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			PREFACE

			JUST HOURS after the surprise assault on Pearl Harbor in December 1941, Japanese planes launched a second attack 5,300 miles away, bombing and strafing U.S. military airfields surrounding Manila in the Philippine Islands. The attack was less of a surprise but equally devastating. Though many more Americans died at Pearl Harbor, the consequences of the Japanese attack on the U.S. Commonwealth of the Philippines were at least as far-reaching.

			The day of infamy was December 8, 1941, across the International Date Line: A single bombing run at Clark Air Base north of Manila wiped out half of the thirty-five B-17 bombers and seventy-five P-40 fighter planes stationed in the Philippines. Two days later Japanese attacks destroyed the U.S. naval base at Cavite. On successive days Japan swiftly wiped out U.S. defenses in the Philippines and then launched a full ground invasion of the 7,107-island archipelago. The United States had about thirty thousand soldiers and was training four times that many Filipinos to defend the islands, all too late.

			Less than a month later, on January 2, 1942, Japanese troops marched into Manila unopposed by the U.S. forces commanded by General Douglas MacArthur, who had withdrawn to the Bataan peninsula and Corregidor Island. Tokyo saw conquest of the Philippines as essential to cutting off Allied supply lines and as a stepping-stone in its plan to control all of Asia. By the time they occupied Manila, the Japanese already had seized the U.S. island of Guam, had conquered British Hong Kong, and were moving toward control of Burma and the Dutch East Indies. Japanese leaders, said General MacArthur, knew that the Philippines was “the Key that unlocks the door to the Pacific.”

			Manila was a strategic port, a romantic American outpost, and a jewel of a city, dominated and transformed by the United States in the forty-three years since Admiral George Dewey had sailed to victory in Manila Bay during the Spanish-American War. Manila had become a commercial crossroads for the United States in the southwestern Pacific. At the outbreak of war in Europe, it also was a refuge for hundreds of people who otherwise might have perished in Europe under the Reich, including Spaniards who opposed Fascism and Jews from Germany.

			Japan’s quick conquest of Manila was an ominous sign for the future, but its expectations stalled in the Philippines. U.S. forces, mostly based in and around Manila, retreated to Bataan and fought the Japanese there for five months despite hunger verging on starvation, deadly diseases, and lack of reinforcements. U.S. commanders surrendered at Bataan in April 1942 (and at Corregidor a month later)—the largest surrender in U.S. history. The story of what followed—the Bataan death march—is chronicled as one of the cruelest episodes of the war. The victorious Japanese forced 75,000 already suffering U.S. and Filipino soldiers to march for days in the tropical heat to a POW camp north of Bataan. Hundreds of American soldiers and thousands of Filipinos died of hunger and disease or were hacked to death or shot in cold blood for falling down or begging for food and water.

			Much less known is the heroic saga of resistance that ensued: Thousands of American and Filipino soldiers disobeyed orders to lay down arms and fled to the hills of Bataan. These stragglers formed flexible guerrilla battalions in Luzon, the largest and most populous of the Philippine Islands; they evaded capture for three years, harassed the Japanese, and prepared the way for General MacArthur’s eventual return. How different it was from our perspective in the twenty-first century, when rebels stymie organized U.S. military forces in foreign wars and terrorists snipe and lay booby-trap bombs against them. In the Philippines the Americans were the rebels, planning raids and sabotage against a Japanese occupying army unable to stop them all.

			

			•   •   •

			I had written two other books about World War II when I started this story. One focused on Bob Grimes, a twenty-year-old American pilot shot down over occupied Belgium who was saved by a young people’s brigade running an underground escape line through France into Spain. The other book was about Pope Pius XI (not to be confused with the more controversial Pope Pius XII) and an American Jesuit journalist, John LaFarge, whom the pope drafted in his little-told attempt to fight Hitler and Mussolini before the war. The life and times of these lesser-known historical figures told a larger story about war.

			I had every reason to turn to the Philippines and the war in the Pacific this time. My father, Bernard Eisner, was a twenty-five-year-old officer on LST 463, part of the U.S. armada that fought throughout the South Pacific and then accompanied MacArthur back to the Philippines in late 1944. Like most members of the Greatest Generation, he hardly spoke about it. More broadly, the details of the Pacific war were less told than the many stories surrounding the fight against Hitler in Europe from the Battle of Britain to D-Day. Less known still was the battle for Manila, one of the bloodiest encounters of World War II. As I explored personal accounts to tell the larger story, a friend suggested that I read Ghost Soldiers, Hampton Sides’s classic account of the mission in 1945 to rescue survivors of the Bataan death march. One chapter describes the men and women who provided life support to the Bataan survivors, American and Filipino civilians who smuggled medicine, food, clothing, and money to the Cabanatuan POW camp, about seventy miles north of Manila. “The most fascinating of all of Cabanatuan’s clandestine enterprises,” Sides writes, was “operated by a mysterious woman known to the prisoners only as ‘High Pockets.’”

			

			•   •   •

			I set out to learn more about the mysterious High Pockets, nom de guerre of an American who came to call herself Claire Phillips. She had opened a popular nightclub in occupied Manila in 1942 so she could spy on Japanese officers, collect intelligence, and then send the information to American guerrillas in Bataan. It of course sounded like Casablanca East. Claire’s nightclub was a gathering spot for officers, Japanese businessmen, visiting Nazis, top musicians, renowned actors, and artists. Virtually everything known about High Pockets up to now has come from Claire Phillips’s own account in her book, Manila Espionage, published in 1947. On closer scrutiny I realized that most of the book was a fictionalized version of her life written by a Hollywood ghostwriter with the aim of making a movie. The story indeed became a film in 1951—I Was an American Spy, starring Ann Dvorak. It is a trite and obvious jingoistic romance made on a back lot, a bad imitation of Marlene Dietrich running after Gary Cooper in the film Morocco. The Japanese characters are drawn with racial stereotypes, complete with bad dialogue in fractured English; Claire herself is turned into a demure housewife thrust into war, bravely trying to keep her small nuclear family together single-handedly in a fight against evil. Claire as I found her was indeed brave and bold, but demure she was not.

			Claire Phillips was famous for a while after the film’s release; General MacArthur recommended her for the Presidential Medal of Freedom; she was embraced in Hollywood, danced with actors, was praised by Louella Parsons, was interviewed by Chet Huntley, became popular on the veterans’ and women’s club circuits, and even had her day on the program This Is Your Life. After she died in obscurity in 1960 at the age of fifty-two, biographies and eulogies emerged from time to time; the U.S. embassy in Manila honored her posthumously by naming the embassy conference room after her.

			The problem was that Claire had embraced and adopted her own fictionalized story. There was a better story to be told, yet she remained that mysterious woman. Firsthand information was scant. Survivors could not be found. It took me several years after reading Ghost Soldiers to find new information that would as closely as possible tell the real story of High Pockets. Intelligence files, guerrilla operational reports, and military histories helped piece things together. Claire’s ability to shift and obscure her personal background made the search difficult. She used multiple aliases and name changes. Finally I came upon an index card at the National Archives in College Park, Maryland, that indicated there should be information on a lawsuit Claire filed against the U.S. government after the war. Cross-referencing was difficult, because after the war Claire married a former prisoner of war in the Philippines, Robert Clavier, and she was using that name in the early 1950s. Thus, Claire’s claim for restitution from the government for the money she spent feeding the guerrillas and prisoners of war was hidden under the unassuming title Clavier v. United States. That took me from the National Archives annex in College Park to the original National Archives building in Washington, DC.

			

			•   •   •

			Two sculptures by Robert Ingersoll Aitken—Future and Past—flank the entrance to the National Archives on Pennsylvania Avenue. Facing the building on the left to the northeast is Future, a woman dressed in classical garb, holding an open book on her lap. An inscription on the pedestal beneath her is from Shakespeare’s The Tempest: WHAT IS PAST IS PROLOGUE.

			

			•   •   •

			At the right corner of the building is Future’s bearded male counterpart, Past, who holds a scroll in his right hand but whose left hand covers a closed book under the inscription: STUDY THE PAST.

			Both images were appropriate. As I dove into the history of the role of Americans at war in the Philippines, I would have a unique picture of the little-known guerrilla war under Japanese occupation—the reverse of America’s insurgency wars of the late twentieth and early twenty-first centuries. In the Philippines during World War II, the Americans were raiders in the hills, and the newly imposed government—propped up by an occupying army—sought to win hearts and minds but never managed to conquer the spirit of those who fought them. This was a central part of Claire’s story.

			Archivists could find no match for the court case, explaining that not every index entry that should be in the archives actually can be found. Then Robert Ellis, an archivist who specializes in federal judicial records, decided to do his own search. He asked me to wait in the ornately domed reading room of the revivalist building designed by John Russell Pope in 1931. Civilians are rarely able to go back to the archival shelves; one imagines the endless storage room in the final scene of Raiders of the Lost Ark. After a while Ellis returned wheeling an oversized cardboard box. Fortunately, he knew the arcane filing system in ways that a computerized index could not. Within the box were a number of fat court transcripts and a scuffed taupe file folder wrapped with a red ribbon. It appeared that the ribbon had not been undone since it was tied in a bow one day in 1957 when Claire Phillips was awarded $1,349.21 after a five-year proceeding, about $11,000 in 2017 dollars but a fraction of what she claimed she was owed. Clavier v. US was closed and its file placed in the National Archives by the U.S. Court of Claims. This federal court, originally established in 1855 to rule on the monetary claims of Native Americans, was abolished in 1982. The Clavier v. US folder contained depositions, court filings, and sworn courtroom testimony from Claire and the people she worked with in the underground. In some cases witnesses had never spoken publicly about their wartime experiences. It was a gold mine of information about the anti-Japanese underground and about how Claire and her allies supported both guerrillas in the mountains and prisoners of war who were starving and suffering in camps scattered around Luzon Island.

			Another piece of evidence that had been tossed into the court file slipped out of the folder as I examined the container: a small leather date book that Claire had kept to make diary entries during the war and which she had not seen since making her last entry in 1944. The diary depicts in miniature the life and times of a woman who maneuvered her way through Japanese occupation in the Philippines, suffering through deadly disease, indignities, and imprisonment while concealing her efforts to spy on the Japanese. It is scribbled, sometimes crudely coded, not always decipherable, but has every sign of being genuine to the moment it was written. In all, the federal case file included about two thousand pages of transcripts and exhibits never before made public.

			This discovery significantly changes the historical record about Claire Phillips and the people who worked with her. The present book, MacArthur’s Spies, is the result. The exclusive material led to a reexamination and retelling of her story using these previously unpublished contemporaneous accounts. The Claire Phillips story is quite different from what has been told until now. Claire was indeed an American spy and provided comfort to guerrillas in the mountains and prisoners of war around Manila. Her diary and accompanying documents establish her connection to major Philippine leaders. Claire’s guardian and protector during the war, Judge Mamerto Acuña Roxas, was the elder brother of Brigadier General Manuel Acuña Roxas, the most admired man in Philippine politics and a future president. The general was a former top aide to General Douglas MacArthur and a key opponent of the Japanese occupation.

			My introduction to Claire and the search for her story led me to the larger Manila underground and the guerrilla network that she was involved with. Two players stood out: One was John Boone, a U.S. Army corporal who was separated from his men in Bataan and defied an order to surrender to the Japanese. The other protagonist was Charles “Chick” Parsons, a businessman in Manila and a U.S. Naval Reserve officer before the war. Parsons became MacArthur’s greatest espionage asset in the Philippines. The files I found at the National Archives provided new information about these men and the largely unsung, organized U.S. and Philippine opposition to the Japanese occupation.

			Claire also was a victim of confining social mores and the double standard for women in the mid-twentieth century. And yes, she was willing to lie and deceive whenever it served her purposes. That quality made her a natural intelligence operative who knew how to use men when she could and when she needed to before, during, and after the war; undoubtedly she was able to carry some of her deepest secrets with her unresolved and untold for all time.

			What emerges is the story of a valiant though not angelic American woman who brought unique skills in deception to the war, skills well suited to an underground fighter that helped her serve the war effort and survive. Her story also revives a little-known chapter of time when American guerrillas were the marauders in the hills. Moreover, in the course of researching the story of High Pockets, I learned about the role of the tens of thousands of Filipinos who fought and died alongside their American allies. More than 500,000 Filipinos died in World War II, most of them civilians; 100,000 of those deaths occurred during the one-month Battle of Manila, February 3 to March 3, 1945. I dedicate this book to them all.
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			PART ONE

			■ ■ ■

			The War

		

	
		
			World on Fire

			Japanese-Occupied Manila, Philippines, January 1, 1943

			THE WOMAN THEY CALLED Madame Tsubaki sashayed onto the nightclub floor after dark in a spotlight that cast her exotic silhouette against creamy drapes. She began to sing a tune from America, a song of love and longing:

			I don’t want to set the world on fire

			I just want to start a flame in your heart

			She searched the eyes of the men around her—officers of the Japanese occupation, businessmen, and the Filipinos who did their bidding. Many spoke enough English to understand, though her gaze and the husky sound of her voice served well enough.

			I don’t ever care to rise to power

			I would rather be with you an hour

			She could look around with satisfaction as she sang. Tsubaki Club was packed; they had turned people away. Everyone wanted to see the floor show at the Tsubaki—the name meant “camellia,” a rare, delicate flower in Japan. The club was at a busy intersection across from the Luneta, a romantic downtown park where palms and acacia leaves rustled, not far from Manila Bay. Outside on San Juan Avenue nighttime and the gentle wind softened the tropical heat that had stifled the city during the day; streetlights cast shadows at the entrance of the two-story wooden house set back from the street.

			At the start of the evening, Madame Tsubaki had welcomed each of the guests at the head of the long, winding staircase. As they climbed to the second floor, the slit in her long, elegant gown made an alluring line from her ankle to the lower part of one thigh, intoxicating as the experience of entering the club was intended to be.

			For the things that one can buy

			Are not worth a lover’s sigh

			She led them to one of the cocktail tables around the room or to rattan chairs on the periphery, where they could lounge and drink and relax and watch the show. When it was her turn to sing, they all were close enough to breathe her scent and admire the curves of her clinging dress. So she looked into their eyes and they all tended to fall in love.

			In my heart I have but one desire

			And that one is you, no other will do

			Beautiful Filipina hostesses circulated in the room; each approached a table, bowing respectfully, as one must, and then waited to be asked to sit down. So sweetly they accepted offers of a drink. Yes, they could join them; the men smiled and the young women sat with them as if they were geishas ready to serve. A waiter would glide from table to table—beer, wine, whiskey, rum, gin, or some snacks. The men ordered, and the waiters bowed and returned. All for a fantasy, because whatever the women asked for, they drank only lemonade. The men received real drinks and paid a premium along with tips for their favorite hostesses; the women laughed and everyone smoked, a haze floating among them. All the while the band played with a Hawaiian lilt that sounded perfect in the Manila night.

			

			•   •   •

			Why not dream about an alluring singer and her song? It was a night for celebration—January 2, 1943, marked the first anniversary of the Japanese occupation and the ouster of the Americans. The puppet Philippine leader, Jorge B. Vargas, was exultant as he declared one year of “benevolent” rule by the Japanese: “The day is one of thanksgiving, especially for the residents of the City of Manila, because on that day they were enabled to resume a life of peace.”

			Why not be festive? The war was going well enough. The Japanese officers had a chance to relax and dream far from the front. Some led the original occupation force, and some were bureaucrats fortunate to have safe administrative jobs beyond the line of fire. Others had rotated in for a while. None of them knew how long it would last, but for now they could brag of their victories this past year. If the Japanese soldiers blocked out the embarrassments—Doolittle’s raid on Tokyo and the Battle of Midway—they could focus on the fact that Japan controlled a swath of Pacific territory from Manchuria to Indochina and south to New Guinea. Early still in the war, a Japanese officer could take pleasure in such an evening in Manila, having ushered in a new Asian Empire of the Rising Sun: “Asia for the Asians.” Madame Tsubaki smiled and shimmied just a bit as she sang:

			I’ve lost all ambition for worldly acclaim

			And with your admission that you’d feel the same

			I’ll have reached the goal I’m dreaming of . . . believe me

			While she sang, Madame Tsubaki could look around the room: A full house meant good money on the night—more than enough to pay the bills, perhaps enough alcohol to loosen the tongues of the homesick, lovesick men. Madame Tsubaki had trained the alluring young women to be ready to ask questions.

			Darling, the dew-eyed women would ask their Japanese guests. Why must you leave so soon? Where are they sending you? Can I write to you? When will you come back to me?

			Soon. I will come back soon, the officers would say, innocent as it was, speaking to a beautiful girl, even if they never came back: off to New Guinea, or to bomb the Americans from a carrier, or to a submarine patrol. And they would say, As soon as I fight the Americans and shoot down their planes and sink them in the sea, then I will come back.

			Banzai! the men would shout, raising their glasses. Banzai! And Madame Tsubaki and the young women would shout, Banzai! Banzai! with them and salute the defeat of the Americans. And Madame Tsubaki would keep singing, beseeching:

			. . . Believe me

			I don’t want to set the world on fire

			I just want to start a flame in your heart

			Midnight curfew approached and some of the men would want to take the lovely young girls with them and would offer them money. A few of the young women went along; it was good business and good money. A hostess could make tips, but if she went off with a customer, she could earn many times her salary at the club. Some of the women would just escort the young Japanese officers to a side couch for a bit of privacy. They could make extra tips that way and ask more questions. How long will you be away? Where can I write to you?

			At the end of the evening, Madame Tsubaki said good night to the last of the guests. Women could be seen leaving arm in arm with their soldiers of the night. The Luneta and the Great Eastern Hotel were just a short walk away.

			Madame Tsubaki retired to her dressing room, took off her gown, and wiped off her makeup. Some nights she had to fight men away from her own door. Most nights, though, she was quickly out the back door and down the steps in time to beat curfew, hoping to avoid a possible soldier with an attitude who might slap her for breaking the rules. She and everyone else under occupation knew that Japanese “benevolence” tended more to random stops on the street, a slap in the face for not bowing or not bowing deeply enough or making an unintelligible remark under one’s breath. People preferred to avoid such encounters, but it could happen. Once in the street, Madame Tsubaki became Dorothy Fuentes—one of her many aliases. But if by chance she was stopped on the five-minute walk home, she could mention the name of an officer or bow and smile or hope that someone else on the street—some Japanese officer—might know that this was the gracious Filipina hostess who had entertained his fellow troops at Tsubaki Club.

			It was three blocks home; only there could she relax quietly, hoping not to wake up her two-and-a-half-year-old adopted Filipina daughter, Dian. She might smoke a cigarette, have a real drink, and hope to fall asleep. The next morning she would go to the club after breakfast and gather reports from all the women. They collated the names of the men and their units and, if they were lucky, the destinations of their ships, their ports of call, and the times their ships were leaving port. A runner from the hills or one of the waiters could then hide the report in the fake sole of a shoe or in the lining of a shopping basket, then bring the latest intelligence to their American guerrilla contacts in the hills. Before long, Madame Tsubaki would prepare for the next performance that evening, hoping to set part of the world on fire.

			Life Before the War

			Manila, September 20, 1941

			WHY HAD SHE come back to Manila? Claire never had a good answer. Her best friend, Louise DeMartini, awaited her at Pier 7 at the Port of Manila when the Swedish ship SS Annie Johnson edged into the harbor. The vessel nestled slowly into port guided by U.S. Navy vessels, weaving through the minefields that had been laid that summer. The tense passage was emblematic of the battle to come.

			Claire came down the gangway carrying Dian, her eighteen-month-old foster baby. Louise, twenty-nine, an American from the West Coast who also lived in Manila, was shocked and said she didn’t understand. Americans were leaving the Philippines if they could. The newspapers said that war with Japan would break out soon. What was Claire doing going in the opposite direction?

			“That’s newspaper talk,” Claire said. “The Japanese threaten and bluff, but I don’t think that they will ever fight us. They are not that crazy.”

			Claire gave only vague answers. “Call it restlessness, fate, wanderlust, or the whirligig of chance,” she wrote much later. It might have been that it was easier for her to find work in Manila than back in the States, where her singing career had never taken off. Maybe she was running away from something, or running toward something. She never explained. Claire had many secrets and life had never been easy.

			Claire sometimes would tell people that she had run off to the circus when she was around sixteen years old and worked with a snake charmer; others heard the story that she had signed on with the Baker Stock Company, a traveling vaudeville show organized by notorious showman and longtime mayor of Portland George L. Baker. She also said she toured the Northwest and learned to sing and dance, and she certainly switched and experimented with first and last names all the time. Whatever the real story, she was mostly a bit player and a chorus girl in the Baker shows that barnstormed the Northwest in the 1920s and 1930s.

			She had been born Clara Mabel De La Taste on December 2, 1907, in Harvard City, Michigan, the second of three daughters of George and Mabel De La Taste. Early on, the family moved to Racine, Wisconsin, where her father was a barber. He was injured in a freak train accident while riding a passenger train north of Chicago in December 1909, just after Clara’s second birthday. A loose rail tore through the floors of several train cars; two people were killed, and George and three others were injured. George and Mabel separated when Claire was about five years old, which would have been 1912. Mabel De La Taste moved Clara and her sisters, Eva and Georgina, to Boise, Idaho, after that and then in 1914 to Portland, Oregon, where she married Jesse Snyder, a marine engineer who worked in the Portland shipyards. Clara took the name of her new father and attended Portland city schools. Everything seemed straightforward up to that point. Clara Snyder was listed in the Portland Oregonian as being freshman president of the Girls’ League at Franklin High School for the fall term of 1922. That would have carried a degree of commitment and school spirit and indicated that she was popular and had friends at the school. Yet the young girl quit high school and left home around the time of her sixteenth birthday.

			Sometimes she was Clara Snyder, using the last name of her stepfather. Sometimes she used the family name of her birth father, De La Taste, often switching among the names Clara Maybelle (instead of Mabel), Maybelle Clara, and Claire De La Taste—sometimes writing her family name as three separate words, others times as Delataste. Claire said she never liked the name Clara—at some point she altered it to make it sound more Anglo.

			Throughout her life Claire changed her name so many times that even the FBI and the courts couldn’t keep up with her. She appeared to be concealing something. One constant: Claire always attracted many men, hauled them in for a while, and then cast them off. She was married at least three times in seven years, mostly to men much older.

			She was still sixteen years old when she married Harmond W. Collier on September 5, 1924, in Vancouver, Washington, just across the Columbia River from Portland. His age is not known, but Collier legally could not have been younger than Claire was, and he was probably older. Claire was less than a year out of high school. She signed her name that day on the marriage certificate as Maybelle C. De La Taste.

			Claire was still a teenager three years later when she married once again, this time in Salt Lake City, perhaps one of her stops on the vaudeville and carnival circuit. Her new husband was Edwin George Flinn. He was thirty years old and a World War I army veteran; she was nineteen. Their marriage certificate, issued on August 31, 1927, in Salt Lake City, Utah, gave her name as Clara Delataste and her marital status as divorced.

			That second marriage could not have lasted long; Claire’s third known husband was Joseph V. Enette, a thirty-seven-year-old African American tailor from Louisiana approaching twice her age. They were married in Seattle on December 12, 1929, just after Claire’s twenty-second birthday; this time she signed as Clara M. De La Taste. That marriage lasted longer than the first two; she stayed with Joe Enette for a time. Joe and Clara Enette were living at 1017 Weller Street in Seattle, Washington, at the time of the 1930 census. The census form had a column for race, and that column listed both of them as “neg.”—that is, Negro. Claire was not African American, but Washington was one of a number of states with miscegenation laws that made it illegal for people of different races to marry. Joe and Clara Enette would have been subject to arrest with a possible prison term and fine if Clara had declared herself as white. While census takers were not officers of the law, an official who reviewed the census-canvassing sheet could have taken action. In any case, Clara might not have had to present herself at the door when the census taker stopped by. Clara and Joe were listed in a 1933 mail directory as living in Everett, Washington. Biographical details during the mid-1930s are scant after that.

			However, Claire appeared on the Seattle police blotter in May 1933, having been picked up for vagrancy and identified at the time as Dorothy Smith. She might still have been married to Joe Enette afterward, because when she left the States for Asia she was carrying a life insurance policy as Mabel C. Enette. County records in Washington, Utah, and Oregon show no record of Claire having legally divorced any of these men. A cynic might ask whether they survived their marriages to Claire. In the case of George Flinn and Joe Enette, both men lived long lives and remarried. After his marriage to Claire in 1924, no records about Harmond Collier can be found.

			Maybelle Enette, née De La Taste, aka Snyder, Collier, and Flinn, alias Dorothy Smith, left the U.S. mainland for the first time en route to Hawaii at some point in the late 1930s. Documents show that she spent time in Honolulu, and she later said she had gotten work as a performer there. She also said she had traveled around the Pacific Rim, visiting Japan and Hong Kong before arriving in the Philippines. There is no record of that. She was a passenger—listed as Maybelle Enette—in tourist class on the SS President Pierce of the U.S. government–run American President Line, which departed Honolulu on April 26, 1939, calling at Yokohama on May 6 and Hong Kong on May 11 before arriving on May 13, 1939, at Manila, where she disembarked. Some previous published accounts of Claire’s travels have said that she arrived a year earlier on the same ship, and Claire herself said once publicly that she had come to Manila as early as 1937. But she also said she was not good at recalling details.

			Once in the Philippines, she married for the fourth time, to Manuel L. Fuentes on August 15, 1939. Fuentes, forty-one, was a steward on the SS Corregidor, a Philippine interisland passenger ship, and a member of a prominent extended family. One cousin, Mercedes Fuentes, had married Mamerto Roxas, a well-known jurist in Manila and the older brother of General Manuel Roxas, the Philippine government liaison in the late 1930s to General Douglas MacArthur. Claire became friendly with the Roxas family, including Mamerto Roxas.

			Claire and Manuel Fuentes owned a house on a pleasant street in the Mandaluyong neighborhood. They had servants, cooks, and helpers; middle-class life was good and not expensive in Manila, an elegant tropical city of 600,000. Claire and Manuel soon adopted a young girl, who had been born in early 1940. Claire told some people the baby, called Dian, was her own natural child or let them assume so, although it was not true. Many years later Claire admitted, finally, that she was unable to bear children. Other times she said Dian was a product of a relationship between Manuel Fuentes and one of their servants, who had died in childbirth. In any case, Claire was devoted to the child but said later that the marriage with Fuentes did not go well. Fuentes was frequently off at sea and Claire claimed he drank too much. She took Dian with her on a trip to the United States in February 1941. Claire said she had gone to Portland to visit her mother and stepfather. It was more likely that she was running away from her marriage. She had taken to referring to Manuel Fuentes as “Mr. Wrong.”

			Fuentes did not see it that way. He sailed to the United States in the fall of 1941 to chase down his wife. Either through miscommunication or because Claire was trying to avoid her husband, she and Manuel Fuentes crossed paths heading in opposite directions across the Pacific. By the time he arrived in San Francisco on October 2, 1941, Claire was already back in Manila.

			

			•   •   •

			War fever had been high for months in Manila; Japan had occupied a swath of territory in Manchuria and Mongolia during the 1930s and coastal portions of China more recently. The latest crisis developed after the Imperial Army took full control of French Indochina on July 24, 1941. President Franklin Delano Roosevelt responded by seizing Japanese assets in the United States; Britain and Holland followed suit at home and in their colonies, cutting off Japan from fuel, raw materials, and other crucial imports. Tokyo and Washington had now begun negotiating a settlement to avert war. The U.S. government had been recalling dependents and nonessential personnel from the Philippines all year. Reaction to the Japanese threat ranged from denial to paralysis, but the easygoing way of life in the tropical capital gave way to anxious conversations about what would happen if the diplomatic talks failed. The United States had sent hundreds of new recruits from the States to bolster the Philippines division of the U.S. Army, about 30,000 Americans and 120,000 Filipinos now under MacArthur’s command. The general, who had been field marshal of the Philippines Commonwealth Army, was recalled by President Roosevelt to lead the newly created U.S. Army Forces in the Far East (USAFFE). Throughout the summer and fall, U.S. officers raced raw Filipino recruits through an intense course of basic training in parks and open fields; military preparations were hampered by years of lack of interest in Washington. Military planners had long concluded that the Philippines was too far away to establish a meaningful defense force. Recruits used ancient bolt-action rifles, or even wooden replicas, with promises of an eventual upgrade.

			

			•   •   •

			When they returned to Manila, Claire and Dian moved in for a while with Louise; Claire started looking for work instead of going back to the house she and Manuel Fuentes owned. Louise teased Claire for coming back but never explained why she herself had not gone back to the States. “We’re birds of a feather,” she told Claire. “Plenty of people keep telling me I should go home, but here I am.”

			It did not take Claire long to find a job working in a club, and she soon had enough money to rent an apartment. Manila was home to thousands of young American servicemen who plied the nightspots, drank, and fell for the easygoing ways of the women they saw. The city was a tropical paradise, a dream—beautiful, willing, exotic women in every direction, nightclubs of every description to fill every desire. What better place for an alluring chanteuse, especially when so many other women, her competitors, had taken ship and returned home? Claire started singing at private parties at the posh Manila Hotel, where General Douglas MacArthur lived and maintained his offices, though there is no mention of them ever having met. Claire found a steadier job at a popular local nightclub, the Alcazar, singing American standards most every night. One of those nights she was at the club when Manila held an air-raid drill. She kept singing all through the blackout.

			Young enlisted men frequented the Alcazar; it was considered a less refined nightspot than the places that officers usually frequented, especially if they were married. On October 15, less than a month after her return to Manila from Oregon, Claire was singing one of her “nostalgic torch songs under a soft cascade of shifting pastel lights” when a good-looking, strapping young man emerged from the crowd, smitten by the sight of her. He was John Vincent Phillips, a twenty-three-year-old U.S. Army private just in from California and a member of the 31st Infantry or, as it was known by reputation, the “Thirsty First.”

			When her song was done, Phillips introduced himself and asked Claire to dance.

			“The quiet type, I thought, watching his slow, graceful manner of dancing. I had never seen a more handsome man.”

			A relationship had kindled. During the day, Phillips and other soldiers were at their posts, training, gathering supplies, and patching together vintage equipment for a battle they were not ready for. At night Claire and Phil, as she called Phillips, took long strolls in the moonlight along Dewey Boulevard, a romantic promenade that hugged Manila Bay with the Pacific Ocean beyond, thousands of miles from home. Palm trees shimmered before the mansions of expatriates that lined the boulevard.

			By November Claire and John Phillips were spending all their free time together. Within weeks, Claire later said, John Phillips proposed marriage, but she held him off. She said she was worried that she was much older—almost thirty-four—and he was more than ten years younger. She said that they should wait until they could make it back together to the States. Phillips wrote home to his mother, Vada May Phillips, in Wasco, California, in the San Joaquin valley, and told her about his beautiful new girlfriend. He did not tell his mother that he was getting married. Claire had avoided mentioning to Phillips that she was already married to Manuel Fuentes, not necessarily a problem in any case. Who knew when Fuentes would make it back to Manila?

			It was easier to feel the ocean breeze and look at the glow of the mansions and the trees than to consider what was happening. One air-raid drill followed another, and newspapers began issuing civil-defense information in case of attack. All the while, people played along with civil defense but pushed away dark thoughts. What could really happen? How bad could it be? The Japanese would never go to war. And even if they did, they would never try to attack the Philippines.

			Infamy Across the Pacific

			Manila, December 8, 1941

			WHEN THE NEWS BULLETIN came through after 3:00 a.m. Manila time on Monday, December 8, 1941, some people were still awake in Manila, partying from the night before. The attack took place across the International Date Line at 7:53 a.m. on December 7 in Hawaii, and at 1:23 p.m. on the East Coast of the United States.

			“AIR RAID PEARL HARBOR—THIS IS NO DRILL.”

			Navy radiomen on station in Manila reported the Pearl Harbor attack  to their commanding officers. At 5:00 a.m. Brigadier General Lewis H. Brereton of the U.S. Army Air Forces marched over to army headquarters to seek permission from General Douglas MacArthur, the commander of U.S. forces, to bomb the Japanese-held island of Formosa (now Taiwan), just two hundred miles from the northernmost part of the Philippines. For reasons never explained, Brereton did not communicate directly with MacArthur, who was sequestered in his penthouse suite at the elegant Manila Hotel on Manila Bay. Some of those present said that MacArthur was paralyzed into inaction for several crucial hours; others said his aides blocked subordinates from even receiving the urgent plea. Others still said the lapse amounted to dereliction of duty and that, as with Admiral Husband Edward Kimmel at Pearl Harbor, MacArthur should have been sacked. For his part, MacArthur said in his memoirs that no one had suggested such a retaliatory attack, which he considered in any case would have been suicidal.

			

			•   •   •

			By 8:30 a.m., Japanese bombers had hit their first targets in the Philippines, in Davao on the southernmost major island, Mindanao. Planes then bombed and strafed airfields at Baguio in western Luzon (at the size of Virginia, the largest island in the Philippine archipelago, with Manila on its southwest coast) and at Aparri on its northern coast. MacArthur issued no orders until 10:15 a.m., when he authorized a series of reconnaissance flights over Formosa, obscured by morning fog. At 11:30 a.m., the planes, B-17 Flying Fortress bombers and P-40 Warhawk fighters, received orders to return to Clark Field, forty miles northwest of Manila. As they were refueling, high-flying Japanese bombers attacked Clark Field without American resistance, accompanied by dive-bombing Japanese Zeros that strafed the field at low altitude. Within minutes, almost half of all the U.S. bombers and fighter planes in the Philippines had been destroyed or disabled. The Japanese Imperial Army Air Force launched additional bruising assaults around Manila Bay for the next two days and devastated Philippine bases, including the U.S. naval facility at Cavite. With most airplanes gone and little prospect of reinforcements from the U.S. Navy, the Philippines was now wide open to invasion.

			Monday morning, December 8, was misty and comparatively cool in Manila, but with the prospect of a typically hot day. The news spread quickly by radio. By 8:00 a.m. everyone on the street knew as they lined up for taxis and horse-drawn carts or walked to work. Claire’s housekeeper and nanny, Lolita, woke her with the news.

			“Señora, excuse me, please, but there is a war. What should I do?” When Claire paid no attention and rolled over to keep sleeping, Lolita repeated the words with more urgency.

			“I speak the truth! There is a war!”

			War came to the city in a slow, torturous haze. The residents of Manila picked up the news from news hawkers in the early morning and then huddled around radio sets to learn scant details about Pearl Harbor. Collectively they began the day only as they could—lining up for buses and streetcars, cabs and horse carts to work, dropping off children before going to the office or starting their chores for the day. It was the picture of order in the tropical business center. Men sauntered along the shaded galleries in their snazzy white suits and Panama hats; women in cream colors, pineapple-thread woven blouses, and stylish shoes went to work too. Slowly, though, the city changed in a day; easy steps were transformed into a maelstrom of activity. People went to the telephone to call friends and loved ones but could not get through; lines formed where they never had been before—at banks, pharmacies, and food stores; people saw the lines and joined them, seeking what everyone else appeared to seek: security with supplies, safety for their savings, a chance, too late, to prepare for what had now come. There were Manilans of the middle and upper classes with ties to America who sought money transfers to the States, but most of the lines were blocked. Many Filipinos with no such ties could only go about their business, drive their water buffalo carts to and from the port, do what they were told, or do nothing but watch the increasingly frantic scene.

			Soon air-raid sirens sounded and rumors circulated for good reason: The attack on Pearl Harbor meant war. Manila was in the line of fire, yet some people did not comprehend. One Manila resident went out to buy some barrels of gasoline to supply his family while he still could. “What are you afraid of?” asked the British manager of a petroleum company, claiming there was no need to stock up on supplies.

			“We are under blockade.”

			“Nonsense,” the Briton replied. “There is nothing to worry about.”

			Life for the complacent people of Manila, an American city in denial, was about to change.

			Repeated sirens broke the rhythm of the day. Though there were no bombs in Manila that day, the once calm, easy streets were chaotic. Amid the frenetic activity the blazing tropical heat of the day descended upon the city—tempers were short, and cars, people, and horse carriages careered about. People made runs on the banks throughout the day, standing in line and shielding themselves from the sun. Prices were much higher than the day before, shops imposed limits on each purchase, and they quickly were running out of food and medicine. Lolita managed to find a taxi for Claire, who raced about the city haphazardly in search of supplies. “When we reached the bank, it resembled a madhouse. After standing in line patiently for forty-five minutes, I abandoned the idea of being polite, and pushed my way through like everyone else.” That night air-raid sirens sounded and Claire lay awake in the dark. She counted six separate warnings, but still no bombs fell on the city, at least. She was nervous and smoked continually. Sleep was out of the question.

			Late that first day of war, John Phillips rushed over to Claire’s apartment on a break from his job as a radio operator. He said that his 31st Infantry Regiment was moving inland from Manila to Fort William McKinley, a U.S. base on a plateau overlooking the city. There also were rumors they soon would be retreating to Bataan, and he wanted Claire to move along with them. Phillips gave Claire the keys to his blue coupé and said he would get back to her when he could.

			For Claire, Bataan was the great unknown. The peninsula was a fifty-mile-long thumb-shaped appendage of coastal beaches, farms, and lush central mountains visible from the city in the western distance across Manila Bay. She could not know how long they would be in Bataan or what life would be like there.

			After daybreak on Tuesday, December 9, Claire called her friend Louise DeMartini for advice. Tens of thousands of civilians were leaving Manila, but many people wanted to stay, convincing themselves that the war would be brief and the American Army would prevail. Louise said she was also nervous but was on the side of those who had decided to stay. “Oh, I don’t think that there will be any need to go far from Manila,” Louise said. “I heard on the radio that reinforcements are already on the way here.”

			On Wednesday, December 10, two days after the war began, Claire frantically went searching for Phillips when she heard that Fort McKinley had been bombed overnight. Sentinels outside the fort, five or six miles inland from downtown Manila, said that Phillips’s Headquarters Company had already left for Bataan. As she pulled up to her apartment back in the city, Phillips was there waiting. He said he had gone AWOL to take Claire and Dian to Bataan with him and would rejoin his unit when they arrived. They filled the car with gas, packed some clothes, and took Dian and Lolita out to Phillips’s car.

			The road to Bataan hooked around Manila harbor and extended along the coast to the west of Luzon. Under normal conditions it was a couple of hours or a pleasant boat ride west across the bay. But the road was crowded and pocked with bomb craters, an eight-mile traffic jam at five to ten miles an hour snaking around the northern rim of Manila Bay. They shared the road with other members of the 31st Infantry, which had begun its company-by-company withdrawal from the city. The army had commandeered private cars, pickups, buses, and any other vehicle it could find. Nightfall came and they drove on, headlights darkened under the enforced blackout. Driving was frightening and dangerous.

			At 1:00 a.m. they arrived at their destination, Pilar, a small barrio within a few miles of the new 31st Infantry camp. They found two decent rooms on the second floor of an inn just off the town square for two pesos (one dollar) per night. Phillips set off for his camp. Claire made sure Dian was comfortable and then lay down, exhausted. She slept for a few hours, the most since the Japanese attack three days earlier.

			When Claire went for a walk the next morning, admirers trailed behind her. The locals were fascinated by the sight of a white woman in their little village in the hills. Adults and children followed her, gawked, and smiled. Others gathered around the water pump in the town square outside the rooming house, watching and waiting. When she didn’t come outside, men climbed trees to catch a glimpse of her through the window. The village routine on those early days was punctuated by the sound of thunder when the sun went down, but it wasn’t thunder: “Bombing far away . . . nearly every night.”

			The little store on the ground floor below their room sold warm Coca-Cola and gin, nothing more. They needed food. Claire caught a carretela—horse-and-buggy taxi—up the road to the closest market. What provisions she could find were expensive. Pilar and vicinity appeared to be safe despite the reverberation of bombs in the distance. Claire began compiling a diary during those days by scribbling notes with a nub of a pencil in a pocket date book, the kind given out by banks and insurance companies to their customers. The leather-bound 1941 date book, published by the Insular Life Assurance Company Limited, was embossed with an inscription in silver type: LIFE INSURANCE IS A PROOF OF DEVOTION. She complained to herself that she had brought along only three changes of clothing; after a while it made no difference. This was hardly a place for singing and dancing. She had no need for elegance in the hills. Before long, her dresses were threadbare; makeup and fashionable shoes were a distant memory of the city. Claire waited for Phillips, who had said he would visit as often as he could.

			Invasion

			Bataan Peninsula, December 12, 1941

			GENERAL MACARTHUR KNEW the military situation was hopeless. Without reinforcements from the U.S. mainland, the Philippines was lost. Four days after the first attack, 2,500 Japanese troops landed at Legazpi on the southeastern tip of Luzon Island, about three hundred miles from Manila, the first wave of the assault on the Philippine archipelago. MacArthur rallied his forces as best he could, having long known that the Philippines was not adequately equipped for war. Japan’s invasion force was as large as the American contingent, but better trained and with better access to reinforcements. MacArthur’s commanders had been rushing to train up to 100,000 members of the Philippines citizens’ army, but they had run out of time and could muster “little artillery, few tanks and only old Enfield rifles that had been discarded early in the First World War.”

			“Our air force in the Philippines contained many antiquated models,” MacArthur recalled later, “and were hardly more than a token force with insufficient equipment, unfinished air fields and inadequate maintenance. The force was in process of integration, radar defenses were not yet operative, and the personnel was raw and inexperienced. They were hopelessly outnumbered and never had a chance of winning.” For months MacArthur had been lobbying for an upgrade to antiquated Philippine air defenses, but Washington had not responded adequately.

			Lieutenant General Masaharu Homma, the erudite English-speaking commander whose nickname was “the Poet,” had been tasked with leading the Japanese invasion of the Philippines on a tight schedule. Securing Manila and the Philippines would give the Japanese forces a supply and transfer base for managing their Pacific conquests and would allow them to withdraw and leave behind a smaller occupation force. The Japanese High Command in Tokyo expected victory to be secured within fifty days. To meet the deadline, Homma intended to keep up pressure and overwhelm the U.S.-Philippine contingent. A main invasion force with eighty transports began landings at Lingayen Gulf, about 150 miles north of Manila, on December 21. General Homma came ashore himself on December 24, boasting that Japan was willing to lose ten million men to secure victory. “How many were the Americans prepared to lose?”

			That same day, sixteen days after the Japanese attack, MacArthur initiated the long-standing U.S. defensive strategy against Japan known as War Plan Orange. He declared Manila an open city, meaning that he would withdraw military forces to avoid fighting in the capital. The intent was “to spare the metropolitan area from ravages of attack either by air or ground.” Following the next step in War Plan Orange, he ordered the strategic retreat of U.S. troops and Philippine forces to the Bataan peninsula and to Corregidor Island, the impenetrable fortress that controlled access to Manila Bay. By then, troops had already moved several months’ worth of supplies and ammunition to the hammer-shaped island citadel and to the town of Mariveles on the Bataan coast across the bay from Manila. The plan foresaw up to six months of defensive action on Bataan, during which time the United States was expected to mount a rescue operation, bringing in reinforcements and supplies to break the deadlock.

			MacArthur, his wife, Jean, and their three-year-old son, Arthur, withdrew to Corregidor, where an estimated fourteen thousand soldiers set up operations and prepared shelter from attacks in the eight-hundred-foot-long tunnel built into the rock of Malinta Hill by the Army Corps of Engineers. The twenty-four-foot-wide tunnel had living space, work areas, a hospital, and headquarters offices for MacArthur, his family, and thousands of personnel.

			The general spoke and acted in the heroic terms expected of him. He defied danger by establishing his headquarters boldly at the highest point on Corregidor, a symbol that although the United States was under attack, its command stood proud and defiant. He was the greatest of cheerleaders when he crossed the bay from Corregidor to Bataan on January 10, 1942, to spend a day walking among the troops. He later issued a letter to all commanders stating that while “the exact time of the arrival of reinforcements is unknown . . . help is on the way from the United States.”

			American troops on the ground banked on such persistent promises: Relief was on the way. There was never a chance. Washington had no intention of sending reinforcements to break through the Japanese blockade of the besieged U.S. forces. With the devastating attack on Pearl Harbor, all attention in the Pacific focused on how to regroup and protect Hawaii and the West Coast of the United States. The United States took no steps even to protect Guam or Wake Island, two U.S. outposts between Hawaii and the Philippines that could have served as relay points for rescue of the Philippines. Instead, both territories fell quickly to the Japanese. Officials in Washington kept to their strategy of dealing with “Europe first.” Any reinforcements and the majority of engagement turned eastward toward Europe and combating Hitler’s blitzkrieg. Manila was 7,400 miles from the U.S. mainland. It was just as distant from Washington’s immediate plans for war.

			MacArthur found out long afterward that a “top-level decision had long before been reached that the Atlantic war came first, no matter what the cost in the Far East. . . . Unhappily, I was not informed . . . and believed that a brave effort at relief was in the making.”

			The brave face was hard to maintain for long. After his January 10 visit to his troops, MacArthur received a threatening missive from General Homma: “You are well aware that you are doomed. The end is near. The question is how long you will be able to resist. You have already cut rations by half. I appreciate the fighting spirit of yourself and your troops who have been fighting with courage. However, in order to avoid needless bloodshed and to save the remnants of your divisions and your auxiliary troops, you are advised to surrender.”

			MacArthur did not respond. Japanese planes next dropped leaflets over Bataan, repeating some of the same language used by Homma:

			The outcome of the present combat has been already decided and you are cornered to the doom. But, however, being unable to realize the present situation, blinded General MacArthur has stupidly refused our proposal and continues futile struggle at the cost of your precious lives.

			Dear Filipino Soldiers!

			There are [sic] still one way left for you. That is to give up all your weapons at once and surrender to the Japanese force before it is too late, then we shall fully protect you.

			We repeat for the last!

			Surrender at once and build your new Philippines for and by Filipinos.

			MacArthur said the response to the Japanese message was unanimous: “Every foxhole on Bataan rocked with ridicule that night.”

			For weeks now, Homma had been applying pressure to dislodge MacArthur. In late December, he had sent in bombers to attack Corregidor and MacArthur narrowly escaped death. The planes “looked like silver pieces thrown against the sun. But their currency was death and their appearance a deceit.” One bomb crushed the roof of his headquarters building and others, accompanied by strafing rounds, left the grounds pockmarked with craters. “Blue sky turned to dirty gray. . . . Machine guns chattered everywhere and ceaselessly. Then they left as shaking earth yielded under the pulverizing attack, and there rose a slow choking cover of dust and smoke and flame.”

			MacArthur withdrew to a new headquarters facility deep in the rock of the Malinta Tunnel. He held out for two more months until President Roosevelt ordered him to withdraw to safety in Australia and from there organize an American offensive in the Pacific. MacArthur wavered with the thought of resigning the army to take up a rifle himself and fight in the hills rather than obey the president. But the sixty-two-year-old general thought better and, though he delayed his departure, said he would follow orders. He would soon learn that some members of his fragmented forces did disobey orders to surrender and headed for the hills to fight.

			Learning About War

			Bataan, December 20, 1941

			LIFE IN THE LITTLE mountain village of Pilar was Claire’s introduction to war and hard days to come. The villagers asked Claire to teach their children because the local school had closed and the teacher was gone. She made a deal: She would teach English, and they would teach her Tagalog. The first day ten children came to school; by the third day attendance had more than tripled. Soon she had one hundred students.

			War fever was increasing, but fighting had not yet come close to the village. Most mornings Claire and the nanny, Lolita, went out in search of stores that still had food to sell. Every night they heard rumbling explosions in the distance. Villagers were jittery, and by the weekend of December 20, they were digging air-raid shelters.

			John Phillips showed up on December 22. According to Claire, he had taken the car down to Manila for supplies and come back with Christmas presents as a surprise, but the roads were bad and his car got a flat on the way back. It was late by the time he had commandeered a truck and delivered the presents and a bottle of rum. Phillips told Claire where to find the car about twenty miles south and then raced back to camp. He sent a message the next day that he was being punished with KP for a week and could not get away. Claire took a horse-cart taxi and then hitched a ride on an army truck, found the car, and had someone fix the tire. It was a bad day to be on any road in the open. As Claire drove back to Pilar on the main highway, Japanese planes swooped in; she stopped and leaped out of the car into a ditch, injuring her foot in the process. “I was hit in the toe with shrapnel,” she said. By Christmas Day Claire’s toe was infected and she could hardly walk. A doctor at the first-aid station treated the toe, removed the nail, and told her to stay in bed. She tried to obey the doctor’s orders but she saw too many American soldiers coming along the road on their march north. “Every time they would stop by, I would give them some food.”

			For the rest of her life, Claire claimed that she had married John Phillips on Christmas Eve 1941 under the trees before a Catholic priest named Father Gonzales. The real story was less than romantic. According to her diary, she was still laid up in bed, and Phillips still would have been serving his punishment for going AWOL on his last visit. She did not mention Phillips in her diary on Christmas Eve or on Christmas Day. Instead, she wrote, they had no company for Christmas dinner. She received a message from Phillips on December 26 that he and his unit had moved on December 24 to the town of Hermosa, about twelve miles to the north.

			Phillips was able to come down from Hermosa for a delayed Christmas dinner on December 28. “Cold chicken Xmas dinner,” Claire wrote. Perhaps they made plans for the future after the war, but “Cry and laugh” was all she wrote about that visit. Phillips headed back to his camp the next morning. On December 30 Claire, Dian, and Lolita moved to Hermosa. Phillips had arranged a room for them at the home of Judge Fernando Rivera, two blocks from Phillips and his Headquarters Company. The soldiers spent their days training and waiting for orders and an expected Japanese invasion from northern Luzon. Claire set up housekeeping for Phillips, washed his clothes, and cooked dinner before he returned to camp at night. That lasted for about a week, the most prolonged period of time that Claire had been able to spend with her young beau.

			

			•   •   •

			Claire’s decision to flee with Phillips’s company to Bataan kept her closer to the center of battle than she could have imagined or wanted. The Japanese commander in the Philippines, General Homma, plowed across Luzon in pursuit of the retreating Americans, following his fifty-days-to-victory plan with no intention of slowing down. He directed his forces across the Pampanga River directly toward Hermosa, where Phillips was bivouacked and where he had taken Claire. Every time Claire, Dian, and the nursemaid moved northward and inland, the Japanese happened to be marching and bombing in the same direction. Softening up the American forces in retreat, General Homma ordered air strikes over the nearby town of Orani on New Year’s Day. Many people in town, including Claire, were outdoors at 3:00 p.m. when the air-raid sirens wailed. A Japanese fighter swept over the village and bullets popped and raised dust in the town square. Claire was recruited to nurse the wounded at the local first-aid clinic, which was so crowded that medics took over another house to treat more people.

			Phillips came over a few hours later and moved Claire, Dian, and Lolita one last time to a house closer to his unit’s new camp near Dinalupihan. That was not good enough; Claire saw fires and bomb craters; they could hear explosions as they drove along the highway. The next morning Phillips managed another brief visit amid the bombing and chaos. Claire helped doctors and nurses for the next two days, treating the sick and wounded.

			On January 4, two days after the fact, word came that the Japanese Army now occupied Manila. She received one final message from Phillips on January 6 as the army moved

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Unprepared for War

			Manila, December 1941
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			The Conversion of Santo Tomas

			Manila, January 2, 1942

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Diplomatic Immunity

			Manila, January 2, 1942
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			Nurse and Midwife

			Mount Malasimbo, Bataan, January 1942
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			Boone’s Guerrillas

			Bataan, February 1942

			
			
			
			

			•   •   •

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			•   •   •

			
			
			
			The Chances of Survival

			Bataan, March 1942
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			More Than a Dozen Tremors

			Bataan, April 1942

			
			
			
			
			
			The Death March

			Bataan, April 9, 1942
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			Escape and Evasion

			The Mountains Above Bataan, May 1942
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			Hidden in Plain Sight

			Manila, April 18, 1942
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			Back from Bataan

			Bataan, June 2, 1942
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