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At 46, this soldier of fortune has 
a long list of wars behind him, 
but he's still in there pitching, 
hie has at least seven good rea

sons for fighting the Germans. 

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON 
YANK StaflF Correspondent 

W ITH THE FIRST ARMY IN GERMANY—When 
T-5 Alfred Perrott-White walked into an 
ETO orderly room last November to r e 

port for duty after a transfei- from the Mediter
ranean, he was only a pfc, but a full general 
wandering into the area couldn't have caused 
more consternation. 

In the first place, Perrott-White was 46 years 
old, with a distinct Brit
ish accent and the hawk-
nosed face of a British-In
dian army colonel, which 
he might very well have 
been. In the second place, 
he had a pair of RAF offi
cers' wings sewed above 
one pocket of his GI 
b l o u s e , a n d a b o v e t h e 
other he wore 20 cam
paign ribbons and deco
rations four rows deep. 

The ribbons were a bewildering collection of 
French. British and American medals, indicating 
service in two wars, in the RAF. at Khyber Pass 
and in the French Foreign Legion. Among the 
medals was the Croix de Guerre with two silver 
stars. 

"Okay, Gen. MacArthur," said the top kick, in 
the way of all top kicks, "let's .see your service 
record.'" 

Perrott-White handed over his service record. 
While everyone else gawked, the top kick, a 
tough customer named Albers, thumbed the 
pages until he came to the section marked "Cita
tions and Decorations." He settled back to read. 
As he read, he stared up uneasily from time to 
time at Perrott-White. Then he snapped the ser
vice record shut and settled back to think. 

"I quit," he said finally. "When I got to worry 
about putting Beau Gestes and Paddy Finucanes 
on KP in my own outfit, it's time for me to quit." 

And he retired to the privacy of his chambers. 

SINCE then the reaction to Perrott-White in the 
U. S. Army has been the same. I met him in 

Belgium just as we were about to plunge across 
the border into Germany for the first time. Be
cause of his age and knowledge of languages, his 
principal job now is to get as close to the lines 
as possible to interview civilian refugees filtering 
through from the other side. 

The idea is to get information about mine 
fields, enemy-troop concentrations, etc., in the 
path of the advancing corps. I saw French and 
Belgian civilians take one look at Perrott-Whitt 
and his decorations and begin to address him ex
citedly as "mon colonel." 

Colonels in his outfit have been known to ask 
Perrott-White questions concerning British bat
tle tactics at Amiens in the last war and phases 
of the Foreign Legion campaign against the Riffs 
in Africa. He has been visited by high-ranking 
RAF officers who used to fly with him in the old' 
days when he was a flight lieutenant (the equiv-

The T-5 
alent of captain). And once a driver at head
quarters got into a terrific fight with three men 
from the armored division who looked at Per
rott-White and his decorations and described hin\ 
as being full of it. 

Perrott-White is the only genuine soldier of 
fortune many of the officers and men have seen 
outside the movies, and accordingly he has be
come a sort of legend in the outfit. GIs will whis
per furtive asides to you that Perrott-White is 
the son of a viscount, that he was a general cash
iered out of the British Army and that he owns 
millions of dollars worth of diamond mines in 
South Africa. 

None of this is true. The Perrott-White career, 
however, reads like something out of a Holly
wood script. Even his entry into the U. S. Army 
was unique. Whereas most GIs make their first 
contact with the Army through the drab medium 
of an induction center, Perrott-White took a few 
pot shots at it with a 75-mm before he enlisted. 

It happened in North Africa in November 1942. 
Perrott-White was then a sergeant in the Foreign 
Legion. He was attached to a battery of 75s 
thrown in as part of the French coast-defense 
system around the vital port of Lyautey in Mo
rocco. Perrott-White was reclining comfortably 
in the sack that night, all packed up and ready 
to leave for Dakar in the morning, when sud
denly, at 0430 hours, he was lifted from his cot 
by the force of an explosion and deposited neatly 
across the room. A 16-inch shell from one of our 
battlewagons had exploded less than 500 yards 
away. The invasion of North Africa was on. 

Perrott-White got to his feet and stumbled 
outside in the pitch blackness. There was a con-

PRODUCED 2004 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



"Okay, Gen. MocArthur," said the typ kick, in the 
w a y of top kicks, "let's see your service record." 

fusion of yells and the noise of explosions. 
"We're being attacked by the Germans." some

one shouted. And the battery began unpacking 
its guns. They still couldn't see a thing, but Per-
rott-White went to the crest of a hill as a for
ward observer, and the battery began to lay 
down a general barrage to cover the approaches 
to the river mouth. For three hours they didn't 
know whom they were fighting. Finally at 0745 
it began to get light. Then the planes came over. 
Perrott-White took one look at the first attacking 
plane, and went running into the captain com-
ma^nding the battery, an Indo-Chinese. "My 
God," said Perrott-White, "they're Americans." 
No one else had ever seen the American white 
star insignia. "You're crazy," said the captain, 
"the Americans would never attack us." And he 
ordered the battery to keep on firing. 

Perrott-White went back to his OP. Just as he 
got there, our second wave of assault boats was 
coming into shore. Directing the fire, he made 
sure to place all the battery's shells to the right 
and over the landing craft. At 1000 hours the fir
ing ceased and a jeep came ashore carrying a 
flag of truce and Col. Craw, for whom Craw Field 
at Port Lyautey was later named. Perrott-White 
ran out to meet the colonel and gave him direc
tions to the French commanding officer's head
quarters. 

"Blimey, you're a Limey," said the colonel. "I 
need someone like you. I'll see you later." But 
Col. Craw never came back. He was accidentally 
killed by machine-gun fire down the road, and 
the battle went on for three days more. 

PERROTT-WHITE refused to fight against the 
Americans after the Craw incident. The battery 

commander, who was an old friend of Perrott-
White's, then turned his staff car over to the ser
geant, and Perrott-White used it as a Red Cross 
ambulance for the three days of the battle. He 
drove out into the middle of the fighting to pick 
up the wounded of both sides. He thus saved the 
lives of at least two dozen Yanks and French
men. This little job earned him one of his three 
Croix de Guerre. The citation, in his service rec
ord, reads: "With courage and calmness during 
the three days of combat he successfully per
formed his mission, at all times under the heavy 
fire of the battling forces." 

After the armistice was signed at Port Lyau
tey, he immediately began to incorporate the 
French forces into our own fighting machine. 
Perrott-White was assigned to the 60th U. S. Ar
tillery as an instructor and interpreter for French 
officers sent over to learn American artillery 
weapons. He liked American Army life and 
chow, and after a long process of getting his dis
charge from the French Army and the permis
sion of the British War Office in London, he en
listed in the U. S. Army at the Atlantic base 
section in Casablanca. He went through the in

vasion of Italy with the Fifth Army G-2 and 
finally in September 1943 became a natui'attzed 
American citizen. Moving to the ETO. he replaced 
a man hurt in the fighting at St. Mere Eglise on 
D-plus-flve and has been in the thick of combat 
in this campaign ever since. 

PERROTT-WHITE was born in London in 1898. His 
father was a wealthy publican who owned a 

string of prosperous pubs in the London area. 
The cafe life didn't appeal to young Alfred, so 
at the age of 13 he ran away to sea and com
pleted two round-the-world voyages on a four-
master, ending up as a second mate. 

When the first World War broke out, his skill 
as a navigator seemed important to the Royal 
Flying Corps, and he was signed on as a naviga
tor and observer in the old two-place planes. He 
flew Camels and Spads and SE-5s. Soon he qual
ified as a pursuit pilot and finished out the war 
battling in one of the many Allied feuds with 
Richtofen's Flying Circus. He is credited with the 
destruction of three enemy planes. 

One day Perrott-White was flying his Camel 
against the circus and got his engine shot up. 
In spite of that, he brought the ship down and 
made a forced landing in No Man's Land. As he 
landed he was thrown from the plane and hurled 
into a shell hole half filled with water. In the 
water were the corpses of seven Germans who 
had been dead for 14 or 15 days. They reeked. 
Perrott-White tried to get out of the hole, but both 
his ankles were sprained and he couldn't walk. 
Not only that, but both sides opened fire on the 
aircraft and destroyed it. During the shelling, he 
had to keep ducking his head under the stinking 
water to keep from being hit. 

Four days and four nights Perrott-White sat 
in that shell hole. Every time he showed his 
head, the Germans opened fire. There was no 
food and no drinking water. He began to go crazy 
from the smell. On the evening of the fourth day. 
the British counterattackec^ beyond him. Two lit
ter bearers picked him up and carried him to the 
rear. 

Perrott-White, then a flight lieutenant, re
signed his commission in 1919 after a hitch with 
the Army of Occupation. He tried to go back to 
sea. But the post-war maritime depression had 
already set in, and there was no work. One day 
he showed up at a recruiting office in London and 
enlisted as a private in the 19th Hussars, a regi
ment of cavalry going to India to patrol the 
northwest frontier. He fought the Insurgents in 
the Khyber Pass, then fought long sieges of ma
laria and dysentery. Finally he was sent back to 
England and discharged. The doctors relayed him 
to the United States for a change of climate. 

He had a wonderful time in the States, a factor 
that led him to join our Army and become a citi
zen later. He had plenty of money and a motor
cycle, so he spent two years just touring aronp'-' 

He was captured by the Germans but escaped with a 
Polish soldier from a prison train close to Sedan. 
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the counti-y. He hit every state and then polished 
off Central America, Mexico and Panama. After 
that he returned to England. But again he found 
that he just couldn't sit around and lead a nor
mal life. 

So one day he up and joined the Foreign 
Legion. One of the most brilliant episodes in the 
history of the Legion was written during the 
defeat of France in 1940. and Perrott-White was 
right in the midst of it. By this time he wj«5 a 
comparatively old man of 42. but it was then 
that he earned two of his three Croix de Guerre. 

During the so-called phony-war phase Perrott-
White was on patrol with six men between the 
Siegfried and the Maginot Lines. Suddenly he 
looked up and discovered that the Germans had 
made a strong tank advance across the border. The 
patrol was cut off. Perrott-White gathered the pa
trol together and worked out a plan to escape. The 
tanks hadn't spotted them yet, so he and the 
others dropped to their hands and knees and 
crawled toward the tanks from the rear. When 
they reached the tanks, they climbed up on the 
aprons of the rearmost and dropped fused hand 
grenades into the slots. Four tanks were blown 
up that way. In the confusion the other panzers 
pulled back, and Perrott-White and the rest of 
the patrol escaped to their own lines. That earned 
him the first of the Croix de Guerre. 

The second came during the retreat to Dunkirk. 
Perrott-White was part of the French forces 
fighting the rearguard action for the retreat. He 
commanded a suicide squad of four men charged 
with manning a heavy machine gun at all costs. 

The gun was attacked by a strong German 
patrol and the four men were killed. Perrott-
White was wounded in the neck but he managed 
to stay at the gun. In some way, he kept it in 
action—loading, sighting and firing by himself. 
For 15 minutes he held the Germans off. Then he 
was wounded again and captured. Nobody ever 
expected to see him again, but he turned up at 
Lyon weeks later. He and a Polish soldier had 
escaped from a moving prison train near Sedan, 
The French authorities scratched their heads, gave 
Perrott-White a Croix de Guerre with a silver 
star, promoted him to sergeant and sent him back 
to rejoin his outfit in Africa. 

TODAY Perrott-White goes about his business 
quietly and professionally, just like the other 

highly skilled GIs in his section. He is a mild, 
unassuming little guy with thinning brown hair. 
Unless he is asked a direct question, he never 
talks about himself, and, except for the RAF 
wings and decorations (which he even wears on 
his combat suit), it is difficult to tell him from 
the rest. He speaks a half-dozen languages flu
ently and from time to time gets a chance to 
demonstrate his soldier's skill. At Mortain, for 
instance, he drove down a road in a jeep with a 
lieutenant and looked around to see that a Tiger 
tank had entered the road behind them. With
out hesitating Perrott-White drove the jeep into 
an open field and neatly maneuvered across the 
entire field, always just out of range of the 
Tiger's revolving 88. 

When you ask Perrott-White why he still wants 
to be a soldier at his age, he says at first: "I guess 
I'm just a 30-year-man at heart."^But then he 
starts talking about his father and six brothers. 
His father and two of the brothers were killed by 
the Germans at Mons and Ypres in the last war. 
Two other brothers were killed by the Germans 
in France in 1940. The fifth was killed by the 
Germans in the London blitz. He was an air-raid 
warden and a bomb blew him to pieces as he was 
pulling wounded out of a ruined building. 

That left just one brother — Bernard, the 
youngest. 

When Perrott-White's outfit recently fought its 
way through Montcornet, just outside Chateau-
Thierry, he stopped off at the Engli.sh cemetery 
there to visit the grave of his oldest brother 
Frank, killed at Ypres in 1915. He found Frank's 
grave. Then he looked across the row and saw 
less than six feet away seven new crosses. Out 
of curiosity, Perrott-White went over. The crosses 
marked the grave of an RAF Lancaster crew 
that had crashed nearby. Six of the graves had 
names. The other was merely marked "Officer 
Unknown." Perrott-White looked at the names 
and felt a chill because he knew that the men 
were all members of his remaining brother's 
crew. 

A week later Perrott-White received a letter 
from the British War Office—"We regret to in
form you that your brother, Bernard, was killed 
in action over France, July 15, 1943." 
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