
		
			
				[image: Cover for On Desperate Ground: The Marines at The Reservoir, the Korean War's Greatest Battle, Author, Hampton Sides]
			

		

	
		
		
			
				
				ALSO BY HAMPTON SIDES

				Stomping Grounds

				Ghost Soldiers

				Blood and Thunder

				Americana

				Hellhound on His Trail

				In the Kingdom of Ice

				The Wide Wide Sea

			

		

	
		
			
			
			
				
					[image: Book Title, On Desperate Ground: The Marines at The Reservoir, the Korean War's Greatest Battle, Author, Hampton Sides, Imprint, Anchor]
				

			

			
				
					[image: Book Title, On Desperate Ground: The Marines at The Reservoir, the Korean War's Greatest Battle, Author, Hampton Sides, Imprint, Anchor]
				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				VINTAGE BOOKS EDITION, OCTOBER 2019

				Copyright © 2018 by Hampton Sides

				Afterword copyright © 2019 by Hampton Sides

				Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture.
					Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with
					copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in
					any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin
					Random House to continue to publish books for every reader. Please note that
					no part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of
					training artificial intelligence technologies or systems.

				Published in the United States by Vintage Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York, and distributed in Canada by Penguin Random House
				Canada Limited, Toronto. Originally published in hardcover in the United States
				by Doubleday, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York, in 2018.
				Originally published in trade paperback by Anchor Books, a division of
				Penguin Random House LLC, New York, in 2019.

				Vintage and colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

				The Library of Congress has cataloged the Doubleday edition as follows:

				Names: Sides, Hampton, author.

				Title: On desperate ground : the Marines at the reservoir, the Korean War’s greatest battle / Hampton Sides.

				Other titles: Marines at the reservoir, the Korean War’s greatest battle

				Description: First edition. | New York : Doubleday, [2018] | Includes bibliographical references and index.

				Identifiers: LCCN 2018010543 | ISBN 9780385541152 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780385541169 (ebook)

				Subjects: LCSH: Korean War, 1950–1953—Campaigns—Korea (North)—Changjin Reservoir. | United States. Marine Corps. Marine Division, 1st—History. | Changjin Reservoir (Korea)—History, Military—20th century.

				Classification: LCC DS918.2.C35 S53 2018 | DDC 951.904/242—dc23 LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/​2018010543

				Vintage Books Trade Paperback ISBN 9781101971215

				Ebook ISBN 9780385541169

				Cover design: Joe Montgomery

				Cover image: US troops march south from Koto-ri during the Battle of Chosin Reservoir, Korea, December 9, 1950. PhotoQuest/Getty Images

				Title page photograph by David Douglas Duncan, from Photography Collection/Harry Ransom Center/The University of Texas at Austin

				Maps designed by Jeffrey L. Ward

				Author photograph © Kurt Markus

				Book design by Maria Carella, adapted for ebook

				vintagebooks.com

				ep_prh_5.3.2_151269555_c0_r6

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
					
					WALKER AND MACK

					And the steadfast men of the Korean War Generation

				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				Sun Tzu says that in battle there are nine kinds of situations, nine kinds of “ground.” The final and most distressing type is a situation in which one’s army can be saved from destruction only by fighting without delay. It is a place with no shelter, and no possibility of easy retreat. If met by the enemy, an army has no alternative but to surrender or fight its way out of its predicament.

					Sun Tzu calls this “desperate ground.”
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				PROLOGUE

				MORNING CALM

				In the misting rain, they pressed against the metal skins of their boats and peeked over the gunwales for a glimpse of the shores they were about to attack. Some thirteen thousand men of the First Marine Division, the spearhead of the invasion, had clambered down from the ships on swinging nets of rope and then had crammed themselves into a motley flotilla of craft that now wallowed and bobbed in the channel. Several of the rusty old hulks, having been commandeered from Japanese trawlermen, smelled of sour urine and rotten fish heads. The Marines, many of them green from seasickness, saw the outlines of the charred foothills that rose above the port, and caught the scent of the brackish marshes and the slime of the mudflats. Corsairs, bent-winged like swallows, dove over the city, dropping thousand-pound bombs and sending five-inch rockets deep into hillside nests where the enemy was said to be dug in. Far out at sea, the naval guns rained fire upon the city, damaging tanks of butane that now flared and belched palls of smoke.

				On this warm, humid morning of September 15, 1950, the Marines had arrived at their destination halfway around the world, to stun their foe and turn the war around: a surprise amphibious attack, on an immense scale, deep behind the battle lines. Only a few months before, these young men, fresh from their farms and hick towns, had piled into chartered trains and clattered across America to California. Then they climbed aboard transport ships, where many of them did their basic training, learning how to strip and rebuild M1 rifles, drilling on the crowded decks, practicing their marksmanship on floating targets towed from the fantails. They crossed the Pacific and stopped briefly in Japan, then heaved their way through a full-scale typhoon. They rounded the peninsula and moved in convoy up the west coast, through the silted waters of the Yellow Sea.

				
				By the thirteenth of September the ships had begun to concentrate, 261 vessels in all, carrying more than 75,000 men and millions of dollars’ worth of war matériel. On the fourteenth, the armada was closing in on its target: the narrow confines of Flying Fish Channel. The channel led to Inchon, an industrial city of a quarter million people, whose strategically vital but treacherous port served the capital, Seoul.

				On the morning of the fifteenth, in the seas west of Inchon, the ships ranged along the horizon, a long line of gray bars stitching through the mist. First came the destroyers Swenson, Mansfield, DeHaven. Then the high-speed transports Wantuck, Horace A. Bass, Diachenko, and the dock landing ship Fort Marion. Then the heavy cruisers Toledo and Rochester and three more destroyers: Gurke, Henderson, and Collett. Following in their mingled wakes came the British light cruisers Kenya and Jamaica, the attack transports Cavalier and Henrico. Farther out at sea lay the fast carriers, from which the Corsairs rose into the skies to make their deadly sorties.

				By afternoon, as the Marines drew near the Inchon seawall, enemy rounds zinged across the water surface and mortar shells crashed haphazardly all around. Within a few minutes the Marines would reach the cut-granite ramparts. They would climb over, and they would set foot on the western shores of central Korea.

				What was Korea to these young men? Some fate-ravaged place, an inflamed appendix, a wattle of real estate flapping off the face of the mainland. Though some of the units approaching Inchon had spent the past month bolstering United Nations forces at the southern tip of Korea, most of the First Marine Division had no experience with the country. They had little knowledge of Korea’s tragic history, no appreciation for how faithfully this proud culture had held on through centuries of turmoil and besiegement. It was a small nation that history had pushed around—a shrimp among whales. The Mongols had had their way with her, the Manchus, the Russians, the Japanese. Now had come the Americans, nervous young men who knew next to nothing about the place, though some had passed around guidebooks filched from hometown libraries.

				
				Korea, they’d learned, was known as the Hermit Kingdom. The Land of the Morning Calm. Its national dish was a hot mess of fermented cabbage. Some Marines had read with astonishment that in parts of Korea, peasants still nourished their crops with night soil and were known to roast the occasional hound for dinner—these were some of the clichés that were passed around. Korea was said to be a dirt-poor country, mountainous, swept by Siberian winds, sultry during summer and breathtakingly cold in winter.

				But what did the travel manuals really know? God created war, Twain wrote, so that Americans would learn geography, and the men of the First Marine Division were about to learn a lot about this tough, sorrowful scrap of land. While some would find a deep affinity for it, many would come to hate it, for all the things it was and for all the things it wasn’t. But to most of them, more than anything, Korea just seemed a long way from home—a long way to come to fight and bleed and die, in a war that was not officially a war, for a cause that at times was not altogether clear, for an endgame that was anybody’s guess.

				The Marines had a tradition of being the first to fight, the first to kill, the first to die. They didn’t earn their reputation by asking many questions. In a few months, they would face the armies of the most populous nation on earth and would become engaged in one of the more harrowing clashes in the history of warfare. Many would never return home. But for those who survived, Korea would be forever stamped on their psyches, and on their souls. They would never forget what happened here, even if the majority of their countrymen quickly did.

				Now the assault vessels angled past the pitted harbor islands of Inchon and made for the bluff face of the seawall, where the breaking surf left a ring of bone-white foam. The bullets whined and smacked in weird patterns upon the surface. A shell screamed overhead, and the Marines crouched a little tighter into the walls of their boats.
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			War is the unfolding of miscalculations.

			—BARBARA TUCHMAN
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			THE PROFESSOR

			On the Yellow Sea

			The amphibious invasion taking place off the jetties and docks of Inchon—an action officially known as Operation Chromite—was among the boldest and most technically complex engagements in modern military annals. The man who conceived the invasion, prevailing over enormous doubts in Washington, was General Douglas MacArthur, and his name would forever be associated with it. But the officer most directly responsible for executing the details of the initial landing, the unsung and largely unknown architect of the Marine assault, was in many ways MacArthur’s opposite. He was Oliver Prince Smith, commander of the First Marine Division, one of the great underrated generals in American history.

			From the decks of the command ship USS Mount McKinley, Smith watched the proceedings as best he could through shifting curtains of smoke. He squinted into his field glasses as the ship heaved in the swells. In the distance, the small landing craft, having butted against the seawall, were in position. In the bow of each vessel, Marines raised a pair of scaling ladders, and the waiting boats treaded the water like enormous bugs with antennae quivering. The leathernecks began to scale the ladders and vanished from view. But the radio reports that came in from the spotter planes were all positive. The Marines were moving into the city now, swarming over the causeways and saltpans, already seizing industrial complexes and other installations along the ruined harbor.

			Smith’s division was a formidable fighting force. Though it had been hastily thrown together at Camp Pendleton, California, most of the division’s officers and noncoms were seasoned warriors, men of the Old Breed who had served in the bitter World War II battles of the Pacific—at places like Guadalcanal and Okinawa. “They could load jeeps with their decorations,” said one account, and would “need a truck to carry off their Purple Hearts.” Battalion for battalion, the First Marine Division was as fierce and as disciplined as anything the United States had to offer. “It was the strongest division in the world,” boasted one Marine captain who served under Smith. “I thought of it as a Doberman, a dangerous hound straining at the leash, wanting nothing more than to sink its fangs into the master’s enemy.”

			
			Smith was enormously relieved by the progress of the invasion. The resistance was proving tepid—either the North Korean defenders had been caught off guard or they were overwhelmed by the intensity of the firestorm. But Smith stopped short of celebrating. He was superstitious of good fortune. As an assistant division commander at the World War II battle of Peleliu, he had witnessed a senseless loss of life—the result of intelligence failures and strategic mistakes not of his making. Scarred by the events at Peleliu, he tended to proceed with a thoroughgoing sense of caution. In his own experience, it was overconfidence, more than any other single factor, that caused men to die.

			He felt a little uneasy that MacArthur had invited a gaggle of journalists aboard the Mount McKinley to follow the invasion. It struck Smith as unseemly to have assembled so many members of the press to capture what MacArthur’s people confidently expected would be his moment of triumph. “This is a public relations war,” Smith wrote in disdain. “We are overrun with onlookers.”

			Smith had spent a lot of time with MacArthur aboard the Mount McKinley. During the past few days, as part of the larger convoy, they had steamed over from Japan in this 460-foot floating command center, a plush flagship tricked out with all manner of radar, radiotelephones, and other advanced communications equipment. Smith found the supreme commander initially impressive, occasionally entertaining, but ultimately insufferable. MacArthur, he said, is “a born actor” who “puts a lot of drama into his conversation.” He “has to his credit many outstanding accomplishments,” Smith allowed. “However, the pomposity of his pronouncements is a little wearing.”
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			Major General Oliver Prince Smith, fifty-six years old, was a cerebral, soft-spoken man whose habits seemed atypical of a gung-ho Marine. There was no bluster in his demeanor. A Berkeley graduate who incessantly smoked a pipe, he had a reputation in the Corps as an intellectual. People called him “the Professor.” One Marine historian described him as an “ascetic thinker and teacher.” He was fluent in French, drank sparingly, read the classics, and never cursed. An expert gardener, he cultivated roses in his spare time. He was an incessant notetaker; he kept a small green notebook on his person and wrote in a cryptic shorthand. Reed-thin and tall, his sharp-featured face set with piercing blue eyes and topped by a nimbus of prematurely white hair, he spoke deliberately and with precision.

			But for all his gentleness and reserve, Smith was tough. As a young man, he had been a winch operator and then a crew foreman at a rough-and-tumble logging camp in the Santa Cruz Mountains of Northern California. He knew hard work, and his hands showed it. He had climbed his way from an impoverished background to become a scholarship student while steering his family through several tragedies—most notably the death of his only sibling, Peggy, who was found raped and murdered in a cabin at Yosemite National Park, the perpetrator unknown.

			On the battlefield, Smith believed in ruthless efficiency. One Marine called him “a professional killer, employed in a hard trade: tenacious, cunning, resourceful, cold, cynical, and tough.” He took a dim view of those who brought an exaggerated sense of chivalry to war. Engagements were won by systematically destroying the enemy, not through flamboyant acts or the symbolic capturing of ground. At Quantico, he was famous for giving a lecture that analyzed the effectiveness of the bayonet charge during modern wars; after crunching the numbers, he proclaimed it, by and large, a pseudo-heroic waste of energy.

			
			He was keenly aware of the impact of his decisions. During World War II, through his battles across the Pacific, he would tally in his diary the precise number of casualties the day’s fighting had brought. It was his nightly ritual. With the zeal of a sharp accountant who understands where every last dollar was spent, Smith demanded a reckoning of war’s exact human cost.

			He had enlisted in 1917 and had devoted his life to the Corps. The Marine ethos appealed to his sense of order and rectitude. He had bounced across the globe during his long career: Guam, the Mariana Islands, Washington, D.C., Iceland, the American embassy in Paris. He had lived in a bungalow in the jungles of Haiti and in a castle in the Loire Valley. He had commanded every type of unit from platoon on up. Smith was said to be a “school man and a staff man.” He had studied at France’s prestigious military academy, L’École Supérieure de Guerre—he was the first U.S. Marine ever to do so. Smith, said one account, was “one of those rare men who love to work and who find a natural delight in detail.” If he had come to understand warfare from the perspective of the textbook, he had also seen how poorly and how seldom the theories and abstractions of military science obtained in the context of the grime, grit, and chaos of a battlefield. Smith was a “by-the-book” Marine—but he knew when to throw the book away.

			His command style was preternaturally calm. His chief of staff when he was serving at Quantico found Smith to be a rare gentleman, a dignified man who seldom raised his voice: “If you think of a forceful person as one who beats his chest and shouts loudly and utters tirades, then Smith was not a very forceful person. It was contrary to his personality to make a fuss about things. But the people who worked for him listened for any expression of opinion that he gave and took it on themselves as a directive.”

			Frank Lowe, a retired Army general who was serving as President Truman’s eyes and ears in Korea, described Smith this way: “He is a very kindly man, always calm and cheerful, even under the greatest strain. He is almost professorial in type and this characteristic is apt to fool you because he is an offensive tiger. His concept is to find the enemy and kill him—with a minimum of casualties. His officers and men idolize him, albeit he is a strict disciplinarian—Marine discipline.”

			
			Smith also happened to be one of the country’s preeminent experts on the tactics and logistics of amphibious warfare. He had practically written the book on the subject. He had taught ship-to-shore landings in classrooms at Quantico and Camp Pendleton, had perfected some of the techniques on the beaches of Peleliu and Okinawa. The Professor was legendary for his seaside drills. Amphibious operations were among the most complicated maneuvers in war, requiring tedious planning, careful choreography, an exquisite sense of timing. They were the Marine signature, the Marine specialty—at the heart of why the Marines existed in the first place.

			Marines were supposed to be “Soldiers of the Sea,” shock troops sent to hector coastlines and establish beachheads. They were finned creatures who washed up on hostile shores, only to sprout legs. Time and time again in the Pacific during World War II, the Marines had demonstrated their indispensability, and MacArthur, having relied upon them throughout his island-hopping campaigns, had long been impressed by their steady, ready competence. Smith’s First Marine Division was the largest, oldest, and most decorated division in the Corps. So when MacArthur decided, against the better judgment of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, to forge ahead with an audacious and incredibly risky scheme to storm the harbor at Inchon, it was obvious whom he needed to draw up the plans.
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			The concept behind Operation Chromite—bold, sweeping, magisterial—was much in keeping with MacArthur’s style. Throughout his long career, he had shown a preference for the grandiose and the unexpected. A martial romantic, MacArthur loved to speak of decisive thrusts, of hammers and anvils and smiting blows. And, in fairness to him, it was terrifyingly clear that something miraculous had to be done to reverse the course of the Korean conflict.

			
			On June 25, 1950, with little warning, North Korean dictator Kim Il Sung had invaded South Korea with his Soviet-trained, Soviet-equipped army. He quickly took Seoul and steamrolled south in hopes of seizing the entire peninsula. General MacArthur, in Tokyo, did not seem worried at first. “I can handle it with one arm tied behind my back,” he boasted the day Kim’s invasion began. The United Nations Security Council condemned Kim’s aggression and resolved that member states should provide military assistance to South Korea. American troops, later bolstered by U.N. soldiers, were thrown into the breach to help shore up the South Korean army. But by the late summer of 1950, the United Nations forces had been driven down into the southeastern tip of the Korean Peninsula, their backs against the sea. Digging in, they established a perimeter around the coastal city of Pusan. From this toehold they had fought valiantly, but they could not survive indefinitely. Kim Il Sung seemed on the verge of victory.

			MacArthur’s idea now was not to inject more men and matériel into the Pusan perimeter, but rather to secretly land a huge force farther up the peninsula, well behind the battle lines. With that force, he would cut off Kim’s supply chain while swiftly capturing Seoul. (He picked Inchon mainly because it was the port nearest the capital.) MacArthur, who fancied he had an intuitive understanding of “the Oriental mind,” argued that capturing Korea’s largest city, and doing so on September 25, precisely three months after the start of the war, would wreak psychological damage on the enemy. Asians, he believed, were acutely attuned to numerology. Kim’s forces would interpret these developments as a crushing sign that the fates were against them.

			At a strategic conference in Tokyo on August 23, MacArthur used the full force of his personality and stature to convince an assembly of skeptical admirals and generals. “We must strike hard and deep,” MacArthur vowed. It would be an end-run affair that the enemy could not expect. Instead of going in at the foot of Korea, he would enter at its navel. By preserving the element of surprise—by landing en masse at Inchon and seizing Seoul—he would “seal off the entire southern peninsula.” Kim would thus be trapped between the U.N. forces in Seoul and those in Pusan. True to MacArthur’s pet analogy, it would be as though the North Korean troops were caught between a hammer and a mighty anvil.

			
			When he saw that the assembled war council still doubted the plan, MacArthur jacked his rhetoric into the loftiest registers. “I can almost hear the ticking of the second hand of destiny,” he said, his voice trembling. “We must act now or we will die.” He continued: “I realize it is a 5,000-to-1 gamble, but I am used to taking such odds. Operation Chromite will succeed, and it will save 100,000 lives. We shall land at Inchon, and I will crush them.”

			

			
				
				[image: ]

			General Smith was summoned to Japan from Camp Pendleton in late August to meet with MacArthur and begin formulating the details. It was there, in downtown Tokyo, in the monolithic Dai Ichi Insurance Building where MacArthur kept his headquarters, that Smith began to sense what a peculiarly sycophantic environment the supreme commander had created for himself. Douglas MacArthur, it was said, didn’t have a staff—he had a court. Smith saw this firsthand.

			The seventy-year-old five-star general was, at that moment, the most powerful military figure in American history. MacArthur’s career had been long and tempestuous, and marked by stunning precocity. He was the youngest superintendent of West Point. He was the youngest chief of staff of the Army. He had become a general in 1918. During World War II, he had presided over the greatest defeat in American history—the fall of Bataan and Corregidor—but he had also presided over the liberation of the Philippines and the Japanese surrender. Now his array of titles stretched plausibility: supreme commander for the Allied powers. Commander in chief of U.S. Army Forces in the Far East. Head of all United Nations troops in Korea. In addition, as the man absolutely in charge of the occupation of Japan, he was the de facto ruler of eighty-three million foreign subjects.

			They called him the American Mikado, the American Proconsul, the American Caesar. They called him El Supremo, the Great Panjandrum. He was a man in love with the vertical pronoun, it was said, a man with “a solemn regard for his own divinity.” Asia had become his personal domain, and he seemed to know the Far East better than he knew his home country—he had not visited the United States in fourteen years. It was as though he had become the emperor, and a touchy one at that, jealous of his routines and creature comforts, microscopically attentive to the trappings of power and the nuances of publicity. Since the start of the war, MacArthur had been in every sense an absentee general, running his Korea operations from Tokyo. Though he occasionally flew over to the peninsula for a morning photo op or a quick afternoon reconnaissance, he would not spend a single night on Korean soil during the conflict.

			
			MacArthur greeted Smith warmly, ushering him into his sanctum with fulsome praise. The Inchon landing would be decisive, he said, and the war would be over in one month. Not only that, but Inchon would provide existential security for the Marine Corps. After World War II, there had been talk in Washington of radically downgrading the Marines. With the advent of atomic weapons and the ascendancy of the Air Force, the day of the amphibious landing, some suggested, was over. But MacArthur strongly disagreed, and he believed that Inchon would prove his point. “He pulls no punches,” Smith wrote to his wife, Esther, in Berkeley. “He feels that the operation will forever assure the Marines of their place in the sun. He apparently thinks a lot of Marines.”

			For these reasons, Smith was at first positively inclined toward MacArthur and his plan. But after a few days in Tokyo, he decided that much about the supreme commander’s world was weird and cultish. MacArthur surrounded himself with yes men, many of whom dated back to his days in the Philippines. He appeared to have insulated himself from facts he found inconvenient or unpalatable. He dwelled in a hermetic universe of his own making.

			Because the people who worked for MacArthur seemed to regard him as a deity, the Inchon invasion, having sprung from his head, was thus a providential undertaking that could not be questioned. “With that staff, MacArthur was God,” Smith wrote. “It was more than confidence which upheld him. It was a supreme and almost mystical faith that he could not fail.”

			
			But in the end, it wasn’t so much MacArthur who worried Smith; it was MacArthur’s chief of staff, Major General Edward “Ned” Almond. Perhaps more than anyone in the Dai Ichi Building, Almond lionized MacArthur, and in many ways mimicked his behavior. The ruddy-faced Virginian was a notoriously difficult man. “Ned the Dread,” he was often called. A whip-cracking officer, Almond had turned in a decidedly lackluster performance in World War II. But MacArthur, seeing qualities in Almond that others had missed, single-handedly rehabilitated his career. Almond was deeply appreciative. “I shall always be grateful,” he wrote. “MacArthur is the only one who has ever given me such a chance.”

			So blind was Almond’s loyalty to MacArthur that many critics came to think of him as a toady. (“Ned the Anointed” was another one of his sobriquets.) In addition to making him chief of staff, MacArthur had named Almond the commander of X Corps, a vast and unwieldy amalgam of mostly Army units that would be wading ashore at Inchon. Organizationally, the First Marine Division would be attached to X Corps, so Smith would have to answer to Almond. In effect, Ned the Dread would be his boss.

			It was thus with some trepidation that Smith first met with Almond in Tokyo. From the start, things did not go well. Almond kept Smith waiting for an hour and a half and then brusquely summoned him into his office. Though he was only one year older than Smith, Almond repeatedly called him “son.”

			“My first impression of Almond was not very favorable,” admitted Smith. He found the Army general “supercilious.” Almond closely interrogated Smith about his command experience, even though it outweighed Almond’s. When they began to discuss particulars of the coming invasion, Smith raised questions about the date and location. Smith and Vice Admiral James Doyle of the Navy had both concluded that Inchon, with its intricate channels, hidden shoals, overlooking heights, and other hazards, was not a suitable site and that the landing should instead be made at a spot called Posung-Myon, some twenty miles to the south. Inchon was the wrong place for the operation, Smith insisted—suicidally wrong.

			The tidal differential at Inchon was among the most extreme in the world; it rivaled that of Nova Scotia’s Bay of Fundy. Smith, who had taken the trouble to consult the hydrographic studies as well as the lunar calendar, knew that on the target date of September 15, the disparity between ebb and flood tides at Inchon would be about thirty-two feet. Accompanying the extreme tidal range would be constantly shifting currents. This raised perilous complications. A slightly mistimed landing would strand the Marines on the tidal flat for many hours. If the North Koreans had even a rudimentary force guarding the harbor, the leathernecks would become sitting targets on an expansive mud bog.

			
			Then, too, Inchon had no true beach on which to land, only high concrete seawalls that would require specially designed ladders to surmount them. Further, Smith had good reason to believe that the Inchon harbor was sown with Russian mines.

			Almond dismissed these concerns. “There is no organized enemy at Inchon,” he said. Smith could see that Almond knew nothing about amphibious landings—how to negotiate the tidal fluctuations, how to prioritize the targets and objectives, how to orchestrate the interplay of sea, land, and airpower to minimize friendly fire and civilian casualties. The existing scheme was poorly conceived, Smith thought. Almond was “fantastically unrealistic” and ignorant of “formidable physical difficulties.” And it was also obvious that Almond didn’t understand Marines.

			It would be a simple operation, Almond assured Smith, and “purely mechanical.” The date and location were fixed. Counterintuitively, MacArthur had maintained that Inchon’s profound unsuitability as a landing spot was precisely what made it the best place to land: The North Koreans would never expect the Americans to show up there. Almond advised Smith to get to work on the minutiae. Then he dispatched the Marine general from his office.

			Here was the beginning of a personal feud that, according to one Marine historian, “would become the stuff of legends.” These two men could not have been more dissimilar. If Almond found Smith overly cautious, Smith viewed Almond as rash to the point of being cavalier with the lives of his men. Not that Almond didn’t appreciate the personal cost of war—his own son and son-in-law had both died in combat during World War II—but the X Corps commander was very much in the George Patton school of aggressive martial maneuvers. At the root of Smith and Almond’s mutual dislike was something larger than a personality conflict, larger than the inevitable differences arising from the rivalry between the Army and the Marines. What was emerging was a clash of command styles and methodologies—opposing views on what war was about, how it should be fought, what its goals should be. Yet these two men were going into Inchon together.

			
			And Inchon it would be, despite the glaring drawbacks of the site. It would rest upon Smith and Doyle, upon the Marines and the Navy, upon their teams of planners and engineers, to make MacArthur’s concept a reality—so that Almond’s X Corps could safely come ashore. It would be, as Smith put it, “an administrative maelstrom.” Smith and Doyle had only two weeks to draw up the blueprint.
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			Now, on the afternoon of September 15, MacArthur’s masterstroke seemed to be working brilliantly, just as he had predicted it would. Smith’s Marines had safely reached the city of Inchon, with a minimum of casualties. By day’s end, Smith’s battalion commanders were reporting twenty-one American dead and 174 wounded: minuscule losses for such a big operation. The last of the landing craft, having been caught by the retreating tide, squatted on the tidal flats like beached whales, and would remain there for the night.

			The journalists aboard the Mount McKinley tried to capture the scene. “Now and then puffs of smoke came softly from the muzzles of the naval guns, waving lazily like huge indolent fingers in their turrets,” wrote Reginald Thompson, a British correspondent. “Overhead, the shells made their invisible sibilant flutter in the sky…[and] clouds of dust hid the world under a yellow pall.”

			“The quake and roar of the rocket ships was almost unendurable,” wrote Marguerite Higgins, a celebrated reporter with the New York Herald Tribune and one of America’s first female combat correspondents. “It looked as though the whole city was burning.” Higgins could see “the crimson haze of the flaming docks,” could hear “the authoritative rattle of machine guns” as “wave after wave of Marines hit the beach [and] blazed a bloody path to the city.”

			
			Where were the North Koreans? They seemed to be thoroughly cowed. Their redoubts were destroyed, and the wooded hills they once occupied had been so completely incinerated that they appeared to have been shaved clean. The way was clear for many tens of thousands of U.S. troops to come ashore beginning the next day. The bold gamble of Inchon was proving to be a huge success. General Frank Lowe, Truman’s liaison, who had watched the drama from aboard the Mount McKinley, said MacArthur had pulled a “white rabbit out of a hat….I have witnessed a miracle.”

			MacArthur, watching the spectacle unfold while sitting in a swivel chair on the bridge, was ecstatic. He wore sunglasses and a leather jacket and struck what one Navy observer called a “Napoleonic pose.” Inchon, the supreme commander crowed, was “the happiest moment of my life.” He could find no fault with the operation. “Our losses are light,” he noted, and “the entire command has distinguished itself.” He added: “Never have the Navy and Marines shone more brightly.”

			The Professor beamed with pride, too, but he kept it inside. “The reason it looked simple,” Smith later boasted, “was that professionals were doing it.”

		

	
		
		
			
			2

			TRAITOR’S HOUSE

			Seoul

			Twenty miles to the northeast, the citizens of Seoul waited anxiously, bracing themselves for the coming Americans. Seoul was a city of nearly two million war-weary people, the fifth largest in Asia, a crazy quilt of old neighborhoods whose tile-roofed houses climbed over the sawtooth ridges and lush green knobs. Looped like a sash across the city’s belly was the broad Han River, its war-damaged bridges shrouded in haze. In the September sultriness, the city lay inert. Trolley cars stood unbudging for want of electricity, empty warehouses sweltered, the footsteps of the few marketgoers reverberated off bare concrete. The streets were desolate but for a handful of trundling rickshaws—merchants hurrying homeward. For the most part, people kept to their houses, clung to their families. They knew what was happening; they’d been through this before. First would come the trembling artillery, then the clink of tank treads on pavement, then the bombs and blades and blood. Hard choices would have to be made in an instant, decisions of allegiance, decisions of life and death. That the citizens of Seoul were used to heartbreak did not make heartbreak any easier.

			On the edge of the city, in a hilly neighborhood called Buk Ahyeon Dong, in a district known as the West Gate, a two-story Japanese-style house stood curtained and hushed. Its denizens hardly stirred within. A small child could occasionally be seen in a window, nose pressed against glass. The North Korean authorities had labeled this a “traitor’s house.” No one was supposed to live here anymore, at least not officially. But, in fact, six children called this place home—six sibling orphans of war, including twin boys who were less than a year old.

			
			Looking after them was their cousin, Lee Bae-suk, a medical student. He was a boyish young man of twenty, with a delicate voice and a frank face lightly scruffed with beard stubble. In those anxious days, as the Americans approached, Lee played parent as best he could, padding through the darkened rooms, shushing his little cousins, fixing meager meals of noodles or rice. It was a fine house, or had been once—a cheerful place lined with books and classical records. Musical instruments were lying about, and a well-tuned piano was set against a wall.

			Lee never ventured outside, for he knew that if he did, there was a good chance he would be seen, maybe captured, maybe killed. One never could be sure who might be watching and where their fickle sympathies might lie. Neighbors spied on neighbors. Friends became accusers. Families turned against themselves.

			His cousins knew the procedure: When a noise stirred beyond the fence, when a visitor knocked, Lee would slip upstairs and bury himself in the jumbled contents of a bedroom closet. The older children would shut the door and scoot a large armoire against it. Inside, he would wait in nervous silence until the trouble passed.
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			Lee’s fear of the North Koreans was paradoxical, in a way, for he himself hailed from North Korea. He was born in an industrial city far to the northeast and had been raised there, the oldest of nine children—only to escape the nascent Communist country in 1946, at the age of seventeen. Eluding border guards, he had made a weeklong trek over mountain trails that led toward the South. Penniless and half-starved, Lee had crossed the thirty-eighth parallel, then hitched a ride on a coal truck bound for the South Korean capital.

			He knew he had relatives who lived somewhere in Seoul, and after a long search he showed up, begrimed with coal dust, at the house in Buk Ahyeon Dong. His aunt and uncle immediately took him in. They were extraordinary people, warm and generous and kind. At the time, they had four young children. They were educated and enjoyed a different life from the circumscribed existence his own family had lived in the North, where his parents were uneducated merchants, descended from peasants.

			
			Lee’s uncle, Ahn-seongkyo, was a concert violinist of some note, and a distinguished professor of classical music at the national college. He had been a child prodigy, had studied music in Tokyo, and, as part of a popular quartet, had regularly performed on radio programs broadcast live across South Korea. But it was Lee’s aunt, Ok-seon, who was the firebrand of the household. Ok-seon was a teacher and a civic activist, a bold woman unafraid to speak her mind. Ok-seon published a women’s newspaper and became a leading organizer of South Korea’s newly formed Olympic Committee, which sent the fledgling nation’s first contingent of athletes to the 1948 Games in London.

			Lee’s aunt and uncle became his new parents, and they prodded him to pursue a career in medicine. Soon he was enrolled in premedical school. To make extra money, he worked as a paperboy, delivering his aunt’s newspaper on foot through the suburbs of western Seoul. Then he took a night job at a dormitory complex serving the American embassy, where he quickly picked up English.

			Lee often thought of his family back in the North. He missed his mother and father, his eight sisters and brothers. He wondered whether his youngest sister, Sun-ja, who was only three at the time he left home, would remember him. He despaired for his family’s fate under the new Communist regime and feared that he might never see them again. The border was becoming increasingly militarized, and passing across it was growing ever more perilous.

			Some days, a terrible homesickness gnawed at him. Lee was happy in his new life in Seoul, but happy in a way that sometimes made him feel guilty for his good fortune. For four years, he lived here with his aunt and uncle and their growing family—in early 1950, Ok-seon gave birth to twins. Lee thrived in his studies, too. He was well on his way to becoming a doctor, and hopeful for the future.
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				At the end of World War II, the Allied powers had been faced with the question of what to do with the spoils of the Japanese Empire. Korea had been a Japanese colony, and at the suggestion of the young American diplomat Dean Rusk, who reportedly used nothing more than a National Geographic map as a guide, the peninsula was summarily divided at the thirty-eighth parallel. This line was an arbitrary one—the two “nations” shared the same culture, the same history, the same language. Now the peninsula had been carved up into more or less equal halves, with the understanding that the Soviets would temporarily control the North and the Americans would temporarily control the South, until the country’s thirty million citizens could become reunited under one independent government. But that reunification never happened. The two separate realms were quickly remade, each in the image of its custodial nation.

			In the South, the United States installed a staunch anti-Communist, pro-capitalist, American-educated leader named Syngman Rhee, who held the country together but proved to be a ruthless authoritarian. When he came to power, in 1947, Rhee’s government tortured and assassinated opposition leaders and led a military campaign against left-wing insurgents that culminated in the deaths of more than 75,000 people. This “awkward bedfellow of ‘democracy,’ ” as he’d been called, had proven an embarrassment to the United Nations. The United States, growing ever more focused on the global containment of Communism, tended to look the other way, but Rhee’s police-state tactics concerned the Truman administration enough that it refused to provide the republic with much in the way of heavy arms—thus leaving South Korea vulnerable to attack.

			In the North, meanwhile, the Soviets had handpicked Kim Il Sung to lead the fledgling Communist nation. Kim had been a ferocious and wily guerrilla resistance fighter against the Japanese in World War II and had become indoctrinated as a Communist ideologue. He proved a master at broadcasting his own legend, exaggerating his exploits as a fighter; among North Korean peasants, stories circulated about how Kim could render himself invisible during battles—it was even said he could walk on water. Consciously imitating Stalin’s model, he developed a cult of personality, erecting gargantuan statues and billboards in his honor and calling himself “Great Leader.” Later, his public relations minions would go further, declaring him “the sun of mankind and the greatest man who has ever appeared in the world.” Tightening his grip on the reins of power, he systematically imprisoned, exiled, or murdered his political rivals. Kim vowed to unite Korea under one government—his government—creating what he called a “happy society” that would eradicate all vestiges of “American imperialists and their stooges.”

			
			For several years, the South had fended off border incursions from the North, and vice versa. Vengeance killings, guerrilla attacks, and border skirmishes were routine. By late 1949, a simmering peninsula-wide civil war, rooted largely in settling old scores and punishing those who had collaborated with the Japanese, was coming to a rolling boil.

			On June 25, 1950, Kim Il Sung’s Soviet-equipped army came rumbling across the border, catching much of Seoul off guard. Lee Bae-suk, working at the American embassy complex, looked out the window one day and saw a tank in the street. Its turret swiveled and its gun seemed to be aiming right at Lee’s window. At first he thought it was a South Korean tank, but then he realized: It was Russian-made. The North Koreans were already here.

			As Kim’s troops tightened their grip on the city, foreign dignitaries fled the country, and the government went into exile. South Korea’s anemic army retreated south to take up defensive positions at the tip of the Korean Peninsula. With the Korean People’s Army (KPA) seizing power, Seoul was thrown into upheaval. Party officials rounded up suspects to face hastily organized people’s courts. Indoctrination meetings were held in which citizens were expected to publicly “criticize” themselves and pledge allegiance to the new state. The party staged military parades that featured billboards of Stalin and Kim. Radio stations, carrying signals beamed from Pyongyang, played party anthems and stirring odes to the Kremlin. Meanwhile, the new occupiers settled ancestral scores and committed atrocities, executing “enemies of the people”—however loosely defined—and dumping their bodies into mass graves. More than three thousand people were killed.

			In this nightmarish chaos, Lee did not know what to do. He had no job—the abandoned American embassy had been taken over by the North Koreans. He would have to give up his medical studies, too, because he realized that he couldn’t risk being seen on the streets. A young man like Lee, of military age, would immediately arouse suspicion among the police. Any soldier from the North would likely catch Lee’s accent and know where he was from. There was no hiding it; his dialect would give him away.

			
			And what was a young North Korean man of sound body and mind doing here, living in Seoul? He should have been fighting. He should have been with his comrades, digging in for the American onslaught. The answer was obvious: He had to be a traitor. An enemy of the people.

			So, at his aunt and uncle’s insistence, he sequestered himself inside. For nearly three months he hid here, in the house in Buk Ahyeon Dong, in the West Gate.
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			But Lee wasn’t the only one in the household who faced danger. Ok-seon had good reason to be fearful, too. Her career as an outspoken community organizer, newspaper editor, and South Korean patriot put her in particular peril. Over the years, she had angered plenty of influential people; many around Seoul considered her newspaper far too insistent and shrill. Upon seizing the city, party officials quickly shut down her press, as they did all others in Seoul—only official party organs were allowed to exist. One day in July, the military police came knocking on the door, looking for Ok-seon. They escorted her to a nearby station and interrogated her for quite some time. They released her but demanded that she return every morning and “report” to the authorities.

			This Ok-seon did, diligently, morning after morning. Then, one day, she went to the station and never came back. That was it. No one saw her again. No information was available. Ok-seon had simply vanished.

			Ahn-seongkyo tried to cope as best he could. He did not protest his wife’s disappearance, for that, he thought, would put his own life in immediate jeopardy. He had six children to raise, seven if you counted Lee. He had to put up a good front. He held out hope that Ok-seon was alive—languishing in some prison, perhaps, but alive. Ahn-seongkyo understood that his having studied music in Tokyo could be a fatal stroke against him. Among other targets, party operatives were said to be on the hunt for Japanese “collaborators” from the war days.

			
			Ahn-seongkyo continued teaching at the university, and occasionally he gave private music lessons in the house. But one morning he went off to school and didn’t come back. He, too, had vanished. Lee would never see his aunt or uncle again.

			Lee was on his own, the man of the house, responsible for six children. He could only assume that his aunt and uncle were dead. Fortunately, Ok-seon had an older sister named Shin-kyeon, who lived elsewhere in the city. At considerable personal risk, Shin-kyeon would bring food and come to the house to help Lee tend to the children. One afternoon, while Shin-kyeon was there, a visitor rapped on the gate. Shin-kyeon, sick with dread, clicked the latch. Outside the door stood a North Korean soldier, holding a rifle.

			The soldier demanded entry and, once inside, began to search the house, upturning furniture, rummaging through drawers and cupboards. What he was looking for wasn’t clear. In the vestibule by the front door, he knelt to study the long row of shoes neatly arranged on the floor—children’s shoes, mostly. He snatched up a pair that obviously belonged to a grown man. They were Lee’s. “Whose rubber shoes are these?” the soldier barked. “Who is the owner?”

			Shin-kyeon maintained a facade of calm. “Those old things? They’re my husband’s. He’s at the market today.”

			The soldier, with a sniff of suspicion, set the shoes back down and left. Lee, trembling upstairs in the closet, had heard the whole exchange.
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			Now that the Americans were coming, Lee feared that Seoul would erupt in new paroxysms of violence. The North Koreans, in their desperation to hold the city, might resort to anything: looting, rape, reprisal killings. When the Americans came, there would likely be door-to-door fighting. The occupiers, cornered and probably doomed, would lash out against the civilians, Lee thought, like a tiger caught in a trap.

			
			In those muggy days of September, every sound on the street caused him to jump. He worried about his cousins. He worried about his country. Now and then he could feel distant shudders, could hear planes throbbing overhead. Lee peered through a tiny gap in the curtains and waited.
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			ACROSS THE HAN

			Inchon

			The American soldiers of X Corps kept wading into port—twenty thousand men, thirty thousand, sixty. With each high tide, more landing ships nosed into the channel. From their maws came tanks and tractors and rolling artillery pieces, bulldozers and jeeps and endless crates of ammo. The invasion was unstoppable now. The bridgehead flared like a fast-growing spore. Ziggurats of war stuff swelled upon the docks—food and fuel, medicines and generators, radio equipment, rifles and grenades and shells—the steady streams of supplies coming in, said one British journalist, “as fast as the brilliant large-scale organizational genius of the Americans could bring them.”

			General Oliver Smith had been impatient to get off the Mount McKinley ever since the invasion began. The Professor finally caught a ride to the seawall on the evening of September 16 and set up his division headquarters in a well-placed nook of the smoldering port as the men of his First Marine Division snuffed out the last pockets of resistance. In just two days, Inchon had been quelled. The city, said one correspondent, was “a burned-out husk of a place that would, it seemed, never live again.” Already, Smith was turning his sights on Seoul, twenty-four miles to the northeast.

			General MacArthur, still espousing his numerological theories, remained adamant that Seoul must be captured on September 25. The symbolism of the date was of paramount importance to him—never mind that a battle for the city must first be fought, one that was likely to involve door-to-door combat and tricky matters of tactics that would present their own demands and suggest their own timetable. The Professor, from his experiences in the Pacific, had learned to be skeptical of preordained deadlines in the face of battle. But he would do his best.

			
			MacArthur, marching ashore for a sightseeing tour of the ruined port with a retinue of aides and correspondents, met with Smith in his command center. MacArthur urged him to press forward to Seoul with all dispatch. This Smith was already doing: He had sent his Fifth regiment toward the northwest to seize Kimpo Field, the largest airstrip close to Seoul. He’d sent his First Regiment to capture the main road that led to the Seoul suburb of Yeongdeungpo. His Marines were already closing in on the approaches to the capital. The skies swarmed with friendly aircraft, and American artillery was pummeling the city’s outskirts. The campaign was going like clockwork.

			However, a few obstacles stood in Smith’s way. The enemy still held a few villages, and some stretches of road had been mined. And there could be snipers just about anywhere. Then there was the Han. The tidal river, broad and swift, was one of the great waterways of the peninsula, with tributaries extending far back into the watersheds of both North and South Korea. The river tumbled from the western slopes of the Taebaek Mountains, flattened into rich alluvial plains, then swirled through a maze of coastal islands before spilling into the Yellow Sea. At Seoul, the Han was a quarter mile across and was rich with the mingled smells of ocean and sod, its turbid channel full of needlefish and sticklebacks, mullets and eels.

			Smith would have to cross it somehow. All of the Han’s bridges had been blown, and they were not immediately repairable, so the engineers would have to devise something on the fly. The amphibian challenges of the Inchon landing were thus almost immediately replaced by this new challenge: how to get thirteen thousand Marines expeditiously across a river whose currents were treacherous, whose best ferrying points were fortified, and whose margins were nothing but mud bogs.
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			General Ned Almond, the X Corps commander, was deficient of ideas on how to cross the Han. Almond, who had neglected to order extra bridging materials from Tokyo, had left the details for Smith and his people to figure out. As with the Inchon landing, the Army general seemed to think that crossing the river was another mechanical problem that could easily be solved. Smith’s chief operations officer, Colonel Alpha Bowser, later scoffed: “General Almond had a habit of treating the Han River like it had five or six intact bridges across it, and of course it had none.”

			Almond’s primary focus seemed to be on satisfying MacArthur’s desire to reach Seoul by the hallowed September 25 deadline. He kept prodding Smith and his staff to move faster. So what if a river stood in the way? “There was no dearth of advice about speed and boldness,” Smith later wrote.

			At least Almond had stopped calling him “son.” However, Smith was starting to see a quality in the X Corps commander that was far more concerning: an impetuosity, a tendency toward snap judgments, a willingness to ignore on-the-ground realities in favor of abstract goals. Those who knew Almond’s style from his days in Europe viewed him as a whirling dervish—someone who thrived on adrenaline-soaked chaos. Certainly he had shown no lack of courage; in Italy, where he had fought, he gave little thought to his own safety. But he was an impatient micromanager, constantly on the move and seemingly incapable of delegating. “He was what we referred to as a ‘hard charger,’ ” said Bowser. “A rather vain man in many ways.” He was “mercurial and flighty,” the operations chief thought, adding: “If he had one glaring fault, I would say it was inconsistency.”

			Then, too, Almond’s temper was legendary. Said one historian: “He could evoke the thunders if crossed.” Ned the Dread left a long trail of unease in his wake. It was said that he could “precipitate a crisis on a desert island with nobody else around.” Alexander Haig, who was then a close aide to Almond, called him “the most reckless man I have ever known.” Almond, it seemed, had only one martial modality: Attack. Planning and forethought were not his long suits. To him, war was about sallying forth, gaining ground, planting the flag. “When it paid to be aggressive, Ned was aggressive,” one observer wrote. “When it paid to be cautious, Ned was aggressive.”

			
			So Smith would have to be aggressive, too. As for crossing the Han, he would need to improvise his own solution. The men themselves would cross the river stuffed inside amtracs—amphibious tractors—the wallowing snub-nosed beasts, equipped with twin Cadillac V-8 engines, that served as the tried-and-true assault vehicles of ship-to-shore warfare. The bigger problem was how to transport large equipment, such as the Marine tanks, which weighed forty-two tons apiece. After testing various prototypes, the engineers designed and constructed a klutzy raft set upon large pneumatic pontoons. The jury-rigged barges, said one journalist, were little more than mattresses of timber, but they worked. Though it would take a while, these creaky craft would ferry the tanks across.

			Early on the morning of the twentieth, Smith observed the first crossings from a high hill, field glasses pressed to his eyes. “There was plenty of enemy fire,” he wrote, “but our people went on in.” Like colonies of determined beavers, his men churned across the river, the wakes of their vehicles leaving a bewildering pattern of V’s over the broad gray surface. The North Koreans, entrenched in the green hills that overlooked the far bank, put up a fight, but vanguards of the Marines quickly waded ashore, climbed the heights, and silenced the enemy guns.

			The crossing was nearly a complete success, and soon Smith’s Marines were pressing toward Seoul. They marched along the highway, or rode in trucks, through the terraced hills, past sorghum fields and paddies of rice ready for harvest, past green gardens and orchards pendulous with fruit. Along the way, they encountered a few pockets of North Korean soldiers, but not many—the enemy was offering little resistance in the countryside. Pyres rose over the ridgeline, in the direction of Seoul, and the air was tinged with yellow smoke and dust. Civilians streamed out to the roadside, some cheering or waving flags, others staring with severe looks of confusion and hope.

			
			The scenes grew more desperate, the sense of panic more acute, as the Marines drew closer to Seoul. The roadside became a chaos of rubble and tangled telegraph wires, with refugees hurrying along the roads. It felt as though a storm were approaching. “Women carried huge bundles on their heads and pushed carts that overflowed with belongings,” wrote Joseph Owen, who served with the Seventh Marine Regiment. “Dirty children toddled beside bent grandparents, and the troops tossed candy bars to the kids. The Koreans, old and young, scrambled in the dirt for the candy.”
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			As the Marines began to probe the outlying precincts of the city, the human cost of MacArthur’s deadline became more apparent to Smith. He felt the September 25 date was contrived—little more than a political gimmick designed to win headlines. Smith reckoned that his Marines could probably take Seoul by the twenty-fifth, but only by laying waste to large sections of the city, pounding it with artillery, bombing it to cinders. Seoul would be badly scarred, and the civilian death toll could be terrible.

			Smith knew that there were other, less destructive ways to take the city. Alpha Bowser insisted that the Marines could capture Seoul “with hardly a brick out of place.” They could encircle it, cut the enemy’s supply lines, and methodically ferret out the defenders, block by block. But this kind of fighting would take more time than MacArthur was willing to tolerate.

			So the big guns were brought forward, and the ritual of “softening up” targets across the city began. This, of course, was but a euphemism for a devastating bombardment that could only strike terror in the hearts of Seoul’s residents. General Almond was pleased to note that the enemy would be pounded to pieces. That a city might be razed in the process appeared not to trouble him.

			The supreme commander seemed similarly disinclined to dwell on such unpleasantries. MacArthur sensed that he was on the brink of total victory, and nothing could dampen his euphoria. The Inchon operation had been a brilliant success. Everything he had predicted was coming true. He had taken the enemy by surprise. Down at the Pusan perimeter, North Korean units were reportedly dissolving and retreating headlong for the thirty-eighth parallel. The U.N. forces at Pusan, including the Eighth Army, commanded by General Walton Walker, were breaking out of their besiegement. MacArthur could already see the war’s end.

			
			He was so pleased with the progress of the invasion that the next morning, September 21, he decided to fly back to his headquarters in Tokyo and leave the advance on Seoul to Almond and Smith. (Since the start of the Inchon assault, MacArthur had been bunking on the Mount McKinley, never on shore.) In MacArthur’s view, taking Seoul would be little more than a mopping-up operation. Throughout World War II, he had shown a habit of publicly declaring targets to be pacified well in advance of the deed—and his old predilections were still in evidence. He seemed to discount reports that more than thirty thousand North Korean soldiers were in the capital now, digging in for a siege. The city would fall, MacArthur insisted, in a matter of days. The North Korean defenders would simply evaporate.

			General Smith was puzzled and a little alarmed by MacArthur’s confidence. Smith accompanied MacArthur to Kimpo Field, where the supreme commander surprised everyone by cooking up an impromptu award ceremony on the tarmac. MacArthur, his voice quavering, called Smith “the gallant commander of a gallant division.” Then he pinned a Silver Star on the Professor’s chest.

			The Silver Star was one of the highest and most coveted accolades that a U.S. serviceman could win in combat. It was a tremendous honor, yet Smith was mortified by the gesture. Not only did this ceremony seem premature, but, more to the point, Smith felt he hadn’t done anything to deserve it. The Silver Star was intended for those who’d performed heroic acts on the front lines, in the heat of enemy fire. “It is meant for gallantry in action,” Smith wrote to his wife in disdain, and “not appropriate for a division commander.”

			MacArthur didn’t care. He loved these sorts of martial rituals—the more florid the better—and he genuinely seemed to think that Smith had earned it. He shook Smith’s hand and then boarded his plane for the comforts of Tokyo.

			
			Smith’s misgivings about MacArthur were deepening by the day. He stood at attention on the runway, blinking in the morning light, wearing a thin smile of embarrassment and disgust.

			Then he turned his attention to the problem of Seoul.

		

	OEBPS/9780385541169_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Also by Hampton Sides


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Dedication


						Epigraph


						Contents


						Maps


						Prologue: Morning Calm


						BOOK ONE: SEOUL
					
								Chapter 1: The Professor


								Chapter 2: Traitor’s House


								Chapter 3: Across the Han


								Chapter 4: Beneath the Lighthouse


								Chapter 5: The Battle of the Barricades


								Chapter 6: The Savior of Our Race


								Chapter 7: God’s Right-Hand Man


								Chapter 8: The Tiger Wants Human Beings


					


			


						BOOK TWO: TO THE MOUNTAINS
					
								Chapter 9: Many, Many


								Chapter 10: King’s Envoy to Hamhung


								Chapter 11: Heroic Remedies


								Chapter 12: Will o’ the Wisp


								Chapter 13: Broken Arrows


								Chapter 14: A Powerful Instrument


								Chapter 15: Fattened for the Kill


								Chapter 16: Never Too Late to Talk


								Chapter 17: Never a More Daring Flight


					


			


						BOOK THREE: THE RESERVOIR
					
								Chapter 18: Easy for Us, Tough for Others


								Chapter 19: Boon Companions


								Chapter 20: Easy Company Holds Here


								Chapter 21: Where the Bullet Belongs


								Chapter 22: Gung-ho, You Cowardly Bastards


								Chapter 23: When the Lead Is Flying


								Chapter 24: A Hot Reception


								Chapter 25: The War Council


								Chapter 26: An Entirely New War


					


			


						BOOK FOUR: RED SNOW
					
								Chapter 27: You Will All Be Slaughtered


								Chapter 28: Kissing a Buzz Saw


								Chapter 29: Morphine Dreams


								Chapter 30: No Soft Options


								Chapter 31: One-Man Army


								Chapter 32: Every Weapon That We Have


								Chapter 33: The Ridgerunners


								Chapter 34: This Place of Suffering


					


			


						BOOK FIVE: TO THE SEA
					
								Chapter 35: Attacking in a Different Direction


								Chapter 36: In the Day of Trouble


								Chapter 37: I’ll Get You a Goddamn Bridge


								Chapter 38: Blood on the Ice


								Chapter 39: Taking Departure


								Chapter 40: The Bridge of Long Life


								Chapter 41: Down to Earth


								Chapter 42: The Most Harrowing Hour


								Chapter 43: The Crossing


								Chapter 44: We Will See You Again in the South


								Chapter 45: We Walk in the Hand of God


					


			


						Epilogue: In the Pantheon


						Acknowledgments


						A Note on Sources


						Notes


						Selected Bibliography


						About the Author


						Illustrations


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						v


						vi


						vii


						ix


						3


						4


						5


						7


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						139


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						201


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						345


						346


						347


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						358


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						369


						370


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						395


						1


						2


						6


						8


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/Side_9780385541169_epub3_001_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/9780385541169_title_page.jpg
ON
DESPERATE
GROUND

THE EPIC STORY OF CHOSIN RESERVOIR—THE
GREATEST BATTLE OF THE KOREAN WAR

Hampton Sides

Vintage Books
= \' A DIVISION OF PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE LLC
NEW YORK







OEBPS/images/9780385541169_cover.jpg
“A masterpiece of thorough research, deft pacing and arresting detail.”
e, 4 i —The Washington Post
; ,'.',; ‘,"ig & l;._ é " g3 P s 4

%’ :f” {»; _“.‘ .4 ,g!; ¥ & ? .

ok

£ ¢ i’ / V, b ‘,'5
¥ | = o
"h‘" U & 74
7 k=
’ : 4 F
&

3 » 4
ne Kk -
4,

. * o
-
o 2 - > - &
* p o~ "
' L5 o

ol o

& A THE EPIC STORY OF
, CHOSIN RESERVOIR—
| THE GREATEST BATTLE
OF THE KOREAN WAR

HAMPTON SIDES

Bestselling Author of Ghost Soldiers






OEBPS/images/9780385541169_title_Page_1.jpg





