


  CHAPTER 1


  AN END TO THE PEACE


  TOKYO, SUNDAY, JUNE 25, 1950


  ARMY LIEUTENANT ALEXANDER HAIG ARRIVED JUST AFTER DAWN AT THE Dai Ichi Building in downtown Tokyo, headquarters to General Douglas MacArthur, supreme commander of the Allied forces in occupied Japan. Haig had just returned from his honeymoon and was not eager to spend Sunday in the office, but there was no getting around his turn as duty officer. Any hopes for a quiet morning were dashed when he answered the telephone and found himself speaking to John Muccio, the U.S. ambassador to South Korea.


  Over a line crackling with static, Muccio reported stunning news. A large North Korean Army force, supported by tanks and aircraft, had swept across the South Korean border at 4:00 that morning and was racing toward Seoul, the capital. It was a full-scale invasion, meeting little resistance from surprised and unprepared South Korean troops. There had been many border violations over the past year along the tense Cold War frontier, but none of them had amounted to much. Haig wondered if this was another minor incursion. As if reading his mind, Muccio added sharply, “Lieutenant, this is not a false alarm.”


  Haig steeled himself to call his boss, Major General Edward “Ned” Almond, MacArthur’s chief of staff. The high-strung and imperious Almond—Ned the Dread, as he was often called—was a feared figure at the headquarters. “Ned Almond could precipitate a crisis on a desert island with nobody else around,” one officer said.


  Though Almond had attended his wedding in Tokyo a month earlier, Haig was intimidated by the chief of staff. “Almond was far too powerful a personality to be contained by any novel or movie; he had to be experienced in real life to be believed,” Haig later wrote. The general possessed a volcanic temper as well as “frosty blue eyes in which there was a perpetual glint of skepticism,” Haig recalled.


  Almond was in the office himself, catching up on paperwork after a busy week. Several telegrams from Korea reporting border incidents had already arrived that morning, and Almond’s first thought was that it was another border raid. But when Haig called, he demanded specifics. “Muccio called this operation an invasion, quote unquote?” Almond asked. When Haig confirmed this, Almond hung up on his aide and immediately called MacArthur.


  In his darkened bedroom at his home at the American Embassy, MacArthur had already been awoken by a telephone call with the news. “I had an uncanny feeling of a nightmare,” he later wrote. It reminded him of the shock he had felt nine years earlier in Manila as commander of the U.S. forces in the Philippines, when he learned of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. “It couldn’t be, I told myself,” MacArthur wrote in his memoir. “Not again! I must be asleep and dreaming.”


  But hearing “the crisp, cool voice of my fine chief of staff, General Ned Almond” on the telephone shook him from his reverie, MacArthur recalled.


  “Any orders, General?” Almond asked.


  Whatever orders came, the soldiers of the Army’s 7th Infantry Division had an uneasy feeling that they would be involved. Five years after the end of World War II, the soldiers and families of the 7th Division were living the happy, cushy life of a peacetime occupation army in Japan. The demands of duty were light, family life was carefree, and war was a distant memory. The division’s soldiers were “products of the snack bar, comic book, Geisha house culture” of postwar occupation troops in Japan, one officer said disapprovingly.


  News of the North Korean invasion reached the division’s 31st Regiment at the Sunday morning chapel service at Camp Crawford, the regimental headquarters near Sapporo, on the northern island of Hokkaido. A Japanese Lutheran clergyman who directed the choir for the Protestant service had heard a report on Japanese radio and informed Major Marty Hoehn, the regiment’s Catholic chaplain. Word quickly spread through the chapel and across the camp. They heard nothing official for several hours, and then Hoehn and other officers gathered around 2:00 p.m. for an emergency staff meeting. Armed Forces Radio, broadcasting to GIs across Japan, interrupted the Amos ‘n’ Andy show with a news flash reporting the invasion. Rumors were already floating that some divisions in Japan would be put on alert.


  At Camp Haugen, on the island of Honshu, home to the division’s 32nd Regiment troops from the 865th Antiaircraft Artillery Battalion were called in from pass Sunday and put on alert because of fears that the Soviets might launch an air attack. “It looks really bad,” Cpl. Donald Hamilton, a medic with the regiment’s 1st Battalion, wrote to his parents in Indiana. “As of yet they haven’t put us on alert, but I look for them before long.”


  Sgt. Sam Muncy was lounging on his bunk at Camp Crawford when he saw his platoon sergeant rushing from one squad leader to another. He figured something was up. Muncy wasn’t worried though—his overseas tour was up, and he had orders to return to the United States the following day. “I had already turned in all my stuff,” he recalled. “I didn’t even have a rifle—just two sheets and a pillow. The next morning I was supposed to get on a ship at Yokohama and go home.”


  But Muncy got nervous watching the grave expressions on faces around the barracks. He rushed to headquarters, where a group of officers and non-commissioned officers (NCOs) were huddled around a map of Korea. “The North Koreans went across the parallel this morning,” an officer said.


  “I’m on orders to go home,” Muncy reminded him. The officer fixed a steady gaze on Muncy. “Your orders have been canceled,” he said.


  President Harry Truman, home for the weekend in Independence, Missouri, was no less shocked when Secretary of State Dean Acheson telephoned with the news Saturday evening, reaching him shortly after 10:00 p.m. Missouri time. Flying back to Washington Sunday afternoon, Truman worked himself up into a dander, thinking of the parallels to Fascist aggression in the 1930s, such as the German Anschluss of Austria, the Italian invasion of Ethiopia, and the Japanese seizure of Manchuria. “If this was allowed to go unchallenged it would mean a third world war, just as similar incidents had brought on the second world war,” Truman later wrote.


  It was quite a change. Earlier that year, at a press conference, Acheson had not even mentioned South Korea when discussing the U.S. strategic defensive perimeter in the Far East. Korea had long been on the back burner for the United States despite its strategic position as a gateway between the historically imperial powers of Japan, Russia, and China. The nation had suffered under Japanese occupation from 1905 until the final days of World War II, when Soviet forces entered the war against Japan in August 1945 and moved into northern Korea. The Pentagon hastily proposed dividing the Korean peninsula roughly in half at the 38th parallel, creating an American occupation zone in the south and a Soviet zone in the north. Nobody bothered to consult the Koreans. The Soviets accepted, and in 1948, the division hardened into the creation of North and South Korea. In the North, Kim Il Sung, a communist and one-time guerilla commander, was installed in power by the Soviets. In South Korea, the United States supported the nationalist leader Syngman Rhee, overlooking his corrupt and authoritarian tendencies because he was staunchly pro-American and anticommunist.


  Back in Washington on Sunday evening, Truman met with senior cabinet and military leaders. The assumption in Washington was that the invasion had to have been orchestrated by Soviet leader Josef Stalin and might be just the first step in Soviet aggression around the globe—perhaps toward Berlin, Japan, or Iran. Truman said there was “complete, almost unspoken acceptance on the part of everyone that whatever had to be done to meet this aggression had to be done.” Instructions were sent that evening to MacArthur, authorizing him to send ammunition and equipment to South Korea to help defend Seoul. But Monday evening, Truman received word from the general that the capital was on the verge of capture, South Korean forces were collapsing, and American nationals were being evacuated from the country. After Truman huddled with his advisers, further instructions were sent to MacArthur that night, authorizing him to use his air and naval forces south of the 38th parallel to clear North Korean troops from South Korea. It would be done under the auspices of the United Nations (UN), with the security council on Tuesday approving a U.S. resolution requesting member states to send whatever assistance was necessary to repel the invasion.


  Shocked as he had been by the invasion, MacArthur was even more surprised by Truman’s speedy decision to intervene in Korea. Truman, now in his fifth year as president, was no longer the untested Missouri politician thrust onto the world stage after the death of Franklin D. Roosevelt. He had a bantam rooster’s cockiness about his judgment and leadership. Though no fan of the president, MacArthur later admitted to a grudging respect for “the little bastard.” Truman, he added, “reacted instinctively, like the gutter fighter he is—and you’ve got to admire him.”


  MacArthur seemed unworried that his command was not remotely prepared to take on such a mission. The United States had withdrawn its occupation forces from South Korea in 1949. Contingency plans for a North Korean invasion did not even envision the possibility of U.S. military intervention.


  Accompanied by Almond, MacArthur flew to South Korea on June 29 aboard his C-54 plane, Bataan, to inspect the front. Just four days into the war, Seoul had already been captured, forcing the party to land at the Suwon airfield, twenty miles south of the capital. A Russian-made Yak fighter-bomber had just attacked the runway and moved threateningly toward Bataan, but it was chased off by American P-51 Mustangs.


  MacArthur, sporting his trademark crushed cap, sunglasses, and large corncob pipe, was unperturbed by the chaos and appeared buoyant when he stepped off the plane. In a nearby schoolhouse, the party received a briefing from members of an American military survey party who had been sent to assess the situation. The news was not good. South Korean defenses were crumbling in the face of the North Korean invasion force, which included six infantry divisions that were well supported by modern Soviet-made T-34 tanks, heavy artillery, and Yak warplanes. North Korean troops, many with experience fighting alongside Mao Zedong’s Red Army in the Chinese Civil War, were proving well disciplined and well trained.


  As soon as the briefing ended, MacArthur slapped his knee. “Let’s go up to the front and have a look,” he suggested. A battered Dodge sedan carried MacArthur and Almond, trailed by several jeeps. The convoy struggled north up the road against a flood of refugees and truckloads of South Korean troops fleeing to the rear, having apparently put up scant resistance. “I haven’t seen a wounded man yet,” MacArthur complained to Almond. “Nobody is fighting.”


  The visit lasted eight hours—long enough to convince MacArthur that U.S. ground forces needed to be committed immediately. Back in Tokyo, MacArthur sent a message to Washington saying he wanted to rush a regimental combat team (RCT) to South Korea, followed by two full Army divisions. Though it was the middle of the night in Washington, Gen. J. Lawton Collins, the Army chief of staff, quickly approved the RCT. But when Collins said approval of the divisions might take a few hours, he was steamrolled by MacArthur, who demanded the matter be brought to the president immediately. By 5:00 a.m. June 30 in Washington, with remarkably little consideration, Truman had agreed to commit U.S. troops to a ground war on the Asian mainland.


  The forces MacArthur commanded in Japan as the supreme commander for the Allied Powers were part of a diminished U.S. military—one that was a far cry from the massive global force that had helped win World War II. The number of Americans in uniform had shrunk from 12 million in 1945 to 1.5 million by 1948. Truman, fixated on cutting costs after the war, had worked with Congress to slash the defense budget. The state of U.S. armed forces in 1950 made the decision to rush to war all the more remarkable.


  The 7th Infantry Division was one of four divisions making up the U.S. 8th Army, which occupied Japan. All four were badly understrength, at half their designated size, a deficiency mirrored in Army units around the world. Infantry regiments had only two battalions instead of three. Infantry battalions had three companies instead of four. The 8th Army had “just the merest skeleton of a military command,” Almond said. Equipment was of deteriorating World War II vintage. Radios did not work. Machine guns were inoperable. Ammunition left in storage since the end of the war was corroding. With limited funding and units spread all over Japan, the 8th Army was unable to train above the battalion level.


  The 24th Division was the least combat-ready of the four divisions in Japan, but as it was based on the southernmost Japanese home island of Kyushu, it was the closest to South Korea and would be sent first. The 25th Division, the next closest, would go second, followed, if needed, by the 1st Cavalry Division. The 7th Division, based the farthest north, would remain in Japan for now, serving as the home guard. Emptying Japan of all U.S. troops was seen as “exceedingly risky,” Haig recalled. The 31st Regiment would stay on Hokkaido due to the concern that Soviets might try to seize the island, as Stalin had considered during World War II. The 7th Division soldiers were uneasy, uncertain whether they would remain in Japan for the duration of the war or be sent to Korea. “I look for this to start something big, but I hope not,” Cpl. Hamilton wrote to his parents. “There is news that comes on the radio at 11:00 at night and almost everyone in the barracks does not go to bed until they hear the news.”


  On July 1, the vanguard of troops from the 24th began flying into the airfield at Pusan, a key port city on South Korea’s southeast coast. Crowds of South Koreans cheered and waved flags as the force of 440 American soldiers—named Task Force Smith, after its commander, Lt. Col. Brad Smith—moved north on the highway from Pusan. “It made us feel like we’d already won,” Smith recalled.


  On July 5, Task Force Smith dug in along the highway north of Osan, awaiting the approach of North Korean forces. “The rumor was as soon as they saw American troops, they’d turn around and go back,” recalled Lt. Carl Bernard. A column of thirty-three North Korean tanks rolled down the highway, and Bernard’s bazooka teams began firing from positions thirty yards away. When the tanks kept coming, the lieutenant figured his nervous men were not shooting straight. He grabbed a bazooka and fired, but to his shock, the rocket bounced off a tank. The American 2.36-inch rockets could not penetrate the heavy armor of the T-34 tanks.


  Smith and Bernard could see more tanks approaching, followed by a line of infantry stretching back for miles. Task Force Smith was quickly overrun, suffering 185 casualties. “We had a pretty good idea right then that we had something that was going to cause us a hell of a lot of woe,” Smith said. “We weren’t ready to fight, there’s no question about it.”


  In six years in Japan, MacArthur had never once visited any of his occupation divisions. He acknowledged privately that his troops were unprepared to fight a war on short notice, but characteristically, he took no responsibility.


  The legendary American general, 70 years old when North Korea invaded, remained a conquering hero of World War II to much of the American public, often seen as virtually infallible, certainly by himself but also by many at his Tokyo headquarters and in Washington. As a commander, he was capable of bold strokes of strategic genius but also of a blindness born of hubris.


  MacArthur was the Army’s senior officer, “senior to everyone but God,” as one officer put it. Some of the more sacrilegious staff at the Dai Ichi went even further, adopting “There is no god but MacArthur” as their motto. It was said tongue in cheek perhaps, but MacArthur often was treated more like a deity than an Army officer by subordinates and supposed superiors alike.


  MacArthur had been a general since World War I, when he commanded a division in France. He had become the youngest superintendent at West Point in 1919, then the youngest Army chief of staff in 1930, at age 50. While overseeing the creation of the Philippine Army, he had retired from the U.S. Army in 1937. But in the summer of 1941, with the Philippines under threat from the Japanese empire, President Franklin Roosevelt called MacArthur back to duty as commander of U.S. Army Forces in the Far East, headquartered in Manila. MacArthur’s performance in World War II began with baffling failure but ended in triumph. After learning of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, MacArthur’s command did not disperse its aircraft at Clark Field, making them easy targets for Japanese planes when they attacked nine hours later. MacArthur was soon forced to move his headquarters to the island fortress of Corregidor in Manila Bay, and in February 1942, FDR ordered him to evacuate to Australia. His forces on the Bataan Peninsula and Corregidor surrendered within months. As the commander of the Southwest Pacific Area, MacArthur, together with Admiral Chester Nimitz, orchestrated an island-hopping strategy that enabled Allied forces to bypass Japanese strongholds while pressing deeper into enemy territory. On October 20, 1944, after Allied forces including the 7th Division made an assault landing on the Philippine island of Leyte, MacArthur waded through the surf and proclaimed, “I have returned,” fulfilling a vow he had made when he had escaped two years earlier.


  It was MacArthur who accepted the surrender of the Japanese aboard the USS Missouri in August 1945. After the war MacArthur remained in Japan, refusing invitations from Truman to come home for consultations and public honors. Instead, he focused on his new role as supreme commander for the Allied powers (SCAP) in Japan, helping shape the country into a modern democracy.


  The general rarely left Tokyo, living with his wife Jean and 12-year-old-son Arthur on the U.S. embassy grounds in a palatial house with a grand entrance hall, seven bedrooms, a banquet room, and salons. Jean, a gracious and petite Tennessean who was 20 years his junior and in private called her husband Sir Boss, dedicated herself to running a smooth and tranquil household for the general, overseeing a staff of Japanese and Filipino workers.


  The residence was about a mile from the Dai Ichi, meaning number one in Japanese, a one-time insurance company building that had survived the firebombing of Tokyo. MacArthur’s daily arrival at the general headquarters, or GHQ, would draw large crowds of Japanese onlookers, with white-gloved Army military police (MPs) on hand to keep order—“like the changing of the guard at Buckingham Palace,” one officer recalled.


  GHQ in Tokyo was an insular world, far removed from the Pentagon and White House, enabling MacArthur to work with the independence he wanted from Washington. He treated the Truman administration like a “suspicious foreign government,” the U.S. State Department’s George Kennan later observed. A coterie of senior staff officers who had been with MacArthur since before or during the war were known as the Bataan Gang and were largely regarded as sycophants by those on the outside. Their numbers had dwindled by 1950 but still included Maj. Gen. Courtney Whitney, his chief confidant, and Maj. Gen. Charles A. Willoughby, chief of intelligence.


  Only one outsider had penetrated MacArthur’s inner circle: Ned Almond. Though Almond had never served with MacArthur—or even met him—before arriving in Tokyo in 1946, he had worked his way into his favor—so much so that another nickname behind his back was Ned, the Anointed.


  Almond was a Virginian born in 1892 in the Shenandoah Valley. The grandson of a Confederate officer, he was raised with a reverence for the Confederacy and had a mean streak of racism that only worsened with age. He attended Virginia Military Institute, where he where he learned to venerate Thomas “Stonewall” Jackson, who had been an instructor at the school until the start of the Civil War. When Almond graduated in 1915, the yearbook sent him off with the words “Sic’em Ned,” meant to tease his potential as a lady-killer but also serving as an apt summary of his approach to life and war.


  Almond was commissioned as an Army lieutenant just as the United States entered World War I, sailing to France in 1918 with the 4th Division as a company commander in a machine gun battalion. He was wounded during the fighting in the Marne Valley in August, later received the Silver Star for his actions, and after recovering in a hospital, returned to command the battalion through the Meuse-Argonne offensive. Almond had already picked up a reputation for aggressiveness. “He wouldn’t step two paces to the rear for the devil himself,” a contemporary said. After the war, Almond served as an instructor at the Army’s Infantry School at Fort Benning at a time when George C. Marshall was the assistant commandant of the school. The future Army chief of staff was impressed with Almond, and thereafter, he was labeled a Marshall Man, marked for success.


  In the months after Pearl Harbor, Marshall was looking for White Southern officers of “especially high professional qualities” to stand up and lead Black units in the still-segregated U.S. Army. Marshall’s theory was that as a Southerner, Almond would understand “Negro capabilities,” so he was chosen to command the Black 92nd Division. The division’s training was marked by tensions between White officers and Black soldiers, and Almond was faulted by an inspector general for giving little consideration to “racial understanding.” Arriving in Italy in 1944, the division’s regiments were committed to combat piecemeal, and after initial success pursuing retreating Germans north of Rome, they collapsed in the face of stiff resistance along the Gothic Line in the Apennines. “The infantry literally dissolved each night abandoning equipment and even clothing in some cases,” a disappointed Marshall wrote to General Dwight Eisenhower, the Allied supreme commander. All the 92nd regiments but one were pulled back and replaced by other units.


  Almond disgracefully blamed the race of his soldiers. “The white man is willing to die for patriotic reasons,” he said. “The Negro is not.” Black soldiers saw it differently, including one who called the division “a slave unit for white masters.” Black newspapers in the United States defended the troops of the 92nd and called for Almond’s removal. The Chicago Defender complained that the Black soldiers were fighting not only Nazis but also “Dixie race haters.”


  After a reorganization, the 92nd performed better during the final offensive in northern Italy in spring 1945. But as the offensive progressed in March, Almond received devastating news. His only son, Capt. Edward M. Almond Jr., West Point class of 1943, had been killed by a German sniper in France as his unit approached the Rhine River. It was a bitter loss for the elder Almond, particularly since he had written to his son’s commander, saying he should be given a combat assignment, not a safer staff position. Compounding the general’s grief, he received notification at the same time that Maj. Thomas Galloway, a P-38 fighter pilot who was married to Almond’s daughter and who had been missing since being shot down over Normandy in July, had been declared killed in action. Almond insisted on staying on duty with the 92nd despite the dual blows.


  Reflecting the Army’s prevailing prejudice at the time, the War Department absolved Almond of blame for the 92nd travails. But the war ended without his earning any of the glory won by many of his peers, officers such as Omar Bradley, Joe Collins, George Patton, and Matthew Ridgway. Almond was disappointed to be left behind. According to Haig, many Army officers of the time believed that Almond would have ended the war with four stars if he had been given command of one of the “regular divisions,” as Haig put it. Certainly, Almond thought so.


  With his career prospects looking bleak, Almond was assigned to the Pacific. But his luck picked up when he arrived in Tokyo in 1946. MacArthur’s chief of staff, Maj. Gen. Paul Mueller, was an old friend, and he picked Almond for a position as MacArthur’s personnel chief.


  MacArthur, skeptical of outsiders, particularly those who had served in the European theater, was impressed with Almond’s ability and work ethic. Despite his faults, Almond was a brilliant dynamo—“a phenomenally gifted soldier,” in Haig’s view. In 1948 Eisenhower would rate Almond as one of the half dozen ablest officers in the Army. Within a few months, Almond was chosen to fill a vacancy as deputy chief of staff, bringing him into closer contact with MacArthur. When Mueller rotated back to the United States in January 1949, MacArthur approved Almond as his new chief of staff.


  It was a particularly powerful position at the Tokyo GHQ because MacArthur did not wish to interact with his underlings and required everyone to go through the chief of staff on any matter. Almond took full advantage, jealously guarding access and thereby making himself even more powerful. Only Whitney and Willoughby could see MacArthur without his blessing.


  MacArthur liked to play the man in the white hat at GHQ and let his chief of staff be the hatchet man. It was a role that came naturally to Almond, who had no problem denying requests, scolding subordinates in front of others, and making incessant demands. Arrogantly confident in his own opinions, Almond would often override staff recommendations and substitute his own decisions. Most of his staff considered him “a slave driver,” recalled Maj. Joe Gurfein. “I don’t think he ever worried about being liked,” Gurfein added. “He worked 18 hours a day and expected everyone else to do the same.”


  Some grumbled that Almond’s rise with MacArthur was due to an “instinctive knack for ingratiation,” but Omar Bradley, who was then chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, was among those who thought otherwise. “Almond was not the usual yes-man or sycophant that seemed to gravitate to MacArthur’s staffs,” Bradley later wrote, adding that Almond had “extraordinary ability.”


  Almond may not have been a sycophant, but he was something potentially even more dangerous—a true believer. MacArthur had a powerful aura, and Almond was captivated by it. He “had an almost mystical belief in General MacArthur’s genius,” said Lt. Col. Bill McCaffrey, who served with Almond in World War II and joined his staff in Tokyo. Almond “absolutely hero worshipped [MacArthur] without stint, without reservation, without any critical judgment at all,” he added.


  MacArthur, for his part, “admired [Almond] almost without reservation and regarded him as his right arm,” Haig recalled. MacArthur prized loyalty from subordinates above all else, and Almond delivered that in spades—he was “loyal to an extreme” in the view of Brig. Gen. Edwin “Pinky” Wright, the operations chief at GHQ. In return, MacArthur protected Almond from retribution: He was untouchable.


  After the demise of Task Force Smith, the rest of the 24th Division landed in Pusan by July 6, the same day Lt. Gen. Walton “Johnnie” Walker, commander of the 8th Army, arrived to take over operations in Korea. The 24th was fighting delaying actions, desperately trying to buy time for more U.S. forces to arrive from Japan. The 25th Division, next in line, began boarding ships in Japan July 8.


  MacArthur had decided the best way to relieve pressure on Walker’s troops and reverse the North Korean gains was a bold amphibious assault far in the enemy rear. He already had a landing site in mind: Inchon, an industrial port west of Seoul. On July 15, MacArthur directed Almond to prepare requisitions for the troops and equipment needed for the amphibious landing. To keep it secret, Almond adopted the name X Force and set up its headquarters in a small airplane hangar at the GHQ motor pool in Tokyo. MacArthur instructed Almond to put together the X Force staff from inside GHQ and “not from outside sources” to make sure MacArthur kept control.


  Initially, the invasion force was to include the 1st Cavalry Division, headquartered northeast of Tokyo, but the situation along the American defensive perimeter was getting so precarious that the division was instead being rushed to reinforce Walker’s troops.


  That would leave the 7th Division as the last one remaining in Japan, and MacArthur had been assured he could use it for his amphibious assault. MacArthur leapt at a suggestion from Lt. Gen. Lem Shepherd, the newly appointed commander of Fleet Marine Force, Pacific, that he request the 1st Marine Division, based at Camp Pendleton, California, be brought up to full strength and sent to Japan to join his X force. The Joint Chiefs were reluctant, but MacArthur browbeat them until they agreed on July 25. Now MacArthur would have the force he needed for Inchon.


  MacArthur left the 7th Division commander, Maj. Gen. David Barr, in the dark about his plans to use the division at Inchon. By late July Barr’s division was spread all over Japan, occupying camps left by the divisions fighting in Korea. Barr was at the division headquarters at Sendai on July 26 when he received a call from GHQ telling him to report to Tokyo. He was needed immediately, so MacArthur sent Bataan to pick him up.


  At the Dai Ichi, Barr received orders that left his head spinning. “My instructions from GHQ were to assemble the division, receive replacements, retrain it and be ready for an amphibious landing in thirty days,” he recalled. “That seemed like a considerable task. . . . As a matter of fact, it seemed so great that I didn’t even question it.”


  The 7th Division was now even more understrength than it had been at the start of the war. Over the past month, it had been stripped of some of its most experienced junior officers and NCOs to fill in the three divisions already sent to Korea, all understrength themselves. The 7th Division was now at less than half strength, short 9,117 men, including 290 officers. It had suffered “decimation,” Almond acknowledged. The shortages were proportionally even greater in some key combat areas, as many of the division’s most battle-tested World War II veterans had been hastily transferred to the other divisions. It had been stripped of communications and artillery specialists badly needed by the 24th and 25th Divisions. Now the 7th badly needed its own.


  Originally activated in 1917, the 7th Division had seen action in France in World War I and in the Aleutians, the Philippines, and Okinawa in World War II. It had more experience in Korea than any other American unit, having received the surrender of Japanese troops in southern Korea at the end of the war and then patrolling the 38th parallel as an occupation force for more than three years. After the establishment of the North and South Korean states, the Soviets and Americans pulled out their occupation troops. In 1949 the 7th Division was the last to leave. Some groused that if Washington had left American troops in South Korea, the division would not now be heading into war. “A classic example of the striped pants boys getting our chestnuts in the fire,” recalled Lt. Col. Bill Paddock, the division’s operations officer.


  One of the division’s three infantry regiments, the 31st Regiment, had a history that was both colorful and tragic. It was famous in the Far East, sent to Vladivostok in 1918 after the Russian Revolution to secure the Trans-Siberian Railroad, enabling czarist Russian army units to escape from Bolshevik troops. The regiment had served between the wars in China and was stationed in the Philippines when World War II broke out. The 31st Regiment troops defended against invading Japanese at Corregidor and the Bataan Peninsula before being ordered to surrender. Its soldiers had suffered terrible casualties through the Bataan Death March and imprisonment in Japanese camps. Some of the old-timers with the 31st had served with MacArthur in the Philippines and weren’t terribly fond of him for escaping to Australia while they were left for the Japanese.


  Reflecting their heritage, the soldiers of the 31st called themselves the Polar Bears, and their regimental crest was a Siberian bear. It was fitting that the Polar Bears were based near Sapporo in Hokkaido and were accustomed to heavy winter snow in the surrounding mountains and forests. Some trained as ski troopers and learned winter survival skills.


  The regiment’s other nickname was America’s Foreign Legion, reflecting that from its formation in 1916 in Manila, the 31st had never served on continental U.S. soil. It still felt like a foreign legion. That was part of its appeal for Cpl. Ray Radke, who had spent his early years growing up poor on a dairy farm in northern Illinois. He had already done one stint in the Army, enlisting at 17 and serving in Panama, but his company commander discouraged him from reenlisting. “I was carousing, drinking a lot, enjoying life,” Radke recalled. “He was probably right.” Back in the United States, Radke bummed around the southwest, riding the rails, until he got to El Paso, Texas, where police picked him up twice for trying to hitchhike out of town. Fed up, Radke made his way to the Army recruiting office in El Paso and spoke to the recruiter. “I told him I wanted to get as far away from the United States as I could,” Radke recalled. They looked at the map of the world on the office wall, and the recruiter pointed to Japan. “He said, ‘Well, the 7th Division is up here in northern Japan. The 31st Regiment is the farthest north, on the island of Hokkaido. I could assign you to 7th Infantry, and you could probably talk your way to the 31st.’ So that’s exactly what happened.”


  Radke was very pleased with what he found. Camp Crawford was a comfortable setup, with platoon-sized brick barracks and plenty of showers and latrines. Outside the gates of the camp were a host of diversions for GIs. “Them were the days,” Radke recalled. “Sitting around in the whore houses, drinking beer, playing with the girls.” He wasn’t the only one; Chaplain Hoehn fretted about the high venereal disease rate at Camp Crawford.


  Others found more wholesome entertainment. Cpl. Ray Vallowe and his best friend, Cpl. Eldon Ervin, were radio operators with the 57th Field Artillery (FA) Battalion, which was based at Camp Crawford in support of the 31st Regiment. On early summer days, after rolling up their telephone wires, the two would pull their communication trucks between the many cherry trees around Sapporo and eat their fill.


  Many of the regiment’s officers were married with children. Jerry McCabe, a self-described “wet-nosed lieutenant” from Baltimore assigned to the 31st Heavy Mortar Company, was a newlywed, living with his wife, Peg, in Sapporo. Maj. Harvey Storms, the executive officer of the 3rd Battalion, 31st Regiment, lived in a house outside Sapporo with his wife, Helen, and their three young boys. He was from a family of ranchers in La Feria, a town in the southeast tip of Texas near the Mexican border. After graduating from Texas A&M in 1939 with a degree in agriculture, he married Helen, who was from a nearby family of farmers. After the United States entered World War II, Storms enlisted in the Army, taking part in the invasions of North Africa, Sicily, and Italy. Friendly and good-natured, Storms befriended villagers outside Genoa who would fondly remember him for years. Storms came home after the war and taught agriculture, but missing the Army, he reenlisted in 1948 and was sent to Japan.


  Helen had been relieved when it looked like the 7th Division would remain in Japan, particularly since she had recently learned she was pregnant with a fourth child. But that was not to be. “Daddy came home one day, and he and Mama sat down at the dining hall table,” recalled Sam Storms—at 9, the eldest of the boys. Harvey told her he would be leaving in several weeks for a camp near Mt. Fuji, where the 7th Division would assemble and train before going to Korea. “I remember her crying and sobbing,” said Sam.


  Now that it was clear the Polar Bears were going to Korea, some officers whispered their concerns about the regimental commander, Col. Richard P. Ovenshine, a gray-haired and stately gentleman. He had briefly commanded a regiment at the end of the Okinawa campaign but had little combat experience, and at age 50, many thought he was too old and inexperienced to go to war. “It was the opinion of the majority of us that he had had no combat experience AND THAT HE SHOULD HAVE BEEN REPLACED,” Hoehn later wrote in a letter. “He was mild mannered, fatherly, one might say,” he added disapprovingly. Hoehn, a one-time parish priest in Brooklyn, had the bona fides to make such judgments, having served as a chaplain in North Africa, Sicily, and across northwest Europe with Patton’s 3rd Army.


  Not surprisingly for a regiment that had been through Bataan, the 31st had a reputation as a hard-luck unit. Some considered it a bit of a dumping ground for problem soldiers, and by virtue of its isolated location, it was often last in line for replacements and equipment. But that isolation and reputation bred an us-against-the-world pride among many of the men and officers.


  Training in Hokkaido was constrained, with no live fire and no exercises conducted above the battalion level. Nonetheless, smaller units were constantly in the field; Ovenshine intensified training when the war broke out, and by the time they were alerted, the 31st Regiment had reached a high state of readiness.


  Most considered the 7th Division’s best regiment to be the 32nd Regiment, stationed at Camp Haugen, a former Imperial Japanese military airfield on the northeast coast of Honshu, the largest Japanese island. “The 32nd was a class outfit—head and shoulders above the others,” said Charles Davis, Barr’s aide-de-camp.


  The 32nd Regiment had been on occupation duty in Korea until early 1949, when it withdrew to Japan and took over the camp from a regiment of the 11th Airborne Division, which was being recalled to the United States. The 32nd had been reconstituted with an unusual mix of cavalry, infantry, and airborne troops, including paratroopers with the 11th Airborne who wanted to stay in Japan. A cavalry squadron from the 12th Cavalry Regiment near Yokohama was added to the mix, including the squadron commander, Lt. Colonel Don Carlos Faith, who was given command of the 1st Battalion, 32nd Regiment.


  Col. Allan Maclean, a robust West Pointer, was the first commander of the reconstituted 32nd Regiment, and he spent a year molding it into a cohesive unit from the airborne, infantry, and cavalry elements. Within a few months, the 32nd Regiment had the highest combat effectiveness rating given by 8th Army headquarters. The 32nd Regiment had three of the ablest battalion commanders among all the units being sent to Korea, and of the three, in the judgment of military historian Clay Blair, the standout was Faith.


  Faith launched an extensive training program as soon as he took command, keeping the battalion in the field much of the time for over a year, sometimes for two or three days at a time and sometimes for two or three weeks. “We trained hard, and we trained day and night,” recalled Bob Jones, one of Faith’s staff officers. “We trained on the ground up in the mountains. It was not that we anticipated anything, but that was just his nature. . . . And it paid off.”


  In spring 1950 Maclean was reassigned to 8th Army headquarters. The new regimental commander, Colonel Charles Beauchamp, considered Faith’s 1st Battalion as his best-trained and best-led battalion “due entirely to the initiative, energy, and esprit instilled in it by Don.”


  Faith was big, handsome, and gregarious, with brown eyes and dark brown hair sometimes worn in a crew cut. He was close to six feet tall with no fat, as he constantly ran around Camp Haugen to stay fit. He was married to the former Barbara Ann Wilbur of Louisiana, and they had a 4-year-old daughter, Barbara Ann, known as Bobbie.


  Faith was from a family that had a tradition of military service since their arrival in Pennsylvania prior to the American Revolution. A Faith fought with Mad Anthony Wayne at Paoli during the Revolutionary War and another with William Henry Harrison at the Battle of Tippecanoe during the War of 1812. Faith’s great-grandfather served under Ulysses Grant at Vicksburg during the Civil War. His father, Don Carlos Faith Sr., was an Army brigadier general during World War II who was chosen by George Marshall to organize and train what became known as the Women’s Army Corps (WAC).


  Given his name and dark complexion, many assumed Don Carlos Jr. was of Spanish descent, but his heritage was Scotch-Irish—his grandparents apparently just liked the name. Paddy, as he was known to family and friends, was born in Indiana and grew up on Army posts in the United States and overseas, including three years in Tientsin, China. He wanted to attend West Point but failed a physical due to two missing molars—considered a “dental deficiency.” He went to Georgetown University School of Foreign Service instead and considered a career with the State Department. But in the summer of 1941, believing U.S. entry into the war to be inevitable, Faith joined the Army. He graduated in February 1942 from the U.S. Army Officer Candidate School at Fort Benning, Georgia, among the top ten in his class of two hundred.


  Brig. Gen. Matthew Ridgway—just arrived at Benning as assistant division commander for the 82nd Infantry Division, which he was helping transform into an airborne division—had the pick of the crop for an aide-de-camp. Ridgway chose Faith, describing him as “an awfully likable youngster” with a “winning smile . . . superior physique, great athletic ability and an alert mind and positive qualities of leadership.”


  Ridgway was on his way to becoming one of the ablest Army commanders in World War II, taking command of the 82nd Airborne and eventually the XVIII Airborne Corps, and Faith was along for the ride. He accompanied Ridgway through North Africa, Sicily, and Italy. By the time of the D-Day invasion, Faith was a major and serving as Ridgway’s headquarters commandant, jumping with him into Normandy hedgerow country. Through the fighting at Arnhem, into the Ardennes, and across the Rhine to the Elbe River, Faith became a confidant and friend to the hard-charging Ridgway, not the easiest man to cozy up with. “Don and I so often enjoyed a glass of cognac when combat tension had relaxed,” Ridgway later wrote to Barbara Faith. Don Faith, by then a 27-year-old lieutenant colonel, was en route with Ridgway to MacArthur’s headquarters in Manila when word came of Japan’s surrender.


  Faith’s ticket with Ridgway had given him a unique view of the war from the highest levels, including interactions with Eisenhower and other senior commanders. He had a great champion in Ridgway. “I could have asked for no more devoted assistant, or finer Aide, associate and companion—conspicuous for high-principled integrity, selfless devotion to duty, fearlessness in combat, modesty, compassionate consideration for others, cheerfulness and sense of humor,” Ridgway later wrote. But what Faith had not done at any time during the war was command troops in combat.


  After the war, Faith had served with the Army’s advisory mission in Nanking, China, assisting Chiang Kaishek’s National Revolutionary Army in its struggle against Chinese communists. Faith forged a close relationship with the director, Dave Barr. The victory of the Chinese communists in October 1949 forced the mission out of China, and both Barr and Faith ended up in Japan. Given command of the 7th Division, Barr likely was involved in the selection of Faith as the 1/32 commander. The general would visit the 32nd frequently and always stopped by to see Faith. “Theirs was a close and somewhat a father and son relationship,” Bob Jones recalled.


  Faith was well aware that he lacked combat command experience. “I think he regretted the fact that he was working for Ridgway as headquarters commandant aide because he never really got down with the troops in World War II,” said Jones. Faith was hardly alone. None of the three 32nd Regiment rifle battalion commanders had combat command in World War II. The same was true at higher ranks and in other divisions. Of the first eighteen Army regimental commanders sent to Korea, fifteen had none. The Army policy at the time was to give officers who had served well in vital staff roles in World War II a chance to command troops. It had not been much of a problem in peacetime, but now they were going to war.


  Faith worked to remedy his shortcomings in experience, but it was difficult, given the training restrictions in population-dense Japan. He “realized exactly that he was very short on experience with using the artillery support battalion,” Jones recalled, so he arranged on his own to spend a week with the 48th Field Artillery Battalion at Camp Zama south of Tokyo, a long journey from Camp Haugen. “That was the type of person he was,” Jones said.


  When the war broke out, Faith had been due to rotate soon back to the United States, but he immediately went to Barr and told him he wanted to go to Korea. He had been run off the mainland once, Faith told colleagues, and he wasn’t going to be run off again.


  By early August Walker’s forces had fallen back to a defensive line that became known as the Pusan Perimeter, a toehold behind the Naktong River in the far southeast corner of South Korea that included the vital ports of Pusan and Pohang.


  In Tokyo the X Force planners at GHQ were deep into planning for Operation Chromite, MacArthur’s amphibious landing at Inchon, with the 1st Marine Division landing first and the 7th Division as the follow-on force. Since the X Force included two divisions, Almond recommended to MacArthur it be designated a corps. MacArthur agreed and asked what name the corps would take. Corps in the U.S. Army are traditionally designated with Roman numerals, so Almond proposed turning the X in X Force into the Roman numeral 10, hence X Corps.


  An important question remained: Who would command this force? Given Inchon was an amphibious operation and the primary invasion force was the 1st Marine Division, most expected a Marine general would be chosen. MacArthur’s operations chief, Pinky Wright, recommended Shepherd, the Marine Pacific commander. On the morning of August 10, Almond posed the question to MacArthur, who replied he would have an answer later that day. Almond returned to MacArthur’s office in the afternoon. “You will be the landing force commander,” the general told Almond.


  Almond professed to be shocked. “This was a complete surprise to me and I told him so,” he later wrote. Almond also pointed out that he was already chief of staff and would be unable to do both jobs.


  MacArthur waved off the concern. “We will all be back here in a month,” he told Almond.


  Almond wasn’t the only one surprised. The Joint Chiefs were astonished, seeing it as a high-handed MacArthur ploy to block the Pentagon from choosing a Navy or Marine commander with experience from World War II amphibious landings in the Pacific. Collins, the Army chief of staff, had long disliked Almond and was incensed by the choice.


  No one had more reason to be unhappy than Johnnie Walker. The 8th Army commander had been a tough, aggressive armored corps commander serving under Patton during World War II. He was short and squat and low on charisma, but while Walker didn’t look much like a general, he was “a fighting little son of a bitch,” Patton said approvingly.


  But he was not a MacArthur man, nor was he equipped temperamentally for the internecine struggles of GHQ. Almond and Walker had been friendly as young officers, but that changed after Walker arrived in Japan. Almond limited Walker’s access to MacArthur and regularly snubbed the 8th Army commander. Walker was on the outside looking in. But to make it worse, MacArthur intended to keep X Corps as a separate command from the 8th Army, meaning Almond would report directly to MacArthur, bypassing Walker altogether. With Almond wearing the dual hats of X Corps commander and MacArthur’s chief of staff, Walker would have to go through his lower-ranking rival as the 8th Army and X Corps competed for limited supplies, equipment, and men. Many disputes were settled by scribbling the initials GASS on a memo—“General Almond Said So.”


  For MacArthur, what mattered most was having a loyalist in position who would never question his directives, no matter how risky and how much heartburn they created in Washington. “I think more than anything else, MacArthur wanted to pull the strings from Tokyo,” said Ridgway, then deputy chief of staff for operations for the Joint Chiefs. “He wanted that corps under his direct command.”


  Almond had quickly dismissed his own reservations and embraced command of X Corps, which would give him the chance to grab the laurels that had eluded him in World War II. As McCaffrey later noted, “General Almond desired one thing above all else in life. Military Glory.”


  BEIJING, AUGUST 4, 1950


  Mao Zedong’s alarm was growing. The Chinese leader had met in Beijing with Kim Il Sung in May and agreed to support the planned North Korean invasion, though he had not been enthusiastic. Mao raised the possibility that the United States would intervene and asked Kim if he wanted China to position troops in Manchuria, along the border with North Korea, as a precaution. Kim had brushed off the offer—“arrogantly,” in Mao’s view—insisting that North Korea would capture all of Korea too quickly for the United States to intervene. Kim was wrong, and now, the North Korean invasion was bogging down along the Naktong. On August 4, Mao called his politburo together to discuss the worrying developments.


  It had been less than a year since Mao had proclaimed the new People’s Republic of China after the Red Army’s decisive defeat of Chiang’s Nationalist forces in October 1949, ending decades of fighting. Chiang and the remnants of his defeated army had retreated to the island of Taiwan—then often called Formosa—one hundred miles offshore of mainland China.


  The war in Korea had disrupted Mao’s plans to invade Taiwan, finish off Chiang, and unify all of China. The elite 9th Army Group, under the command of General Song Shilun, had been south of Shanghai, preparing for a major crossing operation. Two days after the North Korean invasion, Truman sent the U.S. 7th Fleet into the Taiwan Strait, which ran between the mainland and the island. The presence of the U.S. warships in the Taiwan Strait had forced Beijing to postpone the invasion.


  The speed of the U.S. intervention in South Korea, together with the deployment of the 7th Fleet, had surprised and angered the new Chinese government. Chinese Premier Zhou Enlai, Mao’s trusted deputy, called it tantamount to a declaration of war. Mao considered the UN forces now building up in South Korea to be a direct threat to the fledgling Chinese Communist nation. Failing to respond would send a signal to the world—and, just as importantly, the Chinese people—that the new Chinese government was weak, a paper tiger, little different than the nationalists. If the Americans won this war, they would pose an even greater danger to China.


  Mao argued that any UN movement to the north toward the Yalu River border called for Chinese intervention in the war. Massing manpower on the Yalu as a defensive deterrent would not be enough, Mao believed; Chinese troops should prepare to advance into North Korea and set a defensive line one hundred miles south of the river, he told Zhou. Mao’s mind, at least, was made up. On August 5, he sent a telegram to his military command: “Get ready for fighting in early September.”


  In early August, the 7th Division began assembling at the base of Mount Fuji, the iconic cone-shaped volcano sixty miles southwest of Tokyo. On August 5, the 7th Division headquarters at Sendai moved to Gotemba, at the eastern base of the mountain, home to the Camp Fuji training ground—land where Samurai warriors had once trained. The 32nd Regiment arrived in mid-August, setting up over a hill from the headquarters. The 31st Polar Bears followed soon afterward.


  Some families opted to stay in Japan, hoping their soldiers would return soon. “It was supposed to be a real short war at that point,” recalled Col. Herbert Powell, commander of the division’s 17th Regiment. Many others were returning to the United States. The McCabes decided Peg should return to Maryland, as she was pregnant and expecting their first child. Barbara Faith likewise left with her daughter, Bobbie, to move in with her parents at their home in Alexandria, Louisiana.


  Harvey and Helen Storms and their three young boys left Sapporo on a train on August 20 and traveled all night, crossing the strait between Hokkaido and Honshu aboard a train ferry, and then continued to Tokyo. It was a long, hot journey, and it was just starting. Once they reached Tokyo, Harvey would continue with the troops on the train to Camp Fuji, while Helen and the children would travel on to the Tokyo airport and fly home to Texas.


  Harvey and Helen had agonized over whether she and the boys should stay in Hokkaido or go back to La Feria, where they had a home on a ten-acre tract. Harvey’s parents, who owned fields of cotton and grains, lived next door. Helen was worried that if she went home, she and the boys would be separated from Harvey longer and that they would be stuck halfway around the globe when the war ended and the troops returned to Japan. But Harvey persuaded Helen that his mind would be more at ease knowing she was home with family to help with the boys and her pregnancy.


  The Tokyo train station was jammed, filled with GIs on their way to war, families on their way home, and the regular flood of Japanese travelers. Two Army lieutenants told Storms that the troop cars at the rear of the train would be detached from the rest of the train, staying in Tokyo until that evening. That would give him the chance to spend the day with Helen and the boys before they took another train to the airport that evening. But when Storms went back to move his bags into the troop cars, the conductor insisted the entire train, including the troop cars, would be leaving momentarily.


  Harvey rushed back to the platform and into the station to find his family and say a hurried goodbye. Ernie, the youngest, was puckering up to cry. Sam, the eldest, stayed with the family’s luggage while Helen and the two younger boys went back to the train to see Harvey off. “They walked down the ramp with Daddy, but probably after about twenty yards he turned and looked back at me, and had kind of a forlorn look,” Sam remembered. Sam didn’t think to wave goodbye.
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Don Carlos Faith, the 1st Battalion commander. “He was open, frank, friendly, candid, forceful—and had a high degree of charisma and leadership,” Wes Curtis said. “His potential value to the Army was unlimited.” SOURCE: DPAA
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Allan Maclean, the 31st Regiment commander. “Just be careful when he decides to move, because if you were in the way, you got pushed out of the way,” another officer said. SOURCE: DPAA
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Harvey Storms would take command of the 3rd Battalion. “We Americans are still prone to underestimate the other side and I am trying not to do that, but it is hard,” he wrote to his wife, Helen. SOURCE: DPAA
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The 3rd Battalion commander, Lt. Col. Bill Reilly, center, with Maj. Berry Anderson, left, and Maj. Lester Olson, right, at the Mount Fuji staging area in Japan, where the 7th Division rushed to prepare for war. SOURCE: RASULA, GRP
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Maclean and Faith in Japan. “There was a warm and affectionate relationship between Maclean and Faith,” Bob Jones observed. “They knew each other’s minds and thought much alike.” SOURCE: USAHEC
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Maj. Wes Curtis, right, with Capt. Bob Haynes at Fuji. Despite his admiration for Faith, Curtis worried about his lack of combat command experience. SOURCE: USAHEC
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Marine Maj. Gen. O. P. Smith, Army Maj. Gen. Ned Almond, and Navy Rear Adm. James Doyle aboard the USS Mount McKinley. “Smith and Almond were just like two dogs at each other’s throats.” SOURCE: OPSC
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Gen. Douglas MacArthur, center, and Almond, right, watch the shelling of Inchon. MacArthur was “senior to everyone but God.” Almond had an “almost mystical belief” in his genius. SOURCE: NARA
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Brig. Gen. Henry Hodes. Hammering Hank, as the assistant 7th Division commander was known, “did the generaling” in the division. SOURCE: NARA
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John Edward Gray, one of many young officers who were rushed to Japan to help fill out the 7th Division. SOURCE: COURTESY OF THE GRAY FAMILY
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Bob Jones was one of the most universally respected officers in the 1st Battalion—“a top-notch combat trooper.” SOURCE: KWE
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Monty Piercefield was sent from the United States and assigned as an operations sergeant in Faith’s battalion. SOURCE: KWE
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Lt. Jim Mortrude, a seasoned 28-year-old combat veteran, turned his green C Company platoon into one of the best in Faith’s battalion. SOURCE: USAHEC


[image: bck_fig_014]


The 7th Division had not been integrated with Black soldiers, but Joe Ager and the other truck drivers from the 515th Truck Transportation Company effectively integrated the defenses at Chosin. SOURCE: COURTESY OF THE AGER FAMILY
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Ray Radke reenlisted in the Army to get as far from the United States as possible. He got his wish and was assigned to the 31st Regiment Polar Bears on the northern Japanese island of Hokkaido. SOURCE: COURTESY OF RAY RADKE
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Lt. Anthony Mazzulla was a platoon leader with B Company, 32nd Regiment. SOURCE: DPAA
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Troops from the 31st Regiment Polar Bears land at Iwon on November 4, 1950. “Good luck, 31st!” called the captain of a troop transport. “God be with you.” SOURCE: GRP
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Almond, left, speaks to Maclean, right, as Maj. Gen. Dave Barr looks on at the 31st Regiment headquarters in Untaek on November 12. The X Corps commander was eager to resume the attack to the Yalu. SOURCE: NARA
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An aerial view looking north across the frozen Pungnyuri inlet on the east shore of Chosin Reservoir, where Almond rushed an ad hoc task force under Maclean’s command with little planning or preparation. SOURCE: USAHE
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Medics carry off a wounded soldier from the outpost manned by SFC Bill Donovan’s L Company weapons platoon in front of the inlet perimeter on the morning of November 28. SOURCE: DONOVAN, GRP
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A Chinese soldier wounded by a grenade thrown by Donovan. Questioned by the South Korean soldier squatting next to him, the prisoner talked freely about Chinese troop strength. SOURCE: DONOVAN, GRP
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A Battery and its 105 mm howitzers were recaptured on the morning of November 28, after being overrun during the night by the Chinese. The ground inside the inlet perimeter is strewn with the bodies of dead Chinese, GIs, and ROKs. SOURCE: USAHEC
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The inlet perimeter “was a scene lifted from the pages of Dante’s Inferno,” Doc Blohm said. Officers and sergeants moved about in the numbing cold, “trying to create order out of chaos.” SOURCE: USAHEC
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Five soldiers in a dug-in position overlooking the frozen inlet to the southwest, with task force trucks visible in the background. SOURCE: GRP
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A soldier moves through debris after the first night’s battle in the inlet perimeter. Smoke hangs in the air, likely from the firing of the howitzer in the background. The view is looking to the southeast. SOURCE: USAHEC
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An airdrop lands in a small gully in the inlet perimeter as soldiers from K Company prepare to move out and retrieve the supplies. Many airdrops landed in Chinese-held ground. SOURCE: DONOVAN, GRP
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Several Marine helicopters landed near the inlet shore on on November 29 to pick up wounded, including battalion commanders Reilly and Embree. SOURCE: DONOVAN, GRP 
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A downhill view shows the inlet, causeway, and bridge, with dead in the foreground and soldiers and vehicles in the background. SOURCE: GRP
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An M19 crew fires at groups of Chinese across the Pungnyuri inlet on the mountainside. The Twin 40s, which took a heavy toll on the Chinese, were the targets of repeated attacks. SOURCE: DONOVAN, GRP
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Aerial view of the inlet perimeter, taken from a U.S. reconnaissance aircraft before the breakout. Trucks are lined up on the road. The trace of foxholes marking the perimeter’s southwest sector is visible. SOURCE: GRP
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Caught in a heavy cross fire early in the breakout, 1st Battalion soldiers take cover along the reservoir bank, while others run up to form a skirmish line and return fire. Hill 1250 lies ahead, and beyond that, Hill 1221. SOURCE: DONOVAN, USAHEC


[image: bck_fig_032]


Soldiers from M Company, part of the rear guard, move along the railroad bed under heavy fire from the hill to the rear. A dead soldier lies in the foreground. Trucks are on the road below the bank on the left and are not visible. SOURCE: DONOVAN, USAHEC
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Task Force survivors move south on the reservoir ice toward Hagaru late in the afternoon on December 1. SOURCE: USAHEC


[image: bck_fig_034]


Capt. George Rasula, left, and Lt. Hodges Escue, right, standing near the southern end of the reservoir, helped process 31st RCT survivors as they arrived at Hagaru. SOURCE: GRP


[image: bck_fig_035]


Barr, left, with Capt. Bob Drake. At Hodes’s request and likely with Barr’s concurrence, O. P. Smith ordered Drake’s tanks to withdraw from Hudong-ni before the breakout. SOURCE: USAHEC


[image: bck_fig_036]


Soldiers from the provisional 31st moving south from Hagaru on December 6. SOURCE: U.S. DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE


[image: bck_fig_037]


Troops from the provisional 31st arrive in the Koto-ri perimeter on December 7, after fighting from Hagaru. “Some seemed to be in shock even though they continued to walk,” a soldier said. SOURCE: GRP


[image: bck_fig_038]


The bodies of U.S. Marines, Army soldiers, Royal Marines, and ROKs were buried on December 8 in a mass grave at Koto-ri “in a kind of final fraternity,” Maggie Higgins wrote. SOURCE: OPSC
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Bobbie Faith, left, and her mother, Barbara, at the dedication for a school named after her father at Fort Benning, Georgia, in 1952. SOURCE: COURTESY OF BOBBIE BROYLES


[image: bck_fig_040]


The old soldiers of the 31st RCT stood at attention when the Presidential Unit Citation was awarded to the unit in 2000, nearly fifty years after the battle. SOURCE: GRP


[image: bck_fig_041]


Ray Radke, Don Tague, Al Zentko, Monty Piercefield, Harry Graham, and Max Guernsey in front of the chapter memorial at the final reunion of the Army Chapter of the Chosin Few in 2021. SOURCE: VOGE


[image: bck_fig_042]


The funeral of Don Faith at Arlington National Cemetery in April 2013. “Now the soldier is coming home,” John Gray said. SOURCE: U.S. ARMY


[image: bck_fig_043]


As North Korean Army officers watch, Jennie Jin, right, works with another DPAA official to secure one of fifty-five boxes of remains turned over by the North Korean regime in Wonsan in July 2018. SOURCE:  U.S. ARMY


[image: bck_fig_044]


Sam Storms, center, and his brothers Ernie, left, and Robert, right, visit their father’s grave at Arlington National Cemetery in July 2022. SOURCE: VOGEL
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