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PRISONER OF WAR
1942 - 19L5
REMINISCENCES OF ARMAND HOPKINS

Thi s account is primarily for my children and their chil-
dren, It 1s written forty years after the events, and mostly
from memory. Some minor detalls may, therefore, be inacocurate,
but on the whole, this $ells what happened and how 1t happened.,
Because a copy 18 to be sent to the West Point Library, some of
the material will probably not jnterest the principal audlence.
For example, I have included the name and class of each West
Point graduate involved 1in the specific incidents related. I have
not, however, tried to 11 st the many West Pointers who were at
one time or another my fellow prlsoners.

I arrived in the Philippines in October 1941, and was as8=
signed to Ft. Hughes. The Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor occur-
red on December 7. (It was already Decamber 8 on our side of the
International Date Line,) The bulk of our troops held out on
Batasn until April 1942 when, their food and ammuni tion used up,
they surrendered. Corregidor, finally overwhelmed, surrendered a

month later. That's where this tale begins,
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PRI SOLIA e!bmai 1942 = 1945

Jorregidor was =ssanlted by the Javanese on the night of ilay
5, 1942, »nd surrendered the next day. I was exXecutlve offlcer of
Fte., Hughes (€ab2llo Island) which, together with Cgrr-gidor,
Ft. Drum (cr ElL Fraile, or the Concrete Battleship) snd Ft. Frank
(éarabao Island), formed the defenses of the entrance to i‘anlla 3zy.
Ceballo Island i& severa] miles south of Corregidor, =2nd is, in

same ]
fact, part of the rim of the,suniten volcano which forms Corregidor .

eer | armeebese. hondred yards '

It 1s about a mile long, sanerier—easf—pgmia wide 2t its widest
point, ~rl some two or three hiindred feet high, with very little
level ground - just a slice of rock sticking up out of the cea.
At the time of the surrender, which csme 2t the end of the dry
serson, what little vegetation the island hed was leafless as a
combined result of enemy shelling and bombing =nd of the drought.

The Fort Commander was Colonel Valentine P, Foster, I was
his executive =nd second-in-command as well =2s commanding officer
of the Second 3attalion of the 59th Coast Artillery (a ourely
theoretical organization, with no tact?cal or even X administrs-
tive functions). The peacétime garrison of the fort consisted of
about 80 men. Jhen the end came, there must have been nearly s
thousand men on our hot, dusty, nearly bare pilece of_fock. There
were about a hundred men of Bettery G, 59th CA (to man what they
could of the various sceacoast guns), acout a2 hundred in Eattery =
of the 59th (manning four added antiaircraft guns), about another
hundred from the Fourth Harines (homeless and almost destitute
»fter the bombing of Crvite), fifty or so forming a Composite
i'aval 3attalion (mostly officers and petty éfficers of the Tsvel

MAr srm, vl2neless ~nd also homeless =g = result of the lavite
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Aestruction), sbout = hundred snd fifty Tlioilno civillan laborers
(blasting » vunnel through the island), the officers 2nd men - sore
two or three hundred of them - from the gunboats Qalm, Luzon =nd
I'indanso (ordered to abandon ship, since they were sitting ducks
for the Japanese planes), and finally a couple of hundred refugees,
officers, enlisted men and civilians, from other naval vessels and
from 3Bataan. |

Ft. Hughes was well armed - but almost exclusively 2ge2inst
attack from the sea. High up on the seaward end of the island was
a bettery of two g;? guns. They were made the respdnsibility of %
the Ozhu crew. They were neﬁer used, since their field of flre did
not include Batqan.o:‘ié&i;;&tm where the Japanese lznd fbrces were
dug in. But they were useful even without belng used, since thelr
mere exlstence helped to keep the Japanese fleet out of lianila Bay.
About midway of the island, dug into a very steep slope, =nd served
by an equally steep thnnel, was 3attery Cralgnhill: two plts, one
higher up the tunnel than the other, and each holding two 12" mor¥
tars. Steel doors ovemed from the tunnel znd from the pits into
magazines and storerooms. Cralghill wés assigned to the Luzon's
crew, wlth a few Coast Artillerymen to help out, Then =z 1little
further to the east, not far from the foot of the Craighill funnel,
there were two 18" disappearing guns, and not far from them, two
newly-4dug-in 155mm guns. These four guns; assigned to the men
of Battery G, had been used ageinst targets of opvortunity on the
&a:fvetes shore. Sti1l further to the east, where the islznd 1s
comparatively low and level, were two 3" guns, manned by the.é;gﬁvbé'
crew, and the four anti-alrcraft guns az2ssigned to 3attery E. Beach
iefense of the island, especially of this low-lying eastern end,
1izd pDeen mzde the responsibility of the Comrosite lizvel 3z2ttalion
-nd the nl:-toon of ilzrires.
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As long as our forces still held out.on Batean, we.did not
get much of the enemy's attention: Just a few light bombingsﬂfrom
the air, usually not very accurate because the Japanese planes
stayed above the reach of our anti-alrcraft. After the fall of
Bataan, however, these.bomblngs were supplemented by frequent,
sometimes very heavg, shelling by artilléry well hidden on the
southern slopes of the Mariveles mountains. On several occaslons,
these poundings were so heavy and so prolonged that they seemed to
be the prelude to an assault on Corregidor. So, on the night of
May 5, 1942, ﬁhen all hell broke loose, we were not sure, for a
while, whether this was Just another feint or, fina’ly, the long-
expected 1and1né attack. The operations post on Corregldor soon
let us know that it was the real thing, and called for barrage
fire to be 1aid down in the north channel (between Corregidor and
the Mariveles shore).

Altrnough our little island was bristling with artillery -
more than we could man, this had been emplaced, many years before,
With flelds of fire intended to Keep an enemy fleet out of Menila
Bay, but which did not include the north channel. In fact, we
could not even see the north channel since it was hidden from
us by the huge bulk of Corregidor. But two of the batterles were
capable of the high angle of flre needed for carrying the shells
over Corregldor and down into the north channel: the three-ind
anti-alrecraft battery and the twelve-inch mortars of Battery Cralg-
hill. So these went into action.

The AA battery had been moved to Ft. Bughes before ny arri-
val there in the fall of 1941, They were well emplaced, sand-
bagged, entrenched, and were thus in something like a fixed em-

placement, This battery, with 1ts rapid rate of fire, 1ts modern
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fire-control instruments and 1its nigh-explosive shells, was
éble to dellver heavy fire against the Japanese assault boats
in the north channel. Since there was no way for the battery com~-

mander to observe and adjust his fire, e didn't know how effect-
{ve 1t was. In any case, the battery continued its fire through-

out the period of the assault, with only a few brief intervals
when the counter-battery fire from Mariveles (on the Bataan Pen-

insula) became too hot.

Battery Craighill consisted of two pits of two 12" mortars
each. I had assigned this battery to the creﬁ of the gunboat
Luzon and, with the help of our Coast Artillery people, they had
1éarned how to man the mortars and perform the fire-control func-
tions (so different from what Had been required on their ship).
Some firing tables had been improvised to permit Craighlli to

fire at targetsabove sea level and, after the fall of Bataan, = -
Craighill had been assigned occasional counter-battery missions
against the Japanese there. Although the objective area could be
observed from the command post at the highest point of Ft. Hughes,
the fall of the shots could never be spotted. This was because the
only shells avallable were désigned to plerce the armored decks

of naval vessels; used agalnst the Bataan slopes, they simply bur-
jed themselves in the soft earth of the forest. Japanese counter-
battery against Craighill, however, had been quite accurate. Zvery
time Craighill had fired, the Japanese had responded with 5 or

10 rounds, some of which would land in the pits., These were high-
explosive shells, and kicked up a lot of dust wherever they hit.
That made spotting and fire adjustment quite easy for the Japanese
artillerymen., The Japanese fire had badly damaged one of our mor-
tars, but otherwise had little effect on the concrete and steel

of Craighill, It was a serious harrassment to our men, however,
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fallen,

j

After a wnile, they had learhed to tell by its sound whether a
shot was going toc land in or near the mortar pit. This was because
the trajectory was so high that the sound arrived a few seconds
before the shot, just enough time for the gun crews to duck into

a passageway 1f the shot was going to be a close one.

So, on the night of May 5-6, Craighill Joined our AA battery
irn dropping projectiles into the north channel, interrupting their
fire from time to time when the Japanese counter-battery fire be-
came too hot. Aft.r three or four hours, we noticed.that the é@at
confusion of shooting on Cdrregidor haé considéfabl& sgbsided. I
called the operations offiqer on Corregldor, to ask if we were
to contimue firing, and was told, simply, to cease fire. That was
our last telephone message from Corregidor. We tried to make radilo
contact, but could not. We were not sure whether the assanlt had
been beaten off or had succeeded., Towards morning, howevef, a few
soldiers, ™1ipino and american, who had used floating debris to

paddle themselves over to Ft. Hugihes, told us that Corregidor had

When dawn came, all was silent on Corregidor. we kept trying
to make radio contact, and finally succeeded. We were told that
Corregidor had been overwhelmad, and that the Harbor Defenses

(that 1s, the fortified i1slands at the entrance to Manila Bay,

including us) had surrendeeped. We were ordered to lower the flag

and to raise a white one to show that we had recelved the order
and were complying. I took a few soldiers and sailors with me

and climbed up to the top of the 1sland where we lowered the flag
and put up a white sheet, We returned to Battgry Craighill where
we built a small fire and burned the flag. We made as much of a
ceremony of this as we could, and it was v.ry dike a funeral. I

noticed that my tough and bedraggled companions were in tears,
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and I suppose that I was too.

A1l that day we received no, further word from the harbor de-
fense command on Corregidor, nor any instructions from the Japa-
nese., Towards evening, however, in spite of the surrender, we
were subjected to five heavy bombings from the air. These were
particularly effective and brutal since the planes had no longer to
contend with anti-aircraft fire., The first gttack caught us com-
pletely off our guard, and we suffered a mumber of casualties. It
seemed that the enemy meant to polish us off.

There was a steeply inclined tunnel leading from the lower,
eastern, end of the i1sland up to an open track which in turn led
to the 16" battery near the island's seaward end. From this tunnel
there were several lateral openings into the Cralghill mortar plts
and several underground chamberss a communications center, fire-
control rooms, asmmunition storage, the fort command post, etc.
Along the sides of the tunnel we had built wooden two~decker bunks
for the many soldiers, sailors, marines and civilians who had no
shelt.r elsewrere on the island. As a result of the unexpected
post-surrender bombings, almost all of the 1 sland's personnel were
now crowded into the comparative safety of the tunnel. But a few
men, including those in observation posts, remained scattered

about the island in reasonably protected locations.

About midnight, enemy batteries on the Mariveles shore began a
heavy bombardment, concentrating patticularly on the northeast end
of the island where some level ground and a small beach invited a
landing. A¥¥K The shelling lasted a half-hour or so. When it lifted,
our observers reported that landing craft were approaching the beach.
I remembered, then, that we had placed land mines along that beach.

In the turmoil of the pzst twenty-four hours 1t had not occurred to

6



us that these maxeshift booby traps were still armed, and that they
might cause casualties amorg the Japanese who, especlally in view of
the surrender, would retaliate viciously and thoroughly. So I asked {
Col., Val Foster, the Fort Commander, for permission to go down to the
beach with a lamtern and a white flag and gt least show our good falth
by warning the invaders of the mines., He was reluctant to let me go, but
finally agreed that there was a danger of reprisals. As I reached the
bottom of the hill I mat Lt. Porter who asked to go with me. It seemed
useless for both of us to get out on this very shaky 1imb; but he in-
sisted so, together, ﬁe stumbled out over the shellholes and through
the underbrush. As we approached the beach, we found that the Japanese
had already landed; we could hear them calling to each other and breake
ing through the bushes. There was a touchy moment or two, for we rather
‘thought the enemy would shoot first and ask questions afterwards. But
each Jap soldier apparently wanted to be the first to capture a live
American, and we could hear them calling to us from various dlrections:5
"Come here!" (Highschool English?) Pinally two of them came out of the
brush and pointed thelr fifles at us. Porter and I wené up to the near-
est one, and were soon surrcunded. I tried to make them understand about
the land mines, but they didn't understand my dramatic sign language.
In any case, none of the booby traps exploded. Elther thelr homemade
mechani sms didn't function, or they had all been destroyed by the shel-
ling. .

Several Jap soldiers were detalled to take us on ko the beach.
When we go¥ there, I continued to try to explaln, by slgn language,
that the beach was mined, Our guards merely grinned and grunted. Mean-
while troops contimed to land. We sat down and exchanged cigarettes
with our captors, They managed to convey some curiosity about our mari tal

statuffls, and whether or not we had children, Pretty soon an 1nterpretﬁ
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er of sorts appeared. I told him that I was "the 1little colonel"™ and
that "the blg colonel® was at the command post; up the hill at Battery
Craighill. There was some di scussion among the Japs, and then Turner was
gent away with a small detachment, presumably to lead them to "the big
colonel®, I remalned there on the beach, surrounded by a lot of curious,
rather shy, enemy soddlers. Shortly afterwards, some guards arr1Ved wi th
Commander Doug Smith. He and I were contemporaries, having graduated
from our respective academies the seme year, 1925, and we had become
good friends. Doug was the skipper of one of the China zunboats (I think
his was the Mindsnao) which had arrived in Manila Bay Jjust after Pearl
Harbor. As the boats were almost defensel ess against Jap planes, their
crews had been ordered ashore at FPt. Hughes, and we had given them
tactical assignments in the defense. Doug and his crew had been given
the 3" battery, a jundred yards or so from the beach where we now found
ourselves. We sat and smoked and tried to talk to the Jap ghards, who
seemed willing enough. They wanted to see pictures of our children, and
admired them with appropriate nolses. There was no evidence of that
brutal hatred which we were to experience later.

After another wait of about a half hour our captors indicated that
we were to get up and go with them. In the dark we stumbled our wey
through the leafless trees and bushes to the narrow-gauge tracks that
skirt the island glong the southeast shore. Then we followed the tracks
past Battery Woodruff to the entrance.of the Craighill tunnel. . As we <.
passed the battery we heard someone cry out as if in paln or fears
"Commander Smith! Commander Smith!® Doug made a move to go and invest-
igate; but he was firmly made to realize - now for the first time -
that he was no longer a free man, We continued oh, and then up the
steep gfaighill tunnel to our headquarters. Many times later I trﬁd to
find out what had been going on that had caused that angui shed yell, )

but no one could tell me. Nor could I ever fisure out how the man had
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¥nown that Doug was anywhere nearby.

The tannel rose sharply - more than 30 degrees. We pushed our way
up through our people, crowded there as much for companionship as for {
safety. About a third of the way up - some forty yards - 1t leveled
off for a few yards, and there was an opening into one of the deep,
concreted pits of Battery Cralghlill. Another passageway riom this pit
led to some underground chambers, one of which we had been using as
Fort Headquarters. There we came upon a curious scene. Seiited around
a table'ifzzgiaglgorfee were a few of our qfficers and some Japanese
officers,ﬂ?he'commander of the Japanese landing party, a lieutenant
colonel, He sat with his samurgi sword between his knees, his bright,
dark eyes taking in the proceedings; but he said not a word as the g%
others waltted to find out what would happen next. Occasionally one of
his people would say something to him, or translate something which
had been said by one of the Americans. He would nod slightly. Also seat-
ed at fhe table were our Fort Commander, Col. V.P.Foster, Cdr. George |
Brooke, skipper of the gunboat Oahu, Lt. Cdr. "Flash" Jordan, sikipper
of the gunboat luzon, and Major Stuart King, Marine Corps. There were

other Army and Na ng or sitting sbout. Among them, as

I recall, wergiLt. David Nash, USN; Lt) "Pete" Welch, USN; Lt. Jim /==
0'Bourke, USNy Capt. ¥ ~“CAC; Lt. Clif Chamberlain, CAC,
Lt. Charles Boﬁéf, CAC; Lt. Blackmore, CAC; Lt. Buchman, CAC; Capt. Mike
Gribben, Engrs; and Capt. Bart Coombs, Engrs.

Seeing that there was nothing to do for the moment, Doug and I
got some coffee and sat down on a couple of stools to walt. I got into
a sort of conversation with a Japanese liextenant who spoke a 1little
English and wes anxious to show 1t off. He had béen bustling about
officliously, and‘had left his sword on a table. Seeing me looking at

1t, he came over to point out its beauty and explain its significance./
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I didn't understand mich of what he said; but kﬁowing that he had
carried this cumbersome thing in an assault landing on a beach, I
realized,wlithout having 1t explained, that the swird's value d1d not

lie el ther in its beauty oi?its utility as a weapon. It was ironic

that this symbol of knighthood should belong to this bumptious, boast-
ful, egotistical fellow., His commander, ﬁhe silent lieatenant colonel,
Howevar, had the manner of a tribal chieftan; and in his case the samural

award was a fitting badge. Be that as it mag, the lieutenant's egoti=m

ALEAAXX made him a "contact™ who could be helpful.

Meanwhile, we jJust kept walting for something to be decided. From
time to time a Japanese soldler or officer would come in and say some-
thinz to the leader who would simply nod. Flnally, about dawn, he rose
énd 1ndlcated.that the no-talk conference wag over, Col. Fostef was
able to learn only thaﬁ the Americans were all being assembled in the
funnel, the mortar pits and the various underground workrooms. We would
be told later what to do next and when to do it. I was dog-tired, having
"had no sleep for about rbrty hours, snd very little fdr several days
before that. I went to one of the rooms where some Navg lieutenants mnd
I had set up cots. There I found several Japanese soldiers trying to
break open my footlooker. Iwas too tired to think, and angrily ordered
them to get the hell out. They were too new at the business of being
'ih charge and they sheepishly obeyed. The room and my cot were thick
with dust which had settled from the shelling of the previous evening..
I just lay down in the dust and went to sleep.

Worn out though I was, I oniy slept a few hours, The tunnel, rooms
and passages Aof Craighill were now crowded even more thickly. People

kKept milling about and talking, snd I had a2 'ubhdred thinss on my mind
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that wanted doing. The need for action finally overcame my weariness,
so I rolled off the cot and got moving. Wanting to make as proud’an,
appearance as possible in the presence of my captors, 1 sacrificed a
1ittle of the precious water from my canteen and shaved. Then I went
to see Colonel Foster who, with Cdr. Brooke, was bunking in a small

room close by. We discussed what needed to be done, and decided that

the most urgent duties were burial of our dead (for the shelling had

taken its toll) and replenishment of our water supply. 4s for the sick

and wounded, they were being cmred for in another underground chamber
by our doctor, Capt. Bernstein, and two Navy doctors, Lt. Smith of the
Luzoh and Lt., Greermman of the Oahu. I made arrangements for a detall
to locate sand buty the #ead, and for another to gather into a central
ljocation the powder cans full of water which we had spotted in pro-
tected places all over the island. But we werTe confined to the vgxin-

1ty of the mortar pit, and our men couldn't get to work until the

Japanese gave the word., We needed that lieutenant whqﬂ the night befort

had been so snxious to show off his English and who}.I had mentally
ticketed as a possible *chntact®.

| He arrived, finally; but when we made our requests, he had ceased
to understand English, He had an idea of his own, and no amount of
reverting to our needﬁ, which we kept doing repeatedly, had any effect
on him. He was wearing the typical fleld shoes of the Japanese troops
tennis shoes with a separated big toe - and he wanted some real shoes,
American shoes. That seemed easy enough. We had received a shipment
not long before, all our people had been fitted, and the léft-overs
stored. I sent our supply sergeant out - with a Japanese pass, of
course - to get Lt. Watanabe some shoes. Meanwhile, we continued to
press our requests; but Watanabe was deaf. He lét us talk, let us

gxplain the urgency; then he would start talking about something else:
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At 1nst the sergeant came back with ten pairs of the smallest shoes
he could find. They were all too big. I sent him back again. But
ff:fngixgﬁgifggng. our men had had nothing to eat for over 24 hours,
and no water save what remhined in their canteens. There seemed no
hope of finding a palr of 4 1/2 shoes to fit Watanabe; but we had
the men pass the word that we desperately needed a pair that slze,
andw;§§danybody who might wear such incredibly small shoes please
come forward. And finally, about noontime, = small soldler appeared,
unhzappily took off his shoes, gave them to Watanabe and accepted in
exchange a palr that were much too blg for him. I have forgotten his
ﬁame, but he is among the unsung heroes.

As 1f by maglc, Watanabe recovered hls hearing. We soon had the
burtisl detall on its way. As for the water, he would not let that de-

tail go out, assuring me that the Japanese would see to it that we

had food and waters However, he gave me a pass to go where I pleased
when I suggested that I could help round up our people and bring about
some order. I was anxious to get out and see what was going on. Before
leaving, I packed my musette bag with as many of the small necessitles
as I could get into 1t. That, with a sgod Navy blanket, I stowed on
top of a hizh cabinet where it would not be seen., Then I'weﬁt down
through the crowded tunnel and out into the sunlight,

Col. Foster, meanwhile, remained at Craighill. He was much older
than I, and had been suffering a great deal with heat rash aggravat-
ed by the omnipresent dust. An interpreter, Kawachité, appeared from
time to time, heard Foster's urgent requests for food, water and a
burial detall. The latter need had now been taken 6are of by a detall
under CPO Vaquiano of the USS Quall. But on the other mattérs, Kawa-
chita had been of no more help than had Watanabe, Foster was a pris-

oner, now, unable to do anything about, or for, his heterogeneous
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garrlison, or even to learn what might be our immediate future. As
for me, mj temporary liberty to walk about was not fruitful et ther.
There were a number of work parties unde; Japanese suards, tut I did
not find Vaquiano's ouriasl detail. However, the dead and wounded had
been removed from the places I checked.

Water was our most urgent need. As we were already beginninig to
learn, hunger can be laughed at a l1ittle, tut thirst is deadly serious.
Our problem was that the 1sland had no natural ¥XX¥¥ fresh water.

A large, dg;'cistern had been replenished weekly by a water barge from
Corregidor. But the barge had been destroyed by Japanese fire; and a
week or so before the surrender our ci;térn had taken a direct bomb
hit which had polsoned the water. A brave crew from the Luzdn had then
started going out each night to their half-sunken ship to make (distill)
water, This had then been distributed meagrely at the mess lines, and

a small amount set aside in various protected spots for future use. /
I couldn't find any of these caches where I thought thify might be. We &
had also sunk a small well which gave some brackish water. I checked
i1t. It was full of debris. .

I met an occasional working party’under i ts Japanese guard. The
men would ask me what was going to happen, or when they were going to
get some food and water. I had no answer, I walked out on our shattered
dock. There I saw the body of a Filipino soldlier with no sign of a
wound, I madg a mental note to have Vaquiano's detall go out there if
possible, |

Sometime during the afternoon word got about that the Japanese
were lining everybody up, that we were leaving., I hurried back to
Cralghill to get my belongings. The room where I had my bunk and my
footlocker was a shambles. All the trunks - those belonging to the

Navy lieutenants an’ mine - had been broken open snd rans-~cisd, =nd
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our clothing, lstters and other effects lay scattered sabout. Several
Japanese soldiers were poking at the stuff with their bayonets and,
for some perverse reason, were ripping to shreds the variousg articles
of uniform. I knew that all these things had to be abandoned, but it
mirt to see them gestroyed - especiilly since among them were letters
from my wife, and a beautiful plecture.of her and our two little girls.
‘But there was no thme for feeling sad. I hurried to reclaim my blank-
et and the misette bag. The latter had been ransacked, but still held
some essential articles - messkit, spoon, knife, fork, toothbrush,
razor etc. liy empty canteen was haﬁging-from'my‘belt at my side., Cyalg-
hill was now about deserted. Several guards were rounding up the last
gtragglers with shouts and blows of their rifle butts. So I hurried
down to the entrance of the tunnel to be pushed into place - any old
place - in the eternal column of fours. I wasn't the Fort Executive #
anyrore. I wss just a number. And like all the other rmumbers I wad
dirty, tired, mungry, thirsty and overwhelmingly sad.

This column of fours was en obsession with the Japanese. They
would push 1t into being holding up four fingers, shouting "Fo't Fo'I"
and swinging their rifle butts. Then we'd walt and wait. And the
colunn would gradually disintegrate as each individual tried to find
his.friends, to get together with the rest of his military unit. Then
the swinzinz r1fle butts and the shouting would start again, the column
would reform, we'd be counted for the umpteenth time. Then we'd walt
some more. And as we walted under the hot sun the column of fours would
d1ssolve again. And the whole business would start over. Watanabe spot-
ted me and said: "You Americans have no discipline." He was almost
Tight; we are pretty slow at learning imposed discipline.

Late in the afternoon, having been counted and recounted many
times, we were moved a matter of some thirty yards on to the concrate:

floor of what had once been a gym. It had been badly treated by the
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‘enemy artillery; but the frame and part of the roof were still there,
so 1t could serve as a sort of prison compound with limits beycnd which
we might not go without being shot. It was hard work for the Japs to
pack our swollen garrison into that small space, but they did. The
swinging Tifle bitts helped. And to show that they were civilized, and
knew what was correct among military men, they made a distinction be-
tween the gradess we fleld-grade officers were allowed to squat atop
a retaining wall (the gym was built into a hillside) whence we could
look down on our lesser fellows; the company-grade officers were as-
| gigned to a bowllngx&lley whioh, being six inches abofre the floor,
gave them the elevation due their rank; and the enlisted men, packed
like canned ssmsages, sat or léy on the concrete floor,

This became our home for the next four or five days. We suffered
a good bit from the hard stone beds, from hunger and, p.articularly,
from thirst. Lt. Watanabe became our lkaison with m,::dzgé remained
invisible. In effect, however,wgalgﬁicksed complete anthority over {
us and our guards. He was everywhers, spilling over with self-import-
ance. Although on official matters he dealt ﬁith "the big colonel™,
Col Foster, he often came, mopplng hi s’ forehead, to drop down beside
me for a few mimites to brag about his people and himself, He told me
that he was from Tokyo; that his parents' farewell wish for him, as
he went off to war, was that he would not returh, but would die serv-
ing the PEmperor. He sald that all Americans were "drug store cowboys"®
(where had he picked up that term?) and that America would soon be de-
feated. He boasted of having killed many Chinese. He knew a 1llttle
Prench, and sometimes showed that off.

I 1istened to him, and took advantage of these contacts to urge
some action on our pressing needs: food, water, latrines. Usually he

paid no attention - just went on talking about other things. But once !/

in a while I would get some small concession from him. Then he would
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generously "give" us some canned Deas - Qur canned peas - owr cin o
each four men; or canned milk - one can to each two men. He even let
us go out in grocups of three or four - under guard, of course - to fhe
well which we had dug. It had partly caved in, und the water at the
bottom was dirty and brackish. But it was water, and we drank it,

The second day of our stay in the gym there was an interrogation
by several enemy intellicence people. The agent assigned to question
the senior officers appeared to be a Japanese-Filipino mestizo. He was
courteous, businesslike,but not very thorough. He asked for documents,
I handed him the only paper I had not destroyed - a sealed letter ad=-
dressed to my wife and to be delivered to her in case I should be kil-
led. When I told him what it was, he returned it to me unopened, say-
ing, "Then I will not read it". I was not searched.

That evening, Col. Foster, Cdr. Brooke, Cdr. Jordan and I were
taken to the temporary Japanese headquarters on the island to hear
a rad;o broadcast by General Walnright calling for the éurrender of
the remaining tfoons in the Philippines. Without saying so specifical-
1y, he made 1t clear that we who had already surrendered were not yet
condi®ered as prisoners of war,but as hostages, to be dealt with
harshly, possibly killed, if the other forces did not surrender. (I
learned later that Wainright had protested that he had relinqui shed
command of the American forces in the southern 1slandsg, and cquld
surrender only those troops on Corregldor and the other fortified Is-
lands of Manila Bay. The Jepanese would not accept that argument.)

After that momentous and chilling broadcast, one of the Japanese
suggested, as 1f 1t had Just occurred to him, that perhaps we would
like some tea - oh, and perhaps somethinz to eat?.As we were all fam-
f8hed, and suffering pzinfully from thirst, 1t was hard to cover the
eagerness with which we accepted, The food and tea were brought in by

Jepanese orderlies; an? as we ate, some of the Jzpanese officers be~
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gan to qyestion us in an informal way, as if to make polite conver-
sation. The first questions were inconsequential: how many guns were
on the island, how many men, where did we Kkeep our ammunl‘tion, etc.
Gradually the questions got around to gold. Where had we hlidden 1t?
They were convinced that we were paying our troops in gold, and that
we had burled 1t somewhidre. Our repeated denlals did not seem to per-
suade them otherwlse. But at least they 4id not get nasty about it,
and fin2lly sent us back to rejoin our fellow prisoners FECHAOAZRARIL
- or rather, our fellow hostages.

' The bumptious ‘Watanabe delighted 1n his unrestricted power, and
used 1t erratically. A notable example of this took place the next
day. Some of our people had managed to get into a storeroom where the
remainder of our canned food had been piled, and had made offwith a
few of the oané. Watanabe got wind of i1t and threatened to pick out
any ten men at random znd punish them severely unless the real cula
prits owned up. I explained the siﬁuétion to our people, and sbout
ten brave lads came forward and acknowledged that they were implicat-
~ed. The guards then 1ined them up in two ranks and Watanabe made a
long, violent speech about how reprehensible it is to be a thief, and
how astonished he was to see people who claimed to be soldiers in-
dulging in such a crime. He then admini stered to the Americans in the
front rank a terriffic slapping, accompanied by a frenzied cascade of
angry *mrds. This done, he dismissed the front rank. The men in the
rear rank walted for simil-r treatment. But Watanabe had regained some
~ self-control. He had another speech to make. He sald that, while these
men deserVed severe punishment (that was the only kind of punishment
ﬁhe Japs ever mentioned), they also deserved to be rewarded for their
honesty in admitting thelr crime. With that, to each of the Americans

(
in the rear rank, he presented a can of corned beef, He then sent for
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the two Japanese guards who had allowed the food to be "stolen", and
in sight of sll the pri soners administeréd the same sort of tongue=-
lashing and slapping =s he had given the iamerlcans.

Afew days later, we were taken by boat, in small groups. to Cor-
regidor. I had managed, to some extent, to reform our organizations
by assigning to each unit an equitable space on the crowded gym floor.
The move to Corregidor nowsggﬁig»whateVer order we had accompli shed.
Officers and men, soldiers, sallors, marines, civilians - all were
shOVed heltgrfskelter into the launches. Only by chance were s few
lucky ones able to stay with thelr tuddies. On the way I had a tug-
of-war with a Japanese boatman who took a fancy to my nice Navy blank-
et. T lost the struggzle when a guard threatened me with his rifle.

Watanabe had told met "You will be surprised how well you will
be treated when you get to your regular prison camp.” I wasn't expect-
ing resort accommodations, of course; and besides, Corregidor was
certainly not to be our "regular prison camp”. But I hoped that we
would get enough watér and food to 1ive on, and a chance to establish
some order - especially as regards sénitation. As my boat approached
Correzidor, however, thls hope faded. i could see inn the digtance 2
huge crowd, Jam-packed énd milling around in a smsll area near the
béach. ‘n uncovered anthill. Jome were wading in the water, as though
forced there by the pressure. As we came n=arer, we could heér the
‘inereasing buzz of their thousands of véices. Increasing also, 10OW,
was our realization that here was nof order or orzabization. Just chaos.

our boat docked a mile or so away. We were marched to the gate of
the POW area, and turned loose among the crowded thousands on the bli=-
tewing concrete. We were immediately swallowed up in thils mass of
prisoners. Impossible to get any information, impossgible to gather
one's men together, impossible even to find a friend or an acquaint-

ance except by the purest chance. Was there zny water to be had? Any
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food? Where could you relieve yourself? Nobody seemed to khow. Soon
1t was darX. Pitch dark. You couldn't move arcund withgut stumbling -
over someone. Besides, there wasn't much reason for moving around.
So I Mst 1lay down on the concrete and went to sleep.

In the morning I woke up Very stiff and sore, but refreshed. The
sun was not yet high enough to burn, and the alr was cool. I stood up

148 mat ¢

to have 2z look at my new world. Basm thousand or s prisoners were herd-
ed into an area about a ndred or a mindred fifty yards in length and
width., About hal® of this was concrete., There were a couple of partly
destroyed hangars which furnished some shade to the prisoners lucky
‘enough to crowd into them; the rest of the area was exposed to the
terTi flc sun - for the few trees were leafless due to the dry season
and the enemy shellﬁing. At haphazard over this area, prlsoners who
could find the material had erected little shelters of boards, boxes,
pleces of tin or of cloth., It was an enormous hobo city, a maze of
crazy streets, mostly dead-end, and completely packed with bodlies =
reclining, sitting, crawling or waliing. Al these bodles were dirty,
ragged, hungry and thirsty. To get around in this city you had to step
over the bodies, find your way through the maze, backtrack at the dead-
ends, and suffer the growls of the weary body whose flimsy shelter you
had stumbled agailnst.
‘ I had to traverse hobo-town, however, for I had to have water;
and I had learned that the single water spiggot was located down the
beach, One water spiggot for W thousané;men - and'that spiggot mun-
ning only at unpredictable hours of the day. Of course the line walt-
ing to draw water was a long one - so long, in fact, that the spiggot
was not in view of those near the end; and it was slow, very slow,
for each thirsty man had as many bottlesf, tin cans and canteens as
he could handle. I must have stood in that line for three or four

nours, (Later I learned to do what everyone else had learned - Join
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up with a group, and take turns sweating out the line.) Fortunately
the water was still running when I got to the faucet. But many behind
me waited hours under the blazing sun in vain. This wés the first of
many, many water lines for me, and I shall never agaln hear the tinkle
of a2 canteen without recalling those brutal days.

The water 1ine was like an old-fashioned village pump. You event-
ually met all your acquaintances there, and exchanged gossip, rumors,
infornation. So, as I vaited, T saw pesple I Kwzw, l:arned sonetiing
about the various "quarters" of hobo city, found out how to get some
fcod, and even discovered that the city had a makeshi ft administrative
organization/

One of the first persons I unted up was my regimental commander,
Col. Paul Bunker (USMA 1903). He was the senior colonel at Corregl-
dor, and in spite of his age and rank was suffering the same indigni-
ties as the rest of us. But he was a tough old fighter who had once
(so the story gmoes) tried to resign from the Army to become a profes-
sional prizefighter and win the heavywelght championship from Jack
Johnson, I found him in a sort of hultiple shanty whose individual
shelters leaﬁed against and supported each other. Sharing this apart-
ment house with him were some younger officers of the regiment: Dwight
Edl son fifMf and Bobby Glassburn (USMA '32), Harry Schenck, Tom

facNalT and Harry Julian (USMA '33) and Bob Cooper (USMA '40). They
had rallied around the old man”to help him and each other and, with
his authority and their youth, to try to bring a 1ittle order out of
the chaos, | |

It develo-el that there were other groups, also, working to get
things done so that we would not all die. Thelr efforts went slowly
becense, 1n that junsle of patched-together shelters, 1t was alrost
impossible to find *he men yon mew and cculd rely on. lloreover, the

Japanes2 had bYetun to 2pply a nunberin: system to the prisoners,
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d1viding them into groups of 1000 and sub-groups of 100. And this

was done in such a wo¥, intentionally I suppose, as to further
break down whatever cohesiveness remained of the original American
military units. |

Gradually, however, latrines were dug, an internal (American)
"police" system was organized, a dispensary of sorts was set up and
several "kitchens" were established. The latter issued one cup of

cooked beans a day to each prisoner, checking him off by his group
Cew H19 baulC

and sub-group rmumber paint s b « Most of this internal work

was organized and performed by volunteers; but each day a number of
work croups were called for by the Japanese. They were for various
Jobss: clearing up the debris of the heavy fighting; burying the dead;
gathering together the few remaining stocks of food which the be-

si eged garrisoh had been trying to make last. The task of fomming
these work details, and giving them their instructions, became the

1]

duty of three American interpreterss Lt. Col. Carl Engelhart (USMA '20]

Lt. Cdr. "“Flash" Jordan (USNA '29) and Major Pete Pysick: USM@. Theirs

was a bitter job. They had to transmit, somehow, to the thousands of

prisoners, a flood_of unpleasant and often contradictory orders; as

bearers of 111 tidings, they incurred the unreasonable anger of thelr

fellow prisoners; and they were blamed - sometimes slapped around -

by the Japs 1f the orders were not carried out promptly and properly.
On the third or fourth day in this swarming, sweltering compound,

I had the good fortune to run across my classmate, H,J.Harper. Jean

was 1ying on the concrete flodr of the destroyed hangar, in a little

section which had been roped off by our consclenyious medicos ss a

"di spensary". After the surrender of Bataan the previous month, he

had evaded capture snd, at night, had swum across the north channel

to Corregidor. He had contracted malaria during the Bataan campalgn,

and had often been delirious. But he was rational when I found him,
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and I sat down beside him and we swapped experiences. (We had last
gseen each other when we di sembarked from the transport in Manila on
October 23d.) Feverish though he was, in that fly-infested heat,

his only complaint was that he had lost his class ring. It had dis-
appeared from his fingerd during one of his bad spells. The incident
is worth noting because 1t started the ring on a2 story of 1ts oﬁn,
of which more later. I continued to see Jean each day, tut there was
nothing I could do for him except to talk to him and to see that

he had water,

One day I was= put in charge of a work detail of fifteen or
twenty men. We had three Jap guards who spoke 1o Ehglish and thus
had to Tely on gestures to tell us what to do. They took us to some.
destroyed houses about a mile away where we were to salvage the sheets
of corrugated metal that had been the roofs of the houses, We did not
-we could not - work very hard, and the Jap guards seemed not to éare.
The men of my detail spent most of their time looking for usable jtems
among the devastation: pleces of wire or rope, canned food, money,
soap - anything that might serve to lessen the extreme discomfort of
thelir present existenoe{ We saw no bodies, but the sickening smell
of d~ath hung very heavy over the ruins. Our Corregidor comrades must
have put up a tough fight here.

AS we were wo;king and searching among the debris, there was a
sharp explosion and a cry. One of the Americans had Kicked an armed
hend grenade. His leg wss shattered by the burstine metal. Ve gulci-
1y mad@ » rouszh litter with come bo~rdis, vt tre wounded man on it
and wlth four prisoners and one of the gusrds, sent him to the Malin-
ta Tunnel where, we hoped, the Corregidor Hospital was still functlon-
ing. I was never sble to learn how the poor fellow made out. The rest
of us, Jap guards included, decided that there might be more live

grenaies in the ruins, so we gave up our rummaging and headed Dback

e
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to the prisoner compourd., When we arrived at the zate, 1t developed,
of course, that we were short five prisoners and one Jap guard, This
csused a great commotion, snd we were kept standing an hour before
being turned loose inside the camp.

I had done some scavenging myself among the wrecked hbuses,'and
had brought back, smong other things, a thin mattress. It was for
Col. Foster whoa I had found, in a rough shelter, lylng o= the bare
concrete. He was considersbly older than I, snd the heat, flies and
hunger had greatly weakened him. Ze was zlad to have something soft-
er than concrete to 1ie on. That was the last time I saw hin for,
not long afterwards, the smemerals snd the Measle” colonsls were
rom NS lazgsr nortnls, |

In tha Phillppines he rainy geason arrivas sudderly, Thst's

n

ow 1t came to our dusty, broilins hobo clTy fEEE—EE—EEE—EiSi_ETere
about two weeks., One afternoon, out of what, minutes before, had
teen a clear sky, a very heavy shower ﬁoured down on us for a half-
hour. The next day the shower arrived earlier ani lasted longer.
The ravines poured muddy water down into our encampment, The latrines.
filled to overflowing. The ramshackle shelters caved in or were wash-
ed away. It was refreshing after the terriflc heat aud the dust; but
even the Japs recosnized that we could not survive here. So after a
few dayé they brought in some transpofts and some‘landlng craft. We
were formed up in the usual column of fours, Fillipinos and Amer-
jcans separately, and after hours of standing and wal ting we weTe
taken out to the transports and packed down into the stinking,
standing-room-only holds, This move, like the others, caused a re-
shuffling of bodies in which all orderly groupinz was lost and friend

was separated from friend, I 413 not iknow what had become of Jean

Harper or Col. Foster, or whether they and other sick prisoners werey
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given any speclal consideration.
The Japanese, by their numba.ring system, had already separated

Americans and Filipinos; so we were not surprised that only Americans
appeared to be involved in this move. The disturbing question was where
we were going., Our suffering fromAhunger, thitst and the suffocating
heat of the crowded hold was somewhat lessened by the hope that we
were headed for a "regular” prison camp where conditions mhght be bear-
able. Finally, after many hours, we could feel the throbbing of the
ships engines, We were on our way - but ﬂnn:ﬁ::::ltlln?

| As 1t turned out, not very far. It must have been abmit noon when
the motion stopped and we could hear the anchors belng let out. We
were ordered up on deck. The two ships were lying off Paranaque Beach,
about 4 o § miles souBh of Manila. Some landing barges appeared and
began shuttling prisoners from ship to beach. As each barge got to
where the water was about chest high the prisoners were obliged to
jump overboard and wade ashore. Many were so weak they would have
drowned but for their stronger comrades who managed to drag them up
on the beach. ’

Sometime during the afternoon all .were ashorTe and lined up in

the inevitable column of fours. Dripping wet, with the water squeezing
out of our shoes, we atarted the long, hot march towards Bilibid Pris=on
in Manila. Along each flank of the column rode Japanese horsemen with
lances. They saw to 1t that the sick and the weak did not lag behind.
Bach of us had a bundle or a pack of some kind - now, of course, water-
logged and heavy. As the ragged column made its way painfully towards
Manila, prisoners who had overestimated their strength began to die-
card, bit by bit, the less essential of thelr meagre possessions. Some
unfortunates, about to collapse of heat and exhamstion, ahandoned every-

thing they had. (I-learned later- thatCol.—Bunker,-that touzh old fight-

whomn— I have—aiready
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The purpose of ths cruel and unnecessary parade through the .
streets of Manila was obvious: the Japs wanted to exploit the surren- |
der to the utmost, wiping out all American prestige. This was a way of
saying to the populace: "Here are your proud, haughty Americans, the
fine, fighting men of the richest country on earth. LooX at them, nowt"
So I expected that arrancgements would have been maie to have crowds
on the streets to hoot and Jeer at us, Bat I was very mistaken, There
were Vvery few Fllipinos in the streets. Most of these good people had
arranged to be elsewiere as we passed, so that they need not add to our
unhappiness by wltnessing our disgrace. 0f the few whom we passed, many,
many were weeping. And I'l1l never forget those tears, for I wasn't
'sure that we deserved that affection; and 1t 1s good to find you have
- .some friends when you thought you had none. There were even some who,‘
less emotional but more courageous, ran out to the ranks, dodging the
Jap guards, to give us a drink, or an orange, or a plece of candy.
From that moment on the only uncertainty I had waa‘not who would ulti-
mately be victorious, tut only whether I would be alive to see the
victory. |
So we struggled along through the brolling, almost deserted
streets, over fhe pasig Biver, and at last came to Bilibid. Some of
our people had dropped on the way of heat prostration, but‘all recover-
ed except Col.Short who died several dmys later. My resimentsl command-
. er, Colonel Bunker, heavily built and no longer young, had managed to
keep going on sheer willpower, and had collapsed just as we reached
the prison. He was later shipped to Formosa with the generals and the
other full colonels. He was a fighter, but too 0ld to withstand the
repeated hardships., He died in Formosa the next spring.
The Filipino prisoners were not in Bilibid. We lesrned that they

had been taken to the main pier in Manila, and had then been sent off
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somewhere. But I found at Bilibid one Filipino whom I was Very sorry
to see there - Technical Sergeant Rocamora. Boc had been the énly Fili-
pino soldier in our garrison at Fort Hughes. His Job was to care for,
and supervise the operation of, our searchlights; and he wag an expert
at his jJob as well as a fine soldier., The day after our surrender he
had come to me for permission to try and make a getaway. He had found
a small banca (outrigger) that had washed ashore. He and a Filipino
ssilor planned to leave as soon as darkness came. They hoped to paddle
to the Cavite shore and just lose themselves among the civilian popu-
l1ation until they could find their femilies. I opened our safe and
gave Roc what money was in it - about two hun*.r‘ed pesos - 2lons with.
my blessing. MX The next morning he and his friend were gone. But,
as Roc now told me, the current had carried ::hem out to sea. They had
been spotted by the searchlight of a Japanese ship, had been captured,
taken aboard, and were now just rmumbers like the rest of us. Hoc was
very downcast as he told me this, He had af wife and a whole army of
children sand was worried about their survival under the Japanese occu-
pation, I did not see him the next day, nor for many long, terrible
months afterwards. But we viere happily destined to meet again, one day,
and under better cirocumstances.,

For most of us, Bilibid was but a brief stage in our wanderings,
I stayed there only é few days. In the movement from Corregidor I had
lost contact wlth Jean Harper and did not see him again for some time,
But while searching for Jean and other friends‘ among the milling crowds
at Bil1ibid I had the good fortune to find Doug Smith. We decided to
stick together i1f possible, and began by staking out a claim to a few
square feet of concrete floor in one of the buildings. We spread out
Doug's blanket to sleep on, and used Doug's navy bedspread to cover
ourselves sgainst the &ttacks of the mosquitoes. The next day I managed

to buy a mosquito net from mnother prisoner, and hunger replaced mo-
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squl toes as enemy mumber one. Still, we did get some food: a small
amount of cooked rTice each day, and some onions. Water was plenti ful,
there were a few straddle-trench latrines, so we were not too badly off (
at Bilibid. Trge, the concrete made a hard bed; btut, in compensation, \
we were sheltered from the rains which were falling daily, now, for
| longer and longer perlods. |

The Japs began sending cbntingents of prisoners away from 3ilibid
the day after our arrival there. The admini strative methods were gquite
simple. A couple of guards would enter one of the tnildings of the com-
pound, chase 2all the prisoners outgide with their pitiful belongings,
and line them up in column of fours. A hundred or several hundrgd would
fhen be counted off and marched away. The rest would be di smi ssed, to
go back to thelr spot on the concrete floor - oT to find a better spot,
now that more room had become avallable. Doug and I made no effort
el ther to avold or to join Shese outgoing contingentd. We had no way
of knowing whether they were headed for a better or a worse existence.
But we managed not to get separated, so that, when our turn came, we |
were still together. This was four or five days after our arrival at
Bilibid.

There must have been about five ﬁindred in our contingent. We
loaded into a freight train ssd which headed north. The car Doug and
I found ourselves in was steel, and it stank of rancid copra.liﬁi acC=
omodations were standing room only. After a while the sun got beating ﬁﬂ%m1
down on it, and the sides got so hot you could hardly touch them. We
had a Jap guard in there with us - a young fellow who looked scared.
He was finally unable to stand the heat any longer, so he opened the
door a crack. That helped him and the few prisoners who were near him,
but didn't do much for those who were crowded back into the car. There
was a good b1t of squabbllng and cussing over who had a right to be /

near the door, or who was taking up too much room, or whose elbow was
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sticliing in whose stomach and so on. Our destination was Cabanatuan,
about PLPty miles nort: of Ma-ila. [Mme trip toox all day. The eniine /H7M&b
was running on charcoal, and every time we came to a slight upd gradé
1t had to stop to build up steam. In the late afternoon we arrived at
Cabanatuan, and were herded into the yard of a schoolhouse. The buildw:
was a wooden &ffalr with a tin roof. It stood high on stilts above the
yard, which iay below the r02d level,

The daily rain began about the time we arrived. It did not come
on gradually, with a few advance drops; the skies just quietly opened
up, and the huge, steady downpour was on us. All the prisoners who
could took shelter under the school. So did the mosquitoes - great
clouds of them. Doug and I were able to crowd in with them. We sat on
his blsnket, covered ourselves, head and all, with his bedspread, and
so spent the night sweating, fighting the mosquitoes, gasping for some
alr, and aching in all our Joints from the cramped posifion. 3ut the
ground under us remained dry. Some sort of ditching arrancement had
kept the water from flowing down under the building.

By dawn the fain had stopvped. We were glad to be able to move
out from under the shelter, stretch ou? lers and arms, a d g2t away
from the thickest concentratio- of mosf4uitoes. We lined up in several QL
single files to receive a glob of rice about the size of a baseball - /Mwn
our first food in 24 hours. Then, in the usual coftumn of fours, flanked
- by youthful, impatient Jap guards, we set out on the hot, seven-mile
walk to Cabanatuan Camp#l. Having been on a near starvation diet for
about three weeks (and on short rations for several months before that),
even the infantrymen among us fdound it pretty hard going. But the very
Teal possibllity of being bayonettéd for faltering kept us moving, the
the younger and sturdier helping the older prisonérs as best they
could. Doug Smith, being more used to walking the deck than to making

forced marches, had an espécially hard time of 1t. Ze seemed about to
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collapse. He was going to drop his blarket snd his small pack of be-

lonzings; but I took the blanket, some young fellow Yook thne pack,

Doug zritted his teeth and hung on. | ,
Camp #1, which we reached about noon, had been btuilt shortly fﬁs <

before the war for the Philippine Army. i{As we approached, we saw Z’ﬂf

row upon row of low, bamboo barrscks. In the di s'tance there were

some high, wooden gnard towers which probably maried thﬁerute.r per=-

ied out, later,

imeter.dX Closer in there wss a barbed-wire fence, }[
‘ tr

"to be two parallel fences, separated by a senbty path and by XX a

deep moat. Our bedraggled column took a muddy road that gpax followed
the fence, and came to a wide barbed-wli'e gate next to a small wooden
building - the guard shack. After a long walt, while our captora con-
ferred, we were counted off in groups of about a mndred, and each
group was taken to one of the barracks. The Japanese guards then with-
drew and left us to arrange ourselves as best we could. /{ao,ﬂ,}}'
¥y barrack, like the others, was btuilt on a wood framw, with ¥
woven bamboo sides and a thatched roof of dry nipa palm leaves. A \
rsért of alley, with a dirt floor, ran the length of the building; and
off each side of the alley, about two feet off the ground and also run-
ning the length of the buildlng, thetre was a bamboo-floored platform
about seven feet deep from the allex to the bamboo wall. Along the
alley edge of the platfoms, bamboo posts supported the roos$ and also
served to divide the platforms into sleeping bays. As we dragged our
Wweary carcasses into the building, we peeled off into the unoccupied,
or Bhe least crowdéd, beys. The last prisonefs to entsr had trouble
finding a space, 50 there was some Jostling and some tired quarreling.
But 1t turned out that, to accommodate everybody, we had to have five
men to each bay, fifty on each side of the alley, and a hundred in’
the building. So gradually we adjusted our territorial claims to the

!

requirements of the situation.



We learned the next day thét this camp, Cabaratuan POW Camp #l,
was pooulated mastly by some thousands of survivors of the Bataan
Death March. (These were all Americans. The Fllipino survivors had
remained at Camp O'Donnell where, I found out later, thousands died
because of the unsanitary conditions.) i{Camp 1 had been functioning p
a week or two whe: we arrived, and had begun to settle into some Z@%/Q‘Z//f
rough kind of organization. There was an “American commander™ with
a sma2ll "American staff" whose duties were to malntaln order among
the prisoners, and to receive and carry out instructions from the (/%“270
Japanrese., There were some %3;#éhensﬂ where rice was cooked in huga
iron cauldrons over oven wood fires. There was 47%hospital”. and, |
by far the most preeious of the new amenities, there was water.

For the most part, we were free tn wander about this vast,muddy
bamboo city; and so, after learning the rules about how to gt my
twice-daily ration of cooked rice, my firsf concern was to locate
my €riends. I had by now been completely separated from the men and
officers of Fort Hughes, and had agaln lost contact with Jean Harper
and Doug Smith., I found them both eventually: Doug was packed in with
some Navy friends, and Jean was among strangers, still weak from
malaria, but getting a 1little quinine re?ularly_from the m"4i spensary%,

(I use quotation marks on some of these words to make sure that they
are nbt'misunderstood as having any but the vaguest resemblance to
the real thing.)

I had not heard of the Bataan Death March., It had taken place
a month before the fall of Corregidor. Now I began to meet some of
the people who had been subjected to this brutal example of man's in-
humani ty to man. Quite a few were friends from West Point days. As
I heard of their experiences, I realized that my own, which had seemed
so hrarsh, were by comparison simply unpleasant moments.

In exploring the camp, some of us made a point to visit the

-
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Whospltal® where we had heard there were other friends "in a bad

way". This pesthouse was Jjust another bamboo barrack like the one

/

I had been crowdied into. fhe patie~ts were not there to be treat- ;L‘j)
ed but becsuse they all had &ysentery, and many had malaria as /“w’tfﬁ
well, they were kept there in isolation, to survive if they could,
or to die - as most of them did. They were pitifilly ‘emaciated and

weak, most of them unable to crawl to the latrin

their bowels. They would repeatedly soil themselves, the

and the sleeping piafrorms.“whe stronser:among;gpﬁmyﬁmnpn not raiked
wlth cramps, would help the others- as best they could. Our American
. doctors, who were simplx PQH%s%l1ke§$he;faéﬁﬁﬁiﬁﬁs, had not yet had
a chance to get organized, nof did they have the needed medecines.

#American commander®

I learned that the Japs had appoigﬁed:;
of the camp -~ in theory, the senlor off;cervamong the prisoners. He
lived by himself in a small, one-room bamboo shack and did not mingle {
with theother prisongrs. It seems that he was quite friendly with
his Japanese bosses who saw to 1t that he was comfortable and well ’4d2f"
fed, None of the other prisoners knew him or had ever heard of him,
and the consensus was that he was a slick imposter who had either
bamboozled the Japs into thinking he was a seniof officer or, what
seemed more likely, had collaborated with the Japs even before the
surrender, In any case, he was in authority for the moment and we
had to accept him. After the war he was tried and convicted of col=
laboration with the enemy.

One day, a week or so after our arrival at Camp #1, we were all
herded out to a large open area, a former pa:ade ground. A speaking
platform had been bullt there, and on it was a group of Japanese

officers. Cne of them announced that the Camp Commander was about

to address us. Whereupon an ancient lieutanant colonel, obviously
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recalled from retirement, came forward,began 2 lonz speech in Ja- ¢ jﬁ

e

panese, stopplng after each sentence or two for the interpreter to

translate. -‘He reminded us that we were captives, not prisoners of
war; that his emperor, not having silgned the @eneva Convention, was
not obliged to give us any consideration whatsoever; but we would

find, he said, that the Japanese wers a civilized people, =2nd that

2.8 lonv 28 we obeyed the camp rules and node ﬂo effo?t to escape ,
we would be treated well. Prisoners who tried&td%es_mpu would be
‘exeéuteg. Anyway, even if we could get out of the camp, where could
we zo? Th= Filipino peopie were grateful to the Japanese for liber-
ating thegfsggg would turn us in rather than helping us. And how
could we expect to swim the thousands of miles to San Franclsco?
Je should be patient because America had no fleet and would soon
surrender and the war would be over. Meanwhile, we would be paid,
as the geneva Convention required (this was news to me); but since
we would have very little need for money, most of it would be put
in the Japanese Postal Savings Bank for us and we would be allowed
8 little pocket money. This we would be able to spend in the "com-
missary" which would soon be opened.

After this lengthy exhortation to gzood behavior (and on our
few ounces of rice a day, who had strength enough to behave other-
wise?) wa settled into a routine of fighting the mosquitoes and
sloshing through the mud to the rain-filled latrines. The'commissary
did not open.

One day, about n week later, some fifty of us were selected cﬁazyo‘d
(by what process I don't know) to be transferred to arother camp,
Camp #3, seven miles away. As we stood walting outside the Jaspanese

guardhouse, an interpreter came out and asked who was the senlor

officer, I didn't know anybody in the group. All seemed younger

"j’,f)
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than I. Se I spoke up and sald that I sapposed I was. But another
prisener theught that he was, We shook Rands and intredwced oure
selves, He was Lee Paquet, USMA Class of 1919 - which made him
8ix years my senior. He was therempon appointed American commafne
der of the greup - which meant chiefly that some Japanese ordcré
to the group womld be trénsmitted threwugh him and that he would
catch the blame if they weren't obeyed promptly. He asked me to
be his "second-inmcommand®, and thus began a f:iendshiﬁ that was

to last for the res owaeo's\lite.

not as hard as had been previous
moves wunder the Jabahgée. We were all in good health and, thewgh
somewhat weak frem hunger, we did net smffer from thirst, that
mo st maddening of wants. o
The arrangements/éf/aamp 3 ggre mach the same as these we
\__/’
had left wehind, except that the terrain was a dit sloping, the

~heavy dewnpours drained off into a small stream, and the “streets"
Clrg

s L‘D

| >
Gfoup 1, I ef Group 2, The American Camp Commander was Colonel ;%£

were a little less muddy. There were abemt a thowusand prisoners

divided inte two growps. Leo becéme the "Améi'ioan Commander".of

Napoleen Bowdresu, I had met him seventeen years before, at Fort
Hancock, NJ. He was a captain, then, and Pest Adjmtant; I was a
secondblieltenant, fresh out of West Point. If he remembered me,
new, he did net show it. The camp had received its thowsand pris~
oners only a few days before, and the Jap giards were screaming
‘at'ns to get things organized. Thefe was no time for social amen=
1ties, Besides, Col.,Bowudrean did not beleng with ws. He showld
have been somewhere else, with the full colonels and the geners
als who, 1t was ramored, were being given somewhat more civilized

treatment in keeping with their rank and age.
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As 1t turned out, I too now acquirgd a small fringe benefit
from being a lieatenant colonel: as "American commander® eof
Group II I no longer had to gleep on the floor of a bamboo bare
rack, crowied in with the other prisoners., I now slept on the
floor of a bamboo hmt which served asgroup headqua®ters, and which &dfél
I shared with a major (my “adjutant®) and a captain (mgﬁ sapply A‘&W

b O

officer”)., The diet continned to be a meagre serving eof rice greel,
called lugae, in the morning and‘another meagro'serving of steamed
¥ice in the afternoon.

Ag group ocommander, I had te bring some order to the near
chaos. The Japs did not have any rosters of the prisoners; they
had oenly the total count for each group, and there was hell to pay
when the twice-a~day counting did net Jibe with the Japs' figures.
But this was a jJob I could leave to my adjmtant, hoping that seme-
how he wonld be able to scromnge a pencill or two and soﬁe scraps
of paper. The serious problem was sanitatien. Many of the priso-
%ggn;béd diarrhea; and the trot to the epen-ﬁltch latrines, in the
@prk, in the rain, in the mud, was a leng one. The paths became
soiled with feces, the feces drew flies, and the flies swarmed all
~ov§r everything, everywhere, Wt especially in the cook-sheds.

So I had the lgaders of the five barracks of my growp (11 entenmauAR
dnd-captabns) agfcmble their men in an open area and I gave them

a really impassioned harangme about sani tatien and disease. The
Japanese commander either observed this, or heard abowut 1t, and
may have thought that I was encouraging my people to escape or re=
volt. He raised hell with Col. Boudfeam, and Col. Boudresu railsed
hell with me. And I understood then that, while I would be held
resbongible for anything that might go wrong, I was not, en my ewn,

to take any action intended to make things go right.
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In anether incident, a few days later, one of the karrack come

panies had failed to follow, to the letter, some seemingly miner

e,

order, Col. Boudream told me to find omut who was at famlt. After
talking to the warrack leader, a fine conscientious liemtenant, I
concluded that the order had net been entirely clear amd that the
Barrack leader had carried it out as he had understood it. Boudreaw
was furious. He said that the Japs always insisted on a culprit,
someone to pin the Blame on. An order had not ween followed cor-
rectly; someone was responsible and must be punished. He took the
matter out of my hands and went himself to investigate. Neither thed
ilcutenant nor I ever heard any mo®e about it., I think thé Japs
to Join the other colonels and the generals wherever they might be,

It was not until mafy mofths afterwards that I gradually came
to understand why Boudremm had decome so impatient and apprehensive,
He had made the “Bataan death mérch“ (as I had not), had seen his
starving and thifrst.crazed companions deaten and bayonetted for ney
keeping up with the column, He had pro®ably been beaten himself for
not walking fast enowgh. He had learned the tragic way what it
meant to e a prisoner of the Japanese. I had only Jjust begun to
learn,
7 COI.IBoﬁdreau's place as American camp commander was taken »y ,

ﬂd%% ALt

Lt., Col. Curtis Beecher, a Marine who had had, s0 I heard, a dis- /0
tingui shed ftecord of service, “on loan", with the Haitian police.
He was assisted sy Major "Bo" Ridgely and Major Bradley, Both al-
g0 of the USMC, and all orders from the Japanese came throwgh him
and this staff,

The Japs didn't bother us much; in fact, I hardly ever saw them

and, except for the fact that they didn't glve us enough to eat,

the relationship seemed almost benign., The only news we had about

_‘55..




