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Preface: Intersected Lives







NOT SINCE the immense fame of Grant, Sherman, and Lee at the close of the Civil War have three generals become such household names as Douglas MacArthur, George C. Marshall, and Dwight D. Eisenhower by the climax of World War II. Colleagues, and on occasion competitors, they had leapfrogged each other, sometimes stonewalled each other, even supported and protected each other, throughout their celebrated careers.


They were each created five-star generals when that super-rank was authorized by Congress in December 1944. In the public mind they appeared, in turn, as glamor, integrity, and competence. Presidential talk long hovered about them. But for the twists of circumstance, all three—rather than only one—might have occupied the White House.


MacArthur, Marshall, and Eisenhower were each featured on the covers of Time, when that accolade, in a pre-television era, confirmed a sort of eminence.* All three would appear on postage stamps evoking their signature traits. Their immediately recognizable faces were remarkable indices of personality. MacArthur’s hawklike granite gaze conveyed his head-strong, contrary tenacity. Marshall’s seamed, inscrutable look suggested the austere middle America of portraits by Grant Wood. Eisenhower’s ruddy, balding head and familiar grin brought to mind less the Kansas of his boyhood than the Everyman which admirers always saw in him.


Collectively they represented twentieth-century America at its crest. MacArthur was always City: Washington, Manila, Tokyo, and finally New York, where he retired to the thirty-seventh floor of the Waldorf Towers. Marshall was Suburbs, with a small-town upbringing in western Pennsylvania and an unpretentious home twenty miles from the capital in Leesburg, Virgina, where he was devoted to his vegetable garden. Eisenhower was Country, out of the rural Midwest, and ended his years on his manicured swath of model farm near Gettysburg.


Their trajectories, however upward, reflected their differences. Harry Truman’s last secretary of state, Dean Acheson, once said of General Marshall, “The title fitted him as though he had been baptized with it.” MacArthur, son of a general, was born and bred to be one. However ambitious, Eisenhower had his stars thrust upon him. Yet their military lives intersected for decades. MacArthur and Marshall were young officers in the newly captured Philippines, seized from declining Spain. Eisenhower emerged later, as a junior aide to MacArthur in Washington and again in Manila, until World War II erupted in Europe. The flamboyant MacArthur and the unpretentious Marshall were both colonels in France during World War I, the career of one taking flight there, to brigadier general and beyond, the career of the other plunging afterward to mere postwar captain, then agonizingly creeping back up, but seemingly never far enough. Despite MacArthur’s four early stars—at forty-nine—when chief of staff, he would keep the future of his contemporary, who still had none in the early 1930s, in frustrating limbo.


Serving fourteen of his thirty-seven years in the army under both men, Eisenhower was an assistant to MacArthur—invisible, and painfully aware of going nowhere—and then deputy to Marshall, who rocketed him to responsibility and to prominence. In seven years with MacArthur, laboring in the arid peacetime vineyards, Eisenhower earned a promotion of one grade, from major to lieutenant colonel, changing the oak leaves on his collar from gold to silver. In seven months under Marshall—under the vastly altered circumstances of global war—he earned a constellation of stars and a major command.


Each of the three might have coordinated D-Day in Normandy, the most complex and consequential Western military operation in World War II. All three would be army chiefs of staff, Marshall and then Eisenhower becoming in turn the ostensible superior of their onetime boss, MacArthur, who brooked no bosses.


While MacArthur was sweepingly imperial in manner, the ideal viceroy for a postwar Japan where its humiliated emperor was reduced to a symbol, Eisenhower, genial and flexible, proved the exemplary commander of quarrelsome multinational forces. The self-effacing Marshall possessed such intense respect worldwide that when he entered Westminster Abbey, unannounced, to take his seat at the coronation of young Elizabeth II, the entire congregation arose.


One often remembers people for their associations. In the cases of the three generals, these reflect and magnify their differences. One kept his court; the second kept his own counsel; the third found confidants ranging from his wartime lady chauffeur to his peacetime bridge partners. MacArthur’s style was as a monarch to his minions. His closest associate since the 1930s was his erratic but devoted intelligence chief, Major General Charles Willoughby, a Great War veteran born in Germany who claimed a Prussian pedigree but discarded the unhelpful surname of Tscheppe-Wiedenbach. He affected the airs of an English officer, took an English name and what passed for an English accent, and wore a pincenez on a silken cord. Always onstage himself, MacArthur prized an actor as much as he valued utter loyalty.


Nearly parallel in fidelity was Major General Courtney Whitney, an early army pilot who, between the wars, practiced brokerage and law in Manila and belonged to the same Masonic lodge in Luzon as did MacArthur. Recalled to duty in 1940, he landed on MacArthur’s staff and accompanied him to Australia, then back to the Philippines and on to Japan. An efficient organizer, he ran, remotely, several liaison operations with guerrillas in the Philippines, but, since he commanded an office in Brisbane, he first returned to the islands with MacArthur only in a photo of the landing in Leyte, which he had doctored for his purposes by pasting his large head atop another aide’s slender body. George Marshall would tell MacArthur that he had a court, rather than a staff, and Courtney Whitney, known as “Court,” embodied it. Displaying his evidences of devotion to duty, he would reminisce to visitors about slogging ashore at MacArthur’s side. Yet that duty was authentic even if the heroics were not. When he directed MacArthur’s Government Section in the Japanese Occupation, Whitney oversaw efficiently the crash-course preparation of a democratic constitution for Japan. A fantasist himself, MacArthur appreciated kindred spirits.


MacArthur arranged for both generals, neither of whom ever commanded anyone in combat, but whom MacArthur lavishly bemedaled, to write and publish hagiographic postwar biographies of him which he freely and imaginatively dictated. Later he wrote his own lucrative memoirs, much of it drawn from their books, which were in effect his. Eisenhower sold outright, for a substantial six figures, his own World War II memoir, then dictated it, for further editing, to a stenographer employed by his publisher. Marshall refused a million dollars for his war memoirs—at a time when a million was real money.


Marshall eschewed flattery as well as fame; yet even he needed advocates. His first abettor in the White House, when Marshall was still a Depression-era colonel whose dreary, seemingly dead-end job was in part to oversee New Deal make-work projects that worked, was a reform-minded Midwestern social worker, Harry Hopkins, whose health at best was chronically frail, and income marginal, but who loved racetracks and nightclubs. (Neither venue interested Marshall in the least.) Hopkins rose from deputy director of emergency relief in Albany when Franklin Delano Roosevelt was governor of New York, to administrator of his Works Progress Administration (WPA) in Washington, then to secretary of commerce. Yet his real job was as troubleshooter and practical legs for the wheelchair-bound FDR.


Hopkins became Marshall’s informal link to the White House and, although he never wore a uniform or earned a medal, was the most courageous man the general had ever known. Roosevelt’s shadow, often traveling on missions with Marshall, Hopkins sometimes required blood transfusions on arrival. Not a man to employ first names easily, even for his protégé Eisenhower, Marshall called the dedicated Hopkins “Harry.”


Sir John Dill, a field marshal fired as chief of the Imperial General Staff because Winston Churchill as prime minister wanted to run his own show, was marginalized overseas as liaison with the American Joint Chiefs of Staff. Despite his Sam Browne belt and British swagger stick, and a more authentic English accent than Willoughby could manage, Sir John became irreplaceable in Washington. His masterly tact, and covert conspiracies with Marshall to share confidential information from London, kept the Grand Alliance, often at cross-purposes, functioning when mutual suspicions abounded and Marshall would not suffer fools easily. Once, during the war, Dill’s recall to limbo in England was rumored. Immediately, Marshall plotted a newsworthy award for him from Yale to dramatize Dill’s unique transatlantic reputation, and Churchill drew back. During Dill’s last illness late in the war he asked to be buried at Arlington, although the sacred premises were restricted by law to Americans. Marshall arranged for an overriding joint resolution of Congress, a state funeral, and interment as the dying Dill had wished. George Marshall would not violate a regulation, but he could make things happen.


Eisenhower was the most gregarious of his five-star peers. He needed close companions to whom he could unburden himself, unlike his remote and exacting mentor, George Marshall, who only once in their close, almost father-son relationship inadvertently called him “Ike.” When Eisenhower assumed his first overseas command he took with him a CBS publicist he and Mamie knew, Harry Butcher, who, thanks to a naval reserve commission, became Eisenhower’s “naval aide”—an anomaly never explained other than for its technicality. Butcher’s actual tasks were to be a public relations flack, the keeper of the general’s appointments, mixer of his drinks, and a spare hand at bridge. His key assignment became the maintenance of the general’s “diary”—often not a list of appointments but a litany of rationalizations for why Eisenhower did whatever he thought he had to do. Eventually, the general knew, he would have to account for his actions, perhaps by becoming his own historian. But “Butch” was also ambitious. If Ike were to do great things, Butcher wanted to gain by them, and he became a personal compendium of command gossip, which Eisenhower did not know until Butcher published his mildly indiscreet My Three Years with Eisenhower—a Book-of-the-Month Club selection which the general cautiously refused to read in advance, and quietly disowned. In the case of his lady chauffeur, Eisenhower claimed—and that only privately—to have read only the first and last chapters of her gossipy and intimate postwar memoir.


Eisenhower also needed, as do many commanders, an efficient chief of staff: a shrewd, calculating careerist, content to rise only on the tide of his boss. In Walter Bedell (“Beetle”) Smith, who had been in Marshall’s stable of comers in Washington, Eisenhower found his man, and insisted on taking Smith with him on each new assignment. He was much more than a fourth at bridge. Post-Ike, “Beetle” would rise to be ambassador to Russia, and director of the CIA. Yet he never had as much power as when he ruled on Eisenhower’s authority and kept his confidences—except when Eisenhower confessed that he wouldn’t trade Marshall for fifty MacArthurs. “My God!” he found himself thinking aloud to Bedell Smith, “That would be a lousy deal. What would I do with fifty MacArthurs?”


Confidants who could be counted upon were hard to find, and keep. Eisenhower, who cultivated the myth of the barefoot farmboy from Abilene, Kansas who made good, always needed them and sometimes found them wanting. Not Beetle, who was the model of efficiency, if not tact. MacArthur confided in no one, and Marshall seemed beyond such need, but for a single, wistful, late letter to a beautiful young queen on a tottering European throne.


Their differences only make the intertwined careers of the three iconic generals more poignant. Of their complex intersections over more than five decades, many were dramatic while only a few seem, in retrospect, somewhat deplorable. Marshall would write—and even fabricate, for effect—an unearned Medal of Honor citation for MacArthur, who had given him no end of grief and would continue to do so. The American public, anxious for a larger-than-life hero at a time of accumulating bad news, needed one. A midwar Marshall exchange with a reluctant Eisenhower about his returning home to Mamie suggests much more about Marshall’s intense investment in Eisenhower’s future than meets the eye. MacArthur would allegedly disparage Ike, when he was his five-star peer, as “the best secretary I ever had,” while Eisenhower retorted, in kind, that he had once studied dramatics under MacArthur. Yet the remarkably intersected lives of three generals who were never friends evoke a memorable American saga while encapsulating two-thirds of the twentieth century, when the world seemed always at war. The nation needed all three men, and each needed the other two. Would any of them have achieved as much without the others? Only one would become president, but it is hard to resist speculating about the other two in the White House.


Despite the remarkable confluence of disparate personalities, and their fifteen stars, these were men, not figures in bronze. Perfection eluded them, as it eludes the rest of us. They are the more real for their flaws. They did their nation proud. I salute them here for themselves, and for their interlocking lives and achievements.


Stanley Weintraub


Beech Hill


Newark, Delaware


*Marshall and Eisenhower would each (twice) be “Man of the Year.” MacArthur appeared on the cover of Time on December 29, 1941, in the week usually fixed for that accolade but it went the next week instead to President Roosevelt.
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“Our Tails Are in the Air”







DECEMBER 7, 1941, in San Antonio was another sultry Sunday. Exhausted in the lengthy aftermath of the Louisiana maneuvers, the largest ever in peacetime, Dwight D. Eisenhower, the Third Army chief of staff, now back at country club-like Fort Sam Houston, had tucked into an early lunch and, with a fan whirring, intended to nap the Texas afternoon away. A new brigadier general, his first star confirmed his efficiency in overseeing mock warfare although in the equipment-short army even the weapons were often mock.


The war games between the “Red” and “Blue” forces had ended six weeks earlier. There were continuing lessons to be applied, and the twenty-seven divisions of both armies, 470,000 troops, were still being beefed up by new draftees. Overage and unfit officers identified by lackluster performance were being replaced when possible by comers rising in the revitalized military. From Washington, General George C. Marshall would purge thirty-one of forty-two corps and division commanders.


Overseeing much of the revamping for the Third Army “Blues”—the “Reds” who had “lost” the sham war were Ben Lear’s Second Army—was Eisenhower. He appeared to have overshadowed his boss, Lieutenant General Walter Krueger. Outgoing and accessible to the new breed of reporters covering the maneuvers, “Ike” not only offered good copy, but good bourbon hard to find in a South where many counties—even entire states—were legally dry.


Still in Depression mode, and stubbornly isolationist, Congress remained wary about funding the national defense. As late as that September, the widely read Walter Lippmann, a leading policy guru anxious about the escalating military budget, had published a column in the New York Herald Tribune, “The Case for a Smaller Army.” Only on August 12, 1941, had President Franklin D. Roosevelt managed to persuade the House of Representatives to extend the first peacetime conscription bill (of September 16, 1940) by a single vote—after Chief of Staff George C. Marshall had gone to Capitol Hill to plead personally for it.


Congressional parsimony, the president told Admiral Ernest J. King, who was complaining about shortages in every kind of ship, left not enough butter to cover the bread. Troops in training were literally throwing eggs, and even rocks, to simulate grenades, and using firecrackers, when available, to hoard the live ammunition husbanded for a future battlefield. Eisenhower’s tanks had often been trucks with signboards reading “tank.” Many rifles had been sawed-off broomsticks. It had been tough fighting even a facsimile war so short on reality. Brigadier General George S. Patton’s authentic “Blue” tanks (his armored division was “Red” in the first phase) often had to be refueled from roadside stations, the gas paid for out of Patton’s well-padded wallet, as were replacement bolts he purchased from Sears, Roebuck.


Eisenhower had left instructions not to awaken him. When he sensed an aide hovering over him nonetheless, he quickly understood. He had expected war somewhere, and soon, but he had guessed wrong about where it would begin. Now war was breaking out everywhere in the Pacific, it seemed, from Hawaii westward across the International Date Line to the Philippines, where he had put in time in the 1930s, under Douglas MacArthur. The early reports withheld much bad news. It would take nearly a week before Eisenhower learned that the Japanese had crippled or sunk eight American battleships at their moorings in Pearl Harbor, and destroyed nearly five hundred aircraft on Oahu and on MacArthur’s fiefdom of Luzon.


The formal American declaration of war on December 8 was followed by Nazi Germany’s joining Japan on the 9th and the equivalent response of Congress on the 10th. General Marshall ordered Colonel Charles W. Bundy, War Plans Division deputy for Pacific operations, to Hawaii to survey the ruins. Bundy had reviewed the responses from commanders in the Pacific area to Marshall’s cabled “war warning” of November 27, which had been taken too lightly from Honolulu to Manila. Flying with Bundy was Major General Herbert A. Dargue of the Army Air Forces, who had been posted to Oahu to replace Major General Walter C. Short, Marshall’s appointee now tarnished by the failure in preparedness. In stormy weather their plane crashed into a peak in the Sierras. Marshall urgently needed a replacement in Washington for Bundy.*


Although only crucial calls were being put through to Eisenhower, on the 12th his office telephone rang insistently. He had 240,000 Third Army troops to oversee, spread out before maneuvers from New Mexico to Florida. Many were very raw. Before conscription began in 1940, only 174,000 men were in khaki, nineteenth among armies and just ahead of Bulgaria. (Another 200,000 were in the half-strength and undertrained National Guard.) But the nation was now at war across the world.


Until that second Sunday of the war, Eisenhower’s task was to organize, into some level of readiness, Third Army units whose leaves and weekend passes had suddenly been canceled. They were unlikely to remain where they were much longer. Nor would Eisenhower. On the line was Colonel Walter Bedell Smith in Washington, secretary of the General Staff. “Is that you, Ike? The Chief [of Staff ] says for you to hop a plane and get up here right away. Tell your boss that formal orders will come through later.” Eisenhower hurriedly packed and boarded a train for Washington.


Earlier, George Marshall had turned for advice to an aide whom he had skipped from lieutenant colonel directly to brigadier general, bypassing a colonel’s eagle. The lanky Mark Wayne Clark would lay out the Louisiana maneuvers. “I wish you would give me,” Marshall asked, “a list of ten names of officers you know pretty well, and whom you would recommend to be the head of the Operations Division.” Marshall kept a little black book of names for staffing the expanding army, and, before Louisiana, had met Eisenhower for the first time in years when Ike was in Washington in September 1938, on a mission for MacArthur to secure equipment for the frail Philippine army. Clever and ambitious, Clark had been Eisenhower’s junior at West Point, and seemed to be going places.


“If you have to have ten names,” said Clark, writing just one into his notepad, “I’ll just put nine ditto marks below.” His only recommendation—“Ike Eisenhower.” Since his name kept coming up, Marshall soon asked to be taken to see Colonel Eisenhower—as he then was. The Louisiana maneuvers had begun, and it took a flight to Shreveport, and a two-hour drive to Lake Charles. There, on the second floor of a bank building which had not needed all its space since the Depression, Eisenhower temporarily occupied a room with a desk and a few chairs. On the wall a large map of the exercise in progress was tacked, and the colonel reviewed for Marshall confidently what was supposed to happen when the Third Army “attacked” Lieutenant General Lear’s Second Army.


Inevitably, not everything would work as smoothly as planned. Returning, Marshall fielded gripes that the maneuvers seemed a waste of scarce resources. “My God, Senator,” Marshall told a budget-minded critic, “that’s the reason I do it. I want the mistakes down in Louisiana, not over in Europe.” American troops, he felt sure, would soon be at war across the Atlantic.


The briefing over, Marshall was returned to the airfield in Shreveport and flown back to Washington, where Major General Lesley J. McNair, the army’s director of training, and umpire for the Louisiana games, had offered him evaluations of potential division commanders for the chief ’s black book. At the bottom of McNair’s list of seven, but nevertheless on it, had been Eisenhower. A desk officer who had never commanded more than a battalion, he had been a balding lieutenant colonel nearly fifty when Roosevelt had jumped Marshall, with only one rather new star, over more senior generals for the top job. Having taken his own measure of Eisenhower, whom he had already approved, early in October, for his first star, Marshall ignored McNair’s tepid rating.


In the June before Pearl Harbor, General Krueger had appealed to Washington for a new chief of staff for his Third Army, requesting a younger second-in-command than his retiring incumbent. He wanted someone “possessing broad vision, progressive ideas, a thorough grasp of the magnitude of the problems involved in handling an Army, and lots of initiative and resourcefulness. Lieutenant Colonel* Dwight D. Eisenhower, Infantry, is such a man.…” Marshall needed, wholesale, the caliber of leadership Krueger had described. Also, the obsolete between-


the-wars subdivisions such as cavalry and coast artillery were being eliminated, and the new army reorganized into Ground Forces, Air Forces, and Service Forces. As Marshall liaised with Congress with his characteristic apolitical restraint that disarmed opposition, he overrode old-line generals who complained about “Soviet” tactics, for which his chief deputy, Major General Joseph T. McNarney, was often blamed. “Marshall,” an associate cracked, “is the most accomplished actor in the Army. Everyone thinks MacArthur is, but he’s not. The difference between them is that you always know MacArthur is acting.” But Marshall’s probity was not a performance, and that was its strength.


When the “democratic” army burgeoned under the peacetime draft, prospects brightened for Eisenhower. Relieved to be out of MacArthur’s suffocating grasp, he had written to Major General Kenyon Joyce of IX Corps in July 1941 that the “Philippine situation,” already a remote memory, was puzzling. “That may be the place where the shooting starts [for the U.S.]; but even so, I don’t see how it can ever be anything but a secondary theater.” At war only a month, the Russians seemed to be succumbing to the Germans. Britain could again be alone opposite a burgeoning Nazi continental empire.


Busy preparing for maneuvers at Camp Polk, Louisiana, at the time, Eisenhower learned about Roosevelt’s reactivating MacArthur and federalizing the unready Philippine army. The general would not cable for Ike, which he feared could happen. “I’m happy that the ‘Field Marshal’ didn’t recall my name,” Eisenhower wrote soon after to Wade (“Ham”) Haislip, an old friend who was a new brigadier general and a deputy to Marshall. To a more senior general from Ike’s own days at the War Department, he wrote more sourly that MacArthur must be congratulating himself on his comeback. “He had largely exhausted the possibilities of his former position but he has clearly landed, once again, on his feet!”


The assignment to Krueger had looked like the route to the division command Ike had wanted. Now Eisenhower had something potentially bigger as he headed overnight to Union Station. He was in Washington early on the 14th, the Sunday after Pearl Harbor. On the train he had encountered Sid Richardson, a Texas oil baron and stockman who would later become a close friend, and after the war would stock Eisenhower’s freezers with hundreds of pounds of Texas beef, sausage, and hams. (Ike would develop a soft spot for multimillionaires, who seemed beyond greed and could offer objective advice on nearly anything.) Eisenhower could tell Richardson nothing about his mission, not knowing anything himself.


Wary that he was only being summoned temporarily for his Philippines background, he had told Mamie, who had seen him off, “I’ll be back in a few days.” When she predicted otherwise, he said, “That would just be my luck to sit out this war too!” Armistice Day 1918 had arrived when he was at Camp Colt, on the edge of the old Gettysburg battlefield, awaiting orders to Camp Dix, New Jersey, en route to command a tank unit in France.


Although he arrived on a weekend, Union Station was busier than Eisenhower had ever seen it, echoing with loudspeaker summonses and swarming with uniforms. His younger brother Milton, who worked for the Department of Agriculture and stood out in his civilian clothes and soft hat, met Ike and expected to drive back home to Falls Church, across the Potomac. Ike insisted on going directly to the War Department. Sundays were no longer somnolent in Washington, and the low, stucco, Old Munitions Building at 19th and Constitution Avenue, a “temporary” structure from 1917 where the War Department operated behind a deceptively modern glass facade, was now astir day and night, every day.


The similar Navy Building was linked by a second-floor overpass. To Admiral Harold (“Betty”) Stark, whose tenure as chief of naval operations was about to be terminated, Marshall observed that the nonstop work-weeks reminded him of his early days as an all-purpose lieutenant on Mindoro in the Philippines in 1902, where he was in effect, at twenty-two, the military governor of an isolated island the size of Connecticut. A communications boat arrived at the island every four months, and his troops labored all day long every day, whatever the weather—which was usually rain. “There was no town, no diversion, pretty much no nothing,” Marshall recalled, “but always they would be singing a song as they came in at night, which had one refrain, ‘Every day will be Sunday, Bye and Bye.’ Now-a-days, Sundays are like Mondays and every other day in the week.”


Marshall had been in his office for hours. He was aware that Winston Churchill had sailed under blackout that day, with his chief military and logistical advisers, for Hampton Roads, Virginia, on the new battleship Duke of York to confer with President Roosevelt. It would be a voyage of a week or more over rough seas. Marshall realized that operations had to be in the works at the War Department before decisions materialized in the White House that were more political than practical. On board the Duke of York the prime minister was preparing three position papers for discussion in Washington, “The Atlantic Front,” “The Pacific Front,” and, less confidently, “The Campaign of 1943” to retake occupied Europe. Failing thus far in fighting the Nazis, and now losing swaths of colonial territory to the Japanese—“hanging by our eyelids,” as Sir Alan Brooke, chief of the Imperial General Staff, would put it—the British were coming as supplicants. Still, Churchill’s legendary persuasiveness could be overwhelming.


The first time that Marshall had seen Churchill was when the service chiefs accompanied Roosevelt on the cruiser Augusta in early August to a conference with their British counterparts at Argentia Bay, off Newfoundland. To ensure secrecy, since the United States was not at war, the president did not tell his entourage where they were going until they were shipboard, and Marshall could not even inform Henry Stimson, secretary of war since 1940, or adequately prepare for staff talks. Roosevelt’s seemingly careless management style was often a burden to Marshall, who stonily concealed his irritation.


On Sunday morning, December 7, somewhat later than usual, Marshall had been on horseback on his weekend therapeutic routine prior to leaving rambling, porch-fronted Quarters One at Fort Myer, Virginia. Although he had been ill, Marshall had been working his usual long days. Riding alone on a sorrel ironically named Prepared, with Fleet, his Dalmatian, following, he kept “a pretty lively gait” on the bridle paths around what remained of the experimental farms on the Virginia side of the Memorial Bridge. Just downstream from the National Airport, then under construction on land once part of the farms, the colossus of the Pentagon was beginning to rise.* For Marshall the hour had been a crisp interlude free from telephones and telegrams.


Returning at 10:15, he learned from Katherine about frantic messages from his office. The emergency could not be described. A car was coming for him.


At the State Department, Secretaries Cordell Hull, Henry Stimson, and Frank Knox had already been conferring without waiting for Marshall. They had learned of the open burning of papers at the Japanese embassy on Massachusetts Avenue, and from the covert breaking of the Japanese diplomatic code, of a planned severance of relations. War seemed imminent. All were to meet at the White House with the president at 3:00 P.M. Stimson’s minutes noted, “Hull is very certain that the Japs are planning some deviltry and we are all wondering where the blow will strike…. We all thought that we must fight if the British fought.” A substantial Japanese fleet, convoying apparent troop transports, had been spotted by a British Hudson bomber in the South China Sea, plowing, it seemed, toward Malaya. Furthermore, Japanese envoys in Washington who had dragged out their bargaining on keeping the peace had requested an extraordinary Sunday afternoon meeting with Hull, specifying one o’clock.


Much like everyone else in the government, Marshall had misread the signs by misjudging Japanese audacity. His staff knew from decrypts that Tokyo had ordered an assistant consul in Honolulu (surely a spy) to maintain a chart of what ships were berthed where, and which came and left. The data obtained from peacetime tourist flights over Pearl Harbor seemed intended for the Imperial Japanese Navy—perhaps to identify warships ordered to sea. After all, Oahu was too far from Japan for a strike force not to be observed somewhere en route. Besides, the navy occasionally staged maneuvers interdicting a mock carrier armada off Hawaii.


Logically, war would have to originate elsewhere, most likely against the Philippines, the focus of contingency plans “Orange” and “Rainbow.” Pearl Harbor, Marshall had assured the president from navy advice, was an unlikely target. Response would be rapid. “Enemy carriers, naval escorts, and transports will begin to come under air attack at a distance of approximately 750 miles. This attack will increase in intensity until within 200 miles of the objective, the enemy will be subjected to all types of bombardment closely supported by our most modern pursuit [planes].”


Despite Marshall’s confidence, based on empty assurances from area commanders, reconnaissance by air and by sea was meager, and patrol activity at Pearl Harbor itself was minimal. It was a Sunday morning. The usual on-deck religious services were being readied. Many men were on weekend shore leave. The worries were only in Washington.


Not waiting for the War Department staff car, and with an orderly with him at Fort Myer, Sergeant John Semanko, at the wheel, Marshall rushed in his stepson’s red roadster through quiet Arlington National Cemetery toward the nearly empty Memorial Bridge. At the approaches they waved down the official khaki sedan driven by his primary aide, Master Sergeant James W. Powder, speeding across the Potomac in the other direction. Both jammed their brakes. Marshall transferred vehicles, and Powder made a U-turn and accelerated past the Lincoln Memorial toward the Munitions Building.


Marshall’s staff assumed that whatever action was to be taken was a bureaucratic matter of service jurisdiction, base by base. The Philippines belonged to General MacArthur. The navy ran such Pacific islands and atolls as Guam, Wake, and Midway. The army had fought the navy for years for overseeing the defense of Hawaii, and had prevailed. Major General Walter C. Short, highly regarded in Washington, was well aware of his principal role but radar was primitive and, at his orders, to save fuel and wear-and-tear on scarce new planes, routine air reconnaissance hardly existed, especially on weekends. Nor was the navy flying much. Neither Marshall nor anyone else in Washington knew that a Japanese carrier strike force on an unusual path from the home islands had already lofted reconnaissance float planes toward Oahu and Maui, and that Short’s primary concern for Sunday morning was a golf date at eight with his navy equivalent, Vice Admiral Husband E. Kimmel. It was already nearly dawn in Hawaii, five-and-a-half hours earlier by contemporary time zones. Across the International Date Line on Luzon, where MacArthur had largely dismissed past warnings, it was just after midnight on the 8th, and he was asleep.


Marshall scrawled an updated warning to commands in the Pacific that the Japanese had asked for an unusual meeting with State at one: “Just what significance the hour set may have we do not know but be on alert accordingly.” He telephoned his nautical counterpart, Admiral Stark, to ask whether his commanders should also be notified. Stark first demurred, then called back to have Marshall postscript, “Inform naval authorities of this communication.” Stark even offered radio facilities in the adjacent Navy Building, but Marshall preferred his own channels. Little coordination existed between the War and Navy departments, often rivals for funding and for influence at the White House and on Capitol Hill.


Brigadier General Leonard Gerow and Colonel Bundy, with Marshall, agreed that some hostile action against an American installation was possible at or about one in their time zone, and Gerow suggested that the Philippines should have message priority. Intelligence chief Sherman Miles thought that all recipients would understand the need to “translate it into their own time.” It was 11:58 at the War Department Signals Center when Marshall’s message was delivered for transmission. Forty minutes was the estimated time for all commands to have it—certainly before one o’clock in Washington. On the Japanese carriers, as darkness began to lift, dive bombers and torpedo planes were being readied for takeoff.


Ignoring Gerow’s priorities, the Signals staff obtusely (but alphabetically) sent the first alert to the Canal Zone. The message to Manila went off at 12:06. No one thought of using the scrambler telephone, a new device of uncertain security—yet to be much employed several hours later. As atmospheric conditions since 10:30 A.M. in Washington had made radio traffic to Hawaii unstable, the message to Fort Shafter—army authorities could then warn navy personnel at Pearl Harbor—was sent by commercial Western Union teletype to San Francisco, and by RCA Radio from there to Hawaii. The warning was clocked out at 12:17—then 6:47 A.M. in Honolulu.


In Pearl Harbor, the destroyer Ward, on routine patrol, had just spotted what appeared to be the conning tower of a submarine that should not have been there. A depth charge was deployed, and the incident reported, but the episode was scoffed at onshore as “another of those false reports.” It was already 7:12. The planes from Kido Butai—“Strike Force”—were in the air and would make landfall at 7:48. There would be no golf that Sunday morning for Kimmel and Short. Marshall’s alerts would fail.


Like Eisenhower, MacArthur had also been awakened by telephone with the news from Hawaii. Just before 3:00 A.M. Manila time on Monday the 8th—two in the afternoon Washington time on the 7th yet only 8:30 A.M. that morning in Honolulu—Pacific Fleet commander Vice Admiral Thomas Hart had received a message, “AIR RAID ON PEARL HARBOR. THIS IS NO DRILL.” With that, concerns about scrambler telephones had vanished. Hart sent his second-in-command, Rear Admiral William Purnell, in the darkness across tree-lined Dewey Boulevard from the Manila Hotel to the army headquarters at Calle Victoria in Intramuros, the old Spanish walled city, to alert Richard Sutherland and Richard Marshall, MacArthur’s chief of staff and his deputy. Rather than awaken MacArthur, who had a posh penthouse atop the hotel, Purnell was going through channels as if no emergency existed and nothing would happen before daylight.


Sutherland and Marshall sat up in their beds in shock and took in the news. Assured that the message was authentic—Hart’s duty navy radioman had recognized the “fist” (the sending technique) of his counterpart in Hawaii—Sutherland reached for his telephone and the private line to MacArthur’s quarters. “Pearl Harbor! Pearl Harbor!” MacArthur repeated sleepily. “It should be our strongest point!” Sutherland clicked off, then telephoned MacArthur’s air chief, Brigadier General Lewis Brereton. His aide, Lieutenant Colonel Charles Caldwell, answered on an extension but the ringing had already awakened Brereton. “General, Pearl Harbor has been bombed,” explained Caldwell. “Sutherland is on the phone and wants to talk to you.” It was a brief call. Sutherland knew little else but that the information was genuine.


While hastily dressing, the groggy Brereton shouted to Caldwell that all air units were to be notified and ready for action. It was still dark. He expected attacks any time after sunrise. He and many of his men had barely made it to bed. It had been a long and less than sober Sunday night of partying with pretty Filipinas under the pillars and palms at the Manila Hotel. A ladies’ man who worked hard but also played hard, Brereton generated so much gossip in a later assignment that he earned a written rebuke from Marshall.


Brereton was surprised that war hadn’t come sooner. Purnell had told him earlier that Hart had received an advisory from Marshall and Stark in Washington, dated November 27, that attacks from the Japanese might come any moment. It began, urgently, “This is a war warning.” The same message had gone to MacArthur. Brereton expected bombs to fall that weekend, the 29th or 30th, because the last Saturday in November in the States—a Sunday in Manila—was the date of the traditional Army-Navy football game. Even the Japanese knew that officers in faraway places gathered at their service clubs then to listen, drinks in hand, to teletyped or radioed reports of the action—hours of minimal alertness. Still, nothing—then—had happened. But a week after Marshall’s alert, to document a resolve that papered over the realities, MacArthur on December 3 ordered commanders in the field to hold the beaches wherever the enemy might land, and on December 5, after reports of radar tracking of obvious overflights, to shoot down any intruder sighted. No beach would be defended, and no aircraft were targeted.
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On the Sunday after Pearl Harbor, Marshall’s office door was open when Eisenhower arrived. He saluted formally and was waved to a chair. Having already spent some frustrating years at desks in Washington, and, realizing that careers usually depended upon combat commands, he had hoped not to be back. He knew little, personally, of the aloof, ramrod-erect Marshall. Eisenhower had first encountered him early in 1930, when as a former member of the Battle Monuments Commission in Washington under General John J. Pershing, Major Eisenhower reviewed two chapters of the general’s war memoirs dealing with St.-Mihiel and the Meuse-Argonne. Since Pershing was no stylist, Eisenhower promptly drafted rewrites. Pershing showed them to Lieutenant Colonel Marshall, who was in the city on business from the Infantry School at Fort Benning, Georgia, and Marshall dropped in at Eisenhower’s tiny War Department office to discuss the revisions.


Eisenhower’s former mentor, Major General Fox Conner, under whom he had served in Panama, had lauded Marshall, an operations prodigy in France in 1918, as the coming man in the army—“close to being a genius.” Conner’s highest praise for Ike had been that something was “exactly the way that Marshall would handle it.” Yet Marshall didn’t appear, then, to be going anywhere. The seniority system was ingrained, and the backlog daunting.


Marshall declined to sit down. Standing, to Eisenhower’s discomfort, throughout their conversation, largely one-way, he explained that while he appreciated Eisenhower’s alternatives, they would be inconsistent with the diary format of the book. Further, the diary mode, whatever Pershing’s after-the-


fact additions, appeared less judgmental than a narrative that was more obviously postwar.


Eisenhower knew better than to argue. The diary approach notwithstanding, Pershing had vented his postwar indignation against perceived rivals, and was not about to change his tone after ten years of ponderous writing. In 1931 his book would win the Pulitzer Prize, less for its content than for its author, the aging icon of the American Expeditionary Force in France.


Impressed by Eisenhower despite their differences, Marshall on returning to Fort Benning sent an offer of a teaching post. Eisenhower, Marshall knew, had been first in his class at Fort Leavenworth’s Command and General Staff School. If he went to Benning, Eisenhower realized, he would be commanding a classroom, which didn’t seem career-wise. Mired in his major’s rank for a decade, he hoped that the new assignment in the War Department, despite his petty title of “principal assistant to the assistant deputy chief of staff,” would lead to something more. It was his immediate superior in the Department, the energetic, ultraconservative Brigadier General George Van Horn Moseley, another Pershing staffer in 1918, who had recommended Eisenhower to “Black Jack.”


Under Moseley, Eisenhower’s principal task was to develop an Industrial Mobilization Plan for the army. Postwar indifference about military planning in the 1920s White House had led Wall Street financier Bernard Baruch, who headed the War Industries Board in 1917-18, to push for a War Department preparedness agenda that could be regularly updated, even if unfunded. In 1927 Major Eisenhower had written an industrial planning paper while at the Army War College. It brought him to Moseley’s attention. Stuck in the hidebound army with his single star, Moseley had been G-4 (supply chief) of Pershing’s AEF. Thereafter he had war production on his mind, but in good times, and now bad, the army budget remained starved. Yet if war came, industry would have to be ready for reconversion.


For Moseley, Eisenhower would research potential suppliers across the country, and with West Point classmate Wade Haislip and Leavenworth classmate Leonard Gerow he prepared (it was largely Eisenhower’s draft) a mobilization plan to be revisited through the 1930s. Less than helpful was the retiring chief of staff, the Mesozoic Charles P. Summerall. His undistinguished term ended in 1930. President Hoover’s choice to replace Summerall was the magnetic, youngish Douglas MacArthur, who had an authentic combat record, with rows of medal ribbons.


Rather than improving prospects for a command, Eisenhower’s staff work* and glib pen led to his laboring for MacArthur in Washington and afterward in the Philippines. Now, in Washington again a decade later, Eisenhower discovered that MacArthur was still dominating his life—although with a vast difference. Pearl Harbor had intervened. The general was nine thousand miles away, and despite his confident pose, soon presiding over a débacle.
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Marshall put down one of his many pairs of Woolworth reading glasses which Sergeant Powder purchased for him in bulk and were regularly mislaid, and quickly summed up the calamitous Pacific news Ike had missed while on the train, as well as what he would not have learned in Texas. Although damage assessments rumbled through Congress, the disasters were far worse than reported in the press. Even anti-Roosevelt cranks like Robert R. McCormick of the Chicago Tribune withheld the grim statistics—that eight battleships had been sunk or crippled, that air strength on Oahu was effectively wiped out, and that but for two carriers away at sea, the fleet was ravaged. While the worst was being kept from the American public, the Japanese surely knew their successes from their aerial photos. Eisenhower was shocked.


Solutions of every sort were lacking. Hardly two years before, Eisenhower had only been MacArthur’s deskbound and exploited aide. Now, operational responsibility for East Asia and the Pacific was, immediately, to be his—MacArthur included. Mamie was right.


Oahu and Luzon, Eisenhower was briefed, were both worse, militarily, than a shambles. If the Japanese wanted to return and finish the job in both places, they very likely could. After Secretary of the Navy Frank Knox’s flying inspection trip to Hawaii, Roosevelt told him to get Admiral Chester W. Nimitz “the hell out to Pearl and [to] stay there ‘til the war is won.” Nimitz’s wife gushed, “You always wanted to command the Pacific Fleet. You always thought that would be the height of glory.”


“Darling,” said Nimitz, “the fleet’s at the bottom of the sea. Nobody must know that here, but I’ve got to tell you.”


At the same time, Earl Warren, then attorney general of California, went urgently to see Vice Admiral John Greenslade, commander of the Western Sea Frontier, whose office nearby was in the Federal Building in Sacramento. Did he know of the sinkings of two tankers just offshore? “Confidentially,” he told Warren, “I have only two destroyers between here and Vancouver, British Columbia. All the rest of the fleet that was not sunk at Pearl Harbor has gone out into the Pacific.”


Published accounts were so remote from the facts that the New York Times in its first paragraph about Pearl Harbor on Monday morning December 8 reported that the Japanese had attacked with four-engine bombers, which they did not possess, and, had they existed, could not have flown from carriers. Only the battleship Oklahoma was acknowledged as sunk, but “two other ships” had been “attacked.” Casualties were “of unstated number.”


The Philippines, within bomber range of enemy bases, now seemed indefensible, even more acutely so than before. Running supplies or men to the islands by air or by sea appeared impossible. A Japanese advance party had already landed far to the north on Luzon, and set up an airfield. Nevertheless, Marshall had radioed MacArthur tersely and more hopefully than the facts warranted just before he had sent for Eisenhower: “The resolute and effective fighting of you and your men air and ground has made a tremendous impression on the American people and confirms our confidence in your leadership. We are making every effort to reach you with air replacements and reinforcements as well as other troops and supplies.” Marshall had little idea then that his lavish praise was almost entirely for the effectiveness of MacArthur’s publicity apparatus. Wavering between absurd optimism about fighting off the Japanese, and desperation about the future, MacArthur had accomplished little beyond losing the best resources he had.


Although MacArthur had always claimed confidence in his troops, Eisenhower knew from experience there that they were inadequate in every way, and had been poorly equipped during the bleak 1930s. But MacArthur claimed that geography was on his side, assuring Vice Admiral Thomas Hart, whose thin Asiatic Fleet hardly deserved the designation, “My greatest security lies in the inability of our enemy to launch his air attack[s] on our islands.” Marshall had seen time on his side (if any time existed), telling Admiral Harold Stark, his Washington counterpart, that more heavy bombers based in the Philippines might inhibit Japan from the “Malaysian thing.”


“What should be our general course of action?” Marshall now asked Eisenhower bluntly. Although MacArthur had predicted no attack before spring, time had already run out. What little of the realities now known from Manila was all bad, however masked by MacArthurese rhetoric. Surprised by the open-ended charge, Eisenhower, still standing at Marshall’s desk, asked for time to prepare some responses. “All right,” said Marshall—and turned to the next bulletins from the brimming wire basket on his desk. He was not given to small talk. He had barely mentioned the death of Bundy. Eisenhower understood that he had been dismissed.
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Files of contingency scenarios to respond to a Japanese attack had been prepared and updated, but only late in 1941 did Marshall order a “Victory Plan” to confront a Germany in control of the European continent and North Africa and targeting the United States. In charge of drawing it up was an ambitious major on Marshall’s staff, Albert C. Wedemeyer, who had studied at the German war college in Berlin under Hitler’s favorite, General Alfred Jodl, and knew outspoken America Firster Charles Lindbergh, whom he had met in Germany. Wedemeyer was the son-in-law of a former deputy chief of staff, Major General Stanley Embick. Like Embick, he was an admirer of German military expertise, and when the “Victory Plan” was leaked by isolationist senator Burton Wheeler of Montana to the isolationist Chicago Tribune and Washington Times-Herald, with headlines on December 4 charging President Roosevelt with having created “a blueprint for total war,” suspicion fell on Wedemeyer. Investigating, the FBI found in his safe a copy of the top-secret plan with passages underlined in red that had also appeared in the press. His underlining, Wedemeyer claimed, had been to compare his text with the press account.


No one was ever charged with supplying the document to Wheeler, who had been a key opponent earlier in 1941 of legislation to supply aircraft and warships and vehicles to Britain as “Lend-Lease” armament. Marshall had gone to Congress to urge the passage of the symbolically numbered bill HR-1776, “An Act to Promote the Defense of the United States.” Wheeler likened it sardonically to New Deal farm-subsidy legislation, in that it would “plow under every fourth American boy.” Despite passage, American war industry was so unready to assist Britain, and soon Russia, that Lend-Lease, even under the tireless Harry Hopkins, would supply relatively little before Pearl Harbor.


Marshall believed utterly and perhaps naïvely in the loyalty of his staff and had Wedemeyer carry on. “I would have died for him after that,” said Wedemeyer. He would rise to high command during the war, but Marshall would not assign Wedemeyer to any position confronting Germans.


A Harry Hopkins memo written on December 7 between two and three in the afternoon Washington time—the attacks on Pearl Harbor and airfields on Oahu were still ongoing—reads, cryptically, “MacArthur ordered ‘execute.’” For Hopkins, Roosevelt’s closest aide, who then lived in the White House like family, that meant that “Rainbow 5”—the plans for repelling a Japanese attack in the Pacific—were in effect. Marshall’s radio message 736 explicitly invoking “Rainbow 5” would close hopefully but unrealistically, “You have the complete confidence of the War Department and we assure you of every possible assistance and support within our power.” Yet hours would elapse before MacArthur, commander of American ground and air forces in the Philippines and field marshal of the Philippine army, executed anything.


In his Manila Hotel penthouse the bedside phone rang again. This time it was Brigadier General Leonard Gerow in Washington, once a Philippines subordinate of MacArthur and as “Gee” an old friend of Eisenhower. Marshall had been planning to reassign him from a desk to a division command, but emergencies had intervened, and Gerow was still telephoning for his chief. It was 3:40 in the Philippines, well before dawn on Monday. Ships, planes, and installations in Hawaii, he conceded to MacArthur, had suffered “considerable damage.” The attack was still in progress and, Gerow warned, “I wouldn’t be surprised if you get an attack there in the near future.”


Stunned and seemingly confused in the predawn gloom, MacArthur asked his wife, Jean, to bring him his Bible. While the command staff was gathering in Intramuros awaiting orders, MacArthur sat on the edge of his bed, turning its pages. (Although not a churchgoer, it was his practice to read from the Scriptures for ten minutes each morning.) Finally he dressed, took the elevator six floors down, and crossed Dewey Boulevard to his office.


Soon after receiving Marshall’s “war warning” the week before—it had then been November 28, Manila time—MacArthur had radioed back undismayed, and Marshall returned, “The Secretary of War and I were highly pleased to receive your report that your command is ready for any eventuality.” Yet many of the mines laid in Manila Bay to repel intruders were so defective that no provocation could explode them, and the obsolete torpedoes arming Admiral Hart’s few submarines would at best bump a target without going off. Antiaircraft guns in the Philippines were three-inch weapons capable only of interdicting low-flying early-1930s biplanes; the coast artillery was of Great War vintage; and the huge mortars hidden in Corregidor’s hollows which gave the tadpole-shaped island protecting the bay a reputation for impregnability were embossed, if one looked closely, with an identity of manufacturer and date which made one less sanguine about the fortress’s chances: Bethlehem Steel, 1898.


MacArthur’s 50,000 Filipino troops and “Scouts” had few effective weapons and even fewer had real training beyond show parades. His American dimension of 20,000, whatever their ranks, were used to soft duty and servants, and led by some bright new officers, some few seniors with wartime experience in France, too many aging colonels whom Washington wanted to put at a distance, and MacArthur’s contingent of adoring and protective toadies. In September MacArthur had rejected Marshall’s offer to send an additional infantry division of 18,000 men, declaring that he didn’t consider such numbers “necessary for defense purposes.” (Realistically, he preferred to better equip his Philippines army.) MacArthur’s air force included a squadron of recent P-40s that were no match for the faster and better-armed Zero, and obsolete P-36s and B-18s that were flying coffins. But he also had thirty-five B-17 heavy bombers, the strongest air capability the army had anywhere. Twenty more were en route, as well as fifty-two unassembled A-24 dive bombers and more P-40s coming on shipboard. Marshall had planned to increase B-17 “Flying Fortress” strength in the Philippines to 165 by spring 1942.


Had was the appropriate word. Despite nine hours’ warning, half of the existing B-17 strength (the others had been flown south to Mindanao) was on the ground at Clark Field, north of Manila, when fifty-four Japanese Mitsubishi bombers from Formosa, in two V-formations, plunged down from 18,000 feet and ruined the crews’ lunch hour and the Flying Fortresses. Zero fighters with 20 mm cannon followed, strafing the remaining aircraft and downing most of the few P-40s that managed to get airborne.


General Brereton had reported to Calle Victoria at 5:00 A.M. and (according to his published diary)* asked for authorization to have his B-17s attack Japanese airbases on Formosa (Taiwan), from which raids could be expected. He would then follow up with the remaining Flying Fortresses, to be deployed northward from Del Monte Field in Mindanao. Sutherland told him to proceed with all preparations short of loading bombs, for which permission had to come from MacArthur. Earlier, even before the Iba Field radar screen showed incoming blips at 8:00 A.M., General H. H. (“Hap”) Arnold, air force chief, had telephoned Intramuros to warn about dispersal of aircraft. The thirty-six operational P-40s at Clark Field scrambled to intercept whatever was approaching, and all B-17s there were ordered into the air.


When airmen found nothing and settled down again on the tarmac, the B-17s again had to be refueled for Formosa. There had been plenty of warnings—and sightings. From the highlands city of Baguio, where officials escaped the heat of Manila, President Manuel Quezon and his daughter Zenaida were watching, with satisfaction, seventeen silvery twin-engine bombers just overhead. Certainly they were American. He was on the telephone to his deputy, Jorge Vargas, when explosions erupted. “Jorge,” Quezon shouted over the din, “tell General MacArthur that Camp John Hay has been bombed! And call the Council of State for a meeting tomorrow at nine!”


Five minutes earlier, Leonard Gerow had telephoned again to Intramuros at Marshall’s instructions, asking about “any indications of attack.” He wanted no repetition of Pearl Harbor, where the second wave of Japanese torpedo planes and dive bombers had left three hours earlier and, but for negligible losses, were already decked on their unseen and un-located carriers. In the Philippines, Davao and Aparri had already been bombed, and Batan Island off the Luzon north coast occupied, but MacArthur, now dressed and at headquarters, replied casually that radar had only picked up enemy planes offshore. “Tell George not to worry. Everything is going to be all right here. You tell George that there have been some [ Japanese] planes flying around for a few hours. We are watching them. You don’t have to worry about us. We’ll be all right.” He was confident all around, he emphasized. “Our tails are in the air.”


In the streets of Manila and other Philippine cities and towns, crowds emerging from daily Mass or queuing to board streetcars and buses encountered newsboys with shocking extra editions of the morning papers. They shouted, mostly in Tagalog, at street corners, “Binomba ang Pearl Harbor!” the headline in Mabuhay. “Pearl Harbor attacked!” yelled the vendors of the English-language Bulletin and Tribune. Sent home from school, Antonio Quintos and his brother José, reaching Calle Victoria, saw two American soldiers in the street. “They were crying like kids. We were too scared to cry.” In the Intramuros headquarters itself, Simeon Medalla, an officer trainee, much later a colonel, recalled being assured that an American convoy with reinforcements and supplies was already en route. “MacArthur had promised, people told me, for it was a reassuring idea, that a seven-mile convoy of ships was en route with troops and tanks and guns and planes to turn the situation around. We waited three and a half years for those ships. Everybody believed that we would win, despite everything, in three or four months. People believed any optimistic statement attributed to MacArthur.”


The convoy, sailing later than scheduled because of chronic inefficiency on the docks in Hawaii, and far smaller in size than the legends which grew up about it in the Philippines, would be typical of Eisenhower’s first responsibilities. Escorted by the cruiser Pensacola, the seven slow transports carried nearly 5,000 troops, 52 A-24 bombers, 18 P-40s, 48 75mm guns, 340 motor vehicles, 600 tons of bombs, 9,000 drums of aviation fuel, and 3,500,000 rounds of ammunition. The ships had lumbered south from Honolulu on November 29. “Rainbow 5,” updated on November 19, as MacArthur knew, had promised further resupply, but the Pacific had become, overnight, a Japanese pond. Washington radioed the Pensacola to reroute the convoy to Australia, from which efforts would be made to slip whatever was possible up through the myriad Philippine islands to Luzon.


Any assistance by sea, Marshall realized, had to come, if possible at all, via Australia, and any long-range bombers had to proceed via Africa, India, and Java, now a hazardous route. Still he buoyed up MacArthur unrealistically, perhaps because MacArthur had lied so persuasively about his readiness. Every few days more radioed promises would arrive in Manila. Another 160 dive bombers and fighters were being loaded aboard two fast transports. An additional fifteen heavy bombers had been ordered to the Philippines. Soon assurances arrived of eighty more B-17s and B-24s via India. From the fantasy world of early wartime Washington Marshall seemed less unconcerned than he should have been about the insecure supply links, ports, and airfields that in reality were nearly nonexistent. “The heavy bombers beginning to flow from this country via Africa to your theater should be able to support you materially even if compelled initially to operate from distant bases. They will be valuable also in cooperating with naval forces and smaller aircraft in protecting your line of communications. The great range, speed and power of these bombers should permit, under your direction, effective surprise concentrations against particularly favorable targets anywhere in the theater.” From such messages MacArthur had every reason to assume that “Rainbow 5” was indeed working and that interdiction of enemy invasion forces was possible and even likely.


The more comprehensive “Rainbow” projections had succeeded “Orange,” the much-revised 1930s blueprint for an amphibious defensive war that wrote off the Philippines, but envisioned a step-by-


step return. It did not then seem absurd to envision a relief expeditionary force fighting its way to Manila Bay five thousand miles from Pearl Harbor across the Japanese-held island clusters of the central Pacific. To afford buildup time to recover the Philippines, American and local forces according to plan would have to hold Manila and its harbor for at least six months. No provision in “Rainbow” existed for an American battle fleet stationed off Manila. The navy considered the Philippines as indefensible and expendable.
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The seventeen-page top-secret update commissioned by Marshall in July and delivered on September 25, 1941, emphasized the Third Reich rather than Japan as the likely primary enemy and forecast a two-ocean need for 216 infantry divisions, 51 motorized divisions, and a vastly expanded navy and air force. (Less than half that number would eventually materialize.) On the Pacific side, the plan authorized the Philippines command, if war came, “to conduct air raids against Japanese forces and installations within tactical operating radius of available bases.” There was no other reason to have sent so many of the still-few heavy bombers across the Pacific, with more to come. Yet MacArthur vetoed any plans to strike at Formosa, and Brereton returned disconsolately to his own headquarters at Nielson Field, telling his staff that “we couldn’t attack until we were attacked”—whatever that meant. Marshall’s earlier war alert had advised that it was desirable to have the enemy commit the “first overt act,” which had indeed happened at several locations on Luzon. MacArthur was pretending that none had occurred.


Although he made postwar claims that he knew “nothing of such a recommendation having been made” by Brereton, MacArthur, still in unconfessed shock, made no immediate decisions about anything, and developed an additional alibi that Japan had only attacked the United States, rather than the allegedly sovereign government of the Philippines—which was not scheduled to be formally independent by congressional act until 1946. Although he was commanding general of American forces in the Philippines, which included all local soldiery, MacArthur was also field marshal and chief of the Philippine army. To postpone action he had donned, at least metaphorically, his gold-braided field marshal’s hat to invoke an escape clause that was only imaginary.


The Air Forces summary for December 8, 1941, notes, despite MacArthur’s demurrer, “07:15 General Brereton…requested permission of General MacArthur to take offensive action. He was informed that for the time being our role was defensive.” The 09:00 log reports, “In response to query from General Brereton a message received from General Sutherland advising planes not authorized to carry bombs at this time.” MacArthur continued to refuse permission until the B-17s were destroyed on the ground, after which he dismissed the bombers as “hardly more than a token force” which was “hopelessly outnumbered” and “never had a chance of winning.” Further, MacArthur claimed later, despite his bravado to Washington, that he could not have made a fight of it before reinforcements expected by April 1, 1942, had arrived.


Such was the situation in which Marshall had put his new Pacific troubleshooter to work. A few hours later, having borrowed Gee Gerow’s desk, the latest situation maps, and the file of messages to and from Manila since December 7, Eisenhower reappeared. On his lined yellow pad, headed “Assistance to the Far East. Steps to be Taken,” he typed out, in triple space, his rationale that although the situation was close to hopeless, whatever token reinforcement of Philippine resistance was “humanly possible” should be taken. Summarizing his views, he conceded to Marshall that it would be impossible to “save the garrison…if the enemy commits major force to their reduction.” A base of operations as close to the Philippines as could be established by sea and air had to be set up immediately, whatever the cost and the risk. This meant Australia, with Brisbane, high on the east coast, the best bet for ferrying planes, especially heavy bombers.


Eisenhower urged that the government “influence Russia to enter the war,” an unrealistic bet. He also wanted a “fast merchant ship supply service” to Australia for “maintenance,” presumably for supplies and spare parts. Nowhere in the document (or, apparently, in conversation) was MacArthur mentioned. “The people of China, of the Philippines, of the Dutch East Indies, will be watching us,” Eisenhower exhorted his audience of one in a rhetorical lapse from terseness seldom to be repeated. “They may excuse failure but they will not excuse abandonment.” In his diary he privately acknowledged that the Philippines “defied solution” but required hopeful tokens in the short term while tactical alternatives were worked out.


“Do your best to save them,” said Marshall, implying full agreement and full authority.


“Eisenhower,” Marshall added as his new deputy turned to leave, “the Department is filled with able men who analyze their problems but feel compelled to always bring them to me for final solution. I must have assistants who will solve their own problems and tell me later what they have done.” No one could “do everything himself.” In effect he was informing his new recruit to the corridors of power that he was impatient with the way that the War Plans Division was being run by Brigadier General Gerow, Eisenhower’s oldest friend in the army. Eisenhower had to draw his own conclusions. When he drafted something for Marshall’s signature, he would soon learn, the general would scrawl revisions—often cuts, for cogency—on everything he would hand back A staff assistant, Colonel William Sexton, remembered Eisenhower picking up and checking papers he had left with Marshall and discovering an unmarked one. As Ike closed the door, he let himself go with, “By God, I finally wrote one he didn’t change!”


With his one star and the backing of his chief ‘s four, he realized that he would be largely on his own to turn proposals into realities, and to determine his own future. “I resolved then and there,” Eisenhower recalled decades later, “to do my work to the best of my ability and report to the General only situations of obvious necessity or when he personally sent for me.” Anticipating Eisenhower’s memorandum, the Pensacola and its seven transports would be only the first of many convoys bucketing to Brisbane.


Thirteen months later, from Brisbane, MacArthur would cable Marshall to ask that Walter Krueger be assigned to him to take on a command. Krueger flew to Australia with sixteen members of his Third Army headquarters staff. Had circumstances not caused Eisenhower’s unexpected summons to Washington, he might have been back again under MacArthur.


*Air Forces Lieutenant General Delos C. Emmons, already in California, flew out to relieve Short on December 17.


*Krueger did not know that Eisenhower, then at Fort Lewis, Washington, had been promoted to colonel on March 6, three months earlier.


*Groundbreaking had taken place on September 11, 1941. Colonel Leslie R. Groves, the engineer officer supervising construction, would shortly be placed in charge of the “Manhattan Engineering District,” the vast coast-to-coast project to devise atomic bombs.


*In the mid-1960s, Eisenhower recalled that however frustrating the work was, it “gave me an early look at the military-industrial complex of whose pressures I would later warn. Except at that point the pressures were exactly reversed.”


*The Brereton Diaries have been called by some MacArthur biographers unreliable and even mendacious. They are corroborated only in part by official records, some lost. Brereton cannot be absolved of at least some of the blame for the way his planes were mishandled.
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Managing the Shop







AS EISENHOWER SETTLED IN at the refurbished World War I relic of the Old Munitions Building, he saw little daylight, literally or otherwise. In the long nights of late December (and into February) he returned to Milton’s park-like home, “Tall Oaks” (Helen’s family had money), well after dark. “Every night when I reached their house, regardless of the hour, which averaged something around midnight,” Ike recalled, “both would be waiting up for me with a snack of midnight supper and a pot of coffee. I cannot remember ever seeing their house in daylight.” Putting in sixteen-hour days, he was picked up in Falls Church by a staff car heading for the Potomac bridges before the winter sun arose. Barely visible in the wan light were billboards importuning, “WAR WORKERS NEED ROOMS, APARTMENTS, HOMES. REGISTER YOUR VACANCIES NOW.” He, too, would need one when Mamie relocated from Texas.


“I’ve been insisting,” he wrote in his diary, “[that the] Far East is critical, and no other sideshows should be undertaken until air and ground [forces] are in satisfactory state. Instead we’re taking on Magnet, Gymnast, etc.”* In the blur of necessities and shortcomings it was difficult to make good on Marshall’s orders “to pay special attention to the Philippine Islands, Hawaii, Australia, Pacific islands, China.” That the Pacific Rim would be a sideshow in a Europe-first war would soon alter his perspectives.


Although Eisenhower’s priorities were to find ways to supply MacArthur, and to stir his old boss into action, neither effort brought tangible results. MacArthur at first seemed a gaudy success, at least from what his public relations deputy, Major LeGrande Diller, could embellish from his chief ‘s daily handwritten communiques that imagined enemy battleships sunk, planes downed, invasion forces driven off, and battles won. Eisenhower bridled at such fictions reported as facts and published widely in the press. Marshall knew that nothing could be done about it. (Diller had been a promising student of his in 1927 in the Infantry School Company Officers Course at Fort Benning, but now brandished a typewriter and understood where his promotions would come from.) To some, like Diller, a godlike aura surrounded MacArthur, and it was the general’s genius to be able to exploit adversity as much as success, appealing from afar to the conservatives in Congress whose votes the president could not do without.


Even before Eisenhower had arrived to oversee whatever meager assistance to the Philippines could be devised, the schizophrenic dimension of MacArthur’s war was apparent in Marshall’s offices. While calming fears in the face of imminent panic was useful, the realities of attack and failed response were visible in images of smoke and fire, and in reading between the lines of MacArthur’s sanguine, radioed headquarters pronouncements. Just before eleven in the morning on December 8 in Manila, as aircraft still burned at Hickam Field and crippled warships were settling into the mud of Pearl Harbor, Diller telephoned the Associated Press offices, where silvery Mitsubishis on unhindered bombing runs could be seen from the windows, to report that the general had issued a message of “serenity and confidence” to the Philippine people, and to invite a representative to a press conference at Fort Santiago. Clark Lee raced off to represent the AP, driving into Intramuros through one of the archways in the thick stone walls.


At the end of the passageway was an open garage in which Lee saw MacArthur’s gleaming black Cadillac with a red license plate on which shone the three stars of a lieutenant general. Behind it was a bomb shelter for army staff, with underground offices and a switchboard. In a small whitewashed room next to the garage, the newsmen met Major Diller, who explained that he had called them together to issue wartime press credentials. There was, as yet, no news. He did not know when MacArthur would furnish a statement, but they could return at four.


Reporters knew that there was plenty of news. They had heard the wail of air raid sirens, seen intruding enemy planes, and plumes of smoke. “There was not much fear,” Lee felt, having been fed a diet of feigned optimism, “because everybody thought the Jap planes would come over Manila and our boys would knock them out and it would be pretty as hell to watch…. From all over the United States those big bombers are flying to San Francisco. They’ll hop to Hawaii and then on to Australia and up here. They’ll be here within a week. The aircraft carriers will ferry pursuit planes from Hawaii.…”


MacArthur would issue his first press release before the day was out. Diller had little to do with its preparation. From December 8, 1941, until March 11, 1942, when the general left the Philippines, 109 of his 142 communiques identified only one combatant by name: Douglas MacArthur. Even units soon doing the fighting often went unidentified, and not because military secrets were involved. The Japanese knew their enemy as the newsmen did not. All troops under the American flag were “MacArthur’s men,” and all Philippine communiques were dated vaguely from “General MacArthur’s Headquarters.” It was a triumph of ego, and for many months the only triumph.


Prior to distributing the first communique, Diller held a briefing at Intramuros. He found it difficult to be upbeat, although he recited a fictitious litany of air attacks repelled in northern Luzon, and reported imaginatively that fighters had turned back a raid on Clark Field at eleven. “However,” he added, “at about one this afternoon Clark Field was badly bombed. Many planes were destroyed and it appears that casualties were heavy.” Reporters clamored for more details. “I don’t have any,” Diller claimed. “There is only one telephone line to Clark Field and that has been cut.” Denial was a transparent strategy for evading bad news.


The official Manila line of optimism, hope, and certain victory, echoed in the American press, was one of Eisenhower’s first dilemmas on his arrival in Washington. Anyone with a map of Luzon realized that the logical invasion site for the Japanese would be Lingayen Gulf, northwest of Manila. Eisenhower had learned the contingency plans for response years before at MacArthur’s elbow. It seemed no surprise, then, when Major Diller released for the press, where it would be read even in Texas, MacArthur’s report that a major landing at Lingayen had been thwarted. Most of the invasion fleet had been sunk and the beaches were littered with Japanese corpses.


Racing off in his auto to seek pictures of the dramatic aftermath, Life photographer Carl Mydans found the beaches quiet. No bodies could be seen. A few Filipino troops were visible and seemed to have little to do. There had been no battle. An unidentified and possibly mythical boat in the lower gulf apparently had touched off a barrage from coast defenses. The boat had vanished. “Thousands of shadows were killed that night,” Colonel Glen Townsend, with the Philippine 11th Regiment, recalled. Based on Diller’s handout, American newsmen who had remained in Manila worked up material for headlines in the States. Mydans returned to Intramuros and challenged Diller, “I’ve just been to Lingayen and there’s no battle there.”


“It says so here,” Diller insisted, thrusting MacArthur’s mimeographed communique at Mydans.


When the Japanese actually landed on the undefended upper shore of Lingayen Gulf, they moved toward Manila almost unopposed. As Major General Jonathan Wainwright put it, “The rat was in the house.” Mydans and his wife, Shelley, a Life correspondent, were later taken prisoner. Manila was abandoned to the Japanese at Christmas, as were mountains of provisions stored in upper Luzon. MacArthur abandoned his posh hotel penthouse, and the Intramuros offices, for Corregidor, the fortified rocky speck near the entrance to Manila Bay.


Eisenhower began a new, scrappy, diary early in January. Mamie had come, visited John with him at West Point, and, once they leased a small apartment in the Wardman Tower, off Rock Creek Park at Woodley Road, returned to Texas. Until she packed and moved in February, Eisenhower remained at Milton’s home and commuted back and forth across the Potomac.


Although MacArthur radioed pleas to Marshall (he did not know that it was Eisenhower who fielded them) for every kind of assistance, he and his staff were tight-lipped about losses, miscalculations, and mismanagement. However suspect, the Japanese official news agency, Domei, became a major source of intelligence. Marshall’s staff could only infer that the withdrawal of what forces could be mustered into the Bataan Peninsula had not gone according to peacetime plans. Stockpiles of food and munitions to be warehoused in Bataan had never been shifted there, for MacArthur had stubbornly expected no war before April 1942. In his memoirs, writing about alleged headquarters rigidity in France in 1918 that prevented him from exploiting an opportunity, Marshall criticized “the inflexibility in the pursuit of previously conceived ideas…. Final decisions are made not at the front by those who are there, but many miles away by those who can but guess at the possibilities…. The enemy lost no time.”


So it was with MacArthur and the Japanese in December 1941. Tons of recently arrived supplies burned on the Cavite docks west of Manila after the first air raids, and supplies intended for a prolonged siege of Bataan were abandoned to the enemy. Depots at Cabantuan in central Luzon held fifty million bushels of rice but troops withdrawn to Bataan would soon be down to half-rations, then even less. Although on December 23, President Quezon ordered all warehouse stocks of food to be left in Manila for the people, when the freighter Don Esteban steamed for Corregidor the next evening at 7:20 P.M., the ship carried not only the presidential party but Quezon’s cases of fine wine and gourmet delicacies. MacArthur’s headquarters staff also crowded aboard, with their trunks, food, and china, two of the general’s automobiles of no use on the island, and Richard Sutherland’s prized Packard. Left behind for lack of space were more essential supplies. By bright moonlight, officers on deck sang Christmas carols.


What would be called a fighting withdrawal that was reputedly one of the classics of military retreat was much less than a success. “MacArthur’s men” were trapped in the small Bataan rainforest which thrust into the western edge of Manila Bay. Knowing little of the confused and contradictory orders under which troops in the Philippines functioned, Marshall nevertheless assumed the worst, hoping only to delay the inevitable.


As little could be done to delay the doom of the Luzon defenders, who actually outnumbered the Japanese, or to hold what was left of the almost undefended lower Philippines, little attention was paid to the Far East at the “Arcadia Conference” between Churchill and Roosevelt and their staffs. As the British delegation arrived in Washington on the evening of December 22, the Japanese were landing unopposed and Filipino troops were abandoning weapons and melting away. It was no different in Malaya, where ineptitude and disorganization doomed a superior British and Australian force to a disciplined army moving down the narrow peninsula on bicycles, or by foot.


At the first Anglo-American plenary session in the White House, Marshall quietly took his own notes, sizing up the British contingent, which seemed more confident than the facts everywhere their flag flew warranted. At the Munitions Building, taking whatever steps he could, Eisenhower, despite his junior status at War Plans, was managing the shop. As Marshall listened in some consternation, Churchill, downplaying the calamities still unfolding, predicted ultimate and utter victory. His reasoning was simple. America, with its preponderant industrial potential and underutilized manpower, at long last was committed to the war.


The White House now seemed to Marshall crowded, overly security-conscious, and very small. His first, rather innocent experience of the Executive Mansion had been much different. In 1900, when a cadet at the Virginia Military Institute just after the Spanish-American War, he sought approval from the minuscule presidential bureaucracy to take the examination for a commission as a lieutenant. Since there was no one downstairs, he let himself in. “The office was on the second floor, which is now among the bedrooms and the upstairs private sitting rooms…. I think the bedroom, as I knew it in Mr. Roosevelt’s day, must have been Mr. McKinley’s office. The old colored man [on duty] asked me if I had an appointment and I told him I didn’t. Well, he said, I would never get in; there wasn’t any possibility. I sat there and watched people go in…. Finally, a man and his daughter went in with this old colored man escorting them, and I attached myself to the tail of the procession and that way gained the president’s office.” The old retainer frowned, but Marshall “stood pat.” After the pair with the appointment shook the president’s hand—all they had come for in that leisurely era—“Mr. McKinley, in a very nice manner, said what did I want. I stated my case to him. I don’t recall exactly what I said, but from that I think flowed my appointment….”


Roosevelt assumed from Churchill’s upbeat experts that the British could hang on to Singapore, long touted as a fortress island, yet the Malayan situation was as hopeless as MacArthur’s. On Christmas Eve, the PM suggested to the president that if military assistance could not be forced through to MacArthur, reinforcements earmarked for the Philippines might be diverted to Singapore. When that report reached Marshall on Christmas Day—everyone was working through the holiday—he called in H. H. Arnold and Eisenhower, and went with them to Secretary Stimson’s office to protest the apparent selling out of the Philippines. Stimson telephoned the White House. Reaching Harry Hopkins, he declared that if the president was going to agree to “this kind of foolishness,” he would have to get a new secretary of war. Roosevelt would pass the possibility off as a rumor, which it wasn’t, and offered on the record to build up a presence in Australia “toward operations to the north, including, of course, the Philippines.”


Late on Christmas afternoon, the Marshalls, who did little formal dining at Fort Myer, entertained some of the British contingent at a holiday feast: Ambassador and Lady Halifax, Lord Beaverbrook, Admiral Dudley Pound, Air Marshal “Peter” Portal, and Sir John Dill. When Katherine Marshall discovered belatedly that December 25 was also Dill’s birthday, she sent Sergeant James Powder, her husband’s paragon of efficiency, to find a cake, and candles. Despite holiday closings, he returned with both, and also with miniature British and American flags. At the cake-cutting, Dill confided that he had not had his birthday celebrated since he was a small boy. Removing the flags to insert a knife in the cake, he discovered that they were stamped “Made in Japan.” When a Western Union messenger arrived with a singing telegram—Powder had thought (almost) of everything—he was intercepted by a Secret Service detail. There was wartime security somewhere.


In further sessions, Churchill talked only (in Marshall’s notes) of “aid[ing] us in some way of restoring superiority in the Pacific,” although Britain had no such potential. Further, he predicted confidently that Singapore could hold out “for a matter of six months.” (Under the abysmal command of General Robert Brooke-Popham and Lieutenant General Arthur Percival, both men of instant indecision, the British would surrender a garrison of 85,000 to a lightly armed Japanese assault force of 30,000 on February 15, 1942. It would be the worst defeat under the Union Jack since Yorktown in 1781.)


Psychologically and strategically, whatever the losses in the Far East, Roosevelt wanted “to have troops somewhere in active fighting across the Atlantic.” He wanted a Germany-first war. Both allies proposed strategies to take some pressure off Russia in Europe, Churchill talking unrealistically of another landing in Norway (code-named “Jupiter”), where he had already failed once at Narvik, in 1940. To Churchill’s alarm, Roosevelt suggested a costly feint toward occupied France, which would better get Hitler’s attention. Something had to be done. It was crucial to keep Stalin from a separate peace, which could divert millions of the Wehrmacht to the West. Easier pickings as a diversion, the British suggested, would be French North Africa, controlled by the puppet pro-Nazi government in Vichy.


Unified strategy and unified command were essential for a two-ocean war over global distances. Discovering that Roosevelt only met his service chiefs on impulse, Field Marshal Dill cabled Sir Alan Brooke, chief of the Imperial General Staff, with concern that American military cohesion “belongs to the days of George Washington.” In response, both Dill and Marshall proposed a Combined Chiefs of Staff. Since everyone at the table realized that preponderant American industrial and military force were future certainties in the coalition, Roosevelt and Churchill agreed to establish a combined presence in Washington. It would not be easy to maintain, as air power and sea power adherents on both sides would stubbornly resist interference, and conflicts of national interest and personal ambition would impact strategy, but Marshall, with Dill heading a British Joint Staff Mission, would keep the Combined Chiefs functioning usefully to the end.*


On the day after Christmas, Marshall went further with unification, proposing that General Archibald Wavell, already in India, be named Supreme Commander in East Asia and the Western Pacific, and directed Eisenhower to draft “a letter of instruction” for the role. Wavell would move briefly to the Dutch Indies, then backtrack to Ceylon as the Japanese proved unstoppable. His grant of authority proved unrealistically extensive in any case, stretching from South Asia to Australia. Only symbolic unification was geographically possible. Churchill’s deputy, Colonel Ian Jacob, warned in his diary, “They foresaw inevitable disasters in the Far East, and feared the force of American public opinion which might so easily cast the blame…on to the shoulders of a British general.” MacArthur would pay no attention to Wavell, who paid no attention to MacArthur.


Although Eisenhower first appeared on his own in the White House Usher’s Diary on February 9, 1942, as “P. D. Eisenhauer,” consultations at his staff level late in December were held in the improvised White House map room, created for Churchill in the Monroe Room, where Eleanor Roosevelt had been holding her press conferences, with tacked blow-ups hung from floor to ceiling. (Lower-level conferences also continued in the nearby Federal Reserve Building.) Once the British left, the president ordered his own map room set up in the basement opposite the elevator he used, and had it employed further for encoding cables and decrypts.


The joint sessions were Eisenhower’s introduction to the White House, sitting in at frustrating meetings to devise a combined command in the Southwest Pacific which, whatever the facade, Churchill preferred to remain bifurcated to keep his hand in from afar. Since he would rarely relinquish actual control, communications, distance, and the pre-MacArthur division of authority would make ostensibly unified operations unworkable unless they were token and small. Much of the vast expanse in Asia and the Pacific being seized by the Japanese had to be written off, and what could be saved required rare unity of purpose as well as rapport within the military bureaucracy. Washington officialdom, from Roosevelt down, would never relinquish their suspicions that underlying British strategy worldwide was the American rescue of their doomed empire. Yet the U.S. had no feasible plans other than to halt the hemorrhaging in the Pacific somewhere, and to build up forces in Britain for some future operation that would at least worry Hitler sufficiently that he might relax some of his pressure on Russia.


As Marshall’s deputy with responsibility for American support of a wide swath of southeast Asia and the western Pacific, Eisenhower realized that running a save-MacArthur strategy, however minimal, meant reaching him almost entirely through Australia. There was no other way to the Philippines, which effectively meant Luzon. The rest of the many islands to its south were worthless without it, yet Luzon was already as good as lost. MacArthur reported inventively that 80,000 Japanese in six divisions—twice the actual numbers—had already landed at Lingayen, and that additional troops were at Lamon Bay, forty miles southeast of Manila, to pinch off the city. He claimed no choice despite actual parity (or better) with the Japanese but to withdraw into Bataan, and he did not report the widespread panic among Filipino units that left them in chaos. By Christmas Eve, MacArthur was attempting to ship whatever was portable across the bay to the lonely rock of Corregidor.


Washington knew little of the realities when Air Force Major General George H. Brett, in China, was ordered, the day before Christmas, to proceed to Australia to take charge of aircraft and crews to be ferried there, or which were already en route. All the carrying capacity of available shipping was in use. Since heavy bombers could somehow, with refueling stops, fly to Australia, Brett was to establish a subcommand nominally under MacArthur, with “action to be taken in view of situation in Philippines at that time.” The radioed message was signed “Marshall” but that meant Eisenhower. A one-star general who little more than a year earlier had been only a “light colonel” was now running the war and in effect was theater commander from a distance, circuitously through the South Pacific, of ten thousand miles.


Consultations at the White House were complicated by space constraints. Only small groups could meet in the map room. On occasion key meetings took place in Churchill’s guest bedroom, the Rose Suite, with Roosevelt wheeled in. It became the temporary seat of the British government. The prime minister’s laid-back managerial style was often literal. The December 27 session during which the British at first resisted unifying commands, Marshall wrote (as Eisenhower was too “unimportant”—in his description—to be fit in), “took place at nine o’clock one morning in Mr Churchill[’]s bedroom…. The Prime Minister was propped up in bed with his work board resting against his knees and the usual cigar in his mouth or swung like a baton to emphasize his points, discussed the issue…of the moment.”


“What would an army officer know about handling a ship?” Churchill challenged. The PM did not want Wavell commanding the Royal Navy in Asian waters.


“Well,” said Marshall, who was nothing if not direct, “what the devil does a naval officer know about handling a tank?” The problem, he contended, was not about sailors or tankers, but about “getting control.” He was not interested in the bygone era of Drake and Frobisher, Marshall said, but “in having a united front against Japan…. If we didn’t do something right away, we were finished in the war.” A directive was being formulated, Marshall went on, “to meet the onrush of the Japanese in the Southwest Pacific, where they were rapidly overwhelming an ill-prepared, pitifully equipped collection of British-Australians, Indian[s], Dutch and Indonese, Americans and New Zealanders.…” Someone had to be in charge, and that someone did not have to be an expert in all the particulars. Roosevelt, so Marshall explained sweepingly to his British counterparts overwhelmed by Churchill, had overall responsibility for the American war effort—“and he doesn’t know about any of it.”


On the morning of December 27, Churchill called for his physician, Sir Charles Wilson (later Lord Moran), complaining of pain in his chest and left arm. He had already experienced a heart attack, and this would be another unrevealed angina episode. It failed to keep him from overeating and overindulgence in brandy and champagne, and would be dismissed as a muscle strain. Churchill left the meetings as scheduled, in FDR’s special railway car, for Ottawa, to address the Canadian Parliament. On returning, when a beachfront house in Pompano Beach, Florida, was made available to him by steel executive Edward R. Stettinius Jr., an FDR friend and soon a close friend of Marshall’s, the Arcadia sessions went on without the prime minister.


With his doctor, bodyguard, and secretary, Churchill flew south, also accompanied at his request by Marshall, who sought no holiday and would return to work quickly. Realizing who would be running the American dimension of the war, Churchill wanted the private time which the flight afforded to press his views. Dr. Wilson had already noted in his diary on January 1, 1942, “Marshall remains the key to the situation. The PM has a feeling that in his quiet, unprovocative way he means business, and that if we are too obstinate he might take a strong line. And neither the PM nor the President can contemplate going forward without Marshall.”


On the next-to-last day of the conference, January 13, Marshall had to employ his clout. The British had presented a proposal on war matériel allocations, including Lend-Lease, which divided recipient nations and colonies neither Soviet nor enemy into client countries. The Americans were only to oversee Latin America, faltering China—and Iceland. Britain took for itself its empire and Commonwealth, all French colonies, and Nazi-occupied Europe. The London and Washington committees would be independent of each other, and political at the top—under Max Beaverbrook for Churchill and Harry Hopkins for Roosevelt. Marshall was furious. The United States would largely be the supplier, but Britain would allocate the bounty.


For Marshall, suspicion of British imperial designs under Churchill underlay every wartime scheme. Unity of purpose, Marshall insisted, required that the final decisions on allocation of matériel had to be under the Combined Chiefs of Staff in Washington. Recognizing that he had overreached, Churchill stalled on signing off until he was back in London. It was clear as he left that Marshall and Dill jointly would make all crucial supply choices, with Dill the PM’s “personal representative” in Washington, and head of the British Military Mission. Sir John had already become Marshall’s fast friend, and Marshall, other than in conjunction with Dill, would now allocate the American arsenal yet to go into overdrive. “Strategy,” Marshall insisted to the conferees at their wind-up session, “is dominated by matériel.” Roosevelt backed him, and the PM conceded that Marshall’s “machinery” could be “tried out for a month,” and if unworkable “there could be a redraft.” Hopkins wrote to Marshall after Churchill flew home via Bermuda in a Boeing 314 flying boat assigned to the Royal Mail, “I think we have laid the groundwork for final victory.”


Giving allocations priority to the Philippines would quickly prove to be more rhetoric than reality. Ignoring the news from beyond Luzon, about which he knew only from radio, MacArthur chose to believe that reinforcements could press through the central Pacific and repel seaborne Japanese forces occupying the mandated islands and blocking all shipping lanes toward the Philippines. Unhelpfully, on his own morale-boosting initiative, Roosevelt had cabled him, as if there were no enemy impediments, that help was indeed on the way. It was—but only slowly and obliquely. Most of it would stop in Australia and remain there.


MacArthur would interpret the president’s encouragement as a deception arranged by Marshall and inspired by Eisenhower. Even after the war MacArthur recalled, heatedly, Marshall’s alleged “treachery.” Yet when Eisenhower advised, in exasperation, that MacArthur should be allowed to die with his troops in a glorious martyrdom that would inspire Americans, Marshall began working on extricating him. Roosevelt, whose distaste for MacArthur was total, conceded that necessity. As a hostage, MacArthur could be exploited, while as a corpse his potential leadership qualities and experience would be lost. Japanese radio beamed to the Philippines already boasted that the general, as a prisoner of war, would be taken to Tokyo to be hanged in the Imperial Palace plaza.


To demonstrate confidence in MacArthur, Marshall, before Christmas, had persuaded the president to promote him to four-star general, a rank then held only by Marshall himself. MacArthur’s private reaction was that he was being restored to his appropriate level. The American public lionizing MacArthur was delighted. It did not know that, regardless of his isolation on Corregidor, he was, as if in total charge of the war, badgering Washington on global policy. By radiogram he proposed reversing the “Europe first” strategy, persuading Russia to attack the Japanese in Manchuria, and lodging bombing strikes on Japan’s home islands with aircraft carriers the navy didn’t yet have and could not hazard. In further blandishments he permitted a husband-and-wife team for Time and Life, Melville and Annalee Jacoby, whose publisher, Henry Luce, was then an admirer in the extreme, to file radiotelephoned reports based on misinformation which MacArthur furnished.


As undefended Manila fell, the manipulative MacArthur appeared on the cover of Time, turning what would be career-ending humiliations for anyone else into their opposite. “By God,” the caption quoted him, “it was Destiny that brought me here.” In Washington, Marshall was baffled by MacArthur’s public relations successes.


On the first day of the new year, still the last day of 1941 in Washington, MacArthur had fired off a radio message to Marshall that the Philippines could be rescued if a substantial force could reach the big southern island of Mindanao and reopen communications with Luzon. While the notion was fantasy, Marshall replied discreetly on January 4, 1942, acknowledging “a keen appreciation of your situation.” Roosevelt and Churchill, and “Colonel Stimson and Colonel Knox,”* had been “surveying every possibility…to break the enemy’s hold on the Philippines.” Cautioning of a post-Pearl Harbor “marked insufficiency of forces,” he hoped for “the rapid development of an overwhelming air power on the Malay Barrier” to interdict Japanese communications—an empty dream given the British lack of hardware. Marshall also promised “a stream of four-engine bombers…en route with the head of the column having crossed Africa” and another stream of B-17s and “powerful medium bombers” having “started today from Hawaii.”


In what was not Marshall’s finest hour he predicted, improbably, “a decisive effect on Japanese shipping” from the added air power which would “force a[n enemy] withdrawal northward…. Every day of time you gain is vital to the concentration of the overwhelming power necessary to our purpose.” If the message was to buck MacArthur up, it was futile. His troops were already withdrawn to Bataan. Almost nothing promised from Washington could get closer to Luzon than Australia. Level bombing in any case would prove utterly ineffective on moving ships.


As the Arcadia conferees argued on into 1942, Eisenhower confided to his diary that unity of command in the Southwest Pacific remained only “Talk, talk, talk.” Two days later, on January 4, he added in frustration, “Tempers are short. There are lots of amateur strategists on the job, and prima donnas everywhere. I’d give anything to be back in the field.” He was short on sleep, confronting a sophisticated military culture from Britain that was foreign to him, and frustrated by the give-and-take of negotiations alien to apparent strategic realities. Politics and strategy, in his perspective, didn’t mix, but he was learning the hard way, as had Marshall, that war was politics by other means. “British as usual,” he wrote in his diary, “are scared someone will take advantage of them even when we furnish everything.” Churchill’s government feared, while abandoning to the Japanese their vestiges of empire like Hong Kong and Malaya, that the openly anticolonial Roosevelt, as the price of military assistance, would seek the independence of all such colonies after the war. That prima donnas were “everywhere” suggested, beyond the British, Ike’s slap at MacArthur, who seemed to hold the American war effort, and domestic politics, hostage—and who knew it.


Eisenhower’s agenda was not limited to the Pacific. On one occasion a Red Army procurement officer arrived and “began throwing his weight around.” He wanted the latest military hardware, but when Ike asked questions about his needs, he blustered, “I don’t think that is any of your business. We want them and that is that.” After asking his visitor to return later, Ike went to Marshall. “I recommend we throw the guy out,” he said. “The hell with him.”


Marshall recommended some pragmatism. “Our bosses believe we’ve just got to keep Russia in the war, and therefore we have to handle them with kid gloves—or they’ll do a France on us. So treat with them. Do your best to get along with them.” The Soviets had signed a pact with Hitler in 1939; they were capable of further perfidy. France had signed a dictated peace in 1940. Eisenhower learned to bite his tongue about the Russians but neither he nor Marshall ever trusted them. Much later, Marshall’s representative in Moscow, Major General John R. Deane, recommended, in a long list of caveats about the Russians, “In all cases where our assistance does not contribute to the winning of the war, we should insist on a quid pro quo.” Without comment, Marshall forwarded Deane’s message to the White House.


The chief of staff did not want Eisenhower back in the field with a division. He had already determined to groom him for something more. Instead, he intended to send Gee Gerow, who was restless for real action, and the promotions that came with it. “We’re going to put a new man in charge of War Plans, who may at some stage be destined for some pretty high command,” Marshall told Assistant Secretary of War John J. McCloy, “and I’d like to have you go down and…give me an impression of how you think it’s being run, [and] what you think of this new man.” McCloy in Marshall’s words was “the channel of information” for Secretary of War Stimson, and like his boss had served in France in 1918.


Although eager to be back in uniform, the canny McCloy, in his post only since April 1941, was more valuable in cutting through the Washington bureaucracy. Stimson called him “the man who handled everything that no one else happened to be handling.” McCloy recalled, “So I went down to meet this man; I don’t think I ever told him that I had been sent to spy on him.” He reported back to Marshall, “That man Eisenhower makes more sense to me than any of the others down there.” Eisenhower, McCloy also discovered in their frank discussions, was “very sensitive to the fact that he had not gotten involved in combat in World War I.” Some of his peers a step ahead of him, like George Patton, had been in action. That McCloy meant what he told Marshall became obvious when the assistant secretary began spending so much time as an informal deputy to Eisenhower, an unusual reversal of functions that led Stimson, after learning of it, to remind the pragmatic McCloy, who seemed into everything, of his myriad duties. “So that put an end to my espionage on General Eisenhower and my ambitions,” McCloy recalled after the war. But they were already “Jack” and “Ike,” and his working with, and for, Eisenhower was just beginning.


Gee Gerow, Marshall recalled much later, and with much diplomacy, had already been at his job for two years. “I felt that he was growing stale from overwork, and I don’t like to keep any man on a job so long that his ideas and forethoughts go no further than mine. When I find an officer isn’t fresh, he doesn’t add much to my fund of knowledge, and, worst of all, doesn’t contribute to the ideas and enterprising push that are so essential to winning the war. General Eisenhower had a refreshing approach to problems.”


Even before reassigning Gerow, Marshall designated another deputy, Brigadier General Wade (“Ham”) Haislip, to the Fourth Armored Division. Most assistants claimed eagerness to leave their desks. Marshall’s revolving secretariat—he had an instinct for picking comers—included Mark Clark, Walter Bedell (“Beetle”) Smith, Matthew B. Ridgway, Maxwell D. Taylor, and J. Lawton Collins. Marshall listened to them. Once he interrupted a meeting to listen in the hallway to Beetle Smith, who explained that someone from the small Willys Overland auto firm had come in with a proposal. “This new vehicle is simple, mobile, and hardy and I think we ought to go ahead and contract for it.”


“Go ahead and do it,” said Marshall. No committee wrote memoranda or studied plans for the versatile, quarter-ton, four-wheel-drive vehicle before approval. Soon christened jeep for “general purpose,” 640,000 were built during the war.


The army was expanding so rapidly that it always needed shrewd leadership at the division level. Although a few, like Mark Wayne Clark, had been jumped from field grade to a star, commanding an office cubicle was seldom the route to promotion. Earlier, Eisenhower’s old pal, George Patton, now with the Second Armored Division, had hoped that Ike could join him, perhaps as his chief of staff, bringing them “together in a long and BLOODY war.” With Ike at Marshall’s elbow, however, Patton after a visit to Washington was beginning to sense a different and more elevated future for Ike: “You name them; I’ll shoot them.”


The frustrations of coping with a War Department filing cabinet, Eisenhower realized, daily, were many. With time zones in the Pacific more than half a day (or night) forward from Washington, radiograms arrived at all hours, and staff often left at ten or later, sometimes returning before seven. Exhausted, he was also fighting off flu, and worried that he might be incubating a recurrence of shingles, which could begin with flu-like symptoms. Little seemed to be going right, and he knew that he was to bring only the most extreme problems to Marshall. To keep on top of things, Eisenhower and air force chief “Hap” Arnold pored over the minutiae of maps to learn more about topography and tidewaters, discovering that geographical intelligence was so poor that not even picture postcards existed in the files of some potential overseas targets. A key intelligence resource turned out to be National Geographic magazine.


Before Arnold learned of it, Eisenhower was radioed that the first aircraft to arrive in Australia were nearly useless. The wing guns of A-24s unloaded from the convoy rerouted after Pearl Harbor had been hastily reassembled and flown off to the lower Philippines via the threatened Netherlands East Indies. An irate MacArthur cabled, after reports from Mindanao, that the guns failed to fire. The solenoids (“trigger motors,” Eisenhower called them) feeding electrical current to the guns and attached securely to the interior of the packing crates, had been inadvertently overlooked in Brisbane and discarded. Replacements were many thousands of miles away. Everywhere, incompetence in packing, labeling, shipping, and offloading precious tons of supplies and equipment would get much worse. War was waste, squared.


Eisenhower had already summoned Brigadier General LeRoy Lutes, who had worked with him as General Krueger’s supply officer (G-4) in the Louisiana maneuvers, to Washington from an antiaircraft command in California. “Just to give you an inkling as to the kind of mad house you are getting into—it is now eight o’clock New Year’s Eve. I have a couple hours’ work ahead of me, and tomorrow will be no different from today. I have been here about three weeks and this noon I had my first luncheon outside of the office. Usually it is a hot-dog sandwich and a glass of milk. I have had one evening meal in the whole period.”


To get urgent supplies to the Philippines, such as antiaircraft ammunition for which MacArthur was desperate, Marshall authorized Eisenhower $10 million to organize smuggling operations around, and below, the Japanese blockade. “May merely lose another sub,” Eisenhower wrote on January 8. Deputies in Australia and Southeast Asia were cabled to seek out skippers of any kind of craft who would attempt to slip into Manila Bay for ready cash. There were few takers. Soon the president would send another 1918-vintage colonel, Patrick J. Hurley, a former secretary of war under Hoover, to Australia as a brigadier general to organize blockade running. “If I can just help Doug,” Hurley appealed to Marshall. “All right,” said Marshall, “you can help him.” Gerow and Eisenhower each donated a star from their uniforms to get Hurley off in his impromptu new rank. Marshall told Hurley that he would have a plane ready to fly him to Australia, and that a letter of instructions with monetary credits would be waiting for him as he boarded. At one in the morning he was airborne.


The effort would be futile. Marshall recalled, “I started Mr. Hurley off for [Melbourne,] Australia with some…money [to his credit] to expedite the blockade running of supplies to MacArthur. The Japanese had reached Borneo. Then I discovered that checks were not acceptable to…those hard-bitten men [who] wanted cash on the barrel…. Our funds were in the bank at Melbourne several thousand miles away. I had to find some way to get cash in a hurry to the Celebes, Java, and Northwestern Australia. I managed this by loading lots of $250,000 each in bombers en route across Africa, Arabia, and India.” To American commanders already in Australia, Marshall radioed, “Use your funds without stint. Call for more if required. Arrange for advance payments, partial payments for unsuccessful efforts, and large bonus[es] for actual delivery. Organize groups of bold and resourceful men…. Movement must be made on broad front over many routes…. Risks will be great. Rewards must be proportional.”


The nuts and bolts of the operation were passed on to Eisenhower, but the abandonment of the Western Pacific was accelerating too rapidly to arrest. “We mustn’t lose NEI,* Singapore, Burma line; so we are to go full out saving them,” Eisenhower told his diary. Then a dash of realism came to mind, although he had little idea yet how pathetic the resistance to the Japanese already was in Malaya, Burma, and the Dutch Indies. “We’ve been struggling to get a bunch of heavy bombers into NEI, but the whole movement seems bogged down. The air corps doesn’t have enough men that will do things.” The failure was fortunate. The hardware would have become gifts to the enemy.


In little more than two weeks Singapore would fall, all of the East Indies a month later, and the jungles and waterlogged lowlands of Burma, invaded from Thailand, seemed increasingly hopeless to defend. The only gain was that the Japanese in diverting troops to the NEI for its oil and rubber delayed their final disposal of the Philippines. MacArthur’s inadvertent boon in being able to hold out longer than expected was seen in the U.S. as the result of inspired leadership from its hero on Corregidor.


On January 12, Eisenhower sent a long radiogram to MacArthur formally breaking off the “command connection” between the Philippines and Australia. General Brereton, ordered out by MacArthur after the Clark Field fiasco he blamed on his deputy, could now operate temporarily under the distant oversight of General Sir Archibald Wavell in India. “Today a wire from MacArthur saying fine,” Eisenhower wrote the next day. Holed up twenty-four miles across the bay from Manila, MacArthur could command very little, and was glad to rid himself of Brereton, whose new mission almost duplicated Brett’s—to ready planes and air crews as they arrived in Australia. Wavell’s brief involvement Down Under existed only on paper—and by radio. He was effectively as far away from the war as were Marshall and Eisenhower.


“I prepare about six cables a day,” Eisenhower noted on January 19. At least one, daily, went to MacArthur, who radioed appeals from his dreary, humid headquarters in a dripping tunnel on Corregidor while his unseen troops on Bataan, on increasingly short rations, dug in, then slowly backtracked. “MacArthur is as big a baby as ever,” Eisenhower told his diary. “But we’ve got to keep him fighting.” When Admiral Hart, who had sailed to Java with what was left of his Asiatic Fleet, had been asked for submarines to ferry supplies to MacArthur, he had claimed he had none available, even though his subs were useless for anything other than supply work. Their faultily fused torpedoes had already proved ineffective against enemy shipping.


Eisenhower went to Admiral King, who hated the Japanese even more than he despised the British, to ask for two subs to slip at least token supplies to Corregidor. “You may tell General Marshall,” King said in crusty bureaucratese as if Eisenhower were merely an errand boy, “that if any more drastic action is necessary than is represented in my usual method of issuing orders, such action will be taken.” After Pearl Harbor the navy was overstretched and depleted. King objected to risking any resources in a losing venture. In his diary Eisenhower wrote furiously, “One thing that might help win this war is to get someone to shoot King.”


Two subs were dispatched nevertheless. Their cargoes were only of minimal help. Five subs would make seven voyages in all through the blockade. Although MacArthur had 80,000 mostly ill-trained troops on Bataan, 19,000 of them (including stranded Air Forces personnel) American, outnumbering the Japanese, he also had to feed 26,000 unanticipated refugees, with supplies for far fewer. The “MacArthur Plan” overriding “Orange” and “Rainbow” had dispersed other troops and supplies over all the lower islands, where war matériel lay abandoned on the docks.


In the general’s view of the situation, of course, the abandonment came from Washington. Later, in the summer of 1944, one of his tame newsmen, Frazier Hunt, published a fawning book, MacArthur and the War Against Japan, based largely on what MacArthur fed to him. By then the war had turned around. “You will be quite astonished to learn,” Eisenhower, who had acquired a copy, warned Marshall, “that back in the Winter of ‘41-42, you and your assistants in the War Department had no real concern for the Philippines and for the forces fighting there—indeed, you will be astonished to learn lots of things that this book publishes as fact. I admit that the book practically gave me indigestion, something you should know before considering this suggestion further.”


MacArthur’s only visit to Bataan, a two-mile PT boat ride to a headquarters unit nowhere near the Japanese, had occurred on January 9, two weeks after the loss of Manila. He would write imaginatively, perhaps from photographs, in his Reminiscences two decades later, “My heart ached as I saw my men slowly wasting away. Their clothes hung on them like tattered rags…. Their long bedraggled hair framed gaunt bloodless faces. Their hoarse, wild laughter greeted the constant stream of obscene and ribald jokes issuing from their parched, dry throats. They cursed the enemy and in the same breath cursed and reviled the United States…. But their eyes would light up and they would cheer when they saw my battered, and much reviled in America, ‘scrambled egg’ cap.…” It was total, baleful fiction.


Occupying the general’s penthouse, the enemy commander, Masaharu Homma, also took possession of MacArthur’s abandoned military history library. The failure to return to the rump of mainland still in his control, although he openly endured air raids on Corregidor, left MacArthur open to diatribes from men on Bataan as “Dugout Doug,” a tag which never left him. Co-opted correspondents would keep his manufactured persona fresh. John Hersey of Time would publish MacArthur’s Men (1942), based on Melville Jacoby’s worshipful cables,* in which MacArthur was the epitome of coolness under fire. After the general discussed “the daily press release” with LeGrande Diller “came the really enjoyable time—a visit to some command post. The men could never tell where or when he would show. He would just suddenly be there, with his brown curve-handled cane and his jaunty holder; there he would be beside a cot at the field hospital…or by a battery watching through binoculars as a Japanese transport train got blown up, or proud as Punch as he listened to the latest exploits of the Filipino Scouts, his boys.” Hersey, who had returned to New York from Chungking in China, did not know that the general disliked visiting hospitals, that there were no Japanese trains to see from Corregidor or even from Bataan, or that the unprepared Scouts were more like Boy Scouts.


That an initial enemy barrage on forward positions on Bataan failed to dislodge the defenders led MacArthur to crow to Washington, as he seldom now did, “I have drawn the fangs of his attack.” The next day, January 13, Marshall responded innocently to the first-person fraud, praising “your splendid resistance.” Eisenhower revised the draft, initialed “DDE,” and ordered it radioed under “Marshall.” With undue optimism it referred encouragingly to “containing enemy operations” in Malaya, the Dutch Indies, and the Philippines, to heavy bombers landing daily in Australia, and to thousands of troops already arrived or in the pipeline. “Naval equilibrium,” Washington prophesied, would also be restored. In closing, “Mar-shall” probed, “We are considering ordering you out of Philippines to exercise active command and direction over American forces now gathering in Australia…. Would such action in your opinion jeopardize continued resistance by Filipino troops?”


On reconsideration, the lines suggesting MacArthur’s departure from the Philippines were dropped, and revived only on February 4. In the interim MacArthur’s radioed theatrics evidenced increasing despair. His message to Washington on January 23 (“flamboyant” according to Eisenhower) recommended as his successor in event of “my death” newly promoted Major General Richard Sutherland, whom he had raised in rapid stages after he displaced Eisenhower in 1938. Ike loathed him, writing that Sutherland’s second star showed that MacArthur “likes his bootlickers.” The next day Eisenhower consulted logistics chief Major General “Bill” (Brehon) Somervell about getting more landing craft built. No offensive could ever be mounted against a coastline without them, but Somervell, whose bullying was already legendary, was up against crusty Admiral King, who had replaced “Betty” Stark. King’s stern priorities ignored the other service’s needs: in the aftermath of Pearl Harbor he wanted heavy armor and heavy guns and—belatedly—aircraft carriers. “The Army used to have all the time in the world and no money,” deplored Marshall, who controlled no shipyards. “Now,” he told Eisenhower, “we’ve got all the money and no time.”


What coastlines were most crucial in a two-ocean war obsessed planners in Washington. Eisenhower’s personal priorities kept shifting, while Marshall’s had to reflect the White House. “We’ve got to quit wasting resources and wasting time,” Ike told himself on January 22. “If we’re to keep Russia in, save the Middle East, India, and Burma, we’ve got to begin slugging with air at Western Europe, to be followed by a land attack as soon as possible.” As if that had always been his contention he added on January 27, “Tom Handy [Marshall’s chief deputy] and I stick to our idea that we must win [first] in Europe.” He had no idea how indirect and difficult that would be.


MacArthur’s sixty-second birthday fell on January 25. Setting aside personal scorn, as the general was the hero of the moment in America, even number one on a series of posterlike bubble-gum cards propagandizing the war for kids, Eisenhower fired off a “warmest anniversary greetings” radiogram. He and former Philippines staffer Thomas Jefferson Davis, now Eisenhower’s adjutant, were “proud to salute you [and] the inspiring record you are establishing…. Our earnest hopes for the safety and health of Jean, Arthur and yourself are with you constantly.”


Four days later, consternation arose in the War Department when MacArthur radioed with his own implied agreement that President Quezon proposed the neutralization of the “Republic of the Philippines” to spare his people further death and destruction. Eisenhower called it a refusal by MacArthur “to look facts in the face, an old trait of his.” Neutralization was in effect surrender, and the idea seemed to Eisenhower more like MacArthur’s idea, as he had claimed prior to the Clark Field débacle that the Pearl Harbor attack was not an act of war on the allegedly sovereign Philippines, and that he could not initiate an offensive against Japan by using his B-17s to bomb Formosan bases. “Looks like MacArthur is losing his nerve,” Ike added on February 3. “I hope his yelps are just his way of spurring us on, but he is always an uncertain factor.” Every sector pleaded for planes, he added, realizing that there weren’t many aircraft yet to allot, too few experienced pilots to fly them, and hazardous if not impossible routes to get them to where they might make a difference. “What a mess!”


The apparent acquiescence by MacArthur to the abandonment of the Philippines led to urgent conferences by Stimson and Marshall with Roosevelt. A radioed message from the president to MacArthur, drafted by Eisenhower, denied authorization to surrender “the Filipino elements of the defending forces.” Roosevelt conceded the “desperate situation” and urged that Quezon and his family be evacuated, along with High Commissioner* Francis Sayre and MacArthur’s wife and son. Mention of Jean and young Arthur strongly suggested that the general himself was to fight on—that it was “mandatory that there be established once and for all in the minds of all peoples complete evidence that the American determination and indomitable will to win carries on down to the last unit.”


By then Eisenhower had already drafted a long message to Manila in Marshall’s name, responding to an earlier radiogram from MacArthur in Corregidor dated, because of the International Date Line, the next day. He had again offered his worldwide strategic thinking, describing the Hitler-first priorities of the “democratic allies” as a “fatal mistake.” Downplaying the German sub menace in the Atlantic and the Mediterranean, MacArthur urged “incessant” attacks on Japanese shipping in the Pacific to loosen their grip on the island corridor to the Philippines. Yet the German submarine threat was increasingly critical. Shipping losses were shockingly high, even when vessels clustered protectively in convoys. The freighter cupboard was bare.


“Counsels of timidity based upon theories of safety first,” MacArthur argued from Corregidor, “will not win against such an aggressive and audacious adversary as Japan.” Marshall’s cautious accruing of “supremacy” in the Southwest Pacific was dismissed as too slow a scheme: “The war will be indefinitely prolonged and its final outcome will be jeopardized…. No matter what the theoretical odds may be against us, if we fight him we will beat him. We have shown that here.” Unfortunately, the last sentence, totally untrue as Washington knew, undercut MacArthur’s thesis. Recognizing his own hyperbole, he closed, more gracefully than was his wont, “In submitting these views, I may be exceeding the proper scope of my office and therefore do so with great hesitancy. My excuse, if excuse is necessary, is that from my present point of vantage I can see the whole strategy of the Pacific perhaps clearer than anyone else. If agreeable to you I would appreciate greatly the forwarding of this view to the highest authority.”


MacArthur seemed at his most persuasive, but Eisenhower and Marshall (and FDR, the “highest authority”) knew that the general’s point of vantage was the Malinta Tunnel deep under besieged Corregidor, which afforded a very limited global view. MacArthur knew from radio contacts that the Allied situation was desperate everywhere, and that every commander in every war wanted what tools were available to be prioritized for him.


Recognizing wartime urgencies and that Marshall was much closer to the modern military scene than Stimson, Roosevelt had made the general directly responsible to him for “strategy, tactics, and operations.” Realizing the sensitivity of his relations with the secretary of war, and admiring him unstintingly, Marshall kept Stimson closely informed of all his dealings with Roosevelt. The relationship of soldier and civilian worked.


Eisenhower’s delicate mission for Marshall and Stimson about MacArthur was to undeceive him about the realities without creating additional alarm. The facts were distressing enough. Ike drafted Radio 1024 assuring “most careful study” of MacArthur’s Radio 201. “Virtually the entire heavy striking elements of the Pacific Fleet” had been eliminated at Pearl Harbor. “Very heavy convoy duties” and torpedo damage to one of the few aircraft carriers available had “seriously limited aggressive naval operations.” Crippling impairment by dive bombers and torpedo planes to the remaining American cruisers in MacArthur’s area had occurred while aiding the floundering Dutch in the NEI, making it “obvious that surface vessels cannot operate in regions where they are subject to heavy attack by hostile land based aircraft.” The litany of liabilities went on, with the only optimistic note the vague hope that “if we have an early success in checking Japanese progression and secure air superiority through employment of heavy bombers which they lack, there is the strong probability”—it was no more than wishful thinking responding to MacArthur’s hopes—“that Stalin will strike against Japan.” Russian intervention in Asia was years away.


Marshall redrafted Eisenhower’s message and sent it off separately from the once-postponed offer to order MacArthur to Australia. Neither radiogram changed anything. Again, MacArthur promoted Quezon’s quixotic neutrality idea, this time suggesting that American forces evacuate all of the Philippines if Japan would recognize its independence, and noting that High Commissioner Sayre had timidly approved the idea although it would not have spared the islands Japanese-style occupation. MacArthur suggested from his isolation on Corregidor that “the temper of the Filipinos is one of almost violent resentment against the United States. Every one of them expected help and when it has not been forthcoming they believe they have been betrayed in favor of others.” A corroborating “wail” (in Ike’s angry description) from Quezon followed on February 7, the day after Eisenhower moved with Mamie to the Ward-man Park flat. Marshall drafted new messages, with Eisenhower, for the president’s signature, to both MacArthur and Quezon. “Long, difficult, and irritating,” Ike complained. “Both [MacArthur and Quezon] are babies.” At 6:45 Eisenhower went to the White House and received Roosevelt’s signed approval.


Realizing that there was no way to get help to him directly, MacArthur began to radio suggestions to Marshall for alternatives which were equally unrealistic. These inevitably landed on Eisenhower’s desk. One after another, the myriad islands below Luzon were being swarmed over by the Japanese, who were meeting little resistance, leaving small unoccupied outposts in between, and a larger base on southernmost and increasingly precarious Mindanao. Exasperated, Ike noted on February 8, “Another long message on ‘strategy’ [responding] to MacArthur. He sent one extolling the virtues of the flank offensive. Wonder what he thinks we’ve been studying for all these years. His lecture would have been good for [West Point] plebes.”


MacArthur grandstanded further to Marshall. It was OK to get Quezon and Sayre out, but he would die with his men. It was a dubious gesture given his failure to return to Bataan, an evasion which, from his press releases, the American public did not realize. Republican Party leaders like Alfred Landon, and party chairman Joseph Martin, a Massachusetts congressman, also exhorted fighting to the end in the Philippines. Wendell Willkie, defeated by Roosevelt in the presidential election of 1940, suggested one exemption to total sacrifice in a Lincoln Day speech on February 12—that MacArthur be summoned to Washington to command all American military forces. The proposal became a covert anti-administration tactic which Republicans would go on repeating, as would Arthur Krock, a conservative New York Times columnist and persistent critic of the president. Since aside from a doomed corner of Luzon, American troops were not fighting anywhere, the frustration reflected in the press, and reported from the British embassy in Washington to the Foreign Office, had metamorphosed into an excess of pride which the public relations-astute MacArthur could exploit, even from a tunnel on Corregidor.


As the Soviet Tass News Agency was then collecting salutes from eminent persons for the twenty-fourth anniversary of the Red Army (on February 23), its suggestion of a tribute by MacArthur, then the only high-level American hero figure, went to the War Department. Possibly some staffer there remembered the general’s vociferous anti-Communism of the 1930s, for no request was radioed on to MacArthur. The PR-sensitive MacArthur, however, read the daily file of world news sent through navy communications to Corregidor, and without prompting he rushed off an encomium that “the hopes of civilization rest on the worthy banners of the courageous Russian Army” and “the scale and grandeur” of the “smashing counterattack which is driving the enemy back to his own land.” MacArthur may have been sending a message to Washington rather than Moscow.


A firm order to MacArthur to “start south” to a new command (dividing Wavell’s brief) was drafted on February 22. Eisenhower disagreed with Marshall over sending it, “fearful” of MacArthur’s predictable theatrics if given a larger stage in Australia. Gauging the likely domestic repercussions of abandoning the general, Marshall saw no alternative. “I think he’s doing a better job in Bataan,” Eisenhower wrote in deepest irony, “than he will anywhere else.” Roosevelt approved the reassignment and a radiogram was dispatched the next day.


Eisenhower saved further outbursts for his diary, conceding that in his biliousness he could not “even think clearly.” Marshall’s disciplined suppression of almost all wrath “puzzles me a bit,” Eisenhower mused. “I’ve never seen a man who apparently develops a higher pressure of anger when he encounters a piece of stupidity than he does. Yet the outburst is so fleeting, he returns so completely to complete ‘normalcy,’ that I’m certain he does it for effect.” Ike recalled being in Marshall’s office one day when someone telephoned to recommend a promotion unlikely to go further. He heard Marshall say, “If the man is a friend of yours, the best service you can do him is to avoid mentioning his name to me.”


Marshall usually kept his emotions in check to such a frigid degree that aside from the children and some wives of his colleagues—and Patton, who (in person) was always “Georgie”—he rarely employed a first name. When he inadvertently called Eisenhower “Ike,” then reversed himself and used “Eisenhower” in the same exchange, the gaffe was revealing. (Over the years Eisenhower always referred to him as “General.”) Intimacy to Marshall was at odds with objectivity. When Ike went to a rare Sunday dinner at Marshall’s official Fort Myer residence on February 22, it was only to meet two Chinese VIPs whom Marshall was cultivating. It was no social event; Mamie was not invited. “Longest I’ve been out of the office in daytime since coming here ten weeks ago today,” Ike wrote.


Moving to the Wardman Park meant leaving brother Milton’s comfortable home in Falls Church. Soon he, too, would be leaving. Thanks to Ike’s new clout, Milton was offered a job as coordinator of Executive Order 9066, on February 19, 1942, “to apprehend, restrain, secure, and remove” dangerous aliens from sensitive locations. As a result, 114,000 men, women, and children of Japanese ancestry along the Pacific coast were being uprooted and “relocated” under armed guard to remote, barren locations that were little more than concentration camps. After it was too late, Earl Warren wondered in a letter to FBI director J. Edgar Hoover whether “we are not straining out the gnat and swallowing the camel” in ignoring the very many German and Italian aliens whose loyalty might be dubious.*


All rumors about Japanese disloyalty were nonsense or worse, but Governor Cuthbert Olson of California was responding to racism cloaked as public hysteria. Lieutenant General John L. DeWitt of the Fourth Army area, who had even fantasized, after Pearl Harbor, sixty bombers identified by rising sun emblems over San Francisco, emphatically urged, in Orwellian terms, preventative removal, because “the fact that no sabotage has taken place to date is a disturbing and confirming indication that such action will be taken.”


Unfortunately, DeWitt was a VMI classmate of Marshall’s, an effective quartermaster-general in France during the Meuse-Argonne offensive in 1918, and “a very fine fellow.” There were limits even to Marshall’s objectivity. (He would coddle DeWitt throughout the war but never give him a really sensitive command.) Although J. Edgar Hoover, who had little respect for civil liberties, considered forced evacuation as based on “no factual data” and utterly unnecessary, Ike, with the hard-line McCloy, had flown to San Francisco to meet with Western officials pressing for a Japanese “exclusion” order. The attorney general of Idaho, Bert Miller, insisted, although there were few aliens in his state, that “all Japanese be put in concentration camps for the remainder of the war. We want to keep this a white man’s country.” The governor of Oregon and the attorney general of Washington wanted all “citizens of Japanese extraction” removed. To his later embarrassment, Earl Warren went along.


McCloy and Eisenhower accepted the assessment of a “Japanese problem,” but brother Milton, it would turn out, had been done no favor, and he would resign the “relocation” appointment in mid-June, returning to Washington. His successor, Dillon S. Myer, another Department of Agriculture official, asked whether he should take it. “Yes,” said Milton, “if you can do the job and sleep at night.”


[image: space]


Winston Churchill had refitted the liners Queen Mary and Queen Elizabeth as troop transports, making them available to Marshall, who passed on the responsibility to Eisenhower. Marshall’s thinking about their use reflected his rigid objectivity. To Secretary Stimson he noted that their capacity, including flotation gear in event of trouble, was 8,200 men, but in conversation with Churchill at the White House, Marshall and the prime minister had talked of handling twice that complement—a full division—by excluding lifeboats and rafts. Coolly, Marshall explained to Stimson that the “material difference” in the event of a torpedoing “would be in the psychological effect of the loss of the larger number of men.”


Since Churchill’s feeling was that one risked all in an “actual operation” but not in preparatory movement, Marshall consulted with the president through his appointments secretary, Major General Edwin (“Pa”) Watson, concluding with them that any additional space would be more prudently used for “baggage.” The Queens, which could outrace and out-maneuver subs, would make many sailings, usually alone, to Northern Ireland and to Australia. Ike’s first supervision from Washington of a test run of the long Australian route, from Boston on February 18 and around South Africa via a refueling stop in Brazil, left him “in terror” (although he didn’t own up to that to Marshall) until the Queen Mary, with 14,000 troops, docked Down Under. Like near-fascist Argentina, Brazil was full of Axis agents. “We were horrified,” Eisenhower remembered, “to intercept a radio from an Italian in Rio who reported her presence…and upon her departure actually gave the direction upon which she set out to sea.” Rome radio propagandized that the former luxury liner had been torpedoed off the Falkland Islands, but the Queen Mary arrived without incident.


Although “Pa” Watson contended that MacArthur was worth “five army corps,” Eisenhower remained stubbornly dubious about the “psychological warfare” boost involved in extricating the general. Ike contended that MacArthur’s style was effective only in simple situations, not complicated ones. “Bataan is made to order for him. It’s in the public eye; it has made him a public hero; it has all the essentials of drama; and he is the acknowledged king on the spot. If brought out, public opinion will force him into a position where his love of the limelight may ruin him.” Eisenhower wrote for his diary as if he were eager to preserve the hero’s reputation. More likely, given his War Department and Philippines apprenticeship with MacArthur, he preferred the martyr, who would be posthumously easier to like.


By late in February, Eisenhower was in charge of the Operations Division, still called (until March 9) War Plans. His schedule had already included congressmen, manufacturers of war matériel, and military managerial types, but now would be more closely attuned to global strategy. Ham Haislip had already left, and on the 16th, as Gee Gerow walked out of the Munitions Building for the last time, en route to the 29th Division, he remarked to Eisenhower, “Well, I got Pearl Harbor on the books; lost the Philippine Islands, Singapore, Sumatra, and all of the NEI north of the [Malay] Barrier. Let’s see what you can do.”


*Magnet: the stockpiling of American forces in the British Isles; Gymnast: an invasion of French North Africa to deflect the Germans from Suez and divert Nazi strength from the Russian front. Both would be renamed.


*After Dill’s death in November 1944, the mission continued under his successor.


*Both the secretary of war and the secretary of the navy had been World War I colonels in France. Frank Knox, Republican vice presidential candidate with Alfred M. Landon in 1936, had been recruited by FDR, like Henry Stimson, secretary of war under Taft and secretary of state under Hoover, to promote a bipartisan military. Both liked to be called “Colonel.”


*Netherlands East Indies, the postwar Indonesia.


*Jacoby was killed in an airplane crash in Australia after escaping from the Philippines.


*Formerly governor general but with Commonwealth status, Sayre had been retitled.


*By the end of 1942, 106,770 harmless Japanese internees were “relocated.” More than 11,000 Americans of German ancestry and 11,600 alien Italians were also, but more briefly, interned, but they were not targets of racism like the Japanese. To encamp all Germans and Italians for the same flimsy reasons would have meant moving millions at the cost of billions, and would have created untenable outrage. Only 1,877 Japanese of the many loyal thousands in Hawaii were “relocated.”
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