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			1

			Crusade

			Like a faithful steed, USS Boise plunged through the deep blue waters of the South China Sea, the ship’s prow knifing gracefully through the relentless waves, bound for Luzon. Below deck, inside a snug, well-appointed private cabin, General Douglas MacArthur sat at a desk, pen in hand, preparing to write a letter to his wife on January 8, 1945, the eve of the largest invasion to date in the war against Japan. At once a magisterial and vexing figure, MacArthur oozed a sense of captivating uniqueness. He was the only US Army field commander who had once served at the very top of the Army as chief of staff. Only he among all the Army ground generals in the Pacific had been decorated with the Medal of Honor, a distinction he shared with his late father, Lieutenant General Arthur MacArthur, who had four decades earlier led American military forces in the Philippines. During World War II, Douglas MacArthur had experienced, by far, more frontline combat than any other American general of four-star rank, only adding to a record of valor that he had already carved out as a younger officer in the First World War. In 1929, he had endured a difficult, stormy divorce from his first wife, Louise Cromwell, putting the lie to Army conventional wisdom that a failed marriage for an officer would inevitably lead to a failed career. Eight years later, he married Jean Faircloth, daughter of a Nashville banker and his true soul mate, who bore him a son named Arthur the next year.

			Astonishingly, MacArthur subsequently chose—in direct defiance of a War Department order to evacuate military families—to keep them with him in 1941–42, when he led the ill-fated Allied defense of the Philippines. He thus became the only high-level American commander to expose his family to combat in World War II. With unrepentant independence, he continued to live with his family throughout much of the war, seemingly indifferent to the fact that his many thousands of subordinates enjoyed no such option. In yet another characteristic action that revealed much about his broke-the-mold distinctiveness, he had willfully crossed the red line that sensibly separates the civil and the military in the American system by running an unsuccessful clandestine campaign to win the presidency in 1944. Complex to the point of near convolution, an intimate aide once said of the general, “None of us knew MacArthur. We all saw fragments of the man.”

			Over three long years of war, he had carved out a record as a thoughtful military strategist, an innovator with a strong grasp of the potency of airpower and sea power, and an inspirational figure whose keen understanding of image approached the savant level. But far too often, he had also revealed himself to be a petty, paranoid, insecure, vainglorious, egomaniacal schemer who seemingly viewed Washington policy makers as adversaries on par with the Japanese. An ardent opponent of the Allies’ Europe First policy, he believed with an almost evangelical fervor that America’s geopolitical future lay in Asia and the Pacific. His greatest objective—perhaps as much as or more than defeating Japan—was to liberate the Philippines. His invasion of Leyte a couple months earlier had served only as a warm-up act for what he envisioned as an archipelago-wide liberation, most notably of Luzon, his former home, with himself playing an almost predestined, messianic role. Lieutenant Colonel Weldon “Dusty” Rhoades, his personal pilot and a close intimate, once opined of his chief that “he had some feeling that he was a man of destiny. He seemed to believe that he was especially protected so that he could fulfill a mission.” MacArthur loved the people of the Philippines with almost familial intensity. In his mind, the impending invasion of Luzon equated to something of a twentieth-century crusade. Only a few weeks shy of his sixty-fifth birthday, MacArthur remained physically robust, though he now combed strands of black hair over his balding pate in an apparent effort to conceal the encroachment of senior citizenship. He seldom allowed photographs of himself bareheaded, preferring instead to wear a specially designed braided cap most everywhere he went. Upscale sunglasses and a corncob pipe completed a look that seemingly only he could pull off.

			Hunched over the desk inside his cabin aboard Boise, MacArthur scrawled his letter to Jean on personal stationery. “The Boise is the most comfortable cruiser on which I have traveled. The suite I occupy is much larger, has artificial ventilation and better cooking than the others.” Battle-hardened Boise’s modernity reflected the stupendous and growing power of the US Navy by 1945. By the same token, MacArthur and his Southwest Pacific Area (SWPA) command could be said to symbolize the corresponding maturation of the US Army during the war with Japan. He had once led a poorly equipped, sparsely fed colonial-style army in the Philippines but now presided over the largest ground force ever assembled for amphibious island warfare, and these legions were only one component of a larger army that had now grown to full maturity. Indeed, nearly 1.4 million soldiers were now serving throughout the Pacific and Asia. By war’s end, the number would swell to 1.8 million, the third-largest ground force ever sent overseas by the United States to fight a war. Superbly equipped, highly mechanized, well fed and well led, the Army of the Pacific/Asia theater reflected the bounty of the nation that produced it, and it was shouldering the onerous responsibility of expeditionary-style warfare in far-flung, inhospitable locales. Army soldiers were doing the lion’s share of the fighting and dying in the Pacific, particularly in the Philippines, the true nexus of the American war against Japan. And yet, contemporary and subsequent popular memory tended to focus on the more publicity savvy and extraordinarily valorous Marines, who had carved out a distinguished combat record but were far fewer in number than the soldiers. Even now, in 1945’s infancy, the Army labored in an almost unbelievable diversity of missions—combat and noncombat—that included ostensibly everything from the logistics of loading and shipping to guerrilla warfare, from diplomacy to cutting-edge medical care, and from civil affairs to engineering of such sophistication as to lay foundations of knowledge to benefit future generations. Spread over nearly one-third of the globe’s surface of island, sea, and continent, it was an army of such size and diversity of purpose as to make one unified command nearly impossible—MacArthur controlled only about 60 percent of Army combat formations.

			Over three years, the Army had steadily fought its way northward from the South Pacific to the Central Pacific and now beyond. The Army’s evolution into an extraordinarily potent, modern military force paralleled the maturation of the US Navy into the most powerful maritime force in global history, a behemoth of sea power upon which rested the foundation of the American war against Japan. The Army Air Forces, particularly the B-29 formations that were beginning to bomb Japan itself, only added to this prodigious combination of American military strength that, in tandem with America’s theater allies, now amounted to a dagger at the Japanese throat. Allied victory now seemed certain, and yet the tasks ahead, especially for the US Army, were daunting in the extreme. The impending liberation of the Philippines, the opening of a viable landward supply route to China, and the seizure of key islands on the doorstep of Japan all loomed as costly enterprises on the immediate drawing board. And somewhere beyond, like an Everest on the horizon, a horrendously bloody invasion of Japan beckoned as a serious possibility, perhaps even a necessity. So the essential question now was how much it would cost the Allies, and most notably the Army, in lives, treasure, and time to subdue Japan, a country still tightly controlled by a defiant cabal of civil and military elites who were loyally supported by millions of soldiers, sailors, and even ordinary citizens, most of whom seemed more than willing to fight on indefinitely, unto the death.

			The first answers to this disquieting question would now come at Luzon, the target of an enormous American task force of which USS Boise was only one relatively small component. For nearly forty miles in any direction around Boise, the huge invasion armada of some 700 ships carried or escorted 203,000 soldiers from all over General MacArthur’s enormous SWPA empire; about one-third of these men were noncombat service troops. The soldiers hailed from a geographically diverse network of bases, ranging from Leyte to the picked-over South Pacific burgs of Nouméa, Sansapor, Aitape, Finschhafen-Toem, Hollandia, Oro Bay, Noemfoor, Cape Gloucester, and Bougainville, places whose vast distances from one another would have encompassed a substantial chunk of the United States itself.

			Once boarded, most of the soldiers never returned to these places, their very absence a powerful reminder that the war had moved forever northward to enter its final bloody phase. Perhaps sensing this, base commanders on Bougainville staged a memorable send-off for Major General Oscar Griswold, the XIV Corps commander who had masterminded the American victory on that island and had since spent over half a year there preparing his men to go back into combat. Under a bright tropical sun, as LSTs and other troopships loaded with soldiers from the 37th Infantry Division and XIV Corps stood just offshore, color guards gathered at a dock to honor the popular general. “Marine band played honorary concert at old CP,” Griswold tersely related to his diary. “Guard of honor at beach.”

			Army and Navy honor guards stood at attention alongside Griswold. At the pier he shook hands with several dozen officers who lined up respectfully to send him off. Perhaps most significantly, the well-wishers included Lieutenant General Stanley Savige, whose II Corps of the Australian Imperial Force now took over the unglamorous task of garrisoning the backwater island and containing the remnants of the Japanese forces, a mute microcosm of Australia’s diminished role in the war. Only a few days before, the introspective Griswold had attended a memorial service at the military cemetery where many Marines and XIV Corps soldiers who had died fighting for Bougainville were buried. For Griswold, the visit was a sober reminder of the grave responsibilities of corps command. Once aboard USS Mount Olympus, the command ship for Griswold’s good friend Vice Admiral Theodore Wilkinson, the general gravely intoned in his diary, “The time is growing short—may God give us his blessing and his help in the dark days up ahead, that we may draw this thing to a close and that peace once again may grace this war-torn world.”

			MacArthur had once habitually kvetched about a supposed paucity of manpower and resources allotted by Washington decision makers to his theater. The complaints now seemed an embarrassment, almost akin to a man in a mansion crying poor. MacArthur’s sizable army was larger than the US Army forces that had fought campaigns in North Africa, Sicily, Italy, and Southern France. Its size exceeded even the entire Allied ground complement at Sicily. Indeed, the SWPA armies now ranked behind only the large American ground forces fighting in western Europe. MacArthur’s headquarters now directly controlled, or soon would control, impressively formidable combat forces. The order of battle included two armies, four corps, and fifteen divisions, plus regimental combat teams, independent tank formations, guerrilla units, and other attachments that only added to the girth. He earmarked Lieutenant General Walter Krueger’s Sixth Army to carry out Mike I, the SWPA code name for the invasion of Luzon. The obvious place to invade was over the expansive beaches of Lingayen Gulf, where the Japanese had landed in late 1941. MacArthur and his staff initially hoped to surprise General Tomoyuki Yamashita, the Japanese commander, by landing elsewhere, but eventually they bowed to the reality that only Lingayen could accommodate the huge numbers of troops, tanks, and other vehicles that the Americans intended to fling ashore. Moreover, Lingayen offered a nice gateway to the roads that snaked through Luzon’s central plains to the crowning prize of Manila some 120 miles to the southeast.

			Krueger planned to land four divisions, plus an engineer special brigade and two boat and shore regiments. The 43rd Infantry Division was slated to land on the extreme left flank, from the invader’s point of view, near San Fabian. The 6th Infantry Division would land immediately to the right. The two divisions would serve under the control of Major General Innis Palmer Swift’s I Corps. Swift had commanded the 1st Cavalry Division at Los Negros, successfully enough that Krueger had since promoted him to corps command. Both divisions had fought in the South Pacific, the 43rd at New Georgia and the 6th at New Guinea, most notably Lone Tree Hill. To the right of I Corps, the 37th Infantry Division, hardened veterans of Bougainville, would land near Dagupan while the 40th Infantry Division, a California, Nevada, and Utah National Guard unit new to combat, was picked by the Sixth Army planners to hit the beaches on the extreme right flank near the town of Lingayen. These two divisions were controlled by Griswold’s XIV Corps. In terms of American amphibious combat units, the landing forces exceeded those that had carried out the Normandy invasion at Utah and Omaha beaches. Follow-on forces under the control of the respective corps headquarters included the 32nd and 33rd Infantry Divisions, the 1st Cavalry Division, the 25th Infantry Division, the 158th Regimental Combat Team, the 112th Cavalry Regimental Combat Team, the 6th Ranger Infantry Battalion, and the 13th Armored Group, the latter of which possessed nearly as many tanks as the typical European theater armored division. Six more infantry divisions, plus the 11th Airborne Division and the 503rd Parachute Infantry Regiment, would eventually become available for MacArthur’s operations on Luzon and elsewhere in the archipelago.[1]
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			In the meantime, the invasion armada under Vice Admiral Thomas Kinkaid, who had worked closely with MacArthur for more than a year, sailed through the narrow waters of the Surigao Strait and then inexorably north, past the western coastlines of Negros, Panay, and Mindoro, along with many smaller islands, and then off Luzon itself. In response, the Japanese scraped together their few remaining planes in the Philippines to launch a series of frantic kamikaze attacks. Lieutenant General Kyoji Tominaga, the air commander, routinely gave an eloquent farewell speech to these idealistic, extraordinarily courageous young pilots. “I know what you feel now as you put the sorrows and joys of life behind you because the Emperor’s fortunes are failing. Do not worry about what happens when you die and what you leave behind you—for you will become gods. Soon I hope to have the privilege of joining you in glorious death.” The appalling reality about the kamikaze fliers, and one that has never since abated in relation to suicide bombers, was that it took only one or two to cause serious damage. The law of averages dictated that, even against well-orchestrated combat air patrols and a wall of effective antiaircraft fire, some of the suicide planes were assured of surviving long enough to crash into a ship. A twin-engine bomber smashed into the flight deck of the escort carrier USS Ommaney Bay. The plane’s bombs penetrated belowdecks and exploded, touching off a fire that the crew could not control. “Pandemonium broke out,” Aviation Ordnanceman José “Andy” Chacón, an air crewman, recalled. “A barber jumped right into the turning propeller screw with a bag of money he kept in the barber shop. All we saw of him was a blotch of red sea water.”

			The ship sank after several hours of agony. Watching its death throes from USS Mount Olympus, a shaken Griswold took to his diary and noted, with a mixture of revulsion and grudging admiration, “You’ve got to hand it to the Jap—he has guts!” On January 6 alone, kamikazes scored hits on sixteen ships, including the battleship USS New Mexico, where Lieutenant General Herbert Lumsden, Prime Minister Winston Churchill’s SWPA liaison officer and a good friend of MacArthur’s, was blown from a ladder and killed instantly. Saddened, MacArthur wrote to the prime minister, “His general service and usefulness to the Allied cause was beyond praise. My own personal sorrow is inexpressible.” The kamikazes sank three minesweepers, including the USS Long, whose skipper, Lieutenant Stanley Caplan, later told a Navy debriefer that when the enemy plane hit the ship, “immediately there was a terrific flash of flame which went up to the bridge . . . and did burn some of the men who were on the starboard wing of the bridge. This flash went across the well deck down through the galley house passageways.” The flames were so intense that they actually incinerated the clothes and shoes off one unfortunate sailor and burned most of his body.

			The suicide planes inflicted damage on over two dozen Allied ships, most notably the battleship USS California and five cruisers, killing 503 sailors. “The suicider is quite deliberate in his approach, remaining outside of range of . . . automatic weapons until he has looked the situation over and obtained the desired position from which to strike,” Vice Admiral Theodore Wilkinson, a task force commander, commented succinctly in a post-battle study. In the wake of the flurry of attacks, MacArthur vowed to his staff, “If the Lord will let me land this one, I’ll never ask so much of him again.”

			By unleashing the kamikazes, the Japanese regained some tactical initiative, albeit at a gratuitous cost in human beings and planes. Even so, they failed to impede the movement of Kinkaid’s fleet or the timetable of MacArthur’s invasion. The Americans were fortunate in two respects. First, the kamikaze pilots focused mainly on the escort ships rather than the transport ships. No soldiers lost their lives to the suicide planes. One of the many reasons why the war had turned so decisively against Japan was the wasteful loss of so many Imperial Army soldiers whose transport ships were sunk by Allied planes or submarines. The kamikazes might well have given the Americans a taste of this horrible, demoralizing experience, but missed their opportunity. Second, the Japanese had lost so many planes in the Philippines since the onset of the Leyte invasion that the kamikaze attacks on Kinkaid’s fleet represented a last gasp of sorts. For obvious reasons, the suicide pilots, and their planes, were a steadily diminishing asset. Within a few days in January, the Japanese in the Philippines no longer possessed any usable aircraft. This, in turn, forced Imperial General Headquarters to choose between reinforcing the Philippines or the home islands and Okinawa, where Admiral Chester Nimitz’s forces would soon invade. Tokyo decided to deploy its remaining kamikazes to defend Okinawa rather than the Philippines. In terms of aerial support, Yamashita’s Fourteenth Area Army was on its own, once the last Philippines-based kamikazes had expended themselves by January 12. General Tominaga, who had professed a desire to die a “glorious” death alongside his kamikaze pilots, instead ignominiously fled to Formosa with his staff. An outraged Yamashita tried unsuccessfully to have him court-martialed.

			In addition to suicide planes, the Japanese also sent midget submarines against the American armada. One of these subs fired a pair of torpedoes at Boise. Captain Willard Downes, the skipper, skillfully maneuvered the ship out of harm’s way and the torpedoes missed. “As I watched, I couldn’t help thinking of my cabin at the waterline with those watertight doors locking me in,” Lieutenant Colonel Roger Egeberg, MacArthur’s physician, later wrote of the tense moments he and the general spent watching the torpedoes run their course. Once the fleet was in place near the invasion beaches, the Japanese employed, with less success, explosive-laden suicide boats and even suicide divers. MacArthur took all this in stride with his usual calm resolution. During quiet moments of the voyage, he stood at the ship’s railing, corncob pipe theatrically jutting from his mouth, and studied the familiar Luzon coastline, just discernible in the distance. “There they were, gleaming in the sun far off on the horizon,” he later wrote eloquently, “Manila, Corregidor, Marivales [sic], Bataan. I could not leave the rail. I was alone with my memories. At the sight of those never-to-be-forgotten scenes of my family’s past, I felt an indescribable sense of loss, of sorrow, of loneliness, and of solemn consecration.”[2]

			With Japanese airpower and sea power largely swept from the archipelago, and having inflicted heavy losses on Yamashita’s Leyte ground forces, MacArthur expected to encounter a substantially weakened army on Luzon. From the earliest days of the war, his intelligence chief, Brigadier General Charles Willoughby, had too often demonstrated—at least for a man with so many resources at his disposal—poor judgment of enemy intentions, faulty predictions, and a seeming talent for miscalculating enemy strength. In this sense, Luzon was Willoughby’s magnum opus of inaccuracy. By the eve of the invasion, he presided over a gargantuan intelligence fiefdom that included skilled linguists of the Allied Translator and Interpreter Section (ATIS); the Central Bureau, an organization that daily intercepted huge numbers of Japanese signals communications; and the Allied Intelligence Bureau, a sophisticated human intelligence network whose information came from the burgeoning coterie of Filipino guerrilla organizations, special operators such as Alamo Scouts and coast watchers, in addition to prisoner interrogations. Willoughby’s most potent asset was probably Ultra, the remarkably successful Allied effort to break Japanese codes. A little over a week before the invasion, he assessed Japanese strength on Luzon at about 152,000 soldiers, an eye-popping underestimate, by over 100,000, of the true number of 287,000. Colonel Horton White, Krueger’s intelligence officer, seriously disagreed with Willoughby about the size of Yamashita’s Luzon forces. White placed Japanese strength at 234,000, still an underestimate but closer to reality. It is remarkable that these two highly experienced intelligence officers could arrive at such dramatically different conclusions after studying more or less the same data. Whereas Willoughby confined his calculations to a simple estimate from the enemy’s known order of battle, White correctly deduced the presence of large numbers of unaffiliated combat soldiers and service troops who either augmented or supported the combat formations.

			The tension over their disagreement had played out when Brigadier General Clyde Eddleman, Krueger’s operations officer, briefed MacArthur on the final invasion plan. When Eddleman shared White’s estimates of Japanese strength, MacArthur repeatedly interrupted him, “Bunk! Bunk!” Eddleman chuckled and said, “General, apparently you don’t like our intelligence briefing.” MacArthur retorted, “I don’t. It’s too strong. There aren’t that many Japanese there.” The SWPA commander had embraced Willoughby’s predictions, probably because they conveniently fed MacArthur’s larger narrative to the Joint Chiefs that he could liberate the Philippines quickly and at minimal cost. He seemed not to realize, or admit, that fierce enemy resistance at Leyte had already unraveled that narrative. Given this immutable truth, neither Luzon nor any other objective in the Philippines was likely to prove much different from Leyte. Eddleman replied to MacArthur, “Sir, most of this information came from your headquarters.” At that, Willoughby, uptight and severe as always, leapt from his chair and declared, “Didn’t come from me!”

			Eddleman sidestepped the disagreement and instead briefed MacArthur on the invasion plans, which the commander quickly approved. Later, at MacArthur’s behest, the two men met privately. In Eddleman’s recollection, the general told him “that he knew of only two outstanding intelligence officers in all of military history and added, ‘Mine is not one of them.’ The two he had in mind were Hannibal’s and Grant’s intelligence officers. Yet he went on to explain some of Willoughby’s intelligence-gathering problems and showed great sympathy for his G-2.” MacArthur’s oddly transparent conversation with Eddleman might have indicated that he knew Willoughby’s estimates were questionable, or perhaps the discussion indicated total support for his intelligence officer. Regardless, the discrepancy between Willoughby and White laid the groundwork for significant strategic differences between MacArthur and Krueger. MacArthur envisioned Luzon as a lightning campaign, the primary objectives of which were to secure the runways of Clark Field, a major American-built air base complex; take Manila; liberate the population centers; and in so doing, break the back of Japanese resistance, a redemptive crusade with himself as the central figure. In typical deliberative fashion, Krueger saw Luzon as a campaign of multiple phases for the ultimate purpose of eliminating the Japanese presence on the island. This outlook reflected the circumspect nature of an autodidactic, self-made man who had emigrated from Germany to the United States as a child, joined the Army as a seventeen-year-old private during the Spanish-American War, earned a field commission, and over a forty-year career, ascended to three-star rank (remarkably, without even a high school diploma to his credit). Krueger planned to get ashore, carve out a beachhead in central Luzon, and then develop the situation according to what kind of resistance he encountered. The intelligence discrepancies between SWPA and Sixth Army either reflected or exacerbated those profound conceptual differences, a divergence of outlook that festered unattended, seemingly waiting for the moment when it would mature into a full-blown conflict between these two otherwise compatible partners.[3]
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			Neither American general fully understood Japanese intentions. Like every other intelligent Japanese commander at this stage of the war, Yamashita favored a protracted inland defense. Fourteenth Area Army had little mobility. In total, it had 4,600 vehicles, half of which were damaged or diminished in some way. Fuel stocks were minimal; some units were even attempting to utilize distilled pine-root oil in lieu of gasoline. Yamashita knew he could not stop the Americans at the beaches, nor could he hold Luzon’s central plains. “I realized that . . . decisive battle was impossible,” he commented after the war. “Therefore I decided on a delaying action to divert as much American forces in Luzon so as to keep them from attacking Japan as much as possible. I realized the American air forces and Navy were exceedingly superior to ours and also the firepower of the ground forces were superior and very mobile. Therefore I knew that I could not conduct . . . warfare on flat land. I employed a delaying action in the mountains.” Lieutenant General Akira Muto, his chief of staff, later asserted, “To the question of what could be expected from a clash on an open plain and without air support between the Japanese Army and its adversary, the most steadfast believer in the power of spiritual factors had perforce to answer that the outlook was dark for Japan.” Yamashita understood that the best way he could enhance Japan’s strategic position would be to bleed the Americans and fight on as long as he possibly could. In this way, defense could become like offense if it affected the American will to spend copious amounts of lives and resources to consummate a total-victory conquest of Japan.

			So, Yamashita elected to hunker his forces into Luzon’s many mountains and hills and fight to the death, thus emphasizing the intrinsic strength of Japanese soldiers for defense. To this end, he divided his command into three major components. The Shobu Group, under his direct command, would defend the northern half of Luzon, roughly from Lingayen Gulf to the north coast. With 152,000 soldiers it was the largest of the three groups, and headquartered at Baguio, the pleasant mountain city where Yamashita himself had recently located his headquarters. The Kembu Group, numbering about 30,000 men under Major General Rikichi Tsukada, defended Clark Field, Bataan, and the Zambales Mountains along the western coast opposite Manila. Another 80,000 troops, lumped into the Shimbu Group under Lieutenant General Shizuo Yokoyama, defended the rest of the island, massing especially in the mountainous areas east of Manila and the hilly parts of the Bicol Peninsula.

			Though Yamashita exercised direct control over the Shobu Group, his ascendance over the other two groups was less sure. In part this resulted from geographic and communication issues. Yamashita’s physical remoteness and the chaotic state of Japanese logistics and tenuous lines of communication all but guaranteed to mitigate his influence. But some of the troops were actually from the Imperial Navy and the Army Air Force. They consisted of sailors marooned from sunken ships, naval special base force units, aviation ground crewmen whom Tominaga had abandoned, and the like. The ever-continuous divisions and rivalries among Japan’s military services made it difficult for Yamashita to place these units comfortably within his chain of command. During the weeks leading up to the invasion, Lieutenant General Muto expended great effort to bring these men under his boss’s command. “In order to bring about these changes in chain of command a great deal of time and negotiation was required.” Even once they were integrated into Fourteenth Area Army, as they generally were by early January 1945, their commanders were not always certain to acknowledge Yamashita’s authority and obey his orders. Many of the non-Army personnel were located in Manila, as part of the Shimbu Group’s order of battle, but only loosely under its authority.

			Interestingly, Yamashita did not intend to defend the capital. “I decided to put the Manila area outside the battle area,” he later explained. “First, the population is approximately one million . . . it is impossible to feed them. The second reason is that the buildings are very inflammable. The third reason is that because it is a flat land it requires tremendous . . . strength to defend it.” Muto contended that Manila’s “underground water was so close to the surface that the construction of tunnels was impossible.” He also estimated—on what basis he never said—that the defense of the city would absorb an astronomical, untenable garrison of eight divisions. “It was considered not only impossible but disadvantageous.” Ominously, after Yamashita issued orders through Yokoyama’s headquarters to evacuate Manila, most of the garrison failed to carry them out, owing to American bombing raids, a lack of transportation, and sheer defiance because many Japanese officers did not agree with the notion of abandoning the city. In this respect, they understood the defensive value of an urban cluster better than did the Fourteenth Area Army commander. If indeed Yamashita actually believed that Manila’s buildings were too inflammable and the area too demanding of combat manpower to defend effectively, then he was amazingly deficient in his understanding of urban combat, where a rubble-littered landscape of ruined buildings and the funneling of firepower greatly enhance the effectiveness of small numbers of defenders.

			It is hard to believe that the need to feed Manila’s population actually factored much into Japanese strategic and military decision-making. As the Americans had sensed from the first day they set foot on Leyte, the Japanese cared little about the health and welfare of Filipinos, especially with guerrillas plaguing them on nearly every sizable island. Humanitarian considerations aside, though, Manila represented a valuable opportunity for Yamashita to fulfill his defensive vision. In every building and on every block, he could bleed the Americans terribly, at minimal cost to his own forces in manpower and firepower. Similar to what the Soviets did to the Germans at Stalingrad, he could force them to forfeit their mechanized mobility as well as their airpower to take the place in a meat-grinder battle. Manila was a powerful political symbol to both the American and Philippine peoples. Its liberation, in many minds, would equate to the liberation of the country itself; to deny its liberation, the opposite. The capital’s harbor facilities, infrastructure, and communication nodes also comprised a major strategic objective for the Americans, in fact the most crucial one of the entire campaign. Indeed, the Americans badly needed Manila to feed the logistical requirements of MacArthur’s sizable armies (not unlike the value of French harbors to sustain Eisenhower’s forces in Europe). They could not bypass or besiege Manila. They simply had to have the place as quickly as possible. It made little military sense, then, for Yamashita to abandon such a prize to his adversary without a fight. While it was true that he could very well destroy the harbor facilities before evacuating the city, thus denying this valuable objective to his enemies at least for the short term, it actually made even more strategic sense to turn the entire area into a battleground, since this could compromise Manila as a logistical base even more. By compelling the Americans to fight for Manila, he could have forced them to confront a terrible moral choice, a kind of hostage- rescuer dilemma, and one that actually applied to the country as a whole: Should they risk destroying the city in order to liberate it? Surprisingly, the Japanese commander did not seem to grasp this fundamental truth. Or perhaps, from a kinder historical viewpoint, humanitarian impulses won out over his best military judgment. The true answer must remain unknown.[4]

			In any event, as Kinkaid’s fleet settled into Lingayen Gulf for the invasion, the fate of Manila remained for the moment ensconced in the nebulous, partially glimpsed future. Ever hopeful of eclipsing Eisenhower, MacArthur dubbed the January 9 invasion date “S Day” rather than the more famous and ubiquitous D-Day term. Aboard Mount Olympus, Griswold almost dreaded the arrival of S-Day. “As I looked at the ships bearing XIV Corps, my heart was sad,” he jotted mournfully in his diary. “I know that some of my boys who are on these ships will, by this time tomorrow, have laid down their lives. I pray . . . for strength and wisdom and Divine Guidance that I may lead them right. War is a terrible thing.” Many of the soldiers had been at sea for weeks by now. They had settled into a shipboard routine that they looked forward to renouncing soon. “The cram-packed men on the LST’s and LSM’s struggled for ‘lebensraum,’ ” quipped the 37th Division historian in a descriptive report about life for the troops aboard the transports. “Amazing bivouacs sprang up as shelter halves and ponchos were hung, draped, stretched from every possible ships [sic] fitting to which a rope could be secured. Packing boxes, deck loaded cargo were pressed into service to provide additional weather-proofing.” Few looked forward to combat; even fewer relished living this transient life.

			The sun peeked in and out of drifting clouds, framing a formidable panoply of horizon-to-horizon naval hardware that had, by now, simply become a typical setting for invasion day. “The approach, the formation of ships as they maneuvered into position for their tactical jobs, no backfield has ever functioned with such precision and perfect timing,” Lieutenant Howard McKenzie, an antiaircraft platoon leader, wrote in a letter to his wife. “There were so many vessels in the water that you were reminded of a whirlpool.” The mild weather made for calm waters. Landing craft laden with troops plowed relentlessly to their beaches, all the while under a massive umbrella of supporting firepower from the battleships, cruisers, and other bombardment ships. “No one can exaggerate in words such fire-power,” Lieutenant McKenzie marveled. “It was so great . . . so horrible, that one just couldn’t think. All you could do was just look.”

			With little Japanese presence in the landing areas, the firepower might have done more harm to Filipino friends than damage to the enemy. Rear Admiral Jesse Oldendorf—by now an experienced guru of naval bombardment—wrote ruefully in his post-action report, “Japanese tactics of withdrawal from beach areas probably made much of the bombardment unnecessary.” Aboard many dozens of landing craft, the assault troops watched the shells explode or, even more commonly, hunkered down and waited to debark into the unknown. “The men smoked nervously, made a few weak smiles at their buddies, and squirmed as if their cartridge belts were buckled too tightly across their stomachs,” the 129th Infantry Regiment, 37th Division’s after-action report vividly chronicled. One observer professed surprise at how many of them were praying. “They were fingering their rosary beads, or had a New Testament or Old Testament.”

			In a matter of a few hours, from 0930 onward, some 68,000 troops landed against little resistance and established a beachhead about fifteen miles long. Some of the soldiers quickly advanced as far as 6,000 yards inland. “S Day landings were made with an almost unbelievable lack of enemy opposition,” Krueger’s Sixth Army after-action report commented, with the faintest air of mystified ignorance. From a commanding perch atop Mount Santo Tomas near Baguio, General Yamashita watched the landings impassively. The location of the invasion did not surprise him, though its timing did. He had not expected the Americans to arrive for several more weeks. Initially, he and Lieutenant General Muto had mistaken the invasion force for a friendly resupply convoy. “We had been awaiting the arrival of rice and petroleum,” Muto later wrote, “but the Americans came in their stead.” Yamashita dispatched a messenger to Tokyo with the news and included a private missive to his wife, Hisako. “The American Army has landed and is already at my knee but everyone is in good spirits. We are brave enough to deal them a heavy blow but our main difficulty is ammunition. I may be silent for some time as I am very busy.” As Yamashita watched enviously, the usual gaudy array of American vehicles, supplies, and specialized equipment soon followed in the wake of the assault troops. Typical of so many others, Transport Division Six, in landing the 43rd Division’s 103rd Infantry Regiment near San Fabian, disgorged 447 trucks, jeeps, trailers, tractors, and guns, as well as 2,283 short tons of ammunition, fuel, rations, medical supplies, and other cargo.

			General MacArthur had spent the morning and early afternoon watching the landings from his vantage point aboard Boise. At 1400, he gathered his entourage and headed for the beach in the 6th Division sector. Whereas his wet landing at Leyte the previous fall had been spontaneous, this landing was as orchestrated as a symphony performance. At MacArthur’s behest, Major General Richard Marshall, the deputy chief of staff, had prepared a detailed roster assigning staff members to specific landing craft, with each person placed precisely according to plan in proximity to MacArthur. “Group D” consisted of the general; Lieutenant General Richard Sutherland, his chief of staff; General Marshall; Colonel Lloyd “Larry” Lehrbas, a public relations aide; Lieutenant Colonel Egeberg, the physician; and Staff Sergeant Francisco Salveron, MacArthur’s Philippine-born enlisted aide. Although Seabees had already built a pier to accommodate dry landings, MacArthur deliberately eschewed it in favor of wading ashore for beachside photographers, a conscious decision to reprise the photographic gold of the Leyte landing. As he sloshed ashore, he affected a grim, determined facial expression, yet another deliberate recapitulation of Leyte for this master of political-military theater.

			With the beachhead secured, MacArthur immediately pressed inland. He visited the 6th Division headquarters and met with Major General Edwin Patrick, the volatile, courageous commander whose staff privately referred to him as “The Green Hornet” because of the gaudy green jumpsuit he wore in combat. MacArthur jeeped south and established an advance headquarters in a school building at Dagupan before heading back to Boise. Almost everywhere he went, Filipinos cheered and mobbed him. “The people of Luzon seem quicker to recognize MacArthur . . . or else they are more demonstrative,” CBS News correspondent Bill Dunn told his radio audience. One local man told Dunn that the general should someday be buried in Manila under a huge monument alongside his deceased friend President Manuel Quezon. Dunn concluded that MacArthur “makes a strong appeal to the Filipino sense of the dramatic.” In a postwar memoir, the general wrote of the adoring crowds. “Everywhere I went jubilant Filipinos lined the roads and rent the air with cheers and applause. They would crowd around me, try to kiss my hand, press native wreaths around my neck, touch my clothes, hail me with tears and sobs.” He added, perhaps with just a touch of disingenuous modesty, “It embarrassed me no end.” Excited and relieved at the success of the invasion, he returned to Boise and gobbled down a quart of ice cream “like a kid at a circus,” in the estimation of one aide. “He is very happy tonight.”[5]

			For several days, even as Krueger’s divisions kept advancing against weak resistance, and increasing numbers of reinforcements and matériel largesse arrived over the beaches, MacArthur commuted back and forth between Boise and the beachhead. Krueger did the same from his floating command post aboard USS Wasatch. Griswold had already left USS Mount Olympus and had set up XIV Corps headquarters in the town of Binmaley. “Our troops now 15 miles inland,” he jotted in his diary. “Killing a few Nips. Opposition light in XIV Corps sector. I Corps having a tough time with enemy shelling.” On January 12, MacArthur and Krueger met aboard Boise. Krueger brought Eddleman along and Sutherland sat in as well. Krueger and MacArthur agreed to launch a follow-up invasion in late January with Major General Charles Hall’s XI Corps to cut off and secure the Bataan Peninsula. When the discussion turned to Manila, though, the mood soon grew tense. “It’s the only time I ever saw the two of them when they had cross words,” Eddleman said. MacArthur made it clear that he wanted Krueger to push speedily for the capital. He also badly wanted Clark Field. MacArthur understood that improvised airfields in the Lingayen Gulf area could not sustain the kind of air support he would need for his armies in the weeks ahead. Moreover, he needed Clark’s mature runways to base heavy bombers to support Nimitz’s forthcoming invasions of Iwo Jima and Okinawa, both of which had been postponed because of the protracted battle for Leyte, an embarrassment for the SWPA commander. MacArthur wanted no such delays this time. He wanted Clark and Manila, the two strategic crown jewels of Luzon, and he wanted them quickly, while he seemingly had the Japanese off guard.

			The safety and security of POWs and civilian internees who remained in Japanese captivity in Manila and its environs also loomed large in MacArthur’s mind. His impatience had nothing to do with some sort of self-centered desire to take Manila in time for his birthday on January 26, a birth date he shared with Krueger, who was a year younger. In a postwar memoir and in comments to an Army historian, Krueger made a passing mention about having an abstract desire to take Manila in time for MacArthur’s birthday, in part because he sensed that MacArthur wanted this. Latter-year historians somehow took this to mean that MacArthur was motivated mainly by preoccupation with his birthday, a ludicrous claim that had no basis in any evidence. MacArthur never made any such statements to Krueger nor anyone else. The SWPA commander had sound strategic and humanitarian reasons for wanting a speedy advance, though he did not of course fully appreciate the inherent risks. In the Sixth Army commander’s recollection, MacArthur “seemed extremely anxious to have that advance made rapidly. He maintained that the advance would encounter little opposition and that the Japanese would not attempt to defend Manila.” Krueger believed they would, but he left this unsaid. As MacArthur saw it, Sixth Army had so far encountered little resistance and had suffered minimal losses. “Where are your casualties?” he chided Krueger. “Why are you holding I Corps back?”

			The SWPA commander’s outlook must have been influenced, at least partially, by Willoughby’s lowball estimates of Japanese strength on Luzon. The enemy’s seemingly apathetic response to the Lingayen landings—though I Corps was beginning to encounter heavier resistance on the northern flank—probably only reinforced notions of Japanese weakness in MacArthur’s mind. In his opinion, the capital lay open for the taking, so he must lose no time in grabbing it. Fortified by more accurate intelligence data, and more deliberate by nature, Krueger disagreed. He emphasized that I Corps was holding a tenuous flank that protected the entire Lingayen beachhead against the possibility that the Japanese might threaten it with formidable counterattacks, rather than contenting themselves, as they currently were, with hurling periodic and largely ineffective artillery fire at the Americans. “What other base do I have?” he asked rhetorically. He later wrote of the conversation, “I pointed out that the enemy had such strong forces in the northeast that the troops I had assigned to insure [sic] the security of our base on Lingayen Gulf and protect the Army’s left were indispensably necessary, but that this left me only XIV Corps of two divisions for the advance on Manila, 120 miles away.” He did not believe he could supply XIV Corps under these conditions and he had no stomach for sallying them far away from Sixth Army’s beachhead bases into the face of unknown enemy opposition and across numerous rivers and streams, most of which were bereft of bridges due to American air strikes or Japanese demolition. In a postwar speech to Command and General Staff College students, Krueger summarized the gist of his argument: “Although naturally anxious to seize the Central Plains–Manila area quickly, I did not consider a precipitate advance for that purpose feasible with the forces initially available to me.”

			Krueger emphasized to MacArthur that he could not hope to move on Manila until he received reinforcements to protect the beachhead and help secure the XIV Corps’s logistical lifeline for the advance. “General MacArthur did not seem to be impressed by my arguments,” Krueger later wrote. “He did not appear to take very seriously the danger that the enemy might well take advantage of any over-extension of our forces to attack them in the flank as we moved south.” The two men clearly had significant philosophical differences, a divergence of outlook that was bound to impact future events. Nonetheless, MacArthur refrained from overruling Krueger, who, in the wake of the meeting, bolstered the I Corps front with the newly arrived 25th Infantry Division and continued a steady, but slow, advance with XIV Corps to the southeast, an average of about four miles per day. In deed, if not necessarily word, Krueger continued to consolidate, protect his flanks, and marshal his resources before pushing in earnest for Manila.

			If any larger historical meaning can be divined from the courteous disagreement between the top two American commanders, it was that Krueger better grasped the tactical realities of the unfolding Luzon campaign while MacArthur had a keener understanding of the strategic picture. In that sense, both were right and both were wrong. Given the nascent nature of the Lingayen beachhead, and the tenuous logistical lifeline inherent in any substantial advance, Krueger’s logistical concerns held much merit. From a logistician’s point of view, Luzon’s sheer size presented challenges more akin to littoral operations and yet without offering the advantage of many high-capacity harbors. Liberty ships were forced to anchor half a mile from the coast and discharge cargo aboard DUKWs or landing craft rather than directly onto docks. Unloading of supplies was hindered by heavy surf, bad weather, and uneven beaches. For a time, the waves became so unruly in the XIV Corps sector at Lingayen that Krueger was forced to reroute all unloading to San Fabian, where I Corps had landed, creating an inefficient bottleneck in the inland movement of supplies. In the estimation of the Army’s transportation historian, the effort was continually plagued by “muddy roads, shortage of trucks, lifting equipment, and spare parts, and lack of drydock facilities.” Far too much cargo remained aboard ships for too long, a persistent problem throughout the entire Pacific War. Transport Division 5, a reinforcement and resupply convoy composed of eight attack transport and attack cargo ships, did well to disgorge about half of its matériel within a twenty-four-hour period, a typical if unsatisfying circumstance.

			In spite of the challenges, 11,000 short tons of supplies and equipment moved across the beaches each day. Shore parties and newly hired Filipino laborers manhandled crates and boxes into hastily organized supply dumps or loaded them directly onto trucks. Often operating without guides, drivers did the best they could to get the supplies to forward units, sometimes dodging enemy shellfire, more frequently dealing with traffic jams, bridge outages, or just simple confusion. Already a shortage of trucks plagued Sixth Army. The intensity of resupply operations and the ever-expanding distance between the beaches and the front degraded vehicles quickly, only adding to the problem. “There were times when the base was so hard pressed for trucks that G-4 [supply] and G-3 [operations] of Sixth Army had to pull badly needed vehicles from divisions already short of transportation,” lamented Colonel Herbert Vogel, commander of the beachhead logistical base.

			Inland supply depots were established. The typical depot spanned seventy-five acres and processed 1,500 tons of supplies daily. Even with these forward supply nodes in place, it was nearly impossible for quartermasters to provide Krueger with everything he needed. “Serious difficulties were caused by shortage of spare parts, tires, recoil mechanisms, gun tubes, 60 mm mortars and 30 caliber machine gun mounts,” he later wrote. As always seemed to be the case in this war, the Americans managed, in spite of an oft state of chaos and confusion, to keep frontline units supplied adequately if not lavishly, though every forward step of leading units only added to the boilerplate-like pressure of daily logistics.

			Many of Krueger’s engineers were absorbed with the vital task of constructing usable airfields in the beachhead area. The support of the Navy’s escort carriers was temporary, confined to a seven-day period beyond S Day so that Nimitz could use the ships for his pending invasions. Land-based planes from Mindoro and Leyte contributed some support, but not enough to meet Sixth Army’s needs. Both MacArthur and Krueger had known since the planning stages of Mike I that they must develop their own beachhead airfields for close air support, at least until they could capture Clark. MacArthur had bluntly asked Brigadier General Leif “Jack” Sverdrup, the theater engineer, if he could get fields ready in time to take over when the escort carriers left. “General MacArthur looked stern as he asked the question,” Lieutenant Colonel Egeberg, a witness to the conversation, later wrote. “Jack waited two or three seconds (he had this sense of drama). Then, using his forefinger for emphasis and exuding confidence, he took a step forward and said, ‘You’ll have it, sir.’ ”

			Sverdrup was especially confident that a preexisting airstrip near the town of Lingayen could become a productive airfield for fighters and medium bombers. In some ways, though, the Americans were their own worst enemy. On S Day, Sverdrup had to personally intercede, with his service pistol drawn, to keep newly landed tanks from tearing up the airstrip. When engineers and newly hired local laborers went to work on it, they spent much of their time filling craters and clearing fragments left by the preinvasion bombardment. The work crews used beach sand to fill the craters, then smoothed the surface with a coating of palm fronds before laying 5,000 feet of steel matting for the runways. “After the steel mat was in place the entire surface, except where woven bamboo mats had been used, was shot with tar in an effort to control dust and erosion,” the Sixth Army engineer reported months later. A hastily constructed control tower, alert shack, and some five dozen revetments completed the facilities necessary for operations. True to Sverdrup’s promise, numerous fighter squadrons and several cargo-ferrying C-47s arrived at the little base by the afternoon of January 16 and formally relieved the escort carriers of duty. After an abortive attempt to construct a medium-bomber field at an unsuitable site near Dagupan, the engineers completed a base with a 7,000-foot runway and enough parking for 350 aircraft at Mangaldan on January 22. “This strip had a surface of compacted earth, treated with oil as a dust palliative,” wrote the Army Air Forces official historian. The base accommodated fighters and medium bombers. Perhaps most impressively, the engineers constructed fuel pipelines that spanned from barges offshore to the respective bases. The two fields provided Krueger with just enough air cover until he could secure Clark Field, a short-term solution whose shelf life diminished with every passing day.[6]

			Armed with better intelligence than MacArthur about the size of Yamashita’s forces, Krueger was right to at least consider the possibility that Japanese units, most notably the Imperial Army’s 2nd Tank Division, might emerge from eastern Luzon’s mountainous spine to hit XIV Corps with flanking attacks. He correctly anticipated that in addition to dislodging the Japanese from Clark Field, he might very well have to fight for Manila in a manpower- and firepower-intensive, bloody struggle. In a larger sense, though, Krueger had surprisingly little grasp of the strategic purpose behind the invasion of Luzon, nor of its impact on the wider war in the Pacific. Like a brilliant civil engineer who fully appreciates every nut and bolt of a construction project but not necessarily its larger societal effect, Krueger seemed to look past what was most important. The twin objectives of Clark and Manila and, to a lesser extent, the liberation of the population and Allied prisoners represented Luzon’s true strategic value. The engagement and destruction of the Japanese armies meant less, and MacArthur knew it. Yamashita and his isolated soldiers were not going anywhere. They were at the mercy of an enemy that controlled the air and sea. Their greatest strength lay in the defense of formidable terrain; their potency diminished in any other scenario save perhaps the hypothetical possibility that they could unleash mass suicide attacks by turning themselves into explosives-laden human bombs. If they decided to emerge from the hills and fight amid the valleys, rivers, and roads of central Luzon, they would immediately risk destruction from US air strikes and mobile firepower. No one understood this better than Yamashita, hence his intention to do little more than launch local counterattacks. Unfortunately, the Americans did not quite realize this just yet. MacArthur correctly anticipated Yamashita’s unwillingness to fight for the capital, but little else about enemy intentions and capabilities, including the Japanese commander’s inability to make subordinates in Manila bend to his will. MacArthur’s acceptance of Willoughby’s deeply flawed estimates warped the SWPA commander’s mindset in relation to the many difficulties of what securing Luzon would cost in lives, resources, and time, and brought out one of his worst qualities, namely the tendency to dismiss unpleasant facts that did not suit his larger agenda (a series of erroneous, starry-eyed communiqués pronouncing a premature end to the Leyte campaign the previous fall served as only the most recent example).

			Even so, MacArthur keenly understood, arguably better than anyone else, the big-picture riches that would flow from fulfilling, as soon as possible, the strategic purpose of invading Luzon. The logistical advantages of controlling Clark Field and Manila were of course beyond dispute. The establishment of powerful air bases would mean that SWPA had done its part to justify the resources it absorbed; to date in his dealings with Admiral Nimitz, he had largely been an importer of air and sea support, but now he could become an exporter, a bold statement of SWPA’s importance in the Pacific War. More than this, MacArthur realized the tremendous effect on morale: for ill among the Japanese; for well in the Allied world, where liberations seemed to encompass larger national war aims. The attainment of a rapid strategic victory on Luzon would wordlessly communicate an obvious reality that Japan itself might well become the next invasion target. In this context, then, he felt, quite rationally, that a fast dash for Manila was worth the considerable risk. More than a few of the soldiers on the ground shared his viewpoint. “There is no doubt in my mind that we could have reached Manila a week to ten days sooner than we did, if Sixth Army had permitted us to move as fast as possible rather than worrying about its left flank,” Lieutenant Colonel Loren Windom, executive officer of the 37th Division’s 145th Infantry Regiment, later contended. “It was heartbreaking to have to stop the advance around four p.m. and see [a] barrio just a few miles ahead being burned by the Japs.”

			Perhaps because MacArthur felt that rewards were well worth the risks, he soon began breathing down the neck of the Sixth Army commander, though he was still careful to refrain from interfering directly with Krueger’s battle plans. MacArthur peppered Krueger with messages urging more aggressive action. He made frequent visits to Sixth Army headquarters. To Egeberg, a disappointed MacArthur remarked perceptively, “I think he feels that every side valley on our east is full of Japanese ready to storm out. Well, there are plenty of Japanese back there, but they’re defending . . . and they are not going to come charging down into the plain with all that we have here.” In the wake of one typically unproductive, frustrating visit, MacArthur told Egeberg, “Walter’s pretty stubborn. Maybe I’ll have to try something else.” MacArthur soon relocated his headquarters from Dagupan to a sugar plantation site at Hacienda Luisita, about halfway between the landing beaches and Manila, and a full forty-seven miles ahead of Sixth Army headquarters at Calasiao. The move made the not-so-subtle point that if the theater commander felt secure enough to move his headquarters so far forward, then perhaps the Army commander might consider moving more rapidly without consideration for his flanks.

			Krueger refused to give in to this blatant attempt to shame him into what he considered to be undue recklessness. “Our advance toward the south was slower than desirable,” he later admitted. “But its pace depended upon the reconstruction of the many destroyed bridges, some very large ones, rehabilitation of the roads and the Manila-Dagupan railroad. Shortage of vital bridge material, lack of locomotives and limited rolling stock complicated matters.” Many of the bridges of central Luzon had indeed been destroyed or degraded by American planes in order to restrict Japanese mobility; some had been wrecked by the Japanese themselves as they retreated. The bridging troubles were significant enough that Krueger asked the headquarters of General George Kenney, MacArthur’s air commander, not to bomb any bridge unless by specific request from ground units. A worried Griswold, whose XIV Corps was leading the way for Sixth Army, admitted to his diary, “The bridging problem is considerable.” Engineers worked to build pontoon, treadway, and Bailey bridges over the many rivers and streams. Even more frequently, their efforts were absorbed in repairing damaged, but intact, structures. In the path of Griswold’s XIV Corps, engineers encountered 217 destroyed timber bridges, of which they repaired 138 and completely rebuilt another 79. Over wider rivers and streams, Griswold’s engineers constructed 26 Bailey bridges, 10 steel treadway bridges, and 14 pontoon bridges. They also rebuilt roads that had degraded during the Japanese occupation. “There was practically no road maintenance, and it was necessary to refill numerous and deep chuck-holes, and in some instances, to remove all the topping,” explained the XIV Corps after-action report.[7]

			The bridging problem presented an obstacle to Sixth Army’s progress, but it was not the primary reason for Krueger’s deliberate pace. Just as MacArthur had sensed, Krueger would not set aside concerns about the security of his flanks. As with Carigara on Leyte the previous fall, he was preoccupied with what the enemy might do rather than what he himself could achieve. In the South Pacific and on Leyte he had occasionally become too tethered to his headquarters, mainly due to the diffusion and remoteness of his battlefields rather than any paucity of courage. This ran counter to Krueger’s personality of hands-on leadership. “The commander must see as much as possible of his troops, especially at the front, go through the various hospitals and talk to the wounded, and personally inform himself of the state of supply, housekeeping, discipline, medical care, mail deliveries and so on,” he once said.

			By contrast to his previous campaigns, suitable roads and the more fluid military situation on Luzon allowed him to visit frontline units frequently, and he seemingly grew more discomfited with the tenuousness of his army’s logistics and security the more it advanced. He spent most of his days in a jeep convoy, constantly visiting frontline units, often under the watchful protection of military policemen or Alamo Scout bodyguards. “To cover his schedule we had to travel fast with sirens going most of the way, pebbles and dust flying in all directions and chickens scurrying for cover,” Lieutenant Colonel David Gray, a staff officer in Krueger’s operations section, later wrote. The general apparently observed everything, with a keen eye for detail. He especially made sure to speak to enlisted men. He asked about their food, their socks, the condition of their feet, their weapons, their morale, and anything else that related to the job of soldiering; no matter was too trivial to escape his attention. “As we talked, it was obvious to me that he was taking everything in, sizing everything up,” one regimental commander later fondly recalled of a typical Krueger visit; “vehicles, wire, weapon positions, the condition of the men and the equipment. He could tell by looking at the troops how often they shaved or got cleaned up, and he could tell how weapons were emplaced and equipment cared for by looking at the positions.”

			Unassuming, bereft of any charm or charisma, but exuding the sort of authentic savvy that accrued from soldiering over four decades, Krueger had a down-to-earth, gruff demeanor that fostered honest conversations, so much as this was ever possible between a general and an average citizen soldier. “He was out in the field himself, seeing what the troops were doing and what their commanders at all echelons were doing to take care of their troops,” wrote Lieutenant Colonel Jack Tolson, an Airborne liaison officer with Sixth Army headquarters who, like many who worked on Krueger’s staff, admired him greatly. Krueger’s subordinate commanders almost universally respected him. Few of them, though, felt even a modicum of affection for him. “I give him credit for being completely sincere in every single thing he did,” Major General Roscoe Woodruff, commander of the 24th Infantry Division, once told a latter-year historian. “He was not a pleasant man to get along with. I had great admiration for his staff, who must have had to put up with a lot.” Some, like Griswold, came to dislike him. “[He] was nasty and critical about things in general,” the exasperated XIV Corps commander complained to his diary of Krueger at one point during the Luzon campaign. “Nothing seemed to please him. Damndest man to serve with I ever saw!” Though Krueger was lacking in any niceties, his rise from private to general bespoke an impressive achievement that reflected his extraordinary competence and dedication. “There are many occasions when I don’t know what to do, but from long experience I know what not to do,” he once told his indispensable chief of staff, Brigadier General George Decker. Krueger’s son Walter Junior, a West Point graduate and engineer officer serving in the European theater, wrote revealingly of his father, “He never hurried. He was deliberate. He had the strongest character of any man I ever knew. His integrity, loyalty, and iron will were fundamental.”

			Arguably, General Krueger understood the rank-and-file soldier better than did any of his senior officer peers. When he found out one morning that officers at a division headquarters had eaten fresh food for breakfast but the frontline troops had not, he immediately made it clear to the commander that the best food should go to the combat soldiers, not staff officers. Nor was this just talk. During another typical visit with a frontline infantry battalion, he made a point of inspecting the field kitchens to ask the mess sergeant what the troops were eating. Upon learning that the unit had eaten only powdered eggs since leaving the States, he told one of his aides to find fresh eggs and get them forward. “They arrived two days later,” Lieutenant Colonel Ellis Blake, the battalion commander, marveled. “I was impressed by his genuine concern for us.” After listening to a pre-attack briefing at a division command post, Krueger emotionally shook the hand of the young battalion commander whose unit was scheduled to lead and said, “God bless you, son, and God bless your soldiers.” One day he stopped on a pontoon bridge to speak with an engineer who was using a sledgehammer to pound beams back into place after they had been loosened by jeep and truck drivers who drove too fast across the bridge. Krueger expressed regret that the man had to expend this effort because of the speeders. He authorized the man to use the sledgehammer on the offending vehicles to slow them down. The soldier’s face lit up with a smile. He saluted and enthusiastically said, “Yes, sir!” Krueger doubted that the soldier actually beat on any vehicles, but he figured the story would spread far and wide, and impart the necessary message to take better care of the bridges.

			He took pride in never raising his voice to an enlisted man, though he was anything but shy about correcting them. As his jeep passed a careless sentry who had leaned his rifle against a tree, well beyond his reach, Krueger immediately ordered the driver to stop. The jeep skidded to a halt “in a shower of flying gravel,” according to one aide. Krueger jabbed a finger at the young soldier and barked, “The next time I catch you without your rifle it will cost you one hundred dollars.” He proceeded to explain to the soldier, in a fatherly tone, that without his rifle he could not protect himself or his comrades. He emphasized, quite correctly, that his rifle equated to his life. At night, after a long day of touring the Sixth Army front, Krueger returned to the midsize house that served as his command post and discussed what he had seen that day with Decker and other staffers, many of whom he instructed to correct deficiencies or problems he had noticed. He ate with his staff each evening at 1800 sharp. He had no interest in frills or personal conversations. He consumed only small amounts of heavily salted food and incessantly smoked Camel cigarettes or cigars or a pipe. For relaxation he took in the occasional movie, or far more commonly, he read detective novels. His reading habits leaned toward the voracious. Already a pile of nearly seventy-five paperbacks had accumulated in the front room of his command post.

			Krueger had served multiple tours in the Philippines. He especially knew Luzon. It was here that he had come of age as a soldier. During one visit to a division command post, he actually stumbled over “an obstruction in the tall brush,” as he later described it, only to realize that the obstruction was a monument he himself had placed there in 1908. On one occasion he even pointed out to Lieutenant Colonel Tolson the exact spot where he had been commissioned from the ranks in 1901. As a young lieutenant, Krueger had conducted a topographic survey of the island. “I was amazed!” Tolson later wrote to a historian. “I wondered if there was any general who knew the geography of the Philippine Islands like Gen Krueger.” When the MP in Krueger’s lead jeep misguided his group on one trip to the front, the general took the lead and flawlessly guided them to their objective. “Either he had studied his map assiduously or he had one helluva memory of the area he had known forty odd years before,” Lieutenant Colonel Gray marveled.

			Indeed, few knew the terrain like Krueger. But regretfully, this institutional memory did not translate into the sort of aggressive advance that the situation warranted. By the last week of January, Krueger’s leading units had closed to within striking distance of Clark Field but not Manila. Sixth Army’s ponderous southerly advance had by now become such an irritant that Krueger’s name became proverbial mud at Hacienda Luisita. “GHQ [General Headquarters] bubbled and boiled with exasperation with Krueger,” longtime SWPA stenographer Paul Rogers, newly promoted to second lieutenant, wrote. “All of them joined the hue and cry, echoing and inflaming MacArthur’s own impatience.” To the surprise of no one who knew him, Sutherland’s voice was the loudest. The chief of staff was blessed with a sharp, incisive mind, and his indefatigable work ethic put younger men to shame, but his waspish egotism, caustic condescension, and penchant for self-serving connivance made him perhaps the most uniformly hated person at MacArthur’s headquarters. Once
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