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It has been more than a century since the American conquest and subsequent annexation of the
Philippines. Although the nation was given its independence in 1946, American cultural authority
remains.In order to locate and lend significance to the relics of American empire, Joseph
McCallus retraces the route Gen. Douglas MacArthur took during his liberation of the country
from the Japanese in 1944 and 1945. While following MacArthur’s footsteps, he provides a
historical and geographical account of this iconic soldier’s military career, accompanied by a
description of the contemporary Philippine landscape. McCallus uses the past and the present
to explore how America influenced the country’s political and educational systems and
language, as well as the ramifications of the continued U.S. military presence and the effects of
globalization on traditional Filipino society. He examines the American influence on its
architecture and introduces to the reader the American expatriate business community—people
who have lived in the Philippines for decades and continue to help shape the nation. The
MacArthur Highway and Other Relics of American Empire in the Philippines is an absorbing look
at how American military intervention and colonial rule have indelibly shaped a nation decades
after the fact.

"Using a wide range of sources, including oral accounts and unpublished narratives, buttressed
by his own personal experience as an expatriate in the Philippines, Joseph McCallus presents a
wide-ranging and frank view of the Philippines and the U.S. colonial legacy. Using as a base
Gen. Douglas MacArthur's route during the 1944-45 liberation campaign, McCallus weaves into
this extremely interesting read multifaceted aspects of the American impact on the Philippines,
past and present. With ease, he takes the reader on a journey of time and space to present
events of long ago and of the recent past, linking everything into a coherent whole. Even Filipino
readers will find things that are new here. This work will spark discussion and debate-the
hallmark of a successful book." --Ricardo T. Jose, professor of history, University of the
Philippines"Joseph McCallus has crafted an incisive, finely written examination of the complex
relationship between the United States and the Philippines. Drawing on his broad knowledge of
that relationship, he illuminates the historical, cultural, geographical, social, military landscape
that evolved throughout the twentieth century and the impact on today's Philippines. His
examination of Douglas MacArthur's controversial status as both liberator and divisive force in
the Philippines is outstanding." --Peter F. Stevens, author of The Voyage of the Catalpa and The
Rogue's March --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorJoseph P.
McCallus has conducted academic research in the Philippines since 1986. He is the author of
American Exiles in the Philippines, 1941–1996: A Collected Oral Narrative, a study of the
American expatriate community, and he edited and annotated Gentleman Soldier: John Clifford



Brown and the Philippine-American War. He has published journal articles dedicated to
Philippine studies, particularly the propaganda of both the Philippine communist and
anticommunist movements. He is a professor of English at Columbus State University in
Georgia. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.
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EpilogueNotesSelected BibliographyIndexAbout the AuthorPREFACEAt the turn of the twentieth
century, the United States conquered and colonized the Philippines. Its stated goal was to build
a modern nation by ripping down the foundation of European medievalism, that is, the legacy of
Spanish colonialism. For almost fifty years the United States attempted to create a country and a
people in the American image. The colonial relationship formally ended with Philippine
independence in 1946, but the American influence did not. It still exists to varying degrees in the
agencies the United States used to manage its colony.In the following pages I will explore just
what remains, both physically and conceptually, of the first American experiment in nation
building. This is a broad task, and, admittedly, I could not address each aspect. The areas I do
explore are politics, because the United States largely formed the system that now governs the
nation; education, because the United States instituted an English-language public education
system that remains a fair reflection of the U.S. public school system; religion, because the
United States attempted to weaken the influence of Spanish Catholicism by exporting Protestant



missionaries to the islands; and military presence, because despite the removal of U.S. bases in
the Philippines, the country is still dependent on American aid and soldiers to fight communist
and Muslim insurgencies. I also discuss the remains of American architecture, particularly in
Manila, and I introduce a number of American expatriates I have known, persons who have lived
for decades in the Philippines. These buildings and expatriates are evidence of the deep-rooted,
ongoing influence of the United States in the daily lives of Filipinos.In an effort to find these relics
of American empire, I decided to retrace Douglas MacArthur’s route from Leyte to Manila in the
years 1944 and 1945. MacArthur’s return to the Philippines is often shown to be a shining
example of the moral goodness of the United States in that the man and his people kept their
promise to their colonial subjects through fire and sacrifice. However, his “liberation” of the
Philippines is one of World War II’s great ironies. Vanquished and humiliated at Bataan,
MacArthur did return to deliver the Philippines from the Japanese. But the cost in civilian lives
and property was incredible. The nation’s infrastructure was badly damaged. The city of Manila
was destroyed, with 100,000 lives lost. Although most Filipinos celebrated MacArthur and the
United States as liberators, not all did. In fact, for some Filipinos, the name of MacArthur and the
country he symbolized came to denote devastation. MacArthur’s liberation, like the American
period itself, can be seen as a paradox, an ironic symbol constructed through the conflict of
hope and disillusionment. Furthermore, it can and has been argued that the independence
MacArthur brought in 1946 was largely a conditional one: the Philippine government could in no
way act without Washington’s approval, a constraint that some say continues today. Finally, and
perhaps most poignantly, what arose from the ashes was not the great neoclassic republic that
the American and Filipino leaders dreamed of in the 1920s and 1930s; rather, it was something
less identifiable. Like the hasty rebuilding of postwar Manila, the Philippines has often been a
confused, uncertain place during the sixty years since the general landed at Leyte beach.
MacArthur’s route, then, serves as both a symbolic and physical framework to view the remains
of empire.My journey took place in segments between the years 2004 and 2007, although some
events I discuss, such as the Oakwood mutiny and my conversation with Eddie Woolbright,
occurred earlier. I began the trek in Makati, the center of the megalopolis known as Metro
Manila. From there I traveled to the Leyte-Samar area, where MacArthur landed in 1944 and
where he had also served as a young officer in 1903. Moving back north, I toured the Lingayen
beaches and then took the MacArthur Highway down through Luzon, stopping at major historical
and contemporary points of interest such as Hacienda Luisita. The tour ends back in old Manila,
a city that MacArthur loved but would find largely unrecognizable today.A number of
organizations and individuals helped me on my journey. Institutions such as the Filipinas
Heritage Library in Makati, the American Historical Collection at the Ateneo de Manila University,
and the MacArthur Memorial all provided me with invaluable resources and assistance. The
Columbus State University’s Simon Schwob Memorial Library, as always, was very supportive. In
Manila, Leslie Murray of the Filipino-American Memorial Endowment was especially helpful, as
was Edgar Krohn Jr., a founding member of the Memorare Manila 1945 organization. Merv



Simpson was a critical component of the endeavor, and I am very thankful for his participation.
John Melvin and the late Robert Robbins of the Elks Club Kapihan have always given friendship
and assistance. In Pampanga, Lino Dizon of Tarlac State University and Rhonie Dela Cruz of the
Bamban Historical Society gave much time and material. In the United States, Lia Scott Price
supplied me with information and contacts concerning her ancestor, Walter Scott Price.Finally,
the title of this book may strike some as perplexing. I have often thought that the MacArthur
Highway, at one time the major artery in central Luzon but now a road supplanted by more
modern thoroughfares, stood as a symbol of the American era in the Philippines. In fact, it has
become a relic of sorts. The term “relic” has several definitions. A relic can be a part of a dead
holy person’s body kept over the years in reverence; it is something essentially meaningless but
holds strong connotations. A relic can also be an object or belief still existing but outmoded or
obsolete, such as an old piece of technology. As I observed what remains of the American
period, I was constantly reminded of these two definitions.
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of empire.My journey took place in segments between the years 2004 and 2007, although some
events I discuss, such as the Oakwood mutiny and my conversation with Eddie Woolbright,
occurred earlier. I began the trek in Makati, the center of the megalopolis known as Metro
Manila. From there I traveled to the Leyte-Samar area, where MacArthur landed in 1944 and
where he had also served as a young officer in 1903. Moving back north, I toured the Lingayen
beaches and then took the MacArthur Highway down through Luzon, stopping at major historical
and contemporary points of interest such as Hacienda Luisita. The tour ends back in old Manila,
a city that MacArthur loved but would find largely unrecognizable today.A number of
organizations and individuals helped me on my journey. Institutions such as the Filipinas
Heritage Library in Makati, the American Historical Collection at the Ateneo de Manila University,
and the MacArthur Memorial all provided me with invaluable resources and assistance. The
Columbus State University’s Simon Schwob Memorial Library, as always, was very supportive. In
Manila, Leslie Murray of the Filipino-American Memorial Endowment was especially helpful, as
was Edgar Krohn Jr., a founding member of the Memorare Manila 1945 organization. Merv
Simpson was a critical component of the endeavor, and I am very thankful for his participation.
John Melvin and the late Robert Robbins of the Elks Club Kapihan have always given friendship
and assistance. In Pampanga, Lino Dizon of Tarlac State University and Rhonie Dela Cruz of the
Bamban Historical Society gave much time and material. In the United States, Lia Scott Price
supplied me with information and contacts concerning her ancestor, Walter Scott Price.Finally,
the title of this book may strike some as perplexing. I have often thought that the MacArthur
Highway, at one time the major artery in central Luzon but now a road supplanted by more
modern thoroughfares, stood as a symbol of the American era in the Philippines. In fact, it has
become a relic of sorts. The term “relic” has several definitions. A relic can be a part of a dead
holy person’s body kept over the years in reverence; it is something essentially meaningless but
holds strong connotations. A relic can also be an object or belief still existing but outmoded or
obsolete, such as an old piece of technology. As I observed what remains of the American
period, I was constantly reminded of these two definitions.PART 1MAKATI1THE FUTURE AND
THE PASTBright and dazzling, the Ayala Center shopping complex stretches for several city
blocks, a number of different malls interconnected. Within its superbly air-conditioned avenues,
blue-eyed blondes stare and freckled, flaxen-haired children smile from giant posters in many
stores. Pictures of colossal African American athletes provide an Olympian aura for the
thousands of mostly young Asian faces flowing past. Girls in low-waist jeans and designer
handbags glide by in schools. Young men sport super haircuts and wear shirts that pay homage
to Old Navy and Abercrombie & Fitch. English competes well with Tagalog on the cell phones
that almost everyone has pressed to their ears.For an American visiting the Philippines for the
first time, the Ayala Center provides the immediate comfort of recognizable icons. Yet, why
should these American figures loom so large in a Philippine setting? Why are there so few
Filipino faces in the advertisements? The answer is, of course, globalization, or what some call
Americanization. Globalization is a palpable state of evolution, and here, as in so many other



places around the world, the culture is a work in progress, an ongoing event that pulls and pricks
at traditional identities.Consider the mall’s eateries. An Ilonggo restaurant serves up its ethnic
fare, and there is a Jollibee, the nation’s rice-instead-of-fries answer to American fast food.
These restaurants, in turn, are challenged by a two-story McDonald’s anchor, a Burger King
anchor, a Chili’s, a T.G.I. Friday’s, a humongous KFC anchor, a Subway, and a Hard Rock Café,
with presumably more American chains on the way. The coffee house, a cherished old Manila
institution, has quite a few Filipino representatives in the Ayala; as to be expected, they are
facing a terrific onslaught from Starbucks, Seattle’s Best, and McCafé. The health minded can
work off all this fare at the Gold’s Gym.Then there are the movies. The large Philippine film
industry has an illustrious history dating back to the 1920s. The Ayala Center thus has multiple
theaters. Perhaps it is not surprising that few contemporary Philippine films actually play in the
Ayala or in most of the Metro Manila theaters or even most theaters in the country. As in many
other parts of the world, Hollywood dominates film distribution here. Generations of Filipinos
grow up watching Bruce Willis and Angelina Jolie successfully compete with their own culture’s
celluloid heroes.There is much, then, that an American could identify with in Makati, for there is
little difference between the Ayala Center and that of any mall in any town America, save
perhaps for the frisking. Armed security guards regulate the complex’s entrances. Customers
must queue up by gender to be frisked or have an electronic wand go over them. Bags are
sometimes opened and checked. The American visitor need not be alarmed by this process,
however. At the Ayala, foreign-looking people, especially white people, are usually not frisked. In
the Philippines, it is the foreigners who are trusted, which, given the country’s history, is simply
stunning.1Filipinos are long used to dealing with foreigners. The indigenous peoples throughout
the archipelago have encountered Arabian, Chinese, Spanish, British, American, and Japanese
colonizers, all with an eye for plunder of some kind and all who have in some way left their mark
on the islands. The Filipinos have had to live with being highly Westernized or, worse, the title of
“little Americans,” a barbed moniker assigned by other Asians. Through all the eras of
colonization, Filipinos have shown the remarkable ability to take the foreign influence and adjust
it to their own situation.The original settlers of the islands came out of China more than fifteen
thousand years ago, bringing with them hunting and planting skills. Roughly at the beginning of
the Christian era arrived the Malays, an ancient people made up from many influences. In terms
of race and temperament Filipinos share essential qualities with other Malays in the area. But a
later migration of Chinese, whose trade and piracy became extensive beginning roughly in the
eleventh century, heavily influenced the local culture. Muslim Malays from nearby Sumatra and
Java began to arrive and quickly spread their influence through Mindanao and the area that
would become Manila. The Spanish in the sixteenth century brought with them Catholicism,
architecture, progressive agricultural techniques, and a rough idea of nationhood. And finally the
Americans came and brought English, public education, and democracy.The successive
conquests did much to temper the soul of the people, and, as in other colonized cultures, it did
everything to establish a curious relationship between Filipinos and foreigners. Scholars such as



Renato Constantino have noted that Filipinos suffer from the stereotypical colonial or now
postcolonial identity: a warped sense of history, a national character either cloudy or
xenophobic, and a near enslavement to Western ideas. Just as accurate, though, is that many
Filipinos pragmatically see the advantage of foreigners as exemplified by the Filipinos’ long-
standing popular support of the former U.S. bases in Subic and Angeles City. On the other hand,
a deepseated, anti-Western nationalist movement has existed for centuries. This pulling and
tugging between two basic forces has formed the Filipino approach to outsiders. In 1968,
revered journalist Carmen Guerrero Nakpil wrote of foreigners:They are the best of friends, they
are the worst of enemies; they are just and generous, they are tricky and tight with their money;
they are so frank it is a pleasure to deal with them, they are so insincere one never knows where
one stands; they are selfless and upright, they are only out for what they can get; they feel
superior although there is no reason for it; they are physically and intellectually better endowed
by nature, they are ugly and graceless and disease-prone; they are friendly and democratic, they
are filthy snobs; they represent the best their countries have to offer, they are the dregs of their
own societies; we like them, we can’t stand them. The ambivalence of a love-hate relationship is
indeed the average Filipino’s attitude towards the foreigners in their midst.2The center of gravity
for most foreigners in the islands is Manila and, today, Makati. Makati is the quintessentially
planned postwar city. A small pueblo originally named San Pedro, Makati existed in the
seventeenth century. The word “Makati” is from mag kati na, or “when the tide has receded.” The
Pasig River, which is on the city’s northern border, is affected by the tides and commonly
overruns its banks. In 1851 the powerful Roxas family purchased the pueblo. In 1914 it officially
became Makati. Until the Second World War its only claim to distinction was that it was home to
the American installation at Fort McKinley and that American John Canson built the Sta. Ana
Cabaret, then considered to be the world’s largest and raunchiest nightclub.3The Second World
War redefined the Philippines, Manila, and especially Makati. The prewar areas of commerce
and residence, or the city of Manila proper, which included the Ermita and Malate areas, were
the most heavily damaged. Indeed, they were essentially obliterated by Japanese incineration
and U.S. artillery. The Battle of Manila left thousands unemployed. Power, water, and sanitation
did not function. Inflation skyrocketed. Adding to the problem were the tens of thousands of
migrants from the provinces who flooded the cities, hoping to escape the war’s hardships and
work for the U.S. Army. In 1941 the population of Manila was 450,000, and nearly 100,000 of its
residents died in February and March 1945. But by 1948 the population swelled to two
million.Both long before and now more than sixty years after the war, a few powerful families
have controlled the direction of Philippine culture and society. Today’s Makati is the product of
one such clan, the Zobel de Ayala family. Born in Manila the son of a Scottish father and a
Filipina mestiza mother, Joseph R. McMicking married into the Zobel de Ayala clan (which had
absorbed the Roxas family and thus owned most of Makati). McMicking’s social circle included
Gen. Douglas MacArthur, as well as Dwight and Mamie Eisenhower. A pilot in the fledgling
Philippine Air Force, McMicking taught the future president how to fly. Because he was a citizen



of the Commonwealth, he was inducted into the U.S. Army when the war broke out. As a colonel,
he served on MacArthur’s staff throughout the war, escaping to Australia with the general in
1942 and landing with him on Leyte two and a half years later. After the war, in which he had
suffered much personal loss, he went back to work with the Zobel de Ayala family.In the
immediate postwar years, McMicking looked at old Manila and saw the destruction, the human
flotsam, and the one thousand hectares of open land owned by the Zobel de Ayala’s known as
Makati. He had a plan: he would make Makati into the ideal modern city. Over the next several
years he laid out the modern city of Makati, one that would absorb the vast new arrivals from the
provinces, who were squatters really. Makati was intended to be an urban center and a magnet
to the affluent classes, where business would flourish. For McMicking, Makati was to be a
holistic vision, a model city where social consciousness, industry, and wealth would burgeon. It
was an ambitious undertaking.In the 1950s Makati grew at an astonishing rate. Low-cost
housing eased the plight of the workers, although much of it was thrown up quickly and in an ad
hoc manner. Fifty years on, many of these areas can officially be called slums. Industry
sprouted, with businesses forming nuclei in several places, and today, Makati’s major street,
Ayala Avenue, is the nation’s financial center. The subdivisions sprang up one by one—Forbes
Park, San Lorenzo, Bel-Air, Dasmarinas—housing the rich and nearly rich. Behind their high
walls and armed checkpoints lies a world of quiet, tree-lined streets and manicured lawns; a
world of servants and ya-yas (nannies); of investment brokers, CEOs, and ambassadors; of
BMWs and Volvos; and, most importantly, of visas to other countries.2THE OAKWOOD
MUTINYAdjacent to the Ayala Center sits the large, twin-towered structure once known as the
Oakwood Premier Ayala Centre Hotel. It is a pricey place, with a large international clientele. On
July 27, 2003, it became the focal point of a unique aspect of Philippine political culture—the
rebellion.I awoke that Sunday morning to the roar of helicopters above my condo in Legaspi
Village, several city blocks from the Ayala. One passed close overhead, shaking the room. Then
another helicopter passed, after which the noise became constant. Having heard rumors of a
coup in the making the night before, I quickly turned on the television and saw that soldiers had
taken over the Oakwood building. A rebellion was taking place just down the street. I grabbed my
camera and rushed out the door.The streets were deserted, and a decided eeriness settled
around me. When I arrived at the corner of Dela Rosa Street and Makati Avenue, a number of
camouflaged troops and an armored personal carrier blocked my way. The soldiers carried
M-16s. None wore helmets; a few sported soft hats. All, however, had white cloth bands around
their left arms to distinguish them, as I was told later, from the mutinous troops inside the
Oakwood. The soldiers looked very young. Some had plain, expressionless faces; others were
obviously edgy.I stood next to a twenty-something-year-old man holding several seriouslooking
cameras, and I assumed he worked for a branch of the Manila media. We chatted. I asked him
what was going on. He said that renegade soldiers were inside the Oakwood building, perhaps
two hundred yards in front of us and right next to the Ayala mall complex. Perplexed, I asked why
exactly soldiers would be taking over a condominium building. The young man shrugged his



shoulders. “This is not serious. These guys [the soldiers near us] won’t fire on the soldiers inside.
No one will shoot at anybody. This is all a show. Nothing is going to happen here.”I asked for
whom they were putting on the show, and he shrugged again. “Maybe the government. Maybe
the media. Who knows? But if this was serious, they would not be trying to overthrow the
government by taking over the mall on a Sunday morning.”I considered that point as I stood
there, arms folded, waiting for something to happen. Presently soldiers escorted a group of
people—men, women, and children—across Makati Avenue. These were the tenants and
guests of the Oakwood, presumably released by the rebellious soldiers. Many appeared to be of
either Indian or Chinese ancestry. A few seemed to be shaken, but most walked past us with
calm reserve. Some had their luggage, but others did not. It became quiet again for a time.Then
a command was shouted, and a platoon suddenly began to march double-time in a single file
along the side of a building, moving away from the Oakwood. They quickly disappeared around
the corner. Both the cameraman and I took photos of this odd procedure, then looked at each
other and shrugged. All was quiet.After some time a civilian brought some bags of lunch for the
soldiers in the personnel carrier. They ate rather leisurely. The sun rose higher. I noted the
bizarre incongruity of seeing a machine of war with heavy guns sticking out of its turret parked in
front of the shopping mall. Nothing happened.

The MacArthur The Northman, The MacArthur The Batman, The MacArthur The Boys, The
MacArthur The Knot

In Our Image: America's Empire in the Philippines



Robert Kemerait, “1 Part History Lesson 1 Part Travelogue 1 Part Commentary. I have just
completed reading "The MacArthur Highway and Other Relics of American Empire in the
Philippines" by Joseph Mccallus. I am simply amazed to have discovered such a book devoted
to my insatiable appetite for any careful study of the Philippine-American experience. While
there are other outstanding books that address the more academic nature of the political/social/
military relations between the United States and the Philippines, this is the only book of which I
am aware that includes a recount of personal travels throughout this archipelago describing
observations on the "artifacts" (to include ex-pats) of the "American Era" that slowly fade from
the landscape. As Dr. Mccallus travels through significant parts of the Philippines where action
occurred during World War II , he presents enough history that the reader understands the
importance of the location and then describes what he finds there today. For my interest, such
descriptions were enough reason to read the book. As my father-in-law was a survivor of the
Bataan Death March, I was especially touched by his description of places related to that
tragedy.However, my favorite parts of "The MacArthur Highway and Other Relics of American
Empire in the Philippines" occur when Dr. Mccallus describes the people and events that occur
along his journey, much like Evelyn Waugh ("Niney-two Days", travel in British Guiana) and other
travel writers did in the past. Dr. Mccallus' observations are quite detailed and accurate and are
also filled with understated wit that reminds me of Susan Orlean's descriptions in the "Orchid
Thief". Unlike another Amazon reviewer, it is my feeling from this book that Dr. Mccallus is indeed
tremendously respectful and appreciative of the Philippines and the Filipino people. In fact, he is
often critical of the impact that the American presence has had on the people there.I strongly
recommend this book to anyone who has an interest in the history of the United States and the
Philippines, anyone who has an interest in the relics of World War II, and especially for anyone
who shares interest, as I do, in personal accounts of travel in the Philippines. I enjoyed Dr.
Mccallus' writing style; at times I laughed at his misfortunes during his travel; at other times I felt
tears in my eyes as he carefully recounted the horrible suffering of the people in Manila during
the destruction of that city. My only reason for a "4" rating rather than a "5" is that I wish that Dr.
Mccallus could have spent a few more pages on his actual travel observations and a few less on
history lessons that could be found in other sources. I am now anxious to travel to many of the
sites he so vividly discussed to see them for myself. It is with regret that I realize that many of
the true characters he described will no longer be around to meet on my future journeys to the
wonderful nation of the Philippines.”

Vincent H., “Five Stars. GREAT piece of work!”

Richard Ernsberger, “Past Meets Present. Dr. McCallus takes the reader on a long, rambling first-
hand journey across the Philippines as he seeks to retrace Douglas MacArthur's footsteps



during the re-conquest of the Philippines, and along the way visit historical sites related to his
journey. The book compares the prewar and postwar views of each location with the
contemporary picture.The first-person perspective allows the reader to feel every step of the
journey through hot, muggy forests and down muddy roads while traveling to each locale. In
many places he finds that the local population has little idea of the significance of the
monuments and memorials in their towns, much as the U.S. has forgotten it's own Civil War
monuments.The author has created an honest and unflinching portrait of a country that in many
ways is still struggling to create its own identity after hundreds of years of Spanish rule, decades
of American governance, the brutal occupation by the Japanese military during the war, and
then decades of dictatorial rule by former President Ferdinand Marcos.Overall an interesting and
insightful journey and well worth reading.”

The book by Joseph P. McCallus has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 6 people have provided feedback.
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