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Dwight D. Eisenhower announces the end of World War II in Europe, May 7, 1945. With him is his deputy, Air Chief Marshal Sir Arthur Tedder.
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To Joanne





Author’s Note

Dwight D. Eisenhower, Supreme Commander, General of the Army, and Thirty-fourth President of the United States, was one of the dynamic and influential men of the twentieth century. As his only son to survive early childhood, I was able to observe him in different circumstances, sometimes official and sometimes intimate. Though I have previously avoided writing a book devoted solely to him, I have, through the years, read enough misleading material, most of it written by people who have no idea of what he was really like, that I finally decided to record my own view of him. Some of my conclusions are based on what I observed, but much stems from what I have learned in the course of my own writings. No matter how biased in his favor my slant may be, it cannot add much to the confusion that already exists.

I never called my father “Ike” to his face. It was always “Dad.” Still, in this book I’ll always refer to him by his popular nickname, partly for convenience and even more because “Ike” was, to all intents and purposes, his real name. That short, pithy epithet that connotes “rough-neck” in the Old West was his. It served him well as an icebreaker in the Army. It was even more useful in politics. Eisenhower was the only President out of forty-three as of this writing to be burdened with a last name of four syllables. Can you imagine the public chanting, “We like Eisenhower”? Or even “We like Dwight”? Ike was more than a name; it was his persona.

By no stretch of the imagination is this book a comprehensive biography of Ike, nor is it even a history of the battles he fought. Instead, my essays will deal almost exclusively with Ike’s relations with his associates, for the simple reason that the facets of his personality appear differently depending on the individual he was dealing with at a given time. Ike was one man when assigning a mission to General George Patton, another when interacting with Field Marshal Bernard Montgomery, and yet another when working with Prime Minister Winston Churchill.

Admittedly, the structure I have chosen brings with it certain difficulties. One is the matter of chronology. More serious is the fact that various incidents in the Second World War appear in more than one chapter. To avoid dreary repetition, therefore, I have tried to avoid covering the details of a single incident in more than one place. Some overlap is, unfortunately, inevitable, and some incidents must be at least mentioned more than once in order for each chapter to stand on its own.

Ike had two separate careers, the military and the political. In my own mind, there were really two Ikes. The military Ike faded from the picture when he returned to the United States from Frankfurt in November of 1945, ending his occupation duties in Germany. The Ike of the next quarter century was the political Ike, or at least the politico-military Ike.

I have chosen to write about the military Ike, even though the consequences of his activities during the Second World War often carried over into his presidency. The main reason I have done so is that I know more about Ike’s career as a soldier than I do his career as a civilian. I am also convinced that Ike’s military career was far more important to him personally than his political life. Though I believe that he was an excellent President, especially in his role as commander-in-chief, he did not worry much about what his political opponents said about him in that position. When it came to his military judgments, however, he was vociferous in defending the validity of his decisions. As he contemplated his career at the end of his life, nearly all the men he considered “great” came from the war days, not the political era. To me, at least, Ike’s place in history will hinge far more on his days in uniform than on his days in the White House.

With those limitations in mind I have given a son’s view of a great military leader—highly intelligent, strong, forceful, kind, yet as human as the rest of us.





An Atlas of Turning Points in Ike’s Command
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 1. Allied Landings in the Western Mediterranean, 1942–1944.

Ike spent over a year in the Mediterranean, from November 7, 1942, to Christmas of 1943. This map shows the location of the TORCH landings (November 1942), the HUSKY landings (July 1943), the landings in Italy (September 1943), and ANVIL-DRAGOON, August 15, 1944. In sert shows the location of the Dodecanese, so important to Winston Churchill.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 2. Pre–D-Day Allied Plan for the Final Offensive in Germany.

General plan of Supreme Headquarters, Allied Expeditionary Force (SHAEF), for the strategy against Germany. The northern arrow crosses the North German Plain, and comprised the axis of advance of Montgomery’ s 21 Army Group. The southern arrow follows the corridor from Metz to the Saar to Frankfurt. That was the route to be followed by Patton’s Third Army, under Bradley’s 12 Army Group. The plan closely resembles the campaign as it later unfolded.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 3. Breakout in Normandy, August 1944.

The Avranches corridor risk, undertaken by Ike and Bradley, with Monty’s concurrence, on August 8, 1944. Line of July 1 indicates the front when I returned from my visit with Ike.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 4. The Liberation of France, August 25–September 14, 1994.

Paris fell to Gerow’s V Corps of the First United States Army on August 25, 1944. The pursuit continued, with the first of the Allies reaching the German border by September 11. On that same day, patrols of Patton’s Third Army met with the lead elements of Patch Seventh Army, coming up from Operation DRAGOON, the landings near Marseilles. At this point, the Allies were stopped by lack of supply. Performance had vastly exceeded the expectations of the logisticians.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 5. Plans for the Liberation of Holland, September 1944.

With France liberated in early September 1944, Ike’s attention centered on the north, in the sector of Montgomery’s 21 Army Group. There were two important objectives, (1) the clearing of the Schelde Estuary of German forces, thus opening Antwerp for Allied shipping, and (2) MARKET-GARDEN, an effort to secure a bridgehead over the Rhine River, bypassing the Siegfried Line. Of the two, Ike was most anxious to clear the Schelde, but Monty assured Ike that both operations could be executed together. They could not. The Schelde was not cleared until nearly two months after the failure of MARKET-GARDEN.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 6. Hitler’s Counteroffensives, December 1944 and January 1945.

This map of the winter campaigns of 1944–1945 shows two operations, Hitler’s Ardennes Campaign (Battle of the Bulge) and his subsequent campaign into Alsace, called Operation NORDWIND. The map of the Ardennes campaign shows the boundary that Ike drew between Montgomery and Bradley on December 20, 1944. It also shows Patton’s drive northward to relieve Bastogne, the decision resulting from the Verdun meeting of December 23. The important point to note in the NORDWIND map is the defensive position that Ike planned in order to save divisions for the Ardennes campaign—and which would have given up Strasbourg. Fortunately, NORDWIND fizzled.
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Map by Chris Robinson

Map 7. Overrunning Germany, March 24–May 8, 1945.

After the Western Allies crossed the Rhine River on March 23 and 24, 1945, the end of the war was only six weeks away. This map shows how closely Ike’s final plan followed the original SHAEF plan, made back in London a year earlier. In the last week of the war, however, Ike allowed political considerations to enter his planning. Since there had been no previous agreement between the Allies and the Russians on occupation zones in Denmark and Austria, he sent Montgomery northward to occupy Lübeck, thus eliminating the possibility of a Russian occupation of Denmark. In the south he sent Patton as far as possible into Austria.
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1

Early Influences

George S. Patton, Fox Conner, and John J. Pershing


There are no “great men” as we understood that expression when we were shavers. The man whose brain is so all-embracing in its grasp of events, so infallible in its logic, and so swift in formulation of perfect decisions, is only a figment of the imagination. [Yet] some men achieve goals for which numbers have been striving—and it is interesting to look over those who have attracted special attention in some field, to try to make an estimate of their character, their abilities, and their weaknesses.

—DWIGHT D. EISENHOWER 1
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Three early influences (left to right): Fox Conner, George S. Patton, and John J. Pershing.

National Archives

Patton

One dark night in late 1919, a lone automobile crept slowly along the few miles of unlit, two-lane blacktop road leading into Camp Meade, Maryland. In the car were two young Army officers, each grasping a Colt automatic pistol in his hand, both peering intently out in the blackness. Ike and his friend George Patton were expecting, at least hoping, to be accosted. As Ike told the story with a touch of swagger in later years, “We had been told that the road was full of highwaymen. We wanted to run into one so we could see the guy’s face when he found himself looking down the barrels of two guns.”

They were disappointed, so they later claimed, that the highwayman never appeared. It is fortunate that the intended victim had chosen to take the evening off, because the careers of Ike and George could never have profited from this caper; they might have wound up in a good deal of trouble. Whose idea it was to go bandit-hunting will never be known, but both men were bored with their lives as temporary bachelors in a camp that lacked family quarters, and they shared the emotional letdown that afflicted the whole Army following the exciting days of the First World War. This was Ike’s and Patton’s way of entertaining themselves.

Those were the days when Patton’s influence on Ike was at its peak. In his brief period of military service, Ike had already made close, lifelong friends, especially when serving with the 19th Infantry on the Mexican border in 1916. Among them were Leonard T. Gerow, Wade H. Haislip, and Walton H. Walker. However, none of these men exerted the impact on Ike’s development remotely comparable to that of George Patton.

Patton was already a noted man in the Army. Graduated from West Point in 1909 and commissioned in the Cavalry, he had received public accolades for his daring exploits as a member of General John J. Pershing’s Punitive Expedition into Mexico in 1916. He enjoyed close personal ties with Pershing, based at least partly on Pershing’s affection for Patton’s comely sister, Nita. Patton made the most of that personal connection, using it to obtain a berth in Pershing’s original entourage to France in June of 1917. Once in France, however, Patton had quickly perceived that the Army’s fledgling Tank Corps promised shining personal opportunities, and he easily secured the general’s blessing to leave his personal staff to join the tanks. As an energetic thirty-year-old major, he quickly rose to the command of the 1st Tank Brigade, the largest United States tank unit in France. His time in battle was short; the St. Mihiel campaign, in which he participated, lasted only two days, and he suffered a wound in the leg on the first day of the Meuse-Argonne campaign in September 1918. Nevertheless, his reputation had been made.

Adding to Patton’s larger-than-life image in the Army was the fact that he was personally wealthy, and his wife was even wealthier. His consequent lack of need for his Army pay had exerted a considerable effect, no doubt, on his attitude. The Army was a hobby with Patton, though a mighty serious hobby.*

Ike had no such aura attached to his name, though he was also recognized as a promising young officer. He had been a successful organizer and trainer of troops during the First World War, and in that capacity had earned a prestigious Distinguished Service Medal for his energy, zeal, and leadership in commanding the Army’s Heavy Tank Brigade at Camp Colt, Pennsylvania. But though DSMs were extremely rare among young officers—Ike was only three years out of West Point at the time—Ike’s accomplishments were performed in the United States. Nothing achieved in stateside training could compete in prestige with a few days of combat service in France.

Nevertheless, despite the disparity between Ike’s and Patton’s positions in the Army “club,” Ike was far from intimidated by Patton’s éclat. Ike’s admiration was based strictly on Patton’s generous nature and soldierly qualities. And Patton, on his part, recognized leadership qualities in an officer six years his junior. In his effusive way, he predicted a future war in which Ike would be the Robert E. Lee and Patton would be Ike’s Stonewall Jackson. Eventually Patton’s prediction would prove at least partially correct; Ike would be Patton’s superior—and have to use every bit of diplomacy in his makeup to keep Patton performing his role as a combat leader.

On duty, Patton and Ike were officially co-equals, both commanders of tank brigades under the Chief of the Tank Corps, Brigadier General Samuel Rockenbach. The entire tank strength of the Army consisted of those two brigades, one light and one heavy. Colonel Patton commanded the brigade of light tanks, equipped with the small French Renault tanks, and Lieutenant Colonel Eisenhower commanded the heavy brigade, equipped with the American-built Mark VIII Liberties, designed as support for infantry. Though the two brigades were organized for different missions, all the tankers considered themselves to be members of one family, and they soon established an informal school that prevailed on Patton and others to share their wartime experiences in a series of lectures. Many members of the group contributed, and Ike, as a brigade commander, was one. He later recalled with pride that Patton habitually attended his lectures, “taking extensive notes.”2

Together, Ike and Patton set out to develop a doctrine for the future use of the tank in warfare, which they believed had not been sufficiently exploited in the recent conflict. Running parallel with such other thinkers as the British J.F.C. Fuller and the German Heinz Guderian, they jointly concluded that the tank had a role in the wars of the future that transcended its traditional mission of supporting the infantry, no matter how vital that was. They visualized armored formations operating independently, attacking in masses and breaking through an enemy’s line and tearing up his rear. They took a special interest in a new tank developed by an engineer named J. Walter Christie, a vehicle that could move at twenty miles per hour, in contrast to the three miles per hour previously considered sufficient to keep up with the infantry. In the blush of their enthusiasm, both Patton and Ike wrote articles for the Infantry Journal supporting their ideas.

Eisenhower’s article was radical for an infantryman. It called for a new tank armed with a six-pounder main gun as well as its standard machine guns. To replace the clumsy, inefficient machines of St. Mihiel and the Meuse-Argonne, he advocated a “speedy, reliable, and efficient engine of destruction…. In the future,” he went on, “tanks will be called upon to use their ability of swift movement and great fire power…against the flanks of attacking forces.”3

Prescient though Ike’s article may have been, it was not admired by certain authorities in Washington. Notable among those authorities was the Chief of Infantry, who was highly displeased with Ike’s advocating a role for the tank beyond that of supporting the chief ’s own doughboys. He called the young upstart on the carpet and threatened him with court-martial if he expressed his views further in writing. The Chief of Cavalry did much the same with Patton. The Army soon went even further: it abolished the Tank Corps as an independent branch and incorporated it into the Infantry. Patton requested transfer back to the Cavalry, and Ike, already an Infantry officer, merely accepted reassignment.4

George and Ike parted ways, not to serve together for another twenty years. They remained friends, but on a far more casual basis. Nevertheless, Ike remembered Patton with admiration and affection as an outstanding officer who, despite his eccentricities, was a man who loved to fight, a valuable potential associate in the future war they all expected.

 

My first, brief exposure to Colonel Patton occurred in the early 1930s, probably about 1933. At that time Ike was a major, assigned to duty in the War Department, and our small family lived in the Wyoming Apartments, on Columbia Road, a few blocks north of the State-War-Navy Building. One Sunday afternoon my parents announced that the three of us were going to drive out to nearby Fort Myer, Virginia, to visit the Pattons. This was not a commonplace event, and the afternoon was memorable for an eleven-year-old boy.

The officers’ quarters at Fort Myer are neither large nor elaborate—not even Quarters Number One, where the Army Chief of Staff lives. And Patton, as executive officer of the 3d Cavalry Regiment, was not at the top of the priority list for housing. But in whatever quarters were assigned to the Patton family, the interior was always embellished into something spectacular. One wall of the living room was covered by a great bookshelf full of gleaming silver cups, trophies won by various members of the Patton family in the horse shows that kept the Army entertained during peacetime.

During our short call, Colonel Patton occupied center stage in his glistening living room, holding forth on various subjects, always conscious of his captive and generally admiring audience. On such social occasions he confined his colorful language to mere blasphemy, saving his earthy, four-letter words for the troops. Nevertheless, the spectacle was a source of wonderment to a boy who was being raised in a strict household, a boy who had heard such words only from his friends in the schoolyard.

The Pattons had three children. The two daughters, Beatrice and Ruth Ellen, were a little older than their son George, and me, and they sat properly as part of the group of adults. But George, a lad of about ten, received special attention. Called into the room before the adults, he was asked a couple of leading questions, to which he responded with colorful, well-rehearsed swear words. Colonel Patton beamed.

It would be years later, in Britain during World War II, before I would see the elder Patton again, though young George and I were cadets at West Point together a decade after this visit.

Fox Conner

George Patton’s influence on Ike was significant, but his greatest contribution to Ike’s development was indirect, his role in bringing his friend under the tutelage of his true mentor, Brigadier General (later Major General) Fox Conner.

The introduction appeared to happen largely by chance. One day in October of 1920, Patton and his wife Beatrice entertained a group of friends at a Sunday brunch, and both the Conners and the Eisenhowers were among the guests. I doubt that Ike had ever met Conner before, but he certainly knew something of the older man’s outstanding military reputation. Conner had gone to France with General Pershing as a member of the Inspector General Section of AEF headquarters. His abilities as a planner soon attracted notice however, and by the time American troops went into action in 1918 he was Pershing’s Operations Officer (G-3). Though only forty-four years of age at the end of the World War, Conner had attained the rank of brigadier general and had subsequently kept his rank despite the general cutback of the Army after the Armistice. At the time of his visit to Camp Meade, Conner was still a member of Pershing’s phantom AEF Staff, which had been maintained on paper so that four-star General Pershing would not be forced to serve under two-star General Peyton C. March for the duration of March’s term as Chief of Staff of the Army.

The brunch hosted by the Pattons far transcended a mere social gathering. Apparently the work that Patton and Ike were doing with their respective tank brigades had come to Conner’s attention, and the general may have seized on this outing as an opportunity to take a look at what was going on. Whether planned on Conner’s part or not, he wasted little time after the guests left the luncheon table in asking the two younger officers to conduct him around Camp Meade and to show him their tank training site. This they did enthusiastically—very few senior officers were giving them much by way of encouragement—and they spent the after noon setting forth their thoughts and reporting on the status of their training. Conner, for his part, asked penetrating questions.

Ike’s presentation must have impressed Conner, because within a few weeks the general sent him a message offering a plum of an assignment. General Pershing would soon become Army Chief of Staff, he advised, and the phantom AEF staff would go out of existence. Conner, on release, expected to be named to command a new infantry brigade being organized to defend Panama. He would like Ike to come along as his brigade chief of staff. Would Ike be willing? Ike seized on such an opportunity.

One compelling reason for Ike’s desire to join Conner was personal. At Christmas time 1920, less than two months after the Conner visit, Ike and Mamie suffered the greatest tragedy of their lives, the death of their three-and-a-half-year-old son, Doud Dwight “Ickie” Eisenhower. Ickie had contracted scarlet fever just before the end of the year and had died the day after Christmas. The bereaved parents longed to leave a location so full of memories of their loss.

Another reason Ike wished to leave Fort Meade was professional. It was very shortly after the Conner visit that Ike wrote the article on tank employment for the Infantry Journal that angered the Chief of Infantry. Now aware of a lack of support for his work with tanks, Ike wished to return to straight duty with the infantry. At first he was unsuccessful. Brigadier General Samuel Rockenbach, the Chief of the Tank Corps, refused to release him. Ike was indispensable in his current position—not for his work with tanks but for his success in coaching winning football teams for the two previous seasons. As a result, Ike and Mamie were forced to remain another full year at Fort Meade. In late December of 1921, however, Ike received orders to report to Panama as Conner’s chief of staff. The chance encounter at a Sunday luncheon had provided an opening to a new world for Ike.

Captain and Mrs. Dwight Eisenhower* arrived at Camp Gaillard, Panama, in early 1922. It was not an inviting place, especially for Mamie, a young woman who was used to comfortable, if not luxurious living, and who happened to be pregnant once again. Their home was perched on high ground over that portion of the Panama Canal known as the Culebra (or Gaillard) Cut. Mud slides were frequent. Their living quarters were miserable. Ike later described them with more amusement than he must have felt at the time:

The houses at our new station were old, flimsy survivals of Canal construction days. To keep vermin out was difficult. They were infested with bats, and Mamie hated bats with a passion. Frequent thunder-showers penetrated roofs and walls and windows and made living there too damp for comfort—except for those black, winged unwelcome visitors who seemed to thrive in the Turkish bath our house became after every storm.5


Another version came from Virginia Conner, the general’s wife, that was perhaps even more revealing. Mamie, she later wrote, “did not like Gaillard with its mouldy houses and she felt sick, as she was expecting another baby.” Mamie, she continued, “made no bones” about her unhappiness over having been sent to such a horrid post. Nevertheless, Mrs. Conner gave Mamie credit for being “the most honest person” she had ever known and noted that after giving birth Mamie felt better. Though she described Mamie as being “callow” at first, Mrs. Conner was delighted to see her become a person to whom everyone turned. She developed a “sure and steady hand.” Furthermore, with her gay laugh, she was able to “smooth out Ike’s occasional irritability.”6

But if domestic conditions were difficult, the tour for Ike was pleasant and highly rewarding professionally. The reason was the attentiveness and kindness of General Conner. Since Ike has written so thoroughly and eloquently of his days with Conner in his personal memoir, At Ease, it would be futile for me to attempt to repeat it. However, I can make some observations.

It seems to me that Conner did two things for Ike. First, he occupied the young officer’s mind with thoughts other than the loss of his son and the daily routine of garrison life. Second, he aroused in Ike an appreciation of the study of military history and other subjects, including the classics.

As a boy, Ike had been an avid reader of history. His high school yearbook, in fact, predicted that Ike would become a history professor and his brother Edgar, who graduated in the same class, would be President of the United States. But Ike, only a slightly above average student at West Point, had been discouraged, even offended, by the manner in which military history was taught in that institution. “In the case of the Battle of Gettysburg,” he wrote later, “each student was instructed to memorize the names of every brigadier in the opposing armies and to know exactly where his unit was stationed at every hour during the three days of the battle. Little attempt was made to explain the meaning of the battle, why it came about, what the commanders hoped to accomplish, and the real reason why Lee invaded the North a second time. If this was military history, I wanted no part of it.”7

Conner understood Ike’s negative attitude, but he did not refute it with long-winded arguments. First he gave his protégé a few historical novels to read. When Ike found them interesting, Conner went to his extensive library and drew out some books on military history that covered the same periods as the novels. He refused to accept Ike’s word that he had read his assignment; he quizzed him. And then the two would discuss the books on the long horseback rides they would take together along the jungle paths of Panama, where they inspected preparations for defending the Canal Zone against a possible enemy attack.

Conner did not stop there. He broadened his student’s outlook. Discussions around the campfire included Shakespeare, Plato, Tacitus, and even Nietzsche. The general also gave Ike permission to drop by his home at any time during the day or evening to borrow books. When Ike did so, Conner often suggested others. If Conner was unusual in his zeal to teach the younger man, he was rewarded; Ike was an apt and enthusiastic student. He appreciated every effort that Conner took to prepare him for future responsibilities.

Conner’s concern for Ike’s welfare and education did not end when Ike returned to Camp Meade after three years in the Canal Zone. He continued to look out for the young man’s welfare. Ike was still out of favor with the Chief of Infantry, and all of his efforts to attend the Infantry Advanced Course at Fort Benning were thwarted;* it appeared that his career was stymied. An officer could attend the all-important Command and General Staff School at Fort Leavenworth only if he had already graduated from his branch school—and attendance at Benning had been denied him.

Conner soon learned of Ike’s predicament and immediately took action. He sent Ike a strange telegram advising him to make no protest, no matter what orders he received from the War Department. He must accept those orders without question. Ike was puzzled, and his perplexity increased a few days later when orders arrived transferring him from the Infantry to the Adjutant General’s Corps. Had it not been for Ike’s complete faith in Conner, he would have protested quickly, because transfer from a combat branch to a service branch would have been unthinkable. In due course, however, the mystery was cleared up. Conner had been behind Ike’s transfer to the Adjutant General’s Corps, because that action took him out of the jurisdiction of the Chief of Infantry. Vacancies to Leavenworth were available in the Adjutant General’s Corps, and Ike’s name was on the list.

Ike went on to stand number one in his class at Leavenworth, thanks not only to Conner’s manipulation of the Army bureaucracy but to the training that Conner had given him in Panama. No wonder that Ike later wrote that “in a lifetime of association with great and good men, he is the one more or less invisible figure to whom I owe an incalculable debt.”8

 

I never knew Fox Conner when I was growing up, since I was only two years old when my parents returned to Camp Meade from Panama. Nevertheless, Conner’s aura was felt in the Eisenhower household for a long time. I still have in my possession a photograph of the General standing by his horse, inscribed to me (a two-year-old), and it was said around the house that I was foreordained to marry General Conner’s granddaughter, Pauline Vida, a tot about my age. That was said lightly, of course, but for years I took it seriously.

After our family left Washington for the Philippines in 1935 and 1936, the name of Fox Conner seems to have disappeared. By that time, Ike had his hands full serving under Douglas MacArthur. Later, at Fort Lewis, Ike was too busy to think of anything but the job at hand. Conner, after a full career, retired from the Army in 1938 as a major general, twenty years after his brilliant contribution to the AEF in 1918.

I finally met “The General,” as Conner was called in our household, when I was a cadet and my mother was living at the Wardman Park Hotel in Washington, D.C. I believe that the visit occurred in December 1943, after Ike had been appointed as Supreme Commander for OVERLORD. My memory of the occasion is hazy, but I recall it as rather subdued. The General was only in his seventieth year at the time, but his health was failing from a series of strokes. In any case, Conner was very quiet, perhaps conscious that he was much on the shelf.

 

General Fox Conner as he appeared in Panama, 1924. Photo is inscribed “My Pal Johnnie” to the author, age two.

Author’s Collection
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Only two letters written by Ike to Conner during the war are included in Ike’s published papers, and those letters were spaced only six weeks apart, written just after he had arrived in London in 1942. The first one, dated July 4, seems to have been prompted by his efforts to get a feel for his position as the senior American commander in Europe.

More and more in the last few days my mind has turned back to you and to the days when I was privileged to serve intimately under your wise counsel and leadership. I cannot tell you how much I would appreciate, at this moment, an opportunity for an hour’s discussion with you on problems that constantly beset me.


The letter then goes on to discuss the matters of “chiefs of services” in a theater of operations. Ike was addressing mundane but important matters that had to be solved. He was still feeling his way.9

On August 21, 1942, Ike wrote a second letter, this one in answer to one the General had written a month earlier.10 In it Ike agreed with Conner’s contention that the greatest problem confronting the Western Allies was to keep Russia in the war. Presumably that meant that the British and Americans should launch an attack across the English Channel in 1942. Ike, as a member of George C. Marshall’s staff, had advocated such a venture, but that cross-Channel operation had just been shelved in favor of landings in North Africa. In the meantime Ike had been elevated from his role as an American to that of an Allied commander. He makes no mention of his elevation in his letter to Conner, possibly because word had not yet been made public.

In any case, that exchange was all that passed between Ike and Conner for the rest of the war. Ike grew constantly more confident in his own judgment. Conner probably wished to avoid impinging on Ike’s time. And, except for letters home to his family, Ike rarely initiated correspondence. Most of his letters are in answer to those of others.

I was happy to read, in Mrs. Conner’s book, that the Eisenhowers and Conners got together for a visit after the war. (I was still in Europe and was unaware of the reunion.) One day in 1947 Mrs. Conner called Mamie and asked her and Ike, who was Chief of Staff of the Army, to dinner. She had an interesting Russian friend she wanted to introduce them to, she said. The only stipulation to the invitation was that they would have to meet in a restaurant; the apartment the Conners were occupying was too small for entertaining. Mamie could not accept the invitation as offered, however, because by that time she and Ike could no longer appear in public without being mobbed by well-wishers. She therefore countered with an invitation to Quarters Number One at Fort Myer. Mamie’s parents were visiting at the time, and Mamie knew that they would also love to see the Conners again. They had an “old home week,” and Mrs. Conner was especially intrigued to see Ike’s decorations, including the “ruby and diamond star presented by the Russian government.” At the end of the evening, Mrs. Doud, Mamie’s mother, said, “This is the kind of evening the children [meaning Ike and Mamie] need so much.”11

Though that incident appears to be the last time the old friends met, Ike never forgot Conner. In 1967, in his late years, Ike said in an interview that Conner was “the ablest man I ever knew.”12

John J. Pershing

After Ike graduated from the Command and General Staff School in 1926, he was sent to Fort Benning to command a battalion and once more coach football. Since the post commander placed primary emphasis on a successful football team rather than a well-trained battalion, Ike was unhappy. The period did not last long, however, because Ike soon received orders to report to Washington, possibly to join the staff of John J. Pershing, who had retired as Chief of Staff and who now headed the American Battle Monuments Commission. I have no evidence for this conjecture, but I presume that Fox Conner gave Ike’s name to Pershing, as Conner remained Pershing’s warm friend in the years after Pershing’s retirement.

 

On arrival at the War Department in 1927, Ike was given the choice of joining the General Staff or serving on the Battle Monuments Commission. Though service on the General Staff would normally have been preferable from a career standpoint, the commission offered the intriguing prospect of rewriting a rough draft of a guidebook of the American battlefields in France during the Great War, 1917–1918. With that opportunity beckoning, he chose the Battle Monuments Commission. His serious work was delayed briefly when the opportunity to attend the all-important Army War College cropped up. The course was apparently of short duration, however, and when it was finished, Ike’s position at the Battle Monuments Commission still awaited him. In August 1928, our family of three left Hoboken, New Jersey, aboard the SS America, bound for Cherbourg. My most vivid memory of the trip was the immense birthday cake the ship provided. I had reached the age of six.

[image: page14]

Battle Monuments Commission, Paris, 1929. General Pershing is fifth from the left. Ike is second from the right. Third from the right is Ike’s immediate boss, Major Xenophon H. Price.

Author’s Collection

Many aspects of our life in Paris remain in my memory—our small apartment on the Quai d’Auteil, overlooking Pont Mirabeau, Ike’s office at 20 rue Molitor, and especially tramping over the battlefields of the First World War with my parents. Though I have attained a different impression from some of my parents’ correspondence, it seemed to me that Ike was richly enjoying his work rewriting the guidebook. My conclusion is that Ike enjoyed visiting the battlefields and studying them, but the atmosphere in the office left something to be desired.

Ike seems to have had little direct exposure to General Pershing, because his immediate boss was Major Xenophon Price, an Engineer officer who had decided to make the Battle Monuments Commission his career.13 Another reason why Pershing and Ike never became better acquainted was Pershing’s natural aloofness and his preference for association with officers who had been with him in the AEF. When Ike left Paris in late 1929, Pershing presented him with a copy of the current version of the Guide to the American Battlefields in Europe with an elaborate inscription acknowledging Ike’s role, but there seems to have been little warmth between them.

It is difficult, as Pershing’s name fades from memory, to realize the hold that the former Commander of the AEF still held on the U.S. Army after his retirement, indeed up to his death in 1948. When he was writing his memoirs, Pershing felt free to call on his former subordinates, some of whom were still on active duty in responsible positions, to submit reports of their activities of over a decade earlier. Pershing used these reports freely in writing his account. His deadlines for the contributions were sometimes remarkably short. For example he gave Fox Conner, commanding a corps area, only two weeks to check over his entire manuscript. Although some of the responses came in late, sometimes by weeks, his former subordinates still treated him as the Old Man. (In that regard he resembles Winfield Scott, who saw the young officers he had trained in the Mexican War wage the much greater Civil War. In both cases, the young, vigorous generals still revered the elderly Scott and Pershing as their mentors.)14

Ike was not one of those who held Pershing in awe, however. In his memoir, At Ease, his treatment of Pershing is reserved, correct, and brief. He notes Pershing’s “cautious and slow” writing habits and his careful and precise editing. “In going over my work,” Ike wrote, “if I had used the word ‘exhaustively,’ I would find it changed to ‘thoroughly’; if I should use the word ‘speedily,’ he would change it to ‘rapidly.’”15 Ike once remarked to me that “Pershing was the most cautious man I ever served under.” Those words made sense; Pershing spent the last thirty years of his life reliving and justifying those seventeen months that he had commanded the AEF.

One of Ike’s stories about Pershing, which he told me and which he also included in At Ease, described the time when the general showed Ike the drafts of two chapters of his memoirs, which he was then in the process of writing. They had to do with the two greatest American campaigns of the Great War, St. Mihiel and Meuse-Argonne. Throughout the course of Pershing’s informative but colorless account of his days with the AEF, he had followed his diary entries almost slavishly. Since many issues would be confronting the general at any given time, the result was a fairly thorough book but one very much lacking in direction. The general asked Ike’s opinion.

Ike read the section over and concluded that Pershing should diverge from his diary format regarding those two chapters in order to give the reader a clear picture of what Pershing was trying to do during those all-important campaigns and how well his efforts had been rewarded. Pershing seemed to like the idea and assigned Ike the job of rewriting the chapters on St. Mihiel and the Meuse-Argonne. All this had to be done in off-duty time, of course.

Pershing liked Ike’s version, but he refused to decide on the matter until he could consult a former aide, Colonel George C. Marshall, on whose judgment Pershing relied heavily. Marshall read Ike’s chapters over, and though he said he liked them, he recommended that Pershing stick to his diary-form account. “I think [your chapters] are interesting,” Marshall said to Ike. “Nevertheless, I’ve advised General Pershing to stick with his original idea. I think to break up the format right at the climax of the war would be a mistake.”

Ike stood his ground, insisting that he thought the two battles should be “treated as a single narrative with the proper annotations to give it authenticity.” Marshall, rather kindly, according to Ike, thought Ike’s idea was a good one, but “he thought that General Pershing would be happier if he stayed with the original scheme.”16 That incident was the only time that Ike and George Marshall conversed before meeting at the beginning of America’s entry into World War II.

I have often wondered about that episode. Insofar as one can make a judgment, I suspect that the challenge of describing the Meuse-Argonne campaign, a confused affair that defies any definite pattern, was a task that Pershing simply did not feel up to tackling. He was better off concentrating on his own activities, and Marshall knew his chief well enough to realize that fact.

But I also wonder if these two veterans of that campaign, Pershing and Marshall, were unwilling to accept the viewpoint of a younger officer who had not been part of the scene in France. Perhaps Ike, always frank, had found flaws in the conduct of the Meuse-Argonne campaign, the most flagrant of which was the Sedan fiasco at the close of the war.17 To get a better understanding of what was involved, I have attempted to locate copies of Ike’s rejected drafts, but my efforts have come to naught.

Pershing does not seem to have loomed large in Ike’s life; as I have mentioned, Ike was never one of “Pershing’s men”18 as were Fox Conner, George Marshall, and George Patton. He did not admire Pershing very much. I remember asking my father how he thought Pershing had done in the Great War. He chuckled a little and said, “Well, he did a couple of good things. One was to hold the American Expeditionary Force together against the opposition of the French and British, who wanted to use American troops as replacements for their own units.” He did not mention the other accomplishment.

Yet Ike realized that the name of John J. Pershing retained a special symbolic place among the officers who had been part of the campaigns in France in 1917 and 1918. On May 8, 1945—V-E Day—Ike sent the ailing old general a message recognizing the continuity between the American armies of the two wars. In particular, he expressed gratitude for the school system that Pershing had established:

For the second time in less than thirty years, American arms are celebrating, with their allies, victory in Europe. As the commander of this second American expeditionary force I should like to acknowledge to you, the leader of the first, our obligation for the part you have played in the present victory…. The tactical judgment and skill and the identical command and staff conceptions…have resulted directly from our magnificent military and educational system that was completely reorganized and expanded under your wise leadership. The stamp of Benning, Sill, Riley and Leavenworth is on every American battle in Europe and Africa. The sons of the men you led in battle in 1918 have much for which to thank you.19


Pershing died on July 15, 1948, while Ike was visiting friends in Vermont. When the news arrived, he immediately left for Washington to attend the funeral. The route to be followed by the procession was a long one, from the Capitol in Washington down Pennsylvania and Constitution Avenues and across the Memorial Bridge to Arlington Cemetery. Despite the distance and the threatening weather, Ike refused to make the trip riding in a car. He carried a touch of sentiment, especially for Pershing, the symbol of past American military glories. So he and General Omar N. Bradley marched together for the entire distance in the rain. As Ike later wrote of the occasion:

I was certainly not going to give an example of the brass running from a rainstorm when all the marching men in the long column had to take things as they came. Not in the last walk for General Pershing of the AEF.20


*Patton owned a string of polo ponies, and during the 1930s an aristocratic and indulgent Army permitted him to take them with him when he was transferred from post to post. He and a friend were both excused from the course in equitation at the Command and General Staff School at Fort Leavenworth in order to exercise his stable.

*Ike’s temporary grade of lieutenant colonel expired while he was at Fort Meade. He then reverted to his permanent rank of captain. He was soon promoted to the grade of major, where he remained for the next thirteen years.

*The Infantry School was located at Fort Benning, near Columbus, Georgia. It remains there today.









2

Ike and MacArthur

A Study in Contrasts
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Ike and MacArthur are honored by the National Football Hall of Fame in late 1958.

National Archives

On a late afternoon during the summer of 1933, my mother and I drove down Connecticut Avenue from the Wyoming Apartments to pick my father up at his office in the State-War-Navy Building, next to the White House.1 We were planning to eat dinner at our favorite restaurant, the Allies Inn, which was situated just across 17th Street from the formidable old edifice. Unable to find a parking place, Mother sent me in to try to find him.

I knew the right floor but when I reached what I thought was my father’s office, he was nowhere to be found. I spotted a tall, balding, middle-aged gentleman and asked him if he could help me. He seemed delighted, and he entered several doors making inquiries. After he succeeded in locating the missing Major Eisenhower, I thanked him and gave the matter no further thought.

Once out in the car, Ike turned to me with a grin. “Do you know who you had running around the halls looking for me? It was General MacArthur.” I was duly impressed.

Exactly when Ike began working directly for General MacArthur is difficult to pinpoint. In his informal memoir, At Ease, Ike says that during the administration of Herbert Hoover, he was working in the office of Assistant Secretary of War Frederick Payne. Payne, of course, departed the scene on March 4, 1933, on the inauguration of President Franklin D. Roosevelt, and MacArthur supposedly picked Ike up at that time. Ike’s memory seems to have been hazy on the matter, because there is no doubt that he had accompanied MacArthur when the latter made his ill-advised appearance at the dispersion of the Bonus Marchers months earlier, in July 1932.2 The answer to the conflict of dates may lie in the way the War Department operated. Since the offices of the Secretary and the Chief of Staff consisted of such a few number of officials, it functioned as a sort of family. Ike apparently did not move into MacArthur’s office abruptly; he gravitated there. (According to At Ease, the previous Chief of Staff, Charles P. Summerall, forbade members of the General Staff from entering the office of the Assistant Secretary. MacArthur had put a quick end to that animosity when he took office in 1930.)

Ike and MacArthur were on cordial terms during their two years together in Washington. Ike greatly admired MacArthur’s extraordinary mind, and he was impressed by MacArthur’s moral courage in fighting for greater Army appropriations in Congress, at considerable risk to his own position.3 Moreover, Ike was acutely conscious of MacArthur’s value as a symbol of American military prowess, an almost tangible asset to Army standing and morale. The general, on the other hand, showed his regard for Ike largely by the amount of work he was willing to pile on the younger officer, and the respect with which he usually listened to Ike’s advice.

Once every year, on the day late in November when the Army football team played that of the Navy, I got an inkling of the rapport between MacArthur and Ike. In those days, before professional football took on such importance, and when college football players were actually drawn from the student bodies of their institutions, the Army-Navy football game was one of the big sporting events of the season, to the academies and also to the public. Ike and MacArthur were letter men at West Point, Ike in football and MacArthur, too slight in build for that sport, in baseball. Both were fanatical Army football fans.

General Douglas MacArthur on the day he was sworn in as Army Chief of Staff, 1930.

National Archives
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Television was far in the future during the 1930s, so the only way that fans could follow the progress of the game was by radio. Sometimes it was difficult to discern what was going on, because radio announcers became so excited that they could hardly describe what was happening. The suspense, therefore, was heavy, and Ike was invariably frantic. When that annual ordeal rolled around, I habitually stretched out on the floor to hear the radio better, and I always looked up in wonderment and fear bordering on terror as Ike paced the floor, roared, and cursed with either exultation or frustration.4 On one occasion Ike burst out, “I’ll bet the general fainted on that one.” He then picked up the phone and called MacArthur to exchange excited comments. MacArthur and Ike were not general and major on that one day of the year; they were fellow West Pointers sharing an experience that involved their hearts and souls.

MacArthur’s four-year tour as Army Chief of Staff was completed in 1934, but President Roosevelt requested that he stay on for an additional year. Fortuitously, it seemed at the time, the Tydings-McDuffie Act, a measure of exceptional statesmanship, was enacted into law in 1935, declaring that the Philippine Islands, American possessions since 1901, would be granted independence in 1946. To ensure the new nation’s ability to administer itself—the Philippines had been under Spanish or American domination for nearly four centuries—the new nation would serve an apprenticeship as the Philippine Commonwealth for ten years, during which time it would govern itself under United States guidance and protection. At the end of the commonwealth period, the Philippine government would naturally assume responsibility for its own military defense. To prepare for that day, the commonwealth government would need to build an army of its own. To assist him in that task, the Philippine President-elect, Manuel Quezon, specifically requested that MacArthur, who was about to retire as Army Chief of Staff, be assigned to advise him.

Douglas MacArthur was the obvious choice for that position. His father, General Arthur MacArthur, had been extremely popular among the Filipinos because of his sympathetic attitude toward the Filipinos once the so-called Philippine Insurrection had been put down.5 Moreover, the son, Douglas, had enjoyed a similar popularity in his own right when he served there between the First World War and his appointment as Army Chief of Staff.

MacArthur was delighted with the opportunity. The alternatives would be to retire completely at age fifty-five or to continue on active duty under another Chief of Staff in a lesser role. Furthermore, going to a country for which he had a strong affinity as a sort of pro-consul was an exceedingly attractive prospect. So MacArthur eagerly accepted Quezon’s offer, and at the same time he asked—practically demanded—that Ike go with him as chief of staff of the Military Mission.

That development brought on a crisis between my parents, and I was an occasional eavesdropper to their discussions. My mother, though she had become more cheerful in the latter days of their tour in the Panama Canal Zone, had never come to like the place; she wanted no part of another tour in the tropics. Ike had a different reason for wishing to avoid the Philippine assignment: he longed to get back to field duty, with troops. He had been behind a desk in Washington and Paris for some eight years, much too long. Unlike Mamie, however, Ike felt that he had an obligation to accept MacArthur’s offer. Legally, he might have been able to defy MacArthur’s wishes, but MacArthur was still Army Chief of Staff at the time for decision, and Ike sensed that a thwarted MacArthur might be petty enough, if sufficiently angered, to ruin Ike’s career. Ike decided to go.

My unhappy parents finally agreed on a compromise. Since I had been fortunate enough to attend the nearby John Quincy Adams School throughout the first seven years of school, they decided that it would be best for me to stay on for the final year and graduate from the eighth grade. Mother and I would therefore remain in Washington for one more year and then, in 1936, we would join Ike in Manila. Mother may have been hoping that Ike’s tour in the Philippines might end within the first year and he would return home.

Ike accompanied MacArthur and his small entourage as it crossed the United States by rail, bound for San Francisco, where they would begin the month-long sea voyage to the Philippines. The party included the general’s ailing eighty-two-year-old mother, Mrs. Arthur MacArthur, and his sister Mary. Ike and Captain Thomas Jefferson “T. J.” Davis, the general’s aide, were the only officers along. Major James B. Ord, a West Point classmate of Ike’s, was also going to Manila on Ike’s request, but he would travel separately, taking his wife and two children.6

The MacArthur argosy began on an ominous note. MacArthur believed, perhaps erroneously, that President Roosevelt had promised to defer naming his successor as Chief of Staff until a month after MacArthur had arrived in Manila wearing four stars on his uniform. Along the way, however, word reached the train on which they were traveling that General Malin Craig had just been named as the Army Chief of Staff, thus automatically reducing MacArthur to the grade of two-star general. According to Ike, MacArthur expressed himself with

an explosive denunciation of bad politics, bad manners, bad judgment, broken promises, arrogance, unconstitutionality, insensitivity, and the way the world had gone to hell. Then he sent an eloquent telegram of congratulations to his successor.7


As if this humiliation were not enough to beset the sensitive retiring Chief of Staff, tragedy struck. The general’s mother, whom he affectionately called “Pinkie,” took violently ill while their ship, the President Harding, was in the mid-Pacific. (She died within a month after the Harding docked in Manila.) Despite MacArthur’s éclat in public and the physical courage he displayed on the battlefield, he was unusually dependent upon this very strong woman. His introduction during the voyage to a comely, petite brunette from Tennessee, Miss Jean Faircloth, whom he married eighteen months later, only partially alleviated his distress.

The living arrangements of the MacArthurs and the Eisenhowers in Manila kept them apart from the rest of the American Army stationed in or near the city. The officers assigned to the Headquarters, Philippine Department, lived in a community in the city of Manila; those assigned to troop units lived on such posts as Fort McKinley, Fort Stotsenburg (later absorbed into Clark Air Force Base), and Corregidor. Most of the members of the MacArthur Mission, however, lived in the sumptuous Manila Hotel.

When my mother and I arrived in Manila in October of 1936, Ike was occupying a two-room suite on the third floor of the main part of the hotel. Though luxurious by Philippine standards, the rooms were hot. Everyone slept with mosquito netting, and small lizards scurried about the ceilings, much to my mother’s horror. The humidity was high, and most people, especially if overweight, accepted with little complaint the streams of sweat that continuously trickled off their chins. I have no idea how General MacArthur managed during the first few months of his tenure, but by early 1937, when he married Jean Faircloth, he had been provided with a seven-room, air-conditioned penthouse in the newer section of the hotel. Some time thereafter Ike and Mamie were given a much more modest suite on a lower floor in the air-conditioned part of the building. I have heard that MacArthur was miffed at this luxury provided to an underling, but I never knew it at the time.

General Douglas MacArthur at a ceremony in Manila, probably in 1935. Behind him in straw hat is Major Eisenhower. Next to Ike, partially hidden by MacArthur, is Major James B. Ord.

National Archives
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The members of the MacArthur Mission never wore uniform, and their offices were located in a modest building inside the nearby Walled City, in a section called the Cuartel d’España. On rare occasions, Ike and MacArthur rode back and forth to work in the general’s official car. Usually, however, the two men kept different schedules. Because of the low domestic pay scale in Manila—and the laws that made it risky for an American to drive—Ike found it prudent and affordable to employ a Filipino driver to take him around in his small Plymouth.

Ike’s schedule was a strange one, geared to the tropics. He arose very early and left the Manila Hotel at something like 6:30 A.M. every day, bound for Camp Murphy, a Philippine Army post located just outside the environs of the city. There, after the Philippine government had established a small air force of about five Stearman trainers and one Stinson Reliant, he took daily flying instruction for an hour or so before going into the Cuartel d’España to work.8 The normal workday was only about five or six hours, and Ike, along with the rest of the staff, called it quits at 1:00 P.M. After lunch and a short siesta at the Manila Hotel, he habitually joined a group of Manila businessmen in an attractive room just off the hotel lobby for an afternoon of bridge. He and Mamie dined in the spacious and pleasant downstairs dining room every evening. Then an early bedtime to prepare for the next day’s flying instruction.

MacArthur, on the other hand, went to the office fairly late in the morning. During this period of his life he was practically a recluse. He returned to the hotel at about the same time Ike did, and that seems to have been his only appearance during the day. It was a strange, unnatural life for both men. I hate to think how difficult the bird-in-a-gilded-cage life was for their wives.

Not long after the Military Mission was established—in fact, even before MacArthur and Ike left Washington—it became apparent that almost irresistible forces were working to make the creation of a Philippine army a frustrating, even hopeless experience. The principal obstacle was budgetary. The fledgling Philippine government, while needing an army for prestige purposes and for internal security, was unwilling to pay for it. Assumptions that Ike and Jimmy Ord had used as the bases for planning while still in Washington were continually being torpedoed. The original figure of $25 million a year was soon cut in half. MacArthur and his staff attempted to cope with that reduction by equipping the Philippine Army with obsolete American rifles and practically no artillery. They also cut the pay of the Philippine conscripts to what Ike described as “cigarette money.”9

At the end of the first year of the mission, Ike and Ord prepared what they considered a factual report for submission to President Manuel Quezon. MacArthur, however, rejected what he deemed a pessimistic exposé and in its place substituted a new, more cheerful picture. Claiming that the progress had “exceeded original anticipation,” he went on to predict that his defense system would “present to any potential invader such difficult problems as to give pause even to the most ruthless and powerful.”10 Ike could only shrug. His relations with his chief were now beginning to fray.

A far more personal problem cropped up at about the same time. President Quezon, pleased with MacArthur’s initial report, proposed to give four of the American officers exalted rank in the new Philippine Army. He would make Ike and Ord general officers and raise MacArthur to the rank of field marshal. Ike reacted negatively, arguing that their acceptance of high rank in the Philippine Army would make them look ridiculous in the eyes of their fellow Americans. Furthermore, Philippine rank would put a price tag on them when they were dealing with higher-ranking generals of the Philippine Army. T. J. Davis and Jimmy Ord agreed, though Ike noted in his diary that Ord was a little less vehement about it than he.11

MacArthur, however, seemed delighted with the prospect, and Ike’s violent disagreement began a heated argument. Ike told the general that the name of “MacArthur” was magic in the American Army, and for him to accept rank in the Philippine Army would degrade it. MacArthur, in harsh terms, refused to take Ike’s advice. In a rage, Ike turned to leave the room, only to find his way blocked. Putting his hand on Ike’s shoulder, the general said, “Ike, it’s worthwhile to argue with you sometimes just to see that Dutch temper of yours.” Ike, charmed, melted. But he did not change his views.12

MacArthur later claimed to have second thoughts on the matter of accepting Philippine rank, and he announced that he was accepting the rank only to avoid giving offense to Quezon. Ike wrote disgustedly in his diary that MacArthur was “tickled pink.”13

Progressively the relations between Ike and MacArthur continued to deteriorate. Ike’s future was perhaps saved by the fact that the general, sometime in 1937, voluntarily retired from the United States Army, presumably to avoid being reassigned elsewhere. That development left Ike as the senior active-duty American officer in the mission, and MacArthur no longer made out efficiency reports on him. At the same time, however, Ike concluded that he would be well advised to keep a record of events as he saw them on a day-to-day basis. He therefore began keeping a detailed diary in which he recorded every happening of importance every day.

That diary has led to exaggerated stories of the rift between the two men. Often, in exasperation, Ike used vituperative terms. In some ways the diary is useful for researchers, but on the whole I wish that the staff had followed Ike’s orders and destroyed it. Ike was articulate, especially with the written word, and he suffered from a violent temper. Forced to suppress that temper in his dealings with others, he committed his frustrations to paper. I do not believe that everything he said in those pages represents his lifetime views of Douglas MacArthur.

The most serious confrontation between these two strong-willed men grew out of the budgetary problem, at least indirectly. MacArthur, according to Ike, conceived the idea that it would be beneficial to Philippine morale if an impressive parade of Philippine Army troops were to be conducted on the streets of Manila. He issued orders to Ike and Ord to make arrangements to bring units from all over the 7,000 islands and concentrate them at Manila, presumably Camp Murphy. The younger officers protested against the cost, but they obeyed, confident (still according to Ike) that the concept of the parade carried the approval of Philippine President Manuel Quezon.

When Quezon learned of the projected parade, however, he became furious, and he telephoned MacArthur demanding an explanation. MacArthur thereupon claimed that he had issued no such orders; he had merely instructed his staff to “begin planning” for such an event. Whatever the facts of the case, both Ike and Ord felt betrayed, and Ike later wrote that “This misunderstanding caused considerable resentment—and never again were [MacArthur and I] on the same warm and cordial terms.”14

That period, from 1935 to 1939, represents the low point of the two men’s careers. It is impossible, when one stops to consider the situation, not to have a great deal of sympathy for both of them. MacArthur, flawed though he may have been, was going through an extraordinarily difficult period of his life. He had once been the darling of the American Army, the man who became Chief of Staff at the age of fifty, one of the most highly decorated soldiers in John J. Pershing’s AEF. Now he was out of power, hamstrung by a Philippine defense budget that was less than adequate. Furthermore, his position gave his active mind little challenge. Apparently without hobbies and too aloof to develop friends, he was confined for some six years to an elaborate penthouse atop a hotel, where he whiled away much of the time pacing up and down on his spacious balcony. MacArthur was a difficult boss to Ike, but his career by no means can be judged by his performance during those years of the late 1930s.

Ike, for his part, was also unhappy. He wanted to be with troops in the United States, and he had lost the warm feeling he had once felt for MacArthur. On the other hand, he appreciated the additional remuneration that all the members of the American party received from the Philippine government, and he enjoyed learning to fly. He also learned a good deal about the forming of an army from scratch. But he, too, was underchallenged. Mamie was unhappy, and dramatic events were beginning to unfold back home in the United States. To add to his discontent, Jimmy Ord, his principal source of solace in the increasingly difficult situation, was killed in a plane crash near Baguio, in the mountains north of Manila, in early 1938. Following that tragedy, nearly all of Ike’s interest in his job evaporated.
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