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This is a fictional account of a meeting in "the afterlife" of Generals George S. Patton and Douglas MacArthur.  While it would be impossible to divine all the dialogue that would occur between the two men, the sentiment is maintained.  The only difference is that Patton is a bit mellowed, given that he died 18 years before MacArthur, and MacArthur is a bit more candid than might be expected.  In fact, both men are, given the situation they find themselves in.  A bit of creative license has been taken, but no more than necessary.; mainly a "cleaning-up" of Patton's usual language; but Patton and MacArthur are represented as they were when they passed away...�
The setting is that of a library.  Wood-paneled walls hold shelves packed tight with books.  There are two leather armchairs in the room, facing each other, but only one has a man in it.  George Patton, former tank general in the American army in World War II, sits, quiet, pensive, alone.  While he is sitting back in his chair, a cigar resting in an ashtray to his left side, a door behind him silently opens.  Patton is startled -- as if he has never heard such a sound before.  He jumps up out of his chair, turns... and sees Douglas MacArthur standing there.





Patton: (whispering):  ...Doug?





MacArthur looks confused.  He looks around the room, and looks at himself.  Looking up, he sees Patton.  He blanches... as if he has just seen a ghost.





Patton:  Doug, it's me, George Patton.





MacArthur:  ...George?





Patton:  Yes, Doug, by God, it's me.  How are you?





MacArthur:  Where... where are we?





Patton:  Well I'm not entirely sure, Doug, but it's comfortable enough.  Why don't you have a seat?





MacArthur: (shaking his head and mumbling):  I fell asleep at Walter Reed... and then I woke up here... I haven't looked this good in years...





Patton:  Well sit down, Doug.  We have some catching up to do.





MacArthur catches himself and retains his usual reserve.  He takes a seat, where a corncob pipe has been placed.





MacArthur: All the little things, eh George?





Patton:  Well certainly, Doug.  Now, how are you?





MacArthur:  I'm... better.  Much better.  I mean (he looks at himself)  this is ridiculous.  I haven't been in this sort of shape in years.





MacArthur takes a seat in the armchair facing Patton.  He reaches over, and lights the corncob pipe, and takes a single drag, then puts it back down.





MacArthur:  Even the blend I like...





Patton:  Well, Doug, are you going to tell me?  How are you?  How are things in Japan, and what were you doing in Walter Reed, for God's sake?





MacArthur:  Japan?  MacArthur shakes his head.  I haven't been there in years, George.  ...George, it's 1964.  You do know that, don't you?





Patton blanches.





Patton:  That's impossible.  That's... impossible.  It's 1945.  I was in the hospital after that damned accident, and they put me under ether... I woke up good as new in this convalescence ward... I thought you were here to visit me.  What are you talking about, it's 1964?  Patton's voice is getting more and more agitated.  No, Doug, this is some kind of joke, isn't it?





MacArthur:  George, it's 1964.  I haven't seen you in nineteen years -- why do you think I reacted the way I did?





Patton sinks into his armchair, mumbling to himself.





MacArthur:  George, what's the matter?





Patton:  I've been here for nineteen years?  It... it doesn't feel like any time has passed.  It feels like I've been here for a couple of weeks... yet...





MacArthur:  Wait a minute... if you're... then...





Patton:  Doug, is this a dream?





MacArthur:  If it is, then we're having the same dream.  And if it is, then this is the best tobacco I've ever had in a dream.  (He chuckles to himself for a moment, then returns to his earlier state of thought.)





Patton:  By God, Doug, if this isn't a sorry state of affairs!  I apparently haven't seen you in two decades or something!  He rises from his chair and walks over to a sidebar by the bookshelves, and pours two measures of whiskey.  We might as well ought to talk!





MacArthur:  George S. Patton, want to talk?  Perish the thought!





Patton:  What else are we going to do?  Sit here in silence and be miserable?  The least we can do is talk about old times.  He places one tumbler next to MacArthur, places the other next to his own chair, and reseats himself.  He takes a sip, and sighs.





MacArthur:  So, what do you want to hear about?





Patton:  Well, I don't know.  I mean, it all sounds so fantastic that twenty years of history has gone by.  I mean, if you took a block out of my life from, say, 1917 to nineteen years later... that would be... (counting in his head)  ...one hell of a chunk of my life!  Even if it didn't get too exciting after the Great War until after that time, in the early forties for the maneuvers.  ...I guess, I mean, what about the Russians?  What happened?





MacArthur:  Well, I mean, a lot.  We now have more atomic weapons than you could ever imagine.  The Soviets are catching up too.





Patton: (rising out of his chair):  The Russians have the bomb?  My God!  I don't even want to think about Uncle Joe having that!





MacArthur:  Marshal Stalin has been dead for eleven years.  Patton sighs and sits back.  War is... different, I guess.  People fear war, or even warlike activities, because everyone in the world could die.  Remember the V-1 and V-2 rockets?  Patton nods.  Well, the Russians and us are starting to build up our arsenals of rockets bigger than those, which can go up into space, come down, and they have nuclear payloads.





Patton:  Nuclear?  'Fraid I don't know what you're talking about.





MacArthur:  Nuclear weapons... atomics.  The only difference is, they're more powerful by orders of magnitude.  Patton shakes his head, disbelieving.  A couple of years ago, there was some unpleasantness with the Soviets over Cuba... they almost got used.





Patton:  So no one has used atomics since... since the end of the Pacific Theater?





MacArthur:  Last time I checked, yes, George.





Patton:  My God...





MacArthur:  There was a war... (his voice changes, to that of a storyteller recounting an old fable) ...Korea.  I could have used you, George.





Patton:  What happened?





MacArthur:  The North Koreans... you recall that Korea was partitioned, like Germany --





Patton:  -- yes, of course --





MacArthur:  -- anyway, 1950, the North Koreans invaded over the 38th parallel.  Drove our boys back to Pusan... all the way to the end of the peninsula.  Patton's hands are balling into fists.  Then, I took my forces, and struck, here (he is motioning in the air with his hands)  at Inchon.  Cut off the NKs.  Wiped 'em out.  Just like Wolfe against Montcalm with the Plains of Abraham.  Then, I drove north.  All the way up to the Chinese border.  Then, Truman didn't give me the means I needed to prosecute the war.





Patton:  So Truman was still president?





MacArthur:  Yes, although I don't know why, for the life of me.  So, Truman didn't want to win.





Patton:  What do you mean, Doug?





MacArthur:  He wanted status quo ante.  He wanted the North Koreans out of South Korea... that's it.  I had the means to go further, and I did.





Patton:  Well, as I always said, the only way to win a war is to attack, and keep on attacking, and after you have done that, you keep attacking some more. (FTN Patton Quotes handout)





MacArthur: (chuckling a bit)  You never did like limited goals, did you George?





Patton:  Well, why the hell should I?  If we had fought the war against the Nazis for "limited goals," do you think we would have beaten them?  Do you think we could have kicked their asses across Europe with "limited goals"?  So what happened?  You beat them up the peninsula... then what?





MacArthur:  The Koreans were basing out of Manchuria.





Patton:  Wait, China, Doug?  Isn't it in the middle of a civil war?





MacArthur:  The Communists won.  Year before this war.  Patton sighs, and takes another sip of his drink.   So the Chinese enter the war.  Overwhelm us.  And Truman blames me.  Of course, it didn't hurt that George Marshall was Secretary of Defense.





Patton:  Marshall?  Secretary of Defense?  I hardly believe it!





MacArthur:  And he was Secretary of State before that.  Of course, you and he got along better than he and I.





Patton:  Well, now, I'm not going to lie to you.  George Marshall was someone who was a good friend, and a good comrade.  And I'm not entirely sure that he would be responsible for a situation like this.





MacArthur:  No matter.  But even the press were attacking me after the Chinese invaded.  It was ridiculous.





Patton:  I think we both know how ridiculous, to use your term, the press can be.





MacArthur:  To make a long story short... Truman removed me from command.





Patton: (jumping from his chair)  WHAT?





MacArthur:  Sit down, George.  It was thirteen years ago.  There's nothing anyone can do about it anymore.





Patton:  By gum, you and I have more in common than one would think.





MacArthur:  You mean Ike firing you in '45?





Patton:  Exactly.





MacArthur:  Then this may make you laugh.  The war developed into a stalemate after I left.   Dragged on through the 1952 election.  And guess who won the presidency?





Patton:  No.





MacArthur:  Yes.  He served eight years, Dwight did.  I guess he was a pretty good president, all things considered.  I had lunch with him once.  It didn't go well, but I think that's because of our history.  No matter what happened in Europe, he was my aide.





Patton:  You should have run, Doug.





MacArthur:  Now, George, we all know that's just not reasonable.





Patton:  So, tell me, Doug, why didn't we just crush the Reds like we should have?





MacArthur: (sighing)  It's not that easy, George.





Patton:  What do you mean, it's not that easy?  By God, we have the United States Army!  We could have taken them in '45, and I firmly believe that we could have taken them since.





MacArthur:  George... now, with nuclear weapons... I just don't believe that we need war.





Patton:  (chuckling, then stops)  You can't be serious.





MacArthur:  Ah, but I am, George.  You have no idea how destructive a potential war today is.  It would be... the carnage of World War II pales in comparison.  No sane man could wish for war in such circumstances.





Patton:  (takes a sip of whiskey, his voice a little more hostile)  I cannot believe that Douglas MacArthur is sitting here, telling me that war is evil!





MacArthur:  George... you had to be there.  To see what war could do -- and I know, you saw it in World War II, but the power of these devices is incredible.





Patton:  Well of course I heard about Hiroshima...





MacArthur:  George, to compare Hiroshima to the bombs they have today would be like comparing a Sopwith Camel to a P-51 Mustang.  Both can fly, but they have slightly different levels of threat.  If you put one against the other...





Patton:  (now curious)  Are they really this powerful?





MacArthur:  I wasn't joking when I said that they could wipe out all civilization on Earth.





Patton:  Then... what is the place for the fighting man?





MacArthur:  Well, there are still lower-level conflicts.  The administration has decided to send troops to Indochina -- God only knows why -- but they now try to respond to conflicts with a doctrine which I was briefed on, called "flexible response."





Patton:  But... what of leaders of men?





MacArthur:  I don't know, George... Now, they have massive bombers, and missiles with nuclear warheads.  There are tanks, yes, but they sit in Europe, looking at the Soviets, who also sit in Europe, looking at us.





The two men sit back, drink, and think.  A minute passes, and MacArthur speaks up.





MacArthur:  George... I was struggling with something.  Before I came here.  And I want to ask you about it.





Patton:  Of course, Doug.  Anything.





MacArthur:  Do you remember St. Mihiel?





Patton:  I should damn well remember!  First offensive I ever really got to sink my teeth into, with the tanks.





MacArthur:  It was also when we met.  Patton's eyes light up, and he nods in recognition.  Do you remember when they were shooting at us?  Do you remember what you said?





Patton:  I said that you never hear the one that gets you.  Very true.





MacArthur:  Well, what if we had been... gotten?





Patton:  I don't quite follow you, Doug.





MacArthur:  I know that it's a bit hard to follow.  But look at the counterfactual with me.  What if we had been shot at St. Mihiel?  What if we hadn't heard those two shots?  What would have happened?





Patton:  Well I'm not entirely sure, Doug.  It certainly wouldn't be good.





MacArthur:  I haven't told anyone this yet, but I was thinking about it at Walter Reed.  What if... what if we hadn't survived the Great War?





Patton:  Well, we probably would have lost the second one.  I'm not trying to sound arrogant here, Doug, and you know that.  But I think that you and I know both that neither front would have been as successful as it was without us.





MacArthur:  You see, George.  There's my problem.  I'm not so sure about that.





Patton (slapping the arm of the chair with his hand)  That's preposterous, Doug, and you know it.





MacArthur:  George... I think we were expendable.





Patton:    That's... impossible.





MacArthur:  Think about it, George.  We were no strategic geniuses.  I mean, you were certainly influential in your work on armored cavalry doctrine, yet the Germans did the same thing.  Wouldn't we have learned from them?  And I certainly had no new innovations...





Patton:  That's enough.  Stop talking like that, Doug.





MacArthur:  I'm... I'm sorry, George.  This has been troubling me for some time.  But look at the way I left the military.  I mean, if I had not been in command in the Pacific, there would have been Eisenhower, or Bradley, or Ridgeway, or any of the others.  Lord knows after Korea...





Patton is sitting back in his chair, eyes closed.





MacArthur:  George, are you all right?





Patton:  I'm just... thinking, Doug.  I don't understand why you're saying all this.





MacArthur:  Well, like I said earlier.  War on the scale that we fought it is obsolete.  And even when we did fight it, it's not like we had any brilliant insights.  We were just old soldiers.  So what would have happened if we had died at St. Mihiel?  Hoover would have found some other bastards to take on the Bonus Army.  There would have been someone else to retreat from the Philippines.  Someone else could have taken Palermo in Sicily.  I just don't see how important we were.





MacArthur sinks back into his chair, the weight of his words sinking hard onto his shoulders, as if he has surrendered.  For some time, the room is silent, the only sounds being the breathing of MacArthur and Patton.  Neither man speaks, until Patton finally sits up, only a fraction, but he does.





Patton:  Doug?





MacArthur:  Yes?





Patton:  We were indispensable.





MacArthur:  No we --





Patton:  -- Just hear me out here, Doug.  So we weren't theoretical scholars of first renown.  So what?  Just because I'm not Alfred Thayer Mahan doesn't mean that I wasn't a warrior, nor does it mean that you're not.  And you know that.





MacArthur:  I just --





Patton:  -- I'm not done yet, Doug.  Please, let me finish.  Tell me something, what is the most important thing on the field of battle.  Is it the plan?





MacArthur:  No.  ...It's the men.





Patton:  Exactly.  And that's my point.  Do you see, Doug?





MacArthur:  I'm still a bit unclear.





Patton:  What does a warrior do?  A warrior leads great men.  A warrior leads by example, by inspiration.  That's who we were, Doug.  MacArthur starts to sit up in his chair.  For all the complaints you and I received, for all the times that the media portrayed us as bastards, my men always supported me.





MacArthur:  When I came home from Korea... even after everything... they cheered.  They cheered me.





Patton:  Why do you think they did that, because you wrote some indispensable textbook?  No!  Because your men loved you.  Why?  Because you inspired them.  You respected them.





MacArthur:  So that's what we are?





Patton: (chuckling)  Doug, if there is one thing, and one thing alone, that I am sure of, it's that you and I are warriors.  Let's say you and I died at St. Mihiel.  Fine, the strategies might not have changed much.  But the men would have.  The men, Doug.  The men.  That's where it all comes down to.





MacArthur:  So what are we?





Patton:  We're warriors.  That's what history will judge us as.  Warriors.  Leaders of great men.





MacArthur:  So that's what makes a warrior?





Patton:  Doug, no one man can win a war himself.  You have to have the men behind you.  Otherwise, you're John the Baptist, crying out in the desert.  The warriors are those who inspire their men to be greater than they would have been otherwise.  You and I did that, believe it or not.





MacArthur:  Sounds like it's a bit of hubris to me, George.





Patton:  Goddamnit, Doug, would you listen to me?  He looks and sees the faint smile on MacArthur's face.  Heh.  You're finally coming around, aren't you?





MacArthur:  You're a very convincing sort, George S. Patton.





Patton:  Doug, it was an honor and a privilege to be with the men I was with.  And I would have done anything for them.  You were the same, weren't you?





MacArthur:  Of course.





Patton:  I think they knew that.  In spite of everything you said about us seemingly being mere cogs in a machine, I think... no, I know that our men were inspired by us.  We wouldn't be anything without them, of course I'll admit that any day.  But we weren't replaceable.  Do you think George Marshall could have inspired your boys on Bataan as you did?





MacArthur:  I suppose not, George.





Patton: (holding his glass up to MacArthur in a toast)  To warriors.  The two drink.





MacArthur:  So that's what history will remember us as?





Patton:  There are many worse ways to be remembered...











EPILOGUE


Obviously, it is difficult to imagine what this sort of situation would bring out in these two men.  I assumed that MacArthur's final sickness would lead to a bit of soul-searching, perhaps not leading to the righteousness he always exuded.  Patton was in that room for nineteen years, whether he knew it or not, and that would tend to make one a bit more pensive, whether one was cognizant of the change in time or not -- which they were not.  The hubris is to be expected, yet it is honest, because once Patton and MacArthur have realized their situation, there is no need for grandstanding.  As for the conclusion of what is a warrior, I feel it evident that a warrior is not a lone samurai on the top of a hill in feudal Kyoto, but rather, a soldier who has to be in part explorer, explorer of the souls of his men that is, and part statesman, in that he has to lead his men.  MacArthur and Patton both did that.  And in spite of bad press, in spite of the nicknames of "Dugout Doug" or the snickering over Patton's uniforms, both men genuinely loved the common soldiers under their commands, and it showed through.  Both men also exemplified the credo that it is good men, not good weapons, which win out on the field of battle.  In spite of their own flaws, they were both warriors in the truest sense of the word.





The use of St. Mihiel here was inspired by the Patton quote about the bullet, and because in all the times I saw that the two men were together, it was the singular occasion when their lives were in mortal danger, whether they exuded said danger or not.  It is true that neither man achieved a revolutionary strategic breakthrough -- both men were excellent strategists, but not necessarily revolutionary.  And after the Korea fiasco, and especially at the end of his life, MacArthur could have very well been this disillusioned with the state of "the warrior."  Patton, on the other hand, would be more likely to back the role of the warrior.  While fired from the army, he never saw the changes in warfare that MacArthur would have.





While this is fictional, I believe this to be a close representation of how these two warriors would have reacted in this scenario, with as little creative license as possible.   And while yes, there is a great deal of conversation not about the fundaments of generalship, in my opinion any conversation like this would have to include all that backstory, if nothing else to cement MacArthur's credentials which he made later in his life -- after Patton's death -- about the problems of war.





