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  Foreword




  “I want the men of the Third Army to know where I am, and that I risk the same dangers that they do. A little fancy dress is added to help maintain the leadership and fighting spirit that I desire in the Third Army.”




  —GENERAL GEORGE S. PATTON, JR., to Major General Robert M. Littlejohn, in France, December, 1944.




  Introduction




  GENERAL George S. Patton, Jr., is well remembered. Statues, busts and paintings of him are scattered from Boston to the Virginia Military Institute to the Veterans Center on Park Avenue. The Administration Center of the United States Army Cavalry School at Fort Riley, Kansas, bears his name, as does a bridge near the bomb-shaken cathedral landmark of Cologne, Germany. On the opening in 1947 of the Luxembourg portion of Freedom Highway, commemorating the route of the Third Army from the Brittany Peninsula to Germany, four stamps were issued by that country which sadly but proudly provided Patton’s final resting place. On a bright blue Special Delivery size United States stamp that was issued in 1953, tanks bracket a portrait of his craggy features. A stained-glass window in his boyhood church depicts him as St. George killing a swastika-skinned dragon. A library has been established as a memorial to him at Lafayette College, Easton, Pennsylvania, and there is a Patton Drive in Arlington Cemetery. Most famous of all, a medium tank, which carries a 90-millimeter gun and can bridge a trench eight feet across, was christened for him in 1948 and remains the backbone of our armored strength today.




  The average American over twenty-five years of age, while probably not cognizant of all of the above, usually recalls Patton's over-developed ability to “cuss,” and some of the more thoughtful phrases he coined to inspire GIs to do more than they believed themselves capable of in battle. But especially one remembers his predilection for carrying very distinctive side arms. The latter became his “trademark.”




  Ten or fifteen years’ work would be required for a full scale biography of Patton. In the interim, a little book which exhausts available information on certain aspects of this great field commander has seemed worth compiling. Motivated by research focused originally on the two ivory-handled revolvers loaned indefinitely to the West Point Museum at the United States Military Academy by the Patton family, the volume could ignore neither Patton’s expletives or succinct sayings, nor for that matter his life, foibles, strength and humor. Behind the pistol story—itself full of surprises—a human being has lurked, contrary and many-sided, someone who might have been invented by W. Somerset Maugham. Patton’s very real inconsistencies have complicated the matter at hand, but have acted as a challenge as well, for as the story developed, the man emerged, as flamboyant, as warm and as unpredictable as any in truth or fiction. More important, his personality and public character were so strongly reflected by his choice of side arms and uniforms that it was inevitable that Patton the person would be drawn in outline.




  This book has been shaped by the material, not the material made to fit preconceived theories. Three purposes have remained constant: to correct widespread but erroneous beliefs about Patton’s World War II revolvers, to sift the many legends for truth, and to produce a readable work of lasting value.




  Wherever possible the actual comments of persons who worked with Patton, or who knew him well, or who were related to him have been included. It is hoped that this will provide a basis for future works and present features that might be overlooked in definitive studies of a man the late Douglas Southhall Freeman considered an excellent subject for a great military biography. To this end footnotes have been appended, together with data on the featured arms and their accessories, which will be of interest to the technical reader.




  Besides Brigadier General John K. Waters, Ruth Ellen Totten and Captain George S. Patton, the son-in-law, daughter and son respectively of General George S. Patton, Jr., the authors are greatly indebted to the following persons: Major Generals James L. Collins, Hobart R. Gay, Douglass T. Greene, Paul D. Harkins, E. N. Harmon, Kenyon A. Joyce and Robert M. Littlejohn; Lieutenant General Geoffrey Keyes; Joseph T. Angelo; J. W. Lapine; former High Commissioner of the U.S. Zone of Germany, John J. McCloy; Sergeant John L. Mims; Lieutenant Colonels Albert R. Hoffman and Al C. Stiller; Colonel Joseph W. Viner; former Secretary of State and Governor of South Carolina, James F. Byrnes; and Charles C. Coles (Curator, the Colt Museum), Horace E. Steins (Smith and Wesson), and Roy C. Swan (Remington Arms Company). Also, General Omar N. Bradley; Charles R. Codman; Colonels William Couper (of the Virginia Military Institute), M. S. Dickson and H. M. Exton; Sergeants F/C Gordon C. Appleton and Charles J. Costello; Victor R. Devereaux; Thomas C. Florich; George B. Gennaro; John F. Hummer; Frank C. Irvine; James E. Matteson; Carl Meskill; Ernie Mrazz; John F. Rollmann; G. H. Sheets; George H. Webber.




  The following libraries opened their files to the authors: New York Daily News and New York Daily Mirror; the Franklin D. Roosevelt Library, Hyde Park, New York; and the West Point Library, whose staff continually assisted the authors. The Los Angeles Public Library, and the National Archives and offices of the Quartermaster General and the Chief of Ordnance, Washington, D. C., provided pertinent material. The American Rifleman publicized the authors’ search for material, and Karl T. Fredericks, one-time Olympics’ pistol champion currently serving on the Board of Governors of the American Rifle Association, offered several valuable suggestions after reading the final manuscript from a technical standpoint.




  Last but far from least the authors wish to acknowledge the numerous persons, from as far away as Basel, Switzerland, to Glenunga, South Australia, who supported this work as it progressed, particularly those who donated booklets, magazines and newspaper and magazine illustrations for us “to do with” as we saw fit.




  M. F. P. and B. W. P.




  West Point, New York
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  CHAPTER i




  Introducing the Man and a Gun




  EARLY in the year 1916, Second Lieutenant George S. Patton, Jr., West Point, Class of ’09, assigned to the 10th United States Cavalry Regiment, placed an order with the Shelton Payne Arms Company of El Paso, Texas, for a civilian version of the famous Colt “Peacemaker” Army revolver, Model of 1873. This seemingly insignificant act, which has been duplicated by other persons hundreds of thousands of times all over the world, had a peculiar significance in the development of one of the most famous generals the United States Army has produced.




  For the pistol, distinguished from its counterparts only by the engraving on the frame and initials of the owner, was to become one of the best known identifying marks of General Patton during World War II. Like many colorful persons, Patton adopted a “trademark” so that he could be easily distinguished. “Jeb” Stuart affected a rakish hat and plume; Custer, sailor-like blouses and flowing curls; MacArthur, fancy caps and a king-sized corncob pipe; while in more recent times, Ridgway attached hand grenades to his suspenders.




  Patton’s Colt revolver was to become an important part of the many colorful stories and legends that would be told about him. In later years he was rarely seen by his men without it or another equally admired pistol. It was an outward manifestation of a dynamic character and became so intimately associated with his name that pictures of him without it seem bare indeed. With the possible exception of the Deringer used to kill Lincoln, it is probably the best known pistol in America.




  When the order was received at Colt’s Patent Firearms factory in Hartford, Connecticut, Patton was sent pistol number 332088. It was shipped March 5, 1916, equipped with a 4¾-inch barrel and ivory stocks. The frame was silver plated, and on the left grip was carved an eagle, wings spread. The right one bore the intertwined initials “GSP.” The silver plating today bears masterful engraving, but the records of the Colt plant indicate that this must have been done at Patton’s behest after the pistol left the factory.




  A Californian by birth, a Southerner by heritage, Patton had been familiar with Colt revolvers since childhood. His grandfather, the first George S. Patton, a Colonel in the Confederate Army, carried a brass-butted cap-and-ball Colt when he was killed in action at Cedar Creek. (This gun is reverently preserved by the Patton family.) Young George learned from his father about John A. Mosby, the Confederate guerrilla leader who rampaged northern Virginia behind Union lines wearing a pair of Colt Model 1851 “Navy” revolvers. George himself was barely removed from the West’s era of famous gunmen and heard many firsthand accounts of their prowess with the revolver.




  He learned the rudiments of shooting by hunting his father’s ranch with a .22 caliber rifle. At West Point he was a member of the Rifle Team and, in addition, developed into an expert swordsman and equestrian. Though he never became an outstanding marksman, Patton was always intimately associated with small arms, both professionally and as a hobby. Even at the accident which proved fatal he had beside him his favorite hunting arm.




  From the moment he was old enough to think for himself, he sought a military career. It was a fixation that remained with him al his life, and one of the first tasks he set for himself was to shoot and ride well.




  It is probable that his skill with the sword and pistol, as well as riding, led to his being chosen in 1912 to represent the United States in the revival of the Modern Pentathlon at the Olympic Games in Stockholm. The Pentathlon, held July 7-11, was a military contest, and consisted of five competitions in which a dozen men from each nation participated. The first of these was the pistol-shooting contest. From a distance of 25 meters each individual fired twenty shots in four series of five each at a “whole figure target,” 1.7 meters high and visible for three seconds at ten-second intervals. Any revolver was permitted, as long as it had open fore and back sights.




  Patton was terribly disappointed in his showing. Of the forty-two persons competing against him, he defeated only nineteen, even though he reportedly had broken the world’s record at practice the preceding day.




  In the other contests he tried harder and improved his standing. He stood out especially in fencing where he not only defeated the French champion, but nineteen of the other twenty-eight he engaged. In swimming, he was sixth in a field of twenty-three, and came in third in cross-country riding. He made a game effort in the cross-country foot race, and his collapse at the finish line was one of the best-remembered incidents of the entire meet. In the final tally, Patton stood fifth (behind four Swedes).




  There have been many explanations for his failure to make a better showing, and most of them agree that he simply tried too hard. He did most poorly in shooting, probably because he reportedly used a United States Army service revolver (a Colt .38 caliber double-action model) instead of a .22 caliber weapon. Then too, he was evidently tense and tired from rigorous practice. Though he missed his goal at Stockholm, Patton left with an even fiercer determination to succeed at his chosen profession, the Army.




  The following year it is said that he designed a new saber for the cavalry. Known as the “Model of 1913,” it was the last cutting arm ever designed for that service, and was fabricated in the twilight of the cavalry’s long and colorful history. Ironically, though Patton was a cavalryman himself and loved horses, it was his masterful use of armor during World War II that played not a small part in the disappearance of the American mounted soldier.




  Even in 1915, while stationed near the Mexican border, he was known as a “pistol toter.” During this period, he and his young wife, the former Beatrice Ayer of Boston, met a number of the Old West’s legendary Peace Officers and marksmen. They could perform minor miracles with a revolver and Patton delighted in practicing with them during his off-duty moments.




  At times, he would lead small cavalry patrols along the border, which was constantly troubled by small forays of Mexican bandits. Once, at Hot Wells, Texas, he led his men to a bridge in the dead of night. Voices supposedly speaking Spanish were heard from the structure. Patton pulled his automatic pistol from its holster and quietly ordered his men to do likewise. It was not until they nearly reached the bridge that they discovered the voices to be from an American patrol on the other side.




  It is said that once, when returning from another patrol, his holstered Colt Army .45 caliber automatic accidentally discharged when he stamped his feet, searing his right thigh. Like many pistol experts he had filed a sear to lessen the trigger pull, creating what is popularly known as a “hair trigger.” The jolt of his foot jarred the hammer, causing it to snap against a cartridge. Fortunately, the wound was slight, and we are told that he was more angry with himself for his carelessness than hurt. When he wore his Peacemaker he made sure that no accident such as this would occur, for he always kept an empty shell in the chamber under the hammer.




  Not long after this incident, he purchased his Peacemaker. An acquaintance in Mexico in 1916 offered an opinion concerning pistols that Patton often reiterated:




  

    I believe the .45 caliber Colt’s revolver is a better pistol than the automatic pistol. The automatic sometimes jams when the pistol is dirty, and . . . it is dependent absolutely on the magazine. Damage or lose the magazine and the weapon is useless. It is an arm of two parts, while the revolver is all one piece.


  




  For some forty years the Model of 1873 “Single Action Army” Colt revolver, successor to the famous Colt Model of 1860 Army revolver, had seen use in the hands of soldiers, cowboys, police, and gunmen, and had gained a place in song and story equalled by no other weapon. Famous marshals and outlaws preferred it; generals and privates had proved it in combat. Adopted by the Army after a grueling series of tests and competitions in 1873, it was rivalled by no other revolver in the minds of thousands of persons. Though it is no longer made in quantity today, even the smallest child is acquainted with it from its widespread use in motion pictures and from the countless imitations and toy replicas. This gun is as much a part of the American Tradition and Legend as the “Kentucky Rifle” and “The Old West.”




  This, then, was the man and his pistol in 1916, on the eve of his first display of audaciousness under fire—the beginning of a spectacular career that would make his name a household word all over the globe within thirty years. The stage was set for the first of a series of adventures that would make him a legend within his own lifetime.1




  CHAPTER ii




  The Legend Is Born, 1916




  IN THE early morning darkness of Thursday, March 9, 1916, small groups of horsemen stealthily circumvented the International Gate on the Mexican border near Columbus, New Mexico, and slipped into the United States, gathering at two assembly points not far from the town. At a prearranged signal, they drew their guns and shouting “Viva Villa!” attacked the tiny hamlet.




  The firing awoke a small United States Army contingent of the 13th Cavalry Regiment and the men rushed to their guns. All through the long hours before dawn a confused battle raged. The air was rent with gunshots, shouts, screams, and the staccato bark of machine guns set up by the Americans. Burning buildings lighted the sky, outlining the scene with an eerie glow. By midmorning the Mexican attackers had been driven out of town and back across the border but at a cost of fifteen Americans killed and seventeen wounded. The number of Mexican casualties has never been ascertained, but their leader, Francisco Villa, later admitted to a total of 190.




  The Columbus Raid was the culmination of a series of events that had strained relations between Mexico and the United States for several years. Only the preceding January, two Americans had been murdered near the border; while inside Mexico itself, revolution and counterrevolution worsened chances of international accord.




  The consequences followed in quick succession. On the day of the battle, a detachment of the 13th Cavalry, led by Major Frank B. Tompkins, crossed the International Boundary and attacked a group of the Columbus raiders. The next day, Brigadier General John J. Pershing, stationed with the 8th Cavalry at Fort Bliss, Texas, received instructions to conduct the “pursuit and dispersion” of the bandits, even if he had to follow them into Mexico itself. The force he commanded was officially recognized by General Order Number One, of March 14, 1916, as the “Punitive Expedition.”1




  Lieutenant George S. Patton, Jr., was also stationed at Fort Bliss, and probably heard of the Columbus Raid not long after daybreak, for both the post and nearby El Paso were buzzing with the details soon after the attack. That Patton joined the Expedition as an aide to General Pershing is well known, though there is some doubt as to just how he received his appointment. It has been said that Pershing selected him after he had virtually camped on the General’s doorstep. At any rate, he became a member of the staff as “acting aide” on March 13, soon after he received his Peacemaker.2




  On March 15 the first American column entered Mexico, fittingly commanded by Major Tompkins, who thirsted for an opportunity to meet the bandits in battle. The eastern arm of a twin-pronged drive rapidly moved deep into the country, meeting no resistance. It was joined at Colonia Dublan, some 125 miles below the border, by the western group with which Pershing and Patton travelled on March 20.




  Here the Expedition was organized along the lines of a small field army under a single command. Patrols fanned out to make contact with the elusive raiders and were followed by larger contingents to back them up if needed. A camp for supplies and equipment repair was established, and communication and supply lines set up.




  There were a thousand and one things to do and little time to do them and Patton was occupied until far into the evenings. He had little chance to appreciate either the country or the climate, likened by one guidebook author to New England’s. Members of the Expedition soon learned differently, for temperature drops of as much as ninety degrees in just a few hours followed by storms of mixed dust and snow were not uncommon.3




  Colonia was a surprise to them, as it was not a Mexican settlement at all, but a model village founded by Mormon emigrants from Utah some thirty years previously. A few miles beyond lay Casa Grandes, the deserted ruins of a prehistoric people. Patton no doubt paid a visit to the site, for he possessed a strong appreciation for the history and relics of the past. Possibly the most interesting of the many ruins was that of a primitive fort, some forty feet in diameter. The crumbling walls were some ten feet tall, and surrounded the remains of four chambers in the center. He very probably noted with professional pride how the walls had been built to defend the most accessible side and how the builders took advantage of a steep cliff to block another face.4




  Whenever the Americans visited such places as this, they went armed; and a great many, like Patton, wore Peacemakers strapped to their waists. There were numerous spots suitable for ambush and Villa’s men were past masters at this sort of combat. The Casa Grandes with their crumbling walls and steep cliffs, offered just such places.




  The stay at Colonia was short, for Pershing believed in visiting his advance elements as often as possible so his conferences would be enriched by the firsthand observations of his field commanders.




  On March 24, General Pershing climbed into a Ford “Tin Lizzie” and, with Patton, two newspaper correspondents, and a handful of soldiers as escort, set out for El Valle, some ninety miles to the south. As the cars chugged along the tortuous road, their riders could see, on their right, the peaks of the Sierra Madre Mountains, the sharp cones thrusting high into the clouds. They followed the winding roadway, sinking into deep pits and ruts, climbing ridges, splashing through streams. Forested valleys and open prairies met their gaze. It was a wild, vast country in which an outlaw could easily conceal himself, and the hugeness of it all was indelibly impressed on their minds.




  El Valle was clustered along both banks of a small ditchlike river. The Americans were alert as they rode through narrow streets flanked by adobe houses and high walls. The first United States contingent had passed through only the previous day and had met an indifferent reception from the townspeople. No one knew which of the impassive dark-skinned natives might be concealing a pistol, or who at that moment might be centered in the rifle sights of a bandit hidden among the buildings. With this in mind, Patton and his companions rested their hands on the butts of their pistols and rifles and searched the dark windows and roofs as they passed.




  At one o’clock, some eight miles below the town, the Pershing party was startled by an approaching cloud of dust and, as they prepared to defend themselves, discovered with relief that it was Major Tompkins and an escort. With these troopers, they made their way to the headquarters of Colonel (later Brigadier General) George F. Dodd, who commanded the Second Cavalry Brigade. At precisely 5:15 p.m., an American, Lt. W. C. F. Nicholson, 7th Cavalry, met them bearing dispatches from Dodd. Evidently these papers contained the information that Pershing desired, for he ordered his party to tum back after reading them.5




  Four days later this same group visited El Valle again. All of them, even the newspapermen, were armed at Pershing’s direction. Just outside Colonia, while they were laboriously fording a wide irrigation ditch, they were joined by a fourth car bearing two more correspondents—Floyd Gibbons, of the Chicago Tribune, and Robert Dunne, from the New York Tribune. Frank B. Elser, representing the New York Times, and H. W. Blakeslee of the Associated Press had joined them a few days previously.




  Familiar with the road now, the little caravan made good time. The one “noteworthy incident” of the trip occurred when they met a peon driving a wagon. One of the riders noticed it contained a load of lump sugar. A price was struck and they purchased some, filling their pockets. Pershing, usually reserved to the point of grimness, amused his companions by sucking like a child on a lump stuffed in his cheek.




  It was dark when they approached El Valle and a red glow filled the heavens. The mesquite was afire, reminding some of the glare of amusement parks back home. In the town, the correspondents’ car stalled and they were delayed, arriving at the temporary bivouac beyond El Valle two hours later. Pershing, Patton, and their companions were all asleep on the only beds they could find—sacks of grain for the Expedition’s horses.6




  Following the arrival of several American airplanes the next morning, the headquarters party went on to Namiquipa, fifty miles farther to the south, reaching their destination after sundown. Ahead, the advance elements were pushing even deeper into Mexico, and messengers were constantly arriving and departing with dispatches and orders.7




  Wearily, they climbed into their uncomfortable, dust-covered autos at daybreak March 30, and started out for Bachineva, fifty long miles deeper into the hostile country. Here, Major Robert L. Howze and a squadron of the “Black Tenth” Cavalry Regiment were leading the pursuit. On the way, Pershing was warned that the town was still in Villista hands, so he turned back, establishing a “Field Headquarters” at San Geronimo Ranch, the seat of a cattle empire reputedly established by a Japanese-American. Here, some 270 miles from Columbus, his staff, consisting of only Major James A. Ryan, Patton, and four enlisted men, set up a primitive command post.




  General Pershing believed in pressing the search and sent Patton on several missions bearing dispatches and orders. Once, he accompanied a cavalry regiment on an all-night march across the mountains in a fruitless hunt, and nearly got lost and almost captured on another occasion. After many overnight halts and short marches, the headquarters finally established a semi-permanent base at Lake Itaskate, about seventy miles east of Chihuahua City. Behind them was a three-hundred-mile supply route that had to be kept open at all costs, and, because of its very nature, was subject to constant raids. Cavalry and infantry fanned out in all directions seeking Villa. Occasionally, there were clashes, but mostly it was a war of maneuver. Villa reportedly narrowly escaped capture after a pitched battle at Guerro, and at Parral a skirmish with Mexican Government troops demonstrated the manifest hostility of those forces. Though the Government itself could not control the outlaws, outside interference in the form of Regular Army troops from another nation aroused the people against the “invaders.”
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