army already had
patrols on the Moselle in the vicinity of Nancy, and that patrols of the 3d
Cavalry had entered Metz.

We finally persuaded General Eisenhower to let the V Corps of the First
Army and the Third Army go on and attack the Siegfried Line as soon as the
Calais area was stabilized. Until that time we would be able to get very little gas
or ammunition. He was impressed with the thought of a great battle of Germany.
Personally I did not believe, and so stated, that there would be a great battle if
we pushed right on. It finally ended up with permission to secure crossings over
the Moselle and prepare to attack the Siegfried Line whenever I could get the
fuel to move.

On the third of September, I visited the XII Corps at Ligny-en-Barrois and
explained our new plan to Eddy. I was delighted to learn he had captured one
hundred thousand gallons of aviation gasoline and so could move on; also six
hundred thousand pounds of meat.

Lieutenant General W. H. Simpson, Commanding General, Ninth Army.

We then drove via Commercy to the Headquarters of the 80th Division at
Gironville. Many of the towns we passed were pretty well smashed up. General
McBride seemed to be in good form and the Colonel of his leading regiment,

Davidson,# had the situation very well in hand. From this Regimental Command
Post, Montsec stood well out to our left front, while Apremont, Pannes, and
Essey were all round and very reminiscent of the time—twenty-six years, less
nine days before—when we attacked in this region. Montsec has a huge
monument to our dead. I could not help but think that our delay in pushing
forward would probably result, after due course of time, in the erection of many
other such monuments for men who, had we gone faster, would not have died.
Some weeks afterward, I went over this same ground with Mr. Byrnes, later
Secretary of State.

On the way back, we stopped off to see Colonel Clark, Combat Commander



of the 4th Armored Division, and learned that at Vitry he had performed another
remarkable feat of arms. As they approached the town, a French civilian told
him that the bridge was at the end of a certain street and was covered on the far
side by four German 88’s, placed hub to hub on a causeway leading from the
bridge. Clark charged into the town with a company of light tanks, firing in all
directions and throwing hand grenades, rushed across the bridge, smothering the
gunners with fire, and actually knocked the 88’s off the causeway without
receiving any vehicular casualties.

Since our progress from now on had to be along the lines of what General
Allen calls the “rock soup” method, I will describe it. A tramp once went to a
house and asked for some boiling water to make rock soup. The lady was
interested and gave him the water, in which he placed two polished white stones.
He then asked if he might have some potatoes and carrots to put in the soup to
flavor it a little, and finally ended up with some meat. In other words, in order to
attack, we had first to pretend to reconnoiter, then reinforce the reconnaissance,
and finally put on an attack—all depending on what gasoline and ammunition
we could secure.

There was a rumor, which, officially, I hoped was not true, that some of our



Ordnance people passed themselves off as members of the First Army and
secured quite a bit of gasoline from one of the dumps of that unit. To reverse the
statement made about the Light Brigade, this is not war but is magnificent.

As of the end of the fourth week, casualties for the Third Army were:

Ll T el S e aen sl el

RV ondet . e . 12,756
ST e e A s b ey 2,474
Total battle casualties ...... 17,908
Non-battle casualties .............. 6,912
Grandi Totale:.ci... a0 ln0 2 24820

Replacements numbered 19,506 and were already 5000
short.

Our estimate of the German losses was:

Killed ... ccciainie e it R0 OO0
Womnded ..........oocisenmiiokiiy 62 OO0
Prisoners of war ..........couseeeeeee. 13,000

Total .t e doeits 000

Matériel losses were:

Third Army Enemy
Sgehit tanks ... 04 Medium tanks .......... 402
Medium tanks ............ 223 Panther and
Arhlleryn.... o b w83 Tiger tanks ............ 247

Artillerys - latnn - 1236

When we moved our Command Post to a point southeast of Chalons, we
were visited by Mrs. Anna Rosenberg of the War Mobilization and
Reconversion Office. Apparently Willie was much outraged at her appearance in
a very tight pair of slacks, so gently but firmly inserted his teeth into her leg. She
took it in good part.

On the fourth of September, we learned from Bradley that, the situation in
the north having been stabilized, we would now get our half of the available



supplies, and could cross the Moselle and force the Siegfried Line. Also that we
were to get the 2d French Armored and 79th Infantry at once, and the 6th
Armored and 83d Infantry as soon as they were relieved by elements of the
Ninth Army. The return of the 2d French and 79th gave back to the Third Army
the XV Corps which we had lost with great regret after crossing the Seine.
General Haislip, the Corps Commander, came and was as delighted to be back as
we were to have him.

Pending the arrival of the XV Corps east of Troyes, I had to hold the
shoulder from Neufchateau to Nancy with the XII Corps and at the same time
secure a crossing over the Moselle at Toul and Pont-a-Mousson. As soon as the
XV Corps was operational, the XII Corps was to advance along the line Nancy
—Chateau Salins, the XV Corps attacking in echelon to its right rear, crossing
the Moselle south of Nancy, probably in the vicinity of Charmes. The XX Corps
would attack and force crossings in the vicinity of Metz.

I drove to the front, passing through Verdun and Etain, where we turned
north and came to Headquarters of the 90th Division. However, we got there
before the division arrived. We then returned to Etain and drove to Conflans,
which is famous as the birthplace of the imaginary Brigadier Gerard’s Hussars.
Conflans was on the front line and was being held by elements of the 2d Infantry
of the 5th Division. On the eastern edge of the town, I found a combat command
of the 7th Armored, which had been held up for over an hour by machine-gun
and mortar fire. Of course it was absurd for an armored unit to make such a
statement. I ordered it to advance, and then went back to the Division
Headquarters to express my opinion to the Commander. This was the second
occasion it had been my personal duty to demand more combat activity from
him. General Walker had first noted his lack of pugnacity when we were at
Chartres and at that time recommended that I relieve him. In spite of my
reputation as a head-cutter, I really am very long-suffering.

On reaching Headquarters, I found that we were having some trouble with
the First Army over gasoline. We also heard that the XII Corps had got a bloody
nose at Pont-a-Mousson where one of the battalions of the 5th Division had been
thrown back for a loss.

On the eighth, I drove to Ligney-en-Barrois to see Eddy, and then on to the
line south of Toul, where it appeared possible that quite a battle was building up.
Eddy and I went up to Wood’s Headquarters, which was too close to the front, as
we could actually see the fighting, and shells were dropping across the road from
where we sat. It was very refreshing to find a man who got up that close.

On the ninth, General Bradley agreed to let the 83d Infantry and 6th
Armored Division go up, after which we had quite a conversation about the



Brest operation. We both felt that the taking of Brest at that time was useless,
because it was too far away and the harbor was too badly destroyed. On the other
hand, we agreed that, when the American Army had once put its hand to the
plow, it should not let go. Therefore, it was necessary to take Brest.

On this same day I saw Madame de Vaux and her son in Paris, my first

visit. I had known them in Bourg! twenty-seven years before. After lunch she
took me to see General Serigny, Petain’s old Chief of Staff, who had broken
with Petain as a result of the latter’s actions, Serigny, whom I had known in the
old war, was very gushing and said that, while he admired General Pershing, my
tactics were a thousand times better. Of course, this was more French than fact.
Also the mobility of the present armies is greater than anything General Pershing
had. Had he possessed our mobility, I am sure he would have gone as fast or
faster.

On the night of the ninth of September, the Command Post of the 90th
Division was attacked by the Germans and General McLain awoke to find an
enemy tank firing at a distance of about twenty feet. Fortunately, the tank was
not firing at him; it apparently belonged to a group that was lost. They went back
and rejoined the rest of the division and attacked at dawn. However, McLain, a
great fighter, had not wasted his time and as a result of the second attack the
Germans lost forty tanks and nine hundred men killed. One of the few tanks to
escape was a Panther. I saw the tracks where it had gone straight into our line,
oblivious of what we could do to stop it, and then turned sharply to the left on a
road leading to Germany. It disappeared in a cloud of dust and sparks where our
tracers were hitting it.

We learned that the XV Corps would attack along the line Chaumont—
Neufchateau—Luneville at 0800 on the eleventh. While the XII Corps had a
hard fight east of the river and south of Nancy, it continued to progress. A
strange thing about this river crossing was that one regiment received heavy
resistance and consequent casualties and the next regiment on its right received
no resistance and no casualties. In the books, we would have stopped the attack
where the resistance was and pushed the attack where the going was easy, but
the books don’t consider the difficulty of communication and the difficulty, or
danger, of stopping a night attack once it has been launched.

The XX Corps got some infantry across south of Metz, and the 90th
Division was pushing up toward the river from Metz to Thionville. Elements of
the 2d French headquarters, 1st U.S. Tank Brigade, 1918.

Armored Division, XV Corps, made contacts with elements of the 1st
French Infantry Division, Seventh Army, in the vicinity of Sombernon on the
tenth.



While flying over France, I was continually struck with the amount of
human effort that had been spent in the construction of trenches and other lethal
agents during both this and World War 1. A pacifist could get a splendid text for
a sermon on human frailty from such monuments to the evil of war. But he could
get even better arguments against himself by looking at the cemeteries, where
each little white cross attests to the human folly which has invariably resulted in
more wars.

The twenty thousand Germans who surrendered to the Ninth Army on the
eleventh stated that they wished it specifically understood that they surrendered
to the Third Army and XIX Tactical Air Command and not to the Ninth Army.

On the twelfth, we had a meeting at Twelfth Army Group Headquarters on
the question of supply. As Colonel R. W. Wilson, G-4 of First Army, was there,
I watched my step very carefully. He had been my G-4 in the II Corps. We
learned that Montgomery had told Eisenhower that the delay in the advance of
the American VII Corps had been due to lack of gasoline. This was not the case;
it was simply another instance of Monty trying to force everything to the north to
attack the Low Countries and the Ruhr. If the High Command yielded to his
blandishment, there would be nothing left for the Third Army to do but hold the
west bank of the Moselle defensively, and even move the XX Corps into
Luxembourg. However, I felt that could we force a crossing, this unfortunate
situation could be prevented, and Bradley gave me until the night of the
fourteenth to do it. Had I not secured a good bridgehead by that time, I was to
stop arguing and assume the mournful role of a defender.

General Hughes brought me a new pearl-handled .38 pistol and a new issue
winter coat, which was very thoughtful of him. He and I tried to visit the XV
Corps, but, owing to a mistake, only got to its rear echelon. Bennett, with two
planes, picked us up there on a sloping hill covered with cows. Eventually we
got off. The next day Hughes and I went to the XII Corps, only to find that Eddy
had gone at daylight to the 80th Division, which was heavily counterattacked
south of Pont-a-Mousson. In fact, the Germans actually got to the bridge, but the
ubiquitous Colonel Bruce Clark of the 4th Armored was coming that way with
his combat command and drove the Germans back. The 2d Infantry of the 5th
Division and one combat command of the 7th Armored were also driven off a
hill northwest of Metz by a German counterattack. However, the 35th Division
and Dager’s (Brigadier General H. E. Dager) combat command of the 4th
Armored were well over the river south of Metz and advancing on Luneville.
The 5th Infantry, less the 2d Infantry, got across south of Metz.

While making this tour, Hughes and I saw a very nice tank fight at a range
from one thousand to fifteen hundred yards. We were in a plum orchard, so



could combine business with pleasure. In the foreground were two German tanks
burning brightly, while beyond them three of our tanks were going up against a
line of woods. We could see the gun flashes and could tell the difference
between the American and German machine guns. The rate of fire of the latter is
much higher than ours. We then drove to the Headquarters of the XV Corps,
which we had failed to find on our last attempt. They had done an excellent job
taking Neufchateau and by-passing Chaumont. Also, they secured a crossing
over the Moselle at Charmes. Archbishop Spellman visited us that evening.

By the evening of the fourteenth I had made good my promise to Bradley
and had secured, in both his opinion and mine, a good bridgehead across the
Moselle and felt that I could still, with luck, keep edging toward the east.

We moved to a new Command Post five miles south of Etain, which had
been the German railhead for the Verdun operation in World War I; therefore,
the town and the surrounding country had been very heavily shelled. In fact, the
town had been completely rebuilt in 1921 with American money. On the way
there I stopped for lunch at Verdun with General Bradley and General Bull.
Bradley was quite depressed, because apparently Montgomery had again
succeeded in persuading the High Command to move all the supplies to the First
Army, leaving the Third Army to hold; but Bradley thought that the Third Army
could push on. Even more depressing was the news that

one corps of two divisions from the Twelfth Army Group was to go to the
Seventh Army which at the moment had but one corps. Then Simpson of the
Ninth Army was to get seven divisions and the First and Third Armies were to
be raised to nine infantry and three armored divisions. At that time, being
optimistic, I felt that the war would be over before we got the troops. Actually,
during the Bulge I commanded seventeen divisions and, in April-May, 1945,
eighteen.

While all this discussion was going on, we received a very welcome
message that Nancy had fallen and that the XV Corps had destroyed the 16th
German Infantry Division (General Lieutenant Ernst Haeckel), including sixty
tanks while these tanks were in the act of attacking the right flank of the XII
Corps. The XV Corps had gone over the Moselle at Charmes for the purpose of
stopping this attack, and had arrived in time.

While the Command Post was at Etain, I visited the Verdun battlefields of
World War I, particularly Fort Douaumont. This is a magnificent, though futile,
monument to heroism. You can see all over the ruinous fragments where brave
men died to maintain something they could have saved much more easily by
attacking. To me Douaumont epitomizes the folly of defensive warfare.

At this time it appeared that there was a possibility of the XII Corps



breaking through, and I planned that, in such an event, I would give it the 7th
Armored Division and let the XX Corps, with the 83 d, 90th, and 5th, contain
Metz while the XII Corps, with 7th, 6th, and 4th Armored and the 35th and 80th
Infantry Divisions, would drive through to the Rhine.

Next day we had a visitation of Russians, whom I avoided by going to the
front, but I retaliated for their treatment of our observers by fixing them a G-2
map which showed exactly nothing. On visiting the XII Corps, I found General
Eddy quite nervous. I told him to go to bed early and take a large drink, as I
wished him to be in position to rush the Siegfried Line.

I was certainly very full of hopes that day and saw myself crossing the
Rhine. I even advised Eddy that, in the advance, he should form a column of
divisions and, after securing the gap in the Siegfried Line, he should send

some armor, backed by a mounted combat team, straight on with the hope
of securing a bridge at Worms, while, -with the remainder of his command, he
pushed back the shoulders of the hole and mopped up the area between the Saar
and the Moselle. “The best-laid plans of mice and men gang aft agley.”

In driving to the XII Corps via Toul, Pannes, and Essey, I went over the
same places I had lived in and attacked twenty-six years and four days before.
Some of the landmarks were very clear, but a wall behind which I had lain while
directing an attack was made of cement, whereas in my memory it had been
stone. Possibly they had built a new one. In any event, I must have walked a
terribly long way on that twelfth of September, 1918.

At this same time the French were again trying to gain control of the 2d
French Armored Division, which was kicking vigorously through its Corps
Commander, Haislip.

Casualties for the seventeenth:

Third Army Enemy
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otals 8t 2 260402 Totaly S o 186,000

Matériel Losses

Light ouns o...ch. . 121 Medium tanks ....... 542
Medium tanks ......... 264 - Panther and
G et Al R A B Tiger tanks ...... 307
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Bradley called to say that Monty wanted all the American troops to stop so
that he, Monty, could make a “dagger thrust with the Twenty-First Army Group
at the heart of Germany.” Bradley said he thought it would be more like a
“butter-knife thrust.” In order to avoid such an eventuality, it was evident that
the Third Army should get deeply involved at once, so I asked Bradley not to
call me until after dark on the nineteenth.

On the eighteenth, I decorated General LeClerc with the Silver Star and
also gave him six Silver Stars and twenty-five bronze Stars to spread among the
soldiers of his divisions. At this time Colonel Vennard Wilson’s 106th Cavalry
Group reported two columns of German infantry attacking Luneville from the
direction of Baccarat. I told Haislip to attack at once. He issued the orders most
expeditiously, and since Wyche happened to be there, everything started at once.

I then went to see Eddy at Nancy and found him unworried. He was
sending Combat Command “B” of the 6th Armored, which had closed at Toul,
on Luneville to stop the counterattack. I was determined that the attack of the
XII Corps on the Siegfried Line should go on in spite of what happened at
Luneville. I was also glad to find that the XII and XX Corps had made physical
contact north of Pont-a-Mousson.

When going over an Engineer and G-2 study of the Siegfried Line, I found
that the two places already picked for a probably break-through by a study of the
road map exactly accorded with what a meticulous study of contoured maps had
developed.

The nineteenth, instead of being the day I hoped it would be, was bad. The
35th Division had been pushed off a hill northeast of Nancy, so the enemy had
observation and could fire into the town. The 4th Armored was being heavily
attacked and the XV Corps had not yet reached Luneville. To cheer Eddy up, I
told him two stories: first, that Grant once said, “In every battle there comes a
time when both sides consider themselves beaten; then he who continues the
attack wins”; second, what Lee is supposed to have said at Chancellorsville, “I
was too weak to defend, so I attacked.” As a result, Eddy retook the hill at once.

He and I then drove out to see Wood. We met him right up with Bruce
Clark’s Combat Command, which had just destroyed twenty tanks. Since
crossing the Moselle, Clark had killed seven hundred, taken fourteen hundred
prisoners, and destroyed seventy tanks and twenty-seven guns. It was very
apparent that Wood’s division was spread pretty thin, but I still believed we
should continue the attack. This I felt was particularly true against Germans,
because as long as you attack them they cannot find the time to plan how to
attack you.



On the twentieth, at Bradley’s Headquarters, I saw a map study which
completely confirmed the line of advance which Bradley and I had favored since
the beginning, namely, to drive through with two corps abreast and the third one
echeloned to the right rear on the general axis, Nancy—Chateau Salins—
Saarguemines—Mainz or Worms, then northeast through Frankfurt. It was
evident that the Third Army should have an increase of at least two infantry
divisions and retain four armored divisions. I was convinced then, and have
since discovered I was right, there were no Germans ahead of us except those we
were actually fighting. In other words, they had no depth. It was on this day that
I definitely decided not to waste capturing Metz, but to contain it with as few
troops as possible and drive for the Rhine.

On the twenty-first, things picked up so far as fighting was concerned, but
one of my staff, who had been with General Devers’ Sixth Army Group, had
heard Dev-ers remark that he was going to take a lot of troops from the Third
Army, so I flew to Paris to argue against it with General Eisenhower. Events
proved my trip useless, but at the time I thought I had done something.

The next day Codman, Stiller, and I visited the 90th Division and the 358th
Infantry, commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Christian Clark, who had been
General Drum’s Aide in 1936. We then picked up Colonel Polk of the 3d
Cavalry Group and went to the far left of our line, where we were the only thing
between the flank and the Germans. During this drive we passed some alleged
French soldiers who were undisciplined and unarmed and solely interested in
eating American rations. I decided to get rid of them.

The twenty-third was one of the bad days of my military career. Bradley
called me to say that higher authority had decided that I would have to give up
the 6th Armored and also assume a defensive attitude, owing to lack of supplies.
General Devers had told General Eisenhower that he could supply the XV Corps
via Dijon by October 1, and therefore demanded it. But Bradley and I felt that he
would eventually get it, which he did. When I told my sorrows to General Gay,
he said, “What price glory?” meaning that after the Moroccan victory, the
Tunisian victory, the Sicilian victory, and finally now in France, we had always
been whittled down. However, I had the optimism to remember that all through
my life, every time I had been bitterly disappointed, it worked for the best. It did
in this case, although at the time I didn’t know it.

On the twenty-fourth, Gaffey, Maddox,2 and I met the three Corps
Commanders, Eddy, Haislip, and Walker, at Nancy (Headquarters, Third Army),
and arranged a definite defensive front east of the Moselle. We also also selected
successive points along this front at which we would attack on the “rock soup”
plan, ostensibly for the purpose of securing a jump-off line—actually hoping for



a break-through. General Haislip was depressed at the prospect of leaving the
Third Army and we were depressed at the thought of losing him.

A very fine feat of air co-operation occurred on the twenty-fourth. Five
tanks of the 4th Armored were being attacked by some twenty-five German
tanks, and the only thing we could send to their help was air. The weather was
unflyable according to all standards, but General Weyland ordered two
squadrons to attack. This they did, being vectored in by radar at a height of not
over fifteen feet from the ground. Having located the enemy, they skip-bombed
and also strafed him. While this fighting was going on, the pilots had no idea
that they could ever land and yet carried out their job magnificently. Actually
they did land successfully far back in France, where they found a hole in the
clouds. One of the officers who led this attack was named Cole, and I
subsequently heard that he had received the Medal of Honor. He deserved it.

The casualty report as of September 24 was:

| __ Third Army Enemy
| Balledre . o 04,54 Killed ................. 30,900
W?unded .............. 22,718 Wounded .......... 89,600
BsEINg T .. 4,548 Prisoners of war.. 95,600
SotAL... 2 . 31,807 Total . ....conioiee 216100
Non-battle
casualties .......... 13,323
Grand Total .... 45,130
Replacements ...... 43,566

Matériel Losses

Light tanks ................ 140 Medium tanks ....... =708
Medium tanks ............ 342 Panther or
GUIBE"S Xk b 103 Tiger tanks .......\. 415

GUbBs A i R - 1718

1
Lieutenant Colonel Charles Odom, on Medical Staff of Third Army
Headquarters.



2

These and other sets of figures in following chapters are taken from figures
posted daily on the “situation map” kept at Third Army Headquarters. They were
as accurate as the reports at the time could indicate.

3

Lieutenant General A. Juin, Chief of Staff of the -National Defense of
France.

4

Colonel O. L. Davidson, Commanding Officer of the 319th Infantry
Regiment, 80th Infantry Division.

5

Colonel H. G. Maddox, G-3, Third Army, with General Patton throughout
the war.



2 FORCING THE LINE OF THE MOSELLE

25 September to 7 November, 1944

The period of Third Army activities covered within the dates of this
campaign was the most unproductive and uncompensatory in its history.
Weather and restrain-ing directives seemed to join hands in impeding the
progress of its troops. After two months of rapid advances and offensive warfare,
units were called upon to take limited objectives and to fight the elements.

In spite of the above, and with the future in mind, the front improved from
the insecure bridgeheads of September 25 to secure bridgeheads, well
established, with sufficient area taken, and from which successful attacks could
be launched. (See Map, 138.)

During this period, German resistance increased on other European fronts.
General Montgomery's Twenty-First Army Group spent the period clearing
enemy troops from the port of Antwerp and the Walcheren Islands. The First
Army, dafter clearing Aachen, continued to buck increasing resistance in the
Siegfried Line. In the Vosges Mountains, the going was rugged and slow for
General Devers* Sixth Army Group (American Seventh and French First
Armies). The Russians entered Czechoslovakia and cleared Budapest. In Italy,
the advance to the Po Valley proceeded slowly. The air forces continued to
pound German airfields and industrial centers.

P.D.H.



The Flood

The period from September 25 to November 7, was a difficult one for the
Third Army. For the first time in our experience we were not advancing rapidly,
if at all. We were fighting, with inadequate means, against equal or superior
forces in excellent defensive positions, and the weather was against us. On
September 25, I received from General Bradley a Top Secret document
reiterating the fact that we were to assume the defensive. It was nothing but a
written restatement of the information I had received some days before. In order
to make it a matter of record, .1 drew up and gave to General Bradley my plan
for occupying a defensive position and enlarging the bridgehead over the
Moselle River. The whole plan was based, as stated in the last chapter, on
maintaining the offensive spirit of the troops by attacking at various points
whenever my means permitted it.

On the twenty-sixth, Colonel Codman, Colonel Campanole, and I drove to
Gondrecourt for the purpose of locating a Madame Jouatte, who had been
General Marshall’s landlady in 1917. Gondrecourt had not changed at all since I
had last seen it, but the family we were in search of had gone to Southern
France. However, the mayor, who had two charming daughters, gave us some
wine, and one of the girls played the piano.

From Gondrecourt we drove, via Neufchateau, to Chaumont and had lunch
at the Hotel de France, where General Pershing, General Harbord, de

Chambrun,! and I lunched in the fall of 1917 when we visited Chaumont for the
first time and selected it as Headquarters for the AEF. The same people were
running the hotel—only one generation younger. They offered us some of the
same kind of meat we had had in 1917. After lunch we visited General
Pershing’s house in town and also the barracks which had housed our
Headquarters for two years.

Some fifteen days before, the XV Corps, Third Army, recaptured
Chaumont, our Air Force had attacked and ruined the barracks. However, my
little office by the gate was intact. I rather like it, as it was the seat of my first
considerable command as Commandant of General Pershing’s Headquarters,
American Expeditionary Force.

While at the barracks, Colonel Campanole received a horrible shock. All
the way down he had been telling us of a beautiful French girl he had known, in
1917 and 1918, and whom he had high hopes of again meeting. This lady was
connected with the police in some manner, so at the barracks I asked a



policeman if he knew her, explaining that she was a great friend of Colonel
Campanole’s. The policeman, with more candor than politeness, turned to
Campy and said, “Oh, yes, I know her well, but she is too old even for you.”

After receiving this shock, we drove to Val des Ecoliers, where General
Pershing lived during the latter part of the war and where I was Aide to the
Prince of Wales, danced with him and taught him to shoot craps. Unfortunately,
the place had been very much looted.

We then drove through Langres, where we had no time to stop, and on to
Bourg, my Tank Brigade Headquarters in 1918. The first man I saw in the street
was standing on the same manure pile whereon I am sure he had perched in
1918. I asked if he had been there during the last war, to which he replied, “Oh,
yes, General Patton, and you were here then as a Colonel.” He then formed a
triumphal procession of all the village armed with pitchforks, scythes, and rakes,
and we proceeded to rediscover my old haunts, including my office, and my
billet in the chateau of Madame de Vaux.

The grave of that national hero, “Abandoned Rear,” was still maintained by
the natives. It originated in this manner. In 1917, the mayor, who lived in the
“new house” at Bourg, bearing the date 1760, came to me, weeping copiously, to
say that we had failed to tell him of the death of one of my soldiers. Being
unaware of this sad fact and not liking to admit it to a stranger, I stalled until I
found out that no one was dead. However, he insisted that we visit the “grave,”
so we went together and found a newly closed latrine pit with the earth properly
banked and a stick at one end to which was affixed crosswise a sign saying,
“Abandoned Rear.” This the French had taken for a cross. I never told them the
truth.

On the way back to Etain, we passed the airfield from which Codman had
done a great deal of his flying in World War I, and from which they operated to
bomb Conflans.

The twenty-seventh was a big day for visiting firemen. We had ten generals
altogether, of whom Generals Hughes and Spaatz were very pleasant. We also
got definite news that we would lose the XV Corps, consisting of the 2d French
Armored and the 79th Division. However, we were promised the infantry
elements of the 26th Division, Major General Willard S. Paul, and as much more
of it as we could move. I could always move any troops given me, but I had
difficulty in moving those taken away.

This shortage of troops lasted for some time and was scandalous. We
apparently had to provide eleven infantry battalions to act as stevedores, and we
also had to use the motor transport of all newly arrived divisions to haul
supplies.



I planned to relieve elements of the 80th and all of the 4th Armored with
the 26th when it came up. The two former divisions had had very hard fighting,
and the 80th had been occupying particularly difficult terrain. The 4th Armored
Division repelled three attacks, but a regiment of the 35th Infantry Division was
kicked off a hill north of Chateau Salins. I used to get disgusted with, and still
deprecate, the way our troops had of being kicked off places.

Stiller and I drove to Pont-a-Mousson via St. Benoit and Thiaucourt, at
which latter place is a huge United States Cemetery—a monument to the
pacifists who produced the last war. We visited a forward Observation Post of
the 80th Division in company with General McBride. They certainly were not
holding a secure bridgehead, as there were three hills looking straight down the
valley to the bridge. It was down this valley, as mentioned in the last chapter,
that the 80th received a violent counter-attack. In order to take the hills, we
would have to let one combat team of the 80th rest. I planned to do this by
relieving it with a combat team of the 26th when it arrived.

On the way back, I decorated several soldiers at a Regimental
Headquarters, and also had the chance of making three battlefield promotions
from Sergeant to Lieutenant.

I then picked up General Irwin of the 5th Division and we drove to visit a
forward battalion of the 2d Infantry. To reach this, there was a choice of going
over a high mountain in the mud on foot, or driving down a road . which was
under direct enemy observation and fire for about a mile. I selected the road. On
the way down, they missed us quite widely, but shelled the Battalion
Headquarters while I was there. They must have practiced on the road, because
driving back they dropped a salvo of four 150 mm. shells; the first was well
beyond us, the second near enough to be uncomfortable, the third threw mud and
rocks all over us, and the fourth lit about two feet from the left-hand running-
board of my jeep—it was a dud.

On the twenty-ninth of September, east of Nancy, I was present when the
35th Division was attacked by portions of one or two German divisions and lost
more ground. The 4th Armored Division was also being attacked. I told Eddy to
use the rest of the 6th Armored to help out the 35th. He demurred, saying if it
failed, he would have nothing left. I told him that was a very good reason why it
should not fail, and reminded him that Cortez burned his ships. We sent for
Combat Command “B” (Colonel, later Brigadier General G. W. Read) of the 6th
Armored, which was with the XX Corps. It moved in fifteen minutes.

General Eisenhower and General Bradley came to lunch and we had a new
drink we called the 170. It was half brandy and half champagne. Most people
thought it was all champagne, so the results were exceptionally good.



General Eisenhower explained the situation in a very lucid and convincing
manner. He stated that the Sixth Army Group (Lieutenant General Jacob L.
Devers’ Headquarters) was not to exceed sixteen divisions and that the Twenty-
First Army Group (Field Marshal Montgomery’s Headquarters) was limited to
seventeen divisions, owing to shortage of manpower. It actually dwindled much
below this before the end of the war. Therefore, all the remaining divisions
arriving in France would come to the First, Third, and Ninth Armies
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At that time it was his plan to have the Ninth Army come in between the
First and Third Armies, and take over Metz when we resumed our drive to the
east.

After he had finished, I made the suggestion that somebody, either himself
or a very high ranking officer, be designated to arbitrate between the Twelfth



Army Group (General Bradley’s Headquarters), the Com Z, and the Air Corps
on the question of supplies. At that time the Com Z provided the supplies and
also said where they were to go. Furthermore, I stated that they were too
inflexible in their methods. If fighting troops had been equally inflexible, the war
would have been already lost.

I also persuaded General Eisenhower to release the names of officers to the
press to include regimental commanders. The names of junior officers had
already been released.

As I visualized it at that time, the Germans wanted both Metz and Nancy,
but, since they possessed Metz and we were not bothering them, they would be
quiet there and expend all their efforts on the recapture of Nancy, because it was
very apparent that Nancy, and more particularly Chateau Safins, was the
doorway to the invasion of Germany. I explained this in my Letter of Instruction
Number 4.1

On the thirtieth of September, I decided to take a rest, but sent General
Gaffey to the XII Corps. At 1500 he called me on the radio-telephone to say I
had best come to Nancy at once. When I got there, I found that the 35th Division
had been permitted to withdraw from the woods west of Chateau Safins, and that
the 6th Armored had not been put into the fight as I had directed. Apparently the
15th and 539th German Divisions were attacking the 35th. As a result of a
somewhat heated conference, the 6th Armored went in and, attacking at dawn
the next day, recaptured the hill and killed a large number of Germans. This
could have been done the day before had my instructions been carried out. It was
very fortunate that General Gaffey arrived in Nancy when he did.

1
See Appendix D.

The situation, however, did not look well, and I had one combat command
of the 90th Division, XX Corps, assemble with trucks ready to move on half an
hour’s notice. I think one explanation for the failure of the troops to stay on the
hill was that three of the generals concerned had escaped death by nothing flat
that same day. They were standing in a gateway when a shell came through
killing two MP’s and fatally wounding three others not two feet from them.

Once, in Sicily, I told a general, who was somewhat reluctant to attack, that
I had perfect confidence in him, and that, to show it, I was going home. I tried
the same thing that day, and it worked again.

Flying back to Headquarters, we just made it, and we actually landed in



blackness. This was not too remarkable, because Major Bennett was a skillful
flier.

I called the Chief of Staff of the XII Corps (Brigadier General Ralph J.
Canine) at midnight and on being informed that he was asleep, I too went to bed,
as I knew the situation must be all right.

Casualties for October 1:

Third Army Enemy
Rilled . oo 4,849 Killed .. = 32900
Wonnded .............. 24,585 Wounded ............ 99,300
MSsIng . 5,092 Prisoners of war.. 96,500
Hatals .. 34525 Tofal 8. 228,700
Non-battle
casualties .......... 14,637

Grand Total .... 49,163

Matériel Losses

Iicht tanks ............... 143 Medium tanks .......... 808

Medium tanks ............ 363 Panther and Tiger

BN -t o 103 020 1] o e 439
110 S e ST P 1751

On the second of October I decorated the Commanding Officers of two
regiments which had retaken the hill, and then had a look over the country the
4th Armored, Major General J. S. Wood, was defending. As usual with that
division the dispositions were excellent. I then visited Baade, who commanded
the 35th Division and had been wounded in the fight the day before. He is the
quietest man under fire I have ever seen.

For about ten days, we had been contemplating trying out the defensive
qualities of the German forts covering Metz west of the Moselle. The 5th
Division believed that Driant, one of these forts, could be taken with a battalion.
On the third of October, they put their plan into execution and had considerable
initial success. However, after about seven days of it we decided to quit, as the
operation was too costly.

The 83d Division closed in on the city of Luxembourg on the fourth of
October. I drove up to inspect it, and was amazed that the whole duchy was
untouched by war, save for the railroad yards in the city itself. There must be
something peculiar about the status of the country, because nobody bombed it.



This was the anniversary of the day I first started my efforts with the
Ordnance to secure two co-axial machine guns in the mantles of all tanks. Up to
the present I have had no success.

On the fifth, it was necessary to add a second battalion to the Driant attack.

Eddy came to see me about one of his division commanders, who had the
pernicious habit of commanding battalions instead of combat teams. We
discussed relieving him, but finally decided we didn’t know anyone any better,
so it would be necessary to educate him. Subsequently, he became one of the
finest Division Commanders in the Third Army.

This habit of commanding too far down, I believe, is inculcated at schools
and at maneuvers. Actually, a General should command one echelon down, and
know the position of units two echelons down. For example, an Army
Commander should command corps, and show on his battle map the locations of
corps and divisions, but he should not command the division. A Corps
Commander should command divisions and show on his map the location of
combat teams. A Division Commander should command combat teams and
show on his map the location of battalions. The Regimental Commander should
command battalions and show on his map the location of companies; similarly,
with the Battalion and Company Commanders.

It has been my observation that any general officer who violates this rule
and at, let us say, the Army level, shows the location of battalions, starts
commanding them and loses his efficiency. In Tunisia, the British G-3 to
General Alexander, began telling me where to put battalions and it was
necessary for me to refuse flatly to receive such orders. Alexander backed me
up.

The 26th Division closed in, taking over the sector held by the 4th
Armored, and one combat team relieved the northern combat team of the 80th
Division.

The Germans bombarded the Headquarters of the XX Corps near Conflans
with a 280 mm. gun. From the thickness of the wall of the shell and the size of
the fragments, this was apparently a naval gun, probably fired from a railroad car
concealed in a tunnel.

The plans for the XII Corps attack on the eighth of October were completed
and approved at this time. The operation was as follows: The 80th Division to
attack straight east, with its rested combat team taking the three hills in its front;
one battalion of the 35th, with a tank company attached, was to attack northwest
to clear the woods on the division sector, while two combat commands of the 6th
Armored Division attacked north between the left of the 35th Division and the
right of the 80th Division. The operation was planned as an inexpensive method



of straightening the line and maintaining the offensive spirit of the troops.

On the seventh of October, General Marshall and General Bradley came,
and after lunch the whole Staff was assembled and we went over the plans for
taking Fort Driant, and also for the XII Corps attack. As usual, General Marshall
asked very incisive questions, but I believe we were able to answer him. He was
very disappointed that, owing to a promise to see Montgomery, he would not be
able to be present on the eighth of October to watch our attack.

On the eighth, I decided to fly to Nancy, which was a mistake, because,
owing to the weather, I could not take off until too late to see the opening phase
of the battle. When I did get to the Observation Post of the XII Corps, four towns
in our immediate foreground were blazing brightly and from one of them there
was a column of smoke at least four thousand feet high. The tanks of the 6th
Armored were moving forward against the southern flank of two villages, from
which they were receiving considerable fire, while in the background the P-47’s
of the XIX Tactical Air Command were doing a wonderful job of bombing.
Immediately in front of us, several hundred prisoners were grouped in a field
awaiting further disposition. It was unfortunate that General Marshall could not
have seen the fight.
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After watching this for some hours. I visited General Paul, who
commanded the 26th Division. He had been Adjutant of the 27th Infantry at
Schofield Barracks in 1925 and 1926, where I had formed a very high opinion of
him, which was subsequently amply justified. From his Headquarters we drove
to the Observation Post of the 80th Division. The southernmost of the two hills
in its front had been taken, but the northern hill, which was heavily wooded, was
apparently still occupied by the Germans. When I arrived, they seemed content
to let the Germans stay there until morning. I conceived this to be dangerous and
directed the hill to be taken that night; this was done.

On the tenth, the three Army Commanders (Hodges, Patton, and Simpson),
with their G-4’s (Chiefs of Supply), assembled at Army Group Headquarters.
When we arrived, General Bradley explained that Montgomery claimed that the



capture of the Ruhr was a two-army job under one commander, and that he,
Montgomery, should be that commander, using his own Army and the First
United States Army. General Eisenhower agreed that it was a two-army job, but
felt that it should be two American armies. Therefore, the Ninth Army, instead
of remaining between the First and Third Armies and using as its initial corps the
VIII Corps which was then closing in from Brest, would move north of the First
Army and take over its XIX Corps, while the VIII Corps would join the First
Army with a Command Post in the vicinity of Bitburg. The Third Army would
lose the 83d Division to the VIII Corps, but would eventually receive the 95th
Division and 10th Armored Division. The First and Ninth Armies were to start
the attack on the Ruhr as soon as ammunition was available, which at that time
was supposed to be October 23.

This business being settled, as Caesar says, we then discussed the supply
situation, pending the arrival of Major General Walter B. Smith, Chief of Staff to
General Eisenhower. When Smith arrived, he stated that my suggestion of
having a senior officer umpire the decisions of the Communications Zone, as to
supplies, had been put into effect, and that General R. C. Crawford, G-4 of
SHAEF, would be the officer. At this meeting, I emphasized the fact that too
much attention was paid to tonnage and not enough to requisitions. For instance,
it is perfectly useless to get a thousand tons of gasoline when you need five
hundred tons of gasoline, two hundred tons of ammunition, and three hundred
tons of bridging material. Yet the Communications Zone told you they had

moved so much tonnage. We also succeeded in putting over the point that
ammunition should be issued in kind, and that we should not be told what to
shoot, but what we would get, and allowed to use our own judgment on how to
make the savings. It was further determined that, from this date forward,
ammunition would be listed in rounds per gun per day and not in units of fire,
because nobody knew what a unit of fire was. We believed at this time that sixty
rounds per gun per day for 105’s and forty rounds for the larger caliber were the
minimum. This meant that if the supply people could average that number of
rounds, an army could make a saving, so that on days of battle we could fire up
to three hundred and fifty or four hundred rounds of 105’s.

Casualties for October 8:



Third Army Enemy

eilledl ol 5,131 Killed 2.5 i 36,800
Wounded .............. 25,977 Wounded ............ 103,000
eI i 5,096 Prisoners of war.. 98,900
Patal ™. ............ "36,2D4 oAl s 238,700
Non-battle
casualties .......... 16,494

Grand Total .... 52,698

Matériel Losses

Taght tanks ........ce0ee.. 154 Medium tanks ....... 822

Medium tanks ............ 368 Panther and

T S, e et W [ Tiger 'tanks ... 444
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On the morning of the tenth, I drove to Nancy in time to have breakfast
with General Marshall, who had spent the night with Eddy. Eddy had arranged
an excellent itinerary which we followed, and saw all the divisions in his corps.
During the drive, I had an opportunity of arguing for stars for Colonels Bruce
Clark (later Brigadier General, Combat Command Commander, 4th Armored
Division) and George W. Read (later Brigadier General, Combat Command
Commander, 6th Armored Division). On the way back from the 35th Division,
two salvos of enemy shell hit on the mountain above us, about three

hundred yards away. This was the third time I had been shelled on that road
and it seems probable that the enemy had good observation, or else a radio.

After leaving the XII Corps, we inspected the divisions of the XX Corps,
accompanied by General Walker. When we visited the 90th Division, I was very
emphatic in praising General McLain. After we left, General Marshall stated he
had hopes of being able to give McLain a corps. During the course of the day I

had several opportunities to talk at length to General Handy,' which was always
a pleasure to me.

On the eleventh, we decided to abandon the attack on Driant. The
ammunition supply at this time was extremely precarious, averaging about seven
rounds per day for the* 155’s and not much more than twice that for the 105’s.

On the twelfth, at General Bradley’s invitation, I went to Verdun to meet
Mr. J. F. Byrnes, Secretary of State, and, as Bradley had to go to see General
Eisenhower, I spent the rest of the day taking Mr. Byrnes over the battlefields of
the St. Mihiel and Meuse—Argonne. I found him one of the most interesting and



well-informed men I have ever met, and enjoyed his company and comments.

On the thirteenth, we moved the Command Post to Nancy, where we were
very well established in a German barracks. This was one of six barracks
originally built by the French, which had been bombed at our request when we
were taking Nancy. Fortunately for us, the bombing had not been very effective;
when Spaatz saw it he said he hoped I would never tell anyone the Americans
had done it.

On the fourteenth, General Eisenhower invited all Corps and Army
Commanders to come to the Headquarters of the First Army, east of Liege, and
lunch with King George of England. After the departure of His Majesty, General
Eisenhower gave us a pep talk on keeping up the spirit of the offensive and also
on not criticizing the Communications Zone. Under the circumstances, both of
these things were easier said than done.

On the fifteenth, accompanied by General Eddy and General Wood, I gave
the officers, and as many non-commissioned officers and privates of the 26th
Division aswe could collect, my usual pep talk. I particularly emphasized
marching fire. This division was one of the first to adopt the doctrines I
advocate, and throughout its fightingsecured good results with small casualties.

1
Lieutenant General T. T. Handy, Deputy Chief of Staff, United States Army.

Casualties for October 15:

Third Army Enemy

Killed e ih e, 5,438 Killed ...............0. ' 40460
Wounded .............. 27,111 Wounded ............ 110,500
RESemo e 5,457 Prisoners of war.. 100,600

Totals ", 38,006 Potal S oweh 251,200
Non-battle

casualties .......... 18,537

Matériel Losses
Light tanks: ........cc.-.. 156 Medium tanks .......... 834
Medium tanks ............ 374 Panther and
ETTE T ol N A T 104 Tiger tanks .......... 445
LB 11 et PR MR 7

Shortly after this, McLain was relieved to get the XIX Corps whose former



commander, Major General C. H. Corlett, had gone home sick, and Major
General J. A. Van Fleet took over the 90th Division. General Van Fleet, who
made a wonderful Division and Corps Commander, had landed in Normandy
commanding a regiment of the 4th Division, and had been among the first
officers to be recommended for temporary promotion. He terminated the war
commanding the IIT Corps.

I also visited the 95th Division which had just come in under Major General
H. L. Twaddle, and gave my usual talk to the field and company officers. We
drove about eight hours in the rain that day, in an open car, and got extremely
wet.

On the seventeenth, Generals Gaffey and Gay and Colonels Harkins,

Maddox,! Muller,! Koch,! and I went over the plans for the next operation. The
plan was to initiate the assault with the three infantry divisions of the XII Corps
for the purpose of getting a bridgehead over the Seille River. When this had been
accomplished, the 4th and 6th Armored Divisions were to move through the
infantry.

1
Colonel H, G. Maddox, G-3, Third Army, Colonel Walter J. Muller, G-4, Third Army,
and Colonel Oscar W. Koch, G-2, Third Army, were with General Patton throughout the war.

The 6th Armored Division was to secure the high ground east of Metz
while the 4th Armored Division was to go on directly to the Saar River and
secure a crossing south of Saargemund. One day later, the XX Corps was to
attack, the 5th Division south of Metz following the 80th. The 95th Division was
to contain—keep the defenders occupied—Metz and make a feint crossing north
of the city, while the 90th Division was to cross north of Thionville and be
followed immediately by the 10th Armored. As soon as the high ground east of
Metz had been secured, the 10th Armored was to turn north and attack Saarburg,
which, prior to the arrival of the 90th Division, was to be attacked by a task force
under Colonel J. K. Polk, 3d Cavalry Group. It was hoped that the operation
would eventuate in the capture of Metz and in the release of two armored
divisions, the 4th and 6th, for a rupture of the Siegfried Line and subsequent
assault on the Rhine River.

It will be noted that both the plans for the operation for the capture of Metz
and the Saar campaign were worked out with much greater detail than were our
operations while going across France. The reason for this is evident. Touring
France was a catch-as-catch-can performance where we had to keep going to



maintain our initial advantage. In this operation we had to start moving from an
initial disadvantage.

On the nineteenth, Harkins took the plans to Bradley for approval.
Brigadier General R. E. Jenkins (G-3, Sixth Army Group) and Colonel J. S.
Guthrie (G-3, Seventh Army) called to arrange a boundary between the Seventh
and Third Armies. They also wanted to procure the railroad from Toul to Nancy.
There was no trouble about the boundary, since they took the one we proposed,
and there was no trouble about the railroad, since I refused to share it—not from
any ungenerous attitude, but simply because it was being used to the utmost to
supply the Third Army.

This same evening an alleged sixty enemy planes flew over Nancy and our
anti-aircraft got three certains and three probables. I have never found out what
these planes were doing, as they did not drop any bombs.

On the twentieth, General Patch! of the Seventh Army asked me for a
treadway bridge company for an operation he proposed for November 1. I
arranged to give it to him.

On the twentieth, General Spaatz and I visited General Wood and saw a

very interesting demonstration of tanks with and without ducks’ feet.2 3

General Spaatz stayed on with Wood, and I went to visit the regiments of
the 26th Division, as they were each shortly going to put on an initial show.
Everything was in excellent shape, except for the lack of ingenuity in taking care
of men. I showed them how to make drying rooms, and cautioned them
particularly about keeping the men’s feet dry. This is of interest because, shortly
afterward, this division had over three thousand cases of trenchfoot.

On the twenty-first, Major General John Millikin, Commanding General, II1
Corps, now part of the Third Army, reported. I was opposed to having Millikin
because I believed it wrong to put an officer in command of a corps who had
never commanded a division in battle, while all the Division Commanders were
veterans. Aside from this, I considered Millikin an excellent general.

I told Millikin to send up all the senior officers of his Corps Staff to do duty
with their opposite numbers on the Army Staff, so that, when he became
operational, he would know what to expect.

Eddy brought in his plan for the offensive, which was approved.

That same night the only V-1 bomb to enter the territory of the Third Army
hit a hill east of the city, doing no harm.

The first attack of the 26th Division was successful, and the casualties
whom I visited in the hospital were in good spirits and much elated over their
triumph.



Casualties as of October 22 were:

Third Army Enemy
Filled 5o cen o - 5,511 Killed .50 v 2 v 40900
Wounded .............. 27,405 Wounded ............ 113,100
Missing’ ... 5,407 Prisoners of war.. 101,300
Hotak . . 30323 OTaliE e ™ 255,300
Non-battle
casualties .......... 20,221

Grand Total ...... 58,544

Matériel Losses

Laoht fanks. ................ 156 Medium tanks ...... 834

Medium tanks ............ 374 Panther and

RERINR M LY s iie 106 Tiger fanks .. .- 445
GUNE @i ot 1766

On the twenty-second, Bradley and Allen, his Chief of Staff, came and we
went over the plans for the impending attack. General Bradley’s contention was
that if all the armies—that is, the two British, three American in the Twelfth
Army Group, and Seventh Army in the Sixth Army Group—attacked
simultaneously, it might well end the war. I contended, as I had set forth to him
in the letter of October 19, that we were fighting three enemies. One was the
German, the second was the weather, and the third was time. Of these three I
conceived the weather to be the most important, because, at that moment, our
sick rate for the first time equaled our battle casualty rate, and the weather was
not improving. As to time, every day’s delay meant more defenses to attack. I
further stated there was not enough ammunition to supply all the armies, but
there was enough to supply one army, and that the Third Army could attack
twenty-four hours after getting the signal from then on. After considerable
argument, I was given a minimum date of November 5, the attack to take place
any time on or after that date that air bombardment would be available.

On the twenty-third, Walker and Eddy had a meeting under my supervision
to arrange the details for their attack. General Millikin, commanding the III
Corps, which was not then operational, was also present. After the meeting, I
made an inspection of the supply installations

in the vicinity of Toul, using for the first time a special railway car,
captured from the Germans, that Muller had provided for Army Headquarters.



The car was reputed to be Hindenburg’s, and later Goering’s, special car.

On the early morning of October 24, the Germans opened fire on Nancy
with a 280 mm. gun or howitzer, continuing to fire until 0445. Three of the
shells hit in the immediate vicinity of our quarters; none, I should say, more than
thirty-five yards from my house. One struck the house exactly across the street
from us, and the angle of fall was such that it could not have missed the roof of
General Galley’s room by more than a few inches. Nearly all the glass in our
house was broken.

I heard quite a lot of screaming in the ruins and, taking my flashlight, went
across the street, where I encountered a Frenchman pulling vigorously at the leg
of a man who seemed to be stuck in the ruin. Taking the other leg, I joined in the
good deed, with the result that the man began to scream and eventually to choke
and finally ceased all noise. On investigation, we found that his head was stuck
under a table and we had almost pulled it off. Aside from a sore neck, he was
uninjured.

While this was going on, an old lady, caught in the ruins farther back, kept
screaming, and my French friend kept reassuring her in this fashion: ‘1 implore
you, Madame, do not derange yourself; be calm, be tranquil. Try to realize that
the great General Patton is himself occupying himself with the removal of the
bricks so that you, too, may be saved. He has further had the humanity to send
for a doctor and an ambulance. I again urge you to be tranquil.” While we were
getting the untranquil lady, the third near-miss arrived and threw quite a lot of
rocks on us. I really believe that I was more frightened that night than at any
time in my career.

The supply situation, particularly as to rations, gasoline, and ammunition,
was exceptionally bad; so much so that, as of October 25, General Lee and his
adherents paid us a personal visit and, I believe, made every effort to ameliorate
the situation.

On the twenty-fifth, Colonel D. T. Colley’s 104th Infantry Regiment, of the
26th Division, made an attack. They were about three-quarters successful, as a
portion of the hill remained still in enemy possession. However, General Paul
thought that they had had sufficient practice and directed another regiment to
take over the assault, as of 1800. Colley got wind of this at about 1300, went up
to his leading battalion and told them that the honor of the regiment did not
permit them to turn over an incomplete job. He stated he would lead the assault
himself, which he did with great gallantry. The position was taken, but Colley
was shot in the right shoulder, the bullet progressing diagonally through both
lungs and emerging from the lower part of his left lung, miraculously missing
heart and blood vessels on the way. I gave him an Oak-Leaf Cluster to the



Distinguished Service Cross which he had won in World War 1. He made a
complete recovery and returned, at his own urgent request, to command a
regiment.

I visited the three combat teams of the 95th Division and made them a
speech on combat.

About this time we thought we had figured out the observation posts from
which the person directing the 280 mm. gun operated, and a very complicated
plan was made for their capture, as they were supposed to be within our lines.
Actually they were not. The P-47 dive-bombers probably accounted for the gun,
because we had very little more trouble from it.

The ammunition supply was still bad, and the gasoline was not sufficient to
replace the daily expenditure.

The 761st Tank Battalion (colored, commanded by Lieutenant Colonel P.
T. Bates) reported to the Army on the twenty-eighth of October. This was the
first of such battalions to report.

On the twenty-eighth, I directed General Walker to stop fooling around
with Maizieres-le-Metz, which the 357th Regiment of the 90th Division had
been attacking for some days, and go in and take it. This was done successfully
on the twenty-ninth, but in the action Colonel G. B. Barth, the Regimental
Commander, received a wound which at the time was considered fatal. However,
he recovered.

On the twenty-ninth, Weyland and I visited the Twelfth Army Group for
the purpose of securing the assistance of the 83d Infantry Division in our
impending attack. The idea was to have the 83d cross the bridge secured by the
90th and advance rapidly, covered by Polk’s cavalry group, to take Saarburg and
possibly Trier, then revert to First Army. After considerable discussion, Bradley
consented to give me operational control of the 83d Division, provided I would
not use more than two regimental combat teams.

Another point of discussion was whether or not we would have to reduce

our units to T/O! strength prior to the anticipated assault, as, during the lull, we
had secured sufficient replacements to be over strength for the first time. General
Bradley was very cute about this. He said, “You will notice that the order for
reduction of over strength takes effect after the fifteenth of November, by which
time the action of the enemy will probably have done it.” General Weyland, with
my assistance, argued for the retention of one of the fighter groups of the XIX
Tactical Air Command, which was being sent to the Ninth Army, but we were
unsuccessful.

On the thirty-first, I inspected and made a talk to the 761st Tank Battalion.
A good many of the lieutenants and some of the captains had been my sergeants



in the 9th and 10th Cavalry. Individually they were good soldiers, but I
expressed my belief at that time, and have never found the necessity of changing
it, that a colored soldier cannot think fast enough to fight in armor.

Before we left England, Bradley and I evolved the idea of having one extra
colonel in each division, so that in the event of a casualty we would have a man
immediately available. This was necessary, because the difference in age
between the regimental and battalion commanders was such that the latter did
not have the necessary experience to take over a regiment. One of the colonels I
secured for this job was my classmate, Bob Sears, who is three years older than
myself. He took command of a regiment of the 35th Division about the third of
August and commanded it through all its fighting until the thirty-first of October,
when, in spite of his great heart and meticulous personal care, it became evident
that he would have to be relieved, or die at his post. He had made a great
reputation for himself and had actually killed seven Germans with his own
hands. I believe this is a record for a regimental commander in any war.

Tables of Organization, the controlling documents for the strength of Army units.

When General Spaatz visited General Wood, as already recounted, he was
distressed at the fact that Wood lived in a very wet and muddy tent, so he sent
him his own trailer. We had a presentation of this trailer to General Wood. It was
a huge affair and most luxurious. I have never seen a man more pleased than
Wood, and yet more determined not to use the trailer.

On November 2 at 1400, we had a conference of Corps Commanders,
General Weyland, myself, and the Army General Staff, and representatives of
the 8th and 9th Air Forces to make a definite arrangement as to when and where
the Air would strike in the impending attack. As the result of this meeting, the
priorities on targets, notably the Metz forts and the woods in front of the 80th
Division, were established, and it was decided that the date of the First Army’s
attack would be called D-Day; that the XII Corps would launch its infantry
attack on D plus 1 and its armor on D plus 2, unless the situation permitted a
more rapid engagement of armor; that the XX Corps would launch a
demonstration by the 95th Division to the north and west of Metz on D plus 1
and the 90th Division would launch its attack north of Thionville on D plus 2.
After much discussion, the boundary between the XX and XII Corps was also
established.



On November 2, General Bradley and General A. Franklin Kibler (his G-3),
came to Nancy and stated it was evident that the British would not be ready to
jump off prior to November 10, and probably not before the first of December.
He further stated that the First Army could not jump off until at least two of the
American divisions, then attached to the British, were released and returned to
the First or Ninth Armies. He wanted to know when I could jump off. I told him
that, as already stated, I could jump off the day after a successful air attack, or
not later than the eighth in the event that weather prevented an air attack.
General Bradley said he was very glad to find somebody who wanted to attack.

On November 3, I addressed the assembled officers and non-commissioned
officers and a few selected privates of the three infantry divisions of the XII
Corps; namely, the 26th, 35th, and 80th. I impressed upon them the honor which
had been given the Third Army of being permitted to attack alone. I also
reiterated my insistence on the use of marching fire and of all supporting
weapons.

Final arrangements were made through Weyland that, in the event the Air
could not bomb prior to darkness on November 7, the XII Corps would jump off
on November 8 without air support. I had a telephone conversation with Bradley,
at this time, on the use of 83d Division. I requested that some of the corps
artillery with it be authorized to cross the Moselle River and support the two
combat teams in their attack. We did not get to a definite decision on this
subject.

Due to bad weather the tentative air bombardment of Metz set for the fifth
was impossible, and the bombers went deep into Germany to release their loads.

Devers visited me that day and promised that the Seventh Army would
support my right flank.

On the fifth, I addressed the officers of the 10th Armored 90th Infantry,
95th Infantry Divisions and Headquarters of the XX Corps. Each of these
addresses took place in the rain. They were my usual pre-battle pep talks.

General Hughes came to visit me on the fifth. On the sixth, he and I made
talks to the 4th and 6th Armored Divisions at their request. I had not originally
included them in my schedule, because I felt they were such veteran and
experienced divisions that it was painting the lily to talk to them; but they
seemed to feel quite hurt, so I talked to them. In talking to the 4th, I said, making
a joke of the fact that the First Army was not coming in as originally planned,
“the First shall be last and the 4th shall be first.”

On the sixth, I told the press that the attack would come off on or before the
morning of the eighth of November. I gave them full details and asked them to
keep the thing a secret. I further asked a radio representative to announce on the



air that the attack was a limited objective attack for the purpose of straightening
the line for winter occupation and told him I would inform him when he could
change this statement. He did exactly as asked, and I believe the broadcast had
some effect in deceiving the Germans.

It was strange to think that two years ago on the seventh of November we
were approaching Africa aboard the Augusta. It blew hard all afternoon, but at
1600 the wind stopped and we made a perfect landing on the Moroccan coast. At
1430 on the afternoon of the seventh this year, it was raining hard as it had been
for some time. At 1900, Generals Eddy and Grow came to the house and argued
with me to hold off the attack on account of bad weather and swollen rivers. I
asked them whom they wished to name as their successors because the attack
was to go off as scheduled. They immediately assented and, as usual, did great
work.

The casualty report as of November 7 was:

Third Army Enemy

Retllgday s 10 eanl 5,734 Killed® /L 5. 42,500
Wounded .............. 28,273 Wounded ............ 117,000
IVSSINE - o 5,421 Prisoners of war.. 103,000

Topalls o D 39,428 Tatal il s 8262500
Non-battle

casualties .......... 24,386

Grand Total ...... 63,814
Less total

casualties (battle

and non-battle)

as of

September 24 .. 45,130
Total casualties for

period September

24 to November

7 inclusive ........ 18,684

It is interesting to note that the necessity of halting on the Moselle resulted
in the above losses, which, had we been able to continue our advance on
September 24 might not have occurred and certainly not in such numbers.

Materiel losses as of November 7 were:



Third Army Enemy

Faoht tanks b o 157 Medium tanks ....... 834

Medium tanks ............ 374 Panther or

anen = e 109 Tiger tanks .......... 445
Guns 0 okt e A T

1

Colonel Jacques de Chambrun, a French officer who acted as General
Pershing’s personal liaison officer in World War 1.

2

lieutenant General A. M. Patch, Command General, Seventh Army.

3

Ducks’ feet was a name given to extensions put on the outer edge of tracks
of tanks to give more flotation in mud. They were manufactured in France and
Luxembourg specifically for Third Army tanks.



3 THE CAPTURE OF METZ AND THE SAAR
CAMPAIGN

8 November to 8 December, 1944

It was not difficult to get the troops of the Third Army out of the lethargy
produced by the inactivity of October. They were never defensive-minded, and
were ready at the drop of a hat to take off in any direction.

The hat dropped with the beginning of the November 8 offensive. Though
the elements were against them, through October, Third Army units had nudged
farther forward into the German lines in order to gain the use of better
springboards.

From September 25 to November 7, they had pushed forward an average of
four thousand kilometers to the east, south of Metz, and north of that city they
were strong enough to cross the Moselle at any place.

The new offensive to the east began early on the morning of November 8.
One thousand thundering guns opened the attack, which jumped off despite
floods, rain, and fog. Slow, tedious, and costly though the advance, by mid-
December operations had progressed sufficiently to call for a new set of plans—
a new co-ordinated effort —a break-through to the Rhine. Metz fell to the Third
Army on December 13, the first time it had been taken by assault A.p. 641. {See
Map pages 160-161.)

This new offensive was planned, with the help of General Spaatz and his
Eighth Air Force, for the nineteenth of December. The air-blitz was to be the
greatest of its kind yet attempted. One thousand heavy bombers of the Eighth Air
Force were to pound enemy positions for

three consecutive days. Orders were issued, commanders informed,
replacements promised, troop movements begun, prayers offered: everything
was in readiness. One thing only was amiss—the German High Command had
not been consulted. The result—“The Bulge." (See Map, page 190.)

On other fronts the Twenty-First Army Group moved slowly against strong
resistance. The First Army consolidated its gains. The Russians advanced to
Budapest. In Italy, Ravenna was taken. The Sixth Army Group swept through the
Vosges Mountains and reached the Rhine at Strasbourg Colmar, and beyond
Hagenau. The Air Force continued its heavy offensive strikes. In the Pacific,
Tokyo began to feel the full weight of the American offensive, while the Navy



supported the ground troops in taking Leyte.

P.D. H.



Stuck in the Mud 1

ing. I had not let him know for fear I might get a stop order. He seemed
delighted that we were going ahead. Then General Eisenhower came on the
phone and said, “I expect you to carry the ball all the way.” Codman, Stiller, and
I immediately drove to the Observation Post of the XII Corps, but there was so
much artificial fog and smoke from the pots covering the bridges that we could
see little. At about 1000, fighter-bombers appeared in force and attacked the
known enemy command posts. The day was the brightest and best we had had
for two months.

I visited the Headquarters of the 80th, 35th, and 26th Divisions and also
saw General Wood. By dark that night every unit was on its assigned objective
for the day; unfortunately it started to rain.

Visiting the front on the ninth was very disheartening. Many of the bridges
were out; trucks, airplanes, and one hospital platoon were marooned by the flood
waters, and things looked bad. However, when I got to the 5th Division, General
Irwin, Division Commander, and Colonel A. W. Roffe, Commander of the 2d
Infantry, and myself went up on a hill and saw 1476 planes of the Eighth Air
Force come over and bomb the targets at Metz. It was a great sight. At first we
saw smoke corkscrews in the air, and some of us thought they were German
anti-aircraft rockets. Actually they were markers from our lead planes. We were
close enough so that the roar of the motors was very distinct, and the ground
where we were shook constantly.

On the way back, we found that every bridge on the Moselle River, except
one at Pont-a-Mousson, was out, and that the Seille River had increased in width
from two hundred to five hundred feet. On the other hand, I ran into Combat
Command “B” of the 10th Armored Division, Brigadier General E. W. Piburn,
near Mars la Tour, the scene of the great cavalry battle in 1870, and they were
looking fine and moving right into action with beautiful discipline. Five
battalions of the 90th Division were over the Moselle River that night

Generals Spaatz, Doolittle,l and Curtis,® and Professor Bruce Hopper,
historian for the Air Force, spent the night. I was very grateful to them, because I
am quite sure that the wonderful air support we had received that day was due
largely to the friendship of these men.
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On the tenth, the river had gone down a little and the bridge at Pont-a-
Mousson, which went out on the night of the ninth, was again usable. This was
very satisfactory, as, prior to that time, I had seven divisions across an
unfordable river, and no bridges. The 4th Armored Division went well and the
6th Armored Division, moving northeast, caught a column of Germans between
it and the 5th Infantry Division and had a big killing. Haislip of the XV Corps
came in to assure me that the XV Corps would cover the right flank of the Third
Army. The XV Corps was at this time assigned to the Seventh Army.

I had hoped to win this battle by the eleventh, as it was my birthday and my
lucky day in West Africa. However, I did not win it.

Bradley called up at 1710 and, in my opinion, crawfished quite flagrantly in
forbidding me to use the 83d Division. I believe he had been overtalked, either
by Middleton or Hodges, or both. I was very sore at the time, and still regard it
as a great mistake. Had two combat teams of the 83d been used to attack
Saarburg, that town would have fallen on the twelfth or thirteenth, and we would
probably have captured Trier. With Trier in our hands, Von