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WORLD WAR II LIBRARY

For the hundreds of thousands of readers fascinated by World War II history, Dell has created the World War II Library—outstanding nonfiction narratives that convey the total experience of war with historical accuracy and detailed immediacy that until now could be understood only by those who had fought it.



PRAISE FOR GERALD ASTOR'S

BATTLING BUZZARDS


“ABSORBING, INFORMATIVE … TELLINGLY DETAILED.”

—Kirkus Reviews




“Superior as an example of oral history.”

—Booklist




“QUICK AND WELL-PACED, this will please even the most jaded of readers.”

—Army Magazine



THE MIGHTY EIGHTH


“No one does oral history better than Gerald Astor…. Here the men of the mightiest air force ever built tell their story in their own words—of trials, tribulations, triumphs, terror, and tedium.”

—Stephen Ambrose




“FASCINATING … invaluable in terms of understanding both the process of protracted war and its effect on the human spirit. Excellent in weaving these stories into a broader analysis of the Eighth's role in the air war with Germany, Astor demonstrates once again that he's one of the most accomplished oral historians at work today.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Revealing and vivid … His many interviews of American airmen turn up some fascinating anecdotes, catching the grim realities of air combat in a way that more conventional histories cannot.”

—Kirkus Reviews



Please turn the page for more extraordinary acclaim….

A BLOOD-DIMMED TIDE


“ORIGINAL … EVOCATIVE … BRILLIANT… ”

—Publishers Weekly




“Consistently gripping … a vivid vision of warfare from the foxhole.”

—Daily Press (Newport News, Va.)




“A GRIPPING STORY … will no doubt take its place as a classic.”

—The Record (Troy, NY)




“The immediacy and clarity of enlisted men's accounts form the core reality here, giving a palpable sense of infantry and tank warfare. Strong narrative, sound history, and a good read.”

—Kirkus Reviews




“AN ABSORBING BOOK, fascinating for its first-person detail.”

—Richmond Times-Dispatch




“A compelling, effective contribution to World War II history.”

—Booklist



OPERATION ICEBERG


“THIS IS ORAL HISTORY AT ITS FINEST.”

—The Washington Post Book World




“There probably will never be a book that does a better job of capturing the experience of the people who were there.”

—The Flint Journal




“UNFORGETTABLE.”

—Gannett Suburban Newspapers




“A FINE WORK… both historically accurate and compelling.”

—Newport News Daily




“A MOVING COLLECTION … a fitting tribute to all those who served so honorably.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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For those who endured.
For the boys, Ted, Larry and Andy,
and for the women in my life,
Sonia, Karen, Stacy and Lindsay.
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FIRST AND FOREMOST I thank the many people listed under Roll Call for their generosity in sharing with me their memories and their private papers and for their patience in answering my questions.

I am also indebted to a number of institutions that are repositories for documents and publications that were vital in my research. In this connection, I am grateful to Dr. Richard J. Sommers and the U.S. Military History Institute, Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania; Maj. Connie Moore and the U.S. Army Center for Military History, Washington, D.C.; the U.S. Naval Historical Center, Washington, D.C.; Paul Stillwell and the U.S. Naval Institute at Annapolis, Maryland; Alan Aimone and the U.S. Military Academy Library at West Point; Dr. Walton S. Moody, historian of the U.S. Air Force; Dr. Benis M. Frank and the U.S. Marine Corps Historical Center, Washington, D.C.

Other individuals who contributed to this book include: Mark Hunter of the 44th Tank Battalion Association; Col. John Olson (USA Ret.), who not only provided a wealth of information in his books but also provided leads for additional sources; Dr. Bob Muehrcke, who was not in the Philippines but knew some from his Americal Division who were; Ed Hudson with the USS Cabot Association; Capt. Charles Smith (USN Ret.), Executive Director of the American Society of Naval Engineers; Frank Schultz, Secretary of the 32nd Division Veterans Association; Dr. Har-gis Westerfield, an authority on military history; Sinclair Browning, who was kind enough to share with me factual research on the period that is the basis of her novel America's Best; and Russ Catardi for furnishing leads.
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AT THE TIME of the fiftieth anniversary of the invasion of Normandy on June 6, 1944, the outpouring of books on the subject occasioned an essay by Samuel Hynes, a Navy pilot during World War II and a professor of English at Princeton. He had written his own memoir, and he remarked that personal narratives of war generally “aren't about emotions: they have to do with physical particulars, equipment, terrain and weather, sights, sounds and smells, the punishment the body takes from wounds, illness, hunger, heat, cold.” Hynes indicated that if the authors intended to provide a feeling of how it was, then they would seem to have failed.

Having immersed myself in such individual accounts—this is my fifth book that tells of WWII through the words and memories of those who participated—I can vouch for the accuracy of Hynes's reading but not necessarily his conclusion. The details, the sights, sounds, smells, the physical sensations described by those involved do have a capacity to evoke in a reader at least a semblance of the feeling of how it must have been, a shudder of horror, a flush of exaltation, a mournful shiver. In some instances, the author does speak of emotions. But in my experience, words that focus on feelings create no more of an emotional response than descriptions of what happened. Frequently, the effort to recall sensations becomes an intellectual exercise, like attempts to capture in language the feelings generated by a piece of music or a painting.

The most common literary weakness of individual memoirs lies in an inability to separate out the details that have only a personal significance from matters that resonate with readers. This is the nature of the beast, war. An individual soldier, even a MacArthur, however heroic or brilliant, doesn't determine the course of modern war any more than a single person builds a cathedral. War is a group enterprise. The campaigns in the Philippines consisted of millions of acts by hundreds of thousands of people. A solitary human was submerged in the multitudes and buried under the weight of machines and technology. The man with the gun, even an artillery piece, was but a tiny spark in a long night rent by thunderous lightning. Although desperately concerned with preservation of the small self, a combatant's potential to build his story to a peak is destroyed by the absence of a crowning event. And for even the massive armies there was no last battle. The climax of WWII lay in the explosions of the A-bombs, but for the troops, the fighting just petered out. There was no decisive battle marked by some heroic act and that is certainly true of both the defense and liberation of the Philippines.

That being said, within the protracted struggle some did perform with extraordinary valor and only the monstrously oversized convulsions of the war renders their deeds puny in terms of the final outcome. To those on the scene these people still stand as giants, although as people of character, as someone to live next door to, they may fall well short of the desirable. As is always the case, amid the horror and obscenity of war, glory occasionally flames bright, albeit at an exorbitant price. And to those of us not present, all who, however terrified, stood firm in the face of the onslaught of death and destruction deserve the label of hero.

Was there something different about the crisis in the Pacific? To cite WW II campaigns with which I am familiar, the Battle of the Bulge in the European Ardennes was a six-week-long period in which command and control broke down and men survived in small groups and on their own initiative. D-Day, on the drafting boards for two years, the largest and most carefully scripted operation in its time, saw the best laid plans go astray. Okinawa was a cautionary tale, the price paid when a defeated army refuses to quit. The Philippines, from the fall to the liberation, spreads the impact of war over a large canvas, one that involves civilians and in which political forces and egos played significant roles.

As with my other books on WW II, I ask questions about schooling, the respondents' attitudes about world affairs, their evaluation of the people around them. Those who served in World War II went through the Great Depression. They were raised in a period when racial segregation was the law and discrimination the custom of the land. They were the children of the first half of the twentieth century with its prejudices and values.

I do not pretend to offer a linear, encyclopedic history but a mosaic within the context of the times. Like all eyewitness accounts, what was seen or heard may differ. Memory lapses or ego may distort who did what unto whom. I am fully aware that some units, some people who were close to the center of what happened are not covered. Some perspectives, some events may seem repetitious but generalizations from a single experience or anecdote are risky. Issues like the handling of prisoners or the death and destruction wrought by modern weapons demand the weight of more than an individual perception.

Personal accounts can be self-serving or may take credit for the work of others, but this is not an effort to provide a record. Instead, the anecdotes, the memories of the physical details and, occasionally, even the feelings recollected offer senses of from where people came, a waft of what they brought to the scene and most of all their own perspectives on what happened. In lieu of psychological debriefings, this may best serve to inform what it was like.
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ON SUNDAY NIGHT, December 7, 1941, in the Philippine Islands—because of the international date line, five thousand miles away it was Saturday, December 6, 1941, in Hawaii and Washington, D.C.—the 27th Bombardment Group tossed a bash at the Manila Hotel in honor of their Army Air Force commander, Gen. Lewis Brereton. Amid a raunchy affair that featured the “best entertainment this side of Minsky's” (a reference to a chain of burlesque houses in the States), General Brereton chatted with Rear Adm. William R. Purnell, chief of staff for the top Navy officer in the Far East, Adm. Thomas C. Hart, and Brig. Gen. Richard K. Sutherland, his opposite number for the supreme commander of all the American and Philippine military, Gen. Douglas MacArthur.

According to Brereton, Admiral Purnell remarked that it was only a question of days or perhaps hours until the shooting started. Sutherland agreed, adding that the War and Navy Departments in Washington expected hostilities might erupt at any moment. Brereton immediately instructed his chief of staff to place all air units on “combat alert” as of Monday morning, December 8.

The party at the Manila Hotel wound down sometime after midnight. The airmen straggled back to their quarters in the darkest hours of the morning. They had only themselves for company; months before, as relations between Japan and the United States deteriorated and Nazi Germany overran much of Europe, wives and children had been ordered to the United States as a precaution.

Shortly before eight that morning, the first gales of Japanese planes swept down from the north to blast Hawaii's huge naval base at Pearl Harbor. Within two hours phalanxes of aircraft methodically blasted a flotilla of battleships, cruisers, destroyers and lesser vessels. The typhoon of torpedoes, bombs and bullets also wreaked havoc upon the Army Air Force at Hickham and Wheeler Fields. Nor were American installations the only victims as heavy strikes rocked Malaya, Thailand, Singapore, Hong Kong and Shanghai.

Ten minutes after the first explosives rained down upon the hapless Pearl Harbor anchorage, at 2:30 A.M. his time, a startled radio operator at Asiatic Fleet headquarters in Manila intercepted a stunning, unencrypted Morse code message, issued under the aegis of Adm. Husband E. Kim-mel, the Honolulu-based Pacific Fleet Commander: “Air Raid on Pearl Harbor. This is no drill.” Because he knew the unique technical style of the Hawaii sender, the Manila sailor realized the communique was genuine and alerted his duty officer, Marine Lt. Col. William T. Clement, who in turn contacted Admiral Hart.

A youthful naval officer then, Charles Adair remembered, “He [Clement] then called the various staff officers. I was in the apartment house where I was living when I got a call about 3:15, maybe a little earlier. All he said was, ‘Charlie, come on down to the office.’ I didn't even ask him what had happened because I knew what had happened. I was sure of it. I didn't keep him on the phone. I got dressed as quickly as I could and walked rapidly or ran part of the way through the park and over to where Headquarters was located [in the Marsman Building, at Pier 7 in Manila].

“Once I got into the office, the communicators handed me a tape about six feet long or so, and I started pulling it through my fingers. ‘This ship sunk. That ship sunk,' et cetera, with the details of some of the things that had gone on.”

Comdr. S.S. Murray, the recently arrived boss of a submarine division operating out of Manila, had finished a familiarization cruise in the local waters and was celebrating with a round of golf on Saturday, December 7. “I also paid my initiation fee to the Army-Navy Club in Manila—about a hundred dollars. I got my receipt, went back to the Holland [a submarine tender on which underseaboat crews stashed extra gear and slept during brief stopovers in port] that night to get under way the next day for some exercises. A few minutes before 2:00 A.M., I was awakened by Comdr. James Fife, chief staff officer, Commander of Submarines, Asiatic, saying that Pearl Harbor had been attacked.

“ ‘Get up and get the submarines started going on patrol.’ After Fife awakened me and we had talked to the squadron commander, in the meantime sending for all the submarine skippers … we started getting them ready.”

As a junior officer on the sub Seadragon, Norvell Ward shared an apartment with three colleagues in Manila, and missed any official alarm. “We were having breakfast at the Army-Navy Club in Manila, picked up the Manila Herald—‘Japanese attack Pearl Harbor!’ We caught the ferry over [to the Cavite Naval Yard where his sub was undergoing an overhaul] and there we were at war.”

Destroyer skipper Edward Parker rejoined his division at Tarakan, a port in Borneo, after a voyage to the Philippines to collect mail flown in from the States. “It was a Saturday when we got in. While we were alongside the dock, I thought maybe I'd go over and get some beer for the boys. ‘No liberty will be granted’ [ordered the destroyer group commander, Arthur Robinson]. So we anchored, sat quietly and had the movies. I went over on Sunday morning to see the division commander … They didn't have any information.

“Early Monday morning, about 3:15, the voice over the tube said, ‘Captain, important message coming in from the Marblehead [flagship for the destroyer division].’ I put on my bathrobe and ran up. ‘The Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor, or something like that. Govern yourself accordingly.’ [I thought] What the hell does ‘govern yourself accordingly’ mean?”

Within half an hour, Admiral Hart as head of the U.S. fleet in the area was digesting the news and broadcasting it to his fleet.

Not until perhaps an hour after the first report was received at Manila Navy headquarters did General Sutherland learn of the blow at Pearl Harbor and then only from a commercial newscast. An enlisted army signalman happened to have tuned in to a California radio station. He immediately reported to his duty officer and the word passed up to Sutherland, who telephoned the MacArthur penthouse atop the Manila Hotel.

“Pearl Harbor!” the astounded MacArthur supposedly exclaimed. “It should be our strongest point.” Within ten minutes, at 3:40 A.M., a call from Washington, D.C. to MacArthur confirmed the news bulletin. According to MacArthur, he asked his wife Jean to fetch his Bible and he read for a while before rushing off to confer with his staff.

Ten years later, Hart explained the failure to inform the Army of Kimmel's urgent message. He insisted Clement had tried to get through to someone at headquarters for the U.S. Army Forces, Far East, but could not get a response. He allegedly passed the word to a staff officer at his home.

But while the news slowly percolated into other military services, it instantly boiled over in naval circles.

Lt. John D. Bulkeley, USNA ‘30, head of the six-boat Motor Torpoedo Boat Squadron 3, says, “The night of December 8 we were all asleep in the officers’ quarters at Cavite when my telephone rang about three in the morning and I first learned the Japs had struck at Pearl Harbor. I was told, ‘We are at war’ and that Rear Admiral [Francis] Rockwell wanted to see me immediately.”

Mary Rose Harrington, a Navy nurse at the hospital compound beside the Cavite navy base, remembers, “I was on night duty. It was a beautiful moonlit night and after I'd made rounds of the sick officers building I thought I'd walk outdoors. But the assistant master of arms came dashing in to say that Honolulu had been bombed. Then I saw a captain and with another officer whom I knew was the war plan officer, talking loudly and we started to wake people up in the middle of the night.”

Nor did the Air Force's Brereton hear of the war's opening salvo from the Navy. Fliers from the Army's 3rd Pursuit Squadron stationed at the Iba airfield had nearly confronted Japanese intruders just about the same hour as the bombs and torpedoes ravaged the fleet at Pearl but the planes from Formosa had veered off.

At the main Philippine airbase, Clark Field, sixty miles north of Manila, someone heard a radio news flash about the Japanese bombardment of Pearl Harbor. In the absence of verification from any official sources, however, during a period in which rumor rampaged through military circles, the only action taken was to notify the base commander.

Meanwhile, MacArthur's staff contacted Brereton and told him what they knew—which was limited. There had been no official declaration of war by the Japanese and the information on what had happened at Honolulu remained sketchy. At 5:00 A.M. the Air Force chief checked in at headquarters.

For most of the military personnel in the Philippines the news reached them haphazardly. Some units received word fairly quickly to mobilize and report to their assignments before dawn. Others became aware almost by pure happenstance.

West Pointer Harold K. Johnson, a captain serving as operations officer for 57th Infantry, a Philippine Scouts regiment, said, “We had heard rumors all over Manila on Sunday, December 7, that an attack had been made on Hawaii but the rumors were not given very much credence because it appeared to be such an illogical action to those of us of relatively junior rank and in subordinate positions in the Philippines. We figured we were the prime target and we had mixed viewpoints.

“There was an element of complacency … because we listened to and believed the Navy and the boasts that they would drive the Japanese fleet from the sea within a matter of a week or ten days. At the same time we knew we were a long way from the West Coast and if the Navy didn't drive the Japanese fleet from the sea, why, we were in trouble.

“It was Monday morning on December 8 before our regiment finally got the word. I was having breakfast in my robe about 6:30 when I got a call from a friend of mine. He said, ‘Colonel Clarke wants you to alert the regiment to move out of the barracks.’ [My friend] was a company commander from a sister regiment, serving in Bataan at the time, doing some survey work and cleaning up trails.”

Johnson quickly asked for a confirmation of the order from Clarke and with that instantly set to his tasks. “I could see, all during [my time on] Bataan and during prison camp days, those two fried eggs sitting there staring up at me from the breakfast plate that were never consumed.”

Col. Clifford Bluemel, USMA ‘09, assigned as commander of the 31st Philippine Division, also swallowed the preliminary hard facts at breakfast. “On the morning of December 8 I ate in the mess with Colonel [John] Irwin, Captain Bauer and one other officer.

“Bauer came into the mess and said, ‘Did you hear the radio?’

“I said, ‘I don't have any radio. What is it?’

“He said, ‘Pearl Harbor, Wheeler Field and Hickham Field were all bombed! The planes were destroyed on the ground, and a lot of the fleet was damaged!’

“I said, ‘Oh my God! Who did it?’

“He said, ‘The Japs did it.’

“I said, ‘Well, we are at war now.’ ”

Quartermaster Lt. Col. Irvin Alexander, a mustang (former enlisted man and now an officer) who matriculated at West Point via the University of Indiana and a stint as a machine gun corporal with a federalized national guard during World War I, was at Fort Stotsenburg, some fifty miles north of Manila. “At breakfast on the morning, our radio told us that Pearl Harbor had been attacked with considerable naval damage. The announcement brought our breakfast to a mournful end, for we knew war was inevitable, and that we were on the hottest of war's seats.”

Philip Fry, an infantry officer who had arrived in the islands less than three weeks before, recalled being at Ft. William McKinley in the 45th Infantry Regiment barracks hard by the first golf green and close to the officers club and the tennis courts. He had spent his first nineteen days on the links, enjoying the comforts of the club, shopping for silks and other presents for his wife, betting on jai alai and visiting a Manila nightspot where he tipped a musician to play “Intermezzo,” a song he and his wife had savored during his previous tour there.

“On the morning of December 8, just around dawn, I was awakened by some officer rushing in and announcing that we were at war. He told of the attack on Pearl Harbor as, dressed in our pajamas, we eagerly crowded around him for the news.

“I dressed quickly and walked to the club, found the place in an uproar, everyone seeking news. I managed to get a cup of coffee, left the club and started walking to division headquarters. On the way I saw the 57th and 45th Infantry forming in full field equipment preparatory to taking the field. Decided then to cast my lot with one of these fine old regiments. I had no desire to enter a first-class shooting war with untrained troops. I asked for immediate assignment to the 57th Infantry and got it just like that.”

Unlike Mary Rose Harrington, Army nurse Madeline Ullom, stationed at Sternberg General Hospital in Manila a few miles from Cavite, greeted the morning of December 8 blissfully unaware of what had happened. “A generous slice of luscious papaya with a squeeze of tangy lime was ever a good way to begin breakfast. The lithe Filipino lad with the big armful of newspapers wended his barefoot way among the tables. His big brown eyes were solemn. His wide cheery grin was absent. His soft murmur was barely audible as he handed each, ‘Your paper, mom.’ Big black headlines across the front page blared the attack on Pearl Harbor.”

At the northern tip of Luzon, the closest point to the Japanese forces stationed on Formosa, the Philippine Army's 11th Division guarded the beach approaches centered around the town of Aparri, a site once loosely controlled by the Japanese during the fifteenth century. Like all Philippine military units, Americans either commanded or “advised” the indigenous soldiers.

Information reached some units in the islands even later. Col. Glen R. Townsend served as the commanding officer of the 11th Regiment. “About ten o'clock on the morning of December 8,” recalled Townsend, “one of the Filipino officers came to tell me he had heard over his car radio that Japanese planes had bombed Hawaii. I thought of Orson Welles and the men from Mars.

“But Captain Pilar insisted, so I walked with him to his car nearby. When he turned the radio on, the announcer was just telling about the bombing of Baguio [the summer capital of the Philippines and site of some military installations]. That convinced me there was a war on, but if more was needed it came an hour or so later. Eighty-four Japanese bombers passed directly over the camp. We later learned that these struck Clark Field.”

Sgt. Tom Gage, Jr., having reached the Philippines less than three weeks earlier as chief clerk of the Army Air Corps 34th Pursuit Squadron, occupied a tent on a low bare hilltop beside sugarcane fields that were being cleared for runways of the new Del Carmen Airfield. “A little before noon, one of the cooks, Shorty Batson, came running down to tell me they had heard on the Manila radio that Pearl Harbor had been bombed. Shortly after, I heard what sounded like distant reports of firecrackers exploding. I stepped out and took a look around the sky and over towards the direction of Clark Field [fourteen miles to the north]—the sky was covered by black dots. My first thought was ‘My God! Look at the enemy planes—there's thousands of them.’ It took a few minutes for me to sort out the antiaircraft bursts and barely visible were two lines of very small black dots, flying in formation, above and beyond the shell smoke.

“I immediately hotfooted across the area and found Lt. Jack Jennings, the squadron adjutant, in his tent, reading a book! I told him Clark Field was being bombed. His reply was, ‘Is that official, Sergeant?’ I replied, ‘Hell, Lieutenant, look out the back of your tent! Clark Field is going up in smoke!’ ”

The war that began at Pearl Harbor now menaced the Philippines, the closest U.S. stronghold to Japan and an obvious prize if the Imperial Empire expected to seize control of the Western Pacific and Southeast Asia.
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TO MOST FOREIGNERS posted there, the Philippines and particularly the Manila environs offered an attractive place for military duty or work. Strategically located in what has been called the “geographic heart of the Far East,” the Philippines also straddled the major commercial routes to Japan, China and Southeast Asia. Its site and the trade policies of the United States as the parent country encouraged investment of Western capital, particularly by American companies. As a result, Manila and the larger cities of the archipelago housed a substantial foreign population: employees of firms doing business in the area, professionals in engineering, manufacturing and finance, retirees from the companies who found the islands congenial for life on a pension or savings. Western-owned enterprises paid salaries that, particularly during the Great Depression, enabled them to flourish on a scale not possible in their homelands where materials and labor ran far higher. The low wages for natives likewise favored members of the military and their families, who even on their more meagre pay could afford houseboys, cooks, lavenderas, caretakers for kids, bespoke tailors, housing, fine handcrafted furniture and textiles, all beyond their means at a Stateside post.

The scents, scenery, sounds, weather, people, customs—the exotic ambience of the Philippines—were unlike anything in the homelands of the Occidentals. Within the islands themselves blazed vivid contrasts, especially when measured by the gage of their greatest city, Manila. Not more than a few hundred miles from cosmopolitan Manila lived tribes stripped to the bare essentials of the Stone Age. Inside the city, large pockets of the impoverished occupied homes made of bamboo and nipa, a broad-leaf thatching, while some blocks distant loomed massive stone edifices, government buildings whose pillars and concrete replicated the federal structures of downtown Washington, D.C.

Between Manila and the other cities, only a handful of paved roads and a limited amount of railroad track snaked through the countryside. But from the outskirts of Manila toward the metropolis's center, the alleys and narrow streets widened into tributaries that eventually flowed into broad, spacious, towering, palm-bordered avenues like Dewey Boulevard. Along these thoroughfares lay the skyscrapers of commerce and industry, high-rises and homes of the affluent, and the establishment's posh Manila Hotel. By and large, the Filipinos worked for the Westerners, rather than the other way around. The colonials, as they did elsewhere, restricted opportunities for the locals to mingle socially. The armed forces carried their segregation a step further with their Army-Navy Officers Club, which not only kept out the natives but also walled off the commissioned ranks from their inferiors.

The pleasures of the Philippines were recalled by William Mack, a 1937 graduate of the U.S. Naval Academy: “Life as a young officer in the Philippines and in China was very nice. I think my total pay was $143 a month and we lived in a small apartment that first year in a place called the ‘goldfish bowl,’ which was sort of like a motel with all the rooms facing each other. You'd hear somebody call down in the morning, ‘Hey, Joe, it's time to go—our boat leaves at 7:10’ and it was relayed down the way by people eating breakfast or in bed.

“The girls loved it—they could go down to the market in a taxi for fifteen cents and buy very expensive Japanese china for their house and fine linens very inexpensively and go to the movies for ten cents in downtown Manila. We were members of the Army-Navy country club, which was a very nice place for a minimum fee, and there was a polo club out on the outskirts of Manila. This was the only time I ever had a maid until I became an admiral. We paid her five dollars a month and she'd wash and cook a little and make limeade. We lived better while I was an ensign than we ever did before or since.

“Most of the petty officers had been there for sometimes twenty or twenty-five years. They were allowed to ship over and stay. Most of them had Philippine girlfriends ashore.” For those who had no steady liaison, Manila offered the usual vices of prostitution, boozing and gambling favored by men away from home. “They were hard drinking, big and hairy tough guys who had been out there a long time,” recalled Mack of the enlisted men. And the Navy demanded that its officers present a spit and polish formality: “You wore your sword and white services when you went ashore [on official duties with outsiders].”

Army nurse Lt. Madeline Ullom volunteered to serve in the Philippines because of stories related by those who had already completed a four-year tour there. “There were the treasures they displayed, from the hand-carved teak and camphor wood chests, and my desire to experience life in the Orient.”

Her arrival in Manila brought pomp, circumstance and a whiff of romance. “The band played. The crowd waited on the pier. Cars driven by chauffeurs quickly transported us the short distance to the Army and Navy Club. Friends and personnel greeted us. A party atmosphere prevailed. Hours sped away to the late afternoon as the vibrant sunset hues began to filter across the sky above the bay and Dewey Boulevard.

“The first of four unusual rides began through the streets of Manila. Each ride was different and under various circumstances. Calesas and carromatas [carriages], drawn by horses with jingling bells, streaming tassels and nodding plumes, competed with shining limousines, many automobiles, unusual trucks, noisy streetcars and buses and leisurely strolling pedestrians for right-of-way. Horns blew. Sirens screeched. Everyone appeared placid and fearless on the profusely tree-lined streets and boulevards. Many near collisions [occurred] in this cosmopolitan city of many races and different nationalities.

“The chauffeur stopped at the diagnonal walk with two lions at each end of the wall. The nurses’ quarters are located in the hospital compound [Sternberg General Hospital]. Hibiscus, acacia, palms, tropical foliage with orchids anchored to the trees mostly hid the two-story building. A screened porch extended across the front of the first and second stories. A huge spacious living room looked inviting with reed rug, light bamboo furniture with bright colored cushions nestling in the sofas, chairs and on ottomans.

“Windowpanes were shell filled to emit a soft light. Huge ceiling fans slowly revolved. Our rooms were located down the rear corridor from the dining room. The walls between rooms ended about three feet from the ceiling and curtain entrances between two rooms provided more ventilation. Community bath facilities were at the end of the hall.”

The nurses, like Ensign Mack, relied upon the cheap native labor. “A lavender a would do one's laundry on the patio, providing at least a couple of changes of clothes daily, for two-and-a-half dollars a week. Our houseboy, dressed in white trousers and loose-fitting shirts, would take the laundry and return it to the closet or atop the dresser. Shoes were placed outside the door each morning to be cleaned for a charge of fifty cents a week.

“Chinese tailors in the Walled City—Intramuros—made shirts, slacks, white towel coats with colored monograms on the pockets to our specific measurements. The towel coat was very absorbent and useful after tennis and bowling at the Army-Navy Club. Chinese merchants came to the quarters after payday with huge packs of beautiful linens and silks. They were displayed all day on the living room rug. The more experienced nurses taught us to look, to examine and to bargain until our guidelines were established.

“Rosie's Dress Shoppe was a focal point to select clothing for that special occasion. An afternoon of shopping at Rosie's was pleasant. The diminutive lady in slacks and high platform sandals was most solicitous that each visitor would sit in the most comfortable chair, sip the coolest drink and view from a most favorable angle the latest styles via clippings from Philadelphia.”

Undoubtedly there were many of these “special occasions” as Ullom spun through a social whirl that included polo matches, jai alai games, golf, swimming, tennis, tea dances, evenings at the Manila Hotel, the Army-Navy Club and the hangout, Tom Dixie's Kitchen. She took trips to local tobacco, hat and hemp factories, toured plantations and agricultural stations, prowled the native markets and stores, drank in extraordinary sights like the bat flights at the Montalbam Caves, the numerous active vol-canos and the Chinese cemetery on “the night of recollection.” She shot through whitewater in a banca, a native craft, and inspected villages where life had gone unchanged for hundreds of years.

One of the more impressive experiences came after a “smooth glide over the sparklingly placid waters of Manila Bay. Corregidor appeared like a giant, green tadpole stretched out against the deep blue of the South China Sea. The profuse vegetation gave the impression of a mammoth flower garden on the tadpole's back. The [other] fortified islands, Fort Drum, Fort Frank and Fort Hughes were guardians. The Mariveles Mountains on the verdant Bataan Peninsula were two miles away.”

During her visit to the three-and-a-half-mile-long, one-and-a-half-mile at its widest Corregidor, Ullom stood on the porch of the medical officers’ quarters at night and saw the lights of Manila. She rode a car around the fortress isle and gazed at “steep green cliffs and down into deep and dark blue-green ravines,” part of the natural defenses. She marveled at the supposedly impregnable Malinta Tunnel, a 912-foot-long, 24-foot-wide cave bored into the side of the rock that formed Malinta Hill. Inside the Tunnel, she saw the areas assigned to various military units in the laterals, 160-foot-long offshoots, 15 feet wide.

Maj. Albert Svihra, USMA ‘22 and a law school graduate, brought his family along when assigned as a legal officer in the Philippines in 1940. His personal automobile arrived three months later and he wrote to his parents, “We were certainly stranded here without it, particularly as the first two weeks we stayed in some temporary quarters and had to go about a mile to the Officers Club for our meals. After we got settled in, it wasn't so bad as deliveries of groceries, etc. are made right to your door. A bus drawn by mules comes by for the children to take them to school and my office is but a few minutes from our quarters.

“Our Christmas was somewhat different from former ones. We had a tree for the children but it did not seem the same, even to them—not when they could run around in play suits and go swimming at the pool Xmas morning.” His personal responsibilities and his duty did not allow Svihra the same opportunities as those of Madeline Ullom. He noted he had seen little more than “rice paddies, small native villages called barrios. … It is like a different world altogether.”

Foreign civilians, particularly those with important jobs, lived on an even grander scale. Betsy McCreary lived in Iloilo, capital city of Panay Island, while her father, a former government official, worked for a railroad company operating on Panay and nearby Cebu. The McCreary clan had an Iloilo home on a large parcel of railroad company property. In 1941, fifteen-year-old McCreary was a member of a small American-European community that centered much of its social life around the Iloilo Club with its tennis courts, indoor badminton court marked out on the ballroom floor, and the inevitable men's bar. “It also had a library where we would come in the evenings and read Life, Saturday Evening Post, Tatler and London Illustrated News in which I followed the lives of the Princesses Elizabeth and Margaret Rose.

“It was an idyllic life,” she recalled, “being a white colonial, living in the Philippines. We had two maids and a seamstress. There were four gardeners, the chauffeur, the lavendera with her assistants, the cook who probably had her own assistants—family members in the outbuildings which was their domain. It was very hot; there was no air-conditioning except in movie houses. After running around you might take three showers a day. I would take one, leave my clothes on the bathroom floor along with the wet towel. Before the night was out, all my changes of clothes had been washed and ironed and put back in place.”

The family followed local custom. Says McCreary, “I was never allowed downtown to the fabric store or the dressmaker's unless I had a brother, the chauffeur or one of the maids with me. I remember seeing American movies showing carefree young kids sauntering to the corner drugstore to meet their friends for an ice cream soda. And not an adult in sight. To me they seemed to have such freedom.”

Like almost all of the colonials, McCreary attended private schools. In 1941 she was enrolled in the Brent School, an Episcopal institution located in the mountains of northern Luzon. “Only Americans and Europeans could attend,” remembers McCreary. “We had a lot of Navy juniors from Shanghai and Hong Kong. They came to Brent because in Hong Kong they would have to go to a British school where American history would certainly not be part of the curriculum. And if these Navy boys wanted to follow their fathers to Annapolis, they would have to know American history. The last year we lost the Army and Navy kids. [Dependents of U.S. service personnel had been ordered home en masse.]

“The ‘day hops’ were children of miners [there were gold and copper operations around Baguio] and then there were the boarders, the Army and Navy kids, children from Manila or like myself from one of the southern islands or from one of the sugar centrals [large cane processing installations] on Luzon where there wouldn't be a school except for the Filipino children.” One of her fellow students at Brent was John Eisenhower, the son of Dwight D., then a major serving on MacArthur's Philippine staff.

While the Americans prospered and enjoyed their lives in the Philippines, their rivals for Pacific hegemony had been building themselves into a world power. Although the Japanese struck without a formal declaration of war and at an unexpected site, a confrontation between the West and the Imperial Empire had been brewing since the turn of the century. Following the first explorations by intrepid sailors in the early eighteenth century, the British, Dutch and French had already established themselves in the Far East via colonization of southeast Asian territory when the United States first raised its flag in the region. Commodore Perry in the middle of the nineteenth century opened trade with Japan through shotgun diplomacy and then the United States acquired the Philippines as one of the spoils of war from the defeat of Spain in 1898.

Japan became a player in the imperial game with its shift from an isolated, feudal agrarian society to a modern industrial nation, signaled initially by success in the war with Czarist Russia in 1904-05. In the role of an ally of the West during World War I, Japan participated minimally, but cashed in with some gains from the former possessions of Germany's empire. These included trusteeship over the Carolina, Marshall and Marianas Island groups, east of the Philippines.

As early as 1907, the United States had engendered resentment in Japan with the first significant laws to ban Asiatic immigrants. By the early 1920s, friction between competing East and West interests heightened amid efforts to devise a formula for control of military outlays. Ultimately, the Washington Conference specified a ratio for capital ships and armament that left Japan forty percent below both Great Britain and the United States. However, the restrictions also influenced the design of American heavy cruisers. Limited to ten thousand tons displacement, these vessels were forced to sacrifice speed, armor and armament in order to have available the fuel necessary to operate in the Western Pacific from existing U.S. bases.

The treaty, to the dismay of American naval strategists, also forbade further fortifications in the Pacific islands controlled by the United States as well as those under the British, French and Japan. Efforts to revise the agreement at London in 1930 brought some compromises that satisfied none of the parties.

By the mid-1930s, the more aggressive elements of the Japanese military-industrial complex, responding both to an Imperial tradition and the ravages of a worldwide depression, dominated their country's affairs. In 1931, a bogus incident in the Chinese province of Manchuria provoked a full-scale attack. Japan conquered the unorganized defending army and created a puppet, “independent” state called Manchuko.

During the 1930s, a series of attempted coups and assassinations shook Japan. Ultimately, the proponents of a greater Japan as the only means to preserve the Empire triumphed. Expansion became the goal. The policy dictated a substantially larger army and navy. That meant circumventing the international treaties by surreptitiously building a pair of huge battleships, the Yamato and the Musashi, which were so much bigger than anything that existed that if the United States had attempted to match them, the American vessels could not have passed through the Panama Canal.

To Western diplomats and military strategists, the Sino-Japanese War of 1937 and the bellicose statements issued from Tokyo ordained a collision course with the forces of Nippon. Achievement of Japanese aims could not be satisfied with indigenous resources and the only way to sustain the Empire lay in a southern advance. That meant bumping heads with the British, Dutch, French and Americans rather the Soviet Union, a northern military threat but not a tempting reservoir of raw materials.

Americans sympathized with the Chinese as newsreels showed the ravages of war inflicted upon civilians. When Japanese bombers sank the American gunboat Panay on the Yangtze River in 1937 hostility rose sharply, even after an apology and indemnity payment. American civilians and service personnel in China perceived a growing arrogance that bordered on contempt among those Japanese military whom they encountered.

Western powers sought to curb the ambitions of their rival through diplomacy and when thwarted there resorted to an embargo that denied Japan raw materials, particularly oil. The Japanese denounced the A,B,C,D countries (America, Britain, China and the Dutch) as intent on destroying their way of life and their culture. They sought to rally support by claiming they would liberate all of Asia from Western imperialism.

For the United States, the Philippines—which blocked access to the Dutch East Indies, the British South Pacific possessions (including Australia) and our own outposts at Guam and Wake—were an obvious target for any military moves. The archipelago's northernmost reaches lie less than 350 miles from mainland Asia. Flight distance from Formosa (Taiwan), the big island wrested away from China by Japan, is perhaps 700 miles to the Philippines’ largest city, Manila.

Triangular in shape, numbering 7,100 separate islands—little more than one-third even have names—the Philippines stretch more than 1,100 miles from north to south and nearly 700 miles east to west. The biggest of the landmasses, Luzon, equals Denmark, Belgium and Holland combined. Mindanao, the second largest, is slightly greater in size than Indiana.

Tropical in climate, much of the archipelago was covered with thick jungle and contained vast swamps and rice paddies that swelled and shrank with rainy and dry seasons. Swift-flowing streams and deep arid gullies created during the dry months crisscrossed the land. Rugged ridges of hills and steep ranges of mountains further divided the countryside. Hot humid days on the plains and in cities like Manila during the long summers sent inhabitants who could afford it to the cool, dry climes of mountain resort towns like Baguio, the summer capital.

The 1935 census listed a population of thirteen million with a variety of ethnic and tribal bodies. The most common background was described as Filipino-Malay, descendants of voyagers from Southeast Asia. Another strain had an Indonesian heritage. The most indigenous people, shrinking in numbers, were the Negritos, genuine pygmies whose average height fell short of five feet. A substantial number of Chinese, Europeans, Americans and Japanese added to the mix.

Most Filipinos followed Christianity, with Roman Catholicism dominant, but Moros or Moslems in large numbers worshipped on Mindanao and a chain of smaller islands to the southwest. Buddhists and pagans also practiced their particular beliefs.

The severe terrain and the often treacherous waters between the islands separated people. A Babel of languages and dialects limited communication between the inhabitants and baffled Americans. All of these natural elements would influence events during both the defense and subsequent liberation of the Philippines.

Although the United States had decisively defeated the Spanish fleet in the Battle of Manila Bay in 1898 and routed the occupying army, some citizens did not immediately accept American control after a peace treaty in which Spain ceded the territory to the United States. A Filipino doctor, Emilio Aguinaldo, who had led a revolt against the previous occupiers, fighting alongside the Americans, now battled the new masters. Captured by U.S. troops, Aguinaldo signed an oath of allegiance to Uncle Sam in 1901 and the Philippines became a U.S. possession.

As comfortable as it was for the white colonials, America by the 1930s had lost its appetite for territory so far from the mainland and for rule so inimical to the tradition of freedom. That these colonial holdings no longer seemed profitable also weighed upon the minds of government officials, particularly as the Great Depression blighted the economy. Responding to needs at home and the agitation within the islands, an agreement between the United States and local leaders specified that the Commonwealth of the Philippines, established in 1935, would receive complete independence in 1946. Until that time, the United States would control only matters of foreign affairs and defense with participation in these activities by the local government. The citizens elected Manuel Luis Quezon as the first president of the Commonwealth.

Eager as the islands were to escape from American rule, the political powers recognized the threat from Japan. In this matter, the desires of both the Philippine authorities and the United States were the same. Aware of the potential for a conflict with Japan, Quezon hired an old friend, Gen. Douglas MacArthur, then chief of staff for the U.S. Army, as military advisor.

The Philippines was familiar turf to Douglas MacArthur. His father, Gen. Arthur MacArthur, a Civil War veteran, had participated in the campaign to oust the Spanish from the Philippines and then subdue a rebellion against American rule. Immediately after graduation from the U.S. Military Academy at West Point as top man in his Class of 1903, Douglas MacArthur worked as an engineer in the Philippines to help map the territory. “The Philippines charmed me. The delightful hospitality, the respect and affection expressed for my father, the amazingly attractive result of a mixture of Spanish culture and American industry, the languorous laze that seemed to glamorize even the most routine chores oflife, the fun-loving men, the moonbeam delicacy of its lovely women, fastened me with a grip that has never relaxed.”

It was not all lush, tropical romance, for on one occasion MacArthur shot it out with a pair of “desperadoes,” killing both with his pistol. He reported that his sergeant rushed up, surveyed the damage and in an Irish brogue remembered by MacArthur said, “Begging thu Loo'tenant's paddon, but all the rest of the Loo'tenant's life is pure velvet.”

A few years later MacArthur found himself on a mission in Mexico as part of an effort by Washington to curb what it considered excesses by that country against U.S. citizens. Again he wound up in the midst of a shootout and his exploits brought a recommendation for a Medal of Honor, but the War Department squelched the proposal.

By World War I, MacArthur had advanced to the rank of colonel, serving as chief of staff for the U.S. 42nd Division, sometimes known as the Rainbow Division, part of the American Expeditionary Force that fought in France. “I had long felt it was imperative to know by personal observation what the division had to face … I went to see General de Bazelaire [a French commander] but he was reluctant to authorize me to join a French raiding party out to capture Boche prisoners. I told him frankly, ‘I cannot fight them if I cannot see them.’ ”

The patrol proved every bit as dangerous as General Bazelaire feared, with a crawl through barbed wire, artillery, small arms fire and grenades. “The fight was savage and merciless,” recalled MacArthur. “When we returned with our prisoners these veteran Frenchmen crowded around me, shaking my hand, slapping me on the back and offering me cognac and absinthe.” The Allies pinned a Croix de Guerre on MacArthur to which his own commanders added a Silver Star.

MacArthur continually led his men out of the trenches, and his personal bravery plus his adept strategy and tactics as a brigade commander added four more Silver Stars and a pair of Distinguished Service Crosses. A brigadier general by the Armistice and commander of the Rainbow Division, MacArthur achieved a reputation for personal courage under fire and irregular military dress. “I wore no iron helmet because it hurt my head. I carried no gas mask because it hampered my movements. I went unarmed because it was not my purpose to engage in personal combat, but to direct others. I used a riding crop out of long habit on the plains. I fought from the front as I could not effectively manipulate my troops from the rear.”

Always dapper, younger than most senior officers, Mac-Arthur developed a rapport with the doughboys of that era. His successes and his style also generated a hearty disdain in some colleagues and superiors.

During the early 1920s, MacArthur returned to the Philippines for a three-year stint and became friendly with the former rebel and now political leader, Manuel Quezon. In succeeding years he did a tour as commandant at West Point and ascended to the post of Army chief of staff. For a time he adroitly managed to avoid political bear traps during an era of turmoil, ranging from the court-martial of Gen. Billy Mitchell (the early exponent of air power), the pressure of disarmament forces and the ever thinner budgets for the military.

He railed against the opposition: “Pacifism and its bedfellow Communism are all about us. … For the senti-mentalism and emotionalism which has infected our country we should substitute hard common sense.” His views generated denunciations that included voices in Congress. “I was harassed ceaselessly in the effort to force me into acceptance of their appeasement… ”

In his role as chief of staff MacArthur focused on the profession of war and its future. He studied the past and thought of the future. He foresaw maneuver and movement as decisive, recognizing that planes, tanks and mechanization meant the end of WW I-style trench combat with its massive, immobile armies confronting one another. He argued in favor of stockpiling the strategic materials that would become so critical for WW II and he reestablished the Order of the Purple Heart, a medal issued to those wounded or killed due to enemy action.

But in 1932 he stumbled. Some twenty-five thousand WW I veterans, accompanied often by their families, had encamped in Washington, D.C., while they sought federal payment for their service during the war. They dubbed themselves the Bonus Expeditionary Force (BEF) and MacArthur, always hostile to any group that seemed to lack respect for the forces of law and order—the habits of a lifetime in a military environment—scoffed at what he perceived as a rabble of malcontents. “In the end,” said Mac-Arthur, “their frustration combined with careful needling by the Communists, turned them into a sullen, riotous mob.”

According to American Caesar, William Manchester's admired biography of MacArthur, he considered ninety percent of the bonus marchers fakes although a Veterans Administration survey found ninety-four percent had Army or Navy service records, with more than two-thirds having served overseas.

MacArthur mobilized troops to deal with the squatters. After members of the BEF scuffled with soldiers near the Capitol, the General defied orders from President Herbert Hoover and directed his forces to evict the main body of supplicants from a campground across the Anacostia River. In the ensuing melee, tents, shacks and makeshift shelters were put to the torch, and tear gas and bayonets were used to rout the civilians, leaving two babies dead and a child lacerated by a bayonet. (In his book, Reminiscences, MacArthur insisted no one was killed.)

Backed up by Secretary of War Patrick Hurley, MacArthur gracefully attributed his victory over the BEF to his commander-in-chief, thereby robbing Hoover of any chance to disassociate himself from the actions. But it was truly a Pyrrhic victory. President Franklin D. Roosevelt, inaugurated little more than six months later, bent on curing the Depression and suspicious of MacArthur's ambitions, kept him and his army on a short leash and starved for funds. Tarred by a personal scandal involving a mistress, described as a “Eurasian beauty,” buffeted by cliques in the military establishment whose animosity dated back to WWI and resented by veterans for his treatment of the BEF, MacArthur, after Roosevelt refused to extend his tour as chief of staff for more than a matter of months, expected to retire.

At that moment Manuel Quezon, who as a youthful guerrilla major had surrendered his sword to Gen. Arthur MacArthur, arrived in Washington, D.C., to confer about defense of the Commonwealth until full independence a decade later. In a typical piece of political wizardry that removed a person whom he considered a threat and at the same time strengthened the U.S. position in the Far East, Franklin Roosevelt arranged for Congress to fund a U.S. military mission in the Philippines. Quezon found MacArthur delighted to accept the post of military advisor, with $33,000 a year added to his salary as a U.S. major general, a considerable stipend for the 1930s. To serve as MacAr-thur's chief of staff, the War Department assigned Maj. Dwight David Eisenhower, an aide to MacArthur when he commanded the U.S. Army. (The experience led Eisenhower to respond later to a question of whether he knew MacArthur: “I studied dramatics under him for four years in Washington and five in the Philippines.”)

MacArthur sailed to the Philippines on the steamship President Harding, taking along with him his ailing mother, Pinky MacArthur. At sea, the general courted an attractive, diminutive thirty-seven-year-old, Jean Marie Faircloth, a native of Murfreesboro, Tennessee. The two continued to spend increasing amounts of time together in Manila, and in 1937 they were married. A son, Arthur MacArthur IV, was born in 1938.

The general had taken up residence in a six-room penthouse atop the Manila Hotel and immersed himself in building the Philippines into a defensive stronghold, “a Pacific Switzerland.” Under the strategy created by his predecessors in the War and Navy Departments, MacArthur was expected to operate in accord with War Plan Orange (WPO), modified slightly over the years and coded as WPO-1, WPO-2 and finally WPO-3.

The War Plan Orange scenario envisioned meeting a thrust by the Japanese at the Philippines with a retreat of the defenders into the narrow, junglelike peninsula of Ba-taan, which lay along the western edge of Manila Bay and was backed up by several fortified islands, including the redoubt at Corregidor whose big guns could deny any enemy the use of the Manila anchorage. The resistance would be expected to contain the Japanese until the military might of the United States, convoyed by the Navy, would cross the Pacific and blast the invaders from the archipelago.

Interviewed by Clare Boothe Luce on a visit by her to the Philippines, MacArthur had responded to her question of a formula for defensive warfare with the terse response “Defeat.” He had also informed Luce of his notions for offensive warfare: “Did you ever hear the baseball expression, ‘Hit ‘em where they ain't’?” WPO in any shape hardly fitted MacArthur's vision for waging war. While not openly disavowing WPO, he determined to design an organization that need not retreat to Bataan.

Instead of a small, elite military capable of holding off a much larger opposition by dint of carefully prepared, well-stocked positions that employed terrain and vegetation for its own advantage, MacArthur sought to develop enough ground, air and sea strength to make any strike at the Philippines too costly for the Japanese, even after independence in 1946. He envisioned an army which, with its active duty and reserve elements, added up to forty Filipino divisions, four hundred thousand soldiers, trained, equipped and led by a cadre of officers schooled at a local replica of West Point. His navy would be fifty speedy, torpedo-armed boats that would ply the surrounding waters with such swiftness and stealth that they could disrupt the approach of any large ships. For control of the sky he considered 250 aircraft necessary. To go from blueprints to reality, MacArthur estimated a period of ten years and an expenditure of a quarter billion dollars by the Commonwealth along with subsidies from the United States to meet its responsibilities.

For all of the years he had spent in the Philippines previously and his experiences as chief of staff during the first years of the Great Depression, MacArthur's schemes lacked a sense of reality. The belief that American officers and noncoms along with those Filipino graduates of West Point could transform the conscripts into fully qualified soldiers after five-and-a-half months of training was a fantasy. The men, however willing, were not reared in the kind of industrial society that marked the West. They did not have either the experience or the education to adapt quickly to the demands upon modern troops. When they started to arrive at the training camps in 1937, those charged with transforming the draftees into soldiers discovered their recruits spoke eight distinct languages and eighty-seven different dialects. More than one-fifth, including some designated as first sergeants or company clerks, were illiterate in any tongue. The sharp divisions and deficiencies in language skills and customs seriously hampered instruction and communication.

Equally defeating, the Commonwealth was no more prepared to provide the kinds of appropriations necessary to field the requisite number of men and equipment each year than was the United States with its own armed forces. The original local budget of $25 million annually was almost instantly pared to less than one-third that figure and, in the year preceding Pearl Harbor, appropriations came to a measly $1 million.

General MacArthur, however, continued to argue that he could and would make the Philippines impregnable. Both his case and his achievements were hampered by his alienation from Washington, D.C. Pacifist elements regarded MacArthur as a warmonger. Few in Congress cared to expend great sums on fortifications or armaments for a place that would soon be free of U.S. control. MacArthur's influence in the States waned further as he was forced to retire from active duty as an American officer when he refused to relinquish his appointment as the Philippine commander with the rank of field marshal.

MacArthur's inability to procure military hardware and money for the defenses of the Commonwealth stirred doubts in Quezon. The Japanese conquests in China persuaded Quezon that a declaration of neutrality might be the one way to avoid turning his country into a battleground. He even contemplated dismissal of MacArthur and shocked his field marshal with a public statement, “It's good to hear men say that the Philippines can repel an invasion, but it's not true and the people should know it isn't.” Newspapers in the Philippines published the conflicting views of the president and his military advisor, causing considerable anxiety among the reading public. (Again, MacArthur's memoirs do not indicate any difference of opinion with Quezon.)

While MacArthur initially could not persuade either the government in Washington or the one in Manila to open the public purse for defense—indeed, the stinginess of the Commonwealth legislators forced a cutback in even the meagre effort to create a local army; morale fell and time in training shrank—events on the world stage obligated those responsible to rethink their positions.

The bombs and bullets that shattered the peace of Europe in September 1939 emphatically declared that neither negotiations nor appeasement could prevent war. The blitzkrieg juggernaut of Nazi Germany that rolled over Poland, Denmark, Norway, Holland, Belgium and finally France, the bare escape of British troops from Dunkirk, the siege of London by Adolf Hitler's Luftwaffe, cast doubt over the ability of Great Britain to defend its Far East empire.

The Japanese seized the opportunity to take over French Indochina and pressured Dutch and French colonies to accept Tokyo's concept of a “Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere,” in which there was little doubt who would be the senior partner and chief beneficiary. The top U.S. Army officer in the Philippines, Maj. General George Grunert, agreed with MacArthur that appeasement of the Japanese would only encourage further aggression. Whereas MacArthur's shouts of alarm may have been regarded as aimed at self-aggrandizement, Grunert, an insider, could influence Washington.

No slouch at exploiting an opportunity himself, MacArthur wrote to the current occupant of the Army chief of staff slot, Gen. George C. Marshall, and noted that since the Philippine Army soon would be absorbed into that of the United States—a leap of MacArthur's imagination since the War Department had not yet come to that decision—he expected to shut down his office as military advisor. He suggested to Marshall the establishment of a Far East command covering all U.S. Army activities and nominated himself to be in charge.

After dithering over the idea for several months, worsening conditions convinced the policymakers to adopt MacArthur's idea. Along with extra appropriations designed to strengthen the indigenous forces, a cable from Marshall on July 27, 1941, announced creation of the United States Army Forces in the Far East (USAFFE) and recalled MacArthur to active duty, designating him the commanding officer. In his memoirs, MacArthur remarked, “I was given the rank of lieutenant general, although my retired rank was that of a full general.”

MacArthur now had the role he coveted and a platform from which to importune ears no longer deaf to the sounds of Japan's marching feet. But America was close to ten thousand miles away, its defense factories only slowly gearing up and their main customers, Great Britain and the Soviet Union, already in a shooting war with the Axis Powers of Germany and Italy, also demanding the tools to fight.


[image: ]

MACARTHUR ASSUMED THAT his mission, which had begun in 1935, was to prepare the archipelago for an inevitable clash with the Japanese. During the first few years of his tenure, even as he futilely strove to impress the politicians and brass hats half a world away as well as those a stone's throw off from his Manila headquarters, the Philippines, as Mack, Svihra, McCreary and others testified, remained a kind of paradise for those Americans posted there. But the general understood that paradise to be on the verge of calamity and grappled with his circumstances.

Short on money, equipment and trained fighting men in 1941, MacArthur's USAFFE could nevertheless boast of some assets and, with President Roosevelt convinced that confrontation with Japan appeared inevitable, the promise of a substantial enhancement of resources as quickly as possible. On hand the general could count upon a cadre of 297 graduates of West Point. The most senior were MacArthur and a former football all-American, coast artilleryman Col. Paul Bunker, Class of'03. The most junior included several from the Class of ‘41—infantry lieutenants like Alexander “Sandy” Nininger and Hector Polla, who arrived only ten days before the attack on Pearl Harbor. Mixed in were officers from almost every class between—former cavalryman Gen. Jonathan Wainwright ‘06, infantry specialist Gen. Clifford Bluemel ‘09, engineer Col. Hugh J. Casey ‘18, the military law expert Albert Svihra ‘22, Italian-born infantry leader Floyd Forte ‘34 and bomber pilot Colin P. Kelly ‘37. The practice of admitting a few men from the Philippines to West Point resulted in nineteen well-schooled Filipino officers like Vicente Lim ‘14 and Fidel V. Segundo ‘17, both of whom commanded Philippine Army divisions.

In the delicate minuet to prevent trodding on the sensitive toes of the host people, forty-five of the American West Pointers along with a number of non-Academy, regular army officers and noncoms were attached to the existing—largely on paper in some instances—twelve Philippine Army divisions. Although they technically served as advisors to the Filipino officers, the latter almost always deferred to the Americans.

To achieve his goals MacArthur, on September 1,1941, began to mobilize the Philippine Army. Elements of the ten reserve divisions, who theoretically had already undergone some training, were to be called up gradually until a total of seventy-five thousand would be on active duty by December 15.

MacArthur, who received his fourth star as a full general shortly after he assumed his new post, while hectoring Washington to satisfy his dire needs, voiced optimism for the future. In October 1941 MacArthur became privy to a plan known as Rainbow Five, the overall Allied strategy for war with Japan and with the other Axis powers (the British, the Dutch and the free French were already at war with Germany and Italy). He conceded the loss of the U.S. possessions of Wake, Guam and the Philippines. The scenario assumed that in a two-ocean, worldwide conflict the Philippines could not be held. In that respect, Rainbow superseded Orange.

MacArthur, while not opposing Rainbow Five, argued that it was a mistake to write
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