from friend, But Alex and Leo and I managed to stay together.

We found a 1little floor space in one of the buildings and staked
out our claim,

Among the many invalids at Bilibid was an old friend, "Chick"
Fowler (USMA '20), We had served together in the Philippines many
- years before, and we had shipped together from San Francisco for
this return tour of duty, I had not seen Chick since our arrival
in October 1941, It was sad to see him now, almost blind,largely
helpless, but determined to project no image other than his cheers
ful, headstrong dash. He was an encou%aging friend th the other
invalids, some ofmwhom were missing an arm or a leg, or were
racked with dysentery, malaria or beri-beri.

There had apparently been some sort of organization at 3lla
ibid before our large group arrived to upset things., So , after
a few days, a little oxrder began to replace the chaos, We were:
numbered, catalogued and assigned officially to the building
into which we had squeezed ourselveas, The two dally meals of
rice were occasionally suplemented by some vegetables or some
strong-smelling fish., A prison camp routine, including a few
'perfunctéry chores, graduallyvtook,shape. But 1t was a miserable
existenée, even as compared with the meagre satisfhctions of
Cabanatuan, There were no trees, no bushes, no grﬁas - Jusf cOnN=
crete and gravel, This dlsmal situation was not helped any by
the constant awareness that, at any moment, we might be léned up
and marched down to the bay to get on a ship headed for Japan,

One day, it must have been towards the end of November, all
hell broke loose in the direction of the harbor. We didn't see

any planes, but for ten or fifteen minutes there was the sound
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of explosions - bombs and anti-aircraft fire - coming from the

dock area, there,where Pier One stood - or maybe used to stand =

where, in 1925 and again in 1941, I had di sembarked from an Army
trsnsport. Pler One, where I had welcoméd the arrival of many
friends,and waved farewell to many others after an all-night,

" bolsterous "despedida"™ party. Pier One, a place of sentimental
memories. But now I hoped with all my heart that 1t would be
completely demollshed, along with.all the other docks and piers.
And, %o Judge by the terriffic racket coming from that direction,
that's exactly what must be happening. We were elated. They'll

never get us out of here, now, weikept telling ourselves and as=
suring each other,

But the docks and piers were not demolished. And on December
13, 1944, long before dawn, the guards camevhollering in to roust
us out of the buildings and line us up. There were 1,619 of us
(I learned later) and we were going to the waterfront. It was a |
pltiful column struggling along through the deserted Manila |
streets; every prisoner who could waik, and many who could Jjust
barely walk, were included in this last desperate attempt by the
Jans to hang on to their hostages. Those who could,carried a few
sorry possessions: an extra pair»br shoes, a bundle of clothes,
a can or two of food saved from the long-ago Red Cross packages,
One poor, superannuated lieutent colonel even had a smali trunk
that two devoted young fellows were ca%?ing for him. This naive
effort was ridiculous, but too sad to be funny. Some prilsoners
had no thing. Chased out into thé pre-dawn darkness, they had not
had time to gather their few belongings. As for me, I had my |
small knapsaoLM.th the letters from Sophie and the snapshots of

her and the girls, some articles of clothing, some POW notes, a
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mess ki1t and spoon and a canteen full of water.

Arrived at the dock area, we could see a great deal of de-
struction, but 1t seemed to be mostly of various vessels lying
broken and half sunk alongside their pilers. and *my" Pier One,
where we now halted, was almost intact. Neither the Japanese in
1942, nor our own returning forces, now in 1944, had wanted to
destroy the docks which they expected soon to be using themselves,
Alongside the pier lay a handsome, undamaged ship, the Oryolu
Maru, It seemed a miracle that she had been able to steal in withe
out beilng detected, But could she get out again? And would we be on
her? And would she, this time, sneak safely througsh the tighten-
ing American survelllance?

Unfortunately, we were going to be on her, After a few hours
walt in the growing heat of the day, we were urged up a gangplank
by the shouting guards, now suddenly in a great hurry., "Speedo!
Speedo! "™ Alex, Leo and I were near the head of the column, We
were pushed along over a forward deck, and down into one of the
holds, There was a makeshlft wooden staircase, more like a ladder,
leading steeply down some sixteen or twenty feet into the darkness
below. The first prisoners”weré slowiin descending those rickety
steps, and slow in moving out of the way down in the dimly 1it
hold, The guards were under pressure to get thls job done quickly.
"Speedo! Speedo!™ And the gun butts, swinging into the small of
our backs, propelled us forward into the prisoners ahead of us,

So the column moved a little faster, and miraculously nobody fell
down the stalrs, When I got down there, I could see in the gloom
that this was a small hold, intended perhaps for baggage rather
than for heavy cargo. The only access seemed to be the square,

steel shaft down which we had clambered, A single electric buld
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hung from a wire strung along theﬁsteel beams just above our
heads. :E/bould reach theé beams with my hand. The floor was steel,
The dark hold seemed uncrowded at first because, in spite of |
the guards' shouts and the rifle butts, the prisoners simply
couldn't descend very fast., We early arrivals selected places
not far from the air shaft, against the hull of the ship,where
we would have a back rest and, we hoped, be able to stretch out
full length. Among those close by were Alex and Leo, Dennis amd *
and Zero Wilson (both USMA '24), and Captain Cleveland, Chaplain
of the 59th iﬁ. The prospect of a long sea voyage, in this posi-
tion, was not cheerful, but it was the best we could do. The
prisoners kept coming down, however, urged on viciously, by the
guards. All the available space against the hull, or against the
steel bulkheads,was soon taken, Those coming down, now, had to

squat on the deck, wherever they could find a space, with nothing

to lean back against, And still the csuards kept forcing more pri |

oners down., We lucky first arrivals, who had thought we would at
least be able»to st:ethgut our legs, now found that we had to
draw our knees up under our chins to make room for the others.
But finally, when it seemed that we woﬁld soon be'étacked one on
~top of the other, the flow of bodiles stopped. A Japanese inter-
preter, from the top of the airshart shouted some ofders, the'
glst of which was that, if any prisoner tried to climb the stairs,
he would be shot,and the hatch, our only source of light and air,
would be closed, A guard stood up there ﬁith his ready rifle.

It was murderously hot and stifling down in that hold., The
sweat of our closely packed bodies vaporized and rose to the
steel beams just above our heads. There it condensed and dropped

back down on us, It was now afternoon, and we had had nothing
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to eat or drink since early morning, except the water in our can-
teens, And by this time, most of the men, believing that our basic
need for food and water would eventually be met, and unable to re-
si st the temptation, had emptied thelr canteens. As for me, I am
fortunate in not feeling thirst as strongly as most people; sa,
although I suffered, I was able to limit my drinking .to an occas=
fonal sip. Soon, from back in the dim depths of the hold, there be-
gan to come calls for water, These eventually grew into a general
clamor of yells, cries, screams and curses. Thirst 1s madéening.
Major "Bo" Ridgely (USM@), who found himself nemr the foot of the
ladder, sensed the danger of a genefal stampede; that would have
resulted in some deaths and in the destruction of the rickety lad-
der, our only means of eﬁ.t. So, at the risk of being shot by the
guard, Ridgely moved a few steps up the ladder and tried to calm .
the prispners, He also tried to make the guard understand that we
must have some water. Maybe 1t was his appeal or maybe it had been
scheduled; in any case, a supply of water was brought to the top
of the steps, and several men were appointed to distribute 1 t,
This was done by having the prisoners pass their canteens up to
the supply where they were filled and passed back again,from hand
to nnnd It was a cont‘using and slow systan. but since nobody could
move about in that ti.ghtly packed place, 1t had to do. There was
a continued chorus of loud complaints and petty quarrels, but in
the end everyone got some water and, as far as I know, everyone got
his canteen back. I didn't risk mine. |

An hour or so later some baseball-size balls of rice were
distributed in much the same way, |
| Evening came, and the daylight from the open hatch faded away.

Soon, the only light we had came fronm that single bulb hanging from
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a loose wire over our heads, A nolse of chains and winches let us
know that the Oryoku Maru was going to try slipping out of Manila
Bay during the night. So now, to our physlcal misery was added thei
probability of being torpedoed by one of our own submarines. But
even that unpleasant prospect continued to be overshadowed by the
heat, the stale alr and our cramped legs. Here and there a man
would stand up for a while to ease the pain in his lknees, One man
lost his balance as the ship begaen to roll a bit. He made a grab
for something to keep from falling, got hold of the electric wire
which came down with him, breaking the bglb and leaving us infom~
plete darkness, |

I, too, found that sitting thus for hours, with my knees drawn
back against my chest, was finally unbearable. I, too, stood up to
try to restore some circulation in my legs. But tye alr up there
was hotter and more lacking in oxygen than down near the floor, I
lost consciousness for a moment, and coming tq,found myself lying (
across the knees of my friends. But I had lost my place; not be-
cause someone else‘had taken 1t, but simply by the natural expan=
sion of those over-squeezed hips and buttocks. Noi they all had to
re-squeeze a little to get me off thelr knees and let me push my
rear end back into place. Iﬁ was a very tight fit,

The ioné hizht’was cruel, terrible, hot, stifling, full of
groans and cursés. Some of the men were delirious and raving,v
driven half mad by the heat, thirst and lack of air. I slept, off
and on. But whether I was asleep or awake, the conastant murmur
mixed with yells, of hundreds of human volces, seemed to be coming
from far away, in some vast cavern filled with a great multitude,
And when dawn came, and some daylight came weakly down from the
open hatch, I saw the people around me as of enormous size, like
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ghostly glants, I thought for a moment that I must be hallucin-
ating; but 1t was most likely an optical illusion. It cleared up
very quickly. |

During some of my waking moments, and amidst the sound of those
many volces, I could distinguish that of Freddy Saint, He had re-
lieved Bo Rldgely, for a spell, in the effort to avert a panic, He
and some of his engineer crew had apparently managed to stay to-
gether; and he was using them, now, as moving trouble shooters to
help keep the touchy situation under control. His voice could be
heard, from time Yo time, calling them by name, and telling them
to “get over there where that fellow is hollering and see what the
trouble 13", It seemed a mibtacle that his flying squad could move
at all in that total dark‘where every foqt of space was covered by
a body. But the di sturbances were qule?ed, and there was no panic,
When the morning light came, it revealed the real miracle: there
was no flying squad of trouble shooters,and 1t couldn't have moved,
anyway. It had existed only in Preddy's inventive mindj; and in the
blackness of that explosive night he had used its 1méginary actions
to prevent a riot, \

Buqﬁayllght brought something elses a loud bang that made the
steel hull qﬁlvar, a rapld suco#ssion of bangs, the roar of diving
alrcraft, lots of machine gun fire, some heavy explosions, more .
null-shaking bangs, for a while, from our anti-aircraft guns, and
then silence, Qur anti-alrcraft guns? Whose side was I on anyway?
Well, it was impossible to be sitting in the hold of that ship, a
target of the angels, and not to be, for that one wild moment, on
the side of the devil, |

The strafing of the Oryoku Maru had lasted only a few minutes,
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I had felt some splinters of hot,flylng metal, but I was stlil alive,
Indeed, I was not even wounded. None of my friends appeared hurt,

No bombs had hit our hold. No machine gun bullets, it seemed, had
penetrated to where we were, As far as I could tell,nobody in our
hold had been touched., Maybe the attack had been a‘lot of "“sound

and fury, signifying nothing". But no. Very shortly there came from
;topside the urgent order that every doctor among the prisoners was
to report up on deck immediately.

The doctors were gone a long time - all ﬁorning, or maybevmost
of'the day. Our hunczer, thirsﬁ, weariness and even our sense Qf
time had been displaced, for a while, by the relief at finding our-
selves unscathed. There was some hope, now, that this death-trap
voyage would have to be abandoned., We could feel, though, that the
engines were running and that the ship was moving.“Headed where:
we wondered,

When the doctors finally returned to the hold, they described |
the upper decks of the ship a=s 'runnang in blood". Many Japanese
women and children were aboard, apparently the last to be evacu-
ated, and 1t was they, in the passenger areas, the worst devastated
by the attack, who had suffered the most casualties. The ship had
turned around, we were told, and was headed for Subic Bay (Just
north of Manila Bay). There all the civilians, and the wounded and
the dead would be taken ashore. What would happen to us? The doctors
had not been told. | |

In splte.of the death and destruction in the passenger areas,
and perhaps in recognition of the great help glven by our doctors,
we prisoners were not forgotten., Late in the afternoon a ration of
rice balls and a supply of water were sent down to us. That -fewit

night was less brutal than the previous one. Perhaps knowing of the!
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suffering of the Japanese women and children made us feel less
sorry for ourselves, Then, too, the hopé persisted fhat the ship
micht be too damaged to resume its course.
In the morninz we learned that the ship was in Subic Bay,
that all passengers had left the ship during the night; and that
only the crew, the guards and we prisoners remained aboard., We
didn't have time to find out anything further. The shattering
noi se of the ship's AA guns going into action agaln announced
another attack from the air. This time the dive bombers seemed to
be more accurate., I thought I could distinguish, amidst all the
racket, some direot'hifs,heavy booms that shook the whole ship,
"Oh, Lord, let them get this damn ship - but not me!® And than
all was quiet again. And again, none of the prisoners in our hold
had been hurt. But we had learned from the doctors that there was
another hold full of prisoners, and we wondered how they had fared.
Considering our entraoped situation under the two alr attacks,
we were very luckyto find ourselves still whole = not drowned,
not butned to death, not ripped apart. So when the order was pas-
sed that we were to leave the ship,’the feeling of relief was like
being reborn, being completely libefated; and that feeling blotted
out all other thoughts and emotions. So much so, indeed, that the
'strict conditions of the order did not worry us at the time, They
weres strip to ypur undershorts; take nothing with you - no clothing,
no shoes, no packs, nothing; you will go to fhe 1sland (Fort wint);
use thellife rafts or swim,using a 1life preserver; 1f you do not
obey these orders you will be shot; i1f you try to escape, you will
be shot. The loss of our clothing and our pitfi€ully few other be~
longlngs seemed a small price to pay for getting out of there -

and quickly.
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There was no wild scramble of prisoners to get up on deck,
but everyome was anxious to get a breath of fresh alr; so there
was a bit of a traffic Jam at the foot of the ladder. I took my
timé, wal ting for the exit to be less crowded. When almost every-
one was out of the hold, and I was about to leave, the AA guns
went into action agsin, Those damn Navy planes were coming back
to finish the Job. I sat down again. Chaplain Cleveland was sit-
ting beside me., He said, "“Colonel would you mind if I said a prayer?"
And I sald, "Padre, if there was ever a time for it, this is it,"
So he quietly asked God to spare us, or 1f that couldn't be done,
to give us the courage to die 1like men - or words to that general
effect. Then we heard the planes comé in - but nothing happened -
no strafing, no bombs, and the roar of thelr motors faded away,
and the AA guns stopped firing. I learned later why we had been
spared that third attack. As the planes were coming in for the kill,

{
\

| the hundreds of men on deck waved and yelled and Jumped up and
down - anythine to éttract attention. The lezd pilot go_t thq‘nes-
sage, tipved his wings in recosnition, =2nd veereil off and away
followed by the others. The pri sonei:'s shouted as though they had
won a vietory, and the youtﬁml Japanese guards wefe pretty happy,
too. | .

Cleveland and I and the few remaining prisoners from the hold
went up on deck, As ordered, I left my clothing, my shoes, my knap=-
sack behind; but, contrary to orders, I kept my pistol belt, to which
I hung iny canteen and my mess kit and spoon. Keeping them, I‘rlsked
being shot; without them, I'd probably die of thirst or starvation,
It seemed best to ta.ke the chance.

dn deck the fresh alr and the cool breeze were wonderful. Most

/

of the prisoners were still milling around, looking for 11 fe-Jackets,
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of walting to slide down ropes into the life rafts; some were in
the water, swimming or clinging to floating debrhs. Some of the
rafts were moving towards the Fort Wint island which was only a

few hundred yards away. The Oryoku Maru appeared to be partly sunk,

or aground in shallow water, There was a fire somewhere aft of
where I had emerged, I heard a few shots, and thought that the
guards must be firing at prisoners who were swimming in the wrong
direction. I learned later that Chaplain Cleveland, whose prayer
may have saved the reast of us, had been shot and kiiled. (I also
learned later that at least one prisoner did escape - a young

Navy 11 eutenant whom I had known at Cabanatuan. He was sheltered

by a Filipino family and was later recovered by the American forces
and shipped home., The Navy sent him to vaftious parts of the coun-
try to talk to the families of POWs and to give them such infor-
mation as he could, My Cincinnati oousin, Grace Schoelwer, was able
to talk to him. He told her that I had been with him on the Oryoku
Maru and that I was one of the survivors. She telephoned that news
to Sophie. But I am getting ahead of my story.)

I didn't need a life preserver or a life raft; the ship ap=-
peared to be burning; the water looked enticing. So I just jumped
in and started swimmimg towards Fort Wint, Oh,wonderful water, cool
and refreshing. Never had any swim given me 8o much pleasure, I
knew that there were sharks in those waters, but I was in no hurry
to get to shore, The physical and psychological relief of being out
of that hell hole was overwhelming. Well, almost. It didn't make
me forget those trigger happy Jap guards, standing there on the
deck with watchful eyes and ready guns. So I was careful to swim
in the prescribed direction. Soon I was wading ashore with other

prisoners, and being urged along by the shouting guards.
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There were some concrete tennis courts at Fort Wint., wWwith
their high fence they made a convenient place to round up the wet
prisoners; so that became our pen, We were so crowded there, I
couldn't tell how many of us there were, I estimated a thousand
or more. It was hard to move around. I was lucky enough to fimd
Alex, ﬁut we couldn't locate Leo. And I hadn't seen Jean H#rper
since leaving Cabanatuan, But there was an operating water spigot,
and I was able to push my way between or over the closely paéked
bodies to refill my canteen,

We had had very little to eat since we had left Bilibid,
early in the moraning of December 13, It was now about moon on the
15th, It was reasonable to think that the Japanese would have a
small garrison at Port Wint, that the garrison would have to be
fed and that, therefore, there would be a supply of rice and
some cauldrons to cook 1t in., But no. Nothing was forthcoming,

So we spent the rest of the day crowded together on the hot cone
crete, unprotected from the relentless 'sun - and famished. But it
was better than the stifling hold, and there was water, Then, when
night wame, the alr grew chilly. Since most of us were almost naked,
we felt thia sharp drop in temperature, and were glad to be close
together and to hafe the heat-holding concrete under us,

The next day there was an issue of uncooked rice - a few
handf‘uls for each prisoner. I put mine in my messkit with a 1little
.water to soak, hoping that 1f given time it might soften up. But I
couldn't keep from eating 1t, a 1i¥¥le at a time. And when I ground
the last grain betyeen my teeth, 1t was as hard as the first. Well,
I thought: raw rice 18 more riourishing than nothing.

We stayed there three days, getting a 1little raw rice each

day. This corral, 1t turned out, was not quite as crowded as the
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hold‘had been, You could stretgh out full length 1f you were care=
ful not to get your feet in someone else's face. Anrd you could
move around, sort of; 1t was a little like using stepping stones
to cross8 a river, So we did move about, stepping gingerly, and
pushing our way, looking for friends, or at least, for informa-
tion about friends., I learned that some men had died of suffoca-
tion during those two terrible nights in the holds; and that a
bomb had exploded in the after hold, killing nobody knew how many,
Had any wounded been left behind in the hold? Nobody knew. (Some
seriously 111 prisoners were later sent back to Bilibid. Were they
the wounded from the after hold? And were they a.ll_the wound ed ?

I don't knéw.)

Our great hope, now, was to be sent back to Manila, or maybe
back to Cabanatuani just any place far from still-functioning Japa-
nese ships. So when we were ferried from the island, and crowded
on to trucks, luck seemed to be with us., The open, standing-room-
only trucks took us some 50 miles across the mountains to San Fer-
nando in Pampanga Province. There some of us were confined in the
provincial Jjail, the rest in the SénFernando movie theater, We had
almost closed a circle. We were now only 20 oz 30 miles from Cabana-~
tuan Camp #1 which we had left two months ago. Maybe the Japs had
| given up trying to get us to Japan. Maybe we were going back to
vCabanatuan.

I d4dn't know how many prisoners had survived the ordeal of
the past week, I only knew that some had died and some had been
killed, In the truck-loading process, Alex and I had mgain been
gseparated, But here in the San Fernando Jjall cell I had found Jean

Harper. He was‘in very bad shape - feverish from malaria, and almost

incoherent. The cell was lined with tiers of wooden bunks, three high,
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We put Jean on the lowest bunk of one of the tiers; =2nd when some
rice balls were issued, one per man, we saw to it that Jean got his |
and we tried to make him eat, But his fever grew worse during the
night and he became delirious. He kept calling for his family -
Cecile, his wife, and Jean and Shirley, his son and daughter, And
interspersed with these cries were loud pleas for me to pif water
on him, "I'm burning up, Hop," he kept yelling, "Pour on some more
water., More. More.," There was plenty of water there at the jall,
but I was reluctant to use too much on him, for the alr was chilly,
and I was afraid he might get pneumonia. And along with hls shout-
ing, he kept thrashing about on his bunk. I tried to keep him from
falling to the floor, but his wild tossing was too much for my
weakened body, and he fellvto the concrete floor in spite of nme,
One of the prisoners, from somewhere in. the darkness shouted: "For '
Chri st sake, keep that guy quiet so we can get some resti"™ Another |
fellow and I managed to get Jean back on the bunk, He was exhaust-
ed, and fell asleep - or perhéps became unconscious,
When I awoke at dawn, I climbed down from my bunk to check on

Jean, He was sileﬁt and motionless, He had died during the night.
He was stlll wearing on his finger his West Point class ring,‘the
one that, two y#ars earller, had been lost and later recovered, I
took 1t from him and put it, along with my owh class ring and my
wedding ring, on a shoestring which I hung down inside my shorts
(since I had no shirt under which to hide the rings). Some time

later that day several prisoners anl a guard came in and took

Jean's body away. Later we learned that some of the sick prisoners
were belng sent back to Bilibld. Maybe Jean would have been among
them {f his malaria-racked body had only been able to hold out a

little longer.
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We had been told that we would get some clothing to feplace
what we had been forced to abandon on the Oryoku Maru. And we did,
But there was not enough to go around, and most of the prisoners
got almost nothing. I was one of them. My portion was some ragged
denim shorts and a torn khakl shirt. No socks. No shoes. This, it
tlurned out, was our wardrobe for a new aftempt to ship us north.
The Japs must have thought very highly of us to take so much care
not to lose us. We were not flattéred. .

On December 24th we were agaln loaded into boxcars. Word got
around that our immediate destination was another San Fernando,
this one in La Uﬁion Province on Lingayen Ghlf, It was an extreme.
ly d4ifficult train ride. We were so tightly packed into the boxcaré
that nobody could sit dbwn; and as there were no straps to hang bn,
and as the train kept Jerkily stopping, and jerkily starting up
again, all day long, we were constantly losing our balance, Every
fei minutes some fellow would be thrown agailnst someone else, who
in turn would fall against another. Impossible to steady oneself
by moving one's feet, but impossible to fall down completely. So
we kept teeterineg against each other, sending through the car alter-
nating waves of squeezing and unsqueezing,

We heard alrplanes several times during the ride. So, the
first time the train stopped, the guards, who were riding on the
roof, orderéd s'everal prisoners to ride up there with them. “Youd
see American planes, you wave." The guards were no more anxious
than we were to be étrared. It was a mutually agreeable arrange-
ment,

It must have been after midnight when we mrrived in San Fernan-
doo WS_EfES_ESEE£EEEQ~t° unload and to lay our painfully weary
muscles aldng the platform and the tracks, At daylight we were
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marche&to a warehouse - some to the schoolhouse -~ where we were

fo spend Christmas day. It belng a holiday, wé had two meals that
day; that is to say, we had a rice ball in the morning and a rice
ball plus a cup of water in the afternoon. When night came we were
moved to the waterfrort, where we spent the night on the beach, It
had been a memorible Christmas.

The next rorning, before dawn, we were each glven a rice ball
and some water, and told that we were going to board ship. But the
ordér to move didn't come, and the hope agaln aroset "They can't
get a ship in here." So we spent all that day and another night on
the beach. On the morning of the 27th, however, our hopes were
dashed again, A freighter had smeaked in, and we were hustled aboard,

The loading was difficult as we went down séme narrow iron
stalrs to the next deck, This was a sort of mesganine surrounding |
a large square opening into a second, lower deck. There was no sort
of guard rall around the opening, but anof:her mefal ladder went
down from the "meszanine® into the darkness below. There was some
stfaw scattered about, and I had a feeling thét this ship had Just
brought in a whole herd of Japywto make a last stand and to dle
for the Bmperor.

We had recelved no orders as to which "accommodations' we were
to use; so when I got dom to the “"mezzanine® deck, I decided to stay
there unless torced’loyter by gun butt or bayonet. Some other prison-
ers made the same decision, but others kept on down to the deck be=
low. There was some question as to the relative advantages of stay=-
ing close to the escape route versus Being deeper within the ship,
hence bettsr protected from strafing. Moreover, though we were not
as crowded as on the Oryoku Maru, thervwas some danger of getting

/

toco close to the open hole and falling to the deck below.
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‘I found some space against a bulkhead, and laid claim to 1t
by sitting down. I had not seen Alex or Leo since our sojourn at
the Subic Bay tennis courts, so I kept looking for them as the
ragged file of prisoners clambered down the ladder-like steps. They
were together, I caught thelir attention and they came over to
squeeze in beside me, The ship got under way that night, and we
hoped that she would be far out to sea, well away from prowling
submarines, by daylight. She did that, apparently - got far enough
out in the China Sea to start rolling heavily. And I became seasick,
Couldn't eat the morming riceball. Bltter irony, to be starving
but too seasick to eat. Fortunayely, I got my seéalegs afte‘r.a while,
and'my stomach ceased trying to throw up what was not in 1t,

My recollection of the next three or four days is almost blank,
What did we do except sit there sgainst the wall? What did we talk
about? How did we defecate and urinate? I don't remember. Only two
aspects of that trip come to mind now. One of these 1s the plight
of many of the prisoners who, having abandoned to the burning Oryoku.
Maru everything they owned, now found themselves with nothing but
their bare hands to Tecelve the daily half-cup of rice and four
ounces of water. Most managed to scare up, from sg;éwhere, a battered
tin can; ;ut one, Lt. Charles Foper, a reserve officer from s small
town in Kansas, had nothing. He came to me a ragged skeleton, almost
too weak fmxﬁ dysentery to move, and begge_d me pitifully to get him
something to put his food in. Hls faith that I might stlill have
any authority, that I was anyf;hing other than he - a starving,
almost subhuman thing - was touching. But he was g friend, had
served well and loyally with me at Fort Hughes and was going to dle
if he didn't get some help. So I moved around, asking, and finally

found someone with anfextra tin can that Boper could have.
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My only other recollection of that stage of the voyage is the
obcasional submarine scare. There would be an explosion, and one's
first, momentary, thought wass "Torpedol®, But it was the deck gun
firing at a submarine, real or imagined. The Japs knew, now, who
commanded the seas, and they were nervously quick at pulling the
lanyard every time they spotted a suspicious it of flotsam. As for
us, our feelings were certainly mixed. There could be 1little doubdbt
that, 1f a torpedo struck, we would be trapped and drowned like
rats. So, however glad ﬁéAwere to see the Japs on the run, ve could
not help wishing that the advancing American forces would concena
trete thelr activities farther to the south.

After about four déyé,the ship's engines stopped, and we could

heeg the winches turning, and chains clanking along the decks above. We
had arrived somewhere, It turned out to be Takao harbor, Formosa.
What next? Maybe a priéon camp here? We had heard that the eagle
colonels and the generals had been sent here, so there waé some
reason to hopgfzesperate attempt to get us to Japan would be aban-
doned. But we didn't disembark., We just walted and walted in the
hold. It was a dreary, brutal prisoh, but better than being out on
the submarine-infested ocean,

The ship sat at the dock (or so we pictured it, for we could
see nothing) almost a week; and we sat, cramped, in the hold, awalt-
ing what might be a reprieve, or what might be a death sentence.
Then one day word was passed around that we were to be allowed to
go up on deck and sit 1h the sun. We were told not to take our be=-
longzings (belongings?) with us, as we would be coming back down to
the same place. So it wasn't a reprieve. Bven so, the Jjoy of getting
out into the fresh alr and the sunshine made this seem like an out=-

{

ing in the park for a bunch of poverty-ridden kids rroﬁ the slums,
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When the time came for us to go below, we were not returned,
as we expected, to the hold from which we had come, but to another
and quite different one, It was very deep, with wide hatches, high
above, partly open to the alr and daylight. But the steel deck
and the bulkheads were covered with a thin layer of coal dust, wet
and cold. As in the previous loadings, the lucky first arrivals
were able to find spots agalnst the bulkheads; the rest spread out
as best they could over the damp, grimy floor. My two friends and
I had the goo@ fortune to be among the early ones. And we had had
the good sense to keep with us, on leaving the other hold for our
topéide "outing®, te=lrmmp—mtth—us our vital belonglngs: canteen
and messkit. We all tried to clean up, with our barg hands, the
space we had 1aid claim to. But we couldn't help but get smeared,
hands,f2ce, beard, clothes and bare feet, with the black, wet dust,

January 9, 1945, The early morning daylight is beginning to
show in the big hatch openings overhead. I'm awake because I hurt

all over from my bed: the steel floor. I wonder how lomg it will be

Wd bit of water will be sent down to us. I
wipe my coal-blackened hands on -the seat of my coal=blackened
shorts. Other prisoners are stirring, stfetching, moving thelr
stiff arms and legs. Like me, they are surely thinking of food,
that persistent preoccupation., Suddenly a deafeming alr attack
bursts on us, engulfs us, overwhelms ust anti-alrcraft fire, roar
of diving planes, chatter of machine gﬁn;, the heavy boom of ex-
ploding bombs. We seem to be surrounded by falling things, flying
fragments, hot splinters, ricochet bullets. Everybody hits the
deck, flattemns out as flat as can be. And 1ﬁ a moment the &ttaock

is over, The silence, for a brief second, seems more complete than

complete silence,
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The sudden welght and fury of that assault had left me dazed,
I stood up and sort of checked myself, I seemed to be still in one
plece. Alex was standing, too, He appeared to be unhurt. Leo, still
sitting against the bulkhéad, salds "I think I've been hit." He
opened his shirt. There was a small cut on his chest, but very
little blood., It didn't look serious.

While we were busy taking check of ourselves and looking at
Leo's wund, I took some hasty glances at the rest of the hold.
Things looked very bad. The steel beams and heavy wooden planks of
the open hatch had been blown loose by exploding bombs, and had
fallen bn the prisoners below. It looked like a lot of men had been
crushed, and many others wounded by bomb fragments or machinm gun
bullets. Thls scene of carnage was mostly towards the center of the
hold. Around the perimeter, where we were, the bulkheads and the
steel deck above had given some protection. :

Leo s1id down from his sitting posltion, but kept ralsing his
head to look at his wound. He saids "It hurts whem I breathe." He
didm't seem to be in great pain, but he was worried. We tried to
comfort him nith words that we didn'£ bell eve, and with an effort
at confidence ﬁhat we didn't feel, All we could do for him was to
give him a drink of water and to make him 1lle still, Alex sat down
again, and held Leo's head in his lap. I set out on a tour of the
hold, hoping tp find a medico.

Already the other prisonera were busy doing as we had done:
checking themselves and their nearby fellows to assess the damage,
There must have beem hurdreds of seriously injured, some being at-
tended to by friends, others just lying there, silently, or groan-
ing, or unconscious, or dead., I d1dn't see any of the doctors I knew.
If there were any still alive and able to func tion, they surely had
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thelr hands full trytng to zive first ald without any equipment,

I rejoined Leo and Alex, pretty ghaken and frustrated. Leo, now

that the first shock was over, was beginning to feel, more and more,
the pain of hi's chest wound. We tried to reassure him, but in our
minds we couldn't dismiss the unspoken probability that a bomb fraé—
ment had torn deep into his lung, that he was bleeding internally,
and that, unless he had surgical attention very soon, he wasn't go-
ing to make it.

It was a long, cruel day, even for those of us who were unhurt,

I could imagine how the painful hours must be dragging for the in-
| jured. I kept looking up at the opening where the beams and planks
had been. Several timés I saw Japanese peering down at us from the
edge. But they went away, and no help came. Alex, who was about
five years older than I, mnd had had a heart attack, was patient
and practical. He had no illusions about the seriousnesz of our

sl tustion. He realized that we were completely helpless and that we
must conserve what little strength we had left until our captors

~ got around to giving us some attention. He stayed put, tried to
make Leo as comfortable as possible; and said nothing. Within our
. group .of three, Alex was the wise and fatherly one.

I reacted cu1?'1‘?31':31-11:13'»"‘5“o this complete inability to do anything
for ourselves or for our woundedvfriends,‘;y frustration and impa- |
tierce showed. I couldn't just sit there, but got up, now and then,
to move about the hold looxing for a doctor, or for friends, or at
least for somebody I might be able to help. I had to step carefully
not to Xick against some suffering victim. One of the wounded was
flopping around, uncontrollably, like a blz fish out of water, I saw
that 1t was Lt. Cdr. Pete Welsh who hadl been with us at Ft. Hughes,

He had been hit, I suppose, in some nerve center, and confused sig-

-91-



nals were being telegraphed to every muscle, As I came closer, Pete's
wildly Jjerking body bumped against the broken leg of another victim. (
The poor fellow cried out in agonys: “For God's sake, can't somebody
keep that guy still!™ Several of us tried to control Pete, but he
wag too heavy and too violent for us. So we moved the injured man
out of Pete's radius. I never saw Pete agaln. I guess nis body. (Pete
himself was no longer in 1t) kept tossing wildly about until the
electric current of life finally switched off,

As the painful day wore on, I made more excursions about the
hold. On one of theéé, I found Capt. Bob Cooper (USHMA 'h0), He was
sittine agalnst the opposite bulkhead, pinned dowﬁ by a steel I-beam
that lay across his crushed thighs. His eyes were open, staring
stralght ahead, At first I thought he was dead, but then I sgw that
he was breathing. I had lmown Bob at Ft. Monroe, when he was a teen-
ager, and later I had taught him at West Point. He had graduated
near the'top of his class, and was a fine young officer with great
proml se. Seeing him now, frightfully hurt and probably doomed, and
being entirely powerless to do anything for him, I stupidly offered
him a clgarette. He gave no sign that he saw me or heard me. His
wide open eyes continued their stare, and he continued to breathe,

I thought he must be unconscious. I hoped so,with all the power of
hoping that I had left. I went away.

Most of the wounded men were lying quietl&, and not getting
much attention from their unhurt neighbors. The fact was that every-
one, injured or not, was in a sort of stupor from so many days of
privation. As I went around, I would stop to talk to a man.here and
there, and ask 1f I could help. It was sort of a dumb, futile quest-
ion, but at least it let him know that he wasn't abandoned. One such/

chap was a Lt., Col. Wilson, a tall red-béarded fellow who had been
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hit in the right eye, The wound was uzly and bloody, but Wilson's
chi ef concern was that he had to defecate and was afraid he might
soil himself, He suggested that maybe I could find him a tin can or
something to use, So I looked around and found a can, part of the
pltiful “belongings® of some poor devil who would have no further
use fof it, I helped Wilson lower his pants, helped support him as
he relieved himself, got a rag and cleaned him up, and helped him
read just hlis pants. He was apologetic. Strangé. Like the young fel-
low who was embarrassed to be sentimental sbout his parents, or the
chaplaln uhngmbarrassed to say a prayer when violent death seemed
imminent., Now here was Wilson, more embarrassed at being mini stered
" to for his toilet needs than he was coficeified with his destrdyed eye.

After making Wim as comfortable as possible, I went back to walt

with Alex and Leo.

Sometime in the afternoon a ration of rice and water was lower-

el to ué. We managed to get 1t distributed, and made sure that the
wounded were helped 1f they couldn't feed themselves. There was no
further indication that anybody topside knew or cared that £hgre
were badly injured human beings down in that hold. When the daylight
faded, the darkmess became absolute. Not a glimmer shone through the
opening above us - not a star, not even the beam of some guard's
flashlight. Alex and I took turns sleeping amd ministering to Leo,
trying to shift his positior once in a while to ease the pain,
Sitting near us, but unseen in the blackness, was a fellow
whose occasional movements would bump Leo and brine forth a groan,
I yelledvét him, asnerily, for his selfishness, l2ck of considera-
tion, étc. Out of the dark came a young man's voice, mild, tired,
bitter, expressing surprise at being called inconsiderate., And when

that interminable nightfinally did terminate, and daylight began
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to show, I saw that the lad at who,':I had yelled had, all through
those long hours, been caring for a wounded buddy. He had been do=
ing, alone, the wearisome task that Alex and I had been able to
divide between us. God, how I regretted that show of tempert I
said so; but it was a small matter in ghe midst of all that suffer-
ing.

We spent two more days and two more nights in the hold. We
were given some rice as before, The severely injured died, The rest
of us, wunded or not, olung stobbornly to 1life in spite of the
terrible conditioms and the unpromising future. I fournd that, &fter
all, I had not emtirely escaped the flying pleces of bomb. I had
a few small flesh wounds in my left leg and, in my left cheek a
l1ittle plece of something that I couldn't get out. It didn't hurt,

The second day, Leo contimied to grow weaker. Internal bleed-
ing must have been f11ling his lungs. His heart simply wasn't |
getting enough oxygen to sustain 1ife. His breathing became faint |
and erratic. Sometime in the aftermoom it stopped altogether, and
Leo's 1ife slipped quietly away.

Wilson, whom I had been looking after - though there was
nothing I could do for him except to be thére - died, llke Leo,
from internal bleeding. I took his pants, and his shirt, ard his
shoes, and put them on me, They were much too big, but as I had
been almost naked, I was grateful to have something on my bare
feet, and some additional rags for my bback and legs. I believe
that my survival 1s due, at least in part, to these pooi' garments
inherited from a fine, red-bearded lieutenant colonel named Wilson.

Some Japanese, apparehtly medical fellows, came down into the
hold. 'I'heﬁr wore white surgeons masis 2as though enterine a danger-
ously contagious area. I didn't see them zive any medical aid. They!
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seemed to be thére only to assess the sltuation. A huge rope

cargo net was lowered by crane. The prisoners who had any strangth
left were ordered to throw the dead bodies into the nef., The tume
bled corpses were hauled up and away. We heard later that they
were cremated on a huge pyre.

After the dead were disposed of, we remalning prisoners,
about 800 I believe, were transferred to another ship. It was a
frelchter that had served as a makéshift troop transport. The hold
had been fitted nith three-tier sleeping platforms: wide, woden
gshelves, with emough space for the occupants to lie down, or sit

" up, but not to stand. Alex and I found some room on the "zround

floor"™ of one of these, near the rickety wooden stalr-laddsr down
which we had come from the open deck some fifteen feet above,

When we were all down, "Mr." Wada stood at the opening and screamed
hie orders.

I have not meationed "Mr." Wada before. He was the civilian
interpreter who accompanied our group from Bilibid to Japan. He
was a sort of chlief herder, His incompetence for the job would
have been evideﬁ?frn normal times; the vicissitudes of this par-
£icular voyage overwhelmed him. He was in a constant state of
extreme irritation, and he was wild with fear., He hated the dif-
riculties and the dangers of his job, and he hated us bécause we
were the cause of it all. Now, in a frenzy of fear and frustration,
he soreeched out the rules: there would be two issues of rice and
water a day; wafer was in short supply; we must not come up on
deck except to relleve ourselves, and then only one at a time, etc,
We tended to blame "Mr." Wada, of course, for all the brutality of

our treatrment, But as I look back on it after forty years, I think

he wes almost as much a helpless pawn in these events as we were,
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In any case, he was later tried as a war crirminal, I belleve, and
executed,
It was now January 13, 1945 (exactly one month after our de=

parture from Manila). The next day our ship left Takao for Japan.

That meant we were zoing north; and going north in January meant
cold weather. And here we were,'half-starved, skinny end getting
skinni er, our blood thin from our years in the tropics, clothed
only (if at all) in light cotton rags. I should add also that we
were unshaved, filthy and lousy. The prospects were not promislng,

I have pondered about the many "discomforts™ of this voyasge.
There were five principal ones, each so obtrusive at times as to
make us forget, for a moment, the others. They were: cold, hunger,
filth, fear and thirst,

- Belng cold was a new hardship, now added to the many others
we had endured. As the ship salled northward, our hold grew very
chilly. With no fat on our bones, and only thin garments on our
backs and our backsides, we had to huddle close together to con-
serve our feeble body warmth, Alex and I slept spoon fashion, knees
| bent, belly and cheét against the other's back,and arms around him.
And every half-hour or so, bones aching from the hard floor, and
one's back and the other's belly bitterly chilled, wevwou;d bo th
turn over. One day Alex, rummaging around in the depths of the
hoid, found a torn plece of dirty tarpsulin. It Just barely covgred
us both, but it served as our blanket for the fest of the trip.
This way of sleeping, two men close together, their arms around
each other, must evoke in the reader a suspicion of homosexuall ty.
It certainly aroused in us no such thoughts or feelings. Our whole
concern was to get warm and stay alive.

As the days passed and the temperature dropped, another unor-
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thodox practice, in our efforts to stay warm, became common, Every
norming we found that several prisoners had died during the night.
The bodlies had to be carried up to the open deck and cast into the
ocean., Their poor, dirty garmemts, too valuable to be lost when 80
many of the prisoners were still half-naked, had already been re-
moved and distributed. I, like everyone else, was eventually wear-
ing two shirts and two palr of pants, thamks to my less fortunate
comrades who had no further use for clothing.

This recycling of the clothing calls to mind Father Duffy,
who had been, I belleve, Catholic chaplain at Clark Field. It
geems that, shortly after we left Takao, the death rate was un-
usually high - no doubt because some of the seriously wounded had
been forced into the freighter along with the rest of us. Anyway,
a few mornings out of Takaeo, I saw a tall, gaunt fellow, naked to
the waist, and barefoot, going from sleeping bay to sleeping ‘bay,
anointing the dead and blessing them - the last rites. It was Fa=~
ther Duffy. He told me he was giving them conditional absolution;
and apparently his concern was for all of them, Catholic, Protest-
ant or Jew. He was a tough Irishman, and llke many a good Irish-
man he was a good two-fisted drinker., He seemed, now,totally una-‘
ware of himself, or of the cold, the hunger, the thirst; his only
jnterest was in making sure that these poor, dead lads got to Hea=
ven, I'm noﬁ mre whether Father Duffy ever got any oclothing, or
1ived to get to Japan; but I'm pretty sure that he got to Heaven,
along with the Catholics, Protestants and Jews whose souls he. 80
determinedly sent in that direotion.

If you've been almost corstantly hungry for several years,
you geb sort of used to 1t. It's always there; and whem there is
nothing else bothering you too mach, you bring ouf your hunger
ard play with 1t; you do some mental gourmandizing; you create
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visions: a golden brown roast chicken, rorvexample, bursting wi th
spiced stuffing and dripping with rich juices. But our hunger was
BOWN past that fantasizing stage; it possessed us as a permanent

Y
bodily affliction, to be dealt with medically, not gastronomicall®,
"Mr, "Wada had told us that we would be fed twlce a day, and we were:

oné rice ball in mid-morning, one Tice ball in mid-afternoon, and
occasionaliy a spoonful of bean curd or a few strands of pickled
seaweed, It was not with appetite that we looked forward to this
twlice-daily distribution, but with the grim, practical understand-
ing that this was, at least, a temporary halt in our gradual app-
réach to death from starvation. For many of the prisoners, it was
not enough, Ecery day, more end more todl es were veinw carried up
the 13dder to be dronped into the cold waves,

I have mentioned fear as one of the dilscon“orts of our passase
from Tskac to Japan. It came only a few times, with the occasional
firing of the deck gun, The first shot, shaking the deck and the
bulkheads, always caught us unaware. And each time, for an instant,
we thousght the ship had been Wit by a torpedo, It was A thing you |
never zot used4 to. But 1t was s good thing for us to be thus scared
once in a while, The momeﬁtary prospéct of finding ourselves strug~
gling and drowning in that cold ocean, hundreds of miles from land,
made 1ife, even in that filthy hold, seem guite desireable.

But 1t was a filyhy hold, nevertheless. Some of the men had
d1arrhea, and didn't always make 1t to the oil drum, which served
8s a latrine, or to the shaky wooden_platfdrm built out over the
water from the open deckX. I tried that open alr latrine a few
times, Wlth each ro0ll of the ship it seemed that the platfom,wi th
ne on 1t, was rsoinz to be dunked in the briny. And, in any case,

the wind ani the spray were icy. So mostly I used the oil drum,
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As a matter of fact, I had 1ittle call to use elther, there being
rarely anything in my alimentary tract to need evacuation. Anyway,
to get back to the problem of dirt: we had no access to any water
except the pitlful cupful twice a day. That was less than enough
to quench our thirst, so certainly not to be used for washing,
Therefore, to get our hands somewhat clean, before eatlng, we
simply urinated on them, Our own urine was surely more sani tary
than the diarrhetic feces and other dirt we may have contacted
while crawling into and out of our “sleeping quarters®. This sort
of ablution was the only one we knew during the trip.

On one of the ocoasions when I went up to the open deck, I
found 1t Govered with an inch of snow. I thirstily scraped up a
handful and crammed it into my mouth, and I was about to gather
some more to put into my almost empty canteen. But the Jap sallor
on watch, there, yvelled at me, and made a threatening gesture with
his gun. He ‘may have been under orders to permlit no loitering;
or maybe the water distilling machine was broken and the crew,
short of water themselves, didn't want to share the snow with usj
or maybe they Just hoped that we hated A_mericans would all die of

thirst and could all be dumped into the sea.

The deadly thirst of some prlsoners was greatly aggrave-

ted by diarrhea. One day, Chester Johnson (USMA '37), a friend

from Cabanatuan days, came to me to ask L{f I had any codeln., It
seems that codeln had been the standard camp remedy for diarrhea
and, as we were leaving there for our long trip, dur doctors had
di stributed their supply among us. I had recelved two tablets.
Now Johnson and another friend, Alva Fltch (USMA '30), were both
suffering from diarrhea. And to Jjudge by Johnny's haggard face,
he was in a2 bad way. I still had the two codelns which I had been
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able, somehow, to keep dry during the swim in Sublce Bay. I gave
one to Johnny. He went back to where Alva lay suffering with
craxhps, and they shared the one pill. They recovered. Whether'it
was the pill that d1d the job, I don't know.

Several days out from Takao, the slight wound in my left cheek
became 1nfeoted, began to swell and to throb painfully. There
were still some doctors among us; but they were as helpless as I,
They sald that the body's curative powers would probably, in time,
overcome the infection. But in view of my weakened condition and
_ the unsani tary state of our hold, I doubted that my body still had
much capacity for curing {1 tself. The cheek continmued to swell,
until the skin outside and inside seemed stretched to the bursting
point, And 1t was. One day, the skin inside my moﬁth gave way, gnd
a flood of pus poured into my mouth along with a tiny plece of
Jagged metal. The swelling di sappeared and the paln subsided,

Our doctors, subject to the séme irpartlial mistreatment as
the.rest of us, had not been able to take with them any but the
simplest tools of their profgssion -_pllls,bandages,tape, that
'sort of thing. But when they were called to give first ald to the
_Japanese passengers after the strafing of the Oryoku Maru, they
had acocess to the sghip's medlcai suppl\ies, and were able to add a
few 1tems to their medical kits., Much of this they had been forced
to abandon the next day when we left the burning ship. So, one day,
about two weeks out of Takao, I was surprised to see several of thve
medicos hurrying towards a dark corner of the hold with some arti-
cles that had a surgical-ward appearance. They were going to try
and give some blood plasma to Freddy Saint. Freddy had been wounded
during the strafing in Takao harbor, and had bled considerabl&. A
few friends had mursed him along, but under our impossible condi-
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tions, he had lost strength and was now unconscious. The doctors
had maenaged to scare up, wﬁether among théir prisoner colleagues
or through Wada, the makeshift paraphernalia for a transfusion:
plasma, tubes, needles, bolled water, or whatever. It was a noble
effort, but in the dark of that unsanitary hold, it had little
chance of saving Freddy's life. Unhappily, 1y didn't succeed.
Preddy Saint, like.several hundred others since our departure from
Takao harbor, was burled at sea.

Most prisoners didn't move around much down in that hold.
Hunger and thirst had not only weakened us physically, but was
gradually dralning away our spiritual vigor. We became torpid, apa=
thetic. Alex and I mostly Just lay there in our dim corner, trying
to keep warm and to husband what 11 ttle strength remained. There were
about twenty men in that section with us. We didn't know any of
them, and in the pale 1light we could scarcely see thelr faces,

Nel ther we nor they had enough energy to get acqualnted.

Some of the younger prlsoners, however, remained falrly ac-
tive and curious, and they made an interesting discovery. The deck
on which we lay was not steel, as on the previous ship, but wood =
heavy wooden planks. And somewhere, back in the depths of the hold,
a couple of fgllows found some planks that were removable. So, of
course, ﬁhey removed them. There was an unlighted frelght hold be-
‘low. It was stacked with gunny sacks, and the gunny sacks were
fi1led with raw sugar. The discoverers and their friends were
soon making frequent ralds into the sugar hold, and after a while
anybody who wanted a handful of sugar could get it. But 1t wasn't
something that could replace real food, and its use tended to ex-
aéerbate ourvthirst. So most of us could eat very 1little of it.

Put even those few extra calories helped. -



It was taking a cruelly lomg time to get from Takao to Japam,
The ship, with us peaned im that filthy hold, had now been at sea
for over two weeks. The dally death toll was imcréasing, chiefly
because of the shortage of water. Alex and I, like inont of the pris-
oners, had very 1little strength left, and we renl‘.lzed' that our
shriveled bodies might, some mormimg soom, be among those tossed
into the sea, There were, however, a few yourger ard more active
men to whom was assigmed the twice-daily distribution of rice and
water, Simce thelr Job put them im comtact with the Japs who ocone
trolled the supply, 1t seems likely that they were able to get a
little ex}tra for themselves., In any case, ome of them, who!h I kmew
slightly, came to me amnd said that, irn exchamge for a West Poinat
class ring, one of the Japs would give him two canteemfuls of wateXro
I now had two canteeas, both empty, and I had two class rimgs: mine
and Jeam Harper’s. Simce my 1ife ard Alex's were in the balance,
the risk of losing the Timg and the camteems was worth takimg. So
I gave ny olass ring and the two canteems to the youmg entrepremeur,
And we walted. Towards the emd of the day, true to his word, he
came baok with the two canteens full of water. Now Alex amd I would
be able to hang on for a few more days, at least., We drank a 1little,
sparingly, them hid the camteems umder our piece of tarpaulin. |
| As we lay there, sommolemt, in the almost darkmess, two ragged
scarecrows had been creeping towards us., I spotted them as they |
" tried to steal our canteens, Like a starvirg dog protecting his
bone, I lashed out at them, ridiculously, my weak, skinny amms
flailing the alr. They slunk away into the gloom. What a pitiful
business! A wést Point graduate, liemtenant colonel, on hig hands
and kmees, swinging his fiats wildly at two kids, enlisted men,
young enough to be his soms, or thelr hands and kmees., It was not

my most moble moment,
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Those two canteens of water, tucked umder the plece of canvas
with us, renewed our hope that we might, after all, make it to -
Japan, We slept well that night., Too well, for we awoke next morm-

ing to discover a major calamity. Ome of the canteens was ZORS =

half of our water swpply, half of our hope,' half of our lifeline.
And, of course, there was no way to fimd the thief or recover our
loss, even if we had the stremgth to try. It was a severe blow to
our hope, but soméhow or other 1t stiffemed our determination to
hold out. Amd them, towards the end of the day, the ship's engines
stopped, the ship stopped, the moise of winches and chains let us
know that we were in port. We had arrived somewhere in Japan.

More precisely, the ship was im the harbor of MoJji (mow Kita=
kyushu) on the morthern coast of the island of Kywshu. On this last
day of Jamuary, 1945, Kyushw was cold. There were a few traces of
snow on the ground. But for us 500 survivors (of the 1900 who had
embarked im Manila a momth amd a half before) land, smy land, cold,
land, ememy land, was llke a bit of heaver, Besides, our arrival
" was expected, and some preparatioms had been made to receive ui
and evem to keep ws alive, Some trwoks had arrived wlth orates
of military overcoats, alid as the orates were.opened, the guaxrds
made bonfires with the wood., We crowded arownd the rlres,tMng
on amd awapp;ng overcoats, and squimtimg owr eyes to try amnd see,
1i the darkmess, beyond the fires, what Japam looked like, But we
'conldn't make out amythimg except that we seemed to be im a big
field;

After everybody had reoved.ved an overcoat amd had beem given
a cub of hot tea, we were herded irnto an empty schoolhouse for
the rest of the might. We slept on the concrete floor, 1» our new
overcoats, full of curiosity, but mo longer worried, about tomorrow.
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What the morrow brought was another mové, this one overland
about fifty miles to Eukuoka, aiso on :the north coast of Kyushu,
The manner of this move, whether by truck or by train, is strangely
blanked out of my memory . What I do recall, however, is that our
arrival at Fukuoka Camp #1, in full daylight, was witnessed from a
distance by a large number of previous arrivals. They seemed to be
American or British,

We were assigned to barracks not unlike those we had occupied
at Cabanatuan in the Philippines: there were sleeping platforms,
about a foot high, along a central alley with a dirt floor. These
sleeping decks were covered with mats,woven, I supposed, of rice
straw. The walls and roofs of the buildings, instead of being of
thatched palm léaves, as in the Philippines, were of rough boards,
tight enough against the rain and snow, but not fitted well enough
to keep out the cold wind. There was no heat.

After moving into these well-ventilated quarters, we lined up
to get blankets - one per man - and to be Weighed. The reading for
me, without the overcoat, but with the clothing I had inherited
:from Wilson and others - big shoes and two layers of chino cotton -
was 45 kilos. That put me at about'95 pounds, some 40 pounds below
my normal weight of 135.

Thoée procedures accomplished, we were free to explore the
compound and get our bearings. As we left.the bariacks, we were
soon surrounded by British officers and men, full of curiosity,
and quite sympathetic in their experienced ﬁnderstanding of our
sorry condition. Short on necessities themselves, they nevertheless
managed to produce from their carefully laidaway supplieé, candy
bars, cigarettes, » soap, razors and other precious gifts. I gath- ;
ered that these helpful fellow-sufferers were from British forces |
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