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  To Peggy, my beloved, who captured me within the year of my liberation from three and one-half years as a prisoner of war and became my wife. Over the ensuing years she has made each place we lived a Garden of Eden. She helped me salvage what might have been a wasted life and brought me a love and companionship which enabled me to forget the bitter and dreadful years that went before.
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Preface





  In August of 1985 the survivors of Bataan and Corregidor will mark the fortieth anniversary of their liberation from the hell of prisoner of war camps in the Philippines and Japan. In those four decades the world has seen more dramatic scientific progress and greater political realignment than in any previous span of history. The high speed jet airliner has become commonplace. The computer, developed in the last few years, affects every phase of our lives. Man has flown to and walked upon the moon. The Soviet Union, our wartime ally, has become our chief political competitor. Since taking over central Europe after World War II, she has moved into Cuba and Afghanistan and has gained strong footholds in Africa and Central America. Her communist philosophy now rules a great portion of Southeast Asia. The Soviets have made great progress toward their avowed aim of taking over the world. Japan, our wartime enemy, is now closely allied with America in trade and national defense.




  When we came home after three and one-half years of slavery under the Japanese, we were so happy to be free that few of us wasted time hating our former enemies. While not many of our number admitted to hatred of them, very few spoke of love and forgiveness. Such feelings should be easily understood if the observer is informed as to the physical and mental abuses to which we were subjected. In these pages the reader will be taken into the very camps and prison ships in which so many lives were lost from disease and starvation. He will be pleased to see that some never lost the capacity to help and to care for their fellow man, and he will be saddened to learn that in some cases when the thin veneer of civilization is rubbed off, man can deteriorate to little more than an animal.




  The loss of life was extremely high in Japanese prison camps. The exact number or percentage will probably never be recorded. From what I have read and heard from others who have put considerable thought to the subject, it would appear that over fifty percent of those captured did not survive. In their documentary, “Bataan: The Forgotten Hell,” the National Broadcasting Company said fifty-seven percent died. That is probably close to the right figure. We do know that close to 5,000 were lost at sea when their unmarked prison ships were bombed or torpedoed by our own Navy. Those ships were: Shinyo Maru, torpedoed off Sindangan Point, Mindanao, P.I., December 7, 1944, with a loss of 688 prisoners, 83 reached shore; Arisan Maru, torpedoed October 24, 1944, in South China Sea, 1,792 lost, 8 survived; Oryoku Maru, December 15, 1944, off Bataan coast near Subic Bay. Survivors from the latter were put on the Enoura Maru and the Brazil Maru. After a forty-seven-day journey they reached Japan with 375 survivors, 1,243 having been lost in two bombings. Dr. Julien M. Goodman is quoted as having said that another ship, name unknown, was torpedoed on October 18, 1944, with a loss of 1,100 prisoners. There were at least a half-dozen other ships which transported prisoners from Manila to Japan. Due to the heat and thirst and crowded conditions, at least three hundred died on those ships.




  On land, in camps that I have heard of, the losses totaled 5,950. They were: on the Death March, approximately 1,000; camps, O’Donnell, 2,200; Cabanatuan, 2,600; Palawan, 150. Throughout the Philippines, Japan, Formosa, Korea and Manchuria there were at least fifty other camps with prison populations ranging from 150 to 500. All had deaths. The lowest figure was in Jinsen, Korea, where only one died, while another camp in Japan had over one hundred deaths. A reasonable guess would be an average of ten per camp which would add up to another five hundred. When we add all of the above losses together the figure comes to 11,573. That is no doubt a very conservative number. In the years following the war the mortality rate of the survivors has been much higher than in the population as a whole. Before they reached the average age of sixty, it was estimated that only about 5,000 of the approximately 24,000 who were captured in the Philippines were still alive. Many of the present-day survivors are in very poor health as a result of the stress and strain they were forced to withstand.




  In recent years I have seen approximately one thousand of the survivors and have grown to love them more and more. To a man and woman, they are some of the finest Americans I have ever known. Their loyalty to their country and to each other radiates a quality of human love which would melt the hearts of even the most cynical. It is their story that is being told in these pages. I am sure that the survivors join me in paying tribute to our courageous comrades who lost their lives in service to our country.
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Introduction





  Among America’s greatest unsung heroes of World War II are those prisoners of war in the Pacific whose captivity for more than three years was marked by far more deprivations and suffering than any American prisoner had experienced since Andersonville.




  The experiences of Manny Lawton, while incredible to those ignorant of the facts, were shared by many comrades and that is what makes this book significant. Their ordeal was so horrendous that even today few Americans know what their countrymen went through and some readers may perhaps find it difficult to believe that anyone could have survived. My research over the past twenty-five years confirms that what you are about to read is not an exaggeration but the grim truth.




  The case of Lawton is of special interest for he is a sensitive, objective man with a remarkable sense of recall, and these qualities make his memoirs a testament of man’s ability to rise above his travails rather than a litany of horrors. He tells in detail of the last catastrophic days of fighting on Bataan, the Death March, and the months of deprivations and beatings at their first camp. “It was at O’Donnell,” said one of Lawton’s comrades, Robert W. Levering, “we learned that Hell is not a place but a condition. . . . The living lived because we were able to adjust ourselves to the gradually worsening conditions.” At their next camp, Cabanatuan, they were faced not only with more beatings but starvation. The men were reduced to trapping rats, dogs and such to augment their meager rations. Lawton was wakened one night by two comrades arguing over the division of a snake. One claimed the larger portion because he had seen it first.




  “You crippled thief,” yelled the other man, “the damn snake was getting away when I came along. You never would have caught him.”




  “It’s my snake. I found it. Consider yourself lucky if you get any at all.”




  “I’m having half or a chunk of your hide.”




  Such are the scenes from Hell related by Lawton to which he gives illumination by his reactions. “As I listened,” he observed, “I laughed at first. Then it saddened me to realize that the two men were willing to tear each other apart over an item of food which neither would have considered edible in better times. The incident demonstrated two sad truths: 1) We had sunk to a terrible low and 2) friendship was a fragile thing which has little elasticity when survival is threatened.”




  Once MacArthur finally retook Leyte in late 1944 it seemed as if liberation were near, but this great victory ironically brought death to many prisoners who were hurriedly shipped to Japan as hostages. Lawton was one of the 1,619 men embarked from Manila on the so-called Hell Ships. His chronicle of this voyage of the damned is appalling. Only one in four made it and those who did had to endure eight more months of oppression.




  “The amazing thing,” one prisoner told me, “is how anyone survived the years of captivity. The damned Army gave us only one instruction on being captured: reveal name, rank and serial number. They didn’t tell us the important things about organizing camps democratically and sanely. We weren’t taught how to handle hunger or cold or heat or pain or boredom. And for that I blame the Army.”




  Captivity, as illustrated by this book, brought out the best and worst. Some men remained indifferent to the fate of others; some gave their lives for friends; some stole; some gave up food, and fought for the rights of others. Many of those who survived did so because of their selfishness. Others, like Manny Lawton, survived because of faith in God, country and their fellow men. I have met many of this latter group at the reunions of the Survivors of Bataan and Corregidor. These men served their country and their comrades well in prison and, after freedom, finally lost their hatred of the Japanese. It is time we honored these unsung heroes who got no promotions or medals and who endured without losing their humanity.




  JOHN TOLAND




  




  
1. The Fall of Bataan





  April 8, 1942




  The rapid rings of my field telephone startled me as I sat talking to Lieutenant Sese. It was ten o’clock in the morning of April 8, 1942.




  “This is Colonel Erwin,” the serious but calm voice snapped. “The line has broken in the Mount Samat area to our left. Large numbers of enemy troops are pouring in. General Bluemel has given orders to withdraw. Move your battalion approximately two kilometers back and assemble on the Provincial Road. Wait there for further orders.”




  “Is this the end, sir? What do we do next?”




  “Just wait and pray. General King is trying to negotiate a surrender. In the interest of saving lives there should be no further resistance.”




  “Yes, sir. Good luck, Colonel. God be with you.”




  Those solemn words ended my last official conversation with my commanding officer. The last gallant stand of American and Filipino defenders of Bataan had come to a bitter halt.




  Lieutenant Sese, reading the troubled expression on my face, anxiously asked, “What is it, Captain?”




  “The end has come. Inform Major Ibanez to withdraw.”




  Lieutenant Alfredo (Fred) Sese, forty, was among the brightest and most well-informed Filipino officers I had come to know. Of mixed Spanish, Chinese and Filipino blood, the father of six children, he was handsome and much larger than the average man of his country. Standing five feet eight inches and carrying 170 pounds made him appear half again the size of most men in our unit. An eager student of American literature and history, he made easy conversation on things American. He and I had become close personal friends and through him I had learned much about Filipino customs and mores.




  Major Ibanez, a short, neat, crew-cut forty-five-year-old career Filipino officer, was battalion commander. With twenty years’ service divided between the Philippine constabulary and army, he had a reputation for courage, leadership and devotion to duty. He knew combat, and had the experience and judgment to cope with emergencies. Now he would be confronted with something new and undescribed in military handbooks—surrender.




  At twenty-three years of age, a graduate of Clemson University and its Reserve Officer Training program and a crash course at the Army Infantry School, I served as battalion military advisor. Though the only American with the 500-man unit (1st Battalion, 31st Infantry, Philippine Army), I had become a part of it and felt perfectly at ease with its officers and men, in spite of differences in language and customs.




  As sergeants barked orders and men began pulling back from the line in preparation for an orderly withdrawal, my thoughts switched to Colonel John (Jack) Erwin. At this very moment he was seeing his last command, the 31st Infantry Regiment, Philippine Army, fold up in defeat. A professional officer of the United States Army, he had enjoyed an outstanding career of thirty years’ service dating back before World War I. Now his career was falling apart in something far short of glory and pride. A large man, Erwin was six feet two and weighed 250 pounds. He walked with a quick step, always wore a cigar in his mouth, seldom lit, and always carried two or more of everything he thought he might need—wristwatches, fountain pens, knives, compasses and pistols. His appearance was tough, but his heart was kind and his words seldom gruff. He was easy to approach and talk to, but he demanded efficiency and results. Whether virtues or quirks of character, his traits were of little importance now as he and I and all the rest faced the most dreaded of all military experiences—bowing down to the enemy, defenseless, in humiliation and defeat.




  It had been exactly four months since the Japanese struck their crippling blow on December 8, 1941. On that very first day our planes, caught on the ground at high noon, had been wiped out. Within the week the Navy Yard at Cavite on Manila Bay had been destroyed and most of its fighting ships had fled south to the Dutch East Indies. Enemy control of the skies and sea foreclosed any prospect of reinforcements coming in.




  For two weeks following the first air attacks, we had deployed our forces and nervously awaited enemy landings. My battalion was assigned a beach defense position, including the town of Iba, on the China Sea coast in Zambales Province, and extending one mile south. Iba Air Base and all of its P-40 fighter planes had been destroyed on that first fateful day.




  Rumors of enemy landings began shortly after the initial bombings. Rumors became reality with small landings at Aparri and Vigan on December 10th and at Davao on the island of Mindinao on December 20. The big blow fell on December 22 when Lieutenant General Masaharu Homma landed 43,000 troops from eighty-five transports at several points along Lingayen Gulf in the north of Luzon.




  To oppose the invading force General Jonathan M. Wainwright had the unseasoned Eleventh and Twenty-first Divisions and the Ninety-first Infantry combat team. These troops, only recently inducted, were hardly more than recruits. However, in reserve was the well-trained and disciplined Twenty-sixth Cavalry of 699 men and 28 officers, the last unit of horse cavalry in the United States Army. Its officers were American and the enlisted men were proud Philippine Scouts with long years of service.




  The untrained Philippine Army troops could not stop the enemy at the beaches. The Twenty-sixth Cavalry had to be committed on the very first day. Though they sustained heavy losses themselves, they inflicted greater casualties on the enemy. After the initial rout, the Eleventh, Twenty-first and Ninety-first regrouped and were able to help with the delaying action which cost the Japanese dearly at key river crossings as Wainwright fought a delaying action back toward Bataan.




  The bulk of the Luzon forces completed the withdrawal into Bataan on New Year’s Day, 1942. All that remained engaging the enemy were 5,000 men of the Forty-first and Fifty-first Infantry Regiments, Philippine Army, and the proud, disciplined Fifty-seventh Infantry Regiment, Philippine Scouts. They organized a defensive position known as the Abucay Line, stretching from Abucay on Manila Bay westward to Mt. Natib. There the Japanese suffered more than 2,000 casualties before breaking through. In addition to the loss of manpower, Japanese General Homma had to answer to his superiors for another three weeks’ delay in getting his conquest rolling again. He had been under constant pressure from Tokyo to complete the Philippine campaign. The Japanese General Staff had predicted a short operation: thirty days at most. Now two months had passed and victory still eluded him.




  Just before January ended, the Fil-American defenders were forced to abandon the Abucay Line. General James Weaver’s Provisional Tank Group, with 75 mm self-propelled artillery, covered the withdrawal. Those guns, raining down shrapnel, thwarted several opportunities for the enemy to exploit his victory. Without the cover of those merciless explosives, most of the weary, battered fighters would have been surrounded and destroyed. On January 28 the last of the unwashed, unshaven, bleeding infantrymen wearily plodded down the East Coast Road to temporary rest and security behind the new Pilar-Bagac Line.




  General Homma, having let the defenders elude his grasp at Abucay, meant to crush MacArthur’s forces in short order. The new line stretched fourteen miles across the middle of the Bataan peninsula from Manila Bay on the east to the China Sea on the west.




  A determined thrust on January 27, down Trail 2 just east of Mt. Samat, failed. Again and again Homma’s troops tried for the next three nights. The stubborn defenders refused to yield. An amphibious flanking attack against the rugged cliffs of the west coast met with disaster. Of the 900-man landing party, a mere handful survived. Those spurts of intensive effort were followed by a stalemate throughout the balance of February and March. Homma, having been stopped, much to his embarrassment, had to petition for reinforcements.




  General MacArthur, on March 11, acting on orders from President Roosevelt, turned his command over to General Jonathan Wainwright and departed for Australia. Day by day the plight of the defenders grew more desperate. Of the less than 80,000 troops in Bataan, only 27,000 were listed as combat forces. Of those, three-fourths were suffering from malaria; all were hungry and faced with starvation. Wainwright notified Washington that the meager food supplies would be completely exhausted by April 15.




  On Good Friday, April 3, reinforced with fresh infantry, more artillery and bombers, General Homma unleashed the most savage artillery barrage of the entire campaign. It commenced at 10 A.M. and continued without hesitation for two hours. High explosive shells from more than one hundred 155 mm cannon seemed to explode one on top of the other. No square yard seemed to be missed. A two and one-half mile sector directly forward of Mt. Samat was pulverized. The shelling was followed by wave after wave of bombers dropping high explosives over the same area. The first wave dropped incendiaries, which ignited the matted jungle into a terrifying inferno.




  In their foxholes, the defenders felt some degree of security from the shelling, but now a decision had to be made. Staying in the foxholes required withstanding the intense heat plus the possibility of being burned alive; getting out to move to the rear posed the threat of being cut to pieces by shrapnel. As the wild flames closed in, each man made an attempt to dash to safer ground, only to be greeted by artillery reaching beyond the burning zone. By 5 P.M., when the Japanese infantry attack was launched, two Philippine Army regiments were in a shambles. The door was open for Lieutenant General Akira Nara’s Sixty-fifth Brigade to smash through.




  April 4 brought another fierce artillery and air bombardment. By evening, enemy troops had swarmed up and over Mt. Samat and descended its south slope.




  On April 5, Easter Sunday, the defenders made a brave attempt to mount a counterattack. It was to no avail. With two miles of the front line laid open and two divisions wiped out, there was no possibility of stopping the onslaught.




  General Clifford Bluemel, Commander of the Thirty-first Division, Philippine Army, tried doggedly on April 6 and April 7 to regroup elements of any units he could find. He was powerless in his attempt to inspire beaten men. The weak, hungry, demoralized troops had no fight left in them. Major General Edward P. King, Commander Bataan forces, realized that further resistance could only mean slaughter for his men, and on April 8 made his anguished decision to surrender. Calling his staff together, he tersely announced that the end had come and that he was going forward under a flag of truce requesting surrender terms from General Homma.




  As he was being driven forward in his jeep on the morning of April 9 to meet Homma, he recalled that General Robert E. Lee had surrendered at Appomattox on the same date. He even recalled what Lee had said: “Then there is nothing to do but to go and see General Grant, and I would rather die a thousand deaths.”




  Now it had ended. The high command had feared from the outset what the ultimate fate of Bataan would be. In the ranks, to the bitter end, there was hope. There had been rumors of actual sightings of huge convoys of reinforcements gunning their way in. No doubt such hope ignited, time after time, the will to resist against overpowering odds. We were forced back at Lingayen, Aparri and Abucay. Each time, our troops regrouped and fought back with a fury which took many Japanese lives and at times forced the enemy to yield ground which he had already claimed as his own.




  For three months and twenty-two days, an army of 100,000 plus reinforcements had tried and failed to subdue less than 80,000 ill-supplied defenders on Luzon. In early April, the last and crucial week, a fresh enemy army and a battered, bleeding defense force met for the final death struggle. On the Fil-American side, there were no replacements for the dead and wounded. Neither was there medicine for the constantly increasing malaria, nor food for hungry bellies. General King’s decision to surrender was correct. He had no options. Final defeat was neither a surprise nor a disgrace for those involved. The mystery is: how did they resist so long?




  By noon of April 8 we were moving toward the road on a jungle trail. On either side of us were thick, matted vines, mango trees and huge mahogany trees. Some of the giant hardwoods were six feet in diameter and their tall branches overlapped the trail, forming an umbrella against the sun. In contrast to the front line which overlooked a large rice field, where there were no trees and the glare was hard on the eyes, this looked like semidarkness. I felt as if I were being swallowed up by the jungle.




  Except for the thump, thump of marching feet, there was silence among us. A few birds fluttered from the trees ahead. Occasionally, a startled monkey squealed as he raced up the trunk of a large tree, dashed out to the end of a high limb and jumped to another. Very little wildlife was left in the Bataan jungle. Our hungry men had slaughtered and eaten every type of living creature, including lizards, monkeys and fowl.




  Major Ibanez, Lieutenant Sese, Corporal Bautista and I marched together. Bautista, tall and wiry, with a prominent jaw and searching brown eyes, had joined the outfit six months earlier as part of a training cadre. An excellent soldier in every way, he had learned his military skills in six years of service with the Forty-fifth Infantry, Philippine Scouts. Naturally alert and well adapted to jungle warfare, he had saved my life one day in January. We were scouting an area to the west flank of the Abucay Line. Walking ahead of me in tall cogon grass, he suddenly stopped, spread out his left arm knocking me to the ground and covering me with his body. As quickly as a western gunman, he drew his 45 pistol and fired rapidly into a large tree thirty yards ahead. A man slid to the ground.




  “Japanese,” he remarked calmly.




  We waited for a while. Seeing and hearing nothing more, we cautiously approached the spot. Splotches of blood marked a trail leading toward the river.




  I was thinking of that incident and others in which Bautista had performed so exceedingly well. It was always he who was called on for special missions which required great skill and natural ability. Now, as we marched toward our uncertain fate, his penetrating eyes were searching every bush and tree, his keen ears picking up every sound.




  “What do you think they will do to us, sir?”




  “It may not be too bad, Bautista. There are rules of international law with regards to treatment of prisoners of war, you know.”




  “What do they care about rules?” Sese commented. “Those Japanese are uncivilized. What about the way they abused the people at Singapore and China?”




  “Yes, we have heard of atrocities, but we don’t know for sure. Maybe since we gave them a good fight they will have more respect for us.”




  Trying to seem confident and hopeful, I plodded along. Though my doubts and fears were just as strong as any of the men, I knew that panic would lead to greater disaster. To myself I reasoned that there was nothing else to do but go in the direction we were headed. With the enemy behind us along what had been the front line, and to the right where they had swarmed over Mt. Samat, as well as to our left with full possession of the main highway, there could be only one area of temporary security. It would be better to assemble there unarmed and let them come to us, than to run head-on in the jungle into ruthless enemy troops still filled with the excitement of battle and the smell of victory. Escape was impossible and further resistance would be suicide.




  Silently, fearfully, we moved along, each minute bringing us nearer to that dreaded act of surrender. Humiliation and shame, added to our built-up burdens of hunger and disease, made each weary step hesitant and heavy. Heaped on top of these very real and certain afflictions was the gnawing dread of the unknown. There was no doubt in anyone’s mind that the Japanese would be tough and unsympathetic. The unspoken question in my mind was just how brutal and merciless they might be. I had visions of individual enemy soldiers, or groups of them, bayoneting or clubbing to death any of our group whom they might come across, or of Japanese officers ordering their men to set up machine guns to slaughter us by the hundreds. There was nowhere to go, and no way to avoid whatever might lie ahead. In such a helpless situation, I am convinced that the dread of the unknown is much more unnerving than the terror of battle itself.




  We reached our designated area in late afternoon. No Japanese were there. Exhausted, we fell out in the shade of large trees in a cleared area beside the dusty highway. After a brief rest I got to my feet and walked among the men, thinking to offer some encouragement. However, I soon realized there was nothing much to be said. I could make no promises . . . for there was no prospect of fulfillment. I wished them good luck—it was all I could muster. Having done that, I rejoined the staff at our temporary command post.




  During the previous night, chills and fever of malaria had hit me for the first time since my arrival in the Philippines six months earlier. Now, in late afternoon, I could feel them coming on again. As we sat around and waited in the dread certainty of becoming prisoners of war, we explored various possibilities of coping with what lay ahead. Escape for me seemed out of the question. For a blonde Caucasian to melt into the Oriental populace and be unnoticed, I reasoned, would be impossible. Hiding in the jungle and gradually working my way north to the uninhabited mountain area held some promise, I thought, but even to start on such a course would require a supply of medicines—especially quinine with which to combat malaria. None was available. My final decision for my own self was to stay put and await whatever might lie ahead in the hands of the Japanese. I suggested that anyone who wished to was free to try an escape. None chose to do so.




  It was now late afternoon. With nothing further to do but wait, we decided to try to get some sleep. Being restless and anxious, Lieutenant Sese came over to where I lay, to chat further. Seeing that my face was flushed and my shirt wet from perspiration, he reached over and felt my forehead. “Captain, you have a high fever. Shouldn’t you go to the hospital?”




  “If I were already there it would be good. To walk eight or ten kilometers tonight, not even knowing where the hospital is, would do more harm than good. I will do better to sweat it out here and try to go there tomorrow morning.”




  “Maybe that would be best,” he answered with some doubt in his voice. For the next hour or more, Sese busied himself with bathing my face and head with wet cloths. After finally satisfying himself that the fever was reduced, he fell asleep.




  The following morning I was awakened at dawn by the noise of passing trucks; some headed north and some south. They were American. No Japanese were yet on the scene.




  Feeling somewhat rested and a little less feverish, I prepared to leave for the hospital. As I was saying farewell to the staff, I noticed Alberto, my servant and cook, staring at me with tear-filled big brown eyes and a bewildered expression on his face. Alberto was only sixteen; too young to be a soldier. The oldest of eight children in a peasant farm family, he had come to our training camp at San Marcelino, Zambales, in September looking for work. Lieutenant Red Williams had hired him as house boy. After I moved in with Red in October, he continued in the job and proved to be efficient as a housekeeper and devoted to both of us.




  At the outbreak of war on December 8, 1941, we advised him to go home to his family.




  “No, sir, I will go with you.”




  “But there is a war to be fought, Alberto. You are not a soldier. It will be safer for you at home.”




  “I will be safe with you. I will cook for you.”




  Reluctantly we consented, being apprehensive both about his safety and the liability a young boy might be. Once in the field, however, he proved to be an imaginative cook and adaptable to operating in the wild.




  First Lieutenant “Red” Williams had joined the unit two months before I came in October. Williams was a cool-headed, courageous young officer from Oregon. He stood five feet ten inches tall and had red hair and a neatly trimmed moustache. Though rather quiet, he had an air of self-confidence about him which quickly established him as a leader. Williams was one of the few men I have known who had no fear of death. He and I quickly became good friends.




  Our unit was moved up to an assembly area behind the Abucay Line on January 17. That same afternoon I went forward and consulted with the battalion commander of the unit we were to replace. Early the following morning, just as we finished breakfast, the quiet and stillness of the jungle around us erupted with the sounds of battle. It seemed that automatic fire was coming in from all directions. We jumped into foxholes and tried to assess the situation. At first it sounded to me like machine guns. Then after listening for a minute or so I decided that the enemy was somehow projecting packages of firecrackers from a distance. Just when I had myself convinced that the Japs were practicing psychological warfare by shooting firecrackers among us and that there was no danger, I suddenly heard several live bullets ricochet from trees and rocks around me. I sent out a patrol to find the source of the disturbance.




  Before the search squad had gotten out of sight, Red Williams calmly strolled by with a rifle in his hand. I asked him what he was up to. He said, “I’m going out to find the Japs who are playing games with us.”




  With those last words, Williams quickly moved out of sight among the tall trees. I never saw him alive again. A few hours later his body was recovered. A Japanese sniper, perched in a tree, had shot him through the temple. It was January 18, 1942.




  After Williams was killed at Abucay, I became Alberto’s sole responsibility. He learned to drive the panel truck containing my supplies, prepared my meals, and with his machete could cut bamboo poles and quickly throw up a shelter. He even kept what money I had brought along. Looking at the frightened lad now and thinking of the comfort he had been to me, I felt remorse for not having made him go home.




  “Shall I go with you now?” he asked with a choking voice.




  “No, Alberto. That would not be best for you. Do you think you can find your way home?” (Home for him was across the Zambales Mountains more than fifty miles away.)




  “I think so, sir, if the Japanese will let me.”




  “Well, first of all you must get out of that uniform and put on your civilian clothes. If you mix with the civilians you may get by as one of them. Take what canned food you can carry from my panel truck. Don’t hang around. Get going before the Japs come in.”




  Hesitating for a moment, he reached into his pocket and pulled out some folded bills and handed them to me.




  “Your money, sir.”




  Counting out half of it, I handed him twenty pesos with my left hand and grasped his right in a farewell handshake.




  With tears running down both cheeks, he blurted out “Thank you, sir. I hope you will be safe.” With that emotionally restrained farewell, he quickly turned and walked away. Realizing at that late moment that he had looked on me as a father and protector, my throat choked up and my heart pounded. It was one of those cruel points in life when a burst of tears would have relieved my tension, but at the same time could have undone the last semblance of strength which Alberto had looked up to. My tears would have to flow in private.




  Bidding farewell to grown men and fellow officers was a different matter. Under normal conditions speeches would be called for. Here and now, no words would fit. What could I say to the daring and imaginative Lieutenant Alejo Santos, who had confiscated the panel truck and helped me fill it with food supplies from abandoned stores? What words from me could convince the courageous Major Ibanez that all would be well? I could only shake their hands and wish them well.




  There was much I wanted to say to Lieutenant Fred Sese, but words were difficult. I looked him in the eyes and haltingly said, “Fred, you have been a good officer and a dear friend. I hope things will be all right.”




  “Thank you, Manny. You have caused me to understand and love America more. May God be with you.”




  As I headed south on the crowded, dusty road, I noticed a brown skinned Filipino boy, wearing a large straw hat and blue denim shirt and shorts, slip into the jungle. On his back he carried a small sack of supplies. I prayed that my plan for Alberto would be successful.




  Trudging slowly down the East Coast Road, I saw Filipino and American soldiers coming and going aimlessly as if lost. All wore dazed looks. Some still carried rifles, which seemed unwise to me, but I made no suggestions. My days of giving orders had come to an end. The sun seemed hotter than usual; no doubt my fever made it seem worse. Passing trucks churned up clouds of dust. There was no breeze to blow it away. My uniform was soon soaked with sweat, which made the dust cling to me like mud.




  At five in the afternoon I reached Cabcabin. Hospital #2 was filled to overflowing. Patients with more serious ailments than mine were lying around under shade trees. I found a very busy medical corpsman and asked to see a doctor.




  “I’m sorry, captain,” he said in a sympathetic tone. “The doctors are trying as best they can to take care of the many wounded. They can’t possibly see you now.”




  “I have high fever. I need quinine.”




  “There is no medicine,” he answered. Handing me a blanket from the supply tent, he said, “Here, take this and bed down under a tree. A night’s rest and some hard praying might help.”




  I picked a spot in the bushes near the road, wrapped my body in the blanket and flopped down. Shortly I was in a deep sleep. Being exhausted, neither the nearby rumble of trucks nor the distant explosions of munitions dumps disturbed me. It was the night of April 8, 1942. Not only did the setting sun signal the end of another day, it also drew the final curtain on four months of heroic struggle by the army of Bataan.




  
2. The Death March





  April 1942




  Dawn of April 9, 1942, was surprisingly still and calm at Cabcabin. Gone were the shouts of distressed voices, the rumble of heavy trucks and the thunderous explosions of yesterday and the days before. It was a ghostly, unreal change. I had the feeling that someone had turned off the time machine and brought all activity to an eerie halt.




  Sitting up and looking around, I noticed that three other Americans, a sergeant among them, were sleeping nearby. They, too, had been issued blankets by the medics. Their ailment was malaria also. I passed around a pack of cigarettes. Each took one.




  “What do you think they will do to us?” asked one of them in a soft Southern voice.




  “Be prepared to be lined up and shot,” suggested his companion, a man of above average size and reddish hair and good looks. He wore the insignia of the Thirty-first U.S. Infantry.




  “You can expect the worst,” the sergeant informed us. “I have talked with some of the Marines who were in China last year. They told me the Japs were really brutal to the Chinese there.” His dark brunette complexion and Brooklyn accent identified him as a second generation Italian. Also, he spoke with authority, as did most men from Brooklyn whom I had known.




  “Well, there is no use in working up a lather over what might happen. We will just have to try to take what comes,” I advised.




  Remembering that I had some canned food in my bag, I invited them to have breakfast with me. Among the four of us, we divided one can of corned beef and one of salmon. They were the last of my supplies and the last meat any of us would taste for many weeks.




  Just as we finished eating, the sergeant commented under his breath, “We are about to find out what kind of bastards they are. Here they come.”




  It was 6:30 A.M. Three Japanese soldiers with bayonets on their rifles approached at a brisk walk. They were short, stocky and extremely young looking. With jabbering and motioning of the arms, they indicated that we were to line up. None of us could understand the language, but all could interpret the nudging of a bayonet. It meant move quickly and don’t hesitate or resist.




  Once we were lined up and standing at attention they began shaking us down for valuables. One indicated that we were to empty our pockets. The first one who got to me took my last twenty pesos. I wished I had given them to Alberto. The second ripped off my wristwatch. None seemed to want my class ring. It was the military type, and probably didn’t look gold enough to suit them. Each of us lost everything of value in our possession. Satisfied that we had nothing more, the Japanese soldiers gaily walked away laughing and jabbering among themselves.




  Having no new cuts and bruises and not having been physically abused, we felt relieved. One of our men commented with some optimism in his tone, “Though they are thieves, at least they weren’t rough. Maybe the Japs aren’t so bad after all.”




  “Don’t make hasty judgments. We’ve seen only three of them. There are 100,000 more on the way,” warned the sergeant.




  As we stood beside the road nervously anticipating what would happen next, a truck pulled up and stopped. Ten Japanese soldiers climbed out. Their leader, probably a corporal, motioned for us to come forward. Evidently our response was not quick enough, for he gave a gruff order to his men. Immediately they charged forward and began kicking and slapping us while indicating that we were to start marching. Apparently they were rounding up Americans first, for Filipinos on the opposite of the road were not molested.




  [image: Image]




  One guard was assigned to herd us along while the others continued south to round up other prisoners. Threatening with the bayonet, he kept us moving at a rapid pace—almost a run. I got the feeling that he wouldn’t hesitate to shoot us at the slightest provocation. As we moved north we were joined by other small groups of Americans also under guard. Frequently incoming trucks loaded with Japanese soldiers crowded us off the road. By the time we reached the assembly area, our ranks had grown to fifty or more. There we joined at least two hundred other Americans. All looked weary and extremely distressed.




  Scanning the group, I spotted Colonel Erwin. His eyes were sunken. He chewed on an unlit cigar and looked worried and in pain. Being twice my weight and double my age, he would have a difficult time under forced march conditions, I feared.




  “What do you think we can expect, Colonel?”




  “You can anticipate the very worst, Lawton. It’s going to be tough. These Japs are running around like crazy men. They are excitable and unreasonable under stress.”




  “Do you think they will ship us out to Japan, or put us at some place like Fort McKinley near Manila?”




  “Who knows what they will do? It’s very obvious that they want to get us out of the way and move their troops in for the invasion of Corregidor.”




  Noticing that his barracks bag was nearly full and that it required some effort for him to pick it up, I commented, “Colonel, you seem to have a heavy load in that bag. What are you hanging on to that is so important?”




  “Oh, just some extra clothes and shoes and canned goods and things like that.” I tried to pick it up. It must have weighed forty pounds.




  “Sir, I had planned to help you if it became necessary, but I wouldn’t attempt to carry such a load. I only brought along toilet articles and a change of socks and underwear. Why don’t you do the same?”




  “Oh no. I may need these things,” he answered.




  The guards motioned us to the side of the road as a convoy of trucks loaded with Japanese soldiers approached. They were headed south and wore the looks of proud, threatening conquerors. It was not necessary to understand the language to know that they were deriding us. As they passed, some of them flailed us across our heads and backs with bamboo poles, causing pushing and shoving as we tried to avoid the licks. Some prisoners were trampled under foot. It was humiliating, and there was no chance of fighting back. Mollification of pride would have to come later.




  After the convoy passed, we again lined up on the road in a column of fours. In groups of one hundred, we set out on what became known later as the “Death March.” Eight or ten armed guards marched with each group. Among them I saw none who was taller than five feet four inches. Most of them were short, stocky and hostile looking. Their uniforms were khaki with wool wraparound leggings, and they wore short-visored wool caps with ear flaps and a short flap covering the back of the neck. From the outset, the guards were all business: unsympathetic, unsmiling and ever ready with the bayonet.




  It was late morning when the march officially began. The tropical sun was already bearing down intensely. The guards were constantly prodding us to move faster. Passing trucks and horse-drawn artillery churned up a constant cloud of choking dust from the powder-dry gravel roadbed. Small rocks pressed against the soles of my shoes. At times they felt as if they would come through. The ever present dust burned my eyes, clogged my nostrils and throat and made breathing more difficult. Though we were marching along the shore of Manila Bay, there was a total absence of breeze to blow the dust away. Guards on both sides of the column kept ordering “Speedo! Speedo!”




  The only stops made during the first two hours were brief pauses while convoys passed. That meant being crowded tightly together along the edge of the roadway until the traffic cleared. In such instances no one was allowed to sit. The only relief was in momentarily not having to push one aching foot in front of the other.




  At noon we were halted in a small town for ten or fifteen minutes while the guard changed. We sat erect in place. No one could stretch out and relax. Some were fortunate enough to be near shade trees. Most were still in the hot sun. Guards patrolled the column. Anyone more than three feet out of line was kicked or hit with a rifle butt. Neither food nor water was made available. Those who begged for water were clubbed. Sad-faced Filipino civilians watched from their front yards. Each blow received by a prisoner brought a look of pain to the onlookers’ eyes.




  In midafternoon the sun’s rays bore down with greater intensity. Colonel Erwin, still carrying his heavy load, began to weaken. His shirt, soaked with sweat, clung to his body. Beads of sweat popped out on his face and splashed down his cheeks. He eyeglasses fogged up. I pleaded with him to throw the bag away. He only mumbled, “I will need these things.” As his steps slowed and shortened, he gradually lost ground. By three-thirty, I could see him no longer.




  I learned later that when he had drifted back to the tail of the column, the guards scolded and cuffed him. That doing no good, one of them pressed a bayonet against his back, drawing blood. By then the Colonel was delirious from malaria, thirst and exhaustion. Finally the impatient and merciless guard pushed him to the side of the road, pressed the rifle to his back and pulled the trigger. Colonel Jack Erwin was among the first of hundreds who were to meet such cruel deaths at the hands of brutal guards who were totally lacking in human kindness and compassion.




  The march continued all that day with only occasional brief stops but no food. Hunger, thirst and the intense heat took their toll. Those who broke ranks to drink from a mud hole were shot. By nightfall we reached Balanga. Having started at Cabcabin, I estimated that I had marched fifteen miles. Those who had been rounded up nearer Mariveles had covered twenty.




  When the guards completed crowding us into a barbed wire enclosure, it was nine P.M. There was still no food. My last snack had been the small portion of corned beef and fish for breakfast at six that morning. Most of the men had had very little to eat on the day before the march began. In addition to hunger and fatigue, many suffered from malaria and diarrhea. My fever seemed to have broken, for no chills came on as the evening grew cooler.




  After standing in line for more than an hour, I got to the one water faucet and filled my canteen. Just as I settled down to get some rest the guards came among us kicking our prostrate bodies and ordering us to move out. It was then midnight. The march began again. Rain began to fall and a strong wind blew. The cold moisture felt refreshing to our exhausted bodies. We tilted our heads back to catch some of the pelting drops in our mouths. Soon we were soaked and the chilling wind made us cold. Even our shoes filled with water, making walking more difficult.




  The guards at the head of the column rode bicycles and set a rapid pace. The ones along the side and at the rear kept yelling “Speedo! Speedo!” Soon we were running. Our rain-filled shoes seemed to stretch and become too large. Some slipped off and were lost, leaving raw, bare feet pounding the wet, pebbled road. No doubt the well-fed energetic guards chose to run in order to keep warm; for us, it was an added agony. After a half hour the rain stopped and we were allowed to march at a normal pace again.




  As the sun rose over Manila Bay, we reached Orani, having covered ten miles since midnight. Here the column was halted. At first the morning sun felt good to our wet, chilled bodies. By mid-morning we were steaming again in another filthy, crowded pen. All day long we sat baking in the sun. There was no shade.




  At noon we were fed one rice ball about the size of an orange. Those who had lost their mess kits took the rice in dirty hands and devoured it like starving animals. It was a pittance, but it helped. This was my first food since the light breakfast of thirty hours earlier.




  It was now April 10. I had marched twenty-five miles.




  We spent the night at Orani. Though we were exhausted, sleep was fitful and very little rest was possible. There was an uneasiness and tenseness among us as we huddled together on the hard ground. Though we were outdoors, the air was fouled by human waste in and around the open pit latrine. It seemed that throughout the night half the group was milling around in search of water or the latrine. Those who tried to sleep were constantly being stepped on or stumbled over.




  When we were aroused the next morning to begin marching again, many did not get up. They had died in their sleep. Perhaps they were the fortunate ones, for more torment lay ahead for those who marched out. Further, it is more dignified to slip away in quiet slumber than to be crucified under an unbearable burden.




  The Japanese never bothered to tell us in advance when we would start or stop, or what our ultimate destination would be. There seemed to be little plan or organization. The guards’ only words were “Speedo! Speedo!” and their only gestures were threats with the bayonet. At times we were allowed to get water to drink. It is hard to fathom how any of us endured. No doubt a strong will to live, measured against the proven price of faltering, spurred us on beyond predictable human capacity.




  At Lubao we were crowded into another filthy, foul-smelling barbed wire enclosure. Again there was the usual long wait in line for water. Before the night was over, most men got a drink and were able to fill their canteens. The evening meal of rice was a little more than the last feeding, but far from adequate. Even with nothing to go with it, not even salt, it tasted like a banquet dish to starving men. Small portions spilled on the filthy ground were scooped up and eaten.




  Just as at the last overnight stop, sound sleep or even relaxing was impossible. There was constant milling around by those going to and from the lone water faucet, and cursing from those trying to rest who were being trod upon. In little clusters here and there, bewildered, frightened men sat discussing, in low tones, their terrible plight. Occasionally, a prisoner gone berserk from the horror of it all jumped up and yelled curses at the Japanese, calling them a race of inhumane, low-down bastards. He had to be subdued by those around him. I longed to sleep, so that I could dream of something better than this; or better still, to awaken and find that this had been only a nightmare.




  Finally I slept, but only briefly. Guards shouting “Bango! Bango!” aroused us at dawn. When we stood up, thousands of flies buzzed around our heads like swarms of bees. At least fifty men did not stir. Most of them were dead; the balance dying. Large blue flies crawled in and out of their open mouths and nostrils. Some of the struggling living wished that they, too, had not awakened.




  As we filed through the gate, a small rice ball was issued to each prisoner. It was now April 12, the fourth day of march. Conditions were no different: dust, intense tropical heat and ruthless, impatient guards. Our already weakened condition grew worse. Three days of hard marching with not enough food for one day’s needs had dissipated our reserve of strength. More frequently now, men fell behind and were shot. No doubt had the same guards marched with us all the way they would have tired too, and possibly would have been more reasonable. But such was not our luck. The guard was changed several times a day. The fresh detail would speed up the pace and vent its anger on the prisoners with clubs and rifle butts.




  The bedraggled column reached San Fernando, Pampanga, at midday. Japanese staff officers and off-duty soldiers watched our approach with evident pleasure. San Fernando was the largest town through which we had marched. It appeared that the Japanese intended to display us as physical proof that they were the conquering, superior race. Our humiliation was designed to warn the civilian populace that Nippon now ruled supreme.




  As far as I was concerned such humiliation was accomplished. I felt shame and remorse for having let our Filipino allies down. But the expected adulation from the onlookers did not materialize. Instead of cheering their new masters, the bewildered witnesses shed unhidden tears of sympathy and love for the vanquished.




  Our stop in San Fernando was brief. No food was issued, but those who happened to be near a flowing well were allowed to get water. Breaking ranks was forbidden and we could not even sit down in place. We stood there to be stared at and derided by off-duty Japanese soldiers bunched along one side of the street. For them the spectacle was pleasing. For the horrified Filipino women and children on the opposite side it stirred no pleasure, and neither did it engender allegiance to the Japanese, for the bizarre spectacle of bleeding, dehydrated, abused men before their eyes included some of their own loved ones.




  From Main Street we marched to a nearby railroad station where rail cars awaited us. As we climbed into the small freight cars, I thought it would be a great relief to ride for a while. How wrong I was! The rail line was of the narrow gauge type; consequently the boxcars were small—seven feet high, thirty-three feet long and eight feet wide. Figuring two square feet per person, fifty men could have sat pushed tightly together. The Japs crowded nearly three times that number into each small boxcar and closed the doors. We stood with our bodies jammed together. There was no fresh air and the sun’s rays bearing down against the steel sides intensified the heat. Many of the prisoners fainted; some died. Pathetic pleas for water went unheeded, for there was no one to listen. The Japs had loaded us in like so many tons of cargo and shipped us out. Other guards would receive us at our destination.




  The two-hour train trip from San Fernando to Capas seemed interminable. It was worse than the march had been, for on the road there was at least fresh air, though dust-filled. On the march, we could see and encourage each other. Here there was darkness and near suffocation. One could not help a friend or even do anything for himself. We were rapidly running out of oxygen, and the intense heat and crowded condition made us feel as if we were in a pressure cooker. In addition, the air was fouled by the odor of sweating, unwashed bodies and the smell of human waste from those suffering with stomach disorders. We were utterly helpless and rapidly running out of time.




  At Capas, the train came to a jerking halt and the doors were opened. We gladly piled out. Though the outside temperature was 95 degrees, it felt cool by comparison. The new guards were less brutal. They even seemed sympathetic. Prisoners who fell by the roadside were picked up and given rides into camp by truck. To my knowledge, no one was clubbed or shot in that last eight miles of the Death March.




  How any of us made it I have never been able to fathom! I was only twenty-three years old at the time and in generally good health. Senior officers like General Bluemel and Colonel Ray O’Day were twice my age. It is still incredible to me that they were able to complete the march under their own power. I can understand why so many fell behind and lost their lives. Many were suffering from battle wounds or illnesses before the march began. Many had eaten very little food for days prior to the fall of Bataan.




  From Mariveles to Capas we had covered 91 miles or 147 kilometers in four days. One hundred two kilometers or sixty-three miles had been on foot, under the most brutal conditions. Forty-five kilometers or twenty-eight miles had been by rail and even worse. As I had struggled to keep going and to live, I could not believe it was real. How could any civilized nation of people in the twentieth century be so brutal and unfeeling? I kept asking myself. I was to learn that what we knew as a Western civilization had not yet reached Japan. The Japanese soldier had been taught that all Americans were enemies forever and that prisoners of war were due absolutely no consideration.




  
3. Camp O’Donnell





  April—June, 1942




  It was late afternoon on April 12, the fourth and final day of the Death March for me, when we reached Camp O’Donnell. The camp was enclosed by six strands of forbidding barbed wire fence. At each corner stood a hastily thrown-up guard tower of bamboo. In each, a threatening-looking guard glared down as if he were looking for an excuse to shoot. Beyond the back fence was a field of brown cogon grass, which always seems to grow in untended land in the Philippines. A bluish-looking mountain range in the distance formed an inviting backdrop for the desertlike plain in which the camp was located.




  O’Donnell had been one of the many Philippine Army training camps built just prior to the war. Some of the long, narrow barracks had never been completed. Their construction was of bamboo with thatched roofs. As we marched through the gate, guards herded us toward a platform near the headquarters building. When we had been formed in a semicircle in front of the speaker’s stand, the Japanese camp commander, with a lieutenant and a Filipino civilian at his heels, marched across from headquarters. As he stomped up the steps and strode on stage, with sabre dangling and eyes flashing, you could sense that he felt as important as any field general. His rank was captain.




  The captain opened with a blast at all Americans in general and he spewed out bitter contempt and hatred for us in particular. At the end of each sentence he paused for the Filipino to translate into English.




  “De captin say you are not honorable prisoners of war. . . . You are captives. . . . As captives you have no rights.”




  The buck-toothed, short, bowlegged lieutenant nodded his head in approval. The small, middle-aged Filipino interpreter seemed slightly nervous and ill at ease to begin with, but as he warmed to his task he became more confident and eloquent.




  “De captin say Americans and Japanese are enemies forever. . . . Americans all will be driven out of Asia. . . . Nippon will build a greater Asia for the Asiatics. . . . You will be used as laborers in this project. . . .”




  By now the Filipino was imitating both in voice inflections and gestures. “He say if you try to escape you will be shoot kill. . . . Even to go near de fence will be cause for to shoot. . . .”




  The guards looked on, with approval for the speaker and threats for us.




  After thirty minutes of boasting of the mighty power of Nippon, punctuated with caustic hatred for us, the captain ended his bitter welcoming monologue with the warning, “You will obey all orders of any Japanese soldier. You will salute and bow to even the privates. For failure to do so, you will be severely punished.” Apparently satisfied that he had sufficiently established the relative positions of slaves and master, the swaggering, mustachioed little man, as if for emphasis, clicked his spurred bootheels together and abruptly turned and marched off stage. The little interpreter trotted behind him like a puppy.
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