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  GUERRILLA WIFE




  

    I


  




  PEARL HARBOR DAY came on Monday instead of Sunday in the Philippines.




  In the tropical home to which I had come with my husband, I found that I never awoke all at once in the morning, but achieved waking consciousness gradually. First I felt the sunshine coming through the blinds, then I drowsily recognized the sound of the gold mill down the slope — a grinding of machines from which we were never free, for the mill worked the clock around seven days of the week. The recognition of this noise, in the transition between sleep and waking, told me where I was. This was the IXL mine on the island of Masbate, a small link in the great island chain of the Philippines.




  Monday is wash-day the world over, and my household was astir. Spence, my tall engineer husband, was already up. I had vaguely been aware of the arrival of the lavandera or laundress (I had learned to use the Spanish words for many of the commonplace things of everyday life, as everyone in the Philippines did.) She was audibly beginning her day’s work in the laundry. Jaime, our cook-houseboy, had been causing whiffs of a delicious coffee aroma to reach my nostrils. I stretched luxuriously, thinking how this day back home would be Sunday, on the distant other side of the dateline. Definitely, I must get up.




  I leaped out of bed, slipped into my housecoat, gave my tumbled hair a quick brushing, and started toward the dining room. For some inexplicable reason, I switched on the radio on my way through the sala, something I never did in the morning, and paused a moment. I was still not wide awake. Our living room was calm and sun-flooded, the shadows of the kapok trees fell across the floor of the long screened porch, and down the sloping lawn I saw the blinding glare of the metal roofs of the mine buildings.




  What was that distant voice, somewhere way off in the static regions, and what was it saying? I wasn’t sure I was awake yet, and tried to clear my head to listen… “The Japanese have bombed Pearl Harbor! We are about to declare a state of war with Japan!” Static engulfed the words. My head seemed to be spinning, and I shook it a little to make sure it was still attached. It was. Nothing more seemed to be coming over the radio, so I switched it off and ran to Spence.




  He was sitting at the table in our little dining “ell” beyond the sala. He looked up in surprise at my hasty entrance.




  “Spence!” I cried. “Do you know what I just heard on the radio? The Japs have bombed Pearl Harbor!”




  Spence looked as if I had taken leave of my senses. “Louise, that’s just crazy, you’re not awake yet!” he said. “You couldn’t possibly have heard that. You must have misunderstood — Where did you hear it from?”




  “I don’t know, I just tuned in the middle of something. But I certainly thought I heard the man say that.” My own conviction was weakening. “But it does seem unbelievable.”




  I settled down to my coffee, and Spence finished his breakfast. His flat disbelief of what I thought I had heard reassured me. I saw, myself, how foolish it was.




  Still, I wondered enough to say before he left, “You might check at the office, dear, and see if anything has happened. There might be something or other behind that snatch I heard on the radio.”




  I dressed, made up my menu for the day, and tried the radio again. There was nothing but static. So I set off for a walk. Every sunny day seemed like another day of grace, for the rainy season, when torrential rains and even typhoons are to be expected, was already long overdue.




  I went out the back door and took the path down the hill to the mine level, adjusting my sun glasses as I went. It was about half a mile through the rough mine property, overgrown with vegetation yet bearing the mark of having been overturned by industry, before I came to the canal. We called it the Honolulu Canal, since it ran through the “Honolulu claim.” The names of mining claims, like the names of pullman cars, seem to have no particular rhyme or reason; they simply serve as identifiers. The Honolulu Canal, for all its important-sounding name, was nothing but a big ditch through a stretch of jungle. Spence had built it to carry off water from the mine, and I had spent a lot of time with him there while the construction was going on.




  My path led along the canal embankment, and I walked along only dimly aware of the scene about me. The forest reached down almost to the banks of the canal, although the clearing had been much wider when it was built. The tropical forest reclaims its ground fast where it is left free to do so. Occasionally I saw a small green parrot that fluttered in the top of a tall tree, or I would see a monkey swinging through the branches high up, but there was little wild life here. The noise and activity of the mill frightened the wild things away — all but the insects.




  Although Spence had convinced me that my alarm of the early morning was groundless, still my mind was sober and thoughtful as I paced along the embankment. It hadn’t been long ago that I used to come down to watch the construction gang at work here, with Spence actively directing their progress. The jungle, which had been loud with their machines and their shouts, was now quiet again, and even the mill noise faded as my walk took me farther away. I remembered how, only four years ago, I had come out to the Philippines to marry my American fiancé.




  Spence met the ship in Manila, a huge bunch of red roses in his arms, his face above the roses shining and a little harassed. He gave me the roses and a kiss, and than introduced the two people who were with him. The man was a lawyer, and I blinked. Evidently my being a British subject was going to complicate things. Soon Spence and the lawyer dashed off to make arrangements, leaving me with the pleasant Swedish lady who had come along to look after me in just this emergency.




  We did manage to get married, in spite of my Canadian nationality. We spent our honeymoon in Manila. Then a few months at a rough-and-ready mining camp in the midst of tropical rains and typhoons, then a pleasant year in Manila, and finally Masbate.




  The life on Masbate suited me well. We had felt for some time as if we were living on a volcano which might erupt at any moment, and my false alarm of this morning had made me more than ever conscious that our life here was threatened. Yet everything seemed so secure and peaceful on the surface that it was difficult to realize, even though one might know, that it was in danger. I liked the leisure of my way of life here, the time to myself, the lack of pressure. As a child, I had hated school and all the organized stratagems of society to pour people into a mold. I suppose I had never been quite so well suited by the circumstances of my life as I was here. I didn’t need any of the busy hobbies other people seemed to seek to fill up their time, and sometimes I thought there must be something wrong with me not to want to keep busy. I felt, obscurely, that time should be filled naturally, it should not be “killed” with false occupations.




  One of my most pleasurable occupations was my correspondence with my family in Montreal. I loved both to write and to receive letters, and I am sure that my mother was as conversant with my activities and surroundings as if we lived in neighboring towns.




  The sound of the mill was faint now, and the forest seemed very tranquil. I tried to shake off the slight gloominess which still remained from this morning’s false alarm. We were safe, life was going on as usual. Probably nothing at all would happen. Probably we would just get old and gray and have a peaceful old age right here, if we wanted to stay.




  When I returned from my walk, Jaime said, “Ma’am, Mr. Spencer was up, he said he would like to see you immediately on your return.”




  Two at a time, I took the stone steps that led from our house down the slope, and marched on to the office building. One look at Spence’s face told me, if I had had any doubt. However, I inquired coolly, “Did you want to see me?”




  “Yes, Louise. You were right — Pearl Harbor has been bombed. Stay at the house, please, and keep the radio on for all the news they may give us today.”




  The rest of that day, Monday, December 8th, I hovered over the radio. The lack of information was maddening. Since we had no telephones, I could not get in touch with my two best friends who lived at the two near-by mines, and I had no intimate friend here at IXL to talk to. I tried to work on the mending, but my darns were pulled and bunchy. One of our neighbors, a charming but nervous Spaniard, came over to see me, in such a distracted state that she took turns wringing her own hands and mine, both figuratively and literally. Sensible discussion of our plight was beyond her at that moment. I poured a glass of brandy, hoping it would give her strength and perhaps cheer her up a little, but it did neither. I had not the time or the patience to sympathize with her — I had to be on the alert to get any bit of information that came on the radio.




  I thought a good bit about our friends in Manila, and decided to wire to my best friend there to come to us on Masbate at once. This would surely be a safe refuge from the bombings Manila was certain to get, now we were at war. As soon as Spence came home, I ran over to the radio-telegraph office to send my message.




  At dinner Spence and I discussed matters in as matter-of-fact a way as we could muster. Spence was head air-raid warden for the mine, and had already issued orders that the blackout regulations would be put into force from now on. In the absence of communication with the outside world we had no instructions, of course, but this was only a temporary condition, and meanwhile we would carry on according to what few plans we had. The suddenness of war was disconcerting, but actually we were sure the equilibrium of affairs in the Pacific would be righted before too long.




  There was no material to be had for blackout curtains, and anyway our number of windows looked astronomical when I thought about it. Like everybody else, we made black shades for our lights and existed, after dark, with only the dimmest illumination. With our blinds down it was a complete blackout from outside, and the interior looked so eerie with those black-shaded lights that I preferred complete darkness, and soon went to bed. I could see that I would get no mending done of an evening as long as the war went on!




  The next day the outside gang, the gardeners, garbage collectors and other such workers, were put to work on camouflage. All the mine buildings, including the company houses, like ours, had roofs of galvanized iron which gleamed brightly in the moonlight. It didn’t take the boys long to do a house; our camouflage was done in about an hour. When the paint supply began to give out, a few of the roofs were covered over with palm branches and other assorted greenery. As we soon discovered, this method required constant vigilance, for the branches dried up quickly and left exposed patches of shining metal. However, with the materials at hand we felt we were taking all the necessary precautions, and it made us feel very much safer to be camouflaged. I went up the hill a bit to look down and admire my newly painted green roof, and wondered why this hadn’t been done sooner — it looked much better than the bare metal.




  Our only word from the outside world came on the radio. Manila was being bombed daily. We only got the regular news broadcasts, which told plenty, but not enough to suit us. We waited breathlessly, in a sort of vacuum, for more details, more specific news, definite instructions.




  Wednesday night, two days after Pearl Harbor, we had our movie as usual. A movie was a regular Wednesday night feature of life at the mine, and since the film had arrived the previous week there seemed no reason not to show it in the usual way. Having the movie made life seem more normal again, in spite of the strangeness of stumbling about in the blackout.




  The company station wagons continued to take us about. The children had always been taken to school each day by station wagon. The school was at Masbate Consolidated, a large mine a forty-five-minute drive from us. I often used to go over on the school trip and spend the morning there with my friend Laura Schuring, or with Laverne Fertig, who was at Capsay, the third mine on the island, near Consolidated. On such mornings I would enjoy the sight of the sea — our mine was inland — and do a little shopping at the Consolidated store, which was bigger than ours.




  There was no boat from Manila on Thursday. We had hoped the regular weekly boat, which left Manila on Wednesdays, might reach us, but there was nothing. The mail had stopped coming, and naturally there were no more weekly orders coming to us from the Manila stores. We had been accustomed to sending an order back by the boat every week, and the food supplies and other goods were delivered to us the following week. Now all that was stopped. And the postmaster would accept no more outgoing mail.




  Even the radio telegraph did not seem to function. Several of us had tried to get in touch with friends in Manila, as I had, but the replies we awaited did not come. As the days went by, we began to doubt that our telegrams had even been received.




  It was on Thursday that the news came through on the radio that a Japanese flotilla had entered Lingayen Bay and that an army was invading the island of Luzon, heading toward Manila.




  We lived in a strange state of suspended judgment. We took all sorts of precautions, but except for the break in communications with the outside world, which all believed was only temporary, things seemed the same. When I looked around at our pleasant home, in the continuing sunny days, it was hard for me to believe that anything was changed. The long screened porch where we liked to sit of an evening, the pretty living-room with its wood-paneled walls, many windows and graceful rattan furniture, the fresh green and white slip covers — it looked so calm and normal that the fact of war seemed remote, almost impossible.




  I had grown fond of our bungalow. It was built on stilts, in the fashion of all houses in this region, where living quarters must be protected against ants and termites. Each stilt stood in a little concrete basin that was kept filled with oil. Built on the hillside, the stilts in front were higher than the ones in back. The house looked long and low from the outside, much larger than it really was.




  Although it was a company bungalow, still we had taken possession of it as one does when making a home anywhere. It was a real home. I had enjoyed rearranging the furniture and ordering some new slip covers, arranging the few treasures which we brought with us, and gradually making the house really ours.




  In this quiet life, one of my most regular diversions had always been the Saturday bridge session, which met from halfpast eight in the morning until the middle of the afternoon at the home of one of the foursome. Laverne, Laura, Rose Preiser, who was the school teacher, and I were the players, and we used to have a simple, gossipy day of it. This Saturday we did not meet. Spence said, “You might be strafed on the way, or you might be caught over there when something happens. I’ll feel much easier in my mind if you stick around our own home, where you can run underground to the air-raid shelter I’m building if anything happens.” I saw Spence’s point, although I wasn’t much worried about what might happen on that serene Saturday morning. I was sorry not to see my friends and have a chance to talk things over with them, but of course Spence was right — and in any case I didn’t want to worry him.




  I was to have plenty of chance to talk things over with Laura Schuring and Laverne Fertig in the months to come, but that I could not foresee.




  There were no parties on Saturday evening, and this seemed very queer, for Saturday had always been our big social night. Spence made his usual round to check on the blackout, and later Ben Zimmerman, the mill superintendent, dropped in for a drink. He seemed depressed and jittery. He had sent his wife and daughters home to the States in June, and he was lonely without them, didn’t seem to know what to do with himself. He didn’t stay long. Spence and I went to bed early, not putting into words the nervous thoughts which were racing through our minds.




  Sunday work continued as usual at the mine. The mill operated seven days a week, and even the staff members often worked on Sunday morning and only took the afternoon off. As long as the mine kept on operating as usual, there was a real backbone to our pretense of normal life. There wasn’t any baseball game over at Masbate Consolidated on this Sunday afternoon, but in a way we didn’t miss that outing very much. We had a lot on our minds. We expected to be bombed sooner or later, and we agreed that there was no use making ourselves too good a target for it.




  All during this first week, I had been using my spare moments to work at packing things. I put our silver and my jewelry in a suitcase, which I tucked away in the concrete safe at the office. I packed various household effects into trunks, thinking they might be safer that way in case of bombing. Finally I began the task of packing Spence’s books into his big wooden book-boxes. Spence valued his collection of technical books highly. He had been building it up for the third time, for twice he had lost everything, once in a South American revolution and once in a huge mine fire in northern Canada. This time I was determined that whatever happened, his library should be saved if possible. So Sunday afternoon found me packing books. Spence cheered me on in this effort, helping when he could. I had the satisfactory feeling that at least I was getting something constructive done.




  Incredibly, the first week of war was past.




  The air-raid shelter for the mine was ready for use now. The men had been working very hard on it, and were proud. The next move was to have a practice alarm.




  The wife of the resident manager came over all in a flurry. She wanted to know what I planned to wear for the practice. I restrained a smile, and answered with perfect seriousness. “Oh, I don’t know. My old slacks, I suppose. If we ever have a real alarm, I daresay I shall wear the first thing I can snatch up.”




  “Well, my dear,” (when did she ever address me in such a manner?) “I just haven’t a thing to wear. I do hope the tailor in the barrio can alter a pair of jodhpurs for me. You know, they are that wonderful British all wool material that lasts forever, but they are not too comfortable.” And off she went busily, to prepare her outfit for the air raids!




  The practice alarm was given in the afternoon, and Spence led the way down into the new shelter. The manager’s wife wore her altered jodhpurs, a tailored white shirt, a riding hat, and a pair of white silk gloves. “You know, Louise, going down the ladder and all that — one really does need gloves.”




  The new shelter was a great success. It proved to be rather a tight fit for one rather stout woman — several of the shafts were narrow enough so that considerable squeezing was necessary for her to get through. The next day an order was issued for the walls of those shafts to be sloughed off enough so that, in an emergency, she could pass easily and not detain the clamoring hundreds who might follow.




  Christmas was very close. There were no cards or packages from home, and none of the things we had got from Manila in past years. I was sorry there would be no tree, but that was out of the question — Christmas trees usually came to us from America, via Manila, as no fir trees grew in our latitude.




  I decided we would do the best we could, and invited the four bachelors of the mine staff to lunch with us at one o’clock on Christmas Day.




  Then I took stock of my supplies. There were a few Irish potatoes left from the last week’s Manila order, and these I put aside. Luckily I had a large canned ham in the cold store, and that would be a fine substitute for turkey.




  As for decorations, I had some from other years. There were red paper bells, and these I hung about the house. Our electric Christmas tree lights looked very festive looped against our wood-paneled walls — the only trouble was that they were too bright in our blackout. So I burned them in the daytime.




  Poinsettias and bright red canna lilies from the garden festooned the house on Christmas Eve. There were red candles, left over from the year before, and even a few gaily wrapped packages on the glass-topped table in the sala. I had some left-over gala wrappings on hand, since I had already sent Christmas boxes to our families at home. The contents of the packages didn’t quite match their festive outer appearance, since there had been only the unexciting contents of the mine store to choose from, but until they were opened they looked wonderful. The illusion of “Christmas as usual” was practically complete.




  Only — we listened to the radio, and we knew that nothing was as usual. The news from Manila was heartbreaking, bombings, casualties, destruction, and impending doom. The thought of our friends there was in our minds every moment. What were they going through?




  Spence and I sat in our black-out sala on Christmas Eve, sipping sherry and failing utterly in being merry. We were just sitting there, in the warm quiet, with the noise of the mill in the background so habitual that it was not consciously heard. Spence suddenly noticed that there were lights burning brightly in the barrio, the group of native houses. “We can’t have that,” he said, and left me abruptly to speak to the mine police about it. He was back in a moment, and we both watched those debonair lights flickering on. They didn’t go out. There was nothing for it but for the conscientious air-raid warden to attend to the matter in person!




  “I’ll go along,” I said. We went down the path in the darkness and came to the barrio. The Filipinos were trying, too, to spend a merry Christmas Eve, and somehow the sound of their talk, and their singing, brought tears to my eyes. We came to the house with the lights. Spence was firm about putting them out; the inhabitants didn’t obey the order too readily, but it had to be done. Then we made the rounds of the outposts. Spence had men posted on the knolls as lookouts, watching for any planes that might approach or any other untoward manifestations. All was serene.




  When we returned to our gaily decorated home, the brave festoons and packages looked somehow very flat and gauche. We hurried to bed, shutting out our feeling of meanness in having spoiled the fun of the innocent merrymakers in the barrio.




  Christmas morning dawned, and it was a beautiful tropical day. We breakfasted and went through the little ceremony of opening our gifts from each other. Then we heard the regular news broadcast. The enemy was very close to Manila. “Chins Up, Keep ’Em Flying!” said the announcer.




  Spence went to the office, and I set the table for the dinner party. I had some wide red satin ribbon, and this I placed down the center of the white cloth. In the middle of the table I arranged my white candlesticks, holding the red Christmas candles, and around this I carefully smoothed a bed of white cotton and scattered tinsel Christmas-tree icicles. Like a child, I put my whole attention on this problem of decoration, and when it was finished and had passed a final critical inspection, I felt better. It would be a pleasant party.




  Promptly at noon, all staff members of our mine attended a formal brandy-punch party at the home of the manager and his wife.




  Everyone turned out in his best, and it was a very stylish affair. More milk than brandy, but that couldn’t be helped. In the midst of the party we heard the sound of planes overhead. Although I wasn’t frightened, my heart jumped, and I think everyone else was in the same state. Running outside, I looked up, but could not see how many planes there were. They were very high. They flew on to the southward. It was ten minutes later that we had the report: twenty-five enemy planes had Spence and I returned home, and our guests followed soon after. We served a few drinks, and then proceeded to the delicious dinner which Jaime had prepared. I still remember the menu in detail; as a matter of fact, I imagine everyone still alive who was there remembers it. There were times, in the months to come in the hills, when we wished we could forget it! Here it is:




   




  Tomato soup aux croutons




  Plain and stuffed olives




  Sweet pickles — Spiced peaches




   




  Baked ham




  Mashed Irish potatoes




  Canned sweet potatoes “au marshmallow”




  Canned peas and carrots




  Hot rolls




   




  Canned plum pudding with hard sauce




  Oranges and raisins




  Coffee




   




  By about five in the afternoon, well fed and cheered by talking and a few drinks, we were feeling almost normal. It had been a good Christmas day, and we tried to be confident everything would be well. We sat around the porch talking of politics. Spence was getting into a rather argumentative frame of mind, and smoking a lot as he always does when he talks. Just at that point, the manager of the mine and his wife dropped in to announce that some staff members of Masbate Consolidated mine were leaving the next morning, by sailboat, for the island of Panay. He said the staff members at that mine thought it might be dangerous for the women and children to remain there.




  The reason they thought it might be dangerous was that no money to meet the payroll was available, none, of course, having come through from Manila since the end of November. They didn’t know what, if anything, might happen, but they were afraid of disorders and perhaps revolt by the laborers.




  “Oh, piffle!” I said. “Masbate is perfectly safe, certainly as safe as Panay. I don’t propose to leave on any such foolhardy expedition!”




  “Well, we thought you ought to know. If the people down at Masbate Consolidated are going, I think we here at IXL should consider the matter carefully.”




  Spence was inclined to agree that it would be wise for the women and children to go, for he thought the unpaid workers were beginning to grumble.




  But I said no. I thought the English slogan of “carry on where you are” applied.




  So that was that. My friends at Consolidated might go, but I was determined to stay put and keep things normal as long as possible.




  Christmas had come and gone, fairly normally, too. I suppose I felt a little proud of having helped in that. I murmured, “Good night dear. Next year, when the Japs are licked, we’ll have a real celebration.”




  “This one was okay,” said Spence. And fell asleep.




  

    II


  




  A SUDDEN THOUGHT occurred to me — it was almost the new year, and we had no calendar for'1942.1 sat at my desk looking at my 1941 calendar. There were so few more days to go, and the future beyond the end of this December was so blank. I pulled out my pad of yellow paper and began to rule it for a new calendar. Twelve little pieces of latticework, each one labeled with the name of a month. Carefully, I put in the days. It seemed as though I were doing something about the uncertainty of this strange coming year in making a calendar to keep track of it.




  The sun streamed in the windows as I worked at my school-girlish task. The radio was turned on, but no news was coming through at that moment. There was something nightmarish about the news of terror on Luzon, combined with the continuing beauty of the weather and our own uneasy waiting. I had never experienced the calm before a typhoon or hurricane before coming to the Far East, but I remembered how my first experience of it was: like a revelation of the true meaning of a well-worn phrase. A stifling, ominous, yellow calm. That was what we were living in now, on a spiritual plane. In a way, it would be a relief when the storm came, when something happened, when this incredible weather broke.




  Meanwhile, I had a calendar to make, and I was making it. The future would not be left entirely to take care of itself!




  I am no draftsman, and my calendar, when I finished it, was a disgrace. It looked like the product of a backward kindergartner. Nevertheless, it had all the days of the coming year accounted for, and that was something. Spence laughed when I showed it to him. “That’s fine,” he said. “But you’re sort of pessimistic, making it for the whole year. The war will be over long before that.”




  “I hope so,” I answered. “But I mean to use it until the end of the year, anyway. I mean to practice, or take lessons, and learn to make all our calendars. It’s very satisfactory.”




  “Didn’t you ever make a calendar, Spence?” I asked. I knew Spence could make a beautiful calendar, if he chose. He is a careful draftsman, and makes beautiful maps. He might have been an architect, if he hadn’t been a geologist and mining engineer.




  “Why should I?” he replied. “They’ve always been a dime a dozen. And your calendar is very good, dear. It will serve our purpose just fine.”




  First aid swept the feminine portion of the population that week, and was a typhoon in itself. The mine doctor, a pleasant Filipino, held classes for us. We practiced tying splints on each other with great enthusiasm. I don’t know if we learned anything important about first aid, but we certainly tried.




  The news kept getting worse. Since we now knew that we might have to take to the hills, I packed groceries and some old clothes. We did not know what the situation might be, but I wanted to be ready for any eventuality.




  Spence suggested sending our few treasures up to Maabaca, but I said no. They might be ruined; anything might happen to them. Our silver had been returned to the office safe after being used for the Christmas party, and everything else was carefully packed and safer in our own home than anywhere else, I was sure. I can’t imagine, now, what I was thinking of when I maintained that things should be left as they were, but Spence had more important affairs on his mind and deferred to my judgment in household matters. Not that things could have turned out any differently in the long run, in any case.




  We kept saying, in the face of steadily more catastrophic news from the Manila radio: “Help is on the way, they are on the way, Roosevelt said so!” Although none of us could have quoted Roosevelt’s words, we were certain he had said specifically that we were to be saved. “If the boys on Bataan and Corregidor can only hold out until March, at the latest!”




  On New Year’s Eve, the Japanese advance was at the gates of Manila. The city’s fall was near. The radio broadcast to the people of Manila: “Keep calm, stay at home, pour all liquor down the drain. Chins up. Keep ’em flying!” It was the zero hour in Manila. Our hearts were somewhere down in the bottom of our boots. Manila was our metropolis, the home of many of our friends. Those moments were as sick as any we were to experience for some months — although worse was to come, but that was as yet undreamed of by any of us. But while Manila was falling, we were tense and at the same time cut off. We couldn’t hear the gunfire or even any distant echoes of the struggle we knew was taking place. All we could hear was our gold mill, that clashed on and on and on, in a vacuum.




  The noonday broadcast on January 2nd came in clearly from Manila. “Your announcer is Osias. I have to tell you, Manila has fallen to the Japs…” His voice broke, he could say no more. After a moment the Philippine National Anthem came in strong. We stood up, at attention, and the tears were streaming down our cheeks.




  Writing of it, I experienced again the choked, impossible emotions of that moment. I clench my hands again, and determine to fight with every bit of breath and blood. Accept defeat? Never!




  The sun went on shining implacably on Masbate. The mill went on grinding. We still stood, in tears, as the radio went silent.




  

    III


  




  “SPENCE!” It was a man’s voice, calling from outside. I roused immediately.




  Spence, awakening, said tensely in the darkness: “Yes, who is it? — oh, Ben.”




  “Get up, the Japs are coming.”




  Spence was already on his feet, pulling on his pants, with a wild expression on his face. “How do you know they’re coming?”




  I sat up in bed, shocked into complete wakefulness, yet too stunned to move. Through our bedroom window, I could see in the dim light the expression of concern on Ben’s long face. Spence kept firing questions at him: “Where are they? Who told you?”




  “Mr. Rowe got a telegram from Masbate and asked me to notify you folks.”




  By this time Spence was fully dressed, and I found myself out of bed getting into my blue culottes, white shirt, a pair of socks and rubber-soled golf shoes. “A quarter to one,” Spence said, looking at his watch. “The third of January, 1942,” I thought. I must not forget my calendar!




  We threw things into our packsack, a few clothes, a blanket, Spence’s shaving kit, toothbrushes, toothpaste, a pair of scissors, and the calendar. Why didn’t I have this all ready, I wondered? How stupid of me! I ran down to Jaime’s room to get him, but he was not there. So I hurried back upstairs and dashed off a note telling him we had fled, and for him to follow in the morning.




  We left the house and started down the path. Spence said, “Louise, I will take you up to Maabaca. We can’t wait for anybody else, I must get you there as quickly as possible.”




  We walked fast, in silence, for some minutes, and then he started to talk again. “I don’t know what the Japs will do, maybe they’ll take American and English prisoners to concentration camp, maybe not. I don’t want to take any chances.”




  Having delivered himself of this opinion, he set off at a dead trot. I followed as best I could. Luckily, it was a glorious, moonlight night, and seeing our way was not hard. We passed many laborers and more staff members, both whites and Filipinos. They seemed to be standing around debating what to do. Spence kept to his decision, and we simply sped through the barrio as fast as we could go and hit the trail (I never knew before what “hitting” the trail meant, but that night I learned) for Maabaca. At the end of forty-five minutes Spence stopped to let me rest. The trail led upward, and I was ready for a breather.




  As we went further, the trail became narrower and more rugged. The forest was denser, and the moonlight could not penetrate. It was very dark, and we had to slacken our speed. At last I could stand it no longer, I had to call out to Spence to stop a minute. I bent over on that dark path and was very sick, sicker than I have ever been at sea. I must try to keep hold of my nerves better than this, I thought. But after being sick, I felt much better. We continued our upward climb.




  We had a flashlight with us, but we only dared use it at exceptionally bad spots on the trail, and then only for a brief flash. I kept up with Spence fairly well. On one steep twist, I fell behind, I didn’t know how far behind. I came to a fork in the trail, and I didn’t know which way to go. Was it left? Or straight up? I called, “Spence!”




  No answer.




  I called again, but there was only silence. Then I had a moment of sheer panic. “SPENCE!” I shouted, using the very bottom of my lungs.




  He heard me, and his lifesaving call came back. “This way, this way!” Carrying the pack and having pretty heavy going himself; he hadn’t realized I had almost fallen by the wayside.




  Coming up the last lap of the hill to catch up with him, I twisted my ankle and had a moment of sharp pain. There was no stopping, however. I said nothing about it, for I knew we had to reach Maabaca before daylight. We got there at a quarter to five, just four hours after Ben had aroused us.




  We stayed in the hills eight days. Filipinos brought us the news that law and order had broken down after the warning came that the Japs were on the way. Looting, probably Japanese instigated, had broken out all over. However, the Japs had not actually come to take possession of the properties.




  As soon as Spence could make certain it was safe, that the Japs were not there, I followed him back.




  At IXL the sun still shone, and the buildings and houses looked the same. Yet the whole place seemed dead. It took me a moment to realize what was different. The mill was silent.




  I ran up the steps of our house and burst in. Spence was there, and gave me a good welcome. “Good lord, I’m glad you’re here, I’d hate to face this place alone,” I said. I looked around, learning the meaning of the word “looting.” Everything had been taken, even the heaviest pieces of furniture. The walls were slashed, the electric wires cut and trailing, like entrails.




  “They… they wrecked it,” I said, the tears beginning to run down my cheeks. I wiped off the tears and gulped a bit, so as not to make things any worse for Spence. This was dismal enough.




  Just then Jack and Ben came in, calling out “Welcome back!” They gave me a hearty handshake and made a few remarks meant to be funny. They weren’t funny, but they helped. They said we were all invited to the manager’s house that evening for a supper of rice and fish, but first we must stop in at their house next door.




  “The plumbing’s okay, Louise,” Spence said. “You can take a shower.”




  The boys left, and I stripped and jumped thankfully into a shower. Then clean clothes from my packsack — all my others were gone, of course. I didn’t linger over any of this, but got over to Jack’s and Ben’s as quickly as I could.




  We all had a strong brandy. It was a bottle that had been looted, and then returned to Jack by the remorseful looter. Jack said, “Cheer up, Louise, this can be your home,” and raised his glass.




  “How about you and Spence moving in here with us? You can be the housekeeper.”




  For the next three weeks I kept house for five men.




  When the men had returned to the wrecked properties, they knew they could not operate the mines because too much had been looted. Many of the laborers had dispersed to find their way back to their parental homes, so there was not enough labor left. Finally, there was no money.




  The men decided to make an inspection tour of homes and other places where loot might be recovered, particularly foodstuffs. They would drive what company trucks were still available after the destructive orgy, and they hoped they could recover some of the large supplies which we had all stored. The Manila office had notified us in September that we should stock up with provisions for six months, so each family had laid in supplies in quantity.




  Somebody found a cookbook for me, and when the inspection party recovered a sack of cornmeal I made corn bread. And when it was a sack of flour that came in, I made hot biscuits. They were good, too. I had a good stove to work with, and a good cookbook, and it was interesting each day to see what I could do with the food we got. Quite a bit of canned goods was recovered, and I was learning to use some of the native foods as well.




  I also did the laundry for our temporary household, and this was hard work. I didn’t have the expert knack of a Filipina lavandera, and made even harder work of it than necessary.




  The Filipinos were usually willing to give up their loot. If the Americano mistook something that really belonged to the Filipino for looted goods, however, there were firm protests. There was a weird sort of honesty in this. Many of the Filipinos asked when the mines would reopen. They wanted work, and when they learned that the mines were closed for the duration of the war, they tried to find something else to do.




  A great many of the simple people had taken things that were complete mysteries to them — household or mine equipment which they would never know how to use, nor have any need for if they did know. One day Henry Schuring was driving along in a truck and overtook an old man whom he knew. This old man was tugging along a block/and chain. Henry stopped the truck and called, “What have you got there, Jose?”




  “Sir, I do not know, but everybody took something, and this was all I could find.”




  Claude and Laverne Fertig drove over one day from Capsay Mine. Claude, who was an officer in the United States Army Reserve, had received an order from the 61st Division on the island of Panay calling him to active service. He was now a major, and the sole army representative on our island. Claude was busy visiting the mines making a survey of how much material was available — dynamite, tractors, carryalls and any other equipment which it might be possible to move to Panay. The army was building airfields and other installations there as fast as they could. This was encouraging news.




  While Claude was engaged in his survey, Laverne and I had a chance to catch up with news and gossip. She had heard that we had lost everything, and she brought me some towels, sheets, and several dresses. Capsay had escaped looting, luckily. I was delighted to get the things she brought, and she promised to come over with more in a few days.




  This plan was not carried out because of the Japs’ arrival on the island. They came toward the end of January and seemed to have settled in, but as yet they did not come up to our mine.




  Spence was worried, and said I must go back in the hills to the home of one of our Filipino friends, an engineer in Spence’s department. He had invited us to use his home as a refuge in case of need.




  I argued against this. “What if they do put us into a concentration camp? That can’t be so terrible. The English cautioned people in England to stay put in case of invasion, and I think that is what we ought to do.”




  “Louise, I’ll never see you put in a concentration camp! I’ll never give the Japs a chance to get close enough to you so you would be at their mercy. We’ve heard enough to know what they might do — remember Nanking? They’ll do the same now. I don’t trust them at all.”




  So I went to the hills. Spence stayed on at the mine in order to find out the purpose of the Japs’ coming. He assured me that he would get away if they began to arrest Americans.




  I was only there for two days. Then Spence sent for me to come back. Only four Japanese had come to the mine, in order to take formal possession. They were three Japanese naval officers and a civilian from the Japanese store in Aroroy. They had not stayed, but had only read a proclamation: “The IXL Mining Company is the property of the Imperial Japanese Government.” The chief naval officer gave the proclamation in Japanese, the civilian translated it into English, and the local Catholic padre translated it from English into the Visayan dialect. There was no doubt that everyone understood. Then the Japanese left.




  I came back, but we were warned every day by the Filipinos that we had better get away by the end of the week, for the Japs were coming then to round up the Americans. The manager’s wife, who had been at the mine and seen the Japs, did not believe the rumors that they were going to take us into custody. She and her husband decided to stay there.




  After much discussion Spence -and Ben and I decided to leave on Saturday evening — it was February 7th — and make our way to the coast. There we meant to obtain a boat to sail across the Visayan Sea to Panay. As for the manager and his wife, we learned later that they were taken by the Japs the day after we left. We ourselves were only ahead of the Japs by a few hours.




  On Saturday evening about half an hour before we had planned to go, there was a knock on our door. Every time an unexpected knock came, my heart sank and I was afraid for a moment that something had gone wrong. This time a messenger brought a small package for me. I opened the brown paper bag and found a package of American cigarettes and a bottle of coca-cola. “To help you on your hike across the island,” said the note that was enclosed. It was from a Filipino in Spence’s department at the mine.




  We left at nine o’clock, as we had planned. This time we knew we were leaving for good.




  We thought we ought to reach the coast by daylight, particularly since the moon rose at about midnight and gave us the help of good light. However, our guide knew as little about the terrain as we did, and at half past three we were knee deep in cogon grass and lost. Cogon grass is ugly to go through under the best of circumstances, for its sharp blades cut like a forest of lithe knives. There was a heavy dew, and this seemed to make it even sharper. We decided to sit down to rest and try to get our bearings.




  After a terrible night, we got to the house of a Filipino acquaintance, and there we stayed during all the next day. At night we set out again, and after more complications, including our guides being afraid of imaginary crocodiles, we finally got to the barrio of Kulumpang, our destination. It was on a river that flowed into the sea. We reached there at four in the morning.




  Spence arranged for us to be passengers in a boat.that afternoon. The boatman charged us ten pesos, saying, “It is a great risk I take, sir.” The usual charge was one peso apiece, but we were relieved to be asked only ten for the three of us. We had feared he might ask fifty or sixty pesos, and we did not have very much money.




  Our sailing craft was about thirty feet long and four feet wide, with outriggers to keep it balanced, and a large and lusty sail. In this boat rode three crewmen and seven passengers, including us. We carried our packs, a few bundles belonging to the other passengers, and the crew’s rice and cooking equipment. It was a heavy load for the light craft.




  We sailed down the little river for an hour or so — I hadn’t realized we were so far from the open sea. When we came out into the open water, there was a spanking breeze and it was a wonderful afternoon. After about an hour of sailing, we put into the beach at a point called Mandaoan because the crew wanted to refresh themselves with a glass of tuba.




  While they were drinking, the natives in the barrio spied us three Americanos. They rushed down to the beach to say hello and to tell us to hasten away. The Japs had picked up the Americans at the mines on Sunday morning, and they were looking for three who had got away! We did not know for certain if this was true, but it had the air of truth about it. Our crew as soon as they heard this, cut short their tuba drinking. We were glad to set sail within a few minutes.




  At sunset the wind died down for a couple of hours, and we drifted along in the peaceful evening, enjoying the quiet ocean and the twinkling of the stars, and watching the play of phosphorescence along the water line of the boat. The water line was only about one finger length from the freeboard; we rode low in the water.




  Then a breeze blew up and we moved a bit faster. The wind strengthened, and the boat began to pitch and toss in the waves. The boatman, a wizened Filipino of very advanced age, sat placidly operating the tiller with his big toe. He smoked a cigar contentedly, not in the least bothered by the roughness of the sea. The Filipina passenger became seasick. The crew decided it was time to cook their supper, so one of them started a little fire in the bow of the boat and put the pot of rice on to boil. The other crew members were busy keeping the boat in balance by hop-skip-and-jumping from one outrigger to another as the waves threw the boat from side to side. They never slipped, although the outriggers were wet; their bare feet were sure and agile. They leaped about with obvious enjoyment, and their leaping took on the appearance of a fantastic dance in the windy darkness.




  We were shipping a good deal of water, and someone was continually bailing. Spence and Ben and I wondered how soon we would all land in Davy Jones’ locker, and sat glumly in the cold. We had to sit still on our small seat in the hull of the boat, and I almost envied the crewmen leaping on the outriggers. We got stiffer, and colder, and crosser, and hungrier, as the night wore on. The wind rose to a gale, and we were traveling at a truly frightening pace. Spence finally decided it was dangerous, and he tried to make the old boatman take in some of his sail. He explained that although we were anxious to reach Panay, we were not in such a hurry as this.




  We were still keeping along the coast of Masbate, and at about midnight we put into shore again to let off one of the passengers. I suggested that we might eat the hard-boiled eggs that I had brought along from home. We were famished. I dug into my packsack and brought out a battered looking paper bag. The eggs had been squashed into a horrible mixture of egg and broken shell. The packsack had been sat upon.




  The eggs were too smashed for anybody to want to eat them. I said weakly, “What shall I do with them?”




  “Hell, haven’t you got the whole ocean to dump them into?” exclaimed Spence, taking them and tossing them overboard.




  Ben produced a can of corned beef from his pack, but I was already too thirsty to want any. Ben and Spence ate it, but they were still hungry.




  We set sail again, and this time we headed for the open sea. We were going fast, and it seemed the water poured into the boat. We were soaked and our teeth were chattering. I thought this voyage would never stop. I remembered standing on the deck of a big liner, looking down at the Chinese in their sampans and wondering how they managed to sail the ocean in such fragile craft.




  At sunrise we sighted the island of Panay. We had traveled sixty miles in the past five hours.




  The moon was still shining brightly in the west, while in the east the sun rose in a brilliance of red and orange. The black night water turned blue, with whitecaps dancing gaily on the waves. How good that coastline looked to us!




  Our boatman landed us at his home on the west coast of a small peninsula on the northeast tip of the island. We stepped out of the boat into water up to our waists, for it was a coral beach and he could not go in with the boat loaded. We waded ashore gladly.




  We went into the boatman’s house to change our clothes. It was only one or two kilometers from the town of Carles, he told us. Fortunately, we had been able to keep our packs fairly dry, and each had a change of clothing on hand. We were still cold and thirsty. I suddenly remembered my bottle of coca-cola. Spence opened it and took a big swig. “Eureka!” he exclaimed. “Brandy!”




  Our good Filipino friend back at IXL will probably never know how much we appreciated his thoughtful gift. We revived after several swigs each. “Well, all set?” Spence inquired cheerfully. And we set off for the town.




  As we came into Carles, a town of about two hundred inhabitants, we were stopped by Filipino soldiers. They asked us who we were, and where we came from. We tola them, and they promptly took us into custody. We were taken to the municipal building to be interviewed by the mayor. This gentleman was very pleasant. After asking us a few routine questions, he suggested we might like a bite of breakfast. We accepted his invitation with enthusiasm, for it was about eighteen hours since we had eaten. He took us to his home, a block or two away, and there we had rice and eggs and native coffee.




  After breakfast, we returned to the town hall. It was hard to make our way through the crowd into the building, for the whole population seemed to have heard of our arrival and turned out to see for themselves. They all looked at us curiously, and particularly at me. I was quite a sight, with my arms and legs a mass of scratches and cuts from our night in the wet cogon grass. The members of the crowd, old and young of all sizes, made sympathetic remarks about me, and little wails of condolence at my state. I didn’t feel sorry for myself at all, just glad not to be in the clutches of the Japs. Someone suggested that I ought to have my scratches, some of which were festering, dressed by the girls of the town’s first-aid corps. So I was taken in hand. My arms and legs were washed, alcohol was applied, and mercurochrome dabbed here and there.




  Finally it was decided that we were reputable citizens and could start off to the headquarters of the 61st Division, USAFFE, under guard. There we would be investigated further!




  A rickety buckboard bus bounced us on our way. At noon we stopped at Sara, a town of about five hundred, for lunch. There was one restaurant, where you took what you could get and tried not to look too closely. This we did. We were fast divesting ourselves of what fussiness we had started out with.

OEBPS/images/cover-ebook.jpg
* of Love and Survival

- inthe Philippines
o T

/.
/
‘YY),
.
2
.
v
/
¢
.
-
% . 7
N
-
Ed
-~

* .- 7' -
LOUISE REID SPENCER






OEBPS/images/immagini1.jpg
ARCADIA PRESS
=





