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PREFACE

After my return to the United States in the fall of 1945, ny
parents and others urged ne to record ny experiences in the
Oient before and during World War |I. |In 1970 | wote about ny
experiences fromthe fall of 1942 until nid Septenmber 1945. At
that time | could not wite about ny earlier experiences because
my notes covering that period had been m splaced. Recently |
found the remai nder of ny notes while enptying an old foot | ocker

for my son. The job has now been conpl et ed.

My delay in beginning this task probably reflects the fact that
I did not want to do it until time had nellowed ny interpretation
of these experiences. Just as in conbat, tinme alters what one
cares to relate to those who were not there, and it noderates
interpretation of the nore severe situations.

Sonme peopl e experienced worse conditions than |, and of
course, sone had better conditions. However, | have chosen to
di scuss typical incidents, with enphasis on the ordinary events

and wi thout many of the unpl easant details.

Fi ve notebooks of notes which | took in prison canp and
my menory were the principal sources of the material recorded.
The National Archives, the US Arny Photographic Library, and
friends who al so survived were consulted to verify my recoll ec-

tions.

In addition to ny famly, L. Van Loan Nai sawal d, Larry
Wl lians, Charles MKinley, Norman Augustine, Harold Moore
and nmany others encouraged ne to record the events before ny

notes were | ost.

This effort is dedicated to ny wife and parents who knew I

woul d return



I NTRODUCTI ON

I was transferred to the Philippines alnost a year before
World War |1 began. When | arrived in the Philippines to serve
with the Philippine Scouts, it was a delightful, peaceful and quiet
country. The US Arny units stationed there were the | ast of
“The A d Armny.”

My wife and ot her dependents were returned to the United
States in May 1941 because war was expected to start before the
sunmer rainy season. Wen the invasion did not occur in June,
pl ans were nmade to nobilize the Philippine Arnmy, an Arny that
exi sted only on paper

On Cctober 1, 1941 part of the Philippine Arny was nobilized;
anot her part was nobilized on Novenber 1; and on Decenber 1
anot her part. Most of the remainder was nobilized when the war
started. The Philippine Arny consisted essentially of untrained
civilians equipped with World War | rifles.

The nobilization and fighting are covered fairly well in the
official history published by the US Army in "The Fall of the
Phi | i ppi nes" by Louis Morton.

After several nonths of heavy fighting on reduced rations,
wi t hout adequate equi pnent, and with a poorly-trained citizen
army, the US and Philippine Arned Forces on Bataan surrendered
on April 8, 1942. The "Bataan Death March" followed. | was a
participant in both the fighting and the "Death March. Mbst of
those captured were taken to the O Donnell Prison Canp and | ater
to one near Cabanatuan. |In late 1942 Americans were shipped
from Cabanatuan to other prison canps in the Philippines, Taiwan,
Japan, Korea and Manchuri a.

In the pages that follow | have attenpted to record sonme of ny
observations and experiences fromthe surrender of Bataan on
April 8, 1942 until | departed Japan in Septenber 1945,



CONTENTS

Preface

Introduction

THE DEATH MARCH

O'DONNELL

CABANATUAN

THE TRIP NORTH

TANAGAWA

ZENTSUJI

THE LAST DAYS OF “TOJO'S JAPAN”
SURVIVAL

Epilogue

List of US Officers Interned at Zentsuji and Roku Roshi
Pictures of “Our Liberation”

Author

Page

18

28

36

42

58

77

90

94

104

134

96



THE DEATH MARCH

After it was apparent that units of the Il Philippine Corps
could no longer maintain the main battle line on the eastern part
of Bataan, Corps Headquarters started moving from the
Experimental Station Farm north of Cabcaben to a location
closer to Mariveles. | departed about four p.m. to find a new
location for the maintenance company and gave directions where
to meet me, as | expected to complete my task before the company
could pack and move. By nightfall the main, and only, road to
Mariveles was so clogged that vehicle traffic was almost stopped.
| was ahead of this main body, so | did not know that the main-
tenance company could not meet me at the appointed place. About
mid-morning | learned from those walking on the road that General
King had surrendered the US and Philippine Forces on Bataan.
Major Bill Orr, Assistant G-4, Philippine Division, saw me and
suggested we go to his headquarters, get a bite to eat, and await
instructions. We drove to the Philippine Division Headquarters
on Signal Hill (kilometer marker 189.2, indicating the distance
by road from Manila) and found others gathered there for the
same purpose.

Most of the men had not seen one another since early December,
so we spent a lot of time exchanging information on our individual
actions of the past few months, and a little bit of time wondering
what the Japanese would do with us. Colonel Harrison C. Browne,
Chief of Staff, Philippine Division, asked me, "Do you remember
the maneuvers near Balmorhea, Texas, in the fall of 1939?” |
answered, "Yes." "Did you ever think about what happened to the
participants?" “No.” “Well, Skinny Wainwright commanded
the losing side as a new brigadier general and he’s here and a
three-star general; Clint Pierce, as a lieutenant colonel, was
the umpire and he’s here as a brigadier general; and | commanded
the winning side—the™Infantry as a colonel—and I'm here with
no promotion. You know Emerson, | would have given anything
to have had the 9th Infantry here; it would have made a difference.”
Similar discussions by others were fascinating to listen to, yet it
reminded one of the old saying, "Just before death your entire
life flashes through your mind.." In my own case | wondered how
my wife would survive with a young son | hadn't seen; if she and
my parents would adjust mentally to my loss; and many other
items of lesser importance.



Just after finishing the evening meal on April 10, 1942,
Colonel Bob Hoffman, who spoke Japanese, returned to camp
with a truckload of Japanese soldiers. He had been sent forward
earlier to arrange for our surrender because it was decided that
we did not want to be overrun by Japanese combat units who might
not know that US and Philippine units on Bataan had surrendered.
The Japanese soldiers quickly dismounted and stationed them-
selves around the group, apparently anticipating hostile action on
our part. When it became apparent to them that such was not the
case, they relaxed a little and indicated we were to load onto our
vehicles and start down the hill. | put a few belongings in my
sedan (my private car which | had painted olive drab) and invited
Henry J. "Hank" Pierce, Edward W. "Buck" Stewart, and Charles
Leasum to join me.

Movement down the narrow winding road was slow. About
one-half way down the hill we encountered a Japanese Army unit
which was camped for the night and cooking food. While we were
stopped in their area, they began searching the four of us for
valuables. I lost my wrist watch to a private, and don't remem-
ber whatthe others lost. About midnight we reached the outskirts
of Mariveles. The road to Mariveles was littered with US Army
vehicles and materiel which had been destroyed before the
Japanese arrived. At Mariveles we were told to leave our vehicles
and go to the beach area to spend the night. | rolled up in a bath
towel and shelter half, used my musette bag for a pillow, and
went to sleep.

Soon after awakening on the morning of April 11, 1942, and
after having washed up, | started looking for something to eat
for breakfast. | found someone who gave me a can of C-rations,
which | consumed. Then | spent a couple of hours walking up and
down the beach conversing with long-lost friends. Every so often
an artillery round from Corregidor would whistle overhead, and
when it did, we fell to the ground and hoped none would land on
the beach.

During my strolls | encountered a friend reading an Army
Manual on Rules of Land Warfare. He wanted to be sure he knew
his rights as a prisoner-of-war. | didn't think much about this
incident until after lunch. In the early afternoon | was sitting on
the beach near a small wall tent erected for a Japanese officer.

A Japanese soldier was sitting on a stool in front of the tent as a
guard. Apparently because everything was peaceful and quiet, the
soldier took his pistol out of the holster and started looking at it.
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Somehow, while doing this, the pistol accidentally went off --
fortunately skyward. As soon as this happened, the officer
sprang out of the tent; the soldier stood at attention while he was
bawled out; and then the officer took the pistol and shot the
soldier. He screamed for other Japanese soldiers to remove the
body, and then went back inside the tent. Four Japanese soldiers
carried the body into the brush back of the beach and left. Other
Japanese in the area were not curious or concerned. | watched
the entire incident with amazement, but thought to myself —
they will not treat us according to any Geneva Convention rules of
land warfare; you have just seen an example of the rules that will
apply to prisoners. From then on | prepared myself mentally for
the worst, but hoped for better and more humane treatment.
However, | knew there was no possibility that we would be treated
better than their own soldiers.

In mid-afternoon Japanese soldiers started strolling among
those of us on the beach. One came up to me and started talking
to me in English. He was quite friendly, and spoke as though he
had studied the English language in high school and wanted to try
it out on me. | was soon joined by Bill Orr and Ralph Garver.

After about an hour of conversation, a Japanese noncommissioned
officer shouted instructions to his soldiers. The one we were
talking with said they were instructed to start the prisoners

moving down the road toward Manila. He said we would have to
comply. | asked him for a note in Japanese that might help us.

He wrote one and then took us to an empty Japanese supply truck
that was about to depart. After a word with the driver, he said

we could ride in the back and wouldn't need to walk. We thanked
him and climbed onto the back of the truck.

After a ride past the "zig-zag,” the driver stopped and indi-
cated he was turning off the road and into the area occupied by a
Japanese unit. During our ride we passed many prisoners walk-
ing single-file down each side of the road. They were not being
accompanied by Japanese soldiers; however, Japanese Army units
were camped almost solidly in the woods on both sides of the road.
After we walked about one kilometer, a group of Japanese soldiers
came out onto the road and started searching us. | thought | had
nothing of value left; however, a soldier took my canteen. He
either didn't have one or needed two. | don't remember what they
took from Bill Orr or Ralph Garver.

When we reached kilometer marker 139 near Lamao, which
was just before we were to leave the forest area, we saw a
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Japanese Army Pack Artillery Battery camped beside the road.

We walked up to a small group cooking supper over a wood fire

and showed them my note. They invited us to join them. We

looked around and saw many cans of bacon which had been opened.
They indicated they didn't like the contents and we could have all

we wanted. After eating bacon, rice, tea and hard tack, we

moved about fifty yards away and went to sleep.

By about seven o'clock April 13, 1942 we started again walk-

ing down the road toward Manila. Shortly after we started, we
entered the open spaces and were herded into an open field.
There we were formed into a column four abreast to be marched
away under the supervision of a squad of infantry. Each squad
was given about 200 prisoners to guard and supervise. We had
to stand in the open field, under a hot sun without water, while
the columns were organized. It was obvious the Japanese
soldiers did not relish the job of marching with us and soon
became very hostile and impatient with those who were sick and
could not keep up. They used bayonets, sabers and sticks to
beat those who fell behind.

When we reached the deserted Orion about noon, a shower
occurred, cooled us off, and gave us new hope. When we
reached the Pilar-Bagac road junction, we were joined by fellow
prisoners from the | Philippine Corps. By mid-afternoon we
reached Balanga, capitol of the Province of Bataan, where we
were herded into an open field on the south bank of the Talisay
River. Shortly after we arrived, Brigadier General Max Lough
and several older colonels arrived in trucks to join us. General
Lough misunderstood instructions given him by the Japanese
and was hit with a saber, which resulted in a bloody gash on his
head. He was then left for us to take care of, which we did. All
of us who had walked that day were exhausted, and we had no idea
how many had been killed by the guards that day.

There was no provision to provide food or water to prisoners
upon their arrival in Balanga. So within the area under guard
people started looking for both. | dug up some turnips and found
a few pieces of sugar cane which | shared with friends. | decided
not to risk drinking water from the river or ditches, and searched
until | found a small artesian well where | drank. Without a
canteen | knew water would continue to be a problem.

April 14, 1942 in Balanga was more of the same -- no food
from the Japanese, a limited water supply, more incoming
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prisoners, extreme heat, no shade, people being shot or clubbed
for leaving the area in search of food, and some dying from
exhaustion.

The next morning we were formed up again into groups of
200 each in a column of four. In this reorganization | became
separated from Bill Orr and Ralph Garver, and don't recall who
were in my column. We had new guards who despised their task
as much as their predecessors. By this time many prisoners had
dysentery from the contaminated water consumed earlier, so they
started dropping out and were killed by the guards. Those who had
malarial attacks suffered the same fate.

We spent all day walking to Orani which was a great distance
away. As we went through Samal, | wondered what happened to
my riding boots, spurs, riding pants and other items in a foot-
locker left in the church with the local priest. My first stay in
Bataan after leaving Fort McKinley was for about a week in Samal.
The narrow, two-lane road was filled with trucks moving supplies
to Bataan for the attack on Corregidor, and empty trucks return-
ing for more supplies. Because the road was narrow, a lot of
time was spent waiting for trucks to pass. Nevertheless, the heat
caused many to become delirious and they were clubbed or shot by
the guards. When we reached Orani we were herded into a field
near the road and pushed together into a compact, circular bunch.
After the guards were satisfied that the bunch occupied a minimum
space, rope and wire were placed around the mass of tired pris-
oners. Then we were told to sit down. We spent the night in that
condition. A few tried to leave and were shot. Fortunately within
our boundary was a small artesian well where we could get a drink
of water.

The next morning, April 16, 1942, we took off again towards
Manila with new guards. When we reached Layac near the junction
of the Olongapo-Dinalupihan road, a small shower helped cool us
for a few minutes. In December, the 23rd Field Artillery, Pack
(PS) left their home station at Fort Stotenberg (now Clark Field)
for Bataan. Enroute they stopped near where the road to Olangapo
joins the main highway and set up a picket line and camp to give
their horses a rest. Shortly after that was done, the unit was
attacked by Japanese fighter aircraft and suffered heavy casualties.
As we passed near the site, someone in our group explained to me
the events of that incident.
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The road turned northeast outside of Dinalupihan toward

Lubaou and became very flat with numerous culverts since it

was only slightly above sea level. During this portion of the
march, we passed a column of trucks stopped along the road.
One of the drivers was Dennis Sheridan, a good friend, who said
he had been on a detail collecting US Army equipment on Bataan
and had been detailed to drive a truckload out of the area. About
two o’clock that afternoon we passed a clump of farm houses
along the road and, at the entrance to the homes, there was a
Japanese soldier dishing out cooked rice to prisoners as they
passed. The guards didn't permit the column to stop, so only a
few were given rice. | was one of the lucky ones who stuck out a
hand and happened to be on the outside of the column just at the
right time. It was the first rice | had eaten since starting the
march under guard. It was less than a cupful, but seemed like
more.

About five o'clock that afternoon we arrived on the outskirts
of Lubaou and were herded into a fenced-in area which contained
some sheet-iron buildings which had been used prior to the war
as government storage warehouses for rice. The area already
contained quite a number of prisoners, and others arrived after
we did, so the area soon became crowded. Fortunately there
was plenty of water available. However, the place had become
filthy and no food was available.

One group which arrived that afternoon after | did reported
that my friend Ralph Garver had become delirious a few miles
outside of town and was shot by a guard who thought Ralph was
trying to escape.

The sheet-iron buildings were too hot in the daytime, but
many had to stay in them because there just wasn't enough room
for everyone on the outside. | spent two days and three nights
resting there. During that time more prisoners were arriving
from Bataan, and others were leaving for movement down the
highway.

On the morning of April 18, 1942 | war, put into a group that
was leaving. The guards we had for that trip instituted something
new. The narrowest parts of the road were the bridges. So our
column would double-time until we reached a bridge. If there was
no traffic we could continue the double-time. If there was truck
traffic, we could stop until it cleared. This routine continued
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until about four o'clock in the afternoon when we reached San
Fernando. There my group was herded into the yard of an
elementary school.

The school and the yard had become filthy, but the area was
cleaner than those we had used during the past few days. The
guards stayed out of the area, but maintained an adequate force
on the outside of the perimeter. This change was welcomed
because there would be no beatings inside the area. The water
supply was adequate, and some cooked rice was brought in
twice a day. Even though this school and yard were being used
as a holding area, it was obvious that the Japanese had not made
preparations to feed adequately the entire group. The latrines
were full by the time | arrived, and shortly thereafter they over-
flowed. The Japanese made no arrangements for them to be
emptied.

One afternoon | ran into my old friend Al Fobes. He had
about a quart of sulfa pills which he offered to share with me for
future emergencies. | took about a double handful, tied them in
a handkerchief, and put the bundle in my musette bag. A short
time later word was received that the Japanese had brought in a
large batch of cooked rice. | got a mess kit full to eat. When |
finished, there was still plenty on hand, so | got another mess
kit full for reserve rations. |took it out of the mess Kkit, tied it
in a handkerchief, and put it in my musette bag. The next day
the Japanese brought in another large batch of cooked rice. |
decided to replace my reserve ration of rice with a fresh batch,
so | emptied the handkerchief full of day-old rice into the latrine.
| then put the new rice into the handkerchief and put it in my
musette bag. It wasn't until a few days later that | noticed that
in the dark | had dumped the sulfa pills rather than the day-old
rice into the latrine. Many times later | regretted that careless
action.

After three days in the school and yard, we were moved to
the railroad yard in San Fernando. There we were loaded into
steel boxcars. One hundred prisoners and two Japanese guards
were put into each narrow-guage steel boxcar. Fortunately the
door on each side was kept open. Even so, the heat was almost
unbearable and many prisoners became delirious. The guards
used the rifle butts and bayonets freely to keep the sweating
prisoners inside the boxcars. The sick got sicker or died, and
most who were not sick were soon suffering from dehydration or
heat prostration.
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When the train finally pulled out for the 25-mile ride to

Capas, many prisoners were already too sick to ever recover.
The train traveled slowly through the small barrios and the

fields. Many Filipinos threw food into the boxcars as they
passed. Some guards attempted to shoot the Filipinos, but most
didn't interfere.

When the train stopped at Capas we fought to get out of the
hot boxcars as soon as we could. Those who survived were
exhausted and dehydrated. Somehow women of the Philippine
Red Cross had gotten permission to give us limeade while we
were being formed into a column. Limeade was never more
needed or welcomed. As we left the town of Capas, many
Filipinos along the street gave prisoners packages of food or
pieces of fresh fruit.

We marched westward down a dirt road about nine miles to
Camp O'Donnell. The "Bataan Death March" had ended for me.
For others it had ended earlier, and for some it would not be over
for many weeks later.

People often ask how long was the Death March? My answer
has always been in two parts. First, the distance depended upon
where one started; for some the distance was twice as far as for
others. | suspect the distance | traveled was about average.

Second, it took too long, and how long it took depended upon how
long one remained at each stopping place. Again, I think my
stays in each locality were about average.

Another question usually is, "How many people were lost on
The Death March?" | don't know and | don't believe anyone else
knows. However, | do know the number was probably far greater
than contemporary historians believe. Stanley Falk, in his book
“Bataan: The March of Deathe’stimated that about 650 Americans
and somewhere between 5,000 and 10,000 Philippine soldiers
lost their lives on the march. There were thousands of civilians
captured on Bataan in addition to US and Philippine Armed Forces
personnel. Most of them had to make the march also, and without
self-discipline, | suspect their losses were greater than ours. |
have seen no estimates on the civilian losses, so I'm forced to
conclude that the losses were substantially higher than generally
believed, based on the sample of deaths, killings, woundings,
etc., that | witnessed.
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Another logical question is "Why did it happen?" This is a
complex question which is difficult to answer completely. Per-
haps an understanding of the Japanese position will help. From
the initial attack on Pearl Harbor until the Battle of Abucay in
Bataan in mid-January 1942, every Japanese military operation
was a success. Each success increased their confidence of final
victory, as the Germans were being equally successful during the
same period. Ultimate victory depended upon a quick disposal
of all opposition in the Far East before the Allies could muster
resources for recovery. The US-Philippine Forces in the Battle
of Abucay refused to fold and the Japanese Forces had to with-
draw and obtain reinforcements. By the time reinforcements
arrived, the US-Philippine Forces were in such poor condition
due to shortages of food, ammunition, gasoline, etc., that the
Japanese -coordinated air and ground attack had little trouble in
capturing the peninsula. The Japanese Force’s spent all their
energies preparing for and executing an attack on Bataan. The
US-Philippine Forces, once the attack started, were defeated
more quickly than anticipated. The Japanese logistics system
was programmed for a longer battle, which meant that with the
collapse of US-Philippine defenses, the logistics system couldn't
be reoriented rapidly. A portion of the logistics system was also
needed for the Battle of Corregidor which would follow immediately.

A second consideration was the Japanese did not know the
US-Philippine Forces were in such poor health. Half rations
began in early January and weeks before the final battle, it was
cut to one-fourth of a ration. Part of this was because of the large
number of civilians entrapped on Bataan. A food shortage,
malaria, and other diseases left the defenders in poor health.
When the surrender came, the Japanese were not prepared to
feed the number of people captured.

A third consideration was, with the battle for Corregidor
about to begin, truck transportation to support that effort should
not be diverted for movement of prisoners of war.

A fourth consideration was Japanese Army policies or
methods of operation. Their only experience with other prisoners
was in China where the attitude toward human life, discipline, etc.
was similar to their own. They did not understand either the
Americans or the Filipinos. The Japanese Army operated by
delegation to juniors more authority than in any other modern
army. Therefore, problems were solved one way or another at
the lowest echleon possible -- so long as the solution did not
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adversely effect higher echelons. With a whole system of one-
track minds devoted toward reaching the main objective, all

other matters were of no consequence. Any act of kindness or
compassion was considered to be a sign of weakness and would
not be tolerated.

None of the above completely answers the question. However,
each provides a piece of the answer.
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CAMP O'DONNELL

Camp O'Donnell, located in the hills west of Capas, was a
standard Philippine Army camp built in the summer of 1941 to
house a Philippine Army Division. When hostilities began, the
camp was a few months away from completion. Most of the
bamboo and nipa buildings had been erected, but utilities had
not been installed.

As we went through the gate, some prisoners shouted, "Get
rid of your Japanese money." During the fighting on Bataan many
people had stripped dead Japanese soldiers of items of value
including money. We marched to the Japanese headquarters build-
ing which stood on a knoll, opened ranks, and watched Japanese
personnel search all our belongings. They next searched the
clothing we had on. Watches, rings, pens, razors, and knives
were taken from us. Several people were pulled out of the for-
mation and taken away, apparently because items of Japanese
origin were found on their person or in their belongings. | did
not know any of the prisoners removed from the formation, hence,
| cannot comment on their fate.

After the search we were told to face a small box in front of
the headquarters building. A Japanese officer then stood on the
box and started shouting to us. A civilian, who could have been
part Filipino, translated his speech into English. About 10 or 15
minutes were spent telling us (1) we were not prisoners of war;
we did not surrender, we were captured, and thus we would be
treated as captives; and (2) we were Japan's enemy and Japan
would fight us for 100 years if necessary to win.

Apparently they considered us captives rather than prisoners
of war because the US and Philippine Forces on Corregidor and
the southern islands had not surrendered. Such logic was new to
us, but we would encounter more of their logic or reasoning later.

The statement about fighting us for 100 years, if necessary,
was an interesting one. Since the turn of the century Japan had
been expanding her sphere of influence, and now even a low-
ranking officer knew that the US was blocking further expansion,
and to remove that barrier would be a long and difficult process.
| interpreted it as an admission that Japan could lose this struggle,
but there would be others.
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Following the speech we were marched northward to a
cluster of buildings inside a barbed wire enclosure which had
been planned as a regimental area. When we arrived in the
assigned area, each person was told by a senior US officer the
number of the building in which he would live. | was assigned to
the building set aside for the 26th Cavalry (PS) and 12th Quarter-
master (PS). The person in charge of my building was Tom
Trapnell, formerly Executive Officer of the 26th Cavalry, and
who later retired as a lieutenant general. The barracks building
in which we were to live was made of bamboo and nipa without
windows or a solid floor. Instead of windows, a portion of the
wall was hinged at the top so it could be opened. About thirty
yards to the rear of the barracks was an open-pit, straddle-
trench latrine. In front of the barracks, on the regimental street,
was a small water faucet. Water was available only when the
pump was working. It took days to get the pump working
adequately.

When | arrived, my barracks was about three-quarters full.
| found an empty space on the floor of split bamboo, put my
shelter-half on the floor to indicate where | intended to sleep, put
my musette bag at the head of the space, and left for the latrine.
When | returned, | saw a friend, one of the battalion surgeons,
and said, "You won't believe this, but | just had my first bowel
movement since leaving Bataan.” His answer was, "Yes, | do,
because that was my experience also. If you had told me that
before the war, | would have said 'Impossible’.” The two weeks
without a bowel movement was also evidence that | had been
starved for the period.

Before dark | made the rounds to other barracks to deter-
mine who had already arrived. During this period we were each
given a mess kit full of lugao to eat. Lugao is rice and water
cooked together so that the consistency is about the same as
gravy. With no seasoning, it takes a while to develop a taste for
it. Only when one is starving is the taste acceptable.

Each additional day prisoners arrived. The Filipinos were
sent to the area on the south side of the camp, the US enlisted
men to another, and the US officers to our area. Incoming
prisoners were in about the same condition as the group with
whom | entered. A few arrived via supply trucks when they
brought equipment or food into camp; others marched in as my
group did.
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Signs posted in the area were:
PROCLAMATION

Any of those captives who commit the following
acts shall be shot to death.

1. Those who escape or attempt to escape.

2. Those who attempt to escape, disguised
as civilians.

3. Those who inflict injury upon the inhabitants
or those who loot or set fire.

April 11, 1942

COMMANDER-IN- CHIEF OF
THE IMPERIAL JAPANESE FORCES

The Japanese erected guard towers along the perimeter of
the camp, stationed a few around the Japanese headquarters, and
had a few patrolling inside the compounds. Apparently their
major concern was to prevent prisoners from escaping. There
was no attempt on their part to dictate, in detail, how the internal
affairs of each area would be organized or run.

Food was inadequate in quantity and variety, so those who
arrived in poor condition had little opportunity to get better.
Medicine was not available, except that carried in by individuals.
Consequently, sick and exhausted men started dying. Some gave
up hope which sped up the process. Major Duisterhof, a Dutch-
born officer in the 57th Infantry (PS), for example, endured the
march, and when he arrived at Camp O'Donnell was so exhausted
that, when he laid down to rest, he never got up. He was an
officer of the old school, and the only one | knew who wore his
boots on the march. So, he really died with his boots on. Pecos
Finley was an example of another type. Pecos had been a truly
outstanding basketball player at New Mexico State University, and

21



after graduation played professional basketball. He did not
march out of Bataan, but was lucky enough to catch a ride for the
entire journey. However, after his arrival in Camp O'Donnell,

he decided he could not survive on a diet of lugao. He didn't
even try, so he died. Incidentally, when Pecos died, | took his
canteen and blanket, and others took items that they needed.

Each day some officers were summoned to the Japanese
headquarters for interrogation. After the first batch returned,
word soon passed to others that they were questioning everyone
suspected of having knowledge of Corregidor. When | was called,
the interrogator asked, "Where on Bataan is the entrance to the
tunnel which connects Bataan and Corregidor? Show me on this
map." | replied, "l don't know of any such tunnel.” "Have you
been to Corregidor?" "No, | haven't." “Where were you on
Bataan?" "l was on the East Coast." "Then you were never
near Mariveles or near the tunnel entrance?" "That is correct.
"Can you tell me who does know where the tunnel is?" "No, |
arrived just before the war started and don't know anyone outside
my unit." With that he let me go. There was no tunnel between
Bataan and Corregidor. However, had | told him the truth about
my travels in Bataan before and during the war, | would have
been tortured as others were to show him where the entrance was.
The earlier warning on the subject allowed me time to plan my
answers.

After a few days in camp | succumbed to attacks of diarrhea
or dysentery. They were so severe that five bowel movements
in less than an hour were common. About this time | really
regretted the loss of sulfa pills at San Fernando. Within a few
days | was too weak to do anything but go to the latrine eat and
sleep. Fortunately | never gave up, and with the help of friends,
we got the attacks under control. After that bout | could under-
stand how easy it was for someone to just quit caring about
survival.

As soon as | got back on my feet | started getting assignments
on work details. These included barracks clean up, latrine clean
up, carrying cooked food from the kitchen to the barracks, super-
vising the water faucet while people filled their canteens, and the
bathing detail.

A small stream was just outside the fence on the western

boundary of the camp. The Japanese agreed that we could use
the stream for bathing during certain daylight hours, under
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certain conditions. The Japanese stationed guards around the
bathing area to prevent escapes. Those who wanted to bathe were
dispatched to the area in small groups of about 40 or 50 under the
control of senior officers. The bathing area would be maintained,
policed, and patrolled by US officers to prevent escape, or en-
counters with the Japanese soldiers. Adjacent to our area was
one for the Filipinos, with similar rules.

While on the bathing detail | was able to talk with several of
my Philippine Scout soldiers and obtained a reasonably complete
report on their condition. The Japanese had separated the
Americans and the Filipinos so that the latter could be subjected
to a program which would convert them to loyal supporters of
the Japanese war effort. We all knew that such a program would
fail, but it would permit the Filipinos to ultimately obtain freedom
from the prison camp and later to resume the war against Japan.
The Filipinos had already been so mistreated that they would never
willingly contribute to Japan's "Co-prosperity Sphere.”

The Zambales mountain range could be seen in the distance
west of the camp. In between the camp and the mountains were
foothills covered with tall cogan grass and a few trees. Streams
bisected the area, so the terrain looked ideal for escapes.

A few apparently did try to escape by this route, because we did
hear the guards shouting and shooting on occasion. No one |
knew personally attempted to escape.

In May, showers began, occurred almost daily, and each
succeeding one lasted longer, signaling the rainy season was on
its way. Showers kept the streets and paths muddy and caused
the latrines to overflow. This resulted in more flies almost
immediately, ultimately more mosquitoes, both of which added to
our misery and probably contributed to an increase in sick
prisoners.

Fortunately the Japanese started using prisoners on work
details outside the camp. Many of these details were used to
obtain and move supplies for the Japanese Forces. This meant
that the prisoners were frequently in contact with Filipino
civilians who gave them canned food, medicine, and other
essential items. Some, of course, didn't provide the items free,
but were willing to sell them. When the details returned to the
camp for the night, often they could avoid a shake -down inspect-
ion so that all of the loot obtained that day helped us survive.

The quinine, obtained especially, was welcomed by those who had
malaria.
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In time our food situation improved. We never received as
much as we needed, but occasionally dried mung beans and
fresh vegetables were available for soup, and the lugao, except
for breakfast, was replaced with cooked rice. The Japanese
brought in a few cows occasionally, one at a time, so we got a
few meals with a little piece of meat. Never did l@@tuch
as a piece one inch square in a day.

We were able to start a graves registration activity to
insure that those who died received a decent burial, and details
of their deaths and places of burial were recorded. The burial
area was named "Boot Hill." | presume the records survived
the war and later the bodies were moved, because Fred Koenig,
the officer -in-charge, survived the war. During my stay there
deaths occurred at the rate of at least 20 per day and peaked at
about 60 per day. | think at least 1,500 Americans died in Camp
O'Donnell, and have no idea how many Filipinos were lost. If
their ratio of deaths to survivors was the same as ours, their
losses could have been at least 5,000.

Work details returning to the camp each night usually brought

us “news” obtained from the Filipinos. The "news" included such
items as the US reinforcement of Corregidor, defeat of Japanese
forces attacking Corregidor, defeat of Japanese forces in the
southern Philippine Islands, successful guerrilla raids on
Japanese units, and other wishes. Even though most recognized
this "news" as being only wishful thinking, they still wanted to
hear it, probably because it indicated that people on the outside
hadn't given up hope. When asked how things were going, the
Filipino reply was always "Very soon now, Joe." So, that

became a standard phrase used by the Americans also.

Sometime in late May all the US Army generals and colonels
were taken out of the camp. A few of their aides went with them.
Later we learned they were taken to a camp established for senior
officers in or near Tarlac. We never saw them again until after the
war.

In the last week of May we had a rumor that we would be taken
to Fort McKinley near Manila for processing to go home. The
rumor didn't include how we would get back to the US. However,
on the last day of the month we were organized into groups of 100
for a movement somewhere. The lists drawn up for the groups
did not appear to have been done by any logic. They were not by
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unit, or rank, or alphabetical. So again | ended up with a group
in which | knew very few.

At four o'clock the morning of June 1, 1942, we formed into
our columns of fours, each column with 100 American prisoners.
We marched out the front gate on the road to Capas in the cool of
the morning. Along the road Filipino families gave us small
packages of food, and with few exceptions, the guards did not
interfere. So long as the Filipinos placed food on the side of the
road within our reach, we didn't break ranks to get it, and the
Filipinos kept some distance away from the road, things went
smoothly.

By the time we reached Capas it was hot again. The familiar
steel railroad boxcars were waiting for us. Again we were loaded,
100 prisoners into each boxcar,, and each car had two Japanese
guards. After we were loaded, the train started south towards
Manila and Fort McKinley.

As we moved south, thankfully, again the Filipinos threw
food into the boxcars and this time the guards didn't shoot anyone.
As the day got hotter, the boxcars became almost unbearable;
however, we seemed to adjust to the heat better than we did on
our earlier train ride.

We proceeded toward Manila at a slow speed until we stopped
south of Calumpit. Then we were switched onto the branch run-
ning northeast which meant we were headed toward Cabanatuan
and away from Manila. This killed the rumor of going home
immediately.

| had never been in the valley east of Mt. Arayat, so it would
be new territory to me. As we moved northeast at slow speed,
the people and the landscape looked about the same as we had
seen earlier. Conditions didn't change so the afternoon was a
repeat of the experiences earlier in the day.

At about 6 p.m. we reached the city of Cabanatuan. The
train trip had covered about 130 miles. After detraining, we
moved to an open area adjacent to a schoolhouse. There we
were fed a reasonable portion of rice and a cup of onion soup.
The area was filthy because it had been used by others and there
were no latrine facilities available, Cabanatuan was a typical
provincial capitol and had not suffered significant physical damage
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from the war. Japanese were present in the city in sufficient
numbers to discourage normal routines among the civilian popu-
lation.

The next morning, June 2, 1942, after a small breakfast of
rice, we were back in formation and marching eastward. After
a march of about six miles, we arrived at a Philippine Army
camp, similar to the one near Capas, which had been built for the
91st Philippine Army Division. Two of my friends from the 9th
Infantry in the US, Art Fouret and "Boots" Warren, had been
stationed in the camp prior to the outbreak of hostilities with
assignments to train infantry units of the division. We walked
into the camp at eleven o'clock a.m.
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CABANATUAN

After the usual shakedown inspection and short speech by

the Japanese Commandant, we were assigned to living quarters.

| was assigned to a small one-room bamboo and nipa house which
had been constructed to be the living quarters for a field-grade
officer before the war.

Fourteen of us were assigned to live in this small building.

It was one in a row of five buildings of the same size and design.

My building faced north, and about thirty yards away another row

of identical buildings faced south. My row was filled with captains
and the other row was filled with field-grade officers. A footpath
bisected the two rows of houses. Two houses were west of the foot-
path and three were east of the footpath. The footpath was the main
thoroughfare so it was called "Broadway.” At the eastern end of

the line of small houses was a latrine for each row of houses.
Behind, to the south of my row of houses, were mess halls on the
west side of Broadway, and barracks on the east side of Broadway.
There also was a mess hall behind the row of small houses which
faced my row. The only water faucet to serve both rows was at the
west end of my row. A road just outside the fence by the water
faucet ran north and south and was the one we walked down upon
arrival. East of the latrines was a fence which marked the eastern
limits of the camp. The camp was divided into several areas. The
area just described was called Group 2. Group 1 was north of
Group 2 and in between the two were Japanese Headquarters build-
ing, supply building, and American Headquarters building.

Westward across the road were areas set aside for Japanese
guarters and beyond that a hospital area for Americans. | never
visited either of these two areas.

| don't recall the names of all those assigned to my building,
but do recall Ace Faulkner, Alvin Bethard, Otho Shamblin, Neal
Shimp, Alfonso Melendez, Chaplain Fred Howden, Chaplain H. B.
Stober, Russ Patterson, J. S. McDonald, R. K. Hendry, and
Andy Shoemaker. Unfortunately my notes are not clear on who
the others were, if any. Of the group, | knew only Russ Patterson,
Ace Faulkner and Alvin Bethard before arrival at Cabanatuan.

When we arrived at our house, we were met by old friends

in the area. The Americans captured on Corregidor had arrived
earlier. Since they did not make the "Death March,” they were in
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much better shape than we were. Even though the march to
Cabanatuan had not been too long or hard, many who made it
were exhausted upon arrival because they were in poor health
when they left Camp O'Donnell.

After shaking hands with my new roommates, | went to the
faucet to get a canteen full of water. The faucet was under the
supervision of Claude Stump whose job it was to see that every-
one got some to drink and none was wasted or taken for bathing.
As before, the water supply was inadequate to meet our needs
and it took time to increase the capacity.

By mid-afternoon everyone who left Camp O'Donnell the

day before was in the camp asttled. My group was assigned

to get food from the mess hall just back, or South, of our house.
It was operated under the supervision of Chester Johnson who
survived and retired as a major general. My first meal from

that mess hall consisted of rice and whistle-weed soup. The rice
was well cooked, but whistle-weed soup was a new experience.
Whistle-weed is an aquatic vine. found in irrigation ditches and
ponds and looks a little bit like a sweet potato vine, but the stems
are tougher and very woody. Most could eat some of the leaves,
but no one ate the stems.

The camp was organized into groups of ten individuals.
The Japanese decided that the system would prevent escapes
because if one person in a group escaped, the other nine would be
shot. They stationed guards in towers along the perimeter fence;
had roving foot patrols in the fields outside the compound; and
each morning sent noncommissioned officers into the camp for a
headcount of each building. Alfonso Melendez was the leader of
our building, so every morning when we fell in for reville, he
and the Japanese NCO counted us.

A few days after getting settled, | was resting in the shade
of the building in the early afternoon when | heard, "Where's
K. C.?" The voice was some distance away, so | answered
loudly. When | stood up | could see Colonel Wallace Durst coming
toward me. Before the war Colonel Durst was Post Quarter-
master at Fort Stotenberg. He was sixty years old, a veteran of
World War I, and could have retired, but had preferred to stay on
duty in the Philippines. During the war he was Il Philippine
Corps Quartermaster. | first met him near Cabcaben when he
arrived in my area and asked if he could camp with me. He said
there were too many people at Corps Headquarters. | agreed to
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let him stay and found him to be a delightful person to be around.
When he arrived, we shook hands and sat down on the ground.
“K. C., I'm glad to see you. | was afraid you wouldn't make it
because you young fellows don't know how to take care of your-
selves. Now, | learned to take care of myself when | was in the
infantry on the Mexican Border with Pershing. "He didn't look
any different than before the war ended, except for his clothing.
His secrets were he didn't get emotional about any matter, knew
how to pace himself, and took care of his feet. He survived the
war in good shape.

Work parties were sent out each day to cut wood for the
mess halls. Other work parties were sent out when needed to
bring in other supplies, and do odd jobs for the Japanese. All
except those on the wood details had opportunities to steal or buy
medicine, food or tobacco. Even though the parties were sub-
jected to shakedown when they reentered the camp, much of the
loot found its way into the hands of prisoners. Soon there was a
system working whereby Filipinos in Cabanatuan would provide
items to work parties for dollars, pesos, or US Government
checks. Prices were high, but the system worked. One American
civilian, formerly employed by the Corps of Engineers, arrived in
camp with several thousand dollars in paper bills which he was
supposed to have burned on Corregidor just before the surrender.
Others had lesser amounts. Those who had money or Filipino
relatives started eating better and some shared their items with
friends. | had a few pesos which permitted me to buy a small can
of sardines and a small can of salmon for emergency rations.

As the rainy season progressed, the straddle trench latrines
overflowed and the fly population became worse than at O'Donnell.
Improvements were made as tools and materials became available,
but without screen wire, chemicals and buildings over the trenches,
it was a losing battle. The situation became so bad that the
Japanese required each prisoner to kill a certain number of flies
daily. We more than met the quotas, but it had no noticeable
effect.

As at O'Donnell, prisoners were assigned guard duty within
the camp to help prevent escapes. The Sierra Madre mountain
range could be seen clearly several miles east of camp. Before
the surrender on Bataan, Lt. Bob Lapham had been sent into the
mountain range to organize a guerrilla effort. Our camp was
located on a plain, but between us and the mountains were miles
of tancogan grass and then foothills. Knowledge that if one could
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get to the mountains he would be free caused many to consider
ways to escape. The organization into groups of ten deterred
some, and our guards stationed inside the fence stopped some.
Those who ignored both were usually killed either by Japanese
guards in the towers or by those patrolling outside the fence.
Examples of each will illustrate how the system worked.

One soldier of Mexican descent managed to escape.
Because of his size and color he went undetected in the area by
the Japanese. After wandering for days, he decided to rejoin his
buddies in the camp. He was caught by a Japanese patrol, at night,
while trying to go through the barbed-wire fence. He was executed
the next day. Others were caught outside the fence while trying to
escape and suffered the same fate.

About the first of September, Lieutenant Colonels Briggs and
Breitung and Navy Lieutenant Gilbert were caught trying to escape.
They spent days planning their escape and accumulating materials
needed for survival after the escape. When they approached the
fence, the American guard attempted to talk them out of trying to
escape. They became so noisy that it attracted the attention of
the Japanese guard. They were taken to Japanese Headquarters
where each had his arms bound behind his back. They were tied
to stakes and beaten severely with fists, sticks and sabers. Their
groans and screams could be heard throughout the camp for three
nights and days before they were taken outside the camp and shot.

Many individual efforts to escape ended with the same results,
even though all knew the consequences of being caught. | don't know
of any who were successful. Perhaps after | left the camp some
were.

| pulled guard duty as detailed. Only two incidents occurred
during my tours. One night a man attempting an escape was cap-
tured at the guard post just about twenty yards north of me. |
could hear everything as it happened, but couldn't see anything.
The second incident occurred one night when | was at the guard
post near the latrines. That night | had the last shift which ended
at reveille. | had been sick, and as it was getting daylight, | fell
asleep in the sentry shack. | heard a noise and looked up just as
the Japanese NCO approached. He was about to club me for sitting
down when | threw up. He said a few harsh words and left,
apparently willing to accept the fact that | was sick. Others under
similar conditions had not been so lucky.
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The food began to improve a few weeks after | arrived.
Whistle-weed was replaced by sweet potato vines which tasted
better and were easier to digest. Occasionally a little bit of
carabao meat was added to the soup. Egg plants, squash, salt
and sometimes sugar were given to the kitchens. Occasionally
those who worked for the Japanese would bring into the area the
food left over from their meals. The Japanese had very little
sugar at home so they added it in abundance to all their meat
soups. Rancid shrimp or sea food cooked in sweet water is hard
to eat even when you're hungry.

Just after | recovered from a siege of malaria, | was stand-
ing in line at the mess hall waiting for my turn to get a cup of
rice when a doctor asked me how much | weighed before the war.
After | replied, he told the mess officer, Chester Johnson, to
put me on the list. When my rice was given to me | knew what it
meant. Another officer standing nearby put one tablespoon of
canned milk on top of my rice. | never ate anything that tasted as
good as that combination. | continued to receive the ration of
canned milk until I had my strength back. Somehow the Japanese
authorities gave our officials a few cases of canned milk from a
stock found in Manila. Until milk was added to the rice, | was
losing ground fast because | had lost my appetite for plain rice.
So that small addition to the rice made a difference. From then
on | was on my way to recovery.

Surprisingly many people arrived in camp with a book in
their belongings. In the first month, individuals loaned their
book to others in exchange for the privilege of borrowing the other
person's book. About mid summer we were asked to turn in all
books so a library could be established. Most complied and a
library was established which became quite popular. By fall we
were organized well enough to occasionally have shows. There
was quite a bit of talent in camp so the shows, improved food,
and rumors helped our morale.

Religious services were a mixed bag. Catholic chaplains
generally tried to hold services on a regular basis in each area
of the camp, and they had good responses. Protestant chaplains
varied in their attention to duties. Some worked at their jobs;
others were available when asked; and some just sat. An attempt
was made to give each person who died a Christian burial with a
chaplain present for the services.
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More than 2,100 Americans died in the Cabanatuan POW
camps during the summer of 1942. Malaria, dysentery, poor
sanitation, malnutrition and sometimes actual starvation, in
addition to the exertions of the "Death March,” took their toll.

In July the daily death rate varied from twenty to fifty. However,
by early August 1942, the death rate began to drop noticeably.

At that time, 16 ounces of cooked rice and four ounces of
vegetable oil, sweet potato or corn was the daily ration. Once a
week one ounce of carabao meat was issued. In season, one thin
slice of cucumber was issued each day. At two-week intervals
two ounces of coconut or banana were issued which were cooked
with cornstarch and sugar in the form of a pudding. One quarter
of a pound of coconut oil for the soup was issued per ma