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Red Ravage, first published in 1953, is an action-filled novel set on the island of Luzon,
Philippines, shortly after the close of World War II. Ex-GI and paratrooper Jack Crenshaw
decides to remain in the Philippines after his discharge from the Army, and goes to the aid of a
wealthy planter who has been victimized by the activities of a Communist guerrilla group - the
Hukbalahaps or simply “Huks.” A romance also develops between Crenshaw and the planter’s
attractive daughter. In addition to the drama and action portrayed in the novel, the book provides
insight into the real-life struggle against Communist guerrillas that occurred in the Philippines
following the defeat of the Japanese, and which, to some extent, continues to the present day.

"Moïse has established himself as one of those researchers who will dig deeper and search for
new avenues of scholarship to aid the next generations in understanding what happened in
Vietnam. The Myths of Tet provides a fresh look at the most important event of America's most
controversial war."—The Historian"Moïse's book is a salutary corrective to the "myths" of Tet. Its
thoroughly researched and nuanced analyses should make it required reading for all serious
students of the Vietnam War."--Michigan War Studies Review"Readers who choose to explore
what Moïse has so succinctly written will become familiar with the myths, in one form or another,
that permeate much of the literature on the Vietnam War."--Army"Scholars of the Vietnam War
should welcome his exhaustive research and comprehensive analysis of the Order of Battle and
related material. Moïse has done difficult work that needed to be done."--Journal of Military
History"A balanced, thoughtful and, quite frankly, long overdue correction to the mistruths, half-
truths and outright false-hoods surrounding the Tet Offensive."--Vietnam Magazine"Edwin Moise
reminds us anew in The Myths of Tet why he is so highly regarded as a scholar of the Vietnam
War. Moise gathers together the primary arguments and disputes that have raged over the 1968
Tet Offensive, teases out the evidence about each, and confronts all of them directly. His
arguments are powerful and this book is a must read for everyone interested in the Vietnam
War."--John Prados, author of Vietnam: The History of an Unwinnable War, 1945-1975"The
product of prodigious research using both American and Vietnamese sources, Professor
Moise's book clearly and in extraordinary detail exposes some of the most widely-accepted
myths about what was arguably the seminal event of the Vietnam War--the 1968 Tet Offensive.
This balanced and voluminously-sourced volume provides convincing evidence that the
communist Tet Offensive was neither the superbly coordinated strategic surprise that some have
claimed, nor was it the total and abject defeat of the Viet Cong that is so often described by
others. Professor Moise's book describes how and why wildly over-optimistic assessments of
the situation by leaders on both sides, American and North Vietnamese, often in the face of
clear and convincing evidence to the contrary, led to chaos, confusion, and the loss of so many



lives on both sides."--Merle Pribbenow, translator of Victory in Vietnam: The Official History of
the People's Army of Vietnam, 1954-1975--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the
AuthorEdwin E. Moïse, professor of history at Clemson University, is the author of Tonkin Gulf
and the Escalation of the Vietnam War, the Historical Dictionary of the Vietnam War, and other
works. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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PUBLISHER 84DEDICATIONTo the many poor, but honest and God-fearing Filipino farmers
who have lost their possessions, their loved ones and their lives at the hands of the murdering,
Communist-inspired Hukbalahaps.1. MAN HUNTIn the busy mind of Sergeant Jack Crenshaw
were visions of Kentucky’s bluegrass-covered hills and valleys. Time was nearing for his return to
civilian life and the homeland he loved. In fact, his affection for his native region, and his praise
of its advantages, had gained for Jack the nickname of “Bluegrass” among his buddies.Then
came that parachute jump that landed him in the middle of nowhere, or so it had seemed when
he disentangled himself from the mess of nylon that the women back home were so crazy about.
“Wish they had the damned stuff,” he grumbled, as he struggled to his feet from a
conglomeration of ropes and what seemed like millions of yards of unmanageable material. “But
then,” he reasoned, “it’s a life-saver, Lord bless it,” and he stood, tall and broad-shouldered,
looking over the strange terrain.The “nowhere” he had suspected was less formidable than he
had thought it would be. About a mile to the south he could make out a little outpost where there
should be found an officer or two in the uniform of his homeland. Tiny as it was, it looked mighty
big to the lone paratrooper right then.Bluegrass Crenshaw set off across the bumpy ground,
consoling himself that at least this was better than landing in a flooded rice paddy, as had been
his lot in the previous jump. Jack had made so many jumps that the taking off had become
routine, but he never had become accustomed to the unknown land waiting at the end of the
downward trip.Corporal Tom Clark met Bluegrass at the door of the hut. “How’d you make it,
fellow?” he asked, introducing himself and motioning his visitor in heartily. Then he
added:“Lonesomest damned place I ever got stuck in, here.” His complaint was accompanied by
a friendly, good-natured smile. “But guess we’ll be pulling out soon, now; you know, they say the
Japs are vacating the Philippines.”Jack shrugged his shoulders as best he could under his
paratrooper outfit. “Now they tell me!” he said. “And this, after I make one of the most trying



jumps of my entire experience as a platoon leader. So the Japs are giving up the ghost in the
Philippines?”“Sure,” Tom Clark, always just one of the men, kidded. “Look who dropped down
and scared them out.”Bluegrass laughed good-naturedly. “The 11th Airborne always gets its
men. The Canadian Mounties have nothing on us.” Then suddenly his large blue eyes became
thoughtful, and the sparkle that had made him generally popular through his twenty-two years
returned. “Gosh!” he exclaimed. “This could be my last jump of the war, if they’ve gotten tired of
playing their own game.”“Could be,” Clark agreed almost prayerfully, and both were silent a
moment.Jack Crenshaw had been island-hopping from Australia to Luzon for many weary
months. His experiences had endeared to him the more his native hills of good old Kentucky.
Never again, he was thoroughly convinced, could he be happy until he was once more a civilian
back home. Little did he realize that the poet Robert Burns could have been so right, and that the
plans for the future of one Jack “Bluegrass” Crenshaw could “gang a-gley” so completely within
the next few months.His one desire, as he landed that dreary morning on the outskirts of enemy-
held territory, was to be on the mainland of the good old U.S.A., there to remain the rest of his
life. His one prayer had long been that the Japanese occupation would end; and now, it might be
so, as Clark had heard. There were so many reports flying about from time to time, that one
never knew. He was soon to learn that this one was authentic, though. After the shooting
stopped, and Manila was firmly in the hands of United States forces, he was doubly sure of it
when he was ordered back to Fort Stotsenberg, near Angeles, Pampanga.“Holy mackerel!” he
kidded, “Just because I took the Philippines, I don’t have to keep them, do I?”“Until Uncle Sam
has a better idea, you do,” Clark retorted laughingly.There was no more modest man in uniform
than Bluegrass Crenshaw. The fact that he jokingly magnified his importance and work in the
service of his country was but an outgrowth of his love of humor and manner of poking fun at
himself. It kept up morale and brightened hours that might otherwise have been dreary indeed.
The men all understood, and joined in the fun. Laughs, more than anything else, were needed.
Each was an uplift. All men who served their country in wartime knew that only too well.The trip
to Stotsenberg proved uneventful, and was made in comparative comfort. Transportation service
was not what Bluegrass had known in the U.S.A., but it beat the wartime mode of travel to which
he had become accustomed—or as nearly so as any soldier ever does become. “Accustomed
but not converted,” he laughingly told a fellow traveler on the queer little train that carried him to
his new post.The humdrum routine of camp life proved boring in the extreme after the
excitement of battle, horrible as it was. Although he was glad to be rid of the rigors of warfare, yet
the sudden letdown was upsetting. Also Jack was forced to look around for diversions to break
the monotony. New associates must be acquired to replace those with whom he had
buddied.The native population was rapidly making readjustments, too; that is, such of them as
had survived the many Jap atrocities. Jack soon noticed that they took advantage of every
opportunity to demonstrate their love and respect for the American fighting man.The handsome
and friendly Sergeant Crenshaw soon became popular as “Bluegrass” among the natives. He
was not only invited, but urged, to attend the pig roasts and parties they gave. One of these



occasions he never was to forget. That was the day he met Señorita Lolita Carmelita Sanchez.
That too was the day his longing to return to the blue grass of “old Kaintuck” became less
persistent.Lolita spoke English with barely an accent. She told him how her father, Señor Ramon
Sanchez, had long been a wealthy and prominent planter of the Philippine Islands. Thousands
of hectares of the richest land in the province of Pampanga had been his, but most of his
possessions, except the land and house, were gone now. Those too had been confiscated, but
he had recently regained possession of them since the Jap evacuation. Even so, she explained,
the little brown men had taken all his domestic animals and machinery, so he could not work his
land. Soon the automobiles were gone. Then the Japs entered the palatial Sanchez home and
moved in, forcing the family to take off on foot with merely the clothing they wore. Much of the
furniture was destroyed or carried away.“We were thankful, though, that all of our family was
spared,” the lovely Lolita told Bluegrass.“It really is surprising,” Jack remarked thoughtfully,
“knowing their tactics as I do, that they committed no personal atrocities on the family.” He
surreptitiously eyed the beguiling figure of the girl beside him. Surely any man devoid of
conscience and heart—his thoughts were interrupted by her next words, as she looked up at him
with great brown, sorrowful eyes.“Ah, but Señor, it was not so for long.” She was quiet a moment.
Jack’s fears reached a new high as he again glanced at tempting curves and kissable
mouth.She sighed and continued. “Life under Jap rule was terrible. I could not tell you all we
were forced to endure. Then we learned that the worst still was in store for us. Heaven knows the
Japs were bad enough, but then came the Communist-led Hukbalahaps. They were more cruel
and destructive than the Japs ever dared to be. They took everything and everyone over. We
were completely under their control in every way.”“Where were you then—you and your family,
after the Japs drove you from your home?” Jack asked.“Oh, we could only camp in a little hut on
a far corner of Father’s property.”“Tell me more,” he urged, and she continued:“Well, no use to
recite all the horror; enough that the Sanchez family finally made an amazing comeback after the
liberation of the Philippines. We were once more in our home, and considered among the more
prosperous; but we did have comforts again, after the Japs left. But that, too, was not for long.
When the Huks moved in, they made repeated demands for rice and money. They were bad
enough at first, but later they became even more unreasonable and meaner than before. Their
requests were mostly pleas for the assistance of Filipino ex-guerrillas. Those men, Señor Jack,
had so bravely fought the Japs and did so very much toward liberating the Philippines, giving
their lives, their service, under such trying circumstances.”“Yes,” Jack agreed quietly. “I know. I
was among them, where I saw what they did. Fine fellows, every one. But go on, please.” “Well,
soon the Huks pleaded no more for assistance or anything else; they cruelly demanded, and
backed their demands by threats of armed force. We had thought it unbearable before, but we
had seen nothing yet. The Huks openly associated themselves with Communism. Why, their
leaders freely admitted that their orders were coming from Moscow, and would be backed by all
of Russia and her sympathizers. There was no reason to doubt it. I don’t think sympathizers was
the right word, but it was what they said. Instead of sympathizing, those countries simply were



frightened into obedience.”Jack nodded agreement. “Right you are. It was that—or else.” “My
father,” Lolita continued, “flatly refused their demands for food and money. We paid dearly for
that. They waited till a baptismal party for my sister’s baby was under way. During the service in
the church, three hundred Huks swooped down upon our hacienda. Among other damage and
theft, they emptied a granary of rice. They set fire to the rice mill, and then as we were leaving
the church, they rushed out on us and kidnapped fifteen persons.Señor Jack, my brother
Ernesto was among them! We never have seen him since.” Tears filled her eyes, and she choked
back a sob, then continued bravely:“In cold blood, they shot and killed five women and three
children. Right before our eyes!” With long, slender fingers she covered her face in horror at the
memory of the gruesome sight.Sergeant Crenshaw suddenly recalled hearing of that tragedy. At
the time it had been just one more atrocity of the enemy—but that had been before he met Lolita.
Now it seemed to be almost a personal injury. There had been no way, he recalled, to defend the
hacienda. All firearms owned by Sanchez had been confiscated by the Japs in early
1942.Suddenly Bluegrass Crenshaw had but one aim in life—to exact retribution from the Huks
who had massacred those innocent women and children and brought sorrow to the law-abiding
Sanchez family. To avenge the family of the kidnapped Ernesto, to endeavor to rescue the young
man if he still were alive, and thus relieve the sorrow of the girl he already loved, became his
ambition. It was loving on short order, he admitted, but no attraction for the opposite sex ever
had been like this. He knew, almost at their first meeting, that here was the one girl in all the
world with whom he wished to spend the rest of his days.With this resolution firmly entrenched in
his mind, Jack made his decision. But what, he asked himself, about that longing for Kentucky?
What about his beloved bluegrass, and the life of a civilian? He looked again at Lolita, and
thought of her charms and sweetness. He thought of her grief-stricken father. There was that in
her eyes when she looked at him that told him he would find a ready response to his love when
he dared declare it. Kentucky and her bluegrass would still be there when he finished a job he
had yet to do, right where he was, and when he had claimed his bride.Next day, Bluegrass paid
a visit to the captain. There was one way to do this thing, and that was to take the bull by the
horns. Not, he thought, smiling to himself, that he would call the captain a bull—at least not until
he was safely out of the service. And there was the point on which he must work—getting out of
said service, and where.“Yes, Sergeant, what is it?” the commanding officer boomed from
behind a big desk as the top kick of the 11th Airborne ushered him into the “sanctuary.”Jack
came straight to the point. “Sir, I have less than two months to go, before my discharge. I came to
ask permission to be discharged here, instead of returning to the States.”The captain eyed him
speculatively and silently a moment over the top of huge, horn-rimmed glasses. “A girl,
huh?”Jack refused to bat an eye. These bozos got too much kick out of humiliating a man; he
wouldn’t give him that satisfaction—not if he could help it. “Not exactly, sir, but well, yes, partly.
You see, ah—er—“ Gosh, what could a fellow do?The lion in his den continued to crouch and
glare. “No, I don’t see ah—er,” he growled. “But as you know, we cannot give you your discharge
here unless you have the promise of employment. It must be at a substantial salary, too. The



United States Government can’t be taking chances on having ex-G.I.’s scattered all over the
world, becoming tramps and public charges in foreign countries. We’ll have to have all the
information on just what you intend to do here, and why, before we can even consider any such
procedure. Do you have anything else besides the dame lined up? Say, an unimportant little item
like a job, or such as that?” Fortunately for Jack, before he could resent the lovely and virtuous
Lolita Carmelita Sanchez being called a dame, the Big Brass went on:“Just in case you do have
anything else in mind—just in case—you must bring in a statement on the letterhead of any
company or person by whom you are to be hired, or have been hired. This we must have as
proof; and you must be employed at a specific salary, so stated in the letter, if you expect to be
discharged here. Understand?”Jack wondered how anyone of the captain’s supposed
intelligence could suspect a man of having accomplished even the daily Army routine if he were
incapable of understanding a simple statement like that. He longed to say so, but answered only,
“Yes, sir; I understand. I will get such a letter tomorrow—if I may have a pass, sir.”“Pass granted,”
snapped the captain. He stiffly returned Crenshaw’s salute, then with an obvious air of having
been rudely interrupted, turned his attention to the letter he had been reading when his inferior
had entered to bother him.As Jack went out he was thinking, “Some day, old boy, I’ll make you
eat some of that snootiness, when I’m in civvies, and dare to,” but his thought was merely
determination, and not conceit or actual enmity.At 0700 the following morning, Sergeant
Crenshaw received his pass. So far so good, he told himself, but that was only the first step on
what might prove to be a long, hard trail. The next thing was to find a job. Then there would still
remain the matter of obtaining the documentary proof needed so that he could be discharged in
the Philippines instead of being sent home. Some employers would balk at putting any promises
on a dotted line.Despite obstacles, Jack Crenshaw could be extremely determined at times, and
look it; this was one of those occasions. With the build of a light heavyweight, he usually
appeared to be just an easy-going youngster out for a good time. At the same time, he always
gave the impression of being a young man who knew what he wanted from life, and was out after
it, be it fun or serious business.Some said Bluegrass was stubborn, but others admired one who
could not easily be swerved from a course of action upon which he had decided, after thinking a
thing out well and knowing he was right, or at least believing so, to the best of his judgment.
Such was Jack Crenshaw—the stuff of which the great of the world are made.After leaving
camp, he hired a jeep and headed for the Sanchez hacienda, three miles from Stotsenberg.
What a beautiful place it must have been, he mused, before the Japs and Communists had
practically destroyed it. Even so, it still was a home of which anyone might well be proud, thanks
to the indomitable spirit of the old don.Upon arrival, he gave the driver two pesos, and ran up the
steps with an urgency that he made no effort to analyze, much less conceal. Señor Sanchez and
Lolita were sitting at a small, round table on the veranda. Cooling glasses of limeade stood
between them. Each looked up and smiled cordially at Jack’s approach. The Señor drew out a
chair for him, then said to a native servant standing at one side, “Bring another drink for our
guest, Pedro.”As Jack sat down, he asked anxiously, “Have you heard anything more from the



Huks about Ernesto, Señor Sanchez?” He smiled quickly at the interested and interesting
Lolita.Sanchez lifted his glass, eyed it closely, as if searching therein for the answer he would
like to give. Then he slowly shook his head and said in a low tone, “No, Sergeant.”Lolita, too,
silently studied her glass of limeade, with occasional glances at the young American soldier so
thrillingly near.“No word from the police or Philippine Constabulary?” Jack inquired of the
father.“Oh no.” He shifted impatiently. “We can expect very little from them. Worst of all, some of
the soldiers have brothers, cousins, uncles and other relatives who are Huks; so they show
practically no enthusiasm about taking action against the Huks whenever they can get out of it. It
really is a deplorable mess, Señor. I wish I could say we have hopes, but—“ he sighed
wearily.Jack drew his chair closer to the table, leaned earnestly toward his host, and looked
steadily from the Señor to his beautiful daughter and back again. “Señor Sanchez,” he said
seriously, “I want to help you folks. I believe I can. I want to try to find your son. Please believe
that this is no fantastic idea that I have just conceived. I have given it considerable thought. It is
my earnest desire to try to do something about your trouble. So long as I am a soldier, I can do
practically nothing, but as a civilian I think I could get somewhere with it.“Now here is what I have
in mind: I will get my discharge soon, from the Army, but unless I have a job here in the
Philippines, I will be sent back to the States. If you can help me in some way to get a job here,
then just as soon as I am discharged, I will spend every free minute looking for your son. I will go
to whatever extent is necessary to accomplish it.”Sanchez was silent and almost tearfully
thoughtful. Finally he shook his head sadly. “Sounds wonderful, my boy, but I have about lost
hope,” he said in a muffled tone. “I appreciate your kindness and consideration, but I see no way
in which it could be done. But I do need my son so very badly. I am an old man; without Ernesto
to supervise the hacienda, I am lost. I sorely need someone to manage things here.” He spread
his hands hopelessly, sorrowfully. “I don’t know what to say; what to do.”Jack fairly leaped at him,
a broad smile brightening his handsome face. “Well, that’s just the idea! I’m your man!”Sanchez’s
eyes widened. “I don’t understand. I—”“Give me the job, and we’re both all set. What are we
waiting for? If I have a job, I can stay here. If I can stay here, I will rescue your son. Maybe it
sounds like mere heroics, Señor, but please believe it is not that at all. I feel it—I know it—I can
find your son. I want that more than anything else, right now. Well, more than most anything else.”
The last was added after a quick glance at Lolita.The Señor’s eyes opened still wider. So did
those adorable orbs of Lolita Carmelita Sanchez.One Sergeant Jack Crenshaw held his breath
in awful anticipation.The Señor found his voice slowly. “Well, perhaps there is a way. You make it
seem so much more hopeful. Of course, I could make you my manager, and pay you a salary.
Then if you could get my son back alive, I would gladly give you a bonus, too.”“All I ask is a job at
a salary, until I can accomplish this job. I ask no bonus, sir,” Jack assured emphatically. Then he
asked pointedly, “Is that an offer, Señor?”Lolita was instantly on her feet and at her father’s side.
“Oh, Father, please!” she begged, her deep contralto voice trembling with emotion.Señor
Sanchez nodded assent. “Very well, then. It is an offer—a bargain, if you please, as you
Americans say.”Jack rose with a bound, his hand outstretched to his future employer. “Good!” he



cried. “We won’t worry about the exact salary now. Just give me a letter stating I am employed by
you indefinitely at a salary of, oh say five hundred a month. I have to have such a letter, you
understand, before I can get my discharge here in the Philippines. As soon as I am free I will
return here to you and begin work on the man hunt for your boy. You may depend on that.” He
smiled at Lolita and was rewarded by her answering smile, which expressed great joy and,
Bluegrass believed, a hint of affection. However, he told himself emphatically, he was going into
this undertaking—not to win the love of a beautiful señorita—but because he believed it to be a
just cause. Somehow he felt that the task had been assigned to him by a Higher Power; that it
was a call to duty, just as much as any order ever had been that came his way while serving his
country; perhaps more so. Too, and again it was without conceit, Jack believed he could win
Lolita without heroics. Oh, not that word, he corrected himself. He detested heroics, as did most
of his buddies; he had given his best in the war because he believed it the right and honorable
thing to do; he was going out on the voluntary mission for the same reason, and for nothing
more.2. TIME FOR FORCEThe next few weeks were trying ones for Jack while he marked time
till his date of discharge—a great, unforgettable day in the life of every man who ever has served
his country. The time was gradually passing some way, though, while he “sweated it out,” as he
wrote to Señor Sanchez.That august Spanish don wondered why his new manager-to-be should
be suffering so badly from the heat when the weather had been so cool. Soon he was to learn
many of the expressions the boys had used in their attempt to defeat ennui with humor.At last,
the waiting period over, Jack was just plain Jack Crenshaw; that is, when he was not Bluegrass.
Further, he was at last, and happily so, officially manager of the Sanchez hacienda. Actually, he
was likewise a soldier of fortune, looking for adventure and a good scrap, but not without a just
and humanitarian cause.To his surprise and great appreciation, Jack had been assigned—not a
workman’s quarters—but the most lavish guest room in the spacious Sanchez home. This sure
beat Army accommodations, he thought with a warm, comfortable feeling as he stowed his
gear.As Jack was leaving the room, he met Lolita in the hallway. She spoke a soft greeting, then
stepped to his side and laid her hand on his arm. Looking into his eyes with the pleading
expression of a little girl who had lost her favorite doll, she cooed, in that rich Spanish tone that
has sent chills down the spines of so many American lads, “Oh, Señor Jack, we are so grateful
to you for the hope you are giving us.”

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/EQlmN/Red-Ravage-A-Novel-of-the-Experiences-of-an-American-in-the-Philippines


John Taylor, “Excellent book.. An excellent book written in great detail of a period of time of great
importance to all, especially the people of the Philippines. A tribute to the events, and people of
that time.An outstanding book,well written with excellent characters and plot.”
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