o—

‘the enlisted men, His reply was that his orders from the Japs was

~ Reneral distrimution of it would probably cut off the supply alto-

xmaxxt the war was an eccasional comment from some Jap guard who
was anxious to show off hisg high school English and to beast of

an endless sng;esslon of Japanese victories, Owr captors must have
been feeling pretty good about themselves and their country. They

conld afford to be magnanimows. And smre enough, one day this new

Y g

"magnanimi ty" was expressed by the arrival ef a small supply of w\\

pearmts, candy bars, soap, needles and threud ”ntrlé} ffo: the

R ,73

officers", I was called over to Beecher's shack where the loot had
been divided up into three shares: for Beecher and his staff, for
the Growp I efficers, afld for the Growp II efficers, I took my
groupl{s stuff inda cardboard Box, called in the fifteen or twenty
oefficers of my group, and we split it wp. My share was a candy bar
and a spool of thread - or something of the sort. The candy bar was

absolutely wonderful, Nothing like a little starvation to whet

one's appetite! And I don't even recall that my conscience bothered Léj”
LX)

e,
Bat about a week later another shipment of such items arrived,
again "strictly for the officers®™, I told Beecher that I thought we

ought to find some way, By lot perhaps, to share this staff with

any
that 1t was for the officers only and that nef attempt to make a

gether. I thought: "The hell with that", and went back and called
the group officers together and told them we were going to give
half of the loot to the enlisted men. They agreed, and that's what
we did; sut 1t was dirficult, dividing up the few i tems of candy,
frait etc., By lot, among some 500 men! I told Leo Paquet about
1t the next day, feeling a little stmck on myself for my generosity

and for defying higher smthority. Leo sald, quietly, that he had



done adeunt the same thing - except that he had put all the
stuff up, te de drawn by let by all the priseners in his growp,
officers and meh alike. I was a dit mmbled; wmt Lee was right,
and that's the way we did it from then eon.

The aged Japanese cemmander at Camp #1 had teld ws that

we would be paid and that a commi ssary wonld be started where
we could Puy a few necessities, This system was now started:
each of us received a ‘row peses (Japanese occupation peses)
each moAth, the amomnt being more or less related to our mile
itary rank, and being, in any case, seme small percentage of
what ew>» capters were putting if a savihgs batik for ws, so
they said. The occasional arrival ef a small sapply ef pea-
mts, bananas, tobacce, "mengo" bdeans etc. was the cemmissa-
ry. As the quantity of these 1tems never equaled the demand,
we worked out a system that gave everybody a chance teo wmy
something regardless of how many pesos he had. At best 1t was
a very imperfeet system, since it reguired acomrate and hen=
o8t record keeping, an impossibdility wunder the clrcumstances,
At werst it sort of degenerated inte an economic class sys-
tem, with a fow"nlthi rieh™ and a lot of impoverished suckers,
The tyceeris of this class system were net the officers, bt a
few worldly-wise, wheel er-dealer nen-coms and petty efficers
who, throwgh gambliz’ig and swapping, managed to centrol a pretty
flourishing black market. . I
One day a young priseoner came teo me and offered to sell
a West Point ring which he had dought frem snother soldier
who had taken 1t from a dead »ody., I locked at the ring and
saw Jean Harper's name etched there. So I teld the man that

Harper was a friend of mine, was allv; and at Camp #1, and
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that I wowld see that the rifig was returned to him. The poer
seldier was dewncast at this tarn of events, mt I cdwldn't
help him; at the moment, I was also a member of the Xm pamper
¢laes. I never saw him again.

The war must have been geing pretty well for the Japs.
They lost their edziness and relaxed their severity. We be-
gan te get a little more rice, and our strength impreved.
The Japs provided ws with some soft ball sqwipmeit and we "
fermed some teams and arranged scme inter-varrack games. Then fﬁéé§*4 _
one day. a team from Camp #1 came to play against ws. The liem
tenant in charge of the visiting team was a friend of Harper's,
80 I gave him the ring with a note to Jean. Loss of his ring
had depressed Jearnn almost as much as the malaria'and, as I
later learned, this fertmitoms recevery cheered him immensely.

There was agentlemanly Japanese 11.1te§ant at Camp #1 wﬁe
spoke geod English. (He was mmch mere accomplished at it than
the official interpreter whom he often had to correctg.) He
visited Camp #3 occasionally, and ohe day he told Beecher that
a let of mail had come in for us prisoners, and that he had
seerl several letters for me. I was surprised that he kriew my
Name, let alene that ameng the hundreds of letters he shomld
have noted that some were addressed to me. Bat mostly I was
filled with a great Joy and a great impatience. We were told

S
that 1t would be a week or so bdefore we received our mall,aa .

it all had to be censored. This was in Amgust of 1942, I m’lﬂ{/‘%
believe, It was net mntil Octeber that, better than water, (e
better than food, the first wenderful letters reached. us.
Meanwhile there was to be a good bit of chaﬂge.
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Owur Camp #3 was Just an appefidage to Camp #1, a temporary

holding place fer the overflow during those early months of our

captivity. Up to now, we prisoners had been a wmrden to the Japa-

nese. But new we were bodies te be used, to help tarn the Philip-
pines inte a fruitful memder of "the Greater East Asia Ce-Pros-
perity Sphexe” and, fer the time being, to contrismte to the war

effort. So batches of priseners were sent away, from time te time,

to wheFever slave labor comld be put to use, i [y there were

only enowgh ef ws at Camp #3 to form ene "g aquet Beein:

i i

American grewp commander, and I his executi¥é. g%%%ﬁﬁi"conslnlod
as American camp cémmtﬂﬂor,'wrthsnidxiiy iﬁ&;Brad1¢y as his staff.

Meanwhile the rains were letting wp as we approached the dry >

!

seasen. ﬁhcn, onc‘diyftnfOOtoior ef '42.I think, we learned that AZ7L-
we would move dack te Camp#i. The next day, "Bull™ King and I were
sent By trwek te Camp #1 to "make arrangements” for the arrival of
the approximately #ix hindred ethers whe weuld be coming aloeng en
foot. King was an old friend. He had been a sergeant at Pt. McKin-
ley, neay Manila,when I had served there as a second liemtenant
seventeeri years before., He had marr@od a Mlipina and had stayed
in the Philippines with the §0th Coast Artillery. He was new a
second 1i extenant, having been commissiened by General MacsArthmr
aleng with many other senier non-comml ssiened officers and some
civilians,

When Bull and I arvived at Camp #1 we were taken to a section
of the compeund whers there were some empty darracks., One of the
guards pointed to the Barracks, sald something in Japanese, and
left. The ether guard stayed, watched ws, and said nothing. I had
with mé somo'soraps of paper on which we had kept the many-times-
revised rosters, By darracks, of our Camp#3 men. These empty

Parracks corresponded in rumber and size to the ones we had vaca-
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ted. So we hoped to be able to keep the grewp erganizatien and
the darrack assigrments intact, About mid-afterncen (we comld
only guess at the time, all our watches havlnz_lenc since become
war beoty) the weary celumn of priscners began te trmdge in.
Neither Beecher nor Lee Paguet was with them., Bull and I started
to get the men located in sarracks as we had planned, It was di f-
flcilt and slew becamse the long column was completely disorgan-
ized. But we were begiﬁnlns to roestahlish seme order when a

| guard came with werd that I was to go with him to Camp Headquar-
ters. So I left peer King te struggle alefle at getting these 600
or se tired, hmngry, thirsty priseners located in warracks,

I was taken aleng the mmddy camp “street", past other bam-
Boo Barracks, where ether ragged, skinny priseners squatted on
thelr hawnches or steed arownd in small grewps, te & small shacks
the (American)Camp Headquarters. There I found Paquet, Beecher
and several ether Americans together with the Japanese lieitenant
who speke sach goed English and whq seaned to e the Camp Executiveo
He was explaining the new camp organizatien. Beecher was te be
the new American cemmander. (His predecessor, the imposter and
cellaberater, was genie - sent to Japan, we believed, to pretect
him.) Les Paguet was te be in charge of Gromp III eof 3 groups,
and I was te be his executive.

As soen as I could, I get wack to King wheo was still ploddins
aleng, in goed, steady, determined first-sergeant fashien, getting
his men assigried, ene-vy-one, te thelr barracks. But it was get-
ting late, 1t would we dark, the Jap guards were hellering. So,
to speed things up, we had te abanden eur orderly plan and get the
men XHMX¥MMX lecated quickly. It wasn't quickly eneugh to suit
the Jap guards,who ®began to golve the problem in thelr own way.

With pointing fingers, yells ef “speedo, speedo™ and swinging



rifle butts, theybroke up the column and sent the prisoners
hurrybng te find a place in the ®Darracks - somewhsre, anywhere.
The confusien and uneven distriwatien lasted a while. But these
men had lemrned, By new, to make-de; so with a #it ef help frem
. Buil King and me they all found a ‘gghégf gpace in ene of the
sulldings.
We sent a detall te one eof the "kitchens" where the rice

was coeked in hifge camldrens ever epen woed fires. They came dack
with five-gallon cans ef steamed rice -lonough for each ef us te
have a eupful - gnd a mert of vegetable stew whose only ingre-

di ents were plgweed and water. King and I joined one of the
Barrack greups, shared their rice and the plgweed soup, and found
some reem where we could senk dewn fer the night,
| For several days I had had some itching areund the genitals,
but had hqcn.much tee Wmsy to netice it much, and hadn‘t had A
chance te ®athe, I thought it was a heat rash caused by the dust
and sweat. Bat it finally get ®ad enough te attract my attention.
I teok a cargful leek and maw that my cretch was generously sprink-
led with very small red spots. There was a dector, Captain Leng,
in our grewp, a fine dig Texan whem I had gotten to kmow and like,
I hunted him wp and saids "Doc, I've get a ®ad rash areund my
®alls. Will yeu have a leek at 1t7?" Leng inspeoted the disaster
‘area, and had a gweat lsmgh. He saids “Colonel, you've got the
finest dose of crabs I've ever seen!" I had heard ef crab lice
before, wuthad never met them face to face. I had a feeling that,
under eur primitive 11 ving condi tions, these mimscule invaders
were going to we hard to get rid ef. Pat Long managed to get

some hot water, brought out his safety razor and some soap, and
414 a fine job of shaving my suffering privates, leaving me as

halTless as a newborn manchild. Then from among the various sal-
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vaged items in his medical kit he brought forth some ointment,
which he gave me - sti11 laughing at my plight. I found a spiget
and, somewhat embarrassed at the super-mudity of my private parts,
had a good wash, and washed also the khakil shorts I had been wear-
i1ng. The itching stopped, and the crab lice never returned.

Lée Paquet, being the Group IIT American commandgr, was assig-
ned a bamboe shack with a bambeo floor. Four ethers shared it with
him: Irvin Alexander, a West Point classmate of Leo's who had sur-
fered a heart attack; Dec Leng; Dec Musselmanjand I. Like everyone
glse we dld seme scavanging to make this place as livable as po s~
sible. We found seme Pleces of wod, seme nails end some scraps of
canvas and knocked tegether five cots of sorts. This was to be 6ur
home for the next two years.

As soen as I could, I hunted out Jean Harper and Doug Smith,
Jean was in much better physical condition than when I had last
seen him, he could now get quinine for his malaria, and he was
sporting a goatee of which he was quite proud. I razzed him about
that. And he was delighted to have recovered his class ring. As
for Doug, he had been sent to Mindanae with a large group of pris-
oners who were to work clearing ferests and planting and har;est-
1hg cocomats,

I also learned, sadly, that anether friend of mine, Howard
Brei tang (USMA '23), tegether with a Navy lieatent, had been exe-
cuted for trying to escape. They had been camght after onrly a few
days of freedom, had been bBeaten with two-by-fours, and fhen shot,
To this tragic warning for would-be escapers there had been ad-
ded the further restraint ef "sheoting squada™., All the prisoners
had been grouped 1nfo ten-man squads whose members were each held
Tesponsible for the good conduct of the other nine. An escape, eor

e¥en attempt,by one squad member, would result net only in his
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execution, Bat in that of the other nine as well. This threat was
not carriogjzt Cabanatuan Camp #1 while I was there. One prisoner
was acoused of trybng to escaps, and was severely deaten; but the
Japanese said later that he had not actually gotten outside the
fence, so that didn't cadunt,

Besides Jean Harper, I found many other officers whom I had
known at West Point, elther as fellow cadets or later as fellow
instructors. The most senior among them, lieatenant colonels and
ma jors, were grouped inte one bdarrack. Their prison lifs and Sohn=-
ditions were the smme a= that of the other Americans, except that,
for the moment, they were not being sent out en slave labor details.

The Cabanatuan camp was seven or eight miles east of San Fer-
nando, Pampangan and abowut fifty miles north of Manila. It had been
Wuilt for use dy the Philippine Army, and censisted mostly of bam-
boe Barracks with dirt floors and nipa-thatched reofs. There were
a number of other muildings, some wuilt of planks and having cor-
rugated metal roefs. The camp was divided into two sections by a
dirt read which, at its northern gate epened into the San Fernande
highway, and at 1ts southern gate led to an expanse of abandoned
rice paddies. The mmaller, western section was used by the Japaness
for their camp headquarters, guard warracks, carabao (water buffalo)
corral, stc. The larger, eastern ssction was eurs. It was enclosed
on the north, east and seuth ®»y twe high Parved-wire fences separ-
ated ®y a deep moat and a well-patrélled sentry path. The western
length of our sewtion, aleng the dividing read, had a single barvaed-
wire fernce and a large gate/overlooked by the main guard shack.

The Japanese area was also fenced in By Barbed-wire. And there was
a2 distant perimeter of guard towers, each topped Wy a thatched roof
sentry shelter. ’ /

The abandoned fields around the camp had probably been intend-
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ed fer Philippine Army tactical instructien. But the Japs, now
fighting a war on a shortage of almost 'ovorything, were not a;baut
to let either flelds or American priscners remain unproductive.

A daily werk detail, small at first but gradually expanding into
more than a thousand, was sent eut to develep the flelds inte what
We priseners called "The Farm“. And an American captain who had
some agricultural backgreund was selected te run the Preject -
under the everall supervision ef a Japanese interpreter and a let
of guards, We called him "Farmer Brewn" and didn't envy him His
thankless task.

The first jo® was to sreak up the greund, new baked hard and
relnforced ®y the towgh, téngled roots and stalks ef cegon grass.
There was no farm machinery to do this - only an inadequate supply
of sturdy, unwieldy sickles, hoog and rakes. The guards had evi-
dently deen told to make sure that no pPrisoner leafed on the job,

and they carried eut their missien with shouts and rifle Butts,
| As there were usually more.prisoners sent te the fields than there
were toels, there was always a scramble to get something te werk
with - for to be seen without a tool was to be hellered at and per-
h.aps Beaten fer loafing. To protect theses hapless fellows, Farmer
Brown would keep them Busy carrying the cement-like clods from here
to there and ®ack again. In this way, slowly, laberiously, painfula-
. ly, as the months passed, the fields were made ready for planting
rice, sugar caric, cern and beans. And the slave laber, with native
ingermuity, loafed on the jod as much as possible, avoided being
slapped around, and even managed to overcome the language barrier
enough te exchange a few wisecracks with some of the friendlier

guards,
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The "farm" was very slow in producing anything, st we naive~
1y theught 1t would eventually previde seme fodd for us prisoners.
Un_fertunately, 1ts chief preduct turned out te be cash crops: rice |
and sugar cane. If any table vegetables were ralsed, they must
have gene to the Japanese guard troops:; we didn't see them. We coen-
timied to subsist on tasteless, uiisaited rice and an eccasional
concectien of pigweed, or of Deans, or of seme goupy small fish
which must swurely have beaen intended, oeriginally, feor fertilizer.
Bat about Thanksgiving time, the long-promi sed mail) began te come
inte camp, and with 1t Red Cress supplies, including food packages.

Mall! Letters from Sophie telling about our twe 1little girls
and her! It was new more than a year since I had left them in Cor-
onade; and missing them, thinking about thom)had often been over-
whelming. Sophie, in turn, had had no word frem me or about me,
and didn't know whether I was alive or dead. And the reallization
that she h)ad to Dear this uncertalnty added to ny own unhappiness,
Brutal treatment had, at times, been of such immediate cencern
as te drewn out ether pains. Bat the hunger ef lone,).ineas, like the
hanger fer foed, was the endless thread of our conscieusness. '

The mail didn't come to us all at once, ner in any chrenelog-
1551 erder. There must have bsen thousands and thousands of letters,
The Japanese, at some depot in Manila, read them and censered -them
By cutting out parts. Then, every once in a while, when a bagful
was ready, a few lucky prisoners would recelve a letter or twe that
had been pulled by chance eut of the great plle in Manila. I was
By far the luckiest. Sophie, never one te bother adout rles she
didn't like, had written many leng letters and included snapshets
of Prances and Cynthia and herself. All this in vielation of the

strict military and Red Cress instructions,
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Since the order in which our letters reached ws was not re-
lated te the order in which they g;%ﬁ been malled, the news was
often confusing. Time Jumpod Packwards and ferward as we tried te
relive, in our.imazinatian, the 1ives of those we loved and mis-
sed se much, Fer example, a pestcard from Cynthia, who was just
learning te write, said simplys"Dear Daddy, Sambe 18 ene year eld
today." It was net until three years later that I learned anything
further about Sambe,

Besides the mail, th..Bod Cress shipment 1nc1udod beo ks, seme
musical 1nstrumonts, madicnl supplie- and feoed packages. The lut-
ter contained sach thingd as Spam, dried milk, precess cheese,
candy, soap, cigarettes. Tho Japs adepted a distrimtien schedule:
ene package a week te each twe priseners. There was also some cale
ned feed which came in Wulk an? which, doled eut frem time te time
to the "kitchens", was added te the meals. Nene of this was enough
te get ws fat, or even te oalm eur hunger very much; but budget_ ed
carefully it sure made the dally rice more palatable. From owur
previous starvation diet we had now been promoted to a lean diet.
But we bdegan toArogain some weight and our health. Indeed, this
was the bdeginning of-a period'which, by centrast with mest ef ewur
POW erdeal, we later referred te as "the geed eld daya".

These "geed e1d days" reached their high point about Christ-
mas time, 1942, and lasted, thbugh gradﬁally deterierating, fer
abeut a year. Then, there being ne mere ﬁod Cres= ships, and feed
weginning te get scarce in the “Greater Bast Asia Ce-Presperity

Sphere®, the 11fe of the POW grew harsher and ha:lher. Meanwhile,
i1t was good te !: a2live rather than a censtant struggle te stay
alive. There was a commissary, which from time te time had things
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THE "GOOD OLD DAYS*®

Taken at Cabshatuan Camp #1 durimg an imspection visit by a Japa-
nese general., Date about Deoember 1943, towards end of the period
which we later remembered as the “"good old days® of our life as
POWs. Things gradually deteriorated into some very bad days. Shownr
are, from lefts #3 HURT (USMA '30), #5 PAQUET (USMA '19), #6 HOPKINS
(USMA '25), #7 Maj. GROSS, #8 Lt. “Bull" KING.

THE VERY BAD DAYS
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This fine sketch was done by an ex-POW, Ben Steel, whom I don't
know. I havem't tried to locate him for permission to use it, but
trust he he wouldn't object to 1ts use in these private-use pages.
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te sell: beans, fruit, seme vegetables, cocemuts, etc. "“Zero"
Wilson (USMA '24) organized the "Cabanatuan Players® who, ameng
ether things, rewrete from memery, and put en, the play Three

Men_en a Horse. A warraht officer from a regimental band formed

& chorus and a sert of orchestra; their performances included
Chri stmas mugic and even soeme werks of Wagner and Slibelius. Joe
Ganahl (USMA 1927) - I think it was he - toek charge of the Red
Cress books te run a “Cabanatuan Lending Library® Some ambitious
fellow started a "University of Cabanatuan"s a group of velunteers
who, when requested, woﬁld 51v§ a'iecturo on some subject which
interested them., (It turned eut that most of these lectures dealt
with foed. I had a lecture offi French wines which was well p& re-
ceivad because it aroused fantasies of succulent French rageuts.)
Carl Engelhart (USMA '20) and Major Pete Pyzic (USMNC) zave Japa-
nese lessons.

These intellectual and artistic endeavors, hewever, never
replaced foed as our majer preeccupation. The epen-sided cook
shacks, with their huge cauldrons (like thése used by legendary
cannibals for cooking legendary missidnaries) remained uppermost
in our attention. Their fires requi:ed cénstahtly repl enished
supplies of wood., To meet this need, a chepping crew of the strong-
est prisoners was formed. It was headed by "Bo" Ridgely (of Beecher's
staff’ and‘wont out to the forest every day to cut dewn and chop
up trees; One of the members was Ted Lewin, a Manila night-club
ewner, gagbler and former Poxer. He had been a civilian instruct-
or with the Philippine Army and so found himself in a POW camp in-
stead of in a civilian cencentratien camp. Ted was a great dig
guy, a smoeth "operator", suave, friendly, with many connectiens,

able to take geod care of himself and to help many of his less

capable fellow prisoners. Well, there were some carabae (water
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puffale) which had apparently escaped frem their corral and were
ranning wild in the weeds. So Ted, who ceuld talk anybedy inte
anything, and whe saw the possibility ef getting some fresh meat,
g;: permission frem the Japs for the woed detall to lmunt the beasts.
And every ence in a while they bagged ene - using the guard's rifle,
no less! When they had the geod fertune te de this, they bButchered
the carcass, divided the meat ambng the crew, who in turn shared

1t with their friends. This occurred jnfrequently and irregularly,
but many of the prisoners eventually got a bit of meat this way.

Lee Paquet and I were among the lucky ones several times, and. each
time I took eur pertien and had it stewed up, with some vegetables
I ralsed, feor the'tiyo members of our cabin,

There was a small plot of weed-cevered ground, about six by
twelve feet, in frent of our cabin. I borrowed a spade froh the
3aps, turned the weeds under, and made a little garden, With seeds
scrounged from varieus places I managed to raise some tematoes,
corn, eggplant, corn and carrets. Whenever a few vegetables were
ready I would take them to the ceokshed and have them coeked
(paying the prisoner cook by glving him a share); then I'd take
this vegetable stew back to the cabin where we would divide it up
to put en eur rice. I alse made bean sprouts, occasionally, which
gave us some variety as well as some mich needed v itamins.

Among two or three thousand prisoners you are bound fo find
almost any craft, skill or profession, and sone ingenions fellow
who, under the préssure of dire necessity, has learned to make-do
with such tools as he can steal or improvise, There thus evolved,
in the camp, various needed crafts and a sort of free-market com-
merce, This Qas based on the little money we had, but mostly on
barter. There were some barbers who, for a few cigarettes, would

cut yeur hair. Other prisoners had learned te ®end and hammer inteo
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shape soraps of metal, producing varieus rough pans fer coeking,
buckets fer carrying water and containers for storing the extra
bits of food we had. Others became expert at cutting two-by-

fours inte sandals or sabots, much in demand during the ralny
season. And we all became scavengers, ragpickers, junk dealers.
Nething was wasted - no scrap ef cl;th, ne plece of metal, ne bit
of string or wirg.Everything we found or ceuld steal frem the Japs
was madé into semething er was laid aside for future uses.

Ameng the new skills acquired by some of the prlaopers was
that ef carabae driver. Our rice was brought 1n£o camﬁ from San
Pernande in clumsy, big-wheeled carts, pulled by the slow, plodding
water buffale. Each beast was handled by one of our men, four er
or fiveiJap guaris tmdeed cafelessly alongside the column, and
an elderly prisener walked at the head. He was mn Army chaplain,

a Jewish rabbi. He had leng white beard and carried a shoulder-
high stick. The picture was biblicals this patriarch, with his
ragged clethes, his staff ef autherity, his dignified faoo; fel~
lowed »y the weary and tattcrzglgaaiil Moses leading his peedple -
out of Bgypt. ' , |

This Meses, whether er net he was in cemmanicatien withAGod,
turned eut te be in cemmunicatien with friends in Manlla. It was
;1 practice fer the carabae train te make a half-way step near a
®ridge where they could take a rest and ge under the bridge te re-
lieve themselves. When he was net being watched, .ld.MOIQB weuld
pull eut a certain stene, cellect a pagaet of letters hidden there,
depesit anether paguet whieh he had concealed under his shirt, and
replace the stene. Thus was carried en, fer a Year er mere, an
effective undergreund mall systenm.

At eur end ef the line, the recipients were mestly these
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priseners (civilian, like Ted Lewin, or military, like Bull King)
whe were residents of the Philippines, and had friends er families
in Manila. One of them was an old fellew with a German accent whose
wife, dawghter, sen-in-law and grandchildren were in the civilian
intermment camp at Sante Tomas, near Manila. Semetimes he weuld
bring me ene of thelr letters and read it aleud to me. One day he
‘came chuckling ever semething his daughter had written: “Pop, for
an old man aren't you bragging a little teoc much about your virility2©
It seems that, in a letter to his wife, he had 3ald:"If we ever get
out of this mess I'll uerfe yeu breakfast in bed for the rest of
our lives."” The catch was that he had omitted the word "breakfast™.
(They did eventually get eut of 1t. But the wife had centracted
lepresy and had te ge live in the center at Carrsville, Louisiana.
The husband, determined to keep his promise, managed to get permil-
sien to go there and 1live with her., I heard later that she was
cured and that they had gene elsewhere to live out thelr years.) <
Not only letterd were smugeled into ca-p, put roney, too. And
some of us were even able to get s check cashed, in a makeshift sort
of transaction. Here's how 1t worked fer me. I lettered on a plece
of paper (actually the Back ef a tin can label) the usual blank
check format of the Philippine Trust Ce. whers, I heped, I still
had a small acceunt. I then wrete the check for 200 peses, payable
te a fellew prisener who had "connectiens®™ in Manila. He sent it
out via the secret leese sfone undor the bridge, and in a few weeks
I had my money, in Japanese eccupation peses, I may have paid my
prisoner ge-between a small cemmissien. I can't remember. In any
case, I heard frem him after the war, He still had my check. I sent
him the equivalent amount in dollars, and he “eturned my check. I

gave 1t to the West Point museum as a curiosity of hisﬁary.
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As I have mantioned before, we recelved a small amount of
money, each menth, from the Japs, Like the undefground money from
Manila, 1t was in eccupation pesos which were grossly inflated.
We had te pay, at the "commissary™ five or ten of these new peses
for a cocormt er a few bananas or a cup of beans. And yet, there
was always enough money among the priseners to buy, even at those
prices, whatever products the Filipines were permitted te bring
in for sale, The Japanese grew suspicious, and began to chock.'
They diascoveraed that we iero spending each month at the commi s=
sary twice as much meney as we were being pald. We senior Amer-
ican prisoners were spoken to severol} about this "breach of
trust® and were told thni, henceforth, only one and a half times
the menthly pay ceuld be‘spent. The lleatenant who transmitted
this curious order had a sense of humer, but managed to keep a
stralght face., Unfortunately, the Japs did some mere investigate
ing, and eventually the i{llegal money supply dried up, along with
mest of the illegal correspondence. The whiteebearded rabbl was
caught. We were all worried that he might be shot, or at lsast
brutally beaten; but his punishment (solitary confinement with
reduced rations for several months) was mild by the prevailing
standards.

Ane ther result of the tightoninz securi ty was the arrest
and (20 we heard) imprisonment of a young mestizo Journalist
and his wife who had opened up a stand not far from the main
gate, Their business was selling frult, candy and curies to the
Japanese soldiers. But sometimes a work crew of prisoneré would
pass by that way, and if any of them had any mbnq& the guards
would let them step to buy a few articles. Thus this brave youhg

couple accemplished thelr real missien, which was to help the
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prisoners by giving them meney, food, an ocqasional it of news
and,'most of all, encouragement.

We prisoners were keenly eager to get any information we
could abeut the war's pregraess. The stupid but touching rumors
ef the early menths, about the imminent arrival of a "huge Amer-
ican fleet", had mercifully dried up. But we would liasten avidly
to any repert that seemed in the least authentic. One surprising
source was the Nippon Times, a slim magazine which contimued to be
published in English all during the war. Coples of this were issued
to-us once in a while, They were usually aboeut six menths old,
and references to the war were net news items, but ferfant edi tor-
ials pralsing Japanese mili tary successes. One issue, howsver,
carried an article that lent itself to some interesting reading
between the lines. It speke of a certaln ”Battie of Midway™ and
demonstrated that the Americans could scarcely call this a victe-
ry, their lesses having been irreparably heavy. But for us pris- |
oners this was cheering infermatiens our side was carrying the
war te the enemy and had wen a decisive, even though costly,battle.

Whether eur interpretatien of this news was correct or net,
eur POW life was made less harsh by the éontinued Japanese bellef
in thelr eventwal triumph. With some unhappy §xceptiens (a few
blappings and beatings; one pfiaoner shot to death by d sadistic
sentry for metting a 1ittls teo clese to the barbed wire) our
captorﬁ were generally not unfriendly. Seme of the guards - just
kids of seventeen or eighteen - after a glance to see that no
Japanese officer was in sight -would venture a few words ef ing-
lish., Our enlisted men, nalve and brash, seldom hesltated tb re-
ply - or even to try to start a conversation. Unlike'the.officors,

they were not at all self-consciocus about trying out their fLihs (
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Japanese. There even srew up, between these young Japanese guards
and our enlisted men, a sort of vague camaraierie against the
"common enemv®, officers, I was surprised, one morming, az I wsalke
ed past a Japanese sentry, to hear him say: "Hello, you old.son-
of-a=Dltch! ™ It mugt have glven a =zood laugh to the American S0l=
dier who had taughk him what to say but not what it meant.

One day about a hundred prisoners weré trucked to a spot
where they were to take part in a propaganda film., They were glven
captured American rifles which, as the camera turned, they were |
to threw down in a supposed reenactment of the sarrender. While the
" hostage actors stood walting for the filming to begin, there arose
a great hubub and excitement among the Japsnese. Something puz-
zling and serious seemed to have happened, The rifles that had
been given to the prisoners to be used as props were now hastily
taken away. It turned out that some ldaded rifles belonging to
the guards had gotten mixed up with the unl-oaded proo rifles. Wrhen
211 the guns had begn exarined, and a few Qf th+ gua2rds had been
thoroughly slapped, the movi e-making proceeded. But the prisoner-
actors had had a good laugh and, even had th?y been willing, they
couldn't put oen tbc dejected faces that the scenario éalled for.
I doubt that the fllm was ever used,

I knew very few among the several thousand prisoners at Camp
#1, but I tried to remember the names of thos2 with whom I came
in contact most frequently. I found that by wrltins down the names,
then later tryine to picture the faces as I reviewed my list, I
got to know a sreat many of my fellow vprisoners. My list was later
“lost in Subic Bay, along with many of the.fine Americans whose
names I had written down. One of those lost names, and now lost

even to my memory, was that of a young fellow, a little guy, whem



I met one day, sloshing aleng a muddy camp street, singing:
‘”Happy blrthday to me, happy birthday to mo.a I stopped to Qen—
gratulate him and to ask how 0ld he was. Twenty or twenty-one, as
I recall. I sald that he seemed te be bearing up pretty well un-
der the bad condi tions, "Oh, sure," he said. "I can take it OK."
But you know one thing, Colonel? What I reallyw miss is my fuckin'
parents.” In the context, his choice of expletive was surprising,
funny and very touching. He was determined to convince me thét,
though sentimental, he was no si ssy.

During the rainy season, the dusty lanes between the bam-
boo barracxs became sloppy with mud, and the latriunes filled up
with water and caved in. Joe East (USMA '30) was ¢iven the Job,
in our group, of doing what he could to improve the situation,
usbng what tools he could beg or steal from the Japanése, and
such men as were available after the dally "farm" quota was filw
led. He had as his assistant Lt. Yancey B. Chancey. I had knowh
"both ef them before. Joe and I had been students togefher at
Fort Monree in 1936, and Chancey had been a corporal in my bat-
tery way back in 1925 when, as a new second lieutenant, I had
served at Ft. McKinley, near Manila. Thelrs was a tough Job,
There were hunireds of yards of ditches to be dug; old latrines
had to be filled wifh rice straw and covered with sarth; new
latrines had to be dug and shored up with whafever lumber could
be scrounged from the Japanese. The work was endless, and most
of the time Joe and Chancey did it themselves, there rarely being
anyone left over to help. They were devotadl, conscientious, and

tireless. As I think of them, now, it 1s with with gratitude,

admiration and affection,

In spite of the good work of Joe and Chancey, flies contine

ued to be a constant annoyance and a serious health threat. They
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were so numerous and so voracious that we could not eat without

having one hand free to continually shoo them off our food. Other-
wise the rice in one's messkit, instead of being white would, in an
instant, be black, completely covered with flies. The officers in
charge of our group's cook-shack - Harold Johnson (USMA '33), Alva
Fitch (USMA '30) and Chester Johnson (USMA '37) - managed to get
hold of some squad-size mosquito nets to keer the flies off the
rice as 1t was belng prepared or served, One day, a Japanese staff
officer, sent from headquarters to inspeét the camp, noticed the
mosqui to nets in the cook-shack. He commented that the nets were
meant to be used against mosquitoes, not agéinst flies. The nets
had to be removed. We were never quite sure whether whether this
was Just plain harrassment, or the typical decislon of an under=-
1ing too timid or too stupid to bend the rules when common sense
called for it.

ILife in our camp, though unpleasant at its best, was anyhow
uncomplicated, When nightfall came, we Just went to bed -~ which
meant simply lying down on the floor, no undressing necessary. In
the morning we Jjust stood up, went outside in the iark, and wait-
ed to bé counted, Then, after morninz lugao (rice gruel), those
who were on that day's farm detall iould form in column, answer
the roll call, and be marched out to thelr kabor. But ‘even this
simple dally routine required some awareness of the hours and min-
utes; and as we all had, long since, been "relieved® of our watcheé,
Beecher established a Navy bell system. The rim of a larée truck
tire was hung by a rope from a post; a bell detail was formed and
provided with an 0l1d alarm clock obtained from the Japs; and each
half hour the time keeper would wack the iron with a plece of two=-

by-four, one resounding bong for 12:30, a bong-bong for 1300, a
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bong-bong, bong for 1:30, and so on through four bong-bongs (Navy
elght bells) which told us the time was 4300, or 8:00, or 12:00
Good system. I liked it and still do. | /

Each group had several overhead, outdoor faucets where we
could shower;'so, except for our muddy feet, we could keep reason-
ably clean, Soap was scarce, but there was always a little pilece,
somewhere, that you could rub on your wet face énd so produce a
lather for shaving, My one dull razor blade made the process feel .
like I was pullingrmout the hairs one by one. But ouf pride made
us keep ourselves as neat and soldlerly as possibleja morale boostw
er for each other, and a defiance to our captors. No amount of
cleanliness, however, could eliminate the bedbugs that hié by the
thousands in the cracks of the bamboo huts and in the nipa-thatch
roofs. Thelr armles descended on us each night and disputed our
bodies with hordes of jJumping fleas. We favored the fleas; their
bites were more bearable. [

Sharing the nipa shack with me and Leo and Irving Al exander |
were two doctors: Capt. Long (the one who had rid me of the crab
lice) and Lt. Musselman. I was surprised, one day, on entering
the hut, to see Long, pants down, bent over, buttocks spread, and
Musselman squatting on the €loor behind him with a razor blade‘
and a bottle of iodine. Doc Long had hemorrhoids and Musselman
was operating. The pain must have been excruciating, but Doc did
not let out a sound. Such were the surgical faclilities at Cabana-
tuan, _

We had with us a large proportion of doctors and corpsmen.
Many had been attached to the Filip{?o troops, but had been sep-
arated from themby the Japs. This had.deprived the Fllipino pris—.

oners of medical care and advice in the early months after the /
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"Death March" from Bataan, and was probably the chief cause of
their tragiéally high death rate.

Just as many of our medicos had been attached to the Philip-
nine Army, so had a lot of American chaplains, especially Cafho-
lics, and they were now with us. I got to know many of them, and
found them to be, as a group and individually, as fine a bunch of
men as you could ever meet. There was Oble O'Brien, a cheerful,
cocky little guy who seemed a natural to be entered as a feather-
‘welght in some Golden Gloves tournement. And Johnny Wilson, grave
and reasonable, a member of the Soclety of the Pfecious Blood. I
felt a particular friendship for him. Then there was Father Cummings,
a crusty 55 or 60,who had been in the Philippines for many years.
Although only a reserve liéutenant, he was an experienced priest
and didn't give a damn about mililtary rank or the Japs el ther.

When he saw some of the fellows playing poker for food they could
not afford to lose, he Joined the game, won all the food, then re-
turned it to the losers along with a severe sermon, He was also a
thorn in the side of Father C'Rellly, the only rezular Arry chap=-
lain among the Catholics. As the senlor Catholic chaplain, O'Reilly,
" a lleutenant colonel, felt 1t his duty to call them together some~
timesvto di scuss matters of common religlous concern. One'day he
came to me with a problem. After telling me about his "staff" meet-
ings with the other priests, he continued: %And, Cblonél, do you
 know what Pather Cummings sald to me? He #aid, 'Who the hell do

" you think you are, O'Reilly? The Bishop of Cabanatuan?' wWhat do you
think of that?™ I thought 1t was funny, but didn't say so of course.
I said something soothing, O'Reilly, in his heart, forgave Cummings,
and I heard no more about priestly insubordination.

I have already mentioned our.one rabbl, the ®"Moses" of the
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carabao traln. And the only Protestant chaplain whom I knew well
was John BrTneman, He was the senior, a dignified, intelligent
gentleman whom all respected and liked, andi to whom any pirisoner,
regardless of religion, age or military rank, readily went €or ad-
vice, Our rezimental chaplain, Captain Cleveland, aiso a Protest-
ant, must have been in the camp; but I don't recall ever meeting
him until later, and under tragic circumstznces.

By Christmas of 1942, 1ife for the POW's at Cabanatuan Camp #1
had settled down to a bearable routine. Thanks to the Red Cross
shipment and to occasional purchases at the "commissary", our food
was adequate enough in quantity and variety to keep us in good
health, Our hunger,never entirely satisfied, was more like a good
'healthy appetite than 1iks the constant craving that preoccupied
us earlier (and was to torture us again, later). The chaplains held
Christmas services (which some of the Japanese attended, but at a
distance); the camp chorus performed with carols and hymns; ané
several ingenious fellows even set aside enough of their rice to
make some "saki", It was certalnly not the kind of POW existence
so cornily portrayed in some TV “comedies"; but it was benign
enough to encourage patience. We looked upon it later as "the good
. 0l1d days", It lasted about six months before the deterioration be=
gan., Little by littie, life became tougher for the Japs; and in
proportion it became more and more unpleasant for us.

Some of our enlisted men who had been truck drivers were, on
occasion, detalled by the Japanese to help out in the transport
of various kinds of supplies. As far as I know, this had to do only
with the civilian economy. It was a ﬁuch coveted detail. Usually
there was a Jap guard with each truck, but sometimes an American

driver would be sent all alone to take a shipment from one town to |
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another, In any case, thé duards were lax, even friendly, and

the drivers got pienty to eat and were able to have some contsact
with the local popmlace, In fact, one driver had too much contact:
he was sent back to camp with a case of gonorrhea,

We were always glad to talk to these drivers when they re-
turned after one of these detailé. They brought us news and rumors,
And even though we knew that much of the stuff they heard and re-
peated was mostly wishful thinking, we could nevertheless sense
the turning tide of the war. Moreover, the drivers were convinced
of the wholehearted loyalty of the Filipino people. One of them
Fold me that he had stopped, one day, to glve a ride to an elderly
Filipino padre. He asked the old priest how the Fllipinos felt
about the Americans. The p;dre's reply: "My son, I wish I had as
rmuch falth in the Almighty as I do in the Americans." True or not,
the story carries the flavor of a growlng and pervasive hope.

Meanwhile, the outshipments of prisoners continued, At first,
‘the men had been sent to work elsewhere in the Islands -especial=-
ly to Mindanao. But as the war dragged on, the Japanese were more
and more short of manpower. So they began moving prisonérs to Japan
(and I heard also to Manchuria) to work in the coal mines., The ear-
lier shipments were composed mostly of enlisted men, with a few
officers to help in administration and supervision. But later, with
the growing need for laborers, the younger officers were also in-
cluded, We didn't learn until after the war what a brutal life was
ahead for those people. Many prisoners believed that thelr chances
for survival would be better in Japan than in the Bhilippines. So
there‘were volunteers for the outshipments and, as far as possible,

the selections were made on that bagl s.
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But one day a rumor circulatel that one of'the ships car-
rying prisoners had been sunk by a submarine. That was good news:
the Americans are coming! and bad news: we might find ourselves
locked in the hold of a torpedoed and sinking ship. As the rumor
gradually became accepted, the names of the prisoners became known,
Doug Smith, XKX Navy commander,skipper of the Mindanao and friend,
was among them, Almost everyone in camp had lost a friend or two
on that ship, and that made us very sharply aware of our dilemmad
1 you had the choice; should you Join the earliest outshinpment?
or should you hang on here as lons as possible? By leaving now,
one hat a greater chance of survival than by going with some later
group when, when the U.S. Navy would have full command of the seaj
on the other hand, if only one could hold out here until the day
when when no Jap ships could leave, then maybe, in the excigement
and disorder of a Japanese last stand, it might be possible to es-
cape from the camp and somehow Jjoin our troops. I always opted /
for taking my chance wifh the latter course,

As the camp population began to dwindle, the three “groups"
became two, and eventually stt one. One of the groups thus elim=
inated had held most of the senior officers (lieutenant colonels
and majbrs) who were now assigned to our group. Many of them were
senior in rank to me, and a few of them senior to Leo Paquet; but
the Japanese, perhaps at Beecher's recommendation, orderéd that
Leo continue as American "cormander® of the group, and that I re-
main as Leo's deputy. This situation caused some embarrassment to
Leo and me. but little if any resentment among the others. Leo
was responsible, in general, for the welfare of our group, and in

particular for ensuring that Japanese camp rules were obeyed, But
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in practice thl s meant that he had responsibility but little au-
thori ty. So nobody coveted his Job - or mine as his assistant.
'The group consplidation brought to us a small c¥ew of engine

eer officers who had mansged to stick together under the leadership
of Freddy Saeint (USHA '31). They had been trained in field sani-
tation, and had done a remarkably capable Job of improving the
drainage and latrines in the area from which they were now moved.
Leo decided, properly, that, because of thelr greater knowledge
and experiencé, they should take over this work in our group. It
was my unhappy duty to break this news to Joe East and Chancey.
They were my friends, had worked hard and loyally, and hed accom-
plished a lot with 1ittle to wbrk with and ne previous training.
Now the best I could do was to ask them to continue, but under
Freddy Saint. They both declined.

There was, among us, an electrical engineer, a lieutenang
named Hutchinson, who was used by the Japs to keep the camp power
system working. Because he was constantly on call (mostly to re-
palir some Japanese officer's radio) he was, by order, excused from
the work details on "the farm", And because he had malaria he was,
also by Japanese order, given a smallAshﬁck of his own where he
could rest when not needed for some electrical Job. The Japs de-
pended on him completely in thls regard - ahd they trusted him
more than was wise., So in time he was able to swipe from them a
few.radlo tubes, some earphones, and enough wire to build a small
recei vinz set., Soon he was getting the news - the first reliable
ﬁar reports we had had in almost two years. He just happened to
have an onset of chills and fever eabh evening at news time, and
he would 1lie in bed, covered to the chin, with the earphones under
his makeshift pillow. And some sympathetic friend always managed
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to be there at that:time, and Hutchinson would relay to him what
came in through the earphones. Occaslonally a Jap guard, making
his rounds, might poké »is head in the doorway. “Hutchinson San
very slck®, the friend would say, sadly. ®"Ah, so", the guard
would comment as he withdrew. The interruption might cause the
loss of a few detalls; but, in a few hours, by word of mouth,
the whole camp had the day's report on MacArthur's island hop-
ping in the South Pacific.

This daily news was inexpressibly wonderful to us after so
many months ef emptiness. But Allied victories meant enemy de-
feats; and as lifé became more difficult for the Japanese, it
became déubly moere difficult for us POWs. The Bed Cross pack-
ages were abou§ used up,’and no more came in; the issue of rice
diminished, bit by bit, to a barely subsistence amount; manyvef
the prisoners were sick with beri-beri and ether deficlency dis-
eases; and meeting the dally "farm"™ quota became a serious preb-
lem. The number of men required for this work varied from day to
day. When the da¥'s queta ran particularly high, we could fill
1t only by by using the younger officers, and sometimes the
senior officers also. This use of officers for nanual lébor was
contrary to the Geneva Convention, and the Japanese did not de-
mand 1t. But they did demand that the juota be met. So, rather
thaﬁ send very sick men out to work in the flelds, we sent offi-
cers. In theory, members of the “American staff", including Leo
and me, were exempt; in practice, we,too,fell inte column with
~the farm detail and were marched out to work, when the quota ran
too high. v

Like the other prisoners, I got pretty skinny, but my health
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wés better than the average, That was partly due to the vege-
tgbles from my little garden; and, as I how realize, my small
size must have had something to do with it, for my share of rice
was the same as that given to the larger men, It didn't occcur to
me at the time, but when you think abeut it, there was‘an inequity
there. I wonder if, had the situatien been reversed, I wouldn't
have perceived the injustice rather quickly? But I never heard
any of the big fellows complain about 1t., And as I now look back
on 1t, I think they were also more susceptible to beri-teri, Cur
doctors had long since run out of whatever vitamin pills they had
managed to bring with them and, as the food situation grew worse;
we bezan to see more and more prisoners whose legs, especially
around the ankles, were éreatly swollen. Mo Daly (USMA '27) was
one of the worst cases., But we managed to get some yeast started,
and kept 1t reproducing itself in the cook shacks. And every morn-
ing, into each prisonér’s pan of sloppy lugao, the servers dumped
a bilg spoonful of this fermenting, yeasty rice. It tasﬁpd awful,
and some of the prisoners.refusnd it, but we managed to persuade
almost all.that they needed it, The incidence of beri-beri and of
swollen legs decreased,

On one of the days when I was out 1n the fields, breakingvup
- ¢lods or cutting dewn the razer-sharp cogon grass, a sudden, heavy
rain fell on us, unexpected,as was often the case towards the eﬁd
of the dry season. The Japanese farm manager decided that his army
of laborers, plodding around in the wet fields, would do nore hamm
than good. So we were re-herded into columns by the Jap guards, and
we slogged back to camp in the continuing downpour. But when we
got to the gate the guard tﬁere would not let us in, He had not
received the word. So, soaked through, we stood and walted, and
walted, and finally we just sat down in the mud. The cold rain
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Kept falling, and its chill seeped into our thin bodies. But sfill
we walted, We must have walted three or four hours in our wet
clothes, shivferlng, teeth chattering, until at last the gate (
epened and we were dismissed. I undressed quickly and lay dewn
pulling a blanket ever me. Doc Long, who had been mrking in the
"di spensary®, came in and saw that I was shaking under the blanket.
He took my temperature, told me to stay covered up, and went off
to get some medecine., When he returned, he had seme sulphadyazine,
He told me that I had pneumonia and he gave me two of the tablets,
They had been 1n the new leng-age, Red Cress shipment, They were
miraculeus. In a few heurs the chills and fever had gene. I wanted
te get up, but Leng mademe stay on my:ccot until the next day, Nene
of the ether prisoners gét pneumenia. And during my years of ogp;.
tivity, theugh I suffered many 1ndign::ties of body, mind and soul,
that was the enly time that I was really sick,

In the “goed o0ld days", when we had been better fed, and had |
had enough energy for a little recreatien, I had leafned a little
Japanese with the help of one of the American interpreters, Cgrl
Engelhatt (USMA '20), But enly two things remain with mes how to
count te ten (because we had to do that every morning at rell callv).
and an expressien that seunds semething like “seri wa ikimaﬁen“
(because 1t means "That 1s forbidden" - abd.almest eVerything we
wanted te do was ™kimesen")., One day, as a member of the farm de-
tall, I was put in charge of a group ef fellew priseners, and sent
eut, under a guard, te scme rice paddiles., The guard led us, single
file, along the mud dikes, between the paddles, te where the Jap
farm manager was walting fer us, That individual was furieus be-
cause, as we more or less understeod, we had walked aleng the tep

of the dikes instead of coming around by a narrow read. He berate(

the guard, who looked sheepish, and then started beating the pris-
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oners with a bamboo stick. The 1llogic of that; more . -than the
injustice, made me mad, I shook my finger at him and yelled:
"Sori wa lkimasen!™ He was astonished, It was very, very bad
policy for any prisoner to seem to threateﬁ, or even to show a
rebellious attitude towards, any Japanese., But I was lucky. I
wore an armband that meant that I haed some kind of Japanese-
approved authority. So the fellow glared at me, gave me a few
hefty wacks with his stick, and we got to work reralring dikes,

That armbsnd had some advantages. It exempted me, at first,
from laboring on the farm, and it gave me the right to go and
come between our side of the éamp and the Japanese side. The
two areas were separated’by a lane with a high barbed wire fence
| along each side. I had merely to'bass a guarded gate and cross
'tﬁe lane; so I had formed the practice of golng to the carabao
corrél, on the Japanese side, bofrowing a shovel and a wheelbarrow,
and scraping up carabao dung for my garden. The limits of this
minor freedom had not been specified. All I knew was that the
guards, seeing my armband, never guestioned my goings and comingse
But this privilege caused me one day to make an unwarranted as-
sumption that could have had serious, even tragic, results. This
i s what happened, _

out over the fields, in the direction of the far perimeter,
there was é wooden building wﬁich was being cannibalized to pro-
vide materials for various camp projects. Labor details, work-
ing near the building,bhad been permi tted to bring back sslvaged
boards, nsils, sheets of metal for making all sorts of needed
thinegs, from cots and henches to metal buokéts. One day several

men came and asked me to take them out there on a salvaging ex-
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pedition. It was not unusual for officers, wearing armbands, to
take small groups of prisoners, without guards, to work in the
Japanese area; so the request seemed reasonable., I agreed, and
formed up my squad of six, marched them out the gate past the in-
di fferent guard, and turned down the lane in the direction al-
ways taken by the farm details going to work. A hundred yards or
so farther on there was another guarded gate < the one:where

the raln-soaked prisoners had walted so long that I had‘caught
pneumonia, Here the guard, another inexperienced youth, stopped
us, He said something in Japanese. I did not ﬁnderstand. I sald
something in what I thought was Japanese. He did not wunderstand,
I pointed to my armband, and tried again,with my few wordé of
Japanese and with gestureé, to explain what our mission was, He
gafe up, shrugged his shoulders, and let us pass., We then turned
off the farm road stumbled across some rough, wncultivated fields
towards the abandoned building., It was farther from the camp than
we had thought, and much closer to the outer perimeter., In fact,
one of the guard towers was only abouf a hundred yards from uss
We could see the guard, and he could see us, But he pald ho at-
tention as we scrambled abouf the tumble-down place looking for
usable 1tems. When each man had selected as much stuff as he
cpuld carry, we made our way back across the flelds as we had
come. But when we reached the gate where, a half-hour ﬁefore the
young guard had reluctantly allowed us to ené, we found that
the guard had cﬁiged. There was a new soldier on duty, and he
proved to be much more determined to keep us out than the other
fellow had been to keep us in, He was not impressed by my armband,
by my few Japanese words, or by my alr of indignant authority,

We were in trouble - or I was, anyway. We had been entirely

-66m



oﬁtside the barbed wire fence, almost to the outer circle of
guard towers, wlthout permiasion and without a guard, Wa could
have the hell beaten out of us for a serious vioclation - or we
could be shot for "attempted escape®™, Spurred on by these un-
pleasant thoughts, I redoubled my efforts to convince the guard
that we had been on leriimate and authorized business. (It seems
comical, now, that a group of PORs should be making an effort

to get into thelr prison, rather than out of it., But the situa-

.tion wasn't funny then.) Fortunately, the changing of the guard

had just taken place, the new corporal would not be making his
rounds for a while, s0 I had a little time to continue my argu~
ing with the adamant sentry. He was very irritated - with me and
with himself for being uncertain what to do. Finally he made an
impatient gesture with his thumb towards the gate, and in we
went, We were lucky., It was a close call. And I had done a stupid
thing.

Life‘under the Japs was getting more and more difficult;
but Hutchinson continmued to get the waf news on his secret radio.
There wasn't much about Burope - or if there was, we didn't pay
much attention to i1it., Our hearts and our hopes were all kxeyed to
the events in the South Pacific. But then, one day in June YLl
came the exciting news that a great Allied army had made a suc-
cessful landing on the beaches of Normandy. That was such a huge
leap towards victory and freedom that, for the time at least, our
attention turnéd frbm‘MaoArthur's 1slapd hopping to the exploits
of the alrborme troops and the tank columns advancing across 4
France,

Because I was quite famillar with France and not at ali wi th

the South Pacific islands, I followed the almost dally reports
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with hungry interest. I tried to sketch, as well as I could from
memory, a map of northern France, But it was no goods I had a
vague mental image of the coastline and the location of a few
big citieg, but I was stumped by H? the small villages whose names
were making hi story. And then I learned that Johnny Presnall
(USMA '4%0) had a set of those beautifully detalled road maps of
France, How had he acquired::them? and why? and why had he hung on
to them in a prison camp half way around the world? I don't re=
member Johuny's explanation, He was an outstanding young officer,
had been president of his class and first captain, and it would
have been in character for him to study the geography of France
in preparation for the day when he might be fighting there. So I
borrowed his maps, scrouﬂged a large plece of wrapping paper, and
made myself a composlite map of northern France., And from then on
until October, plotted the dally progress of our troops,

Our attention was now so strongly focused on the European
news that we didn't follow Eery closely what was golng on in the
Pacific. We knew that MacArthur's forces were making progress;
but we had never heard of the islands whose names kept cropping
up in thé newscasts. So we felt that our forces were still a long
way off. But one unforgettable day, September 15, 1944, we heard
away to the east a growing sound of aircraft. This was the first
indication we had had, since the surrender, of Japanese air ac-
tivity. It seemed to indicate that the Americans were closer than
Qe thought, snd the Japs had assembled an alr armmada to go out to
meet them, As the sound grew closer, we could tell that there
rust be a great many planes. Anq then they came into view,high

overhead, flying in the direction of Clark Fleld. There seemed to
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be thousands of them - bombers in steady formation, smallhfightera
weaving in and out. And the great, wonderful truth dawned almost
siml taneously on everyone in camp, Americans and Japs: they are
American! The camp went wild, prisoners jumping up and down, pointa
ing a$ the sky, hugging each other, yelling with excitement and
Joy: and Jap guards rushing in, arigrily forcing the prisoners into
the bamboo shacks, aa the great alr fleet faded fro, view in the
west,

The roar of those many planes had been the happlest sour_ld we
had heard in several years. And soon there came a different one -
the heavy boom of explosions, and we knew that the Japs at Clark
Field were catching hell, And then, in a little while, we again
heard the thunder of the motors as the returning armada passed
over us., We could only get glimpses through oracks in the walls,
The bombers were holding to their asteady course, but there must
have been some dog fights. I saw a plane fall, tumbling and burne
ing, I didn't see a parachute open., I couldn't tell whether the
pilot plunging to his death. was American or Japanese, . Soon the
sound of the motors became a distant hum, then dled away. The camp
was qulet again, but would never be the same.

After a few hours we were allowed to come out of the bar-
racks, and the camp resumed its normal routine., But the atmosphere
was changed, touchy. Relationships,which had fallen into an accept=
ed pattern, were upset. The Americans didn't make much effort to
conceal thelr elation, the enlisted men, especially, getting rathe
er cocky; the Japanese offioefs, to maintain thelr authority, grew
more heavy-handed; and the young guards became more hostile or,

in a few cases, seemed annougn to make some friends. One of the

latter said quietly to a prisoners"l be good to you now. You be
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good to me when the Americans come. OK?"

All through the long months of our incarceration we had kept
up our spirits wlth many rational and irrational speculations
about the distant and vasue future. Now, all of a sudden, the fu-
ture was not so distant., Now the talk was of next month, next
week, maybe tomorrow. One topic was not pleasant to consider:
i1t was the rumor that we were going to be shipped to Jepam. There
were some 1500 of us still at Cabanatuan. Aze, rznk, or persoral
XAY choice, when that choice was offered, or maybe just plaln
chance, had kept us behind when previous groups had been sent
away. Now it appeafed that the Japs were not going to gilve up any
of their hostages, We were golng to Join the others. And now the
chances of surviving the trip seemed slim indeed,

On October 17, 1944, most of the Cabanatuan prisoners were
moved to Manila. We were again confined behind the walls of Bili-
bid prison, wnich apparently was used as the staging point for
the movement of POWs, Many other prisoners were already there,
some recently arrived from various work detalls in the Islands,
others too 111 to be used as slave labor. For Bilibid served also
as the "convalescent" camp.

There were no prison cells at Bilibid, at least not in that
part of the compound into which our hundréds from Cabanatuan were
now poufed. There were only vast wards with a few cots., 4ll the
wards were partly ovcupied, and all the cots taken, None of the
wards had been set aside for us. We were simply turned loose in-
side the compound, each to fend for himself, to find as best he
could, an empty space on one of the concrete floors. As in past
moves under the Japs, whatever orderly organization had existed be-

i

fore was now completely disrupted, and agaln friend was separated

~70m



