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Luke U. Patton was born 14-JAN 1919 in O’Fallon Missouri.  His father was 
Richard C. Patton (1893-1983) and his mother was Rose Elnore Patton (1895-
1979).  Rose and Richard had eight children.   

When Luke registered for the draft on 16-OCT 1940, he was living at 2217 Wallis 
in Overland MO. According to his draft card he worked for Authorized Brick 
Service.  According to the 1930 census, Luke lived in Dardenne in St. Charles 
County.  Much of this biography is taken from memoirs and letters wrote by Luke 
Patton.   

Luke recalls the day Pearl Harbor was bombed.  “I got up that December 7th 
Sunday morning, had breakfast, went to church, came home, and had chicken 
and dumplings.  That afternoon I drove out to Overland to pick up my girlfriend.  

We were going out for chicken dinner, then to Keg Center at Dardenne Missouri a little dance place 
where everyone knew each other.  We were about halfway between Overland and O’Fallon MO when 
we heard the news come over the radio the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.  This was like a dream and 
couldn’t wake up to understand what I heard until that evening everybody was talking about it.  Some 
talked about how they would stay out of the service.  I said, ‘I’ll go in the Army.’  The first thing a girlfriend 
said, “You probably won’t come back.”  I said, ‘oh yes, I’ll be back.’  I’ll never forget, I said, ‘I’ll see Berlin 
and I’ll still come back.’  The following year, Luke enlisted at Jefferson Barracks St. Louis County.   

Luke was inducted into the Army on 11-NOV 1942 at Jefferson 
Barracks in St. Louis MO. Luke boarded a train bound for an 
unknown destination.  After four days on the train, they pulled 
into a town in Oregon and then Camp Adair for basic training.  In 
the weeks ahead, Luke went on maneuvers in California, Oregon, 
the Mojave Desert, Yuma, Needles, and into Phoenix where they 
boarded a train for Camp Carson Colorado for mountain training.  
A short time later, Luke shipped out of Carson to Camp Kilmer 
New Jersey and the port of embarkation.  There he boarded the 
U.S.S George Washington and set sail past the Statue of Liberty.  Luke was studying the statue when 
another soldier said to him, “take a good look for we may never see it again.”  Luke wrote, “One man’s 
face who will never forget as if it were yesterday, with tears running down his face said, “I’m going over 
there, I will never come back.”   

Luke continued, “but leave it to me, I had to have something to say.  ‘If I felt like you guys, I wouldn’t be 
on this ship.  This guy is going over there.  After the war, I am coming home.  At this point in time, I 
weighed 194 pounds.  I felt pretty brave.” In later years, Luke recalled, “I went overseas among a lot of 
friends that I trained with.  Believe me, when we came back, I was with a lot of new faces.  When I came 
back, I weighed 137 pounds and inside out.  I was in combat too long.  It took its toll on me but at least I 
came back in one piece.  I thank the good Lord for my return.”    

Private Luke Patton served in the 104th Division, 415th Infantry Regiment, Company L, nicknamed the 
Timberwolves.  The 104th Regiment was originally headquartered in Casper, Wyoming. Ordered into 
active service on 15-SEP 1942, the regiment saw service during World War II with campaign participation 
credit in Northern France, Rhineland, and Central Europe.  Editor’s note: Referred to as the “Timberwolf” 
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Division or “Night fighters” their motto was "Nothing in Hell Can Stop the Timberwolves.” Luke Patton’s 
Army service number was 37396955.   

Luke and the Timberwolves served under Maj. Gen. Terry de la Mesa Allen.   Allen was featured on the 
cover of Time Magazine on 9-AUG 1943.  On 15-OCT 1943 he assumed command of the 104th Infantry 
Division. The Timberwolves arrived at Cherbourg, France on 7-SEP 1944.  The 104th did not move to the 
front lines and enter combat immediately.  Many Timberwolves helped in the Red Ball Express, ferrying 
gasoline from the coast to the front lines.  Others guarded the French coast, against German raiding 
parties from the Atlantic. In September and October, the 104th was deployed around the Manche region 
of France.  Later in mid-October they moved into an area near Antwerp Belgium.   

On 23-OCT 1944, the division moved to the front lines, near Wuestwezel finally facing German troops in 
the Netherlands.  Following the fight in the Netherlands, the Timberwolves headed eastward, into 
Germany.  Although they made many daylight assaults, the Division’s Commander, Major General Terry 
Allen ordered his soldiers to conduct night attacks, a tactic he employed when he commanded the 1st 
Infantry Division in North Africa. The Timberwolves made several night attacks, as they crossed the 
Siegfried Line.  

In November 1944, the division was already approaching the German city of Aachen.  On 16-NOV 1944, 
following the biggest air assault of World War II (2,400 bombers), the division, from its positions in the 
Aachen-Verlantenheide area, launched an assault on the pill boxes and other fortifications of the 
Siegfried Line and clawed their way past Hill 287 and through the heavily defended fortress towns and 
cities of Stolberg, Rohe, Helrath, Durwiz, Eschweiler, Putzlohn, Volkenrath, Weisweiler, Frenz, 
Lamersdorf, Inden, and Merken to the banks of the Roer River opposite Duren. 

Elements of the 2nd Battalion, 415th Infantry Regiment, gained notoriety when they conducted a night 
attack near Lucherberg, Germany, from 2-DEC through 4-DEC 1944.  Soldiers were armed only with a 
handful of grenades, and an empty rifle with a fixed bayonet.  The Timberwolves were so successful that 
German propaganda radio broadcast called the tactic unfair.  Decades later, these tactics would be 
echoed in the Timberwolf motto, “Night Fighters!” 

The push continued across the Inde River (sic) from November 27th through December 13th, 1944.  
German radio broadcasts called it the "most terrible and ferocious battle in the history of all wars" and 
The Stars & Stripes described the German shelling of Inden as "the heaviest artillery concentration ever 
experienced by American troops" when the Timberwolves battled for the Inden area. Time Magazine 
reported, "The Germans fought like wild men for the Inden" as the 104th conquered Lamersdorf, Inden 
and Lucherberg. 

On 16-DEC 1944, the Timberwolves and Luke Patton dug in on the West Bank of the Roer River, and were 
the keystone of the Allied northern defense, while the Battle of the Bulge raged to the south.  The 
division occupied thin defensive positions, holding back many German assaults.  
 
Battle of the Bulge 
The Battle of the Bulge delayed the planned crossing of the Roer until 23-FEB 1945 when the major 
offensive action to reach Cologne was begun.  The Rhine was reached on 7 March and Time Magazine 
reported, "Cologne, the Rhine's Greatest City, is Ours."  The magazine reported, “The Germans fought 
for the Roer River, between Aachen and Cologne, as if it were the Meuse, the Marne, and the Somme of 
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the last war all rolled into one."  
After heavy fighting on 5-MAR 
1945 the Timberwolves entered 
Cologne (Koln). After defending 
the west bank of the Rhine, the 
division crossed the river at 
Honnef, 22-MAR 1945, and 
attacked to the east of the 
Remagen bridgehead.   

The 104th repulsed heavy attacks 
near Medebach and captured 
Paderborn 1-APR 1945. 
Regrouping, it advanced to the 
east and crossed the Weser River 
on the April 8th, blocking enemy 
exits from the Harz Mountains.   

Most of Luke Urban Patton’s 
memoirs are from his time shortly 
before and during the Battle of the 
Bulge.  Luke wrote in his words: 

 
“Yes, footprints in the mud, footprints in the snow, footprints at the altar in Inden Germany.  
Footprints across France, Belgium, Holland to Zunderth, then from Aachen to Berlin.   

Up in Holland I left footprints in the mud, red with another man’s blood.  One night we walked 
for miles up a levee.  We found out we walked right up in among (sic) enemy troops.  I walked 
right past a horse drawn cannon.  I mean by this time all hell broke loose.   

We got an order to get out and withdraw if we could.  Bernard Taylor* from Mt. Vernon IL. 
was hit bad, paralyzed but wasn’t out.  I asked him where he was hit.  He didn’t know, he was 
numb all over.  I told him I was going to get him back to the aid station and they would patch 
him up and get him back to the States.  He would be out of the war.  He informs me to get 
myself out and forget him, he couldn’t make it anyway.  This made me more determined I 
would get back for help (sic).  I got him on my back holding his legs with my left arm, carrying 
a rifle with the other.  He told me several times what I was doin (sic) was wasting time, he 
would not live.   

The road we went in on was cut off by the enemy.  Out through the swamp land was the only 
way out.  They shelled the swamp.  They didn’t intend for anyone to get out.  He got hit with 
shrapnel while on my back.  In fact I still have some small pieces in my back from that night.  

What Bernard Taylor got from that shell, he died in minutes while on my back.  I still carried 
him out of the swamp, laid him on top of the levee side of the road.  His blood ran from 
shoulders to my shoes.  When I laid him down I felt for heartbeat and pulse.  There was no 
sign of life so I let him lay (sic) beside the road, east of Zunderth Holland.    
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When we moved over to Aachen, Germany where we relieved the Big Red One on the 1st US 
Army spearhead.  We fought all the way through the Roer Industrial valley.  It was a hard 
way to go.  The enemy fought fiercely to hold.  We fought all the way up to Lucherburg which 

put on the high ground overlooking the Roer River.  And then it 
snowed another heavy snow on top of the first snow.  By this 
time, the Battle of the Bulge started (Editor note: The Battle of 
the bulge began 16-DEC 1944 to 26-JAN 1945).  The enemy went 
all the way up in Belgium, Brussels, Liege, all the way to the 
seaport of Antwerp Belgium.  This area we cleared before moving 
out of Belgium.    

By this time the American launched a counteroffensive against 
the enemy.  General Patton’s tanks and all.  At this time we held 
what we had gained.  In December 1944 the sky cleared.  They 
put everything it had in the air that could fly.  I remember one 
morning one glance at the sky, seven bombers at one time going 

for dirt.  Out of the seven, only the crew from one plane made it to the ground.  You can’t 
imagine how grateful these men were to know they made it to earth alive.  They were all hit 
with shrapnel, all able to walk.  I show them (sic) the way and how far to the aid station.  All 
were able to walk on their own power but when they walked in the snow they left a trail of 
blood in the snow.  This went on and on.  I’ve seen men walking with feet froze to their knees.   

The enemy was shooting our planes out of the sky.  It looked like ducks dropping out of the 
sky.  Their aircraft guns were all around Cologne Germany.  This was about 12 miles east of 
us with Christmas day coming up.  On Christmas Eve it was clear and cold.  They sent up to 
word to us that the next morning there would be churches (sic) services back down the hill in 
Inden.  Anyone wishing to go was welcome.  Expressions never changed.  Not a word from 
anyone.  All I saw was grim faces that looked like I felt.   

But leave it to me.  I had to have something to say.  I said Hell, I’ll go but no one offered to go 
with me.  So that morning I took my rifle, some extra hand grenades, and started to walk to 
Inden.  A pair of dead horses lay in the street. Dead bodies lying everywhere.  So, I got to the 
Rock church, part of the roof gone, no heat about 30 below.    

I walked into the church.  G.I.s sitting there with steel helmets on, rifles between their knees, 
ready to jump and run on split second notice.  I sat down and in about 60 seconds the chaplain 
was reading from a book when a shell hit the church.  The chaplain was the only one that got 
hit.  It almost knocked him down but he closed the book.  His face turned fire red.  He walked 
away from the altar and fell.   

This story I’ve told many times.  Here is a man trying to help troubled mens (sic) with torn 
hearts that gave his all for you and Red, White and Blue.  He left his last footprints at the 
altar in Inden, Germany on Christmas morning, 1944.  He will always be remembered by all 
who knew him as a great chaplain.  

I’ve seen many a good man leave this old world.  Some times (sic) it makes one wonder what 
is life and death all about.”   
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The Battle of the Bulge ended on 26-JAN 1945, and the Timberwolves crossed the Roer River, and in less 
than two weeks, on March 8th, they captured and briefly garrisoned the city of Cologne.  The 
Timberwolves soon crossed the Rhine, and advanced eastward in a 350-mile sweep that took them to 
the Mulde River.   

Concentration Camps 

As the 104th advanced into Thuringia Germany, the unit overran Nordhausen and the Dora-Mittelbau 
concentration camps on 11-APR 1945. Nordhausen was a sub-camp of the concentration camp Dora-
Mittelbau. This camp was created by the SS (Editor note:  The SS (Schutzstaffel, or Protection Squads) 
was originally established as Adolf Hitler's personal bodyguard unit. It would later become both the elite 
guard of the Nazi Reich and Hitler's executive force prepared to carry out all security-related duties, 
without regard for legal restraint) for prisoners too weak or too ill to work in the tunnels of Dora on the 
fabrication of the German V1 and V2 rockets. Nordhausen was an extermination camp for ill prisoners. 
The extermination methods used by the SS were not the same as the ones used in the great 
extermination camps: there was no gas chamber but, in Nordhausen, the prisoners died by starvation 
and total lack of medical care.  

When American troops arrived in the camp, they discovered a gruesome scene. Although the division 
had been forewarned there was a prison camp, they certainly could not have expected the inhumane 
atrocities they were about to witness. More than 3,000 corpses were scattered on the grounds. In several 
hangars there were no survivors and in others they found only 2 or 3 living inmates lying among the 
corpses. The situation was so dire that the medic unit of the 104th Infantry Division had to request urgent 
medical reinforcements and supplies. More that 400 German civilians living in the direct vicinity of the 
camp were forced by the troops to evacuate the corpses. The medic units of the 104th Division did the 
best they could to save as many prisoners as possible but even with the excellent care they received, 
numerous inmates died in the hours and days following the liberation of the camps.  Unfortunately, on 
April 3rd, an Allied bombing campaign had targeted Nordhausen, thinking it was underground bunkers 
for V-2 missiles.  Allied bombs hit the camp, killing about 1500 prisoners.  The survivors declared Dora 
the “Hell of all concentration camps”. 

V-E Day 

In the final six months of World War II, the 104th Division, had launched a series of night attacks against 
German troops often while short of supplies and equipped with empty rifles, bayonets, and grenades, 
slicing and exploding their way through enemy lines on the drive to Berlin. The division participated in 
195 days of continuous fighting which would last until the war ended with the German surrender on the 
7-MAY 1945. The division saw action fighting in northwestern Europe as it fought through France, 
Netherlands, Belgium, and western Germany.  They fought back several fierce German counterattacks 
as it advanced through the theater throughout late 1944 and 1945. The 104th finished their time in 
Germany in the regions of Hessen-Nassau and Westphalia just south of Berlin.  This was the only combat 
duty that the 104th Infantry Division had served during its history. At the end of the fighting on 7-MAY 
1945 (V-E Day), the division was in central Germany opposite the troops of its allies from the Soviet 
Army. 

Shortly after Germany’s surrender, the 104th Division boarded the S.S. John Ericsson a troop transport 
bound for Camp Kilmer New Jersey.  After 45 days at sea, one morning Luke thought he could see the 
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Statue of Liberty.  Luke wrote, “this was one of the greatest days of my life.  There were many 
disappointments over the men who didn’t return.  We were forced to leave many good young men 
behind that believed in their country, their fellow men and why they went to war.”  From there, the 
Timberwolves returned to San Louis Obispo, California, where they trained for the Pacific Theater.  The 
Timberwolves were scheduled to take part in the invasions of the Japanese home islands as part of 
Operations Olympic and Coronet. The operations were made unnecessary by Japan’s surrender on 2-SEP 
1945.  Luke U. Patton was discharged in San Louis Obispo on 12-OCT 1945.  

Major General Allen inactivated the Division, which held its final formation on 20-DEC 1945.  

There were five-hundred and three Silver Star recipients.  The Silver Star is the third highest The Silver 
Star Medal is awarded primarily for gallantry in action.  Luke Urban Patton was one of the recipients.  
Luke would later write, “This was damn serious business.  When we went on suicide missions (sic) is a 
test of what men are made of.  Each and every man knows we won’t all make it.  Still, they went to do 
the job. I’ve been on many a one when about half would succeed, but you can’t quit.  When I think back, 
our base pay was $50 a month, 7 days a week, 24 hours a day, that’s $600 a year for the doing the 
hardest, dirtiest job any man can do (sic).”   

 
Luke Urban Patton earned the following awards: 

 Silver Star 
 Bronze Star 
 Purple Heart 
 Distinguished Unit Citation 
 Honorable Service Lapel Button 
 The European-African-Middle Eastern Service Medal 
 World War II Victory Medal  
 Good Conduct 

 
Patton was mustered out of the Army on 12-OCT 1945.  Luke had married Doris Marie Stadler on 12-
NOV 1943.  They had three daughters: JoAnn, Donna, and Linda and two sons: Patrick and Brian.  Luke 
went on to work as was a heavy equipment operator for Hoisting Engineers Local 513 in St. Louis.  Luke 
was a member of O’Fallon Veterans of Foreign War (VFW) Post 5077, Disabled Veterans, and 104th 
Timberwolf Association.  
 
In Luke’s last paragraph of his memoirs, he writes: 
 

I saved a man’s like up in Holland 1944.  I sent him back on a stretcher and never knew 
whether he lived or not.  Thirty-five years later I met him in Williamsburg, Virginia.  He was 
grateful as hell for what I did for him.  Here it is 45 years after WWII and still get cards and 
letters from these men.  These are some of the things that are very rewarding.  To this day, 
when people show their kindness and appreciation, it makes life worth while (sic).    
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After attending a reunion in the 1990’s, Luke wrote:   
 
“Several years ago, while at the 104th reunion in San Francisco, 
California, I was talking to a public relations man from Washington D.C. 
that covers military reunions all over the country.  He mentioned that he 
sees something with this organization that he did not see with other 
groups.  He did not see the close brotherhood relations with others that 
he saw with this group.  I explained to him, these men are remnants left 
over from a combat team that served a hitch in hell, no one can visualize 
or understand.  These men have been down a hard, dark, cold, and lonely 
road covering each other’s back, saving one another’s lives and they will 
never forget.  This is what has built a brotherhood bond.  It’s hard for 
some people to understand.”   

 
Written by: 

Luke U. Patton, CO. L 415 Infantry 
104th Timberwolves 

                                                        1877 West Terra Lane, O’Fallon, MO 63366 
 

Luke Urban Patton died on 28-JAN 2003 in O’Fallon MO.  Doris Marie Patton died on 31-JAN 2017.  Luke 
and Doris had been married 60 years.  They are buried together at St. Charles Memorial Gardens in St. 
Charles Missouri. In the Company L, 415th Newsletter dated June 10, 1993 newsletter Luke Patton 
enclosed an article from the St. Charles Post about his daughter Linda.   Luke said of Linda, “Linda is a 
natural and accomplished artist.”  Today, Linda is an indispensable part of the St. Charles County 
Veterans Museum, has two original paintings in the museum and has won numerous awards for her art.   
 
*Editor’s note: Bernard Benjamin Taylor, Mt. Vernon IL was born 22-NOV 1922, died 30-OCT 1944.  He is 
buried at Parkersburg Memorial Gardens, Parkersburg, Wood County, West Virginia. 
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Published in the St. Charles Journal November 14, 1986: 

Vet Still Dreams of War Action 
Luke Patton still dreams about World War II. 

“Last month I laid down and went to sleep and you know 
where I was?” Patton said, “in the Rohr Valley in a 
factory shooting people.”  

The memories of three days and nights of nonstop 
combat, of being captured by the Germans and rescued 
the next day, of spending hours in a bloody canal 
ducking gunfire are something the retired O’Fallon 
heavy equipment operator can’t forget.  

“I was beat to death, nerves were shot,” he said 
recently. When talking about the war Peyton said the 
thing that kept him going was a cross that his mother 
Rose E. Patton had mailed to him while he was in 
training at camp Adair Oregon. She died six years ago, 
but Patton still wears it. “When I would look at the cross, I could see home, and a light 
waiting for my return,” he said.  

Patton, who served in the 104th Timberwolf infantry division, said he was on the 
first troop ship to sail directly from the United States to France. In a short time they were 
fighting on the front lines. “We didn’t know what we were going into,” Patton said.  
“Nobody knows what their reaction will be until you get there. We were scared to death. 
Some people can function when they’re scared and some can’t. It’s as simple as that.  

Patton was able to function well enough to win a Bronze star and a Silver star. He 
earned the Silver star by volunteering to knock out a German tank that was blocking his 
unit’s entry into a town. His citation reads in part that he “crawled under heavy small arms 
fire with complete disregard for his own personal safety to get as close as possible to the 
tank. When within 20 yards of his objective he fired three bazooka rounds into the tank 
knocking it out completely and killing its crew. Patton said the incident didn’t stand out in 
his mind compared to the other actions. He said one of the most frightening times occurred 
when he was pinned down in a turnip patch by a German machine gunner. The bullets cut 
off the tops of plants all around him and some pierced his clothing.  

Throughout his service his cross and the thoughts it inspired kept him going. Several 
times the cross was covered with blood of both Germans and Americans, when Patton 
would help take the injured to aid stations. The carnage affected Patton even after he came 
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home. “I was going downhill,” he said.  “I couldn’t get no sleep. I’d be dreaming this crap. 
I couldn’t shake it. The nightmares were harder on me than when I was in it! I’d wake up 
sweating; I was back in combat.”  

He had been a mechanic in St. Louis before the war but 
afterwards he couldn’t stand to work indoors. He became a 
heavy equipment operator. He and his wife Doris moved to 
O’Fallon, where he had been born together they raised five 
children. Now the memories of the war aren’t quite as sharp 
and Patton said the dreams of combat don’t bother him like 
they used to. But when he does think about war he remembers 
his mother Rose and the cross she sent that encouraged him. 
“There was something that inspired me when I went across on 
that ship,” he said, recalling the anxiety of heading for the war. 
“One boy had tears in his eyes. I said what’s wrong. He said 
‘I’m never coming back.’ I said, ‘if I felt that way I wouldn’t 
be on the ship’. I never gave up on that one line of thought that 
I’d come back.” 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

Luke and brother Richard Patton, Camp 
Lucky Strike, France 1945 


