Styang, inspiring 1Ea59raﬁ1p wins wrrs, End. ",
hugihésa -== and is always keenly apprecinted
and enjoyed by a bunch of red-blooded Americans
-—-~ whether they are the 1eaﬂera'thémseivas or
the led. :

So wme felt you gentlemén wﬂuiﬁiiiha a Eacy-
stage "listen" at a-sﬁeéch old "Blocd and Guts”
‘Patton mede to his fighting men the other day.
Here's the way the document resd as it reached

us at the VEC offices in Vew York.



! GEVERLL TALES TO HIE ARIY
The big cemp buzzed with tension. For the hundreds of ETO rookles,
nevly arrived fror the States, it ras a great day in their lives.
This d~y marked thelir first taste of "the resl thing". For pnow, they
#ere not puppets in brom going through the motions of soldiering,
with 3,000 miles of water between them and English soil, but actually
in the heart of Britein itself, awalting the coming of that legendary
figure, Lt Gen George S. Patton, "0ld Elood and Guts" himself, about
vhom many a colorful chapter will be written for the schoolboys of
tomorrow,., Patton, of the brisk, purposeful stride, the harsh compel=
1ling wvolce, the lurid vocabul-ry, the grim, indomitable spirit that
carried him and his army to glory in Africa and Sieclly. "America's..
fightingest general, they called hiz. He was not a "Desk Commando"
but the man who was sent for when the going got rough and a figﬁter 5
wag needed. The most hated and feared American of all on the part of
the Germsn Army. Patton was coming and the stage was set. He would
address a move that might have a far-reaching effect on the global

war, that at the moment was a secret in the files at Washington,

The new men saw the camp turn out en masse for the first time in full
uniform. Today their marching was not lackadaisicsl. It was serious,
and the men felt the difference. From the lieutenants in charge of
the companies on dovm. In long columns they marched down the hill
from the barracks, counting cadence, turned left, up the rise, and so
do»n the roped off field where the General was to speak. Cold braid
and stripes were everywhere. Soon company by company the hillside was
a s0lld mess of brown, It was a besutiful, fresh, Englisﬁ morning,
the tall trees lining the road sveying gently in the breeze, Across
e



a field a British farmer celmly tilled the soil. High upon a hill
nearby, n group of Tnglish soldiers huddled together awalting the .
coming of the Genoeral. MPs in white legrings, belts and helmets were
averyvhere; brisk snd grim. Twittering of birds could be heard above
the dull marmupr of the crovd and soft white clouds floated lazily over-
haad, »s the men settled themselvess, and 1lit cigarettes. On the zpe-
cial pletform stood General Patton's guard of honor, especially chosen
men. At thelr right =as the band, playing rousing marches, while the
ero=d waited, and on the platform a nervous sergeant repeatedly tested
the loudspeaker. The moment drew nesrer, and the necks craned to view

the thinly=-winding road that led to Stourport on Severn.

A Caotain stepped to the microphone =-- "when the General arrives", he
said sonorously, "the band will play the General's march and you will

all stand at attention".

By now the rumor had gotten around that Lt Gen Simpson, commanding the
Fourth Army, was to be with Genersl Patton. The men stirred expect-
antly; t~o of the big boys in one day! LAt last the long black car,
shining resplendently in the bright sun, roared up the road preceeded
by a jeep full of ['Ps. A dead hush fell over the hillside. Thefe he
came!l Impeccebly dressed with highﬁian @aats gnd grim helmet, Patton
strode do n the incline and strg"jﬁt to the stiff backed guard of hon-
or, He looked them uo and down, peered intently inte their faces,
surveyed thelr backs. He moved thru the ranks of the statuesque band
and apparently satisfiﬂdrmnunted the platform with Lt Gen Simpscon and

MajJor Gen Cook, Corps coriander at his side,

 Tha Porpg Mhaplain gave the invocation, asking divine guldance of the
ey



erest Third Army and that they might help speed victory to an enslaved
Europe. Major Gen Cook then introduced Lt Gen Simpson, whose Army Was

st111 in &werica, preparing for thelir e»n part 1n the war.

" apre hera", sald Gen Simpson, "to listen to the words of a great
man, A& mon who @111 lead you all inte whatever you may face ith
heroism, ability, and foresight. A msn who has proved himself amid
shot and shell. ¥ grestest hope is thot some day soon I will have my

ovin grent army fighting with him, slde by side."

Genernl Patton arsse and strode swiftly to the microphone., The men
snappad to their feet and stood silently. Patton surveyed them grimly
=== "Ba geated"! The words were not a request but a command. The
General's volece rose high and clear: '"len, this stuff we hear about
America wanting to stay out of the war, not wanting to fight, is a
lot of bull shit! Americans love to fight =--- traditionally, all real
bmericans love the sting and clash of battle. "hen you were kids you
all admired the champion marble player, the fastest runner, the big
leagie hall player, the toughest boxers. Americans love a winner and
will not tolerate a loser. Americans despise a coward. Americans
play to win --- all of the time, I wouldn't give a hoot in hell for
the man who lost and laughs. That's why Americans have never lest,
nor will ever lose a war, for the very thought of lesing is hateful

t» Americans.”

le paused and looked over the silent crowd —--- "you are not all golng
te die. Only two percent of you here, in a major b=ttle, would die.
. Beath must not be feared. Every man is frightened in his first battle

if ha saya he i=n't he {8 a God damn liar. Some men are cowards, but




they fight just the same, or get the hell shamed out of them watching
the men vho do fight, who are Just »s scered. The real hero 1s the
mon vhe fishts even though he 13 serred. Some get over thelr fright
in a minuta under fire, some take sn hour, for some 1t takes days;

but the resl men never let fe~r of desth overpower their honor, their
sense »f duty to thelr country, and thelir innote menhood. All through
your army carcer you men have bltched about whet you es1l 'this chick-
en-shit drilling'. That's all for a purpose =-- drilling and discip-
line mast be malnteined in =n arcy 1f only lor oane resson --- IVSTANT
OBEDIENCE TO O2™DERS Ai'D TO GRE:TER COVSTANT ALEMTHESS. I do not give
a demn for a man 7w 13 not always on his t-es, You men are veterans,
or you mouldn't be here. You are resdy. A man, to cantime breathing
rast be alert at all times. If not, some German smm=of-a-bitch will

sneak up behind him snd beat him to death =with a soekful of shit",

The men rosred! Patten's grim expression did not change. "There are

400 neatly merked graves some~here in Slcily", he roared, "all because
One "an went to sleep on hils job". He paused and the men grer silent.
"Jut they are GERVAV groves," he sald softly, "for we caugat the bas-

terd asleep before they did".

""& have the best food, the finest equipment, the Best men in the
world", Patton bellowed. I'e lovered iis herd and shook it pensively.
Suddenly he snepped his head up, facing the men belligerently. "ihy,
by Gad", he thundered, "I sctiually pity thrse poor smns-of-bitches
we're going up =gainst. By God, I dol" fhc men ¢lapped and hrrled
elightedly. T.ere would be many a barracks tnle about the old man's
cholce of phreses. Thisz would become 2 part and parcel of Third Arty

history,
Iy 5



"'y men don't surrender," Patton contimued, "I don't want to hear of
any soldier under my command being ceptured unless he is hit. Even if
youu are hit, you cen still fight. The kind of men I want under me is
the licutenant in ILybia who with a Luger against his chest, jerked off
his helmet, smept the gun aside wlth one hand and busted hell out of
the Boche ith his helmet. Then he jumped on the gun and went out and
killed another German! All that time thils man has a bullet through

his lung! That is a msn for youl"

He halted snd the crowd welted, "£11 the real heroes are not story-
book comhmt fighters, either," ‘he ment on, "every single man in the
army plays a vital part. Every little job is essentisl to the whole
scheme. That if every truck driver sudcenly decided he dld not like
the whine of those shells and turned yellow and jumped hesdlong into
"the ditch? He could say to himself --- they ron't miss me -—-- just
ogneg zuy out of thousands. That if every man s=ld that? There in hell
vonld we be now? Vo, thank God, Americ-ns don't say that. Every man
does his lob. Every man serves the whole. Every department, every
unif, is lmportant in the wvest scheme of things. The ordnance man in
the mess hell, even the one ho hests the mater to keep us from get-
ting diarrhea has a Job to do. Even the Chaplain is important for if
we get killed and he 13 not there to bury us =we'd =11 go to hell!
Each man must not want to think of himself but of his buddy fighting
beslde him. "e don't =ant yellow cowards in this army, They should
be kiiled off like flies. If not, they will go back home after the
war and bresd more covards. Tie brave men ﬂiil breed more brave men.
~ KFill off the God damn cowerds and we'll have a nation of brave men.

One of the bravest men I saw in the African carmpaign was a fellow I
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;ﬂw.nn top of = telegraph %ﬂfﬂ in the midst of furious fire while we
were ploving toward Tunis. I stopped and ssked him ~hat the hell he
was dolng up there nt that time. He answered "fixing the wire, Sir".
Isn't it a little unhealtay right now," I asked? '"Yes sir, but this
God darmn wire's gotta be fixed"., There ws3 a real soldier. He was a
m-n vho devoted his a1l to his duty no matter how great the odds, no
matter hom scemingly insignificent his duty mlght have seemed at the
time. You should have seen t'ose trueks on the road to Gabes; the
drivers were magnificent! All day they crawled along those sons-of-a-
bitehin' roads, neve. stopping, never deviating from their course, .
with shells bursting all around them. Ve got through on good old

Americsn guts. !any of the men drove over 40 consecutive hours."”

The General pauses, st~ring challengingly out over the silent sea of
faces., You could hove hesrd a pin drop anyvhere on that vast hillside.
The only sound w»s the breeze stirrlng the leaves and the animested

chirping of birds in the branches on the General's left.

"Don't forget", Patton besrked, "you don't know I'm here at all. Mo
~ord of that fact is to be mentioned in ony letters. The world is not
supposed to knovw what the hell they did with me. I'm not supposed to
be co"manding this army --- I'm not c¢ven supposed to be in England.
LET THE FIRST BASTARDS TO FIND OUT EE THE GODDAM GER!ANS, Some day I
want them to raise up on their hind legs and howl --- JESUS CHRIST,
IT'S TVE GOLD/Y THIRD AR'Y AI'D THAT SON-OF-A-BITCH PATTOMN, AGAIN",

The men roared aporovel and cheered delightedly. This statement has
-real sgignificance behind it --- mich more than met the eye, ari the

men instinctively sensed the fact, and the telling mark they w uld
¢ <



wlay in world history becsuse of it --- and they were being told as
mich »{;-t now. Deep sincerity and seriousness lay behind the Gener-
nl's colorful words, and mell, the men knew it, they loved the way he

put it, as only he ¢ould do it..

"¢ want to get the hell over there", Patton yelled, "we want to get
over there and clean the goddam thing up --— and then we'll have to
take a little jount agalnst the purple pissin' Jnpanese and clean

thelr nest out too, before the Marines get all the goddam credit.”

The crovd laughed and Patton contimued more quietly. "Sure, we all *an
want to get home, we ant this thing over with, but you can't win a
war lying down. The quickest way to get it over with is to get the
bastards, The quicker they are whipved the quicker you can go hume;
The shoptest way home is thru Berlin. Then a man 1s lying in a shell
hole, if he just stays there all dsy the Boche will get him eventually,
and probably g-t him first! The hell with taking it! GCive it to him
first! There is no such thing as a foxhole var anymore. Foxholes
only slow up an offensive., EKeep moving. We'll win this wayr, ut
we'll win it only by fighting and showing our guts", He paused and
his eagle-like eycs swvept over the hillside. "There's one thing you
men will be able to say when you go home., You may all thank God for
it. Thank Ged that you at least, thirty years from nov, when you are
sitting around the fireside with your grandson on yrar knee, and he
asles what youdd in the greet Torld Tar II, you dm't have to say,

'"T shoveled shit ipn Lonisianaf¥.



