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PRAISE FOR TARGET: PATTON

“Robert Wilcox’s Target: Patton has enough twists and turns to satisfy
the most demanding murder-mystery fan with the added bonus of historical
possibility. Populated with legendary real-life characters, Wilcox introduces
the world to Douglas Bazata: a man of action as improbably true as
Lawrence of Arabia. With a screenwriter’s gift for picture images and a
military historian’s discipline for detail, Wilcox peels back the decades to
the chaotic final chords of World War II and the opening act of the Cold
War by asking the heretofore unanswered question: was General George S.
Patton murdered?”

—DOUG MCINTYRE, KABC Radio/Los Angeles Daily News

“Target: Patton is a terrific book investigating the mysterious death of
one of America’s greatest military heroes: General George S. Patton, Jr.
Reporter Robert Wilcox takes the reader into the mystery: from Patton’s
suspicious car crash in Occupied Germany in 1945 to his unexpected death
two weeks later, bringing to light new evidence and raising serious
questions, all of which makes for a fascinating read.”

—PAUL E. VALLELY, Major General, U.S. Army (Ret.),
Chairman, Stand Up America USA
Co-author of Endgame: The Blueprint for Victory in the War on Terror

“I am most surprised to learn in Robert Wilcox’s highly readable book
that there is a reasonable doubt and more that George Patton’s death in
Germany in December 1945 was not the result of a car crash but possibly
foul play by hired assassins. Certainly there was motive and opportunity,
but was there method? Over the years, I had heard a version of this tale
based upon German villainy, but never with the detail and matter-of-fact



persuasion in Target: Patton. I don’t know if he was murdered, but I am no
longer sure he wasn’t. Exhume the corpse. End the debate.”

—JOHN BATCHELOR, host WABC, WMAL, KSFO, KFI
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INTRODUCTION

Almost since the day General George S. Patton, Jr. died, there have been
persistent rumors that he was murdered. Not just murdered, though—
assassinated. It has been repeated relentlessly that he was killed because he
was hated by his superior officers due to jealousy and fear. Jealousy of him
because he was, in fact, the best general in the United States Army. Fear of
him because they thought he was going to expose many of the cowardly,
incompetent, and corrupt things done by the Allied High Command during
World War II. If that were not enough, there have been persistent claims
that the Russians were also trying to assassinate him because Stalin hated
him.

Robert K. Wilcox has taken on a major story in his quest for the truth of
the matter. One thing is for certain in Mr. Wilcox’s book: he has obviously
worked for years on this project and has done a great deal of homework
concerning this issue. His research and story are highly detailed and
comprehensive. The book is thoroughly researched and well written. It is a
story of intrigue, deceit, obfuscations, and politics (both civil and military).

Does Mr. Wilcox find the trail to the truth? Does he prove his assertions?
Well, the thing is... if I tell that, I will be giving away the entire story, and |
certainly can’t do that. It will be up to the reader to decide for himself once
he has read this worthwhile book. It is, indeed, a good read.

Charles M. Province

The George S. Patton, Jr. Historical Society
17010 S. Potter Road

Oregon City OR 97045
http://www.pattonhg.com
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CAST OF PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS AND
SOURCES

ALLEN, Colonel Robert S.—World War II Patton aide, author, and
journalist

ANDREW, Christopher—professor, author who has written on Soviet
assassination

“ANGELA”—pseudonym for Joe Scruce’s (aka “Spruce”) daughter

AYER, Fred, Jr.—Patton’s nephew and FBI agent in charge of the bureau’s
European operations during World War 11

BABALAS, Lieutenant Peter K.—Military policeman who was one of the
first at the scene of Patton’s accident on December 9, 1945

BALL, Colonel Lawrence C.—commander of 130" Station Hospital,
Heidelberg, where General Patton was taken after his December 9, 1945
accident on December 9, 1945

BANDERA, Stepan—Ukrainian nationalist leader and one of three
important sources who informed Counter Intelligence Corps (CIC) agent
Stephen Skubik that General Patton was on a Soviet hit list

BAZATA, Douglas deWitt—former OSS “Jedburgh” agent who claimed
involvement in a plot to assassinate General Patton

BAZATA, Marie-Pierre—Douglas Bazata’s wife

BENTLEY, Elizabeth—U.S.-born NKVD spy who first blew the whistle
to the FBI about extensive Soviet spying during World War II in America

BILLINGTON, Joy—Washington, D.C. journalist who wrote about
Bazata



BLUMENSON, Martin—author, Patton historian

BRADLEY, General Omar—General Patton’s contemporary and
immediate boss as Patton commanded the Third Army in France and
Germany

BREINDEL, Eric—author, journalist who has written on Soviet espionage

CAIRNS, Brigadier Hugh—British neurosurgeon who first attended
General Patton at the 130" Station Hospital, Heidelberg, Germany

CAVE-BROWN, Anthony—author, Donovan biographer

CHURCHILL, Winston—Prime minister of Britain and one of the Allied
“Big Three” leaders

CIC—Counter Intelligence Corps, an army intelligence agency in World
War I

COBB, General Nicholas B.—mentioned by General Gay as arriving at
the scene of the December 9, 1945 accident and helping out

COLBY, William “Bill”—former OSS Jedburgh agent and Bazata friend
who later became head of the CIA

CURRAN, Major—soldier mentioned by General Gay as being one of the
first on the scene of Patton’s accident

DAVIDOYV, General Alexander M (aka “Davidow,” “Davidoff”’)—
Soviet chief of repatriation in post-war Germany and Soviet spymaster
believed by CIC’s Stephen Skubik to have been involved in General
Patton’s death

D’ESTE, Carlo—author, historian, Patton biographer

DECRESCENZO, Sergeant Armando—said to have arrived at the
accident scene with three other soldiers

DONOVAN, General William J. “Wild Bill”—head of the Office of
Strategic Services (OSS), the U.S.’s World War 1II spy agency, forerunner to
the CIA

DUGGAN, Laurence—State Department official who spied for the NKVD



EISENHOWER, General Dwight D.—Supreme Allied Commander in
Europe later to become president of the United States

FARAGO, Ladislas—Hungarian-born former U.S. naval intelligence
officer, author, and historian who was the first to write on Patton’s accident
using interviews extensively with eyewitnesses and visiting the site

FITIN, General Pavel M.—head of the Soviet intelligence service, the
NKVD (later to become the KGB) during World War I1

FUGATE, Denver—historian who has written in-depth about General
Patton’s injury and death

GAVIN, General James M.—World War II parachute troop commander
and author

GAY, General Hobart “Hap”—close aide to Patton who was with him
when he was injured in the car accident December 9, 1945

GILLESPIE, First Lieutenant William L.—Stephen Skubik’s immediate
CIC boss in post-war Germany

GINGOLD, Lester—Memphis, Tennessee enlisted man who took rare
photos, including of Robert L. Thompson, at the Patton accident scene
December 9, 1945

HADDEN, Lieutenant John A.—General Gay’s aide-de-camp at the time
of the December 9, 1945 accident

HAYNES, John Earl—historian, author who has written on Soviet
espionage

HENDRIKX, Peter J. K.—Patton researcher in the Netherlands
HILL, Lieutenant Colonel Paul S., Jr—Head physician attending

General Patton when he first arrived at the 130" Station Hospital in
Heidelberg, Germany

HIRSHSON, Stanley P.—professor, Patton historian, author

HISS, Alger—State Department official identified by Russian officials and
Venona decrypts as a Soviet spy



HOETTL, Major Wilhelm—high-placed German intelligence officer who
offered after World War II his Balkan spy network to the U.S. for use
against the Soviets

HOPKINS, Harry—One of the ‘“New Deal” architects and Soviet
sympathizer who became President Roosevelt’s closest advisor

IRVING, David—author, World War II historian
IRZ YK, General Albin F.—World War Il tank commander, author

KENT, Doctor Gerald T. Kent—junior physician who attended injured
General Patton when he first arrived at the 130" Station Hospital,
Heidelberg, Germany

KEYES, General Geoffrey—Commander of Seventh Army in whose
jurisdiction Patton’s December 9, 1945 accident occurred. A friend of
Patton’s, he conducted an investigation into the accident which is missing.

KLEHR, Harvey—professor, historian, author who has written on Soviet
espionage

KRUMMER, Frank—alleged to have been one of possibly two
passengers in the truck that collided with General Patton’s Cadillac on
December 9, 1945

LARSON, Matt—General Motors Cadillac expert

LAYTON, Lieutenant Hugh O.—Military policeman said to have been at
the December 9, 1945 accident scene

LEE, Duncan—trusted aide to OSS chief William Donovan and NKVD
spy

MACINTOSH, Colonel—OSS officer (possibly fictitiously named) who
dealt with Stephen Skubik’s intelligence about death threats to General
Patton

MARSHALL, General George C.—head of the U.S. Army, General
Eisenhower’s immediate boss, answerable only to the president

MAY, Technical Sergeant Ralph E.—one of two CIC agents partnering
with Stephen Skubik in their 970" Detachment office



METZ, Lieutenant John—M ilitary policeman and partner of Babalas who
arrived at the accident scene

MILLAR, George—British Special Operations Executive (SOE) agent,
codenamed “Emile,” whom Bazata aided while in Occupied France. Millar
later wrote Magquis, one of the more famous books about the French
Resistance. Bazata is one of those featured in the book.

MITROKHIN, Vasili—KGB archivist whose smuggled notes and copies
of documents have been the basis for intelligence revelations about Soviet

spying

MONTGOMERY, Field Marshall Bernard—high-ranking British
general and World War II Patton rival

MORGANTHAU, Treasury Secretary Henry—vehemently anti-German
New Deal cabinet member and friend of both President Roosevelt and OSS
chief, Wild Bill Donovan. Author of the “Morganthau Plan” to prostrate
Germany after the war.

MURPHY, Robert D.—diplomat and special representative of President
Roosevelt, sent to aid Eisenhower and the Allies in the World War II
invasion of North Africa

NOLAN, Frederick—British writer and novelist who authored fictional
account of General Patton’s injury and death

OGDEN, Sergeant Leroy—said by Woodring to have been at the scene of
the accident and to have helped stop Patton’s bleeding

OSS—Office of Strategic Services, forerunner of the CIA

PATTERSON, Robert P.—One of President Roosevelt’s “Wise men” and
Under Secretary of War to whom Patton expressed his wish to fight the
Soviets

PATTON, Beatrice Ayer—General Patton’s wife

PATTON, General George S., Jr—famed fighting commander who died
in a German hospital December 21, 1945 after being injured in a mysterious
accident on December 9

PROVINCE, Charles M.—Patton historian, author



RODIN, Colonel Leo—CIC or OSS officer (possibly a fictitious name) to
whom Stephen Skubik reported threats against General Patton

ROMERSTEIN, Herbert—author, intelligence expert

ROOSEVELT, Franklin Delano—“FDR,” Democratic president of the
U.S. throughout World War II and, as such, supreme commander until his
death in April 1945

SHANAHAN, Lieutenant Joseph—military policeman (MP) said to have
been at the scene of the December 9, 1945 accident in which General Patton
was injured

SHANDRUK, General Pavlo—Ukrainian military leader and one of three
sources who warned Stephen Skubik that General Patton was on a Soviet
hit list

SHELTON, Suzy—authored an article with a lengthy interview of Horace
Woodring about the December 9, 1945 accident

SKUBIK, Stephen J.—CIC agent attached to Patton’s armies in Germany
whose Ukrainian sources told him of a Soviet plot to assassinate the
controversial general. He later wrote a book about the plot

SNYDER, Captain Ned—doctor at scene of December 9, 1945 accident
who attended General Patton’s injuries and, along with his commanding
officer, Major Charles Tucker, helped transport Patton to a Heidelberg
hospital

SMAL-STOCKI, Professor Roman—UKkrainian scholar and diplomat and
one of three sources who told Stephen Skubik that General Patton was on a
Soviet hit list

SMITH, Bradley F.—author, World War II historian

SMITH, General Walter Bedell (“Beedle”)—General Eisenhower’s chief
of staff whom General Patton detested

“SPRUCE,” Sergeant Joe—real last name Scruce—driver of the Jeep
carrying the hunting supplies and guns in the Patton caravan when Patton
was injured December 9, 1945

SPURLING, Colonel Glen R.—General Patton’s main neurosurgeon while
in the 130th Station Hospital, Heidelberg



STALIN, Joseph—Dictator of Soviet Russia and one of the “Big Three”
Allied leaders during World War 11

STEPHENSON, William—British intelligence officer, code-named
“Intrepid,” who had close ties to President Roosevelt and OSS chief
William Donovan

STONE, Major “Stoney”—OSS officer in Germany, not otherwise
identified, who referred Stephen Skubik to OSS chief William Donovan,
and later warned Skubik his (Skubik’s) life was in danger

SUDOPLATOY, Pavel—head of the Soviet NKVD’s “Special Tasks”
department which included conducting kidnapping, sabotage, and
assassination. He later authored a book about his activities

THOMPSON, Robert L.—driver of the truck that unexplainably turned in
front of Patton’s Cadillac resulting in General Patton’s December 9, 1945
injury

TOOMBS, Technical Sergeant Harry B—one of two Counter Intelligence

Corps (CIC) agents partnering with Stephen Skubik in the 970" Detachment
field office

TRUMAN, Harry S.—new U.S. vice president who succeeded President
Roosevelt following Roosevelt’s death on April 12, 1945

TUCKER, Major Charles—officer along with Captain Ned Snyder who
responded to the accident scene December 9, 1945 and transported General
Patton to the Heidelberg hospital

ULBRICHT, Walter—German communist organizer and later head of
Soviet Block East Germany whom Stephen Skubik arrested, angering the
Soviets

VANLANDINGHAM, Lieutenant (no other information known)—
mysterious visitor reported at the scene of the accident

WALLACE, Henry A.—U.S. vice president under Roosevelt supplanted
by Harry Truman on the 1944 Democratic ticket because of his Far Left
views

WEDEMEYER, General Albert C.—General Marshall aide and Patton
supporter



WHITE, Harry Dexter—assistant secretary of the Treasury under Henry
Morgenthau identified by Venona decrypts and former Soviet officials as an
NKYVD spy

WOODRING, Horace L. “Woody”—nineteen-year-old driver of the 1938
Cadillac limousine in which Patton was critically injured on December 9,
1945

ZHUKOYV, Marshall Georgi K.—high-ranking Soviet general



CHAPTER ONE

THE LAST RIDE

On a cold, dreary morning in December of 1945, a dark green Cadillac
limousine with trumpet-like horns on the hood and large white stars on its
doors pulled out from a narrow street in Bad Nauheim, Occupied Germany,:
and began what was to be the fateful last ride for General George s Patton,
Jr. He was the highest ranking American officer in Europe and America’s
greatest fighting general. What exactly would happen on that car trip
remains a mystery to this day. Key witnesses disappeared. Records are
missing. Contradictions and questions abound. Not only did Patton have a
dramatic impact on World War II, he is an American legend who might
have shortened or even prevented the Cold War, America’s longest and
most damaging conflict—had he survived.

But he did not.
Rumors persist that he was assassinated. Was he?

Nicknamed “Blood and Guts” for his ruthless approach to warfighting,
the tall, controversial 60-year-old general was, as the large limousine left
Bad Nauheim and headed south on the Autobahn, already a legend. From
his days in 1916 hunting Mexican guerrilla Pancho Villa to his brilliant
leadership in the liberation of Western Europe, he had displayed “a genius
for war™ unmatched by any of his contemporaries. He was a warrior,
military scholar, disciplinarian, and tactician who achieved the rarest of
military accolades: his battlefield enemies so feared him that their first

question in strategy sessions was almost always “Where’s Patton?”

He had done things militarily thought impossible. Just a year before, he
had quickly turned the huge and unwieldy Third Army 90 degrees north
from its easterly drive through France in snow and bitter cold to help save



outnumbered and besieged U.S. paratroopers at Bastogne, Belgium. When
he had proposed the rescue, his contemporaries said it could not be done.
But he had been planning it for days. His drive across France and Germany
was itself one of the most brilliant feats of the European War, and it broke
the back of the Nazis’ last major offensive—the Battle of the Bulge in the
Ardennes Forest. It was rivaled only by D-Day, whose success he had
ensured by acting as a decoy to convince the Germans he was readying a
force to invade at Pas de Calais, far from Normandy. The ruse had worked
spectacularly.

In the limousine with Patton on this fateful Sunday were Lieutenant
General Hobart “Hap” Gay, long-time aide and former cavalry man, and
nineteen-year-old Private First Class Horace “Woody” Woodring, his
relatively new driver.? Patton and Gay were in the back of the Cadillac as
they left Bad Nauheim, with enough space between them on the big car’s
rear seat for another passenger, and plenty of room in front of them. Behind
and following the Cadillac in the cold was an open air half-ton jeep driven
by a soldier always identified erroneously in later histories as Sergeant Joe
Spruce. He was carrying rifles, a bird dog, and possibly other supplies.
Patton was leaving Germany the next day. This trip—roughly a hundred
miles south, past Frankfurt, to the woods beyond Mannheim—was to hunt
pheasant. He loved hunting and had hunted many times while in Germany,
so it was to be an enjoyable way to spend his final hours on the continent.

A voracious student of military history, Patton was by far the best
tacticlan—and arguably strategist—of any of the Allied military leaders,
including Supreme Allied Commander General Dwight D. Eisenhower, a
long-time friend and contemporary whom he fought under in the recent war.
But Patton, unflinchingly honest in public and infuriatingly impulsive, had
repeatedly challenged his superiors’ tactical and strategic decisions, as well
as the post-war U.S. occupation policy, and thus courted trouble from his
bosses and the press. Hell, as he often said in his profane way, the press was
his enemy—except when he could use them. The press, largely threatened
by his brash and strutting warrior persona—a persona he deliberately
assumed for its effect, as he believed, of raising the morale of his men—
often criticized him, especially towards the end of the war. Largely
unrecognized by most of the news writers was the fact that he used his
trademark swift, relentless, and crushing attacks—what they generally



deemed brutal and uncaring—to save lives by enabling victory to be more
quickly attained. Hesitation, he preached, was a soldier’s worst enemy. A
commander had to act swiftly and decisively in order to take advantage of
fleeting, critical opportunities in battle. But his enemies, many of whom had
never served and probably thanked God for it, thought him devoid of
compassion—as if that were a requisite for fighting—and a warmonger. He
did love war but, as most warriors do, he loved it as a crucible, a test of his
prowess and courage and, in his own peculiar religious way, a fulfillment of
his destiny.* But he was fully mindful of war’s horrors and pointed them out
often.

His rivalry with British Field Marshall Bernard Montgomery, who
outranked him but whom he regarded as timid and indecisive, was a volatile
story that had gotten him public attention, good and bad. The two field
commanders had clashed repeatedly, most publicly during the Sicilian
Campaign in 1943 when Patton had beaten the cautious Viscount to
Messina and had made sure the world knew it. The press relished the
rivalry. Hell, Patton had, too! But it had been a headache for Eisenhower
whose job it was to keep a united Allied front. And Eisenhower, whose
reputation and political career had benefited from Patton’s victories—which
the politically astute Supreme Commander had not shied from—had
certainly informed Patton of his displeasure.

Next, Patton had been pilloried for slapping a shell-shocked U.S. soldier
in Sicily. He felt the soldier, being treated in a hospital, was a coward. He
had done something similar earlier in the war without incident. But when
the press started slamming him for it, Eisenhower took notice and forced
him to make a public apology. While the incident deprived Patton of a
coveted D-Day invasion command—a prize he deeply regretted not getting
—he came back full force after he was let loose on the French mainland and
began his Third Army smash east through France towards Germany. He had
raged at his superiors’ decisions to repeatedly halt his advances, most
notably at Falaise where he could have killed thousands of Germans who
escaped through a narrow pocket and returned to fight at the Battle of the
Bulge; at the German border, where he could have crossed early and, he
believed, shortened the war and saved American lives; and at the
conclusion of the European conflict, just months before, when his pleas to
go deeper into Eastern Europe and beat the Russians to crucial objectives,



especially Berlin, had been sternly rejected. Fearing he might advance in
spite of their orders not to, Eisenhower and General Omar Bradley, Patton’s
immediate superior, several times cut off his gas supply. Imagine that, he
said to subordinates, subverting their own forces!

Gas, however, this Sunday morning on the Autobahn, was no longer a
problem. As a conquering general with only peacetime needs he now had
all he wanted. But by war’s end, he had begun to resent Eisenhower and
Bradley and others in higher places who, in return, had come to regard him
as a kind of loose cannon, capable, alarmingly, of initiating controversial
forays on his own without higher authorization. He had done exactly that at
the end of the war in ordering a hasty, under-defensed raid on an out-of-the-
way and dangerously situated German prisoner of war camp where his son-
in-law was an inmate.* He admitted such apparent favoritism for a family
member was probably the wrong thing to display. But as he was often at
odds with his superiors’ plans, he sometimes conveniently found ways to
disregard their orders. For instance, on May 1, 1945, he went ahead and
captured Trier, Germany, even though Eisenhower, thinking Patton did not
have enough divisions to do so, had told him to stay put. Upon being called
on the action, he signaled Ike, “What do you want me to do? Give it back?”

He certainly could be impertinent to superiors. But he was not
insubordinate as he was unfairly characterized. Commanders were usually
given discretion in the field and most of his unauthorized actions had
resulted in success—the ultimate measure of a commander’s worth.
Nevertheless, the same commanders—namely Eisenhower and Bradley—
whose faulty orders he ignored had no shame in reaping the credit. For the
most part, Patton was unfailingly loyal and professional and obeyed orders
even when he bitterly disagreed. A former jeep driver for him, Francis J.
Sanza, remembers Patton’s eyes tearing up because he was so angry when
he was denied permission to go to Berlin.® But he obeyed, however
reluctantly.

They had not traveled very far on the autobahn when the Cadillac
stopped at an ancient Roman ruin, near Bad Homburg in Saalburg, roughly
twenty miles south and west of Bad Nauheim. Patton’s quest for historical
knowledge was insatiable, and since this was his final Sunday in Germany,
it was probably his last chance to see it. Woodring therefore detoured and
they parked, exited the limousine, and walked up a hill to inspect the ruin. It



was a cold, wet slog to the snow-covered higher ground and they were glad,
as Woodring later recalled, to get back to the limousine’s warmth and
continue on their way.

Once the war ended, animosities Patton had engendered—mostly
jealousy and competition from fellow generals, as well as post-war politics
—had combined to deny him medals and accolades he certainly deserved.
While Eisenhower and Bradley had been rapidly promoted, riding the
victories he had mostly provided, his promotion was slow in coming. And
he was relegated to what, basically, was a bureaucratic purgatory.

While he had wanted to go to the Pacific and fight the Japanese, he
instead had been made governor of occupied Bavaria, a curious post for a
soldier of his reputation with the die-hard Nipponese still to be conquered.
He was a fighter, not a bureaucrat. Nevertheless, he had done well in the
position, getting the vanquished Germans up off their knees. Germany was
in shambles. War wreckage was piled high along the road on both sides of
their traveling Cadillac. The vanquished country was barely able to meet
basic needs like food, shelter, and the security required to cope with the
chaos of displaced millions, fleeing hardcore Nazis, and conquering nations
vying boldly but surreptitiously—sometimes even violently—for whatever
part of the victor’s pie they could further wrench from each other.

Patton’s attempt to do his post-war job well had been part of his undoing.
With typical American goodwill, once the war had ended, he forgave his
enemies—not the hardcore Nazis whom he disdained, but the rank and file
whom he considered more victims of Hitler than proponents. Out of
necessity, he installed some of them in crucial positions, such as mayor or
sanitation manager, because they had experience. It made sense. The
country had to get working again, and Patton did not want to create the
same conditions in the defeated country that had given rise to Hitler after
World War 1. But in Washington, the policy, rigidly enforced, was that no
ex-Nazi, however marginal, could be installed in any position of authority
unless he or she was demonstrably against the Hitler regime—Iike the
surviving communist partisans.

Communists? It offended his very being. They were enemies of
democracy. At least Patton felt that way.



De facto punishment for all Germans was the official Washington goal.
One particularly brutal plan eagerly put forth by Treasury Secretary Henry
Morgenthau, a powerful member of President Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s
“New Deal” cabinet, was to reduce Germany to being solely an agrarian
society so it never again would have the industry to make war. Patton
vehemently criticized the Morgenthau Plan as unjust, publicly and
privately,’ but President Roosevelt supported it until other, chiefly military,
advisors prevailed. But even after Roosevelt’s death in April of 1945, the
policy of wholesale German repression continued under President Harry
Truman, Roosevelt’s successor, and Patton, without apology, had continued
to oppose it, further angering the administration and his military bosses.

Also damning in most of New Deal Washington’s eyes was Patton’s
attitude toward the Soviet Union. Post-war Washington in 1945 was a
lopsided political battleground. The stronger “Left,” led by Democrats—the
party of Roosevelt and Truman and thus the party in power—believed that
communist Russia, led by Joseph Stalin, was sincere in its pronouncements
of peace, justice, and a better world for all. It deserved, they believed, the
“buffer” states of Poland, Bulgaria, Romania and other war-torn Eastern
European countries which, as a result of the fighting and Allied agreements,
it now occupied and was ruthlessly exploiting. President Roosevelt had
been chief amongst those who believed that the Russians had borne the
brunt of the fight against the Nazis, especially in terms of numbers of dead,
and therefore were entitled to such a spoil. He admired “Uncle Joe,” as he
had affectionately called Stalin. He had looked favorably on the Russians
throughout the war, even to the point of showing more respect for the
Russian premier than he did for British Prime Minister Winston Churchill at
the “Big Three” conference held at Tehran, Iran, in 1943.%

In addition, influential members of the American Left believed in at least
some of the tenets of socialism,? if not full-blown communism itself—the
great opponent of Western capitalism—which Soviet Russia and Stalin
exemplified. They had emerged from the Great Depression of the 1930s,
which had spawned the New Deal, believing that a utopia of sorts had been
building in Soviet Russia under communism. Thus enamored, they naively
viewed the Stalinist regime, on the whole, as benevolent, and wished
understandably, now that the fighting was over, to continue the alliance



created during the war—an alliance that was threatened by Patton’s
aggressive stance and inflammatory comments against Russia.

On the other side of the political battleground was the weaker Republican
“Right,” who saw the Soviets and communists as ruthless, exploitive, brutal
enemies of personal and national freedom, and who could never be a true
friend of the West. Patton had emerged as one of the Right’s most vocal
leaders—certainly one of its most famous—showing contempt for the
Russians to their faces even before hostilities had ceased. A longtime anti-
communist, he had been made aware anew, through his intelligence
network and personal contacts, of the Stalin-sanctioned raping and pillaging
conducted by the Russian troops and the loss of freedoms imposed on
conquered populations as the communists fought their way victoriously
west through Poland and into Germany and Berlin. A luncheon guest,
Lieutenant General Bishop Gowlina of the Polish Army, had personally
briefed Patton on how, in order to get a Polish prelate to incriminate two of
his priests, Russian interrogators had tortured a young girl to death in front
of the prelate, and made a recording of the girl’s screams to use against
others. Though there were isolated instances of abuses by American
troops, there had been nothing like the type and scale perpetrated by the
Russians. Entire factories had been dismantled and shipped back to the
Soviet Union. The ill-supplied Russian army was living off the conquered
territories, confiscating everything, respecting nothing. Displaced persons
(DPs), prisoners of war (POWs), even American soldiers caught in the
Eastern Block countries at war’s end had been sent to Russia en masse as
slave labor or to be executed™—all with Washington’s acquiescent blind eye
to its Russian friends.

Though bound by Allied agreements, Patton hated to hand over displaced
persons and prisoners of war to the Soviets, many of whom were worthy of
American support and begged to not be returned. From anti-communists for
whom “repatriation” was a certain death sentence, Soviet soldiers who
knew that Stalin considered being taken a prisoner a treasonous act, to
Germans on whom vengeance was certain, America had agreed to return all
displaced persons and prisoners of war with no conclusive proof of
reciprocal action from the Russians.

The Russians denied having Americans. But Patton had heard of unlucky
American prisoners of war who were caught behind Russian lines and never



heard from again. American POWs aside, repatriation of the others alone
was merciless, even traitorous, in Patton’s eyes. But since many of the
displaced persons had fought for the Nazis®? (considering the Russians
worse), some on the Left thought it only just, given the horrors of the Nazi
regime, (especially the persecution of Jews) for them to be returned to face
whatever fate awaited them. The authorities were not going to let it become
an issue that would undo the hard-won, fragile peace. Another war couldn’t
be tolerated. Washington and Patton’s superiors stood firm against his
protests.

After inspecting the liberated Nazi concentration camps Patton had
become physically ill at the sights and smells of the piled-high, bulldozed
bodies and the living skeletons huddled gaunt and dazed behind barbed
wire. But he opposed the occupation policy of giving government-
confiscated German homes exclusively to Jewish victims of the camps. “If
for Jews, why not Catholics, Mormons, etc?”” he had argued.2 There had
been millions of others besides Jews in the camps. He complained to
higher-ups, some of whom told the press, and he had been branded anti-
Semitic, a charge certainly suggested later in his diaries.tAnd as he
increasingly made his contrary views known—on deNazification,
repatriation, the evils of the Soviet Union, and how the Russians had to be
stopped, preferably by war—those above him, like Eisenhower, who had
warned him before, became angrier at him. They wanted him to shut up.

The situation had come to a head at a September 22 press conference,
barely two and half months prior. Ignoring his staff’s warnings that a
reporter’s question about why he was hiring Nazis in Bavaria was a trap, he
offhandedly likened the controversy over such hirings to a typical
“Democrat and Republican election fight.” The remark had been fleeting
and secondary to more serious and thoughtful answers he had given on the
subject. But the press made it sound like it had been his main point and
outrage ensued. Nazis were devils—not just to the Left, but to the world at
large. To compare them to Democrats and Republicans was blasphemy.
Every previous charge against him surfaced. Members of Congress joined
in. He was branded pro-Nazi—and not without some reason. Behind the
scenes, he proposed using U.S.-friendly German troops, whom he admired
as fighters and disciplined soldiers, to help attack the Soviets whom he felt
would not for years have the resources to sustain another large war. In his



head and his heart, he believed war with the Soviet Union was inevitable, so
why not get on with it soon—when America had the best chance of
winning?

Under pressure, he had apologized for the press conference remark but
Eisenhower had summoned him to occupation headquarters in Frankfurt
and fired him. It had been a shock because he felt he had not really done
anything wrong. A few words taken out of context? It was a setup, he
believed. He was angry about it. But the arguments fell on deaf ears. He
was deposed as commander of his beloved Third Army and reassigned by
Eisenhower as head of the Fifteenth at Bad Nauheim. In reality it was a
“paper” army consisting of little more than clerks, typists, and researchers
charged with writing the history of the war in Europe. He was a general
officer; a fighting commander of proven worth—the best. And he had been
relegated to a backwater? It was like benching the star quarterback and
putting him in charge of inflating footballs. As he had taken up his new job
at Bad Nauheim in October 1945, he was resentful. Pro-Nazi? What were
they thinking, he wondered.! He had probably been responsible for the
death of more Nazis than any other American.

After a period of adjustment, he regained some of his optimism and
decided on a new course of action for the near future. He knew his career as
a warfighter was over—at least under the Truman administration. They
were just more of the same. He was nearing retirement age. Obviously he
was not being cheered by those in power. He told staff, like Gay, riding in
the back with him now, that he was going to resign—not retire as was
normal for an exiting officer in order to retain pensions and benefits—but
resign so he would have no army restraints. He was independently wealthy
and did not need the pension or benefits. He would then be free to speak his
mind and give his version of the war and what had happened to him—the
truth as he saw it. And his side would be a blockbuster. He knew secrets and
had revelations, he said, he was sure would “make big headlines.”"

What those headlines would have been can only now be guessed. Perhaps
he meant to go public with the shocking cost of British Field Marshal
Bernard Montgomery’s poor decisions. Perhaps he meant to reveal
explosive details about why his Third Army’s race through France after D-
Day had been repeatedly halted by his superiors, most notably at Falaise,
where he could have killed thousands of Germans, delays which he and



later historians, many of them military men, believed had lengthened the
war—perhaps by a year—and cost untold American lives. Perhaps one of
his revelations would have been how Eisenhower and Bradley, in Patton’s
mind, had subverted their own army. Perhaps he meant to defend his
policies in Occupied Germany, denounce crooked dealings by the Allies,
and condemn what he believed was Washington’s complicity in the
takeover of Eastern Europe and favoritism for the Soviet Union and
communists.

Patton had been at the forefront at the most crucial times. He knew as
much as any insider. Were there other dark secrets he could have revealed?

By this time, he regarded his old friend Eisenhower as purely an
opportunist seeking the U.S. presidency.® Perhaps he meant to challenge
him. Patton had returned home on leave in the summer of 1945 and been
toasted and feted by throngs of cheering Americans, some of whom had
urged him to run for office, even for the presidency, but he said, then, that
he was not interested. Public office would have given him an entirely new
and powerful voice, perhaps even a deciding hand in Washington policy. It
was certainly a possibility in his future. At the least, he planned to write and
lecture and develop a powerful public voice. He was looking forward to it.

And so, as the limousine slowed to enter the outskirts of Mannheim, a
town situated on the banks of the Rhine River into which, just months
previous, he had publicly urinated as a theatrical statement of his contempt
for Adolf Hitler, Patton was a fearless and incorruptible four-star general
with secrets to tell that some in high places, jealous of or angry with him,
did not want told. Even after suffering through the world’s most devastating
war, he was willing to start an even worse conflict with the Russians. He
was a hard-line conservative who had angered and threatened leaders of
both the Left and the Right in the United States, Russia, and Great Britain.
He was enjoying his last day in war-torn Germany—a hostile, unreliable
environment filled with intrigue.

And in just a matter of moments he was to become the sole victim of an
enigmatic car crash.



CHAPTER TWO

A CURIOUS CRASH

More than fifty years after General Patton’s death, I was jogging in the
Santa Monica mountains near Patton’s t birthplace (San Gabriel, 1885) with
my cousin, Tim Wilcox, when he startled me by saying the famous general
had been assassinated. He knew a man who had been involved.

“Assassinated?” I said. “I thought Patton had died in an auto accident?”
“Not according to Douglas Bazata.”

Tim is a private investigator—a gumshoe—and owner of Indianapolis-
based International Investigators Inc., a respected detective agency which
he built up after buying in 1970 from a group of former FBI agents.: One of
the practices Tim had continued was using ex-intelligence operatives, or
“spooks,” as contracted investigators for major jobs. Bazata was one such
contractor; a former World War II Office of Strategic Services (OSS—
forerunner of the CIA) officer and post-war mercenary whom Tim had hired
for several major cases.

Tim had been impressed with the former OSS operative. He “was a big
guy, smart and tough, as credible as you can get. And in my job you learn to
trust your intuition.” Bazata had not told him a lot about the Patton case, but
said he had passed a lie-detector test on the matter, “and I believe him. I use
lie detectors. He knew things only someone familiar with them would.”
Bazata was extremely resourceful, he said, and had always gotten the job
done, no matter how complex.

I was intrigued with the implications of Tim’s claim. Patton assassinated?
Could it be true? If so, it was a big story and would impact history. Patton
was a vocal and determined anti-communist. He would have been the first
major assassination victim of the long and disastrous Cold War. Patton was



not only a great soldier but a man ahead of his time—strong, manly, and
prescient. He was a throwback to the rugged individualists of America’s
earlier history. He had foreseen the Soviet threat long before others,
especially our blind, appeasing, and often opportunistic leaders at the end of
the war.

I wanted to meet Bazata.

In the weeks that followed, I researched Patton’s death. He had not died
in an auto accident as I had thought, but had been badly injured in one. He
died several weeks later on December 21, 1945, in an army hospital in
Heidelberg, Germany, where he had been taken with head lacerations and a
broken neck following the accident. He was paralyzed from the shoulders
down and had been in very serious condition for days. However, right
before he died, he had actually made a substantial recovery for someone
with such serious injuries. Preparations had been made to discharge him and
fly him home to the states for Christmas. His belongings had even been
readied. But approximately twenty-four hours before he was to leave, he
had an unexpected downturn. He started having trouble breathing. Moving
blood clots called embolisms appeared to interfere with his lungs, taxing his
heart.

After incessant coughing trying to raise fluid from his lungs, Patton
became unconscious and died—a hell of a way to go for a great warrior like
him who had yearned, it was always said, for the last bullet in the last
battle.

Notwithstanding his unexpected health improvements, Patton had a
history of embolisms. They had struck him when he broke a leg and was
hospitalized when he was younger. But that certainly could have been
known and exploited by a would-be assassin.

There had been no autopsy.

One of Patton’s doctors requested one but Mrs. Patton declined. After
losing her husband in another country, she could hardly be blamed for not



wanting to prolong the ordeal.

However, that did not mean something sinister had not happened. Patton
was a controversial figure, hated and resented by some, a hero to millions of
others. He was such an important person on the world stage at the time that
the failure of the authorities to ensure nothing untoward had occurred seems
incredible—if not intentional—in retrospect.

The lack of an autopsy becomes even more of an issue in light of the
blatant anomalies surrounding the car accident that caused Patton’s injuries.
Patton was traveling in a 1938 Cadillac Series 75 limousine, a U.S. touring
car specially designed for European motoring. It was one of the larger ones
of the time, boasting seating for seven passengers; it had space for two in
the front seat, three in the backseat, and two stored chairs that were
embedded in the floor but could be pulled up and used when needed.
Presumably those hidden chairs were not deployed, so Patton and Gay had
room in the back between themselves on the seat and a divider in front of
them separating their larger compartment from the one containing the front
seat and driver. The divider included a window that could be rolled down.

When they came into Kaeferthal, a war-torn and dilapidated industrial
area on Mannheim’s northern outskirts, they stopped at a railroad track
crossing to wait for a train to pass. When the last boxcar had gone by, they
continued on their way. They were traveling on a two-lane road that was
practically devoid of traffic that Sunday morning. It stretched out straight in
front of them for roughly half a mile with good visibility for the driver,
Woodring. Recounting it later, Woodring said he saw a two-and-a-half-ton
GMC army truck, a large vehicle with ten wheels, eight on two rear axles
below a canvas-covered cargo bed—standard-issue at the time in Occupied
Germany—slowly advancing in his direction in the opposite lane. It was
nothing out of the ordinary, so he did not give it much thought.

Behind the vehicle, the soldier identified in later histories as Joe Spruce,
who was carrying the hunting equipment, pulled out and around the
limousine in his half-ton jeep to lead the way to the hunting area which
Woodring had never visited. Earlier, at a stop at a check point, according to
some accounts, the single hunting dog riding in the open-air jeep was
switched to the warmer Cadillac because of the cold. The dog presumably
would have been in the front with Woodring as the big army truck in front



of them slowly advanced. Woodring, however, listening to Patton’s
backseat comments, was not paying much attention to the approaching
vehicle.

The only book author, as far as I could tell, to ever go to Germany and try
and retrace what happened in the accident was Ladislas Farago, a
Hungarian-born former U.S. naval intelligence officer and author of the
acclaimed Patton: Ordeal and Triumph, the book from which the 1970
Academy Award-winning movie? starring George C. Scott had been made.
He had conducted the personal investigation for his 1981 follow-up, The
Last Days of Patton, which later had been made into a television movie,*
also starring Scott.!According to Farago, who interviewed some who had
been at the scene and had access to other close-to-the-accident data that has
now disappeared, Patton was looking out the limousine’s window, ‘“his
curious little eyes darting from left to right as he surveyed the countryside.”
The roadsides around them were piled with litter and war ruin, “forming an
endless canyon of junk . . . .Patton said, ‘How awful war is . . . . Look at all
those derelict vehicles, Hap!” Then he said, ‘And look at that heap of
goddamn rubbish!’”*

At that moment, without warning or signaling, the driver of the two-and-
a-half-ton truck heading toward the limousine in the opposite lane suddenly
turned abruptly, almost 90 degrees, into the opposite oncoming lane. The
bulk of the large truck was squarely in front of the advancing Patton car.

Woodring later said he had time enough only to stomp on the brake while
trying to turn the car to the left (toward the middle of the road). But he was
largely unsuccessful and Patton’s car hit the truck nearly head-on. The right
front of the limousine hit the side of the truck just behind its elevated cab,
damaging the right front fender and radiator.

Woodring was uninjured. But when he turned to see how the passengers
in the back had fared, he saw a scene that made his heart skip.

Gay was not significantly injured. But Patton was lying across Gay on
the backseat, cradled in Gay’s right arm and pinning him with his weight.
He was bleeding profusely from a gash that extended from the bridge of his
nose to almost midway up his scalp. Patton complained that his neck hurt,
and then said, “I’m having trouble breathing, Hap. Work my fingers for
me.” Gay did but Patton persisted, “Go ahead, Hap. Work my fingers.”



Patton was paralyzed.

The accident occurred around 11:45 a.m. Military police quickly arrived
on the scene. Lieutenant Peter K. Babalas and his partner, Lieutenant John
Metz, had passed the general’s convoy on the road heading in the opposite
direction before the accident. They heard what they described as a muffled
crash. Questioning Woodring and the driver of the truck, Technician 5°
Class (T/5) Robert L. Thompson, Babalas “concluded that the truck had
made a sudden sharp turn to the left just as the Cadillac was moving up,”
and the crash “had become unavoidable.” Although Gay said he was
looking out his side of the window at impact and had not seen what
happened to General Patton, and Woodring had been looking forward and
so also had not seen what had happened to Patton, they theorized that the
general had been thrown forward from the backseat to the barrier dividing
the car, injured his head on the car’s roof or divider between the front and
back compartments, and then bounced back at an angle into Gay’s lap.
There were no seatbelts in those days, so no one in the vehicle was
restrained.

If the above were true, however, and the impact had been forceful enough
to cause such substantial injuries to Patton, why were neither Gay nor
Woodring likewise thrown forward or injured?

The truck driver’s role in the accident also raises questions.

It seems that Robert L. Thompson, about whom information is scarce,
had no reason to be on the road that Sunday morning. Farago wrote,
“Thompson was ‘in violation of the rules and his own routine. He had no
orders to go anywhere . . . he had taken out the truck as a lark for a joyride
with a couple of his buddies after a night of drinking . . . .The three of them
were in the cabin, in another infraction of the rules. Only two persons were
allowed.... >

And despite the fact that he seemed to be at fault in causing the crash, he
disappeared after the accident, along with the two unidentified passengers
in the truck. Unmentioned in any account of the accident was what
happened to Joe Spruce—or the dog.

Did they too just disappear?



An unnamed woman who worked for the Red Cross at a nearby coffee
and doughnut hut witnessed the crash, and ran about five blocks to the 290"
Combat Engineer Battalion headquarters in Mannheim to summon help.
The battalion’s commanding officer, Major Charles Tucker and Captain
Ned Snyder, the medical officer and physician, soon arrived with the unit’s
ambulance and attended to Patton, taking over from several others who had
arrived earlier. Snyder decided to take him to the Seventh Army’s new 130"
Station Hospital, located some fifteen miles south in Heidelberg.

They left with the general at 12:20 p.m.

My cousin Tim knew Douglas Bazata through Edgar “Nick” Longworth
who had worked with the super-secret Counter Intelligence Corps (CIC) in
post-WWII Japan. He later became a Republican campaign leader and
Veterans Administration official in several presidential regimes. Longworth
had met Bazata through John Lehman, the powerful secretary of the navy
under President Reagan in the 1980s. Lehman had a reputation for being
tough and demanding, which later secured his position as a member of the
9/11 Commission. He was not known to suffer fools. Bazata had worked as
a close aide to both men.

Longworth was a savvy political veteran familiar with the intelligence
world. He had become good friends with Bazata and was “in awe of all the
things [Bazata had] done.” He knew the Patton story. But, as he told me,
“Douglas talks around things. It’s hard to pin him down. But I’ve never
known him to lie.”

Bazata had lived a fascinating life. Not only had he been a spy, saboteur,
and intelligence agent, he had been a wine expert who had managed the
famous Mumm Champagne works near the French-German border, and an
artist so good that he had been touted by the so-called “Jet-set” of European
high society and been given one-man shows by patrons such as Princess
Grace of Monaco, and the Duke and Duchess of Windsor. And it had all
been a cover for Bazata’s secret work.>



Longworth, who had been urging Bazata to put his life story into a book,
broached my interest to him and Bazata agreed to meet.



CHAPTER THREE

THE JEDBURGH

The big, four-engine, B-24 “Liberator” winged low over the dark Channel
waters, leaving nighttime England shrinking behind. World War II was
raging and maintaining low altitude was a way for the plane to try to avoid
German radar on the continent and night fighters prowling the moonlit skies
above. Both threats were the chief menaces to the heavy U.S. bomber,
which, in this case, was stripped of much of its armament, carried no
bombs, and was internally reconfigured to accommodate parachutists and
supply canisters.

It was late in the evening of August 27, 1944 or just after midnight the
next day.* Moonlight was needed to illuminate landmarks, or those aboard
would have preferred a moonless and starless sky to hide in. Occupied
France, invaded at Normandy on D-Day nearly three months before,
loomed menacingly ahead. General George Patton and his stampeding
Third Army was sweeping across Northern France—somewhere far in the
darkness ahead—pushing the retreating Germans back toward their
homeland. The parachutists inside the plane would be aiding Patton’s push,
but not in the main fighting. The Liberator would continue flying low and
away from the main battlegrounds in one of many top secret Carpetbagger
missions® to drop professional saboteurs, equipment, and supplies behind
enemy lines to help the French resistance known as the Maquis. The
Maquis was largely a civilian force, untrained militarily, which was now
being urged to action by the invading Allies. It was hoped the Maquis
would be another indigenous Allied army—more help for the invaders now
attacking the Germans.

The specific mission on this night was to drop a three-man Office of
Strategic Services (OSS) Jedburgh team, code-named “Cedric” into Haute-



Saone, a largely rural, lake-and-forest-strewn region of northeastern France
near the German and Swiss borders—an area behind enemy lines that
Patton’s forces were rapidly approaching. Flanked by mountains and named
for the Saone River which winds its way through the region’s western
reaches, the picturesque area was prized in peaceful times for its hunting
and fishing, as well as a special French cuisine featuring freshwater fish and
forested game. Now, however, it was occupied by the Nazis; an angry place
of police and military patrols, late night surprise searches, executions,
reprisals, and rumblings of distant gunfire and troops—Allied and enemy—
constantly on the move, advancing and retreating.

As the plane roared in above the French coast and over the mainland,
evidence of sporadic firefights and bombings could be glimpsed in the
darkness below along with scattered anti-aircraft bursts at night-sky
intruders detected on searching German radars. The three Jedburghs waiting
stoically in full gear in the Liberator’s dimly lit innards were part of the
OSS’s first large-scale Special Operations. They were hand-picked fighters,
trained in England for pre- and post-invasion missions.

Although largely controlled by British officers, the Jedburghs were U.S.
pioneers. They were named, so it is said, by their British trainers for a small
town on the Scottish border that was infamous for its ferocious guerrilla
warriors who fought the English in the twelfth century. The men of
Jedburgh, says a Scottish plaque in the region,* wielded “the Jedburgh ax
and staff to such purpose that their war cry struck terror.” U.S. “Jeds” were
the forerunners of what would become America’s vaunted green-bereted
Special Forces who would hunt Islamic terrorist leaders years later. In fact,
Aaron Banks, who would later become known as the “father” of U.S.
Special Forces, was also, at this time, a Jedburgh.:

Leading team Cedric, which included young Sergeant William Floyd of
Brooklyn, N.Y., a radio operator, and Captain F. Chapel, a Free French
officer, was Douglas deWitt Bazata, thirty-four, a tall, muscled American
infantry captain who had been an ace weapons instructor at Fort Benning.
He was one of the first Jeds, handpicked by General William J. “Wild Bill”
Donovan, creator and head of the OSS.! Bazata was older than most of the
Jedburghs who primarily were young men in their twenties with fighting
skills as well as language and technical abilities. The son of a noted
Newark, New Jersey Presbyterian minister, the Reverend Charles F. Bazata



—one of the greatest athletes ever to play sports for Southern California’s
Occidental College=—Douglas was also larger than the other two on his
team at six-foot-one and weighing over two hundred pounds. He was lean,
lanky, and red-haired, with a strong nose that had been broken many times
and a patrician face that, despite its rough hewn toughness, made him
appear almost aristocratic. And he had, when needed, charm and savior
faire. An OSS evaluator, for instance, would later write that he had a
“poised, articulate and almost suave personality... adroitly promoting social
contacts for personal benefit.”*common terms, he had, on occasion, been
called an operator, a promoter, and a smooth talker; in short, a guy with

disarming sensibility or no-fear fury, whichever suited him best.

But right now he was devoid of emotion or pretense. Quiet and
concentrated, the ex-Syracuse University football player just wanted to get
on with the job—which was always his way at crunch time. Inwardly, it
could be deduced from his writings and those who knew him, he was
impatient, as he always was when the goal was in sight.

At fifteen, big for his age and looking older, Bazata talked his Princeton-
ordained father into allowing him to join the Merchant Marines where he
crewed steamers voyaging to the Caribbean and Latin America. It was
during those summer cruises that he got, he said,’ his first taste for what he
liked to call “the clandestine” or “clandestiny”—secret intelligence work.
Seeing his size and talent, he was asked by the U.S. Marine detachment on
the boat to be a spy for them. The crews often included natives from the
ports of call and the marines were interested in “scuttlebutt,” or rumors, and
whatever else he could pick up as they monitored revolts and insurrections
in the tropics. He coolly agreed. But, in truth, he was excited. It was the
kind of adventure he had been seeking.

He killed a man for the first time during one of those summer voyages.:
He claimed self-defense. A crewmember was pimping girls and had beaten
one of them. He got into an argument with the abuser and knocked him over
the side of the ship. There was no rescue.



In addition to playing football, Bazata had run high hurdles at Syracuse
but left the school during the Depression, lusting for adventure. He bummed
his way on railroad cars out West where he became a cowboy in Colorado,
a saloon bouncer and Friday-night, take-on-all-comers prizefighter in
Wyoming, and a lumber-jack in Washington State.? It was on this trek out
West that he was forced to kill again when four hobos, seeing his relatively
expensive clothes and leather briefcase, jumped him intending to rob him in
a speeding, open boxcar.

“I did not intend to be killed,” he wrote decades later in one of many
diary-journals he secretly composed about his life.

The first two bums came at me with some suddenness—one from each
side. I kept low—dashing for the open space, the two idiots turning to
follow.... I caught the scruffy bastard on my right with the left hand—
deep in his crotch—turning—twisting—squeezing his balls. This not
only startled him but unbalanced him. Thus I continued past him—
turning towards him and using both our momentums and the speeding
freight train to heave him through the wide open space [of the boxcar
door].

I had time to back hand him across the back of the neck—to speed
him out.... We all heard his last scream... his death scream... as he hit
the siding or some merciful pole. This scream and my sudden action in
leaping to [fight] so startled his cohort that he stopped short. One kick
in the balls—then a knee to the forehead and he doubled. With both
hands, I pulled him by the back of his jacket and number 2 went out.

What the other two waiting to take their turn didn’t know, he said, was that
he had hidden in his coat a fourteen-inch-long lead pipe.

He whipped it out.

“To be certain, and to violently impress [presumably other hobos in the
speeding car]... I clobbered each unconscious... across their faces . . . where
it showed the most.... I pulled each ‘cadaver’ to the door and dumped each
silently.... I heard a few moans from . . . the remainders—all seated—one
vomiting softly in his foul corner. Bums are weak; tough perhaps, in the
clinging-to-life sense, but weak flee-ers [sic] from man.”

According to his recollection, he was only eighteen at the time.



Even before he was a teenager, his father, an excellent pugilist, had
taught him to box. The son, initially timid, grew to love the sport. “It
enables you to conquer yourself, teaches you discipline and how to resist
temptation, like throwing a roundhouse. You don’t want to succumb to that.
Use the jab. Punch straight in.” He had a wicked jab and used to lie awake
at night wondering why God had favored him so. Appropriately, he wrote in
his diary, attack one spot. “That’s what my father taught me. Think. Use
your head. Don’t get riled. Hit ’em enough times and they’ll go down.”"

In a letter he wrote to a friend much later, he recounted a fist fight he
forced despite his fear. “You’ve got to courage it, stick to it without over-
thot [sic],” or end up “sweating in the... night [like before a parachute]
jump.” Early in his military career, he was being bullied by a navy boxer
and maintenance chief, bigger than himself “who hated me because I... was
of Bohemian origin.... He kept trying to pick a fight.” Surprising the man
with a cursing, 4:00 a.m. barracks wakeup, he maneuvered to get the angry
adversary in front of him and facing a blinding spotlight. “This small ruse
is/was ancient: but excited kids NEVER think” of such advantages. I
always wore 2 rings: one [for] each hand: but for this sweet PREPARED
occasion... I placed both”—one with a ruby, the other his fraternity emblem
—*“on my left hand: 2 different fingers for a sweet broad spread .... Without
warning [ began...very rapid...straight left jabs....I felt his nose... smash...
his cheek-bones cave....”2

It solved the problem.

In 1933, to the dismay of his father who probably wanted him to
complete college, he enlisted in the Marine Corps, and after joining his
regimental boxing team, became, by a succession of local and regional ring
victories, the Corps’s unofficial heavyweight boxing champion®—*“the
happiest four years of my life,” he would later say of his overall four-year
enlistment. “The marines were tough then but I loved it.” As part of a
marine contingent to the Chicago Century of Progress (World’s Fair)
exhibition in 1934, he said he had fought exhibitions against, among other
notables, former champions Max Bear, Jack Sharkey, and Jack Johnson, the
first Black heavyweight champion who was fifty-two years old at the time.*
He lost all the exhibitions but considered each a privilege: “I loved those
chaps.”



He had a high tolerance for pain. “Nobody could make me talk,” he
wrote. “I practiced splinters up my nails... burned myself... filed my teeth.”
He had had a foot smashed in a bad accident in which a huge wall shelf
holding vehicle engines collapsed and killed several marines. It had left his
big toe permanently bent beneath the one next to it. The two looked like
grotesquely crossed fingers.2 Doctors said he would never walk again and
certainly never box again. They had been wrong.

His eyesight and ability to shoot was so good, he had earlier been made a
member of the Marine Corps champion rifle teams which had dominated
the annual National Rifle and Pistol Competitions throughout the 1930s. By
the time he went to Ft. Benning, where he would become an army weapons
instructor after leaving the marines, he was known as one of the best shots
in the military.* He would nearly lose an eye when a practice grenade had
prematurely exploded as he was demonstrating it to a class at Ft. Benning.

Bazata had a rebel streak and an irreverence for authority that Bernie
Knox, a fellow Jedburgh and later director emeritus of Harvard’s Center for
Hellenic Studies in Washington, D.C., would write was a “brazen audacity,
both physical and verbal, that took people’s breath away and enabled him to
get away with actions and remarks that were, in a military milieu,
outrageous.” He was known to address full colonels as “Sugar,”® and once
reported for maneuvers straight-faced in bathrobe and slippers, his duftle
bag militarily packed with pillows.2 He sometimes had a cagey laugh and a
wily manner that often signaled recipient beware. In 1934, he spent time in
the steaming hot brig of the USS Wyoming, an aging battleship, for cold-
cocking a marine captain. “He was snotty to me and I thumped him—mnot
the thing,” he would later admit, “for a [private first class] to do.”

However, he could always be counted on in tough situations so the
marines forgave him. “This officer has great initiative, energy, physical
courage and daring,” his immediate OSS superior would write in 1945.2 At
age nine, he had been up in a bi-plane when the door had suddenly flown
open. “I’d found it scarily inviting.... I held [it] closed. I loved it. For me,
the strength of courage was to do it alone—go it alone—into an unknown.”
He was a man of action, always preferring to enter the tempest, rules be
damned, rather than cautiously wait for “legalities.” As a result, he
maintained that the Marine Corps had launched his career as a government
hit man. In the choppy, personally coded, hard-to-understand style of many



of his diaries—because, by that time, he had been so long in the secret
world of intelligence that he seemed often to be trying to disguise what he
was writing—he would pen this relatively decipherable passage: “Upon
joining the marine corps March 1933—he [Bazata] fired expert with
Springfield 30-06 Model 1911 [rifle]—This extremely rare on 1* cruise...
and even more so first year.... For this reason and perhaps others—Baz was
slowly—gradually sounded out—about possible willingness [to] join
marine assassination team. Baz did not agree entirely, nor did he refuse
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It had happened off Cuba, he would write in the diaries numerous times,
while he was serving in a shipboard unit. He was given special orders. “My
so-called pro-job there was to slay Herr Batista [Fulgencio Batista, at that
time a Cuban army sergeant who had overthrown the government of
Gerardo Machado in a coup September 4, 1933, and would himself be
overthrown by Fidel Castro in 1959].” But after slipping over the ship’s side
with killing gear (atop his head) and swimming to shore, he was stopped on
the dock by a mysterious friend on the island at the last minute. They knew
he was coming, the friend, whom Bazata codenamed “Peter/Paul” in his
writings, and who would crop up later in Bazata’s life, warned.
Understandably—if this did happen—there is no record of it available to
researchers, if there is, in fact, any record of it at all. An order to assassinate
would have been highly sensitive and most probably verbal. But Bazata’s
CIA files do show that he received “a letter of commendation” from Rear
Admiral C. S. Freeman, who was in charge of U.S. navy ships in the area at
the time.2 In the letter he is lauded “for services performed in connection
with intelligence during Cuban situation dated 30 January 1934,” roughly
three months after Batista had grabbed power. Nine months later, according
to the same record, Bazata was promoted to private 1* class.

The Liberator was nearing the drop zone and the three waiting Jedburghs
were alerted. They took positions in the now-open “Joe hole,” feet dangling
in an approximate four-foot-wide opening, newly constructed of plywood
and metal hitchings over the plane’s rearward bomb bay. The noise of the



outside air rushing by and the engine’s roar was now deafening, rendering
talking, restricted anyway to hide their identities from spies, almost
impossible. So the parachutists fixed their eyes on the dispatcher near them
who himself was watching specially rigged lights. The red bulb, already
glowing, meant “action station.” Green, soon to illuminate, meant “go.”2

He would give the signal with his hand.

Up ahead, in the midst of the darkness beneath the plane, anxious
Maquis, amidst local peasants, waited with a young, decorated British
special forces agent, George Millar, whom the Jeds about to jump knew
only by his code-name “Emile.” Those waiting on the fringes of a clearing
in the midst of dense woods would pinpoint the drop zone with hastily lit
bonfires and flashlights after they located the bomber in the night sky and
received the proper code response through their radios. Eight miles away,
German patrols on a main road were looking for just such activity.

This was the most dangerous part of the airborne delivery. The plane
would be vulnerable flying slowly amidst mountains and the drops would
be made at a very low altitude of approximately two hundred feet—or less.
Enemy night fighters were flying in the surrounding skies. The crew had
been hit by cannon fire during an earlier drop mission. The twin-engine
fighter—a Junkers 88—had attacked the Liberator, injuring the tail gunner
and opening a hole through the fuselage the size of a washtub.2 The attack
had forced the plane into a nearby flak trap where two others of the crew
were injured by bursting shells. The drop had been abandoned and the crew
and Jeds had been lucky to return home on three engines—so they were
understandably gun-shy on this August night.

The plan now was to first swoop in and drop supplies for the Maquis—
ambush and sniping rifles, ammunition, and better radios with a longer
range than they already had—items Millar had been constantly requesting.
The first drop would give the planes’ pilots a chance to orient to the drop
zone, code named “Treasurer.” It was thirteen kilometers north northeast of
Besancon, an ancient town of churches and ruins dating back to the
Romans, who, under Julius Caesar, had taken the settlement in 58 B.C.
Since then the town, surrounded by a river and mountains, had been
overrun by barbarians, absorbed into France in 1674, bombarded by the
Austrians in 1814, and was now in the path of the mostly retreating Nazis.



The supply drop went without a hitch; those waiting below catching a
glimpse of the big planes’ illuminated belly as it swooped close over the
field and then looped up and back around. Inside the fuselage, the green
bulb lit as the plane neared for its second pass. The dispatcher, taking the
cue, began dropping his hand at short, calculated intervals. First went
Chapel, then Floyd, and finally Bazata. Chapel and Floyd got out easily.
But something went wrong when Bazata, at the lowest altitude, dropped.
Sources conflict® over where and why he encountered trouble—whether it
was just as he jumped through the hole or on the way down, his parachute
static line, a steel wire attached to the plane used to yank his parachute
open, got caught near his groin and sliced upward through his jumpsuit and
uniform, ripping into his inner thigh and opening a gash clear to the bone.
The mishap forced him into the wrong position for landing and since he had
jumped at somewhere between two hundred and one hundred feet altitude,
he wrote, he did not have time to right himself and had landed badly—face
first—adding further injury.

“I lay in agony, even in some alarm”—for the safety of his men and the
success of the mission—he wrote decades later to Bill Colby, a friend and
fellow Jedburgh who was (at the time of the writing) the director of the
CIA.Z But he got himself together when Millar, “aghast at his injury,” found
him and explained that they had to leave quickly because of the nearby
Germans. Somehow, with the aid of others, he made it to a vehicle hidden
in the surrounding woods and, dousing the bonfires, they all escaped. They
had no doctor. “I was my doc... tied the damn viens [sic] into knots with my
little fingers.” His thigh “blew up like a black balloon... for nearly 3
weeks.” But “trusting no one,” and because his parents had taught him
“never to complain of the physical,” # he had made no mention of the injury
to his mostly British handlers back in London. His first communication sent
back read, “Jedburgh CEDRIC reports 28 Aug the safe arrival of his
party.... He 1s beginning to get organized right away....”*

The new arrivals were driven by back roads to a former French soldier’s
country home where arrangements had been made for them to stay—at least
for the time being. Because of the heavy German presence in the area, it
was decided that they should change into civilian clothes and destroy their
uniforms. From then on, if caught, they could be considered spies by the
Nazis and put to death rather than be granted prisoner of war status like



uniformed soldiers. Millar, in the role of host to the Jeds, wrote that at first
he worried about having to baby-sit them. But Bazata, despite his injury,
quickly won him over. As “the big American” talked, “my reluctance
faded,” he wrote. He “was a blustering man with a heavy, Russian looking
face... brilliant... a quick, eager talker.... [He] liked to sketch things in with
broad sweeps of his imagination... and he picked out and hammered on the
salient immediate supply necessities of the area as a good newspaper editor
might have done. He was a get-things-done man.”2

Millar, relatively isolated as he had been for months, realized quickly
enough that Bazata’s arrival meant the Allies were serious about aiding the
fighters he had been organizing under strained conditions. He was eager to
get more supplies from London. In a stroke of luck for Bazata, local Maquis
chieftains hampered by the German presence around them could not meet
for three days. He thus got that time to recuperate. Self-administering
Sulfanilamide, * which luckily he had pocketed just before leaving,2 he had
improved to the point of being able to function effectively despite his
injury. He and Millar had decided, as they waited for more supplies to be
dropped, to concentrate their efforts on harassing the flow of Germans on
the Besancon-Belfort road and railway routes running north northeast from
Besancon up to Belfort (another ancient town) around and through which
most of the local German traffic was heading. The Nazis, retreating from
Patton’s Third Army, were being particularly brutal as they passed through
the corridor seizing all available transport—cars, carts, bicycles, horses—
and dealing severe reprisals for interference. As Bazata later wrote, “They
burnt three villages adjacent to us two days after our arrival.”®

Bazata and his men were soon forced to go on the run. Because of poor
security, they were continuously chased by Germans.* The Maquis they
were organizing were scattered. They had to use a car to reach them. Millar
acquired a shiny black Citroen he had stolen from the Germans in another
area. He and Bazata, aided by false identification and brazen courage, posed
as Gestapo agents* while reconnoitering, meeting with fighters, and making
plans for sabotage. When and where they could, they cut telephone lines
that might aid the enemy.

In another stroke of luck, they acquired a unit of approximately 650
Ukrainian soldiers forced to fight for the Germans, who had been talked
into massacring their Nazi guards by the Maquis and joining the resistance.



But the two leaders were still terribly short of weapons and ammunition. A
drop of sixty supply containers from London backfired. In a breakdown of
communication, the drop was not coordinated through them and the Nazis
learned of it. All sixty containers were found by searching German soldiers.
The botched drop angered Bazata who radioed London that in addition to
the loss of valuable weapons, he and Millar’s prestige with the Maquis had
suffered. Why had their supposedly important Allied leaders, Bazata and
Millar, not known of the drop, the local fighters wondered?

It was a kink that needed smoothing. But Bazata, charming and
resourceful—not to mention courageous in the eyes of those around him for
the way he handled his painful and debilitating injury—was “too sharp,”
wrote Millar. “He soon adopted the local habits with various enjoyable
flourishes and exaggerations, for he was a born clown.”® In spite of their
reluctance, the various local fighter chieftains warmed to the likeable
American who let it be known he was impatient with their hesitation.

By September 1, he and Millar had the various resistance bands daily
attacking retreating Germans with whatever weapons were available on
secondary roads and railways, including the Besancon-Belfort line. Belfort,
some sixty or so miles northeast of Besancon, was the gateway to the
“Belfort Gap,” an ancient and scenic passageway through the mountains
into Germany near Switzerland. One day, Bazata and a driver went to
Belfort, which was crawling with Nazis, including their secret police, the
vengeful Gestapo. Leaving the driver, Bazata walked alone to the main
railroad station in broad daylight and after reconnoitering which trains he
wanted to hit, including asking locals for information, surreptitiously snuck
into the engine yards and damaged several important escape trains bound
for Germany and their tracks with dynamite as they were leaving. Details in
documents are unclear as to the number of destroyed trains and loss of life.
But in a write-up to award Bazata the Distinguished Service Cross, the
army’s second highest medal for bravery,! Colonel James R. Forgan—noting
other praiseworthy train sabotages by the Bazata-Millar-led fighters—
penned, “After this, the Germans no longer made any attempt to use rail
transportation in this area.”

On September 4, Bazata wrote in his after-action report,” “the entire
remnants of the German 19" Army” had passed through his area in a slow-
moving “convoy of [mostly] camouflaged civilian cars.” He could have



blasted the vehicles already on the point of collapse he lamented, if only
they had had the needed weapons. What he did not write until many years
later when he attempted to pen a book was the time he brazenly went down
amongst the 19" Army soldiers and spoke to them in English, declaring he
was a recent French graduate student of the language, which, tired and
needing supplies from the locals, they bought. He thereby got on-the-spot
intelligence. In response to his requests, London finally radioed that they
were sending a special mission of ten officers with ample supplies and to
get a secret field ready to accept the mission. The next day, however,
reconnoitering, they discovered that the area they had selected, which had
several towns and villages near it, had been overrun with German soldiers.
The enemy was everywhere. Hastily, he and Millar had Floyd radio London
to scratch the officers but go ahead and drop the supply containers—they
needed arms badly enough to risk it.

As Millar would later write,® it would have been “madness” to light
bonfires so they planned to use flashlights to signal and guide the drop.
That night, they climbed in the Citroen and headed for the drop site which
was in the vicinity of Vieilley, north northeast of Besancon. But in Loulans,
a small town on the way, they ran into so many beaten Nazis trudging East
that they had to pull off the road to let them through. Tanks were now
beginning to rumble by as well. To find out more, they left the car in the
care of the driver. When they returned, two Germans in Panzer uniforms
were trying to requisition the vehicle. Luckily, the driver (who actually had
the key) played dumb and managed to signal what was up to his returning
leaders before they showed themselves. When the Germans left to get
permission from their officers to take the car, the three jumped in and
roared away. It was late and they had to drive fast to get to the drop site.

They took back roads, fearful that with the numbers of Germans they had
seen, they might run into more, even a tank, and have more explaining to do
than they could handle. As they approached the village of Cirey, one of the
towns on the way, they were flagged down by a local who knew Millar. She
warned them to go back. The Germans, in a foul mood, were in the village
and coming their way. Bazata and Millar stepped out of the car. They could
hear horses and commotion. They decided to heed the woman’s warning.
The driver tried hastily to turn the car around in the narrow road but it
stalled. Just then, two Germans appeared on the road ahead of them, one



with a sub-machinegun, the other with a rifle. According to Bazata, they
were not more than fifty yards away. Bazata and Millar had little with
which to fight.® Their rifles were in the car. The Germans started firing.
“During this time our frantic chauffeur pushed every button in the
dashboard eighty times,” wrote Bazata.2 “The car finally started and we
jumped back into it.” As they roared off, the last of perhaps seventy-five
rounds was fired at them, but without inflicting any physical damage.
“Bazata had been lying on the floor in the back,” wrote Millar. “When he
came up, we laughed heartily together. And thanked God that the Germans
could not shoot.”

Their chauffeur drove like a demon until they could cut off into the
woods where they hid the car in brush, erased its tracks, and continued
escaping on foot. Meanwhile, others of their band had made it to the drop
site and a fearless Maquis leader, Georges Molle, had, despite the presence
of Germans in the immediate area, stepped out onto the darkened field and
flashed the proper code with his “electric torch.” The drop had been made
with spectacular success—almost all containers hit a single field. The
containers, forty-six of them, were hastily gathered and their contents—
rifles, ammunition, grenades, anti-tank guns—were distributed among the
local resistance groups.

Millar, Bazata, and the driver, unaware of this, spent the night fearfully
hiding in the woods. As they climbed hills to get above the Germans on the
nearby roads around them, they heard whiffs and saw the light of distant
artillery fire indicating the advancing Allies (probably Patton’s Third Army)
were getting nearer. Finding what they thought was a relatively safe place
high up, they tried to sleep. But throughout the night, they were kept awake
by German voices which carried far in the woods. It was obvious they were
surrounded, although the soldiers were not necessarily looking for them.
Around midnight, it began to rain, making conditions, including the fact
that they had missed the drop, more miserable. Only Bazata, writes Millar,
was making jokes. But even he was depressed. Everything they had done so
far had been predicated on getting to the drop site. And they had failed. By
dawn, they decided they would have to make a move or be spotted. Taking
different routes, and being as silent as they could, they crawled through the
German-infested woods and, miraculously, made it out of the area



safely.They were spectacularly buoyed when they heard the good news of
the successful drop.

On 6 September, Millar and Bazata led a band of Maquis armed with the
new weapons in an ambush of several convoys along the Besancon-Belfort
route, killing seventy Germans and losing only one of their own—a rousing
success.* Around the same time, they sent three young, newly trained
Maquis into Besancon with a Welrod “and assassinated the Gestapo agent
there who was second in command.2? They next assassinated the Gestapo
chief at Vesoul, a large town north and west of Besancon with road and rail
links to Belfort that seved as a chief route for the retreating Germans. After
attempts to destroy a bridge spanning the Doubs River failed, they tried to
have it taken out by Allied bombers. Though they were told it would be
done, the air strike never occurred, reinforcing Bazata’s opinion that what
they needed, they would have to do themselves. All the while, despite his
nagging injury, Bazata was a driven commando, setting up ambushes,
reconnoitering, committing to memory military intelligence like artillery
emplacements in his area, and demanding that despite odds against them,
their small band of local and foreign resistors attempt any sabotage
possible. Sometimes he and Millar disagreed. But “Bazata was a delightful
companion,” the British agent wrote in Maquis. “While the adventure
merely made me feel dead inside... it stimulated him.... I began to take a
real interest in what he said, to seek out his personality.” He was a man of
“tugging contrasts; an unhappy man and a gay one. A mixture of rapacity
and generosity, of laziness and industry, at the same time sensitive and
crude.” But always determined. “I was afraid his determination would lead
us into German torture cells. Walking with the tempestuous Bazata towards
German lines was like riding a horse with a mouth of iron towards a
precipice that the horse knew nothing about.”*

Reconnoitering a village near Besancon, he and Bazata had been trapped
in a German round up of all eligible men for what they guessed was some
kind of forced work project. Six hundred soldiers and Gestapo surrounded
the town and they knew their fake identifications would not hold up,
especially since local French collaborated with the Germans and Bazata’s
limited French, spoken with a strong New Jersey accent, would not
withstand such scrutiny. They ducked into a friendly house and Bazata,
pondering their predicament, looked out a window and saw some older



village residents gathering mushrooms that had sprouted from recent rains.
He suddenly saw how to escape. He and Millar got blankets to use as
shawls and peasant baskets and the two of them went out into the field to
join the other oldsters, bending and picking. Soldiers all around gave them
scant a look. But how to escape? They were in an open field with the woods
beyond across a kind of no man’s land with the soldiers largely in between.
Bazata decided to cause a commotion. Bent over, crawling and picking,
Bazata moved slowly toward “the largest Corporal” until the disinterested
German was blocking his way. Suddenly, he stated loud and clearly “Boy,
you are standing on my cloak and mushrooms!” pushed him and passed
between his wide-spread legs while Millar “took total flight and the silly
Krauts opened fire hitting naught.” As all the soldiers concentrated on
Millar, some running after him, Bazata “just stepped into the woods.”*

They both escaped.

But almost as soon as they were safe, Bazata was proposing they go back
in harm’s way. They were getting increasing reports by this time that, as
they had suspected, U.S. forces (likely Patton’s Third Army and Alexander
Patch’s Seventh Army) coming from the south and the west were getting
nearer. Bazata had precisely mapped locations of German defenses in their
area that he wanted to get to the oncoming allies. Millar objected. The
Germans, as they had just seen, were now streaming in larger numbers
through their area. The dangers of detection and reprisals had mounted.
They would have to go through as much as thirty miles of hostile, enemy-
occupied territory, much of it on foot, to get to the Allies. “I doubted if his
leg was strong enough,” Millar later wrote in his book, The Magquis.
“However, he was an expert at getting his own way, and I was half afraid
that he might realize that I was not certain in my mind whether reason or
cowardice made me resist the project.”®

Bazata prevailed. But after two nights of ducking constant patrols,
enduring freezing rain atop a mountain while watching Germans congregate
unknowingly beneath them, and seeing burning villages in the distance,
Bazata, furious at times at his comrade’s “carefulness” and making jokes at
other times to keep them going, relented. He agreed it would be suicide to
try to continue on. However, when London advised that it had over 1,000
paratroopers poised to drop in their area who could help the advancing U.S.
troops if requested by ground forces, even Millar’s attitude changed. That



was news that could prove crucial in closing the Belfort Gap, a vital
strategic goal.

They were in the north near Vesoul west of Belfort when they heard from
an informant that American troops were definitely in Rigney, a town
southeast of them toward Besancon. But the Germans were blowing up
bridges across the Ognon River which they would have to cross to get to
Rigney. Only one bridge, it seemed, was left—the one at Cenans, the next
town south of them—and enemy engineers were already beginning to place
explosives on it. The informant had just come from there and seen them.
“We can rush them, can’t we?” Millar writes Bazata interjected.® They had
recently acquired a big Terrot motorcycle, which only Millar had
experience in driving. “If you can hold on behind me,” he answered, “I dare
say the bike will go fast enough to take us through.”

They were on the “monster” as soon as they could get it up from a ditch
it was in and running. They both had pistols, but Millar warned Bazata not
to let go of him to shoot. He would need both hands to hold on since the
roads were bad at Cenan. They took off in a bluster, Millar purposely going
as fast as he could, about seventy miles per hour, over hills and potholes in
order to get Bazata used to the speed. At some of the holes, “Bazata nearly
bounced over my head. The tears were pouring from my eyes,” he wrote.~

The bridge was at the bottom of a steep hill, perhaps a hundred yards
straight down to its entrance. Barreling over the crest, Millar gave the
motorcycle full throttle and shot downward, steadfast in what he was about
to do, seemingly oblivious to the consequences. “The bridge seemed to leap
toward us, in a blur of speed.” He was cognizant of “several figures” and
two trucks on the side of the road, but in the intense concentration of the
moment heard nothing but the roar of the motorcycle. They hit a bump and
“the big machine seemed to buck clear of the ground and I was afraid she
would twist in the air but somehow we kept going straight and Bazata was
still there.”® As they zoomed across the bridge, Bazata, who apparently was
more cognizant of the dangers around, wrote that the startled Germans
“fired at us with machine guns and blew the bridge.” But they were already
on the other side and roared onward. Millar, he said, had “black and blue”
imprints of his (Bazata’s) hands on his lower chest “for a couple of days.”



Once across the river and heading for Rigney they were stopped by an
American sentry who sent them, eventually—after much interrogation and
handoffs to higher officers—to the headquarters of General Lucian Truscott,
commander of VI Corps whose 3rd Infantry Division, Seventh U.S. Army,
was moving up from Southern France into the Besancon-Belfort area after
landing at St. Tropez. Truscott, according to Bazata in his report, was
grateful for the intelligence, especially the news of the paratroopers, and
after treating the two to dinner, asked them to relay his thoughts to London
via their behind-the-lines, direct radio connection with instructions as soon
as possible—a course of action Millar thought they could maybe delay at
least a little bit in order to enjoy the safety and relative comfort they had
reached. But, he later recalled, “I knew perfectly well that Bazata was crazy.
Nothing would stop him from going back to Loulans (their base near
Vesoul) that night, and I was not going to waste time arguing.”

Mounting the Terrot, they roared back through the German lines and
aside from being “captured” by surprised Americans along the way, made it
back to their base deep in occupied territory without major incident. As it
turned out, London decided against dropping the paratroopers but for the
next few days had Bazata and Millar overseeing the arrival of many smaller
groups, some Jed, some U.S. Army drops. In the meantime, Truscott’s
forces continued northward until they were battling for Loulans. Caught in
the middle of an artillery duel between German and American forces,
Bazata, while on a sniping mission, was hit in the left hand by flying
shrapnel and radioed somewhat facetiously that the Germans were
“formidable... have lovely purple heart ready.”® More serious, according to
Bazata, was a bullet wound he suffered in the “gut.””® The exact
circumstances are unclear. But he said he had been dropped by his chauffer
in the woods after sending a secret radio message from their car. A German
had gotten a direct hit on him. He said it was superficial, but the trauma to
his thigh probably compounded the issue. He “crawled into the woods and
stayed there for two days” before his men came to get him. They took the
bullet out. Like the injury to his thigh, he did not report it to London.

Back on his feet, he made continual trips across enemy lines to American
headquarters and then back into enemy territory. He was asked “to capture a
German general and his one hundred guards.”® He organized the mission.
But when he arrived to lead the local Maquis in the general’s area, he found



they had been attacked by the Germans and fled. “So we lost our general.”
On September 11, he radioed London, “All is hectic. Doing liaison work for
Americans in all directions. Delaying Boche... and cleaning up in rear’—
meaning killing stragglers. As the American forces advanced, he gathered
intelligence to aid them. And so it went. By September 21, U.S. troops had
chased the Germans out of France and closed the Belfort Gap. London
radioed, “You have all done a grand job and it is now time to come home.”
They would send a plane to retrieve him. Bazata radioed back there was
still work to be done. Not until September 29, did he radio, “Everything
settled now. Shall leave for Paris tomorrow. Should like to recommend
Emile [Millar] for an American decoration.”

It had been a very successful mission. In the time he had been there,
according to his Distinguished Service Cross recommendation, “the number
of Resistance personnel in his area had increased from a few to 6,000
Maquis with 1,000 additional Russian (Ukrainian) troops....” The actual
awarded citation® said,

Captain Bazata, after having been parachuted into [a part of France]
heavily infested with Gestapo and enemy troops... and despite
injuries... organized and armed Resistance Forces numbering 7,000;
planned and executed... sabotage against rail and highway installations
which interfered seriously with the movements of enemy troops and
supplies; had highway markers changed in order to divert German
convoys... leading them into well-prepared ambushes and causing
them to lose many men and motor vehicles. With the arrival of
American forces... Captain Bazata, at great personal risk, made his
way through enemy lines and supplied valuable intelligence... all... in
civilian clothing.

He was lauded in a recommendation for promotion for his “courage and
initiative” in organizing ambushes which had caused the Germans to greatly
overestimate Maquis strength and have to commit forces against them that
could have been better used elsewhere. =

But perhaps the most important compliment had come from a man
Bazata would one day say he was at odds with over Patton—mnone other

than his boss, the OSS chief himself, “Wild Bill” Donovan. When, in 1977,
Colonel William H. Pietsch, Jr., also a Jedburgh, was asked by Bazata, who



was then fighting the Veterans Administration to get full disability, to verify
his injuries, Pietsch wrote to the VA: “I was present when Mr. Gerald E.
Miller and Colonel Joseph Haskell (the two top-ranking Special Operations
officers in OSS London Headquarters) discussed the qualifications of
certain officers with Major General William Donovan, the director of the
OSS.” After listening to a description of Captain Bazata’s wounds, General
Donovan said simply, “There’s no doubt about it. He’s a hero.”* Donovan
certainly knew who Bazata was and, perhaps more importantly, of what he
was capable.



CHAPTER FOUR

A MEETING WITH DONOVAN

Douglas Bazata’s house was a modest one-story bungalow in a pleasant
Chevy Chase, Maryland, neighborhood in the northern outskirts of
Washington, D.C. The streets to it curved through forested hills hiding
gentle ravines where, 1 imagined while driving there, shallow brooks
trickled. A lot of former military and government workers retire near the
capitol. In preparation for meeting Bazata I had done a little research.

Back in October 1979, Bazata had given an interview to the Spotlight, a
radical populist Washington, D.C. weekly, which had used the interview to
produce two front-page articles saying Patton had been assassinated. The
first, run in the October 15 issue, had concentrated on the motives to kill the
general, of which, I knew, were many. He distrusted the Russians and
wanted to go to war with them. He had damning secrets to tell about World
War II; how badly it was run and how it could have ended earlier. Who
knew what else? He did not agree with punishing all Germans, especially
those who were not hardcore Nazis. The second article, which ran on
October 22, bannered, “I Was Paid to Kill Patton: Exclusive interview with
OSS ‘Hit Man.”” In both articles, Bazata added a new element to the story.
He claimed he had been asked by none other than OSS director-founder
“Wild Bill” Donovan himself to assassinate the general. But he had not
done it and had no intention of doing it since he knew Patton and liked him.
The December 9, 1945 accident had been staged by an acquaintance whom
he did not or would not name. Since the general had not died in the accident
—as was intended—he said he was told a “refined form of cyanide that can
cause embolisms, heart failure and things like that” had been used to kill
him later in the hospital. It had been made in Czechoslovakia, and, in small
amounts, could be “timed to kill” over a ‘period such as 18 to 48 hours’”—
an obvious allusion to the fact that Patton had suffered an unexpected



relapse. Even though he had not done the job, Bazata told the Spotlight,
Donovan mistakenly thought he had, and paid him $10,000, which Bazata
had kept.

This was interesting new information to me. Bazata, it showed, had
previously gone public. As if Patton being murdered was not controversial
enough, he charged that Donovan had been part of the plot which elevated
the claim considerably. “Wild Bill” Donovan was an icon, especially to
most in the OSS. He was the creator and guiding light of the country’s first
large spy and intelligence network. It was the forerunner of no less a
monumental agency than the CIA. Donovan had been commissioned by
President Franklin Delano Roosevelt himself. He was a former U.S.
Attorney for the Western District of New York where he had made a name
for himself as a tough and honest prosecutor. He had been awarded the
nation’s highest military tribute, the Medal of Honor, for courageous action
in the trenches of World War I. A noted biography about him was titled, The
Last Hero—an accolade then president Dwight D. Eisenhower gave him
upon hearing of Donovan’s death in 1959. Charging Donovan had been
involved in Patton’s death was like accusing the Pope—at least to most
other OSSers.

But Bazata, disdainful of his former boss, had passed a lie-detector test
on all he had told the Spotlight, according to its staff. They had had an
unnamed “professional analyst” subject Bazata’s interview to “the rigors of
a content analysis survey using a Psychological Stress Evaluator (PSE),”
the preamble to their articles stated. “The PSE is an advanced polygraph
machine (‘lie detector’) in use by hundreds of police departments and
intelligence agencies. His report: Bazata gives no evidence of lying.” The
Spotlight, it disclosed, had contacted Bazata after reading his charges in a
Washington Star article a month earlier. Reporter Joy Billington had
attended a “Veterans of the OSS” dinner at Washington’s Hilton Hotel and
“eaten,” she emphasized “under a giant sepia photograph™ of their deceased
leader Donovan. At a table that included, among others, former CIA
director William Colby, Bazata, she said, had responded to one of her
questions by making his “controversial claim.” She had quoted him,
“Apparently quite a number of top-level people were jealous of Patton. |
know the guy who killed him. But I was the one who got paid for it.... If
you [Billington] get me killed, get someone to say a prayer over my grave.””



Bazata, I was to find out, was, among other things, a religious man.

I parked my car and was greeted by Nick Longworth, Bazata (now
eighty-five), and his younger, French-born wife, Marie-Pierre. The story
was that they had met when she was to attend a lavish weekend engagement
party in Southern France—but it just so happened to be /er engagement
party. Approximately twenty-eight at the time, she was a recent graduate,
fluent in five languages, and betrothed to a prominent young French
ophthalmologist. She was attending a medical conference with him in one
of France’s beautiful southern cities when, in the lobby of their hotel, “I saw
this striking looking man. I could not stop looking at him.” He saw her and
she was embarrassed. “He knows what I’m thinking,” she thought. But he
came over. Did I believe in love at first sight, she asked me by way of
explanation.

He was, at that time (the late 1960s), a free-lance mercenary, a continuing
clandestine, working piecemeal for the CIA,* the French, probably the
Germans and the British, and others who would hire him for tough missions
their own could not, or would not do. These missions included sabotage,
plucking hostage-held friendlies (military and non-military) from the
confines of those who would do them harm, assassinations, and other
extreme and dangerous intelligence jobs—and all the while hiding such
activity under the cover of being the chief of staff for the vineyards of the
famous Mumm Champagne estate located in Europe at Johannisberg,
Germany, conveniently near the French and German border—an ideal
location in Cold War Europe.

After WW II, following mysterious* Jedburgh missions to Denmark and
Belgium, he had been assigned to the American Zone of Occupation in
Southern Germany—~Patton’s territory—first spying on the French and then
supervising captured German generals writing a history of their war efforts.
He traveled frequently in the Bad Nauheim—Frankfurt—Munich axis
putting him in close proximity to the fateful events involving Patton in
December 1945. Within two years of Patton’s death he had received from
Paris’s Institute Agronomique a degree in Oenology, the science of wine
and wine making, and had joined the House of Baron de Mumm, a player in
Europe’s economic and social scene. The baron was of German heritage
and he and his wife were prominent in European society. In time, Bazata
had launched a career as an artist and become a jet-set favorite, selling



canvases throughout Europe and in America. It is easy to imagine what
must have been a gregarious, swashbuckling Bazata, described by a CIA-
connected agent then as “a native version of Zorba the Greek,” the life-
loving, exorbitant peasant, beguiling prospective patrons as much with his
eccentric persona as with his paintings, which were modernist. The Duchess
of Windsor and Princess Grace of Monaco® each gave him one-man shows.
Museums in Europe and America displayed his canvases.! He hobnobbed
with legendary artist Salvador Dali whom, he wrote, painted a portrait of
him as Don Quixote which he later lost.! And although he considered
himself a serious painter, as he would later write, the work with the brush,
as with the wine, was still mainly a cover.*

This, then, was his situation in 1969 when he was asked by good friend
and former Jedburgh, Phil Chadbourne, Jr., a U.S. Foreign Service officer in
Monaco, to accompany him to what turned out to be the same weekend of
parties and events Marie-Pierre was attending. They talked, at that first
chance attraction, about the hotel’s paintings, history, and other things two
people attracted to each other discuss, and saw each other several more
times that day, growing more charmed at each meeting. The next day was
scheduled as a party for her and her fiancé. But that night she went back to
the room she was sharing with the doctor, returned his ring, and left with
Bazata the next morning. “Baz was an extraordinary personality,” Bazata’s
friend Chadbourne would later tell me.* “We were all in London one
weekend drinking. We went outside and a baroness came by in her
expensive car. Baz just opened the door and got in. We couldn’t believe it.
She couldn’t believe it. He drove off and spent the weekend with her. She
became his lover, fell madly in love with him and he grew tired of her’—
this from a man, the suave Chadbourne, known as quite a lady-killer
himself in his day. “After he met Marie-Pierre,” said Chadbourne, returning
to the matter at hand, “he informed me the next morning we were going to
the hotel to get her bags and she was coming with us. I scoffed. I didn’t
believe it. But she came out smiling.”

And now they were here in front of me, having been married for twenty-
six years. He was an aged man, no question, bent somewhat, certainly the
result, to some extent, of all his war wounds coming to roost. But he also
had recently suffered a “terrible stroke,” as he put it, and I was concerned
about how that might affect our talks. But he was tall and strong-handed



and showed no demonstrable effects of the illness for which he was being
treated—at least not then. In fact, shortly after we had been introduced and
in response to a question I posed, he fell to the lawn in a collapsing roll to
show me how Jedburgh parachutists were taught to land.

Marie-Pierre was not what I had pictured. Her high voice and French
accent on the phone had conjured in my mind a petite, almost pixie-like
woman. But she was tall and dark-haired with a European freshness—as
attractive as expected from what I had heard about Bazata. She and he were
silently close. We all went to lunch. Bazata and I seemed to hit it off. In the
middle, he suddenly announced to everyone, “I like him.” I reciprocated.
He was engaging, gracious, and a jokester—mnot at all the dark and brooding
type I had envisioned for an assassin. With his white hair and trim
mustache, strong looks and command of languages and history, he could
have passed for a retired British colonel, or fading European film star—
except for the Jersey accent. But there was also a hint of menace
occasionally, a fleeting ferocity that flashed in his eyes when he touched on
certain points. Then he would go silent, as if deciding he had said enough.

For the next several days I interviewed Bazata who was both forthcoming
and reticent, sometimes claiming memory loss, other times lucid. I had
purposely started out lightly by inquiring into his background, a good way
to ease into the more controversial aspects. But it was not long before we
were on topic. His grandparents had come to America from
Czechoslovakia. His father, he said, before becoming a Presbyterian
minister, ironically had caught the eye of George Patton when the two had
been athletes in Southern California in the early 1900s. Charles Bazata, a
multi-sport star at Occidental College, a major school in those days in the
Los Angeles area, had actually halted an important football game in which
he was a halfback and team captain over a miscall by a referee and had led
his team off the field, threatening to end the game, until the error had been
corrected, which, according to Bazata, it was. Patton, born in nearby San
Gabriel and probably in his teens then, apparently had witnessed the highly
unusual protest and never forgotten it. Bazata said Patton “had tremendous
respect for my father.” As a result, years later, when Bazata had been a
weapons instructor at Ft. Benning, he said he had met the tank general who,
after getting acquainted, had asked him to become an intelligence officer for
him. Patton, independently wealthy, frequently had his own personal spies.



But he had turned Patton down because he wanted to be a lone operative
and his joining OSS, where he thought he would have the best chance, was
already in the works. “For me, the strength of courage was to do it alone,”
he would later write.2 He had “no intention” of being bossed by the “clown
officers” he knew he would be under if working for Patton. But they parted
agreeing on the codeword “Occidental,” meaningful only to them, would be
used if Bazata ever had information he thought Patton should know.

As we talked, it became clear that more had happened to him in France
than Millar had recorded in his book, or had been put in official reports—
and rightfully so. Maquis was Millar’s story, not Bazata’s. And, as any
researcher learns, especially one researching spies, official reports are
sometimes doctored. One such instance, said Bazata, was the omission of
his abduction by French partisans as he was spying in Besancon.

“We’ve been watching you,” Bazata said they told him. They took him to
a hotel room. “What are you doing?” they demanded. He repeatedly told
them he was on their side but his accent was bad and they did not believe
him. He was tortured. They kept saying, “Prove it!” They removed his
thumbnails with a “thin, sharp” screwdriver and then smashed the thumbs
with a hammer. “I didn’t shit my pants or yell.... I wasn’t going to let them
see me cry.... | believe you can attune yourself with God”—something he
had learned from his father—*I didn’t let it hurt me.” After the initial
damage, the pain was not that bad, he shrugged. “I thanked [God] for it.”
He figured he would have been killed but a Maquis friend, using an
explosive, blew a hole in the wall, and he had escaped in the commotion.
As proof, he volunteered his thumbs as we talked. I had not noticed them
before. They were large and disfigured and minus nails.”

When he and Millar had made their daring motorcycle dash through
German lines to get to American troops, Bazata said he had a secret mission
about which Millar was unaware—which possibly explains the urgency
Millar writes Bazata exhibited to make the dangerous dash.2 The mission,
he said, was to stop Patton’s advance into Germany. It had been arranged,
he said, by Donovan in a series of meetings he had with the OSS chief prior
to his jump into France.2 The brass were not happy with Patton, Bazata said
he was told, and wanted to rein him in. How they were going to stop him is
unknown. Bazata was vague about it. He told the Spotlight, they stopped
Patton “militarily.” But that is all he would say. In one of his diaries he



wrote Patton’s truckers were “encouraged to Black Market”; i.e., steal and
sell his “gasoline... clothing and food” and “deliberately [send] wrong
trucks... with drivers well known as Black-marketers, etc.”® In fact,
according to the record, Patton had been stopped as he was approaching the
Belfort Gap, while Bazata had been in the area on the Cedric mission.
However, most histories record that the halt occurred because Eisenhower
had allocated scarce gas to General Montgomery, Patton’s British rival,
whose plan Eisenhower preferred, rather than to the Third Army. The lack
of gas had incensed Patton, who was well ahead of Montgomery in a thrust
toward the German border. But official plans were for Montgomery’s
“Market Garden” approach via the Netherlands to pave the way to the
crossover. In 1979, Bazata had told The Spotlight he did not know who had
told Donovan to stop Patton but “since Donovan was directly responsible to
the president... I assumed... [Franklin Delano Roosevelt] knew and had
authorized the action.” & If he had not accepted the mission, Bazata said, he
believed he would have been killed—*hit by a taxi in London,” as he put it..
They thought Patton disobedient, disruptive, and uncontrollable and were
going to stop him with or without “my help,” he said. “We used a certain
trick and it worked.” He was stopped just north of Besancon and southwest
of Belfort. But doing it was “disastrous... for me” because “we were in
effect stopping Patton from going on and winning the war.”* Patton, when
he was halted, had the Germans on the run. Conversely, Montgomery’s
Eisenhower-backed Market Garden to cross the Lower Rhine at Arnhem
had failed, thus giving the Germans time to regroup and recharge and, later,
launch the Battle of the Bulge, the German offensive in which more
Americans died than in probably any other U.S. fight with the Nazis. Bazata
told me he had not realized the depth of antagonism toward Patton amongst
some of the military elite until General Alexander Patch, commander of
Seventh Army, to whom he had been directed after reaching U.S. lines with
Millar, had “shocked” him by saying he did not want to help Patton,” and
General Truscott had shocked even more by stating, “Somebody has to stop
him [meaning Patton].” He went away thinking, “Good God, was he
[Truscott] in on it too?”%

Interestingly, I was later to find some proof of what Bazata was claiming.
Back in 1963, Austen Lake, a noted journalist and author of the time who
had been a correspondent with the Third Army during Patton’s dash across
Europe, wrote in his regular newspaper column:



I wonder if Bob Allen, a former G-2 leaf colonel who lost his arm in
the pell-mell drive, will tell the... long hidden facts about the five
distinct “Stop Patton” plots in World War II. For somewhere in the
secret archives of the Pentagon there is a mess of controversial, never
told data about the major occasions when the Supreme Headquarters
Allied Expeditionary Force (SHAEF), immobilized Patton.... It was no
secret in American G-2 circles or the military press that certain Kudo-
minded politicians such as Winston Churchill and generals, U.S. and
British, did not want George S. Patton to add more laurels to his list of
North Africa and Sicily. Indeed, there is a real unborn book still to be
written on that subject... and I challenge either Dwight Eisenhower or
Omar Bradley, who knew the truth, to add a postscript to their
memoirs, revealing the fulsome details of... why, when and how the
Third U.S. Army was halted.»

When Bazata had been hit by shrapnel in the hand in France, he had been
on a sniping mission.2 He was, after all, a world-class marksman lethal in a
variety of ways.: In addition to Cedric, he said he had made “unofficial”
jumps into France for which there would be no records. They were “special
assignments,” he indicated without elaborating, and by war’s end, he said,
he was a designated OSS assassin. There may have been more [OSS
assassins|—he did not know.* And his job, he said, was not restricted to
“eliminating” just the enemy. It included those supposedly on the Allied
side believed to be spies. “If somebody knew something, or thought they
did, and that would [hurt] us, we had to shut them up before he got to [the
other] government. That was my job.” He also, he said, eliminated those in
the OSS who talked too much—*“noisy guys within our own outfit.” Killing
then did not come easy to him, he said. What justified it was “you were
doing it for your country.” Often there were obstacles to overcome.
Sometimes “you couldn’t kill a guy in a railroad station with a pistol
because the noise would bring the cops so you got them in a dark alley.” He
used a roll of coins or similar in his fist to deliver a blow to the back of the
neck. “It breaks the main bone there, knocks them out instantly. He doesn’t
make any noise.... If he’s moving... give him a second.... I remember I hit a
guy so hard that his feet came up and hit me in the balls. I was ashamed of
myself.”



One day in April of 1945, just before the war in Europe ended, he said he
met with Donovan who asked what he wanted to do in the future. He said
he told the director he wanted to continue in the clandestine service.
Although this meeting was touched on only lightly in our interviews,
Bazata’s writings,”? which I later would read, gave more detail: Donovan
was pleased with his answer, saying “excellent,” and continued that
“they”—mnever defined—had a few “interesting” tasks for him “that should
appeal to the adventurously patriotic qualities in you.” The tasks would
“concern [American] interests of certain complexity” and be “centered in
Europe—mostly [Germany]—also [France] and a bit on the fringes.” There
would be “many diverse obstacles” but “an adroit chap like yourself can
readily improvise as the target appears or moves or alters or magnifies.”
The targets would come from various fields—*“[military]—political—
industrial—criminal and from both Allied/Axis sources. If you agree, we’d
like you to aid us... while continuing on as you are.” Bazata asked if the job
would be unofficial. “Yes,” he wrote Donovan replied. “ ‘That seems the
most secure and safe manner.”” There would be no records. Why was he
selected? Because of his loyalty and the fact that they knew he would
“never denounce nor betray colleagues.” What about expenses? “You’ll
have a chap to tap. This same chap will describe ‘surprise’ targets as they
erupt.” Other than that, he would be free to run his own show; arrange his
own contacts, drops, safe areas, schedules. We “don’t know what you do,”
he said Donovan said to begin the meeting. “No one seems to... but [we] do
know you to be exceptionally capable—fearless—a totally devoted
[American].”

“Baz very interested,” he wrote in his typical terse, third person, often
difficult-to-follow style. “In effect,” he continues in the diary, “he [Bazata]
was asked... to provide his own support [and] to do their dirty work. To be
on [the] extreme end of [the] limb—with no support—no authority—no
official backing/aid [and] would be thrown to wolves at any failure.” If
industry was to provide targets, then “Baz” he wrote, “was the peasant there
solely to enrich those bastards.” But the offer was exactly what he sought, a
post-war job in the clandestine with both the danger and autonomy he
coveted. He could not resist—so he agreed. “How stupid can we all be? Me
to accept—they to ask [and] believe I accepted.... Did they believe me? Was
I a patsy? Go carefully kid. But GO!” (italics mine).2




Sometime after their earlier 1945 meeting—which he indicated to the
Spotlight occurred in the fall of 1945 but was not time specific with me—he
said he was again contacted by Donovan and, this time, offered $10,000—
equivalent roughly to $100,000 today*—to kill Patton. “He said to me, ‘We
have a very important job for you Douglas. I got my orders from way up.
Many people want this done.”” Donovan, he said, made a case that Patton
“was evil. He had been doing things against America’s interest and the
situation could no longer be tolerated. American security was at stake.
Bazata did not like Donovan, he said and wrote. He thought him a “phony”
and derisively referred to him as “Mildew” or “Millie” because of what he
felt was Donovan’s humorless, dour personality and lack of real courage.
But the director “was the number one guy.... I didn’t doubt his orders.”

Bizarrely, said Bazata, because they were friends, he had already, in the
months before, secretly contacted Patton and told him, without revealing
who or what, that enemies from his own side were out to “hurt” him. “He
was a pretty gutsy guy and said well fuck ’em. They’ve got to run pretty
fast to catch me. Things like that.... But what could he do? He wasn’t going
to stop or go away.... He had his destiny to fulfill.... Nobody could make
him do that. He knew it all.” So, he said, he listened to Donovan. He knew
Patton “wasn’t playing the game,” and was “disregarding orders.” Donovan
said Patton was undermining all that had been achieved and was a threat to
U.S. objectives. “It’s difficult for me to talk about it.... All I can say is very
slowly and unpleasantly I was convinced that they were right.” Patton was a
killer, Bazata said, as incongruous as that sounded considering his own
exploits he had been sharing with me. “He should be eliminated.”

He accepted.

It was now, obviously, the time to query him on the accident. But as we
got into it, | realized that he was not taking the same stance he had with the
Spotlight. That stance had been that he had only known the person who had
caused the accident; that he had not participated in it and had worked to
undermine the plot. But as we continued it became apparent that he was
saying HE had caused the accident; that he had been there when it had
happened and had, in effect, helped plan it. Although he was at first either
confused or coy—I could not tell—saying things like, “I’'m having a hard
time remembering” and “I’m not sure but I think I was there.” In fact,
maybe the stroke he had had was legitimately interfering with his memory.



Maybe I was too, since I was suggesting with my questions that he might
have been there, a logical conclusion when one studied his Spotlight
confession. Regardless, Bazata very quickly began telling me how the
opportunity had arisen and how it was basically the “fulfillment of a plan.”

In the Spotlight he had been precise in stating he did not want to execute
the order and had only played along because he feared he would be killed if
he did not. But now he was almost sinister in his recounting, chuckling
quietly with a grin, “I operated. 1 operated.” At least he said that in the
beginning. Then he became remorseful. Mostly, he was matter-of-fact.

Over a period of days, as he related it to me piecemeal, the following
scenario emerged:

Prior to the accident he met a man who became a co-conspirator with
him. He claimed he never knew the man’s name and identified him to me
only as the “Pole,” because, he said, he spoke with an Eastern European
accent which sounded Polish. But he was not sure. He never asked, he said,
as is the custom in his line of work. He said the Pole “shocked” him by
indicating he, too, had been ordered to kill Patton. “Obviously somebody
had talked,” was his first guess. He could not understand it, he said, because
he and Donovan had agreed no one else should ever know. But as they
talked he began to think the man may have been sent as insurance by those
who had ordered Donovan, or by others unknown to Donovan because,
after Patton’s death, Donovan had congratulated him for it. Donovan had
assumed that he, Bazata, had been responsible. When 1 asked how the Pole
had told him of his mutual assignment, he answered, “I don’t remember the
words exactly, but it was [just that] he was going to kill somebody. I don’t
think he said Patton. I think that came up later.... Whatever that guy said, |
listened and I said... he’s one of the boys,” meaning, I presumed, a
professional assassin. He had also been paid, he told Bazata. The two of
them decided to do the job together. The Pole, he said, basically planned it.
Since Bazata was the best shot, “I would do the triggering and he would
stand along side of me... if I missed... he’d back me up.” Having an
accomplice was best, he said he decided, because things can and will go
wrong.

They had special-made weapons—two of them—fashioned in a foreign
country and gotten from “private sources” whose identity he never knew.



They were like rifles and could shoot any projectile—rock, metal, “even a
coffee cup.” At different times in the interviews he told me they had come
from Switzerland, Czechoslovakia, and a “little country” he could not
remember. The important thing was it was driven by “air” and a “spring”
and thus silent, which was needed, and the damage it did to the victim
would not appear to have come from a bullet. Additionally, what was shot,
if found, would look like innocent debris—a rock from the road or metal
from the car. “It was magnificent.” Its limitation was that it was only
accurate for short distances, “like across this room.” He indicated the living
room we occupied. He said he tested his with a rock “and unless you had a
good rock, it would veer off.... For instance, if one part of the rock was
large it would twirl.” He was “almost positive” that the projectile they had
used for the accident was a “square” piece of metal, but said his memory
could be faulty and it might have been a rock.

He indicated that early the Sunday morning of the accident, he had gone
to Bad Nauheim and had secretly trailed the Cadillac as it left. He had
ways, he said, of knowing what was happening in Patton’s headquarters.
“When [General] Gay was in with Patton [deciding on the trip], I was in
contact. They were going to go hunting.” He said he had “people” (spies) in
the Patton camp. He did not elaborate.

When, early in the trip, Patton had stopped to tour the Roman ruins at
Saalburg, he said he had crept up to the vacated limousine and, on the side
where Patton was sitting, inserted something small that jammed the window
or windows—it was not clear>—so it (or they) would not close. The
jamming created an opening about “four or so inches” through which he
could shoot. Apparently after rigging the Patton car window (or windows),
he had stopped trailing the limousine and gone ahead to the ambush area to
await Patton’s arrival. He said figuring out the route was not hard and
implied they either had inside information or it was the logical route to the
hunting grounds.

To set up the accident, they had positioned two trucks. The primary truck
was a U.S. Army truck that would be moving up the two-lane road toward
the approaching Patton car and then suddenly turn in front of it. The
resultant crash and sudden halting of the limousine would give Bazata,
hiding inside or beside* the shell of an abandoned vehicle amidst war debris
on the roadside, an optimum shot. “But you had to be good to make that



shot.” The second truck was a local vehicle, not American, broken down
and purposely positioned at a spot somewhat off the road and up from the
turning lane on the right—which, from my earlier investigations I
remembered as a path or entrance into somethingZ—right in front of where
they hoped the Patton car would be forced. It was there, he said, to block
the limousine in case it veered to the right, around the turning truck. It
would keep the limo within the shooting area: the killing zone.

They had gotten the stationary truck themselves, positioned it, and done
something to it so it would be legitimately broken down where they placed
it. But the army truck—the one that would do the turning—was to be
waiting further down from them on the other side of the road and driven by
an American who had some of his friends in the cab—"“truck drivers or
guys who drove the trucks just in the shop.” He did not know them except
to say he was sure “they are all dead now” and had been given money and
liquor to participate. “I don’t think they knew who was going to be hit but
they knew there was going to be a problem.” He and the Pole had signals
set up to alert the driver waiting in the truck cab with his companions to the
approach of the target vehicle. Those in the truck waited longer than they
thought they had been told because of Patton’s stop at the Roman ruin so he
and the Pole had to give the truck occupants some “phony” explanations to
ease their impatience.

As they waited, “I was watching from the vehicle....” “About how long a
shot is that going to be?” I asked. “Let’s say it is about maximum ten
yards”; minimum, fifteen feet. He said he got “up and down many times”
while waiting but was not worried about passersby seeing him. They were
pretending to be attending their broken down truck. He drew a little
diagram for me of the setup on the road showing the two trucks and where
he was hiding. “And this guy [in the waiting truck]” does not move up here
[to the site of the accident] until [he gets the] signal... that the [Patton ] car
is finally seen.”

As to the actual accident, he did not give me a dramatic account. He just
indicated everything went as planned except they did not kill Patton.

Basically they botched it—as happens more than not, he said, in such
operations. There is always tomorrow.

I asked him, “You shot through the open window?”



“Yeah.... Side window. The windows were opened on the side, not on the
back.”

“Did you see where the thing hit?”
“I would have to say yes. Vaguely. He got hit in the face.”

In 1979, the Spotlight had asked him, “And this weapon caused the total
paralysis that Patton suffered?” He had answered, “That’s correct... the
force with which that projectile hit was the equivalent of a whiplash
suffered at a speed of 80 or 100 miles an hour.”

In the commotion that ensued, he said he was able to pose as a bystander
and remove what he had placed in the window (or windows). “At a time
like that you can do almost anything and it isn’t really noticed,” he had told
the Spotlight.

He said he had gone to the hospital shortly after the accident with a
poison “concoction” he and the Pole had made up but he could not get to
Patton and had not been involved in Patton’s subsequent death—therefore
he could always say truthfully he had not killed him.

Rolling down the window and shooting Patton through it was the hardest
part of Bazata’s story to believe. He offered no proof, other than the fact
that he was a world-class shooter. “What does it matter?” he said wearily,
when [ asked him whether there was anyone who could verify everything
he had told me. “They’re all dead now.”

He shared with the Spotlight that the assassin had told him he killed
Patton with cyanide—*"a certain refined form . . . that can cause or appear to
cause embolisms, heart failure and things like that.” It had been made in
Czechoslovakia and “was very effective in small amounts.” In an obvious
correlation to Patton’s sudden hospital downturn, he added, “It can even be
timed to kill in a given period such as eighteen to forty-eight hours.”



CHAPTER FIVE

VANISHED ARCHIVES, SECRET WRITINGS

The next day, Bazata was not feeling well but agreed to let me look
through his private papers. Already, there were a few of them spread
around, the result of earlier discussions. Marie-Pierre went down to the
basement and brought up the boxes from which they had come—about six
of them. In one vein, I think I was lucky to have come to him when I did—
following his stroke when he was not as guarded or reluctant as he
undoubtedly would have been in earlier, headier days. Now he seemed
almost unconcerned, telling me to go through the papers and take what |
wanted.

Among the boxes were many handwritten diary-journals he had penned
about himself and his clandestine activities. He had been trying to analyze
himself and write a book about his life. There were also many letters he had
written to friends and others, and files about himself from the FBI and CIA.
He had acquired them through the Privacy Act, sister to the Freedom of
Information Act (FOIA). The Privacy Act allows an individual—but only
that person, or kin, and not anyone else—access to what the government
has about him in its files. In the case of a person like Bazata, there was a
lot. I hoped I might find something in the FBI and CIA files about his
Patton and Donovan claims, but Bazata told me there was no chance—there
would not be any records about that unless Donovan had made some and
they had agreed not to. At one point, he told me there was someone who
could verify his involvement in the Patton accident. But the next day, he
said I had misunderstood him.

I wondered.



In 1976, Bazata had met with Washington Post weekend magazine writer
Gordon Chaplin, who was seeking spy secrets for an article. But Bazata, he
wrote, after initial cooperation, turned silent when pressured by Chaplin.
Chaplin had written, “Bazata’s monologue in the [Georgetown restaurant
where they met] gathered steam and soon he was using a kind of ribald
referential shorthand that he proudly calls ‘tripletalk’. . . his way of dealing
with the doubters, the stuffed shirts, the friends who turn out in the end to
be enemies.” Was Bazata giving me the same “tripletalk” he had given
Chaplin in saying I had misunderstood him?

It was hard to tell. I had not pressured him but maybe he was getting
leery of talking more. He had lived a life of secrecy and the habit of
maintaining silence must have been a struggle to overcome. Regardless, |
gathered as many of his papers as I could and that was promising. Soon I
would be back home where I would have the time to go carefully through
them. But first a trip to the National Archives would help verify his story. I
wanted to dig up whatever I could about what Bazata had told me in order
to see how much of it was the truth.

I was in for a shock concerning the Patton accident.

Almost everything Bazata told me about himself—other than the
Patton/Donovan stories—was backed by documentation at the archives. I
was lucky. By 1996, millions of records about the OSS, which had been
kept secret by the CIA all the years since World War II, were finally
released to the Archives and accessible. The acquired records contained
much new information. I was able to find good records on Bazata’s
“Cedric” mission. They all jibed with what he had told me—with the
exception of one thing he had not disclosed. When he had returned from
Cedric, he had been the subject of an investigation to determine what had
happened to 90,000 French Francs which he insisted had been lost in his
chaotic initial jump. The suspicion that he had stolen the money had
angered Bazata, and eventually the French had come to his rescue, attesting
that they had found it at the jump site and neglected to inform him. The
money had been used as it was intended, they testified—to help the
resistance.’

His CIA file confirmed much he had told me about his early civilian life
and his service in the marines and the army. Similarly, his FBI file showed



he had served on merchant ships as a teenager, and confirmed some, but not
all, of his train-hopping wanderings as a young man out West—where he
said he had been a saloon bouncer, prize fighter, cowboy, and lumber jack.
He was also perhaps the most decorated Jedburgh of all. He had a
Distinguished Service Cross Bronze Star, three or four Purple Hearts, the
Belgian Croix de Guerre, and campaign medals.® I was not able to confirm
his claim that David Bruce, head of the OSS in London during the war and
a U.S. ambassador after it, wanted to award him the Medal of Honor for his
Cedric actions. Nevertheless, it became obvious—based on the records—
that Bazata was a bona fide war hero and had been telling the truth about
everything in his background. I still had questions about what he had told
me, especially concerning several discrepancies in his Patton story during
our interviews. But his memory problems could be a reasonable
explanation. Ultimately, considering all the mysteries emerging in the
Patton case, I concluded he deserved the benefit of the doubt—at least until
other information proved him a liar.

What shocked me was the dearth of information at the Archives about the
Patton accident. The National Archives is the repository for every shred of
information available on the nation’s meaningful history—people, events,
and places. Along with acknowledged treasures like the first printing of the
Declaration of Independence, even seemingly meaningless documents are
kept according to the view that they may someday be found significant in
their own right or supplemental to other key documents and therefore
helpful to researchers. Yet nowhere in all the millions of papers stored in its
huge, cavernous main complex in College Park, Maryland—or anywhere
else available to researchers, as it turned out—was there an official report
from the actual scene of the December 9, 1945 Patton accident. At least,
that is what I would be told by countless officials I queried then and for
many years—not only at the National Archives, but at the Patton Museum
in Ft. Knox, Kentucky, and numerous libraries, military and civilian, around
the nation and even in Europe where the accident occurred. Such a report
would certainly be the starting point for any investigation of what led to
General Patton’s death. Yet it was—and is—nowhere to be found—at least
according to archivists and my own digging.

And I knew such a report had existed.



In Seventh Army files, in whose U.S. occupation district in Germany the
accident had occurred, I found a document dated 10 Dec ’45—a day after
the accident—written by a Seventh Army Public Relations Officer, Captain
William R. Conklin, and addressed to “G-2,” or army intelligence
(apparently interested in the event), which mentioned the on-scene report. It
read in part, “. . . This office obtained the official report of the accident
from the 818 MP [Military Police] Battalion at Mannheim, and furnished
the details of the accident to correspondents . . . > ™ (who, it added, were
dissatisfied with not getting the report themselves). Another document by
Captain Conklin, undated, said, “The official accident report compiled by
members of the Eight Hundred Eighteenth [818] Military Police Company
on the scene was made public today.” It identified “First Lieutenant Peter
Babalas™ as the person who signed the report.: Babalas and his partner, John
Metz, had been the two MPs mentioned as first on the scene by Ladislas
Farago* so their inclusion rang true.

In several trips to the National Archives up to 2006, I must have looked
through thousands of documents as possible sources for this report. But it
was never there. Even archivist Will Mahoney, who kept his own personal
file on Patton, told me he did not think any such record existed. Eventually,
I was to get similar negative responses, verbally and written, from the
National Personnel Records Center in St. Louis, which has one of the
largest files on General Patton; from Bruce Siemon of the Historian’s Group
at the U.S. Army European Command in Heidelberg, Germany, the very
city where Patton had died; from the U.S. Army Center of Military History,
Ft. McNair, Washington, D.C., and many lesser archives. Typical of the
responses was that from Daun van Ee, Historical Specialist in the
Manuscript Division of the Library of Congress, a behemoth which may
have more documents than even the National Archives: “Dear Mr. Wilcox, 1
was unable to locate a formal accident report in any of the files that we
discussed over the telephone . . . .” Underlining his opinion, he referred to
the fact that Carlo D’Este’s book Patton: A Genius For War states that “no
accident report could be found>—I was not the first researcher to notice its
absence.

Long before D’Este, Ladislas Farago had lamented the disappearance.
The missing report had been noted as early as 1953 when a reporter for the
Gary, Indiana, Post Tribune newspaper, Allen T. Naive, had written the



army for details about Patton’s death.” Replying to Naive’s request, Major
General William E. Bergin, “Adjutant General,” sent Naive a “Memo For
Record.” The memo, apparently a compilation of what General Bergin had
found, stated, “Rept [sic] of investigation is not on file and details of
accident are not shown in 201 file . . . .Casualty Br [Branch] has no papers
on file regarding accident.... There is no info re the accident in Gen. Gay’s
201 file . . . Mr. Litsey, Safety Br., G-1. . . said they have an unofficial rept
[sic] of the accident in their files. There is a signed statement by Horace L.
Woodring taken in 1952 that he was the driver in which Gen. Patton was
riding . ...”

Obviously, the Woodring statement—which, deepening the mystery,
Woodring told Farago he had never made*—was not the on-scene accident
report. It had been made (fake or not) seven years after the crash. In any
case, a single missing report—if that, in fact, was the number made at the
scene—does not constitute a bona fide mystery. The report, as I was often
told by archivists, could have been lost or unintentionally destroyed over
time, a speculation I would certainly agree with—except for one thing. The
on-scene report was not the only report involving the Patton accident that
was missing. At least three others concerning the accident that I found
mentioned in my searches were also missing.

For example, no copy of the probe that Patton’s friend and subordinate in
charge of the Seventh Army, Lieutenant General Geoffrey Keyes,
conducted independently of the army, can be found. According to Ladislas
Farago, who researched the accident while many of the witnesses were still
living, Keyes heard rumors of foul play at the time and had his own
suspicions. He had actually dined with Patton the night before the accident,
stayed the night at Patton’s Bad Nauheim residence, and left, like Patton,
early Sunday morning, although for an appointment at his Mannheim
headquarters, not the hunting grounds. Woodring and Thompson, driver of
the truck, were questioned in the Keyes probe and Woodring was absolved.
But Thompson, Farago writes, “was quite a bit equivocal. He actually
sounded, as Lieutenant Babalas put it, too good to be true.” Thompson told
the probe he was delivering the truck to a depot and did not spot Patton’s
car—or see the stars on its license plate—until he had already turned and it
was too late. “Thompson’s testimony could have been challenged in every



one of his separate statements,” wrote Farago. “But it was not. And the case
was left at that.”

Why Thompson was not grilled more, Farago does not explain. Certainly,
if it was available, at least one copy would be somewhere amidst Patton’s
files at the National Archives, the Library of Congress, or the National
Records Center in St. Louis. It might possibly be hidden in some dark
archival corner, but I doubt it. The archivists, who are pretty good, would
know about it, and none of them throughout the years I was looking ever
mentioned it. Farago, who does not give a lot of sources in The Last Days of
Patton, does not say how he heard about it, although my guess is from
Babalas, whom he interviewed. But both Babalas and General Keyes are
dead, so neither can be questioned or used to retrieve the probe. Thus,
another key Patton accident document has disappeared.

Similarly, an investigation of the accident by the “Provost Marshal”—
otherwise unidentified—is also missing. This is clear from a two-page
“Headquarters Seventh Army” letter addressed to the “Provost” which I
found in the National Archives.? Dated “18 December 1945 and signed by
Seventh Army chief of staff, Brigadier General John M. Willems, the letter
begins: “SUBJECT: Accident investigation.... The following information is
furnished as a basis for your investigation of the automobile accident in
which General George S. Patton was seriously injured . . . .” Clearly the
Provost Marshal, who apparently was in charge of military police, was,
nearly ten days after the accident, looking into it. Yet his investigation
appears unknown to custodians of our historical records since it was never
once mentioned to me in all my queries. Interestingly, the letter concerning
the Provost’s investigation, which was accompanied by a “routing slip” to
“G-2” (army intelligence), offered additional confirmation of the missing
on-scene accident report, and new information about the accident itself and
its aftermath.

For instance, on the evening following the crash—December 9—the
letter said, a Stars and Stripes reporter “named Sontag” had telephoned the
818" Military Police Company (Babalas’s unit) looking for details of the
accident. He had spoken to a “Sgt. Jack Parrish . . . . As the conversation
progressed, it became apparent that the sergeant was reading from some sort
of record. When the reporter asked if he were reading the accident report,
the sergeant said he was, and that he had the report right in front of him.”



Parrish, it said, had given certain details, like the names of the drivers, the
road on which the accident had occurred—*“N 38”—and that the truck had
been making a left turn into the “Class II and IV Quartermaster Depot at
Mannheim.” However, it continued, “Sgt. Parrish did not tell the reporter
that the cause of the accident was that the General’s car was speeding in a
25-mile [per hour] zone. He did not give the exact position of the vehicles
at the moment of impact; did not disclose that a German civilian employe
[sic] was riding in the truck . ...”

Why these facts were withheld, the letter does not state. But the
information about the German civilian employee was the first description of
any of the possible passengers in Thompson’s truck that I had discovered. A
German civilian? Who was he? Why was he there? Obviously, those
answers might be in the missing on-scene accident report, presumably being
read by Sergeant Parrish, which was one of the reasons I was pursuing it. Or
it might be in some of the other missing reports. Apparently the “Provost”
letter had as one of its aims explaining why Sergeant Parrish had given out
any information at all because its last paragraph discussed who was
authorized to disclose information about the accident and ended, “Sgt.
Parrish may be held at fault for failing to inform his company commander
before he released the information.”

Some sort of lid, cover-up—call it what you will—had been imposed on
releasing information about the accident. Why? Was it just normal public-
military bureaucratic secrecy, or did it stem from something more sinister?

Often in my search, I had been told, especially by archivists, that the
dearth in records about the accident probably stemmed from the fact that it
seemed little more than a “fender-bender”; that by this time—Ilate 1945—
the war was over and every serviceman wanted to come home and cared
little about keeping records, or were keeping them badly. And finally, that
Patton’s accident, despite who he was, just was not of that much concern to
authorities because it was peacetime and his usefulness was over.

The following, it seems to me, in addition to deepening the mystery
about missing Patton accident reports, also belies those notions.

News of Patton’s accident shot around the world quickly. Even before the
next day’s banner headlines about it appeared, reporters were scurrying for
facts. An Associated Press correspondent, according to a War Department



message | found,” called the Patton residence only hours after the accident
seeking reaction and information. Surprised at the news, probably
distraught, the family called the War Department.

On the same day—mno less an authority than the sitting Supreme
Commander, General Eisenhower, demanded that he be provided
information on the accident ASAP. Accordingly, (December 9) the
following order was sent to U.S. headquarters in Frankfurt, Germany:
“General Handy has instructed that we [in his office, since they apparently
had jurisdiction over Europe] notify General Eisenhower and General
Surles of any new information coming in on General Patton.” The matter
was so important, wrote the author,? that he was to be awoken from bed by
the night duty officer, should anything come in while he was away. And if
he could not be reached, a “Colonel Westover” was to be contacted.

Certainly, the on-scene accident report would have been primary
information to be sent to Eisenhower. But something went wrong. For some
unknown reason, the order to Frankfurt never went out. In a “12 Dec 45”
memo “for the record,”® Colonel Westover wrote that it had been
discovered that the message had been marked by the “War Department
Class Message Center with a notation ‘not transmitted.” An attempt,” he
wrote, was in progress, “to determine who cancelled the message. No
cancellation was ever given by European Section. . . . ” He continued to
note that the message center was directed to prepare a memo “explaining
reasons for [the message] not having been dispatched.”

I could find nothing more on the investigation. Like looking for the on-
scene report, as well as the other investigations, the trail went cold. Had the
message been sabotaged? By whom? For what purpose? Was a lid put on
the resultant investigation? I could only wonder. But I no longer thought the
absence of the on-scene investigation was just a fluke. One, even two
missing reports on the accident could be explained away by chance or
accidental destruction. But four related reports or investigations which were
given priority and mentioned in related documents?

I began to think that the odds that the records had been deliberately
destroyed were mounting and that what I was finding were bits and pieces,
hard to manage, that had somehow survived.



CHAPTER SIX

CLANDESTINE

“My full intention is to tell the truth,” wrote Bazata in a secret diary in
1979. “All espionage is 100% dirt—‘played’ mostly by dirty players—
weaklings—liars—sneaks—cowards—thieves & especially betrayers. A
specific that oft [sic] falls within the [espionage] area is murder-
assassination.”

Thus began one of Bazata’s forty diary-journals' he composed in secret
after his return to the U.S. for good in late 1971.

Would these yield any more information on the accident or Patton’s
death?

I hoped so.
First, they had to be mastered.

The compositions, mostly in letter size spiral notebooks, were Bazata’s
attempt to make sense out of a brutal, shadowy life that ended in deep
dissatisfaction and to try to tell his story. They are not easy to decipher.
Most are long, some as many as 350 pages. They were handwritten,
difficult to read for that reason alone, and structured in a kind of code that
included jumping pages to continue thoughts, inserting disjointed threads
abruptly, and carrying thoughts from back pages to front rather than the
normal front to back. They contained code words, pseudonyms,
abbreviations, and different colored inks and letter sizes for different parts.
Such obfuscation seemed a holdover from his life of secrets. But along with
his personal letters and some other writings, the diaries, as the numbers |
read mounted, filled in gaps, gave new details about his Patton claims, and
further illuminated his clandestine life—all of which could be factored into
the truth or falsity of his claims.



“Killing is . . . the most unpalatable area of this [the story he apparently
was trying to write]. Killing was the life-time expertise of Baz—over 50
[years] of it in a multitude of forms and places and times, for a wide variety
of reasons & for...certain... countries—organizations—causes . . . .”
Bazata’s ledger continued.

The killing included not only what he had done in World War II, but
before and after—as a freelance spy, secret agent for governments, a Cold
War mercenary and soldier-of-fortune masquerading as an artist, and as the
apparent leader of a secret group of clandestines like himself which he
called variously the “Co-Op,” for its bond of brotherhood, and “La Table,”
for the place where they periodically met in Marseilles, France. The group,
comprised of far-flung members, did special jobs for governments and other
employers, including body guarding and assassination, and carried on its
own unlawful activities for profit and under what appeared (to them at
least) to be a guiding philosophy that made war on whom and what they
decided was bad for the world.

He often, in the writings, termed the killing “weeding.” Those weeded
included soldiers, spies, weapon and drug dealers, criminals, dictators, and
political opponents of those who hired him or his group. They never, he
wrote, conducted personal vendettas. That was against their creed. Their
activities included kidnapping, robbery, and extortion, but in the latter case,
only from people they determined were “evil.” They would not extort those
they deemed “innocents.” But they would menace a bully, war profiteer, or
vicious criminal. In Monaco, for example, they “tapped” an arms merchant
who “sold to all sides” at “exorbitant prices.” Bazata knew the man because
he had painted a “Cezanne” and sold the fake as authentic to the unwitting
gunrunner for $20,000, which was then given collectively—and it has to be
said, generously—to the Co-Op.

The abduction had been “very simple.” Disguised as local thugs, they had
“picked him up at a bouillabaisse restaurant in an old port of Cannes.” They
drove him to a secluded place, “explaining first our intense loathing of [his]
business . . . and him in particular.” They removed his underwear, keeping it
to mail to him later as a threat if need be, and “‘sliced his balls—the skin of
the scrotum—seven times. He screamed... appeared to swoon, this tough
hard, ruthless, vain, and self-adoring businessman, so I punched his nose to
unswoon him.... He whimpered and wept and pleaded—wife, good man,



charity, etc . . . . One more punch shut this shit up. It was explained he had
been robbed by four dirty thieves—Italian or Corsican or Catalan . . . . He
didn’t know which . . . . We thus removed his watch, money, papers and a
very vulgar diamond ring [inscribed to his wife] who had five prior
husbands.” He was to tell “the police that this was a normal, everyday take .
.. or he and his wife would be executed within 3 days [and his] mansion
burnt . . . He was to have $30,000—a pittance, but all we needed at the
moment—the next day at his home in Monaco. A small delivery truck
would appear to deliver a package of [lobsters]. . . a fish-kid—an innocent
would receive his sealed and unmarked envelope.” If he continued to
“work and thrive as before . . . he would hear from us again in a year or so .
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Weeding was Bazata’s forte. He writes of killing “seven... Russian ‘bully
boys,” a very ticklish job.” He was “alone on an open road” when he did it
and “very uncomfortable. Took Y2 bottle of Calvados® to even Baz’s keel.”
He killed them with “two 45 cal. Colts. Got a peasant to pull the bodies into
small wood and threatened him not to tell or [he would] join the bodies with
his entire family.” They got special weapons made in East Germany—a
pistol that collected its own spent cartridges and one that sounded like a
vehicle backfire. “You’d have a car nearby with a kerosene smoke device
built in to draw attention.” For the wartime and post-war French leader
Charles DeGaulle, he rescued kidnapped French officers about to be
executed by Algerian rebels and weeded leaders of the Charlemagne
Division, a 3000-strong unit of French soldiers, many of whom had
volunteered—treasonously so, in DeGaulle’s eyes—to fight with the Waffen
SS at the end of the war. “Baz was order-requested to do this,” he wrote.
“He said yes if his name not involved. DeGaulle agreed.”

Anonymity and secrecy were paramount, both for Bazata and the Co-Op.
His job as chief of staff at the Mumm Estate in Johannisberg, Germany, and
reputation as a modernist European artist in the post-war continental culture
were good covers and handy. One of his acquaintances told me he had a
furnace there in which he could dispose of bodies. No one questioned his
flamboyance, his travel, and unorthodox lifestyle. Those who knew were
sworn to secrecy and well aware of the penalty for disclosure or even
drawing attention. It was death.



So why was he now talking? The reasons, he wrote, were many. His
parents, the only people he really feared knowing about his past, were now
dead. The Co-Op was no more, several of its members having been
assassinated in some kind of betrayal or ambush which resulted in him
personally hunting down and killing those responsible—at least those are
the indications in his writings. And the time was right. Many secrets he
thought sacrosanct were—by the early 1970s when it appears he began
talking—being disclosed in books he was seeing. America, he decided,
needed to know what he knew—how it was betrayed by its leaders in World
War II; how they had turned on their best, like Patton, and the war had been
prolonged because of it. So many had died needlessly, he writes repeatedly.
That war had been a dirty, vile business. It had enraged him.

But mostly, it appeared to me, he was talking because he felt personally
betrayed. Over and over he writes that he had been promised rewards when
he returned home, a good job and retirement in particular—most notably by
Donovan when he agreed to be an OSS assassin and continue as such after
the war. He had envisioned a job with the CIA. But instead he had been
shunned. The new generation of intelligence bureaucrats did not know who
he was or what he had done, and those who had some inkling had been
standoffish and disowning. His records had been purged, undoubtedly to
hide the involvement in dirty business of higher ups. All they now
contained were slurs and innuendos that he said were lies. There were major
omissions. He had to fight for years gathering signed statements from
colleagues to eventually get his disability which, given the many wounds he
suffered, finally ended at 100 percent—a fact verifiable by, for one, the
Veterans Administration.

He was bitter and in need of money.

But the life he had led—still shrouded in mystery even in the diaries—
troubled him deeply. “Lord, why have I done this,” he wrote, omitting
details. “Why am I so bad?” Why, he asked, was he given such skills and,
yet, indecision about whether he was right or wrong in using them. “Man is
vain, pompous, vulgar, mean . . . . And yet I am one of these men . . . .
None know my terrible inner struggles, the restless nites [sic]—not even my
wife.... I am plagued by doubts between so-called right and so-called
wrong. And legality—man’s convenient invention for himself—repels me .
... I have no confidant save my God . . . .” He was getting old and thinking



of death. He coveted his father’s Bible. Marie-Pierre said he prayed almost
every night, lying prone in his bed, his lips moving silently. She knew not to
disturb him. If, by mistake, she entered, he would open his eyes and his
stare would say leave, which she would do.

He was not a “hit man,” he insisted. Hit men enjoy their work, think it
manly. He was a machine. He abhorred killings when the victim knew his
fate:

I’ve never seen [one] that wasn’t slowed by pleas, stumbling,
screaming, wild offers, betrayals, denunciations, farts, vomiting,
fainting, pissing, threatening—usually a curse of [returned] vengeance
. ... If it’s fast, it’s the best. Get it over and disposed of. Successful

weeding is devoid of emotion—no vengeance . . . brutality . . . or
Hollywood flare . . . . ‘Now mister, prepare to meet your maker.” It’s
silent, solemn . . . you, your God, and the target.... I even knew [a hit

man] who had an orgasm at each hit—his sole orgasm.... Balls! You do
it [only] when it’s best.... I just shot a commie leader.... No
ceremony.... No chest-pounding . . . Just . . . .“Pop,” the most
convenient place in the body. . . .“Pop”. . . . Just good business and
silence . . . on to the next weed.

Friends remark that while he was compassionate and devoid of ego, he also
lacked a conscience. “Charming but deadly,” is the way a former Jedburgh
characterized him. He had a sixth sense. “Largely I fell back on ESP [extra
sensory perception] and the strange will from a [mysterious] unconscious . .
.. I believe in storing the very act of thinking. You gather, you decide,” you
program, “stopping activity in suspension to be reactivated unconsciously....
Ditto sight . . . .You feel-see a room or forest or person or situation as you
do art or a painting . . . as some animals must by radiation . . . you feel
police, spies, queers, nuts as you feel an immobile distant deer in a shaded
forest.” He used “self-hypnosis” to endure pain, preferred spur-of-the-
moment to planning and welcomed obstacles as tests of his ability.
“Everything is possible by daring, timing, skill and know how at the proper
instant . . . . I can kill anyone in the world without capture or discovery.”

Justifying the weeding, he wrote: “Civilization i1s advanced mostly
through corruption by the eternal evils within man”—jealousy, pride,
ambition, the lust for power and possessions. These were the causes of war,



which was the worst of man’s evils. World War II had been a folly of
nations and leaders killing for power and possession. He recognized this
first when he was asked by Donovan to “stop” Patton and then when the
British refused to take the surrender of large numbers of Germans he
captured during the Cedric mission. They wanted the war prolonged, he
charged. He especially disliked phonies, power grabbers, and those who
preyed on the innocent and he felt their transgressions justified retribution.
“Thus Baz grants himself the authority to lie to liars . . . cheat cheats . . .
deceive manipulators . . . brut [sic] the bullies . . . . Slay the dragons . . . .
Killing 1s ending an animal . . . a mad dog [that] must be eliminated.”

This philosophy had become almost like a religion, guiding and giving
him purpose. It had grown, he wrote, from his relationship with a
mysterious friend and mentor who had saved his life as he came ashore as a
young marine to kill Batista, the revolutionary, in early 1930s Cuba.

He described his contemporary as suave, polite, and “always smiling,”
and he assumed he worked for Cuban intelligence. They never asked each
other personal questions. Their ages were roughly the same and their
relationship had flowered. “We were astonished to learn we slew none for
vengeance or anger, none for satisfaction or orgasm. We both quietly aimed
at eliminating evil.” He admired this man more than anyone he had ever
met, save his father. And vowing he would never disclose his identity—
because of the harm that might cause—he used pseudonyms for him,
sometimes ‘“Peter,” sometimes “Paul.” This friend later became a founding
member of the Co-Op.

In one of the diaries, Bazata elaborated on the terrible injury he received
jumping into France for Cedric in August 1944: The safehouse Millar took
them to that first night belonged to two granddaughters of an [unnamed]
French general and hero of the 1870 Franco-Prussian War. After ordering
the young and exhausted Floyd to take the lone bed in the room prepared
for the two and “making a super human effort not to show my wound,” he
had joined in their parlor the two “delightful crones” who were “fully
dressed and coiffed as befit proud granddaughters of a well-known French
general.” They showed him

photos of hero Grand-pa-pa and his medals. I spoke of [my] love of
[France’s history] and mother’s ancient lineage of which, at the time, 1



knew next to nothing . . . . I was almost mindless with pain...but these
“beautiful” octogenarians shamed me into . . . perfect behaviour [sic].
However, in a lax moment.... [ felt the ooze [through] my trousers and
saw with horror a large pool of syrupy blooded glob between my legs
on their magnificent Louis XIV chair. They had given me the “throne”
of honor, their absolute very best... [and] I had ruined this pearl . . . .

Without recording their reaction, he excused himself and went back to his
room. It “contained a long table with 2 wash basins, 2 pitchers of water and
4 towels. In total torture”—as an oblivious Floyd “snored . . . strongly and
regularly,” he removed his trousers and undershorts, “all massed with
gelatinous blood and . . . flesh” and was “horrified” by what he saw. The
wound “went absolutely to the inner hip bone, about an inch or so from my
crotch and . . . higher up than my genitals. It was very jagged and wide. But
the bleeding had stopped. I pulled away pieces of flesh with my fingers,”
tied “ends of what I thought were two small veins.” Not wanting to “ruin
the [granddaughters’] lovely towels,” he swabbed the hideous gash “with
two of my handkerchiefs soaked in water... filled the cut with . . .
sulfamilimide from the brown paper bag in my jacket pocket,” and bound
the wound with four additional handkerchiefs he had. “I was to leave this
tragic wound exactly like that for approximately 6 weeks without ever once
even looking at it.”

Cleaning up and disposing of the “mess” behind “a dense hedge . . .
against the house,” he put on fresh shorts and trousers and become “alarmed
at the grotesque swelling” of the wound which “exaggerated [its]
appearance at least 4 fold.” Laboriously—for every movement was a knife
stab in the gut—he eased himself to the hard floor. Once there and supine,
he prayed, thanking God for “safe arrival” of his team. “It did not occur to
me that [ was not safe. It never did”—not before then or after. “From time
to time, I would touch my stomach-abdomen startled to feel it swollen so
fantastically high—a foot or so? Was this possible? Was I delirious? Then I
thought of [my] duty.” It was to “take care of Floyd first, then to command
our team—we 3, self included.* The 1* act . . .” (which would come in the
morning) was to radio back to London, “to announce all well . . . . It never
occurred to me to . . . say I was hurt. This was an agent’s war and I had
accepted it . . . . I must sound out Emile [Millar] very slowly, cautiously,
carefully. I had special orders from both the British and the French. Emile .



.. was felt to be strongly communistic. I must ascertain this and ascertain
his influence-actions. The Americans knew nothing of this and must learn
nothing. Thus I must code with infinite care, every word having been
scrupulously pre-arranged.”™

He must have dozed, he writes, for he was abruptly awakened by the
sound of artillery fire. “I was stunned. Whose?...It couldn’t be the
Americans who were . . . far to the South.... But could it be Patton?. . . Are
you beating me?” he asked as if addressing the general. “No, no. Even this
semi-mad racehorse couldn’t be that magic[al]. George was very far off.
Well then, [could it be] the Germans? But why artillery at 04:30 hours, on a
target of cob-webs”—apparently the little village he was in. “But it was
drawing closer... I must alert Dick [snoring Floyd] and the 2 aristocrats. We
must go down to the cellar. I tried to arise. Absolutely impossible. I was that
stark stiff. Nothing bent save my arms and even [those] 2 power-houses
ached. At length I rolled me over on my “front.” It seemed a life-time of
effort.” Thinking his “insides [were] falling out,” he “managed to get to my
knees.” Then, “pushed to super effort by this monster artillery” that
continued to approach, “I staggered to my bare feet . . . panting . . . reeling.”
Because his legs “would not hold together inward,” he was compelled to
swing them in jerks like Frankenstein to the snoring Floyd “least I do a
splitz and never recover. But when he reached the bed, Floyd was still
snoring. “Why the hell wasn’t he awake!” He called Floyd’s name. The
snores continued. “I shook him a few times, weakly, of course. He moved
slightly but continued snoring.” He was on the brink of shouting when “I
heard it—an abrupt, violent downpour of rain.” A thunder storm? Lightning
lit the predawn darkness. “What the hell?” Suddenly he realized his
mistake. In the graying morning, he stood “in total shame. Me, Bazata—
Lebeau~——the great marine, hot shot, the most experienced Jed . . . .I’d been
conned by some lousy thunder. . . .”

Bazata had returned to London from Cedric with an uncharacteristic
unease. As he trained for more Jedburgh missions, his pelvic injury, he later
told the Veterans Administration, continued to bother him, including



leaving him impotent. There is evidence in his writings that he feared for
his life and refused OSS treatment in a hospital bed because he felt he
would be vulnerable to attack there. He successfully cured the impotence
himself, he testified before the VA, by injecting himself with testosterone.
The treatment had been suggested by a colonel friend at a London party
who helped him get the hormone.? The suspicion of whether he had stolen
money designated for the Maquis—quietly dropped when he was cleared by
the French themselves—might also have factored in his unease. He felt he
had done his job well and strongly resented what he perceived as an
ungrateful, unloyal accusation. But a friend and fellow OSS member
indicates, without knowing as much, that the “Patton problem”—then
nearing its height—might have been the root of his post-Cedric trepidation.

“I first met Douglas deWitt Bazata in London . . . during the Spring of
1945, wrote Joseph W. La Gattuta, a retired army lieutenant colonel when
he penned the statement for Bazata’s VA inquiry in 1978. La Gattuta, an
OSS first lieutenant in 1945, had come to late-war Britain to, among other
things, put some unnamed foreign nationals through parachute school.
Bazata, whom he met in a bar there, had volunteered some ‘“invaluable
operational assistance.” Despite this helpfulness and a friendship the two
had forged carousing in London, “I was nevertheless impressed by the fact
that he was laboring under considerable mental stress. I subsequently
learned that Bazata had been seriously wounded during his parachute
mission into then German-occupied France, and that additionally he was
enduring some severe psychological reaction to some of the tasks he had
[been asked] to carry out.” Leaving London after several weeks, La Gattuta
returned following VE-Day, May 8, 1945: “I saw Bazata again and was at
once struck by his very nervous manner and apprehension over our
imminent return to the United States.” Aware of Bazata’s clergyman father,
he wrote that Bazata “feared” his family “would be horror stricken at his
actions during the war.” After the bombing of Hiroshima, August 6, Bazata
had told him, “man’s cruelty to man was almost beyond comprehension.”®

Whatever the cause of his unease, this was towards the end of the period
—from just prior to Cedric to the early post-war aftermath—that Bazata
claims he was having meetings (8 in all) with Donovan that included the
request to kill Patton. A “restricted” OSS order I obtained at the National
Archives stipulates that Bazata, La Gattuta and a list of other OSS officers



report “to the Director, OSS, Washington, D.C.” upon their arrival in the
capital, which was sometime in late June.! That, so far, is the only official
record I have found of Donovan and Bazata meeting face to face. However,
any meetings on such a sensitive and volatile subject as what to do with a
troublesome Patton certainly would have been clandestine and not recorded
in routine orders, even if, like this one, the order was classified. Early on,
writes Bazata—in the summer of 1944 when he was preparing for Cedric
and the meetings on stopping Patton had just begun—Donovan had wanted
their meetings to be at his private apartment but “I said no Sir. I wished [to]
be clear [of] listeners, traps . . . .We met at small, quiet hotels . . . twice at
20:00 hours [8:00 p.m.].” The “conversations” were “unwitnessed [with] no
notes” and sealed with only “our word.” The “reason,” he writes, was
“survival”—his own.

At first, he writes, just after joining OSS in late 1943, he purposely
flouted his qualifications as an assassin thinking he would get an
assignment to kill important Nazis like Field Marshall Rommel, Nazi
propaganda minister Goebbels, or even Hitler himself, an idea he said he
seriously proposed not only to OSS but surreptitiously to several other
allied countries, but without any takers.! “They must have thought I was
insane or possibly a harmless crank.... It would have been quite easy.... One
man, one bullet . . . .” He, at that early stage, was looking for the most
dangerous assignment he could attract; the highest adventure. He and his
friend, fellow OSS Jedburgh, Rene Dussaq, a former Hollywood stuntman
who would gain fame in wartime France as “Captain Bazooka” because of
his skill and daring with the anti-tank weapon, would play tricks of
exaggeration on what he writes were OSS “informers,” persons apparently
used by the hierarchy to keep watch on their own. “They [the informers]
were so obvious it was laughable”—waiters where they drank, taxicab
drivers who transported them. “Dussaq would say, ‘Tell ’em about the time
you killed those mobsters at sea.” I would say, ‘Oh, they weren’t mobsters. ’
It would build from there and they’d [the informants] go [back to their
handlers and say], ‘Boy, that guy’s a killer.”*

But the trick backfired. “I had no idea it would be an [important]
American [he would eventually be asked to kill] and least of all a great
general.” Upon being identified as the type they were looking for, he wrote
there was much “sparring” in the preliminary talks with Donovan, who



probed him about his background, especially about the killings he had
already done. “He [Donovan] was non-committal, very shifty, always ‘OSS
has no place for this type of brutality.”” But then he would ask for details.
Bazata writes he told him about his exploits in Cuba, the bums on the train,
others he “dispatched. I’d say, ‘Of course, Sir. I ask only to aid our war
effort in any small way’” and emphasized “my operating alone . . . never
once caught, never once talked, even for survival. And I don’t care about
glory.” Once accepted, however, he wrote, it was like a weight had been
lifted from Donovan’s shoulders. “He was afraid . . . relieved to throw it all

on me . . . and maybe ashamed.... As soon as I said no problem... they
[Donovan?] were instantly happy... had a magical belief in me . . . his
[Donovan’s] attitude and confidence in me [opened] up . . . he got bolder,
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using stronger language . . . .

For instance, in describing one of the undated meetings, he wrote,
“[Donovan’s] sycophant aids [sic] left the room. We were absolutely
alone....He said, “Douglas, we have a most disagreeable, perplexing
problem—a disobedient general. There is no time for dismissal, especially
as he performs miracles. I have been ordered through proper channels to
delay, detour and stop this general. He is George Patton. I want you to
undertake this assignment.” What specifically did he have in mind, asked
Bazata? “Play it as it develops, dependant largely on Patton, the terrain, and
the Germans. It must look like an accident of war.”®

Throughout the discussions of “stopping Patton,” Bazata writes he was
shocked and confused, although he believed he hid it from Donovan. He did
not know whether to accept or refuse. Sometimes he indicates he was just
playing a game with Donovan and had no intention of doing anything rash.
The idea of killing Patton—broached, he writes, in these meetings—
“repulsed” him. Other times he elaborates on how he was turned by
Donovan into acceptance of what eventually became the killing order. He
seems, in these post-Patton writings, to be endlessly battling with himself
about whether he had done right or wrong, whether he was justified or not,
a patriot or a monster, battling with the truth of just how much involvement
he had actually had in any Patton plot—but always indicating that a plot to
kill the general had existed. About that there is no confusion, no ambiguity.

In one such run, he writes, “What should I do?... Why did he [Donovan]
do this to me?. . . He could have resigned—as I could have . . . . Should I



try to counter? Warn Patton?”—something he claims elsewhere actually to
have done. But here, relating what may have been a short moment in a long
period of indecision, he writes, “Decided against any [counter] whatsoever.
D [Donovan] had warned me [he] would deny me—as liar—madman—
possibly admitting he had met me at “my insistence”. . . [but] never admit
we discussed. . . . ” He would have turned Bazata over to the army and
“cashiering.” And what else? Elimination? He had to be careful, he wrote. It
was “a dirty, very dirty business.”"

When Millar’s book Magquis was rushed into publication in early 1945—
an attempt by the British, according to Bazata, to get credit for the
important Special Operations work in France—Donovan, “was green with
fear,” wrote Bazata. He thought “I’d collaborated with Millar to pop the
Patton story.” Bazata assured Donovan that he had not. “I told him I’d read
the book & we had nothing to fear save betrayal by his [Donovan’s] friends
and sponsors . . . the Brits.” Thus challenged, “Donovan gulped.” He asked
if (Bazata) had any “specifics” regarding the charge he was working for the
Brits. Only when Bazata assured Donovan that he did not, he writes, did
Donovan “relax.”

Bazata is not the only knowledgeable person to believe that the
unpredictable and secretive Donovan may have been a British agent. It is
fairly well known that British agent-envoy, Sir William Stephenson, 4 Man
Called Intrepid,* was intricately involved in getting Donovan selected as
the head of the OSS. Donovan and Stephenson’s friendship went back to
World War I, according to Cave Brown in Last Hero, Donovan’s biography.
They both had served in the war, and Brown believes they had met at a
French hospital, although that is in dispute amongst Donovan-Stephenson
scholars.? Stephenson had been an infantryman and decorated fighter pilot
in WWI, and Donovan, an officer in New York’s famous “Fighting 69",” a
unit about which a movie starring James Cagney was later made. It had
been Donovan’s later fact-finding mission to England for President
Roosevelt in 1940 during the Battle of Britain that had helped FDR justify
sending controversial war supplies to the besieged island nation. This was
before Pearl Harbor brought America into the war and many Americans
were not willing to commit to the European conflict. Isolationists, wanting
to avoid any American involvement, felt Britain was on the verge of defeat
and U.S. aid would be wasted. Roosevelt, wanting to help England, was



facing reelection and needed a good reason and a lawful way to get
involved. Donovan had returned with the report that Britain was indeed
holding its own against the Germans and could prevail if supplied with
American ships, planes, and other war items. He also helped fashion a
lawful and politically acceptable way to do it: “Lend-Lease,” a reciprocal
arrangement where the supplies were exchanged for U.S. use of British
bases.

While in Britain, Donovan forged close ties—almost too close. Reputable
historians now believe Donovan was a British agent.® Stephenson had
introduced Donovan to Prime Minister Churchill and members of the
British military. And it was Stephenson—sent by Churchill to liaison with
the U.S. government to help speed America’s entry into the war—who
suggested to Roosevelt that America form an overall intelligence-gathering
agency and recommended that Donovan head it. Roosevelt agreed, and in
the summer of 1941, he established the new position of Coordinator of
Intelligence, which would soon morph into OSS, and made Donovan its
head. Following that appointment, Stephenson cabled back to British
intelligence chief, Stewart Menzies, “You can imagine how relieved I am
after three months of battle and jockeying for position in Washington that
our man [Donovan] is in a position of such importance to our efforts.”=
Stephenson was Donovan’s “case” officer, writes former CIA staff officer,
Thomas F. Troy, a historian who has looked into the matter.* He was given
the codename “Q,” adds Cave Brown.Z” Though there is no concrete
evidence that Donovan was working for the British, he was certainly a
sympathizer. And given the wartime animosity between Patton and
Montgomery (still downplayed by the British) and the fact that the two
nations, although close allies, had varying end goals in the war—America,
to win and vanquish, and Britain, in addition to victory, to retain what it
could of its far-flung empire—the possibility of British involvement with
Patton’s death is certainly plausible and is mentioned more than once in
Bazata’s writings. “I wondered,” he speculates in one of the diaries, “was
Mildew trying to prove himself to the Brits?”

Were they involved in any plot?

It’s a legitimate question, but one, given Britain’s stringent secrecy laws
involving WWII, that’s probably not answerable any time soon—if ever.



Throughout his writings, Bazata, although he has his own speculations on
the matter,” claims no firsthand, personal knowledge about who was behind
the wish to kill Patton, only that the request to do so came directly from
Donovan. But one of the most intriguing aspects of his writings to validate
his charges are the descriptions he gives of the meeting he had with
Donovan in which he says the director made the assassination request. In a
personal letter he wrote entitled “CO-OP!”, dated “2 Aug. *75” addressed to
a Dear Bill, whose identity is unknown, he wrote,? “Donovan called me to
his office in Grosvesnor [sic] Street, London for a very PRIVATE [sic] chat
....2 We went over to the Claridge Hotel* to a Corner [sic] for lunch ...2 D
seemed very reticent and embarrassed.... I put him easy at once with:
‘General, Sir, you have an additional mission for me! You can trust me
totally! I am the servant of the United States, of OSS and General D. ...’ ”
To which he writes Donovan replied,

“ Thank you, Douglas, I do indeed have a problem: that we all must
settle. It is the extreme disobedience of Gen. Geo. P. and his very very
serious disregard of orders for the common cause.... He grows more
violent daily and surely must be ill . . . . This is in no way a reflection
of my opinion: but that of the High Command and Higher (?)’
[Bazatas’ parenthesis and question mark].... We must stop this
rebellious Gen . . . . I have my orders. I’ve selected you to execute
them. But first [ wish to remind you of your Oath . . . .2 I would like
you to now swear yet again to silence: forever! Even if you do NOT

volunteer for the mission undertaking . . . .” [ swore . . . 2 D then
slowly spoke of stopping P “somehow”. . . . He offered several
possible solutions all of which amounted to an “accident”... 1.e., food
poisoning, or water, or command vehicle, or some such . . . .I said a
shot perhaps: accidentally in the nite [sic]. ... D squirmed . . . . that we
didn’t need to go that far. . . . Then he digressed . . . = for 5 minutes on
how great and grand P. was . . . what a magnificent contribution . . . .*

Ending with: this great Am. Servant is surely sick and not at all
responsible: we must protect him from himself and suicidal irreparable
damage to not only the U.S. and this War: but himself and his great
reputation, , , , [Bazata’s commas] etc. I waited and repeated ‘“‘shot”
saying: “but if I must, and ’tis the only way; shall I kill him Sir?” He
waited. At last D. looked at me . . . . He bleated in a whisper: “Yes,
Douglas, you do exactly what you must, it is now totally your



‘creation’: kill this man if you must.... ” I felt like patting his arm and
telling him it would be all-right . . . . I said instead, “Sir you have my
word . ..."%

Donovan’s saying Patton was sick reflects the view of General Marshall’s
War Department during the immediate post-war period. They thought he
was insane and unreliable, which was not widely known at the time, so
Bazata’s knowledge of it certainly adds credibility to his account.

Bazata reiterates in his writings—just as he told the Spot/igh+—that the
amount he was given was $10,000 plus $800 for expenses in “old 50 dollar
bills.”

Several times in the diaries Bazata stresses, “I did not kill Patton,” the
same as what he stressed in our interviews. He had only injured Patton.
They had botched the assassination attempt at Mannheim and although he
and the mysterious “Pole” had gone to the Heidelberg hospital to try and
finish the job, they had not succeeded. However, just as many times in the
writings he says, “We killed him.” So he was conflicted on that point. And
talking about Patton’s accident and death to Nick Longworth, the deputy
VA administrator, Bazata told his friend, “I did that.... I want you to know I
did that.”® Longworth believed him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

HIT LIST

Counter Intelligence Corps (CIC) Special Agent Stephen J. Skubik was
impatient.

He was frustrated, exhausted, verging on anger.

The Ohio State University graduate had been attached as an investigator
to Patton’s 89" Infantry Division until war’s end when he was moved to the
new post-war 970" CIC. Not only was he in the midst of trying to persuade
higher-ups that he had uncovered a Russian-OSS plot to assassinate Patton,
but on this late summer day in 1945,' the former Nazi SS corporal he had
arrested was refusing to talk.

Almost every day in Germany since his arrival in February of 1945 had
been chaotic for Skubik, both before the surrender and after. If it was not a
scheming Nazi causing trouble, it was a Neanderthal Russian. He was tired
of it, fed up. He had seen enough brutality to make any investigator sick. He
was one of the first American intelligence agents—if not the first Allied
soldier outright—to enter the Ohrdruf Concentration Camp near
Czechoslovakia.

Decades later, he recalled the discovery.

“I came upon the gates of the concentration camp. It was deserted by the
guards. I walked a short distance before being overwhelmed by an awful
smell. Shortly I came upon bodies. Some were naked, others in striped
uniforms.” Beyond, he gasped at what unfolded: “thousands of emaciated
bodies” everywhere—sprawled haphazard over the grounds, stacked like
cordwood in eerie, vacant buildings. As he later recalled, “I became ill and



retreated in horror. I must admit I ran away from that place as fast as I
could. It was as if I was afraid the dead would rise to seize me.”

Ohrdruf was a grisly adjunct, they would later realize, to the nearby
infamous Buchenwald, and one of the first Nazi death camps the Americans
had liberated. Patton himself had thrown up after a visit to Ohrdruf.*

The CIC, secretive and powerful, was charged with thwarting spies and
sabotage against U.S. Army forces and projects, investigating traitors, and,
right after the war in Europe, primarily hunting and arresting fleeing Nazi
war criminals who seemed to be everywhere in Germany. Its agents were
trained military soldiers, linguists, and men with high 1Qs with special
investigative skills and talents, physical and mental—“‘G-men in Khakis,”
the press would later call them.: They had powers of arrest, detention, and
even execution, if they felt it warranted.

The job was always dangerous. Just months previous, Skubik had lost
several men while attempting to arrest a Nazi bigwig who agreed to
surrender at his house. But the house was booby-trapped. While the team
went inside to wait, Skubik was out back, pistol in hand, reconnoitering
when he heard the awful explosion. Luck, God, and destiny had saved him,
he would later tell his kids. They cornered the Nazi later and when they
were about to arrest him, he tried to bribe them with diamonds to let him
get away. Skubik had to pull his gun on a colleague to prevent him from
accepting. It galled him that even CIC agents were susceptible.

Since entering Germany with Patton until the country’s capitulation in
early May, his 89" detachment had investigated seventy-one towns,
interrogated 17,000 Germans and made seven hundred arrests.! He himself
had made over thirty arrests, which included six spies and seventeen
Gestapo agents. The work—even after the surrender and his transfer to the
larger 970" Detachment—was always grim. Immediate post-war Germany
was a hell of ruin and degradation. They worked amidst the threats of brutal
war criminals; conflicting, often violent aims of the different occupying
powers; millions of displaced persons needing almost everything;
prostitution of all kinds—including children—and rampant, crime-breeding
black marketeering, an out-of-control enterprise that corrupted many in
Occupied Germany. Players could make a fortune. He had experienced
tough times growing up in Canton, Ohio, but nothing like this—people



digging holes in rubble to live in, eating garbage, selling their bodies for
cigarettes which became almost the dominant currency. He had seen
mothers whose cheeks were bitten off by raping, vengeful Russians. And
they were the lucky ones. Often the Russians murdered their rape victims.:
He had witnessed terrible suicides by desperate men who figured they
would be hanged after arrest—like Hitler’s brother-in-law, Martin
Hammitzch, who put a bullet in his temple as Skubik and the arrest team
arrived.t His sleep was still haunted by the screams of a horribly maimed
American he had thought dead and accidentally stepped on as he ran
fearfully through a house during a live battle.’

He hated the war.
He hated Germany.

And now this former SS corporal in front of him, stubborn and verbally
stumbling—a pawn of the true local culprits, he suspected—was refusing to
reveal who had given him the order to torch Schluechtern’s only synagogue.
Schluechtern was a centuries-old German village just inside the American
Occupation Zone to which his three-man team® had retreated when the
Russians had kicked them out of Zwickau on July 1. Zwickau, in eastern
Germany flanking the Mulde River, was now part of the Russian
Occupation Zone, a dangerous place his job sometimes took him secretly.
Though Skubik was a Catholic, he grieved for the Jews of Schluechtern—a
measly 400 of them who had been ravaged by the village’s Nazi bullies,
some beaten and murdered,? the rest shipped to the camps and probably now
exterminated. Not a Jew had returned. Not one! The synagogue was still
standing but gutted. He was not going to let this guy shield the ones
responsible.

He was determined to get an answer.

The former SS corporal was “a small fellow. . . a vicious animal,” said
Skubik.® His name, it turns out, was Adam Nieman, confirmed Christa
Krucker, a Schluechtern resident who investigated for me. He was a
recognized dimwit and, in her opinion, Skubik was aware of that, which
probably added to his frustration. Whatever the case, Nieman had confessed
to torching the synagogue on “Kristallnacht,” the infamous two nights in
early November 1938 when Nazis all over Germany attacked Jews and
destroyed their property. Kristallnacht meant “night of the broken glass”



and is generally considered to have been the beginning of the Holocaust.
Nieman had also confessed, according to Skubik, to raping two Jewish
women and killing several Jewish men. He felt big with the uniform on, he
told Skubik, who spoke German, Ukrainian, Polish, and Russian. Skubik
had interrogated over fifty locals himself and believed him. Nieman said he
used gasoline to start the fire. “Just following orders,” he said. But he
would not reveal from whom.

“I kept telling him he would have to answer to God for his crimes and he
said he didn’t believe in God. But apparently the mention of God affected
him. He showed fear in his face. He literally turned blue which upset me.
So I sent him out into the lobby where he could compose himself.”

What happened next was unexpected. The little ex-corporal asked to go
to the toilet. Apparently he had a concealed penknife. Once the door closed,
he started slitting his wrists. A guard in the hallway heard a sound—a “cry,”
says Skubik—and opened the bathroom door. Nieman came running out,
blood spewing. A former Schluechtern resident, Frank Theubert, who, as a
little boy, was there that day, says Nieman was shouting, “I’ll kill either you
or myself.” Skubik, in the midst of another interrogation down the hall,
heard the commotion and gave chase along with others. Theubert, arriving
to be with his mother who worked at the mansion the CIC had
requisitioned, writes, “l saw a man sneaking out....Seconds later 1 saw
office staff storming up the apple orchard hill [behind the mansion] in
pursuit of their escapee.” Neiman “continued to stab himself,” said Skubik.
“He finally collapsed in a geyser of blood... gave the final kick... and died.”
Theubert: “Today, more than sixty years later, the sight of this blood-
covered man as I approached them is still vividly in my memory.”2

The memory stayed with Skubik too, haunting him for years—part of a
larger, nightmare mosaic of later death threats and experiences that at first,
he wrote, he mostly blocked out of his mind, and then which returned in
fragmented pieces causing extreme anxiety until he finally purged them
with a series of acts including, it appears, returning to Eastern Europe in
1978 and writing a book about what must be considered the most important
issue he dealt with in that chaotic time: General Patton’s death. Prior to his
death in 1996, he self-published The Murder of General Patton. The title
describes how he believed General Patton died—by assassination—and is
based on his own personal investigations made while an intelligence agent



serving for and near Patton in Germany during and up to the time the
legendary general died.

The book’s forward begins: “It is my intention to explain the
circumstances which lead me to believe: [1]2 that General George Smith
Patton, Jr., was murdered; [2] that the [car] accident which took place on
December 9, 1945 was set up by the Soviet NKVD (Narodny Komissariat
Vnutrennikh Del) in collusion with the American OSS (Office of Strategic
Services); [3] that Patton died at the Heidelberg Military Hospital on
December 21 at the hands of an assassin.” On page ninety-seven of the
book, after taking issue with historians whom he believes have “bought the
official line”—that Patton’s death was an accident—he writes, “However
historians do research, they are not trained investigators. As a trained
Counter Intelligence Agent I have no doubt that General George S. Patton,
Jr. was murdered.”

Like OSS agent Bazata, CIC agent Skubik implicates not only OSS, but
its chief, “Wild Bill” Donovan.

Stating that certain names may be changed—either by design or his
faulty memory—Skubik’s witness begins, ultimately, when he was an
infant. The slightly built blond never knew his Austrian-born birth parents.*
He was found in a basket left on the steps of a Ukrainian Catholic Church in
Philadelphia in 1916“ where he was raised by nuns until he was seven when
he was adopted by a Ukrainian family in Canton. As a child, he spoke only
Ukrainian. While his adopted father, a steelworker, was respected, his
mother, who ran the household, was mean, according to Skubik’s children
—adults today who supplied me with his book—and made him work long
hours hawking newspapers. She imposed a daily money quota. He had a
tough time because his English was bad. But wiry and nervy, he became a
street tough with a reputation for having punishing fists. That toughness led
to his eventually joining CIC as an intelligence agent. However, without his
Ukrainian upbringing, he probably would not have been able to learn about
the alleged Patton plot.

Because of his Slavic language background, he was given special duty by
CIC to cultivate Ukrainian and other Eastern European sources. It was
while doing that, he writes, that he first heard of the plot. He was meeting
clandestinely with Stepan Bandera, a famous Ukrainian nationalist leader.



They were in Munich, Germany, reputed to have been the birthplace of
Nazism and one of the chief cities under American occupation. It was May
16, 1945, just days after the war in Europe had ended. Bandera, a
controversial and enigmatic figure on the run at that time, was there with
his many bodyguards. Eventually, Britain and America would use Bandera
and his Ukrainians as infiltrators and saboteurs in the Cold War against
Russia.”* How exactly Skubik had contacted the revolutionary and arranged
the meeting is not explained in Skubik’s book, but, “he told me that the
Soviet High Command had been ordered by Marshal Stalin to kill U.S.
Army General George Patton.””

Bandera, who himself would be murdered by a Soviet assassin in Munich
in 1958, was being sought at that time by both the Russians and the U.S.,
who mostly wanted to help the Soviets catch him. Born in 1909, he had
been brought up in a patriotic family. His father was an outspoken
Ukrainian cleric, many of whom were political. Ukraine, in its Western
reaches, was a vast and agriculturally rich area of European Russia
bordering Poland, Czechoslovakia and Romania. Although it had long been
part of Imperial Russia, and then the Soviet Union, most of its people did
not consider themselves Russians. Their loyalty was to Ukraine, and, in
fact, the area had been independent and a separate country not only in
earlier centuries but briefly during World War I until swallowed up again by
the communist revolution. Bandera, early in his life had been involved in
nationalistic struggles against Poland and the USSR, both of which wanted
to dominate Ukrainians. He became a guerilla leader and thinker, fighting
for an independent Ukraine. And in the 1930s, after being sent to prison for
the alleged assassination of a Polish leader, he had risen to head one of the
main Ukrainian revolutionary groups—the Organization of Ukrainian
Nationalists or “OUN”—fighting especially the Soviets.

As war clouds had grown over Europe in the late 1930s, he sought help
against the Soviet Union from the Nazis who finally aided him once they
broke their alliance with Moscow and attacked Russia in 1941. But when he
demanded Ukrainian independence in return, the Nazis had thrown him in a
succession of prisons, including Sachsenhausen Concentration Camp, and
he was not freed until 1944 when the Germans became desperate for
Ukrainian help. But by that time, the Germans were losing the war and
could not enforce their demands. Once freed, Bandera, seeing his best



chance ever for Ukrainian independence, attacked both the Nazis and the
Soviets, both of whose armies were in the Ukraine fighting each other.
There are allegations that Bandera, a small, unimposing man, was
nonetheless a ruthless fighter and killed Jews as well as Nazis and Russians.
While Ukrainians did serve with the Nazis, some as brutal guards in Nazi
concentration camps, Bandera’s part remains a puzzle, as does that of the
OUN. Other Ukrainian groups may have been the culprits who sparked the
allegations. First and foremost, Bandera was a nationalist fighting to free
Ukraine from the communists. When the Allies won the war, Bandera had
been branded a bandit by the Russians upon whom his guerillas had
inflicted serious damage. Because the Soviets were among the Allied
victors, the U.S. also was supposed to consider Bandera a fugitive.

But Soviet concerns were not Skubik’s. He had already clashed enough
with the Red Army to want to avoid them. Bandera, on the other hand, was
the kind of high-level source the CIC agent’s background and languages
enabled him to exploit, which was his job, and he took advantage of the
opportunity. Bandera, he writes, had spies in the Soviet Union and told him
that Patton had incurred Stalin’s “wrath”—and thus had been marked for
assassination—when he indicated his intentions to fight the Russians, first
in Berlin, where he wanted to confront them but was not allowed by
General Eisenhower, and then in Czechoslovakia where his armies, rebuffed
from taking Berlin, had been sent instead at the end of the war. “His
incursion into Czechoslovakia infuriated Marshall Stalin,” Skubik wrote
Bandera told him. “How dare [Patton] interfere with the Soviet geopolitical
plans for a greater Soviet Union”—which included making Czechoslovakia
a puppet buffer. But Eisenhower, unaware of the Russian objection, had at
first given Patton “permission to take all of Czechoslovakia,” adds Skubik.
It was a done deal and Patton was looking forward to it. “On May 4, 1945,
Patton’s Third Army along with the Fifth Corps under General [Courtney]
Hodges rapidly advanced against the Germans and were at the approaches
to Prague where they met the Soviet forces [coming from the East].” Patton,
with the largest army he had ever commanded—a virtual juggernaut—*“was
fully prepared to push the Soviet troops out of Czechoslovakia. A few
skirmishes ensued in which some Soviet troops were killed or wounded.”
But then, writes Skubik, “Eisenhower received a phone call from the Soviet
chief of staff, General Alexei Antonov, telling [him] to stop Patton or else.”



Eisenhower “feared the consequences” and halted Patton, who was
“furious.”

The fact that a Russian general, ally or not, could stop Patton is quizzical
enough. But confirming Skubik’s account, Ladislas Farago writes® that
General Antonov warned Eisenhower that any move on Prague could result
in a “possible confusion of forces” —in other words, fighting between the
two armies. Eisenhower, friendly to his Russian allies at that point—as was
Washington in general—was loath to have such an occurrence.
Nevertheless, Bryan J. Dickerson, former editor of Cold War Times and a
World War II historian, confirms that, as Skubik writes, end-of-war
“clashes” between U.S. and Soviet troops did occur.2 “In the town of
Rokycany [Czechoslovakia], Carmine Caiazzo and other soldiers of the 9*
Infantry Regiment had several hostile incidents with nearby Soviet troops.”
In fact, adds Dickerson in his source notes, “Quite a few American veterans
told me of hostile confrontations with Soviet troops, particularly in the first
few days after the German surrender.” So the two sides had already come to
blows, giving further credence to Skubik’s intelligence that the Soviets,
especially Stalin, were mad at Patton and wanted to eliminate him. And if
not for the intention and clashes in Czechoslovakia, Stalin, at this time, had
other reasons to want Patton dead.

On May 7, 1945, still fuming over what he considered the sellouts to the
Russians of Berlin and Prague, Patton was hosting Robert Patterson,
Undersecretary of War, soon to be elevated to Secretary of War, who had
come to Germany from Washington. Newly installed President Harry
Truman, and the administration he inherited at Roosevelt’s death,
envisioned good relations with the communists, who his administration—
basically still Roosevelt’s—naively believed had noble intentions. Patterson
had brought the pro-Soviet attitude with him but Patton was not buying it.
His inherent anti-communism and experience of the Russians in the war had
caused him to regard them as little more than barbarians. (“Mongolians,”
was the phrase he liked to use.*) That night, according to Patton aide Major



Alexander C. Stiller, who was present, he let his feelings be known to
Patterson in the following conversation:*

Patton: “Let’s keep our boots polished, bayonets sharpened, and
present a picture of force and strength to these people [the Russians].”

Patterson: “Oh George, you have been so close to this thing so long,
you have lost sight of the big picture.”

Patton: “Mr. Secretary, it is your privilege to say, ‘Oh, George,’ if you
wish, but for God’s sakes listen to what I am trying to tell you.”

Patterson: “What would you have us do, George?”

Patton: “I would have you keep [the American] armies intact . . . tell
[the Russians] where their border is, and give them a limited time to
get back across. Warn them that if they fail to do so, we will push them
back across it.”

Patterson: “You don’t realize the strength of these people.”

Patton: “Yes, I have seen them....Their supply system is inadequate to
maintain them in a serious action such as I could put to them. They
have chickens in their coops and cattle on the hoof—that’s their supply
system. They could probably maintain themselves in the type of
fighting I could give them for five days. After that it would make no
difference how many million men they have, and if you wanted
Moscow, I could give it to you . . . .Let’s not give them time to build
up their supplies. If we do, then . . . we have had a victory over the
Germans [but] we have failed in the liberation of Europe; we have lost
the war. . . .We must either finish the job now—while we are here and
ready—or later under less favorable circumstances.”

Patton was flat-out calling for war with the Soviets.



Farago says the Harvard-educated Patterson, one of Roosevelt’s wartime
“Wise men’advisors who would soon be promoted to Truman’s secretary
of war, was “embarrassed” by Patton’s rant. It was definitely not the official
Washington view, and was disturbingly threatening. Patton, at that moment,
controlling a vast, victorious army, was as powerful a man as there was on
the planet. His enemies might have wondered what would happen if he
acted on those views. It was known that Patton was sympathetic to Soviet
displaced persons, mostly POWs at this stage, who resisted returning to
Russia even though America had promised Stalin they would be sent back
to their countries of origin. These included Ukrainians, Latvians, and
Byelorussians who had fought the Red Army, either as Nazis or partisan
nationalists, and knew repatriation meant certain death or slavery. Stalin
was out for revenge, as well as to quell any resistance. There were even
rumors that Patton was harboring German SS units that had surrendered to
him for possible later use against the Soviets—rumors, as often rumors are,
based in fact. Undoubtedly his inflammatory remarks to Patterson were
relayed up the chain of command—to Eisenhower at Allied headquarters,
and on up to the administrations in Washington and London, which
basically would have had the same reaction as Patterson.

And from there, could his remarks have reached the ears of the Soviet
Union?

Most likely. Not only were the Soviets favored allies and therefore privy
to such information, especially since Washington was intent on proving its
sincerity to them, but they also had the largest and best spy network in the
world—one much more infiltrated into the British and American
governments than was, and still today is, generally known. Stalin, because
of his spies, often was informed of vital American secrets before even top
level U.S. officials were—a fact that was just becoming evident at that time
to very few.: But even if they were not advised of Patton’s specific
statements to Patterson, they and the world were already certainly aware of
his growing anti-Soviet sentiment—something that would have also
angered Stalin, who tolerated no dissent.

In late April of 1944, for instance, Patton had been embroiled in yet
another war-time controversy when American newspapers in sympathy with
the pro-Soviet Left—which most at that time were—had falsely reported
that he had failed in a public speech to mention “our brave Russian allies”



as one of the countries, along with America and Britain, that would rule the
post-war world. In fact, Patton /ad included Russia in the speech—the
precise utterance, according to his diary, being “. . . it is the evident destiny
of the British and Americans, and, of course, the Russians, to rule the world
. .’2 But the supposed omission, in a short greeting to the ladies of
Knutsford, England, opening a coffee house for American G.L.s, quickly
resulted in editorialists and legislators calling for Patton’s dismissal and
Eisenhower, acutely attuned to their cries, warning Patton, his best fighting
general, that one more public relations slip-up would cost him his job.#

And had there still been any doubt in Moscow about his ill feelings
toward them, Patton had emphatically restated it on May 11, 1945, at a
gathering of Allied hierarchy in Paris celebrating the German surrender
which had occurred just three days before. As reported by Patton’s nephew,
Fred Ayer, Jr.,2 the celebration was being held in a suite at the Hotel
Majestic overlooking the Arc de Triomphe. Among the guests were Ayer, a
special agent with the FBI in charge of European operations, his famous
uncle, a group of other generals, their aides, diplomats, and high-level
civilian guests, including “some sort of Presidential Assistant from the
White House” whose “face and name, I am glad to say, have vanished from
my memory.”

Patton, however, was not celebrating.

Pointing a cigar “like a weapon” at his host—no less a partisan than
Eisenhower deputy, Major General Everett Hughes—Patton burst out,

It’s all a God-damned shame.... Day after day, some poor bloody
Czech, or Austrian, or Hungarian, even German officers come into my
headquarters. I almost have to keep them from going down on their
knees to me. With tears in their eyes they say, “In the name of God,
general, come with your army the rest of the way into our country.
Give us a chance to set up our own governments. Give us this last
chance to live before it’s too late, before the Russians make us slaves
forever.”

That’s what they tell me, and every damned one of them has offered
to fight under my flag and bring their men with them. Hell, a German
general offered his entire air force, the Third, to fight the Russians if



necessary.... By God, I would like to take them up on it. I'll feel like a
traitor if I don’t.

At that point, writes Ayer, an “uneasy” feeling swept the room.
Patton disregarded it.

“These people are right. They won’t have a chance. We’ve signed away
their lives. By God, we ought to tear up those damned fool agreements
[with the Soviets] and march right through to the eastern borders . . ..”

Ayer, worried for his uncle, blurted out, “Uncle George, for God’s sake,
you can’t talk that way here.”

Patton shot back coldly,

Yes I can. I’ll talk any damned way I want. I know what we ought to
do. We promised these people freedom. It would be worse than
dishonorable not to see that they have it. This might mean war with the
Russians, of course; but what of it? They have no air force any more,
their gas and munitions supplies are low. I’ve seen their miserable
supply trains . . . I’ll tell you this . . . the Third Army alone . . . could
lick what’s left of the Russians in six weeks . . .. Mark my words . . . .
Some day we’ll have to fight them....

If Patton’s remarks to Patterson had been exploratory, this was a
declaration.

Patton was prescient—and the spying Russians knew it.

But little, if any, of this was known to Skubik, although Bandera, he
writes, did tell him that Patton was courting Soviet dissidents, like his
Ukrainians, to possibly fight the Russians. “This contact [with the
Ukrainian nationalists] was clear evidence to Stalin that Patton intended to
start a war against the Soviets immediately rather than wait,”* wrote
Skubik. But back then, what mainly was on his mind as he left Bandera that
May 16, 1945 day was that he had gotten important intelligence concerning
General Patton’s safety, and it had come from a source, regardless of his



past and politics, who should know—a renegade leader who had spies in the
NKVD. Skubik, having served in the Third Army, had high regard for
Patton. In order to get the information to higher-ups as quickly as possible,
he decided to bypass the slower report or memo-writing route and go
directly to CIC headquarters. His superior there, First Licutenant William L.
Gillespie, apparently sufficiently impressed, “suggested that I report this
information to Colonel MacIntosh of the OSS.”

But there the urgency stopped.

At OSS offices—location and date unspecified—he writes he was
received by a “Major Stone” who referred him to General Donovan, who
records confirm was in Germany at the time.*2 Donovan, according to
Skubik, was not impressed with the information or, apparently, with Skubik.
In fact, he was perturbed—an odd reaction since Skubik was only doing his
job, reporting what needed to be reported, and the two had never met
before. “He told me that Bandera was on the list to be arrested. That
[Bandera’s intelligence] about Patton was a provocation.” He wanted
Skubik to arrest Bandera which “I couldn’t do without killing twenty or
more of his body guards.”® This angered Donovan. Emerging from the
meeting confused and angry himself, Skubik writes that Major Stone
“thanked me and said, ‘Stay away from Bandera. He’s bad news.’. . . I was
disappointed with my first visit to OSS.”2

But several weeks later—towards the end of May, he writes—he got the
same intelligence again—and again from a credible source—another of the
Ukrainians he was detailed to interrogate.

The source was Professor Roman Smal-Stocki, a middle-aged Ukrainian
scholar, diplomat and nationalist—very respected amongst academics for
his ideas and writings. Skubik had him on an NKVD list of former Soviets
the Russians wanted and was interviewing him at the Offenbach refugee
center, near Frankfurt. A philologist who spoke more than a dozen
languages and whose father had been a Ukrainian nationalist leader, Smal-
Stocki, at a mere twenty-nine years of age, had been Ukraine’s ambassador
to England during the country’s brief independence during WWI. Skubik
was impressed with him. “He was a true intellectual who chose his words
most carefully. He asked me what I wanted from him. I told him that the
U.S. Army was under orders to cooperate with the Soviet request to return



East European citizens back to their native lands.” That seemed to frighten
the professor, wrote Skubik, who nonetheless pressed him for why the
NKVD wanted him. Smal-Stocki responded, “Perhaps because . . . of my
involvement with the Promethean League.”

Skubik had never heard of the League. “He [Smal-Stocki] explained that
after the newly independent nations of the old Russian Empire were
reconquered by the communists [at the close of World War I] certain
political, academic, military and intellectual leaders formed a secret society
with twelve captive nations involved [those put under Soviet domination].
He [Smal-Stocki] was made president. He told me, ‘We had the very best
intelligence organization in all of Europe . . . .The Soviet NKVD tried to
destroy us, the Nazis also. Even the British tried to put us out of business.
But we survived because we had many superior minds working with us.’”
(The group’s purpose was to foment revolution in the ethnic territories, like
Ukraine, according to literature about it.) Then he told Skubik, “My best
intelligence tells me that the NKVD will soon attempt to kill General
George Patton. Stalin wants him dead.”

Skubik told Smal-Stocki he had already heard this from Bandera but
“American intelligence leaders just don’t believe the Ukrainians. They think
the . . . Ukrainians want to destroy the relationship between the Soviet
Union and the U.S.” Smal-Stocki, who is dead now, but who would later
teach at Milwaukee’s Marquette University, replied, writes Skubik, “God
help America.”™

At approximately the same time Skubik was receiving these warnings,
Patton survived two mysterious near disastrous “accidents” which, in
hindsight, look very suspicious. The first occurred on April 20, 1945. Patton
was visiting unit headquarters dispersed within his vast Third Army in
Germany. He was doing so in a light observation plane, identified by his
aide, General Gay, as an “L-5,"* and a “Cub” by Lieutenant Colonel
Charles Codman,? who was in another of the little, two-seat, single-engine
planes flying right behind Patton. As the planes were low and only several
miles from landing at III Corps headquarters, Reidfeld, near Munich,
General Patton’s Cub was attacked by a much larger and faster aircraft—a
fighter.

In War as I Knew It,2 his posthumously published memoir, Patton recalls:



Just before we got there, I noticed some tracers [bullets] coming by the
right side of our plane, which, at that instant dove for the ground, very
nearly colliding with [the attacking] plane which looked like a Spitfire
[the vaunted British-made fighter which did so well in the Battle of
Britain]. This plane made a second pass, again firing and missing.”
Patton tried to get a photo of the attacking fighter “but was so nervous
I forgot to take the cover off the lens . . . . On the third pass, our
attacker came in so fast and we were so close to the ground that he was
unable to pull out of his dive and crashed. While Codman and I were
engaged in hedgehopping to avoid this belligerent gentleman, four
other planes were circling over us, but did not engage in the attack.

Four planes circling above sounds like a classic ambush—send one guy in
while the others provide lookout and cover. Only the skill of Patton’s pilot,
whoever he was, saved the general. Where had the planes come from? Who
was the attacking pilot? Who were in the other planes and what were they
doing circling like lookouts? Shortly after they landed, a search party was
sent out to find the attackers’ wreckage.”* Patton, most probably with the
results of that search in hand, later wrote in his diary that the Spitfires “were
probably a Polish unit flying for the RAF. Why they were out of their area, I
don’t know?”* General Gay wrote: “The results and far-reaching
repercussions of this event are not known at this time. In the first place,
some explanation will have to be made as to why the RAF had a squadron
in this area; in the second place, it will be hard for any aviator to claim that
he does not—or did not—recognize an American L-5 plane.”

Historians do not say much about this incident. Farago does not even
mention the attack in Last Days of Patton, although he gives it a few lines
in Ordeal and Triumph? The incident is certainly mysterious and
suspicious. A Polish unit flying for the Brits? Though Polish pilots had
escaped the Nazi invasion of their homeland in 1939 and formed separate
squadrons under Polish command within the Royal Air Force, an aviation
researcher I contacted in Poland wrote me that the only Polish pilots he
could find flying in Germany at that time were in the “Polish Wing 131
(including Squadrons 302,308,317)” stationed at Nordhorn, on the north
German coast, and so, because of the distance, it was “impossible that
Polish Spitfire was trying to shoot down Patton.” In addition, he wrote,
official archives he searched showed that the Polish Air Force lost no planes



or pilots on April 20, 1945.% On the other hand, the Russians by then had
overrun Poland and the Poles under them were doing Soviet bidding. The
Russians, too, had been given Spitfires by the British.2 If the Spitfire that
day was on an assassination mission, the Soviets certainly would not have
sent a clearly identifiable Russian aircraft. Not only would that have been
stupid, but their assassination style in countries outside their borders was to
use locals under Russian direction. £

While there were no official reports about this attack that I could find in
official U.S. archives—suggesting the incident had been buried—some of
the scant mentioning of it I did find, like in Codman’s Drive, indicate that a
story went out that the Polish pilot was inexperienced and had made a
mistake—a perfect cover for what really might have transpired. Even so, if,
as Codman speculates, the pilot #ad made a mistake and had just wanted to
shoot down a German plane, why had not he attacked Codman’s plane as
well?

Two weeks later, on May 3, Patton was riding shotgun in an open,
traveling jeep somewhere in Occupied territory® when he was almost
decapitated by a farmer’s wagon with some sort of scythe-like implement
dangerously protruding from it. “We were very nearly killed by a bull-cart,
which came [at us] out of a side street so that the pole missed us only by
about an inch,” wrote Patton in his diary. But rather than condemn or
question whoever was at fault, he concluded: “The American soldier is
absolutely incapable of enforcing the rule that civilians stay off the roads
during active operations. His goodness of heart is a credit to him, but I am
sure it has cost us many casualties. In war, time is vital, and bull-carts cause
waste of time and therefore death.””

Without elaborating, Skubik says that Patton was informed by CIC that
he was on an NKVD hit list. “He didn’t seem to worry about the threat. He
enjoyed the fact that Stalin wanted to kill him.” But “the two suspicious
[near-death] events made a believer out of Patton.”® I have not been able to
find corroboration that he had been told of the threats by either Skubik or
Bazata. But that does not mean he was not. He sought intelligence from
many different sources. That was part of the reason he was so good on the
battlefield. He knew much about his enemies. And much of the unofficial
intelligence he got was verbal, not written. Skubik indicates that gathering
intelligence was one of the reasons Patton met with Eastern Europeans,



several of whom are mentioned in his diaries. Interestingly, although writers
have only associated it with Nazi assassination threats, most Patton
biographers detail how, at about this time, he became fatalistic, often
talking about his impending death. His bodyguard was upped and he began
sleeping with ready weapons at his side. Could the Skubik or Bazata
warnings have played a part in that? It has always been puzzling that when
Patton went home for the last time—for a month in June of 1945—even
though he received a hero’s welcome from the American people and
enjoyed himself immensely, he told family members it would be the last
time they would see him. “My luck has all run out,” he steadfastly
maintained over their protestations. “I don’t know how it is going to
happen. But I’'m going to die over there.”*

This was after the war in Europe was over—not when he was returning
to face more combat.

How could he be so sure?

That summer, sometime after July 1 when Skubik, his two CIC partners
Ralph E. May and Harry B. Toombs, had been forced to move their
headquarters from Zwickau to Schluechtern by the occupying Russians,
Skubik got a third warning—again from a Ukrainian. General Pavlo
Shandruk was a distinguished Ukrainian soldier. His memoir, Arms of
Valor,* reads like a Russian epic, full of the turmoil, fighting, and brutality
that raged over Europe in the first half of the twentieth century. An officer
of the Imperial Tsar’s army in World War I, Shandruk, because of his
abilities and allegiances, was variously courted and then hunted by both
sides during the Bolshevik Revolution, eventually landing in Poland where
he joined the Polish army and fought against the invading Germans in 1939.
Injured and captured by the Nazis, he managed, probably because of his
stature, to get out of prison and live incognito until the Germans, desperate
for help in 1944, changed their policies of oppression toward Slavs and
began enticing them to fight against the encroaching Red Army—a policy
nationalistic Ukrainians were quick to entertain. Several Ukrainian armies
were raised. On March 17, 1945, Shandruk was given command of one of
them, the First Division of the Ukrainian National Army. But he was not a
Nazi, and with the Germans on the run by then, he had his soldiers swear
allegiance to Ukraine and to fight communism, and after some brief, badly
supplied actions for the Germans, surrendered to the Allies, hoping to fight



the Russians for the victors. But at that point, it was not to be. Thus
Shandruk, like Bandera and Smal-Stocki, was either in some kind of
displaced persons capacity or POW status trying to avoid repatriation when
Skubik interviewed him:

“He was very diplomatic and had a fine political sense . . . .His
knowledge of the history of Germany, of the United States and especially of
the Russian Empire came through as we spoke. He told me that he was
concerned about America becoming too much involved with the Soviet
Union . . . .He said that General Eisenhower should be wary of tricks played
by Stalin through [Marshall] Zhukov [who had become friends with
Eisenhower]. Then he said, ‘Please tell General Patton to be on guard. He is
at the top of the NKVD list to be killed.” I promised to try and warn General
Patton.”*

In Arms of Valor, Shandruk says he first met Skubik at the CIC office in
Hoechst and that the meeting was amicable.? But that must have been
earlier because Skubik writes that the interview he had with Shandruk
involving the Patton warning was conducted at Regensburg, a German city
closer to Munich than Hoechst. Munich was where many exiled Ukrainians,
like Bandera, were gathering in secrecy after the war. Regensburg appears
to have been the site of a regional CIC headquarters—one of those nearest
the Soviet Zone. As he left the building where he and the general had met,
Skubik writes, “I noticed two men across the street looking at me. I figured
they were the general’s people.” But as it turned out, they were not. He
eventually decided they were Soviet agents tailing Shandruk. “I should have
confronted them but I wasn’t spoiling for a fight.”® He had already had
several run-ins with the Russians. Not only were such confrontations
dangerous, they had become a source of trouble for him from his own side.

Back in May, while his team was still in Zwickau, he was told by two
former SS minions about five notebooks containing the names, destinations,
even codes to be used, of over 1,000 escaping Nazis. The minions, a man
and a woman, had been at the secret meeting where the books were
compiled and were willing to show Skubik where they were. They had been
buried in a wooded area near Pilsen, Czechoslovakia, and would be a prize
for Nazi hunters. Skubik had decided to take the two east with him into the
Pilsen area, which the Russians occupied, and find the books. This was



before the official occupation zones had been set up and he did not expect
any problem.

Nevertheless, armed with two pistols, he loaded a jeep with some hand
grenades, “a grease gun with five clips,” and an M-1 rifle and started out. In
a village near Pilsen, anticipating that he would need help, he got a Czech
colonel to follow him with a truckload of German POWs to help with the
labor. The two SS informers found the wooded site easily but were not sure
precisely where the box containing the books was buried. But the POWS,
systematically digging with their shovels, found the notebooks within three
hours. Hoping to return to Zwickau before dark, he decided to take a
different, shorter route back.

Mistake.

The further he drove the more Russians he saw. Soon he was passing
manned checkpoints. At first the guards waved him on. But at the fourth
barrier he was stopped, taken to a headquarters, and questioned by a
Russian major who wanted to know what he was doing there. Concealing
his real mission, he said his informers—now afraid they were going to be
given to the Russians—were two Nazi prisoners he was transporting. The
major was skeptical and made him go back to the jeep and wait with the
two while he called Prague. When he returned, he said they would have to
go to Prague. The commanding general there wanted to talk with them. “He
assured me that I could keep my guns and take the prisoners with me. Not
to worry. Well I was not worried. I was scared.”

For the trip, the Russians sandwiched the jeep between two trucks. Each
had soldiers in it armed with machine guns. “I wasn’t a prisoner but I was
not free to leave.” He figured the worst was coming and as the convoy
proceeded along winding mountain roads he thought hard how he could
escape. He noticed that if he slowed down, the truck behind would slow
enough to keep distance between them, but the truck ahead would continue
at a steady pace. He also noticed that when they went around steep curves,
the truck ahead would disappear. “I couldn’t see [it], so they couldn’t see
me either.” On very sharp curves, both trucks disappeared.

That would be his escape!



He began alternately slowing and then speeding up and tail-gating,
increasing the separation between both trucks. Eventually, he estimated,
there was about 250 feet either way between the jeep and the trucks whose
occupants did not seem to notice or care. At the next sharp curve, at
precisely the instant the two larger vehicles left his view, he bolted. “I
veered sharply to the left and jumped the jeep into the air onto the field and
toward the woods. It wasn’t fun. It was deadly serious.” Behind him, the
two SS informers saw soldiers from the rear truck leap out and start
shooting. “But by that time I was in the woods and out of range. I sped hell
bent toward the American territory.”

On the way back they had to bust through at least one check point, his
two passengers hugging the floorboards. “I gunned the jeep to its maximum
speed and crashed through the wooden rail. The stunned Russian guards

shouted at me . . . .I’d expected the guards to fire . . . but they didn’t"—
probably because they had been surprised. He and his two passengers
“laughed and cheered and even gave an Indian yell . . . .It was touch and go

but we made it.”2

Back in Zwickau, he turned in the books to Lieutenant Gillespie and
“slept well that night.” The next day, however, he got a call from a “Colonel
Leo Rodin,” the superior to whom Gillespie had forwarded the notebooks.
Rodin, presumably a CIC officer but never identified specifically as such,
had an office in Bad Nauheim, where Patton would soon be headquartered.
He wanted Skubik to come right over. Once Skubik was there, Rodin told
him he was lucky to have escaped. “You better stay clear of the Russians.
They know who you are and where to find you.” It was as if he had done
something wrong. And why did they know so much about him? He had lied
to the Russian major. (Was it because of the intelligence he had been
reporting about Patton? Had someone been giving the Russians
information?) But then Rodin had indicated the value of what he had done
by suggesting he kill the two informers. Rodin said ‘“they might tell
someone about our having the books which could alert the escaping Nazis
and they could change names and locations.”

Skubik balked. “I told him I wasn’t going to murder anyone.” He
expressed an affinity for the two informers because they had risked their
lives to help him find the notebooks. The colonel apparently changed the
subject. He wanted to know “about my Polish connections. He knew that |



had met Jan Karksi, a courier for the Polish underground who made
frequent trips to London. He asked about my meeting with Mikolyczyk, the
Minister of Poland. I told him that I had only spoken briefly with the man
and had nothing to report.” Rodin was also interested in his knowledge of a
“Polish General Anders” and his soldiers. It was all very strange. Why the
Poles? Why the worry about what the Russians thought? At one point, he
writes, “Rodin was interrogating me for information which he might use in
his work with OSS General Donovan.” £ At another, he wonders if Rodin
was working for the Russians. If that were the case, he knew he was in
trouble. Not only because of his Patton warnings, but because he had other
run-ins with the Soviets as well.

Prior to the formal Soviet occupation, he had to confront a surly Russian
colonel who, with a truck and squad of men, was trying to harass the non-
communist German mayor of Zwickau that Skubik had appointed and loot
the town’s food supply. Arguing with the colonel, Skubik had charged that
the Soviets were acting like Nazis. “You want to have your way by using
threats and gun power against decent people.” Furious, the Russians had
exited but complained to American authorities.*

He had also, somewhat innocently, gotten involved in the very touchy
subject of repatriation with the Soviets. Stalin wanted every displaced
person and POW who had formerly lived in the Soviet Union sent back to
the motherland, regardless of that person’s wishes. In a chance meeting in
Frankfurt, Skubik introduced a Ukrainian prelate, the Reverend Stephen
Reshytylo, whom he was interviewing, to General Eisenhower who
happened to be walking by and had spoken to him. Reshytylo, in Frankfurt
to try to halt the deportation of his Ukrainian flock, had used the
opportunity to speak to Eisenhower who became sympathetic—so much so
that he sent the prelate to pertinent policy makers. As Skubik’s obituary in
the Ukrainian Weekly states, “That meeting led Gen. Eisenhower and the
U.S. State Department to reverse U.S. policy on Soviet refugees, thus
saving the lives of countless thousands facing death in Soviet labor
camps.”=

In addition, just before his team had left Zwickau, Skubik had arrested
one of the Soviet’s chief German operatives, the pro-Russian Walter
Ulbricht. Ulbricht, who would later head communist East Germany and
become noted for building the Berlin Wall in order to prevent escapes to the



West, was an indicted murderer, Stalinist, and hard line communist
organizer who had been rushed into Germany with the Red Army at the
war’s end to set up puppet governments throughout the occupied territories.
A carpenter and militant socialist, he helped organize the German
communist Party in 1919 and served as a communist delegate in the
German parliament. In 1931, Ulbricht had ordered, under Soviet guidance,
the murder by locals of two German policemen in Berlin.2 When Hitler had
come to power in 1933 and a warrant for Ulbricht’s arrest in the murders
was issued, he fled to Moscow where he stayed working as a henchman for
Stalin, until being dispatched back to Germany with Russian troops in April
1945. Apparently, one of the early cities he entered was Zwickau because
toward the end of their stay there, Skubik writes, he was confronted with
Ulbricht trying to kick patients out of the Zwickau hospital so he could set
up a headquarters there. He was also, with organizers, going to the Zwikau
prison, where CIC was housing its Nazi prisoners, and offering the Nazis
freedom if they joined the communist party.

Skubik writes, “This made me furious. I went to the prison with Gls and
kicked out the communist [organizers].” He then went to the hospital and
arrested Ulbricht. But his actions were short lived. A few days later, the
Yalta-agreed-upon Occupation Zones came into effect (July 1) and he and
his team found themselves in a riot of chaos trying to get out of Zwickau
before the Russians arrived. Many in the city who had helped CIC, and in
other ways felt they would be persecuted by the arriving Soviets, begged to
go with the team. They agreed and organized a mass exodus of trains and
cars carrying all manner of goods and people to the newly created
American Zone.

And they took Ulbricht with them.

“I suppose the worst thing I did to the Soviets, up to that time, was to
take arrested communist leader Ulbricht with me.” He and Harry Toombs
had shackled the German and put him in their jeep. On the way, Toombs
wanted to scare Ulbricht. Skubik writes he did not like the idea. For one
thing, there was not enough time. They had to get to the American Zone.
But Toombs persisted. “I want to show this son-of-a-bitchin’ communist
what fear means, I want to give him some of his own medicine,” he quotes
Toombs as arguing. Skubik reluctantly stopped and Toombs took Ulbricht
into the woods where he played a kind of Russian Roulette with him.



Feigning bullets in the pistol, he put the barrel to Ulbricht’s head and pulled
the trigger. After five pulls, Ulbricht collapsed. Satisfied, Toombs walked
him back to the jeep and they continued.

But Skubik had been right. The time wasted had allowed two Russian
trucks full of soldiers to catch up. They were led by a Russian colonel. “I
spoke to him in Russian and told him that Ulbricht was our prisoner for
violating our laws in Zwickau. He had his soldiers point their guns at us. He
said ‘Now he belongs to us.” I began a meek protest but a look at the guns
convinced me to accept the Russian colonel’s point.”

They released their prisoner. He concludes, “I later found out that
Ulbricht was the head of the Russian NKVD operating in Germany and was
one of “Wild Bill” Donovan’s recruits [apparently for spying on the Nazis].
No wonder my name was mud with the OSS General.”*

And there were more reasons to fear trouble from U.S. and Soviet
authorities.

Working counterintelligence, he had arrested two Russian spies with U.S.
codes in their possession. It was a good catch in the undeclared “border
wars” that were heightening between the Soviets and U.S. agents. But after
turning the spies in, he learned that they had been released by “our
intelligence officer” (not otherwise described). He went to Gillespie and
complained. Exact reasons why are not given but Skubik and Gillespie
ended up in the office of Colonel Rodin, who defiantly told them that
actually it had been his orders that had caused the two spies to be released.
Skubik was confused. Clearly, the two were enemies of the U.S. “I asked
why? He said he had his reasons [and] I didn’t need to know.”

Skubik, if it 1s to be assumed that Rodin was CIC, was outranked. There
was nothing he could do. But a short time later, he writes, he caught the
same two again stealing secrets. Again they were released. “I got mad.” He
stormed into the office of his immediate superior, Gillespie, and underlined
that “the information these spies had on them could be very useful to the
Soviet military. It compromised our codes.”

Gillespie’s reaction, not explained further, was to send him back to the
OSS.



At first it seemed he would get a better reception than he had before. He
saw Major Stone who was “very appreciative” and sent him in again to talk
to General Donovan. “That was a big mistake.” Donovan again brought up
the Patton warnings, saying they were just a provocation, and this time
ordered Skubik to arrest Bandera. Skubik reiterated that there was no way
he could do so with Bandera’s twenty bodyguards. And anyway, because
Skubik was a CIC agent, he was not subject to Donovan’s orders. “The
general understood...even he had no authority over me.” And when he
brought up the two Russian spies, he writes Donovan got madder. He said
“it was my duty to do what Colonel Rodin said.” This seemed proof to him
that Rodin and Donovan were working together. Skubik countered that his
duty was “to protect secret information.” At that point, Donovan accused
him of being a Ukrainian spy working for Bandera, a charge Skubik
vigorously denied—and continued to deny his entire life. He spoke
Ukrainian. That was why he was talking to Bandera. He was just doing his
job. He decided, for whatever reason, Donovan was out to get him. “That
incident with the Russian spies, the Patton rumor, and my involvement with
the refugee business was building up a storm for me.”=



CHAPTER EIGHT

STRANGE BEDFELLOWS

Why would Bill Donovan be so hostile to Skubik and the Ukrainian
nationalists, many of whom would eventually become operatives for the
CIA?

Why would he simply dismiss reports of a possible assassination attempt
on the highest ranking American general in Europe?

Such intelligence was the kind he and the OSS were supposed to uncover.
Even if he thought it was a ruse, he should have interrogated Skubik and
tried to find out all he could rather than being dismissive, hostile, and
antagonistic which certainly complicated any attempts to get to the truth of
the matter. Who, in those days, could be so sure that the reports from the
Ukrainians, as connected as they were to the Soviets, were unquestionably
bogus?

Donovan’s and Rodin’s actions are hard to understand; unless something
else was going on—something hidden, as is often the case in the clandestine
world.

It is little known today, except amongst scholars and surviving OSS
agents, that midway in World War II Donovan had forged a top secret
relationship with the communist NKVD, the OSS’s Soviet counterpart. It
was a logical and bold move by the risk-taking, determined-to-succeed-at-
all-costs Donovan. The USSR, after its shocking alliance with Hitler had
been shattered by an unexpected Nazi invasion in 1941, was suddenly,
because of the invasion, an ally with the West in the fight against Germany
and had a much better fix on the Nazis at that point than the fledgling OSS
did. It was older and more experienced than the OSS, (with a lineage some
traced back to the Tsars of previous centuries). Russia was also physically



closer to Germany than the U.S. and thus its agents had an easier job
penetrating enemy territory than the OSS.

The first World War II contact with the USSR by a U.S. leader regarding
help in spying that I could find was made not by the OSS, which was just
being formed, but by New Deal Secretary of the Treasury Henry
Morgenthau, Jr., longtime friend, Hyde Park neighbor, and confidant of
President Roosevelt. The Roosevelt administration had been the first U.S.
administration to diplomatically recognize communist Russia as a
legitimate government. The prior Republican Hoover administration had
vigorously opposed such recognition. But the stock market crash and
ensuing Great Depression of the 1930s had softened the anti-communist
attitude of many Americans—especially amongst Democrats where
socialism made gains. Roosevelt looked favorably on the communist nation,
especially after the Nazis turned on their Soviet ally which, with Britain,
left the two European nations leading the fight against Germany. Roosevelt
felt rightly that the Soviet Union, in its fight against the Nazi invader,
would be one of the keys in defeating the Germans.

In July 1941, as the U.S. became increasingly engaged in supplying the
USSR with weapons and other lend-lease materials, Morganthau, playing
on the Democrats’ built-up goodwill, asked Soviet Ambassador to the U.S.
Konstantin Umansky if his government’s spy agencies would provide
Roosevelt and him with the identities of head German agents operating in
America. The FBI was not doing the job, Allen Weinstein and Alexander
Vassiliev quote Morganthau as telling the ambassador in The Haunted
Wood, an acclaimed book on Soviet espionage in the wartime U.S. But the
NKVD refused, one reason probably being, the two authors speculate, that
the communists already had a strong spy apparatus in the U.S. and were
working on infiltrating the new American intelligence organization which
would soon become the OSS.! Presumably they did not want to draw undue
attention to their covert activities.

Perhaps, then, it was from Morganthau that Donovan first got the idea of
approaching the NKVD. Despite different political affiliations (Donovan
was a Republican; Morganthau a staunch Democrat), the two men, both
New Yorkers, had a working relationship that would grow throughout the
war and beyond. In fact, as Donovan was negotiating with Roosevelt to take
the job as the nation’s first major intelligence chief, Morganthau was



courting Donovan to run the New York state war bond drive, an
administrative position, notes Joseph Persico in Roosevelt’s Secret War, that
certainly did not offer the prestige, adventure, or potential personal power
that heading America’s new intelligence agency would.? Persico reports that
Donovan demanded of Roosevelt three basic requirements before accepting
the more exciting post, which, of course, he preferred. First, he would
report only to Roosevelt. Second, he would have access to Roosevelt’s
secret, off-the-books funds in order to pay for clandestine projects. Finally,
all government agencies would be instructed to give him whatever support
he requested—no questions asked. With Roosevelt’s agreement in the
summer of 1941, America’s first major spy chief was crowned, and, by
1943, Donovan had agents and a far-flung network of secret missions
established throughout the war-torn world.

Early on he realized that the Soviets, if inclined, could aid his
intelligence operations. Positioned between Europe and Asia, the Soviets
had good spy networks throughout Germany, Eastern Europe, and China.
The Japan network was especially attractive. The U.S., surprised by the
attack on Pearl Harbor, had few, if any, spies there. Russia’s help could
make a big difference. According to OSS files,! Armand Hammer, the
American industrialist who traveled extensively in the Soviet Union (and
who some say was a spy for the Soviets)* had sent Donovan his “book on
my experiences in Russia” and offered his services as a consultant.
Donovan had private discussions with a Soviet naval attaché in Washington
and actually contacted members of the communist Party, USA (CPUSA) to
try to learn about Axis agents in the U.S.¢ U.S. civilians working in various
occupations in the USSR were asked to become secret OSS operatives. But
ultimately the idea of covert U.S. spies, military or civilian, operating on
Soviet soil was discouraged. Not only was Roosevelt intent on showing
good intentions to the USSR, and thus frowned on spying against them,’ but
“Russia has reputedly the best counter-espionage system in the world,” says
a January 23, 1943, OSS memo. “Any undercover representative would
probably be disclosed upon arrival.” The U.S. did not want to get caught
with its hand in the cookie jar.

By fall 1943, after considerable exploration of the matter, and despite
warnings from some in OSS that the Soviets were just waiting for Allied
victory to “let loose a communist revolution,” Donovan, who is reported to



have said, “I’d put Stalin on the OSS payroll if I thought it would help
defeat Hitler,”® had decided the possible gains of collaboration with the
NKVD outweighed the risk. And in late December, following the
unfortunate loss of an envoy he was sending to Moscow who might have
paved the way,® and with diplomatic channels widening with a new military
liaison mission, headed by Major General John R. Deane, being established
in Moscow, he decided to fly to Russia himself and plead his case in person.
According to several sources, including an official memorandum® of the
event published in John Mendelsohn’s rare book, The OSS-NKVD
Relationship 1943-1945, Donovan and U.S. Ambassador Averell Harriman
were taken by Soviet Foreign Minister Vyacheslav Molotov to NKVD
headquarters on Dzerzhinsky Street in Moscow right after Christmas,
December 27, 1943. There, in a grim, forbidding, czarist-built structure
housing the infamous Lubyanka prison, the two Americans, accompanied
by Charles Bohlen of the U.S. embassy’s staff, were met by NKVD chief,
Licutenant General Pavel Fitin, and a man Fitin introduced as “Colonel
Aleksandr P. Ossipov,” chief of the Soviets’ “subversive activities in Enemy
Countries.” In actuality, the companion was Gaik Ovakimyan, a very
productive NKVD spy of Armenian heritage who, according to researchers
with access to NKVD files decades later, had been arrested and jailed as a
Soviet spy in New York in early 1941. However, after Germany’s surprise
invasion of Russia that summer, he had been ordered released by President
Roosevelt—apparently a gesture of goodwill—and deported back to the
USSR where he had been rewarded for his trouble by being put in charge of
all NKVD spying in North America, including the U.S.2

Thus the first meeting of Donovan and the NKVD he was courting began
with a deception by the Soviets. But Donovan, all accounts agree, was
unaware. In fact, he was quite pleased with the relative ease with which
matters appeared to him to be unfolding and began his pitch, according to
the meeting memorandum, by telling the two Soviet spy masters all about
the OSS. “General Donovan . . . outlined the organization, aims, scope of
operations, etc . . . giving details of specific types of operations, means of
communication, organization of groups within enemy countries . . . .”2
However, he need not have done so, for by this time the NKVD already had
in place covert agents inside the OSS sending back all manner of U.S.
secrets. The disguised Ovakimyan had been the Soviet agent overseeing the
early OSS penetrations, which was probably the reason Fitin brought him to



the meeting. The West now knows all this to be true largely because of a top
secret U.S. code-breaking operation recently declassified (1995). During the
war, the army’s Signal Intelligence Agency, forerunner of today’s National
Security Agency, broke Russian codes under a project codenamed
“Venona.” Because the project was so secret, few, even today, outside of
World War II and Cold War historians are familiar with it. But decrypted
Venona messages confirm the OSS penetration. Using the decrypts, and
access to NKVD and recently released FBI files and Russian memaoirs,
researchers like The Haunted Wood’s Weinstein and Vassiliev have put
together lists of OSS agents who spied for the Russians. The Mitrokhin
Archive, co-authored with former KGB archivist Vasili Mitrokhin, who for
years copied and secreted away Russian intelligence files, says the number
of “Soviet agents at OSS headquarters [was] probably well into double
figures,”® possibly as many as forty. Outside Washington, in various OSS
installations throughout the world, the n